
		
			
			
			Foreword

		
Crimson Flower is my second attempt at a Harry Potter
alternate universe (AU) fanfic. I learned a fair bit as I was writing
(the first iteration of) Jewitches of Britain, a
Judaism-focused AU, and I continue to as I write Crimson
Flower. At the time of writing (having not yet published Chapter
Sixteen), The Stone of Eternity (this book) is 70k words in
total. This is despite excising three chapters of canon—the midnight
duel, the dragon, and the Forbidden Forest excursion. The Chamber of
Death, the second book, is already off to a good start, having
nearly 5k written just for its Chapter One (Chapter Twenty-Two
overall).

I would like to thank/blame Admiral
Pegasus. She knows what she did, and she’s not even a bit sorry.
Without Kaleidoscopic Grangers and its sequel, Birds of a
Feather, I would not be writing at all—not Jewitches, and
definitely not Crimson Flower.

Her Discord is also phenomenal, with several other people writing
high-quality AUs of their own. Among them are:


	HeraGuin,
who has been an invaluable beta reader since early days, particularly
with regards to Harry’s EDs. She’s quite prolific, with like a dozen AUs
so far, all distinct from one another.

	bioticMecha,
whose A Badger’s Determination series is simply amazing.

	ChaosIsOrder,
with many fine works, including Daisy Evans, The Girl Who Stood
True.

	xanitheblob and
Zelda_Kittin,
coauthors of a catgirl Harry Potter AU.



And I want to thank you, dear reader, for choosing to read
this edition of The Stone of Eternity. I write Crimson
Flower mainly for myself, but this deluxe edition is for you.

Lastly, a very heartfelt fuck you to
Joanne. May your bare feet forever find metal four-sided dice in the
mornings.

P.S. A note on formatting: certain documents, e.g. Harry’s Hogwarts
letter, are written in-universe in coloured ink. This colouring is
replicated in both AO3 and this ebook, but your ebook reader may ignore
such formatting. I have tried to choose colours that are legible on both
light and dark backgrounds, however.
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already know the story of Harry’s life through to his eleventh birthday.
Plot divergence begins pretty much immediately.
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			A Whole New World

			Chapter One

		
All of his life, Harry had known he was unusual. How could he not
have? Normal people didn’t have a scar running across their forehead
shaped like jagged lightning. Normal people didn’t have black hair that
grew back whenever Aunt Petunia tried to have it cut in styles he didn’t
like. Normal people weren’t 20 centimeters shorter than their peers,
either.

Aunt Petunia liked to comment about that a lot, because his small
size meant making him wear Dudley’s castoffs would have been comical
even if his cousin weren’t over twice his weight, and she
begrudged every single penny she spent on him. The result was that his
clothes tended to be aimed at children four years his junior, which of
course Dudley and his friends always found grounds to belittle him for,
even though Dudley himself knew Harry had no say in the matter.

Most importantly, normal people didn’t have weird things happen
around them, like that time he’d leapt on to the roof of the school when
he’d tried to escape a round of Dudley’s favourite playground game,
Bully Harry.

It was a dark and stormy night, out on the island. Uncle Vernon had
taken them to the fisherman’s shack earlier that day, by way of a small
boat that could barely fit the four of them and a suitcase each, plus
the fisherman who’d dropped them off on the island, and a long, thin
package that Uncle Vernon had been very careful with.

Harry was staring out of the window in the main room of the shack,
and had, in fact, dozed off with his forehead leaning on the glass when
there came the sound of a very firm rapping on the front door.

Harry was jolted awake. Dudley was awoken by the rapping the second
time, and as he blinked blearily, Uncle Vernon came down, holding a
shotgun in his hands—Harry had wondered what’d been in the long, thin
package.

“Who’s there?” his uncle shouted. “I’m warning you, I’m armed!”

After a short pause, the door flung open and stuck to the wall, and
an enormous man was silhouetted in the flash of lightning that followed
seconds later.

He stepped in and snorted. “Figured yeh’d try a fool thing like that,
yeh great prune,” he muttered, and yanked the shotgun out of Uncle
Vernon’s grasp and bent it back upon itself before dropping it. Uncle
Vernon squeaked. Dudley ran behind his mother, who’d followed Uncle
Vernon, and Harry thought it was hilarious how Aunt Petunia’s thin
stature did absolutely nothing to hide her son.

Harry turned his attention back to the man and stared. The man’s head
was nearly obscured entirely by thick, dark brown hair, and he wore a
long canvas duster that looked festooned with pockets, alongside denim
trousers tucked in to a pair of boots, all of which looked like they’d
been tailored, as surely they must have been to fit so massive a
man.

“Ah. Yeh must be Harry,” the man said, his gaze alighting on him in
fairly short order. “Got summat fer yeh here, it bein’ yer birthday an’
all. Mighta sat on it at some point, but it’ll taste all right.”

He rummaged through his duster, fishing out a slightly
squashed-looking box, and offered it to Harry. Harry looked up at the
man inquiringly.

“Well? Open it, and happy birthday,” he said. Harry blinked in
surprised, and carefully opened it. Inside was a chocolate cake, with
bright green frosting that said, “Happy birthday!”

Harry opened his mouth to say “thank you”, but what tripped out of it
instead was, “Who are you?”

“Right, haven’t introduced meself. Rubeus Hagrid, Keeper of Keys and
Grounds at Hogwarts. So…Have yeh got any tea? I’d not say no to summat
stronger if yeh’ve got it, mind.”

Harry shook his head. “No tea, I’m afraid. Uncle Vernon didn’t let
Aunt Petunia stop for anything.”

Hagrid sighed, and sat down on a couch that was near the fireplace.
He eyed the grate, and the forlorn scraps of singed paper that sat
inside the firebox. “Ah, well. Let’s do summat about that chill,
eh?”

Hagrid pulled out a long, slender stick—a wand?—and pointed it at the
fireplace. With a muttered word, it was immediately filled with a
roaring fire that went quite some way toward warming the shack despite
the watery breeze that blew through the still-open door. The sudden
blaze garnered another squeak from Uncle Vernon.

“Yeh still standin’ there gaping like a fish fer, Dursley?” The
Dursleys fled upstairs. Harry giggled—he couldn’t help it, and he
hated it when he giggled, as he thought it made him sound
younger than his eleven years—and closed the front door. The room soon
became comfortably warm, and he carried his boxed cake over as he joined
Hagrid by the fireplace.

As he did so, Hagrid had been divesting his pockets of an assortment
of items: a copper kettle, a packet of sausages, a poker, a teapot, a
couple mugs, two plates, and a bottle of some amber liquid that he took
a swig of before pocketing once more. With another mutter, the kettle
was filled with water and set to boil. Soon enough, half a dozen hot,
slightly burnt sausages were piled on one plate, which he gave to Harry
along with a fork and a mug of tea.

Harry eyed the plate. “…I’m not sure I’d manage two
sausages, much less all six,” he said dubiously.

Hagrid blinked, then took a closer look at Harry. “… Yeh’re right.
Not to worry, I’ll eat whatever yeh don’t.”

Harry nodded, and before he took a bite, he asked, “Not to sound
ungrateful, but who are you, really?”

“Call me Hagrid, everyone does. And as I said, I’m Keeper of Keys at
Hogwarts—yeh’ll know about Hogwarts, o’ course.”

“Er…no,” Harry said. Hagrid looked shocked.

“…Sorry,” Harry said quickly, afraid he’d said the wrong thing.

“Sorry?” Hagrid said, barely managing to choke his
exclamation down to a raised voice. Harry flinched all the same, and
Hagrid darted a quick glance up to the ceiling. “It’s yer aunt’n’uncle
as should be sorry. I knew yeh weren’t gettin’ yer letters, but I never
expected yeh’d not been told about…yeh ever wonder where yer parents’d
learnt it all?”

“…All what?” asked Harry.

Hagrid gave the ceiling another, more piercing look. Harry figured if
looks could kill, the Dursleys were lucky they were out of sight. Hagrid
sighed.

“About our world, the witching world. Your world, your
parents’ world. Yeh ever been told about yer parents?”

“Um…Uncle Vernon and Aunt Petunia threatened to beat me if I ever
asked about them, whenever I did ask,” Harry said. He shrank in to the
couch as Hagrid turned a murderous look upward again and ran a hand
through his hair.

“Well, it’s like this. Yer a witch, Harry.”

“I’m a what?” Harry sounded incredulous.

“A witch, o’ course. Not just any witch, neither. Yeh’ll be a ruddy
great one, once yeh’ve been trained up a bit. With parents like yers,
how could yeh not be? An’ I reckon it’s abou’ time yeh read yer
letter.”

With a flourish, Hagrid produced from one of his voluminous pockets a
parchment envelope, addressed in green ink. Harry hurriedly set down his
plate and took the envelope. It felt weird, he decided immediately. It
was heavier than paper usually was, and he read the address on the
front.



Mr H. Potter

The Floor

Fisherman’s Wharf

Channel Islands, UK





He cracked the wax seal and opened the envelope. He pulled out a
sheet of heavier-than-paper, and read:



Hogwarts School of Witchcraft

Headmaster: Albus Dumbledore OM1 GS MWP SM

Dear Mr Potter,

We are pleased to inform you that you have a place at Hogwarts School
of Witchcraft. Please find enclosed a list of all necessary books and
equipment, as well as a ticket for the Hogwarts Express. Term shall
begin on 3 September.

We await your owl by no later than 31 July.

Yours sincerely,





Minerva McGonagall

Deputy Headmistress





Harry was, almost immediately, full of questions. The first one that
came out was, “What does it mean, they await my owl?”

“Aye, that reminds me,” Hagrid said, and produced an owl from one of
his pockets, along with a quill and a roll of paper-like material. He
quickly scrawled a note, which Harry could read upside-down, in black
ink:



Dear Mr Dumbledore,

Given Harry his letter. Taking him to buy his things tomorrow.
Weather’s horrible. Hope you’re well.

Hagrid





Hagrid rolled up the note and gave it to the owl, who clamped it in
their beak, and opened the front door long enough to toss them out. Then
he returned to the couch, as though this were perfectly normal.

Harry closed his mouth.

“Where was I…” Hagrid muttered. By now, Uncle Vernon had crept back
downstairs.

“He’s not going,” Uncle Vernon said.

“I’d love ter see yeh stop him,” Hagrid said with a grunt.

“We swore when we took him in that we’d put a stop to that rubbish,”
said Uncle Vernon, “swore we’d stamp it out of him. Witch, ha.”

“…You…you knew?”

“’Course we knew, how could you not be a witch? My dratted
sister being what she was,” Aunt Petunia said. She’d made her way down
too, it appeared. “Oh, she got her letter, same as you, and disappeared
off to that—that school, for ten months of a year, and came
home every holiday with her pockets full of beetles, turning teacups in
to rats and all sorts. I was the only one who saw her for what
she was—a freak. But for our parents, oh no, it was Lily this
and Lily that—they were proud of having a witch in the
family!”

Harry had flinched when she said ‘freak’, even though it wasn’t
directed at him for a change. Aunt Petunia looked in high dudgeon—she’d
apparently been saving this up for years.

“And then she met that Potter boy at school, and they left and got
married and had you, and of course I knew you’d be just the
same, just as strange, just as—as—freakish—and then, if you
please, she’d gone and gotten herself blown up and we’d got saddled with
you.”

Harry was shrinking back in to the couch again, looking wan. Once he
found his voice again, he said, “Blown up? You told me they’d died in a
car crash!”

Hagrid jumped to his feet, a move that shook the house. “A car
crash? Yeh’d set that rubbish in his head? A car crash
kill James and Lily? It’s an outrage, a scandal! Harry Potter not
knowin’ his own story when every kid in our world knows his name!”

“But…why? What happened?” Harry asked, sounding desperate and more
than a little confused.

Hagrid’s anger faded, and he instead began to look worried. “Didn’t
expect this. I had no idea, when Dumbledore told me there might be
trouble gettin’ hold of yeh, how much yeh didn’t know. I’ll ask
Professor McGonagall to have a word with yeh, she can explain everything
better’n I could.”

“Load of old tosh,” Uncle Vernon said scathingly. “Now listen here,
boy. I accept there’s something queer about you, probably nothing a good
beating wouldn’t have cured—and as for your parents, well, they were
queer too, no denying, and the world’s better off without them in my
opinion—asked for all they got, messing with witches—just what I always
expected, always knew they’d come to a sticky end—”

“Shut yer yap, or I’ll shut it fer yeh,” Hagrid roared, and Uncle
Vernon flinched and backed up against the wall. Harry was practically
curled up in to a ball on the couch by now, something that might’ve been
cute if it weren’t so heartbreaking. Hagrid’s attention returned to
him.

“I’ll have a word with Dumbledore when I get back. They’ve not bin
treatin’ yeh right, it’s plain,” he whispered to the boy. “Yeh need a
bit of help, leastways, but for now, yer safe with me.”

Harry’s voice was quite small. “I… I don’t think I can be a
witch…”

“What do yeh imagine makes a witch, then?” Hagrid asked softly.
“Plenty of other kids go to Hogwarts that’re like yeh, Harry. Caretakers
who don’t have magic, I mean.”

“Haven’t I made it plain he’ll not be going?” Uncle Vernon blustered
again. “He’ll be going to Stonewall High and he’ll be grateful for it.
I’ve read those letters, he’d need all sorts of rubbish—spellbooks and
wands and—”

“If he wants ter go, a great lump like yeh’ll not stop him,” Hagrid
growled. “Stop Lily and James Potter’s son? Yer mad! His name’s been
down since he was born. He’s off ter the finest school of witchcraft in
the world. Seven years there and he’ll not recognize the himself of
today. He’ll be with youngsters of his own sort, for a change, and he’ll
be under the greatest Headmaster Hogwarts has ever had, Albus
Dumbled—”

“I am not paying for some old crackpot old fool to teach him
magic tricks!” Uncle Vernon bellowed.

But he only realised he’d gone too far at last when Hagrid jumped to
his feet once more, shaking the building again, as he pulled out his
wand again and swished it toward the Dursleys. The result was a loud
bang, and Uncle Vernon yelped, his hands moving to his rear,
and he turned to go back upstairs once more. Harry saw a growing bulge
that wriggled as his uncle and aunt retreated once more.

“Shouldn’ta lost me temper,” Hagrid said ruefully. “Got the point
across, but er…don’t mention this ter anyone at Hogwarts, eh? We’re not
ter do magic on mundane folks except in self defence.”

Harry nodded, and he continued, “Anyway, it’s gettin’ late, and we’ve
got lots ter do tomorrow. Here, you can sleep under this.”

Hagrid conjured a blanket and handed it to Harry, who marveled at how
soft it was as he bundled himself up in it. This time, he noticed that
Hagrid moved his hand and wiggled his fingers as he swished his wand,
just before the blanket appeared.

	
		
			Notes for Chapter Two
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the version posted on AO3, both in terms of where the nerdery is being
documented and the specific numbers involved. I applied currency
conversion in the wrong direction, originally, so to help things along I
decided on the actual silver content of a Sickle (which I’d originally
left implied).
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			Diagon Alley

			Chapter Two

		
It was daylight when Harry woke the next morning. He would have
thought the events of last night were a dream, but even in a dream he
wouldn’t have been bundled up in a soft blanket. Plus, there was the
pleasant odour and sounds of sausages cooking again, and that decided
him.

He opened his eyes, and there was Hagrid, poking at the fireplace
again. Harry sat up, rubbing the sleep from his eyes, and then there was
a tapping at the window. Hagrid rummaged in his pockets and pulled out a
bronze coin, which he gave to Harry. “Let him in, would yeh? Take the
paper and give him this Knut.”

Harry opened the window, and the owl dropped the paper off on the
coffee table, then landed on the back of the couch. Harry offered the
coin, and the owl presented his leg, to which was tied a small pouch,
and he deposited the coin there. The owl then flew back out.

Hagrid deposited a plate of sausages on the table next to Harry,
along with a fork. “Eat what yeh can, lots ter do today. We’ll be
gettin’ in ter London to buy all yer stuff fer school.”

Harry had been thinking about that. “But…Hagrid, I haven’t got any
money. And you heard Uncle Vernon last night, he won’t pay for it
either.”

“Don’t worry about that,” Hagrid said. “D’yeh think yer parents left
yeh nothin’? First step is Gringott’s Bank.”

“…Witches have banks?”

“Just the one, but they’ve branches across Europe. Run by
kobolds.”

“… Kobolds?”

“Yeah, so yeh’d be mad ter try an’ rob it, I’ll tell yeh that. Never
mess with kobolds, Harry. Gringott’s banks are the safest places in the
world for anything yeh want ter keep safe, ‘cept maybe Hogwarts. As a
matter o’ fact, I gotta visit Gringott’s anyway. Fer Dumbledore.
Hogwarts business.”

Hagrid glanced over the table. The cake lay untouched in its box, and
Harry had only just finished the one sausage and made no signs of
wanting a second one. He mentally revised his itinerary to start with a
visit at St Mungo’s.

“Right. Need anything? Then best we be off. Take me hand, that’s a
good lad, and hold on to yer butt.”

There was a sharp crack, and suddenly Harry was enveloped in
darkness, feeling pressed in from all directions, before his vision
cleared and they were standing inside a wood-paneled room, with broad
windows that let in plenty of light, and two doors, north and south.
“Come along, Harry,” the enormous man said, and they strode through the
northern door.

This room was very clearly a lobby, with dozens of chairs arranged
neatly. There were oddly-dressed people scattered throughout, and a desk
at one end of the room, staffed by a few women. Hagrid led the way to
the desk and cleared his throat.

“Er, emergency wellness check fer Mr Potter here, please,” he said
quietly. “Discreetly, if yeh would.”

The woman he spoke to stood up and peered down at the boy, then
pulled together some paperwork on to a clipboard, along with a pen, and
handed it over. “Right. Fill this out, and a Healer will be with you
momentarily.”

Hagrid nodded, and led Harry over to a pair of chairs, one big enough
to support his bulk, though it groaned as it took his weight.

“Fill this out best yeh can, and I’ll handle anything yeh can’t.”

The examination was quite thorough, and Healer Lobosca sighed.

“Chronic underfeeding. He’s lucky—usually such cases lead to
malnutrition, but he’s just abnormally small for his age. I also found
signs of physical abuse, including signs of, fortunately now healed,
cracked bones. Legally, I am required to report this case to social
care, and you can tell Dumbledore that he needs to act quickly if he
wants to control the situation. I will also write to Madam Pomfrey, to
ensure he gets a wellness check whilst he’s at Hogwarts, and I will want
to see him again next year.”

Hagrid nodded. “That’s what I figured, Lobosca. Thanks for havin’ a
look, then, and we’ll be off.”



When Harry’s vision cleared the second time, he and Hagrid were
standing in an enclosed brick alley.

“Let’s see here,” Hagrid muttered, then tapped five bricks in a loose
star pattern, with its north being the upper-right brick of the pattern.
Almost immediately, the bricks began to move, eventually forming an arch
big enough even for Hagrid to fit through.

“Welcome to Diagon Alley. Still got yer letter, Harry?”

Harry took the parchment envelope out of his pocket; he’d folded it
in half to make it fit.

“Good. There’s a list there of everything yeh need.”



Hogwarts School of Witchcraft

Uniform

First-year students will require:


	Three sets of plain work robes (black)

	One pair of protective gloves (dragon hide or similar)

	One winter cloak (black, silver fastenings)



Please note that all pupils’ clothes should carry name tags

Set Books

All students should have a copy of each of the following:


	The Standard Book of Spells (Grade 1) by Miranda
Goshawk

	A History of Magic by Bathilda Bagshot

	Magical Theory by Adalbert Waffling

	A Beginner’s Guide to Transfiguration by Emeric Switch

	One Thousand Magical Herbs and Fungi by Phyllida Spore

	Magical Drafts and Potions by Arsenius Jigger

	Fantastic Beasts and Where to Find Them by Newt
Scamander

	A Witch’s Defensive Arts: A Guide to Self-Protection by
Quentin Trimble



Other Equipment


	1 wand

	1 cauldron (pewter, standard size 2)

	1 set glass or crystal phials

	1 set brass scales



Students may also bring a familiar.

Parents are reminded that
first-years are not allowed their own broomsticks





“…Can we really buy all of this in London?” Harry asked.

“If yeh know where ter go, and we’re already there,” Hagrid said.
After they stepped through, Harry looked back to see the archway already
returning to its previous state of being a wall.

The sun reflected brightly off a stack of copper cauldrons outside a
shop with a sign reading “Cauldrons”, with a silhouette of a cauldron
underneath, above the doorway.

“Aye, yeh’ll be needin’ one, but first yeh need yer money,” Hagrid
said, and chivvied Harry along. Harry wished he could look everywhere
all at once, there were so many new things to see. The shops, the things
in their windows, the people doing the shopping…

A low, soft hooting came from a shop with its windows blocked off by
curtains, and a sign that read “Eeylops Owl Emporium”. Several boys
about Harry’s age had their noses pressed against a window with
broomsticks on display. “Look,” he heard one say, “the new Nimbus Two
Thousand—fastest ever—” There were shops selling all sorts, from robes
to telescopes, and even silver instruments Harry had never seen
before…

“Gringott’s,” Hagrid said, and Harry’s head snapped back forward to
see a marble building that towered over the shops. Standing by its open,
burnished bronze doors and wearing a uniform of scarlet and gold were a
pair of—

“Aye, those are kobolds,” Hagrid said as they walked up the marble
steps toward them. The kobolds were about 20 centimetres taller than
Harry, each one’s head shaped like a dog’s, minus the ears. The kobold
to the left of the door was a sandy beige, with black rosettes, somewhat
reminiscent of a leopard, whereas the kobold to the right seemed to be
their antithesis, black scales with bronze rosettes. Both carried long
spears. They bowed as Hagrid and Harry passed through the door.

At the far end of the entryway was another pair of doors, this pair
silver, with blazing letters that stood in perfect contrast, so as to be
legible regardless of lighting:



Enter, but be warned.

Those who take treasures unearned.

Death is a kindness.





“Like I said, yeh’d be mad ter try an’ rob them,” Hagrid said.

Another pair of kobolds bowed them through the silver doors, and they
were in a vast marble hall. The floor was carpeted in red, with a design
in the center of the hall that was clearly the Gringott’s seal. Along
one side of the hall was a long counter, with several kobolds talking
with witches and a short line of patiently-waiting customers. Further
down the counter was the customer service desk, and Hagrid strode toward
it.

“Mornin’,” Hagrid said when they’d reached the desk. “We’ve come ter
take some money out of Mr Harry Potter’s vault.”

“You have his key, sir?” the kobold behind the desk asked. They were
a warm bronze, with white striping, and their voice bore a trace of a
German accent, Harry thought.

“Got it here somewhere,” Hagrid said as he began rummaging around in
his pockets. After about a minute, he pulled it out and held it up.

The kobold peered at it, then nodded. “That seems to be in
order.”

“An’ I’ve also got a letter here from Professor Dumbledore,
concerning the item in Vault 713.” He passed it to the kobold, who read
it.

“Very well. I will have a kobold escort you to both vaults. Gaz!”

Gaz was another kobold. Their scales were rust-red overall, but
reddish-cream along their chin and down their throat, reappearing on the
palms of their hands. Hagrid and Harry followed him down the hall to one
of the doors leading out of it.

“What’s the thing in Vault 713?” Harry asked, curious.

“Never yeh mind, lad.”

Gaz held the door open for them. Harry, expecting more marble, was
surprised. This was a narrow granite passageway lit by witch-lights. It
sloped steeply downward, and there were rails running down it. Gaz
whistled, and a cart came trundling toward them, stopping once it
reached the platform. The trio climbed in to it, Hagrid with a bit of
difficulty, and it began moving again almost immediately.

Shortly afterward, the passage began to curve to the left as it
descended, bringing them down a gentle spiral, until it straightened and
leveled out about ten minutes later. Simultaneously, the passage opened
up in to a natural cavern, with stalagmites and stalactites scattered
throughout.

“I can never remember, what’s the difference between a stalagmite and
a stalactite?” Harry asked Hagrid.

“Stalagmites come up from the ground, stalactites down from the
ceiling. But don’t ask me questions just now, these carts always make me
motion-sick.”

Soon enough, they rolled to a smooth stop at Vault 687. Hagrid had to
lean on a pillar for a few seconds before he straightened up.

“Key,” Gaz demanded, and Hagrid passed it over. They ran a finger
down the door, then inserted the key and opened the vault.

Harry’s eyes widened as he beheld the mounds of Galleons, Sickles,
and Knuts that filled his vault. There was also, off to the side, a
shelf with various artefacts on display.

“All yers,” Hagrid said, and handed Harry an empty cloth sack. “But
I’d suggest pullin’ only a dozen gold Galleons and a score of silver
Sickles. Maybe a handful of bronze Knuts for pocket money. Should do yeh
for a couple terms.”

Harry nodded, and scooped coins in to the sack.

“Right, on to Vault 713, please, and can we go more slowly?” Hagrid
asked Gaz.

“The carts have one speed only,” Gaz said as they boarded the cart
again. The air got colder as they went deeper still, though it only took
a few more minutes to reach the requested vault.

Vault 713 had no keyhole. Gaz motioned for them to stay put as the
kobold approached the door. They stroked it gently with a clawed hand,
and the door dissolved. Hagrid, moving quickly, walked in to the vault
and scooped up a small package that was sitting on the floor before
returning to the cart. The door reappearred almost immediately after,
and Gaz returned to the cart as well.

“If anyone but a kobold tried to open that door, they’d get sucked in
and trapped,” Gaz said as they put the cart in to motion once more.

“How often do you check to see if anyone’s been snared?” Harry
asked.

“We don’t. The spell includes an alarm.”

Harry figured that whatever it was that Hagrid had removed, it must
have been very valuable.

After another fifteen-minute cart ride, they were back at ground
level once more. Harry wasn’t quite sure where to go now that he had
money in his pocket, but he was also entirely too intimidated by how
many people were gadding about Diagon Alley by now to be tempted to
wander off.

“First things first, yer uniform,” Hagrid said, and led the way to
Madam Malkin’s Robes for All Occasions. “If yeh don’ mind, I’m going ter
nip down to the Leaky Cauldron for a pick-me-up while yer in.”

Harry nodded and entered the shop on his own. Madam Malkin proved to
be a short, plump woman in mauve robes. She looked him up and down, a
kind smile on her face, and asked, “Hogwarts, dear?”

Harry nodded quietly. She nodded back. “I’ve got the lot—another
young man’s being fitted right now, in fact. Come on back.”

She gently chivvied him ahead of her, and on to a stool. To his left,
a pale, white-haired boy stood on another stool as another witch was
pinning up the black robe he was wearing. Madam Malkin considered, then
slipped a robe down over Harry and began to pin it up around him as
well.

“Hullo,” the boy said. “Hogwarts too?”

“Yes,” Harry said.

“My father’s next door, buying my books, and mother’s up the street
looking at wands.” He had a bored, drawling voice. “Then I’m going to
drag them off to look at racing brooms. I don’t see why first-years
can’t have their own. I think I’ll bully father in to getting me one and
I’ll smuggle it in somehow.”

Harry rolled his eyes. For some reason, this boy reminded him of
Dudley, except about two or three stone lighter.

“Have you got your own broom?” the boy went on.

“No.”

“Play Quadball at all?”

“No.” Harry wondered what on earth Quadball could be.

“I do—Father says it’s a crime if I’m not picked to play for my
house, and I must say I agree. Know what house you’ll be in yet?”

“…No.” Harry was starting to dislike the boy.

“Well, no one really knows until they get there, do they? I know I’ll
be in Slytherin, though, all our family have been—imagine being in
Hufflepuff, I think I’d leave, wouldn’t you?”

“Mmmm.” Harry wished he could say something a bit more
interesting.

“I say, look at that man!” The boy nodded toward the front window.
Hagrid was standing there, grinning at Harry and holding up two large
ice creams to show he couldn’t come in.

“That’s Hagrid,” Harry said, pleased that he knew something the boy
didn’t. “He works at Hogwarts.”

“Oh,” the boy said. “I’ve heard of him. He’s some sort of servant,
isn’t he?”

“He’s the gamekeeper.”

“Yes, exactly. I heard he’s a sort of wild man—lives in a hut on the
school grounds and every now and then he gets drunk and accidentally
sets fire to his bed.”

“I think he’s brilliant,” Harry said coldly.

“Do you?” the boy asked with a slight sneer. “Why is he with you?
Where are your parents?”

“They’re dead,” Harry said flatly. He didn’t really want to talk
about them with the boy.

“Oh, sorry,” the boy said, not sounding particularly sorry. “But they
were our kind, weren’t they?”

“They were both witches, if that’s what you mean.”

“I really don’t think they should let the other sort in, do you?
They’re just not the same, they’ve never been brought up to know our
ways. Some of them have never even heard of Hogwarts before they got
their letter, imagine. I think they should keep it in the old witching
families. What’s your surname, anyway?”

Before Harry could answer, Madam Malkin said, “That’s you done, my
dear,” and Harry, not sorry for an excuse to stop talking to the boy,
hopped down from the footstool.

“… Aren’t you a little short to be a Hogwarts student?” the boy
drawled. Harry ignored this as he left.

Harry was rather quiet as he ate the ice cream Hagrid had bought him
(chocolate and raspberry with chopped nuts).

“What’s up?” Hagrid asked.

“…Nothing,” Harry lied. They stopped to buy parchment and writing
implements. Harry rejected the quills immediately, and so he got a
fountain pen instead. He also got a bottle of ink that changed colour as
you wrote.

When they left the shop, Harry asked, “What’s Quadball?”

“Blimey, I keep forgettin’ how little yeh know—not knowin’ about
Quadball!”

“…Don’t make me feel worse.” Harry told Hagrid about the the
white-haired boy in Madam Malkin’s.

“—and he said people from non-witching families shouldn’t even be
allowed in—”

“Yer from a witchin’ family. If he’d known who yeh were—he’s grown up
knowing yer name if his parents are witches. Anyway, what does he know
about it? Some of the best witches I ever saw were the only ones from a
long line of mundane folk. Look at yer mum! Look what she had fer a
sister!”

“So…what is Quadball, anyway?”

“It’s our one sport. Witches’ equivalent of football in the mundane
world. Everyone follows it, played up in the air on broomsticks and
there’s four balls… Bit hard fer me to explain the rules.”

“And, um. What are Slytherin and Hufflepuff?”

“Two of the four houses at Hogwarts. Everyone says Hufflepuff are a
lot o’ duffers, but—”

“I bet I’m in Hufflepuff,” Harry said gloomily.

“Better Hufflepuff than Slytherin,” Hagrid said. “Slytherin’s a
fairly cutthroat lot, an’ a lot of warlocks came out of that house.
Yeh’d probably be eaten alive.”

They bought Harry’s school books in a shop called Flourish &
Blott’s, where among other things Harry encountered books the size of
paving stones bound in leather, books the size of postage stamps bound
in silk, and other oddmentia. Harry had to pulled away from a book
titled Animagi: Shapeshifting and You, by Rupa Kaur Gupta.

“I just wanted to know how to turn in to an animal,” Harry said.

“I’m not sayin’ that’s inappropriate, but yer not ter use magic in
the mundane world except in very special circumstances,” Hagrid said.
“An’ anyway, the ritual fer becomin’ an Animagus is difficult and very
dangerous, yeh’ll need a lot of study before yeh get ter that
level.”

Harry ducked right back out of the apothecary’s shop as soon as he
stepped in. As fascinating as it was inside, the smell alone was sensory
hell. When Hagrid popped his head to see where Harry’d gone, he was
still standing by the door.

“Smell too much for yeh? That’s all right, I need a couple Sickles
and we’ll be on our way again.” Harry nodded and handed over the
requested coins. Once Hagrid came out again, he checked over Harry’s
list.

“Jus’ yer wand left—oh yeah, an’ I still haven’t got yeh a birthday
present.”

“Y-y-you don’t h-have to—” Harry stammered.

“I know I don’t have to. Tell yeh what, I’ll get yeh a familiar.
Usually folks do cats or owls, but I don’ like cats, they make me
sneeze. But it’s up to yeh. Any kind yeh like?”

Harry thought about it for a moment. “How about a ferret?”

“A ferret it is, then. Let’s get yeh a book on ferret care, first,
though.”

Twenty minutes later, they emerged from a pet shop. Harry held a
large square cage which held a beautiful chocolate ferret jill (the
shopkeep assured them that she’d been spayed). “Thank you so much,
Hagrid,” Harry kept saying.

“Don’ mention it,” Hagrid said gruffly. “Don’ expect yeh had a lotta
presents from them Dursleys. Just Ollivander’s left now—only place fer
wands, Ollivander’s, and yeh gotta have the best one.”

Harry had been curious about wands ever since he read his shopping
list.

This shop was narrow and somewhat shabby. Peeling gold letters over
the door read “Ollivander’s: Makers of Fine Wands”. A single wand lay on
a faded purple cushion in the shop window.

A bell tinkled as they stepped inside. It was a cramped space, empty
except for a single spindly chair, which Hagrid sat on to wait. Along
the walls of the room were thousands of narrow boxes, piled nearly to
the ceiling, each labeled individually in a crabbed hand. Harry soon
became aware of a faint pressure, one that didn’t weigh on any part of
his body. It wasn’t an unpleasant sensation, but it felt really
peculiar.

“Good afternoon,” said a soft voice. Harry jumped.

An old white man was standing before them, his wide, pale gray eyes
shining like moons through the gloom of the shop.

“Hello,” Harry said awkwardly.

“Ah, yes. Yes, yes. I thought I’d be seeing you soon, Harry Potter.”
It wasn’t a question. “You have your mother’s eyes. It seems only
yesterday she was in here herself, buying her first wand. Ten and a
quarter inches long, swishy, made of willow. Nice wand for charm
work.”

Mr Ollivander moved closer to Harry.

“Your father, on the other hand, favoured a mahogany wand. Eleven
inches. Pliable. A little more power and excellent for transfiguration.
Well, I say your father favoured it—it’s really the wand that chooses
the witch, of course.”

Mr Ollivander and Harry were now practically nose-to-nose, and he
could swear he saw his reflection in those misty eyes.

“And that’s where…” Mr Ollivander’s gaze, thankfully, swept up to the
scar on Harry’s forehead.

“I’m sorry to say I sold the wand that did it,” he said softly.
“Thirteen and a half inches. Yew. Powerful wand, very powerful, and in
the wrong hands…Well, if I’d known what that wand was going out into the
world to do…”

He shook his head and then, to Harry’s relief, spotted Hagrid.
“Rubeus! Rubeus Hagrid! How nice to see you again…Oak, sixteen inches,
rather bendy, wasn’t it?”

“It is, sir, yes,” Hagrid said.

“Good wand, that one,” Mr Ollivander said. “Well, now—Mr Potter. Let
me see.”

He pulled out a tape measure with silver markings. “Which is your
wand arm?”

“Er…well, I’m left-handed,” Harry said.

“Hold out your arm. Yes, that’s it.” He measured Harry from shoulder
to finger, then wrist to elbow, shoulder to floor, knee to armpit, and
around his head. As he measured, he said, “Every Ollivander wand has a
core of a powerful magical substance, Mr Potter. We use unicorn hairs,
phoenix tail feathers, and the heartstrings of dragons. No two
Ollivander wands are the same, just as no two unicorns, dragons or
phoenixes are quite the same. And of course, you will never get such
good results with another witch’s wand.”

Harry suddenly realised that the tape measure, which was measuring
between his nostrils, was doing this on its own. Mr Ollivander was
flitting around the shelves, taking down boxes.

“That will do,” Mr Ollivander said, and the tape measure collapsed to
the floor in a heap. “Right then, Mr Potter. Try this one. Beechwood and
dragon heartstring. Nine inches. Nice and flexible. Just take it and
give it a wave.”

Harry took the wand and, feeling foolish, waved it around a bit, but
Mr Ollivander snatched it out of his hand almost at once.

“Maple and phoenix feather. Seven inches. Quite whippy. Try—”

Harry didn’t even get to do more than move his hand around before the
wand was snatched back out of it.

“No, no—here, ebony and unicorn hair, eight and a half inches,
springy. Go on, go on, try it out.”

Harry moved his hand around and again the wand was snatched from it.
He had no idea what Mr Ollivander was waiting for. A pile of boxes was
rising at his feet, but the more wands Mr Ollivander had him try, the
happier he seemed to become.

“Tricky customer, eh? Not to worry, we’ll find the perfect match here
somewhere—I wonder, now—yes, why not—unusual combination—holly and
phoenix feather, eleven inches, nice and supple.”

When Harry took this wand, he felt a sudden warmth in his fingers.
This time, he swished the wand, and a cool breeze blew through the room,
ruffling Hagrid’s beard.

“That’s it exactly, Mr Potter. Well, well… how curious…” He put
Harry’s wand back in its box and wrapped it in brown paper. “How very
curious…”

“What’s curious, sir?” Harry asked.

Mr Ollivander stared at Harry. “I remember every wand I’ve ever sold,
Mr Potter. Every single wand. It so happens that the phoenix whose tail
feather is in your wand, gave another feather—just one other. It is very
curious indeed that you should be destined for this wand when its
brother—why, its brother gave you that scar.

“Yes, thirteen and a half inches. Yew. Curious indeed how these
things happen. The wand chooses the witch, remember…I think we must
expect great things from you, Mr Potter…After all, He Who Must Not Be
Named did great things—terrible, yes, but great.”

Harry shivered. He wasn’t sure he liked Mr Ollivander very much, but
he paid six Sickles for his wand and Mr Ollivander bowed them out.

“Now, normally this is when I’d take yeh home, but yeh aren’ safe
with them Dursleys. Lemme think,” Hagrid said as they made their way
back to the entrance to Diagon Alley.

“All right. I’m gonna rent yeh a room at the Leaky Cauldron—Tom’s a
good man, and yeh can afford private service while I sort this out. Now,
while yeh’re at the Leaky Cauldron, don’ leave yer room or allow anyone
in to it unless they give the password, which…” Hagrid leaned in to
whisper in to Harry’s ear, “is ‘Galloping Gryphons’, okay?”

“Okay,” Harry said. They went inside the Leaky Cauldron to make the
arrangements, and Tom, a gray-haired white man, helped Harry set up
inside the room.

“Now, the way private service works here, Mr Potter, is that there is
a place setting at the table here, see, and a menu. Breakfast between
six and nine AM, lunch between twelve and two, and dinner between five
and seven PM, tell the place setting what you want to eat and your
food’ll appear. When you’re done, tell the place setting,”I’m done,” and
the dishes and any leftovers will vanish again. If you need anything
else, just knock on the place setting and I’ll be right up.”

“Thank you,” Harry said.

Notes

Canonically, a Galleon is 5£, which makes no sense because gold is
over 450£ (490£ in 1991, 459£ in 2001) per troy ounce. So either
Galleons are actually gold-plated, or else JKR failed to do her
homework, as usual.

For this AU, I’m applying a silver standard and maintaining the
base-12 rate. A Galleon is 12 Sickles, a Sickle is 12 Knuts, and a
Sickle is two ounces of silver (and some magic). The price of two ounces
of silver in July 2001 is about 5.92£, so a Galleon is about 71£ and a
Knut is about 50p.
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			Chapter Three

		
The next morning, Hagrid stopped by to drop off several totes full of
clothes in Harry’s size. Wonder of wonders, the shirts were either plain
or featured wildlife, rather than cartoon characters from shows he never
had the opportunity to watch. He also gave Harry a box of books, most of
which was mundane scifi or fantasy novels (and how Hagrid had gotten
them when he seemed unfamiliar with mundane society, Harry could only
guess), but a few more educational witch books were included as well,
such as Hogwarts: A History. Harry was relieved. At least he
wouldn’t be stuck reading his new textbooks.

That afternoon, he heard a knock at his door.

“Who is it?” he called.

“Galloping gryphons, Harry, we’re Professors McGonagall and
Dumbledore,” an older woman’s voice responded tartly. He flinched, not
that she could see.

Harry got up to open the door and step aside so that the professors
could come in. McGonagall was a middle-aged-seeming, black-haired white
woman dressed in a bottle-green robe, with a broad-brimmed black hat.
Dumbledore was a much older white man, perhaps in his late 80s, with a
flowing white beard, and he was dressed in a dark blue robe with silver
sequins scattered across it, so as to resemble an evening sky. On his
head was a simple, brimless cap.

“Merlin’s beard, Hagrid was right,” McGonagall muttered, quietly
enough that Harry didn’t think he’d been meant to hear her.

“Go ahead and have a seat, Harry,” Dumbledore said. He conjured for
himself a stool, as did McGonagall. “First things first. We need to
check the wards that your mother built up before she died. They were
intended to give you certain protections… Minerva, would you like to do
the honours?”

McGonagall nodded, and flicked her wand in to her hand from up her
sleeve. With a motion that Harry didn’t quite follow, she said,
“Praesidia revelio.”

A wave of…something, Harry presumed it must have been magic, washed
over him, and the witches’ brows rose in consternation.

“They’re…well. They’re still there, if only barely, but…”
McGonagall said weakly.

Dumbledore sighed. “You were right, his mother’s family was entirely
inappropriate. It’s a wonder the wards are still around. I should have
realised…they were built on love, and so love would sustain
them, not a familial relationship…”

“Quite. Anyway, Harry, Hagrid told me you asked after your parents,
and that he didn’t feel comfortable explaining things. I will endeavour
to do so, but if you have any questions, Professor Dumbledore would be
the person to ask—he knew His Nibs the longest of any of us.

“Before you were born, an evil man rose to power, a man who sought to
rule the British Isles through magic, and to purge anyone who was
mundane or had mundane parentage. Your parents were members of a band of
resistance called the Order of the Phoenix, a group dedicated to
bringing down His Nibs, and they were a significant thorn in his side.
When your mother was pregnant with you, your parents went in to hiding,
but the man they entrusted with the secret of their hiding place
betrayed them—and you—to the Great Warlock. Fifteen months after you
were born, the Great Warlock attacked them in their home. Your parents
died protecting you, but when he attempted to murder you, the spell
backfired. Nobody knows what actually happened to him that night, but he
vanished, and you were left with that scar.”

“His name was Voldemort,” Dumbledore said absently. McGonagall
flinched. “It is my opinion, though of course many witches disagree,
that fearing the name of a thing increases fear of the thing itself.
More, it’s important that you, of all people, should know his name.”

Harry nodded. “Thank you for telling me,” he said quietly.

Dumbledore turned to McGonagall, muttering. Harry could still hear
what they were saying, though he had to strain his ears…

Dumbledore said, “Hmm. Andromeda and the Weasleys are the only
suitable relatives he has, and I can’t add another child to the
Weasley household, they’ve strain enough with five at home—he needs
someone who can give him the care he needs. Then there’s Remus… He
might’ve been an uncle, if not for the Potters’ deaths…”

“Andromeda would be a good choice, being a Healer, but she’s too
close to magical law enforcement for my taste, especially as her
daughter’s angling to become an auror in her own right. I’ll owl Remus
and have a talk with him. We’ll need to ensure he has Wolfsbane Potion,
of course, but I think we can make arrangements. Harry will have to at
least take the Hogwarts Express this year, but I don’t envision that
being a problem.”

“Tell him I will set up a fund specifically for his upkeep, since his
‘job’ will be raising Harry, until I can make other arrangements for
employment.”

McGonagall nodded at this. “I think we have a plan, then.”

They turned back to Harry. Dumbledore said, “I suspect you’ll be here
for a few weeks, Harry, while we sort things out, but you will never
have to live with the Dursleys again. Is there anything at their house
that you’re missing that you want?”

“No, sir. Everything they gave me, aside from clothes, was
hand-me-downs from Dudley, most of it after he’d already broken it in
some fashion.” McGonagall’s expression darkened at this. Dumbledore’s
grew more neutral.

“Is there anything we can provide, then?”

Harry thought for a moment. “Um…some activity books, maybe?”

McGonagall cracked a smile, the first he’d seen on her face so far.
“I’ll see what I can arrange. I’ll see you this weekend, all right?”

Harry nodded. “Thanks for coming by,” he said as they rose and took
their leaves.



A few days later, Professor McGonagall was waiting in a booth at the
back of the pub when a weathered-looking, sandy-haired young Desi man
walked in to the Leaky Cauldron. He was dressed in a somewhat threadbare
brown suit, and he leaned heavily on his cane as he tottered across the
room to join her.

“Good morning, Professor,” the man said as he sat across from her.
Despite his obvious weariness, his green eyes were bright and curious.
She snorted.

“Remus, you’ve been out of Hogwarts for over twenty years, you’re
more than welcome to call me Minerva,” Professor McGonagall said a bit
tartly.

“As you wish…Minerva,” Remus said. “I understand you and Professor
Dumbledore have an offer for me?”

A waitress appeared then, setting before them a large pot of tea, two
teacups on saucers, a small jug of milk, and a platter of sausages.
Professor McGonagall slid the sausages over to Remus as she fixed them
both a cup of tea each. After she’d slid his tea over to him, she nodded
and continued the conversation.

“Aye. Hagrid picked our subject up from his relatives on the Tuesday,
and he had some…choice words about how the boy’d been treated. Went so
far as to bring him to St Mungo’s for an emergency welfare check. Having
seen him, I fully agree with his assessment concerning our subject.
Consequently, Albus and I have concluded that he needs a new home. Given
your relationship with his parents, we felt that you were the most
appropriate choice, even despite your condition. Albus said,
particularly, that this should be considered a job offer, not merely a
custody agreement; you will be paid to provide a secure, loving home for
the lad, even while he’s away at Hogwarts.”

“His parents…? You don’t mean to say…” Remus’s expression grew a
trifle wary as he nibbled on his second sausage.

“I mean to say,” McGonagall said, confirming his suspicions.

“I see. I’d have thought Petunia might’ve overcome her antipathy, I
would’ve, but Lily was very clear about how she thought of us. It’s a
wonder Dumbledore…but I digress. Are you sure, though? He’d be
away ten months out of the year for the next seven, he would, and two
months is hardly enough time to be a parent. More than that, my
condition limits what I’d be able to do.”

“I actually had a thought about that,” McGonagall said. “Hogsmeade
village has several vacant houses at the moment. We could arrange for
you to rent or own one, and our subject could visit on the weekends.
More than that, Hagrid would be available to supervise on occasion, and
he’s already aware of your needs.”

“That…actually sounds workable. Is there anything I should know ahead
of time?” Remus asked, tilting his head slightly in inquiry.

“Hagrid bought him a ferret familiar, so that’s something to keep in
mind. Also, please refrain from raising your voice if possible. Aside
from that, you should be fine. Poppy will be meeting with him the first
day of term, I believe—I’ll be speaking with her later, and I expect
I’ll be getting an earful, since she’s read the report Healer Lobosca
filed.”

Remus nodded. “All right. I’m on board, I am. Shall we go see
him?”

“Aye. Best we get to it; I’d like to give him as much time before
term with you as we can arrange. Do you have a place right now, or shall
I make arrangements here?”

Remus had been about to rise, but he paused. “Hm. I have a bed at a
mundane hostel out by the Forest of Dean, but that’s hardly suitable for
a young lad with a ferret.”

“In that case, I’ll arrange a suite with Tom while we work out the
house in Hogsmeade village. In the meantime…let’s introduce you.”

Remus levered himself up, leaning heavily on his cane, and they
walked slowly up to Harry’s room, where Professor McGonagall
knocked.

“Who is it?” Harry called, looking up from his book. He’d been
reading Fool Moon, one of the books Hagrid had dropped off
earlier in the week. It was a book about different kinds of werewolves.
So far, his favourite character was Tera West, a woman who seemed to be
a different kind of werewolf from all the other kinds the book talked
about.

“Galloping gryphons, Harry, it’s Professor McGonagall and a friend of
your parents’,” McGonagall said.

Harry marked his place with a bookmark and got up. He opened the door
and stepped aside. “Come on in,” he said.

Remus stepped in ahead of McGonagall, conjuring himself a stool next
to the bed. He sighed in relief as he sat.

McGonagall closed the door behind her, then nodded toward Remus.
“Harry, this is Remus Lupin, one of your parents’ closest friends,” she
said. “He’s agreed to be your guardian, if you’re willing.”

Harry walked over, and offered his hand mutely. Remus shook it, and
gave him a kind smile. “You’ve grown quite a bit since I first saw you,
you have, shortly after you were born. Aside from your size, you look
almost exactly like your father did when he was your age. Lily’s eyes,
too, I see. Go ahead and have a seat, lad.”

Harry did so, looking nervous. “Um. Hello,” he said after a bit.

Remus looked around and spotted the book on the desk. “Been reading,
I see. Tell me about this one, eh?”

“Oh, yeah! So, this book is about a wizard in Chicago, see, and he’s
a detective. He’s the only wizard in the phonebook, too, and in this
book he’s investigating a murder, and he’s learning about different
kinds of werewolves. Like lycanthropes, which are a kind that don’t
change shape but have these beasts in their heads that come out during
the full moon, and Hexenwulfen, which are a kind that use a magic
belt…”

Remus blinked slowly. He let Harry wind down, then asked, “So how do
you feel about werewolves?”

“I think they’re really cool,” Harry said. “Getting to be a wolf
sometimes seems like it’d be awesome.”

McGonagall, not being in Harry’s field of view, winced. “It has its
upsides,” Remus said mildly.

Harry blinked, then asked, slowly, “…Does that mean…?”

“Yes, Harry, I’m a werewolf,” Remus said. “I’d like to ask you to
keep it a secret, though, I do. Minerva knows, she was one of my
professors at Hogwarts, but witch society is…very prejudiced about
nonhumans and demihumans.”

“What’s a ‘demihuman’?” Harry asked curiously, tilting his head.

“Demihumans are creatures who are part-human, or who appear to be.
I’m a demihuman, for example. So are centaurs, satyrs, and so on.”

“Oh. What do you mean by ‘prejudice’?”

“Well…in this case, there’s a widespread belief that werewolves are
inherently dangerous, even in human form. Prone to violence, eager to
turn anyone they meet in to a werewolf, all kinds of ridiculous things
like that. I’ve never had a steady job, for example, and I know many
werewolves in the same boat. Every single time my employer’s found out,
I’ve had to move on.”

“That’s awful,” Harry said, looking faintly horrified. “So how does
one get to be a werewolf, anyway?”

Remus hesitated. “It’s transmitted via saliva while one is
transformed, so far as we know. I suspect blood would do it, too, but
nobody knows and nobody’s wanted to try to find out.”

“So…you’re not contagious right now?”

“Correct. Why do you ask?”

Harry stood up, took a few steps, and gave Remus a hug. Remus was
surprised, but returned it after a few seconds. “What’s this in aid of?”
he asked with a chuckle.

“Well…it just seemed like you could use one, Uncle Remus. Or a lot,
really; it didn’t sound like you had anyone to give you any.”

McGonagall, who’d been content to sit off to the side while Remus and
Harry got to know each other, cracked a smile. “Well, I can see this is
going to work out fine. Remus, I’ll make the arrangements I mentioned,
but I’ll leave you two to it for now, and I’ll fetch you after dinner
for the overnight excursion.”

Remus nodded. “Sounds good to me. Later, then, Minerva.”



The weekend after that, Harry found himself taking the Hogsmeade’s
Folly from King’s Cross, a train that followed the Hogwarts Express
route but ran weekly rather than three times a year. Professor
McGonagall had explained to him that he’d still be riding the Hogwarts
Express that year because he needed to be visible, but truthfully he
didn’t mind; trains were awesome. He finished Shards of Honor
and was making his way through Barrayar when he arrived at
Hogsmeade Station, where Remus was waiting for him. When he disembarked,
Remus nodded to a couple of porters, who took charge of Harry’s
luggage.

“So how’d you like the trip, Harry?” Remus asked as they ambled
slowly down the street.

“It was really, really cool,” Harry said. “I never knew how varied
the countryside was, Uncle Vernon made sure I couldn’t see much when we
were doing that madcap dash around southeast England.”

“Mmm. I hope to give you much happier memories than the ones they
gave you, I do. What’d you read on the way up?”

The ensuing infodump carried them through to their arrival at the
bungalow. Harry was excited to finally have a room of his own, rather
than the cupboard he’d been made to live in for as long as he could
remember.

“Down, pup!” Remus said with a chuckle. “I know you’re excited to
settle in, but we’ve got time. See to Xenia, and dinner’ll be out in a
few minutes.”

Harry’s face lit up when Remus called him ‘pup’, even more than the
knowledge that he’d have a room to himself at last had. He checked on
Xenia’s water and filled her bowl with pellets, then went to wash his
hands.

	
		
			Notes for Chapter Four

			Portbooks are a concept I borrowed from Myst, which has link books.
Here, both source and destination need to be specified in the Portbook
in order for the two places to be linked. These points don’t need to be
exact—the spell handles the necessary adjustments, e.g. to prevent
overlapping portals.

I don’t like the Floo network. It’s badly-designed and exists mainly
for there to be a reason Harry ends up in Knockturn Alley by mistake,
but I have other plans for Year Two.
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The morning of 2 September was clear and brisk, and Harry was glad of
his new wardrobe. He played with Xenia for a little while and fed her,
then once she was tuckered out he padded out to the kitchen for a bit of
breakfast. Harry knew it was the full moon, so he moved through the
house quietly. Remus heard him anyway, but he appreciated Harry’s
thoughtfulness.

Breakfast was a simple sausage sarnie and some milk; this close to
Hogwarts, electricity didn’t work, but the magical solution to that was
simply to create little hotboxes that worked similarly to a toaster
oven. Unfortunately, it only had the one temperature setting, so one had
to keep an eye on the contents while it was in use, but Harry had
learned how to use it effectively.

After breakfast, Harry went back to his room to pack up. He was only
going to be out for a week, so he kept his packing to school supplies
& equipment, and a week’s worth of clothing. He gently put Xenia in
to her cage—this earned him a “dook!” and a little finger-nibbling—and
then changed in to a shirt featuring a wolf, a pair of denim trousers,
and a clean pair of socks. After he put on his trainers, Harry carefully
carried his trunk out to sit by the front door, then went back for
Xenia.

Remus was sprawled on the living room couch by now, having taken only
a nap after he got in from the night’s excursion. “Hey, Harry,” he
called tiredly.

“Hey, Uncle Remus,” Harry said as he walked over and sat next to his
uncle. “I don’t know why I feel like I’m going to miss you when I’m just
going to walk down on Saturday morning, but I do.”

“Feeling’s mutual, it is, my dear pup,” Remus said. Harry smiled at
this, and Remus smiled back. Harry being ‘pup’ had started out as a
throwaway line, but Remus had noticed how Harry lit up when he’d used
it, and so it stuck. “You’ve been nothing but a joy since we came in to
each other’s lives again, and while I wish the circumstances that led to
it were different, I’m glad.”

“Me, too.”

Just then, there was a knock at the door. “Think that’s Minerva, I
do. Give this tired old wolf a hug before you go?”

Harry giggled, and proceeded to give Remus a tight squeeze before he
got up to answer the door. “Good morning, Harry. Ready to go?”
McGonagall asked.

Harry slipped on a light cardigan and nodded. “Yes, ma’am. Bye, Uncle
Remus!” he called. “Have a nice trip, pup!” Remus called back, and Harry
grinned.

McGonagall gestured at his luggage and, with a muttered
volare, it floated in to the air and began following Harry as
he stepped out.

It was a short walk from the bungalow to Hogsmeade Station, only
about ten minutes. The Portbook stall stood empty next to it, and
McGonagall set Harry’s luggage down gently. “Now, Mr Potter, because you
live here in Hogsmeade village, we’re only going to do this the once. In
the future, our porters will call upon you in the evening to transport
your luggage to the castle, and you will join the other students at
Hogsmeade Station.”

“Yes, ma’am,” Harry said.

McGonagall picked up the Portbook and flipped to the page for King’s
Cross. She tapped it with her wand, and said, “Vestibulum
orior.”

There was a loud ripping noise, like the tearing of canvas, as a gash
began to form in midair, elongating at both ends until a vague sort of
door-frame big enough to allow two adults to pass through hand-in-hand
was formed, and then the interior of the frame fell out to reveal the
other side of the portal. Harry could see a room through it, and hear
the chatterings of a crowd.

“In you go, Mr Potter, and I will see you tonight.” McGonagall
twitched her wand, and his luggage rose to begin following him again as
he gave her a smile before stepping through. The portal closed behind
him with another loud ripping noise.

Once he put his luggage on a cart, Harry slipped off his cardigan and
stuck it in his trunk—London was too warm for wearing it to be
comfortable. He pushed his cart out in to the open, and he saw the
Hogwarts Express. Like the Hogsmeade’s Folly, it was a steam locomotive,
but where the Folly had been a dark green, the Express was a brilliant
scarlet, and Harry had to look away because it was starting to hurt his
eyes.

The first few carriages were already packed with students, some
hanging out of the window to talk to their families, some fighting over
seats. Harry pushed his trolley off down the platform in search of an
empty seat. He passed a round-faced white boy who was saying, “Gran,
I’ve lost my toad again.”

“Oh, Neville,” he heard the old white woman sigh.

A Black boy with dreadlocks was surrounded by a small crowd. “Give us
a look, Lee, go on…” The boy lifted the lid of a box in his arms and the
people around him shrieked and yelled as something inside poked out a
long, hairy leg.

Harry pressed on until he found an empty compartment near the end of
the train. He put Xenia in first, then tried to heave his trunk on. It
didn’t budge.

“Want a hand?” It was a red-haired white…boy?, about 30 centimetres
taller than he was.

“Yes, please,” Harry said.

“Oi, Georgia! C’mere and help!” Another redhead trotted over, and she
looked identical to the first one. They both had their hair down to
shoulder-length, and their outfits were identical—the only reason that
Harry knew that one was a girl was by her name, and he was hard-pressed
to identify which of the twins she was even though he knew the one that
had trotted over second was a girl. Between the two of them,
the twins got Harry’s trunk up and in to the compartment he’d picked
out.

“Thanks,” Harry said.

“Aren’t you a little short to be a Hogwarts student?”
One—Fred?—asked, and Harry rubbed his forehead in exasperation.

“What’s that?” the other twin asked suddenly, pointing at the scar on
his forehead. “Are you—”

“He is,” the first twin said. “Aren’t you?” they asked
Harry.

“What?” Harry asked.

“Harry Potter,” the twins chorused.

“Oh. Yes, that’s me,” Harry said. The twins gawped, and Harry felt
himself flush. Then, to his relief, a woman’s voice called, “Fred?
Georgia? Are you there?”

“Coming, Mum!” With a last look at Harry, the twins hopped off the
train.

Harry sat down next to the window where, half-hidden, he could watch
the red-haired white family on the platform and hear what they were
saying. Their mother had just taken out her handkerchief.

“Ron, you’ve got something on your nose.” The youngest boy tried to
jerk out of the way, but she grabbed him and began rubbing the end of
his nose. “Mum, gerroff!” He wriggled free.

“Awww, has ickle Ronnie got sumfink on his nosie?” one of the twins
asked.

“Shut up,” Ron said.

“Where’s Percy?” their mother asked.

“He’s coming now.”

The oldest boy came striding into sight. He had already changed into
his billowing black Hogwarts robes, and Harry noticed a shiny red and
gold badge on his chest with the letter P on it. “Can’t stay
long, Mother, I’m up front—the Prefects have got two compartments to
themselves—”

“Oh, are you a Prefect, Percy?” one of the twins said, with
an air of great surprise. “You should’ve said something, we had no
idea!”

“Hang on, I remember him saying something about it,” the other twin
said. “Once—”

“Or twice—”

“A minute—”

“All summer—”

“Oh, shut up,” Percy the Prefect said, nettled.

“How come Percy gets new robes, anyway?” one of the twins asked.

“Because he’s a Prefect,” said their mother fondly. “All
right, dear, well, have a good term—send me an owl when you get
there.”

She kissed Percy on the cheek and he left. Then she turned to the
twins.

“Now, you two…this year, you behave yourselves. If I get one more owl
telling me you’ve—you’ve blown up a toilet or—”

“Blown up a toilet? We’ve never blown up a toilet.”

“Great idea, though, Mum, thanks.”

“It’s not funny. And look after Ron.”

“Don’t worry, ickle Ronniekins is safe with us.”

“Shut up,” Ron said again. He was almost as tall as the twins
already, and his nose was still pink from where his mum’d rubbed it.

“Hey, Mum, guess what? Guess who we just met on the train?” Harry
leaned back quickly so that they couldn’t see him in the window.

“There was this really short black-haired boy we came across a bit
ago, honestly thought he might’ve been too young for Hogwarts. But
you’ll never guess who he is.”

“Who?”

“Harry Potter.”

Harry heard a girl’s voice, “Oh, Mum, can I go on the train and see
him, Mum, oh please…”

“He’s not a zoo exhibit, Ginny, and I’m sure you’ll get to see him
next year. Is he really, Fred? How do you know?”

“Saw his scar and asked him. It’s really there, like lightning.”

“Poor dear…you didn’t see any adults with him, did you?”

“No, he was all alone. We helped him get his trunk on to the train.
Do you think he remembers what You-Know-Who looks like?”

“I forbid you to ask him, Fred. No, don’t you dare. As though he
needs reminding of that on his first day at school,” their mother said
sternly.

“All right, keep your hair on.”

The Express’s steam whistle sounded.

“Hurry up!” their mother said, and the three boys clambered on to the
train. They leaned out of the window to kiss their mother goodbye, and
the girl began to cry.

“Don’t, Ginny, we’ll send you loads of owls.”

“We’ll send you a Hogwarts toilet seat.”

“Georgia!”

“Only joking, Mum.”

The train began to move. Harry saw the boys’ mother waving and their
sister, half laughing, half crying, running to keep up with the train
until it gathered too much speed; then she fell back and waved. Harry
watched the girl and her mother disappear as the train rounded the
corner. Houses flashed past the window.

The door of the compartment slid open and the youngest red-headed boy
came in.

“Anyone sitting there?” he asked, pointing at the seat opposite
Harry. “Everywhere else is full.”

“No, go ahead,” Harry said. The boy sat down. He glanced at Harry,
then quickly looked out the window, pretending he hadn’t looked. There
was still a black mark on his nose, Harry saw.

“Hey, Ron.” The twins were back.

“Listen, we’re going down the middle of the train—Lee Jordan’s got a
giant tarantula down there.”

“Right,” Ron muttered.

“Harry, did we introduce ourselves?” the other twin asked. “Fred and
Georgia Weasley. And this is Ron, our brother. See you later, then.”

“Bye,” Ron and Harry said. The twins slid the compartment door shut
behind them.

“Are you really Harry Potter?” Ron blurted. Harry nodded. “Oh… Well,
I thought it might be one of Fred and Georgia’s jokes. Have you really
got—you know…”

Harry pulled his hair out of the way to show Ron his scar. Ron
stared. “So that’s where You-Know-Who—”

“Yes, but I don’t remember it.”

“Oh.” Ron stared at Harry for a bit, then hurriedly looked out the
window again, as though he suddenly realised what he’d been doing.

“Are all your family witches?” Harry asked.

“Yes, I think so. I think Mum’s got a second cousin who’s an
accountant, but we never talk about him.”

“So you must know lots of magic already.” The Weasleys were clearly
one of those old wizarding families the pale boy in Diagon Alley had
talked about.

“I heard you went to live with, um, mundane people,” Ron said. “What
are they like?”

“Well. Most mundane people are just people. Some bad, most good. Um.
If you can keep a secret…?”

Ron nodded eagerly, then held up his right hand and intoned, “By my
word as Weasley, I swear to hold this conversation in confidence.”

Harry gave him an odd look, then continued, “My family were horrible,
’s why I’m so small, so I went to live with a witch up in Hogsmeade
village. I’m only on the Hogwarts Express because Professor McGonagall
said I needed to be seen.”

“Wow.” Ron was a little wide-eyed at this revelation.

“I wish I had three witch brothers, though.”

“Four,” Ron said glumly. “I’m the fifth boy, sixth kid overall, in
our family to go to Hogwarts. You could say, I’ve got a lot to live up
to. Bill and Charlie have already left—Bill was Head Boy and Charlie was
captain of the Gryffindor Quadball team. Now Percy’s a Prefect. Fred and
Georgia mess around a lot, but they still get really good marks and
everyone thinks they’re really funny. Everyone expects me to do as well
as the others, but if I do, it’s no big deal, because they did it first.
You never get anything new, either, with four brothers. I’ve got Bill’s
old robes and Percy’s old rat.”

Ron reached inside his jacket and pulled out a fat gray rat, which
was asleep. “His name’s Scabbers, and he’s useless. He hardly ever wakes
up. Percy got an owl from my dad for being made Prefect, but they
couldn’t aff—I mean, I got Scabbers instead.”

Ron’s ears went pink. He seemed to think he’d said too much, because
he went back to staring out the window.

“A rat’s not bad, for a pet. I’ve got a ferret with me. Her name’s
Xenia, though I think she’s sleeping right now. Hagrid gave her to me
for my birthday.” Harry pointed up to Xenia’s cage, where the chocolate
ferret was dozing.

“Besides…up until he made sure I got my letter, I never had any money
or friends, so no birthday presents, not really. And my Aunt
Petunia insisted on simultaneously dressing me like a little boy
and making me do all the chores around the house.” This seemed
to cheer Ron up.

“…and until Hagrid and Professor McGonagall told me, I didn’t know
anything about being a witch or my parents or Voldemort—”

Ron gasped.

“What?”

“You said You-Know-Who’s name!” Ron said, sounding both
shocked and impressed. “I mean, I’d have thought you of all people—”

“I’m not trying to be brave or anything, saying the name, and
Professor Dumbledore said that fear of a name increases fear of the
thing itself. Shouldn’t I have? I’ve got loads to learn…” Harry sighed.
“I bet I’ll be the worst in class.”

“You won’t be, there’s loads of people who come from mundane
backgrounds and they learn quick enough.”

While they had been talking, the train had carried them out of
London. Now they were speeding past fields full of cows and sheep. They
were quiet for a time, watching the fields and lanes flick past.

Around half past twelve there was a great clattering outside in the
corridor and a smiling, dimpled white woman slid back their door and
said, “Anything off the trolley, dears?”

Ron’s ears turned pink and he muttered that he’d brought sandwiches.
Harry looked over the cart and selected a little bit of everything,
paying eight Knuts.

“Hungry, are you?” Ron asked.

“…Nah. But this is all new to me, so I have no idea what I’d like.
You can have whatever you like, of course.”

“No thanks, I’m good,” Ron said quickly, having pulled out a lumpy
package. He unwrapped it to find four sandwiches, and pulled one apart.
“She always forgets I don’t like corned beef…”

“No, seriously. Have whatever you like, Ron. There’s no way I’m
eating all this.”

“Well, if you’re sure…”

Harry picked up a chocolate frog and inspected it. “What’s this? It’s
not really a frog, is it?”

“No, but see what the card is, I’m missing Agrippa.”

“What?”

“Oh…of course you wouldn’t know. Chocolate frogs have cards inside,
you know, to collect—Famous Witches. I’ve got about five hundred, but I
haven’t got Agrippa or Ptolemy.”

Harry unwrapped his chocolate frog and picked up the card. He
recognized Professor Dumbledore immediately, having seen him just last
month. “Oh, huh. Dumbledore.”

“Can I have one? I might get Agrippa… Thanks.”

Harry flipped over the card, and read:


Albus Dumbledore, currently Headmaster of Hogwarts. Considered by
many the greatest wizard of modern times, Professor Dumbledore is
particularly famous for his defeat of the dark wizard Grindelwald in
1945, for the discovery of the twelve uses of dragon’s blood and his
work on alchemy with his partner, Nicolas Flamel. Professor Dumbledore
enjoys chamber music and tenpin bowling.



Harry flipped the card over again. “What? He’s gone…”

“Well, you can’t expect him to hang around all day,” Ron said. “He’ll
be back. No, I’ve got Morgana again and I’ve got about six of her…do you
want it? You can start collecting.” His eyes strayed to Harry’s pile of
chocolate frogs.

“Help yourself, whatever and however much you want,” Harry said.
“But, y’know, in the mundane world, people just stay put in photos.”

“Do they? What, they don’t move at all?” Ron sounded amazed.
“Weird!”

Harry stared as Dumbledore sidled back in to the picture on his card
and gave him a small smile. Ron was more interested in eating the
chocolate frogs than in looking at the Famous Witches cards, so Harry
gave him his own while he picked out the cards. Soon he had Dumbledore
and Morgana, but also Hengist of Woodcroft, Alberic Grunnion, Circe,
Paracelsius, and Merlin. He finally tore his eyes away from the druidess
Cliodna, who was scratching her nose, to open a bag of Bertie Bott’s
Every-Flavour Beans.

“You want to be careful with those,” Ron warned. “When they say every
flavour, they mean every flavour—you know, you get all the
ordinary ones like chocolate and peppermint and marmalade, but then you
can get spinach and liver and tripe. Georgia reckons she had a
bogey-flavoured one once.”

Harry tossed the bag over to Ron. “Not really a fan of surprise
flavours,” he explained.

“Fair enough,” Ron said as he started to pick his way through the
bag.

The countryside sliding by in the window had by then changed from
rolling fields to forests and hills, and occasional rivers.

There was a knock on the door to the compartment, and the round-faced
white boy Harry had seen on the platform came in. He looked tearful.
“Sorry, but have you seen a toad at all?”

“Sorry, no,” Harry said.

The boy wailed, “I’ve lost him! He keeps getting away from me!”

“He’ll turn up, I’m sure… if we see him, what car are you in?” Harry
asked.

“Um…I’m in the next car up, first compartment on the right… Thanks,”
The boy left.

“Dunno why he’s so bothered,” Ron said. “If I’d brought a toad, I’d
lose it as quick as I could. Mind you, I brought Scabbers, so I can’t
talk.”

“Well, maybe he likes toads, Ron. Or maybe it was a gift. You never
know, right?”

“Oh. That’s true enough, I suppose.” Ron looked down at Scabbers.
“Honestly, he might have died and you wouldn’t know the difference. I
tried to turn him yellow yesterday, but the spell didn’t work. I’ll show
you, look…”

Ron rummaged around in his trunk and pulled out his wand. It seemed
very ordinary, just a baton with a plain handle on one end. Harry would
have guessed that it wasn’t an Ollivander wand, except he’d seen wands
equally as plain when Mr Ollivander had been looking for his.

He had just raised his wand when the compartment door slid open
again. The toadless boy was back, but this time he was accompanied by a
Black girl, already in her Hogwarts robes.

“Has anyone seen a toad? Neville’s lost his,” she asked. She spoke in
a monotone, and her hair was put up in a small afro.

“He was by earlier, but we hadn’t seen it before and haven’t since,”
Harry said, before Ron could say anything. The girl wasn’t listening,
however; she was looking at the wand in Ron’s hand.

“Oh, are you doing magic? Let’s see it, then.” She sat down next to
Harry, and Ron looked taken aback.

“Er…well, all right.” He cleared his throat, and said:

:::: {.no-indent} > Sunshine, daisies, butter mellow,

> Turn this stupid, fat rat yellow!

He waved his wand, but nothing happened. Scabbers stayed gray and
fast asleep.

“Are you sure that’s a real spell?” the girl asked. “Well, it’s not
very good, is it? I’ve tried a few simple spells just for practice, and
it’s all worked for me. Nobody in my family’s magic at all, it was ever
such a surprise when I got my letter, but I was ever so pleased, of
course, I mean, it’s the very best school of witchcraft there is, I’ve
heard—I’ve learnt all our set books off by heart, of course, I just hope
it will be enough—I’m Hermione Granger, by the way, who are you?”

Harry could tell from Ron’s stunned expression that he
hadn’t learned the books by heart. As for himself…while he had
read all of the set books, he’d been more interested in the fiction and
witch educational books Hagrid had got him.

“I’m Ron Weasley,” Ron said. “I don’t…really read all that much. The
letters keep moving around on me, see. Squirrelly little buggers.”

“Oh, are you dyslexic, then?” Hermione asked, frowning. Ron asked,
“What’s that mean?”

“Dyslexia’s a learning disability, or really a whole category of
such, where reading ability is impacted. It can be things like the
letters moving around, letters changing shapes, all sorts of
things.”

“Oh. He’s Harry Potter, by the way,” Ron said, gesturing to
Harry.

“Are you really?” Hermione asked. “I know all about you, of course—I
got a few extra books for background reading, and you’re in Modern
Magical History and The Rise and Fall of Maleficing and Great
Witching Events of the Twentieth Century.”

“Really? I’ll have to borrow them and see what they say about me,”
Harry said. “I saw a collection of little kids’ books about me, but I
didn’t want to confuse anyone by looking at them.”

Ron groaned. “Trust me, you’re not missing anything, Harry. My sister
Ginny’s read whatever ones she could get her hands on via the Witch
Public Library system. If you’d done even half the things they
say you did, you wouldn’t need to go to Hogwarts. And anyway, it’s clear
the authors didn’t actually know anything about you and were just making
things up.”

Harry sighed. “Well. I guess I’m going to have to hire a lawyer,
then. You’d think publishers would refuse to print clear fabrications
about a living person.”

Hermione stared. “…You didn’t know? I’d have looked up everything I
could if it were me. Do you know what house you’ll be in? I’ve been
asking around and I hope I’m in Gryffindor, it sounds by far the best, I
hear Dumbledore himself was one, but I suppose Ravenclaw wouldn’t be too
bad…Anyway, we’d better go and look for Neville’s toad. You two had
better change, you know, I expect we’ll be there soon.”

And she left, taking Neville with her.

Ron groaned again. “Whatever house I’m in, I hope she’s not,” he said
as he put his wand away again. “Stupid spell… Georgia gave it to me, bet
she knew it was a dud.”

“What house are your siblings in?” Harry asked.

“Gryffindor,” Ron said gloomily. “Mum and Dad were in it, too. I
don’t know what they’d say if I’m not. I don’t suppose Ravenclaw
would be too bad, but imagine if they put me in Slytherin.”

“That’s the house Voldemort was in, right?”

“Yeah.”

“So what do your brothers do now they’ve left, anyway?”

“Well… Charlie’s in Romania, working at a dragon preserve. Bill’s a
curse-breaker. He contracts with Gringott’s to help them inspect items
going in to storage, but he mainly does antiquities. I think the
Ministry for Magic has a standing contract as well, by way of the Office
of Mundane Artefacts where Dad works. Speaking of, did you hear about
Gringott’s? It’s been all over the Daily Prophet, but I don’t
suppose you get that—someon tried to rob a high-security vault.”

“Really? What happened to them?”

“Nothing, that’s why it’s such big news. They haven’t been caught.
Dad reckons it must’ve been a powerful warlock to get ’round Gringott’s,
but they don’t think they took anything, that’s what’s odd. ’Course,
everyone gets scared when something like this happens in case
You-Know-Who’s behind it.”

Harry turned this news over in his mind. He was starting to get a
prickle of fear every time You-Know-Who was mentioned. He supposed this
was all part of entering the magical world, but it had been a lot more
comfortable saying ‘Voldemort’ without worrying.

“What’s your Quadball team?” Ron asked.

“Er…I don’t know any,” Harry confessed.

“… What?” Ron looked dumbfounded. “Oh, you wait. It’s the best sport
in the world—” And he was off, explaining all about the four balls and
the positions of the seven players, describing famous games he’d been to
with his siblings and the broomstick he’d like to get if he had the
money. He was just taking Harry through the finer points of the game
when the compartment door slid open yet again, but it wasn’t Neville the
toadless boy or Hermione Granger this time.

Harry recognized the boy in front: it was the pale, white-haired boy
he’d encountered at Madam Malkin’s on his birthday. The white boys
flanking him reminded Harry, unpleasantly, of Dudley.

“Is it true?” the white-haired boy asked. “They’re saying all down
the train that Harry Potter’s in this compartment. So it’s you, isn’t
it?”

“Yes,” Harry said flatly. He looked over the boys flanking
White-Hair; like Dudley, they were thickset, and like Dudley they looked
quite hostile.

“Oh, this is Crabbe and this is Goyle,” White-Hair said, noticing
where Harry was looking. “And my name’s Malfoy. Draco Malfoy.”

Ron coughed, unconvincingly trying to hide a laugh. Draco looked at
him.

“Think my name’s funny, do you? No need to ask who you are,
of course. My father told me the Weasleys all have red hair, freckles,
and more children than money to feed them.” Draco turned to Harry.

“You’ll soon find out some wizarding families are much better than
others, Potter. You don’t want to go making friends with the wrong sort.
I can help you there.”

“I think I can tell the wrong sort for myself, thank you,” Harry
said. “Unlike you, I don’t need my father to tell me who to
hang out with.”

“That would first require you to have one, wouldn’t it?” Draco shot
back.

Harry raised an eyebrow. “So you do need instructions from
your father, then? If he told you to jump off a cliff, would you?”

Draco flushed. “I’d be careful if I were you, Potter,” he said
slowly. “Unless you’re a bit politer you’ll go the same way as your
parents. They didn’t know what was good for them, either. You hang
around with riff-raff like the Weasleys and that Hagrid and it’ll rub
off on you.”

Harry rolled his eyes. “Heh. ‘Riff-raff’, is it? At least my parents
weren’t related before they married and had me.”

Draco’s face darkened further.

“Go away and pick on someone your own size, you might have better
luck,” Harry said.

“But we don’t feel like leaving, do we, boys? We’ve eaten all our
food, and you still seem to have plenty.”

Goyle reached towards the chocolate frogs next to Ron—Ron leapt
forward, but before he’d so much as touched Goyle, Goyle let out a
horrible yell and leapt backward.

Scabbers was dangling from Goyle’s finger, sharp little teeth sunk
deep into his knuckle. Crabbe and Draco backed away as Goyle flailed,
trying to detach Scabbers.

“Hold still, you idiot, he’ll let go if you quit flinging him
around,” Ron said. Goyle, of course, didn’t listen, and it was another
few moments before Scabbers went flying and hit the window. All three
boys vanished at once.

Almost immediately after that, Hermione came in. “What has
been going on?” she asked, looking at the sweets scattered about.

“I think he’s been knocked out,” Ron said to Harry. “… No, I don’t
believe it, he’s gone back to sleep. Anyway… you’ve met Malfoy
before?”

Harry told Ron about his encounter in Madam Malkin’s.

“I’ve heard of his family,” Ron said darkly. “They were some of the
first to come back to our side after You-Know-Who disappeared. Said
they’d been bewitched. My dad doesn’t believe it. He says Malfoy’s
father didn’t need an excuse to join the Great Warlock.” He turned to
Hermione, who’d been standing there somewhat impatiently. “Can we help
you with something?”

“You’d better hurry up and put your robes on, I’ve just been up the
front to ask the driver and he says we’re nearly there. You haven’t been
fighting, have you? You’ll be in trouble before we even get there!”

“All that happened is that Scabbers bit someone who was trying to
steal our sweets,” Ron said. “Would you mind leaving so we can
change?”

“All right. I only came in here because people outside are racing up
and down the corridor,” Hermione said. “And you’ve got dirt on your
nose, by the way, did you know?”

Harry peered out of the window. It did seem to be getting dark. He
and Ron stripped down, backs turned to one another, and put on their
robes. Ron’s were a bit short and threadbare, Harry noticed; he could
see the ends of his pants under them.

A voice rang out throughout the train. “Now arriving at Hogsmeade
Station. Please leave your luggage on the train, it will be taken to the
school separately.”

Harry’s stomach lurched with nerves, and he saw Ron’s face was a bit
pale under his freckles. They stuffed the last of the sweets in to
Harry’s trunk and joined the crowd thronging the corridor.

The train slowed right down and finally stopped. People pushed their
way towards the door and out on to a tiny, dark platform. Harry shivered
in the cold night air. Then a lamp came bobbing over the heads of the
students and Harry heard a familiar voice: “Firs’-years! Firs’-years
over here! All right there, Harry?”

Harry was glad to see Hagrid towering over the other students.

“C’mon, follow me—any more firs’-years? Mind yer step, now!
Firs’-years follow me!”

Slipping and stumbling, they followed Hagrid down what seemed to be a
steep, narrow path. It was so dark either side of them that Harry
thought there must be thick trees there. Nobody spoke much. Neville, the
boy’d lost his toad, sniffed once or twice.

“Yeh’ll get yer firs’ sight o’ Hogwarts in a sec,” Hagrid called over
his shoulder, “jus’ round this bend here.”

There was a collective “Oooh.”

The narrow path had opened suddenly on to the edge of a great black
lake. Perched atop a high mountain on the other side, its windows
sparkling in the starry sky, was a vast castle with many turrets and
towers.

“No more’n four to a boat!” Hagrid called, pointing to a small fleet
of boats floating along a small series of wharfs. Harry and Ron were
followed in to their boat by Neville and Hermione.

“Everyone in?” Hagrid asked, looking around. He had a boat to
himself. “Right, forward!”

The boats glided across the lake, somehow managing to provide an
incredibly smooth ride despite the chill breezes washing over their
occupants.

Everyone was silent, staring up at the great castle overhead. It
towered over them as they sailed nearer and nearer to the cliff on which
it stood.

“Heads down!” yelled Hagrid as the first boats reached the cliff;
they all bent their heads and the little boats carried them through a
curtain of ivy which hid a wide opening in the cliff face. They were
carried along a dark tunnel, which seemed to be taking them right
underneath the castle, until they reached a kind of underground harbour,
where they clambered out on to rocks and gravel.

“Oi, you there, is this your toad?” Hagrid asked, checking each of
the children as they disembarked.

“Trevor!” Neville cried happily, holding out his hands, and Hagrid
deposited the toad therein. The students followed Hagrid up a passageway
carved in to the rock, which finally let them out on to damp grass near
the entrance to Hogwarts Castle.

Hagrid led them up a broad stone staircase to an enormous pair of oak
doars, banded with iron.

“Everyone here? You there, still got yer toad?”

Hagrid banged on the door with his fist once, twice, thrice.

Notes

Eagle-eyed readers may have noticed a discrepancy between this
edition and the version on AO3. I mucked up the numbers when I wrote
Chapter Two originally, and that propagated to this chapter. See Chapter
Two’s notes for details.
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			The Sorting Hat

			Chapter Five

		
The door swung open at once, and there McGonagall was, with a stern,
no-nonsense expression on her face. Harry knew it concealed a kind
heart, but he could tell only a handful of his peers did too.

“The firs’-years, Professor McGonagall,” Hagrid said.

“Thank you, Hagrid, I will take them from here.”

She pulled the door open wide. The Entrance Hall was enormous; you
could have played football inside, if that weren’t likely to cost house
points. The stone walls were lit by witch-lights, the ceiling was too
high to see, and a truly stunning marble staircase facing the door led
up to the upper floors.

They followed McGonagall across the floor to a small, empty chamber
off to the side, just before the doorway to another large hall. Harry
could hear hundreds of voices coming indistinctly through it.

“Welcome to Hogwarts,” McGonagall said. “The start-of-term banquet
will begin shortly, but before you take your seats in the Great Hall,
you will be sorted in to your houses. The Sorting is a very important
ceremony because, while you are here, your house will be something lke
your family within Hogwarts. You will have classes with the rest of your
house, sleep in your house dormitory, and spend free time in your house
common room.

“The four houses are called Gryffindor, Hufflepuff, Ravenclaw, and
Slytherin. Each house has its own noble history and each has produced
outstanding witches. While you are at Hogwarts, your triumphs will earn
your house points, while any rule-breaking will lose house points. At
the end of the year, the house with the most points is awarded the House
Cup, a great honour. I hope each of you will be a credit to whichever
house becomes yours.

“The Sorting Ceremony will take place in a few minutes in front of
the rest of the school. I suggest you all smarten yourselves up as much
as you can while you are waiting.”

Her eyes seemed to linger briefly on Neville’s cloak, which had been
fastened under his left ear, and on Ron’s smudged nose.

“I shall return when we are ready for you,” McGonagall said. “Please
wait quietly.”

She left.

“How, exactly, do they sort us in to houses?” Harry asked Ron.

“Mum said we line up and, when we’re called, we go up to the head of
the line and put on the Sorting Hat, which then tells everyone which
house we’re in,” Ron said. “It can take time for the Hat to decide,
though. There’s even a term for people who take more than five minutes,
‘Hat-Stall’, I think she called them.”

“Oh.” Harry was relieved. He’d been worried that they’d have to
perform some sort of test.

After a few minutes of nervous fidgeting, McGonagall returned. “Form
a line, please, and follow me.”

She led the way in to the Great Hall. The room was lit by tens of
thousands of bobbing witch-lights, today glowing a cacophony of colours
that, by the time they reached the floor, flowed in to a motley of
whites. Set side-by-side were four long tables, each populated by
teenagers. There were dozens of plates and goblets placed precisely
along each. At the far end of the Hall, on a dais, was another table,
perpendicular to the other four, and several adults sat at this one.

McGonagall led the first-years around the edge of the room, so that
they stood in an L, with the first few standing next to a stool, upon
which stood a faded and much-patched pointy hat.

Harry looked up at the ceiling to avoid the, mostly friendly, stares
of the older students, and gasped slightly. Save for the lack of clouds,
it could have passed for the sky above the castle. He’d known about it,
since he’d read about how it had been made in Hogwarts: A
History.

Hermione whispered, “It’s enchanted to resemble the sky outside.”
Evidently she’d read it too.

There was suddenly a hush as the hat on the stool began to speak,
rattling off some doggerel verses about its duty and the houses. Harry
tuned it out after the first few lines, preferring instead to look
around. He saw Fred, Georgia, and Percy over at the Gryffindor table,
then looked over at the high table. There were Professor Dumbledore and
Hagrid, as well as a sallow-skinned, black-haired man in black robes
with a dour expression on his face, a white man wearing a light purple
turban and matching robes, a red-headed white woman in emerald green
robes, a blond white man in dark blue robes, and some other nondescript
witches at the far end he couldn’t make out.

“When I call your name,” McGonagall was saying, “you will put on the
hat and sit on the stool to be sorted. Abbott, Hannah!”

A pink-faced girl with blonde pigtails stumbled out of line, put on
the hat, which fell right down over her eyes, and sat down. A moment’s
pause— “HUFFLEPUFF!” the hat shouted.

The table on the right cheered and clapped as Hannah went to sit down
at the Hufflepuff table.

“Bones, Susan!” was followed in short order by “HUFFLEPUFF!” and
Susan scuttled off to sit next to Hannah.

“Boot, Terry!” “RAVENCLAW!”

The table second from the left clapped this time; several Ravenclaws
stood up to shake hands with Terry as he joined them.

“Brocklehurst, Mandy” went to Ravenclaw too, but “Brown, Lavender”
became the first new Gryffindor and the table on the far left exploded
with cheers; Harry could see Ron’s twin brothers catcalling.

“Bulstrode, Millicent” then became a Slytherin. Perhaps it was
Harry’s imagination, after all he’d heard about Slytherin, but he
thought they looked an unpleasant lot.

Harry was starting to feel a little ill. He’d always been last to be
picked for teams during sports lessons, not because he was no good, but
because nobody wanted Dudley to think they liked him.

“Finch-Fletchley, Justin!”

“HUFFLEPUFF!”

Sometimes, Harry noticed, the hat shouted out the house at once, but
at others it took a little while to decide. “Finnigan, Darach”, the
sandy-haired boy next to Harry in the line, sat on the stool for almost
a whole minute before the hat declared him a Gryffindor.

“Granger, Hermione!”

Hermione almost ran to the stool and eagerly sat the hat on her head.
It was nearly five minutes before the hat called, “GRYFFINDOR!” Ron
groaned.

A horrifying thought struck Harry then. What if he wasn’t chosen?
What if he sat there for ages, looking foolish, until McGonagall jerked
it off his head and said there had obviously been a mistake and he’d
better go home?

When Neville Longbottom, the boy with the toad, was called, he
tripped over his own feet on his way to the stool. The hat took a long
time to decide with Neville. When it finally shouted “GRYFFINDOR”,
Neville ran off still wearing it, and had to jog back amid gales of
laughter to give it to “MacDougal, Morag”.

Malfoy swaggered forward when his name was called and got his wish at
once: the hat had barely touched his head when it screamed, “SLYTHERIN!”
Malfoy went to join his friends Crabbe and Goyle, looking pleased with
himself.

There weren’t many left now. “Moon”, “Nott”, “Parkinson”, then twin
girls named “Patil”…then “Perks, Sally-Anne”, and at last—

“Potter, Harry!”

The hall was immediately abuzz as he trotted up to the stool, where
he ended up needing a hand from Professor McGonagall before the hat fell
over his whole head.

There came a voice directly inside his head. Hmmm. A difficult
decision… Plenty of courage, and hidden truths that even you haven’t yet
realised… Not a bad mind, either. There’s talent, oh my, yes…and a
thirst to prove yourself, I see, how interesting… So where shall I put
you?

Harry tried to project “Not Slytherin” as loudly in his head as he
could, dry-washing his hands anxiously in his lap.

Not Slytherin, eh? Are you sure? You could be great, you know,
it’s all here in your head, and Slytherin will help you on the way to
greatness, no doubt about that—No? Well, if you’re sure… Better be…
“GRYFFINDOR!”

Harry stumbled as he slipped off the stool, so relieved was he, but
he managed to catch himself. He pulled the hat off and set it back on
the stool, then trotted over to join Hermione at the Gryffindor table.
He was so relieved he didn’t notice how much louder the cheering was
relative to the other first-years’. Percy the Prefect got up and shook
his hand vigorously, while the Weasley twins yelled, “We got Potter! We
got Potter!”

After a few minutes, he dragged his attention back to the Sorting Hat
as Ron was called up. Ron was looking quite sallow himself, though he
was quite relieved as the hat called, almost immediately,
“GRYFFINDOR!”

Harry clapped along with everyone else as Ron trotted over to join
him and Hermione.

“Well done, Ron, excellent,” said Percy Weasley pompously across
Harry as “Zabini, Blaise” was made a Slytherin. Professor McGonagall
rolled up her scroll and took the Sorting Hat away.

Harry looked down at his plate, which was empty. The sweets on the
Hogwarts Express seemed ages ago.

“So what did the hat say to you?” Hermione asked Ron.

“It said, ‘Ah, a Weasley, I know what to do with you.’ Why, did you
have a conversation with it?”

“Yeah, um. I actually had to argue with it a fair bit before it
relented and put me in Gryffindor. It wanted to put me in Ravenclaw, but
I pointed out that being only one of a handful of Black students, and a
mundane one at that, took some courage all on its own.” Harry could’ve
sworn she added “besides which, I’m trans”, but Hermione had said it
quietly enough that he wasn’t quite sure he’d heard her right. What did
‘trans’ mean? He resolved to ask her later, since he didn’t think she
wanted to talk about it at table.

“What about you, Harry?” Hermione asked.

“Well, um. It said I had ‘hidden truths’, whatever that means.” He
began to notice that Hermione was tapping her knuckles, but before he
could say anything more, Dumbledore stood and raised his hands, calling
for quiet.

“Welcome! Welcome to a new year at Hogwarts! And let the
feast…begin!”

Food appeared on the tables as soon as Dumbledore sat down again.
Harry had never seen so many tasty things he knew he liked in one place,
but without any conscious thought, he only served himself but a tiny
fraction of it. A small spoonful of mash here, the smallest steak in the
stack there, a spoonful of peas… He saw people pouring coloured
beverages in to goblets, but he stuck with the water that was in his
crystal goblet that never seemed to run dry.

Hermione noticed, with a small frown, how little food Harry had been
getting for himself, but she wasn’t sure what to say. She decided to
focus on figuring out what foods were good for her, her leg bouncing as
she ate.

Harry started people-watching as he ate slowly. Up at the high table,
Hagrid was drinking heavily from his goblet, McGonagall and Dumbledore
were chatting, and the purple-robed man was talking to the
sallow-skinned man.

It happened quite suddenly; the turbaned man looked past the other
man and directly in to his eyes, and a hot, sharp pain erupted in his
scar. He winced, but managed not to cry out or clap a hand to his scar.
A moment later, it was gone.

When everyone had eaten to whatever degree they were able, the food
disappeared, to be replaced seconds later by desserts. Ice cream in all
colours of the rainbow, apple pies, treacle tarts, fresh fruit, even
jelly doughnuts…

Harry contented himself with a single, small bit of fudge.

Ron noticed this, and said, “…You know, Harry, you can have as much
of whatever you want as you want.”

Harry blinked at him. “But this is as much as I want…” he
said quietly.

“…That’s fair, I guess.” The talk of the table had by now turned to
families.

“I’m half and half,” Darach said, nibbling on a biscuit. “Me dad’s
mundane. Mam didn’t tell him she was a witch til after they were
married. Bit of a nasty shock for him, he says, but he recovered.”

“What about you, Neville?” Ron asked.

“Well, my gran brought me up. She’s a witch,” Neville said, a bit
slow as he took the time to enunciate each word clearly. “My family
thought I was a Squib for ages. My great-uncle Algie kept trying to
force magic out of me. He pushed me off of Blackpool pier once, I nearly
drowned. But nothing happened until I was eight. Great-uncle Algie came
’round for tea. He was hanging me out of an upstairs window by the
ankles. Great-aunt Enid offered him a meringue. He let go by accident. I
bounced down the garden and almost in to the road. They were all
pleased. Gran cried happy. They thought I might not be magic enough.
They were happy when I got my letter. Great-uncle Algie bought me my
toad.”

On Harry’s other side, Hermione and Percy were talking about lessons.
(“I hope they start straight away, there’s so much to learn, I’m
particularly interested in Transfiguration, you know, turning something
into something else, of course, it’s supposed to be very difficult—”
“Classes start tomorrow, you’ll be starting small, just matches into
needles and that sort of thing—”)

At last, dessert too disappeared, and Dumbledore stood again. “Just a
few more words now we are all fed and watered. I have a few
start-of-term notices to give you. First-years should note that the
Forbidden Forest is precisely that: Forbidden, to all pupils, as it is
quite dangerous. A few of our older students would do well to remember
that, too.

“I have also been asked by Mr Filch to remind you all that no magic
is to be used between classes in the corridors. Quadball trials will be
held in the second week of term. Anyone interested in playing for their
house team should speak to Madam Hooch.

“Finally, I must tell you that, this year, the eastern corridor on
the third floor is out of bounds to everyone who does not wish to die a
very painful death.”

“He’s not serious, is he?” Harry asked Percy.

“Must be. It’s odd, because usually he gives a reason why we’re not
allowed to go somewhere—the Forbidden Forest is full of dangerous
creatures, for example. I do think he might have told us Prefects, at
least.”

“And now,” Dumbledore said, “bedtime! Off you trot!”

Percy stood up and called out, “Gryffindor first-years, to me!
Gryffindor first-years!”

The Gryffindor first-years followed Percy through the chattering
crowds, out of the Great Hall and up the marble staircase. Harry’s legs
were like lead again, but only because he was so tired. He was too
sleepy even to be surprised that the people in the portraits along the
corridors whispered and pointed as they passed, or that twice Percy led
them through doorways hidden behind sliding panels and hanging
tapestries. They climbed more staircases, yawning and dragging their
feet, and Harry was just wondering how much further they had to go when
they came to a portrait of a fat white woman in a pink dress.

“Password?” she asked.

“Caput draconis,” Percy said clearly, and the portrait swung up to
reveal a doorway. They all passed through, and found themselves in the
Gryffindor common room. It was a large-ish room, with plenty of couches
and armchairs.

Percy directed the girls through one door to their dormitory and the
boys through another. At the top of a spiral staircase—they were
obviously in one of the towers—they found their beds at last: five
four-posters hung with deep-red velvet curtains. Their trunks had
already been brought up. Too tired to talk much, they pulled on their
pyjamas and fell into bed.

“Great food, isn’t it?” Ron muttered to Harry through the hangings.
“Get off, Scabbers! He’s chewing my sheets.”

Harry fell asleep almost as soon as his head hit the pillow, a sign
he’d been up far too long.
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			Health and Classes

			Chapter Six

		
The next morning, Harry woke up at six to find his schedule and a map
on the nightstand next to his bed, along with a note. He slipped his
glasses on and read it:



Mr Potter,

Please see me in the Hospital Wing after breakfast. We have some
matters to discuss.

—Madam Pomfrey





Harry blinked, and there were butterflies fluttering in his stomach.
What could she want from him? Was he in trouble already? What had he
done to cause her to want a meeting with him…?

Harry got out of bed, collecting a set of robes, a pair of socks, and
his school shoes, and went in to the bathroom to change. When he was
finished, he spent about an hour or so playing with Xenia in the common
room, where her dooks and wardancing wouldn’t wake anyone else up. He
returned her to her cage after, where she nested and began dozing again,
and he refilled her bowls.

At breakfast, he opted for a buttered slice of toast and a bit of
sausage. Ron managed to convince him to at least have some orange juice,
but that was all. Afterwards, he made his way to the Hospital Wing as
requested, the butterflies in his stomach getting more boisterous as he
walked.

“Good morning, Mr Potter,” Madam Pomfrey said as he entered. “Come
join me in my office, please.”

Harry followed her in to her office and sat in the chair she
indicated as she closed the door behind her.

“First things first: you are not in any trouble,” Madam Pomfrey said
as she sat down behind her desk and pulled out a notebook. “Healer
Lobosca sent me a report about your health, and asked me to follow up
with you. Right now, I just want to ask you some questions. There are no
wrong answers, I promise, but I need you to think back to when you were
living with the Dursleys. Can you do that for me?”

“Um. Sure,” Harry said. He was starting to relax, but he still felt a
little on edge.


(Note: ED-related content ahead. If you’d rather avoid it, please skip to the next section.)



“How do you feel about your body?”

“That it’s…well… wrong. Aunt Petunia was always fussing
about her weight, and complaining about the paediatrician’s opinions on
Dudley’s, especially over the past year. And Aunt Petunia liked to
complain about the cost of feeding me.”

“Do you feel like you’re too fat?”

“Um… I think so, yeah.”

“Do you feel like you eat too much?”

“I dunno, it feels like plenty to me…?”

“Have you skipped meals?”

“Yeah. Usually school lunches. Dudley liked to steal mine. If I was
lucky, it had fruit, which he usually threw at me. Sometimes when Aunt
Petunia was in high dudgeon she’d lock me in my cupboard and not feed me
anything at all for a day or two.”

“What made her upset enough to do that?”

“Usually weird things happening around me, like when I jumped on to
the roof of the school to get away from Dudley, or when we went to the
zoo on his birthday this past summer. I, uh. Talked to a snake and made
the glass on his exhibit disappear so he, the snake I mean, could
escape. Dudley fell in to the exhibit and then the glass
reappeared.”

“Any events that didn’t involve accidental magic?”

“Usually if I asked after something I shouldn’t have, I got beaten
instead, that kinda thing. There wasn’t really a pattern I could see for
when I made mistakes, or what they thought were mistakes, though.”

“On a typical day, what do you eat?”

“Um, well… Usually just a slice of toast in the morning. Sometimes if
I was lucky, I’d get a bit of bacon or some sausage, if it wasn’t done
to Dudley’s satisfaction. Lunch…at school, it tended to just be fruit.
At home, it’d be a couple slices of bread and ham or roast beef or roast
turkey. Dinner depended on what Aunt Petunia made. My portions were
usually on the small side.”

“Have you ever eaten something and felt like you weren’t supposed to
have it?”

“Um…I guess last night? I had a bit of fudge, something Aunt Petunia
would never have allowed.”

“Do you have a list of foods you won’t eat if you can help it?”

“Yeah. Um… Brussels sprouts, yellow squash, berries, raw tomatoes,
melons, and, um. Lima beans?”

“Are there foods you’ll tolerate but not seek out?”

“Peaches, mainly.”

“Have you ever skipped a meal because it involved an absolutely-not
food?”

“Yes, several times.”

She asked him if he was experiencing, or had experienced, a number of
symptoms: nausea (sometimes), lightheadedness (yes), joint pain
(sometimes), excessive tiredness (sometimes), irritability (not really),
or memory issues (no).

“What foods do you enjoy eating?”

“Um… I’m not sure, actually. I usually just ate what was in front of
me unless it was something I couldn’t eat. Aunt Petunia couldn’t have
cared less if it was something I actually liked or not, so I didn’t keep
track. I’m sorry.”

“You don’t need to apologize for that, it was out of your control.
That’s all for now. Here’s what I’m going to do: the kitchens will be
providing your meals, and you and I will be eating together. You’re
welcome to invite your friends along if you like. I will need you to eat
as much as you can of whatever’s on your plate, unless it’s something
you discover that you don’t like or can’t eat, and you’ll be able to get
more of anything you’re served if you want it. It does not matter to me
if you eat everything on your plate or not; if there’s something you
don’t like or can’t eat, I need to know so that you won’t be served it
again. Likewise, if there’s something you do like, tell me so
that I can make sure you’ll have it more often. Does that sound
good?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

[bookmark: after_suck]Madam Pomfrey glanced at her watch. “All
right, it’s almost lunchtime. Go join your friends. We’ll start doing
your meals together tomorrow morning. If you have any problems
whatsoever, even non-medical ones, come see me as soon as you may and
tell me all about them, all right? The Hospital Wing’s a no-judgement
zone. Now, off you trot, pup.”

Harry grinned as Madam Pomfrey, seemingly unconsciously, used the
same pet-name Uncle Remus did, and left.

Madam Pomfrey sighed. “Poor kid. The Dursleys are lucky they’re
mundane folks…if they were witches I’d be taking this to the
Wizengamot,” she muttered. She transcribed her notes to secure
parchment, then burned the originals thoroughly, to be sure they could
not be reconstituted and read by unauthorized persons.

Then she drew up a letter to a therapist, a mundane one who’d married
a witch in all knowledge, on a separate sheet of secure parchment, and
sent that off by owl.

Secure parchment was specifically enchanted to, once the user uttered
a phrase that they wrote in a set block, hide any and all ink set to it
(including the phrase) until that same phrase was repeated. It wasn’t as
good as an Oath of Secrecy or a Fidelius Charm—the phrase could be
coerced out of people who knew it—but it was incredibly effective
despite that limitation.



“What did Madam Pomfrey want, Harry?” Ron asked, when Harry joined
him and Hermione just before lunch.

“Oh, um,” Harry said. “She wanted to talk about my eating and stuff,
said I was going to be eating with her from tomorrow morning. You two’re
welcome to join us, she said.”

“Oh, good. I noticed last night and this morning that you were eating
like a bird but I didn’t know what to say,” Hermione said. “I certainly
wasn’t going to badger you about it, not being a Hufflepuff and
all.”

Harry giggled and Ron snickered.

“Oh, um…Ron? You should go talk to Madam Pomfrey about the dyslexia
thing, she’ll be able to help you figure out ways to make it easier for
you to read stuff.”

Ron scowled. “Don’t need you telling me what to do.”

“I’m just saying—”

“I get it, I get it, jeez…” He went to sit at another part of the
table, away from Hermione.

“…What’d I say?” Hermione asked worriedly.

“…I think,” Harry said timidly, “that the issue isn’t what you
said so much as it is that he doesn’t think of you as a friend,
not yet, and thinks you’re being pushy. If I were to guess.”

“Oh.”

“But, I’d be happy to be your friend. I think you mean well, so…give
it a bit, let him come to you. If he talks to Madam Pomfrey, ask him how
it went, but don’t say anything like ‘I told you so’, because that will
just put his back up again.”

“Okay. Thanks, Harry,” she said, sounding a bit relieved now.

“Oh, it’s no trouble. Really.”



Harry’s first class was Theory of Magic, with Professor Sven
Sørensen. There were flags tacked up along the walls. Some of them were
various countries’ flags, but most of them were ones Harry didn’t
recognize. Sørensen himself sat on his desk as the students came in,
wearing iridescent robes in stark contrast to the muted colours they’d
seen the other professors wearing at meals.

Once everyone was seated, Sørensen stood and smiled.

“Welcome to Theory of Magic. I’m Doctor Sven Sørensen, and my
pronouns are he/him. As the name implies, we will be discussing the whys
and wherefores of magic, at least what we know so far. We’ll learn Witch
Sign Language, a modified version of British Sign Language that can be
signed with one hand and which can be used for casting spells just like
the Magica Lingua most of you will have had some exposure to. It is
frequently referred to as ‘weasel’, and the act of signing in ‘weasel’
is often called ‘weaseling’.

“Now, you may be thinking that this suggests a connection to the
Weasleys, one of the Sacred 28 Houses of British witch society. Other
than the fact that, like most witching families, they are proficient in
it, there is no connection that I’m aware of.

“You will be expected to become fluent weaselers in this
class, but you will not be required to use it in any other class.
Hogwarts teaches two spell languages, and every professor will provide
instruction in weasel, as well as English and Magica Lingua, the other
spell language we teach. Use whatever spell language you are comfortable
with. If you come from a tradition that uses a different spell language,
such as Ireland’s Teanga Draíochta, you are of course welcome to use
that tradition’s language, but you will be responsible for mapping
Magica Lingua or weasel to your spell language.

“We will learn about the various types of magic, from aeodemancy to
transfiguration and beyond, and we will learn how to employ all of them
in at least a limited way. At Hogwarts, you will learn specific fields
independently of this class, such as Potions, Herbology,
Transfiguration, Charms, and more, but only in this class will you
survey all that we presently know. You will also receive a grounding in
current understandings of science; the most powerful witches of history
were men and women with a keen understanding of the world around
them.

“Finally, and certainly not least, we will learn about the major
traditions of magic: the Roman tradition found across Europe, the
druidic tradition still practiced in Ireland, the American tradition
developed by MACUSA, and more. We will also discuss traditions found in
literature, including mundane works. You will learn how to identify
traditions, the strengths and weaknesses of each, and, if you are so
inclined, you may even be prepared for induction in to a non-Roman
tradition.”

Sørensen sat on the edge of his desk once more. “First-year Theory
will be primarily focused on weasel, but we’ll gradually shift to other
topics as you become more proficient. If you have any questions, now’s
the time to ask them. If not, we’ll get started on learning how to
weasel.”



From the moment he stepped in to the Self Defence classroom, Harry
felt his usual slight lightheadedness intensify. He shuffled over to a
desk with Ron and sat down a little more heavily than he’d intended.

“You okay, Harry?” Ron asked.

“Yeah, just. Suddenly felt lightheaded when I came in, dunno
why.”

“Weird… Well, the room positively reeks of garlic. Maybe
that’s why…?”

“Dunno. Don’t worry about it too much. Oh, there’s Professor Quirrell
now.”

And indeed, Quirrell made an appearance at last, just as the last
students were straggling in. He perched on a stool at the front,
sweeping his gaze across the students. Harry winced, his scar jabbing
him for just a second as the professor’s gaze swept by.

“Welcome to Self Defence. I’m Professor Quirinus Quirrell. I’m sure
many of you have heard people refer to this class as ‘Defence Against
the Dark Arts’, but that is a…reductive label. Witchcraft can
be dangerous even without dealing with warlocks and creatures hostile to
humanity. Even mundane people can be dangerous. Nor is there any such
thing as ‘dark’ arts. Magic is a tool, and like any tool, it can be used
to help as well as harm.

“The first defencive toolkit any witch should have, therefore, is how
to escape. The best fight is the one you don’t have, it is said, and I
happen to agree with that sentiment. More to the point, adult witches
and most magical creatures will always be more powerful than you are, at
this stage in your magical life, so staying and fighting will inevitably
end in defeat. In future years, you will learn how to defend yourself,
and in fact you will learn some defencive counter-charms this year.

“So, let us begin. What are some things we can do to avoid a
fight?”



At breakfast the next morning, there was a small table off to the
side by the High Table. Madam Pomfrey was already waiting when Harry,
Ron, and Hermione came down. Xenia was with them this time, wearing a
harness and leash, both lavender in colour. She was happily skittering
to and fro, occasionally emitting a curious dook.

“Good morning, Mr Potter. Come sit here by me,” Madam Pomfrey said.
The table had a similar, though much reduced, spread to what the main
tables did, but Harry’s place had a plate with food already on it, as
promised. “Mr Weasley, Miss Granger, feel free to sit however you like
and serve yourself.

“Mr Potter, as I said yesterday, eat as much as you can, but if
something on your plate doesn’t agree with you, tell me and don’t force
yourself to eat more of it. If you want more of something, feel free to
get more. If there’s food on your plate when you’re done eating, don’t
worry about it.”

“I remember,” Harry said, “but I appreciate your explaining for Ron
and Hermione’s benefit. I wasn’t sure if I could get it right if I tried
to.”

Madam Pomfrey smiled at him. “Not a problem. I see you brought Xenia
with you this morning. She’s welcome to join us at meals, of course, but
I need to know so that I can have healthy, ferret-friendly food ready
for her. In the meantime… Missiculum, kitchen. Please deliver a
small bowl of ferret pellets to my table, or a ferret-friendly
alternative. Poppy out.”

Seconds later, a bowl of plain cooked chicken appeared next to
Harry’s plate, along with some kitten kibble and, in a separate bowl,
water. Harry looped Xenia’s leash around the arm of his chair and set
her food down on the ground next to her. She dooked up at him and dove
in.



Professor Gwilym Llewellyn’s classroom, like Sørensen’s, had flags
pinned up on the walls, but his were strictly various country flags,
including the variants flown by their equivalents of the Ministry for
Magic. He was standing behind a lectern at the front of the class, and
behind him was a projector screen. There wasn’t a projector set up,
however.

“Good morning, everyone. I’m Professor Gwilym Llewellyn. In Social
Studies, we learn about the world around us, both the natural world, and
the political world built upon it. This class aims to provide a solid
foundation for Mundane Studies and Witch Studies. We will look at
magical governments around the world and learn about the cultures they
represent, and we’ll discuss the geopolitical histories of not just the
British Isles, but across the globe.

“We will also look at how magical societies interact with the mundane
world, both in the present and in ages past. Mundane Studies will, of
course, build upon this to provide a solid understanding of mundane
society, past and present, from the mundane perspective. Likewise, Witch
Studies does the same for witch society. We will begin with the dawn of
human civilisation, and we’ll look at the cradles thereof: Mesopotamia,
Egypt, India, China, Mesoamerica, and Peru. From there, we will advance
through human history in various parts of the world.

“If you’re worried that this class will be pure lecture and
essay-writing, fear not: we’ll be learning some charms here as well. The
Object History Charm, for example, will enable you to learn about an
object’s past, though it can only give you visual and audio impressions
for events connected to it and its previous owners. The mundane term for
this Charm’s effect is ‘psychometry’.

“If this suggests to you that you’ll be handling historical
artefacts…you’d be half-right. I will be bringing in some
artefacts for you all to examine, but they will not be of significant
value, historically speaking, and they will consist of objects found in
the Isles. I may, on occasion, display artefacts from other cultures,
but these will have been ethically sourced—it is highly impolite, not to
mention illegal, to deal in stolen antiquities, after all.

“Finally, each year, I will have each of you prepare a dish from
either your culture, if you are not English, or one of the cultures we
studied during the year, and we’ll do a potluck feast.”



English was, well, English.



Herbology was outdoors, or rather, outside of Hogwarts Castle.
Greenhouse One had a characteristic odour to it, but it wasn’t as bad as
the apothecary’s that Harry had encountered in Diagon Alley. Professor
Sprout was at the front of the greenhouse’s ‘classroom’ space. There
were no plants set out today, however.

“Welcome to Herbology. I’m Professor Pomona Sprout. In this class, we
will learn how to identify the various plants, magical and mundane, that
are vital to witchcraft. We will explore the various uses these plants
have, and, most importantly, we will care for the myriad plants
we work with. And we will learn the charms that are necessary for
working with certain plants, such as the Sunlight Charm.

“But, before we work with any plants, we must first learn
greenhouse safety. Some of the plants we’ll be working with are rare and
valuable. Some of them will be dangerous if mishandled. As a result,
there will be no horseplay, no rough-housing, no pranks, jokes, tricks,
or other such activity in this class. I will warn you ahead of time when
you need to bring your dragonhide gloves; other safety equipment will be
provided by me as needed.

“Other important aspects of Herbology include soil conditions, light,
and water, as well as fertilizer, pruning, and weeding. We will discuss
all of these, and more. For the first few weeks, we will in fact be
learning mundane biology, or at least the parts of it which are relevant
to this class.”



Charms, the next day, was quite different. Professor Flitwick stood
behind a lectern sized for his small stature as everyone was coming in.
His classroom had a set of fifteen two-person desks set up in three rows
of five. Harry and Neville sat together, and Ron and Hermione likewise
paired up.

“Welcome to Charms. I’m Professor Filius Flitwick. Except for Theory
of Magic, Charms will be the most useful class you will have here at
Hogwarts. We will look at quite a repertoire of charms, many of which
will be useful throughout your life as a witch. Those of you who come to
us from a witch background will no doubt already have encountered a
dozen or more already, much of it domestic in nature.

“The Dishwashing Charm, for example, washes and dries your dishes in
a manner similar to the mundane dishwasher, but without occupying
cabinet space. The Mopping Charm cleans your floors for you. And of
course, the Gourmand Charms, a whole suite of charms for expertly
performing food preparation and cooking to your specifications. We will
learn all of these and more,

“And of course, there are a myriad other charms. Transfiguration is a
whole field that rests atop the titular Transfiguration Charm. Herbology
uses charms to aid in soil analysis, to impart magic in to mundane
plants in order to obtain magical specimens, and more. Self Defence arms
and armours you through charms for offencive and defencive purposes.
Healing, too, requires charms. Healers can examine the body in ways
mundane doctors can only dream of.

“But, each of those fields has their own demands in terms of
expertise, so we will leave Transfiguration to Professor McGonagall,
Herbology to Professor Sprout, Self Defence to Professor Quirrell, and
Healing to Professor Conghaile, shall we? Instead, today we will look at
the Light Charm.”



Professor Conghaile’s classroom looked a lot like Sørensen’s, in that
she had a bunch of flags hanging up on the walls. Unlike the Theory
classroom, however, none of them were country flags. In addition, she
had a model on display in one corner that slowly changed over time to
show diffferent systems in the human body. Conghaile herself was perched
on her desk in light green scrubs when Harry came in to the room.

“Good afternoon, class,” she said. “I am Professor Caoimhe Conghaile,
and my pronouns are she/her. I am a fully-accredited Healer, but I am
not your Healer. Unless I’m present in a medical capacity or
it’s an emergency, go see Madam Pomfrey in the Hospital Wing for all of
your medical needs; I will not be answering questions regarding personal
matters.

“Now, Healing is one of the most difficult, but also most rewarding,
professions in the world. There are, however, a lot of misconceptions
about the role Healers play in our society. Our job is not to
help people become well again; for many, that is not an achievable or
desirable goal. Rather, we strive to address the problems that our
patients bring us.

“Wellness is a strictly temporary condition, one which comes and goes
for a variety of reasons. Sometimes we can treat those reasons.
Sometimes we cannot. And sometimes the patient wants us to only address
one particular issue, but not another. It is incumbent upon us to
respect the patient’s wishes, to the best of our ability.

“Throughout your time in this class, we will be exploring various
aspects of the craft. We will learn about how the human body works, as
well as those of our nonhuman friends, hobs, kobolds, and more. We will
discuss common maladies and appropriate treatments. And we will look at
disability, and the various tools we can provide to improve the quality
of life for our patients.

“One final thing: you will not practice real Healing until
OWL-levels. Until then, your role, should you encounter a sick or
injured person who wants or needs help, is to provide any assistance
they need in order to get to a qualified Healer, whether that’s at St
Mungo’s or in the Hospital Wing. But, most importantly, if they
refuse aid, do not force it upon them. Get a trusted and,
hopefully, qualified adult to help.

“Now, with all that said, this year, we will focus on human health.
Where hobs and kobolds, and other nonhumans, have diseases and
conditions that are similar to our own, we will discuss any differences
in treatment they may need, but nonhuman health is for future
years.”



Like Charms, Transfiguration was organised in to two-person desks.
When Harry came in, there was a mackerel tabby cat curled up on the
professor’s desk at the front of the classroom. He noticed that there
were square markings around the cat’s eyes that resembled McGonagall’s
glasses.

“Good afternoon, ma’am,” Harry whispered politely as he passed her
desk to get to a students’ one. He suspected she’d heard him from the
way her ear had flicked in reply.

Students began to murmur after a few minutes, once class had supposed
to begin but no professor was present. One, a Hufflepuff boy named Wayne
Hopkins, was almost to the door when the cat woke up and hopped off the
desk. Everyone gasped as, mid-air, the cat became McGonagall.

“Five points to Gryffindor,” McGonagall said, “as Mr Potter
accurately deduced that I was, in fact, present when you all came in.
One point from Hufflepuff; Mr Hopkins, please return to your seat. Mr
Potter, how were you able to ascertain that the cat you saw was, in
fact, me?”

“Your cat form had markings that looked remarkably like your
spectacles, Professor,” Harry said. “I’d never heard of a cat having
that specific marking before, though I’m sure a mundane person would
have thought it an interesting quirk and dismissed it.”

“Correct. Take another two points for Gryffindor. Yes, I am a
duly-registered Animagus. Many Animagi have distinctive markings that
can be used to identify them in their animal form. Many do not, as well,
so the Ministry for Magic requires all Animagi to register upon becoming
one. An Animagus can hide in plain sight, as I demonstrated, and so it
can become necessary to retrieve misplaced witches if mundane
authorities detain an Animagus in their animal form and trap them.

“The Animagus ritual is one of the most complicated and dangerous
feats of Transfiguration there are. It requires exacting attention to
detail and adherence to requirements, and deviation from those
requirements can be disastrous. The so-called Transmogrifian Torture, a
rare and incredibly nasty curse, can be inflicted by forcing someone to
undergo the Animagus ritual and deliberately disrupting the process. It
is more properly known as Transmogrificating Lycacomia, and there is no
treatment and no cure. Death occurs within a month from the onset of
symptoms. Fortunately, perhaps, the ingredients for the ritual are
difficult to find and to gather, so nobody much has an interest in
wasting them.

“So understand me now. There will be no pranks, horseplay,
fighting, or other misbehaviour in this classroom. Anyone who
engages in such will be removed from this classroom and banned until
such time as they show they are able to behave themselves. Do I make
myself clear?”

There was a murmuring of “Yes, Professor” and “Yes, ma’am” across the
classroom, and Professor McGonagall nodded.

“Now, at the possible risk of undermining myself, I will note that
tics and stimming will not be so penalised. And I know what those tend
to look like, so don’t bother trying to fake either one.” McGonagall
gave Hermione a slight nod.

“Transfiguration is, as you may have surmised, the art of
transforming one thing into another thing. A human into a cat and back,
for instance. Conjuration is a subfield of Transfiguration, as it
involves Transfiguring the very air in to the desired object. As a
consequence of that, we will be learning mundane physics and chemistry
in this class, though not in this year.

“Without further ado, we will be performing our first
Transfigurations tomorrow morning, so let’s prepare for that, shall
we?”



Potions was the last new class of the week, and one Harry had been
looking forward to. Professor Snape, the sallow-skinned man he’d seen at
the High Table during the start-of-term banquet, seemed to be similar to
Professor McGonagall, at least in terms of being stern and no-nonsense
in his public persona.

The Potions laboratory, however, reeked. It was almost as offensive
as the apothecary’s, but at least he hadn’t had to go in to the
apothecary’s shop. Hermione wasn’t handling it well, either, so he
resolved to work with her on the theory that if he focused on helping
her he’d be distracted from his own sensory hell.

Professor Snape stood at the front of the class, with a large
blackboard behind him. His gaze swept over the class, once everyone was
seated. When he spoke at last, his voice was quiet, but he had the knack
of making his voice carry such that everyone could hear him clearly.

“Before we begin, there are a few things we need to discuss. First,
there will be no horseplay, no fighting, no pranks, no misbehaviour at
all in this laboratory. Anyone who engages in such will be removed from
this room for the remainder of term and will be lucky if they
achieve an Acceptable.

“Second, you will follow lab safety protocols at all times. It is of
the utmost importance, because failure to abide by them may well send
you to the Hospital Wing. If you’re unlucky, you may instead find
yourself in the morgue. If you forget to bring your lab safety
equipment, you will not be permitted to participate in lab assignments,
and you will instead receive a Terrible for them.

“Third. If you are feeling unwell, please ensure that I am informed
and do not come to class. Sneezing, coughing, vomiting, and
other symptoms may interfere with your potion-making, even when wearing
face masks.”

Snape paused, sweeping his gaze across the room again. He seemed to
relax a trifle before he continued his lecture.

“You are here to learn the subtle science and exacting art of
potion-making. As there is little foolish wand-waving here, many of you
will hardly believe that this is magic. I don’t expect you will really
understand the beauty of the softly simmering cauldron with its
shimmering fumes, the delicate power of liquids that creep through human
veins, bewitching the mind, ensnaring the senses…I can teach you how to
bottle fame, brew glory, even stopper death—if you attend
diligently.

“Mr Potter. What would I get if I added powdered root of asphodel to
an infusion of wormwood?”

“They’re the active ingredients in the sleeping potion commonly known
as the Draught of Living Death, sir,” Harry said.

“Correct, one point to Gryffindor. Thank you, Mr Potter.” Snap
sounded almost disappointed, but Harry couldn’t tell what he might’ve
been disappointed about. Snape then turned and swept his wand across the
blackboard, causing text to appear on it.

“We will talk about lab safety today, and in two weeks’ time we will
brew our first potion. As part of our discussion on lab safety, I will
show you photos of what happens when you fail to adhere to safety
protocols. Before each photo, I will provide a content advisory. You
will not be penalised if you choose not to look at the photos. If you
need to step out at any point, there is a small room that I keep clear
specifically for that purpose.

“Now, without further ado…let us discuss lab safety.”
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			Flying Free

			Chapter Seven

		
Saturday morning, an owl dropped off a letter for Harry at
breakfast.



Dear Harry,

It only just occurred to me that you’d have your first flying lesson
today, and that that means you’ll be coming down after lunch rather than
after breakfast like we’d previously agreed. I’m looking forward to
hearing all about it.

Love, Uncle Remus.





Harry rubbed his face for a moment, then passed the note around the
table.

“Hm. Were you aware you could use one of the school owls to send a
letter home, Mr Potter?” Madam Pomfrey asked gently.

“Um. Yeah, actually, there’s a notice on the house board, I
just…forgot.”

“Hm. There’s probably more to it than that, but I won’t get in to
that out here. Come down to my office on Monday morning, I have a
surprise for you.”

“Okay,” Harry said. “Oh, I had a question. I know I’m exempted from
the rules forbidding first- and second-years from going down to
Hogsmeade on weekends on account of I live there… can I bring friends
with me, or would we need to be chaperoned?” Harry noticed that both Ron
and Hermione were surprised by the revelation. He hadn’t meant to keep
it a secret from them, it just hadn’t come up.

“Yes, you’d need to be chaperoned if you brought friends with you.
They wouldn’t be allowed to stay overnight, either, so…ask Hagrid to
take you down, but Remus would have to take them back up. You’d have to
discuss that with Remus, but I think he’d be fine with it once or twice
a month. You know how his joints bother him sometimes.”

Harry nodded. “Well, yeah.”

“Oh, he has a joint condition?” Hermione asked.

“Oh, Uncle Remus has joint pain that comes and goes. He says it’s
hard for him to find work that suits him,” Harry said.

“Oh, yeah, that makes perfect sense.”



It took about ten minutes to get to the field where flying lessons
were going to be held. Madam Hooch was present, along with Conghaile,
McGonagall, and Snape. Conghaile was present in her role as Healer, with
the other two professors observing and, if need be, providing
assistance.

On the ground were a set of twenty brooms, and Harry deduced from his
peers’ murmurring that the brooms were about four years old. When
everyone had arrived, Madam Hooch cleared her throat.

“Before we get started, I want to lay down a couple of ground rules.
Firstly, do not fly unless you are instructed to do so. Second, there
will be no fighting or horseplay or acrobatics. We will be covering the
basics only, today. Posture, handling, up, down, moving forward,
stopping, and turning. We won’t be covering lateral movement, that is,
strafing up, down, left, or right, but you’re welcome to attempt it.

“We will begin by practising summoning the broom to our hand and
mounting it. Once everyone has achieved proper posture, we will do
one-on-one flight lessons. Your heads of house and I will be taking each
of you, one at a time, in to the sky. Once you have mastered the basics,
you will practice by taking laps around the field. Now, one person to a
broom. Stand with the broom on your wand-hand side.”

Harry stood to the right of his broom. The only other southpaw that
he noticed was Fay Dunbar, one of Hermione’s dormmates.

“Hold your hand over your broom, relax, and say, ‘Up!’”

When Harry gave the command, the broom leapt in to his grasp
instantly. Neville’s refused to respond at all, and Hermione’s took
several attempts. After about a minute, Neville’s broom finally, almost
furtively rose in to his grasp.

“Mount your brooms. Do not take off.”

Harry straddled his broom, moving as if by instinct. He adjusted his
grip slightly, and tilted his head as Madam Hooch and the heads of house
passed through the throng of students, issuing corrections here and
there. He was pleased to hear Madam Hooch tell Draco he’d been riding
his broom wrong for years.

“Ever fly a broom before, Mr Potter?” Madam Hooch asked when she
reached him.

“No, ma’am. This will be my first time today,” Harry said.

Madam Hooch’s brows rose. “That’s very interesting, because your
posture is exactly correct, and your grip is firm and correctly placed.
You seem to be a natural, so far. The real proof’s in the pudding, of
course.”

“Of course.”

Finally, the adults stood off to the side. McGonagall was astride her
own broom now, Harry saw, and both Snape and Madam Hooch had their wands
out.

“All right. Kick off gently and maintain a hover at five feet. Do not
move.”

Harry was not the first to kick off, but once he did he realised that
he felt at home almost immediately. Neville, apparently, did not, for he
shot up like a rocket and screamed as his broom shot off in to the
distance. McGonagall kicked off and followed him across the sky as he
unintentionally performed quite a few manoeuvres, screaming all the
while.

After about a minute of this, McGonagall was able to catch up to him,
sweep him in to her grasp, and land safely. The broom, once Neville was
no longer astride, floated gently down to the ground.

“Mr Longbottom,” McGonagall said gently, “you are hereby excused from
flying lessons. If you want to stay and watch, you may, or you may
return to the castle.”

Draco, Harry noticed, was looking mighty pleased with himself. He
had, apparently, caught a small glass orb and was playing with it.

“Well, well, well. Look what our resident Squib lost,” he said with a
sneering drawl. “I wonder when he’ll remember it.”

“Give it here, Malfoy,” Harry said coldly.

“No, I think…yes, why not…” Draco shot up in to the sky, in defiance
of the presence of four adults, one his own head of house. Harry,
without conscious thought, shot up as well.

Hermione, seeing this, called up, “Harry, no! You mustn’t!”

And Draco, giving Harry a malevolent grin, shot up even further
before tossing the glass orb in to the air, his momentum imparting a
truly impressive arc before, with a jolt, he was brought forcibly to
ground by his furious head of house.

Harry, for his part, wasn’t paying attention to anything other than
the orb, and he took off after it. In under a minute, he caught the orb
and came down to hover at the requested five feet.

It was only then that he saw McGonagall striding toward him, with the
oddest expression on her face. Mingled anger, surprise, and…was that
pride?

“Land, Potter. Now. And come with me.”

Off in the distance, Harry could hear Snape give Draco a thorough
dressing-down as he followed McGonagall back to the castle, broom and
orb forgotten in his hands. He heard her muttering under her breath,
only catching the occasional phrase, such as “Never, in all my years”
and “Just you wait”.

Harry gulped. He had never been in trouble at Hogwarts before, and a
whole flight of butterflies was fluttering in his stomach. They stopped
in the Entrance Hall.

“Missiculum, Mr Wood. Please come to the Entrance Hall. I’ve
found you a Seeker. Minerva out.”

The duo waited in silence, and Harry started to relax slightly. Soon
enough, a burly tow-headed young man descended the marble staircase and
crossed the hall to join them.

“A Seeker? Are you serious, ma’am?” Wood demanded.

“Absolutely. The boy’s a natural. He had the correct posture and grip
from the moment he mounted the broom, too, anyone could tell. Never seen
anything like it. Was that your first time on a broom, Mr Potter?”

“Yes, ma’am,” Harry said. He didn’t have a clue what was going on,
but…he didn’t seem to be in trouble, and his knees quivered a bit as he
sagged in relief.

“He caught Mr Longbottom’s Remembrall after a fifty-foot dive, not a
scratch on him. Charlie Weasley couldn’t have done it,” McGonagall went
on.

“Ever seen a game of Quadball, Potter?” Wood asked him excitedly.

“Wood’s captain of the Gryffindor Quadball team,” McGonagall said to
Harry.

“He’s got the ideal build for a Seeker, too…light, speedy…we’ll have
to get him a decent broom, though,” Wood said. “Nimbus Two Thousand or
Cleansweep Seven, I’d say.”

“I shall speak to Dumbledore and see if we can’t bend the first-year
rule. Heaven knows, we need a better team than last year.
Flattened in that last match by Slytherin, I couldn’t look
Severus in the face for weeks…”

“I want to hear you’ve been training hard, Harry, or I may change my
mind about punishing you.”

Then she smiled, only the second time he’d seen her do so. “Your
father would have been proud. He was an excellent player himself.”



“You’re joking,” Ron said.

They were at lunch with Madam Pomfrey, with Xenia crunching her way
through some pellets underneath as usual, and Harry had just finished
telling Ron and Hermione what had happened.

“Seeker?” Ron said. “But first-years never—you must
be the youngest house player in about—”

“—A century,” Harry said. “Wood told me.”

Ron gaped.

“Wood wants me to start training next week. Only don’t tell anyone,
he wants to keep it a secret.”

Fred and Georgia came in to the hall just then and strode up to the
table. “Well done,” one of the twins said—he thought it was Georgia, but
he hadn’t figured out how to tell them apart yet. “Wood told us. We’re
on the team, too—Beaters.”

“I tell you, we’re going to win that Quadball Cup for sure this
year,” the other twin—Fred?—said. “We haven’t won in several years, but
this year’s team is going to be brilliant. You must be good, Harry, Wood
was almost skipping when he told us.”

“Anyway, we’ve got to go, Lee reckons he’s found a new secret
passageway out of the school.”

“Bet it’s that one behind the statue of Gregory the Smarmy that we
found in our first week. See you.”

Fred and Georgia had hardly left before three far more unwelcome
faces swaggered up.

“Having a last meal, Potter? When are you catching the train back to
your mundane folks?”

“You’re a lot braver now you’re on the ground and got your bully boys
with you,” Harry said coldly. “What’s the matter, little baby needs his
babysitters?”

Privately, Harry was appalled that he was turning Dudley’s own brand
of slander on to Draco, but he didn’t let his dismay show.

“How dare you talk to me in that fashion. I demand satisfa—”
Draco began hotly, but Madam Pomfrey’s voice cut him off.

“Three points from Slytherin, Mr Malfoy. Students are not permitted
to duel outside of Dueling Club, which first-year students are
prohibited from joining, and you were not invited to join us today. On
your way, now.”

Draco scowled, and he and his cronies walked away.

Harry snorted. “Wish I knew why he took a dislike to me. I’m pretty
sure it started back in Diagon Alley.”

“When you were getting measured for your robes?” Ron asked. “I think
he pegged you for mundane-born at first, then when he knew you were the
Boy Who Lived, he knew for sure that you’re a half-blood. Everyone knows
your mum was from mundane stock, and Malfoy’s dad claimed he was
Imperiused. That’s a mind-control curse,” Ron added when Harry just
blinked at him. “My dad says he doesn’t believe it for a second, Lord
Malfoy was pretty high up, and since his son seems to be talking the
same bigoted rubbish…”

“Yeah.” Harry set his fork down. “Anyway, I’m gonna go see my uncle.
See you all tomorrow after lunch, yeah?”



“…and that’s how I got to be the youngest Seeker in a century,” Harry
finished, snuggled up with Uncle Remus on the living room couch about an
hour later.

“You are your father’s son, pup,” Remus said with a chuckle.
“He would’ve done exactly what you did, and shown off afterward
to boot. However, I’m a little disappointed in you, I am; there were
four adults who could have handled the situation. I’m proud of you for
doing the right thing in defiance of the rules, but at least make sure
you won’t get caught next time.”

Harry flinched at the tartness in Remus’s voice. Remus noticed, and
he pulled Harry in to a proper hug.

“My dear pup,” he said softly in to Harry’s hair. “You’re safe here.
You matter to me. You brighten my world, just by being in it, you
do.”

Harry relaxed in to Remus’s hug, and Remus smiled. “Now, I
had been preparing a steak-and-potato pie for dinner tonight,
but how about we walk down to the Three Broomsticks to celebrate your
making the Gryffindor team, eh?”

Harry’s voice was a little small, despite the comforting hug, when he
replied, “…I’d like that.”

Xenia, who had been scurrying around the living room as they
snuggled, climbed up on to the couch and then the back of it. She ambled
over to them and snuffled at Harry’s face, tickling him with her
whiskers and causing him to giggle. “Xeniaaaa…” he mock-protested.

“See, even she thinks you’re a good lad, she does,” Remus said,
chuckling. “All right, up you get, pup. We’ll head over at around five,
but in the meantime you have homework to do. If you get stuck on
anything, bring it out here and we’ll figure it out together, we
will.”

“Okay,” Harry said as he got up, scooping up his ferret as he stood.
He paused just before he walked in to the hallway leading to the
bedrooms. “…I love you, Uncle Remus,” he said softly, hesitantly, as
though he were releasing a wild animal and wasn’t quite sure what it’d
do.

“Love you too, pup,” Remus said, smiling. Harry blinked on sudden
tears, but instead of acknowledging them he went on to his room.
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Healing lessons were being held on B weeks, and thus that it hadn’t
occurred yet. The reality is, they appear only in A weeks for
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			The Life and Times of Harry Potter

			Chapter Eight

		
At breakfast on Monday morning, two large owls flew in to the Great
Hall, carrying a long package which they deposited at the little table
before flying off again. Attached to the parcel was a note:



Do not open this parcel in the Great
Hall.

It contains your new Nimbus 2000, but I don’t want everyone knowing
you’ve got a broomstick or they’ll all want one. Oliver Wood will meet
you on the Quadball pitch after dinner for your first training session,
and he will escort you back to the Gryffindor Common Room afterward due
to curfew.

—Professor McGonagall





This must have been the broom McGonagall and Wood were talking about
on Saturday. Harry was eager to see what he’d gotten, but obedient to
McGonagall’s instructions, he carefully set it aside and went back to
eating as he showed the note to Hermione and Ron.

“A Nimbus Two Thousand!” Ron muttered, amazed. “I’ve never even
touched one…”

“Yeah. Let’s get it up to the Common Room, though…I’ll unwrap it when
we get to the pitch tonight,” Harry said.

Halfway across the Entrance Hall, they found the path upstairs
blocked by Crabbe and Goyle. Malfoy seized the package from Harry and
felt it.

“That’s a broomstick,” Malfoy said, throwing it back to Harry with a
mixture of jealousy and spite on his face. “You’ll be for it this time,
Potter—first-years aren’t allowed them.”

“It’s not just any old broomstick,” Ron couldn’t resist saying, “it’s
a Nimbus Two Thousand. What did you say you’ve got at home, Malfoy, a
Comet Two-Sixty? Comets look flashy, but they’re nowhere near the same
league as the Nimbus Two Thousand.”

“What would you know about it, Weasley, you couldn’t afford half the
handle,” Malfoy snapped back. “I suppose you and your siblings have to
save up, twig by twig.”

Before Ron could respond, Flitwick appeared at Malfoy’s elbow. “Not
fighting, I hope?” he asked.

“Potter’s been sent a broomstick, sir,” Malfoy said quickly.

“Yes, yes, that’s right,” Flitwick said, beaming up at Harry.
“Minerva told me all about the special circumstances, Mr Potter. And
what model is it?”

“A Nimbus Two Thousand, sir,” Harry said, fighting to suppress a
giggle at the look of horror on Malfoy’s face. “And, really, it’s thanks
to Malfoy here that I’ve got it.”

Hermione, as the trio made their way upstairs, muttered, “Honestly,
you could’ve let the adults handle it, Harry. I know you were trying to
do the right thing, but still…”

“Uncle Remus said more or less the same thing,” Harry said, not quite
suppressing a flinch. Hermione grabbed his wrist—Harry flinched again,
and she quickly let go, but she stopped walking regardless. The boys
paused as well, and Harry turned to look at her.

“I’m sorry, Harry. I didn’t mean to sound like I was ganging up on
you,” she said quietly. “Um…do you want to talk about ‘it’
sometime…?”

Harry tilted his head. “What do you mean by ‘it’?” he asked
cautiously.

“Past things. It’s okay if you don’t want to, we’ve only known each
other a week…”

“I’ll…think about it,” Harry said after a moment. “I need to put my
broom up and then go down to see Madam Pomfrey in her office,
though.”

She nodded, and they continued up to Gryffindor Tower.



“Go on in to my office and have a seat, Mr Potter,” Madam Pomfrey
said when Harry walked in to the Hospital Wing, several minutes later.
“I’ll be right with you.”

After he’d done so, Madam Pomfrey and another woman came in. Madam
Pomfrey sat behind her desk and the other woman sat in a chair off to
the side.

“Harry, this is Doctor Adriana Fitzgerald. She’s a mundane
psychologist, but she married a witch shortly after college, and so is
familiar with both the mundane and magical worlds. I wrote to her after
we spoke last week; she has a broad-strokes outline—just a summary of
what you’ve shared with me and Healer Lobosca, no details—of your
circumstances. I’d like you to meet with her once a week, either here in
my office on Mondays or at home over the weekends, whichever is more
comfortable for you. Would you be willing to talk with her?”

Harry thought about it. “Did you talk to Uncle Remus about this?”

“Yes, actually, last Thursday. He said he’d support your decision, so
while I do have his signature, it’s up to you. I think you would
benefit, however.”

“…Yes, I’ll do it,” he said after a moment. “So what now?”

“Well, first I’d like to conduct what’s called a psychological
evaluation,” Dr Fitzgerald said. “There are several parts to it,
fortunately, so we don’t have to try to do it all today, given that you
have lunch in about three hours. The first part is just an interview,
where you tell me about yourself and I ask you questions so that I can
get to know you better. After that, there are a variety of tests that
assess your cognition, how your brain’s developed, and so on. That will
give me a good idea of where you’re at, what kinds of things I’ll want
to talk about, and, more importantly, gives me an idea of the kinds of
things you would want to talk about. Does that sound good?”

“Sure.”

“All right. Today we’re only going to conduct the interview; this
part takes as long as it takes, but we can stop at any time and pick it
up next time we meet, okay?”

“Okay.”

“So, tell me about yourself. Give me the inside scoop on the real
life of Harry Potter, as far back as you can remember.”




Warning: the following paragraphs contain
descriptions of abuse and neglect. If this is not something you feel
comfortable reading, I encourage you to skip to
the next section.



All right, so…the earliest thing I can remember is, when I was about
three, I was tasked with helping Dudley put his toys away. He already
knew by then that if he hit me, his mum wasn’t gonna stop him, but if
I hit him, I’d get punished. So naturally I’d
started to stay away from him as best I could.

I could tell he was going to hit me for touching his toys, so when he
started to run after me, I ran. Even back then, he could usually outrun
me. So, a funny thing happened. Every time he got close enough to start
to hit me, that day, he would invariably slip and fall down before he
could. On dry hardwood. His mum locked me in my cupboard for an entire
day for that, when she noticed what was going on.

From that point on, I was generally tasked with helping to do the
chores around the house while Dudley got to play with his toys. At one
point he called me ‘Cinderfella’ for like a month. And as I started to
be able to do a chore entirely on my own, his mum would make me do that
chore when it needed to be done rather than do it herself.

If I messed up or missed a spot, or whatever, she’d hit me. If it was
particularly egregious, she’d hit me and then when Uncle Vernon got home
he’d hit me too. Sometimes he’d use a belt, but mostly he’d only use his
hands. They’d also hit me if I asked questions about my parents, so
eventually I just stopped. Or questions about anything else they didn’t
want to answer, for that matter.

If they went on vacation or to the zoo or whatever leisure they
wanted to do, they’d drop me off with Mrs Figg. She had entirely too
many cats and insisted I greet all of them whenever I came over, and
would make me sit with her while she showed me pictures of every single
cat she ever had, complete with personalities and life stories.

At least she didn’t hit me.

Once I started getting to be school-age, they started only hitting me
where the bruises wouldn’t show, if they hit me hard enough to leave
any. Only time I ever saw them rebuke Dudley was when he’d hit me that
hard at home. Our teachers seemed largely indifferent, and I’d get
lectures on how I shouldn’t antagonize him or how it, um, “takes two to
tango”. They never did anything about his stealing my lunches at
school.

And of course, as I told Madam Pomfrey last week, whenever accidental
magic happened, or to use their language, “when his freakishness
showed”, I was locked in to my cupboard and denied food. This was, of
course, on top of the food I did get being on the minimal side.
At least she gave me water and multivitamins when she starved me…? For
some reason, she never had, nor let, me help in the kitchen. I
think she figured if I helped I’d sneak samples of whatever she was
making.

Let me think…this is probably going to sound ungrateful, but whenever
she got clothes for me, she always went for the most childish ones she
could find. I’m eleven, for God’s sake. What eleven-year-old
would admit to watching Blue’s Clues, much less wear Blue’s
Clues apparel? To, um. Pick one example.

Oh, yeah. They always called me ‘freak’ and ‘boy’, never ‘Harry’
unless we were in public. Still don’t like those words. Why should being
referred to as a boy make me feel…not just bad, but wrong,
anyway…?




[bookmark: after_suck]End of abuse & neglect descriptions.



“…As God is my witness, may I never get an epitaph like
that,” Adriana muttered when Harry ran down. At a more normal
volume, she said, “All of that is important to know, and I appreciate
your sharing it with me. As it happens, so far as we can tell, Mrs Figg
was trying to report the Dursleys the entire time—Miss Fries tells me
there were over a dozen reports filed. Professor Dumbledore claims to
have never received them, and has offered to submit to interrogation
under Veritaserum should his word be doubted, so now the investigation
is turning to how it happened that they were left unactioned and thus
unreported further up the food chain.

“So, aside from all of that absolutely atrocious behaviour
on the Dursleys’ part, let’s go with…what are things you liked doing?
What were your experiences like, outside of all that abuse and
neglect?”

Harry tapped on his knuckles as he gathered his thoughts again.



Well, so. I liked reading, and still do. Thinking about all those
other worlds out there, even the imaginary ones, where I could go and be
someone else and do cool things. I guess, in a way, I got exactly what I
wanted. Uncle Remus is amazing. I get to help in the kitchen, we play
games sometimes, we snuggle…I get to be a kid when I’m with
him, and he listens to me when I need something.

There were a few times I was able to hide myself so effectively, with
the Dursleys, that I got to read in peace. I got in trouble afterwards,
of course, but…they never took my books away when I was locked in my
cupboard. I almost preferred being in there. They left me
alone.

Anyway, um. Other experiences, right. I don’t like brightness, as a
sensory category. Like, loud noises, bright lights, certain textures of
cloth and food, the apothecary’s shop’s smells…they’re all Bright. I can
deal with them if I have to. But…cool, dim, quiet places, that’s the
ticket.

I like school, mostly. I’m not sure what classes here I like, but
both Potions and Self Defence have a…certain characteristic odour I can
only barely tolerate, and Herbology smells a bit green. Healing is
really, really cool, though; the human body is so fascinating.
But gross. But fascinating. But gross. But fascinating. I really liked
flying on Saturday. I don’t think I’ve ever felt nearly as at home,
outside of being at home with Uncle Remus, as I did when I was riding
the school broom.

I’ve never watched the telly and they didn’t own a radio, so I don’t
really know what’s good there. I like the Vorkosigan books, and I
especially like Miles, the main character. He’s almost as small as I am,
for one thing. There’s also this urban fantasy series about a wizard who
lives in Chicago and advertises himself as one in the phonebook, but I’m
not sure I like Harry Dresden nearly as much as I like Miles. He’s kind
of a jerk, so far.



“All right. I think that’s all we have time for, today,” Dr
Fitzgerald said. “Would you like to see me Sunday morning or Monday
morning?”

“Um…I think Sunday morning would be good?” Harry said. “I think I
want Uncle Remus to be part of this whole thing, and anyway, his couch
is more comfortable than this chair.”

Dr Fitzgerald chuckled. “Well, in that case, I will see you at 9am on
Sunday. It’s been an honour and a privilege to meet with you.”

“The honour is mine, Dr Fitzgerald,” Harry said politely, and made a
shallow, but formal bow. “Later, then.”



After dinner, Harry, Ron, and Hermione headed out to the pitch, where
they met with Oliver Wood.

“All right,” Wood said. “Weasley, Granger, you’re welcome to stick
around, but I’ll need your oaths that you won’t share what you see with
anyone. Not an Oath of Secrecy, just your sworn word.”

“On my word as Weasley, I will not discuss the evening’s activities
with anyone not currently here or on the Quadball team,” Ron said.

Wood nodded. “That’s actually a bit tighter than I was looking for,
but that works for me.”

Hermione thought for a moment, then said, “I swear I will not discuss
the evening’s activities with anyone not in Gryffindor House, on my word
as Granger.”

“Solid. So, Potter. Let’s unwrap that broom and get some airtime on
it, eh? I need you to fly with your wits, not just your gut. After
you’ve got some flight-time under your belt, we’ll get started on
teaching you the rules of the game.”

Harry nodded, and the five of them took a moment to admire Harry’s
new broom once he’d unwrapped it. He mounted up and did a few laps
around the pitch, then tentatively tried a few aerial manoeuvres without
even really thinking about it before hovering near Wood.

“Good, good. So, let’s talk about the balls.” Wood opened a small
crate that had been sitting at his feet. From it, he withdrew a slightly
squashed-looking red ball.

“This here’s the quaffle,” Wood said. “The team’s three Chasers pass
it between them and try to get it through one of the other team’s hoops,
for ten points a goal. After each goal, control over the ball passes to
the other team’s Keeper, who then puts the quaffle back in to play. Only
Chasers may score, however.”

“Three Chasers throw around the quaffle, ten points per goal, control
passes to the scored-on Keeper,” Harry said with a nod.

“Right. Take this, the next ball’s a mean one and it moves on its
own,” Wood said as he handed Harry a bat.

Harry swung it experimentally, to get a feel for it.

“Ball number two: the bludger. This black beauty only does love taps,
but if it hits you, you have to tag one of our team’s hoops. The two
Beaters fight the two bludgers away from us and toward the other team’s
Chasers and Beaters.”

“Two Beaters beat away the two bludgers, and players hit by a bludger
have to touch their own goal to re-enter play,” Harry said. Wood nodded
and released one of the bludgers. It immediately flew in to the air and
straight at Harry, who gave it a firm smack that sent it back at Wood.
Wood caught it and wrestled it back in to the crate.

“That was a nice shot, Potter. Now, ball three: the golden snitch.
This one is your job, the Seeker’s job. Catching it is worth thirty
points, and can end the game. If the trailing team’s Seeker catches it
and their score plus thirty is still less than the leading team’s, the
game goes into overtime, with the target score being the leading team’s
score plus thirty. Either team can concede during the overtime. The
important thing to remember is that the golden snitch enters play at
seventeen minutes, and the Seekers, that’s you, enter play one minute
after that.”

“The Seeker’s job is to catch the snitch, which ends the game or
sends it to overtime with a target score of thirty plus the leading
team’s. It enters play at seventeen minutes and the Seekers one minute
later,” Harry said.

“Excellent. So, I’m not going to have you go for the snitch tonight—I
don’t want to lose it. So instead, I have a sack of practice balls here
that behave like the snitch but return here when I send up blue
sparks. I’m going to release them all at once, and a minute after that I
want you to find and catch all of them. Sound good?”

“Can do.”

Harry fell asleep almost immediately when he went to bed that night,
though this time it was from sheer exhaustion.

Notes

This is one of the chapters that underscore my motivation for writing
Crimson Flower. JKR makes a big production of canon!Harry being an abuse
survivor, but he never talks about it with anybody, he doesn’t show any
signs of PTSD, and his support for nonhuman rights is lukewarm at
best—he keeps an enslaved person! Moreover, he becomes a cop after
Hogwarts despite being temperamentally unsuited for it and somehow lasts
more than a couple years. And let’s not get in to naming his kids after
some of his abusers.
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			The Birth of a New Pack

			Chapter Nine

		
Once more, Snape stood at the front of the classroom. This time, he
had several stacks of packets on the table in front of him.

“As I threatened two weeks ago,” Snape said, “today we will be
brewing our first potion. Our goal is to brew a potion to cure boils. As
we discussed last Friday, we will be brewing two batches. The first
batch will follow the amber recipe on the board. The second batch will
follow the green recipe on the board. I would recommend that one partner
work on the amber recipe and one partner work on the green recipe. Pay
careful attention to the instructions for the recipe you brew. One
person from each station, please come up to collect your packet. The
other person should begin by filling their cauldrons with water to the
60% line.”

“I’ll get the packet, and I’ll take the green recipe,” Harry said to
Ron. As Ron began filling up the cauldrons, Harry collected their
packet. Snape took up a packet and strode over to Neville.

“Mr Longbottom, I will be working with you, in the interests of
maintaining a safe environment,” Snape said. “Miss Granger, I would
recommend the green recipe; it would be more challenging for you.”

Harry unpacked the packet, and sorted its contents according to the
recipe requirements up on the blackboard, then read the instructions
carefully, twice.



Ingredients


	six grass snake fangs

	four leaves aloe vera

	two porcupine quills



Instructions


	Crush fangs to a fine powder in the mortar.

	Carefully sprinkle one quarter teaspoon of powder around the inside
of the perimeter of the cauldron, four times.

	Heat the mixture to one hundred twenty degrees Celsius.

	Perform deasil1 inward spiral movement with wand.

	Simmer for 35 minutes.

	Muddle aloe vera in a clean mortar. Add to cauldron.

	Remove cauldron from heat.

	Snip quills in to cauldron in one-centimetre segments.

	Stir deasil1 with glass rod five times.

	Perform deasil1 inward spiral movement with wand.







The amber recipe, by way of contrast, wanted the fangs to have a
coarser grind, the leaves unmuddled, and the quills to be added whole.
It also used a simple circular motion for the wand movement. After
everyone had completed their potions, Snape stood at the front of the
class once more.

“The purpose of this assignment, as you may have surmised, is to
teach that understanding the purpose of each instruction will allow you
to tune the recipe to your specific requirements. Both of these recipes
perform the desired task, but the green recipe is much more effective
and efficient. It is also, however, more taxing than the amber recipe.
So long as your potion meets the requirements specified when we brew
one, you will receive an Acceptable for that lab. Provide to me a sample
of each potion today, then drain your cauldrons and clean up; when you
are finished, you may go.”



All in all, Harry decided as he walked home Saturday morning, he
rather liked Hogwarts. His classes were all very interesting, even the
‘boring’ ones. Mundane technology just plain did not work in the
Hogwarts region, so instead of calculators, witches wrote their figures
out on parchment and cast the Calculating Charm. And since the
Calculating Charm could not be accidentally left at home or otherwise
made unavailable, there was no real reason to have to remember one’s
multiplication tables or perform long division. Consequently, Maths was
already moving on in to algebra.

The two classes Harry actively disliked, however, were Self Defence
and English. He was getting used to the atmosphere in Self Defence, but
he sat at the back of the classroom and tried to avoid Quirrell’s notice
wherever possible so as to avoid having his scar hurt. His problem with
English was much more simple than that: he hated writing book
reports. Harry found it difficult to read critically—if he liked a book,
he tended to just devour it, and that was not really conducive to
discussing themes, messaging, and other details that book reports
demanded he provide.

Healing, though…Healing was cool. Harry liked learning about
the human body, and how each of the organs inside contributed to making
it all work. Conghaile was taking a top-down approach, so they’d started
with organ systems like the skin.

Quadball practice, on the other hand, was exhausting…and
exhilarating. On more than one occasion, Wood had had to tell him to
quit showing off as he gathered in the training snitches. He had a
tendency to strafe when he could avoid turning, though, which Wood was
trying to break him out of. “It may be useful sometimes, but it’s more
efficient to turn in to your lateral movements instead of strafing,”
he’d said on one occasion.

“I’m home!” Harry called as he walked in to the living room,
shrugging off his cardigan and putting it on the hook next to the
door.

“Back here,” Remus called from the kitchen. “How was school?”

“Well, yesterday we finally made the boil-curing potion. Professor
Snape had us pair off but each brew one version of the potion. I think
it was kinda neat, actually, since he said the point was that, while the
ingredients make the potion, technique is important for quality.”

“That it most certainly is. Some potions do require a highly-refined
technique in order for the mechanism of action to work, however, simply
because sloppiness would mean you’d need so much potion to get an
effective dose that you’d induce water toxicity trying to achieve it,
you would.”

Remus was, Harry noticed, working on a brisket.

“What’s the occasion, Uncle Remus?” he asked as he sat down at the
table. “That’s a lot of meat for the two of us.”

“It is, but with the full moon coming up I want to not have to cook
for a week, I do, and I don’t want to stump down to the Three
Broomsticks to avoid it. Remember how tired I was the first weekend you
walked down?”

Harry nodded. “Yeah, you spent most of Saturday dozing, you’d
said.”

“Well, that’s because I hadn’t planned ahead. Now I am, and next
weekend I’m not going to be in any fit state to do more than popping
something in to the hotbox for a few minutes. Once I’ve got this in the
smoker, do you want to play some games?”



The next morning, Dr Fitzgerald came calling at 9am.

“Come on in, Dr Fitzgerald,” Harry said, holding the door open wide
for her. “Uncle Remus is sprawled on the couch, so we’ll just hang out
in the living room today, I think. He overdid it yesterday making a
brisket.”

“I see,” Dr Fitzgerald said, following Harry in to the living room.
Remus waved his wand somewhat vaguely, conjuring a chair for her near
the couch.

“Thanks, Mr Lupin,” she said with a smile as she sat down, unslinging
her backpack. “So, there are a couple of things I wanted to talk about
today. First, I wanted to talk about activities of daily life, or ADLs.
There are two kinds, basic and instrumental. Basic ADLs are things like
toileting, brushing one’s teeth, bathing, and other self-care tasks.
Instrumental ADLs are the things that allow someone to live
independently in a community, such as housekeeping, cooking, money
management, and so on.

“So, I already know from our first meeting that you’re
capable of housekeeping. I have a questionnaire here that we’re
going to fill out together. This will be the last assessment I need, and
we’ll go over my report in a couple weeks. Now, without further
ado…”

Dr Fitzgerald pulled a clipboard and a pen out of her backpack, along
with a stapled-together set of papers she clipped to the board. She ran
through the questions with them, writing down their answers.

“All right. Now, the other thing I wanted to talk about… Madam
Pomfrey said, when you talked about your EDs with her the first day of
term, that you indicated that your body felt wrong? Could you tell me
about that, please?”

“Um, well,” Harry said. “I’m not sure how to describe it. It’s not an
issue of size or of…of weight, really, although that’s part of
it, but…”

“Hm. Actually, let me ask you this. How do you feel about your
plumbing?” Dr Fitzgerald gestured downward to indicate what she
meant by that.

“Oh. Um.” Harry looked troubled. “…I don’t know. I just…I
wish…it’s…” Now he looked miserable.

“It’s okay if you need some time to think about it. A lot of people
don’t, and sometimes when we learn things about ourselves, we can bury
them so far down we don’t notice them any more. This usually happens
when there’s pushback, or even just in the absence of support.”

Remus sat up, and pulled Harry in to a hug. “Pup,” he said softly.
“You are yourself, whoever you are or choose to be. I won’t love you any
less. If you don’t want to be a boy, you don’t have to be. If you’d
rather be a girl, or if you want to be neither…well, it’s up to you. I
will always be here for you, no matter what.”

Harry looked up at Remus. “The only thing I know for certain right
now,” he said softly, “is that I wish I weren’t human. That I were a pup
in truth, and not just your heart. Past that…” He gulped. “Past that, it
doesn’t really matter because, male or female, it would still be the
wrong shape.”

Dr Fitzgerald asked, “Then would you prefer to be called Mx
Potter?”

“What’s ‘Mx’ mean?” Harry asked.

“It’s a gender-neutral title. Capital M, lowercase X, where the X is
meant to be a wildcard.”

“Oh. Yeah, I think I’d prefer Mx Potter, at least for now.”

“Are you comfortable still rooming with the boys, or would you prefer
another arrangement?”

“…I think Ron would understand, or at least be kind even if he
doesn’t. Neville, too. I’m less certain about Darach and Jamal, though.
But I think I’m good with them for now.”

“All right. Would you like me to inform your professors that you
would prefer ‘Mx’?”

“Yes, please.”

Dr Fitzgerald made a note, then asked, “So what pronouns would you
prefer? ‘He/him’, ‘she/her’, ‘they/them’, or…something else?”

Harry held up a finger and looked lost in thought for a few moments.
“…I think I’ll stick with he/him for now…? It doesn’t really feel like
anything else fits better at the moment,” he said finally.

“Fair enough. Is there anything you wanted to talk about
today?”

“Um…hm. Nothing comes to mind…? Uncle Remus?”

“Well,” Remus said, “there’s that one incident last Saturday I wanted
to talk about, actually. I’ve been thinking about it all week. Do you
mind if I tell her about it, pup?”

Harry thought about it. “Oh. That. Yeah, sure, go
ahead.”

“Right, so, last weekend, Harry had his first flying lesson. One of
his peers had a very rough first lesson and so was given permission to
not have to attend any more. Another peer found he’d dropped his
Remembrall, and when Harry challenged him for it, the peer flew up on
his school broom and tossed the Remembrall in to the air. Harry,
naturally, flew up after it and caught it.

“Now, all that is fine and dandy, and I wasn’t upset when he told me
about it all, but he flinched when I said I was disappointed. I think it
was more the tone than the words, but it’s something that’s been on my
mind.”

“I see,” Dr Fitzgerald said, “and I’m not surprised, either, given
what Harry’s shared about his life with the Dursleys. Unfortunately,
it’s going to take time and distance for that reaction to go away.
Distance we’ve achieved—we’re quite far from Surrey—but the only way for
time to happen is just by passing through it at the normal rate. So what
did you do when he flinched?”

“Hugged him and said some reassuring things, such as…” Remus pulled
Harry in to a hug again, and murmured in to his hair, just as he had the
weekend before, “You matter to me, pup. You brighten my world by being
in it, you do.”

Dr Fitzgerald nodded. “That’s right, that’s exactly right.” She
glanced at her watch. “Well, unfortunately, that’s all the time we have
this week. I’ll see you here next week, yes?”

“We’ll be here,” Remus said. Harry nodded, and got up to see Dr
Fitzgerald out.



About half an hour later, there came a knock on the front door. Remus
opened it to find two Ministry officials standing there. He recognized
one as Harry’s case worker from the Ministry’s Department for
Education’s Office of Social Care, a Miss Tanja Fries. The other…

“Good morning, Mr Lupin,” Miss Fries said. “We’ve finally got the
paperwork squared away for Mr Potter’s guardianship; Mr Howard is here
from legal to ensure the proprieties are observed.”

“Ah, yes. Come on in,” Remus said, and stepped back. Over his
shoulder, he called, “Harry! Come out to the living room, please!”

Harry and Remus sat on the couch, with Miss Fries and Mr Howard
sitting in chairs across the coffee table.

“Now, I’m going to go over each of these documents,” Miss Fries said,
“and then both of you will sign them and Mr Howard will provide his own
signature as a witness. At the conclusion of this process, Mr Lupin will
be recognized as your legal guardian, Mr Potter. For whatever reason,
the Dursleys did not actually have legal guardianship, merely a custody
agreement that terminated upon the finding of gross mistreatment and
neglect; we’re investigating that, but I don’t expect it to have any
consequences for you. Any questions before we begin?”

“Yes, actually,” Harry said. “Could I, um. Change my name? I just… I
want something more tangible to connect us than just paperwork. Whether
he’s my uncle honourarily or my dad…”

Remus blinked away tears. He’d never had any hopes of having children
of his own, being a werewolf and all, so for Harry to… “Harry,” he
began, sounding just a little underwater, then cleared his throat.
“Harry, you know you don’t have to…”

“But I want to,” Harry replied. “I know it’s only been five weeks,
but…this feels right, somehow.”

“Hm. Well, how about this? We’ll go through the guardianship today,
and then we’ll move to change it to an adoption on your birthday next
year. It’s not that I don’t want you, pup, because you’re a sweetheart
and I love you. It’s just that I want to ensure there’s time enough for
all the legal niceties to be observed, and Tanja needs to file more
paperwork for this to be an adoption instead of guardianship,
right?”

“That’s right,” Miss Fries said, nodding. “I’ll get the process
started for the adoption when I get back in to the office, so that it’s
ready when you both are, but in the meantime…”

Harry nodded, and they went over the documentation as Miss Fries laid
it out and explained it. In the end, Harry and Remus signed half a dozen
times each, and when they were through, Miss Fries smiled.

“Congratulations, Mr Lupin, Mr Potter. I hope the years ahead are
excellent ones,” she said, and Mr Howard nodded in taciturn agreement.
“That’s our business concluded, so we’ll leave you to it.”

Harry turned to hug Remus tightly, burying his face into his uncle’s
shoulder as he cried. They were happy tears, however, for Harry knew for
the first time that Remus really did love him.

The Ministry officials smiled and let themselves out.

Notes

I don’t know why I named the lawyer Bob Howard; the Laundry Files
character by the same name is not a lawyer, but rather an IT geek slash
sorcerer. Maybe in this universe he decided to go in to law or
something.
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			I Want to Break Free

			Chapter Ten

		
It had been six weeks since she came to Hogwarts along with all of
the other first-years, and Hermione had finally settled in two weeks
ago. When she’d gotten her letter that July (along with a personal visit
from Professor McGonagall), she hadn’t quite believed it, not really.
Sure, she’d gotten her wand and set books and other things, but that
could’ve just been an elaborate joke.

It’d have been an incredibly cruel joke, if it had been. She’d come
out as trans to her parents four years prior, when she was seven, and
while they’d acknowledged her new name and pronouns, there had been a
new tension in the household. It often felt like they were just
humouring her, and more than once she’d overheard them using her
deadname when they thought she couldn’t hear them. At school, she’d been
picked on for being a know-it-all and a dork, and for her monotonous
speech, and knuckle-tapping, knee-bouncing, clicking, and on and on…

But here at Hogwarts, not only was she allowed to be herself, but
nobody picked on her, either. Well…okay, that wasn’t quite true, the
Slytherins were jerks, especially Draco Malfoy and his bully boys, but
it wasn’t because she was Black or weird (about ten percent of the
student body were, too), but rather, it was because her parents were
mundane. It seemed like a strange thing to be concerned about, to her;
she was at least as capable as so-called ‘pureblood’ witches in her
year, and more capable than some.

Ron, Harry, and Neville were good people, she’d decided. Ron was
somewhat cold in how he expressed himself, but he seemed to be kind, to
her and to Harry and Neville. He was a bit prickly, too, sometimes,
usually when she tried to correct him during lessons or to get him to
read the assigned texts, but he always apologised once he noticed it. He
struggled with the written assignments, too, but she refrained from
pushing him to talk to Madam Pomfrey, on Harry’s advice.

Harry was a bit of a puzzle. She knew how the witching world saw him,
but she had the benefit of seeing him every day. She saw how he flinched
at loud noises, just as she did; she knew from Ron and Neville that
sometimes he had nightmares that left him curled up in to a ball.
Hermione also knew he ate like a bird, though he was slowly improving
under Madam Pomfrey’s watchful eye. What had his home life been like,
she wondered. But he was also one of the best students of their year,
outside of Self Defence, at least; his marks rivalled her own, and she
was no slouch, either. Sometimes she wondered how he managed it, since
he wasn’t able to put as much time in to studying as she was due to
Quadball.

Neville was fairly straightforward by comparison. He was a lot like
her, though where she was monotonous but clear, he tended to slur his
words if he tried to speak too quickly, and he had a habit of keeping
his sentences short and simple. He was also incredibly clumsy; not a day
would go by where he hadn’t dropped something, and his
handwriting was borderline illegible even to him. Since she took
meticulous notes, she’d started sharing them with him. She couldn’t help
him with the written work, however, and that was depressing to
contemplate sometimes.

Hermione liked her classes, even stinking Potions and Herbology, but
she found Transfiguration and Charms to be fascinating. So far, they’d
been working on turning matches in to needles, and she’d finally managed
it two days ago, the first student to do so. Harry had managed it about
thirty minutes later than she had, and they’d congratulated each
other.

And today, she, Ron, and Neville would be visiting Harry’s home in
Hogsmeade village for the first time. Hermione was anxious, but she was
always anxious when she visited new places and met new people. But most
of all, she was anxious because she was going to come out to her
friends. She hadn’t wanted to do it inside Hogwarts, for some reason she
hadn’t been able to articulate even to herself, but…she wouldn’t have to
see Remus again, she figured.



“Ready to go?” Harry asked her, Ron, and Neville after breakfast.

“Yes,” she replied simply. Ron and Neville echoed her, and they set
off. It was a good day for a walk, she found; cold and breezy, but
sunny. She was glad for her woolen jumper; the boys had opted for light
cardigans, but they didn’t comment about her choice at all.

“Good morning,” Remus said as they trooped in to the house, half an
hour later.

“Hi, Uncle Remus,” Harry said. “These are my friends, Ron, Hermione,
and Neville. Everyone, Uncle Remus Lupin.”

“Nice to meet you,” Hermione said in her usual monotone, and stuck
out a hand. He shook it; his hand was quite warm and somewhat rough, she
noticed.

“The pleasure is mine,” Remus said. “Go ahead and have a seat
wherever you like, everyone; I’ll have cider ready in just a
moment.”

As Ron, Neville, and Hermione got comfortable on the floor by
unspoken agreement—there was only the couch and a recliner for seating
options, not enough room for everybody to sit in the available furniture
even if the kids squeezed on to the couch—Harry vanished in to his room.
He came back with two packs of cards, for a card game Hermione
immediately recognized as Uno.

“There’s not really much in the way of entertainment out here,” Harry
said, somewhat apologetically, “so we figured we might as well get some
games in if I was going to be having people over, and this one seemed
like the simplest to me. Uncle Remus is a bit colourblind—he said the
red and green cards both look kinda yellow to him—so we went through and
marked these last weekend to make sure he could tell the colours
apart.”

As Harry was shuffling the cards, Remus came back in to the room with
a tray, which he set on the coffee table; he passed a mug to everyone,
then slipped the tray underneath the table as he held his own.

“Playing Uno? Go ahead and deal me in,” he said. He made as if to
join them on the floor, but Harry said, a bit more sharply than Remus
suspected he’d intended, “No, Uncle Remus, you can sit on the
couch.”

“As you wish, pup,” he said fondly, and did just that.

“…Why does he call you ‘pup’, Harry?” Ron asked curiously.

“Um, well. It started out as a throwaway line back in August, and it,
um…kinda stuck,” Harry said as he started dealing the cards, handing
Remus his own.

“What he’s not saying is that I can tell that it makes him happy when
I call him that,” Remus said, smiling. Harry blushed a bit.

“All right. Oldest goes first,” Harry said, “and we’ll go deasil1 from
there.”

Remus chuckled, and played his first card.



About an hour later, Hermione was finally relaxed enough to feel
comfortable coming out, and so, taking a deep breath, she said, “Hey,
guys? I wanted to share something with you all. Something personal, and
private.”

“Go ahead, Hermione,” Harry said as they all looked to her.

“I’m, um. I’m transgender,” she said. Except for Remus, the boys had
blank looks of incomprehension, so she continued, “That means that when
I was born, the doctors thought I was a boy, and so did my family. But
I’m not a boy; I’m a girl. You can tell on account of the girls’ stairs
not rejecting me—one of the Headmasters back in the Victorian Age
bewitched them to eject the boys. The boys’ stairs are, naturally, not
enchanted to eject girls.”

That apparently made sense, because they all nodded. Harry, however,
had an odd expression on his face, as though he’d been hit by a brick,
but it disappeared almost as quickly as it had come. Ron too, she
noticed.

Remus spoke first. “Thank you for trusting us with that, Hermione,
and I admire your courage in sharing it, I do. I will keep your secrets,
I swear on my word as Lupin.”

Neville was next to speak up, though his words were slower and
plainer. “Thanks for your trust in us. Secret’s safe with me, my word as
Longbottom.”

Harry and Ron began to speak almost in unison, but Harry stopped and
opened his hand to Ron in invitation, who continued, “I appreciate your
trust, and likewise, your secret’s safe with me, on my word as
Weasley.”

“I’m glad you were comfortable enough to share that with us,
Hermione,” Harry said, “and whatever help you may need, you have but to
ask. On my word as Potter, your secret is safe with me.”

“Thank you, all of you,” Hermione said as her eyes began to tear
up.

“C’mon over here, you look like you need a hug, you do,” Remus said,
and Hermione joined him on the couch. He pulled her in to a hug, and she
cried silently in to his shoulder for a few moments.

“Thanks, Mr Lupin,” she said when she pulled away.

“It’s no trouble. You’re a friend of Harry’s, after all,” Remus said,
and looked at his watch. “Lunch time, I think, and maybe a few more
rounds of Uno after that before you need to head back up to the
castle.”



That evening, as Remus and Harry left Hogwarts Castle, Remus noticed
an odd stench in the air, and he stopped dead in the path as he looked
around.

“What’s wrong, Uncle Remus?” Harry asked.

“I’m not sure…” Remus said. “I thought I smelled something,
but I can’t tell what it might be. Garlic…and something else…? We’ll
stop by Hagrid’s and let him know, we will, maybe he can figure it
out.”

“…Garlic…?” Harry asked. “I know Professor Quirrell’s classroom
always smells like garlic. Some of the other kids claim he stuffs his
turban with it to ward off vampires, something about him encountering
one while he was on sabbatical last year.”

“What’s he doing skulking about outdoors this late, I wonder…” Remus
shook his head as they ambled down to Hagrid’s hut. He knocked on the
door, and almost immediately loud barking ensued. Harry flinched, and
moved so that Remus was between him and the door.

“Get back, yeh great lump,” Hagrid said stolidly, before he opened
the door a crack.

“Sorry to bother you this late, Hagrid,” Remus said, “but I thought
you should know…I smelled something peculiar just as we were heading
home, I did. Garlic, and something else I’m not sure of. Harry suggested
it might’ve been Professor Quirrell, something about how he reeks of the
stuff.”

“Oh, aye, it’s almost eye-watering sometimes,” Hagrid said. “I’ll
inform Dumbledore in the mornin’. Bin wonderin’ wha’s bin killing
unicorns in the forest, mebbe he knows summat.”

“Why would anyone want to hurt a unicorn?” Harry asked curiously.

“Unicorn’s blood has certain magical properties, it does,” Remus
said, “among them the ability to sustain one’s life. There is, however,
a consequence to consuming it, for to slay a unicorn is to destroy
something sacred and innocent. One who drinks unicorn’s blood will
suffer a cursed half-life, they will, for while it will sustain their
life, it will also…diminish it, to put it simply.”

“Oh.” Curiosity sated for now, Harry subsided. The two men said their
goodbyes, Harry offering a silent wave, and he and Remus set off home
again.



Hermione had been jittery throughout lunch. She’d been half-afraid
she’d get the same reaction she’d gotten from her parents, but even Ron
had been supportive. She sat in the Common Room, reviewing the day’s
events in her mind as she wrote in her journal. It was in code, a
curious mix of several alphabets written right-to-left.

She paused, remembering the shocked betrayal she’d felt when she’d
found out her mum had read one of her earliest journals, and how she’d
withdrawn in to herself, mortified, as she’d overheard the woman
rattling off some of her private opinions to her father.

And then her mum had the gall to wonder why Hermione kept to herself
so much, even at home.

Hermione jerked her thoughts back to the present with a sigh, and
resumed writing. A shadow fell over her, and she looked up, about to ask
whoever it was to move when she recognized Lavender Brown.

“Hey, Lav. What’s up?” Hermione asked.

“Oh, I was just curious how your trip down to Hogsmeade today was.
You left this morning looking very anxious, and when you got back there
was this…glow. The other girls and I couldn’t figure it, since
you’d all said you were gonna be spending time with Harry and his uncle.
I dunno why that’d make such a difference.”

“Oh. Um. Can you keep a secret? It’s very personal, see.”

Lavender’s eyes narrowed a touch. “If it’s personal, why share it
with someone you don’t know?”

“Well, because I don’t have to see Mr Lupin every day. You and the
others, though?”

“Oh, okay. That’s understandable, yeah. I’ll keep it to myself,
promise.”

“Well…” Hermione looked around. There wasn’t anyone near enough to
overhear them if she kept her voice down. “…I’m a trans girl,” she
muttered.

“…Ohhh. Okay. Yeah, I get it. I’ll let you decide when you want to
tell the other girls, since that’s your call and all.”

“Thanks, Lav.”

Notes
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			Hallowe’en

			Chapter Eleven

		
The morning of Hallowe’en was cloudy and quite cold when Ron woke. He
groaned, having not quite gotten as much sleep as he’d been hoping, but
he could hear muffled noises coming from Harry’s bed. Instead of rolling
over and trying to get some more sleep, he got up, slipping his feet in
to a pair of ratty slippers as he slid out of bed, and quietly padded
over, slipping through the curtains.

Harry was curled up in to a ball, face buried in his pillow, sobbing
quietly. Ron sat down next to him and gently rubbed his back. “Harry,
it’s Ron,” he said quietly. Harry didn’t seem to hear him for a moment
or two, but he quieted and rolled on to his side, uncurling a bit.

“Sorry,” he said quietly, his voice sounding a bit watery still.
“Didn’t mean to wake you.”

“You didn’t wake me, Harry, c’mere. Nightmare?”

Harry nodded, and sat up, only to be pulled in to Ron’s lap and held
close. “Want to talk about it?” Ron asked.

“Dreamt I’d been hauled back to the Dursleys’ and beaten, and then
shoved in to my cupboard under the stairs,” Harry said quietly.

“There is absolutely nothing they can do to you any more, Harry.
Remus, Dumbledore, and McGonagall all won’t allow it, and neither will
I, Hermione, or Neville. I’d put my word on it, but I don’t think I have
to.”

“I know, it’s just…” Harry sighed.

“It’s only been three months, and given it’s the anniversary of your
parents’ death, I think I’d be more surprised if you hadn’t had
some kind of upset. C’mon, let’s get you dressed and we’ll pester Madam
Pomfrey.”

“Don’t wanna bother her,” Harry mumbled. “What could she do,
anyway?”

“Honestly? Buggered if I know, I just figure she’s an adult
guaranteed to be a friendly ear at this hour. Up.”

Ron gently slid Harry off of his lap and on to his feet, then rose
and crossed over to his own bed. They dressed for the day in their
school robes, as usual, and made their way out quietly.

As Ron had guessed, Madam Pomfrey was sitting in one of the recliners
just inside the entrance to the Hospital Wing when they arrived, sipping
from a teacup.

“Good morning, Ron, Harry,” she said warmly. “Come on over here and
join me.”

“Good morning,” the boys chorused. Harry, Ron noticed, sounded
miserable still, and he patted him on the shoulder.

“When I woke up a bit ago, I heard Harry crying in to his pillow,”
Ron said quietly, once they were seated. “Gave him a bit of comfort,
but…”

“…But you figured a friendly adult’s ear would be a good idea?” Madam
Pomfrey finished, nodding. “What’s troubling you, Harry?”

Harry opened his mouth, but for the first time in his life (that he
could remember), words failed him. He tried again, but only managed a
squeak this time. He weaseled, “I had a n-i-g-h-t-m-a-r-e,
d-r-e-a-m-e-d that the D-u-r-s-l-e-y-s took me to their home and b-e-a-t
me and locked me up in my c-u-p-b-o-a-r-d.”

“I see. Have you had nightmares like this before?” Madam Pomfrey
asked gently. She set her teacup and its saucer down on the table next
to her.

Harry nodded. “About once or twice a week. Not this
s-p-e-c-i-f-i-c one, just generally.”

“Hm. And this is the anniversary, right, that might figure in to it,”
she muttered. Aloud, she said, “All right. I’m going to send you home,
to Remus, and I’ll have Hagrid bring you up tonight. Don’t worry about
classes today; Hermione can catch you up.”

Harry nodded, and Madam Pomfrey used the Messaging Charm to inform Mr
Filch, Hagrid, and Professors Flitwick, Cholmondeley, and Quirrell of
his impending absence, it being just about time for breakfast at this
point.

“All right, let’s at least get you to breakfast; Hagrid will meet you
in the Entrance Hall afterward. This isn’t going to be a regular
occurrence, just for today because it’s Hallowe’en.”

At breakfast, Ron told Hermione what happened.

“Oh, dear,” she said. “I’m sorry to hear that, Harry. I’ll absolutely
take notes for you, don’t worry about that, and if there’s anything else
I can do, please let me know, okay?”

Harry nodded. “Thanks, both of you.”

“Don’t worry about it,” Ron said.



“What are you doing here, pup? It’s not Saturday,” Remus said when
Harry walked in to the living room.

“Woke up from a nightmare this morning,” Harry said. As he spoke, he
joined Remus on the couch. “Ron took me down to talk to Madam Pomfrey,
and she said she’d send me home for the day on account of, well. The
anniversary.”

“Ah. Well, I’m not going to be doing much, just making sure the
candles I lit at sunset”—Remus gestured at the mantle over the
fireplace, where a trio of candles were burning—“don’t burn the house
down. Want to talk about the nightmare?”

Harry shrugged, but he told his uncle all about it, with rather more
detail than he’d given Ron or Madam Pomfrey. As he talked, Remus sat up
and pulled the lad in to his lap.

“Oh, pup… My poor dear pup,” Remus whispered gently in to his hair
when he’d finished, and Harry began to cry softly in to his shoulder.
“It’s all right, now. They can’t get to you, and you will never see them
again. You’re part of my pack now, and I won’t let you go…”

Remus cleared his throat, and began to sing softly.



Go to sleep, dream deep,

Where the memories keep,

But return to your uncle, little puppy…

Your sire was the fire

Of a lifetime’s desire,

But he’s gone and departed, little puppy…

I will come if you call to me, call to me, call to me,

And I hear my puppy wailing, set me free, set me free…

When you wake, at daybreak,

For your true parents’ sake,

Say a blessing for me, little puppy…

You were born, in the morn,

From your mama’s womb torn,

To be sunshine for her, little puppy…

When you smiled, little child,

All the creatures in the wild,

Came to bask in your light, little puppy…

Now you came on a summer’s day, summer day, summer day,

But the warlock came and sent you far away, far away…

Now I’m old, and the cold

Seeks to turn me to mould,

But I’ll never forget, little puppy…





As Remus sang softly to him, Harry gradually calmed down, sniffling a
little, and turned his head so that it rested comfortably on Remus, one
ear against his uncle’s chest. “I love you,” Harry said, eventually, and
Remus squeezed him just a bit.

“Love you too, my dear pup,” Remus said. “Are you feeling better now?
Or shall I sing some more?”

“…I like your singing. Even if it’s…lullabies for babies.” Despite
his words, Harry didn’t actually sound upset.

“I sing lullabies for pups, dear one, not babies,” Remus corrected
him. “Besides, my entire job right now is to be here for you. If you’d
rather not have lullabies, I’m sure we can figure something else
out.”

“I, um…didn’t mean you shouldn’t sing me those, Uncle Remus. I just…
I guess it’s that thing with Her putting me in younger kids’
clothes.”

“Understandable. You know, pup…you can flip the script on her and
other people like her. Embrace it, make it your own, make it clear that
it doesn’t bother you because you are in charge. Shame just
gives bullies power over you, it does. I’ll follow your lead.”

“I’ll…think about it,” Harry said quietly. “Could I have some more
songs, please?”



In Charms, Ron and Hermione sat together, and they’d pulled an empty
desk over so Neville wasn’t an odd-man-out like he otherwise would’ve
been. (Harry and Hermione usually took turns sitting with Neville, since
Harry had the most patience of anyone in their class, and Hermione
would’ve been sharing notes with him anyway.)

“Good morning, everyone,” Flitwick called as he hopped up on to the
stool behind his lectern. “Today, we’ll be practising the so-called
Hovering Charm, wingardium leviosa, as we’d discussed last
week. Now, remember the wand movement, swish and flick! Swish…and flick!
And be clear in your enunciation!”

With that, he demonstrated by levitating feathers on to everyone’s
desks simultaneously. Ron and Neville didn’t have much luck, at least
for the first several minutes of class. Finally, Hermione sighed. “Like
this,” she said. She swished her wand, flicking it at just the
right moment as she said, “Wingardium leviosa.”

Her feather floated up in to the air. “Five points to Gryffindor,
excellent work, Miss Granger,” Flitwick said, smiling up at her.

Ron scowled, but tried his best to imitate her. His feather wobbled
at first, but after a few seconds it joined Hermione’s, earning
Gryffindor another three points.

Neville, meanwhile, was continuing to have trouble; his wand kept
flicking in a wrong direction, despite his best efforts. It wasn’t even
consistent in its wrongness—sometimes his wand moved a bit too up,
sometimes a bit too right. Ron could tell he was getting a little
frustrated.

“Neville, relax. Take a deep breath, and another one,
and…let it flow, rather than trying to force it.”

This time, Neville’s feather floated up, and he offered a shy smile.
“Thanks, Ron.” Ron’s ears went a little pink.

The three of them practised for the remainder of the class. Hermione
was the most consistent of the three, and Ron was close behind. Neville
continued to have trouble, but Ron’s advice did seem to be helping.



At dinner, before the feast began, Dumbledore rose and raised a hand
until the Great Hall quieted.

“On this day, ten years ago, the most infamous warlock the Isles have
ever known vanished. We know who he’d intended to murder, and we know
that he failed to complete this task. And even as we remember these
things, too many would focus on the fact of the Great Warlock’s defeat,
and on the survival of the one we call the Boy Who Lived.

“We lose sight of the things the Great Warlock did, and not only to
the Potters. Of the genocidal rhetoric he espoused, alongside
orchestrating and participating in the murders of hundreds of our
mundane brethren and the witches who loved them. And we let lie the
ideology of blood purity that he promoted which, even today, continues
to flourish unchecked in our community. What have we done, to prevent
another warlock from following in his footsteps? What can we still
do?

“And now, a moment of silence, please, for all of the victims of the
Great Warlock and his allies.”

Harry, Ron noticed as he looked around, hadn’t come back yet. And
Hagrid wasn’t in attendance, either. He and Hermione were seated with
Madam Pomfrey, as usual, since she’d said she wasn’t sure when he’d be
coming in.

Hagrid came in about fifteen minutes after the feast began, pausing
by their table. “He had to take a leak, he’ll be along,” Hagrid said to
Madam Pomfrey.

She nodded, and Hagrid left again, albeit after picking up a large
basket that was sitting next to his place at the High Table.

Five minutes after that, Professor Quirrell ran in to the Great
Hall.

“Troll! In the dungeon! Thought you ought to know,” he said, and fell
over in a dead faint.

“Merlin’s teeth,” Ron swore. Harry still hadn’t come back.
He and Hermione slipped away, even as Dumbledore was calling for order
and having the Prefects form a defensive perimeter. Madam Pomfrey was
too busy setting up a triage station, just in case, to notice. “C’mon,
we have to go find Harry.”

Ron and Hermione quietly slipped past the still-forming perimeter,
pausing just out of view of the Great Hall. “Let me think…ah, right,
this way,” Ron said, and took the lead.

They smelled the troll before they saw them, just outside the boys’
toilets. The troll was about three and a half meters tall, stone grey,
and vaguely humanoid in a way that made Ron think of a gorilla, though
unlike a gorilla their head was small and they stood upright, as humans
do. They dragged a huge wooden club behind them as they peered inside
the room, and Ron heard snuffling as the troll appeared to be trying to
find something by scent. The troll went inside.

“The key’s in the lock,” Ron muttered. Hermione muttered back,
“…Isn’t that the boys’ toilet on this floor, though?”

“…Um. Yeah,” Ron said. Just then, they heard a high, petrified shriek
from inside the room. “That was Harry,” Hermione hissed, and
they ran in to the room.

There was Harry backed up against the far wall, looking as though he
were about to faint. The troll was advancing on him, their club smashing
in to the sinks along the way.

“Confuse it!” said Hermione, and she grabbed a tap and threw it
against the wall. The troll stopped, turning their whole body as they
looked around, and then they apparently spotted her, for they started
moving toward Hermione, lifting their club.

“Oi, pea-brain!” Ron called from the other side of the room, and
threw a metal pipe at the troll. The troll didn’t seem to notice the
pipe, but they had apparently heard him; they paused, then turned toward
Ron, giving Hermione an opportunity to slip by and reach Harry. She
tried to tug him along, but he couldn’t move, still paralyzed with fear
and gaping open-mouthed at the troll.

The confusion of sounds seemed to drive the troll berserk, for they
bellowed as they started moving toward Ron, who had nowhere to go.
Hermione paused, considered for a moment, then said, “Wingardium
leviosa,” as she swished and flicked her wand, grabbing the troll’s
club and lifting it out of their grasp.

The troll paused again and blinked, looking at their empty hand, then
fell over as Hermione brought their club down on to their head, hard.
Twice.

“I-i-is it d-dead?” Harry asked, shivering with fright still.
Hermione pulled him in to a hug, which seemed to help.

“No, just knocked out, I think,” Ron said.

There came the sound of loud footsteps as several adults burst in to
the room at once: McGonagall, Snape, and lastly Quirrell. Quirrell, for
his part, took one look at the unconscious troll and sat quickly down
where he’d been standing, a hand over his heart, looking faint. Snape
bent over the troll, inspecting them.

McGonagall was looking, however, at Ron and Hermione, and they
quailed at her furious expression. Harry looked up, saw her fury, and
collapsed, burying his face in to Hermione’s robes and whimpering.

“What on earth were you thinking?” McGonagall asked, fury even more
evident in her voice than it was on her face. “You’re lucky you weren’t
killed. Why aren’t you still in the Great Hall?”

Snape looked up and gave Ron and Hermione a piercing look.

Harry said, sounding very small and scared, “Please, Professor…they
were looking for me.”

“Mx Potter?” How her voice had changed from fury to kindness so
swiftly, Ron could only guess as he looked toward Harry.

“I’d gone down here to use the restroom and was just about to head up
to the Great Hall when that troll came snuffling about,” Harry said. “I
couldn’t leave or tell anybody, and if they hadn’t come down, I’d
probably be dead. Hermione knocked the troll out with the Hovering Charm
and their club.”

“I…see,” McGonagall said, nodding. “Be that as it may, you would have
done well to inform us, Mr Weasley and Miss Granger. However…
For taking decisive action to find and rescue a missing person, five
points to Gryffindor, Mr Weasley. For the excellent application of
lessons in the real world, five points to Gryffindor, Miss Granger. Now,
you three had best head up to the Great Hall. Mx Potter, I would
encourage you to discuss this with Dr Fitzgerald; I know events like
this can be traumatic, particularly given that you were unable to defend
yourself.”

“Yes, ma’am,” Harry said.

“Off you pop, then,” McGonagall said. He, Ron, and Hermione left.

Notes

I don’t think anyone’s going to complain about the Harry/Remus scene
here, under the circumstances, even though this chapter’s supposed to be
Ron’s show.

The song Remus sings to Harry is “The Crone’s
Lullaby”, by Gwyddion Pendderwen.
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suppose, but that has religious undertones, and I’m
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			The First Flight

			Chapter Twelve

		
Quadball practice had gone from three days a week to daily just this
week, though Wood had at least given Harry Wednesday off in light of the
troll incident. With no free time after dinner, he’d been forced to
study in the free periods before lunch, though fortunately he wasn’t
actually alone in that—Hermione, Ron, and Neville had joined him. He’d
also managed to read bits of Quadball Through the Ages when he
found free time.

The first Saturday of November dawned clear and cold, and the first
Quadball match of the season was scheduled for 10am, Gryffindor versus
Slytherin, just seven short weeks since training had officially begun.
Hagrid had been seen on the pitch the day before, carefully sweeping the
field of debris and ensuring the stands were sound.

At breakfast, Harry had no appetite, unsurprisingly. Madam Pomfrey
was able to cajole him in to eating at least a slice of toast and some
sausage, but he was still very ill at ease.

By ten, everyone seemed to be out in the stands around the Quadball
pitch. Many students had binoculars, as despite the stands being high up
it was still difficult sometimes to see what was going on.

Ron and Hermione joined Neville, Darach, and Jamal up in the top row.
As a surprise for Harry, they’d painted a large banner on the bedsheet
Scabbers had ruined. It said Potter #1 Seeker, and Jamal, an
aspiring artist, had painted a large Gryffindor lion underneath.
Hermione had performed a tricky little charm to make the paint change
colours.

Meanwhile, Harry and the rest of the team were changing in to their
Quadball robes, which were similar in style to their school robes, but
maroon and gold rather than the unrelieved black of the academic robes.
(Slytherin’s were green and silver.) In addition, like the others, he
put on leather armour: greaves, gauntlets, kneepads, and elbow pads. His
gauntlets lacked gloves, unlike the others’, as his job was solely to
catch the golden snitch.

“Okay, gentles and lady-men,” Wood said. “This is it.”

“The big one,” Fred said.

“The one we’ve all been waiting for,” Georgia said.

“We know Wood’s speech by heart,” Fred said to Harry. “We were in the
team last year.”

“Shut up, you two,” Wood said. “This is the best team Gryffindor’s
had in years. We’re going to win, I know it.”

He glared at them all, as if to say, “Or else.”

“Right, it’s time. Good luck, all of you,” Wood said, and he led them
out on to the pitch.

Madam Hooch was refereeing, at the moment standing in the middle of
the pitch, and off in the distance Harry could see Madam Pomfrey and
Professor Conghaile staffing a triage station.

The two teams lined up on opposite sides, except for Harry and the
Slytherin Seeker, Terrence Higgs; instead, they sat with their team
reserves on the bench, holding their brooms.

“Now, I want a nice, clean game,” Madam Hooch said, eyeing the
Slytherin Captain, Marcus Flint, a fifth-year. From what Harry could
tell, Flint looked fairly massive. Out of the corner of his eye, he
could see the Potter #1 Seeker banner fluttering in the
breeze.

“Mount your brooms.”

Once both teams were mounted, she flicked her wand skyward, sending
up a burst of iridescent sparks that emitted a loud buzz. Immediately,
both teams kicked off, along with Madam Hooch.

“And the quaffle is taken immediately by Angelina Johnson, Gryffindor
Chaser—and what an excellent lass she is, on and off the field—”

“Jordan!”

“Sorry, Professor.”

The Weasleys’ friend, Lee Jordan, was doing the commentary for the
match, supervised closely by Professor McGonagall.

“And she’s really belting along up there, a neat pass to Alicia
Spinnet—a good find of Wood’s, last year a reserve—back to Johnson,
and—no, Slytherin have taken the ball, Slytherin Captain Marcus Flint
gains the quaffle and off he goes—Flint flying like an eagle up
there—he’s going to sco—no, stopped by an excellent move by Gryffindor
Keeper Oliver Wood, and Gryffindor take the quaffle—that’s Chaser Katie
Bell there, nice dive around Flint, off up the field and—ouch,
that must have hurt, hit upside the head by a bludger—quaffle taken by
Slytherin—that’s Chaser Adrian Pucey speeding off toward the goalposts,
but he’s blocked by a second bludger—sent his way by Fred or Georgia
Weasley, whichever—nice play by a Gryffindor Beater, anyway, and Johnson
back in possession of the quaffle, a clear field ahead and off she
goes—she’s really flying—dodges a speeding bludger—the goalposts are
ahead—come on now, Angelina—Keeper Bletchley dives—misses—Gryffindor
score!”

Cheers and jeers erupted from the stands; the jeers mainly came from
Slytherin, along with what was probably meant to be snake-like hissing
from the younger ones.

“Budge up there, move along,” came a vaguely-familiar rumbling
voice.

“Hagrid!”

Ron and Hermione squeezed together to give the enormous man enough
space to sit.

“Bin watchin’ from me hut,” Hagrid said, patting the monocular
hanging around his neck. “But it isn’t the same as bein’ in the crowd.
No sign of the snitch yet, eh?”

“Nope. It’s only been about fifteen minutes, hasn’t been released
yet, so Harry’s still on the ground,” Ron said.

“Slytherin in possession,” Lee was saying. “Pucey ducks two bludgers,
two Weasleys, and Bell, and speeds toward the Gryffindor goalposts…”

Just then, there came another burst of iridescent sparks and a loud
buzzer sounded as the game reached seventeen minutes, signifying the
release of the snitch.

“…And there goes the snitch! In a minute, the Seekers will join the
fray. Remember, catching the snitch concludes the game, unless the
Seeker’s team is behind on points after capture, in which case we go in
to overtime, with the target score being the then-leading score plus
30.”

Harry mounted his broom, and across the field he could see Higgs
doing the same…

“And that’s the eighteen-minute mark, the Seekers, Gryffindor’s Harry
Potter and Slytherin’s Terrence Higgs, take to the sky as well, while
Bell takes the quaffle across the field…”

Harry tuned out the commentary as he scanned the field, slowly
circling the pitch and—there it was! He shot down and to the left,
curving… Higgs followed suit mere seconds later, and Harry was gaining
on the snitch until—wham!

A roar of rage bellowed from the stands; Flint had blocked Harry on
purpose, and Harry’s broom spun off-course, Harry holding on for dear
life. A loud buzzer sounded, pausing the game as Madam Hooch spoke
angrily to Flint and then awarded a free shot to Gryffindor. But, of
course, the snitch had vanished again amidst the confusion.

Down in the stands, Jamal Thomas was yelling, “Send him off, ref! Red
card!”

“This isn’t football, Jamal,” Ron reminded him. “You can’t send
people off in Quadball…and what’s a red card, anyway?”

Hagrid was in agreement with Jamal, however. “They oughta change the
rules, Flint coulda knocked Harry outta the air.”

Lee Jordan was finding it difficult to be impartial, of course. “So,
after that obvious and disgusting bit of cheating—”

“Jordan!” McGonagall growled, sounding vaguely feline.

“I mean, after that open and revolting foul—”

“Jordan, I’m warning you—”

“All right, all right. Flint nearly kills the Gryffindor
Seeker, which could happen to anyone, I’m sure, so a penalty shot to
Gryffindor, taken by Spinnet, who puts it away, no trouble, and we
continue play, Gryffindor still in possession…”

It was as Harry dodged a bludger that flew dangerously close to his
head that it happened. His broom gave a sudden, frightening lurch. For a
split second, he thought he was going to fall, but he gripped the broom
tightly and shifted his center of gravity. Even when he’d strafed during
practice, he’d never felt anything like that.

It happened again, as if the broom itself were trying to buck him
off. But the Nimbus line of brooms weren’t designed to do anything like
that. Harry tried to turn back toward the Gryffindor goalposts, to ask
Wood to call a time-out—but his broom proved to be entirely beyond his
control. It refused to turn, and instead was zigzagging through the air,
and now and then making violent swinging motions that threatened to
unseat him every time.

Lee was still commentating. “Slytherin in possession—Flint with the
Quaffle—passes Spinnet—passes Bell—hit hard in the face by a Bludger,
hope it broke his nose—only joking, Professor—Slytherin score—oh
no…”

The Slytherins were cheering. No one seemed to have noticed that
Harry’s broom was behaving strangely. It was carrying him slowly higher,
away from the game, jerking and twitching as it went.

“Dunno what Harry thinks he’s doing,” Hagrid muttered. He stared
through his monocular. “If I didn’ know better, I’d say he’d lost
control of his broom…but he can’t have…”

Suddenly, people were pointing up at Harry all over the stands. His
broom had started to roll over and over, with him only just managing to
hold on. Then the whole crowd gasped. Harry’s broom had given a wild
jerk and Harry swung off it. He was now dangling from it, holding on
with only one hand.

“Did something happen to it when Flint blocked him?” Darach
whispered.

“Can’t have,” Hagrid said, his voice shaking. “Can’t nothing
interfere with a broom except powerful maleficery—no kid could do that
to a Nimbus Two Thousand.”

At these words, Hermione seized Hagrid’s monocular, but instead of
looking up at Harry, she started looking frantically at the crowd.

“What are you doing?” Ron moaned, grey-faced.

“I knew it,” Hermione gasped. “Look, among the teachers—”

Ron grabbed the monocular. Snape and Quirrell were staring up at
Harry, both muttering non-stop.

“They’re doing something, jinxing the broom, it looks like,”
Hermione said.

“What should we do?” Ron asked.

“Leave it to me.”

Before Ron could say another word, Hermione had disappeared. Ron
turned the binoculars back on Harry. His broom was vibrating so hard, it
was almost impossible for him to hang on much longer. The whole crowd
were on their feet, watching, terrified, as the Weasleys flew up to try
and pull Harry safely on to one of their brooms, but it was no
good—every time they got near him, the broom would jump higher still.
They dropped lower and circled beneath him, obviously hoping to catch
him if he fell. Marcus Flint seized the quaffle and scored three times
without anyone noticing.

“Come on, Hermione,” Ron muttered desperately.

Hermione had fought her way across to the stand where Snape stood and
was now racing along the row behind him; she didn’t even stop to say
sorry as she knocked Professor Quirrell headfirst into the row in front.
Reaching Snape, she crouched down, pulled out her wand and whispered a
few, well chosen words. Bright blue flames shot from her wand on to the
hem of Snape’s robes.

It took perhaps thirty seconds for Snape to realise that he was on
fire. A sudden yelp told her she had done her job. Scooping the fire off
him into a little jar in her pocket she scrambled back along the
row—Snape would never know what had happened.

It was enough. Up in the air, Harry was suddenly able to clamber back
aboard his broom.

“Neville, you can look!” Ron said. Neville had been sobbing into
Hagrid’s jacket for the last five minutes.

Harry was speeding towards the ground when the crowd saw him clap his
hand to his mouth as though he was about to be sick—he hit the pitch on
all fours—coughed—and something gold fell into his hand.

“I’ve got the snitch!” Harry called, raising it above his head, and
the game ended in complete confusion.

“He didn’t catch it, he nearly swallowed it,” Flint was still
kvetching twenty minutes later, but it made no difference—Harry hadn’t
broken any rules and Lee Jordan was still happily shouting the
result—Gryffindor had won by fifty points to forty.

Harry heard none of this, of course—Madam Pomfrey had just finished
examining him. “As far as I can tell, you’re physically okay, Harry. Go
ahead and change, and you can go. I’ll write up a report for Dr
Fitzgerald and Professor Dumbledore, and—”

Ron and Hermione burst in, interrupting Madam Pomfrey. “Harry! Are
you okay?” they chorused.

“Yes, he’s okay,” Madam Pomfrey said, disapprovingly. “I was just
about to discharge him. Was there something you wanted to add?”

Ron flushed, but Hermione nodded and said, “Yeah. We think
Professor Snape and Professor Quirrell were doing something to the
broom—I don’t know if one was jinxing it and the other fighting the
jinx, or what, but both Ron and I observed them staring at his broom
while muttering non-stop.”

“Hm. Harry, you can go; Ron and Hermione, tell me everything.”

Harry nodded and ducked out. However, he was waiting for them,
dressed casually, when they were finished talking with Madam
Pomfrey.



“I’m home!” Harry called as he, Ron, and Hermione came in.

“Welcome home, Harry,” Remus called from the living room. As usual,
he was sprawled on the couch, and as usual Harry crossed the room to
snuggle with him.

“How was Quadball?”

“Well…I caught the snitch and we won, but…” Harry began. He, Ron, and
Hermione laid out the events of the game.

“Weird. I’m sure Severus would’ve been doing his best to keep you
safe, I am, but I have some suspicions about Quirrell,” Remus said,
finally. “I’ll ask Minerva to have a look at the broom, just to be sure
it’s not the broom acting up—it’d be unheard of, but your
safety matters more to me than Quadball does. In the meantime, you two
might as well stay for dinner. Harry, do me a favour and write a note to
Hagrid? My joints aren’t up to chaperone duty today.”

Harry nodded and scampered to his room. A few minutes later, he came
back out. He offered the note he’d written to Remus to check, and handed
Hermione the pack of Uno cards.

“Right, that’s it. Take it to the owlery and send it off,
please.”

“Of course, Uncle Remus,” Harry said agreeably.



The next morning was Harry’s weekly appointment with Dr Fitzgerald,
as usual.

“So, it’s taken me a bit longer than usual to write up my
evaluation,” she said when the three of them were seated in the living
room. “That’s not anything to do with you and it doesn’t mean there’s
anything particularly unusual about your case. You have Asperger’s
Syndrome; post-traumatic stress disorder, or PTSD; avoidant/restrictive
food intake disorder, or ARFID; anorexia; and species dysphoria.”

“…What do all of those words mean?” Harry asked, looking confused.
Remus merely looked concerned.

“Asperger’s Syndrome, basically, means that you have deficits in
social interaction and nonverbal communication skills, engage in
repetitive behaviours—like your knuckle-tapping…no, don’t stop doing
that if you find it’s helping you—and intense focus on interests. Unlike
autism, a similar condition, you didn’t show any signs of language delay
or hyperverbosity, nor general learning disability. Asperger’s Syndrome
cannot be cured, only managed. We’ll talk about management in a bit.

“PTSD basically means that you experienced traumatic events in the
past, and which may result in experiencing nightmares or flashbacks,
avoidance of trauma-related cues which may trigger flashbacks, and
changes in what triggers fight-or-flight responses. This can include
flinching at loud noises, difficulties handling conflicts, fawning
responses, and more. We can treat PTSD to some degree, but it won’t ever
fully go away.

“ARFID basically means that there are foods you won’t or can’t eat,
for a variety of reasons, and might include limiting what foods you eat
to known ‘safe’ foods. I know you have textural issues, for example.
This can result in disordered eating, eating either not enough or too
much food, or malnutrition due to a lack of variety or failing to meet
nutritional needs.

“Anorexia is an eating disorder characterised by inadequate food
intake and malnutrition. It includes an unhealthy low body weight, an
intense fear of gaining weight, and a view of weight and shape that is
not realistic. In this instance, I am specifically excluding your
species dysphoria, since that is a separate matter entirely. Regardless,
Madam Pomfrey is already working with you regarding this and your ARFID,
and so I will leave that to her.

“Finally, dysphoria. Usually, when we talk about dysphoria,
we look at gender dysphoria, which is an intense discomfort,
unhappiness, or distress due to primary or secondary sex characteristics
related to your assigned sex at birth. In your case, however, it’s due
to your body being human-shaped. I suspect there may be gender
dysphoria as well, but that is probably tied in to the shape of your
body as well.

“Any questions before we move on?”

Notes

Given that this is set prior to the 2013 release of the DSM-V,
‘autism spectrum disorder’ is not a diagnosis that exists yet, and there
was variance in how clinicians chose to apply the criteria for
Asp*rger’s versus autism, usually leading to children without a language
delay being given the former diagnosis. In some cases, e.g. if the child
was also hard of hearing, the language delay may have been handwaved
away as being related to the hearing impairment rather than the autism
(this was my experience).

	
		
			Notes for Chapter Thirteen

			Poor Harry. Dysphoria’s a bitch.
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			The Mirror of Erised

			Chapter Thirteen

		
The Monday after Gryffindor’s victory over Slytherin, Ron decided, at
last, to go see Madam Pomfrey.

“Good morning, Ron. What troubles you?” she asked, when he walked in
to the Hospital Wing.

“Good morning. Um, well…Hermione told me ages ago I ought to see
you,” Ron said, “something about…dyslexia, I think she called it? Said I
might have it, when I told her about how letters like to move around on
me when I’m trying to read.”

“I see,” Madam Pomfrey said. “Well, I’ll need to perform an
assessment, and then we can figure out what kinds of things we can do to
mitigate it. I’ll have the supplies together for both the assessment and
the aid evaluation tomorrow, so meet me here after breakfast. Are you
experiencing any other difficulties with your schoolwork?”

“No, just the reading thing.”

“All right. Well, if that ever changes, please feel free to let me
know.”

“Of course. Thanks, Madam Pomfrey.”



“All right. So, there are a few things we can do,” Madam Pomfrey said
the next morning, after the assessment. “First, if you’re comfortable
with it, you can ask people to read things aloud to you. Harry and
Hermione will, I’m sure, be happy to help there. Secondly, I will
instruct professors to provide copies of anything they write on the
boards in a standard font, along with anything handwritten they might
direct to you. You might also ask Miss Granger or another mundaneborn
witch to help you acquire an enchanted voice recorder. Unfortunately,
the Ministry is not nearly so progessive as our mundane government, so
there aren’t many magical accessibility aids available.”



Two weeks later, Professor Sørensen held a particularly fascinating
lesson, or at least Ron thought so, anyway.

“Good afternoon, class. Today we’ll be talking about kobolds, as part
of our first-year survey of contemporary witch and mundane society.
We’ve touched upon them briefly when we talked about banking, but there
is a lot more to them than perhaps even those of us who’ve lived among
witches all our lives may realise.”

Ron sat up; he’d been curious about kobolds since Bill had mentioned
working with Gringott’s as a curse-breaker, but with his dyslexia he’d
never bothered to do any research. Now, however…

“Now, the most important thing to remember about kobolds is that they
are entirely asexual: there are no male or female kobolds. Each one can
lay eggs, but those eggs can only be fertilised and quickened through
the use of magic. It is theorised that kobolds are descended from
dragons, given that kobolds and dragons can commonly be found
together—some of the higher-security vaults at Gringott’s feature
dragons in their security arrangements, for example—but nobody’s been
able to prove it, and the kobolds refuse to discuss it.

“Human-kobold relations have been remarkably stable, as well,
compared to how humanity has treated other nonhumans. Given that kobolds
are primarily subterranean and that they have quite prodigious control
over the earth, this is perhaps unsurprising: we don’t compete with them
for space, and they don’t drop mountains on our heads, so long as we
respect their territorial claims.

“Last but certainly not least, kobolds mint our currency. They are
not the only nonhumans to do so—Japanese witches contract with tengu,
for example—but Galleons, Sickles, and Knuts are the only truly
pan-European currency, even here in the Isles.”



The week after that, the first snow of the season fell at last, and
the Gryffindors were delighted. An angry McGonagall came down to the
Gryffindor table during lunch to have words with Fred and Georgia after
they’d bewitched several snowballs to follow Professor Quirrell around
and pelt the back of his head. Ron, Hermione, Harry, and Neville,
meanwhile, had enjoyed playing in the snow that morning.

In the weeks leading up to winter break, evergreens started to appear
throughout the castle, and Hagrid could occasionally be seen lugging
another one in. Garlands of holly festooned the Great Hall, and,
somehow, Christmas carols could be heard throughout the corridors. It
was hard for Harry to be excited, even though he’d be spending two weeks
at home with Remus.

“It’s not that I don’t like Christmas,” he’d said. “It’s that winter
break was the worst part of the year when I lived with the Dursleys. At
least during summer break I could get away from the house. Think about
it. Ten years of being stuck at home with the most horrible people you
know.”

Ron, Hermione, and Neville had understood at once, of course. The
Weasleys were going to be staying at Hogwarts over winter break, as
their parents were visiting Charlie in Romania and wouldn’t be back
until after New Year’s.

Ron had expected the halls and, especially, the dungeons to be
draughty and cold by now, given that Hogwarts was a huge structure made
of stone, but in fact they were, like the classrooms and dorms,
climate-controlled. (Hermione had told him that the enchantments for
this were laid in to the stone when Hogwarts was built.)

“I do feel so sorry,” Draco Malfoy said during Potions, “for all
those people who have to stay at Hogwarts for Christmas because they’re
not wanted at home.”

He was looking over at Hermione as he spoke, and Crabbe and Goyle
chuckled. Hermione ignored him as she measured out powdered spine of
lionfish. Malfoy had gotten even more unpleasant since the Quadball
match. Disgusted at Slytherin’s loss, he’d tried to get everyone to
laugh at how a wide-mouthed tree frog would be Gryffindor Seeker next.
Then he’d realised nobody found this funny, as they were far too
impressed by how Harry’d managed to stay on his broom. As a result, he’d
gone back to commenting on Harry’s lack of family, and apparently
decided to include Hermione in his bullying.

Ron, who had partnered with Harry at the workbench behind Malfoy,
scowled. He opened his mouth to say something, but Harry muttered,
“Don’t bother, unless you’re ready to whup his butt till he cries for
his mum.”

Ron nodded, and they continued brewing the Wiggenweld Potion. He did,
however, give Malfoy a venomous look.



It was true that Hermione wasn’t going home for Christmas. Professor
McGonagall had come around on the eighth, before Harry left for the
weekend, to gather a list of the students who would be remaining at
Hogwarts over winter break. Hermione had signed up at once. The Weasleys
did as well, as their parents were planning to visit Charlie down in
Romania for the holiday. Harry, since he lived down in Hogsmeade
village, had told Ron and Hermione he’d come up Christmas Day, at
least.

The last weeks of term flew by, it felt like, and Harry woke up on
Christmas morning at six, as he usually did. He stretched, yawning, and
slipped on a bathrobe to combat the morning chill, and gave Xenia her
usual early-morning romp and breakfast before he headed out to the
living room with her.

Remus hadn’t bothered with a Christmas tree, but in its stead was a
lollipop tree perched on the end table. At the foot of the table,
however, there was a pile of presents. Remus was sprawled on the couch,
though it wasn’t a full moon, and he smiled at Harry as he sat up,
opening his arms a bit in invitation.

“Happy Christmas, Harry. Those are all yours, I believe. Except for
the couple you put there for me, anyway,” he said. “I’ll get breakfast
going in a minute, I will, but first…”

“Happy Christmas, Uncle Remus,” Harry said as he hugged Remus, then
he plopped down on to the ground, pulling one of the presents over. It
was a long, thin parcel wrapped in brown paper, and scrawled along its
length was, To Harry, from Hagrid. He opened it carefully,
revealing a hand-carved wooden flute. It sounded a bit like wolfsong
when he blew through it experimentally. Remus snorted.

“I suppose that’s one way you can be more like a wolf, pup,” he said.
“That sounds a bit like a wolf, it does.”

Harry giggled and nodded. The next present he opened was from Remus
himself. It was a large handmade wolf plushie. Harry blinked, and asked,
“…Is this based on your wolf form, Uncle Remus?”

“I have no idea, actually; I commissioned it from a mundane toymaker
through the Ministry, and the only folks alive today who know what Moony
looks like are, um. Professor McGonagall and Hagrid. Maybe you, this
weekend, but”—Remus raised a finger to forestall comment—“I will need
your word that you’ll keep it to yourself.”

“I swear on my word as Potter that I will keep your lycanthropy, and
all events tied thereunto, in confidence,” Harry said solemnly. He was
hugging the wolf plushie close, Remus noticed.

“All right, then. There’s still some presents left, there are.”

Harry grinned, and pulled another one over, one-handed. He looked at
it more closely, then handed it to Remus. “For you,” he said.

“Oh?” Remus unwrapped it carefully, revealing a set of ties that
featured woodland animals; for some reason, every single one featured a
wolf somewhere. “Heh. Rascal,” Remus said, amused.

“Well,” Harry began, then paused, tilting his head. “…I thought you
could use some new ties.”

Remus chuckled and ruffled Harry’s hair affectionately. “Silly pup.
It’s true, though, I do need to refresh my wardrobe.”

Hermione had opted to get Harry a box of chocolate frogs (he wasn’t
quite sure how she’d managed that, given first- and second-years didn’t
have permission to visit Hogsmeade unchaperoned). Neville, meanwhile,
had apparently chosen to splurge; he’d gifted Harry a fairly
comprehensive broom care kit. There were now only three more presents
under the table, and Harry handed the larger one to Remus. On it was
scrawled, To Remus, from Ron, Hermione, and Neville, along with
their signatures.

Remus opened it carefully, revealing a painting of a forest scene
along with a Christmas card, featuring Jack Frost.



Remus,

Thank you for welcoming us into your home. Happy Christmas!

—Ron, Hermione, and Neville





Remus chuckled. “Be sure to thank them for me when you head up to
Hogwarts after breakfast, will you? It’s a gorgeous painting.”

“Of course,” Harry said. The second-to-last present proved to be from
the Weasleys’ mother, and contained a hand-knitted emerald-green jumper
and a package of fudge.

Harry pulled the last parcel over to himself, and opened it. Inside
was a bundle of cloth, and a note. He picked up the note and read it
aloud.



Your father left this in my possession before he died. It is time it
was returned to you.

Use it well.

A Very Merry Christmas to you.





“I’d wondered where James’s cloak had gone,” Remus muttered,
staring at the cloth bundle. “Is there a signature on that note?”

“Not that I can see,” Harry said. He offered it to Remus, who looked
it over. “Hm. Albus’s handwriting, I think. Well, your father would
definitely have wanted you to have it, he would. Go ahead and try it
on.”

Harry shook it out and proceeded to do just that, though the texture
of the outside of the cloak was rather offputting. Remus nodded. “Yup,
that’s his invisibility cloak, it is. Look down.”

Harry did, and gaped. He couldn’t see himself, unless he poked part
of his body out from under his cloak. “Wow. It’s a bit like wearing a
tent, for me, but…wow.”

“Now, the thing about this invisibility cloak is,” Remus said, “for
as long as I’ve been aware of its existence, it has not lost its magic.
Normally, you’re lucky if the Disillusionment Charm scribed in to a
cloak lasts a decade, and they’re imperfect—the colour of the cloak
bleeds through the charm just a bit. But it’s been at least thirty years
and this one still functions flawlessly, and doesn’t have that
imperfection.”

“Weird. I wonder where it came from, then,” Harry said. “From what
we’ve been learning in Theory of Magic, nonhuman magic can sometimes be
significantly better for some tasks than anything humans can come up
with.”

“Absolutely. Kobold craftsfolk are incredibly skilled with metalwork,
for example, so their knives and weapons are much sought-after even
today. However, part of their culture is that the craftsperson is the
true owner of the things they make, and others are merely lent them for
a time. It’s one of only a few major issues between our peoples; there
are a lot of artefacts in human hands that should have been
returned to their creators, there are.”

“…Have you considered teaching at Hogwarts, Uncle Remus?” Harry
asked.

“I’ve thought about it, but remember what I said about anti-werewolf
prejudices in witch society?”

“…Yeah.”



Ron and Hermione met in the Common Room, where their presents were
piled under a tree. Ron pulled a hassock over and sat on it, whereas
Hermione opted for the armchair next to the tree.

“Happy Christmas,” Ron said. “I think Harry said he’d be meeting with
us after breakfast.”

“That’s what I recall,” Hermione confirmed. She unwrapped her first
present, which turned out to be a 3D jigsaw puzzle of Big Ben. “I wish
they’d stop giving me 3D puzzles, the foam the manufacturers use is
awful.”

Ron, who’d never seen a 3D puzzle before, said, “That’s pretty cool,
though.”

“You can have it, then,” Hermione said, handing the box to him. “I
have so many at home, they’re not going to ask about this one.”

Ron nodded. “Oh, my mum must’ve made you a jumper,” he said, handing
her a large, lumpy parcel. She opened it, and indeed it was, along with
a large box of homemade fudge. She pulled on the deep purple jumper
immediately.

“It’s so soft!” she marvelled.

“Yeah, when I mentioned we were friends I told her you had sensory
issues,” Ron said. Hermione grinned at him. “I’ll have to thank her,”
she said.

Harry had sent Ron several pairs of jeans, and for Hermione he’d
bought copies of the first three Dresden Files novels to date. “Oh, huh.
I’ll have to read these,” she said as she set them aside. Neville had
sent them both fountain pens in Gryffindor colours, each enchanted to be
able to erase ink in a fashion similar to that of a rubber eraser and
graphite.

Ron’s eyebrows rose when he unwrapped the present Hermione had gotten
him. “Parchment…?” he asked.

“It’s speller parchment, specifically,” Hermione said. “It has an
enchantment on it to automatically correct your spelling, so you don’t
have to worry about that. Each pack comes with a stylus so that you can
change individual words if it got the wrong word. It’s not able to move
words around, but I’m sure the witches who came up with it are working
on that.”

“Ohhh. That’s actually really cool! Where’d you find this stuff,
anyway?”

“Oh, uh, one of the twins got me an owl-order catalogue about a month
ago when they were in Hogsmeade, and I saved up my allowance. Not that
it was doing me any good, Hogwarts doesn’t have a commissary.”

“Oh, I see.” Ron’s ears turned pink as Hermione unwrapped his gift to
her.

“Oh, cool! I can always use more bookmarks,” Hermione said happily,
holding up the packet of lion bookmarks Ron had picked out for her. Ron
relaxed, and the pink in his ears faded.



After Christmas, and in lieu of much else to do (one can only have so
many chess matches and snowball fights, after all), Ron took to
wandering Hogwarts in the afternoons. That Saturday, he came across an
unused classroom with the door open, and he looked inside. There was an
ornate, full-length mirror standing in the center of the room. He went
in and stood before it, curious.

Ron saw, not his reflection, but a tall young woman who looked like
him, down to having the same blue eyes and fiery hair. But she wore a
well-fitted Hogwarts uniform, with a Head Girl’s pin on the right breast
of the robe, and her hair was a shaggy mane. Behind and around her stood
her family, all beaming at her, and she held the House Cup, trimmed in
Gryffindor red and gold, casually in one hand. For the first time in her
life, Ron noticed a deep discomfort, one that had been weighing on her
without her awareness for what seemed like years.

Ron looked around, trying to see what she had seen in the mirror,
before her gaze fell on the golden plaque at the top of the mirror. It
read, Erised stra ehru oyt ube cafru oyt on wohsi. She
cogitated on that for a bit, then felt like she’d been hit by a brick.
Again.

Oh. Oh. What it said was, I show not your face, but your
heart’s desire. Ron had for years daydreamed sometimes about what
it would have been like to have been born a girl, and she’d been jealous
sometimes, though she tried not to show it, when Ginny had worn dresses.
And if the mirror showed its viewer their heart’s desire, like it
said…

She sat down and stared in to the mirror, entranced, and the young
woman she beheld moved around, engaged in various activities. Sometimes
she wore a Quadball outfit in Gryffindor colours. Sometimes her hair was
tamed, and she wore a blouse and skirt, with heels.

The westering sun eventually forced her to look away as it shone
directly on the mirror, and Ron gasped. By now, it was nearly
dinnertime, and she left hurriedly, sparing one last look in to the
mirror.

When Harry joined her and Hermione in the Gryffindor Common Room the
next morning, she pulled them over to a corner, away from Fred and
Georgia (who were apparently working on something).

“So, um,” Ron began. “I have a couple things to share. Um. First,
the, um. Bigger thing. That is, um. I’m transgender.”

Harry and Hermione both pulled her in to a hug, more or less
simultaneously, and Harry said, “Thank you for telling us. Is there a
name you’d rather we used?”

“Not yet,” Ron admitted. “I only just realised it yesterday
afternoon, and it’s the weirdest thing…”

She told them about the mirror, and what she’d seen when she looked
in to it.

“That’s…really weird,” Hermione said, after a moment. “And it sounds
like powerful magic. In which case, why was it standing there in an open
classroom?”

Ron shrugged. “Beats me. I wonder if it’s still there…”

“Only one way to find out,” Harry said, and the three of them got up.
Ron took the lead, and it was only about ten minutes later that they
came across the classroom. The door was, as yesterday, open, and Ron
could see the mirror still standing where it had been placed.

“There it is,” she said, and they walked in. Harry was the first to
look in to the mirror, and Ron and Hermione stood back. He gaped.

“What is it, Harry? What do you see?” Hermione asked.

“I see…a large, gray wolf with green eyes, and he’s playing with you
two and Uncle Remus. You’re all taking turns throwing a large stick,”
Harry said. They both blinked at that.

“You don’t see…yourself?” Ron asked, sounding mystified.

“No…I think I’m the wolf…? But…why would I…?”

Ron could hear the deep longing and confusion in Harry’s voice, and
it took her a moment to figure out that it was very similar to how she
felt regarding being a girl.

It was then that Harry fell to his knees, tears running down his
face, and the sound of his movement yanked Ron out of her reverie as she
and Hermione ran forward to envelop Harry in another group hug. It soon
turned in to Harry sobbing in to her shoulder, while Hermione rubbed his
back gently.

Eventually, Harry’s sobbing quieted, and he pulled away,
sniffling.

“I just…I am a wolf,” he said miserably. “I don’t care what
this… this flesh robot looks like, it’s not me.”

“I…see,” Ron said after a moment. She exchanged looks with Hermione.
“I think…well, I know I need to talk to Madam Pomfrey, anyway.
I don’t know if there’s anything anyone can do for you, as far as your
being a wolf goes, but…we’re here for you.”

Harry nodded. He gave the mirror another longing look. This time, the
wolf he saw was rolling around, being an absolute fluffhead. Harry
blinked, and stared. That was a girl wolf.

“C’mon, Harry, let’s go,” Ron said as she and Hermione stood up. She
offered a hand, and Harry accepted it gratefully. As they turned toward
the door, they froze. Dumbledore was sitting at a desk next to it. He
stood, and walked over.

“Good morning,” he said kindly. “I see you’ve found the Mirror of
Erised.”

“Why’s it called that and not just ‘the Mirror of Desire’?” Ron
asked, bemused.

“An unfortunate failing among witches, Miss Weasley,” Dumbledore
said, “is that they tend to be too clever for their own good. I’m sure
you know by now what it does?”

“Shows us our heart’s desire, according to the plaque up top.”

“Indeed. The deepest, most desperate desires of our hearts, in fact.
For you, it showed you as an outstanding and much-accomplished young
woman. For Mx Potter, it showed a wolf bitch.”

All three of the kids blinked at that.

“…How did you know?” Harry asked, after a moment. “I didn’t say
anything about the wolf being a girl.”

“Truthfully, I had a hunch,” Dumbledore explained. “Whereas Miss
Weasley watched her reflection move around yesterday, your eyes were
focused on some specific thing. Given that your Uncle Vernon’s sister
breeds dogs, I think you know how to tell dogs from bitches, which means
your attention would not have been ensnared so had you observed a
dog-wolf.”

“Oh. I guess that makes sense. Wait, you were here when Ron found the
Mirror yesterday?”

“I do not need an invisibility cloak to be invisible,” Dumbledore
said. Ron wondered if he realised how smug he’d sounded.

“However,” Dumbledore continued, “this Mirror’s enchantment has a
tendency to ensnare those who look in to it. Many witches have wasted
away before it, entranced by what they have seen, or been driven mad,
not knowing if what it shows is even real or possible.

“The Mirror will be moved to a new home tonight. I advise you three
not to go looking for it again. If you ever do encounter it again, you
will now be prepared. It does not do to dwell on desperate hopes and
forget to live. Now, I believe you were off to see Madam Pomfrey?”

“Yes, sir,” Harry said.

“I shan’t keep you, then. Off you pop.”

As they left, Ron couldn’t help but wonder how Dumbledore had known
about her vision, since she hadn’t said anything about it in
that room.
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“Good morning,” Madam Pomfrey said as Ron, Hermione, and Harry walked
in to the Hospital Wing. “Go on ahead in to my office and have a seat,”
she added when she saw Harry’s face.

Once the four of them were seated, Madam Pomfrey asked, “I take it
there were developments this morning?”

“Yeah, um,” Ron said. “I came across the Mirror of Erised in a
classroom yesterday afternoon and took Harry and Hermione up to see it
earlier today. What I saw when I looked in to it was myself as a girl.
Harry…um, saw a wolf playing with us and Remus.”

Madam Pomfrey winced, but before she could say anything, Harry said,
“A girl wolf, I saw, when I looked in to it one last time as we were
going to leave to talk to you about her.”

“I’d warned Albus that there was going to be trouble if he
left that bloody thing lying around,” Madam Pomfrey muttered; Harry
didn’t think she’d meant him to hear her. Aloud, she said, “I see. Dr
Fitzgerald and I discussed this a few times. There is no treatment for
what she’s calling ‘species dysphoria’, unfortunately. Therianthropy, or
specifically lycanthropy in this case, might make it better, or it might
make the dysphoria worse, but once the infection takes hold, it will
never go away. Because of that, even if I were in a position to help you
acquire therianthropy, I could not legally do so until you are an adult,
even with your guardian’s approval. More than that, you would have to be
registered upon acquiring the infection, or everyone aware risks legal
consequences.

“There is one other means of becoming a shapeshifter, but Animagi
have only limited control over what their animal form is when they
complete the ritual. Your animal form might be a wolf…or it might be a
chihuahua. And the ritual only works once. Professor McGonagall can tell
you more about it, but it’s OWL-level work—you would not be expected to
be able to perform the ritual until fifth-year at the absolute
earliest.

“Now, the gender dysphoria, on the other hand…and I believe
this is something all three of you will be interested in—I can
help with. When you are ready, I can prescribe a puberty blocker; this
would prevent you from having a male puberty, until you are ready to
decide on which puberty you want to have. When you’re sure that you want
a female puberty, I would then prescribe a hormone replacement therapy.
I have pamphlets here which will discuss both of these treatments and
what to expect, but I will require a permission slip from a parent or
legal guardian.”

The three of them nodded. “Well,” Harry said. “I don’t know that I’d
be any more comfortable as a human girl than I am as, well.” He broke
off.

“All right. If you change your mind, which you are allowed to at
any time, let me and Mr Lupin know, all right?” At Harry’s nod,
Madam Pomfrey turned her gaze to Ron.

“Mum’s a bit old-fashioned, but she’s always been good with Luna when
they come over to see Ginny,” Ron said. “I do know she loves all of her
kids, even at Fred and Georgia’s worst, though. I think she’d be pleased
to know she has three daughters.”

“My parents say they’re onboard, but…honestly,” Hermione
said, when Madam Pomfrey’s attention turned to her. “It’s like they
think I don’t notice their attitude being all ‘let’s just humour him,
he’ll grow out of it’. And I have noticed, thank you very much.
I guess we’ll find out how much they actually care.”

Madam Pomfrey nodded. “All right. Here are the pamphlets and
permission slips. Be aware that, while I will be able to start the
puberty blocker as soon as I have the slips, the HRT aspect will take a
month to prepare.” She handed two pamphlets and a slip to Ron and
Hermione. “In addition to the permission slips, I will need you to read
the pamphlets thoroughly and be able to confirm that you understand the
information contained therein.”

They nodded. “Good. Off you pop, then,” Madam Pomfrey said
warmly.



After dinner that evening, which Harry took at Hogwarts, he met with
Hagrid and Remus at Hagrid’s hut, alone. Snow was falling, and Remus was
wearing a heavy, hooded cloak and leaning heavily on his cane when Harry
arrived.

“Hey, Uncle Remus, Hagrid,” Harry said. He was outfitted in long
johns, denim trousers, a flannel shirt, the emerald green jumper Mrs
Weasley had gifted him, a hunting jacket, a pair of mitten-gloves, his
school winter cloak, and a woolly hat.

“Hey, pup,” Remus said, his voice a bit scratchy. “Ready?”

“Yup. While we’re walking, I want to share something with you, if
that’s okay. Something that came up this morning.”

“Go ahead,” Remus said as the trio began making their way in to the
Forbidden Forest. He kept the hood of his cloak pulled down over his
eyes, as the moon had already risen by then.

“So, Professor Dumbledore had apparently left a magic mirror,” Harry
said, “which he called the Mirror of Erised in one of the unused
classrooms, and Ron found it yesterday afternoon. She showed it to me
and Hermione this morning, after telling us what she saw in it. What
I saw when I looked in to it was, well. A green-eyed girl wolf,
romping around with you, Ron, and Hermione.”

Remus stopped abruptly. “The…Mirror of Erised, you say? And that’s
what you saw?”

“Uh huh.” A pause, then: “Why? Does that mean something to you?”

Remus sighed and shook himself as a wolf might, and resumed walking.
“Mm. It’s aptly-named, it is. Remember that it shows no futures,
however. The fool witch who enchanted it wasted away in front of it
himself, as I recall.”

After a few minutes, Harry asked softly, sounding small, “Uncle
Remus? …If I were a wolf, would you still love me?”

“Of course I would, pup. Why do you ask?”

“I dunno, I just…” Harry sighed. “…I’ve been thinking about how the
only family you have right now is me.”

Remus came to a stop again. “C’mere,” he said gently, and when Harry
did so he pulled him in under the cloak, hugging him tightly. “There is
nothing at all that you could do to make me leave you, my dear pup. Not
one single thing. But c’mon, I’m starting to itch, I am, and we’re
almost there.”

He released Harry, and after a few more minutes they reached the
clearing that was their destination. Harry cleared some snow off of a
stump and sat down on it, while Hagrid found himself a log. Remus pulled
his cloak off and tossed it to the larger man, and carefully made his
way out of the clearing and in to the forest a little ways further.

“It’s brutal to watch,” Hagrid said, noticing the concerned look on
Harry’s face. “Brutal to hear, too, but nowt to be done about tha’.”

Sure enough, the two of them could hear Remus’s agonised screaming as
his transformation began. The next few minutes were some of the longest
Harry had ever endured, even as the screams changed into yelps and loud
whimpers. Eventually, the most beautiful creature Harry had ever seen
padded in to the clearing, wagging his tail and doggie-grinning as he
gazed upon the child in turn.

“Hey again, Uncle Remus,” Harry said, and his smile all but lit the
clearing. The wolf padded over and snuffled Harry, careful to keep his
muzzle closed when it was in his proximity, and Harry giggled, petting
and scritching his head where he could reach.

“Heeeeeey,” he mock-protested, when Remus snuffled at his ear. “Wanna
play fetch?”

The wolf play-bowed, letting out a soft awoo, as Hagrid handed Harry
a large stick. Owing to his small stature, he wasn’t able to throw it
all that far, but Remus wagged and trotted after it all the same. Even
Hagrid gave a few throws, chuckling, whenever Remus dropped the stick at
his feet rather than Harry’s.

After about an hour of this, Remus sat next to Harry. He sang for a
while, a song that Harry somehow knew was a song of happiness and love.
Harry regretted leaving the flute Hagrid had made him at home, as
otherwise he wasn’t able to join in. Instead, he ran his hands gently
down the wolf’s back, and eventually just leaned against him, an arm
thrown around.



Back at Hogwarts, Hermione had just gone up to bed when Fred and
Georgia trotted over to where Ron was sitting.

“We’ve been thinking,” Fred said.

“That you might be interested,” Georgia said.

“In a secret passage we found,” Fred said.

“I really wish you wouldn’t complete each other’s sentences like
that,” Ron said. “But go on.”

Fred ignored Ron’s complaint, but nodded. “Come with us,” he
said.

“And don’t dawdle,” Georgia said.

“If you want to live,” Fred finished.

Ron sighed and stood, following her siblings. “Oh, uh. Since you’re
showing me a secret, I ought to share one with you,” she said.

“Ickle Ronniekins has a secret?” Fred gasped.

“Shut up. I’m serious,” Ron said.

“That’s odd, you don’t look like a dog,” Georgia said.

“Or a star,” Fred said.

“Anyway… I’m trans,” Ron said quietly.

The twins stopped abruptly, and Ron nearly walked in to them. They
turned in unison and hugged her.

“Welcome to the club,” Georgia said.

“I—wait, what?” Ron asked.

“I’m trans too,” Georgia said. “Mum was ecstatic, she’d been hoping
for daughters, and here I was telling her at three that I’m a girl. This
was just before Ginny was born.”

Ron blinked. “…Oh. Well. That explains a lot.” She glanced
significantly at the twins’ outfits, which were calculatedly
androgynous-leaning-feminine that night.

“Right, anyway. Secret passage,” Fred said, and they were off
again.

In due course, they arrived on the third floor, and there in an
alcove, along the eastern wall of the northern corridor, was a suit of
armour holding a lance upright which had a purple banner tied near its
point.

“Here we are,” Georgia said.

“Here it is,” Fred said.

“The secret passage,” they chorused, as Fred rotated the helmet
ninety degrees clockwise. A small crack appeared in the wall, widening
until the three of them were able to slide in. A few minutes later, they
paused, and Fred whispered, “Be very, very quiet.”

“There’s a three-headed dog coming up,” Georgia whispered.

“And he’s asleep right now,” Fred whispered.

“But he could wake up any moment,” Georgia finished.

Ron just glared at the twins, and they soon emerged in to a
moderately-sized chamber. Sure enough, there was in fact a
three-headed dog. Ron looked around, and noticed there was a trap door
under the dog. She also noticed that the room reeked, and there
were flies buzzing about; she doubted it was mucked out very often.

The twins smirked at her, and then led her back through the secret
passage. When they got back to the statue, Georgia rotated the helmet
back to its original bearing.

“Pretty neat, huh?” Fred asked.

“That’s our Christmas gift to you,” Georgia said.

“I mean, it’s neat,” Ron said, “but why would I ever need to use it?
There’s a giant dog at the other end.”

The twins shrugged. “That’s just it, though: why is a large dog being
kept inside what is effectively just a very large crate?” Fred
asked.



At breakfast the next morning, Ron asked Hermione, “Hey. Do you think
you could help me research names? Mum has a whole theme going on with
her kids; we’re all either references to Arthurian mythology or from
mediaeval Britain. Like, take Ginny, for instance: ‘Ginevra’ is the
Italian version of Gwenhyfar, King Arthur’s consort. Or Percy: Sir
Percival is one of his knights.”

Hermione nodded. “Sure, we can do that. Let’s see…some mediaeval
history books, the Arthurian canon… It may take a bit, but we’ll get you
a suitable name.”

They made their way to the library after that, and while Hermione
selected several mediaeval histories (for England, Wales, and France),
Ron went looking for translations of the Arthurian canon. When they
returned to the table they’d commandeered, both had three books
each.

“All right. I’ll make a list of female names as I skim these books,
you just write down the ones you encounter that appeal,” Hermione said
as she pulled out parchment, ink, and pens.

“Sounds good.”

After a few hours, Ron’s list was fairly short: Elaine, Celia, and
Vivian. Hermione’s was significantly longer, but she’d scratched some
out here and there.

“So, let’s see…” Hermione tapped her parchment with her wand, and
said, “Ordinatio alphabet, let’s take it from the top.
Angharad? Wives and sisters of Welsh royalty. Means ‘much beloved’.”

“Maybe…? It’s a lovely name, but I don’t think it really…fits?” Ron
said, after a moment. “Too many siblings.”

“I don’t think that’s how love works, but…moving on. Adwen? She was a
saint, and in Cornwall she’s traditionally the patron saint of
sweethearts.”

“Heh, I like that one,” Ron said as she wrote it down.

“Ceindrych? Another princess, supposedly means ‘lovely image’ or so
in Old Welsh.”

“Not sure about that one.”

“Cwyllog? She’s a saint, though not much is known about her.”

“Nah, doesn’t feel right,” Ron said after a moment.

“Myfanwy? She features in a mediaeval Welsh poem.” Hermione
pronounced it as though it rhymed with ‘Tiffany’.

“…What?” Ron peered at the parchment. “Oh. No, that’s
Myfanwy. Meh-VA-nwee. I like it. Myfanwy Elaine Weasley…yeah,
that’s me done.”

“Oh, good. Wanna go introduce yourself to folks, Myf?” Hermione asked
brightly.

“Eh, sure,” Myf said. “I need to tell Professor McGonagall anyway, so
she can update the rolls and whatnot.”

Notes

I have character art for Remus, incidentally:


	human
form: Remus is a Desi man with sandy hair & moustache and bright
green eyes. He habitually wears brown suits over a white button-down
shirt, with red ties.

	wolf
form: Moony is a tundra wolf, with a line of dark brown-gray fur
running from just before his ears to his tail and similarly dark
brown-gray fur on the tip of his tail. His fur is predominantly
cream-coloured, with white fur around his muzzle and along his
undercarriage through to just before the tip of his tail, and on the
inner sides of his legs. His legs have white socks of varying
length.
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Monday morning, when Harry came in, Myf and Hermione were playing an
idle game of witch-chess. Hermione was, predictably, losing. It wasn’t
that she was a bad player, exactly; she just had difficulty holding the
board state for more than a handful of turns. They looked up from the
board.

“Hey, Harry,” Hermione said. “May I introduce Myfanwy Elaine
Weasley?”

“Oh, you found a new name, Myf? Awesome, it sounds lovely,” Harry
said. Scabbers, who had been dozing on the couch next to Myf, stood up,
nose twitching as he snuffled. He let out a terrified squeak, then
scurried off.

“Blimey. I wonder what that was about,” Myf said, frowning. “He’s
never done that before…”

“Dunno,” Harry said. “I was just up really late with Uncle Remus and
Hagrid Saturday night, and spent yesterday catching up on sleep. I know
it’s New Year’s tonight, so I was thinking maybe I’d stay up with them
again, but…hm. Maybe I’ll ask Uncle Remus about it when I head back this
afternoon.”

“Lemme know what he says,” Myf said. “Oh…speaking of Saturday, Fred
and Georgia showed me a secret passage they’d found after Hermione’d
gone off to bed. Leads to this room off the eastern third-floor
corridor, the one that’s off-limits. There was a three-headed dog in it,
a big one, lounging on top of a trap door. And the room stank,
like it hadn’t been cleaned recently.”

“…A trap door, you say?” Harry asked. “I wonder…I know Hagrid picked
up a small package from this high-security vault in Gringott’s on my
birthday, maybe Professor Dumbledore’s keeping it behind the trap door?
But…why a three-headed dog? That room must be like keeping a dog in a
small kennel, no wonder it’s not been getting cleaned…the dog’d want to
get out, and be quite upset that it can’t. We have to tell Hagrid.”

“Yeah, he’d be really upset if he heard about an animal being kept
locked up like that,” Hermione said. “But…there’s something bothering me
about all of this…”

“Hm? What’s that?” Myf asked.

“The Mirror of Erised. Why did Professor Dumbledore have it sitting
around out in the open like that? I think he was hoping we’d find it…or
that one of us would, anyway.”

“Huh. Now that you mention it…it doesn’t make sense for a powerful
artefact like that to be sitting out in an unused classroom where anyone
could find it,” Harry said. “And given he revealed his presence only
after I’d seen myself in it…”

“Do you think maybe there’s some sort of…task, he’s hoping to prepare
us for?” Myf asked. “Seems kind of irresponsible, if so. We’re
kids, Kinda Independent Dependents as my mum sometimes puts it.
Our job’s learning and growing, not being pawns in some kind of
game…”

“Mm. Grown-ups can get stuck thinking a certain way,” Harry said,
with a shudder—the thought had made him think of his aunt’s family.
“Sometimes to the point of missing what’s in front of their noses.”

“True enough. Speaking of which, it’s just about lunch time. Shall
we?”



Myf knocked on Hagrid’s door, that afternoon. “Just a mo’,” Hagrid
called amidst a sudden barrage of barking and scrabbling. “Get back, yeh
great lump.”

The scrabbling stopped abruptly and the barking soon quieted. A
moment later, he opened the door. “Oh, hello,” Hagrid said cheerily, and
stepped back. “C’mon in.”

“Thanks, Hagrid,” they said as they came in, and he gestured them
over to his couch as he sat down in an enormous armchair opposite
it.

“So what brings yeh here?”

“Well…” Harry began, then paused and said, “Myf, why don’t you
explain? You learned about it, after all.”

Hagrid’s eyebrows rose, but he looked to Myf, who said, “Um, well.
Saturday night, the twins showed me a secret passage they’d found, which
led to a room with a three-headed dog in it. Very big dog, average-sized
room. We figured we’d talk to you about them, since…” Myf shrugged.

“I…see. Dumbledore’d asked if he could borrow Fluffy, and he assured
me he’d be taken care of properly, but…kept in a room?” Hagrid looked
disgruntled.

“Yeah. Smelled pretty ripe, too—I don’t think Mr Filch goes in very
often to clean it out, and I doubt…Fluffy, you said his name was?…Fluffy
was taken out for walkies at all.”

Hagrid’s expression darkened. “Rest assured, I will be having words
with Dumbledore about this. Tha’s no way to treat a dog, particularly
one as rare as he is.”

“There was also a trapdoor underneath him. Would you happen to know
anything about that?”

“That’s between Dumbledore and Flamel, that is,” Hagrid said, his
eyebrows rising in surprise again.

“…Who’s Flamel?” Harry asked.

Hagrid rubbed his face with one hand. “Shouldn’ta said that, I should
not have said that…right, out, yeh lot. I’ll talk to Dumbledore
about Fluffy, don’t worry, but not one word about this to anyone.”

The trio nodded, and they left. At the fork in the path that led to
both Hogwarts Castle and Hogsmeade village, they paused. “I’ll see you
two tomorrow, all right?” Harry said.

“We’ll try to find out whoever this ‘Flamel’ person is,” Hermione
said. Myf nodded in agreement.

“Sounds good. Later, then.” The trio exchanged hugs, then Myf and
Hermione went toward the castle and Harry left for home.



When Harry got home, he sat down on the couch next to Remus, who put
a bookmark in the book he’d been reading. “What’s up, pup?” he
asked.

“Well…Myfanwy—she’d introduced herself to you as Ron earlier this
year—anyway, Myf has a rat named Scabbers, says she got him as a
hand-me-down from her older brother Charlie. When I came in to the
Common Room this morning, Scabbers took great offence to me, it seemed
like. He squeaked at me and then ran off to hide somewhere. As you know,
I haven’t showered since we were out Saturday night, so…”

Remus sat up abruptly. “A rat? Is there anything unusual about
him?”

“Um…he’s a light gray and missing a digit on one of his paws? And
sleeps all the time, Myf says. Why? What’s up?”

“Harry, we need to talk to Dumbledore right now,” Remus said
firmly. “I’ll explain why, but first…”

Remus pulled his wand out and swished it. “Accio Harry’s
broom,” he said. “Go open the door.”

Harry did so, and a moment later his broom flew through it and in to
Remus’s hand. “It’s going to be a squeeze, it will,” he said as he
mounted the broom, “but c’mon!”

Harry squeezed on to the broom, the little spoon to Remus’s big, and
they were off like a rocket. They flew to Hogwarts in under a minute,
where Remus found a conveniently open window, and then through the
corridors until they arrived at Dumbledore’s office. They dismounted
from Harry’s broom, and Remus knocked on the door firmly.

“Come in,” Dumbledore called from inside, and Harry pushed the door
open.

Dumbledore’s office was a vast, three-tiered affair. The first tier
was occupied primarily by bookshelves and a sitting area with several
couches and armchairs. The second had several tables, with a variety of
silvery instruments whose purpose Harry could only guess at. The third
and final tier held a plain wooden desk, and its walls held several
dozen magical portraits. This morning, Dumbledore was seated in an
armchair on the lowest tier. “What can I do for you, Mr Lupin?”

“I have reason to believe that Peter Pettigrew, the man Sirius
supposedly murdered, is alive and well,” Remus said. “He is a rat
Animagus, currently disguised as a pet in Gryffindor Tower, belonging to
Harry’s friend, Myfanwy Weasley.”

“Merlin’s beard,” Dumbledore swore. “Are you certain?”

“I am. Harry was with me and Hagrid Saturday night for the full moon,
his first opportunity to do so, and apparently Scabbers, the name the
rat had apparently been given, smelled me on him this morning and went
in to hiding. An ordinary rat would not have reacted that way, and I
know Peter knows my wolf form’s scent. Moreover, even in captivity, rats
only live about two to four years, and if I were to guess, Scabbers has
lived considerably longer than that.”

“All right…” Dumbledore pulled his wand out and said,
“Missiculum, Myfanwy Weasley. Please collect Scabbers and come
to my office. Albus out.”

As they waited, Dumbledore opened a drawer in the end table next to
him and withdrew a notepad and a fountain pen. He scrawled a note on the
top sheet of the notepad, tore it off, and looked up. “Fawkes, take this
to Auror David, please,” he said as he held the note up. A phoenix,
who’d been standing on a perch that Harry only noticed once the bird
left it, flew by Dumbledore, snatching up the note, and vanished with a
faint pop a beat later.

A couple minutes later, a pair of blue-robed men entered the room at
a run, panting. The one in front, a Black man with dreads, had his wand
at the ready.

“Ah, good to see you again, Auror David,” Dumbledore said. “I
think—”

At that moment, Myf came in through the open door, looking puzzled
and a bit scared, a rat swaddled in a towel clasped firmly in her hands.
“Professor Dumbledore?” she asked plaintively.

“Right, then. We have reason to believe that the rat is an
unregistered Animagus,” Dumbledore said as he gestured with his wand.
The door to the office closed quite abruptly, and Scabbers squeaked with
alarm, wriggling furiously in Myf’s grasp.

Auror David stepped over and pointed his wand at the rat.
“Petrificus totalus,” he said, and Scabbers stopped moving
quite abruptly. “Set him down on the floor over here, and we’ll see who
he really is.”

Myf set Scabbers down in the middle of the room, where the auror had
indicated, and stepped back.

“Reverso figura,” Dumbledore said calmly, flicking his wand,
and the rat squeaked as he reverted to a human form, still unable to
move. The man was thin and a pale cream, with scraggly, mousey brown
hair. He was dressed in a navy blue robe that must have been business
attire when it had been new, but was now rather threadbare and raggedy.
And there was a tattoo on his right wrist, a skull with a snake emerging
from between the jaws.

“Incarcero,” Dumbledore continued, and ropes bound the man,
holding him in place as the Body-Binding Jinx was relaxed.

“Imagine my surprise, Mr Pettigrew, when Remus told me you were still
alive,” Dumbledore said in a whisper, his voice carrying despite its
quietude. “Not only alive, but at Hogwarts once more. You were
reportedly murdered by Sirius Black, a man many believed was the
Potters’ Secret Keeper, only a day after they, too, had been—murdered in
such a way that the only body part they found that could have been yours
was a finger. And here you stand, missing that very finger.”

Harry had expected fury, scorn, or even disdain in Dumbledore’s
voice, but he could see that Peter was all but drowning in the
disappointment and sadness the elderly wizard had chosen to lade his
words with. “Please explain why you did this thing.”

Pettigrew squeaked again, then licked his lips. “I… I was jealous,
you see. James and Lily were very close, and they both were close to
Sirius and Remus too, and…it always felt l-like I was a, a fifth wheel
even when it was j-just us lads. James said, when the three of us—me,
him, and Sirius—met to t-talk about it that he thought making Sirius the
Secret-Keeper was too obvious. Then, the Great Warlock c-captured me
about six months before that fateful night, after the Fidelius Charm had
been cast. Eight m-months after the boy was born. He could s-see my
jealousy, and h-he…showed me things. Showed m-me how I could be greater
th-than any of them. P-promised me…”

Harry felt, rather than heard, the growl that began to bubble from
Remus’s throat, and he gently took his uncle’s hand and squeezed. “Uncle
Remus…” he warned, quietly, and the growl subsided.

“What the fuck, Peter?” Remus said, his voice quiet but
thick with anger and pain. “We loved you, we all did, or you
wouldn’t have been part of my p—family. Wasn’t a thing we wouldn’t have
done for you; all you had to do was ask. And that was how you
returned our love? Our trust? Not only did you yourself murder
James and Lily—don’t look at me like that, you’re responsible even if
you didn’t do it yourself—but you also framed Sirius. My heart
broke that night, it did. Pray I never see you again, for
should that day come, I will kill you myself, I swear on my word as
Lupin.”

Remus slowly, and with great deliberation, turned his back on
Pettigrew. For his part, Pettigrew somehow managed to become even more
pale. He looked…mortified, Harry decided after a moment, then almost
despite himself, he spoke.

“You killed two of my parents. Your betrayal led to me being abused
for nearly ten years. And yet…” He trailed off, then continued. “I
suppose I could ask for your head. I doubt I’d get it, but really, I
think you deserve to live to think about what you’ve done. What your
choices led to. I know you’ve lived with it for ten years already, but
it didn’t sound to me like you thought about anyone else. Perhaps you
never did, I don’t know. But I do know you’re not fit to be an
uncle.”

“Remus… Harry… P-please…” Pettigrew whimpered. “I… I didn’t m-mean
to…”

“Right. He’s all yours, Auror David,” Dumbledore said, cutting him
off. “If you would, please release Mr Black, given that he appears to be
innocent of the crimes for which he was sent to Azkaban. And…help him to
reach Mr Lupin’s home, I think.”

“Thank you, Professor Dumbledore,” Remus said. “If there’s nothing
else…?”

“That’s all for now, yes. You may be called upon to give testimony at
Mr Pettigrew’s trial, but we’ll get there when we get there.”

“Hm. Harry, would you mind staying here overnight? I think Miss
Weasley would appreciate the company, under the circumstances.”

“Sure,” Harry said agreeably. He gave, and got, a hug. “See you
tomorrow, Uncle Remus. Love you.”

“Love you too, pup, now off you pop.”

Harry grinned, and he and Myf left for the Gryffindor Common
Room.
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Hermione raised her eyebrows when Harry preceded Myf in to the Common
Room.

“I thought you were going home? What happened?” she asked.

“Well, it turns out that Myf’s rat, Scabbers, was actually an
unregistered Animagus this entire time,” Harry said. “He was actually
Peter Pettigrew, and it turns out that he was the Secret Keeper
who betrayed my parents to Voldemort. And framed Uncle Sirius, too,
apparently.”

Hermione dropped her book in shock.

“How did you figure it out?” she asked as she bent over to pick the
book back up.

Harry froze, his mind blanking on how to explain things without
either lying or outing his uncle. Finally, as the silence began to
stretch out awkwardly, he said, “Uncle Remus had a shrewd guess, based
on Scabbers’s missing digit. Besides, as you know, he, Pettigrew, Uncle
Sirius, and my parents went to Hogwarts together.”

“Oh. Right, yeah, that makes sense.”

“So, any luck finding Flamel?”

“Well…He’s not in any of Great Wizards of the Twentieth
Century, Notable Magical Names of Our Time, Important
Modern Magical Discoveries, or A Study of Recent Developments
in Wizardry,” Hermione said. “And thank God for indices,
or I’d have had to read all four of those books.” She
shuddered.

“Maybe he has a Famous Witches card…?” Harry guessed. Myf shook her
head.

“I’m fairly certain I’d have run across him in the Famous Witches
card catalogues if he did,” she said. “That doesn’t mean I won’t look
through my collection, though. They sometimes mention people who don’t
have cards, so it actually is a good suggestion.”

“I think in the morning I’ll tackle mediaeval catalogues, and you can
look through the Renaissance ones while Myf looks through her Famous
Witch cards,” Hermione said as she set aside the book she’d been
skimming.

“Sounds like a plan,” Harry said, nodding.

“… No need,” Myf said as she held up a Famous Witch card she’d
extracted from a newly-opened chocolate frog. “Professor Dumbledore
knows him. And we know exactly where to look, now. Listen to this…”


Albus Dumbledore, currently Headmaster of Hogwarts. Considered by
many the greatest wizard of modern times, Professor Dumbledore is
particularly famous for his defeat of the dark wizard Grindelwald in
1945, for the discovery of the twelve uses of dragon’s blood and his
work on alchemy with his partner, Nicolas Flamel. Professor Dumbledore
enjoys chamber music and tenpin bowling.



“He’s an alchemist. Which means we should be able to find him in a
book on the history of that field.”



When Harry went home the next afternoon, they were no closer to
figuring out who Flamel was. (Hermione was not even a little deterred;
she hadn’t had this much fun digging through books in ages.)

“I’m home!” Harry called as he walked in.

“We’re in the kitchen, pup,” Remus called back. Harry blinked. ‘We’?
Did that mean…?

When he entered the kitchen, he saw a pale, gaunt-looking white man
with an unkempt mane of brown-blond hair and gray eyes sitting at the
table with Remus. The man was dressed simply, in a flannel shirt, jeans,
and a pair of low boots.

“Hello,” Harry offered in a near-whisper, suddenly very shy, when the
man turned to look at him.

“Hello yourself, ah…pup, was it?” The man sounded amused, and offered
his hand. “Sirius Black. I’m your godfather.”

“H-Harry,” Harry said, shaking Sirius’s hand. “Pleasure to meet you,
Uncle Sirius.”

Sirius blinked, then looked at Remus. “‘Uncle’?”

“Well, my dear pup does have some idea of our relationships,
Pads. And that our pack would’ve had the raising of him, under other
circumstances,” Remus said, smiling a bit wryly.

“It’s still weird hearing you refer to us Marauders that
way, considering James, Lily, and the rat,” Sirius said, amused. “Ah
well. Harry knows, then?”

“Indeed. Even had a romp with Moony Saturday, he did. You should’ve
seen the look on his face when he saw him for the first time. It was
like he’d died and gone to heaven, it was. Lit up the clearing.”

Harry blushed. “W-well, he is the most beautiful creature
I’ve ever seen,” he said softly as he climbed up on to his own
chair.

Sirius barked a laugh. “That he most certainly is.” He gave Harry a
thoughtful look. “The last time I saw you, pup, you were running around
on a toy broom and pestering your dad. Now I hear you’re on the
Gryffindor Quadball team and as natural a flier as he was.”

“…I had a toy broom? Huh. That…huh. See, when Madam Hooch was going
around showing us how we should be mounted and so on, she said I already
had the correct posture and grip.”

Sirius nodded. “Makes sense. Lily was extraordinarily gifted with
charms, and one of the ones she’d laid in to you when you were a baby
was designed to transfer some of her and James’s talents to you in the
event that they were killed. I believe the phrasing she used
was, hm… ‘to help him grow into himself’? Something like that. Anyway, I
expect we’ll see some more of that come to the fore in the years to
come.”

“Huh. What all did she do, anyway? Professor Dumbledore said
something about wards when he met with me back in August, but…” Harry
trailed off.

“That one and the wards, as far as I know,” Sirius said. “The wards
in particular are an ancient magic, one that hasn’t been seen in the
Isles since before the Norman Conquest. My understanding is that the
main reason they fell out of favour is that they require a powerful
sacrifice in order to activate them.”

Remus looked thoughtful. “Didn’t they traditionally require the
sacrifice of an animal that loved the person being warded?” he asked.
“Or at least, that’s what I’d read when I tried to retrace her research,
anyway. Wait, how did you know that?”

“Lily, James, and I talked about it when we were setting up the false
Fidelius trail, oddly enough. I guess they figured I ought to know,
being his godfather and all. But yeah, in this instance I think
her death activated his wards. Humans being animals and all, from a
scientific perspective.”

“Merlin, that’s exactly the kind of thing she’d pull,” Remus said.
“And I’d bet on that making them even more powerful than they’d
otherwise be. Anyway… Harry, Sirius is going to be moving in with us,
but you’ll get to keep your room and everything.”

“Oh, cool, you won’t be all alone when I’m at school any more,” Harry
said brightly. “I read somewhere that pack animals, like wolves and
dogs, don’t do so well when they’re alone. And you seem a lot happier
than you were when we first met.”

“Rascal,” Remus said fondly. “Sirius, unless you feel up to cooking,
we’re just going to have some roast beef sandwiches and crisps
tonight.”

“Sounds good,” Sirius said. “You just sit there, though, I’ll do it.
Harry, you want to wash up and help?”

Harry nodded, and scampered out of the room eagerly.

“He really is a sweetie,” Sirius said with a chuckle as he got up.
“I’m halfway to loving him already and it’s only been…what, ten
minutes?”

“Heh. All it took for him to steal my heart was the hug he
gave me the day we met,” Remus said, “less than five minutes after I
told him I was a werewolf.”

“… Are you serious?”

“No, I’m just Remus.” Sirius gave him a dirty look, and he
smirked.



That Friday, Hermione had the breakthrough she’d been hoping for.
“Harry! Myf! I found it!” she called, and they trotted over. “According
to this, Nicolas Flamel is the only known maker of the Philosopher’s
Stone! That must be what Fluffy’s guarding the way
to.”

They blinked at her, and she sighed, then read aloud from the
book:


The ancient study of alchemy is concerned with making the
Philosopher’s Stone, a legendary substance with astonishing powers. The
Stone will transform any metal into pure gold. It also produces the
Elixir of Life, which is said to make the drinker immortal; this quality
is why some sources call it the Stone of Eternity.

There have been many reports of the Philosopher’s Stone over the
centuries, but the only Stone currently in existence belongs to Mr
Nicolas Flamel, the noted alchemist and opera-lover. Mr Flamel, who
celebrated his six hundred and sixty-fifth birthday last year, enjoys a
quiet life in Devon with his wife, Perenelle (six hundred and
fifty-eight).



“That explains why we didn’t find him in any of the modern books,”
Myf said, wonderingly.

“Also, the reason he’s not got a Famous Witch card is simple enough,”
Hermione said. “According to this book, he’s not a witch. Anyone can be
an alchemist, no innate magical ability required.”

“Well…now that we know what the prize must be…what now?” Myf
asked.

“My vote is ‘tell Professor McGonagall,’” Harry said. “She
is the Deputy Headmistress, after all, so it’s kinda part of
her job.”



“Good afternoon, Mx Potter, Miss Weasley, and Miss Granger. What can
I do for you?” Professor McGonagall asked, when she opened her office
door.

“There’s something really important we want to discuss, ma’am,” Harry
said.

“Hm. Well, come on in and have a seat and tell me all about it.”

When they were seated and the door was firmly shut, Myf said, “We
think Professor Quirrell’s trying to steal the Philosopher’s Stone.”

“I see. What leads you to believe that such an artefact is here at
Hogwarts?” Professor McGonagall asked carefully.

“Well… There’s quite a bit to go over, so bear with me,” Harry said.
Professor McGonagall motioned for him to go on. “Back in October, when I
had Myf, Hermione, and Neville over of a Saturday, Uncle Remus smelled
Professor Quirrell when he and I were walking back home that night. Or
rather, the rather overpowering stench of garlic, I should say. Uncle
Remus told Hagrid about it, and he’d said that someone had been
killing unicorns in the Forbidden Forest. Uncle Remus told me that
unicorn blood can preserve life if consumed.

“Second, Professor Quirrell and Professor Snape were duelling over
control of my broom during the Quadball match in November, at least
according to Myf and Hermione, who saw them both muttering non-stop
while staring at my broom. They told Madam Pomfrey about it, but I don’t
know what came of that.

“Next, the troll. Why did Professor Quirrell faint after announcing
its presence? Shouldn’t he have been at the forefront of efforts to stop
it before it cornered me in the boys’ toilet?

“Then there’s the Mirror of Erised, which Myf just happened
to come across last week. Professor Dumbledore talked to us about it
when Myf took me and Hermione to see it for ourselves, as we were about
to leave to talk to Madam Pomfrey.

“And Saturday night, Fred and Georgia showed Myf a secret passage to
a room where Hagrid’s three-headed dog Fluffy is confined. There’s a
trap door underneath him, which I would assume leads to something that
needs to be guarded. When we told Hagrid about Fluffy’s maltreatment, we
asked him about the trap door and he accidentally told us about Nicolas
Flamel.

“Finally, and this is the clincher, we know that someone tried to
break in to a high-security vault at Gringott’s the same day that Hagrid
had retrieved something from a vault there. And we just now figured out
that Mr Flamel created the Philosopher’s Stone.”

“I see,” Professor McGonagall said after a moment. “You three are
remarkably perceptive, I must say. Very well, I will take you
in to my confidence, but I need your sworn words that you will not
discuss this with anyone who is not a Head of House, Madam
Pomfrey, or Professor Dumbledore. Mx Potter, you can talk to Messrs
Lupin and Black, as well, but only within your house.”

“I swear upon my word as Potter that I will keep this conversation in
confidence,” Harry said. Myf and Hermione echoed his oath, and Professor
McGonagall nodded.

“Good. Now, the Philosopher’s Stone is indeed being kept safe in
Hogwarts. I won’t tell you what the safeguards we’ve put in place are,
but you were correct in thinking that Fluffy is one of them. I’d hoped
Albus had been able to find some more suitable creature that Hagrid
could aid in securing, however.

“You may be correct in thinking that Professor Quirrell’s attempting
to acquire the Stone; the information you’ve provided is indeed
suspicious, but at the moment it’s speculative and entirely
circumstantial. I’m not saying you’re wrong,” she added hastily. “But we
don’t have anything we could take to the Aurors, which means that our
hands are tied on that front.

“What concerns me, however, is the Mirror. It should not have been
placed where you could encounter it, and Madam Pomfrey has in fact told
me that you had and that you spoke to her about it and what you saw in
it. If I were to guess, Albus is trying to lead you through what I’m
sure he thinks is a training exercise with teeth. Which I
wouldn’t have a problem with if he were challenging OWL-level students,
they would at least be able to defend themselves against an adult witch.
Unfortunately, you aren’t.

“Nor is this the first time he’s tried something like this, which
brings me to why Messrs Lupin and Black are allowed to hear about this
conversation, Mx Potter. They were involved in another such ‘exercise’,
a few years before the Great Warlock’s rising.”

She sighed and shook her head. “I won’t promise that this will be
resolved without your involvement, and I suspect I’m sounding awfully
trusting, considering the stakes involved. However, I have absolutely no
intention of letting you walk in to any kind of confrontation with
Professor Quirrell, or whoever may be involved, without preparing you as
best I’m able. I will attempt to persuade Professor Dumbledore
to scrap his scheme, but in the meantime, let’s do some damage
control…”



“He’s what?!”

Harry cringed away from Remus at his outburst.

“Sorry, pup, I didn’t mean to scare you,” Remus said quietly,
immediately contrite. “It’s just…you’ve only just begun to learn magic
this school year, you have, which is hardly any time at all to train
someone to go up against an adult witch, particularly a suspected
warlock. I’m glad Minerva’s helping you, but…”

“Is there a good age for a kid to be expected to go through
something like this, though?” Harry asked, leaning against Remus
again.

“An OWL-level student, probably, especially someone enrolled in the
Auror candidate program,” Sirius said from the floor—he’d stretched out
on his back, head resting on his hands. “I don’t have a printable
opinion about that program, mind you. Anyway, I guess we’ll have to have
a word with Albus about this, too, Remus. This isn’t right or fair.”

“Indeed,” Remus said. “There’s also the possibility of taking it up
with the Board, but at the moment that’s a longer shot than trying to
talk Albus out of it, it is. I don’t expect to have much luck, given our
own experience.”

Notes

So yeah, Dumbledore’s playing silly buggers.

Additional note: There is a NSFW side chapter, which is posted as a
separate work to avoid having to change the rating on this work. You are
not missing anything if you don’t read it.
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With the start of the new term, Harry had more important things to
worry about, or at least more immediate concerns, than Professor
Quirrell and the Philosopher’s Stone. Professor McGonagall hadn’t been
able to provide much in the way of what she’d called ‘damage control’,
but she had said Professor Flitwick would teach the three of them the
Messaging Charm and the Disarming Charm, though she’d warned them that
the Disarming Charm in particular would be somewhat of a challenge, as
it was a second-year spell.

Remus and Sirius had gone up to Hogwarts to discuss the so-called
‘training exercise’, but had apparently not gotten anywhere. Dumbledore
had assured them he had matters well in hand. (“Well, of course he’d say
that,” Remus had muttered darkly when he talked to Harry about it
afterward. “The last one came out all right in the end, after all.”)

January and February seemed to fly by. Sirius was settling in quite
well, Harry thought, though he had discussed cleaning up Number Twelve
Grimmauld Place with Remus on the weekends a couple of times—apparently
it was full of malefices, objects enchanted with various anti-mundane
jinxes and hexes and more than a few nastier booby-traps for even unwary
visiting witches, and Sirius and Remus had engaged a curse-breaker as
part of the clean-up effort. It also, apparently, had gotten Remus out
of the house for a change. (They also mentioned someone named
‘Creature’, which Harry thought was an odd name for someone to
have.)

The first of March, however, was special: it was Myfanwy’s birthday,
and Harry had chosen to observe it by presenting her with three parcels.
The first, from Harry himself, was three sets of school robes in Myf’s
size. From Remus, she’d gotten a set of hair clips in a shade of blue
that matched her eyes. And, from Sirius, she’d gotten an autographed
quaffle from the Chudley Cannons’ Seeker, Galvin Gudgeon. She nearly
dropped it out of shock.

“How’d Sirius— But— Zuh?!” Myf said.

“Turns out House Black’s fortune dwarfs mine,” Harry said
quietly. “I’m only worth about three hundred twenty thousand Galleons;
he has four million.”

Myf’s eyes nearly bugged out.

“Besides, he wanted to apologise to you, since his freedom came at
Scabbers’s expense.”

“He…didn’t have to…and I don’t want to think about that rat,
thanks.”

Hermione’s gift to her was a large bag of Bertie Bott’s beans, and
Neville had opted to give her a wand holster. It was made of red
leather, with gold-plated trim, and Myf decided she wasn’t going to ask
him how much it cost.

“It’s gorgeous, Neville. Thank you,” she said.

“Happy birthday, Myf,” he said, taking his time enunciating. “First
time I bought a friend a birthday present. Didn’t know Hermione well
enough for hers, September.”

Hermione blushed a little. “It’s no trouble, really. We were all new
to one another then, so it really doesn’t matter. There’s always this
year’s, after all.”



Harry and the other members of the Gryffindor Quadball team were in
attendance at the Ravenclaw/Slytherin match the next day, which was
cloudy and cold, though it was fairly uneventful—at least, compared to
his own first match. The final score ended up being sixty to ninety in
Slytherin’s favour, which temporarily tied the two teams on points.

Afterward, Wood’s face got this odd look, like he’d bitten in to a
lemon. Harry assumed he must’ve gotten a message via
missiculum, because he gathered the Gryffindor team around him.
“Bad news, I’ve just been informed that Professor Snape will be
refereeing our match in three weeks. Which means we’re going to have to
be tops, gentles and lady-men.”

“We’ll do our best, Wood. Hopefully without any repeats of the last
game’s shenanigans.” Harry shuddered. “That’s not how I want to
catch the snitch ever again.”

When Harry got back to the Common Room, Myf and Hermione were playing
chess. Myf said, when Harry sat next to her, “Don’t talk to me for a
moment, I’m trying to concen—”, stopping abruptly when she looked up and
saw his face.

“What’s wrong?”

“Professor Snape’s going to be refereeing the Gryffindor/Hufflepuff
match in a few weeks, Wood got word shortly after today’s.”

Hermione and Myf both blinked at this. “That’s…unusual. If I had to
guess, he wants to be better able to spot Quirrell trying to pull
anything,” Myf said after a moment.

“That’s my guess, but given how strict he is in the classroom, we’re
going to have to bend over backwards to stick to the letter of the
rules. Fortunately, we’re not to face Slytherin again until November, so
I don’t expect any favouritism, not that he’s shown any in
class, but…”

“Yeah. It’s just…that never happens,” Myf said, frowning. “Teachers
don’t referee.”

Just then, there was a commotion at the entrance as Neville fell in
to the room, legs locked together. Hermione hurried over and cast the
counter-charm to the Leg-Locking Jinx, then helped him up. “What
happened, Neville?”

“Malfoy,” he said shakily. “Outside library. Said been looking for
someone practice.”

Hermione helped him over to where Myf and Harry were sitting and in
to a chair.

“You should go to Professor McGonagall and report him,” she said.

“Don’t want trouble,” Neville slurred.

“Neville,” Harry said firmly, “Professor McGonagall is one of the few
teachers I know who’d sort this out properly. And you’ve got to stand up
to him, people like him are used to walking all over folks they think
are smaller, weaker, than they are.”

“No need tell not brave enough Gryffindor,” Neville said. “Malfoy
said.”

“Pfff. What would he know? His is the House of ambition, not courage,
you remember what the Sorting Hat sang,” Harry said. “More than that,
we’re your friends.”

Neville looked like he’d been struck by a brick. “…F-friends…? …You
really mean that…” he said wonderingly.

“We do,” Harry said. He pulled a chocolate frog out of a pocket and
pressed it in to Neville’s hands. “Why do you think we’re always willing
to help you out? Friends look out for one another, because they
care.”

Myf looked at her new wand holster. “It’s certainly not because
you’ve given us nice things, Nev,” she said. “You’re a good person, and
that makes you worth ten of Malfoy.”

“Thanks, Myf,” Neville said. “I think I’ll go to bed…”



The twenty-third dawned clear and cold, though it warmed up fairly
rapidly. Harry was even more nervous than he had been the morning of his
first Quadball match. As then, Madam Pomfrey had been able to convince
him to eat some toast and sausage, and he, Myf, Hermione, and Neville
made their way to the changing rooms soon afterward.

“Good luck, Harry,” they said, before departing for the stands. Harry
pulled on his Quadball uniform once more, cinching the padded leather
gear in to place carefully, and stood before Wood, along with the rest
of the team, holding his Nimbus Two Thousand in his left hand.

“All right, folks. We do well enough on this one, we take the lead
for the Quadball Cup. Now, remember, we need at least seventy to tie
with Slytherin, but I’d like to score higher if we can. Potter, that
means your job’s going to be preventing Morgan from catching the snitch.
If that ends the game sooner than we’d like, it happens. Everyone got
that?” Everyone nodded, and he concluded, “Good. Let’s get them, gentles
and lady-men.”

As in November, Harry sat on the bench while the other six players
lined up on the pitch. Across it, he could see Angharad ap Morgan,
Hufflepuff’s Seeker. Professor Snape stood at the centre of the pitch,
seemingly as coldly aloof as ever.

“As we are now ready…Play fairly,” he said, his soft, stern voice
carrying in the late winter air. “Mount your brooms.”



Meanwhile, Myf, Hermione, and Neville were watching the match from
the stands. “Oh, look, Professor Dumbledore’s watching,” Hermione said,
pointing.

“Blimey, that’ll keep Snape in line…not that I reckon he’d do
anything anyway,” Myf said. And so the game was uneventful, scores
climbing on both sides, until at last green sparks went up, alongside
the Seekers.

“Go, Harr—ouch!” Myf called. Someone had poked her in the back of the
head.

“Oh, sorry,” Malfoy said insincerely, “didn’t see you there.”

He grinned at Crabbe and Goyle. “Wonder how long Potter’s going to
stay on his broom this time? Anyone want a bet? How about you,
Weasley?”

Myf didn’t answer. Katie Bell had just scored a goal. Hermione, who
was tapping her knuckles in her lap, was squinting fixedly at Harry, who
was circling the game like a hawk, looking for the snitch.

“You know how I think they choose people for the Gryffindor team?”
Malfoy asked loudly, a few minutes later. “It’s people they feel sorry
for. See, there’s Potter, who’s got no parents, then there’s the
Weasleys, who’ve got no money—you should be on the team, Longbottom,
you’ve got no brains.”

Neville flushed scarlet, and turned in his seat to face Malfoy.

“Worth ten of you,” he said slowly. “Can think for self.”

Malfoy, Crabbe, and Goyle howled with laughter before Neville
finished, but Myf, still not taking her eyes off the game, said, “You
tell him, Neville.”

“Longbottom, if brains were gold, you’d be poorer than Weasley, and
that’s saying something.”

Myf’s nerves were already stretched thin with anxiety about Harry.
“I’m warning you, Malfoy—one more word—”

“Myf!” Hermione said suddenly. “Harry—”

“What? Where?”

Harry had suddenly gone into a spectacular dive, which drew gasps and
cheers from the crowd. Hermione stood up, her knuckles in her mouth, as
Harry streaked towards the ground like a bullet.

“You’re in luck, Weasley, Potter’s obviously spotted some gold on the
ground!” Malfoy said.

Myf snapped. Before Malfoy knew what was happening, Myf had slugged
him and was wrestling him to the ground. Neville hesitated, then
clambered over the bench to help.

“Come on, Harry!” Hermione leapt up on to the bench to watch as Harry
sped straight at Snape—she didn’t even notice Myf and Malfoy rolling
around on the floor, or the scuffles and yelps coming from the whirl of
fists that was Neville, Crabbe, and Goyle.

Up in the air, Snape turned on his broomstick just in time to see
something scarlet shoot past him, missing him by inches—next second,
Harry had pulled out of the dive, his arm raised in triumph, the snitch
clasped in his hand.

“Myf! Myf! Where are you? The game’s over! Harry’s won! We’ve won!
Gryffindor are in the lead!” Hermione shrieked, dancing up and down on
her seat and hugging Smita Patil in the row in front.

Harry jumped off his broom, a foot from the ground. He couldn’t
believe it. He’d done it—the game was over, it had barely lasted
twenty-three minutes. As Gryffindors came spilling on to the pitch, he
saw Snape land nearby, white-faced and tight-lipped—then Harry felt a
hand on his shoulder and looked up into Dumbledore’s smiling face.

“Well done,” Dumbledore said quietly, so that only Harry could hear.
“Excellent… I’m glad you’re not distracted by the Mirror…”



Harry left the changing room alone some time later, to take his
Nimbus Two Thousand back to the broom-shed. He couldn’t ever remember
feeling happier. He’d really done something to be proud of now—no one
could say he was just a famous name any more. The midday air had never
smelled so sweet. He walked over the damp grass, reliving the last hour
in his head, which was a happy blur: Gryffindors running to lift him on
to their shoulders; Myf and Hermione in the distance, jumping up and
down, Myf cheering through a heavy nosebleed.

Harry had reached the shed. He leaned against the wooden door and
looked up at Hogwarts, silhouetted in the sky. Gryffindor in the lead.
He’d done it, he’d shown Slytherin…

And speaking of Slytherin…

A hooded figure came swiftly down the front steps of the castle.
Clearly not wanting to be seen, they walked as fast as possible towards
the Forbidden Forest. Harry’s victory faded from his mind as he watched.
He recognised the figure’s prowling walk. Snape, sneaking into the
Forest while everyone else was at lunch—what was going on?

Harry jumped back on his Nimbus Two Thousand and took off. Gliding
silently over the castle he saw Snape enter the Forest at a run. He
followed.

The trees were so thick he couldn’t see where Snape had gone. He flew
in circles, lower and lower, brushing the top branches of trees until he
heard voices. He glided towards them and landed noiselessly in a
towering beech tree.

He climbed carefully along one of the branches, holding tight to his
broomstick, trying to see through the leaves.

Below, in a shadowy clearing, stood Snape, but he wasn’t alone.
Quirrell was there, too. Harry couldn’t make out the look on his face,
but he was stuttering worse than ever. Harry strained to catch what they
were saying.

“…d-don’t know why you wanted t-t-to meet here of all p-places,
Severus…”

“Oh, I thought we’d keep this private,” Snape said, his voice icy.
“Students aren’t supposed to know about the Philosopher’s Stone, after
all.”

Harry leaned forward. Quirrell was mumbling something. Snape
interrupted him.

“Have you found out how to get past that beast of Hagrid’s yet?”

“B-b-but Severus, I—”

“You don’t want me as your enemy, Quirrell,” Snape said, taking a
step towards him.

“I-I don-t know what you—”

“You know perfectly well what I mean.”

An owl hooted loudly and Harry nearly fell out of the tree. He
steadied himself in time to hear Snape say, “—your little bit of hocus
pocus. I’m waiting.”

“B-but I d-d-don’t—”

“Very well,” Snape cut in. “We’ll have another little chat soon, when
you’ve had time to think things over and decided where your loyalties
lie.”

He threw his cloak over his head and strode out of the clearing.
Harry could see Quirrell, standing quite still as though he was
petrified.



“Harry, where have you been?” Hermione squeaked.

“We won! You won! We won!” shouted Myf, thumping Harry on the back.
“And I gave Malfoy a black eye and Neville tried to take on Crabbe and
Goyle single-handed! He’s still out cold but Madam Pomfrey says he’ll be
all right—talk about showing Slytherin! Everyone’s waiting for you in
the common room, we’re having a party, Fred and Georgia got some cakes
and stuff from the kitchens.”

“Never mind that now,” Harry said, still catching his breath—he’d run
from the broom-shed. “Let’s find an empty room, you wait till you hear
this…”

“So…is Snape in on it, too, then?” Myf asked, after Harry had
finished. “I can’t see why, though, he seems healthy enough…if a bit
sallow.”

“I don’t think he is,” Harry said. “I think we’re missing something,
though… If Quirrell is acquiring unicorn blood, who’s drinking it? I
tried looking it up, but none of the books about unicorns I’ve found in
the library say anything more than that the drinker is cursed to a
half-life. Nothing about what that means.”

Hermione pursed her lips for a moment, then nodded. “…Is it just me,
or has he been looking frailer than he had back in September? I know
you’ve been avoiding looking at him, Harry, but…”

Myf blinked. “Maybe that’s it, then. It sustains your life…but drains
your vitality? Blimey. I’d been noticing that too but I couldn’t reckon
why.”

Notes

Is this a good Snape? *laughs behind faer hand* That’s for me to know
and you to find out.

With Quadball not having the instant-win button that Quidditch did,
it took me a few days to navigate the second match. The book doesn’t
have any commentary and I have no sportsball experience at all (I wasn’t
terribly interested in sports, growing up), so I couldn’t fill in for
the book, either.

The final score, since I don’t mention it in the text, was eighty to
thirty.
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The next morning, Hermione took over an entire table after breakfast,
drawing up revision timetables and colour-coding her notes.

“Hermione, the exams are ages away,” Myf said, when she figured out
what Hermione was doing.

“Twelve weeks,” Hermione snapped. “That’s not ages, that’s like a
second to Nicolas Flamel.”

“But we’re not six hundred years old. Anyway, what are you revising
for? You already know it all.”

“…What am I revising for? Are you mad? You realise we need to pass
these exams to get into the second year? They’re very important, I
should have started studying a month ago, I don’t know what’s got into
me…”

Myf blinked. “…Hermione, the only high-stakes tests here at Hogwarts
are the GCWEs and the OWLs, and those are four and six years away.
Besides, you’d have to get Unacceptables and Terribles to get held back.
We both know that the odds of you getting either one are basically
nil.”

“Well, sure, that’s true, but—”

“—But you’re incapable of giving anything less than a hundred ten
percent, I know,” Myf finished. “That’s fair. Tell you what, if you draw
up revision schedules for Harry and I that are…let’s say eighty or
ninety percent as busy as the ones you’re drawing up for yourself, we’ll
stick to them and join you, all right? Modulo Harry’s time with his
uncles and Quadball training, I mean.”

“Oh. Sure, I can do that,” Hermione said.

“…Oh, also, are you staying over Easter break?”

“Yeah, why?”

“Harry said something about having us over for Passover; apparently
Sirius is thinking about having a Seder, some kind of celebration or
feast or something. It’d be lunch on the thirtieth, or so he told
me.”



The last week before the Easter break, Dr Sørensen introduced
aoedemancy

“Good morning, class. Today, we’re going to talk about aoedemancy,
the casting of magic through song and dance. It is named after Aoede,
the Greek Muse of voice and song who, it is said, developed this field
in ancient Greece.

“Now, we do teach aoedemancy here at Hogwarts, but it is an OWL-level
course—you would need to achieve Exceeds Expectations in both Charms and
Self Defence GCWEs in order to take it. We’re discussing it this week,
however, to give you an idea of what it is, and we’ll revisit it in
fifth-year so that you can make an informed decision about what you want
to pursue for OWL-levels.

“Aoedemancy has historically seen use on the battlefield, to
invigorate warriors; in hospitals, to aid in recovery; on the stage, to
set the scene; and more. It can have physical effects, as well,
including elemental magic and sound-based effects. The main benefit,
however, is in its ability to influence the mind. One might lull enemy
soldiers to sleep at an opportune moment, or to inspire courage in a
comrade when they are about to falter. Note that, like all mind magic,
mental aoedemancy can be blocked by a skilled occlumencer. It also does
not work on the deaf, so be aware of that.

“There is, however, one requirement to be a successful aoedemancer:
the ability to keep time. Don’t worry about embarrassing yourself this
week; as usual, my classroom is a judgement-free zone.”

Harry tuned out the rest of the lecture and whispered to Myf. “I
guess the stone’s safety rests on whether Quirrell can overcome his
stutter.”

“Safe as houses, then,” she muttered back, with only a trace of
sarcasm. “It could be an act, though…some of the older students have
said he didn’t stutter before he went on sabbatical.”

“Huh. Curiouser and curiouser…”

The remainder of the lesson, and most of Thursday’s, as well, was
spent learning a simple lullaby. As the charm was designed for young
children, Dr Sørensen had brought in a box of puppies. Harry picked it
up fairly readily, though Hermione was frustrated by her own lack of
ability, a rarity for her.



That Saturday, Sirius was waiting for them when Harry, Myf, and
Hermione came down to the Entrance Hall after breakfast. He’d gotten his
hair bleached and put up in to a mohawk, dyed the colours of the
rainbow, Harry saw.

“Hey, Uncle Sirius,” Harry said, giving him a hug. “Love the hair. Is
that magic…?”

“Nope. Popped in to London, found a mundane hairstylist and had it
done up there. Took several hours, too.”

“It’s really cool,” Myf said.

“Thank you. Ready?”

At everyone’s nods, Sirius led the way. He inquired after their
schooling, and they chattered amiably as they walked down to Hogsmeade
village.

The house, when they came in, smelled heavenly. Remus was sprawled on
the couch, as usual, and Harry trotted over to give him a hug. “Hey,
pup,” Remus said. “I guess this means I need to get up, huh. Myfanwy,
Hermione, you might as well go have a seat at the table. Mind giving me
a hand, pup?”

Harry grinned and handed Remus his cane as he sat up. Remus grabbed
the hand he offered, and with a grunt of effort finally came to his
feet, leaning heavily on his cane. Harry rewarded this with another hug,
and they slowly walked in to the kitchen together.

The table was set for five, and it was clear that Sirius had pulled
out all the stops. Some of the dishes were unfamiliar to Harry, but
there was a brisket, devilled eggs, salad, and a roast chicken,
alongside some light tan patties and a pot of soup. At each place was a
plate with six shallow compartments surrounding a seventh. Each plate
held a bundle of parsley, an egg, a lamb’s shank bone, a piece of
horseradish, charoset1, and a piece of matzah2,
with an orange sitting in the centre. There was also a ramekin of water,
as well as wine glasses and, at Sirius’s place (which he soon occupied),
two bottles of fruit juice. In addition to all of that, there was, Harry
noticed, a small pamphlet at each place.

“Before we begin,” Sirius said, “I want to thank you for choosing to
join us today, Myfanwy and Hermione. Truly.”

Myf’s ears turned a little pink, but she and Hermione nodded. “Thank
you for having us,” Myf said.

Sirius nodded back, then cleared his throat, picked up the pamphlet
at his place, and began.

“Passover celebrates freedom and liberation from bondage. The Hebrew
word for Egypt, ‘Mitzrayim’, reminds us of the word ‘metzar’—‘strait’ or
‘narrow place’. We gather together to celebrate not only the Exodus from
Egypt, but also our own coming out from narrow places.

“Our journey today isn’t so different from the narrative journey Jews
take each year gathered around the Seder3 table. We’ll
tell stories of the Israelites’ hasty departure from Egypt and of their
miraculous passage through the Sea. We’ll sing of how G?d liberated
Israel with a mighty hand and an outstretched arm. We’ll ask questions
and, through the symbols and tastes of the Passover meal, begin to
answer them—using the words of an evolving Jewish tradition and bringing
our whole selves, all of our accumulated experience, with us to the
table.

“In some ways, this Seder3 is like any
other Seder3. And yet, today is different.
Today, we especially honour those too often marginalised and ignored. We
gather as a fully inclusive family, with special attention to our queer
community.

“This haggadah4 comprises songs, blessings, and readings culled
from several sources—from the Rabbinic Passover Seder3 to contemporary queer haggadot4 produced by queer organisations and synagogues.
It is a Seder3 for all of us.

“We celebrate Passover—Pesach—as a commemoration of events long past.
We recall the years of bitter bondage. We remember that final, terrible
plague which “passed over”—pasach—the homes of the Israelites, who would
that very night leave Egypt, their dough still unleavened. Tonight, we
listen to voices that have been too long passed over, and we call out
for stories of Exodus, of yetziah. These are stories of going forth in
to freedom. Stories of coming out.

“Each year, Jews at Seder3 tables
across the world dutifully recite the first of four traditional
questions: Why is this night different from all other nights? But, in
Hebrew, the question omits the word ‘why’, asking instead, ‘Mah
nishtanah ha-laila hazeh mikol ha-leilot?’ What differentiates
this night from all other nights?

“Why don’t you celebrate Christmas? Why don’t you date girls? Why are
you in the ‘wrong’ bathroom? Why won’t you just eat a cheeseburger? Why
can’t you make up your mind between gay and straight? Why don’t you keep
kosher? Why do you have to ‘flaunt’ your difference?

“Sometimes ‘why’ questions put us on the defencive. We worry that we
have to justify our difference, or even our very existence. Sometimes we
feel we have to squeeze ourselves in to a very narrow definition of what
it means to be Jewish. Sometimes ‘why’ questions imply a value
judgement: why are you this ‘strange’ way rather than that ‘normal’ way?
Why are you different, unusual, problematic, ‘queer’? Why can’t you just
fit in?

“Our Seder3 today is a little queer,
for today, we need not explain why each of us is different. We need only
come to the table prepared and open to share and to celebrate what
distinguishes us, one from the other.”

Sirius smiled at Remus, and together they sang hineh mah tov,
with Harry joining in from the second verse. When they concluded, Sirius
began reading from the pamphlet again.

“As we bathe in the light of these candles, we remember all the
candles we’ve lit as Jews, as queer people and allies, and those who
struggle for freedom. Shabbat candles. Yahrzeit5 candles. Candles at AIDS vigils. And candles at
Take Back the Night Marches.

“As we share in the light of these candles, we rededicate the flame
each of us carries within, that small reflection of the Creator’s light
that is ours to use as a beacon in our work of tikkun olam, repairing
the world.

“We rededicate this small spark that we can use as a match to give
light to the hopes and dreams of all people.”

Sirius stood up, wand in hand. “Blessed are you, Adonai our G?d,
spirit of the universe, who sanctified us with the commandments, and
commanded us to kindle the festival lights,” he recited, and swished his
wand, igniting the candles at the centre of the table. “We read this
next part together.”

“We include on our Seder3 table Kos
Miryam, Miriam’s Cup. Legend tells of a mysterious well filled with
living waters that followed the Israelites through their wandering in
the desert while Miriam was alive.”

Sirius picked up an ornate goblet that had sat at the centre of the
table, and tipped some of the water from his glass in to it, then passed
it on to Remus. As it made its way around the table, it slowly filled up
with water, and Sirius continued.

“In every generation, we experience both oppression and liberation.
In our wanderings, both as a people and as individuals, Miriam’s well
still accompanies us as a sustaining presence in the desert, enabling us
not just to survive, but to thrive.

“Miriam’s well reminds us that our journey has both direction and
destination—to a place where freedom is proclaimed for all. A land
flowing with milk and honey.”

Sirius raised the goblet. “And we say together… Zot kos Miryam, kos
mayim chayim, zeicher litziat Mitzrayim. This is the cup of Miriam, the
cup of living waters, a remembrance of the Exodus from Egypt. May the
cup of Miriam refresh and inspire us as we embark on our journey through
the haggadah4.”

He set the goblet down in the centre of the tablet, then sat once
more. “We all know each other by now, at least a little bit, but let’s
take a moment to talk about what brought us here, either today or in
general. Or perhaps share an ancestor or teacher whose memory you carry
with you. And, share something that distinguishes you from others.

“I am Sirius Black, Harry’s godfather. I am the last living member of
the Noble and Most Ancient House of Black outside of Azkaban, one of the
so-called ‘Sacred Twenty-Eight’ pureblood families of Britain. I was
always, heh, the black sheep of the family, having first refused to
treat my family’s bonded servant, Kreacher, as anything less than a
person worthy of dignity and respect. When I came to Hogwarts, I was the
only member of House Black to have been sorted in to Gryffindor in a
very long time.

“I met Remus, James, Lily, and the rat that fateful day. Harry
reminds me a lot of what Remus was like, back then, if I’m honest. James
was a bit of a prat, though in fairness to him, so was I. The rat,
well…James knew him from primary school, and they came as a set. We more
or less forced our friendship on to Remus, but after a while he warmed
up to us and we were inseparable since. Lily wasn’t too fond of our
pranks, and for a while she was sweet on a Slytherin boy she knew from
before. The boy fell in with a bad crowd, and eventually he called her a
‘mudblood’—that’s an anti-mundane slur, so you’re aware—and she ditched
him for good. These days, he’s your Potions teacher, more’s the
pity.

“Lily was mostly James’s sweetheart, but she liked the rest of us
too, when we weren’t being prats. We were tight-knit, and each of us
would have done anything for the others. Anyway… That’s enough from me,
for now. Remus?”

Remus snorted. “He basically gave the rundown of why I’m here, too,
except for the part where he encountered some Jews as a teenager after
he ran away from home. They made quite an impression on him, too, they
did, and he ended up converting a few years later. Partially that was
because it was yet another way to rebel against his family’s myriad
bigotries, but also…well. The Jewish community welcomed him, and gave
him a guiding star that wasn’t just rejecting everything his family
stood for. I ended up converting, too, though I haven’t been terribly
observant. Didn’t feel very compelling when I was the last one standing.
Now, though… Harry?”

Harry thought for a moment, then shrugged. “I’m not gonna go in to
the details, but…I was in a bad place for a very long time. Beaten,
starved, in every way made aware that I didn’t deserve to be loved, and
that I should be grateful for whatever I did get. When Hagrid came and
gave me my Hogwarts letter, that all changed. He was the first person I
knew who seemed to care about me for myself. He got me out. Then
Professor McGonagall introduced me to Uncle Remus, a few days after
that. I… He…” Harry cleared his throat. “Every day I get to spend time
with him, he reminds me of how much he cares. Sometimes it’s just
snuggling on the couch for an hour, sometimes it’s giving me space to be
myself, sometimes a surprise cup of hot cocoa or apple cider, or a
snack… My home isn’t a place, it’s a person. And I don’t know where I’d
be, if not for Hagrid, or Hogwarts, or Uncle Remus. But…I’m here, today,
because he took me in.”

Myf was a bit wide-eyed when Harry finished. “Well…I, for one, am
glad you’re here,” she said after a moment. “My turn, I guess. Hm. Well,
I’m here today mostly just as an accident of fate, I reckon. I was
trying to find a compartment to join on the Hogwarts Express, and
Harry’s the only one who let me in, which I’m grateful for. As for
something that sets me apart, well… lots of folks’ve cracked mirrors. I
reckon I’m the only one who was cracked by one.”

“Pfff. That’s one way to look at it,” Hermione said. “I actually
argued my way in to being in Gryffindor. I’m sure I would’ve been
perfectly fine in Ravenclaw, but when I was doing my research before
coming to Hogwarts I came to the realisation that I didn’t want to be
just another brilliant Ravenclaw girl. There’s nothing wrong
with being a brilliant Ravenclaw girl, mind; it just felt like
Gryffindor would be a better fit. I’m happy to say that, thus far, I’m
right. I have three talented witches for friends, even if two of them
don’t quite see it for themselves yet. And I knocked out a troll last
year.”

Sirius snorted. “Not many witches can say they did that their first
year at Hogwarts, Hermione. All right, let us recite together…”

“Blessed are you, Adonai our G?d, spirit of the universe, who has
made all creatures different.”

He continued, “Today, our four cups are dedicated to yetziah—going
forth, coming out. We invite members of our community to share a story
before dedicating each cup. All right, apple juice for myself and
Remus…anyone else?” Hermione held her wine glass out, and Sirius filled
it with apple juice. Harry and Myf opted for the grape juice.

“Hm. It’s weird, thinking back on those days, but I actually hadn’t
expected to be sexually attracted to anybody when I was a teenager,”
Remus said. “I liked James, Sirius, the rat, and Lily, but I mostly just
wanted to hang out with them, I did. Partially, I guess, it was because
I didn’t dare let myself get entangled with anyone. It was the custom of
my people, back then, to arrange marriages, and my mother was quite
firm, she was, that I would not marry anyone ‘unsuitable’. Of course, we
had very different ideas of what constituted ‘suitability’, and that led
to a few rows. But mostly it was just…I don’t generally find people
sexually attractive. I didn’t know until much later that there was a
term for people like me: asexual. I explained that to them in,
oh…third-year, I think it was?

“Then my best friends, except for Lily because she was still out on
the wings at the time, did something exceptionally foolish and brave in
fifth-year, and…after that, we were partners, not just best friends.
‘Friends with benefits’ doesn’t really cover it, but it comes
close.”

“And I think we’re going to leave it at that,” Sirius said firmly. “I
might as well come clean to you all, but this stays in this room,
Myfanwy and Hermione.”

“I swear by my word as Weasley that I will keep this conversation in
confidence,” Myf said, and Hermione echoed her.

“James, the rat, and I became Animagi our fifth year. We didn’t
register, however, although I probably will, soon, if only so it doesn’t
hang over my head forever. My Animagus form is a large, black German
Shepherd, whereas James’s was a white-tail stag. The rat’s you know, of
course.”

Harry, Myf, and Hermione nodded. “And Remus?” Hermione asked.

“He didn’t participate in the ritual, and in fact we didn’t mention
it to him until after we’d finished,” Sirius said. “And that was a
trick, let me tell you.”

“I’m still amazed you managed to keep that leaf in your mouth for an
entire month without my being any the wiser,” Remus said. “Mind you,
that part of the ritual is disgusting to contemplate.”

“Yeah, and you didn’t have to taste the bloody leaf. Bleh. All right,
wine glasses up.” Sirius recited the blessing, “Baruch atah Adonai,
eloheinu ruach ha’olam, borei p’ri hagafen. Blessed are you, Adonai our
G?D, who created the fruit of the vine. All together now…”

“Blessed are you, Adonai our G?d, spirit of the universe, who has
called us to your service and made us holy with your mitzvot, and given
us, Adonai our G?d, in love, the festivals for happiness, the holidays
and seasons for rejoicing, this day of the festival of matzot, season of
our freedom, a holy convocation, a remembrance of the going-out from
Egypt. For you have called to us, and made us holy for your service, and
your holy festivals, in happiness and joy, you have given us, to have
and to hand on. Blessed are you, Adonai, who raises up to holiness the
people Israel and their festival times.

“Baruch atah Adonai, eloheinu ruach ha’olam, shehecheyanu,
v’kiy’manu, v’higiyanu lazman hazeh. Blessed are you, Adonai our G?d,
spirit of the universe, who enlivened us, sustained us, and enabled us
to reach this season.”

They drank from their wine glasses, and Sirius began once more. “In
Hebrew, urchatz means ‘washing’ or ‘cleansing’. In Aramaic, sister
language to Hebrew, urchatz means ‘trusting’. As we wash each others’
hands, we reflect on this act of trust and welcoming, recalling the
sources of hope and trust we want to bring in to the world for ourselves
and each other.”

From under the table, Sirius pulled out a medium-sized bowl, within
which was water and a wash-cloth. He set the bowl down on the table
between himself and Remus, and washed Remus’s hands with the wash-cloth.
When he was finished, Remus moved the bowl, and did likewise with
Harry’s, and on it went around the table, until Hermione washed
Sirius’s. He put the bowl back under the table, then stood, holding up
the horseradish that was on his plate.

“We dip the maror, the bitter herbs, twice in saltwater, symbolising
the tears of the people Israel under enslavement,” he said, then did so,
taking a bite of the horseradish afterward. “That’s what’s in the
ramekins, if you were wondering.”

When everyone had done so, he continued. “And now we break the middle
piece of matzah2, and it becomes the
afikomen6; finding it will end our
Seder3 today. No prayer is recited before
we break the middle matzah2. This is a
silent act. We realise that, like the broken matzah2, we are all incomplete, with prayers yet to be
fulfilled, promises still to be redeemed.”

He pulled the middle matzah2 out of the
stack in the centre of the table and snapped it cleanly in half. One
half he folded in to a napkin. “Cover your eyes, please,” he said, and
once everyone complied, he left to hide the napkin-wrapped matzah2 that had become the afikomen6. A few minutes later, he came back in. “That’s
done. Later, when I tell you to, you kids get to go find it. And now, we
raise our matzah2 and we sing ha’lachma
anya…”

Sirius and Remus sang it together, and then they all recited, “This
is the bread of affliction which our ancestors ate in the land of Egypt.
Let all who are hungry come and eat. Let all who are needy come and and
celebrate Passover. Now we are here; next year may we be in Israel. Now
we are slaves; next year may we be free.”

Sirius spoke once more, “Questions, even the the most irreverent,
seed the freedom that we celebrate tonight. When G?d, taking Abraham in
to his confidence, announced the destruction of Sodom and Gomorrah, the
man responded with rebellion. ‘Heaven forbid you to do a thing like
this, to deal death to the innocent along with the guilty. Heaven forbid
for you! Will not the Judge of all the earth do justice?!’

“The irreverence displayed here takes the breath away. But even more
breathtaking is the divine response. G?d doesn’t consume G?d’s
inquisitor in a pillar of fire. Instead, G?d submits to Abraham’s
questioning. Had G?d instead flamed up in aggrieved piety, then the
story we tell could never have been written, not a word of it.

“Perhaps today there is one who sits at the table, harbouring an
irreverent question, one that challenges the assumptions that have
brought us to this table for many generations. If the struggles with
their question lead them away from the answers of their ancestors, what
then? Must lineage dictate the child’s interpretation of the world?

“If any of you have questions before we get to the Four Questions,
now’s your opportunity. This room is a judgement-free zone.”

After a few moments, when it seemed like nobody had any, Sirius
continued, “All right. Well, if you think of any, feel free to ask
them.”

He and Remus proceeded to sing mah nishtanah,
then he began reading from the haggadah4
again.

“What differentiates this night from all other nights? On all other
nights, we eat chametz—leavened bread—and matzah2. Tonight, why only matzah2? On all other nights, we eat any kind of herb.
Tonight, why bitter herbs? On all other nights, we do not dip even once.
Tonight, why do we dip the greens twice? On all other nights, we eat
sitting or reclining. Tonight, why do we all recline?

“In addition to the Four Questions, today we ask ourselves a fifth.
We are commanded to celebrate as if each one of us were personally
liberated from Egypt. In the next year, how do you hope to bring
yourself closer to your place of freedom?”

Harry held up a hand, and Sirius paused invitingly. “Well,” Harry
said, looking around. “I’d say I already found my place of freedom, I
think. How much freer might I be than this, where I’m allowed to be a
kid? To play games, read, snuggle with someone I love, learn and
practice magic?”

Remus chuckled. “He has a point, nishmati7. Mostly.”

Sirius rolled his eyes. “We’ll discuss the ‘mostly’ another time, I
think. You’re right, though, Harry. Kids don’t have to worry about the
cost of food, or finding a job, or making rent. On the other hand, you
do also have responsibilities. To me and Remus, and to your teachers at
Hogwarts. But, by learning and growing, you’ll win yourself free of even
those, in time.”

“That’s true, yeah,” Harry allowed. “Carry on.”

“And let us recite together,” Sirius said.

“We were slaves to Pharaoh in Egypt, but Adonai our G?d brought us
out with a mighty hand and an outstretched arm. Had not G?d brought our
ancestors out of Egypt, then we, our children, and our grandchildren
would still be enslaved to Pharaoh in Egypt. Even if we were wise and
perceptive, experienced, and versed in Torah, it would still be our duty
to tell about the Exodus from Egypt.”

Sirius continued, “Four times the Torah speaks about children in
connection with the telling of the Exodus story, but nothing is said
about the character of these children. Rabbinic midrash viewed these
passages as representing different types of children: One who is wise,
one who is wicked, one who is simple, and one who does not know enough
to ask.

“Yet we know that no child is all wise, all wicked, all simple, or
incapable of asking anything. At different points in our lives, we have
been all of these children: One who is eager, one who is hostile, one
who is passive, and one who is bewildered.

“We have asked the cleverest of questions; we have challenged
provocatively; we have simply wanted to know the answer; we have been so
confused that we could not speak. We have been all of these children:
One who is aware, one who is alienated, one who is direct, and one who
is silent.

“Here, I will offer an abridged version of the story of Exodus, as
told in Torah, to be sure that everyone at this table knows.

“‘A new king arose over Egypt who did not know Joseph.’ Pharaoh
subjected the people Israel to hard labour and bitter bondage—yet, the
more they were oppressed, the more they increased and spread out. And so
Pharaoh ordered Shifra and Puah, the Hebrew midwives, to drown all male
Hebrew children in the waters of the Nile. But these brave women defied
Pharaoh’s edict, and Pharaoh turned instead to his subjects, declaring
that all male Hebrew babies be killed.

“To save her son from this edict, Yocheved hid him in a basket among
the reeds of the Nile, where his sister stood silently watching over as
Pharaoh’s own daughter took the child in, naming him Moses and raising
him as her own. When he had grown up, he killed an Egyptian taskmaster
who had beaten an Israelite slave, and he fled to the desert.

“There in the desert Moses encountered a bush that burned, but was
not consumed by the flames. ‘I am the G?d of your ancestors—the G?d of
Abraham, the G?d of Isaac, the G?d of Jacob,’ said a Voice. And Moses
heeded Adonai’s command, returning to Egypt and demanding of the Pharaoh
to let G?d’s people go.

“But Pharaoh would not listen, stiffening his heart against the cries
of a people enslaved and against the pleas of Moses. G?d hardened
Pharaoh’s heart. Again and again, Pharaoh refused to let the people go,
until G?d performed such signs and wonders as had never been experienced
before, bringing plague after plague upon Pharaoh and his people.

“As we recite the names of the ten plagues, we take a drop of juice
with each name.”

“These are the ten plagues which G?d brought down upon Egypt,” they
recited. “Dam, blood. Tsfardea, frog. Kinim, lice. Arov, beasts. Dever,
cattle plague. Sh’chin, boils. Barad, hail. Arbeh, locusts. Choshech,
darkness. Makat b’chorot, death of the firstborn.”

Sirius continued, “‘In the middle of the night the Eternal struck
down all the first-born in the land of Egypt. And Pharaoh arose in the
night because there was a loud cry in Egypt; for there was no house
where there was not someone dead.’

“Death and destruction had passed over the homes of the Israelites,
their doorways and lintels smeared with lamb’s blood. And on that long
and terrible night, the people Israel fled Egypt, their bread
unleavened, fleeing into the desert until they reached the shores of the
Sea.

“Suddenly they heard Pharaoh’s chariots fast upon them. And G?d told
Moses to stretch out his staff over the waters. And all through the
night the wind blew, and the sea parted, and so Israel traversed the
sea, with the waters like a wall to their right and to their left.

“Behind them Pharaoh’s chariots pursued, but G?d caused the waters to
return upon them, drowning them in the waters, just as Pharaoh’s edict
had drowned the Hebrew children in the waters of the Nile.

“‘Then Miriam, the prophetess, Aaron’s sister, took a timbrel in her
hand, and all the women went after her in dance with timbrels. And
Miriam chanted for them: Sing to Adonai, for G?d has triumphed
gloriously; horse and driver G?d has hurled into the sea.’”

Sirius and Remus sang dayenu together,
and Sirius continued once more.

“G?d did all this for our ancestors and for us. Therefore we should
work, speak out, strive, and fight for the redemption of all the people
of the world, as it is written: ‘You shall not oppress a stranger, for
you know the feelings of the stranger, having yourselves been strangers
in the land of Egypt.’

“Does anyone have a coming-out story they’d like to share?”

Hermione stood. “Except for Sirius, you all were there the last time
I came out. But that was not, of course, the first time. I came out to
my parents when I was about seven. They, hm. To be blunt, they humoured
me, bought me dresses and such, and went through the motions. Even
helped me pick out a new name. But I’ve overheard them deadnaming and
misgendering me to other folks, so I know they don’t
understand; I think they think it’s just a phase that I’ll grow out of.
But I’m not their son who’s going to grow up to be a doctor or
a lawyer, damnit. I was ecstatic when I got my Hogwarts letter,
since it meant I could chart my own path, become who I choose
to be.”

“I’m sorry to hear that, Hermione,” Sirius said when she sat down
again. “You have the support of the Noble and Most Ancient House of
Black, should you need it, and I assume from Harry’s expression that he
offered the support of House Potter. That being said, finish your juice,
folks, it’s time for the second dedication.”

Sirius refilled their wine glasses, and they all lifted them and
recited, “Baruch atah Adonai, eloheinu ruach ha’olam, borei p’ri
hagafen. Blessed are you, Adonai our G?d, spirit of the universe, who
created the fruit of the vine.”

Sirius continued, “Our Seder3 plate
holds ancient and contemporary symbols, reminding us of our people’s
Exodus from Egypt and calling us to the ethical treatment of neighbour
and stranger alike.” He held up the parsley. “Greens represent new
growth, and our own potential to reinvent ourselves, to sink our roots
deep in to the earth, and to reach always toward the light. We dipped
this potential in to the salt water of our tears, both now and in times
past.”

Sirius put the parsley down, and held up the egg in its place. “The
egg brings to mind rebirth and the cycle of the seasons; it calls us to
consider our own generative possibilities: what will we create in our
own lifetime?”

He switched to the shank bone. “The lamb shank represents the
sacrifices we have made to survive. Hiding our authentic selves, risking
the revelation of the truth, entering a Jewish community where we
weren’t sure we’d be welcomed—each of us has made sacrifices that
brought us here.”

He held up the horseradish again. “We taste the bitter herb to remind
us of the bitterness of Egyptian bondage. It stings, bringing tears to
our eyes, as we recall contemporary discrimination.”

He pointed to the charoset1. “This
charoset1 represents the mortar that bound
the bricks our ancestors laboured to make for Pharaoh, and reminds us of
the vibrant new communities we are building today.”

Sirius held up the matzah2. “The
unleavened bread reminds us of life’s brittleness. Too many among us
come here with flattened hearts. May today’s Seder3 enable our spirits to rise.”

Finally, he held up the orange. “And our Seder3 plate contains another symbol: the orange. A new
and growing tradition, the orange represents the notion that there
is—there must be—a place at the table for all of us, regardless of
gender, gender identity, or sexual orientation. As Jews, we constantly
recreate ourselves; our symbol is a fruit that carries within the seeds
of its own rebirth.”

He put the orange down, and pulled out the bowl of water out from
under the table again. “One more handwashing…” The bowl and wash-cloth
was passed around the table again, each person washing the hands of the
person to their left, until it came to Sirius once more. “And we recite
together…”

“Baruch atah Adonai, eloheinu ruach ha’olam, asher kid’shanu
b’mitzvotav, v’tzivanu al netilat yadayim. Blessed are you, Adonai our
G?d, spirit of the universe, who sanctified us with the commandments and
commanded us concerning the washing of hands.”

“We bless and eat the matzah2,” he
said, and they recited, “Baruch atah Adonai, eloheinu ruach ha’olam,
ha’motzi lechem min ha’aretz. Blessed are you, Adonai our G?d, spirit of
the universe, who brings forth bread from the earth. Baruch atah Adonai,
eloheinu ruach ha’olam, asher kid’shanu b’mitzvotav v’tzivanu al achilat
matzah. Blessed are you, Adonai our G?d, spirit of the universe, who
sanctifies us with commandments and commands us concerning the eating of
matzah.”

“We bless and eat the maror,” Sirius said, and they recited, “Baruch
atah Adonai, eloheinu ruach ha’olam, asher kid’shanu b’mitzvotav
v’tzivanu al achilat maror. Blessed are you, Adonai our G?d, spirit of
the universe, who sanctified us with the commandments and commanded us
concerning the eating of bitter herbs.”

“And we make a sandwich of the matzah, the maror, and the
charoset.

“Perhaps this sandwich reminds us of Hillel’s practice in the days of
the Temple, when he would fulfil the Torah’s statement—that the people
Israel would eat the Passover sacrifice with unleavened bread and bitter
herbs.

“Perhaps, too, it reminds us of aspects of this very community, or of
ourselves—bitter and cracked surfaces that give way to the sharp, fresh
evidence of our labours in the world, tempered with sweetness combined
from many sources. We are bitter and sweet, stubborn and giving. It is
with our diversity that we begin our festive meal.”

“Dig in, folks,” Sirius said after he finished reading from the
haggadah4.

“…What’s that?” Myf asked, pointing at the gefilte fish.

“It’s gefilte fish,” Remus said. “Basically, it’s kind of like a fish
patty, and it’s a traditional part of the Passover meal proper. I
believe this one’s savoury?” At Sirius’s nod, Remus continued,
“So you may or may not like it. Don’t worry if you don’t, I’ll eat
whatever you don’t.”

Myf tried a bite. “…Hm. It’s edible, anyway.”

Harry, after he gathered a little of everything on the meal plate
that had been under the Seder plate, tried a bite next, and spat it out
almost immediately after. “Texture, sorry.”

“Don’t apologise for things outside of your control, pup,” Remus
said. “However, next time you need to spit something out, do it in to a
napkin, not on to your plate, please?”

“Oh. Right, sorry, Uncle Remus.”

Seeing Sirius’s raised eyebrow, Remus went on, quietly enough that
only he could hear, “I’ll explain later, Pads.”

“For what it’s worth, normally I don’t do gefilte fish,” Sirius said.
“A lot of folks aren’t a fan, and there’s no real point in having a dish
nobody’s going to eat, so this is the only time you Gentiles are going
to encounter it in our house.”

“What’s ‘Gentile’ mean?” Hermione asked.

“‘Non-Jew’,” Remus said. “You may also hear ‘goy’ or ‘goyim’, which
are Hebrew words which also mean ‘non-Jew’. Some folks prefer one over
the other; we’re not really fans of ‘goy’ because it puts us in mind of
‘Muggle’, which is a pejorative way to describe mundane folks, people
who don’t have magic and weren’t born to witches.”

“Mum’s not a fan of ‘Muggle’,” Myf said. “She doesn’t really like
‘mundane’ either, but there’s the whole, um, ‘euphemism treadmill’
issue, she says, and at least ‘mundane’ is purely descriptive. Over in
the United States, witches use ‘no-maj’, which…I mean, I guess that also
works, but it sticks out almost as badly as ‘Muggle’ does.”

“Honestly, witches could stand to learn a lot from mundane folks,”
Hermione said. “I realise it’s only been about six months since I joined
magical society, but there seems to be a lack of…generalisation, in a
word. Each problem you encounter has a specific solution, and if that
solution doesn’t work, you tend to flounder. Once in a while, you get
innovators like Harry’s grandfather, Fleamont, but they’re pretty rare
compared to mundane innovators.”

“And therein lies the Potters’ historical support for mundane-born
witches. The Weasleys’, too,” Sirius said, nodding. “It’s one of the
reasons why Myfanwy’s father is in the Office of Mundane Artefacts,
although he mainly deals with cases where artefacts, mundane or
otherwise, have gotten in to the hands of mundane folks.”

The conversation flowed from there as they ate. Harry tried a little
of everything, though he was hesitant about the devilled eggs and the
matzo ball soup, of which he had only one and a little, respectively.
The sticking point came when he tried one of the sauces meant to go with
the roast chicken, a sweet and sour sauce that looked like and, in fact,
contained ketchup. Immediately after the very different flavour hit him,
he gagged and started coughing. Remus looked up, then pulled out his
wand and flicked it, causing a bucket to materialise next to Harry just
in case. Fortunately, he was able to regain his composure after a few
moments. “Sorry, sorry…” Harry mumbled.

“What was it?” Remus asked quietly.

“The, um, red sauce for the chicken,” Harry said. “Thought it was
ketchup.”

“Ah, I see. Sirius had warned me about it, but…it didn’t occur to me
to warn you about it, since I figured you’d have encountered a sweet and
sour sauce already. Do you think you’ll be able to continue, or…?”

“Um…probably not,” Harry said after a moment. “Sorry, Uncle
Remus.”

“No need to apologise for something you can’t help, pup.”

Once it was obvious that everyone else had eaten their fill, Sirius
stood once more. “All right, it’s time to find the afikomen. I have a
box of chocolate frogs for whoever finds it.”

Harry, Myf, and Hermione scattered, and Remus chuckled. “Ah, the
energy of youth,” he said quietly.

“Oh? Who was it I saw zooming around the field on the far side of the
forest last night, hmm?” Sirius quirked an eyebrow.

“I have no idea who you could possibly be referring to,” Remus said
innocently.

“Found it!” Myf called a moment later, and soon they were all at the
table again. Sirius exchanged the afikomen6 for the box of chocolate frogs he’d pulled out
from under the table.

“We recite the blessing after the meal,” Sirius said, and they did:
“B’rich rachamana, rucha d’alma marei d’hai pita. Blessed is the
Merciful One, spirit of the universe, master of this bread.”

“One more coming-out story, and then we fill and dedicate the third
cup,” Sirius said. “And remember, this is a judgement-free zone;
anything you say here remains here.”

He looked around. “Nobody? Well. In that case, about a year or so
before Remus came out as ace, I realised I was gay. Only woman
I was ever attracted to was Lily. The one and only actual fight I ever
had with James was whether that made me bi or not, when I came out.”

“Heh. I remember that, I do,” Remus said. “Took me and the rat what
felt like ages to get you two to talk to each other again. About a week,
I think?”

“Something like that, yeah. Of course, when I came out to my family,
well. That was just before I ran away to live with James and his family.
They understood, of course. Honestly, I think the only reason my mum
left everything to me is because there was nobody else she
could leave it all to, if she wanted the House to remain. All
right, time to drain and refresh our wine glasses and then recite the
blessing again.”

After the wine glasses were refilled, they recited, “Baruch atah
Adonai, eloheinu ruach ha’olam, borei p’ri hagafen. Blessed are you,
Adonai our G?d, who created the fruit of the vine.”

Sirius pulled out his wand and swished it, causing a plate of
blondies to levitate over from the kitchen counter. “Anyone want a
blondie? It’s like a brownie, except with vanilla rather than
chocolate.”

They all accepted one, and he levitated the plate back, exchanging it
with a plate of peanut butter cookies, the contents of which vanished in
fairly short order.

“All right, a few more things and then we’re actually done,”
Sirius said. “All together now…”

“We cannot forget those who remain behind in any land—any
environment—of persecution, fearful of antisemitism, religious
intolerance, homophobia, or bigotry of any kind. To those still seeking
liberty of life, to those striving courageously to build a community,
and to those of all humankind that strive to live a free and equal
existence with all people of the world, we pledge our continued
vigilance, support, and solidarity.

“And we take a breath in silence before blessing this, our fourth
cup, to honour those who are as yet unable to emerge from their narrow
straits.

“Baruch atah Adonai, eloheinu ruach ha’olam, borei p’ri hagafen.
Blessed are you, Adonai our G?d, who created the fruit of the vine.”
They lifted their wine glasses for the fourth and final time, and
drank.

“We open the door for Elijah,” Sirius said, “that mysterious prophet
whom tradition promises will resolve every dispute, smooth over every
conflict, and reveal the Messianic Age—a time of peace and security for
all of us. Today we voice our wish for peace and wholeness through the
words of Jewish artist Judy Chicago, to remind us that Judaism has much
to teach—and much to learn from—the wide world.” Sirius paused here,
giving Harry a significant look; after he returned from opening the back
door, Sirius continued. “Altogether, one last time…”


And then all that has divided us will merge. And then compassion will
be wedded to power. And then softness will come to a world that is harsh
and unkind. And then both men and women will be gentle. And then both
women and men will be strong. And then no person will be subject to
another’s will. And then all will be rich and free and varied. And then
the greed of some will give way to the needs of many. And then all will
share equally in the earth’s abundance. And then all will care for the
sick and the weak and the old. And then all will nourish the young. And
then all will cherish life’s creatures. And then all will live in
harmony with each other and the earth. And then everywhere will be
called Eden once again.



“And we conclude, in unison,” Sirius said.

“May slavery give way to freedom. May hate give way to love. May
ignorance give way to wisdom. May despair give way to hope. Next year,
at this time, may everyone, everywhere, be free! L’shana ha-ba’ah
b’Yirushalayim, next year in Jerusalem!”

Sirius smiled. “It is also our task, as Jews, to count the Omer, the
forty-nine days between the onset of Passover and the giving of Torah at
Mount Sinai. The count begins with day one of the Omer being the second
night, last night, of Passover. Because our Seder today is being held
during the day rather than after sunset, we do not perform the blessing.
Hayom yom echad la’Omer. Today is one day of the Omer.”

Notes


	[bookmark: fn1]Hebrew. (חֲרֹסֶת) A paste made of fruits and nuts,
which is eaten at Passover. It represents the mortar the Israelites used
during their enslavement in Egypt.

	[bookmark: fn2]Hebrew. (מַצָּה) Thin, unleavened bread, primarily
eaten at Passover.

	[bookmark: fn3]Hebrew. (סֵדֶר) Literally ‘order’. The Passover
meal.

	[bookmark: fn4]Hebrew. (הַגָּדָה) A story, told by someone else. The
text read at Passover.

	[bookmark: fn5]Yiddish. (יאָרצײַט) The anniversary of someone’s
death, usually a parent’s or sibling’s, often marked by the lighting of
a memorial candle.

	[bookmark: fn6]Yiddish. (אַפֿיקומן) The broken-off piece of matzah,
the finding of which marks the close of the Passover meal.

	[bookmark: fn7]Hebrew. (נִשְׁמָתִי) Literally, “my soul.”



I was initially at a loss as to what Harry, Remus, and Sirius were
going to do for Easter break, then I looked at my calendar and realised
that, one, Passover is right there, and two, of course Sirius
is going to want to celebrate it. And a Seder with only three people
isn’t really much of a Seder.

I imagine that this one is especially poignant for Sirius, since he
recently escaped his own metzar, his own narrow place, having been
framed for the murders of three of his partners (and twelve mundanes).
Ten years is a long time, and he’s probably thinking, too, about the
connections that have withered away while he was imprisoned.

	
		
			Notes for Chapter Nineteen

			For wolves, singing (what we’d call howling) is a bonding activity,
and they sing for a variety of reasons, just like we humans do. Lag
BaOmer is celebrated by joyous activities, most prominently singing, so
naturally our nascent pack is going to do exactly that.

This chapter was beta-read by HeraGuin.
Go check out her work!

			
			
			Family Matter

			Chapter Nineteen

		
Harry didn’t join Remus and Sirius that night for the full moon,
however. They’d discussed the possibility, but ultimately Remus had felt
that it would have risked giving away his lycanthropy. Instead, the
three of them trudged up to Hagrid’s hut on the twenty-seventh of April.
It was a cold night, only a few degrees above freezing, so Harry was
bundled up almost as much as he had been four months prior. He had his
flute poking out of one of his pockets this time, and his wand was in a
plain leather holster hanging off of his belt. Remus wore the same
dressing gown and heavy cloak that he’d worn before, but Sirius was
dressed in denim trousers, a shirt for a metal band, and a light
cardigan.

“Aren’t you cold, Uncle Sirius?” Harry asked as they walked.

“Not particularly,” Sirius said. “Like Remus, having an animal form
alters my metabolism relative to a human without it. I run a little
hotter than normal, for example; dogs are typically in the 37.2 to 38.8
range, and humans fluctuate between 36.4 to 37.6. I’m usually about 38
even, which for a normal human would be a mild fever. No big deal,
really. I’m less vulnerable to human diseases, but more susceptible to
anything dogs and humans can catch, however.”

“So what other ways are you like a dog when you’re bipedal? Professor
McGonagall talked about Animagi briefly on the first lesson, but she
mostly focused on how dangerous the ritual for becoming one was.”

“So, the thing about becoming an Animagus is that you acquire some
traits in your human form based on your animal form’s. I get more
sensitive hearing, a stronger sense of smell, a longer tongue…watch
this.” Sirius turned his head so that Harry could see, and licked the
tip of his own nose. “My palate’s also both more sensitive and less
discerning: I can taste things better, but I’m less bothered by flavours
I used to dislike. On the other hand, I’m about as colour-blind as Remus
when he’s bipedal, and my stomach’s more sensitive than it used to be. I
can still have dairy, Baruch HaShem, but I’m not allowed onions, garlic,
grapes, spinach, alcohol, and so on unless I’m really careful. Remus is
actually slightly worse off there, so that’s why we had apple juice on
Passover.”

“Oh, huh. Yeah, that makes sense,” Harry said. “Do you, um…I know
people who’ve lost limbs sometimes feel like they’re still there. Do you
get that with tails?”

Remus laughed. “We both do, and sometimes that leads to us sitting
weirdly because we’re accommodating tails that aren’t actually there, we
are. There are some magical consequences for having an animal form, too.
I’m immune to almost all Transfiguration, for example, which means I
can’t perform the Animagus ritual; the magic just won’t take root.”

“Huh. Does that apply to Uncle Sirius, or is that specific to
werewolves?”

“A bit,” Sirius said. “He’s not actually completely
immune—it just has to be an effect he’s consciously performing on
himself, otherwise the werewolfy bits go ‘nuh-uh’. In my case,
however, Transfigurations will just behave oddly. If you tried to do one
of the animal-to-object Transfigurations while I was a dog, for example,
I’d be conscious the entire time and deeply uncomfortable until
it got reverted.”

Hagrid was waiting for the three of them when they reached his hut,
and he had a small sack with him. “Evenin’, lads. Had yer potion,
Remus?”

“Aye, took it with lunch, I did,” Remus said.

“Good, good. Harry, good to see yeh still taking it seriously.”

“That was last month, Hagrid,” Sirius said, mock-severely.
Hagrid just gave him a look, with a minute gesture toward Harry that the
boy missed entirely.

“Behave,” Remus muttered quietly enough only Sirius heard him, and
Sirius smirked.

“Righ’, off we go,” Hagrid said, and he led the way. Harry vaguely
recognised the path—it was the same one they’d taken in December, just
without snow on the ground this time.

When they reached the clearing, Harry, Sirius, and Hagrid sat on logs
as Remus slowly made his way out of view. Hearing Remus’s agonised
screams and yelps wasn’t any easier for Harry than it was the first time
he’d heard them, but this time he leaned against Sirius, who put an arm
around him comfortingly.

“Hey again, Uncle Remus,” Harry said when the wolf rejoined them.
Sirius stood up, and stretched.

“Heh. I noticed how much he brightened up when you pattered in to the
clearing, Moony,” Sirius muttered. “Lad’s next best thing to
besotted.”

Remus flicked an ear as he padded over to snuffle Harry, causing the
boy to giggle and then scritch gently behind Remus’s ears. This, in
turn, caused the wolf to wag. Sirius grinned, then, with an effort of
will and a screeeee audible only to Remus, dropped to all fours
as he turned into a very large black dog. He trotted over and nudged
Remus out of the way, snuffling at Harry as well. Unlike Remus, however,
Sirius gave him several sloppy canine kisses and wagged,
doggie-grinning, when Harry protested.

“It’s not fair to Uncle Remus that you get to do that and he can’t,
Uncle Sirius,” Harry said, his tone amused, as he wiped the dog’s saliva
off his face. He pulled his wand out and looked around the clearing,
then, with a weaselled wingardium leviosa, he levitated a
goodly-sized stick in to the air. “Wanna play fetch?”

Immediately, both canines play-bowed and wagged, doggie-grinning,
which caused Harry to giggle as he flicked his wrist, sending the stick
flying a lot further than he would’ve been able to had he used his mere
muscles. They crashed through the brush as they gave chase, each
attempting to shoulder the other to gain an advantage as they competed
to get the stick.

“Clever idea, tha’,” Hagrid said. “An’ I see yeh brought yer flute
with yeh tonight. Learned to play it yet?”

“Haven’t really had the time, if I wanted to spend any with my
uncles,” Harry said. “Can’t be in two places at once.”

“Aye. Remus has perfect pitch, so perhaps yeh could ask him to teach
yeh.” Harry threw the stick with his wand again, this time in a slightly
different direction, Remus having dropped it at his feet with a cheerful
awwruff.

“Oh. I hadn’t thought about that…I know he’s an excellent singer,
however many paw—er, feet he has.”

“Aye,” Hagrid said again. “I sorta forgot ter mention, the flute’s
got a charm on it. It’s designed to degrade gradually as yeh play, so
yeh can learn without sounding like yer stranglin’ cats.”

“Oh! That’s pretty cool!” Sirius dropped the stick at Harry’s feet
this time, and he tossed it once more.

After about an hour and a half, the canines eventually tired of the
game, and they sat next to Harry, bracketing him and wagging contentedly
as he scritched behind their ears. After a moment, Remus began to sing a
wolf-song of joy. Sirius joined in, after a fashion, though his voice
was a bit rougher than Remus’s.

Harry took out his flute, but before he could start playing, Hagrid
said, “Yeh hold it like so; to activate the charm, say ‘musica
practica’.”

Harry did as instructed, and then joined the howl. His flute sounded
puppy-ish compared to Remus and Sirius, but their song brought a smile
to Hagrid’s face all the same.



When Harry woke on Tuesday, there was a note on his night-stand from
Professor McGonagall, excusing him from class for Lag BaOmer (which he
knew from talking with Sirius and Remus was the thirty-third day of the
Omer). He dressed in layers—he knew from the forecast it’d be around 10
that afternoon, though it was still fairly cold.

After breakfast, he and Xenia made their way to the Entrance Hall,
where Sirius was already waiting for him. “Hey, Uncle Sirius,” Harry
said.

“Hey, pup,” Sirius said with a grin. “Xenia looks adorable in that
little sweater you’ve put on her.”

As they walked outside, Harry said, “She does, yeah. Hasn’t tried to
wriggle out of it, either, which is…abnormal for ferrets, apparently.
Figured I’d bring her along, since I’d be out and about during the day
for something that isn’t Herbology, for a change.”

“Makes sense. Enrichment is important for any pet, and…hm, yes, she
is a familiar, though not quite bonded yet. Bonded familiars
can take on several forms, not just the one she’s been born to.”

“They can? What else can bonded familiars do? Hagrid didn’t seem to
know much when we bought her, which…knowing how fond he is of animals is
actually kinda surprising.”

“Not terribly, when you consider that familiars are spirits and not
actually animals. Mind the puddle.”

Harry scooped Xenia up and circumnavigated the puddle so as to avoid
getting her sweater dirty. “Huh. She seems real enough.”

“As long as she assumes a corporeal form, she will be. So, one of the
key things about familiars is that they can serve as a channel for
casting magic, in much the same way that wands are, and they were in
fact very common among witches in the years before wands entered common
practise.”

“So…why do witches use wands, then?” Harry asked curiously. “Seems
like it’d be useful to have a familiar rather than a wand.”

“Oh, there are a variety of reasons,” Sirius said. “Mostly, it’s that
familiars require a blood gift, regularly, though it’s not a lot of
blood and there’s no requirement that it come from any particular part
of your body. Some witches are squeamish about that, and many more would
prefer to just not have that burden. Ah, here we are.”

They entered a clearing, a larger one than the one they’d used on the
Saturday, and Remus was sitting on a log. Harry crossed over immediately
to give him a hug and to join him, not noticing that Hagrid was nearby
as well. Sirius chuckled, amused, and sat down on another log near them,
where a guitar case was waiting.

“Love you,” Harry said quietly when he disengaged.

“Love you too, pup,” Remus said, smiling. “So, today we’re just going
to be out here, singing and being joyful around a bonfire, which Hagrid
has just finished setting up the wood for. I see you’ve brought Xenia
this time.”

There was a fwooosh as Hagrid lit the bonfire. “Have a good time.
Lemme know if summat comes up, yeh know the drill,” he said. “I’ll be
back later ter put it out. Tata for now.”

Harry was going to continue talking, but Sirius began to play on his
guitar, then sang:


I met her in a club down in old Soho,

Where you drink champagne and it tastes just like Coca-Cola

C O L A, Cola…

She walked up to me and asked me to dance,

I asked her her name and in a dark brown voice, she said, “Lola”

L-O-L-A, Lola

Lo-Lo-Lo-Lo-Lola



Remus gave Sirius a look, which the other man returned blandly as he
continued. When he finished, Remus asked, “Why ‘Lola’?”

“Eh. Dunno, honestly. Your turn. Whatcha got?”

“Oseh Shalom, I think,” Remus said. “Ready, pup?”

Harry nodded, and they sang together, only slightly discordant.


Oseh shalom bimromav… Hu ya’aseh shalom aleinu…1



“So, Harry. Any songs you like?” Sirius asked, when they
concluded.

“Um… ‘Don’t Stop Me Now’, I think? Or, um. ‘The Bohemian
Rhapsody’…?”

Remus and Sirius looked at each other for a moment. “Rhapsody, I
think,” Remus said.

“Right, easier. Harry, you have the parts Freddie Mercury sang solo,
all right?” At Harry’s nod, Sirius continued, “On three… One, two,
three…”


Is this the real life?

Is this just fantasy?

Caught in a landslide…

No escape from reality…



And on it went, with each of the three picking a song, Sirius playing
guitar, and all of them singing together. The bonfire crackled merrily,
and when it came time for lunch, it turned out to be beef franks and
other goodies that could be cooked over the fire.

As Harry got ready for bed that evening, he reflected that this was
probably one of the happiest days of his life. Right after the day his
guardianship papers were signed, in fact. There was just…something
special, about spending the day singing joyfully with his family—a
family that cared for him, that loved him, even if sometimes
his brain was sceptical of it.

His brain did, after all, know that Remus was being paid to care for
him.

Notes


	[bookmark: fn1]Hebrew. “May the One who causes peace to reign in
the high heavens, let peace descend on us.”



For what it’s worth, while I don’t have specific playlists for the
pack’s singing session, there is definitely a theme to each person’s
choices. Sirius went for classic rock (mostly), whereas Remus preferred
Hebrew songs, and Harry mainly just went for songs he liked from what
he’s heard on the radio at home and from Remus at bedtime. So it’s very
much possible that he picked The Crone’s Lullaby at some point.

	
		
			Notes for Chapter Twenty

			The obstacle course being solvable by first-year witches is something
that should be extremely concerning for adults who know about the
Philosopher’s Stone and its presence at Hogwarts, so expect Remus and
Sirius to give Dumbles an earful when they hear about this. Another one,
I mean.

This chapter was beta-read by HeraGuin.
Go check out her work!

			
			
			Through the Trapdoor

			Chapter Twenty

		
The weeks leading up to the final Quadball match of the year were
quite hectic, and Harry found his free time vanishing entirely—except
for his weekend visits, which Professor McGonagall personally
explained to Wood were off-limits. Exams were to be held the first two
weeks of June, which meant everyone was revising. Except for
the Weasley twins, that was, but they were busy for other reasons.

Concomitant with revision, however, Harry was starting to feel a dull
ache centred on his curse scar, along with a smug sense of satisfaction
that did not come from himself at all. It got worse when he was in the
Self Defence classroom, which at least suggested that Professor Quirrell
was the source…but how? What connection did he have to the Great Warlock
that would result in a connection with Harry?

It all came to a head when Harry collapsed with a short,
pained-sounding scream fifteen minutes in to Transfiguration on the
twenty-third. When he was able to move again—the pain from his scar had
lessened a bit—Professor McGonagall was kneeling on the ground next to
him. Harry croaked, “He’s excited—he thinks he’ll be able to make his
move tonight.”

McGonagall hadn’t heard him, apparently, or if she had it’d come out
as gibberish, as she carefully moved him to a stretcher she’d apparently
conjured, and had Myf and Hermione take him to the Hospital Wing. By the
time they got there, the pain from his scar had started to subside, at
least enough to where he was able to start forming coherent
words again. He was rolled gently on to a cot, and Madam Pomfrey began
examining him.

“Can you describe what happened?” Madam Pomfrey asked, though Harry
wasn’t quite sure who she was asking. He said, “My scar hurt so bad I
couldn’t do anything but fall over.”

Everyone blinked and looked at him. “Does your scar hurt often,
Harry?” Madam Pomfrey asked gently.

“Until recently,” Harry said as he sat up, “only when Professor
Quirrell looked at me, though whenever I go in to his classroom I get a
little light-headed. For the past couple weeks, though, it’s been a
constant dull ache.”

“Were you doing anything when the pain spiked?”

“I was just sitting at our table, getting ready to Transfigure a
beetle into a button, and then all I knew was a searing agony from the
scar. Next thing I knew, Professor McGonagall was kneeling beside
me.”

“Interesting. Unfortunately, not much is known about curse scars—and
nothing at all is known about yours—so there’s not much I can do. How
are you feeling?”

“Um…surprisingly, aside from the dull ache from my scar, I’m feeling
fine.”

Madam Pomfrey stood up from her chair next to the bed Harry’d been
laid out on. “Well, in that case, I’m going to try a topical painkiller
for the scar and then let you go.”

She fetched a tube of ointment and, upon returning, donned a nitrile
glove. Madam Pomfrey squeezed out a small amount of the ointment on to
her gloved index finger, and gently massaged it in to Harry’s forehead.
It felt frigid to Harry, but after a few seconds it warmed…and as it
warmed, the ache began to fade.

“Huh. Thanks, Madam Pomfrey,” he said as she capped the tube and
pulled off the glove.

“It’s working, then?” Harry nodded, and she smiled. “In that case,
you’re free to leave; attend lessons as usual. However, if you
experience any further pain today, come to me immediately. If the dull
ache returns, let me know and I’ll have some doses made up to be applied
in the mornings.”

“Yes, ma’am. Thanks.”



Once he, Myf, and Hermione were in the corridor again, Harry said,
“I…think Professor Quirrell’s going to move tonight. I tried to tell
Professor McGonagall earlier, but…”

“Oh, was that what you were trying to say?” Hermione asked.
“Myf and I were trying to puzzle it out while we carried you to the
Hospital Wing.”

“I’ll try again at lunch, I think.”

“Doesn’t she have third period free? I think she’ll give us a
pass…”

Harry rubbed his face. “Oh, yeah, she does. One of her office hours,
in fact.”

He knocked on her office door when they arrived at it. It opened at
once, and Professor McGonagall called, “Come in!”

Once they did, Professor McGonagall stood up from her desk and walked
around it. “Are you feeling better, Mx Potter?” she asked, swishing her
wand and causing the door to her office to close.

“Yes, ma’am. Um. I think Professor Quirrell’s going to try for the
Stone tonight. I fell over because my scar suddenly hurt so much I
couldn’t do anything, and…well. Behind all that pain was a weird sense
of…I want to say satisfaction? Like he figured something out, or a plan
succeeded, or something.”

“I…see,” McGonagall said. “Unfortunately, Professor Dumbledore was
called to London this morning, and shan’t be back until tomorrow. I
suspect that his plan was for you to stop Quirinus, and to
resolve the…situation, vis-à-vis the Stone. The prat told me, before he
left, that he’d set up an Age Line as part of the defences, one he
configured specifically to permit minors, but not adults, to
pass once it was triggered.”

In deference to Harry’s PTSD, perhaps, McGonagall managed to sound
merely frustrated rather than furious by the time she’d finished
talking.

“So…an adult could go through, but not return, unless the Age Line is
dismantled? Couldn’t you dismantle it?” Harry asked.

“It’s keyed to him personally, so it’d both alert him that it’s been
activated and, knowing him, be fiendishly difficult for anyone
else to dismantle.”

Harry rubbed his face. “Why me?” he asked, exasperated.
“Haven’t I done enough just being the Boy Who Lived and bringing this
whole affair to your attention?”

In a much smaller voice, he added, “…Can’t I just be Uncle Remus and
Sirius’s pup…?”

She must have heard him, because she lowered herself, stiffly, to her
knees so she could be eye-level to him. “Och ay, and ye shoud, whelp,”
she said softly as she pulled him in to a gentle hug. “Ye shoudna face
this task, ma wee bairn, but ye maun, and, alake, wi’oot ma help.”

“…What?” Harry relaxed in to Professor McGonagall’s embrace, but his
confusion was evident when he spoke. She snorted in amusement. “Sorry,
Mx Potter. Hadn’t realised I’d slipped in to Scots. My hands are,
unfortunately, tied—but I’ll do what I can to help.”

McGonagall released him, and they stood again, though McGonagall had
to lean on Harry to manage it. He bore her weight without complaint,
however. “Not a word to anyone, you two,” she said sternly to Myf and
Hermione. “I won’t have you undermine my reputation.”

“Did you see anything, Myf?” Hermione asked, a twinkle in her
eye.

“See what?” Myf asked in return. McGonagall snorted again, and said,
“I’ll give you a pass so Gwilym won’t penalise you for being late. I
expect Quirinus will make his attempt around midnight. Remember your
lessons.”



That night, Harry, Myf, and Hermione stayed in the Common Room until
they were the only Gryffindors still in the Common Room. When midnight
tolled, he set his book down with his position bookmarked. “Time to go,”
he said quietly as he stood up. He’d been sitting on his invisibility
cloak all evening, and as Myf and Hermione joined him, he scooped it up
and they began moving toward the entrance.

When they exited, they found Neville sleeping at the foot of the Fat
Lady’s painting. “What are you doing out here, Neville?” Hermione asked
quietly, shaking him awake.

“Forgot the password,” he mumbled. “What are you doing out
past curfew? You’ll get us in trouble.”

“Nothing you need to worry about,” Myf said coldly.

“I can’t let you get us in trouble,” Neville said more distinctly,
and he looked like he was psyching himself up for a fight.

“Neville, I’m really very sorry about this,” Hermione said.
“Petrificus totalus.”

Harry and Myf gently carried Neville in to the Common Room and set
him on a couch before rejoining Hermione outside again. Harry threw his
cloak over the three of them, and they began making their way to the
third floor. Once or twice they had to pause, waiting while a Prefect
walked past, but there were no further incidents.

Myf showed them the secret passage her siblings had shown her, and
they went in. Harry bundled up his cloak once they were inside it, and
set it down where he could retrieve it on the way out. When they reached
the room at the end of the secret passage, there was an enchanted harp
in one corner, Fluffy was snoring, and the trapdoor was open.

Even as they came in, however, the harp stopped. Fluffy’s three heads
came instantly alert and began to growl. Harry just smiled wanly and
began to sing.


Ahavat olam…1 beit Yisrael…

Amcha ahavta… Amcha ahavta…



It worked…surprisingly well, for Fluffy yawned in unison and lowered
their heads, snoring once more.


Torah u’mitzvot… Chukim u’mishpatim…

Otanu limadeta… Otanu limadeta…



“So who should go first?” Myf asked. Harry gestured at her and
Hermione, then at himself. “Oh. You last because you’re singing? Makes
sense, neither of us can sing like you can, and you didn’t bring the
flute. Well, here goes…”


Al kein Adonai eloheinu beshochveinu

uv’kumeinu nasiach bechukecha…!



And with that, Myf carefully climbed in to the hole in the floor,
dangling from her hands before she let go and dropped. Hermione did
likewise.


V’nis-mach bedivrei Toratecha

uv’mitzvotecha le’olam va-ed!

Ki hem chayeinu… ve’orech yameinu…

Uvahem nehgeh yomam va’laila, nehgeh yomam va’laila…



Harry chose to drop down as he finished the song, so that Fluffy
would wake up only after it was too late for him to do anything.


V’ahavatcha al tasir… mimenu le’olamim…

Baruch atah Adonai… Ohev amo Yisrael…

Ohev amo Yisrael… Ohev…amo…Yisrael…



It felt like an eternity, but was more probably only about thirty
seconds or so, before Harry landed on something soft. He sat up;
Hermione had already cast lumos, so at least there was some
light.

“Myf? Hermione? You landed all right?” Harry asked.

Hermione twitched her wand. “I don’t want to alarm you, but I think…”
She paused. “No, I’m pretty sure we landed on some Devil’s Snare.
Lumos solem!”

Harry looked down as the light emanating from Hermione’s wand went
from being a torch to flooding the room with daylight, and he saw the
vines from the Devil’s Snare hastily release him. He scrambled to his
feet and ran for the door, along with Myf and Hermione. The next chamber
was only a short passage away, and already they could hear what sounded
like the flapping of wings.

When they emerged in to the room, Harry saw that there was a flock of
shiny…birds? No, those were keys, and opposite the door they’d come
through was a wooden one with a modern-looking lock. He wasn’t quite
sure how he knew they were keys, since even with his glasses they were
distant enough to be indistinct, but it felt…right, somehow.

“Patefico,” Hermione tried. The door remained locked, as far
as she could tell. “It’s warded, we’ll have to find the
key…somewhere.”

“It’s probably up there,” Harry said, gesturing at the flying keys as
he looked around. “And…yes, there’s brooms, so I need to find the
specific key for this lock.”

Myf examined the lock closely. “Right. This one wants a modern…black
iron key, I think? Lock’s black iron, anyway.”

“Right, then.” Harry examined the brooms. They were all old models,
handles worn from years of use, and he selected what looked like it
might be a racing broom similar to his Nimbus Two Thousand. It was a
Swiftstick Tau Three, he noted absently, as he mounted it and flew up.
As soon as he was level with the flock of keys, it split in to two, with
a third rocketing away from him and the remainder seemingly colluding to
prevent him from moving.

Harry moved swiftly, exploiting every opening he sensed to evade the
main flock while he searched for the black iron key. And…there it was!
It wasn’t at the front of the fleeing flock, but he noticed a wing was
bent—someone had been there before him. Though the Swiftstick
wasn’t the equal of his Nimbus, Harry was able to gain on the key and,
as soon as he grabbed it, the other keys began to dive-bomb him. He flew
down and passed the key to Hermione, who quickly inserted it in to the
lock, turned it, and opened the door. She and Myf ducked in, and held
the door open wide. Harry flew through it, and they hurriedly closed the
door behind him. There was a rapid clatter as the other keys slammed in
to the door.

“Blimey, that was close,” Myf said. “You okay, Harry?”

Harry shook slightly as he dismounted, but it turned out to be barely
suppressed laughter as he joined them. “Whew! I haven’t had that much
fun outside of Quadball, like, ever,” he said.

The girls gave him a strange look, but they walked on. Shortly after,
they emerged into a large, dim chamber. It was as they emerged that the
room began to brighten, until with little fanfare there was a well-lit,
massive witch chess set between them and the next door.

As Myf moved to pass between the black queen and king, the chess
pieces animated suddenly. She stopped and stepped back. “Do we need to
play our way across the room?” she asked the black queen. It nodded.

“Right… I’m gonna have to have a think about this,” she said. A few
moments later, she nodded. “No offence, but you’re both crap at
chess—”

“We’re not offended,” Harry said quickly. “Just tell us what to
do.”

“’Course. Do we need to take the place of any pieces in order to
pass?” Myf asked the black queen, which shook its head in negation.
“Right, then… Black is ready,” she called to the other side of the
room.

The first move was a pawn to E4, which Myf responded to with a pawn
to E5. It was followed by a knight to F3, then a knight to C6. Bishops
to C4 and C5 were next, then a pawn to B4 which was captured by a
bishop. A pawn moved to C3, then a bishop to A5. White castled
king-side, then a knight moved to F6 followed by one to G5. Black
castled king-side, then a bishop moved to A3, pawns to D6, D4, and H6,
and the second capture of the game was a knight to F7. It was followed
by a rook, bishop, and king all moving to F7 in that order. A pawn moved
to F4, then another pawn captured D4. Another pawn moved to E5, followed
by a knight to G4. A pawn to E6 put the black king in check, but was
captured by a bishop to E6. Pawns moved to F5, D5, and F6, then a knight
captured F6. White’s queen moved to H5 and put the black king in check,
forcing Myf to move the black king to G8. A rook captured F6, then the
black queen. The white queen captured D5, putting the black king in to
check again, which forced the black queen to F7. The white queen moved
to B5, then a rook to F8, and a pawn captured D4. The black queen moved
to F2, putting the white king in check, forcing it to move to H1, then a
knight captured D4. The white queen moved to D3, then a bishop moved to
E1. The white king threw its crown to the ground, conceding.

“Blimey. That was a good game,” Myf said as the three of them walked
across the field and through the door. The white king bowed to her, and
she paused to return the bow.

“So…the keys were probably Professor McGonagall’s challenge, that
chess match must have been Professor Flitwick’s…and the Devil’s Snare
was obviously Professor Sprout,” Hermione said. “We have a few more to
go, I’m thinking.”

When they opened the door to the next chamber, a foul stench they
recognised immediately wafted out: troll. They entered cautiously…only
to find that the troll, an even larger specimen than the one they’d
encountered on Hallowe’en, was lying supine, with a few lumps on their
head.

“Blimey,” Myf muttered as they skirted the troll. “I’m glad we didn’t
have to fight this one.”

They went on in to another chamber. It was rather anticlimactic,
really, Harry thought as they took in the plain wooden table, upon which
sat seven different bottles of liquid. As they entered, a dimly-glowing
red line on the ground they’d barely noticed flashed brightly as they
crossed it.

“…That must have been the Age Line Professor McGonagall mentioned,”
Hermione said, looking back.

Once they reached the table, there was another, brighter flash, and
two separate lines of fire erupted. The door they’d passed through was
now blocked by purple flames, and the door ahead by black. They were
stuck.

“Oh, look,” Hermione said as she scooped up a scrap of paper that was
lying on the table. “This must be a logic puzzle… and I wish Snape were
as good at writing poetry as he is at Potions, because this is
doggerel.”

“Maybe Sirius had a hand in it,” Myf said. Harry and Hermione both
gave her a look. “Sorry, couldn’t help it.”

Hermione cleared her throat, and read aloud…



Danger lies before you, while safety lies behind,

Two of us will help you, whichever you would find,

One among us seven will let you move ahead,

Another will transport the drinker back instead,

Two among our number hold only nettle wine,

Three of us are killers, waiting hidden in line.

Choose, unless you wish to stay here for evermore,

To help you in your choice, we give you these clues four:

First, however slyly the poison tries to hide

You will always find some on nettle wine’s left side;

Second, different are those who stand at either end,

But if you would move onwards, neither is your friend;

Third, as you see clearly, all are different size,

Neither dwarf nor giant holds death in their insides;

Fourth, the second left and the second on the right

Are twins once you taste them, though different at first sight.





Hermione smiled brightly. “There’s no magic involved here at all,
except perhaps for the flames and the creation of these potions. Some of
the greatest witches in history had no sense for logic at all, so they’d
be stuck here.”

“But that means we’re stuck too,” Myf protested.

“Of course not,” Hermione said firmly. “Everything we need is right
here on this paper. Seven bottles: three poison, two wine, one safely
ahead, one safely back.”

“But how will we know which is which?”

“Give me a minute.”

Hermione read the paper several times. Then she walked up and down
the line of bottles, muttering to herself and pointing at them. At last,
she clapped her hands.

“Got it,” she said. “The smallest bottle will get us through the
black fire, toward the Stone.”

“But there’s only enough for one person,” Harry said, looking at the
bottle. “That’s only a swallow.”

“Which one will get us back through the purple flames?” Myf
asked.

Hermione pointed at a rounded bottle at the right end of the
line.

“You two drink that,” Harry said. “You can’t come with me, there’s
not enough potion, and in any case you need to tell Professors
McGonagall and Dumbledore, they’ll know what to do. I may be able to
hold Quirrell off for a while, but there’s no way I’m a match for
him.”

“But Harry, what if the Great Warlock’s with him?” Hermione
asked.

“Well, I mean…I’ve survived him once before, I might get lucky
again.”

“Oh, Harry,” she said, and she and Myf flung their arms around him.
He flinched—he couldn’t help it—but he hugged them back.

“You’re a great witch, you know,” Hermione said.

“I’m not as good as you,” Harry said as they released him.

“Me! That’s just books and cleverness. There are more important
things, like friendship and courage and—oh, Harry, do be
careful, please?”

“You two drink first,” Harry said. “You are sure which is
which, Hermione?”

“Positive.” Hermione took a slug from the rounded bottle and passed
it to Myf, who did likewise. They both shuddered as Myf put the bottle
back on the table.

“It’s not poison?” Harry asked, anxious.

“No—but it’s like ice,” Hermione said.

“Quick, go before it wears off.”

“Good luck—” Hermione said.

“Take care—” Myf said, simultaneously.

“Go!” The girls turned and walked through the purple
fire.

Harry took a deep breath and picked up the smallest bottle. He turned
to face the black flames.

“Here I come,” he muttered, and he drained the little bottle in one
gulp.

It was indeed as though ice was flooding his body. He put the bottle
down and walked forward; he braced himself, saw the black flames licking
his body but couldn’t feel them—for a moment he could see nothing but
dark fire—then he was on the other side, in the last chamber.

He was right, Harry noted absently. It was Quirrell.

Notes

[bookmark: fn1]Ahavat olam:

We have known the love of God, and we have learned the Torah and its
Mitzvot. We have been instructed in its laws and judgments.

Therefore, O Adonai our God, when we lie down and when we rise up we
shall speak of Your commandments and rejoice in Your Torah and
Mitzvot.

For they are our life and the length of our days; on them we will
meditate day and night.

May we always know God’s love. Praised are You, O Adonai, lover of
the people Israel.
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			The Showdown

			Chapter Twenty-One

		
“I hate being right,” Harry muttered. Louder, he said, “Oi!”

“Ah, Mister Potter,” Quirrell said, turning to face him.
Harry disliked the emphasis the man put on the salutation. “So nice to
see you.”

“So what was all that cloaky business with Snape about, anyway?”

“Ah, Snape,” Quirrell sneered. “Such a thorn in my side… First,
preventing me from killing you in your first match, then manoeuvring to
ensure he refereed your second. He needn’t have bothered… with
Dumbledore watching, I couldn’t have done anything anyway. All that time
wasted, when after all that I’m going to kill you tonight.”

Quirrell snapped his fingers, and suddenly ropes bound Harry tightly.
He recognised the Body-Binding Hex, having seen it used on Pettigrew a
mere four months prior.

“You’re too nosy to live, Mister Potter. Scurrying around
the school like that on Hallowe’en…for all I knew, you’d seen me coming
to look at what was guarding the Stone.”

“I had to pee, you block. And you let the troll
in?”

“Certainly. I have a special gift with trolls—you must have seen what
I did to the one in the chamber back there? Unfortunately, while
everyone else was running around looking for it, Snape, who already
suspected me, went straight to the third floor to head me off—and not
only did my troll fail to beat you to death, that three-headed dog
didn’t even manage to bite Snape’s leg off properly.

“Now, wait quietly, Mister Potter”—Harry’s dislike for the
man was starting to turn in to hatred—“I need to examine this
interesting mirror.”

It was only then that Harry realised what was standing behind
Quirrell. It was the Mirror of Erised.

“This mirror is the key to finding the Stone,” Quirrell murmured,
tapping his way around the frame. “Trust Dumbledore to come up with
something like this…but he’s in London…I’ll be far away by the time he
gets back…”

“Why do you keep emphasising ‘mister’ when you address me? It’s quite
rude, you know.”

“Because, boy, you cannot change what you are, no matter what
childish games you play at home. You were born a boy, you’ll die a boy,
and there is absolutely nothing you can do about it.”

“And that is why you fail,” Harry said, in a credible imitation of
someone from the telly he’d heard from his cupboard once.

Quirrell ignored this gibe and turned back to the mirror. “I see the
Stone… I’m presenting it to my master…but where is it?”

Harry struggled against the ropes binding him, but they didn’t give.
He had to keep Quirrell from giving his whole attention to the
Mirror.

“But why do you fear Snape so?”

“Bah. Snape is of no real consequence. He hates you, you know.”

What? Harry thought. Why would he…and why not show any
sign of it, if so?

“And… I thought I’d heard you sobbing, the other day,” Harry said,
instead of revealing his thoughts.

For the first time, a spasm of fear flitted across Quirrell’s face.
“Sometimes, boy, I find it hard to follow my master’s instructions—he is
a great witch, and I am weak—”

“You mean he was there in the classroom with you?” Harry gasped.

“He is with me, wherever I am,” Quirrell said quietly. “I met him
when I travelled around the world. A foolish young man I was then, full
of ridiculous ideas about good and evil. Lord Voldemort showed me how
wrong I was. There is no good and evil, there is only power, and those
too weak to seek it…Since then, I have served him faithfully, although I
have let him down many times. He has had to be very hard on me.”
Quirrell shivered suddenly. “He does not forgive mistakes easily. When I
failed to steal the Stone from Gringott’s, he was most displeased. He
punished me…decided he would have to keep a closer watch on me…”

Quirrell cursed under his breath.

“I don’t understand…is the Stone inside the Mirror? Should I break
it?”

Harry’s mind was racing.

What I want more than anything else in the world at the
moment, he thought, is to find the Stone before Quirrell does.
So if I look in the Mirror, I should see myself finding it—which means
I’ll see where it’s hidden! But how can I look without Quirrell
realising what I’m up to?

He tried to edge to the left, to get in front of the glass without
Quirrell noticing, but the ropes around his ankles were too tight: he
tripped and fell over. Quirrell ignored him. He was still talking to
himself.

“What does this mirror do? How does it work? Help me, Master!”

And to Harry’s horror, a voice answered, and the voice seemed to come
from Quirrell himself. “Use the boy… Use the boy…”

Quirrell turned to Harry. “Yes… Mister Potter, come
here.”

He clapped his hands once and the ropes binding Harry fell off. Harry
got slowly to his feet.

“Come here,” Quirrell repeated. “Look in the Mirror, and tell me what
you see.”

Harry walked towards him.

I must lie, he thought desperately. I must look and lie
about what I see, that’s all.

Quirrell moved close behind him. Harry breathed in the funny smell
that seemed to come from Quirrell’s turban. He closed his eyes, stepped
in front of the Mirror and opened them again.

He saw his reflection, wan and scared-looking at first. But a moment
later, the reflection smiled at him. It put its hand into its pocket and
pulled out a blood-red stone. It winked and put the Stone back in its
pocket—and as it did so, Harry felt something heavy drop into his real
pocket. Somehow—incredibly—he’d got the Stone.

“Well?” Quirrell asked impatiently. “What do you see?”

“I see myself playing fetch with a big black dog,” Harry lied
smoothly.

Quirrell cursed again.

“Get out of the way,” he said. As Harry moved aside he felt the
Philosopher’s Stone against his leg. Dare he make a break for it?

But he hadn’t walked five paces before a high voice spoke, though
Quirrell wasn’t moving his lips. “He lies… He lies…”

“Mister Potter, come back here!” Quirrell shouted. “Tell me
the truth! What did you see?”

The high voice spoke again. “Let me speak to him… face to face…”

“Master, you are not strong enough!”

“I have strength enough…for this…”

Harry felt a massive weight pressing in on him from all directions,
one that felt like it should have squished him, and yet did not. He
couldn’t move a muscle. Petrified, he watched as Quirrell reached up and
began to unwrap his turban. What was going on? The turban fell away.
Quirrell’s head looked strangely small without it. Then he turned slowly
on the spot.

Harry would have screamed, but he couldn’t make a sound. Where there
should have been a back to Quirrell’s head, there was a face, the most
terrible face Harry had ever seen. The face was chalk white with glaring
red eyes and slits for nostrils, like a snake.

“Harry Potter…” the face whispered.

Harry tried to take a step backwards, but his legs wouldn’t move.

“See what I have become?” the face said. “Mere shadow and vapour…I
have form only when I can share another’s body…but there have always
been those willing to let me into their hearts and minds…Unicorn blood
has strengthened me, these past months…and once I have the Elixir of
Life, I will be able to create a body of my own… Now…why don’t you give
me that Stone in your pocket?”

So he knew. The feeling suddenly surged back into Harry’s legs. He
stumbled backwards.

“Don’t be a fool,” the face snarled. “Better save your own life and
join me…or you’ll meet the same end as your parents…They died begging me
for mercy…”

“Liar!” Harry shouted.

Quirrell was walking backwards at him, so that Voldemort could still
see him. The evil face was now smiling.

“How touching…” it hissed. ’I always value bravery… Yes, boy, your
parents were brave…I killed your father first and he put up a courageous
fight…but your mother needn’t have died…she was trying to protect you…
Now give me the Stone, unless you want her to have died in vain.”

“Never!”

Harry sprang for the flame door, but Voldemort screamed, “Seize
him!” and, next second, Harry felt Quirrell’s hand close on his
wrist. At once, Harry felt a needle-sharp pain emanating from his scar.
His head felt it was going to split in two from the pain, and he yelled,
struggling with all his might. To his surprise, Quirrell released him
almost at once. The pain in his head lessened, and he looked around to
see where Quirrell had gone. And there he was, hunched over in pain,
looking at his fingers—they were disintegrating before his eyes.

“Seize him! Seize him!” Voldemort shrieked again, and
Quirrell lunged, knocking Harry clean off his feet, landing on top of
him, both hands around Harry’s neck—he felt afresh the pain he’d
experienced that morning, but this time he could see Quirrell howling in
agony.

“Master, I cannot hold him—my hands—my hands!”

And Quirrell, though pinning Harry to the ground with his knees, let
go of his neck and stared, bewildered, at his own palms—Harry could see
his hands were disintegrating faster now.

“Then kill him, fool, and be done!” Voldemort screeched.

Quirrell raised his hand to perform a deadly curse, but Harry, by
instinct, reached up and grabbed Quirrell’s face—

And then Quirrell screamed in agony and rolled off of him, his face
beginning to dissolve too, and then Harry knew: Quirrell couldn’t touch
his bare skin. He thought about grabbing for him again, but between the
pain and the fact that the man was already falling to
pieces—literally—he decided he needn’t bother, and instead scuttled away
to a corner of the room, where he curled up and tried to make himself as
small as he could manage.

Quirrell was too distracted by his own dissolution to chase after
him, thankfully, but the pain in his head began mounting again.
Quirrell’s agonised shrieks and Voldemort’s cries of “Kill him! Kill
him!” were overwhelming now, and mixed with them were other voices,
maybe inside his own head, saying, “Harry! Harry!”

He fell in to darkness…



Something gold was glinting above him. The snitch! He tried to catch
it, but his arms were too heavy.

He blinked. It wasn’t the snitch at all, but rather a pair of
glasses. How strange.

He blinked again. Oh. It was Professor Dumbledore. That made more
sense.

“Good afternoon, Harry,” Dumbledore said.

Harry stared at him for a moment, then he remembered—“Sir! The Stone!
It was Quirrell! He’s got the Stone! Sir, quick—”

“Calm yourself, young lad, you are a bit behind the times,”
Dumbledore said. “Quirrell does not have the Stone.”

“Then who does? Sir, I—”

“Harry, please relax, or Madam Pomfrey will have me thrown out.”

Harry swallowed, and looked around. He realised he was on a cot in
the Hospital Wing, or rather laying upon it, neatly tucked in. Next to
him was a table piled high with what looked like half the
sweet-shop.

“Tokens from your friends and admirers,” said Dumbledore, beaming.
“What happened down in the dungeons between you and Professor Quirrell
is a complete secret, so, naturally, the whole school knows. I believe
your friends Fred and Georgia Weasley were responsible for trying to
send you a lavatory seat. No doubt they thought it would amuse you.
Madam Pomfrey, however, felt it might not be very hygienic, and
confiscated it.”

“How long have I been here?”

“Three days. Misses Myfanwy Weasley and Hermione Granger will be most
relieved you have come round, they have been extremely worried.”

“But sir, the Stone—”

“I see you are not to be distracted. Very well, the Stone. Professor
Quirrell did not manage to take it from you. He’d turned to dust by the
time I arrived, so there was really nothing for me to do but bring you
back up here.”

“You got there? You got Hermione’s owl?”

“We must have crossed in mid-air. No sooner had I reached London than
it became clear to me that the place I should be was the one I had just
left.”

“Oh. So that was you…”

“I feared I might be too late.”

“You nearly were. If he hadn’t started to disintegrate, the
Stone—”

“Not the Stone, lad, you—the effort involved nearly killed
you. For one terrible moment there, I was afraid it had. As for the
Stone, it has been destroyed.”

“Destroyed?” Harry asked blankly. “But your friend—Nicolas
Flamel—”

“Oh, you know about Nicolas?” said Dumbledore, sounding quite
delighted. “You did do the thing properly, didn’t you? Well, Nicolas and
I have had a little chat and agreed it’s all for the best.”

“But that means he and his wife will die, won’t they?”

“They have enough Elixir stored to set their affairs in order and
then, yes, they will die.”

Dumbledore smiled at the look of amazement on Harry’s face. He
thought it looked a bit patronising, really.

“To one as young as you, I’m sure it seems incredible, but to Nicolas
and Perenelle, it really is like going to bed after a very, very long
day. After all, to the well-organised mind, death is but the next great
adventure. You know, the Stone was really not such a wonderful thing. As
much money and life as you could want! The two things most human beings
would choose above all—the trouble is, humans do have a knack of
choosing precisely those things which are worst for them.”

“Sir?” Harry said. “I’ve been thinking…Sir, even if the Stone’s gone,
Voldemort’s going to try other means of coming back, isn’t he? I mean,
he hasn’t gone, has he?”

“No, Harry, he has not. He is still out there somewhere, perhaps
looking for another body to share…not being truly alive, he cannot be
killed. He left Quirrell to die; he shows just as little mercy to his
followers as his enemies. Nevertheless, Harry, while you may only have
delayed his return to power, it will merely take someone else who is
prepared to fight what seems a losing battle next time—and if he is
delayed again, and again, why, he may never return to power.”

Harry nodded, but stopped quickly because it made his head ache.
Then, after a moment, he said, “Sir…there are some other things I’d like
to know, if you can tell me… Things I want to know the truth about.”

“The truth.” Dumbledore sighed. “It is a beautiful and terrible
thing, and should therefore be treated with great caution. However, I
shall answer your questions unless I have a very good reason not to, in
which case I beg you’ll forgive me. I shall not, of course, lie.”

“Well… Voldemort said he only killed my mum because she tried to stop
him killing me. But why would he want to kill me in the first
place?”

Dumbledore sighed very deeply this time. “Alas, the first thing you
ask, I cannot answer, at least not today. In the future, perhaps…when
you are older, when you’re ready, you’ll know.”

Harry mentally rolled his eyes, and resolved to ask Uncle Remus or
Uncle Sirius later. “But…why couldn’t Quirrell touch me?”

“Ah. Remember the wards I mentioned when we met in early August last
year? Your mother had revisited some very ancient magic to put wards
upon you, and her sacrifice triggered it. If there is one thing
Voldemort cannot understand, it is love. He didn’t realise that your
mother’s sacrifice could protect you. Quirrell, full of hatred, greed
and ambition, sharing his soul with Voldemort, could not touch you for
this reason.”

Dumbledore now became very interested in a bird out on the
window-sill, which gave Harry time to dry his eyes on the sheet. When he
had found his voice again, Harry said, “And the invisibility cloak—do
you know who sent it to me?”

“Ah—your father happened to leave it in my possession and I thought
you might like it.” Dumbledore’s eyes twinkled. “Useful things…your
father used it mainly for sneaking off to the kitchens to steal food
when he was here.”

“And there’s something else…”

“Fire away.”

“Why does Professor Snape hate me? I mean, I never realised, because
he’s never given it away, but…”

“It’s not…quite accurate to say that he hates you. He hated
your father, of course—they detested each other, rather like yourself
and Mr Malfoy, and then your father did something Professor Snape could
never forgive.”

“What was that?”

“He saved his life.”

“What?”

“Yes…” Dumbledore said, somewhat vaguely. “Funny, the way people’s
minds work, sometimes… Anyway. You remind him of your father, but,
crucially, you also remind him of your mother, and she was a talented
witch indeed. He is, however, quite capable of putting his emotions
aside; I would not employ him, otherwise.”

Harry tilted his head. “I…see. There’s just one more thing…”

“Just the one?”

“How did I get the Stone out of the Mirror?”

“Ah, now, I’m glad you asked me that. It was one of my more brilliant
ideas, and between you and me, that’s saying something. You see, only
one who wanted to find the Stone—find it, but not use it—would be able
to get it, otherwise they’d just see themselves making gold or drinking
Elixir of Life. My brain surprises even me sometimes… Now, enough
questions. I suggest you make a start on these sweets. Ah! Bertie Bott’s
Every-Flavour Beans! I was unfortunate enough in my youth to come across
a vomit-flavoured one, and since then I’m afraid I’ve rather lost my
liking for them—but I think I’ll be safe with a nice toffee, don’t
you?”

He smiled and popped the golden-brown bean into his mouth. Then he
choked and said, “Alas! Earwax!”



Madam Pomfrey escorted Myf and Hermione in shortly after Dumbledore
departed. “Only five minutes, mind you; he needs rest.”

“Harry!”

Myf and Hermione both looked like they wanted to hug Harry, but they
refrained, instead sitting down in chairs that were next to the bed.

“Oh, Harry, we were so sure you were going to—Dumbledore was so
worried—” Hermione said.

“The whole school’s talking about it,” Myf said. “What really
happened?”

It was one of those rare occasions when the true story is even more
strange and exciting than the wild rumours. Harry told them everything:
Quirrell, the Mirror, the Stone, and Voldemort. Myf and Hermione were a
very good audience; they gasped in all the right places and, when Harry
told them what was under Quirrell’s turban, Hermione screamed out
loud.

“So the Stone’s gone?” Myf said finally. “Flamel’s just going to
die?”

“That’s what I asked, but Professor Dumbledore thinks that…what was
it…‘to the well-organised mind, death is but the next great adventure,’
that was it.”

“Huh. Always thought he was a bit off his rocker,” Myf said, looking
slightly impressed.

“So what happened to you two?” Harry asked.

“We got out, all right and tight, and were actually on our way up to
the Owlery when we ran in to Professor Dumbledore in the Entrance Hall.
He already knew, or guessed, apparently—he just said, ‘Harry’s gone
after him, hasn’t he,’ and bolted for the third-floor corridor.”

“He really did mean for you to do it…” Myf muttered. Harry didn’t
think she meant to say that, but he nodded.

“He did, and I’m upset,” Harry said crossly. “I’m a kid, not
some… some pint-sized man of the hour, or whatever. I got quite enough,
um, adultification, I think Dr Fitzgerald called it, from the
Dursleys. It’s not fair and it’s not right.”

“No, it’s not,” Hermione agreed. “I’ll…talk to my parents about it.
Myf should talk to hers. Angry parents are generally more effective than
angry students.”

“Yeah…hm. If it weren’t just the one incident, so far, I’d take this
to the press, see how the public feels about the greatest witch in the
world gambling with the life of the Kid Who Lived. Of course…it’d be my
word against his, so it’d be trivial for him to spin it as the
attention-seeking ravings of an abused and traumatised child,
so…hm.”

“Best we keep it private, then, until something else happens,”
Hermione said.

“Yeah,” Myf said. “Anyway…while you were out, Gryffindor suffered the
worst defeat in fifty years in the Quadball match on Saturday.”

“…How bad was it?”

“You…don’t want to know, Harry.”

At that point, Madam Pomfrey trotted over. “All right, you’ve had
fifteen minutes. Out, now,” she said firmly.



After a good night’s sleep, Harry felt nearly back to normal.

“Can I go back to classes?” he asked Madam Pomfrey as she walked past
the next morning. She paused, then strode over to stand next to him.

“Medicare gnosis,” she cast, and a red aura surrounded
Harry. It flickered yellow, and then gradually faded into blue-green as
a strange tingling sensation ran from his toes to his head and back, and
even out to his hands and back, several times. The blue-green aura
faded, and she nodded.

“As you seem to have recovered well from Albus’s davka ‘training
exercise’, yes. But first, you have a couple of visitors.”

At that, Harry felt a heavy tread as Hagrid and Sirius came in to
view. Hagrid looked miserable. Sirius… Sirius looked fit to burst, Harry
decided.

“Hey, Uncle Sirius, Hagrid,” he said as they sat down next to his
cot.

“It’s—all—my—ruddy—fault!” Hagrid wailed, his face in his hands. “If
I hadn’t lent Fluffy to Dumbledore—I knew he was particularly
susceptible ter aoedemancy—”

“Hagrid, Hagrid,” Harry said, reaching a hand out to pat the enormous
man on the knee. “We’re talking about Voldemort here, he and
Quirrell would’ve figured out a way around any creatures you might’ve
been voluntold to contribute.”

Hagrid flinched when Harry mentioned Voldemort by name. “Yeh coulda
died!” he wailed. “An’ don’ say the name!”

“Voldemort!” Harry shouted, and Hagrid was so shocked he
stopped crying. “I’ve met him, you know, and I’m going to call him by
his name. Please cheer up, we saved the Stone, it’s gone, he can’t use
it.”

“He’s right, though, pup,” Sirius said. “You could have
died, and in fact almost did if I understand Myfanwy’s letter to us last
night rightly. I’ve conveyed a request for medical records to Madam
Pomfrey from Remus, and we’ll figure out what we’re going to do from
there. Now, our options are limited—being a very prominent member of the
magocracy, it would be inappropriate, to say the least, to send you off
to any of the comprehensives, especially as you’d be recognised
immediately and questions raised in the davka press.

“Unfortunately, there’s only two other schools in Europe of an
appropriate calibre: Beauxbâtons, down in the Pyrenees, and Durmstrang,
in Lithuania. Durmstrang is…unsuitable, for reasons I won’t go in to.
So, we’re going to talk to Professor Dumbledore, and we’re going to give
him an ultimatum: either he refrains from subjecting you to, pardon my
French, shit like this again, or we send you to Beauxbâtons.”

Hagrid looked…disillusioned, by the time Sirius was finished. Harry
knew Hagrid admired and looked up to Dumbledore, but it was just the
thing he himself needed to hear.

“That sounds good,” he said.



Exams were…not as exhausting as Harry had feared. Written exams were
held in the Great Hall, under the eagle eyes of Ministry invigilators.
When they came in for each written exam, they were given special quills
and parchment which bore anti-cheating charms. The practical exams were
more interesting, though of course English, Maths, and Social Studies
didn’t have practicals (though Professor Lewellyn did promise
future years would have one).

In Charms, for instance, they had to make a pineapple dance across a
desk. Professor McGonagall had them Transfigure a mouse into a keepsake
box, with bonus points based on how pretty it was, and points lost if
the box still had whiskers. Professor Snape had required them to brew a
Forgetfulness Potion, which Harry had been quite tempted to sample when
he was done, so he could forget Quirrell’s agonised screaming. (He
consoled himself with a reminder that Forgetfulness Potions didn’t quite
work that way—they had to be calibrated very precisely in order to
remove events from memory, and the first-year formulation just erased
the thirty minutes immediately prior to imbibing one. More than that,
they required specific authorisation from a Healer.)

The Self-Defence practical was proctored by an Auror, a kind of
witch-cop, whom Harry recognised as Kingsley David, one of the Aurors
who’d taken Pettigrew away six months before. When it came to be his
turn, Auror David stood forty paces away, the standard distance for
duels, and asked him to perform the Disarming Charm.

“Expelliarmus,” Harry cast, and the Auror smiled as his own
wand nearly escaped—it only hadn’t because he’d tethered it with a
leather cord, unbeknownst to Harry.

“Excellent work, Mx Potter. Thank you, that will be all,” he said
warmly.

As Harry joined the students who’d been tested, Hermione muttered,
“So what’d he ask of you? He’d asked me for the Disarming Charm, but
I’ve been asking around and the others say they were asked to
demonstrate mundane disengagement techniques.”

“Huh. He asked me for a Disarming Charm too,” Harry said. “I wonder
if he spoke to Professor Flitwick…”

“Probably did. Or there was the other matter.”

“Don’t remind me. Uncle Sirius said if something like that happened
again he and Uncle Remus would send me off to Beauxbâtons, though.”

“The…school in the Pyrenees? I wonder what it’s like there.”

“Probably about the same as here, but…French and Spanish, I think?
It’d certainly be interesting.”



The two weeks after exams were idyllic, with highs in the mid to high
teens, and no classes as the professors graded their exams. With the
coming full moon, Remus and Sirius only came up for a picnic lunch with
Harry, Myf, Hermione, and Neville on the June solstice. It was an
enjoyable meal, with Padfoot making an appearance, to the kids’ delight,
but all too soon the end of term drew nigh.

Harry joined Madam Pomfrey at what they’d come to call the Little
High Table, as usual, along with Myf, Hermione, and Neville. The Great
Hall was decorated in Slytherin green and silver, and behind the actual
High Table, the Slytherin banner was resplendent.

“Another year gone!” Dumbledore said cheerfully. “And I must trouble
you with an old man’s wheezing waffle before we sink our teeth into our
delicious feast. What a year it has been! Hopefully your heads are all a
little fuller than they were…you have the whole summer ahead to get them
nice and empty before next year starts…

“Now, as I understand it, the House Cup here needs awarding and the
points stand thus: in fourth place, Hufflepuff, with three hundred and
fifty-two; in third, Ravenclaw, four hundred and twenty-six; Gryffindor,
with four hundred and sixty–two; and Slytherin, four hundred and
seventy-two.”

A storm of cheering and stamping broke out from the Slytherin table.
Harry could see Draco Malfoy banging his goblet on the table. It was a
nauseating sight.

“Yes, yes, well done, Slytherin,” Dumbledore said. “However, a
certain affair a month ago must be taken into account.”

The room was so quiet you could have heard a pin drop. The
Slytherins’ smiles faded a little.

“Ahem,” Dumbledore said. “I have a few last-minute points to dish
out. Let me see… Yes.

“First, to Miss Myfanwy Weasley”—At this, Myf flushed bright
pink—“for the best-played game of chess Hogwarts has seen in many years,
I award Gryffindor fifty points.”

Gryffindor cheers nearly lifted the enchanted ceiling; the stars
overhead seemed to quiver. Percy could be heard telling the other
Prefects, “My sister, you know! My second-youngest sister! Got past
Professor Flitwick’s giant chess set!”

At last, there was silence again.

“Second—to Miss Hermione Granger…for the use of cool logic in the
face of fire, I award Gryffindor house fifty points.”

At this wordplay, Hermione just sighed and shook her head. Gryffindor
cheers once again filled the Great Hall.

“Third… to Mx Harry Potter,” Dumbledore said. The room went quiet
once again. “…For pure nerve and outstanding courage, I award Gryffindor
sixty points.”

Harry muttered, “How lovely. ‘I faced Voldemort and all I got was
this lousy tee-shirt,’ except I didn’t even get the tee-shirt.”

Myf and Hermione choked, trying not to laugh. Neville only snorted.
The rest of the Great Hall was, meanwhile, even louder than its previous
cheering, if that were possible.

Dumbledore raised his hand, and the room gradually fell silent once
more.

“There are all kinds of courage,” said Dumbledore, smiling. “It takes
a great deal of bravery to stand up to our enemies, but just as much to
stand up to our friends. I therefore award ten points to Mr Neville
Longbottom.”

When the room fell silent yet again, Dumbledore continued. “I
recognise that Gryffindor has long since overshot Slytherin, and for
that I should apologise. Regardless, it would seem a change of
decoration is in order.”

He clapped his hands twice, and the green and silver of Slytherin
flashed to Gryffindor’s red and gold. A golden flame ran down the banner
behind the High Table, and where it passed the banner changed from
Slytherin’s Vert, a serpent glissant to monter Argent1 to Gryffindor’s Gules, a demi-lion rampant to
sinister Or2. Harry saw Snape shaking
McGonagall’s hand with a rather fake-looking smile on his face. Neville
positively glowed; he hadn’t won Gryffindor any points at all that
year.



Final marks arrived at breakfast the next morning. To Harry’s great
surprise, his marks were almost as good as Hermione’s, and Myf’s were
also quite respectable. Neville had been fretting about his own, but
he’d managed to do well, too, with mostly Exceeds Expectations and
Acceptables—he was, however, delighted by the Outstanding he’d scored in
Herbology. They’d hoped Crabbe and Goyle would have gotten poor-enough
marks to be sent to one of the comprehensives, but alas, Malfoy’s bully
boys had passed.

And soon enough, wardrobes were empty, trunks were packed, and
Neville’s toad was found lurking in one of the toilets. Notes were
distributed to all students, warning them not to use magic over the
holidays (“I always hope they’ll forget to give us these,” Fred said
sadly). They took horseless carriages down to Hogsmeade Station, where
the Hogwarts Express waited to take students homeward.

“Well, I guess this is goodbye, for now,” Harry said. He alone didn’t
have luggage with him—the Hogwarts porters had taken it from the dorm
while they were riding in the carriages, whereas the others had pulled
theirs off the carriages.

“I guess so,” Myf said, and she, Hermione, and Neville exchanged
hugs.

“I’ll be sure to write, of course, and I’m going to talk to Uncle
Remus and see if we can’t have you all over for a party on my
birthday.”

“I can’t wait,” Hermione said, with a broad smile. “C’mon, Neville,
Myf…”

The three of them climbed aboard the train, helping each other with
their trunks, and they took turns waving to Harry from their
compartment. He waved back, running to the edge of the platform as the
Hogwarts Express departed from Hogsmeade Station. Harry’s smile faded a
little when they were out of sight, and he turned and trotted home.

“I’m home,” Harry called as he walked through the front door.

“Welcome home, pup,” Remus called from the living room.

Notes


	[bookmark: fn1]Blazon. A silver, wavy serpent facing upward on a
green field.

	[bookmark: fn2]Blazon. The upper portion of a golden lion, facing
right, poised to climb something on a red field.



Yes, I’m a huge nerd.
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