
		
			Foreword

		
So here we are, the second book of Crimson Flower. I’d
originally started this project because I hit a wall in
Jewitches; because I’d resolved the overall plot of
Prisoner of Azkaban early, I needed to come up with a
replacement arc, and absolutely nothing came to mind.

And then I thought about some of the shortcomings the original books
had, like adults being perennially incompetent and the fact that Harry
had a Tragic Background™ but absolutely none of it actually showed up in
his characterisation. Or that Hermione was simultaneously a know-it-all
and superficial enough to defend Lockhart long past it was
obvious that he was incompetent. Or…I could go on, really.

There’s also a lot of unanswered questions, in worldbuilding and
otherwise. For example, what happened to the rooms associated with
Stone’s and Chamber’s climactic events? And where did
the dwarfs Lockhart hired for his Valentine’s Day stunt come from? Why
do they never appear again?

How did anyone think it was okay to talk positively about
rape potions and mind magic to a school full of
teenagers?!

Again, I could go on.

This deluxe edition of The Chamber of Death, as with The
Stone of Eternity, utilises coloured text for in-universe documents
written in coloured ink. Your ebook reader may or not support these
colours, but I have chosen colours that are visible on both light and
dark backgrounds.

The cover is my design. The Wolf’s Rain font was
created by Gabriel Beatty, released under the terms of the Creative
Commons Attribution-NonCommercial-NoDerivatives 3.0 licence. The skull-and-snake
artwork was created by Lydia Simmons, released under the terms of
the Creative Commons Attribution-NonCommercial 4.0 licence.

	
		
			Notes for Chapter Twenty-Two

			Eagle-eyed readers may notice a similarity between Blackstone Hall
and another fictional mansion. This is intentional; I’d been thinking
about Vorkosigan House when I upgraded Number Twelve Grimmauld Place to
a mansion.

This chapter was beta-read by HeraGuin.
Go check out her work!

			The Birthday Child

			Chapter Twenty-Two

		
7 July

“Uncle Remus?” Harry asked, a week in to July. It was about half past
nine, and Remus was, as usual, sprawled on the couch, reading a book,
but he paused, marking his place with a scrap of parchment, and sat
up.

“Yes, pup?” Remus spread his arms a bit in invitation, and Harry
smiled, clambering in to his lap and snuggling up with him.

“I just…I had a realisation, a couple days ago. Remember when I told
you about the Mirror of Erised? I think… I do want to be feminine, or at
least I want to go through a female puberty rather than a male one. I’m
not sure about my name yet, though… I know what I’d change it to, but…it
doesn’t seem like the right time to come out as a girl yet, anyway.
Maybe next year.”

“I see. Well, I’ll talk to Po—Madam Pomfrey about that and sign any
consents she needs from me. I need to head up to Hogwarts anyway—Albus
has given me a job offer regarding the Self Defence post, he did.”

“So you’ll be teaching after all? What about the full moons?”

“Against my better judgement,” Remus sighed, “I’m roping Sirius in to
be a substitute teacher. Speaking of which, he said he’s almost done
restoring the London residence, so I expect next week we’ll take the
Portbook down.”

“That’ll be cool. Do you think we could invite Myf and Hermione over
for my birthday?”

“I don’t see why not, especially seeing as to how it’s in the
Portbook directory—many House residences are, even the Weasleys’,
although for private residences you have to give a password, you do,
when you cast the spell.”

“Oh, cool! I’ll extend the invite when we’re actually there, though,
just in case plans change.”

“A wise decision, pup. Anything else on your mind?”

“…Not really?” Harry fidgeted a bit.

“So there is. Out with it, you should know by now that I won’t judge,
pup,” Remus said gently, and Harry could hear the smile in his
voice.

“It’s just…um. I’ve been thinking about what you said back on
Hallowe’en, and um…” Harry paused, then sat up and whispered something
in to Remus’s ear.

Remus’s brows rose, then he smiled. “Well, of course, pup. I’d advise
only doing that at home, and around people you trust, however. Draw up a
shopping list, and I’ll see what I can arrange. In the meantime, about
that party…”



15 July

The next week, Harry, Remus, and Sirius were packed up, though as
they would only be gone for a month, they had opted to subdivide Harry’s
school trunk rather than each pack their own. Xenia was in her travel
cage, and Harry had been wandering the house all morning, clutching
Bleddyn, his wolf plushie, to make sure he didn’t forget it. (His uncles
were quite amused, of course, and while Sirius hadn’t said anything,
Remus knew Harry’s bedroom at the London residence already had a wolf
plushie waiting for the lad.)

The plan, at least as he understood it, was that they’d take the
Hogsmeade Station Portbook to one of the Ministry’s hubs, and
then to the London residence—it wouldn’t do to have anyone
overhear the password, after all, and the hubs were designed for just
such a purpose.

Finally, at half past eleven, it was time.

“Are you ready, pup?” Remus asked as they gathered at the front
door.

“Yes, Uncle Remus,” Harry said, as if he hadn’t been ready for hours
by then.

With a muttered volare, the luggage floated out on to the
street, and Remus locked the cabin up. The walk down to Hogsmeade
Station was short and uneventful, and Sirius picked up the Portbook once
they reached the stall. He flipped through the Portbook’s pages until he
reached the Ministry hub network, then tapped it with his wand and
intoned, “Vestibulum orior.”

Harry blinked as a rectangle of light formed in the air, and as soon
as it was complete, what looked like an unoccupied Underground station
was visible. The portal’s opening had none of the tearing-canvas sound
that Professor McGonagall’s had, the previous September. As they stepped
through, Harry asked, “Why did your portal spell not make any noise,
Uncle Sirius?”

“Because I’ve been casting that spell a minimum of three times a week
for the past six months, pup,” Sirius said. “Twice there, once
back.”

“Oh. Professor McGonagall’s made a loud ripping noise and wasn’t
as…um…refined?” Harry looked around. The room—and it was a
room—did look like it came out of the London Underground, at least in
terms of furnishings, but there were no rails, and there were a few
doors and windows. Each of the windows had a different scene, somehow,
and as Harry watched, it began to rain in one of them.

“I imagine that’s because she only travels by Portbook a few times a
year at most, she does,” Remus said. “I think she mainly travels by
Apparition.”

“That makes sense, yeah.”

“Vestibulum orior ash nazg gimbatul,” Sirius intoned, having
by then picked up this room’s Portbook. This time, the rectangle of
light framed what was clearly a residence’s sitting room.

“Nerd,” Remus said fondly as Sirius put the Portbook back.

“Ah, but that’s why you love me,” Sirius said with a smirk, and they
passed through this portal as well. “Welcome to Blackstone Hall, the
London residence of the Ancient and Most Noble House of Black.”

“Kreacher!” Sirius called, and suddenly, with a faint whoosh of
displaced air, there was a being almost as tall as Harry standing before
them. Kreacher was humanoid, with human-proportioned limbs and torso, a
slight feline-like muzzle, large amber eyes, and human-like ears that
came to a point. If Harry had seen Star Trek, he would have compared
those ears to a Vulcan’s. They wore a simple white chiton, leaving a
fair amount of dark brown fur visible. Their toes and fingers were
tipped by blunt claws, though Harry noticed that the finger-claws were
trimmed very short compared to their toe-claws.

“Master calls?” Kreacher asked, in a voice that gave no hint as to
their gender.

“Harry, this is Kreacher, the majordomo of Blackstone Hall. He is a
hob sworn in service to House Black. Kreacher, Harry child of James,
Warden of House Potter, is a guest of House Black and in alliance with
House Lupin. Remus son of Lyall, Warden of House Lupin, is in alliance
with House Black.”

“As Master commands,” Kreacher said with a crisp bow. “May I offer
refreshments?”

“Um…not just now, thank you,” Harry said. “Uncle Remus?”

“Let’s unpack first, I think,” Remus said. “We’ll do lunch
after.”

“Very good, Mr Lupin,” Kreacher said. “I have been apprised of Mx
Potter’s dietary needs; lunch will be served in the Green Room at
thirteen hundred.”

“Thank you, Kreacher, that will be all for now,” Sirius said, and the
hob bowed again, then disappeared with another whoosh, this time of air
rushing in to fill the void he had created. “Right. I’ll show you to
your rooms—yes, plural, this is a mansion—and while Remus
unpacks, I’ll give you a tour.”

“Sounds good.”

Harry was, as the adults predicted, absolutely delighted when he
found the wolf plushie sitting on his bed. It was handmade, like
Bleddyn, but it was a tundra wolf, and according to Sirius it had been
intended to resemble Remus’s lupine form. (“It’s an early birthday and
housewarming gift,” Sirius said.)

He was also amazed by the size of his suite. It was almost as big as
the entire cabin up in Hogsmeade village, and it was entirely his
domain. One room, which Sirius had explained was originally a
manservant’s room, was set up to be a child’s playroom. While it was
connected to both the bedroom and the sitting room, the doors had been
fitted with deadbolts, and he’d been assured that, while his uncles both
had keys to them, his privacy would be respected when they were engaged.
There was also a study, which had the usual things one would expect, but
the bookshelves were stocked with age-appropriate witch literature as
well as mundane materials.



31 July

Harry awoke on his birthday, as he usually did, about six in the
morning. He played with Xenia for a bit, then gave her her breakfast
along with an extra treat to celebrate the day. After a quick shower, he
decided on shorts and a maroon tee shirt featuring a wolf, and settled
in his sitting room with a book.

At eight, there was a musical chime, followed a few seconds later by
a faint whoosh of displaced air as Kreacher appeared. “Would Mx Potter
care for breakfast? Master and Mr Lupin are awake, and Master said
they’ll be taking breakfast in the Green Room.”

“Yes, please, Kreacher,” Harry said, looking up to see the hob in a
pale green chiton. “I’ll have whatever they’re having, please, and a
glass of orange juice, no pulp, please.” He thought for a moment, then
added, “…What are they having?”

“Master is having French toast, sausage, and eggs, Mx Potter.”

“Ah. I’ll have my eggs scrambled with cheddar, then, please.”

“As Mx Potter wishes.” He vanished again.

Harry bookmarked his spot and went downstairs. It had been an
interesting two weeks since they’d moved in to Blackstone Hall, and
while he’d spent a few hours a day on his holiday homework assignments,
he’d also wandered the mansion. If he got lost, which he did a couple
times, he could ask Kreacher to guide him to a part that he
recognised.

There were six floors in the massive, L-shaped building, including
the ground floor: an attic, which he’d declined to explore; a servants’
floor, which Sirius said he’d been considering having redone in to more
proper guest bedrooms rather than the congregate housing it presently
resembled; the third floor, which he occupied the main suite of; the
second floor, which Remus and Sirius had claim to; the ground floor,
with its myriad public rooms, including a library and two dining rooms
(the green one was the smaller, intended for intimate meals); and the
basement, which housed the utility room and an extensive laundry
facility, among other domestic purposes.

As Kreacher had said, Remus and Sirius were in the Green Room when he
arrived, and his breakfast was laid out: French toast, a couple of
sausage patties, eggs scrambled with cheddar, and a pitcher of orange
juice, with a glass already poured for him.

“Good morning, Uncle Remus, Uncle Sirius,” Harry said as he sat.
“Thank you, Kreacher.”

The hob wasn’t present at that moment, but Harry knew he’d heard
anyway. The men’s morning repasts were more carnivorous than his
own—Remus’s plate omitted the French toast entirely, in fact—but that
was to be expected, as Remus’s lycanthropy mandated a more meat-forward
diet than would have been wise for Harry’s purely human metabolism, even
if he’d been a more usual size.

“Happy birthday, pup,” Remus said with a smile. “Miss Fries said
she’d be here at ten, so take your time with breakfast. After that,
Sirius and I have a surprise for you, we do, and then remember that
Hermione and Myfanwy will be here for lunch at one. As I recall, Neville
had wanted to attend, but he had other business today.”

Harry nodded as he ate, and he weaselled with his right hand,
“Yeah. He didn’t say what, though. Also, Myf wanted to know if I
could visit her family for a day or two, and that her mum’d owl you to
confirm…?”

“She did, yes. Do you want to go back with Myf tonight, then?”

“Yeah, I think I do. So after I finish eating, I’ll pack for a
couple days’ outing?”

“Sounds good.”

After breakfast, the three of them lounged in the Second Receiving
Room. Somehow, they all wound up on the one couch, which was at least
large enough to allow Remus his customary sprawl, while Sirius idly
played with his hair and Harry sat near Remus’s waist, and all three
read. It was, by then, a familiar scene. Harry had, in the interim,
packed a backpack with a couple changes of clothes, his toiletries, and
Bleddyn, and it sat by the couch.

Shortly after ten, Kreacher walked in, claws clicking on the
hardwood, and announced, “Miss Tanja Fries and Mr Bob Howard, from the
Office of Social Care at the Ministry’s Department for Education.”

“Thank you, Kreacher. Miss Fries, Mr Howard, would you like
refreshments?” Remus asked as he sat up. He, Sirius, and Harry marked
their spots in their respective books and set them aside, and Remus
pulled out his wand. He swished it, and two chairs and a coffee table
floated in to place.

“No, thank you,” Miss Fries said as she sat. She put down the bundle
of papers she’d been carrying, and Mr Howard shook his head as he, too,
took a seat. Remus said, “That will be all, then, Kreacher, thank
you.”

“Very good, Mr Lupin,” Kreacher said, and vanished.

“As we’d discussed,” Miss Fries said as she set a thick manilla
folder down on to the coffee table, “I have the adoption paperwork
ready. As House Potter is prominent in the magocracy, the way this will
work is that Mr Lupin will be named Warden Regent of House Potter until
Mx Potter reaches his majority—age eighteen—and assumes control. Mx
Potter, while your legal name can change to reflect the adoption, as
Warden of House Potter, it will still be proper to address you as ‘Mx
Potter’ or, more formally, Warden Potter. Once you have reached your
majority, you will be able to formally dissolve House Potter, merge it
with another House, or rename it, among other political manoeuvres.”

Harry nodded. “Is there a way I could change my name in two parts?
One part public and acknowledged, the other sealed until a moment of my
choosing?”

“Under mundane law, no,” Mr Howard said. “Under witch law…it depends.
What did you have in mind?”

“Well…I want my surname to be changed to ‘Lupin’, of course; that
part’s the public part. The part I want to keep sealed is, um. I’d like
to change the rest of my name to ‘Wulfrún Azalea’.”

Miss Fries’s eyes rose, but Mr Howard merely nodded. “That can be
arranged, yes. Would a change of gender accompany it?”

Harry thought for a moment, then nodded. “Yes, ‘female’,” he said,
almost hesitantly at first.

“I will draw up the necessary paperwork for you and Mr Lupin to sign,
then, and for now we’ll proceed with the adoption, naming you ‘Harry
James Lupin’, yes?”

Harry nodded. Miss Fries smiled, and just like they’d done with the
guardianship paperwork the year before, Miss Fries outlined each
document as she removed it from her manilla folder, and Harry, Remus,
and Mr Howard signed where needed. Nearly an hour later, she collected
the paperwork and nodded.

“Congratulations, Mr and Mx Lupin,” Miss Fries said, and extended her
hand. Remus and Harry shook it, then she and Mr Howard stood again. “Mx
Lupin, this will probably be the last time I see you—according to Madam
Pomfrey’s reports, you’re doing quite marvellous under Mr Lupin’s care,
and so my time as your case worker is drawing to a close. You will still
be able to reach me in an emergency, however, and it has been a pleasure
to work with you.”

Harry nodded. “Thank you, Miss Fries. You’ve been really nice; I’ll
miss you, I think.” He stood and walked around the coffee table, and
gave her a hug, which she returned.

“I’ll miss you too. Take care, pup.”

“Kreacher,” Remus called. The hob popped in to view. “Mr Lupin
calls?”

“Please see Miss Fries and Mr Howard out.”

“Of course. This way, if you please, Miss Fries, Mr Howard?”

After a few minutes, Kreacher reappeared in the room. “Does Mr Lupin
require anything else?”

“That will be all, Kreacher. Thank you.”

“Very good, Mr Lupin.” Kreacher vanished once more.

“I don’t think I’ll ever get used to how he does that,”
Harry said. “Just…suddenly there, suddenly not, in the blink of an
eye.”

“It took me a while to get used to it,” Remus said, somewhat
ruefully. “Anyway, it’s time for that surprise we mentioned. While we
were down here, Kreacher was putting it in place up in your suite. Shall
we?”

The surprise, as it turned out, was a wardrobe inside Harry’s
playroom, with outfits sized for him. Sure, the outfits were decidedly
juvenile for a twelve-year-old, but unlike the clothing Aunt Petunia had
saddled him with for years, they were things he’d chosen himself.

“Now,” Remus said, “as long as we don’t have guests, you can wear
these around the house as much as you like. It’s up to you if you want
to tell Myf and Hermione, or anyone else, but I would advise limiting it
to people you trust absolutely. And you are not wearing any of
it at Hogwarts, all right?”

“Yes, Uncle Remus, of course,” Harry said. “Malfoy’d laugh himself
sick if he found out. So would Crabbe and Goyle. I wouldn’t
dream of giving them the opportunity.”

“Heh. Anyway, that’s all we have for now. I’ll send Kreacher to
collect you when Myf and Hermione turn up, all right?”

“Sounds good.”

A couple hours later, Kreacher announced his impending arrival with a
musical chime, and Harry looked up as the hob appeared, facing away from
him.

“Master reports that Miss Weasley and Miss Granger have arrived, and
lunch will be in thirty minutes,” he said. “Master has, particularly,
instructed me to guard Mx Lupin’s dignity, hence why I am looking
away.”

“Thank you, Kreacher,” Harry said. “I’m dressed, and you have my
permission to look upon me when I’m in this room, if you are comfortable
doing so. Are they in the Second Receiving Room?”

“Yes, Mx Lupin,” Kreacher confirmed.

“In that case, tell them I’ll be down shortly.”

“Very good, Mx Lupin.” And Kreacher vanished as abruptly as he
appeared.

Harry sighed and got up. He’d opted to wear one of his new playsuits
for a bit, one with little cartoony foxes on it, and so he changed back
in to his morning outfit of shorts and tee shirt. He made his way down
to the Second Receiving Room quickly, eager to see his friends
again.

“Hey, Harry,” Hermione and Myf chorused when he came in to the room.
They were seated in the chairs that Miss Fries and Mr Howard had been
using earlier, and Sirius and Remus were sitting on the couch. The girls
rose to greet him, and they exchanged hugs.

“How’s your summer holiday been going?” he asked the girls as they
were seated once more, and he joined his uncles on the couch.

“Noisy, mainly,” Myf said. “Fred and Georgia have been workshopping
pranks, as they do, and Percy’s yelled at them about half a dozen times
already. Mum and I went to the local charity shops for girls’ clothes
for me, though she used some glamours to make it look like I was a
visiting cousin, rather than invite comment. Remus said you’d be coming
back with me tonight? I saw your backpack.”

“Yeah, that’s the plan, anyway. How’s your summer been going,
Hermione?”

“Mum and Dad have been more respectful of my identity so far,
surprisingly,” Hermione replied. “I think it’s starting to sink in that
I’m serious, since I brought home a crate of androgen arrestor and
oestrogenating elixir. It’s only been about six months, so I don’t have
anything there yet, but… Anyway, how’s your summer,
Harry?”

“Well… we moved here a little over two weeks ago, I’ve been working
on my homework and exploring. This place is huge—I’ve got a
suite on the third floor all to myself, and Uncle Sirius and Uncle Remus
have the master suite on the second floor, and then there’s what used to
be servants’ quarters on the fourth…no wonder it took Uncle Sirius six
months to clean it up, and I bet he had outside help, to boot.”

Kreacher’s arrival was preceded by the tinkling of wind chimes a few
seconds before he appeared. “Lunch is ready and waiting in the Green
Room,” he announced, and paused.

“Thank you, Kreacher,” Sirius said. Kreacher bowed, then vanished
once more.

The Green Room, when they entered, had five places set at the table,
and in the centre of it were two fresh, hot pizzas (both were
‘supreme’-style, though one omitted onions) and two carafes. On the
sideboard was a plate of M&M cookies, clearly intended for
dessert.

“The one with onions is for you, Myf and Hermione; Harry tolerates
them, but he’s used to eating the same things we do, and we’re allergic
to them,” Sirius said as everyone else sat down. He did an initial round
of service, leaving a slice on each plate and water or apple juice in
each glass, then sat down himself.

“Oh wow, this is phenomenal,” Hermione said, having just
finished her first bite. “Where’d you get this pizza from?”

“Kreacher made it from scratch,” Remus said, “like everything else he
serves.”

“Mum’s been dreaming about hiring a hob for ages,” Myf said, “but the
civil service just doesn’t pay Dad enough for her to feel comfortable
with it. All the rich Houses have got one, and some bigger Houses have
multiple.”

“What do you mean by ‘comfortable’, Myf? Don’t servants cost a lot?”
Hermione asked.

“I believe I’ll field that one, Myf,” Sirius said, before Myf could
say anything. “So. Most hobs in the UK, and in several other countries
around the world, many of them Commonwealth, are bound to serve by what
is sometimes called the ‘Elfbind’, as hobs are, in certain circles,
sometimes also referred to as ‘house-elves’. Traditionally, hobs served
a household in return for offerings of milk and honey. They did so
gladly, for what we consider drudgery was work they enjoyed, and in
those days they wore no clothes, for their fur was protection enough and
nudity was not scandalous. Presenting them with clothes of their own was
a grave offence, and would result in the hobs leaving your
household.

“That all changed in the sixteenth and early seventeenth centuries,
when indentured servitude and enslavement became common practice among
the wealthy and powerful. The witches among them, seeking more control
over their servants, devised the Elfbind, and every hob they
were able to catch was bound thereby. They could not use magic except in
service to their masters, they could not leave abusive households, and
they were required to subsist only on whatever their masters chose to
feed them.

“Now, there are free hobs, and Kreacher is among them, but
because of the Elfbind it’s hard for them to find work, so the pay they
are able to command is often meagre compared to what we would consider
acceptable. In fact, freeing Kreacher was the first thing I did when I
walked in to Blackstone Hall for the first time in over twenty years.
He’s paid exactly the same rates as a human servant would be, four
hundred sixty Galleons a year, paid fortnightly—I think the current
exchange rate is about seventy-two quid to the Galleon?”

Hermione looked horrified during the impromptu history lesson. “I’m
glad he’s paid and all, but…that’s… it’s atrocious, that anyone
should be enslaved these days,” she said. “Does Hogwarts have hobs?”

“Oh yes, and they’ve been under the Elfbind since it was instituted,”
Sirius said. “I don’t expect it to get mentioned in your history lessons
there, though—I know Professor Dumbledore doesn’t like that it’s not
taught, but the Board of Governors is largely old money, and they set
policy. For that matter, the Wizengamot is still influenced heavily by
old money, and until they dismantle the Elfbind, most of the
hob population in the UK will remain enslaved.”

All three children looked horrified at that. “Something ought to be
done,” Hermione said. “We’re supposed to be a civilised country and to
be a leader in the international community, and yet we enslave
people…?”

“Nor is that the only harm our government perpetrates and
perpetuates,” Remus said. “But I’d rather not talk about that while I’m
eating; it’s depressing, and also it’s our lovely pup’s birthday, so
let’s move on to something more positive, eh?”

“Oh, sure. Um. So what all can hobs do, anyway? I’ve never
encountered one before.”

“Well, as I’m sure you’ve guessed, they can perform magic, but owing
to the Elfbind, they’re only able to use it as their duties require.
They are forbidden to use foci, like all non-humans, so you won’t see
any use wands. Many can Apparate silently, as Kreacher does, and Harry’s
actually been working with him on signalling his impending Apparitions
because he hates being startled. Which, thank you for doing that, Harry;
Remus and I have been busy working out his Self Defence curricula so
that I can substitute for him when his joint pain’s too much for him, so
I haven’t had the time since we moved in.”

“Oh, it’s no trouble,” Harry said. “He’s actually been very
solicitous, which I still don’t quite understand—I know how much work
goes in to maintaining a modest house, and this mansion is huge
by comparison.”

“That’s because he cheats,” Remus said. “I know you’ve studied some
hearth magic in Charms, but he’s had a century to learn and
perfect it, he has. But in actuality, a lot of it is just that he
focuses on the rooms we use; the rest of the mansion is clean only
because Sirius worked to remove all the maleficery we could find on the
premises.”

“And there was a lot of it,” Sirius said. “Anyway, it’s time
for Harry to open his gifts, I think…”

Without pulling out his wand, Sirius muttered a quick
tergere to wash his own hands, then gestured to everyone
else’s, one by one, and repeated the charm. He led the way back to the
Second Receiving Room, where there was a small pile of presents sitting
on the coffee table, and they were seated once more.

The first one Harry unwrapped, from Hermione, was a stack of
books—two trilogies by Mercedes Lackey, it seemed, by the covers. From
Myf, Harry got six pairs of knitted paw socks. “Did your mum make these,
Myf?” Harry asked, holding one up.

“No, actually,” Myf said. “I asked her to teach me her knitting charm
and we spent some time at the library looking for knitting patterns a
couple weeks ago. She’s got a shedload of yarn, and so we got some
second-hand needles for me and, well…there you are.”

“They’re really cool. Thank you.”

Myf coloured slightly, looking happy and a little smug. Harry moved
on to the next present, which turned out to be from Fred and Georgia; he
was surprised, as they weren’t really that close outside of Quadball.
However, it made more sense when he opened it to find a boxed set of
inks, along with a note.



Harry,

These vials may appear to be ordinary bottles of ink, and that’s
because the bottles are. We’ve enchanted the ink,
however, which you may find interesting. Each bottle has a different
effect, based on the colour. Try them, let us know what you think.

—Fred and Georgia

P.S. Our goal with these inks is to entertain, not inconvenience, so
none of the effects include disappearing or changing words or anything
like that. But, for example, the pink ink will turn any dots in to
hearts. But that’s your only hint.





Harry snorted. “Magical ink, apparently,” he said. “Not sure I’m
gonna use the pink ink, though; not my colour.”

Hermione rolled her eyes. “I’ll take it, then. I’m sure Faye would
appreciate a free bottle of her favourite ink.”

“Works for me.” The next gift Harry opened was from Mrs Weasley, and
it was a pack of homemade fudge wrapped in a woollen cardigan in maroon.
This one had a little yellow H over the right breast. “I’ll be sure to
wear it come the autumn,” he said to Myf, who nodded.

Sirius’s actual birthday gift to Harry was a stack of DVDs, a mix of
old and new films from All Dogs Go to Heaven to an advance copy
of The Fellowship of the Ring (and how Sirius had gotten
that, Harry figured he didn’t need to know).

“Can we watch Fellowship?” he asked. He’d been working
through the book for the second time, that week, and they’d missed it
being in theatre by virtue of having been in northern Scotland during
its run.

“Absolutely, we’ve a small home theatre up on your floor,” Sirius
said, “which I arranged only in part because my mum’d roll over in her
grave to have such a mundane invention in her home.”

Remus snorted, but didn’t say anything as Harry picked up the last
present and opened it. Under the wrapping paper was a framed photo of
Remus’s wolf form, and Harry’s eyes widened in surprise. He carefully
set it down and gave Remus a big hug, causing the man to chuckle and
return it.

Hermione and Myf blinked at the photo, and then at Harry’s response.
“…Do you know that dog, Harry?” Hermione asked, after a moment. “…Wait,
is that a dog…?”

She picked up the photo carefully and looked more closely, and Harry
looked up at Remus questioningly. “No, that’s a wolf…but wolves have
been extinct in Britain for centuries…”

“That would be because he’s a werewolf,” Remus said quietly. Myf
nearly fell out of her chair in shock.

“Harry’s been in contact with a—are you serious?!” she exclaimed.

“No, I’m Sirius,” Sirius said, causing her to groan and roll
her eyes.

“Yes, he’s been in contact with a werewolf,” Remus said. “Me, in
point of fact.”

This time Myf did fall out of her chair.

Notes

I am not even remotely sorry for this cliffhanger. Also, this is the
longest entirely-original chapter I’ve written so far.

“But Síle, what about chapter six?” Professor McGonagall starting
first-year Transfiguration by demonstrating her shapeshifting isn’t an
original idea, and Professor Snape’s is an expanded version of half of
the canonical one.

“And chapter eighteen?” Reformulated from Jewitches and
built on top of a specific Haggadah.
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Myf scrambled to her feet and perched on her chair, as though ready
to flee. “So…why come out now? Or at all?”

“Well…first of all,” Remus said, “I know you two are incredibly
brave, you are, even for Gryffindors. I’m sure you would have stood with
Harry when he confronted the Great Warlock two months ago, if
circumstances had permitted. You also know how I feel about my dear
pup—in fact, as of this morning, he is, legally speaking, my son, even
if he prefers to continue to call me ‘uncle’.”

Hermione and Myf were surprised (and delighted) by this, but they
gestured for him to continue.

“But…the last reason, and the most mundane one, is this: you’d have
figured it out on your own eventually anyway, you would, and better I
set the terms of your knowledge than leave it to the nattering of the
rumour mill. I shan’t be coming out while I am teaching, however—I’m
sure Myfanwy understands why better than even Harry, since she grew up
in witch society. Harry knew since the day I met him, and while we
talked about witches’ prejudices concerning werewolves specifically, he
didn’t grow up exposed to it.”

Myf nodded. “Blimey, I really would, at that. They’re incredibly
rare—there are, perhaps, a few thousand across the entire world, I
think—but every witch child in the Isles has been read bedtime stories.
You know Little Red Riding Hood? Try the Charles Perrault version
sometime, and that’s just the beginning. Werewolves are…widely feared,
in witch society, and just about everyone has a tale or other about how
dear great uncle Fergie got mauled by one while gathering wood, or
grand-aunt Jan while gathering herbs, or whatever.”

“A lot of which can be explained by fools approaching wild animals at
night,” Remus said. “Now, I was turned when I was four, by a
dangerous warlock who calls himself Fenrir Greyback. He’d been detained
earlier that year by the Ministry for questioning regarding the deaths
of two mundane children, and had passed himself off as a mundane tramp.
The questioning committee, which included my father as a therianthrope
hunter, bought his story, but my father didn’t, and he had
some…intemperate things to say about therianthropes. My father was
expelled from the meeting and Fenrir was released shortly
thereafter.

“Several months later, on the last full moon night of the cycle, a
strange man broke in to my room and transformed into a wolf in front of
my eyes. I still have nightmares about that night… See, Wolfsbane Potion
hadn’t been invented yet, so imagine how a pain-maddened,
starving wild animal would react to a screaming toddler. My
father fought him off, but by then I’d already been bitten…and infected.
He searched for a cure, or even some kind of treatment that might help
keep it at bay, but…

“My entire childhood from then on was spent being kept locked away on
full moon nights, and between them I was forbidden to play with other
children, or even to be seen in public if at all possible. We moved
frequently, whenever my parents thought my condition might start to make
itself known to others. I was only able to attend Hogwarts with
Professor Dumbledore’s help, and my parents were initially extremely
sceptical. Then, well…” Remus jerked a thumb at Sirius. “This jerk and
his besties insisted on being friends with me, despite all my
attempts to duck out of it.”

“And I shudder to think what would’ve become of you if we hadn’t,
Moony,” Sirius said soberly. “You were this close to…well,
never mind, not important. Kids, wolves and dogs are social animals,
just like we are, but are traumatised by isolation—what plonkers call
‘separation anxiety’ is the entirely predictable result of losing a
bestie—because they lack the capacity to know and understand that their
pack will still be there even if they’re out of their sensory range.
Werewolves, for whatever reason, have a supercharged version
despite their humanity. As you can probably tell.”

Sirius gestured; Harry was snuggled against Remus, who had an arm
around the lad, and Sirius himself was perched on the back of the sofa,
idly running his fingers through Remus’s hair with his left hand.

“…Right, that explains why Remus is always nearby whenever he and
Harry are in the same area,” Myf said quietly.

“Anyway, enough…what was the phrase Dr Fitzgerald used? Ah, right,
‘info-dumping’. We’ve a movie to watch. Kreacher, please prepare popcorn
and drinks for the theatre, and take Harry’s presents up to his
suite.”

They heard a tinkling of wind chimes in acknowledgement, and Sirius
slipped off the couch, leading them up to the third floor.



“Hey, mum,” Myf called as she and Harry stepped through the
Portbook’s portal, and as Mrs Weasley stepped in to the room, Harry
said, “Good afternoon, Mrs Weasley.”

Mrs Weasley was a short, stout cream-coloured woman with the same
fiery orange hair her children had, and her eyes were hazel. She was
dressed for the day in a simple red dress and white trainers. “Oh, good
afternoon, you must be Harry,” she said. “Please, call me Molly. Welcome
to The Burrow.”

“Thank you, Molly,” Harry said as he looked around. The room was
fairly large, with a fireplace on one side, with a comfortable-looking,
well-loved sofa about three metres away, flanked by two loveseats.
Inside that comfortable nook was a somewhat battered wooden coffee
table, atop which was a vase of fresh flowers, a bouquet that reminded
him uncomfortably of the Dursleys’ home. About two metres behind the
sofa were a pair of bay windows, each open. To the west of the fireplace
was a wide doorway, and Harry could see the dining room and kitchen
through it, and another doorway to the east which showed the house’s
nominal entryway and, Harry saw, a staircase that led up.

“I’ll have the sofa ready for you after dinner, Harry,” Molly said,
“but in the meantime feel free to set your backpack next to it—yes,
there’s fine—and Myf can show you to her room. Remus let me know about
your…ARFID, I think it was?, and tonight’s dinner shouldn’t be an issue
for you, I hope—I’ve a pot-roast simmering away.”

Harry nodded. “That sounds like it’ll be delicious.” Out of the
corner of his eye, Harry could see a girl peeking at him from the
entryway, but as soon as he turned to follow Myf, she blushed and
vanished from view.

“That’d be Ginny,” Myf said as she led the way. “She’s been asking
questions about you all month…”

As they climbed the stairs, Harry couldn’t help but notice the
differences between The Burrow, Blackstone Hall, and even the Dursleys’
home. The stairs doubled back at each landing, with a short hall leading
to a single room attached to each. At the second floor, Harry saw Ginny
peeking at him again, this time from her room, and as soon as he’d
noticed she vanished again. Finally, two floors above that, they reached
Myf’s room. On the door was a new-looking plaque which read, simply,
“Myfanwy’s Room.”

When they entered, it was like walking in to a furnace. Nearly
everything in her room seemed to be bright orange: the bedspread, the
walls, and even the ceiling. And there were posters everywhere, all the
same seven witches, all wearing bright orange Quadball uniforms trimmed
in dark green and carrying brooms. “Your Quadball team?” Harry
asked.

“Yup. The Chudley Cannons,” Myf said, pointing at the bedspread. The
Cannons’ logo was a pair of dark green C’s and a cannonball. “Ninth in
the league.”

Myf’s school books were in an untidy stack on her desk, across the
room, next to a pile of comics which all seemed to feature The
Adventures of Martin Miggs, The Mad Muggle. Her wand was lying on
top of a fish tank that appeared to contain frogspawn, which sat on the
ledge of a bay window.

Harry stepped over a pack of self-shuffling playing cards on the
floor and looked out the window. Below, he could see the Weasleys’ yard,
a somewhat unkempt patch of land that was bounded by a low stone wall,
then he turned to look at Myf, who had been watching him nervously, as
though waiting for his opinion.

“It’s not much,” she said. “Not like Blackstone Hall. And I’m right
underneath the ghoul in the attic, he’s always banging on the pipes and
groaning…”

But Harry just smiled, and said, “Myf, I lived in a cupboard for ten
years. Yes, I have a suite at Sirius’s house in London, but I’ve only
had it for two weeks and it still seems like entirely too much room to
me. This is fine, I promise.”

Myf’s ears turned pink.



1 August

The next morning, Harry woke at six to a mostly quiet house. The
light was on in the kitchen, and he could hear a hushed
conversation—Molly and Arthur, he assumed. He yawned and sat up, still
clutching Bleddyn tightly, then stood and quietly shuffled in to the
dining room.

Molly and Arthur were indeed seated at the table. “Good morning,
Harry. I hope we didn’t wake you…?” Molly said.

“No, always wake early,” Harry said, his words a bit slurred.

“Well, in that case, would you like some breakfast? Arthur’ll be off
to work soon, I’m afraid, but he’s been wanting a chance to talk to you
for weeks.”

“Yes, please.” As Harry sat down, he slipped Bleddyn on to the chair
next to him, and Arthur smiled at him. He was a tall man compared to his
wife, with similarly fiery orange hair and bright green eyes, and
equally as fair-skinned. He also seemed to be one of those people who
always had a ready smile.

Molly flicked her wand, and a couple sausage patties plopped in to a
cast-iron skillet, beginning to sizzle almost immediately as it hadn’t
cooled off much since its previous use that morning. Two eggs cracked
themselves into a bowl and whisked themselves, along with a bit of
grated cheddar, and two slices of bread floated over to a toaster and
descended. The eggs soon joined the sausages in the skillet.

“Good morning, Harry,” he said. “I just wanted to thank you for being
so supportive with Myfanwy, and for being there for her, is all.”

“Oh,” Harry said, blinking. “No trouble. Good friend.”

Just then, Molly set a plate before him, of sausage patties, the eggs
scrambled with cheddar, and two buttered slices of toast. Next to it,
she placed a glass of water. “Thanks, Molly,” he said, and dug in.

Arthur and Molly resumed the conversation his arrival had
interrupted, which he tuned out, and shortly afterward Arthur stood.
They embraced each other and exchanged kisses, then Arthur said, “Well,
I’d best be off. Later, Molls; Harry, it was a pleasure to meet
you.”

“Likewise,” Harry said around a mouthful of toast.

Arthur disappeared in to the living room and then through the
Portbook network. Molly sighed as she sat in the chair Arthur had
vacated. “So, what do you think?” she asked.

Harry thought for a moment as he finished chewing and swallowed.
“It’s a lovely house. Thank you for inviting me to visit.”

She smiled at him. “Oh, it’s no trouble at all. Cooking for ten’s not
much different from cooking for nine, and you’re a good lad. Ginny’s
heading to Hogwarts this year, so it’ll be interesting having the house
to myself for the first time in twenty-two years. My, how the years
fly…”

Harry didn’t know what to say, so he chose not to say anything.

“Ah, forgive me my nattering. Just one of those mornings, I
guess.”

Just then, Ginny wandered in in a nightgown, rubbing an eye sleepily.
“Morning, mum,” she said, then froze as she realised Harry was
there.

“Morning, Ginny,” Molly said as she stood again. “The others up
yet?”

“Um, I think Fred and Georgia are, and maybe Myf?” Ginny said after a
moment’s hesitation. She blinked at Bleddyn’s presence, then shrugged
and sat in the chair on the other side of the wolf plushie. Molly got
more breakfast going in the background.

“Nice wolf,” she managed, not looking at Harry. “What’s its
name?”

“His name’s Bleddyn,” Harry said gently. “Uncle Remus got him for me
for Christmas last year.”

“Oh, cool. Do you like wolves?”

“All canines, I think; Uncle Sirius is a big black dog sometimes, and
he’s pretty cool too.”

“He’s an Animagus? That’s really cool.”

“Yeah. I’m a wolf too.” He froze as he realised what he just said,
and Ginny blinked at him.

“You don’t look like one…are you an Animagus too? But I thought you
couldn’t do the Animagus ritual until seventh-year.”

“No, not that kind of wolf,” Harry managed after a moment.
“Just…inside.” He tapped his forehead.

“Oh. Is that like how Myffy’s got gender dysphoria, then?”

“Kinda…? It’s…well. My body just has a wrong…shape to it, I guess I’d
say. No tail, either.”

“You could probably make one,” Ginny said. “Myf let me look through
her Potions textbook the other day, there’s one called the Tail-Growing
Potion.”

“There is,” Molly interjected, “but don’t expect to brew one any time
soon; that’ll be fourth- or fifth-year work.”

Shortly after that, the twins came in. Harry finished his breakfast,
then grabbed Bleddyn and retreated to the living room as the dining room
began to fill up properly. He stretched out on the sofa once more,
smiling up at the ceiling.

Ginny came in and sat on the loveseat near his head. “So…what’s
Hogwarts like, anyway?”

“Oh, um,” Harry said. “It’s basically like primary school, except
instead of having just the one classroom and teacher all day, each
lesson is in another classroom. So Maths is taught in a different room
from English is taught in a different room from Charms, and so on…”

“We were all homeschooled, easier than hoping the village school bus
driver doesn’t see anything she shouldn’t. Constant Memory Charms are
bad for both the caster and the victim, Mum says.”

“Oh. Um…what’s that like?”

Ginny shrugged. “Nothing special, really. Mostly it’s just some
reading, answering questions in these exercise books the DfE sends, the
like. Mum sometimes likes to take walks of an afternoon, show us the
wilderness.”

“Huh. I never did field trips when I was in primary school, Her Nibs
never allowed it. Anyway, um…can I ask you a question?”

“Sure. What’s up?”

“Yesterday, you never said a word to me and kept hiding whenever you
saw me looking…but this morning, you’re chatty as can be. Not
criticising or anything, just curious…why’s that?”

“Oh, um.” Ginny looked thoughtful for a moment. “Just, um…overawed, I
guess? And then you were matter-of-fact about Bleddyn earlier, and none
of the books I’ve read about you said you had a wolf plushie.”

“You know basically everything in those books is wrong, right?”

“So Myffy’s been telling me, yeah. The authors of the books certainly
didn’t say you’d be so, er, small. Or that you grew up in mundane
society. Or…well, you get the picture.”

“Well, why would they? Everyone thinks they know things, and my dad
was a jock, so naturally I must be, too.”

Just then, Myf came plodding through. “Morning, Myf,” Harry said. She
grunted acknowledgement, seemingly too groggy still to pay attention to
much of anything, then paused at the western end of the sofa.

“Oh. Morning, Harry. Good to hear you talking again, Ginny,” Myf
said, somewhat blearily.

Ginny stuck her tongue out at Myf. “It was Bleddyn,” she said,
sounding to Myf somewhat cryptic. Harry waved Bleddyn’s right fore-paw
at Myf, causing the girls to giggle.

“Silly pup,” Myf muttered and ruffled Harry’s hair a bit, then she
went on in to the dining room, where Molly already had a plate of
breakfast ready for her.

Fred and Georgia, when they finished their breakfast, sat on the
other loveseat for a bit, muttering cryptically to each other. When Myf
came out, about half an hour later, Georgia looked up and grinned. “Who
wants to play British Rails?” she asked.

“Um…what’s that?” Harry asked, tilting his head curiously.

“It’s a board game where you draw on a map of the UK and build a
railroad empire,” Fred said. Georgia got up to retrieve the box, and in
fairly short order the game was set up while the Weasley children
explained the rules to him.
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Upon his return that afternoon, Sirius and Remus were waiting for
Harry in the Second Receiving Room. Perhaps it was Harry’s imagination,
but Remus seemed a bit rumpled-looking, and both men were just a bit
flushed.

“Good afternoon, pup,” Remus said, and gestured for him to join them
on the couch. “Did you enjoy yourself?”

As Harry joined him on the sofa, he said, “Uh huh. They taught me how
to play a board game called British Rails, which is really cool. See,
you have three cards which show you three loads each and what the city
requesting the load will pay for it, and your goal is to build a
railroad network so you can fulfil these orders, and you do that by
drawing on the board, which is a map of Britain…”

At intervals, Remus and Sirius both made sounds of interest, until
finally Harry wound down after about half an hour. “Good, I’m glad you
enjoyed your visit,” Remus said. “So, your Hogwarts letter for the year
should be arriving in about a week, and we’ve been arranging for you to
meet with Hermione and Myf on the eleventh to buy your school supplies.
As part of that, we’re going to work on the Portal Charm, vestibulum
orior, and teach you how to use a Portbook.”

Harry’s eyes grew wide. “Really?”

“Really. With a Portbook, there’s very little danger of accidentally
travelling somewhere unintended, since it provides the necessary
anchors, and unlike Apparition there’s no risk of splinching—the portal
remains open as long as there’s an intent to cross on the part of the
caster.”

“Ah, okay. So does that mean you could technically use the Portal
Charm without the Portbook, then?”

“Correct. Most witches aren’t going to bother, though; like
Apparition, you have to visualise your destination, you do, and if
you’re doing that you might as well just Side-Along Apparate if you need
to take someone along with you, or use regular Apparition if you
don’t.”

Harry nodded. “That makes sense.”

The subsequent week seemed to simultaneously drag and fly by as Harry
eagerly anticipated his second-year letter, and its associated shopping
trip, and learned the Portal Charm. Ministry-issued Portbooks included
training destinations for exactly this purpose, so his lessons did not
inconvenience those actually utilising the network. Finally, the morning
of the tenth, at breakfast, the letter arrived.

Harry eagerly broke the wax seal on the envelope and read the letter
within.



Hogwarts School of Witchcraft

Headmaster: Albus Dumbledore OM1 GS MWP SM

Dear Mr Potter,

Please note that the new school year will begin on 2 September. The
Hogwarts Express shall leave from King’s Cross Station, platform nine
and three-quarters, at eleven o’clock, on 1 September.

A list of books for this year is enclosed.

Yours sincerely,





Minerva McGonagall

Deputy Headmistress





“Remember, we’ll be meeting up with Myf and Hermione, and their
families, tomorrow,” Remus said.

“Yeah, I remember,” Harry said. He finished his toast, then excused
himself, giving his uncles each a hug before he disappeared up to his
suite once more.



The next morning, Harry opted to wear one of his plain playsuits
alongside a pair of denim trousers. Remus and Sirius side-eyed him at
breakfast but, as the playsuit he’d chosen looked like a tucked-in tee
shirt, Remus said only, “A bit daring, pup, but as we’re only going to
Diagon and the only ones who’d know are the three of us, I won’t make
you change.”

Harry coloured slightly at the mild rebuke. “Yes, Uncle Remus.”

After breakfast, Harry was in the Second Receiving Room with his
backpack a good thirty minutes before it was time to go. He was eager to
meet with his friends and, more important, he was eager to use the
Portbook for an actual trip. He sat on the couch, tapping out a melody
on his knuckles as he waited.

Remus and Sirius joined him about five minutes till, and he looked up
when Remus cleared his throat. “Okay, pup, it’s time to give it a go.
We’ve talked this through, and remember that we want Diagon Alley,” he
said, and Harry nodded as he got up, shrugging his backpack on as he
crossed the room to the small pedestal where the Portbook sat ready for
use.

Harry picked the book up gingerly, glancing back at Remus before he
opened the book and paged through it. In his eagerness, he accidentally
paged past Diagon Alley, and looked at the open space in front of him
rather than the book. The page said, clearly, ‘Knockturn Alley’ as he
tapped it with his wand without looking down. “Vestibulum
orior,” he said excitedly, and the sound of tearing canvas met his
ears as a doorway ripped its way in to existence. He snapped the book
closed and placed it back on the pedestal, then strode forward.

“Harry, wait!” Sirius said, but Harry was moving too quickly for
either of them to grab him before he passed through the portal, and it
vanished with a faint pop behind him once he had.

“Fuck,” Sirius said. “That was Knockturn Alley…and
their wards aren’t going to open up to us again today.”

Remus nodded as he scooped up the Portbook and flipped through it.
“Right. We’re going to have to hope we can find him before somebody else
does… Vestibulum orior,” he said once he’d flipped to Diagon,
and discarded the Portbook before he and Sirius strode through in to the
Leaky Cauldron’s portal room.



The room Harry was standing in looked like a large, dimly-lit curio
shop, only actually magical. He didn’t think anything in here
would’ve been on a Hogwarts school supplies list…

A glass case nearby held a withered hand on a cushion, a
blood-stained pack of cards and a staring glass eye. Evil-looking masks
leered down from the walls, an assortment of human bones lay upon the
counter, and rusty, spiked instruments hung from the ceiling. Even
worse, the dark, narrow street Harry could see through the dusty shop
window was definitely not Diagon Alley.

The sooner he got out of here, the better, he decided. Harry made his
way swiftly, and as silently as he could manage, toward the door, but
before he’d got even halfway, two people appeared on the other side of
the glass—and one of them was the very last person Harry wanted to meet
when he was lost: Draco Malfoy.

He looked around quickly and spotted a large black cabinet to his
left. Quick as a flash, he vanished in to it, pulling the doors mostly
closed and leaving a crack for him to peer through. Seconds later, the
shop’s bell rang, an incongruously cheery sound in the gloom, and Malfoy
entered.

The man accompanying him could only have been his father, from the
looks. He had the same sharp, pale cream face and arctic gray eyes. Mr
Malfoy crossed the shop, looking lazily at the items on display, and
rang the bell on the counter, before turning to his son and saying,
“Touch nothing, Draco.”

Malfoy, who had reached for the glass eye, said, “I thought you were
going to buy me a present.”

“I said I would buy you a racing broom,” his father said, drumming
his fingers idly on the counter.

“What’s the good of that if I’m not on the House team?” Malfoy said,
looking sullen and ill-tempered. “Harry Potter got a Nimbus Two Thousand
last year. Special permission from Dumbledore so he could play for
Gryffindor. He’s not even that good, it’s just because he’s
famous…famous for having an ugly scar on his forehead…”

Malfoy bent down to examine a shelf full of skulls. “…Everyone thinks
he’s so smart, wonderful Potter with his scar and his
broom—”

“Enough. You have told me this at least a dozen times already,” Mr
Malfoy said, giving his son a quelling look. “And I would remind you
that it is not—prudent—to appear less than fond of the boy, not when
most of our kind regard him as the hero who made the Great Warlock
disappear. Ah, Mr Borgin.”

A stooping tall white man—Harry figured he’d be six foot six if he
stood straight—had appeared behind the counter, smoothing his greasy
black hair back from his face.

“Mr Malfoy, what a pleasure to see you again,” Mr Borgin said, in a
voice as oily as his hair. “Delighted—and young Master Malfoy,
too—charmed. How may I be of assistance? I must show you, just in today,
and very reasonably priced—”

“I’m not buying today, Mr Borgin, but selling,” Mr Malfoy said.

“Selling?” The smile faded slightly from Mr Borgin’s face.

“You have heard, of course, that the Ministry is conducting more
raids,” Mr Malfoy said as he took a small roll of parchment from his
inside pocket and unrolled it for Mr Borgin to read. “I have a few, ah,
items at home that might embarrass me if the Ministry were to call…”

Mr Borgin affixed a pince-nez to his nose and looked down the
list.

“The Ministry wouldn’t presume to trouble you, sir, surely?”

Mr Malfoy’s lip curled, an expression Harry was familiar with—he’d
seen it on Draco’s face often enough. “I have not been visited yet. The
name Malfoy still commands a certain respect, yet the Ministry grows
ever more meddlesome. There are rumours about a new Muggle Protection
Act—no doubt that flea-bitten, mudblood-loving fool Arthur Weasley is
behind it—”

Harry scowled.

“—and as you can see, certain of these poisons might make it
appear—”

“I understand, sir, of course,” Mr Borgin said. “Let me see…”

“Can I have that?” Draco interrupted, pointing at the
withered hand on its cushion.

“Ah, a hand of glory,” Mr Borgin said, abandoning Mr Malfoy’s list
and scurrying over to Draco. “Insert a candle and it gives light only to
the holder! Best friend of thieves and plunderers! Your son has fine
taste, sir.”

“I would hope my son will amount to more than a thief or a plunder,
Mr Borgin,” Mr Malfoy said coldly, and Mr Borgin said quickly, “No
offence, sir, no offence meant—”

“Though if his school marks don’t pick up,” Mr Malfoy said icily,
“that may indeed be all he is fit for.”

“It’s not my fault,” Draco retorted. “The teachers all have
favourites, that Hermione Granger—”

“I would have thought,” Mr Malfoy’s voice dropped to an arctic
whisper, “that you’d be ashamed that a mudblood girl beat you
in every exam…”

Harry vented a quiet “ha!” under his breath, pleased to see Draco
looking both abashed and angry.

“It’s the same all over,” Mr Borgin said in his oily voice. “Witch
blood is counting for less everywhere—”

“Not with me,” Mr Malfoy said, his long nostrils flaring.

“No, sir, nor with me, sir,” Mr Borgin said with a deep bow.

“In that case, perhaps we can return to my list,” Mr Malfoy said
shortly. “I am in something of a hurry, Borgin, I have important
business elsewhere today.”

They started to haggle. Harry watched nervously as Draco drew nearer
and nearer to his hiding place, examining the objects for sale. He
paused to examine a long coil of hangman’s rope and to read, smirking,
the card propped on a magnificent necklace of opals: Caution: Do Not
Touch. Cursed—Has Claimed the Lives of Nineteen Muggle Owners to
Date.

Draco turned away and saw the cabinet right in front of him. He
walked forward…he stretched out his hand for the handle…

“Done,” Mr Malfoy said at the counter. “Come, Draco!”

Harry wiped his forehead, then his dampened hand on his trousers, as
Draco turned away.

“Good day to you, Mr Borgin, I’ll expect you at the manor tomorrow to
pick up the goods.”

The moment the door had closed behind the Malfoys, Mr Borgin dropped
his oily manner.

“Good day yourself, Mister Malfoy, and if the stories are
true, you haven’t sold me half of what’s hidden in your manor…”

Muttering darkly, Mr Borgin disappeared into a back room. Harry
waited for a minute in case he came back, then, quietly as he could,
slipped out of the cabinet, past the glass cases, and out of the shop
door.

He stared around, somewhat ill at ease again. He had emerged into a
dingy alleyway that seemed to be made up entirely of shops devoted to
maleficery. The one he’d just left, Borgin and Burke’s, looked like the
largest, but opposite was a nasty window display of shrunken heads, and
two doors down, a large cage was alive with gigantic black spiders. Two
shabby-looking male witches were watching him from the shadow of a
doorway, muttering to each other. Feeling jumpy, Harry set off, hoping
against hope that he’d be able to find a way out of there.

An old wooden street sign hanging over a shop selling poisonous
candles told him he was in Knockturn Alley. This didn’t help, as Harry
had never heard of such a place. He supposed he’d flipped past Diagon
Alley in the Portbook, back in Blackstone Hall. Trying to stay calm, he
wondered what to do.

“Not lost, are you, my dear?” asked a soft voice in his ear, making
him jump.

An elderly female witch stood in front of him, holding a tray of
things that looked disturbingly like whole human fingernails. She leered
at him, showing mossy teeth. Harry backed away.

“I’m fine, thanks,” he said, “I’m just—”

“Harry! What d’yeh think yer doin’ down there?”

Harry’s growing anxiety burst at the familiar voice, and the elderly
witch nearly jumped out of her skin; a load of fingernails cascaded down
over her feet, and she cursed as the massive form of Hagrid, the
Hogwarts gamekeeper, came striding toward them, beetle-black eyes
flashing over his great bristling beard.

“Hagrid!” Harry croaked in relief. “I was lost—accidentally flipped
past Diagon Alley in the Portbook—”

Hagrid seized Harry by his elbow and pulled him away from the witch,
knocking the tray right out of her hands. Her shrieks of outrage
followed them all the way along the twisting, narrow alleyway and out in
to bright sunlight. Harry saw the great marble bulk of Gringott’s Bank
in the distance. Hagrid had steered him right in to Diagon Alley.

“What were yeh doin’ skulkin’ about Knockturn Alley, Harry? ‘S a
right dodgy place, don’ want no one ter see yeh down there—”

“I realised that,” Harry said. “I told you, I was lost—what
were you doing down there, anyway?”

“I was lookin’ fer a flesh-eatin’ slug repellent,” Hagrid
growled. “They’re ruinin’ the school cabbages. Yer not on yer own?”

“Uncle Remus and Uncle Sirius were supposed to follow me, but the
portal closed before they could,” Harry explained. “I’ve got to go and
find them…I’m sure Uncle Remus is worried sick…”

“Harry! Harry, over here!” Harry looked up to see Hermione standing
at the top of the wide white staircase to Gringott’s. She ran down to
meet them, her afro bobbing slightly in the wind of her passage.

“Hello, Hagrid…Oh, it’s wonderful to see you two again… Are you
coming in to Gringott’s, Harry?”

“As soon as Uncle Remus and Uncle Sirius find me,” Harry said. The
two children looked around, and then there was Remus and Sirius, all but
running to meet them, Remus outpacing Sirius by a couple dozen steps as
he almost bowled Harry over, hugging him close.

“My dear pup,” he whispered, panting, in to Harry’s ear. “I’m so glad
to see you safe and sound… Please, please pay more attention to
the page you’ve turned to when you cast the Portal Charm…”

Harry returned Remus’s fierce hug with one of his own. “I’m so sorry
to have made you worry, Uncle Remus…”

Simultaneous with Sirius’s arrival, which prompted the Lupins to
separate a little so that they could pull him in to the hug, was the
arrival of the Weasleys, at a somewhat more sedate pace.

“Hey Harry,” Myf said. She glanced at the two men, who were still a
little short of breath. “Why were you two running just now, anyway?”

“I, um. Accidentally took a detour through Knockturn Alley,” Harry
said sheepishly. “Wasn’t paying attention when I was going through the
Portbook.”

“Brilliant!” Fred and Georgia said together.

“We’ve never been allowed in,” Myf said enviously.

“I should ruddy well think not,” Hagrid growled. “Well, gotta be off.
See yer at Hogwarts!” And he strode away, head and shoulders taller than
anyone else in the packed street.

“Guess who I saw in Borgin and Burke’s?” Harry asked Myf and Hermione
as they climbed the staircase to Gringott’s. “Malfoy and his
father.”

“Did Lucius Malfoy buy anything?” Mr Weasley asked sharply behind
them.

“No, he was selling.”

“So he’s worried,” Mr Weasley said with grim satisfaction. “Oh, I’d
love to get Lucius Malfoy for something…”

“You be careful, Arthur,” Molly said sharply, as they walked past the
armed kobolds bracketing the doors. “That family’s trouble, don’t go
biting off more than you can chew.”

“Heh. I’d love to see them get knocked down a peg, especially
Narcissa,” Sirius commented. Mr Weasley’s attention was immediately
caught by a nervous-looking Black couple who bore a strong filial
resemblance to Hermione, which meant they must have been her parents. He
joined them, alongside Hermione, and they were almost immediately lost
in conversation. Mundane folks were definitely Mr Weasley’s
special interest, Harry decided. From the bits he was able to parse, it
certainly sounded like he knew what he was talking about, even as he
asked seemingly inane questions.

The Weasleys and Harry, Remus, and Sirius were led off separately to
their vaults, both groups clambering in to mine-carts for their
respective journeys. Harry could not have said if the path they took
this time was the same path he and Hagrid had taken the year before, and
he supposed that it made sense to vary routes in order to make it harder
for people to navigate the caverns beneath Gringott’s.

As he had the year before, Harry withdrew a dozen Galleons, a score
of Sickles, and two-score Knuts. He also slipped a book in to his
backpack, one he’d spotted sitting on the shelves—it’d make a great
present for Hermione, he figured. He owed Neville a birthday present,
too—he’d lost track of the calendar amidst the splendour of Blackstone
Hall and then his own birthday and the party he’d had and his visit to
the Weasleys…anyway, Harry knew what he’d get Neville.

Back outside on the marble steps, the three families separated. Percy
muttered vaguely about needing new quills, Fred and Georgia had spotted
their friend Lee Jordan, Molly and Ginny were going to a second-hand
robe shop. Mr Weasley was insisting on taking the Grangers down to the
Leaky Cauldron for some lubrication to help fuel their ongoing
conversation.

“We’ll all meet at Flourish and Blotts in an hour to buy your school
books,” Molly said, setting off with Ginny. “And not one step down
Knockturn Alley!” she called to the twins’ retreating backs.

“Feel free to buy a few treats, Harry,” Sirius said. “It’s a lovely
day, after all, and Remus and I will take care of your school supplies.”
(He’d taken the Galleons and half the Sickles when Harry had climbed
back in to the mine-cart to leave.)

And so Harry, Myf, and Hermione enjoyed a large strawberry peanut
butter ice-cream each, which they slurped happily as they wandered
through Diagon Alley, examining the fascinating shop windows. Myf gazed
longingly at a set of Chudley Cannon robes in the windows of “Quality
Quadball Supplies”, until Hermione dragged them off to buy ink and
parchment next door. In Gambol and Japes’ Witching Joke Shop, they met
Fred, Georgia, and Lee Jordan, who were stocking up on “Dr Filibuster’s
Fabulous Wet-Start, No-Heat Fireworks”, and in a tiny junk shop full of
broken wands, wonky brass scales, and old cloaks covered in potion
stains they found Percy, deeply immersed in a small and deeply boring
book called Prefects Who Gained Power.

“A study of Hogwarts Prefects and their later careers,” Myf
read aloud off the back cover. “That sounds fascinating…”

“Go away,” Percy snapped.

“’Course, he’s very ambitious, Percy, he’s got it all planned out…he
wants to be Minister of Magic…” Myf told Harry and Hermione in an
undertone, as they left Percy to it.

An hour later, they headed for Flourish and Blotts. They were by no
means the only ones making their way to the bookshop. As they approached
it, they saw to their surprise a large crowd jostling outside the doors,
trying to get in. The reason for this was proclaimed by a large banner
stretched across the upper windows:



Gilderoy Lockhart

will be signing copies of his autobiography

Magical Me

today 12.30—4.30 pm





“We can actually meet him!” Hermione squealed. “I’d read about him in
the Daily Prophet, and then checked out his entire bibliography
via the Witch Public Library system…”

Harry, Myf, and Hermione squeezed inside. A long queue wound right to
the back of the shop, where Gilderoy Lockhart was signing his books.
They each grabbed a copy of Break with a Banshee, and sneaked
up the line to where the rest of the Weasleys, Remus, and Sirius were
standing with Mr and Mrs Granger.

“Oh, there you are, good,” Molly said. She sounded breathless and
kept patting her hair. “We’ll be able to see him in a minute…”

Gilderoy Lockhart came slowly into view, seated at a table surrounded
by large pictures of his own face, all winking and flashing dazzlingly
white teeth at the crowd. The real Lockhart was wearing robes of
forget-me-not blue which exactly matched his eyes; his pointed witch’s
hat was set at a jaunty angle on his wavy hair.

A short, irritable-looking man was dancing around taking photographs
with a large black camera that emitted puffs of purple smoke with every
blinding flash.

“Out of the way, there,” he snarled at Myf, moving back to get a
better shot. “This is for the Daily Prophet.”

“Big deal,” said Myf, rubbing her foot where the photographer had
stepped on it.

Gilderoy Lockhart heard her. He looked up. He saw Myf—and then he saw
Harry. He stared. Then he leapt to his feet and positively shouted, “It
can’t be Harry Potter?”

The crowd parted, whispering excitedly. Lockhart dived forward,
seized Harry’s arm and pulled him to the front. The crowd burst into
applause. Harry’s face burned as Lockhart shook his hand for the
photographer, who was clicking away madly, wafting thick smoke over the
Weasleys.

“Nice big smile, Harry,” said Lockhart, through his own gleaming
teeth. “Together, you and I are worth the front page.”

When he finally let go of Harry’s hand, Harry could hardly feel his
fingers. He tried to sidle back over to Remus, but Lockhart threw an arm
around his shoulders and clamped him tightly to his side.

“Ladies and gentlemen,” he said loudly, waving for quiet. “What an
extraordinary moment this is! The perfect moment for me to make a little
announcement I’ve been sitting on for some time!”

“When young Harry here stepped into Flourish and Blotts today, he
only wanted to buy my autobiography—which I shall be happy to present
him now, free of charge”—the crowd applauded again—“he had no idea,”
Lockhart continued, giving Harry a little shake that made his glasses
slip to the end of his nose, “that he would shortly be getting much,
much more than my book, Magical Me. He and his school fellows
will, in fact, be getting the real, magical me. Yes, ladies and
gentlemen, I have great pleasure and pride in announcing that, this
year, I have been invited to be a guest lecturer at Hogwarts School of
Witchcraft, where I shall help train the next cohort of talented young
men and women entering their OWL years.”

The crowd cheered and clapped and Harry found himself being presented
with the entire works of Gilderoy Lockhart. Staggering slightly under
their weight, he managed to make his way out of the limelight to the
edge of the room, where Ginny was standing next to her new cauldron.

“You have these,” Harry muttered to her, tipping the books into the
cauldron. “I’m not even remotely—”

“Bet you loved that, didn’t you, Potter?” said a voice Harry had no
trouble recognising. He straightened up and found himself face to face
with Draco Malfoy, who was wearing his usual sneer.

“Famous Harry Potter,” Malfoy said. “Can’t even go into a bookshop
without making the front page.”

“Leave him alone, he didn’t want all that!” said Ginny. She was
glaring at Malfoy.

“Potter, you’ve got yourself a girlfriend!” Malfoy drawled.
Ginny went scarlet as Myf and Hermione fought their way over, both
clutching the year’s stack of new schoolbooks.

“Oh, it’s you,” Myf said, looking at Malfoy as if he were something
unpleasant on the sole of her shoe. “Bet you’re surprised to see Harry
here, eh?”

“Not as surprised as I am to see you in a shop, Weasley,” Malfoy
retorted. “I suppose your parents will go hungry for a month to pay for
that lot.”

Myf went as red as her sister, and dropped her books in to Ginny’s
cauldron. She started towards Malfoy, but Harry and Hermione grabbed the
back of her shirt.

“Myf!” Mr Weasley said, struggling over with Fred and Georgia. “What
are you doing? It’s mad in here, let’s go outside.”

“Well, well, well—Arthur Weasley.”

It was Mr Malfoy. He stood with his hand on Draco’s shoulder,
sneering in just the same way.

“Lucius,” Mr Weasley said coldly, with a curt nod.

“Busy time at the Ministry, I hear,” Mr Malfoy said. “All those
raids…I hope they’re paying you overtime?”

He reached into Ginny’s cauldron and extracted, from amidst the new
books, a very old, very battered copy of A Beginner’s Guide to
Transfiguration.

“Obviously not,” he said. “Dear me, what’s the use of being a
disgrace to witchkind if they don’t even pay you well for it?”

Mr Weasley’s expression darkened. “We have a very different idea of
what disgraces witchkind,” he said.

“Clearly,” Mr Malfoy said, his gray eyes straying over to Mr and Mrs
Granger, who were watching apprehensively. “The company you keep,
Weasley…and I thought your family could sink no lower—”

There was a thud of metal as Ginny’s cauldron went flying; Mr Weasley
had thrown himself at Mr Malfoy, knocking him backwards into a
bookshelf. Dozens of heavy spellbooks came thundering down on their
heads; there was a yell of “Get him, Dad!” from Fred or Georgia, and
Molly was screaming, “No, Arthur, no!” The crowd stampeded backwards,
knocking more shelves over. “Gentlemen, please—please!” the assistant
cried, and then, two voices said in unison, “Petrificus
totalus!”

Sirius and Remus lowered their wands, both of them looking annoyed.
“This is no way to behave, gentlemen,” Sirius said. “Not that I wouldn’t
want to give you a black eye myself, Lucius, but surely a man of
your…carefully curated reputation would want to refrain from
brawling with another witch in public like a brace of cats fighting over
chicken scraps?”

Mr Malfoy wasn’t able to move much yet, but his eyes looked
murderous.

“And you, Mr Weasley,” Sirius continued. “Imagine the headlines.
Ministry official brawls with billionaire…you’d be lucky to
still have a job, much less remain head of your Office.”

Unlike Mr Malfoy, Mr Weasley just looked chagrined. Remus and Sirius
released their spells, and Mr Malfoy scowled. Neither man was
unscathed—Mr Weasley had a cut lip, and Mr Malfoy had been hit in the
eye by an Encyclopaedia of Toadstools. He was still holding
Ginny’s old transfiguration book. He thrust it at her, his eyes
glittering with malice.

“Here, girl—take your book—it’s the best your father can give
you—”

Without another word, he turned away and gestured to Draco as he
swept from the shop.

“C’mon, let’s get out of here,” Remus said. “Really, Sirius, I would
never have expected you to be the voice of reason.”

The shop assistant looked momentarily like he was going to stop them
all from leaving, but Sirius gave him a flat look and the man deflated.
The group hurried up the street, the Grangers clearly ill at ease and
Molly furious.

“Being the punkest witch in Diagon Alley doesn’t mean anything if I
don’t use my power for good,” Sirius said, smirking. “Besides, that’s
the best approach for a man like Lucius. Heard he ducked out of a
sentence at Azkaban on account of he’d been Imperiused, which is of
course a load of shite…”

“Language, Pads,” Remus muttered.

“What a fine example to set for our children, Arthur,” Molly
said sharply. “Sirius was right, surely your job’s worth more than
getting satisfaction… What Mr Lockhart must’ve thought…”

“Seemed pleased,” Fred said. “Didn’t you hear him as we were leaving?
Asked the bloke from the Daily Prophet if they could work the
fight in to his report—said it was all publicity.”

But it was a subdued group who headed back to the Leaky Cauldron’s
portal room, where the three families would be separating once more:
Sirius and the Lupins to Blackstone Hall, the Weasleys back to The
Burrow, and the Grangers out the front door to the mundane street
outside. Mr Weasley opened his mouth to ask another question about
mundane society, but closed it when he caught the look on Molly’s
face.

“Go ahead and take us home, Harry,” Remus said. “Remember, hub
first.”

Harry nodded, and actually read the pages carefully as he leafed
through the Portbook this time. “Vestibulum orior.”
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			Chapter Twenty-Five

		
A couple days after Harry’s visit to The Burrow, a Healer from St
Mungo’s came calling, a woman named Maud Ashborn. He and Remus met with
her in his bedroom, and Remus had conjured some chairs for the
occasion.

“Good afternoon, Mx Lupin, Mr Lupin,” Healer Ashborn said when she
entered the room. “I’m here to conduct the annual wellness exam that
my…predecessor…had ordered. Will you be comfortable with my conducting
it in this room, Mx Lupin?”

“Yes, ma’am, but…why isn’t Healer Lobosca doing it?” Harry asked.

“She was dismissed October of last year, as I recall. All management
would say about it, when anyone asked, was that she was dismissed for
cause. No details.”

“That’s odd,” Remus said. “Normally, when there’s a change of
practitioner, they send patients a letter to inform them of the fact,
they do, along with information about patients’ legal rights and so
on.”

“…You mean you hadn’t received one?” Healer Ashborn asked, looking a
little disturbed. “I will be sure to have the relevant paperwork
delivered to you, should you wish to complain; you have that right.”

Harry nodded. “Anyway, yes, I’m comfortable with the exam being done
here.”

Healer Ashborn nodded. “All right; first, I’m going to cast a few
diagnostic charms… Nothing fancy, just the standard medicare
gnosis and nutricis gnosis. Medicare gnosis will
tell me how your body’s doing right now, and nutricis gnosis
will tell me how you’re developing. Next, I’ll do a physical exam, and
then I will have a private conversation with you, Mx Lupin, about how
you’ve been treated at home over the past year. Finally, we’ll discuss
my findings and what happens next, if anything.”

“Sounds good,” Harry said, and Remus nodded in agreement.

“Excellent. In that case…”

The examination went quite smoothly, although nutricis
gnosis had tickled a little—a common reaction to how the
Developmental Charm inspected the body, Healer Ashborn had said, when
he’d giggled. The private conversation, though… Harry decided that he
didn’t like Healer Ashborn very much. It was clear from her questioning
that she didn’t approve of him living with two men, anyway, and when he
mentioned wanting to undergo a female puberty…well, she was
professional, at least.

“All right,” Healer Ashborn said, after she’d invited Remus back in
after the aforementioned private conversation. “So, you’ve got a clean
bill of health. Developmentally, you’re probably about a year behind
your peers in terms of physical maturation, but that’s attributable to
your history with your previous guardians. Your diet’s looking
reasonably good, as well.

“Now, I understand from our conversation during the exam that Mx
Lupin wants to undergo a female puberty. That is certainly something we
can arrange, but given that he is a student at Hogwarts, I would
recommend pursuing treatment through Madam Pomfrey. She would be
responsible for monitoring his development regardless, and she already
handles routine care whilst he’s in attendance. Does that sound
reasonable?”

Harry nodded mutely. Remus said, “That makes sense to me, it
does.”

“Excellent. Now, do either of you have any questions for me?”

“I think we just about covered everything,” Remus said.

“Wonderful. Well, Mx Lupin, it was a pleasure to meet with you, and
I’ll see you again next year.”

“It was nice to meet with you, too,” Harry said, and Remus
nodded.

Harry waited until after he was sure she was gone, then said, “…I
don’t think I like her very much, Uncle Remus. She…well, she didn’t go
out and say so, but I don’t think she likes how I’m living with you and
Uncle Sirius.”

“Well, that’s certainly good to know,” Remus said. “I can request a
new Healer for your next wellness exam. I don’t even have to specify
why, if you’d rather I didn’t.”

Harry thought about it for a moment. “…I mean, if someone asks for,
um…corroboration?, it’d just be my word against hers, and she didn’t say
anything outright.”

“If we asked for disciplinary action against her, they might, but as
she didn’t actually do anything wrong…”



That evening, Harry wrote a letter to Healer Lobosca. She was the
first person, outside of Hagrid, to be truly kind to him, and he’d liked
her a lot and had hoped to see her again.



Dear Healer Lobosca,

I was sorry to hear that you’d been dismissed from St Mungo’s. I know
I wasn’t doing well when we first met, last year, but I appreciate the
kindness that you showed me then. I would like to meet with you again,
even though you’re not my Healer now, if you’re interested.

I met with Healer Ashborn today, and she was nice too, but…I don’t
like her very much.

Sincerely,





Harry Lupin

Warden of House Potter





Harry showed the letter to Remus, to make sure it was okay—he’d
corresponded with Hermione, Myf, and Neville, but this was the first
time he’d written a letter to someone who wasn’t a friend.

“Looks reasonable to me, pup,” Remus said. “Let me know what she
says, eh? I know her, but it’s been a few years since I’ve heard from
her.”

“I will.”

Healer Lobosca’s response came a few days later, at breakfast.



Harry Lupin,

I was not expecting to hear from you, if I’m honest. None of my other
patients have written, which isn’t a surprise—administration said the
official reason for my dismissal would be ‘for cause’, which I’m sure
your Healer Ashborn mentioned.

Truth is, they found out I’m a werewolf, which fact I am only
disclosing to you because you’re Remus’s nephew—I saw the article the
Daily Prophet published about your adoption. And so they fired
me. I don’t think Ashborn knows, or I’m quite sure she’d have had words
about that; she’s theriomisic, like a lot of witches.

Anyway, I would be glad to meet with you. I’ll let you know when I’ve
figured things out on my end.

—Lobosca





True to his word, Harry showed it to Remus as soon as he’d read it.
“Do you think she has a place to stay? I remember our conversation last
year, about how you were forced to move around constantly…”

“Probably not, no,” Remus said. “Or rather, if she does, it’d be
purely temporary.”

“We have room here at Blackstone Hall,” Sirius said. “I’m not
comfortable having a guest here while we aren’t, however, even with a
caretaker in residence. And if she’s anything like Moony, she won’t
accept your money if you offer to subsidise a flat for her.”

Remus made a rude noise at Sirius. “She’d accept a job offer,
probably, but House Potter can’t afford a private Healer at market
rates, and I refuse to hire her on at less. And the household isn’t
large enough to require a servant, for that matter.”

“There must be something we can do, though,” Harry said, with a hint
of wheedling in his voice. “She needs to be part of a pack, and I didn’t
get the feeling she’s got one, from her letter.”

“I don’t disagree, pup,” Remus said. “Issue is, she can’t stay here
while we’re at Hogwarts, and the Hogsmeade house doesn’t have a spare
room. Granted, since I’ll be teaching, the only person home during the
week would be Sirius, full moons aside, but that won’t change the fact
it’s a two-bedroom house.”

“I could give her my—” Harry began, but Remus said, firmly, “No. You
deserve to have a space that is entirely your own, and while I
appreciate that you’re just trying to help, I’m not going to let you
surrender it for the sake of a woman you don’t know.”

Harry subsided, frowning.

“Do I recall correctly that you own the house, Remus?” Sirius asked.
“If so, we can add a room, easily enough. Shouldn’t take more than a few
weeks, I figure, given magical construction techniques.”

“I do, yes, but we’d have to make use of a hotel while it’s being
worked on, since I doubt you’ll get the paperwork done quickly enough to
have construction finished by the start of term.”

“That’s not a problem. Harry, go ahead and extend an invitation to Ms
Lobosca, please; I’ll include a note in my person as Warden of House
Black, to reassure her that this is from the three of us and that you
have permission to do so.”



14 August

Harry, Remus, and Sirius were seated in the Second Receiving Room
after breakfast on the Wednesday. Harry looked a little fatigued—he
hadn’t slept well the night before, anxious as he was—and he fidgeted as
they waited. Finally, about half past nine, Kreacher appeared at the
door in to the room and announced, “Chiara daughter of Kendall, Heir of
House Lobosca.”

The woman who followed him in to the room looked…worn. She was the
same white-haired, blue-eyed white woman Harry had met the year before,
but she’d been in blue medical robes, somewhat reminiscent of mundane
scrubs, at the time. Now, she was dressed similarly to Sirius’s habitual
outfit: denim trousers, black combat boots, a black tee for some band
he’d never heard of, and a pair of black fingerless gloves. Over her
shoulder, she’d slung a black backpack, and she’d applied black lipstick
and nail polish, among other things, giving her a gothic punk look.

“Good morning, Ms Lobosca,” Harry said, and he was followed a beat
later by Remus, who said, “Hey, Chiara. Been a while. Come on in, have a
seat.”

“Hi,” Ms Lobosca said, somewhat brusquely. She crossed the room, and
her stride resembled Remus’s, Sirius noted. It didn’t seem as bad as his
partner’s, though, and she’d put a note of defiance in to it as well, as
if rejecting the idea that she needed anything.

“Did you bring anything else with you, Ms Lobosca?” Sirius asked.

“Please, call me Chiara,” she said as she sat in a chair facing them,
“and no, just the backpack and my motorcycle. Kreacher’s put my bike
helmet and jacket up. So, look. I appreciate the invitation, and
obviously I’ve accepted it since I’m here, but I shan’t be staying
long.”

“Why not?” Harry asked, tilting his head. It looked fairly lupine,
Chiara thought, and she wondered if Remus had noticed yet how much his
own mannerisms had rubbed off on the kid.

“I’m only here because I’m happy to have a roof over my head while
I’m looking for another job, to be blunt. I’m not here for charity.”

“It’s not charity,” Remus said. “As my pup said when we were talking
about it, you need to be part of a pack.” At her frown, and before she
could say anything, he raised a hand, forestalling the rebuttal she’d
been about to make.

“Yes, I’m sure you could survive without one, I am, as I’ve done it
for years. But, as you know perfectly well, wolves, and especially
werewolves, aren’t meant to live alone and unsupported. I can’t compel
you to stay, nor will I, but what I want is for you to find
your pack before you leave us.”

Chiara sighed. “You’re right, we’re not. But, damnit, what else is
there for me? For us? Since St Mungo’s, I haven’t been able to
hold a job for more than three months. How am I supposed to have
pack-mates when I’m dealing with shite like that?”

“Believe me, I know what you mean. I didn’t really expect to have a
pack, either, but Professor Dumbledore hired me to be Harry’s guardian.
But then we met, and after he rambled on about werewolves in a mundane
fiction book he’d been reading, I told him I was a werewolf. Guess what
he did.”

Chiara raised an eyebrow. “Since you adopted him, I’m assuming he
didn’t run away screaming.”

“He gave me a hug, and said something about how he figured I could
use one and that I didn’t have anyone to give me any, the rascal.”

“Heh. That tracks, he was real sweet when I examined him last year.
All right, you win. I’ll stick around until I find my people, whoever
they happen to be.”

Harry beamed.

“There’s one thing I want to mention,” Sirius said. “We’ll be
expanding our Hogsmeade home so that you can have your own room, and
we’d been planning to move up to it this weekend for the full moon and
then Hogwarts. While that’s going on, I’ll be putting us up in a hotel,
and you will be part of our group for that.”

“Okay, fair enough,” Chiara said after a moment. “What are your plans
for the full moons, then?”

“I’ve a clearing in the Forbidden Forest for my use,” Remus said,
“now that Wolfsbane Potion exists, and since Sirius moved in with me,
he’s joined me. Harry’s joined us a couple times so far, and I was
planning to allow him to next week as well, at least for a night.”

“I’m sorry, what?” Chiara asked, shocked. “You’re letting the boy
who lived hang out with you while you’re transformed? Don’t you
realise how dang—”

“I’m a wolf, not a ‘boy’,” Harry interjected. “And Uncle Remus has
been very, very good about not letting me come in to contact with his
saliva when he’s a wolf.”

It took Chiara a moment to find her voice again. “You’re…a wolf. In
what way are you a wolf.”

“Inside, in my head and in my heart,” he said simply. “I haven’t done
the Animagus ritual and Uncle Remus hasn’t infected me at all; I think
medicare gnosis would tell you if he had, if you want to check.
But…I’m a wolf. I know this is a human body, but that doesn’t change
anything.”

“Hm.” She looked sceptical, but shrugged. “No, that won’t be
necessary. So, where’s my room?”

“Kreacher, please show Chiara to the guest room prepared for her
use,” Sirius said. “After that, it’s probably time to get lunch
started.”



16 August

A couple days later, Harry sat in his study, idly contemplating a
magical window set in to the wall next to his desk. It was currently
configured to show him a wolf exhibit for a zoo somewhere across the
pond, where it was about mid-morning. He turned away, and called,
“Kreacher! I’d like a conversation, if you’re available, please.”

There was a musical chime of acknowledgement, and a few seconds later
Kreacher Apparated in to the room. “What did you wish to discuss, Mx
Lupin?” he asked, his voice studiously neutral as always.

“I just wanted to, um…ask some questions about things,” Harry said, a
bit hesitantly. “About you, and your experiences…if you’re comfortable
with me asking, that is.”

“As you are young and new to magical Britain, Mx Lupin, I will make
allowances that I would not for Master’s peers.”

Harry nodded. “So…I guess my first question is…why? I know you were
bound to serve House Black for decades, if not centuries, so why accept
Uncle Sirius’s coin? Why not do something else?”

Kreacher didn’t answer immediately, and in fact Harry was about to
withdraw his question when the hob responded. “I love what I do, Mx
Lupin. Yes, I was compelled by the Elfbind to serve, but there is a
world of difference between doing something because you cannot do
otherwise, and doing something because you chose to. I have always
enjoyed the work, mind you, but now I am paid and respected as the
valuable member of the household that I am. More than that, Master
always treated me with dignity and respect, even when his family
attempted to stamp out his kindnesses.”

“Oh. I guess that makes sense. So…why the, um. Outfit?” Harry
gestured at the chiton Kreacher was wearing, which today was a warm
burgundy. “You could dress as you like, right?”

Harry wasn’t sure how he knew that Kreacher was pleased by the
question, given he didn’t smile as a human would or drop his muzzle open
in a doggie-grin as Remus-as-wolf or Padfoot might have done. “Yes,
indeed. I could even, as my ancestors did, go without. But this chiton
is comfortable, and that’s the important part, yes?”

Harry considered his next question more carefully. “Why do you go by
‘Kreacher’, anyway? I’m sure Uncle Sirius would let you choose something
else…”

Kreacher actually looked a little confused. “Because ‘Kreacher’ is
who I am. Master asked me if I wanted a different name when he gave me
my freedom, and that is what I told him as well. Whereas I know that
‘Harry Potter’, or even ‘Harry Lupin’, as you are currently styled, is
not who you are. ‘Harry’ is the name you were given by your
parents, of course, but it ill fits the person I see before me, in the
same way that Miss Granger’s name fits her. Is there a name that you
would like me to use instead?”

“Wulfrún,” Harry said immediately, then blinked. He hadn’t meant to
actually use it anywhere yet…and yet, it felt completely natural to tell
Kreacher, somehow.

“Wolf-lore, hmm…? Yes… You are, indeed, a keeper of secrets,
wolf-souled. Do you have more questions for me, Wulfrún?”

“Well…this isn’t really to do with you, but… ‘wolf-souled’?”

“That is what I said, yes. You have a wolf’s soul. Mr Lupin and
Master have talked about your, hm, ‘species dysphoria’ is the phrase,
yes? It is rare, but sometimes you humans are born with a non-human
soul. And it was common, before the White God came to the Isles, for
this to be done artificially. Miss Evans was, I have been told, an
extraordinarily gifted witch when it came to pre-Christian magic, and
she may well have given you a wolf-soul, perhaps in honour of Mr Lupin.
Alas, there is no way to tell whether an animal soul arose naturally or
was created, so I would not worry too much about it.”

“Huh. I’ll…have to think about that. Thank you, Kreacher, I
appreciate your time and willingness to answer my questions.” Harry
offered his hand, and Kreacher shook it.

“Very good, Mx Lupin.”

Notes

Theriomisia is, by analogy with transmisia, hatred of therianthropes,
if it wasn’t clear from the text.
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			The Second Year

			Chapter Twenty-Six

		
The next weekend was their last at Blackstone Hall until the winter
break, and Harry had stuffed his trunk full. Obedient to his uncles’
wishes, the majority of his playsuits remained in his playroom; the four
he’d packed were plain colours and were indistinguishable from a
tucked-in shirt when worn with trousers. In addition, he had the coming
year’s school supplies, a brand-new copy of British Rails, his
presents for Neville and Hermione, and a few other odds and ends stuffed
in to the trunk. Consequently, Remus and Sirius had their own valises.
Chiara, on the other hand, was using her black backpack.

Harry smiled to himself at the thought. He’d finally convinced Remus
to let him fund a new wardrobe, though Remus had insisted on visiting
second-hand shops to put it together. Harry hadn’t minded that part—he’d
just wanted his uncle to look more professorly (and had said as
much).

He was reading a book in the Second Receiving Room, with Chiara
seated with a book of her own in the chair opposite, when Remus walked
in, leaning on his cane. “Ready to go, pup?”

Harry marked his place with a bookmark and nodded. “Yup. We’re just
waiting for you and Uncle Sirius.”

Just then, Sirius walked in as well, carrying both men’s valises. He
set them down next to Harry’s trunk, using a couple of Sticking Charms
to secure them. With a muttered volare, their luggage rose in
to the air. “Kreacher, please maintain the house in our absence,” he
said, and a musical chime rang in acknowledgement. The hob himself was
not present, however; none of them felt it necessary for him to be
present if his duties didn’t require him to be, after all.

Harry picked up the Portbook, flipping through it carefully until he
found Hogsmeade Station, and with a muttered vestibulum orior,
the four of them travelled to Hogsmeade. From the Station portal
gateway, they made their way to the Prancing Hippogryph, the larger of
two hotels in the village, where Sirius had reserved the Queen’s Suite
while the house was being enlarged for Chiara’s benefit.



As Professor McGonagall had told him the year before, the evening of
1 September, the Hogwarts porters called upon Harry to carry his trunk
and Xenia up to the castle. He gave Remus and Sirius both a tight hug,
and Chiara a wave, as he left, shortly afterward, to join the other
students at Hogsmeade Station. Myf, Hermione, and Neville were already
waiting for him, and Ginny was walking with the other first-years over
to where Hagrid was calling for them when he arrived.

“Hey, Hermione, Myf,” Harry said. “Neville, I have something special
for you—I’d forgotten your birthday was the day before mine, but I think
you’ll appreciate it—I’ll show you in the morning.”

“Looking forward to it,” Neville said in his slow, careful voice.
They exchanged a round of hugs, then joined the throng of students
making their way to horseless carriages at the opposite end of Hogsmeade
Station from where the first-years were gathering. Or, rather, Harry saw
winged, skeletal horses; the other three apparently saw nothing.

“So…was anyone going to explain why the carriages are being pulled by
skeletal horses this year, or…?” Harry asked, once the four of them were
in a carriage.

“…What skeletal horses?” Hermione asked. “I didn’t see any…”

“Huh. Maybe they’re just invisible, normally…but if they’re
invisible, why can I see them?”

“I don’t know…but we can figure it out, I’m sure, given there will be
books that talk about it.”

The rest of the journey from Hogsmeade Station to Hogwarts was
occupied with the more usual chattering of friends seeing one another
again after two months’ separation.



“Oh, hey, the Little High Table’s still up there…and Uncle Remus is
sitting near Madam Pomfrey, too,” Harry said when they entered the Great
Hall.

“Didn’t you say he’s our new Self Defence teacher?” Hermione
asked.

“Yeah. So I’d have figured he’d be at the regular high table, with
the other professors.”

“If you were sitting with the rest of us Gryffindors, maybe he would
be,” Fred said from behind them. “But that’s all right, you are
his family, after all.”

“That’s true, yeah,” Harry said as they walked through the Great
Hall. “Can’t wait to play Quadball again, honestly. Good to see you
two.”

“Good to see you, too,” Georgia said, and she and Fred patted Harry’s
shoulder before sitting with the other Gryffindors. Harry reflected that
by now he was definitely able to tell the twins apart, though if he had
to explain how, he wasn’t sure he could. Fortunately, it hadn’t come up
yet.

Malfoy, Crabbe, and Goyle were waiting near the head of the House
tables. Malfoy’s lip curled when he noticed he had Harry’s
attention.

“I see Hogwarts is going to the dogs,” he sneered. “Don’t choke when
you wolf down your food, Potter.”

Harry blinked. “What are you talking about, Malfoy?”

“Father saw you’d changed your name over the holiday. Did you think
that wasn’t going to be all over magical Britain?”

“No, I already know it was; your delivery just sucks. Maybe your
father could fetch you a copy of The Complete Idiot’s Guide to
Stand-Up Comedy.”

Malfoy scowled and strode away, flanked by his flunkies.

When he and his friends reached the Little High Table, Harry gave
Remus a surreptitious hug before sitting in his usual spot—which, he
noticed, was between his uncle and Madam Pomfrey. “Hey, Uncle Remus,”
Harry said quietly. “Shouldn’t you be sitting with the other
teachers?”

“There’s no real requirement to, pup; there’s just usually nowhere
else to sit,” Remus replied, smiling. “Besides, my nephew’s here, he is,
so why would I sit anywhere else?”

Harry coloured slightly, but he smiled as he turned to Madam Pomfrey.
“Good evening, ma’am,” he said. “I wasn’t sure if the Little High
Table’d be here. Glad it is, though.”

Madam Pomfrey smiled fondly back at him. “You’ve made excellent
progress over the course of the year, Harry, but I figured tonight isn’t
a good time to try you on eating with your House. We’ll talk about this
more on Tuesday, however.”

Further conversation was forestalled by the first-years coming in
behind Professor McGonagall. Like the previous year, she placed a stool
in front of the High Table, and a worn, heavily-patched black hat upon
the stool. Also like last year, the hat began to speak. The words were
different from the year before, but the same information was conveyed,
and the form was just as bad.

“Does that hat spend all year figuring out what doggerel it’s going
to say next time?” Harry asked Remus in a whisper.

“It wouldn’t surprise me,” Remus muttered back.

The Sorting Hat, mercifully, concluded its poetry, and Professor
McGonagall stepped forward. Harry, Hermione, Myf, and Neville resumed
their conversation from the carriage, quietly, rather than pay attention
to the Sorting Ceremony. They did cheer when Ginny was Sorted in to
Gryffindor, of course.

After the Sorting was concluded, Professor Dumbledore stood, causing
the Hall to quiet down as he raised his hands. “Welcome, students old
and new, to a new year at Hogwarts School of Witchcraft! I shan’t bore
you with speeches yet, that time will come soon enough, but please
welcome our new Self Defence instructor, Professor Lupin. And now, let
the feast…begin!”

And as he sat down, platters, tureens, gravy boats, and carafes all
made their appearances along the tables, piled high or filled to the
brim with a variety of dishes. Harry’s own plate had a small seasoned
chicken breast, a mound of mashed potatoes with a bit of brown gravy
over top, and broccoli, all things he found he’d enjoyed the previous
year, and his goblet contained, as always, ice-cold water, with a straw
poking out of it. There was more food if he wanted it, including a pile
of what looked like meat pies, a bowl of fresh salad, and more. In
addition, there was a beef roast, which Remus did a fine job of
devastating over the course of the meal.

Harry didn’t clear his plate by the time dessert came around, but
that was all right. Madam Pomfrey had gone over the rules, just in case
Harry or his other table companions had forgotten, and he’d at least
eaten most of dinner. He chose a chocolate chip cookie to follow it, and
nibbled.

At last, once everyone had finished dessert, Professor Dumbledore
stood once more. “I have a few start-of-term notices to deliver, now
we’ve eaten. First-years should be aware that the Forbidden Forest is
off-limits to all pupils, as it is, in fact, forbidden and quite
dangerous. A few of our older students would do well to remember this as
well.

“As well, no magic is to be used in the corridors between classes.
Quadball try-outs will be held the second week of term, and anyone who
wishes to play for their House team should speak to Madam Hooch.

“And now, bedtime! Off you pop!”



The next morning, Harry pulled Neville’s birthday present out of his
trunk and presented it to him before they went off to breakfast.

“Sorry it’s so late,” Harry said as Neville blinked and then
unwrapped it carefully. It was a mechanical typewriter, with some charms
added to muffle the noise.

“Oh wow,” Neville said, smiling broadly. “Never thought get
typewriter. Thank you, Harry. Best present ever.”

“You’re welcome. I think this model also has the ability to erase
mistakes, if you’re careful. Should help with your essays… and maybe you
could ask Professor McGonagall if you could use one for exams.”

“Will ask, yeah.”



It was a pleasantly cool, clear day as the four of them walked out to
the Herbology greenhouses. Professor Sprout was waiting for them, as
usual. “We’ll be working in Greenhouse Three today,” she said when
everyone had arrived, and led the way. She pulled her keyring off her
belt and unlocked the door. Harry caught a whiff of damp earth and
fertiliser, mingling with the heavy perfume of some giant,
umbrella-sized flowers dangling from the ceiling.

When they entered, there were twenty pairs of earmuffs in varying
colours on a bench at the front of the class, which Professor Sprout was
soon standing behind. Once everyone was gathered in front of her, she
began. “We’ll be repotting mandrakes today. Now, who can tell me the
properties of the mandrake?”

To nobody’s surprise, Hermione’s hand was first in to the air.

“Mandrake, or mandragora, is a powerful restorative,” Hermione said,
sounding as usual as though she had swallowed the textbook. “It is used
to return people who have been Transfigured or cursed to their original
state.”

“Excellent. Five points to Gryffindor,” Professor Sprout said. “The
mandrake forms an essential part of most antidotes. It is also, however,
dangerous. Who can tell me why?”

Hermione’s hand narrowly missed Harry’s glasses as it shot up
again.

“The cry of the mandrake is fatal to anyone who hears it,” she said
promptly.

“Precisely. Take another five points,” Professor Sprout said. “Now,
the mandrakes we have here are still very young.”

She pointed to a row of deep trays as she spoke and everyone shuffled
forward for a better look. A hundred or so tufty little plants, purplish
green in colour, were growing there in rows. They looked quite
unremarkable to Harry, though he knew better than to underestimate them.
Hermione may have swallowed the textbook, but he wasn’t far behind.

“Everyone take a pair of earmuffs,” Professor Sprout said.

There was a scramble as everyone tried to seize a pair that wasn’t
pink and fluffy.

“When I tell you to put them on, make sure your ears are completely
covered,” Professor Sprout said. “When it is safe to remove them, I will
give you the thumbs-up. Right—earmuffs on.”

Harry snapped the earmuffs over his ears. They shut out sound
completely. Professor Sprout put a pink fluffy pair over her own ears,
rolled up the sleeves of her robes, grasped one of the tufty plants
firmly, and pulled hard.

Harry let out a gasp of surprise that no one could hear. He recalled
from reading the textbook that these plants each had a tuber which
resembled a human infant in miniature, but there was a difference
between reading about it and seeing it. This particular
specimen was pale green and mottled, and—okay, yeah, it appeared to be
male. Harry knew better, however; mandrakes didn’t reproduce in that
particular manner, and their sex genes didn’t correspond to human
concepts of sex anyway. The plant was also, or at least appeared to be,
bawling at the top of its tiny lungs.

Professor Sprout took a large pot from under the table and plunged
the mandrake into it, burying it in dark, damp compost until only the
tufted leaves were visible. She dusted off her hands, gave them all the
thumbs-up, and removed her own earmuffs.

“As our mandrakes are only seedlings, their cries won’t kill yet,”
she said calmly, as though she’d just done nothing more exciting than
water a begonia. “However, they will knock you out for several hours,
and as I’m sure none of you want to miss your first day back, make sure
your earmuffs are securely in place while you work. I will attract your
attention when it is time to pack up.

“Four to a tray—there is a large supply of pots here—compost in the
sacks over there—and be careful of the venomous tentacula, it’s
teething.”

She gave a sharp slap to a spiky, dark red plant as she spoke, making
it draw in the long feelers that had been inching stealthily over her
shoulder.

Harry, Hermione, Myf, and Neville selected a tray at once, and after
a few minutes the rest of the class found their trays and groups as
well. Their earmuffs were back on and they needed to concentrate on the
mandrakes. Professor Sprout had made it look extremely easy, but it
wasn’t. The mandrakes didn’t like coming out of the earth, but didn’t
seem to want to go back into it either. They squirmed, kicked, flailed
their sharp little fists and gnashed their teeth; Harry spent ten whole
minutes trying to cram a particularly large one into a pot.

By the end of the class, Harry, like everyone else, was sweaty,
aching and covered in earth. They traipsed back to the castle for a
quick wash, and then they were off to lunch.



The next morning, Harry met with Madam Pomfrey in her office, where
she sat in a chair facing him on his side of the desk, rather than
behind it. She had a notepad in her lap and had a fountain pen poised
over it.

“So, I just want to talk about how your eating habits have changed
over the past year,” Madam Pomfrey said. “You’re not in trouble, and
nothing’s going to happen because of anything you tell me. Unless you
want something to, in which case I need to know, all right?”

“Sure,” Harry said.

“First thing, are you hoarding food at all? That is, do you have
non-perishable foods in a safe place where you can get to it?”

“Um…I have several packets of sweets in my trunk…? Mostly jelly
babies and Starburst jellies.”

“Okay. As long as you’re cleaning up after yourself, that’s perfectly
fine. Now, how have you been eating at home?”

“Well… generally, breakfast and dinner I eat with Uncle Remus and
Uncle Sirius, so I eat whatever’s on my plate. Lunch is up to me, and
usually I just have a sandwich. Roast beef, for instance. Sometimes
Uncle Remus makes biryani and naan, or Kreacher does at his direction,
and I’ll just do leftovers of that.”

“Could you expand on ‘whatever’s on my plate’, please? Are you eating
food you genuinely like, or are you eating food because you’re expected
to?”

Harry squirmed a little. “…A bit of both…?”

“That’s not good. Food should be an enjoyable experience, and not
only should you be comfortable saying when you don’t like something,
that preference should be respected. I’ll talk to Remus about that. When
you say ‘lunch is up to me’, are you eating lunch every day? Or do you
skip it sometimes?”

“Um… If I remember to. Sometimes I get caught up in a book and just
don’t notice that it’s passed me by. So probably I’ve missed lunch once
or twice a week…?”

“All right, so perhaps someone should check in on you around
lunch-time. Do you have big meals, small meals, or in between?”

“Well…breakfast and dinner tend to be about the same size…? Usually
Uncle Remus or Kreacher have my plate ready to go. Uncle Remus knows
what I do and don’t like, so I really only end up getting food I don’t
like when Kreacher serves the meal.”

“You’ve mentioned Kreacher a few times; is he a hob?”

“Uh huh. Uncle Sirius said he came with Blackstone Hall, but that
freeing him was the first thing he did when he went there for the first
time after Azkaban. I like him, I think; he’s kind, and he knows I don’t
like being surprised by his appearance, so he warns me with a chime
before he Apparates in.”

Madam Pomfrey nodded. “Okay. I want to talk about the hoard a bit
more. Have you considered muesli bars or bags of pretzels, or other
non-sweets?”

Harry blinked. “…No, I hadn’t, but muesli would work, if it’s not too
crunchy…?”

“I’ll make you a deal, then: I’ll give you three packs of muesli bars
for the hoard, for half of the packets of sweets currently in it. And
I’d like you to tell your uncles on the weekend—don’t worry about them
being upset, I’ll have had a word with them by then.”

“Okay, I think I can do that,” Harry said, sounding a little
daunted.

“One more thing, also: I’m going to recommend to them that they work
with you to have a more appropriate space for it than your trunk, like a
cabinet or your night-stand, and to help make sure you have safe foods
in it. Now, is there anything you’d like to discuss with me whilst
you’re here this morning…?”

“Um. Yeah, actually… I’ve decided I want a female puberty. I talked
to Uncle Remus about it back in July, and he said he’d talk to
you…?”

“He did, in fact, and also signed the permission paperwork. Now, do
you remember what the pamphlets said about the androgen arrestor and
oestrogenating elixir?”

“i think so…? The androgen arrestor is designed to block male
puberty, and does so by deactivating the gonadal cells that would
normally be responsible for producing testosterone, in effect being a
form of chemical castration. It will not bring about a female puberty.
Because it blocks a sex hormone without providing its complement,
prolonged treatment without the oestrogenating elixir will cause bone
conditions like osteoporosis later in life due to the reduced uptake in
calcium. And I may see a growth in height.”

“Correct. And the oestrogenating elixir?”

“The oestrogenating elixir causes permanent development of breast
tissue, which will remain even if the potion is stopped; changes in fat
distribution, principally benefiting the arse, chest, jawline, and skin,
which will reverse if the potion is stopped. Side effects include
reduction of libido, potential loss of fertility, potential for nausea
and headaches, and increased emotional instability normal to adolescence
while the brain adjusts. Breast development will include tenderness,
particularly around the nipple, and I may experience weight gain due to
increased appetite…?”

“Also correct. So, starting tomorrow morning, you will have two
potions waiting for you on your night-stand. It’s up to you what
explanations you give to anyone who asks about the potions. Normally,
I’d cast a few diagnostic charms, but your new healer at St Mungo’s sent
me a report, so instead I will need to meet with you again in December.
In the meantime…” Madam Pomfrey pulled two stoppered vials out of a
pocket. “Your first doses.”

Harry’s eyes widened, and she passed him the first one. “This one is
the androgen arrestor.” It was a translucent white fluid that, when he
unstoppered it, smelled of nothing in particular, and he knocked it
back. It had a distinct taste, but he could not have described it any
more than he could have described how water tasted.

The oestrogenating elixir, on the other hand, was a cloudy sky blue,
and, somewhat incongruously, tasted purple.



“So what did Madam Pomfrey want to talk to you about, Harry?”
Hermione asked, when Harry returned to the Gryffindor Common Room.

“Well, the important bit is that I’m now on the titty tonic,” he
said, grinning. “But we also talked about my EDs.”

“Decided on a female puberty after all, then?” Myf asked. “You seemed
a bit hesitant about that when you wrote over the summer.”

“I was still on the fence about it, yeah. Even after I told Uncle
Remus I wanted to. I’m still not…”

“Harry,” Hermione interrupted patiently, “you don’t have to choose
one or the other. You can be nonbinary or agender. Myf and I, we know
what we want, mostly. In your case, it’s perfectly understandable that
you’re not sure, particularly since your species dysphoria is pulling on
you as well.”

“…That’s true. Thanks, ’Mione.”

“Now, all that said, do you still want us to use he/him for you?”

“I…think I want to give they/them a try?” Harry said, after a
moment’s thought.
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“Good afternoon, class,” Professor Flitwick said, standing behind his
lectern as usual. “Last year, we covered quite a few basic Charms:
incendio, motare, reparo, patefico,
and sero, and of course wingardium leviosa, and more.
I know some of you thought they were boring—everyone finds at least one
of the basic Charms to be boring—but they were also vital, because you
need a grounding in the basics in order to move on to more
complex Charms.

“All of the domestic Charms I discussed last year require a firm
grasp of motare, for example. And so, this year, we will be
building on the basics. From incendio, we will move on to
frigere, the Chilling Charm; by combining frigere with
motare, we can make ice cream. We will also learn
tergere, and when and where to use it, and the Sense-Dulling
Charms, which I’m sure many of you will appreciate, especially in the
Potions laboratory.

“Last but certainly not least, we will learn the Universal
Counter-Charm, annullare, one of the most important Charms we
teach here at Hogwarts. Like water, the universal solvent, it is
effective at countering a wide variety of Charms, and like water, there
are Charms it is ineffective with. But, we’ll discuss that when we get
to it.”



Professor Sørensen’s first lesson, their last of the Tuesday, was
altogether different. He leaned on his desk, dressed today in a set of
emerald-green robes, and projected on the wall behind him was the Irish
flag.

“Good afternoon, young witches. We’ll be continuing our weaselling
lessons, but now we’ve a solid grasp of the basics, it’s time we moved
on to studying the magical traditions of cultures around the world. As
we’ve a few students from the Emerald Isle, it seems right that we begin
with the Druidic tradition kept alive there despite the depredations of
the Vatican over the centuries. In fact, though the Latin tradition was
imposed in the centuries of the British Occupation, the Druidic
tradition has seen a significant comeback especially in the past few
decades.

“Like many traditions around the world, the Irish tradition is
strictly auditory; the Deaf community there has adapted weasel to their
needs, however, so you may see younger witches weasel when they cast.
Whereas we may simply shout and wave our sticks, Irish witches sing or
recite poetry instead, sometimes with instrumental accompaniment. And,
unlike the strict formalism that the Latin tradition requires, the
Druidic tradition requires only that the verbal component have some
relationship in the witch’s mind to the effect they are trying to
achieve.”

Here, the professor paused for a moment, as if lost in thought. Then
he shook his head, and grinned. “For example, and this is in English for
your benefit,” he said, then held up his left hand, fingers spread and
palm up, as if to hold a large ball, and sang, in a fair imitation of
Professor McGonagall’s Scottish brogue, “By yon bonnie banks and by yon
bonnie braes, where the sun shines bright on Loch Lomond…!”

Water coalesced in to a ball floating above his open hand. It grew,
until it was the size of his head, and then he tossed it behind him as
he completed the verse, “Where me and my true love were ever wont to
gae, on the bonnie, bonnie banks o’ Loch Lomond.”

The ball of water shattered, flattening out to form a tapestry,
albeit in water, of the titular loch.

“As you can probably guess, the Druidic tradition is more flexible in
its results than the Latin tradition, but the trade-off is having to
actually think about what you’re trying to achieve, at least at first.
The versatility really pays off in adulthood, and especially as one
grows older, as swiftness comes with practice.

“Now, you might think that the Druidic tradition is related to
aoedemancy, but in fact that is not the case, beyond both being related
to music. Druids were poets, bards, musicians, as well as priests and
judges, and cultivated a rich oral tradition. Aoedemancy, meanwhile,
comes to us from ancient Greece, and so is part of the Latin tradition.
Whereas the Druidic tradition can achieve myriad effects, aoedemancy is
almost entirely mind magic and, to a limited degree, the manipulation of
sound waves.”



The Potions laboratory was every bit as much of an assault upon
Harry’s nose this year as it had been last year. As usual, Professor
Snape was at the front of the classroom, standing before the blackboard
that dominated the far wall. His gaze swept over the room, the man’s
habitual stern scowl set as though it had been moulded that way, and
once everyone was seated, he spoke, his voice carrying in defiance of
its quietude.

“As we are now embarking upon another year, it is once again
incumbent upon me to impress upon you the necessity and importance of
lab safety. I do not tolerate horseplay, fighting, pranks, or any other
form of misbehaviour in this classroom; engage in any such, and you will
be removed for the remainder of term, with entirely predictable, I am
sure, consequences to your marks.

“You will observe lab safety protocols at all times while you are in
this classroom; failure to do so may well land you in the Hospital Wing,
if you are lucky. If you are not, you may endure a stay in the
morgue instead. If you fail to bring your lab safety equipment, you will
not be permitted to participate in lab assignments, and consequently
your mark for them will be a Terrible.

“Last, but certainly not least, if you are feeling unwell in any
capacity, do not come to class. Physical symptoms can and do
impact the quality of your Potions work, not only in how they disrupt
your ability to perform each step as specified, but also in how they may
influence the brewing process. As before, I will not penalise you for
health-related absences, so long as Madam Pomfrey confirms them.”

To the utter surprise of the class, Professor Snape followed this
lecture with a tight-lipped smile. “Now, it is my distinct pleasure to
inform you that we have, I understand, a crop of mandrakes this year.
Consequently, we will be learning how to brew one of the more esoteric,
but essential, potions in any brewer’s toolkit: the Cisfiguration
Concoction. Because of the rarity of this ingredient, you will be
required to demonstrate exquisite attention to detail in order to be
permitted to brew it, and therefore it is optional: if
you meet my standards and are willing to undertake the brewing of the
Cisfiguration Concoction, you may choose to omit the practical portion
of the end-of-year exam for this class and substitute your mark for this
potion in its place.

“The Cisfiguration Concoction is a restorative draught, designed
specifically to counteract Transfigurations and curses which have
Transfigurative effects. There are a few conditions it cannot cure,
however, and in those cases the potion is only a partial treatment. I
would suggest avoiding those conditions to the best of your ability.
Now, back to lab safety…”



The Self Defence classroom with Remus resembled his predecessor’s
only in that it had desks and chairs. Whereas Quirrell’s arrangement was
a hemicircular arrangement, Remus had opted to put the desks up against
the wall, at least for this first lesson—the chairs were arranged in a
similar hemicircle, however, and a camp stool sat at its focal
point.

“Hey, Uncle Remus,” Harry said quietly as Gryffindors and Slytherins
filtered in to the room. Remus smiled at them, but held up a finger.

“Outside of this classroom, Mx Lupin, you may call me whatever you
wish. Inside of it, I am Professor Lupin,” he said, his voice gentle but
firm. “I know it’ll be hard to stick to, so don’t worry if you slip
up.”

Harry nodded, and took one of the seats nearest their uncle, and
Hermione, Myf, and Neville took chairs adjacent to them. Malfoy, they
noticed, went for one of the outermost, alongside Crabbe and Goyle.

Once everyone was seated, Professor Lupin smiled. “Good afternoon,
class. I am Professor Remus Lupin, your new Self Defence instructor.
Now, I have only an incomplete picture of what your previous instructor
has taught, and it basically amounted to ‘how to get away from trouble’.
This year, we’ll go over techniques for creating opportunities to
escape, including a few basic combat charms, most notably the Disarming
and Shielding Charms. We’ll also look at some basic grabs and grapples
from mundane martial arts, and how to defeat them.

“Later in the year, we will look at the Code Duello and,
particularly, the Spaulding Protocol used in magical duels. Understand
me now, however: there will be no duelling outside of this classroom,
and you will not be permitted to challenge anyone to duels, for
any reason, outside of this classroom. Mr Malfoy, you need to
be quiet while I am talking.”

Malfoy scowled. He’d apparently been whispering to his cronies, but
he sat up straight again, and Remus continued.

“Lastly, we will look at some of the various non-human threats and
pests that witches in your year should be capable of handling, such as
Cornish pixies, over the course of the year, for variety. So! First, I
will do some demonstrations of some of the things we’ll cover. Let’s
see… Mx Lupin, would you please come up and demonstrate the Disarming
Charm?”



“Good morning, class,” Professor Conghaile said. She was dressed, as
usual, in a set of scrubs, though today’s was dark purple. “Last year
was primarily theoretical material, stuff you’d find in a mundane health
class…if we ignored the parts where we discussed how human diseases
affected our non-human and demi-human friends and vice-versa. We’re
going to branch out a little bit this year, with mundane and magical
first aid, and along the way we’ll talk about non-human health. There
are many non-human peoples around the globe, and you’ve no doubt
encountered some already, like Britain’s own hobs and Germany’s
kobolds.

“So, this year, we’ll focus on European non-humans: hobs, kobolds,
centaurs, leprechauns, and so on. We will also talk about demi-humans,
or part-humans, such as Eastern Europe’s veela. Yes, Miss Dunbar?”

“Will we talk about werewolves, then?” Fay Dunbar asked. She was a
slim, white brunette with blue eyes and a long, narrow face.

Professor Conghaile let the question hang in the air for a moment,
then responded, her voice unusually flat, “Per the Werewolf Control Act
of 1830, werewolves are considered Creatures, rather than Beings, and
therefore will not be discussed in this class. I would advise asking
Guest Lecturer Lockhart, or perhaps Professor Lupin, if you wish to
learn more about them.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“Moving on,” Professor Conghaile said, her voice returning to normal,
“one of the characteristics that distinguishes non-humans from
demi-humans is that human/demi-human relationships may result in
children, whereas human/non-human relationships never do. Another
characteristic, albeit one that is a matter of law rather than biology,
is how the species is legally classified.”



Transfiguration began with revision of the very same ‘beetles to
buttons’ lesson that Harry had so memorably collapsed during the
previous term. They pulled it off only a few minutes after Hermione did,
and Professor McGonagall gave them both a rare in-class smile.
“Excellent work, Mx Lupin, Miss Granger. Now, I should like you to
practice consistency: produce several more buttons, each as identical to
the one before you now as you may.”

Myf was having trouble, however. Her button kept having legs, or an
antenna, or turned to wood while not changing shape. Professor
McGonagall paused by her. “Is something on your mind, Miss Weasley?”

“Oh, um… It’s just…” Myfanwy said quietly, “Ginny’s usually so lively
at home, but in the week we’ve been here, she’s just been…quiet. I
thought it might be nerves, Hogwarts can be overwhelming for
first-years, but surely she’d be starting to settle in by now…?”

“Not necessarily,” Professor McGonagall said, also quietly. “If she’s
been homeschooled, as I know you were, it can take several weeks to
settle in, particularly as this has been the longest she’s been away
from her mum, ever. You might consider bringing her along with you when
you join Mx Lupin and their uncles this weekend.”

At this, Harry smiled. “Yeah. It’s Rosh Hashanah the Saturday, and
Uncle Remus and Uncle Sirius were talking about a feast with Chiara last
Shabbat. We’re not actually going to be at home for it, though—Uncle
Sirius is having a room added for Chiara, so we’ve a suite at the
Prancing Hippogryph until that’s ready. But we can talk about that at
lunch,” he added, as Professor McGonagall seemed like she was about to
say something. Instead, she nodded and resumed circulating through the
classroom.



“So who’s Chiara, and why haven’t you mentioned her at all?” Myf
asked, as the four Gryffindors walked down to the Great Hall after
Transfiguration.

“She’s a Healer I saw with Hagrid on my birthday last year,” Harry
said. “She was very nice and conscientious. Made sure I knew what she
was going to do before she did anything, and let me decide if I wanted
it done. Before her, I’d only ever interacted with the school nurse, or
a private doctor Their Nibs engaged, and they didn’t care how I
felt about anything.”

“Ah. So why’s she with you now? Shouldn’t she still be with St
Mungo’s?”

“Probably, but… she’s some kind of distant cousin of Uncle Remus’s,
she said.”

“Distant cou—” Myf began, then cut herself off. “Blimey, that’s
bloody discrimination.”

“And illegal besides,” Hermione added. “We ought to do something
about that…”

“Like what?” Neville asked. “Kids. Not like listen us.”

“I have a few ideas, but I think we’ll want to start by focusing on a
different issue first, like equity for hobs,” Hermione said. “I was
corresponding with Kreacher in August, and he’s told me shedloads about
how they’re treated, both when Sirius’s parents were Wardens of House
Black and in other households across the United Kingdoms and the
Commonwealth more broadly.”

“Should probably start small, I think,” Harry said as they reached
the Great Hall and went in. “Let’s focus on Hogwarts’ hobs first. We
could ask Kreacher to introduce us, perhaps.”

Shortly after they sat down at the Little High Table, Harry became
aware that they were being stared at, and when they looked over to see
who it was, they saw a mousy-haired white boy almost as short as they
were staring at them, and they saw that the boy held a mundane
camera—and that it wasn’t a disposable point-and-shoot model, either.
When the boy realised Harry was looking at him, he went bright red.

“M-Mx, um, Potter,” the boy said, stammering a little. “I’m Colin
Creevey, a-and I’m a Gryffindor, too. D’you think—um, would it be all
right if—can I take a picture?”

“… A picture?” Harry asked, blankly.

“S-so I can prove I’ve met you,” Creevey said eagerly, edging forward
a little. “I know all about you—everyone’s told me. About how you
survived when the Great Warlock tried to kill you and how he disappeared
and how you’ve still got a lightning scar on your forehead”—his eyes
swept over Harry, trying to spot it—“and one of the boys in my dorm said
if I develop the film in the right potion, the pictures’ll
move.” He paused to draw breath—Harry had been surprised he’d
managed to say as much as he had on a single one—and continued, “It’s
brilliant here, isn’t it? I never knew all the odd stuff I
could do was magic till I got the letter from Hogwarts. My dad’s a
milkman, he couldn’t believe it either. So I’m taking loads of pictures
to send home to him. And it’d be really good if I had one of you”—he
looked imploringly at Harry—“maybe one of your friends could take it and
I could stand next to you? And then, could you sign it?”

Out of the corner of their eye, Harry saw Malfoy saunter over,
flanked as always by his cronies Crabbe and Goyle. “Signed
photos, Potter? You’re giving out signed photos?” Malfoy
was loud enough to cut through the usual lunchtime din, and a hush fell
over the Great Hall as everyone turned to stare.

“Everyone, queue up,” Malfoy called. “Harry Potter’s giving out
signed photos!”

“In your dreams, I’d be giving out signed photos, Malfoy,”
Harry said coolly.

“You’re just jealous,” Creevey said.

“Jealous?” Malfoy asked, incredulous. He didn’t need to
raise his voice to be heard. “Of what? I don’t want a scar right across
my head, thanks. I don’t think getting your head cut up makes you that
special, myself.”

Crabbe and Goyle were chortling, as though this were the height of
comedy.

“Eat slugs, Malfoy,” Myf said angrily as she retrieved her wand.
Crabbe stopped laughing and started rubbing a clenched fist
menacingly.

From behind Harry, a familiar voice rasped, “What’s this about signed
photographs, Mx Lupin?”

Malfoy’s haughty smirk congealed abruptly as Remus put a hand on
Harry’s shoulder. “Oh, Mr Creevey wanted a photo to send to his parents,
Professor Lupin,” Harry said.

“I see,” Remus said. “Mr Malfoy, unless you want your own copy, I’m
afraid I’m going to have to ask you to return to your table, along with
Messrs Crabbe and Goyle.”

It was then that the last person Harry wanted to talk to, even more
than Malfoy, trotted over, a little out of breath. “Ah, Mx Potter,
what’s this I hear about you offering autographs?”
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“C’mon, then, Mr Creevey,” Lockhart said, pulling Harry over to stand
in front of him. “A double portrait, can’t say fairer than that, and
we’ll both sign it for you.”

Creevey fumbled with his camera and took a photo, and just as soon as
Harry blinked the flash out of their eyes, they wriggled free of
Lockhart’s grasp and darted around the Little High Table, putting it
very firmly between them and the celebrity witch. Remus barely managed
to stifle a growl, and turned to Lockhart, closing the distance between
them with surprising speed.

“If you ever,” he muttered, quietly enough that only Lockhart could
hear him, “do anything to hurt my nibling, be sure to have your affairs
already in order. Do I make myself clear, Mister Lockhart.”

“Perfectly.” Lockhart gave him a somewhat brittle smile and walked
away. Harry sat down in his usual spot, and Remus sat next to him
seconds later.

“Sorry about that, pup,” Remus said quietly. “I knew he was an
incompetent prat, but I didn’t expect him to be so…handsy.”

“Mmm,” Harry said around a bite of beef roast, then swallowed it.
“Fits with how he was at Flourish and Blotts last month, though. Can’t
imagine why he thinks it’s okay to touch children without permission…and
I’m sure if I hadn’t managed to wriggle free, he’d have pulled me off
somewhere. To do what, I’m not sure.”

“Hmmm. Something I’ll need to watch out for, I’m thinking.”

Madam Pomfrey put in, “I’ll have a word with the Heads of House,
myself. If he’s that blatant in front of everybody…”

“So what was that you were saying about him being incompetent?”
Hermione asked.

“Well…I’m sure you’ve read his works by now, Hermione,” Remus said.
“Compare, for example, his stories in Wanderings with
Werewolves and the actual effects of the Homorphus Charm.”

Hermione blinked, then after a moment she said, “… Oh,
right, I thought that was weird, but maybe he knew something I
didn’t. Does he really…?”

“Well, he wrote it, so you’d have to ask him, but Myf saw Professor
Dumbledore use the Charm back in January. I will, however, say this:
observe the timing of the events.”

“Oh, yeah, you’re right. That must’ve been an Animagus whose form was
a wolf, then…”

“It’s not as uncommon as you might think, but I’ll tell you more
about that tomorrow, assuming you’re joining us for Rosh Hashanah…?”

Hermione and Myf nodded, and Hermione said, “Of course.”



Harry was quietly playing with Xenia in the Gryffindor Common Room
when Oliver Wood found them the next morning. The burly sixth-year was
already dressed for the day in his Quadball practice uniform.

“Morning, Lupin,” he said cheerfully. “Figure the sooner we’re at
Quadball practice, the better-equipped we’ll be to win the Cup this
year.”

“Oliver, I know Professor McGonagall gave standing orders that you
were not to interfere with my family time—you can have me Sunday
afternoon through to Friday evening, but Saturdays are off-limits.”

Wood scratched his chin, then grinned. “She said after
breakfast on Saturdays. Have you eaten yet?”

“…Well, no, but—”

“Then we’ve got time.”

Harry sighed. “Fine. But you’ve got me until eight-thirty, at which
point I shower, eat, and head out.”

Wood beamed.

As they were about to leave the Common Room, a few minutes later,
there was a clattering as Creevey made an appearance. “Harry! Harry,
look! I got the photo developed!”

Harry barely managed not to roll their eyes as the boy ran to meet
them. He held up the photo he’d mentioned for Harry’s inspection. A
moving, black and white Lockhart was tugging hard on an arm that Harry
recognised was their own. They were pleased to see that their
photographic self had apparently dug their heels in and was refusing to
be pulled in to view. As they watched, Lockhart gave up and slumped,
panting, against the white edge of the photo.

“Will you sign it?” Creevey asked.

“No,” Harry said flatly. “I’ve Quadball practice, sorry.” And they
turned and climbed through the portrait hole.

“Oh, wow, wait for me! I’ve never watched a Quadball game before!”
Creevey climbed through after him.

“You were the youngest House player in a hundred years, weren’t you,
Harry? Weren’t you?” Creevey said, trotting alongside him. “You must be
brilliant. I’ve never flown. Is it easy? Is that your own broom? Is that
the best one there is?”

Harry didn’t know how to get rid of him. It was like having an
extremely talkative shadow.

“I don’t really understand Quadball,” Creevey said breathlessly. “Is
it true there are four balls? And two of them fly round trying to knock
people off their brooms?”

“Yes,” Harry said patiently, resigned to explaining the complicated
rules of Quadball. “They’re called bludgers. There are two Beaters on
each team, who carry clubs to beat the bludgers away from their side.
Fred and Georgia Weasley are the Gryffindor Beaters.”

“And what are the other balls for?” Creevey asked, tripping down a
couple of steps because he was gazing open-mouthed at Harry.

“Well, the quaffle—that’s the biggish red one—is the one that scores
goals. Three Chasers on each team throw the quaffle to each other and
try and get it through the goalposts at the end of the pitch—they’re
three long poles with hoops on the end.”

“And the fourth ball—”

“—is the golden snitch,” Harry said, “and it’s very small, very fast
and difficult to catch. But that’s what the Seeker’s got to do, because
a game of Quadball can’t end until the snitch has been caught. And
whichever team’s Seeker gets the snitch earns his team an extra thirty
points.”

“And you’re Gryffindor Seeker, aren’t you?” said Colin in awe.

“Yes,” Harry said, as they left the castle and started across the
dew-drenched grass. “And there’s the Keeper, too. He guards the
goalposts. That’s it, really.”

But Creevey didn’t stop questioning Harry all the way down the
sloping lawns to the Quadball pitch, and Harry only shook him off when
they reached the changing rooms. Creevey called after them in a piping
voice, “I’ll go and get a good seat, Harry!” and hurried off to the
stands.

The rest of the Gryffindor team were already in the changing room.
Wood was the only person who looked truly awake. Fred and Georgia
Weasley were sitting, puffy-eyed and tousle-haired, next to fourth-year
Alicia Spinnet, who seemed to be nodding off against the wall behind
her. Her fellow Chasers, Katie Bell and Angelina Johnson, were yawning,
side by side, opposite them.

“There you are, Harry, what kept you?” said Wood briskly. “Now, I
wanted a quick talk with you all before we actually get onto the pitch,
because I spent the summer devising a whole new training programme,
which I really think will make all the difference…”

Wood was holding up a large diagram of a Quadball pitch, on which
were drawn many lines, arrows and crosses in different-coloured inks. He
took out his wand, tapped the board and the arrows began to wiggle over
the diagram like caterpillars. As Wood launched into a speech about his
new tactics, Fred Weasley’s head drooped right onto Alicia Spinnet’s
shoulder and he began to snore.

The first board took nearly twenty minutes to explain, but there was
another board under that, and a third under that one. Harry sank into a
stupor as Wood droned on and on.

“So,” Wood said, at long last, jerking Harry from a wistful fantasy
about what they could be eating for breakfast at this very moment up at
the castle, “is that clear? Any questions?”

“I’ve got a question, Oliver,” Georgia said, who had woken with a
start. “Why couldn’t you have told us all this yesterday, when we were
awake?”

Wood wasn’t pleased.

“Now, listen here, you lot,” he said, glowering at them all, “we
should have won the Quadball Cup last year. We’re easily the best team.
But unfortunately, owing to circumstances beyond our control…”

Harry shifted guiltily in their seat. They had been unconscious in
the hospital wing for the final match of the previous year, meaning that
Gryffindor had been a player short and had suffered their worst defeat
in three hundred years.

Wood took a moment to regain control of himself. Their last defeat
was clearly still tormenting him.

“So, this year, we train harder than ever before… Okay, let’s go and
put our new theories into practice!” Wood shouted, seizing his
broomstick and leading the way out of the changing rooms. Stiff-legged
and still yawning, his team followed.

They had been in the changing room so long that the sun was up
properly now, although remnants of mist hung over the grass in the
stadium. As Harry walked onto the pitch, they saw Myf and Hermione
sitting in the stands.

“Aren’t you finished yet?” Myf called incredulously.

“Haven’t even started,” said Harry, looking enviously at the toast
and marmalade Myf and Hermione had brought out of the Great Hall.
“Wood’s been teaching us new moves.”

They mounted their broom and kicked at the ground, soaring up into
the air. The cool morning air whipped his face, waking him far more
effectively than Wood’s long talk. It felt wonderful to be back on the
Quadball pitch. They soared right around the stadium at full speed,
racing Fred and Georgia.

“What’s that clicking noise?” called Fred, as they hurtled around the
corner.

Harry looked into the stands. Creevey was sitting in one of the
highest seats, his camera raised, taking picture after picture, the
sound strangely magnified in the deserted stadium.

“Look this way, Harry! This way!” he cried.

“Who’s that?” Fred asked.

“No idea,” Harry lied, putting on a spurt of speed that took them as
far away as possible from Creevey.

“What’s going on?” Wood asked, frowning, as he skimmed through the
air towards them. “Why’s that first-year taking pictures? I don’t like
it. He could be a Slytherin spy, trying to find out about our new
training programme.”

“He’s in Gryffindor,” Harry said quickly.

“And the Slytherins don’t need a spy, Oliver,” Georgia said
crossly.

“What makes you say that?” Wood asked testily.

“Because they’re here in person,” Georgia said, pointing.

Several people in green Quadball robes were walking onto the pitch,
broomsticks in their hands.

“I don’t believe it!” Wood hissed in outrage. “I booked the pitch for
today! We’ll see about this!”

Wood shot towards the ground, landing rather harder than he meant to
in his anger, staggering slightly as he dismounted. Harry, Fred, and
Georgia followed.

“Flint!” Wood bellowed at the Slytherin captain. “This is our
practice time! We got up specially! You can clear off now!”

Marcus Flint was even larger than Wood, and he had a look of triumph
on his face as he replied, “Plenty of room for all of us, Wood.”

Angelina, Alicia and Katie had come over, too. There were no girls on
the Slytherin team, who stood, shoulder to shoulder, facing the
Gryffindors, leering to a man.

“But I booked the pitch!” Wood said, positively spitting with rage.
“I booked it!”

“Ah,” said Flint, “but I’ve got a specially signed note here from
Professor Snape: I, Professor S. Snape, give the Slytherin team
permission to practise today on the Quidditch pitch, owing to the need
to train their new Seeker.”

“You’ve got a new Seeker?” said Wood, distracted. “Where?”

And from behind the six large figures before them came a seventh,
smaller boy, smirking all over his pale, pointed face. It was Draco
Malfoy.

“Aren’t you Lucius Malfoy’s son?” Fred asked, looking at Malfoy with
dislike.

“Funny you should mention Draco’s father,” Flint said, as the whole
Slytherin team smiled still more broadly. “Let me show you the generous
gift he’s made to the Slytherin team.”

All seven of them held out their brooms. Seven highly polished,
brand-new handles and seven sets of fine gold lettering spelling the
words “Nimbus Two Thousand and One” gleamed under the Gryffindors’ noses
in the early-morning sun.

“Very latest model. Only came out last month,” Flint said carelessly,
flicking a speck of dust from the end of his own. “I believe it
outstrips the old Two Thousand series by a considerable amount. As for
the old Cleansweeps,” he smiled nastily at Fred and Georgia, who were
both clutching Cleansweep Fives, “sweeps the board with them.”

None of the Gryffindor team could think of anything to say for a
moment. Malfoy was smirking so broadly his cold eyes were reduced to
slits. Harry snorted.

“They claim it outstrips the Two Thousand,” Harry said.
“From what I’ve heard, it’s the same manufacturing process as, just with
a red varnish instead of brown, to make it go faster. Personally, I
don’t understand how a red varnish could manage that, but hey, it’s not
my money.”

Malfoy shot Harry a hateful look, but before he could say anything,
Myf and Hermione were crossing the grass to see what was going on.

“What’s happening?” Myf asked Harry. “Why aren’t you playing? And
what’s he doing here?”

She was looking at Malfoy, taking in his Slytherin Quadball
robes.

“I’m the new Slytherin Seeker, Weasley,” Malfoy said smugly.
“Everyone’s just been admiring the brooms my father’s bought our
team.”

Myf stared at the seven finely-crafted, red-tinted variants of
Harry’s own broom.

“Good, aren’t they?” Malfoy said smoothly. “But perhaps the
Gryffindor team will be able to raise some gold and get new brooms, too.
You could raffle off those Cleansweep Fives, I expect a museum would bid
for them.”

The Slytherin team howled with laughter.

“At least no one on the Gryffindor team had to buy their way in,”
said Hermione sharply. “They got in on pure talent.”

The smug look on Malfoy’s face flickered.

“No one asked your opinion, you filthy little mudblood,” he spat.

There was an immediate uproar, and Flint had to dive in front of
Malfoy to stop Fred and Georgia jumping him. Alicia shouted, “How
dare you!” and Myf whipped her wand out of its holder, yelling,
“You’ll pay for that one, Malfoy!” and pointed it furiously under
Flint’s arm at Malfoy’s face.

A loud bang! echoed around the stadium, and a jet of green
light shot out of Myf’s wand, hitting Malfoy in the face and sending him
reeling backwards on to the grass.

The Slytherin team scowled and encircled Malfoy. Pucey helped him up,
and Malfoy opened his mouth to say something, but instead of words, he
belched and several fat, glistening slugs dribbled out of his mouth.

“Well, seeing as to how your Seeker has suddenly become unfit to
play, we’ll be taking the pitch,” Wood said. Flint gave him a murderous
look, but the Slytherin team escorted Malfoy back to the castle.

Just then, the bell-tower rang eight o’clock.

“Oh, bloody hell,” Wood swore. “Lupin, you might as well go—there’s
no way we’d get any training done in thirty minutes that’d be worth
anything.”



Professor Snape was waiting for Myf when she, Harry, Hermione,
Neville, and Ginny went down to the Entrance Hall after breakfast to
meet with Sirius.

“Miss Weasley, a moment, please,” he said coldly. Myf walked closer
to him, and he snapped his fingers. The air surrounding the two of them
seemed to congeal ever so slightly, and from Harry’s perspective, it
shimmered enough that they couldn’t make out Snape’s or Myf’s lip
movements, much less hear anything either of them were saying.

“I understand that there was an altercation on the Quadball pitch
earlier this morning,” Snape said, “and I want to hear your version of
events. No excuses, no extraneous commentary.”

“Yes, sir,” Myf said. “I understand that Gryffindor booked the pitch
this morning, and that, owing to Malfoy becoming your new Seeker,
Slytherin was given permission to use the pitch as well. When Hermione
said that nobody on Gryffindor had to buy their way on to the team,
Malfoy called her a mudblood. My siblings were intending to punch his
lights out, I think, but they were blocked by Flint. I pointed my wand
at Malfoy under Flint’s arm and cast the Slug-Vomiting Hex on him.”

“I see,” Snape said, his voice seeming to thaw a trifle. “Very well.
Detentions for both of you, and ten points from Gryffindor. I trust
there will not be a repeat of this incident.”

“No, sir,” Myf said. Snape snapped his fingers again, and the air
returned to normal. “Run along, Miss Weasley. I will contact you when it
has been arranged.”

Myf nodded, and rejoined her friends, who’d been joined by Sirius
while she was talking with Snape.

“What was that about?” Neville asked.

“Oh, uh. I hexed Malfoy after he called Hermione the m-word,” Myf
said as they were leaving Hogwarts. “We both got detentions.”

“Which hex?” Sirius asked. His hair had been put up in a mohawk
again, this time in bisexual pride colours, but as if deliberately
undercutting his usual punk persona, he wore slate-gray cotton trousers
in a semi-formal cut, a white button-down shirt, and an extremely loud
tie—it both caught the eye and hurt to look at for too long, as the
colour shifted between violent blue-purple, hot pink, a particularly
obnoxious yellow-green, and an equally obnoxious orange.

“The Slug-Vomiting one,” Myf said. “What’s with the tie, anyway?”

“Remus asked me to dress nicely for Rosh Hashanah,” Sirius said with
a smirk. “So I’m making him regret it.”

“Could you, um…please not do that to us in the future?”
Hermione asked. “I appreciate your punkishness, and I love your mohawk,
by the way, but in this instance the tie’s contributed—and will
contribute—to sensory overload for four of us. Also, Remus is
colourblind, so the loudness is wasted on him.”

Sirius stopped abruptly. “Oh, shit, you’re right. Pardon my French…
One moment, please.” He pulled out his wand and muttered to himself,
then said, clearly, “Colorare rufus.” The tie became a solid
maroon and stayed that way.

Hermione blinked. “Thanks, we appreciate it.”

“Absolutely not a problem, Hermione.”

After another twenty minutes or so, they reached the Prancing
Hippogryph, and Sirius led them in to the Queen’s Suite’s main room,
where Remus and Chiara were seated—Remus on the sofa, and Chiara in one
of the armchairs. Remus’s nose twitched a little when Ginny came in,
though the only person who noticed was Sirius.

As they entered the room, Kreacher announced their arrival (which
caused Harry to blink in confusion): “Sirius son of Orion, Warden of the
Ancient and Most Noble House of Black. Harry child of Remus, Warden of
House Potter and Scion of House Lupin. Myfanwy and Ginevra daughters of
Arthur, Scions of House Weasley. Neville son of Frank, Heir of House
Longbottom. Hermione mundane-born, Scion of House Granger.”

“Thank you, Kreacher,” Sirius said dryly. “Kids, may I introduce you
to Chiara Lobosca, our guest.”

Harry gave Chiara a small wave as they made a beeline to join Remus
on the sofa. Remus chuckled and returned their enthusiastic hug with a
gentle embrace of his own.

“Miss Lobosca,” Neville said, as he, Myf, and Ginny gave her a formal
bow. Hermione, after a couple seconds of confusion, bowed as well.

“Please, call me Chiara,” Chiara said, “and there’s no need for the
bowing—I’m not one to stand on ceremony, even if I weren’t scion of a
house almost as irrelevant as Miss Granger’s.”

The four of them straightened, and they found seats of their own. At
Sirius’s nod, Kreacher floated a tray of drinks—really just flutes of
fizzy apple juice—around, which everyone accepted one of, then stepped
in to the attached dining room.

“So, before we eat,” Remus said, “there’s something I need to tell
you, Neville and Ginny. It’s important, however, that I have your word
that it will not be discussed with anyone, present company
excluded.”

Neville blinked, then straightened up, paused to focus, and said, “I
swear by my name as Longbottom that I will hold this conversation in
confidence.” It was the longest thing Harry had heard him say all
week.

Ginny, a beat later, followed his oath with her own. “I swear, by my
name as Weasley, to hold this conversation in confidence.”

“Thank you. I am a werewolf, and the reason I’m telling you this is
that you’ll likely figure it out on your own, and Myf and Hermione were
both informed on Harry’s birthday. The other three”—Remus gestured at
Chiara, Harry, and Sirius—“already know. Sirius because we’d gone to
school together, and Harry because I told him the day we met, last
year.”

“And I know because I’m one, too,” Chiara said, “and Professor
Dumbledore had arranged for us to be pen-pals while I was at Hogwarts. I
wouldn’t have chosen this time and place to come out to you all, but
Remus clearly trusts you kids, and his judgement has generally been
quite sound.”

Ginny was visibly gobsmacked, but Neville just…stared, for a moment.
“Okay,” he said. “Gran said knew you, that parents knew you…?”

“Your parents and I,” Remus said, “along with Harry’s parents,
Sirius, and many other witches, were part of the Order of the Phoenix,
an organisation that was formed to resist the Great Warlock and his
followers. Now, sadly, disbanded, its purpose served.”

Neville nodded. “Given turned out was still…around? In May, not sure
disband was right call. But hindsight twenty-twenty.”

“Yeah, that’s…certainly a fair point,” Remus said, “but there’s not
really anything that we could do right now to ensure he’s gone for good.
The best we can do is prepare you, which is of course already
in my job description, it is.”

“Were you thinking about extracurricular lessons, Uncle Remus, or…?”
Harry asked, tilting his head.

“Mmm, maybe. You picked up expelliarmus pretty quickly, you
did. The problem is, any time I could set aside for it would be time not
being spent giving you the childhood you deserve. Though…I just had a
thought… Anyway, we’ll talk about it later. Everything ready in the
dining room, Kreacher?”

“Yes, Mr Lupin. If everyone is ready…?”

Everyone stood, with Harry slipping out of Remus’s lap just seconds
before he, too, came to his feet, and they followed Kreacher in to the
dining room. There were several dishes arranged on the sideboard, and
Harry beelined to his seat—as usual, the only one with food already
present—as Kreacher began dishing up the first course, matzo ball soup.
Remus sat to his left and Sirius to his right, and Chiara sat on Remus’s
other side. Completing the circuit, Hermione sat on her other
side, then Myf and Ginny, and finally Neville.

“Did you do all this yourself, Kreacher?” Harry asked as the hob set
bowls of soup before everyone, gesturing at the sideboard. The hob
chirped affirmatively; after he finished serving, he said, “Indeed.
There was precious little real cooking in the years Master was absent,
so I was delighted when he asked me if I would be willing to cook for
his holidays, even when he’s up here.”

Ginny piped up, though she was anxiously washing her hands in her lap
as she did, “Why do you call him ‘master’, Kreacher? I thought he
liberated you…?”

“Yes, Master liberated me, and it is precisely because he
did so that I choose to continue to accord him the title,” Kreacher
said. “It is true that under the Elfbind I would have been compelled to,
whatever my own feelings, but…as I have said to Mx Lupin when they
asked, there is a difference between doing a thing because one has no
choice, and doing a thing because one enjoys doing so.”

“That makes sense,” she said. “And, um… Does that mean you enjoy
working for him, then?”

“I do. You’ll not find a fairer employer, I’d say. My wages are
equivalent to what a human being would be paid in my position, and I am,
for the most part, my own boss—Master made it clear that, as long as
Blackstone Hall remains in good condition and the rooms used are
maintained, I may do as I please. And so it pleases me to cater for
events such as Rosh Hashanah.”

“Soup big tasty,” Neville said as he sampled it. “Don’t think had
kind soup before.”

“Matzo ball soup is a traditional Jewish dish,” Sirius said. “It’s
usually part of Passover rather than Rosh Hashanah, but I know Harry
likes it, and I was at a bit of a loss trying to find a non-dairy soup
that would work.”

“Oh, because of kashrut?” Hermione asked. “No cooking meat with its
mother’s milk and all, right?”

“Precisely. The sages extended that to prohibit the mixing of meat
and dairy in general, and the strictest interpretation requires a
completely separate set of cookware, utensils, and dishes to prevent
contamination. While I could certainly afford that, I always
thought that was ridiculous.”

“I don’t really understand the logic of it, myself,” Harry said. “I
think there’s some scientific basis for some of kashrut, like not eating
pork, but they certainly couldn’t have known about it three thousand
years ago.”

“In fairness, I think the idea was mainly to set them apart from
their neighbours,” Remus said, and Harry nodded. “Makes sense.”

Shortly thereafter, the (empty) bowls were whisked away, and Kreacher
began serving the main course. Harry’s plate held a slice of roast
chicken breast, a small mound of roast gold potatoes, green beans, and
some honeyed apple slices. There was also a ramekin of brown gravy,
which they carefully drizzled over their chicken and potatoes. Everyone
else’s plate had, in addition, a slice of sweet and sour brisket.

Harry was used to this, of course; over the past year, Remus (or
Sirius, once he’d been freed) would cook something they hadn’t had
before, once or twice a month, alongside food they knew Harry could eat,
and they were free to sample it if they wanted to. There was never any
pressure, of course.

Neville hadn’t come along for more than a handful of the once-a-month
visits when Harry brought their friends home, so he was a little
confused. “Why Harry not get brisket?” he asked.

“It’s a new dish for Harry,” Remus explained, “and it’s his decision
whether he wants to try it or not. Between me and Sirius, there’s no
concern about leftovers going bad. Or Chiara, now she’s joined our
household.”

Chiara snorted with amusement. “We werewolves do tend to pack it in,
yeah. Kind of necessary, though, given how the infection seems to work.
Sucks away energy most of the month, only to expend it nightly for four
or five nights…” She blinked, and yawned, as if to emphasise the
point.

“Oh. That makes sense,” Neville said. “Food tricky sometimes. And.
Healer tell Gran each visit that need lose weight. She think is
choice be fat.”

Chiara narrowed her eyes at this. “You are the weight your brain
thinks you should be, Neville. For all that the mundane medical
establishment is fatphobic, Healers ought to know better—if there were
any way to lose weight and keep it off, we witches would have found it
by now and the Ministry would have its hands full dealing with warlocks
bilking mundane folks for all they’ve got. If you feel like getting a
lecture sometime, ask Professor Snape about weight-loss potions; only
time I’ve ever heard him swear.”

“Oh? Why that?”

“The short and sweet version is, they’re all deadlier than mundane
weight-loss drugs. Nobody’s come up with a formulation that doesn’t
effectively eat you up from the inside, and I’m fairly certain it’s
intrinsic to that entire class of potion. You can’t dilute them, either;
all of the potion buffers I’m aware of react violently when
mixed in, and nobody knows why.”

Neville nodded. “Oh, okay. Are Healer?”

“I was. Then management found out that I’m a werewolf and fired me.
Been unable to find steady, lasting, work since.”

“Managem—oh. St Mungo’s. Gran not fan.”

“I won’t ask why, this isn’t really the time. So…Ginny, you’ve been
awful quiet, how’s Hogwarts been treating you?”
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			Self Defence

			Chapter Twenty-Nine

		
The following Wednesday, Myf woke to find a note on her
night-stand.



Miss Weasley,

You will be assisting Professor Lockhart in answering his fan-mail.
Be at his office at eight PM.

Professor Severus Snape

Potions Master, Head of Slytherin House





She groaned. “What’s up?” Hermione asked, having apparently already
gotten up.

“My detention’s with Lockhart,” Myf said quietly as she got ready to
face the day.

“What’s wrong with Gilderoy?” Faye asked from behind her curtains—she
was also getting ready, apparently.

“Did you see how he grabbed Harry at lunch last week?” Hermione
asked. She was sat on her bed, already in her uniform robe, and was
carefully putting her hair up in a dark red headscarf.

“Oh, riiiight, I forgot about that,” Faye said. There were some
spritzing sounds, then she opened her curtains as she ran a wide-toothed
comb through her now-damp hair. “I mean, I know he’s a celebrity and
all, but…that doesn’t change how he’s supposed to interact with us
kids.”

“Worse, he’s not even competent. You remember Chapter Eight in
Wanderings with Werewolves, where he talks about how he
defeated the Wagga Wagga werewolf? Specifically, how he used the
Homorphus Charm?”

“Hmm. I hadn’t gotten that far yet. Why, what’d he say?”

“Well, first of all, the Homorphus Charm doesn’t actually work on
werewolves—it’s a counter-charm for the Animagus transformation. Now, I
have no doubt that the Wagga Wagga ‘werewolf’ actually was a
wolf at the time, but it was too early in the day for him to have had a
lunar transformation—most of those happen around nine PM local
time, or ten PM on Summer Time. Not seven.”

“Huh. I wonder why nobody’s gone to the press and presented a case
for fraud, then.” Faye tossed her comb on to her night-stand, then
checked herself in the mirror. “So, breakfast?”



That evening, Myf walked up to Professor Lockhart’s office and
knocked on the door, a trifle furtively. She’d rather not have been up
here at all, but more importantly she didn’t want other students to know
she’d be with the man.

“Come in, come in!” came that very man’s smarmy voice, and she opened
the door and went in. The first thing she noticed was that nearly every
inch of every wall was plastered with posters featuring Gilderoy
Lockhart. He’d even signed a few, it appeared, and there was a large
stack of photos on his desk.

“You can address the envelopes,” Lockhart said brightly, pointing to
a student’s desk and chair nearby. There was a stack of envelopes there,
along with a set of quills and vials of lilac ink (“Manufactured to my
exacting specifications,” Lockhart boasted) waiting to be employed. Myf
managed to stifle a sigh, and sat down. She inked up a quill and pulled
an envelope over.

“This first one’s to Gladys Gudgeon, bless her—huge fan of mine.”

The minutes crawled by. Myf let Lockhart’s voice wash over her,
occasionally offering neutral-sounding noises of attentiveness. Now and
then, she caught a phrase, like “Fame’s a fickle friend” or “Celebrity
is as celebrity does, Miss Weasley, remember that.” She couldn’t help
but think that he would have relished a chance to have Harry
spend time with him, which thought was somewhat nauseating to
contemplate.

There were no candles, of course—why buy millions of candles a year
when witch-lights lasted longer than mundane lightbulbs and could be
tuned by the owner?—but it felt like she’d been there for hours and that
she was on her thousandth—it couldn’t have been nearly that many, it
just felt like it had been—envelope. This one was being
addressed to Veronica Smethley.

And then she heard something—something quite apart from Lockhart’s
prattle about his fans. It was a voice, full of malice and far colder
than even Snape at his frostiest.

“Come… Come to me… Let me rip you… Let me tear you… Let me kill
you…”

Myf was so surprised, she jumped and left a large blot of ink on the
envelope where she’d been working on the street.

“What?” she asked.

“I know!” Lockhart said. “Six solid months at the top of the
bestseller list! Broke all records!”

“No,” Myf said frantically. “That voice!”

“Sorry?” Lockhart asked, looking puzzled. “What voice?”

“That—that voice that said—didn’t you hear it?”

“…What are you talking about, Miss Weasley? Perhaps you’re
getting a little drowsy? Great Scott—look at the time! We’ve been here
nearly four hours! I’d never have believed it—the time’s flown, hasn’t
it?”

Myf didn’t answer. She was straining her ears, trying to see if she
could hear the voice again, but there was no sound now except for
Lockhart telling her she shouldn’t expect a treat like this every time
she got detention. Feeling dazed, Myf left.

It was well past curfew, but she’d kept Snape’s note to her in her
pocket in case a Prefect asked why she was out. By the time she got to
the Gryffindor Common Room, it was nearly empty, and she opted to go up
to the second-year girls’ dorm. She tried to be quiet as she shed her
clothes, but she heard Hermione’s curtains slide open and, a moment
later, Hermione herself slipped in to Myf’s alcove with her.

“I can’t believe he kept you till nearly midnight,” Hermione
whispered. She knew she didn’t really have to—the spaces described by
their curtains were covered by Muffling Charms that could be activated
when the curtains were drawn—but it didn’t feel quite right to be
talking normally so late in the day.

“I can’t believe it either, and my hand’s going to be sore for days,”
Myf whispered back. “But that’s not important…”

She told Hermione about the voice she’d heard.

“That’s…quite strange. And Lockhart couldn’t hear it? Harry’s the
only person we know with an invisibility cloak, and they’re asleep. More
than that, you’d have noticed someone coming in.”

“Not to mention the part where Harry doesn’t have a malicious bone in
their entire body…oh well, it’s late, I’m going to try to get some
sleep.”

As she lay in bed, moments later, Myf couldn’t help but wonder.



Over the next several days, Myf tried to keep an ear out for the
voice again. Harry was initially sceptical when she’d told them about it
the next morning, but they’d never known her to lie, much less about a
malicious, arctic-cold voice. And, they pointed out, they hadn’t had any
exposure to the magical world until the year before.

Myf didn’t hear the voice again, but she did notice Ginny seeming to
withdraw in to herself again, which was unusual. The younger girl had
been eager to attend, and at least during the first week she’d been
fairly gregarious despite her sheltered upbringing. As the days marched
on, however, Myf had other things to distract her, like the first, and
so far only, actual argument Harry had with Madam Pomfrey, ever, on the
sixteenth.

“I know that fasting is a traditional part of Yom Kippur, Harry,”
Madam Pomfrey said at breakfast, when Harry announced their intention to
fast. “However, I also know that preserving life comes before all other
mitzvot, and fasting can be detrimental to recovering from EDs. I’m sure
that you’re ‘used to’ going hungry, given your history, but that
actually means there wouldn’t be any real meaning to foregoing food for
the day.”

Harry opened their mouth to object, but before they could say
anything, Remus said, “She’s right, pup. The intent of a fast for
religious observances, like Yom Kippur, isn’t the deprivation of
nourishment, it’s giving up something that brings pleasure for a day. We
can talk about it in plenty of time for next year, but for right now,
let’s go with this: eat plain things, like oatmeal without any mix-ins,
or toast. You can add a bit of honey or syrup, if that would help.”

“Okay, sure,” Harry said, after a moment, with a hint of a puppy-ish
whinge in their voice. But they had a bowl of oatmeal and a bit of
toast, as Remus had suggested.



Hermione’s birthday, later that week, was fairly uneventful. Myf
presented her with a purple scarf she’d knit herself, Neville gave her a
wand holster similar to to Myf’s, but in a warm purple that matched the
scarf, and Harry had opted to give her an original, signed first-edition
copy of The Hobbit. (It had been sitting in their vault,
apparently.)



That Friday was the first time they found Professor Sirius Black
waiting in the Self Defence classroom rather than Professor Lupin, and
he smiled rakishly as the students organised themselves. There was also
a covered birdcage on the teacher’s desk, from which issued the
occasional soft rustling. Myf, Harry, Hermione, and Neville took seats
at the front, as usual.

“Good afternoon, class,” Sirius said. “Professor Lupin is,
unfortunately, feeling under the weather, and so I will be teaching in
his stead today. Mr Malfoy, I know Professor Lupin’s warned you before
about talking whilst he is. Yes, I have his notes, and yes, we will be
going over Cornish pixies as planned.”

Myf was pleased to see Malfoy look nonplussed—unlike him, she knew
Sirius being an Animagus gave him enhanced hearing. She gave Harry an
amused look, one they returned, and then together they took notes as
Sirius lectured.

“…And, finally, I have some Cornish pixies here in a cage,” Sirius
said, gesturing to the birdcage. “Now, the most effective way to deal
with pests that can move faster than you can is not by casting
charms like petrificus totalus or stupefacio; they
require good aim, something an auror or hunter might have, but not
something most people have. Instead… Miss Granger, what would you
use?”

“Immobulus, Professor Black,” Hermione said promptly. “It’s
a radial spell, so there’s no need to worry about precision.”

“That is correct, five points to Gryffindor. In a moment, I’m going
to release the pixies in this cage, but I want all of you to be ready to
cast the Freezing Charm. Remember, the incantation is
immobulus. Repeat after me: immobulus. Good. Here we
go!”

Sirius whisked the cover off of the cage, and Myf could see there
were three winged creatures inside of it. They were small humanoids,
about eight inches tall, with gossamer wings; each was intensely, almost
brilliantly blue, though they were not precisely the same colour. With
the cover off, she could hear a faint whinge, though from the grimace on
Sirius’s face, the whinge must have been the human-noticeable edge of
the high-pitched noises they were really making. Sirius opened the cage,
and the pixies flew out almost immediately, only to stop in mid-air as
Myf raised her wand and shouted, “Immobulus!”

“Excellent reflexes, Miss Weasley; take five points for Gryffindor,”
Sirius said. “Let’s give other folks a chance, shall we?”

Overall, it was an enjoyable lesson, though Myf could see how,
without the lecture beforehand, the practical portion could have gotten
out of hand.



A week and a half later, on 1 October, Myf awoke to a note on her
night-stand again, this time from Remus:



Miss Weasley,

As I promised on Rosh Hashanah, I have given some thought to private
lessons. The best solution available to me is this: meet me in my
classroom on Tuesday mornings, since we have two periods free. Per
school rules, I have to allow any interested students to attend, but
there’s no requirement that I announce these lessons.

Yes, this means the first lesson is after breakfast today; I
apologise for the short notice.

Professor Remus Lupin

Self Defence Instructor





Oddly, Myf didn’t encounter Remus until after he’d let her, Harry,
Hermione, and Neville in to the Self Defence classroom—he hadn’t been at
breakfast. When she stepped in, she realised why: the desks and chairs
had been stacked up against the western wall, and a set of targets were
set up along the northern one.

“Right, so, the first thing we’re going to practise is the Stunning
Jinx, stupefacio. It’ll send a red bolt at whoever you’re
aiming at and stun them for a few seconds, depending on how much energy
you put in to it. Some foes are resistant to it, however; dragons and
werewolves, for two. Line up—the X-marks I made on the ground should
line you up with one of the targets—and let’s give it a go, shall
we?”

Right away, Myf could tell Neville was having trouble with the
incantation. In weasel, it was ‘stop’ in an arc from right to left and
then snapping straight back to the right, but Neville’s coordination was
bungling it—his hand kept wanting to go too far. The Magica Lingua
incantation wasn’t much better—unless he went slow, his tongue kept
tripping over it.

She turned her attention back to her own target, but it was hard for
her to tune Remus and Neville out as she practised casting
stupefacio.

“Right, then. Mr Longbottom, I’m going to teach you a basic
spellcraft technique,” she heard Remus say. “The concept was developed
by a mundane-born witch, several years ago, who’d learned computer
programming back in the eighties. What we’re going to do is create a
‘symbolic link’—we’ll pick a word or motion you can reliably perform,
one that you’re not going to use accidentally when trying to do
something else, and we’ll tell your magic that when you perform that
word or motion, you actually want to cast stupefacio. Does that
make sense?”

Myf didn’t hear Neville’s reply, but it must have been a nod because
Remus continued, “Good. Now, I’m actually going to demonstrate this with
lumos, because accidentally lighting up the place is a far less
dangerous mistake than accidentally flinging around a Stunning Jinx.
Now, do you have a word or motion in mind?”

“‘Knock’?” Neville said.

“That should work, yes,” Remus said. “So, we’ll start with
‘ligare knock ad lumos’, which you can take your time
pronouncing—Mr Jacobs developed ligare as an accessibility aid
specifically, and it’s very forgiving. And it doesn’t require any wand
movement—if you have a connection to any arcane focus at all, it’ll
work.”

“Okay.” After a moment, Neville said, very distinctly, “Ligare
knock ad lumos.”

“Excellent, just like that. Now, use knock…”

Out of the corner of her eye, Myf saw the tip of Neville’s wand flare
in to brilliance as he said “knock.”

“Brilliant work. Now, to remove the link, we say ‘ligare
inrita knock’. Then we’ll use ligare to link ‘knock’ to
stupefacio and you should be good to go.”
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			Chapter Thirty

		
The first two weeks of October were unremarkable, though the addition
to the house was finally complete. Harry’s pack moved back in to it on
the twelfth, and they were glad to have their room back. The morning
after, they puttered about, arranging things to their liking again—the
construction had required them to pack things up, just in case, so now
they were unpacking. Harry’s intense focus on restoring their room to
rights might have worried Remus, but he knew he was particular
about his bedroom.

The week after that was the first full moon of October, and this time
Chiara was willing to let Harry join them for it. Harry dressed in their
now-usual ‘romping with the pack’ attire: thick woollen paw socks, long
johns, under-shirt, denim trousers, flannel shirt, winter coat,
dragon-hide gloves, and scarf. Remus had his heavy cloak and dressing
gown, and Chiara had procured similar attire for herself, in dark blue.
The four of them—two humans, two werewolves—trudged up to Hagrid’s hut
at seven that evening, where Hagrid himself joined them as they then
proceeded to their usual clearing.

When they arrived, Remus and Chiara split off, each heading to their
own segment of forest. Harry sat next to Sirius on a log, who pulled
them close in to a comforting half-hug as, soon enough, they both heard
the pained screams and yelps that heralded the werewolves’
transformations. As always, Harry brightened again when, their
transformations completed, the wolves trotted in to the clearing again.
They sniffed each other’s rumps in greeting before they snuffled Harry
and Sirius’s faces, garnering a “Heeeeeey!” in mock-protest from the
child, then sat, tails curled around their feet, looking at them
expectantly.

“Let me guess: you want to play fetch,” Harry said with a giggle as
they pulled out their wand. They looked around, then, with a muttered
“wingardium leviosa,” they levitated a suitably large stick.
They giggled again as Remus and Chiara play-bowed, then with a flick of
their wrist, they flung the stick in to the forest, and the wolves gave
chase.

“Goofballs,” Sirius said with a chuckle. “Always the same old song,
at least with Remus. I don’t know Chiara well enough to know if she
likes playing around, but last time, when it was just the three of us,
she seemed more interested in loafing around than in romping.”

Chiara came bounding back in to the clearing, the large stick in her
jaws, with Remus close behind, and she dropped the stick at Harry’s
feet. Both wolves were wagging and doggie-grinning. Sirius smirked, and
with a screeeee, he joined them in their quadrupedalism. Harry
just rolled their eyes and levitated the stick again, launching it in a
different direction this time, and the three canines chased after it
once more.

After a couple hours, it was clear they’d grown tired of the game,
and they sat around Harry, Chiara to their right and Remus to their
left. Padfoot grumbled and initially tried to shove himself between
Harry and Chiara, but didn’t have the mass to move her out of the way,
so he ended up sitting next to Remus instead. They sang together, with
Harry accompanying them on their flute.



31 October

Harry woke at six, as they usually did, and sat up. They stretched,
then quietly dressed casually, in a tee shirt and denim trousers.
Hanging on their wardrobe was their outfit for the day: charcoal gray
cotton trousers, a white button-down shirt, and a reddish-brown
cardigan.

Wait a minute, they thought. That cardigan was red when
we bought it last week…

They checked their socks drawer, where their uniform socks and a
couple pairs of plain whites lay in wait…and the uniform socks were also
reddish brown.

So whatever it is, it’s affecting my eyes, not my clothing.
Lovely. I’ll tell Uncle Remus at breakfast.

They extracted Xenia from her cage and took her downstairs, giving
her some playtime as they usually did, though they were still lost in
thought.

Bleed-through traits usually mean one has an animal form, but…I’d
know if I had one. So far, this is the the only one to turn up…
Harry paused to consider that for a moment. No, not the only one—the
sun’s not out yet, the witch-lights are turned low, and I can read the
noticeboard. Which makes sense, if I’m becoming colourblind… Oh,
God…that means the daytime will be Bright. Well, fudge.

Harry took Xenia back up to her cage at seven, then scurried off to
breakfast without even waiting for their friends like they normally
did.

“Uncle Remus,” they said, shortly after they sat in their usual spot
at the Little High Table, “do you know of anything that might cause me
to start to develop colourblindness or see better in semi-darkness?”

Remus blinked. “Can I look at your eyes real quick, pup?”

Harry nodded, and turned in their seat to make it easier.

“Well, your pupils haven’t narrowed in to slits, but your irises have
grown. And…yup, you have tapeta lucida. If I didn’t know better, I’d
suspect either lycanthropy or Animagus enchantment. Poppy, would you
mind taking a look tomorrow morning?”

“Certainly, but you’re, more or less, our resident expert on
shapeshifting, Remus,” Madam Pomfrey said. “If it’s not lycanthropy or
an Animagus enchantment…maybe Professor Dumbledore would know.”

“Assuming he’d want to explain anything,” Harry muttered. They didn’t
realise they’d said anything until Remus snorted in amusement.

“In the meantime,” Remus said quietly as he pulled out his wand, then
flicked it at Harry. “Homoculus viridia. Visiminus
minima.”

The first charm didn’t seem to do anything that Harry could tell, but
after the second one was cast, the Great Hall, which had been
noon-bright a moment before, returned to its usual morning gloaming.

“What does homoculus do?” they asked, tilting their head
curiously.

“It’s a glamour designed to mimic the appearance of human eyes,
though most people who use it do so to change their eye colour,” Remus
said in a near-whisper, though Harry heard him clearly. “It was
originally developed to disguise artificial or missing eyes, back before
modern prostheses rendered the need for it moot. I’ll teach you the full
suite on Tuesday, seems it’ll be necessary.”

Harry nodded.



Harry, Remus, and Sirius met in the Entrance Hall at eight-thirty,
all dressed similarly. Sirius’s mohawk was jet black, for a change.
After a round of hugs, they walked down to Hogsmeade Station together.
The weather was appropriately overcast, and a bit nippy.

When they reached Hogsmeade Station’s Portbook stall, Sirius picked
up the Portbook…and then handed it to Harry, and said, “We’re going to
Godric’s Hollow, Harry.”

Harry nodded and flashed him a quick smile, then opened the Portbook
and flipped through it. Upon reaching the correct page, they tapped it
with their wand, then said, “Vestibulum orior.”

The portal tore its way into existence, every bit as rough as their
previous portals had been, and they put the Portbook back just before
the three of them passed through together.

The Godric’s Hollow side of the portal was a nondescript storage
room, with an array of keys on the wall next to the exterior door.
Sirius plucked a set without examination, and locked the door behind
them as they exited in to a small alley.

“Keeps mundane folks out,” he muttered to Harry. “The keys are
actually ward-stones, and only work on that door if you know their
purpose.”

“Ah,” Harry said, and the three of them walked down the street and
then turned the corner. And there it was, St Jerome’s Church and the
adjacent cemetery. And about halfway down the road to it was a
dilapidated house, with an overgrown lawn. Harry paused as they were
passing it and looked at the house—and then when they looked up at the
first floor, pain flared in their scar, causing them to wince. This must
have been their parents’ house, they decided.

“What is it, pup?” Remus asked.

“Oh, um. I think this is my parents’ house,” Harry said, and
pointed.

Remus and Sirius both swore as they were suddenly able to see it too.
“The Fidelius Charm must have made you a Secret-Keeper,” Remus said,
after a moment. “I’m not sure I understand how, though; it’s not
supposed to be a bloodline spell. Anyway…”

This early in the day, there was only one person at the cemetery
gate, a middle-aged white man in a police officer’s dress uniform,
standing at parade rest. His eyes tracked them, though he didn’t take
official notice until the three of them came to a stop just before
him.

“Good morning, sir. Warden Potter and entourage to visit the Potters’
grave,” Remus said, and the man nodded.

“Go on in.”

Remus led the way off toward the eastern end of the cemetery. When
they reached it, they stood together for a moment, then Sirius stepped
forward, staring at the headstone.

“I’m sorry, my loves,” he whispered as he fell to his knees. Tears
ran down his face and fell quietly as rain as he cried, and Harry
gently, but insistently, moved under his left arm to hug him. Remus
joined him on his right only a few seconds later, also crying
quietly.

Harry didn’t know how long they knelt there. After a moment, and
almost without thinking about it, Harry began reciting the mourner’s
kaddish, pushing through the tears fogging their own voice, and their
uncles joined them once they noticed.

“Yitgadal v’yitkadash sh’mei rabah, b’alma div’ra chirutei. V’yamlich
malchutei b’chayeichon uv’yomeichon, uv’chayei d’chol beit Yisrael,
ba-a-gala uvizman kariv. V’imru, amen. Y’hei sh’mei rabah m’varach
l’alam ul’almei almaya. Yitbarach v’yishtabach v’yitpa’ar v’yitromam
v’yitnasei, v’yithadar v’yitaleh v’yithalal sh’mei d’Kud’sha, b’rich Hu.
L’eila min kol birchata v’shirata, tushb’chata v’nechemata da-amiran
b’alma. V’imru, amen. Y’hei sh’lama rabah min sh’maya, v’chayim aleinu
v’al kol Yisrael. V’imru, amen. Oseh shalom bimromav, Hu ya’aseh shalom
aleinu v’al kol Yisrael v’al kol yoshvei teiveil. V’imru, amen.”1

When they finished, they stood again, and Sirius ruffled Harry’s
hair. “Technically speaking, you’re only supposed to recite Kaddish when
you have a minyan, pup; G?d hears a minyan’s prayers directly, whereas
in all other circumstances the messengers take them to G?d,” he said.
“But…you did an excellent job.”

Whatever hold the headstone may have had over them when they’d
arrived, it was gone now, and by unspoken agreement they left once more.
Rather than return to Hogwarts, however, they chose to return to the
Hogsmeade house, where they spent the day simply being in each other’s
company. Chiara helped with lunch, but otherwise left them to it.



Harry and Remus returned to the castle shortly before the feast
concluded, and were surprised to find Myf and Hermione waiting for them
on the central staircase in the Entrance Hall.

“Hey, Myf, Hermione,” Harry said. “What are you two doing out here?
Shouldn’t you still be in the Great Hall?”

“Well, we ate, but we figured we’d wait for you so you didn’t have to
be alone,” Myf said.

“Well, I’ll leave you three to it, then,” Remus said, and exchanged a
brief hug with Harry before heading up to his professorial
accommodations.

Harry, Myf, and Hermione started up as well, chatting about the day’s
lessons. Their conversation was cut short, however, when both Harry and
Myf heard a voice. Myf recognised it at once: she’d heard that
frozen-helium malice before, when she’d done the detention with
Lockhart.

“Rip… and tear… until it is done… Kill…”

“Harry? Myf? What’s wrong?” Hermione asked; the two of them had
stopped dead on the staircase.

“It’s that voice again,” Myf said. “Shhh…”

“…So hungry… for so long…”

“Listen!” Myf said, and she and Harry were looking around, Harry
tilting his head to the left and then to the right, as though that would
help him locate the source of the voice better. It might have been
comical (and adorable) under other circumstances.

“…Kill… Time to kill…”

The voice was growing fainter. Harry was sure it was moving away,
moving…upwards? Was it part of the castle, to appear wherever it
wanted?

“This way!” they shouted, running the rest of the way up the marble
staircase and to the first floor, Myf and Hermione behind him trying to
catch up, but gradually falling behind.

“Harry, what are we—”

“Shhh!”

Harry strained their ears. Distantly, from the floor above, and
growing fainter still, they heard the voice: “…I smell blood…
I smell blood!”

Their stomach roiled. “It’s going to kill someone!” they yelled, and,
ignoring Hermione’s bewildered face, they ran up the next flight of
stairs three steps at a time, trying to listen over their pounding
heart.

Harry zoomed around the entire second floor, Myf and Hermione panting
behind him, not stopping until they turned a corner in to the last,
deserted, passage.

“Harry, what was that all about?” Hermione asked, wiping sweat off
her face. “I couldn’t hear anything…”

But Myf gave a sudden gasp, pointing down the corridor. “Look!”

Something was shining on the wall ahead. They approached slowly, Myf
and Hermione squinting through the darkness. Foot-high words had been
daubed on the wall between two windows, shimmering in the light cast by
the witch-lights.



The Chamber of Secrets has been opened.

Enemies of the heir, beware.





“What’s that…thing…hanging underneath?” Myf asked, a slight quiver in
her voice.

“It’s…” Harry gulped. “It’s Mrs Norris…”

And so it was. Filch’s cat was hanging by her tail from the sconce on
the wall. She was stiff as a board, eyes wide and staring, and
unmoving.

For a few seconds, they didn’t move. Then Myf said, “Let’s get out of
here…”

“Shouldn’t we try and help—” Harry began awkwardly.

“Trust me,” Myf said, “we don’t want to be found here.”

But it was too late. The feast had apparently let out, and the
distant sound of voices grew ever closer as a few hundred students
climbed the stairs at both ends of the corridor and came out in to it,
trapping the trio.

The noise died, almost as though a cone of silence had fallen over
the trio, as the students in front spotted them and the hanging cat in
the middle of the corridor. Then someone shouted through the quiet.

“Enemies of the Heir, beware! You’ll be next, mudbloods!”

It was Draco Malfoy. He’d pushed to the front of the crowd, his cold
eyes bright, his usually bloodless face flushed, as he grinned at the
sight of the frozen cat.

Myf was mildly surprised by Malfoy’s word-choice, as Snape had, after
all, informed her that he’d be getting a detention as well. Unless he
was lying…? “…Didn’t you get a detention the last time you said that,
Malfoy?”

Malfoy smirked. “Yeah, and?”

It was then that Mr Filch, the school custodian, pushed his way
through the crowd. He stared at his frozen cat, then shifted his gaze to
Harry, Myf, and Hermione. Harry gulped and tried to hide behind the
girls—the last time they’d seen anyone that angry was Uncle Vernon after
a bout of accidental magic, and—



“The fuck did you do, boy?!”

Uncle Vernon’s face was red, his voice thick with rage as he undid
his belt and pulled it free. He doubled it up, and—





Harry was snapped out of it when Myf enveloped them in a tight hug,
and they realised Professor Dumbledore had also made an appearance.

“They were not responsible for creating this scene, Argus,” he said
calmly, and the custodian’s attention turned to the elderly witch.

“Then who was?” Filch demanded. “Someone hurt my cat, and I
demand—”

“Come with me,” Dumbledore said. He gestured to Harry, Myf, and
Hermione. “You three, as well.”

“My office is nearest, Headmaster,” Lockhart offered, appearing out
of the crowd. “Just upstairs, in fact—please, feel free—”

“Thank you, Gilderoy,” Dumbledore said, and the eight of
them—Professors McGonagall and Snape had also joined them by then—made
their way up to Lockhart’s office.

As they entered the man’s darkened office, Harry saw several of the
men in his posters hurriedly duck out of sight, their hair in rollers.
The real Lockhart waved his hand, causing the witch-lights scattered
throughout the room to come to life. Dumbledore laid Mrs Norris on
Lockhart’s desk and began to examine her. The children exchanged tense
looks, and Myf and Harry sank on to one chair—she’d been holding their
hand, and when she was seated she’d pulled them in to her lap to hug
them tightly again, which they appreciated as they were still shaking
from the flashback. Hermione sank in to another, and the three of them
watched quietly.

“It was definitely a curse that killed her,” Lockhart was saying.
“Probably the Transmogrifian Torture. I’ve seen it used many times, so
unlucky I wasn’t there, I know the very counter-curse that would have
saved her…”

Lockhart’s comments were punctuated by Filch’s dry, racking sobs. He
was slumped in a chair next to the desk, head in his hands and unable to
look at Mrs Norris. Harry had never interacted much with the man, but he
felt sorry for Filch, despite the flashback the man had triggered.

Dumbledore was muttering incantations under his breath, tapping the
cat with his wand, but nothing happened. She continued to look as though
she’d been recently taxidermied.

“…I remember something very similar happening in Ouagadougou,”
Lockhart said, “a series of attacks, the full story’s in my
autobiography. I was able to provide the townsfolk with various amulets
which cleared the matter up at once…”

At last, Dumbledore straightened. “She’s not dead, Argus,” he said
softly.

Lockhart stopped abruptly amidst his counting of the various murders
he’d prevented.

“Not… not dead?” Filch choked, looking through his fingers at his
cat. “But why’s she all…stiff and frozen?”

“She has been petrified,” Dumbledore said. (“Ah! I thought so,”
Lockhart said.) “But how, I cannot yet say…”

“Ask him!” Filch bellowed, turning his tear-streaked,
blotchy face to Harry, who flinched away from him.

“No student, especially not a second-year, could have done this,”
Dumbledore said. “Only an adult warlock with some considerable skill
could—”

“He did it, he did it,” Filch spat, his face reddening with rage once
more. “You saw what he wrote on the wall!”

Harry whimpered, trying to bury himself deeper in to Myf’s
embrace.

“Harry couldn’t have hurt a fly,” Hermione said hotly, suddenly
standing between Harry and Mr Filch. “Look at them, they’re
scared—they’d never hurt anyone if they could help it! They know what
it’s like to be hurt!”

“Rubbish!” Filch snarled.

“If I might speak, Headmaster,” Snape said from a shadowy corner of
the office. “Mx Lupin and their friends may simply have been in the
wrong place at the wrong time.”

His lip curled, and his voice developed a sneer. “Nevertheless, we do
have a set of suspicious circumstances here. Why were they in that
corridor at all? Mx Lupin, I know, was excused from lessons today to
visit their parents’ graves, but the girls…?”

“We’d left the feast a little early to wait for them,” Hermione said.
“We were on our way up to Gryffindor Tower…”

“But why that corridor specifically? It is not along the most direct
path from the Great Hall to the Tower,” Snape pressed.

It was clear that they didn’t have an (acceptable) answer to that.
Snape continued, “I suggest, Headmaster, that Mx Lupin and their friends
are not being entirely truthful. Perhaps it would be best if they were
denied certain privileges until they are ready to tell us the whole
story. Personally, I would recommend they be removed from the Quadball
team until they are ready to be honest.”

“Really, now, Severus, there’s no need for that,” McGonagall snapped.
“The cat wasn’t hit on the head by a broom. There is no evidence at all
that Mx Lupin or the girls did anything wrong.”

Dumbledore was giving Harry a searching look, and they shivered.
Harry wasn’t entirely sure how they’d noticed the elderly witch’s
attention settling on them; probably some instinctive sixth sense, since
their face was still buried in Myf’s robe.

“Innocent until proven guilty, Severus,” Dumbledore said firmly.

Snape looked deeply neutral, but Filch’s continued fury was plain to
see. “My cat has been petrified!” he bellowed. “I want to see
some punishment!”

“We will be able to cure her, Argus,” Dumbledore said patiently.
“Professor Sprout was recently able to procure some mandrakes. As soon
as they’ve reached their full size, I will have a potion made which will
revive Mrs Norris.”

“I’ll make it,” Lockhart butted in. “I must have done it a hundred
times, I could whip up an Cisfiguration Concoction in my sleep—”

“Excuse me, Mister Lockhart,” Snape said, his voice frostier than any
tone he’d ever taken with a student, “but I believe I am the
Potions Master in this school.”

There was a very awkward pause.

“You three may go,” Dumbledore said to Harry, Myf, and Hermione.

“C’mon, pup, let’s get you to Gryffindor Tower,” Myf muttered quietly
to Harry, gently easing them to the floor. “You’ll be okay, Mr
Filch”—she gave the man a venomous look—“won’t hurt you, you’re safe
now…”

Myf and Hermione both took one of Harry’s hands as they led them
away.

“D-do—” Harry swallowed, and began again. “Sh-should we h-have
mentioned that Myf and I heard a v-voice…?”

“Probably not,” Hermione said quietly. “Even in the magical world,
hearing voices isn’t a good sign. But…if both you and Myf heard
it, maybe there’s something going on we’re just not aware of yet. I’ll
do some research.”

Notes


	The Mourner’s Kaddish:



May your Great Name grow in holiness in the world created as You
willed. May Your majesty rule in our lifetimes, in our day and in the
lifetimes of the House of Israel, speedily and soon, and we say:
Amen.

May Your Great Name be blessed for ever and eternity. May the Name of
the Holy Blessed One be praised and lauded, glorified and exalted,
honoured and respected beyond any blessing, song, hymn or psalm that we
on earth could offer, and we say: Amen.

For us and all Israel may the blessing of peace and the promise of
life come true, and we say: Amen.

May the One who causes peace to reign in the high heavens, let peace
descend on us, and on all Israel, and on all the world. And we say:
Amen.
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“Uncle Remus,” Harry said at breakfast the next morning, “do you have
a charm for noise…? I can hear every single clinking of silverware on
plates and things, and it’s starting to be overwhelming.”

Remus nodded, then pulled his wand out. He flicked it toward Harry
and muttered, “Audiminus, visiminus minima,
homoculus viridia.” Harry’s feelings of overwhelm faded after a
few seconds, and they relaxed.

“Thanks,” they said, and Remus patted their shoulder gently.

“Given…yesterday,” Remus said, “I think I’m going to teach you these
charms tomorrow rather than wait till Tuesday, I do. I’ll still go over
them during our secondary class time, however.”

“Makes sense. You can’t just keep casting them for me, after all;
you’ve got your own needs to consider.”



The next several days, the attack was all anyone was talking about,
and Mr Filch could be seen on several occasions trying to scrub the
ominous words off of the wall. Regardless of the cleaner he used,
however, they remained as bright and fresh as they’d been the night they
went up. Harry generally tried to avoid encountering the man—they
sympathised with him over Mrs Norris’s stasis, but they didn’t want to
risk having another flashback.

Ginny seemed to have been affected by the attack as well. She refused
even the most cursory of interactions, unless it was with one of her
siblings or Harry, and Myf had confided in Harry that she thought it was
because Ginny liked cats and got upset when she heard about cats being
harmed.

On Tuesday, Hermione raised her hand at the beginning of Social
Studies. That she raised her hand at all was hardly unusual—Hermione
almost always had questions during Social Studies, especially when the
lesson related to magical Britain in some way. It was rare for her to
start a lesson with her hand raised, however, and so Professor
Llewellyn raised an eyebrow when he called on her.

“Yes, Professor Llewellyn,” she said. “I was wondering…could you tell
us about the Chamber of Secrets, please?”

“Well…” Llewellyn pursed his lips. “You understand, what we know
about the early history of Hogwarts is spotty at best, even with the
extensive research conducted by Bathilda Bagshot when she wrote
Hogwarts: A History, so bear with me, please.”

He cleared his throat, then began: “Back in the tenth or eleventh
century of the Common Era, Hogwarts was constructed by four witches, who
were said to be among the greatest known in Europe at that time: Godric
Gryffindor, Rowena Ravenclaw, Helga Hufflepuff, and Salazar Slytherin.
For many years, they lived in harmony, each recruiting students
according to the qualities they valued: Gryffindor favoured the brave
and the bold, Ravenclaw selected the bright and studious, Hufflepuff
preferred the humble and stoic, and Slytherin the ambitious and
cunning.

“And for many years, Slytherin sought to bar admittance to witches
who were not pure of blood. Finally, one day, he stormed out of the
castle after a heated argument with Gryffindor. Now, it is a documented
fact, though not one that is widely known, that buildings invested with
magic and inhabited by large numbers of witches over long periods of
time gain a measure of intelligence, able to respond to the wishes of
their inhabitants after a fashion. Such buildings are sometimes referred
to as ‘knowes’ or ‘hollowed hills’, with the latter name deriving from a
historical practise of building domiciles in to hillsides, the purpose
of which was to have a home that was easily defended and also somewhat
climate-controlled.

“Thus is the case with Hogwarts Castle: the founders put considerable
effort in to ensuring that Hogwarts was the best-defended domicile in
the Isles. Even Gringott’s, as skilled as the kobolds are, is merely
on par with Hogwarts for security, not its superior. The
founders, including Slytherin, wanted to ensure that every student who
attends is able to do so in as much safety as can reasonably be achieved
given a population of underage witches who, ah, don’t necessarily get
along with one another.

“Now, this means that it is theoretically possible for any student to
convince Hogwarts to produce for them a room that is a secret to
everybody, and no doubt quite a few have done so successfully over the
centuries. Such a room would certainly be a ‘chamber of secrets’, yes?
Regardless, there have been stories about a chamber
specifically built in to Hogwarts itself, and hidden away, by
Salazar Slytherin himself, accessible only to those who have a bloodline
connection to him.

“Unfortunately, if there is such a chamber, generations of
Headmasters have so far been unable to locate it. If it is indeed only
accessible to Slytherin’s blood relations, then perhaps that points to
none of those Headmasters being such. Or it doesn’t exist. Or Hogwarts
doesn’t wish it to be found. Or…you get the idea, surely.”

Harry had their hand up when Llewellyn finished, which was also a
rarity—they usually whispered their questions to Hermione, who either
answered them herself or passed them on to the professor.

“Yes, Mx Lupin?”

“So…” Harry tried their best to stifle a grin as they asked, “…Does
that mean hobbits really existed? What with folks building homes in to
hillsides and all, I mean.”

“Hobbi—” Llewellyn cut himself off once he got the joke. “Ha. Two
points to Gryffindor, Mx Lupin. No, but I understand why you asked,
considering that Mr Tolkien’s lore for The Lord of the Rings
stated that their autoethnonym, or the name they used for themselves,
derives from ‘holbytla’, or ‘hole-builder’.”

“Nerd,” Myf whispered to Harry, though they could hear the smile in
her voice.



“I always knew Salazar Slytherin was a douche,” Myf said as she,
Harry, Hermione, and Neville fought their way up to Gryffindor Tower to
drop off their books, “but I didn’t know he was a bigot…
Wouldn’t be in his House if you paid me. Honestly, I’d’ve got the train
back home if the Sorting Hat had tried to put me there.”

If Harry had lupine ears to go with their lupine heart, they’d have
folded back; they’d never told their friends that the Sorting Hat had
considered sorting them in to Slytherin. They could still
recall the hat’s words…



“You could be great, you know, it’s all here in your head, and
Slytherin would help you on the way to greatness, no doubt about
that…”





As they threaded their way through the crowds, Creevey went past.
“Hiya, Harry!”

“Hullo, Colin,” Harry said automatically.

“Harry—Harry—a boy in my class has been saying you’re—” But Creevey
was swept away again before he could finish, the boy too small to fight
the tide of humanity sweeping toward the Great Hall as Harry was
managing (though Harry was cheating—they were following Myf and
Hermione).

“What’s a boy in his class saying about you…?” Hermione asked
curiously.

“That I’m Slytherin’s heir, I expect,” Harry said glumly.

“People here’ll believe anything,” Myf said disgustedly.

The crowd thinned, and they were able to climb the next staircase
without difficulty.

“D’you really think there’s an actual, specific thing called
the Chamber of Secrets?” she asked Hermione.

“I dunno,” Hermione said, frowning. “If Professor Dumbledore couldn’t
cure Mrs Norris, that suggests to me that the entity responsible
isn’t…human…”

She trailed off. They’d just come to the scene of the attack, and the
only changes had been that Mrs Norris was not hanging from a witch-light
sconce and there was a chair up against the wall bearing the
message.

“Might as well have a butcher’s whilst we’re here, eh?” Hermione
said, already moving to look at the windows nearby. Harry, meanwhile,
dropped to their knees, inspecting the floor.

“Look, scorch marks…” they said. “Here…and over here—”

“Come look at this,” Hermione said. Harry, Myf, and Neville joined
her, and she pointed at the topmost pane of the window she was standing
at. About twenty spiders were scuttling, all trying to get through a
small crack in the glass. A long, silvery spider-silk thread hung from
it, as though they’d all climbed it in an effort to make good their
escape.

“Have you ever seen spiders act like that?” Hermione asked.

“No,” Harry said. “Myf, have y—Myf?”

Harry looked over their shoulder. Myf was on the other side of the
corridor, and seemed to be fighting the impulse to run.

“…Arachnophobia?” Harry asked.

“Yeah.”

“But you’ve handled them in Potions loads of times,” Hermione said,
bemused.

“It’s quite different when they’re dead.” Myf was looking anywhere
but at the window. “I can’t stand the way they move…”

Hermione tried not to giggle, but a little titter escaped.

“It’s not funny. If you must know, when I was three, Fred turned
my—my teddy bear into a bloody great spider because I broke his toy
broom. You wouldn’t like them either if you’d been holding your bear and
suddenly it had too many legs and…”

Myf broke off, shuddering, and Hermione managed to fight down the
urge to laugh. Harry said, to change the subject, “Remember all that
water on the floor? Where’d it come from? I think Mr Filch has mopped it
up…”

“It was about here,” Myf said, her mind taken off of the spiders, as
she slowly paced the corridor until she was in front of a door. She
opened it gingerly and peeked inside. “Ah, girls’ toilet.”

“Hm. That’s Myrtle’s toilet,” Hermione said as she and Harry joined
Myf. “It’s supposedly haunted by the ghost of a former student,
hence the name, but ghosts are incredibly rare—you have to be a
world-class witch to even have enough skill and power to become one, and
no student is going to be even remotely world-class.”

Ignoring the large ‘out of order’
sign sellotaped to the door, the four of them went in. It was possibly
the strangest bathroom Harry had ever seen, having simultaneously a very
modern minimalist aesthetic with decidedly rococo fixtures. They decided
they didn’t want to think very hard about that.

Despite the dampness of the floor, it was also pristine.

“So…does nobody use this toilet, then?” Harry asked as they looked
around. They walked over to the sinks partially lining the wall opposite
the door and began examining the taps, purely out of puppy-ish curiosity
for a new environment.

“Nope. See also: haunted,” Hermione said. “It’s possible Hogwarts
itself has decided this room in particular ought to be left alone…”

As Harry ran their hands over the taps, one by one, they reached one
that didn’t feel the same as the others. “What are you…?” they muttered
to themself, running their fingers across it again as they looked
directly at it.

There was a gasp. “Didn’t know was Ophistoma,” Neville said,
blinking.

“Ophi-what? Myf, what does that…mean…” Harry trailed off as they
turned to look at the others and saw Myf’s pole-axed expression.

“It means,” Myf said, “that you can talk to snakes. And so can I.
Because I heard you, when you were talking to yourself just
now.”

“Oh. So…that voice we heard…”

“I don’t think I want to guess about that. Hermione, you up to doing
some research?”

“Yeah, sure. I only asked about the Chamber in class today because
every single copy of Hogwarts: A History was checked out and
I’d left my copy at home,” Hermione said. “I don’t think we’re going to
find anything else useful here, so we might as well go.”

The four of them had only just left the toilet when—

“RONALD WEASLEY!”

Percy Weasley had stopped dead at the head of the stairs, light
glinting off his prefect’s badge, an expression of deep disgust on his
face.

“That’s a girls’ bathroom, Ronald,” he gasped. “What were
you—”

“Oh, shut your bloody mouth,” Myf said, and Harry moved behind
Hermione, putting her between them and Myf as the rising fury in her
voice registered. “I know you only used my name at home and whatnot
because Mum’d have had your hide if you didn’t, but I will be
treated with respect here. If you cannot do me even the minimal courtesy
of using my bloody name, I will go talk to Professor McGonagall
right now.”

“Get—away—from—there—” Percy said, striding toward them and starting
to try to chivvy them along. Myf didn’t budge.

“I have every right to use a girls’ toilet, you prat.”

“Don’t you care what this looks like? Coming to the scene of the
attack while everyone’s at dinner?”

“Why shouldn’t we be here?” Myf asked, glaring at her brother. “We
didn’t lay a finger on Mrs Norris.”

“That’s what I told Ginny, but she still seems to think you’ll be
expelled. I’ve never seen her so upset, crying her eyes out. You might
think of her—all the first-years are over-excited by this
business—”

“Right, and I’m supposed to believe you care about her?” Myf
asked, her ears red with anger. “You’re just worried I’ll mess up your
chances of being Head Boy.”

“Five points from Gryffindor,” Percy said tersely, “and let that be a
lesson to you. No more detective work, or I’ll write to
Mum.”

“Oh, piss off. I’ll tell her you’ve been deadnaming me,
Pratsival. C’mon, guys…let’s go get something to eat.” Myf
stormed off, and Hermione, Harry, and Neville followed her.



After dinner, the four of them chose a table in the common room as
far away from Percy as they could manage. Myf was still in high dudgeon,
and kept blotting her Charms homework. After the third or fourth
time—Harry hadn’t kept track—she slammed her copy of The Standard
Book of Spells, Grade 2 shut. To Harry’s surprise, Hermione
followed suit.

“Who can it be, though?” Hermione asked quietly, as though continuing
a conversation. “Who’d want all the mixed-blood and mundane-borns out of
Hogwarts?”

“Gee, let me think,” Myf said, putting on a show of great puzzlement.
“Who do we know who thinks mundane-borns are scum?”

“I mean, Malfoy’s the obvious suspect, but that’s why we can rule him
out—he’s not smart enough, nor that convincing an actor, for this. I’ll
look up his family tree, but I doubt he has any connection to Salazar.
We don’t have any other candidates, though…”

“I don’t suppose there’s any way to sneak in to their common room to
find out for sure one way or the other…”

“There is, but it’s extremely risky, would only work if we
were able to grab Crabbe and Goyle, and from the description, the potion
sounds really unpleasant. So. We’ll just have to wait and see. In the
meantime, I have a research project to do.”

“Speaking of potions…” Myf said, turning to face Harry. “Harry…have
you thought about asking Madam Pomfrey to prescribe a tail-growing
potion?”

Harry blinked. “…No…”

“Perhaps you should. It might help with your species dysphoria.”

Harry blinked some more. When they didn’t respond, Myf waved a hand
in front of their eyes. “Hello…? Earth to Harry, come in, Harry…”

“Sorry. Um. It just didn’t occur to me that I could. Ask for
something like that, I mean.”

“I’m…not surprised, given…” Myf trailed off, and Harry smiled their
appreciation of her tact.



Wednesday afternoon, after Healing, Harry made their way down to the
Hospital Wing.

“Good afternoon, Madam Pomfrey,” Harry said when they came in. “Could
I talk to you in private…?”

“Give me just a second, Mx Lupin, while I finish up this paperwork,”
she said, not looking up from it. Harry nodded and sat in one of the
chairs in the waiting area, tapping a melody out on their knuckles as
they waited.

After a few minutes, Madam Pomfrey said, “All right. Come on in to my
office, Mx Lupin.”

Once they were seated and the door was shut, she asked, “So what
brings you in today, Harry?”

“I wanted to, um…” Harry hesitated.
“…askifIcouldgetatailgrowthpotion,” they said in a rush.

“All right, let’s slow down and try that again, please?”

“Could I get a Tail-Growing potion, please? For, um…” They trailed
off.

“Oh, yes, I see. It will take a few weeks, but I believe I
can have a dose ready on…” Madam Pomfrey glanced at the calendar on her
wall. “…Let’s call it the twenty-ninth? It’ll be on your night-stand
alongside your other potions that morning. If you feel like it’ll help,
I’ll have a case ready for you to take home for winter break.”

“Okay,” Harry said, and their beaming smile could have lit up the
room if it weren’t already well-lit.

“Anything else you wanted to talk about?”

“No, that was the only thing…”
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			Oh, Bludger…

			Chapter Thirty-Two

		
It was usual to find Hermione reading a book, but from Wednesday
morning on, she did nothing else, when she wasn’t eating, sleeping,
voiding, or in class. She had several research topics to tackle, and she
switched between them to help keep her from getting complacent. First of
all, she wanted to know more about Ophistomata; secondly, the Slytherin
and Malfoy lineages, to rule the Malfoys out more definitively; and
finally, magical creatures.

Her initial foray, before the Quadball match on Saturday, was not
promising, to say the least, at least with regards to Ophistomata and
magical creatures. To start with, Ophistomata were rare—rarer than
werewolves, in fact, and that was saying something—and so
finding concrete information on them was challenging, to say the
least.

She did learn a few facts, however: first, that it was a heritable
trait, meaning that if one person was an Ophistoma, so too should other
family members; and second, despite the name, Ophistomata could
communicate with reptiles, including dragons, and not just snakes.

As for the Malfoy and Slytherin lineages…well, she was able to
determine that the Malfoys came to the British Isles alongside, or
shortly after, the Norman Conquest of 1066. That was about as far as
she’d gotten, and while she knew Hogwarts was founded before then, that
wasn’t enough to conclusively rule out the Malfoys as heirs of
Slytherin.



Saturday, 9 November, dawned partly cloudy and cold, and Harry was
excited for their third-ever match. The first one featured in their
nightmares sometimes, and the second had been a delight, but they’d have
been lying if they said they weren’t nervous. However, they didn’t even
need any cajoling from Madam Pomfrey to eat at breakfast, no doubt to
her relief.

As game-time approached, the entire school made their way down to the
stadium. It hadn’t gotten much warmer, though Harry found they hadn’t
really noticed—the only concession they’d made to the forecast was
throwing on a light cardigan, since even with the climate-control
charms, Hogwarts was still a draughty castle.

Harry, Myf, Hermione, and Neville separated, with the latter three
moving on up in to the stands as Harry went on in to their designated
changing rooms. They donned their scarlet Quadball robes and leathers,
then sat alongside the other members of the team as Wood delivered his
pre-game pep talk.

“Slytherin have better brooms than us,” he began, “no point denying
it. But we’ve got better people on our brooms. We’ve trained harder than
they have, we’ve been flying in all weathers”—(“Too true,” Georgia
muttered. “I haven’t been properly dry since August”)—“and we’re going
to make them rue the day they let that little bit of slime, Malfoy, buy
his way onto their team.”

Wood turned to Harry, then, looking a bit emotional.

“It’ll be down to you, Harry, to show them that a Seeker has to have
something more than a rich father. Get to that snitch before Malfoy or
die trying, because we’ve got to win today, we’ve got to.”

“So no pressure, Harry,” Fred said, winking at them.

As they walked out onto the pitch, a roar of noise greeted them;
mainly cheers, because Ravenclaw and Hufflepuff were anxious to see
Slytherin beaten, but the Slytherins in the crowd made their boos and
hisses heard too. Madam Hooch, the Quadball referee and flight
instructor, asked Flint and Wood to shake hands, which they did, giving
each other threatening stares and gripping rather harder than was truly
necessary.

“On my signal,” Madam Hooch said, “three… two… one…”

With a roar from the crowd to speed them upwards, twelve players
ascended toward the patchwork sky. Harry and Malfoy traded glares across
the pitch as they waited for their own moment to take flight.

The game was fairly uneventful in those first eighteen minutes,
though Gryffindor had an uphill battle keeping the match from getting
too lopsided. Their training sessions with Harry’s Nimbus Two Thousand
was proving quite handy, as in fact the Nimbus Two Thousand and Ones
that Slytherin rode were, as Harry’d said two months prior, just Two
Thousands with red varnish.

It seemed like almost no time had passed at all when the yellow
sparks signalling the release of the snitch flew up, and Harry and
Malfoy mounted up, kicking off in to the air a minute later with the
red-brown—to Harry—sparks signalling their own arrival to the game went
up.

Almost without thinking about it, Harry ducked as a bludger flew past
their head, so closely they’d felt it ruffle their hair as it flew
by.

“Close one, Harry!” Georgia called, streaking past them with her club
in her hand, ready to knock the bludger back towards a Slytherin. They
saw her give the bludger a good, hard whack in Pucey’s direction, but
the bludger curved back around for another go at Harry only a few
seconds later.

Harry did a barrel roll to avoid it, and Georgia whacked it toward
Malfoy this time. But once again, a few seconds later, it arced around
to fly at Harry again. Harry put on a burst of speed and zoomed towards
the other end of the pitch. They could hear the bludger whistling along
behind them. What was going on? Bludgers never concentrated on one
player like this; it was their job to try and unseat as many people as
possible…

Fred was waiting for the bludger at the other end. Harry ducked as he
swung at the bludger with all his might; the angry black ball was
knocked off course.

“That’s done it!” Fred shouted happily, but he was wrong; as though
it was magnetically attracted to them, the bludger pelted after Harry
once more and they were forced to fly off at full speed.

“Georgia! You handle the other one, I’ll keep this one off Harry’s
back!” Fred called to his twin as she flew by, and Harry began to search
for the snitch. Less than a minute later, an orange burst of sparks flew
up, signalling a time-out, and they all flew down to the ground.

“What’s going on?” Wood asked as the Gryffindor team huddled around
while the Slytherins in the stands jeered. “We’re being flattened.
Weasleys, where were you when that bludger stopped Angelina’s
scoring?”

“Someone’s fixed the other bludger,” Fred said. “I’d told Georgia I’d
deal with it, but this one hasn’t left Harry alone since they kicked
off. Slytherin must’ve done something to it…”

“Can’t have, the regulation set’s been in Madam Hooch’s office all
term,” Wood said.

Madam Hooch was flying over, and over their shoulder, Harry could see
the Slytherin team pointing in his direction and jeering.

“Listen,” Harry said as she came nearer, “with you flying around
after me, the only way I’m going to be able to catch the snitch is if it
decides to fly up my sleeve. Go keep the team safe, I’ll deal with the
rogue one.”

“Don’t be thick,” Fred said, “it’ll take your head off.”

“Wood, this is mad,” Alicia Spinnet said angrily. “You can’t let
Harry deal with that thing on their own. Let’s ask for an inquiry—”

“If we stop now,” Harry interrupted, “we’d have to forfeit the match.
And we’re not losing to Slytherin just because of a rogue bludger!
C’mon, Wood…”

“This is all your fault,” Georgia said angrily to Wood. “‘Get the
snitch or die trying’—what a stupid thing to tell them!”

Madam Hooch had joined them. “Ready to resume play?” she asked.

Wood looked at the determined look on Harry’s face. “All
right…Weasleys, let Harry deal with it on their own.”

On Madam Hooch’s blue-green sparks, Harry kicked off once more and
heard the tell-tale whoosh of the bludger following them again. Higher
and higher Harry climbed. They looped and swooped, spiralled, zigzagged
and rolled. Slightly dizzy, they nevertheless kept their eyes wide open.
A cold blast of air shot up their nostrils as they hung upside down,
avoiding another fierce dive from the bludger. They could hear laughter
from the crowd; they knew they must look very stupid, but the rogue
bludger was heavy and couldn’t change direction as quickly as they
could. They began a kind of roller-coaster ride around the edges of the
stadium, squinting through the cold wind of their flight to the
Gryffindor goalposts, where Adrian Pucey was trying to get past
Wood…

A whistling in Harry’s ear told them the bludger had just missed them
again; they turned right over and sped in the opposite direction.

“Training for ballet, Potter?” Malfoy yelled as Harry did an odd
little strafing circle to dodge the bludger again. Off Harry fled, the
bludger trailing a few feet behind them… And then, glaring back at
Malfoy in hatred, they saw it: the snitch. It was hovering inches above
Malfoy’s left ear—and Malfoy, busy laughing at Harry, hadn’t seen
it.

For an agonising moment, Harry hung in mid-air, not daring to speed
towards Malfoy in case he looked up and saw the snitch.

WHAM!

They had stayed still a second too long. The bludger had hit them at
last, smashed into their elbow, and Harry felt their arm break. Dimly,
dazed by the searing pain in their arm, they slid sideways on their
broom, one knee still crooked over it, their right arm dangling useless
at their side. The bludger came pelting back for a second attack, this
time aiming at his face. Harry swerved out of the way, one idea firmly
lodged in their pain-dulled brain: get to Malfoy.

Through the haze brought upon by their pain, Harry dived for the
sneering face below them and saw his eyes widen with fear: Malfoy
thought Harry was attacking him.

“What the—” Malfoy said, careening wildly out of Harry’s way.

Harry took their usable hand off their broom and made a wild snatch;
they felt their fingers close on the cold snitch but was now only
gripping the broom with their legs and there was a yell from the crowd
below as they headed straight for the ground, trying hard not to pass
out.

With a painful thud, they flipped off their broom and landed on their
back, bringing their left arm up to shield their head as they slid along
the grass. When they came to a stop, they held up their left hand, which
still held the snitch. “Aha,” Harry said vaguely, “we’ve won…”

And they fainted.

They came round, still lying on the pitch, with someone leaning over
them. They saw a glitter of teeth.

“Oh, no… not you,” Harry moaned.

“Doesn’t know what he’s saying,” Lockhart said loudly, to the anxious
crowd of Gryffindors pressing around them. “Not to worry, Harry. I’m
about to fix your arm.”

“No!” Harry said, struggling to sit up. “I’ll keep it like this,
thanks…”

They heard a clicking noise—Creevey had his camera out.

“I don’t want a photo of this, Colin,” they said loudly.

“Lie back, Harry,” Lockhart said soothingly. “It’s a simple charm
I’ve used countless times.”

“Why can’t I just go to the Hospital Wing?” said Harry through
clenched teeth.

“They should really, Professor,” Wood said, who couldn’t help
grinning even though his Seeker was injured. “Great capture, Harry,
really spectacular, your best yet, I’d say.”

Through the thicket of legs around them, Harry spotted Fred and
Georgia Weasley, wrestling the rogue bludger into a box. It was still
putting up a terrific fight.

“Stand back,” Lockhart said, who was rolling up his jade-green
sleeves.

“No—don’t—” said Harry weakly, but Lockhart was twirling his wand and
a second later had directed it straight at Harry’s arm, muttering,
“Brackium… emendo!”

A strange and unpleasant sensation started at Harry’s shoulder and
spread all the way down to their fingertips. It felt as though their arm
was being deflated. They didn’t dare look at what was happening. They
had shut their eyes, their face turned away from their arm, but their
worst fears were realised as the people above them gasped and Colin
Creevey began clicking away madly. Their arm didn’t hurt any more—but
nor did it feel remotely like an arm.

“Ah,” Lockhart said. “Yes. Well, that can sometimes happen. But the
point is, the bones are no longer broken. That’s the thing to bear in
mind. So, Harry, just toddle up to the Hospital Wing—ah, Miss Weasley,
Miss Granger, would you escort them?—and Madam Pomfrey will be able
to—er—tidy you up a bit.”

As Harry got to their feet, they felt strangely lopsided. Taking a
deep breath, they looked down at their right side. What they saw nearly
made them pass out again.

Poking out of the end of their robes was what looked like a thick,
flesh-coloured rubber glove. They tried to move their fingers. Nothing
happened.

Lockhart hadn’t mended Harry’s bones. He had removed them.



Madam Pomfrey wasn’t pleased.

“You should have come straight to me,” she said, somehow managing to
sound only exasperated, not angry, as she examined Harry’s deboned arm.
“I can mend bones in a second—but growing them back…”

“You will be able to, won’t you?” Harry asked.

“I’ll be able to, certainly, but you’re in for a rough night,” Madam
Pomfrey said grimly. “You’ll, unfortunately, have to stay
overnight…”

Over her shoulder, she added, “And no, that doesn’t mean you get to
join them, Messrs Lupin and Black. I might be persuaded to permit
Padfoot to stand watch, however.”

She helped Harry in to a hospital gown, and Harry was nauseated by
the movement of their right arm as she helped them dress. “All right.
I’ll be right back—I need to draw up a dose of Skele-Gro, and then we’ll
put that arm up in a sling. After that, you should be good for a
meal.”

She drew back the curtains around the cot Harry was sat on, and they
could see their uncles, Hermione, Myf, and Neville waiting for them.

“I am…deeply questioning why that man is a guest lecturer,” Hermione
said. “As far as I know, brackium emendo isn’t even a real
spell. Something smells, and it’s not the Skele-Gro potion Madam Pomfrey
mentioned.”

Remus and Sirius were muttering to each other. “I swear I’m going to
get a restraining order against him for this,” Remus said. “Casting
non-medical magic on a minor without their guardian’s consent…I’m fairly
certain that’s an assault, in fact…”

When Madam Pomfrey returned, she held a small beaker of fuming
blue-green liquid in one hand and a bundle of cloth in the other. “Now,
you will need to drink all of this. It will burn. It will taste
foul. It will also not work, unless you drink the entire dose.
I wish I could make it more pleasant, I really do.”

Harry gulped, and took the beaker in their left hand, then brought it
up to their lips and knocked it back—and then immediately dropped the
now-empty beaker as they suffered a coughing fit. Fortunately, it didn’t
shatter.

Once they recovered, Madam Pomfrey got their arm bundled up. “All
right. Dinner’s been delivered, so let’s get you sorted…”



Harry was woken up around midnight, that night. It wasn’t their arm,
though there were shooting pains racing along it, which would have been
enough to wake anyone up. Rather, it was the hob kneeling on the cot
next to their pillow, gently applying a cold compress to their
forehead.

There was enough light from a distant witch-light that Harry could
tell the hob was clothed only in what looked like a pillowcase, but they
also didn’t smell like the one hob they knew, so it definitely wasn’t
Kreacher.

“Hello…?”

The hob squeaked, and cringed back. “Harry Potter! So long has Dobby
wanted to meet you, Mx… Such an honour it is…”

“Th-thank you…?” Harry sat up, careful to only use their left arm for
assistance. “Who are you?” they asked as the hob moved around to the
foot of the cot.

“Dobby, Mx. Just Dobby.”

“I…see. I don’t mean to be rude, but…you’re aware it’s past midnight,
yes?”

Dobby cringed back again. Harry added, hastily, “Not that I’m not
pleased to meet you, but, er…is there any particular reason you’re
here?”

“Oh, yes, Mx…” Dobby said, sounding simultaneously earnest and
worried. “Dobby has come to tell you, Mx…it is difficult, Mx, Dobby
doesn’t know where to begin…”

“Please, sit,” Harry said, gesturing. To their shock, the hob began
to sob. “S-sit down,” the hob squeaked through their tears.
“Never… Never ever…”

“I’m sorry,” Harry said softly. “I didn’t mean to offend you or…”

“Offend Dobby?” the hob asked, still crying. “Dobby has never been
invited to sit by a witch—like an equal—”

Harry impulsively grabbed Dobby and pulled them in to their lap,
giving them a tight hug. They whispered, in to the hob’s ear, “It’s
okay, Dobby… It’s okay… You’re safe here…”

Gradually, Dobby began to calm down again. “You can’t have met many
decent witches,” Harry said. Dobby shook their head.

“Dobby is forbidden to speak ill of his masters,” the hob said.

“Hm. Do they—no, I shan’t ask that. Is there anything I can do to
help?”

Almost as soon as they asked, they realised they shouldn’t have, for
Dobby burst in to tears again, and it was another few minutes before he
calmed down again. “Mx Potter asks if they can help Dobby…Dobby has
heard of your greatness, Mx, but of your goodness, Dobby never
knew…”

“I’m not ‘great’, though,” Harry said. “Whatever you’ve heard about
my ‘greatness’ is a load of crap. I’m not even top of my year, that’s
Hermione…”

“Mx Potter is humble and modest.” Dobby sniffled. “Mx Potter speaks
not of their triumph over He Who Must Not Be Named.”

“…Voldemort?”

Dobby clapped his hands over his ears. “Ah, speak not the name,
Mx…!”

“Sorry,” Harry said. “My friends don’t like it either…”

“Dobby heard tell,” the hob said, feline eyes gleaming in the
darkness, “that Mx Potter met the Great Warlock a second time, nearly
six months past, that Mx Potter escaped again.”

“It’s true,” Harry said quietly. They let go of the hob, but Dobby
chose to remain in their lap, at least for now.

“Ah, Mx Potter is valiant and bold! They have faced many dangers
already… But Dobby has come to warn them, Harry Potter is in grave
danger as long as they remain at Hogwarts…”

“But my pack’s here,” Harry said. “I can’t very well live anywhere
else…”

“Dobby knows, Mx…Dobby thought his bludger would be enough to
make—”

“Your bludger?” Harry asked, a note of real anger in their
voice at last. “What do you mean, your bludger? You
made that angry cannonball try and kill me?”

“Not kill you, Mx, never kill you!” Dobby said, shocked.
“Dobby wants to save Harry Potter’s life! Better sent out of the castle,
grievously injured, than remain here, Mx! Dobby only wanted Harry Potter
hurt enough to recuperate elsewhere.”

“Really. I don’t suppose you’d care to explain why?”

“Ah, if Harry Potter only knew!” The hob began to sniffle again. “If
they knew what they mean to us, to the lowly, the enslaved, we dregs of
the magical world! Dobby remembers how it was when He Who Must Not Be
Named was at the height of his powers, Mx! We hobs were treated like
vermin, Mx! Of course…Dobby is still treated like that, Mx…

“But mostly, Mx, life has improved for my kind since you triumphed
over He Who Must Not Be Named. Harry Potter survived, and the Great
Warlock’s power was broken, and it was a new dawn, Mx, and Harry Potter
shone like a beacon of hope for those of us who thought the dark days
would never end, Mx… And now, at Hogwarts, terrible things are to
happen, are perhaps already happening, and Dobby cannot let Harry Potter
stay here now that history is to rhyme, now that the Chamber of Secrets
is open once more—”

Dobby froze, a look of horror on his face, and he moaned, “Bad
Dobby…Dobby is going to have to punish himself when he returns
home…”

“So there is a Chamber of Secrets? And did you say it’s been
opened before?”

“Ah, Dobby has already said far too much, Mx,” Dobby said. “Dobby can
only say that Harry Potter must flee, must leave the castle for their
own safety.”

And with that, Dobby vanished with a faint whoosh of air
refilling a void, even as Harry began to hear the distant approach of
footsteps. Harry lay back down, feigning sleep, their eyes on the
entrance to the Hospital Wing.

A body floated in, followed by Professors Dumbledore and McGonagall,
and with a careful wave of his wand, Professor Dumbledore guided the
body over to a cot and gently lowered it.

“Get Madam Pomfrey,” Dumbledore whispered. Professor McGonagall
passed by their own cot as she strode to Madam Pomfrey’s quarters.

Professor McGonagall rapped on her door, then waited. Only a minute
later, it creaked open as Madam Pomfrey came out, having thrown a
cardigan on over her nightgown. “What is it, Minerva?” she asked as they
walked back over to the body.

“A student has been attacked,” Professor McGonagall whispered back.
“I found him on the stairs near here. There was a bunch of grapes…we
think he was trying to sneak up here to visit Mx Lupin.”

Harry’s stomach clenched, and slowly, carefully, they raised their
head so they could look at the body. It was Colin Creevey, stiff as a
board, his eyes wide as his hands held his camera.

“Petrified?” Madam Pomfrey whispered.

“Yes,” Professor McGonagall said. “But I shudder to think…if Albus
hadn’t been on the way downstairs for hot chocolate, who knows what
might have…”

The adults stared down at the boy, then Dumbledore leaned forward and
carefully pried the camera out of Creevey’s hands.

“You don’t think he managed to get a photo of his attacker…?”
Professor McGonagall asked. Dumbledore didn’t answer; instead, he pried
open the back of the camera.

“Merlin’s beard,” she swore as a jet of steam hissed out of it.
Harry, near the other end of the Wing, caught the smell of burnt
plastic.

“Melted,” Madam Pomfrey said wonderingly, “all melted…”

“What does this mean, Albus?” Professor McGonagall
asked.

“It means,” Dumbledore said, with an air of resignation, “that the
Chamber of Secrets is indeed open again.”

Madam Pomfrey clapped a hand to her mouth. Professor McGonagall
stared at Dumbledore.

“But Albus…who…”

“The question is not who,” Dumbledore said, eyeing Creevey,
“but rather, how…”

And from the expression on her face, Harry doubted Professor
McGonagall understood him any better than they did.
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Harry woke again at six, though they were groggier than usual, owing
both to the now-reboned arm and the late-night revelations. They sat up
and looked over to Creevey’s cot, only to find it curtained off. Seeing
that Harry was awake, Madam Pomfrey came over with a tray of breakfast,
all things they liked, as well as their morning potions, and then began
bending and stretching their arm and fingers.

“All in order,” she said, as they ate. “You can leave when you’re
ready, Mx Lupin. Try to use that arm for light activity only, for a
couple of weeks. It should be right as rain in about a month.”

So no punching Lockhart with it, Harry thought. Out loud,
they said only, “Okay.”

By the time they’d finished eating, Madam Pomfrey had set down a
fresh bundle of clothes and drawn the curtains around their cot. They
changed—shirt, denim trousers, fresh socks and underpants, and light
cardigan—and left the Hospital Wing, hurrying off to Gryffindor Tower so
that they could tell Myf, Hermione, and Neville about Creevey and Dobby.
To their surprise, the three of them were neither there nor in the Great
Hall when they schlepped down to check.

Finally, they tried the library, just as Percy strolled out of it,
looking in much better spirits than the last time they’d met.

“Oh, hello, Harry,” he said. “Excellent flying yesterday, really
excellent. Gryffindor have just taken the lead for the House Cup, thanks
to you!”

“You haven’t seen Myf, Hermione, or Neville, have you?” Harry
asked.

“Last I checked, Hermione’s in here. No idea where the other two’ve
gone, though,” Percy said, then grimaced and added, with a faint air of
disgust, “I suppose…Myf…might’ve gone to use a girls’ toilet,
though…”

“Thanks,” Harry said a bit shortly, and went on in to the library
with a somewhat tight-lipped expression.

“Harry!” Hermione said, when they sat down next to her in
the library. “How’s the arm?”

“Fine,” Harry said. Myf showed up a second later with some books.
“Hey, Harry,” she said as she set them down on Hermione’s other
side.

“Hey, Myf.” They began to tell the girls about Creevey, but Hermione
interrupted, “We already know, we heard Professor McGonagall telling
Professor Flitwick at breakfast, that’s why Myf’s in the library with me
today.”

“There’s something else, though,” Harry said as Hermione checked the
books off a list she’d made. “This…enslaved hob named Dobby visited me
last night…”

Harry told them everything Dobby had told them, or didn’t.
The girls stared at them.

“The Chamber of Secrets has been opened before?” Hermione
asked.

“This settles it,” Myf said with an air of triumph. “Lucius Malfoy
must’ve opened the Chamber when he was at school here and now he’s told
dear old Draco how to do it. It’s obvious. Wish Dobby’d told you what
kind of monster’s in there, though… I want to know how come nobody’s
noticed it sneaking around the school.”

“Maybe it can make itself invisible,” Hermione said. She pulled over
the topmost book in the stack Myf had set down and began skimming it.
“Or maybe it can disguise itself—pretend to be a suit of armour or
something…I’ve read about chameleon ghouls…”



The news that Creevey’d been attacked and was now lying stiff as a
board in the Hospital Wing had spread through the entire school by
Monday morning, and the rumour mill was busily churning away.
First-years were travelling in tight-knit groups, as though scared
they’d be attacked if they ventured forth alone.

Ginny, who’d sat next to Creevey in Charms, was distraught, but Harry
felt that Fred and Georgia were going the wrong way about cheering her
up. They were taking it in turns to cover themselves with fur or boils
and jump out at her from behind statues. They only stopped when Percy,
apoplectic with rage, told them he was going to write to Mrs Weasley and
tell her Ginny was having nightmares.

Meanwhile, hidden from the teachers, a roaring trade in amulets,
talismans, and other protective items was sweeping the school. Hermione
had to persuade Neville not to buy any, since he was a pure-blood and
therefore highly unlikely to be attacked.



A notice went up the following week to the effect that a duelling
club was being formed, with the first session scheduled for that
Thursday, 14 November, at eight o’clock. There was a note attached to it
by Professor McGonagall to the effect that students attending the
duelling club would not be subject to curfew, provided they returned
immediately to their Houses afterward.

And so Harry found themself in the Great Hall, along with what seemed
like two-thirds of the student population. The tables and benches that
were a mainstay had been moved elsewhere, and the platform where the
high table normally stood had been turned in to a stage.

“I wonder who’ll be teaching us?” Hermione asked, as they edged in to
the chattering crowd—Harry touched their wand and muttered a quick
“audiminus minima” to save their poor ears. “Someone told me
Professor Flitwick was a duelling champion when he was young, maybe
it’ll be him.”

“As long as it’s not—” Harry began, but they ended on a groan.
Gilderoy Lockhart was walking on to the stage, resplendent in robes of
deep plum and accompanied by Professor Snape, who was wearing his
customary black.

Lockhart twiddled his wand, waving his other hand for silence.
“Gather ’round, gather… ’round,” he called flamboyantly, voice amplified
just a touch. “Can you all see me?” After a pause, as the crowd began to
quiet down, he added more quietly, “Can you all… hear me?”

“Now, Professor Dumbledore has granted me permission to start this
little Duelling Club, to train you all up in case you ever need to
defend yourselves as I myself have done on countless occasions—for full
details, see my published works.

“Let me introduce my assistant this evening, Professor Snape,”
Lockhart said, flashing a bright smile. “He tells me he knows a tiny
little bit about duelling himself and has sportingly agreed to help me
with a short demonstration before we begin. Now, I don’t want any of you
youngsters to worry—you’ll still have your Potions master when I’m
through with him, never fear!”

“As if he had the prowess to be a threat to Professor Snape,” Myf
muttered. Harry, Hermione, and Neville nodded in silent agreement.

Snape’s upper lip was curling. Harry wondered why Lockhart was still
smiling…if Snape were looking at them like that, they’d have
been running as fast as they could in the opposite direction.

Lockhart and Snape turned to face each other and bowed, or at least
Lockhart did, very flamboyantly. Snape just gave a sharp jerk of his
head. Then they turned to face the opposite direction and counted out
twenty paces each before facing each other once more, raising their
wands like swords in front of them.

“As you see, we are holding our wands in the accepted combative
position,” Lockhart said. “On the count of three, we will cast our first
spells. Neither of us will be aiming to kill, of course.”

“I wouldn’t bet on that,” Harry muttered, watching as Snape bared his
teeth.

“One—two—three—”

Both of them swung their wands forward in the same instant. Snape
shouted, “Expelliarmus!” and Lockhart was flung across the
room, his wand flying out of his hand, until he was stopped by a wall,
whereupon he slid down to sprawl on the floor.

Malfoy and some of the other Slytherins cheered. Harry, Myf, Neville,
and Hermione traded knowing smirks.

Lockhart was getting unsteadily to his feet. His hat had fallen off,
and his wavy hair was standing on end.

“Well, there you have it!” he said as he stumbled back up on to the
platform. “That was a Disarming Charm—as you see, I’ve lost my wand—ah,
thank you, Miss Brown. Yes, an excellent idea to show them that,
Professor Snape, but if you don’t mind my saying so, it was very obvious
what you were about to do. If I had wanted to stop you it would have
been only too easy. However, I felt it would be instructive to let them
see…”

Snape had a very neutral expression on his face, though Harry could
tell from the set of his eyes that the professor was furious. Possibly
Lockhart may have noticed too, because he said, “Enough demonstrating!
I’m going to come amongst you now and put you all into pairs. Professor
Snape, if you’d like to help me…”

They moved through the crowd, matching up partners. Lockhart paired
Neville with Justin Finch-Fletchley, a Hufflepuff second-year, but Snape
reached Harry and Myf first.

“I believe, Mx Lupin, that you would find a more suitable partner in
Mr Malfoy,” he said coolly. “Miss Weasley, you partner with Mr Finnegan.
Miss Granger…Miss Bulstrode, perhaps.”

With a gesture, Malfoy strutted over, smirking. Behind him came a
Slytherin girl, an athletic-looking white brunette with curly hair that
reminded Harry of some of the girls they’d seen on the covers of Uncle
Vernon’s sports magazines. Hermione simply nodded once, though Harry
could smell her nervousness. (Wait, ‘smell’? Harry
thought.)

“Face your partners and bow!” Lockhart called from the platform.

Harry and Malfoy bobbed their heads at each other.

“Turn and measure twenty paces!”

Harry did so, a bit nervously, then turned when they counted twenty
paces. Malfoy, thankfully, hadn’t taken advantage of having a clear
shot.

“Wands at the ready!” Lockhart called. “When I count to three, cast
your charms to disarm your opponent—only to disarm them—we
don’t want any accidents. One…two…three…”

Harry swung his wand, but Malfoy had already started on ‘two’: his
spell hit Harry and then…absolutely nothing happened. They both stood
there, blinking. “Was that supposed to have done something?” Harry
asked, after a moment. “You can try it again, I suppose.”

“I said disarm only!” Lockhart shouted in alarm over the
heads of the battling crowd, and Malfoy took advantage of Harry’s
momentary distraction to fling another spell at them. It, too, did
absolutely nothing.

“You’re… you’re a…” Malfoy whispered, gaping like a fish out of
water.

“Nope. And not having this conversation, either,” Harry said shortly,
only loud enough for Malfoy to hear.

“Stop! Stop!” Lockhart screamed, but Snape took charge.
“ANNULLARE RADIA!” he bellowed.

A haze of greenish smoke hung over the scene. Both Neville and Justin
were laying on the floor, panting; Myf and Darach were still standing;
and Hermione and Bulstrode were still moving. Bulstrode had her in a
headlock and Hermione was whimpering in pain, and both their wands were
on the floor, forgotten. Harry leapt forward and, without thinking about
it, delivered a short, sharp kick to the inside of Bulstrode’s left
knee, causing it to collapse immediately and her to let go of
Hermione.

“I think I’d better teach you how to block unfriendly
spells,” Lockhart said, sounding flustered as he stood in the centre of
the Great Hall. He glanced at Snape, whose neutral expression gave away
nothing, then looked away. “Let’s have a volunteer pair…Mr Longbottom
and Mr Finch-Fletchley, how about you?”

“A bad idea,” Snape said, gliding over like a large and malevolent
bat. “Mr Longbottom is known to have speech difficulties, so it would
hardly be fair to Mr Finch-Fletchley…” Neville’s face, which was usually
a little pink, reddened a little. “How about Mr Malfoy and Mx
Lupin?”

“Excellent idea!” Lockhart said, and gestured Harry and Malfoy to the
centre of the room.

“Now, Harry,” Lockhart began, but Harry cut him off.
“Protego, yes, I know,” they said quietly. Out the corner of
their eye, they saw Snape whispering something in to Malfoy’s ear, and
then Malfoy smirked.

“Okay. Three—two—one—go!”

Malfoy raised his wand quickly and shouted,
“Serpensortia!”

The end of his wand exploded, and from it emerged a large black
snake, which plopped down on to the empty floor between them, hissing as
it slithered toward Harry. But Harry was, even then, raising their own
wand, shouting, “Annullare!” The ‘snake’ stilled, and became
merely a mass of carbon.

“Excellent thinking, Harry,” Lockhart said.

Perhaps Malfoy thought conjuring a snake would scare Harry, because
the boy looked disappointed for a second before his expression went
neutral again.



Later that night, as Harry, Myf, Hermione, and Neville sat in the
Common Room, Myf asked, “So… Harry, did you know you were magic
resistant before Malfoy cheated?”

“Oddly enough, no,” Harry said. “It’s very weird… I’m colourblind now
and my senses have…expanded, I’d say?, but I don’t have a joint
disorder. And, er. No period.”

Both Hermione and Myf groaned. “I mean, you’re right to make the
comparison, but at the same time…”

“I will say, though, that I can kind of pick up on people’s
emotions by scent now…? Malfoy was afraid, though he put up a
pretty good show, and he seems to have twigged to something. I’ll have
to talk to Uncle Remus about it.”

“Huh. Maybe there’s some sort of magical condition that can do all of
that,” Hermione said quizzically. “I’ll have to look that up too, of
course.”
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The day Harry had been anticipating all month dawned overcast and
cold, but, as Madam Pomfrey had promised, there were three potions on
their night-stand when they woke. The first two were, of course, the
androgen arrestor and the oestrogenating elixir they’d been taking
almost since term began. The third, however, contained a brown substance
that looked like a solid mass of fur but, when shaken, revealed itself
to be a liquid about as viscous as water. When Harry opened the vial,
the potion smelled like warm animal and cinnamon, and when they drank
it, the taste was, not disagreeably, the same.

It didn’t take long for the potion to start taking effect. A small
protrusion formed between their butt cheeks, where the vestigial
tail-bone could be found. As it grew, it initially curled along their
butt-crack, until Harry tugged their underpants down a little and gently
freed it. Their new tail was already fuzzy, and as it lengthened the
fuzz turned in to fluff. Finally, two or three minutes later, a wolf’s
tail hung down almost to their ankles.

Harry tried to grab their tail several times, and each time it
swished just out of reach. They almost began to start chasing it, but
caught themself just in time, and they turned to their mirror instead.
Their tail was a reddish-brown so dark as to be indistinguishable from
black in the minimal pre-dawn light. As Harry beheld it, it began to
wag, and a smile bright enough to light the alcove blossomed on their
lips.

Getting dressed proved to be a bit of a challenge, especially as
Harry’s tail kept wagging, and they made a mental note to ask Remus to
commission tail-friendly clothing. Their tail settled down on the way
down to the Common Room, but as soon as they saw Myf and Hermione, it
began wagging again.

“I have a tail,” Harry said brightly as they joined the
girls, causing them to giggle.

“Yes, I see that,” Hermione managed, her voice admirably grave. “I’m
guessing it’s euphoric, too, since you’re all but lighting up the room.
And wagging.”

Harry coloured a bit, but nodded. “I tried catching it, but it kept
moving away.”

Myf lost the plot at this, and it took her a moment to recover. “You
are a very silly pup, did you know that?”

Neville joined the three of them then. “Love tail. Looks right.”

Harry coloured darker, tail wagging harder for a few seconds, until
they managed to get their tail to still. “Let’s go eat, yeah?”



Harry managed to avoid interacting with Malfoy until just before
Transfiguration, somehow, and their tail was entirely still as they
waited to see what the boy would make of it. Malfoy just stared at Harry
incredulously for several seconds, then he sneered. “Hogwarts really
is going to the dogs these days, I see. Best put a collar and
leash on this one, everyone; wouldn’t want it to get loose and bite
someone.”

Harry snorted. “Most dogs only bite people when they’re scared or
provoked, you block, and I’m not afraid of you. And somehow I don’t see
you offering any grounds for me to demand satisfaction, so…”

Professor McGonagall loomed behind Malfoy even as he said, “Aw, and
here I didn’t think I needed to point out that your mum was a bitch,
Potter.”

“Five points from Slytherin, Mr Malfoy,” she said coldly.

Harry smirked at Malfoy’s disgruntlement.



“Hey, Uncle Remus,” Harry said at dinner that evening. “I’ve been
meaning to ask… last week, during the duelling club, when Hermione and
Bulstrode were partnered up, um… I smelled her nervousness. Is
that, um…something you and Uncle Sirius can do?”

Remus held up a finger as he finished chewing and swallowed a bite of
beef stew. “Mmm. We can definitely pick up on pheromones, yes. For
humans, the science is still out on whether we actually produce any, but
as far as bleed-through traits go, we can definitely pick up on fear and
arousal via scent. Fortunately, perhaps, territoriality is not
something we need to worry about.”

Harry coloured a bit, thinking about that. “Yeah, I can imagine.
So…how come Ginny’s been smelling scared? She seemed to be settling in
fine by early October…”

“You’ll have to try to talk to her about that, you will; there can be
all sorts of reasons for a first-year to be scared, or at least nervous,
especially since the attack on Hallowe’en. I’ll try to have a word with
her, though it’s really more Minerva’s department, it is. In the
meantime, I have something for the four of you.”

Remus pulled four packets of gift-wrap out of his suit pockets and
handed them out. They each had a pattern of blue chanukiyot on white
paper, and were labelled with their recipient’s name, and each
contained, upon being opened, a pair of winter gloves. Harry’s were of
course wolf-themed, whereas Myf’s were orange, Hermione’s deep purple,
and Neville’s maroon and gold.

“Happy Chanukah,” Remus said.



The next three weeks seemed to pass in a blur. Harry got more
Chanukah gifts, one for each night of the Festival of Lights: a
chanukiyah of their own, colouring books and crayons to go with them, a
wolf comforter, carob gelt (as his uncles and Chiara couldn’t eat
chocolate), a couple of DVDs (Balto and Call of the
Wild), a Shabbat kit, and last but certainly not least, a stack of
wolf-related novels, including the first two books of the Firekeeper
Saga: Through Wolf’s Eyes and Wolf’s Head, Wolf’s
Heart.

On 2 December, a notice went up on the board for students to sign if
they would be staying at Hogwarts over winter break. Hermione signed up,
as did the Weasleys: their parents would be visiting Bill over the
holidays, apparently. Harry, as they’d be with their pack in Hogsmeade,
did not; like the year prior, they would be walking up to visit their
friends.

Hermione’s research regarding the Slytherin lineage was finally
complete, although she’d warned Harry, Myf, and Neville that, as best
she was able to tell given the records available in the public stacks,
the Slytherins had died out sometime in the eighteenth century. The
family’s first appearance in the British Isles was during the
Anglo-Saxon invasion slash settlement period which began in the fifth
century of the common era, and were known then as the Slideren clan.
They were members of a hereditary priesthood in those days, and there
were no records of intermarriage between them and the Malfoys at any
point after they reached the Isles.

Her attempts to figure out the monster in the Chamber of Secrets
were, however, hampered by the fact that the vast majority of the
information available on magical creatures was ciphered away in various
alchemical treatises; the only truly useful volumes were various
editions of Fantastic Beasts and Where to Find Them, and those
were voluminous enough to make it difficult to peruse. And also every
single copy was checked out, for some reason.

Hermione, therefore, intended to make use of the winter break to snag
one. There was one other lead she wanted to pursue, but she needed a
teacher’s signature to access it, as the Magical Bestiary (as
translated from Latin by Tiberius Sagart) was in the Restricted
Archives.



21 December

The Saturday after the autumn term ended, Harry had their first-ever
sleepover, with Myf and Hermione staying overnight at The Den, as the
Hogsmeade house had finally been dubbed. There were two sleeping bags
laid out for them in Harry’s room, but at the moment they had other
concerns: along with the sleepover, they were being permitted to join
Harry and their pack for the final full moon of the year.

The girls wore outfits similar to Harry’s, only Hermione had added a
second jumper to her ensemble, and they, Sirius, and the werewolves
trudged up to the Forbidden Forest. Hagrid joined them as they passed
his hut, and they chatted about their academics as they walked to the
clearing.

Harry and Sirius found their log without really thinking about it,
and the child leaned on their godfather as Hagrid found his own seat. As
Remus and Chiara left the clearing again, Hermione made to follow
Chiara.

“Don’t,” Sirius said, and Hermione stopped. “The transformation is
extremely painful, and werewolves tend to be vulnerable during it. You
don’t want to be nearby, I promise.”

“Oh. Yeah, fair.” She nodded and sat on Harry’s other side.

“Uncle Sirius?” Harry asked suddenly. “What does it mean to be
‘wolf-souled’? I was talking to Kreacher once, back in August, and he
said I had a wolf’s soul.”

Sirius blinked, then stared down at his godchild. “It means that you
have theriopsychia, my dear pup. Which is ‘beast-souled’ in Greek, I
think, and I’m not surprised that Kreacher was able to detect it. Hobs
are readers, of a sort, and can see the truth of things, an ability that
is sometimes called true-sight.”

“So what’s ‘theriopsychia’, then…?”

“Albus would be able to explain it better than I can, but, basically,
it means that you have a wolf’s soul. Most theriopsychics have species
dysphoria, and some may display behaviour reminiscent of their animals.
Unless they’re witches, that’s about as far as they’ll get. You,
though…”

Remus and Chiara returned then, and the subject was dropped in favour
of playing with the wolves. After Harry demonstrated their technique of
using wingardium leviosa, Myf and Hermione took turns throwing
the large stick they’d chosen for the evening as well. Even Sirius took
a few turns, though after the second time he decided to go quadrupedal
for a while.

As usual, after a couple hours, the wolves grew tired of fetch and
sat at Harry’s feet, lifting their heads up in song.



24 December

It was Christmas Eve, ten minutes before curfew, and Hermione had
just figured out what the mysterious creature was that Harry and Myf had
heard. She copied the relevant portion of the Magical Bestiary
on to a scrap piece of parchment, and pocketed her fountain pen. Before
she left the library, she conjured a small mirror. It wasn’t
perfect—there were a few matte spots marring the otherwise reflective
surface—but it served.

She slowly, carefully, crept through the castle, careful to look
around only with the mirror. Hermione was only a few corridors away from
the entrance to Gryffindor Tower when it happened. She had just stuck
her mirror around the corner when she saw a large yellow eye—and then
she was paralysed, unable even to close her eyes as the basilisk
slithered by and was gone.

Percy found her half an hour later, mirror still in hand.
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			The Diary

			Chapter Thirty-Five

		
When Harry walked in to the Entrance Hall at Hogwarts the next
morning, just after nine, they were greeted by the entire Weasley clan
in residence, even Percy. Ginny and Myf were distraught, but Fred,
Georgia, and Percy merely looked grim. Their tail, which had been
wagging slowly when they came in, stilled.

“Hermione was attacked last night,” Percy said, taking the lead. “We
wanted to wait for you before we went to visit her, you and—Myf—being
her best friends and all.”

“Harry,” Myf said quietly, as they began to climb the staircase to
make their way to the Hospital Wing, “you’re growling.”

Harry blinked, looking confused, and the growl subsided. “…I
was?”

“You were, yes. I know Percy’s a prat, but he’s also a Prefect. And
my brother.”

“I know, I just…instinct, I guess.”

Myf sighed. “I reckoned it was that…but you’re going to have to learn
to rein it in, or Malfoy’s going to think you’re a werewolf. And he’d
absolutely go to the Daily Prophet if he could prove it.”

“Yeah. Part of why I use homoculus every morning, if I’m
honest.”

As they entered the Hospital Wing, Madam Pomfrey was already waiting
for them. “Miss Granger is right over here,” she said, leading them to a
curtained-off cot near Creevey. She pulled the curtains aside, and Harry
was the first one to reach Hermione’s side, with Myf not far behind. The
older Weasleys hung back, being there mainly for moral support, and
Ginny looked indecisive.

Harry pulled a stool over and sat. “Hey, Hermione,” they said. “I
don’t know if you can hear me or not, but Myf and I are here, and so’s
the rest of the Weasleys. Percy said he found you holding a mirror…”

After a few minutes of rambling, Harry came to the realisation that
Hermione was conscious. They’d smelled someone’s fear when they
came in, but they’d just assumed it was Ginny’s anxiety…but no, Hermione
had been scared all night, it seemed, and been relieved when
she’d heard her friends.

“I…think Hermione’s conscious,” Harry said. “I’d smelled
someone’s fear when we walked in, but I can’t smell it now. So…I think
one of us should spend time with her as often as we can, Myf.”

“Hm. I reckon that’ll end up having us here between dinner and
curfew, then.” Myf frowned for a moment, then nodded. “And I’ll handle
weekends and Quadball practise.”

“Thanks, Myf.”



Though the attack on Hermione had rather ruined the holiday spirit,
they’d decided to bring their gifts down to the Hospital Wing and unwrap
them there, so that she could be included. Harry sat with Hermione
whilst the Weasleys went to retrieve them, and they brooded for a
bit.

“I wonder…” Harry said, eventually, and looked around. “I’ll be right
back.”

They got up and checked Madam Pomfrey’s office; to their relief, she
was there, working on paperwork. “Madam Pomfrey?” She looked up,
offering a wan smile.

“Yes, Harry?”

“Could I borrow Hermione’s wand for a moment? I want to test a
hypothesis—see, I was able to smell her fear and then its cessation when
we came in and she’d heard us.” Harry sounded hesitant, and their tail
curled between their legs a bit.

“A hypothesis?” Even as she asked, Madam Pomfrey stood and walked
briskly over to a set of cubbyholes arranged along one wall. She pulled
a wand out of one of them, then paused.

“Yeah. I know silent magic is really really hard, but…it’ll be like
five or six months before the Cisfiguration Concoction would be brewed
and ready, right?”

“Ah, I see where you’re going with this. Well, it’s worth trying.”
She handed Harry the wand, and they wagged a little. “Thanks, Madam
Pomfrey.”

“Oh…Poppy’s fine, Harry, at least over the holidays.”

Harry nodded, and trotted back over to Hermione’s cot and sat once
more.

“I’m going to put your wand in one hand, Hermione. Maybe you can try
casting lumos silently?”

They waited a moment, then stood again and carefully put her wand in
to her left hand, which had been holding the mirror and so already had
her fingers curled as though to grasp a cylindrical object.

“Don’t worry if it takes a while, okay? I know you don’t have much
else to do while you’re petrified, but there’s plenty of time.”

It was just as Harry sat down again that the Weasleys returned;
between them, they’d levitated the various parcels they’d received for
Christmas. “We’ve got Hermione’s too,” Myf said, “since we figured on
including her and all. Why’ve you got your wand, Hermione?”

“I gave it to her,” Harry said, then explained their reasoning.
“Anyway, let’s go with a round-robin?”



The remainder of winter break was sombre, and Harry and Myf sat with
Hermione every day. Harry read some of their books aloud to her,
including both novels in the nascent Firekeeper Saga, which Harry, at
least, fell in love with practically from the first page of Through
Wolf’s Eyes. After all, the protagonist was a young woman who was
raised by wolves from toddlerhood, and what wolf-souled child could
resist identifying with her?

With the start of term, they began alternating their visits as they’d
agreed, since it was a bit difficult to study in the Hospital Wing.
Harry continued to read to Hermione, but now it was their notes from
lessons and the assigned readings rather than novels. Myf, on the other
hand, would talk about what she recalled from the lectures, plus any
practical material covered. On the weekends, Myf sat with Hermione on
Saturdays and Harry on Sundays.

As Myrtle’s toilet was along one of the paths from Gryffindor Tower
to the Hospital Wing, Harry found themself confronted by a flooded
corridor the second Friday after term started. They carefully slipped in
to the girls’ room to see what was up—there wasn’t an Out of Order sign, so presumably Mr Filch
hadn’t noticed the flooding yet. The water seemed to be flowing from one
of the toilets, and when Harry checked, there was a book in the toilet
bowl.

It was wet when they picked it up, but even as they inspected it,
opening it up to peer inside, the book dried out without warping or
staining, or indeed showing any sign that it had been wet at all.
Odd… This must be an enchanted book, but I don’t see any title
or…oh, there’s the maker’s mark. Produced in 1943, hmm? I wonder… And
all the pages are blank. But why? Surely whoever this belonged to had
written in it, or it wouldn’t still be around today…

Puzzled as they were, Harry chose to wait until they could talk to
Myf before investigating it further, and slipped the small black
leather-bound book into their pocket.



That night, Harry and Myf sat in a corner in the Gryffindor Common
Room, the small book sitting on the table before them. Harry had pulled
over a stool, and their tail swayed to and fro as they sat.

“So you’re saying this book was wet when you found it, but dried up
almost immediately when you picked it up?” Myf asked, sounding
sceptical. “And no signs of water damage, either.”

“Right. So, let’s be methodical about this. Would you object to
taking notes?” At Myf’s head-shake, they slid a piece of parchment and
one of their fountain pens over. Myf scooped up the pen and uncapped it,
then held it at the ready over the parchment.

“Right. 17 January 2003. Investigators: Harry Lupin, Myf Weasley…”
Harry paused, giving Myf time to write, then continued. “Subject is a
book. Black, leather-bound, dimensions…” They squinted, then pulled out
a sickle and used it to measure the book. “About eight and a half
sickles long by six wide, and about one and a half sickles deep.”

After pocketing the sickle again, Harry continued, “Subject was made
in 1940 for Winstanley’s. No other visible identifying marks. Subject
smells…like…” They carefully lowered their head until it was about two
inches away from the book, and sniffed experimentally. “…Leather, paper,
and…um. We have a problem.”

Myf looked up from the parchment and frowned. “Oh? What sort of
problem?”

“Yeah, um.” Harry sighed, then weaselled, “It smells like
Ginny.”

Myf stared at them for a moment, then capped the fountain pen and set
it down. “You’re sure?”

“Sure as I can be. I’ll take it with me tomorrow morning and get
Uncle Remus’s opinion, though, if you want a second opinion?”

“Yeah… In the meantime…you said it was blank when you picked it up,
right? Doesn’t that seem strange to you, then?”

Harry nodded, starting to tap on the knuckles of their left hand with
their right. “Yeah, to both. I wonder… I’ll try writing in it, see what
happens?”

Myf passed them the fountain pen, and they uncapped it and opened the
book to the first page. “Let’s see…”


Harry: Hello.



After a moment, the ink seemed to be absorbed in to the page. “Oh.
The ink vanished. …Wait…”


Diary: Greetings.



“Let’s try…hm, I’m not giving it my name…”


Harry: My name is Dudley. Who are you?



And, again, the ink vanished after a moment, then new words
appeared.


Tom: Hello, Dudley. My name is Tom Riddle.
How did you come by my diary?



“Tom Riddle, huh…wonder who that is,” Harry said, before writing some
more.


Harry: Someone tried to flush it down a
toilet.



It seemed to take a bit longer for the words to appear this time.


Tom: Lucky that I recorded my memories in
some more lasting way than ink. But I always knew that there would be
those who would not want this diary read.



“Wait,” Myf said, before Harry could start writing in it again. “My
dad always says not to trust things where you can’t tell where it keeps
its brain.” She stared down at it. “So what are you really,
little book…?”

“Well…” Harry looked thoughtful. “I could ask it verifiable
questions? But…if it’s from the 1940s, maybe it knows something about
the last time the Chamber was opened.”

“…I guess it wouldn’t hurt to ask.”


Harry: So I noticed your book was made in the
1940s. Does that mean you know about when the Chamber of Secrets was
last opened?



This time it was a couple minutes before the book responded.


Tom: Well, yes, actually. In my day, they
told us it was a legend, that it did not exist. But this was a lie. In
my fifth year, the Chamber was opened and the monster attacked several
students, finally killing one. I caught the person who’d opened the
Chamber and he was expelled. But the Headmaster, Professor Dippet,
ashamed that such a thing had happened at Hogwarts, forbade me to tell
the truth. A story was given out that the girl had died in a freak
accident. They gave me a nice, shiny, engraved trophy for my trouble and
warned me to keep my mouth shut. But I knew it could happen again. The
monster lived on, and the one who had the power to release it was not
imprisoned.



“Well, we’d be able to verify that easily enough, I think…” Harry
said. “But I’m going to probe for some more information. Let’s see…”


Harry: Could you tell me who it was, last
time?

Tom: I can show you, if you’d like. You don’t
have to take my word for it. I can take you inside my memory of the
night when I caught him.



Harry hesitated. “I don’t like this at all. Surely the book can just
tell us…? Memories are very much not infallible, Dr Fitzgerald
says, and they can lie to us.”

Myf nodded. “Yeah, that makes sense, and I reckon it could lie by
omission regardless.”

“Right.”


Harry: No, thank you. Memories can lie. Just tell
me what happened, please.

Tom: Very well, if you insist. But it will
take much longer to tell it than it would have to show you
it.



Harry rolled their eyes, but after a moment the writing on the page
changed…




13 June 1943

The end of my fifth year was coming to a close, and I was sitting in
the Slytherin Common Room, reading a book, when Headmaster Dippet
summoned me to his office. I, of course, went up immediately.

Headmaster Dippet was a frail old man, bald save for a few wisps of
white hair, and nearly a hundred fifty, or so rumour said. When I came
in, he was sitting at his desk, a folded bit of parchment in front of
him. “Ah, Riddle,” he said in a feeble voice.

“You wanted to see me, Professor Dippet?” I asked.

“Sit down, please,” Dippet said. “I’ve just been reading the letter
you sent me.”

“Oh,” I said, and sat, rubbing my knuckles quietly.

“My dear boy… I cannot possibly let you stay at school over the
summer. Surely you want to go home for the holidays?”

“No, sir,” I said at once. “I’d much rather stay at Hogwarts than go
back to that—to that—”

“You live in a Muggle orphanage during the holidays, I believe?”
Dippet sounded curious.

“Yes, sir.” If you knew the answer already, why ask? I
thought.

“You are Muggle-born?”

“Half-blood, sir. Muggle father, witch mother.”

“And are both your parents—?”

“My mother died just after I was born, sir. They told me at the
orphanage she lived just long enough to name me: Tom after my father,
Marvolo after my grandfather.”

Dippet clucked sympathetically, and sighed. “The thing is, special
arrangements might have been made for you, but in the current
circumstances…”

“You mean all these attacks, sir?”

“Precisely,” Dippet said. “My dear boy, you must see how foolish it
would be of me to allow you to remain at the castle when term ends.
Particularly in the light of the recent tragedy…the death of that poor
little girl…You will be safer by far at your orphanage. As a matter of
fact, the Ministry of Magic is even now talking about closing the
school. We are no nearer locating the—er—source of all this
unpleasantness…”

My eyes widened. “Sir—if the person was caught…If it all
stopped…”

“What do you mean?” Dippet asked, his voice squeaking a bit as he sat
up in his chair. “Riddle, do you mean you know something about these
attacks?”

“No, sir,” I said quickly.

“You may go, then…”

I slid out of my chair and trod heavily as I left his office. I
paused as I closed the office door behind me, thinking. Hogwarts would
close unless the person responsible for the monster attacks was caught.
Who did I know routinely handled monsters…ah, right. And then I walked
onward, to confront the young man.

Professor Dumbledore was heading up the marble staircase in the
Entrance Hall as I passed through, but I paused when he called, “What
are you doing, wandering around this late, master Tom?”

“I had to see the Headmaster, sir,” I said.

“Well, hurry off to bed,” he said, giving me a penetrating look.
“Best not to roam the corridors these days. Not since…”

Dumbledore sighed heavily, bade me goodnight, and strode off toward,
I thought, his own bed. Once he was out of earshot, I walked quickly
down in to the dungeons and in to the Potions classroom. It was dark
this late in the day, the witch-lights deactivated for the night, so I
carefully closed the door, leaving it open a crack so I could peer out
in to the corridor.

After about an hour, the boy I was seeking walked past, as quiet as
he was able. I gave him a minute’s lead time before ghosting after him.
After perhaps five minutes, I heard a door creak, and then the boy
speaking in a hoarse whisper.

“C’mon…gotta get yeh outta here…c’mon now…in the box…”

And then I jumped around the corner, catching the boy by surprise as
he knelt by an open door, a large cardboard box on the ground next to
him.

“Evening, Rubeus,” I said sharply.

He slammed the door shut and stood up. “What yer doin’ down here,
Tom?”

“It’s all over.” I stepped closer. “I’m going to have to turn you in,
Rubeus. They’re talking about closing Hogwarts if the attacks don’t
stop.”

“What d’yeh—”

“I don’t think you meant to kill anyone. But monsters don’t make good
pets. I suppose you just let it out for exercise and—”

“It never killed no one!” He backed up against the closed door, from
behind which I could hear rustling and clicking.

“Come on, Rubeus.” I moved closer. “The dead girl’s parents will be
here tomorrow. The least Hogwarts can do is make sure that the thing
that killed their daughter is slaughtered…”

“It wasn’ him!” Hagrid’s voice echoed in the dark passage. “He
wouldn’! He never!”

“Stand aside.” I drew my wand. A witch-light blossomed in to being
above us, and the door behind him flew open with such speed that Hagrid
didn’t have time to react before he was flung in the other
direction.

A young acromantula passed through the door. I lifted my wand again,
but it was too late—it bowled me over as it scuttled past, and it went
’round the corner before I could do anything else. As I stood back up,
Hagrid slammed in to me, raising his own wand, and knocked me back down.
“NO!”





Harry snorted, closing the book. “Well, that was enlightening,” they
said after a moment. “As I recall, acromantulae lack the ability to
petrify, and they’re not reptilian.”

“Yeah.” Myf gave the book a look, then sighed. “We need to take this
to Professor Dumbledore. It’s too late to do that tonight, so tomorrow
morning, I reckon.”

“…I wonder what it’d do if I confronted it.” Harry stroked their chin
thoughtfully. “I’m not going to! Not tonight, anyway,” they added as Myf
opened her mouth.

“Yeah, it’s about bedtime, I reckon. G’night, pup.” Myf impulsively
reached up to scratch gently behind Harry’s right ear, causing their
tail to start wagging. She smiled at them, amused.

“Um. G’night, Myf,” Harry managed, blushing, before gathering up the
book, their pens, and the parchment Myf had been taking notes on, all
but fleeing up to their dorm.

Myf blinked as she stood and made her way to her own dorm, somewhat
confused by Harry’s reaction. She didn’t think they could be
embarrassed by acting lupine…
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			Chapter Thirty-Six

		
The next morning, Harry and Myf went up to Professor Dumbledore’s
office. When Myf knocked, she heard his voice call, “Enter!” and the
door swung open. Dumbledore was walking down to the lounge as they came
in, and he gestured to the sofa as he sat down in an armchair opposite
it. “Have a seat, Mx Lupin, Miss Weasley. What seems to be troubling you
this morning?”

“Well, sir…” Harry began, their tail pulled up between their legs and
their fingers running through its coat. “Yesterday, when I was on my way
to the Hospital Wing after dinner, I noticed the girls’ toilet by the
site of the first attack had flooded again, so I went inside to
investigate. The source of the flooding was one of the toilets, and when
I looked, I found…this.”

Harry pulled Tom’s diary out of their pocket and held it out. As
Dumbledore took it, they continued, “After I got back to the Gryffindor
Common Room, Myf and I examined it, and…I think it may be relevant to
the attacks last year.”

“Examined it how?” Dumbledore asked incisively, giving it a quick
once-over himself before he looked to the young students once more.

“Um. We noted our observations, then purely on a whim I tried writing
in it. It, um,” Harry licked their lips nervously, “wrote back.”

“What do you mean by ‘wrote back’?” Dumbledore’s gaze was directed at
the book again. When he opened it, the pages were as blank as ever.

“It says its name is Tom Riddle, and it told us a story about the
last time the Chamber of Secrets was opened. I didn’t tell it anything
about myself, mind—I gave my name as ‘Dudley’.”

“Tom Riddle, you say…how very curious… Is there anything about your
initial observations that struck you as odd?”

“Um. I’d rather not say—I don’t want anyone to get in trouble…”
Harry’s tail twitched nervously as they continued to run their fingers
through its fur.

“I assure you, Mx Lupin, there will be no negative consequences.”

Harry hesitated, then sighed. “It smelled like Ginny, sir.”

Dumbledore nodded, then stood again. “All right. Thank you for
bringing this to me. I will examine it most carefully, but…for future
reference, you may know Tom Riddle better as Lord Voldemort.”

Myf gaped.



30 January

“Good evening, Hermione,” Harry said as they sat down by her cot. As
she was still petrified, Hermione said nothing, and they proceeded to
unpack their bag. A desk had been set up for Harry and Myf’s use, making
it easier for the two of them to study while talking to her.

Suddenly, the tip of Hermione’s wand lit up and increased in
brightness until Harry had to shield their eyes. “Hermione? D’you think
you could dim it or turn it off, please? This is exciting, but it’s far
too bright—I’m having to shield my eyes.”

After a moment, her wand-tip dimmed to a tolerable level, and Harry
was able to look at her again. “Right, so I think the next step is
figuring out how to communicate. One for ‘no’, two for ‘yes’, three for
‘uncertain’ or ‘don’t know’ would be easy, but we’d be limited to
playing Twenty Questions, and that gets tedious.”

Her wand-tip flashed twice, though it took several seconds between
each change in light level to change to the next one.

“…And I guess practising how to cast more quickly would help, too,
especially if we can figure out some sort of code for real
communications.” Another two flashes. “So…I guess I’ll hit the library
later, or I can ask Uncle Remus if he has any ideas.” Two more
flashes.

Madam Pomfrey, perhaps attracted by the flashing lights, cleared her
throat. “I’ll just prepare a private room for Miss Granger, then, shall
I?”

Harry started and looked up. “Yeah, probably a good idea.”



14 February

It took several days (Harry and Myf weren’t nearly as adept at
finding material as Hermione was), but by the time Valentine’s Day
rolled around, they’d begun learning Morse Code, a system for encoding
messages in short and long signals. It had originally been developed for
telegraphy, which used electric pulses for signalling, but it was
simple, well-known, and, most important, already existed. (One of the
first things Hermione’d said when everyone’d got proficient enough to
have actual conversations was that Slytherin’s monster was a basilisk.
Harry reported this to Dumbledore immediately, of course.)

As there had been no attacks since Hermione’s on Christmas Eve,
Lockhart had been strutting about, claiming he’d eliminated the threat.
(Harry privately wondered how anyone could possibly believe the man,
even without his books being full of confabulations.)

And so, on Valentine’s Day, when Harry walked in to the Great Hall
for breakfast, they were momentarily confused.

There were white and reddish-brown flowers placed throughout, both
along the tables and along the walls, and white heart-shaped confetti
was drifting down from the ceiling, vanishing when it landed. As always,
Harry’s breakfast was waiting for them when they reached the Little High
Table, and Madam Pomfrey and Remus gave them a warm smile.

Harry hugged their uncle before they sat, and asked, “What’s with the
white and brown flowers and the white confetti?”

“Professor Lockhart,” Remus said gravely, “has decided that, to
celebrate his victory over the monster from the Chamber of Secrets, he
would sponsor school-wide festivities for Valentine’s Day.”

Harry’s voice was soft as they said, “Uh huh. I, for one, don’t
believe it. If he knew where it was, he’d be telling G?d and everybody
about that.”

Remus snorted with amusement. “What I was thinking, yes. And
yet…”

That was when Lockhart, dressed in white robes, stood and raised his
hands at the High Table. “Your attention, please, I beg,” his voice rang
out, and the hubbub at the House tables died down to a whisper or two.
“Happy Valentine’s Day! And may I thank the forty-six people who have so
far sent me cards! Yes, I have taken the liberty of arranging this
little surprise for you all—and it doesn’t end here!”

The overly flamboyant man clapped his hands, and through the doors
trooped a dozen short humanoids, each no more than three feet tall, with
pointed ears, warm russet skin, and luminous amber eyes. Save for these
features, however, the humanoids could probably have passed for young
humans. They were dressed in white chitons with fake white wings affixed
to their backs, and each carried a golden harp. (“…Of course he
hired leprechauns,” Remus muttered darkly.)

“My friendly, card-carrying Cupids!” Lockhart beamed. “They will be
roving around the school today delivering your Valentines! And the fun
doesn’t stop here! I’m sure my colleagues will want to enter into the
spirit of the occasion! Why not ask Professor Snape to show you how to
whip up a love potion! And while you’re at it, Professor Flitwick knows
more about entrancing enchantments than any wizard I’ve ever met, the
sly old dog!”

Both Flitwick and Snape had rather stony expressions on their faces.
Remus scowled. “Sirius and I will have to have a lesson on how to
determine if a drink has been spiked, we will. And ‘entrancing
enchantments’ are just a hostile application of legilimency, which means
a lesson in occlumency as well. Oy vey. At least I can expect Severus to
undercut the fool if anyone actually asks him about love
potions, I do.”

Harry winced. “How did he get this job, anyway?”

“You’d have to ask Albus, I think. He hasn’t said anything to us
faculty about it, anyway.”

The leprechauns disrupted classes around the school all day to
deliver Valentines, and in fact they seemed to take a gleeful pleasure
in it. After lunch, on their way to the Healing classroom, one of them
caught up with Harry.

“Oy, you! Harry Lupin!” they called, and suddenly the leprechaun was
standing right next to them seemingly without traversing the space that
had been between them only a moment before. Harry looked around wildly,
but there wasn’t really any opportunity for them to escape. “I am
deliverin’ a musical message wi’ ye, Mx Lupin.”

And the leprechaun began, their fingers moving nimbly over their harp
as they sang,


Their eyes are as green as a new beanstalk,

Their hair is as dark as a blackcock,

I wish they were mine, they’re truly lupine,

The hero who conquered the Great Warlock.



Harry’s cheeks flushed with embarrassment as the leprechaun concluded
the limerick, grinning with malevolent good cheer, and vanished. Malfoy,
who was nearby, smirked. “‘Lupine’, is it? I wonder…” His voice trailed
off, the smirk fading in to a thoughtful expression, and after a moment
the smirk returned alongside a chuckle.

“What’s so funny, Malfoy?” Harry asked, though they had a sinking
feeling and a nasty suspicion that they knew what he was about to
say.

“Oh…nothing you need concern yourself with, wolf-boy. Not
yet, anyway.”



As February faded in to March, Harry’s spare time became swallowed by
Quadball practice, leading Neville to learn Morse code and take over
their time with Hermione. The match itself, on 22 March, was not
particularly eventful; Gryffindor won by twenty points, enough to put
them in second place behind Ravenclaw. (Harry had opted to not drink the
caudalixir that morning, as it’d proved to interfere with flight during
practice.)

Myf and Remus’s birthdays had been celebrated, marred only by being
held in the Hospital Wing so that Hermione could be included. (Harry’d
got Remus a collar like the one he’d got for Sirius back in November,
but in plain leather rather than Sirius’s studded black.)

On the Saturday after the match, however, Dumbledore summoned Harry
and Myf to his office, before Harry’d left for The Den.

“Come in, come in,” he said, gesturing for them to sit in the lounge.
“I have some matters to discuss regarding the diary you turned
over.”

As they sat, Harry asked, “What sort of matters, sir?” This time
they’d opted to sit on a hassock, thereby allowing their tail to move
freely, rather than join Myf on the sofa.

“As I am sure you guessed, the diary is indeed an enchanted artefact.
More specifically, it is a kind of malefact called a ‘horcrux’.
Horcruces are a particularly vile form of maleficery, in part because
they contain part of a person’s soul. I have spoken with Miss Ginevra,
and it appears that the diary was controlling her, with the intent of
causing the monster of the Chamber of Secrets, a basilisk, to purge the
school of mundane-born and half-blood students, as well as so-called
‘blood traitors’—that is, purebloods like the Weasleys who stand with
mundane-born witches.”

As Myf leaned forward and opened her mouth, Dumbledore raised a
finger, forestalling her. “I assure you, Miss Weasley, she has not been,
and will not be, punished for her part in this affair. For now, Madam
Pomfrey and Mx Lupin’s Dr Fitzgerald will be working with her. If she
chooses to discuss that with you, that is her choice to make; I have
already had to remind Master Percival of this.” Myf nodded, and sat
back.

“Anyway, the horcrux. Destroying such malefacts requires great power,
either as a singular spell or via a magical artefact. I will be working
on that. In the meantime, we need to kill the basilisk and thereby
eliminate the threat it poses to the school, should any other malefacts
be found to provide access to the Chamber of Secrets. I understand that
you two are Ophistomata, yes?”

Harry and Myf nodded mutely, and he nodded back. “Unfortunately, this
presents me with a problem. You see, the three of you—Mx Lupin, Miss
Myfanwy, and Miss Ginevra—are the only Ophistomata available to us. I am
certainly not going to involve Miss Ginevra any further in this
affair, but as the Chamber can only be accessed by Ophistomata, I must
therefore involve either or both of you.”

Harry looked annoyed. “I thought Uncle Remus and Uncle Sirius talked
to you last year about involving me in situations like this…?”

“They did, and I promised not to involve you without your consent.”
Harry scowled. Dumbledore continued patiently, “I need an Ophistoma, and
you two are our only options.”

Harry’s scowl deepened. “All right, I’ll do it. But you can
be sure my uncles will hear about this.”

Dumbledore’s smile had the air of being grandfatherly, somehow, and
Harry wished he hadn’t. “Of that, I had no doubt at all. Now, here’s the
plan…”
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			The Basilisk

			Chapter Thirty-Seven

		
Over the next couple of weeks, brochures were distributed in the
common rooms, each detailing the electives available to third-year
students and the potential careers that the new classes could
potentially enable. Harry and Myf sat with Hermione on 2 April to talk
about them.

“Okay,” Harry said, “so the first decision we have to make is whether
to switch Maths out for Arithmancy. Arithmancy is the application of
maths to magical processes, which, according to the brochure, can
include some aspects of divination and spellcraft. It says here that
arithmancy is a requirement for specialising in dimensional
transfiguration, among other fields. Does that—”

They were already turning to look at Hermione’s wand, and the
flashing of its tip cut them off as Hermione responded: Daw dit daw
daw, dit, dit dit dit, dit daw dit daw dit daw. Dit daw daw, dit daw,
daw dit, daw; daw, daw daw daw; daw, dit daw, daw dit daw, dit; dit dit,
daw, dit daw dit daw dit daw.1

“Okay, then.” Harry made a note on a piece of scrap parchment;
Hermione would have to go over the electives herself once she’d been
unpetrified, but Harry and Myf intended to take classes in common with
her. “Next is Divination, which is self-explanatory. The brochure says
the class will cover a variety of divination techniques, from astrology
to tarot. Could be interesting, but…my understanding is that predicting
the future is mainly a matter of figuring out what’s likely to happen.
In which case I predict I will have breakfast in the morning.”

Myf snorted. “I’m gonna take it. You?”

“Yeah, sure, why not. Hermione?”

Daw dit daw daw, dit, dit dit dit, dit daw dit daw dit
daw.3 Harry made another note.

“I’m definitely gonna do Magizoology,” Myf said. “The short version
of what the brochure says is that it’s taking care of magical creatures,
like crups, unicorns, and so on.”

Hermione’s wand flashed again, in the same pattern as the last time.
Harry made a note, then said, “The other big decision is, Mundane
Studies or Witch Studies, to replace Social Studies. The brochure says
that Mundane Studies is a look at the mundane world through the lens of
the magical community, and focuses mostly on recent history, including
cultural phenomena, with a view toward acquainting witches with mundane
life. Witch Studies, meanwhile, emphasises magical history and culture.
So, M or W?”

Hermione’s wand flashed. Daw daw. “Mundane Studies, then.
I…think I’ll go for Witch Studies, myself. Myf?”

“Eh…I’ll do Mundane with Hermione,” Myf said. “I’m from a pureblood
family, and the homeschooling Mum’d given us focused on that aspect
anyway—probably by Ministry mandate, thinking about it. Besides, Dad’s
always been interested in mundane artefacts and I kinda want to know
what he’s talking about.”

Harry paused to let Hermione respond, if she wanted to, and
apparently she did. Daw daw, dit daw, daw dit daw, dit, dit dit dit;
dit dit dit, dit, daw dit, dit dit dit, dit, dit daw dit daw dit
daw.2

“Spellcraft seems interesting,” Harry said. “Not just creating
spells, but also the various crafting techniques and the underlying
mechanics. Could be useful. So I think my electives are gonna be
Arithmancy, Divination, Witch Studies, and Spellcraft.”

“The last one in the brochure, Hermione, is Study of Ancient Runes,”
Myf said. “It says that the name is a bit of a misnomer, since it covers
various writing-based systems of magic, not just the Germanic runes. I’m
not gonna do it because my dyslexia would get in the way, but how about
you?”

Daw dit daw daw, dit, dit dit dit, dit daw dit daw dit
daw.3

“…So you’re saying you want to do all of them? Is that even
allowed…?” Myf looked down at the electives sheet in her lap. “Huh. Says
‘at least two’, so I guess it is.”

Dit daw, dit daw dit dit, dit daw dit dit, dit daw dit daw dit
daw.4

Harry wasn’t sure how you could transmit firmness in Morse, but
Hermione had somehow managed to do so. “That’s that, then. I know yours
won’t be finalised until you’re able to sign yours, Hermione, but I’ll
let Professor McGonagall know. She’ll probably come down to have a word
about the workload, you know how she is.”

Daw dit daw daw, dit, dit dit dit, dit daw dit daw dit
daw.3



Three weeks later, on 25 April, Harry, Lockhart, and Dumbledore stood
inside Myrtle’s toilet. Lockhart was extremely apprehensive—Harry got
the feeling that he’d have bolted if he’d had any choice in the matter.
Dumbledore was carrying his wand and a sheathed sword affixed to a sword
belt, and on his shoulder perched Fawkes, a phoenix. He’d bound the door
shut with a charm as soon as they’d entered, and now he faced Harry.

“I know you haven’t had any training with swords,” he said, “much
less weapons in general, but this sword was enchanted a long time ago to
impart expertise to the wielder—that is to say, it will make you a
champion-tier warrior so long as it is in your hand. Its name is
Fragarach, sometimes called ‘the Answerer’ because it compels truth if
held at someone’s throat.”

Harry blinked, and stared down at the sword, their tail wagging
leftward anxiously. “If it’s so dangerous that you think I need it, sir,
why am I going in…?”

Dumbledore sighed. “There are bound to be further obstacles, Mx
Lupin. Ones that would be outright barriers without your assistance.
Fawkes will be with you, and he is an able guardian.”

Harry nodded unhappily. They belted on the sword, then turned to the
sink with the snake tap. They said, softly, “Open, please.” The
entire fixture flashed green, so brilliantly that, despite the brevity
of the flash, Harry had a momentary after-image floating in their vision
for a few seconds, and then it began to make a loud grating sound as it
withdrew in to the wall, revealing a staircase down where it had been
only a moment before. A strange, musty odour came wafting up from below,
and Harry wrinkled their nose. It reminded them of the boa constrictor
they’d encountered at the zoo on Dudley’s birthday, two years before,
except it was more intense and…off, somehow. That must be the
basilisk’s odour, Harry thought as they began to descend in to the
depths of Hogwarts. Behind them, they heard Lockhart’s mincing steps and
Dumbledore’s heavier tread as the men followed them.

One seeming eternity later, the staircase came to an end, having
spiralled downward, and opened on to a tunnel large enough for three
adults to walk abreast, if they were friendly. The musty odour had only
grown stronger as the trio descended. Wordlessly, a witch-light came
bobbing forward, high enough that Harry couldn’t see the orb itself, to
light the way, and the trio walked down the tunnel. In a much shorter
period, they came to a set of stone doors which had runes carved in to
it, along with more snake motifs.

“Interesting,” Dumbledore said, his eyes scanning the runes. “The
runes are in Old English…”

Next to him, Lockhart was muttering to himself. Harry paid it no
mind, however, since at this point they knew the man was a fraud. “What
does it say?”

“Allowing for linguistic drift…it says, ‘Speak, friend, and enter.’”
Dumbledore’s eyes twinkled with amusement.

“…Isn’t that a line from Fellowship of the Ring, sir?” Harry
tilted their head curiously.

“Yes, it was, Mx Lupin,” Dumbledore said, amusement fading from his
voice, “and I was kidding. What it actually is is a warning
regarding the basilisk; if I had to guess, Salazar didn’t want to assume
that his heir knew anything about the creature. Unfortunately, he
didn’t, ah…what is the phrase mundane folks use these
days…‘future-proof’ the message. The door should open if you command it
to, like with the staircase.”

Harry nodded, then stared at the snake motifs. “Open,
please,” they said, and just like before, the door momentarily
flashed a brilliant green and a loud grating sound ensued. This time,
the doors slid apart, revealing a large chamber. The musty smell was
nearly overpowering, and Harry pulled their wand out, muttering a quick
nasiminus, which reduced but did not eliminate the smell.
Before they stepped in to the chamber, they drew Fragarach with their
right hand, still holding their wand in their left just in case.

The witch-light Dumbledore had summoned floated in and rose, becoming
brighter. Off in the distance, Harry could now see several tunnels, a
rather large shed skin—the basilisk must have moulted recently—and, in
the centre of the far wall, a dais. At the centre of the dais was a
silver throne, with green velvet padding. It was empty, of course.

Harry’s ears twitched, almost without them realising it, as off in
the distance they heard a hissing voice and a faint susurrus underneath
it. Kill… Rip… Tear… Hungry… the voice said, and Harry looked
around. Dumbledore was still in the tunnel. Lockhart was cowering in one
of the corners of the chamber. Fawkes chirped softly, a sound that
somehow filled the room despite its quietude, and took flight, circling
above Harry’s head as though waiting for something. They closed their
eyes and waited. The susurrus drew closer, becoming louder and somehow
deeper, and then out of the tunnel to Harry’s left, the basilisk
emerged. With another soft, room-filling chirp, Fawkes dove.

There came the sounds of a large animal thrashing as they cried out
in agony. Harry risked a peek after a moment—and the basilisk’s eyes had
become a bloody ruin. Evidently, Fawkes had clawed them out, and their
gaze required them to see their target in order to petrify them, it
seemed, because Harry was still able to move. They turned to face the
enormous magical snake. “Do you have a name?” they asked, even
as they assumed a combat stance.

I do not, young witch, the basilisk responded, their voice
seemingly breathy with pain to Harry’s ear. I was always ‘snaca’.
And you, they hissed, are about to be ‘snack’…!

The basilisk lunged forward. Harry nimbly stepped to the side as the
basilisk’s jaws snapped shut where they’d been mere seconds before, and
struck at the snake’s head. Unfortunately, the sword rebounded, unable
to slice through their hide, and vibrated almost painfully in Harry’s
hand. They stifled a curse, pivoting to face the basilisk as they
slithered forward and around, preparing to strike again.

“The basilisk’s hide is resisting Fragarach’s edge! I can’t slash in
to it!” Harry called to Dumbledore, who was still standing out in the
tunnel. “This is a terrible time to learn a new spell, Mx Lupin, but if
you can, try casting bombere in to its open mouth!” Dumbledore
called back. “Or, um, stab it!”

Harry blinked and adopted a different stance as the basilisk came
toward them again. They weren’t going to say so, but the uncertainty in
Dumbledore’s voice was not what they needed right now. The
basilisk hissed, mouth agape as they lunged at Harry again. This time,
the witch thrust Fragarach forward, point-first, even as they shouted,
“Bombere!”

A sparkling red-brown pellet flew forth from their wand and in to the
basilisk’s mouth, seemingly to little effect, as it descended upon them.
There was a faint pop and blood gushed, spattering Harry and
the ground, though the explosion was apparently not enough to do more
than make the snake flinch to the side at the last moment, causing them
to slide past the child.

Harry pivoted to face the basilisk again, and this time they noticed
blood trickling out of their mouth. “I don’t suppose there’s a stronger
version of bombere, sir?”

“Alas, no! You’ll get it eventually, Mx Lupin!”

The basilisk lunged once more, fangs glinting in the light, and once
more Harry pointed Fragarach at their open mouth. They shouted,
“Bombere!” and another red-brown pellet flew forth. This one,
too, initially seemed to do nothing when it vanished in to the snake’s
mouth. There was another faint pop, and another gush of blood.
This time, however, the jaws came down around the young witch, and
Fragarach was wrenched from their grasp as it sank in to the roof of the
basilisk’s mouth, causing another gout of blood to issue forth,
showering Harry. The blow must have driven the sword in to the
basilisk’s brain, because the creature stopped moving.

At first, Harry didn’t notice the fang embedded in their right
forearm—they were too busy being overwhelmed by the stench inside the
snake’s mouth. It didn’t take long for the pain to dominate their
senses, however, and they screamed in agony as searing pain began to
travel along the veins in their arm. Harry sank to the floor, the fang
wrenched free, and dark brown blood welled up from the puncture wound.
After a moment, the snake was levitated off of them and thrown to the
side, and the sudden brightness temporarily blinded Harry as a soft,
mournful chirp filled the room. Fawkes landed on their upper arm, and
Harry blinked as the bird seemed to inspect the wound. Then warm wetness
spattered on to it, a liquid that was so hot it seemed like it should
have burned their skin painfully on contact, and yet it was soothing
instead.

Harry blinked as the soothing heat from that wetness spread even
faster than the searing agony from the basilisk venom had, and the pain
disappeared as it swept through them. Dumbledore stood next to them,
offering his hand. “Congratulations, Mx Lupin, on a well-earned
victory,” he said quietly.

Harry took the hand, and Dumbledore helped them to their feet. He
turned to the basilisk and reached inside, and, after a moment of
searching, he pulled Fragarach free. With a muttered tergere,
the blade was cleansed of the basilisk’s blood, and Dumbledore extended
it to Harry, hilt first. “Go ahead and sheathe it; its duty is
done.”

In the distance, there was a shriek from where Lockhart was cowering,
and as Dumbledore and Harry turned to face him, the man stood, wand in
hand. “Ah, very well done, Harry Potter,” Lockhart said, sneering as if
he hadn’t been cowering just a moment ago. “There’s just one little
matter to clear up…”

He lifted his wand and pointed it directly at the child. “Imagine the
headlines. Lockhart Defeats Slytherin’s Monster, perhaps… But,
now it is time for my brilliance to shine ever brighter…!”

Harry blinked. So did Dumbledore. The world had seemed to slow to a
crawl as Lockhart lifted his wand, but even as Lockhart shouted
“OBLIVIATE!” Harry flicked their own wand and countered with a
shouted “Protego!” The curse bounced off of their shield, and a
corona of blue light limned Lockhart’s shocked face as the spell slammed
in to it. It was Lockhart’s turn to blink, shock fading into
bewilderment as he looked around, slack-jawed.

“…Who are you? Where am I?… Who am I…?” he asked querulously
after a moment. Dumbledore snorted, not deigning to answer the man. He
turned to Harry, who still held Fragarach in their right hand. “It’s a
good thing you hadn’t sheathed Fragarach yet, Mx Lupin. I’m surprised he
decided to try to obliviate you in my presence. Even
Voldemort would have focused on me, being the much more
experienced and powerful witch. But then…”

Dumbledore sighed, then pointed his wand at Lockhart and muttered,
“Petrificus totalus. Motare.” The man froze, and then
floated up in to the air. “…He always was a fool.”

Harry blinked. “…Didn’t you hire him, sir?”

“The Board of Governors did, over my objections. Mr Malfoy had a hand
in that, I believe. I will have to inform them of these events, although
I will keep your name out of it. I will also,” Dumbledore sighed again,
“have to send for Healers from St Mungo’s. Poppy is quite capable of
seeing to your care, however.”

As he spoke, Dumbledore gently pulled Harry along, letting the child
lean against him as they plodded along, their gait a bit unsteady due to
the lingering effects of the basilisk venom. After a few steps, Harry
paused to sheathe Fragarach, a little belatedly. Lockhart bobbed along
in the air behind them.

“Fragarach seems to like you, so, as it belongs to me personally
rather than to the Hogwarts Foundation, I will be loaning it to you. It
will be put in your vault at Gringott’s, should you need it in the
future; be aware, however, that misuse will result in my
withdrawing the loan.”

Harry blinked. After a moment, they said, “Isn’t it a highly valuable
historical artefact, sir…?”

“It is, but it’s meant to be used, Mx Lupin, not put on
display somewhere for people to stare at and yearn for. More than
that…it may be powerful enough to destroy horcruces.”

As the trio ascended the staircase, Dumbledore snapped his fingers,
and a peculiar stillness settled around them. “Cone of silence,” he
explained when Harry paused, tilting their head curiously. “After Poppy
sees to your arm, I’ll want you to destroy the diary—if I’m right,
you’ll need to thrust Fragarach in to it, as if you were going to embed
it in to the ground. Don’t actually do that, by the way; it won’t dull
Fragarach because it’s a magical sword, but it will dull lesser
blades.”

Madam Pomfrey, when they reached the Hospital Wing, muttered quite a
few bad words under her breath—Harry thought they recognised some of
them, like ‘drek’, the Yiddish word for ‘shit’—as Harry was transferred
to leaning on her. She sat Harry down on a nearby cot and inspected the
site where the basilisk’s fang had punctured their arm. (Harry noticed,
vaguely, that the sword belt, and Fragarach, had somehow disappeared
between exiting Myrtle’s toilet and reaching the Hospital Wing.)

“You’re extremely lucky, Harry,” she said after a moment. “If Fawkes
hadn’t been there to shed tears for you, you would very likely have been
dead within five minutes. As it is, phoenix tears aren’t a perfect
antivenin—the basilisk’s venom will linger for a while; I’m assuming
you’re feeling lethargic?”

“Yes, ma’am,” they said. Slurred, really, but she pretended that she
hadn’t noticed.

“That should fade in a few hours. However, there will be some lasting
consequences,” Madam Pomfrey continued. “The wound site will be numb,
and you may experience occasional tingling in your right arm, as though
it had fallen asleep and then woken up. It will also be weaker than your
left arm, though by how much remains to be seen. Now, what I want you to
do for right now is take a nap for an hour; I’ll wake you, if you don’t
wake yourself.”

Madam Pomfrey made a moue of distaste. “In the meantime, I’m going to
triage Mr Lockhart. Albus said he tried to obliviate you and
that it bounced off your protego shield—excellent work
on that, by the way; not many witches your age are able to
reflect spells—and hit him in the face.”

She shook her head, then sighed and conjured a set of curtains around
the cot as she stood up. She pointed her wand at Harry’s blood-drenched
tail and muttered a tergere. It felt to Harry like a wave of
hot, soapy water flooded their fur and then vanished, leaving their tail
dry and fluffy—and smelling faintly like raspberries. She repeated it on
their head, with similar results. “Anyway, I’ll see you in a bit, pup,”
she said as she slipped out between the curtains.

Harry undressed after Madam Pomfrey left, and lay down as she’d
instructed. They tried to sleep, but found themselves unable to,
thoughts whirling around in their head, as they overheard her triaging
Lockhart.

“…Unfortunately, it appears that he has an extensive history of
sustained use of the Memory-Editing Charm, with blatant disregard for
the consequences to himself and his victims. He may never fully recover
from his accidental self-obliviation… although, if he does,
he’ll be up on charges since he doesn’t have a licence to cast the
spell…”

Harry’s eyes closed a moment later, and they slept.

Notes

I am a nerd, yes. Which should come as no surprise, really,
considering I wrote Blazon for the House crests for the last chapter of
Stone.
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			Chapter Thirty-Eight

		
Madam Pomfrey and Myf were sitting on stools next to the cot when
Harry woke up an hour later. They blinked and sat up, the lethargy
they’d been feeling before they slept having dissipated. “Hey, Myf. Hey,
Madam Pomfrey.”

“Feeling better, pup?” Madam Pomfrey asked warmly. At Harry’s nod,
she stood and walked over, inspecting their arm again.

“All right. Don’t try to lift anything over nine kilogrammes with
your right arm for a week or two, Mx Lupin; after that, just take it
easy. Any dizziness or lightheadedness, nausea, heart palpitations or
racing…?”

“N-no, I feel fine,” Harry said after a moment’s thought. “Does that
mean I’ll get to leave today?”

“Indeed. Incidentally, Miss Ginevra said she wanted to talk to you
about something, but she wouldn’t tell me what it was, and said that
you’d likely know. And…Pomona said the mandrakes will be ready in a few
more weeks.”

They nodded, then asked, “So…what’s going to happen with Mr Lockhart?
If you can tell me, I mean.”

“Unfortunately, I can’t legally tell you without his permission,
which…he is no longer legally able to give. Anyway, Miss Weasley and I
will step out and you can dress.” Madam Pomfrey indicated a fresh set of
clothing on the night-stand next to the cot, and the clothing they’d
shed earlier had vanished. “I’m afraid the clothes you came in wearing
had to be incinerated—getting mundane blood out of clothing is hard.
Getting basilisk blood out of clothing is pretty much
impossible.”

When Harry stepped out of the curtains, Dumbledore was standing next
to Myf, looking grave. “Good afternoon, Mx Lupin. I shan’t be taking up
any more of your time today, but please see me in my office on the
Sunday, when you return from Hogsmeade.”

“Of course, sir,” Harry said. “Um…”

“You can discuss the affair with Mlles[1][#fn1] Weasley
and Granger, and Mr Longbottom, as well as your uncles, but please
refrain from discussing it around anyone else.”

Harry nodded, and Dumbledore gave them a grandfatherly smile. “Have a
lovely weekend. Off you pop.”



Ginny was waiting for them when Harry and Myf got back to the Common
Room. She waved them over, seeming almost cheerful for the first time in
several months. When they sat down next to her, she gave Harry a shy
smile.

“So, um…” she said quietly—almost too quietly, Myf had to strain to
hear her—then she blushed and cleared her throat, and her voice came out
more strongly. “Um. Professor Dumbledore told me I should, um…try to
tell you about the… the… oh, Nimue’s tits…”

Harry reached over to grasp one of Ginny’s hands and gave her an
encouraging smile. “It’s okay, Ginny. I’m guessing the diary futzed with
your head?”

She nodded. “Yeah… I’m not sure how much I can actually talk
about…it. It… It…” Ginny sighed with exasperation.

“Would it help if we spoke Ophisomilia1?”

Ginny blinked. “I… I thought this ability was tied to the
diary.”

“Nope. The diary just took advantage of a trait you already had.
Myf can speak Ophisomilia too.” Harry smiled gently. “And
apparently the, um…geas? the diary set was focused on English, because
you just named it.”

Ginny’s eyes widened. “Wow, I did, didn’t I? Right, so. The diary
forbade me to talk about it and what I did while under its control, and
so on. I… I was responsib—”

“No, Ginny, you were not. Not for any of it,” Harry said,
reverting to English as they spoke firmly. “The diary was using you. The
responsibility, the fault, is not yours. You didn’t know any
better, couldn’t have known any better. Don’t beat yourself up
over it.”

Ginny nodded, tearing up, and she moved to join Harry, hugging them
and burying her face in their shoulder as she began to cry. They held
her close, gently rubbing her back. “Shh… It’s okay, Ginny. It’s
okay…”

After a few more moments, she sniffled, and sounded just a little
underwater. “I… thank you. I figured you’d react that way, pup,
but…”

“My only comment,” Myf said mildly, “is that Dad’s always reminding
us to not trust thinking things when you don’t know where they keep
their brains. But”—she raised a finger to forestall Ginny as she opened
her mouth—“But, everyone makes mistakes. It’s a learning
experience, that’s all. Everyone survived intact…well, except maybe
Lockhart, but he, um…was hoist by his own pétard, apparently.”

Ginny sat back, snorting a little snottily at that. “What do you
mean?”

“She means,” Harry said, a touch of smug satisfaction in their voice,
“that he tried to obliviate me and I reflected it back at him.
So, let me tell you what happened…”

When they finished, Ginny and Myf were both staring at him.
“Dumbledore is loaning you Fragarach?!” Myf exclaimed. “That’s
one of Ireland’s national treasures!”

“I know. I’m…I won’t pretend I’m happy about him owning the
sword and loaning it to me, but…I kind of get the feeling that I’m going
to need it. But… Hogwarts doesn’t teach swordsmanship, which means I’d
need to find a private tutor—I probably should anyway, in case I need to
use another blade. Besides which, if it’s in my vault, it won’t be to
hand if I need it. Hmph.”

Myf nodded. “Yeah. It’s not like you can carry a weapon here
anyway—it’s against school rules, and technically Dumbledore
shouldn’t have armed you, et cetera.”

“He shouldn’t have involved me to begin with,” Harry snapped, then
sighed and raised a hand. “Sorry. It’s just…this is the second
time he’s dragged me in to a problem and had me solve it. Granted, he
needed an Ophistoma, and Myf could have done it, but…”

Myf shook her head. “Don’t apologise, you’re right to be peeved.
Honestly, I don’t think I could have handled it as well as you did. The
chess game last year? It was nerve-wracking, but I knew what I was
about. The basilisk, though…?”

Harry snorted. “Eh. Well. As frustrated as I am about having to do
the dirty work again…I honestly don’t think I’d have done any
differently if we had to do it over.”

Ginny grasped Harry’s left hand and gave it a little squeeze.
“I would. But…thank you, pup. If you hadn’t taken…it…to
Professor Dumbledore without me finding it again, things would have
gotten a lot worse.” She grimaced, and added, in Ophisomilia, “The
diary mentioned several times that it hoped to drain me dry. I’m glad it
never got the chance to get that far.”

“Me too,” Harry said. Myf added, “Same.”



When Harry entered Dumbledore’s office, a few days later, Dumbledore
was standing at a table, with the diary in front of him and Fragarach in
its sheath a few feet away on the table. He looked up at them, and
Harry’s tail stilled. “Good afternoon, sir,” they said.

“Good afternoon, Mx Lupin. Doing well, I trust?” He pulled Fragarach
over, then turned to face Harry.

“Fairly,” Harry said agreeably, then tilted their head. “So…I’m
guessing today is ‘stab a book’ day?”

“Yes, but in a moment,” Dumbledore said. “First, I owe you an
apology. Slaying the basilisk should never have fallen to you.
Secondly…” He sighed, gesturing for Harry to follow him as he moved over
to the lounge and sat.

Harry sat on a hassock, tilting their head. “Secondly…?”

“Secondly, you are a horcrux, I’m…fairly certain,”
Dumbledore said quietly. He sounded pensive, in fact. “You see, the
process of creating a horcrux involves murder. It’s not particular as to
how, as long as it happens within the hour. Somehow, when Voldemort
tried to kill you, he left part of himself inside you. I’m not
sure he meant to—it’s possible he’s not even aware of it yet—but it does
mean there’s a connection between you and him.”

Harry gulped, and nodded, their tail swishing slowly. “What does that
mean, exactly, sir?”

“It means,” Dumbledore sighed heavily, “that while you are still
alive, he cannot truly die, and while he is still alive…neither can you,
as long as that connection remains. I would have preferred to keep this
to myself, but your uncles came by yesterday and gave me quite the
earful while you and Mlles[1]][#fn1] Weasley were spending
time with Miss Granger.”

Harry tried not to giggle, but a titter managed to escape before they
were able to resist the urge. Dumbledore looked a little chagrined, but
not, Harry thought, displeased.

“They, in fact, made it very clear that keeping secrets from you was
bound to do you more harm than good. Among, ahem, other things. So. It
is my intention to set aside some time each week for private tutoring,
though it will take some few weeks for me to establish a suitable
curriculum—so we’ll begin in September. It will be quite eclectic—I
don’t quite know what all you’d need to, but that’s life for you: full
of surprises.”

Harry nodded, eyes wide. “So, um…I’ve been meaning to ask, sir…”

“Yes…?”

“What’s ‘theriopsychia’?”

Dumbledore blinked. After a moment, he said, “A great gift, according
to some. A great curse, to others. It means, Mx Lupin, that you possess
the potential to shapeshift like Mr Lupin at will, rather than
as the full moon commands. It’s rare in the magical world but, unlike a
lot of magical gifts, it is not a condition that only witches can be
born with. Most theriopsychics never develop past the yearnings, but
only the ones who do are witches. I have heard that some liken—pardon
the pun—it to traditional, moon-bound lycanthropy, as theriopsychia
shares a lot of traits in common with it. Magic resistance,
bleed-through traits, mannerisms, physical characteristics…I’m sure
you’ve noticed the bleed-through traits by now; the onset of puberty is
usually a developmental trigger.”

Harry blinked and nodded. “Um…yeah. Heightened senses, particularly
hearing and smell, colourblindness, and according to Uncle Remus my
irises have grown.”

Dumbledore nodded back. “Well, there you go, then.”

After a short pause, Harry asked, “So…how did I come to be one?”

“That’s an excellent question, and while it’s possible to
make someone theriopsychic before they’re born, it’s impossible
to tell them apart from the naturally-occurring sort. It was, however, a
not-uncommon ritual back before the Christianisation of the Isles, and
your mother was rather fond of ancient magic. If her notes survived her,
they may hold some clues. Anyway, let’s go, as you said, stab a
book.”

Dumbledore stood up again, and handed Fragarach to Harry as the two
of them moved back over to the table where the diary sat.

“Unsheathe it and position it, point down, over the diary,” he
instructed, and Harry moved to obey, setting the sheath down next to the
diary. Dumbledore scooped it up. “Now, stab down, hard as you can, and
do not stop pushing it down. Don’t worry about the table.”

As Harry stabbed down with all of their might, the diary seemed to
scream, Fragarach penetrating through it and in to the table after quite
a bit of force was applied. Ink welled up out of the wound, bubbling
fitfully, and spread across the cover. And then, as suddenly as it
began, the diary fell silent and ceased to ‘bleed’ ink.

Dumbledore pulled out his wand and flicked it wordlessly, then sighed
in relief. “Good. You can pull Fragarach out now.”

Harry did so, putting their right hand down to keep the diary in
place. The ink hadn’t vanished, and ended up staining their fingers by
the time they’d managed to free the sword. Dumbledore flicked his wand
again, and a cascade of warm, soapy water seemed to flow over their hand
before vanishing and leaving it dry and unstained, along with
Fragarach’s blade. Dumbledore held out the scabbard, and Harry carefully
sheathed the sword.

“All right. That’s all for today, Mx Lupin. I appreciate your
assistance.”

Harry nodded. “Of course, sir,” they said, and offered a small wave
as they left.



The next few weeks were hectic with revision and, in Harry’s case,
Quadball practice. Hermione was excited by the news that the
Cisfiguration Concoction would be brewed soon, and in general things
were looking up. The student body was blissfully unaware that the
monster in the Chamber of Secrets had been slain, but did know that
Myrtle’s toilet had finally been sealed entirely. Rumours flew about
precisely why, but nobody approached the truth, and as time passed other
matters came to occupy the discourse du jour.

On 14 May, Harry was summoned to Dumbledore’s office. As they
entered, they were aware of harsh voices coming from above. Or rather,
one harsh voice—the other one was quieter and more serene, and
familiar.

As they climbed up to the second tier, it became clear who the harsh
voice belonged to: Lucius Malfoy. And standing next to him, looking
frightened and seriously battered, was Dobby. Harry blinked.

“What I want to know, Dumbledore,” Mr Malfoy was saying, “is
how it came to be that the attacks stopped. Surely you know who
the culprit was…?”

“I do, yes,” Dumbledore said, unflappably.

“And…? Who is it?” Mr Malfoy demanded.

“The same person as last time, Lucius. But this time, Lord Voldemort
was working through someone else. By means of this diary.” Dumbledore
held up a small black book with a gaping wound in its centre, his
attention focused on Mr Malfoy. Harry’s attention was, however, focused
on someone else. Dobby was gesturing toward the diary, then Mr Malfoy,
and lastly miming being struck repeatedly.

“I see…” Mr Malfoy said slowly.

“A clever plan,” Dumbledore said in a level voice, his gaze locked to
Mr Malfoy. “Because if Harry here”—Mr Malfoy shot Harry a quick,
fulminating glare before turning his attention back to Dumbledore—“and
their friend Myfanwy hadn’t discovered this book, why—Ginevra Weasley
might have taken all the blame. No one would ever have been able to
prove she hadn’t acted of her own free will…”

Mr Malfoy said nothing, but his face suddenly bore a very neutral
expression.

“And imagine what might have happened then,” Dumbledore went on. “The
Weasleys are one of our most prominent pureblood families. Imagine the
effect on Arthur Weasley and his Mundane Protection Act, if his own
daughter was discovered attacking and killing mundane-borns. Very
fortunate the diary was discovered, and Riddle’s memories wiped from it.
Who knows what the consequences might have been otherwise…”

Mr Malfoy managed to say, stiffly, “Very fortunate.”

Harry, meanwhile, nodded at Dobby—they’d gotten the hob’s message.
Dobby backed in to a corner, cowering.

“Don’t you want to know how Ginny got hold of that diary, Mr Malfoy?”
Harry asked.

The look of cold fury on Lucius Malfoy’s face when he rounded on them
almost—almost—made Harry flee, but they stood their ground,
shuddering visibly, as Mr Malfoy said, “How should I know how the stupid
little brat got hold of it?”

“Because you gave it to her,” Harry said, fear evident on their face
as they stood resolute. “In Flourish and Blotts. You picked up her used
Transfiguration text and slipped the diary inside it, didn’t you.”

Mr Malfoy’s pale hands clenched and unclenched. “Prove it,” he
hissed.

“Oh, no one will be able to do that,” Dumbledore said mildly, “not
now that Mr Riddle’s vanished from the book. On the other hand, I would
advise you, Lucius, not to go giving out any more of Lord Voldemort’s
old school things. If any more of them find their way into innocent
hands, I think Arthur Weasley, for one, will make sure they are traced
back to you…”

Mr Malfoy stood for a moment, and Harry distinctly saw his right hand
twitch as if he were going to go for his wand. Instead, he turned to his
hob. “We’re going, Dobby!”

He stormed down the stairs and wrenched open the door, and as the hob
came hurrying up to him, he kicked Dobby through it. They could hear
Dobby’s pained yelping all the way along the corridor. Harry stood for a
moment, thinking hard. Then an idea struck.

“Sir, may I give that diary back to Mr Malfoy, please?”

“Certainly,” Dumbledore said, “but hurry—you need to catch them up
before they leave the building.”

Harry grabbed the diary and rushed out of the office, pausing only to
remove a sock—it was one of the paw socks Myf had made them—and put
their shoe back on. They stuffed the diary in to the sock and resumed
running after Mr Malfoy, finally catching up to him at the stairs.

“Mr Malfoy,” they panted, “I’ve got something for you.”

And then Harry pressed the sock in to Mr Malfoy’s hand.

“What the—?” Mr Malfoy ripped the sock off the diary, threw it aside,
then looked furiously from the book to Harry, who managed, barely, not
to flinch away.

“You’ll meet the same sticky end as your parents one of these days,
Mister Potter,” Mr Malfoy growled. “They were meddlesome fools
too.”

He turned to go. “Come, Dobby.”

There was a pause. “I said, come.”

But the hob didn’t move. He was holding up Harry’s paw sock, and
looking at it as though it were a priceless treasure. “Master has given
Dobby a sock,” he said in wonderment. “Master gave it to Dobby.”

Mr Malfoy spun. “What’s that?” he spat. “What did you say?”

“Dobby has got a sock,” the hob said, still sounding awed. “Master
threw it, and Dobby caught it, and Dobby—Dobby is free!”

Mr Malfoy stared at the hob for a moment. Then he turned and lunged
at Harry. “You’ve lost me my servant, boy!”

But Dobby said, in an iron voice that carried, “You shall not harm
Wulfrún Lupin.”

There was a loud bang, and Mr Malfoy was flung backwards, tumbling
down the staircase that had been behind him, landing in a crumpled heap
on the landing below. He got up, his face twisted with fury, and pulled
out his wand. Dobby raised a claw-tipped finger.

“You shall go now,” he called down, pointing that finger at Mr
Malfoy. “You shall not touch Wulfrún Lupin. You shall go now.”

Mr Malfoy had no choice. He gave Harry and Dobby one last fulminating
glare, which Harry allowed themself to flinch away from, then spun and
hurried out of sight.

“Many apologies for not asking before what name you preferred around
him,” Dobby said quietly. “Dobby owes you life debt for freeing me.”

Harry sighed. “I assume that means you talked to Kreacher at least
once between your visit on Christmas and today.”

“Dobby did, yes. Had to shut hands in hot oven when Dobby came
home.”

Harry winced. “Eh, whatever. I was going to come out soon anyway.
C’mon, let’s get you down to the Hospital Wing…”

Madam Pomfrey was waiting for them. How she knew when they’d turn up,
Harry was never quite sure, but she didn’t even bat an eye as Harry
gently nudged Dobby forward. “You’re safe now, Dobby. Mr Malfoy can’t
hit you or order you to punish yourself ever again,” they said. Dobby’s
eyes watered, and he turned to bury his face in Harry’s school robes as
he cried.



The next day, the Cisfiguration Concoctions were finally ready.
Harry, Myf, Neville, and Ginny were given leave to sit with Hermione,
who’d been moved back to the main dorm of the Hospital Wing. Mr Filch
looked as dour as ever as Madam Pomfrey readied the doses, carefully
calibrating them to the mass of each victim. She delivered Mrs Norris’s
dose first, as she had been petrified the longest, then paused.

“Since Mx Lupin and Miss Granger have demonstrated that she and Mr
Creevey are awake and aware, I want you two to, once you start to be
able to move, inhale as deeply as you are able, and hold it
until you can’t any longer, then try to let it out slowly. Your
lungs are going to need a few seconds to get moving again, and if you
don’t do that, you will not like the consequences.”

Hermione’s wand flashed an acknowledgement. Creevey hadn’t had the
experience or sheer nerdery Hermione did, so he wasn’t able to respond.
She delivered the doses to them, and they both did as she said. It was
only about two minutes before they were both sitting up. Creevey’s
movements were jerky, as though his body were resisting orders, but he
seemed to be alert and coherent. Hermione, on the other hand…

“Um,” Hermione said, looking around, then raised her hands to her
eyes, fumbling around a bit as if trying to find a blindfold that wasn’t
there. “I… I can’t see anything. Did someone turn out the lights or
something…?”

Notes


	English & French. Abbreviation of
‘mesdemoiselles’, French for ‘young women’ or ‘girls’.
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			You Can Live The Life You Want

			Chapter Thirty-Nine

		
Harry, Myf, Ginny, and Neville stared at her, stunned.

“No…it’s…about nine in the morning, Hermione,” Harry said. They
gently took the hand nearest to them (the left, as it turned out) and
gave it a gentle squeeze. “I’m here, and so are Myf, Ginny, and Neville.
Whatever help you need, we’ll make sure you get. I swear this on my word
as Potter.”

“Stood by me, Hermione. Be churl if didn’t you,” Neville said. His
hand joined Harry’s.

“We’re friends, Hermione,” Myf said. “We’ll read for you,
tell you about landmarks, all sorts. Whatever you need.”

Ginny paused, then said quietly, “It’s not over until the Fat Lady
sings, Hermione, and the orchestra hasn’t even finished tuning up. Sure,
you’re blind now, and that sucks. That sucks a lot. But it’s
not the end. Learning how to be independent while blind is gonna be
hard, but you can do it.”

Hermione sniffled, then grabbed Harry’s hand and pulled them close,
crying in to their shoulder as they hugged each other, mourning the loss
of the most important sense she’d had.

After a while, she pulled away, sniffling some more. “Yeah…you’re
right, Ginny. It’s not the end. And I refuse to let it be.”

Madam Pomfrey cleared her throat. “All right. Hermione, I’m going to
run some diagnostic spells—just medicare gnosis and
nutricis gnosis, and we’ll go on from there. Petrification can
result in nerve damage, which can in some cases be healed, but I won’t
know for sure what the situation is until I run those diagnostics. Which
means you four”—she gestured to Harry, Myf, Ginny, and Neville—“need to
step out in to the lobby. Once I’m done, you can come back.”

They nodded and did as they were told, each gently patting one of
Hermione’s hands before they left.

Madam Pomfrey winced as she read the report from medicare
gnosis, a few minutes later. “So it’s looking like the optic nerves
were, hm, burned out almost entirely. Modern Healing can do a lot, but
that is unfortunately beyond our capabilities, and mundane medicine
won’t be able to do much better, from what I understand of it.”

“Fuck. Um.” Hermione blushed. “Pardon my French.”

“Entirely understandable. If you have any other four-letter
words lurking in there, might as well get them out; I shan’t
comment.”

After Hermione said some more rather choice words (Madam Pomfrey
offered some suggestions) and subsided, Madam Pomfrey continued, “So.
First things first. No exams; this is a qualifying exemption. I know
you’re disappointed, but you’ll need to catch up even with Harry and Myf
taking the time to try to keep you current. Second, as you were injured
at Hogwarts, we will foot the bill for any and all medical
expenses incurred, including the acquisition of accessibility aids,
independent skills training, and so on. None of that burden
will fall on you, and you will get the best care we can command.”

Madam Pomfrey paused. “In fact… One moment, please.” She swished her
wand. “Missiculum, Professors Dumbledore and McGonagall. Albus
and Minerva, please come down to the Hospital Wing at your earliest
convenience. We have an issue to address.”



Hermione’s new lessons began the following Monday. She’d been moved
in to the room she’d occupied whilst she was petrified, and so that’s
where she was when Élodie Rivers came calling. The iron-haired Black
woman knocked on the door, waiting for Hermione’s “Come in!” before
doing just that.

“Good morning, Madame Granger, I am Élodie Rivers,” she said with an
African French accent as she came in. “I will be your cane travel
instructor.”

“Hi, Élodie,” Hermione said, tilting her head a bit in subconscious
imitation of Harry to try to tell where the woman was.

“I am standing over here,” Élodie said, and she held out her hand.
“And I am holding my hand out ahead of you and to your left. A little
higher.”

As Hermione’s hand found Élodie’s, they shook, and she released it
and pulled a stool over. “So, I am told that you suffered severe nerve
damage caused by a basilisk’s gaze, which had petrified you. Do you have
any vision at all?”

Hermione thought about it. “I can tell when there’s a bright light,
but that’s about it.”

“All right, so no functional vision. I have brought with me several
styles of white cane today. We will not practise using all of them, but
the main difference between them is the tip and the length. Ideally,
your cane should be long enough to give you two or three paces’ advance
notice of what is ahead of you, so that you have time to stop even when
you are walking briskly, and the choice of tip is personal preference.
Some of my clients prefer a metal tip and two-tap. Some of my clients
prefer a ball tip, and sweep ahead of them. As long as you are able to
determine what you are walking on and you can find obstacles with your
cane before you find them with your feet, that is what matters.”

“That sounds reasonable,” Hermione hedged. “So how does that work,
exactly?”

“Well, with the two-tap method, the way the cane vibrates when you
tap the floor tells you what the surface is like: grass or concrete or
something else, whether it’s soft, et cetera.” Élodie demonstrated,
tapping on the bare stone with a metal-tipped cane accompanied by a soft
“un, deux”, then tapping on the rug next to Hermione’s bed with a second
soft “un, deux”. “What did you notice was different?”

“Well…tapping on the stone was a loud ‘thwack’ for each tap, whilst
tapping on the rug was more of a soft ‘thunk’…?”

“Bon, yes. Sweeping, on the other hand, you can hear the surface
audibly as the tip rolls or scrapes across it, and unlike the two-tap
method you will find every single crack or uneven surface, guaranteed.
It also degrades the tip faster than the two-tap method, and ball tips
are several times heavier than metal tips.”

Hermione nodded. “All right… I think here at Hogwarts I’d prefer to
sweep rather than tap; the floor’s visibly uneven in places.
Or, um. It was when I could see, anyway.”

“Yes, and I am glad you have noticed that. Most sighted people don’t,
so it often falls upon blind people to point it out. So, there are
several ways of teaching cane travel skills; the one I prefer, which was
developed by and for blind people, is called ‘structured discovery’, and
a big part of it is critical thinking skills and problem-solving. Now,
do you know what direction is north?”

Hermione hesitated, then pointed. “This direction…?” She wasn’t quite
sure how she could tell, since she had no landmarks to work with,
but…

“That is…absolutely correct. Let me ask you this: how did you
know?”

“I’m…not sure? I just thought about it for a second, and that felt
right, somehow.” Hermione shrugged helplessly.

“Interesting. Some people have an innate directional sense and so
don’t need a compass to navigate in absolute terms, and it appears that
you are one of them. So, we know north. Where is south?”

Hermione pointed the opposite direction.

“Fantastique. And that means you also know east and we—well, of
course you do. Clever girl. So, I am going to give you a cane and then I
am going to show you how to hold it. There are a variety of grips, and
for the most part they all work, but the style I prefer has the benefit
of causing the cane to slide vertically when it is stopped by an
obstacle, instead of jabbing you in the stomach. Nobody likes being
jabbed, right?”

“Right,” Hermione said. She stood and held her hand out, and Élodie
nodded. “All right, we are going to start with a ball tip…”

Hermione heard the clattering of canes hitting one another, a sound
that was distinctly uncomfortable, but it soon came to an end, and
Élodie gently pushed a cane in to her hand.

“All right, so the first grip we are going to talk about is called
the pencil grip. Why do you think that might be?”

“Because you hold it like a pencil, kinda?” Hermione held the cane in
her hand in that manner.

“Bon, yes. It is great for crowded areas, where you’re going to be
moving slowly anyway, because it’s not going to trip anyone. More than
that, it is also useful for finding things along a wall or door, like if
you are trying to find a door knob. May I touch your hand?”

“Sure.”

Élodie’s hands touched Hermione’s cane-gripping hand and gently
nudged it until her hand was palm-up, her fingers spread, and the handle
of the cane rested between her index and middle fingers, with her
forearm parallel to the floor.

“This is the grip I was talking about before. You will twitch the
cane left or right with your thumb, and because it is not a firm grip,
if you encounter an obstacle, like an unexpected wall, or uneven
pavement, your cane will slide up.”

“Makes sense,” Hermione said, nodding. “So…I guess now I learn how to
navigate?”

“Juste, correct,” Élodie said.

The rest of the lesson was smooth sailing, and Hermione was a quick
learner. By the time their time was up for the day, she was comfortable
navigating her room and was even venturing out in to the Hospital Wing’s
main room, albeit slowly.



Braille was…not harder, exactly, since Hermione was first
learning the alphabet on a wooden block, then practising writing with a
slate and stylus. The “slate” was actually a hinged piece of metal, with
holes on one flap and divoted metal on the other. Each hole corresponded
with a Braille cell, and the divots corresponded with the dots. What
took some getting used to was that writing Braille this way was
essentially backwards from how it was read. By lunch time, Hermione had
learned the alphabet and basic punctuation, and was practising reading
and writing by making up sentences and then reading them back.

After lunch, which was made substantially easier than it might have
been by being pre-prepared sandwiches and crisps, Hermione’s next lesson
was organisational. She’d always considered herself neat and tidy, but
as she could no longer use her traditional practise of colour-coding,
she was given a box of adhesive-backed materials in various textures
(she fished out the ones whose textures were sensory hell and gave them
back) and styles (including bump dots in several sizes), as well as
safety pins and plastic label tape, and an embossing labeller.

Her last lesson of the day was a curveball. One of the unused
classrooms near the Hospital Wing had been turned, temporarily, in to a
carpenter’s shop—because electric devices didn’t work in Hogwarts, it
was all muscle-powered tools, but Hermione learned how to take apart and
put together a doorknob, how to disassemble and reassemble the
mechanical bits inside a toilet tank, and more.

“I’m…actually kinda surprised,” she said to Ansel Hannity, the
carpenter. “I wouldn’t have figured learning how to be blind in the
magical world would involve so many mundane skills, especially here.”
Hermione gestured at the classroom around her.

“Well,” Ansel said, “it’s like this: Ye need knowin’ all o’ this, on
account o’ if’n ye live alone ye cannae get a sighted person doin’ it,
ye ken?”

Hermione nodded. “…That’s a fair point. And magical Britain, for all
that it’s socially a bit behind…sometimes a fair bit
behind…still has flush toilets and door knobs and all the other minutiae
of modern life, even here at Hogwarts.”

“Aye, that is ’e way o’t, lassie. So, A want ye tae think aboot what
ye’re awantin tae mak for yer project. Dinnae wirry aboot ’e cost,
Hogwarts is peyin.”

Hermione thought about it. “…Y’know, I’m not actually sure. I’ll try
to have something for you by the time we finish making the wooden
Braille cell, how’s that sound?”

“Guid. Och, an on yer way, lassie, that’s ’e bell.” And so it was;
that was the dinner bell.



And so, for the remainder of term, Hermione fought to regain her
independence, throwing her considerable determination and energy in to
learning how to be successful as a blind person. It was hard, and
sometimes she wanted to just sit down and cry, but she wasn’t alone.
Harry, Myf, Neville, and Ginny stopped by whenever they had free time,
and she was back in Gryffindor Tower within a week.

Of her lessons, only carpentry wouldn’t be following her home, but
that was all right. The point of that class wasn’t to learn how to make
things out of wood, it was to gain confidence in her ability to perform
work without vision, and it was definitely successful in that.
What she’d be doing over the summer holidays at home was instead
learning how to do household chores without vision: cooking, washing
dishes, sweeping and mopping the floor, laundry, and all sorts.

Notes

The chapter title is a slight paraphrase from the National Federation
of the Blind of Georgia’s one-minute message:


The National Federation of the Blind knows that blindness is not the
characteristic that defines you or your future. Every day we raise the
expectations of blind people, because low expectations create obstacles
between blind people and our dreams. You can have the life you want;
blindness is not what holds you back.
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			This should probably have been part of the last chapter’s notes, but
it didn’t occur to me until a couple days after I posted it, but:

I’m deafblind. I shan’t be answering questions about my condition or
how I got it, but I received blindness skills training nearly twenty
years ago. While I do not have the experience of losing vision
firsthand, unlike Hermione, I know several blind people who experienced
losing vision.

I’m gonna say upfront that you will not see magical accommodations of
any kind. Magic cannot replace a sense that was lost. We’ll see what it
can do, however. Eventually.
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			Wake the Wolf

			Chapter Forty

		
20 May

Harry woke at six, as they usually did, and found a note on their
night-stand. Like the previous year, they were excused from classes for
the day due to it being Lag BaOmer. After their usual morning routine,
Harry waited in the Entrance Hall for Sirius, Xenia scurrying about
within the boundary dictated by the length of the lead in Harry’s
hand.

“Ready, pup?” Sirius asked as he entered the Hall from the main door.
Harry nodded, and they exited together. Xenia scurried ahead, chittering
her excitement as she explored the grounds. Several times along the way
to the clearing, her meanderings almost entangled Harry, but they just
giggled at her antics and recovered by passing the lead from hand to
hand as needed.

“Bonfire and singing, right?” Harry asked. Their tail had been
wagging the entire time, and they kept reminding themself to keep an eye
on the environment so they didn’t get ‘happy tail’ syndrome.

“Yup. Remus brought a tambourine this time, so it won’t just be the
guitar.”

“Oh, cool. Maybe I should learn an instrument I can play with my
hands so I can sing and play at the same time…”

“There are plenty of options. Anything in particular catch your
fancy?”

Harry thought about it, occasionally reining Xenia in to make sure
she didn’t get caught in anything. “…I dunno. Guitar, maybe? I want
something I can carry with me.”

“Mmm. I’d suggest a ukulele, actually. A soprano’d be a good fit for
you, and the skills would transfer to an acoustic guitar if you decide
you want to play one later.” Sirius gestured with his hands, sketching
the approximate length of the instrument (fifty-three centimetres).
“Moreover, an acoustic would be almost as long as you are tall, which
would make it impractical.”

“Oh.” Harry looked thoughtful, then after a moment, they added,
“…Yeah, I think a ukulele would be better.”



4 June

At breakfast, an owl delivered a copy of the Daily Prophet
to Harry at the Little High Table. They tipped the owl with a knut, as
it seemed to be expecting, and unrolled the paper.

Harry stared at the front page headline. Then they closed their eyes,
counted to ten, and opened them again. Nope. The headline hadn’t
changed.

Werewolf At Hogwarts — Is Your Child
Safe?

“Um. Uncle Remus…” they said, handing the paper to him.

When Remus saw the headline, he looked ill. “Oh, no,” he whispered.
“Oh, shit…” He passed it on to Madam Pomfrey, and as it made its way
around the Little High Table, Hermione, Neville, Myf, and Ginny were
also horrified. (Myf had read the title for Hermione.)

Across the Great Hall, Harry could see Malfoy smirking like the
proverbial cat that ate the canary. Professor Snape stood up
abruptly—apparently he’d just opened his own copy of the
Prophet—and stalked along behind the High Table until he
reached the Little High Table, and from the neutral expression on his
face and the fury in his eyes, Harry could tell he wasn’t
pleased by the news, either.

“Remus,” Snape said quietly, “I want you to know that I had
no part in this. We’ve had our differences, but I was and
remain willing to leave them in the past for the sake of a working
professional relationship. Unfortunately, there is nothing I
can do about this. He broke no school rules, and his father remains on
the Board of Governors.”

Remus nodded. “I understand, Severus. And I appreciate your
candour.”

Snape nodded back, and stalked off again.

“Well,” Remus said quietly. “If I resign, maybe the loss of
my career is the only consequence I’ll face…”

“…What others are you thinking about, Uncle Remus?” Harry asked
worriedly. They looked like they were on the verge of tears as it was,
and Remus sighed and pulled them in to a hug.

“It’s entirely possible that the Ministry will arrest me. Chiara too,
probably, if they know or suspect…”

When Harry pulled away, they noticed there was a crowd of students
forming near the Little High Table, murmuring amongst themselves. At
some unseen signal, students began to break off in ones and twos,
sometimes even threes, to walk up and talk to Remus. Each and every one
of them expressed their support, whatever the Daily Prophet had
to say, as he’d been—in their words—a brilliant Self Defence
instructor.

Remus blinked, at first stunned to realise so many students
liked him and wanted him to stay, and then he thanked them,
each and every one. By the time breakfast ended, he’d made up his mind
to stay as long as he was able, instead of resigning as he’d originally
been thinking.

Unfortunately, merely because his students liked him didn’t
mean the general public did. As June wore on, the Daily
Prophet stoked anti-werewolf sentiment on a near-daily basis,
clamouring for the Ministry to take action. And so, finally, it did.



18 June

Five aurors came in to the Entrance Hall just after lunch began, each
carrying a thin coil of silver chain. Dumbledore was waiting for them, a
neutral expression on his face as he stood in the centre of the
room.

“We are here,” the auror at the head of the group said to him, “to
arrest Mr Lupin. Bring him forth.”

“You don’t want to do this,” Dumbledore said, a note of warning in
his voice. “He has served admirably throughout the year, and no student
has been harmed due to his actions.”

“You know better than that, Headmaster,” the man responded. “His
presence here is in violation of the Werewolf Control Act. Failing to
surrender him, as I’m sure you are aware, may result in charges being
filed against you as well.”

Dumbledore looked around the room. “That’s odd, I don’t see any
members of the Crown Prosecution Service,” he said mildly. “And your
power of arrest is limited to specified persons while on the premises,
and only I or a justice duly appointed by the Wizengamot may make such
specifications. So if you want to arrest me, you will have to petition,
ah, me, Landreau.”

Landreau ground his teeth. Just then, Remus and Harry walked out of
the Great Hall. The aurors turned to them.

“Remus John Lupin, Warden of House Lupin and Warden Regent of House
Potter,” Landreau said, his voice all but shouting his disgust and
loathing, “You are under arrest for the crimes of being an unregistered
werewolf, for being within two thousand metres of a school, and for
child endangerment.”

“I reiterate, Landreau, that you don’t want to do this,” Dumbledore
said.

Landreau just snorted and looked disgusted. “This is my job,
Headmaster.”

Harry looked at the aurors, then Remus, and finally Dumbledore, and
began to mutter to themself. Remus wasn’t quite sure what they were
saying, but four of the aurors moved to encircle him, having uncoiled
the silver chains they were bearing, ready to bind Remus. He raised his
hands, offering no resistance as they closed in.

“No!” Harry shouted, suddenly, fear and anger and pain mingling in
their voice. The aurors paused, looking at the young child for a moment
before they continued to close in on Remus.

“You can’t do this! You can’t…!” Harry’s voice grew louder
as they protested again, but this time the aurors didn’t stop; they just
ignored Harry as they began to bind Remus with their silver chains.

As Harry continued to protest, their words transmuted into a wordless
scream, and then into a lupine howl of pain and fury, and the aurors
stopped entirely and stared at them. Harry had fallen to the ground,
where they were writhing, howling as their body changed. Bones
popped sickeningly as they rearranged themselves and lengthened or
shortened, altering Harry’s body away from its natal humanity. Blunt
claws popped out of their reshaped digits, their teeth sharpened or
elongated or grew as their jaws lengthened, and their robes strained and
then tore, fur sprouting all over their now-naked body as the child
became a wolf.

The howling stopped. Amidst tattered and torn clothing, a yearling
wolf stood before them, fangs bared, and they growled as fury and grief
radiated from them in almost palpable waves. The wolf was a rust-brown
colour so dark as to be almost black, with forest-green eyes that
gleamed menacingly as they stared at the aurors.

“Let. My. Uncle. Go.” Harry’s voice was distorted, coming as it did
from a mouth that was much bigger and held far more tongue and teeth
than a human’s, but it was still recognisably theirs. The
aurors paled, looking to their leader.

“We have a job, gentlemen, and you’re werewolf hunters, yes?
Is that not a werewolf?” Landreau said, scowling at his men.

“But sir, he transformed during th—” one began.

“I can see that, you block. That is still a werewolf,”
Landreau snarled back.

“That, I’m afraid, is where you’re wrong,” Dumbledore said. “Mr
Lupin, yes. Mx Lupin”—here he emphasised Harry’s salutation—“is
theriopsychic. The Werewolf Control Act does not, therefore, apply to Mx
Lupin.”

Landreau sighed. “Semantics. The boy turned in to a wolf and isn’t an
Animagus. If that’s not lycanthropy, I’ll eat my hat.”

“Mx Lupin is not infectious. They can’t make more of themself, even
by reproduction. Theriopsychia doesn’t work that way.” Dumbledore gave
the leader a penetrating stare. Harry, for their part, hadn’t stopped
growling.

Landreau sighed again. “Fuck. I did not need this. We
haven’t got all day, gentlemen. Detain him and let’s be off. Leave the
yearling alone.”

Harry’s growling intensified, and they started to advance on the
aurors.

“Harry,” Dumbledore said quietly, “stop. If you attack them, they
will detain you too, and I can’t control what happens after
that.”

Harry froze, turning their head to look at the elderly witch, an
expression of hurt betrayal on their face.

“Don’t give me that look. I’m going to do what I can, you know
that.”

“But they’re taking my uncle,” Harry snarled
bitterly.

Dumbledore eyed the aurors. They flinched from the grim expression
that was now on his face, but they had, by now, bound Remus with their
silver chains. “Yes, I can see that. You have my word, my sworn
word, on my name as Dumbledore, that I will do everything within my
power to return him to you. But, you. Can’t. Fight. Them.”

Harry sat on their haunches, then lifted their head and howled, the
sound even more mournful than wolf-song usually was. The aurors flinched
again, but now they were pulling out, dragging Remus with them.

“We’ll be back for that one,” Landreau said, gesturing at Harry.
“Just as soon as we’re able.”

“Mister Landreau,” Dumbledore said mildly, “if you think you can
remove a child from my custody against my consent, particularly the
Boy Who Lived, you will not have the opportunity to think
again. Do I make myself clear.”

Landreau gulped, looking frightened for the first time. “Yes, sir.
Begging your pardon, sir.”

“Leave.” Dumbledore’s voice rang out like iron this time. And
Landreau and the other aurors did.

Harry’s mournful song became the only sound in the Entrance Hall,
even as the other students began to leave the Great Hall for their
afternoon activities. Wisely, they didn’t attempt to crowd the wolf.

Myf, Neville, Ginny, and Hermione came out, and were the only people,
aside from Dumbledore, who did approach Harry. The four of them hadn’t
followed Harry and Remus out mostly because they’d asked them not to,
but now that the situation was over…

“Harry,” Myf said quietly, “are you in there?”

Harry ceased their howling after a few more seconds, and slumped to
the ground, ears flat, with a look of deepest despair on their lupine
face. “Yes,” they said, and their friends flinched. None of
them had ever heard Harry sound that pained, that lost,
before.

Myf stepped forward, and she began to pet Harry gently. “I’m sorry,
pup. I’m so, so sorry… For them to do that to you, to Remus,
just for the crime of existing… it’s wrong.”

Harry whimpered, and if the pain in their voice earlier hadn’t broken
the tweens’ hearts, that sound definitely did, and the other
three joined Myf, gently running their hands over the wolf, scritching
and petting, wordlessly giving Harry what comfort they could.

“That’s it,” Hermione said fiercely. “It’s on, now.
I know we hadn’t really begun to fight for hob rights, but the Ministry
knows not what they have wrought this day.”

“So what are we going to call it, then?” Myf asked. “If we’re
expanding our remit beyond hobs, I mean.”

“The Student Association for Nonhuman Equality, perhaps…?” Hermione
shook her head. “No…that stops being applicable once we graduate…”

“You have four more years, Hermione,” Ginny pointed out. “And you can
found an external organisation with a different name afterward.”

“True. Hmm. I was hoping to think of something more menacing than The
Hogwarts Organisation for the Rights of Nonhumans, but I can’t. THORN it
is.”

“There we go,” Myf said, nodding. “And after we graduate, we just
drop ‘Hogwarts’ and drag the H in from the word ‘the’ to take its
place.”

Harry sat up, finally, then tilted their head. Their voice was
calmer, but their grief was still audible. “Um. I… don’t think I can
change back right now…and even if I could, my clothes tore when I
changed the first time.”

Myf snickered. “That’s all right, Harry. You can be a wolf.”

Harry chuffed, then their eyes widened. “… Oh crap, where’d my wand
go?”

Myf, Ginny, and Neville looked around. Ginny pointed at it; it was
poking out from under Harry’s rump. “You’re sitting on it, you silly
pup.”

The wolf stood up in a hurry, then looked down where they were
sitting.

“…And it’s intact,” she reported as she scooped it up. “I know you
could buy another one, but still.”

“Well. We can’t stand around here all day,” Myf muttered.

“Indeed not,” Dumbledore said. They all jumped, except for Harry,
having somehow forgotten he was there. “I’ll have Mr Filch clean up here
and then have Mr Black come up. No doubt he’s going to yell at me, since
I failed to stop the aurors from taking Remus, but c’est la vie. Mx
Lupin, we’ll talk later, but…congratulations on your first
transformation. Please refrain from being so dramatic in the
future, eh?”

Harry snorted with wry amusement. “No promises, sir. If intense
emotions is a catalyst, well… I am a teenager in six weeks’
time. I can’t exactly not have feelings too big for me to
contain.”

The other tweens giggled. “That is an excellent point,” Dumbledore
said ruefully. “Off you pop, then.”

As they returned to Gryffindor Tower, Harry had to fight the urge to
start howling again. It helped that their friends each had a hand on
part of their body, reminding them of their presence and, more
importantly, of their love. That was going to be important, in the days
and weeks to come.

“Well…” Harry said, “I might as well be Wulfrún now. I think
the theriopsychia transformation is gender-affirming, but I can’t
actually tell right now.”

“Um. Well,” Ginny said, blushing. “I…could…check…?”

“Ginny!” Myf gasped.

“What? It’s not like we’d be—”

“Do not finish that sentence.”

“Spoilsport.”

“Um. Neville and I can hear you,” Hermione said quietly. “I,
for one, would like to talk about anything else.”

“Same,” Neville said.



The next morning, Wulfrún was still in wolf form, which made caring
for Xenia effectively impossible. She descended the boys’ stair and
ascended up the girls’, nudging the door to the second-years’ dorm open
with her head carefully—someone had apparently left it open a crack.

Myf woke up with a wet face; hot, smelly breath nearly smothering
her; and a wolf staring at her. She very nearly shrieked, but stifled
the impulse almost immediately when she realised the wolf’s eyes were
Wulfrún’s green, rather than the more usual yellow, amber, gold, or ice
blue.

“Nnngh. Yes, Wulfr—wait, how did you get up here?” Myf sat up, wiping
the wolf-slobber off of her face with a sleeve of her pyjamas.

“…Walked?” Wulfrún tilted her head curiously. “Same as everyone
else?”

“Huh. Well, guess the stairs think you’re a girl too, then.” Myf
shook her head. “All right, what do you want?”

“Um…I can’t exactly give Xenia her usual morning exercise and
whatnot. Or eat in public, not with Malfoy ready to call me a bitch as
it is.”

Myf snorted. “I mean, he wouldn’t be wrong, at the moment. But yeah.
I’ll tell Madam Pomfrey at the Little High Table, if she’s already
there, and you can go on to the Hospital Wing.”

Wulfrún flicked her ears and doggie-grinned, tail thumping a
little.

“And stop breathing in my face. Nimue’s tits, did a rodent
crawl in and die in your muzzle overnight or something?”

If a wolf could be said to smirk, Myf decided, Wulfrún had figured
out how.

After breakfast, Wulfrún was summoned to Dumbledore’s office, with
Myf to provide a helping hand as needed. When they came in, Dumbledore
was already seated in the lounge, and he gestured to the sofa across the
coffee table from him. “Harry, if you want to join Myf on the sofa, you
may,” he said, and she took him up on it.

“Thank you, sir. And, um. It’s Wulfrún now, please.” She sprawled
across the sofa, her chest resting on Myf’s lap. Myf rolled her eyes,
but scritched behind Wulfrún’s right ear.

“Wulfrún, then,” Dumbledore said, nodding. “So, Landreau is almost
certainly going to be coming back at some point in the near future or,
if not him, another auror will. He’s going to argue that you’re a
werewolf on the basis that you physically changed shape, which is not
how the Animagus enchantment works. The fact that your transformation is
not subject to lunations is, however, the salient point under the law,
and he is going to bring the matter before the Wizengamot. Doing that
will take time, however.”

“So…when should I expect him and his merry band of fools, then?”
Wulfrún’s voice was tinged with remembered pain and fury.

“Probably mid-July; as the Principal Witch of the Wizengamot, I will
be doing my best to filibuster, of course, but that’s about as far as I
expect I’ll be able to push it.”



The annual departure from Hogwarts on the last Saturday of June was a
much more sombre affair for Wulfrún and her friends than it had been the
year before. Dumbledore had been unable to retrieve Remus from the
Ministry’s clutches. He had been able to assure Wulfrún that
her uncle was alive and relatively unharmed (though he’d omitted the
‘relatively’ part), which was…something. Wulfrún decided she didn’t want
to dwell on it too much. She had so far been unable to resume her human
form (privately, she hadn’t been trying very hard), and so Neville,
Darach, and Jamal had helped her pack her trunk.

Her marks for the year had eclipsed Hermione’s, though she insisted
that it wasn’t fair to make the comparison since Hermione’d been
petrified and blinded and so hadn’t been able to complete the school
year, and Hermione agreed. Myf’s were an improvement over the prior
year’s, which she attributed to actually having support for her dyslexia
for the whole year. Neville’s had improved as well, which he thanked
Wulfrún for, since the typewriter she’d gifted him had been a
game-changer. Ginny, for her part, was happy with her marks; they were
almost as good as Wulfrún’s had been.

The five of them boarded the same carriage to transport them from
Hogwarts to Hogsmeade Station, and only managed to fit because Wulfrún
didn’t need a seat. Their legs were cramped, but they didn’t mind, and
when they arrived at the station, she was the first to exit. She
snuffled each of them as they disembarked, causing them to giggle. And
she licked Ginny’s ear, which earned her a swat on the shoulder. She
doggie-grinned in response, wagging. “Rascal,” Ginny muttered fondly,
scritching behind Wulfrún’s right ear.

“Well,” Wulfrún said sadly, “I guess I’ll see you soon…”

“Aw, c’mere, you big baby,” Myf said, and gave Wulfrún a big hug.
“We’ll be there for your birthday, don’t you fret.”

“What she said,” Hermione agreed. “We love you too, pup.”

Wulfrún snuffled her again. “Wulfrún!” she said, mock-severely, as
she hugged the wolf. “You’ll be fine, I promise.”

Just then, the warning whistle blew, and Myf gasped. “Unfortunately,
we gotta run. See you soon, pup, and try to stay out of
trouble, please?”

“No promises,” Wulfrún said, briefly amused. “See you.”

She turned, and slowly made her way through Hogsmeade to The Den,
ears flat and tail drooping, where she pawed at the front door, claws
scrabbling on the wooden surface. After a moment, Sirius opened it wide
for her. “Hey, Uncle Sirius,” she said softly.

“‘Hey’ yourself, pup,” he said, scritching between her ears as she
padded through the door.

	OEBPS/nav.html

		
			Table of Contents


			
						Foreword


						Chapter One


						Chapter Two


						Chapter Three


						Chapter Four


						Chapter Five


						Chapter Six


						Chapter Seven


						Chapter Eight


						Chapter Nine


						Chapter Ten


						Chapter Eleven


						Chapter Twelve


						Chapter Thirteen


						Chapter Fourteen


						Chapter Fifteen


						Chapter Sixteen


						Chapter Seventeen


						Chapter Eighteen


						Chapter Nineteen


			


		
	


OEBPS/cover.png
(RIMSON
FLOWER

oSk 7

v






