1
Setting the stage
Time: 3 years ago
Place: 6 Pivot Drive
Most people, thought Susan, quietly contemplating her bedroom, are born into
the place they belong. This does not seem to be the case with me. She was currently in
a “time out” for having used magic, and had been sent to her room 10 minutes ago. Her
cat, Sparkle, was currently keeping her company by curling up on her lap. Sparkle was
a mostly black cat, long haired, with a starburst pattern in white on her chest. She was 8
years old, and born on the same day as Susan herself. This explained the “Companion”
written on her character sheet under Backgrounds. As she gazed at her sheet she read
over what she already knew. She was 8 years old and had long blond hair. She had a 5
in LOOks, meaning she was neither pretty nor plain, and had green eyes. She was left
handed, and her Background Card was “Lost Loved One(s)” which explained why her
father had been tragically killed years earlier. She was also, as far she knew, the only
Natural Magician on the planet, able to shape her own internal energies into magic and
cast spells.
This was relevant because Susan had just learned the Detect Lies spell and went
to go ask her mother if her father had really perished as she had been told. She wasn’t
sure why exactly she had suddenly become curious about this, but nonetheless, she
was. She sighed.
“I told you not use it on her,” admonished Sparkle, opening one eye and lifting
her head from Susan’s lap. “Adults lie to kids all the time, it’s just something that’s
done.”
“I couldn’t very well just take your word for it, now could I?” she replied rather
peevishly.
“I suppose you do have Curious, after all, just like myself. Still, did you have to
shout at her that she was lying? I doubt she appreciated it.”
“I agree, the shouting part might have been a little much. I blame my high
RESolve.”
“Rather than using your high REAson to think about what a terrible idea that
would be?”
“Humph.”
The problem is no matter what I do, mom just dismisses my magic as being a
kids game or a trick. She yelled at me for “printing out garbage” when I showed her my
character sheet, and none of the kids at school seem to even know what they are.
When I ask someone what backgrounds they have, or how much energy they can
spend per action they just give me a blank look. Clearly something is going on here.
Either I have been born into the wrong universe, or only some people get character
sheets and spell books when they’re born. The question becomes how do I determine
which is the correct answer without getting thrown in the looney bin?
Susan glanced over at her bookcase, where sitting on top was an ancient looking
book with a rough leather cover. She looked down at her character sheet at Resources:
Equipment and shook her head, thinking about how many excuses her mother had
made seeing it. It had always been in her room, since the day she was born, and as it

was part of her character sheet, it kept coming back. Her mother had apparently thrown
it away several times, but it always turned back up. Now her mother seemed to have a
blind spot for it and pretended it didn’t exist.
Thank goodness it does, thought Susan, or I would have no place to learn magic
from! But why does she always seem to look sad whenever she sees it?
Sparkle got up and stretched, heading to the window.
“He’s leaving again,” she said, looking out at the house next door.
“The opposite?” she asked. Her name for the skinny kid that lived next door, at 4
Pivot Drive, was “the opposite.” This was because he was the opposite of all the other
people that lived there.
Sparkle nodded, and Susan bounced up off her bed to look down at him walking
past. He never seems very happy, she thought. And despite going to her school she
didn’t know much about him. He didn’t seem to have many friends, though this being
due to a low PERsonality or some other weakness, like Creepy, she couldn’t be sure.
“There’s something wrong about him.” Sparkle remarked. “I just wish I could put
my paw on what.”
“Oh, for just ten seconds of looking at his character sheet.”
“That would solve things.” They both watched him turn and go around the back of
the house, kicking his feet and slumping over.
“You’ve been practicing your Magic Sense right?” Sparkle said, jerking her head
back to look at Susan.
“Sure, even if you are the only thing that seems to be magical around here.
Why?”
“Just a hunch. Let’s go check out that boy.”
“You think- him?”
“It makes sense. Maybe he’s in the same situation as you, and he gets in trouble
for using magic as well? Or he can’t control it because he doesn’t have the Resources
background you do. Not to mention your being a Prodigy, so your stats are probably
higher than his.”
“I suppose it’s worth a try,” Susan agreed. “It can’t hurt, and maybe if I find out
what’s bothering him I can have my book suggest a spell to try and help him out!”
“Now, if I’m right-”
“Susan!” yelled a voice from downstairs. “You can come out now!”
“Thanks mom!” Susan yelled back.
So I was right, Sparkle thought, it was plot related. She needed to be in this room
so she could see The Opposite leave and decide to see what was up with him.
“Right about what?” Susan persisted, as Sparkle hadn’t finished her thought.
“Nothing. Don’t worry about it.” You don’t show signs of being a full Paragon, just
as your father thought, so you work that sort of thing out on your own or not at all. Just
as he instructed.
Once outside, Susan and Sparkle took off after The Opposite, and found him
leaning against a tree as far from the house as he could but still be on the property.
“Hi!” she said to him, rolling a 12 on her PERsonality check. “I’m Susan from next
door. I thought you might like to play or something!”

The Opposite seemed a bit startled and his eyes darted this way and that. They
finally settled on her.
“Me? You want to play with me?”
“Well we do live next door to each other,” said Susan, fixing him with a gaze and
rolling a Magic Sense on him. She rolled a 7, which was half her rating and got nothing.
However, Sparkle rolled a 10, almost maximum, and nodded her head.
“Did that cat just nod at you?” said The Opposite, not missing a trick.
“I have a confession to make,” said Susan. “I actually came over here to see if
you were a wizard, like me.”
“I wish, then I could- wait, you’re serious?”
“Just a second,” she said, rolling the check again, and taking the −1 penalty for
retrying. This time she did much better, and felt something weird about him.
“You are a wizard!” she exclaimed. “But you feel weird compared to Sparkle.”
“Is this the game we’re playing?” The Opposite sounded unsure. “My Aunt and
Uncle throw a fit if they catch me even thinking about magic for some reason.”
“I bet you were right!” Susan said to Sparkle. “Maybe he is a wizard and his- wait,
those aren’t your parents?”
“No, they died in a car crash, at least according to them.” He said “them” with
more than a trace of scorn while pointing at the house.
“That’s terrible! You must miss them something awful! My father may or may not
have died in a similar way, so I know how you feel.”
“Really? I’m sorry to hear that. I was just a baby, apparently.”
“Still. Anyway, I bet you’re a wizard and they just don’t want you to find out about
it and learn to use your powers! This is so great! I’ve got a huge book of spells at home,
I can copy some out and you can see if you can learn them! Can I see your character
sheet?”
“Slow down, what are you talking about? Book of spells? Character sheets?”
“You don’t have a character sheet?” Susan looked crestfallen. “Maybe you just
don’t know how to call it out? But I didn’t really have to learn that, it just sort of
happened.”
“Are you teasing me?” asked The Opposite, “Because I get enough of that at
home. And at school. And in my dreams. Pretty much everywhere, actually.”
“I’m serious. Look, I’ll prove it! Light!” Susan held out a hand and a tiny ball of
appeared, floating above it.
The Opposite’s eyes got wider. “That is so cool! It’s real- magic is real!”
“As real as I am. I can… teach you if you want.” Her cheeks colored a little.
The Opposite glanced over at the house. “We’ll have to do it in secret.”
Susan let the ball of light go and it winked out. “It’s more fun that way anyway,
right?”
The two grinned at each other.
“I’m Harry. Harry Potter.” He held out his hand for Susan to shake, which she did.
“This is Sparkle, she’s my familiar.”
“Hello,” said Sparkle.
Harry fell over backwards. “Your cat can talk?”
It was now some time later, and both kids were in Susan’s room, where Harry

spent as much time as he could, away from his adoptive family. “It was a letter,
addressed to me,” said Harry to Susan. They had been friends for three years after their
fateful meeting, and Susan, to her dismay, had yet to work out why Harry’s magic wasn’t
working. It was obvious to anyone that spent any time around him that he was magical.
That trip to the zoo with the snake incident proved it, if any more proof was needed. She
and Harry had studied Susan’s book of spells for any clues, and while Harry was almost
as knowledgeable as she was in Magical Theory and Magical Scripture he couldn’t
perform a single spell from her book. Nor could he Imbue or Fabricate anything, despite
years of trying. It was all very peculiar. He could make things happen, yes, but not with
any accuracy. And when he did, her Magic Sense buzzed oddly, totally unlike watching
Sparkle cast a spell. She had even leaned the Research spell, and tried looking things
up, but everything there contradicted her own experience. Still, Harry was a good friend
to her and seemed to be less sad these past few years. She didn’t realize it, but Sparkle
had noticed that once she started hanging out with Harry, she didn’t get into as much
trouble as she had before. Like he had calmed her down a little by acting as a sort of
relief valve for her. They helped each other, in other words, and both were better for it.
“Was there a return address?” asked Sparkle. “I’m to understand they can be
used to tell who sent a letter.”
“That’s the odd part, it just a funny symbol on the back. And get this- no stamp.”
“What did The Others say?” The Others were her name for the Dursleys, of
course.
“That’s the strangest thing of all; They almost looked positively afraid- of a letter!
And Other Senior” (as he was known) “said they swore to, and I quote ‘stamp out that
dangerous nonsense.’ unquote.”
“They know,” Susan gasped. “That can be the only reason. We’ve never found
any sort of curse or binding on you, but it would explain why you can’t use magic.
Maybe they just missed me?”
“Who is they?”
“Whoever sent the letter! They must be wizards too! That’s why all the oddities
surrounding it. You remember that spell I showed you that can materialize an object
near someone? I bet they just did that when the regular mail came, though really it
seems an odd way to go about things.”
“Yeah, they could have contacted me in a dream or, I don’t know, come in
person? Given the nature of my situation? I suppose it was my fault, after all. I should
have known they wouldn’t let me keep it, slipped it into the cupboard as I passed by and
read it latter.” He got a horrified look. “What if it was some kind of test, that I just failed?
Like they send one letter and that’s it, if you aren’t good enough to hold onto it without
magic, how can you be trusted with magic?”
“Let’s not get ahead of ourselves Harry, there must be a reason for it. They can’t
be ignorant about the attitudes of The Others, could they? My guess is young wizards
get restricted somehow from using magic until they’re old enough. It just so happened I
got the book and everything, because even wizards aren’t perfect. That’s why your
magic is so erratic, the block is breaking down.”
“That would explain things,” Harry said slowly. “My parents were wizards and
something happened to them. My aunt, having lost her sister to a magical accident,
became bitter about the whole thing and doesn’t want me to meet the… same…” he

trailed off. “No, it seems like they don’t care if I live or die. Maybe my mother got magic
but her sister didn’t? So it was more jealousy than anything? Then something she was
so proud of got her killed, and my aunt felt justified in her belief? I don’t know.”
“Well, one way to know for sure!” bubbled Susan. “Before your mail comes
tomorrow, let me in. I’ll be Invisible. I’ll wait by the mail slot and hope everyone is in
another room when the mail comes. That way I can grab it and hide it, and give it to you
to read later! After all, they might search the place if they think you got another and are
hiding it. After the first one they’ll be more alert, right?”
“You’re probably right, and that’s a great plan! But wait, what if he’s waiting for it?
I mean he’s pretty lazy around the house, but which will win out? His laziness or his
desire to make sure I don’t get another letter like that?”
“Humm…” Susan thought for a moment. “What did he do with the first one?”
“Burned it.”
“Perfect. If he does the same, I’ll just follow along behind him. When he goes to
throw it into the fire, I’ll cast Retrieval. As long as he’s not holding onto it, *poof*, it’ll be
in my hand, and he can tear about the place looking for it all he likes. Wait a second…”
She went over to her spellbook and started leafing through it. “You wouldn’t call
Retrieval an ‘offensive spell’ would you?”
“I’m not offended,” answered Harry.
“I don’t think so,” said Sparkle, rolling her eyes.
“Then that’s the plan. Operation: Get the Letter is now underway.”

As luck would have it, the hallway was clear when the letter arrived, so Susan
gleefully scooped it up before Other Junior came waddling by. Susan, taking no
chances, had put all the energy she could into casting Invisibility making her roll very
high indeed. She watched as Junior thumped his stupid stick (I so want to Elemental
Bolt (fire) that stick, thought Susan) down the hall towards the mail slot. He checked
carefully around the pile of letters, then peaked out the mail slot.
“Well?” Senior roared from the other room.
“Nothing for Harry,” replied Junior, scooping up the rest of the mail and heading
back. Susan stuck her tongue out at him.
“Well, that’s sorted then,” said Senior. “Wonder if I should put you back in the
cupboard, my boy?”
“I want my room back!” shouted Junior.
“Oh, leave it,” sighed Other’s Wife, “It’s all junk up there anyway.”
Oh really? thought Susan. We’ll just see about that.
She quietly headed up the stairs and looked in all the rooms until she found the
one she was looking for. It was hard to miss, with the broken TV, video camera, bent air
gun, and other junk lying about. A few quick castings of the Repair spell and she quietly
snuck out, leaving everything in the room as pristine as the day it was made. Let them
work that one out.
Later that afternoon, Harry came bursting into her house, his eyes shining with
excitement.
“So did you get it, or did they not send another? I’m about to burst but I had to

wait so they didn’t get suspicious. Do you have it?”
“Well…” she said, peering into her sleeve.“It’s not up this sleeve.”
“Come on!”
“And it’s not up this one…”
Sparkle sighed. “Really? You’re tormenting the poor boy now?”
“What’s this behind your ear,” she asked, reaching for him. She brushed his ear
and cast Retrieval, pulling the letter out of her room where she had left it. “Is this what
you’re looking for?”
“Can I have it please?”
“I guess it’s a felony to interfere with the mail…”
“Come on!”
“Okay, here.”
Harry tore the envelope open and Susan grabbed it from him, shocked. “Careful,
it could have clues on it. That symbol, for one.”
“I’m just so nervous!” He started to read. “Get this, I’ve apparently been accepted
to some school of witchcraft and wizardry. Also they shall ‘await my owl’ whatever that
means.”
“Now wait just a second,” said Sparkle, springing up from the bed. “Who in this
room has complete control of their magic? That’s right, us two. Who can do at least two
dozen spells? Again, us! So where’s Susan’s letter inviting her to this so called magical
school, that’s what I want to know.”
“I appreciate the thought,” said Susan, “but I’m sure there’s some explanation for
it.”
“There had better be, and a darn good one.” Of course I already know the
answer, but better to fake some sort of outrage about this.
“There’s also a list of books and some equipment I have to buy. Can’t see The
Others springing for any of this stuff, even if I knew where to get it.”
“Books plural?”
“Yup. A standard book of spells (grade 1)-”
“Wait, they only teach you grade 1 spells in your first year? I’ve learned pocket
dimension, that’s grade 6!”
Harry shrugged. “A history book, a book on Magical Theory, bet you I get top
marks in that class, thanks to you, something called transfiguration, then herbs and
potions. I also apparently need a wand, a telescope, of all things, and a set of scales.
Hey, I could bring a cat! But I can’t own my own broomstick? Maybe they messed up
and this really is your letter, I can’t see myself flying about on a broomstick. But you can
already fly, can’t you? Weird.”
“I’ll say. I suppose the potions stuff could be Imbuing, but you tried and tried that
and it wouldn’t work for you. None of this makes any sense.”
“Could I use a different kind of magic?”
“How many kinds of magics do you want on this planet?” Susan asked, a bit
shocked.
“It would explain why your senses are off about me, and why I can’t do your
magic at all.”
“Yeah, I guess. How are we ever going to reply to this letter?”
“Magic?”

“Oh yeah! Stupid of me. Just a second, that sounds like a Mercury based spell.”
Susan looked through her book of magic. “Ah, Send Object, that sounds promising. I
need to know the identity of the person to send it to, which I guess would be the person
that signed the letter, but I also need to know their general location. Let me keep
looking. You write a reply that they’re all mad or whatever and to come see you in
person to explain things.”
“Right!” said Harry, grabbing a notebook and tearing a sheet out of it. He sat
down at Susan’s desk and began to write.
“This might take a while…” muttered Susan.
Susan first had to read the spell of Descry Creature, making a Magical Scripture
check to understand the writings. She exactly made the difficulty, which was a 12. She
then used Magical Theory to understand it enough to cast it. She rolled an 18 on this
check, more than enough. She then was able to cast the spell from the writing, and
sacrificed a bunch of energy to make sure it worked, as she had no idea how far away
this “deputy headmaster” was. She got a total of 16, meaning as long as she wasn’t
10,000,000 km away (and she wasn’t) Susan now knew exactly where this Hogwarts
was and furthermore, where Mrs. McGonagall was. She then repeated the procedure
for the Send Object spell, rolling a 16 and 17 respectively. She gave a sigh of relief,
nothing to it.
By that time Harry had finished his letter and she read it over.
Dear Mrs. McGonagall,
I hope you are not too startled by the appearance of this letter, I had my friend
send it on to you because I don’t own an owl. I am sure this was just an oversight on
your part, given the great number of students you must send letters to every year. I am
however anxious to attend your fine school, but I need to request more information.
Where do I go to buy my books and supplies? How do I reach the school? I am unsure
if my guardians, the Dursleys, will even let me attend, though I guess it would get me
out of the house, which they might be happy about? They don’t seem too keen on
magic, however. If a representative from the school could find some time to come down
and straighten these few things out, I would really appreciate it.
Thank you for your time, I know you’re probably really busy, but it’s sort of an
emergency.
Yours,
Harry Potter
P.S. My neighbor, Susan Felton, wonders if she could be considered for your
school as well. She is about a hundred times the wizard I currently am, and the one who
sent this letter.
“Sounds good to me!” said Susan, folding it up. “Just write ‘To Minerva
McGonagall” on the front and we’ll send it on its way.”

Harry did so, and watched with interest as Susan cast Send Object from her
book. The letter disappeared.
“Well, that’s it,” said Susan, standing up again and closing the book. “The letter
has, if everything went well and I think it did, just appeared right near her. Hopefully
you’ll get a response by owl or whatever tomorrow. We’ll do the same thing, I’ll be
Invisible to make sure I can grab it before anyone else does.”
This of course proved completely unnecessary because not five minutes later, a
large number of people with severe expressions and wands showed up out of nowhere
demanding to know how the letter got past the wards around Hogwarts.

2
Taking a Detour
Time: ten minutes later
Place: 4 Pivot Drive, living room
Cast: A group of Hogwarts professors (including Dumbledore), The Dursleys, Susan,
Harry, Susan’s mother
The wizards in the room were staring fixedly at the book Susan had brought over.
The Dursleys, or at least Senior, looked like he was alternating between absolute fury at
having his home invaded by wizards and terror at trying to do anything about it. His lip
was twitching involuntarily whenever he looked at Harry, who was trying to cast the
invisibility spell by sheer will, and not having any luck. Harry’s aunt just looked resigned,
and Junior kept peaking around the corner into the room. Susan’s mother, Stacey,
looked a bit nervous but was more confused than anything.
“I’m not getting anything from this,” said the one with the long silvery beard and
half moon glasses. “You say you can do magic from this book? That you have, in fact,
learned magic from it?” he asked Susan.
She nodded.
“Now, now, don’t be shy. You just rather surprised us, that’s all. Nothing to worry
about!”
“You all seemed rather angry before…”
The one with the greasy hear sneered in their general direction. “Already making
trouble, Potter? You probably did this and are just trying to blame someone else!”
“There is no way a student, who doesn’t even have his wand, could have
breached the wards at Hogwarts, Severus,” said the older woman. She looked quite
sternly at both of them.
“But obviously it was done Minerva,” sneered Severus. “Otherwise we would not
be here now. How did you do it, Potter?”
“His name is Harry,” Susan said angrily. “And I was the one who sent the letter,
not him. He can’t do magic yet, not reliably, anyway. Believe me, we’ve tried and tried.”
“And you can, I suppose?” It seemed his face had a permanent sneer.
“If you hand me your so called wand I’ll be happy to demonstrate.”
“I will not.”
“Oh, hand it over,” said the guy with the turban on his head. “I’m interested to see
what she has in mind.”
“Then hand yours over, Quirinus.”
“No chance.”
“Then I don’t see why I should-”
The bearded one looked sideways at him.
“Oh, very well Albus. Here, try not to drop it.” Severus handed over his wand with
great reluctance.
“Drop it? I wouldn’t dream of it. Not when I was going to do this, anyway!”
She snapped the wand in half.
Every wizard’s face changed to utter astonishment as she set the broken pieces

of the wand down on the table in front of her.
“Do you realize what you’ve done? I’ll kill you for that girl!” Quirinus actually
seemed to be smirking once the shock wore off, while Albus turned and went to
physically restrain Severus.
Susan raised a hand. Then she waved it over the wand, and the familiar glowing
circle appeared under it. “Repair,” she said simply, and the wand flowed back together
again. She smiled smugly as Severus reached over for the wand and picked it up.
“Lumos,” he said nervously, and the tip of the wand lit up.
“You’re lucky that worked, girl.”
“My name is Susan,” said Susan. “Not girl. And you owe both Harry and myself
an apology.”
“I believe that’s true,” said Albus. “Not that I would ever force you, of course.”
Severus ignored all of it. “I’ll need to run a few more tests. If any of them fail…”
he ominously trailed off, then disappeared in a crack of air.
“That was a bit risky,” said Minerva, “I don’t know what he would have done if you
hadn’t been able to repair that wand.”
“It is curious,” said Albus quietly. “Usually if a wand is snapped it can never be
repaired. And to do magic without a wand of your own, of that level, is astonishing to
me.”
“Repair is a grade five spell,” said Susan, “And I spent max energy, again, to
make sure it would repair enough damage. Good thing my ENDurance and RESolve
are so high, huh? But why would breaking it make it useless for magic? You must have
a repair type spell yourself, right?”
The wizards stared blankly at her.
“Right. Anyway, are you convinced yet?”
“I’m convinced,” said Quirinus. “I like her style, and her spirit. I think she would
make an excellent addition to the student body. Especially if we want to figure out her,
ahem, unique style of magic.”
“I agree,” said Albus. “What we’ve witnessed today could be a totally new kind of
magic making itself felt in this world. Or it could be something ancient, coming again
from the mists of time. Who is to say? None of your ancestors exhibited abilities like
this, I take it madam?” he asked Stacy.
She shook her head. “So she was telling the truth all along?” she said quietly.
“If by that you mean your daughter told you she could do magic, and you did not
believe her? Yes, it seems she was telling the truth.”
“I’m sorry honey,” said Stacy.
“It’s okay mom. You didn’t know.”
Well, of course she did! thought Sparkle. But I think she had hoped Susan
wouldn’t follow in her father’s footsteps. Small chance of that now. She’s Paragon
enough to need XP and that means the “call to adventure” sooner or later. No amount of
wishing will make that untrue.
“But I should have trusted you.”
Susan gave a little laugh. “We can argue that another time. I’m just glad it’s all
out in the open.”
“Great. Leave!” shouted Senior. “Magic done in my house! I don’t believe this!”
“You!” shouted Susan, stalking over to him. He backed himself up against the

wall. “You have both physically and mentally abused Harry for his entire life. But that
ends now. Oh, it’s clear now why you did it- You knew, and you were afraid. Afraid of
him, and of the power he will learn to use but which you can only dream of. You’ve let
that-” she pointed to Junior, “push Harry around since he was born. You gave him a
cupboard to live in. You didn’t show him an ounce of compassion despite the fact he is
family. That ends. You don’t have to like him, but you do have to acknowledge his
existence. If I hear that he’s been mistreated again, in even the slightest way, you and I
are going to have words. And you know that my words have power. Are we clear?”
“I will not be spoken to like that in my own house! Especially not by some…
some… witch!” shouted Senior.
Susan’s voice quieted to a whisper, and she leaned in close. Senior flinched
away. “I know at least four different ways to kill you where you stand. They wouldn’t
even have time to lift their wands. Think about that.”
“You threaten-”
Albus’ hand came down on Susan’s shoulder. “Now now, let’s not be hasty. I’m
sure conditions around here will improve now that they are known…”
“And you!” said Susan. Albus’ eyebrows went up. “You seem to be the highest
ranking wizard around here, how could you let this go on? Just because they didn’t use
physical torture doesn’t make what they did do any less repulsive. Did you just not
care?”
Albus sighed a great sigh. “There are many forces at work here, Susan. I had to
leave them alone to raise Harry because of who he is. If I had visited or made it known
he was here… let’s just say being given a cupboard to live in is really the least of his
worries.”
“Very well,” said Susan. She turned back to Senior. “But there will be no more
stealing of letters, no more physical abuse by that, none of it. Clear?”
Senior sputtered angrily, but Senior’s Wife came to the rescue. “We’ll see that
he’s not mistreated anymore.”
“Splendid!” said Albus. “That’s settled then. Now, just a few more things to tidy up
before we take our leave. Susan, strictly speaking underage Witches are not allowed to
do magic anywhere but school until they are of age. But apparently you have been
doing so for quite a number of years without triggering the alarms that underage magic
is being performed. Then this whole sending of letters into Hogwarts, well, it’s obvious
this is a very different magic than we’re used to. So I will ask you to please, be
responsible. I would hate to read that number 4 Pivot Drive burned to the ground two
nights from now because someone said a cross word to Harry here. School will start
soon and we’ll get all this sorted out. I won’t ask you to stop doing magic totally, and I
know you’ve been careful around your mother, but please don’t let Muggles, that is,
people without magical abilities or who don’t know about them, see you do magic.
Unless it’s life or death, of course.”
“Yes, I realize the risks,” Susan said.
“Of course you do! Now, we’ll have someone sent round to take you both to buy
your uniforms and things. I don’t suppose you’ll need a wand, will you? You might want
to stop in anyway, just to see what happens. And I suppose our books of magic… well,
I’ll think about it anyway. Come everyone, we’ve intruded on this household enough for
one day, I should think.

“Oh, and Harry, I must apologize. We should have sent someone around directly
rather than using the standard letter service. It would have saved a lot of trouble, I think.
Still, all is well that ends well, don’t you find? And we’re off!”
The wizards in the room disappeared, leaving the (mostly) mere mortals alone
again.
“I think that’s our cue to exit as well. It was nice meeting you both,” said Stacy. “If
you want to talk things over with me, you know where to find me.”
“Come with me, Harry,” said Susan, pulling him along. “Let’s let your uncle cool
down for a while, shall we?”
She put two fingers up to her eyes and swung them out at Senior as she was
pulled out of the house, Harry in tow.
“What just happened?” asked Junior as they left.

The next day Susan was browsing the web for any information that might have
leaked out about Hogwarts and the magical world when the doorbell rang.
It’s never sounded so… surly before, she thought. That’s weird.
“I’ll get it, mom!” she said, springing up out of her chair and running to the door.
When she opened it her eyes narrowed.
“Didn’t expect to see you again so soon,” she said to the unkempt man standing
there.
“Nor did I expect to return to this charming suburb, but yet here I stand.”
“Come to apologize?”
“I have come,” he said through clenched teeth, “to take you to buy your school
supplies. Go and get Pot- Harry and be quick about it.”
“Okay, just a second.” She went to find her mother.
“Mom, one of the professors is here to take me to buy my school stuff.”
“Do you need money?”
“Honestly, I have no idea. I would have to assume they use the same currency as
us, but I’m eleven and I’ve thought of several ways to create unlimited electricity with
magic. Electricity is power. Power is money. So wizards either have a totally different
way of doing business, like barter or something, or… I’ll go ask.”
She peaked her head out the door again. Severus was tapping his foot, irritated
at this most irksome of tasks he had been assigned.
“Do I need money?”
“That will not be necessary.”
“Thank you.”
She ducked back inside again.
“I guess not. Man, this is so exciting!”
“Just be careful honey.” Stacy looked out the window. “Oh, it’s the angry one.
Why did they send him?”
Susan shrugged. “Don’t know. But I was being serious when I said I knew four
different ways to kill someone, if he does try anything.”
Stacy looked shocked. “You weren’t kidding about that?”

“No, I wasn’t. I only know one actual attack spell, which I learned just in case, but
some other spells I know could be used creatively to kill someone if I really, absolutely
had to.”
“Oh, I see. Well, take Sparkle with you.” She paused. “I can’t believe I just said to
take the cat with you, and it made me feel better about your safety.”
(Naturally Susan had reintroduced Sparkle to her mother, and Sparkle had
reintroduced herself back. That really blew Stacy’s mind, or at least she acted as though
it did. Susan, of course, had no idea Sparkle and her mother were well acquainted from
the time her father had been around. This is how Sparkle had wanted it, and Stacy had
played the part well.)
Susan ran up and shoved her book of magic, some emergency money (she
wasn’t stupid), a change of clothes, writing paper, flashlight, and various other odds and
ends into her backpack. If only I had some rope, like fifty feet of it. I don’t know why, it
just seems right to have tons of rope. She gave a mental shrug, then opened her Pocket
Dimension and shoved the backpack in.
All set!
Sparkle, currently shape-shifted into the form of a fairy and riding on Susan’s
shoulder, looked Severus over. “He feels like Harry,” she remarked.
“Can we please get a move on?”
“I’m ready to go.”
“Splendid.”
She and Severus walked over to Harry house, but Severus stopped just before
entering the yard.
Looks like he doesn’t want to go one inch closer to Harry than he has to. What’s
his deal, anyway?
Susan ran over and rang the bell, and it was Junior that answered.
“Oh. Uh, you want to see Harry?” he asked, keeping the door open just a crack.
“Yes, please.”
“Just wait here, I’ll get him.”
There was a commotion in the house, and the door was thrown open.
“What’s this about?” asked Senior.
“We’re going to buy our school supplies.”
“Well he’s not getting… any… money- uh.”
Susan stared at him.
“Sorry. Old habits die hard?”
“Yes. As a matter of fact I have been told we don’t need money, so don’t worry
about it.”
“Fine.” His already beady eyes narrowed. “Were you the one who fixed all of
Dudley’s old stuff?”
“That was me.”
“I guess magic does have some use then,” he said, sounding like he was forcing
the words out.
“Okay Harry?” she asked, as he appeared behind Senior.

“Never better. You?”
“The same. Come on, we’re heading out.”
“Awesome. See you later.”
“We’ll be… waiting.”
The door closed and Harry looked around. “Him? Oh, hi Sparkle, didn’t see you
there.”
“Hi Harry.”
“My reaction exactly. Keep an eye on him, he seems to have some kind of
grudge against you for some reason.”
“Maybe my parents failed his classes or something? No wait, he’s about the age
my parents would be now, if they were still alive. He must have known them growing
up? I’ll ask him.”
They walked over to where he was.
“Good morning, Professor. Thank you for coming to escort us, I’m sure it’s not
what you had in mind for today.”
Severus looked a bit surprised. “No, it was not. Professor Quirrell volunteered to
come, but Albus thought I should, in his words, get to know Harry better.”
“You knew my parents, didn’t you?”
“All too well. Why?”
Harry and Susan looked at each other. “It’s the only reason I can think of that you
didn’t like me, on sight. You’re transferring your dislike of my mother or father onto me,
because you can’t hate them anymore. Because they’re dead, and I’m not.”
Severus stared at them a moment. “This is a waste of time.” He stuck his wand
out, and a double decker bus zoomed into view and halted directly beside them, totally
ignoring a little physical law called “inertia.”
“Get aboard.”
Wide eyed, the two young wizards climbed aboard and found several witches
and wizards looking at them. “Diagon Alley,” drawled Severus to the ticket taker, sitting
down and shooing the others to different seat with a wave of his hand. The bus
accelerated back to its top speed in a single action, and the three were off.
Inside the bus was more like a cafe than a normal bus, and all the chatter
stopped as the wizards and witches looked the pair over.
“Impossible!” said one.
“Merely improbable,” one clarified.
“Merlin’s beard,” said yet another.
“Harry Potter!” they all shouted, standing up. The clustered around him and
grabbed his hand.
“As I live and breathe,” said the wizard in the green robes. “It really is you. It’s an
honor to meet you!”
“Charmed,” said the witch, “I shall have a story to tell my grandchildren when I
get home.”
At this point Severus was making quiet retching noises.
The ticket taker even came over. “Is it really him?”
“Let him sit down first!” Susan said, crossly.
“Do forgive us,” said the one in red. “It’s not every day you meet someone as

famous as Harry Potter. I don’t think there has been anyone as famous, actually.”
“What are you all talking about?”
The four looked blankly at him.
“You can’t seriously say you don’t know?” said the witch.
“Pretend for the moment that we don’t. How can I possibly be famous?”
They told him.
“It’s becoming a bit clearer now, isn’t it?” Harry asked Susan.
“It sure is. He didn’t like your parents and then they had to go and get murdered
by Voldemort. In effect, dying nobly. But then you survived, making him feel guilty about
feeling smug about it.”
“No, I mean, yes, but I was talking about my foster family.”
“Oh them! Yeah, if his followers ever figured out where you were, they would
have been in danger. But they would have only looked in the wizard world, given how
separate they seem to keep themselves. Why do they do that, I wonder,” she said,
mostly to herself. “Does technology not work well around magic? Or are they like the
Amish?” She had used Google Maps to find Hogwarts, given that she now knew where
it was. She had found it, but her mother said all she saw was an empty field.
“It’s going to be rough,” Harry sighed.
“What, being famous? I can imagine.”
“No, being marked. You say a lot of his followers didn’t get caught, or weaseled
out of it? Or that he himself might still be out there, waiting to take revenge?” The
wizards and witch nodded. “I’m going to have to live my life always looking over my
shoulder. The man I pass on the street could be an old follower and *zap* right in the
back. One dead Harry Potter. Because of something that happened to me before I was
even old enough to talk.”
“You want my advice?” asked Susan.
Harry nodded enthusiastically.
“One, get yourself a powerful magic user or two as a friend. Check.” She made a
checkmark motion in the air, and Harry smiled. “Two, don’t slack off in your classes. In
fact, take more classes if they’ll let you. Practice all the time. Do extra homework,
whatever. You’re coming back to the magical world now, and so the magical world is
going to notice you again. You’re going to have to be ready.”
Harry nodded, serious.
“Diagon Alley!” announced the driver as the bus came to a halt again. Severus
stood up.
“It was nice meeting you all,” Harry said. “Thank you for the story. I’m glad to
finally know the truth of the matter.”
The others all shook his hand again, and they stepped off the bus, which roared
away again. The two looked around in amazement, having basically just stepped back
in time a few hundred years. Shops of every description lined the road, and witches and
wizards of every shape, color and size milled about under conditions of obviously just
near but never spilled over chaos.
“Let’s go,” said Severus by way of introduction, and stalked off.

3
Men love shopping… for hardware
Time: 30 seconds later
Place: Diagon Alley
“What’s our first stop, Professor?” said Harry, who seemed determined to be nice
to this man even if it killed him.
“Bank,” Severus said simply, walking past shops full of wonders. Even Sparkle
was standing up on Susan’s shoulder and looking around interestedly.
“I could spend years here!” Susan breathed. The signs moved, kids darted
everywhere, and the things she glimpsed in the windows…
“I hear ya!” said Harry, impressed. He didn’t get out much, but even to his
inexperienced eyes this seemed excessive. Like someone tried to pack the entire
wizarding world into one narrow street. Then they came to the bank. The sign said
Gringotts and there huge stone lions guarding the front. Moving, huge stone lions, that
stared at everyone as they went past. She did a Magic Sense on them, and almost had
the top of her head torn off. She staggered a little.
“You okay?” said Harry, steading her.
“Here’s a tip, don’t use Magic Sense,” she said to Sparkle. “Because just about
everything around here is steeped in wand magic (as they were calling it, to distinguish
it from energy magic, the type Susan did). “And thanks, I’m fine.”
“Inside,” snarled Severus.
The lions took a close look at her (or maybe Sparkle) as she passed, but didn’t
move from their pedestals. Inside was a second set of doors guarded by some kind of
squat humanoid creature with big ears. There were six of them, and they all had shining
breastplates on. Each held a sword, point down, that was sized for them exactly. They
seemed rather no-nonsense creatures, all in all. Two lined each wall, and two were
against the far door.
“Good security,” breathed Harry.
“Uh huh,” answered Susan.
Severus swept past them all, and the doors opened without apparent effort on
the part of the guards.
Inside was a long hallway, straight through, and Susan and Harry had to crane
their necks to see above the top of the counters. Even Severus would have to stand on
tiptoes to see over them. From down the hall they saw each… creature, performing a
different activity, from weighing coins to writing up contracts. Severus ignored it all and
went straight to the back, where he stood stiffly and waited to be acknowledged.
“Yes?” said the creature after a moment, looking up from his writing.
“Harry Potter’s vault. Key.” He slapped a key down on the counter, which the
creature picked up. He looked from the key to Harry, then back again.
“That seems in order. Anything else?”
“Vault seven hundred and thirteen. My authorization.” A piece of paper was
produced from somewhere and handed over. The creature spent a long time looking at
it.
“Very well,” he said crisply. “Griphook!”
From the left part of the high counters a section disappeared, revealing another

creature and a passageway leading off to a door. Severus took the key back and walked
past the creature towards the door. The others followed.
They were led to an odd contraption that the creature told them to sit down on,
and they zoomed off along a track, down into a cave that opened up before them. A
waterfall cascaded over them, drenching them for a moment, but which quickly
evaporated.
“That was an odd sensation,” said Sparkle. “I had to make a RESolve check to
hold onto my spell just then.”
“What was that?” Susan shouted to the creature.
“Thief’s Downfall!” it shouted back over the wind. “Washes away enchantments!”
Not all of them.
“Not to be rude, but what species are you?”
“I’m a goblin. It’s a goblin bank, you know?”
“I’m from the non magical world, so no, actually.”
Griphook just nodded.
Without warning the strange vehicle came to a halt, bouncing everyone around.
“Harry Potter’s vault,” said Griphook, stepping out. “Key please.” Severus handed
it over, and Griphook got the vault open.
All three gasped as the door swung open to reveal…

An empty room.

“Huh,” said Harry. “I guess I wasted your time after all, Professor. Sorry about
that.”
“I was under the impression that Harry had… considerable wealth at his
disposal?” said Severus, striding into the vault and looking around.
“This is impossible!” said Griphook, looking around frantically. “Impossible! There
was indeed a vast treasure here, though I admit this vault has not been opened in the
eleven years since his death.”
“So I’ve been robbed?” said Harry, stepping into the vault himself. “And never
knew it because it’s only now that I’ve come down to see it. I am disappointed, given all
the security I saw upstairs.”
“It must have been done over the course of weeks. No one person could have
carried all the money out of this vault in one go. It’s just not possible.”
Griphook seemed at a loss, and Susan stepped into the vault herself. Just on a
hunch she did a Magic Sense, assisted by Sparkle.
“Professor, I think there’s some sort of enchantment on the walls.”
He looked at her for a moment, then grumbled something. He took out his wand.
“Finite Incantatem!”
Slowly, words began appearing on the sides of the vault’s walls.

You may have broken our lord, but now we have broken you, Harry Potter.
Know that this is only the beginning of our vengeance.
The words seem to have been burned into the walls of the vault, thought Susan,
then made invisible. With the spell of invisibility lifted, the words appear. Clever.
“I guess we have our answer,” said Harry. “The next question is, what is the
goblin bank going to do about this theft?”
“We will begin an investigation at once, of course! The reputation of our bank is
on the line.”
“You really think that’s going to be good enough?” asked Susan. “Harry needs to
buy school things right now. He has absolutely no money. What do you think you should
do about that?”
“I’m sure a small loan could be arranged…” said Griphook hopefully.
“At zero interest, payable only when the bank finds and recovers every part of the
missing fortune.”
“Yes, I’m sure something-” His eyes widened. “We need to check the other vault.”
“Indeed,” said Severus, climbing aboard the vehicle again. “Given how long this
theft went unnoticed, I am hoping, for your sake, that the contents of vault seven
hundred and thirteen are intact.”
“I’m sure they are. Positive. Yes, you’ll see. The bank does apologize, Mr. Potter.
We will do our best to find those responsible.”
“Thank you.”
Up to speed again on the cart, Susan shouted to Harry. “Sorry about your vault.”
“I didn’t know I had any money anywhere, so really this doesn’t change much.”
“Still, being rich would have been nice.”
“You can say that again!”
“Being rich would have been nice,” she shouted louder.
“I heard- Very funny!”
“Thanks!”
Again the squealing and violent breaking, and Griphook positively leapt from the
cart and started undoing complex locks on the vault door. It opened, and everyone
looked inside. Susan thought it too was empty, but no, it looked like a small something
wrapped in paper was sitting just inside.
“You see? Safe and sound,” said Griphook, seeming relieved.
“We’ll see,” said Snape, picking it up. He walked to the back of the vault, barking
“Stay there,” to Susan and Harry. He unwrapped it slightly and took something out of a
pouch, touching it to the thing. He was obviously satisfied, as he wrapped it up again.
“It’s not a fake. Let’s go.”
Back at the upper level, Griphook tried to get away, but Susan grabbed him.
“I think you better see to the loan first, then report the theft. After all, it’s been this
long, it can wait a few minutes longer.”
“Yes, very well. This way.”
Griphook led them down another passageway to where a goblin was working in

what looked almost like a modern office. Just without modern office equipment- there
were still shelves full of paper and books, filing cabinets, and a properly sized desk
against a window. The two had a hushed conversation, and the other goblin got a more
haunted look as the conversation continued.
“Come in Mr. Potter, come in. Steeltoe the goblin, at your service. Griphook here
has told me about the grievous breach of our security, which I assure you the bank will
get to the bottom of. Meanwhile, you need to buy supplies and such,” he went over to a
corner of the room where he tapped on the wall. “We can accommodate you.”
The stone seemed to flow away and a rather modern looking safe slid out, which
he put his hand on. The dial started spinning back and forth on its own, and the door
popped open. He reached inside and pulled out a cloth bag that jingled.
“Would two hundred Galleons be enough, do you think?”
Harry looked over at Severus, who rolled his eyes and nodded.
“Excellent, most excellent,” said Steeltoe, handing the bag over. “I won’t even
make you sign for them. Consider it a gift in good faith that your money will be returned.
Though I would certainly appreciate it if you, ah, didn’t mention our little lapse to
anyone?”
“I’ll consider it.”
“Ah, yes, well, we could hardly ask for more. It’s just, being who you are and all,
uh. Our records show this young lady does not have a vault, perhaps another 200 for
her as a starting member?”
“You want me to put my money in a bank I know that has just been robbed?”
“But that’s just what I mean! Our record thus far has been quite good. To spoil it
now… perhaps 300? As a show of good faith? I’ll even wave the opening fee and the
yearly fee for the next… shall we say ten years?”
“Very well. But I’ll take 50 with me right now.”
“Of course, of course. I’ll draw up the paperwork and get you a key right away!”
He went over to a shelf and started pulling papers off. Harry of course was busy hefting
his sack of coins.
Haven’t they heard of paper money?
Moments later Susan signed her name to a modified contract and put her key
into her pocket dimension, which both goblins and Severus jumped at.
“My 50?”
“Of course!” Steeltoe rummaged around the safe some more and came out with
a smaller bag for her. She opened it and peered inside. They seemed to be… gold.
“Huh,” she said, taking one out. She hefted it. “These are gold, aren’t they?”
“Goblin made! Only the purest gold, mixed with a bit of silver because gold is so
soft, goes into making our coins.”
Susan knew gold was expensive, but how expensive, she wasn’t sure.
“If I had some non-magical currency I wanted changed into this magical currency,
would the goblin bank handle that, as well?”
“Yes, we provide those sorts of services, for a small fee. I believe the going rate
is about $100 per Galleon. Susan worked hard to contain the excitement in her voice.
“Very well. I may be making some transactions here in the future in that case. My
allowance, of course, won’t spend in the magical world if this is what you use for money.
But if I can convert it…”

“Not a problem. Anything we can do for the friend of Harry Potter!”
“Find his treasure.”
“We fully intend to.”
“Then I think we’re done here. Shall we go, Professor?”
“Finally.”
Susan resisted the urge to skip away from the bank for almost fifteen seconds.
Then she started skipping and laughing.
“Restrain yourself,” intoned Severus.
“You get it, don’t you,” she asked Harry.
“Something about gold, I’m guessing?”
“I’m not sure, but I’m confident just one of these little coins has at least a
thousand dollars worth of gold of it. I remember reading it was some bizarre amount per
ounce, anyway. And an ounce isn’t that much when you’re talking a heavy metal like
this!”
“What are you blathering about?” asked Severus.
“I send this coin to a place that scraps gold. They don’t even look at it, they just
melt it down and weigh it. They send me, to use round numbers, a thousand dollars. I
take that thousand dollars and go into the bank, which helpfully gives me 10 Galleons
for it, a net gain of 9. I spend nine of them, then send the tenth one to the gold scrapper.
I get back a thousand dollars, and the cycle repeats.”
“Gold is worth that much in the muggle world?”
“I am not liking that word, muggle. Anyway, I always wondered why gold seemed
a bit scarce, but now I know. All you wizards snapped it all up so you could leave piles
of it hanging around vaults. So no wonder the stuff is so rare outside. And they seem to
not realize it, because the percentage is so low. Obviously I wouldn’t do hundreds of
them at a time, someone would get suspicious. But it perfectly explains my Resources:
Money background, which I had never been able to access before. It all fits!”
“Sometimes you say the most bizarre things,” said Harry. “But it does sound like it
would work.”
“Of course it won’t,” Severus remarked sourly. “There are charms to prevent that
sort of thing placed on the coins when they are made. After all, they could be melted
down to make jewelry that would be worth far more than the coin itself. You must think
us completely naive!”
“Oh, is that so?” But he doesn’t understand exactly how I work. My character
sheet says I can spend $1000 a month so somehow, some way, I’ll be able to spend
$1000 a month. Now maybe I’ll have to cast Dead Magic on them on a precaution, but
somehow my being a Paragon and having that noted on my sheet will make it come
true. But I hate to argue with him and tell him how I would do it. Let him think he got the
last word in on that. Sucker.
“It is.” He began pointing. “Now, attend me. Robes, books, sundries, wands. I’ll
be over there when you’re done, come find me.” He last pointed to what looked like a
bar, then stalked off.
“You would think handing him wealth would perk him up a little,” remarked Harry.
“Where do we go first?”
Not that he can do it my-

They looked at each other. “Wand!” They both smiled, grabbed hands, and ran
towards the wand shop.
The shop was packed, floor to ceiling, with boxes, upon which measurements
and such were written. It almost seemed they could all pitch over at any moment, but
judging by the dust on some of the lower boxes, the stacks had stood the test of time.
“Hello?” said a voice, and a kind looking face stuck out from behind a stack. “Ah,
more customers! Busy time of year, just before school begins. Yes, busy indeed- Oh
my.” His eyes darted to Harry’s forehead. “Harry Potter. Of course. How the time does
fly. Why it seems like only yesterday your parents were here to find their wands. What
wand will choose you today, I wonder? I must admit, I’ve thought about it a time or two,
and I have my suspicions. And who is your friend?”
“This is Susan. She doesn’t need a wand, strictly speaking. But we thought it
might be interesting to see what happened if she came here.”
“Not need a wand! Nonsense my boy! Every Witch needs a wand! Unless,
perhaps, you have purchased a wand from one of my compatriots in the wand making
business?”
“I’m a wizard, not a witch,” said Susan. “I suppose technically you would call me
a Natural Magician.”
“Yes, I’m sure you’ll be a natural,” said the man, obviously not listening. He pulled
a wand out from the stack. “Try this one!”
He handed it to Harry, but it was immediately snatched away again. He set it
down on the counter and went to get another, and while he did, Susan picked it up.
“What do you make of it?” she asked Sparkle, doing a Magic Sense.
The fairy shrugged. “I don’t see the appeal. It feels just like a stick of wood to
me.”
“Same here. Weird.” She set it down again. By this time the man had tried
several wands and was looking Harry over. “Yes, I think it’s time to try that one,” he said.
He turned and went into the stacks, looking for one in particular.
“What do you think?” Harry asked, as Susan was holding two wands in her hand
and hefting them carefully.
“I think your type of magic needs some kind of focus to work properly. You heard
what he said, he’s never considered a wizard that might not need a wand. The wand
itself is not magical, at least not in the sense that you are. I think there’s something
magical inside it, but what that means-”
“Here we are,” said the man, returning. “Yes, wondered when I would sell this
wand.” He carefully took it out of the box. “See what you make of this, Mr. Potter.”
As Harry took the wand a ribbon of light traveled from the tip, down his arm, and
across his whole body. Susan had to admit that the wand did look, well, right, in his
hand. Odd.
“I thought as much,” said the man, whisking it back into the box and stepping
behind the counter. He put the wand reverently in a small bag and rang up a 7 on his
old fashioned register.
“Does it mean something?” Harry asked, fishing into his sack to grab the needed
coins.
“Who can say,” said the man. “But I will tell you one thing. The core of your wand

is quite similar to his. So similar, I would say, as to be almost the same. After all, the
phoenix that donated the feather that’s in the center of that wand lost a second feather
which I used. I think you know who I’m talking about when I say the twin to your wand
came to his hand the day he stood in my shop.”
“Voldemort.”
He nodded gravely. “I will be quite interested to see what path your career takes
Harry, yes, quite interested indeed.”
The man handed him a receipt.
“And now for your friend!”
“Honest, I don’t need one.”
“No need to be shy,” he said, going into the back again. “I’m sure I have a wand
that will suit you!”
They slipped out.
Susan was quite interested in the books Harry bought, and bought her own
copies as well, sticking them into her pocket dimension. As she figured this would be
her only chance for a while to browse, she also picked up a few tattered copies of books
that looked interesting. As worn as they were, she could buy a dozen for a single
Galleon, and besides, she only needed one left at the end of this little shopping trip. She
picked up “Hogwarts: A History” and anything having to do with what great wizards had
done in the past. If it turned out some complex spell for wand users was easy for her,
she would want to learn it quick. Her pocket dimension spell got her some strange looks
after she paid for them all and shoved the bag in, but then people just shook their heads
and went back to browsing. She barked a laugh.
“Even in the magical world, if people see something they can’t explain they just
shake it off. Wild.”
“I guess you’re right.”
She looked at Harry’s copy of “Magical Theory” and sighed. “I hope you don’t
have to unlearn too much. It seems like our methods of doing magic are so different, I’m
not sure now that anything will transfer over.”
“We’ll see.”
Lastly was “robes,” which confused both of them. “Why can’t we just wear regular
clothes? It’s almost like they’re going out of their way to separate magical and nonmagical people.” asked Harry.
“I’m not sure, but I refuse to wear a pointy, black hat!”
Entering “Madam Malkin’s Robes for All Occasions” they saw who must be
Madam Malkin bustling around the shop, making adjustments to her assistant’s
measurements.
“Two more?” she asked. “Fine, just fine. There’s room in the back dears,
someone will be with you shortly.”
They headed to the back, where a rather nervous looking boy was being fitted.
“You think they would have a spell to resize robes,” Harry remarked. “They all
seemed to be doing the work by hand. Odd, that.”
“There’s a lot of things we don’t understand yet, I guess,” Susan answered.

“Hello! How are you?”
“Fine,” said the boy. “You?”
“My head is about stuffed full of all it can take at the moment,” Susan answered,
“And for me and my 7 KNOwledge, that’s saying something.”
The boy gave her a blank look. “Anyway, I’m Susan, and three guesses who this
is.”
“I’m Neville, nice to- You’re Harry Potter!”
“One of these days you’ll meet someone who doesn’t know your name right off,
and the Earth will stop spinning.”
“Gran!” shouted Neville, “Come and see, it’s Harry Potter!”
“No need to shout,” said a stern looking witch who walked into the back. “Even if
it- it really is, isn’t it?”
“See, I told you.”
“It’s nice to meet you, Harry,” said Neville’s grandmother. “And I know you
probably feel you don’t deserve it, but thank you, from our family to yours. The war was
terrible for a lot of families but yours and ours suffered particularly, I think.”
“Gran!”
“I’ll say no more, don’t worry. But confidentially-” she pulled Harry over to the side
and lowered her voice. “My grandson is a bit… timid. I know it’s horrible of me to ask a
favor of you after we’ve just met, but if you could see fit to sort of, I don’t know, take him
under your wing, so to speak? Toughen him up a little bit, that sort of thing? It would
mean the world to me, honestly.”
“I’ll do my best,” said Harry, a bit put out.
“You have no idea how relieved that makes me. Well, I won’t take up any more of
your time. It was nice to meet you both. Goodbye!”
She seems like a woman with high RESolve. A very forceful PERsonality, too.
The witch taking measurements was done, and Neville and his Grandmother
slunk, and swept, respectively, out of the room. “See you at school!” said Neville over
his shoulder, which caused him to almost trip himself. His grandmother tut tutted which
Susan didn’t even think was possible.
“He seemed nice,” said Harry, climbing up on the stool to be measured next.
“He was with this grandmother, not his parents. I wonder if they got killed during
the war?”
“Maybe. You know, I kind of hope Voldemort does come back, so I can take him
out a second time. Properly this time, you know?”
The witch making measurements gave a little squeak and fell over backwards,
passed out.
“Whoops?”

4
Meet the rest of the party
Time: The 36 days between the shopping trip and the departure
Place: Privet Drive
The last month before school was a curious one for both kids. With Harry now off
limits to Junior and his guardians, life got a little smoother for him. After Susan finished
her copy of the books she loaned them to Harry (and vice versa) and he leafed through
them, picking up a little more history that kids raised by wizards would have just picked
up naturally. The temptation to get his wand out was strong, but he knew that was
probably a Bad Idea, so he contented himself with sticks out in the yard. He practiced
the wand motions and intonation of spells as shown in his books endlessly, much to the
embarrassment of the Dursley’s. But Susan was never far away, and if she caught
Senior staring out the door or window at him, she had but to glare and he went away.
Both were surprised about the difference in potion making they discovered. It
seemed Imbuing was quite different than potion making, for a variety of reasons. But for
once, wand magic seemed to have won out.
“It doesn’t say anything in here about the XP costs for potions!” said Susan,
throwing the Magical Drafts and Potions to the ground. “I don’t think it costs you XP at
all!”
“I still don’t know what XP actually is,” said Harry.
“When I make a magical item it costs me some of my potential. Like I could learn
a spell, or bind a spell into an object, but not both. It seems you could brew potions all
day long and still learn a spell or whatever at the end of the day!”
“Ah, but I can only make potions,” countered Harry. “You could make me a pair of
shoes with the fly spell on it.”
“Yeah, I guess.”
“You can’t be better in every way, you know.”
She laughed. “I guess you’re right, I shouldn’t complain. After all, I could do
magic right now, and they would never know.”
The first of the month Susan used Teleport from writings to head back to the
bank and make her “deposit” of nine Galleons, which went smoothly. Having gotten a bit
more than she expected for the gold she saved some as “normal” money and gave
some to her mother. When asked where it came from, she just replied “Magic” with a
laugh, and her mother just shook her head. She took the money though. Susan debated
memorizing Teleport but it was a grade 8 spell, and she wanted to save her XP for
school, just in case. She had earned a little in her adventures thus far, but not a lot, and
if she decided she needed to learn something for a class, or Imbue something at the
last minute, she better be able to do it!
They were half in and half out of the magical world, and both for once looking
forward to school. Then, two days before they were scheduled to leave, Susan received
an owl bearing a letter.
Dear Miss Felton,

I hope that you are enjoying your last days of summer and are looking forward to
attending Hogwarts. The staff here have been pouring through books on magical theory
and history to see if anyone like you has ever been found before.
They have not, as far as we can determine. However, we must admit we don’t
know exactly how your magic works, so we have only looked for people who have
primarily done wandless magic, and as expected there are none.
As such, we would request that you, for the moment, pretend that your magic is
no different from your classmates. When you arrive at Hogwarts, go through the sorting
ceremony as normal (which we hope works on you) and after dinner, find your way to
the corridor marked on the map. You will find a statue of a phoenix which hides the
office of Headmaster Dumbledore. Speak the words “Lemon Sour” (don’t ask) and you
will be able to enter.
At that time, the Headmaster requests (if you can) that you explain exactly how
your magic works, and demonstrate what spells you know. If your magic is close
enough to ours to fool the other students, we suggest you do so. It could be a
tremendous advantage to take a wizard who thinks you are helpless without a wand by
surprise, as I’m sure you can guess. If it is not, some other arrangement will have to be
made.
We hope we can count on your cooperation in this matter.
Minerva McGonagall,
Deputy Headmistress
“Shoot, I don’t have a wand!” exclaimed Susan, after reading the letter.
“You could just go get one quick, you’ve been back there before, right?” asked
Harry. “I don’t know, the guy in the wand shop seemed to think the wand chose the
wizard,” said Sparkle. “And we all saw what happened to you when you touched yours.”
“Could you prepare some sort of illusion?”
“Two problems. We don’t know if it’s the same for every person, so if I did the
same and it’s different-”
“He’ll know something’s up right away. But if you did something different and it’s
the same- Got it. What’s the other?”
“If wands really do choose their owners, I’ll be taking some other poor person’s
wand. They’ll go through the whole shop looking for it, but it’ll be gone!”
“Oh. So what are you going to do?”
“Magic, of course!”
Harry groaned.
“There’s a spell that’ll make an object out of nothing. I’ll just make my own, I saw
some examples in the shop, I can fake one up.”
So she did.
And so time passed, and the pair finally found themselves standing inches (or
possibly miles) from where they were supposed to be to find the train which was about
to take them to school.

“I’m stumped. Didn’t think actually finding a train would be this hard,” said Susan,
scratching her head. “I mean, my Magic Sense shows there’s something around here,
but I can’t figure out what.”
The four, that would be Harry, Susan, Sparkle and Susan’s mother, Stacy (who
had driven them) stood between platform nine and ten.
“I had hoped it would be like the castle,” said Harry. “That magic users could see
it, but other people couldn’t.”
“Yeah, no such luck.”
“Still, we have twenty minutes, no need to panic.”
“I’m not panicked. Anyway, some other new student is bound to come along any
minute, right? Just look for someone with a lot of luggage and an ‘owl, cat or toad.’
Honestly, a toad? I can see an owl or a cat being useful, there may be mice in the
castle-”
“That would be nice!” said Sparkle.
“But a toad?”
Harry shrugged. Naturally, all of their luggage was safely stored out of the way, in
Susan’s Pocket Dimension. On reflection, thought Suzan, that had perhaps been a bad
idea. She had a cat, but no luggage, so no wizard would recognize them as being first
year students and point them in the right direction.
“It will be quite embarrassing if we are all still stuck here when the train leaves,”
said Sparkle.
“Worst comes to worst, I can just send a letter to the school again. I’m sure I
could find someplace pri- Wait a minute.”
“What?”
“I think we have a winner!”
“What?”
“Owl.”
“Ah! Vundabar!”
Coming down the platforms was a slightly obese woman trying to corral four boys
and holding a younger girl by the hand. All of them had red hair, and two were twins.
She sent a boy named Percy through first, and the two watched in amazement as,
instead of smashing into the wall and killing himself, he seemed to disappear.
“Now that’s something you don’t see every day,” remarked Harry.
Susan, however, was looking around. “Actually, it might be. Look around, no one
is shouting that some boy just got vaporized. There goes one of the twins.” Fred (or
George) sailed through followed by George (or Fred). “See, no reaction at all. Weird.”
The woman was looking back at them now, and looked down at Sparkle.
“You wouldn’t be trying to get on the platform, now would you?” she asked kindly.
“Actually, we are, now that you mention it. It’s our first time…”
“And of course that wasn’t put into your letter either. That’s Dumbledore for you.
Well there’s nothing to it. You just walk straight at the barrier and- where’s your
luggage? You don’t have much time you know.”
Shoot, thought Susan. They probably won’t have a Pocket Dimension spell, how
are we going to get our stuff out later?
“It’s, uh, taken care of,” said Harry, a bit lamely.
Probably he realizes it too.

“Well, if you say so. As I was saying, right at the wall and you’ll find yourself on
the platform. Go ahead dears, head on through. Ron is just starting this year too, he’ll
be right behind you.”
“Thank you very much,” said Harry.
“Yes, thanks,” said Susan.
“Shall we?” asked Harry, motioning Susan to go first.
“Indeed,” replied Susan, mirroring the motion.
“Honestly, you two,” said Sparkle, and ran through the barrier. The two followed
suit.
“Did that cat just-” They didn’t hear the rest of the sentence because they all
found themselves in front of an antique steam engine that seemed in pristine condition.
Kids were running everywhere, and many eyes had tears.
“I don’t think you should talk for awhile,” Harry said to Sparkle. “At least until we
learn if cats in the magical world can talk.”
Sparkle nodded, then started washing her face.
“Well, let’s not stand here and clog up the entrance, shall we? Wonder if we
teleported or they just folded space there or something?”
“Good question.”
As they moved forward, Ron came through after them.
“Wicked,” he said, spying the train.
“I guess if you’re into 19th century technology,” Susan said. “Better find a seat,
train leaves in just a few minutes. You want some help with your stuff?”
“Oh, uh, sure. Thanks!” said Ron.
“No problem!” said Susan, grabbing a suitcase. “Many hands equals light work
and all.”
“Hey Nevillee,” said Harry, passing him and his grandmother on their way to
board the train.
“Harry! You made it! Keep a lookout for my toad, would you? I’ve lost it.”
“Sure thing Nevillee,” he replied. Sparkle started sniffing around. “I’ll be along in a
moment,” she whispered.
The three found an empty booth near the back of the train and loaded Ron’s
luggage into it, then sat down themselves.
“I’m Ron, thanks for the help.”
“Susan,” said Susan.
“Harry,” said Harry.
“Potter?” asked Ron.
“Wait, you’re Harry Potter?” asked Susan, with mock amazement. Harry glared at
her. “What, everyone else gets to say it.”
“You two know each other?”
“We were neighbors.”
“Blimy.”
“Have you really got…” Harry lifted his bangs. “I guess you do. Sorry about your
parents.”
“Thanks.”
“Tell us about the wizard world!” said Susan as Sparkle to the door.
“Yeah, your whole family is wizards, right? We’ve both been reading about it, but

honestly we have no clue what to expect. I mean, we’re going to school in a castle, for
pete’s sake.”
So Ron explained a bit about how wizards lived, and the time on the train flew by
until lunch. A kindly looking woman pushing cart full of food went passed and knocked
on their door.
“Anything off the cart then?” she asked.
Ron mumbled something about sandwiches, and pulled a paper wrapped bundle
out from one of his bags.
“We have food,” started Susan, looking at Harry.
“In our luggage,” said Harry.
“Which is not exactly accessible right now,”
“Because we haven’t learned to think things through.”
“Of course we have lots of spare money.”
“In the luggage.”
They both paused.
“Thanks, nothing for us.”
The lady nodded and moved on.
“You want a sandwich,” asked Ron. “They’re corned beef, which I’m not exactly
fond of. There’s seven of us at home, currently, and she always forgets.”
They both stared at him.
“You would share with us?” asked Harry.
“People can be kind,” said Susan.
Harry thought for a moment. “I say we trust him.”
They gazed at him for a moment. “You think?”
“You could always kill him later.”
“What?” squeaked Ron.
They both laughed. “See, Susan here knows a spell, not your typical spell, mind
you.”
“Yeah?” They had Ron’s attention.
“Basically she can stick stuff into this weird, other space, and then call it out later.
That’s where our luggage is.”
“Oh, that’s how they make those trunks that are bigger on the inside, right?”
“You know it then? Well, that’s a relief. We weren’t supposed to show it off, but
you’re okay, right Ron?”
“I won’t tell anyone!”
“Okay, here goes then,” said Susan. She began to cast the spell, then froze.
Crap, I forgot I have to pretend I’m a wanded wizard now.
Luckily, her wand was close at hand, as she was trying to get used to carrying it
everywhere (which was a huge pain, let me tell you).
She pulled it out, and Harry gave a small sigh of relief. She started again, and
twirled the wand around, where a glowing circle appeared. “Pocket Dimension, retrieval,
lunchbag” she said, and from Ron’s point of view, reached into nothing and pulled out a
sack with food in it. Ron’s eyes got wide.
“That was amazing! How did you ever practice it? Didn’t you say you had been
raised by Muggles?”

“Her story is a little more complex that most,” explained Harry, as Susan got out
their lunch. “That’s why Dumbledore didn’t want it spread around. I hope we can count
on your silence?”
“Yeah, sure. But you must be bloody brilliant to do magic like that!”
They were interrupted by Neville, who slid their door open.
“Nice to see you again, Neville!” said Harry. “This is Ron. Ron, Neville. Did you
find your toad?”
“Actually, that cat brought it back to me, but he’s somehow escaped again, so I
wondered if I could borrow him again?”
“Her,” corrected Susan. “Borrow her. Feel up to it, Sparkle?”
Sparkle arched her back and stretched, then sat down by Neville and looked up
at him.
“I think that means yes.”
“Thank you so much!”
“Hey, thank her.”
“Thank you,” he said down at his feet. “I’ll show you where we were, maybe you
can sniff him out from there?”
Sparkle got up and walked back the way he came, and Neville trailed after him.
“He seems a bit hopeless,” said Susan sadly.
“Yeah, I can see why his grandmother wants me to ‘take him under my wing’.”
“Anyway, you were saying about how brilliant I was?”
Ron laughed. “Yeah, you must be. Fred and George told me a spell to turn my rat
yellow, but it’s never worked.”
“You have a rat?”
“Yeah, his name is Scabbers. He’s a useless lump, mostly just sleeps.” He pulled
a sleeping rat from his jacket pocket. “See what I mean? Oh, I should put him away
before your cat comes back.”
“Don’t worry, we’re all friends here. And Sparkle isn’t one to eat a friend.”
“She did seem awfully smart. Almost like she understood what that Neville kid
was saying.”
They both smirked. “Yeah, how about that?”
“Anyway,” said Harry, trying to change the subject, “Let’s see this spell to turn
your rat yellow.”
“Wait, are we considered at school yet?” asked Susan. “I mean, I have my, uh,
special dispensation about doing magic, but you don’t. You’re underage, won’t you get
in trouble?”
They were once again interrupted, this time by a girl with incredibly frizzy hair.
“Have you by any chance seen a toad? A boy called Neville has lost one.”
“Actually, I just sent my cat out to search for him. She found him once before, so
it should be okay.”
However, the girl’s eyes were on the wand. “You aren’t doing magic, are you?”
Crap, once I had it in my hand I forgot to put it away again. Stupid wand, she
glared at it, I already hate you!
“Actually, you just missed it. But Ron here was going to do some. We were just
discussing if we would get in trouble though, being underage and all that.”

“Well,” said the girl, “I’ve tried some simple spells from the books and they’ve all
worked for me. I’m not in trouble that I know of.”
“Are your parents wizards, then?”
“Dentists, actually.”
The three stared at her. “Really?” asked Susan. “Being a magic user can occur
spontaneously?” Susan looked at Harry. He looked back. “I don’t know about that. What
I do know is that he was quite adamant that magic not be performed outside of school,”
Harry replied.
“Something about some sort of alarm for those that tried.”
“Could I have been doing magic all along?”
“What are you talking about?” asked the girl. “I’m Hermione Granger, by the way.”
“Ron Weasley.”
“Susan Felton.”
“The Earth- is it okay?” Harry rushed to look out the window.
Ron looked confused, but Susan just snorted. “Private joke.”
“Should I know…” Hermione said, then stared at the scar. “Oh, you’re Harry
Potter, of course.”
“Whew, that was a close one.” Harry wiped his brow dramatically. “But- your
parents- how did you know?”
“You’re in Modern Magical History and The Rise and Fall of the Dark Arts.”
“Oh, those. Yeah, I remember now. As I recall I screamed and threw the book
across the room when I read ‘Harry’. I knew what was coming, you see.”
“I’ve never met someone who’s in books before.”
“Yes, well, how about that spell, Ron?”
“Sure, I’ll give it a try.” Ron got out his wand.
“Pudding, Catsup, now I bellow,
I command this rat be yellow!”
Quite obviously for those paying attention, nothing happened.
“I’m not sure that is a spell,” remarked Hermione. “Mostly they’re some sort of
quasi latin phrase with a precise wand movement.”
Ron stared at her, but Harry and Susan got excited.
“I think she’s right!” said Harry.
“Do you have your schoolbooks handy?” asked Susan.
“I think they’re in that bag. Help yourselves.”
Harry and Susan looked at each other, then tore the book out of the bag and
started paging through it.
“She’s right, she’s totally right,” remarked Susan. “Every spell in here is just a
couple of words that are mostly gibberish, and directions for how to move your wand.
You actually picked up on that? Hermione, you must be really smart!”
“Oh, well, uh. Maybe Ravenclaw wouldn’t be so bad, now that I think about.
Anyway, I better get going. You should change, I think we’re almost there. See you
later!”
She slid the door closed and left, but Harry hardly noticed.

“Oh, a quasi-latin phrase with a precise wand movement,” Ron intoned. “La de
da!”
“Really, Ron? That’s how you’re going to choose to react to her revelation?”
asked Harry. “I’ve been pouring over these books for a month, and I didn’t catch it.
Probably because the only magic I’ve seen- Ahem. Anyway, we know where to go when
we need homework help, right?”
“Back up, what magic you’ve seen?”
“Never you mind.”
“If you say so mate. What house are you hoping for, anyway?”
“Well, I don’t plan on taking over the world, so not Slytherin. I’m nowhere near as
smart as that girl must be, so probably not Ravenclaw. Hufflepuff is just sort of where
the general people end up, so probably Gryffindor. You?”
“All my family’s been in Gryffindor, so I probably will too.”
“Ravenclaw for me,” said Susan. “Thanks.” She indicated the book, then started
to put it back. “Hey, wizard news!”
“What’s that?” asked Harry.
“Oh, just an old paper from a week or two ago. I keep some around for Scabbers
to do his, uh, business in.”
“Harry, take a look at this!” She pulled the paper out. “They’re actually publicizing
that, wait, no, this is something else!”
“What? Oh, you mean Gringotts being broken into? Yeah, real head scratcher
there. Apparently someone broke into an empty vault! How mad is that?”
“An empty vault number seven hundred and thirteen,” said Susan carefully.
Harry nodded. “I wonder if it was them? A little coincidental, don’t you think? That
being broken into just days after I visit it?”
“Not everything’s about you, mate.”
“No, no, you’re right. But when I say visit I don’t mean ‘I went to the same bank
days before’ I mean ‘I went to that exact vault days before.’”
Ron started to say something when the door whisked open again and a pale boy
leaned in against the doorframe.
“Well, well. It’s true then. Harry Potter is coming to Hogwarts.”
“Wait, you’re Harry Potter?” Harry said to Ron, pretending to be shocked.
Susan started howling with laughter and holding her sides. “That was *heave*
fantastic!”
The boy looked around the cabin like they had gone mad. “What’s wrong with
her?”
“Oh, she’s just easily amused. Pay her no mind. Who said Harry Potter was here,
anyway?”
“Whole train’s been buzzing about it. I guess some kid named Neville has been
spreading around that Harry Potter said hello to him at the station. You really said hello
to a Longbottom?”
“Is that his last name? It fits him, I suppose. We got fitted for our robes together
by accident. Why shouldn’t I say hello to him?”
“For the same reason you shouldn’t be sitting here with him.” He pointed to Ron.
“Obviously this is a Weasley. Some families are just better than others, Potter,
something you should learn quickly before you make enemies.”

“I’m afraid I already have enemies,” said Harry softly. “Any followers of Voldemort
that are still alive, who may come looking for a little revenge for their fallen master.”
“Exactly- but it doesn’t have to be that way. You were just a kid. There’s talk in…
certain circles, shall we say, that the reason you lived that night is because your magic
was just stronger than his. That one day you’ll take his place, and become greater than
he ever was.”
“I’ve read the stories about what he did. I wouldn’t count on it.”
The boy regarded him a moment, then looked at Ron and Susan. “If this is the
company you keep, I suppose not. Still, my offer stands. My family can offer you wealth,
power, and influence. The Weasley’s can offer you… what can they offer, actually?”
Ron stood up. “Leave. Right now.”
Two larger boys flowed behind the pale one, seemingly from out of nowhere.
“Trouble, boss?” asked one.
Ron swallowed.
“No trouble, Crabbe. Crabbe, Goyle, let’s go. Just remember the name Draco
Malfoy when you need a favor. My family has resources, should you need it.”
He left, and moments later Sparkle came back.
“Think we got any clues as to your little money problem?” asked Susan when he
was gone.
“He did keep mentioning it, didn’t he? It’s a good bet, I’m afraid. Try to get me
owing them something, that means holding power over Harry Potter? Oh, I’m sure
anyone with ties to Voldemort would just love that.”
“Being around you is going to be very stressful, isn’t it?” asked Ron, sinking back
down into his chair.
“I was impressed, actually,” said Susan. “You stood up to him, just like a
Gryffindor should.”
“You think? Well, thanks.”
Suddenly a voice rang through the train. “Hogwarts stop, five minutes. Five
minute warning, Hogwarts stop. Please leave your luggage on the train, it will be
brought into the school.”
“We better put on our robes and get our luggage out,” said Susan.
“Yeah, it would look pretty suspicious if we didn’t have any at this point.”
So as the train pulled into Hogwarts station, Ron’s mind was blown again as
Susan hauled a ton of luggage out of her Pocket Dimension. She had to use energy to
get that much weight out, but she had it to burn.
It’s not like I’m going to be attacked by something right off the train, right?

5
The Sorting
Time: Moments later
Place: Stepping off the train
Getting off the train, Susan, Ron and Harry were as stunned as the other first
years as a giant of a man, his face mostly hidden by hair, was walking about.
“First years? Those that don’t know the way? By me please! All first years, gather
round me please!”
“Did that guy get hit with some kind of growing curse when he was younger?”
whispered Ron.
“Something happened to him. Can’t see him walking around normal society.”
He gathered the awed first years together and pointed down a rocky path,
looking almost as though he was looking for someone.
“All right everyone, down to the lake, and we’ll enter the castle from there. Step
lively now, right this way.”
The giant led them down to the water, where many boats bobbed and sloshed in
the moonlight. Across the water, the enormous castle of Hogwarts rose up from the land
like a sentinel, torch fires flickering in every window.
Harry smiled, at long last he felt he had finally come home.
As everyone boarded a boat, “Four to a boat, plenty for everyone, don’t be shy,”
the giant peered into the face of everyone that went past. His eyes lit up when he saw
Harry and Susan.
“Just one moment you two, I’d like a word, if that’s okay.”
They looked at each other and shrugged. “Fine with us.”
“Great, just great. Let me get everyone else in their boat… No pushing, they
won’t start without ye!”
Ron of course waited, and Neville, wanting to prove he actually did know Harry
Potter, hovered nearby. With everyone else in the water, the giant pulled Susan back up
the path a bit.
“Name’s Rubeus Hagrid, I’m the groundskeeper around here. You are Susan,
aren’t you?” he whispered in a gravely tone.
“I am, what can I do for you?”
“I heard a rumor that you can fix wands?”
Susan smiled. “Do you need one repaired? I can probably accommodate you, but
you won’t be able to tell anyone about it. My magic… well, Dumbledore and I are going
to talk tonight about it.”
“I’d prefer to keep it on the down low anyway, if you take my meaning.”
“Then I shall find you before the weekend is out. I’m sure someone can direct me
to where I can find you in the next few days?”
“You really can do it? Severus was stalking about here for days muttering about
the insane girl who broke his wand, but I never dreamed!”
She took one of his hands in hers. “You will have your wand back, I promise.”
Odd that it’s only one to a customer. Though I suppose if the wand chooses the
wizard-

“Oh, thank you!” he said, sweeping her up into a hug and interrupting her
thought.
“Eep!” He set her down gently.
“Sorry bout that, got a little carried away there. Not usually so excitable, me.
Right, off you go then. Wait, is that Harry Potter with you?”
“Yes, we’re neighbors.”
“Imagine that! Have him come along, I knew his parents you know, great people,
the Potters. I wouldn’t mind seeing him again, now he’s all grown up.”
“I’m sure he won’t mind.”
“Best be off with you. Enjoy the feast!”
“Thanks.”
“And welcome to Hogwarts.”
Susan rejoined the group and carefully got on the last boat, which magically
propelled itself forward.
“What was that all about?” asked Ron.
“A good deed, I think. Anyway, Harry and I need to go visit him once we get
settled in. He knew your parents, Harry.”
“That huge guy? Wow, yeah, I’d love to talk to him.”
“That’s settled then.”
As their boat came to stop, Susan saw that Professor McGonagall was standing
at the top of the stairs leading up to the castle entrance.
“All here then,” she asked crisply. “Excellent.”
Sparkle ran back, then hopped out of the boat again with a toad in her mouth,
which she nuzzled up against Neville.
“Oh, thanks!” he whispered to her. Sparkle just shook her head, causing Neville
to look quizzically at her.
The professor was about to lead them into the hall in the normal way, currently
giving her spiel about the four houses. Harry, Susan, and Hermione, of course, knew all
that from Hogwarts: A History. Sparkle had no interest and was looking around, and
thanks to her high LUCk, happened to be glancing up at one of the windows.
“What the… Deflection!” she shouted, as a green bolt of light stabbed down
towards the first years. The circle of magic caught the beam and deflected it harmlessly
away, but the flash lit up the whole area.
“My word!” shouted Minerva, her wand appearing in her hand from somewhere.
“That was a killing curse! Children, inside immediately!”
As she said those words there was chaos, as everyone tried to crowd into the
castle all at once. Those that were close enough were remarking: “Did that cat just talk,
and cast a spell?” Those that knew what a killing curse was, Neville included, were
freaking out. Harry and Ron, destined for Gryffindor house, stepped in front of Susan
from where they thought the light had come from until the way was clear.
“Quickly now, step lively, don’t panic,” Minevra was saying, eyes scanning the
castle walls. “Susan dear, are you all right?”
“Shaken, but I’m okay. What was that?”
“Something meant to kill you or Mr. Potter, no doubt. At that range it’s hard to say

which of you was the intended target. It seems there are two people who have had that
curse aimed at them and lived. I’ll want to know how you did that, of course.”
“Tonight, headmaster’s office.”
“Agreed. I must tell Albus about this at once, before I let the students go any
further.”
With the students now inside the castle, she waved her wand and a glowing cat
appeared, which ran through the wall.
“Are you okay?” whispered Sparkle.
“Didn’t even touch me. I owe you one, that’s for sure.”
“I thought Hogwarts was supposed to be safe,” hissed Harry. “This does not bode
well.”
Susan just nodded. What would that bolt have done to me? She called it a killing
curse…
Suddenly the door opened and Albus was standing there.
“Everyone accounted for?” he asked seriously.
“The girl wasn’t hurt, but the implications of this-”
“I know, Minerva. For now let us proceed. Our would be killer will not dare strike
among so many, I think.”
“Yes, you’re probably right. Ah, my whole speech is ruined. I’ll explain on the way.
Forward, children!”
As Minerva was explaining the sorting ceremony, Susan noticed that two
professors, Severus and Quirrell, entered through different ends of the hall and started
to sit down. They noticed the other doing the same thing and both glared as if to
demand “what were you doing before?” Dumbledore finished speaking to the others at
the head table, and wands were placed in easy reach. He motioned both late professors
over to him.
He’s going to tell them about the attack, maybe gauge their reactions, thought
Susan. Yup, he’s told them. Mostly identical reaction, interesting. And now they’ve
looked over at Harry and me, oh, very good performance, bravo. Is one of you my would
be- Wait, now what?
Albus had evidently demanded their wands, and was prodding them both with his
own. She stood up on tiptoe and strained to see- it looked like a little hologram floating
above each, showing a messy office being tided up. Is that the last spell they both cast?
Suddenly she realized that everyone was staring at her, and Harry was poking
her in the back and motioning with his head to get on with it.
What? Oh, the Sorting, right.
She stepped forward and sat down. “Are you sure you’re all right?” Minerva
asked kindly.
“It’s not every day someone tries to assassinate you,” she said quietly back. “I
was just watching our two late professors. Very interesting reactions there.”
“Yes, well, in any case…” She lowered the hat onto Susan’s head and waited.
For Susan, time seemed to slow, and the hat spoke to her.
“And what might you be, my dear? Not a witch, that’s for sure.”
“You can tell?”
“It’s all in your head. There’s bravery, yes, no doubt about that. You didn’t flinch

or hide from that bolt just now, did you? You were thinking of what spells you knew that
could defend you, and your friends. Very noble.”
“I’m sure anyone would have done the same.”
“Everyone from a certain house, yes.” The hat chucked. “But at the same time
you’ve read all your schoolbooks, and you have a thirst to know things. A very good
quality for another house I could name. But which is stronger in you, I wonder?”
“Does it really matter that much?”
“There are secrets in this castle that only members of one house or another
would be able to find,” replied the hat.
“I want the house that has the most secrets!”
“And so my choice is made clear- Ravenclaw!” the hat shouted aloud.
Applause from the Ravenclaw table was loudest, and the hat was lifted from her
head.
“It offered you Griffindor though, didn’t it?” Minerva asked as Susan stood up.
She nodded.
“It offered me the same two,” she said with a wink. “But I chose Griffindor. Go on
then.”
Susan went to go sit at the Ravenclaw table, to be swiftly joined by Hermione.
Nevillee got Hufflepuff, and of course Draco got Sytherin, which he looked smug about.
Harry and Ron went to Griffindor, which made Susan a little sad.
I hope this doesn’t change things between us.
With the sorting ceremony over, Albus stood to address everyone.
It looked like he was struggling with himself as to what to say, and kept looking
back at Susan. “Go ahead and eat,” he finally said, sitting down. All the older students
looked really confused, and food started appearing at all the tables.
“Okay, that was weird,” said a witch at the Ravenclaw table. “He doesn’t seem
like himself at all.”
That attack is really troubling him…
Susan and Hermione made KNOledge checks, (or at least Susan did. Hermione
did whatever it was she did to remember things) to try and one up each other quoting
from Hogwarts: A history. She began to like this girl a bit, though she did seem a bit
snooty.
I wonder if this is how other people see me?
After the food had gone, Albus, having hardly touched anything as far as she
could see, got up again.
Once again, the room fell silent.
“I have been debating with myself how much to tell you,” he began, “But as the
entire first year class witnessed the attack, I feel honesty is best. Someone tried to
murder a new student tonight.”
A muted roar of conversation started up, but Albus waved his hands for silence.
“I want you to know that person is fine, and extra precautions will be taken this
very night to make sure it does not happen again. All of you, I am sure, know the story
of Harry Potter, and you have seen him be sorted into Gryffindor this very evening.
There are those wizards who would still wish him harm for what happened eleven years

ago. So I ask all of you: practice well your lessons in Defense Against the Dark Arts.
Report any suspicious happening around the castle. More suspicious than usual, I
mean.”
That got a small laugh.
He doesn’t know that attack was meant for Harry, but he’s making it out that way.
Because it’s likely that Harry would be targeted, and he doesn’t want me singled out?
“Finally, some specific warnings. The forest surrounding the castle is home to
beasts both terrifying and powerful. Some both at once. I advise all students to stay
within the grounds, where the only dangers they shall face are late homework
assignments. There is one place in the castle you must never go, however. The thirdfloor corridor on the right-hand side. The magics found there will most likely kill you
outright, should you attempt them. I would strongly suggest not doing so. If it takes a
few of you dying to get the point across, well, so be it. I did warn you, after all. That is
all.”
“What’s that all about?” asked Hermione. “He might as well have just painted a
target on the floor and said ‘don’t step here’ for all the good that warning will do. Every
Ravenclaw here will be poking around that corridor now.”
“Just what I would want, if something valuable was hidden someplace else in the
castle,” replied Susan.
Hermione thought about this a moment. “You realize you’re my rival from now on,
right?”
“If by ‘rival’ you mean in the Ash Ketchum, Gary Oak sort of way or are you really
asking me if we could be friends?”
“Could we be friends?” she asked quietly.
“Friends,” said Susan, sticking out a hand.
Hermione shook it solemnly. “Thanks.”
“Sure thing. Now, if you’ll excuse me, I have to slip away and find the
headmaster’s office.” She pulled the map she had been carrying out of a pocket.
“Before I almost get murdered again.”
“You’re going to have to tell me why you think someone would target you.”
“I will. I’ll tell you everything, since we’re friends. But you have to promise not to
tell anyone else. Okay?”
She nodded gravely, crossing her heart.
“Tomorrow morning, then. I don’t know how long this meeting is going to go.
Come on Sparkle. See you!”
Hermione gave a little wave and followed the rest of the Ravenclaws up to their
dormitory. Susan put energy into COOrdination but still only rolled an 8 on her Sneaking
check, which she rolled untrained, so plenty of eyes saw her get away. Only one pair
burned with hatred.
“Lemon Sour,” said Susan, standing before the great stone phoenix. It began to
turn, and she had to admit the whole staircase thing was pretty impressive. She
mounted the stairs and let herself be swept upwards. Sparkle followed close behind.
The door ahead of her swung open, and a grave looking Albus and Minerva were
waiting for her. The office, of course, need not be described. Everyone knows what it
looks like.

“Please, have a seat,” said Albus. “I hope you enjoyed the feast.”
“Nothing like a brush with death to begin to appreciate the finer things in life,”
replied Susan. “I don’t suppose what you were doing to their wands proved anything?”
“You noticed that? Yes, I felt it was prudent, as they arrived late, to see what the
last spell they both had cast was. Naturally, both are intelligent enough to have cast
another spell before coming to dinner, so we have no leads at the moment. What I said
was true, however, I will be looking further into it and checking the wards around the
castle.
I am curious, however, how that particular curse was blocked.”
“As am I,” said Minerva, “the speed of the casting was, well, inhuman! I didn’t
even see you move or speak a word. Are you really that powerful?”
Susan laughed. “It wasn’t me. Sparkle saved my life, she was the one that saw it
coming.”
“Your cat?” said Minerva, unbelieving, staring down at her.
“She’s just as good a Natural Magician as I am. And she has an insane LUCk,
like all cats. So she happened to see it in time. I’m glad my family found her. Of course,
Deflection has a zero casting time anyway, so once she saw it coming, it was as good
as deflected.”
“Astonishing. This brings us to the main reason why you were invited here
tonight. To learn how similar and how different are the ways we do magic. Can you, will
you, tell us how your magic works?”
“I trust you both. I don’t mind telling you, it could be important later on. Where to
begin…”
Susan got up and started pacing, thinking about her magic.
“From what I read, and what Hermione said, your spells are all cast in the same
way. A phrase and wand movements. My magic is cast very differently. It’s easier if I
show you… with your permission?”
Albus leaned forward, nodding. His eyes shining with excitement.
“I’m going to pull my book of magic out of my Pocket Dimension. I’ll cast the spell
as slowly as I can so you can see every part of it. Here we go.” She started casting, and
the familiar circle of magic opened near her.
“Pocket Dimension, retrieval, book of spells,” she intoned, and the circle opened
into a formless void. Susan stuck her hand in and pulled out her book. Both professors
eyes were wide.
“Now,” she said, thumping it down on the desk, “let’s see the spell description for
that one.” She paged through. “Ah, here we are. Take a look.”
Minerva moved closer and both took a look at the pages she had opened to.
“It’s the same symbols,” said Albus.
“Exactly,” said Susan. “Take a look at some other spells, you’ll see they’re all
different.”
Albus did so, his eyes darting about the pages.
“That’s the first step in casting wandless magic, envisioning that symbol in my
mind. Then it’s projected from me with magical energies, creating that glowing
representation you saw. The words I say describe what I want the magic to do, defining
the task it will perform. Say I want to fly somewhere, right? As soon as I get there, even
if I want to keep the magic going, its purpose is over and I would have to cast it again

with new parameters. Then I make a stat check of some kind. Each type of spell falls
into the domain of a planet, or the moon in the case of ‘Earth’ magic. I think because
‘Earth’ spells, being so close to home, so to speak, would be too much for a human
body to handle. Anyway, Mars spells, for example, relate to fire or war and rely on
STRength. Forcing the magic physically to do what you want. On the opposite end is
Saturn, which relies on KNOwledge. The more I learn about the world and my place in
it, the better my Saturn spells will work out. Obviously this means I’m much better at
casting Saturn spells than Mars spells, because I’m way smarter than I am strong. If all
that works out the magic goes off, and the spell is successful. This is a slight
simplification, because as a Natural Magician I can expend some portion of my body’s
natural energy to strengthen the magic and get a better result, but that’s the basics.
“Now again, from what I understand, some wand magic spells are instantaneous
and some have a duration. Some just keep going unless dispelled. But you don’t have
to maintain the spells yourself. You could cast a hundred petrify spells or whatever, and
you could still cast a hundred more. I’m not so lucky- when I cast a spell that isn’t
instantaneous I have to maintain it, and that drags me down a little. Also I expend a
portion of my energies to cast the spell, so casting a hundred spells in succession would
probably kill me. As far as trying to maintain that many: My body can only have so much
magic going through it before I can’t even walk anymore because I would just trip on my
own feet. But that lets me fight off things like the Thief’s Downfall in Gringots. Sparkle
here was shape-shifted into the form of a fairy so she could ride on my shoulder, and
when we got hit by that, she had to struggle to hold onto the spell. But she managed it.
From what I understand, the spell of a wand user would have just washed away,
because there was no connection between them and the magic.”
“You are correct,” said Albus, leaning back. “You have certainly done your
homework about this.”
“Well, I’ve been a magic user most of my life, and when I learned Harry was one
too… I tried to teach him some of my spells but none would work for him. I wanted to
know why, so once I got my schoolbooks I started researching it. Of course the
Research spell helped too.”
Albus thought for awhile, and Susan sat down again. Minerva kept paging
through the book, fascinated.
“How did you come by this book?” she asked.
“It’s always been with me. My mother said it just appeared one day in my room
when I was a baby. She tried to get rid of it many times, but it always came back. It’s
connected to me because it appears on my character sheet. Cost me a fair number of
points too, but after the points it cost me to get the spark of magic and natural magician,
it was necessary. Without it, those other backgrounds were nearly worthless here. Not
that I knew that at the time my character sheet came together, but it seems to have
worked out for the best.”
Huh. Wonder if I should tell her the real story? Sparkle asked herself. I suppose
her mother will tell her when she thinks the time is right.
“Has it ever spoken to you? Or shown you things?”
“Spoken? No, not exactly. I can ask it for a new spell, and the next day the
formula will be in the book. That’s why it cost me 4 background points, as much as
natural magician itself.”

“I ask because I see some dangerous spells in here. I mean, Silent Slayer? That
seems a bit worse, actually, then the spell cast at you tonight.”
“It does seem to be a complete record of all magical things I can do, from making
items to feeling out other sources of magic. So yes, many of the spells are dangerous,
but even the most innocuous spell can kill somebody if cast at the right time, right? I’ve
only learned one direct attack spell, Elemental Bolt (fire), so you can put your mind at
ease. About that, anyway.”
“I guess we will just have to trust you. After all, if you wanted to learn those spells
you already would have.”
“There is that.”
Albus spoke again. “The main issue I can see is that your magic is so different
than ours. That magical circle appearing gives it away at the start, that you are doing
something different than we do. Even if you pretended to use a wand during your stay
here, it wouldn’t matter.”
“Am I to leave then? I can learn to suppress the circle to an extent, but it’s all tied
in with my magic, so someone is bound to see it.”
He chuckled. “No, I don’t mean to alarm you, of course. Merely pointing out the
difficulty you’ll face. We could keep you out of spellcasting classes, you wouldn’t get
anything out of them anyway.”
“That would be terribly suspicious though.”
“Indeed. I wonder…” He stared off into space for a moment. “What spells,
exactly, do you have memorized from this?”
“You want the list? Let’s see, I can make light, food and water. I can heal. I can
make things slippery or dazzle someone. Oh, seeing in the dark, setting things on fire
and telling if someone is lying. I have a spell to tell me the time, follow where someone
has gone, or make myself better at doing something, like throwing or playing the piano. I
can repair stuff, oh you know about that one, and I can unlock doors.” Minerva as
flabbergasted, and even Albus seemed impressed. She started ticking more off her
fingers. “I can sculpt stone, become nearly invisible, and breathe underwater. And I can
become out of phase with normal matter so I can pass through walls. Yeah, that’s about
it I think. Of course Sparkle knows a bunch of those, but a bunch of different ones, too.”
“But how can a cat cast spells? Didn’t you say it required speech? She doesn’t
seem like a normal cat, she’s too attentive.”
Sparkle looked up at Susan. “Go ahead.”
Sparkle cleared her throat. “Spells do require speech, professor, so it’s a good
thing I can talk.”
Minerva glanced over at Albus. “What?” asked Susan. “That isn’t common in the
magical world either?”
Suddenly, Minerva shrunk down and became a cat herself, and started sniffing
around Sparkle. “You can do shape-shift? Neat! Wait, you didn’t have your wand out.”
“Actually,” said Albus, “She can turn into a cat, and that’s it. It’s something she
had to work at doing, but now she can do it at will. Am I to understand your ‘shape-shift’
as you call it, can turn a creature into any other?”
Susan nodded, and Minerva was standing there again.
“It’s not an Animagus transformation, she really is a real cat.”
“Of course she’s a real- oh.”

“Yes, you see it, right? She could be a person pretending to be a cat to some
unknown end.”
“That would be tricky with wandless magic, though of course spells can be made
permanent.”
“It seems your magic is quite different, and possibly more versatile, than ours.
And was this cat born this way, or did she become this way because she spent time with
you? How did she learn human speech? How does a normal cat become a wizard? But
the larger question remains, what do we do about it?”
“I hate to go to a magical school and swear off magic. That seems
counterproductive.”
“What if,” said Minerva, “we just treat it as unremarkable? Or that perhaps she is
testing a new kind of wand from Olivanders?”
“Could you, given advance notice, learn a spell that is close enough to what the
other kids are going to learn to be able to fake it?”
“That depends on several things. How many I would be required to learn per
year, and what level that spells are. I can only learn spells if I have the XP for it.”
“I don’t know what ex pea is.”
“It seems no-one does. My mother got very weirded out when I showed her my
character sheet. It’s almost like I follow different physical laws than everyone else, to an
extent. When I do things, like what I would call an ‘adventure,’ I get points. I use those
points to get better at things. Don’t ask, it’ll take all night to try and explain.”
“As long as you understand it, I guess. One day I would like to learn more about
that, but you’re right, that isn’t the issue here. The first magic you’ll learn in Charms
class is the hover charm. What will we do about potions though?”
“I can make drinkable magic items, but again they cost me XP. In some cases a
lot. I wonder though, I can make a potion for someone, and they pay the XP cost. But
you don’t actually have XP, so what would happen? Would it just fail, or would it work
and drain nothing? Would it work and take some kind of equivalent potential that you
possess, but are unaware of because you don’t have character sheets? I would be
interested to try.”
“Can you use our ingredients?”
“Let me see.” She flipped through the book. “I’ll need a specific object for each
potion, and ‘materials costing 10 monetary units times its XP cost’. Now depending on
the cost of the stuff normally used I might be able to get away with just using it for that
part. But if I didn’t know the spell to be put into the potion I would have to refer to the
spellbook during the process. I could just write the formula into a fake potions book...”
“In other words, there are ways you could ‘fake it’ so to speak.”
“With some work, that I am willing to put in, I might add, yes. As long as everyone
buys the story about my ‘beta magic’.”
“Beta?”
“In the non-magical world, something that’s beta is not ready for public use, but is
being tested by people other than the creators.”
“Then it sounds like we have a plan. I’ll get you a copy of what will be taught in
classes relating directly to magic. As long as you don’t do any magic that, say, Hermione
hasn’t mastered, you should be taken as just another witch. Ah, I will have to tell
Severus your potions may be different than the ones he assigns, and may need different

ingredients. He can sneak them to you, I’m sure. As far as grading them, as long they
work properly... oh, they would have to be drunk to know that, right?”
“Oh, we’ll know if it doesn’t. They won’t explode or anything,” she added quickly.
“But if they will not have the intended effect, the imbuing just won’t work.” Unless of
course I fail by less than five and create a cursed object instead, but let’s not go there.
“Very well, we’ll see how it goes. Moving on, how did Sparkle nullify the killing
curse?”
“The spell Deflection forms a magical barrier in the air. Basically, any attack that
can be parried with a shield just bounces off of it. If he had used some kind of area
attack fireball spell, Deflection wouldn’t have done anything. And it seems that spell
would bounce off something that wasn’t alive, so here I am.”
“If only we could teach that spell to our students,” remarked Minerva.
“But wouldn’t you? I mean, it’s still magic, right? I’m creating a magical effect
there in the air. I may do it differently than you do, but if I can do it with magic, shouldn’t
you be able to do it with magic?”
“That’s an interesting theory,” said Albus. “If you’re willing, one I would like to
explore in more detail some time.”
“Headmaster, I am at your disposal.”
“Thank you. You’ve given me a lot to think about, I’ll be interested to watch your
progress and see how your magic really stacks up to ours in everyday usage.”
“I’m glad we could work something out. Now, if someone can tell me how to get
to my dorm, it’s been a long day.”
“Of course. Minerva, if you would?”

6
Getting to know you
Time: Nearly lunchtime
Place: Ravenclaw common room
The students had arrived at Hogwarts on Friday night, because the professors
realized it was best to get them used to the castle and being away from home for the
first time over a weekend. And after waking up rather late Saturday and grabbing a bite
to eat, Hermione cornered Susan and demanded her story. She was only too eager to
tell it. Sparkle snoozed on her lap, having been up most of the night exploring the
castle.
“You’ve had adventures?” breathed Hermione. “All I’ve done is read books, it’s so
unfair.”
“I’m not sure that discovering an empty vault, watching Professor Snape retrieve
a small package and then almost getting killed count as adventures.” Though I did some
XP, so someone must have thought so.
“But you can teleport stuff into Hogwarts! You can fix wands! Could you teleport
yourself into the castle? It’s supposed to be impossible but…”
“I don’t know. I’ve read the Teleport spell over so can cast it from writings. I’ll
have to try it out sometime.”
“Can I see your magic?”
Susan looked around, everyone else was either off exploring the castle or
reading, and thus paying no attention to them. However she did spot a very small man
looking around, who caught her looking around.
“Excuse me,” he said, coming over to her. “Do you know where I can find Susan
Felton?”
“Why yes… professor?”
“Professor Flitwick, charms.”
“Charmed- oh you teach charms. I can tell you exactly where to find Susan.
Tadaa!” She threw her hands wide.
“Excellent! I have something here for you from Albus.”
“Ah, that will be my review notes for upcoming classes. Thank you.”
“Do you really-” he glanced over at Hermione.
“It’s all right, professor. We are officially friends, so I’ve taken her into my
confidence.”
He lowered his voice (even more for such a short guy) “Do you really use a
different kind of magic than we do?”
Susan nodded. “But I’ll be pretending to do the same kind. Hence the advance
warning from the professors here. That way I can learn or create a spell that is similar
enough to magic done here to get by without comment. That’s the hope, anyway.”
“Well, good luck! I’ll be interested to see how you do in my class then!”
“Looking forward to it, Professor.”
He left.
“Let’s see it!” said Hermione.

“What?” said Susan, pretending to be shocked. “Give you advance notice of what
you should be studying? That’s cheating!”
“It’s only cheating if you get caught.”
“Oh, you’re a philosophy major! That’s different.” She smiled and opened the
letter. Her face fell. “What?”
“What is it?”
“It seems we’re going to spend months learning one ‘charm,’ Wingardium
Leviosa. Are wanded magic spells really that hard to get exactly right?”
“I didn’t have much trouble doing the practice ones listed in the front of the
charms book.”
“Weird. Let’s see, in potions class we’ll be working on something to cure boils.
Boils? That seems weird… you wanted to see my magic, right?”
Hermione vigorously nodded her head.
“Okay.” She looked around the room again. “Can you tell me where a huge, sort
of old looking book is in our dorm, that’s owned by me?”
She thought a moment. “Right on your nightstand was a book, is that it?”
“That’s the one.” Susan envisioned it and the magical symbols needed to begin
the spell. “Retrieval, book of spells.” she intoned. Her book plopped into Hermione’s lap.
She put her hand over her mouth, eyes wide.
“That was amazing!”
“Eh, it’s a useful one, I admit. And slightly easier to cast than Pocket Dimension,
so I figured I would just leave it out. Can you put it on the table there, I don’t want to
disturb Sparkle. Thanks.”
She opened it and started leafing through, looking for healing magic. Hermione of
course was enchanted.
“Don’t bother,” said Susan. “You won’t get anything out of it. Harry and I tried for
a month, but it may as well have been gibberish for all the good it did him.”
“Still…”
“I know. Ravenclaw. Ah, here it is. Antigen, grade 5. That shouldn’t be too hard.”
Cure any and all disease in or on the target.
“Thought so. Can you get your potions book?”
“Sure.” She ran off to grab it, and came back, handing it over. “Yup, yup, yup.”
Susan paged through it. “You wand users have it rough, let me tell you. You have to
learn a different potion for every kind of disease. I only have to learn one, and it cures
everything. Is there seriously no potion of ‘cure everything’ in the wizard world?”
“Maybe we just have to work up to it?”
“That’s stupid. Even if it’s insanely complex, it would be a far better use of time to
study and learn to get it exactly right than learn two dozen lesser potions in the same
amount of time. Seriously, when are you going to have the one you need, either made
or on you at the time you need it? My potion cures anything, and I only need one bottle.”
“I don’t deny your logic.”
“As far as sillyosa is concerned, it seems I have two options. Floating Fingers or
its big brother Telekinesis. One is grade one, and can lift a book, but that’s about it. Big
brother, on the other hand, costs me 5 more to learn than that and could, in theory, lift a

car. Especially given that I can put energy directly into my result. How much XP do I
have?”
Hermione gasped as a piece of paper was in Susan’s hands that wasn’t there a
second ago. “Where did you pull that from?” she demanded.
“You don’t want to know,” said Susan with a wink. “But seriously, you don’t have a
character sheet either?”
“A what?”
“Yeah, thought so. I don’t think I’ve met anyone else who does except for
Sparkle, but I do like to ask because how would I ever know otherwise? When I figure
out how to explain it to the headmaster I’ll explain it to you.” She put the sheet “away”
again. “Anyway, I have 17 at the moment, easily enough to learn Telekinesis and have a
bunch left over. It’s useful enough on its own, I would think. Okay, give me about…
eleven minutes here.”
Hermione sat and patiently waited, reviewing Potion of Cure Boils to make sure
she could do it properly when the time came.
Susan made her KNOwledge check, a 13, to learn the spell, and snapped the
book shut. Hermione looked up.
“Telekinesis,” she intoned, imagining the circle she had now memorized around
the book and making precise, quick, hand motions. The light faded and the book rose
into the air. “Looks like I’m prepared for class.”
“That was it? You just sat there looking at the formula and now you can cast it?
You didn’t have to practice at all?”
“Well, I already know how to cast Mercury spells. It’s really just adapting that
knowledge to cast this spell in particular.”
“Wild.”
“As far as my potion is concerned, I’ll copy the formula for Antigen down into the
potions book later so I can look like I’m looking at the same thing as everyone else. For
now, let’s go find Harry and grab some lunch. Then we need to find a man named
Rubeus.”
“Why?” she asked, standing up and heading up the stairs to put the books away
again.
“There’s another bit of magic I have to perform today,” she said, touching the side
of her nose. “And I shouldn’t keep him waiting.”
Four people went down to Rubeus’s Hut, at the edge of the forest; Harry, Susan,
Hermione, and Ron.
“So how’s Hogwarts been to you so far?” Susan asked Harry. “I’ve made a friend,
learned a new spell, and explained to two people how my magic works.”
“What’s this?” asked Ron.
Harry shot him a look. “Oh, right. Her mysterious past or whatever, right?”
“Exactly. Mainly I’ve just been trying to figure out the topology of this castle.”
“Topology?” Ron asked. “Mate, are you sure you shouldn’t be in Ravenclaw?”
“The Sorting Hat seemed to think I would make a good addition to any house.
Even Slytherin, crazy as that sounds.”
“Seriously?”

“I turned down that house, actually.”
“I should think so! Why are we out here so near the forest again?”
“Because Rubeus knew Harry’s parents, and he asked me for a favor.”
“How does he even know you?”
“He knows me by reputation. There was some, uh, magic related hijinks after
Harry got his letter that I won’t go into. Suffice to say I made an impression.”
Ron just scratched his head.
Now close enough, they found the enormous man sitting on a tree stump outside
his Hut, playing a sort of recorder.
“Susan, and Harry!” he exclaimed, jumping up. “I didn’t mean you had to rush
right down here, you know.”
“No trouble Rubeus. I figured you were anxious about your wand so it would be
cruel to make you wait when a couple of energy and a slight effort of will can make
things better.”
“Well come in, I’ll put on some tea!”
The five made conversation for a moment, and Ron noticed all the pictures and
fangs and scales and claws of dragons hung about the place.
“Is that from a horntail?” he asked, pointing at a horn.
“It sure is! How did you know that? Have an interest in dragons, do you? Man, I’d
love a dragon.”
“My bother Charlie works with them in Romania.”
“He’s a lucky guy.”
They started talking about dragon lore, seeming to get along well. Finally, Susan
could take ‘wingspan ratio to fight power’ no more and stood up, hands flat on the table.
“All right, out with it, Rubeus. We all know why I’m here. Are you stalling for some
reason?”
“I don’t,” muttered Ron.
“All right, fine.” Rubeus went and peeked out all his windows, then closed the
curtains. He went over to his umbrella stand and pulled out one, then came and sat
back down.
“The truth is, there was a bit of an incident a few years back,” he began. “And
everyone thought I had set a dangerous creature called Aragog on people. Of course he
never hurt anybody, did Aragog, but the ministry wasn’t convinced. To appease them, I
was expelled from Hogwarts, and me wand, well…” He paused.
“It was snapped,” said Hermione. “Standard procedure for an expulsion.”
“Like you said. Well, Albus, the great man that he is, knew I was innocent so he
convinced the current headmaster to hire me, there on the spot, to actually work here! A
great man, Albus. But now of course I can’t do a lot of magic, and it often goes wrong
when I try. Obviously until I find some way to clear my name I can’t just wave it about,
the ministry would find out. But having it be reliable again-”
“Say no more,” said Susan. “Let’s see what you have left of it.”
Rubeus fearfully looked over at the windows again, then slowly drew two pieces
of wand out of his umbrella. “It won’t matter it was so long ago, will it?”
“What? No, I could put ancient cities back together with enough time, that’s not a
problem. Okay, here goes!”
Spending max energy and taking the most time, she envisioned the circle and

cast Repair on the wand. Just as with the wand she herself broke, it flowed back
together. Rubeus reverently picked it up.
Ron was flabbergasted. Hermione was impressed. Harry was looking around the
hut some more.
“So give us a spell then!” encouraged Susan.
“Right, right. Spell.” He went over to the teapot. “Aguamenti,” he said, pointing
the wand inside, and it started filling up with water.
“Not a bad piece of work, if I do say so myself,” said Susan, smiling.
“I can’t ever repay you,” said Rubeus, fat tears running down his face. “Not ever.”
Susan waved a dismissive hand. “Bah. It was nothing.”
“You don’t understand…” Rubeus tried to say, but had to grab a handkerchief out
of his pocket and blow his nose.
“You made him a wizard again,” explained Hermione. “With his wand snapped,
he was just a big man that worked at Hogwarts. Now he’s a wizard that works at
Hogwarts.”
“She’s got it right enough. Means the world to me, you know? Whatever I can do
for you, you just name it, Susan.”
“Well, just don’t get caught using it because everyone will know who did the
repair job, won’t they?”
“Don’t worry, no chance of that!”
“Um…” said Ron, getting his wand out.
“Yes?” answered Susan.
“Would you mind casting that spell on my wand? It’s, well, it’s actually a hand me
down. Wands are pretty expensive, and there’s still seven us of living at home so my
parents can’t, uh, actually afford, you know. It’s kind of beat up.”
“You can use a wand that belongs or belonged to another wizard?” asked Susan.
“Yeah, it just takes more skill or something, I guess. They don’t work as well, I
don’t know.”
“This won’t make it yours, you know.”
“No, but at least the unicorn hair might stop poking out. As it isn’t my wand I’ll
need all the help I can get just to do any magic with it at all.”
“Okay, set it down.” She prepared to cast the spell again.
It was several hours later that the four headed back to the castle.
“He’s a pretty nice guy, Rubeus,” remarked Hermione.
“He seemed to know my parents pretty well,” said Harry.
“He certainly has a dragon fetish,” remarked Ron.
“What I want to know,” said Susan, “Is how giants, and dragons, and werewolves
and all the other stuff he was talking about can be just wandering around and the nonmagical world is totally ignorant that they exist!”
“Magic?” said Hermione.
“You’re fired.”
They both laughed.
With most of Saturday gone the four explored the castle a bit, then turned in for
the night.

Sunday was spent much the same, but Harry and Hermione wanted to practice
the wand movements for Wingardium Leviosa so asked some older kids to demonstrate
it for them. Susan was sure their motivations were quite different: Harry wanted to get
as early a start on his training as possible in case Death Eaters attacked, and Susan
was pretty sure Hermione was jealous of Susan mastering Telekinesis so easily. Ron
reluctantly started practicing as well, so as to not be left out.
“How can you not be excited about doing magic?” asked Susan, as the three
practiced. “I mean you can wave a bit of wood around and make something float
through the air! Do you know how ecstatic I was after doing my first spell? I could do
actual magic! That was huge!”
“I’ve seen that sort of stuff done all my life. Plenty of time in class to do this kind
of stuff, we should be out enjoying our last day of freedom.”
“Ron, learning is fun,” said Hermione, “not a punishment.”
“So you say.”
In charms class the next day, Professor Flitwick gave them an introduction to
magic and had them practice the “swish” and “flick” wand movements. Susan felt very
silly swinging her pretend wand about, but that freed up her concentration to see how
the others were doing. Ron’s wandwork was quite sloppy, she thought, obviously he had
not grasped the concept of the “quasi Latin phrase with a precise wand movement.”
Neville was concentrating totally on his own hand, his eyes tracking the wand with each
“swish” and “flick,” which she thought was going a bit too far. Draco, who had
deliberately bumped Harry when he went past, had pretty good wand movement, and
Susan wondered if he had practicing previously as well.
With ten minutes to go Filius handed out feathers and cautioned that hardly any
wizard, on their first try, got a result. He explained that failure here meant nothing, and it
would take time for them to learn the forty five individual wand movements that, when
strung together, produced magical results. This was just an exercise because he was
sure they were anxious to get started trying to do magic.
Naturally, Hermione and Harry lifted the feather from the desk on the first try.
Filius was delighted as well, when Draco’s feather also rose into the air, and Susan,
figuring Why the heck not, I’ll be in company now cast her first spell using a different
trigger word than normal.
She knew that should could cast without the words, as long as she thought them.
It just made the spell +4 more difficult to pull off. So she thought Telekinesis but said
Wingardium Leviosa and even with the penalty, the feather was so light as to not even
exist and floated up with the others.
“Astonishing!” yelled Filius, falling off the stack of books he used to stand on.
“Four people in one class? The first class? I don’t believe it!”
So Griffindor got five points, Slytherin house got five, and Ravenclaw got ten.
Hermione was quite pleased.
Ron, looking up at all the floating feathers, seemed to come to a conclusion.
“Hermione,” he asked, “how, exactly, does that wand movement go again?” She
almost, but not quite, managed not to be smug about showing him.
Their first potions class went a bit differently.

Severus swept in, calling for quiet in a voice that brooked no delay, and he got it.
“Well, well, Harry Potter and Susan Felton,” he sneered. “Our newest celebrities.
Heard you both were showing off in charms class, but I won’t have any of that here,
understand?”
Learning a spell successfully is “showing off?” thought Susan. This guy’s really
reaching. Especially as a member of his own house did the same! Maybe I shouldn’t
have broken his wand like that? Still, I would rather share the brunt of his bad attitude
than make Harry shoulder all of it.
He started going off about how grand potion making was, to which Susan though,
Uh, no? Your potion making is crap. You can’t put spells into objects or creams, only
liquids. You have to learn potions for every little thing rather than more generic potions
that do everything. Yes, I’ll admit your “charm” ability to put a spell into an object is nice,
but that’s a far cry from putting any spell into any object, now isn’t it?
“Girl!” he suddenly said, looking at Susan.
Oh, I’m still just ‘girl’ am I? Oh, your XP is going down mister. If you have any.
Severus continued. “What potion would be produced using the ingredients
asphodel and wormwood?”
Hermione’s hand went up.
What? He knows my Imbuing is different from his, the Headmaster told him. I
could make any potion with those ingredients as long as they cost the right amount.
“Sadly, I do not know, sir.”
“I see. What about you, Potter? If I needed a bezoar, where would I go?”
“Your filling cabinet?” he said seriously.
Hermione’s hand stayed up.
“I mean originally, of course, and one point from Gryffindor for cheek.”
Harry looked over at Susan, who gave her head a little shake.
“The stomach of a goat,” Harry replied.
Hermione’s hand went down.
“Good guess,” said Severus, “As I’m sure that’s all it was.”
Actually, I could have told him that one. Hermione, Harry and I all read the same
books before coming here, after all, and that one doesn’t relate to potion making, strictly
speaking. It’s just a thing that cures poison, not a potion, so it was mentioned multiple
times.
“One more chance, girl. What is the difference between monkshood and
wolfsbane?”
Oh come on! There’s no difference for- fine, he wants to play games, we’ll play
games. I earned five points today so far, if it falls to four, well, that’s still more than most.
I’ll give him MY answer to that question, not the wanded magic answer.
“For me there is no difference,” she said confidently. Severus’ lip twitched.
“Another good guess. I’ll expect actual knowledge from you all on my exams.”
Wait, I was right? That backfired on him, didn’t it? She suppressed a smile. Jerk.
After handing out ingredients, Severus reluctantly called her over to his desk.
“I have been… instructed… by the headmaster to accommodate your freakish
Imbuing or whatever you call it. What mystical delight will you be performing for us
today, and what do you need?” he asked, razor blades dipped in acid, and set on fire

cutting his every word.
“As we’re working on a potion of Cure Boils, I thought I would make my version,
that instead cures every disease. I’ll need a piece of cloth that’s been dipped in cold
water and components costing 5 ‘monetary units’. With your odd coinage system I don’t
yet know if that’s bronze or gold, but I’m excited to find out. I’ll need five hours to finish
it.”
“For five Knuts you can make a single potion to cure-” he stopped, coming back
to himself. “Fine. You can stay a bit later to finish it up. I’ll go get you some leavings to
make up the rest of the cost.”
“Thank you.”
With the components gathered, Susan set about Imbuing the potion, reading the
formula from the page she had written the day before. Of course, a magical circle
sprang up around her cauldron, diverting everyone’s attention.
“Eyes on your own work!” Severus bellowed, and everyone hastily got back to it.
While maintaining the magic and waiting for the “ingredients” to break down into magic
to produce the potion, she again watched Neville, who seemed to be focusing on his
hands as he carefully chopped up his ingredients.
There’s something wrong with that boy, she thought. But I can’t seem to put my
finger on what. The others were focused on the knife, or on the directions, but Neville…
He dropped some porcupine quills into the brew, which immediately started to smoke
and melt through the cauldron. He jerked away, and his hand went flying into it,
knocking it over and splashing the contents onto him. He cried out as it burned him.
Severus stalked over and made the whole thing vanish. “Can you not follow even
simple directions?” he bellowed. “You can’t be heating it when you add the quills, that
should be obvious to even you! Seamus, take him to the hospital wing. Back to work
everyone. I suppose you should thank him, Potter, you were about to make the same
mistake! Another point from Gryffindor and one from Hufflepuff for his screw up.”
Neville was lead out, looking at his feet as he walked. Something wrong with that
boy…
“So girl, how goes it with you? You’re not about to blow up my classroom, are
you?”
What the? Man, he moves quietly!
“I got a thirteen on my check, professor, it’s just a matter of allowing the
ingredients to discorporate.”
“A thirteen? What does that even- I don’t even want to know.” He stalked off
again.
Better switch to decaf, dude.
As the class ended and everyone filed out, they gave Susan really funny looks.
Her Imbued potion needed another hour to finish, and the magical circle around the fire
glowed and sparkled happily. This being a double potions session, she already had four
hours into it. Good thing I can stop it at any time, she thought. This would have taken
almost three sessions otherwise. Best to just finish it up now though, in case he pokes
around and messes it up.
Ron, Hermione and Harry offered to wait with her, but she said maybe Harry

should go. There was no sense provoking the man, after all, who was now sitting at his
desk writing up how everyone had done on their potions.
He agreed, and an hour later Susan left with an Imbued casting of Antigen tucked
away in her Pocket Dimension.
What a waste of time, but at least I know “stealing” XP works. Normally it
wouldn’t, of course, as people can’t be forced to give it up, but he wanted a potion so I
made him a potion. Quite devious of me, really. Though I doubt he had it to lose,
something made it work. Ah well, who cares. Still, just casting it would be a million times
easier. Making potions must compensate for spells wand users can’t do any other way.
Rather silly of me to do it. Much better to make a reusable item with one charge, then at
least I could recharge it way easier. Must keep up appearances though, I guess.
Then came the class Hermione had said she was most dreading, because
reading about flying about on a broomstick and actually doing it was akin to reading
about swimming and actually being thrown in the water. Chairs, upon which one sat to
read, hardly ever lifted off the floor.

7
Problem Solving
Time: Broomstick Class
Place: A field outside the castle
Susan looked down at the broomstick she would shortly be “sitting” on to learn
“broomstick flying”. For the thousandth time she shook her head. Seriously, in the
thousands of years magic had existed, no one had figured out a Flight spell? But then,
in thinking about it, her first year magical textbook didn’t list any spells that were cast
upon oneself.
No wonder they make healing potions, wanded wizards seem to have a major
weakness in they can’t use their magic on themselves as easily as I could- if at all.
It was a major revelation, and of course led to the next one rather directly.
Why?
All her magic was targeted. She could cast on herself, a group, an object- it didn’t
matter. In a flash, she decided she probably already knew the answer. Magic flowed
from a person, through the wand, and out. To have magic flow from a person, out the
wand, and then back into the person might cause some kind of feedback loop. Her
magic just appeared wherever she wanted it. She was the cause, but not strictly the
conduit.
In any case, she had cast Flight on herself before class, with the intention of
maintaining it “until broomstick class is over”. She would then just lock her legs around
the broomstick and fly normally. As with trying to remember to use her wand to cast
magic, it would be annoying, but passible. The problem was that Mrs. Hooch expected
them to command the broom into their hands simply by saying “up” to it. As Susan
stepped around the broom and put her hand out, she wondered if that would actually
work for her. Was the broom enchanted to follow such orders? Would it, in fact, work for
her as it did the others because the broom was enchanted to fly and even someone
without magic could make it work?
No such luck. She did a quick Magic Sense of the others and felt some sort of
weird interaction between the wizards and their nearby broomsticks. Almost as if the
brooms were somehow draining magic from the wizards in order to do the minor
movement the others were managing.
“Managing” being a strong word, with only Harry getting his broom into his hand
on the first try. In the end she used Telekinesis on the broom’s bristles, which mostly hid
the circle, then stepped away from it slightly and made them rise towards her, which
made the rest of the broom follow. She grabbed it just under the bristles and caught
Professor Hooch’s eye with a “that’s the best I can do” look. It satisfied her trying to fit in
with the others, and soon everyone was mounting their brooms.
“Right,” said Professor Hooch. “Flying is quite easy. The broom goes where it is
pointed, so if you want to turn, just steer it in that direction. So basically you’re going to
lift it to fly up, and push it down to fly down. So here’s what I want you to do. When I
blow my whistle I want you to pull up on your brooms just enough so your feet leave the
ground. Stop pulling up and hover for a moment so I can see your feet, then push down

and stand again. Everyone got that? And-” She put her whistle in her month.
Sadly, Neville, something wrong with that boy jerked his broom as she was
inhaling and shot into the air.
“Push it down boy!” said Professor Hooch, “Down!” Those in Sytherin laughed,
but Susan got a 13 on a REAson check and saw where this was going. She drew her
wand, using an active action, and then used energy to reduce her Active Delay as much
as she could. She started to say Telekinesis, but stopped, mentally groaned, and
changed it to “Wingardium-”
*THUD*
Neville hit the ground. Crap. Oh, Neville. Sorry about that, it’s because I hesitated
casting the spell.
“Nice effort!” shouted the professor, running over to Neville. “Five points to
Ravenclaw.”
Susan hurried over to them both. “Broken wrist,” said Professor Hooch. “We’ll
have to get you to the hospital wing. You’ll be fixed right up.”
“I could fix it right here,” whispered Susan.
“Too suspicious. I’ll just take him down there, not a problem. Thank you for the
offer though.”
She helped Neville up. “Right, I’m taking him to the hospital wing. I see a broom
in the air-” she looked up to see Neville’s broom floating away. “I see another broom in
the air, and you’ll have a bad time. Are we clear?”
Humm, Severus sent someone with Neville so he could watch his class.
Professor Hooch went with, and used a threat. Which is the better teacher? The
compassionate one, or the jerk?
After he had been led away, Draco came over to her.
“Did you really think you could lift a whole person?” he sneered.
“If I hadn’t been the only one to try, maybe,” she answered. Of course I could,
you idiot. I could lift both you and your musclehead buddies at the same time.
The others looked away, it was true they had just stood there and done nothing.
Even Hermione looked ashamed.
“Hey boss, he dropped something.” Crabb (or Goyle) said, throwing something to
Draco. “It’s a Remembrall, he seems like it needs one.”
“What, it helps you remember stuff?”
“No, don’t be stupid. It just lights up if you’ve forgotten something.”
“Doesn’t seem very useful. The human brain forgets a million things in the course
of a day.”
Not to mention I’m pretty sure there’s a spell in my book to make you remember
something if you know you’ve forgotten it. So even the enchanted objects they can
make aren’t very useful, compared to me? But it’s magic, it should do the same things.
Odd.
“Obviously I mean something important, girl,” he sneered, following Severus’
convention.
“Professor Snape earned the right to call me girl,” she said. “You will apologize.”
It took Draco a moment to process this, but in the end he decided to ignore it as

Harry stepped up.
“Hand it over, Draco,” he said. “I’m sure you don’t need it.”
“You’re quite correct, Potter. The question becomes, will Neville remember he
had it without having it to remind him?” He grabbed his broom and pushed off. “I’ll leave
it someplace so we can observe the result of the experiment. Like maybe up a tree.”
“I’m warning you,” Susan said, pointing her useless stick up at him.
“What, are you going to levitate me? I’m already flying, moron.”
Aarg, using any magic but that will give me away, it’s the only spell they’ve
learned!
However, Harry grabbed his broom and also pushed off the ground, and seemed
quite amazed when it actually worked.
“You’re going to get us all in trouble!” Hermione wailed. “You’re only hurting
yourself, Darco.”
“Normal rules don’t apply to me,” he said. “Come catch it if you can.”
He took off and Harry shot after him. Susan wondered if she should go help, but
then realized she wasn’t maintaining Flight anymore. It seemed with the disappearance
of her teacher, the magic decided class was over and that was that. She could cast it
again, but that would really draw suspicion. Of course, everyone was clapping for Harry
(well, not Crabb, or Goyle) so she might not be noticed. Suddenly Draco threw the ball
as hard as he could, and Harry zoomed past him to catch it in midair.
“I have to admit, right now he looks pretty cool,” Susan said to no one in
particular.
“Oh, does someone have a little crush?” asked Hermione teasingly, poking her in
the arm.
“Who doesn’t?” she asked, as Harry was now floating in the air, while those still
left on the ground where cheering and clapping.
As he landed, Minerva came storming out of the castle and swept Harry off to his
destiny of Seeker, leaving the rest of the class excitedly talking about the whole thing.
Yeah, class is over.
It took the rest of the week, but Susan finally figured out what was wrong with
Neville. It happened thanks to Hermione, as Professor Flitwick was delighting in having
a student he only had to show something once. That’s when it hit her.
“Hermione, you have some sort of photographic reflexes or something.”
“I have what?”
“Some people have photographic memories, right? They can look at something
and then call that image, so to speak, back later. But you see something done and you
can mimic that movement exactly. That’s why you’re such a good spellcaster!”
“I don’t know, I’ve never heard of such a thing as photographic reflexes.”
“Neither have I, but it’s the only explanation that fits, right? Draco would try to get
you to believe that because you came from a non-magical family, you were somehow
inferior to him. (He goes on and on about it often enough) But yet, he can’t hover charm
anything heaver than you can right now. It isn’t blood, or exactness of movement that
determines how powerful a person’s spell is. It’s something else. I have no idea what it
would be for you, but we know a wizard gets more powerful as they age. So something
is increasing.”

“Could it be, I don’t know, a magical muscle?”
Draco snorted. Any conversation that involved blood purity caught his attention.
“You have something to add, Draco?” asked Susan with false sweetness.
“It just sounds stupid. Magical muscle.”
“So what would you call it? I’m sure your father could lift more casting the hover
charm than you could, right?”
“Yeah, so?”
“So, is your blood any less ‘pure’ than his?”
“No!”
“Then what’s the explanation, hum? Obviously his magical strength increased as
he got older. Is it because he got older, or just that he’s done magic longer? Because
from where I sit, you and Hermione are equal in magical power, meaning your blood
purity stuff is meaningless.”
“I don’t have to listen to this.”
“Yes, we would appreciate your staying out of conversations that don’t include
you, wouldn’t we Hermione?”
“Yes we would.”
Draco went back to practicing his hover charm.
“Anyway, back to our original discussion, you can learn to perform spells faster,
but that doesn’t mean you can do them any stronger than anyone else. You just lessen
the learning curve. But there’s one thing I want you to pay special attention to.”
“What’s that?”
“See if you can tell what spell is being cast by just the wand movement. When
you’re up against wizards that can skip the verbal part of the spell, you’re going to have
to read their wands to know what’s coming. I bet you’ll have an edge because you can
think ahead of them, complete the wand motion in your head, and come up with the
counter charm before they finish.”
“You really think that’s possible?”
“If photographic reflexes is real, why not? It wouldn’t hurt to try, anyway. I guess
we would have to get a basketball player in here, and see if you could mimic his getting
baskets to know for sure. But I think I’m right, and that how you can learn spells so fast.”
Then it hit her. “And why Neville has so much trouble.”
“What do you mean?”
“Look at him.” They turned to watch Neville trying to lift his feather.
“What about it?”
“See where he’s looking?”
He’s still watching his hand, not the feather.
“I still don’t get it.”
“Just stay here, I’ll be back shortly.”
Even Susan’s magic needed her to see the target in most cases. She couldn’t
cast her Telekinesis spell on something hidden out of sight, even if it was in the same
room as her. Obviously spells that found things or provided information targeted her,
rather than the thing she was getting information about. She had to assume wanded
magic worked the same way. Without looking at the target, she doubted he would ever
succeed in casting anything, and she thought she knew why.

“Neville,” she said, going over to him, “I think I know why you haven’t been able
to do this spell, while most people can. Would you be willing to try something for me?”
“Uh, sure?” he said doubtfully.
“That’s the spirit. Put your wand down, that’s it. Now, close your eyes.”
“What?” He sounded shocked.
“I’m not going to hurt you, just do it.”
“Okay…”
“Now, touch your nose with your pinky.”
“Is this really necessary?”
“Can you just do it?”
“Uh…” He tried, and failed, confirming Susan’s suspicions.
“Yup, thought so. You can open your eyes, Neville. Professor?”
“Yes Susan?”
“We need to take a little trip to see Madam Pomfrey.”
“Has Neville hurt himself ag- I mean, of course, go ahead.”
“Is something-”
“Shhh, I’ll tell you in a second.”
Once out of the classroom, Neville trudged along after Susan. She noticed he
kept his eyes on his feet while he walked.
“You can’t look up when you walk, can you?” she asked kindly.
“I always trip on things when I do.”
“I’m not surprised. Neville, I’m not sure how to tell you this, but I think you have
brain damage.”
“What?”
“Those here in the wand- in the wizarding world wouldn’t notice, of course.
They’re all worried about curses and jinxes and whatnot. So a simple thing like a boy
not being able to touch his nose with his eyes closed would sail right past them. That’s
why you’re rubbish at everything.”
“There’s an actual reason for that?”
“Yup. And hopefully we can fix it. I don’t know what exactly the name of the
condition is, but I remember reading about it once. We Ravenclaws and our books, you
know?”
He gave a week laugh. “Yeah. I wish I could have been in Gryffindor like Harry
and Ron, but I’m just so useless!”
“Maybe we can get you reSorted, I don’t know. The point is, you’re not useless,
Neville. I’m sure that’s your grandmother talking, not you.”
“Yeah, she was always saying if I just concentrated on what I was doing more,
everything would be fine.”
Susan shook her head. “Honestly, these wizards have their heads so far up
their… robes, they completely neglect thousands of years of science, psychology,
medicine, the works. Neville, on behalf of the wizarding world, I want to apologize. It did
you wrong, and you deserve better.”
Neville stopped. “Thank you.” His eyes shone with tears.
“Don’t get all mushy on me now. Come on.”

They made it up to the hospital. “Wait here,” said Susan, pushing him down into a
chair outside. “I want to ask her something first. I have a feeling she’s not going to
know… anyway, just wait here.”
She went in.
“Can I help you?” Madam Pomfrey asked.
“It’s about Neville,” she answered.
“Oh dear, has he gone and hurt himself again?”
“No, I think… what would you say if a person couldn’t tell where their limbs were
if they had their eyes closed?”
“Is the patient under some kind of curse?”
Yup, that’s how they think. I was right on that score.
“Nope, it’s a strictly physical thing.”
“Oh, then I really wouldn’t know. My medical training focused primarily on
magical aliments.”
Susan sighed. “That’s what I was afraid of.”
“You believe Neville has this condition?”
“I know he does. I just tested him, and he couldn’t find his nose with his pinky
finger when he had his eyes closed.”
“What an odd test.”
“I noticed him always looking at his feet when he walked, or at his wand hand
when he was trying to cast a spell. I then REAsoned he probably had some sort of brain
damage and decided to test it.”
“Goodness! You’re very observant. Do you want to become a medi-witch when
you grow up? I mean to know about such a rare condition...”
Why should I? A couple of spells is all I need to fix just about anything. As far as
knowing about this, that’s a good point. How did I- “It’s always a possibility,” she said out
loud. “In any case, if you don’t know the condition, you don’t have anything that will cure
it, do you?”
She shook her head.
“Good thing I do. You’ve been appraised of my sup- the differences in our
magic?”
She nodded.
“Super.” She pulled the potion out of her Pocket Dimension and handed it over.
“I made this in potions class. You can check with Professor Snape and
Headmaster Dumbledore if you want. It’s an Imbued spell of Antigen. Basically it will
cure any disease. Normally I would just cast the spell over him and be done with it, but
we want to keep the nature of my magic secret as long as possible. So this is something
he will accept, if it’s from you. He understands potions cure things, and he’s been given
a potion to drink. Only one problem- is this aliment, strictly speaking, a disease or a
neurological condition? I’m not sure, but this is the best chance he has.”
“Wait, this one little potion could replace…” she trailed off and looked at her
medicine cabinet.
“Sorry. Our magic is very different. I would have to make those individually for the
patient, were I to open a service of making them. A potions master like Professor Snape
could probably brew up a dozen potions in a day and just sell them. It’s complicated.”

“Well, I trust it does what you claim. I’ll call him in here and get him to drink it.”
“Great! HEY NEVILLE!” she shouted.
He stuck his head in, and she motioned him to come forward.
Neville stood, looking down at himself after he drank the potion, as magical light
played about him. It vanished.
“How do you feel?” asked Susan.
“Different,” said Neville. “Weird. Like I’ve just gotten a new sense.” He held his
hand up and flexed it, then closed his eyes. They shot open again. “I can tell!” he said
excitedly. “I think it worked. I can feel-” He closed his eyes again and took a step
forward. “Yes, I can walk without looking at my feet. It worked, it really worked! I can’t
even describe how this feels!”
Tears were flowing down his cheeks. “Thank you so much, both of you! If you
hadn’t noticed I would have been like that forever!”
“It might take some getting used to,” said Pomfrey. “Most of us have that sense of
body from the time we’re born, so you’ll have some catching up to do.”
“I don’t care. I don’t have to look at my hand to know what my wand hand is
doing. Quick, do you have a feather?”
“A feather- oh, your charms class?”
He nodded.
“Go on back. I want to have a word with Susan here, she’ll join you shortly.”
“Okay. Thank you!” He grabbed Pomfrey in a big hug, then let go and blushed
furiously. “I’m sorry. I just- Thank you.” He hugged Susan just as fiercely, then ran out.
Susan and Pomfrey watched him go, already he was walking upright, and
seemed taller for it. More confident.
“That,” said Susan, “felt really, really good.”
“I have to admit, that was one of my easier cases. Especially since two minutes
ago I didn’t know I had it.”
Susan took a deep breath. “Well, I’m headed back to class too I guess. Unless
there was something else?”
“If you ever make another one of those, I’d like to keep it here, in case someone
comes in with something my standard potions can’t cure.”
“Sure thing. Next double potions class, you’ll get the next one I make.”
“And what did you say it was called? A newro-”
“Neurological condition. Brain damage, nerve damage, that sort of thing.”
“It looks like my medical training has fallen a bit short. I’ll have to see what I can
do to remedy that.”
“You’ll have to get some non-magical, that is to say Muggle,” she said the word
with scorn, “textbooks on medicine. People study the field for years before they’re even
allowed to treat a patient alone, but I’m sure if you can get through a magical medical
training you can at least learn what to look for that’s not a magical condition, but is still
curable with magic. The best wisdom is knowing what we don’t know, right?”
She smiled. “I guess. I wonder…” she seemed thoughtful for a moment. “Would
this potion work on someone that had been driven mad, say by being tortured through
pain?”

“That’s not strictly a disease…” She looked around the room, but none of the
beds were occupied. Susan grabbed her book through space and started paging
through it. “Sun spells. Sun spells. Wow, grade ten?” She silently read for a moment.
“They aren’t currently under any magical afflictions or curses?”
“No.”
“I suppose if the madness was brought on by the loss of a mental stat, like
RESolve or REAson. I don’t know, the spell says ‘Restore a creature to its whole,
undamaged state.’ That would, I expect, include damage to the brain, basically taking it
back to the state it was in before it was damaged. I honestly don’t know. It’s a grade ten
spell, the toughest there is, and it takes ten minutes to cast. That means it could take
me twenty to cast from writings. Difficulty 15, not that it matters. No, difficulty 19,
because of the plus 4. What’s my rating in Sun?” Her character sheet appeared and
Susan glanced at it. “A five. With my maximum energy spent that’s a 16 rating. Sparkle
could assist, of course. There’s a very small chance I could fail, but not by five so it
wouldn’t backfire.” Her character sheet went away again.
“What are you talking about? Where did that paper come from? Wha- Wheeee?”
“Just ignore me. I’m just thinking through the technical details of casting this
spell. It would be tough, but I could do it. I couldn’t guarantee the spell would cure
madness, because I’ve never attempted the spell or cured madness. I would however
be willing to make the attempt.”
“Seriously?”
“I am always serious. Sometimes jovial. Occasionally whimsical. But always
serious. Why?”
“You wouldn’t be able to tell anyone, but of course you’re already trying to keep
your magic a secret, so… I had better ask the Headmaster’s advice in this matter.” She
waved a wand, and a glowing buffalo appeared and raced through the ceiling.
“I saw professor McGonagall do that. Is it some sort of Magical Ally spell?”
“It’s a Patronus. It protects against Dementors, but it can also be used to send
messages very quickly.”
Suddenly there was a flash of light and Albus stood there, a phoenix on his
shoulder.
Neat trick. And hey, it looks like the Headmaster has his own Companion as well.
Cool.
“You said there was an urgent matter requiring my attention, Madam Pomfrey?”
he asked.
“Headmaster, I need your advice on a delicate matter.”
They moved off to the other end of the hospital wing, so Susan sat down on a
bed.
A moment into the conversation he gave a jerk and stared at her. She smiled
uncertainly. There was more urgent whispering, and he strode back to her.
“Madam Pomfrey tells me you have just cured Neville of some sort of brain
damage that was holding him back from casting spells?”
“Yes Headmaster. He couldn’t tell where his extremities were without looking. It’s
rare, I think, in the non-magical world, so I’m sure it’s almost nonexistent here. But as it
stood, he would never have been able to perform the wand movement and sight his
target, and thus, perform magic.”

“Admirable, to have picked up on it. But she further tells me you have a spell you
believe might actually… cure madness?”
“The description is unclear. It’s a grade ten spell, the most difficult I can ever cast,
so it’s on par with spells that can create legions of warriors out of nothing or make
someone immortal. So I would have to-”
“Your magic can bring immortality!?”
“Uh, yeah. It’s called Senescent Cessation, and it takes a full twenty four hours to
enact. If you get it wrong, you die. Let me guess, no such spell for wanded wizards?”
“There is only one means of living forever, and it is currently being guarded in this
very castle. I may ask for your help in protecting it, if your magic is that powerful. But
that is a matter for another time. Madam Pomfrey has called me here because the boy
you have just helped, Neville Longbottom, has a secret. She wanted to ask me if it was
all right to reveal this secret to you. I have decided that the chance of their recovery,
even the remote chance, warrants telling that secret.”
Suddenly, Susan had a vision of meeting Neville in the shop. What did his
grandmother say? Something about their family being hit hard, just like the Potters? And
now Pomfrey is asking about madness, and Neville has a secret. Neville was with his
grandmother!
“Neville’s parents were tortured into madness, weren’t they?”
“You are quick,” said Albus, impressed.
Susan shook her head. “No, it was something his grandmother said to me, when
we met in Diagon Alley. What you told me was just the missing piece of the puzzle.”
He nodded. “Still, I am impressed, and that doesn’t happen often. You are willing
to make the attempt?”
“Of course! If my magic can help, I am honor bound to do so. I’ll need time, I
want to spend extra time studying the spell so I get it right. Two days? Would that be
okay?”
“More than you can know. Just to put the effort in, and make the attempt, there is
no amount of house points I can give you, even if I gave you the house cup every year
you’re here at Hogwarts.”
She dismissed it with a wave of her hand. “I’m not doing it for that. Neville has
been kicked around by the universe long enough, it’s time for some payback.”
“Very well. Know that I personally will be in your debt. Not unlike a certain
groundskeeper I might name?” He looked at her over his spectacles.
“Don’t miss much, do you?”
“You’ll find I do not, Miss Felton. Study your book of magic and let me know when
you are ready to depart.”
“Don’t tell Neville, please. I would hate to raise his hopes and then dash them
again. In fact, let them tell him they’ve recovered, and leave me out of it. Neville doesn’t
know it was my potion, he doesn’t need to know it was me with his parents either. If he
did, well, it would be uncomfortable, to say the least.”
Dumbledore stared at her. “Balance,” he finally said.
“I’m sorry?”
“In your history of magic class you will learn what went on before the boy who
lived broke Voldemort’s power. It was a terrible war, which used terrible magics. I
wonder, if to balance the scales the world has given us you, who will be as terribly good

as he was terribly evil.”
“Ask me again in a hundred years, because only history will tell us for sure.”
“Indeed. But if they do recover, perhaps I could arrange for them to come here
where you might see their reunion?”
“I will cry happy tears along with him on that day from the sidelines, Professor.”
“Excellent. I shall take my leave then. Come Fawkes.” There was another burst of
fire, and he was gone.
“Looks like I’ve made some work for myself. I better go get started. Thanks for
everything.”
“What? No, thank you!”
Susan was out of earshot when Madam Pomfrey said “Twenty five points to
Ravenclaw, for being you.”

8
Undoing Madness
Time: Three days later
Place: St Mungo’s.
It was difficult for Susan to keep from Hermione the reason she was pouring over
Alleviation so much in the days before she planned to try and cure Mr. and Mrs.
Longbottom. The best she could say was “It’s not my secret to tell. If it works out, you’ll
know why, and I would ask you keep it to yourself. If it doesn’t it will be my greatest
failure.”
“Is it dangerous?”
“Not unless I’m interrupted for some reason. No, it’s a healing spell. I just am
using it to cure something I’m not sure can be cured with magic, that’s all.”
She finally accepted it.
Susan spent the next two days, whenever she had free time, pouring over the
extremely long spell. She and Sparkle assisted each other in reading it over, and Susan
was confident she could cast it when the time came. She approached the Headmaster.
“Headmaster, I believe we are ready to attempt the spell.”
“Excellent. There are certain people I must inform, would tomorrow morning be
acceptable?”
“Certainly. I must warn you, this spell cannot be interrupted. I will want at least a
half an hour of time to work in, if not more. I tell you this so the Longbottoms can be
restrained or sedated before I arrive, should their madness require it. I don’t recommend
any sleeping potions or anything like that, because I want them to be as free of wand
magic as possible. If the spell works they’ll be cleared of all poisons anyway, and wake
up right away. Can you pass that along as well?”
“Of course. Will there be anything else you require?”
“Actually, yes. A drop of glue will enhance the spell.”
“Pardon?”
“I can use physical objects as a kind of fuel for my spells. They get consumed in
the casting, and usually aren’t handy enough to bother with. But with something like
this, every little bit will help.”
“That’s why you needed that wet cloth to make the healing potion?”
“Right. Imbuing requires the Enhancer, just casting the spell makes it optional.”
“I see. I will have a glue bottle waiting for you there.”
“Thank you.”
And so the moment arrived. Susan and Sparkle nervously walked in with Albus,
Fawkes on his shoulder.
When she woke up that morning she discovered something different about
herself- there was something written in the “Cards” box on her character sheet. Despite
not ever seeing anything there, she instinctively knew how to use these cards. Sadly,
the fates were not with her, and only card 5, What a Rush! seemed to have any
relevance. To make matters worse, Sparkle had it. Not that it wasn’t easy enough for her

to play it on Susan’s behalf, of course, every little bit would help.
She wondered why now, suddenly, she and Sparkle had received cards, but
Sparkle could only guess.
“Maybe it’s because we could actually fail this, and whatever entity gives out
cards knows it?”
“I don’t know. In any case I’m turning in my two cards for the 3XP. They’re both
combat cards, and I don’t plan on beating the madness to death. That’ll at least give me
a success if we really screw something up. You turning in your other one?”
“A missed me? Yeah, I don’t expect to be attacked at the-”
“Best not complete that sentence.”
“Uh, you’re right. Let’s go.”
“Animals inside my hospital!” a medical wizard exclaimed. “Who let these- Oh,
good morning Headmaster.”
“Good morning. We are here to see the Longbottoms, as I believe you’ve been
told?”
“I understand about a phoenix, but is the cat really necessary?”
“Yes, the cat is essential.”
The man shook his head. “Fine. Whatever. This way.”
Susan noticed that the man had a “this guy is crazy” expression on his face, but
Albus ignored it.
The four were led to a sort of operating room, with a glass wall dividing two beds
from an observation area. This area was full of people.
“Uum,” said Susan.
“I apologize, but I had to inform the Ministry of Magic about your plan. As I have
been informing them of your progress at Hogwarts. They are quite anxious about the
whole thing, though I have assured them of my confidence in you.”
“Headmaster,” said a portly man in a black hat, “I wasn’t aware that your student
was quite so… young?”
“I’m sure I listed her age in my missive to you,” replied Albus. “If I did not, it was a
mere oversight on my part.”
“Hem-Hem,” said a witch dressed all in pink. Susan took an immediate dislike to
her. “Is it your belief, Headmaster, that this young girl will succeed where witches and
wizards much older and wiser than her have failed?”
“That is exactly my belief, Dolores. I have seen her do several impossible things
with her magic in these few short weeks at Hogwarts, this will merely be the latest. And
if I may be blunt, it can hardly get any worse for the Longbottoms, can it?”
Dolores scowled at Susan. “And why has she brought her cat into a hospital?”
“Go and get ready, Susan.” Albus said to her. “Leave them to me. By the way,
these are Gilbert Wimple, Broderik Bode, Cornelius Fudge, Malfalda Hopkirk and
Dolores Umbridge. They are heads of various departs of the Ministry of Magic.” Also
present were Professor Quirrell, of all people, and several other hospital staff.
“Nice to meet you,” Susan said politely. She nodded respectfully and went into
the other room, where upon two beds, side by side, slept a middle aged man and
woman. They were pale and gaunt, but breathed easily.
Albus stuck his head into the room. “Everything satisfactory?”

“I’ll need to move the beds, but I can handle it. Can you cast a charm that will
keep noise from that side out of this side? Unless this place starts burning down in the
next half hour, I must not be disturbed.” After all, the most powerful healing spell I
know? Backlash that and at best, I’ll just die outright. At worst, I’ll take Sparkle and my
two “patients” with me. So let’s not do that.
“Of course.” Albus waved his wand around and Susan nodded her thanks, setting
her book down by the glue on the table over by one wall. She didn’t bother with getting
her wand out, she just cast Telekinesis on the one bed, gently lifting it and shoving it
over a few feet. Grabbing the glue and her book Susan sat cross legged on the floor,
and opened it to the start of the spell. She put a drop of glue on the floor, and looked at
Sparkle.
“Ready?” she asked.
Sparkle nodded.
“Here we go.” Susan began to read.
Having already made her Magical Theory check to understand the spell, Susan
only had to re-read the spell again to fix it in her mind. She did, rolling a 21. Taking a
deep breath she touched both Longbottoms and focused on the first set of magical
symbols. They enveloped the room under the two beds and a column of light illuminated
them all. She and Sparkle had talked about it, and decided to take the further −2
penalty, offset by the glue, and get them both at once. As it took a half hour to fully cast
the spell she thought one casting at a −6 would be better than two castings at a −4.
Time would prove this decision wise or not.
With the length of this spell, several circles had to be placed very precisely, and
over the next twenty minutes Susan and Sparkle added magical energies, building them
up. When the final circle was in place, both said “Alleviation” and the magic rushed
through both Longbottoms. She made her Sun check, assisted by both the What a
Rush! card and Sparkle’s magic. She rolled a 15 total, exactly what she needed, making
her sigh with relief. Both groaned, and Susan hastily closed her book and ran out of the
room.
“Well?” asked everyone.
“They’re waking up, so the spell obviously worked. Are they sane or not? Only
time will tell. But they can’t see here me, so I’m just going to go hide. I don’t feel like
doing any more magic at the moment, or I would just go Invisible. Let me know how it
turned out.”
She ran out and turned the corner, followed by Sparkle.
“She really doesn’t want the credit?” asked Fudge.
“I believe she thinks it would cause the Longbottoms to feel tremendously
indebted to her. So much so they could never repay her, in fact. This would cause
tension, which would promote disharmony between her and Neville. Personally I-”
Susan heard no more, now being down the hall and spotting some chairs she
sank down into.
“We almost didn’t make it,” she said to Sparkle, who took the chair next to her.
“But we did, and that’s the point,” she replied, looking to make sure no one in
particular was paying attention to them. “And you did have that extra XP.”
“Yes, but what if they ask me to cure more people around here? I can’t just

refuse, can I?”
“Don’t try two at once, next time. Anyway, It’s not your responsibility to cure every
person here, you know?”
“But if the magic works, I think it does become my responsibility.”
“I don’t know. Remember, their magic works differently. They just wave a wand
about and poof, the result is there. I don’t think they have magic that takes more than a
few seconds to cast. They saw you maintain that magic circle for twenty minutes. They
know they can’t just start wheeling people past you to cure. And you spent maximum
energy on it, right? You could do that, what, eight times a day? So even if they wanted
you to, you would be physically unable to cure that many people here in a day.”
“I just feel like if I can do more, I should.”
Sparkle sighed. “I’m just a cat, so maybe my perspective is skewed, but let’s take
Bill Gates, right?”
“Okay?” Where’s she going with this?
“How many billions of dollars did he make in his life?”
“I have no idea.”
“That’s just the thing, maybe he doesn’t either. So there sits Billy, in the middle of
his cash pile, right? He won’t miss a billion or so here or there- So why doesn’t he just
start handing out thousands of dollars to homeless people every day? I mean, he’s got
the money. He can do some good- why isn’t he?”
“You’re saying my magic is my money?”
“Exactly. You were doing a favor to a boy in your class. Nothing wrong with that.
But it’s unreasonable for them to expect you to become a healing machine, because
that’s not your job. You’re just a student. Now if you want to train Sun up to a 10 rating,
and learn the spell, and take fifteen minutes to cast it instead of ten, you wouldn’t be
able to fail it. Then you wouldn’t need to put the insane amount of energy in that you
did, and could do the spell 80 times a day rather than 8. For now, just be happy in the
knowledge you probably did some good today- here’s the Headmaster, let’s see what he
has to say.”
Susan turned to greet him, and got up.
“No, no, relax. We all saw you putting tremendous effort into that spell, and that
wandless hover charm, or whatever you call it, to move the bed also impressed them.
They won’t be questioning your magic anymore, I would think.”
“How are they?”
Albus seemed to ignore the question. “Would you like something to drink? I
myself become quite parched just watching you create all those magic rings around the
room. Quite astonishing, really.”
“Headmaster!”
“Yes, a butterbeer for the both of us, I think. Nice and cold. Yes, that’s just what I
need right now.”
“He’s doing this deliberately you know,” Susan said to Sparkle.
“He probably thinks we’re cute when we’re angry.”
“I think we’re cute at any time.”
“You’re right. We’re more dangerous when angry.”
“You think if we set his beard on fire…”

Fawkes gave a cry, but more of a shout of joy than of frustration. She could
almost understand it- You did well today. He even brushed a wingtip against her cheek,
and warmth spread into her.
“Oh,” she said, surprised. “Thank you.”
“Enough,” said Albus with a laugh. “Enough. You’ll be pleased to know that for
the first time in ten years, the Longbottoms are lucid again. After being told they spent
the last decade or so totally out of it are now asking about their miraculous recovery.”
Susan grinned widely. “That’s excellent news!” Her face fell. “And you told
them...”
“That a new type of magic had been tried. I did not, however, tell them it was
wandless magic. So technically, I told the absolute truth. They are asking to see their
son, but the hospital staff wishes to keep them here for at least a day to make sure
there are no complications. Perhaps tomorrow at lunch you will see a happy reunion if
you are present around 12:30.”
Susan thought a moment. “Make it closer to 1:00. Neville seeing his parents
again is sure to be emotional for them all, and he gets teased enough. So the fewer
kids, no make that the fewer Slytherin kids around, the better.”
“You show an uncommon wisdom. Very well. If they are released tomorrow as I
expect, that will be the time I bring them to the school.”
“Thank you, Headmaster. I do have a question though- why was Professor
Quirrell here? He didn’t expect me to use some dark ritual to heal them, did he?”
“I confess, I find his interest in healing magic most curious. But I saw no reason
not to allow him to be here, and so there you are. Shall we return to school? After the
ministry finishes exclaiming over the Longbottoms they will undoubtedly turn their
attentions to you, which I think you would rather avoid.”
“Right you are, Headmaster. Let’s go!”
Susan picked up Sparkle and Albus laid a hand on her shoulder, and the four of
them became fire.
At almost one the next day, as promised, Albus and Neville’s parents walked into
Hogwarts. They were shaky, even though Alleviation had replaced their muscle mass,
they still hadn’t walked purposefully in quite some time. They made their way to the
cafeteria, where Neville, now standing tall and walking more proudly- totally dribbled his
drink all over himself when he saw who it was.
As predicted, the room was much emptier than it had been a half hour ago, and
Susan, Ron, Harry and Hermione watched their tearful reunion.
How would I have felt, thought Susan, to be able to visit my parents any time I
liked, but to know they didn’t recognize me or even know I was there?
“That’s right,” said Ron, snapping his fingers. “I heard something bad happened
to their family right before the war ended. I guess they weren’t dead then.”
“No Ron,” Susan said sadly, “The dark wizards who broke the Longbottom family
did something far worse than just killing. They left a scar upon the family. If they had just
outright murdered his parents that would have been closure. This was far more evil.”
“And they were your secret project?” asked Hermione.
Susan nodded. “Neville didn’t want it to get out his parents were driven mad by
torture. I don’t know why, they were resisting Voldemort, after all. But I’m sure he had

his reasons. He can never be told I was the one that fixed them. I want that clear to you,
Ron.”
“Why just me?”
“Because Harry knew me from before, he understands me. Hermione I can trust
because we’re friends, and she’s already deduced the reason it must be kept secret. So
I’m just making sure you understand.”
“Fine. But how did-”
“Hem-Hem!” Susan held up a finger. “Never you mind.”
Ron gave her a quizzical look. “Okay, okay.”
“What’s wrong, Harry?” asked Hermione.
“What? Oh, nothing. Just thinking about family, and dark wizards, and all of it.”
“I’m sorry Harry. Even my magic can’t bring back the dead. There will be no
happy reunion for you, I’m afraid.”
“Don’t get me wrong, I am pleased for Neville. I’m just worried- are the people
that did this to them still out there? Could they try again? If I have to fight off dark
witches and wizards that followed Voldemort, I still have no clue how. And that attack on
you or me at the start of the year, then nothing. What was that about? What if a new
dark lord rises? Will I be ready to fight?”
“What can we do?” asked Ron, shoving a tart into his mouth. “We’re just kids.”
Harry stood up. “I’ll show you what we can do.”
“Harry?”
“Come on. We’re going to see Professor Quirrell.”
“We are?”
“Come on, Ron. Hermione, you should come too. You probably won’t get much
out of it, Susan, but maybe some practice, and you can always use that, right?”
“What’s gotten into you?” asked Hermione.
“When I started here I promised myself I would work hard, and make sure the
next dark wizard that challenges me finds he’s bitten off more than he can chew.
Something saved me last time, but I can’t rely on that. And as powerful as you are,
Susan, you can’t always be around to protect me or fight my battles. But what do we
learn? We haven’t cast a single spell in Quirrell’s class yet, but that’s going to change.
And if it doesn’t I’ll go to someone else that can teach me. He was always afraid of
Headmaster Dumbledore, right? Maybe I can take lessons from him. I have to do
something. I won’t allow that to happen again.” He pointed to Neville. “No more broken
families because one person starts ruling the world through fear. Come on.”
Hermione was staring at him as he stalked off. “Oh, does someone have a little
crush?” asked Susan, poking her in the arm.
Ron was protesting, saying looking for more homework was futile, and to be
reasonable.
“Come on, you want to get better at magic, don’t you?” Susan asked.
“But, is that really the way?”
“If it really is a magical muscle like you said, exercise it all you can, I would say.”
“What about you?”
“Me? I need to learn about wanded wizards fights if I’m going to protect the…
people I care about… when the time comes.”
Hermione got up. “I- I won’t lose to you. In magic or in love!” Her face turned red

and she scurried after the boys.
Susan rose to join them, shaking her head a bit sadly. “Ah, Hermione. How little
you understand.”
Moments later, Harry intercepted Professor Quirrell in the hallway.
“Ah, Mr. Potter! Shouldn’t you be getting to class?”
“This is more important than that!”
“More important than class? Why, it must be, as I see Hermione and Susan
trailing behind you. Neither of them would be so crass, so disrespectful, so… naughty
as to skip a class. What can I do for you all? Oh, and Ron, of course.”
“Hello Professor.”
“Our class, it is entitled Defense against the Dark Arts, is it not?”
Quirinus almost smiled. “That it is, what of it?”
“That implies learning to defend against, presumably, Dark Arts. Arts implies
wizards. Dark spells. Curses. Evil objects.”
Susan totally missed her perception check with a 7 to notice Quirinus start
stroking the ring he was wearing. The ring had a large, dark stone, and would have felt
very interesting had she done a Magic Sense on it. Too bad she missed it.
Harry continued. “But thus far, our class should be more properly called Defense
against some Mildly Annoying Creatures I Could Probably Look Up How to Deal With in
any Wizard Library.”
“You feel that your time in my class is not being well spent, in other words.”
“I feel like my time at Hogwarts is not being well spent, Professor. I’m a marked
man. The minute I set foot outside these walls the followers of Voldemort will be there to
try and take revenge for their fallen master. I’m sure of it!”
“Those sniveling cowards? They had no true loyalty- I mean, yes, you could be
right.”
Uh, what just happened? Did Harry wince just then?
“Sorry about that, I was just wondering what the dark lord, I mean Vol- I mean he
who must not be named, what he would have thought about them abandoning the
cause after he was destroyed.”
“Uh,” Harry seemed to have lost the thread of the conversation. “So is there
something we can do about it?”
“You want to get stronger, do you?”
“That’s right.”
“A noble goal. Quite Slytherin, in fact. Though of course a Gryffindor would just
call that bravery. Congratulations, Mr. Potter, you’ve just earned your house 20 points.”
Harry was taken aback. “I did?”
“That’s right. You’re the first person to come to me and ask what the heck it was I
thought I was doing. Even the Headmaster didn’t question my classes, oddly enough. I
suppose he was happy to have someone to assign to the post. But you did. Bravo. One
has to wonder, as he came to power, if even a single person had asked him “are you
sure this is the right thing to do?” would it worked out the way it did? I do have a plan on
how to make my classes a bit more interesting, now that you have brought it up. I’ll
speak to Albus and get things set up. Your next Defense class may be the most
important one of your life. Run along, you don’t want to be late!”

As Quirinus made his way to his classroom, Harry and the others made their way
back to theirs.
“It’s going to be awesome!” said Harry.
“It’s going to be a lot of work,” grumped Ron.

9
Battle Magic
Time: Two days later
Place: A field outside Hogwarts
The castle was buzzing with the announcement that Professor Quirrell’s class
schedule had been revised, and also that the classroom wasn’t to be used anymore.
Instead, a portion of the field outside the castle had been roped off in a rectangular
shape. Further adding to the confusion was the fact that the schedule seemed to rotate,
and various years overlapped. For example, this week the first year students and the
third year students had the class together. This combined class was also twice as long
as normal. No one knew exactly what the professor had in mind, but Susan and the
others couldn’t wait to find out. As they approached the field they saw some odd metal
poles with glowing orbs atop them, one in each corner of an area that had been marked
off. Susan did a Magic Sense on them, as finally getting away from the castle would
allow this check without giving her a headache, but she only got a 9 so she didn’t get
anything.
I am going to have to improve that skill group, she thought.
Quirinus gathered everyone around him from both years, and looked everyone
over.
“Welcome to your first true Defense Against the Dark Arts class. You stand here
because one of your number, young Mr. Potter here, asked me several days ago when
exactly we would start learning to defend ourselves from dark wizards. Because in all
honesty, learning a charm to keep pixies away from your tomatoes is hardly useful when
a death eater is standing on your doorstep, isn’t it?”
There was a general assent.
“But you’ll notice that I didn’t even bother to set all this up until he asked me. This
is to show an important lesson- speak up. If you see something wrong, don’t just look
away. If you see a wrong being committed, inform someone. Would he who must not be
named have risen to power if someone had stepped up, before he went too far, and said
something to him? Who can say? The fact remains that all of you just meekly accepted
my so called classes without complaint. Question! Challenge! Do you understand?”
There was a nodding of heads.
“Do you understand?”
“Yes professor!” everyone shouted.
“That’s better. So, exactly what are you to do out in this field? And what are those
strange devices at each corner I hear you asking yourself. Excellent questions!
Everyone in first year, pull a number from this box over here.” He indicated a box set on
a small table outside the markings on the ground. “Third years, your number will come
from this box. Form a line, quickly now.”
They each did what they were told. He stopped Susan. “Not you my dear,” he
whispered. “I’ll explain your role in a moment.”
“Everyone has a number? Good. Find your opposite number and stand together,
if you would.”
They did so, confused.
“So here’s the deal. Your task right now will be to hit your opponent with a spell of

any kind. Don’t worry, it doesn’t matter which spell you use, those glowing orbs there
have been enchanted to nullify the spell down to a harmless splotch of color. I’ll tell you
why in a moment. Now for the scoreboard.”
He pointed his wand, and at the end of the field, a board started magically
displaying all the names of the people within the rectangle. “If you get hit, stop. Later on
we’ll modify the charm to paralyze that part of your body, so you can fight on even after
you get hit. The point will be awarded, and you may return to the starting position and
begin again. Now, why any spell? Anyone?”
Several hands went up.
“Yes, you,” he said, pointing to an older student.
“So we can practice a variety of spells, but still pose no danger to our partners.”
“Correct. Whoever gets the most points at the end of the round gets 5 house
points. Any questions?”
Hermione’s hand went up. “Yes, Miss Granger?”
“We’re to fight third year students?”
“You have a problem with that?”
“But,” she sputtered, “that won’t be fair!”
“Fair?” said Quirinus. “Fair. Fair? No, not getting it. Hands up, all of you, that
believe the first real battle you’ll be in will be… fair.”
Not a hand was raised.
“You see, Miss Granger? You will always be outmatched, or outnumbered, or
outclassed. Always. The key is to adapt to the situation that presents itself. Every week
the battlefield will change. Sometimes there will be cover. Maybe you will have a small
team instead of being apart. Maybe it will be two on one. The point is that dark wizards
will probably be stronger than you, without fail, because no weak wizards would become
dark!”
He paused to let that sink in.
“So yes, the battle here will be a bit one sided, to start. Without an opponent that
is superior to yourself, how will you ever grow as a magic user? Observe what the older
children do. What works for them? What doesn’t? What spells do they use? Are some
faster to say? Do they travel faster? Can you block them? Those that score high enough
will be asked to demonstrate their techniques in the second half of this class, and then
duel each other until all but one are eliminated. Mr. Potter has asked for an education in
fighting dark wizards, and that is what each of you is being given. Perhaps before
Christmas break I’ll even allow a small group, made up of high scoring individuals to
take me on, to see what you’re really up against. Does that answer your question, Miss
Granger?”
She nodded.
“Any other questions?”
“Yeah, why didn’t she get a partner?” asked Draco, pointing to Susan.
“Ah, would you believe because she could already take all of you at once if she
put her mind to it?”
“What?” Everyone was staring at her.
Professor, what are you doing?
“It’s true. She may look like a normal first year witch, but she’s actually the
reincarnation of a famous witch from hundreds, if not thousands, of years ago. The

details from that far back are a bit fuzzy. You may have seen the ancient looking book
she’s always reading from? Well, you might not believe this, but magic was quite
different that long ago, before being refined into what you know as magic today. We
were lucky to have found her that book, as she can’t use the kind of magic we use, and
vice versa. She has magic that has been lost to time, and knows many difficult to cast
spells. If she entered this little exercise, her opponent would have no chance at all.”
Huh, an interesting explanation, she thought. Why didn’t we think of that?
Everyone was staring at her, and several that were near her took a step back.
He continued. “That’s why some of you have noticed her cat seems to be much
more intelligent than a normal cat should be. That cat is actually the soul of another
witch who was friends with her in this past life. It’s just rather unfortunate she wound up
in a non-human body.”
Everyone was nodding and she heard several “that makes so much sense” and
the like.
Professor, I could kiss you. This is the perfect cover story, and they even seem to
be buying it!
“Perhaps I’ll let a select group have a crack at her sometime. How would that be,
Miss Felton?”
“My fighting skills are a bit rusty, but I think I could accommodate you. Maybe I’ll
even take you on before Christmas break, and really give them a show.”
“OOOOOOOhhhhhhhh,” everyone said, while Quirinus laughed. “I said I liked her
spirit the very first time we met. I haven’t changed my position. Enough talk. She’ll serve
as another referee for these games. If she sees anything physical, well, let’s just hope
she doesn’t. Her magic won’t be nullified by the charms. Any more questions?”
There weren’t any.
“Then move to the opposite end of the rectangle, facing your partner, and spread
out. Await the sound of the bell, which will mean to begin, and to stop.”

*BONG*

After a half hour Quirinus called a break and handed out drinks and snacks to
everyone, and made them select new partners. He motioned Susan over.
“I hope you didn’t mind me taking you out of this little exercise,” he said. “You
said, I believe, that every spell you cast drains your energy?”
She nodded.
“A liability in a protracted fight, even an exercise like this one.”
“I have a slight edge,” Susan explained. “I just have to see my target, and my
magic does the rest. I don’t have to aim, and most of my spells would be geared
towards stopping a fight with my first spell.”
“I figured. How did you like my explanation? I made that up right on the spot. I
was just going to say you were going to be the referee, but then it just popped into my
head.”
“It’s brilliant, I wish I had thought of it, to be honest. It totally negates any oddity
people would see with my magic, and explains how Sparkle can talk. She doesn’t have

to hide her abilities anymore!”
“I thought you might be pleased.”
“I am. I owe you one, honestly. If someone asks about the circle I just say, I don’t
know, that’s how I remember it working. Or my magic is different now that I came back.
Something like that.”
“You can work out a full cover story later, as I’m sure you’ll get asked questions
about your past. I’ve given you a nice framework to work with, anyway.”
“Thank you. I do appreciate it.”
He smiled. “Quite all right. Now, let’s get back to work, shall we?”
At the end of the class, everyone was a bit exhausted, but exhilarated. Hermione
had managed to use her photographic reflexes to figure out how to block spells, and
had done so with two or three. Knowing how to block them and actually being able to hit
them were two different things. Wands were, after all, a size −3 “weapon” and thus
difficult to parry with. Neville had made a decent showing, his confidence growing as the
class went on, and he was far from the bottom in points. Harry was about in the middle,
and Ron had staged a comeback in the last half hour, but was hardly the best. Still, he
wasn’t complaining.
“You were right,” he said to Harry. “That was better than sitting in that stuffy
classroom and hearing about pixies.”
“So you aren’t sorry I asked?”
“No, I never realized how hard it was to actually hit something with a spell when
it’s way over there. And then fire off another that’s closer but still dodge what’s being
aimed at you. It’s almost as good as Quidditch. How about you Hermione? You did
pretty well in points, didn’t you?”
“Not as good as I hoped. Books didn’t prepare me for that! But I did see several
things he was talking about, like using a shorter jinx than your opponent, so you can
beat them to the casting. And some he didn’t, like turning so you weren’t showing your
whole body to your opponent.”
Then Draco stomped over to them. He was flanked, as always, by Crabb and
Goyle, who had done better than average in the game. Susan suspected that they and
Draco had started learning magic earlier than they were supposed to.
“So let’s see this great magic of yours,” he sneered at Susan. “I think he was just
making some story up because you can’t do magic at all!”
“Come on, Draco. You’ve seen me do magic in Charms class, and make potions
in Potions class.”
“I don’t know what you’re doing in Potions, with those weird circles around your
cauldron.”
“That’s just how it used to happen in my day,” she said with a shrug. “I guess the
technique changed or something.”
“Whatever. That still doesn’t prove anything.”
Susan mentally reviewed the list of her spells, Could I show him something
impressive? Should I? It would get him off my back, I suppose. Most stuff I know targets
me though, like Darksight or Detect Lies. Wait a minute…
Susan looked around, then snapped her fingers. “There’s some loose rocks
around Rubeus’s Hut, right?”

“I guess,” said Draco. “I certainly don’t spend time there.”
“Wasn’t asking you. Hermione?”
“Yeah, I think so.”
“Great, let’s go.”
Once in front of the Hut, Susan selected a large piece of stone to work with, and
cast Augment Skill on herself, with Sculpting as the target. Draco looked at the ground
as the spell went off. “What’s all this?”
“My magic does that. Don’t know why.”
“But what did you do?”
“Oh, you’ll see.”
She then targeted the stone with Sculpt, and with her new rating of 10 in
Sculpting, she quickly created a small statue of a dragon, wings unfurled, and roaring as
though it was belching flame. She got a 12 on that check, so it looked pretty good.
Draco was watching with disgust.
“That’s it? I could do that with Transfiguration.”
“Really, Draco? You’ve gone from not being able to change a matchstick into a
pin to matching me turn a chunk of stone into a statue of a dragon?” She held out her
hands. “I’d love to see that, especially given I’m not holding a wand in my hand at the
moment.” She spread her hands out in front of him.
“You did that wandless?” He seemed shaken. “No, you must have put it away
when I was distracted. You’re nothing special. Come on.”
“I like it,” said Crabb (or Goyle).
“Move!” He turned to catch up.
“That was bloody amazing,” said Ron. “If I got you a smaller piece of stone, could
you make me one?”
“Sure, find a nice piece in the color you want and I’ll be happy to.”
“Thanks!”
“I think Rubeus will really like it too. Draco was full of it though, there’s no way he
could have done that in a million years.”
“Come on, let’s get back. Though I would love to see his face when he sees it.”
They all laughed.
Two days later, Susan, Sparkle and Hermione were walking from their last class
back to their dorm room when an older boy hissed at her.
“Susan?”
She looked over, down the corridor. “Yes?” She didn’t recognize him, but he wore
robes with the Slytherin house logo on the front. He looked to be in his sixth or seventh
year.
“Look,” he said, looking around nervously. “I need your help. A friend of mine
stupidly tried to get into that forbidden room on the third floor and burned his hand. I
don’t want to take him to the nurse, he’ll get in trouble. You know healing magic, right?”
How did he know? I’ve never actually healed anyone. Or is he just guessing
because of that story that’s going around about me now thanks to Professor Quirrell?
“I can certainly heal a burn, that’s no trouble at all.”
He seemed relieved. “So you’ll come?”

Susan shrugged. “Why not? Hermione, you want to head back to the room? No
sense in us both being seen hanging around that place, even if it is to help someone.”
“Okay, I’ll see you later.”
“Per- I mean great, just great. Thank you so much!”
“Sure. Lead on.”
The boy led her, followed by Sparkle, upstairs and through hallways, over to the
forbidden corridor. There was no one around, this place was avoided now, after several
incidents much like this one. No one had been seriously hurt, but people had learned it
wasn’t to be taken lightly.
“So where is he?”
The boy looked around. “He was here when I left. Maybe he got caught by a
professor going past while he was waiting?”
“So what do you want to do?”
“I want you to grab her!” he shouted, and three more figures appeared from out
of nowhere, one of them directly behind her. He reached around to grab her, and she
shook her head. In her mind, she envisioned the needed circle for her Pluto spell, and it
appeared at her feet.
“Phase,” she said, spending max energy, as the boy’s arms wrapped around her,
trying to pin her arms at her sides. The spell went off with an 18 total, even with her −4
penalty for casting it instantly. Her difficulty was a 9, so she phased out of reality and his
arms passed right through her. She rolled Energy Boost as a free action, and got two
energy back, then smiled as the boy stumbled through her.
He looked back, horrified.
“Let me guess,” she said. “Draco sent you. As you can’t use magic in the halls
without setting off the wards, you figured you would sneak up on me and grab me so I
couldn’t get to my wand. Then you would just beat me up physically while I was
helpless. Am I close?”
”…!” shouted the original boy.
”…!” shouted back the grabby one, trying again and again passing through them.
“You thought maybe because I was a girl I would panic, or not be strong enough
to resist, is that it?”
”…!”
”…?”
“Are you even listening to me?”
All of them got out their wands, but Susan just shook her head. “Really?” She
looked over at Sparkle. “If you wouldn’t mind?”
Sparkle stopped washing herself and looked at her. Her mouth opened, but
Susan didn’t catch what she said. My hearing isn’t that bad. I mean I know I have a
Poor Sense: Hearing weakness at one point, but… Wait, is it possible I can’t hear or be
heard while I’m like this?
The boys raised their wands, and Sparkle seemed to consider for a moment.
Circles appeared underneath them, and she spoke a single word: “Thrust.”
All four went flying away from her, as though a line had been drawn between
them all. One blasted seven meters down the hallway and crashed into the wall at the
far end, while the others were not fortunate enough to have that much room to fly. They

crashed into the walls, and Susan imagined she heard bones snap. They collapsed to
the floor.
“Did you have to use maximum energy?” Susan asked, dropping Phase.
“There were four of them. Casting instantly meant a −6 penalty. I wanted the spell
to go off.”
Looks like I was right, I can hear again. Have to make a note of that in the book.
She looked the boys over, making a 13 on her First Aid check. One was clearly
unconscious, another struggling to rise and holding his sides. One boy’s right arm was
held at a crooked angle, and the boy down the hallway was already up.
“I think my arm is broken man. She broke my arm…” he looked over at everyone
else, and realized it could have been a lot worse. “We’ve got to get out of here!”
He helped the guy holding his sides up with his left arm, and they hobbled off.
She noticed he was favoring his left leg as well, so he must have hit his leg too. The one
boy picked up his unconscious companion and glared at her.
“Tell your master what happened. Four big, strong boys like yourself didn’t stand
a chance against me. And much worse will await him if you try something this stupid
again.”
The boy didn’t reply, just limped off, dragging his friend.
“That was incredibly stupid of them,” said Sparkle, watching them go.
“Yeah. Even if they didn’t use magic, they would have had to kill me. Anything
else, and I would be able to identify them and get them expelled.”
“I was thinking more along the lines of facing an opponent with an unknown set
of spells at their disposal.”
“There is that. But remember, Draco doesn’t believe the story, so he still thinks
the only magic I know is Sillyosa, like him.”
“I guess. Are you still phased?”
“Actually, no. I couldn’t hear anything when I was.”
“Really? I wondered what the heck you were doing. It looked like you were
talking but not saying anything. I guess I could see that happening, given what the spell
does.”
“It does make sense. Still, I’m putting it back on, so if you wanted to say
something to me, better say it now. Oh, and thanks for taking care of them.”
“You’re welcome, I guess. I hated to hurt them, but they were all going to cast
something and even Phased, I didn’t want the magics to interact and maybe do
something weird. But why are you Phasing again?”
“I’m just going to take a quick peek through that door, see what all the fuss is
about.”
“Is that wise?”
“Nothing can touch me like this, even defensive spells if there’s any on the door.
And they don’t have Phase magic that I can tell, it’s a personal spell. So they can’t ward
against it. I’ll be fine.”
“You and your curiosity.”
“Hey, you have it too, Miss Cat. You’re dying to know what’s in there, aren’t you?”
“Actually, I already know. It was the first thing I did once we got here. I couldn’t let
that whole mystery go unsolved, you know?”

“What? And you were lecturing me?”
“That’s my job.”
“Oh, you.”
Susan cast the spell again and stuck her head through the door, noting the huge
three headed dog lying there. One of the heads blinked at her, and stretched forward,
sniffing, and straining against the chain that held it back.
“Don’t mind me, I’m just a dream,” Susan said, looking around. The chamber was
pretty bare, but there was a ring that screamed “trap door” beneath the creature.
“Plus three size modifier?” Susan asked, looking the dog over. “Yeah, probably.”
She could hop down the door, see what was under there, but she figured she wouldn’t
antagonize the creature. There may be alarms that would go off if it started barking. She
pulled her head back.
“Still just a big dog?” asked Sparkle once Susan dropped the spell again.
“Big, three headed dog,” answered Susan.
“His name is Fluffy,” said a voice, and Susan spun around. Standing there was
Albus, looking interested.
“I wasn’t going to go in!” Susan said. “I was just lured here by four bullies and-”
He held up a hand.
“I know, Miss Felton. I know. You handled yourself well, I watched the whole
thing.”
“You were here the whole time?”
“Indeed. As soon as anyone enters this corridor, I am made aware of it. I knew
the three were waiting for someone, I never dreamed it would be you.”
“I think Draco has taken a dislike to me, since I was singled out in the Defense
class. He wanted me to prove my magic to him, and when I did, I think it made things
worse.”
“That lovely dragon statue you made Rubeus?”
Susan colored.
“He’s still talking about it. He hasn’t figured out it was you, so he’s baffled as to
where it came from. A few more days and I might tell him. As far as your attackers,
perhaps it was Draco’s doing, but perhaps not. Have you forgotten about the attempt on
your life when you first came here?”
I haven’t forgotten, thought Susan. In fact I could have used my magic to show
me who did it at any time. I’m just afraid that, once cast, someone regretted it, and that’s
why there hasn’t been another attempt. To see the would be killer’s face might doom
them forever.
“I haven’t forgotten,” said Susan. “But going from a powerful killing curse to a
couple of upperclassmen is quite a stretch, isn’t it?”
“I wonder. Still, our meeting is fortuitous. You’ll recall I wished to talk to you about
further guarding something here at the school?”
“What Professor Snape took from that vault when Harry found out his treasure
had been stolen?”
His eyes twinkled. “It sometimes scares me that the two most intelligent girls of
their class become friends right away. I think the world had better watch out when they
graduate.”

“You’re dodging the question.”
“But not for long under your penetrating gaze, I think. Yes, it is to that object I
speak. Come with me to my office and we can talk about it some more.”
“Very well.”
In the office, Susan sat staring at all the contraptions that whizzed and sparkled
as he cast charm after charm around the room. She had nodded respectfully to Fawkes,
who nodded back, and Sparkle had surprised her by casting Animal Speech on it and
was having a quiet conversation. After Albus was done (further?) securing his office, he
glanced over them.
“You can talk to my phoenix?” he asked Sparkle.
“I have a spell that allows me to talk to animals.”
“Oh my. It seems my magic looks more and more inadequate by the day.”
“Don’t say that, Professor. Without something to compare it against, wanded
magic would still be worthwhile. Did I say that right?”
“I know what you meant to say. I wonder, can you tell with your magical senses if
someone is in this room now, as we speak?”
“With all the magical devices and such in this room? No thank you, Headmaster, I
don’t enjoy searing pain stabbing into my head. Everything around here is magical, it
would overload me if I tried.”
“I see. Pity. I would love to study what sort of ‘inner eye’ you possess that can
feel magic. Now, to our purpose!”
“You want to know what spells I could cast to help protect that tiny object
Professor Snape retrieved.” She set her book, having gone to get it before heading to
the office, on the desk. Retrieving it with magic was fine and all, but sometimes you
could do things physically.
“Correct. I only tell you this because, one, apparently your magic can easily make
some immortal itself, and two, being of a different kind, it would be harder for a wanded
wizard to get past.”
“I wouldn’t call a 24 hour ritual ‘easy,’ Headmaster. You saw how worried I was
about just the half hour spell that cured the Longbottoms. And trying to use it without
spending the XP to learn it means the ritual is 48 hours. You call that easy?”
“Easy in relation to our way of doing it, that has only been done once.”
“Ah. In that case, yes. It does have another flaw, however.”
“Oh?”
“If I make myself and, for example, three other people immortal, I become the
weakest link in that chain. The spell is Permanent but at some level, I maintain it. If I
were to be killed in a duel or something, all those people that I had cast it on would
immediately begin aging.”
“I see.”
“Of course, I could work for a few years, making myself immune to magic,
physical attacks, aging, dimensional prisons, etc, then the others I made immortal would
have less to fear. But that only means someone would have to get creative to kill me.
But that’s not why I’m here. Let me see what my book has in terms of immediate spells.”
Susan spent several minutes looking through the index of her book.

“If you wanted to trap the person who touched the object, I could make it react by
Petrifying them or even splashing them with acid. I could put Lost on the corridor
leading to the object. I could make it too scary to touch with Terror. Wait, this is already
a magical object?”
“Very much so.”
“That’s no good. I could Imbue the box it was in, but I don’t know about doing this
to the object itself. The magic might react in some unknown way, or just make it
impossible to Imbue. Let me keep looking. It’s tough, because anything I make around
the object can just be blasted apart without even getting close.”
“Pretend I wanted only to slow someone down long enough for other forces to
arrive.”
“Is that why the no doubt fake obstacle course under that trap door?”
“Fake? What do you mean?”
“Obviously you’re not going to hide the object in the place you’ve told the whole
school to look, right? That’s just a distraction. The real object is either back in Gringots,
with would be thieves now thinking it’s here, or you carry it around with you. Because
what could be safer than that?”
“I fear I do not have your devious mind. The object is, in fact, at the end of a very
elaborate set of traps under that door.”
Susan regarded him a moment. “I see. As long as there were a couple of doors
down there I could spell trap them, make them explode with one element or another
when opened. Wanded magic users probably wouldn’t be able to detect it. If they
survived the first one, though, the element of surprise would be gone.”
“I said delay them, not kill them!”
“I see. So it’s really a trap, not exactly about guarding what can only be the most
coveted object in the magical world, as you claim it is the only way you know of that
grants immortality. I would think you would want the most lethal traps I can devise
guarding it.”
Albus stared at her a moment. “I suspect certain forces are moving in this world,
now that Harry Potter has returned to us. One way these forces can be strengthened is
with the object that lies below in the castle. But I only suspect this, it is not something I
know. I want to know who goes for the object, and to what end. If possible I want to
capture them and question them, perhaps save them if I can.”
“Save them?”
“There are curses that can direct another’s behavior. What I fear is far more evil,
actual possession by a piece of Voldemort’s soul.”
Susan turned a few pages and read the description of a spell. Exorcise- Force a
spirit or creature possessing the body of another to leave its host. Grade 6, Sun. Note to
self, possession is real in the magical world, learn Exorcise spell at earliest opportunity.
“One element, governed by Neptune is called Knockout. It might knock someone
out, but then again it might not. Especially if I was a dark wizard after something this
rare, I would have many potions of healing and strength and whatnot already drunk or
ready to drink when I went down there.”
“It is a tricky puzzle, I admit.”
Susan thought a moment more, then smiled. “Of course! I was thinking too big. It

would only need two charges.”
“Charges?”
“I need a piece of paper. I built a spreadsheet to do this calculation for me back
home, but without computers around here… Ah, thank you.”
She started figuring, “Yeah, that’s doable. Would only cost 1XP to make, too, but
of course I’m making it for him, maybe I can get away with doing the same thing…”
“You have an idea?” Albus prompted.
“Yup. I’ll make you a bag of pocket dimension. It’ll have two charges in it, enough
to open the bag twice. Once to put the object in, once to take the object out again. The
bag will be keyed to a password only you will know, and only your hand will be able to
retrieve the object. It’ll take me, ugh, eleven total hours to make, but it’ll be nearly
perfect.”
“That is strangely reminiscent of the protection I myself placed around the object.
How interesting our minds should run along nearly parallel lines. Very well. I will need to
be present while you work?”
“I would rather not lose the one XP on this, negligible as that seems. I don’t know
at what rate I earn them back, so they are a finite resource.”
“And what else would you need?”
“Let’s see, a silk or satin bag, no, two of them. One to Imbue and one to use as
the enhancer. Unless you would prefer the object to be something else, in which case it
can be anything. Plus materials costing 60 Sickles.” She had realized when making the
potion, when not all of her ingredients had been used up, that her magic considered
Sickles the “monitory units” rather than Galleons. As it was 17 of them to one Galleon,
rather than something sane like 10 or 20, the conversion was a bit tricky. Best to just
think in Sickles then, and let the magic figure it out.
“A small price to pay, I think, to protect the object that much more thoroughly. My
office will be made available to you over the weekend, if you don’t mind giving it up to
finish the project?”
“I could work six hours one day and five the next, that’s not too big a sacrifice.”
“Then I must thank you again. What would we have done without you and your
amazing book of magic, I wonder?”
“I’m sure Harry would have saved the day somehow, in that case,” she said,
winking.
“Or perhaps Neville Longbottom.”
Both shared a hearty laugh.

10
The Missing Guardian
Time: Halloween
Place: The grand banquet hall
In the weeks following the Headmaster’s request Susan had successfully created
the requested item and spent a lot of time playing referee to Professor Quirrell’s little
war games.
As far as the bag went, she insisted Albus cast a charm over her when the time
came to determine the trigger word or “some action” that would allow the pocket
dimension to be opened. She explained that, even if she were to open it, she would only
gain access to her own pocket dimension that was already stuffed with various odds
and ends, not his pristine one. She just didn’t feel comfortable knowing the words, just
in case. He complied, and went off to further protect the object.
The war games continued, rotating through second years to seventh. After each
one Quirinus asked what people had learned, observed, or concluded, and some
interesting things came out of it.
Susan spent some of her XP on classes, much as she hated to “waste” them in
that way instead of learning more spells. She did, however, have to pass Magical
History and Herbology class, so XP went into them. Headmaster Dumbledore said that
her curing of Neville (who was doing much better now, and had lost his clumsiness and
some of his low self esteem) earned her a passing grade in Potions whatever Severus
said. She could just continue to make what potions she wanted, and perhaps even
Imbue some other objects. After all, the Sorting Hat was basically some sort of Imbuing
of “Magical Ally” with some form of mental communication, right? And as she was
supposedly a reincarnation she would know how the founders had done it, that had
been lost to wanded wizards for some time.
She argued quite strongly against Astronomy, which she considered to be
useless for any person, and weakly against Transfiguration. She only won against
Transfiguration, and only because two spells, which she promised to learn by the end of
the year, were so superior. Shape-shift and Creation. After all, she argued, why turn
something into something else when you can just wave a hand and wish that object you
needed into existence? As for turning animals into other animals? It was useful for
Sparkle when she wanted hands, and maybe as a disguise, but who cared otherwise?
So she didn’t get out of Astronomy, but decided just to raise that skill to a 1, and
then rely on Augment Skill for any tests. Because seriously, Astronomy?
Charms class she had also passed, the Longbottoms having moved back into
their home and were trying to put their lives back together.
Just be glad you don’t live in the technological world, Susan thought grimly. In ten
years we saw the birth of 3D printing, smartphones, GPS, 3D TV… you would be quite
behind the times. Magic hasn’t changed that much.
Defense against the Dark Arts had a written portion Professor Quirrell said he
cared nothing for, and would probably skip making them take anyway. So that class was
secure, especially if she could beat him before everyone went home for Christmas
break.
And that was her classes taken care of. She spent some time deciding between

Barrier Against Spells, Magic Immunity, and Magic Reflection. She wasn’t sure what a
wanded wizard’s “casting check” would be, but facing a dark wizard, probably pretty
high. Magic Immunity and Barrier against Spells seemed only subtly different, Immunity
probably protecting against potions and the like. She settled on Barrier, given the
slightly lower cost, and the fact was that if someone was forcing her to drink a potion,
she was already in trouble.
As she planned, she also picked up Exorcise and seeing how effective it was
when Sparkle used it, Thrust with her last two XP. Sparkle learned Acceleration. She
thought as the companion it was her place to know more support spells, like Armor of
Magic and Deflection, than direct attack magic. Also, she hadn’t planned on it when
learning Silence but Susan was willing to bet it would instantly nullify any wanded
wizard that hadn’t practiced casting spells wordlessly.
The whole school had turned out for the Halloween feast, but Susan noticed both
Professor Snape and Quirrell were going to be late again. Snape hadn’t relented in
being generally disagreeable to her and Harry, but at least Neville was doing better. He
even seemed less afraid of Severus than before, which pleased her.
The bigger surprise was that Ron was missing. Harry told them he said he had a
potion to finish up for class and that he would be up shortly.
Maybe some of Hermione’s work ethic is rubbing off on him?
Suddenly the main doors burst open, and everyone gave a gasp as Professor
Quirrell stumbled in, almost falling to the ground. His wand arm hung limply, and he was
breathing heavily. His clothes were torn and bloody, and he was swaying on his feet, a
bruise nearly swelling shut one eye. Nearby, a Hufflepuff boy got up and steadied him.
“Thank you,” he said to the boy. “Must get to the Headmaster.”
Albus was already rushing towards him.
“What happened?” he demanded.
“The troll- got loose somehow. It’s in the dungeons now, headed this way. Tried to
strop him alone. Too strong. Headmaster, I’m sor-” he passed out.
That that, pandemonium erupted. Girls started screaming, strong men wept, and
those that scorned the very gods themselves began to whisper a quiet prayer for their
blackened souls.
“Quiet!” Albus’ voice rang through the hall. Everyone stopped.
“Prefects, please lead your houses back to your common rooms. Heads of
houses will secure them from entry once you are inside. Then we will deal with this troll.”
Orders given, everyone sprang into action and soon there orderly lines of
students walking back to their dorms. Harry, Susan, and Hermione hung back.
“Ron, isn’t he down in the dungeons doing potion work?” she hissed.
“Yeah, we better tell the headmaster,” said Harry.
“There’s no time, we have to go get him. You heard him, their priority right now is
keeping the students safe.”
“Do you really think we know enough magic to-” he glanced at Susan. “Can
you…”
“Sparkle is the one with the buffing spells,” she said. “Are they good enough to let
us take on a troll if it comes to that? I don’t know. And you guys have been working on
stunning spells, but only a few weeks-”

“We have to try,” said Hermione fiercely. “You remember what Professor Quirrell
said? We’ll always be outmatched when we go to fight. Always. To win we have to look
for openings, and be smart! If we can’t outsmart a troll, we aren’t worth our wands.”
Harry looked around. “All right, let’s go. Sparkle can do magic on us while we
make our way down there, right?”
The four made their way down to the dungeons, which, for plot reasons, didn’t
get them caught by teachers. Along the way Sparkle put Armor of Magic (DTR 10, AR
10, DC 30) and Acceleration (Speed +10, REF bonus +10, Active Delay −5) making her
total penalty because of magic a −3. Susan slapped an Augment Skill (wand magic +10)
on the others, not sure if that would work or not. She also checked her character sheet,
and yes, she had cards again, thank goodness. Sparkle turned in her Endless Ammo,
shaking her head, but kept her Lucky Break. Susan kept both her Bonus and It’s Not as
Bad as it Looks.
The three, now enjoying their newfound speed, raced downstairs to the
dungeons, where they hoped to dramatically arrive in time to Save Ron’s Life.

All they found was a bloody corpse.

“Oh NOOOOOOO- Wait, that’s not a body,” remarked Susan, looking closer. “It
looks like a bunch of spell ingredients were knocked over, and the darkness and our
own fears of what we would find let our imaginations run away with us.”
“Looks like you’re right,” said Harry, looking around relieved. The place was
pretty trashed, he hoped it was the troll that had done it, not Ron.
“So where is he?” asked Hermione.
They turned to search other rooms and turned into a hallway with a bathroom
one might recognize from a different timeline. However, the four had no time to ponder
quantum theory because the collapsed waveform of a troll was down the hall, grinning
an evil grin at them.
It’s easily a +1 size modifier, thought Susan. And I wouldn’t be surprised if it had
Tough as well. It knocked Quirrell around, do we have a chance?
“Ah, crap,” said Harry.
“I haven’t studied enough for this,” whined Hermione.
“XP time!” said Susan, rubbing her hands together. This was her first real battle,

and against something this tough? It was sure to gain her lots of it.
“Humans,” said Sparkle, casting Leap. The battle was on.
The hastily conceived plan was to try and surrounded the creature if they met it,
so it wouldn’t know which of them to focus on. Susan and Sparkle rolled Initiative, and
they assumed the others did something similar, and Sparkle beat Susan out, Leaping
onto the face of the troll and casting Elemental Touch (Magic) as she swung at its face.
The troll was too stupid to get out of the way, trying to reason out how a cat (tiny morsel
in troll language, though just about everything carried that name) just flew through the
air. Sparkle felt her attack do a fantastic1 damage, to the No Unusual Effect.
And she fell to the ground, taking her free movement to scurry between the troll’s
legs. Her delay increased by 2.
“Ugh rawagh ra!” said the troll. (Why hurt me?)
Susan and Hermione both went next, Susan going for the expediency of Dazzle
while Hermione tried to also get past it. The Dazzle went off with a 14, meaning the Troll
gained 10 delay and was blinded by a flickering lights all around its head. It had seen
Hermione rushing it and tried a reactive action to club her, but as it was now at a penalty
of −12 (-2 for the reactive action), and got a 4 total, which wouldn’t hit the broad side of
a barn. It wouldn’t hit the narrower end either, so Hermione didn’t even bother to duck.
Susan’s delay also went up by two.
Harry did a called shot with a stunning spell, getting a 18 with his bonus, which
the narrator will treat as Elemental Bolt (Knockout) with a 4 rating. Sadly, the bonus
which Susan applied was to hitting things with spells not to making spells work better
which she had forgotten in the rush were separate things for wand using wizards. The
troll went “Ugh raugha mua rugga!” (What are you doing?) and tried to wave the lights
away from its face.
Sparkle leapt to one side, holding her action. She realized she probably wasn’t
going to be able to hurt this creature, and was going to concentrate on Deflection for her
friends.
Susan was up again, and decided that club needed to go, so she thought of
some new magical symbols which appeared beneath the troll. “Lubricate,” she shouted,
targeting him. The affect was twofold, as it would cause the troll to slip and loose grip on
the club simultaneously. She got a 16 total, while to troll got whatever RESolve check he
could against it, which of course failed. The club slithered out of his hand as though it
had been greased, and its legs went out from under it, causing it to sit down, hard.
“Raugha mua muhga ra!” (Are you attack me?) screamed the troll in obvious
frustration, still dazzled by the earlier spell.
Harry tried another stunner, getting a 14 this time and again hitting. The stunner
did another 13 damage.
“Ugh raugha mua muhga ra!” (Why are you attack me?)
“Elemental Bolt:(Fire!)” shouted Susan, targeting the club. However, with her
penalty for casting it so fast and the −1 she was already at, it fizzled by 2.
Both Harry and Hermione cast stunners at the same time, getting a 20 and 19,

respectively, getting 7 and 5 damage, for a total of 25 non-lethal damage to the troll.
It bellowed “Aargua! Ra blu algua jug bark! Ikua luna muhga ra!” (Help! Me lost
inside crazy castle! Mean kids attack me!)
“He really sounds enraged!” Hermione shouted.
“Keep it up!” Harry replied.
“Wait a minute!” shouted Susan.
“What?” asked Harry.
“We’re hurting him!”
“That’s kind of the point!”
“But I think he’s crying.”
And he was. Harry and Hermione both lowered their wands as the flickering
lights around the troll’s head vanished, and he shook it to try and clear his vision. He
stared at them.
Without warning, all four of them stopped blurring and the world sped up again,
and like a soap bubble popping their Magic Armor went away.
“Guess the magic knew the battle was over,” said Sparkle.
“Yeah, I couldn’t maintain Augment Skill.”
“So now what do we do?” asked Hermione. The troll kept sadly trying to recover
his club, but it kept slipping out of his fingers. Susan had cast it for “as long as she could
see this troll,” so it could be maintained.
“Well, Ron obviously isn’t down here,” said Harry. “But I hate to just leave it
wandering around.”
“Wish I knew Immobilize,” said Susan. “I suppose I could just Telekinesis it after
us, but it looks pretty heavy.”
The three stood and stared at the troll, who was now babbling at them.
“What do you think he’s saying?” whispered Hermione.
The others shook their heads. “I don’t think Animal Speech would work, this
creature obviously has a language. We would need the Communication spell, which I
don’t know.”
“Let’s just go get someone, Susan can stay here, I doubt he’ll try anything, and
honestly I’m not sure we were doing all that much good anyway,” said Harry.
“What’s all this then?” said a familiar voice. They turned around, and a group of
teachers, led by Rubeus, no less, came down the corridor.
“We thought Ron was down here so we had to come get him,” said Harry.
“He said he would be down here, have you seen him?” said Hermione.
“You’ve hurt him!” said Rubeus, pushing past them. “There, there, it’s all right, I’m
here.”
They looked dumfounded at him.
“Just because he’s big and a bit clumsy and maybe likes to swing his club around
a bit doesn’t make him a bad person, you know. You didn’t have to come down here and
attack the poor creature!”
“Rubeus, he’s a troll!” shrieked Hermione.
“Misunderstood creatures, trolls,” said Rubeus, checking the troll over.
“Are you children hurt?” asked Minerva.

“No, professor. We had enough enchantments on us, even if he had attacked I
doubt he could have touched us,” said Harry.
“Yeah, it was like he was moving in slow motion. That acceleration spell is really
something,” said Hermione.
“And Susan dazzled him, and got his club away from him,” Harry started.
“Enough, children. This troll could easily have fought back…” Minerva looked
over at Susan and Sparkle, who were both shaking their heads. “Well, anyway, it was
quite brave, and rather foolish of you to go seeking danger. However, you did survive,
so I shall both take and give five points to each of your houses.”
Susan put up a finger, but Minerva raised an eyebrow and she thought better of
it.
“Now, back to your dorms, and we’ll see if we can’t track down young Mr.
Weasley, who is probably shivering under a desk somewhere, because he has an
ounce of sense!”
“Wait,” said Susan. “I feel really bad now, attacking the troll. I didn’t think it would
just sit down and start crying. At least let me heal it.”
“Very well, Susan.”
She finally dropped Lubricate and cast Healing a few times until the troll looked
better.
“Please apologize for us, Rubeus. We did just rush down here without thinking,
and it is a troll, you know.”
“Ah, he’s already forgotten, don’t you worry your pretty little head. Now go on with
you.”
“That was really, really, weird,” said Hermione.
“You want to know what’s weird? Why was professor Quirrell all beat up if that
troll wasn’t interested in attacking whatever it saw in the castle?” asked Susan.
“How did it get in the castle?” asked Harry.
“I can answer that,” said Susan. “Remember that package professor Snape
picked up that day? It’s still here, in the castle. It’s guarded by stuff, and you heard
professor Quirrell. He said it ‘got loose somehow’ so I bet that creature is one of the
guardians. He probably got bored, wandered away from his post and couldn’t get back.
Of course if Quirrell was after the object and it chased him away… But that’s a scary
thought.”
“How do you know about it?” asked Hermione.
“Headmaster Dumbledore had me create an additional protection for it with my
kind of magic.”
“Smart,” said Hermione.
“What is it?” asked Harry.
“He just called it ‘the object’ and said he could tell me because my magic could
already make someone immortal. So it must have something to do with that.”
“Immortality, huh? I’ll have to go to the library.”
Susan was about to say “Who cares what it is?” but then her curiosity kicked in
again. “I’ll join you. After we find Ron.”
“Yeah, where is that guy?” asked Harry.
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Preparing for the Holidays
Time: About half an hour later
Place: A quiet corner of the castle
“There you are, Ron!” said Harry, coming up behind Ron, who jumped.
“What are you- You’re hurt!” said Hermione, pushing Harry out of the way and
bending down to look at Ron’s leg. He had been rather unsuccessfully trying to bandage
it, and there was a lot of blood on the floor around him. “You’re really badly hurt!”
“It’s nothing,” said Ron, trying to pull his pant leg down again.
“Nothing? You’re bleeding! What happened?”
Susan looked Ron over with a First Aid check of 15. He was pale and shaky,
obviously he had lost a lot of blood. Also, the wound was obviously done by an Edged
type weapon rather than Blunt. Almost like giant claws...
“That can wait,” she said smartly. “Let the person with actual healing magic
through, please,” she said, giving Hermione a gentle shove. “This won’t help with the
blood loss, but at least I can heal you up,” she said.
She started casting.
It took two castings, but the wound closed up before their eyes, and Ron visibly
relaxed.
“Now let’s take care of the mess,” said Sparkle, casting Hygiene.
“And the clothes,” said Susan, casting Repair.
“Now you can interrogate him,” Susan said, stepping away.
“Thank you,” said Hermione. “Well?”
“I don’t want to talk about it.”
“Let me guess,” said Hermione. “You saw the troll, panicked, and ran. You tripped
over something and cut your leg up. The troll smashed the potions room up while you
went and bravely ran away, away.”
“Troll? I mean, yeah, what else could have happened?”
“Why did you hide?” asked Harry. “We had to have Susan bust out her Descry
Creature spell again. You know how long that spell takes to cast from writings? Ten
minutes!”
“Sorry! I didn’t want to go to the nurse’s office because I knew it would get out
that… I… was scared of the troll.”
“That’s a weird reason,” remarked Hermione.
“Maybe it’s a boy thing?” said Susan.
“I get enough of it from Draco for who my family is, I don’t need to give him any
more things to tease me about.”
“Boy thing,” said Hermione. Susan nodded. “Next time, silly boy, just go find
Susan. You must have known she knew healing magic.”
“Just leave me alone.”
“Okay, fine, just trying to be a friend and everything. Sorry. Come on, Susan.”
She pulled Susan down the hall again. “Oh,” she shouted back, “If I had just been saved
from dying by a friend of mine, I would have said thank you! But that’s just me.” She
stalked off, and Susan trailed behind her.

“Honestly, that boy,” said Hermione.
“Something odd about that wound,” said Sparkle. “I’m not sure I buy his story, but
what else can we do?”
“There’s always the Detect lies spell,” said Susan. “But using that against a
friend? I don’t know. Something’s odd, but I can’t imagine why he would…”
“Would what?” asked Hermione, concerned.
Susan shook her head. “No, it’s impossible. Never mind.”
“Okay.”
A few weeks later the whole incident had blown over, and Professor Quirrell was
healed up. He couldn’t explain the difference in how the troll acted between when he
saw it and when they saw it, and they let the matter drop. Susan and Hermione still
thought it was odd, but odd stuff happened around the castle all the time. Soon it was
time to see Harry play his first game of Quidditch as the team Seeker. Harry had wanted
some “Susan Magic” to help, but Hermione said that wouldn’t be fair.
“Fair?” said Harry, trying to imitate professor Quirrell. “Fair? No, not getting it.”
“Then think of it as practice,” Hermione said, throwing Quirrell back at him.
“You’re up against opponents who are better than you. What do you do? Evaluate their
strengths and weaknesses, discard what doesn’t work, and get stronger.”
“I guess you’re right.”
“I usually am.”
“So explain this game to me again?” Susan said to Ron.
“You didn’t read about it?” said Hermione, shocked.
“Oh, I did. I still don’t get it. A sport where the balls actually attack the players?
When they are flying through the air on a stick of wood and any fall will be lethal? The
ground doesn’t even have some kind of spell on it to catch people who fall, and the
whole thing ends when one player catches one ball. How does that make sense?”
“You aren’t knocking Quidditch, are you?” asked Ron.
“With the entirety of the magical spectrum to draw from, this is the game wizards
chose to throw their passions behind?”
“What’s wrong with it?”
“You mean besides all the stuff I just mentioned? This game could go on for days
or be over in ten seconds depending on the fickle nature of a flying ball. The work the
other players do is totally worthless because the ending points are so high. There is no
actual magic involved!”
“You mean like spellcasting? Because flying about seems like magic to me.”
“Yes, exactly like spellcasting. You are wizards, and this was the best you could
come up with? I just hope it’s better than baseball, that game puts me to sleep.”
“Oh, you’ll see.”
Rubeus came to join them, making Ron and Hermione squish together to fit him.
They both looked away from each other. Every time either side scored, Susan just
shook her head, because it didn’t matter. It was like all the other players were just there
as a distraction, while people waited for the two Seekers to head after the tiny ball. It
was like a race, only with some uninteresting stuff going on in the beginning and middle.

Then the end came in two seconds flat, at random.
“What is Harry doing with his broom?” asked Rubeus. “Looks like he’s about to
be shaken off!”
“What?” said Susan, looking where he was. Harry did seem to be having trouble,
his broomstick jerking back and forth like it was out of control.
“Where is he?” said Hermione, grabbing the binoculars from Rubeus and
scanning the crowd. “All the way over there?” she moaned. “Can your magic reach that
far?” She handed them over to Susan.
“Who am I looking- Snape.”
“Yes, look what he’s doing!”
“Muttering, perhaps casting a spell? Crap!” What spells do I know that can help?
Barrier Against Spells is touch, so is Flight, darn it!
“Do something!” said Hermione. “It’s too far to go over and stop him, he’ll fall any
second.”
“I’m thinking!” Wait a minute… too far? “That’s it!”
Susan focused on Professor Snape, and started thinking about symbols. Before
her a circle appeared, and she put a bit of energy into the spell of “Retrieval!”
She was rewarded with Professor Snape’s robes fluttering down in front of her,
making him stand up in surprise and shock as he found himself nearly naked in a stand
full of people. Naturally, everyone turned to look, and Susan watched him mouth her
name, then stalk off towards the exit. Susan swung the binoculars over to Harry again
and was relieved to see him climbing back on his broom. It seemed to be under his
control again, and she handed the binoculars back to Rubeus.
“Is that what I think it is?” Ron said, trying to edge away from the robes.
“What do you think it is, Ron?” Susan asked sweetly, trying not to laugh
hysterically. Oh, Snape was going to kill her, that was certain, but it was so worth it.
“I think it’s what saved Harry’s life just now,” said Hermione. “Well done.”
“A use that spell was never intended for, I’m sure. Still, it did prove effective.”
“He’s going to murder you!” said Ron, looking at her with horror.
“Oh, I don’t think so. Because I’m going straight to Headmaster Dumbledore after
this to tell him what happened. And I’ll send the good professor back his robe right now.”
She got her book out from her Pocket Dimension and started reviewing Send
Object, which returned the robe several minutes later, just as Harry was coughing up
the golden ball.
“Well,” Susan said, snapping her book closed. “I have to admit, Ron, the game
does have a certain appeal.”
“You’re crazy.”
“Maybe. Come on, let’s go.”
Susan made her way through the crowd, but not before casting Barrier Against
Magic on herself. If never pays to be too careful, she thought.
“And you say he was trying to kill Harry?” asked Albus seriously.
“Hermione?” said Susan, turning to her.
“Yes Headmaster. He was using some kind of spell. I saw him looking straight at
Harry the whole time, and he was muttering to himself as the broomstick went out of

control. Exactly as I’ve read about.”
“I see. So you, Susan, stopped him?”
“Yes, it was the first thing that popped into my mind that wasn’t a touch spell and
could reach across the distance between us. Even setting him on fire with Combust at
maximum energy wouldn’t have worked. He was just too far away.”
“This is a very serious accusation-” Albus started, when his door burst open and
Severus stormed in.
“Albus I insist that girl be expelled imm- YOU!”
“Me,” said Susan. “I’m surprised you’re still here after what you pulled.”
“Insolent girl, you have the gall to sit there, after humiliating me in the stands-”
“Severus,” said Albus, steel in his voice. “These children have just come to me
with a very serious allegation concerning you. I would like to hear your side of it.”
“You know full well I mean the boy no harm. I was trying to protect him!”
“Strange, how that spell that was messing up Harry’s broomstick ended the
minute you got up and walked off. Coincidence, you would argue?”
“Yes.”
“I see,” she said, turning back to the Headmaster. “And so it’s his word against
ours. We know someone tried to kill Harry or myself the night we arrived. Both Severus”
“Professor Snape,” corrected Albus.
“Excuse me, Professor Snape and Professor Quirrell were late to the feast that
night. Professor Snape has been nothing but rude and unjust to both Harry and myself.
Professor Qiirrell on the other hand treats us both well. Which is the more likely murder
suspect, I might ask?”
Severus was gritting his teeth.
“I trust Severus over all others,” said Albus. “Though I cannot explain to you why.
If he says he was not out to harm Harry then I believe him. We will have to look
elsewhere for answers to this puzzle, I’m afraid.”
“And the girl?”
“I’m sitting right here, and my name IS SUSAN.”
“I must agree, if you are still holding a grudge because of the wand incident…”
“She is reckless with her magic. She knows and can learn spells that we can’t
counter or even understand. She is dangerous! You must see that!”
Albus looked over at her, studying her for a time. She didn’t lower her gaze. “She
does not strike me as reckless,” he said at last. “She knows her magic, and she knows
her limits. Possibly better than any of us do, given this strange ‘character sheet’ she can
pull from nowhere. I admit her magic is astonishing, but thus far it has only done good.
The Longbottom family would drop to its knees in thanks if I were to tell them this young
child solved all of their problems. But she wishes no credit, no glory. She studies
Herbology and History of Magic with a similar diligence to other students though she
has no use for them. She has taken it upon herself to study the differences in our magic,
that perhaps one day others like her might be found, or that our spells might be
adapted. Reckless? No, I think not.
“She saw her friend was in trouble, and she reacted. One might almost think her
a Gryffindor. That action, it must be argued, did save her friend’s life. No matter how it
happened, I think she can be excused for her… exuberance and unconventional

thinking. You yourself did say something was wrong with Harry’s broom, after all.”
“Fine. I can see you are entranced with this girl. Nothing I say will make any
difference. She is not to set foot in my potions class again, is that clear?”
Albus sighed. “If that is your wish, Severus.”
“It is. And mark this well, girl. You do not have a wand to break, but if it were up to
me, I would not rest until I found a way to strip you of your magic, permanently.”
Susan stared into his eyes, then began to laugh.
“You find that amusing?”
“I find you amusing. My magic could do it quite easily, actually. I admit, Destroy
Magic is a grade ten spell, the most difficult I can cast, but possible. You want me to
stay away from you? Fine. Stay away from Harry, or you might wake up one day to find
your magic gone- forever.”
“You see what I mean?” he said to Albus.
“You threatened her with the same, I see no difference.”
“She’s a child!”
“And you are an adult!” Albus said, rising from his chair with a look of fury on his
face. “You should know better. Now get out of my office!”
Severus paled, then turned and stalked out.
“As for you-”
“Yes?” said Susan, matching his stare. He took a deep breath, lowing himself to
his chair again. Hermione was pressed back against hers, and Ron had somehow
gotten behind his, and was peeking out from behind it.
“There was only one person that could stare me down,” he said quietly, rubbing
his forehead. “And in the end I couldn’t beat him, either. I just hope your magic takes
you down a different path than his did.”
“So is that it? What about the attempt on Harry’s life? And the one from before?
Is he not safe here?”
“He is as safe as I can make him,” sighed Albus. “I wonder if that will prove to be
inadequate?”
“I hope not. Harry is my friend, and woe to any who would hurt him.”
Albus looked at her a moment. “I believe you. I will look into the matter further,
but I suggest you do not attend potions class anymore.”
“Unacceptable,” said Susan. “He will then turn his full attention on Harry. At least
with me there, there’s two of us he hates, so he goes back and forth between us.
Without me to act as a buffer, I’m afraid Harry will suffer for it.”
“Hufflepuff as well?” he chuckled quietly. “And you stood up to Severus, so there
we find Slytherin. The hat must have had a hard time placing you.” He gestured to the
hat, sitting upon a shelf by the wall.
“I did,” it relied. “That I did. She actually choose, in the end. I simply announced
the choice.”
“In any case, I’ll see what I can do.”
“Thank you.”
There was a long pause.
“Can you really do it? Strip the magic out of someone so they can no longer cast

spells?”
“Oh, yes. I could stop all magic from working in this entire castle, given a few
days. One small man would be no problem at all.”
“I see. I am glad, then, that you turn your talents to healing and protecting, and
not to these more, shall we say, darker arts.”
“Is there anything else, Headmaster?”
“No. Thank you for bringing this to my attention. It seems events swirl around
Harry Potter even now. He is lucky to have such an ally at his side.”
“I’m there to stay, Headmaster. Have a pleasant evening.”
They filed out.
“I’m really glad you’re on our side,” said Ron, looking at her with new respect.
“Making Snape back off? Staring down Dumbledore? You are crazy!”
“It’s my Overconfident weakness and my 10 RESolve, I’m afraid. I just can’t seem
to back down from a challenge.”
“There you guys are,” said Harry, walking up to them. “I had to slip away from my
own party to try and find you. Are you coming back from the Headmaster’s office?”
“Oh yeah, we won!” said Ron. “It totally slipped my mind with one of my friends
going insane.”
“Something I should know about?”
“I won’t be coming to potions anymore, Harry. I want you to tell me if Snape is
more mean to you than normal, okay?”
“Uh, okay? Why?”
“That’s a long story. Let’s go back to this party of yours and I’ll tell you all about
it.”
Things went back to some sense of normalcy after that, Susan now spending the
time she would have spent in potions class making Imbued objects for her friends. She
got her ingredients from Albus, but in exchange she had to tell him what she was
making- he didn’t want dangerous magical items loose in his castle, after all. She
stretched the Imbuing rules to the breaking point, as the person she was making the
item for had to be “present throughout the Imbuing,” which they were, technically. They
were in the castle, weren’t they? Of course by that logic they were on the planet, and
she wondered if she could make something for her mother that way too, but didn’t want
to push it.
Susan was going to go home for Christmas, and have Harry over too (as she
figured the Dursley’s didn’t want to see him) but then it turned out Ron wasn’t going
home either. So she just decided to teleport herself back home on Christmas day, but
spend the rest of the time at the castle. This also allowed her to leave her gifts for Harry
and Ron, just in case they hadn’t gotten her anything. After all, Harry was penniless
now, and Ron, well, his family might actually be in debt. Best to avoid any
awkwardness, she thought.
Hermione’s gift she sent via Send Object on Christmas morning, smiling. She
hadn’t actually included any instructions, so she doubted Hermione would figure it out,

but that was okay. It was like two gifts that way.
“Morning fellows,” she said good-naturedly, coming up the stairs to the Gryffindor
common room. “Merry Christmas!”
“Merry Christmas,” they both replied, surrounded by wrapping paper.
“Nice sweaters. They look like +3 resistance to cold, if you ask me.”
“Very funny,” said Ron. “Thanks for the… what is it?” he asked, holding up his
present. It looked like a keychain with a cornucopia at the end of it. Harry held up his,
which was similar, but a shield.
“That,” she answered, a twinkle in her eye, “is a very special object. As is Harry’s.
Come on, I’ll show you how it works.”
She cleared off the table with a sweep of her arm. “Put it there on the table, but
keep touching it.”
“Okay,” said Ron, confused.
“Now say ‘food’.”
“Food.” said Ron.
A magical circle shot out and glowed, and when it was gone, there was a pile of
food on the table. It was simple fare, just bread, cheese, dried meat, but she had
learned wanded magic couldn’t create food for some reason. Her magic had no problem
with doing so, and she thought Ron would appreciate it.
“Wow!” said Ron, reaching out to touch it.
“Nice huh? It’s totally real, try some.”
He picked up a hunk of cheese and bit into it. “It’s okay.”
“Yeah, it’s kind of bland, I admit. But you’ll never have to worry about going
hungry, anyway.”
“Thanks, this is great!”
“There’s some limitations.”
His face fell. “Oh?”
“It costs you some energy to activate, and I have no idea how much you have,
because apparently you don’t have a character sheet. But from what I’ve observed, you
have an average RESolve and ENDurance, so you should probably be able to activate
it eight times a day. Of course you can always pass it to someone else if you’re feeding
an army, the magic doesn’t care who does it. Also, the food will only last twenty four
hours. Then it just sort of evaporates. That’s about it!”
“Oh, that’s not so bad. Thanks.”
“You’re welcome. Now for Harry’s.”
He held up his shield. “I wanted something flashy for you too, but I looked and
looked at my spellbook and kept coming back to that. It’s the same thing as Ron’s, a
spell in solid form, basically. The one that Sparkle used to save my life the first night
here. Your trigger word is shield.”
“Does it have the same limitations?”
“Yes. It costs energy, but a third of what Ron’s costs. You have to see the attack
coming and activate it, it’s not automatic. And it won’t do any good against anything you
couldn’t knock away with a shield. But it’ll keep most spells from hitting you that I can
see, so I figured it had to be that.”
“Thank you. You made these the same way as that dragon, didn’t you? That

stone sculpting spell?”
She nodded.
“I don’t deserve a friend as good as you.”
“Bah, none of that.”
“Show her what you got,” said Ron.
“Oh yeah, look at this!”
Harry pulled a cloak from under a sweater. “Watch this!” He swirled it around his
shoulders and disappeared.
“Huh.” said Susan. “Looks like my gift was outclassed after all.”
His head reappeared. “Don’t say that. Look how bulky this is compared to what
you made.”
“True, I could make anything make you invisible, it wouldn’t need to be a cloak.
Can I see it?”
“Sure,” he said, handing it over. The cloth became visible again, and she felt the
fabric between her fingers. “What is this actually made of?”
Both boys shrugged.
“I don’t dare do a Magic Sense on it, with all the magic that floats around this
castle. But it seems well made. Who gave it to you?”
“We don’t know,” said Harry. “There was a strange note, but that’s it. It’s not
signed.”
“And really, why should it be?”
At that moment the rest of the Weasley family came in, wearing similar sweaters
to what the boys had received.
“Morning Fred, morning George.”
“Where’d the food come from?” said Fred (or George), grabbing a loaf and
tearing a hunk off with his teeth. “Did you guys learn how to get into the kitchens
already?”
“Would you believe… magic? Anyway, I’m off to see my mother, have fun today
you guys!”
“Merry Christmas,” said everyone.
Harry didn’t bother too much with the cloak, that Susan could see. She said she
was happy to make him invisible whenever he wanted. But if he did want to go
exploring, to count her in. She also wanted to get it away from the castle sometime, so
she could magic sense it properly. Items like this were rare in the wanded world, and
she wanted to figure out why.
Soon Hermione came back, with a book on a keychain and a puzzled look.
“Knowing you, it’s more than what it seems,” she said good naturally.
“What if I told you it was just a small keychain with a book on the end?”
Her face fell a little.
“And then told you I was lying?”
“Come on, out with it!” They both laughed. “Okay,” said Susan. “Think about
some topic you would like to research, okay?”
“Okay.”
“Now, say the word, ‘research’ and hold out your other hand.”

“Research.” She was shocked to see a book in her other hand appear, and
started leafing through it.
“This is amazing!” she breathed. “And I can research anything with this?”
“I haven’t found anything it can’t provide information on. It won’t answer
questions, mind you, but it’s like having a portable library at your disposal.”
“This is wonderful,” she said, hugging Susan.
“Glad you like it. I knew it would be perfect for you.”
“Oh, it is, this is amazing. How do I turn it off though?”
“Just consider your research complete for the moment.”
The book vanished.
“Amazing.”
“Just like the ones I made for the boys, this one takes energy, the most, actually.
You’ll be able to do it a couple of times a day, at least, but keep that in mind. You could
use it to death. If you feel tired after using it a couple of times, wait a few hours or the
next day.”
“Okay, I’ll keep that in mind. Your magic is just so… fantastic.”
“Yeah, I learned a few things about it over the break when I went back home. I
finally know where my magic comes from.”
“You do? Where?”
“Let’s go get Harry and I’ll tell you, I’d rather not repeat myself, it’s a pretty long
story.”

12
Susan’s Story
Time: Just after Christmas break
Place: The great hall
“You really found out where your magic comes from?” said Harry. “How?”
“My mother gave me a Christmas present, of sorts. She said I was old enough
now to know the truth, and gave me a letter my father wrote me before he left.”
“Left? You mean he’s still alive?” asked Hermione. “I thought you said he was
dead.”
“I said my magic told me she was lying when she said he was dead, but that’s not
really the whole story. I’ll just read you the letter, it’ll be easier.”
Susan got out a few sheets of paper and took a deep breath.
My Dearest Daughter,
When you read these words I shall be far away from you, and for that I apologize.
I know you have many questions, and hopefully this will answer them. To understand
where your power comes from you must understand me, and to understand me you
must learn why I journey.
It begins with my very world, which is not your own. I’m sure your book of spells
has told you that other worlds exist, other timelines, other choices made by those
around you. My world is very much like yours in form, but different in substance. We
have both a high level of magic and technological power at our disposal, more than
what your world seems to possess, as of yet. You may one day match us for technology,
but I find the magic here strange. In any case, my world was imperiled. Not by dark
magic, or the greed of man, but by some outside force. This force was draining the life
out of my world, almost too slowly to notice. Every year the world around us got a little
darker, the people a little less cheerful. Doing even the simplest of tasks became a little
bit harder to justify. It was as though our entire world was just giving up. By the time we
realized it, we feared it would be too late. Through a supreme effort my world created
the Book of Magic and the Staff of Power. They selected their most powerful mage (that
would be me) and presented these items to him, telling him to go forth and discover the
cause of our world’s fading.
Our magic had already told us the answer would be found on another world, and
so I journeyed to a place quite unlike my home. Arriving there I was stuck by how
colorful and bright the world was. For a moment the bright sun overhead blinded me,
and I thought about how far gone my world really must be. I hastened to meet the “Lady
Inari” who was said to be a powerful force for good, and who would further lead me to
the answer. What I found was a white haired child full of mischief. She introduced me to
those who would be my traveling companions, as it seemed other worlds were imperiled
as well, each uniquely, but with a common thread for those who could travel it.
The first was what you might call a half-elf, complete with pointed ears. The
second a youth with strange eyes I learned was a “breath stealer,” someone who could
live forever, as long as he could feed on the life energy of another. The third was an
intelligent dog, who was a wizard not unlike myself. From that place we went on to have

many adventures, and save many worlds.
Then I found your world, and met your mother.
I had always tried to maintain a distance between myself and those I met,
because I knew my presence there was only temporary. But your mother was somehow
different. I won’t tell you of the great shadow that nearly covered your world, it is
unimportant. Know that during my time here your mother and I fell in love.
It is hard to speak ill of that union when the result was your life, but I was foolish.
All too soon the danger was past, and I had to move on. I had not yet found the answer
to the shadow that covered my world, and reluctantly left her side. Of course I promised
to return when my task was ended, but we both knew I belonged on my world, and she
on hers. I did however give her a way to contact me, one time only, should some
emergency arise.
What she called me about was not exactly what I expected.
She was pregnant, with you.
This caused me a dilemma. There would be no one to explain to you how you
knew, more accurately, about yourself through your character sheet. None in my travels
seemed to possess this ability, it seems unique to my world where we Paragon existed.
All indications were that you would be a powerful wizard such as myself, but you would
have no way to learn magic. None from this world could teach you, after all. With some
reluctance I petitioned Lady Inari to allow me to return to your world to rectify at least
part of this problem. With Inari’s help I gave up a portion of my soul to strengthen the
Book of Magic, allowing it to create spells for you by itself, should you need them. (I
learned the Staff of Power was created in a similar way, to my surprise.) Then I left it in
your mother’s care until you should show signs of needing it. Do not worry that I am left
without my Resources Background, Inari was kind enough to make me a duplicate of it
which is not as sturdy or nice looking, but which I can continue to get spells from.
Ah, my daughter. Never have I held you in my arms, or even seen your face. Yet
I love you still. Know that you come from a long line of powerful wizards who have
dedicated their lives to using their powers for good. Know that the Book of Magic has a
part of me inside it, a part that will always be near you. Know that you are unique in this
world and your magic can be the stuff of legends. But know this too, the Book was
created with the hope of a world inside it. Every time you learn a spell from it, every time
you cast a spell from its pages, know that it may be the last remnant of my world. Know
that you may be the last child of my world ever born.
If I have not returned by the time you read this, I may have fallen. Or my world
has fallen. Or Inari has forbidden me travel back to your world a third time. Perhaps one
day you will learn such magics to answer that question, if you wish to. I do not regret my
appointment to this task. I have seen many wonders, and spoken to many creatures,
like dragons and aliens from worlds within the same universe as the world I saved. I
would not have traded it, or you, for anything.

I am certain you are a daughter to be proud of. Study and perfect your magic.
Should you choose to have children, perhaps in seven generations the world will have
two different kinds of wizards that call it home. All that can be traced back to you- the
child of a world now passed into legend, consumed by Darkness. But from that
darkness a child of light.
Good luck, my daughter. My thoughts are with you.
Love always,
Elysian Tarsisis
Susan wiped a tear from her eye. “So there you have it. That’s why I’m so
different, my father came from another world. It’s why I seem to follow different physical
laws than you, like having a Combat Delay and a Health Level. My mother also
explained why, growing up, she didn’t like to see my character sheet. It reminded her of
my father, who she would probably never see again. She even threw out his picture, it
was too painful for her. Also my father brought the kitten Sparkle with him, who he had
rescued in his travels but really couldn’t take care of.”
The three sat, stunned. They hadn’t expected this.
“But I know my legacy now, and why I can’t turn away from evil when I see it. My
father was Elysian Tarsisis, and I am proud of his courage. He left his whole world
behind to try and save them, I can do no less. It’s like he said: every spell I cast carries
the hope of his world inside it.”
“Thank you for telling us,” said Hermione softly.
“I thought, as my friends, you had the right to know. I’ll be telling the Headmaster
as well, I’m sure it will take a weight off his mind that an army of wizards armed with
Destroy Magic is not about to descend on this world and enslave the wizard population.”
“That was some story,” said Ron. “Can you even imagine it? Leaving your world,
traveling to other ones with a bunch of people you don’t even know, but who hold your
survival in your hands? What stories he would be able to tell, I wonder?”
“Yeah, he only hits at it in the letter. Talking to dragons! Dragons here are just
animals, can you imagine them being smart enough to talk?” asked Harry.
“If you ever want to, you know, talk about it,” said Hermione, laying a hand on
Susan’s arm. “I’m here. You know that, right?”
Susan smiled. “Thanks.”
It was now some time later, and classes had started up again. Susan was
watching the sparing practice the Defense class was doing when a sudden thought
struck her. “You know, professor,” she remarked, turning to Quirinus, “we never did have
our little sparing match.”
“You were serious about that?” His eyes widened a bit.
“Of course. I don’t know much offensive magic, but if you’ll allow Sparkle to
support me, I might be okay. After all, I’m just a helpless first year student, you wouldn’t
want it to be too one sided, would you?” She batted her eyelashes at him. “And I do

want to see how a pro fights. If I’m going to help Harry hold off Death Eaters, I need to
be prepared.”
“A wise precaution! Very well. I’ll enchant up some new barrier posts and we can
do it at the end of this week. How does that sound?”
“Perfect.”
It turned out news of this event had spread, so many older kids with no classes at
the time came to watch. The field had been made into a circle, but still had four pillars
with glowing orbs atop them around the edge. They were a different color, and
Professor Quirrell, who Susan noticed was acting a little strange, explained what they
were all about.
“These will create a magical barrier, so any spells that go wide will dissipate
harmlessly. I do take it you want to fight me at my full strength?”
“Of course, there’s no point otherwise.”
His eyes seem to twinkle. “Excellent.”
Both “teams” entered the circle and Quirinus activated the pillars, which caused a
slight shimmering in the air around the circle. Neither had their wands out, which Susan
was counting on to give her a slight edge, as she wouldn’t need to draw hers. She was
going to, so that should could keep up appearances, but not right away. As with his
exercises in class, the bell would ring at some random point in the next two minutes,
signaling they should begin. The match was over when one couldn’t fight anymore. She
had checked on the way down and found cards on her sheet again, which she hoped
she didn’t need. This time she turned in Endless Ammo with disgust. Why does that
card keep popping up, anyway? Sparkle turned in her Skill card. Weird, another one
that’s popped up twice.
All three waited for the bell, and a hush descended upon the crowd.
*DING*
“Declare, card 30!” shouted Susan, taking a meta-action to use her card of Power
Overwhelming. She could now spend as much energy as she wanted per action, just in
case. Sparkle checked her Initiative against Susan’s and found she actually went
second, and said “Declare, card 39.” Time seemed to stop as Sparkle cast Acceleration
on them both instantly, negating Susan’s higher Initiative roll. She rolled exactly an
eleven after spending max energy, then rolled Energy Boost for free, gaining 3 back.
Her delay was now a 2, so she went up to a 3. Maintaining that spell put her at a −2 to
all actions.
Susan, knowing the difficulty of the spell she was about to cast and unsure if
Professor Quirrell had Quick Draw, used 16 energy to instantly cast Barrier Against
Spells on herself, rolling more than enough and now taking a −3 to all actions. She
wasn’t worried. Her delay went up by 2, and she also rolled Energy Boost to get 2
energy back.
All three now acted at the same time, so Susan went for her wand at the same
time Quirinus did. She had asked Sparkle to support her and not act for a bit, she
wanted to see what he would do before they blew him away. Quirinus did indeed have

Quick Draw, and used it now, pulling his wand. He did not attack instantly, but got his
wand into position.
Who needs skill when you have Acceleration on? Susan thought to herself, also
doing a Quick Draw, but untrained. With her +10 bonus to REFlex based skills, she got
max, a 19, and had her wand in her hand with no additional delay. She held her action,
but did hold up a hand dramatically.
Quirinus attacked, seemingly without mercy, a red bolt of energy sizzling out of
his wand and striking Susan. Accelerated to the level that she was, it moved slowly
enough for her to get her hand into position. The bolt struck her and harmlessly
dissipated. There was a gasp from everyone outside the barrier.
Susan now struck, calling out “Elemental Attack (Fire)” and rolling a 10 total.
Quirinus saw a bolt of fire now heading for him, and waved his wand, shooting out a
stream of water. The water and fire met, and annihilated each other. Susan grinned, but
Quirinus seemed to scowl.
Weird, I thought he would enjoy this more. Let’s see what he does next.
He again shot the red bolt of energy out of his wand, which Susan figured she
would allow to miss her, this time, and made a dodge check. She got a 16 with her −3,
and easily dodged, the spell slamming into the magical barrier surrounding them. It
crackled and sparked, and the people near it pulled back, alarmed.
She cast Elemental Attack again, but this time Quirinus waved his wand and sent
it flying back at her, again harmlessly dissipating.
Good idea, but I’m immune to my own magic now as well. Let’s see what you do
with this?
“Dazzle!” she shouted, branding her wand dramatically. Lights appeared around
Quirinus’ face, but Suzan had rolled minimum so he was able to shake it off.
He had the initiative, so he struck out with ropes this time, making them appear
around Susan and go to grab her. She rolled a dodge, jumping up out of them, getting a
21, and easily slipping out of them. She made a Gymnastics check, and spent 4 energy,
getting a 15, and easily rolled to her feet again with a reactive action, putting her delay
up by a total of 3.
Several people clapped.
I’m running out of different things to do, better end this with a “Lubricate!” she
cast, targeting Quirinus’ wand. She didn’t instantly cast it this time, instead taking the
normal 2 delay, meaning his next spell went off at exactly the same time, or at least he
tried to. Just in case he held onto it (she got a 13 on her check) she cast Elemental
Conjuration (water) around his head, so as he tried to cast, he found himself unable to
breathe. Two and half gallons of water appeared and started falling, but Quirinus was
casting on the same action and tried to jerk away from the water that had appeared
around him. His wand hand jerked as well, sending whatever spell he was casting wild,
where it again crashed into the magical barrier around the field.
His wand left his hand and flew in an arc away from them both, landing in the
grass some distance away. Susan lowered her wand.
“Guess I win,” she said brightly, but noticed only her spell of Lubricate, which she
wanted to maintain “until he lost his wand” had gone away, while her Barrier against
Spells had remained on. This fight isn’t over according to my magic.
“You haven’t won yet. If I can’t use magic I’ll just have to do things the old

fashioned way.” He fanned his robes and Susan saw a knife hanging there. Quirinus
couldn’t go for it yet, he had just used a free action to speak, Susan still had the
initiative.
“Knife!” she shouted to Sparkle, dispelling her Barrier against Spells as a reactive
action. Sparkle saw the magical energies dissipate and knew what Susan wanted.
Susan struck a dramatic pose, hands pressed together as they both shouted
“Armor of Magic!”
With her penalties she rolled only one more the she needed (casting it instantly
and maintaining Acceleration) but magical energy surrounded Susan, momentarily
taking the form of a suit of armor before becoming invisible again. However, that was
Sparkle’s action, not Susan’s, she had merely used a free action to speak a few words,
not cast a spell, and now used her action to cast “Creation!” as she held up a hand,
dropping her wand.
Of course, she had to spend 25 energy to make sure it went off because
Creation usually took 15 turns, but a glittering sword dropped into her waiting hand from
thin air. There were gasps of surprise behind her.
Oh yeah! Gaze upon the last daughter of Paragon, oh mortals, and tremble. I
really wish someone had been video taping all this...
With Acceleration still up, she saw Quirinus’ hand going for the knife, and knew
she still had time to cast “Augment Skill” on herself, taking the full time. She immediately
knew how to use the sword she had just created with a skill of 8. Quirinus used Quick
Draw again, this time not doing quite as well, and now had his knife his hand. His eyes
blazed.
“Mine’s bigger,” said Susan, giving it an experimental twirl and holding her action.
Quirinus started spiriting towards her.
Susan mentally checked her energy level, which was still a respectable 28, even
after all that. Thank you Energy Boost she silently thought, dropping to a guard position.
The two clashed, Susan rolling a 9 (ugh) but Quirinus didn’t seem too good with
the dagger (That makes sense, how often does he go around stabbing people?) so
Susan parried him. She didn’t actually want to hurt her professor so she held her action
again to see what he would do.
Suddenly a voice rang out over the field. “Stop this fight at once!” Susan looked
over to see Headmaster Dumbledore and Professor McGonagall striding towards them,
wands at the ready. Fawkes was on the Headmaster’s shoulder.
“It’s okay,” she shouted. “We’re just giving them a show.”
Distracted, she didn’t notice Quirinus make one last attempt at stabbing her in
the gut, which harmlessly scraped off her Armor of Magic.
“Professor, what-” she started to ask, but Quirinus made a break for it, grabbing
his wand and plunging through the magical barrier. He shouted something about a
broom and from behind a tree a broomstick zipped out towards him, which he jumped
onto and flew away.
“Oh dear, we’ll never catch him now,” said Minerva, running over to Susan. “Are
you hurt, dear?”
“He didn’t touch me. What’s going on? I could catch him if you wanted. It was just
an exercise, he meant no harm.”
“I fear that was not who you thought,” said Albus seriously. “A student found the

real professor Quirrell knocked out in his office and ran to tell me. Knowing you were
supposed to be performing your dual at this time, naturally I hurried here.”
“Snape!” said Susan. “Headmaster, we must search for professor Snape at
once.”
“I wish I didn’t agree with you,” he replied. “Let us away to the dungeons
immediately.”
Susan grabbed his sleeve, and they became fire, appearing in the potions
classroom.
Where Severus Snape looked up from his desk, as the potion making went on
around his classroom.
“Never mind,” said Susan angrily.
“I thought I said I didn’t want to see her back in this classroom, Headmaster,”
said Severus, standing up.
“I apologize, but Susan’s life was in danger a moment ago so I had to be sure.”
“I’m glad your faith in me has not eroded to the point where I am made your first
suspect in every attempt on Susan’s life. Or wait, was I, in fact, your first suspect?”
“I had to know,” said Albus. “I will leave you to your class.”
“Thank you,” he said, sitting down.
“To the field again, Fawkes.”
Once again they were fire.
They did not see Severus take a swig of liquid from the flask at his hip.
Everyone was milling around, as Minerva was getting the story about what
happened for the 6 or so seconds that the combat between Fake Quirrell and Susan
went on for. Everyone couldn’t agree on exactly what they had just witnessed, apart
from Susan taking repeated bolts of destructive magic like it was nothing and handling
professor Quirrell like he was a third grader. Sound effects were often included in the
description.
“Headmaster,” said Minerva, seeing them arrive again. “I take it he was there?”
He nodded. “It seems our would be killer has struck again, once more hiding in
the shadows where our eyes cannot see. Are you certain you are all right, Susan?”
“Not to worry, I was immune to everything he threw at me from the beginning,
and my Armor of Magic stopped his tiny knife from getting near me.”
“That sword of yours is impressive.”
Susan looked down. “Oh, I totally forgot! I’m actually rather proud of myself, that
usually takes about a minute to cast, and I just did it instantly. Of course, without that
card… anyway, is Professor Quirrell, the real one, going to be all right?”
“Yes, he was not killed, simply knocked out. Fortunate that he was found, and
that you were more than a match for your attacker.”
“I know. I would have ended it much sooner if I knew I was actually fighting for
my life just then.”
Draco pushed through the crowd of people.
“Susan…” he trailed off.

“Draco?”
“I wanted to… apologize.”
“What?” said Albus, Minerva and Susan simultaneously.
“I know, I know. Just, seeing you fight just then. That was, well it was beyond
words, and I just wanted to say that you were okay in my book. That’s all.”
He turned and pushed past a stunned wall of students, back to where Crabb and
Goyle were standing.
“Will wonders never cease?” asked Minerva.
“I hope not,” answered Albus. “If you are okay, I am going to watch the grounds
for who comes back, that may give us a clue as to who our murderer is. For now, class
is dismissed.”
Harry, Ron and Hermione walked Susan back to the dorms so she could put her
sword away. They were impressed, and Ron just kept making sound effects. “I thought
Quidditch was exciting, but that was the most heart pounding ten seconds of my life!”
“Knock it off,” said Hermione finally. “She knows how good she is.”
“It’ll be talked about for years, that battle,” said Harry. “Maybe they’ll stop talking
about me for two minutes,” he grumbled.
“Why don’t you just put that in your pocket dimension?” asked Ron.
“This? Are you kidding? I’m hanging it on my wall, this little baby is a trophy.
Maybe I’ll even do some Fabrication on it, make it self healing and higher DTR. Have to
learn Augment STRength first, though. Put a spell or two on it, you know, the works.”
“What’s it made of?” asked Hermione, touching it.
“Titanium, of course. I only have a 3 STRength, after all. So I wanted it to be light.
That’s why if I’m ever actually going to use it in a fight, and I very much doubt I am,
making it magically harder and sharper would be a must. And I’ve never actually
fabricated anything before, so it might be fun to try. Especially if I can get someone else
to pay the XP cost.”
“I still don’t know what half those words you used mean…” pouted Ron.
“Don’t worry about it Ron, it’s just my little idiosyncrasies. Let’s go get something
to eat, all that jumping around made me hungry.”
“Now you’re talking my language!”
“After that we’ll go see how professor Quirrell is doing. You know, the real one?”
“Let’s go!”

13
Wizard Blood
Time: Two days later
Place: The great hall
Two days later Susan was sitting and reading her book of magic in the great hall,
alone. Her friends were off doing various things at the moment, and she was idly flipping
through her book, wondering what spells her father had learned and used. Various
people, who had seen or only heard about her magical duel with the fake Quirinus were
more friendly to her, though some just walked a little further away.
Quirinus himself was doing fine, having received little more than a knock on the
head. Not, she thought, out of some desire to hurt him as little as possible but rather to
make sure the attack wasn’t magically detected. Quirinus himself could give no
description of his attacker, waking up with no memory of even that he had been
knocked out. Also everyone seemed accounted for, so her attacker still ran free. It was
troubling, but Susan wasn’t going to hide in the face of danger!
She had decided to donate the titanium sword to the school, so Headmaster
Dumbledore agreed to pay the “XP cost”, whatever that meant for him. She had been
working on it a few days, using the Augment STRength spell from writing. It just didn’t
seem worth it to spend the 5 XP to learn the spell herself when she was only going to
need it for this activity. She also planned to imbue it with Augment Skill (sword) when
she was done, so that whoever picked it up could use it better. She figured she would
up the TR on the sword only by one, it was more important that it stay sharp and pristine
than be able to cut rocks apart or whatever.
She was surprised, then, when Draco came over to her and asked if he could sit
down. He was alone, Crabb and Goyle nowhere to be seen. He seemed a little like a
bike without training wheels; a bit uncertain.
“What’s on your mind?” she asked.
“This may sound weird, but can you tell me about your family?”
Susan rolled her eyes. “I see. Slytherin house is wondering how a first year
student overcame the guy teaching Defense, right? So you think, oh, she must have
had really powerful magical parents. There’s something I learned in life, Draco. Don’t
ask a question you don’t want an honest answer to. So I’ll tell you about my parents,
that’s no problem. But before I do, I have to know- are you sure you want to know? You
might learn something you wish you hadn’t.”
“This isn’t about my house, though people are wondering who your family is,
because your name isn’t one of the old wizard families, that’s for sure. I wanted to know,
myself.”
“Really? It’s odd timing, because I just found out myself, over winter break. My
mother didn’t want to talk about it, but she finally said I was old enough. You’re certain
you want to know?”
Draco nodded.
“Okay. My mother is a plain old non-magic user. As far as she knows, there’s
been no magic users in her family ever. My father, however, was special. I’m not sure
how true it is, but he called himself the most powerful wizard in the... area he came

from. Given what I’ve learned to do already, I am inclined to believe it.”
“You’re from a family that was half Muggle?”
She sighed. “Is that so hard to believe, Draco?”
“If you listen to the way my father talks, yes.”
“I see. It’s something I’ve wondered about myself, maybe it’s time to put it to the
test.”
“What do you mean?”
She eyed him. “Are you sure you want to know?”
“Yes.”
“Okay. Go find me a seventh year student who has only one magical parent and
meet me… out by where Rubeus lives.”
“What’s he got to do with this?”
“Directly? Nothing. But he does have a rock in front of his place I know is the
correct size for the experiment I want to perform.”
“Oh. Fine, I’ll see you there.”
“Great!”
So Susan closed up her book and went to find some 7th year students she knew
from fighting in her Defense class, and they agreed to help her perform an experiment.
One boy named Matt, and one girl named Liz.
Once there, she got out her wand (for appearances sake) and lifted the statue
she had made, to make sure it was moveable.
“Right then!” she announced. “Draco, you don’t know anything about these two
people, do you?”
He shook his head no.
“Great. We’re going to perform a little exercise. I want you all to use Wingardium
Leviosa and see how high you can lift this rock. Then I’ll tell you all what this all means.”
So each person, in turn, lifted the rock. As she expected, they didn’t all get it up
to the same height.
“Excellent!” she said, rubbing her hands together. “Of course this isn’t a large
sample size and there could be more variables at work here, but it’ll do for now. Draco,
based on your upbringing, which of these two people would you say had both parents
as wizards, and which had neither?”
“I would say the one that got the statue up the highest was the pure blood
wizard.”
“Okay, but neither of these two got it up the highest. That was Sam, remember?
But of the two, you got it up the second highest Liz, are your parents both wizards?”
“No, neither of my parents is,” answered Liz.
“I see. What about you, Matt? You did the worst in our little game here, I’m sad to
say.”
“I have two wizard parents,” said Matt.
“And Sam here, you got it up the highest, yes? You are half and half, yes? Draco
didn’t lie about who he was looking for, or anything like that, right?”
“No, I’m half,” said Sam.
“Interesting,” said Susan. “What do we make of this result, Draco? Is it actually

half wizards that are the most powerful? As I said, we would need more tests to be sure.
But one thing we do know is that those like Matt here, with both parents being magical,
are not universally stronger than others. That’s why I picked all seventh year students.
Baring any Talents or Ineptitudes, they’ve all had the same amount of time to practice
and so should be at the same magical strength. But we have seen they are not. That
suggests that it really is practice, not who your parents were, that determine your
strength as a wizard.”
“But to really know,” countered Draco, “you would have to carefully monitor a
bunch of people from when they got their wands until they graduate. Tally up the
number of hours each spent practicing, and which spells they practiced. If the results
were all over the place, we could say it was some random factor we haven’t considered
that determined strength in magic. If it was universally one or the other, like all half
bloods were stronger, then we would know if it was blood or not. But if it was just hours
of practice that made you stronger, well, then I would admit to being wrong.”
“I agree, we would need way more data than this to say one way or the other. I
just thought it would be interesting to see the results. My theory is that, coming from a
half wizard family, Sam here practiced the most to avoid anyone questioning his
parentage. Liz has parents that don’t understand the magical world at all, and wouldn’t
push her to succeed in that area, so she probably practiced second longest. Matt,
thinking his two wizard parents made him superior practiced least. In any case, we can’t
know for sure as you probably didn’t keep detailed notes on exactly how many hours
you spent studying, just for fun?”
They all shook their heads.
“Kinda figured. It was a long shot, but who knows? Thanks for your time, you can
all head back now.”
They left.
“So what you’re trying to tell me is that my father may have lied to me?” asked
Draco.
“No, I’m trying to figure out what makes one wizard stronger than another. Not
everything is about you, Draco. But it’s true that your father may have passed down an
erroneous belief that he thinks is true. If I had any lesson here it would be to use your
own eyes and make your own conclusions rather than accepting what others tell you as
being absolute. Even if it’s your father.”
“What about you then? Why are you so much more powerful than even
teachers?”
“I can’t tell you exactly, sorry. My ability with magic is something I inherited from
my father, and let’s just say he wasn’t from around here.”
Draco gave her a questioning look.
“Susan!” a voice shouted, and both turned to look. Heading out from the castle
were Harry, Ron and Hermione, who was waving to her.
“I’d better go,” said Draco. “But if it’s okay with you, I’d like to talk some more
sometime. Maybe we can think up some more experiments to do?”
“That would be great!”
“Okay. Thanks, I guess. See you.”
Draco walked away as the others joined Susan.

“Was that who I think it was?” asked Ron.
“If you thought it was Harry Potter, you’re wrong, he’s standing right next to you.”
“You know who I mean!”
“I do? How did you know I spontaneously became a mind reader? Oh wait, I
didn’t.”
“I’m talking about Draco!”
“Oh him. Yeah, it was. Is that a problem?”
“You were talking to Draco?”
“We were doing an experiment. Apparently a seventh year student with nonmagical parents can lift a stone higher than one with both parents being magical. Who
knew? I do, because I asked the question and then answered it.”
“That’s what you were doing out here?” asked Hermione.
“What did you think I was doing?”
“We had no idea,” said Harry. “We just got told you left with an older boy and girl
after talking to Draco. We didn’t know what to think.”
“Well, thanks for coming to my rescue, or whatever.”
“Actually, we were coming to rescue them,” said Hermione.
“You say the nicest things.”
“Are they gone?” asked a voice from behind them all, and they looked up and to
the right. Rubeus was standing over them.
“If you’re talking about Susan, Harry, Ron and Hermione,” said Susan, “no, we’re
still right here.”
“Knock it off,” said Hermione. “Sometimes I think you’ve been taking lessons from
Ron.”
“What are you doing, hanging around here, anyway?”
“I needed your dragon statue. It was the perfect size for my lifting experiment.
Why?” asked Susan.
“You just shouldn’t be hanging around,” he answered nervously, glancing around.
“Spill it, Rubeus, what’s going on?” asked Harry. “You’re not usually what I would
call ‘jumpy’.”
He looked down at them. “I guess as it’s you four there’s no harm. Come in and
have a look.”
They went inside, Rubeus pulling the door tightly closed behind him. It was
roasting hot in the tiny room, and there in the fire was a large black egg.
“No wonder you were so jumpy!” said Ron, looking it over. “I would be too, with a
dragon egg in my kitchen. Is it, you know, fertile?”
“I think so,” answered Rubeus.
“I suppose it would have been a bit of a stretch to hope you were just fixing
yourself a very expensive snack.”
“What’s the deal?” asked Elizabeth. “So it’s a dragon’s egg, who cares.”
“You know what hatches from these things? Dragons, that’s what!”
“Really? I never would have guessed.”
“The point is dragon breeding is illegal!”
“Well funnily enough, I haven’t seen any huge lizard like creatures around lately,
have you? So unless he’s got them in his pocket, I’m pretty sure Rubeus hasn’t been
breeding any dragons. Have you?”

“No, won the egg down at pub. Odd bloke, seemed glad to be rid of it, if you ask
me.”
“The point being, is it illegal to hatch a dragon egg? To own a dragon? Or just to
breed them?”
“I’m not really sure…”
“There you are then. This egg could have been produced by wild dragons, for all
we know. I would question the wisdom of actually hatching the thing, of course.”
“Yes, he lives in a wooden house,” said Hermione.
“Are they all fire breathers then?” asked Susan.
“I actually have no idea,” she replied.
“You can’t really own a dragon,” said Ron. “They’re too wild.”
“A baby one wouldn’t make that much trouble, would it?” asked Harry.
They all looked over at the egg, then back at Rubeus.
“I know what I’m doing!” he insisted.
“I hope so,” said Susan quietly.
However, in the weeks that passed once the dragon hatched, it didn’t really seem
that he did. The baby dragon grew quickly, from the size of a large lizard to the size of a
newborn horse. This didn’t deter Rubeus, who continued to insist everything was fine.
The four had agreed to help him out of friendship (not pity) and while the dragon
got along with them, especially Susan, he was still a baby dragon. They pleaded
repeatedly with Rubeus to start thinking about where it was going to live, but he would
have none of it. Because the dragon was on their mind, they didn’t pay much attention
on Quirinus who, after recovering from the attack, started to look pale and worn out. He
also started being late to class, or not around when people wanted to ask him
questions, which did worry them a bit. However, they all had to rush off to dragon sitting
in their free time, so they didn’t press the issue when he said he was fine.
It was during one of his classes that Ron suddenly stopped trying to tag his
opponent and pointed, a horrified look on his face. Everyone turned to look, and there
was the dragon, happily running towards the group.
“Oh, giggles,” said Harry.
“Yeah, that about covers it,” Susan replied, as a hundred pound of dragon
bounded up to her and started licking her face. “At least he’s still in his happy-puppy
stage.”
Of course, everyone else had pulled back when they saw a dragon running
towards the field, Quirinus included.
“Not to worry,” sighed Susan. “He won’t hurt you, at least on purpose. It takes
them a couple of months to start getting all grumpy and mean.”
Quirinus finally decided he should, as the responsible adult, take some action.
“Why is there a baby dragon on my practice field?” He looked up as Rubeus, holding a
broken leash, jogged up.
“Norbert! There you are. Went to see your friends, did you? Little guy got away
from me, doesn’t know his own strength yet, I guess.”
“You were talking him for a walk?” shrieked Ron.
“He shouldn’t be all cooped up, now should he?”
“Rubeus…” said Hermione. “This isn’t good.”

Half an hour later, with Norbert staked outside Rubeus’s Hut, the four withered
under the gaze of the headmaster. The fifth towered over him.
“At least no one was hurt,” said Albus looking the dragon over.
“Norbert wouldn’t hurt a soul!” Rubeus protested.
“It is not the soul, but rather the body of which I speak, Rubeus. Obviously we
cannot allow a dragon to live near the school.”
“I know, Headmaster.”
“And you four, I assume you knew about this from the beginning?”
“I wonder that you did not,” said Susan, “as you seem to know most everything
else that goes on around here.”
Albus’ eyes twinkled. “That’s not really the issue, is it? Why did you not tell me?
Ron, you at the very least should know the dangers of dragons, am I not correct?”
“I’m-” Ron started.
“Hem-hem!” Susan interrupted. Albus raised an eyebrow as if to say “Really?
You’re channeling Umbrage now?” Susan continued. “Rubeus, I seem to have
forgotten. So silly of me, can’t imagine how it’s slipped my mind. What is your title
again?”
“I’m Keeper of Keys and Grounds at Hogwarts?”
“That you are. Like I said, how dreadful for it to have slipped my mind. In other
words you are the Gameskeeper, right?”
“Yeah.”
“In other words, in charge of animals around the castle, correct?”
“Yes.”
“Headmaster, if a student tried to hatch a dragon, then I’m assuming Rubeus
here would be the one to turn to when that fact was discovered?”
“Yes, I think that’s probably correct,” said Albus thoughtfully.
“So if the person we would have gone to anyway is the one telling us that he has
everything under control, can we really gainsay him?”
Albus chuckled. “Your logic never ceases to inspire me, young Susan. Very well,
no points will be taken from your houses. The fact remains, however, that the dragon
cannot stay. You must make other arrangements, Rubeus. Quickly.”
“I can’t just release him into the forest, but I have no idea where he should go.”
“Perhaps Ron can be of some assistance in this case?”
“You mean Charlie? Yeah, we could have him come and pick it up.”
“It’s settled then. Come Ron, an owl will take too long to reach him, we shall use
the Floo network to speak to him directly.”
“All right. Be back in a bit,” he said the others, trailing behind Albus.
Albus led Ron away.
“Flu?” asked Susan.
“Don’t look at me, I’m not from the magical world,” said Harry.
“I always thought the name was rather silly. It’s a kind of teleportation web,
activated through fireplaces,” said Hermione.
“Fireplaces? Finally, something sensible out of the wizard world. Hey, think
Santa’s an immortal wizard and people just think he climbes down chimneys when he’s
really just appearing in them?” asked Susan as Rubeus and Norbert played fetch with a

branch.
Two nights later the dragon, having been crated up and levitated with Telekinesis,
was taken up to the astronomy tower. Hagrid said he couldn’t bear to watch Norbert go,
and had said his goodbyes beforehand. Susan didn’t mind, the less fuss the better, in
her opinion. Stupid astronomy, she thought, waiting for Charlie to arrive on broomstick.
Susan “hem-hem“ed over their various burns and took care of them with Healing, which
the four that came to get Norbert exclaimed over. They loaded the crate up into a
harness and said their goodbyes, and Norbert was gone for good.
“And good riddance,” said Ron. “Dragons are brutal, you know?”
“He seemed kind of cute, actually. Maybe I’ll make Rubeus a Magical Ally: Major
imbuing that’s a dragon to make up for it.”
“That would be nice of you, but will you have time with exams coming up?” asked
Hermione.
“I have a KNOwledge of 7 and an undetectable spell that makes me better at
stuff. What do you think?”
“You would cheat?” Hermione seemed scandalized.
“Hermione, I can do magic. It’s part of my very soul. Using it to help pass a stupid
exam in a subject I’ll never need again isn’t cheating, it’s inspired resource
management. The resource being XP and time.”
She just shook her head.
As they came down the stairs, they saw Argus Filtch, the caretaker, coming out of
the darkness.
“Well, well, well,” he drawled. “We are in trouble.”
The four just looked at him.
“No we aren’t, Mr. Filtch, it’s us. Headmaster Dumbledore has already given us
permission to be up to send the dragon away. I’m pretty sure he mentioned it to you,”
said Susan. “As you were right there when he said it.”
Argus’ face fell. “Oh, right. Off you go then.”
“Thank you.”
There was another meeting on the way back down to the dorms, and a rather
unexpected one, at that. Quirinus was coming out of the forbidden corridor on the third
floor. He spotted them and froze.
“Ah,” he said, seemingly at a loss for words.
“Checking on the troll?” asked Susan.
“You, uh, know about that?”
“We know about that?” asked Ron.
“Try to keep up Ron. The thing that’s being guarded under the trapdoor? That
night of the troll attack, Professor Quirrell said it had gotten loose somehow,
remember?”
Though we never did figure out why he looked so beat up.
“Right you are,” said Quirinus, seizing the topic a little too strongly in Susan’s

mind. “I like to check on him at random times, keeps him guessing. I also bring him little
treats now and then, keeps him appeased, sort of thing.”
“Sensible. Don’t want a repeat of Halloween, do we professor?”
“Quite right, though I’m sure I could count on you four, forgive me, five, I didn’t
see you there Sparkle, to catch him again if that happened.”
“Not a problem.”
“So the headmaster told you about what was hidden down there, then?”
“Not what it was, exactly,” admitted Susan. “Just that it’s a small object that has
some incredible magic power.”
“It does, at that. Still, why would he trust you with that knowledge?”
“Easy, I’m the one that made the final protection.”
“You made that-?!” Quirinus broke off, looking at her intently. “I mean, that’s
amazing, that he would trust your magic so much. Not that anyone would get by my
troll, of course. Well, it’s late, I should be going back to bed. See you all tomorrow.”
“See you professor,” coursed the four as he walked away.
“Okay, someone want to explain that little exchange?” asked Ron.
“It’s obvious,” said Hermione. “Professor Quirrell is trying to steal the object.”
Ron looked shocked.
“But I assume your protection will be sufficient?”
“That doesn’t even deserve an answer.”
“What is the final protection?” asked Harry.
“That’s easy. A Pocket Dimension Imbuing that will only function one more time.
And only Headmaster Dumbledore knows the password to open it. Though I suppose if
he were to die, the contents of his pocket dimension would be released. But I’m sure
he’s got years left, so don’t worry about it.”
“But you can open those things, you do it all the time,” protested Ron.
“I can open my own, not someone else’s. Trust me Ron, that thing is as safe as a
brick built pig house.”
“That’s from The Tenth Kingdom!” snorted Hermione.
“From what?”
“Don’t try to tell me you haven’t seen it, that was a direct quote. Good night!”
Direct quote from what? I have no idea what she’s talking about. I made that up
myself, just now. Weird.

14
Madman’s Thinking
Time: Just after exams
Place: Ravenclaw Common Room
It was now weeks later. After the dragon incident everything was pretty quiet, and
everyone was studying for exams. Draco had talked to Susan twice more about things,
and had promised to keep his eyes open a little more while around his father. Susan
was about to make a necklace with Barrier Against Spells in it, activated with energy,
using her last 10 XP. It’s just too much to maintain myself, she reasoned, if I was going
into a real fight. Then she remembered reading about a useful little ditty called Spell
Symbol. She looked it up and mulled it over in her head. For 8XP she could learn a
Neptune spell that allowed her to place a spell into a tiny marking on an object. That
object would then allow her to activate the spell and have it going for a specific task, just
as though she had cast it herself at the time. The kicker was she wouldn’t have to
maintain it! She read the description of the spell over and over to make sure she wasn’t
missing something, but it seemed fairly straightforward.
Step 1: Create a charm bracelet with tiny, removable charms. Out of stone,
naturally. She really needed to learn a spell to allow her to reshape metal like that.
Step 0.5: Ask spellbook to research spell to reshape metal.
Step 2: Cast useful spells into Spell Symbol and put the symbol on the back of
the charm.
Step 3: Activate charms when needed, effectively casting a variety of spells in a
single action, and pay no maintenance penalty for doing so for the duration of the
current task.
Step 4: Take over the world.
Okay, maybe not that last one, she thought, but creating an item like that in a few
minutes is way better, and more flexible, then giving up 10 xp for an item that only does
one thing, and takes my energy besides. Sure, I would have to “reload” it each time, a
trivial bother, really. And as I learn more useful spells, I can just replace the less useful
one on the charm, or make more charms.
It was a few minutes until she could breathe again, for laughing, and several of
her classmates in the common room where she was reading were a little concerned.
Not terribly concerned, mind you. It was Ravenclaw house, after all, and plans to take
over the world were a common occurrence. (It wasn’t Slytherin house, where they would
actually be put into practice, or anything… All just a theoretical exorcise.)
So she did that instead, putting Barrier Against Spells, Flight, Detect Lies and
Darksight on the four charms she made for the bracelet, and made the trigger for all of
them touching the chain of the bracelet and saying “four spell.”
This didn’t work, and Susan made a pouty face. Magic was, after all, somewhat
aware of your intentions when casting which is why it worked the way it did, for a

scene/task. It was not going to let her get away with activing so much magic all at once
without penalty despite anyone’s feelings on the matter.
She found she had to activate each one separately, which was still fine. They
could all have the same trigger word, but she had to touch each one in turn. She still
used stone though, no sense duplicating the effort, right?
Susan and Hermione sat chatting about how their exams went, and promising to
keep in touch (using the Internet, *giggle*) over the break when a glowing phoenix
swooped in between them.
“Susan,” said the headmaster’s voice, “I have just been summoned to the
ministry of magic building. No doubt this will keep me away for hours, and the trap will
close. I hope I can rely upon you and your friends to see to the matter.”
It vanished.
“Crusty old goat,” said Susan. “If you know that already, why leave?”
“Wait, what?” asked Hermione. “What’s going on?”
“Professor Quirrell is making his move, apparently. I need to get down to the
trapdoor and stop him.”
“You? I mean, you stood up to him during your duel, so I guess that would be
okay- did you just call Headmaster Dumbledore a crusty old goat?”
“You must have been hearing things. Wish me luck.”
“Oh no, you’re not going alone!”
“I won’t be alone. Sparkle!”
“Coming,” said Sparkle, stretching.
“You are not just leaving me here after that!”
“It’ll be dangerous, are you sure you don’t want to sit this one out?”
“I do know my share of magic, you know. Even if it is wanded.”
“Okay, it’s your choice. Thanks.”
“Of course!”
“Do you want to find Ron and Harry?”
“Nah, they’re useless.”
“I agree. Let’s go.”
However, on the way, Harry ran up holding a sheet of paper.
“Thank goodness I found you! I had an idea that the stranger that gave Rubeus
that dragon egg might have been after a way to get past Fluffy. But he seemed a bit
insulted that I suspected him of just blabbing that sort of thing to just anyone, and I
came back here. When I got back, I found this in the dorm.”
He handed Susan the paper, and she unfolded it. She read:
I have taken your friend. I will trade his life for the stone.
“We were just on our way there- to come and get you,” amended Hermione.
“Headmaster Dumbledore sent a message that he would probably try something.”
“What are we waiting for, then?”

As they approached the doorway hiding Fluffy, Susan activated the buffing spells
on her bracelet. They stood in front of the door, Susan with some anticipation of the XP
she would no doubt soon be receiving.
“Want me to open it?” asked Sparkle. “I know the Unlock spell.”
“I do too,” said Hermione. “It’s Alohomora. Which I learned completely as a
theoretical exercise, of course,” she hastened to add.
“I don’t actually think it’s locked anymore,” said Harry, giving it a light push. It
opened. The sight of a dead three headed dog met their eyes.
“Yeah, I don’t think he had any trouble getting past Fluffy,” Susan sighed.
“Think it was that killing curse?”
“Probably. If you can cast that, why bother with anything else? Especially if you’re
evil. Which I guess Professor Quirrell is?”
“Good question. It might not have been him that stole Ron though. Come on.”
After lifting the trapdoor, Susan cast Light and sent the glowing ball down, noting
how deep it was.
“I’ll cast Flight on you guys, we’ll just float down, okay?”
The others nodded. Susan cast it on them, having already effectively cast it on
herself, and they flew down the hole, hovering above a huge plant that stretched from
all to wall. Sparkle she carried.
“Any ideas?” asked Harry.
“I’m trying to remember what kind of plant that is,” replied Hermione.
“I could just set it on fire with Elemental Attack but the smoke might be a
problem.”
“Of course, Devil’s Snare, that’s what this is! I know a fire spell that won’t burn it.”
Hermione waved her wand about, and some pleasant blue flames were produced
that made the plant cringe back.
“Through the hole, quick!” All three flew through and landed.
“Seems to be a noise coming from that way,” said Susan, pointing. “Let’s go.”
They walked into a chamber full of what seemed to be birds, but which were, in
fact, keys. It didn’t matter, as the door at the other end of the room had just been busted
down by force.
“Seems silly to have had these pointless traps, given how easily our mystery man
bypassed them,” said Harry. “It’s like they forgot the person after it would probably be
pretty good with magic. Or there would be a team, I mean it’s fairly valuable, yes?”
“I don’t expect… no, actually I do expect Dumbledore knew how powerful
someone would be to get in here. Strange. He called this a delaying tactic, but this does
seem awfully weak. Come on.”
The next room held the remains of a giant chess board. “What do you suppose
this was supposed to be?” asked Susan.
“We probably would have had to play our way across. I don’t know about you, but
I’m rubbish at chess. Ron’s good though, he could have done it,” said Harry.
“Whoever did this didn’t know a thing about subtlety,” said Hermione, looking at
the smashed chess pieces everywhere. “I mean, if they could do all this, couldn’t they
have just removed the enchantment on the pieces?”

“Maybe this is all a sort of bragging,” said Harry. “You know, for us. To impress us
how powerful he is?”
“You could be right.”
The next room had a dead troll, which Hermione and Susan felt bad about.
“At least he didn’t suffer, in the end,” said Susan, half hugging Hermione.
“Why put a creature down here if you’re just going to kill it?” she asked sadly.
Further on they were met with flames, and a logic puzzle.
“Huh,” said Susan. “I now appreciate the difference between Barrier against
Spells and Magic Immunity. This isn’t a magic spell, it’s a magic fire. I won’t be able to
resist it like I do with a spell cast directly on me.”
“Can we just solve the puzzle and get through?” asked Harry.
“Already did,” said Hermione. “There’s not enough of the potion.”
“Guess it’s up to you, Sparkle,” said Susan, picking her up again.
“What, does she know some kind of fire immunity spell?”
“No, something a little different. Look, I can explain later, just each of you take my
arm and hang on. We’re going to go into a rather weird place. When we’re past the fire,
we’ll come back out of it again. Okay?”
Harry and Hermione looked at each other. “You’re going to have to trust me on
this.”
“We do,” said Harry, taking her left arm.
“Of course,” said Hermione, taking the other.
“Okay,” Susan said to Sparkle, who started casting.
“Dimension Step, Astral,” said Sparkle, and the world around them shimmered
and changed.
“This is really freaky,” remarked Hermione.
“Just stay close, the fire isn’t that deep.”
They stepped through, and Sparkle stopped maintaining the spell, dropping them
back into the real world.
“Your spells do some weird things,” remarked Harry, as they stepped into the final
chamber, drew their wands, and stood face to face with…

Some upper class kid they had never seen. His robes seemed a little out of date
though.
“All three of you?” the kid remarked. “Odd, I’m sure I only left enough of the
potion for one, which I hoped would be Harry. Facing all three of you, well, the
mudblood is of no concern, but Susan… no, I must have you to open the pouch. This
boy tells me you can’t, but somehow I don’t believe him. So it’s good that you are all
here. Boy!”
They looked, and hiding behind a large mirror in the center of the room was Ron,
and professor Quirrell lay next to it, still. Ron came out, holding“That’s the bag I made for the Headmaster!” blurted Susan. “You actually got past
his protection?”

“It wasn’t that hard, actually,” said the boy. “I saw myself getting the stone and
destroying it, and out popped this bag. I commanded this boy to open it for me, thinking
he was your friend, so you must have told him the secret. But he maintains he knows
nothing. So with the Headmaster gone I brought him here, to lure you down so you
could get it yourself.”
“Wait, did you say destroy it? What it is?” asked Hermione.
“Ugh, a mudblood is talking to me, how tedious.”
“Thrust!” yelled Susan, flinging the figure back. He crashed into the wall behind
him, but it seemed professor Quirrell was the one who jerked like he was hurt, instead.
“Temper, temper,” said the boy, brushing himself off. “You can’t really hurt me,
you know. Though I like that spirit of yours. Where was I? Oh yes, he didn’t tell you what
it was? A philosopher’s stone. The road to immortality.”
“And you want to smash it?” asked Harry, confused.
“Of course! Only I, who went through such trials, should be allowed the gift of
eternal life. So, please open it so the stone can be destroyed, and then we can get on
with our fight to the death.”
“Like Ron said, only Headmaster Dumbledore can access his own pocket
dimension. The bag isn’t even where the stone is, technically. I could make him another
Imbued object with Pocket Dimension on it, and a thousand miles from that bag, Albus
could take the stone out.”
The boy shook his head. “Somehow I don’t believe you. Ron here has told me
about the wondrous magic he’s seen you do, and your fight with Quirinus was inspired. I
think that somewhere in that magical book of yours is a spell to open someone else’s
Pocket Dimension as you call it.”
“Well I’m telling you there isn’t.”
“I see we must do this the hard way. Boy, Potter’s wand.”
“Ron, what-” Harry started to say, but Ron said “Expelliarmus” while the boy
flicked Quirinus’ wand, making Hermione lose hers.
”-are you doing?” Harry finished.
“Yes, faithful Ron,” said the boy, shaking his head. “You never suspected him, did
you? He’s been a sort of double agent you might say. Quite useful to me, telling me of
the things you did, and all about your magic. He’s been with me from the beginning,
haven’t you boy?”
Ron nodded, sullenly.
“You see?”
“But who are you? Are you the one that tried to kill me those times? Obviously
you were the one that took Quirinus’ place when we fought.”
“No, that wasn’t me. I don’t know who tried to kill you, and sadly not even I know
who took our place in that match. I would love to get my hands on them, though.”
Our place? thought Susan, looking over at Quirinus.
Suddenly she could tell she made a Perception check, with a 12 result, and saw
two fingers moving like he was beckoning her over. She walked over, keeping her eyes
on the boy.
“What have you done to him, anyway? I see you’ve stolen his wand, don’t you
have one of your own?”
“Enough questions! Crucio!” The spell splashed against her Barrier and

splintered away. Susan crossed her arms. “Is that all you’ve got?”
“I figured you would be immune, I heard about your fight. The question is, did you
make them immune? Crucio!” he yelled again, while Sparkle tried a “Barrier” spell but
sadly, this spell wasn’t something you could block with a shield. Hermione screamed,
dropping to the floor.
“Stop it, I’ll look, I’ll look!”
The boy kept it going a moment, then sliced his wand, ending the spell. “See that
you do.” Hermione gasped and started crying, curled up into a ball on the floor. Harry
edged towards her.
“Go ahead, Harry, you may go to her. I am not heartless, after all. Okay, maybe I
am.”
Susan got her book out of her Pocket Dimension and sat down next to Quirinus.
She started paging through, knowing full well it was impossible but hoping to buy time.
Quirinus croaked out a word: “Ring.” She nodded a little bit and started to think. She
glanced at the ring, it had a large black stone and seemed to be made of gold. Okay, so
what about the ring?
Her thoughts went back to something Albus had told her, when she first started
making her protection for the stone.
“What I fear is far more evil, actual possession by a piece of Voldemort’s soul.”
Of course! thought Susan. That would explain it.
“You’re Voldemort, aren’t you?” she asked, looking up.
He gave a little bow. “At your service.”
Harry gaped, holding Hermione tightly. “You?”
“Don’t look like much now, do I? Not to worry. With this new lease on life the dear
professor has given me, I’ll be back to my old self in no time.”
“Let me ask you one thing,” said Susan. “Why did you go bad? Why did you try to
destroy the magical world?”
“Bad? Destroy?” he turned to her. “Is that what they tell you about me? Of
course, the truth is a bit more painful, isn’t it? Tell me, have they taught you about
Azkaban?”
“I’ve never heard of the place,” replied Susan.
“I have,” said Ron.
“Tell them, then.”
“Wizard prison. Full of creatures called Dementors.”
“Yes, terrible creatures of death and insanity. And fully sanctioned by the ministry
of magic!”
“What’s that got to do with anything?”
“Don’t you see, Susan? For them to allow such a place to exist is a thousand
times worse than anything I could have done, in my time. Those creatures suck the
happiness right out of you, leaving you a useless husk. Many have performed ‘the kiss,’
sucking the soul of a person right out of them. The place must be brought down, and the
Dementors destroyed. When I found out about that terrible place I knew I had to act. I
knew that I had to take power, because they wouldn’t listen otherwise. So I gathered

followers, yes, men who could be controlled. Women who enjoyed power. We tried to
overthrow the government because the ministry of magic is corrupt. No crime, no matter
how serious, should result in the kind of torture the ministry has created. Kill those that
use curses if you must, but to leave them to slowly rot, the joy and love of life ripped
from their very minds? That I cannot, will not, allow for one more day if I can help it.
“You, Susan, see the truth of my words, do you not? Together we could destroy
that place, I’m sure of it! I can take you to see one of the creatures for yourself, and your
book of magic can create a spell to destroy them. Look past the petty minded thinking of
those that came before you. Know that my cause is just, and that the ends will justify the
means. I swear that!”
“You… make a good argument,” said Susan, slowly. Her spell of Detect Lies
hadn’t told her that what Voldemort was lying. “If there is such a place, with creatures
like that…” she looked at Ron, who was nodding his head.
“Yes, yes! Now that you know, how can you not be called to action? How could
you sleep at night, knowing that men and women cry out in agony each day, that they
have not yet died in the night, as they so desperately wish?”
“Okay,” said Susan.
“No!” shouted Harry. “Don’t listen to him!”
“If he’s telling the truth, no place like that should be allowed to exist!”
“Then forget the stone, Susan. Destroy the bag, and never allow Dumbledore
access to that Pocket Dimension again. It shall be as good as destroyed in any case.
Come, we shall leave this school behind and plot the destruction of Azkaban. You and I.
We will punish those who allowed such a place to exist, and remake the magical world
in our image.” He held out a hand. “Come!”
“I guess I can use the Exorcise,” Susan shouted, bringing her hand down on
Quirinus. A magic circle appeared around him, and the spell of Exorcise went off, fueled
by a meta-action of spending card 7, Success.
After all, why take chances?
“NOOOOOOOO,” yelled Voldemort, as the ring was ripped off Quirinus’ finger
and went spinning away. He vanished, and Ron fell to the floor beside Quirinus.
“The thing is,” said Susan, getting up and standing over the ring, “You were
willing to let someone else die so you could come back yourself. Destroying a place like
Azkaban is all well and good, but sacrificing even a single person to do it? No, I’ll find
another way.”
“Well done,” Quirinus weakly said.
“Is everyone all right?” Susan asked.
“I’ll live,” replied Hermione.
“What have I been doing?” asked Ron.
“Imperius Curse, I’m afraid,” said Quirinus, struggling to get up on one elbow. “I
may have just cast it on you before you got on the train for Hogwarts for the first time. I
then, well, he then, commanded you to befriend Harry Potter and Susan, and report
their secrets. It’s a bit fuzzy, you know, when he took control of me.”
“So our friendship was a lie?”
“Only time will reveal that. In any case, we both need to put our lives back
together, I think. Thank you Susan. You’ve saved me, you know?”
“What exactly was that?” Susan looked over at the ring.

“Even now I’m not completely sure. I went in search of Voldemort, thinking I could
learn the magic that made him so powerful. I found that ring, and it offered me those
secrets. I accepted, but little did I know that as I reached inside the ring for power, he
was reaching inside me. I realized too late exactly what was going on, and couldn’t take
the ring off, myself. I was such a fool.”
“Be that as it may, we need to get you out of here and back to the healer’s office.
You’ve been through a lot.”
“Perhaps nothing I didn’t deserve,” he said quietly.
“Nonsense,” a voice rang from the room with the fire. Albus, Minerva and
Severus strode into the room, but Albus didn’t have his wand out. “While I might fault
your methods, losing knowledge is a terrible thing. And how Voldemort learned what he
learned… well, that is possibly a story for another time. Everyone accounted for, then?”
“No problems here, Headmaster,” replied Susan. “All in a day’s work, you might
say.”
“I should hope not, that would be quite tiring. I see my fears were correct,” he
said, stopping before the ring.
“That should probably be destroyed,” said Susan.
“I fear my magic may be insufficient, I may need to call upon you to do so,” he
said, carefully not touching it as he whisked it into a bag he pulled from his sleeve.
“I don’t think that will be a problem. For now, however, someone should look at
Professor Quirrell, though if his soul has been damaged, I doubt even I could do
anything.”
“Not to worry, I’m sure that with a bit of rest, our Defense Professor will be up and
about in no time. Minerva, if you please?”
She waved her wand and Quirinus began to levitate, and she walked back with
him down the hallway. Harry helped Hermione up and Severus took her hand, steadying
her as she walked out. He cast an odd glance back at Susan, and then was gone.
“My traps didn’t give him too much trouble, and I was so proud of the mirror, too. I
didn’t expect him to actually get the bag out.”
“Yeah, what was that all about? He seemed like it was no trouble at all,” said
Harry.
“My folly was to instruct the mirror to give the stone to any that wanted to find it.
Find it, but not use it. Of course, we know now that he wanted to destroy the stone, not
use it, so the mirror happily gave it up. Strange how these things work, don’t you think?”
“Good thing another layer of protection was put on it,” Susan said slyly.
Harry was frowning. “There are more pieces out there, aren’t there?”
“Perhaps, Harry, perhaps. We can hope that this ring was one of a kind, but I
think that is a faint hope.”
“He looked so young, not much older than me.”
“Yes, he began his terrible journey towards power fairly young in life, I’m afraid.
But think no more of this, Harry. You were victorious, and you have saved a life.
Tomorrow, yes, that will be the day of contemplation. But today, live knowing you have
done well, Harry Potter.”
“She was the one that did all the hard work.”
“But did you not come down to rescue your friend, Ron?”

Everyone turned to look at him. “I’m not going to be punished, am I?”
“Whatever for?” Albus was shocked. “Because you were selected to be a tool of
Voldemort’s? I fear all he has are tools, not friends, young Ron.”
“So tell me about that gash on your leg, how did you get that?” asked Susan.
“That? Oh he, you know who, he didn’t know what else was guarding the stone,
so he had me try to find out. Of course I didn’t get past the first room, but I don’t know
why he bothered. You saw what he did out there.” He shuddered. “I’ve never seen
anything like it. I wanted to run but he told me to stay, so I had to.”
“Even he knows that a lot of foreknowledge and a little magic goes much further
than a little foreknowledge and a lot of magic. But come, this is no place to be. We shall
return the stone to the rightful owners and allow them to decide what to do next. A few
days of rest for all of you, and it’s home for the summer.”
“Is what he said true? Does a place as terrible as Azkaban exist?”
“Sadly, yes. The ministry gathered the Dementors there and put them to work,
lest they wander the world causing havoc. This keeps them contained, and as long as
they are fed, they are… satisfied to remain there.”
“They can’t be destroyed? Such creatures cannot be natural!”
“They can be protected against, but not destroyed.”
We’ll see about that.
“Fine. Let’s get out of here.”
“We’re still okay, right?” Ron asked Harry and Susan.
“Course we are. You were still you when we became friends, he didn’t change
your personality, did he?”
“No. I’m just afraid I wouldn’t have tried to be friends with you if he hadn’t
commanded it.”
“Let’s just take it one day at a time from here, and not worry too much about it.
I’m sure things will work out,” said Harry.
“We have surprisingly similar philosophies,” said Albus as they went back through
the chambers. All were empty, and they came to the hole they had “flown” down.
“Lemon Drop?”

15
There’s another train, there always is
Time: Just after boarding the train
Place: Riding the train home
“You seem depressed, Harry,” said Susan. She and her three friends sat with
each other on the train home with various levels of emotion. Harry’s new owl, bought for
him by Rubeus as an early birthday present and which he was calling Hedwig, sat on
the seat next to him in his cage.
“Wouldn’t you be, going home to them?”
“Hey, you’ll have me.”
“That’s the only thing keeping me going, actually.”
“They can’t be that bad, can they?” asked Ron.
“You have absolutely no idea.”
“You could always come hide out with us, mate. Just have Susan whip you up a
spell to shape-shift you into one of the twins, and just never be seen in the same room
with both of them. They’ll think of 20 pranks to pull in just the first minute of them
learning this, so they would be all for it.”
Harry chuckled. “Thanks, I wish I could. But for some strange reason
Headmaster Dumbledore insisted I return home.”
“He was rather strongly insistent on that point, for some reason,” said Susan
thoughtfully. “Nearly as much as he insisted that the restriction on underage magic
couldn’t be lifted for just Harry.”
“You actually asked him that?” asked Hermione. “Wish I had thought of it.”
“Of course. If people are going to wandering around trying to kill me during the
summer, I don’t want to have to try and defend myself without magic. Oh sure, I could
use magic, but then there would be a trial, and I would have to explain things. Losing
months of practice just because some wizard, hundreds of years ago, thought kids
shouldn’t use magic at home is stupid.”
“Magic can be dangerous,” said Ron. “You saw how many times Seamus set fire
to stuff or blew something up.”
“Yes, his wand work and pronunciation were both atrocious. Harry, however,
seems more exacting in that regard. It brings up a point,” said Hermione. “We never did
figure out who tried to kill you at the beginning of the year, did we?”
Susan shook her head. “Voldemort said it wasn’t him, which means only one
other suspect exists. Severus. If you believe a word he said, which I’m not sure I
recommend, anyway.”
“They did get back to the table at the same time. Odd that,” said Ron.
“Quirinus was probably already testing the defenses on the stone, he doesn’t
have that excuse.”
“And you didn’t tell anyone?” Hermione asked.
“Our suspicions aren’t proof, you know. Still, I did break his wand, so in his mind
his actions were probably justified.”
“Nothing would justify that!”
“If I snapped your wand, here and now, you wouldn’t want me dead?”
“I… well… that is…”

“Uh huh.”
“I still think you should have told someone.”
“Wouldn’t have helped. A 3-point enemy is a 3-point enemy, after all.”
“You’re talking gibberish again, you know that right?” asked Ron.
“No, I think I know what she’s talking about. Living next to her all this time has
given me a little insight into her character. She’s right. She’s saying he would be an
enemy no matter where he was, so even if he lost his job, or whatever, it wouldn’t
change anything.”
“I guess.”
“Trust me, it makes sense from my perspective.”
Ron shrugged.
“I can still use the Research item you made for me outside school, right?”
“Oh yeah, your little gifts. They can’t detect my sort of magic, so use them as
much as you like over the break.” Susan leaned a little closer to them. “In fact, that’s
why I plan on learning a spell like Conceal Magic, or at least Imbuing it for Harry over
the summer. Shouldn’t take too long, and he’ll be able to practice just fine. He can even
activate it himself, it’s only a grade 4 spell, and Harry Potter better have a RESolve
higher than four.”
“If they even let me keep my wand the second I walk through the door.”
“Oh, I don’t think Other Senior has forgotten my threat. If he has, well, I’ll just
have to remind him, now won’t I?”
“Don’t do anything rash!” said Hermione, concerned.
“I’m sure a few hours as a toad or something would change his tune quite nicely.
Perhaps a mouse? I’m sure Sparkle would be ever so gentle playing with him, wouldn’t
you?”
“Certainly,” answered Sparkle.
“You’re terrible,” said Hermione with mock disapproval.
“I think Fred and George would approve.”
Ron nodded.
“Honestly, I don’t know any of you.”
There was silence for a moment.
“Pity about us losing the house cup,” remarked Hermione. “Between us we
scored quite a few points.”
“Yes, who knew that Quidditch points were actually house points,” said Susan,
glaring at Harry. “I mean, honestly, curing the Longbottom family, protecting the stone
from being destroyed, saving professor Quirrell’s life, getting the cursed ring off himthat doesn’t mean much compared to catching a gilded, flying, ping pong ball.”
“To be fair, your magic did all of those things. You were just there to, sort of direct
it?”
Susan was glaring harder at him. “I suppose you were then going to say that you
actually worked for all those points, flying about on your broomstick.”
“Yes?” asked Harry in a small voice.
“Remind me to find a spell to destroy Quidditch over the summer.”
“You wouldn’t!” said Ron.
“I wonder,” said Susan, taking an interest in her nails. “Still, like the Headmaster

said, if they gave me millions of house points, as they should have, it would have been
quite suspicious.”
“Tell you what,” said Harry. “When we get back, I’ll ask them to enchant the cup
from this year so it says Ravenclaw every third Saturday of the month. How would that
be?”
The all laughed. It’s was good to be among friends.
“You know what else we never got word about?” asked Susan.
“What’s that?” answered Harry.
“Your vault. I would have hoped a bank run by goblins would be more proactive
about that sort of thing.”
“If I need more we can go back and bully them. Besides, I can use your trick if I
really need cash.”
“What’s this now?” Ron asked, interested.
“Never you mind,” said Susan.
“You always say that.”
“Anyway, the trail is years cold. Maybe when I’m older I’ll put a bounty on the
head of whoever stole it and let magical bounty hunters do the rest. After all, 25% of
what they said I should have is nothing to sneeze at.”
“It just bothers me they got away so clean. Too bad it was coins, I could track it if
it was just a single thing. But if they’ve broken it up and spent some of it, my magic
would never track down the whole mess.”
“It’s no big deal.”
“If you say so.”
After changing back into normal clothes and exiting the train, the four said
goodbye.
“Thanks for getting me free of that madman’s control,” said Ron. “I hope we can
start over next year, maybe become friends properly.”
“I’ll look forward to it. Write me, okay?”
“Of course!”
Stepping through the barrier back into the technological world, Susan and Harry
found Stacy waiting for them.
“Hi Mom!” said Susan.
“Hello Susan, glad to see you’re well. And Harry, of course. I’ve just been talking
to the Weasley’s, they’re Ron’s parents, aren’t they? Strange questions that man asked
me. I’m sorry about your, uh, guardians, Harry. They refused to come and get you. Said
I could drive you home myself.”
“I didn’t expect them here, honestly. In fact I’m glad they’re not here. That would
just have been awkward.”
“Yes, well. Come on then. Where is your luggage?”
“With Susan.”
“Oh, magic, right. Going to have to get used to that, I expect.”
“You can at least come visit, right?” asked Ron, running after him.

“Send me a picture, Susan can Teleport us there. Same with you Hermione,
distance means nothing to us, after all.”
The other two promised to keep in touch, and Harry and Susan chatted with
Stacy, telling her about all the wonderful things they had seen at school on the way to
their car.
She, of course, didn’t believe half of what they told her.

16
Visitation
Time: A half hour after arriving back in Little Whinging
Place: Harry Potter’s House
“I’m telling you, Susan, just be… gentle, with the Dursleys,” pleaded Stacy.
“But of course, mother,” answered Susan sweetly. “Am I not the most dutiful
daughter in the world? Who would not dare to disobey in even the smallest thing that
was asked of me?”
“It’s fine, honestly,” said Harry, who sounded like it was anything but fine.
“I’m just going to go with him when he enters the house so that there are no
misunderstandings. That’s all.”
“I don’t want to see the place on fire five minutes from now,” Stacy warned.
“I shall wait ten minutes then, out of respect for your wishes.”
Stacy just sighed and threw up her hands. She got out of the car and went into
the house.
Susan called their luggage out of her Pocket Dimension and Harry grabbed his
trunk to take home.
“You don’t have to do this,” he said again.
“Oh, I think I do. They need to be reminded that you are not someone to just be
pushed around. You faced the ghost of your greatest foe and lived to tell the tale a
second time. And until we suppress this stupid magic restriction that’s on you, I’m all
that stands between you and that cupboard of yours.”
“That’s what worries me.”
“What are you talking about?”
“I remember you saying you had four different ways to kill Other Senior with your
magic. You’ve learned more magic now, right? I also recall that you only had one attack
spell, and said the other ways were just ‘creative uses’ of magic. Am I right?”
“Gee, I’ve not thought about it, actually. Let me think… I suppose I could crush
someone with Creation. Thrust them over a long drop. Turn them into a statue with
Sculpt, but they would have to stand still for that, it doesn’t happen that fast. So maybe
a couple more ways, anyway.”
“I’d be happy to Dimension Step him into purgatory, he’d never get out of there,”
said Sparkle.
“Stop it!” shouted Harry. “I didn’t want you to think of more ways!”
“I wasn’t serious about killing him, you know. Magic or not, I don’t think I could do
something like that. Don’t worry. It’s me you’re talking to here, you know?”
“They just bring out the worst in you, that’s all.”
“That they do. Ready?”
They were at the door.
“Ready,” answered Harry, and pushed it open.
“I want all of your school things this inst-” started Other Senior, whose eyes fell
upon Susan, standing there with arms crossed. He froze.
“I thought so,” she said darkly. “Not so much as a word of welcome. It seems my
being away has made you bold, Mr. Dursley.”

“There… will be… no magic-”
“Honestly, what has magic ever done to you?” asked Susan, pushing past Harry
and stalking towards Senior. “Now, Harry’s Aunt I can understand, she lost a sister to
magic. A sister who died heroically and tragically I might add, protecting her son.” She
glared into the other room, where Wife was standing. “But you… I’ve never been able to
figure that out. How did you even know about magic? You didn’t react with suspicion to
the realization that Harry was a wizard, you accepted it on faith. Like you had been told,
years ago, that magic was real. Why this hatred of something that doesn’t seem to
influence your life at all? It just makes no sense. It’s like hating My Little Pony but you’ve
never actually seen any episodes.”
“That’s none of your business.”
“I see. I suppose not. Well, to business then. There will be no stealing of wands.
No taking of books. No locking up of new pets. Harry is going to carry his trunk upstairs,
and that will be the end of it. Naturally, if I should hear of the theft of any of his
belongings, or he does not appear and tell me he’s okay at least once every three days,
I will be back on your doorstep. I will not be knocking on your door. I will be blasting it
down with fire. Understood?”
“Just get upstairs, boy.” Senior turned around and went into the living room,
sitting with his back to Harry.
“I’m glad we understand each other. Mrs. Dursley, nice to see you again. If you
and your husband ever get over your irrational hatred of magic, I would be happy to
make you some magical objects to make your lives easier. I can be quite pleasant,
when my friends are treated fairly. Good bye.”
“Thanks,” whispered Harry as Susan went out again.
She nodded. “Open invitation,” she said. “Come over any time, for any reason.
Okay? But let me know every three days, I meant what I said. I don’t put it past him to
physically lock you up. And you’ll have to come over for the Imbuing. I like you and
everything, but I’m not giving up my XP for you.”
Harry laughed. “You got it.”
It was now several weeks later, and Harry was in Susan’s room, idly toying with
his new permanent Conceal Magic item. It had taken a little more than two weeks to
finish, and $40 worth of “materials,” which Susan used some trash for. The process
didn’t care if the “materials” were in one piece, as long as they originally cost the correct
amount. A worn out pair of shoes that was about to be thrown out couldn’t be sold for
any money, but the fact they had cost money… that was the important part. The more
she thought about it, the more bizarre it seemed that anything would have be
“consumed” while doing this. When she did a spell, magic appeared. Where exactly was
this stuff going when she bound magic into an object? Take the “square of black cloth”
this required. The size of the square wasn’t specified, so she found a worn out black
sock with the beginnings of a hole and just cut a tiny piece of it off. Done. Why did it
need that? She wished she could somehow ask the magic itself what it was doing, but
was somewhat concerned it might reveal the whole process to be some kind of joke it
couldn’t believe went on for so long. So she watched the stuff get “consumed” and tried
not to think too much about it.

Susan made it permanent, for several reasons. She had the time, and Harry
didn’t actually have XP to lose. So she figured, Why not just make it always on? Then
he won’t forget accidentally and cast a spell with it off, and get in trouble.
“Stupid dinner party,” said Harry, looking out the window at his house.
“It got you out of the house for a while,” Susan replied.
“I guess. Thanks for this, again.”
“I’ll still get you a birthday present if you wanted something. I’ve got the money to
spend, after all.” he he he
“Are you kidding? You’ve given me the ability to use magic at home. That’s
amazing! I’m going to be better than Hermione pretty soon.”
They looked at each other.
“Nah,” the said together.
Suddenly there was a pounding on the door.
“What’s that all about?” asked Susan, getting up. “I’ll get it mom,” she said, going
to the door.
“Mr. Dursley,” she said with evident surprise. “I’m shocked. What can I do for
you?”
“There is some sort of creature in my house, asking for Harry. I insist that it be
removed at once!”
What in the world? It couldn’t be dangerous, he’s still alive. What the heck...
“You couldn’t have brought it over here?”
“It said that it would not leave until it saw him. It’s still in his room. Take care of it.”
“Okay, sure.”
He spun and stomped off without saying goodbye.
“Have a pleasant evening,” Susan said sarcastically. “Harry, we need to head
back to your room, apparently something there to see you.”
“What?” asked Harry, coming out. “Who could that be?”
“Let’s find out. Flight. Good thing it’s dark enough.”
Harry and Susan swooped out of the house and over to Harry’s, where they
carefully opened the window and looked inside.
“Harry Potter!” said a squeaky voice from inside the room. “It is you! How can you
be flying without a broom?” The creature was looking over at Harry’s broom, propped in
the corner.
Susan and Harry looked the creature over. It was small, probably no bigger than
a −1 size modifier, and had grayish skin with large eyes. It was wearing a tattered…
something, but had no shoes.
Harry looked at Susan, who shrugged.
“It’s complicated,” answered Harry. “Look, can you meet me at the house over
there?” he pointed. “I’m staying there until the guests leave, so it’ll be easier to talk there
than out this window.”
The creature hopped up onto the windowsill, looking down at the two hanging in
midair.
“I suppose it must be, sir. Very well, I shall meet you there.”
He snapped his fingers, and disappeared.
Susan’s eyes got wide. “By the gaudy purple robe of my father, that was

impressive. No magic circle, no words, just snap. Sheesh. Now I know how you feel,
Harry, watching me do magic. Let’s go.”
The two flew back and went inside, where Stacy was up on a chair trying to stay
away from the creature.
“I don’t think it bites, mom,” said Susan. “Come on, my room is this way.”
“Very well, mistress,” said the creature.
“My name is Susan, not mistress. And this is Harry, not sir. Now who are you?”
“Dobby, mis- uh, Susan. Dobby the house elf.”
“Nice to meet you, Dobby,” said Harry. “So what can I do for you?”
“Dobby must speak to you about something, very urgently,” said Dobby.
“Before that, can I get you something to eat?” asked Susan, looking the elf over.
“No offense, but you look like you could use it.”
“Yeah, and maybe a shirt?” Harry added.
Dobby’s eyes got wide. Then they filled with tears. Then the tears started to flow.
“You would serve Dobby?” Dobby sniffled. “Food from your table, freely given?
And Harry offers Dobby clothes, the very shirt off his back. Little did Dobby credit the
rumors of Harry Potter’s greatness. But Dobby now sees they were true, oh how they
were true. And even a greater surprise, to know that his friends are equally great!
Equally giving. Dobby does not deserve such kindness from wizards!”
The two looked at each other. “Why?” asked Susan.
“Yeah, why shouldn’t wizards be kind to you?” added Harry.
Dobby tore himself from their gaze and started bashing his head into the wall and
yelling. Stacy ran into the room to see what the heck was going on, and looked down at
the elf.
“What’s he doing that for?” she asked.
“Seems to be some sort of racial trait, I don’t know. We haven’t gotten much out
of him,” answered Susan.
Dobby stopped. “Was that necessary?” asked Harry, as Stacy shook her head
and walked away.
“Dobby was about to speak ill of his family,” he explained.
“I still don’t get it. What does your family have to do with wizards?”
“Oh, you misunderstand. Dobby refers to the family he serves. The wizard family
he is bound to, for life.”
“Whoa, wait. Wait. I want to make sure I am totally understanding this. You serve
a wizard family? As in you are some kind of servant? And just the thought of ‘speaking
ill’ of them prompts you to do violence to yourself?”
“That is the way of things,” Dobby explained. “If Dobby’s master knew was here,
he would have to punish himself most grievously!”
“So basically you’re telling me you’re a slave. That wizard families keep slaves.”
She looked at Harry.
“I can’t believe this,” said Harry.
“What else besides Azkaban and slaves have wizards been getting into these
last thousand years or so, I wonder?”
“That, even worse, they think is perfectly normal?”
“Dobby, I’ll make you a promise. When I stand amidst the smoking rubble of
Azkaban, and wizards everywhere know the power of Susan A. Felton, my very next

task will be to end the slavery of every house elf.”
“But you can’t!”
“Destroy Azkaban? Not yet, but I’ll get there, you’ll see.”
“I mean free house elves. They must be freed by their masters!”
“Oh, they will. Or I’ll let the one Dementor I leave alive to study have anyone that
doesn’t.”
“But Susan, a house elf is born to serve. It is our purpose. I agree, Dobby’s lot is
not as he would hope, but many house elves are treated better.”
“I see. Well, I’ll just check their working conditions or something. Maybe pass
some laws that allow them more rights. I don’t know. In any case, that wasn’t why you
came.”
“No, Dobby came for a very different reason, though he thanks you for your kind
words on his behalf.”
“So what is it?” asked Harry, after Dobby paused.
“It is just that, Harry Potter must not return to Hogwarts school!”
Susan and Harry glanced at each other again.
“Let me guess,” said Susan, “There’s some kind of danger there?”
“Yes,” said Dobby, hesitantly.
“As if there wasn’t before, with Voldemont running around in Professor Quirrell’s
skin all year.”
“Please,” Dobby yelped, covering his ears, “say not that name!”
“I’ve faced him twice, and quite honestly next to Susan here he didn’t look like
much. So I’m saying his name. But we took care of that, Albus knows, it’s all fine.”
“This is something different,” Dobby wailed. “A plot to bring chaos to the school
this year.”
“Then I have to be there,” said Harry. “If there’s danger there for me, there’s
danger there for others. I need to be there to protect them.”
“So selfless,” Dobby said, in wonder. “So noble, that he would sacrifice himself
for others. I should not even look him in the eye, I am too low.”
“Knock it off,” said Susan. “No one is going to sacrifice themselves. Look, I can
make us immune to magic. I have spells you can’t even imagine. We’ll be fine.”
“Like making yourself fly?” he asked hopefully.
“Exactly like that. I fought someone who was seriously trying to kill me, someone
I thought was professor Quirrell, to a standstill. I would have won, too, if that fight hadn’t
been interrupted. Seriously, with me by his side, Harry is in no danger whatsoever. And
his friends, Ron and Hermione are also going to be there, and they… well, Hermione’s
pretty good, and Ron is fair.”
“He’s fair.”
“I’m sure he’ll improve now that he’s back to himself again.”
“Yeah, no doubt.”
Dobby looked at Susan for a long time. “You claim that your goal is to destroy the
wizard prison. You speak as though this will be done, it just has not happened, yet.
Then you say you will free house elves, again, like it was nothing of consequence. Can
Dobby really put his faith in you?”
Susan nodded. “I’ll let you in a secret, Dobby. My magic isn’t like that of wizards.

My father wasn’t from around here. I don’t need a wand, just some words and a little bit
of will. And we still have months of time to practice magic here, which Harry can do,
thanks to me. He’s getting stronger, and I know this warning of yours will only make him
more determined to learn. We appreciate your warning and we will be careful, but
Hogwarts is where we belong. Danger or not. In fact it’s better he face danger now,
when people like the headmaster are around in case things get out of hand. Once he
graduates, he’s on his own. He’ll only have his own skill and knowledge to draw on. So
isn’t it better to learn all he can now?”
He seemed to consider this for quite some time.
“Very well. Dobby will put his trust in you. He has heard from his family of your
battle with the fake Quirinus. But Dobby did not believe it. Standing here, hearing the
certainty of your voice, I now do believe it happened. Please, keep Harry Potter safe.”
“I will Dobby, I swear.”
“Thank you.”
“But seriously, can I get you something to eat?”
“Dobby must depart, he has been gone too long already. If he is missed…
farewell, and thank you.”
He snapped again, and disappeared.
“Okay, that was weird,” said Harry.
“You said it.”
Susan grabbed her book of magic and started leafing through.
“Descry Creature?” he asked, a wicked look in his eye.
Susan giggled. “You know me far too well, my young padawan. Get the map
ready.”
“You got it,” said Harry, getting on google maps.
Less than half an hour later, both sat, stunned. The spell said 26 miles SE of
here, right?” asked Harry.
“That’s what it said.”
“Wiltshire. Who do we know that lives in Wiltshire?”
“I admit, it’s pretty empty around that area. It could be someone else, though.”
“Someone from a rich, old, wizard family that wouldn’t have any qualms about
keeping a house slave?”
“Dobby did say if his master knew he would be punished. But what if someone
else in the house ordered him to come warn you?”
“Would he really do that?”
“Like I said, we were making some progress when we were talking. He’s not a
bad guy, he’s just not been brought up very well.”
“Too bad we can’t just ask him.”
“He would just deny it.”
“Especially if his dad was around.”
“Still, he bears watching. If that’s the family that’s going to stir up trouble, and we
know his dad was a death eater before…”
“But why make trouble at the school?”
“Because that’s where you are, I guess? If he can somehow arrange things,

through his son, to frame you, it would… well, it would be like your vault. Chipping away
at you, one layer at a time until you’re broken.”
“Like that’s going to happen!”
“Exactly. Still, if we get the chance, we’ll have to see what his son gives away. Or
talk to him at school about it, real casual like. If this is all he could do, sending us this
warning, because of pressure from home, we don’t want to waste it.”
“Yes, his father could instruct him to do certain things, and he wouldn’t want to go
against those orders.”
“I’m doing a Research spell, maybe we can get some more information about the
family. The internet won’t tell us, I can tell you that for sure.”
“Okay Hermione. Doing extra work even during the summer.”
“This is important you know!”
“I know. I’ll go practice my stunning spells.”
“Great idea. Remember that precise wand movement!”
The both laughed.
The pair took one last look at the Malfoy mansion on the map, and closed the
browser. If trouble was coming, they would be ready for it.

17
The Magical House
Time: Three Weeks Later
Place: Ron’s house
The summer days swiftly burned away as Harry and Susan visited between
Hermione and Ron. They received Hermione’s invitation first, and Harry wasn’t sure
about staying over there with two girls in the house, but as her parents were both
dentists it was big enough that he got his own room to sleep in. Susan tried to come up
with a nice gift to give them, but they refused all offers. According to them, they had
been learning about previously unknown (to them) techniques in the dental field with
Hermione’s Research spell. Harry and Hermione also shared the Conceal Magic item so
Hermione could get in a little practice as well.
Susan then had Hermione over, where they did girl sleepover things that men
(such as the author) were forbidden from knowing, and thus could not detail. He
apologizes and offers the following advice: Use your imagination.
Then came the letter from Ron.
Dear Harry and Susan,
My mother says it might be easiest if you were to spend the last week with us, to
buy your school supplies and go to the train station.
I wasn’t sure if it would be awkward or not, being around me, given what
happened, but they know you were my “friends” at school, but not exactly what that
meant. So I can understand if you refuse.
If you do want to see if we can be friends when I am not under the influence of
dark curses, please let me know.
Fair warning, my mother loves the Conjure Foodstuff item you made for me, so
prepare for lots of questions about your magic.
Also, my father is absolutely obsessed with Muggles- sorry, I know you don’t like
that word, Susan, non-magical people. So be prepared to answer a ton of questions
about that, too.
Hope Harry didn’t get locked up, but dad says Susan wasn’t carted off to be tried
at the ministry for burning his relatives’ house down, so I figure it’s probably okay.
Hope to hear from you.
Ron
“It would be easier,” Harry remarked after reading it.
“I’d love to see a house run by an actual magical family.”
“Your mother won’t mind, will she?”
“I doubt it. They met at the train station, when Ron’s dad asked her about fire
hydrants.”

“Oh yeah! We should write a book: What Really Goes on in the Muggle World.”
“Right after we destroy the word Muggle. What’s it even mean, anyway?”
“Don’t look at me.”
So Susan had Ron send them a picture of their house so they could Teleport
there, and packed most of their things into her Pocket Dimension. Saying goodbye to
her mother and picking up Sparkle, Susan took Harry’s hand and cast the spell from her
book. She vanished from her room.
In front of her was a house looking thing. Sort of. If the house had been built by
someone half mad, and then added onto vertically without taking the normal laws of
physics into account. Various additions made of different materials were stacked atop
each other, and Susan gave a little “Eep!” as her eyes tried to take the whole thing in.
“You asked for it,” said Harry, also a bit stunned.
“Yup.”
“Hello!” shouted a voice from a window above them. An older boy, possibly
George (or Fred) was leaning out, waving. “I’ll send Ron down!”
Susan waved back. “Thank you!”
“Thanks for coming over,” said Ron. “My house isn’t much, but they kept
pestering me to invite you. I had to tell them about what happened at school, though not
everything, of course.”
“Oh Ron, you’re way too modest,” said Susan, looking about his room. It was
plastered with Quidditch posters and such, boy things thought Susan, who didn’t have
much experience with boy’s rooms. Harry’s “room” had been a cupboard most of his life,
and he hadn’t done much to Junior’s old room. “This house is pretty amazing. But I have
a plan to repay your folks for letting us stay that will make it even more amazing, don’t
you worry.”
“You don’t have to,” mumbled Ron.
“Course I do! Won’t be any trouble, believe me. It’s just a spell, one of the vary
rare ones that are semi-permanent when cast. And with the amount of energy I can put
in, it’ll last a long, long time.” Her eyes twinkled.
“What’s it do?”
“Oh, you’ll see!” giggled Susan.
“So, anything interesting happen lately? How was your visit with Hermione?”
“Actually, something interesting did happen,” replied Harry. “We got a visit from a
house elf a few weeks after school let out. Wanted to warn us about some kind of plot
someone is cooking up for next year.”
“A house elf told you this? That’s weird. Mom’s always saying she wishes she
had a house elf to help with things around here.”
“You mother wants a slave?” said Susan, aghast. “I’m going to have to reevaluate
my perception of her.”
“What are you talking about? They like being enslaved.”
“Like it?” Harry and Susan looked at each other. “You can’t be serious.”
“It’s what I’ve always heard,” Ron assured them.
“Humph,” said Susan, making a pouty face. “I could make her a servant, I know

that spell. I use it all the time to clean my room up. I suppose I could do it to repay her
hospitality, but honestly, wanting a slave.”
“I don’t think they see it like that,” said Harry, looking at Ron, who had a confused
look on his face. “Anyway, Susan’s magic tracked it back to the Malfoy mansion, at least
we think that’s where he went. So the question is, did this house elf overhear some plot
and come to warn me against his master’s wishes? Or was he sent to warn me by
someone living there?”
“You don’t really think Draco sent him, do you?”
Harry shrugged. “Who knows?”
“Did he say what this so called plot was about?”
“I don’t think he could. Just something about chaos at the school. I’m not sure
how that would be different from the normal state of things there, but that’s what he
said. He seemed relieved because Susan was so powerful. You should have seen his
face when he saw us flying about!” Harry laughed.
“Wait, you can use magic outside of school?”
“My magic doesn’t show up to whatever wanded wizards did to alert them of what
they called ‘underage magic.’ And I made Harry an item that cancels out whatever that
spell is, so he can do magic no problem too.”
“Wow.”
“You can borrow it, if you want to get some magic practice in before school
starts.”
“Who do you think I am, Hermione?”
All three laughed.
In the days that followed, Susan insisted on creating an Imbued item of
Autonomous Assistant for Ron’s mother, and was studying her mystery spell to put on
the house.
She handed Mrs. Weasley a stone hand, “Because it’s a helping hand, see?” and
told her how to use it.
“It’s a grade four spell,” she began, “which I know means nothing to you but it
does mean it’ll drain four energy from you when you activate it. I don’t know what that
means to you because you don’t seem to have desecrate energy but my other stuff
works, so it should be fine. I tell you this because it’s a warning- you could almost use it
to death. Wait an hour in-between uses and you should be fine. If you want other people
to command it, that’s okay too.”
“How do I use it?” she asked, holding it up.
“It’s just like Ron’s item of Conjure Foodstuff. In this case, the trigger word is
Assistant and the task you wish it to perform. It will vanish after that, and the assistant is
invisible in any case, so my advice would be this. Make the task moving from some
starting location, performing the task, and then returning. Observe.”
She took the item back, then placed it on the floor in a corner of the room. She
touched it with one finger.
“Assistant- Follow me. Fold the laundry I show you. Return to this spot.” Four
energy drained out of her, and she took her finger off. The hand rose into the air. Mrs.
Weasley took a step back. “There’s now a sort of invisible creature standing there, with

the item at the center,” she explained. “Now I’ll head out to where you have your laundry
drying and it’ll complete the second part of the task. When it’s done it’ll come back here
rather than disappearing and making you search out in the grass for it. Come on.”
She went downstairs and then outside, the hand trailing after her. It started
folding the laundry.
“It’s about as strong as a normal person, so it can’t move huge boulders or
anything. It’s also not very bright. It won’t go berserk if you tell it to wash the dishes and
start washing every dish in the house. It’ll be smart enough to know it’s just the dirty
dishes. However if there’s any ambiguity in your orders it just won’t activate. Try to be
more specific or break the job down more. Don’t ask me how it knows, but my magic is
aware enough to go away when the task I ask for is complete, so it’s getting information
from somewhere. Any questions?”
“Your magic made this thing?” she asked.
“Pretty neat, huh?”
The evening before their letters arrived, Susan asked the entire family to join her
outside, and they watched as Sparkle cast a spell over Susan, who was grinning like a
maniac.
“Now, this spell normally takes 12 hours,” she explained, “Which is a bit much, in
my opinion. Casting it from my book would normally double that time. And I like you all,
but twenty four hours of magic is a little bit much even for me. That’s why Sparkle
learned the spell she just cast on me: It’s a curious one. It relates to how my magic
works, and I think you’re going to pleased.”
Susan closed her eyes and began gathering energy for the spell, and 8 actions
later she was ready.
She looked at her book and magical circles started appearing under the house.
“Fortification,” she said simply, and magical energy exploded around the house in a
dazzling display.
Susan fell over, all 80 of her energy rushing out and into the spell.
“Susan!” everyone said, rushing to her side.
“I’m okay,” she said, trying to get up again. “Never done that before, bit of a rush,
actually.”
“What did you do?” asked Arthur, looking up at his house. Bits of magical energy
were still binding themselves into the structure in a dazzling lights display.
“Like I said, the spell usually takes 12 hours. When it’s done… well, there’s quite
a list, actually. Basically your house is now the toughest thing on the planet. For the
next, oh, eighty years or so.”
“What exactly do you mean by that?” he pressed.
“Let the poor girl sit down inside, she looks exhausted!” said Molly.
“That’s because I am,” explained Susan. “I just used more energy than you would
in a week on that one spell.”
Of course, unless I go negative I don’t actually get any Fatigue so it’s probably
more psychological than anything else.
“No way!” said Harry, who knew exactly how her magic worked.
“Way,” said Susan, winking at him.
They went in and sat down.

“Okay, now I can explain what I’ve done,” said Susan, collapsing into a comfy
chair. “Your house would survive a war being fought here, as long as they didn’t drop
any nuclear bombs on it. It can’t burn down or collapse because of an earthquake. No
one can use magic to spy on anyone inside, nor can any form of teleportation into the
house itself function. No enemy or person who means you harm, even indirectly, can
enter. And like I said, it’ll last for about 80 years, as that was my rating in Sun magic, at
the time.”
“You took a massive penalty to cast it instantly, and made up for by using all your
energy in one big burst,” said Harry. “That’s what that spell Sparkle cast did, right?”
“Exactly,” said Susan. “Energetic Accumulation. It might be considered cheating,
given how my magic works, but I felt I owed them the effort.”
“So let me get this straight,” said one of the twins. “If there was a troll wandering
around outside…”
”…And we just closed the door on him…” said the other.
”…He could pound on it all day and never get in.”
“That’s about the size of it.”
“What an amazing gift,” said Arthur.
“We can’t possibly repay it,” said Molly.
“Bah,” said Susan, waving a hand. “A good night’s sleep is all I need. I’m
repaying you for your hospitality this last week. You can’t pay me back for paying you
back. Also I wanted to experience the effects of casting spells this way, in case it turned
out badly. This was the biggest thing I could think of. Oh, and I have to apologize.” She
looked over at Arthur.
“For what?”
“Making those items for my friends. Ron told me about what you do, Mr. Weasley.
Hunting down objects that have spells cast into them. I didn’t even consider that it might
be illegal.”
Molly looked at him. “Such as a flying car?”
“Now dear, we’ve discussed that. In any case, there’s nothing to apologize for. In
the first place, it’s Muggle objects that are the problem. These little stone objects would
just be treated as a keychain if found in the Muggle world, or just tossed out. Also, they
require a password of sorts, they won’t activate on their own. So I think you’re fine. Just
do be careful about making things like that, okay?”
“Will do.” (Spoiler- she never considers it again)
“I expect you’ll want to get to bed then?” asked Molly.
Susan nodded.
“Off you go then. And thank you.”
“Sure thing. Someone remind me in 80 years and I’ll come refresh the spell on
the house.”
“This lot won’t come cheap,” said Fred (or George) at breakfast the next morning.
Their books for the year seemed to consist of every book ever written by one Gilderoy
Lockhart.
“Gets around, does he?” asked Susan, scowling. “Still, I should think Fred and
George could share a set, no? Presumably they’re taking the same classes.”
“We are, and we could,” said one of the twins.

“There’s just one problem,” said the other.
“I don’t trust him not to mess with it,” the both said at once.
“We’ll manage somehow,” said Molly, bustling about. “I’m sure we can pick up
Ginny’s second hand.”
“She could have mine,” said Susan. “I doubt I’ll get much out of them, honestly,
given how different our styles of magic are. I’ll get them out of the way and she can
have them the rest of the year.”
Ginny glared at her.
“You’re starting this year?” asked Harry. “Great! If you even need any help, don’t
be shy about asking, okay?” She squeaked something, blushed, and ran out of the
room.
“Was it something I said?”
“At least she seems to like you,” said Susan sadly. “Personally she just looks
angry whenever she looks at me.”
“She’s just a bit jealous that you’ve known Harry longer,” explained Ron. “She’ll
come around.”
“I hope you’re right,” said Susan sadly. “But my offer still stands,” she said to
Molly.
“Thank you dear, I’ll think about it.”
When the time came to leave, the family crowded around the fireplace.
“This is your teleportation nexus?” Susan asked, gesturing. “A fireplace?”
“It works,” said Arthur.
How? How does... this... work?
“And you’re all too young to Apparate, so the Floo network it is. Come now,
guests first. Harry?” said Molly.
“What exactly do I do?” he asked.
“Oh yes. It’s much like one of Susan’s magical objects, actually. Throwing the
powder and stating your destination cause you to appear there. Quite simple, really,”
said Molly.
“Oh. I’ll give it a try then,” Harry said, stepping up. “Are you sure you wouldn’t
rather just teleport us there, Susan?”
“No, I’d like to experience their form of teleportation. I’m looking forward to it,”
she answered. And a curse upon my Curiosity for saying those words, as I somehow
feel I’m going to regret this.
“Right. Here we go then.” He took a pinch of the powder that was offered.
“Diagonally!” he said, becoming wreathed in green flames and disappearing.
“He didn’t just say what I think he said, did he?” asked Susan. “How do you fail a
speaking check?”
“I think there’s a very good chance,” said Arthur. “Better get after him.”
“I think I’ll stick to my form from now on,” said Susan, light headed as the rest of
the family appeared from the designated flame in point in Diagon Ally.
“You said it,” agreed Sparkle, licking herself clean. “That was awful. How do they
put up with it?”
“I expect they don’t know any better. Now where’s Harry?”

“Excellent question,” said Arthur. “Fan out everyone, we’ll meet back here in ten
minutes.”
Moments later Harry and the rest of the party were reunited, and everyone said
hello to Rubeus, who had found him.
“You’ll never believe where I came out,” said Harry.
“It must have been somewhere close,” said Ron, looking around.
“Some shop called Borgin and Burkes. And guess who was there trying to get rid
of some stuff?”
“Who?”
“Let’s just say a man who may in fact own a certain house elf?”
“Lucius Malfoy?” asked Arthur, who had of course been told about the visit by the
house elf previously.
“The very same.”
“And he was selling, not buying? Borgin and Burkes, eh? I’d love to get my hands
on that stuff before it leaves his possession. I bet I could put him away a long time.”
Harry looked at him, then down at Sparkle. He turned back to Arthur. “You really
mean that? I mean if you caught him with it,that would be really, really bad for him?”
“Of course. Why?”
“Because I think there’s a way. You would have to see him, I expect?” he asked
Sparkle.
“What are you cooking up?” asked Susan.
“After they made the deal, Mr. Malfoy said ‘I’ll expect you at the manor tomorrow
to pick up the goods.’”
“What does that have to do with anything?” Arthur asked, confused.
“I see where you’re going with this,” Susan said, eyes sparkling. “Oh, that’s
wicked, Harry.”
“What? What are you kids talking about?”
“Come with me, I’ll explain on the way.” Harry took off.
“Be back in a moment dear,” he called back to Molly.
“It might be dangerous, you’ll need a squad of people from the ministry to back
you up. Or Susan, at the very least. I hope you can round some up on short notice,”
said Harry.
“Possibly, but honestly, what’s this all about?”
“You’re going to get there before he does,” said Susan. “Mr. Malfoy will then hand
you his illegal objects, and then you pounce. Personally I’ll consider it as getting him
back for mistreating his house elf all these years.”
“But he’s going to recognize me, it takes a month to brew polyjuice potion.
Though I suppose I could find someplace that sells it down there…” he shuddered.
“Not necessary,” said Sparkle. “I can shape shift you into him with magic, no
problem.”
“Really?”
“The spell is fairly simple,” Sparkle said. “It should be no trouble at all.”
They came to the shop, which Susan didn’t need Magic Sense to tell her was full
of dark magics. “You kids should stay out here,” said Arthur, looking it over.

“I’m sorry, Mr. Weasley, but you’re with me, not the other way around. We go in
together. I want to make sure you come out again.”
“That’s-” he tried to say, but Susan pushed the door open and went inside.
“Welcome, can I- what?” said an unpleasant looking man.
“Is he the one?” Susan asked Harry, ignoring him.
“That’s him.”
Susan looked back at him. “I see.”
“Arthur Weasley?” said the man, looking past them. “I don’t believe this is
anyplace I would have guessed you would ever be. Surely you cannot be wanting my
services?”
“That depends…” said Arthur, probably trying to stall for time. Sparkle started
walking around the man, looking up at him.
“Depends? Who are these children? What is this all about? Why is that cat
staring at me? Get out of my shop this instant, all of you!”
“Satisfied?” asked Susan to Sparkle.
“Face,” she whispered back, holding a paw up. Susan picked her up and she
peered at the man.
“What are you doing?” said the man, beginning to lose it.
“Leaving,” said Susan curtly. “There’s obviously nothing for us in a shop with so
rude a salesman. My gold will spend just as easily elsewhere.” She jingled the pouch
with her coins in it. “Come, Arthur.”
They walked out.
“My heart is pounding,” said Arthur, walking back to where they had left the
others.
“Tomorrow is going to be worse. Unless you’d like me to do shape shifting and
you can be invisible. You’re going to have to convince Mr. Malfoy you’re that guy. I hope
you’re up to it.”
“So do I,” muttered Arthur. “It’s a mad plan, but it could work.”
“Of course it’ll work,” said Susan. “You’ve got me on your side.”
The Weasley’s went off to get whatever money they had from their vault, and
Harry felt it would not do to embarrass Ron by going with them.
“But won’t you need money?” asked Molly.
“My vault was emptied some time after Voldemort was destroyed, probably by
Death Eaters. The goblins were of course falling all over themselves to apologize.
Apologize, but not offer restitution. Susan here spoke up for that. Though I could pop in
and see how the investigation was going.”
“You’ve got nothing?” asked Ron, probably wondering if he should feel superior
to his friend because even he had a few Sickles saved, or bad because Harry was now
penniless. (In a manner of speaking)
“Not exactly,” hedged Harry. “Like I said, the bank gave me a small ‘loan’ which
won’t come due until they get my money back from whoever stole it. And Susan had a
rather brilliant plan to make more, so I’m not worried about it at the moment.”
“Your whole fortune stolen?” said Arthur, shocked. “Oh Harry, I’m sorry.”
“Thanks. I’m not even sure how much I lost, it really didn’t matter. There wasn’t

anything I could do about it.”
“That’s rough,” said Ron.
“Go on. I’ll meet you over at the bookshop later.”
The bookshop, Flourish and Blotts, seemed to be packed to bursting with people.
“Interesting that a lot of these shops are run by two people,” remarked Susan.
“Even down in the seedier part of town, it was never ‘Smily’s Junk’ it’s always ‘Guy and
Other Guy’s Magical Doodads.’”
“What’s the crowd all about? They giving something away?” asked Harry.
“No, it’s Lockhart, apparently he’s here this afternoon,” said Hermione, pointing to
the sign outside. “I feel like I should be more excited, given the adventures he’s had. But
somehow after seeing all the things Susan has already done in her life, he seems sort
of bland.”
“I’m just getting started, Hermione,” said Susan, taking her arm. “You haven’t
seen anything yet.”
“That’s what I’m afraid of.”
Entering the shop, they caught up with the Weasley family, where Arthur and
Molly stood quietly arguing. From what she could catch, Arthur had told his wife about
the plan to be shape shifted into another person and go after Lucius. Susan shook her
head. You really have to learn what to keep from your wife, she thought. Not that
Hermione“You okay?” asked Ron. “You’ve gone all red.”
“Never you mind!” Susan snapped, trying not to continue that line of thought.
Getting up to the table, Gilderoy snapped up Harry and started announcing that
he would be the one to take over the post of Defense Against the Dark Arts that year at
Hogwarts, which made most people applaud. He even gave Harry a set of his books,
which she saw Harry tip into Ginny’s cauldron and say he would buy his own.
“No more Professor Quirrell then,” sighed Susan unhappily.
“He did teach us a lot. I hope Gilderoy follows in the tradition,” Hermione replied.
“I just hope he’s recovering okay. We should ask Headmaster Dumbledore when
we get back to school.”
“Good idea.”
“Trouble, come on.”
Susan and Hermione walked over to Harry, who was talking to Draco.
“It must be tough, not being able to go anywhere without that sort of thing
happening,” he was saying.
“You can say that again,” replied Harry. He seemed a bit shocked to find Draco
actually conversing with him in a civil tone.
“Hello Susan,” said Draco, looking over at him. “Hermione.”
“Hello Draco, I hope your summer has been going well?”
“Quite, thank you. What do you think of our new Defense teacher then?”
“There’s something off about him,” said Susan. “He’s either a total faker or the
most brilliant but loudmouthed man on the planet.”
“Why do you say that?” asked Harry.
“I know what you mean,” Draco replied, and they all turned to look. “Watch him

move. Professor Dumbledore, Quirrell, especially Professor Snape. Even Professor
McGonagall, though I am loath to admit it, moves like, how do I explain? Like they’re
solid people. You know what I mean? Like they’ve seen their worst fear and beaten it up
and laughed at it. Gilderoy doesn’t move like that. He’s showy, big, like he wants all
eyes on him, all the time.”
“Yeah, that’s it,” Susan said finally. “I couldn’t put my finger on it, but you’ve
nailed it, Draco. You’re a pretty good judge of character, aren’t you?”
“I guess.” He looked away.
“Draco, we’re leaving!” cried a voice.
“It’s my dad, I’ve gotta go. See you at school, Susan.”
“Your father? We should pay our respects!” said Susan.
“Are you sure?” Harry whispered to her as Draco moved through the crowd.
“Just watch him, I want to see if he reacts to us.” She followed behind Draco.
“Sir?” she asked respectively. “You are Mr. Malfoy?”
“I am,” he answered.
“I’m Susan Felton, an acquaintance of your son’s. It’s an honor to meet the man
Draco holds in such high regard.” She held out her hand, which he shook.
“Susan? I’ve heard that name. Yes, my son has spoken of you and your amazing
magic quite often.”
“I’m flattered he would mention me. We have spoken a few times about some
fascinating subjects. I’m looking forward to having some more with him, when his time
permits.”
“Draco, you didn’t tell me she was this charming- hello Arthur.”
Mr. Weasley stepped up behind Susan. “Everything all right here, then?”
“But of course. I was just saying hello to Susan here, she wished to introduce
herself.”
“She’s been staying with us the past week, so I have to look after her, you see.”
“Look after her?” he said, seeming surprised. “As though I was some kind of
threat to the girl. Still, I’m surprised you could afford a guest. But of course all that
overtime you’ve been putting in- they are paying you extra for it, I expect?”
“I think I’ll actually be putting in for a raise soon,” he replied smugly. “In fact, I can
tell you right now my next job might be the biggest one of my career.”
“I wish you luck then,” Lucius said dryly, grabbing the one shabby transfiguration
book out of Ginny’s cauldron. “It seems, judging from the state of this, that you’re going
to need all the help you can get. I say, what is that idiot doing?” He looked over at
Lockheart.
As did everyone else, to see him being thoroughly kissed by a young witch. It
didn’t seem like he was struggling to get away all that hard.
“That’s who Albus chose to teach Defense?” Lucius sneered, dropping the book
back. “No wonder the school has gone downhill so much. Goodbye all. It was nice
meeting you, Susan.”
He put his arm around his son and swept them out of the shop.
“Well?” asked Harry.
Susan shook her head. “I saw the way he moved, but that’s about it. Draco was
right, when you start looking for it, it’s there.”

“You’ve got it,” said Hermione.
“What?”
“Don’t give me that look. You know your magic is better than ours, that makes
you act a certain way.”
“Hermione, I may believe my magic is more flexible, possibly even more useful,
but never better. I hope you believe that.”
“Nevertheless,” she said. “You know what you’re capable of, and it shows. The
same as Professor Dumbledore, and Mr. Malfoy.”
“Strange to hear those two grouped together, no matter what the context.
Anyway, it was all I could do not to laugh in his face. Tomorrow, Susan, we wipe that
smug grin off his face.”
“I just realized, what happens to Draco if his father goes to prison?”
“He still has his mother. I wouldn’t say she was innocent of his dealings, but he’s
the one I want.”
“It’s just, if you reveal that you’re, you know, yourself, he’s going to know it was
me helping you out. Because only my magic could do it.”
“Hummm.” He was thoughtful for a second. “How about two birds with one
stone? We get the Auror squad in the house and they step out of nowhere when the box
is handed over. He believes Borgin betrayed him because he sees the man walk free,
and the real Mr. Borgin’s reputation vanishes overnight.”
“Won’t someone try to take revenge on Borgin?”
“Once he hears about it, he’ll flee the country. Man like that, dealing with Malfoy
types? He has an escape plan, mark my words.”
“Okay.”
“Settled then. I can’t wait!”
I hope I’m doing the right thing...

18
Assault on the Manor
Time: The next morning
Place: The Ministry of Magic
Four tough looking wizards, three men and one woman, looked down at Susan
and Sparkle. That morning they had gotten up early and gone with Arthur, through the
floo network, to where he worked. It was so early that hardly anyone was coming or
going, and Susan was taken to a side office where the four were waiting for her.
“And she’s going to make this plan work?” said one of them. “A girl who can’t be
a third year student yet.”
“As I’ve explained, she and her cat have certain spells that will allow us to
infiltrate the manor and catch Lucius in the act of handing over his illegal objects to who
he thinks is the buyer. That will, of course, be me.”
“I don’t buy it,” said another.
“Nor should you,” said Susan. “You’ve just been given a remarkable claim. So
obviously it’s going to require remarkable evidence.”
“She’s got you there, Paul,” said the woman. “Why don’t we just see what she
can do before we reject her?”
“Fine,” grumbled Paul. “But this had better work, Arthur.”
“Then let’s get this party started,” said Susan. “Sparkle?”
She nodded, and padded over to Arthur. “Shape-shift” she said, touching him
with a paw. Before the group’s eyes, Arthur morphed into the man she had seen in the
shop.
“I saw it, but I don’t believe it,” said another man.
“Yeah, that was something,” said the forth.
“When we get to where we’re going, your minds are really going to be blown, so
get ready. How are we getting there, by the way?”
“We’ll travel by floo to the nearest point near the Malfoy Manor, then fly the rest of
the way. How are you going to get them in?” asked Arthur.
“The same way we got past the flame trap to fight Voldemort’s shade. We’ll step
into the astral, that’ll make us all invisible and able to pass through the walls. Sparkle
and I will be invisible, just in case something bad should happen. Once the bust is made
we can just fly back to where we came out and I’ll just go directly to The Burrows,”
answered Susan.
“Wait, you fought who’s shade now?” asked the third man.
“What’s the astral?” asked Paul.
“Sorry, the first one’s classified. As for the second, think of it as a slightly offset
dimension from us where can we observe, but not be observed.”
“What’s a dimension?”
Susan sighed. “You know, if I had to answer questions about my magic all day I
would do nothing else. Can we get on with it before the real guy shows up? You’ll
experience it firsthand in a little while, after all.”
“Whatever. Let’s go.”
Coming out of the fireplace, everyone mounted their brooms. Well, almost

everyone.
“Wait, where’s your broom?” asked the woman, who had introduced herself as
Katrina.
“Please,” replied Susan. “I will not degrade myself by pretending to fly on a
broom. Tried it once. Not a fan. Flight.” A magical circle surrounded her, and Susan rose
into the air. “You coming or not?”
“How-” demanded Katrina, pointing to her and looking at Arthur.
“Don’t ask,” he replied.
“In any case, we better go into the astral now,” said Susan. “He should only see
Mr. Whatever His Name Was approaching. You won’t be able to see us, but don’t worry,
we’ll be right behind you.”
“You’re the boss little lady,” said the first man. “We’ll do whatever you say.”
“Great, take my hand, and Sparkle will do the honors.”
The four rose on their broomsticks and joined hands with Susan. Sparkle pulled
them through to the Astral plane with Dimension Step, where they looked around.
Arthur looked around. “Wow, you weren’t kidding. I can’t see you at all! I hope
you’re still there. We’re off.” He took off flying, and the others followed him.
“So where are we exactly? I’m Don, by the way.”
“Nice to meet you, Don. Think of us as having slipped through a crack in the
world. So we’re sort of ‘beside’ it, so to speak. We can pass through normal matter, but
nothing your magic can do will spot us. At least according to Mr. Weasley, when we
discussed the plan.”
“There are about a million questions I want to ask you right now, oh, and I’m
Terry.”
“I’m sorry that I can’t really answer them. I can tell you my magic is very different
than yours, and would ask that you don’t spread it around too much. Headmaster
Dumbledore and I are hoping to pass it off as unremarkable for as long as we can.”
Though I suppose around school that ship sailed a long time ago...
“I can see why. What else can you do?”
Susan smiled. “A lot. With the time to study the right spell, probably anything. I’ve
memorized about 30 spells, and Sparkle knows about that many different ones from
me.”
“Wait a minute,” said Katrina. “The Longbottoms just got better recently. You
didn’t have anything to do with that, did you? The healers said it was some new
technique they were working on.”
Susan colored. “Yes, that was me. Again, I’ve requested them not be told, for
obvious reasons.”
She whistled. “That was fine work. Most of us despaired of them ever getting
healed. That’s some power you- did you say your cat knew a bunch of spells? That’s
right, she cast the spell that changed Arthur, didn’t she? I didn’t want to believe my
eyes!”
“Believe it. She’s just as powerful as I am, in her own right. We’ve been together
all our lives.”
“Who are you?” asked Paul, awed.
“Would you believe I just recently found that out myself? But like I said, I can’t
really say.” She laughed. “You wouldn’t believe me if I told you, anyway!” I mean really,

can a person that doesn’t know what a dimension is grasp the concept of a parallel
reality? Not in the time it takes to get where we’re going, I think.
They flew on in silence, and finally approached a large mansion, where Arthur
descended to.
“Time for us to go invisible. When Sparkle drops us out of the Astral you better
make sure you’re not standing inside anything. That could be messy. She can’t drop just
you guys out, so I’ll be in the same room, invisible. Make your move and do it fast. If
something goes wrong I’ll back you up, but then my invisibility will drop. I would rather
he not know I was involved. Just say “now” when you’re all in position and want to be in
the world again, okay?”
They all nodded and dropped down to stand with Arthur.
“Go in and get into position, the walls won’t stop you,” said Susan. She began
casting Invisibility.
The four set their brooms down and stepped through the wall, looking around the
house. Have to remember to go back and get those brooms later. Or will they just pop
back when the spell ends? Huh. A few seconds later, Susan and Sparkle did also, now
invisible.
They watched as Lucius came to the door.
“You’re early this morning,” he said, looking past Arthur.
“I figured you were a busy man, I would get this out of the way first thing.”
“Very considerate of you. Step inside before someone sees you. I’ll get the
merchandise.”
“Very well.”
Inside the room was a series of narrow carpets laid over hardwood floors which
gleamed. In fact everything there was expensive, old, or both, and Susan had to admit
she was impressed. The rich, even in the wizard world, lived well, it seemed. She
watched the others get into positions around Arthur, wands out. He was standing on the
carpet, looking about interestedly, while the others were standing on the wood.
Lucius returned with a box. “You have the money?” he asked.
“As soon as I make sure the merchandise is in the proper condition,” replied
Arthur.
“Oh, very well,” he said, handing the box over. Arthur reached out to take it.
“NOW!” shouted Paul, and Sparkle released the spell holding them in the Astral.

Everything went black.

Susan groaned and struggled to open her eyes. It felt cold, like she was lying on
stone, and she wasn’t sure if she had her eyes open or not.
What hit me? she thought.
“Sparkle?”

“Anyone?”
No answer. That can’t be good. What happened to me? Was there some kind of
defense system on the house that we didn’t anticipate?
Fear filled her.
I was knocked unconscious. That means I became visible, if only for a second. If
I was teleported after I got knocked out… oh no, if Sparkle got knocked out the shapeshift on Mr. Weasley was ended, and he would have been standing there looking
surprised. Crap! How did this happen?
Susan got up and checked herself. Nothing seemed to be broken or even hurt,
and she wasn’t bound in any way. Her eyes were not covered, it was just pitch black
here. She felt along the wall and found herself in a cell, barely big enough to stretch her
arms across. There was a set of metal bars on one side.
Wow, good thing I learned Phase, I guess. Well, let’s see what’s out there. Better
not use the light spell, I don’t want to give away my position. And anyway, what did I
make this item for, if not this? She smiled.
“Darksight,” she intoned, touching the bracelet. The world lit up as though it was
daylight, in black and white.
Huh? Susan found herself staring down a long passageway that went to the left.
Not exactly what I was expecting. Though I’m not sure what I was expecting, really.
Better get a move on. I don’t know how long I was out for and I might need to rescue the
others. Especially Mr. Weasley. I got him into this mess, so I’m going to get him out.
Susan easily cast Phase on herself and stepped through the bars, keeping the
spell going just in case. She turned down the hall, looking around. The walls looked like
they had been hacked out of the ground, while the floor was smooth stone. She almost
immediately came to another turn, and looked around it. The hallway went for a few
paces and then turned again.
Great, is this some sort of maze? I’ll follow the right wall then, she decided.
Turning again she saw a long hallway that branched left and right, and when she got up
to it, found that the left “route” only went on a few steps, then dead ended. She turned
right, passing a door on her left.
And where do you go, mysterious door?
Following the right wall she came to a portcullis, which was down. She easily
stepped through, thank you Phase magic, and stepped into a large room.
Yuck, giant spiders, she thought, phasing through webs to follow the right wall.
The question is, what do they eat?
Following the wall she made a left turn and came to a door, which she now
phased through.
Oh, she thought, as she stepped through a family of rats sleeping in a small nest.

Don’t mind me, just passing though. Say, what do you guys eat? Susan came to
another door, and looked around. It seemed as though these two doors were the only
way in or out of this place, so where did the rats come from? She shrugged. Maybe
there’s some kind of hidden door, or a small tunnel they dug? Could be how they get
food, too.
She stepped through the door and continued following the hallway. It made a uturn and passed what looked like a bunch of holes in the wall. She peered into them,
and saw a bunch of edged shapes inside the holes.
Seriously, a poison dart trap?
She moved on, following a very long corridor and ending at an empty cell.
Naturally there would be more than one. She moved on, back the way she came but
down another long hallway she had just passed to get to the empty cell. Turning right
half way down, she spied another set of bars, and stepped through them. This was a
large room, easily the biggest she had seen thus far, and snacking on something in the
center of the roomThat has to be the largest centipede I’ve ever seen. Oh crap!
The thing raised its head and charged for her, and Susan almost started the
incantation for Elemental Attack (Fire) but stopped herself. It’s not like the thing can hurt
me. As predicted, it passed right through her, and slammed into the wall behind her at
high speed. It seemed dazed, but charged again, and once again got nowhere. It
seemed to stand there in confusion.
“Not too bright, are you?” she asked. “Just go back to your… dinner.” She
followed the right wall and came to a door, which she stepped through. Walking down
the hallway she spotted a figure hunched over in another cell.
“Hey, I’m here!” she shouted, running forward.
The figure didn’t even seem to hear her.
Oh right, I’m still phased. Silly of me, really. She ended the spell, and tapped the
bars.
“Who’s there?” said the figure, looking up. It was Don.
“It’s me, Susan. Are you okay?”
“Susan? It sounds like you, but I can’t see a darn thing.”
“Oh, okay, just a second. Light.” Susan dropped Darksight, which she felt was
more useful, but figured one casting of Light was better than dropping Darksight and
casting it again another 4 times.
“Oh, there you are. You’re okay! Can you get me out of here? My wand is gone.”
“I figured as much. Yeah, grab onto me.”
One casting of Phase later, and Don was standing next to her, outside the cell.
She maintained the spell, and kept a hold of Don’s hand.
“Thanks, I was worried I would be in there forever! What was that spell- no, never
mind, we have more important things to worry about. Are you hurt?”
Good thing Phased people can hear each other, or this would have been difficult.
“No. Whatever brought us here knocked me out, but I’m not bruised in any way.
Are you? I know healing magic.”
Don shook his head. “No, I’m fine, thanks. What happened, anyway?”
Susan shrugged. “We stepped out of the Astral, and then the next thing I
remember is waking up in that cell.”

“The floor. I bet it was a portkey! That little slimeball, he would rig his own house.”
“What’s that?”
“You can put a teleport spell into an object. Anyone that touches it gets
teleported. That’s why he was only walking on the carpet- it wasn’t there for decoration,
it was there to make sure he didn’t get caught in his own spell!”
“Devious. And that brought us here, huh? Any ideas where we are?”
“We could be anywhere. Come on, we have to search for the others. Can I have
my hand back, now?”
“No, actually. I have to tell you, this whole place is not only trapped, I saw a giant
centipede in the room back there. There are also doors and portcullis all over the place.
Right now you’re still phased with me, but if you let go, you’re back in the real world
again. And without your wand, no offense, you’re helpless.”
“None taken.” Don waved a hand through the bars again. “You’re right. But it
looks normal, not like that weird space we were in before.”
“Different spell. Somewhat similar effect. We can be seen, but not touched.”
“Lead on, you’re the one with the magic at the moment.”
“Okay, I’m following the right wall at the moment, so we’ll only make right turns.”
They continued back the passageway and to the right, then made two more
rights, then passed a door on the left.
“You said this place was trapped?”
“Yeah, I saw some holes on the side of one wall. Probably something
mechanical, a wizard wouldn’t be expecting it. Not that I see how he expected anyone
to get out of those cells.”
“Ah, you didn’t trigger it because of this phasing, you called it.”
“Exactly.”
The passageway here was long, and jogged left a bit, then continued right. The
two passed another spike trap without realizing it, then came to look at the ugly, squat
statue sitting in an alcove.
“Some kind of trap?” Susan wondered. “Would it activate if we weren’t phased?”
“Possibly. Who knows what he’s cooked up for down here.”
“Creepy. Let’s go.”
Turning down the hallway to the left, the two passed a fire trap without knowing it
after a passageway to their left.
“This place is extensive! I hope we can make it out of here,” said Don, marveling
at how far they had come thus far.
“Don’t worry, if worst comes to worst I can teleport out of here and get help. I just
thought it would be faster to find everyone down here, but now I’m not so sure.”
“Tell you what, I can teleport without a wand, though we call it Apparation. The
next person we find, we’ll try to get out of here and head back to the ministry. You can
stay and rescue more people, as you seem more capable than us without wands. Why
is that, exactly? Or can’t you talk about it?”
“Sorry.”
“Ah well.”

The next thing they came upon was Katrina, who was busy chipping away at the
rock holding the bars in place with a knife. It was safe as Susan glanced around, so she
dropped Phase.
“You’re okay!” she exclaimed as they drew closer. “Thank goodness.”
“No, thank Susan. She got me out. We’re all going to get out of here!”
“Great! Don’t suppose you could magic up our wands, could you?”
Susan shook her head. “Sorry, I would need to know their exact location before I
could bring them here. It’s a limitation of the Retrieval spell. Wait a second, if you guys
can teleport or what did you call it? Apparate? Why couldn’t you get out of your cells
that way?”
“It was the first thing I tried,” replied Katrina. “I didn’t get anywhere.”
“I’m hoping it’s just the cell,” said Don. “Once you’re out I hope we can do it and
get back, then bring reinforcements here.”
“Well don’t just stand there then, get me out of here!”
“Will do!” said Susan. She hauled Katrina out through the bars with Phase, then
let go of her.
“Nice. That spell would sure come in handy. Ever think of becoming an Auror?”
“The nurse at the school wanted to know if I wanted to be a healer. I’m getting job
offers all around.”
“With that magic, I can see why. You sure you’ll be okay?”
“I just rescued the both of you, didn’t I?”
“Good point. We’ll come back when we can. Ready, Don?”
“Ready.”
“Good luck.”
Nothing happened.
“Crap, looks like it’s not the cell. I feel so naked without my wand!”
“The whole place must be warded off. He really didn’t want people escaping from
here, huh?”
“I should say not. Lead on, I guess.”
To make a long story short, they next found Paul, and again phased, which was a
bit difficult now that three grown adults had to touch Susan to maintain the effect. They
settled for gently grabbing her hair, and carefully walking behind her. Backtracking now,
they came upon Sparkle who was relieved to see them, and had been phasing herself
through the various creatures and traps found in this labyrinth on her own. Walking the
seemingly endless corridors they passed monstrous scorpions, ants, weird symbols
carved into the walls, rotting wooden crates and faded tapestries.
Someone really wanted an authentic experience for prisoners here, didn’t they?
They stopped for a rest after walking for what seemed like hours, and Susan
made them some food, then pulled some bottles of water out of her pocket dimension
and handed them out. (They were reused, filled with the Elemental Conjure (water)
spell. She hadn’t bought them herself.)

The other three stared at her. “What?”
“Thanks,” said all three, tearing into the food.
Eventually they came back to where they started, Susan’s cell.
“Well, crap,” said Susan, looking back into her cell. “Where is Terry?”
“Probably behind some secret door we passed without knowing,” said Sparkle.
“But I would hate to travel that funhouse without Phase going, let me tell you!”
“I know. I could probably learn a new spell to help us out, but I’d rather use what
we know if possible,” said Susan. “I only know Path Tracer though, which is not going to
help at all.”
“Pick me up,” said Sparkle to Katrina, “I think I know something that can help.
Detect Friends.”
“This spell takes complete concentration,” explained Susan. “But it will tell us
when we get close. Like 60 feet or so. Anything?”
Sparkle shook her head.
“Well, let’s motor, we’re going to have to walk the whole place again and see if
she gets anything. At least we can move at speed, we know nothing here can hurt us.”
They moved off.
“That way!” said Sparkle after only a moment. They were in the room with the
rats, and Sparkle was pointing “north”.
“So close?” asked Don, looking around. “Hey, bring that light over here!”
Susan stepped closer to him, and saw what he was staring at. There was a
statue of a dragon like creature up on its hind legs against one wall.
“I think there’s a secret passage behind this statue. Move the light slowly around
the dragon, would you?”
“Sure.” She did, and he pointed to the mouth.
“Yeah, there’s a switch there that must activate something and move it out of the
way. Let’s just step through.”
They did, and found that Don was right, there was a passageway behind the
false wall.
“I walked right past it, didn’t even think to check,” said Susan.
“Don’t worry about it, let’s go.”
They came to a medium sized room, then phased through another door and
continued turning right. At the end of that hall sat Terry, eyes closed.
“Nice of you to show up,” he said, standing. “It’s been hours!”
“Sorry about that. We walked the whole thing, but there was a hidden door
leading to this passage,” said Susan. “You wouldn’t believe the place he’s got here.”
“Well, can we leave then?”
Susan dropped Phase. “Absolutely. We’re going to have to teleport, so you’ll
have to bear with me a moment while I read the spell over. It’s not one I have
memorized.” She pulled her book of magic from her Pocket Dimension and started
flipping through it.
“You didn’t find any other way out?”
Katrina shook her head. “We walked the whole thing, at least those parts not
hidden by fake doors or magic, and didn’t find anything. There may be some hidden

staircase someplace, but we didn’t find it.”
A few moments later Susan was ready. “I want to head back to the manor in case
Mr. Weasley needs rescuing, but you don’t have wands. Wait a second… We could just
walk the Astral again, pull him out that way.”
“I’d rather go back and get a wand,” said Don, “but time is of the essence. We’ve
lost enough time as it is. Do what you have to.”
“Done. Grab onto me, everyone. Teleportation.”
The six found themselves outside the manor again, and Sparkle cast Dimension
Step on them again, taking them back to the shimmering mists. “Let’s go,” said Susan,
striding towards the structure. They searched for less than fifteen minutes when they
came upon a bloody and unconscious Mr. Weasley, who was strapped to a metal table
in the basement. He was alone.
“No carpets,” observed Sparkle. “We should be safe to pass through and touch
the floor.”
“Our wands!” said Don, pointing. “He put them all down here. That was thoughtful
of him.”
“Okay, get ready,” said Susan. “Grab your wands and cover the door. I just read
Teleportation so it’s fresh in my mind. I’ll try to cast it as quickly as possible and get us
back to the ministry. They have a medical center of some kind there, right?”
“They do.”
“Okay. Everyone ready?”
The four went over to where their wands were sitting on a tray, and put their
hands out to grab them. Susan turned back to the right page in her book of spells, and
began focusing on the symbols. She stood next to Arthur. “Do it.”
The mists vanished, and the Aurors grabbed their wands, then sprang back into
cover, pointing at the door. Susan started casting, a circle of light around Arthur’s table.
Sparkle watched her, gauging when the spell would be complete.
“Get over here, now!” she shouted, and the others ran over to touch Susan.
They found themselves in the ministry building, and Arthur tumbled to the floor,
no longer held up by the table.
“Crap, wish I knew Regeneration,” said Susan.
“I’ll get him to the hospital wing, he’s in bad shape,” said Terry, waving his wand
and levitating Arthur out the door.
“Now what?” asked Susan.
“Now we take a shower,” said Katrina. “That place was awful.”
“You spent most of the time phased, it’s not like you would have gotten dirt on
you. Anyway, I’m talking about the Malfoys.”
“I know. You’ve done your part, go back to the Weasly’s… oh, we better tell Molly
about what happened, she’ll be worried sick. She’ll come here anyway. Okay, stay here,
I’ll go inform her. Paul, Don, take care of Susan.” She went out too.
“He’s not going to get away with it, is he?”
“Don’t worry, he won’t,” answered Paul. “He’ll be facing charges of resisting

arrest, assault, possibly attempted murder depending on how bad Arthur turns out to be
hurt. Not to mention the original charge of possession. We’ll have to get a lot more
people to bring him in though. If his foyer is trapped that well, who knows what the rest
of the house is like.”
“The trouble is how well connected he is. I don’t know how he’ll wiggle out of this,
but you can bet he will somehow,” said Don.
“We’ll see,” said Paul. “Will you be okay here for a while? We should go make
our report. The sooner we can get on this, the better.”
“Go, get moving. I’ll be fine.”
“Thanks for all your help. Your magic really is something. I’d be happy to have
you by my side again in a scrape,” said Paul, also heading out the door.
“What he said. You’re okay in my book too.” Don trailed after him.
“Well, that didn’t go as planned,” Susan remarked, “but we all came back, and
Lucius dug himself deeper. I’d love to know where that dungeon was, maybe one day
we could clean it out and set it up as a secret base!”
“It does have some possibilities,” replied Sparkle. “But right now I’m taking a nap.
I don’t have as much energy as you do, you know.”
“Sure thing. Thanks for your help, as always.”
“Naturally.”
An hour later, Arthur was awake and telling his story to the other Aurors, with his
wife and Susan by his side.
“Sorry to put you through that, Mr. Weasley,” said Susan. “It’s a weakness of our
magic. If we go unconscious, it goes away. Didn’t think he would go so far as to trap his
own house like that.”
“Neither did I, so don’t worry about it. You didn’t do wrong, and I’m just glad you
made it out safely. I’ll be fine, so don’t worry. Not sure I’m getting that raise though…”
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Back to School
Time: The day before the train ride back
Place: The Burrows
Naturally, Fred and George were quite keen to hear all about the adventure
Susan had in the labyrinth. She downplayed it, as there was really no danger she faced,
being phased the whole time, but they drank up descriptions of the giant creatures and
possible traps. They even offered to help her clean it out if they could have a part of it as
their secret base, and Susan said she would think about it.
The papers quickly picked up the “Scandal at Malfoy Manor” when a squad went
to bring Lucius in, which succeeded. The ministry was now trying to figure out what to
do with him, as they didn’t really want to lose the money he provided them.
I guess even in this world there’s two sets of laws- one for the rich, and one for
everybody else.
Arthur recovered quickly and was greeted warmly by his family, though it looked
like Molly was going to have a long talk with him about the dangers of his job. The night
before they left, Arthur took Susan aside.
“I want to thank you for the chance you gave me,” he said. “Even if it didn’t work
out. And that wasn’t your fault, so please don’t feel bad about it. We couldn’t have
known he would go that far. I hope you realize that.”
“It made me realize you can’t ever plan for every contingency, and sometimes
just have to muddle through with what you know.”
“That’ll be true all your life, I’m afraid. Still, he was taken in, and even if he gets
off, he’ll be taken down a peg and maybe think about changing his life.”
Susan looked at him.
“We can hope, can’t we?”
“I’m worried he’ll go after you though, or send someone after you.”
He shook his head. “Even he wouldn’t be that reckless. Something like that
would implicate him even further. And I’m not worried about being here, again thanks to
you.” He tapped the walls.
“Just be careful, okay? I have overconfidence enough for the both of us.”
“I will.”
Susan insisted Ron and Harry be ready to go the next day, and shoved all their
baggage for school into her Pocket Dimension so they wouldn’t need to rush around the
next morning. Thus, the three enjoyed a leisurely breakfast while everyone else was
rushing about doing their last minute preparations.
“Honestly,” said Susan, looking over her character sheet. “It’s not like I have
Always Prepared or anything, and yes, my REAson is an 8, but still you would think
they’d be a little more organized about the whole thing. They’ve been doing it how many
years now?”
Twenty XP? That last dungeon really did it for me. Of course I haven’t learned
any new spells in ages. What should I learn, I wonder?
“Channeling Hermione, are you?” asked Ron.

“It does sound like something she would say, doesn’t it?”
“Do you still think we need to worry about Dobby’s warning?” asked Harry.
“I’m not sure,” replied Susan. “With Mr. Malfoy now consumed in his legal battle
with the ministry, he won’t have much attention to spare to mess up the school. Unless
he wasn’t going to be the one, and was just meeting about it when Dobby overheard.”
“He was too vague anyway,” Ron put in. “We can’t plan for something based on
‘chaos at the school’ now can we?”
“I guess you’re right,” said Susan, putting her sheet away. “We’ll just have to
keep our eyes open.”
Getting onto the train was uneventful, and they found Hermione right away and
sat down with her in a cabin. Susan was telling her about the labyrinth when the door
slid open. Draco was standing there.
“You did it, didn’t you?” he asked, his characteristic sneer once again firmly
affixed.
Crap, did he hear me? Susan could feel the dice rolling in her head, coming up
with a 4 on her Persuasion check.
“I don’t know what you’re talking about, Draco. Did what?” she said, knowing she
wasn’t going to get anywhere.
“You got those Aurors into my father’s house. They just appeared out of nowhere,
and you can’t Apparate into the house, just like Hogwarts. But I bet your magic could
have gotten them in. And then when they disappeared from their cells? I bet that was
you, too. You were there, weren’t you?”
Thank goodness I don’t have Compulsive Honesty, thought Susan.
“Oh, so just because you think it would have been hard to do, it was
automatically my fault when some powerful wizards break your defenses down, is that
it?”
“What about that Weasley fellow? He changed back awfully fast after the trap
went off. That seems like your magic as well.”
“Look Draco, I’m sorry about what happened to your father,” she lied, “but face
facts. He’s into a lot of dark magic stuff that’s illegal. Sooner or later he was bound to
get caught somehow.”
“I know you did it, and I’ll pay you back somehow.” He stormed off, Crab and
Goyle trailing behind him.
Susan sighed. “If only that loyalty wasn’t so misplaced.”
“What are you going to do?” asked Hermione.
“Do? Nothing. I took Voldemort last year, thinking it was just a show for the
others. What do you think would happen if I got serious?”
There was a pause.
“Why are you all looking at me like that?”
At dinner, Ron kept looking around nervously. They had sat back to back from
each other at the tables, sitting with their respective houses.
“Don’t worry, Draco isn’t going to spring out from under the bench and curse us
or anything,” said Susan.
“It’s not that. I just get the feeling something isn’t right. Like I’m in trouble

somehow but I don’t know how.”
“What?” asked Harry. “I’m used to Susan saying bizarre things- don’t give me that
look, you know it’s true. But… actually I think I kind of know what you mean. It’s the
weirdest feeling like we shouldn’t be here, or something.”
“Where else would you be? At least no one tried to kill me this year coming into
the castle.”
“Good point. It’s like Deja Vu, only rather than feeling I’ve done something before
it’s that I should be doing some else.”
Susan and Hermione looked at each other. “Yeah, whatever you say, guys.”
Everyone had a good time at the feast, and Ginny was sorted into Gryffindor.
Albus gave his usual speech and noted again that the forbidden forest was still a
dangerous place. No out-of-bounds corridor this year, noted Susan, so the Stone was
either back in the hands of its original owner or still safely tucked away in a Pocket
Dimension.
School had officially begun.
Susan’s Wednesday schedule was light, given her not taking Transfiguration or
Potions class, so she sat down in the courtyard to decide where to spend some of her
XP. She had just come back from her first Herbology class, in which she made Sparkle
wait outside. There were no earmuffs made for cats, after all. She was having trouble
pulling her baby mandrake out, then decided to get smart. She went outside where
Sparkle was just laying down for a nap and had her cast Energetic Accumulation on her.
Going back inside, she gathered energy for two actions, then made her STRength
check to pull the thing out.
She got a 26.
Then she did the same thing to plunge it into the larger pot, getting a 38 this time,
and almost driving it into the floor. She dusted her hands off and watched with some
amusement as the others struggled with this task. Of course she couldn’t keep that up,
but then she got smarter. She cast Telekinesis on the next one, and made it look like
she was pulling it up, but in reality she was just using magic. That went much better, and
soon had a row of the plants repotted, while others were still working on their second or
third. She shook her head.
“You certainly have an aptitude for it,” said Professor Sprout, once the task was
complete. “Ten points to Ravenclaw.”
“It’s all in the wrist,” Susan said, looking away to hide her grin.
She was now talking spell selection over with Sparkle, who was also choosing
some spells to learn.
“I use Teleportation all the time,” said Susan. “It’s annoying to have to keep
taking the book out for it. But if I do turn that underground area into a secret base, I’ll
need a way of carrying supplies and stuff down into it. And if I’m going to share it with
the twins, they’ll want to take their own stuff down there. I wonder…” She closed the
book, then put her hand on the top. “I want a spell that will open a hole in space
between two places and allow me to carry stuff through,” she said to it. “We’ll see what it

comes up with tomorrow. Meanwhile, if I assume it’ll be a grade 10 spell, that still leaves
me with 10 XP to spend. Let’s see…”
Suddenly, a glowing phoenix swooped down on Susan and she looked up.
Professor Dumbledore’s voice said to her: “Susan, welcome back. If you’re not doing
anything important at the moment, can you come and see me? Your password will be
Hard Lemonade.” The creature vanished.
What’s up with the lemon theme and this guy anyway?
“I guess new magic will have to wait,” said Susan, snapping the book closed.
“Looks like we’re wanted.”
Traveling to the statue of the phoenix, Susan said “Hard Lemonade” and stepped
on the stair as it rotated upwards, carrying her to the Headmaster’s office. She stepped
inside.
“Welcome again, Susan,” he said, standing up from his desk.
“Thank you Headmaster. It’s good to be back.”
“No trouble, over the summer, I hope?”
“Just a little of my own making, I’m afraid.”
“Yes, I read about your adventure. From the official report, not the news article.
Much more informative that way, don’t you think?”
“I should hope so.” She paused a moment. “Headmaster, do you think I did
wrong?”
“That’s not really for me to say. It’s for history to decide. I’ve done things I thought
were right at the time, but which turned out to be wrong. In fact, the wish to avoid that
here is what’s inspired me to call you. I think you’ll remember this?”
He spilled a gold ring onto the desk, carefully not touching it.
“I do. Does it still have that piece of him inside?”
“I fear that is the case. I have tried many means of disposing of it, but I cannot. I
had hoped you might have some ideas.”
“May I ask exactly what you’ve tried?”
“Ah, various spells, potions and physical things like crushing. It cannot be melted,
either magically or with mundane fire. I have tried disintegrating it outright, smashing it,
dissolving it both in magical potions and in the more mundane aqua regia. I admit I am
at a loss.”
“Immune to magic and physical forces? But of course if I was putting my soul
inside an object, I would want it to be sturdy.” She glared at the object for several
minutes, mulling it over.
“Susan?”
“I don’t know how it might react, and if it does work, I’m basically committing
murder. Oh, I know the things he did, he perhaps deserves death, but many who
deserve life are denied it. By killing him, do I not take a step closer to becoming him?”
“Ah, Tolkin. Even the wise can’t see all ends, is the quote if I’m not mistaken.”
“Oh, uh, if you say so.” He looked at her questioningly. Oh great, did I do it
again? Where are these quotes coming from anyway?
“Do not think of it as ending a life,” continued Albus when she said no more.
“Think of it as releasing a tormented soul from bondage, and letting nature take its
course.”

“I will not undertake this task lightly.”
“But you do know of a way?” Albus leaned closer.
“I’m not sure,” replied Susan slowly, opening her book to the Neptune section.
“Destroy Magic, if cast on a person, will take away their ability to use magic forever. If
cast on an area, no magic will function in that area ever again. Cast on an object- the
trouble is your magic and mine are so different. This ring just has wand magic charms
on it that make it tough to deal with. It hasn’t been Imbued because that doesn’t exist for
wand wizards. So what would happen if I cast this spell onto it? Maybe nothing. Maybe
it’ll bounce off and hit me, destroying my ability to use magic. It’s not something I’d want
to fool around with, in any case. As a last resort I’m willing to try, but short of that...”
“I understand your concern. There are no others that are less severe?”
“There’s Destruction that can just turn something into a powder, but I doubt that
would work if the ring is proof against that sort of thing with your magic. Wait a minute!”
She flipped some pages. “Yes, there’s a lesser grade spell. Dead Magic. It just creates
an area where magic stops working temporarily. We could just melt the ring down or
dissolve it with mundane means after taking it into that area!”
“I will think about what the effect of that might be, as taking it out of that area
again may be troublesome. In any case, it does not need to be performed right this
minute, the ring is safe with me. If you should come across a spell you think might
serve- Will you be returning to your Imbuing this year, as you did last year? You may
again use my office if you so choose, and I will be happy to provide the ingredients.”
“I was just looking through my book for interesting things I could learn and do this
year when you called me.”
“Then you have my apologies for interrupting you. If you let me know what you
come up with, I will keep your password active just as with last year.”
“Thank you!”
So Susan went down and paged through her book for quite a while. She didn’t
see any really tough spells she wanted at the moment, but there were some useful
ones, like Cut, Immobilize, Deflection, (in case Sparkle wasn’t around for some reason)
and Scribe that she couldn’t fail to learn in a few minutes. So she did. Sparkle picked up
Regeneration and Illusion, of all things.
She thought about making a Communication item, but the requirement was “the
ear of an intelligent creature” so that was out at the moment.
Maybe Headmaster Dumbledore can come up with something. I suppose if
nothing else, Sparkle could cast regeneration on herself and offer one of her ears. She’s
intelligent.
A Literacy item, using energy, would be easier to come up with, and the
Headmaster might appreciate reading books in lost languages. He seemed to have a
fairly large library in his office. That decided, she went back up to see him and begin the
Imbuing for an hour before her last class of the day, Defense Against the Dark Arts.
Which began with a story of how Harry met the boy Colin who seemed to be a
photography nut, and got into a scrape with Malfoy.
“Sorry I wasn’t there,” said Susan. “I got so wrapped up in my Imbuing I lost track
of time. But then it may have been worse if I had been there, given how Draco feels

about me at the moment.”
“I wondered why we didn’t see you at lunch,” said Hermione. “Did you get
anything to eat?”
“Yes, Headmaster Dumbledore got me some sandwiches. But then he had to
remind me to get to my next class, so here I am.”
“You really got that wrapped up in it?” asked Ron.
“You have to understand, Imbuing is complex, but knowing you’re making
something that can help someone out? It’s amazing to watch the magical energies
winding themselves around the object. You just want to see it done, so it sort of
consumes your attention.”
“I guess like me watching Quidditch.”
“Yes, if watching others play a sport contributed to the world in any way. Wait, did
I say that out loud?”
“Very funny,” said Ron.
“Thanks.”
And then Professor Lockhart swept into the room, smiling for all he was worth.
“Welcome everyone! I’m sure you all know me, after all, I see you’ve all got my books
there. Except you, Susan, I see. Or did you just forget them?”
“I donated mine to a worthy cause,” said Susan, thinking about the Weasley
family not needing to buy a set for Ron. He colored. After she had bought a set and
started reading them her astonishment turned to anger. That anger had burned nearly a
month, and was now seeking a channel of release.
That channel was before her.
“I read them already, and I have to say I was disappointed. They really had
nothing whatsoever to do with the practice of Defense Against the Dark Arts, as they
mostly involved you saying how great you were. This class is supposed to be about
defending ourselves from dark magic. That’s not going to happen sitting here and
reading about what your favorite color is. Though I’m sure the class would be very
interested in the wand movement for the incantation that reverted the werewolf who was
still under the light of the full moon. As I understand it, only a certain potion, drunk
before the moon rises on the days of the full moon, can counteract the change. I asked
Headmaster Dumbledore about it, you see, because my magic can do something
similar, and thought it fascinating. He instructed me as to the potion.”
Gilderoy stared at her, taken aback.
“No? Not going to show us? Interesting.” She stood up. “See, our last Defense
professor, Quirrell, didn’t teach us a lot of spells directly. What he did teach us was that
we could learn and adapt to spells being cast at us in the heat of battle. Pay attention to
the wand movement, he said, and you know roughly what a wizard is going to cast.
Make the some movement and say the same words, and you can use the spell too. All
while under fire. I’ve read your books, so called Professor Lockhart, and I don’t see a
shred of truth in them. You want to impress me? You want to teach me? Prove you can
beat me- I challenge you to a wizard duel, right here, right now. If you win I’ll gladly sit
here and learn what you have to teach. But if you can’t beat me, and you can’t, by the
way, I have more important things to be doing.”
Whoops. I guess that got away from me, a bit. But seriously, who does this guy

think he is? Making a family that poor buy all those sets of his worthless books...
The class was dead silent. Everyone was staring at Susan, who was standing
with her arms crossed, staring at Gilderoy. They slowly looked back at him, trying to
figure out what he would do.
He bust out laughing.
“Albus told me you were a firecracker! Looks like he was right. Bravo. Of course
you would want to know if the man who said he could train you really could train you. It’s
only natural! I heard about your duel with Professor Quirrell, I’m sure you could take me
with one hand behind your back. But don’t worry, you won’t regret sitting my classroom,
I assure you.”
I already do.
“Now then, I’ve prepared a little quiz for you based on my books. Nothing to
worry about, just me wanting to see how well you know the man, the legend.”
You’re just going to ignore me, then? I see. Susan sat down.
There was silence as the papers were passed back, and Susan read over the
questions. Predictably, they all related to Lockhart, not about what he had done, or how
he had done it, but about him, personally.
How can we fit in the same room with this man’s ego?
Susan debated it, but in the end, crumpled her parchment up, and sat staring at
Gilderoy the entire half hour the others were writing. He pretended not to notice.
Passing the papers back, Susan put her crumpled ball on the stack and handed it
in. Again, he pretended not to notice as he put it on his desk. He started looking through
them, but his eyes kept darting nervously over at Susan.
“Well, it seems Hermione was the only one who got all the questions right,
including my secret desire. Well done, Hermione! Raise your hand please, so I can
learn your face.”
“How could you?” Susan demanded, glaring at Hermione. She shyly put her hand
up.
“Excellent. Ten points to Ravenclaw. I should take a point off for your paper,
Susan, but I can see you feel very strongly about things. No trouble. Perhaps you can
impress us with your magic in my next little task.”
He pulled a covered cage out from behind his desk, which rattled and made
funny squeaky noises.
“I’m going to open this cage in a moment, letting out what’s inside. I challenge
you, Susan, to subdue the creatures by yourself! How does that sound?”
Sounds like I learned Immobilize just in time.
“It doesn’t sound like the duel I asked for. Tell you what- let them out and time me
dealing with them, and then we’ll let them out again and time you dealing with them.
See who gets the better time- how does that sound?”
“Now, now, it’s not a competition, after all. Ready?” He whisked the cloth away
from the cage, and about a dozen tiny creatures struggled to get out.
Susan looked down, and there was a magic circle around her, being created by
Sparkle who was sitting under her. Susan felt the world slow, and realized Sparkle had

cast Acceleration on her. She smiled.
Acceleration gives me a bonus to all REFlex based checks, which Immobilize
falls under! Still, there would be a ton of tiny creatures rather than fewer larger ones.
However, her eyes lit up, being a −4 size modifier means their STRength check to break
free is going to be miniscule. With my max energy and the bonus from Acceleration, I
should be fine though.
“GO!” shouted Gilderoy, slowly opening the cage, from her point of view. Susan
started casting, taking all the extra time she could (2 segments) making her casting time
all of a second and a half.
“Immobilize!” she shouted, making a grabbing motion with her hands. The last
one hadn’t even cleared the door of the cage before magical bands wrapped around
them all, (with a total of 19 on the check) making them plummet to the ground. She
calmly got up and started picking them up, tossing them back into the cage one at a
time. She had to shake it a bit to get them all to fit, but when she was sure she had
gotten them all, she closed the cage and let the spell go. They immediately started
rocking it and gibbering again.
“Anything else I can do for you, ‘Professor,’ before we see your time at the task?”
Suddenly, a magical bell sounded throughout the school.
“Perhaps another time then, that’s all the time we have for today. See you all
tomorrow!” Gilderoy nearly ran up the steps of the classroom and out the door.
Susan picked up the cloth and arranged it on the cage, which quieted the
creatures down.
“That was amazing,” someone said. “You actually got them all at once, and you
didn’t even have your wand out!”
Shoot, I forgot all needing to wave that thing around. Oh well.
“Let’s just hope his next so called lesson is a little more relevant,” said Susan.
“You guys coming?”
“Did you have to bully him?” asked Hermione, putting her books away.
“Bully? Hermione, the man claims to have fought werewolves and banshies.
Traveled to exotic lands and slain mighty foes. What do you think Professor Quirrell i.e.
the dark lord, i.e. Voldi would have done, had I said those things to him? Laughed them
off? No, we would have dueled, right then and there. Do any of you still believe a word
that man wrote is true?”
Everyone in class stopped packing up and looked at her.
“I don’t,” said Nevill. “I stand behind Susan. We need to have Professor Quirrell
back. Or failing that, some better classes. I didn’t learn a thing today!”
“Well said, Nevill,” said Susan.
“I think we should have Susan teach us!” said another girl in the class. “She was
Professor Quirrell’s referee all those times, after all. And no wonder, after she beat him
in single combat! Or whoever it was that looked like him, anyway. Who better?”
There was a general murmur of agreement, though Draco and his two
“bodyguards” stormed out.
“I appreciate the offer, but honestly my magic won’t translate. You saw me
capture those pixies or whatever they were. I can’t teach you the kind of magic I do, I’m
sorry. But if you wanted to learn more charms on your own, or start up a dueling club
where anyone can join, I would be happy to oversee that.”

Everyone bust out smiling, and people were nodding and whispering excitedly.
“Tell you what,” said Susan, grabbing a piece of parchment from the desk. She
clicked her pen open (because she was not going to lower herself to use a quill of all
things) and wrote “Petition to replace Professor Lockhart” on the top. She signed her
name under it, and slapped the pen down. “Sign if you want this plan to go forward. I’ll
take it to the Headmaster. If he won’t replace our so called professor, I’ll ask to start a
dueling club and see where it goes from there.”
“I’ll sign,” said Nevill, being the first to step up.
In the end, almost everyone did, even Hermione, though reluctantly.
She took it immediately to the Headmaster.
“Back so soon?” he asked, looking up from something he was writing. Susan
slapped the parchment down on his desk. He glanced at it.
“Ignored your request for a duel then, did he?”
“No, you can’t know everything that goes on in this school. You just can’t!”
“Perhaps, but I could guess how your first class went. I’m sorry, but he must
remain your professor.”
“Why?”
He sighed and sat back. “Honestly? Because no one else would take the job.”
“Seriously? I’ve heard Professor Snape would happily take it.”
“He does not believe in the curse set against the position, but many others do.”
“How do you curse a teaching position?”
“I do not know. But what I do know is that no teacher has managed to teach
Defense for more than a year since I refused to let Voldemort teach the subject. They
have all died, or disappeared, or flat out refused after the first year.”
“I… see. So we’re stuck with him, are we?”
“Who would we hire to replace him?”
“Our class today seemed to think I would fit the bill.”
“Really?”
“Of course I told them it wouldn’t work. My way of casting magic is too different.
But I did offer to bring up the possibly of a club that emulated Professor Quirrell’s
classes from before. Let younger students learn from older ones, and give everybody a
chance to practice.”
“The idea has merit. Of course a qualified adult would have to be present at all
times…”
“Of course.”
“I’ll consider the idea. It worked in the past, after all, and we still have the
enchanted barrier he created. I wouldn’t mind having a generation of children able to
defend themselves, should the need arise. Yes, I will think long on it.”
“Thank you. That’s all I can ask.”
“In the meantime, can I rely on you to be less, shall we say, vocal, about your
current teacher?”
“I think he’s a fraud, but I can only say I’ll try.”
“No doubt he is. But we have no proof he is anything other than what he says.”
“Then what you’re saying is I need to gather proof?”

“I’m not saying anything at all, just that the class needs a teacher, and for now,
he’s it.”
“Very well. I’ll explain things, and hope we actually learn something useful in his
so called classes, rather than just how wide his smile can extend.”
His eyes twinkled. “I hope that you do.”

20
That Uneasy Feeling
Time: Several Days Later
Place: Quidditch field
The next day, Susan was delighted to discover a new spell in her book called
Teleportal and read the description over excitedly.
Create a magical passageway between two points that can be traveled through
as long as this spell is maintained. The opening can be up to your rating in meters and
can be passed through on either side. If an object is midway between the two portals
and the spell is broken, the object will be shunted to the side it’s closer to.
The spell was a grade 10 Mercury spell, with the same difficulty as Teleport.
Susan was so excited she spent the ten minutes needed to memorize the symbology for
the spell and got a 17 on her KNOwledge check to remember it.
Over the summer I can make the twins an item to open a gateway to the
underground maze. Of course I better ask Arthur to have a squad go down with me and
disarm all the traps and get those creatures out of there. Maybe they could go live in the
forest behind the school? I hear there’s all kinds of weird creatures there now to begin
with…
It was now early Saturday morning, and Susan, Sparkle, Ron and Hermione
were out looking for Harry.
“I’ve got that feeling again…” said Ron, looking around.
“What now?” asked Susan.
“Like something big should be happening.” He glanced down at his wand.
“Why do you keep looking at your wand, Ron? It’s not going anywhere,” said
Hermione, exasperated.
“I just feel like it should be broken, that’s all. And I keep expecting to see Draco
come through those doors. Not to mention I keep expecting a howler for some reason,
like I was in trouble at home.”
“Your imagination is running away with you,” said Hermione, but she looked
around oddly too.
They sat for a moment, Colin snapping pictures with his camera. Susan looked
up at him.
“Where is he getting film from, anyway?”
“What do you mean?” asked Ron.
“It’s not from the non-magical world, I can tell you that. We gave up film years
ago!”
“What do you take pictures with, then?”
“As I understand it, a light sensitive material that can record how much red, green
and blue light hits it across a very small area. That information is saved as a series of
instructions a computer can recreate later.”
“Say that again?”
“Never mind. The point is, where are wizards getting film from?”

“No idea.”
Ron continued looking around nervously.
“Look, if you’re worried about something at home, I could send you back there
and you could check it out for yourself.”
“You can do that?”
“I just learned a new spell a few days ago. Come on, we’ll duck under the stands,
no one should see us there. You can come too, Hermione, you might want to see this.”
So the four climbed down and went under the bleachers, and Susan opened a
Teleportal to the Burrows, making Ron and Hermione’s eyes bulge.
“That’s amazing!” said Ron, sticking his head through. “It’s really home!”
“It really is,” said Susan. “I’ll hold it open, go on and check.”
“Thanks a lot!”
“Couldn’t you have opened it right inside the house?” asked Hermione as he
stepped through and unlocked the door.
“Can’t. Put a spell on the house so teleport magic won’t work from outside.”
“But you can get through the Hogwarts wards- oh, I see, your magic blocks your
magic, our magic blocks our magic.”
“Exactly. They’re doing something else, not teleporting. As I understand it, I’m just
switching places with an area of space at my destination when I cast Teleport. Or in this
case, tearing a hole in the universe between the two points where the intervening space
doesn’t exist. A wizard using Apparation, at least as described, actually travels at high
speed to their destination as though space is squeezing them from one place to the
other.”
“So if wizards studied your technique they could figure out a way to add that to
the spells around Hogwarts.”
“I honestly have no idea. My Magic Sense is pretty garbled when it comes to
wand magic, though I’m slowly figuring out a few things. I have to practice away from
places like this, where everything is magic. But at the Weasley’s I did some poking
around with it. I have no idea if wanded wizards have a similar skill. If you do, nobody’s
told me about it.”
“I don’t think so.”
Ron came walking back, followed by his mother.
“I’m seeing it,” said Molly, “But I still don’t believe it.”
“Hello Mrs. Weasley,” said Susan politely. “Hope we aren’t bothering you too
much.”
“Hello Susan. No bother, thanks for putting Ron’s mind at ease.”
“But of course. Say hello to Mr. Weasley for me, and tell him to start thinking
about a team to clear out that maze we were stuck in. With this magic, I plan to clean it
up and take it over next summer.”
“I’m sure the four who were down there with you would be glad to help, but I’ll
mention it to him.”
“Thank you. See you later!”
“Bye mom!”
“Goodbye Ron.”

She stopped maintaining it, and the portal vanished.
Ron stared it where it was. “Can you go anywhere with that?”
“Nah, only a place I’ve seen. That’s why I had to ask you for a picture of your
house before. It works the same as Teleport, just the method is a little different.”
“Still, it’s pretty amazing. Let’s get back to watching Harry.”
Of course, the three didn’t know that history had been changed. With Lucius now
busy with his criminal trial, he didn’t have the time to send brooms to Hogwarts. Without
his father’s “gift,” Draco didn’t become the team Seeker, and the Slytherin team got to
sleep in that Saturday. Ron didn’t curse himself (his wand wasn’t broken in any case)
and Hermione didn’t get called a bad name. They still went down to see Rubeus after
the training session, he was their friend, after all.
They found Gilderoy leaving his hut as they approached, and knocked on his
door.
“Hey, good to see you all!” Rubeus said, sweeping them up into one big hug.
“Come in, I’ll get the kettle on!”
The house looked cleaner than it had last year, though of course the baby dragon
had made a mess of things. Still, Susan remarked the place was looking good.
“I can use magic to tidy up again,” said Rubeus, tapping the side of his nose.
“And I’ll show you the other ‘fruits’ of my labor after our tea.”
They got caught up, and Susan realized the perfect person to ask was right in
front of her.
“Rubeus,” she said, “there’s some large and possibly dangerous creatures I’d like
moved out of an underground maze. I hate to just kill them, they’re as much a prisoner
as we almost were. Would putting them out in the forest be okay?”
“What sort of creatures are we talking about?”
“Let’s see, some giant centipedes for a start. A very large scorpion. Some giant
ants, and probably more rats than I could count.”
“Do you think they were enlarged with magic?” asked Hermione.
“Now there’s a question. If you could learn a spell to shrink them down again,
they could be put anywhere, couldn’t they?”
“You don’t have a spell to shrink things?” asked Ron.
“Oh sure, but I have to maintain it. Sadly my magic isn’t cast and forget, like
yours. So I could shrink them, catch them, and then bring them here. But then they
would go back to being huge again, so I wanted to see if it was okay to bring them
here.”
“They all sound like things that can take care of themselves,” answered Rubeus.
“And they don’t sound any more dangerous than what already make the forest its home.
Sure, they could be released around there, no problem.”
“Great! I could just open a Teleportal in their rooms, and they would probably just
walk out on their own. Thanks.”
“Giant centipede, huh? I’d love to see that.”
“I figured you would. I’ll make sure to let you know when I’m ready to do it, you
can help out.”

“So what did Mr. Smiles want with you, anyway?” asked Harry.
“Who? Oh, you mean Gilderoy? Trying to tell me how to do my job, if you must
know. Ha! If he knows half of what he says he knows, I’ll eat my boots.”
“Safe bet, we’ve had his classes. I’m hoping to organize a dueling club to make
up for it, like Professor Quirrell’s lessons last year.”
“How’s he doing, anyway?”
“Last I heard, he was seeking out a monastery someplace. Wanted to just get
away from it all for awhile, try and figure out where is life is going to go now.”
Their tea gone, Rubeus invited them outside to see his vegetable patch, where
some enormous pumpkins were growing.
“Now see? There’s an example of what my magic couldn’t do,” remarked Susan,
looking them over.
“They do seem to be getting along nicely,” said Ron.
“Your sister said the same thing, she was around yesterday. Cute as a button,
that girl. Though I got the feeling she was hoping someone else might be around, if you
know what I mean.” He looked over at Harry.
“Don’t remind me,” said Ron.
“It wasn’t me she was looking for,” said Susan, sadly.
That evening, as Susan was about to get into turn in for the night, she noticed a
note on her bed. Picking it up, she unfolded it and began to read.
Dear Susan,
I hate to ask you this way, but I have a really embarrassing problem I hope your
magic can help me with. I would just die if anyone found out, so can I please ask you to
come down to the lake this evening at midnight so I can ask you about it? Again, I’m
really sorry about this, and if you don’t show I’ll understand. But I think you’re the only
one I can turn to, so please come.
L
It was nearly 11:30 by that point, so Susan activated all her charms (That’s Flight,
Detect Lies, Darksight and then Barrier Against Spells, for those keeping track at home)
and flew down there. Sparkle said she wasn’t going to wait out in the cold for half an
hour, and Susan said that would be fine. She was hovering over the water, looking out
at the lake, when she heard a noise behind her. Stepping out of the darkness were six
older boys, and Susan shook her head. All had their wands pointed at her.
“Seriously?” she said. “The old ‘get her alone at night and beat her up’ plan?
Didn’t you learn your lesson when the first time this was tried utterly failed and a bunch
of upperclassman had to explain where all their broken bones had come from to the
nurse?”
They looked confused, like they hadn’t heard such a thing had been tried before.
“You were stupid enough to fall for it,” said one of the boys finally.
“Was I?” asked Susan, tilting her head and putting a finger on her chin. “Or was

the trap actually mine, and I’m here to see who would be stupid enough to come and try
to take me on?”
“We’ll see if you’re so cocky in a minute! Petrificus Totalus!”
Susan looked over her shoulder. “You missed.”
“Hey, she’s floating,” one of them said to the other, pointing at Susan’s feet.
“Finally made your Perception Check to notice, huh? By the way, who did you get
to deliver the note? It must have been a girl, boys can’t come into our dorm.”
“Like we’d tell you?”
“It was worth a try. Anyway, can we get on with this? I don’t have all night.”
The original boy looked like he was going to say something, but changed his
mind. “Get her!” he shouted, and spells started flying.
Seriously, you would think they would learn, thought Susan, taking her time to
cast Immobilize on them all. Apparently, one of them made their STRength check to
resist (he rolled a 25, the max), and busted out of the magical bands of force that
surrounded the others.
“Huh,” she said, not expecting that. He looked around at the others, wondering
what to do.
“Get us out of here!” the ‘ringleader’ shouted. The free one started casting spells
at the bonds, but as they weren’t a physical thing, nothing he could do would dispel
them. He even tried Finite Incantatem, which actually might have worked, but he
couldn’t roll as high as she could, being a natural magician. (He was considered an
NPC spellcaster, and so his maximum roll was 15, and he had to beat a 17)
Susan floated over to him, looking down at him.
“Run,” she said simply. “It seems my magic has decided to spare you tonight, so I
won’t argue with it.” Yeah, that sounds good. Make it seem like I didn’t fail to cast it on
him, but rather my magic decided he shouldn’t be bound.
He looked from her to the others, struggling to get free, and decided that as she
was flying, spells bounced off her, and she had apparently conjured up bands of force
without effort he was going to cut his losses.
“Sorry!” he called, as he ran away, though whether he was apologizing to Susan
or his now ex-friends was unclear.
“Now, what do we do with you?” asked Susan, flying over to the instigator.
“Do your worst!” he said, enraged.
“An excellent suggestion!” said Susan, grabbing the wand out of his hand.
“No, wait, not that!” he shrieked, as Susan said “Cut” and ran her finger along the
wand, neatly severing it into two pieces. She pulled the halves apart and shook the core
out. She dropped the pieces, and floated down, nearly touching the ground.
“Amazing that you don’t think about your own weakness until after the fact, isn’t
it?” she said. “I mean, honestly, you carry your source of power around with you, and
wave it about to do anything. Get that wand away from someone, and they’re just a nonwizard who went to a weird school. You would think they would be made of tougher stuff
than wood.”
She floated over to the next one. “I’ll kill you if you touch my wand!” he shouted.
“You’ll kill me?” said Susan. “You? Kill me?” She floated back a little ways.

“Elemental Attack (Fire)” she cast, making a called shot to the leg. He went down, crying
out in pain. Susan leapt on him. “You’ll kill me? Really? This is the second time. The
second time I have had to defend myself like this at this school. The first time I let them
get away with some easily mended broken bones. This second time I am taking your
magic away, and you can all go to the Headmaster in the morning to explain why you all
need new wands.” She grabbed the shirt of the boy who was now crying out, his leg
burned. “Do you know what I’m going to do the third time I am attacked? Send back
bodies! You should be thanking me for this chance to learn your lesson.” She grabbed
the wand and snapped it, throwing the pieces into the water.
The third tried to bargain. “I’ll do your homework or something, or maybe I can
get you money. I’ll tell you who it was that sent us!”
“Don’t care anymore, you came with what, rape on your mind? I’m letting you off
easy, boyo.” Snap.
The forth was already sobbing. “It wasn’t like that! Honest! My dad will kill me.”
“Not my problem. And I don’t care how you thought it was going to turn out, you
came down here, wands out. The situation would have escalated, no matter what you
individually had in mind. And that, oh helpless one, means you can’t be trusted with
magic.” She went to snap it.
Actually, now that I think about it, having a spare wand or two lying around
wouldn’t be such a bad idea, Susan thought. As I understand it, a wand can be used by
others, just not as well. And if I’m ever in a situation with a wanded wizard who has no
wand…
She opened up her Pocket Dimension and shoved the wand in. From his
perspective, she just made it disappear.
The fifth was more stoic. “I understand,” he said, as she took his wand. “You’re
within your rights, I suppose.”
“I’m glad you agree.” She also put his in there, then floated back towards the
castle.
“I’ll leave you out here a little while, so you can get the full experience,” she said,
turning back. “And I’ll tell you this- before whoever sent you gets any bright ideas about
attacking friends of mine who aren’t as well equipped to fight back? I’ll consider that an
attack on my person, and respond accordingly. Tell them that, from me.”
Without another word she flew back to the castle, and maintained the spell until
she got to sleep, some time later.
However, they did not spend the entire time out there, as Albus watched her
flying away in a mirror that had alerted him to the use of magic outside the grounds. He
was deep in thought.
On the one hand, she was attacked by 6 people, and she only injured the one.
She could just as easily have killed the boy, but aimed at his leg instead. Using magic to
assault someone is grounds for expulsion, so she was also within her rights to take their
magic away, as that is what I would have done. Still, I fear one day she will go too far.
The problem is, if Voldemort returns as I predict, Harry is going to need someone like
her at his side in order to triumph. She hasn’t done wrong, per say, but what can my
magic do to stop her if she decides she doesn’t need me, or this school, anymore?
Could she become an even darker wizard than Voldemort was? She must be more

carefully watched I’m afraid, as it seems she is taking the left hand path of prophesy at
the moment. She would no doubt take it badly if she found out I was trying to guide her
to the other. A very soft touch is required here, but how?
Something to think about. For now I’ll send Filch out with a wheelbarrow to
collect them, and we can talk about their punishment.
It was going to be a long night.

21
Touching Hearts
Time: October
Place: Ravenclaw Common room
After her attack by the upperclassmen, Susan spent a little time deciding on
another attack spell to learn, just in case. She settled on Elemental Burst (Knockout)
because despite her bravado for the boy’s sake earlier, she didn’t want to kill anyone.
Also, with her Barrier Against Spells she could center the Burst on herself and still be
totally unharmed afterwords. So even if she got surrounded she could cast that a few
times in quick succession, and take out pretty much any number of assailants. Being
Knockout it also wouldn’t hurt any walls or ceilings in the area if she happened to make
it a little too big.
When what happened that night got out there was a further polarization between
people being utterly terrified of her and worshiping her. Those that worshiped her kept
pestering her about training and the dueling club, but she said Headmaster Dumbledore
hadn’t given the go ahead yet. Those not constantly retelling their version of her battle
edged away from her in the halls as though she was some kind of rabid animal best
avoided. She wasn’t sure how to really respond to all of this, but she took it in stride.
The six boys that did the attacking received a very stiff detention package rather
than being expelled. They were not allowed off the school grounds, Quidditch matches
were off limits, and Argus gleefully put them to work cleaning every night. Susan heard
about it second hand, and went about her Imbuing with Albus as normal, not enquiring
why they had not been expelled as they should. She felt it was probably best to just
forgot the whole thing and hope whoever had sent them had learned their lesson.
However small a chance that actually was.
She did see him looking quizzically at her for several days after the event, as
though he was expecting her to bring it up. But she didn’t, and the looks stopped. She
really, really wanted to indulge her curiosity weakness and ask if the two she had stolen
wands from had found wands that worked just as well, but she didn’t have a 10
RESolve for nothing. She resisted the urge, and he didn’t volunteer anything, so she
figured it had worked out fine. As obviously they would have told I had stolen their
wands, and he would have asked for them back if it was necessary. Right?
Susan did discuss with Hermione why the boys hadn’t been expelled, but she
said “I can only offer you some theories.”
“So? Theorize. I love me a good theory. Even a Game Theory. Thanks for
watching!”
Hermione gave her a funny look. “Firstly he may want you to get attacked. I
presume you told him about how you gain XP, and you probably got some for the
‘encounter’ correct?”
“Not as much as I would have liked, but yes.”
“Which brings up the second point. He knew you were not in any actual danger,
which is why the amount you got was unsatisfactory to you. You have to actually be

challenged to gain a proper amount.” She looked resigned to something. “And I can’t
believe I knew that about you to even say that. Anyway, maybe he wanted to see what
you would do. See how far you would go.”
I have said many times how dangerous my magic is, I guess. So that sort of fits.
“But that still doesn’t explain why they’re still here.”
“Maybe this will. How many kids entered the school with us in our starting year?”
“Less than a hundred, I can say that for sure.”
“Right. And we’re the only magical school for an entire country!”
“There aren’t that many wizards born, so?”
“So?” Hermione was exasperated. “So to lose six of them at once is a pretty big
number, actually. Frankly the world needs all the wizards it can get, or soon they’ll die
out and be gone. My theory is, though it’s not a Game Theory, is that expulsion is really
only used as a last resort. If they stay out of trouble that’ll be the end of it. The
Headmaster doesn’t want it to get out that six students at once were thrown out,
especially Slytherin students who probably have wealthy, connected, parents. Especially
if it got out that the reason they were thrown out was attacking you, and losing. Not only
losing, but having their wands taken away and broken by a younger person. You know
how humiliating that is for a wizard?”
“Not really, I don’t use a wand. But I could guess, it would be like someone
stealing Sparkle while I was asleep. You’re saying people would start to wonder about
me, or why the skills of the six were so poor to let them be disarmed so easily?”
“Exactly.”
“So likely a combination of factors.”
“That’s what I think. Also he may be using you as bait, trying to draw out whoever
keeps attacking you.”
“Better keep my Barrier handy then, huh?”
It was now almost Halloween.
“We got invited to a what?” asked Susan, when Harry told the story of how Nick
saved him from Argus.
“A death day party,” he replied. “His five hundredth, to be exact.”
“That’s not creepy, celebrating the day you died,” said Ron with a weird look.
“I think it might be interesting,” said Hermione. “They could have a whole culture
we living people are totally unaware of.”
“Who cares about the culture of ghosts?” asked Ron.
“Aren’t you curious about anything?” asked Hermione, slightly exasperated.
“Quidditch scores.”
“Honestly Ron, there’s more to life than eating and Quidditch.”
“That’s treason, saying stuff like that. Isn’t it?”
“Anyway, I wonder if we should bring some sort of gift?” asked Susan.
“I know how we can find out!” Hermione said brightly, holding up a stone book on
a chain. “Research.”
And so it was a somber group, dressed in black, that walked passed the brightly
light banquette hall and down the stairs to the dungeons. They didn’t have any gifts, as

such, as it seemed ghosts had little use for physical objects. However, each had thought
of something they could do at some time in the future in his name, and would tell him
later that evening. Susan had her “gift” in mind after hearing Harry tell of how Nick
lamented his incomplete beheading. She was carrying the titanium sword she had made
in a loop on a belt, and was going to try her Phase spell after telling Nick her plan.
“Someone else must have set this all up,” said Hermione, looking at all the blue
flamed candles lining the staircase. “These are physical objects, so ghosts wouldn’t be
able to do it.”
“Who does do all the work around the castle?” asked Susan. “There can’t be that
many kids in detention at any one time, can there?”
“I have no idea. It isn’t mentioned in Hogwarts: A History. It’s probably just done
by magic. Maybe the castle cleans itself?”
“Do you smell something?” asked Ron.
Entering the large chamber where the party was being held, Nick greeted the
four with a flourish of his hat.
“Welcome! Thank you for coming. I actually didn’t expect you to, I’m ashamed to
say. I don’t have much in the way of hospitality to offer living guests.”
“Don’t worry about it,” said Harry. “We’re… glad to be here? Is that appropriate?”
Nick laughed. “It will do. Come and meet everyone!”
Nick ushered them inside and started pointing out ghosts, of which there must
have been hundreds.
“There are that many ghosts in the area?” asked Susan, astonished. “But of
course they would all come, wouldn’t they? Ghosts probably like a good party just as
much as anyone else.”
“There’s actually very few of us,” said Nick, “Considering how many died in the
war. Most choose to pass on, of course. I must mingle. I understand if you don’t want to
stay long, just stopping in is more than I could have hoped for. Thank you all.”
“We have some gifts for you later, so we’ll come find you before we leave.”
“You shouldn’t have!”
“Go on, we’ll talk later.”
The four checked out the “food” table, and watched sadly as ghosts tried to taste
the rotting food. Susan just looked thoughtful.
“Oh crap, she’s seen us,” said Hermione, trying to duck back behind Susan.
“Who has?” she asked. “Oh, hello Myrtle.”
Myrtle floated over to the group, looking sad as usual.
“Good to see you out and about,” Susan said. “Are you enjoying yourself?”
“I’m not sure I can enjoy myself anymore,” answered Myrtle. “But I suppose it’s a
nice enough party. Who are your friends?”
“This is Ron and Harry. Guys, this is Myrtle, who makes her home in the girl’s
bathroom on the first floor.”
“You haunt a bathroom?” asked Ron.
“It’s as good a place as any, I should think,” said Myrtle stuffily. “Though not many
come and see me apart from Susan.”
“Myrtle is… a little sensitive,” said Susan. “Because she’s easy to tease, people

do it all the time. When they’re emotional it seems ghosts can interact with the physical
world for what amounts to a single action. So she’s always flooding the place out
somehow. I’ve been trying to work with her to not take everything so personally, but it’s
not easy.”
“It’s not my fault people are so mean! And you’re just trying to study me as a
ghost, not because you like me!”
“What makes you think I don’t like you? I will admit I’ve been trying to figure out
what ghosts are, because I like finding out things related to magic. As far as people
being mean to you goes, we’ve talked about that; you choose how you are going to
react to what other people say or do. That power lies with you, and nothing can take it
away. Remember that.”
“I try, it’s just so hard.”
“I know. We’ll keep working on it.”
“Do you think you can help her?” asked Harry.
“I’m not sure,” replied Susan, trying to brush Myrtle’s cheek with the back of her
hand. “Ghosts seem to be as much an emotional imprint on the world as a spiritual one.
I think Myrtle died very horribly, and very sad. And there’s nothing even my magic can
do about that. You know I would if I could, Myrtle.”
“I know. I’m sorry I’m so useless.” She drifted away, her head down.
“I guess even your magic can’t do everything,” remarked Ron, watching her go.
“You are kind to her,” said a voice behind them, and from under the table Peeves
the Poltergeist arose. Peeves could go insubstantial if he wanted, but now he looked
solid. “I’m not sure how to deal with that.”
“Hello Peeves,” said Susan. Peeves usually stayed away from her for some
reason, probably because he couldn’t quite focus on her. “It’s frustrating to me. I’ve
seen my magic do incredible things for people here. Impossible things, for them. But I
can’t help put to rest one sad, lonely girl. She might be my greatest failure, come to
think of it.”
Peeves got a glassy look in his eyes and also turned away.
“I’ve never seen him so civilized,” said Hermione. “Did you do something to him?”
Susan chuckled. “No. But from what I’ve learned about the difference between a
ghost and a poltergeist, Peeves thrives off disorder. One might say he embodies chaos
at this school. Dealing with him calmly and rationally would then seem to rob him of
some of his motive power.”
“I’ll have to give that a try the next time I see him,” remarked Harry.
A moment later the band stopped, and Nick floated to the center of the room and
said it was time for his speech. However, he was interrupted by figures, riding horses,
bursting through the wall.
They were headless.
“Oh, come on!” said Nick.
The lead man spotted him and rode over, putting away the horn he was blowing
from his head, which was being carried under his arm.
“There you are, Nick! Hoped we might run into you some time tonight! I see
you’re not too broken up about not joining us.” He turned to the others behind him.

“Broken up? His head’s still attached, you see?” They laughed.
“Very amusing,” said Nick sarcastically. “So glad you could stop by.”
“Of course, of course- wait, are there live people here?” He hopped off the horse
and set his head back on his shoulders. “How did you manage that?”
“We’re friends of his,” said Susan, stepping forward. “We were honored to be
invited.”
“Really?” He seemed skeptical. “Say, that’s a fine sword you have there. Don’t
see many people carrying those around anymore.”
“I’m glad you pointed it out!” said Susan. “As I have everyone’s attention I would
present my gift to Sir Nicholas, if he will allow me the floor for a moment.”
“Please,” said Nick. He leaned closer. “My speech is ruined anyway because of
these buffoons.”
“Excellent. Before I get his hopes up, however, there’s something I’ll need to try,
first. Is Myrtle still here?” Susan looked around.
“I’m here, you’re not going to make fun of me in front of everyone, are you?” she
asked, floating up.
Susan shook her head. “You know, you don’t have to expect the worst every
time. Anyway, no, I want to try something I had an idea about after using this spell about
a dozen times a few weeks ago. Come here.”
Myrtle shyly approached.
“Phase,” cast Susan, becoming slightly transparent.
Please let this work!
“If there’s anyone here that needs this more, I haven’t met them,” said Susan,
unsure if Myrtle would hear her. Stepping up to her she threw her arms around the
ghost and pulled her close.
Yes! It worked!
Myrtle felt very weird, like hugging a cold, tingly energy field that was soft, and
there were gasps throughout the chamber. For the first time a living person was
touching a ghost!
“Oh!” said Myrtle, hugging Susan back, her eyes wide. They stayed like that for
some time, in the silence that only ghosts and three other living people can achieve.
Finally Susan stepped back and took Myrtle’s face in her hands.
Wait a second, I heard that! Can I- “Myrtle, you are not useless, or ugly, or fat. I
think you’re actually pretty cute, when it comes down to it. And every time you start
thinking you’re not, I’m giving you a hug, okay? That’s the deal from now on, between
me and you. Got that?” She smiled, hoping Myrtle had heard her, too.
“You really do like me?” said Myrtle. “I- I can’t. Oh my gosh!” She turned and fled,
and it sounded like she was sobbing.
“That didn’t go exactly as planned,” remarked Susan. “But at least the theory is
sound.”
She turned to Nick, and drew the sword. “I can obviously touch ghosts now, as
you’ve all just seen. My question for you, Sir Nicholas, is whether or not you would like
me to finish the job started five hundred years ago and become a headless ghost.”

There was pandemonium in the hall as every ghost reacted to this request.
Maybe I should have done that in private, thought Susan and ghosts crowded
around her, touching her.
“Quiet!” shouted Peeves, and the ghosts backed off.
“Thank you, Peeves. How about it, Nicholas? I can’t guarantee anything, but I will
make the attempt. Even if it does work, I don’t know what it will do to you. Changing
something about yourself after you become a ghost? Well, it’s never been done. But my
blade is at your disposal.”
Nick didn’t hesitate. “Do it,” he said, floating lower and popping most of his head
off. Susan took careful aim and swung, chopping through what was left of Nick’s neck.
His head came off in his hand, and Susan held her breath.
“What an odd sensation,” remarked Nick, turning his head to look at himself. “I do
believe it’s worked.”
“I suppose you’ll be wanting to join us now,” said Patrick, the leader ghost.
“Perhaps next year,” said Nick, popping his head back in place. For now I have
guests to entertain, so I wouldn’t just leave them. Go about your business and we’ll see
how I feel next year.”
“Yes. Next year. Right. Very well. Come along then,” he said to the others, who
rode off rather more subdued than how they had entered.
“Thank you,” said Nick simply, as Susan sheathed the sword and let go of Phase.
“Putting him in his place was quite satisfying, after all.”
“My pleasure,” answered Susan. “Now, I think you were going to make a
speech?”
“Yes, of course. My late lamented lords, ladies and gentlemen…”
“Come on,” said Susan to the others. “Before his speech ends and I get mobbed
again.”
The four slipped out as best four caporal beings could, and were soon on their
way back to the great hall.
“I’m sure they’re still at it,” said Ron hopefully. “We should be able to get
something, right?”
Then Harry stopped in his tracks and started looking wildly around.
“What’s up Harry?” Susan asked.
“You don’t hear it? Shhhh,” he replied.
Susan made a Perception (hearing) check and got a 12, one from her maximum,
and thought she might have heard a slight hissing noise.
“It’s going up, come on!”
What is? But before she could ask, Harry took off at a run up the stairs, and the
others, confused, followed after him.
“He’s gone mental,” remarked Ron.
Susan shook her bracelet out of her sleeve and drew the sword again.
Knowledge of how to use it again flooded into her from the Augment Skill spell on it.
Whatever Harry was running after, she wanted to be ready. He stopped on the landing
and listened again.
“Not here, it’s going to kill! Come on!” He pounded up another flight of stairs, and

the others wisely got their wands out. Reaching the second floor he wildly looked
around and took off down the hallway. They covered most of the second floor without
finding anything out of the ordinary, but down one lonely corridor Hermione spotted the
fateful words, scrawled upon the wall as by a shaking hand.
Twice have I been defeated by children.
This time a child shall be my salvation.
My revenge is loosed from the chamber.
“How did you know?” asked Susan, looking at Harry.
“What’s that?” asked Ron, pointing.
“Light,” cast Susan, and the hallway lit up. “It’s a cat. Not Sparkle, thank
goodness. Is that Mrs. Norris?” She was bent over a puddle of water that glimmered in
the torchlight, her tongue frozen in mid lick.
“We should get out of here,” said Ron.
“Go if you want,” said Susan, passing the sword to her right hand, leaving her
dominant hand free to cast with. “Whatever did this might still be around, and I intend to
make sure they pay for it.”
They got little choice in the matter as fate decided the entire school should show
up at that moment, stopping behind them. Now they were subjected to another kind of
silence, as everyone tried to process what they were seeing.
Argus pushed his way to the front. “What’s the hold up here. Move along. Wait, is
that my cat? Mrs. Norris? Someone has killed my cat! You!” he pointed to Harry. “You’ve
done this, haven’t you?”
“We just found her like this!” protested Harry.
“A likely story!” said Argus. “I’ll punish the whole lot of you and make no mistake-”
“Argus,” said a voice behind everyone, and the crowd parted to let Albus through.
He looked thoughtfully about the hallway. “I see.”
“Return to your dorms,” said Minerva, waving everyone on. “There is nothing
more to see here.”
“You were the first on the scene?” asked Albus, taking the cat gently in his arms.
“Yes, Headmaster,” said Harry.
“Then I would like you four to come with me while I check on Mrs. Norris.”
“My office is the closest, if you just want a quiet place,” said Gilderoy.
“That will be fine,” said Albus, striding off in that direction. Susan’s ball of light
bobbed after them and the students parted. There was more than one odd look at the
sword Susan was carrying, and she caught a few whispers that it was the same one she
had fought Professor Quirrell with the year before.
Entering the office, Albus put Mrs. Norris on the desk as the portraits of Gilderoy
scrambled to make themselves presentable again. Susan looked at them in disgust.
She then wondered if she should risk a Magic Sense on Mrs. Norris, or offer a Detect
Condition spell, but the Headmaster was already deep in concentration so she just
leaned on the sword and waited for him to finish.
The others sat down on the bench over by one wall and looked miserable. Both
Severus and Minerva were there as well, with Minerva taking almost as great an interest
as Albus in looking the cat over. Severus just glared at the boys, and Gilderoy looked

out of sorts, not being the center of attention. He tried to bring the conversation back to
himself.
“Probably killed by a very powerful binding curse,” he said. “I know several ways
to counteract them, of course, but a bit too late now. Such a pity I wasn’t-”
Susan looked over at him, and he flinched back a little as she raised the sword
point off the floor a little. “Be quiet and let them work,” she nearly growled. Snape
looked slightly impressed as Gilderoy’s eyes darted about the room, but found no help.
“Yes, of course,” he said softly.
For several minutes Albus poked the cat with his wand and tried various
incantations, but nothing seemed to help. Finally he straightened up.
“She lives still,” he announced, much to Argus’ relief.
“How can that be?” he asked. “She’s not breathing or anything.”
“She has been petrified somehow. Exactly what means were used I cannot say.”
“He knows!” said Argus, pointing to Harry. “He did it to get back at me for yelling
at him about tracking mud into the castle. Or he asked her to do it for him!” He now
pointed at Susan.
“This is not Susan’s way of doing things,” he said gently. “And the magic required
would be above that which a second year, even one that practices as much as Harry
does, could produce. No, I fear we must look elsewhere. Unless you have some ideas,
Susan?”
“I would need to study her condition myself,” she replied. “There are some spells
that can tell me exactly what’s wrong with her. And away from this castle full of magic I
could do a magic sense on her and see if there’s a spell I could use to cure her, but it
would be tricky. The petrification spells in my book actually deal with turning people to
stone and back. Not just putting them into this sort of… stasis. So I’m not sure what to
tell you at this point.”
“Can you tell us what happened?”
“Sure. We were on our way back from the Death Day celebration, and
incidentally Nick is now headless. It worked the first of the two ways I had hoped, so I’ll
put the sword back tomorrow. Anyway, we were heading to see if we could get
something to eat from the feast when suddenly Harry said he heard something and ran
up here. That’s when we saw the words and about thirty seconds later everyone else
showed up.”
“He heard something?” pressed Severus. “Can he be more specific?”
“I thought I heard someone saying they were going to kill. But it must have been
something else, just something I thought was words. And because we had been around
ghosts all evening, you know...”
Susan, Hermione and Ron looked at him. “It’s true, we ran all over the first and
second floors,” said Hermione. “That we came upon Mrs. Norris was as much
coincidence as anything.”
“I take it you three heard no such voice?”
“I just heard a sort of hissing noise, that’s all,” said Susan. The other two shook
their heads.
“I see.”
“It seems there are many mysteries here,” said Albus. “But the good news is,
even if Susan’s magic cannot restore Mrs. Norris, our magic can. Once the mandrakes

the students have been so carefully tending are fully grown they can be used to create a
suitable potion for curing this particular malady.”
“Oh yes, I could easily-” started Gilderoy, but Susan glared at him and lifted the
sword again. “Yes, never mind.”
“I would be more than willing,” said Severus.
“Thank you,” said Argus.
“As far as you four-”
“I think they’re probably both tired and hungry,” interrupted Albus. “Why don’t you
go down to the hall and I’ll have some leftovers sent up to you. Goodness knows we’ve
still got mountains of food left. Then it’s straight off to bed, all right? We’ll talk more
about these mysteries in the morning.”
They said their goodnights, and made their way to the great hall, where they
found a miniature banquet set up for them.
“Works fast,” said Ron, grabbing a roll and starting to butter it. Hermione rolled
her eyes.
“Did you really hear a voice?” asked Susan.
Harry nodded.
“You better make sure you tell him, you were pretty sure when you took off
running. It’s happening again, and he’s forewarned this time, I’m afraid.”
“Who is?” said Ron, his mouth full of food already.
“Voldemort, of course,” said Hermione. “Didn’t you read what was on the wall?
Twice I have been defeated by children. That’s Harry and Susan, in case it wasn’t
obvious. This time a child shall be my salvation. He’s possessed a student this time,
rather than a teacher. I’d love to know how, I would hope no student would be dumb
enough to go looking for you-know-who like Professor Quirrell did. But this chamber and
weapon business, that’s what I don’t get. Why would he need a weapon? Unless he
was actually scared of you, Susan.”
“Wasn’t there some kind of secret chamber here at the school?” asked Ron. “I
could swear someone told me something about that. Not Fred, I think it was Bill, he’s
fairly trustworthy.”
“The question is, what can we do about it?” asked Harry.
“Not cast Exorcise on every person in the school, if that’s what you’re thinking.”
“Why not?”
“I suppose I could, if I took it in batches. But still, that worked because Professor
Quirrell was almost gone. Voldemort’s soul had nearly fully invaded his own. Also he
was touching the object that the soul was stored in. If he’s smart he would just recede a
little when I cast the spell, and then come back stronger afterwards.”
“We don’t have much to go on,” said Harry sadly. “If it’s not someone we know
personally we won’t know if their behavior changes, the biggest giveaway.”
“It’s a problem. Still, he likes grand things, right? Like the ring- look how fancy it
was with that big, black stone. Look for something you would put your soul into if you
were a dark lord.”
They finished and started back up to their respective dorms.
“What did you mean when you said one of two ways when you were talking
about Nick?” asked Hermione as they climbed the stairs.

“That? Oh, simple. They’re not really people, right? They’re a kind of emotional
imprint on the world animated by magic. I guess. I haven’t really done as complete a
study as I would like. Point is, while I was holding it and Phased the sword was phased
too. So it could touch other insubstantial things. My thinking was that it would either
complete the job of cutting off his head or make him believe that it could. I think a ghost
is mostly what they believe themselves to be. That’s why they still wear clothes for one
thing. I mean, they don’t get cold, right? And what’s decency to a ghost? But they
believe they should have clothes, so they do. Nick believed he shouldn’t be headless,
and so he wasn’t. I changed that belief. Maybe. Like I said, it could have just been the
sword cutting his head off the rest of the way. To test it I would have to actually wound a
ghost with it, one who didn’t know what the experiment was about. Blind test and all
that. In any case, whichever way it happened, it worked, so he’s at least a little more
satisfied with his situation.
That reminds me, I should go check on Myrtle. She might need another hug. I’ll
see you tomorrow, okay?”
“Good night.”

22
Tracking the Attacker
Time: The next day
Place: Headmaster’s office
“How can I help?” asked Susan upon reaching the Headmaster’s office the next
day.
Albus looked at her.
“As you know what your magic can do better than I, wouldn’t you already know
the answer to that question?” he asked.
“Actually, I do. I just wondered if there was something specific you had in mind
before I started work.”
“That’s very polite of you. What did you have in mind?”
“I’ll stop work on my Detect Lies item for the moment and start work on a Time
Window Imbuing instead. Do you have an empty picture frame I could use? That would
be best. And I’ll need a stone or a torch from the hallway where the incident happened.
The Enhancer is “An object that was present at the time and place you want to see” so
hopefully that will allow the magic to be bound into the frame but still work at other times
and locations.”
“Wait, slow down. You’re going to make a what?”
“Time Window. It’s a spell that opens a hole of sorts into the past, allowing you to
see events that happened. You have to be present where you want to look backwards,
and you have to tell it the exact time you want to see, but otherwise I think it could come
in handy.”
“I should say so. Knowing exactly what was in that hallway when the attack
occurred would answer a number of questions.”
“That’s what I was thinking. I’m worried though, whatever did this didn’t use a
spell, did they?”
“Not that I can determine, no.”
“Great. Another blow for Barrier Against Spell rather than Magic Immunity. I
should have just paid the extra points for it. Oh well.”
“How long until it’s ready?”
“It’s grade 7,” she replied, flipping through her book. “So making it energy based
is probably out. I really wish you all could just tell me your RESolve, honestly. That
means 50 charges…” she trailed off, writing calculations down on a sheet of parchment.
“Figure about 60 hours. Working 2 hours a day, five days a week- 6 weeks from now.
Ugh, that is not going to cut it.”
“You could cast the spell from writings, could you not?”
“Sure could! I just thought this might be more useful than the other things I had
planned to work on.”
“Perhaps you are right. I wouldn’t mind having such an item on hand, just in
case. Would you be up to using the spell now, however?”
“I’ll read it over, let me make sure I understand how to cast it.”
“Of course.”
Susan took several minutes and made her Magical Scripture check, getting a 15,
beating the difficulty of the spell by 3. Then she used Magical Theory and got a 16, so

she announced she was able to cast from writings and walked with the headmaster
down to the hallway. Once there she looked around, and saw Argus scrubbing away at
the words written on the wall.
“Hermione was wrong,” she remarked, realizing something.
“About what?” asked Albus.
“She said Myrtle haunted a bathroom on the first floor, but last night the gang and
myself went up a flight of stairs from the basement, then another set to get here. Thus,
this must be the second floor, and there’s Myrtle’s bathroom right there. I know it well,
I’ve talked with her many times. Odd I didn’t realize it last night when she said it.”
“Odd of her to make such an elementary mistake,” Albus added.
“I know. Weird, right?”
Susan went stiff, a sudden chill creeping along her spine. She remembered
Harry’s words quite clearly from the night before: “If it’s not someone we know
personally we won’t know if their behavior changes, the biggest giveaway.”
No, she was with us the whole time, Susan thought. There was no way she could
be with us at the Death Day party and up here… but if there was some kind of chamber
and she was compelled to open it, whatever was inside could have done this while she
was with us.
“What’s wrong?” asked Albus. “You look like a Muggle that’s just seen a ghost.”
Susan swallowed. “Professor, say I suspected someone of being possessed,
right? Then I asked that person ‘Did you do such and such a thing’ and had a Detect
Lies spell going at the time. If the person answered they did not, but they actually had
while under possession, would that answer register as truth or a lie?”
“I think I understand where you’re coming from,” said Albus after a moment. “In
essence, you’re asking are we our bodies or are we our spirits?”
“Something like that. I should run that experiment with Myrtle, that might answer
the question definitely. Or not, given that she doesn’t have a body anymore. She’s only
spirit.”
“I would be interested to hear the results of that experiment. For the moment,
shall we head down to where the event took place and poke around?”
In reply, Susan snapped her book closed and stood up. “Let’s go, but then I want
Hermione pulled out of class and her belongings examined. Don’t tell her what it’s
about, obviously, in case Voldemort takes hold of her or pulls away to avoid detection.”
“My thoughts exactly.”
So Albus and Susan headed down to the second floor corridor where Susan cast
Time Window, asking the spell to show her the time they showed up (a known time) and
then rewinding from there. After the words disappeared from the wall Susan started it
playing forwards at normal speed again. What they saw wasn’t that useful. A crying
Myrtle dashed into the bathroomThis should be right after I hugged her. She got that upset over it?
She glided through the wall and a second later a splash was heard. Water

gushed out from under the door and the two watched in anticipation for what they knew
what came next. They were disappointed. Mrs. Norris walked from one end of the
hallway and stopped to look at the puddle, as if deciding whether to drink or not. She
did, but as she was lapping up water she suddenly froze and the words appeared on the
wall.
“Wait, that’s it?” asked Susan. “So what the heck caused it? Something
invisible?”
Albus was craning his neck, looking at all angles through the opened window.
“Do you have a spell to see invisible things?”
“I’m not sure that’s necessary,” answered Susan. “Look.” She pointed through the
window at the far end and rewound the scene. Playing it through again she watched the
hallway carefully. “No footprints in the water. Someone invisible would make splashes.
There is no one in this corridor but Mrs. Norris.”
“That does seem to be the case. How unfortunate that this has only produced
more questions for us.”
“Like where is the writing coming from? Could this weapon that’s been released
have just been sent at random? And the words were spelled to appear wherever the first
victim was? If that really is the case we got lucky it wasn’t worse. Not that I wish
petrification on Mrs. Norris, but it could have been anyone, even a professor!”
“That is certainly possible, and troubling. To not even have a target in mind, but to
just spread fear and unrest by letting it loose. He is truly too far gone to save.”
“You really thought, after all this, that he could be?”
“Allow an old man some hope.”
“I think it might be too late for even that. With luck we can prevent anything worse
from happening.”
“Do you then believe we will find something by searching Hermione?”
“No, Headmaster, that would be far too much to hope for.”
Both left the hallway, neither considering someone on a broom might have been
doing magic in that corridor at the time. After all, who would be flying through the castle
halls, even invisible, right?
So the two went to collect Hermione from her Transfiguration class, causing quite
a stir when the headmaster walked into the classroom. Naturally, Susan had activated
her Barrier Against Spells charm, just in case.
“I’m afraid we must burrow your star pupil for a moment,” he said to Minerva.
“Of course Albus. May I know what this is about?”
“I’m afraid even she cannot until Susan and I are satisfied regarding certain
things.”
“Very well.”
A confused Hermione gathered her things up and left with the two, heading up to
the Ravenclaw common room. They weren’t out of the room when Albus turned to her.
“I fear I must ask for your wand,” he said gravely. “Slowly and carefully, if you
please.”
“Am I in trouble for something?”
“No, this is just a precaution. It will be returned shortly.”
“I don’t understand,” she said, slowly pulling her wand out.

“You are not meant to. The wand? Thank you.”
“I’ll check her person, if you can check her belongings,” said Susan.
Albus nodded. “Of course if it were me, I would hide it.”
“I would hope it would need contact to work. If not we’re all in trouble,” whispered
Susan. “Come with me,” she said to Hermione, dragging her towards the doors and
then into the shower area.
“Will you tell me what’s going on?” pleaded Hermione as they entered.
“It’s safer if you don’t know for now. Believe me, this is for your own protection.”
“My own- What is going on?”
“Please, just trust me for now. Can you do that? You know me, I wouldn’t ask this
of you lightly.”
“Fine, but this better be good. Why are we in the bathroom, anyway?”
“Oh, this is really going to blow your mind.” And not exactly how I dreamed of
saying this... “I need you to take your clothes off for me.”
It looked like Hermione as going to protest further, but then she just shook her
head. She sat down and started undoing her shoes, which Susan held her hand out for.
She shook them, then set them to one side. As Hermione took everything off she ran
her hands along it, searching for hidden pockets. She didn’t find any, and soon
Hermione was nearly naked. Susan walked around her, checking her hair and ears for
jewelry. She breathed a sigh of relief when she didn’t find anything.
“Now may I be told what this is all about?” she demanded.
“Yes, I think it’s safe. Basically the Headmaster and I suspected you of being
possessed.”
“What?” shrieked Hermione.
“You got something wrong last night, and it wasn’t something you should have
gotten wrong. So we had to investigate. You understand, right?”
“I guess after Ron got enspelled last year you can’t be too careful.”
“So now you understand why I couldn’t tell you. If you were you might have
bolted.”
“I guess I can see that. Can I get dressed now?”
“What? Oh, yeah, sure. Sorry.”
“Sure you are. So what did I get wrong?”
“You said Myrtle’s bathroom was on the first floor, but it isn’t.”
“I did? That’s weird.”
“Yeah, we thought so too. Hence our whole operation. I was worried because last
year Ron got snared because Voldemort would have only considered Harry to be a
threat. He knows differently now, so I thought I might be targeted, through you.”
“That’s a bleak prospect.”
“I just have to be careful, that’s all. You too, if he’s really wondering around the
school again and knows what happened last year.”
“This so called attack though, it doesn’t seem like his style.”
“That’s a good point. He didn’t seem like the mustache twirling villain of old. He
had a goal, wipe out the wizard prison. How does this chamber and petrifying cats come
into the picture?”
“I wasn’t able to bring Hogwarts: a History because of all the Lockhart books we
had to bring. Can I borrow yours?”

“You think anything will be in there? Anyway, don’t you have that book
memorized?”
“Probably, but it’s a place to start.”
“Come on, I want to tell the Headmaster you’re all clear.”
The three met up, and Hermione went back to class after Albus reported her
possessions didn’t seemed possessed. He thanked her for her cooperation and also
cautioned her to be careful, given her friendship with Susan.
They headed back to his office, both deep in thought.
“So we’ve got nothing,” said Susan to Harry, Ron and Hermione at lunch that
afternoon. “No clues, no suspects, nothing. And if the Headmaster is stumped, I don’t
know what we can do about it.”
“It’s been pretty hard on Ginny,” remarked Ron, looking over at her table. “Can’t
imagine why. I mean she loves cats and everything, but come on. She seems a little
more emotional than usual.”
The four looked at each other.
“Nah,” said Susan. “If she was possessed she wouldn’t be moping around about
a cat, right?”
“Yeah, couldn’t be,” said Ron.
“So what’s our next move?” asked Harry. “You say you and Headmaster
Dumbledore checked the area for clues?”
“We looked into the past to see exactly what happened. That didn’t tell us much.
I’m not sure a further look would reveal anything, but I suppose it’s worth checking out.”
“In the meantime,” said Hermione. “I can think of one person to ask who might
know something. We have his class next, in fact.”
“Who? Binns?” asked Ron.
“Of course. He’s been around a while, right? Maybe he knows something. Come
on, let’s get there early and ask him.” She started to get up.
“He’s a ghost, remember? He won’t be early.”
“Oh, right.” She sat down again.
Now in class, Hermione put her hand up, interrupting Professor Binns speech
about some warlock convention.
“Can you tell us anything about this chamber that the ‘revenge is loosed from’?”
she asked.
“Are you talking about the Chamber of Secrets?” asked Binns.
“It has a name? So it does exist!” The class began to look interested for the first
time ever, and the energy level in the room took a tick upwards.
“Hardly. Mere speculation and supposition.”
“Still, if someone went through the trouble of giving something that doesn’t exist
an actual name, doesn’t that mean it has relevance?”
“People named the Loc Ness Monster as well, but that doesn’t exist, now does
it?”
“I have no idea, I’ve never looked into it.”
“The point is, this is History of Magic. That means historical facts, not legends

about rooms that don’t exist.”
Susan started laughing.
“You find something amusing in that statement?”
“I do, Professor. To think that you actually believe history is about facts is
astonishing. A history teacher should know better.”
“Of course history is about facts! What else could it be about?”
Susan shook her head. “History is what we agree may have happened in the
past, not a true record of what happened. It’s written in the best possible light for those it
depicts, and skips over that which is inconvenient or distasteful to those writing it. And
so many things factor into it- religion, personal bias, the experience of the person
recounting the tale. Take the dropping of the first atomic bomb- a Japanese child who
lived through it and an American general would tell you very different ‘historical’
accounts around the single fact that the bomb got dropped. To say that history is simply
the record of facts that led to our current situation is downright dangerous to believe.”
“In any case,” interrupted Hermione. “The issue here is this Chamber of Secrets.
Can you tell us, possibly from experience, anything about it?”
“I hesitate to deviate from the established curriculum-” Binns looked around the
classroom. Even a ghost would notice the difference in attention he was getting at the
moment. “Oh, very well. But please understand this is only a story, not facts, despite
what some people might think about their subjective relevance.” He glanced over at
Susan, who put on an innocent look.
“The story begins when Hogwarts itself was constructed. Four people over a
thousand years ago helped to bring the castle into being with magic. Those four
became the first heads of house and taught for as long as each was able. In the
beginning the four worked together to find those with magical talents and bring them to
the school. After a while, however, Salazar took to the notion that only people with two
magical parents should be allowed to study here, the so called ‘pure blood’ wizards.
Obviously the other three took exception to this idea, believing anyone with magical
talents should be taught to use them. We know this from records at the time, which
depict him leaving the school after many arguments with the other three.
“Now, as far as this chamber is concerned; The story is that during the
construction, Salazar added a room somewhere that only he knew about. As if he could
have foretold his disagreements with the others and hidden something like that from
them! Furthermore, he placed within the chamber some sort of creature or monster,
which only his heir could control. At that time of the heir’s return to the castle the
chamber would be opened, and the creature released to give Salazar his revenge upon
the other houses and non pure blood wizards.
“So as you can guess, there are many holes in this so called legend of the secret
chamber. Salazar was not the type to hope that someday a person would come along
that thought as he did and start killing wizards. He would have acted, then and there.
Also he would have no need for monsters, as even in those days the killing curse was
known. Furthermore, the castle has been searched, and no evidence of a chamber has
been found.”
Several other people now took up the discussion, with Binns fending them off
verbally. Hermione, however, was writing. Susan leaned over to see what she was
doing.

Chamber of Secrets
1) Can only be opened by the Heir of Slytherin.
a) Why? Spell? Blood test somehow?
b) Did Salazar even have any kids?
2) Has some kind of creature inside
a) What kind of creature can still be alive down there after a thousand
years?
i) What powers does it have? Upon being released, only managed
to petrify a cat
b) Why can only this Heir control it?
c) Why does it care about blood purity? Could it be commanded just as
easily to clean the castle, or entertain people with songs?
3) How did Voldemort come to learn about it?
a) Is it actually mentioned in a book he read?
b) Is he the heir? Find out his last name/parentage
c) He knows the killing curse, why would he rely on some creature?
“We didn’t see any trace of it in the hallway,” whispered Susan. “Put down 2, d; Is
it invisible?”
“Got it.”
Finally class was over, and the four left to discuss what they had heard.
“So do you think there really is some weird chamber someplace?” asked Ron.
“Something petrified that cat. Something the Headmaster couldn’t explain,” said
Hermione.
“Or lied, because he didn’t want to tell us,” said Susan.
“You really think he knows?” asked Harry.
“He’s told me things, and made guesses about things I’ve done that are eerily
accurate. I wouldn’t put anything past the man.”
“So why not tell us?”
“Because I have a certain tendency to run straight towards danger, or at the very
least, not back down from things?” Susan smiled at him.
“I guess there is that.”
“Come on, we’ve got some time, let’s go check the place over.”
The four came to the hallway, where the flickering letters still appeared scrawled
on the wall.
“Odd that they haven’t managed to get rid of them,” remarked Susan. She looked
all around. “Huh, crack in the ceiling there. Weird.”
“Come and look at this,” said Harry, pointing out the window. The others crowded
in to look, and found a bunch of spiders vainly trying to walk through the glass. Susan
opened it and they scuttled out.
“Didn’t think spiders would ever act in unison like that. Maybe I need a number 4
on my list. What’s wrong with you?”

Everyone turned and saw Ron across the hall, backed up against the opposite
wall.
“I’m afraid of spiders,” he answered.
“You out-mass them a million times. You can kill them by accident and never
know it. How can you be afraid of them?” Hermione asked.
“I just am, okay?”
“Hey, if a man has Phobia: Spiders written on his character sheet, then Phobia:
Spiders it is. I can’t do anything about my Curiosity or my Overconfidence now can I?”
“I’m guessing no?” said Hermione.
“Exactly. Leave him alone.”
“Sure, whatever.”
“Let’s ask if Myrtle saw anything. Or heard anything, because she was probably
inside. There was water here, and that’s her handiwork.”
“We’ll wait out here,” said Ron, looking at Harry.
“Oh, come on you two. It’ll be a naughtily little thrill for you. Don’t worry, no one
uses this one because of her.”
She pushed the door open and stepped inside, and the two boys reluctantly
followed her.
“Hello,” said Myrtle, passing through the stall door. “Nice to see you again,
Susan.”
“Glad to see you in such high spirits,” said Susan.
“Spirits? Is that some kind of joke because I’m dead?”
“What?” Susan rolled her eyes. “Myrtle, what have we talked about?”
“Sorry. It’s just so- Hey, what are boys doing in here?”
“Living dangerously,” replied Hermione. “We wanted to know if you saw or heard
anything last night, out in the corridor.”
“Not really. After Susan hugged me I couldn’t handle it and jumped back into my
toilet.”
“That explains the water outside,” said Harry.
“Then everything was quiet until that fuss that brought everyone up here.”
“Pity. We could have used a break in the case,” said Susan. “Say, Myrtle, how
would you like to help us out?”
The others stared at her.
“Me?” said Myrtle. “How can I help?”
“I could do it with Flight and Phase, but I just don’t have time. We need to find
this Chamber of Secrets, and ghosts can pretty much go anywhere in the castle. I want
you to start at the top and work your way down, going through every room around here.
See if you can find some sealed off chamber that has a monster in it. Report back to me
so I can take it out before it hurts more than a cat.”
“You would trust me with such an important job?” Myrtle was shocked.
Susan shrugged. “Why not? It’ll give you something to do rather than just hang
around here all day. Right? Think about it, you could actually help save the school!”
“No one’s ever… relied on me for something before! Are you sure?”
“Of course I’m sure. I wouldn’t have asked, otherwise.”
“I’ll get started right away! Thank you!” She shot through the ceiling.

“Great, she’s on the case-”
Myrtle came back down. “But I want another hug for this!” She took off again.
“I’ll give you two!” Susan shouted after her, laughing.
“You actually motivated her,” said Hermione, staring.
“Because I treated her like a person, not just some sentient energy that hangs
around. I have to wonder, were ghosts used when they originally looked for this
chamber? Or did wizards just ‘perform some magic’ and give up after not finding
anything?”
“They are looked down up,” said Harry. “And not just because they’re ghosts.
There’s something deeper at work, like people seeing them as death. Or being
reminded of death? Or not having had the courage to move on? I don’t know. Let’s go
before someone catches us in here.”
Good thing they didn’t wait “a few days” to do all that, (honestly, why would they
have?) as in another time, Ron and Percy had a fight outside that very bathroom.
However, he wasn’t scheduled to walk past for another three days, so the group slipped
out, no one the wiser.

23
Mission Impossible
Time: Several days later, lunchtime
Place: The great hall
“He complemented you on your list of things to find out,” said Susan to
Hermione. “But he didn’t have much to offer. At least that he would tell me about.”
“That’s too bad. There hasn’t been another incident but I’m still worried it wasn’t a
one time thing.”
“How’s Ginny?”
“Fine? I guess? I don’t talk with her much here in school,” answered Ron.
“Oh, okay. The teachers haven’t relaxed, I’ll tell you that. Something’s up around
here. We just need a way to find out more information.”
“Don’t you have some kind of spell?” asked Harry.
“I guess we could try a True Question, but the description says the answer
usually takes the form of a cryptic riddle. We don’t need any more riddles, we have
enough, thanks.”
“What we need is to get into the Slytherin rooms and poke around,” said
Hermione.
“Why bother?” asked Ron.
“If there’s any information about opening some hidden chamber, it’s got to be
there.”
“Even if we could get in, like under Harry’s cloak, we don’t actually know where it
is.”
“Where what- oh, you’re right.”
“That’s always bothered me,” said Susan. “That the houses are not only
separated, they’re kept apart by hiding the entrances and giving those entrances
passwords. That’s never really felt right to me.”
“Still, Ron’s idea is okay on the surface. Harry and Susan follow a bunch of
Slytherin students from lunch or whatever back to their common room, under the cloak.
Then she can open a portal to their room any time. We choose a time when they won’t
be there, like during a Quidditch match, and see what we can find.”
“Interesting idea,” said Susan, thinking it over. “I can easily put the portal on the
ceiling, and make it just big enough to look through. That would show us if anyone was
there.”
“I was also thinking, we could use Polyjuice Potion to disguise ourselves as
actual Sytherins, just in case someone comes in!”
“Or… I just ask Sparkle to cast Shape-Shift on us and be done with it.”
Sparkle raised her head from the bench. “Be glad to.”
“That reminds me, she spent months poking about the castle, didn’t she?” asked
Harry. “When we first arrived here?”
“That I did. Before you ask, no, I didn’t find any chambers with weird creatures in
them.”
“Pity.”
“Also, Susan has forbidden me from wandering around at night as I used to,
given the danger.”

“That’s probably smart,” said Hermione. “You don’t want to wind up like Mrs.
Norris.”
“My thinking is that with Phase cast, whatever made Mrs. Norris like she is
wouldn’t hurt me. Susan does not wish me to take that risk.”
“Yeah, I may be Overconfident, but I’m not stupid. We can take risks after the
mandrake potion is made.”
“Want me to go get the cloak? We could do it right after lunch. The sneaking in
part, anyway.”
Susan shook her head. “No, I’ll just cast Invisibility on myself. It’s not perfect, that
would be Veil, in case you were interested, but given my skill and energy I can pretty
much disappear.”
“So why not just poke around invisibly?” asked Ron.
“We might have to move stuff or open books, that’s why. And four people poking
around is more likely to stumble on a clue than one.”
“Right.”
“Start looking for someone to impersonate, then point them out to Sparkle,” said
Susan, finishing off her soup. “I’ll find a quiet place to get Invisible, then follow some
Slytherins. See you later.”
Susan slipped out and went to a nearby bathroom, then cast Invisibility on
herself, taking the whole extra 1 segment of casting time.
She got a crappy 7, but with 9 energy and the extra 1 from taking more time, she
was confident she wouldn’t be noticed. For good measure she cast Phase on herself so
she wouldn’t accidentally brush up against something and knock it over. She was at a
−3 for holding the spells, but she didn’t think she would be going into combat or
anything.
It was odd, Susan found, to walking about the castle and not having people react
to her presence. Is this what it’s like to be dead? To have the world just continue and
there’s nothing you can do to change anything? Is this what Myrtle feels like? No
wonder she’s so depressed all the time.
It felt like being dead, as she could no more see herself than anyone else, and
was thankful for Phase keeping her untouchable as well as unseen. She chose the
largest group of Slytherin students walking away from the hall, and nervously followed
them down to the dungeons. They stopped in front of a stone depiction of a snake
carved into the walls. Looking around, they made sure there no non-Slytherins about,
and one by one touched the snake while speaking “Ambition,” which must be their
password. Susan watched as they disappeared, rather than stepping through a
doorway.
Don’t tell me it’s like the platform 9.75 gate!
Susan stepped through, and found only rock on the other side. She sighed.
Stepping back through, she waited a moment to make sure there would be no
one near where she came in, and dropped Phase. She immediately cast it again, but
this time held onto it without finishing. Luckily, she was not attacking, using an offensive
spell, or affecting another creature, so she stayed invisible. She reached a hand out to
touch the snake and said “Ambition”, and found herself elsewhere.

She immediately released her hold on Phase and became insubstantial again,
then looked around.
No, this place isn’t creepy.
The room was lit with a slightly nauseating green light that emanated from
several globes hung from the ceiling. There was a stone snake above the fireplace, and
what looked like skills on the mantle.
Wonderful.
As she looked around, several students were lounging in stuffed chairs by the
fire, and she moved over to the window, behind them.
Are we underwater? She peered out the windows, which seemed to confirm her
suspicions. He wasn’t paranoid at all, was he? Crap, if his chamber is like this,
someplace you get teleported to that isn’t actually connected to the castle, we’ll never
find it.
When she was sure there wasn’t anything sticking through her, she dropped
Phase so she could hear again. Listening to the boy’s conversation it seemed they were
as baffled as anyone as to the identity of the attacker.
Good thing that’s all anyone’s talking about these days. Well, no sense in
hanging around, right? Crap, how do I get out of here?
Susan looked around, hoping to find a private enough place to open a Teleportal.
It didn’t look like anyone was going to leave any time soon, showing her the way to do it,
so she wandered through and up some stairs. She passed into the dorms, which
weren’t that much different from her own, and found a quiet corner. A few seconds later
she was visible again, and walking down from her own dorm.
That evening, the four gathered in the Gryffindor common room and Susan told
them what she had seen.
“That’s probably why Myrtle hasn’t found anything,” said Harry.
“No, she hasn’t found anything because she spends more time telling people
about how Susan trusts her with this mission than actually performing the mission,” said
Hermione a bit bitterly. “I’ve been hearing that all over school now.”
“Ah, let her have her fun,” said Susan. “It keeps her occupied instead of moping
around, and she’s meeting all kinds of new people. Sure, if she did find it that would be
great. But I’m not relying on that.”
“Oh no. That means you’re relying on us to find something in the Slytherin
rooms!” Ron paled.
“It’s the only lead we have at the moment. Harry, you’re going to be our
distraction. Your next Quidditch match is with Slytherin, so they’ll be out there for sure.
Don’t disappoint me now!”
“In other words, don’t catch the snitch right away if I can help it?”
“Exactly. Draw the match out as long as you can. That’ll give us more time to
look.”
“I’ll see what I can do.”
As the day dawned Ron, Susan and Hermione touched Sparkle as she cast
Shape-shift on them, and they turned into Slytherin students.

“And it goes away when you stop… maintaining it, right?” Ron asked, nervously.
“Don’t worry, you won’t get stuck like this,” said Susan. “Making a spell
permanent requires a lot of work.”
She opened a small hole in the air, and peaked through.
“Looks good, it’s all clear!” Letting that casting drop she opened a bigger one,
and they stepped through into the Slytherin common room.
It was hardly twenty minutes fruitless minutes later when the three were startled
by voices. They had split up in order to cover more ground, and look for different things.
Hermione had found a section with books and was quickly paging through them, while
Ron had taken the staircase up to the boy’s dorm and was tapping bricks with his wand
to see if any sounded hollow. Susan was just looking around in general, trying to figure
out of there were any hidden switches or compartments in the room. She froze as the
people came in, but was off to one side and so not immediately noticed. She heard
Draco’s voice, and stayed still.
“Did you see the look on his face?” Draco was saying, laughing. “Trying to get
away from that Bludger. Then wham! Wish it had hit his stupid face rather than his- hey,
what are you doing here?”
Susan turned around. Draco was looking at her, and Crab and Goyle were both
with him.
“How did you get back here before us? You were watching the match, weren’t
you?”
Great, now what? Time to fake it, I guess. Why didn’t I take Deception as a skill?
“I was, now I’m here. Why do you care?” she replied, hoping she was being
haughty enough.
“What are you doing, anyway?”
I guess I might as well tell the truth, maybe he knows something. “Just doing
some more poking around, looking for information on this chamber of secrets.”
“Ugh, not you too. Honestly, everyone around here thinks they’re the Heir of
Slytherin. Give it up.”
“He must have left some clues around here.”
“You think after a thousand years someone wouldn’t have spotted them? Forget
it. Seriously, how did you get here so fast?”
“Does it really matter that much? How’s your father by the way?”
“All the charges were dropped last week, I thought everyone knew that.”
“Oh, I knew that!” Susan lied. Crap, I haven’t been reading the paper lately. “I’m
talking about his, uh, reputation. All the charges were dropped, right? He didn’t lose any
standing in the community?”
“That’s a weird question. If I didn’t know any better-”
Suddenly another figure appeared near the entrance. It was Professor Snape,
and he didn’t look happy. He never looked happy, but in this case seemed more grumpy
than usual. “What did you do that-” He spotted Susan. “Leave.”
“Yes, professor,” Susan answered quickly, and started up the stairs to the girl’s
dorm. She turned when she was just out of sight and peaked back into the room, but
Severus was waving his wand about and she couldn’t hear their conversation. Pity, that
would have been interesting.

The trouble now was, Hermione and Ron were trapped in their respective
sections. Susan wasn’t sure if she could climb the stairs to the boy’s rooms, she knew
boys couldn’t climb the stairs to the girl’s rooms in Ravenclaw. Casting any new magic
would probably attract attention, given the magical light that was produced, so she was
in a real bind.
If only I knew how to get out of here! It may be as easy as just walking back
through the way I came. But if it isn’t, I’m going to look really stupid smashing into the
wall there.
It looked like Severus was yelling at Draco, who was taking it in stride. She could
also see Hermione looking back at her from behind a bookcase at the far end of the
room.
Well, at least I can get her over here.
Creeping up the stairs, Susan stopped in the hallway where the separate doors
led to the rooms and started casting. She figured she was far enough away, and they
were distracted anyway. A Teleportal opened behind where Hermione was standing, and
Susan put a hand over her month, pulling her through and closing it. She jumped,
surprised, but whirled around and saw it was Susan.
“You scared me half to death,” she said quietly. “But what do we do about Ron?
Hopefully he’s smart enough to stay put, but what happens if Draco goes up there?”
“Don’t know. Tell you what, why don’t you go back for now, reduce the number of
people that might get caught here.”
“Wait, can’t you just Phase your way over there?”
“Sure, but to make the Teleportal I would have to unphase. That might set off
some kind of alarm or something, if girls aren’t allowed in the boy’s dorm.”
“Oh. You need a spell to summon a person to you.”
“There is one. Telesummon. It’s grade 8 though, not exactly something I can cast
from writings at the moment.”
“There must be something we can do!”
“Wait, I’ve got it. Go get Sparkle, she knows a spell we can use!”
Susan quietly opened a teleportal back to her dorm room, and Hermione hurried
off to find her.
Come on. Come on!
Hermione came back, Sparkle at her heels.
“Great, thanks Hermione. Sparkle, I need your Illusion magic. Go down to the
foot of these stairs and create the illusion of what’s already there. Put the circle on the
ceiling, I doubt they’ll notice it up there.”
“What good will that do?”
“I can slip into the illusion and not be seen, then get Ron out from the other
stairwell and Teleportal us out of here.”
“Ah, so you want a quiet, covering illusion. Got it.”
Sparkle cast Illusion, getting a 16 in the attempt (with 6 energy put in, minus 3 for
already maintaining the Shape-shift) and if the others noticed they gave no sign. Susan
slipped her hand into the space beyond the doorway to the stairs and was pleased to
see it disappear. She carefully made her way over to the other side and stuck her head
through.
“Ron!” she hissed. “Come on, we’re getting out of here!”

“Thought we were done for,” said Ron, coming down the stairs. “Where’s your
body?”
“Never mind that now.” Susan started casting again, making another Teleportal
there by the stairs. She kept glancing over at the others, and it seemed to be wrapping
up, but she only needed another two seconds- there!
Ron jumped through the Teleportal and Susan followed suit, then went over to
the other one she was maintaining and beckoned them though. Once safe she dropped
both and Sparkle dropped both of her spells.
Hermione breathed a sigh of relief. “I don’t think I’ve been that scared for a long
time!”
“What, you didn’t trust I would get us out of that? HA! And again I say- HA!”
Ron was looking around. “Wait, this is your room! I can’t be seen up here!”
“Sparkle could always turn you into a girl for the duration,” suggested Susan.
“I’ll just stay like I am, thanks. Let me off someplace, okay?”
“Can’t put you inside your dorm, I’ve never seen the inside of it. How about
behind Rubeus’ hut? There shouldn’t be anyone back there. We can head out to the
field and see why the match got done so early.”
The others agreed that was fine and they all stepped through. Rubeus wasn’t
around, so they headed to the field, which was almost completely empty.
Looking around, Susan was trying to find someone she could trust enough to ask
what was going on, and not get a lot of questions about why she didn’t know, when she
spotted Gilderoy. He also spotted her, and turned, literally running the other way.
“Something terrible has happened,” she said. “We need to find out what. Now.”
She spotted Neville, and waved him over.
“Hey Neville, how are you?”
“I’m okay. Weird match, huh?”
“Ah, we just got here, actually. What happened?”
“You didn’t see? This one Bludger just would not leave Harry alone. And then
when we went to grab the Snitch it broke his arm!”
“Oh no, I wish I had been there.”
“So does Harry. Someone shouted they would go look for you, but he said you
were busy and they wouldn’t find you. That’s when Professor Lockhart came rushing up”
“He didn’t!”
“He did. He tried to fix Harry’s arm but all he managed to do is remove all the
bones. It was pretty gross, actually.”
“No wonder he ran- oh, when I catch that guy…” She made strangling motions
with her hands. “He went to the hospital wing?”
Neville nodded.
“Come on folks, lets- Hey Neville, how are your parents, by the way?”
“They’re fine. Why do you ask?”
“No reason. Just curious. Thanks for the update. See you!”
The three sped off to the hospital wing. By the time they got there, Harry was just
downing a potion, and nearby him, a bottle with a bunch of bones on it sat on the table.
“Noooooo!” cried Susan, hand outstretched, screeching to a halt in front of him.

“Crap!”
“I tried to tell her you would be along any minute, but she insisted I drink it.”
Susan slumped over. “Sorry, Harry. This whole day has been wasted, and now
this. But she didn’t know.”
“Know what?” asked Madam Pomfrey. “You kids shouldn’t be here, this is a
medical issue, after all.”
“Know that Sparkle knows Regeneration. Tell me, how long until that potion
works?”
“Overnight. Why?”
“I’m really sorry, Harry. I don’t dare have her cast it on you now, the two magics
might interact in some weird way.”
“You really could do better?” Madam Pomfrey asked.
“Sure! Regeneration, at the level Sparkle would cast it, say…” she did some
rapid calculations in her head. “Less than 8 seconds.”
“You could regrow the bones in Harry’s arm in less than eight seconds?” She
seemed skeptical.
“You could chop off both his legs and with Regeneration going, he’d be totally
fine again in less time than pouring a glass of orange juice.”
“Let’s hold off on proving that for the moment. I’ll take your word for it. Ron can
help him get into a gown, he’ll be here until tomorrow after all. Then you can leave.”
“Why?” asked Susan. “He’s not sick. We won’t catch his bones being vanished
away by incompetent people. He should have us around to take his mind off it, rather
than just lying there in pain. He can do homework!”
She sputtered a bit. “I guess you’re right. Stay then.”
After Harry was comfortable he got to tell the story of what happened.
“The match started as normal,” he began. “But right after that something
happened with the Bludger. Basically instead of just zooming around at random like it’s
supposed to, it was targeting just me. We were losing pretty badly because Fred and
George kept trying to keep it off me. Finally I told them to let me deal with it and they
went off to defend others, and I just started zooming around. I saw the Snitch, but as I
reached for it, the Bludger smashed into my arm. I managed to get it, but it was a near
thing. Sorry I couldn’t give you more time, it just worked out that way.”
Ron, Susan and Hermione looked at each other.
“What?”
“When we were in the…” she looked around. “You know where, Draco came in
looking like the cat who got the cream. Then Severus stormed in and said “What did you
do to that?” and then clammed up because he saw me. Looked like he was ripping into
Draco pretty good after that, though I couldn’t hear anything. He put up a silence spell
or something. Anyway, I wonder if one has to do with the other?”
“Like he was about to say ‘Bludger’ before he saw you? It would fit,” said
Hermione.
“The question is, what do we do about it?” asked Susan. “We don’t have any
proof, and he could have been talking about something else entirely. It’s only the timing
that’s suspicious.”
“Still pretty suspicious!” said Ron.

“I agree. I think I’ll take on Mission: Information Retrieval and head down to see if
they’re taking a look at the Bludger. You guys stay here, I’ll be back soon.”
“You got it.”
“Wait a second- why didn’t you just use your Deflection item to stop it?” asked
Susan.
“Oh.” Harry looked away. “I left it back in my locker when I went out on the field. I
didn’t think someone would try to kill me right in front of everyone.”
“Did you forget last year, when your broom tried to buck you off?”
“I kind of did, actually. Don’t worry, I’ll keep it with me no matter what, now.”
“Better to figure that out now than later, when you’re ducking death spells. See
you soon.”
Susan went down to the field area, where Professor Flitwick, Headmaster
Dumbledore and Gilderoy were looking the ball over. It was still and silent on the grass,
while its companion struggled to free itself from the restraining strap.
Susan marched up to Gilderoy. “Nice job with Harry’s arm.”
“Thank- oh.”
She pointed back the way she had come. “You may go.”
He turned to the others. “Yes, well, as I explained, all quite simple. You can take it
from here, right? See you all later! Perhaps I’ll just go up and see how young Harry is-”
Susan looked daggers at him.
“Perhaps I’ll just send him a card. I signed his books but I’m sure he’ll love
another autograph. Goodbye.”
She watched him retreat, then turned to the others.
“How is Harry?” asked Albus.
“Doing well. I was too late to use my magic, he had already drank some potion,
so he’ll have to suffer through getting his bones back the hard way. He should be fine
tomorrow.”
“I’m relieved to hear that!”
“So what have you found?” she asked.
Albus’ eyes sparkled. “Why don’t you tell me?”
Susan looked over at the castle, then all around herself. “I should be far enough
away that the top of my head won’t come off. Give me a second.”
Susan performed a Magic Sense on the ball, (getting an 11) and then on the
other (getting a 16). She looked back and forth between them, then picked the inert one
up and walked off a ways with it. Albus raised an eyebrow. She repeated the Magic
Sense, this time getting a 14, and without the two wizards standing next to her, was
pretty sure she knew what was going on.
“I don’t think this one can be called a Bludger anymore,” she said, dropping it
again. “It’s been stripped of magic, so now it’s just a weird ball. That one, on the other
hand, is magical. If one needed any more than a visual inspection to tell that. Based on
this evidence I would say that somehow this Bludger was either wiped of magic or never
had it in the first place. Then someone controlled it during the match, making it attack
Harry.”
“An interesting theory,” said Albus. “How would you test it?”
“I would immediately grab Draco Malfoy before he has a chance to do another

spell, and see what the last spell he performed was.”
“That seems oddly specific.”
“I have my reasons, but I can’t actually tell you how I know that, or inform you
that Snape probably knows something about it. Can’t do that, so I won’t. Now, how
would I prove it?”
She thought for a moment. “I could cast Time Window, and look for someone
concentrating on controlling it. However this place is huge so that would take a while,
they could hide anywhere. I could put Detect Lies on myself and ask the short list of
suspects if they did it or not.”
“Draco?” asked Albus.
“It’s a short list, like I said. That’s the trouble with magic, there’s really no physical
evidence left behind. I have no idea how I would come up with actual proof of anything.
Not without days of spell casting, anyway, covering this whole place.”
“Pity. I cannot exactly accuse Draco without some kind of proof, after all.”
“I know. I’m sorry Headmaster.”
“Don’t be! I don’t expect you to have all the answers. But it is troubling, that
someone was able to do this. It could easily have been more serious, and I just let it
continue so as to not stop the game. So the blame is mine. I will have to be more
proactive in the future. Still, I can’t help but wonder where Harry’s friends were, in his
time of need.”
“Looking for clues to where the Chamber of Secrets is, naturally. We figured it
would be best to do it with less people around.” Of course I didn’t say where we were
looking.
“And were any clues to be found?”
“We didn’t get much time to look, honestly. As soon as we heard this had
happened, we rushed out here.”
“I heard you set a ghost to looking? Very inventive.”
“Thank you. She needed something to do, and it’s something she’s perfectly
suited for. So I figured, why not?”
“Why not indeed? I think we can pack this up,” he said to Filius. “But keep it
unenchanted, in case someone else wants to look at it.”
“Will do,” answered Filius, dropping the ball into the trunk, closing it, and
levitating it behind him.
“I’m going to get back to Harry. See you later Headmaster.”
“Until next time, Susan.”

24
Coming to December
Time: The next day
Place: Hospital Wing
“How are you feeling, Harry?” asked Susan, early that Sunday morning.
“It wasn’t pleasant, but I’ve survived it.” He wiggled his fingers. “I have some
news though.”
“News? How can you have news laying in a hospital bed?”
He pointed. “Take a look over there.”
Susan went over to a curtained off area and looked inside. “Hey, it’s camera man!
Whatever his name is.”
“Colin. Whatever petrified Mrs. Norris ripped through his camera and got him. But
there’s more.”
“Oh? Do tell.”
“I got another visit from our favorite house elf last night.”
“Dobby? What did he have to say for himself?”
“Basically he was concerned that he was wrong in allowing me to come back,
because it looked like you couldn’t protect me as you promised.”
“And did you inform Mr. Dobby that fact was because you left the item Susan had
made for you behind?”
“I did mention that, actually. He made me promise I would keep it with me at all
times now.”
“Good advice. Anything else?”
“He let slip the Chamber had been opened once before. Little odd, that, don’t you
think? Headmaster Dumbledore played dumb on the whole subject, but it seems he
might know exactly what we’re dealing with.”
“In his defense, we would go rushing off to deal with it.”
“Of course we would. But we’re going to do that anyway. At least if he told us
what it was, we would go in informed rather than ignorant.”
Susan thought for a moment. “You know, there was a book I read once. The
characters were about to go face the evil mastermind, who was a great wizard. But the
guy who fought him before wouldn’t tell his apprentice anything about the guy. He said
that if he overplayed it, his apprentice would get cocky and let his guard down. But if he
underplayed it and the guy started pulling off all kinds of magical trickery the apprentice
would freeze. So he said nothing, just basically to remember what he had been taught
and deal with the situation as it arose.”
“I guess that makes some sense. Still, I would rather know, I think, than not.”
“Yeah, I know what you mean. I might be able to whip up a spell that makes us
immune to whatever it is, but sadly I don’t know what it is.”
“Maybe he doesn’t know either. Maybe it’s something different this time. Who
knows?”
They sat in silence for a moment.
“Too bad about Colin. He’ll miss a lot of classes, those mandrake things take an
awful long time to grow.”
“They are plants, I guess.”

“Hey, we never talked about what you found. I guess nothing, because I didn’t
get you enough time, right?”
“I did speak to Draco, he seemed to think the Slytherin rooms had been searched
pretty well. Mainly because all Slytherins want to find out they’re the Heir, I guess.”
“That’s something, at least- We know where not to look.”
Susan started pacing. “It would be so much easier if we knew what we were
dealing with! If I had seen it I could Descry Creature and find out where it is. If I knew
where the chamber was but not how to get there I could use Destination. What’s the
point of having a book full of spells when they won’t do you any good?”
“You’ll think of something, I’m sure.”
“I’m having a hard enough time coming up with a Christmas present for all you
guys this year. You want me to solve this mystery too?”
They both laughed.
As December approached Albus finally agreed to allow Susan to start up the old
Quirinus equipment and start combat lessons again. The students were getting more
and more nervous about things, and traveling in packs about the school. Which Susan
actually thought was a terrible idea, because that just meant more people would get
caught by whatever was petrifying people, rather than less.
Susan also “dropped” her Barrier Against Spells and picked up Magic Immunity
instead. It was only 1 more XP, and her Spell Symbol item was carrying the spell
anyway, so why not? It would make sure she couldn’t be petrified by whatever had
come out of the chamber, and that’s what counted.
Good thing I learned about Spell Symbol, she thought. Before I made that item
like I planned to. I would have felt pretty foolish right about now, had I done things that
way.
The news about the combat lessons was met with a lot of excitement by
everyone, and so Susan was busy working overseeing that, and on Imbued items for
her friends Christmas gifts. Naturally several teachers were in attendance at all times,
and things went smoothly, for the most part. Until one day when Draco showed up.
“I’m challenging you to a duel,” he announced, looking at Susan.
Everyone looked at him like he was nuts. “Are you sure about that?” asked one
boy. “She beat professor Quirrell, and he ran away!”
We never did find out who that was, did we? Or who tried to kill me that one time.
“She thinks she’s so great, I’m going to take her down a peg!”
“Fine,” said Susan, resigned. “Go nuts if it’ll make you feel better.”
They stepped into the barrier, and Susan quietly fingered a charm on her
bracelet. “Immunity,” she said, activating Magic Immunity, with a duration of until I step
out of this ring area.
They waited for the gong that would tell them to begin, and with the sound, Draco
started casting spells at her.
Which of course bounced right off. Wonder if the rules say I can just walk over
there and take his wand away? That’s winning a duel, right?

“Kinda figured that would happen,” said Draco, pausing in his barrage. “That’s
why I came prepared with this! Serpensortia!”
Susan watched, fascinated, as a long black snake seemed to materialize out of
his wand and fall to the floor between them. It reared up, tasting the air.
“Neat!” Susan said, cocking her head and looking at it. “Is it an actual snake you
just summoned from somewhere, or is it some kind of magical construct you created?”
Draco sputtered. “I don’t have to answer that!”
“Guess I’ll have to actually cast a spell,” she said. Because if it’s just a magical
construct, I’m immune to it. If it’s a real snake, not so much. Another little flaw in my
magic, I guess. Maybe I should look into Invulnerability as well?
“Not to worry,” said Gilderoy, the “officiator” for the day. He jumped into the field.
“I’ll take care of it!”
As Susan was debating whether to cast Thrust on him to get him out of here he
pointed his wand at the snake.
Oh right, these people don’t respect the Action methodology. They just get to do
whatever they want, when they want.
Instead of vanishing as he (hopefully) intended, the snake began to enlarge, and
even Draco started looking worried.
Can that man perform any spell correctly?
The snake stopped growing and opened its mouth, looking at Susan. Really wish
I had Acceleration on right now. Oh, right, I’m currently “immune” to it. Shoot. Still, a
quick casting of Elemental Burst (Knockout) should do the trick.
Then the snake turned and looked at Harry. He was standing there, actually
hissing at the thing.
Okay, that’s bizarre. But at least it’s distracted. I’ll take the full casting time then.
Susan cast, and 5 segments later an eruption of energy filled the area between
the posts.
Pity Gilderoy wasn’t still in here, the man can scurry when there’s trouble, I’ll give
him that.
She got an 18 on her casting check, and made it 4 meters wide, centered in the
middle of the “arena.” The snake went down, unmoving, and when the energy burst
cleared Draco was on the floor as well, clutching his right leg. Susan of course was still
immune, even to her own magic.
“All that, and you only got hit in the leg?” Susan asked, shocked. “Weird. Of
course it only had two chances to hit you, but getting a five both times…”
“What are you babbling about? My leg is broken!”
“No it’s not, you big baby. That damage was non-lethal, I specifically learned it
with Knockout rather than something like Acid or Fire. It can’t carry over into lethal,
that’s the whole point. Are we done here? Because if so, I’ll heal you up.”
“Don’t you come near me! Crab! Goyle! Take me up to the Hospital Wing. My
father will hear about this, mark my words.”
His two goons rushed to his size and carefully picked him up, and Draco played it
up as much as he could. They hobbled off. Everyone else was looking at her.
“So, anyone else want to have a go? That wasn’t even a warm up. I thought he
had a little something more exciting than a snake planned, to tell the truth.”
No one stepped forward, so Susan walked over and picked up the snake.

“Here you go, Mr. Defense Against the Dark Arts,” she said, handing it to
Gilderoy. “I expect you can take care of one little unconscious snake, yes?”
He held it as far away from himself as he could. “Certainly. I’ll just go take care of
that, shall I?”
“So what was that?” asked Harry as she walked back over.
“Just what I said- Elemental Burst. It creates an explosion of a certain element,
chosen when you learn the spell. I chose the ‘element’ Knockout which basically just
renders whatever limb it hits unusable for a while. If I get high enough on the damage
roll, that is. The bigger question is, why did that snake hesitate and look over at you?”
“I just yelled at it to stop, that’s all. You must have heard me.”
Everyone seemed to be edging away from Harry at this point, and Susan looked
around.
“What’s the matter with you all?” she demanded. “Get back to practicing! You
knew how powerful I was before this when I fought Professor Quirrell. Why are you
looking at me like I just grew fangs or something? I learned a new spell, you people do it
all the time!”
“I think they’re looking at me,” Harry remarked softly to her.
“But there’s no teacher,” one person said, looking around.
“Trust me, with our so called teacher gone we’re actually safer. Very well, go run
and find someone willing to take over then.”
“Me?”
“Why not you?”
“Sure. Sure, why not? Going now! HAHAHA.”
“Weird. Come on, not you too Ron.” Ron was backing away as well. “What’s
gotten into everyone?”
“Harry’s a Parselmouth!” he said. “He can talk to snakes.”
“Is that all? Who cares? I mean, yes, interesting that snakes have a language
that people can speak, but that doesn’t make him a monster. I could talk to it if I woke it
up and cast a spell.”
“I guess I can talk to snakes,” Harry said, looking at nothing. “I never really
thought about it, but one time at the zoo I talked to a boa constrictor.”
“Yeah, I’m still not sure what the big deal is.”
Ron pointed to a Slytherin boy standing nearby. “Don’t you know why the symbol
of their house is a snake? Salazar was a Parsemouth, and it’s passed through family
lines.”
“Well I’m sure there were more families than his that could do it.”
“Maybe, but not many.”
“Look,” said Harry, turning to the others. “I’m not, okay? There’s no way.”
“Yeah?” said a Slytherin girl. “Prove it! He lived a thousand years ago, so who
knows how many great, great, great, great grandkids he’s got.”
“But I got sorted into Gryffindor, not Slytherin.”
There was a general consent that this much, at least, was true.
“And if he is, Susan here will stop him, right?” asked a younger boy from
Hufflepuff. There was some nervous laughter.
Susan shrugged. “Count on it. But I grew up with the guy. No way is he the Heir

of Slytherin, trust me.”
They seemed torn, as most really looked up to and respected Susan, so they
wanted to believe her. But the possibility of Harry being someone they feared, someone
who was setting things loose in the castle to try and kill people… That was a bit harder
to reconcile, no matter how highly Susan was regarded.
The meeting broke up quickly after that.
The next day, an intense snowstorm canceled Herbology so Susan put some
more time into making her Christmas gifts. She had begged off making the ones for the
school a while ago, and was working on the gifts instead. Albus said he didn’t care what
she worked on, as long as she practiced the same amount other students put into
potions class. She thought that was a pretty good deal, given she was working harder at
Imbuing than they were at potions. She also thought about telling him that “practicing”
had nothing to do with her getting better at something, but figured that would just
confuse him more, so she let it go.
She was starting on Hagrid’s, and had learned a new spell to do it. After being
attacked by that snake she started to wonder if better wizards could summon bigger
things, and so looked into Magical Ally, both Minor and Major. Minor only got her
PERsonality in powers (a five), and Major was only two XP more, so Major it was. She
settled on a small dragon, and started working on an Imbued item like Mrs. Weasley’s
Helping Hand item. It was a small dragon statue he could toss and activate, and the
dragon like creature would form around it, basically “coming to life.” Given how the spell
worked her newly created dragon, (which was the size of a bear), could breathe fire,
fetch sticks, and even fight another copy of itself.
Perfect, he’ll love it! Now to start putting it into an object.
That one was going to take the longest, because she had to make it permanent
rather than energy based. After all, she couldn’t exactly go ask him “Rubeus, what’s
your RESolve? An eight or higher? Fantastic.”
She was scrounging around the dorms for stuff in trashcans she could use for the
“materials costing 10 monetary units times its EXP cost” when a familiar animal flew up
to her.
“Susan,” it said in Albus’ voice, “There’s been another attack. Please come to the
4th floor, east hallway. Your skills are needed.”
Not good, thought Susan. Especially so soon after everyone found out Harry
could talk to snakes. But what skills of mine does he need? I looked Colin over, there
wasn’t anything I could tell them. Wonder if I should tell the others?
Susan made her way there, deciding not to interrupt the game of wizard’s chess
that was going on. Her new Magical Ally led the way and she herself was under Magic
Immunity, just in case. It seemed best not to take any chances at this point. She climbed
up the stairs to the 4th floor and wondered how to figure out which the “east” hallway
was, when she came upon the Headmaster and a few other teachers. The area had
been blocked off by a shimmering, partially transparent wall, but she could vaguely see
them through it.
Some sort of Elemental Wall I guess?

She knocked on it, and part of the wall disappeared, allowing her through.
Beyond, she saw a Hufflepuff boy, Justin, laying on the floor, but something else
drew her eye. Hanging in midair was the pale form of “headless” Nick, rotating in place
but unmoving.
“How is this even possible?” asked Susan, walking around him. “He’s a ghost!”
“Exactly our concern,” said Albus sadly. Then he caught sight of the dragon. “Uh,
this creature…”
“He’s harmless. He’s just guarding me until I get back to the dorm. Don’t worry,
it’s a magical construct under my control. It won’t hurt anyone.”
“Your scare with the snake?”
“I wasn’t exactly scared, Headmaster. I took it out with a single spell, after all. But
I admit it crossed my mind that better wizards could summon larger things, so I figured it
might do to have something like this around.”
“Your magic continues to astonish me. In any case, it is your magic we need right
now, specifically your ability to touch ghosts.”
“You want Sir Nicholas moved to the hospital wing, but you can’t do it?”
“Correct.”
Susan looked about. “Probably better to go there directly, rather than cart him
through the halls.” She looked down at her dragon. “You need a name! Spike? Nah, the
Bronies would get upset you weren’t canon. Anyway, you did good. Good boy. See you
later!”
She let him go, and started casting Teleportal, which made everyone there react
like Ron had the first time he had seen it.
“Oh yeah,” Susan said with a laugh as the teachers looked through it. She had
positioned the other end by the wall, so that it wouldn’t impact anything, and behind a
screen so no one on that side would see it. “I forget you hadn’t seen this spell before.”
Crap, now that I think about it, will I be able to push him through? I don’t see why
not, it’s a hole in space, not something physical.
“You can just open a hole in the universe to anywhere you want?” Albus asked.
“Not just anywhere. I have to have seen the place the other end connects to.”
“And I thought I was the most powerful wizard on the planet,” Albus grumbled.
“Just because we can do different things doesn’t make me more powerful than
you,” said Susan. “But given a few more years of XP gain and spell learning? I wouldn’t
mind the title.” She stepped through the teleportal and looked around. “Where do you
want him?” she asked.
“Right over here,” said Albus. “We’ll put some curtains up around him.”
“How did you all get in here?” asked Madam Pomfrey.
“Magic,” answered Albus.
“I’m guessing you’ve always wanted to say that,” Susan said, rolling her eyes.
“Perhaps.”
She cast Phase on herself, then grabbed Nick and dragged him through. The
others floated Justin through, and Susan closed it behind them.
They made Justin “comfortable” and the others teachers left to go back to their
classes.

“Who found him, by the way?”
“Would you believe Peeves?”
“Oh great. So much for keeping it quiet!”
“Yes, not much chance of that.”
“I don’t want to sound callus, but does this tell us anything else about the
attacker? I wouldn’t think many things could bring harm to a ghost.”
“Apart from you, I would have said nothing could, before this.”
“Ah. Yes. I suppose I am a suspect. Possibly even the number one suspect. You
haven’t seen all my magic can do, and I could easily have been lying about my
petrification spells turning people to stone, rather than these sort of living statues.”
“I’m glad you figured that out. However, unless you can be in two places at once,
you were playing with your new dragon friend during the attack. That rather rules you
out.”
“Unless my magic can allow me to be in two places at once.”
“Can it do that?”
“Maybe. There are some time spells I could learn, that would do it. But the
description is unclear as to exactly what happens if you go into the past and make
changes. I’m not really ready to risk that quite yet. But honestly, if I could be in two
places at once, I would put one of me to making Imbued items while the other did things
a little more fun. Of course if it can make two of me, why not three? If not three, why not
four? Imagine the possibilities!”
“Yes, I’m imagining them.” The Headmaster looked a bit haunted for a second.
“Thank you for your help in moving Nicholas.”
“My pleasure. I wish I could do more, but making permanent Magic Immunity
items for every person in the castle is a little bit beyond even my abilities.”
“Nor would I expect you to. But please do continue to keep your eyes and ears
open. You never know when a clue might make itself known.”
“I will.”
“By the way, how’s Fawkes?”
“Still looking dreadful. Even a creature that is reborn as the phoenix does seems
hesitant to let life slip away. I can’t blame him, you know. Still, when it is one’s time,
there is no denying the call. Thank you for asking after him, however.”
“I just want to see the baby Fawkes, I bet he’ll be so cute!”
“You have no idea.”
Many people who had signed the list to stay over the holiday hastily took their
names off once it got out about the double attack. Ron was stuck for it, and started
hanging around Susan more, and Hermione asked if Susan would do what she did the
year before and take her home for Christmas Day. Susan told her she had a better idea,
why not invite them here for the day as well? She said she would ask.
Harry wasn’t going back there if he could help it, and Susan got permission to
bring her mother to the castle and show her around. She wasn’t sure about having her
there while there was such danger, but as long as they stuck together, Susan reasoned,
she should be fine. It seemed the Weasley family was staying at the castle as well, and
Susan offered to bring Mr. and Mrs. Weasley in for Christmas day as well.

“It’ll be a great party!” Susan explained to him. “My mother, Hermione’s parents,
your parents, the teachers. All feasting and getting to know each other. We’re all friends,
I don’t see why they shouldn’t meet.”
“They’ll be in Egypt with Bill, though,” he said.
“So have them send me a picture.”
“Oh yeah!”
Naturally, the thing everyone was most looking forward to was Susan’s gifts.
Susan and Hermione went in together on Ron’s, Hermione buying him a shimmering
eagle feather quill, and Susan Imbuing it. She put her spell of Scribe on it, as she had
noticed him looking at her paper filling up with notes in history class.
Hermione opened hers and pulled out some fancy robes, which she exclaimed
over until she tried them on.
“They’re a bit too big,” she said, trailing the end on the ground.
“They’re that way on purpose,” Susan explained. “After all, why make special
robes if you’re going to outgrow them? So you’ll have to find some way of putting them
up if you want to wear them until you’re fully grown.”
“I can just pin them up.”
Susan shook her head. “Nope. I meant it when I said they were special. These
robes will never wear out, ever. They’ll stop a sword thrust, as they are basically plate
armor now, and should someone manage to pierce them they’ll magically repair
themselves. So getting something like a pin through them is probably impossible. Some
tape would work though.”
“Wow! Thanks! That’s amazing!”
“Sure. It was nice Fabricating something for a change rather than Imbuing.”
Harry took a piece of paper, which was his gift, out of the wrapping. He read it
over. “Oh, now I see. That’s pretty neat.”
“What did you get him?” asked Ron.
“I kept asking him for his glasses, so he knew something was up, just not exactly
what. Basically I’ve done a minor Fabrication on them, so they’ll be tougher to break.
But the real magic comes from Darksight. At night, or even in perfect darkness, he can
activate them and see perfectly. In black and white, of course, but still perfectly.”
“Thanks!” said Harry.
“I wonder if Rubeus figured his gift out?” Susan asked, the gift giving over. She
had Hermione do a spell to cover his gift with wax, and made it look like the dragon’s
egg he had hatched last year. Inside the box she had written some clues for him.
Rubeus,
It’s a pity about Norbert, so I got you another friend just like him.
Hatch this egg just like you would any other dragon’s egg, but keep a close
watch, he’ll have a short gestation.
When he’s hatched, you’ll notice he’s a bit shy, but he’ll have left something
behind you can use to see him. Put it on, and he’ll appear for you. He can understand

you, and he’ll do anything you tell him to do that he’s capable of. He loves playing fetch,
but he can also dig things up, protect your hut, or even breathe fire. He can trap, hunt
and help you do just about anything you know how to do. He doesn’t need to eat or
sleep, so don’t worry about that.
He can fight on your behalf too, he’s great at unarmed combat and wrestling.
Don’t worry about him getting hurt. If he “dies” he’ll return within 24 hours.
Enjoy!
Santa
P.S. Don’t have him use too much fire ether, that will make him disappear for a
while too.
Susan had snuck down to his hut to see how big his finger was, and made him a
stone ring with a dragon motif. The statue idea was nice, but this seems more practical.
As the spell was permanent, all he had to do to summon the Ally was put it on, and the
creature would appear and do whatever he told it. It would be as smart as he was, and
have his skills, so Susan was pretty sure he would love it. She had left it for him inside
his hut, Phase once again coming in handy.
The Christmas feast went well, everyone having been transported to Hogwarts
for the occasion. The four showed off their classrooms and what they had been
learning, and generally had a great time. Susan introduced her mother to Myrtle, who
was amazed to be talking to an actual ghost like it was a person, and Myrtle enjoyed
being included in the festivities. She did pull Susan aside and apologize for not finding
the Chamber, but Susan explained it might not be possible to find without the right
password, and said she shouldn’t feel bad about it.
“I’m trying not to,” Myrtle said, looking downcast. “It’s just so hard not to be
negative about everything.”
“You’re doing really well,” said Susan. “The you I originally met wouldn’t have
taken this in stride even this much. You’ve made tremendous progress.”
“Thanks. It’s all because of you.”
“Maybe, maybe not. I thought of a present for you, by the way. Once everyone
leaves I’ll fix up your bathroom with Repair magic. No sense leaving everything in here
all busted up if this is where you live. The others agreed to help clean it up too, so we’ll
be along later.”
“You’re way too nice to me.”
“No, I wish I could do more. I made some great gifts for my friends this year, so
you should be treated equally. You’re my friend too, after all.”
“Friends? I never had- Oh!” Myrtle zoomed away, overcome by emotion.
One step forward, two steps back. Sigh.
With Slytherin house already infiltrated, and Hermione avoiding her fate of being
turned into every otaku’s dream girl, everyone went to bed that night happy and fulfilled.
Those that did go to bed, anyway. Myrtle floated around her sparkling clean,

newly Repaired bathroom, wondering how she could repay her friend. A friend she
never thought she would have, especially in death.
Rubeus didn’t sleep, he stayed up all night playing with his new dragon friend.
And then there was poor Ginny, who was starting to feel like she was losing her
mind. She had been making the equivalent of a Susan Acting check all night to fool
everyone into thinking things were normal. The trouble was, she was such a good actor,
everyone believed her. No one suspected that inside, Ginny was troubled.
Because Ginny was startling to hear voices.

25
The Diary
Time: Several weeks after
Place: Headmaster’s office
“Do you have a minute?” asked Myrtle, floating up to Susan. She was back
making things for the school, even though Albus had said the Christmas presents she
had made more than passed her “potions” class.
For the next five years.
He had explained that what Susan had casually done with Harry’s glasses,
Hermione’s robes and Felton’s Blade (as he was calling it) was Goblin quality
Masterwork Forging. Goblins trained for decades before they were allowed to begin
crafting items to actually sell, and any one of those pieces would have sold for
thousands of Galleons. He showed her the similar Sword of Gryffindor, which shared
many properties with Felton’s Blade.
“Guess I know what field to get into after I graduate,” Susan joked.
Rubeus in particular loved his new “pet” the baby dragon, who was making
himself indispensable around the grounds. Apparently it had even fought off some
creature going after chickens that Rubeus kept around. The noise of the scuffle had
woken him, but by the time he got out to the coop, whatever it had been was gone. The
creature had put up quite a struggle, there was wreckage everywhere, but no more
chickens were killed after that. If possible, the Magical Ally looked a big smug after the
attack, and even swaggered a bit when it walked. That was probably a person’s own
projecting though.
“I can give you more than that if you can wait ten,” Susan replied. “I have that
much time left until this hour of Imbuing is over and I can take a break.”
“Okay…” Myrtle started to leave.
“Hey, go see the baby phoenix. He’s so cute! Only a couple of weeks old, he just
reincarnated recently.”
“Oh, I’ve never seen a baby phoenix before. The Headmaster won’t mind?”
“Go ask him, he’s right over there.” Myrtle spun around.
“Sorry Headmaster, I didn’t see you there!”
“Only have eyes for Susan, eh?”
“Headmaster, please!”
“In any case, I’m sure Fawkes will be pleased to have a visitor. He’s growing fast,
but he’s still a baby at heart.”
When Susan was finished she walked in to see Myrtle and Fawkes playing a sort
of mimic game, where one would do a little shuffle step dance or make a noise and the
other would have to try and do the same.
She’s actually smiling! There’s hope for this ghost yet.
Albus watched with interest. “You’ve done something I didn’t think was possible,”

he said to Susan.
“My magic is all about the impossible.”
He shook his head. “It is not to your magical abilities I now refer. But rather your
ability to make things better just by being you. You’ve actually taken an interest in the
castle’s ghosts, something no one, not even myself, has ever done. But more than that.
You’ve actually changed two of them- for the better. I might be out of place, but I think
you’ve given two ghosts a reason to live. That is no small feat.”
Susan colored. “I just did what I thought was right.”
“And how many others can say the same?”
“Ah,” Susan countered. “It’s easy to be generous when you have an abundance.”
“I suppose that’s true.” However as he said it, Albus looked a bit troubled.
“So what did you want to see me about?” Susan asked, leaving the office to get
ready for her next class.
“I was feeling bad because someone threw a book through me,” she answered,
“But Fawkes cheered me up.”
“You can still have a hug if you… wait, why would someone throw a book at
you?”
“I don’t know.”
“Take me through it step by step. What happened?”
“Well, I was sitting in my toilet, just thinking about things, and suddenly it just falls
through my head.”
“I doubt it was anything personal,” said Susan. “Probably a prank on someone.
Stealing their book and throwing it into the “haunted bathroom” sort of thing. You just
happened to be there when it happened. Is it still there?”
“I didn’t move it.”
“Ah yes, I forget sometimes, talking to you. I wonder if my magic could fix that
somehow, make you physical again? Anyway, let’s go see what it is. I’m not sure Repair
can dry something out, but if it’s smudged I bet it could return the book to the way it was
before it got wet.”
“You’re welcome to it.”
So they went down to Myrtle’s bathroom and she fished the book out. For a
wonder, it came out dry.
“Okay, magical item, anyone?” she asked.
“Is it?” asked Myrtle, peering around her.
Susan flipped through it. “Blank. That’s weird. And look at this date, fifty years
ago.”
“I was killed fifty years ago,” Myrtle said in wonder.
“Really?” Susan asked, interested. “You didn’t see who had this, did you?”
Myrtle shook her head. “No. There was someone, I heard them run out.”
“I see. So it wasn’t magically brought here, it was placed here. Why?” Susan
started pacing. “Because someone knows you and I hang out together? Because they
knew by leaving it with you, it would get to me?”
“It’s possible.”

“Fifty years old. It still doesn’t add up though- if this is a clue of some kind it’s not
a very good one. There’s nothing written here, just the name. T.M Riddle. Does the
name mean anything to you?”
“My memories are kind of fuzzy. It’s possible there was a kid with the last name
of Riddle when I was alive, but I can’t say for sure.”
“This wasn’t put here by accident, I’m sure of it. Thanks for coming to get me so
fast, Myrtle. I’ll continue looking into this and let you know what I find out. Fifty years,
huh? You should have a Death Day party too.”
“Oh, that would be a lot of trouble. I wouldn’t want to put anyone out.”
“Ah, Myrtle.” Susan Phased herself and gave her a hug. “I’m sorry you died, but
glad you did too. Otherwise we never would have met, and I would have one less
friend.”
“Thanks for being here. It’s nice… having a friend.”
She didn’t run away that time. She is making progress! Though to be fair, this is
the place she would normally run to…
That evening Susan got the book out and showed everyone.
“This was left in Myrtle’s bathroom. And by ‘left’ I mean ‘thrown’. Predictably, she
came to get me right away, and here it is.”
“It’s a beat up old dairy,” said Ron. “Who cares?”
“On the surface, yes, it’s a beat up old diary. What’s interesting about it is firstly, it
came out of the water dry. So it’s obviously magical. Secondly: the date. It’s been
hanging around for the last 50 years but there’s not a pencil mark inside apart from the
name. T.R. Riddle. But what’s most interesting is that Myrtle says she was killed exactly
fifty years ago too. Coincidence? I think not. This relates to her in some way, and now
that she has a friend who cares about her, it’s come to light. And that’s the kind of
coincidence that screams ‘plot point’ to me.”
“Screams what?” asked Ron. Harry was nodding, this was “Susan Speak” but he
knew that one. Hermione figured it out, she didn’t need to ask. Sparkle just raised her
head. “Say that name again?”
“T.R Riddle?”
“I thought so. I’ve seen that name someplace,” her Photographic Memory finally
coming into play.
“Seriously? Can you show us?”
Sparkle got up and stretched. “Follow me.”
Sparkle led them to the trophy room, where she bumped the glass with her paw.
“There you go.”
“Special service to the school, eh?” said Harry. “That might be something I would
want to brag about- in my diary!”
“But either he didn’t, or did and magically hid it,” said Hermione. “Hand it over.”
Susan did, and Hermione got out her wand and tried various spells. It lay in her
hand like a ratty old book would be expected to.
“Well, I’m bored,” said Ron. “Let me know if you guys figure something out about
it.”
“He doesn’t have Curiosity, does he?” Sparkle remarked. “I thought I was the one
with Short Attention Span.”

“Can your magic tell us anything?” she asked, handing it back.
“Let me see.” Susan spent a few minutes paging through her book. “I don’t think
so. There’s Appraise Magic but according to this “you must have some idea of what you
are looking for” which is of course useless because if we knew that, we wouldn’t need to
cast the spell. Sorry.”
“Maybe it was just made water resistant and someone forgot that would make it
repel ink, too?” said Harry.
“Then why keep it around for fifty years?” asked Susan.
“It keeps circulating as a joke?”
“That’s a long time for a joke to stay in circulation,” said Hermione.
“I suppose the clue could just be the name, which we’ll have to look into some
more. It may just relate to Myrtle though, and not the chamber or the attacks. The timing
could just be a coincidence, after all. If you think of anything though, let me know,
okay?” Susan started casting to put it into her Pocket Dimension.
“Wait a second,” said Harry. “Would you mind if I held onto it?”
“You really want to physically carry it around?”
“I just get the sense that’s what I’m supposed to do.”
Susan considered it. “Okay. It’s yours, just don’t lose it.” She handed it over.
“You can just find it again with Descry Object right?”
“Yeah, but if you don’t lose it, I won’t have to bother, right?”
He laughed. “Don’t worry, it’s safe with me.”
A month and a half passed, and it was now Valentine’s Day. Hermione came
down to breakfast to find Susan scowling at her character sheet. She also noticed the
whole place had been decked out with lurid Valentine’s Day decorations. Hermione sat
down, her eyes not knowing where to look, but then noticed Susan.
“What’s up?” she asked, glancing at the paper. “Wait, is that… you?”
“It’s all there, in orange and yellow. Susan Felton, this is your life.”
“I’ve caught glimpses of it when you go to check something on it, but I’ve never
seen you stare at it so intently before.”
“I don’t like flashing it around, it reminds me that I’m different than all of you.
Right now I’m just deciding something. With this past month I’ve knocked Telesummon
off my ‘spells to learn’ list after the Ron incident, but it bothers me a little. In almost two
years I haven’t actually put any points into skills, just spells. My mother told me stories
about what my father went through, and it seemed he got XP a lot faster than I do. Also
I seem to get cards more sporadically, like whatever gives them to me doesn’t think I’m
really in any danger and so doesn’t bother.”
“What are cards, and how do they work?” She grabbed some toast and started
buttering it.
“Cards allow me to rewrite the laws of physics or do impossible things without
spells. I can also sacrifice them for more XP, or for something like Love Interest I can
play them on myself and get XP for doing so.”
“They aren’t magic, are they?”
“I don’t know what they are. They just show up on my character sheet from time
to time, and by willing them to be used, reality gets warped in my favor.”
“And you say this ‘ability’ of yours came from your father?”

“Yup. Apparently everyone on the world he came from had a character sheet,
and those that went on adventures got cards, XP, the whole works. Everyone else just
sort of leveled off at being average at everything.” She sighed. “I would love to visit
there sometime, I think the people there would really help me understand myself.”
“So what has you all concerned now?”
“A couple of things. First is learning more skills, or getting better at the skills I
already have. I can fake having better magic with energy, but I just wonder if I should be
improving myself in that way, or finding more spells to learn. I guess it’ll just depend on
the situations I find myself in. Trouble is I only know I need a spell after the fact. Like
wanting to get Ron back, I may never need to do that again.”
“Can’t you use your magic to get better at stuff?”
“That’s how I’m getting by in Astronomy still, yes. Augment Skill. I just have to
wonder if I’m doing the right thing. And I can’t use that and get better at spellcastingstupid closed loopholes. There’s no one here to advise me, because it’s unique to my
situation. You guys can learn spells and skills and potions and knot tying and whatever
else all in a single day and not have to worry about how many ‘points’ it uses up. I don’t
have that luxury.”
“I would have to say, you are a wizard. Isn’t your worth really in how many spells
you know? You were saying how Headmaster Dumbledore praised you for your
Imbuing. Everyone loves Rubeus’ ‘pet’ dragon, and he’s had many offers to sell it, from
what I understand. You could go into business for yourself after you graduate just
making those for people. Sure, they would have to stick around while you did it, but I
would liken it to getting a portrait painted. People have to stick around for that, so
there’s precedence. You said you can only give it abilities as spells you know, right? So
being able to offer a creature that each person can customize and choose the abilities
of would be even better. Or just charge to make magical items of all kinds. Sure, it’ll
seem weird to people at first, but Goblins do it, and charge ridiculous fees. They work in
secret, and you can too. Just separate your lab and your nice, posh waiting room, and
they’ll be none the wiser. You can just say you figured out the secret, and are
undercutting them.
“Or learn Alleviation and go to work for a hospital. Charge 10 Galleons a casting,
times what, eighty castings a day? That’s 19,000 Galleons a month you would be
making. Do that for a year and you can retire! Or hire people to keep track of your
money, or perform research or whatever for you. What would you need more skills for
than just more magic?”
“Good point,” Susan admitted. “And honestly, there’s no spell that isn’t useful in
one situation or another.”
“Exactly. So what’s card 12?”
“That’s what started this whole inner monologue, actually. It’s one of the only
cards that works against you while it’s working for you.”
“Huh?”
“This card is special. Most cards have an exchange value. I got Unlimited Ammo
one time, and as I don’t go around shooting people I turned it in for XP. Easy enough to
understand, right? Say I don’t use this card awhile- It vanishes like it never was when
my cards are refreshed. I can’t turn it in, I have to play it to get the benefit. But when I
do, something terrible happens to ‘the entire party’ and we all get 3 XP for it. That would

be Sparkle and me, in this case, as you guys don’t have XP. Or would the card make
you take some, and you would then be aware of it and could use it like I do? That would
be an interesting experiment.” Susan’s eyes shone with the possibility. “Downside to
that is, as Harry, and Ron… maybe even Myrtle by this point, are considered part of my
‘party’ for the purposes are cards- that bad thing would happen to all of you. It’s geared
towards combat I think, so we would all get into some kind of fight. I don’t want to put
you in danger, but I do like XP…”
“So you would get better for it?”
“Yup.”
“How much is 3 XP anyway?”
Susan got her book of magic out. “In magical terms, enough to learn the spell
Communication, allowing me to understand and be understood by any person in their
native language.”
“That’s only 3?”
“Yup. Double that to 6 in the same planet and you get Write Memory, a spell to
actually go into someone’s head and alter their memory. Double that- which is
impossible, the most powerful spells are only 10 to learn, and you get Senescent
Cessation, which makes you stop aging.”
“And you just sort of decide to trade this XP in, and you are suddenly better at
something, or know a spell?”
“Getting better at a skill, yes. To learn a spell I have to study the formula and
commit it to memory. For me being a Natural Magician it takes as many minutes as the
spell’s cost.”
“Oh, is that all?”
“Hey, you and your photographic reflexes can learn a spell by seeing it cast once.
So don’t you go thinking my way is better, or anything.”
“Wouldn’t dream of it. Hey, here’s Harry and Ron!”
“Good morning,” said Harry, sitting down.
“What happened to this place? Did someone’s love potion explode?”
“It wasn’t like this last year, so three guesses who set this all up,” said Susan.
Everyone looked at Gilderoy, at the head table, smiling even wider than usual.
“What were you talking about?” asked Harry.
“I have something to run by you guys,” answered Susan. “I totally understand if
you don’t want to do it. But I would get XP for it, allowing me to improve myself or learn
a new spell.”
“Is this some kind of dark ritual?” asked Ron, leaning away from her.
“No… yes. Sort of. I can make something bad happen to all of us. But Sparkle
and I will get 3 XP for it.”
“Actually,” said Sparkle, raising her head, “I would get 5.”
“You cheater! Explain yourself!” Susan pointed down at her.
“I have Personal Stake. If I play it to have the ‘driving need’ to protect you from
the Disaster Strikes I get another 2 XP.”
“Clever cat! I like it.”
“What sort of terrible thing are we talking about here?” asked Harry.
“Could be anything. Reality will warp and change, so it could be the ceiling falling
on us to someone deciding to attack us that normally wouldn’t have.”

“And it’ll only happen to us,” said Hermione. “So you don’t have to worry about
others getting caught in the cross fire.”
“What have all these dueling lessons been for,” asked Harry, “if not to prepare us
for bad things happening?”
Ron looked skeptical. “I guess we do have the most powerful magic user around
here with us,” he said. “Of course that could mean the ‘something bad’ is that much
worse.”
“But we would know it was coming,” argued Harry. “We would be prepared. I
want to see some action. Oh, but not if it means whatever has been attacking students
shows up.”
“Better to face it here, with the Headmaster and everyone around, than later in
some dark hallway,” said Hermione.
“And it would only go after us. They could take it out from the sides and the back
while we distract it.”
“Interesting, using Susan’s reality bending abilities to force a confrontation with
the thing. Would that even work?” asked Hermione.
“I think it’s more of a side plot thing than anything. I don’t think we have to worry
about that particular thing showing up.”
“I say do it. Wands at the ready, everyone!” said Harry.
The others nodded, getting their wands out.
“Thanks everyone. Just remember, you can’t complain later, you agreed to it.”
She shook out her bracelet, but didn’t activate it, preferring to save the ‘charge’ on each
charm as she needed it.
“Just a second,” said Sparkle, and took the time casting Acceleration on
everyone. Because she was casting on five people (really four and herself, a cat) she
took a rating penalty of 5, but used 6 energy so her net skill gain was a 1. Then she did
the same with Armor of Magic, having everyone touch her, and got an eight total on
that. Then she realized she should have done them the other way around, because the
penalty for maintaining the Acceleration was higher than for Armor of Magic.
Live and learn.
She nodded that she was ready.
Susan concentrated, and the 12 disappeared from her character sheet. The four
looked around worriedly.
“Did it work?” asked Ron. “I don’t think it worked.”
Gilderoy stood up.
“Oh no, please don’t let him be the Disaster,” Susan moaned.
“Happy Valentine’s Day!” he shouted, getting everyone’s attention. “As you might
have guessed, I had this all set up for you, to celebrate and take your minds off recent
events.” He spread his hands out to encompass the decorations around the room. “But
the fun doesn’t stop there, no.” He clapped, and a dozen disgruntled looking dwarfs, all
looking about, burst into the room.
“My cupids-” he started to say, but then looked at them more closely. “Hey, you
guys aren’t in costume!”

Indeed, they weren’t. Susan didn’t know what Gilderoy had planned, but these
dwarves meant business. They were decked out in armor and had wicked looking axes
in their hands. They spotted her.
“Death to Susan!” said one, raising his ax high. The others followed suit,
bellowing a hearty war cry, and charged.
Oh crap why didn’t I learn Invulnerability this is going to suck what spells do I
know I’ve forgotten them all calm down Susan you can’t forget them they’re on your
character sheet we’re all going to die oh help! Susan thought. She felt the dice rolling in
her head, and knew she was rolling Initiative.
Susan got to act first, and knew she needed to 1) make the sides a little more
even and 2) slow them down, so she started casting Magical Ally, taking a slight penalty
because she figured it would take the dwarves at least an action or two to get to her. A
magical circle appeared between the dwarves and the party.
Then two more appeared, as Sparkle started casting the same spell. Given the
penalties she was already at for maintaining Acceleration and Armor of Magic she
actually added 2 segments to her casting time.
Hermione, Ron, and Harry got up from the bench and raised their wands, ready
to cast.
The dwarves started moving forward, but their numbers now worked against
them as several in the back looked like they could have started moving, but were
blocked by the ones in front of them. However, most of them started charging.
Susan finished casting and got exactly the difficultly, a 13. A dragon appeared
where she put the circle, and it waited for orders. “Defend us, but try not to kill them,”
she shouted at it.
It roared in response.
All the dwarves now spaced themselves out enough and were running towards
the party, axes held high, poised to strike.
Harry shouted “Confundo” and pointed his wand, but the spell went over the
heads of the dwarves. “Aim low!” he shouted, realizing his mistake.
Hermione pointed at the lead dwarf’s ax and shouted “Evanesco” and it
disappeared, leaving him running towards the group with no weapon. He looked down
at his hands, confused.
Ron, on the other hand, pointed his wand at the dragon and shouted “Engorgio,”
which made the dragon grow another size modifier bigger.
“Nice one!” said Susan. “Lubricate!” Casting instantly, and targeting the area of
the floor where the dwarves were, she got the spell off and they started using their
COOrdination to try and remain standing.
Less than half of them fell over.
Do they have some racial bonus against knockdown checks? Susan asked
herself. Of course, they would have a lower center of gravity.
Sparkle finished casting, but only got a 9, and so spent her Retry card, rolling a
10. Exasperated, she spent 2 XP for a +4 bonus and got it, making two +1 size lions
appear. She shouted a similar command to them, ducking under the table.
“I’m no more help, I’m at too much of a penalty,” she said to Susan. “I’m out of
this fight.”

Susan, now at a −3 herself for the dragon, nodded.
The knocked over dwarves started getting up.
The dragon leapt forward and made a called shot to the lead’s leg, and got a 21
to hit. The dwarf tried to dodge, but he only got a 10, not nearly enough. His leg was
swept out from under him with 13 damage. He fell over in a spray of blood, clutching his
leg and yelling in agony. Some of those students nearby with weak CONstitutions
fainted. Others looked on interested, wondering if this was actually part of the show.
At this point, a bunch of stuff happened simultaneously. The dragon spun, again
making a called shot to another leg, and targeting another dwarf that hadn’t yet made
the check to stand up. He hit with a 27 and did 7 damage. The dwarf cried out in pain.
The first lion did a called shot, getting a 23, while the second one did the same,
getting a 24. The first dwarf’s leg was torn off with 21 damage, and the second took only
9.
Susan cast an Elemental Burst (Knockout) behind the group, making it four
meters wide and hitting the back four so she didn’t hit her allies. She got a 19, and hit
two locations on all of them.
One took too much damage to the body and went limp.
One took twenty damage to the left arm and then another twenty to the body, and
went down.
The third went down.
The fourth, oddly, only took damage to his arms and made his STRength check
to hold onto his ax.
Three out of four isn’t bad.
Harry pointed at a dwarf who was down and trying to get up and shouted
“Expelliarmus,” which hit and the ax went flying out of the Dwarf’s hands.
Hermione tried “Immobulus,” on one still running, which worked. However he was
still in the Lubricate zone and running, so he skidded towards the lion right in front of
him, who raised a paw and seemed to grin.
Ron shouted “Petrificus Totalus,” but missed, because he hasn’t been practicing
like he should.
Dwarves were trying to get up, and one finally got an attack in on the dragon.
Sadly, the dragon is DTR 5 while his ax is only OTR 4 so it bounced off.
“That’s no fair!” said the dwarf, beginning to wonder about his choices in life. The
dragon raised a claw, then swung down at him. As you can guess by this point, another
leg was ripped off, and he went down in spurt of blood and regrets.
A lion took a swing for the dwarf now sliding towards him and as the dwarf
couldn’t dodge, hit him for 11 points of damage in the leg. Being paralyzed makes it
hard to make COOrdination checks, and he went down.
The other lion swung at the dwarf now in front of him, but missed because the
dwarf spent max energy. “HA!” he shouted.
Albus Dumbledore began to stand up, and took in a mighty breath so he could
yell “Stop this at once!” very dramatically.
A second dwarf tried his luck in bashing the dragon, but again it bounced

harmlessly off. They didn’t know you could spend two energy to raise the TR of a
weapon for a single action. Too bad for them.
With two juicy targets the dragon decided to use an off hand action, and swung
for one, then the other. Two more legs went flying, and those not spattered by this point
are spattered, while those that were previously spattered are now drenched. More
people faint. Those not fainting or wiping blood from their eyes began to think that
maybe this isn’t part of Gilderoy’s surprise.
The anguished cries of dying dwarves that had not passed out from blood loss
filled the chamber.
A lion made a mighty leap towards a far away dwarf, who began praying to his
deity. The other took another swing at the dwarf he just missed, and connected this
time, ripping off a limb.
Susan, seeing basically that this fight was over but will need to do some healing
very soon, got out of her seat.
Ron tried another “Petrificus Totalus” which went off this time, and another dwarf
fell over, rigid as he is tall. Well, sort of, he is a dwarf, after all.
Hermione shouted “Reductio” while pointing to one of the active axes and it
began shrinking away to nothing.
Harry tried his signature “Expelliarmus” but this dwarf made his STRength check
and held onto his weapon.
Both lions pounced on the remaining dwarves and held them down. With
gleaming teeth and no chance to get out from other the magical constructs, they
surrendered with a cry and a flung ax.
What was I worried for?
“Stop this at- oh, never mind,” said Albus, “It looks like it’s over.”
A Ravenclaw student at the table clicked a stopwatch. “Huh,” he remarked. “Five
seconds.”
Older students and teachers rushed over to get axes away from the dwarves’
reach, and some started medical procedures on those with missing limbs. With wanded
magic keeping them stable, Susan and Sparkle were able to cast Regeneration on them
one after another, and healed them all up.
They were all very polite about the whole thing, and some even apologized for
mercilessly trying to kill her. Susan, however, thought this was more out of hindsight
about how powerful she was than any actual regret on their part. With them healed and
in magically created chains, they were led to the dungeon for questioning.
“Some Veritaserum, if you please, Severus,” said Albus, once they were safely
secured.
“What will happen to them?” asked Susan, worried that her playing of the
Disaster Strikes card had condemned these dwarves to death.
“I will exercise my rights to question them, and the release them to the dwarven
government. Depending on what charges you wish to level against them, their fate
could be almost anything.”
“Ah.”
“You do not want them killed, I take it?”
“No. I could have had my dragon do that easily enough.”

“Indeed. I was quite surprised at the quickness and ferocity of the beasts, both
dragon and lion.”
“It’s the spells they have on them, and the amount of magic I put into them when
they’re created. Sparkle has Acceleration going on hers, mine is just naturally super
quick.”
“I see. Ah, here is the truth serum.” He held it up to show the dwarves. “I will
personally argue for lenience, whoever agrees to drink this willingly and answer my
questions.”
All of them were willing.
“That’s weird. I guess they are either really scared of what I’ll ask to be done with
them or they have no problems telling us what they know,” remarked Susan.
“I agree. I shall choose on at random them. You.”
The dwarf stepped forward and was handed a glass of water with three drops of
the potion in it. He drank it down.
“I don’t like this… just a second before you question them.”
Susan stepped out of the room and activated her Detect Lies spell from her
bracelet, then went back in.
“Okay.”
“First, why did you try to kill Susan?”
“We were paid to,” said the dwarf.
“By whom?”
“After we were contracted to play cupids for Gilderoy a bag appeared in our
dressing room. Inside were five hundred Galleons, a picture of a girl, and a note. The
note said if we killed the girl while we were in the school, that much again would be
given to us.”
“And you had no problem accepting this task?”
“Do you know how bad the economy is right now? Especially if you’re a dwarf?
We agreed to dress up as cupids and deliver singing telegrams. That should show you
how desperate we are.”
“Yes, that does seem out of character for dwarves. Do you have the note still, by
any chance?”
“No chance. We burned it.”
“Of course you did.”
Albus thought for a moment. “How about the bag, or the picture?”
The dwarf shook his head. “Not even the original gold is left, we already traded it
for untainted coinage. Who knows what kind of spells were put on it, after all!”
“Seems you’re quite thorough.”
“Course! We’re dwarves!”
There was a general murmur of assent.
“Then I guess there’s nothing left we can do. I’ll be contacting your government
shortly.”
The dwarf nodded and went back with the group.
Later, the group stood in his office, Harry, Ron and Hermione looking around at
all the junk Albus had accumulated.

“Most of it came with the office,” he said, looking around himself. “It seemed to fit,
so I just left it. Who knows what half of it does? Anyway, to business. You all handled
yourselves very well down there, and I just wanted to congratulate you. It’s not many
second year students who would not only keep their cool, but manage to fight off a
platoon of dwarves. It seems the foundation Quirinus gave you, plus your own practice
has paid off.”
“It was Susan’s creatures that did most of the work,” said Harry.
“Perhaps. But you did your share. I did notice, however, that Ron could use a
little more practice with his aim.”
“Yes sir,” said Ron, looking down.
Albus laughed. “Now, now, none of that. Be proud! You didn’t run, you didn’t
panic, you calmly dealt with the situation you found yourselves in. I’m awarding you
each twenty points.”
“Thank you!” they all said.
“It worries me that Susan’s unknown assailant is still at large. It seems they are
searching for your weakness quite methodically. First it was directly against you, with
magic. When that didn’t work they tried older students and more magic. When that
didn’t work they tried physical attacks, with dwarves of all things. I shudder to think what
they’ll try next.”
“It worries me too, my friends could get caught in the crossfire. If someone has a
problem with me they should just come out and say it. Stop hiding behind others to do
their work for them.”
“I agree. But this is our reality. How confident are you in your skills, if you were
being honest?”
“Setting aside my Overconfidence weakness? You saw how confident I was. My
latest spell, the Magical Ally works out great, and Sparkle learned the spell along with
me. So we can now summon up some pretty darn strong fighters in an instant if we
have to. I can make myself immune to magic with a word, plus my fireball attack I have
yet to show, if I really want to kill someone. My Elemental Burst will take out a group,
and with Acceleration going I’m like three people myself because I’m so fast. Plus
Sparkle watches my back, and has a completely different spell list than I do, further
adding to my survival chances. I’ve got my bases covered, I think.”
“I might sit down and think about what my weaknesses were though, just in case.
You can bet your unknown assailant is doing so right now.”
“I will.”
“Very well. That will be all, go to your classes.”
“Can I introduce them to Fawkes before I go? I bet even Ron has never seen a
real phoenix before.”
“Of course. I’ll let you know when the representative from the dwarven nation
arrives.”
“Thanks.”
Which he did, later that day. They all went down to the dungeon, where the
dwarves were eating.
“Caught them in the act, did you?” asked the dwarf.
“Yes. They attacked Susan here, and would have killed her, had she not fought

them off rather expertly.”
“Her?” He seemed surprised, looking her up… and up. . “You’re stronger than
you look, girl.”
“Thank you. I think.”
He looked at them, and they looked down, ashamed.
“Well, what do you want done with them?”
Susan did a double take. “Wow, dwarven justice moves fast!”
“Course! We’re dwarves!”
“Right. Seems I’ve heard that once before. What are the limits on what I can ask
for?”
“You can ask for their lives, but not the lives of their children or wives. A fine could
be levied, up to a percentage of their income per year for the next ten years. You can
have them rot in jail. You could ask-”
Susan held up a hand. “What if I had a job for them, and we called it even?”
“What sort of job?” asked one of the prisoners.
“There’s an underground maze I want to clean out and use as a secret base. It’s
full of traps, many of which I can describe, and some giant insects, which I can also
describe. I will provide transportation to and from the location, and food and water for
the duration. It won’t be fine dining, but it’s hearty. Because you’re dwarves!”
She waited a beat.
She didn’t get a laugh. In fact they even seemed slightly confused, like they didn’t
know what she was talking about. “Ahem. Anyway, I want the traps disarmed and the
creatures within herded out, not killed, if you can manage it. Again, I will provide for their
transportation. You just need to get them into a single room. You may keep any treasure
you find down there.” She was thinking about that weird statue and the moldy crates,
who knew what all was down there, really? And there may have been more secret
passages they didn’t find that held more treasure…
“There is at least one secret passage, which I will show you. If there are more I
would love to know about it. What else do you need to know?”
“How big is it?” one asked.
“If I were to start at a room, walk the maze only making only right turns and not
worrying about traps? I would say it would take me two hours to get back to my starting
point. It’s pretty big.”
“We get to keep the Galleons we already got?”
“Sure, but you failed in your task. If I was an evil wizard I would have you killed
for it. Disappearing for a while might be your best option.”
The dwarves nodded.
“How about this transportation you spoke of?”
“I’ll open a magical gateway between here and there you can walk out of any
time. It’ll go away when I’m asleep, so you’ll be stuck there every night. You’ll need
lanterns and whatnot.”
“We can see in the dark.”
“Okay. Well, camping stuff, anyway.”
“They’ll need to be guarded,” said the official dwarf. “They are dwarves, but we’ll

need to make sure they do the job.”
“The school will cover the expense, and provide any mining equipment or other
supplies the group requests to dig the traps out,” said Albus. “I recommend you take her
up on it, this seems quite fair.”
“Actually it seems a little too good!” one of the prisoners said. “We get to explore
an underground maze and look for treasure? The traps can’t be that dangerous!”
“I have no idea. I was Phased, that is, like a ghost when I was there last. I
noticed some things that seemed to be traps, but I couldn’t say what activated them or
what they exactly did. And while I saw a statue and some boxes, it could all be
worthless, so you might not find any actual treasure.”
“Doesn’t bother us,” said one. “As far as punishments go, we can handle it.
Treasure would be a nice bonus, but we shouldn’t get any sort of reward as this is
supposed to be a punishment.”
“So you’ll do it, then?”
“When you’re satisfied it’s clear, we get to leave? No other requirements?”
“I’ll forget the whole thing ever happened. But to be clear, there wasn’t much
down there-”
“Deal!” shouted all the dwarves.
“And there you have it,” said Susan. “Thank you for coming by,” she said to the
official.
“My pleasure. Naturally you’ll want them to start immediately?”
“Naturally. I’ll get together with the other people who were there and draw you up
a map of what we remember, and I’ll list out the bugs I saw. Oh, Headmaster, I already
cleared it with Rubeus, but I guess I should actually ask you. It’s okay if I release some
giant bugs into the forest behind the school, right?”
That reminds me, I promised to let him see them before they went into the forest.
I’ll have to show him where the portal is, so he can help if he wants.
“They will find they are among their own kind.”
“Great. I’ll be in touch, fellows.”
And that was how Susan turned her Disaster Strikes into her secret base, with no
more effort on her part.
Every morning she made the dwarves a sack full of Conjure Foodstuff and a
barrel of Elemental Conjure (Water) and set her Teleportal to face the forest so the
dwarves could drive the giant insects out into it. They took to the task with gusto, and
seemed to be fairly nice guys, now that they were not trying to kill her anymore.
Obviously she always had her Magical Ally hanging around (running off a new charm on
her bracelet) when she spoke to them, plus the guards the dwarven official had
assigned, but they gave no trouble. In fact after she remarked about giving part of it to
the Weasley twins they installed a separating door, complete with lock and key. She
talked to Ron about what they might like down there, and he said they were always
cooking up something at home. He told her about the kind of things they were always
buying, and Susan put her Resources: Money to good use stocking the place with
furniture, lighting, and things for magical experiments. Hermione actually provided the
lighting, she could make some nifty flames that never went out, just like the torches
around Hogwarts, and made a few of them per hallway. Susan was quite jealous of that

charm, given the massive XP cost she would have had to pay to do the same.
The Disaster Strikes was over, and all it cost the group was a vital clue as to the
nature of the diary. With no “cupids” wandering around Harry did not spill his bag, and
thus, did not get ink on the diary. Without the clue of the vanishing ink, he didn’t write in
it, and so it didn’t write back. It was now almost two months since he had been given it,
but was no closer to figuring it out.
Luckily for them, reality wanted to follow the same course, so there was bound to
be a break soon.

26
From the horse’s mouth
Time: Just after the secret base was finished
Place: Rubeus’ hut
“So when I saw your dragon fighting with those dwarves I knew you must have
been the one to send me Filbert, here,” said Rubeus. “So I knew I had to thank you
properly.” Filbert, having heard his name, perked up, but when no orders were
forthcoming he put his head back down.
Susan laughed. “You don’t have to thank me, I was happy to do it. And anyway, it
got me thinking about learning the spell for myself, and that really worked out well. So I
should be thanking you!”
“I guess we’ll both just thank each other, then. Those dwarves didn’t give you any
trouble after you beat them up, did they?”
“Not at all. I just hope they don’t turn up dead.”
“Someone talking about me? I always turn up dead,” said a voice. Both turned to
look and saw Myrtle floating through the wall. “Being a ghost and all.”
“Hi Myrtle!” said Susan. “You’re out pretty far. Do you know Rubeus?”
“I might have before, I don’t know. I was lonely so I came to find you. But Harry
said you were out here, so here I am.”
“Nice to see you expanding your horizons. Rubeus, this is Myrtle, a friend of
mine. She was helping me find the chamber of secrets, and instead found something
quite different.”
“You shouldn’t be poking around, looking for that chamber,” said Rubeus. “It’s
bad business.”
“If I don’t, who will? In any case, I’m not, Myrtle is. Or was, she said she didn’t
find anything. I figure it’s like the entrance to the Slytherin rooms- some kind of portkey.”
“Why should you be the one to do it? Wait, how do you know about the entrance
to the Slytherin rooms?”
“I know because I wanted to know, so I figured it out. As for why me, because I’m
the only person on earth that can become totally immune to magic, that’s why. So
whatever it is that’s petrifying these people won’t be able to turn me. Then I can take it
down, and remove the danger forever.”
Rubeus was skeptical. “You can really make yourself immune to magic?”
“Sure. I haven’t told anyone this, but I’ve been attacked more times in this school
than… well, than any one person should, really. This last time a whole bunch of older
kids came after me, and I broke their wands and left them outside for hours down by the
lake. Guess what? No attacks after that. Okay, a different kind of attack, but none like
that.”
“What?” said Rubeus. “You got attacked and didn’t report it? Then you broke a
bunch of kid’s wands, just like that?”
“Of course. They were trying to kill me at the time. I broke their wands so they
would have to turn themselves in, to explain why they needed new ones.”
Rubeus shook his head. “In my fifty years of working here I’ve never heard of
such things going-”
Susan sprang up like her seat was on fire. “What did you say?”

“In my fifty years-”
“I thought so. Stop right there. Myrtle was killed fifty years ago. The T.M Riddle
diary was from fifty years ago. Now I learn you’ve been working here exactly fifty years
as well? Once is an accident. Twice is coincidence. Three times is an enemy action. You
know something.”
“I really don’t though, that’s the thing.”
“Don’t make me cast Detect Lies on myself, Rubeus. Because I’ll do it. This
needs to be dealt with, and I’m the only one who can.”
Rubeus stared hard at her. “You’ve beaten a couple of life or death situations,
from what I’ve heard. Honestly I didn’t believe half the stuff I heard about you, but
now…” He fingered his ring. “But you’ve done so much for me, and then making me
Filbert here. You really think you can do something?”
Susan nodded.
“I guess I could trust you, but honestly I don’t know anything.”
“Tell me, and let me decide where it fits in.”
“Okay. Like I said, it was fifty years ago. I made a mistake, when I was a student
here. I took an egg from someone, a spider’s egg, and from it hatched a spider I named
Aragog.” He paused. “I think I mentioned this to you once before, didn’t I? When you
repaired my wand? Anyway, he grew pretty fast, and it was getting more and more
difficult to hide him, see? Then someone died, someone who is with us in this very
room.”
“Me?” squeaked Myrtle.
Rubeus nodded. “That’s when I got framed for it. Or rather, Aragog did, but I had
brought him, right? But he didn’t harm anyone, I kept him well fed. There would be no
reason for him to have hurt a student. But Tom Riddle, that’s your T.M Riddle, Susan, he
forced Aragog out into the open. I couldn’t prove it wasn’t him, so they expelled me.
That’s when my wand was broken, and when Albus took me on as groundskeeper. He
knew I was innocent.”
“Then, fifty years later I show up and mend your wand. But events repeated
themselves, and the chamber opened again. Why? After all this time?”
Rubeus shrugged. “I never knew how it was opened the first time.”
Susan got up and started pacing. “The house elf knew something was coming
this year. Something I promised to protect Harry from. We think he works for Lucius, as
that’s where we went when he left my house. His son proclaimed no knowledge when
we talked to him, but I should have had Detect Lies going at the time. Stupid Susan,
very stupid. And sloppy. Then the attacks started. First victim was a cat, outside Myrtle’s
bathroom. Myrtle died fifty years ago. Then there are two more attacks, and that voice
Harry hears. Harry can talk to snakes, can he also hear them if he can’t see them?
What snake lives fifty years? Could it be a decedent? Then this diary shows up, again
connected to Myrtle. But now we find it’s connected to you too, because he’s the one
that got you expelled. It’s like I have all the pieces in front of me but half of them are
turned over, so I can see their shape, but not how they fit into the picture! The diary is
blank, who keeps a blank diary around for 50 years? And don’t forget the connection to
Voldemort, as he’s in this somewhere too. If another piece of his soul really is floating
around, we haven’t seen it. Of course, we didn’t know until the end of Professor Quirrell,
either. This is really frustrating!”

“Can’t help you there,” said Rubeus. “Told you I wouldn’t be much help.”
“You’ve added another piece, and that’s something. Wait, let me guess- His
‘special service’ to the school? That was getting you thrown out, right?”
Rubeus nodded.
“Unbelievable.” She stopped pacing, and magical energies sprang up around her
as she envisioned the proper symbols. “Retrieval,” she said, and the “award” dropped
into her hands. She glared at it, then handed it to Rubeus.
“Break it,” she said. “Or I will. I won’t have this in the school anymore. Not now
that I know what it means. In fact I can’t believe it was kept here all this time, really.”
“How did you… You have no idea how long I’ve waited for this.” He took it, and
easily crushed it in his giant hands. “Wonder how long it’ll take Argus to find out it’s
gone,” he said, throwing it into his trash bin with a grin.
Susan grinned back. “So was Aragog killed?”
“Nah, he escaped. Lives in the forest now, and has tons of kids. You should visit
sometime!”
“I’ll take your word for it. At least now I know why Headmaster Dumbledore said
the giant insects would be ‘among their own kind’.”
“Yeah, plenty of weird stuff back there.”
A thought struck her. “Wait. Myrtle.”
“Yes?” said Myrtle.
“They must have checked for poison. That’s the way spiders eat, they inject you
with something that turns you into goo and they just slurp it up. Obviously they didn’t
just take the word of some kid, they checked the body over to see how she died?
Right?”
“I really don’t know.”
“But even if it was Aragog then, whatever it is now is paralyzing people. And
ghosts, after I so kindly chopped his head off, too! No spider could do that, even a really
big one. But you say Headmaster Dumbledore knew about all this? He knew the
chamber had been opened, and didn’t tell us? Honestly, what that man is thinking
sometimes makes me wonder.”
“You can’t pin all the blame on Albus, he wasn’t headmaster at the time. He was
just a professor. So he might not have been told anything, either.”
“Okay, that makes me feel a little better. He inherited this problem, then. Still, a
person killed by spider venom and a person killed by magical… whatever this thing is
would be two totally different things. To think they didn’t even look into it. I don’t suppose
you know, Myrtle?”
“I just sort of died. I don’t remember seeing any spider though, I can tell you that.”
“Well that’s something, at least. Tommy boy must have figured it out, we can too.
Either he left directions or someone else happened to figure it out recently. The timing
bothers me, though. Well, I won’t take any more of your time, Rubeus. Thanks for the
tea, and the conversation. If you think of anything else that might be helpful, let me
know.”
“I will.”
“Come on, you can escort me back to the dorms, Myrtle.”
“Okay!”

“So that’s what he said,” she told the others when they got together that evening.
“It’s more connected than I thought, all this chamber stuff. And while we aren’t any
closer to solving the whole thing, at least we know a little bit more about how Myrtle
died.”
“And we know it can kill. We’ve been lucky so far, it seems,” said Hermione.
“Yeah, that begs the question,” said Harry. “If it has the power to kill, why doesn’t
it?”
“It’s fifty years old, at least,” said Susan. “Maybe its power is weakening after all
this time.”
“Fifty years is nothing,” said Hermione. “Remember, the chamber was
supposedly built by Salazar when the castle was built. That’s a thousand years ago.”
“I’ll have to ask the Headmaster if wanded wizards can make magical constructs
like my Magical Ally. Rubeus’ ring could survive a thousand years, and if someone
picked it up again and slipped it on, boom. It would appear.”
“I doubt it, or more wizards would have them.”
“You’re probably right. Tell me Harry… no wait a second. Be right back.”
Susan left the room, then put Detect Lies on herself. She came back in. I don’t
know what Harry’s chances are of making the RESolve check against that spell, but why
take chances?
“As I was saying; You’ve been hanging onto that diary awhile, do you feel any
different?”
“No, just frustrated we can’t do anything about these attacks.”
Truth.
“You haven’t found yourself wandering around, wondering what happened?”
“No. Why are you-” He tossed the diary away from himself. “You think this might
be another piece of Voldemort?”
“You always were quick on the uptake. It’s possible, but not very likely. I mean the
ring I can understand, but this is a ratty old book.”
“Yeah, you’re right.” He retrieved it from the floor. “Well, I’m not possessed.”
Truth
You don’t think you are, anyway.
“Then you won’t mind me casting Exorcise on you, right?”
“Wouldn’t mind that at all.”
Susan did, and nothing happened, so she was satisfied.
“So now what?” asked Ron.
“Keep gathering clues, I guess? The book isn’t going to tell us anything, so it’s up
to our detective work at this point. Put the pieces together, people! That’s what my party
is for, not just to be a squishy meat shield.”
“Thanks for the imagery,” said Ron, getting up to leave.
“My pleasure!”
The group was now sitting in the Gryffindor common room, relaxing during their
Easter break. “So what are you going to take next year?” Ron asked Susan.
“That’s the trouble, you guys get options,” she complained.
“What do you mean?”

“Let’s look at the list, shall we? Starting from the bottom there’s Divination. I’m
guessing that’s just like potions for me. Worthless. Anyway, I have the True Question
spell if I want riddles about the future babbled at me. Care of Magical Creatures? Okay,
that I could possibly take but seriously, if I want to raise some magical creature I’ll just
look up how to care for that magical creature. Muggle Studies? Uh, hello? I hate that
word, and I am one in a certain sense. I could teach that class. I should, given the
questions your father asked me, Ron. That class is obviously somewhat lacking. So
we’re left with Arithmancy, which I hope is just math, and Study of Ancient Runes. I don’t
need to study Ancient Runes, I can just touch them, cast a spell, and read them
perfectly. So I guess math it is.”
“Oh.”
“You sound disappointed.”
“I just hoped we could all continue taking the same classes.”
“I’ll have to talk to Headmaster Dumbledore about it, honestly, to see what he
recommends. Maybe I’ll get something out of those other classes, who knows? But if
potions is any indication, probably not.”
It was later that day when Harry came running up to Susan, who was sitting next
to Hermione and reading.
“I… well, remember when I said the diary was safe with me?”
“You didn’t?!”
“It was stolen! My trunk had been ransacked and thrown everywhere, and that
was the only thing missing.”
“Come on. I doubt it’ll be any more enlightening than the first time, but we have to
try…”
Susan looked over Time Window and cast it inside Harry’s room. An invisible
force tore the room apart, and walked off with the book.
“Super. They took no chances, did they?”
“Can you find it again? It must be more important than we realized. I’m sorry, I
should have let you hold onto it.”
“Don’t sweat it,” said Susan, paging through her book. “I’ll have it found
momentarily.”
She started reading over Descry Object and made her checks to understand it.
She had to ask Sparkle for an Assist on her Magic Theory to understand a crucial point
(she got a 10 on her check, rather than the 11 she needed) but Sparkle clarified the
point, and for 30 turns Susan carefully envisioned the object. She figured her difficulty
wasn’t that high, it must still be in the castle.
When she finished the spell though (with a 17 on her check) she got thrown
across the room by magical backlash.
When she came to, Sparkle was looking down at her, concerned.
“I had to use Awaken,” she said. “So don’t move too much if you can avoid it.
How badly hurt are you?”
Susan put out a hand and her character sheet appeared. “Some non-lethal to the
head. What’s going on? Why am I here?”
“That’s a relief. Wait a second while I put Regeneration on you.”
Susan waited, the others looking on, concerned. Soon she was up and looking

around.
“What happened? How did I get knocked out?”
“You don’t remember? You tried to do a scrying spell on the diary.”
“Why would I do that? Is it missing?”
The others looked at each other.
“Don’t you remember? We were sitting in the Great Hall and Harry came running
in saying the diary had been stolen. You tried Time Window but the thief was invisible.
Then you tried Descry Object and got knocked back,” said Sparkle.
“I don’t remember that at all. I remember sitting down with Hermione a while ago.
Wild. You think I botched the spell?”
“When have you ever botched a spell? In any case you would have known and
been able to spend XP to retry it.”
“Good point. So what happened?”
“I only got an eight my on Magical Theory check. You figure it out.”
Susan sat and thought awhile, getting a 17 herself. “We know the book is magic.
But we never found out how magical it was. It could have some sort of anti-scrying
spells on it. You know how hesitant I’ve been to mix our magics together? This is what I
was afraid of happening.”
“You’re sure you’re okay?” asked Hermione.
“Thanks to Regeneration I’m totally fine. Don’t worry. But if the book really is
gone, it must have been more important than we thought!”
“I said that already,” said Harry.
“Oh, did you? Sorry. Hopefully I can say something new: What are we going to do
about it?”
“If your magic won’t work, there’s little we can do, apart from keeping our eyes
open for it. Do you remember me apologizing? I did, you know.”
“I’m sure you did. I’ve got a bad feeling about this.”
Susan’s “bad feeling” came true the next day, as Harry again heard the voice on
the way to Quidditch.
“Tell me you don’t hear that!” he exclaimed.
“It’s out again?” asked Susan. “And it wasn’t out when the diary was with uscrap, somehow that’s the piece of Voldemort’s soul, it has to be. It’s taken someone
over and using them to open the chamber.”
“You know what comes next- Someone’s going to be petrified again!” said
Hermione. “Or worse, if we aren’t so luckily this time. We have to do something.”
“I agree, but what?” said Susan. “I can deal with it, but you guys can’t.”
“Go and tell the headmaster,” said Hermione. “I’m going to the library, I don’t
have time to explain but I think I have the last piece of the puzzle. I’ll find you later!” She
took off up the stairs.
“At least let me cast Magic Immunity- oh shoot, she’s gone. Would it have killed
her to stick around another few segments for some spell casting?”
“I just hope it doesn’t kill her that she didn’t,” remarked Ron.
“Why can’t you cast the spell on us, then we all can deal with it?” asked Harry.
“It’s how the spell works. ‘the target is unable to use magical items’ and what do
wanded wizards use?”

“Magical items,” he replied sadly.
“Exactly, wands. I could still cast spells at it, but you couldn’t. Now come on, we
have to find the Headmaster. We’ll check his office!” On the way, Susan activated her
Magic Immunity charm, and hoped she wouldn’t be the only one to reach him.
The three pounded down to the office, where the Headmaster was descending
from to watch the match himself.
“It’s loose again,” panted Harry. “Whatever the creature is that’s in the chamber.
It’s out, I can hear it. We have to corner it and let Susan take it out, once and for all.”
“Slow down,” said Albus. “You can hear the creature? How?”
“Because I can talk to snakes? I don’t know. All I know is that every time there’s
been an attack, I’ve heard a voice saying it’s going to kill someone right beforehand.
That’s why I’m always the first there, I follow it!”
“And to think I was trying to protect you by not telling you more. Very well, I shall
cancel the match and get everyone inside. Let us hope we are not too late.”
But of course, they were. Two more students had fallen to the strange curse, and
Susan looked bitterly at the frozen form of Hermione.
“I will find this thing and destroy it,” she swore. “If I have to take this castle apart,
stone by stone, myself.”
“Oh Hermione, why didn’t you tell us? Why run off like that?” said Harry sadly.
“She ran off?” asked Albus.
“When I heard the voice, she said that she thought of something and to go get
you. She was on her way to the library.”
“Can you explain this?” Professor McGonagall asked, holding up a small mirror.
“It was found near them.”
“Not yet, but I intend to. Come with me. Path Tracer.” A green line, which only
Susan could see appeared from Hermione and she started following it back.
Albus and Minerva looked at each other, but silently followed Susan without
question. The line led her to the library, and to the exact places within Hermione had
gone. She had to weave around a bit because she had checked multiple shelves, but
she was led to a section on monsters where she looked around.
“We don’t know what book she looked at specifically. I would guess a book about
snakes or snake like monsters, if there is one here. I can cast Time Window, which I’m
really going to have to memorize if this keeps up, if I have to.”
“Let us look for a moment,” said Albus. “And perhaps we shall not need it. You
say she was here, right here?” He pointed.
“The line is tangled up most here, so she spent the most time here looking at one
side or the other.”
“Then let us see…” He looked over the shelves, finally selecting an old looking
book. Not that 95% of the books in the place didn’t look ancient, but you get the idea.
He paged through it.
“There seems to be a page missing,” he remarked, showing them. “Now what do
you make of that?”
“I’m guessing Voldemort got here first, and tore it out. Just in case someone got
any ideas and wanted to make sure they were right.”
“Voldemort? Perhaps you should start from the beginning.”

Susan looked around. “Not here. Your office?”
“Very well.”
They went to the headmaster’s office and sat down.
“So, from the beginning, what are the ten radical isotopes?” Susan joked.
“Sorry, what?” said Albus.
“I… I’m not sure why I said- The beginning was Harry and me getting a visit from
a house elf named Dobby…” Susan told the whole story, from what they thought the
message meant, to their new theory about the diary.
“So you believe there’s another piece of Voldemort out there, and you didn’t
immediately come and inform me?”
“We don’t have any proof of anything, just theory. And honestly, you haven’t been
very forthcoming with us. How many hours have I spent in here Imbuing stuff? And not
once did you say ‘oh yeah, fifty years ago this very same thing happened’ or ‘Gee,
wonder if Rubeus has anything he would like to tell us after all these years.’ No, you just
kept it to yourself. I had to learn all of this from a ghost, and an old book, and random
chance. So I think we can both take our share of the blame for those people down in the
hospital, can’t we?”
“I suppose you’re right. I should be old enough to know better. In order to protect
you I put others at risk, and now this is the result. It’s just hard to trust your magic, when
it’s so different from ours. But perhaps that will be our saving grace.”
“That’s what I’ve been saying all along,” grumbled Susan.
“Forgive me. But even knowing what the creature in the chamber is doesn’t allow
us to find it, does it? Either the chamber or the creature.”
“You know what it is?” asked Harry.
“Yes, I do. It is a basilisk, which is why you can understand it, Harry. It is a
magical snake, many times bigger than any you have seen, and it can kill with a look.
Can you find it with this description?”
Susan shook her head. “Not with my magic. Descry Creature needs me to
envision the creature in my mind. Even if I saw a picture of what one looked like, I have
never seen this specific one. So that’s out. Destination is also out, because while I know
there’s a “chamber of secrets” the actual destination is not known to me. If I already
knew where it was the spell could show me the quickest way to get there from where I
was. But as I don’t know where it is, that won’t work.”
Albus thought for a moment. “I suppose we could tear the school apart for this
diary, but given that it has already been given up and retrieved, you can bet it won’t be
easy to find.”
“We have to do something!” insisted Susan.
“I have some new policies to write up, and I’m afraid teachers and students alike
are not going to find them easy to live with. You had better head back to your dorms,
there will be an announcement soon.”
As professor Flitwick read out the new rules, Susan inwardly groaned. The
Headmaster was right, nobody was going to like these rules. Honestly, what was the
point of being escorted to the bathroom? It’s not like a teacher was any less vulnerable
to this creature, were they? Better to allow them to make their way there alone,

blindfolded. At least then it wouldn’t be two bodies that were found, just one.
Surrounded by the others, the place still felt empty without Hermione by her side,
and many had come to her and expressed their sympathies. There might have been a
little fear there, too, everyone had seen or heard about the dwarf attack. They knew
what she could do if she got angry, so no one wanted to be a suspect in her eyes.
Susan was too busy keeping an eye out for an old diary to really notice though.
She was idling flipping through her spellbook, looking for anything she might
have missed that would help, when a silver phoenix swooped into the room.
I keep forgetting to ask about that spell.
“Susan, when you hear this, immediately take Rubeus off the property. It’s
Azkaban for him otherwise, I fear. I would ask you not be found in his hut, but I doubt
you’ll listen. Events will play out there tonight if you’re interested.”
She jumped up, slid her book of magic under her covers (not wanting to even
take the time to cast Pocket Dimension) and opened a Teleportal into Rubeus’ hut.
“What in the world?” he asked, as a hole opened near one of his walls.
“Quick, come through. You too Fang, come on boy! We have to get you off
property, I just got a message from the Headmaster.”
“What is this?” Rubeus was carefully poking his finger through the portal.
“Come on, I’ll explain everything later. You have to trust me!” He started to put a
leg through. “Wand! Do you have your wand?”
“Got it right here. Never without it now. Through the hole, Filbert, that’s a good
dragon.” He squeezed through and was standing in the dorm. “Is this your room? I took
one step and entered the castle?”
“Quiet, I have to think. Where to put you that’s off school grounds… The base is
a little small for someone your size. The Burrows, of course!” Susan started casting
again, and another hole opened, showing Ron’s house.
“Quick, get through! Tell Mr. and Mrs. Weasley I sent you to hide out. They’ll trust
you, no one that means them harm can enter the house, I made sure of that. I’ll come
by later tonight and explain. Go! Go! Go!”
Rubeus was looking back and forth between the two portals. “I’ve never seen
magic like this before.”
“Will you just get through there?” She startled trying to push him. “The
Headmaster said ‘immediately’ you know?”
“Okay, okay, no need to shove. But you better come and explain all this…” He
stepped through, and his two animals went with him.
“Great, see you soon!” She closed the hole and that scene winked out, then she
and Sparkle stepped through the other hole into the hut. Susan sat down to wait.
She didn’t have long, as there was a knock at the door.
She opened it, and both parties gave a surprised “You?!” when they saw who
was standing there.
She pulled Ron and Harry inside, gave a look around, and closed the door.
“Where’s Rubeus?” asked Harry.
“I got a message from Albus, take him off property. He’s knocking on the door to
your house at this very moment, Ron. I hope your parents don’t mind, but it’s the only
magical place that’s safe I could think of.”

“Nah, they know him. They’ll be a bit surprised to see him turn up like that
though. What’s going on?”
“We’re going to see. Something is going down tonight, but I don’t know what.
What are you doing here?”
“Thought we would ask him for the story first hand. Maybe he would remember
something else useful, you know?” answered Harry.
There was another knock at the door.
“Quick, under the cloak! I don’t mind being found here, but you might not want to
be. And in case something happens, you’re the only people left to deal with it.”
The two flung the cloak over themselves and Susan touched her charm bracelet.
“Immunity,” she intoned.
Never hurts to be too careful, right?
She opened the door and stepped back, and was unsurprised to see Albus come
in, looking around. The other figure she vaguely recognized, having seen him only once
before.
“Ah, Susan,” he said. “I didn’t expect to see you here. Cornelius Fudge, Minister
of Magic.”
“Ah yes, you were there when I cured the Longbottoms. I remember.”
“You disappeared quite suddenly after that, we didn’t get a chance to talk. Then
Albus refused to let me talk to you for some reason.”
“I’m sure those reasons were good ones.”
“Yes, quite. I thought students weren’t allowed to run around castle grounds
unescorted, Albus?”
His eyes twinkled. “I doubt very much she ‘ran around’ as you put it. She came
here directly, unless I miss my guess.”
“Came direct- never mind. Where is Rubeus?”
“You wish to question him? Were the last fifty years not enough time to get
around to it, then?”
“No, I’m here to take him in. For his own safety, yes, that’s it.”
“Thinking about his safety is admirable. What about the safety of every student
and teacher in Hogwarts? Are you concerned for their safety?”
“Of course, that’s why he has to leave!”
Susan put on a quizzical look and looked past him. “Did you bring a small force
of wizards that’s outside, invisibly awaiting your orders to attack?”
“Why would I need something like that?”
She looked at him for a moment. “So let me understand this. You, the Minister
himself, came here- alone, mind you, to bring in Rubeus. Obviously you expected him to
go quietly. You expected this because you know, in your heart, that he is innocent. If you
had any doubt, even the smallest inkling that he would snap your neck like a twig should
you try to drag him off to prison you would have stayed far away. How am I doing so
far?”
Cornelius looked away.
“Petty good then? Okay. And what do we call the activities designed not to solve
a problem, but for politicians to point to and say ‘See? See all the things we’re doing to
keep you safe’? Two words: Security. Theatre.”

“In other words, politics,” said Albus.
Cornelius sputtered a moment. “I demand to see Rubeus!”
“I’m afraid he’s on vacation, at the moment,” said Albus.
“Vacation?!”
“Indeed. He’s been working so hard these past few months, I thought it was time
he took a break. Susan here took him off the school grounds just this evening.”
Susan smiled. “Exactly right. He’s beyond our reach now, I’m afraid. Won’t be
back for, oh, quite some time, I should say.”
“You arranged this somehow!”
“I?” Albus put on an air of innocence. “You were with me from the moment you
arrived.”
“You stepped into the other room for a moment to ‘get something’.”
Before Albus could respond, there was another knock at the door.
“More visitors!” said Susan. “What a popular guy this Rubeus is tonight! Come in,
come in, there’s plenty of room! Can I offer you wine? Sparkle doesn’t drink because
she’s a cat, but I wouldn’t mind a glass!”
Then she saw who was at the door, and for the second time that hour two people
exclaimed “You!” though this time quite a bit more angrily.
As though by reflex, Lucius started to draw his wand from his cane, but saw that
the Minister was there, and shoved it back down again.
“Is there something I should know about?” asked Cornelius, his eyes darting
between the two. The temperature around them dropped, but the sparks in both sets of
eyes could have burned the hut to the ground, if they had been real.
“It’s nothing,” said Lucius, breaking off the staring contest. “I’ll deal with her later.”
“Bring it on,” said Susan, folding her arms across her chest. “I’m not afraid of you
or your dwarves. Who are, incidentally, my dwarves now, given they would probably be
quite reluctant to fight me again for any amount of gold.”
There was a second of panic, quickly masked. “I don’t know what you’re talking
about. Anyway, I’ve come about Albus.” He handed the Headmaster a scroll.
“And what might this be?” he asked, unrolling it.
“As you can see, it’s an Order of Suspension. All twelve of the governors have
signed it. I suppose they feel you haven’t done enough to protect the school, and who
can blame them? So many attacks…”
“Wait a second,” said Cornelius, “That seems a bit drastic, Lucius. I’m sure with
the new precautions they’ve put in place-”
“My dear Minister, this is a matter for the governors, as you know. Perhaps soon
we will find someone to appoint that will do a better job of running things.”
“Politics?” asked Susan.
“Politics,” replied Albus sadly. “And this I cannot ignore. I will step down and leave
the premises, as they demand.” He turned. “It seems to me, Susan, that I must leave
this in your hands now, where apparently it has been, all along. You have all the pieces,
and you have the right friends. You need only to ask the right questions now.”
“You seriously are leaving this in the hands of a child?” Lucius exclaimed. “You
are further gone than I thought.”
“You underestimate her at your peril,” said Albus, moving past him out the door.
“She could have taken those dwarves herself, you know. She let her friends help to let

them feel useful.”
“What is this about dwarves?” said Lucius, hurrying to catch up to him.
Susan and Cornelius were left staring at each other.
“Is it true, some of the things I’ve heard about you?”
“What have you heard?”
“Fighting off dwarves? Beating Professor Quirrell last year in a duel? Somehow
surviving a killing curse before even setting foot in the castle? Your cat can talk? You’re
some kind of reincarnation?”
“You don’t know the half of it.”
“I see. I should go.”
“Farewell, Minister. I’m sure we’ll see each other again. I’m sorry you weren’t
able to take Rubeus in, but you still have the news of the Headmaster departing to fill
your theater with, right?”
“Yes, about that. I am sorry, I didn’t know. It wasn’t my intent to call him into
question.”
“I understand. Don’t worry, hopefully this whole situation will be resolved soon.”
“You really think you can solve it, don’t you?”
“Minister, I think I’m the only person who can.” Cornelius looked troubled, but at
the fact that she thought that was true, or that she said it with such conviction, he
probably wasn’t sure.
“Good night.”
With the door closed, the two came out from the cloak.
“Now what?” asked Ron.
“He said we had everything we needed. We just had to ask the right question. He
also implied one of my friends knew the answer. But we’ve talked about it, gone over it,
again and again. Well, think about it some more, you two. I’ll go see if Myrtle knows
anything else in the morning, I guess, but I don’t know.”
Susan opened a Teleportal back to the castle, and a moment later Rubeus’ hut
was empty.

27
The Chamber Opens
Time: The next day
Place: The Great Hall
Everyone was buzzing about the fact that Albus was gone, and that Rubeus was
nowhere to be found. News about the Headmaster had been published in the paper, but
speculation was rampant about Rubeus.
“He’s safe,” Susan replied, when asked. “They were going to take him to
Azkaban, so I hid him away.”
“How did you know?” was usually the next question.
“A little birdie told me,” is all she would say about it.
Ron was getting worried he hadn’t seen Ginny at all that morning, and at Harry’s
insistence went and asked about her. No teacher knew where she was either, and so
search parties were sent out, in pairs, to look around the school. What they found was
another line, added to the original taunt seen outside Myrtle’s bathroom. It now read
this:
Twice have I been defeated by children.
This time a child shall be my salvation.
My revenge is loosed from the chamber.
Now that child is mine, body and soul.
“Oh crap!” said Susan. “It was Ginny all along?”
“You don’t mean-” said Ron.
“It all fits. We were so stupid before. That’s the missing piece- where did the diary
come from? Dobby knew what was coming, he heard it from his master, Lucius. Lucius
who had the book and slipped it to Ginny when they met in the bookshop. That’s why it
didn’t try to take you over, Harry, it was already taking over Ginny! She must have tried
to get it to me, but I failed her, and she was compelled to take it back. Now with the
Headmaster gone Voldemort doesn’t feel he needs to sneak around anymore, and has
made her go into the chamber to finish sucking away her life energy. We have to get
into that chamber, she might not have much time left.”
“But how?” asked Harry. “It’s all well and good for Albus to say we’ve got all the
pieces, but we still don’t know how to get into the place.”
“It all revolves around Myrtle somehow. She’s a friend, she was there when it was
opened the… first… time.” Susan trailed off. “What if she was there because that’s
where the entrance is? All this time I just thought she was picked because she was
alone, and no one would miss her, giving the heir time to get away. But what if she was
there when it was opened?”
“You really think the entrance is inside a girl’s bathroom?” asked Ron.
“Why not? What better hiding place could there be?”
“We’d better check it out then.”
“Let’s go.”
They spoke to Professor McGonagall, telling them the Headmaster charged her

with dealing with the situation before he left, and she nodded. “He informed me some
time ago that if there was a time you felt you needed to act, that I should let you. I will
tell you the same thing I told him. I think it’s incredibly foolish for you all to rush into
danger like this. Even if it is to save your sister.”
“We’ll be fine,” said Susan. “Count on it.”
“Good luck.”
None of them saw Gilderoy sneaking behind them, watching their every move.
Susan and the others prepared themselves, then went into Myrtle’s bathroom to
talk. Sparkle had on a new collar, from which dangled two flat pieces of stone. After the
whole dwarf thing, Susan had experimented with Spell Symbol and realized she didn’t
have to be the one putting the spell into the symbol. She could cast and maintain it, then
Sparkle could put a spell in, and later activate it. So her Magical Ally now rode in the
symbol, meaning she wouldn’t have to take the −3 to maintain it. And Susan’s Magic
Immunity rode right next to it, targeting Sparkle. So both could have both spells going,
and not be at penalties. Ron was carrying Felton’s Blade, just in case the creature was
resistant to magic and they needed a physical weapon. Getting past that whole paralyze
with a look thing was going to be tricky, but the plan was for Susan and her Allies to
occupy its attention while the others attacked it from the back with spells and edged
objects. Susan trusted her Augment Skill on the blade more than she trusted Ron’s spell
casting ability, though she would never say that to him.
“What’s all this?” asked Myrtle, when they all entered the bathroom.
“We think we know where it is,” Susan answered. “How well did you search the
castle?”
“Very well, if I say so myself. I was very methodical about it.”
“But I bet you didn’t think to check this room, that you had spent so much time
in.”
“Here? Well, no, not really.”
“Take us through that night you died, if that’s okay. What happened?”
“As far as I can remember I was here,” she said, drifting over to a stall. “I
remember someone coming into the room, and hissing of all things. It sounded like a
boy, so I opened the door to tell him to go away, and then it was over for me.”
“So you looked this way?” Harry said, staring out of the stall.
“It was more nearer the sink, I guess? That part isn’t clear.”
The five crowded around it, looking for any clues. “Why not just speak snake in
the room?” suggested Susan. “Something should respond, right?”
“I’ve only done it unconsciously, though. I didn’t even know I was speaking
snake.”
“Close your eyes,” she said to Harry.
“What?”
“Just do it. Close them. Okay, imagine you’re back when Draco summoned that
snake. It’s before you now. You have to tell it to open the chamber. See the snake in
your mind, hear what it’s saying to you.”
Harry hissed something, and the others smiled grimly as the chamber of secrets
finally revealed itself to them.
“It really was here the whole time?” asked Myrtle. “I can’t believe it!”

“We’ve all been a bit blind,” said Susan. “Don’t worry about it.”
“But how did Ginny get past Myrtle to open it all those times?” asked Ron,
looking down into the pipe.
“I was out looking for the chamber a lot. Or talking with Susan. Or just exploring. I
had never done that, you know, but I wanted things to talk to Susan about so I started
looking.”
“It’s okay, honestly. Better you be away than here and get petrified like poor Nick,
right?”
“I guess.”
“All right, let’s go. We’ll activate Ally and then Immunity as soon as we get down
there. Remember, Sparkle will be your eyes. Listen to her, and keep yours closed. I’ll
keep it away from you. Ron, if you can get Ginny and get out, do it. Don’t look back.
We’ll probably be seeing our good friend Voldi so expect weirdness.”
“Armor of Magic,” Sparkle cast on Harry and Ron. “Acceleration,” she cast on
everyone.
“Ready?” asked Susan.
The others nodded.
“Then let’s go.”
Down, down into the ground the four fell. No wonder she never found it, it’s not in
the castle at all, is it?
Finally the pipe leveled out and the four shot out of it, Susan and Sparkle not
opening their eyes until they were safely Immune to magic.
“Attack any large creature you see,” both said to their Magical Allies who went
into fighting mode, looking around.
“Looks safe for the moment,” said Susan. “But keep your eyes down.”
“Darksight” said Harry, while Ron lit up his wand with “Lumos.”
Moving further down the chamber they saw the cast off skin, getting an idea
about the size of their opponent. Ron cast “Engorgio” on both Allies so they would at
least have a chance, and moved on. They moved on, past the skin, and came to
another door, this one surrounded by snakes.
Harry looked resolved, and the others nodded to him. He hissed something, and
the door opened, spilling a cold, white light across them. They stepped forward and
entered the chamber proper.
There was Ginny, lying on the ground as though dead. “Ginny!” shouted Ron,
forgetting not to look up. “Come on, wake up. We have to get out of here!”
“I thought you might turn up,” said a voice they all recognized. Ron raised the
sword, holding it over Ginny. Stepping out of the shadows came a familiar figure.
“Tom Riddle,” said Harry. “There’s pieces of you all over the place, isn’t there?”
“If my plans went as I anticipated, yes. You must be Harry and Susan, Ginny here
has told me all about you.”
“I expect she actually wrote in it, yes?” said Susan. Then to her dragon; “Watch
him, but don’t attack unless he does.”
“Quite the creature you have under your command,” Tom remarked. “And of

course you are correct. From what she told me, she wasn’t sure how it had gotten in
with her other books, but a diary is a diary, after all. Imagine her surprise when I wrote
back to her. Of course, she didn’t trust me at first, who would? But I’ve always managed
to charm those I needed to, and it wasn’t long before she told me everything.”
“Not everything. Or do you know what happens to other parts of you?”
“She told me what she could about Professor Quirrell. It sounded like something I
would do.”
“I bet. And this?” she gestured to Ginny. “Is taking the life of a defenseless girl
really your style?”
“If I get to live again, certainly. What is she ever going to do with her life?”
“I see. Well, it’s been a blast, but I’m afraid this conversation is over. Before you
go, let me say it will give me great pleasure to unravel you with my magic, one inch at a
time.”
“This conversation is over when I say it is!” Tom roared.
Susan ignored him and bent over Ginny. Magical symbols spun around her as
she was touched.
“What are you doing?” demanded Tom. Then he started hissing. “Exorcise,” cast
Susan, getting a 17, and energy swirled around Ginny and got sucked back into the
book that was laying nearby. The figure of Tom winked out like a candle flame, and
Susan gave a small smile. She looked over at Ron, who had his eyes tightly closed.
Oh shoot.
Susan spun around, and rearing up was a huge snake, deciding which of them to
strike.
“Ron,” said Susan quickly. “Grab Ginny and run directly to your left. The way is
clear, keep your head down. Leave the sword for Harry.”
“Got it,” said Ron, as Susan helped scooping up Ginny and put her over Ron’s
back. He dropped the sword and Susan kicked it over to Harry.
“Just to your left,” said Sparkle, and Harry reached down to grab it.
“Let’s dance,” she said the creature, looking it in the eyes. “Attack!” she shouted
to her dragon, rolling Initiative in her mind and pointing to the creature. The dragon leapt
forward.

The dragon decided to shoot fire as it ran toward the serpent and gave a mighty
Elemental Bolt which missed by inches as the snake dodged out of the way.
That thing’s pretty fast for such a huge creature.
Sparkle yelled to Harry, “Run straight ahead, I’ll tell you when to stop. Attack that
snake!” she yelled to her Ally. It also started moving towards the serpent.
“Elemental Bolt,” Susan cast, getting an 11 total and scoring. She had done a
called shot to the body as well, but the serpent, distracted by the dragon that was half
as tall as it was, and not turning to stone as the snake looked at, missed its dodge. Still,
it hardly seemed to notice.
This thing is going to divide damage by, like, five! thought Susan. This is going to
take forever!
The dragon had reached the snake and swiped at it, getting a 31 and hardly
scratching the thing. The lion took off running, its natural Acceleration serving it well, as

it seemed to blur from one place to the other.
Harry also took off running, trusting Sparkle to tell him when to stop. Sparkle ran
with him.
Susan, the dragon and the lion now attacked at once, all making called shots to
the serpent’s body with claws and fire. They bloodied it, but rather than dodge, it readied
to strike. It didn’t count on how fast the constructs were, and they struck again, putting
energy into STRength this time, for extra damage.
The serpent hissed in anger, and as the dragon struck yet again (a 2 active delay
will do that for ya!) the serpent struck down at it with fangs. They acted simultaneously,
so the dragon couldn’t dodge, not that it would, because it hadn’t been commanded to
dodge, only to attack. It took 7 damage to the body, hardly feeling it with its Tough
background and DTR 5 enhanced health levels. The serpent however felt his attack,
combined with the lion’s, which was another 14 damage. The serpent was still up and
fighting.
Go down already!
The serpent reared up to strike again, but by this time, Harry was finally behind it
and Sparkle shouted “You’re behind it. Strike to your right!”
I wonder… Susan willed her card 29, Wild, to be played on Harry as a Power
Overwhelming just to see if it would work. It did, and Harry cracked his eyes open and
struck out with the blade, adding all his energy into STRength. Susan also mentally
added her card 32, Damage Add to the mix. With a mighty shout, Harry cleaved into the
snake for a total of 45/5 or 9 damage, bringing the total damage the serpent had
sustained to 43, and that’ll pretty much kill anything, I don’t care what backgrounds you
have.
The serpent thrashed about, dying, and Susan had to dodge as the torn up body
fell forward. Sparkle felt herself roll a LUCk check, getting a 15, and threw in her Bonus
card, because hey, it seemed important.
The serpent, falling fast, struck the diary with a fang and pierced it straight
through. The dairy seemed to wail and thrash, pinned by the giant fang. Black smoke
billowed out, and magical energies could be felt swirling and dissipating. Soon it was
quiet, and the chamber went still.
“Are you all right?” Susan asked, her voice made odd by the sudden silence.
“I actually killed it!” said Harry, wondrously. “Wow, that took a lot out of me. I’ve
never felt as powerful as I did in that one instant!”
Should I tell him? Nah.
“Well done,” she said. “You really did it. You stopped the monster and no one will
ever have to worry about it again.”
“Indeed, bravo!” said a familiar voice. Gilderoy stepped out from the hallway,
giving a little clap. Before him were Ron and Ginny, who were still unconscious. “I would
never have believed it possible, but you actually did it.” He pointed his wand at them
again, and prodded them forward.
“What are you doing here?” asked Harry, thrusting the sword point at him from
across the room. “And where you were when the fighting was going on?”
“Holding Ginny and me hostage,” answered Ron.
“Seriously?” asked Susan. “You just stood there and watched while we fought

that thing off?”
“What did you expect me to do? Anyway, it looked like you had the situation in
hand.”
“What about all those books? You seemed rather brave when you were fighting
off werewolves and such single handedly. Why, you practically threw yourself into
combat with gusto, the way I read it.”
“My dear girl, no one person could have done all those things in my books.
Heavens, no. But one person could take the credit for doing them, now couldn’t they?”
“And so the truth comes out,” said Susan sadly. “You’re a fake, just as I
suspected.”
“Yes, you suspected me from the start. Now that I’ve seen you in action, I can
see why. You’ve got the touch, you’ve got the power. When all Hell was breaking loose
you were riding the eye of the storm.”
“So why tell us all this now? Feeling guilty now that you’ve seen real heroes in
action?”
“My dear,” he said, affronted. “Those things in my books actually happened, you
know. I had to track down the people who had done those things and get the story out of
them. Then I had to modify their memories to make sure they couldn’t blab. Then there
were books to write, signings to attend- it’s not easy being famous, you know.”
“I’ve never seen you do a spell properly. How can you do memory charms?”
All this time, Gilderoy had moving forward, and was now past Ron and Ginny. So
he didn’t see Ginny palming her wand and open one eye.
“Memory charms were the one thing I always excelled at, actually. As you’re
going to find out very shortly. Don’t worry, I won’t erase your whole memory. Just your
fight with this creature, so I can take the credit. Of course I’ll have to do Harry and Ron
as well, but that won’t be a problem.”
“You’ll regret it.”
“I don’t think so. I never have before. Obliviate!”
Susan stood there. Gilderoy looked at her, then peeked down at his wand.
“I said you’d be sorry,” said Susan, about to cast Thrust. However, another voice
rang out. “Obliviate!” As Gilderoy went down, Susan saw Ginny pointing her wand at
him. “I don’t remember much from being possessed,” she remarked, “but I do recall that
one, at least.”
Ron was smiling. “She came to fast, but decided to play at being unconscious,
just in case.” She climbed down. “Good thing she did.”
“He was going down, one way or the other. Thanks, Ginny.”
Ginny looked down. “I’m sorry about all the trouble. I put the book in a place I
thought you would find it, but then he made me go get it again. I was further gone then I
though, I guess.”
“Is it over, then?”
Susan walked over to the serpent, still pinning the diary down to the floor. “Yeah,
I think so. Stand back, I’m going serpent milking!”
“You’re doing what?” asked Ron.
“Getting the venom out. Headmaster Dumbledore said he tried everything on that
ring, but this venom seemed to work wonders on the book. Now maybe that’s just
because the book was just a book, but I’d be interested to see what happens if we drip

some on the ring.”
“If you think you can do it...” He didn’t sound convinced.
“Not yet!” said Susan, and started casting. First she made an iron barrel with
Creation to store the stuff in, then gave herself a better rating in the skill with Augment
Skill. It took some doing, but with a little help from her Assistant, Lubricate and some
more Creation she managed to rig up something suitable for the occasion. Moments
later she had a barrel full of venom and capped it off.
“See, nothing to it!” She looked at it for a moment, then did a Magic Sense on it.
It was magically active, so she figured it would stay potent without freezing and she
stuck it into her Pocket Dimension for safekeeping. Turning back towards the others she
saw them staring at her.
“What? Haven’t you ever seen a snake milked before?”
“Not one that big,” said Ron.
“Had to be done. I don’t think there would be much poison in just the fangs, so
breaking them off is no good.”
“Right.”
“Still, I should have some proof, at least. Get me a fang,” she said to her dragon,
who jumped up on the thing and ripped a fang off.
“Good boy!” Susan then grabbed up the book and threw it to Harry, who was
dragging the sword on the ground. He looked exhausted. As well he should have.
Meaning to spend all the energy you can and then having a card played on you so you
can literately spend all of it you possess will do that to you.
“You delivered the final blow, you should keep the book.”
He looked at it and grimaced. “At least until I can give it to the Headmaster,
anyway.”
“Before we go,” said Ginny, pulling Susan’s arm. “I need to have a girl talk with
Susan here. No boys allowed!”
They went a little ways down the tunnel, leaving Ron and Harry scratching their
heads.
“I couldn’t bring myself to come to you directly, though I thought about it many
times,” said Ginny. “I just couldn’t get over my jealousy over you and Harry. But I’ll just
forget about Harry, you two are obviously made for each other. What other team could
have taken down that huge serpent?”
Susan laughed. “Is that why you avoided me while I was staying at Ron’s? You
thought I liked Harry?”
“You don’t?”
“As a friend, sure. I’m more interested in Hermione, though it’s probably Myrtle I’ll
end up with. I don’t think Hermione likes girls like I do, but I think Myrtle might, if she
isn’t just happy to have any friend at all and I’m projecting...”
Ginny stared at her. “Oh.”
“So help yourself. He’s a good guy, you could do worse.”
“Well in that case,” she said, grabbing Susan’s hand. “Let’s get out of this hole.”
“My thoughts exactly.”
“Hello!” said Gilderoy when they returned.
“Oh, you’re up and about?” asked Susan sourly.

“Shouldn’t I be?” He looked around. “What a weird place. Not what I would call
home. Who are you?”
“He can still talk,” said Ron. “Bash him in the head with the sword and let’s go.”
“Ron!” Harry was shocked.
“Kidding! Just kidding.”
Susan opened a Teleportal, and they stepped back into the bathroom, where
Myrtle lit up to see them come back. Even with all the energy she had lost casting all
those spells the last hour, she managed one more. A Phase, at Myrtle’s insistence, so
she could get a hug.

28
Leaving the Chamber Behind
Time: The next day
Place: Albus’ office
“You should start writing your own series of books,” said Albus, after listening to
the tale of the battle with the Basilisk. Minerva, Severus, Rubeus, the minister and the
Weasley family were all there. Somehow, despite Susan knowing exactly how big the
office was (she thought) they weren’t crowded in the least.
“Yeah, Ron’s Adventures Inside Hogwarts!” said Ron, making a rainbow shape
with his hand.
“Harry Potter and the Chamber of Secrets,” said Harry.
“Dobby’s Risk,” said Susan.
“What?!” exclaimed everyone.
“Think about it. Dobby learned the diary was coming to Hogwarts and tried to
warn us. But he’s bound, by magic, not to betray his master. Not only that, if Lucius ever
found out he could command Dobby to torture himself to death, over weeks, and Dobby
would have to comply. At worst, in the Chamber? I could have died. A bit of venom, a
second or two of terror, and it would have been over. Not so for poor Dobby. It is he who
is the real hero of this story. Because he took the biggest risk, and had the most to
lose.”
The others looked ashamed.
“But it was you who saved Ginny,” said Molly, still holding onto Ginny. “Killing that
awful serpent in the chamber. How could you, Albus? Sending children into danger like
that?”
“I have my reasons,” said Albus. “And I know you will not be satisfied with what I
can tell you, but this much I will say. Darker days than these are coming, I can feel it in
my bones. Harry- and Susan, must be ready for them.”
“Now, now, everything turned out well. And you’ve seen Susan’s magic, how
could they not have prevailed?” asked Arthur.
“And her magic shall prevail once again,” said Albus. “The cure for the petrified
people will be ready soon, but we have a petrified ghost to care for, as well.”
“I told you, my magic can’t help them…”
“Oh, but it can. You can touch ghosts. We will simply give you some of the cure,
which you can apply to the ghostly form of Sir Nicholas, curing him along with the
others.”
“Oh!” said Susan, realizing he was right. “Why didn’t I think of that?”
“Now, to your reward!” said Albus.
Susan began to raise her hands to protest.
Albus was faster, as though he knew what her reaction was going to be. He
raised a finger. “I know, you don’t want any credit-”
“You kidding?” asked Susan. “I want a huge banner put up in the great hall
proclaiming my heroic act, and a new holiday, “Susan Day,” and my face on a stamp,
and my own line of beauty products, and a fashion line-”
“All that you ask, and more.” Albus was grinning widely. “Perhaps I could find you
a publisher, get you that book deal you were talking about? Two, even. One for the

‘fictional’ version for the non-magical world, and one with the real story for ours. As
much as you would want told, I mean, unless you don’t mind the world learning about
your particular gifts at last, Sasan?”
“You wouldn’t dare do all that!” yelled Susan, stomping a foot.
Everyone laughed.
“But seriously,” said Albus, “I’m awarding two hundred points to Ron, Harry and
Susan, and one hundred to Hermione. You are all exempt from exams for this year, and
perhaps we can work out a schedule for you, Susan, for your studies next year that will
satisfy. I know you had some… concerns about it.”
“Now that I can live with. But I do have one request...”
“Yes?”
“Rubeus. I want tutors for him, should he so desire them. And whatever records
show he was expelled I want erased, and an official apology issued. He should
graduate if he wants. Not some honorary thing, but a real, honest to goodness ‘I
graduated from Hogwarts’ diploma. Taking the exams and everything. After suffering fifty
years in silence, the truth about the situation should be told.”
“I agree. I’ll see to it, if that is your desire, Rubeus.”
“Of course, if I really do graduate, I’ll have to demand a pay raise,” he said,
almost to himself. He stroked his beard. “Higher education, and all that.”
Albus chuckled. “Very well. If you graduate.”
“I’ll do my best, Sir. Thank you, Susan.”
“It’s what you deserve.”
“Oh dear,” said Albus, as though the thought had just occurred to him. “Wasn’t
your wand broken when you were expelled, Rubeus? What will we do about that?”
“About that, sir…”
Albus waved a hand. “I’m sure you can take care of that later, if you have to.”
“Right.”
“Now, there are certain things I must discuss with the children, so I won’t keep
the rest of you. Mr. and Mrs. Weasley, please feel free to use my fireplace to return
home. If you wish Ginny to accompany you I won’t say a word, but she really should
finish the year with her friends.”
“Would you like to stay?” asked Molly.
Ginny nodded.
“Then we’ll see you at home in a few weeks.”
They went off to say their goodbyes and go home, and the Minister came over to
shake Susan’s hand.
“You’ve done the entire wizarding world a huge favor,” he said. “If there’s
anything we can do for you, just name it.”
“In that case, close Azkaban.”
His handshake stopped, and his hand went cold. “What did you just say?”
“I had it from a rather untrustworthy source last year, but I’ve looked into it since.
I realize the Dementor creatures scare you, and Azkaban is as much their prison as it is
for the poor souls you feed to them. But Dementors do not scare me. I will find a way to
destroy every last one of them, and then the walls of that place will come down. You can
do it your way, in the next several years, or mine, as soon as I leave this school. I have

another five years to perfect my magic, which is already considerable. Think about it,
and think hard. Because I lay every death at that place at your feet, and call due.”
Cornelius looked over at Albus, who nodded gravely. “I would take her seriously.
She seems to be quite passionate about it, one of the reasons I kept you two from
talking before this. I knew this is what she would have to say to you.”
“But she couldn’t, could she?” He seemed to remember his hand and snatched it
back.
“You have no idea the things I could do,” Susan said gravely.
“At least, uh, come to me before you do anything rash,” he said. “Perhaps we
could come to some agreement about the place.”
“I’ll warn you before I begin my assault, so that all innocent lives may be taken
from the place. At that time you can try to persuade me to call it off, but your argument
had better be a good one. I suggest starting work on it now.”
“She’s really-” Albus nodded to him. “Very well, I will.”
“Excellent!” said Susan brightly. “I’m glad we had this talk!”
“Yes. Glad.” He left in a daze.
Ginny and Rubeus left, leaving just Ron, Harry, and Susan.
“Now we come to the issue of the ring,” said Albus, bringing it out again. “This
venom seemed to work well on the book, but how can you be sure it will work on the
ring, as well?”
“I don’t,” she answered. “But it won’t hurt to try, will it?”
“I suppose not, I’ve tried many things myself.”
“Then everyone stand well back.”
First, Susan put on some dragonhide gloves and opened her Pocket Dimension.
She looked through and saw the barrel was intact, so carefully reached through and
grabbed it out. Setting it down, she worked off the lid, then let any drops of the stuff on
the underside drip off. She set it down on another piece of dragonhide and grabbed
Felton’s Blade.
“Can I ask exactly what you have in mind?” said Albus as she stood far away
from barrel.
“Certainly. This blade has been Fabricated so it regenerates itself. Normally it
wouldn’t even matter because only magical things could hurt it. But this venom is
magically active, I sensed that down in the chamber. I’m going to stick the sword in and
let it get a little dissolved. The blade will of course reform, so I’m hoping some venom
will get absorbed into the blade as it regenerates. Then we can safely swing it about
without venom splashing everywhere. I then chop the ring in half, destroying it, and the
piece of soul trapped inside.”
“You’re solidifying and weaponizing Basilisk venom?”
“That’s the plan.” Susan stuck the blade into the barrel, part way up, and it
started hissing and releasing a foul smelling cloud. “Oh yeah, that’s the stuff.”
She left it a moment, then pulled it free, venom dripping from it. She then
carefully inverted the blade, and started spinning it, so the drips traveled down the rest
of the blade towards the hilt, but didn’t shake off. It took some careful doing and some
energy put into MANipulation, but she pulled it off, and soon the blade was shining and
new looking again. However, now it had a spidery green pattern running throughout the

length. Susan carefully capped the barrel off and stuck it back in her Pocket Dimension,
then admired her handiwork.
“Not bad, not bad at all,” she remarked. “But will it blend?”
She walked over to the ring, and set it down in the floor. It began to vibrate, and a
piercing sound could be heard coming from it. “Oh, scared?” asked Susan, taking Aim
at the ring with the point of her sword. “You should be. You did things the wrong way,
and now I have to clean up your mistakes. But don’t worry, I’ll see at least that much of
what you wanted done.”
Putting energy into STRength she plunged the blade down, through the center of
the ring, and chopping it into two pieces. Again the magic flared around the object as
the soul inside dissipated, and was gone.
“Two down, some number not yet known to go,” she said, taking the gloves off.
She set the sword back on the shelf where it lived, and put the gloves down on Albus’
desk. “Any other impossible tasks you’d like done before lunch?” she joked.
“I must caution you,” said Albus, looking seriously at Susan. “If it truly was his
desire to see Azkaban destroyed, for its own sake, and not just to release the
Dementors themselves, you are starting upon the same path. Was it his research that
led him further and further down that path of darkness, as he sought to destroy them as
you claim to wish to? Or was that darkness inside him, and his words only a justification
to himself for the power he had in the end? Always keep that in mind, Susan. It is the
choices we make with the power we have that define us. There is one critical difference
between you and him- you get people to like you by doing good for them. Sometimes
without them even knowing. His way was manipulation and blackmail. Make sure the
one doesn’t become the other.”
Susan nodded. “I understand. You’re afraid I might become an even more terrible
Dark Lady than he was, given what my magic can do.”
“I admit the thought had crossed my mind, seeing you make demands of the
Minister like that.”
“I know how you feel. On my father’s world there were all kinds of wizards like
me. And cyborgs, and dragons and fairies and probably other stuff he never told my
mother about. But the point is they were equal- if someone went bad, there was
someone just as powerful on the side of good that could deal with them. Here, well, you
know. But I’m one of the good guys, just like my father. When I hear about a place like
Azkaban I think ‘what would my father do?’ It is his memory that drives me, and the
stories he left with my mother that inspire me. Saving whole worlds, putting right what
once went wrong. So please, don’t let it trouble you.”
“Very well. I hope, one day, that I do not have to remind you of those words you
have just spoken. Now, there’s a thing or two I would like to talk to Harry about, if you
don’t mind.”
“Of course! I’ll see you later, Harry. And thanks for the help down there. Knowing
you were at my side made it easier.”
And so Dobby was freed by Harry’s quick thinking after Susan left, and a week
later Susan helped chop up Mandrake. (Being immune to their cries made her ideal)
With Severus creating the potion and Susan administering it to Nick, all the victims of

the Basilisk were restored. It was discovered why they were not all killed outright, and
Susan did more poking around the site of the first attack, finally figuring out the crack in
the ceiling was where the eyes of the Basilisk had shone down, catching Mrs. Norris.
The words in the hall faded away, and everyone was glad to finally have normal life
back at the castle.
Well, everyone but Draco, who stared more hatefully at Susan when he saw her.
But she did have that three point Enemy weakness to worry about, didn’t she?

29
Hot Fun in the Summertime
Time: Two weeks into summer vacation
Place: Susan’s house
“I can’t believe they make us write essays over summer vacation!” complained
Harry, throwing down his quill. He was sitting at Susan’s desk, finishing up his essay on
Witch Burning Through the Ages. Susan had a Grade 0 Neptune spell going in the
room, enough to create a cool breeze and take the edge off the heat. Sparkle was
currently curled up in a box down in the basement, prowling around at night when it got
cooler.
“I can’t believe they still make us regurgitate information,” said Susan, saving her
essay with a keystroke. “The Socratic Method this is not.”
“The what? Never mind, my brain is too fried to care right now.”
“I mean, the entire essay could be written in two words: Because, magic. Essay
over. But no, we have to write a bunch of pages about things other wizards wrote about
wizards who survived burning hundreds of years ago.”
“I noticed you used your Research spell for most of it.”
“I thought our professor might like reading about someone other than Wendelin
for the millionth time. So I dug up some other names and places from there. I had to do
the same amount of research you did, it’s not like I cheated or anything.”
“That’s true, I admit. But isn’t printing it out with a computer going a little too far?”
“Why’s that? Nothing stops a wizard from picking up and using non-magical
means of doing something. If they want to tediously scratch out letters with a quill, not a
pen, mind you, a quill, that’s their prerogative. They’re only making their own lives
harder. Me? I prefer to use the best of both worlds, where appropriate.”
“I guess we’re the lucky ones, growing up in both. Getting to see the best but
mostly worst of everything.”
Susan turned to face him. “You’re being oddly grumpy today. It can’t just be the
homework that’s getting you down.”
“No, it’s my stupid Aunt that’s coming to visit soon. She’s worse than Senior, if
you can believe that.”
“I don’t believe it. That guy is like the king of anti-magic sentiments for the whole
world. And for no reason that I can discern, mind you. He still hasn’t let slip why he
hates magic so much?”
Harry shook his head. “But she’s not anti-magic, she’s just anti-Harry.”
“With your roguish good looks and charm? I don’t buy it.”
He smiled. “It’s true though. Thinks I should have gone straight away to an
orphanage rather than the Dursleys looking after me. For some reason whenever I’m
around she just can’t stop herself jabbing into me.”
“Like what?” said Susan, coming over to sit on the bed, nearer him.
“Oh, like I’m a product of bad breeding. My father was worthless. I’m too scrawny.
That I have no manners.”
“Is that all? She obviously hasn’t met me, then she would truly know what no
manners looks like!”
Harry chuckled. “Yeah. But for some reason she treats that lump Junior like he’s

the second coming of Elvis.”
“Ha! I’d like to see Junior slide into the Chamber of Secrets where certain death
awaits. I’d like to see him defeat not one, but two pieces of Voldemort’s soul.”
“He wouldn’t even have fit into the pipe!” Harry said, laughing.
“He really wouldn’t!” said Susan, laughing along with him. She sobered. “You
can’t let her get to you. I mean you’re Harry Potter; you know your worth, even if she
doesn’t. You proved it hacking a giant snake in two, saving Ginny’s life. How many
others can say that?”
“Not many.”
“No, just one. You. And don’t you forget it, either. What has she done in her life
that compares, even remotely, to that?”
Harry just shook his head. He picked up his quill again and turned back his book,
but Susan continued staring at him.
“It does bring up a good point though,” she said after a moment.
“What?”
“Why didn’t they just get rid of you? I mean I’m glad they didn’t, we wouldn’t be
having this conversation if they had. But the fact remains, what incentive did they have
to keep you? It must have meant explaining magic to Senior, I doubt his wife did. She
hates magic as well, from what you’ve told me. No way did she include ‘by the way, my
sister is a witch’ when they were dating. Ugh, Senior dating, that’s a horrible mental
image.”
“I really have no idea. It wasn’t familial tendencies, that’s for sure.”
“Still, there must be some reason, and a powerful one. Have to ask the
Headmaster when we get back to school.”
“Yeah,” said Harry, troubled.
Twenty minutes later, Harry threw down his quill again. “It’s not that I mind
staying here, in the blistering heat,” he said. “I mean, Ron and his family deserved to
win that money. And spending it all on a vacation in Egypt? Why not? And Hermione
touring France? Brilliant! More power to her! But you would think, at the very least, one
of them would have said, ‘Hey, you have teleport magic. I’ll send you a picture of where
we’re staying, you should come tour with us for a day.’ But nooooo. Not so much as a
peep!”
“Okay, break time!” said Susan, sensing this was not going to end well. “Come
on, let’s take a walk.”
“Oh, all right.”
Susan told her mother she was taking a walk around the neighborhood, and the
two left.
“You think the ghosts get lonely during the summer?” Harry asked after a few
minutes of walking.
“Well, Myrtle said she would miss me. I told her she could come and haunt my
toilet over the summer, but she said she couldn’t go that far away from the castle. Which
you would think she should, really. There’s still a lot I don’t know about ghosts.”
“Wonder what professor Binns does? Just sort of fuzz out?”
“Maybe. His entire existence is now teaching that class. When it’s not in session

he probably isn’t even aware of the world.”
“Too bad.”
“I know. I’ve tried talking to him, but outside the context of history he just doesn’t
seem to care. I think because his death wasn’t violent, like the others, so he doesn’t
have the emotional imprint that the others do.”
“I have to admit I was kind of worried about Myrtle.”
“How so?”
“You called ghosts an ‘emotional imprint on the world’ right? What if you changed
those emotions too much? Made her happy instead of sad. Would she just fade away?”
“I think if it were that easy, there would be way less ghosts in the world. But I do
admit, Albus said not many wizards take an interest in studying ghosts, so maybe no
one knows.”
“There’s something I wouldn’t mind gathering data and writing a paper about.
What ghosts are.”
“You would think after all of recorded time there would have been some study of
them.”
“Couldn’t your Research magic help?”
Susan barked a laugh. “I wish. I would be researching faster than light travel and
the cure for cancer! You know what I got when I asked my spell for FTL research?”
“Can’t imagine.”
“A blank book, except for one line in the middle. It read: Keep going faster until
you can’t go any faster. Helpful, right?”
“So I guess it’s just a substitute for going to an actual library or reading websites
or whatever.”
“You got it. I can look up things others have written, but other than that, I’m on my
own.”
“Pity. Well, hello!” Out of nowhere a big black dog ran up to Harry and started
dancing about. “Now who are you then?”
“Hi boy!” said Susan, petting the dog. “Where did you come from?”
The dog kept trying to jump up and lick Harry’s face. “You’re a friendly one, aren’t
you?”
“No collar or tags, think he’s a stray?”
“Do you have a spell that could help?”
“Sparkle’s the one with Animal Speech. Still, if there’s no one in particular
watching…” She looked around. No one came running to collect the dog, and it seemed
apart from passing cars, no one was taking any particular notice of them. “Okay, I can
show you a new spell I asked my book for last week.” She started concentrating, and a
magic circle appeared around her. The dog seemed interested, trying to sniff it.
“Temporary Tool,” said Susan, and as the circle faded she was holding a collar and
leash, both milky white.
“Hey, neat, but don’t you already have Creation?”
“This is a little different,” said Susan, fitting the collar on the dog. He didn’t seem
to mind, and kept trying to lick her face. “This I have to maintain. Creation, which takes
me a full minute, gets me an object that’s real, like my sword. This is just solidified
magic I get to form into the shape of something. I thought it could come in handy when I
didn’t want to spend an entire minute casting but still needed some tool or in this case, a

leash! It only takes 5 turns rather than 15, so it’s way easier to pull off instantly with
energy.”
“Sort of a temporary Creation, huh?”
“Exactly. Come on Blackie, let’s see if we can’t find your owner, huh?”
“We’re home, mom!” Susan shouted, and her mother came into the living room.
“And we have a dog now?” she asked, looking at the dog, who was trying to sniff
her, the rugs, the furniture, etc. His tail was wagging frantically.
“It came running at us. I figured we would see if there were any missing animal
reports in the area.”
“Okay, but you’re the one telling Sparkle we have a dog in residence, not me.”
“Go get him some water Harry, I’ll hop on Craigslist.” She passed him the lead,
which he felt between his fingers.
“Weird material. Water- Got it.”
A few moments later Susan closed the browser window and opened her book of
magic. There was nothing since a month ago, so magic it was! She started scanning her
Descry spells, and read them over. She noted with interest that Object took only a
minute to perform but Creature took five, while Owner took a full ten!
That escalated quickly. Time for some Energetic Accumulation, as there is no
way I’m trying to cast a spell from writings while holding a dog for twenty minutes.
“Let’s take him out back, we have some rope around here, don’t we mom?” she
asked, coming down the stairs.
“What sort of adventurer are you? Don’t have 50ft of rope on your person at all
times?” Harry joked.
“I’ll see what I can come up with,” answered Stacy.
Susan made her Magic Scripture check to read over Descry Owner with a 14,
more than enough, but then only got an 8 on her Magic Theory to understand the spell.
Durr, me so stupid! Time to consult and roll a retry.
Susan went down to ask Sparkle’s opinion, and with her help and rerolling the
check, she got a 15, beating the DIF by 2. “Thanks!” She also got Accumulation cast on
her, and went back up to see what the spell told her.
“Get ready to note this down,” she told Harry, handing him a pencil and paper.
“You got it.”
She cast Descry Owner on the dog after building up energy for three actions, and
got a result.
“Owned by a Dennis Scott, 13.34 miles that way.” She pointed. “Dark hair, no
glasses, green eyes, late twenties?”
“We’ll need a ride.”
“And an actual address,” said Stacy, who was standing right there.
“That’s what we have the internet for,” said Susan. “I’ll be right back.”
She opened up a mapping website and turned on the satellite view. Okay, I was
facing this way, and I pointed that way. Zoom out. She got a ruler out of her desk. Okay,
that’s a mile, so thirteen of those would be right… here!

She told her mother the address, and they all piled in the car. A few minutes later,
a young boy was running out of the house shouting “Wookie! Wookie is back! Hurray!”
“I take it you know this dog?” asked Susan as the dog strained against the rope
to knock the boy over.
“He’s mine!” said the boy.
A woman came out of the house. “You actually found Wookie? He’s been missing
more than a month. Wherever did you find him?”
“He just sort of ran up to us.”
“Thank you so much. We didn’t think we would ever see him again. I didn’t want
to tell Mark he was dead, but it was starting to look that way.”
“You got lucky this time, I guess.”
“How did you know where to find me, though? I didn’t put my address in the lost
and found picture.”
“Would you believe magic?”
The woman smiled. “Well, however you did it, thank you. We’ve really missed
him around here.”
“My pleasure,” said Susan. “Now you stay with your family, okay Wookie?”
He barked.
“Good boy!”
“So, feeling better?” asked Susan on the way home.
“A bit. You know, I asked Rubeus once why wizards hid themselves, and he said
because everyone would want magical solutions to everything. But when you actually
do something for someone, and then tell them the truth that you used magic to do it,
they just pass it off. Would the worlds being together really be so bad?”
“If they had stayed together, probably not,” said Susan. “My father’s world had
always been together. But after this long it would take some fast talking to explain why
wizards weren’t preventing disasters or curing world hunger for so long.”
“I guess you’re right. It’s too bad, really. I mean, that was such a small thing, but
look how happy it made that kid. I wish we could do more.”
“Yup.”
A few days later was Harry’s birthday, where he received gifts from his friends
and the school forms. Susan got him a perfectly ordinary DVD player to hook up to the
TV she had repaired two years ago, and the complete set of the sci-fi series “Battlestar
Galactica”. She laughed and laughed at his reaction.
“You’re in the non-magical world now! Did you think you would get a magical gift?
It’s a great series, give you something to watch while your Aunt is over. Stupid ending
though, fair warning.”
Harry’s face fell, Senior had left earlier and would be retuning in moments.
“Senior said if I behaved myself he would sign my form.”
“Form?” asked Susan. She had yet to receive her Hogwarts letter for the year, as
hers could be delivered during the day like any normal person’s mail. Harry showed her.
“Well, there’s two ways to go about this,” Susan said, thinking. “The first is the
sneaky way. He must have his signature on something in the house. A check he’s going

to mail, or a contract or a bill he signed. We just trace it, and that’s that.”
“We couldn’t!”
“Why not? It’s not like the school is going to call up the Dursley’s and politely
inquire if you signed the form or not, are they? The second way, and the more fun way,
for me, is I go in there right now and bully Wife into signing it while Senior is away. Or I
just open a Teleportal while I’m there and Sparkle turns you into someone completely
different for the duration and no one’s the wiser. Up to you.”
“They could magically verify it somehow, or the paper could have some kind of
charm on it. I think just the Teleportal route is safest if he doesn’t keep his word.”
“You got it!”
It seemed Harry was doing well enough, venting his frustrations to Susan for the
week of Marge’s visit, but on the last day there was a knock on Susan’s door and he
was standing there, trunk in hand.
“What happened?” asked Susan, inviting him in.
“Accidental magic. She started talking about my parents and… well, she blew
up.”
“You exploded her wandlessly?” Susan was both horrified and fascinated. She
knew some magic could be done without a wand, but something of that magnitude- he
must have really been angry. He hadn’t lost control like that since his first year, when
they started taking Magical Theory class and learning how to avoid random magical
outburst like that.
“No, I mean she swelled up and started to float away.”
“Oh, so she’s not dead. Thank goodness for that.”
“I left though, so now I don’t know what I’m going to do.”
“We better get in contact with someone at the Ministry for a start. They’ll need to
send someone to put her right and modify their memory. Shoot, this is bad. Does
incidental magic show up to the underage charm, or whatever it is? If it was supposed
to they’ll be wondering why it didn’t trigger the alarm, which leads back to your Conceal
Magic I made for you a while back.”
“Which leads back to you,” Harry said sadly. “I’m sorry, it seems I’ve gotten us
both in hot water this time.”
“We’ll face it together,” said Susan. “What are they going to do, snap my wand?”
“No, but they might snap mine.”
“Good point. Here, let me have yours.”
“Why? What are you doing?”
“Just a precaution. Hand it over, come on.”
Harry did, and Susan opened her Pocket Dimension, shoving it in. Then she
pulled one of the wands she had taken from the bullies the year before and handed it to
Harry.
“There. If a wand gets snapped it won’t be yours. So you’re safe.”
“Good thinking, but where did you get a spare wand? This isn’t your fake one, is
it?”
“Nope, it’s real. It’ll work for you, but not as well as yours, as I understand it. Do
you want to hide out at the base? It’s been ready since the dwarf incident.”
Harry started to answer, but there was another knock on the door.

“Popular place today,” Susan said, going over to open it. “Minister!” said Susan
with surprise. “How lovely to see you! Please, come in!”
“Thank you, Susan.”
“Minister, may I introduce my mother, Stacy. Mom, this is the Minister of Magic,
Cornelius Fudge.”
“Pleased to meet you, Mr. Fudge,” said Stacy, taking his hand.
“Charmed,” said Cornelius. He turned to Harry. “And here’s the boy himself;
Harry Potter. Good to see you came straight here after the incident, I must say. We were
worried you might have just ran, or asked Susan to take you away somewhere. She’s
done it before, after all!” He forced a laugh.
“The Ministry moves fast,” Susan remarked.
“Yes, given the current situation… anyway, your Aunt is being put back to normal
and her memory will be modified to erase the entire incident. No harm done. Your
guardians are a bit upset, however. Though upset may be not strong enough a word.”
“I don’t suppose their memories could be modified as well?” Harry said hopefully.
“They could, yes. The event didn’t happen to them directly, they only saw it.
Given that they know about magic it would be harder to modify their memories than your
Aunt’s, who doesn’t know about magic. It’s all very technical and easy to get wrong. In
fact I think you know how it can go wrong, poor Gilderoy hasn’t recovered from Ginny
trying to erase his memory, after all. They’ve agreed to overlook the incident and allow
you back home, er, next year. As for the rest of the time until school begins, well, I have
a proposal for you.”
“Yes?”
“How would you like to stay at Diagon Alley for the duration? I believe there’s a
room for rent at the Leaky Cauldron.”
“I’d love to, but how expensive is it? My parent’s money was stolen by supporters
of Voldemort so I only have what the bank “loaned” me so I wouldn’t go blabbing the
theft to the entire world. I need to be careful and just use it for school things.”
“Really?” asked Cornelius. “I’m sorry to hear that. They haven’t caught the
culprits yet?”
“Not that they’ve told me.”
“Odd, usually they pride themselves on- no matter. I’ll pay for your stay
personally, how would that be?”
“Really?” Harry said, shocked.
“Least I can do. Now, how to get you there…”
“I can handle that much, I’ve been there,” said Susan. “I’ll take him directly.”
“Splendid! That’s taken care of then. I trust you’ll get him there safely tonight?” he
asked Susan.
She nodded. “We’ll leave immediately, unless Harry needs something else from
home he didn’t grab.” She indicated his trunk.
“I got everything.”
“Then I’ll be off! Good talking to you again, Susan, Harry. Nice to meet you Stacy.
You’ve raised a firecracker of a girl, let me tell you. Good night!”
And he was gone.
“How is it you know the Minister of Magic?” asked Stacy. “Isn’t that like having the

president on speed dial?”
“He showed up to watch when I cured some people of a magically induced
madness. The parents of a boy I go to school with named Neville Longbottom were
tortured for information during the war. I fixed them, because wanded magic couldn’t. I
met him again after kill- helping kill the basilisk earlier this year. That’s when I told him to
do something about the wizard prison or face me in five years when I did it for him.”
“You didn’t.”
“Oh, I did. You don’t know what that place is like, mom. Pray you never do. It
needs to be destroyed. Yesterday.”
“Uh. No wonder he called you that. Wait, did you say war?”
“I’ll explain it later, let’s get Harry taken care of now, okay?”
“Right. Still, why would the minister come here?”
“Good point,” said Harry. “Why did he come here? A flunky would have been
good enough. And did you notice- no punishment. Weird.”
“Yeah, that is weird. They went on and on about that first year, didn’t they? About
not using magic at home until you were of age, and what would happen if you did. Then
this happens, and he seemed more relieved to find you in one piece than angry you
broke the law.”
“Wait, you’ve been doing magic since you were little,” said Stacy.
“Oh, my magic doesn’t register to them. Only the type Harry does.”
“Which also begs the question, how did they know? Your Conceal Magic item
should have prevented it,” said Harry.
“Maybe they’re watching your house? That would be a creepy thought. I… don’t
know.” Susan and Harry looked at each other, worried.
“This is too much. Let’s just get Harry set,” said Stacy.
“Okay. Want to come see the magical world? It won’t be too busy at night, but
maybe that’s for the best.”
“I’m actually a little hurt you didn’t ask me before this.”
“I didn’t think you- oh. You’re thinking of dad, aren’t you?”
“A little.”
“I’m sorry, mom. Of course you would want to go see what this world’s magic is
like, after hearing his stories. I was selfish, wasn’t I, keeping you away from it.”
“It’s okay, honey. I would have asked earlier if I thought it was that important.”
“Still. Okay, then, to Diagonally!”
Harry gave her a dark look. Susan snorted. Stacy just looked confused. “Private
joke. I’ll just go tell Sparkle we’ll be back soon, and then one Teleportal coming up!”
After Harry got situated in room eleven and said good night, Susan took her
mother on a tour of the Alley. Even dark, with only a few witches and wizards wandering
about, Stacy was still entranced.
“I’ll bring you back here tomorrow when the place is really jumping and the shops
are open,” said Susan. “But at least you can see a little of what the wizard world is like.”
“Is this where you’ll go when you, well, leave home?” asked Stacy.
“Honestly I’m not sure what I’ll be doing, or where I’ll be. I’m only thirteen, mom.
I’ve already had job offers, so to speak, making magical items and working as a healer
from the school nurse. My magic can do so much, I have to decide where I can do the

most good. And like you saw, I can Teleportal back to see you any time. I could work
thousands of miles away and still have a house in my old neighborhood.”
“You do have years yet to decide. I have to admit, I wasn’t sure what to expect.”
“I know. It’s like stepping back in time, isn’t it? No telephone lines, no electric
lights, it’s all magic. They seem to ignore anything not directly magical, which I was just
remarking to Harry recently.”
“I think I heard part of that. Something about computers, right?”
“Yeah. They still use film cameras, and write with quills for Pete’s sake. I have to
wonder sometimes.”
“You really fly on broomsticks?” Stacy ran over to the broomstick shop, gawking
in through the window.
“I don’t. I rather sensibly have a Flight spell. But other magic users do, yes. It’s
sort of their version of the car, I guess?”
“Crazy.”
“Tell me about it. They don’t have a lot of personal spells. But they do put an
emphasis on potions, one would think they would brew up a flight potion. Oh well.”
And so Susan and her mother walked around and looked at the shopfronts.
Susan explained to her about the wizard war, and Voldemort. How he seemed to have
enchanted certain objects with pieces of his soul, and how dangerous they were. She
talked about the school, and the fun she had with her friends there, and about Myrtle
her ghost friend. By the time they were ready to go home, Stacy looked a little haunted
herself.
“It’s a lot to take in. Sorry I sprung this on you like this. It just sort of came to a
head, I guess.”
“That’s okay. You’ve just had so many adventures in your life already. I had no
idea that school was so dangerous.” She muttered, almost too low for Susan to hear.
“Or that you were.”
“Well, as long as no more pieces of Voldemort show up it should be fine. I mean,
what else could go wrong?”
Too bad it was so dark there, or Susan would have seen the wanted posters all
over the place. Posters featuring a screaming man with the name of Black.
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Getting to school
Time: The day before the train ride
Place: Diagon Alley
By the time two weeks had passed, Susan knew that Black had escaped prison,
as that was all anyone was talking about. She had visited Harry at the Alley where they
finished their homework (that which Susan hadn’t done via computer) and walked the
streets. She had taken her mother to see the place when it was “awake” and bought her
school books. Stacy had to laugh when Susan told her she was using the bank against
itself, turning 1 Galleon into 10 every month.
But finally, supplies packed into her Pocket Dimension, Susan and Sparkle
stepped through, not to return home for several months. There they met their other
friends, and they all told of their adventures over the summer.
“Scabbers didn’t take too well to Egypt though,” said Ron that afternoon when the
four met up. He pulled Scabbers from a pocket, and he was looking a bit droopy.
Susan looked him over. “He doesn’t seem hurt, so I don’t think Healing or
Regeneration will help. Huh, he’s missing a toe! Regeneration would fix that, right
enough. Rats only live a couple of years though, and not even Alleviation will fix old
age. I’m sorry, Ron.”
“That’s the oddest thing, Scabbers has been in the family for ages.”
“Really? Well, maybe magical creatures live longer. I was wondering if I should
start looking into Senescent Cessation for Sparkle, but she says she doesn’t feel old, so
I don’t know. She’s technically my Companion though, so as long as I’m alive, she
should be.”
“I think I’ll get someone who knows animals to check him over anyway.”
“I’m no expert, it’s a good idea. Hope it’s not serious.”
“Thanks.”
“We can go together,” said Hermione. “I want to get an owl this year, now that I
have some spending money.”
“Great! Let’s go!” said Susan.
The inside of the animal shop looked like the inside of the wand shop, just
jammed with animal cages rather than wands.
“I don’t get it,” said Susan to Harry, looking around. “Wizards can jam more space
into things like trunks to make the inside larger than the outside. So why are all these
buildings not done that way? Every wizard shop looks two sizes too small for what
they’re selling inside.”
“Maybe the overlapping space would mess things up?”
“Nah, they have trunks stacked together and they don’t get messed up.”
Harry shook his head. “I really have no idea.”
Ron was having Scabbers looked at when Sparkle cryptically said “Cat at twelve
o’clock” and a spitting, hissing, clawed furball dropped from the top of the stack of cages
onto the counter in front of Ron, and started trying to kill Scabbers. The rat wiggled out
of the saleswoman’s hands and lad scampered out the door, Ron running after him.

Harry followed them both.
“What’s that cat’s problem?” asked Susan.
“I have to admit something,” answered Sparkle. “I don’t really speak ‘cat.’ I think
it’s because I’m your Companion rather than an actual pet cat that happens to talk.
That’s why I picked up Animal Speech, truth to tell. So I’m as baffled as you are.”
“Huh. Did not know that,” said Susan.
“I wonder how much he is?” asked Hermione, breathlessly.
The witch at the counter perked up. “You want him? He’s been here ages- I
mean, he’s a great ratter, as you can see. Loyal, strong, a fine example of the feline
species. Let’s talk price.”
Methinks the lady doth protest too much, but it’s her money.
When the walked out with the cat Crookshanks, Hermione had actually talked the
shopkeeper into throwing in the rat tonic and getting a lower price than what Susan saw
on other cat’s cages.
Should have known she would have Negotiation, all the books she’s read.
“Did you find Scabbers okay?” asked Susan, seeing Ron coming back.
“Yeah, he was hiding- why is that thing with her?”
“She bought him,” Susan said.
“You didn’t try to talk her out of it?”
“Why would I do that? I have a cat, she now has a cat. Sure, I doubt
Crookshanks can talk or cast spells, but it didn’t cost her background points, either. She
got a good deal him, actually. I always wondered if I did...”
“I’m right here, you know.”
“Background points well spent.”
“That’s better.”
They both laughed.
“But think of poor Scabbers! He needs his rest, he’s old!”
“He certainly moved like he was young just a minute ago,” said Hermione. “Oh,
and here, your medicine for him.”
“Thanks. I’ll pay you back.”
“No need, she threw it in.”
“Wow, really? Thanks a lot, Hermione. You’re the best.”
“Naturally,” she said with a grin.
“Even if you have poor taste in animals…” he said quietly.
Heading back the bar, the four saw Mr. Weasley reading a paper.
“Man, this Black character is all you hear about nowadays,” said Harry, looking at
the front page.
“Harry! Good to see you again. How was your summer?”
“Involved, as usual. I spent part of it here, but you probably already know that.
How are you doing?”
“Fine, fine. Very busy because of this Black business, actually. They’ve got us off
all our regular cases trying to track him down.”
“He’s that dangerous?”
Arthur lowered his voice. “He’s said to be almost as Dark a wizard as You Know
You was. Tell me Susan, can your magic… find people?”

“Indeed it can,” Susan answered just as quietly. “And they’ve helpfully posted his
picture all over the place, so I can identify him for the spell. We could go somewhere
private and I could tell you where he was in less than half an hour.”
“Really?” he asked, perking up. He caught sight of his wife. “Later then.”
“Hello everyone,” said Molly, the rest of the family in tow. They all said hello and
got caught up for a while, then went in to dinner.
“How will we get to the station tomorrow, anyway?” asked Fred (or George).
“The ministry has offered to drive us, but I was just hoping Susan would see clear
to just Teleportal us all there.”
“That reminds me!” said Susan, snapping her fingers. “I have a present for you
two.” She looked at the twins. “We’re ahead of schedule. Those dwarves last year
cleaned out the maze for me, so it’s good to go. Even put a door in the middle, so half is
yours and half is mine. I just need to sit down with one of you and make you an item to
access it.”
“Seriously?” asked one of the twins. “You’re giving us half of your secret,
underground base?”
“Sure. What am I going to do with a mile of tunnels somewhere? It’s yours.”
“Thanks,” they said together.
“I’ve had it stocked with a few things. I can take you there after dinner, you can
poke around, see what else you might want down there.”
“It’s not dangerous anymore, is it?” asked Molly.
“The team I had knew what they were doing, and I asked the Headmaster to
check it over. All the weird giant bugs are gone out of it, and all the traps have been
disarmed. The secret doors are marked, for the moment, and it’s been quiet all these
months. It should be good to go.”
The twins were grinning like fools.
“Then I guess I don’t see the harm in it.”
“Anyway, back to the earlier question, it’ll be no trouble just to go to the school
directly if you’d rather.”
“Oh, but I want to ride the train!” said Ginny. “It’s part of the whole experience.”
Susan laughed. “I guess you’re right, it is. All opposed?” Everyone shook their
heads. “Motion passes, we’ll ride the train to Hogwarts!”
After dinner Susan took the twins down to the maze, and she pointed out all the
features. They were impressed, and talking about what they would use each room for.
“And you say you’ll make us an item to open our own Teleportal down here?”
“Technically it’ll function exactly like the spell, so you’ll be able to use it to get
wherever you want to go. Anywhere you’ve seen at least once, that is.”
“Why are you doing all this for us?”
Susan laughed. “What was it I told the Headmaster? Oh yeah, it’s easy to be
generous when you have an abundance. It doesn’t cost me anything but time, and I
know you guys needed a place to do magical experiments away from prying eyes.
That’s all.”
“We can’t thank you enough. Really.”
“Just put it to good use, okay?”

Later that night, Arthur knocked on Susan’s door and was let in.
“I was reviewing the spell,” she said, “I’ve already understood it, so I just have to
cast it. Do you have that paper still?”
He handed it over.
“Great. Let’s make some magic!”
Susan concentrated on the ten minute spell, layering the magic circles just so,
and looked over at the newspaper picture. “Descry Creature: Sirius Black, whose
likeness I have before me,” she said, completing the spell.
She paused.
“Well, that’s weird.”
“He’s not nearby, is he?” Arthur sounded panicked.
“Just the opposite. He doesn’t seem to… exist.”
“Come again?”
The magical circles around Susan faded, and she looked over at Sparkle. “I got
no result. The spell went off, and didn’t backfire, but I just got nothing. Any clues?”
Both made Magical Theory checks, getting a 13 total.
“He’s not hidden somehow, I don’t think. It wasn’t that I was pushing through
interference, it was like there was just nothing to find.”
“Shape-shift?” asked Sparkle.
“No, he’s still the same person if he was shape-shifted. I’m sorry, I just don’t know
what happened. As far as my magic is concerned, the man doesn’t exist.”
“Maybe he was caught and killed just recently, and we haven’t been told?”
“The spell does specify that it ‘identifies the individual’s soul and body’ so I
suppose if they were separated, it wouldn’t work.”
“Well, we can hope, right?”
“Yeah. Sorry I can’t be more help.”
“I’ll contact the ministry, see if they’ve got any news. Thanks for trying.”
“Of course.”
“What do you think?” Susan asked Sparkle when he was gone.
“Not sure what to think, but somehow I still have a bad feeling about it.”
The next morning Harry was trying to find a quiet moment to tell Susan and Ron
something, but kept getting interrupted. With ten minutes to go the group stepped
through the Teleportal onto the train platform. Susan had chosen a side hallway that
was free of people, as holes in the air appearing weren’t normal, even in the wizarding
world. Especially with all this Sirius hysteria going around, Susan didn’t want to take any
chances. But no one saw them, and they joined the throng as normal. Susan stifled a
laugh as they carried all their luggage onto the train, while she just walked, looking
around interestedly.
Pocket Dimension, how much do I love thee? Let me count the ways.
“Look after Harry, won’t you?” Molly said cryptically as she stepped up onto the
train.

“I always have, and I always will,” Susan answered.
“I know you will. Thank you. Have a good term.”
Harry got pulled aside by Arthur as the train was about to pull out of the station,
and it seemed rather serious from where she was standing.
What’s going on? They’re not acting right…
Finally the trained pulled away, and Harry just made it at the last second. They
found a compartment, empty apart from a sleeping man, and sat down in it.
“What was that all about?” Susan asked. “The Weasley’s have been acting a little
strange today, no offense Ginny.”
“No, they are,” said Ginny. “What’s up, Harry?”
Harry looked at her, then back at Susan. “Is she a party member now?”
Susan looked at her critically. “She did handle herself well down in the Chamber
last year. I’d go so far as to say yes, I think she’s proven herself. Welcome to Team
Susan, Ginny.”
She smiled. “Thanks. I think.”
“Don’t thank me. It comes with a lifetime supply of mortal danger, abject terror,
and the most amazing magic you’ve ever seen. Strap in.”
“As to what it’s about, apparently Mr. Weasley thinks I’m about to go looking for
Sirius. And get this, there’s going to be Dementors posted around the school grounds
this year.”
“From Azkaban? Perfect! The minister came through for me after all,” said Susan,
rubbing her hands together excitedly. She debated a short cackle, but decided against
it. She wasn’t that far gone. Yet.
Ginny looked at her like she was crazy. “Are you crazy?” she asked. “Do you
know what Demontors are? And what does the minister have to do with it?”
“Just from what I’ve read. I told Mr. Fudge in a few years I was going to attack
Azkaban and tear it down. Naturally I’m going to have to figure out how to kill these
Dementor things everyone seems to be terrified of, and he’s helpfully provided me some
to experiment on.” Susan grinned wildly.
“Is it too late to leave Team Susan?”
“You’ll get used to it,” said Ron.
“Used to it? She’s insane- she thinks she can tear Azkaban down by herself!”
“Yeah, she probably could.”
Ginny looked around the compartment, where everyone, even Hermione, was
nodding to her.
“Okay,” she said in small voice. “Go Team?”
Susan laughed. “Welcome aboard!”
“So why did he think you would go looking for Sirius?” Hermione asked.
“Don’t know. He was insistent I not do so. Maybe he thinks I have some kind of
hero complex? Like because I beat up the basilisk last year I think I’m invincible, or
something?”
“Humph. I’m insulted. I’m the one it’s more in character for to go looking for
trouble,” said Susan.
“That’s true enough,” remarked Ron.
“Maybe he knew your parents or something? We’ll have to look in the library, see
if they keep old newspapers around from the war. Maybe we can find out. If you want to,

I mean,” said Hermione.
“I’m probably better off not knowing. But last night I overheard them talking, and
they think he broke out of prison to try and come after me.”
“After you? Oh, because he was a Voldemort supporter.”
“Yup.”
“I do have to tell you all something though,” said Susan. “Last night I used Descry
Creature to try and find him. It didn’t work.”
They stared at her. “What exactly does that mean?” asked Harry, who had hardly
ever seen a spell of hers fail.
“I don’t know. I’ve only cast it the once before, when I was trying to find Professor
McGonagall. The spell didn’t fail, it just didn’t give me a result. So be careful, Harry. If he
really is coming for you, and my magic can’t find him… He’s something different, I’ll say
that much.”
The others sat in silence for a while, digesting this. Susan got bored and started
casting Repair on the adult who sitting next to them, asleep. She fixed up his robes
(which no longer looked so shabby) and his case (which no longer needed to be held
together with string) and wondered aloud who he could be. She of course saw the name
on his case, but that didn’t really tell her anything.
“Probably our next Defense teacher,” remarked Hermione. “Who else would be
on the train?”
“Good thinking!”
So they talked about going (or not) to the wizard village, and Harry explained
Susan’s plan to get him there.
“I suppose if you stay invisible,” Hermione said, “Even Sirius couldn’t find you if
he can’t see you.”
Draco also “stopped by” and remarked Susan’s “gang” was growing.
“How’s your father, by the way?” asked Harry. “After he lost his house elf, I hope
he can still keep his appointments and such. I hear that good help is really hard to find.”
“Oh, he’s got something special planned for you because of that whole- wait a
minute, that’s not a student.” He was looking at Remus at last.
“We think he’s the new Defense teacher,” said Harry. “Shall we wake him and
introduce you?”
“Forget it,” he said, leaving.
It was soon after that, when it was getting dark, that the train started to slow.
“Did we make good time this year, or what?” asked Ron. “I’m starving, and
looking forward to that feast!”
“No, something’s wrong,” said Hermione, looking at her watch. “We can’t be there
yet.”
“What then?”
As Ron started to answer all the lights went out on the train, plunging the group
into darkness.
“Darksight,” said Harry at once. “I’ll get my wand, just sit still a minute.” He
reached into his overhead bag and pulled it out. “Lumos.”

“You know,” said Susan, shaking out her bracelet. “You might want to keep that
closer at hand from now on? What with murderous felons out to kill you, and whatnot?”
“Oh yeah. Hey, something’s moving out there. I think people are getting on this
train.”
“Defensive positions,” commanded Susan. Always wanted to say that!
“We’re in a train car!” protested Ron.
“Then everyone behind me,” she said, getting up and going to the door.
“Immunity.” Magic shimmered around her.
“How about you all get behind me,” said a new voice. Remus was up at last, and
taking an interest.
Might be interesting to see what he can do. “Certainly, Professor Lupin.”
“How did you-”
He never got to finish. Cold started creeping into the car, and a black figure
glided to a halt by the door.
“What in the world?” asked Susan.
The door soundlessly slid open, and a bony hand was withdrawn back into the
folds of the thing’s cloak. It was floating, and seemed to have on robes that swayed in
an unseen wind. It had a sort of hood, and it was impossible to tell where the creature
ended and the robes began. The temperature continued to drop.
“Wraith!” shouted Susan. “Undead scum! Back unto death I Susan command
thee! Elemental Bolt (fire)!” A steam of fire shot out of Susan’s hand, striking it in the
called shot location, the body.
The creature didn’t even seem to notice.
“Uh…” Crap, if that didn’t even touch it, I have no other attack spells that will.
What, what about healing magic? If it’s undead, that should hurt it, right?
The creature seemed to take a deep breath, further dropping the temperature in
the room, and Susan heard someone go down behind her. Risking a glance she saw it
was Harry, who seemed to be having some kind of seizure. The wraith didn’t seem to be
attacking, just sensing, so Susan shouted “You’re on defense, Sparkle,” and turned
toward him. She took the full casting time (2.5 seconds) and knelt down next to him.
“Magic Immunity,” she cast, figuring the creature was doing something magical to him.
His eyes popped open again.
He won’t be able to use magic, but at least he’s not unconscious!
A lion appeared in the hallway, and Sparkle shouted to it, “Attack that wraith!” and
it slammed into the thing, but again, it handily seemed to notice. The lion started striking
out with its paws, a blur under Acceleration but that seem to have no affect either.
“What is that thing?” said Harry, looking up at it.
“I don’t know, but throw everything you’ve got at it!” shouted Susan. I’ll spend
max energy and do a called shot for damage this time, let’s see it shrug that off!
Everyone in the compartment raised their wands, and Susan raised her hand
again, magical symbols again flashing around it and lighting the darkness with angry red
light.
“Elemental-”
“That really won’t be necessary,” said Remus, putting a hard on her shoulder, and

holding his own wand out. “Go on, none of us are hiding Black under our cloaks. Move
on.”
The thing silently regarded him.
“Expecto Patronum,” said Remus, a silver light shooting from his wand. The
creature seemed to recoil back, and glided on down the hallway. The lion was still trying
to bite it, claw it, whatever, but the thing didn’t even seem to care.
“Call it off,” said Susan, and it disappeared. She stepped into the hallway and
crossed her arms. Looking angrily at it she remarked “Let me guess, that was a
Dementor?”
“Yes it was,” said Remus, sticking his head out. He looked from Susan to the
Dementor and back. “You don’t feel anything?”
“Should I?”
“How interesting.” He pulled his head back in, and Susan watched as the thing
checked several more cars, met another of its number going the other way, and then
glided off the train. The thing ignored her completely as it went past, and out the door
into the rainy night. Soon the lights were back on and the train slowly started to pull
forward again.
Susan went and sat down, finding the others eating chocolate that Remus had
obviously passed out. “Want some?” he asked.
Susan shook her head.
“It’ll help.”
“Help? With what? My seething anger at that creature from shrugging off both an
Elemental Bolt and acting like that Magical Ally wasn’t even there?”
“Susan, right?”
“In the flesh. Guess that effective Reputation background of mine as part of
Prodigy is paying off.”
“I see what Albus meant when he called you an ‘adventurer.’ I’ve never seen
anyone do that to a Dementor, let alone on their first meeting with one.”
“Do what? It didn’t work.”
“Fight.”
“Oh. Wait, what happened with you guys?”
“I felt…” Ron began, “Like I’d never be happy again. Ginny was shaking like
mad.”
In fact, Ginny was still shaking, and Hermione went over to her. “It’s okay,” she
said. “It’s gone.”
“I need to speak to the conductor. I’ll be back in a moment.” He left the car.
“So then why did it affect me so strongly?” asked Harry.
“I don’t know,” answered Susan. “I’m just glad Magic Immunity worked, and cut it
off. It’s a dark creature, I can tell you that. I did a Magic Sense on it as it went past me
again. It felt wrong. Like it was wound in the world. I didn’t like it.”
“So why weren’t you affected?” asked Ginny in a shaky voice.
“I had put up Magic Immunity first thing. It’s a spell I’ve pre-loaded into this.” She
held up her bracelet. “And I better put it back soon in case those things come back.
Anyway, it makes me immune to all magic. Rather handy, I thought.”
“Oh. So this is what Team Susan is all about, huh?”
“Eh, it comes with perks too, like a totally unique Christmas gift, customized with

Susan magic for something wanded wizards can’t do. Look forward to it!”
“I... I will?”
“Great!” Susan sat down and started casting Spell Symbol again, and by the time
she was done, Remus had returned.
“Hogwarts in ten minutes,” he announced cheerfully. “Everyone okay here, then?”
Everyone nodded.
“I seem to notice my robes are in better repair, can anyone explain that?”
Susan raised her hand, giggling. “Magic?”
“I see.”
Her face hardened again. “Professor, I hit that thing square in the chest with fire,
and it acted like it didn’t even care. Yet you drove it away, so magic must affect them.
Was it some kind of healing spell?”
“No. Healing magic doesn’t work on them either. I’ve never seen any spell apart
from the one I cast make them care in the slightest.”
“I see.” We’ll just have to change that, won’t we?
Finally the train pulled into Hogwarts and everyone got off. Rubeus, accompanied
by Filbert, was calling first years over, while the rest of the students mounted the
coaches for the final leg. They took off, and coming up to the castle gates two more
Dementors silently hovered.
Ginny squeezed her eyes shut, and Harry tried to sink into his seat, but Susan
looked them over interestedly.
Hermione was rubbing her arms. “Aren’t you cold?” she asked.
“Not particularly.”
“You have your immunity going?”
“No, it dropped once they were gone off the train.”
“Weird.”
As the group got off the coach Harry and Hermione were called off by Professor
McGonagall. Susan, Ginny, Sparkle, and Ron went to sit down at the feast and watch
the sorting. Susan was still a bit miffed that her magic hadn’t worked.
“Odd timing, don’t you think?” Sparkle said to her.
“What is?”
“That yesterday your magic failed to find Sirius, and today it failed to damage a
Dementor.”
“You think they’re connected somehow?”
“It’s a possibility we shouldn’t ignore.”
“Great, now I’m even more worried.”
Harry came back and sat down, and with everyone now present, Albus stood up
to say a few words.
“Welcome back, those who are joining us once again,” he began. “And to those
first year students, welcome for the first time. We’re glad to have you. I wish to address
you all on a matter of great importance. As you know, the dark wizard Sirius Black has
escaped from Azkaban and the ministry believes someone or something here is his
target. Thus, guards from that place, in the form of Dementors, have been stationed at

the school despite my protests. While they are here I must impress upon you that no
one may leave the grounds without permission. They will not be fooled by disguises or
magic, and they should be given a wide berth. Give them no reason to harm you, and
they shall not. Simple, isn’t it? If anyone should feel threatened by one, please go to a
prefect, or our new Head Boy and Girl, or a teacher.”
He looked around, and most seemed to be getting the message. He seemed
satisfied.
“On a happier note, I have two new professors to introduce this year. The first is
Professor Lupin, who will be taking over from Gilderoy to teach Defense Against the
Dark Arts.”
Remus stood up, and gave a little bow. Susan’s party clapped the hardest for
him, as he at least seemed more competent than their last teacher, which wasn’t saying
much. Susan was glad she had spruced him up a bit, he looked more like a professor
now, rather than a bum who had happened to wander in.
“And secondly, you all know our groundskeeper, Rubeus. Having passed his
exams and being certified for teaching, he will be taking over for Professor Kettleburn in
teaching Care for Magical Creatures.”
Again, the group clapped loudest and longest, and Susan remarked, “No wonder
the Headmaster suggested I take the class, despite my arguments. He probably knew,
the crusty old goat.”
“Let the feast begin!

31
The First Day Back
Time: 9:00 the first day
Place: Hogwarts School
So Susan took her first Arithmancy class with Hermione, which because it’s
based on REAson, she and Hermione both enjoyed. She happily saw a one appear on
her character sheet next to the skill, and knew she would get at least a three, given her
2d8+1 skill checks.
Hermione said she had to get to her next class, which Susan figured would be
Transfiguration, along with Harry and Ron, so she said her goodbyes and went to her
study period. There wasn’t much yet to do there, but she finished her Arithmancy
assignment and was debating sending a note to Myrtle with Send Object to say “I’m in
the library, come see me if you want!”
Would I be able to send an object to a ghost? She made like she was pulling a
book out of her bag, but cast Pocket Dimension and pulled out her spell book.
“Send a single object to another creature” she read. So is a ghost a creature? Is
one of those Dementor things? Stupid Demontor things! Not getting set properly on fire
when you should have- I hate you!
“What’cha reading?” said a voice over her shoulder.
“Myrtle!” cried Susan, spinning around. “I was just thinking about how I could get
you up here. Study period is boring without stuff to study!”
“So you want to study me, is that it?”
“Myrtle, have we forgotten our lessons in being positive?”
“Maybe I need a refresher.”
Susan laughed. “You just want a hug. Well, I guess it’s all over school that I can
touch ghosts now, isn’t it? After I cured Sir Nick.”
“Can you blame me? I haven’t seen you in forever.”
“Can’t blame you at all. Come here. Phase.”
The other students watched as the two embraced. “What, never seen a ghost
hug someone before?” said Myrtle.
“I’ve missed you, Myrtle. I’d ask how your summer was, but I probably already
know the answer.”
“Actually, I participated in the ghost games for the first time. I even won an eventFeather Lifting. I kept my feather up nearly five seconds.”
“Really?” Susan was impressed. As demonstrated last year, a ghost could fling
water around or exert enough force to bump an object if they had to, for a split second.
Actually sustaining an object in the air was something different. “That’s wonderful. Did
you compete in any other events? What other events are there, actually?”
“There’s flying speed, kicking your own head the furthest, acting, and telling the
scariest story. There’s completing a scavenger hunt in the shortest time, poetry readings
(original poems only), and best dramatic reenactment of your death. There’s actually a
lot more than that, even. The school is empty for weeks, we have to do something in
that time.”
“I guess you do. It sounds like a huge deal!”

“Oh, ghosts from all over come, both to watch and participate. They start working
on it weeks in advance. If you’re not too busy some time,” Myrtle looked down, scuffing
her foot on the air. “I thought I might run some poems by you, and maybe compete in
that event next year. I was just too embarrassed this year.”
“I’d love that!”
“Really?” She brightened. “I’ll keep working on them then.”
“Please do. Now you said a flying speed event. Don’t all ghosts fly at the same
speed?”
“Do all people run at the same speed?”
“But that has to do with leg length, and STRength of muscle, and how much
ENDurance you have. Ghosts don’t have to worry about any of that stuff, right?”
“We still think of ourselves as human. Flying is basically tricking ourselves into
believing we’re already somewhere we’re not. Then our bodies get pulled along by the
strength of that belief. The stronger someone can believe they’re at the finish line
already, the faster they go.”
“Interesting. Is it the same with the feather?”
Myrtle nodded. “We have to believe we’ve holding it up physically. But we know
we’re dead, so it’s tough. It’s like you just believing you don’t need to breathe. You can
do it for a while, but eventually it catches up to you.”
“Why a feather, though? Does the weight matter? I mean, if you can believe
you’re holding up a feather, couldn’t you believe you’re holding up a rock, or a desk?”
“I suppose the principal is the same. It’s just easier to believe with the feather
because it’s lighter to begin with. I’ll give that a try though, lifting something heavier for
that long.”
“I think you might be surprised.”
Susan headed to Care of Magical Creatures with the others, and asked Harry
and Ron how their first classes went. Sparkle went with her this time, she wanted to
know what this class was all about, herself.
“Professor Trelawney said all kinds of horrible things were going to happen to
everybody, and that Harry was going to die soon,” said Ron.
“Well, he probably is,” said Susan.
“What? Why?” said Harry, panicked.
“By soon I mean on the geologic scale, like a hundred and thirty years from now.
It’s all a matter of perspective.”
“Don’t even joke like that.”
“Harry and Ron took it way too seriously,” said Hermione. “Talking about Grims or
whatever.”
“How do you know? Aren’t those classes at the same time? You couldn’t have
been there.”
“She was there.”
“But she-”
“There’s Rubeus!” said Hermione, flushing. “Let’s go.”
Okay, something odd there. She was with me in Arithmancy, how could she also
know what went on in Divination?
The others looked quizzically at her, but Susan just shrugged. “Don’t look at me.”

“Oh great, look who it is,” said Ron.
“Our favorite person,” said Harry.
“Draco,” said Susan, her eye twitching. “And I had such high hopes for him,
before. Did you know that?”
“Why?” asked Harry.
“He seemed decent, underneath it all. But then some things happened he can’t
prove, but that kind of turned him against me.”
“The whole raid thing last year?”
“That’s the one.”
“If it isn’t Susan’s Trio,” said Draco, waiting for Rubeus to come over. “Break any
more legs over the summer?”
“Hello, Draco. You’re just jealous because you only got two minions. And how
many times do I have to tell you? It was non-lethal damage!”
“I’m a minion?” asked Ron.
“Totally a minion,” said Susan.
“At least I’m a sidekick, right?” asked Harry.
She looked him over, bobbing her head this way and that and humming. “Bring
me the carcasses of thirteen Dire Rats and I’ll upgrade your status from minion to
minion first class.”
“Wow, what’s the quest to go from MFC to Sidekick in Training?” asked Ron.
“You want to do that quest? It’s not for the faint of heart. It involves a few more
Dire Rats than thirteen, let me tell you.”
“What are you blathering about?” asked Draco.
“Oh, we’re just trying to annoy you. Hello Professor!”
Walking up was Rubeus, who grinned when Susan called him professor.
“This way, everyone. Great class for today, don’t you worry. Come along then.”
He led them around the edge of the forest to a fenced off area, and turned to
face everyone. “Don’t worry, they aren’t invisible. I’ll go get them in a moment. First, I’d
like you to open your books to page-”
“How?” asked Draco.
“What do you mean?”
“I mean… how… do we… open… our books?” Draco drawled. He held up a book
bound with rope.
“Someone must have figured out the trick,” Rubeus said, looking around the
group.
“Sorry Professor,” said Susan. “Even I was a bit stumped on the whole book
issue.” She leaned over to Hermione and whispered, “I dropped an Immobilize on it and
shoved it into my Pocket Dimension separately. Hopefully far away from everything
else.”
“You just have to stroke the spine. Thought that would be obvious, but I guess I
should have sent a little hint along.”
“Well, that’s just stupid,” said Draco.
“No, we’re stupid,” said Susan.
“No, you’re stupid… what did you say?”

“I said we’re the stupid ones. All of us. We failed the first test of Care of Magical
Creatures. When confronted with something unknown and hostile we just tied it up and
hoped that would solve the problem. Well, it didn’t. We failed you, Professor, you didn’t
fail us.”
“Well, uh, keep that in mind next time, then. So like I said, stroke the spine and
open to page 34. While I go get the creatures you’re going to see, you can read about
them so you’re prepared. Clear?”
Everyone started unbinding their books, and Susan called hers out of her Pocket
Dimension and opened it up.
On page 34 was a picture of a bizarre creature that looked to be result of some
very odd breeding, called a hippogriff. Either that or the artist was on some kind of
hallucinogen. But no, Rubeus led several of the creatures out into the pen from the
forest. He tied their leads to the fence and came back around.
“And here they are. Hippogriffs, just like the book says. Part bird, part horse, a
very proud creature is a hippogriff. The one thing you must never do is act in an
insulting manor towards a hippogriff. Everyone got that? Rule one! Well step up, come
on.”
Not many wanted to get closer, but Susan had Overconfidence. She closed her
book and stepped up. Some other brave students crowded around behind her.
No, this won’t do anything for my reputation around here.
“Now, the approach,” said Rubeus. “Let them make the first move. They see you
as food, don’t forget that. They’re smart enough to know eating you won’t gain them
anything. Still, they see themselves as the predator and you as the prey, so let them
choose to allow you to approach. When you have a hippogriff’s attention, bow to him.
They understand things like that, like a dog flipping over to show its belly. Shows you’re
not trying to elevate yourself above them. We know the truth, don’t worry, think of it as a
little play you’re performing with him. After the bow, if he accepts you, he’ll bow back. If
he doesn’t then just back away and try later, because they will attack what they see as a
threat. Everyone got all that?”
There were general nods.
“Right. Susan, you want to try it?”
“Why not?” she answered. Oh, I really wish I had learned Invulnerability over the
summer. Oh, save your XP for school, Susan. What do you need more spells for over
the vacation, Susan? Bright.
Still, she was not going to clamber over the fence, especially in a skirt. “Flight”
she whispered, touching the pair of wings on her bracelet. She decided the spell should
last “until she was out of sight of the hippogriffs” and felt the magic take hold. She bent
her legs as though going to jump, but pushed off the ground with Flight, rising quickly
into the air. From behind it looked like she jumped, landed on the top of the fence, then
pushed off again, rising higher until she fell back to earth. Her feet didn’t actually touch
the ground- she wanted to be flying, just in case the creature made a move and she
needed to get away fast. Only a close inspection would have revealed this, however.
Smooth, Susan. Smooth with a capital Smoo!
The closest hippogriff had taken an interest in her, and was watching her intently.
She curtsied, bowing her head to the creature.
“You’ve got Buckbeak’s attention there, Susan. Well done with the bow, now hold

it a moment. He’s intrigued, no question there. Just a few more seconds… okay, that’s
long enough, you better back away slowly.”
However, Buckbeak had seen enough, and dipped his head, acknowledging
Susan.
“Well done!” said Rubeus. “You can approach. Here, feed him this.” She was
handed a dead fish from a pail hanging on the fence. “Just throw it in the air for him.”
Susan held it out, and Buckbeak nodded, so she tossed it to him. It was snapped
up with one mighty thrust of his neck.
“Pet him, go on. He won’t hurt you.”
Susan put her hand up to his neck and stroked the feathers. Behind her,
everyone applauded. Even Crabbe, until Draco shot him a dirty look.
“Would you like to try riding him?” Rubeus asked.
With Flight going, why not?
“He’ll allow that?”
“I should think so. Just don’t pull any feather’s out, it’ll hurt him.”
She walked around the beast and kept one hand in him. (Figuring he was at least
part horse, so treat the back end like a horse, of course. She did have Animal Handling
at a 2, after all) But not riding, so she made a Gymnastics check, aided by Flight to get
on. She gripped the beast with her knees.
“Good mount,” Rubeus said, impressed, and started releasing the chain that had
held him. “Get up then!” He smacked Buckbeak on the rump and it reared up, almost
tossing her off, but her Flight spell allowed her to match his motion and stay on. He
opened huge wings and leapt into the air. Susan was going to sit cross legged on his
back, but then decided against it. If someone else decided to follow her example, they
wouldn’t have Flight to keep them in place, and would probably fall and die. So she just
rode him normally, waving to the people below.
He went in a big circle, cutting across part of the forest, and landed back in the
pen again.
“That was fun!” Susan said. “Thank you, Buckbeak.” She hopped off, and
Rubeus threw him another fish.
“Let’s hear it for Buckbeak and Susan,” he said, applauding.
With that out of the way, everyone was willing to give it a try, and one by one the
hippogriffs were untied and brought over.
“Nice job with the acrobatics to start,” remarked Harry. “But I trifle showy. I’d give
it an eight out of ten.”
“You try getting over that fence with a skirt on, and everyone watching.”
“I guess there is that.”
The only two beings that could have reacted in time to Draco insulting Buckbeak
didn’t. Sparkle, because her Short Attention Span had made her curl up and take a nap
by a nearby tree, and Susan because she was watching Harry. Everyone turned when
he shouted, holding his arm and lying on the ground. Rubeus rushed over to grab
Buckbeak, and Susan walked over to Draco.
“I’m dying, it’s killed me!” he wailed.
Even I have Low Pain Tolerance, but that’s going a little too far.
“Now, see, that’s lethal damage,” she said, grabbing his sleeve and pushing it up.

“I hope you appreciate the difference now.”
“Help me!” he cried.
She grabbed his arm, looking it over critically and getting an 8 on First Aid. “That
can’t be more than eight points, honestly. Healing.” A magical circle appeared under
Draco’s arm, as she took the full casting time, less than a second. The wound started to
close up, healing 3 points of damage. It was hard to tell without washing it off, but she
figured another casting couldn’t hurt. “Healing,” she said again, and this time it closed
up completely.
Couldn’t have done that the first time?
Rubeus came over. “I’ll take him to the hospital wing. Class dismissed for the
day.”
“There’s no need for that, I’ve already healed him.”
“What, are you sure?”
Susan looked over at him. “Am I sure? It’s me, of course I am.” She looked over
to where Sparkle was laying. “Hey, can I get some Hygiene over here?” she yelled over
to her. Sparkle got up and stretched as Draco sat up, looking at his arm.
“How does it feel?”
“Uh, better, I guess. You really do know healing magic, don’t you?”
“Yes, I really do. Why do you think I offered last time?”
“I… don’t know.”
“Hygiene,” said Sparkle, touching Malfoy’s back from behind. Draco seemed to
ripple a little, and all the blood vanished from his clothes.
“And now to Repair your robes,” said Susan, working the casting of the spell into
the sentence as she pulled the sleeve down again. She rolled maximum on that, and
Draco was sitting there trying to find where it had been ripped. “Oh, it looks like they
don’t need it. Weird. Guess everything’s back to normal then.”
She stood up.
“So, what have we learned, class?” she asked, looking around.
“Draco over dramatizes things?” said Ron. Several people snorted.
“No. Well, maybe. But we learned Professor Hagrid knows what he’s talking
about, and you do what he’s doing in class rather than what Draco is doing.”
There was a general mummer of assent, and Draco got up.
“Thanks,” he said to Susan.
“Not a problem,” she replied. “And I do apologize for last year. As you just saw, I
tend to show off a little more than maybe I should.”
“I’ll keep that in mind.”
“If you want to go up to see the healer anyway, that’s fine. Not that I don’t trust
you, Susan, but just to make sure everything is fine,” said Rubeus.
“I think it’s totally healed,” said Draco, flexing his fingers. “But yeah, I’ll go.”
“All right. The hippogriffs probably need to calm down anyway, so class
dismissed. Good job everyone.”
Susan and the others stayed behind to make sure Rubeus was okay.
“Wonder if I’ll get fired,” he said sadly, looking over at the hippogriffs. “It’s a good
thing you were here, Susan. Your healing magic is powerful stuff. How’d you do that
thing with the blood?”

“That was Sparkle. The Hygiene spell. Even brushed his teeth, if he even
noticed. I didn’t want him wandering around school grounds with blood all over him.
Especially now, with those Dementor creatures roaming around. I don’t know if they’re
attracted to blood or not, but I felt it best to take no chances.” She looked around
conspiratorially and motioned them all a little closer. She whispered, “Also he won’t be
able to prove how bad the wound was, as I put him back the way he was before it
happened.” She winked.
“Capital thinking,” said Hermione. “You know he would have milked that for all he
was worth, otherwise.”
“He seems the type. Don’t be too hard on yourself, this was a very good third
year demonstration. I wouldn’t ask second or first years to do the same, but third years
should know better. Draco just… needs, I don’t know. Something.”
“It was really okay?”
“It really was,” said Susan. “I’m glad the headmaster talked me into taking this
class. I think it’ll be fun.”
“Thanks, all of you. How did I get such good friends as you, huh?”
“Just lucky I guess.”

32
Worst Fears
Time: Thursday Morning
Place: Defense Class
“So Draco implied he knew more about Sirius’ motives?” asked Susan. Professor
Lupin had not yet arrived, and the group was sitting together, wondering how this
Defense teacher would stack up. Conversation had turned to what Draco had said in
their potions class earlier.
“That’s right. He doesn’t seem as nasty as usual, but he was asking me about it.
Said he would want ‘revenge’ and I should ‘hunt him down myself.’ Weird, if you ask
me,” said Harry.
“We’ll have to look into it some more, that’s for sure. How is poor Draco, anyway?
Getting over his grievous injury, I hope?”
“I heard he wanted his arm bandaged up, but Madam Pomfrey couldn’t find
anything wrong with it. He almost got in trouble for making the whole thing up, but
Rubeus was called up and said that, yes, the hippogriff attacked him. He told how you
had reacted and she just said, ‘oh, her?’ and that was the end of it.”
“Wait, did she say ‘oh, her’ as in, ‘oh, that crazy girl again?’ or ‘oh, her’ as in, ‘I
want to be her when I grow up’?”
“Uh, yes?”
“It’s not all good,” said Hermione. “He did write to his father, so there may be
consequences for him.”
“Good thing I went down there and took a peek with Time Window then,” said
Susan. “He clearly insulted the beast, despite what Rubeus had said earlier. There’s not
a jury in the land that would convict him.”
“Wizard law works a little different than what we’re used to, sadly.”
“Tell me about it. The Minister was going to take Rubeus to Azkaban last year,
the Headmaster told me. Remember when he came last year to collect him? That’s
where he was headed. I mean, honestly, Azkaban with no proof whatsoever! I’m even
more furious about it now, given I’ve actually seen what Dementors do to people.”
“Any luck figuring out how to destroy them?” asked Harry.
“I do have a spell in mind that I want to try first, actually. Undead Annihilation.
Basically causes me to shine with what amounts to holy light, burning anything undead
that’s near me. I just have to get one far enough away from any ghosts, as I don’t know
if they’ll start taking damage or not.”
“I’ll be happy to lure one away from the castle so you can try it sometime,” said
Harry.
“Harry!” Hermione said, shocked.
“What? I’m all for Susan’s campaign for Dementor destruction. You saw what
they did to me on the train. If she hadn’t been there who knows what would have
happened?”
“Dementor Destruction. I like that. That’s the code name for this mission, or DD
for short.”
“I can’t believe you’re actually- wait, yes, I can believe it. It’s you.”
“Relax, Hermione. With Magic Immunity running for him a creature like that,

which is from what I can tell, totally animated by magic, wouldn’t even be able to touch
him. Which brings up another way I could potentially destroy them. Dead Magic. Bet
that would do the job. Thanks, Hermione.”
“Uh, sure. Wait, what?”
“I’m just worried about Neville,” said Ron. “He’s better since he got cured but he
still goes to pieces in potions class.”
“I’m sure Severus doesn’t go out of his way to help matters,” grumped Susan.
“No, he does not. Do you know, he even took points away from Neville because
his potion worked? Said I had helped him.”
“To be fair, you did,” said Ron.
“He did all the chopping and stirring, I just gave him some encouragement.”
“If you’ve got Phobia, then you have Phobia. Just ask Sparkle, she has Phobia:
Dogs. She could totally take any dog apart with her magic, but she hears a bark and it’s
up a tree for her! Like you and spiders, Ron.”
“Spiders? Where?”
“See what I mean? Wonder if I could help him buy it off somehow, or at least
speak to Severus and get him to lay off.”
“I don’t see that helping much,” said Hermione.
“Yeah, you’re right. Maybe an Imbued item with Augment RESolve on it.”
As Susan mulled it over, Professor Lupin came in, carrying his newly repaired
case. It still looked old, of course, but it didn’t look old and beat up. Everyone quieted
down.
“Hello everyone, I’m Professor Lupin, your new Defense teacher, and we’ll get
right into it. No need to take notes, today will be a practical lesson. I do have something
to talk to you about, however.
“It seems Professor Quirrell has left us with some interesting artifacts, and
everyone I’ve talked to seems to think his style of lesson was quite effective. Do you all
agree with that?”
There was a rush to agree that yes, if those “lessons” came back, no one would
complain.
“All right, I think we could work something like that in, a few times a month. For
now, grab your wands and follow me!”
Lupin led them down the corridor where Peeves was stuffing gum in a keyhole.
He turned and started to sing something, but then spotted Susan.
“Good afternoon, Peeves,” she said politely. “I hope the summer wasn’t too
boring for you. Did you get to watch the ghost Olympics? Myrtle took first place in
feather lifting, you know.”
Everyone turned to stare at her. “Ghost what?” someone whispered.
“As a matter of fact I did. Thank you for asking. Good day.” He tipped an
imaginary hat and floated backwards through a wall.
“How did you get Peeves to be… well… civil to you?” asked Remus. “I didn’t
even think that was possible.”
“Everyone plays into what he’s doing, and that gives the activity legitimacy. I
ignore it, and speak to him as I would anyone else. It’s a basic technique in Animal
Handling. You reward the positive and ignore the undesired behavior. Take for instance

getting your dog to stop barking. If you give him a treat to shut him up, he’ll come to
associate barking with getting a treat. But if you let him bark and then give him the treat
when he’s quiet, you reinforce quiet, not barking.”
“Did everyone catch that? It’ll be on your first test.” He pointed his wand at the
gum and it disappeared. “Onward, then.”
He turned into a staffroom, and they passed Severus on the way into the back.
“Watch out for Longbottom,” he sneered, getting up to leave. “The boy is totally
hopeless.”
Susan planted herself in the door.
“Move,” Severus commanded.
“I get your animosity towards me, and possibly even Harry by extension. But why
harass Neville? Do you simply delight in causing someone a third your age to be
terrified of you?”
“What an interesting question,” said Remus. “Care to shed any light on the
subject, Severus?”
“No, I do not.” He pushed passed Susan and left.
“Still a bundle of joy, as usual,” Susan remarked.
“Everyone around here, that’s it. Inside this wardrobe is a boggart.” He gave it a
tap and it jumped by itself. Several people took a step back.
“Moved in yesterday, and I thought we might take care of it today. So, who can
tell me what a boggart is, exactly?”
Guess whose hand was in the air?
“Yes, Hermione, is it?”
“Yes, Professor. A Boggart is an incorporeal trickster spirit that can instantly
deduce a person’s worst fear, and then show it to them by means of taking the form of
that fear.”
“Very precise, and you are of course correct. Inside something, like this
wardrobe, it’s guessed a boggart has no shape, and just exists as potential. He does
not know which of us will be first he sees when the door opens, and thus, what may
frighten them. Why does this give us the advantage when dealing with them? Susan!
You’ve been talking about fears today, what do you think?”
“I think if we know what we are afraid of we can mentally prepare ourselves for
that vision, and know it’s just an illusion. Thus taking the creature by surprise when we
are not afraid.”
“Interesting answer, but you will find the creature elicits a fear reaction no matter
how prepared you are. Just as your buddies the Dementors emit cold, they emit fear.
What about you, Harry? What do you think?”
He looked around. “I think there’s too many of us. He won’t be able to focus if
there’s more than one person around.”
“Exactly right! Always deal with boggarts in pairs or more, just in case. Now, I will
show you the wand movement and tell you the spell you are going to cast today is
Riddikulus. By that I mean that is the incantation, not a commentary on the spell. Do
you understand?”
They did.
“Good. What this incantation will do is to modify the boggart’s appearance
slightly. We are going to use it to force it to assume a humorous shape rather than a

scary one, because it is laughter, not spells and incantations (for those with the talent to
cast them) that will finish it off. Does everyone understand?”
They all nodded their heads.
“Fine. Practice this movement and this incantation while I have a bit of a talk with
Susan here.”
He showed them the movement for the spell, then motioned her over and sat
down on the arm of a chair.
“I hear from Albus that you don’t actually do our kind of magic, but some kind of
energy based magic from another world?”
“That’s correct.”
“I thought it was some kind of prank, but after talking to people about what you’ve
done, or what they think you’ve done, I wasn’t sure what to think.”
“It wasn’t any easier for me, coming here. Your kind of magic just seemed so
wrong, somehow. But I’ve gotten used to it.”
“As you say, as you say. I ask because you won’t actually be able to cast the
spell I’m teaching them, right?”
“Nope. I would have to deal with it the old fashioned way. With fire, and guts, and
possibly the snicker-snack of Felton’s Blade, should I need to summon it.”
“I’ve seen that sword. Is it true you simply willed it into your… Anyway, we can
talk about that later. I just wanted you to know why I wasn’t going to call upon you to
face it, as your methods, as you say, would be different.”
“I’m not sure what it would do for me, in any case,” said Susan. “I have
Overconfident and so despite fending off gangs of bullies, Voldemort (twice), a huge
serpent, etc. I’ve never really been afraid of any of that. I knew I could win. So really I
don’t think I’m afraid of anything.”
“Would you be willing to test that theory?”
“You mean have it focus on me and see what it does? Absolutely!”
“On your own head be in then.”
“Okay, enough practice, time for the real thing. You’re up, Neville!”
“Me?” squeaked Neville. Remus took him through the spell, and started coaching
him. With that done, the “attack” on the boggart began, and one by one, everyone
except Harry and Susan were called forward. Finally, the boggart weakened, Susan was
called and confidently stepped up.
The boggart looked at her.
It looked some more.
It began to take a nebulous shape, as if unsure of itself.
Susan began to smirk.
Suddenly another Susan was standing there. Beside her was a Sparkle, who
also looked perfectly normal. The two Susans looked exactly the same to everyone
else, but the real Susan took one look and started backing away, screaming.
“No! No! Anything but that! Make it stop, please! It’s too much, make it stop!”
The boggart seemed to shimmer, and Susan appeared again, this time looking
older and laughing, wreathed in fire. She wore a black cloak, and magical power swirled
around her.
“No!” Susan yelled, flinching back and covering her eyes.

“Uh, Neville, you’re up again. Finish it off, all right?”
He stepped up, and with one more application of Riddikulus and some more
laughter it splintered and faded. Susan, looking pale in the back of the room, breathed a
sigh of relief.
“Are you okay?” asked Harry, coming over to her.
“It has terrible. Worse than I could even imagine,” she managed. “I thought
nothing- I can’t even think about it right now.”
“But it was just you,” said Hermione. “I mean, mine was bad enough, but there
were snakes and spiders and mummies and that giant eyeball thing… you’re most
afraid of yourself?”
Susan looked at everyone, and they all seemed concerned. She looked down,
embarrassed.
“You couldn’t tell the difference, of course. The first thing it showed me…” she
shivered, and got control of herself again. “It was me, but I had lost myself. What made
me who I am, in other words, my being a Paragon. I was just plain old Susan, and
Sparkle was just a cat. No magical companion, no Pocket Dimension, no ghostly
friends, no mysterious father. Then it showed me…” She couldn’t go on.
“Go on,” said Remus. “Work past your fear so it can’t trap you again.”
Susan took a deep breath. “It showed me as an invincible dark lady, more terrible
than Voldemort. I had memorized every spell, made items imbued with great power. My
skills were a ten, and my energy was limitless. I had gone bad, and there was nothing
on this earth, or any other, that could stop me. I wasn’t human anymore... I had become
a dark Goddess, and the world bowed to me or paid the price.”
“I suppose,” said Remus after a moment of silence, “That if you’re afraid of that
happening it won’t. Just keep it in mind as you grow up, and remember how you feel
right now.”
Susan nodded.
“Everyone gets five points, except for Neville, he gets ten for having faced it
twice. You going to be okay, Susan?”
She nodded.
“I’ll let you stay here until you’re composed again. Good first lesson everyone,
class dismissed.”
“I honestly didn’t think I was afraid of anything,” said Susan, several minutes
later. Ron, Hermione and Harry had stayed with her, and she was ready to talk about it.
“I wouldn’t be, if I could do what you can do,” remarked Ron.
“Is there a way you could lose your powers?” asked Hermione.
“There’s one way,” Susan answered. “I’ve not told you this, but there is a risk with
my magic. That’s why I don’t like to have too many spells going at once, and why Spell
Symbol has proven so useful.”
“She mentioned it to me,” said Harry. “But it’s never really been a concern, I
thought.”
“I’m very careful,” said Susan. “If I take less time to cast a spell, I put at least that
much extra energy into it to compensate. You probably can’t tell the difference between
a spell that takes 5 segments to cast and one that takes 10, but I can. Anything I can
cast using extra time, I do. That also protects me.”

“From what?” asked Hermione.
“If I cast a spell and fail by five or more, it backfires. And believe me, you don’t
want a spell to backfire.”
“What happens? And what do you mean by ‘five or more’?” asked Ron.
“Usually the opposite of what you’re intending. Those that backfire offensive
spells get hit with them instead. That’s the main reason I know only one lethal attack
spell, the easiest one to cast. Those spells with a more nebulous effect? Take my
father’s party for example- Oh, what did my mother tell me they were? Okay, there was
an elf looking woman, a pale fellow he called a “breath stealer” and a puppy. The puppy
was like Sparkle, a sentient being and a wizard. Not very good at magic, though, or just
unschooled I guess? They were sneaking into this city and one of them was making a
lot of noise.” She snorted. “I think it was my dad, actually. Fantastical magic power, but
not someone used to sneaking around, if you know what I mean. So the puppy gets into
her head to cast shape-shift on that person and turn them into something quieter. Well,
like I said, not very good at magic, and she failed by more than five. The spell turned
her into a huge wyvern sort of creature, the last thing they wanted to see when trying to
sneak someplace. It took the wizards of the world they went to next three days to get
her back to normal. As for failing by five? When I go to do something, anything, I can
instantly tell how well or poorly I’ve done it, based on a number system from 1 to 30.
With one being a complete failure to 30 meaning I’ve done the impossible. Like painted
a whole house in an hour. It’s connected to my character sheet, I just know it, like I
know my name.”
The others looked interested. “How did they hide her?” asked Hermione.
“Huh? Oh, that was the ultimate irony of the situation. The wyvern creature
looked like creatures who were magically created by this tower they were trying to get
into, to guard it. So she was able to march straight through the gates without the people
who had taken it over even suspecting. My father laughed about that the whole timeturning something potentially disastrous into something that actually helped them,
instead.”
“I wish I could have met your dad,” said Harry.
“You and me both.”
“Oh, yeah. Sorry.”
“Anyway, if I learned something like Dead Magic and tried to erase a Dementor
with it, but it backfired on me, I could lose my magic, instead.”
“Then I suggest you don’t learn that spell,” said Hermione.
Susan chuckled. “Yeah, only as a last resort, honest. But if you do see me cast a
spell, and it seems to go really, really wrong? That’s what’s happened.”
“How much of a worry is this, exactly? You seem to use magic at the drop of a
hat…” Hermione wondered, obviously thinking of all the spells Susan cast in a typical
day.
“Like I said, I have the energy to throw around like water because of my high
RESolve and ENDurance. Plus the fact my high RESolve makes sure I can put just
about as much energy as I want into a spell. On a scale of one to ten? A one.”
“But yet the boggart-”
“Switched between two visions I seem to be equally afraid of. Yes, it’s a concern,
but when have I ever failed to cast a spell, much less by five? Not going to happen, trust

me. Anyway, it wasn’t about losing my magic. Even if I backfired something and that
happened, I would still have my character sheet, and Sparkle would still be a Natural
Magician. No, I think I’m more worried that I’ll wake up one day and discover this was all
a dream or something. That somehow, some way, my whole life has been a lie.”
“I wouldn’t worry,” said Ron. “This all seems pretty real to us.”
“Well you would say that, wouldn’t you?”
Ron just looked thoughtful.
As it turned out, Remus was an excellent Defense teacher, both creating
practical lessons and overseeing the dueling which took place inside the “Quirrell Field”
as most were calling it. He even let Susan show off a bit more by performing a sword
duel with her blade against a Red Cap. (With Acceleration going, so she could dodge
better.)
But it was the private “lesson” she asked for that gave him the most pause.
“You want to try what?” he asked.
“Destroying a Dementor. You saw, I couldn’t do anything to that one. But I’m
convinced one of my spells should be able to hurt them. So rather than just sneak off
and do it, like I probably normally would, I figured I’d ask first.”
“So you just want me there in case something goes really wrong?”
“Yup. I’m going to try the spell I think has the most chance of working, and then
back off when I see how it goes. If it works, great, I’ll memorize it. If it doesn’t I’ll try
another spell later.”
“I would think it extremely unlikely you could actually destroy one, no one ever
has that I know of, but you should learn to fend them off. I’m teaching my older students
the spell, so I don’t see why you shouldn’t have the same chance. Just let me know
when you’re ready.”
With a 15 and a 19 in Magical Scripture and Magical Theory, respectively, Susan
was ready. She took the extra time to cast Undead Annihilation out of sight, then kept it
going and walked out with Remus to where the nearest Dementor was stationed.
Remus stayed a few steps back and stopped, as he didn’t have his Patronus going
which might have invalidated the experiment. As the light coming from Susan touched
the Dementor a curious thing happened. Rather than starting to burn as she hoped the
thing just seemed to get confused and started floating aimlessly. It started bumping into
the wall behind it, like it had been blinded, but didn’t realize either that it couldn’t go that
way. She kept the spell going a moment, but when nothing else seemed to happen she
let it go.
It seemed to come back to itself and looked around slowly. Susan made ready to
activate her Magic Immunity charm, but it’s “gaze” swept past her it went back to where
it had been. Remus got a bit closer, and stood next to her.
“You aren’t feeling that?” he asked, surprised.
“Feeling-” as Remus spoke, the thing suddenly gave a jerk and looked over at
him. It started inhaling.
“Let’s go,” he said, and started backing off. The thing turned again and ignored
them.

“You’re sure you didn’t have magic immunity going at the time?” he asked, now
out of sight of the creature again.
“Positive. Look, the mark is still on the back of the charm.” She showed him the
charm, and the black symbol was still there on the back. “And I know when I’m
maintaining a grade 9 spell, trust me.”
“Then why didn’t it seem to notice you? That’s the weirdest part. It sensed me
when I got closer, but ignored you? That doesn’t make sense.”
“Did you say sensed?”
“Yes, they don’t see like we do, as they don’t have eyes. I’m not sure how they
navigate around walls and such, but us they find by sensing our emotions.”
“Are you sure it’s emotions and not souls?”
“We’ve always considered it emotions, because they seem to drain off happy
feelings and replace them with negative ones. Why?”
“The only other explanation why it didn’t go after me, but did look at you is that
my soul isn’t exactly from around here. I don’t know how much the Headmaster told
you, but my father was literally from another world. So my soul is attuned only 50% to
this world, and 50% to that world. Probably why he was a much more powerful wizard
than even I am, according to my mother at least.”
“Your father was even better than you?”
“He had a background called Inferno of Magic. Don’t even ask me where he
pulled it from, my book of magic that has notes on being a Paragon don’t mention
anything like it. Every spell he cast got a boost, so yes, he was definitely stronger than
me.”
“Anyway, that’s off the topic. Are you satisfied with that magic? It seems to act
similarly to the Patronus in that, if they’re confused like that they won’t be able to attack.
That light didn’t seem to be directed either, so I’m sure it would keep a number of them
at bay.”
“I’ll probably pick it up, yes, but I want to destroy them. Azkaban exists because
you guys need to corral them somehow, otherwise they would just float around, right? If
I’m going to actually destroy that place, Dementors need to not exist anymore.”
Remus shook his head. “You’ve set yourself up a pretty lofty goal there.”
“What better way to motivate myself?”
And so over the next few weeks Susan tried a variety of spells, but none worked
so well as Undead Annihilation. She had verified the things didn’t seem to notice her,
treating her as an object to be floated around rather than a person to be eaten up. And
so it was with some trepidation she decided to try her ultimate spell- Alleviation.
“What makes you think this spell will be any different?” asked Remus, walking out
with her again a month later. “How many have you tried now?”
“It goes back to what I first said about them when I Magic Sensed them. Wounds
in the world, I called them. Alleviation cures wounds. The spell “restores a creature to its
whole, undamaged state.” It isn’t technically a creature, but a creature shaped hole in
the world. It does exist though, and that gives me a target for the spell. Hopefully I can
use Alleviation to collapse that hole, so to speak, and make it not exist anymore.”
“Whatever you say. But why does Sparkle have to come this time?”
“She’s going to put Energetic Accumulation on me, so I can put more than 10

energy into the spell. Otherwise I would have to spend 20 minutes casting the thing,
which I don’t feel like doing.”
“Not exactly a combat spell, is it?” Remus laughed.
“No, it was never intended to be used this way. But if it can be used this way,
maybe I can ‘bless’ some bullets with the spell and just shoot them with it.”
“Would that work?”
“I don’t see why not. They would be considered “consumable” and so take only
half the XP cost normally needed. Usually you wouldn’t Imbue a spell like Alleviation
into a bullet because why shoot someone with a spell that heals them? But in this case I
think it would work perfectly.”
“Would arrows work?”
“Probably. Why?”
“Way easier to get arrows than bullets around here.”
“Oh, I see what you mean.”
And so Susan cast Alleviation on the Dementor that was hanging there, and was
pleasantly surprised to watch it disappear without so much as a whimper. A faint *pop*
and it was gone. It had cost her 30 energy to do, but the theory was proven. She walked
back to Remus, smiling.
“You actually did it!” he said, amazed.
“We’ll have to get another one for this spot, wouldn’t want Sirius getting in this
way. But yes, it finally worked. I’m glad it did, I was running out of ideas.”
“Do you realize what this means?”
“I’m learning Alleviation for 10 XP way sooner than I thought, and taking up the
Bow skill?”
“What? No, it means they can be destroyed! That’s tremendous news!”
“But only I can do it. Better to keep this quiet in any case. If they learn I killed one
of their number, who knows what they would do. Sure, I seem to be immune to them
sensing me, but they don’t know there is something there to sense yet either. Let’s not
give them a reason to try harder.”
“Good point. Let’s go see Albus and tell him the good news.”
That night, Susan sighed as 10 XP disappeared from her character sheet, to be
replaced by Alleviation in her spell list.
Now, who do I talk to around here to get myself a bow and some arrows?
She paused, looking up.
Wait a second, why do I have the Temporary Tool spell for now, anyway? I can
just make some arrows with Creation and then fire them with a bow of Temporary Tool.
On the one hand I would need to maintain Tool and Successful Strike to make sure I hit,
unless I get my rating up really high.
Getting out her notes on calculating costs, she figured it would take 3XP and
about 6 Galleons worth of materials to create each arrow. And twenty hours per arrow,
which made her scowl. Then, just for the sake of comparison, she looked into making
something with “charges,” something she had never done before.
An item I can use five times, like a dagger, would cost me the same amount of

Galleons and hours but only 6 XP. To recharge it with 5 again would only cost me 1XP. I
guess that makes more sense in the long run, right? A healing shiv, what will I think of
next?

33
The Village
Time: Near the end of October
Place: Gryffindor common room
“How was practice, Harry?” asked Susan, as the Quiddich team came in from the
cold.
“Wood’s all into giving inspirational speeches,” he answered. “He knows this is
the last year he can win the Quidditch Cup. But flying again is certainly nice. What’s
going on in here?” Harry was looking around, noting a lot more people, talking
animatedly, than usual.
“Everyone’s excited about going to the village,” said Ron. “It’s almost time.”
“I see,” said Harry darkly. He sat down heavily next to Ron.
“We’re sneaking you in, right?” he asked. “Susan style.”
Harry shook his head. “I’m worried that the teachers know my form hasn’t been
signed. If someone notices I’m missing they might go looking for me. With all this Sirius
hysteria going about, that might cause a panic. When I turned back up there would be a
lot of uncomfortable questions asked of me.”
“Can you do anything about that?” Ron asked of Susan. “What about that shapeshift magic Sparkle used? Could she turn herself into Harry?”
“A very short Harry, maybe. Cats are a −3 size modifier. Harry is a size 0. Sadly,
Shape-shift only lets you get +2 size modifiers bigger. She could create the Illusion he
was sitting around, though.”
“I’m not sitting around for hours maintaining that illusion,” put in Sparkle. “I’d lose
interest and go to sleep!”
“It’s true,” admitted Susan. “She does have Short Attention Span. Best not to risk
it.”
“It’s okay, go and have fun.”
“He really should stay here, where he’s safest, anyway,” said Hermione.
“Safest is wherever Susan is!” Ron protested.
“I would need a minute to think of a good argument against that statement.”
“Ha!”
Suddenly Crookshanks jumped up on Hermione’s lap and started devouring the
spider he had caught earlier.
“Ugh, does he have to do that right in front of me?”
“Spiders are rich in taurine, they’re good for cats,” Hermione said off handedly.
“I didn’t ask why he was doing it, I wanted to know why here, now? I mean at
least he’s doing some good, killing spiders and whatnot, but I’ve got Scabbers with me,
you know.”
Crookshanks seemed to perk up at this news, and jumped off Hermione’s lap,
sniffing around.
“No, stupid cat, don’t go near my-” Crookchanks yowled and pounced on Ron’s
bag. Ron tried to grab him off, but wasn’t having much luck, when suddenly Scabbers
popped out of it and took off. The cat let go of the bag and shot after the rat, who
scrabbled underneath things to get away.
“Stop that cat!” Ron yelled, trying to leap on him. He missed, and Ginny went to

grab for him too, but also missed.
“Honestly,” said Susan, shaking her head and raising her hands. “Telekenisis.”
Both creatures got magical circles around them, and lifted into the air.
“Seriously?” said Susan, both creatures floating over to her, one on either side.
“I’m sitting in a room full of wizards and witches. Literally the first spell you learn is how
to make objects float. So why, in the name of Merlin, am I the only one who thinks to
use magic rather than physically jumping on something? It makes no sense! Are you
wizards or not?”
At least most people had the decency to look ashamed. Crookshanks was trying
and trying to get down, but finally gave up and started grooming himself. Scabbers was
curled up into a little ball.
“Good thing Susan is around, at least,” said Ron, getting up to collect Scabbers.
“Look at how thin he’s getting. Please try to keep that cat away from him.”
“All cats chase rats, Ron, it’s instinct.”
“Sparkle doesn’t. She’s a cat.”
“She’s a person in the shape of a cat. She’s a sentient wizard, for crying out loud.
Of course she’s not going to chase rats.”
“She’s still a cat, that means what you said is a generalization.” Ron looked
smug.
“You’re using semantics against me?”
“People, please!” cried Susan, looking around and noticing everyone was
interested in this little spat. “Sparkle, a little ‘speaks to animals’ action, if you please?”
Crookshanks sank to the floor.
“Certainly.” Sparkle sat up and composed herself. “Animal Speech,” she said,
touching Crookshanks.
“Can you understand me?” asked Sparkle.
“Why yes, I can,” said Crookshanks in wonder. “And you can finally understand
me now. How interesting. I’ve been trying to tell you about that rat for the longest time.”
“Yes, why do you keep trying to eat that rat? You can’t be hungry, I know what
cats eat around here, being one myself.”
He looked over at Scabbers. “No, it’s not that. I’m not sure, really. There’s just
something about that rat that doesn’t sit right with me.”
“Can I ask you to please stop doing that, now that you’ve told me directly? I will
tell Susan about it, she’s the one who is making you dangle in the air right now.”
“I’ll think about it.”
“I guess that’s all we can ask. Thank you.”
“Sure.”
Sparkle broke the spell off and relayed what Crookshanks had said.
“Do you mind if she asks Scabbers some questions?” asked Susan. “It might give
us some insights.”
“Oh, fine.”
Scabbers descended, and started wiggling, trying to get away from Sparkle.
“Animal Speech,” she said again, touching the rat. There was a magical circle,
but it seemed to splinter and fade away.
“I’ve never seen your magic do that!” remarked Hermione.
“He resisted- actually resisted my spell!” said Sparkle indignantly. “You little snot,

I’ll eat you myself!”
Ron grabbed him up, and Susan let Telekinesis go. “Stop it, all of you!”
“Sparkle didn’t mean it, she was just surprised,” Susan assured him. Really
surprised- usually I’m the one threatening bodily harm to things. It’s not like her.
“Most of my magic can be resisted, but usually I roll so high there’s no way a
normal person can do it. In this case, I’m guessing Sparkle didn’t put much effort into
the spell.”
“That’s right. Who expects a stupid rat to be able to roll above an 11 on a
RESolve check?”
“That means he was unwilling to talk to us. Something weird is going on with that
rat. Do you mind if she tries again? She can put more energy in this time.”
“I do mind, actually,” he said, pulling Scabbers away and putting him back in the
bag. “I think he’s had enough excitement for one day, thank you very much.”
He stomped off towards the boy’s dorm.
“I’m sure that won’t come back to bite us later!” Susan said brightly.
So for the moment they dropped the issue of Scabbers and a few days later the
time came to head off to the village.
“Still willing to Teleportal you in, Harry,” Susan offered. “Come under your cloak,
no one will know.”
“Thanks for the offer, but it’s best if I stay.”
“Sorry. If I could give you XP for staying in character really well, I would.”
“Thanks,” said Harry with a grin. “That actually means something to me, though
you wouldn’t think it would. Guess I’ve been around you too long, I’m even starting to
understand Susan Speak.”
The two shared a laugh, and Harry sadly turned to go back inside the castle.
“Have fun,” he said with a wave.
“Sorry,” she whispered, and joined Ron and Hermione, Sparkle by her side.
The group had been there for almost an hour and were on their way to view the
Shrieking Shack. Susan was wondering if she should fly over there and see if there was
a ghost she could help out. Hermione and Ron were not exactly cordial, and one walked
to either side of her. Sparkle padded along silently behind them.
“You don’t have to help everyone out,” Hermione was saying. “If there’s an angry
ghost in the shack, leave him to his devices.”
“If my magic isn’t to help people, then what is it for?” Susan asked. “You guys
don’t seem to use yours an awful lot, even in situations where it makes more sense, but
that doesn’t stop me from doing it.”
“And ghosts can be tricky,” put in Ron. “You’ve reached Myrtle after a lot of work
and understanding. The ghost or ghosts in the shack are probably too far gone.”
“Do you hear something?” asked Sparkle, her eyes pivoting behind them. “I think
someone’s screaming.”
The others stopped to listen, and there was a huge crash somewhere to their left.
“I heard that,” said Susan. “Come on, we better check it out.”
As they got closer, people started streaming past them, looking terrified.
“I’m not sure this is the way we should be going,” said Ron, tightly gripping his

wand.
“This is exactly where we should be going,” said Hermione.
“These are all wizards and witches running from something. You don’t think that’s
a bad sign?”
“Susan!” a deep voice cried out, followed by another crash. “Kill Susan!”
That can’t be good.
Rounding a corner the four looked up, and up, and up at the giant that was
currently rampaging around the city, smashing everything in sight with what looked like
an uprooted tree.
I hate it when I’m right. Seriously, I beat up a dozen dwarves so now I get to fight
one giant? Give it up!
“Sparkle-”
“Already on it. Acceleration!”
The four blurred as the magic took hold of them.
“You don’t think we’re actually going to fight that monster, do you?” shrieked Ron.
“You know she’s going to, and she’s not going to be alone!” shouted Hermione.
“Roll initiative ugly, Susan’s coming for you!” Okay, not the best battle cry. Have
to work on that.
Susan and the others entered combat rounds, and the fight was on.
“You want Armor of Magic?” Sparkle asked.
“I don’t think it would help. Concentrate on Deflection. And you two, try not to get
hit!” Susan warned.
Now, what exactly are we going to do to a size +2 creature? thought Susan. She
at least willed card 44 off of her character sheet, the Made You Look, which increased
the giant’s delay by 10. It looked around stupidly.
Susan took a quick glance around. Can’t use Elemental Burst without hitting a
bunch of people, it’s simply too big. Wait a minute? Too big?
“Enlarge my dragon, both of you!” Susan shouted, touching a charm on her
bracelet and say “Ally.” Beside her appeared her dragon ally, who stood and waited for
orders.
Sparkle held, the giant wasn’t close enough to attack yet.
Hermione and Ron pointed their wands at the dragon, and both cast “Engorgio”
on it, meeting the difficulty. The dragon swelled to a +3 size modifier, and accidentally
smashed a house with its tail. The giant looked at it stupidly, trying to figure out where
this fully grown dragon had sprung from.
“Are you sure this is better?” asked Ron, looking over at the wreckage.
“Attack that giant!” bellowed Susan, pointing and ignoring Ron for the moment.
The dragon bounded forward.
“Dazzle,” shouted Susan, casting. If I can keep this giant from ever attacking, so
much the better.
The spell flickered in front of the giant, stupefying it, and the dragon, now with a
running speed close to 50 kph, closed the distance to the giant and slashed twice. Both
arms got it as the giant started flailing around, trying to work out what was happening
with its 3 REAson.

“Incendio,” both Hermione and Ron shouted, producing gouts of flame they shot
at the giant. Hermione’s flame nicked the giant in the leg, but Ron aimed high,
managing to hit the head. Susan had to admit she was rather impressed. Of course,
with a target that size, how could you miss?
The dragon and Susan went at the same time, and Susan targeted the enormous
club the giant was carrying with “Combust”, getting an 11 total. It burst into flames,
causing the giant to stare stupidly at it through his haze of being dazzled. The dragon
struck again, going another 11 damage to the right arm.
Gee, this is almost boring, thought Susan. Is Dazzle OP, or is it just me?
“Target the right arm!!” Susan shouted to the dragon, who switched to making
called shots. The giant took another 9 damage to the arm. He dropped the club, his arm
now hanging useless at his side.
“Just defend us,” she then shouted, starting a casting of Immobilize and taking as
long as she could, 7 segments.
Ron and Hermione shot fire at the thing again, both hitting the body and doing 1
damage each. They got to make another attack before Susan finished her casting,
rolling minimum, spending her Retry card, and this time getting a 20. The giant made a
STRength check to bust free, but was at penalties for his arm being useless. Didn’t
seem to slow him down any, as he managed to bust out of the magical bonds
surrounding him.
“Well, crap. Maybe together!” Susan shouted, and Sparkle nodded.
Ron and Hermione got off another few blasts of fire, doing a small amount of
damage, but as big as the creature was, they really weren’t going to dent it. Susan and
Sparkle started casting Immobilize together.
Sadly the giant stopped being dazzled before the two finished, and tried to take a
step forward. As this was a hostile action towards its master, the dragon went to grapple
it. That at least slowed the giant down enough that Susan and Sparkle could cast
together, and both shouted “Immobilize!” Sparkle, with her Bonus card got a 30, giving
Susan an effective +6 to her Mercury rating. This also got her a 30 on her roll, making
the giant once again make a STRength check to bust out. He was currently being
grappled by the dragon, and suffered an additional penalty which again, didn’t seem to
matter much, and again busted free.
This is beginning to annoy me.
The dragon threw the giant to the ground, making the earth shake, and pounced
on him, pinning him to the ground.
“Hold him there!” Susan shouted. Thank goodness he gets Wrestling.
The giant and the dragon rolled around a bit, smashing a few more things in the
process, but finally some decent wizards showed up and managed to subdue him.
Everyone gathered around the sleeping beast while the dragon sat patiently
looking around from its new vantage point. Everyone was wondering where the heck a
giant and a seemingly tame dragon had come from, and how both gotten so far into the
village without being detected. Those that could think a little further ahead were
scratching their heads to try and figure out what to do about it.
“Think we should offer to help?” asked Hermione.
“I really don’t want to open a Teleportal in front of all these people, even if I could
get it someplace it wouldn’t be a danger to anyone.”

“And there’s not going to be anything we can do,” said Ron.
A few moments later all the students were being rounded up in case something
else showed up, screaming about killing Susan, and they made their way back to the
coaches to be taken back to the castle. Susan let the dragon go, and people shouted as
it faded away like a dream. Many started poking the giant to make sure it was real.
“Not the best visit to the village on record,” said Fred, sitting with them. (It could
have been George)
“But certainly the loudest. Did you see what happened?” asked the other.
Ron and Hermione looked over at Susan, who shook her head a little.
“Nope, didn’t see a thing,” said Ron.
“Too bad.”
Hours early, Susan’s party trudged into the castle, teachers behind them
apologizing. Everyone said that sort of thing just didn’t happen, and they would
schedule another visit to the village soon to make up for it. Susan decided she would
probably stay behind. Figuring her mysterious attacker would strike no matter what she
did, there was no reason to drag other people into it. No matter how indirectly it
happened.
Harry was just coming down from the tower after talking to Remus and saw
everyone spilling back into the castle. He went over to them.
“You’re back early,” he remarked.
“Yeah, Susan felt like she wanted to single handedly take down a giant, for a little
light exercise,” said Ron, after making sure the twins had moved on. “A bunch of stuff
got smashed up, so they had us come back.”
“There was a giant?”
“Apparently,” said Susan, miffed.
“And you took it down?”
“Hardly!”
“You’ll have to excuse her,” said Hermione. “She’s been a bit testy all the way
back. Apparently not being able to one shot something with her magic makes her a bit
tetchy.”
“It’s just as well. I can’t hear you calling me tetchy.”
“She’s what?” asked Ron, who had never seen Red Dwarf, like the majority of
normal people.
“I’m angry, Ron. It’s not that I couldn’t beat it, it’s the fact that now whoever sent it
knows I can’t beat giants and will probably send more!”
“That’s probably not the case,” said Hermione. “There’s only like eighty of them
left in existence. How even one got here is going to be very closely scrutinized.”
“Still, the fact that one did show up speaks volumes about their resources. It was
just too big!”
“So learn a shrink spell,” said Ron. “Your magic must have something like that,
right?”
Susan stared at him.
“I mean, weren’t you the one just recently lecturing us about using magic instead
of jumping on something physically? What was it, a cat, I think?”
“Well, obviously I’m immediately going to learn a shrink spell,” Susan said as if

she had thought of the idea herself, fooling no one. She took on a thoughtful
appearance, and brightened a little. Ron just shook his head.
“Was it there to harass the village, or specially to go after Susan?”
“We heard it calling her name,” said Ron. “That’s a pretty good indication.”
“So how did you beat it?”
“These two made my monster grow, and he pinned the giant down long enough
for some law enforcement wizards to come along and mass stun spell it into sleepy
time.”
“I have to apologize,” said Hermione. “Fred and George insisted on showing us
the joke shop right off, so we didn’t get to the sweet shop. We were going to get you
loads of stuff because you couldn’t go. Instead we got to shoot fire at a giant.”
“So almost worth it then?” he asked Ron.
“Almost,” Ron admitted.
“So, anything interesting happen here while we were away?” asked Hermione.
“Been pretty quiet. Apart from Snape poisoning Professor Lupin, that is.”
“What?” said all three at once, shocked.
“Said he was feeling off color, and so Severus made him up ‘an entire cauldronful
of the stuff’ he’s drinking to feel better, according to him. Professor Lupin said he would
‘take the same again tomorrow’ but that mug was smoking. And that’s after he drank it
and said it was disgusting.”
“If he’s feeling a bit ill, ask me for a quick Alleviation, not some weird potion made
by the guy who wants your job,” insisted Susan.
“Exactly what I said to him! But he said no, this potion was the only thing that
would help. Bustled me out of there once he finished drinking it, too.”
“I suppose as long as he willing drank it…” said Hermione.
“But he admitted to not being very good with potions,” protested Harry. “So how
would he know if Severus got it wrong?”
“Still, you would have to be pretty stupid to poison someone in a drink they asked
for. Someone, like Harry here, would be bound to find out. Professor Lupin shows up
dead, next thing Severus knows it’s ‘oh, Headmaster, I saw him drinking a strange
potion right before he died.’ I mean, come on!” said Ron.
“But he would have thought everyone was at the village, so that would be the
perfect time,” said Hermione.
“Look,” said Susan. “We’ll watch him at the feast tonight. If he goes into
convulsions I’ll hit him with the… Alleviation spell really quick. He’ll be fine.”
I was about to say Dementor killing dagger, but I forgot I didn’t tell them about it.
If they knew I found a way to kill Dementors they would think I’d be off the next day to
destroy Azkaban. And while I want to, another few years of learning spells won’t hurt.
That place may have a layered defense that could give even me trouble.
If anyone noticed, they didn’t show it. “Still, sounds a bit odd, doesn’t it?” asked
Ron.
“I have to hope a person teaching Defense Against Dark Arts knows what he’s
doing,” said Hermione.
“The real question is, how do we kill the three hours until the feast starts? We
were supposed to be at the village, after all.”

“Homework, Ron. Homework.”
He groaned.
The feast was magnificent, even if it did bring back memories of the Death Day
party from the year before, and the events set in motion that night. The four kept an eye
on Remus, who seemed fine, and Severus, who was his usual grumpy self.
“Haven’t found any strange diaries lying around?” one of the twins joked to Ginny.
“I did find this weird box with a bunch of sealing symbols on it, and ‘don’t open’
carved into the top. Think I shouldn’t have opened it?”
“You didn’t actually open it, did you?” asked Ron, going pale.
“There was no box, you goob!”
“That’s a relief.”
“It was more of a pyramid shape. I forget what happened after that. I think there
was a mask inside that I put on?”
“Ginny! Cut it out!”
Everyone laughed. Even Myrtle, who had been coaxed out by Susan to come sit
with them. “You can’t enjoy the food, but come and enjoy the company!” she had said.
And so, buoyed by good food and laughter, the students went to their respective
dorms for the night, and Myrtle thanked Susan for inviting her.
“Of course! You’re part of Team Susan, now, Myrtle. You couldn’t get away if you
tried.”
“I’m not sure how I feel about that.”
“Happy Halloween, Myrtle.”
“You too. Thanks.”
It was with some annoyance that all students were called back to the great hall,
and they stood milling about, confused.
“Do you know what’s going on?” many people asked Susan.
“Not yet,” she would always reply. Finally she caught sight of Ron and Harry, and
waved them over.
“He’s here,” said Ron, “Here in the castle!”
“Who? You don’t mean Sirius?” asked Susan.
“Who else would I mean? Sirius Black has somehow made it into Hogwarts!”

34
A Sirius Problem
Time: Immediately after
Place: The Great Hall
As Ron made his announcement that Sirius had breached the castle’s defenses
the Headmaster called for quiet.
“It appears that the criminal Sirius Black has somehow made his way into the
castle. For your own safety then, we are asking you to remain here while the grounds
are searched. You will probably have to spend the night here, for which I apologize.
Guards will be posted, and I’m counting on our head boy and girl to watch over you all.
Please, don’t panic, no one has been hurt nor will they. We will tell you what we can in
the morning. A good night to you all!”
He started walking away, then turned. “I almost forgot!” He suddenly had his
wand in his handIf needing to fight Headmaster Dumbledore, spend XP to go first, thought Susan.
-and he waved it about the hall. Without apparent strain or incantations the tables
all moved themselves out of the way, backing up against the walls. Another wave
produced rows and rows of squishy looking sleeping bags.
Susan whistled. “Now that was some impressing magic. But seriously, who learns
a spell of Nighttime Equipment for an entire school worth of kids? Come on, Harry,
Sparkle.” She grabbed his arm and started walking towards the teachers at the end of
the room.
“Where are we going, exactly?”
“To join the search parties, of course. At least I am. As you may be the target I’m
not letting you out of my sight.”
“Of course, how silly of me to not immediately run into danger.”
“You missed it before with the giant, just thought I would balance the scales a
little. Headmaster!” Susan called to Albus as she walked up. “Permission to join the
search parties!”
“Denied- oh, it’s you, Susan. Is that wise, do you think?”
“Every trap needs bait, Headmaster. Otherwise it’s just an object to be ignored
and will never catch anything.”
“And you propose Harry here be the bait?”
“Certainly. If your magic can’t make you invisible, mine can. A squad can then
follow us invisibly as we take a look around. He jumps out, chews on our invulnerability
to magic for a few seconds, letting them get into place. The invisibility drops and Sirius
is taken back into custody.”
“A plan with some merit, I admit. And yes, our magic can make us invisible.”
“It’s settled then.”
“You are not seriously letting this girl carry out this mad plan, are you?” asked
Severus, stepping up.
“The sooner we catch Sirius the better, Severus. And she can make them both
immune to magic.”
“I hate to, it’s a −3 for me, and Harry won’t be able to do magic at all but we
shouldn’t need to do any other spellwork, that’s the squad’s job.”

“Very well. I shall accompany you myself.”
“Professor.” She nodded to the potions master, who frowned at her, and walked
out with Harry into the hall. “Do you want a second to become-” she looked around.
Teachers were coordinating the search so they didn’t overlap too much, but Albus was
nowhere to be found. “Smooth. Can’t wait until I have eighty years of spellcasting
practice under my belt. Imagine 10s in every planet…” She got a dreamy look, sighed,
and then shook herself. “Dark Goddess. Right. Let’s go Harry.”
Susan activated her Magical Ally and told it to “Follow and protect us,” then put
Magic Immunity on Harry and herself.
“Where do we go?”
“Oh, let’s just wander. With luck he’ll find us.”
“Is that why you want me along?” asked Sparkle. “My high LUCk?”
“Your company is what I crave, oh companion mine, not your stats.”
“What I don’t understand is his motive,” said Susan, a few minutes after their
wanderings began.
“You didn’t see the ripped up painting in front of the common room. I’d say it was
pretty clear.”
“That’s not what I mean. Did he want to lay in wait under your bed? Obviously he
wasn’t going to attack at the feast, he’d have been cut down in under a second. But why
tear up the painting then? Did he think we wouldn’t notice? No, I think he was looking
for something. He was trying to get in and out before you got back. It’s what he was
looking for that has me puzzled.”
“A wand, maybe?”
“I guess, but wasn’t he in Slytherin? If he was in league with Voldi you can bet he
was. So wouldn’t it have been easier to get into that common room to look for wands
instead of yours?”
“I guess. Which brings up another question- how did he get in here?” He pointed
down at the castle floor.
“If he can escape a place like Azkaban that has Dementors like cat ladies’
houses have cats, he can certainly get in here that just has them patrolling the outside.”
“You think he managed to develop a spell to make himself invisible to them? Like
your Magic Immunity?”
“I hope not. A criminal like that with immunity to magic? That would be a scaryno, couldn’t be. He would have just walked into the great hall and stabbed you. After all,
we’ve seen your magic can make you invisible. He would have just done the same thing
I did- cast the invisibility then the immunity, like I did with my Ally here.”
“His version might not cancel out using wands. He is a wand user, after all. You
aren’t, so Natural Magicians like yourself probably never cared about that restriction.
Hence your current spell that just sort of says ‘turn it all off.’ Or it just makes him
invisible to them, but not the immunity stuff.”
“Oh dear. What if he already found what he came for, and now is miles away with
it? I doubt he knows anything about explosives, but I would take a good look under
everyone’s bed before they’re let in into that room again. He could already have a wand,
and just cast some spell into the sheets to strangle the next person that uses them.”
“Stop it, you’re making me paranoid to go back in there.”

“As well you should be. Every inch of that place is going to need checking. I
would insist on it.”
“I guess you’re right. But what could be worth the risk of getting caught here that
would be found in a boy’s dorm room?”
“I guess we’ll see if something gets reported stolen.”
After an hour, Albus reappeared behind them and stopped them. “I doubt if
anything will happen after this long,” he said sadly. “I’ll escort you back to the hall to
spend the night.”
“Sorry about that, Headmaster. It was a logical plan.”
“Indeed. We can only wonder at Sirius’ motives. Come, I have more to do this
night, as you so recently pointed out.”
“Glad to see you were paying attention!”
The two were led back to the hall, and tried to get some sleep.
The days passed without further incident, leading Susan to think she was right
about the attack.
He had gotten in, found what he was looking for, and left again? But it doesn’t
make sense, how would he have known where anything was in the Griffindor common
room?
Susan’s reverie was shattered when Severus walked into their Defense class that
day instead of Remus. Everyone looked confused.
“As you can see,” he said, “I will be taking over this class for the next few
lessons. Are we all present and accounted for? I see one face is missing, the
redoubtable Mr. Potter. Perhaps he believes he can be late to class because the rules
do not apply to him?”
Where is he, anyway? He’s been practicing for that silly Quidditch he finds so
enjoyable. I bet he’s stuck listening to Wood’s strategy speeches, as usual. He’s been
complaining about them going on and on lately. I wonder.
“Telesumon!” cast Susan, taking the full time. A very confused Harry appeared
out of nowhere, accompanied by a burst of air pressure as he displaced the air where
he was now standing.
“Huh? What?” he managed, looking around. “How did- Oh, Susan. Is it time for
Defense already? Thanks for getting me away from- why are you here?”
“Showing off, as usual, are we Susan? Five points from Ravenclaw. Sit down
Potter.”
It’s a good thing I have Overconfidence and not Vindictive, Susan thought,
because there’s much I could do to you that would never be traced back to me.
“No, really. Where’s Professor Lupin?”
“Don’t become agitated, he’s going to be just fine.” Severus looked like he
fervently wished this was not so. “You’ll be seeing him again soon.”
“If he’s ill, Susan could cure him,” he said.
“So that she could show off some more? No, I think we will allow him his time
alone. Now sit down, and one point from Gryffidor for not following my instructions.”

“We’ll go see him later, just try to get through this without setting him on fire, and
it should be fine,” Susan said to him.
“Okay.”
Harry went to sit down, and Severus started looking through Remus’ desk.
“I am not seeing any sort of course schedule here, so I will teach what I feel is
appropriate. Please turn to page 394 where we shall begin to talk about werewolves.”
There was a groan from the class.
“Again?” asked Dean Thomas.
“What do you mean, again?”
“We’ve covered them twice already, Professor,” said Hermione. “Once in year
one where we chiefly focused on treating their bite, and again with Professor Lockhart
when we read “Wanderings with Werewolves” in which he describes their habits and
methods almost as much as he describes himself.” She looked thoughtful. “Perhaps a
little less…”
“Oh.” Severus looked a bit taken aback. “Then I’m sure someone can tell me how
to distinguish between the wolf animal and the transformed wolf person?”
Every hand went up.
Seriously, does he think we’re stupid? Every non-magical person over the age of
five could tell you that.
“How the curse of the werewolf is transmitted?”
Every hand stayed up.
He does think we’re stupid.
“The vulnerabilities of the werewolf?”
Why does this man have such an obsession with werewolves? He’s wanted to
teach this class for how long and this is his lesson?
“How they transform?” Severus seemed to be grasping at straws now. Still every
hand was raised.
Seriously, werewolf lore has even been part of the non-magical world since the
first monster movies were produced in… what? Susan made a KNOwledge check of 14.
The forties, I guess? What does Severus think he’s playing at here?
“You!” Severus said, pointing to a random person. “How are they killed?”
“Silver,” the person answered. “They’re allergic to it, and it inhibits their
regeneration. After they’re dead, burn the body. Though Professor Lockhart insisted he
used a charm to turn one back into a human.”
“What can turn one back into a human?” he asked another random person.
“Sunrise. They’re werewolves for life. If there was a charm, I don’t think they
would be so feared.”
“How would you handle one?” he asked Susan.
“That depends. Am I facing it on the field of battle, or has someone come to me
claiming they are one and wanting to be cured?”
“How about both, for completeness.”
“Very well. Naturally I would want to subdue it, so an area effect Elemental Burst
(Knockout) would probably do the trick. Then bind it with Immobilize. Being unconscious
it doesn’t get its STRength check to resist, so it’s now tied up. Being knocked out won’t
stop it for long, because it’ll regenerate, fast. However, once tied up, I would have
enough time to cast Suppress Curse on the person, turning them human again. Then I

would cure them by making them a permanent item of Suppress Curse that they would
have to wear continuously, perhaps as a piercing. Not a cure, as such, because if the
item was removed they would start transforming again, given the right conditions, of
course.”
Severus, and the rest of the class, stared at her.
“Was that not what you asked, Professor? You did want completeness.”
“You can actually cure werewolves?”
“I can make them an item that keeps them from transforming. That’s probably as
much of a cure as they could reasonably expect. It would take me a couple of weeks of
work and… I forget what the required material is. 80 Sickles worth of stuff, I can tell you
that much.”
“I see. Well-” he addressed the class again. “I can see your knowledge in this
area isn’t as woefully lacking as I feared. How surprising.”
Suddenly Headmaster Dumbledore burst into the room, followed by Minerva and
Filius. He looked around wildly.
“Headmaster?” inquired Severus.
“Is Harry Potter here?” he asked, scanning the room. “Wait, I see that he is.”
“Yes, Susan did not want him to be late, and so brought him here in that
infuriating manner of hers of doing impossible things with relative ease. Why?”
“Oliver was talking to him about Quidditch strategy when suddenly he
disappeared. Accordingly he became quite concerned, and immediately went to fetch a
teacher. We started a search immediately. It was only a moment ago when we decided
to look in the obvious place, and here we are.”
“I’m sorry, Headmaster.” Susan stood up. “It’s just Professor Snape has
apparently been assigned to fill in for Professor Lupin. I didn’t want Harry to be late and
cause the professor to further take points away from him. We’re studying werewolves
for the third time, apparently, instead of doing the scheduled activity of combat practice.”
She pointed to the board where the schedule was written in, then looked back at
Severus. “I guess you didn’t see it, Professor, or even bother to ask. How is Professor
Lupin, since I have you here, Headmaster? I can heal him if he needs it.”
“The Headmaster did not come here to be pestered with-”
“Severus. You really should stick to the assigned schedule. HonestlyWerewolves? I’m surprised at you.”
He glared at Susan, who sat down again and smiled sweetly.
“However, next time you decide to yank a person through time and space,
Susan, I would appreciate a little warning. Especially given the current situation, which I
don’t think I have to explain to you?”
“Of course, Headmaster. I apologize for causing you to worry. I’ve already lost
house points, if that makes you feel any better?”
“Very well. You may continue, Severus.”
The three walked out, and Severus spun to face Susan.
“You! Just what do you think you’re playing at?”
She looked a bit confused. “What do you mean?”
“You knew snatching him up would cause an uproar. You must have known it
would only be a matter of time before the Headmaster came running. Did you really
think you would need him to rush in here like that? I told you I didn’t want you in my

potions class because I deemed you dangerous, did you think you needed an out in
case I tried to harm you?”
“If you tried to harm me, but were unable to kill me with a surprise attack, one
action later you would have a dragon in your face. My next action would make me
immune to magic. Less than five seconds later you would be dead, or reduced to
‘muggle’ status, unable to ever do magic again. I would not need complicated plots that
may or may not bring the Headmaster here. Consider, I could have brought him here
just as easily as I did Harry. No, the truth is as I have stated it- fearing you would take
offense out of proportion to the act, I believed it best to get Harry here as quickly as
possible. No twisty thought process like the one you came up with even entered my
mind.”
“Then I see you are even further gone than I thought. Using magic like that
without even considering the consequences, it’s worse than reckless. Fifty points from
Ravenclaw! I hope it teaches you a lesson!”
There was an immediate outburst from everyone about how unfair it was.
“Silence!” he roared. The room quieted.
“Well, anything to say about that?”
“You’re right. I should have realized that you would twist anything that happened
into some kind of punishment for me. I’m just too tempting a target, aren’t I? What is it in
me that you hate about yourself so much? Just snapping your wand a few years ago
isn’t enough to explain it, given I repaired it perfectly. This seems personal, but you don’t
know me. Obviously there must be something driving you to these lengths, because the
people we hate most are the ones that show our own perceived faults too clearly. What I
want to know is why.”
“I do not have to explain myself to you, girl. And you’ve just earned yourself a
detention.”
“I see. You really think that will change anything?”
“It better change your attitude, or worse will be coming to you.”
“Worse than facing down a basilisk? I’ve got news for you, Professor. There’s not
much worse than that, so you’ll forgive me if I’m not exactly quaking in my boots.”
“We’ll see.”
Severus looked around the room, as if remembering the rest of the class was
there.
“Class dismissed. Get out of here, all of you. Not you, girl, I’ll have to take a
minute to think up a suitable detention for you.”
The others quietly made their way out, and Susan waved off Hermione, Ron, and
Harry, who also left. She and Severus stared at each other, neither backing down.
“You’ll come to a bad end, you know that?” he finally said.
“Seriously? Let’s review: I cured the Longbottom family of madness, and fixed
Neville so his brain works right. I protected the Philosopher’s Stone, defeating a piece of
Voldemort’s soul in the process. I befriended a ghost, and beheaded another at his
request, fulfilling a desire hundreds of years overdue. I destroyed a basilisk before it
could actually kill someone, and another piece of Voldemort’s soul went down. Did he
tell you? Not that long ago I discovered a spell to kill Dementors, which I put into
practice killing one of the so called guards of the school, who turned out to be useless

after all. I’ve faced down a giant, a dozen dwarves, and made the Weasley house
invulnerable to attack. I’ve given gifts to my friends that took hours upon hours of work
to enchant, oh, and let’s not forget the goblin quality sword I made for the school.
Seems even if I ‘came to a bad end’ this very day, tales of my deeds would be told by
generations. What have you ever done that’s so great?”
“Now, for your detention,” he said, ignoring her, “I think scrubbing out all the
bedpans in the hospital wing will give you plenty of time to think things over.”
“Great, I really like Madam Pomfrey. We can talk remedies while I work.”
“Obviously I am forbidding you the use of magic to do this task. It must be done
with physical labor. Tonight. I will personally check on your progress.”
“Physical labor only. Understood.”
“You are dismissed.”
And you are a very sad, petty, little man.
“What is he making you do?” asked Ron, seeing Susan come up, whistling a little
tune.
“You guys didn’t have to wait for me. Though I suppose class did let out a little
early. Scrub the bedpans in the hospital wing, of all things.”
“I’m glad I don’t have to do that!”
“It’s not a problem. He said I couldn’t use magic to clean the pans, but he really
doesn’t understand about how my magic works.”
“It’s probably best if you don’t antagonize him,” said Hermione.
“The man’s a menace,” Susan said sharply. “I hope to push him far enough that
he physically or magically attacks me. He’ll be out of here for sure.”
“You planned all this?”
“Hey, I didn’t make him come teach that class. I didn’t give me that detention and
take those points away from my house. He did. He could just as easily ignore me, but
no- he has to try and make my life miserable. I won’t have it. I could easily destroy him
with magic, but that would lead me down a road I do not want to take. So I’ll just have to
make him destroy himself. It’s that simple.”
“Wow.” Ron seemed stunned. “Just make sure we’re not around when he loses it,
we could get caught in the crossfire.”
“Remind me never to get you angry at me,” said Harry.
“You don’t have anything to worry about, you’re my friends!” said Susan
seriously. “I’ll fight just as fiercely for you as I would for myself, and don’t you ever doubt
it.” She turned and started skipping down the hall. “Now if you’ll excuse me, I have a
spell to study for tonight!”
Susan studied a spell, and made her checks, a 16 in Magical Scripture to read
the difficulty 13 spell, and a 10 on Magical Theory to understand it. This of course
wasn’t enough, so she thought about it the rest of the day, and after dinner pulled her
book out again and made another check, this time getting a 15. She smiled.
Sixteen minutes later, a squad of seventeen soldiers, each looking like they had
been sculpted from flame, and carrying a gleaming sword made of steel came into
existence. They glowed with an inner light, and Susan laughed out loud to see them.
“Form up, and follow me, men!” she said to them. They did just that, and

marched through the halls of Hogwarts behind her. She marched in front of them,
banging an imaginary drum and making drum sounds with her purdy mouth. People
scrambled out of the way to see these men of fire march through the halls, and when
she reached the hospital wing she shouted “Company, halt!” The men stopped.
“What is all this?” said Madam Pomfrey, hurrying over.
“You have been informed I’m serving a detention this evening?” asked Susan.
“Yes, you’re supposed to be cleaning these bedpans.” She gestured over to the
stack of them.
“Excellent. Bring me seventeen shallow pans of water, and enough rags and
sponges and such to get the job done.”
“You’re not supposed to use magic…” she said, looking the soldiers over.
“I’m not. I’m just standing here. The pans, please.”
Madam Pomfrey threw up her hands. “Do what you want, I’m not the one serving
detention.”
So as the pans were brought out, Susan turned to face her Battalion. “All right
men. Your mission tonight is to clean these bedpans. Each of you take one, some water
and a sponge, then clean it until it shines. Hand it to me. If there are no more, wait for
further instructions.”
The first rank of them stepped forward and started following her orders, then the
next rank stepped up, and the next, until they were all hard at work. Susan sat down on
a bed.
“This physical labor stuff certainly is character building, isn’t it?” she remarked.
“What are they?” asked Madam Pomfrey, holding her hands up to one to feel the
heat coming off it.
“Oh these? It’s the Battalion spell. They’re supposed to be soldiers, of course, but
they’ll follow any orders to the letter. Handy, huh? I’ve have them mop up and make
beds while they’re here, if you want. By the way, I don’t see Professor Lupin, who was
supposedly not feeling well, around here. Has he recovered?”
“He’s resting in his own room-”
“And what’s all this?” Severus asked, stalking up.
That man stalks everywhere. Must be murder on his shoes.
“I’m performing my detention, as per your instructions.”
“I instructed,” he sneered, “that you were not to use magic.”
“I’m not using magic. I used magic to create this squad of warriors, true, but that
was before I got here. They follow my orders and, as you instructed, are also not using
magic to clean the bedpans. They are using physical labor only, as you can plainly see.”
“This is not what I meant.”
“Then perhaps next time you should be more clear in your instructions, so that I
don’t misunderstand.”
“I’m warning you, girl-” he said, taking a step towards her. Suddenly, each soldier
snatched up its sword and pointed them at Severus.
“Oh, I should warn you. They’ve been given standing orders to protect me, and
you seem a bit hostile right now. You might want to back off before they misunderstand.”
“You’re playing a dangerous game, girl.”
“No, you’re playing an unnecessary one. Every teacher here but one has
accepted what I can do, and even embraced it. You seem bent on showing I’m some

kind of monster or something, but really I’m just reacting to what’s done to me. Ignore
me, and I’ll ignore you. But come at me, bro, and I’ll respond in kind. It really is that
simple.”
“One of these days…” he stomped off.
Susan shook her head sadly. “That man’s pain runs very deep. If only he would
ask for my help instead of beating himself up about it. Oh well. Back to work, slackers!”
The soldiers went back to cleaning, and before long the room was clearer than it had
ever been.
“Anything else they can do for you?” asked Susan.
“I don’t think there’s anything else that can be done.”
Susan turned back to her soldiers. “Nice work tonight, men. Promotions!
Promotions! Fall upon your blades, honorable warriors! Until I call upon you again, be
gone!”
They made ready to follow this order, but Susan snapped her fingers and
stopped maintaining the spell. They melted away.
“Until next time, have a good night!” said Susan, giving a little shuffle step as she
left the office.

35
Resonating Darkness
Time: The next day
Place: Just inside the castle
“We’re going out in that?” Susan said, watching the rain whip past. “Remind me
again why?”
“To show support for Harry,” answered Ron.
“To keep an eye on Harry,’ answered Hermione.
“To watch Harry play,” answered Ginny.
“I’m not. I’m going back to sleep,” answered Sparkle, turning and walking away.
“I’m only going because you’re going,” answered Myrtle. “And rain doesn’t bother
me.”
“I was afraid you would all say that. Give me a second…” She got her book out,
then paged through almost to the back. “Ah, grade three? I can handle that.” She read
for three minutes, then made her checks to make sure she could understand the spell.
She exactly beat the difficulty for Magic Theory but her Magical Scripture check was
double what it needed to be. “Be right back!”
Susan stepped into a bathroom and went into a stall. On the wall she placed a
Teleportal leading back to her room, where she changed into a one piece swimsuit. Her
bracelet dangled from one wrist, but otherwise she left everything in her room. Once
back into the castle she came out, book in hand.
“You’re wearing that?” Ron asked, eyes wide.
Susan held out her arm. “I can get all of you with this spell, so grab on. It’s
touch.” Ron looked skeptical. “I have to be touching the people I cast it on. Don’t worry
Ron, you won’t get cooties.”
Everyone grabbed her arm and she envisioned the symbols from the book
(currently held up by Hermione) around herself, and said “Withstand Weather.” Energy
shimmered around her, and she put her book back in her Pocket Dimension. “Okay, let’s
go,” she said, snapping her swimming goggles in place.
“Wouldn’t Phase have been easier?” Myrtle asked, as they made their way
through the stands. Everyone was staring at her.
“What? You’ve never seen a girl wearing a swimsuit during a hurricane before?”
She turned to Myrtle. “Sure, if everyone wanted to hang onto me for the duration. This
way we’ll all stay warm, and I can still do magic if I need to. Plus I wouldn’t be able to
hear the commentary with Phase going.”
“That is the best part.”
“Agreed. What I need is a lesser Shell spell. I wouldn’t need something to deflect
gunfire, just raindrops. Have to have my book research that for me sometime.”
“You’re getting a lot of funny looks.”
“I usually do. They’ll get over it.”
Myrtle thought for a moment, then seemed to shimmer. She was wearing
something similar. “There, now we’re both the same!” she said brightly.
“Neat trick, Myrtle. When did you figure out you could do that?”
“Recently. I was thinking that my clothes were actually just a part of me, and then
I tried envisioning myself wearing different clothes. It took a little practice, but I finally

managed to figure out how to change them.”
“I wondered if that might be possible. You could have ghost fashion shows at the
Olympics too. You’re not constrained by reality, after all, only your imagination.”
“I’ll have to suggest that! Wow, it could be the first new event in ages, everyone
would want to compete in it.”
The group made their way to some empty seats near the front of the pavilion,
and Susan stood with Myrtle at the edge. She was being pelted by frigid rain and wind,
slicking back her hair and running down her bare limbs. With the spell going, it felt quite
pleasant. Everyone else there was hurtled as far under the tarps or umbrellas as they
could get, but Team Susan wasn’t going to let bad weather spoil their enjoyment.
What enjoyment there is to be found in this bizarre sport, anyway.
“This spell of yours is pretty nice,” said Ginny. “I’m not cold at all. How about
that? I thought you were nuts before, but now I wish I had changed too. The spell
doesn’t stop us getting wet, so your suit makes sense.”
“Everything I do makes sense, you just sometimes have to look a little harder to
see it.”
“You could always just take your clothes off,” suggested Myrtle, trying not to
smile.
“I’ll just dry them out later, thank you.”
“Suit yourself,” Myrtle punned.
“Has it started or not? I’m not sure I can even tell,” said Ron.
“I think that’s Harry there?” Hermione pointed. “Or, no, over there?”
Susan just shook her head and enjoyed the rain.
About twenty minutes into the match Hermione realized Harry was having trouble
because of his glasses, and ran off to help him.
“With magic, in case you were wondering,” she remarked to Susan before she
left.
It’s about freaking time these people started thinking with magic.
The match went on, until suddenly everyone gasped and looked over in one
direction.
What? Is this game finally over? Wait, they’re looking down, not up.
Susan looked where everyone was, and was shocked to see dozens of
Dementors gliding into the stadium. “Oh crap!” she shouted. “Harry! Where is he?”
I can’t Telesummon him on a broom! It doesn’t cancel momentum, he’ll go splat! I
can’t take all of them, and I didn’t learn the repelling spell because I didn’t figure on
facing a hundred of them at a time. Oh, this is not good.
Susan started reviewing the spells she knew, desperate to find one that could
help, but there were too many, and Harry was too far away and moving. She could see
figures zooming about high above, and figured they could be the seekers, chasing the
Snitch. She looked over at Myrtle.
“Can you find him?” she asked her. “Warn him that they’re on their way.”
“Got it,” she said, taking into the air. Tense seconds passed as more Dementors
spilled into the grounds.
How many of these things are there? And why are there so many? There aren’t

that many entrances to the grounds, even with two per door. Something’s off here.
Suddenly, everyone gasped and she saw a figure tumble from the air towards the
ground.
Harry! Even at my maximum range I couldn’t catch him with TK. Stay alive so I
can heal you later, please!
She saw the Headmaster slow his fall, and breathed a sigh of relief. He whirled
on the Dementors and pointed his wand angrily. The silver phoenix she had often seen
deliver messages appeared in the air, and the Dementors turned and started floating
away.
“Come on,” said Ginny. “We have to go make sure he’s okay.”
Myrtle flew back over. “I’m sorry, I wasn’t fast enough.”
“It’s okay, he’ll be fine.” Albus had Harry on a stretcher and was levitating him
away from the field. As long as a single spark of life remains.
The group hustled over to the hospital wing, where they found Harry already laid
out on a bed.
“He didn’t even break his glasses,” said Fred. (Pretty sure it wasn’t George)
Of course he didn’t, I made them stronger last year.
Madam Pomfrey said his injuries weren’t severe, so Susan started casting
Healing on him instead of the longer Alleviation. Harry opened his eyes.
“Welcome back,” Susan said. “How do you feel?”
“Crappy. What happened?”
“We were hoping you could tell us,” said George. “Do you remember the match?”
“Did we win?”
“Ah, about that.”
“We lost?”
“It’s just that, well, Cedric caught the snitch because he didn’t realize the reason
you fell behind is because you fell, literally. He said it wasn’t fair and that the match
should be scrapped, but for now it’s staying as is.”
“We thought you had died,” said Alicia.
“No we didn’t,” protested Susan. “Headmaster Dumbledore caught him (with
magic) didn’t he?”
“But then he rushed Harry over here…”
“To get him away from the Dementors, yes. They seem to have a stronger affect
on him than most, for some reason.”
“Sorry everyone,” said Harry, shutting his eyes. They popped open again.
“Susan, what are you wearing?”
She posed, one leg extended. “Swimsuit. You like it?”
“Why- no, don’t tell me. So why were those Dementors hanging around?”
“I don’t know,” answered Hermione. “But the Headmaster was furious with them.
We think he went to go owl the minister about the whole incident. He rushed off after he
brought you here.”
“You’re okay, aren’t you Harry?” asked Ginny.
“I’ll be fine. I’m sure it’s only what Susan would call ‘non-lethal damage’ after all.”
He managed a weak smile.
“I don’t know,” mused Susan. “Falling damage is lethal, there’s a formula and

everything. If you people had character sheets, as is sensible, you could just look rather
than guess. But that’s neither here nor there.”
“Let’s go get dried off, team,” said Fred. “Harry needs his rest. Don’t take it too
hard, anyone could have fallen, seeing that many of those things pouring into the
place.”
“We still have a chance at the cup, it’s not over yet,” said George. “See you later.”
The team members left, leaving only Susan’s party there.
“I’m sorry I couldn’t help,” said Susan. “You were too far away for Telekinesis and
moving too fast for Telesummon. I have to give credit to wanded magic, it all seems to
have a far greater range than mine.” She pouted.
“Can your magic protect him against Dementors?” asked Ginny. Susan shook her
head.
“The one spell I used before cancels out his ability to use magical objects as well
as protecting him from magic. So even if he activated that, he would have fallen
because his broom wouldn’t have worked any more. And he can’t walk around with it on
normally because then he couldn’t use his wand.”
“Speaking of that, where is my broom? Did someone fetch it?”
“That’s the oddest thing of all,” said Ron. “Professor Flitwick brought it up, just
minutes after you fell. Said it was in his office, with a note attached. Do you know what
this means?”
Ron handed Harry a note.
T.T. One Hour. Willow.
“I don’t think I know anyone with the initials T.T,” said Harry. “And the only Willow
I know is from Buffy the Vampire Slayer.”
Hermione’s eyes got wide, and she shot up from her chair at Harry’s bedside.
“Susan, I need your help.” She grabbed Susan’s hand and ran out, yelling “Be back in a
minute, fellows!”
Hermione found the nearest bathroom and dragged Susan into it.
“Hermione, you’re so forward. There’s plenty of time tonight for us to be alone
together.”
“What? No, there’s no one at your secret base, right?”
“Not at the moment, no. Why?”
“Just take us there, now. There’s not a lot of time.”
“Okay…” Susan cast Teleportal, and the two stepped through, closing it behind
them.
“I’m not supposed to show this to anyone, but I figure you’re okay. Your magic
can probably do this anyway.”
“Do what? Why are we here?”
“We’re going to save Harry’s broom!”
“How?”
Hermione took a golden hourglass from under her blouse. “With this. It’s called a
Time Turner. It’s how I’m getting to all my classes this year.”
“Wait, you mean to tell me that rather than create a potion of, oh, I don’t know,

You Don’t Need Any Sleep Tonight and just studying through the night, they gave you a
time machine to take more classes?”
“Yes, they gave me a time machine to take more classes. Come on!” Hermione
pulled her close and threw the chain around her neck, then spun it, once.
The world around them blurred, and solidified again.
“Okay, we’re now exactly one hour back in time. We’re going to sneak over to the
Whomping Willow and wait there. That message must mean that it’s going to be blown
in that direction. We’re going to catch it, then put it in Professor Flitwick’s office with that
note.”
“They gave you a time machine-”
“Can we talk about that later?”
“Fine, fine. Take my hand so I can know where you are.”
The two joined hands and Susan cast Invisibility. “I’ll open it behind Rubeus’ hut,
no one will be back there.”
Taking the extra time, Susan opened her Teleportal and both stepped through.
“Okay, we’ll fly over there so we don’t bump into something, or someone,” said
Susan, then cast Flight on them both. They flew over to the Willow and hung in the air,
holding hands, waiting for the match to be over.
“So, about this time machine…”
“Yes?”
“How far back can you go?”
“Six hours.”
“Interesting. If I recall my spell correctly, I could go back a week per Saturn rating.
I never looked into the spell because I wasn’t sure what would happen if I went around
messing with time. This is either safer, because it’s only a little ways back, or has other
protections on it.”
“They gave me a whole list of provisions and things to watch out for.”
“Ah. Which is why we’re here, and not just warning the Headmaster of what’s
about to happen before it does.”
“Exactly.”
“Well! That’s quite the secret you’ve been keeping from us, you know?”
“I’m sorry, I had to.”
“I know. Imagine if one of Voldemort’s followers had gotten hold of one of these in
the hours after his death at Harry’s place? The world would be a very different place
now, I expect.”
“I don’t even want to consider that.”
“I suppose it’s only fair to trade secrets, since you told me yours.”
“There’s something you haven’t told us?”
“Yeah. I figured out I can destroy Dementors with Alleviation. Because it takes so
long to cast though, I Imbued it into a knife, which I can currently use five times. Slash
them with it, and they’ll disappear for good.”
“Why didn’t you tell us?!”
“I was worried you would think that now that I had figured it out I would
immediately go to attack Azkaban.”
“Give us some credit. I don’t think you’re that stupid.”
Wait, she doesn’t think me that stupid? So she thinks me a little stupid? If I were

visible right now I would scowl at her. “Yeah, but I didn’t want that worry to be inside
you. Of course, now that I realize how many of them there must be, it’s going to take
more than one knife with 5 charges to take that place down.”
“Did you see how many of those things there were? Imagine what Azkaban must
be like.”
“I know, it must be horrible. I was staring at them, thinking there was nothing I
could do against that many. No wonder they all get shut up in that prison. Still, there
must be some way to destroy them faster or in a larger area.”
“If anyone can do it, I’m sure it’ll be you.” Hermione squeezed her hand.
“Thanks,” said Susan, squeezing back.
A few moments passed. “If we’re the ones that write that note, and we only knew
to come here from reading the note, where did the information to come here come
from?” asked Susan.
“In the original timeline the broom probably hit the willow and got smashed up.
So we went back in time to catch it. We left the note so future-past us wouldn’t have to
go through that loop again. This time loop stabilized meaning the information seems to
come from nowhere, but in reality came from the time before we knew where it ended
up.”
“Okay, time travel- weird.”
Nearly an hour later the broom came flying towards the invisible pair, and Susan
rolled her Catching check, getting a 12.
Never thought that skill would actually come in handy.
“Now, how do we get it into the office? I suppose I could just open a Teleportal
over there, I’ve seen it. And he’s at the game for sure, so he wouldn’t see it open.”
“Sounds good to me,” said Hermione.
Susan created a small Teleportal and dropped the broom through.
“Wait,” Hermione cried. “Don’t forget the note.” She got out her wand and floated
some parchment, ink and a quill through the hole, then hastily wrote the note that she
would had already read. She floated everything back through, and the two flew over to
the hospital wing to await themselves.
As they disappeared, Susan ended Flight and Invisibility and they walked out
again back towards where Harry was.
“You’re back already?” asked Ron. “What was that all about?”
“I just realized I needed to do something real quick with Susan. All done now
though. What were we saying?”
“We were just talking about how the broom got saved and wound up in professor
Flitwick’s office.”
“Guess it’s just one of those mysteries,” said Susan.
“Unexplainable. Probably magic,” said Hermione.
“I’m just glad it’s safe, I don’t care how,” said Harry. “I don’t have the money to
get another one, after all.”
That weekend, Harry stayed in the hospital bed, despite Susan curing his
wounds.

“If Dementors have that much of an impact on you I want to make sure you don’t
have a relapse or something,” argued Madam Pomfrey. “You may have visitors, but I
want to keep an eye on you.”
So Susan went to visit him.
“We have to figure out why you seem to have more trouble with them than
everyone else. There must be some reason.”
“I wish I knew!”
“I’ve even tried the Research spell and didn’t get very far. They’re considered
Dark creatures, but they don’t have loyalty as such. If someone promised them a lot of
food, that’s us by the way, they would follow that person. I don’t think they hold grudges,
so they aren’t out to get you because of the Voldemort thing. Though I suppose they
might think they would be eating better if he hadn’t been killed? I didn’t really see them
directing any sort of power at you.
“Could you have some kind of allergy to them, somehow? Like your system tries
harder to fight off their influence than other people? But they’re so powerful that it just
shuts your brain down to protect you? Because I could make you an item of Undead
Annihilation which seemed to at least confuse them, but if it’s just their presence that
triggers this reaction, that wouldn’t help you. Plus you would be glowing with holy light
all the time, which might be a little distracting.
“You obviously can’t get near them, you’ve had the reaction every time they were
in sight range. But not until you saw them. On the train that one was rattling around but
you only reacted when it was right in front of you. These were much further away, but
then there were more of them. That might have something to do with it.
“I’m sorry, Harry. I threw a lot of spells in my book at them some weeks ago trying
to see what would slow them down, anything. I didn’t find anything that would help. I
could make you an item with Augment Stat (RESolve) but I’m not sure you get RESolve
checks against these creatures. Or even if you have a RESolve in the way I do. I’ve
failed you Harry. My magic has failed you. And I’m sorry.”
Susan stood looking down at the floor.
“Now what would my friend Susan say at a time like this?” asked Harry, looking
thoughtful. “Maybe something like ‘You haven’t failed, you just have yet to succeed.’
There probably isn’t a lot of experimenting done on them so that’s why your Research
spell didn’t give you much. I’m just going to have to learn to deal with them on my own.
The Headmaster used some spell that chased them away, I’m sure I can learn the same
thing. Now that I think about it, Professor Lupin used the same spell on the train that
first time. I can’t imagine why I didn’t think of that earlier. He can teach it to me!”
“You were probably subconsciously hoping never to come face to face with one
again. So your brain blocked it out so you didn’t have to think about the experience.”
“Something. So don’t feel too bad about it. On Monday I’ll ask him, and see what
he says.”
“I’m going to go ahead and feel slightly bad about it, if that’s okay?”
“Tell you what- feel really bad about it for an hour, and we’ll call it even. Deal?”
“Deal.”
Also during the weekend Susan tried to get in to see Professor Lupin, but was
rebuked.

“I can’t see anyone right now,” he called through his door.
“If there is something wrong with you, I can fix it,” Susan shouted back, carefully
not adding the “…you moron” to the end. “You have seen what my magic can do. You
have heard what I have done. I don’t care if one of your legs has fallen off or you’re
under a curse that disfigures you to a LOOks of zero. Whatever it is, my magic can help.
Why will you not allow me to help you?”
“I have my reasons. Now please, just leave me alone for now.”
“Fine,” Susan grumbled. “Just trying to help. Can’t help my best friend fight off
Dementors. Can’t help you because of pride or whatever. Honestly- grown ups!” Susan
stalked off.
I should just Phase my way inside, and to heck with him. Hit him with the Healing
Shiv and be done with it. Stupid adults.
That Monday he was back in class, but looking rather worse for wear. The class
immediately began complaining to him about Professor Snape and his fixation with
werewolves.
“And he gave Susan detention!” yelled Neville.
“And took fifty points from her house!” yelled someone else.
“Fifty points? Why?”
“It’s not important,” said Susan. “I’ve put the whole thing behind me, and sort of
got my revenge in any case. Now what is important- are you sure you don’t want me to
hit you with Alleviation. If you really are sick it will cure you, and restore any lost
STRength or CONstitution you may have lost.”
“I’ll be fine,” he said with a smile.
“I knew it!” shouted Neville. Everyone looked over at him.
“You cured my parents, didn’t you?”
Oh crap. Crap, crap, crap! Double Crap. Triple even! I just had to open my big
month, didn’t I?
“What do you mean, Neville? Are your parents ill?” Oh sure, don’t put any points
into Deception, Susan, why would you need a skill like that?
“And that potion Madam Pomfrey gave me to drink that you suggested. You
made that too, didn’t you?”
“I’m not really sure what you mean.” Yeah, I’m failing these rolls, aren’t I?
“Don’t play games with me. My parents were in that hospital for years. Then
suddenly overnight they get cured, and no one can tell me how? I spend my life as the
clumsiest person I know, and then I drink a potion and suddenly I’m fine? Both of these
things just happened to come along just as you entered school? A person who goes
around showing off her ‘ancient magics’ or whatever. Do you think I’m an idiot?”
“We can talk about it later, Neville. Let’s just get back to the lesson.”
“Fine.”
I’m being punished, aren’t I? But why? Did I do something bad recently?
At the end of class, Neville planted himself in front of her. “Yes or no. Did you
cure them or not?”
Susan sighed. “Yes, Neville, I cured them, and you too. Happy?”
“Yes, I am. I got my family back, and I didn’t have to live with my grandmother

anymore. Why didn’t you tell me? Were you having a nice little laugh behind my back,
‘oh, Neville is so dumb he hasn’t figured it out yet.’?”
“What? No. Honestly I never gave it another thought. In the beginning I didn’t
want you told because you would have felt obligated to do something equally amazing
for me, and I didn’t want you to be under that kind of pressure. I did something good for
someone, and I wanted to do it anonymously because to me it’s just a spell. It’s not
amazing or anything, I don’t really deserve any real credit.”
“Really? That’s the whole reason?”
“That is the whole reason. I promise.”
“You should have told me. I’ve been down on my knees every night thanking God
for the miracle that gave my parents back to me. That made me a normal person. All
this time I was praying to you.”
“No, no, no, no!” Susan waved her hands in front of her. “Don’t even think that! I
was just the conduit, you know? I mean, if there is a God then He put me here to do
good works, and that’s what I’ll do. I’m just a person with a little bit better magic than
most. Honest.”
“You could have at least let me say thank you.”
“Oh, but you did! Every time you smiled and joked with the others, I had your
thanks. When you talked about your parents, I had your thanks. When you walked with
your head up, rather than down, I had your thanks. You didn’t need to say the words; it
wasn’t a spell. It was in everything about you.”
“Well, thank you anyway.”
“Of course. I’m glad they’re doing okay, and can put that chapter in their lives
behind them. But if you really want to thank me, go do something amazing with your life.
Become the best wizard you can, and someday, someone will be thanking you for their
lives. I’m sure of it.”
“Okay. I’ll see you later, okay?”
“See you.”
Whew.
By that time, Harry was done talking to Professor Lupin and the two left together.
“He says he’ll teach me,” Harry said excitedly.
“Great! That’s wonderful news.”
“Not until after Christmas though, because of this strange illness he’s been
under.”
“Yes. I can’t imagine why he won’t allow me to help him. It’s very odd, he knows I
can cure all illness.”
“Maybe it’s something really embarrassing?”
“I suppose it must be. Christmas huh? Time to start working on presents again, I
guess.”
“You can just get me something normal, if you want. You don’t have to make me
a magical item.”
“Of course I do. It keeps me out of that stupid Potions class, after all. If I’m not
making stuff Headmaster Dumbledore will find some less enjoyable activity to keep me
occupied. Idle hands, and all that. You can count on it.”
“As long as you enjoy doing it.”

“Seeing magic swirl around an item, and at the end having something useful to
give my friends? Count on it.”
Naturally the others worked out the same agreement with Susan as last yearHermione and Ron would be staying here, and she would bring all their families to the
castle for the holiday.
There was another trip to the village planned, but Susan insisted she was staying
here for the duration.
“They probably haven’t cleaned up the mess from the last time I went there. I
would rather be attacked here where at least there won’t be freaking giants roaming the
halls. They wouldn’t fit, for one thing.”
Of course, Harry and I will go, I just want to make it seem like we’re staying
behind to fool my would be attacker. I’m so sneaky!
That year Ron was easy, he asked for an item of Withstand Weather, because it
seemed too useful. As it was only grade 3, Susan was happy to oblige him.
Susan had a rather inspired idea for Harry. She was going to Fabricate his
broom, but then decided against it. Brooms were replaceable, and new models came
out every year that had different characteristics. But she knew something that wasn’t
easily replaceable- wands.
So she gave a minor boost to one of the stolen wands she had hanging around,
and asked Hermione (who she considered to be the best spellcaster) to give it a try. It
still worked, so obviously her binding of magical energies into the structure of the wand
didn’t hurt its ability to be used as whatever Magical Focus these wizards needed. So
she made Harry’s wand TDR 6, probably more than was required, as even making it
DTR 4 (an increase of 1, as wood started at DTR 3) would make it regenerate damage.
Hermione caught her doing it, and excitedly asked for the same, and Susan said
she would be happy to.
“I was going to make you something else, but if this is what you want.”
“Are you kidding? To have my wand never break, scuff, crack, splinter- nothing?
That’s huge for a wizard! Have you seen how beat up Mr. and Mrs. Weasley’s wands
are?”
“If that’s what you want, your wish is my command.”
She also snuck in a True Owner on each, so they would be reunited with their
wands should they ever lose them. It only counted as 1 charge to Imbue, after all. So
she figured, why not? The tough part was getting some of their hair, but that’s what
Phase magic was for, right?
In fact, I could go into business making wands unbreakable, and unsteal-able.
Figure every wizard will want it done, right? So the number of wizards in the world times
cost per wand times number of new wizards born every year…
*cha-ching*

36
Visitation Rites
Time: Two days before Christmas
Place: The hallways of Hogwarts
“There you are,” exclaimed Susan. “Come on, I’m sure they’re waiting for us!”
“What are you talking about?” asked Harry.
“Hermione and the others. We’re heading to the village.”
“How did you know- they told you about it?”
“Okay, now I’m confused.”
“Fred and George. They gave me this sweet map of Hogwarts that shows
everyone’s positions.”
“Seriously?”
“Really. Take a look.”
Harry showed Susan the map, and there they were, marked clearly where they
were standing.
“I have to admit, sometimes your magic really impresses me. I have no idea how
I would make something like that. No idea at all.”
“Nice, isn’t it?”
“I could see where it would be useful. So you were thinking of sneaking over
there using this, right?”
“Exactly. There’s a secret passage directly there, right inside the castle! Fred and
George don’t believe Mr. Filtch knows about it, so I was going to use it.”
“Really?” Susan frowned.
“And you’re not as excited as I would have thought. You’re not thinking what I’m
thinking, are you?”
“I think I am. That’s how he might have gotten in. We better check it out. I was
going to offer my Teleportal services to get us to the village, but this seems more
important.”
“Us? I thought you said you were staying here. Too dangerous, you said.”
“Classic misdirection technique. Now my Enemy thinks I’m staying here, when
really I’ll be there. Of course that probably doesn’t matter, an Enemy is an Enemy no
matter where I go, but I can at least make them work for it.”
“That’s up to you. Come on.”
Checking the coast was clear, Susan Phased Harry and herself through the
stone statue that sat in front of the passage, and there it was- a dark hallway leading off
into the distance.
“Well, well, well,” said Susan, looking down the cramped passage. Harry’s wand
had lit up the area, and he was holding it in front of himself. “Someone was busy a long
time ago, weren’t they?”
“What do you want to do?”
“See where this connects to. In the meantime, I’m going to be reading a spell to
put on the other end. Let’s get walking.”
She pulled her Book of Spells out of her Pocket Dimension and started flipping
through, looking up occasionally to avoid running into the walls. “The question is how
deadly do I want to make it? Ah, here we are: Elemental Trap. Only grade 4, I can easily

meet the difficulty to read and understand it. Wait, it’s not permanent? What’s the point
of that?” She slammed the book shut again and stuffed it back in her Pocket Dimension.
“Glad I learned Spell Symbol then,” she said.
“So what’s the news?”
“There’s a trap spell you can put on doors and things called Elemental Trap. But
it’s worthless, because no one in their right mind is going to spend XP to Imbue a door
with something like that. Not when Spell Symbol exists, that’s permanent. Whoever
made that spell up needs to rethink.”
“But you can still do what you want?”
“Yeah. I’ll just put my trusty Spell Symbol on the other side of this passageway,
whatever the door is that leads down here. Then I’ll cast my Elemental Burst (Knockout)
into it, so whoever next opens the door will get a nasty surprise.”
“What if it’s us?”
“Why would it be us? We’re not going to use it, and I’ll warn Fred and George off
it when we get back. When the whole Sirius scare is over I’ll come back down here and
scratch it out, so it can be used again.”
“I guess that’s all right.”
“Anyway, let’s fly, unless you really want to walk down the rest of this passage.”
So Susan cast Flight on them both and they zoomed down the passageway at
speed. As it was a straight hallway they didn’t need to do any fancy maneuvers, and
within minutes came to the end of the passage. There was a wooden trapdoor leading
up.
“And here we are,” said Susan, touching the door. “Time to make some magic.”
A circle appeared and swirled on the surface of the wood for a minute and a half
as Susan envisioned mystical symbols and put energy into magic. With that spell cast
she put more energy into Elemental Burst and cast that into the symbol that now was
“burned” into the wood.
“And done!” she announced, the magical energies fading away. “Want to test it?”
“No!”
“Aw, you’re no fun. Now, let me think of a quiet place I can put this Teleportal and
we can be on our way.”
“I didn’t bring the cloak, someone will see me.”
“Not if you have some special Susan Invisibility,” Susan reminded him.
“Oh yeah.”
So the two stepped out, Harry invisibly and Susan not, and they started looking
around for Ron and Hermione.
“They probably hit the sweet shop first this time, as they didn’t get a chance last
time. Let’s head there.”
“Right. Lead the way.”
Susan felt something pinch her jacket and they made their way through the
streets. “They’ve got Dementors patrolling the streets at night?” Susan looked up at a
sign, posted on a wooden fence. “They must be getting desperate by this time.”
“As if he would be stupid enough to wander around a village of wizards,” said
Harry, “All who know his face on sight. If I was him, I’d be hiding out in the Mug- the
non-magical world, where it’s unlikely I would be known.”

“For sure. Come on, the sweet shop is over here.”
“Susan!” cried Hermione. “You decided to come after all?”
“I was planning on coming the whole time. I just announced I wasn’t to throw off
any attackers.”
“It’s kind of sad you have to worry about attackers.”
“I’m used to it. What’s up with you guys?”
“We were trying to pick up something for Harry,” said Ron.
“What a wonderful idea, given that Harry is not within inches of me right now.
Probably miles away. Miles and miles away. Or- he’s behind me. One of the two.”
“You didn’t?”
“When have I ever not done something I shouldn’t? Wait, that came out wrong.”
“Harry?”
“Hello, Hermione,” said the voice of Harry. “Nice to see you Ron.”
“I suppose as long as he stays Invisible. Is it the cloak or your magic?” asked
Hermione.
“My magic. We didn’t think about the cloak before we left.”
“Left? Didn’t you just, you know, wish yourself here?”
“It’s a long story. Want Harry and me to leave so you can get back to shopping?
We can walk around until you’re finished.”
“If you don’t mind.”
“What do you say, oh invisible one?”
“Let’s go see the joke shop, it’ll be warm in there.”
“Meet you at The Three Broomsticks then?”
“Say twenty minutes?”
“Fine, fine. Come along, He Who-Must-Not-Be-Seen.”
So Susan and Harry puttered around the joke shop, where Susan was aghast at
the number of products, and their functions.
Do some wizards just do nothing but cast charms on objects? Good thing it
doesn’t cost them XP or anything, they’d be going backwards after a day!
“How long do the charms on your products last?” she asked a salesman.
“We offer a six month guarantee. If one of our products fails to activate before
that time, simply bring it back for a replacement and your money back. Customer
satisfaction is our top priority.”
“That sounds more than fair. Good to see a place that stands behind its products.
Thanks.”
“Of course. Let me know if you see anything you’d like.”
“I will.”
If I plan to use it within six months, anyway. Now I see why items made by
wizards are made so easily. They don’t last like mine do. It takes goblins to create things
like magic swords that can last generations. That’s an interesting thought- was Harry’s
cloak made by goblins? It’s held up pretty well over the years if it belonged to his father.
Weird.
She looked at some things, like Instant Darkness Powder that she could make
too, just a handful of black powder with Darkness imbued into it. Would items that last

longer command higher prices? She looked at what they wanted for it. Probably not.
Given how cheap this stuff is, it takes them zero effort after all, you can easily replace it
every few months. And this probably isn’t the kind of stuff you buy without intending to
use fairly quickly.
The two of them made their way back through the streets to the restaurant, and
went inside. Hermione called over to them, and they sat down. Ron had drinks waiting
for them, and passed them out. Harry had his back to the wall, and no one was paying
special attention to them. She could feel Harry looking at the mug.
“I think it’s safe if you wanted to drink it,” said Susan, looking around. “Just try to
not be too obvious about it. The mug won’t go invisible if you pick it up, but it doesn’t
count as an attack, a spell, or ‘affecting another creature’ so you won’t become visible
again.”
“Good to know!” The mug floated up and some of the liquid disappeared. “Hey,
that’s good stuff!”
Of course, in walked a bunch of teachers and Mr. Fudge. The mug disappeared
under the table as they walked over.
“Ah, Susan,” said the minister. “Wonderful to see you again!”
“And you, minister. I hope you’re well, knowing all the stress you must be under.
What with Sirius still on the loose.”
“Quite a nasty business, I admit. The Dementors petition me daily to be let into
the castle.”
“I expect they would. Children are, after all, typically filled with more positive
emotions than adults.”
“Quite, as you say. Would you mind if I sat down a moment, there’s something I
would like to ask you.”
Crap, now what?
Suddenly she felt a finger brush the back of her hand, and she knew Harry must
have gotten up.
“Please,” she said, gesturing to the chair. “Join us!”
“Thank you. I’ll just be a moment,” he said to the others.
“Really, Cornelius? Now?” said Minerva. “Let the poor girl alone. It’s Christmas!”
“It won’t take a moment.”
She shook her head and sat down at the table next to them.
“What can I do for you, minister?”
“Just a few quick points. I heard a Dementor went missing from his post some
time ago. You wouldn’t happen to know what could have become of the creature, do
you?”
“What do you take me for minister?” Susan said, putting on a shocked
expression. “Some sort of mad scientist, that has fiendishly captured a Dementor and is
performing gruesome experiments on it in some secret lab?”
“I wouldn’t put it past you, if the things could be captured or held. But you did
express to me some desire to destroy them, and when I heard one was missing… well,
it brought you to mind.”
“Not to worry,” she assured him. “When I figure out how to destroy them, you’ll be
the first to know. Because you’ll get a call from Azkaban, that an invincible little girl is
attacking and taking them out.”

“I’m serious. We have to account for them. Did you destroy one somehow?”
She sighed. “Yes, I found a spell that would destroy them. Okay? Are you happy
knowing that? Does it fill your heart with a tiny warmth as it does mine? Does it please
you that your persistent questioning has made me give in and answer you?”
Ron was of course choking on his drink by this time. Hermione just looked cross.
Cornelius looked between them. “So, she knew, he didn’t. Interesting. Is it
reliable?”
“I would have to destroy more of them to answer that question. If you’d like to
‘loan’ me some to perform my fiendish experiments on…”
“I think not.”
“Pity. In any case, yes, that one is gone, never to return. And to be followed by
more of its fellows soon, I hope.”
“So why aren’t you attacking the place? You seemed rather emphatic about it.”
Susan looked away. “It’s too slow. Remember how I cured Neville’s parents?”
“That’s the spell you used?”
She nodded.
“I guess I don’t have to worry about you mowing them down like weeds then, at
least not yet.”
“I shouldn’t say this, but I don’t know how I’m going to effectively weaponize the
spell. Given how many of them there are, even I would be overwhelmed attacking
directly.”
“I see. You said ‘effectively weaponize’ meaning you have, to a certain extent,
done so.”
“That is correct.”
“Well, at least that minor mystery is solved. Now, on to Sirius Black.”
“Yes?”
“Can your magic find him?”
“Didn’t Mr. Weasely tell you? Though I suppose you don’t talk with the little
people around the office, do you? It was the first thing I tried, as soon as I learned he
was on the loose. My spell didn’t exactly work right. I still don’t know why.”
“What did it tell you?”
“Essentially? That the man was neither living nor dead upon the earth.”
“He is very much alive, I assure you.”
“I know he is, given his breaking into Hogwarts not that long ago for reasons
unknown. As to the failure of my magic, I cannot say. I’ve never had a result like that
from a spell before.”
“That’s a pity. We’ve done all we can, and he still eludes us. Why? How? If only
we could learn that, we would have an edge!”
“There’s one thing I don’t understand, if you can tell me.”
“I’ll answer what I can.”
“Why here? Why his obsessions with Hogwarts? If he really was loyal to
Voldemort shouldn’t he be in hiding, gathering up those also loyal? Building their
strength, biding their time?”
“We, uh, can’t really say what his motivation is,” he answered shiftily.
“Don’t give me that. There’s a lot more going on here, and you know it’s going to
be me standing with Harry if Sirius ever catches him. I’d like to know exactly who I’m

fighting against.”
The minister thought for a moment, then looked at the three of them.
“Now it’s my turn to say I shouldn’t be telling you this. But you’ve been honest
with me, and I’ve seen your power, so I’ll tell you their history. But you must not tell
Harry, please. I’ll have your words on this.”
“The information will not pass from me to him in any way minister, you have my
oath as a wizard.”
The others nodded.
“Very well. The thing is, at one time, Harry’s father and Sirius where the best of
friends. Troublemakers at school, perhaps. But loyal to each other. Or so we thought.
There were, shall we say, certain indications that you-know-who was about to attack the
Potter family for his own reasons. Albus suggested to them that they go into hiding.”
Not even he can say Voldi’s name. Just how bad was it during that time?
“Now I don’t know if your magic can do something similar, but we can perform a
ceremony and actually store a piece of knowledge inside someone. If it’s the location of
a safe house, that house is wiped off the map. Only those that have been told the house
is there would be able to see it. Anyone else would be unable to perceive it being there
at all. I mention it because this is what Albus did. He sent them to a safe house and
bound the secret inside Sirius. To prevent the information being tortured out of him,
Sirius also agreed to go into hiding, and the ceremony was performed.”
“So Harry’s parents were betrayed by their best friend?”
“That does appear to be what happened, as not a week went by when the attack
took place. You can imagine how Albus felt, who had offered to hold the secret himself.
This was all the proof he needed that Sirius was a traitor, and went after him. Somehow
he managed to stay one step ahead of Albus and was caught only later.”
“Is that when he performed that curse that killed so many people?”
“Exactly. He had been cornered by another friend of theirs, Peter Pettigrew, in an
alleyway. Peter confronted him, according to eyewitnesses, and tried to take him down
himself. Sirius didn’t leave much of him left, and the explosion left a crater in the ground
and a dozen dead. The magical enforcement squad said he’d cracked, standing there in
the street laughing, and let himself be lead away.”
Susan thought for a moment.
“I’m sorry, but that story just doesn’t make sense.”
“I assure you it’s what happened.”
“It’s what people saw happen. People tend to see what they want to see, or fill in
blanks that they missed in odd ways.”
Cornelius gave a little laugh. “So what do you think happened?”
“It’s not what I think happened, it’s what I think should have happened. A person
like Sirius, who followed Voldemort, would have known the killing curse. So Peter walks
up to him, shaking with rage and whatnot, and Sirius plays it cool, right? ‘It wasn’t me,
let me explain’ he says to Peter. ‘I’ll give you one last chance’ says Peter. ‘But it better
be good.’ Then he takes Peter into a back ally and one burst of green light later, no
more Peter. Why blow him up in that spectacular fashion? Why kill innocent people? It
doesn’t seem his style. I mean he waited how long to betray the Potters, and for what?
Why not just finish them himself, bring Harry’s head to Voldemort on a patter? Did he
really think that far ahead? Hide his true self that long? I’m not buying it.”

“The facts are the facts,” said Cornelius, getting up. “Peter died a hero, and Sirius
want to Azkaban for life. I know you don’t approve if it, but the fact is we need a place
like that to make people like Sirius think twice.”
“No, you need swift justice, as in a death penalty, rather than torturing people for
years until they’re just a shell of their former selves. Death, I think, would be preferable.”
“You are certainly entitled to your opinion. If you can offer us any other
assistance, I would certainly be grateful for the help.”
“I will let you know immediately.”
“Thank you. Good afternoon to you all.”
Rejoining the teachers, they talked about Sirius and had a drink, then left.
“You with us?” asked Susan. She felt a finger grab her jacket. “Let’s head back to
the school,” she said to the others. “We have some things to talk about.”
“Well done, telling him we wouldn’t tell Harry. He told Harry himself, so we didn’t
break our word,” said Ron.
“The thought had crossed my mind,” Susan replied. “It’s not my fault he didn’t ask
if Harry was there, invisible. The man is minister of magic, of all things. You would think
he’d be a little sharper than that.”
“Are we walking back?”
“Heck no. I’ve got energy, and the Susan Express is a smooth ride, baby!”
“So, what, he wants to finish the job?” asked Harry, now visible again, and back
inside Hogwarts. “A perfectionist villain?”
“This so called ceremony,” said Susan. “Do you know anything about it,
Hermione?”
She shook her head. “Not yet.”
“That’s the kind of answer I like to hear. Anyway, could it have been observed?
Could an invisible person have watched, then walked behind him while he told Albus
what the secret was he had just locked away?”
“And your father couldn’t have been that thick, Harry,” said Hermione. “I have to
believe that he would not have hung around a person who went to Voldemort’s side. I
mean there would have been signs.”
“You would think,” said Harry. “It does explain what Draco said to me, though.
Why I should want ‘revenge’ on Sirius.”
“The timing also seems wrong. Unless he lost track of time, Sirius would know
when you were going to enter Hogwarts, Harry,” said Susan. “Why choose your third
year of school and not your first? You’re more experienced now, older. If I wanted to
finish someone off, I would want to do it when they were as weak as possible.”
“Is his dedication to Voldi so great that he would want revenge that baldly? I
mean, to sneak in here and try to get into your common room really smacks of
desperation. Unless you think about what we’ve already seen,” said Susan.
“What? What have we seen?” asked Ron.
“Pieces of Voldi scattered about. A ring? A diary? Perhaps there was another
piece hidden here someplace, and that’s what he was after. That’s why he hasn’t been
seen since- he’s off finding some sucker Voldi can take over and return to physicality.”
“You just have a way of making bad situations that much worse, don’t you?”

asked Hermione.
“It’s a gift. In any case, we know the official line now, and why everyone’s so
freaked out about him running around. We just have to get the real story.”
“Maybe it is the real story?” ventured Ron.
“Come on, Ron. Myrtle, the chamber, and Rubeus? Gilderoy? The reasons Voldi
wanted the stone? When has anything we’ve thought or been told been the real story?”
“It could happen.”
“She’s right,” said Harry. “Until we get the story from him, I’m going to trust my
father and give him the benefit of the doubt. We know there are powerful curses- curses
that control people.” He looked at Ron, who nodded. “Maybe he was cursed before he
went into that ceremony, we don’t know. After all, they wouldn’t suspect their best friend,
right? Who better to make your puppet, as Voldi has already shown us.” She looked at
Ron.
“You didn’t suspect me,” Ron admitted. “That part of his plan did work perfectly.”
“And with wizard’s insistence on not finding proper evidence, as in the case with
Myrtle,” Hermione put in, “I have to doubt what we’ve been told, too.”
“So we keep looking for answers, and if Sirius does show up, we give him the
chance to explain. With Magic Immunity running, of course.”
“Can’t be too careful,” Harry said.
The next day, Christmas Eve, the school was mostly empty and the four found
themselves with little supervision.
“I know someone who can tell us more about Sirius,” said Harry. “Rubeus. He
knew my parents, right? Maybe he can give us some insights into his character.”
Everyone agreed that was a good idea, and trooped down to The Hut, where
they banged on his door.
And then waited.
“I hear crying,” said Sparkle, getting a 20 on Perception. “Should there be
crying?”
“Crying? No!” said Hermione, alarmed. She pounded on the door. “Professor
Hagrid? It’s us, The Four Heroes.”
“I still think Susan’s Adventuring Squad,” venturing Susan.
“What was wrong with Hero Harry and his Sidekicks?” asked Harry.
“Better than Ron’s Misfits,” grumbled Ron.
“Whoever says it first gets to decide,” said Hermione.
“That’s fair,” said an unconvinced Susan.
The door flew open, and there stood Rubeus, sobbing. “News travels fast around
here, don’t it? Oh it’s just horrible. I knew you would come, Susan, I just knew it.”
“Come on, professor, let’s talk about it.” Hermione grabbed his hand and pulled
him inside. Susan shut the door and looked around. There on the table was an opened
letter, official looking, from the seal. Over in the corner was a hippogriff.
Probably Buckbeak.
“Who died?” asked Ron.
“Can we be a little sensitive, please?” asked Hermione, glaring at him.

Ron appeared to think about this.
“Can you tell us what happened?” asked Hermione. Rubeus shoved the letter at
her and sat down heavily.
She read it over.
“You better have a look,” she said to the others.
“So let me get this straight, you’re off the hook, but now Buckbeak is going on
trial? It took them this long to come to this decision? So much for the swift wheels of
justice!” said Susan.
“I’m sure we can come up with a defense,” said Hermione, “So don’t you worry,
Professor.”
“Defense? They’re going to hear it right from the hippogriff. I’ll just learn Animal
Speech, it’s only grade 4. They can hear his testimony themselves.”
“Why not just have me do it?” asked Sparkle.
“I’m not sure the court would allow a cat inside, and plus, he might think you’re
being offered up as a snack.”
“I could go in fairy form. I haven’t used Shape-shift in ages!”
“I suppose that could work…”
“Well they accept that kind of thing?” asked Harry.
“They will if they know what’s good for them,” Susan said darkly. “So cheer up,
Professor, one way or the other we’ll make sure he’s okay.”
“The problem is that the people hearing the case are more loyal to Lucius then to
me. It was his son that was hurt, so no matter what we say or do, they’ll order his
execution.”
“Then we’ll just have to give them an execution,” Susan said. “What do you think
we have Illusion magic for, anyway?”
“Would that be good enough to fool people?” asked Harry.
“I can put Energetic Accumulation on myself just as easily as on Susan,” Sparkle
said. “So yes, I could make it realistic, trust me.”
“Isn’t that him there?” Ron asked. “Why not just let him go and say he got away
from you?”
“Can’t. They would just track him down, and then it would call my fitness for the
job into question. That would just make things worse.”
“It was worth a thought.”
“You four, you’ve always been so nice to me. Can’t even imagine why.”
“Because you’re nice to us. Professor Snape gets to beat his head against the
wall where I’m concerned because he’s so pigheaded. You asked nicely and got to
know me, so you get the benefit of my magic same as any of my other friends. It’s as
simple as that.”
“I heard about your little stunt with the detention,” he said with a slight smile. “But
you really shouldn’t bait him like that.”
“I know, it’s against my sweet and charming inner nature. What can I say? That
man brings out the worst in me for some reason.”
“You going to be okay?” asked Hermione.
“Yeah. Somehow you guys always seem to make me feel better. Thanks.”
The four left to allow Rubeus to compose himself, and walked back up to the

castle.
“Sorry you didn’t get to ask about Sirius,” said Susan.
“It’s okay,” Harry said with a shrug. “Not that important right now. I can go when
he’s feeling a bit more like himself.”
“What are we going to do about Buckbeak though?” asked Ron. “None of us are
lawyers.”
“We’re just going to have to do what we always do,” replied Susan.
“What? Bully people with a bunch of magic they’ve never heard of?” asked
Hermione.
“Wreck wherever we are with fire magic?” asked Ron.
“Verbally pummel them into submission?” asked Harry.
“You guys know me too well,” said Susan, her heart swelling with pride at being
so well understood by her friends.
Truly, friendship is magic.
And so Christmas came, and Susan explained to Harry about why she had been
stealing his wand off and on for the past few weeks. He was pretty excited about that,
having a wand that was tougher than an iron bar. It was overshadowed, however, by the
arrival of a brand new broom.
A Firebolt. With no card or note attached.
Glad I choose not to Imbue the broom then.
“Who do you know that could spend that much on a broom you don’t need?”
asked Ron.
“That’s a good question, Ron,” Susan said. “Why send him a broom when he
already has a broom?”
“I suppose I should give mine back to Professor McGonagall then?”
“Sign it first. She can sell it when she retires and buy her own island,” Susan
joked.
“This is serious,” said Hermione. “It could be some kind of trap!”
“Who would trap a broom?” asked Ron, running a finger along it. “I’m touching a
Firebolt. I can’t believe I’m touching a Firebolt!”
“Seriously, Hermione. He’s already touched it to unwrap it. If there was some kind
of curse on it, I’m pretty sure it would have activated by now.”
“I suppose. It’s still pretty suspicious.”
“Business as usual then,” quipped Susan. “The only one I can see both rich
enough and holding a big enough grudge would be Lucius, for freeing Dobby last year
like you did.”
“You don’t think he would put some kind of time activated curse on it that would
make it stop flying, do you? I think everything is fine, use it a month or two, then wham,
it soars into the air and then stops working?”
“There would have to be cheaper ways though,” said Ron.
“What does he care about money, though,” Hermione put in.
“Exactly!” said Susan. “You could probably hire a decent hitman for what this
broom cost. I suppose that might not be as satisfying to watch though.”

“He seems the type who would like to watch,” remarked Ron.
“Ron!” Hermione smacked him in the arm.
“Tell you what,” said Susan. “Tonight after dinner when I send my mom home I’ll
go with her. I’ll take this broom and the broom Harry uses now. Away from all this
magical interference I’ll use Magic Sense and see if they feel magically different. That
will at least tell us something about it, right?”
“And I suppose I can have the teachers look at it before I use it,” Harry said
wistfully. “If it will make you feel better, Hermione.”
“It’s the right thing to do.”
“How come the right thing is always so difficult?”
After a lovely dinner with the parents, Susan took the brooms and stepped
through the Teleportal to her house.
She went to her room and concentrated on the brooms for about a half an hour,
then said goodbye to her mother and stepped back into the school.
“I find nothing amiss about the new one,” she announced. “Magically they feel
very similar, which is to say they have very little magic of their own. I still don’t
understand how you guys make them fly like you do. What I can tell you is there are no
spells which would be equivalent to Mars or Pluto, that would be War and Death. I
sense what might be some Sun spells, protection, on both, but that’s about it.”
“I would still recommend taking it be examined by a teacher,” said Hermione.
“I will, okay? Tomorrow I will explain the situation to Professor McGonagall and
ask her advice.”
“I just don’t want to see you hurt, that’s all.”
“I know, I’m not mad at you. I just want to know why a broom of all things?”
“I was thinking about that while I checked them over,” said Susan. “I only had one
thought. This broom was, oh, I can’t talk about that. Uh, suffice to say, when you fell it
got blown towards the Whomping Willow, okay? Someone who saw you fall and saw the
broom flying that way would now believe you didn’t have a broom any more. But who
could that be, I asked myself.”
“You don’t suspect Sirius somehow, do you?” asked Hermione.
“I admit, it’s far fetched.”
“It’s totally ludicrous,” said Ron. “The guy’s on the run, he’s not going to be able
to saunter into a bank and withdraw hundreds of Galleons, is he?”
“But he was a friend of the family, and we know he’s on the run. He could have
been hanging around and what he saw would fit the requirements for needing a new
broom.”
“I have to agree with Ron on this one,” said Hermione. “Even if he was a friend of
the family, and framed, where would he get the money?”
“Yeah, if he had that much cash buried someplace or whatever he could get out
of the country, start a new life,” said Ron. “Buying brooms just doesn’t seem likely.”
“Hey, I didn’t say that was the answer, I just said it was the only answer I thought
of. Weirder things have happened to us.”
“That’s for sure,” Ron grumbled.
“I’ll still turn it in. Maybe they can find out who bought it from a serial number or
something. They can’t sell too many of these things, right?”

37
Raising Shields
Time: 8:00 Thursday evening
Place: History of Magic classroom
“All three of you?” asked Professor Lupin as Ron, Hermione and Susan followed
Harry into the classroom at eight o’clock that night.
“What, you think they don’t want to learn how to protect themselves from the unkillable beings of hatred in the shape of a man?” asked Susan.
“It’s okay, isn’t it?” asked Harry. “You can teach three as easily as one, right?”
“I suppose,” said Remus. “But that doesn’t explain why Susan is here.”
Susan stuck a cheerleader pose. “Goooo team!”
“I see.”
“Seriously, I want to see how this magic works, maybe it’ll give me some ideas.
Also I want to measure Harry’s reaction and maybe find some other defense against
them.”
The large case next to Remus shuttered and gave a little jump.
“You can’t seriously have one in there?” Ron said, backing a step away.
Remus barked a laugh. “This is just another boggart I found. He’ll serve as a
stand in, as long as Harry hasn’t found something scarier than a Dementor to be afraid
of.”
“You mean apart from Susan?”
She stuck her tongue out at him. They laughed and the case shook again.
“Let’s get down to it. This spell is a little different than your garden variety spell
because it requires three things to cast, not just two. The first, of course, is the wand
movement. I shall demonstrate.”
Remus made exaggerated wand movements and Susan slapped her hands over
Hermione’s eyes.
He looked over at her, confused.
“Please demonstrate it at speed, Professor,” she explained. “Otherwise
Hermione’s Photographic Reflexes will memorize it wrong and she’ll never get it
straight.”
“Very well then, once for her, and once for the slower, less gifted boys such as
myself, okay?” He grinned, and Susan lowered her hands.
He repeated the motion, faster this time, and Hermione demonstrated it back at
him.
“Very good. You weren’t kidding- and that explains a few things. Anyway, now we
add the incantation. Expecto Patronum. You try.”
“Expecto Patronum,” they intoned.
“Good. Now, both together! Nice and slow for the boys, a little bit more to the left
on the third motion there Ron. Just a bit too high on the second motion Harry. You’re
giving it a bit of a twist, Ron, there’s no twist- yes, that’s better.”
“And now the third and most difficult part of the spell. The happy memory.”
“What?” said Hermione.
“You must charge positive energy into the spell to counteract the negative energy
given off by the Dementor. The Dementor then starts feeding on it, rather than you.
Done strongly enough it can overwhelm them and drive them back.”

“Wow, a spell you have to cast with a smile,” said Susan.
“Indeed. The trick, of course, is finding exactly which happy memory will work
best. It may take some soul searching and many times the memory is not one you
would expect. So take a moment to think it over, and we’ll put all three of the pieces
together.”
So, what? They make some sort of PERsonality check and that adds a bonus to
their spellcasting roll?
The three stood silent for a moment, then nodded that they were ready.
“Very well. Try all three together then, all right?”
“Expecto Patronum!” shouted all three of them.
“Again.”
“Expecto Patronum!”
“Good, one more time.”
“Expecto Patronum!” This time, Harry and Hermione got silver sparks, and both
of them grinned at each other. Ron looked disappointed.
“Don’t lose heart, Ron, you’ll get it,” said Remus. “Do you two want to try it
against the real fake thing?”
“Wait,” said Susan. “Before you do that, close your eyes, both of you.”
They did.
“Now, freeze that moment in your memory. You saw the sparks, what exactly
were you thinking at that time? How were you breathing? What were you feeling? How
did the magic feel to cast? Try and capture all the details you can in your memory. Now,
repeat all of those things in your mind, again and again. The feel of the wand in your
hand. The tone of voice you used. Burn them there so you can call upon that memory
again the next time you need that spell. Then repeat this exercise each time you do
better, so you can come back to that moment and always get the better result.”
“Interesting technique,” remarked Remus.
“Thank you. Now, cast it again. You should have a few successes under your belt
before you go blazing into battle with this thing. Ron, try a new memory.”
“Got it.”
“Who’s teaching this class?” asked Remus.
“It’s whoever says it first!” said Susan, and she and Hermione burst out laughing
again, making the case rock back and forth.
“I had friends like you, once. Then I took an arrow to the knee.”
“You know that means getting married, right?” asked Hermione.
“No, I didn’t.”
“What happened?” asked Harry.
“They all died in the war. At least most of them did. The ones that didn’t probably
wish they had. I’m the only one of my group that managed to stay relatively in one
piece. It’s a funny old world, isn’t it?”
“I’m sorry,” said Hermione.
“Happy memories, friends! Happy! You’ll never cast the patronus charm with
those frowns! Let’s see those smiles again!”
They raised their wands, and this time all of them managed to produce the

sparks.
“Well done, Ron.”
“I’ve been practicing my wand work,” he admitted.
“Good to hear. One more time?”
They repeated it, their spell gaining in strength a little.
“Right then. You three, back aways a little so it sees Harry first. If he can’t handle
it, you step in, Ron. You remember the spell for the boggart, I hope?”
“Riddikulus. How could I forget that one?”
“That’s the spirit. Now, on three? One- Two- Three!”
The trunk opened, and Susan sidled over to get a better view. A twisted shape
materialized out of the darkness, and all three said “Expecto Patronum” and waved their
wands.
All failed.
Susan looked hard at the creature. It didn’t seem to be directing any sort of
special power she could see at Harry, but he was still taking it the worst. He was
desperately shouting the incantation, which even Susan knew wasn’t going to work, his
wandwork had totally degenerated. He fell over, and Ron stepped up. The shape
turned, and suddenly became a giant spider, which Ron pointed at with his wand and
cast “Riddikulus,” putting skates on it and making it slide around. He laughed it back into
the box, and helped Harry stand up.
“You okay?” he asked.
“I can’t believe even a fake one has that kind of power over me,” said Harry.
“These boggart things really know their stuff.”
“It’s all in your mind, Harry,” said Remus, handing him some chocolate. “The
boggart is activating parts of your brain that remember your experiences with the real
thing. That’s all.”
“Technically it’s all in your soul,” put in Susan. “I still didn’t feel a thing coming
from that creature.”
“I don’t know,” said Harry. “I never told you this, but before, and just now, I
heard…”
“Go on.”
“Well, I can hear my mother’s last moments. Voldemort tells her to step aside,
she isn’t the one he came for.”
“No way!” said Ron. “Seriously?”
“No wonder- that scar of yours, is that the key?”
“What do you mean?”
“You got touched by a curse, right? That’s what gave you the scar. What if some
part of you actually died that night? The ‘damage’ to the soul might heal, but then again
it might not. What if the reason you’re so vulnerable to them is because you don’t have
a whole soul to fight them off with?”
“That makes an astonishing amount of sense.”
“What do you think, Professor?”
“I admit, there must be something. That line of thought had not occurred to me.”
“So knowing, or at least guessing that is true, can you do something?” he asked

Susan.
She sadly shook her head. “At least, not right now. Alleviation deals with the
body, not the soul. That’s the domain of Pluto, not the Sun. There are spells to damage
to soul, strip it away from the body, but none I know of to put it back.”
“If we take the soul as a life energy that makes us different from a similar ratio of
water and chemicals in a beaker, stripping it away would be permanent. You would have
to somehow call it back from wherever that energy goes when it leaves a body,” said
Hermione.
“I’m not God. Funny, I was just telling Neville the same thing not that long ago…”
“I understand. I’ll try again.”
“If I might make a few comments?” asked Susan. “Harry, you were kind of flailing
around at the end there. If it doesn’t work, take a breath, remember your wand
movement, and concentrate. Just shouting the words isn’t enough for a spell, you know
that.”
“You don’t understand what it’s like,” he said. “But I’ll try.”
“No one gets it on their first try,” Remus said. “Even Hermione here didn’t. So
don’t be disheartened, you’ll find a memory strong enough, I know you will.”
“Just how advanced is this spell?” asked Hermione.
“I am teaching it to my seventh year classes, and no other,” he replied. “It’s
considered too difficult to perform before then. Sadly, this spell also feeds back on itself.
The more you fail at casting it, the more likely you are to fail because you start believing
you can’t. So we tend to wait until kids have a lot of practice, so they’re totally
comfortable casting spells, and have a firm base to start from. I accepted Harry because
I know how much he’s practiced to try and catch up to Susan.” Harry went red. “Albus
told me. At least, that’s what he guessed all your practice was about, Harry. He could be
wrong, of course. Hermione I’ve heard good things about, so I figured she should try.
And Ron has the support of his three good friends, who will cheer him on, so how could
he fail?”
“With style, and grace,” answered Ron.
“With flair and attitude,” answered Susan.
“With dignity and… he won’t fail at all!” said Hermione.
They laughed.
“Now, select another memory, and let’s try it again.”
“Okay, that was new,” said Harry, again sitting up from the floor.
“Are you okay?” asked Ron.
“I guess you can get used to anything, even passing out.”
“Did you feel something different that time?” asked Remus.
“No, I heard my father that time. He actually tried to hold off Voldemort, to give
my mother time to get away with me.”
“You heard James?”
“You knew my father?”
“He was one of the friends I spoke of earlier who died in the war. It’s not
something I like to think about, you understand.”
“I get it.” Harry looked off into space. “He was brave. He knew he wouldn’t last
against someone like Voldemort, I could hear it in his voice. But he tried anyway. I’ve

never really known anything about my father. How extraordinary.”
“Not how I would have wanted you to remember,” said Remus.
“Harry,” said Susan, hesitantly. “There’s… a spell. I hesitate to offer it, but maybe
it would help? I don’t know. It’s called Remember, and it can make you remember
something that you’ve forgotten. You obviously have the memories of your parents
being killed inside yourself, so this spell could probably make you remember the whole
thing. I’m not suggesting you should, just, if you wanted to remember them a little better,
I could make it happen.”
“Your magic really can do most anything, can’t it?”
Susan could only nod.
“I’ll think about it. I’m not sure if I want to remember their last moments, but
maybe it would help fight off the Dementor. It’s making me remember in bits and pieces,
which sort of freaks me out. If I could sit down and remember the event beforehand,
maybe some of that power it has over me would diminish.”
“It’s worth a try. I would need a few minutes to read the spell over and make my
checks. So just let me know. It could be pretty, um, emotional? So you might want me to
do it when you can be alone for a while.”
Harry nodded. “Thanks for offering. It made me realize something important.”
“What’s that?” asked Remus.
“This memory thing, I’ve been going about it the wrong way.”
“How so?”
“I was thinking about the first time I flew, or winning that first Quidditch match. But
that’s the wrong sort of happy for this spell.”
“So what’s the right kind of happy?”
“Her.” Harry pointed to Susan. “It isn’t about one big burst of happiness, it’s about
a thousand days of being happy with someone. That first time we met, and she dragged
me into the world of magic. Those times she stood up for me, because I couldn’t stand
up for myself against my Aunt and Uncle. Finding all the stuff in my room Repaired with
magic. Standing with her against Voldemort- not once; Twice. Using the gifts I know she
slaved over, despite how fun she says Imbuing is. Watching her hammer that giant with
spells, and believing without doubt she would find a way to take it down. Knowing she’s
at my back, no matter what. Susan is my happiness.”
Susan was blushing furiously as everyone looked over at her.
“I wonder what would have happened if you had been born in my time instead of
this one? Would the war have even happened? Or would you have joined with him and
crushed the world under your boot heel? I have to wonder.”
“I’m ready to try again.”
“Third time’s the charm? Okay, get your happy face on.”
Remus waited until all of them had their wands raised.
“Here it comes!”
Susan watched with interest as Harry actually managed a weak barrier against
the thing, though it seemed to be taking all his concentration to do it.
You’re doing it, Harry. Keep it up!
“Can’t… hold… it…” Harry said, straining.
“That’s good enough for now. Hermione, you’re up!”

Hermione dodged in front of Harry and it became her fear, which she
Riddikulused back into the trunk. Harry went down on one knee.
“You did it!” said Remus. “Congratulations.”
“I feel like I’ve just wrestled a bear,” Harry managed. “That spell does take it out
of you.”
“It does require a great deal of concentration, I admit,” said Remus, getting out a
large chocolate bar. “Share this with your friends, you’ve earned it.”
“We didn’t manage to do anything,” complained Ron.
“You just have to find the right memory. You can practice on your own, now that
you know the spell.”
“Were it that easy,” said Hermione.
“But it is,” protested Remus. “Once you’ve mastered it, you’ll understand.”
“I suppose.”
“In any case, we can try it again one week from today, same wizard time, same
wizard classroom. You’ll have another week worth of practice and maybe some new
happy memories to try out, am I right?”
“That sounds fair,” said Harry. “I’m not sure I’m up for any more spellcasting at
the moment anyway.” He broke the bar into four pieces and handed it around. Susan
refused.
“You guys have it, they don’t seem to affect me, remember?”
“Wait a second,” said Harry. “If you knew my father and he was your friend, and
Sirius hung out with my father, that means you also knew Sirius!”
“Until he went nuts and betrayed James, yeah. He fooled us all, Sirius did. Why
do you ask?”
“I was just trying to get more insights into his character. I wanted to what made
him tick, why he’s broken in here and why everyone thinks Hogwarts is still a target of
his.”
Remus shook his head sadly. “I can’t answer that, Harry. Given what he did at the
end, I can’t say I knew him at all. I’ve given it some thought over the years, really I have.
But I don’t think anyone really knew him or what his goals were. I’m sorry.”
“That’s okay. It must have been tough, learning someone you thought you knew
was really a monster.”
“I hope you never have to go through it.”
Harry’s eyes flicked over to Susan. She only rolled a 10 on Perception so she
missed it.
“Yeah, I hear you.”
Susan noticed the next few weeks were tough on Harry, as he tirelessly practiced
the Patronus charm, went to Quidditch practice, and studied for all his regular classes.
Hermione also started looking frazzled, and Susan had to keep her mouth shut when
she overheard Ron asking Harry about it. She had been sworn to secrecy, and couldn’t
tell them Hermione owned a time machine to get to all her classes. She looked down at
the tiny stone dream catcher she had been working on since she learned about the
Time Turner, and sat down by Hermione. She was surrounded by books, spread out on
the table like a fort against ignorance.
Hermione looked up, but when Susan didn’t say anything, she went back to work.

A few moments passed as Susan debated handing the object over. She had made it for
Hermione, so technically it wasn’t hers, even though she could use it if she wanted.
It must be nice, not having to worry about XP. You just have to put time into
something, don’t you? I wonder which is really the superior method of advancement?
“Is it worth it?” Susan finally said.
“Is what worth it?” Hermione asked, looking up.
“This.” Susan swept her hand over the books. “Being irritable all the time from
lack of sleep. Getting snippy towards your friends. Not having any free time.” She
lowered her voice. “Actually aging faster than everyone around you.”
“Of course. I’m learning stuff, and I’m good at it.”
“I don’t deny that. But when you leave these walls and graduate, that doesn’t
mean you’re barred from picking up a book and learning more if you want.”
“But I’ll be older then. I won’t be able to learn as easily as I can right now, being
younger.”
“But at the same time, when you look back on your time here at Hogwarts, are
you going to regret spending so much time with these books, instead of with your
friends?”
“You think I’m choosing books over friends?”
“Do I see you surrounded by books or friends right now?”
“Are we answering every question with another question?”
“What do you think?”
That got a slight smile.
“I just, I want to learn everything I can. But the workload is increasing, and I have
to practice the Patronus charm on top of it all. Then there’s Buckbeak’s trial I have to
prepare notes for; Maybe it is a little much, and I’m not getting anything out of
Divination.”
“So I ask again, is it worth it?”
“To me, it is.”
“Okay. I have something for you, but you have to promise me you’ll use it
responsibly.”
“What is it?”
Susan handed her the stone object. “It’s got Tirelessness inside it. Activate it by
saying ‘No dreams tonight,’ and deciding on the task you’ll do instead. While you’re
doing that task you won’t need sleep, the spell will keep you as awake and alert as you
are when it’s activated.”
“This is great!” said Hermione.
Susan grabbed her hand and covered the object. “Responsibly, Hermione. Only
every other night at most. Okay? I don’t know what the long term effects would be on
you, going without sleep for several days in a row. While it’s active you won’t get tired,
but you’re still pushing yourself more than normally would. You’ll just be sitting and
studying, not running marathons, so it will probably be okay. If you’re tired it won’t stop
you from being tired, it’ll just stop you from getting more tired. Got it? So get a good
night’s sleep tonight, and then use it tomorrow to catch up. As long as you only do every
other day you’ll always be well rested.”
“Okay. Thanks.”
“I’m not sure you should thank me or not. Just keep this year in mind when you

choose your classes for next year. Going a little lighter on the course work won’t make
anyone think less of you.”
“I- thanks.”
“Now go to bed. Plenty of time for this later.”
“Okay, mom.”
“I’ve seen your mom, so I’ll take that as a complement. Growl.”
“Susan!”
Susan laughed all the way back to her dorm room.
Her laughter didn’t last long as Hermione came to find her moments later.
“We need you down there again,” she said, exasperated.
“What’s up?”
“Ron thinks Crookshanks ate Scabbers.”
“He is rather single minded,” said Susan, grabbing her spell book. She followed
Hermione back downstairs.
There, she found Ron looking daggers at Hermione, while Harry stood by
helplessly.
“Present the evidence,” Susan said to him. Ron shook his bedsheets at her.
“I see something red, which could be anything. But for now we’ll give you the
benefit of the doubt.” She turned to Harry. “Map, please.”
“What?”
“Map. You know, the one that shows where everyone is? I don’t have to do all
your magic for you, in addition to my own, do I?”
“Oh yeah!” Harry rushed off to get the map, and Susan shook her head.
Honestly, they still don’t think with magic first. You would think by now they would
have learned.
Harry returned, and after making sure no one was paying attention, got the map
out.
“Does it even show pets?” asked Ron.
“We prefer the term Familiars or Companions, if you please, Ron,” said Sparkle.
“And yes, it does. Look, there’s Crookshanks, here we are so there’s Sparkle, it
even shows Trevor, Neville’s toad. Now, Scabbers, where are you?”
The four studied the map.
They looked.
They looked again.
“Well he couldn’t have gotten out of the castle, could he?”
“It wouldn’t show him, if he were dead!” cried Ron.
“In that I must admit you are probably right. I’m sorry, Ron.”
“It’s not my fault!” said Hermione.
“No, it’s not. And blaming her would be unfair, Ron. I think you know it, too.”
“She knew that monster of hers had it out for Scabbers, but she didn’t do
anything about it.”
“What exactly did you expect her to do? It’s still odd though, Crookshanks hasn’t
gone after any other small animals in this place. Only Scabbers. And he did say there
was something weird about that rat.”
“What does that matter?”

“I don’t know. It just seems odd, doesn’t it? That a cat would go after a skin and
bone rat instead of a nice fat toad, for example.”
“We could question him again, if you wanted,” said Hermione.
“Only Sparkle can hear him though, and I’m sure cats will stick together.”
“Oh crap, you’re right!” said Susan.
“Of course I’m right.”
“No, no, I mean about Animal Speech. Shoot, why didn’t I think of that. I was
going to have Buckbeak speak at his own trial, but that spell doesn’t work that way!”
She opened her book to Animal Speech. “I guess it’s a touch spell, so possibly anyone
touching the animal while the spell is cast- no, anyone touching the caster when it was
cast would be included in the spell. It would probably have to be cast on everyone at
once. In fact, we better try that so I know I don’t have to have the book research a
higher grade spell for me before the trial.”
“I’ll go get him,” said Hermione.
A moment later, she was back carrying the cat.
“This’ll be good!” said Ron.
“Let’s see,” said Sparkle, sitting up. “There’s the cat, Ron is included of course,
myself, Hermione should probably hear what he has to say, and you’ll want to hear this
as well, I assume?” She looked at Susan, who nodded. “Five in all. That brings my
rating down to a zero, effectively. I get a plus two for the time, plus I can spend 6 energy
on it, and it’s difficulty nine. As long as I don’t get minimum on my check, we’re fine.
Everyone touch me, please.”
Sparkle put a paw on Crookshanks, and everyone touched Sparkle.
“This isn’t going to go really wrong if you do get minimum?” Hermione said
nervously.
“I have to fail by five, rolling minimum means failing by one. Ready? Animal
Speech.”
Magical lights shimmered around the group.
“Ha, got maximum. What was I worried about?” Sparkle put her paw down. “Now
then, we need to talk to you about the rat.”
“The one we spoke of earlier? Very well,” said Crookshanks.
“Hey, I can actually understand what he’s saying,” said Ron.
“Whew. It’s a good thing,” said Susan. “Did you eat that rat?”
“Nope, he got away. Gave me a good chase, too. Pity. Something about that rat,
you know?”
“No, I don’t. And we never did try talking to him again, darn it.”
“How do I know he’s telling the truth?” asked Ron.
“Read it for yourself,” said Susan, showing him the book.
“Speak with a normal animal, which will answer your questions to the best of its
ability. Okay, I guess that means they’ll tell the truth.”
“I am, Ron. I’m sorry I couldn’t talk to you directly before, but believe me when I
say that rat is not all that it seems.”
Speak with a normal animal, thought Susan. What if the reason that spell failed
before is because Scabbers isn’t a “normal animal” but something else? That it wasn’t
his RESolve check at all? Too late to find out now, I suppose.

“All right. I guess you’re off the hook, but where did he go?”
“Through a hole in the wall.”
“But the blood- you did wound him, didn’t you?”
“Yes. It is my shame that it couldn’t be a clean kill. I know that’s how you would
have wanted it.”
“He admits it!”
“I am a cat, Ron. We have our pride. You know what I mean,” he said to Sparkle.
“I don’t believe this- he probably crawled into that hole and died. Murderer!”
“I don’t understand.”
“He doesn’t see the death of a rat as murder,” said Sparkle. “More like, just the
way things should work.”
“I see. But the fact remains that more than likely, he’s dead.”
“I don’t know if the map shows the insides of the walls,” said Harry. “It was never
meant to track down rats, after all.”
“I’ll be happy to check with Descry Creature if you want, Ron.”
“You wouldn’t mind?”
“Not at all. This will also show if he really has gotten out of the castle somehow,
because my magic extends further.”
“Thanks.”
“Of course. Is there anything else you can tell us about the rat?” Susan asked.
“He wouldn’t have been very good to eat, much too thin.”
“I meant about how we wasn’t a normal rat.”
“It’s just a feeling I had. He didn’t seem to act like a rat should be acting.”
“I see. Thank you.”
Susan took the bloody bed sheet and set it, and her book, down on the table.
“What are you doing?” asked Ron.
“I can use the blood as an enhancer for the spell. It’ll make it work a little better.”
“Fantastic!”
“I am, there’s no sense denying it.” She grinned.
“Just get on with it. He could be still alive.”
“Okay, okay.”
Ten minutes later, the blood disappeared from the sheets, and Susan got a
curious look on her face. “Now isn’t that interesting?” she said.
“What? Is Scabbers still alive or not?”
“I just got the same result when I looked for Sirius. That sort of not dead but not
alive either result.”
“Are you sure that spell works?”
“Of course. I found Dobby with it when he went back to the Malfoy mansion.
That’s how I know what I’m supposed to get out of it.”
“What does that mean?” asked Hermione.
“I can’t say for sure,” answered Susan. “But there’s more going on here than we
realize, I think. I just can’t imagine what. Sorry Ron, but I can’t say for sure where he is.
But he’s not dead, I can tell you that.”
“That’s something. Maybe he’ll come back on his own if someone can keep their

cat under control!”
Hermione just looked down, sadly.
“I’m standing right here,” remarked Crookshanks.

38
Trials
Time: Several days later
Place: Quiddich Field
“No sign of Scabbers yet?” asked Hermione, looking over at Ron. He had elected
to sit several seats away from Hermione, with Ginny and Neville. The weather was
much better this time, with the sun shining brightly, and spirits around the field were
running high. Quidditch did seem to do that to people. Myrtle hovered nearby, while
Sparkle was curled up on Susan’s lap.
“No, I even tried Descry Creature the next morning, but still nothing. It’s so
bizarre. Myrtle checked inside that hole, too, but didn’t find any bodies or anything, so
that rat has just vanished off the face of the earth.”
“Do you have any other ideas?”
Susan shook her head. “Sirius I could understand, he may have had some kind
of anti-scrying magic put on himself that interferes with my spell. But a rat? No way.”
“We should have been more insistent about getting Scabbers to talk when we
had the chance.”
“Yeah, but Ron would have… reacted badly, I think. Better not to pushed it as far
as he’s concerned. And as fascinating a mystery as it is, Scabbers is only a rat, in the
end. A long lived rat, yes, but still just a rat.”
“I hope you don’t think of me that way,” said Sparkle. “As just a cat.”
“With your background point cost? No way. You’re an essential part of the
Susan/Sparkle team, you know?”
“It is nice to hear it once in a while, you know.”
“What? All those little snacks I get you don’t say ‘love?’ I -suppose if you prefer it
exclusively verbal-”
“I retract my complaint.”
Susan laughed. “As well you should.”
“How’s the sleep reducer working out?”
“Great! I’m getting so much done at night, those extra eight hours every other
day really help.”
“Glad to hear it.”
“I was thinking about the dementor problem, too. You say you have a knife that
can kill them?”
“Yeah, I made it with charges, why?”
“Can I see it?”
“See it? I guess.” Susan pulled it out of her Pocket Dimension. Hermione looked
it over.
“So why can’t you just make an energy version of this knife, like you did for all
our other items?”
“Two reasons- first, only I could use it, because it takes all the energy a person
can possibly spend to activate that spell. Though maybe it works differently for you, I
don’t know. But even so, I could only activate it 8 times in a row in a fight, and you saw
how many Dementors there were at the last game.”

“Okay, that’s a problem.”
“The second problem is one of intent. The intent of the spell Alleviation is to heal
someone. A magical item can be any shape, it’s just I want a knife shape so I’m sure it’s
sticking in them when it activates. Striking with the knife is the activator in this case, with
the spell directed outwards. Say I made the knife energy based- I would have to stab
them, then activate it. That takes two actions, for one, and which of us is going to get
the “benefit” of the spell? I’m not sure, but it’s a good guess it would either be a 50/50
chance because we were both touching it, or whoever was touching more of it.”
“Then the solution to your problem is easy!” said Hermione.
“Easy. Right.”
“It is. Make the knife in two parts!”
“What?”
“First, make the blade. Put the spell on that. You can make that permanent, so
whoever touches the blade will get the affect of the spell, right? I mean, I just have to be
touching the Tireless item while I activate it, but couldn’t the activation be touching it?”
“Yeassssss…” Susan said slowly. “I think I see where you’re going with this.”
“Then slide the blade into a handle. The handle doesn’t have any spells on it, so
you can touch it normally. Stabbing with the blade then makes whatever you stabbed
start healing, or in the case of a Dementor, disappearing.”
“That’s… brilliant!” Susan’s eyes where shining.
“You could even use it to heal regularly. Just draw it out slowly, and the wound
the knife made will heal up as the knife is pulled out.”
“Hermione, I could kiss you!”
“Hey, watch it with the kissing,” said Myrtle.
“That’s okay,” Hermione said quickly, handing the knife back. “I wanted to repay
you for the item, so I’ve just been thinking about creative ways to do it, based on what I
know about your magic.”
“That would seem to do it, I can’t think of a fault with your logic. The XP cost
though…”
Susan put the knife away and got out her book, where she had replicated the
formula and a table in the back. She got out a pencil and started figuring.
She stared at the figure for a while.
“How much is it going to cost?” asked Sparkle.
“If I Fabricate it before hand so it can’t be destroyed somehow, about 20 XP. I
currently have…” She got out her character sheet. “Eight. Let’s see, oh good, I have
gotten some cards, maybe I can turn some in.”
Her face fell.
“What the heck is this? Three cards, probably to make up for us not getting any in
so long, but two of them are worth zero if I turn them in. What a gyp!”
“Isn’t that phrase racially insensitive towards gypsies?” asked Hermione,
seriously.
“The- what?” Susan’s mind had to shift gears for a second.
“Isn’t that where the phrase comes from? Gyp- Gypsies?”
“I honestly have no idea.”
“I made out like a bandit,” said Sparkle, looking at her own character sheet.
“Wait, you’ve got one of those too?” asked Hermione, looking down at her. “But

your father wasn’t from another universe, was he?”
“Of course I was born in a different universe,” explained Sparkle. “You didn’t think
I was from around here, did you? I traveled with Susan’s father across several worlds
after he rescued me. Ah, I was only a kitten in those days. Good times. It’s actually quite
a thrilling tale, remind me to tell you sometime. Now, I didn’t have a character sheet at
first, because I wasn’t from his universe, but after I became Susan’s companion I… how
do I put this… woke up the rest of the way and became a Paragon like her. It’s all quite
complicated.”
“I guess.”
Susan was looking it over too. “Dang, you could turn yours in for 5. I was robbed,
I tell you.”
“How can you tell, anyway? It’s just numbers.”
“I just sort of know. Card 8 gives me an extra action, card 17 gives me a hint from
some external source, and card 34, the only one with a trade in value, lets me add my
INSight to a single roll made by someone else. I wonder how that would work on you
guys, you don’t roll for stuff.”
“You’ve said that before. Rolling. What exactly are you rolling?”
“Dice. I thought that was obvious.”
“Explain how that works.”
“It’s easy. When I want to use a skill I roll the Half Die Level of my stat. So let’s
say for casting Mercury magic, I roll a d8, because my stat is a 4. Then I add my skill
rating, and that’s how well I did that task.”
“I have never seen you roll dice. In fact if you had to stop and roll dice for
everything you would never get anything done!”
“It’s a sort of mental thing, it goes on in the background. I’m aware of it, sort of
thing.” Susan waved her hand near the back of her head. How can I explain this so they
understand it?
“Your dad’s universe must be a messed up place.”
“Hey, you’re the ones doing it wrong from my perspective, don’t forget.”
“Anyway, what’s Sparkle got? And it seems she has eighteen experience?”
“I don’t spend it as fast,” said Sparkle, smugly. “She’s always looking for the next
spell to learn, like she’s gotta catch them all, while I just learn what will benefit our little
team immediately. I already learned the most useful buffing spells, so I’m just
accumulating them at the moment.”
“That makes sense.”
“To answer your question though, I got card 14, which just gives me 2 XP right off
the bat, card 20 which makes an attack miss someone, and 36, which boosts a mental
stat by two before I make a check. Of course I’m going to use card 14 right now.”
That card disappeared off the sheet, and her EXP box went up to 20.
“Oh, thank you very much. I would have traded you, you know?” said Susan.
“I have a better idea. Make me the knife, as I can now afford it. I’ll let you hold
onto it though. No hands, you see?” She flexed her claws.
“You would do that for me?”
“You’ve never asked, but those Dementor things? I want to see them destroyed
just as much as you do. They don’t seem to notice me, because I’m from a different
world or just an animal or because of my size, but one day they might. Probably the day

I’m next to you when you decide to take on a hundred or so of them yourself. We
already know I’d be helpless against them, after all, we have the same spells and only
two worked. The one is too long, and the other, I suppose I could learn, but how many
other undead roam around? I’d rather use the XP to make sure you can do what needs
to be done, and end the problem rather than just making it confused for a little while.”
“Wow.” Susan was touched. “I appreciate your giving up 20 XP for me. You’re the
best, Sparkle.”
“Yes I am. Glad you’re finally realizing it.”
They all laughed.
“But even I’m not stupid enough to take on hundreds of the things at once!”
“Hahahahahah,” said Sparkle. “Yes you are.”
Everyone cleared their throats and looked away.
“So, uh, how long will it take to make?” asked Myrtle.
“Seventy hours,” said Susan, resigned. “If I work 2 hours a day consistently that’s
about a month. Good thing I have the time you usually spend in Potion and Charms
class to work.”
“I guess. Hey, the match is finally starting.”
“That’s odd,” remarked Susan. “His broom looks different, doesn’t it?”
“I think it’s the Firebolt,” said Hermione. “I guess it tested clean for curses after
all.”
“And he actually gets to ride it here?”
“Why wouldn’t he?”
Susan looked at her, face scrunched up.
“What?”
“That’s like giving one person in tennis a bigger racket, or making one side of a
football team carry fifty pound weights in their pants. I thought everyone used a
standard broom so the people on the brooms won the games, not the brooms
themselves.”
“I guess I never thought of it like that.”
“I mean, the seeker for the other side- this Cho person- if her broom doesn’t have
the same acceleration as Harry’s, it gives him a totally unfair advantage in the game.”
“One might say your magic was cheating- at life.”
“And I would point out how intelligent that person was. That’s not the point. Like
when Ron lost Scabbers. Did he immediately think “I’ll use magic” and go to get Harry’s
map? No, he did not. It isn’t that my magic is better, I just reach for it more easily than
other people do for some reason. I mean, you’re wizards, but you don’t really act like it.”
“I’ve thought about that. It’s almost like we have some kind of mental block
against it. Like we should solve problems without it.”
“That’s just crazy talk.”
“Oh no, look!” Hermione jumped up and pointed, as three figures, cloaked in
black, shambled across the field as Harry went for the snitch.
“Something odd here,” remarked Susan.
She watched as Harry whipped his wand out and shot silver at the figures, then
accelerated and put his hand over the snitch. The energy of the spell crashed into the

figures, and they went down in a tangle of limbs.
“We better see what’s up,” said Susan, lifting Sparkle onto her shoulder. “As
Harry either got really good at casting that spell recently, or those aren’t Dementors.”
Everyone was streaming to congratulate Harry, but Susan and Hermione walked
over to the “Dementors.”
Susan sighed. “Really, Draco?” she said, as he poked his head out of the robes.
“Did you really think it was the sight of them that chilled Harry’s blood so? How little you
understand.” Let’s see, make it good. Oh, I know! “The darkness inside Harry tries to get
out and join them. It longs to be free of him, but he holds it back. And pray he continues
to do so, because if that darkness ever gets out, well, I shudder to think.”
She left him there, gaping at her, as Professor McGonagall came over to sort
them out. His eyes were darting back and forth between her and Harry, who was
excitedly waving at Susan and Hermione, who waved back.
That evening the Gryffindors had a huge party, which Susan and Hermione
stopped at for about an hour to congratulate Harry.
“I still have some reading to do tonight,” Hermione said after a while. “I really
should be going.”
“And I have a new Imbuing to start, thanks to her great ideas, so I’m going to get
going too. Well done, Harry, your broom- I mean you won that match expertly.”
Harry looked confused.
“Just a sore point. Come on, Susan. Leave the hero his to cheering masses.”
“Night, Harry! Just remember to raise a glass to the real hero of the day, your
Firebolt.”
That morning Susan woke up to even greater security around the castle, and was
told that once again, Sirius had made some attempt to do something in the Gryffindor
boy’s dorm room.
“So if he was after some object he didn’t get it, got the wrong one, or needed
something else,” said Susan, sitting with the others at breakfast. “Seems a funny time to
return though. The castle is mostly deserted when Broom Ball- I mean Quidditch- is
being played. Perfect time for him to slip in and start rummaging around.”
“That knife he was holding wasn’t for rummaging though,” said Ron. “It was for
killing.”
“What sort of wizard uses a knife? Wands aren’t exactly locked up, they’re put on
nightstands and slipped into bags. He could have grabbed several on the way in or out.”
“None have been reported missing,” said Harry.
“And you say he just ran away when you woke up?” asked Hermione.
“Did you hear something?”
“Knock it off, Ron, it’s a good question,” said Harry.
“Yeah, just scampered away.”
“What would have happened if he had grabbed, say, my wand?” asked Harry.
“One of several things. He might have politely returned it to you without realizing
what he was doing. He might carelessly leave it someplace where it would have been
swooped up by a bird, then coincidently dropped at your feet the next day.”

“Neat.”
“Why Ron though?” asked Sparkle. “From all accounts it seems more like Harry
would be the target, not him.”
“Yeah, did your family do something to him?” asked Harry.
“Not that I know of. I can’t imagine why he would want to kill me. I’m nobody.”
“You’re not nobody,” said Susan. “You’re not an unnamed NPC, so you’re doing
way better than most.”
“A what?”
“You know- A non-player- you know what? Never mind. Take it from me, you
aren’t a nobody.”
“If you say so.”
“Poor Neville though, look at him.”
Everyone looked over to see Neville, sadly eating by himself.
“It was his fault for leaving the passwords lying around,” said Hermione primly.
“I thought you cured him of that?” asked Ron.
“I can’t cure Forgetful, Ron. I basically just gave him back his sense of limb
position, that’s all.”
“Come on,” said Harry. “Let’s go sit with him, show there’s no hard feelings.”
“No hard feelings?” asked Ron. “I could have died last night.”
“Somehow I think if you were the one he was after, you wouldn’t be here right
now. The man did supposedly blow somebody up, along with a ton of other people.
Remember? I doubt he would hesitate to kill one defenseless boy in his bed because of
manners or whatever,” said Harry.
“Yeah, I guess. It was still stupid of him.”
“I agree,” said Susan. “But the mistake was made, he learned from it, case
closed. Come on.”
“Hey, Neville,” said everyone, sitting down next to him.
“You- you don’t have to…”
“Course we do,” said Harry. “We’re your friends, right?”
“Thanks,” he mumbled.
It was now several days later, and Ron was making an effort to be nicer to
Hermione. It seemed he was trying to put the whole Scabbers incident behind him,
which Harry said was because of a talk Rubeus had with them two days ago.
“What I need to know is, are you going to the village this time?” asked Harry.
“And no misdirection, I need to know.”
“Do you, now? Sadly no, I will be out that day. It’s the day of the trial, after all.”
“Already?”
“Time does fly, doesn’t it? Hagrid was going to bring himself and Buckbeak on
the Knight Bus, but I’ve been to the ministry building, so we’re just going to walk through
a Teleportal to get there. I just hope his own testimony, and the precedents Hermione
and I researched will be enough. We’re not going up against the law, sadly, but against
Lucius Malfoy’s money.”
“You’ll lose for sure!”
“Probably. I just want to be seen making the effort. It’ll make the illusion that’s to

come later that much more believable.”
“Good luck.”
“Thanks!”
Susan learned Animal Speech the next day, figuring it would be more believable
for everyone to ask them to touch her, rather than a cat, when she cast the spell.
Sparkle was going, in fairy form, to cast Energetic Accumulation on her, in case there
were a lot of people that wanted to talk to the hippogriff. Half an hour before the trial
was scheduled to begin, she Teleportaled them there, with Rubeus holding Buckbeak’s
halter.
“Thanks for coming with me,” said Rubeus for about the millionth time.
“I’m happy to. It will be an educational experience to see how the wheels of
magical justice turn. Where’s the courtroom, anyway?”
Rubeus led them to a magical elevator, where he got a lot of darks looks for
dragging a hippogriff through the place.
“You would think magically inclined people would be more tolerant of magical
creatures,” said Susan as the doors closed.
“They know what he’s on trial for,” explained Rubeus.
“Oh, was it in the papers or something?”
“No, it’s just that no other animal comes here except those on their way- to
death.”
“Ah.”
Going into the courtroom Susan had to shake her head. The judge’s benches
were high in the air, forcing anyone on trial to crane their necks to look up at them. The
jurors were already seated, and she saw Lucius and Draco sitting to the left. Lucius rose
angrily and walked over to her.
“What are you doing here?” he sneered down at her.
“What does it matter?” answered Susan. “Afraid that things go badly for you
when I’m around? I wonder why?”
“Nothing you say here will make any difference. That creature is as good as
dead.”
Susan looked around him at Draco, who looked away.
Maybe not feeling quite up to it, anymore, are we Draco?
“All rise!” The judge came in, then motioned them to be seated. “The matter of
Lucius versus Buckbeak- wait a moment, who is this girl?”
“If I may approach the bench, your honor?” asked Susan.
The judge raised an eyebrow and nodded.
Susan felt herself making a Speaking check, getting an 8. Not bad, not too bad at
all. Not great, but I am just a kid. They wouldn’t expect perfection.
“Members of the court, I am Susan A. Felton, a witness to the alleged attack. I
will, at the court’s pleasure, cast a spell upon this hippogriff allowing those who wish it to
actually understand the beast’s words and ask him directly what happened.”
“This is certainly unorthodox,” said the judge.
“And probably a trick. I would suggest the girl be removed from the courtroom.

She obviously has no place here,” said Lucius.
“Thus far, she has shown far more respect to the proceedings and to me than
you, Lucius. Perhaps it is you I should have thrown out.”
Lucius looked shocked.
“You may return to your seat, you will be called at the appropriate time. I will also
consider this spell.”
“Thank you, your honor,” said Susan. She turned back to her seat and stuck the
tip of her tongue out at Lucius. He scowled.
“To continue- The matter of Lucius versus Buckbeak will now begin.” She looked
at Rubeus. “Please state your name for the record.”
“I’m Rubeus Hagrid, your honor. Keeper of keys and grounds at Hogwarts school
of witchcraft and wizardry. Professor of Care of Magical Creatures.”
“Very well. And you, sir?”
“Lucius Malfoy.”
“Draco Malfoy.”
“I will hear the testimony of the plaintiff!”
Draco got up.
“Your honor. On the day in question I was brought to the edge of the forbidden
forest, where the professor introduced us to the hippogriffs. Susan was the only one
brave enough to approach one at first, and she showed off by jumping over the fence
somehow.”
Oh yeah, I activated Flight.
“After that she was accepted by him, and he allowed her to fly on his back. They
flew for a moment, then landed. At this point we were all encouraged to try approaching
one, and it got pretty chaotic. I did everything right, but for no reason Buckbeak just
attacked me out of the blue! Susan hurried over and healed my arm up, but now I’m
scared to go near any magical creature.”
Susan looked at him. Bet you don’t want those words getting around school, she
thought.
Draco shot her a look. I know you won’t spread that around school, you’re one of
the good guys.
Susan looked away, balling up her fists. Crap, he’s right! Curse you, good guy
code!
“Is it possible you misunderstood how you were to interact with the hippogriff?”
asked the judge.
Wait, isn’t that what they call “leading the witness?”
“Maybe. He’s kind of hard to understand, and he was really nervous about
teaching a class. It was his first one, after all.”
“I see. And what about Susan? Do you get along with her?”
Draco looked confused. “I did in year one, but then in year two she humiliated me
in front of the Defense Against Dark Arts class. We haven’t really spoken much since
then, but she did apologize for the year before.”
“Humiliated you? I see. She has just revealed she can talk to creatures with her
magic, do you think she spoke to him while in the air and goaded him to attack you?”
“I didn’t consider that possibility.”
Susan was looking over at Lucius, who gave a much too innocent “I didn’t do

anything” expression.
“Is there any other testimony you wish to enter at this time?” asked the judge.
“No, your honor.”
“Very well. I will now hear the testimony of… ah yes, the hippogriff himself, in this
instance. I will allow you to cast your spell, Susan.”
Susan stood up again. “Your honor, the spell has a very short initial range. Any
who wish to hear the testimony of Buckbeak must descend and be touching me as I
cast it.”
“That does not seem so onerous. Must we remain touching you for the duration
of the testimony?”
“No, your honor. Once cast the spell will persist even if we leave the courtroom.”
“I understand. Jurors, please descend. I will also make my way there, and I
expect the court stenographer will also wish to be included.”
A woman typing into a device off to the side nodded.
“Your honor,” said Lucius, standing. “Surely you must realize this is trickery of
some kind. How are we to know this so called spell of hers works as intended? Perhaps
it is in reality some kind of illusion magic, which will only make us think we are hearing
the hippogriff’s ‘voice’?”
“A good point. Can you answer this, Miss Felton?”
“I can prove the words are true, your honor. But to do so I will need a candle.”
“This is proving to be a most unusual case. I will allow a short recess that a
candle be found and brought here, and for the jury and myself to descend.” The gavel
came down.
Susan hurriedly pulled her book of magic out of her Pocket Dimension and
started looking over True Flame.
It’s only grade 2, a baby could cast that from writings.
She finished as a candle was brought in, and she cast the spell over it with a
snap. Magical energies swirled around it and a flame came to life on the wick.
“My name is George,” said Susan. The flame flickered.
“My name is Susan,” said Susan. The flame was steady.
“Draco is my lover, and I shall take no other.” The flame flickered.
“I believe I have demonstrated how this spell works?”
“She could be doing that herself!” protested Lucius.
“I invite the court to try it for themselves. Tell me something you know is a lie, but
which I do not know is a lie, and tell me something that is true. You will see the flame
correctly move, or not, regardless.”
So the jurors, one by one, spoke truth and lies until they were satisfied. Susan
then had Sparkle cast Energetic Accumulation on her, and explained the spell. After
everyone touched her she finished off with Animal Speech, after first of course allowing
the hippogriff to bow to her so she could safely approach.
“Can you understand me?” asked Susan.
“I can,” said Buckbeak. “What a surprising thing. And apparently I can speak to
you now.”
“Does this satisfy the court?” asked Susan.
“It does. We shall resume our session.”
They all made their way back up to the high benches, and the trial resumed.

“Please state your name for the record,” said the judge.
“Now how would I put my name into your language?” the hippogriff asked
himself. “I think the closest approximation would be ‘Moonlight through rustling leaves
and falling onto a still pond as the weather becomes cold.’ Yes, that would be it.”
“I thought your name was Buckbeak.”
“That’s the name he may have given me, but it is not the name my father gave
me.”
The judge was watching the flame. “I see. Can you describe the events
surrounding your attack on this boy?”
“Yes.”
There was a pause.
“Ah, your honor,” said Susan. “I should have been more clear. The spell makes
him answer quite literally.”
“Understood. Please describe the events surrounding your attack on this boy.”
“I was led out of the forest by the big man and there were many delectable
morsels in front of me. The female was the first to approach. She easily cleared the
fence holding us in, as though she had wings herself, and I was intrigued. She bowed,
as is proper, and then fed me a fish. I allowed her to approach, and then she leapt atop
me. She was much lighter than I expected.”
I still had Flight going at the time.
“With that we took to the air. After we landed, that boy,” he pointed with his beak
“was polite to me for a time, then I believe he insulted me. His tone of voice was quite
derogatory, I’m sure of it. Naturally I could not let that pass, and I grazed his arm with a
talon. I believe he learned the lesson. After that the female took the wound and the
blood away.”
Everyone had one eye on the candle flame, which hadn’t moved.
“You say you believe he insulted you?”
“Yes. I could not understand him as I can now understand you, but his meaning
was clear to me.”
“I understand. That is the extent of your testimony?”
“I do not know this word ‘testimony’.”
“Is there anything else you would tell us that could change our minds in
concerning the events you’ve told us.”
“I do not believe so.”
“Then the court shall have a short recess while the jury deliberates. We shall
reconvene when they have a decision.”
“Are we winning?” asked Rubeus.
“I’m not sure. All that stuff Hermione and I researched isn’t seeming to come into
play here. This isn’t exactly how I envisioned this going.”
“Probably because they’ve never had a hippogriff that could speak for itself,
before.”
“There is that.”
Moments later, the jury filed back into the courtroom.
“Have you reached a verdict?” asked the judge.

“We have, your honor. In the case of Lucius versus Buckbeak, we find the
accused guilty of attacking without provocation, given the vague nature of the accused’s
understanding of our language.”
“Then the punishment is clear. He is to be kept isolated from his kind and will be
sentenced to death by beheading. This court stands adjourned.”
They filed out. Lucius, looking smug, came over to Susan. “I had to admit, I was
slightly worried your little tricks might win you the day. Still, you’ll find that money speaks
more loudly than a beast and a trick or two.”
“Can you buy justice in the magical world then?”
“My dear girl, you can buy whatever kind of justice you want, no matter where in
the world you are. Best learn that now. Come, Draco.”
Draco silently followed his father out, and Susan turned to Rubeus.
“I’m sorry, professor. I really thought that would work, but it seems they’re too
much in his pocket to see real justice done. Still, he won’t actually get the satisfaction, in
the end.”
“I understand,” said Rubeus. “Open up one of your portals, and let’s go home.”

39
Tricks
Time: Last weeks of May
Place: Great Hall
Harry’s broom had won the Quidditch cup for Gryffindor, and Susan was glad for
him. Seeing as they probably should have won the last two years in a row, it was time
the team got a break.
There would be no appeal to the trial, which Susan hoped didn’t seem too
suspicious. But she and Sparkle had worked out the illusion they were going to show,
and had practiced making it move realistically.
“Once the job is done, just put him back with the other hippogriffs and call him a
different name. He doesn’t think of himself as Buckbeak anyway,” said Susan.
Thanks to Sparkle’s sacrifice, the dagger with Alleviation on it was created
without issue, and Susan gave the original one to Harry.
“Keep it close, and remember you can only use it five times,” she cautioned. “But
I can recharge it for you, if you do use it.”
“I’m sure it’ll help. Thanks.”
Exams were coming up, and everyone was rushing to cram as much knowledge
into their heads as they could, and Susan even raised her skill in Arithmancy and
Herbology, just for the novelty of it. Of course she was going to rely, as always, on
Augment Skill for her exams.
Which went well for her, as magically she had now memorized 42 spells, some of
them, like Temporary Tool, new this year. She sat the “charms exam” with professor
Flitwick, and demonstrated what she had learned that year. (Magical Ally Major,
Telesummon, Animal Speech, Temporary Tool, Alleviation).
Needless to say, demonstrating Temporary Tool for Professor McGonagall’s
“Transfiguration exam” went over well, as she thought up more and more elaborate
shapes for Susan to create. She was worried that even her great store of energy would
be exhausted, but was finally let go.
For “Potions” Susan reminded Headmaster Dumbledore about all the items she
had made over the year, but he said he remembered, and gave her full marks.
The more mundane Astronomy and History of Magic Susan really didn’t care
about, but put the spell on and did her best.
The most fun she had was in Defense, where she really got to show off, flying
about a sort of obstacle course full of “dark” creatures he had devised. She didn’t go as
wild as she wanted, as she needed to save some energy for that evening when she
went to save Buckbeak. Of course, it was Sparkle controlling the Illusion but if
something went wrong, she wanted to be at her full potential.
After the obstacle course she saw one of her favorite people, Cornelius Fudge,
Minister of Magic, approaching.
“Good day, Susan. I must say, I was watching you flying about there. Quite
amazing, really.”

“Why thank you, Minister. I appreciate the kind words.”
“And I know Harry, of course! But who are your other friends?”
“This is Ron, and Hermione,” introduced Susan.
“Ah yes of course, Ron Weasley. Your father does speak of you often. Very proud
of his youngest son, I can tell you that.”
“Thank you, Sir,” said Ron, more at awe with meeting someone like the minister
than Susan ever had been.
“It’s a pity I’m here for such a nasty business,” he continued. “This execution, it’s
terrible, really it is. I don’t normally come to attend these things myself, but I needed to
check on the security measures for Sirius so I thought, why send two people from the
Ministry when one would suffice?”
“Excuse me, Minister,” said Harry, “But isn’t checking security measures a little
late? Exams are almost done, we’ll be going home soon.”
“All the more reason to keep a close eye on things, Harry. With so few chances
left to strike before everyone leaves, Sirius is bound to try at least once more. Plus, we
wouldn’t want him hiding out here during the summer, would we?”
“No, I suppose not.”
“When is the execution scheduled, then?” asked Susan.
“Sunset, probably around 8:30 or 9:00. Don’t tell me you want to attend?”
“I should be there. I did defend him in court, after all.”
“I suppose that’s up to you. If you’ll excuse me, I must be off.”
“Nice seeing you again, Minister,” said Susan.
“Oh-” Cornelius turned as if a thought had just occurred to him. “Have you made
any progress on that anti-Dementor weapon you were working on? What did you say,
something about ‘effectively weaponizing’ a spell?”
“Possibly, Minister. Very possibly.” She gave an enigmatic grin.
He looked troubled. “I will leave you to it then.” He walked away briskly.
“Thanks to Hermione,” she muttered.
“So what is the plan?” asked Ron as evening approached. The five were heading
down to witness the “execution” of Buckbeak.
“Professor Hagrid already has him hidden somewhere,” explained Susan.
“Sparkle is going to hide nearby where she can see everything. By the time the Minister
and his execution squad arrive, they’ll believe Buckbeak is tied up outside the hut. As I
understand it, the ‘ceremony’ calls for one quick swing of the ax, so when that happens,
Sparkle will change the illusion to his head rolling off and blood going everywhere. That
will be that, and everyone’s happy.”
“Doesn’t sound too complex,” said Hermione. “I guess it should work.”
“Don’t worry, no Disaster Strikes card this time!”
They all laughed.
Sparkle trotted off and made her Hiding check, getting a 10. Then rolled a 17 on
Illusion. Susan played her Assist card, making the total a 22, as they really needed to
sell this. With that roll any opposed “check” done by someone in attendance would need
an 8 REAson and to roll maximum on it, which hopefully, Susan thought, wouldn’t be
likely to happen.

“Wow, that’s him all right,” said Ron.
“Even I can’t tell it’s an illusion,” said Hermione. The fake Buckbeak blinked and
looked around, and a rope tied him to a fencepost nearby.
“Coming from you, that’s reassuring. I figure you have the highest REAson, apart
from myself, anyway.”
“I thought it was going to be an illusion,” said Rubeus, coming out of his hut.
“That is the illusion, professor,” said Susan. “That’s the beauty of it.”
“Oh, right. You know, if it gets out I tricked them…”
“But that’s the beauty of it, professor! You didn’t know a thing about it. It was my
idea, my plan, my fault. As far as any of you are concerned, this is Buckbeak. This time I
didn’t even tell you about what I was going to do, that’s your story so stick to it.”
“Thanks, I’m in your debt once again.”
“Pay it forward.”
It wasn’t long before the Minister, an elderly looking man (even for a wizard) and
a guy with a huge ax showed up. Susan was also surprised to see Lucius Malfoy trailing
after them, and Dumbledore himself.
“Figured I would see you here,” he said. “Good thing I decided to come witness
this myself, to make sure you aren’t using any of your tricks.”
“And a good evening to you as well, Mr. Malfoy,” said Susan. “And if by ‘tricks’
you mean ‘superior magic’ then don’t worry, I won’t be using my magic tonight as long
as you’re on your best behavior.”
“I’ll be watching you closely,” he said as he swept past her.
Yes, watch me. It’ll help cover any slips Sparkle makes with the illusion. “Mew
mew memm me me.” grumbled Susan. “Jerk.”
“It is true though,” said Ron, “You won’t be using any magic.”
The four smiled at each other. The headmaster was still standing there.
“Good evening, Headmaster,” said Susan.
“Ah, good evening!” he exclaimed, as though seeing her for the first time. “Should
you four really be out here?”
“Please. Is there somewhere safer, in all the world, than with me?”
“I don’t suppose so. I’m not sure this is something you’ll want to see.”
“Then call it off. As a respected wizard I’m sure your voice carries some weight.
Of course, if your coin pouch doesn’t match that of a certain L.M. then maybe it’s time
those that govern wizard law get shaken up a bit.”
“My voice does seem to carry little weight, as of late.”
“Albus, you’re needed,” shouted a voice inside the hut.
“Excuse me.”
He went inside, and they signed some form or something as Susan and the
others nervously waited outside. Lucius kept looking out the window at them, as though
they were going to steal Buckbeak and bolt at any second. Soon enough they came out,
and Rubeus said a sad farewell to Buckbeak.
“Do it,” he said, turning away.
The ax came down, and Susan had to admit the illusion was flawless. The head
rolled away, the body jerked, and blood pumped out for a few seconds onto the ground.

It was a little too realistic, and Susan had to keep reminding herself it wasn’t real.
“If no one has any objections, I’ll be taking the head,” said Lucius, drawing his
wand out of his cane.
Susan’s blood ran cold.
“I do object!” said Susan, thinking quickly. “Quite strongly, in fact.” For more than
one reason. That head isn’t actually there- does he suspect? “What do you want it for?
Stuff it and hang it on a wall? As some kind of sick souvenir?”
“That’s not your concern.”
“I will not allow you to gleefully laugh at us every time you see his head.”
“How are you going to stop me?”
“Like this.” Come on, Sparkle, pick up on this, or it’s all over! “Elemental Attack
Fire!” Susan pointed her palm at the head.
There was a brief hesitation, and fire shot out of her hand, engulfing the head
and seeming to set it on fire.
“Oh, very convenient, a fire spell.” Lucius went over to the head and held his
hand out to it. “Though it does seem warm enough to be on fine.”
“Are you saying then, that this execution did not happen, Lucius?” asked Albus.
“Do you doubt your senses so much?”
“Where this girl is concerned, I doubt everything. Very well, I shall accept this, for
now. But if I find out I’ve been tricked…” he left it trail ominously.
“You’ll what? Do nothing with your useless magic? Perhaps you would like to feel
the heat of my attack spell more directly, so your concerns, as well as your body, can be
vaporized. Begone, and never let me see you foul these grounds again.”
“One day, girl, you will not be under the protections of the Headmaster, and that
day-”
Susan smiled. “I’m not afraid of you, or your pitiful magic. Anytime, anyplace.
Wizard duel. You’ll die, I’ll walk away.”
“Humph!” He stomped off.
“That Overconfidence of yours will one day lead you into trouble,” Albus
remarked.
“Good thing I have the magic and the friends I need to back it up.”
“Indeed. Have a good night, everyone.”
They left, and Sparkle, once they had gone out of sight, dropped the Illusion.
“Warn me when you’re going to do something like that. I thought you were really casting
it for a second there.”
“No, I knew it would be more convincing if you did it. Well done, everyone, they
bought it. Still, perhaps some kind of Psychic Link wouldn’t go amiss next time.”
“I can’t believe it,” said Rubeus, still watching the direction of the castle. “It really
did work!”
“What do you think he wanted the head for, anyway?” asked Ron.
“Given his twisted mind, I can’t imagine,” answered Harry.
“Come on, we’ll have a cup of tea and I’ll escort you back to the castle,” said
Rubeus. “I’m still shaking, I just can’t believe he’s going to be safe.”
So they all piled into the Hut and Rubius started boiling the water for the leaf
juice.

“I’ll get the sugar,” said Hermione, taking the lid off she sugar bowl. She gave a
shriek and almost dropped it. “I’ve found you another rat!” she exclaimed, handing it to
Ron.
“No rat could replace- Scabbers! It’s Scabbers!”
“Seriously?” asked Susan.
“Look!” Ron tipped the bowl out, and they crowded around. It was Scabbers,
missing toe and all. He looked even worse than he had before, and almost seemed
frantic, looking around at everyone who was there. “Now how in the heck did he get way
out here?” Ron went to grab him, but he struggled to get away. “Scabbers, you can’t
have forgotten me in that time. It’s me, Ron. Come on, stay still.”
“I’d offer to hit him with Alleviation but he seems rather spunky, for looking so
thin.”
“I don’t understand what’s the matter with him. Is that cat around here
someplace?”
“He has a name, Ron.”
“Maybe he’s just afraid of all cats now, and Sparkle is setting him off,” said
Susan. “Come on, we’ll take a rain check on the tea, professor. I’ll walk them back to the
castle and maybe in the dorms he’ll calm down a bit.”
“You shouldn’t go alone,” protested Rubius.
“Alone? There’s five of us, and we’re all wizards. I think we can handle the 300
foot walk to the castle. Did the Headmaster seem all that concerned we were out here?
If it’ll make you feel any better, I’ll get out my dragon and Sparkle can call out her lion,
and it’ll be seven of us.”
“I guess he didn’t. Okay, thank you again, for everything.”
“Sure thing. Just make sure not to call any hippogriff Buckbeak where anyone
can hear!”
“Right.”
Halfway back, Scabbers finally managed to break free of Ron’s grasp, and
started running away, down the path. Both Susan and Sparkle had kept their word, and
both their Magical Ally spells were going.
“Oh, honestly,” said Ron, whipping his wand out. “Wingardium Leviosa,” he cast,
pointing at the rat. Scabbers lifted into the air.
“Do my eyes deceive me?” exclaimed Susan. “You had a problem, and you
actually reached for your wand, first thing. Ron, tonight you have become a man. No
more chasing after things for our Ron, no sir. Look at that wandwork- perfection!”
“Oh, knock it off,” said Ron.
“Seriously, I’m pretty sure that’s the first time you’ve used magic outside a
classroom against something that wasn’t trying to kill us. I’m really impressed.”
“Thanks.”
“Crookshanks!” Hermione yelled, pointing. “He is out here.”
“Scabbers couldn’t have smelled him from that far away. That’s why cats groom
themselves constantly, get rid of scent,” said Susan.
Crookshanks took a single bound away from them, and then looked back.
“Do any of you get the impression that cat wants us to follow it?” asked Harry.
“Something strange is going on, I’ll admit that much. Can animals be put under

curses that make them do things?” asked Susan.
“I don’t see why not,” said Hermione.
“Let me see if I can get close enough for an Animal Speech.” She moved closer,
and Crookshanks stayed put. Susan reached out, casting. “Animal Speech.”
“Come see,” said Crookshanks. “He can explain everything. He knows about the
rat. You have to come see him. It’s dangerous for him here, so he’s waiting. Please, you
have to trust me and come with me.”
“Who knows? What’s this about?” asked Hermione, also coming closer.
“A friend of mine. I met him and we finally managed to communicate. He asked
about the rat, and I told him something was odd. He thinks he knows. Come on!”
“What do you say, guys?” asked Susan, relying what Crookshanks had said.
“We have to trust him,” said Hermione.
“No we don’t,” said Ron, floating his rat closer to himself.
“I say we go for it. If there’s a chance we can learn something about all this, let’s
take it.”
“You’re outvoted, Ron. If you want I can have my dragon accompany you up to
the castle, and I’ll take responsibility for Scabbers.”
“No, let’s just get this over with.”
“We’ll come, lead the way.”
“Excellent. It’s not far, just through here. Mind the branches though, I have to go
first to shut them off.”
“Branches? Whatever.”
Crookshanks led them to the base of the Whomping Willow, and ducked under it.
He hit a knot in the trunk, and the branches went silent.
“How about that?” asked Susan of no one in particular.
“Come on, there’s a passage,” said Crookshanks. “Not far now, he’s waiting!”
“In for a Knut, in for a Galleon,” said Harry, “we might as well go all the way.
Lumos.”
“Stay and guard this passage. If anything comes out that’s not us, catch them but
don’t seriously hurt them,” Susan said to her dragon.
Sparkle said something similar to her lion, and they were off.
The four traversed the tunnel, Susan getting fed up with being bent over and cast
“Flight,” on everyone. Hermione scooped up Crookshanks, and they were off. They
zipped through, and came out of a hole in the floor in a very dusty room.
Crookshanks sniffed around. “He’s here. Come on!”
“I’m dropping Animal Speech and Flight,” she said. “I don’t want to be at
negatives if this is a trap of some kind.”
“Wands at the ready,” said Harry. All three wands were out.
Susan cut off the magic, but Crookshanks led them further in, then up a flight of
stairs to the second floor.
There they saw a big black dog, curled around himself. He opened his eyes, and
almost seemed to smile. He got up, stretched, and before their very eyes started
transforming- when it was over, there stood Sirius Black.
“Of course,” said Susan, looking him over. “I was searching for Sirius Black the

man, not Sirius Black the dog. No wonder my scrying magic didn’t work out so well. But
that would mean…” she looked over at Scabbers.
“Hello, Harry,” said Sirius. “Thanks for coming.”
“You better talk fast, you’ve got some explaining to do.”
“And we want The Truth,” said Susan, touching a finger to her Detect Lies charm.
Light flickered around her, but they didn’t exactly know what the spell did, so she wasn’t
sure if they still got the RESolve check against it. Still, she had put energy into the initial
casting, so they probably couldn’t beat her, anyway.
“I know, but it can all end tonight. My nightmare, the legacy of my past, all can be
revealed.”
“So start, you know, talking,” said Ron uncertainly.
“Remus needs to be here, this story is his as well. I don’t suppose I could
convince one of you to run and fetch him?”
“No need,” said Susan, magical symbols coming to life in a circle in front of her.
“Telesummon.”
There was a loud *pop* and Remus stood with them.
“Susan?” he said, whirling frantically around. “How did I get- Sirius? Is that you?”
“It’s me, old friend.”
“I’ve been so worried!” The two embraced.
“Do you two need a moment?” asked Ron.
“No, everything will be fine,” said Remus. “You’ve managed to track him down
then?”
“He’s here,” Sirius pointed to Ron. “At least if he’s managed to hold onto him.”
“Scabbers? You’re after my rat?”
“Seriously? That’s where he’s been hiding these last fourteen years?”
“Who would have suspected?”
“I certainly didn’t!”
“What are you two talking about? Are you in league with each other? What’s so
important about my rat?”
“That rat is the key to everything,” said Sirius. “My freedom from Azkaban, for a
start. He can have my old cell, the traitor.”
“Nobody goes to that place,” Susan said. “Now what is going on?”
“I’ll have to start at the beginning,” said Remus. “But I only know part of the story.
I’ve never believed he was guilty, but at the same time I don’t know what happened in
the end.”
“Just start explaining, please.”
“Okay. Your father, myself, Sirius and a man named Peter were all friends in
school. There were reasons, good ones, at the time, that we had to become Animagus.”
“Because you’re a werewolf?” Hermione asked sweetly.
“Yes, because I’m- Hey, how long have you known?”
“Since always. Of course professor Snape didn’t help, all but beating us in the
head with it. We’ve studied them for three years, you know.”
“Why didn’t you tell me?” Susan said, as Harry said “Why didn’t you tell us?”
“Would that have made any difference?” he asked.
“Yes, because I could have effectively cured you. As I explained to Severus.”
“You did, did you? Failed to mention that, I must say. But that’s not here or there,

though when this is over I would like to hear about this miracle cure of yours. As you
saw, Sirius here became a large black dog. Your father became a stag, Harry.”
“My father could turn into an animal like that?”
Remus nodded. “And Peter, well, maybe you can guess?”
“A rat?” asked Hermione.
“You’re on a roll tonight, Hermione. Yes, he became a rat. When it was my, ahem,
moon time, they would hang out with me, because I would only attack humans, not
other animals. They kept me safe and guarded against me getting out. Now just after
you were born, Harry, the Potter family needed to disappear.”
“The whole secret spell thing.”
“Exactly. Sirius was chosen-”
“But I didn’t go through with it. That was the beauty of my plan, you see. It’s just
rather unfortunate it went so wrong.”
“What happened?” asked Harry.
“We switched at the last second. Peter went in my place to become the Secret
Keeper and we both were going to go into hiding. Everyone knew about James’ and my
friendship. Of course I was the natural target for Death Eaters. So I thought, “why not
obscure the secret even more?” So we switched, and he knew, but I didn’t.”
“Then he betrayed us all,” said Remus sadly.
“Yes. Little did we know he’d been working for Voldemort the whole time. Little
sneak, we should have known when his animal form was a rat. We weren’t very bright,
back then, I guess. The point is, once I learned what happened I went after him. He
escaped me though, sacrificed part of himself to do it, too, a finger. Framed me very
neatly.”
“Wizards don’t seem too big on evidence, even though they have truth serum
and whatnot,” said Susan.
“Preaching to the ordained, trust me.”
“Sorry, continue.”
“After that he took his rat form and hid. Of course he would want to stay near a
wizard family, keep his ear to the ground in case he started gaining strength again. Or if
one of the old followers got too close.”
“There’s a spell that can force him to return to his normal form,” said Remus.
“Hover him in the air and I’ll cast it on him. Then he can tell you himself.”
Ron looked over at the others.
“It does explain everything,” said Susan. “The so called ‘attacks’ by Sirius that
never led to any deaths. How ‘Scabbers’ has lived so long. How he lost that finger. It
won’t hurt to see if they’re telling the truth.”
“All right, I guess I can trust you, even if you are a werewolf.”
“Dumbledore must trust him to let him teach here,” said Hermione. “That’s why I
didn’t tell anyone.”
Scabbers was floated into the middle of the room, and Remus got out his wand.
“Actually, I’ll take it from here,” said a new voice. Lucius bust into the room. “If
this really is Peter Pettigrew, I know certain people who would love to have a long talk
with him. Thanks so much for finding him for us.”
“You’ve got to be kidding me,” said Susan. “You actually came in here, where it’s
six against one?”

“I don’t plan to stay,” he said, grabbing the floating rat. “Bye for now!” He
vanished.
“No!” screamed Sirius.
“Apparation!” said Remus. “That snake, I should have realized he’d just run.
Where did he come from, anyway?”
“That was the only chance I could clear my name!” Sirius wailed. “It’s gone for
good, now.”
“Not exactly,” said Susan. “I had a truth spell going, and every word you said was
true. I could testify to it.”
“That won’t hold up in court,” Remus said, shaking his head.
“Yeah, I’ve seen what you wizards call the court. But there must be some other
way to clear your name, there just has to be.”
“Couldn’t we, you know, go after him? He’s probably gone back to his mansion,”
said Harry.
“That place is trapped up to the hilt,” said Susan. “We could be teleporting into
who knows what. There is one way, though. If one of you has a picture of him! I bet
Lucius will use that spell you were going to use, to turn him back into himself. Then I
could Descry Creature on him, get his rough location, and then Telesummon him back
here like I did you, professor.”
“I’ve got a picture in a scrapbook that Professor Hagrid gave me!” exclaimed
Harry. “We just have to get up to the castle to get it.”
“Do you feel cold?” asked Hermione.
“He wouldn’t…” said Remus, looking franticly around.
“Wouldn’t what?” asked Sirius, but at that moment a Dementor burst into the
room, then smashed its way out the ceiling. Three more followed it into the room and
started draining the heat out of it.
“Expecto Patronum,” shouted just about everyone in the room. The Dementors
staggered back and hissed at them.
“Pocket Dimension,” cast Susan, taking the extra time to save energy. She got a
16 and pulled her knife out.
“That one probably went to tell the others where to find us,” said Remus. “If they
attack in force we’re done for. They’ve cut off our exit through the tunnel.”
“Not for long,” said Susan.
“Acceleration,” said Sparkle, knowing what was coming. She also took the extra
time, figuring they weren’t going anywhere with that much Patronus energy being
directed at them. She got an 8+4, or one over what she needed to get the spell off.
Susan blurred into action, as for her, the world had just slowed down
tremendously. She stabbed the nearest one, and the two adults watched in morbid
fascination as the thing writhed and disappeared before their very eyes. Two more quick
blows, and the other two were gone, and the passage was clear.
“I’ll hold them off here,” said Susan. “You guys get out of here and get that
picture. Hide Sirius someplace, the Hut maybe. Rubeus doesn’t know he’s a dog, you
can say you found him wandering around outside.”
“Just open a Teleportal to the dorms and we’ll all go!” said Harry. “You don’t have
to face them alone.”
“Sorry, Harry. If someone sees him they’ll raise the alarm. If the alarm is raised

he’ll get captured. If he’s captured they’ll have a Dementor suck out his soul on the spot.
The only chance we have is if there are no Dementors around to do the deed. I’ll meet
you at the hut and perform the magic to get Peter back. We’ll march him up to the castle
and have him confess, clearing Sirius’ name. Trust me, this is the only way.”
Harry tried to protest, but Hermione put a hand on his shoulder. “I think she’s
right. I can feel them coming, can’t you? We have to get out of here.”
“Come on,” said Ron.
Harry got out his copy of the Alleviation dagger. “You better come back.”
“Hey, it’s me. I may be an OP character, but I’m your OP character. Now get
going. Sparkle, go with them, you can’t do much directly against Dementors, but you’ve
got things like Dimension Step if you get in a tight spot, okay?”
“Got it. Good luck. But I’m your companion, remember? If you die, I have no idea
what happens to me.”
Susan nodded. “Flight. Darksight.” she said, touching the proper two charms on
her bracelet.
“I won’t forget what you’ve done for me,” said Sirius, turning to go down the
passage.
“I’ve seen wizard justice. Go!”
She leapt into the air, and sighted the hoard of Dementors flying towards the
shack.
“Endless Duel,” as performed by DarkeSword, started playing in Susan’s mind as
she stabbed her first Dementor. (You can find it yourself, go ahead the story will be here
when you get back.)
The first of many.

Harry, wand lit, led the way in case there were more Dementors waiting for them
down the passage. They were only moments down the tunnel when Remus stumbled,
falling to the ground. Everyone looked back at him.
“Are you okay?” asked Hermione. Her face took on an aspect of terror. “You
didn’t take your potion tonight!”
“Sadly, you’re right,” said Remus, his features beginning to change. “I was about
to when I was whisked here. Sorry everyone. I’ll go back the other way, but I don’t think
it’ll help. I’ll smell you down the passage, and come running.”
“Just go!” shouted Sparkle. “I’ll hold him here, get going.”
“Are you sure?” asked Ron.
“He won’t bother me, I’m a cat. I can take him.”
“I’m… ugh… very strong as a wolf!” Remus cautioned. He threw his wand to
Sirius, who caught it deftly.
“I’ll transform and help!” said Sirius.
“No,” said Hermione, pulling him down the tunnel. “If some Dementors get past
Susan, they’ll come down the tunnel. They’ll kill anything they find at this point. Come
on!”
“People keep sacrificing themselves for me. I’m not really worth it,” remarked

Sirius as he followed the others.
“Let’s dance, werewolf,” said Sparkle, then realized she had Phobia: Dogs written
in the Weakness side of her character sheet.
Do werewolves count as dogs, strictly speaking?
“Magical Ally, Major,” she cast, getting out her lion. Remus was still painfully
transforming, so she took the extra time. After the penalty for keeping Susan’s
Acceleration going, she just made it, and waited for the transformation to end. “Attack
that person if he tries to get past you,” she said to it. The lion watched him carefully.
There was barely enough room for him in the tunnel, but he was longer then he was tall,
so it was fine.
I’ll let my lion wound him, then try to immobilize him. Werewolves are supposed
to be pretty strong, so doing it right off the bat probably isn’t such a great idea.
As Remus took on more dog like features, Sparkle started edging back away
from him.
Yeah, looks a little doglike to me. She felt herself make a RES check, and got
maximum, a 21. Eh, I could take him, she decided.
The transformation complete, the werewolf looked the lion over, as if deciding
what to do about the thing blocking his way. He sniffed, and caught the scent of the
others down the passage. He tried to shoulder past the lion, which was its trigger, and
the lion took a swipe at him, making him yelp and then bare his teeth. The fight was on.
The lion took another swing at Remus, but somehow he dodged out of the way.
That can’t be a good sign. Let’s see if I can’t slow you down a bit more.
She began casting a spell, to finish in 3 segments.
Both the lion and Remus went simultaneously, so both slammed into each other.
They made opposed Wrestling checks, and they seemed evenly matched, neither one
budging an inch.
Sparkle’s spell of Thrust went off, and she got a 13, which Remus easily counted
by sinking his claws into the walls as the wave of energy passed him by.
So much for that.
The lion once again went to throw Remus to the ground, and the wolf stumbled
trying to pull his claws out of the wall. The lion touched Remus and was going to slam
him.
But the wolf broke free.
Once again the two slammed into each other, acting simultaneously, and this
time it seemed the lion had the upper hand, and he sank his claws into Remus. The lion
tried to slam him up against the wall, rather than throw him, which worked. The
werewolf’s head slammed into the wall. The wolf shook his head as dirt fell from the
passage.
I bet that’s not enough to get past this thing’s DTR, he barely looks stunned, that
must have been non-lethal. Still, he should be at penalties, I’ll try to Immobilize him. She
was impressed that Remus was keeping up with her Accelerated creature, and was
glad she chose that spell to give it as a power. What else did I give it? Oh yeah, my
Knockout Touch. Better start it using that too, duh.
Remus bared his fangs and growled.

Sparkle started casting, taking 2 extra segments, and finishing 7 segments from
now.
The lion and Remus again acted simultaneously, again making opposed
Wrestling checks, but this time the lion added Knockout damage to the strike. Remus
hardly seemed to notice.
The lion took a swipe at Remus’ head, which connected, tearing a chunk out of it,
and bloodying Remus’ eye. Sparkle watched in horror as the wound started closing up
immediately.
Sparkle’s Immobilize went off, getting a 24 with max energy spent. She got three
back with Energy Boost. Remus was attacking simultaneously, but even with the head
injury, busted out easily, making the lion dodge.
Remus just missed him, snarling in frustration.
I know how you feel, buddy.
The lion acted again, making a called shot to the head, and hitting for 23
damage.
Remus’ head exploded all over the passageway, and he dropped.
Oh no, I’ve killed him! I should have been making the Ally hold back more! Waitoh no!
Sparkle watched, fascinated, as the damage was still regenerating, meaning
Remus could be up again at any moment. She started casting as soon as she was able.
It was a near thing. In a panic, Sparkle didn’t use any extra time casting the spell
because she was worried she might not make it with how fast the damage was
regenerating.
No wonder people around here are so afraid of these things.
“Immobilize,” she cast, just as Remus opened his eyes and started getting up. As
technically he was exactly into Gone he didn’t get his resistance check against it, and
the spell held.
Now what do I do with him? she thought, as he struggled and growled.
In the end, she had her Ally grab the bond around Remus’ body and just drag
him, slowly, down the corridor. When she reached the other end and came out, she saw
Severus holding a very angry looking Sirius at wandpoint.
“Where’s the wonder girl?” he asked.
“Still at the other end fighting Dementors, I expect,” said Sparkle.
“Let us hope she pulls though,” he said without conviction. “Why so late to thewhat is that?”
The lion had finished dragging Remus, now fully healed and still struggling, out of
the tunnel.
“Professor Lupin, as if you didn’t know,” said Hermione.
“Oh, figured it out, did you? Forgive me for not awarding you any house points at
this late juncture.”
“Have you ever awarded any student not in Slytherin house points?”
“Just move. I’ll take over carrying the dear professor. Don’t think this means I
can’t strike you down in an instant, Sirius.”

The five, plus one floating, snarling wolf, were led up to the castle and were met
by professor McGonagall.
“Please put this,” he indicated Remus, “In the dungeon somewhere away from
anyone else. I must see the Headmaster about him.”
“You captured Black, Severus? This is most unexpected.”
“He’s innocent, professor-” Hermione tried to say.
“Silence! You’re all in enough trouble, so I suggest you stay quiet. Is the minister
still here?”
“I believe so.”
“Good, then the sentence can be carried out with speed.”
“Notice anything missing?” asked Harry, gesturing to the sides of the door.
Severus’ eyes flicked back and forth. “Where have all the guards gone?”
“I don’t know, Severus. It is a most peculiar night. I have him.”
“Then I must lock up Black before he escapes again. Come along.”
“I’ll go with you so I know when to release the spell,” said Sparkle.
“Very well,” said Minerva. “But where is Susan? Usually you two are
inseparable.”
“We were separated tonight,” she said, looking in the direction of the village. “And
I hope this isn’t the end of our story…”
When Sparkle finally made her way up to the hospital wing after tracking the
others down, she walked in to find the Harry, Hermione and Ron trying to explain the
situation to Albus.
“I wouldn’t put any faith in anything they say,” said Severus. “Obviously they’ve
been bewitched by Sirius.”
“He didn’t even have a wand,” protested Hermione. “That wand you took from
him belongs to Remus.”
“You did say he was dragged out after them,” said Albus.
“I’m sure if he’s searched another wand will turn up. Or in the passageway, or
where it leads to. Who knows where a crafty person like Black would hide his wand?”
“In any case,” said the Minister, “it does look like I’m going to witness two
executions today. If you’ll excuse me, I have to find a Dementor to perform The Kiss.”
He turned to go. “You were always complaining about how many were around, it
shouldn’t be hard.”
“Actually, that might be a problem, Minister,” said Albus. “They seem to have fled
the grounds.”
“What? All of them?”
“There is not a Dementor to be found anywhere near-”
As he said this, a window into the hospital wing smashed open, and into the
room plummeted a Dementor. It landed heavily on its back as a battered Susan, clothes
torn and hair wild followed close behind and jumped atop it. Its head turned and it
reached out towards the people in the room.
“Don’t let her kill me,” it rasped.
“And how many have said the same while you killed them?” asked Susan,
plunging her dagger down into the side of the creature’s neck. The adults were stunned
as the Dementor gave a scream and faded away.

Susan, hardly realizing where she was, jerked back unsupported and spun,
landing on the windowsill. She scanned the night, her head darting back and forth in
search of further Dementors to kill. She didn’t see any.
With a start, she realized where she was, and lowered the knife. However, she
remained hovering in the air.
“Sorry about the window,” she said, painting. “Keep the pieces nearby and I’ll
repair it tomorrow. I’m feeling a little drained at the moment.”
Cornelius hadn’t taken his eyes off the knife. “You actually did it, didn’t you?”
“What, this?” She held up the knife, flipping it in her hand to point up again. “I
found it worked pretty well, thankfully. Where’s Sirius?”
“Professor Flitwick’s office, which I think you know well, Susan? Thirteenth
window from the right of the west tower. However, the consequences of any rash
actions now will be severe.”
“Too bad there isn’t a Dementor within a mile of here,” said Susan, pointing the
knife at Cornelius. “I could take another dozen or two tonight, should they be sent after
me. Sirius is innocent. My magic tells me so and I can prove it. You don’t want justice,
you want a scapegoat. Tell the public whatever you want- he was killed here, Dementors
got him, whatever. He won’t be seen in public until I can clear his name, you have my
promise on that. You never did find Professor Hagrid when I hid him, did you? I’ll be
back soon.”
With that, she turned and flew out the window again.
“That girl really scares me sometimes, you know that?” remarked Ron. “I’m really
glad she’s on our side.”
“I hope she is,” muttered Albus, too low for anyone to hear.
When Susan returned, Albus was patiently explaining to Severus and Cornelius it
would not be in their interest to arrest Susan.
“She’s helped a criminal escape justice!” said Cornelius.
“She’s given an innocent man a chance to have his name cleared,” counted
Albus. “Ah, Susan, you’re back. I trust Sirius is secure?”
“He won’t be found.”
“You think your magic makes you above the law?” asked Severus.
“I think it’s time for magical law to be… revisited,” said Susan. “With a greater
emphasis on evidence gathering and less emphasis on just pointing fingers and saying
‘he’s the one, he’s done it all right. I’d recognize him anywhere.’”
“That isn’t your place.”
“Then who? Did you know that there was a time being gay, that is, being simply
attracted to someone the same gender as you, was illegal? Go look up what happened
to Allen Turing sometime if you don’t believe me. If a brave few men and women hadn’t
decided to fight those sorts of laws, the situation never would have changed. It starts
with one person saying ‘that’s enough’ and goes from there. Well, I’m saying it- That’s
enough. Enough people having so called “trials” where the guy with the money gets to
decide policy. Enough people being sent to have their very life energy sucked out by
undead creatures. Enough of ‘that’s the way it’s always been, so the law can never
change.’ I want a new trial, if Sirius even got one to begin with. I want Peter Pettigrew,

who is alive and well, found, and questioned. Until that time, Sirius stays in hiding and
there isn’t a single thing you can do about it.”
“She is underage, and I’m not sure killing Dementors is illegal, because no one
ever considered they could be killed. So I’m not sure if she could even be brought up on
charges there. As long as Sirius stays out of sight, it’s the same as if he’s been
recaptured. I have your word on that?”
“He’s in a place only I can get to.”
Well, the twins could, but the door is locked at the moment, and they have no
reason to unlock it.
“Then the official story will be that he’s been captured again and new evidence
has been uncovered that casts doubt on our original story. We’ll start hunting down
Peter and give you time to get your story together for the court.”
“I can have him here in fifteen minutes if someone will get Harry’s scrapbook,”
said Susan. “I have that much energy left, at least.”
“Harry, would you mind running to get it?” asked Albus.
“Not at all, sir,” he answered.
Harry came back, his face troubled.
“What’s the matter?”
“All the pictures that showed him have been taken. He must have heard us
talking about how the spell was cast, and knew he could be identified, and thus,
captured, that way. So he stole them all.”
“Crap!” said Susan.
“How convenient,” said Severus.
“I want Peter here, he can prove Sirius’ innocence in two seconds. He
supposedly died that day, remember? Sirius’ “trial” was for the death of Peter and some
muggle witnesses. If Peter didn’t die, it casts doubt on the whole thing! Why would I
keep the pictures from Susan at this point?”
“Whatever you say.”
“Minister, he’s an unregistered Animagus, a rat. He could be in either form, so
make sure you check for that too,” said Susan.
“Very well. I’ll see what we can do. Perhaps you did the right thing, perhaps not.
There may be repercussions, Susan.”
“I do not fear the truth, minister.”
“But as you’ve already said, the truth sometimes comes from those with the gold.
Have a good rest of the night, all.”
“You should spend the night here,” said the nurse on duty. “You look terrible.”
“Nothing a good night’s sleep won’t fix.”
“Still, perhaps that would be best,” said Albus.
“This isn’t over,” said Severus, stalking out.
“It never is, for you, is it?”
Susan put her knife back in her Pocket Dimension and got ready to go to bed.
Her mind kept going back to the fight with the Dementors, after she had killed a bunch
of them. That one that had looked at her, and made her feel chilled.
“I see you,” it had whispered before she killed it.

But then they all could.

40
Dreams, Dreams, Dreams
Time: 5 hours later
Place: Hospital Wing
“Wake up. Susan, wake up!” Susan found herself being shaken. She wasn’t in
her dorm room. Where am I?
“What? Where-”
“It’s okay, you’re safe. It’s me, Hermione. You were shouting.”
“Oh Hermione,” Susan said, hugging her.
“Uh, are you okay?”
“I made a mistake tonight.”
“What do you mean, mistake? You protected us, and made sure they couldn’t kill
Sirius.”
“I’m talking about the Dementors. I shouldn’t have done it, it’s too soon.”
“What’s too soon? What happened out there? Can you talk about it?”
Susan looked past Hermione, and in the darkness she could make out Ron and
Harry both sitting up, looking at her.
“It’s okay if you don’t want to,” said Harry. “But we were worried about you. And
that was scary just by itself.”
Susan sighed. “Okay, come over here.”
Harry and Ron sat on the bed next to Susan, and Hermione sat next to her on
hers. She conjured up a purple flame that hung in the air and warmed them, as Susan
thought of how to begin.
“The first dozen or so fell like dominoes,” she said at last.
“What’s dominoes?” asked Ron.
“Ssh,” said Harry.
“I moved among them like a wolf among lambs, and there was nothing they could
do to touch me. They died, and with each of their screams of anguish, I felt a little
happiness come back to the world.” Her face lit up, remembering, but then fell again. “It
didn’t last.”
She looked over at the window she had broken, which Albus had repaired with a
wave of his wand. She shivered despite the warmth coming from the fire.
“The next dozen fell, but by this time, even accelerated as I was, they knew
something was wrong. They could tell something was killing them, even if they couldn’t
see what. They began to mill about, uncertain. With each one I killed they seemed to
grow aware of me, somehow. I still felt that joy with each Dementor disappearing, but
suddenly one actually dodged my knife stroke. I thought maybe it had just gotten lucky,
maybe it had rolled some kind of Blind Fighting check against me. It too, fell to my
blade.
But then others started dodging, and I had to put energy into COOrdination to
start hitting them. Then they started fighting back. I still had Acceleration on so I wasn’t
worried about them actually grabbing me, but it was obvious with each one I killed, they
saw me better and better. They started dodging all my blows, so I put Augment Skill on
myself and that helped. For the next few, at least. They realized it was the knife, and
starting surrounding me, trying to grab it. Lucky for me they aren’t used to… prey… that

fights back. The merest scratch from my blade was fatal to them, so I was still holding
my own despite the odds. Of course, being much faster and smarter and being able to
fight in three dimensions didn’t hurt.
“Some kind of signal passed between them, I could feel it. They scattered,
probably figuring I couldn’t catch all of them. They were right. I think they knew more
would die if they stayed, and they had to bring word to Azkaban that there was
something that could kill them. Bring back the knowledge of how to see me, maybe
even start me feeling like you guys do when they’re around. Afraid.
“I chased down those I could, ending with that one you saw me kill in here. By
that time the rest were gone.
“So now they know. They’ll be ready when I attack Azkaban. I still have Undead
Annihilation, that confused them last time I tried it, and these won’t know about that. But
if the same thing happens, if I attack and they find a way to break past that… Well, I
guess there’s always Magic Immunity, at least I could cast that and get away. It seemed
to protect you when I cast it on you, Harry.
“So that’s the story. I guess I was dreaming about it, as the whole thing was fresh
in my mind. Sorry I woke you.”
The others stared at her. They had never seen her look so vulnerable. She had
taken on everything the last three years without hesitation, but now here she was talking
to them like she was afraid. She looked afraid.
“I’m sorry I couldn’t help,” said a quiet voice from above. “I watched you fighting
them. You were magnificent, let me tell you.” Myrtle floated into view from behind the
curtain she was hiding behind. “I so wanted to help you, but I knew I couldn’t. I was so
afraid when that one grabbed you. How could I face eternity without you? You gave me
hope, Susan. Please say you’ll always be here by my side. Please?”
Susan smiled, but it was a sad smile. “I’ll do my best. For all of you, my friends.
And you are my friends, you know that, right?”
“Course we do,” said Ron, looking away.
Susan stuck her hand out over the flame. “Susan’s Spectaculars forever!”
“Harry’s Hoard,” said Harry, putting his hand over hers.
“Hermione’s Heroes and Heroines.”
“Ron’s Rebels.”
“Myrtle’s Mesmerizers.”
Everyone looked over at Sparkle.
“Call yourselves whatever you want,” she said. “You’re all my servants one way
or the other.”
They all laughed.
“Thanks for listening,” said Susan. “I’m feeling a little better now.”
“And don’t worry,” said Harry. “When you attack Azkaban it won’t be alone.”
“She won’t?” said Ron, inching away from Harry. “I mean, of course she won’t. I
only wanted to live to be seventeen anyway.”
“Why are you all up?” shouted a voice. “Go back to sleep!”
“Sorry Madam Pomfrey,” everyone said.

The next morning at breakfast, Albus came to where Susan and the others were
sitting.
“Good morning,” he said cheerfully. “I hope you all slept well last night?”
“For the most part,” said Susan.
“Good. You’ll need your wits about you for the trial.”
“Trial!?” shrieked Hermione. “They didn’t even wait a day?”
“Calm yourself, Miss Granger,” said Albus. “I have not yet received word from the
ministry. However, there’s some interesting stories in this morning’s paper, if you care to
take a look.”
He placed a paper down on the table, and they gathered around to look at it.
“They didn’t mention me, did they?” asked Susan.
“No, not by name. But those who know you will recognize the signs. In any case,
I thought you might like to get a start on your defense of Sirius, as you know they’ll be
calling upon you to provide it soon.”
“An excellent suggestion, Headmaster,” she said, popping a last bit of toast into
her month. “I would like to leave immediately.”
“I assume you wish to visit a newspaper archive, see if any pictures of Peter are
to be found?”
“That would be incorrect, Headmaster. I want to see the incident with my own
eyes. This will allow me both to see his face, and what happened that night so I know all
the facts first hand. With the XP I earned last night slaughtering Dementors I have more
than enough to learn Time Window, a spell I feel I’m going to be casting a lot in the near
future. Give me some time to memorize it, and we can leave at your convenience.”
“Very well, I shall return shortly.”
“Thank you.”
Susan rolled maximum on her KNOwledge check to memorize the spell, and 7
XP disappeared from her character sheet. It was replaced by Time Window on the back.
When Albus returned with Fawkes, she was ready to go.
“Before we leave, Headmaster, can you cast a charm over the area so we do not
attract undo attention?”
“Actually, before I left my office I took the liberty of casting a charm upon my
robe. Anyone not magically attuned will ignore the presence of the object in a five meter
radius. As luck would have it, that includes us.”
“Clever. Compensating for the fact it’s harder for you to cast magic upon yourself
by casting it upon something you’re carrying. Uh, did you have to take the robe off first?”
“I shall leave that to your imagination. Shall we?” He smiled and offered his arm.
“I’ll be back soon, guys. Don’t get into any trouble while I’m gone, okay?”
“I won’t do anything you wouldn’t do,” said Harry.
“No, I said don’t get into any trouble-” but Susan was fire before she could finish
that sentence.
They appeared in a rather average looking street, and people streamed by them
as though they were invisible.
“Do we have far to walk to get to where the event took place?” asked Susan,
looking around.

“Actually, we’re standing where it took place,” said Albus.
“I guess time can erase even the most destructive of magics. If you can provide
me the exact, or nearly exact time, I’ll get started.”
He told her the time the eye witnesses reported seeing the two men fighting, and
Susan took a couple of steps so she had her back to a building.
“We’ll get a wide angle view first, then narrow in once I’ve seen exactly where I
should put the window.”
“This is your show, do whatever it is you wish.”
Several castings of Time Window later, Susan had what she needed. It was
obvious in watching the event that Peter, not Sirius, had his wand out and did magic that
day. She also took a good look at Peter’s face so she could use Telesummon, and
requested a squad of magical enforcers for when she brought him in. Albus believed he
would probably be enough, but several teachers could stand in rather than bother them.
“And of course, you’ll be there,” he reminded her.
“Well, let’s just say I’m not feeling as invulnerable as I once did.”
I never did pick up that spell, maybe I should.
Once back in the castle, Susan got out her book and cast Telesummon from
writings. She felt something odd, and was disgusted to see Peter did not appear.
“Maybe he’s back in rat form, trying to avoid my spell?” she asked no one in
particular. She tried again, this time trying to summon the rat.
Again, she failed.
“Okay, maybe I need to summon him as the rat Scabbers rather than as Peter
because that how I know the rat?” She was feeling a bit desperate by that time, but
again, this produced no response.
“I don’t believe this! What’s going on?”
“If I might make an observation?” asked Albus.
“Uh, go right ahead?” What does he think he’s going to point out to me about my
magic?
“You spoke often to your friends about how your magic worked and what it could
do, yes?”
“I did. I saw no reason to hide it from them.”
“And of course Peter, or should I say Scabbers was probably somewhere nearby,
correct?”
Susan had a bad feeling she knew where this was going.
“He’s put up some kind of barrier around himself that keeps him from being
summoned, hasn’t he?”
“That would be my guess. He had three years of learning about your magic to
work out many spells to try, and he would be motivated to perfect them. He would have
had the run of the castle at night, and thus access to the library to do research.”
“Not to mention he could try them all, there’s no limit to the magic wanded
wizards can have going at once. Even if he has to cast them every hour, he would find a
way. And I’ve never really wanted to mix our magics because who knows what would
happen? So he could be beating my casting check because he doesn’t have a casting
check in the same manner I do. Uh, this sucks! If he finds a piece of Voldemort and tells

him everything I told my friends about my magic, there goes the element of surprise
when I face him.”
“It seems as though your magic is not unbeatable then,” Albus said with concern.
“First the giant, then Dementors seeing me, and now this. It’s a lot of blows my
magic has taken lately. I don’t like it, no I do not.”
“I still feel you have it within you to rise to these challenges.”
“Of course. I’m still Susan Felton, after all.”
“Of that there is no doubt.”
That evening, Albus informed her that a special hearing was being convened the
next day, in order to determine if she should be charged with conspiracy.
“They did move fast!” said Susan.
“They know the school year is over, and you’ll be returning home soon. They
want to see this matter settled before then.”
“How considerate of them. Tell me, you’ve seen what I’ve seen. I do have a case,
right?”
“If you can show them what you’ve shown me, even the most corrupt government
official will have to concede the evidence is compelling.”
“Then that’s exactly what I’ll do.”
The next day, Susan arrived dramatically in the courtroom by stepping through a
Teleportal. She had insisted on spending the last three hours with Albus, and said all of
this was part of her plan. Albus said he hoped she knew what she was doing, and
Susan could only agree with that statement.
“We were worried you were not coming,” said the judge. Susan looked up, and
saw many more stern and official looking faces looking down at her. Her lip twitched,
Mrs. “hem-hem” was there, wearing her usual pink outfit.
“My reasons for arriving in this fashion will be explained, your honor,” she replied.
“I see. This is not a formal hearing, despite the full court being in attendance. We
felt the matter urgent enough, and with large enough reproductions to involve everyone.
I trust you have no objections, Albus?”
“Me? No, please proceed as you will,” he replied.
“In that case, I will come straight to the point. Susan, you helped Sirius, a man
we believe committed gross acts of murder twelve years ago, escape custody. You have
told the minister of magic that you spoke to Sirius, and could tell, through your magic,
that he was telling the truth when he spoke of his innocence. Given the nature of your
magic and what it has already accomplished, we will allow you the benefit of the doubtup to a point. You are here to convince us, however you can, that Sirius Black is
innocent. Failing that, outline the plan to prove his innocence. Failing that, turn him over
to us so we may explore the issue further. Can you do any of these things?”
“Your honor, if it pleases the court, I can prove Sirius Black was framed in less
than ten minutes.”
There was a general feeling of shock that went around the courtroom. The judge
motioned for silence.
“By all means, proceed.”
“Thank you. Ladies and Gentlemen of the court, you have just seen me step

through a hole in the air. Headmaster Dumbledore, can you tell the court where we were
before we entered this room?”
“We were in my office in Hogwarts.”
“Thank you. I say this to you because the first spell I will cast for you today to
prove Sirius’ innocence will take us to the very place he was apprehended. You will see
there, with your own eyes, the events that transpired that very day.”
“You will carry us that far back in time?” asked a shocked wizard.
“Not exactly,” explained Susan. “Rather I will use a second spell, that of Time
Window to open a portal that we may see that time. Now, I’m sure some of you are
asking yourself, ‘how can we be sure that is the actual events and not some sort of
illusion?’ This is an excellent question. Headmaster Dumbledore, I call upon you to
answer a second question. Can you tell us how long you and I were together in your
office?”
“Three hours prior to our entering the courtroom,” he replied.
“Thank you. And do you believe that I was myself? That I was not some illusion
or fabrication planted into your mind? That we interacted and you saw no reason to
believe I was anyone but Susan Felton?”
“As far as I could tell, you were, and are, your enigmatic self.”
“Then I propose this initial test- allow me to open a Time Window to a time within
the last three hours that will show this room, or indeed any room you would like. As I
have been with Headmaster Dumbledore for that time, there is no way I could have
been here, spying on the events within these walls. If my Time Window shows the true
events, you may thus be assured they are the true events where Sirius is concerned
also.”
“An interesting method. Please proceed in showing this courtroom.”
“What time would you like to view?”
“Make it, oh, two hours and 6 minutes ago exactly.”
“Very well.” Susan cast the spell, and asked for the time specified. The window
opened, and everyone looked down at it, as it showed them what happened in the
room. “Does this satisfy the requirements I have laid out?”
“Open your doorway to the location, I see where this is going.”
“Thank you. The Headmaster was kind enough to charm the area, so no nonmagical people will notice us while we are there. If you would not mind descending
while I cast the spell?”
The members of the court came down, and Susan opened her Teleportal to the
location, and then Time Window to show them what she had seen. She “paused” the
window as Peter was chopping off his own finger.
“As you can see, this man has a wand, Sirius does not. This man cast a curse,
Sirius did not.” She resumed playback at a slower speed. “This man, Peter Pettigrew
changes before your very eyes to become a rat, scampering away from the explosion
he himself caused.”
They demanded different angles, and speeds, but in the end, stepped through
the Teleportal back to the courtroom.
“It seems we have an apology to offer to Sirius, and a warrant to issue for the
arrest of Peter Pettigrew.”
Yes!

“A full pardon will be issued? He can again show his face in the magical
community?”
“Yes, I’m sure the papers will pick it up without any prompting from us in any
case. They do love rubbing our noses in it.”
“I assure you that was not my intention.”
“Still, you have said some things to the minister about how displeased you are
with the current state of things. You Know Who also professed such sentiments. I hope I
don’t have to tell you that we will be watching your further development very closely.”
“I seek only justice, not power.”
“From where I sit, it seems you already have power enough.”
Albus put his hand on Susan’s shoulder. “I think we are ranging a bit afield of our
purpose here, if I may be so bold as to say it.”
“Yes, Albus, you are of course right. You are free to go, and please tell Sirius his
pardon and apology will be drawn up within the hour.”
“Thank you, your honor. You done a lot to restore my faith in wizard law today.”
It looked like the judge was going to say something, but then just turned away
and left as the courtroom cleared.
“If you don’t mind, I’d like to go directly to tell Sirius the good news,” said Susan.
“You’re in the driver’s seat. I can’t apparate back to the castle, after all.”
Shoot, could he improve the wards around Hogwarts to deny me teleporting in? I
suppose it would be a lot of work to keep out one person…
Susan opened her Teleportal and stepped through her to base, which was
looking a bit different now.
“Susan!” said Sirius, jogging up to her. “How did it go?” He was looking better, not
quite as ragged, but still gaunt. Ten years with minimal food and being around
Dementors will do that to a person.
“They accepted the evidence, you’re a free man at last.”
He smiled broadly. “Thank you, I don’t know what to say, this is marvelous news.”
“It’s a good day, I’ll say that much. What have you been doing down here,
anyway?”
“Unpacking, making it look a little less like a hole underground and more like a
basement. You had a lot of stuff in boxes, after all. I hope you don’t mind.”
“Mind? This is amazing!” The halls had a plush carpet, and the walls were
smooth and white. Torches hung, evenly spaced at regular intervals, and even the
ceiling had been smoothed over. Walking into each room was more like walking into a
furnished basement than a dungeon crypt, and even the air smelled better. Susan had
been buying things and carting them down here with her Resources for some time, but
she hadn’t bothered to unpack anything yet. Sirius apparently had. “You didn’t have to
do all this.”
“Are you kidding,” he said with a laugh. “I’ve been cooped up a cell for more than
ten years. You gave me a wand and better food and the hope of freedom. I had to do
magic again, get moving again, and this seemed as good a way to repay you as any.”
“You’re in the wand making business now?” asked Albus, looking sharply at her.
“I gave him one of the spares. I took them from those bullies that attacked me
last year. I broke two of them, but stole the other two, as I figured having some spare

ones might come in handy.”
Though my book does detail how to fabricate an object for those needing a
magical focus. I wonder if that would work for them as well as Paragon spellcasters?
“I see. As I recall all of those boys told me their wands were destroyed. Probably
to avoid having to admit a girl younger than them had taken them.”
“I shoved them into my pocket dimension, which would have shown them
magical circles. From their perspective I simply cast a spell and they disappeared. They
probably just assumed I had destroyed them, as they never came back and asked me.
Wonder why that was?”
“I see. We don’t normally tolerate theft around Hogwarts, you know.”
“Of course you do- don’t be silly.”
“In what way do we tolerate theft?”
“Luna Lovegood gets her stuff stolen all the time. Granted, she usually gets it
back at the end of the year, but that’s really no excuse.”
“Really? I didn’t know. I’ll look into it.”
“Thank you. I told her I could put a stop to it, but she said she didn’t mind, oddly,
so I didn’t press the issue.”
“Anyway, you did put a lot of trust in him, didn’t you?”
“I knew he was telling the truth, that was enough for me.”
“I suppose it’s more accurate to say you put a lot of trust in your magic.”
Susan laughed. “Headmaster, I’ve put trust in my magic more times since coming
to this school than I can even count. It’s part of me. To not trust it is to not trust myself.”
“Well, anything else I can do, please just let me know. I have a huge debt to
repay you.”
“I’ll keep it in mind. Where would you like to go, anyway? I can take you anyplace
I’ve been, if you want to start a new life for yourself.”
“Actually,” he said, looking around, “I thought I might stick around here for a
while.”
“But you’re free!”
“Exactly. I’m here by my own choosing. I want to finish this place up, make it an
actual home for you, not just a hole in the ground. And with my picture in the news so
much, I think I’d like to let people forget me for a time before I make any appearances in
society again. I don’t need people running from me screaming, after all.”
“I’m happy to send you a food parcel every day. Sorry it’s so bland, it’s all my
magic can come up with. Maybe a small stove and some spices would help?”
“After prison food, your stuff is like a feast every day.”
And so Susan, Albus and Sirius talked for a while longer (he seemed eager for
news about the outside world) and he explained his plans for the hideout. Susan made
a list of things to buy and said she would bring them down, along with some decent
clothes for him and anything else he needed. Then it was back to the castle where a
new problem was developing.
“What do you mean, he’s not going to teach next year?” Susan said to Hermione.
“He didn’t get possessed or memory wiped or even hurt at all, with that regeneration of
his. I would think he’d appreciate the salary.”

“He is a werewolf,” replied Hermione.
“Yeah, it took a bit of cunning to just tie him up. Granted, I don’t have a lot of
combat spells, especially not at that level. I’m just the companion, after all,” said
Sparkle.
“Hey, you’re a character with her own character sheet. You did good, and that’s
that.”
“That goes without saying.”
“It was Severus,” said Harry. “He let slip that Remus was a werewolf to the press.
Probably to get back at you, Susan. They were talking Order of Merlin before that.”
“Hey, you think we could get Sirius to teach here? Now wouldn’t that be a hoot?”
asked Ron.
Susan snorted. “That’s the most intelligent thing I’ve heard you say, Ron. Good.
Idea. I’ll ask about it, who knows?”
“If you want to say goodbye, you better hurry. He was packing.”
“Say goodbye? I have to tell him about the cure!”
Susan burst in to the Defense office, and was relieved to see Remus was still
there.
“Thank goodness you hadn’t left yet,” she said.
“And a good afternoon to you as well,” he replied, grinning.
“Yes, yes, how do you do?” Susan waved a hand. “Come and see me before the
next full moon, and I guarantee you’ll never transform again.”
“You really can cure me?”
“I can make you an item to suppress the transformation. You’ll stay yourself, and
in control, as long as you wear it. Make it a ring of some kind and you’ll be cured for
life.”
“What’s it going to cost me? I know your items use up things to make, right?”
“Well, I would suggest something that’ll stick around the rest of your life, and
maybe someone else’s if you want to pass it on. So the cost of the ring, gold or titanium
as you prefer. Then 80 Sickles in ‘components’ so really whatever is handy you want to
get rid of that equals that amount. Couple of weeks of your time while I infuse the
magic. Another week and a few more ‘components’ if you want it to repair itself if it’s
damaged. That’s about it.”
“Seems straightforward enough.”
“It has been thus far. Are you sure I can’t convince you to stay and teach next
year?”
“Even with this cure of yours, owls will start arriving any minute now to Albus
about how reckless it was to have a werewolf teaching here. Parents won’t accept it,
they won’t believe the curse can be suppressed.”
“I’m sorry. You made a good teacher, the school will be emptier without you.”
“It’s kind of you to say.”
“I’ll let you finish packing. Here’s my address, come soon.” She wrote it out for
him and handed it over. “I’ll need to get it done before another month passes, after all.”
“I will, thank you.”
And with that, the school year ended. Hermione decided to drop some classes

and hand in the Time Turner.
“It came in handy, but I feel like it could become a crutch if I let it,” she explained.
“Being able to go back in time like that could become, I don’t know, addictive somehow.
I already miss it, a sure sign I did the right thing.”
“That’s probably for the best,” remarked Susan. “Especially if you feel that way
about it.”
People were buzzing about the news that Sirius Black had been found innocent,
and that Peter was now being charged with the crimes he had been imprisoned for. As
good as their word, the ministry issued a formal apology to Sirius, which Susan had
framed and gave him with his daily food allotment. Every day he seemed to get a little
stronger, and she brought him books, games and newspapers to use in his down time.
He said he was enjoying being able to think clearly and actually get warm for the first
time in a long time. He wanted to ease back into being around people, as he wasn’t
quite ready for that yet, after being alone for so long. Susan was happy to stay and talk
and she had Harry would make regular visits if he wanted them.
He explained about sending the broom, and that he was Harry’s godfather. He
even signed the permission form to visit the village, and invited Harry to live with him
once he moved back into his house.
Harry, of course, said yes.
Even with all this, Susan’s thoughts were dark as the train pulled away from the
Hogwarts station towards the non-magical world. The Dementors were a force to be
reckoned with, and she only had one weapon against them. If they could see her now,
they might come after her, or somehow create more to build a larger army. She still
believed what she had done was the right thing, but what that meant for her, only the
future Susan knew for sure.

41
Getting to the Plot
Time: 22 days later
Place: Susan’s base
“There you are,” said Susan, handing Remus the ring he had brought to her. “Slip
that on, and you’ll never turn into a werewolf again.” For the past 22 days after Remus
had arrived at her door to take her up on her offer, he had been staying with Sirius in the
underground base. She figured this would be easier than trying to explain to her mother
why a strange man had to hang out at her house for nearly a month, and went there
daily to make food for them both and work for several hours. By this time the place
looked amazing, though it was still punctuated by the sounds of distant explosions from
the twin’s sections. The first time it happened Susan had raced to the door, thrown it
open, and got ready to either repel invaders or hit the twins with the Alleviation knife.
The twins, grinning foolishly, said there was no need to get so excited about the whole
thing. She didn’t exactly buy it, but what they were doing was probably none of her
business, as long as they didn’t kill themselves. So she had just gone back to her
section, shaking her head and wondering exactly what they were up to.
“This Imbuing of yours is really something,” said Remus, putting the ring on.
“Even if it does take a while, I think the results will be worth it.”
“I just hope it gives you some piece of mind. Just be careful not to bite anyone,
you’re not cured so you can still transmit the curse.”
Remus laughed. “That shouldn’t be a problem.”
“What will you do now?”
“I’m not sure. I’ve always managed to get by somehow, and it should be a little
easier now, thanks to you. I’ll find work someplace.”
“Good luck to you.”
Remus held out his hand. “Thank you, more than I can say. Really.”
She shook it. “Thank you, professor,” she said with a smile.
“Come back any time to visit!” said Sirius.
“You going to move back into your old place?” Remus asked him.
His face fell. “There’s a lot of bad memories for me in that house. Why do you
think I’ve been hanging out here, apart from the company I mean? I’m not sure.”
“Let me know, all right?”
“Of course. We have to keep the Marauders gang together now that we’re the
only two left, right?”
“Yeah,” said Remus a little sadly. “Take care, Sirius.”
“You too.”
Remus seemed to implode, and was gone.
“You’ll be heading back too, then?”
“Unless I can help you with something, it’s been a long day finishing that up. I’m
ready for bed.”
“No luck finding Peter, then?”
She shook her head. “No. The rat, and I may mean that literally. It worries me. If

wanded magic can block my magic, then they may be more compatible than I first
thought.”
“Magic should really be magic, no matter what form it takes to cast.”
“I was desperately hoping that would not be so. What worries me even more is
that if he spills his guts to Lucius, and I mean that figuratively, he’ll have told him how
my magic works. He knows what I can do. If I was Lucius I would be having my wand
charmed so it couldn’t be set on fire, teleported out of my hand, broken- though maybe
you can clear something up for me.”
“Sure, if I can.”
“I know there are charms to make something unbreakable. Does it wear off that
fast? Because seriously, giving wands to young kids who are prone to breaking things
without making them unbreakable seems a recipe for disaster to me. Shouldn’t that be
part of the purchase price, putting an unbreakable charm on them?”
“I’m not sure,” admitted Sirius. “I don’t know that much about wand lore, as really
that’s something you dedicate your life to.”
“I see. Is that also why there are so few wand makers? Are the secrets passed
down through family lines or something? I mean, all your wand makers are killed and
pretty soon you don’t have any new wands being made. That would effectively wipe out
wizard kind, given enough time.”
“I believe the actual secrets of wand making are heavily guarded in the ministry.
Any witch or wizard could study them and begin making wands if they had to.”
“Ah, I see. Because I know I can put magic on wands and it doesn’t change their
performance. I did it to yours, increasing the DTR from a 3 to a 4 to see if it would work.
You’ve been using it just fine. So it can’t interfere, unless, again, your magic is different.”
“Sorry, you did what?”
“I made it harder to break.”
“Ah, why didn’t you say?”
“The point is, now there will be two people that can defend against my magic,
and possibly more. He’s obviously a Voldemort supporter, how did he get Riddle’s diary
otherwise? So I have to assume all Death Eaters will know sooner or later. That’s going
to make this difficult.”
“But they’ll only know which charms work by testing them in battle with you. So
they’re taking just as much risk if they choose to face you as you take with them.”
“I guess you’re right. And there’s plenty of spells I still have left to learn that Peter
doesn’t know about, so if I have to forget one and learn another, so be it.”
“That’s the spirit!”
Back home, her mother called her over and handed her a letter.
“This came for you today. By owl.”
Susan looked, and it seemed to have come from the Weasleys.
“Yeah, it’s from the Weasleys, you met them at the castle. Why are they writing to
me? Thanks mom.”
She looked it over, then performed a Magic Sense on it, just in case it was not
from the Weasely family but rather some sort of cursed object. She didn’t detect any
magic on it, and so opened it. Inside was another envelope and a letter for her.

Dear Susan,
I hope your summer is going well. Ron told me you might be making an object to
stop Remus Lupin from transforming in the full moon? I hope you succeed. Your
“helping hand” assistant is still working out wonderfully, and I now wonder how I
managed the house without it. If anyone can do it, I’m sure it’s you.
The other letter enclosed can you please give to your neighbors, the Dursleys?
Ron has told me they are very touchy about things, “the worst sort of Muggles” he called
them. So I decided it was best to send this letter to you in case getting an owl sets them
off. Ron has told me of Harry’s stories of how they react to anything from the magical
world. I hope you don’t mind.
Everything in his letter applies to you as well, so please let us know right away if
you will be able to attend.
Hoping to see you soon,
Mrs. Weasley
Wondering why they would send Harry’s Aunt and Uncle a letter, Susan went
over and stood in front of their door. She was going to just slip it into the mail slot, but if
Senior got a hint it was from a wizard, he might just destroy it out of hand. Better to
hand it to him and make sure he read it. She rang their doorbell after slipping it into a
new envelope so it looked more like it came from the non-magical world.
“Yes?” he asked, opening the door a crack.
“Letter for you, sir.” said Susan, impersonating the standard butler voice.
“It’s not from one of your kind, is it?”
Uh, yes it is. But I don’t have Compulsive Honesty, thank goodness.
“Do I look like an owl?” she answered. “It was just put in my mailbox by mistake.
You really are paranoid, aren’t you? It is for Harry though, and I will know if it is not
delivered to his hand, intact.”
“Fine.” He grabbed it. “Thanks,” he nearly almost managed to not turn into an
insult, and slammed the door.
Susan rolled her eyes, but turned to go.
Ten minutes later, Harry was knocking on her door, grinning.
“Hi Mrs. Felton!” he said to Stacy. “Can Susan come with me to see the Quidditch
World Cup this year? Ron’s dad got tickets for all of us!”
Quidditch? I guess it would get me back into the magical world sooner, and I did
enjoy spending time with Ron’s family in the past…
“When does it take place?”
“Next Monday. And they say we can both stay there until school starts again. Not
that Susan couldn’t just pop us back here on a whim. But I for one am happy to get out
of that house as soon as possible.”
“If she wants to go, it’s okay with me. This is Ron Weasley? The family we have
Christmas dinner with at the castle?”
Harry nodded.

“Okay, I know them. And I guess Susan’s proven she can take care of herself.
You can go if you want.”
“Thanks mom.”
“We’ll have to go shopping or something before then. I haven’t seen much of you
this summer at all.”
“I’m sorry about that, really I am, but I had to make that item for Remus before
the next full moon. It was his fault for not telling me sooner, I could have had months to
make it at school.”
“I know. You’re just growing up, or I guess “going adventuring” faster than I would
have liked. Your dad warned me, it can’t be helped. I should be thankful you’re using
your powers to help people rather than taking over the world.”
“Mom! I wouldn’t take over the world- not until I was done with school. Where
else am I going to get minions like Harry and Hermione?”
Stacy started to look horrified.
Susan and Harry both laughed.
Stacy joined them.
“And you told them I would just bring the both of us to them, right?” Susan asked
Harry, when told he had sent back a reply via his owl.
“You don’t mind, do you? I went quite cold at the thought of the Weasley family
traipsing around their house. They’d both have heart attacks or something.”
“Still no clue why Senior hates magic?” Harry shook his head. “Anyway, I know
the place. Come over at like 4:30 and we’ll shove everything in the Pocket Dimension
and head over there. I can keep the portal open for a while, if you wanted to see a
wizard’s house, Mom.”
“I should thank them for offering to have you over the rest of the summer.”
“With the amount of kids they have, a couple more won’t be noticed. And I help
out, don’t worry.”
“If you think they won’t mind.”
And so, Susan, Sparkle, and Harry found themselves stepping through to the
Burrows with Stacy, who looked about in wonder.
“What keeps it up?” she said, looking at the enormously tall house.
“Their magic, as near as I could tell,” answered Susan. “At least until I basically
welded it together with my magic, anyway. Trust me, the perfect storm couldn’t touch
this house. At least for the next eighty some years.”
“I’ll take your word for it, given that it looks like it’s about to fall over any second.”
Mrs. Weasley came out and invited her to come look around. Stacy looked back
at the glowing hole in the air.
“It doesn’t strain you to keep it open?”
“I’m at a significant penalty to any active rolls, but I hardly expect to be attacked
or need to make a History of Magic check in the next ten minutes. I cast it to remain
until you went back through, that’ll be the end of this scene. Go on.”
They toured the back yard, where Crookshanks was busy chasing gnomes, and
where the others came out to meet them. It seemed the entire Weasely family was
there, including Bill and Charlie, and Susan asked how Norbart was getting along.

“Just fine. That professor Hagrid got him off to a good start, and he’s growing fast
and enjoying the wilds,” answered Charlie.
“Glad to hear it.”
“Still no word on your stolen fortune,” said Bill to Harry. “Odd, that. I wouldn’t go
so far as to say they weren’t looking, but it’s fishy that nothing has turned up in this
time.”
“I’m getting by, with Susan’s little trick. Having my stacks of gold would be nice
though.”
“Trick?”
“Yeah, best I don’t say any more. It’s perfectly ‘legal’, don’t worry.”
“I’ll take your word for it.”
“I have to get back to making dinner. Feeding all these people takes most of my
effort, even with the Helping Hand. It was nice to see you again, Stacy,” said Molly.
“You too. Thank you for watching Susan for me.”
“No trouble at all. You’ve raised a fine daughter, and her magic is top notch. We
depend on the Conjure Foodstuff item she made Ron, in fact. And she’s always quick to
help out when we need it. She’s a treasure.”
“Well, thank you,” said Stacy.
She and Susan said goodbye, and she stepped back through the Teleportal. The
task for that spell complete, it closed behind her, and Susan felt her −4 go away.
“What can I help with?” she asked.
Susan stared in wonder as Mrs. Weasley used some variant of Telekinesis to set
knives chopping, food floating about, and plates to hover outside all at the same time.
Yeah, there’s no way I could do all that with my magic. For one thing I would
have to concentrate on it all. Or maybe she has the Multitasker background? But the
energy cost to cast all those spells in row, and now she’s lit a fire and is maintaining that
on top of it all. Though I suppose the objects floating could be a secondary effect of the
spell “Prepare Food,” whatever that is. She’s not concentrating on the knives, they are
just doing their thing, and happen to be floating.
“Who leaves their wand lying about?” asked Susan, picking up a wand from the
table. It turned into a rubber mouse. “What the heck?” she said, dropping it.
“Oh, another fake wand?” said Molly. “I keep telling them to put them away, but
do they listen? No!”
Susan set it down again, and it turned back into a wand. “Hey, that’s actually
really interesting!” She glanced around.
Yup, no way I’m risking Magic Sense in here. It wouldn’t be as bad as the castle,
but given how much magic is floating around this room right now…
She put her hand near it, and traced the outline of the wand with two fingers. “It’s
not an illusion of some kind.” She picked it up, and it turned into a rat again. “And now
it’s definitely made of rubber. This thing has at least three different charms going on it,
all at once.”
“What do you mean?” asked Molly.
“Well, it has to know it’s been picked up, that’s one charm. Then there’s some

kind of Transfiguration charm on it to turn it from one form to another. Then another
charm to tell if it’s been put down. Now that I think about it, there must be yet another
Transfiguration charm to turn it back into the wand shape. And it seems to work reliably.”
She picked it up a few times and watched it change. “I’ll tell you one thing, Mrs.
Weasley. Making something like this with my magic would be almost impossible without
at least a year of work. I don’t know how it is for you, but the more magic I put into an
object the harder it is to add more functions. A four function object would be unheard of,
and probably passed through family lines for generations because of how difficult it
would have been to make originally. And they made something like that into a joke
wand. Maybe it’s not so impressive to you, but it is to me. In fact, I could see how it
could be turned into a defensive mechanism for wands.”
“How so?”
“You could charm it so the rightful owner could pick his or her own wand up. It
would just be a variant of this charm, so hopefully not too hard. Trigger the
transformation for anyone else- so if someone tried to use your wand against you, they
couldn’t, because they would be holding a rat, not a wand.”
“I suppose that could work.”
“But that’s just the start. Make it turn intangible instead, or burst into flame. Think
about it- a wand that couldn’t be stolen from someone because only the owner could
pick it up. If this fake wand is just a test for something like that, I think they’re really got
something.”
“I hadn’t thought about it like that. But those toffee things have to go!”
“Toffee… things?”
“Candy that carries a charm or curse. Ginny nicked one from them and ate it, and
while they had a good laugh, we had to figure out how to make her tongue shrink back
to normal size.”
“Is that what they’re working on in the base? I did wonder.”
“I just wish they put as much effort into their schoolwork as they do this joke
magic.”
“Hey, don’t knock it. Have you been to the village by Hogwarts? Their joke shop
does a tremendous business, let me tell you. And they have to be studying, you don’t
put four charms on an object casually, right? I mean, even your wizardry has some
limits, right?”
“Of course it does.”
“There you are then. Even if they’re just building their portfolio, so to speak, to
get hired making things for the Zonko’s shop, I’d take them seriously. It’s results like
this, not what your grades were, I would look for. Remind me to tell you a story about a
man called Bill Gates sometime. Sure, being in the right place at the right time is 75% of
the journey, but at least they’re off to a good start.”
“You really think so?”
“I really do.”
“Well, maybe I’m being a little hard on them. We’ll see.”
“How’s Sirius going to get food now?” Harry asked at dinner. “Are you still going
to back there every day?”
“Actually, with his name cleared he’s been Apparating to get his own, lately. To

remote places admittedly, but no one has been screaming bloody murder when they see
him, so that’s a start. He’s trying to ease back into his life, you understand. Of course
with a proper haircut and good clothes, he doesn’t look much like his old wanted
posters. So it’s possible he’s not even been recognized.”
“And you said you invited him to come to the World Cup?”
“I did. I said I would send a Teleportal for him once we arrived. He might have to
sit on the ground or whatever rather than in a seat, but he could have come. He said all
those people would be a bit much at this point.”
“Too bad.”
“Have you spent any time getting to know him, Harry?” asked Hermione.
“Yeah, Susan’s taken me there a couple of times. He’s told me stories about my
dad I really don’t believe. He seems like a really nice guy.”
“I’m glad to hear it. It would have been terrible if he turned out to be a jerk or
something.”
“Yes, it would have.”
“Thank you for dinner,” Susan said to Molly, “It was very good.”
“Yes, thank you,” chorused Hermione and Harry. Ron just burped.
The girls looked at him.
“Oh, excuse me.”
“A word, Susan, if I may,” asked Arthur. He pulled her off to the side.
“What’s up?”
“I just wanted to ask you to keep your eyes open these next few days. With
Sirius’ name cleared the next closest threat is now Peter, or other Death Eaters. I would
hate to think that his reappearance might spark a resurgence in the movement, so to
speak, but it’s best to be watchful. We’ll have people in key positions around Harry
tomorrow, but with the number of people moving about they can’t do everything. You’re
our best defense in any case, because you can stick close to him.”
“Expect that if Peter has told them how my magic works, they’ll be ready, and
possibly exploit some weakness in my magic even I haven’t seen.”
“I do have to wonder how Peter was received. You said in your report to Albus
that he might not be warmly greeted?”
“No, Lucius seemed to think he had found a Shiny Pokemon- I mean, a rare
treasure, when he burst in on us.”
“So we can hope he hasn’t told them anything.”
“But we can prepare for him to have squealed everything to save his own
worthless hide.”
“Yes, there is that possibility as well, I’m afraid.”
“Don’t worry, I and my magic stand ready to defend all those I call friends at a
moment’s notice.”
“I do feel better with you around. Thank you.”
“By the way, how are we getting there? I’ve never seen the place, so I can’t take
us.”
“No, we’ll go by portkey in the morning.”
“By what?”
“Portkey. It’s another way for us wizards to teleport.”

“How many ways do you need? Honestly, you have like four ways I’ve seen, and
they all seem to be terrible or come with insane risks. Oh wait, I have heard of that, it’s
what whisked us away when we went to do the arrest. Never mind.”
“Four? I only know about three.”
“There’s the Floo network. Apparation. Headmaster Dumbledore uses his
phoenix, Fawkes, to teleport somehow, and of course there’s the portkey. I guess it’s the
whole limitation of casting magic on yourselves, huh? Could you brew a potion that
allowed you to teleport?”
“I’m not sure. Not a big potion maker, myself.”
“Strange, they seem useful, and kids at Hogwarts spend 7 years studying them. I
guess we all have our specialties.”
“That we do. Anyway, we need to be up bright and early tomorrow, so you better
get to bed.”
“Okay. Oh, and here’s a tip. Wake up Sparkle first, and have her cast Awaken on
me. I have Deep Sleeper so you’ll never get me up that early otherwise.”
“I’ll tell Molly.”
“Thanks.”
And so, Susan and the others found themselves the next morning.
“How do you hold an event like this without the non-magical world finding out
about it?” Harry asked Arthur.
“It’s not easy, let me tell you. Even with magic, coving such a large area is quite a
challenge. Keeping a hundred thousand wizards safe from prying eyes is a task of
months.”
“How many wizards would you say that is out of all of them?” asked Susan.
“Ah, now that figure I do know. We allow 15% of the wizards alive to attend.”
Susan stopped in her tracks, getting an 11 on her Mathematics check. “You mean
to tell me that, in the world, right this second, there are less than a million wizards living
on a planet with close to 7 billion people? For every one wizard born there are seven
thousand non-magical people? No wonder you’re dying out, it isn’t that blood purity crap
Draco was always going on about. If everyone followed that you’d all be dead already.
You just aren’t having enough kids.” She looked over at Arthur. “Present company
excluded, of course. You’re doing your part for all wizard kind, and all wizard kind thanks
you.” She winked at him.
“Yes, well…” he cleared his throat. “Come along, we can’t be late!”
“Of course wizards live longer than non-wizards,” said Hermione as Susan
caught up with her.
“That’s true, and I suppose they have to keep the population small to avoid being
discovered. It still just doesn’t seem right somehow.”
“I know. You would think it would really be the other way around. Magic should
have been a survival trait when it was first discovered. Those with magic live longer, and
should have fewer diseases than non-magical people due to potions and such. But yet
the opposite is true, and it seems like being born without magic gives you a better
chance of survival. Was there some sort of magical plague at some point in history that
wiped out most of wizard kind?”
“Not that we’ve learned about in school, I think. That I would have remembered.”

“Me too. If only I could Research things I’m interested in at a moment’s notice…
oh wait, I can!” She jangled her keychain.
“Personally, I prefer Google.”
They both laughed, but then Hermione sobered.
“That could be our answer, you know.”
“What could? Google? I don’t think they had anything to do with it, computers
have only been around 30 years.”
“No, I mean, take us for example. How many normal kids going to school have to
deal with giants, or serpents, or insane wizards that put their soul in objects? I’m
guessing not many.”
“I see what you’re saying. Because we’re around magic, the dangers we face are
greater to balance out our greater power.”
“Exactly.”
Just like I have an Enemy on my character sheet to balance some of my power.
“I’ll have to look into the number of wizard deaths per year and their causes
versus non-magical deaths and see if the percentages are roughly equivalent.”
“Are you two talking about doing extra homework?” asked Ron, “During
vacation? And you’re about to see the World Cup? You’re mad!”
“Some of us like learning new things, Ronald,” said Hermione.
“Some of us have a KNOwledge and REAson above the average, which is why
we’re the PCs,” said Susan.
“I thought you said your REAson was only average,” said Harry.
“No, my INSight is only average, while my REAson is quite above it.”
“Ah, now I remember.”
“Just up the hill now, kids!” said Arthur excitedly.
Good thing my ENDurance is higher than average too.
“Right, spread out, it’ll be something pretty plain. You can touch it, it’s safe until
the appointed time.”
“We’re looking by hand?” asked Susan. “There’s no one around for miles, can’t
you just use that spell that calls a certain object to you?”
“Oh, uh, yes, I guess you’re right. Accio Portkey!”
Honestly, even the adults are so conditioned against using magic for fear of
discovery that even miles from nowhere they’ll prefer to do things without magic than
with it. It’s bizarre!
An old looking boot zipped over to Arthur, which he directed to the ground with a
wave of his wand. He checked his watch.
“Good timing, we can have a bit of a rest before it activates. Good thinking about
using that charm, Susan.”
She looked over at the others, who shrugged. They all had an I’m not going to be
the one to tell him look.
“Hello!” a voice said, and everyone looked over to see a person waving at them.
“Ah, that must be Amos. Come along everyone.”
Arthur introduced everyone to Amos Diggory, who worked (as everyone seemed
to, oddly) for the Ministry. His son, Cedric, was also there, who Harry had played against
in Quidditch several times.

“My God,” said Amos, “I knew you had a big family Arthur but tell me these aren’t
all yours!”
“No, though there isn’t one I wouldn’t adopt given half a chance. These are Ron’s
friends from school. This is Hermione, Susan, and Harry.” He said the last quite proudly,
like it was quite an honor to escort Harry anywhere.
Maybe it is?
“You can’t mean Harry Potter!”
“And the world spins on,” said Susan quietly, remembering their first meeting on
the Hogwarts Express.
“And this must be the Susan I’ve heard so much about. Ced has told me about
your impressive magical abilities, young lady. And I’ve heard some of the departments
around the ministry buzzing about things, and caught your name thrown about. Nice to
meet you both personally at last!”
I keep forgetting my Prodigy background comes with an effective 1-point
Reputation: Good background.
“Nice to meet you too.”
“My son also told me about the day he beat you at Quidditch, young man. Never
thought I’d see the day, but I guess you can’t have everything, now can you?” He
laughed.
“Dad, Harry was being targeted by like a hundred Dementors. I don’t know how I
even stayed up with that many hanging around.”
“Oh, posh. Details son, that’s just details.”
Right. I’ve said that before. History is written by the winners.
“Nearly time, I should think,” said Arthur. “Are we expecting any more?”
“No, this should be all of us. The Lovegoods left a week ago, and the Fawcetts
couldn’t get tickets.”
“Wait, Luna lives within walking distance?” asked Susan. She looked over at
Hermione. “I wish she had told us, I would have visited!”
“Yeah, you two can be strange together,” remarked Hermione.
“I’m sure there’s some method to her madness, just as there is for mine. She’s a
nice girl, and rather pretty if I do say so myself.”
“I’ll take your word for it.”
“Gather round, everyone. Just touch it, a finger will do. That’s it,” said Arthur.
“Now we wait, won’t be long.”
“Uh, this area does have charms against non-magical people seeing it, right?”
asked Susan. “Because any non-magical person that happens to look over here is
going to be very surprised when we dissa-”
Landing on the ground some distance away, Susan missed her COOrdination
check by one to land on her feet, and went down in a tangle of limbs with some of the
others.
“I hate any other form of teleportation but mine!” she shouted to the world in
general.

42
Playing Games
Time: A moment later
Place: Walking to the campsite
“Is that really the best way to handle that?” asked Susan, as the group walked
away from the so recently memory charmed Mr. Roberts.
“It would be terrible if he found out,” said Arthur. “What would you do?”
“Rather than memory charm him ten times a day why not just send someone out
beforehand to explain that magic is real, and there’s no need for him to panic. He can
then go about his business normally, and at the end of the event, if it’s felt he would be a
security risk, give him one memory modification at the end to erase any knowledge of
magical things he saw.”
“I guess it’s just that we don’t think they could handle the knowledge, you see?
And we’re just not very good at dealing with them in the first place, it’s hard to know how
muggles will react.”
“Well if he reacts badly to being told, memory charm him to forget he was told,
and try something different. That’s got to be easier than running that guy who Apparated
away raged like that.”
“Easy for you to say, I suppose. Not so close to the problem, so you see things
differently. I’ll mention it for the next cup.”
Susan just shook her head as they walked past tents obviously not obeying the
laws of the physical universe. “You all work so hard to keep one old man ignorant of the
truth, and then go and do this? It boggles the mind.”
“I agree, they should keep it down a bit. But what can you do?”
“Uh, I don’t know. Give them a warning that they’re breaking the law and then
arrest them if they don’t put it right by an hour’s time, maybe?”
“You’re right, of course. In theory, anyway.”
“And so stands another shining example of Wizard Justice. No wonder Voldi went
bad,” said Susan.
“What was that?”
“Nothing.”
“Could your magic do this?” asked Ron, once the tents were up and they looked
inside.
“Sure. Simple spell of Pocket Dimension permanently placed on the tent, and you
would have a doorway into a limitless space you could just carry a room into.”
“Oh,” he said, obviously disappointed Susan wasn’t more impressed.
The next morning, it seemed Ministry personnel were hanging about while trying
not to be too obvious about it. They were always heading back and forth near the tent,
their eyes darting about. Arthur was able to point out most of them and tell what
department they worked for, and Susan got the distinct impression they were keeping
an eye on her as much as looking out for Harry. She wasn’t sure if she should feel
flattered or annoyed. It wasn’t long after the food was cooking when Bill, Charlie and

Percy popped in with a bang. They had all begun eating when a portly man made his
way up to the tent, and Arthur jumped up to introduce him.
“Ludo Bagman,” he said, “The reason we’re all here, and thanks again.”
“Not at all, not at all,” he said, waving a hand.
Arthur introduced everyone, and they all thanked him for allowing them to come.
“Could I interest you in a bet of some kind on the match?” he asked, getting out a
small notebook and quill. “One person bet me Krum would fall off his broom at least
once during the game, I gave him excellent odds on that one.” He laughed.
“Very well. Put me down for a Galleon that Ireland will win.”
“Not very creative, but very well. It’s even odds for that one.” He scribbled in his
notebook. “Any other takers?”
Fred and George made their bet about Krum getting the Snitch but their team
losing the match, and threw in their fake wand. Ludo was delighted.
“I’ll give you 2 to 3 on that one, boys!” he said, making a note. “Good luck to you.”
He passed them a receipt as well.
“Barty hasn’t been through here lately, has he?” he asked. “I’m trying to find him
so he can translate for me. I can’t understand a word the Bulgarian is saying.”
They don’t have communication magic, either? Not even a potion of “understand
language?” Why am I not surprised?
“Not past here, no. What about Bertha Jorkins? Has she turned up yet?”
“Not yet, poor girl. She takes being lost to a whole new extreme. Don’t worry,
she’s disappeared and shown up again before, so there’s nothing to worry about.”
“Still, it’s a bit worrisome, isn’t it?”
“I suppose after all this fuss about the World Cup has died down- Ah, there he is!”
There was a loud crack, and a man in a business suit, very stiff looking,
appeared next to the fire.
“There you are,” he said without preamble. “The Bulgarians want to add twelve
seats to the Top Box.”
“Is that what they were jabbering about? One can hardly tell with that accent of
theirs. I better go sort it out then.”
“I’d appreciate it.”
“Nice meeting you all, and I’ll see you later. I’m doing the commentary for the
match! Shall we?”
They both disappeared.
For once Ron had more money than the others, as he had been saving for some
time for this event. Not that Susan would have bought anything anyway. Still, they
walked among the venders and saw what has being sold. Soon enough it was time for
the event to begin, and they made their way up to the top box.
“Too bad it’s so cloudy out,” remarked Ron. “It’s going to be awful if it starts
raining during the match.”
“I think we can do something about that,” said Susan.
“And by we you mean you?” asked Ginny.
“Exactly.”
There at the top, Susan looked down to see the stands filling up, and marveled at

the organizational nightmare it must be, keeping all this from becoming pure chaos.
Looking across the way she saw a billboard, and groaned as advertisements were
being scrolled across it.
I guess some things will never change.
The box was empty as they filed in, apart from one frightened looking creature at
the end.
That is unmistakably a“House elf!” said Harry. “That can’t be Dobby, could it?”
The elf looked over at him.
“Were you saying Dobby, sir?” asked the elf.
“That’s the only house elf I know,” Harry admitted. “We met him last year. Do you
know him?”
“Indeed I do sir, and what happened to him when that Harry Potter-” she looked
at Harry’s face. “But you are him, aren’t you? You are the one that freed Dobby!”
“That’s right. You don’t sound pleased about that, if I may say so.”
“It’s really not my place to say, Sir. But after being freed, Dobby started having
the most peculiar notions. Very unnatural notions, if you take my meaning.”
“He’s not sick, is he?”
“It could be termed a form of madness, yes. I hope it doesn’t worsen or start
spreading.”
“What? What happened?” asked Susan.
“He wants to be a paid servant,” said the elf, as though this was a revolting idea.
“You’ll have to forgive me, but I don’t actually see the problem with that.”
“It’s not natural for a house elf. We serve, that is our purpose. Nothing more.”
“You can serve and still be given compensation,” said Harry.
The elf just shuddered and looked away.
“What’s your name?” Susan asked.
“I am Winky, Miss.”
“Are you okay? You don’t seem well.”
“I do not like heights, but my master has bade me to save him a seat, and so this
is what I do.”
“Save him a seat?” asked Hermione. “We’re in a private box. It’s not like he’s
going to lose it to someone else. He paid a lot of money to get that seat, obviously it
won’t be used by anyone but him.”
“I know only what my master tells me.”
“Please don’t take this the wrong way, but your master seems a bit weird.”
Winky just shut her eyes.
“It does seem suspicious, doesn’t it?” Hermione asked Susan.
“Yes, it does. But given how Lucius used to treat Dobby, it may be par for the
course. He may just delight in causing trouble for his house elf like that. Remember,
these are prime seats, meaning most people in here are going to be wealthy. And I’m
not saying you have to be a jerk to earn lots of money, but that tends to be the case if
you take my meaning.”
“I think I do. Speak of the devil.”
Lucius Malfoy and Draco came into the box, followed by a woman who must be

Mrs. Malfoy. Lucius looked at Arthur in surprise.
“You have had a string of good luck recently if you’re able to afford seats here,”
he said. “I doubt your house would have fetched enough to buy this number of tickets,
after all.”
“Don’t be so sure,” said Susan.
“You’ve met?” asked Arthur, looking between them.
“On many occasions,” Susan said hotly. “How is dear Peter doing anyway?”
“I have no idea what you’re talking about… what was your name again?
Suzanne?”
“Close Mr. Mafloy, close. Let us not quibble over details on such a beautiful day.”
He looked out the front of the stand. “Is this what you call a beautiful day where
you come from?”
“Ah, yes! Thank you for reminding me. I really must do something about that.
Enjoy the match!” She turned away from him, causing him to glare at her as she got her
book of spells out of her Pocket Dimension. She started to read.
She beat the difficulty on her checks by at least five, and started to envision
symbols around herself. Magical energy gathered and sparkled, and she saw the
Malfoy’s watching her, slightly panicked. She stood.
“Part Clouds,” she cast, rolling a 13 on the check and making a dramatic gesture.
Ugh, minimum. Well, that’s what energy is for.
She concentrated on the spell, and very slowly, over about a minute, the clouds
lessoned and began to drift apart. Within two minutes the sun was shining brightly. She
lowered her hand and sat down again.
“Much better, don’t you think Mr. Mafloy?” she called over to him.
He pretended he hadn’t heard.
“I can’t believe that just happened,” said Hermione, looking over the railing at the
sky.
“I know. You would think a spell like that would be grade 10, right? Or take an
hour to cast. I mean, the investment of magical energies on that scale would seem to be
tremendous. Far in access of just teleporting someone over a short distance or opening
up a Pocket Dimension.” She stuck her book back in. “Yet both of those spells require
the same or more time to cast. It’s very odd.”
“Magic,” said Harry. “Who can understand it?”
“Totally mysterious,” said Ron.
“Go Team Susan?” said Ginny, wide eyed.
“Darn right,” said Susan.
Winky just stared.
By that time others had come in, and the box continued to fill up. At last Ludo
made his way inside and started things off. At once, beautiful creatures burst from the
right side of the stands, and there was applause all around.
“Ah, Veela!” said Arthur.
Not familiar with that particular creature, and they look humanoid…
The Veela started started to dance.
Susan, Harry, and Ron stared in wonder as the music began and the creatures
began to sway.

“NO!” shouted Susan, tearing her eyes away with a 20 on her RESolve check.
She looked around the box, and saw even the adults were looking a little dreamy.
“Dazzle,” she cast on Harry and Ron, who looked like there were going to do
something foolish, like jump down to see the creatures at a closer range. They
staggered back, blinking against the magical lights and by the time their eyes cleared,
the Vella had moved off.”
“Thanks,” said Harry.
“Uh, yeah,” said Ron.
“Honestly, even you?” asked Hermione.
“I’m sorry, they’re apparently magically delicious. They must have some sort of
Siren Song spell they can call upon. Or maybe it’s just a natural ability for them?”
Next up came the Leprechauns, and sparkling gold rained down upon the stands
from the rainbow display overhead. Susan casually picked one up and looked it over.
She missed her Perception check (with a 7) to notice they were fake, but made her
Magic Sense (with a 12). She chuckled and tossed the coin again.
“Are you mad?” asked Ron, scooping them up.
“It’s a spell,” explained Susan. “Leprechaun’s Gold, to be exact. Want more? I
could make you tons of it back home. Strange to see such an exact duplicate of one of
my spells here, though. They’ll disappear before long, mark my words.”
“Oh.” His face fell.
Then the players zoomed out, and the game began. The Irish team was doing
better, but Susan, not really caring much for Quidditch, watched the mascots and the
crowd more the game. She noted with amusement that Hermione even got into it,
something she hadn’t expected, and nearby Ludo continued to call out the names and
plays as they were happening.
“What the heck?” Susan peered over the edge as the Veela started hurling a
silvery fire at the leprechauns. “They have some kind of Elemental Blast as well?”
“They don’t seem to be as pretty now, either,” remarked Hermione. Their features
were becoming more birdlike, and she could even make out wings sprouting from their
backs.
Susan realized she was right. “What the heck, they get shape-shift on top of all
that? Those are some dangers creatures.”
And seconds after that, it was over.
So much for it lasting a week or more, that was hardly a half hour. Seems kind of
pointless to get a hundred thousand people to an event that doesn’t even last an hour.
Ron was screaming about catching the Snitch when your team is behind, but she
saw Fred and George looking smug.
Ah, of course. Their bet. Wonder how they knew? Wait a second, we’re within the
time limit of a time-turner, could they... Nah!
They were first with their hands out to get their winnings. Ludo dug around in his
robe while he worked out how much he owed them.
“You bet nearly 43 Galleons, rounding it off, and I said 1 to 3, right?”
“2 to 3,” said one of the twins.

“Ah yes, 2. Very well. So I owe you 43 plus about 29 for a total of 72, correct?”
Susan only got a 6 on her Mathematics check, so she wasn’t sure either way.
“Here you are then,” he said, counting some coins into a pouch. Susan looked
over at him, and noticed he was acting a little funny. She still had the card, so she
figured, why not?
I’m declaring the use of card 17, Hint.
Immediately after she had a thought she knew wasn’t her own. That money was
a significant amount, and you know how wizard law “works”. Check it before he walks
away.
“If you don’t mind,” she asked, grabbing the pouch away from the boys. They
gave her a weird look, but didn’t protest. She looked in the bag, making a Magic Sense
on it. She rolled absolute minimum, an 8, and decided to spend an XP for a reroll. Time
seemed to freeze around her and rewind just a second, allowing her to make the check
again without anyone noticing. This time she got a 14. The entire bag of coins lit up to
her magical senses.
She dumped the bag out, coins clattering to the grounds. Everyone in the box
gasped.
“Real coins, not Leprechaun’s Gold. Did you think I wouldn’t be able to tell the
difference?”
“Are you suggesting that I would try to swindle these boys?” Ludo asked,
affronted.
“I’m suggesting maybe you got your coins confused, that’s all.”
Arthur reached over and picked up one of the fallen coins, and held out a hand to
Ron, who gave him a Galleon. He held both up and looked carefully at them.
“They do seem to be the same. Perhaps someone here has a galleon I can rent
for a moment that they can certify is real?” he asked.
The wizard behind him offered one.
“Ah, thank you.” He compared them. “This one does seem to be a bit more
sparkly,” he remarked.
“Arthur, are you seriously suggesting I would try and swindle your boys?”
“I trust Susan’s sense of magic. You owe me two Galleons as well, as I recall. I
just want to make sure everything is on the up and up, that’s all.”
Ludo looked around, perhaps noting for the first time how many ministry people
were around at the moment.
“Well, if she says I mixed them up, then I must have done,” he said, putting on a
big smile. “I should thank for her keeping me honest, right?” He forced a laugh. “Let’s
see, a different purse then.” He dug into his robes again, and started counting out more
coins. “And here’s your two, Arthur,” he said, handing some over. He looked at them
against the ones in his other hand, that were still glittering away.
“Thank you,” he said.
The twins held out the new coins, and Susan did another Magic Sense on them.
She nodded, they didn’t register as being made of magic. They had charms on them,
Susan had studied them before her little coin trick to make sure it would work, but that
felt different to her senses than the fake ones.
“Thank you,” said one of the twins to her.

“Thank you,” said the other to Ludo.
“Ah, quite all right. Hope you enjoyed, everyone! Now, let’s make our way down,
shall we?”
On the way out, Draco hung back from his family. “That was a very Slytherin
thing to do,” he said quietly to Susan. “I hate to admit it, but I’m impressed.”
“Thank you. I think.”
And he was gone.
That evening, Hermione activated her Tirelessness item, and Susan got out her
book and cast it upon herself. Taking the time she wiped out the symbol on her Detect
Lies charm, and cast Spell Symbol on it again. Then she put Tirelessness on it, and
then activated it.
It was only a −1 penalty, but why take chances?
She had been scowling and checking her character sheet before that, and
Hermione watched this process with interest.
“You don’t have to stay up,” Hermione protested. “I just figured I would never get
to sleep with all this celebrating going on.”
Susan motioned her over to a corner. “I’m worried,” she said. “My cards just
changed. That could mean trouble, but I don’t want to worry them in case it turns out to
be nothing. I turned in What a Rush for 1 XP, not that you probably care about that.”
“When does it ever turn out to be nothing?”
“Exactly.”
“So shouldn’t we tell them?”
“Let them get some sleep. Nothing will happen until most stop celebrating,
anyway.”
Susan didn’t notice Sparkle slipping out of the tent after playing card 16, Hidden
Agenda, after deciding she was going to prowl around a little and see if something was
up. She thought for moment, then magical energy swirled around her. “Dimension Step,”
she cast, getting a 14 and stepping into the astral plane.
Now we’ll see what we can see.
However, Susan did have card 38, Gimme Gimme! so she was aware, on some
level, that the discard pile now held her card 5 and a card 16. She thought about taking
it, she could always use another 2 XP, but Arthur’s words came back to her.
I just wanted to ask you to keep your eyes open these next few days. With Sirius’
name cleared the next closest threat is now Peter, or other Death Eaters. I would hate
to think that his reappearance might spark a resurgence in the movement, so to speak,
but it’s best to be watchful.
Better stick close to Harry then, she thought.
Two hours passed.
Hermione and Susan both jumped as Sparkle stepped out of nowhere between

them. “They’re coming,” she said simply. “Get the others up, we’ll need to pack the tents
away.”
“Where have you been? What are you talking about?” asked Susan. She didn’t
waste the action talking though, getting up and going to shake Ginny.
“No time for that. Haven’t you been listening?”
Susan and Hermione looked at each other. They had been talking about things,
not particularly paying attention to what was going on outside. She got a 7 on her
Perception check, and shrugged. “I don’t really hear anything out of the ordinary.”
“What’s going on?” asked Ginny.
“Throw something on, we’re leaving.”
“What?”
“Team Susan business.”
“You mean like that giant? Okay, I’m up.”
Susan was about to activate her Magic Immunity item, but then realized it could
be Dementors. In that case she would need her knife, so she activated her Magical Ally
instead. The dragon winked into existence.
“Wait for me outside,” she directed it. “Attack anything that attacks you.”
It nodded, and slipped out.
Ginny grabbed her wand and threw on a bathrobe. “Let’s go.” She looked
excited.
“Stay behind Hermione and me,” she said, twitching the tent flap aside. The
scene outside wasn’t pleasant. People were rushing everywhere, and a group of dark
figures was moving with a purpose through the night.
“Darksight,” Susan said, touching her charm. The night lit up, and she could
make out bedlam around her.
So, you’ve come after all.
A burst of green light came from somewhere, overriding even her Darksight and
showing up in color with how bright it was. She and Hermione looked at each other in
horror.
“Killing Curse!” they said at the same time. “Sparkle-”
“Way ahead of you boss. Ally!” she said, activating her collar charm. A lion
appeared beside her.
“There are Death Eaters, here?” shrieked Ginny.
“Other people than Death Eaters can learn unforgivable curses,” Hermione
reminded her. “And want to make trouble for others.”
“Oh, I suppose.”
Arthur ran up. “Oh, you girls are awake already. Good. I’ve just gotten Harry and
the others up, we’ll be leaving shortly.”
“Want me to-” Susan started to say. Wait a second. Putting a wand magic,
dimensionally offset object inside an energy magic, Pocket Dimension might not be
such a smart idea. “We’ll have to leave the tents,” she said.
“I don’t care about the tents, protect Harry!”
“You got it.”
Once everyone was out, Susan saw that Harry was frantic. “My wand,” he said.
“It’s gone! I looked all over the tent but I can’t find it.”

“Crap!” said Susan. “We’re out here with killing curses flying around and you’re
defenseless?”
“I thought you said it would come back to me.”
“Eventually it will, but that’s no excuse to be careless with it!”
“I wasn’t. I can’t imagine where it got to!”
“What’s that?” asked Ron, pointing.
High above the ground were four people, and below them, four hooded figures
pointed with wands. There must have been ten figures there, total, most of them looking
up at the hovering people.
Susan got very cold inside.
“Sparkle, haste me!”
“Acceleration,” she cast. “I’ll be right behind you.”
“No, you protect Harry. Someone needs to be taught a lesson in the proper use
of magic. Dragon, kill those hooded figures!”
The dragon roared and shot forward.
“Wait!” shouted Arthur, but with the blood pounding in her ears Susan didn’t turn
or slow.
“Immunity,” she said, touching the appropriate charm on her bracelet.
The hooded figures turned to see a creature, twice as tall as they were, barreling
down on them, and the one in the lead raised his wand. He muttered something and
green light shot out, so he was totally surprised when the dragon plowed into him,
driving him to the ground and swiping his chest open with his claws. The man gave a
horse cry and passed out, now bleeding to death.
“Oh no, it’s her!” one of the figures said in a familiar voice, and vanished. Another
one took a look at the dragon, now trying to figure out which one to attack next, and
reached down to touch the prone figure. They both vanished. The others readied their
wands.
By that time, Susan was within range.
Only seven left, eh? Suits me.
“Thrust,” she cast, putting maximum energy into it. She got a 9, plus the 9 for the
energy, plus another 8 thanks to Acceleration, minus 7 for casting it on all seven at
once. That gave her a 19 total, and the hooded figures tried to resist. Two of them
managed it, the other five went flying 7 meters away. They got tangled up in tents or hit
trees, crashing to the ground. Sadly this also ended the spell that was keeping the
figures suspended, and they too crashed to the ground.
The two that were left looked at each other. Both cast the killing curse at Susan,
which of course didn’t work, and while they were stupidly trying to figure out why, the
dragon tore into the body of the nearest one. Susan cast Combust at the one’s wand,
figuring that was the quickest way to end any resistance there. She was right, as the
wand burst into flames it was dropped, and the wizard that was standing there grabbed
his buddy and also disappeared with a crack.
“What’s happening?” asked the woman, trying to struggle to her feet.
“Come with me if you want to live,” Susan said. “I’ll explain it all later.”
“Is that a real dragon?” asked the larger of the two kids.
“Why are you all blurry?” asked the smaller.
“It’s actually a magical construct I made to fight for me, and because I’m under a

spell called Acceleration,” she answered. “Sir, are you hurt?” The man was trying to get
up, but fell over again with a cry.
“It’s my leg,” he said. “I landed wrong when I got dropped. Go on without me.”
“Oh no. I’m not leaving you.” She walked over, then inspected his leg, getting an
eleven on First Aid.
I’ll have to cut that pant leg off if I want to see- oh, now I’m doing it. Being around
wanded wizards is really annoying me. I have a healing knife- which I can’t use. Could I
get one of them to trust me enough to stab this guy? Uh, probably not.
“Do you have a knife?” she asked him. “I need to cut your pant leg off and see
how badly you’re hurt.”
“My other pocket,” he said, reaching for it. He handed it over, and giving another
quick look around, said to her dragon “Guard us. Attack any hooded figure from a
distance with fire.” The dragon nodded and took up a defensive position. She went
down on one knee and cut the pant leg off. He was trying very hard not to cry out, and
Susan was trying to be as gentle as possible, but still be quick.
Now her eleven came into play, and she saw his leg probably was broken, there
was a growing bruise under the skin.
“It’s broken, I’m going to try and set it, otherwise it’ll heal at a weird angle. This is
going to hurt.”
Should have brought Sparkle along, she has Regeneration. I could also float him
over there, but I think he’s had enough flying for one night.
She made another First Aid check and got maximum, easily setting the bone.
The man cried out.
“Almost done,” she said. “Healing.” Magical energy swirled around the leg, and
she saw the swelling go down.
“Still hurt?” she asked.
“It’s not as bad now, but it’s still painful. Is this magic? It is, isn’t it? I knew it!”
“Yes, magic is real. Healing.”
Oh, this time I get a 12, thanks a lot.
The leg healed the rest of the way, and the man bent his knee in wonder. “I think
it’s totally fixed. That was amazing, young lady.”
“Congratulate me later, we need to move. Let’s get back to my friends. They’re
in…”
With a sinking realization, Susan realized her No Sense of Direction was going to
finally rear its ugly head. Usually, such as in the castle, she had paintings to ask or
Sparkle to lead her, so it hadn’t been too much of an issue. But now, in the darkness,
she couldn’t tell if she had come from that way or that way and was looking frantically
around for any sign.
“We can’t go back to our cabin,” said the man, getting up. “They pulled us out of
there and set the place on fire. With magic, I guess. Funny, never thought I would say
that.”
I know where our tent was, I could make a Teleportal to get back there. Wait, no,
can I step through it with Magic Immunity going? I don’t want to drop that until these
people are safe, and now isn’t the time to test it. It would seem like my magic just opens
the hole but if my Immunity makes it go away and leaves them on the other side… What
am I going to do?

“I ran off to save you without thinking,” Susan admitted. “So I’m not sure which
direction I came from.”
“The woods are thickest over there, could we hide in the trees?” asked the
woman.
“Good thinking, that’ll be more defendable. Dragon, you take up the rear and
follow us, I’ll lead the way.”
It nodded, and the six took off towards that direction. Susan, with her superior
vision, was able to tell them to avoid various bits of junk as they made their way into the
wooded area. As they were about to reach it, a glowing symbol in the shape of a skull
with a snake for a tongue lit up the night.
“Call me crazy, but I think we’ll find them over there,” said Susan.
“You want to go towards that thing?” the man asked, looking up. “I appreciate the
rescue and all, but be reasonable.”
“Fine. You head further into the woods, the attack is happening at the campsite,
no one will bother you in there. I have to go check that out.”
“I hope you know what you’re doing.”
“Trust me, I’m a professional.”
“Okay, but I still owe you for saving me. I want to thank you properly later.”
“Deal. Dragon, follow me.”
“Bye dragon!” the smaller child said, waving to it.
Susan arrived as the ministry personnel were discussing Winky.
“Did you save them?” asked Ginny as she ran up.
“Yup, they’re heading into the woods. Figured I’d find you were that was,” she
pointed up, “and came running. What’s going on?”
“Harry found his wand,” said Hermione. “Apparently Winky had it.”
“They think she conjured that mark.”
“What? Can they even use wands? And how would a house elf learn a spell like
that, anyway?”
“Exactly,” said Arthur. “Susan’s gotten to the heart of it.”
“And where were you, Susan?” asked the man in the business suit.
Barty, right?
“Saving four non magic users from a bunch of Death Eaters. What were you
doing at the time?”
“Trying to figure out what’s going on. Along with everyone else, I assume.”
“In any case, let’s un-stun her and see what she has to say,” said a man Susan
didn’t recognize.
“Oh, very well.”
“Enervate,” said the man. She started to stir, then got up.
The man demanded an explanation, which Winky started to provide. She
professed no knowledge of even having the wand in her hand. At this point Susan
stepped in front of her.
“I’m afraid it’s my fault Winky had picked up Harry’s wand,” she said.
“Your fault?” asked the man in the “Department for the Regulation and Control of
Magical Creatures,” Mr. Diggory. “I think you better explain.”
“Last Christmas I placed a spell of True Ownership on Harry’s wand. It literally

cannot leave his presence for any length of time. Somehow, some way, it will return to
him so long as he lives. If a bird happens by that bird will be compelled to pick the wand
up and fly it back to him. It just so happens Winky was the closest thing to it at the time,
and so the wand picked her to return it. It’s as simple as that. The bigger question here
is, how did the wand get out here, where Harry has never been? If he had dropped it in
the crowd, someone would have just picked it back up and handed it to him without
realizing. But that isn’t the case, it was out here in the woods. Answer that question, and
you’re halfway to finding out who cast the spell.”
“Let’s first determine if this is the wand that cast the spell,” said Mr. Diggory.
“Prior Incantato,” he cast. A ghostly image of the skull appeared in miniature above the
wand. “Ah hah!”
“Okay, but that doesn’t tell us who did it,” said Susan.
“The owner of the wand… must have…” He looked over at Harry. “Or perhaps
not.”
“No, I think not.” said Arthur.
“Anyway, it was a man’s voice that cast that spell, not a house elf voice,” said
Hermione.
“What’s the big deal anyway?” asked Susan. “That symbol in the sky doesn’t
seem to be hurting anyone, but there are still Death Eaters on the grounds that probably
are. Is this really the time or place to be having this conversation?”
“No, it’s not. Susan is right,” said Barty. “I suppose it doesn’t matter who cast the
Dark Mark into the sky. With all the commotion in the area it could have been anyone.
Come on, let’s get back to making sure everyone at the campsite is safe. You’ll be
staying with the kids, Arthur?”
He nodded. Mr. Diggory handed the wand back, and the three ministry people
disappeared.
“I really did not do it,” said Winky, looking forlorn.
“As I said, no one blames you for picking up the wand. But you won’t have that
excuse next time, so I advise in future that you leave strange wands where you found
them and instead find someone to take care of it.”
“I will miss, I will. Winky is sorry.”
“No need to be. Come with us, we’ll keep you safe until this whole thing is sorted
out.”
“I suppose master did not give me instructions to the contrary…”
Making their way back to the tents, the Death Eaters seemed to have passed by
or been driven away, and everyone was trying to stumble around in the dark and get
things together. Susan just shook her head and cast several simultaneous Light spells,
which brightened up the area considerably.
“Honestly, an entire wood full of wizards and not one thinks to try a light spell.
Secret is out, people, no sense hiding it now from any non-magic users that arrive. I
mean that mark in the sky is not natural, so a couple of lights is no big deal. But no, just
stumble around in the dark until you fall across the body of a dead pit pony.”
“Are you feeling okay?” asked Ron.
“What, a girl can’t quote Monty Python at a time like this?”
“Who?”

“Just help putting out fires, okay?”
Susan and the rest spent about an hour putting out tents on fire, healing injuries
(Susan did most of that, the others didn’t know any healing spells) and generally
reassuring everyone things were back to normal. Twice the dragon and the lion got
attacked, but Susan quickly shouted they were under control, and as they didn’t attack
back, no real harm was done. Finally, drained almost completely of energy, Susan
staggered back into the girl’s tent and sat down.
“Cocoa?” asked Hermione, going to make some.
“No, I’m going to sleep,” replied Susan. “I need to get my energy back for
tomorrow.”
“You shouldn’t be tired, did you drop the spell?”
“No, it’s still going. I just used most of my energy casting spells tonight. It’s all
well and good for you, you can cast spells all night without a problem. I would rather
take ten percent energy recharging per hour than five, if it’s all the same to you.”
“You even get energy back at a specific rate?”
“Of course. How do you do it?”
“I don’t know. I just rest for a while and then I’m ready to keep going again.”
“Simple as that, huh? Good night.”
Susan went to sleep.

43
Summertime Fun in the Sun
Time: The next day
Place: Packing up the campsite
“So what was the deal with that floating skull, anyway?” asked Susan the next
morning. They were busy packing up the campsite, folding the tents up and picking up
anything they had dropped around the area.
“The symbol itself is harmless,” explained Arthur. “It’s what it meant that was the
problem. It was a symbol created by you know who and shown off wherever the Death
Eaters had killed someone. A tool of fear, in other words.”
“But did anyone die that night?” Hermione asked. “Susan saved those poor
Muggles- I’m sorry Susan,” Susan had shot her a dirty look, “those poor non-magical
people-” Susan was still staring at her. “What?”
“I saved those people Hermione. Simply people. The fact they could use magic
or not is irrelevant.”
“I’ve heard you say “non-magical people” before.”
“I know. And I just realized how silly it sounded. I fell into the same trap, labeling
people and separating them into little compartments. That’s what made those Death
Eaters do what they did last night. Making it ‘us’ versus ‘them’ when really, it’s all just
‘us.’”
“Broader philosophical arguments aside, yes, the killing curse was used that
night,” said Arthur. “But only once, thank goodness.”
“That’s right, I did see that green light again,” said Susan. “I put Magic Immunity
on right after that. Odd that they didn’t do it right away, or in the same spot as the
killing.”
“All I know is, the Death Eaters that you hadn’t scared away all took off right
afterwards.”
“Huh. Scared their master had returned and they were feeling afraid he might be
ungrateful for all the years he spent with his soul in little pieces?”
“Who can say?”
“But why attack at all?” asked Hermione. “I mean they caused a lot of property
damage, that’s for sure. But what was the point? Now we know there are still active cells
loyal to you know who, and security will be a lot tighter at places.”
“It’s the same all over,” said Susan. “Remember the Twin Towers? The
government lost their minds after that happened, and now to fly anywhere people either
have to be groped or walk through x-ray machines. When simply locking the cockpit
door would have sufficed. Not to mention all the wiretapping, cameras everywhere,
tracking everyone’s cell phones, storing emails for years, and who knows what else.
With the magic equivalent to that any Death Eaters will be chortling into their soup as
the ministry goes bonkers.”
“So another scare tactic?”
“Probably. The timing is odd though. I mean, Peter is ‘rescued’ by Lucius just a
few months ago, and now after fifteen years, people are putting on masks again and
making people who can’t fight back with magic float around? I don’t like it, not one bit.”
“Ah, there you are!” said a voice. Susan whipped around- That is not a good

thing to exclaim to someone on edge from fighting off wizards the night before. Then
she saw who it was.
“Oh, hello. Your family managed to stay hidden then? I looked for you but I guess
someone was looking after you,” she said to the man she had saved last night.
“I’m Carl Roberts, by the way. I just wanted to thank you again for saving us last
night. My whole family is fine, thanks to you.”
“I’m shocked they let you remember it,” said Susan, looking over at Arthur.
“We had a long talk, and they decided it was best to just leave things as they
were. The kids will forget it soon enough anyway, and my wife and I, well, who would
believe us?”
“Finally showing some sense at last. I’m glad to hear it. As for saving you, don’t
worry about it. I’m just glad you’re unhurt.”
“If there’s anything I can ever do for you, not that there probably would be, given
what you can do, don’t hesitate to ask. I’m in your debt.”
“Fair enough.”

The campsite straightened out, Susan and the others stepped through a
Teleportal to the Burrows, where they were met by Molly.
“I’m glad you’re all safe,” she said, hugging each of them in turn. “Was it really as
bad as the papers said?”
“The papers? Let me see that!” said Arthur. “I can’t believe this. Oh wait, Rita
Skeeter, yes I can.”
Susan looked over his shoulder at the paper, which showed photos of tents on
fire. She caught bits of the text, and it wasn’t very flattering to the ministry.
“Unfortunately she has a point,” she said. “They did get away, though I’m not sure
how one could expect otherwise when the perpetrators could teleport at will.”
“Exactly,” said Percy, “that reporter always chooses the worst side of things to
write about. She even wrote an article about what I’m working on, that the ministry
shouldn’t be worrying about cauldron thicknesses when they could be hunting down
vampires!”
“Er, isn’t hunting down vampires more important than cauldron thicknesses, if you
think about it?”
“That’s not the point. She acts like the ministry can do only one thing at a time.
Can you see me going out vampire hunting? No! We have sections for that sort of thing,
and sections for international standards. We do both, not one or the other.”
“Oh, I see what you’re getting at. Separate budgets, and all that.”
“Right.”
“I’m mentioned,” said Arthur, reading further.
“What?” asked Molly. “If I had seen that I would have known you were all right!”
Susan looked at her quizzically, then slowly moved her neck to look over at the
clock that showed where the whole family was, and noticed the “dead” and “mortal peril”
status around the dial. Everyone was currently at “home.” Her eyes flicked back to Molly
without turning her head.
“Oh, right,” said Molly, looking up at it herself, “forgot about that.”
Susan just shook her head. And these people call themselves wizards!

“Anyway, I’m the “Ministry official that emerged some time after the appearance
of the Dark Mark,” where I “Alleged that no one been hurt.” No one was hurt, was I
supposed to say they had been? “Bodies removed from the woods,” indeed. There were
no bodies, and if there were, how would she have known if they were victims or
attackers? Seems you made the story too, Susan.”
“Oh crap, someone saw me taking on those Death Eaters? It was dark!”
“Not dark enough. Listen to this: “One unsubstantiated eye witness report has a
young girl and a dragon fighting off a large group of hooded figures with wandless
magic, saving the Robertson family before disappearing into the woods with them. They
are rumored to be unharmed, though the so called eye witness was obviously deranged
from their experience at the hands of the attackers to have fabricated such an unlikely
heroine.”
“I suppose it sells papers,” Molly said sadly. “So you can’t really blame her for
sensationalizing things.”
“I can if I want,” said Arthur petulantly. “I better go in to the office, see if I can be
of any help.”
“It’s not your department, and you’re supposed to be on vacation. Let someone
else handle it.”
“No Molly, I was there and saw the attack. We’re going to need all the information
we can get to find out who those people were and bring them to justice.”
“I’ll come with you, father, I need to hand in my report to Mr. Crouch anyway. Just
let me go change.”
“I need to tell you something,” said Harry, “come on.”
Harry, Ron, Hermione and Susan went upstairs to Ron’s room. “What’s up,
Harry?” asked Ron.
“It’s what your father said- “we’ll need all the information we can get,” that made
me think of it. I wasn’t going to tell you, but I guess I better. My scar is hurting
sometimes now.”
Ron went pale, looking at Harry’s forehead as though seeing it for the first time.
Hermione launched into a whole speech about telling someone like Dumbledore right
away, and looking things up in books. Susan looked thoughtful.
“See, this is why I didn’t tell you before,” he said. “I knew this would be your exact
reactions. Except for Susan, I never know what she’s going to.”
“I’m glad you know me so well,” said Susan. “This pain, would you describe it as
stinging, pinching, stabbing?”
“Does that matter? I guess stabbing. It’s very sudden.”
“And what were you doing at the time you last felt it?”
“I had just woken up from a dream about him. I think I remember him killing some
old man, and plotting stuff.”
“Him? Him who?”
“Voldemort.”
“Right, stupid question. Sorry. This is another piece of the puzzle, I think. Was
Peter with him then?”
“Yeah, I think so. He was talking to someone, and it wasn’t him that did the killing,
it was Peter.”

“He may not have been fully corporeal yet then. But if Peter was up and about,
that means he’s riding somebody else now. Smart of him to do it away from me and my
Exorcise magic. I suppose a person like Peter would know where to find one of his bits,
and find someone to carry him around for a while. Oh, this is bad all right.”
“It’s worse than that, even. I think I heard a real prediction from Professor
Trelawney during my last exam with her. She said he would rise more terrible than
before, and all because his servant was going to return to him. That was the night Peter
got away from us.”
“She says stuff like that all the time about you, though,” said Ron, skeptically.
“This was different. She didn’t remember it afterwards, and… no, it wasn’t her
that said those words, it was something speaking through her. I’m sure of it.”
“I guess I’ve been around Susan enough to know just about anything’s possible
with magic, so I’ll have to take your word for it, though. But what should we do next?”
“You think I should tell Sirius?” asked Harry.
“What’s he going to do about it?” asked Susan. “We should write the
Headmaster, but if the man hasn’t already put it together I would be very surprised. And
school starts soon enough, anyway. I hate to wait, but with the bungled attack at the
Cup I would expect the Death Eaters to lay low for a while. So I doubt we need to do
anything immediately. Just make sure to tell him once we get to school, okay?”
“We need to do something before that!” said Hermione.
“All right, how about this? Harry, I want you to make a list of times your scar has
hurt and under what circumstances. Hermione, you’re our puzzle keeper. Write down all
the pieces we have on separate squares of parchment. Peter. Death Eaters. Harry’s
scar. Lucius. That sort of thing. I think it might help to keep track of everything, and
maybe bring out the pattern that’s starting to emerge.”
“I’ll get on it!”
“Ron, I want you to do what you do best.”
“What? Stand somewhere and look dashingly handsome?”
Susan thought a moment. “Yes.”
“You got- wait a minute.”
The next few days were tough on the Weasley family.
“Howlers every day!” complained Percy.
“Howler?” asked Susan. “Wait, I’ve heard that word before, I think Ron said it
once. I never followed up on that. What is a howler?”
“An explosive message,” he explained. “You record your voice into a parchment,
and it’s magically amplified when opened. If you don’t open it right away, magical force
builds up until it explodes.”
“Sounds illegal, especially to send to a government building,” said Susan. “And
there’s no charm you can perform on all mail to cancel out this magical time bomb when
it arrives?”
Percy’s eyes widened. “You know, I never thought of that. I’ll have to look into the
counter charm for making howlers, there must be one.”
Color me shocked. A wizard not thinking to try magic to solve his problems.
“Why’s dad always so late,” asked Ginny. “He works in Muggle Artifacts!”
“I know how you feel,” replied Molly. “But your father has always been one to lend

a hand when one is needed.”
“Perhaps he feels responsible for creating this mess, talking to that reporter when
he had no business doing so,” said Percy.
“Oh, come off it, several ministry officials were there, your father only thinks she’s
talking about him. It could just as easily have been one of the others.”
“Still-”
“He’s coming!” shouted Molly, jumping up to look at the clock. Everyone glanced
at the hands, which now showed the picture of him swinging from “Work” to “Traveling.”
The fire in the fireplace roared, and Arthur stepped though.
Stupid Floo network, not counting as teleportation magic for my spell. Not that I
want to lock them out of their own house, but it is a weakness in the spell if I want to put
it on something else.
“What a day!” said Arthur, kissing his wife and dropping into a large chair. “It just
keeps getting worse and worse at the office.”
“What’s up?” asked Ron.
“Apparently our good friend Rita found out Bertha went missing some time ago
and that’s going to be the next smear campaign she targets us with.”
“Wait, back up,” said Susan, perking up. “Someone went missing?”
“Yes, a woman by the name of Bertha Jorkins. Why, is that important?”
“That depends. When, exactly, did she go missing?”
“More than a month and a half ago now, I would say.”
“You can’t be more exact than that?”
“I can look into when she was scheduled to return from her vacation if it’s that
important. But why? Do you know her somehow?”
“Know her? No. But a month and a half puts it just after Peter went active again,
and I don’t like coincidences. Especially not ones involving people that go missing. And
you say no one looked for her in all this time?”
“We’ve been very busy with the cup and… preparations for another event I can’t
really talk about,” he hedged. “And she’s got a reputation for being very ditzy.”
“Well, I have a reputation for yelling at people when they annoy me,” said Susan,
“but I would hope that if I disappeared someone might do me the courtesy of looking
into it. Hermione?” Susan looked over at Hermione, who nodded and untied her stack of
parchment squares with the clues written on them. She added Bertha Jorkins missing
after Peter escaped to a fresh square and tied them up again.
“We’ll pay for it, now, don’t worry,” said Arthur. “And we’ve all been saying we
should send someone out to look for her.”
“That’s like Ron saying he should get a start on his homework, and then going
out to play Quidditch. You know someone who has a finding people spell!” Though I
have to admit it hasn’t worked quite as I expected for various reasons.
“I realize that.”
Susan looked around. “I’m doing it again, aren’t I? Sorry, I just… you don’t need
to hear this from me, I’m sure. It’s just I’m worried that Voldemort is, at this very
moment, carrying out some plan and I have no idea what it is.”
“Don’t be absurd-” he started to say, but looked around the room. “You kids are
taking this seriously, aren’t you?”
“Has Ron not told you? We’ve faced down his spirit twice already, and I’m not

looking forward to our third meeting. He seems to have wised up and is staying away
from me until he takes someone over completely, and I’m afraid that person may be
your missing Mrs. Jorkins.”
“He did, but I could hardly believe it. I thought he must be mistaken, or just trying
to top the twins’ wild tales, or something. You mean he really was put under the
Imperius Curse? My own son?”
“I really was dad.”
“Oh Ron!” said Molly, going over and hugging him.
“Mom, it was years ago now!” said Ron, trying to squirm free.
“I’m sorry I didn’t take you seriously, son. And Albus knows?”
“Of course he does,” answered Susan. ‘We’ve talked about it on many occasions
while I’m in his office Imbuing stuff instead of taking Potions class.”
“I feel better knowing that. Wait, you could find her, couldn’t you? With that spell
you tried to find Sirius with.”
Wow, a new record, it was only five minutes before he realized I could do magic,
after I reminded him I could do magic!
“If you get me a picture of her, sure,” she replied, keeping annoyance from her
voice.
“There must be one around someplace. I’ll bring one back- no, would you mind
coming to work with me tomorrow? The sooner she’s found the better.”
“That would be no problem at all.”
“Excellent. That’s sorted then. What’s for dinner?”
That evening, while Ron and Harry were packing, Susan heard a howl of disgust
from Ron’s room, and sauntered over there.
“Dress robes,” his mother was saying as she walked up. “You’re supposed to
bring some for formal occasions this year.”
“I can’t be seen in something like this!” Ron shrieked. Susan had to take Ron’s
side in this argument, the robes did look a little… frilly… for him.
“They’re all like that, even your father has some for events he goes to at the
ministry.”
“I don’t recall seeing him wearing anything like this.” He turned to Harry. “You
must have some, then, if they’re on the list for this year. Check it out.”
Harry shrugged and started digging through his luggage.
“I picked some up for you,” said Molly, “They should be there someplace.”
Harry pulled out a set of robes, more formal looking than normal ones, but still
more like a suit than what Ron was holding.
“Those look okay, they’re completely different,” said Ron.
“I’m afraid those were a bit more expensive than we could afford, Ron. I’m sorry. I
was only able to get them because the saleswitch may have overheard me remark I
was buying them for Harry Potter and gave me a huge discount.” She looked smug.
“Hem-Hem,” said Susan, and everyone looked over at her. She gave Ron a long
look.
“What?” he finally asked.
Susan’s eyes flicked to the wand that was laying on Ron’s desk, then back to the
robes he was holding, then to his face. Ron looked over at his wand.

Molly looked at them in confusion.
“Just tell me, what are you-” Ron said. His eyes lit up. “Right. Magic. I better
make sure I did my Transfiguration homework, I wouldn’t want to miss something
important. Changing one thing into another is apparently a very worthwhile branch of
magic.”
“It must be,” said Susan. “You’ve studied it for three years, and have how many
more to go?”
“I just now began to get a true appreciation for all that studying I’ve done over the
years. Perhaps a little more practice wouldn’t go amiss?”
“Practice does make perfect.”
“And some charms are so easy to perform, it’s silly not to learn them, you know,
just in case.”
“I quite agree.”
“So the robes?” asked Molly, not following at all.
“I withdraw my complaints!” said Ron with finality. “Thank you for getting them for
me, mom, I appreciate it. I’m sure they’ll look good on me.”
“Yes, right.” Molly was looking back and forth between them all. Harry was trying
to stifle giggles. “Just pack them carefully so they don’t crease.”
“Sure thing, Mom.”
Molly left, still looking like all three had gone mad, and they all burst into laughter.
“You’re getting better,” said Susan. “You only needed a gentle prod that time.”
“You think there’s a spell for changing these clothes into something that looks like
Harry’s?” Ron asked.
“I don’t see why not. I mean, you’ve been complaining about turning birds into
goblets, one would think they would cover something useful like rag into dress robes.”
“Maybe they figure if we can master bird into goblet, rag to dress robe we could
look up ourselves,” said Harry.
“Looks like you boys are due for a trip to the library, or at least earning some
extra points in class by actively asking about a specific Transfiguration charm.”
“Thanks,” said Ron. “What would I have done without you?”
“Probably gone to some formal function looking a bit ridiculous. I have to say
though, I’m rubbing off on you guys. Took your father only five minutes to finally ask
about my magic to locate someone after we started talking about it. Pretty soon you
guys will actually think magic first rather than a month and a half after the fact.”
The next day, magic book in hand, Susan stepped through a Teleportal to the
ministry. As predicted, there was a story about Bertha in the newspaper that morning,
but sadly it didn’t have a picture. So Susan took them both to the same office she had
previously, as it was unlikely anyone would see her Teleportal there. As she stepped out
into the hallway she discovered the ministry was noisier, more crowded, and more
frantic than she remembered it ever being on her last visits.
“Starting to feel like my second home, I’ve come here so often,” remarked Susan.
“They’d be fools not to hire you the second you graduated,” said Arthur, leading
her over to the elevators to go up to the record room. “With the various things I’ve seen
your magic do, you could probably choose your own department and be running it in
five years.”

“Oh, it would really take that long? May as well not bother in that case,” remarked
Susan, with mock disappointment in her voice. Arthur grinned at her.
“Come on, there must be a picture of her someplace.”
They rode the elevator down (and across) to the record keeping room, which
seemed a little less frantic than the hallways.
Explaining what he wanted, Susan was disappointed to learn there was no
photograph of Bertha on file.
“That reporter was trying to get one,” said the wizard behind a desk. “She went
away unhappy as well.”
“No wonder there wasn’t one in the article,” said Susan. “You guys don’t take
pictures of your employees?”
“Why would we do that?”
“I suppose you already know what she looks like, right?”
“Right. Anything else we can help you with?”
Or not help us with, as the case may be.
“Not for now. Thanks anyway.”
Susan and Arthur walked back to the elevator. “I can’t believe she hasn’t had a
picture taken since she started working here. Not one birthday party shot? Being caught
in the background of some other picture? Anything!”
“Film is expensive to get developed.”
Yeah, I bet. More so lately I would imagine, given how nobody should be
producing it anymore in the first place.
“And she wasn’t exactly popular around here. She’s been bounced from
department to department since she started working for the ministry, as I hear it.”
“I see,” said Susan. “Where did she last work? We can still salvage this if you can
clear it out for a while. Though maybe we can wait until lunch time, or something.”
“What are you planning?”
“Some more of that amazing magic you’ve so recently praised, of course.”
They entered the Department of Magical Games and Sports, and Susan looked
around. Quite a different atmosphere around here, with Quidditch posters of varying
ages lining the walls. She also noticed a great many “Triwizard Tournament” posters
and memorabilia hanging around the office.
“Hogwarts?” she said, reading a poster. “What’s going on there this year?”
“Oh shoot, you weren’t supposed to find out about it until Albus announced it.
Well, don’t tell the others, okay? I want it to be a surprise for them.”
“Want what to be a surprise for them?”
He pointed to the posters. “The Triwizard Tournament, of course.”
“Yes, but what is it? Wait a second, I do recall reading something about that in
Hogwarts: A History. Something about students from different school doing dangerous
tasks for the amusement of others, right?”
“I wouldn’t put it like- no I guess I would put it exactly like that. People did die in
the past.”
“Great! And they chose this year, which just happens to coincide with a rise in
dark wizard activity, to do this.”
“We can’t put our lives on hold because some dark wizard might do something.

That’s Rita thinking right there.”
Susan grunted. “I guess you’re right.”
“Can I help you?” a witch said, coming over to them.
“Can we see Bertha’s desk?” asked Arthur. “We’re investigating her
disappearance.”
“Her desk has already been pretty well gone over,” said the woman. “But I guess
it wouldn’t hurt to have another set of eyes- hey, she shouldn’t be in here!”
“She’s the one doing the investigating. I’m just here to help her find her way
around.”
“What’s a kid going to do that hasn’t already been done?”
“I am right here, you know.”
“Well then? What are you going to do, exactly?”
“There’s a tracking spell I want to try, but I need to know what she looks like to
cast it. I’m hoping she has some pictures of herself and her husband, or boyfriend, or
family member hanging around in her desk.”
“I don’t think she ever had a boyfriend. Her desk is right over there, just don’t
disturb anything.”
“Thank you.”
They walked over to her desk, and saw that it had been pretty messed up
already, probably from previous searches.
“Don’t disturb anything my butt,” muttered Susan, looking over the contents. She
noticed a calendar stuck to the wall that was nearly two months out of date now, with
“Vacation” written on it. She seemed to write down just about every event in her life,
conveniently with times.
“Look, she was probably here right before her vacation where it says “straighten
up desk” at 3:00. She looked around, the few people in the area weren’t paying
particular attention to her.
“Time Window,” she cast, getting a 17 on her check, and naming the exact time
she wanted to see. She was rewarded with a picture of a witch cleaning her desk up,
just as she hoped.
“Is that her?”
“This isn’t my department, so I can’t really say.”
I really don’t want to call attention to my magic here, but I may have to ask
someone. Wait a second!
“Pocket Dimension,” she cast, getting out her camera. This will blow their minds
even more.
She paused the playback, then took a picture through the window. She closed it,
then walked back over to the lady who had directed them here. She grabbed a pencil off
her desk before she walked away as well.
“Is this her?” she asked, showing the woman the back of the camera.
“Yes, that’s her. What is that?”
“A camera from the non-magical world. I find it sometimes comes in handy.”
And it’s a good thing I’ve stuffed a bunch of random stuff into my Pocket
Dimension just in case I need it.
“That’s a camera? Are you sure it’s not magic?”
“Totally sure. Thank you very much for your help,” she said, shutting off the

camera.
“Is your office quiet? I’ll need ten minutes for the spell.”
“Yeah, we can head that way.”
Susan walked into a curious “museum” of odd objects, mainly just random junk,
but random junk you wouldn’t think to see in a ministry office. Keys, teapots, light bulbs
of various sizes, an array of digital cameras (“Oh, so that’s what they are,” said Arthur,
making the connection) and the muffler off a van, to name a few. Susan, not seeing any
other free space, sat down on the floor and placed the pencil in front of her.
“What’s with the pencil?”
“It’s a possession of hers, it’ll make the spell work a little better.”
She began to read, and magical circles appeared around her, which she added
to for the next ten minutes. Arthur sat down and watched, fascinated. The pencil
disappeared, and Susan looked up from her book, sadly closing it.
“I’m sorry, Mr. Weasley, but Bertha Jorkins is dead.”

44
First Days of School
Time: Just before leaving for the train station
Place: The Burrows
There was some excitement before they left for the train station, as Arthur had a
quick conference about someone called “Mad-Eye Moody.” Apparently there was some
commotion where he lived earlier that morning.
“Someone creeping into his yard at night? You know he’s always jumping at
phantoms,” said the head that was currently in the fire.
“Who are they talking about?” Susan asked Molly.
“Alastor Moody, Ex-Auror. That’s a dark wizard catcher, in case you hadn’t heard
the term before. Apparently there was some trouble at his place last night.”
Susan cast a knowing glance at Hermione, who nodded and got out her stack
again. Attack on Alastor Moody the day before students start arriving at school she
wrote.
“Have any other ex-Aurors been attacked lately?”
“Not that we’ve heard about,” said Molly. “But then, half of Azkaban is there
because of him. He has more enemies than most.”
“Enemies that are a bit emboldened, of late,” remarked Susan. “Perhaps they
don’t want the ex-Auror to become an ex-ex-Auror and come out of retirement?”
“It probably was nothing though,” said Molly.
“It’s never nothing, Mrs. Weasley. My time at Hogwarts has taught me that.”
Susan once again argued for just heading to the castle directly, but the others
wanted to ride the train once again. So Susan opened her Teleportal in the usual quiet
spot and the Weasley family helped bring luggage through belonging to people without
Pocket Dimensions.
Don’t some of those people have to work? thought Susan, looking at Bill. I would
have expected him to have returned to Egypt by now. Odd.
They piled into their usual car, and a bunch of people they knew came to say
hello and ask about their summer.
“I’ve been practicing potions,” said Neville. “Apparently the trace only picks you
up if you do wand magic, and as I’m so rubbish at potion making I figured I would brush
up.”
“You’re not rubbish at it, you just let Professor Snape get to you too much,” said
Hermione. “How did it go?”
“Not bad. I’m actually more interested in the plants before they become potion
ingredients though, oddly enough. I think making things grow is much more interesting
than chopping them up.”
“You have always liked Herbology class most,” said Harry.
“Being able to read the directions while stirring has certainly helped as well,” he
said, looking over at Susan. “I don’t know what I would have done without that cure.”
“People keep saying that to me. I’m sure you would have gotten along
somehow,” replied Susan.
“See you at the feast!”

A little later, Draco stopped in. He was rather more coldly received.
“So are you going to enter?” he asked Susan.
“No chance!” she replied strongly, making an X with the arms across her chest.
“There are so many problems with just the very idea.”
“Enter what?” asked Ron.
“You know, but you didn’t tell your friends? Are you sure you shouldn’t be in
Slytherin?”
“Mr. Weasley wanted Headmaster Dumbledore to tell everyone.”
“Tell everyone what?” asked Ron.
“Still, why wouldn’t you enter?”
“That much should be obvious. Unless I somehow handicapped myself, there
would be no contest between me and the other contestants. It wouldn’t be fair to them.”
“Fair? There’s a thousand Galleons on the line. Forget fair, this is about winning!”
“No, it’s about not announcing my kind of magic to the world at large. You guys
know all about me, Professor Quirrell explained it all. But I really don’t want to have to
explain my magic to the whole world. I would never be left alone! People would be
coming all the time to have me try and teach them, or remember stuff about the past, or
whatever.”
“Do you? Remember the past, I mean?”
“No. Memory is a physical thing, Draco. It’s in your brain. Your soul, that which is
attuned to magic and gives you life, what ghosts are made of, and has in my case
returned to this body for whatever reason- is something else. My memories of what I did
in the past stayed with my old body. Why do think I still have to take classes?”
“I wondered about that. I guess that makes sense.”
Whew, he’s actually buying that. Good thing I came up with it just now! Go away,
will you? I know what will make him walk away in disgust!
“It’s also why blood purity is silly. Magic comes from the soul, not the body. That’s
why there are no ghosts of people that can’t use magic. It’s the spark of magic in their
soul that allows them to continue to exist here, while their body is dead.”
“Every time I talk to you, that gets brought up. Do you really think I’m that
shallow?” Everyone just stared silently at him. “I’ll see you later.”
“So what was he talking about?”
“I don’t know the details, I just saw some posters for the event. Apparently some
kind of magical contest is going to be held here. I’m sure it’ll be announced at the feast.”
“Is what you said true though?” asked Hermione. “You wouldn’t enter?”
“I highly doubt it. Can you imagine trying to explain my magic after an event?
Doing things no wanded wizard could? No thank you.”
“Still, a thousand Galleons,” said Ron. “I might brush up on more than
Transfiguration with kind of money on the line.”
The rain kept up as the train sped through the evening and reached the castle at
the normal time.
“Can you believe this weather?” asked Ron.
“No, I- Deflection,” Susan cast, knocking a water balloon aimed at Ron’s head out

of the air. It burst and he flinched back.
“What the- Peeves! I’m wet enough!”
“You could be wetter!” Peeves shouted, throwing another at Hermione. She
whipped her wand out and shouted Dissendium causing it to burst before it could hit. It
too exploded in mid-air.
“Very nice!” said Susan, impressed.
“Thanks,” said Hermione, smiling. Peeves went on to start bombing others, his
fun disrupted.
“Have you been practicing Quick Draw or something? Ten points to Ravenclaw.”
“You can’t give points,” she said, sticking her tongue out.
“Susan!” A familiar voice rang out from above, and Myrtle touched down in front
of them.
“Myrtle!” said Susan, touching a charm on her bracelet. “Phase,” she said, then
held her hands open wide. Myrtle flew into them, and the two hugged.
“I couldn’t wait to see you!” said Myrtle. “And guess what? I won the lifting
contest again this year!”
“That’s great, Myrtle, I’m proud of you. And I’m glad to see you too. It’s been too
long.”
“I got a special award because I didn’t lift a feather.”
“Oh? What did you lift?”
“A marble. And it was super tough let me tell you.”
“I want to hear all about it, but we better get inside. How about the fashion
show?”
Myrtle looked down. “I only got third place,”
“Ah, the judges just didn’t want anyone to think it was fixed because you
suggested the event.”
“Maybe.”
“Come on, I’m freezing, let’s get inside.”
The two held hands as they walked into the brightly lit castle.
“Good evening,” said Sir Nicholas as they sat down. He looked at Susan and
Myrtle, still holding hands. Susan reached hers out and he shook it, amazed.
“Good evening to you,” said Susan. “I hope you had a peaceful summer, and are
ready for the castle to be full of bustle again.”
“It has been a bit quiet without you all around,” he admitted. “Hello!” he said to
someone else who called to him, floating away.
“I’ll have to become solid for a bit to eat, sorry Myrtle.”
“That’s okay.” She leaned close and whispered, “You can make it up to me later.”
They both grinned at each other and Susan dropped Phase, then sat down
across from Harry and Ron at the Gryffindor table.
“Who do you think is teaching Defense this year?” asked Hermione.
“Not Sirius, I couldn’t get him to apply though I’m sure the Headmaster would
have taken him on my recommendation. You don’t think this Moody guy, do you?”
“I suppose that trouble he had could have been foreshadowing.”
“Yeah, if this was some kind of story!”
The Headmaster himself was looking pensive, looking up at the ceiling rather
than at any of the students. Finally the first years marched into the room, soaking wet,

and went to stand in front of the Sorting Hat, which sang its yearly song.
Finally the sorting was over, and everyone began to eat heartily.
“So tell me about this marble,” said Susan.
“I wanted to do something different, like you,” Myrtle explained. “So I started
practicing with a marble instead of a feather. It’s very different, lifting one over the other.
It’s almost as if the feather wants to float, while the marble just wants to roll around.”
“And a marble, even a small one, must weigh a lot more than just a feather.”
“Sure does. And I held it up longer than anyone else held their feather, so that’s
why I got the special award.”
“Well I’m proud of you. Pretty soon you’ll be the strongest ghost around.”
“Not that it really means anything.”
“Sure it does. You have a goal to strive for. Doesn’t matter if you’re a ghost or
not, having a goal is important.”
“I guess you’re right.”
“What do you mean, house elves?” cried Hermione, to the other side of Susan.
She had been talking with Sir Nicholas.
“House elves have always prepared all the food at the castle. They do the
cleaning, lighting the fires, all that sort of thing. You didn’t know?”
“No I didn’t, I had never seen one here.”
They don’t use magic to prepare this amount of food? That’s got to be a chore.
Did they start last week?
Hermione pushed her plate away from her, and Susan looked at her dubiously.
“So you’re going to let their effort go to waste, then?” she asked. “That’s a fine
way to thank them for all the work they put in.”
“Don’t tell me you’re on the side of the House Elf Oppressors?”
“Oppressors? I was right there cheering when Harry said he freed Dobby and got
him away from Lucius. And yes, his treatment of the poor creature should be outlawed,
as House Elves are sentient beings just like us. But I wouldn’t let their effort here go to
waste, that’s not going to accomplish anything.”
“I guess you’re right.”
“Course I am. This food won’t keep, any that’s left over may just get fed to the
moat monster or whatever. Better to just eat up, that’s my thinking.”
“You’ll really eat food prepared by what amounts to slaves?”
Susan thought for a moment. “We’re all slaves, Hermione. To one thing or
another. The only truly free man lives in a cave, owns nothing, and eats only berries and
nuts he finds in the wilderness. As soon as you say “I want that thing” you have just
enslaved yourself. Is Lucius not a slave to his greed? Are you not a slave to your
grades?”
“That’s totally different!”
“Is it? If you don’t get good grades, what happens?”
“I don’t graduate.”
“Uh huh. And if you don’t graduate, you become homeless. If you become
homeless, etc. until you die. So the Elves here make their living as servants. I doubt the
Headmaster goes and beats them every night. It’s no different than you getting a job to
get the things you need to survive.”

“But they don’t have rights!”
“There I agree, but that’s a different thing than protesting their job of preparing
food. Lots of magical creatures don’t have rights, or are killed with hardly a thought.
Look at Buckbeak. Heck, look at Sirius! What rights did he have, getting thrown in
Azkaban without so much as a trial, or a single shred of actual evidence he cast that
spell that killed all those people. They didn’t even check his wand to see what the last
spell he cast was! A procedure that takes all of, what, a second? So yeah, I’m more
concerned with wizards getting fair trials than worrying about magical creatures.”
“Well, you can go ahead and think what you want. I’m not touching any more of
this.”
“Suit yourself.”
And finally, Headmaster Dumbledore made his big announcement.
“I have a piece of news that might shock you a bit, so I please ask that you fully
hear me out before making any judgments,” he said, looking around the room. “The
inter-house Quiddich cup competition will not be taking place this year.”
“Yes!” shouted Susan, making a fist. The people at her table looked at her like
she had gone mad. Elsewhere in the room people looked shocked. “What?” she asked,
looking around. “It’s no secret I’m not a big Quiddich fan.”
There was a general murmur of accent. It was no secret, after all.
“Instead,” continued the Headmaster, “we will be hosting an event with two other
schools called the Triwizard-”
At that moment the doors to the halls crashed open, revealing a grizzled looking
man.
And now I know why his nickname is Mad Eye, thought Susan, watching his one
magical eye swiveling around independently of the other one. He made his way towards
the teacher’s table, staff banging loudly and echoing through the now still chamber.
“I guess it was foreshadowing,” remarked Susan.
Albus greeted the man warmly, shaking his hand as he got up to the main table.
The both went back around again, Alastor sitting and taking some sausage.
“Before we proceed further, allow me to introduce your new Defense teacher,
Professor Moody!”
Albus, Hagrid and Susan both applauded, and he tilted his head towards Susan
in appreciation.
“What are you doing?” hissed Hermione.
“Any Auror that lives long enough to reach retirement must be pretty good, and
deserving of our respect.”
“He looks like he’s had a few close scrapes,” said Ron from behind them.
“More than a few,” said Harry.
“Where was I? Ah yes, the announcement of why Quidditch will not be played
this year. We have the honor of hosting the Triwizard Tournament this year, instead,
which has not happened in over a century.”
Everyone looked confused.
“Oh, you probably don’t know what that is, given how long it’s been. Allow me to
explain.”

And he did.
“So, wait. There’s only three tasks? Why can’t you guys play Quidditch still? It’s
not like these events are going to take weeks to get through, right?” asked Susan.
“Maybe they need the field?” answered Harry.
Susan looked over at him skeptically.
“Okay, that’s a pretty weak excuse. I really have no idea.”
He went on to explain the age restrictions, which set off Fred and George.
“It should be based on ability,” said one of the twins. “If someone can
demonstrate they’re good enough to enter, they should be allowed to enter no matter
how old they are.”
“That would mean a lot of extra work,” said Susan. “This seems like just an
arbitrary and easy to verify cut off, saving them effort.”
“I suppose most would want to sign up, wouldn’t they?”
“Yeah, imagine trying to test 80% of the students in this school. It would take
weeks. No, they just chose an arbitrary cut off, and that’s that. Sorry guys.”
“We’ll see about this,” said the twins together.
“You could probably talk them into it,” said Myrtle. “If you wanted to enter.”
“Too bad I don’t want to. I have more important things to worry about, like the
increased dark wizard activity lately.”
“Aren’t you a little young to be worrying about that?” asked Hermione.
“Aren’t you a little young to worry about Elf rights?”
“Touché.”
The next day classes started, and the group had Herbology and Care of Magical
Creatures in the morning. That afternoon Susan and Hermione had Arithmancy, which
Hermione at least was looking forward to.
I’ll probably have to put some more points in this year, a 2 in that skill just won’t
cut it, even if I do roll 2d8.
They went down to the greenhouse and squeezed pus out of Bubotubers. At
least most did. Susan used her Temporary Tool spell to devise a combination piercing
tool with a sort of blast shield/funnel attachment that wrapped around the whole thing.
This allowed her to safely prick the swelling bud, then funnel the liquid down into the
bottle which she attached onto the bottom. She then squeezed the last of the liquid out
once the majority had trickled down, controlling its release. She didn’t trust squeezing it,
that seemed dangerous as the pus could burst out a weak point in an unintended place.
And for this I roll 1d6+1d8+3?
She raised a hand.
“Yes, Susan?”
“You say this pus can do funny things to the skin undiluted. What things, and how
would we counteract them? Does it do good things for the skin if diluted? Also, what is
the correct dilution ratio and what is it diluted with?”
“An excellent serious of questions. Leave it to a Ravenclaw to want to learn more
about things. Take a point for that, and I’ll tell you.”
She told them.

Susan left the class feeling a bit sorry she had asked, as what it could do turned
out to be fairly graphic and hideous. And of course Professor Sprout delighted in
describing in detail what it did to various parts of the body it happened to come into
contact with.
“I’m so glad I asked,” Susan mumbled as she walked down to the Hut.
Down in Care of Magical Creatures Hagrid introduced the class to their new
project for the year- his “Blast-Endid Skrewts.”
“But why would we want to raise them?” asked Draco. “What do they do? What’s
the point of them?”
“What does anyone do? What’s the point of a newborn baby? We live, Draco, we
live. Also they are magical, so parts of them could be used in potions, and they may turn
out to be friendly. It’s going to be your job to find out.”
Draco just looked doubtful.
With that class over, Hermione sped through eating lunch and ran off to the
library.
“What is wrong with that girl? You don’t think she got another time turner and is
ditching us to go back and take another class, do you?” asked Ron.
“No idea,” said Harry.
“I certainly hope not,” said Susan. “She said last year she was afraid of getting
‘addicted’ to it, so to speak. Hopefully she wouldn’t run back to it.”
“And yesterday she wouldn’t finish the feast, but today she seems perfectly fine
with shoving food in her face,” continued Ron.
“Changing your mind about things is the prerogative of a girl. You should get
used to it.”
“As well as not explaining yourself?”
“Especially that.”
Hermione didn’t want to talk about what she was doing at the library during lunch,
and after Arithmancy class, she and Susan went their separate ways. Susan went to the
Headmaster’s office to start Imbuing something for the school. She had finished all her
projects last year, and wondered if maybe she couldn’t do something bigger for
Christmas this year. She usually started about a month or two ahead, but starting now
would give her even more time to come up with something great for her friends.
“Do you have a moment, Susan?” asked Albus as she was sitting down to start
looking through her book.
“Sure,” she replied. “Just going to get started on my ‘potions’ class, as usual.
What can I do for you?”
“I would like your thoughts on the Tournament, if you have any.”
“Really? Why? If it’s not rude of me to ask that.”
“Perhaps I value your opinion. In truth, you have a unique perspective on things
and you tend to see things we wizards don’t.”
“Okay. Well, my initial thought when I heard about it was that the timing was
wrong. After Peter’s escape and the subsequent attacks on the World Cup, letting a
bunch of spectators wander around the castle grounds seems dangerous. Then there’s

the contestants themselves. They’re all coming from foreign lands, and presumably are
given some kind of diplomatic immunity. Rules will be relaxed around them, I’m sure.
How hard would it be for a dark wizard to take the place of one of these students and
sabotage the whole thing? Polyjuice potion exists, after all. The only way to really tell
that someone has been replaced is by catching them at some behavior they wouldn’t
normally display. Easy to tell if Harry or Hermione or Ron got replaced, I know them all
pretty well. And my magic gives me away. But a bunch of people that only have a 5 in
our language? Don’t follow our customs? We would never be able to tell.”
“Now that thought had not occurred to me. Please continue.”
“Then there’s the danger issue. There’s only three events, so obviously you’re
going to try and pack as much danger into each as you possibly can for maximum
effect. I would put up something like Quirrell’s barrier around the whole place and
enchant the play area to be nonlethal. You can still get hit or thrown, but you just
paralyze the area that would normally have taken damage so that nobody dies.”
“We could do that.”
“Then there’s the issue of why only three champions? Why not hold an Olympics
like contest like the ghosts do while we’re away? I’m sure I could sit here and think up
some exciting magical contests that could be held, which a large group could do
simultaneously so it didn’t take weeks to get through. You hold a series of trials in
school as part of normal classes, and those that do the best are randomly selected to
compete. Then each event is done three times, once by each school, and the school
with the highest points wins the event. The school with the highest points at the end
wins the tournament. The way you’re doing it now, a bunch of students from two other
schools get to come, but then just sit around as their champion does all the interesting
stuff. Boring!”
“Good points, all around. Anything else?”
“You’ve heard the grumbling about the age restriction, so I won’t rehash that.”
“I appreciate it.”
Susan thought for a moment. “That’s all I can think of off the top of my head.”
“Those were some very valid points. I’m glad I’m asked. You may get on with
your work now.”
“Actually, I would like to ask you something, if that’s okay?”
“I am at your disposal.”
“It’s about elves, or as you call them “House” Elves. My History of Magic class
talks about goblin uprisings all the time, but not so much elf uprisings. Hermione has
been going on about them, and I just wondered if they were always the way they are
now.”
“Actually, they haven’t,” Dumbledore replied, looking around his office. “I have a
book somewhere… ah yes, here it is.”
He rose, and waved his wand in the direction of a bookshelf near the ceiling of
his office. (Albus had a lot of books.) It floated down to him.
“A rather sad chapter in our history, so most accounts of the Elf uprising have
been removed from literature. But this book is the best example.” He paged through a
moment. “It’s a rather short passage, give it a read.”
He handed the book over, and Susan skimmed it over. It was about a large group
of elves rampaging about the countryside and trying to overthrow the government.

Apparently they were doing a pretty good job of it for quite a while.
“So what happened?”
“About fifty wizards got together and placed a geas upon all elf kind. Overnight
the once proud elven race was reduced to a subjugated existence. Nothing lasts
forever, mind you, and Dobby may be a sign that the curse is finally breaking down after
all this time.”
“Why couldn’t they be stopped some other way? Is their magic really that
strong?”
“Now that you mention it, I would have to say their magic bears more
resemblance to yours than to ours. They can teleport into places we cannot Apparate
into, and perform feats that are rather different than our own.”
Note to self, never let an elf near my book of magic.
“And it’s this geas that makes them happy to be enslaved? Makes them punish
themselves if they go against their masters, the whole bit?”
“The whole bit.”
“It seems like every time I think I’ve heard the worst that wizards have ever
done, something else comes along to make me think again.”
“I’m sure those wizards thought long and hard about what they did.”
“Possibly. It does make me wonder though. Thank you.”
“Any time. I do encourage learning, being a professor, and all that.” He smiled.
The group was most looking forward to Defense, and what Professor Moody’s
teaching style would be like. Everyone but Hermione showed up early, who rushed in
just in time.
“What have you been doing in the library all this time?” Susan asked her.
“I’ll tell you when it’s ready,” Hermione replied.
Susan stepped behind her and ran a finger down her collar.
“Hey, what are you doing?” She jumped in surprise.
“Just making sure there isn’t a gold chain around your neck, that’s all.”
“I’m not using one of those again,” she said in a huff. “You don’t have to worry.”
“Then why all the secrecy?”
“You’ll find out. I think I hear him coming!”
Indeed, Alastor was approaching the classroom, and called for them to put their
books away as he entered. He did a roll call, then leaned heavily against his desk.
“So Lupin has told me about the usual style of this class, begun by one Professor
Quirrell. Actual combat exercises, is that right?”
Everyone nodded.
“Fantastic, those will continue.”
There was a murmur of approval through the class.
“Now, he covered dark creatures like Boggarts and such, right? Well, we’ll be
covering curses and their effects in the classroom portions of our lessons. Sound all
right to all of you then?”
Everyone nodded.
“Glad to hear it. I don’t have much time to spend with you-”
“Oh come on, don’t tell me you think the position is cursed?” asked Ron.
Alastor glared at him a moment, then smiled. “Ah, Ron Weasley, right? Your

father helped me out a few days ago, as I’m sure you know. Decent sort. Do I believe
the position is cursed? No. But I am retired, you know. I’m just doing this as a special
favor to Albus. Sorry if that disappoints you. Now, curses! We’re going to start at the top
and work our way down. Most at the Ministry would rather I start at the bottom and work
my way up, but I think that’s silly. A dark wizard trying to kill you isn’t going to bother with
some amateur hour, namby pamby minor curse, are they? No they are not! They are
going top shelf, so we are going top shelf.
“So: who can tell me about a curse most heavily punished under the law?”
Several hands went up, including Neville’s and Ron’s.
“You seem to be eager, go ahead,” he said to Ron.
“Imperius curse,” he said with a grimace.
“That’s one of the three, well done. And what do you know about it specifically?”
“I was put under it for about a year, first year,” he replied.
Everyone in the class gasped.
“Are you serious, boy?”
“Dead serious. I was made to report on the activities of Susan and Harry to
someone I thought was Professor Quirrell, but who turned out not to be.”
“What happened to him?”
Ron looked over at Susan. “He… gave up the ghost, thanks to Susan.”
Heh, gave up the ghost. Nice one, Ron.
“Susan, huh? I’ve been hearing some things about you, maybe I should start
believing some of them. In any case, a demonstration!”
He went over to his desk drawer, and pulled out a jar with three large spiders. He
took one out and pointed his wand (Where did he pull his wand from, did he have it a
second ago?) and said “Imperio!”
The spider began to do things no normal spider would, causing most of the class
to break out laughing. Susan and her friends just looked concerned.
“They have the right idea,” said Alastor, pointing to them. “They know it’s no joke.
Under the Imperius curse someone can be mentally commanded to do anything, and
they’ll do it. Even slit their own throats. In the past it’s been used to make people give
up secrets, act in ways they normally wouldn’t, and more. How would you feel if you
didn’t know if your best friend was about to betray you to a Death Eater? And if they did,
would it be because they had turned, or because they had been turned? No laughing
matter, this one.”
He put the spider back.
“Luckily it’s one that can be fought off, with practice. We’ll be practicing it, make
no mistake. Only a few of you will manage it, but you’ll all experience it so you know
how it feels. Next curse.” He pointed to Neville.
“Cruciatus,” he said sadly.
“And you’re another one that has nearly firsthand experience with it, aren’t you,
Mr. Longbottom?”
He nodded.
“Care to tell the class?”
“Both my parents were Aurors,” he begin after a moment, looking down. “During
the first wizard war, they were captured by Death Eaters when I was just a baby. Both
were tortured into insanity by members of the Lestrange family, most notably Bellatrix

Lestrange.” He spat the name out as he said it. “They spent the next ten years in St
Mungo’s until Susan cured them a few years ago.”
There was a stunned silence as people looked back and forth between Susan
and Neville.
“You do get around, don’t you?” asked Alastor. He barked a laugh. “Next I’ll be
hearing how you survived a killing curse!”
“She did!”
“What?” demanded Alastor.
“Someone shot a killing curse at her when she first arrived here,” said someone
in the back. “All us first years at the time saw it. Professor McGonagall even said “that
was a killing curse” and hustled everyone inside.”
“And how did you manage that?”
“Deflection,” said Susan. “It’s a spell that hardens the air against a single, nonarea effect attack, keeping anything from passing through. Because the energies of the
killing curse travel from the caster to the victim, and it’s blocked by solid objects, the
spell kept it from hitting me.”
“So this Deflection of yours wouldn’t work against the Cruciatus curse because it
just causes pain to the person the wand is pointing at.”
“That’s right.”
“You got lucky, then.”
“Yes Professor, I did.”
“Anyway, back to the Cruciatus-” He got out a second spider and enlarged it. Ron
scooted back.
“Crucio!”
Everyone in the room could see the spider was now in terrible pain.
“Enough,” said Susan, her gaze hard.
Alastor nodded, and the spider relaxed. He shrank it and put it away again.
“And we’ve already mentioned the third. Avada Kedavra.” He reached for the
third spider.
“Don’t you dare,” said Susan, shaking her head. “Seeing that awful green light
twice in my life was enough.”
“Twice?”
“The second time was at the World Cup.”
“Ah, yes of course. Very well. I was going to say there’s only been one person
that’s survived that curse, but I guess now I can say there’s two.”
“It never hit me, so I can’t really say I survived it, though,” argued Susan.
“Ducking behind something would have served as well. Deflection is just so quick to
cast, why wouldn’t I use it?” Of course it was Sparkle with her high LUCk that saw it
coming, and cast the spell for me, but he doesn’t need to know that.
“She brings up a good point- don’t get hit by any of these curses! Practice
vigilance. Learn to Apparate so if you feel you’re in a bad situation, you can just get
away. Stun someone before he can cast at you. There are plenty of ways to avoid
getting cursed, even if it means…” he chuckled. “Ducking behind something. Don’t think
you have to just stand out in the open, being an easy target. Ah, but then, I don’t have to
tell you, do I? You’ve all had some experience with ‘live’ combat, haven’t you? I’ll be
looking forward to seeing what you can do.”

The lesson continued, and at the end, Alastor asked to see both Susan and
Neville in his office some time.
“I’m going to talk to Neville now, stop by when you can,” he said.
“Sure thing.”
That evening, Hermione finally came out of the library and met Susan, Ron and
Harry in the common room.
“Is your secret project done?” asked Ron.
“Yes it is, thanks for asking,” replied Hermione, getting out a small box. She
spilled out a rainbow of badges with HELP written on them.
“You made SOS badges?” asked Harry, picking one up. “What, you throw them in
the air and they mark your location with light, right?”
“They cast a protective shield charm around you?” asked Ron.
“They carry you to safety through like the fifth method of magical teleportation
I’ve encountered, because all wanded wizard teleportation methods are terrible?” asked
Susan.
“No, it’s an organization! Help Elves Live and Prosper. HELP, get it?”
“What about THEE- Treat House Elves Equally?” suggested Harry.
“What about HURL- House Elves Unappreciated in Real Life?” suggested Ron.
“I’m partial to The House Elf Action Committee Organization- THACO,” said
Susan.
“I’m serious you guys! We need to do something about this gross miscarriage of
justice perpetrated against House Elves.”
Oh dear, do I even tell her? She worked really hard on these badges though…
“Hermione, can I offer you a piece of advice?” asked Susan.
“Maybe.”
“Look, the thing is…” Susan sighed. “It’s something I learned early in life with
access to a Detect Lies spell. First, never keep a Detect Lies spell going when you
really don’t want to know the truth. But more importantly than that I learned you have to
pick your battles. For example: Your mom wants you to clean your room. You ask why
it’s important to clean your room when her room is so messy. She gives you a stupid
answer about responsibility or whatever that registers as a lie. This leads you to an
uncomfortable truth- she wants you to keep your room clean because parents tell kids
what to do and then kids obey. It’s the natural order of things. So you think to yourself,
‘is that battle worth fighting?’ and in this case, no, it isn’t. So you clean your room. Then,
you want a kitten. Your mother doesn’t want you to have a kitten. She lists all the
reasons for not getting a kitten. But you ask yourself the same question- “is this battle
worth fighting?” To you, yes, getting a kitten is very important. Then you think back to
her excuse about the clean room, and responsibility. You say to her, if cleaning my room
teaches responsibility, won’t caring for a kitten teach the lesson much better?
“Because you didn’t fight the battle of the dirty room, she now looks more
favorably on getting the kitten because you showed responsibility, and used her own
argument against her. She doesn’t have the excuse of “not keeping your room clean” as
ammunition against the kitten. Do you see what I’m getting at?”
“I guess. You want me to make sure the House Elf battle is worth fighting?”

“Exactly. What are the aims of your ‘organization’ exactly?”
“Well, I guess to make sure House Elves get fair wages and working conditions.
Eventually changing the law about them owning wands and getting them a place at the
Ministry.”
“Trust me, their magic is good enough without wands. At least, so I’ve heard, but
that’s not the point. The point is you have two battles in front of you. Which are you
going to invest your energy into? House Elf rights specifically, or against the ministry
that does not pass laws prohibiting the mistreatment of all magical creatures? You
weren’t there at the so called Buckbeak ‘trial’ but let me tell you, for the judge it was an
open and shut case. It’s not just House Elves that are repressed, it’s all manner of
magical creatures. They just happen to be sentient.”
“But if I can change laws regarding House Elves, wouldn’t changing laws about
other creatures than become easier because there’s a precedent?”
“I don’t know how to tell you this, but I’m not sure the laws can be changed where
they’re involved.”
“What do you mean?”
“How to explain…” Susan paused, thinking about how to tell Hermione what she
learned without making her even more determined. “Wait a second, there’s a spell!”
“There’s always a spell,” said Ron, rolling his eyes.
“No, seriously. Look-” She got out her book of magic and paged over to the “C“s.
“Here, read this over, the Contract spell.”
They did.
“Okay, what does a spell that creates an unbreakable contract have to do with
House Elves?” asked Harry.
“Wait, so if you and I contracted that you had to punch Draco in the face once a
week, you couldn’t not punch him in the face? The magic would just reach out, control
you both, and he would get punched?” asked Ron.
“Basically.”
“Wicked!”
“Anyway, to answer the question, I asked Headmaster Dumbledore about how
the House Elf race came to be the way it is.”
“I didn’t even think of that!”
“You wouldn’t have found anything, he said most books with the real story got
destroyed. But the gist of it was, a Contract like spell was cast over them a long time
ago, forcing them into the roles they now play.”
“That’s barbaric!”
“I agree. But it was done, and the Headmaster says it’s only now starting to fall
apart. Dobby proves that, because of what he was able to do, namely, try and warn
Harry.”
“So all my work was for nothing.” Hermione shoved the badges away from
herself.
“I wouldn’t say that. They are treated poorly, but they don’t have to be. I would
think a law could be put in place making it illegal to use force as a punishment against
them. Not that Dobby didn’t try to use force to punish himself, but that’s a different
matter. At least if it was found out an Elf was being mistreated, they could be taken
away and assigned to another family. I don’t know. Without knowing exactly how the

magic was performed, it’s hard to say.”
“I guess I have some thinking to do about this,” she said, gathering the badges
up.
Susan reached over and put her hand over top of Hermione’s. “I think it’s great
you’re passionate about this, I just want you to be informed of what you’re up against.
Pick your battle carefully, and make sure you really can make a difference if you choose
to fight. Kids around here aren’t the ones you’re going to need to convince. It’s
lawmakers in the Ministry, and as Lucius will tell you, that takes gold.”
“I did sort of go off half cocked, didn’t I?”
“Maybe a little,” said Susan with a grin.
“Okay, you haven’t heard the last from HELP, that’s for sure.”
“And next time, tell us what you’re up to,” said Harry. “We are your friends,
remember? You don’t have to do all this work alone. Unless you don’t trust our
spellcasting ability?”
“No!” said Hermione a little too quickly. “It wasn’t that at all. I’m going to bed, see
you tomorrow!” She ran off.
“I think I’ve been underestimated,” said Harry, a little hurt.
“I’ve been judged properly,” said Ron, gloomy.

45
Ending Deceit
Time: The next day
Place: Defense class
“Did you really cure Neville’s parents?” an older boy asked Susan. She had been
telling the story, basically without changes, for the last twenty four hours.
“Yes, I did. And your next question is ‘How did you do it?’”
“How did- oh, I guess you’ve been asked before, huh?”
“A few (billion) times. I used magic. Which is weird, because I know all this
magic, right?”
“One of those lost spells, right?”
“Exactly.”
“And did you really beat up a bunch of sixth years and break their wands?”
“Where did you hear that? It’s true I did it, but I haven’t been asked that one
before.”
“I got woken up one night when they came back to the dorm, wandless.”
“Ah. Yes, that was me.”
“And you’re, like, always hanging around with Myrtle the ghost.”
“That’s me.”
“Cool.”
It seemed that Neville’s revealing of how his parents were killed rekindled interest
in Susan, as many more people had talked with her in the last day than ever had before.
Unfortunately it also reminded people of her battle with Quirrell, and they got quiet when
she passed by. However, many people came to her for advice or to have tricky magic
cast for them, which she was sometimes happy to do if it wasn’t too complex, illegal, or
impossible.
“I’m sorry, I don’t think there are any spells to speak to the dead.”
“My magic cannot make gold. Do I look like I have stacks of gold just sitting
around? Go take up Alchemy if you want to learn to do that.”
“You were doing what when you got this burn?”
Susan wasn’t sure what to make of her newfound celebrity status, which was of
course part of the reason she hadn’t wanted it to get out in the first place. But she took it
in stride, and was now sitting in Defense class again.
“Someone’s popularity has shot up,” said Hermione.
“Yeah, Neville keeps having to tell the story about his parents and how they
heroically withstood the Cruciatus curse to frustrate Voldi.”
“I mean you.”
“Oh, right. I guess,” she said glumly.
“What? You aren’t happy about it?”
“I don’t know. I don’t mind helping people out with my magic, but it’s annoying to
tell the same stories over and over. And if they found out about some of the other stuff
I’ve done, like the Dementor thing, they’ll really go berserk.”
“Don’t worry about it,” said Harry. “Soon the other Triwizard contestants will arrive

and everyone will be talking about them.”
“That’s true. The way some people look at me though, like I’m some kind of
monster. Someone put two and two together and figured out I made that dragon for
Professor Hagrid. They saw me fighting the giant in the village, using a similar beast.
Now I’ve had a bunch of requests for them. But I’m not sure if I want dozens of the
things running around. I’m not sure the Headmaster wants dozens of them running
around! The problem is people know I have it, so they’re afraid it’s going to come out of
me or something if I get angry.”
“It can’t though, right?” asked Ron.
“I have to cast the spell or activate the Spell Symbol, I’m not the Hulk.”
“Who?”
“Never mind. The point is those people are extra nice to me and scurry away like
I’m some kind of time bomb. It’s annoying.”
“People are always afraid of what they don’t understand. Your magic obviously
works differently than ours, so naturally there’s some confusion about it,” said
Hermione.
“Good. I don’t want people knowing how my magic works. Bad enough Voldi
probably knows at this point, let’s hope no one else figures it out.”
“Quiet down!” said Alastor, thumping into the room. The room quieted. “Oh, you
are quiet already. Good. We’ll be practicing methods of throwing off the Imperius curse
today, so I hope you’re prepared.”
“But sir,” said Hermione, raising a hand. “Isn’t casting it on a person illegal?”
“Out there, sure.” He pointed out the window. “Controlling someone’s mind is a
heinous act. But this is a classroom, and there’s only one way to teach you resist this
curse. Nothing else but the actual article will do. Don’t worry, I’m not going to make
anybody do anything they’ll be embarrassed about. Well, mostly. Who’s first?”
And so, one by one, each person in the class was put under the curse, and was
unable to fight it off.
Alastor shook his head. “Not a single person, eh? I expected at least a few of
you, honestly. Well, who’s left? Ah, our two stars, Susan and Harry. Susan, you’re up
next, and I hope we’ve saved the best for last.”
Susan got up and stood before him.
He cast the spell, and she made a RESolve check against it. She didn’t put
energy in, preferring to just see where the fates took her. Somehow she felt she nearly
failed, even with her 25 result. Alastor was good.
She stood there with her arms crossed while Alastor looked at her. He looked
down at his wand. “You don’t have that magical immunity of yours I’ve heard about
going, do you?”
Susan shook her head. “Straight up RESolve check, Professor. I wouldn’t mind
trying it again.”
“Very well.”
She got it cast on her again, this time failing to resist with a 17. She realized
unless he did something to put her life in direct danger, she wouldn’t be able to make a
new RESolve check to break free again. Thus she flapped her arms and did other silly

things under Alastor’s direction.
“Looks like it worked that time,” he remarked, dropping the spell.
“Nobody’s perfect, even with a 10 stat,” she said, shrugging.
Harry, of course, got put under the spell but then managed to fight it off before
jumping onto the desk as instructed.
“So how come you managed to stand there, cool as you please the first time, but
get caught the second time? Harry here fought it off, why couldn’t you? You proved you
could do it.”
“It has to do with my… physiology. I’d be happy to tell you after class.”
“Very well.”
He put Susan under it twice more, and she failed once and succeeded once.
Harry finally managed to shrug it off after four attempts. Everyone gave them a round of
applause.
“So,” said Alastor, dropping heavily into a chair and propping his leg up, “What’s
so special about your physiology that makes you fight of spells differently than we do?”
“That’s just the thing, I can tell you how I do it, but I have no clue how you guys
do it. Here, take a look.” She got out her character sheet and showed him.
“This tells everything about you!” Alastor exclaimed. “If an enemy got hold of
this…”
“Can’t happen,” said Susan. “Watch.” She handed it to him, and when she took
her hand off it, the sheet vanished. “It can’t exist apart from me.”
“That’s something, at least, but there was something else you wanted to show
me?”
“Yes.” She took the sheet out again. “See, when I resisted that spell, I resisted it
as though it was the Dominate spell, as that’s the closest spell to your Imperius Curse.
So I’m allowed a RESolve check, which you see here is a ten, to break free. In essence
I take a random number between two and twenty, then add ten to it and that’s how
strongly I resist your attempt to control me. If you tried to make me jump off a bridge or
something I would put energy, which you see here is 80, into the check. Say I spent five
energy, out of my maximum of 10 for that attempt. My minimum result would then be a
thirteen, and my maximum a forty. It seems complicated, but it seems perfectly natural
for me.”
“I guess it must be,” he said, looking her sheet over. “Who did you lose?” He
pointed to the “BG Card” field.
“My father. I’m not sure I really ‘lost’ him because I never really knew him, but we
take things as they come.”
“I can sympathize. All right, now let’s talk about your magic.”
“The headmaster must have filled you in on it.”
“He’s told me some crazy stories, if that’s what you mean.”
“Believe me, they’re all true.”
“So if I went down into the woman’s bathroom and opened the chamber I would
see the rotting corpse of a huge serpent down there?”
“Ugh, I hope not. I seriously hope someone went down and cleaned that mess up
since first year. The smell would be horrific.”
“And I hear you’ve been making some miraculous devices for Albus instead of

going to potions class?”
“I’m making them for the school, not him specifically. But yes, the way I put magic
into objects is different, so potions class won’t do me any good. It takes me longer, for
one, but it’s more convenient because I can put just about any spell into just about any
object. I don’t need to learn, for example, a spell to warm me up, and then a separate
potion to warm me up. I just put the warm up spell into the object, which could be a
glass of water.”
“I see. He said he used your Repair object to mend a wand that had been broken
accidentally. I didn’t even think that was possible.”
“To my magic, a wand is just a stick. So it just sticks the stick back together, if
you’ll forgive the pun. There’s nothing inherently magic about a wand, it’s just a focus
you need to control your magic. It’s not like breaking it makes the magic leak out or
anything.”
“Don’t let a wand maker hear you say that. So then how come when people
break their wands they can’t just file them down to be shorter and keep using them?”
“Maybe it’s psychological? I have no idea, I’ve never studied the phenomenon.”
“Fair enough. You say you get all this magic out of a book?”
“The book my father left for me, yes.”
“I don’t suppose I could borrow it, could I? Have a look through it myself?”
“I’m sorry, professor, but that book stays with me. I’m sure you could look after it
safely, but if it ever got lost, that would be it for my magic. Trying to research new spells
on my own would be time consuming, risky, and a total pain. It comes out of my Pocket
Dimension to look something up, then it goes back into my Pocket Dimension. If Voldi
got ahold of it he could prepare for any spell I could cast on him, because it lists every
spell I can learn. He knows enough about my magic through Peter, I don’t want to give
him any other chances to learn more.”
“Smart attitude. Good. Well, I guess that about covers it then.” He went to rise.
“Would you like your leg back?”
“Excuse me, what?”
“It would mean giving up your magical eye, of course, but I could get
Regeneration going on you if you wanted. Less than a minute and you would be a
whole person again.”
“That’s a kind offer, but I’ll take the trade of the eye for the leg, if you don’t mind.”
“Your choice. But the offer’s always open.”
“Thanks.”
In the week preceding the candidates from the other two schools Susan had to
fend off what seemed like half the school trying to talk her into getting a special
dispensation for the tournament’s age requirement. She explained again and again her
reasoning, but it seemed the more she protested, the wilder reasons she should be
involved she heard.
“I’m not comfortable with the questions that would no doubt be asked of me if
outsiders saw my magic. It’s well enough for you guys, you know all about it. I don’t
want it in the papers or whatever.”

“No, I’m quite well off on my own, I don’t need the 1,000 Galleon prize, thank
you.”
“I don’t mind taking exams, it’s just another skill check for me. What’s a skill
check? Never you mind.”
“Yes, I do like showing off, but not to people I don’t know.”
And so on.
Finally the day arrived. The castle was sparkling clean, and everyone was told to
be on their best behavior. Fred and George took this as a personal affront, but where
checked quite thoroughly when entering the great hall that evening. The amount of
fireworks, trick products and mayhem causing gadgets the two had confiscated from
their persons impressed even professor McGonagall. Two new tables had been set up
in the middle of the great hall for the new students that would be joining them, and a
special feast was planned. Everyone was herded into the hall before they were
scheduled to arrive, and everyone was excitedly waiting that arrival.
“So one school is all male and the other is all female, is that it?” asked Ginny.
“Apparently so,” said Hermione. “It might be a sort of meta-contest, to see which
educational method produces the most outstanding magic user. Does separating the
sexes make them more or less likely to succeed? Are boys better at certain types of
spells than girls? Can love and tolerance overcome the testosterone fueled posturing
done by guys? I’ll be interested to see if any data can be gathered from the behavior of
the ones not chosen.”
“Personally, I’m glad boys are around,” Ginny said, looking over at Harry.
“I guess, if you’re into that sort of thing,” said Susan.
“I’m pretty sure most are,” said Hermione, trying not to look at… any boy in
particular.
“I’m rooting for love and tolerance, myself. Brohoof?”
“Brohoof.” Susan and Hermione fist bumped.
“Sometimes you seem to speak a third language, you know that?” asked Ginny,
watching them.
“Third language? I didn’t know I knew a second.”
“Sure: English, Susan Speak, and Gibberish.”
“You’re missing out, Ginny, you really are.”
“Everyone, please give a round of applause for the students from Durmstrang!”
shouted Albus, and the doors to the hall flew open. In marched a dozen or so brown
clothed young men, tapping walking sticks in rhythm and sending up magical sparks at
the base. They spun them and did a sort of manly strut through the center of the hall,
where they stood at attention in front of the professor’s table.
“Oh, very nice,” squealed Ginny.
“I simply find myself wondering what brown can do for me,” mused Susan,
thinking of a certain corporate slogan.
“I don’t think it would be very flattering,” said Hermione looking her over critically.

“Eh, you’re probably right.”
The headmaster of the school was warmly received by Albus, and they were
introduced to the Hogwarts students. Now that their entrance routine was done they
seemed a bit out of place, glancing around nervously. As they were led to the table it
seemed someone hadn’t thought very far ahead, as they didn’t know what to do with
their staffs. Several clattered to the floor as the Durmstrang students tried to prop them
up beside themselves at the table. Karkaroff rolled his eyes and gathered them all up.
“Wait a second, that’s Viktor Krum,” said Ron. “He’s still at school? I didn’t know
that.”
“Who?” asked Susan.
“You know- oh right, you don’t follow Quidditch. The seeker from the Cup? Got
the Snitch, lost his team the match? Ringing any bells?”
“Oh him. I’m surprised they allow a student to play professionally like that. But I
suppose if he had Prodigy like I did…”
“They would be fools not to, he’s a great Seeker!”
“Okay, so he has a good Perception roll, big deal. Once he spots the Snitch it’s
all up to the broom he’s riding anyway, right?”
“No, there’s- um, you know! And that- other thing- that’s really important?”
“When you put it that way, I see I was a fool to even question the game. You’ve
converted me Ron, well done.”
“Humph.”
“And now that same welcome for the students from Beauxbatons!” Albus yelled,
and again, a dozen new students all dressed in a light blue seemed to float into the hall.
They too did a sort of march, but with greater leanings towards fluid movements like a
ballet than marching into battle. Susan watched them appreciably as their knee length
skirts swirled and twirled with their movements.
“Now we’re talking,” she remarked.
“You got that right,” said Ron, eyes fixed on one girl in particular.
Following them was a woman at least a +1 size modifier bigger, and she was
introduced as Madam Maxime.
“Hey, Professor Hagrid finally can look someone in the eye without stooping
over,” said Ginny.
She too was welcomed to sit, and the Beauxbaton students sat at their table.
“Welcome to all of you,” said Albus. “I hope you find our little castle comfortable
during your stay. We’re extremely pleased to have you have here, and I’m sure
everyone will be welcoming. Please don’t hesitate to ask anyone if you get lost or need
assistance, cooperation between nations is what the tournament is all about.”
“No, it’s about beating the pants, or skirts, as it were, off the other teams,” said
Ron.
“That would add a nice twist,” said Susan. “The person that gets the least points
in an event has to do the next one naked.”
“After the feast I will be announcing the rules and regulations regarding the
tournament itself, but for now, let us eat!”
As usual, the tables filled with food, and everyone started taking what they
wanted from what was near them.

About twenty minutes later, Professor Hagrid came in, his hands bandaged. He
looked around and made straight for Susan.
“Sorry to ask this during the feast and all,” he said to her, crouching down, “But if
you could just have a look at my hand? Poor creatures don’t know their own strength
yet, and a couple of them got me pretty good.”
“The Skrewts did this?” Susan said, appalled, as she unwound the makeshift
bandage. His hand was pretty torn up, and one jagged scratch started to bleed again. It
looked like a large burn across some of his fingers too.
And he should be taking half damage because of his size, or doesn’t it work like
that here?
“Healing,” she cast, and the wounds closed up. He wiped the blood off with the
rag.
“Ah, that’s much better. Thanks, Susan.”
“Any time. You want to look your best, after all.” She pointed over to where
Madam Maxime was sitting, who had taken an interest in Rubeus as he had come in.
“Oh my!” he said, looking over at her.
It seemed the others at the table had also taken an interest, and one of the more
beautiful girls at the Beauxbaton table grabbed her upper arm and winced a little. She
leaned over to Madam Maxime and they had a quiet conversation, and Maxime waved
her off. She rose and headed for Susan as Rubeus joined the head table.
“Excuse me, I wonder if I might speak to you a moment,” said the girl to Susan.
She had an outrageous French accent, which will not be attempted in text because
that’s really hard to read, honestly. Ron was staring at her, and Susan was glad she
didn’t have any sort of weakness like Lecherous or things might have gone badly for
her.
“Of course!” said Susan. “I’m Susan, it’s nice to meet you.”
“I am Fleur, and it is nice to meet you as well. I saw you make the healing magic
just now, is that a specialty of yours?”
“You could say that. Do you need healing?”
“Yes, but not here, it is a little embarrassing. If I could meet you somewhere later
and show you?”
“Of course! After dinner we can go up to my dorm room. Come meet me and I’ll
take you up there.”
“Thank you very much, I will.” She went back to her table.
“You shouldn’t help them,” said Hermione. “Let them get healed by their own
healers.”
“Hermione, I’m shocked at you. If there’s someone that needs healing, I’m gonna
do it.”
“You just want to be alone with her.”
“I don’t deny that, but Myrtle might take offense to it. My aims are purely
medical.”
“Where is Myrtle anyway?”
“She’s shy around new people, she decided to stay in her bathroom for the
night.”
“I think she’s a Veela!” said Ron, finally tearing his eyes away from her.

“She can’t be,” said Hermione.
“Are you sure about that?”
As Fleur made her back to her table many heads turned to watch her go.
“She’s just someone they haven’t seen before.”
“If you say so, Hermione.”
While that had gone on, two more people came into the room and sat down by
Albus at the head table, Ludo and Mr. Crouch. Ludo looked a bit haggard, almost like
Professor Lupin the year before, though not as thin, and Mr. Crouch sat ramrod straight
as usual. They seemed to speak cordially with Albus, and soon the moment had arrived.
“The moment has arrived,” he said, standing and walking towards the large
covered object that seemed to be wheeling itself into the room. It stopped in front of the
head table.
Albus then introduced Ludo and Bartemius and explained their role in setting the
tournament up and approving the challenges for the contestants. He then tapped the
box with his wand, and it seemed to melt away, revealing an ancient looking, jewel
incrusted, golden chalice full of flames.
“To submit oneself, simply write your name upon a slip of parchment, and drop it
into the flames. Twenty four hours from now the three students judged by the magic to
be best suited for the tasks will be returned.
“Now, I know that some of you under the age of 17 may wish to put forth your
names but I caution you against doing so. I myself will be placing an Age Line around
the cup which will deny access to anyone not of age. I fully expect some of you to try,
however, and wish you luck in your endeavor. Let me know how it turns out for you.
“Finally, even those over 17 must give tremendous thought to entering. Should
your name fly from the cup next evening, you will be required to see the tournament
through to the end. Make sure that you are ready to play, and ready to… experience a
great deal of pain should your skills not prove to be sufficient to the tasks. I believe that
is all. A good night to you, and good luck.”
Albus began drawing a line in the air with his wand, which he walked around the
cup, creating a circle. It hung in space, shimmering white and daring anyone under 17
to cross.
“So, can your magic get us across that line?” asked Fred, and he and George
walked over to Susan. The majority of people made the motions to leave, but in reality
were stalling to see if anyone was going to immediately put their name in. Everyone that
was meanwhile was waiting for someone else to make the first move.
“Yeah, a quick Teleportal over the cup, and we can just drop our names in without
crossing the line,” said George.
“Boys, I am impressed that for once, you have finally decided to think with magic
first. But in this case, I really see no need for magic at all. And I am certainly not going
to help you do what you have been expressly forbidden to do, because then either I
would have to help everyone underage, not just you, or get in major trouble. Earn your
money the old fashioned way- give the people what they want, at a price they are willing
to pay.”
“How could we get by it without magic?” asked Fred.
“If you don’t see it, I’m certainly not going to tell you. I’ll give you a hint though, if

you’re dead set on doing this.”
“Go on,” said George.
“You play Quidditch.”
“That’s our hint?” asked Fred.
“That’s your hint. Take it or leave it. Now, if you’ll excuse me, some of us have
already made friends with the visiting students.”
Moments later, Fleur came over to her, looking shy.
“Come on, it’s this way,” said Susan, smiling at her. They went up to the dorms,
basically alone because of everyone hanging around the cup. Working out the riddle to
enter the common room, Susan led Fleur inside.
“This is, um, very nice,” she said, looking around. Puzzles of every kind from
Rubex Cubes to magical, twisted shapes sat on shelves all around the room. Books
also featured prominently, with many shelves groaning under the weight.
“Who is this?” asked Myrtle as she floated towards Susan from the fire.
“This is Fleur, one of the exchange students that’s going to enter the contest. She
saw me healing Professor Hagrid and wanted me to heal her. And I just thought of
another way to enter the tournament I bet the Headmaster didn’t think of. Fleur, this is
Myrtle, a very good friend of mine who happens to be a ghost.”
“You have befriend a ghost? Customs are quite different here, aren’t they?”
“Not really. I’m probably the only human that hangs out with a ghost on a regular
basis. It’s too bad, too, Myrtle is good company.”
“Really? I would never have guessed. Now what’s this about tricking the cup?”
asked Fleur.
“It’s that age line,” explained Susan. “It assumes you’re going to be right next to
the cup when you drop your name in. But write your name on a piece of parchment and
then crumple it up into a ball, and I bet you could toss it into the cup from outside the
line.”
“It must be spelled against such trickery!”
“I have no idea. But even if that didn’t work, you could have a ghost levitate the
parchment for you. They could cross the age line, as some ghosts are hundreds of
years old.”
“But a ghost cannot exert such control over the physical world, could they?”
“Myrtle?”
She looked around the room, selecting a small metal puzzle that had been
undone. She concentrated and held out a hand towards it. Relaxing, the room got a little
colder and one half the puzzle started to float into the air. She held it, straining.
“But this is amazing,” said Fleur. “I never thought a ghost could do more than a
single burst of such energies!”
“She’s been practicing. I’ve been giving her some tips as well, so she’s really
started to get good at it. She started with a feather, you know.”
It dropped to the ground.
“That was the heaviest thing I’ve ever lifted, you know?”
“You must have worked hard, to come that far.”
“I did. Thank you for noticing.”
“I will have to meet some of the ghosts in my school, to see if any are as

remarkable is… what did you say your name was?”
“Myrtle.”
“Myrtle then. It was nice to meet you.”
“So, can you tell me what you need healed?”
“Not here, someone could come in.”
“All right, come up to my dorm room.”
Susan, Fleur and Myrtle went up the stairs, and Susan opened the door to the
right chamber. Sparkle looked over at her from her place on the bed, then put her head
down again.
“Why all the secrecy?” asked Susan.
“As I said, it is rather embarrassing. Please, I will have to show you.”
“All right,” Susan said, wondering what exactly she was going to be shown. Fleur
looked around, then started to undress.
“You’re staring,” whispered Myrtle.
“So are you,” Susan whispered back.
“It is all right,” said Fleur, undoing her blouse. “I am being stared at all the time,
so I am used to it.”
“I’m sorry, I know I shouldn’t, but- what in the world?”
As Fleur took off her top she turned around, and three long, diagonal slashes
were running across her back. “This is not all,” she said sadly. She sat down and pulled
off her leggings, showing another set of scratches on her lower leg. She turned her arm,
and there was another deep scratch there. She could see with her 13 on First Aid they
were obviously infected. She gingerly touched the one on Fleur’s leg, and she winced.
“What did you do to get these?”
“I love to swimming,” she said, looking away from Susan. “Where our school is
there is very beautiful lake. Much like the lake outside your school. But I would not want
to swim there, it looks quite uninviting.”
“Go on.” Susan looked at the one on her arm.
“I snuck out one night a few days ago and went swimming. This is of course, how
you say, prohibited? Yes? But the moonlight called to me and I could not resist. But I
was attacked by something in the water, I know not what. I got away, as you can see,
but I have paid the price for my disobeying the rules.”
“Why didn’t you just ask for healing- Oh, because you knew you were a
candidate for the Tournament by that time, right?”
She sadly nodded.
“And if anyone learned that you broke the rules, you would have been passed
over for someone else. I understand.”
“I stopped the bleeding as best I could, but working magic on yourself, it is not
working too well.”
“Yes, a rather curious weakness in your magic.”
“My magic?” She seemed confused. “Don’t we have the same- it does not matter.
I’m am afraid to put my name in because I know I will not do by best with these wounds.
But if I do not I will be called a coward and told someone could have come in my place
who would have put their name in. Please, I know you have no reason to, and I may
compete against your champion, but can you heal me?”
The Healing spell heals damage, all right. The problem is she’s more than just

damaged. In fact, healing her with that magic would be worse because I would heal this
infection up under her skin even more. Susan put her hand on Fleur’s forehead. Feels
warm, she might be running a fever because of it. I could use Alleviation but I wonder if
she’ll appreciate being stabbed with a dagger? Eh, it’s night time, and I still have the
majority of my energy. I’ll just do it that way.
“Can you keep a secret- wait, stupid question. You did keep one. Sparkle, I don’t
want to take the ten minutes.”
Sparkle got up and stretched, yawning. “Energetic Accumulation?” she asked.
Susan was looking at Fleur out of the corner of her eyes. She was rewarded by
her looking around to see who spoke.
“Fleur, this is Sparkle, a very old friend of mine. Sparkle, Fleur, perhaps a new
friend of mine.”
“Your cat? You are introducing me to your cat?”
“Oh, not just a cat,” said Sparkle. “I’m a wizard myself, thank you very much.”
“How can a cat be a wizard? I have not known you five minutes and already you
have showed me two impossible things.”
“Strap in, Fleur, it’s going to be a heck of a ride from here on out.”
“She’s not joining Team Susan, is she?” Myrtle asked, pouting.
“Well, she already proved she can break the rules when she needs to. And she
got away from whatever did this,” she touched the scratches on her back again. “She’s
considered for the tournament, so she must be a pretty good spellcaster. Unless you
can think of a good reason she shouldn’t, I would say it was up to her.”
“Fine. If you like her so much why don’t you marry her?” Myrtle said angrily,
turning away and heading for the wall.
“Phase,” said Susan, touching her bracelet. She made an unarmed attack, with
energy, against Myrtle and got a 15 (out of 28) grabbing Myrtle’s hand.
“Let go!” said Myrtle, struggling.
Fleur gasped.
“Never,” said Susan, spinning her around and gripping her shoulders. “Myrtle, I
will never let go of you. Put the past in the past, remember? I’m here, and nothing will
change that. No matter how many people are in Team Susan, no matter how beautiful
they might be, they will never make me leave you. Okay?”
“You mean it?”
Susan nodded.
Myrtle seemed to take a deep breath. “I’m very jealous of you, just so you know,”
she said to Fleur.
“There is no need, really. I will not try to,” she grinned, “steal Susan away from
you.”
“Well, as long as you understand. I guess she could join, if she wanted.” She
pulled her hand away and the magic, requested until she wasn’t touching Myrtle
anymore, receded leaving her unghostlike again.
“Thank you.”
“How are you touching a ghost?”
“What, three impossible things is just too much for one night?” Susan asked with
a grin. “Anyway, let’s get on with the healing before someone comes.”
“Yes, and before I see a forth impossible thing.”

Sparkle shook her head. “She really has no idea, does she?”
“I envy her innocence,” said Susan.
With a healthy dose of Energetic Accumulation by Sparkle, Susan cut the time
down on Alleviation down to a minute, touched Fleur, and could not possibly fail to heal
her.
Fleur relaxed as the wounds on her body disappeared, and her fever dropped.
“I feel so much better now!” she said, looking herself over in the mirror on the
wall. “The wounds, they are completely gone. I don’t even see a scar! Thank you very
much!” She ran over and kissed Susan on both cheeks.
“Don’t mention it,” she said, swooning a little. Fleur hastily got dressed again.
“Can you lead me back to the main gate? We are staying in our carriage, it is enchanted
to be rooms on the inside.”
“What do you think? We’ve blown her mind, shall we finish the job?” Susan asked
Sparkle.
“Eh, she’ll see it sooner or later.”
“Prepare yourself. Teleportal,” Susan cast, putting the hole in the air behind her
and opening it to the castle grounds just outside the main gate. Fleur tentatively stepped
through.
“I am outside with a single step!” she exclaimed. “Your magic- have I not been
studying hard enough or is Hogwarts magic just that much more powerful?”
“This is Susan magic. Maybe someday I’ll explain it to you.”
She shook her head. “I hope you can. Thank you again. And whatever Team
Susan is, sign me up, okay?” She turned and ran towards the carriage, and Susan
dropped the spell.
When you meet a brand new friend, it opens up a world. A world whose
brightness never ends, it opens up a world. Susan got that song stuck in her head the
rest of the night until she fell asleep.

46
You knew it was coming
Time: The next day
Place: Great Hall
The next day Susan introduced her new friend Fleur to the rest of the group.
“Everyone, this is Fleur, a potential candidate for Team Susan, Fleur, these are
my friends. Harry Potter, yes that Harry Potter, who has lived next to me all my life.”
“Nice to meet you. And it’s Harry’s Heroes, don’t let you fool you.”
“This is Ron, part of clan Weasley.”
“Hi,” said Ron, a dreamy expression on his face.
“He’s usually a bit more talkative. Weird. This is Hermione, who I consider my
intellectual equal.”
“Can I get your feeling on Elf rights?”
“Not now Hermione. And this is Ginny, another of clan Weasley and the youngest
member of the group.”
“Nice to metcha! And we’re the Chaos Legion, don’t let her fool you.”
Susan bent down to whisper in Ginny’s ear.
“That’s been taken? Less Wrong? What are you talking about?”
More whispering.
“Fine, we’re Discord’s Lieutenants then?” She looked questioningly at Susan.
“Exactly, but I do have to wonder if that isn’t taking the joke too far…”
“That brohoof thing wasn’t?”
“Anyway, that’s the team. We fight crime and then fade into the night.”
“Isn’t that batman?” asked Susan.
“I thought that was the Ninja Turtles,” said Hermione. “Or maybe Darkwing Duck.”
“You are all crazy,” said Fleur.
“Hi,” said Ron.
“Snap out of it Ron,” said Hermione.
“Hi- wait a minute, I want to see her credentials!” said Ron. “She can’t just walk
into Ron’s Able League of Fighters (or RALF) just like that,” he snapped his fingers. “For
all we know she’s an enemy agent!”
“An enemy agent?” said Ginny. “Don’t be absurd big brother.”
But Susan’s words echoed in her mind. “How hard would it be for a dark wizard
to take the place of one of these students and sabotage the whole thing? Polyjuice
potion exists, after all. The only way to really tell that someone has been replaced is by
catching them at some behavior they wouldn’t normally display.” She came right over to
me, but those wounds were real, right? Would a dark wizard really have the foresight to
take someone’s place, get wounded, and then come here knowing I would probably
consent to heal them?
“I guess there’s only one way to find out,” said Hermione.
“What, some kind of hazing ritual?” said Ginny, eyes shining with excitement.
“No, just make sure she doesn’t drink anything for the next hour and a half.
Polyjuice would wear off after that time.”
“Good thinking,” said Susan. “And anyway, we’re not entering, remember? So
why would an enemy agent infiltrate our group?”

“Get you alone some time and then *blam* it’s the end of RALF,” said Ron.
“Then she missed her opportunity,” said Susan, “As we were alone, in a manner
of speaking, last night. Myrtle was with us, I don’t know if she counts. I think you’re
taking Professor Moody’s lessons a bit too seriously, Ron.”
“She’s still from a different school, and we Hogwarters have to stick together.”
“Hogwarters?” said Ginny.
“It’s a thing.”
“Ron, unless, and until her name comes out of that cup, she’s just a visiting
student from another school. And she should be shown every courtesy, as I’m sure she
would have done if the situation were reversed.”
“And if her name does come out of the cup?” asked Harry.
“Then I will cheer her on as I would any of my friends, because friends are more
important than some silly contest.”
“You have a very odd way of looking at things,” remarked Fleur.
“You know, you are not the first person to tell me that.”
“And she won’t be the last,” said Ron.
Suddenly, in burst Fred and George, looking excited.
“Here we go!” said Fred, brandishing a slip of parchment.
“Into the fire go our hopes and dreams!” said George.
“You guys figured out my clue?” asked Susan.
“Nope, we did the sensible thing and made up some aging potion. We only
needed a drop, we’re almost 17 as it is.”
Great, I’ve finally got people thinking with magic first, and they apply my
teachings to a situation that would benefit from less magic, not more.
“That’ll never work,” said Hermione. “You think a spell cast by the Headmaster
himself is going to be fooled by a couple of fifth year students?”
“I guess we’ll find out!” said Fred.
Naturally enough it didn’t work, and Susan shook her head as they were led off,
beads proudly leading the way, to the hospital wing.
“How would you have done it?” asked Ginny to Susan.
“I’ll tell you later, I don’t want to give anyone any ideas.”
A moment after that the rest of the Beauxbaton students came in and entered
their names, and Fleur shyly joined them. She got some weird looks, having been in the
hall already with the Hogwarts students. She got some dark looks as they all trooped
out again as Fleur hung back.
“Go on if you want, I hate to cause you strife with your classmates,” said Susan.
“No, we are supposed to make new friends here, not just go from our carriage
and back.”
Good thing I’m not paranoid, or I might think that was kind of excuse to stay near
us. Still, why bother, right?
“So what’s the plan for today, anyway?” asked Ginny.
“As no one has tried to kill me yet today, my schedule seems a bit open,” replied
Susan. “Why not show Fleur around the castle, maybe visit Rubeus?”
“This someone trying to kill you? It happens often?” asked Fleur, shocked.

Susan slipped an arm through hers and led her off to the entrance. “Let me tell
you about the time Team Susan faced down a dozen angry dwarves on Valentine’s day.”
“You were possessed by He Who Must Not Be Named?” Fleur had one shock
after another as the tour continued (“And here’s where I was almost murdered coming
into the castle the first time” “Here’s where we fought off that sissy troll”) and they were
now near the hut. Ginny was telling Fleur about how she founded Discord’s Lieutenants.
“Oh, call him Voldi, at least, I do,” said Susan.
“Yup, Ron and the others stormed down to save me, and had this gigantic battle
with a basilisk under the school.”
“You are all putting me on,” Fleur said hopefully.
They all smiled and shook their heads.
“Your next line is, what have I gotten myself into,” said Susan.
“What have I gotten myself into?” asked Fleur. “Wait a minute!”
Everyone laughed. “I said the same thing,” said Ginny. “You get used to it.”
“It’s a good thing you aren’t allowed to enter, no one would have any chance
against you with the things you’ve done up to now.”
“Probably.” Susan shrugged. “But come on, you must have had some other
adventures than just a late night swim escape. We’ve told you all about us, now it’s your
turn.” And as it was night time, what were you wearing during this swim?
“Well, there was one time when…”
As they neared the hut they saw Rubeus out playing fetch with his dragon pet.
“Hello all! And I see you’ve made a new friend? That’s great ta see!” he called.
“Just playing with Filbert here. Come on in, I’ll put the kettle on. Filbert, greet our
guests.”
“You have a pet dragon?” said Fleur, hanging back a bit as the dragon lowered
his head to be petted.
“Nah, I tried to raise one, but someone,” he glanced over at the others, “thought I
might get in trouble for having it, them being illegal and all. So we sent him away. No,
this one is just a magical construct. Susan made it for me. Strictly speaking I don’t need
to play with him, but he just seems so real I can’t resist.”
“Yeah, you’re basically just playing with yourself,” said Susan.
Ron snorted.
“Grow up, Ron. Professor, this is Fleur. Fleur, this is professor Hagrid, Care of
Magical Creatures.”
“Nice to meet you.”
“Professor, you look different somehow,” said Ginny. “Are you wearing a suit?”
He was indeed wearing a hairy brown suit, with a very loud green and yellow tie.
“Thought I might smarten myself up a bit while the visitors are around,” he said, a
bit guiltily.
“Perhaps one in particular has caught your eye?” Hermione said shrewdly.
“Don’t know what you’re talking about,” he said evasively.
The girls grinned at each other. The boys were, of course, clueless.
“You haven’t had any more accidents with the Skrewts, have you?” Susan asked
as Rubeus busied himself with tea.

“They’re too interested in killing each other than sticking me,” he replied. “We’re
down to only about twenty of the original hundred. I’ve got them separated now.”
“Are they still getting bigger?”
“Yeah, about three feet long now.”
“Three feet? How big are they going to get?”
“Won’t know until they stop growing, will we?”
Is he trying to paint with all the colors of the wind or something? I think we should
just cut them down so we’ll never know.
Conversation turned to the tournament, and trying to get him to tell them what the
tasks were.
“We could have a champion right here, you know. I can’t say anything in front of
her!”
Finally it was time for the second feast in two days, and the unveiling of the
names. On the way back, Susan started to get a very bad feeling about things. I really
hope someone didn’t sneak my name into that stupid cup. I wouldn’t put it past them
though. All that protesting I did would have just egged them on to try it.
They made their way back to the castle and sat down at their customary places,
and Team Susan wished Fleur luck. Some more enthusiastically than others, of course,
but they all did. She thanked them, especially for showing her around and treating her
like everyone else, and joined her classmates at their table.
Wonder if she is left out of things because of how beautiful she is. Like people
feel they can’t approach her? Or they just want to get into her pants? I guess beauty is
as much of a curse as brains are to boys growing up.
“Attention, everyone,” said Albus when the food was cleared away. “I know
you’ve all been looking forward to this moment, and we should have the results directly.
Now, if your name is called please proceed to the next chamber where you will receive
your first instructions. And with that…” He got out his wand and waved it about, dimming
the lights in the room until the goblet was the brightest light in the place. Tension
mounted as the seconds ticked by. Albus made a show of peering into the cup, giving
little gasps as though it was doing something. All eyes in the room were rapt upon him.
Susan giggled a bit, He does know how to work a room, doesn’t he?
Suddenly the flames from the cup turned red, and a charred piece of parchment
was flung into the air. Albus snatched it out and studied it.
Catching something that tiny and fluttering about would be pretty hard. Has the
headmaster raised his Catching skill for some reason?
He turned the name upside down, tilted his head side to side, and squinted at it.
Susan was about to shout “Just read it already!” when he said “Fleur Delacour.”
Fleur’s eyes went wide, and she popped up out of her seat. She flashed a grin at
Susan, who smiled back, and she lightly ran off into the side room to scattered
applause.
Another piece of parchment was spewed out, and again, Albus caught it without
apparent difficulty.

What’s the headmaster’s RESolve, I wonder. Is he just putting energy into
COOrdination?
“Viktor Krum.” There was much more applause this time, and he took a great bow
before stepping off into the other chamber.
Now for the moment of truth.
A third parchment was released like a duck in a 1984 video game where you
shoot two ducks or a dog laughs at you. A third time Albus caught the paper.
He frowned.
He stared.
Oh, goddess above, please no.
He pondered.

He cogitated.

I swear, someone will die for this!
“Susan Felton.”
“NO!” shouted Susan, jumping up from her seat and making an X across her
body. “No! No! A thousand times no!”
“Susan, you must-”
“No!” Susan angrily stood on her seat, glaring about the room. “Who did it? Who
put my name in that stupid cup? I told you time and time again I wanted nothing to do
with this tournament. I don’t know who you are, but I will find you, and I will make you
pay. You will pay in blood. Fess up now and I might go easy on you. Who was it?!”
She tried to look around, but everyone seemed as confused as she was.
“I must protest as well,” said Igor (Karkoroff), standing up. “This girl is obviously
too young.”
“I’m afraid the rules are clear,” said Albus, when another shock tore through the
crowd. The cup spat out another name, and Albus reached out automatically to grab it.
“Harry Potter,” he said, as the cup finally went silent.
Now there was pandemonium. Igor and Madam Maxime were shouting at Albus.
Severus, for a wonder, was quietly laughing, the first time Susan had ever seen him
even remotely show anything but disdain for anything. Students were cheering Harry,
and many were protesting their innocence to Susan before she started busting the place
up.
“Silence, please!” cried Albus.
The din went on.
“Silence!” he roared, sending a gout of fire into the air with his wand. Silence
descended.
“Susan and Harry, I must speak to you. Please come up here.”

Susan hopped down angrily and glared at everyone she passed as she made her
way over to Albus. Harry just seemed shocked and looked like he might be sick.
“Come along, through here,” said Albus, leading the way into the next room. Both
followed.
The other two champions stepped back, obviously they had come to the door to
see what all the noise was about. Susan glared at Fleur.
Wait, she couldn’t have done it. I saw her pull out the parchment she used and
write her name. But maybe she palmed another piece, and put two in together? But
why? The anger seemed to drain out of her.
“Fleur, I’m sorry to have to ask you this, but did you, however well meaning, put
my name into the cup?”
“No, how could you even ask me such a thing?”
“Because-” Wait, she doesn’t know my last name. I never told her that, I’m sure
of it. “No, you’re right, there was no way you could have. I’m sorry to have suspected
you. I was just angry, and I had no right to be angry at you. Can you forgive me?”
“It is all right, I can see how distraught you were. But what about him?”
“That is exactly what I would like to know,” said Albus, as Ludo and the other
teachers from the head table came in. “I take it you have no explanation Susan?”
“I swear upon my magic, Headmaster, that I did not try the half dozen methods of
defeating your age line I thought of in the first five minutes to place any name,
especially mine, into the cup. Nor did I tell anyone those methods.” She considered a
second. “Anyone underage, that is. I shared one method with Fleur here, but she got in
anyway so-“
“What methods?” asked Ludo. “Are you saying the age line wasn’t enough?”
“It shouldn’t even have slowed anyone down. It was more psychological than
anything else, in my estimation.”
“Please explain,” said Albus.
“Sure. Put the slip of paper on a long stick and shove it over the cup. Shake it off.
“Levitate the piece of paper over the cup.
“Crumple the paper into a ball and throw it into the cup from a distance.
“Have a ghost levitate the paper into the cup.
“Ride a broom through the room so as not to touch the age line, and put your
name into the cup.
“Bribe an older student to pass the age line and put your name, rather than
theirs, into the cup.
“Write your name on the back of a slip of parchment. Offer someone who is going
to enter a quill loaded with disappearing ink and hope they don’t notice the name on the
other side. They write their name down, and it disappears leaving the first name to come
out of the cup.
“Put a student under the Imperius curse and have them-”
“Enough!” said Albus. “I think we get the point.”
“Are you sure? I hadn’t really put that much thought into it. I’m sure I could come
up with some really convoluted plans if those simple ones didn’t pan out.”
“Yes, I’m sure you could.”
“The fact remains,” said Igor, “that Hogwarts now has two champions, not one,
and both have somehow bypassed the age restriction. Both of them should be released

and a new champion selected from your school.”
“You know as was well as I do that’s impossible, Igor.”
“No,” said Susan. They turned to look at her. “Please tell me you weren’t-”
Stupid? “foolish enough to use a magical object with a Contract spell put into it. Tell me
it was just a figure of speech when you said all that stuff about us having to compete
without fail if our name came out.”
“That is, if I take your meaning properly, exactly the case.”
“Seriously? What possible reason could you have for using such an object? Just
tell people they can’t back out. Why mystically force them to continue if, for example,
they get too hurt to do so?”
“I assure you there are reasons.”
Great, the standard ‘because I said so’ adult answer. Super. I had thought you
were above such things, Headmaster. It seems I was wrong.
“So what do we do about it,” asked Minerva. “Change the contest?”
“I say we let them compete,” said Alastor. “Bait the trap nicely, if you kids forgive
the analogy.”
“What trap? What are you talking about?” asked Igor.
“Someone put their names into the cup. Don’t ask me how Harry’s came out, it
should have ended with three names, and that was that. Susan I can understand
because of her enormous magical capacity, she would have naturally been selected if
her name went in. The question I ask myself when I’m faced with an odd situation is
‘who stands to gain the most?’ Who stands to gain from Harry and Susan being in this
competition? Susan, I’ve heard, has been dodging assassination attempts since setting
foot here, so that’s the continuation of a mystery, not a new one. Harry, of course, is the
enemy of every Death Eater on the planet, so I’m sure any one of them would be happy
to see him perish in this thing.”
“But how would they have gotten in?” asked Ludo.
“Ask Sirius how he got in,” said Susan. “I’m sure there are many ways, both
magical and not, that someone could get into this castle.”
“All of this is irrelevant,” said Igor. “The scales must be balanced. We shall simply
resubmit every member of our school until each school has two champions.”
“I agree,” said Maxime.
“We do not have the space or resources to double the amount of participants.
Even adding one more will be a strain,” said Albus.
“The events are months apart, are you really saying you couldn’t have three one
day, and the next three the next?” asked Susan.
“But then we would need two cups, and 2000 Galleons in prize money.”
“Not really. It’s judged by points, I highly doubt two people will perform exactly the
same in all three events, leading to a tie.”
“The more practical problem is that the cup won’t accept any more names. It’s
spelled only to activate at the beginning of a tournament.”
“So just pick a student at random! Or better yet, redo the Contract we’re now all
under and release us from it. Then do things properly, and just draw names from a hat
rather than relying on a rather dodgy ancient magical artifact.”
“It’s not that simple.”
“It seems to be that Susan here is adamant about not participating, or at the very

least making sure the contest is fair. I only hear her coming up with solutions, but I only
hear you making excuses why they won’t work. Why is that, Albus?” asked Igor. “I
hesitate to suggest this is your doing, directly.”
“Then don’t.”
“It does seem suspicious,” said Maxime.
“He probably can’t help it,” said Susan. “He’s probably being manipulated by this
Contract magic the same as we are, as the host.”
They looked doubtful.
“You’re awfully quiet about the whole thing,” Alastor said to Harry. “What’s your
take on the whole situation?”
Everyone looked over at him. “What can I say? It seems out of my hands.
Susan’s magic might be able to break this Contract I’ve apparently been put under, but I
can’t. Susan can power her way through any challenge, I have no doubt. I can’t. I came
this year expecting to play Quidditch, and go to classes, and maybe have some
adventures with Susan, like always. Now I’m in the middle of some big blow up between
schools that are supposed to be working together in a friendly competition.”
The other two headmasters looked away.
“If I’m stuck for it, fine, I’ll do my best. But I want to know how both our names got
in there, that’s for sure.”
“That’s the spirit!” said Ludo. “As it seems Albus is just as determined for it to go
on as Susan is for it to not, and Albus has the final say, it seems it goes on. Shall we get
on with the instructions?”
“I suppose,” said Barty, who had been silent all this time. (He was, after all, just
an Auror)
“I can’t tell you much about the first task because that’s part of the first task.
Testing your daring in the face of the unknown. I can tell you it will take place November
24th, and it will be done in front of an audience. You may not ask for help of any kind
from anyone to complete the tasks. You will face the first challenge with only your
wands-”
“Can we drink potions beforehand?” Susan asked.
“No, you cannot. Once the first task is complete, you will have the information
you need to perform the second. Also, you are exempted from end of year tests. Any
other questions?”
“Can we wear jewelry?”
“I suppose,” he said, looking confused. “But the only magic you can perform
should come from a wand.”
“Uh, I don’t use a wand in my magic, as the ministry well knows.”
“I think we are going to have to redefine the rules for Susan,” said Albus. “I can
see at least three ways she could complete the first task without stepping one inch from
the starting position. We’ll let you know of any additional restrictions before the event.”
“So, basically they can use all the magic they know, but I can’t use all the magic I
know. That seems fair,” said Susan angrily.
“My dear, this is meant to be a game. Games, by definition, must have arbitrary
rules, otherwise why play them at all? And to be clear they will not be able to use all the
magic at their command, the task will be proof against some forms of magic. As we
cannot spell things against your magic at present, we must rely on your sense of fair

play to make things more even.”
“Fine, whatever. But I’m keeping this-” She jingled her bracelet at him. “No matter
what you say. We can negotiate buffs by Sparkle later. I’ll argue she’s a part of me, like
my arm, while I’m sure you will argue the opposite.”
“Yes, we can discuss that later.”
“That seems to be everything,” said Ludo. “Good luck to you all.”
“Wait,” said Susan, as the two kids and their headmasters went to leave. “I want
to apologize to both of you. I swear to you, this is not what I wanted. Especially you,
Fleur. Having you be opposite me during this tournament is not what I had in mind. I
wanted to root for you, and I was really glad it was you that was chosen. I’ll still root for
you, honestly, because I have no desire to win this despite the ease with which I
probably will do so. But I understand if you want to break it off with Team Susan.”
She thought for a moment. “After hearing your stories, it seems to me you attract
this sort of thing in your life. I do not hold it against you.”
“Thank you!”
“May the best woman win.”
“May the best woman win!” she echoed. They shook hands, and she nodded to
Victor as he went past. The other teachers left as well, leaving only Susan, Harry and
Albus in the room.
“So what now?” asked Susan. “Make some kind of statement we’re both stuck for
it and we’re looking into how our names were pulled? Is there any way to query the cup
for what name would have been given apart from mine? Maybe it could be taken back
to that point and now that our names are out of it, we just take the next name it spits
out? What about going back in time with a Time Turner and removing our names
invisibly from the cup before it starts spitting them out? We have six hours after all.”
Wait though, how would paradox be resolved in that case, we wouldn’t know to do that
without my name coming out... Oh, and they’re supposed to be top secret which is why
Harry is looking at me funny. “Forget I said that one.”
“You really don’t want to compete in this, do you?”
“Really? You’re finally picking up on that? It’s going to be watched. For all I know,
it’s going to broadcast somehow to every wizard home in the world. I don’t want
questions raised about my magic at this point. Remember that our original plan was to
keep it as quiet as possible? That story Quirinus made up saved me from having to do
that, but if someone really starts digging into it, they’ll know that’s a lie. You guys treat
people without magic like they’re animals, even though they outnumber you thousands
to one. I can’t imagine what would happen if people found out I could cure any disease,
kill Dementors, summon up magical creatures to fight for me. Would you embrace my
magic, or vilify it? Would people be picketing outside the school to have me killed, or
lining up to be blessed? I don’t know, and I don’t relish finding out.”
“Would you mustard finding out?”
Susan gaped at him.
“Sorry, I guess that was in poor taste. Anyway, you better hurry if you want to
catsup to your classmates.”
“Headmaster, this is no time for jokes. We’re in a honey of a situation here,” said
Harry.
“We better stop, Susan looks like she’s ready to assault us.”

“Your brains have broken, it’s the only explanation.”
“Don’t worry Susan, I’m sure things will work out in the end.”
“Oh, they’ll work out. It’s working out for good or ill that I’m concerned about.”
“We can talk more about thing tomorrow.”
“Very well. I’m going directly up to my dorm room. You want a lift, Harry?”
“That’s probably for the best. I don’t need my entire house staring daggers at
me.”
“Good night, Headmaster.”
“Good night you two.”
“Good night.”
Harry stepped through Susan’s Teleportal to his dorm, and then Susan made one
for herself. Both were troubled be the events of that evening, and wondered what else
would possibly go wrong before the first month of school was even over.

47
Making the papers
Time: The next day (again)
Place: Ravenclaw Dorm
Time seems to be moving very slowly, thought Susan, waking up the next day.
Time was I would be fast forwarding through months at a time, now it seems like I’ve
had several adventures over the past few days. Weird.
She wasn’t looking forward to explaining things to everyone, but she got up and
dressed, then made her way down to the great hall for some breakfast. As she entered
the room, conversation stopped and everyone looked over at her. There was a brief
pause, and then everyone started whispering and leaning closer to each other.
I’m not sure what I expected.
Susan sat down and helped herself to a bagel, waiting for Harry to come down.
When he finally did, Susan had to wonder: Is that what I look like right now?
He gratefully sat down next to her. The whispering and pointing increased.
“He doesn’t believe me,” he said, without preamble.
“It is unbelievable, even for us. I’m not sure I believe it myself yet.”
Harry laughed. “Yeah, I know what you mean. But I thought, after all we had been
though, that I could count on him to be at my side.”
“It just goes to show, you just don’t know people, in the end.”
“You got that right.”
“I mean, you learn who your true friends are in a situation like this.”
“Yes, exactly. That’s exactly what I said to him.”
“I actually think I came into the middle of this conversation. Who are we talking
about here?”
“Ron of course!”
“Wait, Ron believes you somehow put your name into the cup?”
“That’s what I’ve been saying!”
“I wondered why he didn’t come down with you. So what are you going to do?”
“I don’t know, there’s no magic that can fix this.”
“Sure there is. A quick memory charm to make him forget he doubted you, and
*poof* he’s back to being your friend.”
“Never work. Willow tried on that Tara, remember?”
“Oh, we both remember how that worked out.”
“We sure do. Not well.”
“Nope.”
“There you two are!” said a cheerful voice. “What happened to you last night?”
Fred (or George) dropped next to Susan.
“We had a party waiting for you, Harry, but the man of honor, that would be you,
never showed,” said the other.
“Funny that. And who do we know that can open holes in thin air and just be
where they want to be?”
“Our good friend Susan, who, we heard, was also missing in action last night.”
“We were quite concerned, actually.”
“Heard rumors you had both been expelled.”

“Who did you hear that from?” asked Susan.
“Oh, it’s all over the castle.”
“So what’s the story?”
“Yeah, are you competing or not?”
“Ugh, here we go, the first of a million tellings of what happened,” said Harry. “But
I suppose we better get used to it.”
“Wait a second,” said Susan. “I’ve just had a brilliant idea!”
“Something to get us out of it?” Harry said excitedly.
“I wish. No, something to make sure we don’t have to tell the story over and over
again. Fred and George, you’ll hear it when everyone hears it. Harry, come with me.”
Susan grabbed Harry and dragged him out of the room. “But my breakfast,” he
cried longingly.
Moments later, they stood in front of Dumbledore’s desk. He has listened to their
idea with interest after putting his own work away.
“A school newspaper?” he said, surprised.
“Exactly. We need to tell our side of the story, and unless we spend the rest of
our lives telling groups of two or three students it will never get out. I propose a school
newspaper, to be printed on demand when a story warrants attention. Like now, for
instance! Lots of schools do it, it’s a great tool for those who want to work in the news
industry to get some experience. I’ll write the first story about the events surrounding the
Tournament, and Harry can rustle up some people to do interviews and such of the
other champions. I’m certain there will be interest. What do you say?”
Albus looked taken aback. “You’re actually signing up to do more work?”
“I’m just getting the paper started. Maybe it’ll only have one issue, I don’t know.
Once people are found to do all the things a paper needs done, I’ll just be a reader like
everyone else. Trust me, this way saves me time, because I don’t have to tell what
happened a million times, I can just say ‘that information is in the paper. Shoo’ and be
done with it.”
“We’ve never had a school paper before. I wonder why? There are spells to
duplicate writings, they aren’t difficult, and not many would need to be printed as they
could be reused. I think it’s a fine idea, and you have my approval. Harry, you go and
get Professor McGonagall and Professor Flitwick, they’ll be able to set up you a space
to get started and teach you the spell for copying the paper. You can then teach it to
others. I’m sure they know of some students who would like to help out, they can get
started gathering articles right away. Susan- you have a lead article to write.”
“I’ll get started.”

And so, that Monday, after a very hectic Sunday, Susan stood next to the paper
she had created as stacks of them flew off a pile (almost literally, many knew
summoning charms) in the great hall at breakfast. The paper was called “Hogwarts
Express News” and the main article read thus:
Scandal at Triwizard choosing!
By Susan Felton

It was a tense Saturday night when the names flitted from the Triwizard Chalice,
and imagine the surprise on the faces of everyone when not one, but two names from
Hogwarts appeared. After the champions, Fleur Delacour and Viktor Krum were
selected, only one more name should have been released from the Chalice. But none
were as surprised as Susan Felton and Harry Potter to hear their names being read by
Headmaster Dumbledore. It seemed that somehow, against their will, both of their
names had been submitted and chosen by the Chalice! Predictably the Headmasters of
the other schools, Igor Karkoroff of Durmstrang and Madam Maxime of Beauxbatons,
were extremely upset by this turn of events. During an intense meeting directly after the
event many possible avenues were explored and rejected due to magics placed upon
the champions through the Chalice. In short, those chosen by the cup are magically
compelled to compete, their willingness to do so or not irrelevant. “I assure you there
are reasons,” Headmaster Dumbledore is quoted as saying, when asked why such
restricting magic is used to insure compliance in the Tournament. He would not
comment further on the matter.
So now, the Triwizard Tournament must contend with several thorny issues. The
main one being two of the now *four* competitors did not want to compete in the first
place. Second, the challenges must be redesigned in a short time to accommodate the
fourth person. Third, both “dark horse” champions are under the age limit set forth by
the rules. Forth, and the point of greatest contention, Hogwarts now has a much better
chance of winning because they have two challengers. One solution to this problem that
has been put forth is to assign full points to the Hogwarts champions and then halve
them, in essence giving Hogwarts a single score, albeit contributed by two people.
Mysteries surround these events. How did the cup give up four names instead of
three? How did the names of Susan and Harry get into the cup in the first place? Where
other underage Hogwarts students placing their names in against the rules through an
oversight on the part of the Headmaster? Susan and Harry have both agreed to give
their best in the contest and try to make their fellow students proud.
“If I’m stuck for it, fine, I’ll do my best.” Harry is quoted as saying. Susan agreed
that, despite the restrictions discussed that would be placed on the use of her magic,
she would not back down from these challenges. “I’m representing my school, and I
won’t do that half way,” she said.
Will Susan be vilified or seen as a victim? Will Harry learn the meaning of his
name being chosen after the three champions were selected? These questions and
more remain to be answered.
The paper had articles written by other people, and interviews of the other
Champions, including Harry. The school learned that Fleur had a younger sister she
was quite protective of, and that Viktor was once scared of heights before he discovered
his aptitude for Quidditch and worked to overcome it. There had been a lot of frantic
work done that Sunday, but it was done by Monday morning, and everyone in the
school was talking about it. It seemed the Hogwarts Express News was a big hit, and
people were just as excited about working on a school paper as they were to read it.
Many offered to volunteer whatever they could, and the paper got its first photographer,
Colin, who started snapping pictures left and right. But then, he always was, but at least

now he had a hat with “press” in the brim, and was grinning like a maniac as he
snapped away.
“And you came up with all this yourself?” asked Hermione, setting the paper
down. It was immediately grabbed up by someone else.
“I came up with the idea for a paper. The layout and stuff was done by others,
hastily assembled like those heroes in the Avengers movie. Though as it was my baby I
sort of oversaw the whole process.”
“I wondered where you were all day yesterday.”
“Sorry about disappearing like that. It was rush, rush, rush to get it out. I wanted
people to know the real story, so I wanted to stick close to it.”
“It looks like it paid off.”
All around the room, people were smiling at Susan and Harry again, and the
other two champions had a ring of people around them.
“I’m sorry about not believing you,” said Ron.
“You should be,” said Harry. “After all we’ve been through together, I mean I
saved your sister’s life once, remember? One would think I had earned the benefit of
the doubt.”
“Let it go, Harry,” said Susan. “You already won that battle, no need to, ah…” she
tapped the salt shaker.
“I hear you. It’s okay, Ron.”
“I just get so frustrated, you know? Susan has her otherworldly magic. Hermione
has Photographic Reflexes, so she can learn spells super fast. Harry is famous because
of… well, you know, and he does Quidditch. But me? What have I got? I’m nothing.”
“Don’t be silly, Blank Flank.” Hermione and Susan laughed.
“What did you call me?”
“Just because you haven’t found your talent yet, doesn’t mean you don’t have
one,” said Susan.
“Wasn’t there an Avatar the Last Airbender episode like that as well?” asked
Hermione.
“Eh, I’m sure every story has some variant like that. Look Ron, if you want to
distinguish yourself, then do it. Find what you like to do, and practice it to become a
master. I got lucky- Magic was a part of my very soul since I was little. I had my father’s
book and the desire to cast spells my whole life. You didn’t see all the hard work I put in
for years, because I came to the school with average ratings in my planets. You’ve only
been allowed to do magic a few years, and there must be something you’re interested
in.”
“There’s Quid-”
“Apart from Quidditch. That’s just something you watch done, I’m talking about
doing something yourself- But hey, you could try out for the team next year, right? So
that’s something to look forward to.”
“But how do I stand out? You all seem to have these natural gifts. I mean Harry
flew the first time he got on a broom! Hermione is still terrified of it.”
“I wouldn’t say terrified…”
“Uh huh.”
“Maybe you just haven’t had a chance to practice your talent yet. Maybe you’re
the worlds best Apparator, or maybe mastering an animal form will be really easy for

you. You’re part of Team Susan, so if there’s anything I can do to help you find your
talent and get your Cutie Mark, then you just have to say the word.”
“I will never say Cutie- that thing you said.”
Hermione and Susan laughed again.
“So what is your assessment of the Tournament now?” asked Albus, as Susan
began her Imbuing session for the day.
“I now think it’s an ever more terrible idea,” she replied. “Mark my words, things
are going to go wrong during this little ‘entertainment’ of yours that wouldn’t have if
Harry and I weren’t competing. Oh, it’ll be all ‘How did that happen?’ or ‘That wasn’t
supposed to happen!’ or ‘Get it off me, get it off me!’ that will only happen to us. I think it
will be clear why.”
“You believe someone will use the event to once again try to kill you.”
“And without all that tedious bribing of dwarves or sneaking in of giants either;
convenient wouldn’t you say? They just have to wait for the right moment, while our
concentration is on the task and cast a quick severing charm on a rope or whatever.
*Splat*”
“We are going to have extra people on hand in case something goes wrong.”
“Great! Even more opportunities for Death Eaters to slip in, only this time wearing
‘staff’ t-shirts. Could you set up a miniature “Thief’s Downfall” like the bank has? That
would help put my mind at ease.”
“I’ll look into it. But all of what you said does not explain Harry’s involvement.”
“I admit, not many outside the ministry would have known the Tournament was
even going to happen, so how would they have planned- oh no.”
“What?”
Susan got out a stack of papers that mirrored the puzzle Hermione was working
on. She put a hole through the “Bertha Jorkins->Missing->Dead” one at the bottom and
“Triwizard Tournament” at the top and tied them together with a piece of string. She
looked at the rest a moment and then stuck a hole through “Peter is rescued” so that
one was at the top.
“That’s a weak connection though,” Susan said, thinking about it. “Probably
coincidence. Unless they just got really lucky kidnapping her, and she knew exactly
what they wanted to know. It’s just not his style though.”
“What is?”
“Being so impersonal about killing someone. I mean, Voldi could have sent
anyone to kill the Potters. If he had, he would be alive today! Well, maybe not alive, I
would have killed him by now. But you know what I mean. He went there himself. He
would want to know what happened, and then he would want revenge. He wouldn’t
want some ‘accident’ killing Harry, he would want to do the deed personally. If for no
other reason than to show his followers he was as powerful now as he had ever been.
So there’s some other power in play here, some piece that’s missing. No other ministry
people went missing before her, did they?”
Albus shook his head.
“It either was an accident and has nothing to do with all this, or they got really
lucky. But then what goes here?” She pointed to the space below the chain she had
made. “That’s the key- why Harry? Of course, it could have been someone just with a

grudge against him, like Professor Snape seems to have for some reason. But I can’t
imagine even he would go that far.”
“I assure you he would not.”
“Okay. I’ll think about it some more, but don’t expect any easy answers.”
“I never do. I did like your suggestion about combining your points together.”
“It seems the most fair, given that, in theory at least, the other two champions
have had more time to study magic than we have.”
“But do they practice as much as you and Harry do?”
“Probably not. Harry knows Voldi will come after him, so he is always training
someplace. As for me, well, you already know.”
“I do. The question is, would you be all right with him dragging you down?”
“I wouldn’t say he would drag me down, exactly. I’m confident in his abilities, and
his courage. He didn’t run from that giant, though he could have. Should have, really, as
that would have been the smart thing to do. No, he stayed right at my side and shot
spells at it with Ron and Hermione. I think he can handle himself.”
“Then I shall make the suggestion to the judges and we’ll see what they say.”
“The question then is, do we work together on the challenges, or separately?
Can we work through any clues we get, or do I treat him as a rival champion?”
“That is something we’ll have to discuss with them as well.”
Several days later Susan walked with Albus to the “wand weighing ceremony”
causing Susan to stifle giggles. “Think I should give him my fake one?” she asked. “I’d
love to see what he made of it.”
“I don’t think that will be necessary,” Albus replied. “You can just watch until it’s
time to take the pictures.”
“Too bad.”
Fleur and Susan greeted each other warmly, having gotten to know each other
better over the last few days. Something clicked in Susan’s head: No wonder Ron is all
of a sudden trying to distinguish himself. He’s been hanging around Fleur, and he
knows he’s the weakest link, goodbye!
“Isn’t this exciting?” she asked.
“For you, maybe. I’m sure you could be covered in mud and still manage to make
it look glamorous. Sadly the more ordinary among us don’t have it so easy.”
“Ah,” she laughed. “You are always complementing me. I will get a big head!”
“I’ll just have to puncture it by beating you in the Tournament.”
“Oh, is that how it is?” she said with a grin.
“But of course,” Susan said, grinning back.
Harry walked in, looking glum, but brightened a bit when he saw Susan and
Fleur.
“And here’s our forth champion,” said Ludo, getting up. “The rest of the judges
should be along in a moment. Then we can have your wands checked out and get those
photos taken!”
“And did we have to do this now? Professor Snape was quite angry I had to
leave his class.”

“When is he not angry about the world in general?” Susan asked, coming over to
him.
“Good point.”
“And let me introduce Rita Skeeter,” he said, leading Harry over to a witch
wearing magenta robes. “She’s doing a piece on the tournament for the Daily Prophet.”
“Nice to meet you,” said Harry skeptically.
“Wonderful to meet you, Harry,” she said, looking him over in a completely noncreepy way.
“So tell me,” asked Susan, coming over to her. “The Daily Prophet- does it
actually employ Seers, so that the news can be printed before it actually happens?”
“No, that’s just the name,” said Rita, not taking her eyes off Harry. Then she
seemed to realize who had spoken.
“Oh, it’s the other young champion, Sue Anne, right?”
“Susan,” she corrected.
“Marvelous. I shall want to interview both of you in turn! If that’s okay with you,
Mr. Bagman,” she added.
“Oh, that’s fine with me,” said Ludo. “As long as Harry doesn’t have any
objections.”
“Splendid,” said Rita, trying to steer Harry out of the room.
“Telekinesis,” said Susan, casting it on Rita. A magical circle appeared around
her, and Rita stopped, unable to move forward.
“What the-”
“Your articles about what happened at the Quidditch World Cup were just so well
written,” Susan continued as though nothing was out of the ordinary. “Of course you got
some names wrong, but who can keep track of the little people, right? And of course
many of the actual details were wrong, but it was dark, who could tell what was really
going on? Certainly not someone paid to report facts, am I right?”
“I can’t seem to move. Something’s pulling me back!”
“Yeah, that happens sometimes. It’ll wear off, don’t you worry. Why don’t you just
do the interview here? I mean, you can’t move, right?”
“You did something!”
“Me?” Susan tried to be a picture of innocence. “I would never interfere with the
news, especially after just starting a school paper myself. It’s sacred, after all. Getting all
the facts, reporting the actual events, and not rumors or guesswork like some kind of
tabloid writer.”
“Release me!”
“Having recently started a school paper myself, did I mention that, I know how
tough it can be to present a story without bias, or injecting your personal feeling into it.”
“Let me go!” Rita strained, and Susan let the spell go, causing her to suddenly
jerk forward and fall over.
“Oh my gosh, are you all right?” Susan asked, helping her up. “What a time for it
to wear off. It’s all the magic that floats around this castle, you know? It’s like you can
never tell what crazy thing is going to happen next!”
Susan looked over at Fleur, who was trying not to laugh, and winked at her. Fleur
had to turn away.
“What is going on here?” asked Albus, who seemed to have gone temporarily

blind and deaf during the whole exchange. He had been examining a rather interestingly
shaped crack in the wall. “Rita, are you all right? Why are you on the floor?”
He went over to help her up.
“You saw what that girl did!”
“Who, Susan? Are you accusing her of something? I didn’t see her do anything
and I was right here. You must be mistaken.”
She was still sputtering when the other judges and Mr. Ollivander walked into the
room.
“Gather around, everyone,” said Ludo, directing them to a table in the center of
the room.
“Thank you,” muttered Harry as he sat next to Susan.
“For what? I didn’t do anything.”
Harry gave her a knowing look.
“I believe I will examine Miss Delacour’s wand, first,” said Mr. Ollivander. She
presented it to him like a sword, grip first, across her left arm. He took it reverently and
began to look it over. “Oh dear,” he remarked. “The core of this wand…”
“A hair from the head of a Veela, one of my grandmother’s,” she said.
So she is part Veela. Ron called it all right.
“I find Veela hair to make rather temperamental wands, but perhaps the blood
relation will give you an edge. Orchideous.” Flowers burst from the tip of the wand.
Why does the spell “Orc Hideous” produce flowers? Oh wait, that’s Orchid-eous, I
bet.
“That seems to be in order,” he said, handing the wand back. “And now for Mr.
Krum.”
Again the inspection and again a spell was cast.
“Next we have Mr. Potter.”
Harry handed over his wand. “Have you even used this wand?” he asked, “it
seems as new as the day it left my shop.”
“I take pretty good care of it,” Harry lied.
Susan glared at him with a who lost it just recently? sort of look. “Yeah, it isn’t the
Fabrication I did on it at all,” she muttered.
“There also seems to be some kind of spell placed into it. Maybe more than one,
it’s difficult to tell for some reason.”
“You can feel that?” Susan asked, surprised.
“I know my wands, my dear,” he answered. “Still, it doesn’t feel like any sort of
curse, and if Mr. Potter knows about it already…”
Harry nodded.
“Then I would say this wand is also ready to compete.” He handed it back.
“And that leaves up with Susan,” he said. “And I now remember the day you
came into my shop, claiming not to need a wand. Albus said I didn’t need to examine
your wand, as well. Are you still maintaining you do not use one?”
“That is what I maintain, yes.”
“So be it. My work here is done.”
Once the pictures were taken, Rita hurried out of the room.
“Do you know,” remarked Albus, “That reporter once called me obsolete dingbat.”

“To be fair,” said Susan, “I once totally denied to Hermione that I called you a
crusty old goat. It was right before we went to save Ron from the possessed Quirrell. As
I recall I had just gotten a message from your Patronus that you had left for the ministry,
leaving me to deal with the situation.”
“How did that work out for you?”
“Pretty well, actually, now that I think about it. Of course the difference is she put
it in writing, in a newspaper, while I did not say it aloud to a close friend.”
“One would think there would be laws against that sort of thing.”
“I think there are, it’s called libel.”
“Ah, but she wasn’t reporting factually that I was a dingbat, she was writing an
opinion piece.”
“And the Prophet is a respectable newspaper? Odd. If I was an editor I would
have told her to tone it down a bit, but I suppose it sells papers.”
“She’s not going to be a problem, is she?”
“For you or for me?”
“Are not our problems one and the same, Headmaster? Are we not both on the
side of righteousness and truth?”
“If our problems are one in the same, the chair in my office has developed a bit of
a squeak from the right side when I lean back in it. But strangely enough, only on
Tuesdays before the full moon.”
Susan smiled. “I’ll see what I can do right away!”
“I appreciate it.”
“You wished to speak to us about what rules you would be playing under?” said
Igor.
“That’s right,” said Susan. “As the ‘Hogwarts’ Champion’ do we tackle the
challenges together, or separately?”
“Working together would only help them slightly in the first task,” said Ludo. “The
other two, being able to split up would be of tremendous value.”
“Couldn’t we just take the higher score of the two as the official Hogwarts score?”
asked Madam Maxime.
“But that means one of the two would probably contribute nothing,” said Albus.
“Nonsense,” said Ludo. “They can’t be that far away from each other in ability,
they’re the same age.”
“I have often tried to impress upon you the differences in our magic, but you do
not seem to understand. Trust me when I say that, given what little I know about what
she can do, without her word she won’t just snap her fingers and make the challenges
moot, she would do just that.”
“Impossible,” said Igor. “Why, even Viktor’s chances are not assured. Anything
could happen!”
“Nonetheless.”
Every eye was fixed on Susan. She stared back at them. “He is right, you know.
Given any advance warning at all, even a day, and I will have a spell to overcome any
challenge.”
“Personally,” said Albus, “I like her suggestion the best. Average the two scores
into one. Allow them to work together on the clues, but not on the actual challenge. I

think we could trust them to promise not to help each other, but they are friends. Even if
different houses, I would not turn people who have known each other a good portion of
their lives against each other.”
“No, if they cannot help each other in the challenge, they should not help each
other outside it,” said Igor.
“I agree,” said Madam Maxime.
“You would have them compete as though from a different school of magic,
then?” asked Albus.
“It would seem you feel she does come from a completely different school of
magic already. Let her prove if her magic is really so great as you say,” said Igor.
And there’s my out for Sparkle. She uses my kind of magic, so it’s proving that if
she casts Acceleration or something on me.
“Are you okay with this?” asked Albus.
“I’m not okay with this whole situation, but that will work. As soon as people
realize I’m doing completely different things they’ll want to know how. My being a
‘different school’ is pretty near the truth as far as I’m concerned.”
“So we have your word you will not help Harry in any way?” asked Madam
Maxime.
“I’m sorry Harry, but I guess there’s no other way.”
“Don’t worry about it. The others are supposed to do it all on their own anyway.”
“Then you have my word. We score points and face the challenges apart.”
“Then let the games begin!” said Ludo.

48
Making Sacrifices
Time: Two weeks later
Place: Great Hall
“You see, it makes no sense!” Susan complained to Albus. “I’ve been watching
this area with Time Window for the last week, on and off, and as far as I can tell, no one
put my name, or Harry’s, into the cup.”
“And nothing else unusual happened?”
“Every hour, those that managed to get their names in without crossing the age
line were removed by Professor Moody. But you said that was standard procedure.”
“I did ask him to perform that task, yes.”
“The only other odd thing is this. Time Window.” Susan placed a window above
where she knew the cup had been and specified the exact time her name came out.
“Watch this.”
She crawled the image forward, until just as the slip of parchment came flying out
of the cup.
“Look right there, see?” She paused it. “You can hardly see it because of the fire,
but isn’t that a C? And the last name, I think it starts with D? But quick as a wink, as
soon as the paper clears the flame, you can see it becomes my name.”
She made the image go further in time, and watched again as Albus caught the
slip and stared at it.
“Do you have any ideas, then?”
“What sort of invisibility magic do you have?” asked Sparkle, who felt she was
being ignored lately.
“We can charm cloaks to make one invisible. Also there is a spell to make one
transparent, which I didn’t bother to defend against. I didn’t feel I would need to.”
“The only thing we came up with is someone invisible, that put the name in at
exactly the same time as someone else. The fire flared up when that happened, and
that would have masked the second name. That doesn’t explain how four names came
out though. Or why this slip seems to change, unless it was spelled to do that in case
the person changed their mind or something.”
“Ah, as to Harry’s name, there is a charm that could have been used to make the
cup believe there were four schools, not three. If Harry’s name had been placed into this
phantom school, he would have been the only one, and thus, the only one selected.”
“That brings up a good point. How did the cup know which person belonged to
which school? Two good points, actually. Was my name put in hoping it would come out,
or was that assured? Three good- among the good points that brought up are how did
the cup know? Was my name coming out just luck, and how did the cup know who
would be ‘most suited’ to the tasks? Was it able to use the name as some sort of
beacon and weigh the potential of each candidate? Because so many things, from what
spells one knows to how well they can cast them will determine who is ‘best’ suited. Did
the cup know what the tasks are somehow? If one of the tasks was swimming, for
example, and another was broomstick flying, would it choose the best broomstick flyer
who couldn’t swim? Or the person only average at both? How does it judge our ability to
do anything? My character sheet makes it easy for someone to judge me, can the cup

access some sort of analog to you, and how do I get a look at it?”
Albus held up a hand. “You’ll just keep asking questions until you’ve unraveled
the mysteries of the universe, won’t you?”
“To do otherwise is to dishonor my house, Headmaster.”
“Humm, yes, I suppose it is. To be honest I never looked into it that far. The cup
has always been used, thus, it works the same way every time. That was good enough
for me.”
“But your charms don’t last forever. How do you know the enchantments on it
aren’t breaking down?”
Albus looked troubled. “I suppose they could.”
“But you would have no way of knowing one way or the other, until it failed to
work completely?”
“I am ashamed to admit you have stumbled across the truth.”
“I see. This whole thing continues to baffle me. We are no closer to finding an
answer, and now have only more questions.”
“I’m sorry you put all that effort in for nothing.”
“Not as sorry as us,” said Sparkle.
As it was coming upon the time for the first task to begin, Susan checked her
cards that evening. She had 19: Love Interest, making her fall in love with someone. 9:
Extra Action and 27: Skill giving her a 5 skill in something for a single action. As she had
to play 19 to get the 2XP points, she gladly played it on Myrtle, and went to spend some
time with her. She turned in card 27 for the 1XP, if she needed a skill she didn’t have by
this point, well, there was a spell that could give it to her.
Sparkle’s cards, oddly, were all in the 20s: 20, 22, and 26. Missed me, Failure,
and Sacrifice, respectively.
“Yeah, the tiny cat is going to jump in front of a bullet to save her master,” said
Sparkle, disgusted.
“Ah, see, if you had the card when you offered your XP to me to make the
Alleviation knife, that might have counted.”
“So, wait, I could have you make an item with my XP again, play the card
because it’s a sacrifice, and get 5XP back?”
“What does the card read, exactly?”
A seeming piece of paper about the size of a playing card appeared before
Sparkle, and she looked it over. “You willingly give yourself up for the sake of others.
Note that this does not necessarily mean giving up your life.”
“XP is part of you, right?”
“It’s on my character sheet. I would have to think everything on my character
sheet was a part of me.”
“Exactly. I’m not in control of it, but I would argue it worked that way.”
“So what are you doing standing around for? Get cracking!”
“Let me find something useful to make, first! Anyway, we have to go visit Myrtle
so I can role play my Love Interest. Maybe I’ll ask her opinion what I should make, and
learn with my 7 XP.”
“Susan!” cried Myrtle, floating over to her. “This is a pleasant surprise.”

“Just thought I would come visit. Let’s go to the common room, though. Nice as
your bathroom is…”
Myrtle laughed. “I understand. Let’s go!”
They made their way over to the common room.
“So, I’d like your advice,” said Susan, setting her magic book down. “As you
know, I’m going to be participating in this tournament thing, and I can probably learn one
new spell before then. Also, Sparkle has generously offered to make me a new item, as
she can potentially get some of the XP back she has to spend with a card. I thought we
could look through my spellbook together and see what I might want to learn slash
make. How does that sound?”
“You really want to involve me in this?”
“Why shouldn’t I? I don’t consider your advice any less valid than Hermione or
Harry’s.”
“Oh, well, thanks. Let’s get started then.”
So Susan started paging through.
“There’s a lot of spells in here,” Myrtle remarked. “How many do you know
already?”
“About seventy,” Susan answered, after consulting both their character sheets.
“Though there is some overlap. Like we both know Magical Ally for example.”
“Wow. What does the grade mean?”
“That’s how tough the spell is to cast. I can only go up to 7 right now, so ignore
any spell with a higher grade than that. For me to learn, anyway. For the object we can
pick anything.”
“Got it.”
And so the two looked through the spellbook.
“You know,” said Susan, “We’ve been talking about curses in Defense class, I bet
Liberty would allow someone to throw off the Imperius curse. Too bad it’s grade 10,
yikes.”
“Invulnerability seems nice, you could fall off the castle and not get hurt.”
“Yeah, I’ve often thought about leaning that one. Trouble is most things that try to
hurt me use magic, not bashing me in the head. And I have Flight and Acceleration for
falling and dodging better.”
“I guess.”
“What about Hypnotic Field?” asked Myrtle.
“I don’t know, I have Immobilize already, that’ll do basically the same thing.”
“Expect when you face things like giants,” said Sparkle. “And it would only take
one casting of that versus twelve for fighting, say, a bunch of dwarves.”
“You have a point,” said Susan. “Things that are really strong, like giants, tend to
bust out of Immobilize. But typically really strong things don’t have a very high REAson.
With both spells I could basically capture just about anything. You’ve convinced me.
Thanks Myrtle, I had passed over that spell before, so I’m glad you suggested it.”
“Happy to help! Now we have to pick one you can put into an object, right?”

“Right.”
I was leaning towards some sort of elemental spell, too. Honestly though this is
better, I don’t like hurting things, after all. If I can space something out rather than killing
it, so much the better. Too bad it won’t work on Dementors, they don’t have eyes.
“You were talking about Invulnerability not being every useful, what about Magic
Reflection?”
“I have Magic Immunity though. And I can’t exactly say what the “casting check”
is for wanded wizards. You guys don’t seem to get resistance against spells like the
killing curse. My version of that, Slay,” she turned to the “S” section, “At least gives a
CONstitution resistance, plus your target size. So casting on that giant he might have
resisted with a fifteen or something. A dark wizard casting the killing curse just, zip, they
die. So if I went with Reflection rather than Immunity it might get though, and that’s bad
news for me.”
“And you can’t have both going, because one would negate the other.”
“Exactly.”
“Okay, it was worth a shot.”
“Invisibility would be nice.”
“I actually know that spell already. And it’s only grade 3, so really it’s not tough to
keep going. Making a ring that looked like the One Ring would be interesting though.”
“But doesn’t that spell end if you attack or cast a spell?” asked Sparkle.
“You think the item would keep it up?”
“If it’s permanent, I don’t see how it could fail to.”
“Interesting. Though actually you might become visible for a split second as you
did the action, then the magic would reassert and you’d be transparent again.”
“Yeah, that’s probably what would happen.”
“Shape-shift would be kind of fun to have. Just wish yourself into a new form.”
“I agree, that would be fun. But not very useful. I can already cast spells to fly like
a bird or breathe water like a fish.”
“Didn’t you tell me about doing a detention for Severus with the Battalion spell?”
“Now that was fun. Ordering around a bunch of soldiers made of fire and who
would do anything I asked of them? Now that could come in handy.”
“And it’s grade eight, so that’s a tough one to pull off and maintain, right?”
“Yes, and it takes eight minutes to cast. Not something you can pull out at a
moment’s notice in combat. Well, most couldn’t, I just throw eight energy into it and take
no penalty at all.”
“Still, being able to whistle up soldiers at whim might be nice. You do say
someone keeps trying to kill you.”
“Yes, but I do have my dragon.”
“What if it’s two dozen dwarves next time,” asked Sparkle, “Or a couple of
giants?”
“If it’s that many, I think I would go with Legion rather than Battalion. It’s only two
grades higher.”

“What does that get you?” asked Myrtle.
“Basically the same thing, just more of them. Battalion would get me maybe ten
guys, Legion would get me twenty five.”
“Now that would be nice!”
“And a big surprise for anyone foolish enough to engage me in combat. *Poof*
they’re surrounded by soldiers in armor, brandishing swords. I’m liking this idea.”
“It would save you twenty minutes of casting,” Sparkle said, reading the spell
over.
“Yeah, even I would think long and hard about that one. I would need Energetic
Accumulation and probably thirty energy to pull it off. That would leave me a bit tired.”
“Only problem is the corpse you have to find.”
“Corpse!?” said Myrtle.
“Oh, shoot, you’re right. I would need a fallen soldier and his equipment. Where
would I get one of those?”
“A battlefield?”
“Or maybe…”
“That’s on odd question,” Albus said the next day. “Would I consider those that
fought Voldemort in the war as soldiers? I suppose I would. You don’t need guns to be a
soldier, just ask the legions of Caesar. So a wand would serve just as well. Why do you
ask?”
“There’s a spell I want to Imbue called Legion. It’s a special situation, and we
think Sparkle can sacrifice some of her XP for it, then get some back with a card. We’ve
been looking over what could be useful to me, to activate in a single action rather than
cast, and Legion fits the bill nicely. It usually takes twenty minutes, so using Spell
Symbol would still be annoying.”
“And what, may I ask, does this spell do?”
“Bring forth a number of soldiers, wearing armor and carrying swords, that follow
my orders and rush into battle without fear.”
“That could indeed be useful. What you need from me, then, is permission to
exhume a body and use it in the Imbuing process.”
“If you think someone would consent to that.”
“They may, if you explain what it means. If you get the permission of the family, I
will assist in getting you the body.”
“I assume wizards are buried with their wands?”
“Typically, yes. Wands choosing who to allow to use them most effectively, after
all.”
“Then I know just who to talk you.”
“Harry, can I ask you something?” Susan asked at lunch that day.
“Sure, what’s up? You seem a lot more serious than normal today.”
“I want to create an object, one with a very powerful spell on it. But I need
something, and it might be a sacrifice on your part.”
“You want my blood or something?”
“In a manner of speaking, yes. The spell will create magical warriors that can
fight for me. Normally it takes twenty minutes to cast, but putting it into an object will let

me activate it immediately. We thought of making it permanent, but it’s too much XP to
do it that way. So only I’d be able to use it, probably, because it would take ten energy.
Still a bargain for what I get though.” She gave a little laugh.
“Are you avoiding the issue?”
“Ah, maybe. Um, to bind the spell into the object I need a… body.”
“You want my body?” Harry exclaimed.
Every head in the great hall looked at them and conversation stopped.
“What? No! Shoo. Shoo!” She make a shooing motion with her hand. Everyone
turned back to their food.
“I need a soldiers’ body,” she said quietly. “A fallen soldier. I thought, as your
mother gave her life for you, would you mind terribly if I used her body? I totally
understand if you just say no,” she said quickly. “I just thought, you know, what would
she want? To just rot in the ground until the sun explodes or become a part of magical
soldiers that can do more good in the world. And maybe save my life one day.”
“Wait, the sun is going to explode?” asked Ron. “Why did no one tell me? How
much time do we have?”
“A couple of million years, don’t worry about it, Ron,” said Hermione. “Honestly,
don’t you pay attention in Astronomy?”
“Not if I can help it.”
Harry was deep in thought.
“Her grave wouldn’t be touched,” Susan continued. “And even my magic can’t
bring back the dead, so…” Yeah, go ahead and finish that sentence, Susan.
“Do you know, I’ve never even visited my parent’s graves?”
“Really?”
“All this time. I bet Headmaster Dumbledore would have taken me, if I’d asked
him. They both died for me, but yet I have never even been there to say thank you. It
would be hypocritical of me to say no, wouldn’t it?”
“I don’t know, it’s up to you.”
“Personally,” said Ron, “If I was an evil wizard, I would use some kind of
necromancy to turn them into zombies and use them to distract you. After all, you
wouldn’t want to fight your parents, would you? Even if they were undead. Getting rid of
them might be the best thing to do anyway.”
“Ron, go back to thinking about what your special skill is,” said Hermione shortly.
“Okay,” said Harry.
“You mean- thank you, Harry. Thank you.”
“With all you’ve done for me, I’m glad I can finally give something back. And I
know you’ll use it well.”
“I will. I promise. Thank you.” She threw her arms around Harry and he
awkwardly hugged her back.
“Can I see her… before you get started?”
“She’s been dead a long time, I don’t know if you’ll want to.”
“She’s probably was magically preserved,” said Hermione. “They typically do, for
cases like that.”
“Really? Oh, well, of course, in that case.”
And so, surrounded by candles, Harry and Susan looked upon the body of

Harry’s mother. She had her wand grasped in her hand, and she merely appeared
sleeping.
“She was beautiful,” said Susan softly.
“Beautiful, brave, and a fine witch,” said Severus, stepping from the shadows.
“Seeing her again brings back a lot of memories.”
“Professor!” remarked Harry. “I… didn’t know you knew my- but of course, you’re
about the same age, aren’t you?”
“What exactly is this going to entail, Susan?” he asked, ignoring Harry.
“I can use the components in any order, so I was going to begin the process
here. She’ll become a swirling pattern of magical energy, to be bound into the object.”
Susan held up a narrow ring made of stone. She had spent some time getting it right,
and along the outside was a relief of a wand on one side, and a lighting shape on the
other. On the inside was an inscription, “For sacrifices made.” Severus looked it over.
“Shockingly, I approve,” he said, getting out his wand. Touching the ring, it
flashed into silver instead of stone. He pushed it back to her. “Don’t screw it up.” Taking
one last look at Lilly’s body he hurried out of the room.
“Maybe I’m beginning to understand him just a little bit more,” remarked Harry.
“He knew your mother well, for a time,” said Albus. “It is too bad events conspired
against him, as they do so often. Come, let us leave Harry a moment alone.”
He put his arm around Susan’s shoulders, and they also left the room, quietly
closing the door behind them.
“How long will it take to complete?” he asked.
“At two hours a day and four on weekdays? Two and a half weeks.”
“Not in time for the contest, then.”
“Do you think I’ll need twenty five soldiers for the first task?” Susan’s heart began
pounding. “What are you having us do?”
“I was just making an observation, actually. Though of course many situations
would benefit from having a platoon of soldiers, not just a tournament task.”
“Don’t scare me like that!”
“My apologies. But did you really think we would set a task that required that kind
of firepower? Remember what sort of magic we have to work with.”
“Oh, right. How did he turn it into silver?” She looked the ring over, and it looked
much better as silver than it had as stone.
“That is but a modification of Transfiguration magic. Of course gold is impossible
to create without very difficult Alchemy, but silver is possible.”
“Odd that both of our magics have trouble with that substance. I mean, I can
make a sword out of titanium in a minute or so, but I can’t make even a speck of gold.
It’s weird.”
“One would think it would not be that much harder to create, but somehow it
seems that magic knows the value of the metal somehow.”
“Magic does seem sentient. It ends for me when the task I ask for is complete.
But it can make someone immortal or rain literal fire down from the sky. Why not create
a few grams of a heavy metal?”
“Magic is quite mysterious.”

Moments later, Harry came out of the chamber. “Thank you,” he said simply, and
turned to leave. There was nothing Susan could really say, so she just quietly began the
Imbuing, turning Lilly into pure magic, and watching it swirl about the room, ready to be
placed into the ring.
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Battle of the Pens
Time: The next day
Place: Great Hall
The next day, Susan wanted to get an early start on her Imbuing before classes,
so she got up early. She met Hermione, also having an early breakfast, as she probably
hadn’t gone to bed the evening before.
“You’re not going to be happy,” Hermione said by way of greeting. She set a book
she was reading down, covering a paper.
“Then I shall deal with the problem, and once again become happy. Seems easy
enough,” Susan replied.
Hermione shook her head. “Promise me you won’t blow anything up?”
“I don’t even know any ‘blow anything up’ spells at the moment. I can set things
on fire, that’s about it. You know that.”
“But you could learn some.”
“Yes,” she answered slowly, drawing it out like snake, if snakes could speak
English instead of their own language. Which they probably draw out anyway. “What’s
going on?”
“Just promise me you’ll talk to the Headmaster before you do anything… rash.”
“Hermione! When have I ever done- yeah, okay, I promise.”
“Cross your heart?”
“Anyone have a paper?” Susan shouted to the rest of the room. Several people
looked over at her, then gathered their breakfast up and beat a hasty retreat.
Uh, what’s going on? She looked back at Hermione.
“Give.”
“You have to promise!”
“GIVE!”
“Okay, okay.” Hermione gingerly slid the paper over to Susan, who developed a
twitch almost immediately.
Dark Magics Performed at Hogwarts?
By Rita Skeeter
Your daring reporter, Rita Skeeter, has uncovered a most shocking ritual being
performed at Hogwarts school at this very moment. Never before has such dark magic
been gathered into one place, and under the direction of the Headmaster himself! Two
days ago, Susan Felton, a student at Hogwarts School, asked and was granted
permission to perform a dark ritual unknown to wizards until this time. The ancient book
she was reading from, which crackled with dark energies, told her how to bind even
more necromantic energies to do her bidding. Susan, a rather plain girl that hangs
around Harry Potter, has already bound one ghost, Myrtle, to her dark desires, and
other ghosts are extremely polite to her lest they also be ensnared. That afternoon,
Susan and Myrtle combed the book for what next dark magic to perform, and they
selected a most heinous ritual, one unknown even in the times of He Who Must Not Be
Named. (Susan says his name freely, even shorting it to a more familiar form) This

disgusting spell required a corpse of one fallen in battle, and Susan wasted no time
ensnaring Harry Potter’s mind to allow her to use his very mother for this ritual.
To make matters worse, Headmaster Dumbledore has not only allowed this
travesty to happen, he went to collect the body himself the very next day! This so called
spell will bind magic into a ring that Severus Snape helpfully changed from stone to
silver, and will allow Susan to call forth a virtual army of undead soldiers! These soldiers
will act at her direct order, and will apparently appear in full plate armor and wielding
broadswords.
This misuse of magic must be stopped immediately, and I urge all of you reading
this article to write to the ministry and have Headmaster Dumbledore removed from his
post immediately.
Susan trembled with rage. Never before had she wanted someone dead with the
fury she felt now. She couldn’t even speak as she read and reread the article.
She’s turned Harry’s noble sacrifice into some kind of perverted dark ritual!
Ensnared his mind? Bound a ghost? I’ll ensnare her mind, see that I don’t!
A horrified looking Hermione was edging away from Susan as magical energy
started swirling around her, sending sparks and bursts of raw magic into the air near
her.
“Calm down,” said Sparkle. “You won’t be of any use to anyone like that.” She
glared at Sparkle, who looked calmly back at her. “RESolve check, now,” Sparkle said.
“Get control of yourself.”
With effort, Susan made a RESolve check, getting an 18. She calmed down.
“You’re right,” she said to Sparkle. “We need to think about the… appropriate…
response for dear Rita. We must be cool and collected. Silent Slayer, do you think?”
“That will just make things worse,” Sparkle replied. “Go see the Headmaster, see
what he says to do.”
“Yes, perhaps he might want her to suffer more before being killed. Good point.
See you Hermione.”
She didn’t want for a response, she just walked off towards his office, then gave
the password. The paper was forgotten, scrunched up in her hand, which was clenched
into a fist.
“I take it you’ve seen Miss Skeeter’s latest work?” Albus said as she stormed into
his office, slamming the doors open.
“You mean the piece about me being some deranged lunatic, doing dark magics
and being buddy-buddy with Voldi? No, why don’t you tell me all about it?”
“I can see that you’re angry-”
“Angry? We’re a little bit past angry, Headmaster. Enraged? Furious? These
might be closer to the truth.”
“And what exactly do you intend?”
“Sparkle believes I should ask your advice, rather than just sending her a Silent
Slayer or a very, very small bomb with Send Object. So tell me Headmaster, what is
your suggestion?”
“I believe we should focus on how Miss Skeeter knew about the Imbuing at all. I
take it you told no one but your close circle of friends?”

“Of course. You don’t think one of them is under a curse again, do you?”
“I don’t think even she would go so far as to use an unforgivable curse on a
student, just to get a story.”
“What then?”
“I believe your magic can pluck someone from whatever they are doing and bring
them before you,” he said. “Why don’t we ask her?” He looked at her face for a moment.
“I would ask for your word that you will not set her on fire right off.”
“First Hermione, and now you? What must you all think of me?”
“You did just imply that sending some sort of killing magic, if I am to take the right
implication from the spell Silent Slayer, was on the table.”
“Did you read the article? She called for people to write and have you forced out
of here!”
“She often does.”
That brought her up short. “What? Really?”
“In fact, I would almost go so far as to say this might do more to hurt her career
than help it. She has always done more, shall we say, sensational journalism? But we
all know what happened to the boy that cried wolf.”
“You think it will all blow over?”
“I think that if we explain the spell and what you’re doing, no one will need to fear
you are performing dark rituals.”
“That’s what I’m afraid of, explaining how my magic works. Because that might
make people more afraid. But first things first. I’ll need to see where she is.” Susan got
her book out of her Pocket Dimension and starting looking over Descry Creature again.
Eleven minutes later, she looked up from the book.
“Did the spell fail?” asked Albus, looking around for her.
“Not as such,” said Susan, smiling. “But I did get a result. A very curious result.
One I’ve gotten before, in fact.”
“It seems this is good news?”
“In a way, Headmaster, in a way. She’s going to write about me, fine. She who
lives by the pen, should die by the pen. If you’ll excuse me, I have an article to put
together for the paper.”
“But wait, what did you find out?” Albus called after her.
“You’ll be able to read all about it in the next issue of Hogwarts Express Times!”
Hurrying down to the “newsroom”, Susan sat down at an old typewriter and
began to type. She paused halfway though, and opened up a Teleportal to her secret
base.
More like Sirius’s secret base, given how much each of us uses it. But whatever.
“Hey Sirius, you around?” she called though.
A head poked around a corner. “Susan? Ah, thought I heard someone calling me.
What’s up? I was about to start off for Hogwarts to watch the first task, this will save me
the trip!”
“Glad I could help. Say, did you register your Animagus form after your name was
cleared?”
“I sure did. Figured I didn’t want to give the ministry any reason whatsoever to
have any interest in me.”

“Smart. Did you by chance see Rita Skeeter’s name on it?”
“There were very few names… I don’t think so. Why?”
“Come on through and I’ll tell you.”
“Okay, give me a second.”
He went and got a bag, shoved some stuff into it, and stepped through. Susan let
the Teleportal go and handed him the Rita article. She turned back to continue typing.
Sirius’s eyes popped as he read the article, then read her typing over her
shoulder. He started to laugh darkly.
A half hour later she was assembling it with the other stories the paper currently
had to publish, and gleefully started them copying. An hour after that, people were
picking up the newspaper in the great hall, and reading the new headline.
Rita Skeeter: Unregistered Animagus?
By Susan Felton
After writing a sensational article in the Daily Prophet, the question was asked
“how did Rita learn about events at Hogwarts she was not privy to?” In an effort to learn
the answer, Susan decided to use a spell called Telesummon to bring Rita to the castle
and ask her directly. However, because the spell requires that you know the location of
the person you wish to bring before you, Susan first cast the spell of Descry Creature to
locate her. This should have told Susan her exact location, anywhere in the world.
The spell failed.
It failed in a very specific way, and it’s a way that the spell has failed before. The
first time it was used to find out the location of the (then) criminalized Sirius Black. The
second trying to find the location of the actual criminal, Peter Pettigrew. Both of these
persons had something in common- when the spell was cast, they were in an Animagus
form, and thus did not register with the magic. It has been confirmed that when in an
Animagus form, that form must be visualized in the caster’s mind, not the human form, if
the caster wishes to find them. This points to Rita Skeeter being an unregistered
Animagus and sneaking about the school in her animal form.
This would easily allow her to eavesdrop on conversations, even those she might
misunderstand and then write sensational articles about. We at the Hogwarts Express
Times urge Miss Skeeter to come clean on her reporting methods, and to issue an
apology for the errors contained in her last article.
“Hello Sirius,” said Albus as both walked into his office after the papers had been
delivered.
“Hello, Albus,” he replied cheerfully. “I see Rita’s at it again?”
“So it seems. I’m surprised to see you here, however.”
“Oh, I’m just passing through. I’ll get a room in the village until the first task.
Susan wanted to ask me something, so I figured I might as well take the opportunity to
get here under her power instead of mine. Then I figured I’d come say hello since I was
in the castle.”
“Ah. And may I now ask what your excitement was about earlier?” he asked
Susan.

Susan handed him a copy of the Times, and he read it over.
“I see,” he said, after a moment. “That would explain things.”
“How do I send this to someone at the Prophet? Like the editor or whatever?”
“Simply write the name on the outside and attach it to an owl. The school
maintains a well-stocked owlery from which you may choose.”
“I can show you where it is,” said Sirius, as Albus wrote the name on the
parchment he rolled up and tied.
“Thanks.”
“I would beware any owls that come for you this afternoon,” he said. “You may
get Howlers, or worse.”
“Headmaster, that’s what the Combust spell is for.”
“An excellent idea. But perhaps the fireplace in the great hall might be easier?”
“Less energy I have to expend, that’s for sure. Okay, I’ll keep it in mind.”
Sirius showed her how to “use” an owl, then went to find Harry before he
departed the castle. Susan led him, slightly late, to Herbology, where he was sure to be.
Sirius said he would wait outside the greenhouse until the lesson was over, and she
went inside. Where everyone started excitedly asking her questions about both Rita’s
article and her response in the Times.
“Settle down, children,” called Professor Sprout. “Plenty of time for that later on!”
“I’m sorry about this,” she said to Harry. “It seems even your sacrifice became
fodder for Rita’s quill.”
“I’m sure if this measured response doesn’t get her attention, you can find some
other response that will,” he said.
“You know, I was thinking the exact same thing earlier. Amazing, that.”
“At least you’re a little calmer now,” said Hermione.
“Hah, I am always the very picture of coolness and collectedness.”
“Right.”
“Why is everyone suddenly asking me about necromancy?” asked Myrtle that
afternoon at lunch.
“Just ignore them, they have no idea what they’re talking about.”
“Maybe that’s part of the problem,” said Hermione, dipping a fry into catsup.
“We’ve all seen you do some crazy stuff, and the whole class saw you duel Quirrell that
one time. People don’t know what you can and can’t do, so maybe they think you can
bind ghosts to your will.”
“It wouldn’t be the craziest thing I’ve seen you do,” said Ron. “And this
tournament isn’t going to help the situation. You’ll have to do more of your magic in front
of more people. That’ll only make the rumors grow.”
“I know, it’s a real problem. But I’m not just posting a list of my spells, and saying
“this is what I can do” for the whole world. That would end in disaster in a lot of ways.”
“Are you going to continue the Imbuing?” asked Harry.
“Of course. I can’t just leave that energy swirling around the Headmaster’s office
forever. Sparkle spent the XP and used the card, and I’ve gotten the other ‘material
components.’ I want that ring!”
“Yeah, it caused you enough grief, you might as well get the benefit from it,” said

Hermione.
At that moment, owls swooped into the room, dropping two dozen or so
envelopes, parchments and rolled up papers in front of Susan.
“Not a bad showing. Teleportal!” Susan opened a hole to the side of her, with the
other end hovering above the fire in the fireplace she had looked at earlier. She
dramatically swept them all into the hole, and then closed it. There was a small
explosion over at the end of the room, and everyone looked over at it, then at her.
“Wow, they heard an explosion and thought of me. I’m touched,” Susan
remarked.
“Maybe one at a time next time?” asked Hermione.
“Bah! Where’s the fun in that?”
“You really just burned them all, unopened?” Ron looked impressed. “What if
there was actual good news there?”
“Then they can come and tell me in person. You think Professor Moody opens his
own mail? I think not.”
“And that’s who you want to emulate, is it?” asked Sparkle. “The twitchy Defense
professor?”
“It’s kept him alive this long. He must be doing something right.”
“Uh oh, act like you’re not doing anything wrong!” said Ron, looking over at
Albus, who had gotten his own share of owls and had risen, looking around the room.
“We aren’t doing anything wrong,” said Susan.
“Oh yeah, old reflex. Sorry.”
Albus walked over to Susan.
“The minister of magic would like to see us this afternoon,” he said to her.
“I haven’t seen Mr. Fudge in ages! I’d be happy to meet with him, Headmaster!”
“Come up to my office after you finish eating. Oh, and it’s hopeless me asking for
a little restraint?”
“Probably,” Susan answered after a moment. “But I’ll try my best.”
“That’s all I can hope for. See you soon.”
“Aren’t you nervous?” Hermione asked when he walked away again.
“Why should I be? I didn’t do anything wrong. The Headmaster approved
everything, he’s going to take the heat, not me. But really he didn’t do anything wrong
either, if you think about it. I got Harry’s permission, the spell isn’t some dark magic
ritual, nor have I enslaved anyone’s mind or cast necromantic magic on Myrtle. It’s all
good.”
“And what’s he going to do to her? Snap her wand?” asked Ron.
“He could take her to-” Hermione started to say. “Oh, but you want to go there,
don’t you?”
“Not just yet, but I could work something out, yes. After I killed all the Dementors
in the place, there’s no way they could hold me there. I’m sure he realizes just how
foolish that would be.”
“But you haven’t broken any laws, have you?” Myrtle asked, concerned.
“No, I haven’t. But wizard justice doesn’t exactly work like that. Don’t worry, I’m
not going anywhere.”
“I hope not.”

Susan finished up her lunch, and she and Sparkle made their way up to the
Headmaster’s office again.
“Hello, Minister, you’re looking well,” she said, walking in. Both men looked quite
grave, and Susan shook her head a little.
“Susan, yes. Albus has been telling me the particulars about this Imbuing of
yours. Apparently Rita got it at least somewhat right.”
“What it does, perhaps. But it’s no dark ritual, I tell you that. Have you looked in
that room? Would something that beautiful really be dark?”
She pointed to the room where the magical energies, ready to be bound into the
ring, continued to swirl and make patterns. It really was quite pretty.
“Yes, I have. I’m just not sure about giving the power to summon up a squad of
soldiers to a 14 year old.”
“That’s fine,” she said. “In that case, solve the mystery about who tried to kill me
in my first year before I even stepped through the gates. Find out who sent the dwarves
to kill me. Find out who sent the giant to smash up the village, and kill me. Find out who
sent the bullies, twice, who probably would have raped me, and then killed me. This
castle is not safe for me, Minister. I need to protect myself.”
“Your magic has carried you through thus far.”
“I couldn’t beat that giant. My enemy has been sending more and more
dangerous things at me, and it’s only a matter of time before I, or someone close to me,
gets hurt. I need to be ready. Making this ring just lets me get the soldiers faster. I could
still learn the spell and get them in the normal time. Stopping it now would serve no
purpose.”
“And you maintain that a spell that needs a body isn’t dark magic?”
“It’s just the enhancer. All my spells can turn a specific object, per spell, into
magical energy to make them work a little better. Imbuing requires it. It just so happens
this one needed the body of a soldier. What’s the big deal? It’s a body, she wasn’t
coming back.”
“It just seems a little dark for a 14 year old to be getting into.”
“I Imbue stuff all the time! I’ve been working on this year’s Christmas gifts for my
friends all along. It’s just a spell! A spell into an object. Nothing more.”
“It’s your spells I am mainly worried about. If you can summon up fearless
minions at a wave, what else can your magic do? Can you use the unforgivable
curses?”
“I have Slay, Wracking Pain, and Dominate, if that’s what you mean.”
“You know how to cast them?”
“I don’t have them memorized, no. I’m not stupid, minister. I know that just
because the spells aren’t cast in exactly the same way or have the same incantation, if
they do a similar thing I probably shouldn’t use them.”
“I’m glad to hear that, at least. Now what about this tournament? What surprises
do you have cooked up for us there?”
“Are you going to tell me the challenges?”
“Of course not.”
“Then I cannot tell you how I would overcome them, can I? I’ll just have to
muddle through as best I can. If that means I have to use a spell I haven’t yet

demonstrated, well, I guess that qualifies as a surprise, doesn’t it?”
He turned back to Albus. “What do I tell them, Albus? I need to show that I’m
acting in the best interest of everyone.”
“So tell them you came here, and determined Miss Skeeter’s article was
inflammatory and ill written. That there was no basis for fact in her claims, and that she
had no authorization to be on the grounds in any case.”
“Yes, Susan maintains she’s an Animagus?”
“I do. I think the reason I can’t get Peter is because he heard about my magic for
all those years and worked out a defense. But it was exactly the same as with Sirius,
and I’m pretty sure Peter and Rita don’t move in the same circles. At least I hope not. If
those two are sharing information, ugh.” She shuddered.
“Yes, I see your point. Very well, Albus, but I warn you, your history can only
protect you for so long.”
“Especially when my enemies have free rein in the ministry because of how rich
they are.”
“There’s nothing I can do about that,” sputtered Cornelius.
“Then there is nothing I can do about Susan.”
“Very well. I will see you at the first task, Albus.”
“I’m looking forward to it.”
“I hope this doesn’t make too much trouble for you, Headmaster,” Susan said
after he had gone. “I didn’t know this one piece of magic I was going to do would cause
such an uproar.”
“Oh, trouble I am used to. It is a good lesson for the future, however. You never
know how even the most innocuous of actions may come back to bite you. So, will you
be working here this afternoon?”

50
The First “Challenge”
Time: The next day at breakfast
Place: Great Hall
“I have something to add to the puzzle,” Harry announced. “Sirius told me
yesterday, and with the excitement about the article, it slipped my mind.”
“Okay,” said Hermione and Susan, getting out their respective copies of the
puzzle.
“Igor Karkoroff was a Death Eater,” he announced.
“The guy they’re letting be a headmaster of an entire school?” said Susan, writing
that down. “Wizards certainly have a bizarre sense of justice, don’t they?”
“He must have reformed or something,” Hermione said.
“He gave up a bunch of names,” said Harry. “That so called proved he was sorry
for what he had done.”
“And the wizarding world, taking pity on the poor man, offered him a high paying
job with access to lots of impressionable young minds. Seems legit.”
“He could be acting on Voldi’s orders, I guess,” Hermione said. “But he stays with
his ship, mostly, from what I hear.”
“Isn’t that more suspicious?” asked Ron. “He wouldn’t want to get caught
snooping around, right? He puts the names in, and then lets the tasks do the dirty
work.”
“But if he was under orders to make sure I died, being a judge would be the last
place he’d want to be. How would he sabotage anything out on the open like that?”
asked Harry.
“All it takes is checking a rope or making sure a chain is tight to cut or loosen
something. As a judge he might have the right to stop the challenge for an ‘inspection’ of
things,” said Susan.
“And staying on the ship isn’t suspicious,” put in Sparkle. “What’s he going to do
around a school? Attend classes? I don’t think so. What is odd is that he doesn’t pop
back to his school until the tasks need judging.”
“He would want to make sure his students stay in line though,” said Hermione.
“Right, that would make sense.”
“Or he might not want to Apparate, or even know how. Some wizards don’t.”
“They don’t learn to Teleport?” asked Susan, shocked. “Now I know the wizarding
world is messed up.”
“There’s one other thing,” said Harry. “I’m not sure if I should even tell you…”
“What, you found out what the first challenge is going to be?” joked Susan.
“Uh, Professor Hagrid sort of showed me, yeah.”
“And not me? That little sneak! I mean that big sneak! Well don’t tell me!”
“Are you sure? I mean, we’re not supposed to help each other, but if I let slip, by
accident…”
“Nope. I want to be totally surprised. That way no one can say I had advance
notice and learned a spell specifically for it.”
“Okay. Hermione and I are going to be researching how I can… do… the
challenge. So I guess we’ll have to part ways for the moment.”

“Ugh, this is stupid. We’re friends, I shouldn’t have to avoid you because of some
stupid tournament. Wait a minute…”
“What?”
“Isn’t some huge binding spell supposed to be on the whole thing? That makes
us compete and everything? Wouldn’t that apply to the teachers as well? Wouldn’t they
be part of the Contract that, once they know something about the challenges, they
physically cannot do anything to reveal what they know?”
“He seemed free to do what he wanted.”
“I’m starting to be annoyed with this whole situation.” Her eyes narrowed.
“Deep breaths,” said Sparkle. “It’s just spillover from yesterday.”
“I guess. Stupid Rita Skeeter and her stupid writing things. Hey, did you see that
they published my article in the Prophet? It was in the opinion section, as a “Letter to
the Editor” but still. He probably thought it would sell more papers to have us squabble
there. We’ll see what she writes tomorrow, possibly a retraction?”
“That’s a little much to hope for,” said Hermione.
“I know, but a girl can dream, can’t she?”
There was no retraction.
And finally the first day of the Tournament arrived, and the champions gathered in
the tents. Susan carefully watched the others, wondering if all three of them knew. She
shrugged. What does it matter, anyway?
She looked over at Harry, hugging Hermione, and had to smile. Though I
wouldn’t mind a hug from her…
*Flash!* Susan looked over to see Rita stepping into the tent behind a
photographer. “Young love!” she exclaimed. “How…” she paused to think. As she did,
Susan stepped past her invisible personal space bubble and glared up at her. “What’s
your animal transformation?” she demanded.
“Susan! How nice to see you. What was that? Animal transformation? I don’t
know what you’re talking about. Stirring! That’s the word I wanted.”
“Just so you know, you better eat, sleep, and breathe it for the next couple of
years. Or you just might find yourself Telesummoned a very long way from home. It’s
the only thing keeping you where you are at night.”
“Is that a threat?” she said lightly.
“Good to see you all,” said Ludo, stepping into the tent. Susan stepped away
from Rita, vowing to ignore her. Albus followed him in, along with Barty.
Why is a regular Auror here for this?
“And now we come to the choosing,” Ludo said.
“What are you doing here?” Albus asked Hermione.
“Sorry, I’ll just, uh, yeah, leaving. Bye Harry. Good luck. You too, Susan.”
Susan winked at her with a grin.
“Now, challengers, around me, please. That’s it. Now, I’ll have you all reach into
this bag, and you’ll pull out a model of what you’re going to be facing, okay? Ladies
first!”
He offered the bag to Fleur.
Oh sure, pick the pretty one to go first.

She pulled out the Welsh Green, with a 2. As she wasn’t that surprised, Susan
figured she did indeed know. She looked over at Krum- yup, no surprise there. She
started to chuckle.
Krum pulled out the Chinese Fireball, with a 3.
Susan started to strain to hold back laughter, and started shaking.
“Are you all right?” asked Albus. That did it. She bust out laughing, stomping her
foot on the ground. Everyone looked at her like she’d gone nuts.
“Seriously, dragons?” she asked. “There’s no way this is going to go wrong, right
Headmaster? I was nervous it might be something tough.” She beaconed the bag
forward. “Come on then.”
She pulled out the Swedish Short-Snout, with a 1, and Susan held it up to her
face, admiring the spellwork. “The detail on these little guys is just amazing,” she
remarked.
“Uh, yes,” said Ludo, not sure how to respond. “And for Harry…”
And Harry pulled out #4 the Hungarion Horntail.
She stuck the figure in her Pocket Dimension. “So, what restrictions are being
placed on my magic, and what do we have to do? Subdue the beast or what?”
“Wait, you call subduing a dragon not tough?” said Ludo.
“I admit, it might take me two combat rounds, depending on what cover I had,
and if I had Acceleration up.”
Susan had Acceleration, Flight, Magical Ally, Phase and Immunity loaded into her
bracelet, just so Sparkle didn’t have to cast it on her at the time.
“Susan,” said Albus. “you can’t wish it to your hand, or open a hole in reality and
just grab it. You other champions can’t use summoning charms, either, the eggs are
spelled against that. Also Sparkle can’t cast any spells on you before you begin.
Anything else is fair game.”
Ha ha, joke’s on you. I just have to say a word to get Acceleration.
“Right. Anyway, your task is to get the golden egg they’re guarding,” said Ludo.
“So if I defeat it, that won’t be worth any more points?” asked Susan.
“Uh, no. No more points for beating it up.”
Susan snapped her fingers. “Darn! Hey Myrtle!” she shouted at the ceiling.
Everyone took a step back and looked at her like she’d gone insane.
“Yes?” Myrtle answered, sticking her head through the top of the tent.
“Thought you might be hanging around. I just wanted to say thanks for your
suggestion. Turns out it was the right one.”
“Oh, yeah, I see what you mean. These things look angry. Be careful.”
“Always. Love you.” She blew Myrtle a kiss.
“Not in front of everyone!” Myrtle said, trying to blush, and pulling her head back
through the tent.
“Uh, right.” Ludo had a look like when did I lose control of this situation? “Well, I
have to get up to the stands to do the commentary! See everyone there!”
He called Harry over, which Susan was a bit suspicious of, then hurried off.
“Now, at the sound of the canon-” Albus said, which went off. “Oh, just get out
there.”
“See you in about a minute,” Susan laughed, skipping out of the tent.

Now, where are you my fine dragon friend? Hey, there’s the egg. Bet I could just
put Invisibility on myself, and that would be the end of it.
“Here, dragon, dragon, dragon! Where are you?” she singsonged. Rounding a
corner, she saw it.
Ah, there you are. Now, how to make it a little more dramatic? Ah, I know.
Looking the dragon over, she noticed it was tethered by a long chain, and
wouldn’t be able to reach her. That was nice of them, making sure I could take the full
time to cast.
She also saw magical screens floating in the air, displaying different views of the
battlefield.
Wouldn’t want to miss any of the action, now would we?
“Augment Skill,” Susan cast, taking the full time, and getting a rating of 10 by
putting 6 energy in. She got two back from her Energy Boost, and began to sing. She
rolled a 17 on her Singing check, and everyone in the audience went quiet and leaned
closer to hear.
The dragon roared and pulled at the chain.
Susan took a step, still singing, swaying now with the tune, and wordlessly cast
Hypnotic Field. As she was still very far from the dragon she took the full time, and the
−4 penalty for not speaking the words. She put maximum energy in, as she figured this
one spell would finish it, and got an 18, total (She rolled a 12 + 9 energy − 2 wordless +
3 extra segments − 2 for Augment Skill = 20). The dragon rolled a resistance check,
getting less than half what she needed to throw off the spell. Which of course was not
enough. Colors swirled around it, out to a radius of 14 meters, and Susan stepped into
it, still singing. The dragon was motionless, caught by the swirling colors that now
seemed to dance around it. She sashayed over to the egg, picked it up, and still singing,
made her way back to the tent.
Now back in the tent, she held up the egg. “This egg? I want to be sure.”
Viktor had his mouth open, staring at the field, still shimmering around the
dragon.
“Hey! Listen!”
“Yes, that egg,” said Albus, shaking his head and rolling his eyes.
“Oh, okay.” Susan leaned out the tent again and snapped her fingers, dropping
both Augment Skill and Hypnotic Field. The dragon finished its roar, and the crowd
broke out of its own reverie and started halfheartedly cheering.
“Let’s head to the stands,” said Albus, “you can get your scores and watch the
others.”
“Watch them flail about uselessly? Sign me up,” she said softly. “Good luck to all
of you,” she said honestly. “Harry, I really hope you know what you’re doing.”
Susan walked with Albus up to the stands, and watched as Fleur got into
position.
“You weren’t kidding, then?” Ludo asked Albus.
“No, I was not.”
“I see. We’ve decided to hold off giving Susan her, uh, score, until the others
have gone. Maybe this challenge was too easy for the younger generation!” He
laughed.

“Whatever,” said Susan, not caring in the least.
It took Fleur more than ten minutes to get her version of charm magic up to a
sufficient strength that she could run past it and grab the egg. She was panting and
sweating as she held it up, and the crowd was screaming her name.
“You could have had that, if you’d stuck around,” said Ludo.
“I didn’t want that. I didn’t want any of this, as I keep telling people.”
“Oh, right. Still, she knew how to put on a show, that girl.”
“Well excuse me, princess. I’m glad our life and death struggles are making such
good entertainment for you people.”
“Susan,” Albus cautioned.
“What? It’s true.”
“Ever the diplomat,” he said sadly.
Fleur came up the stands after her scores were announced. “Well done,” said
Susan. “You’re a credit to your school.”
“Don’t tease me, I saw what you did. My charming spell was like a baby’s
compared to yours.”
Susan shook her head. “I got lucky. My ghost friend Myrtle suggested I learn that
spell a couple of weeks ago because strong things kept busting out of Immobilize. I just
did it that way to confuse them.”
“Whatever you did, it was easier than what I had to go through.”
“Well, maybe you’ll be better suited to the second task than I will. You never
know.”
“I doubt it.”
“I’m trying to complement you, Fleur. Forget what I did- it’s not important. What is
important is that you went up against a dragon, and you are still sitting here talking with
me, uninjured. Uh, for the most part. That’s something to be proud of.”
“I guess you are right.”
Then Victor took his turn, and he too took much longer than Susan, but he too
proudly held the egg up.
Finally it was Harry’s turn, and he nervously peaked out from behind the rocks.
The dragon shot fire at him, and he dodged further behind cover to get away from it.
Come on, Harry! You and Hermione were doing something all week, what was it?
You guys don’t have XP, and I could learn dozens of spells in a week without that
restriction. You must haveSuddenly a broom shot down from the sky and Harry jumped on it, taking off. The
crowd went wild.
Okay, that was impressive. But you still have to get it.
He flashed down and tried to grab the egg, but had to roll to avoid getting toasted
by fire. He zoomed off, making a wide circle to try again.
The chain holding the dragon broke, and it roared with delight and took off after

Harry, shooting fire as it went. They both zoomed off to one side.
“Oh crap!” said Susan, getting up. She felt a hand on her shoulder.
“You can’t help him with the task,” he said.
“With respect, Headmaster,” she said, shaking out her charm bracelet. “Piss off.
There’s a dragon loose on the grounds now, how you do not find that unacceptable I
cannot fathom. What if this is a plan to kill Harry, or myself because I am known to get
involved when my friends are in danger? I have to take that one down before the others
get any ideas, or get loose because of ‘accidents’ that happen to be simultaneous. I
warned you something like this would happen, and guess who gets to clean it up?
Right, me. Flight. Accelerate.” Susan began to blur, and her feet lifted slightly off the
ground as she touched each charm and spoke the trigger word.
Then she jumped atop the railing and pushed off, zooming into the air after the
dragon.
Really could use Energetic Accumulation right now. Have to wait until it’s far
enough away from Harry that he doesn’t take damage.
Susan caught up to the pair, and Harry made a tight turn, forcing the dragon to
veer off and crash into the side of the castle.
There! Good thing Knockout is Neptune, and Burst is Long range, that’s 8 * 14
meters, I can hit him from anywhere.
“Elemental Burst Knockout,” she cast, getting a 20, and taking the 5 segments to
cast it. It was too busy scrabbling against the wall to even know she was there, and the
spell, at its full radius of 14 meters, slammed into the dragon.
Sorry about that, anyone who is inside the castle right there.
The dragon was hardly stunned, and looked around to see where that weird
energy had come from. It spotted Susan, and roared at her.
Oh crap. What is that thing dividing damage by? Four? It’s gonna take forever to
deal with this, especially at 10 energy a casting. Is there something else I can do,
though?
She mentally reviewed her spell list, which really didn’t have anything that could
seriously hurt this thing, which is exactly what she needed to do right now.
Nope, that’s all I got, just hitting it with Elemental Burst until it goes down. Good
thing I have Acceleration up so it’s moving in slow motion compared to me.
She cast Elemental Burst again, and again the energy slammed into the dragon.
And again, it hardly seemed to notice as it leapt off the building and started winging
towards her.
No fair, that thing’s faster than I am. Wait a second, maybe I can still salvage this.
Susan shot down to the ground, hoping the dragon would follow, and it did.
Yeah, come and get me.
“Need some help?” Harry shouted, coming from the side of the building.
“Go get your egg, I’ll handle her!” Susan shouted back. Harry took off, and Susan
nodded. I doubt there’s anything you can do against this monster. I just hope I can
figure something out!
Susan landed seconds before the dragon crashed into the ground, but she was
ready. She had been casting a spell, and holding it until the dragon was in range again.
“Hypnotic Field,” she released, burning another 10 energy. She was now down to

44, and was grateful her Energy Boost got her back up to 47. She was rewarded with a
25, and the dragon stood motionless like before.
Okay, now what do I do with you? You’ll probably bust out of Immobilize even if I
cast it on you like this. You would get the check after you left the area. Wait a second,
I’m still Accelerated! I get a bonus to Mercury spells because of that. Well, what could I
get then?
Susan did some quick math. I think I roll 1d8+28 if I take the full time and put in
max energy. Oh wait, my penalty for maintaining the Field. So 26. I’ll see what happens.
She got a 34, and bands of force wrapped around the dragon. As it wasn’t
damage, it didn’t knock her out of the trance, and she fell over. Susan gave a start and
realized Sparkle had passed her the cards she had gotten before.
Probably when I flew off. I just didn’t notice because of the excitement. I’ve got a
Failure card now. I can just make the dragon fail the check to break free. Sweet. Okay, I
don’t need the −2 anymore for my next ‘trick’ so let’s make this dragon fail and be
trussed up.
Susan dropped the Hypnotic Field, and played the Failure card on the dragon as
it struggled. Predictably, it was unable to break out.
“And now to take you back, my fine friend,” she said. “Telekinesis.”
Again, taking the full time and spending max energy, plus the bonus from the
Acceleration, (so she again rolled 1d8 + 28) Susan got a 30. That meant she could
easily lift 67,108,864 kg, where a dragon weighed 18,400 kg. Susan walked over to the
struggling dragon, pretended to pick it up, then flew into the air with it, as though she
was carrying the thing. The dragon was flipped over, so the legs were up in the air,
bound by glowing bands, and the dragon was still trying to break free. Her speed in the
air was now unclear, as the rules she operated under didn’t seem to have any provision
for carrying a captive dragon somewhere with Telekinesis magic, but she made her
back to the stadium as well she could. Even she couldn’t get lost this time, as she just
went high up and looked around for the Quidditch field off in the distance. She slowly
made her way back, and was astonished to see that the screens were tracking her as
she flew back into range.
She landed, and a bunch of people, including Charlie, ran up.
“Where do you want her,” she asked, “holding” the dragon up with her left hand.
“Uh, her crate is right over there, if you don’t mind?” he said, looking up at the
helplessly wiggling dragon.
“Sure, whatever.”
Susan concentrated on moving the dragon with Telekinesis at the same speed
she was walking at, and managed it pretty well, “tossing” the dragon in with another
Mercury check. She made sure the lid was closed before releasing the Immobilize.
“I don’t know about you guys,” she said, “But I’m beat. Doing that cost me like,
half of my energy. I really need to learn a spell to deal with bigger things, they are just
so tough for my magic to take down!”
“Uh, we saw the whole thing on the screens. It doesn’t seem like you were
having that much trouble.”
“Yeah, I make everything look easy. Nice to see you again, Charlie.” Her tone
changed a bit to be more sarcastic. “Thanks for the dragons, I appreciate it. Oh, Harry
wasn’t hurt, was he?”

“No, but the judges are in a frenzy because they don’t know what score to give
both of you. I mean, you captured Harry’s dragon! It got loose, so that kind of changed
the whole equation. They’re still talking about it, I guess. Nothing has been announced.”
“That’s good to hear. Oh yeah, my egg! I left it back in the stands. Retrieval.”
The egg popped into her hands, and she looked it over. “So this is a clue, huh?
This whole stupid thing is stupid. See you.” She waved with two fingers over her
shoulder as she turned and walked away.
Charlie, confused, let her go.
She walked off, back in the direction of the castle, leaving the stands behind. A
fairy flew down next to her, landing on her shoulder.
“Ah, Sparkle. I suppose they saw the whole thing?”
“Yeah, half the screens tracked Harry, and half of them tracked you. I was
heading to help, but I guess my Acceleration from before was all you needed. Uh,
shouldn’t you be heading in the opposite direction?”
“Why? I got the egg, which actually looks more like an avocado, now that I look
closely at it. And my little souvenir dragon is in my Pocket Dimension. I didn’t leave
something else behind, did I?”
“No, but shouldn’t you get your score? I’m sure the judges will want to talk to
you.”
“Exactly why I’m going this way. That Skeeter woman will be buzzing around,
asking questions I don’t want to answer. Especially if the whole thing got played for
them. Thank you for the Failure card, by the way. That turned out to be the key to the
whole thing, so it couldn’t break free.”
“Don’t mention it. That dragon though, it took two full Elemental Bursts and hardly
slowed down!”
“I know. It does double damage, but then it got divided by three or four. Big things
are just way too tough for my current spells. Thank Myrtle for Hypnotic Field though, it
came in handy twice. I was shooting my mouth off back there about two combat rounds.
I’m not sure even spending all my energy on Burst would have taken it down.”
“Yeah, saw that. What were you going to do without the failure card?”
“Oh, still do the Immobilize to squeeze the limbs together. Then a bunch of
Creation to make a series of heavy chains to wrap around it, and a muzzle that was like
a block of iron so it couldn’t breathe fire. Then drop the field someplace far away and
see if it could break out.”
“That might have worked.”
“Yeah. But the next thing that big that’s after me I want to finish right away.”
“Didn’t Ron suggest Shrink at one point?”
“Of course! And that’s RESolve to resist, what RESolve does a dragon have?”
“I have no idea.”
“Bet it’s not as much as STRength!”
“Yeah, you got that right.”
“Well, someone thought my performance was okay, I got 6 XP, exactly enough to
learn the Shrink spell. Guess what I’m headed to do?”
“Not bask in your victory,” said Sparkle, looking behind Susan as she entered the
castle.
“Basking is for losers. I have magic to learn. Anyway, I don’t consider something

this easy a victory. These challenges just aren’t geared towards my kind of magic.”
“Heaven help us is you ever have to face something that actually is…” she said,
looking back at the stands and shuddering.

51
Apologies
Time: Two Hours Later
Place: High castle tower
It was two hours later when Hermione poked her head through the wooden trap
door and looked around, spotting Susan. She was holding hands with Myrtle and saying
something about how ghosts should probably be able to fly as quickly as they believed
they could. They were both sitting cross legged on the floor, and the book of magic was
open and left to one side. This room was obviously unused, as Susan had made tracks
in the dust on the floor from being up here. Sparkle was laying down near them. Susan
looked over and spotted her, dropping Myrtle’s hand and Phase so she could talk to her
living friend again.
“Here you are!” Hermione exclaimed, climbing up the rest of the way. “I’ve been
looking all over for you!”
“Here I am,” she said. “Did you check Professor Snape’s classroom first?”
“What? How did you know that?”
“Called it,” Susan said to Sparkle.
“And it seems you were right,” she replied, cracking an eye open.
“I just thought about where I would be least likely to go, and thus, where I would
be if I wanted to be alone. That was the first place that popped into my head so I stayed
far away from it.”
“Aren’t you clever?” she said sarcastically. “I’ve been looking for you for hours
you know.”
“What? Why?” Susan asked genuinely. “You could have just asked anyone that
can produce a Patronus, oh wait, that’s you, to have them come find me and report
back.”
“I never even thought of that!”
“Of course not, it’s magic. So what’s up?”
“What’s up? You ran away from the tournament! The headmaster thought you
might be hurt, and didn’t want anyone to see you weakened.”
“Wait, you talked to him and he didn’t even suggest it? Weird. Well, I’m quite all
right, as you can see.”
“So why did you come up here?”
“So people couldn’t find me, obviously?”
“But why? There’s been this huge party going on in the common room, and the
judges wanted to speak to you about the points. I still don’t think they’ve scored the first
task.”
Susan snorted and laughed. “That’s their problem, isn’t it? You can’t ask the
contestant how they want to be scored!”
“You still could have gone to the party.”
Susan shook her head. “You should have gone to the party, and supported Harry,
rather than looking for me. I’m… sorry you went through all the effort. I should have left
you a note or something, it was short sighted of me to just disappear. I have to
apologize to the Headmaster too, I was quite short with him earlier. I’m sorry.”
“It’s okay, we just don’t understand why you ran off rather than celebrating with

the others.”
Susan appeared not to hear her. “And the perfect time for our mystery man to
strike would have been when everyone was exhausted from the trial. I left Harry
vulnerable. Guess I have something else to apologize for.”
“Is she making any sense to you?” Hermione asked Myrtle.
“I think she’s channeling the old me,” Myrtle said quietly. “I’ve been trying to talk
her into going back down. Me! Can you believe that? Our roles are now reversed.”
“When I left you, I was but the learner. Now I am the master,” said Susan softly.
“Sorry, what were you saying, Hermione?”
“Party. Downstairs. Come.”
Susan gave a low laugh, shaking her head. “I have nothing to celebrate. Did you
see how hard the others had to work? There’s no comparison between them and me,
and I’m just making them feel worse about themselves. Fleur was too busy comparing
her performance to mine to congratulate herself for making it out of that arena alive.
That’s not what I wanted. But I’m not going to make myself less than I am, magic wise,
to make her feel better. So I don’t know what to do.”
“That’s only natural, to compare yourself to others.”
“Yes, to others. But not different systems of magic. That’s what’s been bugging
me about this, but I haven’t been able to express it well. It isn’t about the people, it’s
about the spells you know. Do you know a spell that can get you past a dragon, or not?
If you do, it’s super easy. If you don’t, well, not so much. It says nothing about me as a
person, or about any of us as people. Just as to what magic we’ve learned over the
years.”
“So how would you fix it?”
“I’m not sure. Maybe score it the opposite way? Not by how long it took to get
past the challenge, but what challenges you had to overcome yourself to fulfill the
objective.”
“But that would give you a zero score!” said Myrtle.
“Maybe that’s what I… wait a second. Say that again?”
“You would have gotten a zero score?”
“Exactly. That’s the key, right there!” She put Phase back on so she could lean
over and hug Myrtle. “I’m so glad you came up here!”
“What? You want zero score?” asked Hermione.
“I don’t want any score, remember? I don’t care about that- and maybe that’s the
point. Don’t score my performance at all. I go first and show the, oh, I don’t know, “ideal
solution using magic” or some nonsense. Then they can be judged against me as to
how close they came to the ideal. That way I’m still in the tournament to satisfy the
binding magic, but I don’t actually count against the others. I’m still not convinced of this
binding magic, by the way.”
“I hardly think the Headmaster would lie to you.”
“No, but he did admit the only way he would know the magic on the cup broke
down is when it stopped working. Maybe it stopped working and we never even tested
it.”
“I guess if you just refused to participate, you could see what would happen. You
might just find yourself on the field.”
“Maybe. But I’ll tell them about scoring me at zero, it would make me feel a lot

better about the whole thing.”
“So now will you come down?”
“And go to bed? Sure! I’m still in no mood to party.”
“Suit yourself, I guess. I’ll go tell the others you’re okay.” She glanced over at the
book. “Were you learning magic up here?”
“Yeah. I was spending my XP for fighting the dragons. Taking Ron’s advice from
before, actually. Anything bigger than me is just too tough for my magic to take down,
even with the extra “damage” Knockout does. And any more deadly Elemental spell
might catch someone in the backwash or hit them unintentionally. So why not shrink the
thing I’m fighting? So now I know the Shrink spell.”
“And I thought I was hard core, studying all the time.”
“You study to pass exams, I study to make sure the next thing that tries to kill me
doesn’t succeed. It’s a little different.”
“I suppose you’re right.”
Hermione turned to go.
“Thanks,” said Susan softly, “For worrying about me, I mean. I’m not sure I
deserved it.”
“Of course. If it were me that was missing, I’m sure you would have moved
heaven and earth to find me. I could do no less.”
“Yeah. Good night.”
“See you tomorrow.”
It was, in fact, a pity that Susan missed the party, because she missed Neville
being turned into a bird by a Canary Cream. (“seven Sickles each, bargain”) She would
have been extremely interested, and asked them questions like “could you do other
animals” and “how long could you make it last for” which might have helped Harry turn
into some sort of aquatic creature for the second task. She also would have been
delighted to buy some, as a candy that can turn you into an animal could be extremely
useful for more than just joking around. She would have also mentioned this, leading
Fred and George to truly realize the potential of wizards no longer needing complex
Anamagus transformations to become an animal if they wanted. A single animal, that
they didn’t even get to choose when they started the process. But alas, none of this
happened, and so Fred and George moved onto other things, with only the Canary
Cream product to show for it.
“Of course you deserved it,” said Myrtle when she was gone. “Whatever gave
you that idea?”
“If I really wanted to hide away, I could have just opened a Teleportal to my
secret base. Instead I climbed up here to the tower. Some part of me wanted to be
found, I think.”
“Or maybe you knew someone would find you eventually, so they wouldn’t
worry?”
“I… maybe. My whole coming here may have been a mistake.”
“What, the tower?”
“No, Hogwarts.”
“Now what are you talking about? If you hadn’t come here, Voldemort would have

had Ron as his willing slave forever. He would have sucked the life out of Quirinus, and
destroyed the stone. Then he would have marched down to the Secret Chamber,
released the Basilisk, and started a new reign of terror. How could stopping that have
been a mistake? Not to mention I would still be the blubbering, depressed girl who
haunts a bathroom rather than who I am today.”
“That sort of thing is fine. Using my magic to save people, or make them things,
or do things for them- that’s fine. Using it to just show off in front of everyone just feels
wrong.”
“It’s not like you’re skipping down the hall rubbing it in everyone’s face. You can
do what you can do, that’s all. Are you okay?”
“I’m just in a weird mood, I guess. Come on, let’s go down. I need to recharge my
Spell Symbol and get to bed. It’ll probably be busy tomorrow.”
The next day at breakfast, people walked passed Susan and looked at her funny,
but they didn’t bother her.
Not sure what I was expecting.
Albus came and sat down at the head table, and Susan thought Now or never.
She walked over there.
“Susan,” said Albus, a bit coldly.
“I wanted to apologize for yelling at you yesterday. It’s been a weird few days, but
that’s no excuse for my behavior. I am sorry.”
“You did warn me, that much was true.”
“But what I said before I… flew off, that was uncalled for.”
“At least you realize it. I find that school is an excellent place for making
mistakes, as long as you learn from them. So your time in the north tower wasn’t wasted
then?”
“What, do you have a map in your head you can just consult as to who is in the
castle, and where?”
Albus looked a little more like his old self. “I can neither confirm nor deny the
existence of a Hogwarts security system which I can use to keep tabs on people.”
“You could have told Hermione where I was, so she could have gone to the
party.”
“Is Miss Granger a party goer, then? I believed she was more like you, preferring
her books and her scrolls.”
“In any case, I’ll see you later for the daily Imbuing.”
“I am now once again looking forward to it. I must also tell you, running off as you
did, that you missed the instructions for the next task.”
“Oh. Anything I should know?”
“It will occur on February 24th.”
“That’s it? Okay, I’ll be prepared. As I hope you’ll be prepared for the next
‘accident’ that happens to either one of us.”
“Given the nature of the next challenge, that would be exceedingly difficult.”
“I’ll take your word for it then. See you later.”
Susan made her way back to the table, where she found the rest of the gang
waiting for her.

“So, she descends to the realm of mere mortals, once again,” said Ron, giving
her a sweeping bow. “Good to see you this fine morning, my lady.”
“Knock it off, Ron, you have no idea what’s she’s going through,” said Hermione,
elbowing him.
“Yeah, because she went somewhere and hid, like she did something wrong. You
have no idea the panic you caused after you ran off. I still don’t know who’s winning the
tournament.”
“Shoot, I forgot to tell the Headmaster my plan for the scoring! Oh well, he’ll need
the other judge’s approval anyway. I’ll tell him this afternoon. You’ll be happy to know I
took your advice,” she said to Ron.
“You’re going with my advice? Are you nuts? What if I get you killed? I’ll never
hear the end of it!”
“About learning shrink magic. I finally learned it, last night. A bit late, but better
late than never, right?”
“Oh, that. Yeah, could have come in handy when facing a huge dragon.”
“Tell me about it.”
“No, why don’t you tell us about it?” said Harry. “Did you not think I could handle it
myself?”
“I didn’t know what their capabilities were,” protested Susan. “In my book of
magic they’re listed as sentient, smarter than humans, and most of them are
spellcasters. These on this world seem to be just animals, but I couldn’t take the
chance. I didn’t know how smart they were, and if she would use tactics to roast you or
what.”
“I could have out flown her, I bet.”
“You can go 180km/h on your broom?”
“I have no idea how fast that is.”
“Right, so how can you say you could have outflown her? And that’s not the
point. If she had seen something more interesting than you, say someone wandering
around the grounds, easy pickings? She would have gone after them and forget the
hard to catch flying thing. Right? It isn’t all about you, Harry, I had to make sure that
thing didn’t hurt anyone because of this stupid tournament.”
“I didn’t think of it like that. I guess you’re right.”
“So were the judges completely flummoxed when you got back?”
“Yeah, they were arguing for almost a half hour. Most people just sort of left.”
Susan grinned widely. “Excellent. Exactly what I wanted to hear, thanks.”
“You want to make it as difficult as possible then?”
“That’s the idea! See, I had a thought last night. What if I was taking the wrong
tack with my whole name in the goblet thing?”
“What do you mean?”
“What if someone knew about my magic and put me in there to win? They bet big
on me, and I plow through the first task in under a minute. They think they’re in the
clear, I have it won, and they’re seeing dollar signs. But wait, how do they score me?
How do they score you? The longer I can make them sweat, the better.”
“So you think it was two people, one to kill Harry, but one to bet on you?” asked
Hermione.
“Exactly. I don’t know what my dragon would have done, had I not just Hypnotic

Fielded the thing into la-la land. But Harry’s got loose. So both theories are still valid,
and one doesn’t cancel out the other.”
“How do we prove it one way or the other?”
“Easy. The heat is on, we just watch for the person that starts sweating…”
Two weeks later, Susan held up her shiny new ring which had just been Imbued
with the Legion spell. She slipped it on and went out to the main office room.
“It’s done,” she announced proudly.
“Shall we see that it worked? I’m interested to see for myself what all that trouble
with Rita actually accomplished.”
“Sure, but not here through. Might be a little cramped. And I should go get Harry,
it’s his mother that made this possible.”
So she did and they went outside, where it was getting much colder out lately,
and Susan held her fist up high. “For sacrifices made,” she cried, and spent 10 energy
activating the ring. Around her, women made of fire appeared and waited for her orders.
“Now isn’t that interesting?” asked Albus. “I thought they were supposed to be
men.”
“I did too. Perhaps because I used a female body, and everyone doing the spell
used a male? It seems more fitting, anyway.”
“Yeah,” said Harry, looking them all over.
“Form up into a wedge!” she said, pointing. They marched over and formed into a
rough triangle shape, with 5 in the back row. (It was one in the lead, one row of two,
three rows of three, two rows of four and one row of five) “Very nice,” she remarked.
“Imagine seeing that coming at you, with my dragon in the lead.”
“An impressive display,” said Albus. “Let us hope you never have to unleash them
inside the school.”
“If it came to that, you would have bigger problems than them to worry about.”
“That’s what I’m afraid of. That one day you’ll need this level of protection and it’ll
be inside my school that it happens.”
“Do you know something I don’t?”
“Many things, I assure you. But specifically relating to our conversation? No, not
as such. But I plan for the worst.”
“Good thinking.”
That afternoon, in Care of Magical Creatures, Professor Hagrid was interested to
see if the six foot long Skrewts, of which ten were left, wanted to hibernate for the
winter.
They didn’t.
As the class was trying to get them under control again, Susan primarily handling
defense with her Deflection spell, a familiar voice came floating over the field.
“Doesn’t this look like fun?” It was Rita Skeeter.
Time to get some information. I haven’t used this spell in ages!
“Lies,” said Susan, activating her Detect Lies charm on her amulet. She stalked
over to Rita.

“Susan! How lovely to see you.”
Lie
“Didn’t get your statement about the tournament, so I sort of had to leave you out
of the article. I hope you don’t mind?”
“What’s your animal transformation?” Susan asked, ignoring the jab.
“Are you back on that again? I have no idea what you’re talking about.”
Lie.
“So you do have one. Good, that makes it easier. Is it some kind of rodent, like a
rat? I know someone named Peter that turns into a rat, and it suits you.”
“I should hope, if I ever do try an animal transformation, it’s something a little bit
more interesting than a rat!”
Half Truth.
“No, it would have to be smaller, wouldn’t it? Can an Animagus become
anything? Like a bug?”
“I tell you I don’t know anything about it.”
Lie
“Is this woman bothering you, Susan?” asked Hagrid, walking up. “Who are you,
anyway?”
“Rita Skeeter, a reporter from the Daily Prophet. I’m always looking for stories,
and these creatures would seem to fit the bill.”
Lie
“She’s here to dig up dirt on either Harry, or more preferably, me, as her initial
attempt to spark flames of controversy over this,” she held up her hand with the ring on
it, “didn’t amount to anything. Plus she didn’t get to write about me doing the task
because she hardly saw me in person.”
“Now that’s just not true,” Rita said sweetly.
Lie
Oh, I so love this spell.
“What I want to know,” Susan continued, “is where all this is coming from. Are
paper sales really that low that you have to go nosing around this much? You wrote
about the World Cup like it was the end of the world, then nothing. Now you’re here
trying to chase down more stories about me. What gives? What did I ever do to you that
would make you want to ruin my life like this?”
“People deserve to know the truth about what goes on here,” said Rita.
Truth
I suppose she could really believe that.
“Your version of the truth, or the actual truth?”
“They are one in the same.”
Truth
Wow, this is one messed up lady.
“You aren’t even supposed to be on the castle grounds,” Rubeus said. “Albus’
orders. You’re disrupting my class, go away.”
“What if I told you I wanted to write an article on these fascinating creatures
here?”
“What kind of article?” asked Rebeus warily.

“Oh, you know, the usual. How long you’ve had them. How they developed, that
sort of thing. We run a zoological column on Wednesdays, which I’m sure you read all
the time.”
“Of course.”
Lie
Huh, I can’t turn it off for specific people. Sorry Professor.
“And of course on you, the man raising them. I’d love to ask you lots and lots of
questions!”
“We can’t do it on school grounds.”
“That’s fine. We can meet somewhere.”
Susan, Harry, and Hermione, who had joined them, gave each other a look as
Rubeus and Rita made a date later in the week to do the interview.
“Ta!” said Rita as she walked off.
They all looked at Rubeus.
“Don’t worry, I’ll stay on topic. I know the hatchet job she usually makes of things.
The Skrewts are safe enough to talk about.”
Susan shut down Detect Lies before it could inform her if this was a lie. She had
learned to trust her friends after the whole incident with her mother and that spell. That’s
why she didn’t have it going most of the time.
That evening, Harry came and found Susan.
“Winky is here in the kitchens,” he said. “Dobby too.”
“Winky? The elf that was accused of casting the dark mark? Why?”
“Apparently, Mr. Crouch fired her later that evening,” he said.
“Great. And the binding magic on her is making her take it…”
“About as well as you would expect.”
“Super. I don’t think there’s any magic I could even do to help, given the nature of
Contract. Take me down next time, I’d at least like to see her, and Dobby, again.”
“I gave him permission to come up and see us. He, at least, is happy to be here.”
“That’s good. Hope he does pop in, he’s a good guy. Elf.”
“And you’ll probably be better company than Hermione. She was just shouting at
her about how happy she should be to be freed, and that she should be getting paid like
Dobby is.”
“Shouting? That doesn’t seem like her.”
“Well, Winky was, uh, carrying on at the time, rather loudly.”
“Ah. I did explain about the Contract magic they’re under, right? I know Hermione
knows what magic is, so no miscommunication there.”
“No, I think she just hates to see something enslaved.”
“So do I, but there’s really nothing anyone can do. Feeling miserable about it isn’t
going to help anyone.”
“Strange, that you should give that ADVICE. Weren’t you feeling a bit bad about
the way the first task went?”
“That’s completely different.”
Harry just nodded, an I don’t believe you for a second look on his face.
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Susan’s Surprise Defeat
Time: The next day
Place: Transfiguration Classroom
And so came time for dance lessons, as Susan and Harry found out they would
need to take partners to the Yule Ball.
“We could go together,” Harry said to Susan as they went through the steps.
Susan, of course, had taken Gymnastics, Climbing, Catching, Bicycle and Throwing as
a skill group. Dancing was nowhere to be found on her character sheet. She looked.
Twice. Luckily she still had 5 XP, and put a point into Dancing with a grimace. This
wasn’t needed as far as the skill went, Dancing was untrained. However, this was more
a Skill Specialization without needing the 5 rating. She just wanted to learn this kind of
dancing, which the 1 was for, and then just use Augment Skill on the night. XP being too
precious to waste on something like this.
“Sorry, Harry. I like you and everything, but I already know who I’m asking.”
“You can’t!”
“Why can’t I? She has as much right to attend as anyone. Or are you going to
say I can’t because she’s… way older than I am, technically speaking?”
“No, no,” he said hastily. “I wouldn’t dream of it. Then who am I going to take?”
“I don’t know. Hermione? You two seemed eager enough to hug before.”
He colored. “She was just worried I would be dead later that day, that’s all.”
“Then take Ron.”
“What?”
“He is your friend, isn’t he? I mean, I’m dancing with you right now, but I’d rather
be dancing with Hermione. Or really any girl in our class. You two could handle it, right?”
“I’m not sure the wizarding world is ready for that. Two same sex couples at one
dance? Professor McGonagall might have a heart attack. Anyway, I’m not… you know.”
“Odd that there doesn’t seem to be a lot of gays here. Or maybe they’re just
hiding it? One would think for any given population the ratio would be about the same.
There should be at least one percent, or like ten people around here. I should do a
study if magic users have a stronger gender connection to their biological sex than the
population at large.”
“Sorry, what?”
“Never mind. Just my Curiosity again.”
Several days later the group was sitting in the common room. Hermione was
reading a school textbook, Ron was building a card castle, Harry was reading, but a
sports book (Flying with the Cannons) and Susan was reading the school paper, which
was doing quite well under her decreasing direction. Most of the posts had been filled,
and they even had a full time editor now, so she didn’t have to do anything with it if she
didn’t want to. It was still her baby, and she looked it over before it went to print, but it
was nice to really read the stories too.
“Shouldn’t you be doing something more constructive?” she asked, looking
between Harry and Susan. “Or have you already worked it out, Susan?”
“Worked what out?” she asked, looking up from the paper.

“The egg, of course!”
“Egg? Oh, you that mean eggplant looking thing I got from the dragon’s nest?
What about it?”
Hermione looked terrified. “You mean you don’t even know?”
“Know what?”
“About the egg?”
Susan looked over at Ron. “Is this some kind of comedy routine Fred and George
put her up to?”
“Not that I know of.”
“Okay, if you’re through being insane, perhaps we could have an actual
conversation.”
“She ran off, remember? She didn’t get the information we did,” said Harry.
“That’s odd. I asked the Headmaster if there was anything I should know. He just
said it would happen on the 24th of February. There’s more to it than that?”
“Apparently they’ve given us the egg as a clue.”
“Don’t help her! Headmaster Dumbledore didn’t. And he said you shouldn’t help
each other!”
“Yeah, just leave it,” said Susan. “Honestly, think about it from Professor Quirrell’s
point of view. I’m never going to get advance notice of things out there, am I?” She
pointed out the window. “So better to get used to it now.”
“You’re not even going to try to figure it out?” asked Ron. “That’s either mad or…
really mad.”
“If I haven’t mastered enough magic to get through by now, there’s no hope me
mastering more before then,” Susan explained. “Oh sure, it would be nice to know, I
suppose, but I can always read through a spell and cast it at the time if I need to. No big
deal.”
“You’ll have to forgive her,” said Sparkle, perking up. “She really loves to play up
her Overconfident weakness. I guess it makes up for her ignoring her No Sense of
Direction weakness. Or how she had me learn Awaken magic to get around her Deep
Sleeper.”
“She’s gotten lost in the castle plenty of times,” said Ron. “I’ve heard people
laughing about it. She’s usually laughing along with them.”
“Sure, but not ‘on camera’ so to speak,” said Sparkle. “Not where they could
see.” She pointed out at you.
Everyone looked over in the direction she was pointing, which was a wall.
“What are you pointing at?”
“Never mind, it would take too long to explain.” She put her head down again.
Everyone looked over at Susan.
“Don’t look at me, this time even I don’t know what she’s talking about.”
“How is everyone’s date situation?” asked Fred, coming into the room.
“Dismal,” said Ron.
“Terrible,” said Harry.
“Great!” said Susan. “She was super excited to be asked.” She gave a thumbs
up.
The two boys glared at her.

“What? I still say you and Ron should go together.” Both looked faintly revolted.
“You’d go with another girl, wouldn’t you, Hermione?”
“I’m not so sure about that.”
“Hum. Interesting…” Susan jotted something down in a notebook she slipped out
of a pocket.
“What is?” asked George.
“Just a pet project of mine. Nothing to worry about. I bet Ginny would be happy to
go with you.”
“I can’t go with my sister! That’s even worse than taking- Wait, you were talking to
Harry just then, weren’t you?” said Ron.
“Picked up on that one right away, didn’t you?” she asked, eyes wide. “Even I’m
not that progressive.”
“Is our brother a siscon?” asked Fred to George.
“How it would shock our poor mother to know this,” said George back to him.
“Shut up!” shouted Ron.
“Anywho… Just saying, Harry. She wouldn’t turn you down,” said Susan.
“Yeah, I’ll keep it in mind.”
Several days later, Ron asked Fleur, and Susan and Ginny were trying to comfort
him in his time of need.
“I’ll never live it down,” said Ron, shellshocked.
“I’m sure tons of people have asked her,” said Ginny. “You won’t have been the
first, or probably the last.”
“She would have gone with you, if she had gotten to know you better,” said
Susan. “It’s just rather unfortunate she hasn’t been hanging around lately. Team Susan
isn’t the same without her.”
“She just sort of stared at me,” continued Ron.
“It could have been worse. She could have just laughed in your face.”
“That’s the bright side, is it?”
“What’s up?” asked Harry, coming in.
“Fleur has blatantly betrayed Team Susan by not answering yes when Ron asked
her to the dance,” said Susan.
“Mind you, she didn’t say no, either. Ron ran off before she could say anything,”
said Ginny.
“There was such a coldness in her eyes. Those beautiful eyes. And that beautiful
hair. And that face.”
“Taking it pretty hard, then?” Harry asked.
Ron nodded sadly.
“Don’t feel too bad, I got turned down by Cho. She’s going with Cedric Diggory.”
C.D. I wonder…
“So we’re stuck for it then?” said Ron. “It’s fine for me, but you have to do the first
dance, Harry.”
“Ginny! Would go you with me?”
“I’m sorry, Harry, but I’m going with someone already. I wish you had asked me
sooner.” She looked glum.
“Who?”

“Um, Neville.”
“I guess he’s okay,” said Ron. “Well, you could still go with Hermione. Why hasn’t
one of us asked her yet?”
“You probably think of her as a friend, rather than a girl,” said Susan.
“Yeah, that’s got to be it.”
“Did I hear my name?” asked Hermione, walking into the room.
“Will you go to the dance with me?” Harry asked.
“Oh, now he asks. Sorry, Harry, but someone asked me ages ago. And…” she
colored. “I said yes.”
“Further betrayal within Team Susan?” Susan said in a low voice, pretending to
be shocked. She pushed herself back into the chair she was sitting on. “Will this tear our
intrepid adventuring group of heroes apart? News at eleven. Oh, and it better not,” she
said, looking at everyone.
“Who?” asked everyone in the room.
“You’ll just have to find out on the night,” she said, flinging her hair back and
walking past.
Susan’s Curiosity weakness got the better of her, and she followed close on
Hermione’s heels, pestering in her.
“I’m not telling you either,” Harry and the others heard as they disappeared up a
staircase.
And so it was Christmas morning. With the extra time Susan had to work on gifts,
the sky was the limit. Ron was impressed with how tough Harry and Hermione’s wand
were to break, and that they would always come back, so he asked for that. Susan had
been glad to oblige him, and had finished the last hour of Fabrication the day before.
She had put in loads of time prior to that, to make it more like a gift.
“Actually, I can breathe a sigh of relief,” he confided in her. “I’ve always been a bit
paranoid about this wand, for some reason. Like I should have broken it already. It’s
very odd. At least now it’s mine, and as long as a piece of it remains, it’ll grow back.”
Hermione got a ring with Pocket Dimension on it, which she said was just perfect.
“Well, I’ve seen you looking at me as I pull books and such out of it,” Susan said.
“I figured you might like it.”
She showed Hermione how she had to concentrate on the portal to keep it open,
and that she could put about a hundred pounds into it per time opened.
Harry’s, of course, was the one she was most proud of. She handed him a small
charm which looked like the Gryffindor crest, and told him to clip it on with his other
ones, the Conceal Magic and Deflection. He did, wondering what was in store for him.
“Okay, cast a hex at him,” she said. “Any old hex will do.”
“You didn’t?” said Ron, looking up from admiring his now like new wand.
“Just do it and you’ll see.”
Ron pointed his wand and cast something.
Nothing happened.

“This is…” Harry said excitedly.
Susan nodded. “It’s grade 8, so I’m glad I got started really early this year. But
don’t get cocky. Remember, this is not the Magic Immunity that I enjoy, this is my old
Barrier Against Spells. You can still get hit by Bludgers, so keep your Deflection item
handy. But anyone who casts a spell on you thinking it’s going to work is going to be in
for a surprise.”
“I don’t have to activate it?”
“I made it permanent, because I didn’t know if you could spend 8 energy. I hope
you don’t mind the XP drain.”
“Didn’t even feel it.”
“Yeah. Anyway, Merry Christmas, everyone.”
Everyone filled into the great hall for the feast and the dance. Susan, wearing a
dress she had made herself with the help of Augment Skill: Dressmaking and Creation,
stepped lightly down the stairs with Myrtle at her arm. (Also Teleportal to get home, and
Research to do some Internet searches for something suitable. But who’s counting?)
Myrtle, wearing a dress she had envisioned herself, floated by her side. Susan had her
charm bracelet hidden on her person, with Phase and Augment Skill: Dancing loaded
into charms. She had Magical Ally and Magic Immunity also loaded, because she
believed in taking no chances. Of course, the silver ring glittered on her finger, outside a
white glove. She had cast Phase on herself, not caring about the penalty at the
moment, saving the charm for when she had to dance in front of everyone.
She had spent an hour doing her makeup, or what passed for the skill- Disguise.
As she had cast Augment Skill: Disguise on herself before beginning, she had gotten a
13*. As an NPC can only get a 15 max, she looked pretty good.
“They’re all staring at us,” Myrtle said.
“Because never before have they seen two more beautiful ladies. Also, all the
boys are jealous we’re together.”
“I guess so.”
She looked around for Ron, and found him wearing a snappy set of dress robes,
quite unlike the dress robes his mother had presented him with. He spotted her, held his
arms up to show the robes off, and grinned at her. She threw him a thumbs up.
Then Susan spotted Hermione. Someone made her checks well tonight. Susan
tore her eyes away to who was standing next to her as her date.
“Wha fur?”
“What was that?” asked Myrtle.
“Viktor? Viktor asked her out?”
“Who? Oh, Hermione? I almost didn’t recognize her.”
“You and me both,” said Susan in an undertone.
As Susan sat down to the feast, she realized with a start her mistake. She turned
to Myrtle, who was looking at the plates longingly.
“I’m really sorry, Myrtle, I didn’t even think about the feast beforehand. We should
have just arrived fashionably late, when the dancing started.”
“It’s okay,” she said sadly.

“No, it’s not. I should have been more sensitive to your feelings, and I’m sorry. If
only Phase was touch instead of personal!”
“Could you Imbue the Phase spell into the food so I could eat it?”
“No, that would mean the next person who ate it would be Phased. Not that the
food would be.”
“Oh.”
“We could just go hide until the feast is over. I don’t mind.”
“No, no, stay. You have to eat even if I don’t.”
“Are you sure?”
Myrtle nodded.
Susan sighed and turned back to her plate. Having a ghost as a date is daring
and cool, but it isn’t without problems, I guess.
Susan and Myrtle danced, both Phasing through people as they did, startling
them.
Hard to keep your mind on physical space when it just don’t matter anymore,
Susan found. They even did a number or two in the air, Susan having put Flight on
herself. Not hearing the music was a bit of an issue, but Myrtle hummed it for her, and it
worked out.
Too late, Susan thought about how it would look for those silly land bounded
people down below. Probably like I’m showing off again. Well too bad for them.
“Can I talk to you?” Myrtle asked, as a song wound down. She pointed up.
“Sure,” said Susan, wondering what Myrtle had in mind. They Phased through
the ceiling and wound up in a classroom. Susan wondered if she should cast Darksight
on herself, but her eyes quickly adjusted as Myrtle gave off enough of a ghostly glow to
see by. She looked pensive.
“What’s up? Are you not having fun? We don’t have to stay.”
“It’s not that. There’s something important I have to tell you, and I don’t know how
to start.”
“Okay.” Susan began to get a bit nervous. What could she possibly… Is this
going to be good or bad?
“The thing is, I really like you,” she said, looking away. “And I think you like me
too. But I think you like me more than I like you.”
“I do like you a lot.” The Love Interest card was played mainly for the points, I
didn’t need it to feel like I… oh no, it’s bad, isn’t it? “Is that a problem? We can work out
your being a ghost some time, if that’s what you’re worried about.”
“No, it’s not that. It’s just, you’re the only one who ever really showed an interest
in me. And you can touch me, which I never thought would happen again. It’s just, I
didn’t want you to get the wrong idea. We can be friends, just, not… more. I’m sorry. I
thought I should tell you, before things got more serious. I thought they might, after
tonight.”
“Oh.” Not exactly what I was expecting. “Thank you for telling me now, I
appreciate it.” Susan took a deep breath, trying to steady herself.
“We can still be friends, right? You’re really my only friend, the others just put up
with me, I think. To them I’m just a silly ghost that hangs around. To you I’m a person.

I’m sorry I can’t be what you want me to be. I can’t love you. I tried. I tried so hard. I’m
sorry.”
Susan stared at her a moment, watching as silvery tears spilled from her eyes,
and vanishing when they left her face.

You could make her love you, with magic. Infatuate, Grade 6. Why not do it? You
have the power, don’t you?

Susan froze.
Where did that thought come from? That voice didn’t even sound like me, did it?
Make her love me? I can’t do that! That’s so much worse than the Imperius curse. Hey, I
made a rhyme. Rhyme time, earn a dime! The only gay girl here and that’s not fine.

Get it together Susan!
“Susan?”
“Sorry. Yes?” She realized she was crying now. “You can’t feel what you can’t
feel. I understand. Of course we’re still friends. Good friends. You’ll always be part of
Team Susan, that’s a promise.”
“You probably want to be alone. I’ll go. I know it was horrible of me to tell you like
this. I was trying so hard to be happy tonight, but I just couldn’t. I know what you went
through to look nice for me. And you learned dancing for me, and everything. But I just
couldn’t do it. I hope you can forgive me.”
And Myrtle was gone.
I’m not sure what I want now. I can’t go back down there, now. Guess I’ll just go
up to bed.
And with 10 energy, Susan made a STRength check to tear her dress off, which
succeeded with a 21. A distant part of her thought it might be a bad idea to leave it
there, but the larger part of her didn’t care. The larger part of her didn’t care about
anything at the moment.
And so, Susan Anne Felton, the girl who was probably the most powerful magic
user on the planet, sadly drifted towards her room like the ghost she couldn’t stop

loving. Helpless against the one thing she couldn’t use her magic to fix.

Her own broken heart.

* Author’s note: The Paragon rules don’t really say how the Disguise skill works in this
case, so I’m taking it as an Assist roll to her LOOks. So Susan currently has a 7 LOOks,
and got a 14 on her LOOks check when she came into the room.
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Life is the Bubbles, Under the Sea
Time: The next morning
Place: Ravenclaw Dorm
When Susan awoke the next morning, she saw the tattered remains of her dress
thrown onto a chair near her bed.
I don’t recall bringing that back last night.
“How are you feeling?” asked Hermione, sitting on her bed across the way.
“Did you bring that here?”
“I saw you leave, and figured she was going to tell you. I won’t ask how you
managed to tear it off like that. Are you okay?”
“You knew?”
“Myrtle had been asking me about how to tell you for a while. She didn’t want to
hurt you, but she didn’t want to lead you on, either. She really was trying to fall for you,
and she sort of hated herself that she couldn’t. You had done so much for her, you
see?”
“I see,” Susan said numbly. “At least she had the guts to tell me in person. Get ita ghost with guts!”
Neither of them laughed.
“Yeah,” said Hermione finally.
“Somehow it doesn’t seem like you fared any better,” Susan remarked, sitting up.
She saw Hermione’s dress in a crumpled heap on the floor.
“Ron was being a total jerk. But I suppose I should have expected it, going with
who I did. But really, are you okay?” she asked a little stronger.
“I’ll survive. I won’t go looking up spells to burn the castle down or anything, if
that’s what you’re worried about. I just… I don’t know. How are you supposed to find
someone, you know? It’s easy for you, walk up to any boy and they’re yours. You have
half the population to pick from, no shortage there. I have to find a girl I not only like, but
likes me back in the same way. Do you know how impossible that’s going to be? It’s
rather ironic, in this situation my being gay is a total weakness, but I don’t get any
background points for it! I think I got shortchanged somewhere along the way.”
“There don’t seem to be a lot of, um, lesbians around here,” she admitted. “But
maybe you’ve caught some girl’s eye you don’t even know, and they were just admiring
you from afar because they knew you liked Myrtle and now they can do a big confession
and you’ll be happy ever after!” She said this in a rush.

“Do you seriously think that sort of thing happens in real life?”
“I suppose in a world of seven billion people, most things have happened at least
once, right?”
“I guess. In all of human history that happened once, five hundred years ago.
This used it up, and now it will never happen again.”
Sparkle jumped up on the bed and started headbutting Susan. She scratched her
ears. “Morning, kitty.”
“Morning. Just as a matter of reference, I think I have it tougher than you.”
“Oh?”
“Sure. How many talking cats have you seen in this world? I mean, Crookshanks
is nice enough, but not exactly my intellectual equal, you know?”
“I never even thought of that! Still, if you wanted kittens one day, you could have
them. The guy doesn’t need to read you poetry to get that done, right?” Susan gave a
weak smile.
“We should all just swear off boys forever!” said Hermione.
Susan looked at her with hope.
“I’m not actually swearing off boys forever.”
Susan sighed. They both gave a weak laugh.
“Want to get some breakfast?”
“I don’t feel like eating.”
“I know, but you have to anyway. Come on.” She went over and tugged Susan’s
arm.
“Okay, fine.”
“A pity about the dress, I really thought it looked good on you.”
Susan stared at it. “Repair,” she cast, then watched it knit magically back
together. “Here,” she said, handing it over. “We’re about the same size. At least until we
grow some more. You can have it, it’ll look good on you too.”
“Are you sure? You must have put a lot of effort into it. Or did you make it with
magic? I didn’t see any seams when I looked it over. It was just one solid piece of
material.”
“Yup. Creation magic. I won’t wear it again, but nothing stops you from enjoying
it. Take it.”
“Thanks. Actually, why don’t we trade?” She picked up hers and held it out. “I’m
not sure I want to wear mine, either, after last night.”
“It was that bad?”
“Ron was going on about how I was fraternizing with the enemy, as if attending a
dance with Viktor meant I was going over to the other side, or something.”
“Did he ask you, or did you ask him?”
“Does that matter?”
“No, I guess not.”
“Well, he asked me.”
“Really? You go, girl! So, details…”
“What do you mean, details?” She colored.
“Was he nice? Did you do the Donkey Kong together?” She wiggled her
eyebrows.
“The what?” she asked, shocked.

“Oh, you don’t know that one? It’s a dance, it was on the Pac Man Fever album*.
I’ll let you listen to it someplace Youtube works.”
“It’s an actual thing? And how did you even hear it?”
“Yeah, it’s real. I heard it... I mean I found out about it... Huh. When did I hear
about it? At some point I guess. Anyway, what did you think I meant?”
“Never mind. But yes, he was a perfect gentleman. I was having fun, up to the
point it all fell apart.”
“You and me both. Oh well, what can you do, right?”
“Soldier on.”
“Exactly. Soldier- my ring!” Susan looked down at her hand. “I had gloves on, I
know I didn’t take-”
“Pocket Dimension,” said Hermione, sticking her hand into nothing. She pulled
out a silver ring and handed it to Susan.
“Is that what I look like, doing that? Thanks.”
“I thought I would keep it safe for you. You don’t even remember me taking your
gloves off last night before I got you into bed?”
“No.”
“I guess it hit you pretty hard. Are you sure you’re okay?”
“I will be,” she said sadly. “Thanks for being here.”
So Susan had a little breakfast, and the boys came over to sit with them.
“Good morning, Ron,” said Hermione.
“Good morning, Hermione,” said Ron.
“Did you sleep well last night?”
“I did. Yourself?”
“Oh, quite well, thank you.”
“That’s good.”
“Any plans for today, then?”
“Nothing special, I don’t think. You?”
“No, nothing special.”
“I see.”
This went on for a moment.
Harry and Susan just sat in silence.
Ginny came bouncing down the stairs. “Morning all!” she said in a chipper voice.
Then she took another look. “Who died?”
“Last night didn’t work out, for any of us, really,” Harry said.
“Really? I had loads of fun. Neville is actually quite the dancer. I guess I have you
to thank, Susan. He told me about how useless he was before you cured him. I wonder
what time it was when we said goodnight?”
“Well, bully for you,” said Ron.
“Honestly, what’s the matter with you all?”
They all just looked at her.
“Okay, you don’t want to talk about it. I get it. But if I don’t see you guys all
smiling again soon, I’ll tell Fred and George. And they take their getting people to smile
very seriously, so you better watch out. See you!”

“Someone took her peppy pills this morning,” remarked Susan.
“I remember being that young,” said Ron. “Not a care in the world, me. Funny
how the years can change a man.” He savagely stirred his morning oatmeal.
“I don’t think you’re that much older than her,” remarked Harry.
“Not in years, maybe. But in life? That’s where you get weighed down. Am I right,
Susan?”
“What do you know about it?”
“Right, I’ll just be… over here, then.” He scooted down the table a bit and
concentrated on his breakfast.
Several days later, just as Susan was starting to feel a bit better, she started to
feel a whole lot worse. She hadn’t seen Myrtle in several days, and was going to go up
to her bathroom and tell her to come out already, when she saw the latest Daily
Prophet. There was an article, written by Rita Skeeter, that focused on Rubeus and the
fact he was a half giant. Also that he was breeding dangerous magical creatures, and
she implied he was always one second away from snapping and murdering everyone
around him.
“Do you know,” asked Susan causally. “After the dance, and I mean right after, I
had half a mind to try Telesummon again and see about getting Rita? Force her to
reveal her animal transformation? I just wanted to lash out, and that would have been
so easy to do.”
“And you mention this because you’re feeling the urge again?” asked Hermione.
“You know me so well. If only I had given into that impulse.”
“You would be in a lot of trouble right now, let me tell you,” said Harry. “So I’m
glad you didn’t.”
“How did she find out?” asked Ron. “We only found out at the, uh, ball, because
we overheard him. Accidentally.”
“It’s kind of hard to miss,” said Hermione. “He is rather a bit taller than the
average person.”
“But how do you get a half giant though? I mean, giant parts and human parts
aren’t exactly sized for each other,” asked Susan.
“You’re the one with the shrink spell,” said Ron.
“Seriously?”
“How should I know? I don’t want to think about it.”
“Wait, he was talking about it at the ball? Were there any animals nearby you can
remember? Like a bird or something?” asked Susan.
“We were trying to hide, not catalog the local wildlife.”
Susan looked over at Harry.
“Sorry.” He shrugged.
“You have failed Team Susan,” she said ominously. “I hope that you do not fail
again.”
“I see you’re feeling a little better,” remarked Hermione.
“Oh, I was being serious.”
“What?”
Susan looked at her with an all too innocent expression. Hermione grinned.
“What are we going to do about this?” asked Harry.

“What can we do? She’s free to write what she wants. Much as we would like to
expose her secret, without proof we have nothing,” said Hermione.
“Even finding out what her form is wouldn’t help, we would need eyewitnesses to
the transformation,” said Susan.
“If only there was some magic to tell if someone had an animal form,” said Ron.
“Good point, Ron!” said Susan, getting her book of magic out. “Nothing useful
under the Detect family. It’s all things like poison or disease or enemies or invisibility.
What about the Reveal family? Nope, just Condition and Defenses. Not very useful.
Sorry, I got nothing.”
“Your magic doesn’t actually have an equivalent to the Animagus transformation
though, does it?” asked Hermione.
“No, shape-shift is all I have. There’s magic to reveal the true form of someone,
but again, we would have to catch her first, and prove I hadn’t just shape-shifted her in
the first place.”
“So could you ask the book for a new spell that can do it?”
“You mean a spell that could force her to change? The trouble is the book would
be trying to force someone to perform a totally foreign piece of personal magic. That
could go wrong. Much easier to cast Dominate on her and force her to confess.”
“I think that would also be illegal,” said Ron, remembering his time under the
unforgivable curse.
“We’ll just have to keep our eyes open,” said Harry. “Any weird animals we see
around the castle, grab them up like the golden snitch and stick them someplace.”
“I can stick someone in the Pocket Dimension, right?”
“There’s air, if that’s what you mean. They have to be under the weight limit,
though. If she turned back, you’d never get her out. She would have to be animal form
again, and there really wouldn’t be much we could do to convey that.”
“A big glowing sign stuck through?”
“The location for putting something in is totally random though. It could be light
years away for all I know.”
“Oh.”
And so their lesson was unicorns that day in Magical Creatures, which sent the
girls, even Susan, into paroxysms of delight. Ron and Harry kept pestering Professor
Grubbly-Plank about where Professor Hagrid was, but she wasn’t talking.
They went over to his hut, but there was no answer at the door.
“I can get us in, one way or the other,” offered Susan.
“Let him be alone for now,” said Harry. “We’ll keep trying.”
And even more days passed without seeing him, until after the latest trip to the
village, where Hermione and the others burst into the common room where Susan was
sitting. She was doing some Arithmancy homework, and had raised her skill to a 4. She
had just rolled a 19 on the check to understand it, and was writing the answers down.
“What’s up you guys?” she asked, as everyone burst in on her.
“We have to get into Professor Hagrid’s hut, right away!” said Hermione.
“Why, is he sick?”
“No, you fool, we’re gonna kill him. And Simba too,” said Harry.

“Good idea,” said Susan. “Who needs a gamekeeper?”
“Idiots!” said Hermione. “There will be a gamekeeper. I will be gamekeeper!”
Ron by this time was trying to edge away from them all.
“Oh, get back here, Ron. Really, you don’t even see Disney movies? I watched
that movie so many times growing up!”
“Me too!” said Susan.
“What?” asked Ron.
“Anyway, we saw Rita in the village, and she was horrible to us as usual. I’m not
going to take any more, we’re getting our real professor back.”
Susan snapped her book shut. “I thought you would never ask. Teleportal.”
The swirling energies appeared, opening to a scene inside the hut. Headmaster
Dumbledore sat there, calmly sipping tea as the hole in the air opened behind him.
“Someone to see you, I think, Rubeus,” he announced without looking behind
him. He took another sip of his tea.
And so the gang spent some time persuading Rebeus to return to teaching their
class, and he reluctantly agreed.
“And it’s a good thing,” said Susan. “You would have looked very silly floating out
of this place to your lesson. I would do it, make no mistake.”
“She would, too,” said Harry.
“I know she would,” said Rubeus.
“Good. With that settled, I have another friend to make see reason today. If you’ll
excuse me?” She stepped back through a Teleportal to a broom closet she knew as a
good point to keep it away from prying eyes. “I’ll leave this open for you all, save you
walking back to the castle. It’ll collapse when you’re all back. See you later.”
“Myrtle!” Susan called, stepping into her haunt. “I know you’re here, so you may
as well come out.”
“Susan?” said a quiet voice, peaking around the stall.
“You know anyone else as loudmouthed as me? Are you going to show yourself
around school again, or am I going to have to smack some sense into you too?”
“Too?”
“Yup. Just got back from talking to Professor Hagrid about that article Rita wrote.
Which you would know, if you weren’t hiding in here.”
“I still feel terrible about what I said.”
“I won’t condemn you for telling me the truth. You should know me well enough to
know that.”
“So you’re not mad?”
“Mad? I was never mad. Not at you, anyway. I saw what I wanted to see, and I
should have known better. It was my fault for turning you into something you weren’t in
my head. But I meant what I said before, we’re still friends. We just can’t be anything
more than that. If that’s what I have to accept to keep you around, then that’s what I’ll
accept. It’s as easy as that.”
I say it’s that easy, but it really isn’t. It’s going to take some time for me to heal.
But I think this is a good first step, and a good lesson for me. Ask someone their
orientation before creating a little fantasy world in your head where you’re together,

when you’re really not.
“Are you sure you aren’t plotting some horrible revenge upon me?”
“You know I don’t operate like that. If I’m going to do something to you, it’s going
to be to your face, loudly, so everyone can see. I don’t do back alley, cloak and dagger
type stuff.”
Myrtle came out the rest of the way. “I’ve missed you.”
“I missed you too. Now come on, no more sulking. I’m the one that should be
sulking anyway.”
“I guess if you’re okay…”
Not really, but I’ll take a half a loaf over none, I guess.
All too soon, it was time for the second challenge. Ron, Hermione and Harry
started a campaign to devour every book in the library, it seemed to Susan. They were
obviously looking for something specific, but she had no idea what.
“They seem rather frantic about it,” Sparkle remarked as they both watched
them, invisible. They were both too far away to hear what they were discussing, as
Susan didn’t want any hints before the day. Sparkle was in Susan’s arms so they didn’t
get separated.
“What in the world is the second task that has sent them into this tizzy?”
“What I want to know is, shouldn’t he be working it out himself? That is the rule,
right? And Hermione for one is a pretty good stickler for rules.”
“I suppose they could look for spells in general, then casually mention to him to
read over a certain book, that just coincidentally has the right spell they need.”
“At least they are looking for a proper magical solution this time. Not just ‘get a
broomstick and hope for the best’ like last time.”
“You got that right! Still, I really hope it won’t be me rescuing Harry again this
time.”
“What, you want him to dramatically rescue you?”
“Wouldn’t that be a reversal!” Susan said. “Harry Potter, saving me! Oh, the
shame of it!” She had to leave the library rather quickly after that, as her howls of
laughter were attracting attention.
The evening before she was told to meet at the lake at 9:30 the next morning.
“The lake?” she said. “That’s an odd place to be that early in the morning. The
lake will be there at 10:30, still, right?”
“I’m just delivering the message,” said the older girl who had been sent to find
her.
“Okay. Thanks.”
“Good luck.”
At 9:20, Harry hadn’t arrived, and Susan was wondering if he hadn’t come up
with any solutions to whatever the lake problem was. At 9:25 he appeared, running
towards the dock, where boats were being launched. The magical screens again floated
in the air, above huge platforms that had been constructed to stick out of the water.
Each was tracking a different champion, and each, magnified on the screens, looked
nervous. Susan was looking around, wondering what the heck she was doing here. She

had her standard complement of spells loaded into her bracelet, and was wearing a
bathing suit under her clothes, just in case. She had checked her cards, and saw she
had 7: Success, 24: Retry and 46: It’s not as bad as it looks.
It doesn’t take Always Prepared to know that if someone says ‘be down at the
lake’ that one wear a bathing suit. Still, why are we doing this task in February, when it’s
still, you know, winter? That water must be near freezing! Good selection of cards, too.
That Retry will come in handy, given I have no XP anymore. Why did I spend my last 4
on Arithmancy? Stupid! And a success is always good.
Suddenly a new card appeared, and somehow Susan knew Sparkle had given it
to her. An XP bonus, thanks Sparkle! She played it, and a 2 appeared under her “EXP”
box.
“Welcome to the second task!” said Ludo, his voice magically booming. “Last
night, something was taken from each of our champions. At least, that was the original
plan. Due to some discussion about the safety of all concerned,” he looked over at
Albus, who had on an innocent expression, “The original plan has been modified.
Rather than going down to get a person, each champion must retrieve a banner, like
this one.” He held up a banner with Ludo Bagman written on it.
What? Some actual sense was used for this? Astonishing!
Susan looked over at Albus and gave him a thumbs up, and he nodded his head
once back.
“They will have one hour to return once the task begins. I wish them all luck.”
He muttered a charm, and his voice went back to normal levels. “The same
restrictions are being placed on you, Susan. You have to go down there as well.”
“It’s just as well,” she replied, pulling off her clothes and sticking them into her
Pocket Dimension. “I would have to see the banner to bring it to myself anyway.” She
shivered, wishing she had learned withstand weather but figuring she wouldn’t be
exposed long.
“On the count of three then!”
A huge 0 appeared on the screens, and then went up to 1. Then 2. Then 3, and
the cannon went off. Everyone but Susan jumped, or was pushed in Harry’s case, into
the water. Susan shook her head.
Now, they won’t have put them very far, swimming speed is greatly reduced next
to running speed. Maybe 40 meters that way, and then straight down? That should do it.
“Are you going?” asked Ludo.
“Just giving them a little head start, it’s only sporting,” Susan replied. “But if you
insist. Flight. Darksight,” she said in succession, touching two of her five charms. She
hopped down off the platform and hovered just atop the water, making it look like she
was walking on water.
Still, I probably should have bought off No Sense of Direction by now. She took
off “walking,” wondering how to compensate for this. I suppose just heading down is
fine, but I won’t be able to really tell once I go underwater, which way is down if i’m
Phased. I need to somehow get down to the bottom without getting lost. After that, just
look around for some kind of beacon or something. They’re only giving us an hour, it
can’t be that hard to find, right? In reality though, Phase just keeps me from getting wet.
Wet and cold. I could tell easier if I wasn’t Phased, but colder. Which is more of a

concern right now?
Susan mentally reviewed her options, looking down. She reviewed the objects
she could pull from her Pocket Dimension.
“Ah, of course!” she exclaimed, brightening. She stopped walking and looked
around.
This would seem to be far enough.
Susan stuck her hand into her Pocket Dimension again, pulling out the large iron
keg that held the basilisk venom from her first year. This will sink nicely. She had Albus
enchant the container to be proof against the acidic nature of the venom, it had eaten
through her first keg rather rapidly. The walls of it were still a centimeter thick, and it
weighed a ton. “Light,” she cast on it, making it light up. Now, does Phase protect me
from needing to breathe? I’ve only ever done it in air. Oh well, I’m only at a −1 so far.
“Breathe Water,” she cast, taking care of that problem one way or the other. She
then heaved the glowing jar into the air and touched her third charm. “Phase,” she said,
watching it *plunk* into the water and sink.
Susan followed it down. She looked around with interest, and saw the rock shelf
the platforms were sitting on in the distance.
It’s not empty down here at all! I could have found my way, I bet. Oh well.
She felt she needed to make a LUCk check for some reason, and was startled.
Have I ever had to make a LUCk check before? I bet it’s important, and my LUCk of 4
might not cut it.
She “rolled.”
Eleven, that’s not too bad. One from my maximum, anyway. You know what, I’m
spending the Success card, this is too important to take the chance on. The 7
disappeared from the “cards” box on her sheet.
And so, as luck would have it, Susan saw not only saw the mermaid city come
into view, she seemed to be right on top of it, and floated down with the jar. It came to
rest on the bottom of the lake, and she looked at all the aquatic creatures looking at her.
They were not the “half maiden” creatures of legend, but much more animalistic. They
also carried weapons, and Susan wondered how they made them down here.
She saw a bunch of them probably singing, and realized that would have led her
straight here as well. They were swaying and opening their mouths as one would while
singing, anyway.
I guess they did think it through. Now, do I drop Phase, get wet and nearly
frozen, cut the banner off, and just fly out of here? Or do I fly up, drop Phase when I’m
almost out of the water, and use Retrieval now that I’ve seen it? They did say I couldn’t
wish it into my hand. I’ll have to get wet.
Susan ended Phase, then cut the banner loose with Cut. Mermaid song washed
over her, and she had to make a RESolve check to not get drawn closer to them. Ah,
they really wanted us to get drawn here, huh? She grabbed the jar of venom, they might
move it, and then Retrieval wouldn’t work, and started back up. Even she couldn’t get
lost “flying” through the water straight up, it seemed as if she was flying past some low
hills until she burst out of the water with the banner.
“And our first champion is out of the water with her banner in… just under five
minutes.”

There was no applause. In fact there was some booing, but Susan saw it was
from the Slytherin students. Wa-Waa.
Now what would happen if I placed a Teleportal just so, one end under the water,
the other end a couple of meters up above them?
Susan, however, did not give into this fantasy, and calmly “walked” across the
water again. She gave a little hop, and was back on the platform, shivering.
Should have borrowed Ron’s Withstand Weather charm.
She stopped maintaining the Light spell, and it went away. She put the jar back in
the Pocket Dimension and saw Hermione making her way over.
“That seemed a bit easier than the dragon thing,” she remarked, pulling out her
wand. “I would have expected them to get harder.” She swished her wand around,
casting a spell without asking, and Susan hastily cried “Immunity” as Hermione cast,
touching her forth charm.
Hermione looked shocked, and Alastor had his wand out, and was pointing it at
her.
“I just wanted to dry you off!” she protested.
“You can’t just run over here and start casting spells on me, you know. You could
have been the person that put my name in the cup, now polyjuiced, and coming over
here to kill me!”
“Honestly,” said Hermione, turning to go.
“Stay where you are, missy,” said Alastor harshly. “Susan isn’t wrong. In fact, I’m
giving her ten house points for reacting like she did. Though I would have done an
offensive spell, not a defensive one.”
“What if I had been wrong?”
“I didn’t say a lethal one. Interesting that’s where your mind went to, though.
There’s hope for you yet.”
“She’s been with me all morning,” said Ron, hurrying up. “She can’t be someone
else.”
“Unless you’re someone else, too,” he said.
“I can clear this up,” said Susan. “Telesummon!” she cast, and Hermione
disappeared with a squeak, only to reappear on the other side of her. “She’s herself. I
got the real one,” she said to Alastor.
“An interesting method. If you’re sure then.” He reluctantly put his wand away.
“Sorry, but I had to be sure,” said Susan.
“He’s rubbing off on you,” she said, glaring at Alastor. “Do you mind if I now dry
you off?”
Susan dropped all the rest of her spells, and weight returned. “Sure thing.”
She pulled on her clothes while the other champions struggled to get down to the
flags.
“As I was saying, the merpeople didn’t even attack you. It hardly seemed a
challenge at all.”
“You’re right. Though my No Sense of Direction gave me a bit of a scare there for
a moment.”
Albus came over to her, still watching the screens. “Not flying off today, then?”
“Why bother? They realize how pointless my score is. I still say I shouldn’t be

scored at all.” She pointed up to the stands. “I guarantee you the others will get cheers
when they finally emerge.”
“Possibly.”
“I have to commend you on your use of non-living objects. You really were going
to kidnap people and put them down there?”
“That was the original plan, yes.”
“And may I ask who came up with that cockamamy caper?”
Albus’ lips moved silently. She thought he said cockamamy? “Our resident
announcer,” he finally said.
“Right. Make things a little more exciting, right? I’m sure that’s the kind of thinking
that got people killed doing this tournament before.”
Albus just nodded.
“What did Harry do, anyway? He couldn’t have put a spell on himself, you guys
don’t have many of those,” she asked Hermione.
“I have no idea. Professor Moody found us in the library and made us leave.
Harry hadn’t found anything at that point, so I don’t know what he ended up doing.”
“He seems to have gills,” Susan remarked. “And I know potions were forbidden
because I asked about that. I’ll be interested to see what he has to say.”
She started reloading the spells into her charm bracelet, this wasn’t over until
Ursula sang.
Fleur was next up, she had cut through the water like she was born there, and
she climbed out with her banner. She got a lot of applause, and Albus looked over at
Susan with an I told you so look.
Fleur came over to Susan, a blanket around herself.
“I have to thank you again,” she said to Susan, softly. “If you hadn’t healed my
wounds before this all started, I would have been in real trouble.”
“They would have healed by this time though, right? It’s been months!”
“Most wounds caused by magical creatures don’t heal up very well without
magical healing. I don’t know what attacked me, so I can’t say if they would still be there
or not.”
“Plus, you would have had some ugly scars to explain.”
“That is true.”
And with that, Harry and Viktor came up at about the same time, to much wilder
applause.
“What was I worried about?” Susan asked no one in particular. “You have some
explaining to do about gills, though,” she said to Harry.
Albus came over to her. “The scores are going to be announced. I take it you
maintain indifference in the matter?”
“Quite correct.”
“Then I shall tell you this. The third and final task will take place on the 24th of
June. You’ll be told the task a month beforehand to prepare.”
“Thank you Headmaster,” Susan said gratefully. “Teleportal.” A hole opened
behind her into the castle, and she stepped through. “Anyone else for the Susan
Express? No? Good job down there, Harry. See you later.”

The portal closed.
Back in her room, she examined the egg after taking it out of her Pocket
Dimension.
“A little late for that, isn’t it?” asked Myrtle, floating over to her.
“You got back here fast! Or didn’t you go watch?”
“No, you were right. Ghosts can travel quickly when they want to.”
“Ah, I see. I just thought I would look it over, now that I’ve finished the task this so
called clue was about. What was the clue? It looks like an egg to me. That doesn’t have
anything to do with the lake, or merpeople.”
“Why do you always do things backwards? It opens. I watched Harry figure it out
not long ago. I think someone gave him a hint though, maybe Professor Moody. He was
always asking if Harry had worked it out yet. If you open it underwater there’s a song
that plays, and that was the clue.”
“I see.” She stuck it back again. “Bizarre. And I learned that Shrink spell for
nothing, I guess. Oh well. It’ll come in handy at some point I’m sure.”
“What’s the plan now?”
“It’s only 10:30, I’m not sure. Maybe something will attack me now that I’m alone
in the castle, relieve my boredom a bit.”
“What’s that?” shouted Myrtle, pointing behind Susan.
She whirled.
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Clues and ‘Tudes
Time: The next day
Place: Common Room
“So how did the other champions do it?” asked Myrtle. “They didn’t seem to need
to eat anything nasty before they went in the lake.” She sighed. “What I wouldn’t give to
eat something, no matter how nasty.”
Susan was still a bit miffed at Myrtle for tricking her the day before. She had
almost blown out the castle wall with Thrust before she realized Myrtle was laughing at
her. However, she was interested in the answer.
“Bubble head charm,” said Hermione. “But I can’t figure out how they stayed
down so long. They would have used up the oxygen right away in a space that small.”
“Is there some kind of air freshening charm?” asked Ron.
Hermione looked over at him, stunned.
“What, have I got something on my face?”
“No, that’s the answer. That’s what we did wrong, Harry!” said Hermione
excitedly. “We were looking for one spell to the job, not a combination. I feel like such an
idiot now.”
“I guess you both just got fixated on a single spell?” asked Ron.
Harry nodded. “Hermione wasn’t the only one. I’m just as much to blame, to don’t
feel too bad. What I’d like to know is where Neville got that Gillyweed from. And for
some bizarre reason I keep thinking Dobby got it for me. It’s madness!”
“That would be pretty weird. A plant that can transform you into a version of
yourself with gills. I’d like to try it sometime,” said Susan.
“Too bad we didn’t think to ask Fred and George how they make those Canary
Creams, maybe you could have turned into a dolphin or something by eating one of
those instead,” suggested Ron with a laugh. This time everyone looked over him.
“What?”
“Who are you, and what have you done with Ron?” Susan asked.
“I’ve just been trying to pay attention to things more, that’s all. I’m trying to find
my special talent.”
“Oh, your cutie mark? I approve of this,” said Susan. “Carry on!”
“No, my special talent.”
“Good work, Ron,” broke in Hermione, as Susan was about to do the usual and
take things too far. She was actually looking at him in a new light. Or in this case, a new
shadow, as an older boy was now standing behind him.
“Hey chief,” he said to Susan.
“Chief” is what they call me down at the paper, Susan found herself
remembering.
“What’s up, Dan?”
“You might want to read this- it’s Rita’s latest work.” He passed a paper over to
her, holding it up with two fingers, like it might bite him.
I’m going to regret reading this, aren’t I?
“Thanks. You want this back when I’m-” She looked up, but he was already
sprinting away. “Huh.”
“I’ve got a theory,” said Ron. “It involves the general happiness level of those at

this table, and you not reading that paper you’ve just been handed!”
“No, I better see what it’s about.” She looked down.
Massive Cheating Discovered at Triwizard Tournament
By Rita Skeeter
When your lovely reporter, Rita Skeeter, saw Susan Felben complete the
first task for the Triwizard Tournament in record time, she was suspicious. Whoever
heard of putting a dragon into a trance by singing to it? But the events there got
stranger- the dragon that Harry Potter, the Boy Who Lived and everyone’s favorite to
win, was supposed to face “mysteriously” got loose.
“I checked those chains myself just moments before,” said a young man with red
hair. “There’s no way it got loose by its own strength. I think someone tampered with the
restraints.”
After this so called “accident” both Harry Potter and Susan flew off, with Harry
returning moments later to claim his egg. This put his time at second fastest after
Susan.
Susan and the dragon then returned later, with the dragon somehow being
“carried” by her in one hand. We were shown her “subduing” the dragon far away from
the field, where such events would be easier to fake. Obviously this “dragon” was also
some sort of fake, made magically light so Susan could perform this “feat” of daring.
Imagine trying to get us to believe that a fourth year student, who many at the school
describe as “quite useless, actually. I’ve never seen her in charms or potions class,”
could tackle a dragon herself. Also to note, when she zoomed off to “fight” this “dragon”
she was not riding a broom, and sources tell me she was never seen in Broomstick
Riding class her first year.
This event caused the judges to suspend scoring the events until some sort of
baseline was created for dealing with Susan’s antics. More realistically, the scoring was
halted by Albus Dumbledore to put his school’s champion, Harry Potter, ahead. Once it
is determined that Susan’s actions in the tournament are not her magic, she will be
disqualified. That would mean Harry Potter would then go from second to first place.
After all, with no numeric scores to keep track of, when Harry is declared the winner, no
one will be able to dispute the announcement. Susan’s helping him to win forgotten.
It is the second task where the Headmaster’s deception shows through more
strongly. He would now have you believe that Susan can walk on water, breathe
underwater without any spells or special efforts, and, once shown the way with her
glowing orb of cheating, descend directly to the banner she was to retrieve. Once again
she had the fastest time by a wide margin, with Harry Potter and Viktor tying for last
place. Or really, second place, if you keep the cheaters out of the game. I’m sure it was
to the Headmaster’s dismay that Fleur Delacore easily retrieved her banner and
emerged before the others. That girl can swim!
The events surrounding the desperation of Albus Dumbledore to see his school
win are easy to imagine. Take a person with little magical talent and bewitch the cup to
give up her name. Then offer her an ultimatum- “Perform in the Tournament or you’re
expelled.” She then has spells cast upon her by hidden wizards or witches, and
performs seemingly impossible feats to distract everyone from the other performances.

She is found out as a fake, the Headmaster claims no knowledge of the events, and
Harry wins the Tournament. We can only hope Albus comes to his senses and
dismisses Susan before any more damage to his reputation is done.
Everyone at the table waited for her eyes to start glowing or fire to shoot from her
nostrils. She just sighed and handed the paper to Hermione.
“I warned him this would happen, too,” she said.
“Almost as if you knew the plot before it actually happened,” said Sparkle, looking
off in the distance, past her. Susan tried to see where she was looking, but it was just
another table of students. Sparkle was a picture of innocence.
“I’m just good at figuring things out. I have high mental stats for a reason, you
know.”
“Of course.”
“This claims the Headmaster set you up! That he’s using you to cheat!”
“I have to agree with her on this one, that’s what it looks like.”
“What?” Hermione was shocked.
“Think about it, I did things they didn’t. They plunged right into the water, right? I
cast some spells, walked across the water, and found the banner quite easily.”
“How did you do that, actually?” asked Harry. “And what was that glowing thing
all about?”
“I didn’t want to get lost, I didn’t realize there was so much plant life and stuff
down there. I probably wouldn’t have needed it. As for finding it so easily, I played a
card on my LUCk check to succeed. Good thing I did, too. But maybe I shouldn’t have,
getting lost would have made it look more realistic. But then I would never have found it.
I just made the thing glow so I could follow it to the bottom, as my No Sense of Direction
weakness would have made me get lost otherwise.”
“Yeah, you were the one that didn’t care about the whole thing,” said Ron. “Why
not just come in last on purpose?”
“I said that months ago, that I would do my best because I was representing the
school.”
“Oh yeah. The old me probably wasn’t paying attention.”
“I’m glad the new you is.”
There was a pause.
“Sorry, what?” Ron had been distracted by one of the Beauxbatons’ girls walking
where he could see, skirt swishing back and forth in a rather hypnotic manner.
“Never mind. I would like to know who is quoted saying I don’t go to charms
class. They might wake up naked, suspended from a tower somewhere having used my
‘quite useless’ magic for the job.”
“They probably wanted to be anonymous for that very reason,” said Harry.
“So what are you going to do?” asked Sparkle.
“The article is more aimed at the Headmaster than me. He’s going to have to
explain it, not me. Maybe he’ll have me perform magic for the judges so they know it’s
coming from me? I don’t know. I hope he doesn’t, I would rather it remain as mysterious
as the dark side of the moon.”
“You and me both.”

“Luckily the ministry already knew about your magic because of your work with
the Longbottoms,” said Albus when she went to speak to him about the article.
Professors Moody and Snape were there also. “So they know you can do impossible
things. They will issue a statement before the next task that says they are satisfied
you’re not cheating, or being helped by me somehow.”
“So I won’t have to demonstrate anything? That’s a relief.”
“Albus,” said Severus, “the ease at which she completed the tasks suggests she
was cheating somehow.” He turned back to her. “Are you sure you got no advance
notice about the tasks in any way?”
All three stared at her, and she felt herself making a RESolve check for some
reason. She got a 16. She felt an odd presence in her mind.
Odd, I don’t have Compulsive Honesty or Liar, why would I need to make
RESolve checks?
“No. I didn’t even try to work out the clue for the second task, and I had no idea
what Harry and the others were working on in the library beforehand. As for the
dragons, I think Harry and the others knew, but I wouldn’t let him tell me, for this very
reason. The spells I know are just general purpose spells, or suggested by others, or
that I knew from years ago. I didn’t learn any specifically for the challenges.”
“And you still to do not have any knowledge about who put your name in that
goblet?”
“No! How many times do I have to say it?” All three looked at each other. “What?”
“Nothing, we just had to be sure,” said Albus wearily, waving them away. They
both left.
I feel I’m missing something here.
“The question is, will that satisfy the general populous? All those people saw me
doing those things, and they’ll be wondering if Rita is actually right in this case.”
“Ah, but that’s the great thing about magic, Susan. No matter how many spells
you know, there are always more you don’t.”
“I guess you’re right.” For now.
“All right, let’s go over our clues again,” said Susan, days later. The group was
sitting in the common rooms after classes, and Hermione pulled out her “puzzle pieces.”
“Months before we know anything about it, a witch from the ministry goes
missing. No one cares to investigate. Susan’s magic tells us she’s dead,” she started.
“Then, at the world cup, Death Eaters show up and have some fun,” Susan said,
getting it out. “There, someone sends the dark mark into the sky and a house elf gets
blamed.”
“Note there are no attacks since then by Death Eaters,” remarked Susan. “And
Peter escaped before that, don’t forget.”
“Mr. Crouch initially accepts the explanation of why the elf, Winky, had a wand,
but later gives her clothes and dismisses her.”
“Where she comes to work here, if you can call sitting around drunk work,” said
Ron.
“My scar starts hurting and I have dreams about Voldi and Peter killing some
guy,” said Harry. “And don’t forget, how did my wand get out in the forest to be the wand
that sent the mark into the sky?”

“There’s a disturbance at Professor Moody’s house right before school begins,
and he claims he was attacked. He seems to be teaching classes just fine though,” said
Hermione, pulling that card out.
“Next, the tournament begins here, and two names not put into the cup come out.
Mine and Harry’s.”
“To our mutual dismay,” said Harry seriously.
“Igor Karkoroff was a death eater years ago, but got off.” Hermione put this card
at the top.
They all stared at the pieces for a moment. Susan shook her head. “It’s too
nebulous, yet. I don’t even know if some of these pieces do fit together. It’s the last task
in like a month, and we’re still no closer to an answer about why we’re in it. No one
behaves oddly, and no new clues have been added in ages.”
“There is one thing- Igor came to see Professor Snape. Showed him something
on his arm, which he seemed terrified of. I caught a glimpse, it was some kind of tattoo.”
“Can you take us back there, and do you know when this was?” asked Susan.
Harry’s eyes lit up. “Yeah, I bet I could. Come on!”
So the group snuck down to the dungeons and stood before the locked
classroom.
“I can open it,” said Hermione, drawing her wand.
“No need,” said Susan. “Your magic may trigger some kind of alarm if the door is
unlock. Hold hands, everyone.” They did. “Phase,” she cast, and they stepped through
the wall.
“Lumos,” said Hermione, as she already had her wand out. “Where was he,
Harry?”
“Over there,” he pointed.
“Excellent!” said Susan, rubbing her hands together. “Time Window,” she said,
giving the date and time Harry had specified. The group saw Igor turn his sleeve up,
and there was a dark mark, moving, on his arm.
“Do you see?” said Igor in the past. “It’s never been this clear, never since-”
Severus interrupted him, and Susan paused the playback.
“Well, well,” said Susan. “A moving tattoo. That’s got to be magical. I wonder, if I
Imbued ink, and then had a tattoo done with that ink, would that allow me to hide a spell
on myself, rather than rely on jewelry that could be lost? Furthermore could I use
Conductive Displacement to create the tattoo rather than sitting there having ink
injected into my skin for hours?”
“I think you’re missing the point,” said Hermione. “That Dark Mark getting clearer
can’t be a good sign.”
“If Voldi has found someone to possess, as they got weaker and he got stronger,
it might cause that to resurface as well,” said Susan.
“And that’s bad news any way you slice it,” said Ron.
“Not as bad as the news is going to be for you,” said Severus, stepping from the
shadows. Susan, not seeing this room for years, forgot there was another door. “What
are you all doing here after hours? And what is that?” He pointed to the Time Window
Susan was maintaining.
“We wanted to see what Headmaster Karkoroff was showing you, that’s all,” said

Susan. “And it was quite interesting, too.”
“It is good, after the thefts occurring in my office, that I took the additional
measure of warding the classroom as well.”
“What thefts?” asked Susan.
“Gillyweed, for one,” he said, looking at Harry. “Boomslang skin, and mayfly
wings for another.”
“Do you guys know what that means?” Susan asked.
“It means you are brewing Polyjuice potion,” said Snape angrily. “And I will know
why before you leave this room!”
“Uh, I don’t “brew potions” as you well know. And what does this potion do,
anyway?”
“As if you didn’t know. It transforms the drinker into someone else.”
“Oh, that one? I guess I have heard of it. Sparkle, if you would?”
“Certainly,” she said, touching Susan. “Shape-shift.”
Suddenly there were two Severus Snapes in the room.
“Why would I need a potion to transform myself into someone when my magic
can do it much more efficiently?” asked the second one.
“I- You- What?” Severus sputtered. “Is that really what I look like?”
The others nodded.
“I never realized- enough of this trickery! Put yourself back at once!”
“Fine. Being a man is kind of weird, anyway.” She looked down, then gave a
jiggly hop. “Huh. Is that what that feels like?”
“I command you-”
Susan was her own shape again. “So, as you can see, you’ll have to look
elsewhere for the thief. I have no use for your ingredients, as my Imbuing works
differently. And Team Susan has no use for a potion when my magic does a better job
anyway. Sorry, Professor.”
“But you still did break in here, so I do get the pleasure of taking some points
from your houses. Let’s see, how many should I take from you?”
“Why don’t you ask the Headmaster? He’s right there.” She pointed behind him.
“Do you really expect me to fall for that old trick?”
“I’m not sure I should be pleased or not that you didn’t even glance this way,”
said Albus, who had obviously sipped in behind Severus. “Had I meant you harm, you
would have been harmed.”
“Headmaster!” said Severus. “I didn’t hear you come in.”
“I entered quietly. It was the oddest thing, me walking along and for no reason at
all, deciding to check out the potions classroom. Strange how these things work, isn’t it?
Now, I think were about to take some points off for the investigative work done by,” he
smiled, “team Susan?”
“They must not be above the rules, Headmaster!”
“I agree. They should be good little sheep, and never think of stepping out of
bounds when they see or hear about something relating to dark wizardry. Because that
will surely keep them safe.”
“You are setting a bad precedent if you allow them to flaunt their actions.”
He looked over at Susan. “She may show off a bit more than most, but I have
never seen her do anything that I would call ‘flaunting,’ Severus. Harry obviously told

them about Igor’s behavior and they came to see what he was so afraid of.” He pointed
behind them, to the Time Window still hovering in the air. “Am I right?”
They all nodded.
“Susan, after all, does have incredible healing magic. If he was in distress, or
cursed as Professor Lupin was, naturally she would want to help.”
“And this so called Team Susan somehow getting into the tournament?”
“You were there when she verified she had nothing to do with it. And given the
problems it’s caused her, I’m sure she curses daily the person that made her go through
all of this.”
“I do, believe me.”
“So it appears I am to be overridden yet again,” said Severus, turning to leave.
“But mark my words, one day you will regret all the leniency you showed with her and
her friends.”
“One moment, professor!” shouted Susan after him. “If I could just have a
moment of your time, both of you. Could you just roll up your sleeves for me? It seems
there’s one headmaster who was a Death Eater, so why not two? Now, if you please,
and no sudden movements towards your wands.”
The others looked at Susan, glanced over at the Time Window, and started
edging their wands out. Susan shook out her bracelet with a slight wave.
“How dare you!” said Severus, fury written across his face.
Susan pointed to Igor. “That makes me dare. If there’s a convenient marking that
shows who is and who is not a supporter of Voldemort, I think it’s worth taking a little
peak. For all I know, one of you put my name in that cup, under the order of your
master, Voldemort himself.”
“His lessons really are rubbing off on you, aren’t they?” asked Albus. “But you
haven’t gone quite far enough, I’m afraid.”
Susan thought for a moment, as Severus stood and trembled in rage.
“Ah!” she said at last. “How long does this jolly puce potion last, anyway? We
should make sure neither of you are someone else. And of course you’ll have to have
Magic Immunity cast on you, to make sure you aren’t under any controlling curses.
Does that about cover it?”
“That gets the important points,” said Albus.
“Actually, now that I think about it, a quick Magic Immunity would be enough,
because it would make you immune to the potion, turning you back into yourself should
you be someone else at the moment. If you both have no objections?”
“I do not. Severus?”
“Very well, if it will end this business.”
“Fine.” She held out an arm. “Both at once, I think. If you wouldn’t mind touching
my arm?”
Severus’ eyes shot imaginary daggers of killing you forever but he stomped over
and put a finger on her arm. Albus, smiling, did the same.
“Magic Immunity,” Susan cast, taking 4 extra segments. Neither of them
changed.
Susan breathed a sigh of relief. “It seems you are both who you say you are,”
she said. She let the spell go. “Now the arms, please.”
Albus showed her both arms, but Severus stood with both his arms crossed.

“I’m going to have to ask you to trust me where Severus is concerned,” he said.
“If you vouch for him, that’s good enough for me,” said Susan.
“Then I believe our business here is concluded?”
Susan looked over at the others, who looked like they wanted to cast Shrink on
themselves and disappear from sight.
“I think we are. Thank you for your cooperation.”
“Oh, any time. It was an interesting experience, being immune to magic, even for
only a moment.”
Severus just spun on his heel and stormed out.
“You know,” said Susan, “It might be easier to trust that guy if he wasn’t a total
jerk to Harry, and three fourths of a jerk to everyone not in Slytherin.”
“We all have our weaknesses,” Albus said.
Yeah, and his is apparently Prejudice: Anyone Not In Slythern.
“I hope you learned an important lesson tonight.”
“Yup,” replied Susan. “If you’re going to do some sneaking around, do it on the
astral plane, not on this one.”
“Uh, not exactly what I was going for, but, okay. Back to your dorms now.”
“See you tomorrow, Headmaster.”
“Where even stranger adventures await, no doubt.”

55
Her BG Card Becomes Doubly True
Time: Several Weeks Later
Place: Quidditch Pitch
“It looks like an improvement to me,” said Susan, looking out over the field. “It
also looks as though they’ve compressed space here someplace. Was the field this big
before?”
In place of the normally flat field the teams played Quidditch over, the place had
been greatly modified.
“Good eye to spot that, just what I would expect from you, Susan,” said Ludo,
walking up. “And you’re all here, good. So, you’ve had a chance to look it over, I’m sure
you all realize by now what the final task will entail?”
“It should be a-maze-ing,” said Viktor.
“I’m sure- oh, yes! Clever. Indeed, it will be a maze.”
I hate it already.
“We have to get through a maze?” asked Fleur. “But that is quite easy, you just
keep your hand on one wall.”
“Not exactly. Firstly there will be obstacles in the maze, such as creatures or
traps. Next, the task will not to be to find your way through the maze, but rather to find
the cup, which will be placed at random inside it.”
“I hope it’s not too random, it could be around the first turn,” said Susan.
Ludo laughed. “Right you are. No, it’ll be placed by a person, not with magic. We
were initially going to just have it be in the center, but with Susan’s uncanny ability to,
uh, outthink the challenges, we’ve had to make a few adjustments.”
“Why not just keep it in the center?” asked Harry.
“Well, for one thing, you can all fly. So between now and then you could easily
just fly over the maze, sketch or memorize it, and take the shortest path to the center.
With the cup being placed somewhere random, we negate that.”
“I applaud your efforts,” said Susan, impressed. “Now you’re starting to think like
a Felton.”
“I’ll take that as a complement, I guess. Oh, and your restrictions, Susan. I’ve
been told you can just turn yourself into a ghost like form and just walk through stuff?”
Susan felt a pang of sadness, thinking about Myrtle. She nodded.
“We would appreciate it if you didn’t do that. There’s no way you can wish the
cup into your hand, because you won’t know where it is, correct?”
“That’s correct.”
“Then that’s all right. Obviously you can’t just fly over the walls, or open one of
your holes in space to get a bird’s eye view.”
“What about a creature made of magic?” she asked, thinking about Magical Ally.
If I created another creature with a different casting of the spell that could fly, I could
have it look and lead me.
“You mean like a Patronus? No, we won’t allow any magical constructs that can
comb the maze for you.” He gave a knowing smile. “That includes your ring, Susan.”
“You just know all my secrets, don’t you, Mr. Bagman?” she asked coyly.
“No, I really don’t. Any other questions?”

“Can I fly if I don’t go above the tree line?”
“You mean to get over an obstacle or something? I guess, though the others
don’t have brooms.”
“I won’t use a wand, so we can call it even.”
He gave her a skeptical look. “I suppose you can fly if you want.”
Yes! My flying speed is way higher than my walking speed.
“Except you seem really pleased about that for some reason, so I’m going to
retract that, and say no flying is allowed.”
“Come on! Give me something to work with here!”
“I am, I’m not requiring you to be blindfolded.”
And a good thing too, I need to see my target for most of my magic.
“I see your point.”
“Good. Anything else?”
“In what order will we enter the maze?” asked Fleur.
“You will all enter simultaneously. As we still have no idea how to score Susan’s
performances we can’t have you enter in terms of points. So we’re going to grow four
entrances, and you’ll all go in at once. Whoever gets the cup first wins.”
“So why did we do all the first and second tasks?” asked Viktor sourly.
Ludo hesitated, then brightened. “To qualify you for the third, of course. Couldn’t
have just anyone running the maze, now could we?”
No one looked like they believed him.
“Sorry about that,” said Susan.
That night, Susan thought about the maze.
My being directionally challenged won’t matter much if there’s no destination in
mind. It’s like Fleur said, follow one wall and you’ll be fine in a maze. That’s how I got
out of the maze that became my base, after all. The problem will be retracing my own
path. They may have compensated for the “following the wall” trick with different kind of
maze than I dealt with last time. I don’t want to be stuck going in circles. Wait a
second…
She got out her book of magic, and looked up a spell she had used before.
Path Tracer, grade 3. “See the path the target has taken recently.” Why couldn’t I
be the target? Wouldn’t that give me real time information about where I’ve been? The
line would trail from me, and I could see if I was going in circles or not.
Susan immediately used Creation to create a flat metal disk the size of a coin,
and loaded Path Tracer into it with Spell Symbol. She flipped it in her hand, humming to
herself. That problem’s solved. I love being a Natural Magician. And with that in mind, I
don’t have enough XP to raise any important skills because there’s always new magic to
be learned. So I should probably use a bunch of it up learning new magic!
It never hurts to be prepared, after all.
The trouble is, Hypnotic Field has certainly proven its worth, but that assumes I
have some way of dealing with what I’ve captured. With that dragon I could have waited
until help arrived. In the maze, that’s going to be a problem. I can’t keep a couple of
grade 7 spells going to keep whatever horrors are inside from further chasing me. I
could Shrink them, but that’s just trading a grade 7 spell for a grade 6 one. Hardly an
improvement. I suppose I could learn Sleep, that’s only grade 3. They couldn’t resist,

the description even says “unable to make any rolls” which would mean resistance
checks.
A very evil grin spread across Susan’s face as she continued reading.
“Any damage will break a subject out of the spell.” But what if there was a way to
get the benefits of the Sleep spell, make sure they couldn’t wake up, and recharge my
energy at the same time? Oh wait, there is such a spell, it’s called Energy Drain. They
can’t roll to resist that, either. I drain them of enough energy to drop them to negative
ENDurance, so they go unconscious. Even if I get too much and it starts causing
damage, snapping them out of the spell, all they’ll be able to do is fall over at that point.
And it’s only a grade 5 spell? Sign me up!
At least, I hope it would work similarly, if Harry was forced to do a thousand
jumping jacks in one sitting, he probably would pass out. So that should be the same for
them or for me, right?
So Susan learned Energy Drain five minutes later, and wondered if she should
save her remaining 6 XP or get one more spell.
That’s two successes, I may need them in the maze.
She paused.
Wait, why do I care? I didn’t even want to be in this stupid competition.
Oh, right, because at the end of the maze is the confrontation with the person
that put our names in, and the dramatic reveal of what this has all been about. I mean,
it’s obvious, right?
And so the day of the tournament arrived. Susan blearily found herself being
shaken wake by someone, and remembered her Deep Sleeper weakness. She went
back to sleep.
Icy cold water splashed into her. Susan jerked awake, yelling.
“My goodness, you weren’t kidding. You are hard to wake up,” said Professor
McGonagall.
“Professor?” asked Susan, blearily trying to focus.
“Get dressed. Quickly. I’m sorry to wake you like this but something terrible has
happened. Go to the headmaster’s office immediately.”
She turned and left Susan confusedly staring at her.
Where’s Sparkle, why couldn’t she wake me up. I like Awaken a lot better than
Conjure Icy Cold Water.
Susan hurriedly got dressed, looking out the window. It was a nice day, with the
sun shining down through happy, white, puffy clouds.
I bet it’s going to be a wonderful day, Susan lied to herself. Full of things going
right, in every way they can!

Susan met Sparkle on the way to the Headmaster’s office.
“Do you know what’s going on?” asked Susan.
“All I know is some shimmering cat thing came and found me, said to go to the
headmaster’s office, and disappeared.”
“Super. On the day of the tournament? This can’t be good.”
She used her password to open the door, and stepped in. A few familiar faces
and some unfamiliar ones looked over at her.
“No time for introductions,” said Albus, standing. “I’m afraid I have bad news for
you Susan. There’s no way to soften this blow, so I’ll tell you right out. Your mother has
been abducted.”
“What?” asked Susan. She hadn’t been expecting that.
“Open a portal to your home and I’ll explain.”
Susan shook her head, trying to clear it. “Why-” She started envisioning symbols
and her kitchen instead. Everyone stepped through the Teleportal and looked around.
“This way,” said Albus, leading them into the living room.
How does he know the layout of my house? What’s that?
Along the wall, in the same glowing, silvery type as was left behind in Harry’s
vault, hung the words:
Lose the tournament and she dies.
Win and you both go free.
“Mom?” Susan shouted, desperately dashing from one room to another.
“She is not here,” said Albus sadly. “We’ve checked quite thoroughly.”
The others dispersed, obviously looking for clues, and casting various forms of
magic with their wands.
Susan ignored all this, running up and down stairs calling for her mother.
“Where is she? Who took her?” Susan demanded, grabbing Albus’ robes.
“We were hoping your magic would tell us that.”
“Oh, right. Not thinking so well right now. Sorry. Just… just a second.”
Susan got out her book of magic, turning to Descry Creature and looking it over
again. She started casting, but Sparkle ran over with a hair scrunchy.
“Good idea,” said Susan, starting the casting over. The scrunchy disappeared,
and Susan was dismayed to get the same result as what she got trying to tell where
Peter was.
She slammed the book in frustration. “They’ve got her locked off, like Peter. I
can’t find her.”
Albus looked worried. “I see,” he said. “Our magics told us she has been gone
almost a day at this point.”
“How did you even know about it?”
“All the champions’ families are invited to watch the third event, and so your
mother was included. Someone from the ministry came just moments ago to bring her

to the castle. He found the door broken open by force, and these words upon the wall.”
“The door? Fine. Time Window.” She specified the present, and started
rewinding. She saw a flash of motion and went into normal playback: the ministry man
peer inside, wand at the ready. He gaped in horror at the words on the wall, then closed
the door again. She went back to rewinding, and when there was another flash of
motion she started it playing normally again.
She watched in horror as her mother went to the door, which was blown open by
magic. Nothing was there outside, however, but a spell went off and Stacy fell over,
unconscious.
“That’s no fair! My invisibility goes away if I cast an offensive spell!” she said with
outrage.
She watched as the words appeared, and her mother’s body was levitated away.
She could see out the door that once away from the house her mother simply vanished.
Great, I can’t use Path Tracer either.
“It seems,” said Albus, “that whoever put your name in the Goblet of Fire didn’t
want you throwing the tournament at the last minute.”
“But I can’t imagine they would simply allow me to walk away if I won. They
wouldn’t have gone so far as to abduct my mother in that case!”
“I agree. Sadly, it seems you have become the bait and the person most likely to
survive when the trap closes. You’ll have to be, for I fear you shall be inside it, and cut
off, once you win.”
“Unless these are the actions of someone really desperate, like someone made a
huge bet on me to win. And they’re just coming up with a little insurance.”
“Let us hope that will be the case.”
“It isn’t. It was him.”
“How can you be so sure?”
“Because only he could create a spell that will block my Descry Creature.
Someone who would bet on me, like Ludo for example, wouldn’t know how to do that.”
“That does make a certain amount of sense. I’m sorry to spring this on you like
this. I know you must be worried.”
“You have no idea. I don’t think Peter and his boss are the type to go serving
their hostages tea and biscuits.”
“But I can almost guarantee she is a hostage, still, at this point. For one your
magic did not say she was dead, and why charm a dead body against detection?”
“To keep me wondering.”
“Agreed. But the second point is, I think they want something from you. They will
use your mother to try and get it.”
If Susan wasn’t so distraught here she might have come up with a brilliant plan of
using the shrink spell to shrink herself and Sparkle to a size able to ride in Albus’ pocket.
He would then be Shape-shifted into her, and they would cast the magic to make it look
like she was alone, and running the maze. That would fool the perpetrators. Once they
revealed themselves, Albus could reveal himself, arrest them, and march them into the
ministry for trial. Problem- Solved. Too bad she’s not thinking straight at the moment, it
would have been a very good plan.
Albus, of course, can’t come up with plans like that because as powerful as he is,

strictly speaking he’s an NPC.
“So now what? We just have the final event as normal?”
“The words imply you must win, not just finish the tournament. If we call it off, or
tell the others to do less than their best, I’m afraid that will be breaking the restriction
they have placed on us.”
“There must be something we can do!”
“I can only think of one thing- win.”
“I’m coming with you,” said Sparkle, two hours later. Susan was pacing the
Headmaster’s office, awaiting any word of her mother being found. After all, they may
have been so obsessed with me not finding out, they made some elementary mistake a
wanded spell would discover.
“What?”
“In the maze. I’m coming with you.”
“Of course you’re coming with me! You think I’m crazy? I’m not going to go in
there without all the firepower I can muster.”
“As long as that’s clear. And stop pacing, you’ll only get your 5% energy back
during light activity after all, and you’re pacing pretty strenuously there. I know you used
a lot of energy opening portals and Time Window and casting Descry and all that.”
“I’ll be fine. First monster I see is going to get a one-two combo of Hypnotic Field
and Energy Drain.”
“You learned Energy Drain?”
“Yeah, just last night. In fact, how much XP do you have? You should look for
some spells to learn if you have spare XP.”
“Good idea. Let me see the book.”
“This Combust spell, you know that, right?”
“Yeah.”
“Just curious. I was thinking if we were fighting wizards, destroying their wands
would be a nice start, and end, to the battle. So I was thinking Destruction, but wands
are made of wood.”
“But they could probably be spelled to not burn. Peter knows I can set things on
fire, after all. Even if the wand itself couldn’t have a spell cast on it, I bet a bracelet of No
Oxygen could be created and worn on the wand hand. That would keep it from catching
fire.”
“You have a point. Destruction just blows crap up. I’ll keep looking.”
“Attract Magic might be fun. Turn any spell cast at us back on the caster!”
“Except that’s the same problem as Reflection, we don’t know what their casting
checks might be. Their skill could be measured from one to a hundred for all we know.”
“Oh, right.”
“What cards do we have? We must have gotten new ones.”
“Oh yeah.” They both get out their sheets. “I got some nice combat cards, a
Power Overwhelming which could come in handy given how I cast spells, a Missed Me,

very nice for combat, and an Adrenaline Boost giving me 1/8 my energy back. Lame, I’ll
take the 2 XP.” The card vanished and 2 points appeared on her card.
“I have some interesting ones,” said Sparkle. I’ll turn in my What a Rush because
if a cat is increasing a physical stat, something is really, really wrong. I’ll take the XP
instead.” That happened. “As for my other two cards, I’ll get two for one, with card 40,
Get ‘em While They’re Hot, and then take that card back and play it again, Sam, with
38, Gimme Gimme! That leaves me with Extra Action, Unfailing Resolve, Critical Strike
and… ugh, Mutiny.”
“Play it, I dare you.”
“Uh, no, I don’t think the companion will betray her master, thank you.”
“Good choice.”
“We can play cards on other people, right? Think we could play it on Peter if we
see him, make him betray Voldemort?”
“I don’t think it works like that.”
“Pity.”
“Okay, I got it.”
“What did you decide?”
“With the extra XP I got from the What a Rush card I can learn two spells:
Destruction and Elemental Line: Ether.”
“Elemental Line, huh?”
“Yeah. Imagine snaking a line across a doorway as a trap, or surrounding a bad
guy with a twisty circle of lines he has to cross multiple times to escape from. Being
Ether it has a chance to make the target into a ghost temporarily, or shunt them into
Purgatory forever! What’s not to like? It was either that or Line of Protection but I think
this one is better.”
“That would be another way to non-lethally take someone down. I like it.”
“Glad you approve. Now it’s time for some KNOwledge checks.”
Sparkle got a 15 and a 13, enough to learn both spells, and they both went back
to waiting for any news.
Which they did not receive, and that evening, both went down to the playing field
with Albus. Sparkle was in her fairy shape, peaking out of a pocket of Susan’s robe.
Susan had Magic Immunity, Magical Ally, Darksight, Acceleration, and Energetic
Accumulation loaded into her bracelet. She was going to activate most of them once the
task began, to be maintained until she was safely standing back outside the maze. Her
friends were waiting for her.
“Where have you been all day!?” asked everyone.
“Sorry, I can’t talk about it,” Susan replied.
“Headmaster Dumbledore said you were preparing for the maze and shouldn’t be
disturbed. Is everything all right?” asked Hermione. “You’ve never prepared this long for
anything!”
“Everything will be fine,” said Susan, wishing she had put points into Deception
rather than Persuasion.

“Good luck,” said Ron. “We’ll be cheering for both of you.”
“Thanks,” said Susan simply. She went over to her starting position, and the
others looked over at her, concerned.
Harry shrugged and went over to his. Magical screen floated over the maze,
showing each person and slowly floating so each could be seen by everyone.
Ludo announced the task would begin, and the cannon fired.
All four raced into the maze.
“Darksight, Acceleration, Energetic Accumulation,” Susan said, touching each of
her charms in turn. She pulled out her coin and said “Path Tracer,” and was relieved to
see a line extending from where she had been when she looked over her shoulder. She
tossed the coin, it didn’t matter anymore.
Whoever came up with Spell Symbol should be given a medal. I’d kiss them even
if it was guy!
Now to find the competition, and eliminate it.

56
Running The Maze
Time: Seconds Later
Place: The Maze
Susan’s plan was simple, direct, and capitalized on her recently learned spells.
With no room for error, she was going to have to win this tournament. That meant either
finding the cup before anyone else, or taking out the competition so they couldn’t find
the cup, and searching for it at her leisure.
Accelerated as she was, she had a good chance of doing either of those things.
She ran headlong into a Skrewt and skidded to a stop. She grinned.
Time to put my plan- one problem, I don’t think they have eyes.
She threw herself to one side as a pincer went to grab her. She easily avoided it.
“I’m taking the full time,” she said to Sparkle.
“Got it!”
Time for plan “B” then. “Shrink,” Susan cried, putting 6 energy into the spell and
taking the full 6 delay to cast it. The Skrewt shot fire at her, but Susan trusted Sparkle to
take care of it.
“Deflection!”
The fire very nearly reached her, and Susan flinched back a little as magical
energies solidified before her, blocking the heat and flames.
Susan’s spell went off, getting a 15. The Skrewt shrunk down by 5 size modifiers,
to a −3. That made it the size of a house cat, but it didn’t seem to notice.
Right, no eyes.
It attacked again with a pincer but she easily took a step and avoided it.
“Now what?” asked Sparkle.
“Glad you asked. Immobilize!” Susan cast instantly, trusting to her Acceleration
bonus for being a Mercury spell to get it off.
The Skrewt busted free.
“The heck?” both of them said at once.
“Take the time, I’ll watch it,” said Sparkle.
Susan began casting again. She took the full time of 5 segments, and the Skrewt
attacked again. Sparkle, not bothering to put more than 1 energy in, was shocked when
the Skrewt’s claw sliced through the Deflection and hit Susan in the foot for 1 damage.
“Ow!”
“Sorry! Trying to save energy. I didn’t think this thing would be so tough.”
“Immobilize!” Susan got a 26 this time, and the Skrewt was wrapped up tight.
“Sheesh, that was annoying,” said Susan. “Trust me to run into the thing that
doesn’t have eyes right away. Energy time!”
She touched a finger to the bundle and cast Energy Drain, getting a 12. She got
no energy.
“I am really starting to hate this creature,” she remarked, taking a step away from

it. “Elemental Burst: Knockout!”
Being Knockout and a smaller creature, the damage was multiplied by 2 and then
again by 4. This meant 64 damage to the body, and the Skrewt stopped moving.
“Thank you!” shouted Susan to the sky, releasing the Immobilize and finally
draining the creature of energy. She had to be careful and only drained for three
actions, because she didn’t know how much energy the creature had. She didn’t want to
kill it, after all. She took back 15 energy and now had more than her maximum.
“Shall we continue?”
“Indeed!” said Sparkle.
Susan tediously repeated this procedure for another 2 creatures she met in the
maze, (with eyes, and low REAson scores) until she came upon Fleur.
“I’m sorry about this,” she said.
Fleur leveled her wand.
“About what?”
Magical circles appeared underneath both of them. Susan decided she would
cast wordlessly, as Fleur didn’t know she could do that. She always cast her spell
verbally, because of the −4 penalty. But Fleur probably won’t attack until she hears me
say something, so if I don’t say anything, I can probably take the full time. It’s only 1.75
seconds. She can’t beat me.
“What are you doing? Stop it!”
And there we have it. Hypnotic Field.
The Hypnotic Field sprang up, and Fleur stared into it, entranced.
“I’m not sure you can hear me,” said Susan, stepping up to her. “But my mother
has been kidnapped. I have to win this or she’ll die. So I’m afraid I have to take you out
of this competition.” She shook her head. “I keep having to work against you, when in
reality I wish I could have just gotten to know you better. Maybe in another world.
Energy Drain.”
Susan drained Fleur until she passed out, and Susan dropped the Field.
“Are we just leaving her here?” asked Sparkle.
“No, not with all the crap we’ve been running into from the wandering monster
table. We’ll stick her someplace safe.”
Susan opened a Teleportal back to the school infirmary, and used Telekinesis to
gently lower her to the bed inside.
“You know, casting spells on people that can’t fight back is so much easier!”
“I can see the appeal. Not to mention things that don’t have a ridiculous
STRength or size modifiers.”
“You can say that again.”
Susan repeated this procedure on Viktor, though he didn’t waste time talking. As
soon as he saw the circle he cried “Crucio” causing Sparkle to hastily fly in front of his
wand to save her.
“Are you okay?” she asked with concern when he was dealt with. She knelt
down to pick up the tiny form off the ground.
“I will be. Good think it’s just pain, and not actual damage. I’ll be fine in a minute.”

“What possessed you to jump in front of his spell like that?”
“Can’t be blocked with deflection, remember? It just causes pain to whoever is in
front of the wand. So I put myself in front of the wand.”
“Oh. Uh, thanks. Did you at least get a RESolve check against it, like you would
for Wracking Pain?”
“Yeah, but I figured it might confuse him a second longer, you not yelling out but
a small fairy doing so instead. That would give you the opportunity to cast what you did
and take him down. Plus, I wanted to save my energy for the main event.”
“Good thinking.” She shook her head. “To think he would know, much less cast,
an unforgivable spell…”
“True. He could get in a lot of trouble for that.”
“Yeah, like, going to Azkaban for life. Think he’s been put under Imperio?”
“He’ll claim he has. It’s the penalty box for you my boy.”
Susan drained his energy and threw him, a little more roughly than may have
been necessary, into the hospital wing.
“What about Harry?” asked Sparkle as the Teleportal closed.
“I don’t know. Let’s hope we get to it before he does, and it’s a moot point.”
Susan took off at a run again.
She rounded a corner, and there was Harry, sitting cross legged in front of the
cup.
“You’ve just been sitting here?” asked Susan. “How did you make it here so
fast?”
“I have no idea,” he replied. “Did you have to fight anything on the way here?”
“A whole bunch of stuff. Why?”
“For me the maze seemed pretty quiet. I wanted to know why. So I waited for
you.”
“Wait a minute- how did we meet?”
“What do you mean? Oh, you think I’m not myself?”
“It’s a possibility.”
“You cast a light spell, I think it was. And of course Sparkle talked to me, and I fell
over.”
Susan smiled. “That was pretty funny.”
“So what’s going on?”
Susan sighed. “You know how our families could come and watch?”
“Yeah. Mr. and Mrs. Weasley came to see me. I was surprised when your mother
didn’t show up. She knows about magic.”
“She knows a little more, now. Apparently, last night sometime Peter or another
agent of Voldi showed up and abducted her.”
“You’re kidding?!” The shock was plain on Harry’s face.
Susan shook her head. “Saw more of that writing, like what was in your vault.
Plain as day- Win or she dies, basically.”
Harry was silent a moment. “I see. It’s been quiet here, nothing has leapt out to
attack me and prevent me from winning.”
“That is odd. Maybe it is just a bet, and whoever did this couldn’t… no, your path

was cleared. And I think Viktor was under the Imperious Curse because he used an
unforgivable on me.”
“No way! This keeps getting worse!”
“I know. But if whoever wanted me to win did it, why make him do that? No, none
of this makes sense.”
“There’s one way to find out.” He glanced over his shoulder at the cup. “Win.”
“Okay, but you’re winning too.”
“Are you sure about that?”
“Of course. Ludo said it himself- whoever touches the cup wins. We both touch it,
we both win. If something is going to happen when I touch this… well, it could be
dangerous.”
“We’ve gone into danger plenty of times. And you know I’m not leaving you to get
all the XP.”
Susan laughed. “You don’t even get XP!”
“How do you know?”
“Okay, okay. If you’re sure?”
Harry nodded, wand gripped tightly in his hand.
“On three then.”
The world went black as they touched the Portkey.
The two found themselves standing in a graveyard, obviously much further east
because it was darker here than it had been in the maze. Sparkle zipped out of Susan’s
pocket and started looking around, while the others did the same.
Oh great, it was a portkey.
Meanwhile, Sparkle was thinking along similar lines. Good thing we had that
foreshadowing earlier or we wouldn’t be aware of what just happened.
“Immunity, Ally,” Susan said, activating the final two charms on her bracelet. Her
dragon appeared.
“So predictable,” said a familiar voice.
“Show yourself!” shouted Susan, looking around.
“Of course,” said Lucius, stepping out of the shadows. He was behind Stacy, and
pointing his wand at her. “How lovely to see you again, Susan.”
“Mom!”
“She’s unhurt, for the moment. Dismiss your… friend there, and she shall remain
so.”
Susan stared at him. Her mother just sort of stood there, unmoving.
“If you’re thinking of trying anything,” said Lucius, “Know that I can cast the killing
curse very quickly.”
Faster than me performing an Extra Action? I’m not so sure. Still, I can’t risk him
killing my mother, but I need time!
“And when you do,” Susan replied, starting to shake with rage, “You’ll have no
more hostages. And nothing will stop me killing you. And I know where you live, so your
mansion will be next. I’m sure your bank vault will be easy to find too, and that’ll be last.
Your family will have nothing.”
I really wish I put points into Deception!

Lucius laughed. “You don’t mean a word of it! The dragon, if you please.”
“You better do it,” said Harry.
“Listen to your friend, Susan, he knows what’s best.”
Susan snarled at him, and the dragon vanished.
“Very good. You can come out now, Peter.”
Peter came out from behind a Mausoleum, a bundle in his arms and a large iron
cauldron floating after him.
“The gang’s all here,” Susan said sarcastically.
“Indeed,” said another familiar voice. There was a flash, and the pale form of Tom
Riddle stood there, looking older than the last two times. “Thank you so much for
accepting my invitation. Wand.”
Peter flicked his wand, and Harry’s went sailing away.
“And so you are now both helpless. It took some doing, given that I cannot attack
you directly, Susan. But I think this works just as well, don’t you?”
“So what’s your game? Why are we here?”
“Harry is here just in case you didn’t come,” Tom explained. “I knew I wanted one
of you, but after hearing what Peter had to say about you? Oh, I wanted you so much.”
“Ugh. You’re not my type. And I can throw off Impero if I need to.”
Tom laughed. “No, you misunderstand. Show them, Peter.”
Mom, come on! Why are you just standing- oh, crap.
Peter moved the blanket aside, and showed he was carrying a baby.
“You’re possessing babies now? Isn’t that a little low, even for you?”
“This is what I have been forced into, thanks to you!” Tom shouted at them. “Two
pieces of my soul destroyed. My followers, scattered. My power, broken. Because of
him!” He pointed at Harry, who suddenly covered his scar with his hand and looked like
he was in pain.
“Interesting,” said Tom, calming down. “But something for another time. Bind
them both, and blindfold Susan. Peter tells me she has to see her target, that will further
reduce her threat.”
“What are you going to do?” demand Susan.
“Watch, or in your case, listen, and learn.”
Peter put the baby next to the pot, and backed both of them up against a nearby
tombstone. The stone flowed around them, holding them. They were close together, and
as Peter tied a rag over Susan’s eyes, she grabbed Harry’s hand.
At least if we Phase we can go together. But that still leaves my mother! How are
we going to get out of this?
Then she remembered. Oh, right, he’s immune to spells because of the item I
made him. He can’t be Phased now. CRAP!
“Now I will tell you why you are here,” said Tom.
Yes! Monolog! That will give me time to think of a way out of this.
“I originally was going to use Harry’s blood for this ritual. It would keep me from
being hit by any rebound curses, you see. But there are so many other ways to kill him,
and something I wanted much more. You, Susan. Your power.”
“What are you talking about? You have to be born with this power, and it comes

from another world. I can’t just give it to you.”
“Perhaps not, but I can take it. Begin the ritual, Peter.”
“Yes, master,” he said, speaking for the first time. “Bone of the father,
unknowingly taken.”
There was a splash in the cauldron.
“Flesh of the servant, willingly given,” his voice rose as he said that, and there
was a scream and another splash.
Did he just… I don’t want to think about it.
“Blood of the enemy, forcibly taken.” Susan felt something cut her arm, and she
realized what he was going to do.
The baby- he’s trying to use his soul, a baby’s body and my blood to be reborn!
She started struggling. “Remember your mother,” said Lucius.
“Wait!” she cried. That always works in movies. “You’re making a mistake, Lucius.
You shouldn’t be following him, you should be following me!”
“Oh really?” he said, amused. “And why is that?”
“Because you know I’m more powerful than he is. I also have more to offer you.
Can he make you immortal? Would he, even if he could? What about your family? I
could make you all immortal, and give you some of my magic directly. You don’t serve
Tom out of loyalty, you serve out of fear. Join me, and together we can destroy
Voldemort forever! Then I’ll take over the ministry, with you at my right hand. Think of it,
wizards no longer having to hide out of fear of discovery!”
Good thing talking is a free action.
“No more having to be second class to a bunch of powerless people. We could
rule the world, together! What do you say?”
“Actually, she makes a good argument,” said Lucius, surprised. “What have you
given me that demands my loyalty, but fear?”
“You would betray me now, at my moment of triumph?”
“Wait, have I been helping the bad guy this whole time?” muttered Harry. “I will
join you, Lord Voldemort! Together we shall protect the world from Susan’s tyranny. Free
me now!”
Good job, keep them off balance. You are keeping them off balance, right? You
don’t really mean that?
“You would betray me, if she had made that offer to you,” said Lucius.
“She would never follow through with it. You know that. She’s just trying to turn us
against each other! Peter, the blood, now!”
“Would you allow me into your service?” said Peter, who Susan realized was still
standing near her.
“Of course, if you stand with me now.”
“NOW!” shouted Tom.
“Yes, master,” said Peter, shuffling away.
“Coward!” shouted Susan.
There was a larger splash, and winds started whipping around them both. They
tore off the blindfold, and Susan looked in horror as a form rose up from the cauldron.
“I am reborn,” said Voldemort, stepping out of it.
What, just like that?
“Robe me.”

Peter shook out the robe and placed it over Voldemort’s shoulders.
“And what is this?” To Susan’s horror, Voldemort was holding a character sheet.
“Oh yes, Peter said this might happen. This is a character sheet, is it not?” He tilted it so
Susan could barely make it out. Her eyes widened, and Voldemort chuckled. “I see that
it is. Wonderful, that means the spell has worked. It seems I am now a Natural Magician
in addition to being a wizard. Look, Peter, I have a five point enemy. I assume that’s
you.” He looked over at Susan again.
“I’m flattered you think I’m as powerful as the combined military forces of the
world,” though I suppose in a way I am, I could totally take them. “But I’m sure I’m only
part of it. Every wizard stands against you.”
He chuckled. “Not every wizard.” The sheet vanished. It reappeared. It vanished.
“Fantastic. Now, for the main event. Wand.”
Peter bowed, looking down, and held out Voldemort’s wand out to him.
He took it, and grabbed Peter’s arm. Susan noted with horror his other arm
seemed to be missing. Voldemort pressed the wand to the moving tattoo on Peter’s
arm, and he cried out. So did Lucius. So did Harry.
“Now we shall see,” he said, taking his character sheet out and looking at it
again.
Keep playing with it, you’ll go blind.
This is no time for jokes, Susan. Death Eaters will be here any second, and I still
have no way out of here. I should have just let him kill my mother rather than allowing
him to be reborn. I’m such an idiot!
She looked over at her mother, who was still just standing there, as though she
didn’t have a care in the world.
If only I knew Teleport, or Teleshpere. But no, I have to actually step through my
Teleportal. Susan noticed Lucias’ attention was now on Voldemort. Maybe there will be
a distraction enough to let be grab both of them and Phase?
Hooded figures started appearing, then bowing to Voldemort.
“It has been far too long,” he said, when it seemed no more would arrive. “Yet
you arrive when I call, as you should. What am I to do with you? You have all lived in
comfort these long years, while I waited, unable to act. You did not seek me out as you
should have, did you? Did you believe me gone forever? Broken by the power of a mere
boy?” He pointed to Harry. “You now see how wrong you were.”
“Forgive us, Master!” said one hooded figure, falling to the ground beside
Voldemort.
“Certainly.”
There was a collective gasp.
“Not. Crucio.” The man went into spasms. The others stepped a pace away from
him.
“This is just a taste of what I went though, all those years. You should all be on
your knees before me, writhing in agony for your sins!”
Wow, this guy doesn’t have a God complex at all.
“Look how Peter has helped me.” He stepped away from the gasping man, and
grabbed Peter’s chin, forcing him up. “He gave his own arm to see me reborn. Would

any of you have done as much?”
“If we had any sign at all, any whisper, we would have acted,” said one.
“There were signs aplenty, you fools!” he shouted. “But see, I am not uncaring.
Those who give themselves to me willingly are rewarded equally.”
He spun his wand, and a silvery hand clamped onto Peter’s arm, giving him two
hands again.
“Oh, thank you, master!” said Peter, looking at it.
Voldemort started going around the circle, naming those who were there, and
those who were not. Susan noted the names with interest. He came to an empty space.
“And of course, the one currently at Hogwarts, where he remains my spy still.”
Severus?
“It is thanks to his efforts you see these two before you,” Voldemort swept his arm
over to Susan and Harry. “But now, let the main event begin! You will now see how little
power Harry Potter has, and how much I have. For I will kill him using the magic of his
friend, the power given to me through my rebirth. Susan’s magic!” He waved his wand,
and the stone flowed away from both of them. “Over by your mother, Susan. I know our
magic can’t touch you, but remember, if we see even the merest hint of a magical circle,
your mother dies. Harry, come with me.”
Harry looked over at Susan. She shook her head. There’s too many, and until my
mother is safe, I can’t act.
“Someone get him his wand, not that it will do him much good.” He laughed.
Wait, does he think he’s immune to magic now? That’s a spell, not something
that comes along with being a Paragon, like me. He said “our magic can’t touch you” is
he just assuming I’m immune, or have the spell up? He only knows what Peter has told
him, and I think he’s gotten some things wrong. That could be our chance!
“I hear Susan only has one actual attack spell, Elemental Bolt: Fire. I’ll have to
come up with some more when I figure out how. For the moment, it will have to do. As
our wanded magic is too risky to be used on Harry, Susan shall have the pleasure of
watching her friend die by hers, instead. Gather round, everyone.”
He couldn’t have gotten my spells too, could he? She glanced over at Peter.
Maybe I’m right about him not understanding me as well as I feared he might. He might
think casting my magic is the same as casting his magic. The words of the spell and a
gesture, because that’s how I do it. He doesn’t know he has to make planet checks, and
envision the formula. I’ll have to risk it, that’ll be my opening.
The Death Eaters formed a circle around Harry and Voldemort, with Susan,
Stacy, and Lucius outside it.
“You should have taken my offer,” said Susan.
“Quiet,” barked Lucius.
“Your wand, Harry.” Voldemort flicked, and the wand came back. “And now we
shall duel. I will be interested what spell you choose to cast.” He put his own wand
away. “I have already told you which spell I intend. Macnair, give us a slow count of
three, if you please? On three, then, Harry.”
“One,” said Macnair.
Okay, my first goal is distraction. I’ll call out the Legion with an XP, so I can take
another action right after that. That’ll be Thrust on my buddy Lucius here. That should

throw him pretty far. Open a Teleportal and shove my mother through, then clear a path
for Harry so he can jump through. His Barrier Against Spells won’t work against that.
The spell is opening the hole, he just has to go through it, which is not a spell.
“Two.”
I hope Sparkle is paying attention.
“Three.”
“Elemental Bolt: Fire!” shouted Voldemort. He copied Susan’s normal motion
exactly, and not a blasted thing happened.
Surprise, jerk.
“Stupefy,” shouted Harry at the same time, and a red light smacked into
Voldemort.
Who went down in a heap. There was a large measure of shock that went
through the Death Eaters.
Susan allowed herself a small smile. Take that, moron. Probably doesn’t know
how to make resistance checks yet either, or is at penalties for being recently
resurrected. Figure that out later! “For Sacrifices Made,” she said, spending the 1XP.
She willed the soldiers into a second ring, inside the first one created by the Death
Eaters.
“Kill them all!” she shouted, and the soldiers raised their weapons. The Death
Eaters yelled in surprise, as the area was now lit by glowing soldiers made of fire.
“Thrust!” shouted Susan, whirling on Lucius and taking her held action.
“Elemental Line,” she heard Sparkle shout. A glowing line appeared and wound
its way around each Death Eater. Lucius went flying, Susan was still under Acceleration
after all. She started casting Teleportal. There was pandemonium around the circle. The
soldiers pressed the attack, making the Death Eaters step over the Line, and they cried
out. Some went misty like a ghost and were surprised to see the sword blades of the
soldiers passing through them. Harry stunned another wizard, and leapt out of the circle
over his body, towards Susan. Sparkle swooped down.
“Get us out of here!” the both shouted.
“Working on it! Teleportal!”
The portal opened to just inside the maze, and Susan tried to shove her mother
through. She was not expecting her mother to do a Kung Fu shout and strike, trying to
hit her. Susan, even accelerated, couldn’t get out of the way, and took 12 points of
damage to the body. Oops, I only have 10 points, I’m 2 into gone!
Susan spent her Missed Me card, and time rewound a second, making Stacy
miss.
Okay, won’t try that again.
“What the heck?” said Harry.
“Thrust,” said Susan, targeting her mother through the portal. With nothing to
really grab onto, she went flying, but then summersaulted back to her feet.
When did my mother became a ninja?
Harry and the others jumped through the portal, and as Susan closed it behind

her, she saw the Death Eaters teleporting away. Peter had grabbed Voldemort and
looked at her, possibly with a tiny bit of respect for what she had done, and vanished.
The Teleportal closed and the scene was lost.
Susan had to put energy into dodging another of her mother’s attacks.
Her mother was just about to slam a heel into her leg, and she spent another XP
to get a plus two, managing to dodge.
“Immobilize!” cried Sparkle, casting a Mercury spell and also getting the bonus
from Acceleration. Bands of force wrapped around Stacy, and she struggled to get free.
“What the heck is going on?” asked Harry.
“She’s under the Imperious Curse of course,” said Susan, reaching out to touch
her mother. She took the full time, casting Magic Immunity and Stacy went limp.
“When did your mother turn into a ninja?” asked Harry.
“You know, I asked myself that very same question.”
Albus, Alastor, Minerva and others ran up to where Susan was, just inside the
maze. I wanted this magic to last until I was safely standing outside the maze, and I
may still need it, after all.
“Are you all right?” asked Albus. “What happened?”
“That’s a surprising long story for how short a time we were gone,” said Susan.
“But more importantly than that, we know a spy for Voldemort is here at the school.”
“Do you know who?” asked Alastor.
“Probably Professor Snape,” said Harry.
“I’ll go get him!” said Alastor.
“Stay here,” Albus commanded. “Why don’t you come up to my office, all of you,
and we can discuss what happened?”
Susan was loathe to lose the magic from her Spell Symbol, but if she wasn’t safe
in the presence of Albus Dumbledore, where would she be safe?
“What’s going on?” asked Stacy. “Why did I attack you? Where am I?”
“Mom? Are you okay?” The bands around Stacy melted away, and they hugged
each other.
“I’m fine. A bit hungry, but okay. Those wizards just broke into my house!”
“I’ll have to do Fortification on it sometime. Come on, you can sit down in the
Headmaster’s office. I don’t want us out in the open like this if we can help it.”
“Good thinking,” said Alastor. “Lead the way, Albus.”
They all left the field, where very confused people in the stands were milling
about, uncertain what was happening.
“You caused quite a stir with what you did,” Albus remarked. “Where can we find
Miss Delacour and Mr. Krum, incidentally?”
“Hospital wing. They’ll be fine after a little sleep.”
“Remind me never to play chess with you.”
“Noted.”
They reached the office, and Albus summoned sandwiches and milk, which Stacy
gratefully tore into.
“Now, what happened?”
“I have to apologize,” said Susan. “The story you are about to hear is mostly my

fault.”
“No it isn’t,” said Stacy, swallowing. “I don’t blame you for not wanting them to kill
me. Doing what they said was the right thing to do, and don’t you forget it.”
“Perhaps starting at the beginning?”
“The trophy was a portkey, it took us to some cemetery someplace,” said Harry.
“And Susan’s mother was being held hostage by Lucius. Then another Voldemort spirit
showed up, and started rambling about how lucky he was.”
“He took my blood, Headmaster. And that child was reborn into the fully grown
man Voldemort.”
“And what about this do you believe is your fault?”
“I should have let them kill her, don’t you see? I should have killed her myself,
rather than allow my blood be taken. Don’t you see?” Susan was sobbing now, why
were they so stupid? Didn’t they realize what had been done?
“He took her powers, Headmaster,” said Harry softly. “He got a character sheet,
and said he was a Natural Magician now, just like Susan.”
“Oh no!” Stacy paled. “That maniac got hold of your magic? Is that what he was
babbling about all that time?”
“I’m sorry. I’m so, so sorry.”
“It’s all right Susan. We can still beat him… somehow. How long do we have?”
“What do you mean?”
“His spell didn’t work, remember?” said Harry excitedly. “He tried to burn me
alive, but it didn’t- AAHH!”
Harry fell over, clutching his scar.
“Harry!” Albus exclaimed, kneeling by his side.
“He’s awake again. Angry!” Harry managed. “Torturing Peter… for failing him.
Spell didn’t work… Peter doesn’t understand why. Oh, he’s angry!”
“You can see into his mind that clearly?” Albus was stunned. “This has gone
further than I thought.” A moment passed, and finally Harry was able to sit up again.
“As I was saying, we still have time,” Harry continued. “He took your Background
but not your Skills. He doesn’t have any spells memorized, and the only source of them
is your book. He doesn’t understand casting magic as a Planet Check, he just waves his
wand around.”
Susan blinked. He’s right. We do still have time.
“Yes, he has a character sheet, but that alone isn’t going to do him much good.”
“You see,” said Albus, “all hope is not lost. What happened then?”
“He tried to kill me with fire, Susan’s fire, but of course it didn’t work. I cast
Stupefy on him, and he went down. In the confusion Susan called her soldiers out, and
Sparkle did… something. Some spell I hadn’t seen before. The Death Eaters were
caught by surprise though. Susan opened a Teleportal, but then had to fight off her
mother-”
“Sorry about that.”
“And got us back here.”
“Wait, you stunned the Dark Lord?” asked Alastor. “Seriously?”
“Yeah, he went down like a sack of potatoes. He had such a surprised look on
this awful looking face. I’ll remember it forever.”
“Humph!” said Alastor, reaching for his flask again. He was about to bring it to his

lips when Sparkle, still in fairy form, darted up over Susan’s head.
“Destruction,” she cried, and the flask exploded. And by “exploded” it turned into
a fine ash, and a bit of smoke. A putrid green liquid splashed out, all over Alastor.
“That, uh, was my best flask!” said Alastor. “What did you do that for?”
Sparkle settled herself on Susan’s head. “Maybe it’s just my high LUCk, but I
notice you drink from that flask at least once an hour. Rather an odd behavior, given
what we know about the potion one must take to turn into someone else.”
“Are you accusing me of something?”
“Not at all. Just requesting you don’t drink anything for the next hour. Simple
enough, right?”
“Yes,” said Albus. “I’m sure you can go without for the time being.”
“I don’t have to sit here and be accused of… of… not being myself. I’m going to
go get Severus, he really should be here for this.” He lunged for the door, which didn’t
open. He turned back, wand in hand, but Albus was already pointing at him. Red light
shot out, and Alastor went down.
“It seems your idea was sound,” said Albus, sinking back into his chair. “Well
done.”
“About time someone recognized my contributions,” said Sparkle, giving Susan a
thump with her fist.
“I’ll buy you all the catnip you want.”
“That would be… a good start.”
Albus waved his wand, and the silver phoenix shot out, flying towards the outside
of the castle again.
“Severus should be joining us momentarily. Then we will get the full story out if
whoever this actually is. We’ll have to find the real Alastor, as well. Presumably he’ll be
close, so the impostor could get the needed ingredient for the spell. How much time do
you estimate that we have?” asked Albus.
“I don’t know,” admitted Susan. “It depends on how much XP he got, and how
soon he realizes he needs to shift that XP over into his skills. He’s going to be working
magic out, from scratch, so he’ll have to get a high enough rating to cast the spells he
wants while trying to research the spells he wants. Spell research is tough too. I think
it’s a number of days equal to the casting difficulty, and 100 dollars’ worth of materials
per day. I’ve never had to do it, my book can do it for me because of the modifications
my father did to it. But if he does nothing else for the next year, and he focuses his
efforts on things he can’t already do, like making himself immune to magic, he could
become pretty powerful.”
“What about that backlash? You’ve mentioned that,” said Harry.
“Yeah, if he doesn’t do the spell right, it’ll blow up in his face. He would probably
start small though, work his way up over time. I don’t know. With luck he’ll just give up
because Harry humiliated him so much when it didn’t work.”
“No, he’s seen what your power can do. He’ll want it for himself, especially after
all the trouble he went through to get it,” said Albus.
“Then I would suggest moving quickly,” said Susan. “Before he finds out what he
can really do.”

The group waited then, in silence, for Severus. As they did, Alastor become Barty
Crouch Jr, his features changing as his leg grew back. The eyeball rolled away and
Sparkle almost sprang after it, but remembered herself.
“Who’s that?” asked Susan.
“That is the son of an Auror, Barty Crouch, who you may have seen wandering
around during the tournament.”
Severus arrived with the truth serum, and Barty was made to spill the beans on
the plan. He put Susan’s name in the cup, knowing she would be judged worthy. He put
Harry’s in under another school. He made sure they both were steered towards victory,
so that Voldemort would have his choice of them when the time came. He explained his
evolvement in the World Cup events, and stealing Harry’s wand. He told everything.
“There goes the puzzle,” said Susan. “My question is, why didn’t you realize it?
Behavior, I’ve said. Twice even! The only way to tell someone is not themselves is by
behavior. You must have noticed he had different mannerisms than the real one!”
“Alas, I did not,” said Albus, sadly. “Now, we must fetch the minister. He will wish
to hear this testimony personally. I will go and get him. Minerva, Severus, I can trust you
to keep an eye on this man?”
“They both nodded.”
“You two are unhurt, I take it? Do you need to visit Madam Pomfrey?”
“I think all of her alcohol is medicinal, Headmaster. We’re fine.”
He gave a small smile. “Then you are free to find your friends, who I’m sure are
worried about you.”
“I think I’ll stay here, just the same,” said Susan. “I don’t want this guy to meet
with any… unfortunate accidents.” She stared at Severus, who glared back.
“Suit yourself. I will return in a moment.”
When he did return, he looked furious.
“Albus, what-” Minerva started to say.
He held up a hand. “Susan, I often believe you do things in an over the top way. I
will have no problem if, in twenty seconds, you exceed even that expectation. You will
know what I mean.”
Susan looked at him curiously, and Cornelius Fudge stepped into the room.
He was followed by a Dementor.
“Dementor! Pocket Dimension!” Susan pulled her knife out of nowhere, and
advanced on the creature. It backed up against the wall and seemed to look over at the
minister.
“Don’t let her kill me…” it rasped.
“Susan, put that away at once!” said Cornelius. “You’re… frightening this poor…
Dementor.” Even he looked confused speaking that sentence.
“You bring one of those things here? In my presence? I’ve killed dozens and I’ll
destroy dozens more before I’m through. As for you-” She stalked over to the creature
and held the knife up to the Dementor’s face. It flinched back. “Were you there, on that
night, when I slaughtered so many of your kind?”

“I was,” it softly said. “We call it the night of sorrow.”
“Good. Catchy. I like it. It’s your lucky night, because you get to escape my wrath
a second time. Are you not lucky? Say you are.”
“I am lucky.”
“That’s right. You get to carry a message for me. Voldemort has returned. He has
mentioned you might ally with him. You will take the message to your… kind… that this
would be a very bad decision on your part. You will all die at my hand. All of you. That is
a promise. But if you spurn him, you get to live longer, understand? Side with us against
him, and buy your species further time to exist. But side with him and that will be the
end of you.” She pointed with her free hand. “Fly away. Now. Carry my message. I
expect to see you defending our school, not besieging it. Are we clear?”
“We are clear.”
“Then get out of my sight.”
The Dementor edged around the knife to the window, passing through it and out
into the night.
Albus looked smug. “I told you. You didn’t want to bring that thing in here.”
“You knew she was here! I wouldn’t have if I had known that. And what’s all this
nonsense about Voldemort returning?”
“True. All true. This man can tell you.”
Albus started to question him again, and the minister’s face got more and more
pale.
Maybe some good will come out of this, after all.
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End of School
Time: About an hour later
Place: Headmaster’s office
“He didn’t believe us!” Susan yelled, stalking around the office after the minister
left. Crouch Jr had been taken into custody by several Aurors, and the minister had left
looking very frustrated. He didn’t want to believe anything Albus had said, and it didn’t
look like he was going to take his advice about the giants, either.
“The trouble is, we’re working against human nature,” Albus explained.
“Human nature? To be stupid?”
“Yes, exactly. When people have a problem they tend to ignore it until it gets
much worse than it would have been, had they taken care of it right away.”
“Seriously?”
“I’m sure you’ve done it yourself.”
“Uh…”
“The point is, the minister does not want Voldemort to return. He’s spent the last
thirteen years telling everyone they are safe. That the evil times will never happen
again. Now you are telling him that his job is going to become much more difficult. That
people will start dying again. That fear will return to the hearts of many. And so he would
rather just turn a blind eye for as long as possible.”
“But we aren’t, right?”
Albus looked grim. “No, we are not. Envoys will be sent to the various magical
creatures that supported him last time. Perhaps we can keep them from joining him this
time. I must say, your performance with the Dementors was inspired.”
“Performance? I don’t have Acting, Headmaster. That’s what is going to happen.”
“I see. I’m glad I can count on your support.”
“Our support,” said Harry. “I’m sure Hermione and Ron will also be ready to join
the fight.”
“And don’t forget me,” said Sparkle, finally back in her cat form.
“Yes, we each have our role to play in the upcoming war. Thank you.”
“So what now?”
“Nothing can happen until tomorrow. It is late, and I’m sure with all the excitement
today you’re both ready for bed.”
“We’ll have to find the others, let them know we’re all right,” Harry said.
“I have to go down to apologize to the other champions. Explain myself,” Susan
said.
“I have to catch up on my naps. Do you know how all this rushing about has
interfered with my beauty rest?” Sparkle said.
Everyone chuckled.
“Keep up that sense of humor, you’ll need it before all this is done. Go on, I have
my own tasks to do now. We will speak of your part soon.”
“One moment,” said Albus as they went to leave. “I almost forgot.” He handed
them a sack of gold coins.
Susan lovingly ran her hands through it. “The precious!”

“Do you know how much money this would be sent to a gold smelter?” said
Harry.
“It’s yours, you both won, after all.”
“No, Headmaster, we all lost. Harry, how would you feel if I cruelly said we didn’t
deserve a Knut of this money?”
“I would say you were insane. We earned every bit of that gold!”
“Did we?”
Harry sighed. “No, we didn’t. What do you have in mind?”
“A peace offering.”
“Tell me more…”
And so Susan went to the hospital wing with two smaller bags of gold. She
tossed them at Fleur and Viktor. She rolled max on her Throwing check, an 11, and the
bags landed neatly on the beds.
“What’s this?” asked Fleur, surprised.
“My apology,” said Susan. “And I hope enough to buy a few minutes of your time
to explain why I had to do what I did.”
“There are hundreds of Galleons here!” said Viktor, opening the pouch.
“We spilt the winnings, as really we should never have been in the contest in the
first place. And I didn’t pay enough attention to see who would have been- wait a
second.”
“What?” asked Harry.
Susan went over to Viktor. “Magic Immunity,” she cast. His eyes unfocused for a
moment. “You broke the curse!” he exclaimed. “I’m free! Thank you! That was terrible,
being under someone else’s direction. Whoever did it hadn’t given me any new
directions, but I could still feel myself under their control.” He shuddered.
“I thought so. He was under the Imperius Curse after all. I don’t suppose you
know who cast it on you?”
Viktor shook his head.
“Too bad. As I was saying, I didn’t pay enough attention to see who would have
won otherwise.”
“You’re just giving us your winnings?” asked Fleur, letting the coins drip through
her fingers.
“Harry and I are pretty set for money, strictly speaking. And after what I did to you
both, I felt you deserved it.”
“Why did you do that, if you were just going to give us the money?”
“Where to start…”
Susan explained about her mother being abducted and about Voldemort being
resurrected.
“Say this is not so!” exclaimed Fleur.
“No, if she says it, it happened,” said Viktor. “I have watched her many times with
Hermione. We can trust her.”
“You do hang around looking at Hermione an awful lot. And you took her to the-”
disastrous ”-Yule Ball. What are your intentions towards her, anyway?”
“She is very interesting girl. I would like to know her better.”

“I guess I could live with that. Look, it’s going to get a lot worse before it gets
better. I don’t know if the conflict with Voldemort will spread to your countries, but I
would ask you to be ready. You were chosen as champions, so you know your stuff.
Don’t slack off- in fact, intensify your training. Gather friends, people you can trust. Get
them ready too. I may need all the friends I can get when Voldi finally makes his move.”
“You have our support at least,” said Fleur. “And not just because of this.” She
jingled the bag. “Knowing what you’ve been through, and doing the tournament
besides? You may be younger than me, but I know I could still learn a lot from you.”
Susan blushed. “Thank you.”
“I am still part of Team Susan, am I not?”
“Now and forever. Thank you, Fleur.”
“You have my wand as well, and any others I can convince. I am sort of famous
Quidditch player, after all.”
“Thank you. We’ll need all the support we can get. Get some rest, I pulled all your
energy out forcibly, and I don’t know what that means for you guys. Hopefully there
won’t be any complications.”
“Madam Pomfrey says we will be fine in the morning.”
“Good. And thanks for listening. It makes me feel a little better, knowing you
aren’t too mad.”
“500 Galleons buys a lot of forgiveness!” said Viktor with a laugh.
And so came the ending feast. Stacy sat with Susan, and got some weird looks,
but Susan didn’t want to allow her mother out of her sight at the moment. Not until she
took certain precautions, and got a few answers.
There were no decorations, no laughing people. Everyone sensed something
was wrong, after the disastrous way the tournament had ended. Rumors abounded, and
again people were looking at Susan and Harry with suspicion.
“If I could have your attention,” said Albus, standing up. “You’ll no doubt by now
have noticed there are no decorations in the hall, and no winner for the tournament has
been announced. That is because there was no winner, only losers. Susan and Harry
did indeed touch the trophy first,”
Whatever happened to that thing, anyway? Is it still just laying there on the
ground?
“But you all saw them vanish from the maze for several minutes afterword. The
ministry does not want me to tell you what happened while they were gone, but I choose
to have the courage to tell the truth. Both of them witnessed the resurrection of
Voldemort, at the cemetery where his father is buried.”
There where gasps of astonishment thought the great hall. Albus let them talk a
moment and held up his hand. There was silence again.
“They fought, and managed to return here with Susan’s magic, in order to tell us
of this event. Not many could have done so, as all those in the past who faced
Voldemort in person died. I salute them both.” He raised his glass to them.
We got lucky. If he had stayed with wanded magic instead of trying to show off
his “new” power, there would have been no distraction. No distraction and that fight
would have gone a whole lot differently. We got lucky, and that’s all there is to it.
“The ministry would have you believe that Barty Crouch Jr, who took the place of

the defense teacher before term began, is merely a poor, twisted man. A man who
believed he was following Voldemort’s orders to interfere with the tournament. They
would further have you believe that Susan and Harry are liars, or attention seekers, or
worse. But you know they are none of these things.” He paused. “Well, Susan is a little
bit of an attention seeker, I’ll have to give you that much.”
There were a few grins.
“But the fact remains, dark times are ahead of us. Even now, Voldemort
researches new and deadly ways to cause us fear. New ways to drive us apart. New
magic to enslave us. We must stand strong, and we must stand together. Death Eaters
are few. They gain power through fear and the inaction of people who could stop them. I
urge you to courage and action.
“We are stronger than they are because they do not have trust. They have fear of
betrayal.
“They do not have friendship, they have associates to be discarded on the way to
power.
“They do not have openness, they have secrets and lies.
“I do not know what the future holds. But if we work together, if we stand as one
against the darkness…” He looked over the room, seeming proud of what he saw.
“Then we have nothing to fear. Enjoy your summer, but be watchful. They will cast the
first spell, we must be ready to respond in kind.”
“So,” said Hermione as the group sat on the train, watching the miles go by. “Any
plans for the summer?”
“Training,” said Harry. “Lots and lots of training.” He tapped his Conceal Magic
item. “Personally I should have just gone to the secret base with Susan and trained
there. But Headmaster Dumbledore insisted I go home for some bizarre reason.
Wouldn’t tell me exactly why, so much for truth and togetherness.”
“I didn’t get much XP for escaping Voldi, but maybe if you guys can come over
one at a time I’ll make you each a Dementor Slaying Knife. I guarantee a +4 against
Dementors. We may need them.”
“Naps,” said Sparkle. “Plenty of naps.”
“I’m going to be looking hard for my special talent,” said Ron. “I think if there’s
any time it should come out, now would be a good one.”
Hermione and Susan looked at each other. They both nodded. “We are the Cutie
Mark Crusaders, on a quest to find out who we are!” they singonged.
“Not going to ask,” said Ron.
“What about you, Hermione?”
“Actually, I was hoping to get a copy of your Light spell, Susan. Or some other
spell we have in common.”
“Uh, okay?”
“If I can figure out how your magic works, maybe I can translate some of your
spells into spells we can use!”
“You mean figure out the wand pattern and phrase from my spell formula? I
suppose they are both magic…”
“Yeah! And by starting with something known, if I figure out how to cast your light

spell, maybe I can figure out how our magics relate, and do it for others.”
“Actually, you know a spell to create water, right?”
“Yeah, Aguamenti, why?”
“Better start with that one. Your light spell makes the tip of your wand light up.
Mine makes a glowing ball of light, or makes some object shed light. So that’s a little
different. But making water is making water.”
“Ok, you have a point.”
“Just don’t lose it, okay? If Voldemort got his hands on it, that would be a clue as
to how to create spells of his own. I want to slow him down as much as possible.”
“I’ll stick it in my Pocket Dimension while I’m not using it.”
“Oh yeah, I forgot you have one of those now. Silly of me.”
The door to the compartment opened. Everyone looked over, and there stood
Draco.
“Hello, Draco. Haven’t seen much of you this year.”
“Yeah, well, I’ve had a lot on my mind.”
“How’s your father, by the way? I hope he wasn’t too badly hurt when I escaped
from him.”
“I don’t know what you’re talking about.”
“Of course. But tell him this- my offer is still open. He can join me, and win, or
stay on Voldi’s side, and lose. I have years of experience over Voldemort, and I know
exactly how to use my magic. He’s starting from scratch, and there’s no way he’ll be
able to catch up. Our being Paragons makes that true, it’s just a fact. My offer is open to
you, too. I don’t know about following in a father’s footsteps, because mine is off saving
worlds somewhere. But I know I want him to be proud of me. I’m sure it’s the same with
you. You want your father to be proud. Just make sure you can be proud of yourself,
first.”
“Yeah, I’ll keep that in mind.”
“I’m always lecturing you. Sorry about that. What was it you wanted to speak to
me about?”
“I guess I already got my answer. You really saw him, didn’t you?”
“Yes, I did. The whole gang got together when he called, and they seemed to be
afraid of him more than anything. I wonder how long a group built on fear can really
last.”
“I guess we’ll find out.”
“If that’s your choice. I just hope it isn’t you and me across a battlefield one day,
because I think you know how that would go.”
“See you next term.”
“See you, Draco.”
And so, Susan and her mother stepped through the Teleportal from the train
station, back into their home.
“I’ll have to call work, they’re probably wondering where I’ve been the last few
days!”
“Before that, though- were those moves you used on me part of the spell you
were under, or are you actually a ninja?”

Stacy laughed. “All these years, and never once have you done a Magic Sense
on your dear old mom.”
“Why would I?” asked Susan, doing one then and there. She got a 13, and felt
there was magic inside her mother’s rings. “What? How?”
“Did you think your father would leave me defenseless? After his stories about
the worlds he had been to, I asked him if I should be worried about stuff happening
here. He said evil lived everywhere, and I should be prepared. He made two Imbued
items for me, my wedding ring and my engagement ring. The wedding ring has
Augment Skill: Martial Arts on it and the engagement ring has Acceleration on it. The
Acceleration I of course have to turn on and off, but the Augment Skill one is always
active.”
“So you were commanded to fight me, and it turned out you were a Kung Fu
master? Super. Wait a second, isn’t martial arts trained only?”
“I went to classes before he did the ring. Once I had a “1 rating” in it, in other
words, learned the basics, the ring just made me better.”
“So those ‘meeting’ you go to twice a week, they’re…”
“Classes. I keep my hand in it. My teacher says he’s never had a student like me,
though I have to hide the rings when I’m in class. You were exactly right about Kung Fu
though. It relies on reflexes more than strength, and with Acceleration on that’s the
bonus I get.”
Susan tried to imagine someone with an effective rating in Martial Arts of a 20,
moving under Acceleration. “Uh, remind me never to get into a real fight with you.”
“Sure thing. So what are we going to do now? This Voldemort guy, he sounds like
bad news. I want to help.”
“For one thing I’m using Fortification on the house, like I did for the Weasleys. I’ll
have to sacrifice teleporting in, but that’s a small price to pay. I don’t want wizards
busting in here again.”
“And then?”
“I don’t know. Depends on who can come over, and what items they want made.
And what the Headmaster assigns me to do, I guess. We’ll just have to see.”
“I’m behind you, whatever happens.”
“Thanks, mom. I’m glad you weren’t hurt.”
“I’m glad you came to rescue me. You are just like your father, you know that?
Charging in and smashing through any barriers in your way. I guess he had
Overconfident too.”
“Well deserved, and I’m sure it came up way more often than his other
weaknesses, just like it does for me.”
“According to his stories, oh yes.”
That evening, Susan performed the same trick, spending all her Energy in a
single action with Energetic Accumulation, and casting Fortification on the house.
The next morning, about 9:30, there was a knock on the door.
Susan opened it, and was surprised to see Rita Skeeter standing there.
“What do you want?” Susan asked, acidly.
“The story of the year!” said Rita with a smirk. “Can I come in?”
“I don’t know, can you?” Susan asked, throwing the door open and bowing her

inside. Rita looked confused, and stepped inside.
“Huh, I guess you can. Okay, let’s sit down and you can get the scoop of the
century.”
“I’m all ears. What was that about, anyway?”
Susan grinned. “Oh no, endings have to be earned. You get the beginning of the
story before you get the end. But if you really want this interview…”
“Yes?”
“There’s going to have to be a few provisions. Like I want to read it before it’s
published. No sensationalism. Just report the facts, as I tell them to you, and leave your
typical commentary for the tabloids. Clear?”
“If you give me what I think you’re going to give me, I won’t need to
sensationalize anything.”
Stacy walked in the room. “Hello?”
“Mom, this is Rita. She’s a reporter for a wizard newspaper called the Daily
Prophet, and no, they don’t use Seers, despite the name. Miss Skeeter, this is my
mother, Stacy Felton.”
“Nice to meet you,” they both said, shaking hands. Stacy pulled Susan over into
the corner.
“Isn’t this the woman you wanted to wreck a thorny doom upon?”
“Yeah. But if we can get her on our side this time, we can use her powers for
good instead of evil. And she came into the house.”
Stacy nodded. “Okay.”
“I don’t suppose I could get an interview with you, Stacy? How it feels to be the
mother of the girl at the center of all this?” Rita called.
“One story at a time, Rita,” Susan said back.
“Maybe some other time.”
Stacy left the room, and Susan came back over to sit with Rita.
“So you have your mother’s last name then? Interesting. What happened to your
father?”
“That’s a very different story than the one you wanted.”
“Oh, so there is a story there? Very well, I’ll content myself with what happened
the night of the third task then. I heard you babbling about Voldemort being back, so
what exactly happened and where did you go?”
Susan told her the story of what happened. She debated telling Rita that
Voldemort had stolen her magic, and decided against it. Most wouldn’t know what that
meant, and it would just raise more questions about her. She ended up saying she had
caused the initial distraction when Harry was about to fight his duel, and escaped that
way. It was close enough to the truth, and who was going to come asking for a
correction? A Death Eater? She also didn’t mention about frightening away a Dementor,
that would really do a job on her reputation.
“Which brings us to last night,” she finished. “I put a spell over the house in case
they decided to come after me right away. Basically no one that means me any harm
can enter, nor can it be destroyed by anything less than a nuclear bomb. As you were
able to enter, that meant you didn’t mean to harm me. In person or with your pen.”

“I see. What exactly is a nuclear bomb?”
“Oh boy. Wait here.” Susan went to get her iPad, and did a search for the test
footage from the nuclear bomb blasts. She passed the iPad over to Rita and hit play.
“I heard about this in Muggle Studies,” she said after watching for several
minutes. “But I never believed Muggles could destroy so well without magic. Guess I
was wrong.” She looked the iPad over. “Is this window thing magic?”
Susan laughed. “It might as well be, for how well most people understand it. But
no, it’s no more magical than car or a plane. Just an application of science.”
“Like this bomb?”
“Exactly. I don’t think Voldemort would ever look into things like this, thankfully.
He wants to rule people, not ashes and silence.”
Rita passed the iPad back and Susan shut it off. “So that’s the story. Print it if you
must, but beware that the ministry is going to take a very hard stance against
knowledge about him being resurrected getting out. The minister made that point quite
clear before he left that night. And worse than that, Death Eaters may come after you,
they don’t want it known their master is back until he can reestablish his power base.”
And figure out my magic.
“Knowing exactly what spell they used will help. It can be researched if a father’s
bone, a servant’s flesh, and an enemy’s blood can really bring someone back like that. If
so, that’s partial proof you saw it happen right there.”
“Every little bit will help.”
“And don’t worry, I know how to take care of myself. I’m not just writing news, I’m
writing history. Think about it! The Second Wizard War, by Rita Skeeter.”
“Don’t do a word count until you’ve sent it to your editor.”
“Good advice. Now, do you think Harry will answer a few questions?”
“He might. I can go get him. His guardians have some kind of burning hated for
magic, so anything to do with it is taboo in the house. I’ll have to bring him here. You
don’t mind waiting, do you?”
“Not at all.”
“Mom, I’m going to get Harry!” Susan called. “Rita wants to ask him a few
questions!”
“Okay!” Stacy shouted back.
As Susan headed out the door, she heard her mother ask Rita if she would like
something to drink.
“Yes?” asked Mrs. Dursley asked, opening the door. “Oh, it’s you.”
“Your welcoming manner brings a warm glow to my heart, Mrs. Dursley. I wonder
if Harry is available? I need to borrow him for a moment if I could.”
“Borrow him for the day, for all I care. I’ll send him out.”
“Thank-”
The door slammed in her face.
She debated using Phase to pop through the door and wait for Harry on the other
side. Perhaps the more childish Susan might have done that, but the new, more
responsible Susan will forbear and wait patiently. I was kind of a jerk to people in the
past, them especially. Maybe I should be a little less quick to whip out the magic and a
little more- Nah, what I am thinking?

A moment later the door opened and Harry, smiling, stepped out.
“Couldn’t even stay away from me a singe day.” He shook his head, mock
resignation on his face. “Are you sure you’re gay?”
Susan looked darkly at him. “Rita’s here.”
“You finally captured her? That’s great! Now maybe we can get some answers!”
Susan shook her head. “No, she’s here to write the article about what happened.
She just wants to ask you a few questions.”
“Wait, she interviewed you?”
“Yes. I thought it was time to put her pen to use for us, rather than against us.”
“I see. Anything I should avoid mentioning?”
Susan give him her version of events.
“Okay. I never thought I would be doing this. Let’s go talk to Rita stupid Skeeter.”
When Susan got back, her mother and Rita were chatting about the house, and
Rita smiled at Harry.
“It must have been nice, growing up, to live so close together!” she exclaimed.
“Susan was a light in an otherwise dark time, yes. I hope you’ll be printing an
apology to Susan and myself for what you wrote in the paper. And Hermione? Did you
write about Hermione? I can’t be sure you did or not, I don’t recall.”
“Apologize? What for? Was I untruthful in some way, Harry? I don’t think so. Now,
my questions for you…”
Rita asked how it felt to be facing Voldemort with only a wand and a single friend
at your side, that sort of thing. She had him describe how Voldemort looked and what he
did, and what he thought the Death Eater’s plans were.
“Consolidate power,” Harry answered at once. “Right now he’s weak, with only
some of his Death Eater group left to provide support. He’s not going to attack until he’s
sure of victory, and he holds all the cards. We don’t know when he’s going to attack, so
of course he’ll pick our most vulnerable time. He’ll let us wear ourselves out trying to
watch everywhere at once, while he hides and gloats from whatever stronghold he’s
chosen to occupy. When he feels the time is right, he’ll strike.”
“So what would be your advice to the general public?”
“Bust out your old notes from Defense Against the Dark Arts class, or take a
refresher course. Get together with others and practice those defense spells you
haven’t used since then. Form watches to bring suspicious things to the ministry. Brew
healing potions and stock up on medical supplies and non-perishable food. We don’t
know what form his attack will take, so we have to be ready for anything.”
“You realize none of that will ever happen?”
“Probably not. But at least when he does attack we can say ‘we warned you.’”
“Okay. Well, thank you both. I have quite the story to write up, so I’m going to get
started.”
“Remember, I get to read it before you publish.”
“Of course. Have a good day, both of you.”
“By the way, how did you find me?”
“I’m a reporter,” said Rita as if this was the most obvious thing in the world. “It’s

my job to track down stories. Later!”
She breezed out.
“So now what?” asked Harry.
“We take your advice, of course. You get to practicing magic. We can use the
basement, I’ve got a lab set up down there, and the Headmaster provided me plenty of
materials for Imbuing. I’m going to start making you a knife that doesn’t need charges.
We may need all of them we can get. And not just for killing Dementors, either. The
shape may not suggest it, but plunging it into someone that’s dying will save their life.”
Harry nodded gravely, and followed Susan down the stairs, pulling his wand from
a holster strapped to his arm.
He was going to be ready.

58
Home Life
Time: A month later
Place: Susan’s Basement
“You seem pensive,” said Harry, taking a break from slinging spells at Susan’s
Legion. He figured the best way to practice was to have two or three of them running
about while he tried to hit them with spells. They were also commanded to attack him
with their swords, aiming for non-vital areas only, of course, so he could practice using
his Deflection item as well. It tired him out after a depressingly short time, but Susan
insisted he keep at it.
“I have no idea how you calculate your energy total, or how you raise it,” she had
said. “But if you keep depleting it and do these combat exercises, you’re sure to raise it
naturally. I hope.”
Harry didn’t see any harm in it, so he went along with the suggestion. He had to
be hit with the knife a couple of times when they got a lucky shot in, or two attacked at
once. But he was, in Susan’s terms, raising his close and magic combat skills. Most of
the Legion just stood around, as Susan couldn’t call forth only part of the group, but as
they were mindless he wasn’t concerned about that. But what he was concerned about
was Susan, sitting there instead of finishing his knife, lost in thought.
“What?” asked Susan, shaking herself out of her reverie.
“What’s up? You’ve just been sitting there.”
“Oh, yeah. I was just thinking about how to beat myself.”
“Didn’t know you were into that self flagellation stuff. You’re not turning this into a
porn dungeon, are you?”
“No!” she exclaimed, giving him a playful push. “My mom would have a few
things to say about that. It was difficult enough to convince her to let me set up the lab
down here, and clear the space for you to practice. No, I’m worried that when Voldi
emerges from his little cocoon he’ll be immune to magic, or at least spells. It’s all well
and good for me, I don’t abuse it.” Harry looked doubtful. Susan continued. “But him, on
the other hand. If we’re both immune to magic, how are either of us going to hurt the
other?”
“Can’t you, like, cast Meteor or something? Smack him with a few giant space
rocks?”
“You mean Meteo? This isn’t Final Fantasy you know. Calling down falling rocks
would have just as much chance to squash me as whoever I wanted it to hit.”
“Yeah, I guess you’re right. There must be other physical spells though, didn’t I
once see one that could call magma?”
“Yeah, again, overkill? I want to take one guy out, not a parking lot full of people.
But you’re right though, I’m just going to have to find something to hit him with that’s not
magical while I’m hitting him with it.”
“Too bad you couldn’t just shoot him!” Harry laughed.
“Yeah, from like the next building over!” Susan joined him laughing.
“Hey, that’s a good idea right there! Fly up to the roof of a building so you know it.
Then just drop a Teleportal under him, to that rooftop. A little over the edge, I mean.
*Splat*. Can’t magic away gravity.”

“Except he can teleport. He wouldn’t fall far before he just teleported away. Sure,
he would slam into the ground wherever he teleported to, but not as hard as he would
falling the whole distance.”
“Oh, yeah.” He thought a moment. “Could your dragon hit him?”
“Depends if he researches Barrier against Spells or Magic Immunity.”
“That makes sense. There’s always the Darth Vader attack.”
“What? Force choke from across the room?”
“No, throw something at him with Telekinesis.”
“Hummm, Light Saber…”
“You could make one?” Hey, Harry was a wizard, but every boy wants a Light
Saber.
“A magic one, sure. A simple Elemental Weapon (Fire) would do it, make it TR 10
so it’ll cut through anything, and just make it a tube rather than a blade. Trouble is, it
would just bounce off Immunity. Now, if I could somehow come up with a spell to
channel and contain scientifically generated plasma, we would really have something.”
“Seems impractical anyway.”
“Yeah, without a high rating in the weapon, years of training, and The Force you’d
more than likely cut your own leg off swinging something like that around. And forget
defense. The only reason they can bounce blaster bolts back is they’re letting The
Force do the blocking for them. Basically a form of predicting the future, and having the
blade in the position to block before the shooter can pull the trigger.”
“Well, I can still dream, can’t I?”
Susan laughed. “Sure thing! I could make you one made of Knockout, that
wouldn’t be quite as dangerous.”
“I’ll think about it. I have enough to worry about mastering magic, to start learning
Kendo as well.”
“Yeah, get back to work! We rent those soldiers by the hour, you know!”
“Hey, right back at you!”
“What do you mean? I’m done, boy!”
“Seriously?”
“Here you go. Use it responsibly.” Susan passed him the knife, which Harry took
and looked over.
“It’s a healing shiv, how can I not use it responsibly?”
“I’m sure there’s a way.”
“Thanks. I mean it. That was a lot of work.”
“Yeah, it’s a tough spell, I admit. But I did it for selfish reasons anyway.”
“Oh?”
“If you’re going to be at my back in this fight, I want you to have weapons that
actually work. It helps keep me alive just as much as it helps you.”
“That is rather selfish of you. What a selfish, uncaring person you are.”
“It’s true, I admit it.”
They both laughed again. But then Susan sighed.
“You’re really worried, aren’t you?”
“I really am. Him getting my magic changes things. I thought I was invulnerable. I
mean look at what I’ve done in the past! But the thought of a guy with all kinds of dark
magic, plus my magic at his command? He won’t make the mistake of trying to show off

again. He’ll bide his time, and learn exactly what he can and cannot do. Plus, I’ve
stayed away from the more destructive spells. What if he researches something I never
even thought off? Or if he learns to channel wanded curses through my magic
somehow, so he can hit multiple people at once? There might be no limit to what he
could accomplish.”
“His energy won’t be limitless.”
“No, but he has followers he can drain of energy. They won’t dare resist when he
‘asks’ for a ‘donation’ of energy. He could have a rating in the hundreds, versus my
maximum rating of eighty or so.”
“Here I was thinking it couldn’t be that bad. Guess I just didn’t put enough
imagination into it, huh?”
“We just have to stop him before he figures too much out. That’s all there is to it.”
“Which brings up what the heck the others are doing.”
“Yeah, it’s strange. I mean, sure, Headmaster Dumbledore must be busy, but to
have us just sitting here, cooling our heels…”
“Maybe he knows I’m training? And you did ask for all that Imbuing stuff, so
maybe he’s just giving you time to work. He knows you’re not slacking off.”
“I guess. It still bothers me though. At least there hasn’t been any mass
disappearances, or any breakouts from Azkaban. We would have heard that, I think.”
“And nothing after Rita’s article, either.”
“Yeah, she hasn’t written anything else. Think she got fired for it?”
“That would just be dripping with irony sauce, wouldn’t it? Her first actual article
with real, actual facts, and she gets fired. She would come bug us again though, right?
‘Look what you kids made me do! And I lost my job and everything.’ I can see it now.”
Harry got a dreamy expression on his face.
“I’m kind of torn- on the one hand it would be sweet, sweet, poetic justice, but on
the other we need her to get the word out.”
“No, we need a minister that doesn’t bury his head in the sand.”
“Ha! Look at us kids, discussing politics like old people. Come on, I need a break.
Let’s take a walk or something.”
“Yeah, I feel I haven’t been getting enough exercise.” He looked over at the
soldiers.
“You can still move, can’t you? In that case I think I’m being pretty lenient.”
“Yes Sir, Sargent, Sir!”
They laughed. “Come on.” She grabbed a knife holder she had created with
Creation earlier, and strapped the charges version of the knife to her left leg. Her right
leg already had her knife strapped on. Harry slid his knife into his holster and looked
over at her.
“You really are going commando, aren’t you?”
“Hey, stop peaking under my skirt, you pervert!”
“What? No, I meant the knives, not… I mean, I didn’t see… I wasn’t looking…
Are you really not?”
“That’s for me to know,” she said, pushing him up the stairs.
“Hey Sparkle, we’re going for a walk. Want to come?”
“Cats do not go for walks,” answered Sparkle. “We may go for a prowl, but never

a walk. Especially in this heat.”
“Suit yourself. More XP for me if we get attacked!”
“Who’s going to attack you around here?”
“Ah, fresh air!”
“Wonder how Professor Hagrid is doing,” said Harry. “You think the headmaster
sent him after the giants?”
“Probably. Who else but a giant of a man to negotiate with giants. Hey, isn’t that
your cousin?”
They looked over, and a group of boys was calling goodbye to a “Big D.” It was
Junior.
“Hello, Dudley,” said Susan, acknowledging him. “We were just about to go for a
walk. You can join us, if you’d like.”
He looked incredulous, as did Harry. Harry pulled her away and said in a quiet
voice, “You’re inviting him along? Why?”
“He’s my neighbor too, you know. But I hardly know anything about him. Nothing
wrong with having him along, is there?”
“But… But…” Harry sputtered. “He’s Dudley.”
“And? Draco was Draco, but I gave him a chance. Can I do less for your cousin?”
“Who’s Draco?” asked Dudley, falling in beside them.
“Just a boy from school,” replied Susan. “Son of a Death Eater, who I hope turns
away from the dark side.”
“Death Eater? Cool name.”
“You would think so,” said Harry hotly. “They follow Voldemort, the most evil
wizard ever to live. Just last month they captured us, used Susan’s blood to resurrect
him, and then watched me stun him in a duel because he was trying to show off. We
narrowly escaped with our lives.”
“You’re putting me on.” He looked over at the two, who shook their heads.
“I wish we were,” said Susan. “Things would be a lot simpler right now.”
“What kind of school do you go to where that kind of stuff happens?”
“It doesn’t, to most people,” explained Harry. “It’s because of people like me and
Susan, who fight to keep dark magic away from people like you that you get to sleep
soundly at night.”
Dudley thought a moment. “Is that why you don’t sleep soundly at night?”
“What are you talking about?”
“I’ve heard you. Talking in your sleep. Muttering about being killed. It’s kind of
funny, actually.”
Harry sighed. “I guess I have been having some bad dreams lately. I didn’t know
they were that bad. Do you think your magic can do anything?”
“About dreams?” Susan emphatically shook her head. “Best I could do is another
Imbued object like I gave Hermione so she doesn’t have to sleep. And even then I
cautioned her to only use it every other night. Your brain needs dreams, Harry. If you
don’t dream you go insane. I’ve read about it. You have to take the good with the bad.”
“That sucks.”
Dudley snorted. “You guys are just walking down the street, discussing magic?”

“Why shouldn’t we? Anyone who hears us will just think we’re talking about D&D
or something. Wizards aren’t supposed to do magic in front of non-magical people, but
talking about it is okay. People can believe what they want if they don’t actually see
magic being performed.”
“What’s your school like, anyway?”
“What do you care?” said Harry. “Your father wouldn’t want you asking about that
anyway. Big D, honestly. Susan, he beats up little kids! I can’t believe I’m even talking to
him like this!”
“What about you? Acting so high and mighty all the time because you can do
magic. You think that makes you better than me? At least Susan said she wanted to talk
to me. Throw that… thing… away and then we’ll see how tough you are.”
“Harry!” said Susan, shocked. “Have you been… bullying Dudley?”
“Bullying? No, I just… I-”
“You have, haven’t you? I don’t believe this. You’re better than that, Harry. I’m
surprised at you. Dudley, I’m sorry if Harry’s been bothering you, I’m sure now that
you’ve brought it to his attention he’ll cut it out, right?”
“You’re one to talk,” Harry said to her.
“What? What are you talking about? Sure, I stand up for myself, and for my
friends. But I don’t- you really don’t see me as a bully, do you?”
“I’m just saying.”
“No, I’m not a bully. Am I?”
“Kinda,” said Harry. “I mean, usually it works in our favor and everything, but how
is what you do any different?”
“Because… I don’t just… It’s totally different!”
“Lover’s spat, huh? This is entertaining. I’m glad I came with you guys!”
“I’m gay, you idiot. We’re just friends.”
“Huh? But he’s always hanging out with you.”
“To get away from your family.”
“Hey, they took him in when his parents were killed. He should be grateful.”
“Oh yeah, real grateful. They’ve done a great job being the parents I never knew.
Locking me in that cupboard until Susan made them stop. Giving me your old clothes to
wear.”
“Are you doing something? It’s getting colder.”
“Colder?” asked Susan. “What are you-” she glanced up. “Dementors!” she
shouted, drawing her permanent knife. With her other hand she pulled a loosely knotted
necklace from around her neck and activated it. “Undead Annihilation.” She started
glowing with holy light, and thought about how glad she was to have Spell Symbol to
make stuff like that. Didn’t plan to use it against so few, but making another is the work
of moments so why not take every advantage? Tossing the now expended “pendent”
aside she drew her other knife. I really must remember to check my cards before
leaving the house. Susan became aware of three new cards on her character sheet.
She turned in the Skill card for 1 XP, leaving I Don’t Think So, making an opponent
reroll, and Sacrifice, which Sparkle had used before.
I am not sacrificing myself for Dudely!
“Crap, I’ve got incoming here as well!” Harry said, stepping over so Dudley was
between them. He drew his knife and his wand. They both went back to back with him.

“What are you two talking about?” said Dudley, scanning the sky. “There’s
nothing there.”
“You can’t see them? Crap! Stay between us!” shouted Susan. “I really wish
Sparkle was here!”
“Your cat?” asked Dudely.
“Yeah, not going to be fun without Acceleration. Do we run, or fight?”
“You have to ask?”
Harry gave a fierce grin. “Should it worry me that your answer doesn’t worry me?
I do spend too much time with you- Susan, you are my happiness. Expecto Patronum!”
The glowing stag materialized between them, next to Dudley, who jumped away
from it.
“Stay next to it, it’ll protect you,” screamed Susan, as the first Dementor reached
her. She rolled Initiative and the fight was on.
She was annoyed when Harry went before her, slashing at the Dementor with his
knife.
Must be his high REFlexes from having to catch a flying pingpong ball.
He hit it, and the thing shrieked and started disappearing.
“The heck is that thing?” Dudley shrieked along with it, stumbling into the stag.
“You can see them as they die?” Harry asked, looking to see which one would
attack next. They seemed hesitant, like they didn’t expect him to be able to kill them.
Susan had two bearing down on her, probably going to try and grab her arms, so
she struck out twice, using an Off Hand Action for the second swing. She used 8 energy
on COOrdination on both, as her skill at Dagger was still only a 1. She got a 22 and a
14, scoring on both. She got back a total of 6 energy with Energy Boost.
Maybe it won’t be so bad. I doubt these things are used to dodging, and they
probably don’t have energy to spend on the attempt. Plus with both our defense spells
going…
Then she realized her delay had just gone up to an 11, because she didn’t have
the Off Hand skill to decrease it. Or Close Combat.
The Dementors she had mentally assigned D1 and D2 then went next, and they
went to grab her as well.
“Deflection,” she cried, casting it in two areas at once. She used 8 energy, saved
2, and got a 20. They bounced off the air before her. Susan used her last two energy
she could spend to decrease her delay by one.
Okay, that’s never going to work. I’m going to have to take the −2 and do an
attack as they grab me, as a reactive action. Otherwise I’m never going to get another
active action.
Dudley, still looking around wildly, crouched down behind the stag.
Simultaneously, one Dementor went for Susan, and the other went for Harry.
Susan’s came straight at her, as the ones to her left and right were about to make
another grab. The one attacking Harry reached in from his left. Both slashed with the
knives.
Susan missed, and the Dementor grabbed onto her right wrist.
Okay, time for another Off Hand, thought Susan, taking one and stabbing the
thing with the knife in her left. It couldn’t both dodge and hold on to her, and so the knife

sunk into its arm and it started disappearing.
Harry’s would have also grabbed him, but the Patronus, watching for its caster,
suddenly blazed up, making the thing throw an arm over its face and hiss, cowering
back.
Susan’s delay was now a 24, and unknown to her, she would be attacked next on
a 10. Okay, enough of this crap.
Susan spent an XP for an extra action, and cast “Successful Strike” on both
Harry and herself instantly. The spell went off with a 10, (she was at a −2 penalty for the
Dementors being there, a −1 for casting it instantly, a −2 for casting it on two people) but
they still got a +12 to their next attack.
The Dementor directly in front of Harry made a grab, and Harry, feeling pressured
with 4 of the things still around him, again struck out at it. He was amazed to connect,
but as that one disappeared, the one behind it took its place and also made a grab. He
made another attack, and was relieved when that one got scratched and stared to burn
away as well.
The two trying to grab Susan went again, and the Stag lit up again, driving the
ones facing Harry back a little more. With her bonus Susan made one magically
enhanced attack and one non-magically enhanced attack as the two moved to grab her
again. She got a 20 with her left, enhanced, hand, but totally missed with her right, so
the one on the right grabbed her.
It seemed to watch, concerned, as the one on the left burned away and it was left
facing Susan alone.
She smiled. Time for a bluff roll? “You can still run.”
“Flee!” it rasped, letting go of Susan. “Or we shall all be destroyed!”
The other two turned and fled, all three taking to the sky and moving out of sight.
“Come back here and fight, you cowards!” Susan yelled after them, hoping
against hope they didn’t actually come back any time soon. She was down to 34 energy
after all that.
“That sucked!” said Harry, breathing heavily. “Thanks, Prongs,” he said to the
Patronus. It nodded and faded away as Susan’s glow also subsided.
“Okay, new rule!” said Susan. “We don’t leave the house without Acceleration
loaded somewhere. Or we just drag Sparkle along if she wants to come or not.”
“What were those things?” Dudley asked.
“Dark creatures,” spat Susan. “Creatures I’ve sworn to wipe off the face of the
earth. I’m getting a good start on it, too.”
“You’ve fought those things before?” Dudley was shocked.
“Once is too often. Come on, we better get off the streets. If anyone saw that,
there will be some questions. Especially if people without magic can’t see them. To them
it would have just looked like we were flailing around with knives. Not easy to explain.”
“You don’t have to justify it to me,” said Harry. “Let’s go.”
“Are you okay?” Susan asked Dudley.
“Yeah, I guess so. That light that was coming off your spells seemed to drive
them back, and it made me feel better too. I’m still a bit shaky though. Those things… I
only got a glimpse of them when they died, but that was enough.”
“Have some chocolate when you get home. You’ll be fine.”
“That’s the sort of plan I can get behind.”

“Are you three all right?” asked a new voice, running up.
“Yes, Mrs. Figg,” said Harry. “Nothing to worry about. Just practicing for a little
play, that’s all.” Mrs. Figg, of course, was a few houses down from Harry and Susan,
and they were all on friendly terms.
“Play? You were fighting Dementors! I saw the Patronus! Thank heavens you all
weren’t killed.”
“Uh, you’re a wizard?” asked Harry.
“I’m a squib, as he well knows. Totally useless in a situation like this. Oh, I’m
going to kill Mundungus Fletcher!”
“Who?” said all three in unison.
“Never mind that, just you three go straight home!”
“Maybe Susan’s house could keep them out. My house would hardly be a
deterrent to creatures like that. And I’d rather see them coming.”
“Whatever, just get inside. I never thought I would live to see the day. And you
killed them, right?”
“Not all of them,” Susan said bitterly. “Three got away.”
“That’s more than most could say. Go on, quickly, before they return with
reinforcements!”
But if they return with reinforcements shouldn’t I be around to destroy them? I
don’t want them flying around the neighborhood looking for me.
“All right, we’re going,” said Harry.
I guess we’re going.
The three cautiously started to walk home, watching the skies as they went.
“You think he’s gotten some of them under his control already?” Harry asked.
“They aren’t attracted to hostility that I ever heard. This was a directed attack.
Directed against you and me. Crap, my one knife is almost out of charges now. I guess
I’ll just keep it around for actual healing. I was going to give it to Ron or Hermione.”
“You were going to give it to Hermione, don’t lie.”
“Okay, you got me there.”
“We were getting a little, uh, heated, back there, weren’t we?”
“Yes.”
“Dudley, I apologize for… bullying you.”
“I’m kind of sorry for all those things I did to you over the years. I didn’t know you
were dealing with this kind of crap on top of that. I mean life or death struggles with evil
magical creatures? If that’s what it costs to go to a school and learn magic, count me
out.”
“You get used to it.”
“Used to it? That’s horrible. I’ll see if I can’t talk to dad, maybe get him to back off
a little.”
“You would do that for me?” He seemed genuinely surprised, and pleased.
“Well, no, now that I think about it. He really hates magic.”
“Do you have any idea why?”
“Not a clue.”
“Figures. Here we are. Thanks for the knife, Susan. You finished it just in time, I
guess.”

“No problem. Told you I did for selfish reasons. I’m sending a missive to
Dumbledore, he should know Dementors are wandering around.”
“Good idea. We should also send word to Sirius, he’ll want to know what’s going
on, too.”
“Good plan.” Susan looked up. “Hey, I think there’s already an owl heading to
your house.”
The other two looked, and sure enough, there was an owl swooping down and
heading inside the Dudley’s house.
“That can’t be good. You don’t mind waiting outside for me, do you?” Harry asked
Susan. In answer she pulled out her knife and gripped it tightly.
“None shall pass!”

59
Home Invasion
Time: Second Later
Place: Outside Harry’s House
“It says I’m expelled from Hogwarts!” cried Harry, shoving the letter at Susan a
moment later.
“What?” Susan skimmed the letter.
Performed a Patronus Charm at such and such a time.
Presence of a Muggle.
Severity of the breach.
Destroy your wand- “The Hell?”
“I know!” shrieked Harry. “What am I going to do?”
“They won’t be able to enter my house if they mean you harm, and breaking your
wand certainly qualifies. This is nuts, for one thing a Patronus is used in only one
circumstance! How could they- wait a second.” Susan looked at Harry, and yes, the
Conceal Magic item hung from his belt loop. He hadn’t dropped it while fighting the
Dementors, so how“Yeah?”
“You’ve been doing magic all freaking morning inside my house. How in the heck
did the ministry know, immediately, that you had used this particular charm?”
“I didn’t even think of that! I was thinking about saving all of our lives and being
rewarded by being expelled.”
“Destroying your wand, too. Wizard law makes no sense to me. In the first place,
why send you a letter this is going to happen? Why not just send the person to destroy
the wand, and that person explains why? This gives you time to run away- is that what
they actually want?”
“Is this really the time for philosophical dissuasion?”
“Talking is a free action, it doesn’t take time.”
“Of course it takes time!” Harry was yelling louder and louder now.
“Oh, maybe that’s only in combat. Well, again, you can use that spare wand I still
have in my Pocket Dimension but come to think of it, they probably can tell one wand
from another.”
“Of course they can! What am I going to do?”
“Calm down!” Susan shouted. “I’m standing right here. If you think I’m going to
allow my best friend’s wand to be broken, and don’t forget I can Repair wands, then you
must not know me very well. We have a lot of options here, and panicking isn’t going to
help any of them.”
“You’re right.” Harry took a deep breath. “Of course, you’re right. There’s no need
to panic.”
“Oh, you should panic, boy,” said Vernon, coming outside. “What is all this about?
And stop talking about… you know what… where people can hear you.”
“You stay out of it!” Susan said harshly. Then she looked over at him. “Huh. You
know something? You’re right. I guess I do bully people a little. I’ll have to work on that.
Let’s see, please stay out of it. Yes, that sounds better. Please stay out of it, this is a
matter between Harry, myself, and the Ministry of Magic.”

“You people in government? No wonder my taxes keep going up.”
“I don’t think that logically follows.”
“Never mind. What’s all this fuss about?”
“Oh, just saving your son’s life. No, don’t bother to thank me, it’s all in a day’s
work for our hero. Of course the ministry is worried someone might find out about
magic- whoops, he already knew. So what do they care?”
“You saved Dudley’s life? I find that hard to believe.”
“Believe what you want, it’s the truth.”
Another owl swooped down and Susan made an Animal Handling check, getting
a 6, and held up her arm for it to land on. Its claws scratched up her arm and she
winced.
Failed that check I guess.
The owl had a parchment, which Harry took of its leg, and unrolled it. That done,
the owl flew away. Susan sighed over her non-lethal damage, and decided to leave it for
the moment.
“Apparently the Headmaster got wind of it as well, and he’s trying to sort it out,”
he reported, passing it over to Susan.
“Sadly I’m not sure his word carries as much weight now as it used to. Still, that’s
a bit of good news, right?”
“Who?” asked Vernon.
“The man who runs the school. You met him when he came demanding how
Susan’s letter got into Hogwarts before we started attending classes. He was the one
that did most of the talking.”
“I suppose I recall.”
“He also holds various offices and honors within the magical community. He got
wind of this crazy accusation put forth by the ministry and is seeing what the legal
precedent is for the case.”
“What case? What accusation? Come in here and explain what is going on!”
“Fine. The owls will come if I’m inside or out.”
“Not you,” he said to Susan as she stepped up to the door.
“Because your flimsy wooden door would keep me out, should I have half a mind
to come in.”
Vernon scowled at her. “Oh, do what you like.”
“Harry? Do you want me guarding out here or with you?”
“With me is guarding me. Come on.” He leaned in to whisper. “He’s a little more
civil with you around. I’m sure you can hardly tell, but I can. Come on in.”
They went back inside, and Harry related the events that brought them here.
“Is that true, son?”
“They were fighting something, that much I could see. When one of them died, I
saw a sort of cloaked figure that burned away. They took out like seven of the things. I
watched.”
“You didn’t join in? If they could take these creatures, so could you.”
“They were invisible until the instant they died. They seemed surprised I couldn’t
see them, actually. To kill them they had to use those knives they carry, Harry only used
the one spell. The one that protected me. I think Susan was using magic to help her

connect better, rather than fight them directly. Oh, and she was glowing too, but I don’t
know how that helped.”
“You two fought off Dementors?” asked Petunia.
Everyone looked over at her, flabbergasted.
“You recognize these creatures they described?” asked Vernon.
Petunia nodded. “My sister told me about them once. Said they were horrible
things. Sucked the happiness and the life right out of you. I thought she was just trying
to scare me, that something that evil couldn’t exist in the world. I never believed...”
“She got it right. Susan has sworn to destroy every last one of them, and she’s
killed about a hundred already,” said Harry. “We didn’t expect to get attacked here,
though.”
“Do you think more of them will come?”
Susan shook her head. “There’s only three reasons they could be here. One,
they’ve gone over to Voldemort who thought a mere ten of them could take me. He has
now learned differently, and will send 10 times that number next time. Two, they did this
on their own, and now those left alive regret it, and they won’t be back. Three, the
ministry actively sent them here to take us out, because we keep trying to convince
everyone that Voldemort is back. They’ll think of something else since this plan failed.”
Petunia gasped.
“Oh, heard that name before, have you? Yes, the man that killed your sister was
recently resurrected. Let’s just hope he doesn’t find this place, it wouldn’t take him a
minute to have it torn inside out.”
“You’re scaring them!” Harry protested.
“Really? And they shouldn’t be? I am! This isn’t some nebulous ‘terrorist threat’
you know, Harry. Do you think Lucius would have hesitated a second before killing my
mother, had he seen a spell of mine being cast? Voldemort started torturing that one
guy right in front of us, remember? And let’s not forget Peter chopping his own arm off.
These are dangerous men, and pretending they don’t exist just puts these people, who
are totally incapable of defending themselves, in more danger.”
“I guess you’re right. Mr. and Mrs. Dursley, if you see men in masks coming
towards this house, get over to Susan’s. They can’t hurt you if you’re inside there.”
“No one is going to chase me out of my own house. Especially not one of your
kind.”
Harry shrugged. “Die then.”
Vernon started to say something, but another owl swopped into the room, and
Harry grabbed its letter. He scanned it.
“Apparently I get a trial,” he said, handing it over to Susan.
“August 21st. Well, you should be honored. I mean, not even Sirius, I.E. Peter,
got a trial, and that was for blowing up a bunch of people.”
“Wait a second, if these things really were hanging around, how come you two
are still fine? Dudley here seems more shaken than I’ve ever seen him, and apparently
he can’t even see them.”
“They have a little trouble with me,” said Susan. “My soul isn’t one they’re used
to. It takes them awhile for their power to find me, so to speak. And I had a spell going
that confuses them, making it harder for them to focus their powers on me.”
“I’ve been in their presence before, I know what it feels like. So I can cope better.

Get him some chocolate, he’ll be fine.”
“But what did they do to him?”
“They have some kind of dark aura that surrounds them,” Harry tried to explain.
“It precedes them, and gets stronger when they’re right next to you. They didn’t directly
do anything to him, he just got hit by their depression field.”
Susan would have said they had a Manifestation ability, if she knew what
Demongate High was, but that was a totally different world than this one.
“And only you have weapons that can kill them?”
“The only two in the world, as far as I know,” replied Harry. “Until Susan came
along, people didn’t even think they could be killed by anything. That’s why they’ve been
contained in the wizard prison, so they aren’t just roaming the countryside, killing
everything they come across.”
“What’s so special about these knives then?”
“They’ve basically been… blessed… let’s say, with healing magics,” explained
Susan. “Magics that are in direct opposition to what they are. Watch.” She pulled out the
knife and set it on her scratched up arm. The scratches faded. She held her hand and
up wiggled her fingers. “That’s better,” she said, putting the knife away again.
“Let me see if I have this straight in my head,” said Vernon, sitting down wearily
on a stool in the kitchen. “The man who murdered your parents died the night he did so,
right?”
“Part of him did.”
“Part of him, sure. After all this time, he’s been, what? Made whole again?”
“More like, one of his remaining parts has become the whole.”
“Sure, why not? And you fought him, and got away. You tried to warn people, but
they didn’t listen. Now you think he’s sending these creatures after you, to finish the job.
Or it’s the people you tried to warn, or it’s just a bunch of random ones that happened to
see you wandering around outside.”
“That’s about the size of it.”
“I don’t want my family put in danger,” Vernon said quietly.
Oh, masterfully done, sir. Put the ball in his court, make him feel guilty for staying
here and putting you all in danger. You know he’ll respond to that.
“I’ll go over to Susan’s, at least her mother understands about this stuff, and
would be glad to have me for a few days.”
“Wait,” said Petunia. “Didn’t you say something about your mother almost being
killed?”
“She was abducted and held hostage to make sure I didn’t just mow down Peter
and Baby Voldemort like weeds. Which I should have done, and just let my mother die.
But I couldn’t. So yes, she knows about all this stuff.”
“Do you think they would do the same with us?”
“Not sure. I think they might realize I love my mother a lot more than Harry loves
you. Pity, really, you would probably just be killed for being in the way rather than
abducted. If he left, of course, you would have no magical support at all, and any wizard
could walk through that door and do whatever they wanted to you.”
“Vern, can we really just let him leave and go over there? They might still come
here first, looking for him. At least with him here he can know what’s going on and do
that spell that protected Dudley again.”

“You can’t exactly put a sign on the lawn- Dementors please check next door,
now can you?”
“No, I don’t suppose I can. Very well, but if these things hurt my family…”
“You will be the latest in a long line of victims killed by Voldemort. Which will then
only grow longer. Don’t worry, they don’t want the non-magical world to know about
them any more than the magical. Killing you would only raise questions they don’t want
asked right now.”
“Then it seems we’re stuck with you,” said Vernon. “You can stay up and keep
watch for any more of those creatures if you want.” It didn’t sound like a suggestion
when he said it.
“Sure, I wouldn’t want them sneaking up on us. You better get home, Susan.”
“Okay. You sure you don’t want to stay over at my place?”
“I better guard them. Any more might come here first, after all.”
“I’ll see you tomorrow then.”
Harry nodded, and Susan went out the front door. Told Sparkle she would be
missing out on XP. She’s gonna be jealous!
Later that night, a small Teleportal opened over Harry’s bed, and Susan looked
through to see him lying there. She was standing outside, Teleportal now not working
inside the house.
“Everything as okay as can be expected given the circumstances?” she asked.
He chuckled. “Yeah. Any news on your end?”
“I tried to find the Headmaster with Descry Creature so I could send him a little
note, but it failed, just like Peter. I think he’s gone someplace heavily warded.”
“More heavily than Hogwarts?”
“They just ward against wanded teleportation and non-magical people finding it.
He’s probably gone somewhere that’s warded against every type of scrying possible.
We know there are Seers in the world, after all. Voldi could employ one just as easily as
anyone. And warding against that would block my magic too.”
“I guess we’re on our own then.”
“As usual.”
“Not really. Usually we have at least part of Team Susan hanging around. It’s
weird we can’t find anyone. You think some kind of magical barrier’s been put around
the whole neighborhood?”
“Couldn’t be. The ministry found out about my use of the Patronus quickly
enough, didn’t they?”
“Sure, but we know what a communications breakdown means.”
“Only one thing. Invasion.”
“Exactly. Come on over, sleep in my house tonight.”
Harry shook his head. “I have to defend them. They are my family, after all.”
“I understand. I’ll come running if stuff starts blowing up over here.”
“You better.”
“Good night.”
And for four days, life went on for Harry and Susan. There were no other attacks,
but whenever she or Harry tried to contact their friends, it failed. Susan was getting

worried.
“Maybe I should take a quick trip to the ministry myself, see what’s up,” she said
to Harry. “I know where it is, after all. I could sneak around invisibly.”
“They might have detectors that don’t rely on sight to tell if people are there.
Invisibility cloaks exist, after all.”
“Yeah. Plus, they’re sort of against us at the moment. We want our team, not the
people that don’t even believe us.”
“At the very least I expected someone to come down and ask us about the
attack. It’s like they just don’t care we had to fight off almost a dozen Dementors.”
“Instead you’re being punished for it. I know what you mean. Still, they didn’t put
much effort into finding out about the Peter/Sirius issue, so something like this probably
doesn’t even appear on their radar.”
“Not that they know what radar is.”
“I wonder if Dementors show up on radar?”
“I wonder why Dudley couldn’t see them? I didn’t know magic gave us extra
senses or whatever.”
“Good point. That would be an interesting spell. Not to become invisible, but
rather to just be ignored by normal people.”
“If only you had something, I don’t know, a book maybe? Something that could
get you new spells if you asked it.”
Susan laughed, and pulled her book out. “I would like a spell to be ignored by
anyone that does not possess magic,” she said to it. She put it back. “We’ll see what it
comes up with. Totally useless around school, of course, but it could be fun to play with
if the grade isn’t too high.”
“So do we just keep doing our own thing? You wanted to make knives for
Hermione and Ron, but with them out of touch, that’s not going to happen.”
“Yeah, I don’t know. I’m raising one of my skill groups from a 5 to a 6, so I don’t
have to use so much energy on those spells. So no making stuff for myself. I guess we
just keep training. We could head to Daigon Ally, see what the old wizard crowd is up
to.”
“No, better stay here. That’s what the letter said.”
“I guess you’re right. Look at us, a couple of kids who can’t wait to go back to
school. We should both have our heads examined.”
“Don’t worry, I’m sure there will be some bizarre happening here soon, take our
minds off things.”
“Yeah, looking forward to it.”
That night, Susan watched as the Durleys sped off in their car. She noticed they
were all nicely dressed, and she went over and knocked on Harry’s door. She made
Sparkle come this time, and they waited for Harry to come down.
A tall figure cracked the door open, and she saw a wand poking out.
“Thrust!” she cast, wondering why she hadn’t needed to roll Initiative.
Maybe after I perform this action?
The figure grabbed the door and went nowhere.
“Magic-” Susan started to say, touching her bracelet.
“Susan?” asked a voice from inside. A light came on, and Remus was standing

there.
“Professor?” She looked around, and there were two people she personally knew
standing there.
Scratch that, four people. Remus, Alastor, and Mr. and Mrs. Longbottom all
smiled at her.
“Good reflexes,” said Alastor. “But that spell needs a little more oomph.”
“And I just raised Mercury too. I don’t know how you managed to resist it, but I
did roll kind of crappy. Anyway, nice of you all to drop by, finally!”
“We’ve been busy, and you seemed able to handle yourselves.”
“How’ve you been?” asked Remus.
“Well, thank you, professor,” answered Susan. “Anti-curse still holding up okay?”
“Nary a twinge, thanks. And it’s just Remus now. Professor seems a little formal.”
“Okay.”
The stairs creaked, and everyone turned to see the door open a crack.
Suddenly Harry was there, throwing off his cloak and sticking his wand back in
the holster. His knife went next. “Everyone!” he said, with evident surprise. “You’re
here!”
“Invisibility cloak. Another person with good instincts,” growled Alastor. “Also
armed to the teeth, wand and knife, huh? Your defense professors were worth
something, I guess.”
“You didn’t think I would just rush down here with all this noise going on, did you?
It’s great to see you all, though I don’t know some of you. I think I’ve seen your pictures
before, though.”
“We can do introductions later. Get packed, we’re leaving.”
“Finally!” said Harry, a grin breaking out on his face. “Where are headed to? The
burrows?”
“A little more out of the way than that. You’ll see.”
“I’ll go get my trunk.”
“I’ll help,” said a purple haired witch, bounding after him.
“I’m Tonks,” Susan heard her say as she went up the stairs.
Mr. and Mrs. Longbottom came over to Susan.
Oh crap, these are exactly the people I didn’t want to see- ever.
“I know we haven’t been formally introduced,” said Frank Longbottom. “But I hear
from Neville we have you to thank for our trip back from madness.”
“I just got lucky the spell worked the way it did. It was no big deal.”
“Maybe not for you, but it was for us. Thank you,” said his wife, Alice.
Susan blushed and looked down. “You don’t need to thank me.”
“So Albus said. He said you didn’t want any recognition, that you were just
helping Neville get his family back. We just wanted you to know it really meant a lot to
us that you even made the attempt. Every day we can be with our son, watch him grow
up, hear his stories of school- it’s something to be treasured. No words can ever
express how we feel. We won’t waste the gift you’ve given us.”
“Then we’ve even,” said Susan, raising her head. “If what I did can help someone
else, and that help can help someone else, I’ll be repaid in full.”
“Seems a lot of us have Susan to thank for our even being here,” said Alastor.

Susan’s face fell. “In more than one way, sadly.”
“You’re talking about Voldemort? Put him out of your mind. He was coming back
with or without you. Maybe he’s a little stronger now, so what? We just have to get
stronger still.”
“Well put,” said a wizard standing over in the corner.
“Where are we headed, by the way?” asked Susan. “I’ll probably need to find a
picture of the place if I haven’t seen it before.”
“We’re going by broom.”
“Why? I can just open a hole in the air directly there. Why take the risk of flying
all over creation?”
“You can seriously get us all there with a single step?”
“Yes.”
“I suppose that would be less risky, telling you where to take us rather than flying
all the way there.”
“You don’t have to give me the exact address, just the general area.”
“Okay.” He told her a general area.
“All right. Never been there, just a second.”
She went over to the Dursley’s computer and wiggled the mouse. Several
wizards watched with interest as she brought up google maps and typed in the address.
(She rolled a 13 on Computer Use) She dropped into street view and started moving the
street about.
“Which way? This way or that way?” she asked.
“Is that… live?” asked Alastor.
“Nah, date says about a year ago.” She pointed to the corner where the date sat.
“But the way cameras are springing up everywhere, I wouldn’t doubt it could be, twenty
years from now. So, is this close enough or can we get closer?”
“Can you move the view that way?”
“Sure.” She clicked the mouse.
“This… this is magic!” said one of the witches.
“Nope!” said Susan happily. “Just a buttload of time and money, and google
driving cars everywhere that have funny cameras on top.”
“Stop there. Yeah, that’s close enough.”
Susan looked the site over. She went back into directions mode and typed in the
two addresses.
Doesn’t hurt to know the distance and direction. Even if I would get lost trying to
get there otherwise.
“Okay, I can get us there.” She closed the browser, and snapped the monitor off
again.
“We never learned about that in Muggle Studies,” said a wizard.
Susan looked him over. Mid 60s I would guess. “They probably didn’t have
computers when you were in school. They’ve only been around for like thirty years.”
“In thirty years they’ve gone from nothing to a box you can just ask for pictures of
anyplace and it’ll just show them to you?” Alastor seemed concerned.
“I could do maps on my phone,” said Susan, pulling her cell phone out. “I just
wanted the larger picture, that’s all. Technology moves fast, you guys ignore it at your
peril.”

“Before I saw that I would have agreed with you. Anyway, I think Harry’s done.”
He came down the steps, the trunk floating behind him.
“I’m just going to Teleportal us there, so keep it aloft. Everyone ready?”
They all nodded.
“Super. Teleportal!” she cast, taking the extra time. The portal opened to where
she had seen, and they all stepped through.
“That just saved us hours of flying,” exclaimed Tonks, looking the edges of the
hole over in wonder. “Amazing! How come our magic can’t do that?”
“I ask myself that all the time, believe me,” said Susan, rolling her eyes. “Which
way?”
“We’re nearly there. Come on.”
The group made their way past a bunch of buildings, and Moody stopped in front
of a normal looking apartment building. Alastor suddenly became concerned.
“You can’t see it, can you? Your magic can’t work like that. Tell me you can’t see
it.”
“See what?” Susan reached out with Magic Sense. “There’s something there, I
can feel it, emanating magic. But what am I supposed to be looking at?”
“You don’t see anything right there?” He pointed ahead of them.
“Nothing special in particular.”
“Wait a second,” said Sparkle. Magical energy started gathering around her.
“Dimension Step,” she cast, vanishing. She was back a second later. “There’s a house
there on the Astral. I couldn’t get into it though, oddly enough. First time that’s
happened.”
“Well, that’s something, anyway. Here, read this and memorize it.”
He passed a piece of paper to Harry, who looked at it, then passed it to Susan,
who then showed it to Sparkle.
Soon they all could see the house.
“It was there the whole time,” figured Susan, “We just couldn’t perceive it.
Interesting. It’s more of that weird Dementor like magic.”
“Must have been,” said Sparkle. “Wonder if I could get there through the Astral
now.”
“That’ll have to wait, come on.”
He bustled everyone inside, with Tonks nearly shoving someone over.
“Sorry,” she said. “Can’t see in here.”
“Not that that matters to you,” Remus said playfully.
“Don’t go far inside, and stay quiet,” Alastor hissed. “I’ll get the lights on.”
As what must have been gas lamps started flickering on, Susan looked about in
interest.
Haunted Mansion at Disney? Eat your heart out! I sort of felt bad sneaking in with
magic, but to be fair I mostly just wandered around. That ride I went on, I should send
them some pictures so they can redesign it properly.
“Welcome to the headquarters for the Order of the Pheonix,” Remus said proudly.

60
Information Dump
Time: Seconds later
Place: Sirius’ house
“I better go tell the second team to stand down, we won’t be needing them,” said
Alastor. “That Teleportal magic of yours would certainly come in handy, Susan. Glad
you’re on our side. See you all later.” He went back outside again.
“Excuse me,” said Susan quietly. “I think all my magic will come in handy, thank
you very much.”
Molly appeared out of the gloom of the hallway. “Hello, everyone,” she said
quietly. “Glad you all made it safely. And way ahead of schedule too…” she looked
confused, but saw Susan. “Oh, of course. Anyway, they’ll probably start the meeting
soon, why don’t you and Harry go up and see the others? And stay quiet, there are
things living here we don’t want woken up.”
“Things?” Susan asked, looking around.
“Things,” Molly verified, and motioned them to come upstairs.
“See you all later,” Harry said to the assembled group.
“Yes, thanks for coming to get us,” said Susan.
Remus shrugged. “Rather anticlimactic, after all the planning we put into flying
here. We just aren’t used to stepping from place to place. I think we’ll have to have a full
listing of what you can do, Susan, in case we need it.”
“Apart from bringing the dead back, just about anything, given enough time.”
The others looked skeptical, but she gave a little wave and followed Harry up a
dingy flight of stairs.
“That room there,” said Molly, pointing. “I’m getting dinner ready, it’s a nightmare
trying to keep people fed when they’re always coming and going like they are. Go on
then!”
Susan, Harry, and Sparkle went into the room, and Hermione and Ron
descended upon them.
“You’re finally here!” said Hermione, hugging them both.
“Yeah, it only took us being attacked by Dementors and then waiting almost
another week. Honestly, is this a group of high energy freedom fighters or a bunch of
tottering old people?”
“Little of both, I think,” said Ron. “Nice to see you.”
Susan stretched to look at Ron’s backside. “Got your cutie mark yet?”
Ron scowled at her. “I’ve been too busy cleaning to figure out my talent, if you
must know.”
“Cleaning? You mean this place? Where are we, anyway? Don’t they know I
have a perfectly decent secret base… that Lucius knows the location of? Okay, never
mind. Where are we?”
“Sirius’ house,” said Hermione. “He’s been dying to see you, Harry. You should
have seen him when he heard you got attacked.”
“Yeah, he was in a right state,” said Ron. “Still, seemed pretty pleased when he
heard you managed to kill a bunch more of those things.”
“Not as many as I would have liked,” remarked Susan sourly. “So is all the

security stuff why my magic could find you?”
“Probably,” said Hermione. “Apparently there’s all kinds of ‘leave me alone’ magic
on the place. That’s why we’re using it as the headquarters.”
“Smart. So your mom was saying something about things living here?”
“Yeah, the Black family kept some weird stuff, let me tell you. And there’s a
painting in the hall that keeps shouting at us.”
“You’ve been here the whole time?”
“The Headmaster thought it was best to get Hermione here right away,” explained
Ron. “She would be very useful as a hostage, and as you know they’re not above that
sort of thing.”
“Tell me about it.”
“And of course my parents signed right up when the call came out.”
“I would have been shocked if they hadn’t,” said Susan.
“Still, if you’ve just been cleaning I guess I won’t feel too bad about being left out
of things for so long,” said Harry.
“You haven’t messed a thing, believe me. Just a lot of people coming and going,
and a lot of meetings we aren’t invited to.”
“Which is weird, because you would think I would be consulted about Voldi’s
progress in my magic. But if they think they’ve got a handle on it…”
“Maybe he’s acting a little like the ministry himself,” ventured Hermione. “You
know, trying to believe things aren’t as bad as they really are?”
“I guess. Let’s not do that, ourselves. We will plan for the absolute worst in all
things. Even… Destroy Magic.”
“You mean him working out a spell to destroy magic?” Hermione put her hands
over her mouth.
“In an area or a person. Maybe I should finally learn it, I just hate to think I have
that kind of power. I mean I’ve been casting it on our coins to have them melted down
all this time, but that’s just from the formula. I may need to try and cast it on him before
he casts it on me.”
“Is there much chance of him figuring that spell out?” asked Ron.
“It’s grade ten, of course, so it would take a long time. I guess it just depends on
what his priority is. Getting me out of the way? Getting followers? Supplementing his
magic with mine? There’s too many possibilities.”
“This has been a cheerful discussion.”
“Hello you two!” said a cheerful voice, and Ginny stepped into the room.
“Hi, Ginny!” said Susan. “Good summer so far then?”
She made a face. “Please tell me you know some good cleaning spells? We can’t
use magic but you can, right?”
“There’s Hygiene, it’s only grade 1. I could pick it up, I still have an XP left. And
Sparkle knows it. Are you not enjoying your cleaning duties?”
“Not so much, no. What’s the point of knowing magic if you can’t use it?”
“An excellent question. My mother has said she can come help out on weekends,
and do whatever she can otherwise. So we’ll have a little more help. And my Legion can
do stuff, as long as I can give them clear enough directions.”
“Can I hug you?”
“Hugging is acceptable,” Susan said with a big smile.

“Speaking of hugging,” said Ron, “You’ll never guess who hung around.”
“Who?” asked Harry, trying not to look at Ginny and Susan hugging.
“Fleur! She got a job at Gringotts, and she’s been in and out of here as well.”
“Excellent! I’m really glad to hear that.”
And so Harry and Susan were brought up to speed on Percy, and articles in the
paper about Susan and how dangerous her magic was, as the ministry had come out
and said she wasn’t cheating in the Tournament.
“So they’re painting me as the villain now, eh? I’ll have to work on growing a
mustache I can twirl.”
“This is serious,” protested Hermione.
“I know it is. My magic is dangerous, that’s the whole point. So is yours, or
Harry’s. Heck, I’m sure Ginny, with just the spells she knows, could find some creative
ways to kill someone if she had to. It’s not what you know how to do, it’s what you do
with that knowledge. Even wizards should know that.”
“That’s the trouble. If they come right out and say it, the Longbottoms will go
public with how you cured them. That will make the ministry look bad because someone
with such dangerous magic doesn’t go around healing people, usually. So it’s been
subtle.”
“Subtle we can probably deal with.”
From downstairs they could hear the door opening and closing again, and it
sounded like people were arriving.
“All right, it sounds like they’re going to be meeting. Let’s go.”
“They won’t let us in, they say we’re too young,” said Ginny bitterly.
“We’ll see about that,” said Susan.
The group tromped down the stairs, with Susan leading the way. She looked
around and saw a room others were going into it. She marched over to it.
“Where do you think you’re going, missy?” asked Alastor, blocking her way.
“I assume we’re meeting now, yes? It seems something is happening.”
“The order is meeting, yes. You guys aren’t invited. Back upstairs with you.”
“Really? That’s interesting, given it’s my magic he’s stolen to come back to life.
Voldemort is my problem now, and I’m the only one who is going to be able to fix the
situation.”
“Have a rather high opinion of yourself, don’t you?”
“No, just a low one of you guys. Tell me, the last time Voldi was running around,
what stopped him?”
“Uh…”
“Exactly. A baby. Harry here. It wasn’t by your efforts at all, was it? In fact, the
way I hear it, he was totally spanking you and on the road to total victory. He made a
single mistake- trying to kill Harry himself rather than letting an underling do it. Still don’t
have a good answer as to why that is, by the way. Regardless, what exactly makes you
think you’ll do any better this time around? After all, this time even the Ministry is against
you.”
“She has a point,” said a voice inside the room. It was Tonks.
“Stay out of it, Nymphadora.”
“Stop calling me that!”

“Nymphadora? That’s kind of a cool name. Don’t you like it?”
“Would you?” Tonks looked down over Alastor’s shoulder.
“It’s different. Susan is so plain, and ordinary. You want to trade?”
“I’m not sure that would work…”
“Ah well. So are we in or not?”
“Absolutely not!” said Molly. “You’re-”
“Too young,” Hermione, Ron, Ginny and Molly said at the same time.
“Told you,” whispered Ginny.
“I say let them in,” said Sirius. “Hi, Harry! Sorry I didn’t come see you earlier, I’ve
been talking with Kingsley here.”
“It’s fine. We can catch up later.”
“Of course you would say that,” said Molly, wiping her hands on a towel as she
came into the room.
“With just the stuff I’ve heard about Team Susan doing, I would say they were
more than qualified.”
“That’s not the point,” said Alastor. “Look, you’re not going to back down, are
you?”
“I’ve never backed down from anything in my life,” said Susan.
“All right. You two, with me. The rest of you, upstairs. I need to have a little talk
with Harry and Susan. I’ll be right back.”
“You’re not going to tell him?” asked Molly.
“They need to know why, otherwise she’ll just use her magic to find out. That
Time Window of hers tonight while they should be asleep. Or a pinhole Teleportal we
can’t see. Or some other spell she pulls out of nowhere. The reason why won’t hurt.”
Molly shook her head. “I suppose you have that much right. I just hope they
understand.”
“They seem mature enough to handle it. I’m making the call. Come on.”
They followed him into another room, and shut the door. It seemed like a family
tree was painted on the walls, and Alastor got his wand out and cast some spells at the
door.
“You’ll probably tell them anyway, but it’s your choice. There’s a reason we don’t
want you knowing our plans, Harry.”
“Me specifically?”
“You, specifically. We’re worried that connection of yours to Voldemort might run
both ways.”
“You mean those visions I have of him, when he was torturing people?”
“Exactly. If there’s even the slightest chance he can somehow tap into that, and
learn our plans through you, it would be a disaster.”
“That would be bad!”
“So now do you understand why we want to keep you out of it? It’s nothing
against you or Susan. Albus has told me all about the things you both have done, made,
fought off and accomplished. I’m impressed, and that’s not easy. I’d take either one of
you at my side in a fight, no doubt about that. And when the time comes to fight, as long
as you’ve shown me you can handle yourselves you’ll be nearby to provide support.
We’re too short staffed to turn down anyone willing to take the risk at the moment. But
for the sake of the Order, you’re going to have to remain ignorant of certain points. After

the meeting we can give you a general overview, but that will have to do. Got it? I’m
telling you this, Susan, for exactly the reason I said. No finding out and letting stuff slip
to him, okay?”
Harry seemed deep in thought. “Is that even possible?”
“I don’t know. Who knows what magic he has at his command? Especially now
when Susan’s magic has been thrown into it.”
“He won’t have come up with anything too great in a month, I can tell you that.
But yeah, if he worked on a spell like that, to rummage around in your head… It’s a
sound reason, Harry. We can’t take the chance where magic is involved.”
“Okay,” said Harry. “I don’t like it, but I do see your point. I won’t try to find out any
more than you’re prepared to tell me.”
“Good lad! Knew you would see reason. You’re like me, don’t want to just be told
you can and can’t do something without knowing why. I get it. And I’m sorry it worked
out this way, but there you are.”
“Thanks for taking the time to explain it.”
“I was young once too, believe it or not. I know how it feels. So I have your word,
both of you?”
“You have my word,” said Susan. Harry echoed her.
“Good. Now I have a meeting to get back to.”
He left, and Susan and Harry looked at each other.
“Do we tell them?” asked Harry.
“I hate to keep things from them. Think about if it were Ron and Hermione in
here, and us out there.”
“It would really worry them, knowing he might be seeing their every move.”
“Yeah, that’s kind of creepy. I guess we just see how much they press us for
knowing?”
“Sure.
“But… Harry?”
“Yeah?”
“If you start to feel he’s influencing you, or that he’s trying to read your mind or
something, let me know, okay? A Magic Immunity might cut you off from him while I
maintain it.”
“Influencing me?”
“Like if you feel something and you don’t think you would normally be feeling that
way. I don’t know. Just… try to be more self aware, is all I’m saying.”
“I’ll try.”
“So?” asked Ron when they came back in.
“He made a convincing argument,” said Susan. “We’re going to be given an
overview, and help where we can.”
“But he promised us a share of the action, when the time comes. We have to
convince him we can handle ourselves though,” said Harry.
“What does that mean?” asked Ginny.
“Probably doing what we’re told without complaints. Not causing trouble, and
maybe he’ll see what magic we can do. That sort of thing.”
“Who are you two, and what have you done with Susan and Harry?”

“I can see reason,” said Susan. “And the reason is a good one.”
“Okay,” said Hermione. “That’s good enough for me.”
After the meeting broke up everyone went down to dinner, and Tonks of course
tripped over the umbrella stand with a crash.
Immediately the curtains flew apart, and the portrait of the old woman that was
behind them started screaming at them.
“Silence!” shouted Sparkle, and the area went quiet.
“Thank you,” said Susan, lowering her hands from her ears. “Charming portrait. It
hasn’t been burned why?”
“Now, why would you want to burn the portrait of my mother?” said Sirius, rushing
over. “Nice work with keeping her quiet. How did you manage it?”
Looking over, the curtains were still blowing in the wind, and it looked like the
picture was still ranting at them, but no sound was coming out.
“Silence spell,” explained Sparkle. “It’s useful for sneaking around. Not, of
course, that I need it.”
Sirius drew the curtains back, keeping his head back, as obviously he stuck his
head into the bubble of silence and started hearing her again. By getting the curtains
closed the wind behind them seemed to die, and Sparkle let the spell go.
“We’ve been trying to get it down, but we think there’s a permanent sticking
charm on it.”
“So why not just cast a silencing charm over the curtain area, so it can’t hear
noise? Then it won’t start screaming, right?” asked Susan.
Sirius held up a finger and was about to say something, but then closed his
mouth again. “That’s an excellent question. I guess we were just so focused on getting
rid of it, we didn’t think about just shutting her up.” He drew his stolen wand out and
started gesturing across the area.
“That should help. Well done, Susan. Come on, we have a lot to catch up on!”
They went into the kitchen, where Fred and George were already helping set the
table with magic. Everyone greeted them warmly, and Sirius started introducing the
others who were staying for dinner.
“And this useless lump is Fletcher Mundungus, who was supposed to be
watching the area around your house, Harry. Hey, wake up!”
“Wha? Huh?” The man at the end of the table came awake. “Oh, is the meeting
over?”
“Yes, and a wonderful contribution you made. Silence. Here’s an idea, you can
apologize to Harry for letting him almost get killed by Dementors!”
“Harry? Oh, Harry Potter! Yes! I feel I do owe you an apology.” He shot a glance
at Sirius. “I was on duty at the time, but a very limited time business offer came up I had
to see to. I stand to make a tidy profit on some cauldrons, and I thought I would only be
gone a few moments. How was I to know he’d be attacked in the next ten minutes,
anyway?”
“Fletcher here is our resident… underworld expert? Is that what you’re calling
yourself now?”
“Sounds better than what you lot are always calling me.”

“Underworld expert?” asked Harry.
“He can get us things on the sly, mostly, and he has his ear to the ground with the
more seedy establishments in the area.”
“Really?” asked Susan with interest. “You,” she said, pointing to him, then
crooked her finger. “Come with me. We’ll be back in two shakes.”
Fletcher followed Susan, bemused, as the others looked questioningly at her.
“Can you get just about anything?” Susan asked, dragging him back into the
room with the family tree.
“Given enough time and money, yes. I do pride myself on acquiring that which
can, uh, help the Order.”
“And I can count on your silence?”
He drew himself up. “What do you take me for? Some lowlife criminal?”
“Certainly not.” She got out a pen and a piece of paper and started writing on the
wall what she wanted. “I’m writing it because there may be people listening at the door.”
She finished, and there were three items on the paper. “How about this? Any
problems?”
Fletcher goggled at it. “This is Muggle stuff!”
“Is that a problem?”
“Well, I guess not. But so many? And five of these?” He pointed to the last item.
“Think about who our opponent is going to be. Is the quantity going to cause a
problem?”
“Fifty? I don’t know… I don’t usually deal with this sort of thing, so I don’t know
how they come. Nor do I know how many is suspicious to be buying at once.”
“I wouldn’t need it all at once. A few for the first item as a starter, and maybe one
of these, to start?” She pointed at the last. “But if you can find a source of them, I might
want more than that, besides.”
“What are you going to do with it all?”
“Isn’t it obvious? Go to war. That is why we’re here, presumably?”
“This will cost you, I hope you realize that.”
Susan pulled a wad of cash out of her Pocket Dimension. “As they are nonmagic, here’s some money from that side. And don’t skimp on the quality. I want a
decent, fairly new model. Not something that’s been rotting in someone’s basement a
hundred years. 1990s or newer, please. Tested, cleaned, ready to go.”
“That’s a tall order. I don’t know how long it might take.”
Susan slipped 9 Galleons out of her pocket and slipped them to him. “For your
trouble. And the same again next month.”
“Well, now that’s a different story!” he said, hefting them in his hand. “I suppose it
is for the order. But do you know how to use this stuff?”
Susan shook her head. “Not yet. But I’m going to.”
“Okay. It’s your money. I’ll let you know what I can find.”
“Thanks!”
They got some odd looks coming back to the dinner table, but with everyone’s
“help” (Tonks provided a −2 on her Assist thanks to a really bad Clumsiness roll) dinner
was served.

Afterwards, there was a small “discussion” about who was going to stay for the
“overview” and who was not.
“Ginny is just too young,” Molly argued.
“She’s a member of Team Susan,” said Susan. “And we stick together. Either we
all get the same information, and we all help in the capacity we are able, or none of us
do. I Teleportal back to my house with Hermione, and you all lose my considerable store
of magic.”
“You’re blackmailing us? With You Know Who?” Molly looked like she couldn’t
believe it.
“He’s coming for us, make no mistake. Me, either to eliminate from the board, or
get me on his side to help him master Natural Magician. You get in his way, he goes
through you. And he’s coming for you because you are going to fight him, and he can’t
have that. To do that he’s going to have to get through me. Now we can either stand,
united, against him, or we each get to stand alone. Let me remind you- You need me a
lot more than I need you.”
“And you think you aren’t a bully?” asked Harry.
“These are facts, Harry. I am merely making sure they are known by all. Ginny is
older now than we were when we went into the Chamber of Secrets to rescue her. Do
you realize that? Is she any less capable than you were, then? I think not. Will she be
on the front lines? Probably not. But I’m not going to shield her from what’s going on,
because she deserves the truth. We all do. How do you think she would feel if Mrs.
Weasley comes and says her father, or George here, is dead? Her first though, at least
mine would be: ‘If only they had let me help, maybe this wouldn’t have happened.’ You
want to protect her? Well and good! I respect that, it’s a parent’s duty to protect their
child. But giving her ignorance about what’s out there and what her part is only
increases her risk, not decreases it. You have the sex talk with your kids not to make
them run out and start doing it like rabbits, but to make sure they stay safe when the
time is right. Maybe her part will only be to clean this house and keep it safe for the front
lines. But at least then she knows, and can take pride in her part, rather than sulking
and doing the job half way.”
“So you’re going to take responsibility for her?” asked Molly.
“In terms of sending her to fight or not? She hasn’t proven herself to me in that
capacity as of yet. I would have to watch her spar Harry or Hermione before I even
considered it. I’m talking about knowledge here, that’s all.”
“We all have to grow up sometime,” said Arthur, putting a hand on Molly’s
shoulder.
“My baby girl…”
“Mom, I’m not a kid anymore.”
“All right. You can stay.”
“Thanks!” She said that more to Susan to then her mother, but both nodded.
“Sadly, for all that, we don’t actually have that much news,” said Sirius.
“Voldemort is biding his time, just like you said he would. He’s not doing anything
openly, and only a very careful tailing of those you mentioned at his revival have shown
something’s up at all.”
“And the ministry itself is not going to lift a finger to help us?”
“Correct,” said Arthur. “Cornelius is getting paranoid, you see. He thinks this is

part of a coup attempt by Albus.”
“What was that quote from the Wheel of Time series? Sparkle, you read it, didn’t
you? Use that Photographic Memory you paid good background points for!”
Sparkle raised her head and recited:
“Loose a lion - a rabid lion - in the streets. And when panic grips the
people, once it has turned their bowels to water, calmly tell them you will deal with it.
Then you kill it, and order them to hang the carcass up where everyone can see. Before
they have time to think, you give another order, and it will be obeyed. And if you
continue to give orders, they will continue to obey, for you will be the one who saved
them, and who better to lead?”
“Ah, something like that, yes,” said Tonks.
“And something Tom said to me- he was originally dissatisfied with the ministry.
He was talking about Azkaban, which is where I learned about it. He originally wanted to
reform the ministry and that’s why he originally rebelled. So does Cornelius think Mr.
Dumbledore is about to rise in power like that?”
“He remembers that Albus had more support than he did, when the position
became vacant,” said Arthur. “It’s just Albus didn’t want the job, so he got it. And then of
course there’s you.”
“Me?”
“With you at his side, Albus has a lot more power than he would alone. You’ve
made your mark on him, Susan. First you heal two people of madness right in front of
him. Just pulling that off would have been the lifetime work of a witch or wizard, and
their name would have gone down in history for it. But you?” He chuckled. “You were
just getting started, weren’t you? A few years later you start threatening him with the
destruction of Azkaban. He might have just written it off as bravado or whatever, but
then you had to go and prove to him you can destroy Dementors. That night when you
scared that one off must have really shaken him. They’ve never really feared anything
before, you see. Even a Patronus is a temporary solution when they’re around. They’ll
get through it eventually, if the wizard isn’t strong enough, or if there are enough of
them. If you can get them afraid of you, and convert them to your side…”
“I might send them after him, or anyone else I see as a threat to the
Headmaster’s, or my own power. Okay, that explains a few things.”
“Easier to believe in the threat he thinks is seconds from knocking on his office
door than in some dead dark wizard,” said Tonks.
“For all he knows, you’ve got Albus under your power, and you’re using him as a
distraction from your own gathering of people and power,” said Sirius.
“I guess I shouldn’t have been going around shooting my mouth off, huh? Sorry
about that, guys.”
“Told you,” muttered Harry.
“All right, so, theory time. Do you guys know the story about my father?”
Most everyone at the table shook their heads.
“I’ll tell you about him sometime. The point is, there are worlds parallel to this
one, in which different choices were made, or different kinds of power arose. Just work
with me here. Pretend I was never born- Harry and some other person finish the
tournament, right? Voldi has no interest in the other person and probably just kills him.

Takes Harry’s blood and is resurrected. Harry… gets away somehow, I have no idea
how.”
“Maybe the portkey works both ways?” said Ron.
“Right, because I would charm an object to let my greatest enemy escape my
grasp. Be serious Ron.”
“It was just a suggestion.”
“We’ll go with it for now. He gets back, and tells everyone what he’s seen. You
guys get together because even without me around, Cornelius doesn’t believe Harry.
What’s Voldi’s next move? In other words, without my magic to occupy his attention,
what’s his plan?”
The others looked at each other.
“He already knows about it,” said Lupin. There was no mistaking who ‘he’ was.
“So there’s no harm in telling them, right?”
“Of course, the fact it happens at all is not common knowledge,” said Arthur.
“And they’ve already brought up the question of why Voldemort went personally
to kill Harry. It would answer that question.”
“All right, but please don’t spread it around,” said Arthur. “There was a spell put
over the whole planet a long, long time ago. We can’t even conceive of how such a
thing was done today, but they did it. You know about Seers, right?”
“Like that so called professor of divination?” asked Hermione.
“Exactly like her,” he answered. “They can sometimes speak true prophesy.”
“And someone had one about Harry, am I right?” asked Susan.
Arthur nodded. “Harry and Voldemort, actually. That’s why he went personally, to
make sure the prophesy wasn’t fulfilled.”
“Expect I’m guessing it was?”
“We don’t know. It seems like it was, but he came back, so it must have been
misinterpreted. That’s the problem with Seers, you see? You can’t get a straight answer
out of them.”
Susan nodded her head. “That’s why I’ve never tried the True Question spell. You
get a riddle that may or may not help. And if you take it one way, but it actually says
something different, you’re worse off.”
“What does that have to do with the spell these ancient wizards cast?” asked
Herimone.
“I’m getting to that. The spell collects the prophesies and solidifies them in the
Department of Mysteries. It did this because so many were just going unheard or
misheard. The Seer has no recollection of what they spoke, which is a real problem.
The ‘spell’ so to speak can happen any time, and getting a single word mixed up in a
prophesy is worse than having it at all. So they’re recorded, where they can be listened
to later. We think Voldemort heard some part of it, somehow, and we think he’d want to
hear the whole thing for himself. So in your other world, Susan, that would be his goal.
Hear that prophesy so he knows what went wrong.”
“Couldn’t he just send a lackey in to get it?”
Arthur shook his head. “Only the persons it relates to can take it down. Anyone
else dies.”
“Pleasant. And he can’t exactly wander into the ministry, can he?”
“They’ve been stepping up security there,” answered Tonks. “Not because of him,

mind you, but because of you, Susan. They’re pretty sure it’s hopeless because your
magic works differently, but they’ve giving it the old college try. Oh, they aren’t
mentioning you by name, but memos floating around mention your description and to
keep an eye out for anyone matching it. That sort of thing.”
“Great, I’m becoming public enemy number one, for something I have no
intention of doing. Isn’t wizard justice grand? Back to Voldi, he figures out where it went
wrong, corrects it, and then turns his attention to taking over?”
“That’s probably what would happen.”
“But now he’s going to study his new magic, buying us time. It works against us
because without overt action on his part, it’ll be easier the longer he takes to deny he’s
alive again. Clever bastard.” Susan sighed.
“Does that satisfy your curiosity, all of you?”
Susan looked around, and the others seemed satisfied.
“I think it does. Thank you. Both for the straight answers, and for treating us like
people and not just silly kids. Team Susan will work hard at whatever tasks you set for
us, won’t we, team?”
Everyone smiled and nodded.
“I want him stopped as much as you do. I have the power. Use it! Use me! I can
provide you a complete list of spells I know, and anything you want me to do, let me
know and I’ll say yes or no that it’s possible or not. That’s all I ask.”
“Fair enough,” said Arthur. “You’ve shown you can handle yourselves, we’ll do
what we can to make sure you don’t feel left out. Susan is right, this situation impacts
you all, and I can see you wanting to be helpful.”
“But for now, it’s bed time,” said Molly.
“Aw, mom!” said Ginny, but Susan held up a finger and looked at her. “Sorry.
Okay, I’ll go. Thank you for letting me stay.”
As Susan followed the others upstairs, she heard Arthur remark to Molly. “It
seems Susan’s a good influence on her. She really is growing up.”
Susan felt a strange sort of pride in that statement.
“So are you actually going to play at being a good little girl and do what they
ask?” Hermione asked Susan as they changed for bed. Ginny perked up and looked
over at her.
Susan smiled. “Why, Hermione! That almost sounded like an implication that I am
not a good little girl!”
“Answer the question.”
Susan laughed. “Can’t fool you for a minute, can I? We are going to clean, and
cooperate in every way, I meant that much.”
“But?”
“But we’re going to the ministry sometime very soon and grab that prophesy.
Harry will have to come, but I can stick it in my Pocket Dimension, or you can. I don’t
trust Voldi not to come up with some way of getting there and grabbing it. And if he tries,
too bad for him, it’s already gone.”
“And you have a plan for this, I expect?”
“Hermione, I always have a plan. Which I’ll tell you tomorrow, after I finish making

your favorite pancakes!”
“But I like waffles better…” she protested.
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Ron finds his passion
Time: The next day
Place: Order headquarters
True to her word, Susan made Hermione pancakes waffles for breakfast, which
required only minor calibrations. She said she would tell everyone the plan, but not
where adults could hear. She also asked Molly about her mother coming to help.
“Does she have any magic?” Molly asked.
“Sort of. It’s rather specialized, though. But really, Ron and Hermione can’t do
any magic, so that’s not a requirement, is it?”
“No, I guess not. And Merlin knows we could use the help. If she doesn’t mind
just cleaning…”
“For the moment, no. She would like to take a greater part at some time. My
father’s stories really captured her interest, but she despaired of having any adventures
of her own. And his tales of the magic he’d seen made her wish there was magic on this
world. Imagine her surprise when she learned there was! So she’s interested in learning
more about magic, and this seems like as good a time as any.”
“Okay. But will she be able to get into the house? We need Albus to write her up
a slip if she’s coming inside.”
“That’s a good question. If I open a Teleportal inside this house and lead her
through, I don’t see why she wouldn’t be able to see it like a normal house. It’s only if
she went outside that she would have trouble getting back in, because she wouldn’t be
able to perceive it from out there.”
“Give it a try, if it doesn’t work, it doesn’t work.”
Yeah, and it backfires and sucks me into some weird dimension…
Susan cast a Teleportal to the outside of her house, and went to get her mother.
She stepped through and greeted Molly.
“Guess it worked then,” she said.
“So this is a wizard’s house, huh?” said Stacy, looking around.
“It’s a dark wizard’s house, technically. We’re retrofitting it with the Philosophy of
Morals and Values upgrades,” said Susan with a grin. “I’ll show you real wizard’s house
later, if that’s okay with you Mrs. Weasley.”
“I saw her house, once, remember? You took me through to look at it.”
“Hey, that’s right!” Susan snapped her fingers. “How silly of me. So, what’s our
first task?”
“Get Harry and Ron up.”
“Yeah, boys should clean just as much as girls! I’ll go get them.”
A half hour later, armed with spray bottles, the “Cleaning Senshi” went into the
drawing room, where a set of curtains buzzed as though with a thousand angry bees.
Stacy had a bottle in each hand, and Susan was jealous of her potentially having an Off
Hand skill high enough to use both hands.
Not that it would do me any good for casting spells, though.
“Right,” said Molly. “I’ll flip them up with magic, you all start spraying. One good
squirt will paralyze them. Are you sure you want to be in the front, Stacy?”

“Trust me,” she replied with a grin. “You guys just get any I miss.”
“The daughter takes after the mother,” Molly said, rolling her eyes. “Okay. Don’t
let them bite you, you’ll swell up. I have antidote-”
“And the healing shivs!” put in Harry.
“But I would rather not use it,” Molly finished. She brandished her wand.
“Everyone ready?”
“Accelerate,” said Stacy, and before Susan’s eyes Stacy started going into
overdrive, far above any level Susan herself had been at with that spell.
Just how good was my dad? she though, as the curtains flipped up and Stacy
went full on Kung Fu Master of the Spraybottles.
Susan stared in wonder as, dual wielding spray bottles, her mother made the
flying insects look like they were moving in slow motion. Susan had dropped into
“combat time” and waited for any to get past her mother to spray.
None did.
She’s using reactive actions, that’s a one delay for each squirt. There’s no way
those are active, but she’s still scoring 100%. Moving without Acceleration I would take
seven delay per squirt. She’s doing two attacks at one delay each, so she would squirt 6
more times than me per my action!
Stacy ran out of spray with a few still coming, and she flipped the bottles over
and used them as mini clubs. She swatted them out of the air, where someone squirted
them after they hit the floor. The buzzing had stopped, and in a semi-circle around Stacy
was a line of weird, bug looking things.
Everyone goggled at her as she resumed normal speed.
“Whew, that was fun!” she said, catching her breath. “I haven’t gotten a chance to
use Acceleration for a while. Moving at that speed might not be good for me, after all, so
I try to avoid it if I can.”
“That was spectacular!” said Ron, the first to recover. “What was that?”
“Kung Fu. I’m sort of a master of it, thanks to my husband’s magic. I just adapted
it a little for Bottle Fighting. Seems to have worked out pretty well.”
“How good is she in your terms?” Hermione asked Susan. “I could hardly see her
movements.”
“If she mastered the art at a 10, like I would, she would be among the best in the
world. The Augment Skill spell on her probably doubles that, as I can’t see my father
having less than a 10 rating in that planet, especially as he would be just as much of a
cheater as myself.” Molly looked at her funny. “He would have put energy into the spell
when making the item, artificially increasing his rating. It’s what I would do.” She
mouthed “oh.” “So she’s twice as good as the best people on earth. Kung Fu relies on
REFlexes, so with a +10 bonus to her REFlex skills from the spell, at least, she’s now
three times better than is normally possible for people to achieve. If she had been born
with a high REFlexes or put points in to raise it, she might roll a 50 on a single
maneuver. Rolling a 30 means you’ve almost done the impossible, for me. That’s how
good she is.”
Everyone looked at her in awe.

“Sure, but I can’t do anything else. Yeah, I’m fast, but all Susan has to do is lift
me off the ground with magic, and I’m useless.”
“But think about combining that with magic,” said Ron, his eyes wide. “Can you
see it? Moving around a battlefield and slinging spells with that kind of precision?
Combining your… what did you call it?”
“Kung Fu.”
“Right, Kung Fu with magic. That would be incredible!”
“It would be interesting to try,” said Harry.
“Your father did mention something… what did he say about that? He met a man
in his travels that combined martial arts and something else. Guns, that was it. It was
some kind of gun based martial art. He said the guy fused a high level math, martial
arts, and pistol marksmanship into a single, fluid fighting form. He said I could try it, but I
never had the patience for the advanced math… or access to loads of guns.”
“Don’t know what guns are, but that wouldn’t be a problem for me,” said Ron. “I’d
want to use magic. A magical martial art. Could you… teach me this Kung Fu of yours?”
His eyes were bright.
“I’ve never seen him this excited except for Quidditch,” remarked Hermione.
“Quidditch? That’s rubbish, I see it now. So can you? I can’t really pay you, but
maybe we could work something out?”
Stacy laughed. “I know what a single one of your coins is worth in my world,
thanks to Susan. Just a couple of them a month and I could quit my job!”
Ron looked over at his mother, pleadingly.
“We might be able to afford a few Galleons a month, if you’re really interested in
doing this. But you have to keep your grades up! I want “A“s or better on all your O.W.L
exams.”
“Right. I promise!”
“Glowing reports from all your teachers now!”
“Of course.”
“Very well. I’ll see what we can work out.”
“Thanks mom!” He hugged her.
“Who is this, and what has he done with Ron?” Hermione asked Harry.
“Maybe he’s found that beauty mark you girls keep talking about.”
“Cutie mark. Cutie! Beauty mark, honestly.”
“Hermione!” said Ron, running over to her and grabbing her hands.
“What? What? You’re holding my hands? Why are you holding my hands?”
“You can tutor me in Arithmancy, right? If I’m making a magical marital art, it
would make sense to use magical numbers, right? I’m dropping Divination, you always
said it was rubbish anyway, right? I’ll start Arithmancy instead!”
“You really want to learn about Arithmancy?”
“If it’ll help with my magical Kung Fu, yes.”
“I suppose I could. They say the best way to learn a subject is to teach it, right?”
“No, the best way is put points into it,” said Susan.
“I’ll let you know if I get some to put in. Otherwise I’ll just have to do it our way.”
“I suppose it works, for you.”
“This is going to be great! I can’t wait to get started!”
“You’re going to have to wait, this house needs cleaning, and put that in the

bucket!” Molly caught Fred (or George) trying to sneak a doxy into his pocket.
“Of course,” he said, pretending to drop it in but palming it instead.
“I can give you some exercises to do, and some moves to practice, so you can
get started,” said Stacy. “The math part… I don’t know. I can tell you what Elysian told
me about it, but he only had a high level understanding himself. You’ll have to do the
hard work of basically reinventing what people practiced on that world with regularity.”
“Someone had to come up with it originally, right? If you can get me started-“
She nodded. “I can. Lucky for you it is just numbers, and not some kind of power
they had. If you can figure out the method you can apply it to magic as easily as they
did to gunplay. There’s nothing supernatural or magical about it, according to him. And
he would know. Given that, my training is yours if you want it.”
“Thanks a lot! This is going to be amazing!”
Good to see him excited about something. Reminds me of me after I cast my first
spell.
With the doxies taken care of, they turned their attention to the case of magical
objects in the room.
“Now be careful with these, we don’t know what some of them do.”
“Actually,” said Susan, “It might be my turn to shine a little. I’ve been practicing
my Magic Sense. Not in the sense of improving my rating, but rather trying to filter out
magical distractions and focus on one thing at a time. I figure it might come in handy,
being able to use the skill around school without needing a couple of aspirin
afterwords.” She turned to her mother. “Learned that one the hard way. The whole
freaking castle is magical, nearly took my head off the first time I tried it. It was like
stepping outside expecting a light shower and finding I was 10 feet down at the bottom
of a pool instead. Anyway, I can tell you which objects are magical, and maybe even
what sort of spell is on them!”
So Susan concentrated on each object in turn, telling them the silver thing had
some sort of movement based magic. The music box had a sleep spell inside it, and a
small, silver box she said wasn’t magical, but had a magical something inside it. She
stared at the locket for a long time.
“This seems so familiar to me,” she said. “But I can’t put my finger on why. It’s
radiating a dark power, I can tell you that. Not a spell, but Pluto magic. That deals with
death and spirits, for those not in the know. I don’t like it.” She tossed it into the bin.
That afternoon, the group met Kreacher, the house elf. Molly was down shouting
at Fletcher, when the elf shuffled into the room.
He was muttering to himself about the shameful acts going on in the house, and
Susan watched him sadly.
“What is that?” asked Stacy.
“Elf,” said Harry sadly.
“That’s an elf? Anything you can do, elves can do better? That kind of elf?”
“That type of elf doesn’t exist that I know of,” said Susan. “The reality is much
grimmer. They were the victim of a rather nasty Contract spell that turned their entire
race subservient to humans a very long time ago.”
“Seems like he won’t last much longer. Excuse me, elf?”

“You have an odd magic about you,” said Kreacher, looking up at her. “You’re no
witch, Kreacher can tell that much for sure. But what are you? And the girl as well.
Something very odd about her, isn’t there? Leave old Kreacher to his tasks, odd
woman. Magic users who aren’t Witches, what’s this world coming to?”
“I just wondered if you wanted my daughter to heal you, that’s all.”
Kreacher seemed not to hear her. “Next it’ll be Muggles that are somehow
wizards. All coming into my Mistress’s house and fouling the place up.”
“I’m sorry for what was done to your race,” said Susan, dropping to one knee and
looking him in the eye. “And I know the spell forces you to believe you don’t want it any
other way, but if I could fix it, and free your race, I would. I want you to know that.”
“And now it speaks to Kreacher, the magical girl who isn’t magical. As though
Kreacher cared what it had to say. What would the Mistress say, if she saw the scene.”
“Probably one of the unforgivable curses,” muttered Ron. “Not that it would help
her any against Susan.”
“Yes, the Mistress would have certain magics at the ready, she would,” he said as
he turned away again.
“Come on, there’s no help for him,” said Susan. “Let’s go help with lunch, okay?”
None of them saw him clutching the locket as they sadly left the elf to his
devices.
“So what is the plan to get the prophesy?” asked Hermione that night, as they
were getting undressed.
“That’s easy. I’m going with Harry to this hearing, and hopefully I can poke
around and find out where this Department of Mysteries is located. All I need to see is
the hallway, after all. Then, late at night we Teleportal in, and Sparkle steps us over to
the Astral plane. No, strike that- reverse it. We can just Teleportal to that location on the
Astral. Can we do that? One way or the other, whatever. We poke around until we see a
room full of prophesies, then find the one that relates to him. I then know the location.
We leave, because there might be alarms on the thing if it’s picked up, and head back
here. I use Retrieval to get it here, making sure I’m not the first one to touch it. Harry
catches it before it falls, as he won’t die. Though it’s probably something in the room
that goes off, rather than the object itself killing you. Either way, he then hands it to me,
and I stick it in my Pocket Dimension. They do a scrying on it, well, it’s gone, bye bye.
And it doesn’t matter that alarms or whatnot go off in the room, we’re all miles away.”
“Except that I think they know your magic can do that.”
“What if they do? I certainly don’t know about anything as secret as a prophesy.”
“But if they come after you…”
“With what evidence? There won’t be so much as a hair of mine in that entire
place. We’ll do everything from the next plane over. Even if they had some kind of Time
Window magic, it would just show as disappearing. Anyway, it would strengthen our
case, because I would place the blame squarely on Voldi. He just figured that spell out
faster than I thought, that’s all. Not a jury in the land would convict me.”
“Aren’t you the one always complaining about wizard law?”
“Oh, yeah. Well, don’t worry, it’ll work out.”
“I hope you know what you’re doing.”

And so the days before the trial passed. Ron seemed to have truly found his
passion, and he and Hermione could be seen, halfheartedly doing the jobs they had
been assigned while talking animatedly about Arithmancy or how to apply it to magical
martial arts. Fred and George smirked at them and made doe eyes when they thought
he wasn’t looking. Molly just sighed and often muttered “My boy is growing up so fast!”
Ron, for his part, practiced the moves Stacy had shown him every evening, and
Susan couldn’t help but wonder if Hermione’s Photographic Reflexes wouldn’t help her
to master the art faster than Ron could. She had a bit of a head start on Ron, after all,
because she already was good at Arithmancy. She showed no interest in leaping about
and rapidly punching the air, and Susan figured maybe she was letting him develop this
without showing him up.
I guess that could be love, right? Or maybe she just isn’t interested.
Finally, the day of the hearing arrived. Harry came down wearing jeans and a Tshirt, and Susan glared at him.
“What are you wearing?” she asked. “Go put on your suit… dress robes!
Whatever they’re called here. You’re going to court, not a nightclub! And don’t forget all
your Imbued stuff, just in case it goes badly. Not that it will,” she hastened to add.
“Oh, I guess you’re right. Be right back.”
Susan shook her head. “Honestly, what is wrong with that boy?”
Coming down a second time, Harry looked much more presentable.
“Much better,” said Susan. “Now you look like a respectable member of society,
rather than a delinquent. I’d let you off just as you are. If I didn’t prefer girls, anyway.”
Harry glared at her and sat down at the table. Sirius, Remus and Tonks were
there, and gave him what might be considered sympathetic looks. Sparkle was washing
herself.
Tonks yawned wildly. “Morning, Harry. Sleep all right?”
“Not exactly, but I’ll get through.”
“I’ve been up all night, it’ll be good to get some sleep.”
They all tried to reassure him that everything would be fine.
“Everything will be fine,” said Susan. “Expelled or not, you’re coming back here,
with your wand, and there’s nothing anyone can do about it.”
“You’ll be, uh, coming with us then?” asked Arthur.
“Aren’t I the magical packhorse that’s going to whisk us there?” asked Susan,
genuinely curious. “I got up early and everything because I figured it would be easiest.
Sparkle is coming too, in case things get ugly.”
“Now don’t go bullying the court!” said Arthur, shocked. “Harry, you have to be
respectful, and keep your temper. Just answer their questions the best you can, and
everything will be fine.”
“You’re being heard by Amelia Bones, she’s fair. She’ll hear your side of things,
don’t worry,” said Remus.
“And only Harry is allowed to go in,” Arthur added. “So even if you do come-”
“And can they tell someone is in the room who is not using your type of magic?
Because I’m going to right by Harry’s side, as I know he would be at mine, were the

situation reversed.”
“Are you sure you want to risk it?”
“Risk what? Anyway, I was there when the attack happened, you know. I should
have been called in as a witness in either case.”
“I don’t recommend it, but your mad schemes have worked out for you before.”
Of course, thought Sparkle. She’s the main PC in this story.
“So is Susan taking us?” asked Harry.
“I figured we would get there without magic, but reminding them who your friends
are… I don’t know, that might backfire. Cornelius does seem to be afraid of you in some
way, Susan. You and Albus. I think we’ll just get there the old fashioned way.”
“Suit yourself. Easy in, hard out, as they say.”
“Are you making lewd jokes again?” asked Harry.
“What? Glad to see you can still focus on what’s important even with this event
hanging over your head. But no, I read that phrase in Another Fine Myth.”
“Well, it is another fine myth you’ve gotten me into.”
“Exactly.”

62
Inside the Courtroom
Time: Moments later
Place: Approaching the ministry building
As they got near the building the Susan/Sparkle part of the plan flickered and
vanished.
“Courage, squire,” said Susan. “Know that I’ll be by your side no matter what.”
“Okay,” said Harry, looking pale.
They got past the security, and into the building.
So much for increased measures to keep me out. Are they even trying?
Riding the elevator was a bit of a tight fit, as Susan had to squish behind Harry
so someone didn’t accidentally bump into her, but they managed it.
Should have Phased before using Invisibility, then it wouldn’t have mattered. Oh
well. Too late now, I guess.
Arthur talked to a man who said he was carrying a fire breathing chicken, and
Susan hoped he wasn’t.
I mean, who would carry a creature that can breathe fire in a cardboard box,
anyway? Though I suppose it could have been made less flammable with magic…
They went past level after level, but no “Department of Mysteries” yet.
Pity.
They got off on level two and went into Arthur’s office, which looked rather the
same as it had the first time she had been here. Messy, and full of junk from the nonmagical world.
“What are you still doing up here?” asked a very old wizard, busting in the room
suddenly.
“What do you mean?” asked Arthur.
“The time of the hearing was changed! Didn’t they notify you? I sent an owl to
your house just in case but you must have passed coming here. The hearing was
rescheduled for 8:00 this morning, and down in courtroom 10!”
“My goodness, that was five minutes ago. Thanks, Perkins. Come on Harry!”
All three of them broke into a run and made it to the lift again, and Arthur pressed
the down button.
“Department of Mysteries,” said the pleasant voice as the doors opened. Arthur
hurried out and down the hallway.
Susan looked around with interest. Thank you very much.
“Wait up a second, I have an idea,” said Sparkle softly.
“We’re already late-” said Arthur, but Sparkle was already casting. She shifted
them over to the Astral, and Susan took a quick look around.
“Good thinking,” she said. “Now we can step over into Astral before we come
here, and never register we were here at all.”
“Got it?”
“Got it.”
They returned.
”-and you know what that means!” Arthur finished.

“Let’s go!” said Susan.
“Oh, right then.”
They went down a set of stairs, then past thick oaken doors with golden numbers
hung on them.
“Here we are!” said Arthur. “Go inside, quickly.”
“Are you-”
“I’m not allowed in with you. Sorry Harry. Good luck!” Arthur shoved him inside,
then held the door so Susan could slip in. It banged shut, and both looked around.
Susan had been here before, when Buckbeak was tried, so she knew the rough layout.
She looked up, and all the seats were full.
Huh. How about that?
“You’re late,” said a voice from above.
“Uh…” said Harry.
Susan leaned over to him and whispered into his ear. “I offer my sincere
apologies to the court. Bow.”
Harry bowed. “I offer my sincere apologies to the court.”
“It was not my intention to delay these proceedings in any way,” Susan further
whispered.
Harry said that too, and straightened up.
“Well, yes. Just so long as you understand. Please sit.”
“Yes, your honor,” Harry said. They both moved to the chair, where Harry sat.
Susan was going to make a Hiding check behind the chair, but she figured if she hadn’t
been caught by now, she wouldn’t be. She stood next to Harry and looked up.
The man that had been speaking was Cornelius Fudge, and Susan glared at him
invisibly.
He launched into a standard speech about what who was present and what was
going to happen, when Albus swept into the room like he owned the place.
“Ah, you got our owl then?” asked Cornelius.
So he is allowed council then. That’s good. I was afraid I might to reveal myself
and take that spot.
“Alas no, I must have missed it. But I like to think I’m Always Prepared and came
a bit early this morning for other business.”
Is it just me, or did he just look directly at me? Susan held up a hand. Yup, still
invisible.
“It just so happened I fancied a stroll down in the courtroom area, and heard your
voice. Funny how these things work out, isn’t it?”
“Yes, quite amusing.”
Susan noted quizzically that while Harry was looking up at Albus with relief, Albus
was staring hard at Cornelius. In fact, he hadn’t looked at Harry at all since he came in
the room. Strange.
“We’ll get you a chair then,” said Cornelius.
“Oh, don’t trouble yourselves,” Albus said, creating a chair out of nothing.
No fair, Creation takes me a full minute! Though maybe he knows a charm that
makes chairs?
Albus sat down, looking quite amused about the whole process. Cornelius read
the charges, and started asking Harry stuff.

“You are Harry James Potter?”
“Yes.”
“And you produced a Patronus on the Second of August in the presence of one
Dudley Dursley?”
“I did, but-”
“Knowing that you are not permitted to use magic outside of school until you
come of age?”
“Yes, but-”
“And you knew Dudley was there, with you?”
“Of course, but I had to use it-”
A different voice rang out. “Was it corporeal?”
“You mean solid? Yes, it’s a stag. It’s always a stag.”
“How long have you been able to produce a true Patronus?”
“Since my third year of school.”
“Third year? How impressive.”
“That is not relevant to this case,” Cornelius said, banging the sphere that looked
like a dark marble on the desk. “The fact remains that he did any magic at all, in front of
a Muggle.”
“Dementors!” shouted Harry.
Susan’s hand automatically went for her knife, and she looked around in alarm.
“What’s that?” asked Cornelius.
Oh, he wasn’t saying there was one here, he was just trying to get their attention.
She relaxed a little.
“It was the only way I could protect us from the Dementors that attacked us.
Without that charm going we wouldn’t have been able to fight effectively.”
“Are you seriously suggesting that Dementors attacked you, in full daylight, in
your own neighborhood?” asked the witch again.
“I can’t say if they were there to attack Susan or myself, as we were together,
and both caught up in the fight. But they did. 10 of them. Only three escaped.”
“Ah, I wondered when this would be brought up,” said Cornelius, looking around
the room.
“What do you mean?” asked the witch.
“Naturally he would want to cover his use of magic, and Dementors can’t be seen
by Muggles. So he goes and uses a spell-”
Albus stood up.
“Yes, Albus?”
“I have to wonder, what does the court believe Harry was using his magic for, in
the first place?” He looked around the room.
“I’m not sure what you mean.”
“Don’t you? It just strikes me as odd, that if Harry was fighting with his cousin, he
would have used a hex. He did not. If he was showing off, flying upon his broomstick or
conjuring up a potion to get someone’s face back would have been more impressive,
and not set off any alarm at the ministry, because it’s not a spell. A Patronus is a purely
defensive magic, created to counter a specific dark creature. The creature Harry and
Susan fought off the evening in question.”

“Ask if the alarm actually went off,” Susan whispered to Harry.
He raised his hand.
“Yes?” said Cornelius.
“Did the alarm actually go off? You have some record of that which can be
produced?”
“You have already admitted to producing the Patronus, so what does that
matter?”
“Ah, an interesting point,” said Albus. “After all, Harry could be under the Imperius
Curse, and is now lying about having done the magic.”
“To what end?” sputtered Cornelius.
“Who can say? To be sure, I would rather the evidence be produced, just for the
sake of completeness.”
Cornelius looked worried. Well-well-well, looks like we have you a little hot under
the collar Mr. Minister. My magic didn’t fail at all, did it? As far as you know, Harry did no
magic because it didn’t trigger the alarm. Which presumably notes the person, time, and
magic performed. Without that record, you have no case. This whole thing was a set up
of one kind or another.
“I’m sure we could take a recess, walk all the way over to the records
department, search through their mountains of parchment-”
“You don’t have it near to hand? With a case of this magnitude, I would have
expected it. Very well, let us continue then, and you can have the receipt entered into
the official case evidence before Harry is sentenced. Now, I believe my original question
was the matter of what the court believed Harry was doing, casting that particular
charm.”
“The circumstances don’t matter-”
“I’m afraid they do! After all, magic can be used in a life or death situation, even
by minors. That is the law. Usually an Obliviator squad is sent to modify their memories,
rather than holding a trial, but we live in strange times.”
A pudgy witch leaned forward, and Susan glared at her. Oh goody, it’s mrs. hemhem. What did she ask the Headmaster before I cured the Longbottoms? Oh, yes: “Is it
your belief, Headmaster, that this young girl will succeed where witches and wizards
much older and wiser than her have failed?”
“The Chair recognizes Dolores Jane Umbridge, Senior Undersecretary to the
Minister,” said Cornelius.
“You must admit, Albus, it does seem a tiny bit, well, outlandish, that this boy
claims, with the help of his companion Susan, to have killed seven Dementors. I mean,
honestly, are we to believe this… this… fairy tale?”
“I’m surprised you hadn’t heard! Cornelius, did you not inform other members of
the ministry you yourself witnessed her killing a Dementor at the school? During that
whole Sirius Black incident, have you forgotten?”
“That was some sort of trick, I’m sure of it! So naturally enough I did not tell
anyone. What would have been the point?”
“Then perhaps we should have Susan come and give testimony herself? And
another demonstration? I do believe the accused still has the right to present witnesses
for the case?”
“Well, she didn’t come in with you, I know that much,” said Cornelius. “Nor with

Harry and Arthur. So it would take hours to get her here. We really don’t want to delay
matters that long.”
You were watching us quite closely, weren’t you? And yet, here I stand, meters
away from you. Idiot.
“Oh, that’s quite all right,” said Albus, waving a hand. “She is, shall we say,
always near to hand?”
He took out his wand, and traced a symbol in the air, which glowed red and hung
in the air, apparently solid. He put his hand on it.
Now what the heck are you doing?
“Susan,” he said quite plainly. “I know it’s an imposition, but could you join us in
the courtroom below the ministry building?” He nodded, and took his hand away. The
symbol vanished. “She will be along shortly.”
Susan suppressed a giggle. I see, we’re making him believe I’ve taught you
some way to communicate with me, which you’ve just used. Of course, he had to guess
I was here, as that did absolutely nothing. Good thing I actually was, it would have been
a mite embarrassing for him, otherwise.
“Light,” Susan cast, using max energy so it was as big as it could possibly be.
Casting a spell automatically broke her Invisibility, and she dropped the ball of light right
in front of her. A second later, she dropped the Light spell, as well.
With a little luck, they’ll believe I just appeared in a flash of light. You aren’t the
only one who can be showy, Headmaster.
Susan looked around with interest. She was rewarded with looks of horror on the
faces of the assembled court members. Yeah, I’m awesome. “Oh, hello, everyone.
Harry! How’s it going? Oh, you probably can’t comment on ongoing litigation? I got your
message, Headmaster, what do you need?”
“This is all very irregular!” said Cornelius.
“I admit, her entrances are a trifle showy, but it did save us time getting her here,
didn’t it? Susan, can you describe the night you and Harry were attacked?”
“Certainly, Headmaster. Shall I do so now?”
“If you please.”
“Very well. Harry, myself, and his cousin were walking and discussing… dreams,
I think it was. And we were wondering if Harry was bullying Dudley, and if my attitudes
toward people could be considered bullying. In any case, Dudley mentioned he was
feeling colder, and we both looked around. Five Dementors on either side of us
swooped out of the sky to attack. Harry managed to get up his Patronus shield by
remembering that I was his happiness while I activated my protection spell. After that we
both pulled out our knives and engaged them. They seemed more interested in pinning
us or grabbing us than doing E type damage with their claws. Probably because they
didn’t bother to put points into Unarmed, rather relying on the Life Force Drain ability
they possess. This hampered them, and allowed us to overcome our surprise penalties.
It was a pretty near thing though I must say, luckily the merest scratch from our knives
destroys the creatures. After we took out the majority of them, the ones that were left
fled, saying how they didn’t want to all be destroyed. At that point the Patronus
vanished, probably because the scene had ended, and we made our way home in case
more were in the area. I could show you, if you’d like. I did it for Buckbeak, showing the
events with my Time Window magic at the location. I would be happy to create a

Teleportal for you to all step though.”
“Preposterous!” said Dolores with a snort. “This is such a fanciful fabrication. No
one could take it seriously! And what are these words she uses? ‘E type damage’ and
‘points’ and Teleportal? Does the think we are leaving this room before the trial is
concluded?”
“That is merely her regional dialect,” explained Albus. “I’m sure you understood
the gist of her statement. As for leaving, if you do not wish to travel to the location in
question, I’m sure Susan would be more than happy to demonstrate here. Summon a
Dementor to the courtroom. Of course it would mean the loss of another of the foul
creatures, but I for one can live with that.”
“I would be interested in seeing this so called weapon that can destroy
Demontors,” said Dolores.
“Seriously?” asked Cornelius, eyes wide.
Oh, losing control, are we? Things not going to the script you so carefully
planned out? “I’d be happy to show you. Seeing as how the honorable judge here
seems to believe what he saw before was an illusion of some kind.”
“Oh, very well. There are some here, in case they’re needed. Go and have one
brought down.” He gestured to a wizard standing by the door, who nodded and left.
“Meanwhile, the question of what a sizable force of Dementors was doing flying
around Harry’s neighborhood should be addressed.”
“We have not verified the claims that there were Dementors there in the first
place. Until Susan shows she can, in fact, destroy the creatures, Harry’s claims of using
the Patronus are still in question.”
“Let us assume, for the moment, that she can. I believe you yourself witnessed
her scaring one away from Mr. Crouch?”
“Scaring something is a far cry from killing it.”
“Agreed. But something like a Dementor would not be afraid of one little girl
without reason.”
“Oh, very well. You are going to tell me they were acting on the orders of
someone from outside the ministry, correct?”
“That was indeed the exact point I was going to make. You have an excellent
recall of our previous conversation.”
“There is no way that is possible. They are under our control, as they have been
for many years.”
“So you’re saying, then, and correct me if I’m wrong, that someone in the ministry
ordered this attack?”
“Why would someone do that?”
“An interesting question, to be sure. The only other explanation is ten
uncontrolled Dementors roaming loose in the world. Which I would hope you would find
extremely alarming.”
“If there even were Dementors there, which I doubt. The fact is, it is only Harry’s
use of magic before a Muggle that is under consideration here.”
“And the circumstances surrounding that use of magic,” Albus reminded him.
The door opened, and a Dementor glided in, followed by a hawk Patronus, and
the man who was sent to get him. The Dementor seemed to look around, and turned to
face Cornelius.

“Yes?” it rasped.
“Do you know this girl?” he demanded, pointing to Susan.
“Girl?” It bent over to perceive the area he was pointing to. “She is here?”
“You can’t sense her?”
“I was not present at the Night of Sorrow. She has been described to me. Allow
me a moment…” It seemed to focus on Susan, who slipped the knife from her leg
holster.
“It is the destroyer! Allow me to leave, please, before she kills me as well!”
“What is this Night of Sorrow?” Dolores demanded.
“So many dead. So many taken to learn how to perceive her. So few escaped to
spread the word. That is the Night of Sorrow. Please, may I go?”
There was a general uneasiness that went through the assembled court. “Quiet,
please,” said Cornelius. He turned back to the Dementor. “You truly fear for your life?”
“Yes.”
“Susan, please destroy it.”
“No!” said the Dementor, floating away from her. He backed into the Patronus
and seemed to be in pain. “Please! Has my service not been acceptable? Have I not
done as you asked? Why must I be destroyed?”
“Proceed, Susan.”
The Dementor turned to her. “What if I swore service to you, instead?” The
members of the court gasped.
“I have been ordered to destroy you, and I do so gladly. How many humans have
you eaten over the years? How much happiness have you smothered?”
“I will swear never to eat another human! I will use only animals! I do not wish to
die!”
Susan was walking towards it, shaking her head. “Poor thing. I’m sure the people
you ate wished the same. I must admit though, I’m beginning to understand you a little.
You are what you are, and everything has to eat, even you. Strangely I take no pleasure
from this. Do you have a name?”
“No. We are known to each other.”
“I see. Do not fear, your end shall be swift.” And as she said “swift” she plunged
the dagger into the Dementor, and it burned away.
“You will regret it. He has offered us much,” it said in a whisper as it burned,
facing Cornelius. Then was gone.
There was pandemonium in the seats above, as Susan turned, gripping her
knife. Cornelius was banging his sphere, calling for order. People were looking at her as
though she was a Dementor, or something worse. She heard two people arguing if she
had committed murder, but the other person was saying you couldn’t murder a
Dementor, they weren’t alive.
“Order!” Cornelius cried, standing up. Dumbledore looked especially pleased.
Finally everyone calmed down a bit.
“Is any further evidence of Susan’s claims necessary? Is there any further doubt
that Harry and Susan were attacked, as they describe, and fought for their lives? What
other evidence do you need, Cornelius? Did you not hear what it said? Face the facts, I
beg of you.”

“Order! I will have order. I did not hear it say anything, that much is clear. Do you
have other evidence to present, then?”
Albus shook his head. “The defense rests.”
“Then the vote shall be taken. All those in favor of clearing the accused of all
charges.”
What? They don’t even get a chance to deliberate?
There was a heart stopping moment when Susan wondered if no hand would be
raised, and she started mentally preparing her next few actions. She fully expected to
roll Initiative at any second. Slowly, a hand went up here and there, and soon the
majority of hands were up.
“Those against?”
The remaining hands went up, though there did seem to be a few that were
abstaining from the vote.
Cornelius sighed. “Cleared of all charges.” He banged the sphere. “This court is
adjourned.”
Albus made his chair disappear. “I knew you could see reason. I must be off.”
And he turned, without looking at Harry or Susan, and nearly dashed from the
room.
What the heck?

63
Back To School Sale
Time: 30 seconds later
Place: Courtroom
“That was odd,” said Susan to Harry as she watched Albus rushing off.
“He didn’t even stay long enough for me to say thank you,” Harry replied.
“Did he even look at you? I don’t think he did.”
“No, he didn’t. Maybe he didn’t want to seem too familiar?”
“Little late for that. Look, we can talk about it later. Now that I’m here there’s
something I need to take care of. I’ll see you back at the house.”
“You aren’t going to do something foolish, are you?”
“What do you mean? I’ve never done anything foolish.” She tied to take on an
innocent air, for all the good it did her.
“Right. See you then.” Sparkle jumped back into her arms.
Just in case anyone was watching, Susan cast Light, again wordlessly, and
snapped her fingers as Sparkle cast Dimension Step and moved them over to the
Astral. Hopefully this would look exactly like how they arrived, and would occasion no
further comment.
“This will be perfect, if I can steal it right out from under them,” said Susan.
“Just be careful, we don’t know what protections they’ve put around stuff here.”
“On the astral plane? They don’t even know about it, I’ve looked into it.”
“Okay.”
They stepped into the hallway, past the ghostly form of Mr. Weasely, who was
pacing the hall, and went past him. She went back down the hallway and passed
through the only door they had seen and into a circular room with doors evenly spaced
around it.
“Now what?” asked Sparkle.
Susan looked about with interest. She could see, from her perspective “above”
the world, through the walls and into each chamber beyond.
“Weird place,” she remarked. “And what the heck is in there?”
“I’m not sure,” said Sparkle. “But I’m glad we’re here and not there next to it.”
“You got that right.” Susan moved her head this way and that, trying to pierce the
“fog” of ether and see where she should go. She got closer to each door, trying to see
what was past it, and finally settled on a direction. She walked back and forth a few
times, and finally came to room that seemed to stretch on into darkness. She stood in
awe as what seemed to be a limitless number of shelves stretched away from her. Upon
these shelves were spheres, but what they were made of she couldn’t say. She walked
passed rows and rows of them, glancing at names and dates that meant nothing to her.
“There’s got to be tens of thousands of these things in here!” she said after a
moment. “How in the heck are we going to find the exact one we want? And look, this
one is hundreds of years old. Don’t these people get rid of anything?”
“Good question. We’d have to go back across to do any sort of scrying, and even
then, Descry Object might not work.”

“I don’t know. Let me see something.” She reached into her Pocket Dimension
and pulled out her spellbook.
“You cannot search for an object that is either not unique or that you have never
seen,” she read. “Would it count as unique? I mean, all these spheres look the same,
but they’re really the solidified energies of the prophesy, right?”
“Don’t look at me, I have no clue.”
Susan thought for a while, reading the spell over.
“Okay, here’s what we’re going to do. I’m going to cast the spell, but hold it.
When I complete it, you step us over again. I’ll release the spell and get a direction, if I
get anything. You step us back over again. If some kind of alarm goes off, we’ll know it
because a zillion people will start running around here. If that happens, we leave. If it
doesn’t, we’ll go in that direction for a while and repeat it until we narrow it to a specific
shelf.”
“Sounds good. Whenever you’re ready.”
So Susan cast Descry Object, targeting “the prophesy relating to Harry Potter”
and held it. Taking all the time she could, she got a 31 − 4 for doing it from writings.
It’s odd, I can only take 50% more time in casting a spell to make it easier. That
means this spell should cap out at 22 turns to cast. But casting it from writings I have to
take a minimum of 30 turns. But I can take 50% of that number, making it a total of 45
turns. Why or how does the magic know I’m casting from writings or not? Wouldn’t that
imply a spell I have memorized which takes a long time would be better cast from
writings if I wanted the maximum result? As long as it’s a +5 delay to casting, to negate
the −4 from casting from writing, my result is always going to be some insane number.
I’ll have to think about that.
Sparkle stopped maintaining Dimension Step, making them appear in the
shelves. She let the spell go, and was rewarded with a result.
“That way,” she said, pointing for Sparkle’s benefit. (She did have No Sense of
Direction, after all.) “About 200 meters.”
“Okay. Dimension Step.” Susan and Sparkle waited for anything to happen.
They waited.
And waited.
“I think it’s safe, they should have been here by now,” said Susan.
“Yeah. Their wards or traps are probably on doors and such, not in the room
itself. Let’s go though, just in case.”
“Right,” said Susan, going the wrong way.
“Uh, it’s that way?” said Sparkle, pointing with a paw.
“Oh, sorry. I’m glad I came with you!”
They repeated this procedure twice more, and finally stood before the shelf with
Harry’s prophesy resting on it.
“Good thing I’m getting this out of the way,” remarked Susan. “If old Voldi put
together this package of spells, there’s no way anyone could have stopped him.”
“Which brings up a scary point. If he comes up with something like Dimension

Gate, he could stick the point of his wand out a tiny hole and just killing curse whoever
he wanted. And only we would be able to reach him!”
“Yeah, why do you think I was freaking out so much that he stole our magic? He
could come up with plenty of things like that. That’s why all this rushing around by the
Order, and my making those lists of things to watch for done with my magic.”
“So, any idea how we’re getting out of here now? The only other place we’ve
seen on the astral is under the school, when we passed over that magical fire.”
“We could head there. I have energy enough to open two more Teleportals easily.
I’ve been using extra time, not energy.”
“Though I suppose we could head to the courtroom, step back across, and go
from there. Then we would only need one Teleportal.”
“That could be safer. That’s actually why I wanted to do this now, while I was
here. I wasn’t sure if I even could Teleportal between locations on the astral.”
“I don’t see why not. It’s a dimension just like ours. It just sits between Heaven
and Earth. It would be using Teleportal to jump from one plane to the other that would
be problematic.”
“I suppose you’re right. We’ll head back to the courtroom, I doubt there’s any
alarms on them.” Susan started off.
“That way.”
“Oh, right.”
And so Susan stepped back into the house, to find the others celebrating Harry’s
“victory” over the ministry.
“Welcome back,” said Harry, grinning. “Have a pastry.”
“Thanks,” said Susan, choosing one. “I feel I deserve one anyway.”
“Did you?” asked Hermione.
Susan nodded.
“Did you what?” asked Molly, suspicious.
“Just a small bit of business I had to take care of at the ministry. Not to worry,
they never even knew I was there.”
“What business? What did you do?”
“Just a little tour of the place, really. There’s always the chance I’ll have to go
there, so seeing various parts of it might come in handy. I swear, that’s all I did, just
looked around.”
Molly looked at her as though she was trying to determine if Susan was lying, but
as she was actually telling the truth, this didn’t help.
“Well, you’re back now. Thank you for helping him out? Harry was saying
something about your testimony?”
“It was nothing, just a bit of storytelling on my part. And by storytelling, I mean
telling the sworn truth, and nothing but the truth. And killing another Dementor. At this
rate, they’ll be gone before you know it.”
“I wish,” said everyone.
An hour or so later, Harry, Hermione, and Susan were in the girl’s room, talking
with hushed voices.
“So are you going to do it?” asked Hermione. “Bring it here, I mean?”

“Actually, I had an even better idea,” said Susan. “You’ll love this, Harry.” Susan
started casting, and a minute and a half later was holding a sphere, seemingly made of
glass. “This is what they look like. I’m going to open a Teleportal right here to where the
prophesy is. Harry, you reach through and grab it, then put this one in its place. Then if
someone comes to check, it’s still just sitting there, as always.”
“Cool,” said Harry, smiling.
“Ready?”
He nodded.
“Teleportal.” Susan made it as small as she could, and Harry looked through to
make sure he knew what he was grabbing. He reached through and took it, then stuck
the fake into the same spot. He held his breath a moment, making sure it didn’t roll
away, and pulled his hand back. The Teleportal closed.
“Harry Potter, master thief!” he intoned, holding it aloft as though a tune was
going to play to mark the achievement.
“Yeah, yeah, give it here before someone walks in on us.”
Harry reluctantly handed it over, and Susan stuck it in her Pocket Dimension.
“Mission accomplished. Let Voldi puzzle that one out.”
All three were grinning.
“Now all we have to do is figure out Volid’s next move after that one, and make
sure that one can’t succeed either. Keep doing that, and we’ll have him beat at every
turn before he even realizes what’s happening.”
They had a small feast that evening, and the next day got back to work cleaning
the house. Their spirits were high, though only some of them knew exactly why. Ron
continued taking lessons from Stacy every evening, and he and Hermione were always
to be found discussing Arthimancy during the day. Susan asked about other possible
moves by Voldemort, but there was nothing as specific as the prophesy they would tell
her about. She even had Hermione do some Research into his activities last time, but
nothing major came up.
Then the school letters arrived, and with it, Ron’s Shiny New Prefect’s Badge.
“No way!” said George, as Ron dropped it as though it was red hot. “Who in their
right mind would make you a prefect?”
“What?” said Fred, mirroring his twin’s shock. “There’s got to be some mistake!
Harry?”
Harry shrugged. “Doesn’t say anything about me being one.”
Ron still seemed a bit of a loss for words.
“Well,” said Susan. “Didn’t Professor Lupin become a prefect because the current
headmaster thought he might better control his friends, James and Sirius? It could be
something like that.”
“Yeah, got to be,” said George. “Hey, you aren’t?”
Susan shook her head. “Nope. Just a nice, normal school year for me this year,
thanks. With the occasional life and death struggle, assassination attempt, and general
bizarre stuff that goes on, I mean. Wouldn’t want my life to get boring.”
Or lose out on that XP I get for doing all that stuff.
No one had picked up the badge, and Ron nudged it with his foot.
“What’s the big deal, anyway? It just means more responsibility.”

“There are certain privileges that go along with it,” said Ron faintly. “Like I can
give out detentions…”
The door burst open and Hermione rushed in. “Did you- are you?”
Everyone in the room pointed at Ron. He grinned sheepishly. “Me,” he said.
“Ron, that’s wonderful!” There was only the slightest of pauses in between the
‘that’s’ and ‘wonderful’ as though Hermione wasn’t sure which adjective to use.
“I’m still not sure what all the fuss is about. It just means extra work, which takes
away from what you should be doing. Preparing for war.”
“It won’t take that much time,” Hermione protested.
“Neither will getting killed by Voldemort. Your choice.”
“Do I detect a hint of jealousy? Besides, I don’t think being a prefect and getting
killed by Voldemort are the only two choices.”
“No! Certainly not.”
“Right,” said Fred. “She could not be a prefect, spend her time knitting hats for
house elves, and still get killed by Voldemort. That’s a third choice right there!”
Hermione glared at him.
Molly came in the room, carrying sorting out clothes. “Ginny said booklists had
come in. If you give them to me I’ll get all your books this afternoon.”
“Actually, I’ll come with. I need to head to the bank for this month’s allotment of
coins.”
Which I owe to Mundungus for getting me that item, if he can.
“Sure. Easier to get there your way anyway. What’s this?” She picked up the
prefect’s badge from off the floor.
“My, uh, prefect badge,” said Ron, looking away from her.
“Oh Ronnie-” Molly threw her arms around her son. “That’s just wonderful.
Congratulations! Oh, your father will be so proud. Of course we’ll have to get you
something as a reward. Is there something you’d like?”
“What do you mean?”
“We got Percy an owl, but you already have one… Or, wait, no you don’t. Why
did I think you did?”
That’s weird, it’s happened again. Like Ron thinking his wand should be
snapped, or that his mother was angry at him for no reason. What causes that?
(Astute readers will recall Ron got “Pig” from Sirius, who never went on the run
because Susan and the others cleared his name. He was later named Opthipitus and
had his own adventures with a very charming young witch we will never meet.)
“Actually, just keep paying for my Kung Fu lessons, that’ll be fine.”
“Oh, are you sure?”
“That’s all I want. I’ve got a broom, or Susan if I need to go somewhere-”
“I’m not your packhorse.” Everyone looked over at her. “Okay, I am, I admit it.”
“And I’ll soon be able to learn how to Apparate so I’ve got that covered. Susan
made my wand whole, and I can Transfigure my dress robes if I ever need to wear them
again. Susan made me a new cauldron ages ago with Creation and after the whole
thing with Scabbers, I’m not keen on a pet. Trying to fuse martial arts and magic is really
what I’m interested in right now. And I know you have to pay her in gold, as that’s the

only thing she can exchange in the Mug- in the non-magical world.”
“Okay, I just don’t want you kicking yourself later. I really am proud, Ronald, well
done. Oh, I’m going to go write your father right away! I just feel like I’m going to burst.”
She ran out of the room.
“Bit emotional,” said Fred.
“Glad we were never chosen,” said George.
“Don’t stick yourself when you put the badge on!”
They left.
“I wonder who your counterpart is,” asked Hermione. “I’m in Ravenclaw, so there
must be a girl not in Team Susan you’ll have to get to know.”
“I suppose so,” said Ron.
“Just don’t get too close to her,” Hermione said, leaving again. Ron stared at the
door, confused.
Now I’m detecting a note of jealousy.
That evening at dinnertime the main dining room was decorated with a large sign
congratulating Hermione and Ron, and nearly everyone they knew from the Order had
been invited to the party. Mundungus motioned to Susan when he came in, and she
joined him in the other room.
“Got part of the order you put in. Having a little trouble with the third item,” he
whispered, pulling out a thin wooden box. He opened it and Susan broke into a wide
grin.
“You really managed it. Excellent. Huh- Stubby little thing, isn’t it?”
“I thought it might fit your hand better.”
“Let’s see.” She lifted it out, and hefted it. “It’s heavier than I would have
expected.”
“What weight do you put on a man’s soul?”
Susan looked up at him again. “Seriously?”
“Someone said it to me once. I thought it was appropriate.”
“Well, don’t worry. The person I’m going to use it against has already died a
couple of times. This is just insurance.” She pointed it and sighted down her arms,
holding it in both hands.
“Whatever.” He handed her a jingly bag, which was also quite heavy.
“Ah, very good.” She put the item back in the box and closed the lid. She took the
bag and peeked inside. “Yes, I think that’ll be enough. Thank you.” She picked up a
booklet from inside the box and flipped through it.
“Care and maintenance. Thought you could use it.”
“How thoughtful! Yes, this will be everything I need to know. It even shows that. I
was going to look it up, but I guess now I don’t need to. Thanks.”
“Sure. Now, about the third item…”
Susan handed over the 9 Galleons she had promised him.
“Oh, it’s not that, exactly. Thank you though. I just don’t know if I’ll be able to get
them. They’re not something you can just walk into a shop and buy, you know?”
“That’s why I have you getting the stuff for me.”
“Yes. Right. Okay, I’ll keep trying.”
“Do that.”

Susan took a moment to cast a spell (from writings, that she had been working
on) over the item, and then a quick Healing to fix the one point of damage it had caused
her hand.
Susan walked back out the party, much more secure now about facing Voldemort
then she had been in weeks.
The main one will need at least an Imbuing to really become useful to me. I might
want to use Fabrication on a couple in the bag, just in case he does go for
Invulnerability. I don’t see how he would, though. Oh yes, we’re beating him before he
even knows to set his pieces on the board.
After the party, Molly went up to deal with the boggart that had been knocking
about, and Susan volunteered to go with her.
“Not that I can particularly help, mind you,” she explained as they climbed the
stairs. “I just want to see if my fear has changed.”
“Changed?”
“Yes, it was rather bad before. I apparently was afraid either of losing my magic
totally, or becoming the next dark lord. Well, dark lady I guess.”
“What do you think it will be now?”
“Not sure. Maybe getting killed by Voldemort and he takes over the world using
my magic? Something like that, I suppose.”
“And you want to see this?”
“I want to know!”
“Why?”
“So I can make sure it doesn’t happen, of course.”
“But how is seeing your worst fear going to help it not happen?”
“That’s easy. If it should come true, I won’t be paralyzed with fear, because I’ve
already seen it, analyzed it, and done my best to work around it.”
Molly shook her head. “If ever there was a person who should be in
Ravenclaw…”
Up in the room, Molly opened the door of the writing desk, and stepped back. A
form flowed out, and there stood Voldemort, holding Susan’s book, open in front of him,
as he laughed and laughed. Magical circles were spinning around him, all seemingly
different planets, and all (Susan didn’t know how she knew this) grade 10 spells.
“Yeah, about what I expected,” said Susan.
“How are you going to get around this?”
“I could put a spell of True Owner on my magic book, but it hardly ever leaves my
Pocket Dimension. Plus, I’m not exactly sure if being in my Pocket Dimension counts as
being “nearby” enough for the spell. I’ll probably take it out less, I’ve been transferring
the spells I use most from writings, like Descry Creature, to separate pages, so I can
just pull the individualized sheets out rather than the whole book. That way someone
can’t run by and grab it.”
“That seems reasonable.”
“The trouble is I think the contents of my Pocket Dimension sort of fall out
wherever I am if I’m killed. So if Voldemort did somehow kill me, he could just pick the

book up and be on his way. I thought about putting some kind of Elemental Trap on it,
but I’m sure he would check for that sort of thing before opening it. I could use Spell
Symbol and make it destroy itself if any hand but mine touches it, but if someone
accidentally brushed up against it, that would be that. No more book. So it’s a tricky
situation.”
The bogart was waving a hand at Susan, like “Hello? Still here? Be afraid?”
“Look, it’s night time, why don’t you just leave?” She pointed to the window.
“Otherwise she’s just going to use her spell and destroy you. Find something to inhabit
that won’t call attention to yourself and live a nice, quiet life. How does that sound?”
The thing looked at her like she was nuts.
“Suit yourself. Mrs. Weasley?”
Molly stepped forward, and the bogart shrank, becoming Ron, who was
apparently dead.
“Okay, that’s not unexpected.”
“No, not that!”
Susan looked over at Molly. “It’s just an illusion. Do the spell and get rid of it.”
“How do I make this funny?”
“I don’t know, you’ve never watched any Warner Bother’s cartoons, have you?”
“What?”
“Thought not. Maybe a party hat?”
Molly didn’t even snort.
“Wow, tough crowd. Hey, what do Wizards have for breakfast? Wand-erbread.”
Molly stared at the dead Ron, which had started to ooze blood unto the carpets.
“A vampire, a werewolf and a human go into a monster’s only bar. The barman
points to the human and says ‘we don’t serve humans here.’ and the vampire says ‘I
know, that’s why I bought my own.’ and sinks his fangs into the guy’s neck.”
Molly smiled a little.
“What will Ron use to get around when my mother’s done training him? Kung
Floo powder.”
Molly snorted.
“What do you get if you cross a dragon and a giant? We’re not sure, but we can’t
get it away from Professor Hagrid. He says it’s cute.”
Molly grinned.
“Why does Professor Lupin have to worry about the moon when he goes to the
barber? If it’s full, he gets changed an extra 10 Sickles.”
Molly started to laugh. “Riddikulus!” The vision of Ron vanished.
“Thank you,” said Molly. “Let’s keep this between us girls.”
What do I want between me and another girl? A double headed“Everything all right in here?” asked Harry, poking his head into the room.
“What color are Harry Potter’s eyes? I don’t know, I can’t stop looking at his
scar!”
“Now that’s not funny,” said Molly, trying not to laugh.
“Did I miss something?” asked Harry.
After he had gone, Susan looked at Molly seriously. “I want you to know, I’ll do
everything I can to make sure no one in your family, or any family, is harmed. I can’t

promise they won’t be, because I don’t know what their dodge rolls are, but if I can do
something to keep them safe, I’ll do it. You have my word.”
After all, haven’t I already begun?
“I know, Susan. Thank you. You’ve been a treasure, in more than one way. And
your mother, getting Ron interested in something, even if I don’t exactly understand
what it is…”
“It’s something that’s going to help keep him alive,” Susan said simply. “And I
hope he stays as passionate about it in a couple of months as he is now.”
“Why?”
“Because I’d like to see it work. The fusion of Magic and Martial Arts? It would
take dueling to a whole new level, let me tell you. And if he can create something no
wizard has ever thought of? I’d like to not be the only one in Team Susan that can claim
that honor. I mean, really, everything I’ve done came from my book. I could be the last
of my kind, a Paragon, but it was the efforts of those, like my father, that allows me to do
what I do. If he can create something himself, well, that will overshadow my doings, and
I think that would be okay.”
“If you wanted to date him, I would support you.”
“What if I wanted to date Ginny, instead?”
“Uh, are we still doing jokes?”
Susan just sighed.

64
A Nice, Quiet Train Ride
Time: Start of term
Place: Order Headquarters
There was the usual scramble at the last minute to get to the station, despite
Susan being able to open a Teleportal for the group. She also had to do some quick
healing on Ginny who got knocked down a flight of stairs by a trunk that got away from
the twins.
“Honestly,” she said, checking over her Healing handiwork, “This is what happens
when you force magical people to not use magic for seventeen years. They don’t learn
the control they need until someone gets hurt. That, or someone just botched a LUCk
check. You okay?”
“Yeah, thanks,” said Ginny. “I’m sure they’re just excited to be going back to
school.”
The twins laughed like Ginny had just told the funniest joke they had ever heard.
The group stepped through from the headquarters to the Burrows, and from the
Burrows to the station. Obviously going directly would have been a huge security risk,
as anyone glancing in the direction of the huge hole in the air would see into the inside
of the house.
“Thanks for the lessons so far,” Ron said to Stacy. “I’ll see you in a few days,
once I get my schedule figured out. Susan says she doesn’t mind getting us together
twice a week, so I can still train while I’m at school.”
“I’ll look forward to it.”
“Keep your eyes open, Harry,” said Sirius. “There are rumblings about some big
happenings at the school this year. And I don’t mean another triwizard tournament.”
“Don’t worry, with-”
“Sirius Black!” a man yelled, pointing. “That’s Sirius Black, the notorious murderer
who escaped from Azkaban! Help! Help!”
Everyone in the station looked over at the guy, then at Sirius.
Someone near the guy leaned over and whispered to him.
“Really?” He shouted, surprised. Those near him nodded their heads. “What do
you know? Completely innocent, huh? Sorry about that.” He slunk away, embarrassed.
“As I was saying, with Susan’s protections and Susan herself being there, we
don’t have anything to worry about.”
“Expect for bunnies,” said a young looking witch walking past.
“Hey Luna!” said Susan. “Save us a seat on the train, will you?”
Luna gave a vague gesture and started her goodbye ceremony with her father.
“I suppose we should begin our prefect duties, right Hermione?” said Ron as the
train pulled out of the station.
“What? Responsibility in Ron? Who are you?”
“The new Ron is very responsible. Not as much as Percy, mind you. But I have to

be disciplined if I’m going to learn martial arts.”
“We’ll see you two later,” said Susan.
“See you,” said Harry. “Don’t be too hard on the first years, now.”
“And no hitting on your counterpart, now,” said Susan, bumping her elbow into
Ron.
“Of course not!” he said, coloring.
“Come on,” said Hermione, hauling him off.
The group made their way to the back of the train, where Luna was already
sitting in an otherwise empty car. She had stuck her wand in her ear and was wearing a
butterbeer cap necklace. They met Neville on the way, and invited him to sit down with
them. He seemed a bit nervous around Susan, and kept not making eye contact with
her.
“Oh, come on,” she said, pulling him in with her.
“Hi Luna,” said Ginny brightly. “Did you have a good summer?”
“Acceptable, thanks. You?”
“Cleaning, mostly. It wasn’t the greatest, to tell you truth.”
“Luna, this is Neville, and of course Harry,” said Susan. “Boys, this is Luna
Lovegood. She’s a potential for Team Susan but with our wartime focus I’m not sure
she’d be a good fit.”
“You can’t just say stuff like that to her,” hissed Harry.
“Course I can. It’s true, isn’t it Luna?”
“We should make peace, not war.”
“You see? She speaks her mind, so I figure she should be able to accept the
truth as well.”
“She’s in Ravenclaw,” said Ginny.
“The greatest weapon we have is our own minds,” said Luna.
“Our own minds, and the magic to set stuff on fire,” Susan clarified.
Luna just shrugged.
“Excuse me,” said Sparkle, “is that toad the same one I rescued from the boat
first year? And kept finding on the train?”
“It’s Trevor, yeah. Why?” Everyone looked over at Neville’s toad.
“How long to toads live, precisely?”
“You don’t think… another Scabbers situation, do you?” asked Harry. His wand
was suddenly in his hand, drawn from under his sleeve.
“Nice Quick Draw,” said Susan. “And good thought, Sparkle. Anyone know?”
Everyone looked at the toad, who didn’t seem to mind being the center of
attention.
“We need someone with Trivial Knowledge to come along,” said Susan. “Though
I suppose I could cast Magic Immunity on the toad. That would turn it back to a human if
it’s an Animagus.”
“You better, just for our peace of mind,” said Harry.
“What’s going on?” asked Neville. “What’s this about Scabbers? Why is everyone
looking at my toad?” Luna was looking out the window. “Well, almost everyone.”
“Long story. The short of it is, a rat that Ron had was a wizard hiding out. So now
we have to be suspicious of every animal that seems to live longer than it should. Set

him down on the floor there, Neville.”
“Okay?” He did, and leaned away from Trevor.
“Wands out. Ginny- oh, you already have your wand out. 5 Susan points. Ready,
Neville?”
“My wand is in my trunk!” he protested.
“What?” said Susan. “Without that you’re not a wizard at all. Get it out, man!
Don’t you know Voldemort is back? His Death Eaters could attack this train at any
moment!”
The toad seemed unconcerned any of this was going on.
“Are you serious?” said a new voice, a female voice. Everyone looked over and
saw Cho standing there.
“I’m always serious. And you are?”
“Happily content in my ignorance, I guess?”
“I think she meant your name. It’s Cho, Susan. She plays Quidditch. Susan, Cho.
Cho, Susan.”
“She is known to you? That’s fine. Where’s your wand, if I may ask?”
“Uh, back with my bags, I think?”
“You think? The one thing that, without which, you are no witch! And you just
leave it laying about?”
“Lay off, Susan, it’s not a big deal,” said Harry. “Not everyone has to expect a life
or death struggle before lunchtime, you know.”
“Not a big deal? How can you say that? Someone sits on it accidentally and
*poof* she can’t do a single spell. Seems like something I would keep a close eye on.”
“I’m sure she’s careful with it!”
“The evidence suggests otherwise!”
“Are you going to check the toad or not?” Luna asked, still not looking at them.
“Well, I was going to ask if Cho here wanted to cover the hallway in case he
makes a break for it. But without a wand, all she could hurl are insults, which won’t be
very helpful. Neville, you cover the hallway.”
“Okay?” said Neville, having gotten his wand out while Harry and Susan were
arguing. He looked like he was thinking it might just be best to smile and nod, or failing
that, run far, far away.
The toad looked up at Susan in a way that any other toad on earth would also
have done.
“All right then. Everyone be ready. If this toad turns out to be a person, he or she
is going to bolt. Pick your favorite spell and let them have it.”
“My favorite spell makes flowers,” said Luna.
“Your favorite attack spell, thank you for allowing that clarification, Luna. Here we
go!”
Everyone watched as Susan cast Magic Immunity and touched the toad. Cho
looked on interested. Luna was still staring out the window.
Nothing happened.
Susan let out a breath. “Well, I’m glad that’s settled. It seems this is a perfectly
ordinary toad, Neville. Congratulations.” She picked up Trevor and handed him over.

“Uh, thanks? I think?”
“I think they live about forty years in captivity,” said Luna. “But I really can’t be
sure.”
“I still would have had to check. Wait, how long? You’re going to have this toad
when you’re forty five? Wow.”
“That was anti-climactic,” noted Cho.
“It sometimes happens, you take them where you can get them. Did you need
something?”
“I just wanted to say hi to Harry.”
“Oh!” Susan gave Harry a knowing look. Susan switched to her seductive voice.
“Something we should know, Harry?”
“What? No!”
“Uh huh. Look, it is nice to meet you, I’ve just been a little on edge lately,” said
Susan, sticking her hand out. “It’s unfair of me to- anyway, come on in.”
Cho shook it. “You said something about him being back?”
“Yes, though I’m sure you’ve been reading in the papers about how it’s Albus
Dumbledore that’s the problem, not a long dead wizard.”
“Something like that.”
They stood awkwardly for a moment. “So how was-” Harry started to say.
“I actually came-” Cho said at the same time.
“Sorry!” the both said. They grinned. “Go ahead,” said Harry.
“I actually came for two reasons,” said Cho. “One, to say hi to Harry. Hi.”
“Hi,” said Harry, looking sheepish.
“The other to talk to you, Susan.”
“To me?”
“She’s concerned about something in her life,” said Luna.
“How can you possibly know that?” asked Susan, surprised.
“It’s obvious,” she answered. “Just look at her.”
Susan looked at her. She didn’t see anything special about her. She is pretty
though. But if she’s after Harry...
“Maybe she has Empathic,” suggested Sparkle.
“It’s true,” said Cho. “Something odd is going on in my life, and there are all kinds
of rumors about you in school.”
“Like what?” asked Susan, eyes narrowed.
“Like you work for the Headmaster, making stuff in his office all the time. That you
were at Harry’s trial, and talked an entire courtroom out of punishing him. And all that
stuff at the tournament. And more that I just can’t actually believe.”
“Ugh, don’t remind me. So you think I can help, or you think my magic can help?”
“They aren’t the same? I don’t know.”
“Start at the beginning. What’s troubling you?”
“It started with the ball last year. I had the strangest feeling that Cedric should
have been competing and not you, Susan.”
Yeah, you and me both. Not many others with the initials C.D. that could have put
their names in.
“I started to feel this odd sense of dread after that. Like he wouldn’t be around
much longer. Then at the maze I could have sworn he was dead afterwards! I mean,

how crazy is that? He was sitting there right next to me, cheering you two on, and then
you both disappeared. ‘That should have been him’ I remember thinking. And then when
you both came back, I kept glancing over at him to make sure he was still there. Being
around him after that was just too much. Every time I got near him, I thought he
shouldn’t exist. It was so spooky.”
“All this sounds like good news to me,” said Susan after a moment. “If he should
have been in the tournament, things would have worked out quite differently. For one,
he would have been killed right off. As Voldi would have used Harry to resurrect with, he
wouldn’t have taken my magic. Uh, don’t let that get out, it’s sort of a secret.” Have to be
more careful about that. “Without taking my magic, he would have dueled with wands,
rather than getting clobbered by the stunner of Harry’s. With no one to whisk Harry
back, he would probably have died in his dual with Voldi instead. Positive, on the
whole.”
“I know, it is positive. I just couldn’t even look at him anymore, in the end. I kept
seeing his face, dead, on the ground. Is there something wrong with me? Am I going
mad?”
Susan sighed.
“It seems to be getting worse,” remarked Sparkle.
“I know,” Susan said back. “And I’m not sure what it means.”
“What do you mean, worse? This sort of thing has happened before? To others?
I’m not mad?”
Susan shook her head. “You’re not mad. It’s nothing I can put my finger on. But in
the past few years, things have happened and people have said to me they think
something other than what’s happening should be happening. Remember Ron walking
around for a week thinking his wand should be broken?”
Harry nodded.
“Strings,” said Luna. Everyone turned to look at her. She had put on a weird set
of glasses, and was looking at Susan.
“What?” asked Susan.
“Do you know, that Japanese people believe that lovers are tied together by fate
with a red string that trails from their pinkies?” She held up her little finger. “They can
tangle, but never break.”
“What does that have to do with people claiming reality should be different?”
asked Susan.
“I wonder.” She took the glasses off.
“We have that in Chinese mythology too!” said Cho, looking interested. “Are you
saying that fate itself is becoming tangled because of what Susan has done?”
Everyone but Luna was staring at Cho, and so didn’t notice when she crooked
her finger and watched as Susan’s gave a little jerk. She gave a “that’s interesting” look
and turned back towards the window. “With her magic, isn’t anything possible?”
“You’ve always said that,” Harry said.
“But my saving Cedric’s life by him not being there wasn’t anything to do with my
magic. I was dragged kicking and screaming into that stupid tournament, remember?
That was because fake Professor Moody put my name in the goblet so that Voldi could
get his hands on me.”
“But if you hadn’t been born, that situation would have worked out differently,”

noted Sparkle.
“But there are trillions of people that aren’t born all the time. What difference does
that make?”
“Your being born was a little more complicated than most. And we know alternate
realities exist. We don’t know how they are made, or what form they take. Even your
father said the worlds he visited were so separate as to be… what did he say? Different
books on a shelf?”
“Yes, well, that’s true enough. You have a point. But they wouldn’t… feel that,
would they? I mean, time moves, right? We all get moved along with it.” She made a
gesture with her hands, trying to articulate what she was thinking.
“Don’t look at me, I’m just a cat.”
“So did you have a question, or did you just want to tell me?” Susan asked Cho.
“A little of both, I think. My question of have you heard of this happening before
has been answered. You said it has, and it’s getting worse. I’m not going mad, but
maybe what I’m feeling is some kind of… alternate reality?”
Sparkle nodded. “Whatever worse means in this context,” said Sparkle.
“Right- we traded Cedric’s life and possibly Harry’s for Voldi getting my magic.
Only time will tell if that’s bad or horribly bad. Thank you for coming to us with this.” Her
eyes gleamed wickedly. “Tell you what. Harry, I want you to stick close to Cho. Maybe
she has some ability to work with alternate realities or sense changes across them.
Cho, anything out of the ordinary, you point it out to Harry, okay?”
They both tried to protest, but Susan wouldn’t hear of it.
“No, it’s your duty now. As part of Team Susan, I’m assigning you this task. It
could be important, after all. Cho, Harry here is my top agent, I have full confidence in
him. He knows what to look for, and he can protect you if you need it.”
“I guess you should come meet my other friends,” said Cho, “I mean, if we’re
going to be, uh, working closely together from now on. And you can tell me about this
Team Susan.”
“If you want,” said Harry, standing up a little too quickly.
“Nice meeting you all. Thanks for listening and not just saying I was crazy. Cedric
said I was being silly and wouldn’t take it seriously at all.”
“Trust me, the stuff that’s happened to me? I take anything even slightly bizarre
seriously now.”
Cho and Harry left, making Ginny look jealous.
“What did she mean, getting her magic?” Cho asked as they walked away.
“Oh boy, that’s going to take some explaining… And it’s not Team Susan, it’s
Harry’s Heroes, just so you know…” He moved out of range.
“That was a nice thing you did,” said Luna.
“No it wasn’t. You know I like Harry!” protested Ginny.
“Yeah, and he probably likes you. But until you tell him how you feel that emotion
may as well not exist. Trust me, if you like him you want him to be happy above all else,
right? If he’s happy with Cho, then you can be happy for him.”
“If you love something, let it go?” asked Luna.
“If it comes back to you, that love will be stronger,” said Susan, grinning.
“Is that why you let Myrtle go?”

“You know about that?”
“I know you were the only person seen hanging around with a ghost a lot of the
time in previous years. Then after the dance you stopped.”
“Guess it wouldn’t take a Ravenclaw to figure that one out.”
“No, but it helps. I think…” she seemed to say more to herself, “that if I found
someone I really liked, it wouldn’t matter to me if they were a boy or a girl. I mean, we’re
all people, right?”
“If more people shared that sentiment, I think the world would probably be a
better place,” replied Susan, a little sadly.
“Am I part of Team Susan?” asked Neville after a moment of silence.
“I don’t know, do you want to be?”
“What does that entail, exactly?”
“Well, I look you over, and if I like you, I say ‘Neville, you’re part of Team Susan,’
and then you’re part of Team Susan.”
“Do I have to pay dues?”
Susan grinned and looked over at Ginny. “Dues. Now there’s something I never
thought of. What do you think?”
“I think the most junior member should pay them.”
“Ah, which wouldn’t be you anymore, now that we have Neville. Wait, were you
the last person added?”
“Wait,” said Neville, “it happened already?”
“Yup. I own your soul forever. Oh, did I not mention that part?” She put on an
expression of concern. “You weren’t using it, were you?”
“Give it back!”
They all laughed.
“So what is Team Susan?” asked Luna.
“You mean Ginny’s Gifted Youth?” asked Ginny.
“Hey- don’t you start!” protested Susan.
“We all call ourselves something different,” she explained to Luna. “But basically
anyone who is friends with Susan gets to be in ‘Team’ Susan. We help each other out,
and from what Ron has told me, get attacked by stuff trying to kill Susan all the time.”
“Aren’t you overreacting?”
“Believe me, I wish she wasn’t. You may regret wanting to join, Neville,” said
Susan.
Neville shook his head. “I’ve seen your magic. If something’s coming for you, I
want to be right next to you, as that’ll be safest. Anywhere else and I might be part of
collateral damage.”
“Sensible.”
“Just how powerful is your magic?” asked Luna. “And what did you mean when
you said he took it?”
“Anything on a local scale, that is, short of blowing up the entire Earth or bringing
back the dead, my magic can do it. And what I meant was, Voldi (that’s what I call him)
did some kind of resurrection ritual with my blood and got that potential himself.”
“That could be bad.”
“Bad is the least freaked out word to use. Trust me, with my magic a dozen

people could be killed in an hour while he sits at home knitting. That’s why the
Headmaster tried to get the word out these past few months, and… well, you’ve seen
the result.”
“Yes, the Daily Prophet has not been kind to either of you. However, there is an
alternative magazine, if you wished to tell your story.”
“Yeah, the school paper I started last term. I didn’t get a chance to publish the
article, but I wrote it. It’ll go in the instant we get back to school, let me tell you.”
“Actually, I was thinking of this one…” she pulled out a Quibbler.
Susan took it and looked it over. “You think they would print the story? I wouldn’t
want the ministry to get after them.”
“I’m sure they will. My father is the editor.”
“Really?” Susan looked interested. “Wait, has he said that he would print things I
write, or are you putting words in your father’s mouth he may not find to his taste?”
Luna laughed. “That was a good one! You extended the metaphor quite nicely.
I’m sure I could convince him.”
“I’ll keep it in mind. I’ll want to get the Headmaster’s perspective, he may have
some other plan in mind which I don’t want to ruin.”
“That doesn’t sound like you,” remarked Ginny.
“I agree,” said Neville, “and I hardly know you.”
“Hey, if Ron can be more responsible, I can be more responsible.”
“Someone taking my name in vain?” asked Ron, sliding the door open. He looked
around the cabin. “Told you it was Harry!”
Hermione came in, also looking around. “I… guess it was,” she said uncertainly.
“Did you guys know Harry was going into a cabin with Cho?”
“What?” said Ginny with mock surprise. “And after Susan here basically threw
them together, too! What could he have been thinking?”
“Susan did?”
“She came to tell us about some weird thing she’s been feeling, and Susan
‘assigned’ Harry to stick with her, in case something else weird happened.”
“It wasn’t my fault they kept staring at each other like they wanted to do
something more than stare at each other.”
“So you’re playing matchmaker now?” said Hermione, sitting down next to Luna.
“Hi, Luna.”
“Hello, Hermione.”
“This is Ron, by the way. They’ve founding members in Team Susan.”
“She means Hermione’s Knowledge Seekers.”
“They mean Ron’s Kung Fu Force Against Evil,” said Ron.
“Can I just keep my own sense of humor and not use yours?” pleaded Neville.
“Neville! Welcome to the group!” said Ron. “In other news, prefecting is going to
be interesting. Guess who Slytherin got?”
“I think we only know one Slytherin, it had to be him,” said Sparkle.
“Bingo!”
“Did you just say prefecting?” asked Luna.
“That’s what it is.”
“I guess. I didn’t want to freak out before, as no one else seemed to think it odd,
but is your cat talking?”

Susan laughed. “Ah yeah, you don’t know her, do you? Luna, this is Sparkle, my
Companion and friend. She’s a wizard, like me, and she can talk.”
“I could even sing, if I put points into it,” said Sparkle.
“Could you do a number from Cats? I love that musical!” said Hermione. Sparkle
just looked meaningfully at her. “Well it was worth asking.”
The door opened again, and Draco looked in.
“Speak of the devil,” said Susan.
“And the devil appears,” finished Luna. Susan gave a nod of respect to Luna.
“Just checking in,” Draco said. “Making sure everyone was behaving
themselves.”
“I heard you became a prefect. Congratulations,” said Susan.
“I- yes. Thank you. Where’s Harry? I don’t think I’ve ever seen you two apart
once we get to school.”
“Alas!” she said, overacting and throwing a hand up to her forehead. “He has left
me for another. Why do boys only go for LOOks and not REAson or KNOwledge, I’ll
never know.”
“Harry has a girlfriend?”
“I wouldn’t call her that… yet. More like, she has a bodyguard. She came and
told us some weird things she was feeling and if we could help. I said Harry should stick
with her for a while in case it happened again. They just happened to be making eyes at
each other the whole time.”
“I see. I get that feeling sometimes. Like the world isn’t right somehow?”
“Yeah? You do?” Susan leaned forward. “Go on.”
“Around you guys, mostly. I want so much to insult you, but you’ve really given
me no reason to. You’ve always been nice to me. Preachy, but not spiteful because of
who my father is. So why is my natural inclination to be a bother to you and Harry? It
doesn’t make sense.”
The others looked at each other. “Interesting. Let me know if anyone you know
complains about stuff like that,” said Susan. “I’m thinking it’s important, I just don’t know
how yet.”
“I really only know Crabb and Goyle. They wouldn’t know weird if it ran up
wearing a mermaid costume and smacked them with a dead fish.”
“Well, keep an eye out, okay?”
“Sure. I’ll see you around?”
“Of course. And again, congratulations on being chosen for prefect. It is quite an
honor, the way I hear it.”
Draco seemed to stand a little taller. “I guess. Bye.” He left.
“Why are you so nice to him?” asked Neville. “As part of Team Susan do I have to
be nice to him too?”
“Shouldn’t you be? Has he given you some reason to not be nice to him?”
“Gee, I don’t know. It just seems wrong, somehow…”
“I know why she’s nice to him,” said Luna.
“Oh, go on then,” said Hermione.
“Everyone says you can catch more flies with honey then you do with vinegar. Of
course, if you actually test it they go for the vinegar, but I digress. The point is, she’s
laying a trap for him, getting him on her side, in case she needs him later.”

“Is that what you’re doing?” Hermione asked, shocked.
“I never thought of it in those terms. I don’t think of him as a fly, just as someone
who was told a lot of things growing up that might not be true. That’s all. If we give him a
chance rather than just shooting him down, like he said, because of who is father is,
maybe we can change his mind a little bit.”
“That’s why he called you preachy?”
“Yeah, I tend to do that when he’s around. Didn’t this time though, I think.”
“Did you actually set two bowls out and see which one attracted more flies?”
Hermione asked Luna.
“Of course. You’re in Ravenclaw too. I would have expected you to understand.”
“It’s just so pointless!”
“It was something I didn’t know. So I tried it, and now I do. What’s the big deal?”
“It’s just… I’m only saying…”
“She has you there, Hermione,” said Susan.
“I suppose you would have done the same?”
“No, I have Google.” She suppressed a grin.
Soon everyone but Neville and Ginny were laughing.
“I don’t get it,” said Neville.
“Don’t worry, neither do I,” said Luna.
Which set them all to laughing again.

65
Starting a New Term
Time: Stepping off the train
Place: Train Station
As the group stepped off the train, they noticed there was a distinct lack of large,
harry, and shouting.
“Didn’t Hagrid make it back yet?” asked Ron to no one in particular.
“Must not have. I hope he’s okay,” said Susan.
“We would have heard, though, if he wasn’t,” said Hermione.
“You’re probably right.”
“Hey, look!” said Luna, pointing. Susan looked over to see Harry and Cho talking
animatedly. She smiled, but Ginny scowled.
The group went over to the carriages, and Luna stopped to pet something in the
front. Everyone looked at her like she was nuts, as there was nothing there.
Can she see something we don’t? She isn’t using those weird glasses of hers,
but then, if she had before she would know something was there, wouldn’t she?
Luna got on, and Susan thought about just asking outright, but then thought she
might try a different approach.
“They look sort of weird, don’t they?”
“Oh, you can see them too? That’s nice. Rather like horses that need a really,
really, good meal. I do hope they’re supposed to look like that, and that they aren’t being
mistreated.”
“You mean those animals that pull the carriages?” asked Neville.
“Exactly what I mean,” answered Susan. “I can’t actually see them, Luna, but I
inferred their presence from how you were acting towards them. You can, Neville?”
Luna looked a little more surprised than usual, and jerked her head to look over
at her. Neville nodded, and looked at Luna with gratitude.
Maybe he never met someone else that could see them?
“You tricked me,” she said, sounding pleased.
“That I did. But I will strive never to deceive you.”
“An important distinction. Thank you.”
“They aren’t pulling themselves?” asked Hermione.
Luna and Neville both shook their heads. “There’s something there, all right,” he
said. “It always has been, but I don’t know what they’re called.”
“Maybe we’ll find out some time in Care of Magical Creatures,” said Hermione,
turning to look out the window at the castle that was drawing nearer. Well, the castle
wasn’t moving, it’s just that from the fixed point of reference of the coach… you know
what I mean.
Everyone proceeded to enter the great hall, and find their seats. Luna stayed
with Hermione and Susan, and sat down with them. Cho came up and sat with them as
well, and Harry sat behind them, with Ron, at the Gryffindor table.
“All right, Cho?” asked Susan.
“No oddness yet. Thanks for assigning Harry to me, he’s nice.”

“Sure thing!” She looked around the room. “Well, well, well,” said remarked
slowly, “If it isn’t Mrs. hem-hem herself.”
“Which, I presume, it is?” asked Luna.
Susan nodded.
“What are you talking about?” asked Hermione.
“That woman in the pink sweater, next to the Headmaster. She works for the
ministry. She was there making snide remarks when I cured the Longbottoms, and then
again at the trial.”
“She’s sitting where the Defense professor usually sits,” remarked Luna.
“That can only mean bad news.”
Luna stared at her. “I don’t like her.”
“Neither did I, first time I saw her. And if you don’t like her, that means she bares
watching.”
“You can’t just look at someone and decide you don’t like them,” said Hermione.
“Why not?” She leaned over away from Cho. “I’ll bet you Ginny decided she
didn’t like Cho the moment she saw her.”
“That’s different.”
“Is it?”
“I guess you don’t believe in love at first sight, either then?” asked Luna.
“Because it’s the same thing, only in reverse.”
“Love at first sight is just a myth,” said Hermione huffily.
The two stared at each other. There was a commotion at the doors, and the first
years, looking around nervously, entered. Everyone turned to see them proceeding up
the main hall to be sorted, where the hat sat on a stool before the teacher’s table.
Professor McGonagall got up.
The hat launched into a lengthy speech (three whole pages) about togetherness,
virtually unchanged from the original reality. Susan’s “meddling” hadn’t reached those
levels yet, thank goodness, and everyone started remarking how different it was than
previous years.
And the sorting began.
“Hello,” said a timid voice behind Susan. Myrtle floated up from the floor, looking
nervous.
“Hi, Myrtle! Good to see you again!” said Susan. “You had as good a summer as
can reasonably be expected, I hope?”
Luna snorted.
“Yes, thanks. It’s nice to see you again.”
“And you. Anything odd gone on around here while we were gone?”
She shook her head. “Just the normal activities the ghosts put on, why?”
“Just asking. Thought after that rousing ‘little’ speech by the Sorting Hat
something major had happened.”
“Not that I know of.”
“Pity.”
And with the feast concluded, Albus introduced the two new teachers, and was
interrupted by Dolores, who launched into her prepared speech.

Albus seemed quite interested, but as Susan watched, it seemed like he was
trying to catch her eyes. She stared it him.
He lifted a folded parchment from the table, and tapped it thoughtfully against his
cheek. Then it pointed it at her, and set it down again.
I do believe he wishes to tell me something. Now if only I had a spell to whisk an
object to myself from across a room. Oh wait, I do.
Susan wordlessly cast Retrieval, taking what extra time she could. As it was less
than 20 meters away her difficulty was negligible, and in a flash of light, it appeared in
her hand. Albus nodded, and she began to read.
Dear Susan,
Welcome back to what I’m sure will be another exciting year of learning and
adventure here at Hogwarts. As I am sure you worked out, given the number of
Ravenclaw students you have laid claim to for Team Susan, the ministry has taken the
unprecedented step of assigning a spy to lurk within our very halls. I would advise,
therefore, that we maintain a distance this year, lest the ministry, however wrongly,
increase their levels of paranoia where we are concerned.
I have assigned your class schedule accordingly, and you will find the blocks of
time you normally spent in my office performing your fine Imbuing skill should now be
spent in the dungeons during potions class. As Professor Snape has not rescinded his
request to never see you in his classroom again, a small room nearby has been
reserved for your use. You will find it well stocked with high value items you may use in
your efforts. Feel free to put more time in there, should you need it.
Naturally, if there is some emergency or other event you feel I should know
about, I’m sure a bright young girl like yourself can find a means of letting me know on
the sly. Perhaps something to do with magic? If nothing else, leave a note at the place
you did such a good job cleaning with your friends, and it will reach me.
I’m sure I don’t need to tell you, but please try to keep your temper in check with
the aforementioned spy. I believe you can make RESolve checks for this effort? After
all, we do not want to make waves, do we? Of course, I fully expect you to plow your
way ahead as you always do, and hope that the consequences for you aren’t too
severe. I will not be able to intercede on your behalf, which I’m sure given your
Overconfidence you would not expect anyway. You will no doubt believe your magic and
your guts can pull you through any situation, which I am having a hard time finding a
counter example for, so press on!
Also, you should probably hold off printing any inflammatory articles in the
Hogwarts Express Times. I would hate to have the fledgling paper shut down after such
a good run last year. Don’t worry, the time for the truth will come soon.
In closing, I hope you have a good year, and earn lots of XP to put to good use in
your classes. Please welcome your friends back from me, as well.
Respectfully,
Albus Dumbledore

P.S. Rubeus is fine, no need to start tracking him down, he’ll be along soon
enough.
Dolores finished her speech, to little applause.
“That was even worse than the hat’s speech,” said Ron. “Can’t we just get on
with it?”
“Oh Ron, pay attention,” said Hermione. “You don’t realize what she was
saying?”
“She was talking, but all I heard was blah-blah-blah.”
“I thought the new and improved Ron would have paid more attention.”
“Hermione, I can only do so much.”
“Well, for your information, the ministry is obviously interfering at Hogwarts!”
“Hermione, you don’t know the half of it,” said Susan, indicating her note.
“You can tell me later. We prefects need to show the first years where to go.” She
stood up. “First year Ravenclaw students, gather around me, please!”
Susan, Hermione, Cho, Luna, Myrtle and Sparkle sat (or floated) in the
Ravenclaw common room after Susan had filled them all in about what they were
facing. Others in the room were hanging about, pretending to do other things in order to
hear what she had to say. Susan considered asking Sparkle to put up a silence shell but
figured they should hear it too.
“No wonder the papers have been tearing you and Headmaster Dumbledore to
shreds,” said Cho. “That story couldn’t possibly be true!”
“I don’t sense any deception from her,” said Luna. “If anything, she’s understating
the case so as not to scare us.”
“I just want to you know what we’re up against. What I’ve told you is the truth
about what happened to me. If you want to help, I welcome it. If you don’t, then walk
away now while you still are not involved at all. Cho, I don’t know if you have some
ability to see changes in the world or just got a funny feeling because something big
didn’t happen. Either way, you came seeking answers so you’re involved with us now. I
won’t hold it against you if you say that’s as far as you want to take things. Luna, we’ve
known each other a few years, but not well. I’d like to get to know you better, you seem
like someone I could get to like. For you that means battle exercises. Preaching peace
is all well and good, but when I face my next attacker, be that Voldi, some agent of his,
or my mystery enemy from past years, you might be there. And I can’t fight and protect
you at the same time, so you have to learn to protect yourself. Are you going to be okay
with that?”
“What has to be, has to be. But why don’t you just find out who is trying to kill you
and just put a stop to it? That would reduce the number of people we would have to
worry about, wouldn’t it?”
“It has to do with my… linage. I can explain later, it’s not for the others.” She
gestured to the other people around the room, who bent to their imagined tasks more
furiously. “Suffice to say, I think it’s different people each year. I say this because it’s
different methods every year. And until I actively buy the weakness off, I’ll always have
one enemy or another after me. Look, I know you don’t understand what I mean, but I
can show you privately later.”

“As long as you understand it,” said Luna.
“What exactly does that mean for us?” asked Cho.
“Studying and practicing various curses,” Susan counted off on her fingers.
“Learning to block hostile magic. Getting your Magic Combat delay down so you can be
faster casting spells. Learning to summon a Patronus, when they come there will be
hundreds, and not even I can kill that many at one time. Basically, start practicing
Defense Against the Dark Arts as though your lives depended upon it.
“They do.”
“Let’s do it,” said Luna, smiling.
“I don’t know,” said Cho. “I’ll have to think about it.”
“You won’t be able to sit the war out,” said Hermione. “He’s coming, and with
possibly more terrible magics than we can predict right now. Don’t be the person that
needs looking after. Be the person that can look after others.”
“I said I’ll think about it, okay?”
Hermione glared at her.
“It’s okay, Hermione,” said Susan, putting a hand on her arm. “You and Ron and
Ginny got thrust into this because you hung out with me. If she wants to hope this whole
thing will pass her by, well, I hope that happens. Someone should lead a normal life,
and I would envy hers if she had it. A little. I wouldn’t give up my magic or knowing you
all for it, but she has a chance. If she walks with us it takes her down a different path
than her life would normally have gone. We need to respect her choice.”
“Tangled strings,” said Luna mysteriously.
“It’s not that, I think I do want to fight,” said Cho earnestly. “I just have the strange
feeling now is not yet the time. That maybe my time is coming?”
“Follow your heart,” said Luna. “It will lead you true.”
“I don’t need an answer now,” said Susan. “When you’re ready, you know where
to find me.”
“Thanks.”
The next day, the original Team Susan met in the great hall and were talking
about Harry’s altercations in his common room. He said he had to defend Susan, who
said she could defend herself, thank you very much.
“But I appreciate the sentiment,” she said to him. “We had quite a little group
around while I was explaining things to Cho and Luna. Luna is with us, but Cho said
something about her time being later.”
“We can use all the help we can get, but Luna?” asked Ron.
“What? I feel she really understands me. It’s quite refreshing, actually.”
“And of course on the train she implied she wouldn’t care that you weren’t a boy
if she found she really liked you.”
Susan colored. “Did she? I must have missed that.”
“Uh huh.”
“So how did you find Cho?” asked Susan, quickly changing the subject.
“She’s nice,” said Harry. “Doesn’t strike me as having a, what would you call it?
High PERsonality, I think? But she introduced me to her friends, and we got along okay.”
“What does that mean?” asked Ron.

“People with a high PERsonality can get other people to do what they want, and
then make them think it was their idea at the time. Forceful, you know? Voldi probably
has one, he just uses it to get followers rather than friends.”
“Do you have one?”
Susan shook her head. “Average. I am neither remarkable or terrible at
interpersonal relations.”
At least according to her character sheet, thought Sparkle. I think someone
fudges the numbers at times for role playing purposes.
“Oh, there you are Harry,” said a tall, dark skinned girl walking up to the table.
“Been looking for you.”
“Hi, Angelina. What’s up? You know my friends? Susan, Ron, Hermione?”
“I know Susan by reputation. Hello everyone.”
That must be my Prodigy, I don’t have any other backgrounds or weaknesses
relating to reputation. Oh, it might not work that way for them.
“What’s up is Quidditch. I’m team captain now.”
“Congratulations! I guess you’re the person I need to talk to, then.”
“About what?”
“I’m not playing this year.”
“What?” everyone said.
“But you love Quidditch!” protested Ron.
“You always say it’s the highlight of your time here!” protested Hermione.
“Magic Immunity!” protested Susan, casting the spell on Harry and touching him.
Everyone looked at him as magical symbols swirled around him and settled. “Sorry, I
had to be sure,” she said, when nothing happened.
“Look, I lived without it last year,” he explained. “And with everything going on
now, I feel my time could be better spent practicing battle magic than flying about.”
“But… Quidditch!” said Angelina. “Seeker! Winning!”
“I know, I know. It’s not that the games are that long, it’s just practice, and the
increased workload for this year because of O.W.Ls and everything. Something has to
give!”
“Practice?” asked Susan. “How can you practice looking about the field for a
golden ping pong ball? Perception is LUCk and INSight, you can’t train it. And you’re
already the fastest on the field with that broom of yours. Why would you have to
practice?”
“The team has to practice together,” Harry said. “And I feel that I would be
bringing the team down because I would be distracted by everything else going on.
You’ll need a new keeper, right? So now you’ll need a new Seeker, as well. I’m sorry,
but that’s what I have to do.”
“Okay,” said Angelina. “But let me know if you change your mind. You have until
five on Friday, okay?” She walked away.
“I’m sorry being my friend has caused this,” Susan said sadly.
“It wasn’t anything to do with you. I need to practice, that’s all there is to it. You
saw him, Susan, but I felt his rage afterwords. He’s coming, and no amount of Quidditch
will help me.”
“That was a really grown up thing to do,” said Hermione. “It must have been
hard.”

“The right thing to do usually is. Come on, let’s eat so we can get to class.”
“Yeah,” said Hermione, distracted.
“So do you know where this room is I’m supposed to be going to?” asked Susan
on the way to potions class with the others.
“I think it’s just down the hall, wasn’t it a closet?” said Hermione.
“There was another door there, I figured it was for storage,” said Harry.
“Oh, hi Harry!” said Cho, walking around the corner.
“Hi, Cho!” replied Harry brightly.
“Hey, maybe you can talk some sense into him!” said Ron. “Do you know Harry’s
given up playing Quidditch this year?”
“Yeah, we talked about it on the train.”
“You talked to her about it, but not us?” Ron seemed scandalized.
“I wanted an outside opinion, that’s all. I knew Susan would say that was the
smart thing to do, she’s never liked it. Hermione would agree with her and say I should
be spending more time studying anyway, and you would be indignant without being able
to really articulate why.”
Ron stared at him. “You’ve been spending too much time around Ravenclaws,
you know that?”
“Well, anyway, I’ll, uh, see you all around?” said Cho, backing away. She turned
and hastily made a retreat.
“Thanks a lot,” said Harry.
“What? I was just asking…”
“You boys need to spend less time thinking about Quidditch and more time
thinking about O.W.L.s, honestly,” said Hermione.
“Hear, hear!” said Susan. “But replace O.W.L.s with ‘just about anything else’ and
you’ve got it.”
Both boys mirrored disgust at this prospect.
Susan went to her assigned cubbyhole, while the other three proceeded on to
Professor Snape’s classroom. The cubby was laid out exactly like her lab upstairs, and
she saw the cabinets were well stocked with a variety of, to put it bluntly, leavings. But
each was marked with a price tag, so she could provide the correct worth in silver for
the magic.
How paranoid do I want to be? Susan asked herself. What are the chances Voldi
has, in the months since he got my powers, worked out Jupiter magic enough to cast a
seventh level spell, Descry Creature and Clairvoyance, a fifth level spell? He knows the
castle well enough, but Descry Creature would only tell him I was in the castle, not my
exact location. Unless he was standing outside, he probably wouldn’t be able to tell with
enough resolution to use Clairvoyance to see me. On the other hand, he has followers
he can drain of energy. He could learn only one spell, Clairsentience, and just cast it a
couple of times. That one can be moved to L distance, so if he started where I was likely
to be, he could eventually find me. I wonder if the castle’s wards block scrying attempts?
Wish I could, I don’t know, ask the Headmaster? Crap, he could spy on the
headmaster’s office just as easily as on me. Better make a note of that.
Susan grabbed some parchment, but got an actual pen out of her pocket. She

wrote:
Headmaster: Do the wards around the castle block all types of scrying? If not,
your office at the very least should be made secure against it, or Voldi may be able to
see into it at any time with my magic. I have taken care of it on my end so he cannot
see me do Imbuing or read my book.
She folded it over and stuck it through a Teleportal onto the kitchen table of the
Order.
Back to my immediate problem. Any time I take my book out, there’s a chance
Voldi may be “over my shoulder” looking for clues about my magic. I could cast
Concealment but that’s not perfect. He could punch through with a better check result
than mine. That’s why I love Magic Immunity so much. No check against that one, stuff
just doesn’t work on me anymore. The problem is to do the Imbuing of stuff I first have
to decide what I want to make, which means paging through the book. Then having it
open while I work.
Lucky for me there is a solution!
Susan pulled a sheaf of papers out of her Pocket Dimension that had a spell
written on them. Good thing the Headmaster asked about this before school ended last
year. He just wanted a place to stick that practice field generator, almost as if he
suspected his Defense teacher for the next year might not be keen on us using them.
But in this case, it solves a bunch of my problems…
She opened the cabinet doors and looked at the back of them. Screwed in,
fantastic.
Using a combination of Temporary Tool, Telekinesis and her new spell of
Personal Dimension, thirty minutes later when a student was sent to check on Susan’s
progress (Severus didn’t trust an unattended student to not be slacking off) they found
an empty room, and reported even the cabinets were missing. Severus stormed down
there to see for himself, and glared at where the wooden cabinets had been so recently
stocked with reagents as per Albus’ orders.
Had he stayed until potions class was over, he would have seen a very curious
hole in reality open, showing a dreamlike landscape beyond, and a humming Susan
stepping through and back into the hallway.
“Can’t follow me in there, can you?” she said to the bare walls. “Didn’t think so.
You’re going to have to do things the hard way, HA HA HA!”
Harry poked his head in. “Uh, are you talking to the walls? I thought this was
supposed to be a lab for you?”
“I moved it, it’s safer to work where it is now. Come on, I’m hungry. It took a lot of
energy to stea- to borrow the contents of this room, I don’t suppose you’d lend me some

of yours?”
“What would that entail?”
Susan laughed. “Come on.”
“Professor Snape is being his usual grumpy self,” complained Ron. “What did
you say that made him so angry part way through the class?”
“He stopped by?”
“He sent someone to check on you. He came back saying that was just an empty
room, not a lab, and Snape stormed off. When he came back he was grumbling
something about stealing and he kept saying your name.”
“Yeah, like he was cursing it,” said Hermione.
Susan laughed. “I’ll have to send him an apology. Poor guy, he just can’t catch a
break where I’m concerned, can he?”
“What happened?”
“I was working elsewhere. A little spell I had my book whip up just before the
school year ended last year. I don’t want Voldi to see how to actually do Imbuing or get
a look at my book. So I want to take it out as little as possible now. Thus, I do that sort
of thing elsewhere now.”
“Oh,” she said simply.
“I haven’t learned the spell, but casting it from writings is fine. It takes about
eighteen minutes, with the extra time, but it’s not a combat spell, so who cares? I can
dump energy into it.”
“I guess no-one?”
“Exactly. So he didn’t take it out on you guys, did he?”
“Actually, he was shocked at how well my potion came out,” said Harry.
“Yeah, you’ve never done that well in potions class,” said Hermione. “What
happened?”
“I don’t know. I’ve just felt extra focused lately. Like I really want to be
concentrating on something. Learning, you know? It’s great, learning new things, isn’t
it?”
Everyone looked at Harry as though he had sprouted another head, which was
now speaking, rather than the normal one he usually had hanging around.
“Er, yes it is,” Hermione said at last. “I’ve been trying to tell you that for years.”
“Must have just sunk in then,” Harry said lightly. “So, what’s next? Arithmancy?”
“Yeah, as we both dropped Divination to take that instead.”
“Super! Can’t wait to get started!”
Okay, someone’s acting out of character, but it seems positive, so do I tell
someone? Susan sat thoughtfully, but came to no real conclusion.

66
The Defense Professor Takes the Stage
Time: Just after lunch
Place: Defense classroom
It was a quiet group of students that went to their seats for the first Defense
Class, as no one quite knew how to take a Defense teacher that, quite frankly, it did not
look the part.
I mean honestly, what is that woman going to do in a fight? She’s totally out of
shape, anyone can see that.
“Good afternoon, class!” she said, as though she was expecting a reply in kind.
She didn’t get it.
After drilling them on what she expected, she put the “course aims” on the
blackboard with her wand.
1) Understanding the principles underlying defensive magic
2) Learning to recognize situations in which defensive magic can legally be used
3) Placing the use of defensive magic in a context for practical use.
Susan’s hand immediately went up.
“Yes, Susan?” Dolores asked.
“I just wanted a bit of clarification regarding point 2, if I may?”
“Go ahead.”
“It just seems to imply that there are situations which call for defensive magic, but
in which defensive magic is not “legal” to use. Am I reading that correctly?”
“You are.”
“So, for example, if a dozen or so Dementors swoop down on someone in broad
daylight, threatening your life, the lives of others, and possibly the entire neighborhood,
is that a situation where defensive magic can be used?”
She ignored the question. “Now, does everyone had their copy of Defensive
Magical Theory?”
Everyone looked a bit shocked that the professor hadn’t even acknowledged the
question.
“Come, come, you know what sort of answer I want when I ask you something.
Do you all have your copy of Defensive Magical Theory?”
“Yes, Professor Umbridge,” most everyone said.
“Excellent. I would like you to turn to page five and read chapter one. There will
be no need to talk.”
Everyone got out their books, including Susan, who started leafing through the
book. She started to giggle. After a moment she had to close the book and put her head
down on the desk, she was shaking so hard from trying to keep from laughing.
“Are you quite all right, dear?” said Dolores.
Susan raised her head, and couldn’t stop herself when she looked over at the

Professor. She burst out laughing.
“Did someone slip her a laughing potion at lunch?” someone asked.
“Sorry, sorry,” she said, getting herself under control. “It’s just, I wasn’t ready. I
didn’t think it was going to be so hilarious. I apologize for disrupting your class,
professor.”
“You find the book amusing?”
“That I do, professor. As far as I can tell, wanded magic users require a wand
motion and an incantation to learn spells. There is not a single wand motion described
in this book, nor is there a single incantation. What, exactly, do you expect us to get out
of this?”
Other people were now looking through as well, and frowning as they came to
the same realization.
Hermione’s hand went up.
“Yes?” Dolores said, probably to avoid answering Susan’s question again.
“She has a point. In your course aims you don’t say anything about using
defensive magic.”
“Using it? Why would you feel you would need to use it? Do you fear for your
safety in my class? I assure you, it’s perfectly safe.”
“That may be. Given the times we’ve been attacked in this school I would have to
question that statement, however.”
“Attacked? Nonsense. By what?”
Susan started counting on her fingers. “Let’s see. A troll, dwarves, blast ended
skrewts more than once trying to get them under control for magical creatures class, a
giant, admittedly that was in the village, older kids…”
“Don’t forget the basilisk,” said Harry.
“Ah yes, the giant snake. Dementors, a dragon or two, a werewolf...”
“That’s preposterous!”
“I saw them fighting a giant in the village,” someone said. “It was shouting
Susan’s name and everything. They were amazing!”
“I saw them fighting off those dwarves Professor Lockhart brought in,” said
another. “The dwarves didn’t stand a chance!”
“Quiet!” Dolores shouted. “You will raise your hands if you wish to talk in my
class.” Immediately several hands went up. “Yes, you are?”
“Dean Thomas, Professor. I don’t know about all that, it does sound like they get
attacked every other day. But this is a Defense Against the Dark Arts class, isn’t it? If
there was no need to learn to defend ourselves against Dark Arts, why would the class
even exist?”
There were mutters of agreement to this sentiment.
“It is merely a precaution. If you see dark wizard activity, you can recognize it and
report it to the proper authorities, who are trained to deal with it.”
“But this is school, we’re supposed to be training to deal with it, so we can take
those positions of authority when we’re graduated.”
“The ministry believes that a theoretical knowledge will be sufficient to allow you
to graduate,” she patiently explained. “Yes, Harry?”
“What you’re basically saying then, is that we will not learn a single spell in your
classroom?”

“You will learn the theory behind defensive magic. Study this hard enough, and
you are sure to pass your O.W.L exam with nothing to worry about.”
“So in the meantime I shouldn’t worry that Tom Riddle, AKA The Dark Lord AKA
Voldemort has been resurrected by Peter Pettigrew? Is that what you’re saying? That
theory will get me through?”
“Not to mention his posse of Death Eaters, or the fact he can do my magic now,”
put in Susan quickly.
A hush fell over the classroom.
“Ten points from Gryffindor and Ravenclaw.”
Everyone glared at Dolores.
“Now I wish to make this clear,” she said. “The ministry’s position is that a certain
dark wizard was totally destroyed when his curse on Harry Potter rebounded and struck
him instead. Harry and Susan would have you believe otherwise. This is a lie.”
Susan stood up. “So may I ask what the ministry’s position is on what happened
at the tournament? Harry and I vanished from the maze when we touched the cup.
Where did we go? I explained where we went, what is your explanation? We were gone
several minutes, how do you account for that time? Was anyone dispatched to find the
cup in the graveyard I described? Was the grave of Tom Riddle’s father checked to see
if it was missing a bone? Did anyone enquire as to the whereabouts of the people we
said were there at the time we said we saw them? Was even the slightest effort given to
conclusively prove we are liars, or are you just hoping that we are? Because we all
know how it turned out for Sirius Black, don’t we?”
Harry stood up. “I would also be interested in hearing the ministry’s position on
these events.”
Hermione stood up. “I would as well.”
Ron looked over at them, and gave a weak grin. Susan shook her head a bit. He
seemed relieved.
“Come here, the three of you,” she said, getting out two parchments. They
gathered up their books and stood before her desk. She finished writing and sealed the
parchments with magic.
“Take this to your heads of house,” she said, handing them to Susan and Harry.
“Hermione, you of course will accompany Susan. Good day.”
The three turned to go, but before she left, Susan spun to face the class. They all
looked concerned. “Do you all remember what Professor Quirrell taught us? Speak up,
he said. If we see something wrong, don’t just look away. Step up. Question! Challenge!
I see only two others really paid attention that day, and I am ashamed of all of you.”
Many heads looked down, eyes downcast as well.
She left.
“Honestly, that woman!” said Hermione, as she and Susan made their way to
professor Flitwick’s office.
“I suppose if she wants to keep her job she has to defend the ministry’s views,”
said Susan.
“Did they do any of those things you mentioned?”
“Probably not. I offered many times to take them there, by force, if needed, and

show them with Time Window what happened. But I think they’re willing to overlook
even the most stringent of proof, in favor of making my life difficult.”
“Hey, with luck, we’ve been thrown out of her class like you were with Potions,
and we can go practice someplace else instead!”
“That’s an idea, actually. We can only hope.”
They knocked on the door of Professor Flitwick’s office, and let themselves in.
“Ah, what can I do for my two, well, my star pupil and the girl who has magic I
can’t begin to understand?”
Susan wordlessly handed over the note and he unsealed it, giving it a read.
“So?” asked Susan. “Have we been banished from her class? Please say we
have!”
“Uh, no, just given detention.”
Susan snapped her fingers. “Darn. And I made sure to leave a spy in the class
just in case.”
“Is that why you didn’t want Ron to stand up? Good thinking!” said Hermione,
impressed.
“Thanks.”
“Ahem,” said Professor Flitwick. “It says here you were quite rude to her?”
“I might go so far as to say a bit or even slightly,” said Susan, scratching her ear,
“but I wouldn’t say ‘quite.’”
“And you further maintained that you know who has been resurrected?”
“Oh come on, even you won’t say his name? Call him Tom, if you must. We know
who he is.”
“You’ve faced him and lived. You’ve earned the right to say his name. I haven’t.”
“That’s a load of rubbish. You fought against him before, I’m sure.”
“Yes, but that’s neither here nor there. Tom then, you said he was back.”
“It’s a little thing called the truth. I like to use it, keeps people on their toes
because they aren’t expecting it.”
“I know, but you have to realize some truths people just don’t want to hear.”
“She better get used to it, he’s not going away. And I’m not going to stop
gathering forces to oppose him.”
“I wouldn’t ask you to. But I would ask you to be a bit more… discreet in your
efforts?”
“I suppose if I’m in detention I can’t very well be practicing, or Imbuing or learning
spells. All right, I’ll ease up around her. But it was valuable information we got, because
now we know exactly where she stands and what she believes. That was worth a little
detention, I think. How many?”
“Every day this week, five o’clock, her office, starting tomorrow”
“Very well. Anything else?”
He seemed to hesitate. “Did you steal an entire potions cupboard?”
“Did someone report seeing me carrying one off?” she answered with a grin.
“It’s just we seem to be missing one, and you were assigned to be there at the
time.”
“Don’t worry, I’ll put the cabinets back before the end of term. I’m just borrowing
them.”
He looked around her. “Where did you put it? Shrink spell?”

“Nothing so mundane,” scoffed Susan. “Just a bit of expansion on my Pocket
Dimension, that’s all.”
“Ah. Well, as long as it’s safe.”
“Quite safe, no need to worry.”
Susan and Hermione ran into Harry on the way to their last class of the day.
“How did it go for you?” asked Hermione.
“I got biscuits,” said Harry, still looking a bit confused.
“Biscuits! We didn’t get so much as a crumb! That greedy bastard!” said Susan,
smiling.
“Did you get yelled at?” Harry asked.
“No, just cautioned to be a bit more subtle. You?”
“The same.”
“I see. Hey, there’s Ron! Ron!”
Ron jogged over to them. “You really aren’t ashamed of me, are you?” he asked
breathlessly.
“What? No, I wanted you to stay there. What happened after we left?”
“She just started going on about how wrong you both were, and that if anyone
sided with you against the ministry there would be repercussions for them. Then she
had us go back to reading, and not another word was said the whole time. There were
some people with more thoughtful expressions than the reading required though.”
“Fantastic!” said Susan, pumping her fist.
“How is that fantastic?” asked Harry.
“Easiest way to get someone to do something. Forbid them to do it.”
“Well done on the whole paying attention thing, Ron,” said Hermione.
“I figured she would ask. It was the sort of thing it seemed she would want to
know.”
“And I did. 5 Susan points!”
“Are you actually keeping track of these things?”
“Nah, if you don’t know how many points you have, I don’t see why I should.”
“Then those five brings me up to a million points, what do I win?”
“Oh, sorry, the first prize level is two million points, didn’t I say? Keep trying!”
They all rolled their eyes.
That evening at dinner the complete Team Susan (seven humans, a ghost, and a
cat, minus those members that didn’t go to school anymore like Fleur) went over what
happened in the defense class. Lots of people looked at them, as the story had spread
by this time, but no one seemed to want to approach.
“What are we going to do about her?” asked Ginny.
“Sadly there’s not much we can do,” replied Susan. “As the ministry would frown
on me turning her into a toad.”
“Could you do that?”
“Cursed Form, Venus spell, grade 8.”
“You already looked it up?”
“I’ve had this book for most of my life, you know? I have a pretty good idea about
what spells it has.”

“I guess. So what are we really going to do?”
“For the moment, nothing. Let her think she’s got us cowed, drop her guard a
little. When her attention isn’t on us as much we can think about some plan of action.”
“Could you turn her into a cow?” asked Ron.
Susan shook her head. “Has to be smaller than the original form. I could turn her
into a calf.”
“But we can still recruit for Team Susan, right?”
“Sure, but very carefully. Did you have someone in mind?”
“No, just if anyone expressed interest I wanted to know what to tell them.”
“Tell them to come see me directly. I’ll need to see how good they are at offensive
magic before I give the okay. If we’re not getting any training this year, they’ll have to
already be pretty good.”
Hermione looked thoughtful.
That evening, Luna came to talk to Susan.
“I hear you were pretty brave, standing up to Professor Umbrage like you did.”
“Brave? I wouldn’t say brave. It’s more pig headedness, a high RESolve, and
Overconfidence. And Harry and Hermione were there to back me up.”
“Would things have gone differently if they hadn’t been there?”
“Probably not,” she admitted. “But at least I did have someone there to stand with
me. You should be calling them brave, not me. After all, they have more to lose.”
“Because you could be expelled and you would hardly care, right?”
“I would care a little, all my friends are here.”
“But you’ve never really needed this school, have you?”
“I suppose in a technical sense, no. I had to learn about my magic from my
father’s book. And I could make a living with just the spells I know now, I’m sure. But I
still needed to get old enough to have people take me seriously in the magical world.
Would you trust an Imbuing done by an eleven year old? Even though I think I’ve only
put one point into it since I got here?”
“Does that mean you’re no better at it now than you were when you started
school?”
“Exactly. I keep learning more magic, rather than saving up and improving my
skills. Apart from things like Herbology and Arthimancy, that is.”
“I’m just going to go on thinking you were brave, if that’s okay with you.”
“That’s fine with me.”
At the appointed time, Hermione, Susan and Harry went into Dolores’ office.
Susan took a look around, noticing all the animated cats painted on plates that she had
hung upon the walls.
“Oh, they’re just darling!” she cooed, running over to a line of them. “Look, there’s
a Scottish Fold, and a Maine Coon, and a Russian Blue. How in the heck do I know
that? And they move, too! Hello little ones! Hello!” She waved a finger at them, and they
responded by putting a paw up. “And they’re interactive! That’s amazing!”
“Hem-hem.”
“Oh, good evening Professor! I’m sorry, I just love cats and these are just so
precious. I couldn’t help myself.”

“Yes, well…” Dolores seemed a bit put out, this was obviously not what she had
been expecting. “Please sit down, all of you.” In front of her desk were three small table
and chair sets, upon which sat a piece of parchment. The three sat down. “You’re all
going to be doing some lines for me tonight.”
Lines? The heck?
The three looked quizzically at each other and shrugged, hands darting into bags
(or Pocket Dimensions) to get out pens.
“Not with those,” she said, smugly. “You’re going to be using a very special quill
of mine. Here you are.”
She handed three quills over, one to each of them.
“Seriously?” asked Susan. “Do you know how inefficient these things are,
compared to a modern ball point, Professor?”
“I despair of you ever getting the message, Susan, but perhaps with this quill we
can make an effort. You are to write ‘I must not spread lies’ until I tell you to stop. Get
started then.”
“Excuse me, professor, but we don’t have ink,” said Hermione.
“Oh, you won’t need any,” Dolores said.
Susan’s eyes narrowed and she held the quill, feather pointing away from her, in
two fingers. She got a 15 on Magic Sense and Theory, thanking her past self for
practicing that skill. It wasn’t a numeric thing, but after so many years around places
that were literally steeped in magic, she figured she better start figuring out how to filter
out anything she didn’t want to sense. She was rewarded with senses that were not any
better, but that were more focused, so that her head didn’t come off when she used the
skill around the castle.
“I can see why,” she said, gazing at the feather in revulsion. “There is a very
interesting spell on this quill, isn’t there?”
“You can see that?” asked Dolores hesitantly.
“I “see” something, but how do I classify it? Jupiter, yes! It’s a punishment spell,
isn’t it? Or better termed a Curse. These quills have been powerfully cursed!” She
dropped the feather to the table and pushed her chair away from it. “You’re giving us a
cursed object to serve detention with?”
“I wouldn’t bother with all the theatrics, just start writing.”
“Okay, but I’m telling you, it’s not going to work. I have Immunity after all,” said
Susan, touching her bracelet.
The other two watched as she picked up the quill again and started scratching on
the paper. She have a loud “HUH! Isn’t that interesting?” as she tried to write with it. She
dragged the feather across the paper, and then shook it as though trying to start ink
flowing. She put the point to her tongue, and then tried again. “Professor, it doesn’t
seem to be working!”
“Yes, I can see that. Give it here.”
Susan handed it over with a shrug and Dolores got out her wand. She touched
the tip to the feather, and Susan suppressed a smile. Then she wordlessly cast
Combust on all three quills in the room. She took the one extra segment, and put in 5
total energy. This gave her a total result of 12 for the difficulty 7 spell, and Harry and
Hermione yelped and threw the quills away from themselves as they burst into flames.
The one on the desk also burst into flames, causing Dolores to jump back. She threw

water at the fire from her wand, and watched in disgust as the two other quills burned to
nothing.
“You did that somehow,” she accused Susan.
“Me?” Susan said innocently, rolling an 11 on her Deception check. “You saw me
sitting here the whole time. Did I cast any magic that you saw?”
“I know full well you don’t cast magic like we do. The ministry has taken a very
active interest in what you can do, I’ll have you know.”
“But what reason do you have to suspect me, and not some failure of your own
magic? I mean, you can’t just accuse people without proof, yes?”
“I’m pretty sure I saw magical energies around the feather before it burst into
flames.”
“I didn’t, and I would know. Are you sure you saw that, or do you just want to
believe you saw it because you want to discredit me? There is some precedent for that,
according to you in class this afternoon, professor.”
“Don’t think this is going to get you out of your punishment.”
“Can’t you make more of those quills? Not that they’ll do any better than these
three, I hasten to add. You can’t blame me if our magics interacted in such a way. I’ve
always been cautious about that sort of thing.”
“She really has,” said Harry.
“She’s mentioned it many times,” added Hermione.
“Very well, as I have no proof. Get out your regular quills and start writing that
way.”
Yes, I think I beat her INSight check with my Deception roll. Super. That quill
thing really scared me, Curse is a grade ten spell!
Some time later, the three left her office and found Ron in the hallway, doing
Kung Fu moves.
“Finally!” he said. “I was waiting for hours!”
“You didn’t have to,” said Harry gratefully.
“Course I did. And I can practice here just as easily as anywhere else. What was
she making you do, anyway?”
“She gave us a quill with a curse on it,” said Hermione. “But Susan set fire to it
with her magic, so we just did the lines normally. Do you know what that quill would
have done?”
Susan shook her head. “No I don’t, and I don’t want to. Curse magic isn’t
something you fool around with. I’m just glad she accepted it wasn’t me. Never thought I
would beat someone in Deception.”
“And we still have a mountain of homework to do just from today!” cried Harry.
“I guess, as it’s a special circumstance,” said Susan, “that I could cast Tireless on
us all, except for Hermione, that is, and we can do homework instead of sleeping.”
“I’d rather be sleeping,” said Ron, “but yeah, if we got this much homework on
the first day, we’ll probably get as much on the second, so we better do it.”
“Let’s go then,” said Hermione.
She did not try the cursed quill on them again, but Susan made sure Magic
Immunity was up on all three of them before they set foot in her office for the rest of the

week, just in case.

67
New Laws
Time: That Saturday
Place: Common Room
With some help from Tireless magic and not having to worry about Quidditch, all
four had their homework done by Saturday afternoon. Ron said he wanted extra tutoring
in Arithmancy and spell casting, which made Hermione’s eyebrows shoot up, but she
agreed to help him. They went off to a quiet corner, Hermione looking a bit dazed.
“He’s really taking it seriously then?” said Harry.
“That, or he just wants to impress Hermione,” said Susan.
“You think?”
“Could be both, I guess. I calculated it out, if he gets a half an XP per day for the
next nine months of school he could probably raise his Magic, Kung Fu and Arithmancy
skills to a 10. If he does nothing else, and just happens to be a Paragon of Skill at
martial arts. And he was me and it worked that way for him. How your actual ‘ratings’
work I have no idea.”
“Don’t you call yourself a Paragon?”
“That’s what it says on the top of my character sheet. See?” She held it out. “I’m
not actually sure why. That is to say I do, my father was also one, so naturally I became
one too. But why my sheet puts that at the top, who can say. I mean there’s people who
are Paragons of Skill, at least, I consider them to be. You must know really good
musicians or big brains like Einstein that only come along once in a great while? They’re
Paragons of Skill. Basically they get to advance a single skill without human limit, and at
half the cost it would usually take.”
“I’d like that for magic!”
“Yeah, that would be nice. For you, anyway, I would only get a single planet. The
point is, Martial Arts usually costs double points, but with Paragon of Skill you’re back to
it costing normal. My mother has said he’s learning fast, that’s why I suspect he is one.
That, or his interest in training is making him put extra XP in for accelerated learning.
Not knowing which is driving me crazy you people are so messed up!” She balled her
fists up in frustration.
“Yeah, I can see why you would think that. You think even though he doesn’t
know he has those backgrounds like you do, he might on an unconscious level, and
finally be able to put them into use?”
“Right, that’s it exactly.”
“I hope you’re right. It would be a shame if he put all that time and effort in only to
learn he can’t fuse the two.”
“Eh, Kung Fu is useful enough on its own, as is Arithmancy, really. You can make
a living doing either one. Training others in Kung Fu, or being an… Arithmatician? Is that
a word?”
“I have no idea what you call a person that works in that field.”
“Well, one of them, anyway. And getting his magic up to a ten certainly won’t hurt,
as he is supposed to be a wizard.”
“But isn’t that the Headmaster’s level? I mean everyone calls him the greatest
wizard, right?”

“So maybe he’s a Paragon of Skill with magic, and he’s got a 20. I would more
say Professor Lupin or Quirrell had a ten in magic. That’s the level he should shoot for.”
“But that takes years!”
“Not for someone properly dedicated. Though again, it might work differently for
you.”
“In any case, do you have any plans for this afternoon?”
“Just some Imbuing, as usual. Why?”
“Wondered if you could bust out your soldiers. Maybe Ginny, Cho and Luna could
get some spell combat practice in. Maybe even Neville, if he’s feeling up to it.”
“I was going to say, that’s an awful lot of girls if you’re the only guy. Still, an
excellent idea! Let’s go find them and have a bit of fun! You know, as far as that goes, it
wouldn’t be a bad idea for you to pick up a weapon skill of some sort, or learn some
Kung Fu from Ron. You know how vulnerable your magic is. In case you don’t have your
wand handy, I would feel better knowing you had a second combat skill to draw on, like
Ron does.”
“Yeah, maybe sword and that elemental sword of knockout you said you could
make me earlier.”
“That would work.”
“I’ll think about it. Hard to train if we have no one to teach us, though. We can’t
just put points in like you can.”
Like I’m doing with that thing I got from Mundungus. Yeah, that’s kind of sad for
them.
The newer members of Team Susan were delighted to have some “live” targets
to practice on. Cho was a bit more interested when she heard Harry was going to be
there too. They spent the afternoon in an unused classroom that was big enough, and a
few others drifted by and expressed interest in the exercise as well. With 25 soldiers at
her command, she had enough for everyone, but she had to caution them not to use
anything water based or that actually caused damage.
“Because they’ll explode, killing you,” she said, when asked why. “And I would
rather not have to clean up the mess. Let’s keep this classroom the way it is right now.
Un-exploded.”
They laughed.
They weren’t laughing an hour later when Professor Umbrage stuck her fat head
in the door and gave a shriek of outrage. All heads turned towards her. The soldiers
stopped moving, as they had been commanded only to dodge. With nothing to dodge,
they had no orders.
“What is going on in here?” she shrieked.
“Just getting a bit of exercise,” Susan replied. “Around me, please,” she said her
her Legion, pointing in a circle as she walked over. They made a semi-circle around her,
cutting off view of the other students, and making a wall of flame around Susan.
Dolores’ eyes darted nervously among them all.
“There’s certainly no school rule about exercise and having a bit of fun on the
weekends, is there?” she asked.
“Fun? Exercise? Those are soldiers! You’re doing combat training of some kind!”

Susan scoffed. “Don’t be ridiculous, professor. Why would a group of kids want to
do combat training? No, no, no. We’re just having a little contest, that’s all. We just
wanted to see who could score the most times with a spell. My soldiers here,” she
gestured behind her, “don’t mind leaping about, or getting hit with spells, so I brought
them out.”
“They’re made of fire! They are wearing armor! They have swords!”
“I admit, their intimidation value is rather high. Oh, don’t worry, it’s perfectly safe.
I’ve ordered them not to attack, only to dodge. We’re in no danger, I assure you. They
are under my complete control.”
“That’s not the point!”
“It isn’t? I guess I misunderstood your haste. I would have thought the safety of
the students was foremost on your mind, that’s why you ran up here. If not that, then
what? Does someone need this classroom? We can easily move, or go outside if you’re
worried about us breaking something in here.”
“You’re totally missing the point!”
“I’m sorry. I guess you’ll need to be a little clearer, I’m not sure what it is you’re
driving at, Professor.”
“The minister will hear about this!” She turned on her heel and walked away.
“About what?” called Susan after her. “You haven’t told us what we’re doing
wrong yet! And she’s gone. Back to your places, everyone.”
“Will it be okay?” asked Ginny.
“We aren’t breaking any school rules, you know. And I told her what was going
on, all this ‘combat training’ nonsense will never fly.”
“But isn’t that what we’re doing?” asked Luna.
“Of course it is, but as long as we can claim it’s not that, then it isn’t that, you get
it?”
“I’m not sure it works that way…” said Neville.
“Well you better not play chess again, ever. Because that’s all about battlefield
strategy, and could also be considered ‘combat training’ now couldn’t it?”
“You do have a way with words.”
“Thank you. Back to the game, everyone, unless you want to stop now?”
Most stayed.
Later that night, they filled Ron and Hermione in about what happened.
“And she thought you were doing combat exercises?” asked Hermione.
“Yup. I have to wonder who gave us away, the classrooms aren’t exactly
frequented on weekends,” replied Susan.
“And she was that upset?” asked Ron.
“Yeah, but she couldn’t do anything about it. We weren’t breaking any school
rules, she should couldn’t take points from us. And it wasn’t her class, so she couldn’t
put us in detention. She just sputtered about the minister hearing about it.”
“Isn’t that bad?”
“Not so much. If they get scared of me and start beefing up security and such,
they’ll be in place when the real threat comes along. Though they were supposed to be
doing that before, and I didn’t see anything on the way to Harry’s trial. I just walked right
in.”

“But aren’t you worried they might come to arrest you or something?” asked
Hermione.
“For what? I’m just a kid. They would have a hard time justifying my arrest
without evidence of some huge crime I’ve committed. And as I haven’t done any huge
crimes, they have no leg to stand on. Nope, let poor old Mr. Fudge worry himself about
my magic. After all, it’ll be my magic, in the end, that comes for him. It just won’t be
wielded by me.”
“I think you should be more worried,” said Hermione. “You know they don’t go
much for evidence in the wizard court. Look at Sirius, or Harry. If they say you’ve done
something, they just cart you off.”
“The thing is, Hermione, their magic can’t hold me. Unless they kill me outright,
from behind so I don’t get even a reactive action, or keep me unconscious and
somehow neutralize Sparkle, I’m not staying imprisoned anywhere for long. As far as I
know, they don’t know any magic that suppress magic in an area, after all.”
“That’s all the more reason to be worried! If they learn all that, and you pop in and
out of places enough with teleportal that I’m sure they know about it, they’ll just come up
with something really nasty to use against you.”
“If that happens because one person is afraid his job is in jeopardy, by a fifteen
year old girl, the magical world is further gone than I thought. And if that does happen,
you all will have more to worry about than me being gone, because it’ll mean magical
law, such as it is, has totally broken down. If the government can just make someone
they don’t like disappear, well, you better make sure you never say a word against them
or you’ll be next.”
“So are you still going to help people train?” asked Ron.
“But of course. We might need to find a better location though, or Teleportal
everyone to the secret base. I think there’s at least one big room that can handle us
down there. And don’t worry, you’ll still get taken to your lessons.”
“Thanks.”
The next day the group received several shocks. The first, a sign had been
posted outside the main corridor about “Educational Decree Twenty-Four” which read:
By Order of
The High Inquisitor of Hogwarts
No student may participate in any activity that
resembles combat training, including the use
of non-living, animated magical constructs,
spell accuracy exercises, or physical prowess.
The above is in accordance with Educational
Decree Number Twenty-Four.
“Wow,” remarked Susan.
“Yeah,” said Harry. “This is aimed straight at you, Susan. It’s like she’s putting a
big arrow, pointing at you, with a ‘danger’ sign at the end.”

“It’s kind of flattering. What is most amusing, however, is her thinking this…
sign… is going to stop me.”
“It would be too much to hope for,” said Hermione. “My question is, what’s a ‘High
Inquisitor?’ I didn’t know we had a low one.”
“I’ll give you three guesses,” said Harry darkly.
“That bit about physical prowess, that’s you, Ron. You’re the only martial artist
around these parts. Did she catch you practicing sometime?”
Ron shook his head. “I was doing some moves outside her office. Think she has
some kind of magic up to see what goes on in the hallway outside?”
“I wouldn’t put it past her,” said Harry. “Come on, let’s get some breakfast.”
“Hey, you think the Quidditch teams jogging around the lake in the morning
counts as ‘activities of physical prowess?’”
When they sat down, they learned their fears were correct, as Dolores Umbridge
had been appointed “High Inquisitor” and given powers to inspect teachers.
“But not do anything about it, I notice,” said Susan, reading the article over.
“Expect more of these so called decrees to give her more and more power.”
“To what end, though?” asked Hermione. “This seems a little much just to keep
an eye on you and the Headmaster. If anything she would want to be less obvious about
it, give you enough rope to hang yourself, sort of thing.”
“No one said she was good at her job,” said Ron, wolfing down some bacon.
“It’s actually one stroke against each of us,” said Susan. “Me, because she
caught me with my Legion out, and the Headmaster, to get rid of teachers that side
more with him than the ministry. After all, the support of all the teachers at Hogwarts is
not something to scoff at, if someone is looking to take over.”
“Yeah, I guess you’re right,” said Hermione. “So what’s our next step?”
“This obviously means war. We aren’t going to stop, we’re going to expand. All of
you, put out feelers to see who would be interested in actual combat training. We’ll see
what the general feeling is, then meet someplace, maybe in the village, to discuss it with
them.”
“But what about decree twenty four?” asked Harry.
“Oh, we still won’t be breaking that. Obviously these decrees only can be
enforced on school property. We won’t be on school property, so there’s really nothing
she can do about it.”
“How are we going to manage that?”
Susan’s eyes sparkled. “You’ll see.”
The next Defense class started much like the first. Professor Umbridge came in
and told them to start on page 19, chapter 2.
Wait, it would have taken me about ten minutes to actually read 14 pages, no
matter how small the type in the book is. What did they do for the rest of the class time?
“There will be no need to talk. Or laugh, Susan.”
Susan just looked at her. She didn’t bother opening the book, and neither, it
seemed, did Hermione.
I wonder how sophisticated an illusion I could make? Could I “watch” a movie by
presenting what I remember into an illusion in front of me? Maybe I could even “play”

tetris or something. Of course there would really be no randomness because I would be
controlling the pieces that were being created. Could I cast the Illusion spell somewhere
else, then cover the magical symbols that appear with the illusion they are not there?
Really wish I could get my book out, I’d put some more spells down on individual sheets
so I can refer to them“Susan, did you not hear me say what the class was going to do today?”
Everyone looked up, and over at her.
“Why, no, professor. I heard you just fine.”
“Then take out your book and read, please.”
“And that’s you making a Teaching check, is it? Why not just assign us the
reading as homework, and you don’t have to be bothered coming?”
“Did you enjoy your detention so much you would like another?”
“Do you enjoy lording your power over people so much you would assign one to
a person sitting quietly and not disrupting your class?”
“That is not the point.”
“Then what is? I see Hermione has also not taken her book out to read. Is she
going to be given a detention as well?”
“I will deal with her in a moment. You are telling me that you will not do the
reading?”
“Perhaps I have already done the reading. Perhaps I’ve read the whole book.”
“And have you, then, read the whole book?”
“I’ve skimmed it. Large swaths don’t apply to me, because they deal with magic I
am easily immune to.”
“You think they don’t apply to you?”
“I know they do not. You saw it yourself when your quills caught fire. My magic
and your magic clash, my magic wins.”
“Ah, so you admit you did something to my quills then!”
“No, I admit no such thing. I merely point out that I am magical in a different way
than you are, so learning about your type of magic is a waste of my time.”
“You may believe that, but you must still pass your exams at the end of the year.”
“What do you care that I pass my exams? I’m seriously asking- do you care that
I, or anyone in this room, passes their exams? Because it doesn’t seem like it.”
“Of course I do, what a thing to say.”
“And yet you seem oddly reluctant to actually teach us. Reading out of a book is
fine for history class, though I wouldn’t even call that teaching. To teach history one
must understand the minds of the people making the historical decisions, not just that
‘such and such happened on such and such date.’ To teach otherwise is just teaching a
collection of facts, not history. The same applies here. We must learn how dark wizards
think, what drives them, and how to respond. We can’t get that out of books.”
“The ministry believes the course as I have set out to teach it will be sufficient.”
“And I will be most interested to know the results of that belief when exam time
comes. But telling the difference between jinxes and hexes and whatnot is pointless for
me, because they’ll bounce off just the same. I have no desire to disrupt your class, I
hope you believe that. But let me sit here quietly if I wish, and let me worry about the
exam at the end of the year.”
“I’m afraid that will simply be unacceptable.”

“You can give me all the detentions you want, it still won’t force me to read a
book… Oh, of course!”
“What?”
“You’re afraid that if one person stops doing the reading, more people will stop. If
enough people stop, they won’t know the material. If they don’t know the material, they’ll
fail the exam. If they fail the exam, it reflects either poorly on you, which you don’t want,
or on the ministry program you’re following. By showing the program was a failure, it’ll
look bad for the ministry, which is reeling from all those scandals in recent years. This
isn’t about me, it’s about self preservation.”
Susan looked around, and many heads were nodding. There was muttering that
she was right, and realizations were dawning on faces.
Dolores looked like she was trying to come up with a suitable response.
A hand went up in the middle of the classroom. Susan saw it was one of the
people who worked on the paper with her last term.
“Yes?” Dolores asked, turning away from Susan. Susan smirked.
“How does the ministry explain imprisoning Sirius Black for all those years when
he was totally innocent? When will the guilty party be brought to justice?”
“That is not under discussion right now!”
Ron’s hand went up.
“What?”
“My father works for the ministry, you might know him. He said Harry Potter was
put on trial for fighting off ten Dementors in his home town in broad daylight. Has the
ministry determined what those Dementors were doing there yet?”
Dolores seemed to grow a little more pale.
“We are not discussing what the ministry does, you are to read… your…
chapter!”
There was a buzz as the people nearby Harry and Susan (who were by this time
known to be neighbors) asked them if it was true, and what happened. Susan started
telling them.
“Silence!” Dolores roared. “Turn to page 19 and begin reading chapter 2.”
So, will you be good little sheep or stand up to her?
They were good little sheep, and bent back over their books. Susan sighed and
shook her head.
“You,” she pointed to Susan. “Just… just sit there quietly.”
Susan spread her hands. That’s what I was trying to do, jerkface.
Now, what was I thinking about? Something about illusions?
Dolores stalked over to Hermione. “And why aren’t you doing the reading?” she
demanded.
“I’ve already read the whole book. Quite honestly I wasn’t impressed.”
Her eyes threatened to bulge out. “Not! Impressed?!”
“No, I would have to question several of the central tenets the author posits, and I
will be writing him in hopes we can one day sit down face to face to discuss certain
points.”
“You will, will you?”
Hey, a palindrome! Wait, not exactly, what would you call that?
“Is that against some school policy, writing to people?”

“No, that, once again, misses the whole point.”
“Then I don’t understand.”
“I wouldn’t expect you to!” she said in a huff, and stomped back her desk, where
she plopped down in her chair and glared at everyone.
Hermione and Susan just shrugged at each other, and went back to having an
hour of their lives wasted. A greater crime, by far, than many others that could have
been perpetrated against them. After all, if their quills and books had been stolen they
could easily be replaced. But time… once stolen it’s gone forever. (Except maybe in
Susan’s case, who will probably make herself immortal by the time she’s 30.)
But it’s the principle of the thing, in either case.

68
Gathering Forces
Time: Two weeks later
Place: Just outside the village
“And why won’t you tell me how many people you expect to be there?” asked
Susan. The available members of Team Susan were heading into the village, and each
person claimed they had done their share of recruiting.
“Because they might not show up, so we don’t want to get your hopes up,” said
Hermione.
“Yeah, a lot of people said they might come, but that’s a far cry from actually
showing up,” said Ginny.
“And you still haven’t told us how you’re getting around the rule about not having
combat practice in the school,” said Neville.
“Let me have my dramatic moment. Sitting around that so called Defense class
twiddling my thumbs for the last two weeks has made me want to take up Meditation.
Which I would be fantastic at, given my RESolve of ten, by the way.”
“You’re probably good at everything you do,” said Luna. “Because you put your
mind to it.”
“More because I put points into it, but I guess it’s the same thing. Not even a
rough estimate?”
“More than five?” hedged Cho, “but probably less than two hundred?”
“See, hard numbers. Was that so difficult?”
“I’m not sure that’s really all that helpful,” said Hermione.
“Ah well. I suppose it doesn’t matter, when it comes down to it. Five or five
hundred, I can accommodate them.”
“Are you sure we should be going to the Hog’s Head?” asked Luna, as they
passed The Three Broomsticks.
“It’s more out of the way,” replied Hermione. “We can better control who’s there
watching us.”
“I don’t see why I had to come,” complained Sparkle.
“Silence, of course. You’re another layer of protection for us. Anyway, you haven’t
been in many adventures recently, your XP total hasn’t gone up much lately, has it?”
“No, I guess it hasn’t. Okay, you convinced me.”
Fred and George waved to them as they passed the joke shop, and one of them
stuck his head out the door and shouted “We’ll be down in just a moment!”
Susan waved to them, and continued on.
Entering the “pub,” Susan looked around in disgust.
“Honestly, do these people not know they have magic? How can anything get
dirty when a simple wave of the wand and a word or two will set things right?”
“I think it’s more about atmosphere than anything else,” said Hermione, unsure of
herself.
“The place has that aplenty,” said Luna, slowly revolving in place and looking the
walls up and down. There were only a few other patrons in the place, none of whom
seemed to pay the group any mind. Susan stepped up to the counter.

“Yeah?” said the barman, an older man with long, grey hair and a beard. He was
powerfully built, and a stub of a cigar was held in his teeth.
“Eight butterbeer, please,” she said.
“One Galleon,” said the guy.
Susan shook her head, managing to not slam the bartender’s head against the
bar for so casually ripping everyone off. Nearly two thousand dollars worth of gold for a
couple of sodas. I will never understand the wizard world as long as I live.
She handed him one, and took the bottles the man handed over. She had to blow
the dust off, and asked Sparkle for a quick Hygiene in case there was any tetanus
growing on them.
They sat in silence a moment, and Susan began to wonder if anyone else was
coming. The door opened, dinging the bell that was over it, and the bartender looked up
from pretending to clean a glass. (The default action for any NPC bartender in any
world, except for maybe those dancing ones in Secret of Mana)
People starting pouring into the place.
They didn’t stop until the cigar dropped out of the man’s mouth, falling forgotten
to the floor.
Susan started to silently laugh, finally building up to full blown guffaw.
“Stop moving around, I’m trying to count!” shouted Fred. Others were already
pulling tables and chairs over by Susan to make one big table.
“Hi, can I get 58 butterbeers please?” Fred asked the barman. Still a bit shocked
the man grumbled “Wait a second,” and disappeared into a back room. He came back
out carrying a case, and sliced it open with a knife he pulled out from under the bar. He
started handing out bottles.
“Cough up, everyone! I’m not that rich, yet,” joked Fred. Money showered him,
and he passed it over.
Finally, everyone settled down when Susan stood up. She was smiling broadly.
She also got an 8 on her Speaking check, which wasn’t great, but wasn’t bad either.
“Thanks for coming everyone, this is fantastic! I am really glad to see you all here today!
No, check that, I am ecstatic!”
“So what’s this all about?” asked one boy. “Neville just said something about
having a proper class? But you’re running the show?”
“You have a problem with that?”
“Nah, I’ve seen you fight a couple of times. It’s just I’m pretty sure I remember
you saying you couldn’t train us, years ago.”
There was a general agreement.
“Before I say anything, Sparkle, if you would?”
“Sure. Silence,” she cast, defining an area around the group. A magical circle
appeared under the tables, rotated slightly, and vanished.
Many people gasped. “Did that cat just cast a spell?”
Susan held up her hands. “Please do not be bamboozled by the talking cat. This
is a magical village, and I have seen three more fantastic things just on the way here.”
“Yeah? Name them.” said a witch.
“Okay, you’ve got me there. She is pretty amazing, and I’ll explain everything

about her, and myself, that I can- later. To answer your question, you’re right. I won’t be
teaching you. Unless Hermione has made any progress deciphering that spell I gave
her?” She looked over at Hermione.
Who shook her head. “Sorry. I have no idea how those magical equations
translate into a wand motion.”
“Pity. Anyway, what I am going to give you is a place to practice. In this place you
will find the original barrier field created by Professor Quirrell, so we can practice in
complete safety. Also away from any prying eyes, such as might be attached to our oh
so cuddly Defense teacher. After last term the Headmaster asked me to look after it,
and now I see why the crusty old goat did so. He guessed we would be here today!
Once you enter the place I have in mind you will be taught by my good friends,
Hermione, Harry and Ron. Each has something unique to teach you, be it their
experience of events these past years at school or fighting styles you may not be aware
of. But more important than that, you will be teaching yourself. Learning your own limits
and strengths. Because that, my friends, is just as important a lesson as any you could
learn from any of us.”
“Why should we bother?” asked a boy. “The papers say it’s impossible for you
know who to be back. He’s dead. Gone. You even got in trouble with Professor
Umbridge for saying it.”
“Go ahead and believe that, if it makes you feel better. But do you think evil itself
died with him? Voldemort was once a boy, much like you, named Tom Riddle. He had
dreams, and hopes, and desires. He ate at the very tables you eat at, in the great hall.
He took the same classes you take. So tell me, what’s to stop the dark lord of our
generation if we just sit on our wands in Defense class and do nothing? You don’t have
to believe me, but look out there, at the world. Would you feel better not knowing how to
defend yourself, should you need to?”
“Well, I just want to know one way or the other. I don’t know who to believe.”
“I will be happy to tell you the story. In fact I’ve already written it, and you can
take a copy with you. I was going to publish it, but Headmaster Dumbledore cautioned
me to wait. Harry and I both saw him return. More terrible than he ever was, and again, I
will explain why- later. Right now I just want to know how many of you are with me, and
willing to put the time in.”
“Did you really fight off ten dementors?” asked a girl.
A few more than that, but that’s need to know only.
Harry and Susan nodded. “I produced my Patronus and used the knives Susan
had made, the only thing we’ve found that destroys them.”
“Made? What are you, part Goblin?” asked a boy, looking at Susan.
She chuckled. “No. My magic allows me to create weapons and such, but I have
no idea how close my technique is to that of the goblin’s. Because I have never seen
their technique. But it works, and that’s all that matters.”
“What else have you made?”
“Oh, I make stuff for Harry, Hermione and Ron every Christmas. Trinkets and
such, you understand. I’ve made their wands return to them if lost, and be harder to
break. Ron can make food out of nothing-”
“That’s impossible!” one boy protested.
“Better show them, Ron.”

“Sure thing.” He got out his Conjure Foodstuffs item and activated it, creating a
heap of simple bread, fruits and cheese.
“Okay, it’s not impossible,” said the boy. “And you call that a trinket?”
George reached over for an apple and bit into it. “Cheers.”
“As I was saying, I made Professor Hagrid’s dragon. It’s a magical construct, not
a real creature.”
“I wondered why he was allowed to keep it,” muttered one boy.
“Hermione’s robes are like armor and will never decay-”
“What about that sword in the Headmaster’s office?” asked another girl.
“Yup, a bunch of you saw me make that, right? I put some magic on that to make
it sharper and unbreakable, as well.”
“You’ve made all that stuff in just a couple of years? Do you know how much
Goblins charge for even one sword?”
“Ever wonder why I never took Potions class? That’s the reason, I was making
that stuff instead.”
There was a general amazement.
“But remember, I’m not the one teaching you. You should be asking Harry and
the others about the quality of their coin, because that’s where you’re going to be.”
“But they’ve been with you through most of the battles you’ve been in,” said a
boy.
“Yeah, they all helped with those dwarves.”
“And I caught Ron practicing something,” said a girl, blushing. “I wasn’t sure what
he was doing, but he was jumping around and pretending to fight a bunch of people, I
think. It was pretty impressive, whatever it was.”
“Thanks,” said Ron.
“And everyone knows Hermione is top of the class,” said a boy. “She’s always
getting points for Ravenclaw. We know what they can do, it’s the same stuff we can do.
They just seem to be better at it, because they hang around you and get attacked all the
time.”
“Sign us up,” said a boy. “If it means getting the full story, and maybe giving you
some gold to have an item or two made, the extra work will be worth it.”
There was a lot of nodding of heads.
“Yeah, down with Umbridge!” said another boy.
“I can’t stand her classes. Just sitting there reading,” said a girl. “Please!”
“Very well,” said Susan. “Anyone not committed to this, please leave now.”
She waited. Everyone looked around to see if anyone else would leave, but no
one did.
“Excellent,” Susan said, obviously pleased. “You’ve made me proud, all of you!
Now for the insurance. Pocket Dimension.”
Susan pulled out a rolled up parchment out of nowhere, and several people
whistled. She began to fix the magical formula and symbols in her mind, casting the
spell from writings, and a magical circle appeared on the table. Seconds later, a paper
and quill popped into existence, and Susan rolled hers up again. She picked up the
quill.
“This,” she said, maintaining the Contract spell, “is a Contract spell. I am going to
write out a few terms, and you will all sign your name to the bottom. Not that I don’t trust

you, or anything, but I would rather not have one of you go running to Ms Umbridge
when you leave here. This,” she tapped the paper, “will make sure of that. You will be
able to read what I wrote, and you can still leave at any time. Now then…”
Susan began to write, and the others crowded around.
S.T.F.U.
Susan’s Training Force Underground
We, the undersigned, agree that all activities pertaining to the group S.T.F.U are
to be discussed* only among ourselves. Forbidden subjects are:
1) Combat exercises conducted within Susan’s Personal Dimension. Times,
dates, frequency of meetings, or any variation thereof relating to this topic
2) Meetings or other strategy sessions pertaining to Voldemort or other dark
wizards and witches such as Death Eaters or other lawbreakers. This includes evil or
dark creatures such as Dementors
3) Susan’s Fabrication or Imbuing items or weapons that are given to members
4) Information about how Natural Magician magic functions
*Where discussed means in writing, sign language, any means of verbal
communication, speaking in dreams, semaphore, Morse code, or any other means of
communicating ideas to another.
Susan signed her name and passed the quill to Hermione.
“This is magical in some way?” someone asked as she bent to sign. “Where did
the ink come from you used to write that?”
“Ah, yes, allow me to go into detail. Remember last year, when I was quite upset
about my inclusion into the Triwizard Tournament?”
“We remember the shouting,” said one boy.
“Well, when asked why, exactly, a new name couldn’t be chosen I was told I was
under a magical binding that would force me to compete, even if I did not wish to do so.
I did not test this theory, but this paper is the embodiment of that same spell. When you
sign you are magically bound to the terms of the contract. For example, you will not be
able to speak to someone who is not also here, right now, under any circumstance,
about what we do for S.T.F.U. If I give you a ring with a spell that makes you faster you
will not be able to mention it to anyone. If someone asks you, “How does Susan’s magic
work” the contract will force you to say “I don’t know” or remain silent. Like I said, I’m
protecting myself and all the rest of you with this. You can still walk away.”
“I just wanted to know what I was signing, that’s all.”
“Honestly, S.T.F.U?” asked another girl.
“We needed some name,” Susan said with a shrug.
“How do we get out of it?” asked Luna. “Once we are all heroes and want to give
interviews for the paper.”

“We all sign another Contract that says ‘I, the undersigned, release all parties
from the S.T.F.U. contract.’ *Poof* it’s gone, and you can talk about it freely.”
“Sounds reasonable.”
Everyone signed. With the last signature the quill vanished, and Susan felt the
magical drain on her systems go away.
“Great,” she said, grabbing the contract up and shoving it into her Pocket
Dimension. “Let me show you were we’ll all be training.”
Everyone went outside and followed Susan down the road a ways. When she felt
the group had gone far enough, and no one was around, she stopped.
“This might take a moment, prepare yourselves!”
She got out another packet of paper from her Pocket Dimension and started
reading. Magical symbols appeared before her, and when the spell was nearly done she
shoved the papers under her arm and thrust her hands out, palms facing away from
each other. She made a dramatic pulling apart motion, and before the assembled group
a tear opened before them, leading them to a field of flowers. Off in the distance,
mountains could be seen, and in a slight valley to the west, a lake. She stepped through
and motioned everyone to follow. They looked around in wonder.
“Welcome to my Personal Dimension,” she said with a smile. “Sparkle, if you
please?”
“Of course,” said Sparkle, and went out to cast the Illusion that the tear wasn’t
there.
“You own a dimension?” a boy said.
“It’s an extension of where you see me pulling stuff from all the time. That spell
opens a small hole, big enough and short lived enough to take a single object through.
This, on the other hand,” she spread her hands wide. “Gets created from my own
imagination, and the door can accommodate anything that will fit through.”
“What’s that?” asked a girl, pointing to a cottage off in the distance.
“My lab, mainly. I figured I might need a private place to work, and there’s no
place more private than this. Off to your right you’ll see the practice field, where the spell
barrier has already been set up. I’ve been given the activation spell, but of course a
wanded wizard will have to do that. So, what do you think?”
“It’s your happy place,” remarked Luna, falling on her back and looking up at the
sky.
“Well, yes, this particular scene was pulled from my mind when I created it. So I
suppose you could say this is my ideal environment.”
“Are you sure you aren’t a god?” asked Neville, sliding up to her.
“What, just because I can do a piece of magic that opens a temporary hole to a
temporary dimension? I die and this all goes poof you know.”
“I would suggest not dying.”
“Yeah, that would be ideal.”
“So when are we meeting?” asked one boy.
“Yeah, some of us still have Quidditch practice,” said Cho icily.
Harry shrugged. “Honestly, would you rather be flying around or in here, learning

to fight?” he asked.
“With a group this size?” asked Susan. “Probably when more than 10 people
want to. We don’t all have to be here at once, after all. The problem is that we won’t be
able to have the entrance in the same place every time. I also don’t want to keep it open
while we’re in here. Even with Illusion magic covering it, someone is bound to stumble
into it. In fact, I’d go so far as to say that’s your problem. I provide the door, you guys
figure out where to put it so it doesn’t get found. You guys can charm things to do
whatever you want, I can’t. What we need is something like the entrance to the
Hogwarts Express. Non-Magical people just walk right by, but we magic users know it’s
there and slide through to the station. Figure something like that out. I can’t do
everything for you!”
“So you can make objects with magic, but not something like a portkey?” asked a
girl.
“Right. Your charms wear out when you do them. My magic doesn’t. But while
you can charm objects all day long, it takes me weeks to do a single object. So it’s a
trade off. I could make an object that could Teleport you, but with this number of people
school would be over by the time I was finished.”
“I see. That is more like Goblin magic. Weird.”
“There are two secret passageways in the castle Filtch doesn’t know about,” said
Fred. “One of them is collapsed, could your magic clear it?”
Susan nodded. “Sure, there’s a Passageway spell I could do once. Still, it would
be suspicious if a bunch of people were always going to a certain place at a certain
time. Wait a second, porktey you said, right?”
“Uh, yeah? What about it?”
“I had a thought. When we went to the Quidditch cup, the portkey activated at a
certain time. Could one of you make up some object like that? You could carry it, and
every night at a certain time if you’re alone and want to come, hold it while it activates. It
takes us to the secret passage, where I’ll be waiting with the door open.”
“That might set off some kind of alarms though,” said Hermione. “Hogwarts: A
History doesn’t go into exactly what the protections are.”
Everyone thought for a moment.
“Just think about it, okay? We don’t need to decide now, and it might take some
time to set up. I want to wrap this up, having that open doorway into this place makes
me uneasy.”
“Anything else we need to discuss?” asked Harry, looking over the thong of
people.
“What exactly can Hermione and Ron teach us?” asked a boy.
“Hermione is our spell expert,” said Susan. “If you can’t get a spell quite right,
she can probably correct what you’re doing wrong. Also, she only has to see a spell a
couple of times, or once, to learn it. So she knows a wide variety of magic and she’s
extremely precise. That means she’s really good at doing spells, because precision is
important. Ron is our fighting master. I want you all to start practicing some other form
of defense apart from magic. He can teach you an unarmed fighting style, but if you
prefer to learn something like a sword or throwing knives, we’ll work something out.”
“Why bother?” asked a girl.
“An excellent point. Can I see your wand a second?”

“Uh, okay?” She got out her wand and handed to Susan, who immediately
chucked it into the grass away from the group.
“Hey, what did you-”
Susan slapped her, rolling Unarmed untrained, and putting 10 energy into
COOrdination to make sure she connected. The girl wasn’t expecting it, so didn’t dodge,
and Susan connected. With her 3 STRength, she didn’t do more than a point of nonlethal, but it still stung.
“OW! What are you doing?”
“What are you going to do about it?” asked Susan, putting her fists on her hips.
“You’ve been disarmed, and now you’re totally helpless. If you knew an unarmed
fighting style I would never have connected. Don’t rely on your tiny stick of wood for
your defense, because you could be caught without it at any time. In fact that’s lesson
one for all of you. Target the wand of the wizard you’re fighting, and the battle is over.
Once they don’t hold that stick, there’s going to be nothing they can do.”
“Okay, okay,” she said, rubbing her cheek. “Point taken. Can I have my wand
back now?”
Someone ran over and retrieved it.
“Thanks.”
“Anything else?” Susan shouted.
Everyone looked around, but no other issues were raised. “Okay. I’ll write up
everything I can about what questions I think you’ll have, and leave it here. You can
read it on your next visit. Get me the time that’s best for you over the next few days, and
we can work out a schedule of some kind. Thanks for coming, everyone. First one out
checks to make sure the coast is clear!”
Everyone filed out, and Luna got up from where she was laying.
“You could live in here,” she remarked. “If you can make food, and that water
down there is drinkable.”
“I could. I would just lack one other very important thing.”
“What’s that?”
“Friends.”
“Good thing you’ve got some that would offer to come with you then, isn’t it?”
Susan smiled. “Yeah, I guess so.”
Leaving the Personal Dimension and watching the door close, Susan rubbed her
hands together. “This all went better than I expected. I’ve always wanted my own cult.”
“Excuse me, I don’t think we’re a cult,” said Hermione.
“No? Well, I can dream, can’t I? Anyway, I must have been making some kind of
impression all these years. Sure, I wished the number was closer to two hundred, but I’ll
settle for 60 or so. They won’t be fighting Death Eaters any time soon, those guys have
decades of experience over us. But they won’t be easy meat for anything that does
happen to attack them, either.”
“I’m pretty excited,” said Neville. “I want to see how far I can go, and make my
parents proud of me. Maybe one day I’ll be in the Order, too.”
“They would be lucky to have you,” said Ginny.
“Thanks.”
“What are we going to do about making sure that many people aren’t

discovered?” said Harry.
“We’ll take a page from the terrorist playbook. Hermione, that’s your homework.
Look up how terrorist groups function and not get caught.”
“Okay,” she said. “I have an idea for letting people know where to meet too, but
I’ll have to look up exactly how it works.”
“That’s great! I knew you would come through. No combat training indeed.”
“Is that Contract spell of yours a thing, or did you fake it and are relying on the
psychological effects to make sure people don’t let knowledge of S.T.F.U. slip?” asked
Luna.
“It’s a thing. You’re all magically bound, now, like it or not.”
“Okay. I just wanted to know how guarded I needed to be. But if I really can’t let
our secrets out, it’s less of a concern.”
“Don’t worry then.”
“What I’m worried about is me teaching other people Kung Fu,” said Ron. “I’m
still learning it myself!”
“Then it’ll be excellent practice for you,” said Susan. “We’ll break up the sessions,
half magic, half other weapon. That means you being there every time, Ron, so maybe
you’ll have to borrow Hermione’s Tireless item, or maybe I’ll make you one. It’s going to
be a busy year, with O.W.L exams coming up and everything. I hope we can fit it all in.
What I really need is a spell to get you a full night sleep in a shortened time. That would
be less dangerous than not sleeping at all.”
“S.T.F.U could also do study sessions outside the Dimension,” said Hermione.
“That’s allowed, after all. We do it all the time anyway, the common rooms are always
packed with people studying.”
“Good point. We’ll see how it all goes, we’ve got the whole year ahead of us.
Time to iron out these little wrinkles. I tell you, I’m looking forward to it.”
“Me too,” said everyone else, and laughed.

69
Admonishments
Time: The next day
Place: Outside the entrance to the great hall
“Oh, come on!” said Harry, after reading decree twenty five, which banned all
“Student Organizations, Societies, Teams, Groups and Clubs” unless permission was
granted by Her Pinkness.
“Of course,” said Susan, “There is a loophole big enough to drive a truck
through.”
“What’s a truck?” asked Ron automatically.
Susan rolled her eyes. “The point being, all of those things are defined as “a
regular meeting” so as long as the “Organization, Society, Team, Group or Club” meets
only irregularly they would be fine.”
“Odd of Her Pink and Fluffy Self to be so inexact,” said Hermione.
“Like I keep saying, we don’t know she’s any good at her job,” said Ron.
“How did The Pink Menace find out about it anyway?” asked Harry. “There’s no
way any of us told her.”
“Hard to hide that many kids in the Hog’s Head, especially when Susan gets up
to talk to them all,” said Ron. “Even with a silence spell going, anyone would have seen
something was up.”
“I guess you’re right,” said Susan. “Still, the first one didn’t stop us, neither will
the second.”
“There is another loophole,” said Hermione shrewdly. “When we’re not at the
school, we’re not students, we’re just kids. When we’re in the Dimension, we’re not at
school. Plus, we aren’t a “Student Organization” at all, are we? We’re a cult.”
“Wait a second, you said we weren’t a cult just yesterday!”
“We are now. Cults aren’t banned!”
“I’ve got… my own cult… and I’m dancing!” singsonged Susan, doing a little
swaying motion.
“Well, Neville was saying something about you being a god, right?” asked Ron.
“Yeah, I keep telling him I’m not though. Goddess, maybe. If I’m a god, what’s my
dad? He’s way more powerful than I am, according to my mother.”
“Why is that, do you think?” asked Hermione. “Mixing with our DNA that isn’t
totally compatible with his?”
“In my terms, I think he had access to different backgrounds than I did. He
always said to my mother he was a very special case, and that’s why he was able to
travel between worlds like he did.”
“But you said that was external, not his own power, right?” asked Harry.
“Right. I mean to say it was because of his unique backgrounds he was chosen
to do it out of the available candidates. I just got access to the more ‘plain’ magical
backgrounds. If that makes sense.”
“We’ll take your word for it,” said Ron.
All that day, Susan had to field questions about people concerned they might be
expelled. Susan explained to them their new status as a “cult,” and meeting irregularly.

“I’m not sure about having you as the object of a cult,” one older boy said to her.
“Then don’t. It’s a cult of Susan’s Magic, or just magic in general. That’s vague
enough, right?”
“Yeah, I suppose.”
“We had to go ask The One of the Pink for permission to reform our Quidditch
team,” said Cho at lunch. “And I hear she’s making the Gryffindor team sweat, as she
hasn’t given them permission yet.”
“That’s a funny thing to do,” said Harry.
“It’s possible she still believes you’re on the team, Harry.”
“In for a bit of a shock then, isn’t she?”
“Maybe more than one,” said Susan with a smirk.
It was in History class, with Ron’s Scribe item taking notes, that Hermione
noticed an owl with a hurt wing looking sadly into the classroom. It was staring at Harry,
and had a piece of parchment attached to its leg.
Susan created a Teleportal and reached through, making the owl jump a bit. But
it dutifully climbed on her arm and she pulled it through. If Professor Binns noticed this
action he gave no sign, continuing his monolog about giant wars. That’s wars between
giants, not just really big wars.
“There’s something wrong with her wing,” Harry whispered.
“What?” Susan hissed, her 1 point Poor Sense: Hearing finally making an in
character appearance.
“Her wing!”
Susan shook her head and shoved a pen at him.
Her wing, he wrote.
Obviously, she wrote back. I could use Healing but it would heal at that funny
angle. You better take it after class to be looked at.
Right.
Harry took the parchment, and it looked up at the window again, then back at
Harry.
“Just stay here for now,” he whispered to it, and the owl started preening its
feathers back into shape.
After class, the group went to find Professor Grubbly-Plank.
“Why couldn’t you hear me?” asked Harry.
“You were whispering, and I have a one point Poor Sense weakness for hearing.”
“You’re hard of hearing?” asked Ron.
“WHAT?”
“I SAID-” Susan was smiling at him.
“Just slightly. It ties in with my Deep Sleeper really well. I’m a little hard of hearing
so it’s hard to wake me up, get it? Normally it’s not an issue, I mean how often do you
make hearing based Perception checks? But that time you were whispering so it went
into play.”
“I see. I’ll keep that in mind. Anyway, what do you think happened to this owl?”
“I think it got attacked. What was the note?”

“Oh, right. Here.”
Come visit me tonight. S.B.
“I think Stubby Boardman wants to see you tonight,” remarked Ron.
“Who?” asked Harry. “You don’t think it’s Sirius?”
“Oh, it’s probably serious, otherwise Stubby wouldn’t have sent you the note.”
Harry rolled his eyes. “You’re channeling Fred and George now?”
“I call them where I see them.”
They knocked on the door of that staffroom.
“Yes?” said Professor McGonagall, looking to see who it was. “Harry, why are
you carrying an owl through the halls?”
“It’s hurt, I thought I should let Professor Grubbly-Plank know.”
“Couldn’t you have healed it, Susan?” she asked, as she opened the door and
motioned them in.
“Sparkle could have done it, but she hates History of Magic class. She’s off
sleeping somewhere. My Healing would have worked, but it’s being held funny, and I
wanted to make sure it wasn’t broken. If it was it might heal wrong, which would be
worse.”
“Good thinking,” said Professor Grubbly-Plank. “We’ll make some fine Care of
Magical Creatures graduates out of you yet. I’ll take it from here, don’t you worry!”
“Thank you.”
“You do realize-” Minerva said, “that any communication between Hogwarts and
the outside world can be intercepted?”
“Hey, if we needed to send a letter it would be via Susan Express, and appear
directly. You should know that, you got her very first one,” protested Harry. “Tell what
you told me to Stubby Boardman, he’s the one sending me letters at school!”
She mouthed “Stubby Boardman?” and then realized who he was talking about.
“I shall be sure and mention it the next time I see him.”
The rest of the day passed in the normal fashion, one hour at a time, and finally
after dinner Susan stepped Harry, Sparkle, Hermione and Ron through a Teleportal
back to the Order’s base.
Someone heard them, came running, and tripped over something. Tonks slid out
of the kitchen and skidded to a halt in front of them. She looked up.
“Oh, hi everyone!” she said brightly. “Everything okay?”
“We were about to ask you the same question,” said Susan, offering a hand.
“Thanks. I’m fine. What brings you back here?”
“Sirius wanted to see us,” said Harry, holding up the note.
“Oh, okay. He’s due back any minute now, come and sit down.”
Looking around, the house seemed slightly cleaner than before, it was obvious
more work had been done since Susan and her friends went back to school, but not a
lot.
“School going okay?” asked Tonks.
“Eh, you know how fifth year is,” said Hermione.

“Hah, don’t remind me!” said Tonks. “But Auror training is worse, believe me. Still,
I sympathize. Piles of homework?”
“Loads,” said Ron. “I don’t know what we would have done without Susan’s
magic, letting us stay up late without getting tired.”
“Still, we’re learning loads, and that’s important.”
“Good. Defense training going okay?”
“If you call sitting around doing nothing ‘okay’ it’s going a treat,” said Harry.
“Because that the only instruction we’re getting.”
“If you wanted to pop back here for some lessons, there’s usually someone
around. I’m sure anyone in the order would be glad to give you some pointers.”
“Really?” asked Susan. “You think so?”
“Sure, why not?”
“Hermione?” asked Susan knowingly.
“Yes,” she said, “I know what you’re thinking. I can pick up some new stuff for…
for… Hey, it really works!”
“What does?”
Susan smiled. “Oh, just a… I can’t tell you,” she finished lamely. “Huh. How about
that?”
“They’ve formed a secret society to practice their battle spells in Susan’s
Personal Dimension,” said Sparkle.
Every head turned to look at her.
“You never- Aarg, I can’t even say that!” Susan howled in frustration.
“Sadly, Susan’s Contract is now working against her, because she can’t tell one
of her allies about the plan either. I guess she forgot cats can’t hold a pen. So I never
signed, and am free to talk about it.”
“And a good thing, too, otherwise this would have been a really awkward
conversation.”
“Outsmarted yourself, huh?” Tonks grinned.
“Apparently,” said Susan, ashamed.
There was a *pop* and Sirius shouted “Anyone home?”
“We’re in here Sirius!” shouted Tonks. He walked in.
“Harry! You got my message, great to see you again. How are you!”
“Fine, thanks. You?”
“Oh, couldn’t be better. Working for the Order is just like old times. And greetings
to the rest of you, of course.”
They all said hello.
“So, heard you guys formed some kind of group to fight Voldemort at the
school?”
Shock registered on their faces.
“Yeah,” said Tonks, “They were just not telling me about it.”
“The Hog’s Head, I tell you.” He and Tonks chuckled.
“But… silence spells! Precautions! How?” sputtered Susan.
“You guys are still being watched by our side, you know?” said Sirius. “Just in
case.”
“Thanks a lot, Hermione!”
“Well I’m sorry I don’t have ranks in Intrigue or whatever.”

“Points,” clarified Sparkle. “Ranks would be a different system. I mean world.”
“Whatever.”
“So tell me all about it!” said Sirius.
“Well, I’d be happy to,” said Sparkle sweetly, while Susan stewed.
Sirius’ grin got wider as Sparkle told them what had happened at the first
meeting. “So she was the first to sign, probably wanting to show the others it was safe.
Sadly, she forgot to leave in a clause about telling you, or the Order. She just wrote
“discussed only among ourselves” so now she’s stuck. Anyway, then she…”
“Well, good for you!” said Sirius, when the story was finished. “It sounds like
you’ve got… most everything… under control, Susan.”
“Expect if you need help with something relating to S.T.F.U you won’t be able to
ask us for it,” said Tonks.
“At least not directly,” said Sirius. “Obviously if you say you need something and
you can’t tell us why, we’ll understand.”
“It was a good thought, don’t get us wrong. You should have run it by someone
first rather than just trying to do it all on your own. We’re here to help, you know?”
“Sorry,” said Susan honestly. “I know.”
“Don’t take it too hard,” said Sirius. “I made a similar mistake, and it cost a lot
more than some embarrassment. A mistake I can never repay…” He looked over at
Harry.
“Still, the problem of how to get everyone together at the right time and keep the
entrance hidden has to be solved. But I think Hermione is taking care at least part of
that.”
Hermione could neither nod or shake her head.
“Well, if there is anything, in general, that you need, don’t hesitate to not ask,”
Tonks was having trouble getting through that sentence for laughing.
“Are we doing the right thing? There is the danger of us being expelled,” said
Hermione.
“Only while she’s around. Once Voldemort shows himself, and he will, the
ministry will realize why you were doing it. So even if you somehow got caught, it
wouldn’t be forever,” said Sirius. “I say go for it.”
“Your mother isn’t too happy about the situation, Ron. And even less so that
Ginny’s involved. She thinks you’re all too young. But she admits you’ll probably all run
into danger in the future, given that you have in the past. But she does want you all to
be careful.”
“I understand,” said Ron.
“As long as you’re a little more subtle about things from now on, I’m sure it’ll go
well. We just wanted you to know you had to be extra careful. If we knew immediately
what you were doing, you can bet Dolores does. Thanks for coming.”
“Is there a way to get us messages that’s not by owl? That one you sent was
attacked, Sirius,” said Susan.
“We could leave them for you someplace.”
“That’s an idea. I could check once a day if you show me where they’ll be. And
did you get my message to the Headmaster?”
“Yes, right away. He said he would try his best. Come on, there’s a desk no one
uses, I’ll show it to you, we can leave messages there if we need to.”

“Great. Lead on!”
The next day, Hermione seemed to be making good use of her Research spell,
with her nose in the book whenever she wasn’t in class. She told all the impatient
people that came to see if any progress on the problem had been made to look for dead
end corridors and other nooks people normally didn’t go.
“If you want to help, that’s how to do it,” she said. “Make note of what floor it is,
and we’ll mark it on the map.”
“What map?” was the inevitable next question.
“The one I’ll give you later. Shoo!”
She set Ron and Harry to basically copying the Marauder’s Map Harry had onto
normal parchment. (Not the magical part, just the lines to get a map of the castle) Once
that was done, she had them draw grid lines and number each square that was created.
She then (“Give us a break, there’s more?” complained Ron. “I have Kung Fu to
practice!”) had them copy that 60 times, one for each person.
“My part is hard enough, just do it!”
Susan was actually impressed. They picked up the copying spell easily enough,
and sat there flicking their wands over the parchment, making copies of each floor of the
castle, then moving on to the next one. That would seriously tire me out.
Hermione, for her part, was Transfiguring Knuts into Galleons.
“Uh, I thought you needed a Philosopher’s Stone to turn metal into gold.” Susan
said. “My Creation magic can’t even make the stuff, and it can make just about
anything.”
“It’s not real gold, I’m just making them look like gold.”
“Ah, because being expelled for breaking the rules isn’t enough, you want to go
down for counterfeiting coinage as well. Gotcha.”
“You’ll see! Let me concentrate. I want to have my dramatic moment.”
“Point taken. Sorry.”
“How’s it going?” asked Luna, who dropped by.
“They are hard at work, using magic to solve a problem they had.” Susan
pretended to wipe a tear from her eye. “I’m just so proud of them.”
“Why wouldn’t they use magic?”
“HA! The stories I could tell you. Like this one time they were chasing
Crookshanks, who was after Ron’s rat, around the room instead of just levitating them
both off the bat. It took years for me to pound into their heads to think with magic. I
mean it’s bizarre. They come from a completely magical oriented society, right? Most
wizards don’t even know what electricity is. But rather than use magic, they chase a cat
around a room.”
“Maybe magic can’t solve all problems.”
“Not wanded magic, no. Rather than learn useful magic, they spend time learning
how to vanish a snail. What are they working on in charms class? Silencing frogs? Who
cares!?”
“They’re working their way up. That’s how it goes for us.”
“But it’s been years, and I still have to do most of the magic for the group. How

long until they can reliably do magic at my level?”
“Maybe they can, but you are just too impatient, and don’t give them a chance.”
“What?”
“If there’s something that needs doing, do you just wave your hand and do it, or
ask them if they know a spell that can help?”
Susan thought for a moment, back to all the times she showed her magic as
“superior” to theirs. Did she ever really give them a chance to shine? A ball of ice started
forming in her stomach because she knew the answer- No, she had not. In her quest to
show up everybody she tried to do everything, which didn’t allow her friends any room
to grow. With a shock, she had a revelation: I’m a terrible person! What have I been
doing all these years? I was trying to help them, but maybe I did more harm than good.
“I’m holding them back, aren’t I?” Susan said softly.
Luna shook her head kindly. “You have good intentions. You just need to learn to
trust they can stand on their own, too. That you don’t have to solve every problem on
your own. Believe in them, like they believe in you. I see that they do, that’s why they’re
working so hard for S.T.F.U, which is your baby.”
Susan gave a wan smile. “How do you see so clearly, Luna?”
“I look. And I listen. Some things you don’t need a background for, you know?”
“Now you’re just talking crazy talk.”
“Am I glad I’m not out in that,” said Harry, as rain pelted down the next evening
during the time for Quidditch practice. Hermione was still at work on her part of the
project, and Ron had asked for some training time, so Susan had let him into the
Dimension. Both were sitting in the common room, doing homework. Sparkle was curled
up on Susan’s lap, purring. “Giving up Quidditch did have a slight benefit.”
“Do you miss it?”
“Sure. Flying is great, and the feeling of winning all those house points all at once
made it worthwhile. But there’s more important things.”
“Yeah. It’s a weird sport anyway, to be played in all kinds of weather. I wonder if-”
Susan stopped cold. I just offered to show off again. But it’s a spell they obviously can’t
use… or is it? Could the Headmaster stop the rain if he wanted to?
“Wonder if what?” asked Harry, looking over at her.
“Nothing. Luna… nothing.”
“Okay.”
Fred and George spotted them, and hustled over.
“Could we see you?” asked one of the twins.
“Privately?” asked the other.
Susan looked around, no one was paying attention to them.
“Can you do a quieting spell or do you want to go someplace else?” she asked.
Yes, I didn’t offer my magic first, I can be taught!
“Oh, yeah, that would work,” said a twin, getting out his wand. He chanted and
pointed the wand, making a square around them.
“The thing is, we’re a little concerned about… something,” said a twin.
“Hopefully we don’t have to be too specific,” said the other.
“Go on…”
“You know the snackboxes we’re inventing?”

“The ones Hermione is always after you about? Sure. I was meaning to ask you
about those, actually.”
“Sure, but we really need to get going, so we’ll come to the point.”
“The point is, the Fever Fudge we’re testing has a curious side effect.”
“A side effect that will make the upcoming Quidditch practice a bit unbearable.”
“So we’re asking for your help.”
“What exactly do you want from me?”
The twins looked at each other. “They produce… sores.”
“And not the type that help one fly on a broomstick. Soars, get it? Quite the
opposite, in fact.”
“Oh, you want healing!”
“She understands, Fred!” said George.
“Thank the stars,” said Fred.
“You don’t want to go to Madam Pomfrey because she would ask questions more
uncomfortable than the sores, am I right?”
“Can we not dwell on it and get to the healing portion of the favor?”
Susan laughed. “Sure, but it’s going to have to be the knife for you fellows.”
“We don’t follow,” said the twins in union.
“Healing magic won’t work, because sores are not damage. But Alleviation magic
will, because it puts you to rights at once. Trouble is, you don’t want to stand there for
ten minutes while I cast the spell on you.”
“We would prefer it a little quicker than that,” said Fred.
“So the only other way is for me to stab you with the knife. Don’t worry, it won’t
hurt a bit.” Susan unstrapped the knife from her leg, and people in the room started
paying more attention. “Oh, can you kill the silence spell?”
“So they can hear our screams of agony?” said George, looking at the knife.
“You do have the right knife, right? Who puts healing magic into a knife anyway?”
“Someone that uses it to kill Dementors. The silence spell?”
“Fine,” Fred grumbled, and canceled the spell with his wand.
“Just a little test of an upcoming Fred and George product, nothing to be
concerned about everyone!” she said loudly to the room. People nodded and went back
to their tasks.“Shirts up, boys.”
The twins looked doubtfully at each other, then shook hands.
“Nice knowing you, George,” said not George.
“Likewise, Fred,” said not Fred.
They took their shirts up a little and Susan drove the blade into their bellies in
turn, slowly removing the knife and watching it heal the wound as it was drawn out. The
twins moved about a little as she strapped the knife back.
“Feels like they’re gone!” said Fred.
“We owe you one!” said George.
“I’ll be talking to you about those sweets, you can pay me back then,” said
Susan, a wicked glint in her eyes.
“Did we just put our names at the bottom of a blank contract, Fred?”
“I think we did, George.”
“See you boys. Have a good practice!”
Thunder rolled in the distance, and the twins groaned.

70
Not Too Old to Begin the Training
Time: The next morning
Place: Great Hall
“Harry, you look terrible!” said Susan as Harry came to the table for breakfast the
next morning.
“I didn’t sleep well last night,” he replied.
“Excitement about S.T.F.U?”
“No, dreams.”
“Like what?”
“I don’t know. Arithmancy I guess? Some kind of formula that I was working on
and close to perfecting.”
“Formula? That does sound like a nightmare,” said Ron. “No wonder you were
tossing and turning last night.”
“Sorry if I kept you up.”
Formula? It better not be…
Susan took one of her spell formula out of her Pocket Dimension. “It wasn’t
something like this, was it?”
Harry looked it over. “Yeah, it was exactly like this. How creepy is… oh no. You
don’t think-”
Susan nodded sadly. “Unfortunately, that’s exactly what I think. Is that even
possible?”
“I’ve been feeling really focused lately, is it because he’s feeling really focused?”
“That would be a scary proposition,” said Hermione. “And suggestive of a deeper
connection between the two of you than was previously known. Your scar has hurt in the
past, right? This may be some secondary connection between you two.”
“Great. Make it stop.”
“I’m not sure even my magic could do that. Especially without fully understanding
what’s going on. I mean, is it your mind? Your soul? I wonder…”
“What?”
“I’m just thinking about those objects we destroyed before. They held pieces of
his soul, right?”
“Right,” said Hermione. “That’s how he was able to come back, right? Using one
of those pieces of soul and implanting it into a body.”
“My thought is, what if there’s more of them? Even here, inside the castle?”
“How would we ever find them?”
“Good question. The point is, what if they’re sort of a booster antenna that Harry
can sort of latch into somehow?”
“What’s an antenna?” asked Ron.
“Sends out or receives radio waves,” answered Hermione.
“What’s a radio wave?”
“We’re going to be here all morning, aren’t we?”
“Hey, the new Ron is curious about the world around him.”
“Anyway, it’s a thought. That would mean it was the soul, then?”
“Could be. It’s only a theory though,” answered Susan.

“Another theory is that he’s seen your spell formula enough because you two
grew up together,” said Hermione. “And he knows Voldi is probably working to master
Susan’s Magic, and so he had a regular nightmare about it.”
All of them looked at each other.
“Nah.”
“So is there anything we can do about it?” asked Ron.
“This sort of thing is without precedent, I’m afraid,” said Hermione sadly. “So
there’s really no Research we can do.”
“What a pity, I have like ten free minutes a day I could squeeze a bit more into,”
complained Ron.
“If you wanted, you could sleep in the Dimension,” offered Susan. “It might not
reach there.”
“Actually,” said Sparkle, looking up from her plate, “it probably would, if it’s the
soul.”
“How do you mean?”
“Souls can move interdimensionally, that’s how you can have them running
around Heaven or Hell. So naturally if their two souls are somehow connected, it
wouldn’t matter what plane they were in.”
“Oh, I didn’t think about that.”
“I can’t sleep there the rest of my life, anyway. I have to learn to deal with this.
Especially if it starts getting worse, now that he’s back.”
“It looks that way. Sorry, Harry.”
“This should take your mind off it,” said Hermione. “I got the coins done
yesterday.” She handed each of them a coin to look at.
“Super! What’s it do?” asked Ron.
“Pay careful attention, we’ll need to hand them out to everyone, as well as the
maps,” she said. “Now, you see this number…”
“So Hermione made these,” Susan said to a small group of her allies at lunch.
“Take one and a map.”
Everyone did so.
“You’ll see the map has been subdivided into squares, and each has been given
a number. That’s the section of the castle you’ll find the entrance when it’s your night.”
“How will we know it’s our night?” asked Luna.
“Good question!” She passed out a list of the names that had been signed onto
the Contract, each having a 1, 2, or 3 next to them. “Find your name and remember
your number. That’s what group you’re in. Now, the coins.” She took Luna’s coin and set
it on the table. “Hermione called this a Protean Charm and explained how it works.
Apparently when she changes her coin, the rest of them change to match. Which is
pretty neat, actually. Anyway, you see this long number here?”
Everyone did.
“The first digit is the group that is meeting that night. Right now you’ll see it’s 0,
as no group is going to meet until we’re sure everyone has a coin. In order to meet
irregularly, I’m going to roll this.” She held up a d8 with two fingers. The others looked at
it skeptically. “It seems appropriate for some reason. Anyway, this will determine which
group meets that night. We’ll meet every night, so if you miss one, another meeting will

happen shortly. If you miss too many feel free to stop in at a different number, but don’t
make a habit of it. Now the next number is the time, which will always be between six
and eight o’clock. You’ll have fifteen minutes from the time shown to get there, and then
we leave without you. The last digits are the numbers printed on the map, to know
where to meet that night. Got all that?”
“But won’t we still be meeting regularly if it happens every night?” asked a boy.
“Ah, but it won’t. Sometimes the die will roll a one or a two, and that means no
group will meet. It’s all random, not regular at all.”
“You’re cutting it very fine,” he said.
“Maybe, but do criminals really worry about gun laws?”
“What’s a gun?”
“Never mind. Ron also wishes me to remind you, don’t lose the counterfeit coin.
He has a brother that works for the bank, and he says they take a dim view of
counterfeiters. They have a standing army ready to send out after anyone who does it.
Got it?”
Everyone gripped their coin tightly and nodded.
“Good. See everyone at the first meeting.”
“I hope you’ll see me before then,” pouted Luna.
“You can come see me any time.”

The next afternoon, Susan rolled a 3 on her d8, so group 1 was going to meet
that night. She rolled 2d12, (getting a 12) as there were about 24 good hiding spots
around the castle, and set the time at 7:03. Hermione changed the coin with her wand
and said the others should have changed by now. They could hardly wait.
That night at 6:50, Susan, Harry, Ron, Hermione and Sparkle went to the end of
a dead end that had been chosen and Susan worked on opening her Personal
Dimension from writings. Sparkle had created the illusion that he hallway ended a bit
shorter than it actually did, so they had some room to work. At about seven people
started arriving, calling out “hello?” in a hushed voice. They got yanked and pulled
through the illusion.
At 7:08 Susan and Sparkle stepped through, and the door to the Dimension
closed. Every member of team 1 had shown up, no one was going to miss the first time,
after all.
“Right!” said Susan, after everyone was “inside.” “We’ll meet until 9:00, so that’s
an hour of magic and a little less for physical combat. Get to it. If anyone needs me I’ll
be down in my lab, Imbuing stuff.”
Susan, down in her cabin, could just see them out her window practicing
spellwork, and it looked like it was going well. The barrier, activated by Hermione, was
doing the job well and keeping everyone safe. Harry and Hermione moved about
everyone, making suggestions and corrections to wandwork, and it looked like Ron was
doing quite well. An hour later, there was a knock on her door.
“Who is it?” she singsonged in a falsetto, opening the door. “Hey, Hermione!
What’s up?”

“Three people say they’d rather learn the sword, and Harry said he probably
would too if you were serious about making him one. You said you would think of
something, have you?”
“Oh, I think I can accommodate them. Let’s go.”
“So what kind of a sword would you like to learn?” she asked the four not now
being taught by Ron. He seemed nervous when she glanced over at him, but at least
they were getting something out of it.
I hope.
Standing before here were two boys she didn’t know, Harry, and a girl. They
introduced themselves as Latasha, Daniel and John.
“What do you mean?” asked John.
“Well, there’s long swords, short swords, stabby swords, cutting swords. Did you
have a style in mind, is what I’m asking?”
“Can I get a ninja sword?” asked Daniel.
“Sure. How about you?” she asked the girl.
“I’m not that strong, so I was thinking maybe a rapier or a fencing sword?”
“Ah, a thrusting sword. Okay. How about you, John?”
“How about a Sword of Omens looking thing?”
“Not a problem, though if you want it to actually ‘work’ that’ll take some time and
some silver. What about you, Harry?”
“You know what I want!”
“A plastic bat? You got it.”
“I’m not sure that’s right.”
Susan laughed. “I know. I’m not sure what I could make that would simulate what
you want, as you might change your mind about knockout later once you’ve got some
experience with a sword. I’ll just make you a sort of tube, I guess. Give me a few
minutes.” She proceeded to cast Creation four times, and about five minutes later she
had what everyone had “ordered.” She made Harry a sort of energy blade made of
regular stuff. If you looked at it from the top, it would be a rod, and sticking out from the
rod were six thin, sharpened blades. Not very good for actual combat, but useful
enough for practice, she thought.
“But how are we going to practice?” asked John.
“That’s easy. For Sacrifices Made.” Twenty five soldiers appeared near Susan,
and she turned to them. “These four are your opponents. Fight them one on one. You
are not allowed to attack except after defending 10 times. You are only allowed to attack
at half speed. Do you understand?”
The figures nodded, and formed up into four rows.
“There you go. Every eleventh strike of yours better be a block. As you get better
I’ll let them attack more freely. Sorry I don’t know any sword masters, so you’ll just have
to learn in actual combat. Good luck!”
The four looked dubious, but realized it was the only chance they had.
“Wait a second,” said Latasha. “We can’t just carry swords around everywhere! If
we get disarmed from our wands, how is knowing how to use a sword going to help us?”
“Don’t worry, I’ve already got that covered. When you get better and find you
want to continue, I’ll put a spell on you so you can have it at hand when you need it.”

“Oh, okay.”
Susan had to heal a couple of wounds, even at half speed. It seemed actual
sword fighting was tiring, hard, and not very much like movies would have you believe.
“My arms are killing me!” said Harry when time was up. “I’ll be glad when my
blade is weightless, let me tell you.”
“I’m actually glad to hear it,” said Susan. “That means you really worked today.
Tomorrow you’ll be a little bit stronger. Keep it up.”
“I guess.”
“Well done, everyone!” shouted Susan. “I hope you all learned something, and
had some fun. I’ll see you all back here when your number comes up again.”
“How are we going to get out without being seen?” asked a boy.
“Easy. Sparkle is going to step out of the Dimension and throw up the Illusion
again. Then we’ll step through over the next few minutes when the coast is sure to be
clear.”
“See you in a moment,” said Sparkle, casting Dimension Step, and vanishing.
Lucky we found out the Dimension Step spell could work this way. It doesn’t have
to take you between earth and astral, it can be between Personal and Earth. Better start
opening the door, it’ll take a bit.
Susan cast from writings and opened the door back to the hallway, and peaked
out. The Illusion was in place, so she stepped through and looked out the tiny hole
Sparkle had made in the “brickwork.”
“Clear,” she said. “The first four of you, go!”
After a few minutes everyone was out, and Sparkle dropped Dimension Step,
appearing back in the Personal Dimension. She then stepped across again out the door,
and Susan closed it.
“That seemed to go well,” said Herimione as the girls made their way back to the
Ravenclaw dorm.
“I couldn’t quite tell from the cabin, we might have to move the barrier field a bit
closer. I’m glad to hear it, though! This might actually work!”
“Harry and Ron get three times the practice everyone else does, though.”
“They’re in three times as much danger, as presumably they’ll be standing next to
me when Voldi comes a knocking. You’re welcome at any meeting, by the way. Have to
tell the rest of Team Susan they are as well.”
“That’s true. I just worry they’ll not have enough time for homework at this rate.”
“It’s a matter of priorities, Hermione. Besides, practicing spells will save them
time, later. A lot of their homework comes from not mastering the magic of the day
someone’s trying to teach them. As they get more accurate with their wandwork, they’ll
need less time mastering spells.”
“I guess now that you mention it, they have been picking up spells faster. Ron
since he started working towards Magic Fu and Harry since… well, since Voldi came
back, to tell the truth. There’s still potions class though?”
“Who cares about potions? They don’t seem inclined to brew up any outside of
class. And isn’t that generally just a matter of following directions? How do you screw
that up?”

“You would think that, wouldn’t you? The problem is we’ve never had a place to
make them they won’t be disturbed.”
“I could get more ingredients if you guys wanted to do some potion making in the
Dimension’s lab. There’s room, and if I left a note of what you wanted to make, I’m sure
the Headmaster would be glad to provide it.”
‘The only trouble is, if they get it wrong they could burn the place down. That’s
why we have that class in the basement, I think. Less to catch on fire because of all that
stone. I don’t know why they seem to have such trouble.”
“Maybe it’s a matter of concentration. Perhaps with the discipline Ron will learn
from now teaching Martial Arts himself, he’ll improve. Or maybe away from Professor
Snape breathing down their neck…”
“He is applying himself to Arithmancy with a passion. It’s kind of nice, actually.”
“Oh? Is the new Ron catching someone’s eye, then?”
“Don’t be silly!” She looked away.
“I’ll give you the same advice I gave Ginny. Don’t wait to tell him your feelings.
You’ll regret it.”
“You sound like you speak from experience.”
“A little. My father could have kept his mouth shut when he met my mother. In
fact it would have been the smart thing to do! He knew he was leaving, why cause
himself further heartache down the line? But if he had done that, I wouldn’t exist. Just
because you think you might get hurt, or you’re worried you’ll only be together while
you’re in school because you’ll go in different directions after you graduate- have the
time together. Who knows what you might accomplish?”
“I’ll think about it.”
“Oh, so there’s something to think about!” she said, tickling Hermione.
“Stop!”
“What’s all that racket?” Argus voice came down a side passage.
Susan grabbed Hermione’s hand. “We’re running, Hermione! Invisibility!”
They made it back to the dorm, laughing and feeling good after a night of S.T.F.U.
Today was a good day.
The next day she rolled an 8, group 3, and that was the group Fred and George
were in, so after everyone went in she motioned them over.
Previously that day she had sent another message to the Headmaster when she
checked the desk at the Order’s Headquarters and put in a request for lots more potion
ingredients.
Harry, Ron and Hermione asked about making potions to help them out. Need
actual ingredients for useful brews.
Unfortunately, this was S.T.F.U business, so Susan found she couldn’t put her
hand through to deliver the note. She quickly rewrote it.
Need actual potion ingredients, can’t say why.
That afternoon when she went into the cupboard to step into her Personal
Dimension she found boxes full of potion ingredients, and spent the class time moving
them into the lab. She then set up a potion lab with tables and such in her cabin.
Good thing I thought of lots of rooms for this place.

“I suppose this is about the blank contract?” asked George.
“I guess we’ll get it over with. What do you want?” asked Fred.
“I want weapons,” said Susan, eyes alight. “And you two are going to make them
for me.”
“Us?” said the twins.
“We don’t know anything about weapons.” said Fred.
“You want Fletcher for that kind of stuff, right?” asked George.
“Nope, I know what I want. And it has Fred and George written all over it.”
“Why doesn’t it have George and Fred written all over it?” asked George. “How
come you always get to come first?”
“F comes before G, duh.”
“Anyway… I was thinking, these candies of yours, perhaps they could be
weaponized.”
“Hard to get someone to have a snack in the middle of a duel,” said Fred.
“I know that. I’m not stupid. What I’m asking is, can you make them better? For
example, a liquid that vaporizes on contact with air? Give us the antidote, throw a few
bottles around, and the other side goes down without casting a single spell. You might
not need words, but you still have to breathe, after all.”
“Maybe. Never thought it about,” said George.
“Or if you can’t do that, then how about a liquid, and put them into darts? Or
make it a contact poison, and just splash someone with it.”
“Inventive,” said Fred.
“Brilliant!” exclaimed George. “Think of the prank potential of an eyedropper full
of liquid!”
“Boys, focus! We are going to go against people who want us dead. I would
rather us not be murders. I want to incapacitate people, and get their wands away from
them. That way they will be harmless.”
Expect for one person, and I already have the weapon I’m going to use on him.
She considered Dolores Umbridge. Okay, maybe two people.
“Ah, and anything Fletcher sells you is likely to be lethal,” said Fred.
“Exactly. You’re developing stuff to make people ill already. I just want it taken
from sweets to a form that can be given to the unsuspecting or the unwilling.”
“Which brings us back to pranking,” said George. He held up a hand. “I know, I
heard you the first time. We’ll see what we can do. Is there a place around here we can
set up shop? Otherwise we’ll have to head to the base.”
“Come with me.” She led them to the cabin, where the potions lab was waiting for
them.
“We’ll get to work!” said both twins, grinning.
“Knew I could count on you!”
The next day there was a Quidditch match between Slytherin and Gryffindor.
“Are we going to the match?” asked Harry.
“The Monster in Pink will be there,” said Ron. “I’m staying in the castle and
working on Arithmancy, and then some ‘combat training with a focus on physical
prowess’ as she might say.”

“I’d like to check on the potions in the Dimension if you don’t mind opening the
door,” said Hermione. “I don’t trust Fred and George to not blow the place up. And I’d
like to get a few of my own started.”
“I suppose I should get some homework done, in case Susan doesn’t roll a one
or a two tonight,” said Harry. “Are you sure you can’t use healing magic on my arms?”
“Not damage, sorry. Or is it? That pain you’re feeling is your muscles getting
bigger. Tough it out, somehow I’ll make a man out of you! What I am saying, women
have to deal with more pain than men. Be a woman!”
Sparkle didn’t say anything because she was napping.
“I guess that’s that!” said Susan.
They later learned there was a bit of a scuffle between some Slytherin and
Gryffindor students, but it was quickly sorted out by the teachers that were there. They
didn’t hear anything about anyone being banned.
What they did hear, on the other hand, was that lights were on in Rubeus’ hut,
and that evening Susan Teleportaled them down to the door and knocked. Filbert was
outside, and looked them over critically. He seemed to recognize Susan, and bumped
his head on her.
“Hi there, Filbert,” she said, patting his head. “You kept him safe, I hope?”
Filbert nodded.
Wait, should Magical Ally be able to respond to questions?
The door opened.
“By the beard of Starswirl, what in the name of Equestria happened to you?” said
Susan, as she looked Rubeus over. He was, to put it mildly, a bit damaged. His face
was bruised and swollen, and he seemed to be favoring one leg.
“I’m on it,” said Sparkle, readying Regeneration.
“I’m fine, no need to go on about it,” humphed Rubeus. “I’ve had worse.”
“I will not stand here and do nothing when you are in pain,” said Susan. Sparkle
looked over at her. “That’s why I’m having Sparkle use Regeneration on you.”
He seemed to relax as his injuries faded. “Thanks.”
“The giants weren’t keen on you coming to see them, I take it?” asked Hermione.
“How did you- I mean, what are you talking about?”
“Oh come on. Headmaster Dumbledore last term suggested sending an envoy to
the giants, and then you disappear. It’s not rocket surgery.”
“What’s a rocket?” asked Ron.
“Gets you into space,” said Susan.
“Well, I hope no one else is as smart as you guys, or we’re all in trouble,” said
Rubeus.
“Don’t be stupid,” said Ron, grinning. “You can’t go into…” His grin faded as the
people from the technology world looked at him. “Space, huh?”
“Anyway, how did it go?” asked Harry. “You didn’t get that hurt just getting back
here, did you?”
“No, that was later. Anyway, can’t exactly tell you, can I? Top secret, this is.”

“Then I guess we can’t tell you what’s been happening around here while you
were gone,” said Susan. “Like us having to fight off nearly a dozen Dementors before
school started.”
“Or me nearly getting expelled,” said Harry.
“Or my learning Kung Fu,” said Ron.
“What’s Kung Fu?”
“Don’t you start, one is bad enough!” said Susan. “And anyway, we can’t tell you.
Top secret, and all that.”
“It is?” asked Ron.
Susan sighed. “Selectively.”
“Oh, I get it.”
“That’s blackmail, that is,” said Rubeus.
“More like trading intel. You tell us about your adventure, we tell you about ours.”
“Oh, very well!”
“Knew you would see reason in the end. So- giants!”
“Yeah, I’ve been in talks with giants.”
“How did that go?” asked Hermione.
“Actually, pretty well. We managed to find them right where Albus said and went
down the first day with our gift for the chief.”
“What was it?” asked Ron.
“We?” asked Hermione.
“Everlasting fire. Olympe was with me, didn’t I say? We presented it to the chief
and asked for an audience the next day. Wanted to take it slow, you know? I hate to
admit this, but they can be a little dim.”
“Can’t imagine why, their brains must be as big as my whole body,” said Harry.
“Well, they’ve got more body to run, don’t they? Anyway, they liked the fire and
the next day we gave them a helmet. Goblins had made it indestructible, see?”
“What, he didn’t trust me to do it? I bet they charged him a fortune. Go on.”
“Well, he listened to what we had to say, about staying out of any conflict with
humans. After all, there’s only about seventy or eighty left in the world, using them as
soldiers would wipe them out totally.”
“Sounds reasonable, though I can’t see the species ever bouncing back,” said
Hermione.
“Yeah, real shame that. So we said he should think it over, and we would be back
the next day to talk it over some more.”
“He didn’t get killed or something in the night!?” asked Ron.
“No, he was fine. What would make you say that? Though it was strange,
Olympe and myself half expected it as we came down the mountain. Could have sworn
Death Eaters were involved as well, but no, he was just sitting there, same as the last
two days.”
The others traded glances.
“What?”
“Just a local project. Something that keeps cropping up, we can tell you later. Go
on with the story.”
“Not much else to tell. We gave him a gift of dragon skin, and the chief said he
would stay out of human affairs so his race didn’t get killed off. Then we started back.”

“That doesn’t explain how you got hurt,” said Susan. “Did something attack you?”
“Nah, that was personal, me getting hurt. Nothing to do with the mission, so you
just never mind. I did want to talk to you about Filbert, though.”
“Oh?”
“He seems to be getting, I don’t know what you would call it. More aware? More
awake? Should he be doing that?”
“Honestly, he’s not supposed to be out as much as you have him out. He’s a
temporary ally made of magic. My book tells me how to cast the spell, but that’s it.
You’ve kept him out for years now, and who knows what that means for the spell.”
“He isn’t dangerous, is he?”
“Only to people dangerous to you. He still follows your commands I take it?”
“Yeah. It’s just he seems to know sometimes what I’m about to ask him, and he
just does it.”
“Interesting. I’d be excited to get a full record of his progress in another ten years
or so, see if the trend continues.”
“You think he’ll get even smarter?”
“I have no way to predict that. You’re charting new territory for us both, keeping a
spell active that long. I mean, sure, Hermione’s robes were Fabricated, but they weren’t
in the shape of a creature. And you’ve treated him like a real dragon, playing with him
and interacting with him, rather than just giving him orders. Harry has a couple of
permanent spells on him, but he doesn’t talk to them.”
“I get what you’re saying. He could slowly be coming to life, then?”
Susan shrugged. “A kind of life, maybe. He’ll never be a real boy, I mean, dragon.
Like mating and stuff. At least I don’t think so… I mean he’s made of magic, not matter.”
“Just thought I would let you know.”
“Thanks. Keep me updated on any further changes, okay?”
“Will do. Now, what about this attack you were talking about?”
“Well, we were walking down the street one day-”
*Knock Knock*
“Once again I heard a tapping, something louder than before,” said Susan. “Let
us see then what there that is, and this mystery explore!”
“It’s not the wind, that is the door!” said Hermione.
“You guys shouldn’t be here!” said Hagrid. “Do you have the cloak with you,
Harry?”
“Don’t be ridiculous, Professor, it’s probably the Headmaster.” She threw the door
open.
Dolores Umbridge stood there.
“You?!” Both exclaimed in exactly the same tone.
“You should not be out of the castle!” said Dolores.
“Why? I’m here with a Professor. Certainly that isn’t against the rules.”
“It’s after hours!”
“Yeah, he got back late. And it isn’t as though I was wandering the corridors, now
was it.”
“There were no footprints in the snow leading here. How did you- That’s not the

point!”
“Then again I find myself asking you what is the point? You seem to not be able
to articulate yourself well.”
“That just earned you another week of detention young lady.” She drew herself
up to her full height.
Susan considered. “No, I don’t think so.”
“What?” She looked at Susan as though bat wings had just burst from her back.
“I’m not in your class right now, and in fact, I’m not even on the castle grounds at
the moment. This is a private residence.” She indicated the hut around her. “The rules
state I can’t be in the castle hallways after hours, but they don’t say I can’t be elsewhere
in the world. I could sleep at home every night if I wanted to. I admit, it was never
specified in the rules because it’s just not practical for wanded wizards to bounce
around like that, but it is totally practical for me. In short, you have no power over me
here at all. Especially not to give out detentions.”
Dolores’ mouth opened and closed like a fish.
“Yeah, who are you, coming into my home and giving my students detentions?”
thundered Rubeus. “I invited them here, and they came. So we lost track of time, that’s
not a big deal is it?”
She looked up. “You are Rubeus Hagrid?”
“That’s right. And you are?”
“Dolores Umbridge, Hogwarts High Inquisitor,” she said.
“Didn’t know we had a low one,” muttered Rubeus.
“I know, right?” said Susan with a grin.
“She’s also ‘teaching’ us Defense Against the Dark Arts,” said Harry with disgust.
“You?” Rubeus looked her over. “Have you even seen a dark wizard?”
“That’s not the point.”
“Really? Would you trust a skinny chef?”
“I am not here to discuss that!”
“Then why are you here at this time of night? Whatever you have to tell me, it
couldn’t have waited until morning?”
“I just wanted to have a talk with you, but now I see I need to escort these
children back to the castle. I will call upon you later.”
“Oh, please don’t trouble yourself,” said Susan. “I’ll just take us back with
Teleportal,” She cast the spell, and a hole opened back to the common room of the
castle.
“See you in so called class tomorrow,” said Susan, stepping through. The others
stepped through and waved. “See you later, Professor. Glad you’re back, we’ll have to
finish catching up tomorrow.”
“Yeah, see you then.”
The Teleportal closed.
“One of these days you’re going to go too far,” said Harry.
“I hope so,” said Susan. “I can see the headline now- Dolores Umbridge Attacks
Student, Community Outraged!”
“This is part of your plan?” asked Hermione, aghast.
“Not until just now. We’ll have to see if there are any other rules for wanded

wizard that don’t apply to me. Could be fun. See you boys tomorrow.”
Susan skipped off while the others just stared at each other, horrified.

71
Person Made of Mud
Time: The next day
Place: Outside the common room
“Can’t say I didn’t expect something like this,” said Susan, looking at the latest
Decree.
By Order of
The High Inquisitor of Hogwarts
Any student found within One Hundred And
Fifty Miles from the school grounds shall be
subject to all rules and regulations as though
they were within the castle itself.
The above is in accordance with Educational
Decree Number Twenty-Six.
By Order of
The High Inquisitor of Hogwarts
Within the castle of Hogwarts, the High Inquisitor
will have the power to punish students as though
they were in her classroom.
The above is in accordance with Educational
Decree Number Twenty-Seven.
By Order of
The High Inquisitor of Hogwarts
The High Inquisitor will have final say over all
punishments given by any teacher, with the
power to alter such punishments as given by
other instructors.
The above is in accordance with Educational
Decree Number Twenty-Eight.
“Wow, three in the span of time between last night and this morning,” said Ron.
“That’s got to be some kind of record.”
“I don’t see how you’re going to get out of it now,” said Hermione. “The next time
you go into her class, she’s going to bait you into something, and then give you
detentions or whatever. She’ll make it extra long, to get back at you for what you did last
night. And the Headmaster can’t even override her now!”

“You’re worried because you don’t know what I know.”
“What? What are you going to do this time?”
“Only what she deserves, Hermione. Only what she deserves. Honestly, passing
these stupid laws targeting me. She really should have known better, and just observed
my behavior. But no, she has to go poking me with a stick all the time.”
“Maybe she’s doing the same thing to you as you said last night. Trying to
provoke you into using magic on her,” said Harry.
“Maybe. She’s going to have a long wait though. I don’t care about her, she’s a
little fish trying to pretend she’s a shark. I have bigger fish to fry.”
“I just hope you aren’t jumping from the frying pan into the fire.”
“She can’t expel me, I think the ministry knows I would just disappear for a while,
then reappear to take out Azkaban. Cornelius needs me here so his lapdog can keep an
eye on me. Even if she does give me detentions, she can’t back it up with anything else.
At least for the moment, she can’t expel people, only punish them.”
“But at the rate these so called laws are being passed, it’s only a matter of time?”
“I think even the ministry would hesitate to give her that kind of power. They
haven’t just booted Headmaster Dumbledore out for a reason, even they need some
deniability.”
“I guess.”
Before class that day, humming a jaunty tune, Susan went out to the lake with a
piece of paper. She had read the spell over, using 1 XP to get a plus two bonus for
reading it, as it was grade 8 and she got an 11 on Magical Scripture. She touched a
reloaded charm and said “Link me,” which saved her reading that one out in the cold as
well. Also she wouldn’t have to maintain it, which would be nice. She used Elemental
Attack on the ice near the lake, and it melted to become mud. Susan started to cast a
second spell, using 20 energy (she had Sparkle cast Energetic Accumulation on her
before coming out here) to cut the time from 16 minutes to 10, and getting a +14. Susan
smiled as the spell went off, and her plan went into motion.
“I see that you are still not reading your book,” said Dolores sweetly. “Either of
you.”
“That is correct, Inquisitor!” she said. She said Inquisitor like a Protoss warrior
would say Executor as in “En Taro Adun, Executor.”
“I just suggest you do so,” she said.
“Aren’t we a bit past that, Inquisitor?”
“It seems we are. I must reluctantly place you in detention until the school year is
over.”
There were cries of protest, and Dolores raised her hand for silence. Susan was
unconcerned.
“Really, Inquisitor? Are you sure about that?”
“Oh, I am quite sure.”
“I see. It’s just, according to decree twenty-six, Inquisitor, I must be within one
hundred and fifty miles of the castle for you to have power over my punishments.”
Dolores gave a tittering little laugh. “I believe you are sitting in my classroom,
thus it applies.”

“I beg to differ, Inquisitor. Belief is a powerful thing to be sure, but facts are even
more powerful. What you are seeing, and talking to, is indeed my avatar, not me. In fact,
I am laying quite comfortably in bed, at home, at the moment. I believe my house is
quite a bit more than one hundred and fifty miles away from the castle.”
“What are you talking about now, your ‘avatar’ is here, not you?”
“Ah, yes. Extraordinary claims require extraordinary proofs. Hermione, I believe
you know some kind of severing spell, do you not?”
“Yes?”
“Come-come, Hermione. You either do, or you do not.”
“I do then.”
“Excellent. Please come here and sever my right hand.” She stood up and held
out her hand. “With your permission, of course, Inquisitor.”
“Oh, please, continue.”
“Thank you, Inquisitor. Well, Hermione?”
“If you say so.” Hermione got out her wand. “Diffindo!”
Susan’s hand dropped off the Plastic Proxy and turned into mud.
There were gasps of surprise from everyone in the room.
“As you can see, Inquisitor,” she held up the stump, “I am merely an avatar,
currently made from the mud found near the lake.” She stuck the stump into the mud
that had spattered on the desk, and cast “Repair” using the Projection Link she had put
into her Spell Symbol earlier. The hand reappeared, flowed back up, and reattached
itself. She flexed the fingers.
“Thank you, Hermione. I have now proven, Inquisitor, I am not within range of
your laws at the moment. Nor shall I be, ever again. Shall we at last stop this little game
of cat and mouse, and you can leave me alone as I wish?” She sat down.
“You think you’re so smart, don’t you?” said Dolores after a moment.
“I think I’m good at coming up with solutions to problems. And right now, my
problem is you. For some reason you seem fixated on me, like I was a lover spurning
your advances. Why? What have I done to you to make you target me so? What does
your minister hope to gain by sending you here to harass me like a five year old?”
“You will have to ask him yourself.”
“An excellent idea, Inquisitor. I suppose he’s at the ministry building right now?”
“I would assume so. Why?”
“I need a direction for my spell of Telesummon, Cornelius Fudge, Minister of
Magic I command you to appear before me!”
Susan covered taking the extra time by putting the extra words into the spell, and
rolled maximum, a 20. Even with her penalty for maintaining Plastic Proxy that was
more than enough. The Minister of Magic, mid-sentence to someone else, appeared in
a burst of magical light.
“What in the world?” he cried, looking around nervously.
“Good afternoon, Mr. Fudge,” said Susan brightly. “Wondered if I could have just
a moment of your time?”
“Susan?! You brought me here?”
“Yes, your Inquisitor suggested I ask you something directly, so here you are. My
question is this- Why have you sent this lapdog of yours to constantly harass me like

this? Leave. Me. ALONE!”
“Return the Minister at once!” shrieked Dolores. Students started getting out of
their seats between her and Susan, in case spells started flying.
“Oh, he’s in no danger, don’t freak out,” said Susan, not even looking at her.
“Well, minister?”
“Her investigation is not directed at you…”
“Don’t give me that. All these ‘educational decrees’ are specifically aimed at me,
and you know it. They’ve all gone up after some altercation with her.” She pointed. “So
what’s the endgame huh? Try and drive me out of the school? You know I’m not really
learning anything here anyway, my magic comes from other sources. Discredit me by
making me so angry I attack your lapdog? The headmaster is the bigger threat to your
position than I am. If she really is here for educational reform, like you claim, then leave
me out of it. Call her off, and stop provoking me.”
The door burst open, and both professors McGonagall and Flitwick burst into the
room. “We heard shouting down the hall, what’s going- Minister?”
“Hello, Minerva,” said Cornelius.
“What is going on in here?” she finished demanding. Dolores had her hand
inches from her wand. Students were pressed up against the walls, looking fearful.
Cornelius Fudge was looking quite out of place, and actually a bit terrified he had just
been plucked from whatever he was doing to be brought to the school.
“Just clearing up a few things,” said Susan. “With the minister here, about his
Inquisitor.”
“Stop saying it like that!” shrieked Dolores.
“Inquisitor!” Susan shouted as though she was a Dalek shouting ‘exterminate.’
“Inquisitor!”
“Shut up!” Dolores had her wand out, pointed at Susan. Everyone still sitting
lunged out of their seats, taking cover under their desks.
“You see what you’ve given us?” Susan asked softly. “A teacher so incompetent,
she can’t keep control of her class without resorting to pointing a wand at people. A
teacher who insists reading a book will somehow allow us to pass our exams at the end
of the year. A teacher who has made her class cower in fear for their lives!” She pointed
at the people on the floor. Though I suppose that could have been me? “This is your
answer to us trying to warn you that Voldemort has returned? This woman, who seems
more interested in power trips than teaching her students? Really? We want to help you,
but you are making that impossible, Minister!”
“Perhaps you should come with me, Susan, while you cool down a bit. I’m terribly
sorry about this, Mr. Fudge,” said Minerva.
“Why don’t we all go see Albus, maybe we can straighten all this out,” said
Cornelius.
“An excellent suggestion!” said Susan. “Lead the way.”
The students started to get back up as Susan left, and the three of them went up
to the Headmaster’s office.
“Cornelius!” exclaimed Albus, “This is a pleasant surprise. I wasn’t aware you
were coming to the castle today.”
“Neither was I,” he said, “But Susan here had other ideas.”

“Did she now? Allow me to apologize on her behalf.”
“Yes, well, we can worry about that later. Look, I realize this whole High Inquisitor
business won’t be the easiest thing to adjust to.”
“These decrees, one after another, don’t help matters. You know I have the best
interest of the students at heart. If there is a teacher here not performing to a decent
standard, I would want them removed just as much as you would.”
“Yes, of course. I do have a confession to make, Susan.”
“Oh?”
“I may have handled this whole thing badly. I admit, I panicked a bit after I saw
what you could do. I mean, who else on earth could just snap their fingers and bring me
here?”
“Voldemort,” said Susan darkly.
“So you keep saying. But you’re the one who is in front of me, not him. So it’s you
I have to be concerned with.”
“So work with me instead of against me. The Headmaster will attest to how hard I
work for those I consider allies and friends.”
“The gifts she has given them thus far at school would have set her up nicely for
a few years, should she had sold them instead,” he admitted.
“But I can’t! You can imagine the headlines! ‘Minister of Magic works with
fourteen year old girl. Does One Eighty on Voldemort Returning.’ I’d be laughed out of
office!”
“And you’ve never heard of subtlety? I can help you just as much from the
sidelines, with your blessing, as I can by your side.”
“I… I don’t know.”
“Then we remain as we were. Unfortunate. Can I at least have your word your
Inquisitor will leave me alone for the duration? I have told you my goals, there is no
need to spy on me. I will give you fair warning before I begin my attack on Azkaban.”
“You see! How can I ignore you when you make statements like that?”
“How can I not see you as an enemy, when you allow that place to continue to
exist? You know I can destroy them. Take me there without telling them, and allow me to
get on with it! Bring them to me one at a time, and in an hour or two you will have my
complete support from then on.”
“I can’t do that. We must have a prison for dark wizards.”
“A prison, yes. But not a giant torture chamber. Not staffed by creatures that eat
souls. It’s not your place to destroy a man’s soul, it’s the task of a higher power that they
be judged. At the end of their days, giving them a chance to sincerely repent their
actions.”
He sighed. “I will ask Dolores to ease up on you, but that’s all I can do. You are a
danger from my perspective.”
“I don’t deny that. My magic is powerful, there’s no doubt. But I can only offer it to
you so many times before I start thinking about offering it to another.”
“I know. You have to promise me not to bait her, anymore, though.”
“Oh, suddenly I’m the adult and she’s the child? Minister, I wish only to sit quietly
in class while the others read their stupid book. She stays out of my way, and I’ll stay
out of hers.”
“Very well, we can agree on that much, at least. I’ll go talk to her now, and return

to the ministry through the floo network. Good day, Albus.”
“Good day, Cornelius.”
He left.
“At least we came to some agreement,” said Susan.
“Young lady,” said Professor McGonagall, “I am quite frankly appalled at your
behavior today. I’m still debating taking points or putting you in detention myself.”
Susan looked at her for a moment. “Professor,” she said at last, “I’ve never taken
any of your classes, but I know you by reputation. My friends speak of you in good
terms, and I think you could be a person I would greatly respect, like the Headmaster
here. They tell me you are strict, but fair, and always give them a chance to explain
things. I say this because unlike the Inquisitor, I think I would value your opinion of me.
So please, tell me why my behavior troubles you.”
“You ripped someone out of whatever they were doing and brought them here!
The Minister of Magic, no less.”
“The Inquisitor suggested it herself. Perhaps she wasn’t speaking literally, but I
took her statement to mean that she was. I doubt I could have just made an
appointment to see the man.”
“I too would caution you about doing that,” said Albus. “It could cause some
concern if he went missing suddenly.”
“Right, because the last person that went missing from the ministry had
immediate search parties sent out for her, right? Oh wait, no, she died, and no one
cared. I had to find out she was dead using my magic, an entire month after the fact.”
“I know from your perspective they must seem incompetent-”
“You mean evil? There’s a clear line, Headmaster. They take bribes, we know this
as fact. They use dark creatures for their own ends. Fact. They lose employees who
turn out to be murdered by Death Eaters, and they don’t send a single agent to
investigate. Fact. Is there a part of this organization, apart from the one Mr. Weasley
works at, that isn’t corrupt?”
Albus sat back in his chair, looking worried. “I do wonder sometimes, if maybe it
isn’t time for a change.”
“So again I have to ask,” said Susan, looking at Minerva, “Tell me what I should
have done differently. She is out of control with power, you know that. She is targeting
me, that much is also plain. I will not roll over for her or anyone. To do so would be to
dishonor my father, in his quest to destroy evil upon countless worlds. If that means
bringing her boss here so he could see firsthand what she was doing, so be it. I can’t go
to the Headmaster with my concerns, he said when term started we should not see
each other this year to avoid giving them more reason to fear us. My friends are in the
same situation as me, and have no authority anywhere. There’s no one I can talk to,
and no one I can get advice from. I can only follow my heart as best I can. It seems a
very Griffindor thing to do.”
Albus chuckled. “Of course, a Slytherin wouldn’t have hesitated to do what you
did, either.”
“A little of everything, that’s me.”
“Just try to show a little bit more restraint in the future,” pleaded Minerva.
“Oh dear, you think I haven’t shown restraint. I’ll do my best to turn it down
another notch, I guess.”

“Very well, you may go.”
Susan wandered the halls for a bit, thinking. She peaked into classrooms until
she found the one Draco was sitting in, and waited outside the door.
After the bell rang, he came out and noticed her.
“Something I can do for you?” he asked.
“Yes. Tell me what it’s like being a Slytherin.”
“Why, you want to trade up?” he joked.
“Maybe? I don’t know.”
Draco stared at her. “You’re serious?”
“Something happened today, maybe I could… use your advice.”
“Crabb! Goyle! I’ll catch up to you later.”
“Are you sure, boss?” asked Crabb.
“Just go. And don’t call me that in front of other people.”
“Okay. Forgot. See you boss.”
Draco shook his head. “Sorry, you were saying?”
They walked to a bench in the hallway and sat down. “I wanted to know what it’s
like to be a Slytherin.”
“Well, I can tell you. First of all you’re discriminated against because everyone
not in Slytherin thinks you’re evil. So try helping a Hufflepuff out with homework, or
rushing to help someone alongside a Gryffindor. Everyone will wonder what your ulterior
motive is. Of course, even within Slytherin house there’s a lot of gossip and
backstabbing and political maneuvering for status. Everyone is afraid to form a real
friendship with anyone else or they’ll be considered weak. Everyone is obsessed with
family trees, and how you can trace your lineage to some wizard or witch of note. Or
how much your dad makes. You’re looked down on as being stupid by Ravenclaws,
cowardly by Gryffindors. Hufflepuffs are the absolute worst. If I hear “I may be in
Hufflepuff, but at least I’m not in Syltherin” one more time I’m going to scream. Want me
to keep going?”
“I guess it’s tougher than I thought. I never looked at it that way before.”
“What brought this all on, anyway?”
“I did something today, and the Headmaster said a Slytherin wouldn’t have
hesitated to do what I did. I wondered if he was right.”
“Well, what did you do?”
“Worked around the latest ‘educational decree’ and got the Inquisitor even more
angry with me. Then I brought the minister to the class and yelled at him to call her off.
Right in front of her.”
Draco goggled at her. “You did what? Yelled at the Minister of Magic?”
“I’m not proud of it.”
“Are you sure you shouldn’t be in Gryffindor? They’re the stupid, brave ones,
right?”
“I guess it was a little stupid, huh?”
“If you don’t have any leverage over them, yeah.”
“Any what?”
“You know, pictures of them in a compromising position. Evidence of a drug habit,
or sworn testimony from their sex slaves. That sort of thing.”

“And I would need these things why?”
“Without them you’ve vulnerable! She can do anything to you and without some
blackmail material, there’s nothing you can do.”
“I was thinking it might be stupid for a different reason, but okay, I can see that.”
“Always find some kind of leverage on someone you don’t like. If you have to,
make it up.”
“You mean, like, use shape-shift magic to turn into her, and turn Harry into the
Minister, and snap photos of us doing it in some sleazy hotel? Then send them to the
minister with a note “I bet the paper would love these, if my demands are met they’ll
never see the light of day.”
“You learn fast. I like the way you think, too.”
“Thanks, I think. And you say people not in your house think you’re all evil? It’s
totally undeserved.”
“That’s not evil, that’s just common sense! How are you going to get ahead in the
world otherwise?”
“Honesty, hard work, love and tolerance?”
“We both know that would never work. You were honest with the ministry about
your magic and what it can do, right? And presumably you were honest about him
coming back. Where did that get you?”
“Presumably? That’s an interesting word, coming from you. Or didn’t your father
tell you anything?”
“I can’t say anything more than I have said. Answer the question.”
“A lot of trouble.”
“Exactly. Better to have kept your mouth shut, quietly gather forces, and take him
out when you’re sure of victory.”
“That sounds like something he would do.”
“Of course. He’s not stupid, you know.”
“No, I don’t suppose he is.”
“So to answer your original question, no, it’s not something a Slytherin would
have done. We would have stabbed her in the back, either literally or figuratively with
blackmail. Not hauled her boss to the school and yelled at him. We’re the house of
cunning, not the house of shouting.”
“I guess I do tend to prefer the ‘in your face’ confrontational style of problem
solving than the sneaky kind. So I guess I’m not very Slytherin at all.”
“You don’t have to sound so happy about it.”
That evening, Susan talked to Luna about the same thing.
“Luna, you haven’t known me very long. How would you describe me to someone
that never met me before?”
“Forceful,” she said immediately.
There was a pause.
“That’s it?”
“Oh, I get more than one word? Okay: courageous, impulsive, loyal, hard
working. Powerful magic.”
“Humm, impulsive… That’s my real problem.”
“Yes. You seem to have an idea, and then act on it immediately. Like when

Neville asked about Team Susan. You just joined him up at once without even thinking
about it.”
“But I knew him from before.”
“And then there’s what happened this afternoon. If the rumors of your latest
exploits are true?”
“They probably are.”
“Did you think about what the consequences would be for bringing the minister
here? Or did you just have the thought, and then did it?”
“I just sort of did it.”
“See? You believe things will work out, at least I hope it’s that, not that you can
just shout everyone into thinking your way.”
“I don’t think I do. But Professor McGonagall was right, I shouldn’t just whisk
people from place to place. If anything he’s more paranoid about me than ever, as he
knows I could just put him someplace. Crap!”
“If he does think that, maybe he’ll look into a spell to stop that happening, and
Voldemort won’t be able to do it.”
“I guess I could think of it that way. So your advice, apart from letting others do
what they can, magically, is to think things through more? I guess that’s what she was
trying to tell me, as well.”
“Not too much though, or you’ll never do anything. Like this.” She leaned in and
kissed Susan’s cheek, then smiled at her reaction and walked away. “See you later!”
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Visions
Time: Early December
Place: Ravenclaw Girl’s Dorm
And so things seemed to improve where the Inquisitor was involved. Neither tried
to bait the other and while there were a lot of glares and muttering from both, a sort of
cold war developed between them. Dolores “inspected” the Care of Magical Creatures
class rather gleefully, as though taking out her frustrations on Rubeus, but it seemed he
had Overconfident about things as well. At least he said he wasn’t worried.
Susan continued holding S.T.F.U sessions every night (as indicated by the d8)
and everyone was improving. Ron was still feverishly studying magic, math and Kung
Fu, and Susan caught Hermione staring a little too long at him as he demonstrated
something or got in a particularly good spell against someone. She had also been
helping him decipher the notes her father had left about exactly how to fuse the three,
something about probability and geometry and intuition. She said it was a fascinating
exercise.
The group was still rotating between types of combat, sometimes a small group
against a larger, sometimes one on one. The three sword users were also improving,
Hermione having the idea to head home and download some videos from the internet
about sword fighting. Everyone was impressed with the iPad, marveling how something
like that could work without a trace of magic. She was now allowing her soldiers to
attack at full speed, every 8 defends, and sometimes a soldier didn’t even get that many
before being struck. Oh, they still had a ways to go before fighting a person with actual
sword training, but how many of them were you going to find in the wizard world? She
even had the Kung Fu students go up against the sword using students (using bamboo
practice blades she made) to see how it felt for them to fight someone with a different
style. They had grumbled about “Muggle Arts” in the beginning she knew, but every
member of S.T.F.U stood a little straighter, and seemed more confident than they had
been before they started.
And that was worth all the hours they’ve put in, even if they never use it in their
lives. Knowing that they won’t be caught unawares, or unable to defend themselves in
any situation, is good for them.
Susan’s gifts for Ron, Harry, Hermione, Neville and Luna were just about ready,
and the lab was now stocked with various potions and some failed attempts by the twins
to weaponize their creations. Susan put points into her classes, and into a skill she was
going to use against Voldemort, should it come to that. She now had it up to a five,
having looked into putting a permanent Augment Skill on it and finding that would have
cost her 1 more XP to do. Luckily she didn’t need to actually “practice” a skill to learn it,
she just increased the number on her character sheet and somehow knew what she
was doing. She still had to laugh at the group, jumping around inside the barrier field to
get better at magical fighting.
I wonder what’s it like, not being able to know exactly how good you are at
something? To not know you can spend discrete amounts of energy, and just have to
wing it? Not to mention waiting until you actually feel tired to know you can’t spend
anymore. How do they do it?

Then, one morning just before Christmas, Susan was jolted awake.
Too dark, what woke me up?
“You have to get up,” said Sparkle, having just cast Awaken on Susan.
“What?” asked Susan, sitting up and rubbing her eyes. She realized there was a
glow off to her right, and several other people were awake in the dorm. She looked over
to see Harry’s stag Patronus standing there.
“Meet at in the dorm, something’s happened to Mr. Weasley and we need to get
there,” it said in Harry’s voice. It vanished.
Susan hurriedly pulled on clothes and made her way to the common room,
forgoing Sneaking that she didn’t have anyway for Running that she had at a 4.
Hermione, Luna and Cho were at her side.
Really have to cannibalize that skill group. I could use the XP for magic skills. Not
the time Susan! she berated herself, coming to a halt before Ron and Harry.
“What is it, what’s going on?” asked Susan.
“It’s Ron’s dad, I just had a vision about him being attacked!”
Master the impulse to just go running off. Figure the situation out, then act.
“Okay, how do you know it wasn’t a normal dream?”
“It was too clear, for one. I just know. It felt different, we have to hurry!”
The other girls looked concerned, but everyone looked to Susan.
“All right, I don’t disbelieve you. It’s just Luna here said I should consider things a
little more before acting.” Luna smiled. “Where was he? Someplace I can get to, I
assume, or you wouldn’t have called me.”
“The corridor outside the Department of Mysteries.”
“What was he doing there?” asked Ron, looking very worried.
Oh crap.
“I can guess. Come on, everyone. Wands out!”
Everyone called their wands out with a word, wincing as they appeared through a
small hole in their hands.
Oh yeah, that’s the stuff right there. Susan couldn’t help but feel extremely proud
of her friends at that moment, and began envisioning the symbols for Teleportal. She
cast, rolling max, and the doorway opened.
“Dad!” shouted Ron, leaping through.
“Whatever did this could still be around, be careful!” shouted Susan. I can’t
believe I just cautioned someone to be careful. Luna really did rub off on me.
The rest of the group also went through, forming a circle around Arthur, who was
unconscious and bleeding on the floor.
“Regeneration?” asked Sparkle.
“Pocket Dimension,” Susan said by way of answer, pulling out her Dementor
Slaying Knife. She stabbed it into Arthur, and he started breathing better.
“What the heck?” asked Susan, as three wounds on his legs didn’t heal, but kept
bleeding. She withdrew the knife and stabbed him in the leg, but they stubbornly
continued to bleed. “Crap! Okay, try Regeneration then.”
Sparkle cast it, and everyone waited, but the wounds didn’t close.
“Come on, we can’t stay here,” said Susan. “If we’re all found like this, they’ll
think we’re attacking the ministry. Harry, Hermione, levitate him through the portal and

we’ll take him to the hospital wing.”
Luna smiled at her again, and gave a nod. As Harry and Hermione cast,
everyone jumped back through the portal. “There was a time you would have just used
your magic, right? Good job delegating,” she said.
“Congratulate me later, two separate spells just failed to heal these wounds.
That’s not even possible! At least he should be stable, with Regeneration going on him
to replenish his blood. Come on!”
Once back through, the group rushed to the hospital wing, Cho breaking off to go
wake Madam Pomfrey. Susan sent Luna to wake Professor McGonagall, and she
herself went to the Headmaster’s office.
Where does he sleep, anyway?
She opened the stairwell with her password, thank goodness it still works, even if
he said I shouldn’t use it, and fidgeted impatiently as the stairs began their slow rise to
the top. Maybe I should have just used another teleportal to get there. No, trust the
others, they’ll watch him. And Sparkle is there…
Knocking on the door, it opened without apparent effort, and she found the
Headmaster there.
What time is it? He’s still up? Maybe he has magic like my Tirelessness spell?
“There seems to be some excitement below,” he remarked. “Good evening,
Susan.”
“You had better come, Headmaster. Mr. Weasley has been attacked by
something in the Department of Mysteries headquarters.”
“And you learned this how? I hope you haven’t been wandering about that place
when you should be asleep.”
“I was asleep, Harry saw it somehow in a vision. Ask him. I just came to get you.”
“Very well. Where is he now?”
“By now? Hospital wing. Headmaster, my magic didn’t work on his wounds!”
“That is distressing. Come, we shall descend.”
Walking quickly back to the hospital wing, Susan found Madam Pomfrey
attending Arthur while the others were shooed out into a nearby curtained off area.
Susan went over to them.
“How does it look?”
“Bad,” said Ron, looking scared. “She says she doesn’t know why the wounds
aren’t closing.”
“Susan, and Harry, if you could come here a moment?” Albus asked, looking
around the curtain. Both moved to the other side, where a pale Arthur was weakly
smiling at them.
“Not that I don’t appreciate the rescue, but how did I get here?” he asked.
“That is a story I too would much like to hear. Harry?”
“I was asleep, and suddenly I was… well, you’ll think I’m crazy.”
“I assure you I will not,” said Albus. “Please continue.”
“Well, I was a snake, okay? And I was heading down the corridor to the
Department of Mysteries. I saw a man, Mr. Weasley, I mean, sleeping.”
“Tut tut,” said Albus.
“Do you know how boring guard duty is?” said Arthur weakly.
“I mastered- I mean the snake mastered the impulse to bite him, but then Mr.

Weasley stirred, and I couldn’t be found there. I mean, the snake couldn’t be found
there. The snake didn’t want to be-”
“I take your meaning,” said Albus.
“Yes, right. The snake lashed out and then I guess fled? I woke up then.”
“I see. You were, then, the actual snake?”
“In the dream, yes.”
“Albus, I can’t do a thing for this man,” said Madam Pomfrey. “He must be moved
to St. Mungo’s immediately.”
“Very well. I will make the arrangements. Susan, I will depend upon you to move
quickly. Gather up what belongs you need and have Ron wake his brothers. Take the
entire Weasley family to the base, where you can stay for the holiday and await word of
Arthur. She must not find you out of your beds. Cho and Luna, you must return to yours,
and I’m certain I can depend on your silence?”
“Yes, headmaster,” they both said.
“I understand, Headmaster,” said Susan. She strained to open two Teleportals,
one to the girls’ dorm, one to the Gryfindor common room so Harry and Ron could get
their stuff, and Fred and George. Won’t be able to do much other magic, two grade 10
spells really drags me down! “Wait, what about Ginny?!”
“I’ll get her,” said Luna, dashing through the Gryffindor portal.
A few tense moments later and Susan had gathered up anything that wasn’t in
her Pocket Dimension that was laying around, and shoved it into a bag. She dropped
two gifts on Luna’s bed with a hastily scrawled note, one for her, and one for Neville,
and went through the portal again.
A moment later Luna came through. “She’ll be down in a moment, I told her to
hurry.”
“Sorry we have to say goodbye like this,” said Susan. Luna hugged her.
“It’s okay. We’ll have plenty more, right?”
Maybe.
And she was gone.
With everyone there, Susan dropped both Teleportals and made a new one into
Sirius’ house, then closed it behind them.
“Not exactly how I envisioned starting the holiday,” remarked Harry.
“What’s going on?” asked Ginny. “I find Luna of all people standing over me,
saying there was some emergency, and now I’m back at the headquarters. How did she
even get into my dorm, and where did she go after that?”
“Yeah, what’s up?” asked Fred.
“Come on, Sirius should be around someplace,” said Harry. “We’ll find him, sit
down, and I’ll tell you the whole story.”
“And your magic failed to work?” Ginny asked, hands over her mouth. “What
does that mean?”
“I wish I could tell you. It wasn’t an active resistance, Voldi wasn’t maintaining a
spell on Mr. Weasley to make him keep dying. I can’t imagine a simple snake bite
resisting Alleviation though, so I’m at a loss.”
“You should have expected it sooner or later,” said Sirius. “You’ve always been
concerned about the interaction of our two types of magic, right?”

“Yeah, it could be some kind of creature trait, like that basilisk petrifying people. I
couldn’t cure that with Softstone because they weren’t turned into stone like my magic
expected. It still worries me though.”
“He’s in good hands at St. Mungo’s, they have lots of experience with stuff like
this,” said Sirius.
“Do you think he’ll be all right?” asked Ginny.
“Of course!” said Susan. “We found him only moments after the attack, and even
if it couldn’t close the wounds, Regeneration would have replaced any lost blood. He
was conscious when we left, so he can’t be that badly off, right?”
“What I want to know,” demanded George, “is what our father was doing there
this late at night?”
“Guarding the prophecy if I’m not mistaken,” said Susan sadly.
“You mean the one we-” Harry asked.
Susan nodded her head. “Seems we outsmarted ourselves again.”
“What’s this?” asked Sirius.
“After you told us about it we decided not to let something like that just sit around
in a warehouse someplace, and stole it. The thing that’s there now is a glass replica.”
“Wait, back up. You’re telling me you broke into the Ministry building, made your
way to the Department of Mysteries, found the prophesy, took it, hid it, and replaced it
with a fake?”
“Yes?”
“And not even we knew about it!?”
“Well, that’s what happens when people get a ‘general overview’ rather than a
‘here are the things we the Order are doing.’ The left hand doesn’t know what the right
hand is doing.”
“Fog of war,” said Harry.
“Right, exactly. How did you know that?” asked Susan.
“I’ve watched you play Starcraft,” said Harry.
“Oh, right.”
“You broke into the Ministry…”
“Oh come on, you can’t say you’re all that shocked, can you? It was easy.
Finding the dang thing was the hard part. Do you know how many rows of those sphere
things are in that room? I had to cast Descry Object like three times or so!”
“No, I don’t know how many sphere things are in the room because I’ve never
broken into the Ministry.”
“Your loss. They’ve got some weird stuff down there.”
“I can well imagine. Anything else we should know about you’ve done behind our
backs?”
“Apart from that thing we can’t tell anyone about, no.”
“That’s somewhat of a relief. I’ll have to tell everyone they can stop guarding that
hallway, I guess.”
“No!” said Susan. “That would be a dead giveaway there’s nothing in there worth
guarding. If he is after the prophesy for some reason, it would make good bait for a
trap.”
“Or that we got scared off because of the snake thing.”
“I guess. Crap, I’ve done it again, haven’t I?”

“Done what?” asked Harry.
“Acted without thinking. And she just warned me about that, too. I went off and
grabbed him. If the snake hung around to see what happened after the bite, he got quite
a show, right? A hole opening in air, us pulling him through. Even the stupidest of bad
guys would say ‘huh, I wonder how they knew so quick that happened?” right?”
“Are you saying you should have just left him to die?” asked Fred.
“No, I should have had Sparkle cover the whole hallway in Illusion and then fake
someone stumbling into him and carrying him off.”
“Oh, I see what you’re saying,” said George.
There was silence for a moment.
“Well, I have some fatigue penalties to get rid of,” said Susan. “So I’m going up to
bed. See you all in the morning.”
The next day, Harry pulled Susan aside after breakfast and told her he was
worried.
“About what? You were warned this might happen, right?”
“Yes, but being warned about something and actually living through it are two
different things.”
“I’m not sure what I can tell you. It doesn’t seem to be a mental thing, because
you were seeing through the eyes of a snake. If it was mental, you would have been
seeing through his eyes? Actually, if he was steering the snake, or if he’s an animagus
that turns into a snake… see, there’s just too many variables. And given how my magic
failed last night, I’m not sure even if something I made would protect you.”
“But why did I see the scene so clearly? I’ve never seen him doing anything
else.”
“Really? Because you’ve said that you’ve had dreams about pouring over my sort
of spell formula.”
“But those were just… it wasn’t… I don’t know.”
“Look, you’re worried. I understand that. But the headmaster didn’t lock you up,
or take your wand away or anything. So he must not be too concerned with it, right?”
“I guess.”
“He may be just as in the dark as you, but he has a lot more experience with
weird magical things. I would say trust him, and don’t worry too much.”
“But what if it gets worse? What if one day I can’t separate myself from him, or I
start attacking people because that’s what he wants? He’s only been back a few months
and already I can see what his pet snake is doing? What sense does that make,
anyway?”
“I don’t know. If it got that far, and I doubt it will, I would put Magic Immunity on
you and then make you an item with it. It’s obviously a magical thing, so that should
block it out. You wouldn’t be able to use magic yourself, but it would give us time to
figure out a more permanent solution.”
“Maybe you should just do that now.”
“No, I’d rather have you able to do magic. Right now it’s just when you’re asleep,
so be careful. If you start seeing things he’s looking at while you’re awake… then tell me
and we’ll work on it.”

“Okay.”
That afternoon, on the way to St. Mungo’s, Susan reviewed Alleviation in her
mind.
What can that spell not heal? It’s supposed to put everything back the way it was
before it was broken. That means objects, people… could it be a temporal poison? Like
it infected him in the past somehow? Regeneration should have done the job at least
temporarily though, but those wounds never even began to heal. It’s so bizarre!
“Hello, everyone!” said Arthur brightly.
They all greeted him back.
“Still no luck with the wounds?” asked Susan.
“No, they still bleed like mad if they’re not tightly covered. It’s too bad I didn’t
actually see what bit me, maybe I could identify it and get a cure.”
“I could go back and take a look with Time Window,” offered Susan.
“No, you shouldn’t be seen around there. If someone caught a glimpse of what
you were looking at…”
“I know, but if it would help that much we could work something out.”
“I’m sure it won’t be long. What’s funny is they don’t find any trace of poison in
the wound that keeps it from closing up. Oddest thing.”
“They wouldn’t, Alleviation cures all poison. It’s supposed to cure everything.”
Susan froze. “Everything… but curses.”
“He’s cursed?” asked Molly.
“That’s it. That’s the explanation. The snake doesn’t just bite you, it curses you
with snakebite. That’s why it won’t heal!”
“I’ll mention that as a possibility, though I’ve never heard of a cursed snakebite,”
said Arthur.
Susan, meanwhile, felt relieved. It wasn’t that my magic failed, I was just trying to
make it do something it was never intended to do. I couldn’t stab Professor Lupin and
have him turn back into a human, right? I needed to make him a permanent Suppress
Curse object. “Okay,” she said. “If they can’t find the cure, I think there’s something I can
do for you. But I’ll let the experts take the lead on this one.”
Harry grinned at her. “Nice of you to step back and share the limelight,” he said.
“It’s something I’m working on. Thought I would try it out, and all that.”
“We’re just glad you two are around,” said Molly. “You’ve both done so much for
us. Feeing Ron, saving Ginny. We can’t ever repay you.”
“No payment needed,” said Susan gruffly.
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Another Holiday is Upon Us
Time: Christmas Day
Place: Order Headquarters
And so, Christmas came to the Order. This year, Susan had actually ordered
rings with the crest of their house made and enchanted them, rather than making stone
charms. Ron, Harry, Hermione and Ginny exclaimed over them.
Oh yeah, Hermione showed up because she didn’t really like skiing.
“So they can’t just be normal, right?” asked Ron. “I mean it’s okay if they are!”
Susan laughed. “Nope, they’re from me, after all. I suppose you want to know the
trigger word for them, then?”
“If you don’t mind.”
“Okay, they’re primarily combat focused this year, given what we’re likely to face
in the future. Your other gifts were more utilitarian, hope you don’t mind.”
“Just tell us!” said Ginny, eager to give her first Imbued item a shot.
“Okay, umm, Hermione, you can go first.”
Ginny stuck her tongue out at Susan.
“Okay, Hermione, your trigger word is Doubles and I want you to imagine copies
of yourself where you would like them. Five of them.”
“Okay. Doubles!” she cried, and suddenly there were six Hermiones in the room,
all moving in sync.
“Oh wow, that’s really neat!” cried Ginny. “Wait, which one was the real one? I’ve
lost track.”
“That’s part of the magic, actually. Now someone has a one in six chance of
actually hitting you with a spell, Hermione. Though in reality, my father’s reality, it would
require opposed LUCk checks and you would get a bonus to it. I don’t know if that
works here, but I figured it could still be useful.”
“They do everything I do! It’s weird, but I like it. Thanks.”
“Just remember, you can add to the illusion by making a dodge, even if a spell
isn’t actually going to hit you. If something does hit one, it’ll vanish.”
“Got it.” They all vanished.
“Let’s see… Harry! You already know what yours is, and your trigger word is
Blade.”
“How careful do I have to be?”
“Extremely.”
“Not Knockout then?”
“No, it’s lethal. I figured with you taking an interest in sword fighting, better to
have a lethal weapon, given our opponents.”
“Okay. I’ll wait until I’m outside to see what it looks like.”
“Good plan. It’s wind, in case you wondered.”
“Okay.”
“Ginn- Ron!”
“Oh, do Ginny before she explodes,” said Ron.

“Fair enough. Ginny, I want you to imagine stunning someone with a bunch of
sudden lights and say Dazzle.”
“Hey Fred, get in here!” she called.
“What’s up?” asked Fred, coming into the room.
“Dazzle!” said Ginny, staggering him, as he tried to shake off the sudden lights
that surrounded his head.
“What was that?” asked Fred, looking around.
“Sorry it doesn’t last that long, you guys don’t have combat delay that I can see,
so I have no idea how you would perceive his delay in combat terms. But even a
second can be the difference between a wizard hitting you with a spell and you hitting
them.”
“I can see how it would be useful. Thanks.”
“And finally Ron. Yours is the one I feel matches you best. Go ahead and
Accelerate.”
“Accelerate!” cried Ron, and began to blur a little. “My own personal Acceleration,
thanks. Now I don’t have to rely on Sparkle to cast it on us anymore.” He did a few
punches in the air. “Yeah, I’m feeling it. Thanks.”
“Sure thing. Yours doesn’t drain energy, Ron, but all the rest do. What that
means, Ginny, is that you can use the ring to death. So don’t go overboard on it, okay?
No more than twenty times in quick succession, and by that I mean, in an hour. Give it
twenty four hours before you use it that much again. With practice you’ll know the safe
point, as you’ll get tired using it out of proportion to the task you’re doing. Don’t overdo
it.”
“Got it.”
The family then went to visit Arthur in the hospital again, and Susan opened a
Teleportal in an out of the way corner so they didn’t have to tediously cross space to get
there. She was always looking behind things and around things for unobtrusive nooks
she could use, and it paid off. They went up to see him, and he and Molly started
arguing about stitches.
“An interesting idea,” said Susan, “But it’s going to take a lot more than that if
he’s been cursed with snakebites.”
“You mean non-magical people actually do sew their skin up?” asked Ron.
“If the wound is bad enough, yes.”
“Wild. Say, weren’t we supposed to be headed to the fifth floor for the cafe?”
“Yeah, did we stop climbing the stairs too early?”
“Yeah, it’s still the forth.”
“Back the way we came then,” said Harry.
“Wait, is that who I think it is?” asked Ginny.
“Oh no, not him.”
“Hello!” said a familiar person, giving a big smile. “I expect you’ll be wanting my
autograph then?”
“So called Professor Lockhart,” said Ginny. “You’re still here?”
“I’m not sure. Do I seem to be?” asked Gilderoy. “I do seem to get confused
every now and again.”
“Ginny, what did you hit him with?” asked Ron, staring. “It’s been years.”

“I thought it was just a standard memory alteration spell I pulled out of his
memories. But maybe it wasn’t. I’m not sorry, he was an old fraud!”
“Maybe so, but even frauds have families. Do you have a family, Mr. Lockhart?”
“Oh, I expect everyone does, somewhere. Now, about those autographs…”
“Guys, I think I’m getting the urge to be impulsive again. Any objections?” asked
Susan.
“Going to hit him with the old D.S.K* then?” asked Harry. “I suppose.”
“Of course!” said Hermione. “We caused him to be like this, we have to fix it.”
“Excuse me, he caused this to happen to himself,” said Ginny. “He was going to
take the credit for the Chamber if you recall. I saved you guys, you’re welcome.”
“Still, his secret is long out,” said Susan, “And it would be cruel to allow this to
continue. Motion passes three to one. Pocket Dimension.”
“Hold still, Mr. Lockhart, we’ll have you cured in no time.”
“Cured? Of what?” asked Gilderoy.
“You know what? Dazzle,” said Ginny, and sparkling light played about his head.
“Pretty,” he muttered. Susan rolled her eyes and stabbed him with the knife.
A woman screamed, and everyone looked over at her. It was a nurse, and she
was pointing at the blade now stuck in Gilderoy’s chest.
Which was being held by Susan.

Oops.
“This isn’t what it looks like!” said Harry hurriedly.
“Security!” yelled the woman.
A few moments later, everyone had calmed down, and the four were sitting,
heads down, in the head healer’s office.
“Honestly, what is wrong with you kids?” asked Molly. “You can’t even go to a
hospital without causing a… a… an international incident.”
“It’s just the shape of the thing. If it was shaped like a magic wand, we wouldn’t
even be having this conversation,” protested Susan.
“Pulling a knife in the middle of a healing ward, really? What were you thinking?”
“We were thinking it was the fastest way to cure Lockhart,” said Harry.
“Who promptly regained his former memories and started trying to kill you all with
his bare hands, as he shouted for someone to get him his wand. There are people here
who need peace and quiet, you know!”
“Ron handled him easily enough,” said Susan.
“By punching him repeatedly in the chest? That was ‘handling’ him?”
“I was holding back,” Ron said sullenly.
“That’s not the point! The ward caught on fire!”
“I still have no idea how that happened,” said Susan. “But I’m pretty sure it wasn’t
my fault. In our defense we did get it put out in the end.”
“By soaking the entire place! What do you have to say for yourselves?”

“Never mind all that, explain this knife of yours to me again,” said the head
healer.
“As I said, I made it to kill Dementors. It just so happens the only way I found to
do that was the Alleviation spell I cured the Longbottoms with. I made it into the shape
of a knife so I could stab them with it, because it’s expedient.”
“And it will cure anything?”
“Not anything. Mr. Weasley’s wounds are some kind of curse, and it doesn’t work
on curses. Also if one were really cut up it might not heal all the damage right away, it
may need more than one stab. It heals a certain amount, you see. But poisons,
diseases, damage, even lost mental facilities, if they weren’t just caused by natural
aging. It’s the most powerful healing spell I can ever know, just in a rather unusual
form.”
“I see. We do have some cases here, hopeless cases, that we’ve been looking
after for years. Let me borrow this for a half an hour, and I’ll overlook the... incident this
afternoon.”
“With one condition. You tell those that are cured it was an experimental
treatment, and my name is never mentioned. If it got out I had that spell, a line would
form outside Hogwarts that stretched for miles, with people begging to be cured of the
most minor afflictions.”
“Done.”
“Done then. A half hour, and not a minute more.”
“I’ll be back in a half hour. Thank you.”
“Don’t think this is getting you off the hook with me, any of you,” said Molly.
“What did I do?” asked Ginny. “I was against it from the start!”
“Yeah, but because you didn’t want him cured, not because you thought that
would happen,” said Ron.
“You could have stopped her,” said Molly.
Ginny snorted. “Mom, the Headmaster of Hogwarts couldn’t stop her. The
minister of magic is terrified of her. Voldemort himself stood before her with all of his old
followers, and couldn’t stop her escaping. She’s taken out dragons, dwarves, and an
eight hundred year old serpent that could turn things to stone with a look. And you want
me, little old me, Ginny Weasley, to stop her? Just like that. Seriously?”
Molly glared at Susan. “I have half a mind to confiscate that knife and any other
magical items you’ve made until you’re of age.”
“Right, and the next time Dementors attack we’ll all be helpless. Great plan. Pull
the other one.”
“Susan, you have to learn your actions have consequences!”
“Right, and in this case, the consequence is a bunch of sick people get healed.”
She held up a hand as Molly started to say something. “I know what you mean. That’s
why I asked the others if I should do it or not. It’s been pointed out to me that I’m a bit
impulsive. But that was, like a couple of weeks ago? It’s going to take some time to
learn to not follow my first impulse. It’s taken me this far, after all. But I am trying, and
they did agree.”
“And how were we to know a healer would come looking for him right that
second? Or that Mr. Lockhart would act that way?” asked Ron. “He should have been

pleased to have his memory back!”
“Yeah, I didn’t even play a Disaster Strikes card, so I don’t even get extra XP for
all this. It sucks!”
“Yeah, how did this happen?” asked Harry.
Maybe the Narrator thought it would be hilarious, thought Sparkle, who until this
time was sitting quietly on Susan’s shoulder in her shape-shifted fairy form.
They all just looked at each other and shrugged.
“All that aside, I am going to be writing to your mother about this whole incident,”
she said.
“Oh, okay. Teleportal.” A hole into Susan’s house appeared, and Susan called
into it.
“Hey mom, you around?”
“What is it?” said Stacy, coming into view. “Oh, hello,” she said to the others.
“Mrs. Weasley is going to write a letter to you about how I cured a guy of
magically induced amnesia, didn’t realize he hated me, got into a tussle with him, and
as an apology to the hospital I had to loan my healing knife to the director so they could
heal a bunch of people they haven’t been able to cure otherwise. Just a heads up.”
“Oh, okay. Thanks for letting me know, I guess?”
“Sure thing! See you later! Merry Christmas!”
The hole closed.
“Very funny,” said Molly.

“Crap, I did it again! What is wrong with me?” Susan asked the ceiling.
I’ve been asking myself that for years, thought Sparkle.
“I think it’s because magic came so easily to me,” said Susan later that day. They
were sitting around the kitchen table drinking Butterbeer and Ginny had asked why she
reached for her magic for just about everything.
“Is it that easy for you?” she asked.
“Magic is part of my very soul,” Susan explained. “A Natural Magician like my
father and me can pick up a spell intuitively, in a couple of minutes. Another type of spell
caster from his world, that has more parallels to wizards here, incidentally, is called a
Scholar of Magic. They require hours of study on each spell. Also we can use our own
internal energy to shape the energies of the spell, and I have a lot of it. Scholars can’t.
So I don’t mind dropping five to ten on every spell. If I’m not in combat, there’s not much
danger of me running out in a day.
“Once I was old enough to realize I had a character sheet, and could read well
enough to start going through my book, picking up magic was as natural as breathing
for me. I allocated my starting Skill Points into Skill Families and I could cast spells from
any planet, and be decent at it. So I did.”
“And with no restriction on using magic like we have, you came to depend on it,”
said Harry. “That much was clear even back when we first met.”
“Exactly. I wonder if it isn’t just that your magic might be ‘dangerous’ if you started
learning it too soon, but that you become like me, and think nothing of using it. That’s

why you’re kept from it except in school.”
“Fred and George are like that, remember the trunk incident?” asked Ginny.
“I do. It’s going to be a hard habit to break, not just calling out a spell and getting
a result. But Mrs. Weasley is right, and Luna is right. I have to learn to be a little more
thoughtful and a little less impulsive. Wonder if I should buy off Overconfident.”
“That’s like your defining characteristic,” protested Ginny. “I joined this group
because… well, I wanted to be more like you.” She blushed.
“It wasn’t to get closer to Harry?” Susan joked.
Harry and Ginny looked away from each other.
“Anyway, if you don’t have that, what do you have?”
“Let’s see!” said Susan, getting out her character sheet. “A Stat Penalty in
STRength, Low Pain Tolerance, Curiosity, No Sense of Direction, a slight hearing
problem, Deep Sleeper and a 3 point enemy, which seems to be Inquisitor at the
moment.”
“I keep forgetting you can just look that up.”
“I agree, Overconfident does seem to come up more often than not.”
Yeah, because you’re a total min-maxer, thought Sparkle.
“We all have our negative character flaws,” said Hermione.
“Even you?” asked Susan. “Come on!”
“No, even me. If you weren’t around, I probably would have been considered a
show off, because I can learn spells so quickly.”
“I guess. Glad I’m around to swoop up that title then. How about you, Harry?”
“I don’t know.”
“I do,” said Ron, “without Susan to prod you into studying magic like she did, you
would have been a total jock at the school. And that’s it. I mean, you can play Quidditch
way better than you can do spells, am I right? Without her to compare against, you
wouldn’t have striven to be as good in magic as you are right now.”
“A jock? Me? I guess. What about you then?”
“I always thought I was useless. I finally found something I’m interested in
though, and I even found out it works! Though I did get in trouble for it…”
“How about you, Ginny?” asked Hermione.
“I guess I’m kind of a coward,” she said.
“What?” said Susan, not believing her ears. “You? You’re in Griffindor, how can
you be a coward?”
“You’re right. Harry, I really like you, and every time you look at Cho I feel like I
want to break something, possibly her.” She turned back to Susan. “There, are you
happy?” She fled the room.
“We really do need to have these get-togethers more often,” said Ron, taking a
pull from his bottle. “They just seem to clear the air in all kinds of ways.”
Harry was just staring out the doorway into the next room Ginny had disappeared
to.
“Shouldn’t you be going after her?” asked Hermione sweetly.
“I don’t know, should I?” asked Harry, an edge of panic in his voice.
“Boys!” said Hermione, leaving the room in a huff.
As the holiday break wound down, Susan found herself at a bit of a loss as to

what to do with herself. The house was now clean, and she had no Imbuing to do. She
had spent her XP so she couldn’t learn any new spells, and the incident at the hospital
kept playing in her mind.
Should I have just left him as he was? He seemed happy enough before, but
really angry afterwards. Still, I couldn’t help that he decided to hijack other wizard’s
successes, now could I? He was bound to get into trouble for doing it sooner or later. It
just happened to be with us, who felt sorry for him and then tried to cure him. Another
wizard who got their memory erased by him and recovered it would have just jinxed
him, I’m sure.
That brings up another point- where are the wizards and witches he put memory
charms on? Maybe with him cured he can unearth them again and I can cure them, as
well.
Why are they called memory “charms” when you’re screwing with someone’s
very self? Change my memories, and you change who I am. Shouldn’t they more
properly be called memory jinxes? Or memory curses? If only I had a Defense teacher I
could ask.
Wait a minute, I do have a Defense teacher I could ask! Two of them, actually.
Have to remember to ask Professor Moody or Lupin when I see them next.
Would others describe me as arrogant? Would they be right?
Luna kissed me on the cheek, does she like me? Did she like her present? I
wonder if Neville likes his? How are his parents doing, I don’t see them around much.
Does the Headmaster have them on a light duty, given what they already went through
for the order?
What’s our inquisitors next move? Will this “truce” between us last? Will she last
in the position of Defense professor if the position is really cursed?
Did she just say Snape?
“Snape?” asked Harry, looking up from his chess game with Ron.
“Professor Snape, dear,” corrected Mrs. Weasley. “He’s here to talk to you. Come
on, he says he can’t stay long.”
Susan hopped down off her seat and smoothed her dress. “Let’s see what old
crook nose has to discuss with you,” she said.
“I don’t think he’ll be pleased to see you if he came to talk to me.”
“Too bad for him. The new Susan might be less impulsive,” she turned to the
others, “she might not, of course.” She turned back. “But you’re still my friend, and I
don’t think he does social calls. This is business, and we’re in it together.”
“You’re right. Come on.”
They went into the kitchen where Sirius and Severus were seated at the table
across from each other. They stared at each other with mutual dislike, Sirius with the
burning hatred of the sun for ice, while Severus was the frosty stillness of the moon.
Note to self: when time permits, write steamy Sirius / Severus fanfic and post to
internet erotic stories website. Neither will ever see it, making it the perfect crime.
She struggled to not giggle.
“You are not needed for this discussion, girl,” said Severus.
“Yes I did have a lovely break, thank you for asking, man. Yours was chock full of
both ‘bah’ and ‘humbug’ I expect?”

“I do not have time for this. Leave so that I may make the Headmaster’s wishes
known to Potter.”
Susan folded her arms over her chest, making it clear she was going no-place.
“Known to Harry, you mean? If you would like respect, try giving it first, and see if you
don’t receive a bit more in return.”
“A very good point,” said Sirius. “You are in my house, it wouldn’t hurt you to be a
bit civil, would it?”
“Why risk it? Very well, as you will not be moved, Susan,” he said Susan as one
might say “child rapist.” “And you are the same, Sirius?”
“I want to know what you have to say to him. I am Harry’s godfather, after all.”
“And a shining example you set for the boy, I’m sure. Very well, I will continue.
The Headmaster wishes for you to study Occlumency under me this term.”
“I’ve never heard of it,” said Harry.
“Obviously something to do with the vision you had,” remarked Susan. “Perhaps
some means of reading Voldi’s mind more accurately?”
“Quite the opposite,” said Severus. “Though I suppose you deserve some small
credit for deducing even that much. It is a mental discipline that will allow you to defend
your mind against intrusion. Not your everyday sort of magic, but useful nonetheless.”
“Unfortunate he can’t learn to allow the flow of information only one way,” said
Susan. “It would be adventitious to our side if Harry could continue getting a sense of
what Voldi is thinking about,” said Susan.
“That is the thinking of a child,” said Sirius, rising to leave. “You will appear before
me in my office at six p.m. Monday. If anyone asks, you are taking Remedial Potions.
Heaven knows you could use the practice.”
“Perhaps if Harry had someone who could teach properly,” said Sirius, also
getting up, “he would excel at potion making as well.”
“Does he excel in something then? I haven’t seen him display any greater
aptitude than slightly below average in any discipline.”
“Maybe you just haven’t been looking hard enough.”
“And maybe you see what you wish to see, rather than the reality that is in front
of you.”
“What are you trying to say?”
“I believe my meaning was clear.”
“I suppose you got a lot of practice in seeing reality, after being rejected by Lilly
so many times. Or was seeing her with James reality enough for you?”
“You dare bring that up?” Severus reached for his wand, and Sirius did the same.
The kitchen door banged open, and Arthur proudly walked in. “Susan, there you
are! You were right! Oh.” He looked around the room. “Is this a bad time?”
“No. I was just leaving.” Severus hastily shoved his wand back into its holster and
pushed past everyone coming into the kitchen behind Arthur.
“That was interesting,” remarked Susan. “So, no more curse then?”
“Exactly,” said Arthur excitedly. “All they had to do was…”
“So, Occlumency, huh?” asked Hermione a few moments later when Team Susan
was together again. “Sounds like something we should all learn.”

“I was thinking the same thing,” said Harry. “I get taught it, and pass that
knowledge onto the rest of S.T.F.U. Still, classes with him will cut into that time
unfortunately.”
“It’s a good thing you guys don’t seem to have XP,” remarked Susan. “Now you
have to learn some other skill on top of everything else?’
“Yeah, but the flip side is I have to have lessons with professor Snape. I can’t just
write down ‘Occlumency’ and put a number next to it like some people.”
“Yeah, I guess. He called it a mental discipline, wonder if I could learn it?”
“I thought you got some sort of resistance to mental attack?” asked Hermione.
“That’s true, I should get a RESolve check, and that’s my highest stat. Maybe this
skill is in place of that for you?”
“I know one way to find out,” said Hermione. “Research.” She started looking her
book over.
“I hate to slice our time even shorter, though,” said Ron. “We don’t get much time
for each group as it is.”
“I suppose a half hour for physical combat and a half hour for mental seems
reasonable,” said Susan.
“Except no one but me has Voldi crawling around inside their heads.”
“True, but if our resident Inquisitor gets desperate for answers, she might resort
to mind reading magic. I would like the group to have at least a rudimentary defense.”
“It seems to be a fascinating branch of mental science,” said Hermione, reading
from her Research book. “Listen to this: Each practitioner of the art seems to manifest
the protection differently. For example, one person may envision a net to snare those
who try to read their thoughts. Another may have an opaque barrier, to obscure them.
Further examples include a mirrored sphere protecting the inner recesses of the mind,
showing the attacker what they wish to discover rather than the victim’s true thoughts.
And finally some sort of invisibility cloak draped over the thoughts which allows the
victim to passively hide and watch as their attacker struggles to find even a glimpse of
thought.”
“That one sounds good for you, Harry. You’ve got that cloak after all,” said Ron.
“Yeah. Does it say which method is best, or how you go about choosing?”
“I think it just sort of works out differently for each person. You just have to create
your defense and successfully envision it.”
“You know what I would want?” asked Ginny. “To have my mind be a huge
fishbowl, and inside are thousands of fish. My thoughts would be at the center, and the
fish would just be swimming round and round them to obscure them.”
“That would work,” said Ron. “I might want some creepy old mansion with
thousands of rooms where my thoughts were hiding. And put monsters and stuff inside
to scare away any attackers!”
“I think more a library with a lot of fake books,” said Hermione. “An attacker
would have to take down each book and read it to find the real one.” She turned to
Susan. “Do you have any mind read magic? We could get started practicing now!”
“I have mind linking magic, that allows two people to communicate without
speaking, but no magic to try and break into the vault of the mind, so to speak. I do
remember reading about something, though. Wait there.”
Susan got out her scroll of Personal Dimension and opened it up. She went and

got her book, then sat on the other side of the door and looked it over.
“Apparently in my father’s travels he met people called ESPers. People with
fantastic mental abilities that were not magical in nature, but rather pure mind power. He
wasn’t sure if there were any hiding out on this world or not. There are some notes in
the book about what they can do, and apparently there’s a spell in here to grant a tiny
fraction of that ability to someone. Apparently he never took it any farther, because
honestly, magic. It’s called Psychic Power and it’s a grade 7 spell. Seems a bit high for
what it gives you, but okay. Sadly, he notes that the ability of Mind Read that ESPers
seem to possess requires training to use. So I would also need a spell called Precipitant
Proficiency to grant me the ability. I would get a 1 rating for every 5 I got on the check.
Then I would probably still need Augment Skill so in total that would be a grade 7, and
two grade 5 spells to do it. I would be at such a high penalty it probably wouldn’t work
anyway. Sorry, I tried. I could have the book come up with a mind reading spell, but
Harry had a dream about something that was happening, he’s not just reading Voldi’s
mind, right?”
“Yeah, I guess you’re right,” said Harry.
“There’s hope though. I’m sneaking you in to that first lesson, Hermione. He must
be planning on reading your mind somehow, Harry, and that mean a spell. If you can
pick it up…”
“I can start letting others practice the technique! Great idea!”
“I’ll be Curious to see how it works, and how Prof Snape explains the technique.”
“I’ll keep looking, maybe they’ll be some instructions in here.”
“Actually, give me a few minutes to read over this spell. I’m going to try giving you
a rating in the skill and maybe you can see what it feels like!”
“Great idea. You don’t mind?”
“Mind? Casting magic? Who do you think I am?”
“Sorry, forgot who I was talking to.”
“Silly.”
And so the group that was returning to school took the Susan Express and
stepped through onto the grounds directly. In order to make sure no one saw the inside
of the room, Sparkle covered it with an Illusion of a forest. As they stepped out, a
jangling blur took off a pair of glasses and hit Susan, hugging her.
“Welcome back!” said Luna brightly.
“Uff!” said Susan, the air having been knocked out of her. “How did you know
where I was coming from?”
“Oh, there are ways,” she said mysteriously. Susan looked concerned. “Don’t
worry, only I can use this particular one. So what does my Christmas present do? You
wrote a note with a trigger word and a warning about not using it inside. I didn’t think I
should try it outside either, until I knew what to expect.”
“Let’s get everyone through and this door closed, and I’ll tell you all about it.”
“Fair deal. Did you have a good holiday?”
“Pretty good, yourself?”
“Not bad.”
With everyone back through and going up to the castle, Susan and Luna stopped
by the forest.

“Okay,” explained Susan. “I’m going to stand right here. Pretend I’m an evil
wizard about to cast some hideous spell at you.”
“Does the spell look hideous, or is it doing a hideous thing to me?”
“Both.”
“Scary. Okay, so you’re about to cast a spell.”
“Stand back a little farther. Little more. Okay, now imagine me being impeded by
the plant life around here, and say Entangle.”
Luna did, and the plants in the area reached out to grab her, which she allowed
to happen.
“Wow!” said Luna, looking over the area.
“Nice, huh? Even better, if there’s no plants around the spell is helpful enough to
make you some.”
“How do I turn it off?”
“Just decide you don’t want me to be entangled anymore.”
The plants went back to normal.
“I see why doing it inside might be a problem.”
“Not if there’s a bunch of people chasing you down a hallway. Then it’s perfect.
But I don’t think the teachers would appreciate it, your setting that off inside the castle.”
“Right. Oh, before I forget, Neville says thank you. He said it will come in handy
the next fight he’s in.”
“It should.” What did I make him? Oh, right, a Haze item so he’s harder to hit too,
like Hermione. Just a different kind so if someone figures out the one, they won’t have
both of them.
“Let’s get inside, I have some news of a new skill we’ll be trying to learn in our
meeting.”
“Do tell.”
Arm in arm, the two went back to the castle to talk about Occlumency and the
new schedule.

*Dementor Slaying Knife
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Consequences
Time: 6:00 PM Monday
Place: Just outside Severus’ office
“Now remember,” said Susan, “We’re going to be invisible, but not inaudible.
Don’t say anything.”
“I know,” said Hermione.
“Right, sorry. Okay, Harry. We’ll be right behind you, and we’ll see what he does.”
Harry nodded. “Right.”
Susan cast Invisibility on Hermione, Sparkle, and herself, then dragged them
along with her Phase from Spell Symbol. Harry went in, and the two girls stepped
through the wall into the potions office. Sparkle was there to provide an Illusion that the
room was normal to hide the magic that was going to get them out of the room again.
Eww, glad I didn’t feel myself walking into that, thought Susan as she looked
around where they had stepped through. Various things floated in jars on shelves, and
both of them passed through without resistance. Harry went to stand before Severus’
desk. Susan dropped Phase so they could listen in after making sure they were well
away from anything that could damage them when they came out of it.
“As you have summoned me, so do I arrive,” said Harry, spreading his arms and
bowing.
He’s been spending way too much time around me.
“You have been spending way too much time around that girl,” said Severus.
Wow.
“In fact, I’m surprised to find you here without her. You two normally are joined at
the hip.”
I’m not so far away as that, crook nose.
“I thought, given your dislike of her, she should be elsewhere for this, professor.”
“So you do have a small bit of sense. Astonishing. We will begin. Stand and take
out your wand.”
“Very well, professor. Materialize.” Harry’s wand appeared in his hand, and he
was careful not to wince at the tiny hole it made in his palm.
“How did you… her.”
“Professor?”
“Never mind. You may use your wand to attempt to disarm me, or defend yourself
in any other way you can think of.”
Susan had struggle against laughing. So he calls out his windblade and chops
your head off. You did give him permission, after all, and you know what they say about
the best defense.
“This is teaching me Occlumency, professor?”
“I am going to attempt to break into your mind. We will see how effectively you
resist. I have been informed you can successfully throw off an Imperius Curse, though it
was not Alastor Moody who cast it upon you. Thus its strength may be in question. In
any case, similar mental discipline will be needed for this. We will begin… now.
Legilimens!”
Harry stood there as the spell obviously bounced off his Barrier Against Spells

item. Severus stared stupidly down at him.
“Expelliarmus,” Harry said simply, and in his shock, Severus’ wand flew away
from his hand.
“So, will there be anything else, professor?” asked Harry, genuinely curious.
Wait, what just happened? He didn’t explain anything. He didn’t even try to
explain. We learned more just reading about Occlumency in the Research item then
Prof Snape told him, which was nothing. No techniques, no visualizations, just a spell
and then Harry’s mind gets read? I don’t get it. Either this guy has no actual clue what
he’s doing, or he just botched his Teaching check so badly Harry would have gotten a
negative rating in the skill. She had a further thought. No wonder he teaches potions, all
he has to do is write something on the board and say ‘follow this recipe.’ It’s more his
speed.
“How did you do that?” Severus demanded.
“Do what?” asked Harry honestly. “Expelliarmus? That’s a standard dueling spell,
isn’t it?”
“You know what I mean, boy! No one is a perfect Occlumens from birth. How did
you deflect my spell?”
“Oh, I completely forgot! Susan made me this, it makes me immune to having
magic cast on me.” Harry pulled out his gift from several years ago.
“That girl again.”
Old crook nose seems to developed an eye twitch, he should have that looked at.
“Sorry about that, it slipped my mind, Professor. I didn’t realize you would be
using a spell, as obviously I’m not using a spell to get into Vlodi’s mind.”
It didn’t seem that Severus could stare with further shock, but he managed it.
“You have the audacity to shorten the Dark Lord’s name? A tradition no doubt
borrowed from her,” he said darkly.
Wow, does he have the Obsessed background over me, or something?
“That’s not his name,” protested Harry. “His name is Tom Riddle, and he’s a boy,
just like me, that took dark magic too far. He killed my parents, and I hope he’s prepared
to die for it.”
“What gives you this confidence, Potter? Knowing that she is at your side?”
“Partially. I’ve worked hard to get where I am today, and I’ve held my own in the
fights we’ve been in. I was the one that killed the basilisk, after all.”
With a little help from Power Overwhelming, but you don’t know that, do you?
“Well, let me tell you something. There are those who believe she is not all that
she appears. Always remember this: Death walks at her left hand.”
Susan went cold. How does he know about what I put into my left hand? No one
should know about that! If Fletcher told the Order about what I bought…
“What do you mean, death walks at her left hand?”
“I’ve said too much.” He bent down to get his wand. “Just don’t get cozy with her.
One day she’ll show her true colors and be taken down. Perhaps that joyful task will
even fall to me. Now, put aside your little toy and let us continue this.”
Little toy? With that and his Windblade there’s not much you could do against
him, crook nose. Toy indeed. Do you know how much that would go for at auction?
More wealth than you’ll ever see!
“Now wait just a second- if Tom is standing in front of me he’s not going to waste

time prying into my brain. What you’re doing is completely different than what I’m doing,
and what you all fear he’ll do back!”
“Yes, your so called connection to the Dark Lord is an unknown variable in all
this. As I do not have it, I must simulate the phenomenon as best I can. I do this with
Legilimens. Now do you understand?”
“So you’re taking on faith it will work, rather than any solid evidence. I see. All this
may be a waste of time.”
“Exactly as I argued it, shocking as is it for us to actually agree on something.
The item?”
“Very well, Professor.” Harry took out the tiny stone figure and set it within arm’s
reach.
Severus cast Legilimens several times on Harry, who seemed to do fairly well, as
Susan saw it. He managed to throw off the effects in two or three active actions as she
saw time, which she felt was pretty good. Severus, of course, said he was dismal and
gave him weird advice.
“You are to rid your mind of all emotion every night before sleep- empty it, make it
blank and calm, you understand?”
“Very well, professor,” answered Harry, plainly confused.
As well he should be, is Hook Nose teaching him Meditation or Occlumency?
Occlumency depends on having your visualized barrier in the ‘corner of the eye’ so to
speak, so you can solidify it if you feel someone trying to get access to your thoughts.
The correct advice would be to visualize this barrier all the time, so pretty soon it’s a
habit and you’re never without it. At least according to the book, which I would trust over
that so called lesson. None of this makes sense.
Harry left, and Hermione started pulling away, but Susan held her back a
moment. She wondered if Severus would do anything interesting, but it seemed he just
went back to doing grading.
Pity.
Susan activated her next casting of Phase from Spell Symbol and was relieved to
not see the flash of magic appear, as the room was still covered by Illusion. They
stepped through and went to the common room to find Harry.
“Did you understand what he was babbling about?” Harry asked Susan.
“Not exactly. Not being what I appear, my foot. I’m the daughter of a guy not from
this world, not some demon in disguise. And what was that nonsense about death at my
left hand?” As obviously I’m not telling them about what I ordered. Especially if Voldi can
peek into Harry’s mind and know what he knows. He’ll defend against it and it’ll be
worthless.
“You do a lot of the gesturing for your spells with your left hand,” said Hermione.
“I guess, but I’m left handed if you hadn’t figured that out. He seemed to think it
was something specific though.”
“He was really shaken when I disarmed him. Did you see his face?”
“Yeah, for a guy who kept telling you to master your thoughts, I think he could
take a few remedial lessons himself.”
“You did learn the spell though, right?” asked Ron.

“Yes, but given what I saw it do to Harry, I’m not sure I want to use it.”
“Hey, I would rather have you poking around my subconscious than him!”
protested Harry, “and I want more practice before Wednesday. That guy is the worst
teacher ever! Now that we’re back I want to see if the library has any books on
Occlumency. Obviously I’m not going to get anywhere relying on his teaching.”
“Something else odd I noticed,” Hermione remarked. “He was furious with you for
calling Voldemort ‘Voldi’ like Susan does, and kept calling him ‘the dark lord.’ That sort
of sounds like something a Death Eater would do, isn’t it?”
“Yeah, practice. Lots and lots of practice. I don’t want that guy near my brain
again. If you’ll excuse me, I have to go visualize my invisibility cloak in finer detail so I
can throw it over my thoughts when needed. See you all later.”
As the group came down the stairs the next morning, it was a sullen and quiet
room they walked into. The teachers looked more worried than they ever had before,
and conversations were whispered, not spoken in a normal voice.
“Who died?” asked Susan to Luna, as she sat down to get something to eat.
“No one yet, but it’s only a matter of time,” she said sadly, showing her a
newspaper.
“Oh crap,” said all of them together. There was a picture of a tall, triangular
building, billowing smoke, that seemed to be set into a small island someplace.
“Azkaban,” Susan said darkly, reading the headline. “We meet at last.”
Mass breakout from Azkaban
Ministry fears Peter is “rallying point”
for Death Eaters
“That’s right, you could go there now from this picture?” asked Hermione.
“Yup. I knew I would have to find out what it looked like sooner or later, but this
isn’t how I wanted to do it.”
“Don’t suppose the minister will finally come around?” asked Ron.
“Probably not. At least your godfather won’t be blamed, Harry.”
“Yeah, can you imagine? It’s weird though, I could have sworn I saw his name
there for a second.”
“You were imagining things. Why now, though?”
“What do you mean?” asked Ron.
“Why break them out now? I mean, the people there were the most loyal to him,
right? They didn’t say they had been acting under a curse, they admitted being his
followers. Why did he wait so long to free them?”
“Probably researching a spell or two to help,” said Harry.
“That’s what I’m afraid of. He’s feeling confident, so he puts on his traveling
shoes and stages a little breakout.”
“Oh, I’d love some traveling shoes!” said Luna brightly. “Do they let you take ten
steps instead of one, or just make you walk faster?”
“Whichever you wanted, if I was making them. Crap.”
“What?” asked the group.
“Pretend I’m the minister of magic. I’m paranoid about a little girl, who shall

remain nameless. This little girl has repeatedly made threats about taking Azkaban out,
and I know she can scare Dementors into doing stuff. What if I now believe this girl has
offered these ten escapees their freedom for their loyalty?”
“You would never ask for help from Death Eaters,” said Harry.
“I know that. You know that. But does he know that?”
“So you’re asking what you would do?” asked Luna. “Tell your inquisitor at the
school to step up her efforts to expose the plot.”
“Exactly. This isn’t going to end well.”
“There’s something else that hasn’t ended well,” said Hermione sadly. “Take a
look at this.” She pointed out the article about Broderick Bode being strangled with
Devil’s Snare in the hospital. The article went into detail about how the plant had been
overlooked because of a small fire that had broken out earlier in the week, and the
incident with Lockhart.
“He’s dead because of us?” Ron asked, aghast.
“We would have recognized that plant, we’ve seen it before,” Hermione said
sadly. “And if we hadn’t caused that commotion…”
“If I hadn’t you mean? If we had just walked him back to his bed we would have
seen the plant and alerted them. That’s what you’re thinking.”
“We can’t say it would have happened that way.” Hermione seemed to be trying
to convince herself as much as Susan.
“We would have walked right by it,” said Harry bitterly. “We could have saved
him. All because of stupid Lockhart trying to kill us when Susan healed him.”
“No, all because stupid Susan had to go showing off again. I’ll see you later.”
Susan felt she had to put some distance between her and her friends. She
wandered the nearly empty halls, somehow more concerned with the death of one man
she didn’t even know than the escape of Death Eaters. They could be dealt with.
“You can’t hold yourself responsible,” said a voice near her feet.
“Sparkle! You scared me. I didn’t know you followed me.”
“I am your companion, you know. We’re in this together.”
“I know. I just feel like for all the good I’ve done, if it means the death of one
person, was it all worth it?”
“Like Hermione said, there’s no guarantee you would have noticed that plant.
And if you start feeling responsible for every person you pass on the street because you
didn’t plunge your knife into them, on the off chance they’ll die of some disease the next
day, you’ll go mad.”
“I guess. It’s just we were right there!”
“Yes, and circumstances were against you. I mean, think about it this way- with
all the dangerous things you’ve done it’s luckily you’re all still alive.” Not that you aren’t
PCs, and who kills off PCs in the middle of a story? Somebody who doesn’t care about
backlash from fans of the story, that’s who.
“I feel how I feel, and I feel like it’s my fault.”
“My telling you it wasn’t isn’t going to help, but I’ll say it anyway. If that man was
supposed to die that day, he was going to die. Wouldn’t have mattered by what.”
“You mean like an object with True Owner having to come back?”
“Something like that.”

“I don’t know. That sounds like philosophy or something. Fate. I’m not sure I even
believe in that sort of thing.”
“You think your father worried about every person on every world he visited? Did
he feel bad that in the course of saving a whole planet, if one or two innocent
bystanders may have been hurt or killed?”
“If he was any kind of man to be respected, yes!”
“Okay, maybe that was a bad example. I’m just saying, you can’t lose focus over
this.” Though I suppose some might call this character development?
“I know. It shouldn’t have hit me this hard. And I do tend, on average, to do more
good than harm, that’s for sure.”
“Exactly.”
“Maybe I’ll build him a little monument in the Dimension. At the very least
someone will remember his death, and that will remind me to think things through a little
more.”
“It’s your Dimension, you can do whatever you want with it.”
“Stupid Lockhart, it’s all his fault, really.”
“There’s the Susan I know.”
The next two months passed without incident, though not for lack of trying on the
part of Dolores Umbridge. Another “decree” was passed, not aimed at Susan
specifically this time, which gave her a slight smile. Apparently teachers had been
talking about Death Eaters and the breakout, as the Decree disallowed them from giving
“information that is not strictly related to the subjects they are paid to teach.”
This of course caused all manner of hilarious complications as teachers could no
longer give advice relating to clubs, Quidditch maneuvers after games, or career advice.
It was hastily amended to read “without the Inquisitor being present.”
During this time Susan thought more about Luna’s offer to publish her account of
the Voldemort Resurrection, as more and more people were coming to her to ask for her
story. She knew Harry was also getting a lot of questions about it.
One bright spot was that with Hermione’s help, Harry was starting to get the
techniques down for Occlumency. It seemed having a teacher that actually cared, and
give you useful feedback about what they could and could not see helped tremendously.
Severus had still told Harry nothing of the actual technique, but seemed grudgingly
impressed by the fact he was actually making progress.
“Honestly, it’s like he didn’t expect me to make any progress, so he didn’t even
try to teach me the technique. He let one tip slip out in an unguarded moment, so I know
he knows more than he’s letting on. Thank goodness I have two friends that love to
obsessively look stuff up,” he remarked after a particularly grueling session.
“Yeah, with his so called lessons,” added Ron, “all he would have succeeded in
doing is make Harry feel useless he wasn’t learning the technique and probably making
it easier for Voldi because of all the attacks his mind has undergone.”
Several members of S.T.F.U had agreed to allow Hermione access to their
minds, and were also making progress. With others to compare to, Hermione was also
learning other avenues of attack, and how to tell what was most effective at blocking
her. This cycle of reinforcement kept everyone interested and sharpened all their skills.
Combat training, both unarmed and armed, was also moving along, and Ron was

now doing excellent in classes strictly involving magic.
“It’s just a matter of paying attention to the movement and getting the
pronunciation of the words right,” he said. “Can’t imagine why I had trouble before.”
“I tried to tell you!” said Hermione, not unkindly.
And so Valentine’s Day came around, and Harry said he was meeting Cho to go
into the village together that day.
“You sly dog!” said Ron, elbowing him.
“Quit it!”
“I’m going to be walking around with Luna,” said Susan, “So it’ll just be you and
Hermione, I guess. You sly dog.” She elbowed him.
“Quit it!”
They all laughed.
“Are you sure you don’t want to go with Ginny?” asked Susan.
“Why do you keep wanting to get me together with my sis- oh, you were talking to
Harry.”
Everyone pretended they hadn’t heard him.
“I don’t know,” said Harry at last. “I just feel it’s right, seeing Cho now.”
“Oh, one of those,” Susan said knowingly. “Carry on then.”
And so Luna and Susan walked about the village, talking about various things.
Sparkle padded along by their side, happy to get out of the castle for a while.
“It’s funny, isn’t it?” said Luna, looking around. “Everyone freaked out about Sirius
being free, but he was innocent. Now ten actual Death Eaters have escaped and there’s
not a Dementor to be found.”
“Two reasons for that,” said Susan simply. “One, if any did show up here the
minister knows I would kill them on sight. And two, they probably would only come to
attack, having now probably joined Voldi’s side.”
“It just worries me nothing seems to be happening where they’re concerned.”
“Me too. I’d look for them, but why do the ministry’s job for it, as they didn’t even
ask.”
“Wouldn’t it just bounce back anyway? I’m sure they’re all protected now.”
“That too.”
“Do you think you might have handled him wrongly when you first met?”
“I’ve actually thought about that a lot. But it all comes down to that prison. I
realize intellectually it’s as much a prison for the guards as it is for the people in the
cells. But just the thought of that man, sitting in his house, probably served by elf slaves,
while other people have the life leached out of them a tiny sliver at a time; It makes my
blood boil. He’s not the one who set the system up, I shouldn’t blame him. But he allows
it to continue, and isn’t that just as bad?”
“But telling him you’re going to swoop down and destroy the whole place, what
choice did he have but to react the way he did?”
“I know. But then there was all that others stuff- not giving Sirius a trial, losing one
of their workers and not even bothering to search. It all adds up.”
“But isn’t he just a cog in the machine? You don’t dislike him personally, do you?”
“No, I have nothing against the man personally. He might be an idiot, but I don’t

think he’s malicious in what he does.”
“You just think you could do better.”
“Heck no! I don’t want his job. You know how much paperwork is involved being
minister? I just think it could be done better, maybe by someone who was a little more
caring.”
“What about Headmaster Dumbledore? You think he wants the minister’s job?”
“He never indicated to me that he did. I think he’s happy just running the school,
honestly. I mean he turned the job down once, right? If he wanted to be minister we
would have him.”
“Are you sure? He never said anything about a private army, or your training
some kind of army?”
“Luna, are you feeling okay? You know full well what we’re doing!”
“Yeah, I’m fine. So, about the army…”
“Just a second.” Magical symbols spun around Luna as Susan began casting,
touching her arm.
“Hey, what are you doing?”
“Nothing to be worried about. Magic Immunity!” Luna staggered, clutching her
head. Susan grabbed her. “Are you okay?”
“What happened to me? What was I saying?”
“Thought so. You were being controlled. Do you remember anything?”
Luna looked confused. “I… don’t know. Something about finding out what you
were up to, I think?” She looked terrified. “I’m sorry! I didn’t know what I was doing!”
“It’s okay, Luna. It’s not your fault. Ron got hit by the same thing first year, and I
know you well enough now to tell you were acting funny. With Ron I didn’t know him, so
I couldn’t tell.”
“What do we do?”
“I don’t know. For now…” She glanced around. “Don’t say anything more. A
certain someone could be lurking around invisibly. Hey Sparkle, you learned that Detect
Enemies spell, didn’t you?”
“I did. Just a second. Detect Enemies.” She concentrated. “Someone is moving
away at a brisk pace, heading back in the direction of the castle.”
“Figures. I need a spell that can make invisible things glow or something, so I can
target them.”
“What about, say, Detect Invisibility?”
“I don’t know if their magic is like our magic of Invisibility. It would show someone
under a cloak, but I think their actual spell is more like a camouflage.”
“See life?”
“A grade 8 spell just for that? Are you nuts?”
“It is rather high. I would think Visibility or Shining Magic. Grade 5, they aren’t too
bad. It’s just leaning a spell I’ve wanted once in how many years? But doing it from
writing takes too long. Oh well, we’ll think about it.”
Luna was still clutching Susan’s arm for support. “Hey, are you sure you’re
okay?”
“I will be. Having that spell forcibly ripped away from you like that isn’t the easiest
experience, you know?”
“How about some hot chocolate? Will that make it all better?”

“Oh, it might be a start,” replied Luna, a twinkle in her eye.
Inside Madam Puddifoot’s tea shop, Susan and Luna walked passed Harry and
Cho with a grin.
“Join us!” Harry said, springing up from his seat. “Please!”
“No, no, no, you two have fun,” said Luna, grinning.
Susan, however, beckoned them with a crooked finger on each hand. They
leaned in close.
“Listen, Luna was under the Imperius Curse and was pumping me for information
she already knew. Three guesses who she was going to report back to. Keep your eyes
open.”
“Should we head back?” asked Harry.
“No need for that,” Susan answered. “Just make sure the people you’re close to
act in character. In fact…” She touched Cho cast Magic Immunity again. She didn’t
react. “Okay, you’re clean.”
“What about Harry,” protested Cho.
“He has that charm I made him to be immune to spells. She couldn’t cast on him
if she tried all day. Neither could I, if it came down to it. So he can’t be cursed.”
“Oh.”
“Have fun, you two.”
They went to another table, giggling like… well, teenage girls actually.
“I think I want to do it,” Susan said a few minutes later.
“You don’t think we would be rushing into it?” asked Luna, curious.
“What do you mean? You asked me if I wanted to publish months ago. With
what’s happened, I think the time is right.”
Luna recovered magnificently. “That’s what I mean- doing it right after that is sort
of reactionary, isn’t it? Wouldn’t people think, why now? Why not when it first
happened?”
“I can make some changes at the beginning. You know, ‘in light of recent events
and no answers given by the ministry’ sort of thing. Make it look like I’m stepping
forward despite the ministry not wanting me to all this time.”
“Okay, that seems reasonable. Do you want to clear it with the Headmaster
first?”
“I probably should. Talk to your father and see if he’ll do it. Without that we’ve got
nothing anyway. By then I should have my answer.”
“Okay. I’ll owl him tonight.”
“Make sure to use code or reference it indirectly, that one owl got attacked,
remember?”
“I always write to him in code.”
“Oh. Sensible.” She gave a little laugh. “Owl him tonight. Only in the magical
world could Owl be a verb.”
That evening Susan stuck her head through a small Teleportal into the
Headmaster’s office.
“Excuse me,” said said softly, seeing no one was around.

Albus looked up. “Susan! Have you lost weight recently?”
“Very funny. Would you mind if I had Luna publish the account at this point?”
“Are you prepared for what will come after?”
“All that needs to happen for the bad guys to win is for good men and women to
stand and do nothing,” Susan quoted.
“Very well, I wish you luck.”
“Good night.”

75
Susan’s Fury
Time: Monday Morning
Place: Great Hall
Dozens of owls swooped in to the great hall at mail time, prompting Susan to
begin wondering how you trained dozens of owls to either all arrive at the same time, or
wait around until a specific hour to deliver mail.
Can owls tell time? If they can tell time, are they intelligent? If they’re intelligent,
how intelligent are they? Time is a human invention, for owls to understand it wouldn’t
they have to be as smart as humans? Snakes can talk to certain wizards who have that
Parselmouth background, how smart are they, usually? They don’t act smart. Maybe
they’re smarter than we are, to stay hidden for so long. What other animals might have
human“They’re all for us?” Harry asked, as owls dive-bombed them.
“What?” Susan snapped out of her revere.
“These letters, they’re addressed to us.”
“Into the fire, you think? The last time I got letters it turned out badly, if you’ll
recall.”
“I do. How about this, let’s let someone other than you open some, and if they
think you should read them…”
“Here you go, Hermione,” said Susan, shoving them over.
Hermione silently read one after another, sometimes looking happy, sometimes
annoyed. “Go ahead and read them,” she said.
They did.
“Mail already?” asked Luna, coming over. “It was just put out this morning, too.
Positive responses, I hope?” She held up a copy of The Quibbler and Susan smiled as
she was the front of it.
-IN HER OWN WORDSTHE LONG NIGHT RETURNS
WHAT HAPPENED THE NIGHT
TWO KIDS SAW TERROR REBORN
“Not bad, not bad at all!” remarked Susan. “I like the headline.”
“Thanks. Dad made a few corrections and things to your grammar, I hope you
don’t mind?” asked Luna.
“I only got a thirteen on that check, I’m not surprised.”
“A thirteen isn’t bad, is it?” Harry asked.
“I had Augment Skill: Writing on at the time, so yeah, actually it was.”
Hermione was scanning the article. “This is different than what you actually told
us.”
“Yeah, I figured it would only cause confusion if I-”
Cho ran into the room, grabbed up Harry, shouted “You actually stunned HeWho-Must-Not-Be-Named?” and planted a kiss on him that went on long enough to

attract Dolores’ attention.
“What’s going on here!?” she demanded. They broke apart sheepishly, both
bright red.
Dolores caught sight of the paper. “Is that- What did you do?”
“Here,” said Susan brightly. She got out a pen and signed the front page with a
flourish. “Signed copy, just for you. That’ll be worth some gold someday, hang on to it.”
She bumped a finger against the side of her nose.
Dolores’ face quivered and twitched as various emotions fought for their time in
the spotlight.
“We at the ministry have tried and tried to be patient with you,” she said at last.
“But I can see now that you won’t listen to reason. To think you would go so far is this! I
am shocked at your behavior.”
“Somehow, that doesn’t bother me very much, coming from you,” said Susan
darkly.
“We shall see about this!” She walked off.
It wasn’t two hours later that a new decree, number 30, had gone up. It was the
shortest one yet.
Any student found in possession of the magazine The Quibbler will be
expelled.
“Does she really expect it to be that easy?” asked Ron at lunch. “It seems people
are having a delightful time finding ways to hide The Quibbler in plain sight. One of the
mirrors in the boy’s bathroom on the third floor now has a scrolling line of text going
across it. Guess what it reads?”
“Something about a certain night?” asked Susan. “Written by yours truly?”
“Exactly.”
“Why is the version you wrote for the paper and the version you told us
different?” asked Hermione.
“That’s easy. For one, I don’t mind explaining my magic to S.T.F.U, they need to
know exactly what I can do and what I can’t if they’re going to have any faith in my
abilities. But the population at large doesn’t need to know what I can do. To say that,
with time, Voldi can basically blow up the earth if he wanted to would just cause
confusion because they don’t know my magic can do that sort of thing. And to write
about him stealing my magic would only make things worse.”
“Wait, you could blow up the earth?” said Ron, disbelieving.
“I admit, it would take some preparation. I would need to drain the energy from a
sizable number of people. Then put Energetic Accumulation on, then unleash it all in
something like Solar Orb or Elemental Storm. With fifty people’s worth of energy in it,
my rating would be, to use round numbers, a thousand or so. That’s a sphere a
thousand kilometers in diameter, and twice that gets damaged immediately. Then I let it
go, and it doubles in size, causing damage out to four thousand kilometers. That would
turn the United States into a crater, anyway. The aftermath of such an explosion would
probably kill the rest of the world eventually. Change that to a hundred people, or more?
That’s a planet busting spell right there.”

“No wonder you were freaking out before,” said Ron. “And you said your father is
more powerful than you? If Voldi could do something like that with your magic, that he
stole...”
“Ah, but when you’re talking about that kind of prep work for one spell, it hardly
matters. His magic had more oomph, and he had more energy, that’s all. I have no idea
how much energy Voldi has, or what spells he’ll prioritize creating.”
“Oh.”
“You seemed to give Voldi more credit in the article, too,” continue Hermione.
“Well, I had to, didn’t I? Without the explanation of why he just stood there and let
Harry stun him, he would look really stupid. I figured that might make him a bit angry. I
know I would have been, if the situation were reversed.”
“So you just made his magic fizzle?”
“I figured that would be easiest. I even wrote that one of the Death Eaters
shouted ‘My Lord, I told you it was too soon after your resurrection, your magic is not
yet recovered!’ as we got away.”
“Which explained why he didn’t immediately break his followers out of prison,
either. You figured he just recovered fully, and mounted the attack immediately
afterwards. It fit together pretty nicely.”
“I thought so. It presented him in a way that was scary, but scary in a way wand
using people could understand. I also put in that I hoped his magic was gone for good,
sacrificed for the resurrection ritual. That’s why I didn’t post the article right away, so
people wouldn’t panic. Now that it’s been proven he’s powerful again, I had to speak
out. I’m pretty proud of the way I told enough of the truth to hold together, but not the
exact truth.”
“Have people been bugging you about it, Harry?”
There was no reply.
“Harry!”
“What?”
Hermione smiled sweetly. “Your lunch is not going to eat itself, Harry.”
“Oh yeah, lunch!” He started eating like he was ravenous. “Lunch is great, isn’t
it?” he asked, mouth full.
“What I don’t understand,” said Ron, “is why she kissed him now? She knew
what went on that night, we told her already.”
“Maybe seeing it in print really made it hit home? I don’t know,” said Susan. “I feel
sorry for Ginny though.”
“I know. Even after confessing, Harry still goes for the Asian girl. Why is that, do
you think?” asked Hermione. She turned to Susan. “Be honest, if you had the choice
between a redhead and an Asian girl, which one would you pick?”
“Is this a trick question?” she answered after a moment. “I would either just take
them both, or have a cage match and winner takes all.”
“You would, wouldn’t you?”
“It’s the only fair way. There’s enough of Susan to go around.” She winked. “And
if the two girls couldn’t get along with each other well enough to have me as the tasty
cream in the iced girl cream sandwich, one of them deserves to be taken down in the
ring.”
“You’re impossible.”

“That’s me, the impossible girl.”
That evening, after a very successful day of making the Inquisitor run herself
ragged trying to find copies of The Quibbler, Susan heard a tap-tap-tapping upon her
window as she got undressed. There seemed to be a large, dark bird outside, carrying
something in its beak. Susan let the bird in, and held up a finger for it to perch on. It
proffered the tiny scroll, and once Susan had taken it, flew away.
Was that a raven, tap-tap-taping, on my window glass this eve? A darkish sort of
bird to send this message I received. Who doesn’t use an owl to send their message
anymore? And will this raven, as departing, happen to say “nevermore?”
It didn’t. It just left. In fact had it known Susan’s thought it would have secretly
resented the implication it would say something so foolish and nonsensical. But no one
knew that, so we’ll just get back to the story.
Susan shrugged, and did a Magic Sense on the parchment paper as she moved
into the light.
Nothing.
She opened the tiny scroll, and upon it were these words:
Susan,
Thank you for not making me look the fool.
Perhaps one day I can repay the favor.
L.V.
Of course, thought Susan. Why would he use something as mainstream as an
owl to send messages?
Then she froze.
I just let that bird in. It could have been him, shape-shifted into a bird! I’m going to
have to be much more careful from now on, given he knows I’m stupid enough to allow
strange animals into the castle. Stupid-stupid-stupid Susan. Negative a million Susan
points!
A full week went by, with no more nocturnal messages, and the whole week,
Susan pondered telling her Team about the message. Would they take it well? To think
that Voldi actually sat down and wrote me a thank you letter, it makes him seem more
human. But all their lives they’ve been taught to think of him as inhuman. That the
magics he did made him a monster, and no longer a man. I’ve spoken to the younger
version of Tom, and he seemed a bit like me. He just wanted justice. What turned him
into the person everyone feared? Was he just caught in circumstance he couldn’t deal
with any other way? Made into a villain, like the ministry has with me? But that wouldn’t
explain Death Eaters, would it? He must have gone bad at some point, thrown his
morals away for achieving his goals. How easily can I go down that same road?

It was the next evening, when Susan was doing homework, that she got her
answer. The silvery Patronus of Albus Dumbledore swooped down to her and quickly
said “Susan, come immediately to the office of Professor Umbridge. Do not cross the
intervening space.” It vanished.
Susan looked at the others and Sparkle leapt up from where she was sitting
nearby.
“Go!” said Hermione, looking terrified. “Something awful must have happened!”
But Susan was already casting. “Teleportal!”
The hole opened and there were Albus and Dolores, standing over the writhing
form of Luna Lovegood. It looked like she was having some kind of seizure or fit,
thrashing about on the floor. She was blue, and getting weaker.
“What did you DO?!” Susan shouted, jumping through the hole. Hermione
gasped behind her, and Sparkle followed. Susan unsheathed the knife from her leg,
where she had been wearing it lately. She wanted it a bit closer than in her Pocket
Dimension, after everything that had happened recently. Just in case.
She plunged the knife without hesitation into Luna’s chest, and she gasped,
muscles going limp as though strings controlling her from above had been cut.
“Luna!” she cried, kneeling and cradling her head. “Luna, please be all right!” She
pulled the knife out.
Luna’s eyes fluttered open, and she took in great lungfulls of air as though
coming up from deep underwater. “Hey, you…” she weakly said at last. “You came.”
“Of course I came,” said Susan, tears forming in her eyes. “I’ll always come for
you, no matter what. Across time and space if I have to.”
Albus laid a hand on Susan’s shoulder. “I’m glad that worked.”
“Yes,” said Susan bitterly. “After all, tomorrow’s headline could have read Dolores
Umbridge Accidentally Murders Hogwarts Student. Wonder how secure her position
would have been after that?”
Luna brushed a tear from Susan’s cheek. “Hey, it’s okay. You saved me, so no
tears now. Only smiles.”
“You should take her to Madam Pomfrey at once,” said Albus. “Your magic is
miraculous, but there may be further complications. Let me talk to Professor Umbridge
about this, alone.”
Susan ignored him. “Can you stand?”
“I think so,” Luna heaved. “What happened to me?”
“That is exactly what I am going to find out. Come on, let’s get you up.” Susan
helped Luna up, and crossed the office to the still open hole in the air. She passed Luna
over to Hermione. “Take her there, okay? I’ll be along after I’ve taken care of some
business here.”
“Don’t do anything-”
Hermione was cut off by the Teleportal closing. Susan stared at the cat dishes on
the wall for a moment. She allowed herself to fully experience the rage that was building
in her heart.
Okay, thought Old Susan, I get to come out one last time, right?
She almost killed Luna, thought New Susan.
Glad we’re agreed.

Magic started to crackle in the air around Susan, as her fury mounted. Her hair
began to stand on end and even the cats cowered back from where she was standing.
The room got darker and her eyes, unseen by her, went black as coals. She looked
behind one shoulder.
“I’ll only ask you this politely once. What did you do to her?” Susan’s voice was
steel.
“I… I don’t have to answer to you,” said Dolores, moving slowly away from where
Susan was standing. “Headmaster, perhaps we should-”
“Hypnotic Field,” cast Susan, using maximum energy, and taking the whole 2.5
seconds to cast. She got a 27 total on the check, which there was no way Dolores could
beat.
“Sorry, Sparkle,” she said, as the Field was larger than the room she was in, and
caught the Headmaster and Sparkle as well. And perhaps some people out in the hall?
Oh well. “Not to worry, this will only take a moment.”
She went over and cast Energy Drain on Dolores, carefully draining exactly 29
energy.
I want her weakened, not unconscious. Not knowing her ENDurance and
RESolve make that tricky, but about 30 is a good number. This way even if she put
energy into her STRength check to break out, she’ll just go unconscious instead. If it
works that way for them, and it must, our physical laws aren’t that different, just
expressed more exactly for me.
She now had 102 energy, and plucked the wand from Dolores’ hand. She went to
the window, opened it, and chucked the wand out. She gave it a little wave. “Bye bye!”
“Immobilize,” she cast, using 8 of her stolen energy and taking the extra time.
She got a 19 total, and doubted the slightly gone to seed inquisitor could beat that even
without drained energy and the Field restricting her mental processes. She stared hard
at Dolores, wondering what she was thinking right now.
“Don’t worry, I won’t kill you,” she said sweetly. “You’re going to give a message
to the minister tonight, so you at least have to be able to talk.”
She looked over at Albus. “Ah yes, the Headmaster. Better make sure he can’t
interfere in this.” She walked over and searched his robes for his wand, which she
pulled out.
“Nice wand. Distinctive.” She held it up with two fingers and swished it about.
“Maybe I could sell it- The Wand of Albus Dumbledore. Bidding begins at 100,000
Galleons.”
Susan, of course, didn’t realize bidding on The Elder Wand should start at a
million, but we’ll forgive her that ignorance.
She stuck the wand in her Pocket Dimension and walked back to Dolores. “I’ll
allow you to talk again,” she said, waving a hand and dropping the Field. “I hope I like
what I hear.”
“This is outrageous!” shouted Dolores, struggling. “Free me at once!”
“Or what?” sneered Susan. “You’ll make a decree at me? I’ve had just about
enough of you and your paranoid delusions, Inquisitor. I’m going to ask a second time,
and I hope I get an answer. What… did you do… to Luna?”

“Albus, please! Don’t let her hurt me!”
Albus gave a sort of half shrug, like, “You saw her take my wand, what do you
want me to do about it?”
“ANSWER ME!” yelled Susan, and one of the nearest plates shattered as
magical energies swirled and danced around Susan.
“Veritaserum! I gave her Veritaserum, that’s all! She shouldn’t have reacted that
way, I don’t know what went wrong!” Dolores struggled against the magical bonds, now
looking terrified as her situation began to become clear to her.
Susan’s anger deepened. “I do. Our magic interacted again. I made it so none of
my cultists could tell you anything about what we were up to, in case one of them was
an agent of yours.”
Dolores mouthed cultists? disbelievingly.
“Then you went ahead and tried to magically force her to tell you. By the way,
Headmaster, did you know this woman put the Imperius Curse on Luna before we went
out on Valentine’s day?” Dolores paled. “Remind me, that’s a life sentence in Azkaban if
it got out, right? It would take some doing to prove, of course, but I could do it. Because
that’s what I do, you see. I prove things, unlike your ministry. And unlike you, that just
sort of flails around doing all the wrong things.
“Anyway, I noticed it and cleansed her easily, so I guess Magic Immunity beats
curse. Seems our magics were at equal strengths this time, and she tried to tell you,
and not tell you, simultaneously. Had I been any later, her death would have been on
your conscience. Yours, Inquisitor, not mine. Your stupid, STUPID quest to find out what
we’re up to. You want to know? Huh? We’re going to kill Voldemort for you, as your
ministry is too inept do to so. That’s all I can tell you. Now where is it?”
“The Veritaserum? The desk!” She looked over at it.
Susan rummaged through it, grabbing a bottle out. She spun. “This?” Dolores
nodded, and Susan smashed it on the floor.
“Telekinesis,” Susan cast, lifting Dolores in the air. “You’re coming with me. For
Sacrifices Made.” 25 soldiers appeared in the room around Susan. Dolores gasped.
“What are you going to do? Where are we going?”
“Shut up,” said Susan. Dolores tried to cower back. “Follow me,” she said to her
Legion. “Anyone who tries to interfere, politely detain them,” she said to them. She
walked past the Headmaster, and the tiny part of her not consumed by rage wondered
why he wasn’t even trying to talk her down. Perhaps he was too busy staring at the dark
pits she couldn’t see that used to be her eyes, wondering if this was it, if she had made
her choice and would now take the dark path he feared.
And so, Susan along with a floating, helpless Dolores and a rather worried Albus
marched through the halls. Dolores was struggling and calling for people to free her, but
everyone took one look at Susan’s face and the army behind her, and they shook their
heads. They weren’t stupid. Sparkle brought up the rear. Susan was back down to 80
energy.
Susan looked over the door she stopped at, the office of Severus Snape. “Lies,”
she said, touching her bracelet.
It was locked, so she cast Elemental Bolt on the lock, melting it to slag, then
kicked the door in. The crash resounded through the halls, and things in jars lining the

walls shuttered and chinked together.
“What is the meaning of this?” Severus demanded, popping up from his desk and
going for his wand. “You? Albus, what’s going on?”
“I’m afraid she’s in control at the moment,” said Albus easily. “You’ll have to ask
her. Though I’m pretty sure I know what her demand is going to be.”
“Veritaserum,” said Susan. “How much do you have on hand?”
“I gave my one bottle to the Inquisitor,” he answered smoothly.
Lie
“As I told her when she requested it.”
Not a lie
Susan marched over and grabbed his robes, pulling his face closer to hers. “I
suggest you not lie to me tonight, professor. Remember that I have death at my left
hand. I could introduce you, if you want.”
Shock was plainly written on Severus’ face, and she could tell Albus was stunned
as well.
“Oh, he told you, did he?” said Severus, his expression returning to normal. “Not
surprising.”
“I was there, moron, invisible. I wanted to make sure you were teaching Harry
properly, which predictably you weren’t. So we started our own lessons, thank you very
much. Now I’ll ask again. Where is your current stock of Veritaserum?”
“Is that why he’s improved so much?” His eyes flicked to Albus, who must have
nodded. “Very well. This way.” He jerked away from Susan and went over to a box on a
shelf. He handed her three small vials of liquid.
“And this is all your current stock?” Susan asked.
“Yes.”
Not a lie
“Very well.” She smashed two of them on the ground, making Severus wince,
and stuck the third into her Pocket Dimension.
“How much is needed? It could come in handy.”
“Three drops.”
Not a lie
“Fine. I’m pleased you decided to tell the truth, thus far. I hope it continues. Now,
are you making more?”
“Not presently, no.”
Lie
“Thrust,” cast Susan, sending him hurling backwards, smashing into a rack of
ingredients and sending them tumbling to the floor. Glass jars broke, and Severus cried
out in pain.
“I told you not to lie to me! A student almost died tonight because of you! You and
that woman floating behind me. Do you see her? Do you? That could be you just as
easily! Is that what you want? Keep lying to me then!”
“Albus, are you seriously just going to stand there?” Severus asked, not yet trying
to get up.
“She took my wand rather neatly,” he replied. “I’m afraid I’m powerless at the
moment. And you know that she must choose her path for herself.” He shook his head.
“Honestly, what made you tell Harry as much as you obviously did? She could easily

guess the rest, she is not stupid.”
He struggled to rise. “I was… not in control as I should have been.”
“Are you going to answer me?” asked Susan.
“The blue cauldron is my current attempt at making more.”
Not a lie
“Wised up, huh?” With another wave of her hand, Susan silently cast Thrust
again, sending it flying.
“I believe we’re done here,” said Susan with a sense of satisfaction. “If your
magic is not up to the task of repairing your door, I’ll be around to fix it tomorrow. I
suggest you not brew any more of that stuff. I’ll be around to check up on you, and you
know I can tell truth from lies. Good night, Professor.”
“Do you think you can just walk out of here after what you’ve done?” Severus
was up and pointing his wand at Susan.
“Immunity,” said Susan, touching her bracelet. “And just what do you think you’re
going to do about it? Attack me with your stick?” Susan laughed. “Attack a girl that’s not
attacking you in any way? Is that your plan? Ask yourself, are you better than the
Headmaster and the Inquisitor combined? Because I took them both out with a single
spell.” She readied another casting of Hypnotic Field.
“I have had enough of your-”
“Severus!” said Albus sharply. “This is not the time.”
“She is a danger! More so than the Dark Lord, even you must see that now! She
has done exactly what I said she would at the beginning. Destroy her, before she truly
comes into her power! You must see her eyes, what is she becoming?”
What about my eyes?
Albus shook his head sadly. “We were past that point even as she first set foot in
the castle, my old friend. Possibly even back as far as the day her father set foot on our
world. Her surviving that killing curse should have been indication enough. We must let
the situation play out, and give her the chance to choose rightly. You know that. I only
hope it is not too late.”
“Guess you won’t… what was it you said? Have the happy task of taking me out
today? I say again, good night.” Susan spun and walked out the door.
“And now for you,” she said to Dolores.
“You are taking a message to the minister, as I said earlier. The message is this:
We are not enemies. The headmaster does not want his job, his turning it down before
should have been a clue there. I do not want his job. I want three things: actual law in
the wizard society. Not just people like Lucius Malfoy handing over gold to have
whatever he wants as law happen. I want real trials, with real evidence. I want
Dementors dead. That is all. Any training I or anyone else in this castle does is to the
aim of defeating Voldemort. Not taking over the ministry. This is his final chance. He
either acknowledges that Voldemort has returned and stands with me, or I consider him
my enemy, equally dangerous as Voldemort. Now you, on the other hand, will not attack
any person in this castle again, with truth serums or spells. It is now under my
protection. You are welcome to continue performing your duties of pretending to teach
the Defense class, and keep an eye on me until you are convinced I am telling you the

truth about my intentions. But if I hear you have hurt anyone in this castle again… My
anger will be far more terrible than you have seen tonight. More than 60 people are
directly influenced by my magic. If you try your little trick with the truth serum again, you
will kill one of them. You do not know who they are. Think about it. Teleportal.” Susan
opened a hole to the ministry building. “Give my message to the minister. I’ll be eagerly
awaiting his reply.”
With a final Mercury check she tossed Dolores through and dropped all spells,
imagining her bouncing and skidding along the corridor at the ministry building.
“As for you,” Susan said to the Headmaster.
“Yes?”
“This is your school. Protect it. A student almost died tonight because of you, and
your inability to control one ministry agent. You had the chance to run the ministry
yourself, and avoid this entire situation. You turned it down. Thus I hold you partially
responsible.”
“I have no power over Dolores, you must know that.”
“But you knew this would happen, didn’t you? You knew Voldi wasn’t gone for
good. You knew the Order would once again be needed. And instead of being able to
unite the magical world against him from a position of power you chose to run a school
where you are powerless to influence anything. We’ve all paid for your mistakes, it
seems. Try not to make any more. I’m going to see Luna. I sincerely hope that she is
well.”
Susan began to walk away.
“Ah, my wand, if you please?”
“Oh yes, your stick. Pocket Dimension.”
She tossed one of the three most valuable objects in the world through the air at
Albus, who caught it. “One other thing…”
“Yes!?”
“You can prove someone put Luna under the Imperius Curse?”
“With a bit of help from her and a Time Window or two, yes. She was acting
under its influence, and trying to get information out of me about what I intended.
Information she already knew. Doesn’t take a genius.”
“I see. For what it’s worth, I’m sorry about your friend.”
“Not as sorry as you would have been if I hadn’t made it in time.” Susan walked
off, Sparkle at her side. She did not see the resolved expression of Albus as he thought
about the truth of that statement, or the white and color coming back to her eyes as her
anger slowly drained from her.
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She fought the law. And won.
Time: Around 4:00 PM the next day
Place: Common Room
Naturally, it was all over the school that Dolores Umbridge had been trussed up
“like a Christmas turkey” and floated about the halls the previous days. Susan’s
reputation grew, and those that liked her before now seemed to be on the verge of
starting their own cult dedicated to her. Those that thought she was a bit scary before
were now scurrying away when she came near. The members of S.T.F.U weren’t really
sure what to think, especially when they heard what had caused the whole thing.
Everyone liked Luna well enough, though she was a bit strange. There were rumors
about her and Luna being more than friends, which most of S.T.F.U had no problems
with.
“They’re both a bit odd, it’s only natural they would get together, isn’t it?” most
would have said, had they been asked. By a sort of unspoken rule it wasn’t directly
discussed, but they didn’t deny any rumors either.
Luna, for her part, was unscathed by the experience, and was released from the
hospital wing an hour after arriving. Susan figured her magic considered the
Veritaserum a “poison” and simply purged it from her body. It was killing her, after all.
Both had snuck away to the Dimension together after that, and came back looking
rather pleased.
“Susan, please come to my office. Bring Luna with you,” said the shimmering
Patronus of the Headmaster at 4:00.
As Luna was right there with her, Susan wasted no time in packing up her things
and heading that way, opening the door with her password and riding up. “Immunity,”
said Susan, because she believed a healthy dose of paranoia in the morning was a
delicious part of this complete breakfast.
The minister was there, along with two men she believed were probably Aurors.
“Susan,” said Cornelius, “I’ve come to hear your side of things.”
“You mean about the Inquisitor using the Imperius Curse on Luna? Super. I’m all
yours.”
“Ah, no, about your assault on both the Headmaster and the High Inquisitor last
night. Albus does not wish to press charges, but Dolores, of course, does.”
“Assault? Oh, you mean where I stopped her from killing Luna last night with
magic! Right, right. Is the testimony of the Headmaster not enough for you?”
“Before we, er, decide what course of action to take, we would like to hear your
side of things.”
“I see. And the unforgivable curse and attempted murder charge against Ms
Umbridge…”
“Those charges are why we are not arresting you this very second.”
“That, and you wouldn’t really be able to,” said Susan sarcastically. “But go
ahead and tell yourself that, if it makes you feel better.”
“So what happened last night?”
“I found Luna an inch from death because of the actions of Ms Umbridge. I

thankfully managed to save her life. The Headmaster, knowing I might be a bit ticked off
tried to get me away from her. I ignored him and put the room on lockdown with
Hypnotic Field. I took her wand away so she didn’t try anything stupid, and tied her up
with magic so she couldn’t get away. I then took her down to see Professor Snape and
make sure all vials of that truth poison were destroyed. I did so. After that I gave her the
message to deliver and returned her to you via the ministry building.”
“You didn’t threaten her at any time?”
“Not that I recall. In fact I recall saying I wouldn’t hurt her at all, because I wanted
her to deliver the message. I said if she went around poisoning people under my
protection I would be quite angry at her. But that isn’t exactly a threat, now is it? That
was just a statement of fact. You poison people- I get angry. Quite natural, really.”
“You did not use any offensive spells or threaten her in any way?”
“I did not.”
“I did try to tell you,” said Albus.
“Very well. This is the girl who claims to have been under the Imperius Curse?”
“I do make that claim,” said Luna.
“What statement would you like to make about that?”
“As far as I can remember, it happened sometime just before Valentine’s Day. I
remember walking through the halls go and meet Susan, then the next thing I remember
is seeing her and having the burning desire to ask her a bunch of questions.”
“And don’t forget, Sparkle detected someone hostile to us legging it away right
afterwords.”
“How convenient, all of this being done by invisible figures,” said Cornelius.
“We can easily penetrate a Disillusionment charm,” said Albus, “If you can show
us the scene, Susan.”
Duh, I keep forgetting that wanded wizards probably have ways of detecting the
ways they can become invisible.
“You could cast such a charm over top of a Time Window, allowing us to see who
it was?” asked Luna excitedly.
“I believe it would work,” said Albus.
“With your permission, then, Minister,” said Susan, for once not just opening a
Teleportal at the drop of a hat. “We shall return to the scene of the crime.”
“Oh, very well.”
Susan took them to the village, and created a Time Window where she believed
they were. Sparkle then corrected her and she recast it facing the right direction.
They watched themselves being watched by Dolores until Susan tore the
Imperius off of Luna. Then she went out of frame as she hiked up her robes and ran
back to the castle.
“How do I all know you aren’t making this all up?” he asked.
“I’ve used this as evidence in court twice now, if you’ll recall, Minister.”
“Oh, yes, the Buckbeak trial.”
“And the innocent Sirius Black? Let us not forgot him.”
“Yes, you’ll never let us live that one down, will you.”
“Certainly. Let me age you ten years, and then freeze you solid so when you
wake up, ten years have passed you by. I have the spell to do both, the latter is called

Freeze, simply enough. I’ll forgive you readily then.”
“Ahem. In light of this… evidence, I suggest we just let the whole matter drop. No
charges will be pressed against you, and none will be leveled at Professor Umbridge.”
“I see,” said Susan darkly. “So, what you’re saying is there’s two kinds of laws.
She uses Unforgivable curses, which should result in an instant lifetime jail sentence.
She spies on us invisibly. She nearly kills Luna. But because it might bring those events
to light in my trial as to why I so called ‘assaulted’ her, you want to let the matter drop?”
“Do you want to go to trial?”
“I want equal justice for everyone. I can’t say the laws don’t apply to me,
obviously they do. But I’m pretty sure her chances of getting off are much smaller than
mine, especially given I’m still a minor. And I didn’t actually assault her, that I know of.”
“Perhaps some concession could be made? Dragging this all through the
courts… I mean, even in the non-wizard world deals are made, correct?”
“That is probably a sad reality. But yes, there is one thing I would accept. A full
psychological evaluation done on her. The woman is obsessed, and I can’t rule out that
she’s not mentally ill. When she hands me a clean bill of health from a licensed
psychologist, I’ll allow the matter to be dropped. After all, if she is mentally ill, she
couldn’t really be held accountable for her actions, now could she?”
“A neat little trap,” remarked Albus.
“What’s this?” asked Cornelius.
“If she is found to be mentally unstable, and you employed her, that makes you
look bad. Dolores avoids prison, but who will hire her, knowing her state of mind? On
the other hand, if she is not, and acting under your orders did these things, it makes her
look bad. She then did these things in her right mind, knowing full well the
consequences if she were caught.”
“And you’ll always have leverage over her, won’t you? Because you’ll always be
able to prove a deal was made, and that she should, by rights, have been thrown in
prison.”
“Why, Minister, what a Slytherin way to think. I’m sure Salazar might have had
that in mind, but I am too pure and delicate for such ideas.”
Luna snorted.
“I suppose I could agree to this. Will you allow her to continue to watch over the
Defense class, as she has been, while she is evaluated? I have no idea how long it will
take, I’m not an expert in that sort of thing.”
“I’m glad you used precise language there, ‘to watch over’ rather than ‘to teach’
as you might otherwise have. Very well, I would not want rumor to spread further. And
perhaps it will show that I can be reasonable, when reasonable choices are presented
to me. But no more decrees, no more sneaking about and spying on me. Is that clear?”
“I never ordered her to do that, you know.”
“Not that you would admit to, anyway. Fine, I believe you. Now perhaps it’s time
for you to start believing me.”
“I can’t publicly say you were right, yet!”
“Yet? When, then? How is waiting going to help?”
“I just can’t, the situation is quite delicate.”
“Very well. I’ll give you some more time.”
“How much time?”

“Until Voldemort openly declares himself and you find yourself with my power to
help or without it.”
“Very well. I’ll see you later, Albus.”
“Goodbye for now, Cornelius.”
The minister and the two Aurors disappeared.
“Shall we return to the castle as well?” asked Albus, turning back to the Teleportal
Susan had kept open.
“Certainly. I’m glad that’s taken care of, for the moment.”
“Once again, the jaws of fate snap at your heels, but you manage to outrun them.
I hope I am nowhere near when they finally catch up to you.”
“Don’t worry, I’m sure most of the world would survive!” Susan joked.
Albus had an unreadable expression on his face as he stepped through the hole
back to the castle.
The next day, Susan got another call to come to the Headmaster’s office, but
alone this time.
What have I done now? It’s hardly been twenty four hours.
“Come on, Sparkle, let’s go see what The Man wants now.”
“Good afternoon, Susan,” said Albus as she walked in. “I’d like you to meet
Griselda Marchbanks, she’s head of the Wizarding Examinations Authority.”
“Nice to meet you,” said Susan politely. They shook hands.
“So this is the wonder child?” said Griselda. “Strange, I thought she’d be taller.”
Crap, I never updated my character sheet to reflect my new height as I got older!
“One second please,” said Susan, getting out her character sheet. She
concentrated, and .8 disappeared from her Height box while 1.5 took the place of it. The
sheet disappeared again.
“Oh, why did I think you were so short?” asked Griselda. “I could have sworn
when you walked in here… No matter.”
Cosmic Rewind, thought Sparkle. No one noticed until just now, when someone
brought it up. So changing it made it seem like it had always been that way.
“The reason I’m here,” explained Griselda, “is because exams are coming up,
and Albus has requested some interesting changes for you.”
“Ah, I did wonder how that was going to be handled. We learn very different
magics, after all.”
“Yes, he mentioned you don’t even use a wand?”
“Correct.”
“So if I asked you to describe the wand motion for a certain spell…”
“It would be meaningless for me. I could describe the physical motions, if any,
and the spell formula I must envision, but not a wand motion.”
“I see. I can scarcely credit it, but he says your ancestry is from beyond this
world?”
“Also correct. My father came from outside this reality. That’s where my magic
comes from. Him, not the world.”
“I ask because I wonder if you might know how schoolchildren on that world are
tested?”

“You know, I’ve never thought about it! Magically, I have perfect recall of all spells
I’ve given up XP to learn. I don’t need to make KNOwledge checks to recall that I know
a certain spell, I just know what I know. From what I understand, people here might
have to do that? On the flip side, they don’t have to spend XP to learn things, so it’s a
trade off to be sure. In fact, now that I think about it, people from my father’s world
would probably just show their character sheets to an examiner. If they have the correct
rating in the skills they are supposed to, they pass. If they don’t, they fail. Take a look.”
She got it out again. “See, I have fours in all the skills related to my classes. That means
I’m slightly below average for what would be expected of me at my age. I make up for it
by having a 7 KNOwledge.” She turned the sheet over. “That basically means I have a
good memory, better than average, in fact. So if I needed to recall certain facts about
each of these areas, I stand a better than average chance of doing so, even though my
skill is slightly below average. Does that make sense?”
“Where did you pull this from?” asked Griselda, looking the sheet over.
“It’s just sort of mystically attached to me. It’s not magic, those without magic, like
cyborgs, have character sheets in my father’s world. It’s like you having ten fingers on
your hand. I have ten fingers… and a character sheet.”
“I see. What are these planets? I see you have Astronomy separately, so it can’t
be knowledge about the planets themselves, can it?”
“No, my magic is broken up into Planets based off the domain the spell falls
under. Motion is Mercury, while fire is Mars, get it?”
“Ah, yes, that does make sense. I see you have average or above average
ratings in all your magical skills.”
“That’s right.”
“I don’t see potions…”
“I can’t make potions like you do. Consider my Imbuing skill to be my Potions skill
and Animal Handling to be Care of Magical Creatures.”
“Ah, so you have 7s in those skills? Which is above average, if I’m understanding
you correctly? All these numbers fall between zero and ten?”
Susan nodded.
“Does this list the spells you know?”
“It does,” said Susan, flipping it over again and showing the Notes section.
She did a double take. “It’s different!”
“Yes, it has three sides. Don’t ask.”
“And this is all the magic you know how to do?”
“Not exactly. I can come up with a grade 0 spell on the fly, not that I ever have,
they’re typically useless. I can also cast from writings, which takes longer and is harder.
So really I can cast any spell you can think of, given a bit of time. These are just the
ones I want to have at my fingertips, without looking them up.”
“I see. Can you do that again?” She flipped it over several times, watching as the
“front” and “back” changed each time. “Extraordinary.”
“So, does that help, at all?”
“I recognize most of these skills, like swimming, that’s obvious. But what’s this
one?” She pointed to the last skill on the sheet.
“That’s what I’m going to use to kill Voldemort, or anyone else he makes immune
to magic,” Susan answered simply.

“Ah. Right. Of course.” She grinned nervously.
Albus peered over at the sheet. “That would do it. You actually have one of
those?”
Susan just looked at him knowingly.
“Yes, dumb question, right? How did you even- I don’t want to know. Carry on.”
Griselda was now turning it back and forth, matching things up. “Ah, I think I’m
understanding this now. So your reasoning abilities are even better than your memory,
and your resolve is as high as humanly possible?”
“For better or worse,” she replied, thinking about all the times her stubborn nature
got her into trouble.
“Basically, in a nutshell, you’re a very smart girl who can figure things out and
remember things very well.”
“That’s me!”
“Very well. I’ll exempt you from the written portions of the Charms and
Transfiguration, Potions completely, and Defense… well, answer how you would deal
with the various threats on the written and I’m sure you’ll do fine. We’ll take your kind of
magic into account. You can explain what you know or show similar spells for the
practical. You won’t have to take the potions practical, Albus has told me about the
things you’ve made under his supervision. Obviously Arithmancy, History and such will
have to be taken. Though with your excellent memory I’m sure you’ll do well.”
“Thank you very much!” said Susan.
“Not at all,” said Griselda. “I’ll be keeping my eye on you after graduation, I hope
you go on to do great things.”
“Oh, not to worry, I have a few ideas.”
“I’m sure you do. Will there be anything else, Headmaster?”
“That’s all for now. I’ll see you in a few weeks for the exams.”
“Stay well.” She disappeared into the Floo network.
“One other thing, Susan,” said Albus as she turned to leave.
“Yes?”
“I’m taking you out of the Defense class, as well. You’re obviously not getting
anything out of it, and I think it would only serve to further antagonize Professor
Umbridge.”
“That’s fine. I can use the time to copy more spells onto individual sheets so I
don’t have to pull my whole book out when I want to look something up. He probably
wouldn’t bother, but I don’t want Voldemort to watch me casually flipping through it with
scrying magic.”
“An excellent idea. Also, I’m not sure you can tell me because of that magic you
put on Luna, but perhaps you can indicate, in a general sense, how the group that
disappears every night into your Dimension is doing on their spellwork?”
Susan grinned a huge grin.
“Excellent. Carry on.”

77
Not Repeating the Mistakes of the Past
Time: Three weeks later
Place: Headmaster’s Office
“Here you are, Susan,” said Albus, handing over a piece of paper. “She’s been
deemed completely mentally fit.”
Susan took it and looked it over. “That’s almost scarier than knowing she wasn’t.
What was the thinking then, going as far as she did?”
“It seems Dolores Umbridge is a very dedicated woman, willing to go to any
lengths to do what she feels is necessary. Rather like a young girl or two I’m familiar
with.”
“I’m a mini-Umbridge?” Susan said, disgusted. “No, I can’t be that bad. I
haven’t… okay well I did spy on Professor Snape and Harry, but at least Harry knew I
was there. I haven’t made someone do something against their will with magic.”
“Nonetheless you have a tendency to bowl people over in an attempt to get your
way.”
“Ah, but they still have the choice. I could easily Possess the minister or
Dominate him to come out and say Voldemort has returned. He couldn’t do that, then do
another about face later and say he hadn’t. I just tell people, here are your choices, live
with the consequences.”
“One could argue she was doing the same.”
“By making ridiculous decrees aimed at me? Look, the minister just sort of set
her loose on us. Everything I did was reacting to her ridiculously trying to control
everything and find evidence of activity that wasn’t going on.”
“Of course, when she did that, you stepped up what you were doing to spite her.”
“Yeah, I guess? More like to make sure people aren’t helpless out there in a
world with Voldi running around.”
“I just want you to realize you aren’t so different. Do you think Voldemort sits
around thinking ‘how can I be evil today? Muhahaha.’ No, I don’t think so. He thinks,
‘how can I reach the goal I’ve set for myself.’ He sees us standing in the way of his goal
and we call him evil when he strives to attain it. She’s the same way. So are you, or
Ron.”
“I guess every person is the hero of their own story.”
Albus nodded. “On that we can agree.”
“All right, I’ll try to see things from the other person’s point of view. Along with not
immediately using my magic and thinking over the consequences of my actions. Man,
being New Susan is much tougher than being Old Susan.”
“Growing up often is.”
“Is that what I’m doing? You can have it. Any word from the minister?”
“None, I’m afraid.”
“You think he’ll ever admit he was wrong?”
“Not unless he’s backed into a corner over the issue. I fear Mr. Fudge is a very
proud man.”
“And by then it’ll be too late. Once Voldi shows himself it’ll be because he feels

he’s mastered the spells that complement his own magic and he needs no more.”
“About that, how many spells do you think he’ll have?”
Susan shook her head. “There are too many variables to even guess. Like how
much XP did he get when he converted? If any. Has he had ‘adventures’ so he’s earned
more? What Planet Ratings does he desire? Is he going to specialize in one or two
planets or go for all of them, like I did? I would guess he would concentrate on a few,
because he doesn’t have a magical book to read spells out of. But I could be totally
wrong.”
“We’ll just have to be ready for anything.”
“I’m afraid so.”
“If I might hazard a guess?” asked Sparkle.
“Go ahead,” they both said.
“He’s the major villain, right? Presumably, as all your years of school have
centered around his actions, or what he did in the past, or whatever.”
“Yeah, what’s your point? I mean, with how people freak out about him, I hope
there isn’t someone higher up, holding his strings.”
Oh no, I really hope that wasn’t foreshadowing. “Well, as you know, as a kitten I
traveled with your father a little while and I picked up a few things. One of those things
was that bad guys basically have what they need to become a problem for the heroes.”
“You’re saying he could have more spells than I do right now?”
“If it’s reasonable that he could somehow research them while in hiding, or ‘off
camera’ as your father would say… yes.”
“But he can’t have gotten more XP than I have, with all my adventures!”
“Sure he could. Don’t you know, the challenge level for the hero always goes up
along the journey? If the hero faced the final boss in the first hour of the story, they
would be totally destroyed. The villain has to put up a good fight, just not too good that
they win in the end. Given how powerful you are now, and you probably won’t face him
for a couple of years yet, you have room to grow. That means he has to be around that
level of power as well when you finally face him.”
“So am I the heroine of the story?”
“Your story, like the Headmaster said. Harry is the hero of his, and Hermione,
hers. You all have your challenges to face.”
“But I’ll win because I am the heroine?”
“No, not necessarily. Remember, Voldemort is the hero of his story, too. From his
perspective, you’re the bad guy that’s stopping his goals. One of you will have to
triumph, so don’t go thinking you’re invincible. One missed roll in combat and you’re
paste, same as your opponent. You have to grow to be a challenge for him, hence your
adventures. I think it will even out, in the end.”
“Well, what she said,” Susan said to Albus.
“I do not relish the thought of having a Voldemort that can do everything you can
do, and most everything I can do, as well.”
“I hear you. But we have something Voldemort doesn’t.”
“A frog choir?”
“Friends to fight for. Each Death Eater will fight alone, and won’t care if another is
hurt, because that just means they are now closer to the top. We will fight with one will,
one resolve, one cause. Our enemies shall talk themselves to death, and we will bury

them with their own confusion! We shall prevail! Ka-BOOM!”
There was silence for a moment.
“Uh, sorry about her,” said Sparkle. “She gets like that sometimes.”
“I hadn’t noticed,” said Albus.
Susan just grinned.
For the rest of the day Susan thought about growing up, and what Voldemort
would study before he emerged again. The problem was, she didn’t have enough
information to go on about his goals this time. Whatever he wanted last time, it was not
guaranteed he would want the same things now. He was less human now, for one, and
had a wider amount of magic to choose from. Plus the only version she had spoken to
was the young Tom, not the Tom at the height of his reign of terror. She was just going
to have to continue having adventures and getting XP, and hope that she could counter
anything he did.
She also thought about her father, who apparently had some special
backgrounds that would have really come in handy for her. Each spell had a counter,
that if cast at the same time as the original, would cancel it out. Apparently her father
didn’t have to know the exact opposite spell, he could just make a planet check that
opposed the original caster. It cost him 3 backgrounds points, but in a world of Natural
Magicians it would no doubt come in handy. She would really like to have him around to
advise her now.
“I’ve been thinking about my family,” said Harry that night as they sat and did
homework.
“Really? Me too,” said Susan. “That’s weird.”
“Yeah. I was wondering, how far back can your Time Window show?”
“Couple hundred years, why? Want to find your grandparents or something?”
“Who are my grandparents?” Harry said, giving a start. “I’ve never even thought
about that!”
“I have no idea, we’ll have to look that up sometime!”
“Definitely. But the reason I ask is, could your magic show the castle as it was
when my father was here?”
Susan sat up excitedly. “I bet we could. We know when he was at school, and I
bet we could look up the time and date of the O.W.L exams he took. He would be
coming out of the room at a known time, we could follow him around afterwards!”
“Would you be willing to do it?”
“Yeah! I’d love to see your mom and dad!”
“Let’s go!”
So the team ran down to the library and asked Madam Pince about old exam
times. They had to explain why they wanted them, and she dug through some records
and found what they were looking for.
“Thanks!” the all said, tearing off again. They gathered in the great hall, which
was mostly empty at this time of night.
“Okay, Time Window,” said Susan, naming the time of the exam. As it was
unspecified exactly how big the Window could be, she put it from one wall to the other
looking into the room. Sunlight shown from the Window as the hall came alive with

students at desks, each writing answers to their test.
“They’re doing the exam, we got it right!” said Hermione excitedly. “This is
amazing.”
“Look for my dad,” said Harry, straining to look around the tables.
“Too bad it can’t be made three dimensional,” remarked Sparkle. “That you could
walk into, rather than having to stay on one side.”
“That would be nice. Something like Time Volume or Time Area rather than Time
Window. I don’t see why it would be that much more difficult. Probably grade 9 though.”
“I don’t know, grade 9 gets you Time Door, right? That will actually move you
through time.”
“True. Maybe grade 8 then. I’ll have the book look into it. I wouldn’t mind
dropping one XP and forgetting Window for Area.”
“Oh, that’s got to be Severus,” said Ron, pointing.
“Yeah, looks like it. Oh wow, the gang’s all here!” said Hermione.
“What?”
“Look, isn’t that Sirius, and Lupin and Peter.” She spat the last name.
“So my dad’s got to be around here someplace. Peter. Wish I could just reach
through this window and strangle that guy right now.”
“Yeah, that would really change history,” said Susan. “For one thing, we wouldn’t
have grown up as neighbors.”
“Because my parents would still be alive.”
“Yeah, that’s more important all right.”
“Could your magic get us back there?”
“With Time Door? Wow, let me think. It’s one week per Saturn rating, as I recall.
How many years has it been since this took place?”
“Uh, like fifty I guess?”
“Okay, so multiply 50 by 52 weeks in a year… Ron!”
“2,600?”
“Great. So I would need a rating about 2,700 to be safe. Divide that by 25, the
average amount of energy a single person has.”
“About a hundred and ten?”
“So there you have it. I drain a hundred plus people of energy and I can go back
in time to kill Peter. If that much energy doesn’t make me explode first.”
“That’s almost doable. We have 66 people in S.T.F.U and they can’t be average,
right? I bet they would let you, if you asked them.”
“I suppose they could all have higher RESolve or ENDurance. Still, messing
about that far back in time… I’m not sure I would want to even consider it.”
“Can you go forward?”
“Forward is easy! I can go a year per rating into the future. I could go see what
the year 4,600 is like!”
“If we aren’t a radioactive slugeball by then,” said Hermione sadly.
“Well, obviously I would have a few protection spells going before I left. Where is
your dad?”
“He’s got to be here, right?”
“We keep looking past him. Look.” Ron pointed.
“That’s Harry- wait, what?” asked Hermione.

“Wow, people have said I looked like him, I didn’t know it was that close though.”
“Oh, he’s getting up, the exam is over!”
The exam papers flew to the other side of the room, nearly out of sight, and
James got up to meet with his friends.
“Let’s head out,” he said, walking out of the frame.
“Want to follow them?” asked Susan.
“If you don’t mind.”
“Not at all. You can always donate some energy if I get low.” She smiled, then
turned the window the other way around so they could watch where he went.
“Looks like outside,” said Harry.
“It’s not too late, we can see where they go if you want.”
“Sure.”
“Okay, let’s see if this works…” Susan dropped this Window and they five walked
outside. She cast the spell again, this time making it huge, extending at least 100
meters away. Sunlight again lit up the area, and people milling about were taking an
interest. James and the others emerged, and seemed to be heading down to the lake,
so the group ran down there and Susan made another Window. A moment later the four
friends were seen coming down the path and talking.
“This is fantastic,” said Hermione. “You could become a historian! Or a history
teacher. Why just listen to a ghost drone on about history when you could stand and
watch it happen!”
“Or, I could put the spell on an actual pane of glass or something, and give it to
an actual historian. Then I could get on with more important stuff.”
“You know what I mean. Don’t you think this is amazing?”
“It is, actually. I keep expecting them to turn and look at us, but of course they
have no idea. Wow, that’s kind of creepy.”
“That we’re eavesdropping on them? It happened fifty years ago, I’m sure they
wouldn’t mind.”
“No, I mean this is sort of a historic time, isn’t it? Voldi returns and all that? What
if, in the future, people are watching us now, watching people in the past?” She gave a
wave. “Hi, people of the future! Don’t do anything I wouldn’t do!”
“Don’t do half of what she would do!” put in Hermione.
“Could you put up some kind of detection, or blocking spell up?” asked Ron,
looking around nervously.
“Why? Would you do anything different if you knew you were being watched?”
“Maybe? I don’t know.”
“You know, I read a book about a scientist, don’t ask, Ron, who harnesses micro
wormholes to spy on any location, in any time. It destroys privacy for every person on
earth, and allows them to accurately study the past. It was a good book.”
“What’s a wormhole?”
“Never mind. What is James doing?”
“Playing with a Snitch, apparently,” said Hermione.
“That guy has a 10 REFlexes,” remarked Sparkle. “He might have been great at
Kung Fu.”
“Sorry I couldn’t find a more interesting scene for you, Harry,” said Susan. “But it
is just after an exam, so they would be just hanging out.”

“Wait, something’s happening,” said Harry. “What are they looking at?”
“Wait, is that professor Snape again? Why did he follow them?”
“Is James-”
The group watched, transfixed, as James hexed Severus and bullied him.
They watched as Lily, Harry’s mother, came over to try and defend him.
They watched as she stalked off.
Susan closed the window.
They stared in silence for a bit.
“We… should be getting back,” said Ron.
“We should never mention this again,” said Hermione.
“To anyone,” said Susan.
“Are you okay, Harry?” asked Sparkle.
“That was my father?” asked Harry. “He’s worse than you, Susan! At least you
don’t go picking on people like that.”
“What do you mean, worse than me? I would never do something like that, not
even to…”
Oh, but you did something like that, didn’t you? asked New Susan. Who was
floating Dolores through the halls? Tied up, so she couldn’t move?
She had nearly killed Luna, replied Old Susan. Severus wasn’t hurting James.
He could have just ignored the kid, not made sport of him. We had a good reason for
what we did.
But we could have sent her back with the message, then gone to bully Severus,
shot back New Susan. Who I think has had enough of that sort of thing in his life, don’t
you? It’s no wonder he hated James, and by extension, Harry. They look so much alike,
it’s like the ghost of his worst enemy coming back to haunt him.
Speaking of haunting, Myrtle hasn’t been around lately, we should go visit her.
“Susan? Did you Blue Screen of Death or something?” asked Harry.
“Check her eyes, see if there’s a rainbow ball spinning around,” said Hermione,
looking closely at her.
“Sorry, just having an internal dialog with my old and new selves. You’re right,
Harry, I’m a mess, aren’t I?”
Harry shrugged. “Like I said, you’re not that bad. But only when held up to that
standard. I can’t believe it. People must always be saying how great my father was
because he got killed. If he hadn’t he would just be another bully. I’m going to bed.”
Harry stalked off.
“Maybe we should not do anymore sightseeing into the past,” suggested Ron.
“Yeah, it hits a little too close to home,” said Susan.
Too bad, thought Old Susan. I was going to suggest doing it around your house
so you could see your father. Wonder what kind of man he was, hummmm?
I still could, thought New Susan. He wasn’t a bully, was he?
The next day at lunch, Susan got up from the table and said “I’ll be right back,’ to
her team. She nerved herself (easy with her RESolve of 10) and walked in front to the
teacher’s table. They looked curiously at her.
“Can you amplify my voice?” she asked. “I have something to say to everyone.

I’d do it myself, but I think your spell does it evenly through the room.”
“Nothing too shocking, I hope?” asked Albus.
“Just an apology or two,” replied Susan.
“That is shocking. Go ahead.” He pointed his wand at her, and she turned
around.
A moment later, everyone got quiet, pointing and looking at her.
“A few weeks ago, some of you may have seen me floating the High Inquisitor
down the halls. I’m sure you all know by now why I did that. I just wanted to say that
recently I realized something. I was out of line doing what I did. High Inquisitor, you
have my sincere apology for what I did. I won’t do detentions or anything for you,
because of what you did to Luna, but I do want you to know I regret my actions that
night very deeply.
“Furthermore, I also was rather rude to Professor Snape that very evening. He
deserved better treatment from me. Probably from the beginning, when we first met. I
would also like to apologize to him. I was very angry that night, but I had no call to do
what I did. I can’t replace what I broke, but I can return what I stole.”
She slipped the bottle of Veritaserum out of her pocket and set it on the table in
front of him.
“I hope you can both, if not forgive me, at least know that I recognize I did wrong,
and will be trying hard to not repeat the mistakes I made that night. This is a place of
learning, after all, and it turns out I don’t quite have as much figured out as I thought I
did.
“That is all.”
Albus put his wand away.
“Thank you,” she said to him.
As she walked back, several people stood up and started clapping. She
recognized them as members of S.T.F.U. She shook her head sadly and they stopped.
The faces of Dolores and Severus were frozen with shock. Albus leaned over
and whispered something to Severus, and he shook his head as if to clear it and said
something back.
“Who are you, and what have you done with Susan?” asked everyone as she sat
down again. Conversations around her started back up, and she heard her name all
over the room.
“Harry,” she said. “People can regret what they do. Sometimes, I think maybe
people fall into patterns of behavior that then become expected of them. I don’t know
your father’s mind. Maybe he really did enjoy tormenting the young professor Snape.
But maybe he just thought if he didn’t, his friends wouldn’t respect him anymore. I don’t
know. Maybe he enjoyed it but that was the last time, because he knew he had gone too
far. We can’t know that either. People say he was a great man, okay, maybe he hasn’t
such a great kid. Give him the benefit of the doubt, okay?”
Harry nodded mutely.
Susan looked down at her plate. “I’m not that hungry anymore. See you all later.”
She left, to do some more thinking about life.

78
The theft of Hermione
Time: Ten minutes later
Place: Myrtle’s Bathroom
Susan wound up in the bathroom where she found Myrtle, floating about as
usual.
“Susan! This is a surprise.”
“I realized I hadn’t seen very much of you, and thought now was as good a time
as any to see how you were doing. Why don’t you come see me anymore?”
“I thought it best if I just stayed out of the way.”
“Nonsense, you’re a part of Team Susan, same as anyone else. You have unique
skills and a unique viewpoint. And we are still friends, right?”
“You always said we should be, but not to repeat myself, I thought it best if I just
stayed out of the way.”
“Don’t think like that. That’s the way you used to think before we met. Remember
we talked about trying to overcome your imprinted nature?”
“Yeah. I do float about the castle more, and people talk to me. I haven’t flooded
anything in a long time.”
“Good, I’m glad to hear that. It’s funny, isn’t it? We’re both trying to fight against
our instinctual nature. I should have taken some of my own advice, I guess.”
“What do you mean?”
Susan explained about what she had done, and how she had apologized.
“But isn’t what she did, well, evil?”
“That’s just the thing. What’s evil? One person follows their beliefs while another
opposes those beliefs. Aren’t both going to call the other side ‘evil’ and try to vilify them?
I can’t know Professor Umbridge’s mind, if she enjoyed the things she did or if she
hated herself for doing them.”
“Sort of a ‘this hurts me more than it hurts you’ sort of situation?”
“Something like that, yes. Apparently she’s in full command of her facilities, but
she believed what she was doing was right. Everyone does, I think.”
“Command of her… what?”
“She isn’t mad.”
“Oh! Well, if everyone in the world was mad, a sane person would be locked up
as being different.”
“True. Standards of behavior are cultural. But we judge a person’s behavior
against how we think we would act. And I’m not sure that’s fair.”
“But you have to draw the line somewhere!”
“Yes, you’re right. You start gunning people down in the street and you can’t just
say ‘well, it’s his belief those people should be gunned down.’ now can you?”
“Gunned?”
“Killed. With a non-magical weapon.”
“Oh, okay. No, you can’t. You have to stop them.”

“But if it’s a war, you’re perfectly justified, no- expected, to kill as many people on
the other side as possible. But you aren’t considered mad when the war ends. You’re
considered a hero for surviving, and killing the enemy.”
“I’m not sure what to tell you. I don’t think I’m going to be much help.”
“I don’t think anyone can. It’s just something each person has to work out for
themselves, I think. There is no easy answer, because we all just see the world
differently. Take you, for example. Most people that see you think, ‘oh, a ghost’ and
ignore you. But I see you and think ‘oh, that’s my friend Myrtle.’ and would want to talk
to you. Totally different reactions over something as simple as seeing you. How can we
ever hope to come together on anything more complex than that?”
“I think… every choice we make defines us, doesn’t it? I think consistency, more
than anything, shows if we’re mad or not. If we see a bunny and one time we chase the
bunny to kill it, and one time we ignore it, and one time we pet it… that’s mad.”
“That’s why we always joke about ‘who are you and what have you done with
such and such.’ I think. We want to reassure ourselves that the pattern we expect
people to follow hasn’t been messed up in our brains.”
“Maybe. But if a person started out trying to kill the bunny, got counseling and
only pet it, and then started ignoring it, and then kept ignoring it, we wouldn’t be so
suspicious. That’s more a progression from non-okay behavior to okay behavior.”
“Well, Professor Umbridge’s behavior was consistent. She kept trying to do her
job, and I kept trying to make it hard for her. But what standard of behavior do you
adopt? I can’t just let people walk all over me!”
“Whatever level allows you to sleep at night?”
Susan looked at her for a moment. “I guess you’re right, the only thing you can
do is try to understand another person’s viewpoint. If they believe a certain thing, and
the general consensus of society is that viewpoint is wrong… but most in the wizard
world believe Azkaban is necessary. Don’t they? Do they really sleep better knowing
people’s souls are getting sucked out, and that happiness draining creatures are floating
around? I mean, the non-magical society believed owning people with darker skin was
correct at one time. I mean, really? It took a lot of change both personal and societal to
realize ‘hey, maybe this isn’t right,’ you know? But at one time, speaking out against
society would have got you labeled mad. How do you know what battles to fight? How
do you decide to step up and go against society? Is the ministry of magic right to do the
things it does, and I’m the one in the wrong? How can I ever know? Their society works,
and it’s been around a long time. Who am I, a young girl, to come along and say
another way would be better?”
“If you could convince enough people you’re right, maybe it would be?”
“That’s the thing. Voldi convinced people he was right. People shared his
viewpoint of results through terrorism and joined him. But most would still say he was
evil. After all, his group does a lot of fear spreading and general mayhem, right? But is
that done for its own sake or because it brings attention to the issues at hand in a way
that can’t be ignored? More importantly, are Voldi’s action justified, as I’m sure he
believes they are?”
“I certainly don’t know. Most won’t even say his name, that’s how scared they are
of him. Does that help?”
“Exactly! What’s all that about? Though I suppose in the magical world, names

have a bit more power? I don’t know. But how do I know he isn’t right to be doing what
he’s doing?”
“Didn’t he, like, murder a bunch of people? I mean like innocent people?”
“I guess that’s what I’ll have to find out. My greatest fear is still becoming like
him- someone to be feared and hated, rather than someone you can come to for
healing and acceptance.”
“Then my advice is to stop floating people around and start trying to work with
them.”
“I’m going to try, Myrtle. I promise you that.”
And so a few more days passed, with more people being friendly towards Susan
than ever before. Susan still wasn’t going to Defense class, and Harry reported Severus
has eased up on him a little since Susan’s apology. They figured that Severus was
always mean to Harry because he was getting back at the only person he could, his
son, for all that bullying years ago. But mixed in with that was the fact Susan had also
made his life a little more miserable and they were friends. But the apology seemed to
have mollified him a bit, and though he wasn’t exactly friendly, he was at least a bit more
professional.
And so Susan went to see Professor Flitwick for “career advice” not that she
really knew the man.
“Ah, Susan!” he said, as she walked in for her appointment. Dolores was there,
and she inclined her head to acknowledge her. Dolores gave her an odd look so Susan
sat down. “I must admit I’m not sure I can really advice you, as you haven’t ever been in
any of my classes! But the Headmaster has told me you are quite talented in many
areas so you must have options available to you.”
“I do have a few things I would like to discuss with you. First, what can you tell
me about goblins?”
“Are you insinuating something?”
Susan sat and blinked at him. “Sorry, what?”
“Never mind. Did you have something specific in mind?”
“Oh, uh, yes. How would they react to someone going into competition with
them?”
“What, you want to open your own bank?”
“Bank? No! I mean making things like armor, or Imbued items that carry my kind
of enchantments rather than yours. Mine don’t break down, you see, which I guess
yours do.”
“Easy to make, easy to break, that’s one of the little ditties I tell in my charms
class.”
“It fits, my putting spells into objects is anything but easy.”
“So I’ve heard. Now of course there is no one goblin organization that controls
the manufacture of armor and weapons. Each smith has their own techniques, handed
down to their descendants, and they can charge what they like. However the actual
process of making the armor or weapon is a closely guarded secret among the goblin
race. If they thought you had somehow mastered the technique, they might come after
you. But I must say, you don’t really have the build of a blacksmith…”

“Oh, I’m not going to actually make the weapons or armor, people would bring
me things, like their wands, to enchant, which would then become akin to goblin made
works. And of course putting a spell into a ring or amulet would require the ring or
amulet. They can’t do that, can they?”
“That would further distinguish you from goblins, using premade items. If you
could show the customer themselves were bringing in, and then leaving with, the same
item… Hummm. As for putting spells in, maybe they could. But they are not allowed
wands, a point of contention between our two species, actually. So it would be
impossible to say until they received that right and tried it.”
“So the two go back and forth, each promising to reveal the techniques but
neither wanting to make the first move.”
“Something like that. You’re only one person, I take it we can’t use the technique
you use?”
Susan shook her head. “Several people have tried, but they can’t even get
started. It seems unique to my kind of magic.”
“Interesting, that deserves further study. But if you could show the technique
couldn’t be passed down, they might just ignore you. It’s tough to say. There must be a
way to apply the techniques, we’re all magic users, after all. And the goblins must do
something similar…”
“Talk to Hermione, she’s the one trying to figure out how my spell formula apply
to wand user.”
“Is she now? I will speak to her about that. What else did you have in mind?”
“Some sort of magical troubleshooting service. If there’s a problem someone has,
like being bitten by a werewolf or something, that wanded magic can’t easily deal with, I
thought it might be nice to have a place people could go for a ‘second opinion’ so to
speak.”
“Such as magical cures, like the Longbottoms?”
“Exactly. I hesitate to offer that sort of service, because the line would be
tremendous and I would never get any sleep. But I do have an energy draining spell
now, so I could take a portion of a person’s energy and use it to cure them. So I could
do it as many times a day as is needed. But if I put hospitals out of business, and then
there’s some plague or something I can’t deal with on my own… it’s tricky.”
“And one would need to sing your praises in order for you to get more business.
So you couldn’t exactly swear people to secrecy, now could you?”
“Right.”
“I don’t see why you couldn’t do both. Someone comes to you with a problem,
like they’re being haunted by a ghost or whatnot, you can decide what is the proper
solution, give them a price, and take care of it. If the solution is an item with a spell, so
be it. If it’s just you going and taking care of the problem personally, that’s what you do.”
“Susan’s Magical Solutions… no, sounds too much like a potions shop. I’ll have
to think about it. Do you foresee any problems going into business for myself? I mean,
I’ll have O.W.Ls and N.E.W.T.S or their equivalent from the school, but would anyone
lend me money given I’m an unknown risk?”
“Unknown risk?” Professor Flitwick almost fell off his chair. “My dear girl, can you
really be that ignorant of your reputation? I admit we are a bit sequestered here, but
your fame-”

“Infamy,” said Dolores, trying to disguise it as a cough.
”-if you will, is already reaching the heights of Harry Potter himself. Your name
makes the papers quite regularly, and you garnered a lot of support with that public
apology a few days ago. From the rumbling I hear, in any case.”
“That was reported in the news?” Susan was shocked.
“Of course. Hogwarts is watched very closely, given it’s one of very few schools
in the magical world.”
“I didn’t realize,” Susan sputtered. “But there’s not reporters roaming the halls,
how does that sort of thing get out?”
“People write home about things that go on, reporters sniff things out, who can
say.”
“I see. I guess that could be beneficial later on.”
“As long as it’s more positive stories and not you, um, attacking ministry officials.”
He glanced at Dolores, who scowled.
“Yes, going to try and avoid that in future.”
“Anything else on your mind?”
“No. I figure I have to go my own way because traditional jobs require certain
expected levels of magic. The magic I know seems a bit more uneven- widely superior
on some areas, but inadequate in others. So I figure it best to stick with what I’m good
at-”
“Making trouble?” muttered Dolores.
”-and let the Galleons fall from there.”
“If you really can match goblin quality items in any reasonable length of time, you
can pretty much name your salary. They fetch a high price, even making one or two a
month would set you up nicely. And that’s in addition to whatever spellwork you can do
to solve problems on the spot. I don’t think you’ll have any trouble.”
“Thank you professor, I appreciate the information.”
“Not at all, not at all. Good luck.”
The next afternoon Susan went looking for Hermione. She found Ron climbing a
set of stairs.
“Have you seen her?” she asked Ron. “I need her to change the coins for
tonight’s meeting of S.T.F.U.”
“Now that you mention it, I haven’t. I saw her after class, but that was about an
hour ago. She said she was going to the library, did you check there?”
“What? Find Hermione in a library? Of course, why didn’t I think of that!”
Ron glared at her. “First place you looked?”
”*DING DING DING DING* you win a prize. But not a Hermione, because I still
don’t know where she is.”
“Well she must be around somewhere. Hey, Harry!”
Harry walked up. “What’s up?”
“Have you seen Hermione in the past hour?”
He shook his head. “Where do you want to meet her?”
“Normal place, Ravenclaw common room,” replied Susan.
“Okay. Expecto Patronum!” he cast, getting out his wand. The stag Patronus
appeared, looking around a bit and then seemed to actually shrug, and then

disappeared.
“Uh, that’s, uh, not supposed to happen…” said Harry in a shocked voice.
“What does that mean?” asked Ron, an edge of panic in his voice.
“Why are you looking at me, I don’t use a Patronus,” said Susan.
“Hey, Susan!” called a voice from above. It was Neville, and he was waving a
piece of parchment. “Stay there!” He ran down to her. “Been looking for you, guess who
I saw in the halls a little while ago.”
“That could be anyone, we need more of a clue than that,” protested Ron.
“Let’s just say he wasn’t the worst Defense teacher we’ve ever had after all…”
“Professor Lockhart?” said Susan. “You actually saw him wandering about the
castle?”
“Yup. Said I was supposed to give you this-” Susan yanked the parchment away
from him. “Hey!”
She scanned it over.
“Oh, no!”
“What?” asked Ron.
“He’s taken her out of the castle. Listen to this:”
Susan, Harry, and Ron,
I have stolen Hermione to exact revenge against all four of you.
I have taken her to this location.
Come get her if you dare.
Gilderoy Lockhart
P.S. There is a curse on this paper. You have 30 seconds to leave school
grounds before it explodes, killing you all. HAHAHA. Good luck.
“Crap!” said Susan, looking at the picture of the place imprinted into the bottom of
the note. “Teleportal! No time to explain, get through.” She pushed Harry and Ron
through the hole. “Neville, Hermione has been kidnapped by Lockhart. Tell the
Headmaster. We have to go after him immediately.” She dived through and closed the
portal, throwing the paper away from herself.
It fluttered to the ground, then shot towards Harry’s leg, wrapping around it.
“Get it off!” Harry shouted, shaking his leg.
“Wait, there’s something written on it,” said Susan, grabbing his leg and looking
at it.
I’ll explode if you try to get me off, or go back. HAHAHA.
“Oh, this is just great. I didn’t think he was good enough at magic to do all this!”
“Maybe he hired someone. Where are we, anyway?” asked Ron.
“I have no idea. I’m just glad that picture showed some cover. Can either of you
tell where the castle is from here?”

“Point me,” said Harry, getting out his wand. “Well, that way is north.”
“Judging from the angle of the sun, I would say the castle was… that way. Why
do you ask?” asked Ron.
“We’ll see if you’re right. Telesummon.” Sparkle appeared in a magical flash.
“What the?”
“Sorry to bring you here so abruptly, Hermione’s been kidnapped, by Lockhart of
all people. And that piece of paper said it would explode if we didn’t get out of the castle
immediately.”
“I see. Where are we?”
“I have no idea. Let’s carefully look around.”
“Wait, shouldn’t we get the Headmaster here, or something?” asked Ron. “He
would want to know one of his old teachers went nuts and started kidnapping people,
right?”
“Neville will tell him. New Susan is going to trust him.”
“So we’re on our own then?”
“No, we have each other.”
Ron rolled his eyes and started looking around.
Susan got out her character sheet to see if she had new cards. She did, and she
traded in an Adrenaline Boost for 2 XP. Sparkle offered up her Love Interest in case
anyone wanted to fall in love with anyone in the near future, and turned in her Unfailing
Resolve for 1 XP.
Hills stretched behind them, and there was very little vegetation, either trees or
grasses. The air was hot and dry, and they could hear the buzzing of insects all around
them. The group peeked around the corner, and saw they were behind a storage shed
of some kind made of stone. There was a truck parked nearby, an old looking pickup
truck with a cloth dome over back. The place seemed to be in the middle of nowhere,
and there was a large building, made of the same beige sort of stone that the shed was
made of. There were voices, and the group hastily pulled back as men in a sort of
uniform went into the shed, rummaged around, and came back out. As they left the
group looked around the corner again and saw they were carrying guns.
“Guns?” hissed Harry. “Not magic? Where did he send us?”
“Put that away!” said Susan, to Ron, who had gotten his wand out. “We’re not in
the castle anymore, so if you do magic now, we’re going to have a heck of a time
explaining it.”
“Oh, right. What are guns?”
“Non-magical weapons. Don’t be in the way if they point something at you, get
under cover. Trust me, they will kill you, and painfully.”
“Right. You think they’re muggles?”
“I don’t know. But it’s a nice trap, isn’t it? If we do magic in front of them, not only
will be doing magic outside the castle, we’re doing it in front of non-wizards.”
“You shouldn’t care,” said Harry.
“I don’t care. But if Ron does it, it’s your trial all over again.”
“Right. So how do we get inside?”
“Normally I would have just said storm the place, but New Susan is all about
waiting and watching, seeing what a situation is before storming in with a bunch of

magic.”
“Okay, you’re in charge of operation: Rescue Hermione.”
“Wait, are we sure she’s in there?” asked Ron. “The Patronus acting that way is
still bothering me. It should have run off, distance doesn’t mean anything to it, right?”
“You’re right. Give me a few minutes…” Susan got out her pages with Descry
Creature on them, and did a search for Hermione. The others kept a lookout and
noticed some activity in the structure.
She got back nothing.

79
Trope Creation
Time: Immediately afterwards
Place: Hallway
“Is she dead?” wailed Ron.
“No, it’s the same result I get when searching for someone who’s turned
themselves into an animal. He’s hidden her somehow.”
“Creep. Well, the place has a bunch of people in it, and they all seem to be
carrying some kind of weapon,” said Harry.
“The weird thing is they all have these face masks on, or at least part of their face
covered by something. But they aren’t American, I heard them talking and it’s just
gibberish.”
“Knew I should have studied Gibberish instead of Gobbledegook,” joked Harry.
“Come on, she’s in real danger!” said Ron.
“Sorry.”
“We could do the old sneak in gag,” said Susan. “Stun a couple of them, take
their uniforms and just stroll on in there. I mean, if they’ve made it easy for us by
covering their faces, or heck, Sparkle could just shape change us into whoever we
stun!”
“I don’t know,” said Harry. “Just because these are non-wizards, doesn’t mean
there aren’t spells laid on the place that only allow access to those who are supposed to
be here. The magic would be able to tell, even if we did disguise ourselves somehow.
Or these are wizards in disguise, ready to stun anyone that doesn’t give the right
password as they walk by each other. You said they were talking gibberish, right?”
“You’re right, it’s too easy. He knows I just rush into things, that’s probably what
he’s counting on. A frontal assault.”
“What else is there?” asked Ron.
“Maybe there’s some kind of underground passage we could sneak in,”
suggested Sparkle. “I’ll check the astral and report back.”
“Good idea. Take a look at the place too, see how heavily guarded it is.”
“You got it. Dimension Step.” Sparkle vanished.
“Couldn’t we just get in that way?” asked Ron. “You did it at the ministry, right?”
“That would certainly work, no wizard here seems to know about the astral, so
they can’t defend against people walking around in it. The problem is going to be
making sure no one sees us stepping out of thin air. If they really are non-magic users,
and they see us…”
“I know. Memory squad, and we don’t want the ministry involved,” said Harry.
“Exactly.”
“Wait though,” said Ron, “you can make us invisible!”
“Yeah, but I can’t make us rescuing Hermione invisible. If she’s in some cell in
there, and then she ‘magically’ vanishes…”
“Oh, right. We have to actually make it look like it was done all without magic. In
other words, get the keys and open the door. Crap- him using people that don’t look like

wizards was a masterstroke. We can’t be sure!”
“Yeah, who would have thought he had it in him? If we go in that way, there’s the
question in their minds “how did they get past all the guards?” I doubt that’s as bad as
them actually seeing magic, but I really would like to avoid anything that might even be
slightly grey area. Let’s not give the ministry any excuses to cause trouble for us.”
“Seconded,” said Ron.
“Motion passes,” said Harry.
“So how are we going to get inside?” asked Ron.
“That’s up to Sparkle.”
Who predictably returned at that exact moment. “Did someone say… wonder?”
she asked.
All three looked at each other and shook their heads.
“Never mind. Come on, there seems to be some kind of tunnel leading away from
the place. I bet we can get in that way.” Sparkle took them, crouched low, about half a
mile from the main building. “It’s around here someplace. It was camouflaged under a
rock, I think.”
“There’s a suspicious rock,” said Ron, pointing.
“Why don’t you do the honors,” said Susan. “I may need to conserve my energy.”
“Not a problem,” said Harry, giving his wand the old swish and flick. The rock
levitated up and out of the way, revealing a hole in the desert ground. There was a
metal ladder built into the side, and it looked like it hadn’t been used in a long time.
They couldn’t tell how far down it went, and Harry stuck his wand into it and cast Lumos.
“Doesn’t go down too far. And you said this goes right into the place?” asked
Susan.
“Sure does. Which is what worries me.”
“How do you mean?”
“A dark, underground tunnel? Unguarded? You don’t think that’s a little too
convenient? He wants you all dead, remember?”
“She’s right,” said Susan. “This tunnel could be laced with explosives or
something entirely non-magical. Even some kind of poisonous gas. We would never see
it coming.”
“So this is out too?” asked Ron in desperation. “What are we going to do, then?”
“Calm down, Ron, we’ve only just got here. Better to figure out the best way than
just charge in there the first way we see and get massively in trouble.”
“I just can’t stand that she’s in danger!”
“I know. I would feel the same way if it was Luna. We’ll get her back, I promise.”
“Okay, let’s keep looking then.”
Harry floated the stone back, and they went back to behind the shed.
“Is there something propped up on the roof there?” asked Harry, squinting
against the sun and pointing.
“Could be some kind of skylight. Which makes no sense, why would they want
more heat and sun in the place?”
“Good question. Must be some kind of trap. He knows we can fly, so he would
expect us to maybe try by air.”
“Yeah.”
“Hey look,” said Ron, pointing at the building. “Someone’s come out to have a

smoke.”
They looked, and sure enough, the door was propped open and a guy had set
his gun down and was puffing away on his cancer stick.
“It’s like he’s daring us to come in that way! I can’t believe this guy!” said Ron.
“I know, he’s taunting us. He knows where we are, I bet. Having a nice little laugh
from inside while we work out how to get past his little guards there. Oh, I’m so going to
mess that guy up when I see him next. And by mess up, I mean, turn him in to the
proper authorities.”
“Glad you specified that,” said Harry. “So is there any other way in, and by in I
mean out, because we could just Phase through the wall if we wanted to get in.”
“That truck is bothering me,” said Sparkle. “You don’t think it was put here as
some kind of plot device? I’m going to check it out.”
“What does she mean, plot device?” asked Ron.
“Don’t look at me, she might be my Companion but that doesn’t mean I
understand everything she says.”
Sparkle snuck around the tires of the truck, then made sure no one was looking.
She hopped up into the back, looked around, then jumped down again.
“It’s full of ammunition and explosives,” she said, coming back. “I think it’s meant
as a distraction.”
“What, we set it on fire?” asked Ron.
“Oh, we don’t just set it on fire. Harry sets it on fire and then Susan casts
Combust on it. The whole thing will go up in flames.”
“Why would we do that?”
“Like Sparkle said, it would be a distraction. That’s our in,” said Harry excitedly.
“Something went off in the truck, blowing it up. Sure, not exactly commonplace but
explainable without magic. They’re going to be busy trying to put it out for a while. We
sneak in while invisible, then find Hermione. You, Ron, get to take out the guard or
guards standing around. We get her out, book it back out here, and get away.”
“Okay, that could work. Better be invisible before you do the fire though.”
“Can’t. Combust would be considered an offensive spell, and I would become
visible again. Wait, I’ve got an even better idea!”
“What?” asked Harry.
“Sparkle, your Magical Ally is just a big lion, right?”
“Yeah, why? Oh, you want a second distraction to add to the first.”
“Exactly. They’ll be fighting a huge lion and the fire at the same time. And no one
will believe them when they tell someone how big it is, it’ll just be them exaggerating.”
“How do we know lions are around here?” asked Ron.
“Eh, there’s lions everywhere. It’ll be fine.”
“Whatever. So the final plan is...”
“Harry sets the cloth on the truck on fire. I explode it, while Sparkle gets out her
lion. I make us invisible and we sneak through the door. We find Hermione, see how
she’s guarded, and take it from there.”
“And I can’t use magic,” grumbled Ron. “I hope this works.”
Yeah, no save points here, thought Sparkle. Wonder if that could be a spell.
Some kind of temporal lock that can take you back to the place and time you cast it if
something gets screwed up. Oh well.

“Any time you’re ready Harry.”
“Incendio!” Harry shot flames at the truck, and the dry cloth covering it quickly
caught fire. Susan cast Combust with a penalty to her rating, and sure enough, the fire
caused an explosion out to 2 meters. This fire set off the ammo and grenades in the
truck, and they exploded. This reduced the truck to a mere skeleton and there was
another explosion as the gas tank caught fire as well. A lion, with orders to stun, only,
roared out from behind the shed and made for the guy standing there, his mouth open,
staring at the truck. He grabbed up his gun and started fumbling with it as the lion bared
down on him. People inside started yelling and pouring out of the doors, and guns were
pointed out of windows.
Susan cast Invisibility on the group, and they made their way inside past the
guard trying to fend off this huge lion that had appeared out of nowhere.
So far so good.
Once inside, they quickly passed people facing out of windows and carrying
buckets, like that was going to help save their doomed, exploded truck. There was panic
in the whole place, and Susan couldn’t help but wonder what, exactly, this place was. It
didn’t seem to have any magic going nearby at all, according to Magic Sense. It looked,
now that she was up close, like a terrorist group rather than the lair of a slightly pissed
off “celebrity” wizard. There didn’t seem to be any lower levels, but they did come
across a guy standing nervously in front of a door, holding his gun like he was ready to
fire. The group was around the corner from him.
“Guess I’m up,” said Ron. “Accelerate.”
“Wait,” said Sparkle. “Armor of Magic.”
“Augment Skill,” cast Susan. “I’ll have to make you visible, so you come around
the corner rather than just appearing out of thin air.”
“Got it.”
“Good luck!” said Harry.
Ron shimmered back into visibility, and charged around the corner.
The man yelled something in Gibberish and shots were fired. Peeking around the
corner Susan saw the one man down on the floor, and another running from the other
direction. Susan cast Dazzle on him, and Ron took him down as well with a few wellplaced strikes.
“There really is something to this method,” he remarked, grabbing the keys from
the guy. He motioned the others forward and started trying different keys. 4 keys in he
felt the knob turn.
He turned the knob.
He slightly pushed the door open.
The door slightly opened.
He pushed it a little bit more open.
It opened a little bit more.

The sounds of gunfire continued outside, and there was shouting.
The door opened a tiny bit more.
“Just open it!” said Susan, pushing past him.
There stood a young boy looking up at her.
“Hermione?” asked Susan.
The boy replied something in Gibberish.
“Uh, did they give her Polyjuice potion or something?” asked Harry.
“That wouldn’t have caused her to forget how to speak English,” protested Ron.
“Yeah, I guess you’re right. Think she’s someplace else then?”
“Just a second and I’ll ask him,” said Susan, setting out of the room. I just hope
he hasn’t moved it for some reason. “Retrieval,” she cast, and into her hand dropped a
metallic object fitted to wear over the ear. She had made it for the school, but she didn’t
think the school would mind if she borrowed it.
“Can you understand me now?” she asked the boy, who was gibbering away her
two friends.
“Oh, your Pashto is perfect,” said the boy. “Are you three here to rescue me?” He
looked doubtful.
“Actually, we’re here to rescue a girl, have you seen her? Very bushy hair.”
The boy shook his head. “I have not heard the guards saying anything about
another prisoner. Are you American? Why do you have a cat with you? You don’t even
have any guns, how did you get in here? Are you taking me home?”
“Uh, one question at a time, kid. He says she’s not here,” she said to Harry and
Ron.
“Not here? She’s got to be!”
“Look,” she said to the kid. “Who are you, anyway? What are these guys doing
here?”
“My name is Mirwais Karzai, son of Hamid Karzai.”
“Okay, but why did they kidnap you?”
Mirwais looked dubiously at them. “I am the president’s son. You know, the
president of Afghanistan?”
“Is that where we are? I did wonder.”
“You are very strange. Can we go now?”
“Thank you. In a second. He says he’s the president’s son, and we’re in
Afghanistan.”
“Where?” asked Ron.
“I’ll explain later. Look, we better get out of here.”
Sparkle pointed down the hall.
“Is that cat pointing?”
“Yes, she’s, uh, specially trained. Come on.”
The four left the room, stepping over the bodies of the two men, one of which
was beginning to stir. Ron kicked him in the head and he went down again. Mirwais

looked awed. “Awesome, are you ninjas?! You’re not dressed like ninjas.”
“You think we go around dressing like ninjas nowadays? That would totally give
us away.”
“Oh, you’re right. I never thought about that. They’re going inside. You actually
look more like wizards.”
“No such thing as wizards, kid.”
Sparkle led them down a flight of stairs, and looked around as if trying to figure
something out. Susan snapped her fingers.
“The escape tunnel!” she said. “It might be around here, we can leave that way!”
The four spread out to look, and Ron shoved a cabinet over, showing a hole in
the wall. “Come on,” he said.
Harry lit his wand.
“Cool flashlight.”
“It’s a ninja flashlight, pay it no attention.”
“Can I be a ninja when I grow up? Do you have to go through a lot of training?
You don’t look very old. Does being a ninja keep you young? How old are you? When
did you start ninja training?”
“Quiet!” hissed Susan. “We are trying to escape with our lives here, if you hadn’t
noticed. Let me concentrate!”
“I’m sorry!”
“Don’t worry about it, just save your questions until we’re safe.”
Harry shoved the rock out of the way and the group started climbing. It wasn’t
that deep, Susan handed up Sparkle and climbed out herself.
“So now what?” asked Ron. “We can’t exactly use magic to get home with the kid
here. And where exactly are we going to take him, anyway?”
“I have no idea. Is it just my −1 to auditory perception checks or has the gunfire
died down?”
The other two listened. “I think it has, but we’re pretty far away, right?”
Mirwais screamed, and pointed. The others looked, and Sparkle’s Magical Ally
was running towards them.
“It’s okay,” she reassured him. “He’s on our side.”
“You travel with a cat and a lion? Who are you people?”
“The ones that rescued you. What did I say about questions?”
“That’s the biggest lion I’ve ever seen!”
“Oh, you’ve seen a lot of lions close up, have you?”
“Uh, well, no…”
“Okay then.”
With the boy’s attention on the lion, Susan called upon Temporary Tool for a pair
of binoculars, and stared looking over the place they had left.
“Where did you pull those from?” asked Mirwais.
“Secret compartment. You just love asking questions, don’t you?”
“Is that bad?”
“Not as such, no. I think they’re all down,” she said to the others.
“Maybe he ran out of targets?” ventured Ron.
“Could be. Harry, take him over there, there’s at least a little cover if someone
shows up. We’ll go back and look for Hermione now that things seemed to have calmed

down a bit. Mirwais, go with him, he’ll protect you. We’re going to back to look for our
friend we thought was there, okay?”
“Okay.”
The two scampered off, and Susan, Ron and Sparkle jumped on the lion’s back.
“Take us back to the compound,” he said to the lion, who started booking it back.
“Could your lion really have taken them all?” shouted Ron as they rode.
“Sure! He has an effective 13 REFlexes, plus the bonus from Acceleration. He
can Knockout with a touch, and halves damage because he’s a +1 size modifier. And
they were NPCs, they have crap for stats or backgrounds! I would have been shocked if
they had managed to damage him more than a little.”
“Oh.” Ron turned around and mouthed “NPCs?” at Susan, who just shrugged.
With its speed of 38 it took no time at all to get back and they looked around. The
truck was still burning, and men were on the ground, unconscious.
“Guess we should have just done that in the first place,” remarked Ron, bending
over to pick up a gun from an unconscious guy.
“Ron, don’t touch that, you don’t know how it works!”
“Yeah, but he does. And if he wakes up, we’ll have him to deal with. Better to
disarm them while we can, right?”
“Oh, I see what you mean, good point. I didn’t even think of that. Okay, let’s go.”
So the two walked about the battlefield, stripping everyone of their weapon and
making a pile of them. They then walked the inside, grabbing any loose weapons or
gear they thought looked dangerous to allow these people to have.
No Hermione.
“Well, crapnuts,” said Ron.
“Yeah, he set us up, didn’t he? Now we have no idea where Hermione is, and
we’ve got the kid to deal with.”
“What are we going to do with him? And all this stuff?” He indicated the pile of
guns.
“I’m taking the guns, I’ll get rid of them somehow,” said Susan, getting out the
formula for her Personal Dimension. She opened it up and threw the guns and
explosives through, then closed it up again.
“Do you hear that?” asked Sparkle.
“No, I don’t, what is it?” said Susan.
“I hear it too. It’s coming from the air, I think,” said Ron.
“We better go take a look.”
Susan was still maintaining her Tool and peered out at the helicopters that were
bearing down on the location.
“I think they’re US military!” said Susan excitedly. “Probably here to rescue the
kid!”
“But we already did. We can’t explain how we got here!” protested Ron.
“That’s okay. When we get back, Harry can stun the kid. I’ll shove him through a
Teleportal back here. No one will believe his story about three kids, a cat and a lion
saving him, they’ll think he dreamed it or something. Come on, before they get closer!”
So the group raced back to where Harry and Mirwais were hiding, and Harry

dubiously stunned him. Susan made another Teleportal, and Harry wafted him through
back into the room they had found him in. Susan watched the helicopters land.
“Okay, they’re American soldiers, all right. And boy do they look confused.
They’re going inside. Some are cuffing the guys we left outside and just letting the truck
burn. It’s almost out anyway. One guy is trying to wake up one of the guys under
Knockout. Good luck fellows, he’ll be out a few minutes. They expect some kind of
ambush I think, they’re still acting cautious. Ah, they found the kid, great. You didn’t cast
your spell very strongly, right?”
“No, he should only have been out a few minutes.”
“Yeah, he’s there. Looks like he’s talking animatedly. Probably asking a million
questions.” She started to giggle. “I so wish I could see their faces when the kid asks
about American ninjas in wizard robes.”
“Is that what he was going on about?” asked Harry.
“Oh, he wouldn’t shut up, honestly. Wonder if I was ever that bad with my mother
and my Curiosity weakness. I’ll have to go tell my mom I love her, if she had to put up
with that day after day.”
“You should tell her that anyway,” said Harry, a bit sadly.
“So can we go now? Hermione is obviously not here,” said Ron.
“What about the explosive paper?”
“You head back, keep the Teleportal open, and get someone to get it off me!”
said Harry. “Wait a second… Finite Incantatem!”
The paper dropped off his leg, and the writing disappeared.
“Oh, great,” said Ron. “Think about that earlier, would you?”
“We had to be here to rescue Hermione anyway.”
“Yeah, I guess. Come on, maybe the Headmaster will have some news by now
about where she is.”
The four went back to the castle, stepping through to the common room, where
Hermione was sitting, studying.
“Where have you guys been?” she asked innocently.

80
Hermione’s Tale
Time: Some time ago
Place: Common Room
Let’s see, thought Hermione, I have about an hour before Susan will need me to
change the coins. I’ll go do some homework in the library. Hey, isn’t that…
“Hello, Professor Lockhart,” said Hermione, surprised. “Did you come to see the
Headmaster about getting your old position back?”
“Hermione! So good to see you again.” Gilderoy gave her a #3 smile. “Actually I
came seeking you and your little group of friends. Wanted to apologize for my ghastly
behavior at the hospital, can’t imagine what I was thinking of.”
“That’s very kind of you. Susan just apologized to some teachers for things she
did recently, so she knows what it’s like to act in the heat of the moment. Shall we go
find her?”
“If you could lead me to her I would be ever so grateful.”
“Who are your, uh, friends?” Hermione looked behind Gilderoy, and there were
two tough looking wizards standing behind him, trying to look inconspicuous. They had
their wands out and were twirling them, and seemed like poster boys for the “these are
the guys your daughter is going to fall for” society. Bad boys, in other words. They
leered at her.
“We ran into our friend Mr. Lockhart here in the village,” said one. “And as we’re
graduates of Hogwarts ourselves, we thought we would pop back in and see how the
old place is holding up.”
“Yeah,” said the other. “Graduates. Top marks, us. Nice to see the old stomping
grounds again, you know what I mean?”
“Mr. Lockhart was kind enough to invite us along, and we agreed.”
“And here we are!”
“Nice to meetcha.”
“Nice to meet you both,” said Hermione hesitantly.
Are they threatening him? Did they use him to get into the school for some
reason? I wonder if I could somehow stun them and see what Professor Lockhart had
to… I’ve been spending too much time around Susan. I’m starting to think with my
wand, like a… like a… a boy! I’m sure it’s nothing.
“Well, we’ll head to the common room, she’s probably there.”
“Take the scenic route,” said tough number 1.
“No rush on our account,” said tough number 2.
“Lead on!” said Gilderoy.
As Hermione wound her way through the castle halls she grew more and more
concerned as the two didn’t seem to be reminiscing about their time here at all. If
anything, they were more concerned about getting away from anyone in the halls. Her
mind made up, Hermione decided to try and stun them both the first chance she got.
She turned down an empty corridor and materialized her wand.
She spun, but tough number 2 was too fast for her, or had anticipated this, and

she found herself looking up at them, as though with an odd perspective.
What just happened?
She was scooped up by tough number 1, and realized she had an animal’s body
now.
“Grab her wand and let’s go,” said Gilderoy.
“Why take the wand?” said tough number 1.
“I… don’t know. She just shouldn’t be without it.”
“We’re kidnapping her, Gilderoy, not taking her on holiday.”
“I just feel we should take it, that’s all. Who’s paying for this operation, anyway?”
“You’re the boss.”
The tough grabbed up the wand, put it into a pocket in his robes, and the three
determinedly walked back the way they had come.
“Now, we just need to find someone to give the note to on the way out,” Gilderoy
remarked. He spotted Neville.
“Neville, isn’t it?” he asked.
“Professor? Have you come to teach Defense again? We would seriously like
you back, at least your lessons were somewhat practical.”
Gilderoy flashed him a #5 smile, no sense wasting the good ones on guys, after
all. “The headmaster said he would consider me back for next year. Actually, I’m glad I
ran into you!”
“You are?”
“I am indeed. I was hoping to run into Susan so I could give her this.” He pulled
out a piece of sealed parchment from his robes. “But I have to run. Could you give it to
her instead?”
“Sure, I guess. I see her around all the time.”
“Good. If you could just find her soon, that would be great.”
“Okay, I’ll go look now. Hope to see you next year, Professor.”
Hermione’s newly lengthened ears picked up his muttering “Anyone would be
better than Umbridge,” as he turned and walked off.
“Now then, gentleman, shall we go?”
The three made their way into a secret passage out of the school, and
Disapparated. Hermione felt herself being squeezed as though she was traveling
through a very small tube, and they popped out someplace she didn’t recognize.
“So now what?” asked the guy carrying her. “That enchantment won’t last
forever.”
“It will last long enough,” said Gilderoy, rubbing his hands together. “Oh, to see
the looks on their faces when they realize their precious Hermione isn’t where she’s
supposed to be.”
“Shouldn’t we just kill her?”
“Oh, no. The group must suffer for what they did to me. I’ll figure out something,
as I wasn’t sure who I would catch on my little trip to the school. Now that I know who I
have, however…” he laughed. “We’ll think of something suitable. Bring her inside.”
They went into the house they were standing in front of, and Hermione found
herself being dumped into a cage. A rabbit hutch, to be exact.

A rabbit? They’ve turned me into a rabbit? I think they’re making fun of my teeth!
Oh, when I get out of here…
But strangely, it didn’t seem like she could get into the proper frame of mind that
she wanted to be in.
It’s this rabbit brain I’ve been shoved into, she thought. It just doesn’t have the
capacity to get angry at someone. If he tried to hurt me I would bite him, but the rabbit
I’ve been turned into doesn’t care past that.
With horror she came to her senses and discovered she was eating rabbit food
without realizing it.
I have to get out of this body!
“Watch her,” Gilderoy said to tough number 1.
“Ah, what’s she going to do as a rabbit?”
“She’s the smart one, we shouldn’t underestimate her.”
“You’re the boss.”
“Come on, we’ll go think of something suitable for our new pet.”
“I’ve always liked rabbit stew.”
“Don’t be disgusting.” Gilderoy threw the wand down on top of the cage and both
men walked off.
“Just you and me little bunny,” said the tough. “Do some trix, I mean tricks for me,
little bunny!” He rapped on the cage. Hermione’s beady eyes stared at the man.
Even if I could get my wand, there’s no way I could hold it. Can I still talk in this
form? Sparkle can, but she’s a special case.
Hermione tried to say something, but nothing came out.
Guess not. Super. What’s he doing now?
The man had conjured some dandelion leaves, and was poking them through the
bars of the cage. Against her will, Hermione’s mouth started to water. They looked really
good. She hopped forward, but the man yanked them back.
“Aw, not fast enough bunny! Try again!”
The man amused himself for several minutes, and Hermione’s rabbit body fell for
what he did every time.
Got to get control of myself!
“You’re too funny, bunny,” said the man, going to sit down. “And now I have to
watch you, like you were going to escape somehow. Honestly.”
Several minutes passed, with Hermione hopping uselessly around the enclosed
space.
Could I throw my weight against the side of the cage and tip it over? I didn’t see
how it was fastened though, that might not help me any. Come on, Herimone, think.
Your wand is right there!
The man casually got up again, and seemed drawn to Hermione’s wand, which
he picked up and started swishing through the air.
“Always wanted a girl’s wand,” he said, then sniffed it. “Funny, I thought it might
smell different. Say…” he leaned down over the cage. “Do you use your wand for
anything other than spellcasting? I think you know what I mean.” He made a rude
gesture with it, involving two fingers on his other hand. “I’ve always wanted to ask a girl
that, but never had the nerve. Is there a Vibrate Wand charm girls never told boys

about?”
Hermione stared blankly up at him. I guess rabbits can’t get embarrassed either.
Good to know.
“And so I go and ask someone I can’t even get an answer from. What a waste.”
He pulled his wand out and started comparing them. “I expected it to be, I don’t know,
softer somehow. Something. It’s just a wand.” He tried setting it down again, but
seemed to change his mind. “I have the strangest feeling I need to give this back to you.
Weird.”
He wandered around the room a moment, seemingly unaware he was even
carrying it anymore. He kept staring at Hermione Bunny, and seemed to be arguing with
himself.
Finally he reached in and grabbed her, pointed his wand at her, and she felt the
world grow smaller again. He handed over her wand again.
“Now why in the world did I do that?” he asked, taking a step back from her.
“Stupefy,” said Hermione, pointing her own wand at the guy. (She didn’t know
talking was a free action, and could have replied to him and still cast her spell) He
looked shocked and fell over. “And I’ll take that,” she said, grabbing his wand.
“Incarcerous.” Ropes appeared out of nowhere and wrapped around him.
Thank you, Susan, she thought, looking at wand. That True Owner stuff comes in
handy, huh?
Hermione heard footsteps down the hall, and overturned the table that the rabbit
cage was sitting on. She dived behind it.
And again for the combat exercises. Though that was more Professor Quirrell, I
guess.
The other tough burst into the room and stumbled over the trussed up body of his
partner. “Immobulus!” cried Hermione, freezing the guy. Sadly he still had momentum,
and kept falling over, smashing his head on the floor.
“Is everything okay in there?” asked a timid voice from around the doorframe.
“You might as well come out,” said Hermione. “You know you can’t match me in
spellcasting.”
“How did you get loose!? Honestly, I’m taking my gold back, these guys are
obviously not the men for the job they said they were!” The sound of running feet were
heard and Gilderoy retreated back down the hallway. Hermione carefully looked out and
saw him fling open the door and run smack into a person standing on the other side of
it. There was a woman standing behind him, who looked over their shoulders.
“Mr. Lockhart, what are you doing here?” said the man. “I’m here about a use of
underage magic, you know anything about that?”
Wow, that was quick.
“She tried to kill me!”
“Who did?”
“Her, the girl! Hermione! You have to save me!”
“I’m sure we can straighten all this out. Come out from behind there, I can see
you!” said the man, moving past Gilderoy and coming into the house. “Drop the wand
and put your hands up.”
Hermione retracted her wand into her hand with the Somatic Sword spell she
was under and put her hands up.

“What happened with those two?” he asked.
“I stunned them. They kidnapped me and turned me into a bunny.”
“A bunny?” asked the woman.
“I got better.”
“I think we’re going to need the whole story… wait a second Charles, isn’t that
Ezra Marnie? He’s wanted all over the place. And that’s his partner, Al “the spiker”
Reanne. There’s a reward out for the capture of those two, I’m sure of it.”
“Yes, I captured them,” said Gilderoy instantly. “And then I… it was… there was
a…”
“Yes?” asked the man. “Did you not say she was trying to kill you?”
“Uh… what I meant was…”
“Let’s see your wands, both of you. Nice and slow. I want to see what spells
you’ve been casting lately.”
“Don’t you need a warrant or something for that?” asked Hermione.
“A what?” asked the woman.
“Never mind.” Hermione got her wand out again, and handed it over. It’ll come
back to me, no worries.
Hermione’s, of course, showed the stun spell she had last used, while Gilderoy’s
showed (of course) a memory alteration charm being cast.
“I think we better take you both down to the ministry for questioning.”
“I have to get back to school! These three kidnapped me, and the Headmaster
will be looking for me!”
“We’ll send Albus an owl that you’re safe. I want to know what’s going on here.
You can either come with me willingly, or be stunned like those two.”
“I’ll come,” said Hermione. But I hope you don’t get in the way of Susan
“rescuing” me from the ministry.
“And so,” Hermione said, finishing her story, “They brought me to the ministry and
I told them the story. Gilderoy couldn’t come up with anything, so they changed him with
a bunch of stuff and let me go. The headmaster came to get me, and I arrived back here
a few minutes before you did. They gave me a sack of gold for catching those two
criminals though. I’ve got it in my Pocket Dimension at the moment.”
The three stared at her, impressed.
“Well, say something.”
“Well done, Hermione!” said Ron first. “That was amazing!”
“Thank you, Ron. Not as amazing as Susan would have been, I’m sure, but I
managed on my own.”
“No, no, you kept your head, waited for your moment. I approve,” said Susan.
“Well, like I said, I could hardly do otherwise. Rabbits don’t seem to have quite
the emotional range as humans do.”
“Still, poor Lockhart. Shown to be a fraud, had his memory erased, then cured,
and he throws it all away on some cheesy revenge quest. What a waste,” said Harry,
shaking his head.
“At least some good came out of it. We did rescue the chatterbox, right?” asked
Susan.
“Not to mention the XP. We haven’t had a lot of good, old fashioned adventures

like that in a long time.”
“Yeah, what happened to those? XP has been thin on the ground lately. I haven’t
learned any new spells in ages. And I should be learning more now than ever!”
“I’m not the one in charge, don’t look at me. It’s true though, the final battle would
seem to be looming, I hope we have the XP to learn what need before then.”
The next day, Susan, Harry and Ron were called to the Headmaster’s office,
where he tapped without speaking to a newspaper from the non-magical world that was
sitting on his desk. The front page was dominated by a story, and the three began to
read.

President’s Son Saved!
In a daring rescue attempt by marines in Afghanistan,
Hamid Karzai, president, was tearfully reunited with his
son, Mirwais Karzai, late yesterday. “I don’t remember
much,” said the son, “But I think there were these ninja
wizard guys who showed up before the solders. There
was a girl that talked kind of weird, and a red haired boy
and a boy with a funny mark on his forehead.” Marines
were baffled as it appeared a truck had exploded before
they arrived, and someone had knocked all the terrorists
out, left them, and stole their guns. To further add to the
mystery, some of the terrorists found there seemed to
have been mauled by a large animal, no sign of which
was ever found. The rescue was carried out without a single
shot being fired, and relations between Afghanistan and
the US are now at an all-time high because of this cooperative effort.
“It wasn’t our fault!” protested Harry.
“We were just trying to find Hermione!” said Ron.
“It was an accident, and it’s all Mr. Lockhart’s doing anyway!” finished Susan.
“He’s the one who sent us there!”
Albus stared at them, then looked at the paper, then back up at them.
“We tried to do everything so it could be explained without magic!” said Harry.
“Sparkle’s lion was just more powerful than we expected and took them all out
instead of just keeping them busy,” said Ron.
“I didn’t even let Ron take his wand out, he relied only on Kung Fu!” finished
Susan. “I thought you would be pleased at our restraint!”
Albus kept staring at them, leaning back in his chair and resting his chin on his
fingers after putting his hands together.
“I think we did good,” said Harry. “We didn’t let anyone see us use magic, and the
people there can’t prove anything well enough to involve Obliviators.”
“Yeah, there were like a dozen of those guys with gums-”
“Guns, Ron. Guns.”

“Yeah, guns. Against the three of us. We snuck around and everything!”
“What’s going to happen to us? Is the ministry pressuring you?” asked Susan. “I
mean it’s obviously us from the description so the ministry probably knew it was me right
away, right?”
Albus just shook his head and waved a hand, making the door open.
The three stared it at, and then back at the Headmaster.
“We’re really sorry,” said Harry.
“There was this exploding note, that’s why we didn’t come get you,” said Ron.
“I think we better just go,” said Susan, as Albus was now shooing them out with
more dramatic gestures. They passed through the doorway and it slammed behind
them.
“He must have been really angry,” said Harry. “He wouldn’t even speak to us.”
“He’ll write my mother, I know he will. I’ll get Howlers for a week. I won’t be
surprised if he picks a new prefect. I’m doomed.”
“Maybe we can make it up to him somehow? He didn’t even listen to our side of
it. It’s totally unfair!”
The thick, oaken door totally muffled Albus’ howling laugher and pounding on the
desk, and several portraits on the wall grew concerned about how long it went on for.
Later, though they didn’t see it, 50 points were added to both Ravenclaw and Gryffindor
houses.

81
Testing, One Two… Testing
Time: The day before exams
Place: Common Room
“You don’t have to take the written part of the exams?” said Hermione,
scandalized.
“Didn’t I mention that?” asked Susan innocently. “What am I going to do,
answering questions about wand movements and charms I can’t use?”
“I guess. It just seems unfair.”
“Hermione, everything about my magic is unfair. Remember, I walked into this
school a better wizard than most people are now. I could have skipped school, gone into
business Imbuing stuff for people, and no one would have been the wiser.”
“You don’t have to convince me. You do still have to take the History of Magic
exam though, right?”
“Yes. Anything that’s only written, like Herbology and History I’ll have to make my
checks for.”
“Funny how I don’t have to take any tests,” said Sparkle. “I guess people just look
at me and think cat rather than powerful magic user in her own right. Sad, really.”
“How would you hold the quill?” asked Ron.
“I could shape-shift into something with hands.”
“Do you even know how to write?” asked Harry.
“I suppose. I don’t have any weaknesses that say I don’t. It’s assumed that if you
know how to speak a language you know how to write it, for us.”
“I see,” said Hermione. “And will you be cheating on these exams as well using
your magic?”
“I haven’t decided. Probably. It’s not like they can tell. And if I really needed to
make a History of Magic check in the field for some bizarre reason, I’ll always have the
spell to make it better.”
“I see.”
“The tests are meaningless anyway. Anyone who wants to know how much I
know about a subject can just look at my character sheet. You guys have to take silly
exams because there’s no other way for you.”
“Must be nice,” said Harry.
And so Susan walked into her first exam, the practical for “Charms” and sat down
with her examiner.
“Susan Felton, that name sounds familiar,” said Tofty.
“I may have been in the papers somewhat recently,” she said nonchalantly.
“Oh yes, I have a note about you. Something about not taking the standard test?”
“Yes. Wanded charms seem a bit useless at this level, like changing the color of
something. Who cares? I would much rather put the time into spells that are a bit more
useful.”
“And why is there a cat sitting next to you?”
“The cat is with me.” In reality, she’s here to fill in any gaps in my own

spellcasting. We learned different spells for a reason, after all.
“Well, there’s no rule against having your pet with you, I guess.”
“Pet,” Sparkle snorted.
“Did that cat just… never mind. So why don’t you demonstrate some of your
magic for me?”
“Of course! How would the standard test begin?”
“Well, I would ask you to make this eggcup do some cartwheels for me.”
“Levitating an object that weighs a couple of grams? I think I can do better.”
Susan wordlessly cast Telekinesis and a magical circle appeared around the
examiner. She got a 13 with her −2 penalty, and took the full 9 segments to cast.
“What’s this?”
Susan flicked a finger and the examiner found himself floating towards the
ceiling.
“My word!”
Everyone looked over at the examiner, helplessly flailing about in the air.
“I think that covers the telekinesis portion of the exam, does it not?”
“Indeed,” said the wizard, now being lowered to his seat again. “And you did it
wordlessly!? You aren’t even supposed to begin that until next year. What else can you
show me?”
Susan pointed to the large empty space behind the examination section and a
magical circle appeared. She took 12 segments this time, spent a bit of energy to
counteract the −2 (it is a grade 8 spell after all) and wordlessly cast Magical Ally, Major,
getting a 13 again, exactly the difficulty.
Maybe I shouldn’t be so stingy with my energy, but I don’t know how many spells
this guy will want to see.
A +1 sized dragon appeared in the space and looked over at her for orders.
Several people cried out in surprise, but Susan quickly got up and went over to it, calling
“It’s okay, it’s just a summoned creature. Totally under control. Dance for me, dragon!”
Susan made a Dancing check, getting an 8 (-2 for maintaining the dragon) so
she awkwardly shuffled about the dragon tried to mimic her. The examiner came over.
“May I touch it?”
“It’s not an illusion, or anything. Go ahead.”
Tofty reached out a hand and stroked it. “Amazing. Can it breathe fire?”
“Dragon, −10 penalty to hit, headshot, Elemental Bolt Fire on me. Deflection!”
The dragon, following orders, shot a narrow stream of fire at Susan’s head, who
deflected it easily. (The dragon had Augment Skill for the Bolt that’s why Susan chose it
to have a total −13 penalty. Just in case it rolled high and she didn’t.)
“I see that it does, and you have a spell for deflecting things, I see. Very well,
very well, I like what I’ve seen so far. Please continue.” He went back to his seat, and
the dragon disappeared.
Susan grabbed a piece of paper of used Cut to slice it in half with her finger, then
Repair to put it back together again. Then she set it on the ground and set it on fire with
Combust. She then put it out with Elemental Conjure: Water. She walked through a wall,
pulled stuff out of her Pocket Dimension and used Shrink on Sparkle.
Sparkle, taking her cues from what Susan said she was doing gave her Augment
(STR) to lift the examiner with one wand, Leap to jump extra far and shape-shifted her

into the examiner.
“Okay, okay! No more! I get it, you weren’t just posturing when you said your
magic was advanced. Thank you.”
Susan walked out, hoping she hadn’t gone overboard.
“Showoff,” said Harry.
“Wait, you weren’t even there.”
“So? Are you telling me you didn’t show off?”
Susan just whistled and looked around the room in the universal “innocent” act.
Harry grinned at her.
Susan went into her Transfiguration practical not knowing exactly what to expect.
She didn’t even know what Transfiguration entailed, usually.
“Ah, Susan, heard about your charms exams. Should I expect a similar surprises
for Transfiguration?”
“I’m not sure, I’ve never really taken a Transfiguration class, so it’s tough for me
to know what kids get up to there.”
“I see. Then what do you do when you want to turn something into something
else?”
“Why would I want to do that? I would rather just make the thing I wanted, either
with Temporary Tool or Creation.”
“Okay, why not demonstrate those for me, and we’ll go from there?”
“Sure. Creation takes about a minute though… in fact, let’s do this…”
Susan used Creation to make a large chunk of sparkly red rock, then used Sculpt
to turn it into a small dragon.
“That was quite impressive! Could you have made the dragon immediately, rather
than reshaping the stone?”
“Yes. I just wanted to show that I can create material out of thin air, and that I
know a spell to reshape stone.”
“I see. Now, what was that second one?”
Susan made a variety of tools, as the examiner suggested them.
“I can see why you would think Transfiguration would be a bit beneath you. To be
able to call up any sort of object you can think of… amazing. Can you do human
transfiguration?”
Sparkle brushed up against Susan and turned her into a +3 size modifier
humanoid dragon with Shape-Shift.
“Oh my,” said the examiner, looking up at her.
“Perhaps something a bit smaller?” Susan suggested.
Sparkle obliged by turning her into a unicorn.
All the girls in the room went “ooooohhhhh” and she pranced and strutted a bit.
(And did a bit too much unnecessary tail swishing)
“I guess that answers that question.”
Susan sat back down.
“Now what about Vanishing something?”
“You mean destroying it? There is a spell I could learn, called Destruction but I
don’t like that sort of magic, so I’ve stayed away from it. Knowing I could just cast that

and turn someone’s head into a fine powder is something I’m not yet ready to live with.”
“Very well. I’ve seen enough to know your magic is on par with ours, and in
reality much more useful. Thank you.”
Susan then took her first non-spellcasting practical, Herbology, and rolled for it,
getting a 12. (She decided not to cheat on that one)
[
As a note, the following scale, modified from the Demongate High setting, will be
used, in which grading will be as follows for classes:
1-2 = T, 3-4 = F, 5-6 = P, 7-9 = A, 10-13 = E, 14+ = O
]
Susan was sure to write I’m the non-wanded one on the top of her Defense
written test, and went down to the practical with the same level of nervousness as the
other two. Which is to say, none.
“Now then,” said the examiner. “Imagine this wooden dummy here is a dark
wizard that’s trying to kill you. Show me what spell you would use.”
“Elemental Bolt (Fire),” Susan cast, taking the whole three segments to cast and
doing a called shot to the body. Fire shot out of her hand and slammed into the thing (it
wasn’t dodging and had no LUCk and thus, no passive dodge). She did 7 damage to it,
which blasted a hole in it, but with a DC of 18 more than half was left.
“Ah,” said the examiner, licking his lips. “Yes. I have been told you don’t do things
half way. Now what you would do if you wanted to, say, keep them alive for questioning
at the end?”
“I suppose killing even a dark wizard should be avoided if at all possible. You’ll
have to play the part of the wizard, I can’t exactly demonstrate my non-lethal method on
something made of wood.”
“Very well.” The examiner got out his wand and pointed it at her.
“Hypnotic Field.” She put 6 energy into it, leaving 5 for the extra oomph in the
spell and took the full time. (It was a classroom setting, after all) She got an 18, which
the examiners’ check to resist did not overcome. He stared at the pretty lights and she
slipped his wand from his unresisting fingers. “I would then snap the wand in half and
walk away, confident the dark wizard posed no further threat. Of course I might search
them for extra wands, and such.” She looked around. “Oh, sorry about that!” She ended
the spell, allowing everyone in a 10 meter radius to get back to whatever they were
doing. “And your wand, sir.”
“Thank you. Effective, surprisingly effective. Even against a group, from what I
just saw. But in a group your opponents won’t be standing there waiting for you to finish
casting. What would you do facing, say, four people?”
“I would say For Sacrifices Made,” said Susan, throwing her ring hand in the air,
and visualizing her Legion to appear in a ring around the examiner. Their swords were
drawn, and their faceless heads stared menacingly down at the man.
“Good answer,” he said weakly, looking around at them. “Could, um, they go

away now?”
She demonstrated Phase against a “werewolf,” as you can’t bite a “ghost” and
both Lubricate and Dazzle against things like giants that were too big to use magic on
directly.
“Wait a second, are you the Susan that took out a fully grown dragon in the
Triwizard Tournament? You got past the one and then captured the other,
singlehandedly? And helped stop that giant that was rampaging through the village?”
“That was me.”
“I thought you looked familiar. Why are you even here, taking this test? You pass.
Obviously. Now get out of here. Go. Go on! Shoo!”
Her other exams had no practical portion, so she just rolled them straight. She
already had an edge over the others, if she did really bad somehow she could re-roll
with XP, or get a bonus. She figured that was the only “cheating” she would do, because
really, she wanted Hermione’s respect.
Care of Magical Creatures: 9
Arithmancy: 12
Astronomy: 10
History of Magic: 7 (she rerolled with XP, getting an 11 that time. She wanted to
be a straight E student, if possible, and knew that one class would mess that up. Being
the last exam, she spent the XP and smiled when she realized she had done it.)
And exams were done!
It was that evening of the History exam that Susan received her second raven
from Voldemort.

82
Second Journey to the Ministry
Time: That evening
Place: Ravenclaw Girl’s Dorm

Susan took no chances this time when the raven tap-tap-tapped upon her
windowpane. She used Retrieval to grab the message, which seemed bigger this time,
and the bird flew off. She did a Magic Sense on it, to be sure, and began to read.
Susan,
I hope your exams went well, though I’m sure you weren’t worried in the slightest.
I write to you today to fulfill my promise and repay the debt I owe you. It has
recently come to my attention why, exactly, the ministry fears you so much.
Apparently, there was a prophecy spoken soon after your birth that relates
to you and your magic. This is what drives the ministry to watch you so
closely. As a show of good faith, I will meet you in the prophecy room,
tonight, at midnight, to lead you to this prophecy. I will come alone, and my
wand shall not be drawn.
As you have little to fear from me, I request you also come alone. It is only
others you will endanger if we are caught through sheer luck on their part.
I will meet you in front of Harry Potter’s prophecy, which I already know to be
a clever fake. Well done on that score, by the way. There was a time I would
have given much to hear it. Now, I believe, yours is more relevant to both of us.
I hope to see you tonight.
L.V.
“What do you think?” she asked Sparkle.
“It’s not his style to do a trap, is it?”
“That’s just the thing, we don’t what his style is. Everyone talks about the horrible
things he did, but not about the man himself. For all we know, there is someone higher
up than him, and using Voldi as a puppet to achieve his own ends.”
“We can’t rule that out, I guess, but it wouldn’t have lasted through his death. At
least, I hope. What are you thinking?”
“Go there. I need to see him for myself. See if he keeps his promises, that sort of
thing.”
“It’s dangerous.”
“Like he said, with Immunity going I don’t have that much to worry about. And you
can come. If there’s any trouble just step us over into the Astral.”
“Couldn’t you just go with Plastic Proxy?”
“Not if I want to play my Overconfidence properly.”

Sparkle rolled her eyes. “Fine, be that way. But at least leave a note or
something, in case you don’t come back.”
“Why wouldn’t I come back? What’s he going to do to me? And I think he wants
to hear this prophecy just as much as I do.”
“He’s had months and months to work out spells and raise his ratings. I don’t
think you should underestimate him.”
“So buff me up good before we leave. Acceleration… wait, you can’t if I’m going
to be immune to magic. Well, he can’t be more dangerous than an angry, living,
breathing dragon. And he said come alone, magical allies and Legions don’t count.”
“So you have some sense, at least…”

At nearly twelve, Susan opened a Teleportal into the prophecy chamber. She
chose a row a little far away from where she remembered Harry’s being, though Tom
had certainly seen inside the castle if he wanted to Teleport there. Her Legion and Ally
stepped through.
“If I call for you, come running,” she said to them. “Otherwise, stay out of sight
but follow me as best you can. You-” she pointed to one, “Come with me.”
They all nodded.
They waited, listening. The place seemed deserted and quiet, and Susan relaxed
a little bit. At 11:58 she made her way, with Sparkle, to where the meeting was
supposed to take place, and there he was.
Getting a good look at him now, she saw Voldemort had taken on the qualities of
the snakes he no doubt held in high regard, being of Slytherin house.
His pale face and slits for a nose gave him Creepy for sure. I’d love a peek at his
new character sheet. Jerk.
“Ah, you are prompt. You don’t have Timekeeper by any chance, do you?”
“So you looked up backgrounds and weaknesses?” But how? Oh. “I guess you
figured out the Research spell.”
“A spell to gather information? When you know so little about what you can do,
what’s the first spell you would create? And you brought a friend I see, but at the same
time are quite alone, as I instructed. I don’t count your cat. Good evening, Sparkle.”
“Good evening.”
“I assume the rest of your ‘pack’ is nearby?”
“It would be safe to assume that, yes.”
He shrugged. “Trust must come from somewhere. It may as well start with me. As
you can see,” he held up his hands, “my wand is not at hand. Not that I need it for the
meager stock of Natural Magician spells I’ve been able to research. Come, let us not
linger. Follow me.”
So far so good, it seems he’s kept his promise.
Voldemort led her to a shelf like any other, and just as before, there was a tag
that had been recently changed. It listed the same initials as before, with a date a few
days after Susan was born. The most recent change to the tag was the addition of her

name, which had been done just before she entered school.
They’re on the ball about something things, I guess.
“Take it down,” said Voldemort, “And I will, with your permission, draw my wand
and activate it. We will be able to hear the words.”
Susan nodded and reached for it, hand closing around it and lifting it from the
shelf.
Voldemort nodded, and slowly reached into his robes, pulling forth a wand. He
tapped the sphere, and a ghostly form hovered above it. Sadly, Susan had not taken
Divination or she would have, possibly, recognized the voice of the Divination instructor.
But she hadn’t, so the voice that issued forth from the figure was quite unknown to her.
She is come. The outside girl. Know her by three signsShe will be born of no father.
She will walk beside death at her left hand, life at her right hand.
When she has made the seven into one, it is not her magic she will use to
destroy her greatest foe.
All prophesy is over, for her coming was unseen by all. She comes from beyond,
her seeds reshape the world.
She twists destinies as you would knot a string. Ah, I feel it twisting even now, as
prophesy dies and is reborn.
Set upon the path of anger, the magical world destroyed at her hands.
Set upon the path of forgiveness, the second age of magic awakens.
The figure vanished.
“I see,” said Voldemort. “We are to be enemies after all, then.”
“You understood all of that?”
“Not all, but more than you, I think. One line was aimed directly at me, to be sure.
But even you no doubt understood why the ministry would fear you so. You came from
outside the world, thus reshaping it. Events specified by prophesy before your birth
were now voided, as your presence and magic did things we couldn’t. And of course the
last two lines are the most pertinent- you could destroy the world or usher in a new age.
Given the choice, I’m sure the ministry would rather carry on with the status quo than
risk you destroying all magic.”
“Why are we to be enemies then? You hate the ministry as much as I, or at least
your younger self did.”
“True, I think we both see the need for change. I think, however, that you do not
put much faith in my methods.”
“And what are your methods? Today is a new day, isn’t it? You have been reborn,
make a new start in this as well. I’ll give you the spell for shape-shift, no one would have
to know it was you. Work within the law this time, to revise wizard law over time to be
more fair as I one day hope to. After all, laws can change, and there are ways in place
to change them. Use them!”
He sadly shook his head. “No, my path is set. I learned long ago the only change
that would satisfy me would be sweeping change. Revolution. After all, isn’t it the duty of
all people to rise up against a government they believe no longer serves them? How did
you do in your history O.W.L I wonder? Even in the magical world there are examples of

this.”
“So it’s the status quo as you say, how I think things should be, and how you
think things should be. Result, a three way clash in the magical world.”
“It needn’t be so. Join me, perhaps you can temper some of my more radical
followers. I find it unfortunate that those that can fund my efforts do tend towards the
Slytherin side of things rather than Ravenclaw. They are passionate people, and not
above getting their hands dirty when they must. Or paying someone else to,” he added
with a chuckle. “Whereas a Ravenclaw like yourself would use cool logic, I’m sure. Or
just stand aside. The victor would be weaker, in any case, would they not? A perfect
time to attack, just when they believe their victory complete.”
“I don’t want to attack anyone. That’s still Slytherin!”
“But at the same time, you would not want either of our ideals to remain, because
what the ministry does currently disgusts you.”
“That’s true. But what about you? I can’t join you until I know exactly what you
stand for.”
“I stand for wizard superiority in the world. Why do we cower and hide what we
are? It’s foolish. We should be ruling the world, not dying out. Look at all the petty
squabbles that go on between nations. I believe there should be only two- wizards and
non-wizards. Think of it: No more war between peoples. No more hunger, or disease.
Combine our magics with what Muggles have done to compensate for not having magic
and think what could be accomplished! Yes, we would have to regulate them a bit, but
can you say we would do worse than they have already done to themselves? Forests
cleared to harvest wood a wizard can speak into existence. Garbage buried in the earth
to rot a thousand years that a wizard could make disappear in an instant. They should
be on their knees before us, thanking us for enriching their lives and their world, not
destroying it while we hide our powers.”
“So you want to rule the world?”
“I want to guide it along a better path!”
“Better in your eyes.”
“How is children dying of starvation while wheat rots in fields elsewhere better
than what I would do? Would a regime, with an immortal wizard at the head to take the
long view of the world, really be so bad?”
“Just how far would you suppress those without magic?”
“Far enough that they got the point it was useless to resist us. Let the common
person live their tiny lives, what difference does it make to me? They wouldn’t even
need to be told it was magic. Things would just start working out better for them.
Wizards could make of this world a paradise, you must realize that!”
“But to do it, you would kill anyone, destroy anything, that stood in your way.”
Voldemort sighed. “Have you ever tried to give a cat a pill? Even if that cat needs
that pill to survive, it will fight you with all its strength to not put that tiny thing in its
mouth. It will spit it up. It will foam at the mouth. Why? Because the cat is stupid and
doesn’t understand. Isn’t the world the same way? You can see the path I walk, I know
you can. Walk it with me! Be my conscience if you must, but let us not squabble
amongst ourselves. Save your energy for the real battle.”
“I… don’t know. It’s not something I can just decide right now. You make a good
argument, but people are so afraid of you. That means something too.”

“Very well. I suspect that prophesy has already shown me your path. But I can
wait a little longer. Sadly, certain agents that oppose me are getting closer to my places
of power and may need to be dealt with soon. Until you, personally, raise hand against
me, I will welcome you into my fold. I would suggest putting some thought into it and
making up your mind soon about standing with me, or standing alone. Thank you for
coming this evening.”
And he dissolved into mud.
“Coward,” Susan remarked, as Sparkle cast Hygiene on the spot, taking the mud
away. Susan pulled another fake prophesy from her Pocket Dimension and set it upon
the shelf, then sat down on the floor and wrote out the words as she and Sparkle
remembered them. (Susan got a 16 on her KNOwledge check to recall them, and
Sparkle assisted with a +1, her Photographic Memory not helping much as this wasn’t
“seen” information.)
“Let’s go,” said Susan, dismissing her guardian spells and opening up a teleportal
back to the castle. “We have some things to discuss with the others tomorrow.”
The next day, Susan got the core team together and told them what had
happened the night before.
“Are you nuts, going there alone?” asked Harry. “We should have been lurking
nearby for backup. What if it was a trap to have you captured by the ministry?”
“What, you think Vlodi sent the ministry an owl saying ‘by the way chaps, Susan,
your enemy number 1, is going to steal a second prophesy tonight don’t you know?’ I
don’t think so.”
“Still, they could have had alarms or something.”
“They didn’t the first time I was there. It all worked out, can we just focus on what
I learned, please?”
“Just try not to rush off on your own again, okay?” asked Hermione.
“I wasn’t alone. I had Sparkle, a dragon, a lion, and twenty five soldiers.”
“I suppose that force could have handled most anything. Anyway, what did you
learn, really?”
Susan smoothed out the paper she had written the prophesy down on. “We know
now why people keep saying things should be different. They’re right. Cho thought
Cedric should be dead, and he probably should have been. Without me around,
someone else would have been chosen as the Hogwarts champion in the tournament. It
could just as easily have been him. That’s the biggest thing people have said, right?”
“Just your being here changes a million little things a day,” said Hermione.
“Without that sword you made, how would we have destroyed the ring?”
“Good point, that’s another major change.”
“So what do we do about it?” asked Ron.
“Not much we can do. I’m not about to go live in a cave someplace and not make
an impact on the world. You guys are stuck with me.”
“Where would we have practiced Defense stuff this year?” mused Harry. “Would
we even have done that? How do we know what things that have changed in the world
are good and what are bad?”
“Only history can tell us that, Harry,” said Hermione. “We just have to do the best
we can. Forget prophesy, the world is how it is.”

“So you’re saying we should ignore this?” He picked up the piece of paper. “And I
was sort of curious about mine, now. Could you look up the incantation to activate the
one we already had?”
“I guess I could do some Research,” said Hermione, putting her hand out for the
book. She started looking through it.
“At the very least we learned what his goals are,” said Ron.
“Yeah, if you think he was telling the truth about it,” said Harry.
“He could have totally been leading Susan on, that’s a good point.”
“To what end?” asked Susan. “If I had joined him it would have been pretty
obvious right away if he was telling the truth or not.”
“Not until he took over and things started getting better or worse, though. And by
then it might be too late,” said Sparkle.
“He just didn’t seem like some raving lunatic, like everyone makes him out to be.
He was rational, well spoken…”
“Could he have been using magic? Like Augment Skill: Persuasion?” asked
Harry.
“I can’t say it’s impossible. That’s only a grade five spell, so not that tough.”
“Even without that, he knew what he wanted to say to you, and about your
personality through spies here at the castle. After all, we know the family that Death
Eats together, stays together.”
“So he worked it all out before hand, you mean, and was just sort of reciting what
he thought I wanted to hear.”
The others nodded.
“You can’t be thinking of actually joining him?” asked Ron.
“No, the man is a wanted criminal. We know his organization did horrible things in
the past, just ask the Longbottoms. I just have to wonder: how did the guy that made
such a good argument to me go that far wrong?”
“With good intentions,” said Harry.
“One step at a time,” said Ron.
“Once he started down the dark path, forever did it dominate his thoughts,” said
Sparkle.
“Always two, there are,” said Susan, her eyes widening. “A master… and an
apprentice.”
“The question is, which of you is the master?”
“Oh dear…”
“Okay, let me try something,” said Hermione, looking up.
Susan got out Harry’s prophesy, and they sat and watched it as Hermione poked
at it with her wand and looked at her book. Suddenly that same ghostly figured shot out
of it, and began to speak.
The group listened to the original Prophesy sphere, and the voice faded again.
“Well that was depressing,” said Ron. “What the heck power were you supposed
to have that he didn’t know?”
“It can’t refer to Susan, he knows that power now. No, wait, it was spoken before
she was born, so it can’t relate to her at all. I don’t know.”

“Technology,” said Susan. “I bet Voldi is a wizard through and through. Like your
dad, no offense Ron. What he thinks he knows of the non-magical world is sketchy at
best, and totally wrong at worst. Maybe you were supposed to set up a minefield around
the school or something, so if he ever attacked it his army would get creamed by a
power he didn’t know.”
“Tanks vs Wizards?” said Harry.
“I don’t know. But it can’t be magical knowledge, can it? Even without knowing
my magic, do you really think you could beat a wizard the whole world is afraid of? What
kind of power is there apart from magical and technology?”
“Physical, Social, Economic, Political, Intellectual and Spiritual,” recited
Hermione. Everyone looked over at her. “Well you did ask.”
“Fine, let’s start with Physical. Getting an egg from a dragon might mean flying
well, but I don’t think your broomstick flying will really defeat Voldi.”
“Ron’s the one with Physical power anyway,” said Harry.
“Yeah, which I only got because of Susan’s mom. If she had never been born I
would never have even known about my talent for Magic Fu.”
“Then you said social? I’m pretty sure popular opinion is already against Voldi
and for Harry, but again, not going to help.”
“Agreed,” said Harry.
“Then Economic. I think he’s richer than you, as you still haven’t gotten your
fortune back.”
“Don’t remind me.”
“Political… I suppose if you got the ministry on your side, but the prophesy
seemed to imply that you, alone, could beat Voldi. That one of you would have to kill the
other. So that’s out. Then intellectual, and I’m sorry, but Hermione has you beat there.
Maybe she could think of a plan to beat him? But is that “knowing” a “power” that he
“knows not?” I don’t think so. And Spiritual- I suppose you could have trained up an
army of ghosts or something. Appealing to a higher power doesn’t seem likely to work,
unless we’re talking about spells being an appeal to a higher power that actually get
answered. So none of those fit.”
“And what about the part about us having to finish each other off?”
“I don’t think he cares about you anymore. He knows he can become immune to
anything you throw at him. I’m the biggest threat to him now, because in theory I can kill
him the easiest. Remember what mine said- that I would destroy my greatest foe not
using magic? I already have a plan if he figures out Magic Immunity or Barrier Against
Spells.”
“Is he your greatest foe then?” asked Harry.
“If he isn’t, I shudder to think who is. He took my magic, Harry. That makes him
very dangerous to everyone. Him using my magic to cause mayhem and destruction
would make him my enemy real quick like a bunny.”
“I know. I guess it does fit. So did we learn anything from all this?”
“Yes. I have to keep my temper in check, and not go nuts crazy like I did with Ms
Umbridge. That’s my dark side, and the path that leads to magic being destroyed in this
world. And yes, I do know exactly how I would do it, thank you. We have to find out what
the “seven into one” means, and Harry needs to figure out what power Voldi doesn’t
know, in case I fail.”

“Always good to have a backup plan, I guess,” said Hermione.
“Hey, why can’t you be the backup plan? I was here first! I’m the one he “marked
as his equal” you know?” He pointed to his scar.
“Oh, by all means, I’ll just step aside shall I? Good luck with getting past his two
different types of magic when you face him. I’m off to Hawaii.”
“Only joking.”
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Battle at the Cave
Time: Saturday Evening
Place: Ravenclaw Girl’s Dorm
With exams over, the castle was winding down for the summer, and people were
making preparations to pack and leave the next day. Susan was still troubled by what
she had seen and heard in the prophesy room. Who did she throw her magical weight
behind? The ministry she had no love for, or Voldemort, who everyone regarded as evil?
She wasn’t foolish enough to believe she could fight both, if it came down to it, and
unlike Voldi she didn’t want to rule the world or anything. She just wanted the torture of
prison victims to stop and for more fair trials. Was that so wrong?
She blamed the Headmaster for not taking the Minister post, and wondered if she
should work her way up to one day become Minister. But did the minister make laws, or
just sort of generally keep the ministry running? He wasn’t a king, after all, which is
basically what Voldi wanted to be. It was efficient, but too easy to corrupt. That’s why
there were presidents and ministers and cabinets and branches of government. But
when they were all equally corrupt, where did one turn?
Was revolution the only way forward, as Voldi believed?
Susan didn’t buy it. Violence can’t be the answer, a committee with oversight
power, that honestly wanted to do their best, could be used to root out corruption…
Dolores Umbridge’s face swam in front of Susan’s mental eyes. Oh, right, we saw how
that worked out around here, didn’t we?
Susan was sitting on her bed, petting Sparkle, and trying to resolve the conflict
within her so she could decide on her next step. Maybe if I cast Augment Stat: REAson
on myself I could think more clearly and come up with an answer? The trouble is it’s not
a math problem, it’s a moral issue.
Her thoughts were broken when a stag, which she recognized as Harry’s
Patronus, ran up.
“Susan, there’s trouble. Can you come down to the common room?” It vanished.
Sparkle jumped up and followed at Susan’s side as she went down the stairs, out
of the Ravenclaw dorm, and into the castle common room. Several members of S.T.F.U
were there, looking worried. As she came in they parted, and she was surprised to see
Kreacher standing there, looking worried.
“What’s going on?” she asked the assembled group.
“It’s the Order,” said Harry. “They’ve gone to attack some stronghold of Voldi’s or
something, I guess. Well, you tell her.” He looked down at Kreacher.
“Kreacher has heard them, saying they were getting close,” he said. “But
Kreacher had misgivings, yes he did. Death awaits one of their number there, he can
feel it.”
“How long ago did they leave?”
“Not long. They are probably about to begin the attack at any moment. Please,

he is not the master Kreacher would have chosen, but Kreacher fears for his life. Thus
Kreacher is compelled to do what he can to help. Please, come with me to where he is
and help save them!”
“I think it’s a trap,” said Ron.
“There is the possibility,” said Susan. “You know where they are?”
“Kreacher heard them speak the location, yes.”
“But you say you feel he is in danger. If he’s gone to fight Death Eaters, then I
would think he would be. What makes you so sure?”
“I am sure, that is all Kreacher can say.”
Susan looked at the faces around her. Ginny, Cho, Luna, Neville, Ron, Harry,
Hermione all looked back at her. “It could be an echo,” she said, using the term they had
come up with to identify those events that seemed not to have happened because
Susan was around now. “Though usually they happen after the fact, not before it.”
“Can you gave us any more information about this feeling of yours?” asked
Hermione. “It’s not that we don’t believe you, precisely, we just have to be sure before
we rush off.”
“Elves know things,” said Kreacher. “It is our gift, and how we are able to do that
which wizards are not. Please, we must leave!”
“Wait a second…” said Susan, doing a Magic Sense on Kreacher. “You can
levitate things, right?” She picked up a book and held it out. “Make this float for me.”
“What does this have to do with saving Kreacher’s master?”
“The sooner I understand the sooner we leave,” said Susan.
“Very well,” he said, pointing at the book. It started floating, and Susan didn’t get
any kind of reaction from Magic Sense. She smiled, and looked at the group. “Elves are
ESPers,” she announced smugly. Cho, Luna, Ginny, and Neville looked confused, but
Ron, Harry, and Hermione looked interested.
“You said something about that before,” said Ron. “Something about mind power,
right?”
“Exactly. I only have the notes my father made about things he observed ESPers
doing, but they aren’t magical abilities. Kreacher, you can leave your body and fly
around as a sort of mental energy, can’t you?”
“How do you know this? It is a most closely guarded secret among the elves!”
Susan grinned. “And I bet you had to practice that ability a lot before you could
learn to teleport, am I right? Can you touch something and know its history?”
“Yes,” he said, as though admitting he was a pixy in disguise.
“How about throwing lightning?”
“No, I can’t do that.”
“You probably can. Tell you what, after this is over I’ll make you a list of what
ESPers on other worlds can do, and you can practice them, okay? For now, I think I
believe you.”
“Because he’s an ESPer?” asked Luna.
“Exactly. They have a finely tuned sense of things, and can even get glimpses of
the future. If he’s getting his information that way…” She looked down at him.
“Yes, Kreacher looked to see if the mission would be a success. Kreacher saw
that it would not.”
“Probably because Voldi is immune to magic, or just an avatar of some kind.

Okay, we’re yours Kreacher. Everyone, wands out, we’re going into battle.”
“Wait, you mean to fight Death Eaters?” said Cho, taking a step back.
“To back up a bunch of people already fighting them, actually. Why? If you don’t
want to come, that’s your decision.”
“Come on, what have we been training for?” asked Harry. “We’re all nervous, but
we have Susan with us. Put your trust in her, at least.”
“Yeah, I’m going,” said Ginny proudly. “And… I’ll go wherever Harry goes, so
there. If you won’t, then you better not see him anymore.”
“I just… I can’t. I’m sorry.” She ran off.
“That was abrupt,” said Ron. “Anyone else leaving? Luna? Neville?”
“I might get to see Bellatrix… I owe her. I’m going.”
“I’ll follow you anywhere,” said Luna. Susan flushed.
“Even so, Kreacher can’t take all of you,” said Kreacher. “Kreacher is only one
elf, after all.”
Susan snapped her fingers. “Of course! ESPer teleportation works by physically
carrying people through space. That’s how it gets through wards against Apparition.
Another mystery solved- Sparkle, you’re up.”
“Got it,” she said. “Augment STRength,” she cast, more than doubling Kreacher’s
strength.
“Kreacher feels strength flowing through him! Kreacher thinks he can carry
everyone now! Grab on!”
Wands were drawn or materialized, and with a crack, Kreacher and the rest
vanished from the halls of Hogwarts.
They found themselves in a large cave, and flashes of magical light lit the area
as the people inside dueled. Sirius, Tonks, the Longbottoms (“Mom, dad!” shouted
Neville) and others battled people in masks. Albus, Mad Eye and Lupin were dueling
Voldemort himself, who wasn’t even bothering to block their spells. He was just
attacking, and it was all the three could do to keep up.
Obviously Accelerated, thought Susan.
Ron, Neville and Hermione sprinted into the fray, activating their special items.
Ron blurred into Acceleration. A line of Hermione clones came into existence. Neville
also seemed to be hard to pin down, his form bouncing and jerking like a badly tuned
analog TV. Ron was ducking and weaving, not even looking where he was casting his
stunning spells, but scoring all the same. Two Death Eaters went down, and two more
started casting spells at him, which he blocked or dodged.
He really has been able to create Magic Fu hasn’t he?
Harry, protected by his Barrier Against Spells item was also not bothering to
block anything, he just started casting stunners into the fray, walking calmly through the
combat as if he didn’t have a care. Even Kreatcher got into it, slamming people back
against walls without even being near them.
Luna stayed by Susan. “I doubt you need it, but I’ll support you if I can,” she said.
“Even you aren’t invincible.”
Susan felt a burst of appreciation towards her, and smiled.
“Thanks.”

Those dueling turned to see who was coming, and Voldemort spotted her. He
stopped shooting spells at the three he was fighting and turned away from them. Spells
of all kinds continued to bounce off of him. He walked towards her, and the three vainly
tried to stop him. Luna also raised a wand as he approached. He took no notice.
“Have you decided then?” he asked when he was close enough.
“In less than 24 hours? No!”
“I suppose it was the elf, then, that brought you here? You couldn’t have found it
any other way with Paragon magic. As long as you don’t help them, my offer stands.”
“I… I don’t know what to do.”
“I suggest you decide quickly.”
He went back to dueling the three.
“Susan, whatever he’s told you is bound to be a lie!” shouted Albus. “He cannot
be trusted!”
“Quiet, old man. You never trusted me from the start. Maybe if you had, shown
me a bit of compassion rather than mistrust, things could have worked out differently.”
The four moved off, and the battle continued.
“Please, stop fighting!” she shouted. “There must be another way than just trying
to kill each other!”
No one responded, they were too far into combat mode to spare her even a
glance.
“I don’t know what to do…” whispered Susan.
“You can’t just stand here, they’re all in danger!” said Sparkle.
“Yes, they all are. That’s it. What cards do you have?”
“Cards? What difference- oh, here.” Sparkle put a paw forward and showed
Susan her character sheet.
“Card 16? That’ll do. I may as well get some XP for this. I would have preferred
mutiny, it’s worth more. Oh well. Do you mind?”
“No, go ahead and take it. I can get it back with card 38. Oh, it may interest you
to know that the discard pile now has an Experience Bonus and a What a Rush card,
probably turned in by Voldi.”
The 16 disappeared from Sparkle’s character sheet, and Susan knew it was now
on hers.
“Great, like he needs more XP. I declare the use of card 16, Hidden Agenda,” she
said, taking a meta-action to use the card. “Now, I need Energetic Accumulation if I’m
going to get the whole cave.”
“You got it. Energetic Accumulation.”
Susan started gathering energy, and with half her total used, she cast Hypnotic
Field. With a 45 effective rating, and a 58 roll, there was no earthy way anyone could
make a REAson check against that. The battle immediately halted. Harry stunned his
latest opponent, and stopped, looking around.
Voldemort turned again.
“This is your solution?” he said into the silence that now fell over the cavern.
“Just leave, why do we have to try and kill each other? Is there really no better
way than this?”
He seemed to consider. “I suppose this hideout is compromised. And personally I

value your good graces more than I want to kill Albus this evening.” He looked over his
shoulder. “I’m sure you realize by now that not a single one of your spells touched me
this evening. Your magic is no longer any concern of mine, why should I fear you now?
Paragon magic truly is a force to be admired, isn’t it? I really must remember to send
Susan a gift to repay her for it.” He turned again and feigned surprise. “And here she is!
How lucky! I can repay her directly.” He moved off. “Death Eaters, we are leaving this
place. I will break you out of this spell and you will go to our number 4 hideout. You will
not attack any helpless members of the Order. I have given them a taste of what fighting
me will be like in the future, and perhaps that will make them do the smart thing and
stop trying to defy me. But of course, I don’t hold out much hope of that.” He moved
among his Death Eater force and covered their eyes, breaking them out of the spell.
One by one, they disappeared, some carrying those who had been stunned. Finally only
he remained. “When next we meet, Susan, I hope you will have a better answer for me
than this.”
He disappeared.
Susan made sure no one with a mask was left, and dropped the Field.
“What in the heck was that all about?” shouted Sirius. “You just let him go? This
is the most evil man on the planet, you can’t just-”
Albus raised a hand, cutting him off. “I suspect she realized what was going on,
and was trying desperately to think of a means of saving us. He was toying with us, you
must see that. I’m not sure how much more bragging he would have done before
finishing one or all of us.”
“I was a little busy at the time, what do you mean?”
“He didn’t block a single spell,” said Lupin. “Just let them splinter off of them. He
really has taken your magic, hasn’t- oh put that down, Mad Eye.”
“She let him escape,” said Alastor, pointing his wand at Susan. “That makes her
just as bad as him.”
“Alastor, you know that three spells would have seen us all finished tonight,” said
Albus gently. “You further know he has no problem using said spell, as he has so many
times before.”
“But he didn’t. She let him get away!”
“Mad Eye,” said Frank, standing between him and Susan. “I won’t let you hurt the
person that cured my wife and me. You heard him, she hasn’t joined him, she just
doesn’t know who to trust right now. And this isn’t helping. Do you honestly believe we
could have gotten out of here without injuries if these kids hadn’t showed up?”
“We were winning, I’m sure of it.”
“We were losing, Mad Eye,” said Lupin. “We can’t fight him, not anymore. You
saw your spells bounce off, what do you think you were going to do? I doubt even
Susan could have done anything, he’s obviously immune to magic like she is.”
“Are you somehow immune to magic?” Alastor demanded.
“Of course not. But I have a spell that make me immune. Apparently, now he
does too.”
He lowered his wand. “I don’t like it.”
“Nor do I,” said Albus. “But the game has changed, and we must change with it. If
he is immune to magic, then we must find some other way of dealing with him.”
I could have, thought Susan, sadly. He seemed to really be here, rather than in

avatar form. I could have ended it. But I still am not convinced it’s the right thing to do.
“For now,” Albus continued, “let’s return to headquarters and talk about what our
next steps will be. We’ll need to come up with some new plans if we face Voldemort
again, that much is clear. While Susan has often threatened people with her Immunity
magic, saying that she couldn’t be stopped if she got serious, I never really understood
the impact of those words until tonight. I don’t mind saying I am more afraid of that man
than ever before. Susan, I beg of you, help us. I don’t know what you two have been
talking about, or how you have even been communicating with him, but he will betray
you. He is no longer human, I think, and he does not have human compassion or
empathy anymore. If he ever did. Please, come and talk to me sometime about your
concerns. We can’t stop him without you.”
Yes you could. You could make the same plans to kill him I have. It’s your
ignorance that blinds you. “That’s just the trouble, you want to stop him. And by stop you
mean kill, I assume? I could have killed him tonight, when he was focused on you.
Because you all make the same mistakes, and you don’t even realize you’re making
them. But I didn’t, because maybe I believe that all life is precious, even his. And killing
him isn’t the solution, because another will just take his place. Or he’ll come back, like
he did this time. You need to fix the root of the problem, not just snip off the leaves.”
“This is not really the place to discuss it. I know school is ending, but please, I
want to understand your views and help you understand mine. Will you do that for me?”
“Of course. Maybe over the summer, or early next term.”
“You know better than I do any delay only gives him more time to research new
spells.”
And he probably got some XP for that fight sequence, too, thought Sparkle.
“Another couple of spells won’t change the seriousness of the situation, trust
me.”
“As you say. Thank you all for coming this evening. I’m not sure how you found
out about this raid, but I’m glad you were here to set things right. Ron, your fighting
technique seems strange, but it does seem effective. Harry, I see your grades in
Defense are well deserved, you’ve been working hard. Good job. Hermione, your
wandwork was excellent, whichever of you is the real one. Ginny, you need to be a little
bit faster, but otherwise quite acceptable for your age and experience. Luna showed
loyalty to Susan, staying by her side, a very Gryffindor thing to do. She is also to be
commended just for coming.”
Crusty old goat. Can’t stop being a teacher, can you? Even in a fight for your life,
you managed to critique my fighters? Or are you just making it up?
“I assume you can get back on your own?”
Susan nodded.
“Then I will see you all later. Thank you again.”
With that, one by one, the Order members vanished.
“Are you really thinking of joining his side?” asked Harry, walking over to her.
Susan shook her head. “I don’t know. I have to go by what I see, not what other
people think they saw, about him.”
“They were fighting to kill, those Death Eaters,” said Ginny.
“Yes, because the Order busted in and attacked them! Who wouldn’t try to

defend themselves in that situation? Until Voldi leads some kind of attack himself, or
Death Eaters are proven, on his orders, to be making trouble, it’s all just heresy. And I
won’t fight without proof. I know the ministry has done evil things, like the prison. I can
see it, it’s a thing. All I know about Voldi is he wanted to be left alone and his
organization has a bad reputation. Have any deaths on his orders been proven? Is there
evidence he’s killed anyone since he returned? I don’t know of any, do you?”
They looked at each other.
“How do you know he wants to be left alone? Did he tell you?” asked Luna.
“Because he isn’t out causing trouble,” said Susan. “Even researching my kind of
spells, he still has his own to fall back on. The smart thing to do when he came back
was move fast, seize power at the ministry before they could react. Then install a
figurehead, rule from the shadows, and then start researching stuff. He didn’t. He just
went away. He could have immediately killed everyone in the order tonight, but he
didn’t. Is this the behavior of a lunatic? A murderer? I don’t think so!”
“Unless he’s holding back to try and convince you.”
“What does he need me for? Obviously he’s figured out at least some Planets.
Mercury, Venus, Sun, Saturn, and Jupiter from the spells I know he knows. He probably
made a skill group of them.”
The others looked puzzled.
“Never mind. The point is, my help will save him some time, but what does he
care about time? The man is immortal, we know pieces of his soul were scattered
about, we destroyed two of them. Who knows how many are left out there? Fifty or a
hundred years is nothing to the man, if he’s smart. If I was him I would just keep my
head down and start amassing wealth, spells, followers, the whole bit. He’s got the time.
Even if I wasn’t around, he could have just hidden out until the one wizard everyone
says he was afraid of dies- the headmaster is no young man, as I’m sure you’ve
noticed.”
“But he knows you have a head start on him,” said Neville, “and you’re getting
more powerful too, right? So isn’t his goal to either get you on his side or get you out of
the way, permanently, so he doesn’t have your magic to worry about any more?”
“Yes, now that he’s tested his new powers against actual opponents, he may
want to ensure he’s the only one around with that magic,” said Luna.
“And there’s only so much magic he can have going at once,” said Sparkle. “Just
like us.”
“I just need to think about things some more. Come on, let’s go back.”
“Wait,” said Luna. “We have a valuable opportunity here.”
“What are you talking about?”
“Your magic can look through time, right?”
“Yes.” Susan wondered where she was going with this.
“And where are we now?”
“A cave? Oh!” Susan realized what she was talking about. “A place they met!
Maybe even hideout #3.”
“Exactly.” Luna looked pleased.
“Hey Ron, do you recall if I ever used Time Window when Scabbers was
around?”
“Not really?”

“That figures. Still, if he hasn’t realized it yet…” It is Saturn, which I know he
knows, because he implied knowing the Research spell. But maybe he didn’t look any
further. “It’s a worth a try.”
“What’s this?” asked Neville.
“If he doesn’t know I can look into the past and see what he was doing here, we
can see what was discussed before they arrived. If Peter saw the spell, though, then he
will have told Voldi and this whole thing could be a setup.”
“Paranoid much?” asked Ron.
“Never paranoid enough,” she replied. “Keep in mind that all the spells I’ve seen
him do, Teleport, Acceleration, Research, Barrier are all things Peter knew my magic
could do, because he saw them. So naturally he would have researched them first,
because he knew they worked. He would be extra careful about letting a location like
this be known to me if he knew I could look into the past and hear what he had to say.”
“So let’s do it!” said Hermione.
And so, a few castings later to get close enough, Susan and the others stood in
front of a Window and watched in horror as Severus Snape provided information to
Voldemort.
“How long until they arrive, do you think?” Voldemort demanded of Severus.
“I told them you would meeting the Death Eaters here in twenty minutes, so
probably ten if they wish to ambush you.”
“Good. And you’re sure the girl has not been informed?”
“Albus tells her nothing, that I can see. She used to go to his office quite
regularly, but at the start of this year stopped going almost altogether.”
Voldemort chuckled. “It seems your dislike for the girl is rubbing off on him,
perhaps? Or does he begin to realize how dangerous she is? He knew her choice from
the beginning, after all.”
“I cannot say.”
“It is of no consequence. Tonight I will show Albus and his merry band just how
futile it is to fight me. I can’t wait to see the look of horror on the face of Albus when he
sees no spell can touch me.”
“Are you certain of that, my lord? Can you trust this Paragon Magic,” he sneered,
“when your own has served you well for so long?”
“I admit, getting my followers,” he indicated his masked and robed force behind
him, “to attack me in earnest to truly test the spell has been trying. That is why I must
know its limits now, before I construct any further plots. If anyone can think of a way
around my new protection, it will be him. He’s had years to think of how he might stop
the girl, after all.”
“I still believe you should just kill her and be done with it, my lord. She cannot
have that spell that makes her immune to magic up at all times, so there must be some
sort of magic you could use at a distance.”
“What? You wish me to complete the task you failed at so many times? I am not
your servant, Severus, so you would do well to remember your place!”
Everyone gasped and looked at Susan.
“I do know my place, my lord. I only mean she is far more dangerous than any
fleet, or army on earth.”

“Which is why I want her on my side, if that is at all possible. But prophesy says
she sides against me, and so I must accept that outcome. She seems hesitant to
choose a side, but that will not last. As soon as she learns how far I am willing to go,
she will no doubt be horrified and come after me.”
“You lied to the girl? Usually she has a spell going to detect that sort of thing.”
“Lied? No, I took no chances. I simply did not tell her the whole truth. That I will
use any and all creatures: Dementors, giants, inferi, and more, to achieve my ends.
That I will control who I must, kill who I must, threaten what I must. You have told me
how she hates Dementors, even creating weapons to actually kill them, something I
didn’t even think was possible. I am certain she will not approve, and how could she? I
recall a time when I found the creatures as she does now- an affront to all life.”
He paused, then almost seemed to be talking to himself. “That feeling seems to
have passed, as of late. I have never stopped to consider why.”
He turned back to his Death Eaters, who laughed as he said “She is soft, and
would no doubt rather we talk out our feelings than actually get anything accomplished.”
They laughed.
“That is why I must make myself as invincible as I can- even seemingly immune
to spells, there could be loopholes to this magic I am not aware of. Albus will find them
for me, I think. Any chink in my armor she is bound to exploit, knowing the ins and outs
of her magic far better than I ever will. But if Immune to Spells is proof against all the
magic Albus can think to throw at me, I believe that will be a good start.”
“But you have learned so much!”
“Bah. Peter has told me of the size of that book she used to haul out every few
moments. I have not even scratched the surface. Also consider this: If you had
succeeded as you hoped, all those years ago, I would not be where I am today. Nearing
the goal I sought for so long- immortal, invincible. Be glad I allowed you to live after your
brash decision to try killing the girl. You could have cost me everything. I would have
had to use Harry Potter to resurrect myself, and now he is of as little consequence as
Albus.”
“Yes, I’m sure you are right.”
“Now begone, before they find you here!”
“Yes, my lord.”
He vanished.
“Now, the rest of you. Ready yourselves, tonight we shall have some sport!”
They all laughed again and got into position. Susan fast forwarded time a few
moments, then watched as the Order teleported in and started the battle. Moments later
Susan and her group arrived, and the battle was over.
She rewound it, thinking maybe there was more before that, but as they
teleported in they remained silent, until Severus came in to deliver his news they were
coming. Then she went back further, but no other motion ever showed up. Naturally,
they already knew the plan. This was a setup, not a meeting that was interrupted.
“We certainly learned a few things, didn’t we?” said Luna. “It doesn’t seem like
that was staged at all.”
“No, it wasn’t,” said Susan. “And I think a little talk with the headmaster is in
order, don’t you? Especially about a certain potions master.”
The others just nodded.

84
Cleaning Up Loose Ends
Time: Immediately After
Place: Headmaster’s Office
“I didn’t mean immediately,” said Albus, as Susan pushed open the door to his
office. “I only just got back, myself.”
“Thought you might like to know your so called Potions master is a spy for the
other side. Oh, and he was the one trying repeatedly to kill me before. But if you would
rather wait until I get back, that’s fine.” She turned to leave.
Albus stood, knocking his chair back. “Tried to kill you? Are you certain?”
“Well, given that he told Voldi he should just kill me out of hand, and then Voldi
replied he wasn’t Severus’ servant and should know his place, I’m pretty certain. Oh,
and then he berated Severus for trying to kill me, saying it was good for him that he
didn’t succeed, otherwise he would have had to use Harry to resurrect himself and now
would not have my fabulous magic to play with.”
Albus stared at her, then righted his chair and sat down again. “I see. This is
more serious than I thought. I knew he was upset when he learned you were…”
Yes? Referenced in a prophesy? The one that could break the world?
”…coming to school here after you broke his wand that one time.”
Oh, I see. Not going to tell me even now? And you’re supposed to be the good
guy? Rigggght.
“Are you sure it wasn’t something else?”
“What else could it have been? No, this is troubling, no doubt about it. I will have
to have a talk with him. How did you find this out, anyway?”
Ah, didn’t even answer my question, in case I had my truth spell going. Very
smooth. I guess I can’t blame you, but you could have given me the benefit of the doubt.
“After you left, Luna had the bright idea to rewind time in the area and see what
they were doing before you guys arrived. That’s when we saw Severus reporting to his
so called real master.”
Though now I have to wonder, are you maybe hoping Voldi takes me out? So you
don’t have to in case I choose the “left hand” path of death? But then who would fight
him? Oh, it must be a pretty pickle for you, isn’t it?
“I thought you found that out last year.”
Susan thought about it a moment. “No, how would we have found out?”
“I could have sworn… No matter. Yes, I know Professor Snape reports to
Voldemort. He reports what I wish him to report.”
“He’s a double agent.”
“Correct.”
“And how do you know he’s actually working for you? Some kind of Contract
magic? Veritaserum? For all you know, he’s told Voldi everything and only reports to you
what Voldi wants you to hear. Like tonight, when he decided to toy with you a bit. I
mean, given how many times he tried to have me killed, can you still trust him?”
“I have my reasons, and yes, they are magical in nature, oddly enough. He can
be trusted.”

“So you knew what you were walking into tonight?”
“We did. I had hoped to at least catch a few Death Eaters or perhaps even figure
out a way to capture Voldemort himself. However, your nullification magic is quite
impenetrable.”
“So you got nowhere, and then I showed up.”
“And a good thing you did, too, I was getting desperate. But one good thing did
come out of it. While Voldemort showed we can no longer cast spells upon him, he saw
the ease at which you ended the battle with your Hypnotic spell. So he will think
carefully before deciding to attack a location where you are, lest his soldiers stand about
helpless.”
“That’s just the thing- given enough time he won’t need those soldiers, he’ll be
enough. He can maintain spells or make objects making him unstoppable, and then use
wanded magic so he doesn’t run out of energy. That’s the biggest concern with my
magic, just not being able to do any more after a certain point in a protracted fight.
That’s why I focus on spells that end things quickly.”
“That’s wise. I think we can count on him not making things for his followers, like
you do.”
Followers? You mean my friends?
“He, I think, would tend not to trust them, and would not want to give them any
advantage in case they decided to betray him. So at least we won’t have an army of
immune people to worry about, just him. Tell me, this magic that makes spells bounce
off him-”
“Wait!” said Susan, holding up a hand. “If we’re going to discuss his weaknesses,
I would rather do it in a more secure location.”
Albus smiled. “You think this office is not secure enough to speak in?”
“You think my magic cares about what protections you’ve cast?” Susan rebutted.
He conceded the point. “What did you have in mind?”
“You’ll see.” Susan got out her scroll and reread Personal Dimension, tearing
open the doorway and stepping through.
“Remarkable,” said Albus, “where are we?” He looked over and saw the practice
field barrier set up near the cottage. “Ah, this is where you put those. I did wonder.”
“That’s right, my own little home away from home,” said Susan. “There’s no
chance he can scry on us here, unless he’s researched spells even my book doesn’t
have. So what were you saying?”
“Yes, the spell that makes him immune to spells, what weaknesses does it
have?”
“Let’s take a look.”
She took Albus down to the cottage, where her book of magic was now being
kept, and started paging through it.
“Nice place you have here,” he said, looking around. “Is that our potions
cupboard?” Potions, both labeled and stoppered and those still simmering were sitting
around the lab, ready to be finished and bottled. The empty cupboards were stacked
nearby, ready to go back.
“Oh yeah, I promised to get the cabinets back to the castle. I’ll do it tomorrow
morning.”
“No rush.”

“Ah, here it is. He called it something different, but you can name the spell
whatever you want. I think he’s using Barrier Against Spells, just like I did at first. Here
we are: No spells, neither helpful nor harmful, can affect her, although her equipment
and ability to cast spells remain unhindered.”
“That would seem to imply I could cast a spell to, for example, set his wand on
fire, as I would be casting it on something he was holding, not on him directly.”
“It could be interpreted that way. I suppose it would be easy enough to check.
Want to do it now?”
“I hate to keep you up.”
“Don’t worry about it, apart from the cupboards my schedule is free tomorrow. I
can sleep in. And it’s better to know, just in case he tries something immediately and
you need to stop him.”
Susan cast Barrier Against Spells on herself from the book and took a piece of
parchment, rolling it up and pointing it like a wand. Albus got out his own wand and
pointed it at her.
Nothing happened.
“Well, that didn’t work,” he remarked. “Any other ideas?”
“Sure, lots of them. Summon up acid or a huge rock to drop on him. That magic
is in the summoning, not in the object. Though it looked like he was Accelerated so his
dodge will be pretty good. Put a barrier around him and fill it with water, drowning him.
Suck all the air away from him so he suffocates. Stab him with a sword.”
Put a bullet in his head.
“Have a thousand bees attack him, or inject him with snake venom. Cut off both
his arms and legs with a chainsaw. Drop him from a great height, then have Superman
swoop down, carry him up, and drop him from higher.”
“I get the point, thank you. Never knew you were so imaginative when it came to
killing people.”
“I have the same spells he does, you know? If he wants to kill me, he’s going to
have to be just as creative as that. I can compensate for a lot of those, which I thought
of to see how he might go about killing me. Hopefully he doesn’t yet realize just how
vulnerable he is.”
“Yes, let us hope. I will certainly keep that in mind, when next we battle.”
“Good.”
Or if you have to fight me, I suppose.
“If there’s nothing else, I’ll get back.”
“No, not at the moment, I guess. I’ll have to come with you, the door will open
back in your office, and I’ll get to bed.”
Which was a total lie, because Susan went and grabbed Hermione’s
Tirelessness item and activated it. She poured over her father’s notes in the book,
compiling a list of ESPer abilities he mentioned. When she was done, she had a list of
forty ability names and what he believed they did. She brought it down to the newspaper
room, where a press had been enchanted to make copies of things, and ran off a few
copies. As she stood there she wondered if she’d be able to start the paper up again
next year, and what sort of ministry presence there would be in the school when she
returned.

I suppose I could yank him into that cave, and show him the battle. But I sort of
promised not to do that kind of thing anymore, right? Plus, the man doesn’t believe the
Headmaster, he’s not going to believe what I show him, he’ll just think it’s a trick. If only
Voldi could have been seen by him in person somehow. Wait a second… I know there’s
a spy, Severus. Could I, over the summer, create a fake spellbook? One that looked like
mine, but had totally wrong formulas in it? Then leak that the Ministry is demanding to
see my book so they can figure out how to regulate my magic. That would be the only
target too juicy to pass up. Stage a sort of court, with Sparkle running Detect Enemies.
Then anyone invisible or shape-shifted could be pounced on.
Would he trust it to a subordinate? I don’t think he would. But would he come
invisible or shape-shifted? Either one I couldn’t dispel with Immunity because of his
Barrier Against Spells. Oh, but what about Dead Magic? If I maintained that, as soon as
he walks in, *poof* he’s back to himself again. Heck, maybe they might want a
courtroom that can’t have magic done inside it, and I could just use Destroy Magic
instead. If they played their cards right they could even catch him! That could work!
Susan stood, envisioning headlines the next day.
Susan captures Dark Lord
The Dark Lord’s Boner*
“I would have gotten away with it
if it weren’t for those kids”
— You-Know-You
back and on trial
Susan had to stop thinking of headlines and sneak away again, her laugher was
threatening to bring Filtch running.
The next day, before the train left, Susan recruited a couple of people from
S.T.F.U to help put the potions closet back together. She kept the ingredients, figuring
Harry, at the very least, could work on more during break. She usually found herself at
The Burrows, as well, so Fred and George would want to continue their research. They
asked what happened about Severus, and she said the Headmaster trusted him and
was going to look into it.
“After all, he could just be taking credit for the attacks to gain favor,” said Luna.
“But he lost it,” protested Hermione. “You heard Voldi back there.”
“Maybe favor isn’t the right word. Like, he wanted to show Voldi he hadn’t lost his
touch, that he was still capable of killing. To prove he was fooling the Headmaster all
along. You know, ‘I tried to kill Susan right under his nose three times, but she still
escaped’ sort of thing.”
“Yeah, that could be.”
“What are you going to do about it?” Luna asked Susan.
“Nothing. I don’t want him knowing I know, in the first place. The only way I could
have found out is by doing what I did, and that will alert Voldi if Severus is on his side.
The Headmaster has ways of finding things out, so it’s less suspicious if he confronts

Severus. Secondly, I think my Enemy has shifted to Voldi now, and away from Severus,
so he probably won’t try again. Plus Voldi told him not to.”
“But he tried to kill you!”
“Yeah, and in a fight between us I would try to kill him right back. Knowing what I
know now, that he’s reporting to Voldi, I might just sneak a Tracer spell onto him and
see where he goes. Even if he is working against us, there are ways he can be made to
work for us without his even knowing it. That’s more important than a little revenge.”
“How about a lot of revenge?” she muttered.
Susan took her hand. “Come on, we don’t have too much time left together until
the train gets here. I don’t want to argue with you about it.”
“I know. I just… thinking that he cast the killing curse on you in cold blood like
that makes me so angry.”
“Think of it from his perspective, knowing what we know now about the whole
situation. My magic is dangerous, and he knew one day I would choose either a dark or
a light path. Maybe he knew his real master was out there somewhere, waiting to return.
Maybe he knew I would be chosen to provide the blood, and thus another person with
my kind of magic would be born. He felt that might be too great a risk. Remember that
one line: “It is not her magic she will use to destroy.” Maybe it’ll be his magic that
destroys. I’ll be more careful around him, certainly, but he’s not the danger to me. Voldi
is.”
Luna smiled. “Okay. I just wanted to make sure you weren’t planning anything.”
Susan pretended to be shocked. “You set me up!”
“Maybe.”
“Little minx! You’ll pay for that!” She stared tickling her.
The boys just kept levitating cupboard units out of the Dimension and tried not to
act too interested.
And so, Susan went and said goodbye to those she was leaving behind, like
Myrtle and Rubeus. She stopped down to the kitchen to see how Dobby was doing, who
was fine.
“But thank you for thinking of me, miss!” he squeaked.
“Dobby, what I tell you before? It’s Susan, not miss.”
“Dobby did not think you would remember.”
“You’re a free elf, use my name. Anyway, how’s Winky?”
“Doing better, but still pining over her former master.”
“I see. Well, I have something here that might take her mind off it. Come on. I’ll
need your help, as well.”
“Of course, whatever Dobby can do!”
They both walked over to Winky, who looked up at her.
“Hello, Winky,” said Susan. “I’ve got a job for you if you’re interested. Something
that might help the entire elf race and make up for all this moping around you’ve been
doing.”
“What are you talking about?” Winky said sadly. “Winky is of no help to anyone.”
Susan regarded the empty Butterbeer bottles tossed carelessly around, and
wondered if she was even in any fit state to even listen.

“The Winky I remember is,” she countered. “I remember an elf who was terrified
of being up so high in the stands, but who still followed orders. That’s the kind of
dedication I’m going to need to have this task fulfilled.”
The other elves around perked up a bit, curious as to what this was.
“You’re going to need to work hard, and stop all this feeling sorry for yourself. If
you succeed, your name will go down in elf history, I promise.”
Bleary eyes looked up at Susan. “Are you mocking Winky?”
She shook her head. “Nope. Kreacher, another elf I know, gave me some hints
and let me figure out how your so called “magic” worked. You’re actually ESPers, doing
things with mental power alone, and not magic at all.”
The other elves looked shocked. “Who is this?” demanded Dobby. “Who has
given our secret to wizards? What family does he serve?”
“Don’t worry Dobby, only I and my friends know about it. I haven’t given wizards
any further reasons to fear you. And only I understood what he was talking about
because of the notes my father made from outside this world. No one else would have
realized what it meant. He kept notes on it because there’s a spell to let me do some of
the things you can, to a limited degree, and he was interested in non-magical abilities.
His world also may have had ESPers itself, his notes aren’t clear on that point.”
He seemed a bit mollified. “This secret has been unknown to wizard kind since
the beginning. To think we are betrayed now…”
“But it wasn’t a betrayal, Dobby, and that’s where you all come in. Especially you,
Winky. Here.” She passed out the sheets she had made with the ESPer powers listed.
“This is a compilation of my father’s notes. I doubt it’s complete, but I asked Kreacher if
he could do some of these things, and he said he couldn’t. But I think you can. Your
task, Winky, is to figure out how and then teach the others. You have the whole summer
to get started, and I want to come back and hear that good progress has been made,
okay?”
“We can do many of these things…” said Dobby, wonder replacing anger. “You’re
saying we could do many more?”
“I don’t see why not. You just never had the opportunity to try, or maybe some
elves have kept powers secret even from other elves. I don’t even call this a complete
list, there may be other things you can do as well even I don’t know about. I’ve promised
him the list as well, so maybe when I get back I’ll bring him along and you all can
compare notes. But you’re the one I’m relying on, Winky.”
“You would trust Winky with such a task? Why?”
“Exactly as I have said. You have a good RESolve, and you’re going to need it to
work on figuring out how to do some of these things and not give up.”
At least I hope you do. Would a person with a high RESolve mope around like
this? Oh well, the others will support her I’m sure, and maybe this will knock her out of
her depression.
“Very well, Winky will try.”
“That’s what I wanted to hear. If any of you have any ideas, or can do any of
these things but don’t think others can, talk to her. When you’re done you should write a
book about how these abilities are used, so other elves can learn too.”
“One step at a time, Miss,” Winky said, already looking more determined.
“Good luck,” she said.

“Thank you, Miss. I will see you next term a new elf!”
“I hope so, Winky. I hope so. See you then.”
She moved off, and some elves crowded around Winky, already giving her
suggestions.
Not going to give her any time to change her mind, eh?
Others ran to get cookies and other snacks, which they pressed into Susan’s
hands with words of thanks.
“We were afraid nothing would shake her out of it,” said one. “That seems to
have done the trick. Thank you.”
“It’s okay if Sally tried some of these things on my own, right?” asked one.
“Of course. Just make sure to share your findings with Winky so she can tell the
others.”
She finally got out, laden down with food and good wishes.
“How did you know just what to say to her?” asked Dobby as they stepped back
out into the hall. “Hermione has been down many times to try and talk Winky out of her
depression, but only you succeeded.”
“Easy. I gave her something to do, something I said only she could do. And that it
would redeem her name. If I know Hermione, she was always saying how ‘Winky should
be more like Dobby, and crave freedom and paying and time off.’ Right?”
“That is exactly right!”
Susan shook her head. “I thought I had explained things to her, too. The binding
magic on the elves wouldn’t allow that to work, she should have known that, being in a
Contract herself. I understood what the magic needed for her to feel like an elf again. A
task, and a worthy one. I want you to start practicing the stuff on that list as well, Dobby.
Your race might be under that enchantment for a long time yet, but there’s no reason
you can’t know your full potential.”
Of course, it’s just as likely that wizards suppressed the knowledge of some of
the more dangerous ESPer powers like Cohesion and Chronokinesis. Too bad. We’ll
need those powers if it comes to war again. And if I can have a castle full of ESPers
fighting for me… us, I mean us, that will also negate Voldi’s Barrier Against Spells.
Getting set on fire or Mind Blasted isn’t magic if they do it.
“Dobby will. Thank you. And thank this Kreacher for me, too.”
“Sure thing. See you next term, Dobby. Stay well.”
“And you, Susan.”
She next tracked down Severus, and put her plan to cast Tracer on him into
action. She first read over the spell, easily getting more than the 9 difficulty to read and
understand it. She put Invisibility on herself and Sparkle, who then cast Dimension Step
and held it. Susan then cast Tracer from the book and held it, following Severus around
while carrying Sparkle. She wanted until he was distracted checking a potion, and saw
her moment. She brushed the back of his neck and released the spell, becoming visible
for an instant. (She had to touch him, not his robes, or the spell would have gone into
the robe.) The spell went off, and Sparkle released Step so they faded immediately into
the astral. He whipped around, but Susan and Sparkle were already walking away

chuckling. He was swinging his arms around wildly looking for invisible people, but they
were, literally, a world away.
You work for me now, big boy, and you don’t even know it. I don’t care what antiscrying magic Voldi comes up with, I’ll be able to find you no matter what. Be seeing
you, potions man… soon.
Once in an empty room, two floors up, Susan stepped back into the human plane
and went to make sure she had everything packed.
“I hope you’ll visit over the summer,” Luna said when they were sitting in the train
and heading home.
“Of course! Just send me a picture.”
“I’m not that far from Ron’s house, actually.”
“Great! Somehow I usually end up there before school starts, so that should work
out.”
“What’s wrong, Harry?” asked Hermione. “You seem worried about something.”
“I keep feeling sad because Sirius is gone, then I remember he’s fine. I think it’s
just an echo, it’ll pass.”
“Sirius got killed in the original timeline? That would have sucked,” said Ron.
“You think he would have been killed in that cave?” asked Hermione.
“I don’t think the cave happened in the original timeline,” said Susan. “Think
about it. The cave was a trap for the Headmaster, to show Voldi couldn’t be touched by
magic. He wanted to show off because of me. Without me around, no immunity and no
cave. So it must have been something else that went down, or was supposed to, I
mean. Not that I want him to die or anything! I should have said not supposed to. You
know what I mean!”
“Yeah, I know what you mean.”
“How good is Sirius, anyway?” asked Luna. “We’ve spent the year practicing in
the Dimension, do members of the Order practice too?”
“Good point. Maybe I should offer them the Dimension over the summer. It
wouldn’t hurt. I just hope Voldi’s forces don’t.”
“Yeah, you don’t have to be great,” said Ron. “You just have to be better than the
person you’re dueling.”
“Speaking of being great,” said Neville, “Those were some sweet moves you
used back there in the cave. What was that?”
“Magic Fu,” said Ron, buffing his nails on his robes. “No big deal… for me.”
“Think you can teach me?”
“Sure!” He fished his Arithmancy book out of his bag. “Here you go. When you’ve
mastered all the concepts in here, let me know and we’ll start your Kung Fu training.”
Neville had a “is this a joke” expression on his face, while Ron, Susan and
Hermione just laughed.
And the train traveled on.

*It’s an old time saying that we don’t use anymore. For reasons I hope are obvious?
Look up “batman’s boner” on google sometime if you don’t believe me.
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Setting the Trap
Time: Three Weeks Later
Place: Susan’s Room
Susan’s alarm clock softly went off, totally failing to awaken her, as expected.
Sparkle, however, came awake at once and stretched her back.
“Awaken,” she muttered, casting the spell on Susan, and making her eyes pop
open.
“That time already?” she asked.
“You went to bed at 9:00, you’ve almost gotten a full eight hours sleep.”
“I know, I know. Let’s do this.”
She sat up, and took a sheet of paper, which had been turned over, off her desk.
It was a spell, and she read it over, then started to cast. Ten minutes later she thought
“Dream Link” and closed her eyes.
When she opened them again, a second later, she was standing on a large
chuck of rock, floating above a vast ocean of water. Other various sized chunks floated
nearby, and the three moons above cast an odd reflection upon the water. While it
seemed to be nighttime, and stars twinkled overhead, she could see perfectly, and
looked around.
Harry smiled at her.
Albus Dumbledore looked around with interest.
“Good evening, Susan,” he said cordially. “A most interesting method of
communication, I must admit. You do know about owls, by now, yes?” He grinned.
“Good evening, Headmaster,” she replied. “I wanted to speak to you privately,
and this is about as private as it gets.”
“I guessed that. Hello, Harry.”
“Hello sir.”
“So, what would you like to discuss?” Albus walked to the edge and looked over,
then up at the triple moons.
“Voldemort,” said Susan simply. “More specifically, capturing him.”
“A bold move, if you can make it work. Do you plan to use your person
summoning spell to whisk him from his hideout?” While he hadn’t turned around, Susan
found she could hear him perfectly.
She shook her head. “No, he’s under some kind of protection.” And I can’t be
sure Severus is near him when I Descry Creature on him. Though his locations lately

have been interesting. “No, my plan has a few parts, but it will make him come to us.
This way, even if he manages to wiggle out of it, the ministry will witness it.”
“Not more than three parts, I hope.”
“What?”
“Never mind. What is the first part?”
“Is there a place in the ministry, hopefully a courtroom, that they wouldn’t mind
cutting off from magic forever?”
“An odd question. I assume you can do it, or you wouldn’t have asked. There are
places they bring dangerous criminals to, for trials. To make sure they did no magic,
even what little we can do without wands… yes, I might be able to convince them such
a place would be in their best interests. If I had a compelling reason…”
“Good thing we can provide one. You are going to have the Minister call upon me
to appear in that courtroom, so that my book of spells can be examined. They are very
worried, you see, about reports of just how powerful it could be.”
“Ah, it is becoming clearer to me.” He spun to look at her. “You are offering your
book as bait, in a trap.”
“Exactly right. It’s the only target he would conceivably risk coming in person for,
after all. My book of magic? It would save him decades of magical research. The trouble
is, how to catch him? There’s no problem if, when he walks into the place, all his
magical protections go bye-bye.”
“Allowing him to be captured, because he would be relying on magic to make his
escape. But would he risk everything to obtain it? That’s the question. And what of the
risk to your book should he manage to grab it and make some sort of getaway?”
Susan laughed. “Why do you think we’re talking about this now, rather than
weeks ago? Show him, Harry.”
Harry held out his hands, and a book appeared. It looked like Susan’s book, and
when Albus looked it over it seemed to contain spell formula. “A fake?” he asked.
Harry and Susan both grinned at him excitedly. “Totally fake. I made the book
with several casting of Creation and Harry’s been filling it with gibberish with his magic.
In the Dimension, of course. We haven’t mentioned it outside there. Most of the names
are legit, just so that they can actually go through and see what sort of spells I can cast,
but the formulas and directions are all garbage. Some of the more dangerous ones I’ve
actually gone ahead and copied in, but with wild inaccuracies. I hope he does try them,
the backlash will destroy him. Oh, the beginnings work, enough to start the magical
energies flowing, but after that it’s ‘oh dear I just had my head explode’ time.”
“So even if he got away, the book is more a danger to him than a help. I approve.
Of course, our agent Severus will “find out” so to speak when you are stomping about
the castle in a huff.”
“And he will report to his master. Of course if you think he hasn’t by the time the
day rolls around, you’ll have to tell him to. It might help to see where his true loyalties
lie.”
“I assure you they lie with us. But I don’t begrudge your skepticism. Perhaps I
can request the hearing myself, tell them I suspect you of hiding more dangerous magic
than you’ve told me. That way I can be present when Voldemort makes his appearance.
Of course, even I will be without my magic, but it’s a price I’m willing to pay. I’ll find a
way to make it work that seems reasonable and legitimate. When Voldemort shows, or

doesn’t, we can explain what was really going on. After all, ministry agents may have
already been compromised.”
“Not after they go in that room, any Imperious will wash off them. As will
invisibility, Polyjuice shape-shift, truth poison, the works.”
“An unexpected bonus! Yes, a room such as that could be very useful. Could a
werewolf spend the full moon there in safety?”
“You know, I think so! That’s got to be a magical transformation. I thought it might
come in handy for the ministry. Just keep that room unused until I get there, so word
doesn’t leak out. I’ll contact you in a few days then, as to which one to go and do this. It
too will have to be done in secret. If you could get me a picture, that would be ideal.
That way I could just stick my hand through a Teleportal and do it from home.”
“That’s possible. Once they verify it works, we can call you in.”
“I’ll be awaiting the letter then. Obviously I will not want to go, and protest quite
strongly, but you’ll know it’s just an act.”
“Ah, that’s why this rather unique method of communicating was chosen.”
Susan nodded. “I have to make it look real, and if he’s got people watching me,
or is scrying on me, the closer we come to reality the better.”
“A good plan, and with multiple failsafe measures. You’ve put some thought into
this. Well done.”
“It’s better than us trying to duel to the death. We get proven right, Voldemort
gets a trial, my conscience is clean.”
“Yes, a battle between the two of you is a frightening thing to think about. I’ll get
the wheels rolling in the morning.”
“I’ll see you soon, then.”
“Sooner than you might think, actually. I know you can take yourselves to the
Burrows whenever you choose, but I would like to collect a new teacher for the year
before you go. If you both don’t mind accompanying me?”
Susan and Harry looked at each other. “Sounds interesting,” said Harry.
“We’re in!” said Susan.
“Splendid. I will send you an owl with the details.”
“Until then!”
“Good night.”
Susan opened her eyes, breaking the spell as she did so. Sparkle looked over at
her. She had used shape-shift to turn into something with hands and had carried the
piece of paper back to the desk while Susan was out. It had no name, so one just
looking at it wouldn’t know exactly what she had done unless they could read it exactly.
“How did it go?”
“How did what go? Thanks for taking care of the paper. Good night.” She flicked
off the light, and lay down again. She had used the code for “it went well.” The code for
“it went badly” was “I told you that wouldn’t work.”
She got back to sleep, a small smile on her face.
Two night later, Wednesday, Susan was again woken up by Sparkle, and went
into the Dream Link. She had learned her latest spell in quite some time, Destroy Magic,
which she planned to use on Voldemort when he was captured. Also she needed to use

it on the room, and didn’t want to do it from writings. She was left with 9 XP.
Hope I have more opportunities this school year to get more, last year felt like I
hardly got any.
With Albus taking her to the courtroom they wanted to use in “dream form,”
Susan felt that was good enough for her magic to get to, and thanked him.
“I’ll do it tomorrow.”
“Very well. I’ll have the notice sent to you after school begins. After all, you’ll need
to be seen complaining about it so that Severus can honestly say he learned about it by
accident.”
“Okay, that’s not long to wait, and he doesn’t seem to be making any waves.”
“He’s researching more spells, do you think?”
“That seems reasonable. Even if he doesn’t have the XP to learn them, he can
still cast from writings like I do. If left alone, I estimate another 10 years for him to have
duplicated my spellbook. I assume he has the money, given most of his followers are
rich?”
Albus nodded. “So short a time?”
“One day per difficulty. I made a spreadsheet at home with all the basic
properties of each spell. That let me add up the difficulties. At one day per point of
difficulty, that’s a little over 3500 days. And he’s already had 365. Of course, if he wants
to be extra careful it could be as long as… twelve years? Unless he dies of backlash,
anyway. But Sparkle said if he did that, he wouldn’t be a major villain, so I shouldn’t
count on it. And he won’t research spells he can already do with wanded magic, so the
time to come up to speed will be much shorter.”
“He is intelligent, so I’m sure he’ll be meticulous in this as well.” He looked
around at the new dreamscape, which seemed to be a city floating on the clouds while
winged, colorful ponies flew and played nearby. “This spell… could you make me an
Imbuing of it for me when you get back to school? It seems like it could be an invaluable
tool for meetings like this.”
“Sure! It would only cost 5 energy to activate, and I’m sure you have a higher
RESolve than 5.”
“Yes, I should hope,” he said, grinning.
“You can only get two other people besides yourself though.”
“I wonder why? It’s set that way in the spell?”
“Yup. Most spells specify things like that in terms of rating. Like my conjuring an
element spell, which I only know for water, gets me a kilogram per rating. So a liter, in
that case. This spell just says “two people” and that’s it.”
“Strange. Still, even with that limitation, the potential for a shared dream is
astonishing.”
“I agree. Was there anything else at the moment?”
He shook his head. “So far, so good.”
“See you Friday!”
Breaking it off, Susan went into her Personal Dimension with Sparkle without
saying anything.
“We’re doing this now,” she said. “Before I lose that image in my mind. After all, I
haven’t seen it, I’ve seen what it looks like in a dream. I want to be sure it works.”

“How are you going to do it from here, though?”
“That’s why you came. Put Energetic Accumulation on me, and I’m putting 30
energy into Teleportal. With that much energy I can open a gateway between space and
dimension, and just cast through that. He has no reason to be watching a random
courtroom, after all.”
“I guess. Okay, Energetic Accumulation.”
Susan gathered energy, then opened a portal big enough to look though. “Okay,
he said it was eleven meters, so I’ll need an 11 rating, and cast it right in the center.
That’s 7 energy which I can spend easily, and away we go.” Susan cast the spell
through the Teleportal, being careful to keep her hands from being caught as she
completed the spell. The magic took hold, and her Teleportal vanished from the room. “I
guess it worked,” she said. “Now that 11 meter radius is forever cut off from magical
energies.”
“That’s kind of scary… no make that very, very scary,” said Sparkle. “In less than
three seconds you can just make magic go away from someplace, forever. Or a
person...”
“Hey, why do think I held off so long leaning something so dangerous? I backfire
it somehow, there goes my Spark of Magic forever. But I know what you mean, one
would think it would take hours, but no. Just *zap*. And a person at least gets a
resistance check.”
“Not much chance of backfiring, throwing around as much energy as you do. And
if it did take hours, you would just throw more energy at it.”
“True, it doesn’t hurt to be safe. Come on, let’s head back. I want to get some
sleep to get that 40 energy back.”
“You got it.”
And so, Harry got a letter about collecting the soon to be Professor Slughorn. He
accepted, and on the night, there was a knock on Susan’s door.
“Good evening, Headmaster,” she said, as Albus and Harry came inside at her
invitation. Albus looked around at the new furniture, electronics and finishings in the
room.
“I see your mother is doing well for herself giving lessons to the Order,” he said. “I
am assuming it is safe to speak here?”
Susan nodded. “The same spell that protects The Burrows has been applied to
my house.”
“Very good. And here is Stacy, good evening madam.”
“Good evening Albus. How are you?”
“Healthy, and whole, though for some reason I keep expecting to see some sort
of damage to my wand hand every time I look at it. Curious, don’t you think?” He looked
over at Susan, who was looking over at Harry with a grim determination.
“Very curious,” replied Susan.
“Still, we take such health for granted at our peril, do we not? You are also well, I
hope?”
“Very well, thank you. I’ve been able to quit my job and start teaching martial arts
full time thanks to the gold you provided. I’ve even got a place rented and I have over
two hundred students. Most don’t realize the person standing next to them might be a

wizard, of course!” She laughed. “Me, teaching Kung Fu! Who would have guessed
when I first saw that creepy looking guy in the gaudy purple robe that my life would take
this turn?”
“Life can indeed be full of surprises. I do hate to rush off, but we are on a
schedule, so with your permission?”
“I appreciate the gesture, but she can step in and out of holes in the air. There’s
no way I could keep her here if she wanted to go with you. Have a good term!” Stacy
hugged her daughter, and the three left the house and started down the street.
“Are you handling our transportation this evening, sir?” asked Harry.
“Indeed I am, Harry. As Susan has probably never seen this particular location
before, I shall take us there via Apparition. If you both will take one of my arms?”
They did so, and with a *snap* the street was empty again.
“I hate wanded teleportation, a curse on all forms of it!” said Susan, reforming
some distance away and staggering a bit. Albus seemed as serene as ever.
“I agree, the sensation is unique,” he said. “Come then.”
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Recruiting Effort
Time: Two seconds later
Place: Unknown Neighborhood
Albus led them through the streets to a normal looking house that looked like it
had the door recently kicked in.
“That’s odd,” said Susan.
“What do you find odd about it?” asked Albus.
“Who abducts someone through the front door? If I was attacking someone I
would use the back, so there was less chance of someone seeing me. Also, you guys
don’t have Phase magic but I’m pretty sure knocking a door in is rather loud. There must
be magics to let you sneak in or remove a door more quietly.”
“Interesting observations. What do you think, Harry?”
“I think it’s very coincidental that seemingly at the same time you came to pick
me up, this was happening. I mean, the place isn’t crawling with cops so no one has
noticed this door being smashed in yet.”
“Good thinking. Shall we go inside?”
“Wand,” said Harry, calling forth his wand.
“Yes, I think that-” Albus looked over at him. “Oh, you’re weren’t asking if you
should take your wand out. I wondered where you were keeping it.”
“Immunity,” said Susan, touching her bracelet.
“Headmaster, if you could just hang back a moment,” said Harry. “There could be
traps left behind and you are not immune to magic. Let Susan go first.”
Susan nodded and looked to Sparkle, who nodded back. “Dimension Step.” She
vanished. Susan flattened herself to the wall by the door and peaked in. She made a
Gymnastics check, getting a 6, and so her roll into the room wasn’t quite as impressive
as she had hoped, but nothing leapt out at her or exploded. This is a good sign, I guess.
“Clear,” she said to Harry who was standing outside. Albus was looking amused
as Harry slowly advanced, crouched down and wand out.
The room she found herself in was a sad remnant of luxury and decadence,
having mostly been smashed to pieces. Glass was everywhere, and fine furniture was
overturned and seemed to have huge gouges in it.
Why use cutting magic rather than fire? They obviously didn’t care about drawing
attention to themselves. And wizards can teleport. If I heard my front door being kicked
in I would… well, stand and fight, obviously, but if I was this guy, I would just teleport the
heck out of Dodge.
Sparkle stepped out of nowhere. “House seems empty,” she remarked.
“Crap!” said Susan. “We better see what happened here.”
“Yes, it should be most interesting,” said Albus, poking his head through the door.
“I assume I’m allowed to come in now? You do remember me, right? One of the most
powerful and celebrated wizards in the whole world? I mean, what does it do to my
reputation to let two school kids enter a potentially hostile situation before me?”
“There was less risk for Harry and me,” said Susan. “And I won’t tell anyone if
you won’t.”

“Oh, I think I can take care of-”
“Hypnotic Field,” said Susan, taking the 2 seconds and using some energy to
make the point. He stared at the shimmering field as Susan walked up to him, took his
wand again, and went back to the other side of the room. “I’m sorry, what were you
saying?” she asked as the Field dropped. Albus saw Susan, again twirling his wand in
her hand, and Susan caught just a hint of fear in his eyes, quickly masked.
“Ah. Point taken. Somehow I never seem to take that into account for some
reason. He could easily do that now, couldn’t he?”
“Yes,” she said, handing the wand back. “Time Window.”
The four watched with some amusement as a pudgy elderly man with wet hair
ran downstairs, wand out, and started casting spells to mess the place up.
“Seriously?” asked Harry.
“Seriously,” answered Albus.
Horace went out of the Frame and Susan remarked she needed to remember to
have her book make a better version of this spell. She winked the Window out and
looked around.
“Why go through all the trouble?” she asked. “He could have just not answered
the door.”
“But we could have been Death Eaters,” remarked Albus. “I did tell him some
time ago Voldemort had returned.”
“There’s still something funny here,” said Harry.
“Yeah, I can’t put my finger on it,” said Susan. “But I bet if I did a Magic Sense,”
which she did, getting an eleven. Despite the Magic Sense skill not actually listing how
tough it was to sense out a magical creature, only “active spell effects,” an eleven
seemed reasonable and she turned to an overstuffed chair that was laying on its side in
the room. “That I might find something. And because I’m some wacky, random girl,” she
did jazz hands at this point, “I’m going to set this chair on fire. For absolutely… no
reason… at all. Are you with me, Harry?”
“Susan, I am with you.”
“On three then! ONE… TWO…”
“Wait! Wait!” said the chair, deflating into a person.
“My goodness!” said Susan with an air of surprise. “This chair is turning into a
person, Harry! Why, it’s almost like magic.”
“Magic doesn’t exist,” counted Harry. “Stop trying to trick me. This is obviously
some shape-shifting alien from another planet. It’ll kill us all and eat our brains! We have
to stop it before it completes the transformation! Open fire!”
“FIRE!” yelled Susan, making a throwing motion.
“WAIT!” shouted Horace, his hands up. “It’s just me!”
Susan and Harry fell into gales of laughter, holding each other up while Horace
looked around bewildered. “Albus, dear fellow! What on earth are these two going on
about?”
“Good evening, Horace. I’m glad to see you are well. I feared… well, I didn’t
really, that would be a lie.”
“What did I miss?”
“The fact that the Death Eaters aren’t really all that active right now, because
Voldemort is currently studying Susan’s type of magic? So they’re just biding their time

and not randomly attacking people?”
“Oh. I could have sworn… well, come in then, I guess.”
“You don’t mind if I clean up, do you?”
“No, no, be my guest,” said Horace, waving a hand.
Albus waved his wand, and the room started repairing itself. The furniture righted
and became whole, glass went back to being unsmashed, and even bits of plaster that
had flaked off the walls jumped back into place.
Showing off a bit, since I took your wand away? I do have to admit, there seems
to be a huge gap in magical power between Harry and Albus. I can learn any spell and
yeah, if I had a low rating in that planet I might always have to take extra time or it
wouldn’t work. But no spell I’ve seen Harry do comes close to what I just saw
happening. I mean he has trouble Vanishing an iguana or whatever. Albus just put a
whole room back, seemingly without effort. Or was he dispelling an illusion or
something? Just how much do these people have to study to get that powerful?
“Was that some sort of temporal spell, returning the room to the way it was five
minutes ago? Because even my grade 10 spell Alleviation can only do one object at a
time.”
“We can talk about it later, if you want.”
“Or was it something like Daytime that receded time just for us? But on the other
hand I think time magic is highly restricted, and limited to Time Turners. On the gripping
hand, this is Albus Dumbledore so maybe he… just.. doesn’t… later, right.”
“Thank you. Anyway, I’ve come to appeal to you one last time, Horace, to come
and teach with us.”
“If what you say is true, your school could soon become a battleground.”
“If what I say isn’t true, you’ve spent a lot of time and energy hiding out. I think
you believe me, so you know anyplace could soon become a battleground. At least at
Hogwarts you would have thick, stone walls around you. Let’s come to the real reason
you’re refusing.”
“I’m retired! I put my time in, didn’t I? Why drag an old man like me back into
things?”
“I hire the best.”
Horace didn’t quite know how to respond to that, so he looked over at the two
kids.
“How did you even find me… wait a second, I know who you two are!”
“Harry, this man says he knows who you are!” said Susan.
“That’s never happened before. But he knows who you are too.”
“And that’s only to be expected, given my Prodigy background. Susan Felton,
nice to meet you. And my companion, Sparkle.”
“Meow,” said Sparkle. “Purr. Meow.”
“The cat does give it away at once. I should have known.” He looked back over at
Albus. “Dirty pool, Albus.”
“I’m not sure what you mean,” he replied sincerely. “I was just passing by to take
Harry and Susan to stay with the Weasley family for the rest of the summer, and thought
we would stop in. Susan, Harry, this is Horace Slughorn, an old professor from
Hogwarts.”
“Passing by. Humph! Do you even make potions like we do? Albus said

something about your magic being different.”
“Potions? Heck no. Spend XP for something I can only use once? Forget that.
What does that have to do with anything though?”
“But you could make them?”
“I guess. I would rather just bind whatever spell it was into a permanent form.
Yeah, it takes longer and costs more, but I’d never have to do it again. I still don’t know
what difference that makes.”
“Just that I would enjoy seeing the process.”
“Come teach then, I guess. I do enough Imbuing for the school and for gifts, I
really should put more points into it, honestly.”
“You’ve been making waves in the magical world since before you started school,
apparently?”
“Slightly before, I suppose. I intend to make a few more afterwards, too.”
“Yes, I can see why he brought you. And of course Harry Potter needs no
introduction.”
“Naturally not,” said Albus.
“What would I even teach her, Albus? If she doesn’t make potions…”
“You, of course, read about what she did to Ms Umbrage?”
“Who didn’t? Throwing her out of the castle, floating her around the halls. Is that
supposed to convince me?”
“No, what I’m saying is, maybe you could teach her a better way of solving her
problems than the direct use of force.”
“Mad Eye Moody,” said Susan.
“Excuse me?” asked Horace.
“That’s who I am. When Professor Moody thought he was under attack, he sent
curses flying every which way. It didn’t help, of course, but at least he tried. When you
thought you were, you planted a distraction and hid. I think I see the point you’re trying
to make, Headmaster.”
“Perhaps I do have something to teach you.”
“And think of it this way: where would you rather be? Out here, with no one to
watch your back, or in the castle with me, and all of my advanced magic?”
As Horace began pondering this, Albus sat back on the couch and looked at him.
“Your mother is a Muggle, then?” asked Horace, sitting down himself on a smaller
chair opposite Albus. Susan and Harry sat next to Albus on the sofa, and Sparkle
jumped up on the back of the couch and draped herself over Susan’s shoulders. Susan
made a face.
“She doesn’t have the Spark of Magic if that’s what you mean. I don’t really
approve of the term ‘muggle’ myself. Seems a bit too close to ‘animal’ or ‘non-person’.
She could still tear you apart if she had half a mind to. Why?”
“Oh, just curious, that’s all. You seem quite strong for a half-blood. I must have
taught your father then, but I don’t recall any Feltons in my classes.”
“I don’t expect there would be. Obviously Headmaster Dumbledore hasn’t told
you much about me. Felton is my mother’s name. My father has no legal existence on
this plane, so I took her last name when I was born, instead.”
“On this… plane?”
“Yes. I can’t really say more to some random stranger, no offense. And as the

first words out of your mouth were about bloodline, you must be a Slytherin.”
“I was head of Slytherin house, yes.”
Harry and Susan looked at each other knowingly. “You know,” said Susan, “if
there is one thing, and I mean one thing that I am going to do after tearing down
Azkaban and breaking the contract enchantment over elves, it’s going to be to convince
the magical world that having magic is a background. Like always knowing what time it
is or having a good sense of direction. That yes, those with the background pass it
down more frequently than you find it in families without, but you do find it in families
without a history of magic. So it must be random, and not some percentage of magical
power. Wanded magic is a motion and a word- and one of my best friends has
photographic reflexes and only has to see a spell performed once to duplicate it exactly.
Her parents both lack the Spark of Magic. So explain that one to me Mr. Stereotypical
Slytherin.”
“One moment before you answer, Horace. Was she there with you when Severus
was teaching Occlumency to Harry?” Albus asked.
“You mean ‘supposed to be teaching Occulmency to Harry?’ The thing we had to
look up how to do because ‘professor’ Snape didn’t describe the technique at all? As a
matter of fact she was.”
“I now see what you meant when you said you started your own lessons for
Harry! I wondered if you had learned a mind reading spell, but thought it might be quite
different than ours, given that’s how most of your spells are. And now she knows
Legilimens. I’ll have to be careful what spells I use with Hermione watching, or she’ll
know them too. Tell me, did Harry pass on his teachings to that group you can’t talk
about?”
“You know I can’t answer that question.”
“She really needs to see a spell only once? I’d love to meet… oh no. I’m not
coming back, Albus. And what’s this about a group?”
“So you say, but think of all the things you’re missing out on. Plus, of course,
teaching Harry Potter all you know about potion making.”
“That would be a fine feather in my cap, wouldn’t it?”
“I think it would. As for the group, I don’t know a lot about it because Susan didn’t
want members running off to tell Professor Umbridge anything, so she placed an
enchantment over all of them that disallows her from discussing their activities with
outsiders. I take it, given how clear the divide was during this year’s O.W.L exams it has
something to do with Defense Against the Dark Arts. Though I suppose it could be a
knitting group, but I doubt it.”
“You can do something as powerful as that?”
“Mr. Slughorn, you have absolutely no idea the forces of magic I can call upon.”
“So there’s truth to the rumors you can summon a squad of warriors and once
stopped a giant from destroying the village near the castle?”
“Both are completely true. I only helped with the giant though. I didn’t know shrink
at the time. Now I do.”
“She admits to being hot headed, however,” put in Albus. “She wants, no, she
needs to learn a bit more discipline however, something perhaps you could instill upon
her?”
“So you’re offering her, Harry Potter, this wonder girl who needs only see a spell

once, and who knows what other wonders since I’ve been gone? Is that about right?”
“If you wanted to look at it that way, I suppose. We were just talking about goings
on at the school lately, after all.”
“Oh, very well. You know I can’t resist that kind of lure, and it would be nice to
stop running after all this time. Are you sure he’s back?”
The four of them nodded.
“Is that cat- never mind. Very well, count me in, then.”
“Splendid!” said Albus, rising to shake his hand. “I’m certain you won’t regret it!”
“I may already, but this many treasures even I can’t pass up. I’ll be along to the
castle soon.”
“I’m very glad to hear it. Now, I really must get Harry and Susan to their ultimate
destination for the evening. So I shall say goodnight, Horace, and welcome back.”
“I must be out of my mind. I’ll see you later.”
Susan and Harry said their goodbyes, and Albus asked Susan if she would prefer
to use her magic to get them to The Burrows.
“Did people once believe the world was flat? Teleportal.”
Horace stared in wonder at the hole that opened between the two places, and
watched as the three (Sparkle was still riding Susan’s shoulders) stepped through.
“See you at school Professor!” said Susan.
“Meow!” said Sparkle, giving a little wave. Horace gave a weak wave as he
examined the edge of the portal, which closed, making him jump back.
“Well done, both of you!” said Albus, beaming.
“Yes, who needs the Imperius Curse when you can just browbeat whoever you
want into doing what you want.”
“Are you referring to me? I hardly said anything that could have been construed
as browbeating!”
“I guess you’re just that good.”
“What an odd way of complementing people. Still, before I leave you, perhaps we
could return to your fine Personal Dimension for a moment so we will not be
overheard?”
“If it’s scrying you’re worried about, the house is proof against it. We could just go
inside.”
“Ah yes. That magic you cast upon the house- I must say, some experts have
been studying it, you know.”
“Really? Have they found anything out?”
“Only what you yourself told the Weasley family the magic would do. It would
take a fair number of charms to duplicate all the functions of what you cast in a single
spell. And the strength of it is, well, not to put too fine a point on it, fantastic. They
couldn’t chip even a pane of glass no matter what spells they threw at it.”
“Naturally. But then, I can’t repair an entire room at once. So I guess we’re even.”
Albus laughed. “I suppose we are, at that. It is perhaps a failing in every wizard to
wish to show off to other wizards. Or perhaps that is just human nature. But come, we
shall have a few words inside, and I will depart.”
Albus and the others moved to the door, and he knocked.
The door cracked open, and Mrs. Weasley peered out.
“You’re early!” she said, throwing it open. “Come on in, kids! And Albus as well,

welcome!”
Everyone said hello, and Albus begged a moment more with Susan and Harry
privately. They got shown into a bedroom and Albus closed the door.
“Now, Susan. I believe you are of two minds where Voldemort is concerned?”
“I try to be of two minds where everything is concerned, Headmaster,” she
replied. “I can easily attribute to stupidity what others would attribute to malice. Voldi
can’t be as bad as people believe, nor can the ministry be as blameless as people
believe.”
“And so you are unsure as to which side to fully support in what will no doubt be
the upcoming battle with him?”
“Personally, if he hadn’t taken my magic I would have just left the ministry to sort
it out. Quite frankly without that, it wouldn’t be my problem. I at least have to get that
away from him. I won’t have my magic, passed down from my father, controlled by that
man. Harry might have gone off on some sort of revenge quest or something, but if he
left me alone, I would have left him alone.”
“So if it came down to it, you would take his magic, not his life.”
Susan and Harry looked at each other, Harry’s prophesy echoing in their minds.
“Neither can live while the other survives.”
“Are you asking me if I’ll become a murderer for you?”
“I’m asking if you’re willing to go all the way to see this situation though.”
“What does that mean?” asked Harry.
“Yeah. Killing him solves nothing. Now that the Death Eaters are back together,
killing him will just make another rise to take his place.”
“The last time he was beaten they-”
“Went into hiding,” interrupted Harry. “And now they’re back. You didn’t solve
anything, you only delayed it. There’s a difference.” The two looked at each other again,
the thought between them clear. Delayed it until Harry was old enough to fight
Voldemort as per the original prophesy.
“He’s right,” said Susan. “We have to destroy the very idea of Death Eaters if
we’re going to keep this from happening again.”
“My dear,” said Albus, shocked. “Even you can’t destroy an idea!”
“Maybe,” allowed Susan. “But I can send a message to those who would
participate in such a group. Act against the law and Susan will come for you. When she
leaves, you won’t need a wand anymore, you’ll need a 9 to 5 and to learn how to drive a
car. I know the spell now, and it’s only about two seconds to cast it.”
“I… see. So a fate worse than death, then, for a wizard, awaits those that follow
him. Are you sure killing them wouldn’t be the more humane thing to do?”
“No, Headmaster, because I believe the punishment should fit the crime. You use
magic to kill, you don’t deserve that magic anymore. That goes for me as well as them,
you see. If I kill Voldi, as you suggest, I’m no better than he. First I stop him, then I
break his followers, then I’ll see about getting some laws changed in the magical world,
and weed out corruption in the Ministry.”
“So you will choose to stand apart, then? Not throw your weight behind the
ministry, which for its faults at least tries to do the right thing.”
“And is all the more wicked for that trying. Voldi at least is self consistent. He

knows what he wants and goes after it. That much I admire. The ministry claims one
thing, does another, and everyone suffers for it.”
“We are getting a bit off track. I ask because I want to take a journey through time
with you over the course of the next school year.”
“My time window magic?”
“That is my thought, yes. I have the memories stored away, and they could be
viewed in that form, but memory of course can be modified or changed, even without
magical interference. I thought we might take a brief tour through Tom Riddle’s history,
and see how he became the man he is today.”
“So that I might have less compunctions about killing him for you?”
“So that you don’t take the same path. After all, you are gathering followers, the
same way he did. You are very magically gifted, the same as him. You both seek
changes at the ministry.”
I have my own prophesy that says I might...
“I seek to destroy every Dementor on earth, he would harness them to his own
ends.”
“He couldn’t destroy them before, so he used them in the way he could. You’ll
understand, I hope, as you see what he became.”
“Very well. I can hardly refuse, and my Curiosity is itching to find out more about
this guy most people won’t even name. I’d be happy to visit the past with you. It’ll be
another excuse to have my book come up with a better Time Window, which I keep
forgetting to have it do.”
“Splendid. There is just one other thing. I intend to start hunting down the other
pieces, should they exist, of his soul. Can I count on your aid, both of you, in that
endeavor?”
Susan hesitated. “I suppose. Even my magic can’t make a backup copy of my
soul in case my bodies dies. I guess he should have one body- one soul just like the
rest of us. I’m just not sure now, though. I mean, isn’t that killing him just as much as a
dagger through the chest?”
“Not if his chest is still up and walking around someplace completely different,”
said Harry.
“I guess. One could argue it was just freeing an energy field from a prison, really.
That’s what these objects are, essentially, right?”
“Essentially,” agreed Albus.
“Then I’ll at least help you find them. Help you destroy them? I’ll have to think
about it. At the very least we can threaten him with them.”
“Very good. Enjoy the rest of your summer, then, and I will see you both back at
school. Good night.”
Albus took his leave, and somewhat depressed looking Tonks left right after him.
“Thank you for having us again, Mrs. Weasley,” said Susan.
“Would you like a snack?” she asked.
“Oh, please don’t to go to any trouble on our account,” said Susan.
“Speak for yourself,” said Harry. “I wouldn’t mind a snack, Mrs. Weasley.”
“You are growing so fast, Ron is too. Soon he’ll be taller than his father.”
“Where is Mr. Weasley this evening?” asked Susan. “Out on patrol or

something?”
“Yes, he’s- now that’s funny.” Molly glanced over at the clock hanging in the
kitchen where most of the hands were on Home. The hand with the picture of Arthur
was still on Work.
Wasn’t that clock in the living room before?
“Seems normal to me,” remarked Harry, looking over at it himself.
“No, it’s just that before you arrived, all the hands were pointing at Mortal Peril.
But now that you’re here they’re back on Home.”
Probably because of your association with me, thought Susan sadly. After all, if
you can’t strike directly at your enemies, strike out at their allies and contacts. Of
course, if Voldi really wanted me on his side he wouldn’t dare, both to not show his hand
or draw my ire. Now that I’m here, however, you’re back under my direct protection and
thus out of ‘mortal peril.’
“You know I won’t allow anything to hurt your family, Mrs. Weasley,” said Susan.
“Oh, Susan!” said Molly, throwing her arms around Susan. Harry just gave them a
look like Am I still getting my snack?

87
Being Graded
Time: The next morning
Place: The Burrows
The next morning, Susan came awake with a start as Sparkle cast Awaken on
her, and looked around. Hermione was standing there, hands on her hips.
“Hi!” she said, smiling.
“Good morning,” said Susan, looking around.
Oh, right, no digital clocks around here…
“You must have gotten in late last night,” said Hermione, sitting down on the bed.
“I was pretty surprised to wake up and find you in the room! Sparkle wasn’t kidding,
you’re hard to wake up.”
“Yeah, don’t know why the Headmaster thought it would be a good idea to go
visiting his old chums at midnight, but here you have it.”
“Old chums?”
“The old head of Slytherin house, Horace Bughorn or something. He was trying
to goad him into teaching again, and we were the bait.”
“Teaching? That’s odd. Did our High Inquisitor not want to come back and teach
this year?”
“Search me. He got talked into it though. I guess we’ll just have to see.”
“You won’t believe who’s here visiting!”
“It’s not Draco, is it?”
“What? No, Fleur!”
“Really? That’s amazing news! Now we just need Victor back and Team Susan
will have most of its members in one place. What’s she doing here, not that I mind.”
“Apparently she and Bill are getting married sometime soon.”
“Really? Well that’s good, I guess. How about that.”
“For some reason Mrs. Weasley and Ginny aren’t too happy about it.”
“Really? Ginny can suck it up, they’re both in Team Susan. But why would Mrs.
Weasley be against it? She’s not a pure blood wacko. Unless she doesn’t want a
grandchild that’s like one eighth Veela? Which reminds me, I let slip to Bughorn you had
photographic reflexes, and he was very interested. Don’t be surprised if he wants a
demonstration. Oh, and Mr. Dumbledore said he would have to be careful about what
spells he used around you.”
“Okay…”
“Just thought you should know. Anyway, what time is it?”
“About nine thirty. Harry got up a while ago, but we couldn’t wake you up until
Sparkle here said she would.”
“Well then, let’s go see what my book has made for me, then, shall we?” Susan
opened up her Personal Dimension from writings, outside the window to bypass the
Fortification, and invited Hermione inside. They flew inside and Susan closed it, as she
was going to be looking at her book in a moment. She got changed in her cabin (after a
quick dip in the lake) and opened her book of magic. “I asked it for an improved spell
last night, let’s see what it’s come up with.”

With a grade 8 spell able to actually stop time a spell like Time Window really
should be grade 6, with Time Area being grade 7, but the spell list is the spell list, so
Susan was pleased to see Time Area at the same grade, but at a 20 segment time to
cast.
Doesn’t matter, it’s not a combat spell, is it? Of course, a longer time for spells
that are not combat spells is actually beneficial, because I could only add 3 segments
onto Time Window. But I can add 10 onto Time Area and never fail at casting it. So it is
harder or easier with a longer time? It’s supposed to be harder, but it works out easier.
Magic is weird.
She “forgot” Time Window and learned Time Area in its place, at no additional XP
cost, and it appeared on her character sheet.
“Super! That will come in handy, no doubt.”
Susan explained to Hermione about Albus’ wish to go hunting pieces of soul and
showing her Voldemort’s “This is your life.”
“Are you really that clueless as to how evil he is? He murdered Harry’s parents in
cold blood!”
“Ah, no, there’s no proof of that. I mean yes, they’re dead. But people said the
same thing about Sirius, didn’t they? That he killed all those people in broad daylight,
when really it was Peter who did that. I haven’t seen any evidence or any trial to
determine if it really was Voldi and not someone shape-shifted into Voldi. I mean,
seriously- the way he supposedly attacked the Potters makes no sense. Invisibility
magic exists- If he wanted to kill a tiny baby, just wait, invisible, outside their house.
They come out, he casts the killing curse on the kid, and there- no more Harry Potter
problem. But no, he storms into the place, alerts both parents, giving them a chance,
however slight, to stop him. I mean, overconfident is one thing, but that was just stupid.
Why not poison their water or send them an owl bomb? Pump CO2 into the window at
night, I don’t see a lot of battery powered smoke detectors in wizard’s houses, do you?
This whole death curse thing just doesn’t add up for me.”
“I guess you’re right. The only evidence we have is that his parents died that
night, and so did Voldi. But if someone was going to impersonate him, they could have
stabbed him in the back, taken his hair, drank the potion, and went after Harry himself.
For… some reason. No, the simplest explanation is that he was just stupid, didn’t think it
through, and learned his lesson. Though to be fair to him, he was a powerful spellcaster
and curses, especially that one, don’t normally rebound like it did.”
“But that isn’t proof. Nor is it proof that some other person above him isn’t
manipulating events.”
Hermione sighed. “It’s never simple with you, is it?”
“It can’t be. Last night the Headmaster asked me if I was prepared to murder
Voldi. This isn’t some, oops, I take it back situation here, Hermione. I take someone’s
life or their magic or whatever and I can’t give it back. I have to be sure I’m doing the
right thing.”
“I can’t fault you for that. We better be getting back through, they’ll be wondering
where we are!”
And so, Hermione and Susan flew back to the ground and walked into the
kitchen from the outside. Molly spun.

“Oh, it’s just you two. How in the world did you get… no, I don’t even want to
know.”
“Hello, Susan!” said Fleur, coming over to hug her.
“I heard about your engagement, congratulations!” Molly rolled her eyes but Fleur
was plainly excited.
“It’s all thanks to you,” she said. “With the, uh…” she mimed a bag of gold being
lifted, “stuff you gave us, we can have a big ceremony and invite everyone.”
“I’m glad to see it being put to good use. You’ll make a beautiful bride.”
“I expect so,” she said, a little sadly for some reason. “But come, I brought Harry
his breakfast, would you like something? We’re working on lunch, at the moment, it’s
hard to feed so many people!”
“Sorry about that.”
“Don’t be silly,” said Molly. “We love having you, and you’ve done more for us
then we can ever really repay.” She glanced at the clock again, which was still off Mortal
Peril. “Plus a lot of our food comes from Ron’s Create Food item anyway. We just have
to prepare it and use it up within the day.”
“Glad to hear it. I should ask my book for a higher grade version of that spell.
Create Feast or something. You know, there’s a spell to Equip Army with swords and
armor, as many people as you can see. But no spell to whip up a fabulous feast for a
hundred guests? It’s odd.”
“Wasn’t your father more interested in spells to, you know, save the worlds he
was visiting?” asked Hermione. “And he was only traveling with a couple of people, he
would only need food for a couple at a time.”
“Sure, but my book is supposed to be a complete record of magic, in case their
world fell before he got back, and he had no home to return to. Basically it was to be the
legacy of their entire history of studying magic. Though I suppose if that were true, it
might have been too big to even carry, so maybe it is just a subset? Either way the
sacrifice he made giving it to me must have been enormous. I wouldn’t want to be
without it, after all. He really loved me, even before I was born.”
“Do you think he did make it back?” asked Molly softly.
“I have to believe that. The only other option is that he died with his quest
unfulfilled, and his world died with him. He’s not here with my mother, so he must either
still be journeying, or back home.”
“After so long?” asked Hermione.
“Time doesn’t run the same between worlds, I guess. What could be years here
might only be seconds on another world. It’s all very confusing, with a lot of high order
math, I guess.”
“It would have to be. Where are Harry and Ron?”
“Ron said he wanted to get some practice in, so he and Harry are out in the yard,
throwing spells at each other. It’s only a burst of light, but I had to stop watching. I’ve
never seen anyone move like Ron moves now. You’ve turned him into some kind of
fighting machine.”
“That was all his hard work, Mrs. Weasley. While I did provide him an item to help
him move faster, I hope he isn’t cheesy enough to use it in practice.”
“He can move faster than that? You guys are really serious about fighting you
know who, aren’t you?”

“Ron was serious about finding his special talent. He found it. I wouldn’t be
surprised if he gets hired to train Aurors in Magic Fu when he graduates. It just so
happens his talent lies in the area of battle spellcasting. When Voldi gets bored of
researching magic and makes his move, I’m going to be glad to have him at my side.”
“Yes, I suppose it wouldn’t hurt. It probably wouldn’t hurt for us all to get some
practice in.”
“That’s the spirit!” Susan grinned.
“By the way, your grades came while you were-”
Hermione shrieked. “You waited until now to tell us? Oh my gosh! Oh my gosh!
Where are they? I can’t believe this, I know I failed everything. Oh, I don’t even want to
look.”
Susan shook her head and went over to the table, where Harry and Ron’s letters
were. She glanced over and saw that Harry had:
Astronomy: A
Care of Magical Creatures: E
Charms: O
Defense Against the Dark Arts: O
Divination: P
Herbology: E
History of Magic: D
Potions: E
Transfiguration: E
Where Ron had:
Astronomy: A
Care of Magical Creatures: A
Charms: O
Defense Against the Dark Arts: O
Arithmancy: O
Herbology: E
History of Magic: D
Potions: E
Transfiguration: O
She whistled. “Wow, Ron really pulled it off, didn’t he?”
“Yes,” said Molly, pleased. “I can’t really be too angry he’s so into combat with
grades like that. You must have really inspired him.”
“Just doing what comes naturally,” she replied with a chuckle. Hermione was
trying to open her letter with shaking hands.
Does that girl have Parental Pressure* or something? Wait, is that a standard
Weakness? Oh well, who cares. She opened her own letter.
Astronomy: E
Care of Magical Creatures: A

Charms: O
Defense Against the Dark Arts: O
Arithmancy: E
Herbology: E
History of Magic: E
Potions: O
Transfiguration: O
“How did you do, if you don’t mind me asking?” asked Molly.
“Not at all. About as well as could be expected,” she answered modestly, handing
it over.
“I should say so. You even passed History of Magic, which I wasn’t even sure
was possible with what Ron and Harry got.”
“I am ashamed to admit I rerolled that one.”
“You did what?”
“Never mind. Let’s just say I knew I was getting an A, but I wanted an E so time
sort of rewound for me and I did better the second time. It’s a… racial thing. It wasn’t
magic, it’s just something we Paragon citizens can do. It’s hard to explain to nonnatives.”
“If you say so, dear. Hermione?”
“I did okay,” she said, also showing Molly.
“Well done,” said Susan, looking over her column of O’s. “Looks like you have
more than photographic reflexes after all.”
“What was I worried about?”
“Hermione, I have no idea.”
After breakfast, Susan and Hermione joined the others outside, and Harry was
taking on Ginny and Ron at the same time. As Susan watched she wouldn’t have said
he was holding his own without the Barrier Against Spells but he was doing all right. She
noticed Ron obviously Accelerated and figured perhaps Harry had requested it, so it
was like fighting three people at once.
“Hi Susan,” he called, and the others turned to wave to her.
“Hey, everyone! Looking good there, Ginny. You’ll be taking on two at once
yourself in no time!”
“I borrowed Harry’s item, it was fun watching spells just bounce off me. Great for
practicing blocking too, you don’t have to worry about missing.”
“Yeah, my magic is pretty awesome. Nice job on the grades, you two. Pity about
History class though.”
“Ha, like we care,” said Ron, his Acceleration coming off as he absorbed his
wand into his hand. “Glad to see you up, we thought you went into a coma.”
“No we didn’t,” said Ginny, shoving him. “We knew she got in late, mom told us.”
“Ah, Susan, you’re up,” said a new voice, coming around the house. It was Fred
and George. They exchanged greetings, and asked to have the Dimension opened to
check on their potions and other experiments. Susan agreed and let them inside.
“An hour okay?”
“Sure. Don’t forget us!”

“I’ll try not to. See you later.”
They disappeared.
“It’s weird, seeing them actually wanting to do work,” remarked Ginny.
“They’ve been coming up with some great stuff to use on enemies,” said Susan.
“Even enchanting cloaks and things with shield charms, to approximate Barrier. The sad
truth is, war can be profitable if you’re an arms dealer.”
“They haven’t given up on the joke shop though, have they?” asked Hermione.
“Not that I would have approved of such a thing anyway.”
“Nah, but they need a lot of gold if they’re going to rent someplace. I think they
figure on selling their stuff to the ministry once it comes out, you know, that Voldi is
back,” answered Ron.
“That will be a booming business pretty soon,” Susan said sadly. “How long did
they say they wanted? Two hours?”
“I’ll give you a Galleon if you keep them in there all day!” said Ginny.
“I don’t think your mother would approve.”
“Spoilsport.”
“You do remember,” said Molly at lunch, “that you, Ginny, are not supposed to be
doing magic outside of school for several more years yet?”
“Neither is Ron,” she countered. “And I’m doing combat training, not messing
around.”
“Yes, and I’m still not sure how I feel about that. I mean, practicing to hurt
someone…”
“Mom, if being around Susan has taught me anything, it’s that nothing changes
unless you can stand up and have your voice heard. When Voldi and his Death Eaters
were around last time, everyone just cowered in their homes hoping someone else
would do something. I mean, it was the whole of the magical world against, what, forty
people? No one took a stand, and look what happened. That’s not going to happen this
time if I can help up.”
“Yes, I know…” She looked over at Susan, who gave her back an I’m proud of
her, what do you want me to say? look.
“It’s just if someone from the ministry came by and saw you, there would be
consequences for you and your father and me.”
“I’ll be happy to open up the Dimension if that’s your only concern, Mrs.
Weasley,” said Susan.
“I’m concerned she’ll go into a fight against a Death Eater thinking she’s better
than she is and get killed!”
“Now, Molly,” said Arthur. “I think if Ginny was going up against Death Eaters the
situation would be pretty desperate. We would have bigger problems at that point, is
what I’m saying. You wouldn’t just run off and fight one, would you?”
“Of course not! That’s what I have Susan for.”
“You see?”
“Are you really okay with this, Arthur?”
He sighed. “Our lives have changed. We should be thankful she has a role model
like Susan to look up to. We raised a daughter who isn’t relying on her bothers to keep
her safe, she’s willing to practice and learn to defend herself. We should be encouraging

that, not trying to hold rules over her that don’t make sense anymore. She’s in no
danger, Harry only casts to help her get better at blocking, and no spell can hurt him,
apparently. Even if something did happen, Susan is right there to take care of it.”
“I guess you’re right. I need to stop thinking of girls like they were in my day, I
guess. I need to move with the times.”
“In your day? You should have seen Lilly slap James for picking on Severus.
Guys just think we’re weaker, that doesn’t make it the truth. Do you really think Ginny
shouldn’t be able to defend herself, and Ron should, just because she’s a girl?”
“Yeah,” said Ron. “I bet Hermione could learn Magic Fu with no problems, with
grades like hers. I don’t think of her as weak. I think she’s good enough not to need it.”
“No, no, of course not. She’s just… uh, younger?” Molly looked to see if anyone
bought this.
Shaking their heads, they indicated that they didn’t.
“Very well. Just be careful, okay?”
“Whatever, mom. It’ll be fine.”
*It’s not, it’s from Demongate High. It’s a 3 background point weakness, and you have to
spend XP to reroll exams (at least 1) if you don’t get an A grade on every one. Wonder
how she knew about it? Weird!

88
Surprises
Time: Two days later
Place: The river between The Burrows and the Lovegood House
“Are you sure I’m going the right way?” Susan asked Sparkle.
“We can’t get lost. We follow the stream south until it widens out, and then head
east. The house sits in a field, we can’t miss it.”
“Okay.”
“You don’t need to ask every thirty seconds.”
“Of course I do! You know I have-”
“No Sense of Direction. Yes, I know.”
Susan and Sparkle were currently flying over the landscape, looking for Luna’s
house. The Weasleys said it was probably best if she didn’t, you know, give away magic
by flying about, but she said she had it covered. She was currently Unseen, a grade 2
Neptune spell her book had created months ago that she had never had the occasion to
use.
Okay, it might have come in handy when rescuing that president’s son but we
couldn’t be sure they were all non-magical.
Unseen basically made it so normal people, those without any supernatural (like
elves) or magical abilities, couldn’t perceive her. Hard to prove it works to a room full of
wizards, but they believed her and let her go.
“Are you sure…”
“Yes!”
“Just staying in character!”
A few more moments of flying and the house came in sight. Susan hovered
above the place, checking it out.
“No garage, no roads in and out. No telephone poles or electric lines- this must
be the place!”
“Or just someone that wants to live way, way off the grid.”
Susan landed. “Dirigible plumbs? Yeah, this is the place.”
“Susan!” cried a voice from a window, and as she looked up, the door burst open
and she was being hugged.
“Hi Luna, having a good summer?”
“Better now. Come meet my father!” Susan had a hand grabbed and was
dragged inside. The house was cluttered, and smelled of fresh ink and parchment.
Various odd devices were scattered about, and Luna was shouting for her father.
“Hello,” said a jovial voice from above, as the face of Mr. Lovegood poked down.
“Derpy!” said Susan with a grin, then get a horrified look on her face. “I’m so
sorry, that just slipped out!”
“The what’s this now?” asked Xenophilius. He started down the central staircase.
“There’s a show called My Little Pony: Friendship is Magic and one of the
background characters has Strabismus like you do. I could cure you, if you would like.”

“Friendship is Magic? Strab…what? Luna said talking to you might be interesting,
but not this interesting. I’m already intrigued.”
“Uhm, yes. Could we start over?”
“Of course!” He made what was probably an excellent rendition of speaking
backwards (being a man of rare and varied talents) and moved backwards up the stairs,
disappearing again. His head poked down again. “Hello!”
Luna giggled, apparently unsurprised her father took the request literally.
“Good morning, Mr. Lovegood. I’m Susan, it’s nice to meet you.”
“And you as well,” said Xenophilius, coming down again and holding out a hand.
“Luna has told me all about you and your wonderful magic. And of course I saw the
tournament, well done there.”
“Ah, thank you. I hope the Quibbler is doing well?”
“Passably, not as well as when we printed your article, of course. But readership
is slightly up. But now I find myself compelled from a previous loop to ask you
something about equating friendship and magic.”
Wait, thought Sparkle. The way he said that, is he a Loop- Nah, can’t be.
Susan explained how the show was all about showing that working together and
trusting your friends could allow one to accomplish feats normally impossible for one
person.
“And you say they’re talking ponies?”
“Yes.”
“And they manipulate weather to such an extent that in the span of twenty four
hours they turn winter into spring?”
“The ‘Winter Wrap Up’ yes. There’s a song and everything.”
“And they once fought an agent of chaos with near infinite control of local matter,
energy and space-time, sealed him up again as a stone statue, then let him out again
on purpose to rehabilitate him with friendship?”
“That happened.”
“Extraordinary. But what does this have to do with me? I’m not a pony, I don’t
think.” He made a show of looking himself over. “Nope, still human.”
“It’s your eyes. Like I said, one of the ponies suffers from the same condition you
do. In the non-magical world it probably would have been diagnosed and corrected with
surgery when you were a baby. Here in the magical world, however, they seem to let
things slide a lot more. Which is funny, because you would think magic would work out a
lot better than surgery.”
“Ah yes, she told me about poor Neville and his family. You did a similar cure for
him, as I understand it.”
“That’s right. I could fix your eyes, if you wanted.”
“Well, that’s very nice of you…” he said, scratching his head. “But my eyes being
this way is sort of who I am now. But then, I’m not my eyes, am I? By changing them do
I change myself? Possibly, because that would change how I see the world.”
“Ah, but is seeing the world seeing how the world really is?” countered Susan.
“You aren’t even seeing the world, really. You’re seeing reflected energy, bounced off
surfaces that are turned into electrical impulses and then into chemical impulses and
then interpreted by the brain to have a certain meaning. Change the way your brain
interprets those signals and the world is a totally different place. The eyes are just the

portals.”
Xenophilius looked at her for a moment. “I can see why Luna likes you, you both
think in similar ways. She’s always saying she can’t prove I exist because she could be
delusional and just fooling herself into thinking she’s experiencing my presence.”
“Then we’re both under the same delusion, because you seem real to me.”
“Ah, but you could be a further part of her delusion, and of course we would both
agree we were real.”
“It would be counter productive to say otherwise.”
“It would. So, would you like the cure? You don’t have to decide now, I’m just
offering it should you want it at some time.”
“Would it take long? I hate to interrupt your time together.”
“That depends on if you want the full course, or the knife. The full spell takes ten
minutes. The knife, well, it’s in and out, if you take my meaning.”
“Knife?”
“I’ve bound the spell into a knife, as it kills Dementors. Sort of a shortcut for the
ten minute spell. They tend not to stick around while you’re trying to kill them, oddly.”
“I don’t mind,” said Luna. “I see her magic all the time, but you said you wanted
to, dad. It’s the perfect excuse.”
“I guess if you really wasn’t too much trouble for you…”
“Not at all. Let’s sit somewhere and do this!”
So Susan, Luna and Xenophilius sat on cushions on the floor, and Susan took
Xenophilius’ hands.
“Now remember, this takes ten minutes. Don’t let go or we’ll have to start over.”
“Right.”
Susan made her check, spending 9 energy in case she rolled minimum, and got
3 back with Energy Boost. She needed to spend either more time or nearly max energy
because without it, she couldn’t possibly succeed at the spell. (Her difficulty being a 15
and a straight Sun check maxing out at 14.)
Thank goodness I’m a Natural Magician.
Magical energy swirled and built up around Xenophilius, and at the end of the
spell (and a 20 result), he blinked and looked around.
“Oh, I see. Literally. My shoulder feels better too, how about that? Thank you very
much, Susan. This is going to take some getting used to.”
“Not to worry, it won’t take long. I read about a guy who wore these special
glasses that turned the world upside down for him. His brain adjusted in a few days.
Then he took them off and had to readjust again. The brain truly is a marvel.”
“That it is. Well, thank you again. Both for the spell and the demonstration. I
thought Luna might be exaggerating a bit, but it turns out she wasn’t. Could I just have a
quick word?” He pulled Susan into the other room.
“You’ll protect her, won’t you?” he whispered. “It’s just, she’s the world to me.
After my wife died, I would have been lost without her. And with, uh, You Know Who
back on the loose, yes, she told me what she could, I worry about her safety.”
“Not to worry, Mr. Lovegood, Several families, like the Weasleys and yourself, are
under my personal protection. I will move time itself to make sure you all stay safe.”
“Thank you, that means a lot to me.”
They went back into the sitting room.

“So, what’s your plan for today, girls?” he asked.
“I thought I would show her the cave. Do you have a bathing suit handy?”
“I have one in the camping stuff in my Pocket Dimension, yes.”
“Think she can make it?” asked Xenophilius.
“You saw her at the tournament.”
“Oh yes, it did have an underwater portion, didn’t it? Come back for lunch when
you’re ready!”
“Come on,” said Luna, grabbing Susan’s hand again. “Let’s go put our suits on, I
can’t wait to show you this!”
“I’m not going underwater,” said Sparkle. “You can send me home at this point,
right?”
Xenophilius fell over, perhaps partially from shock and partially his brain hadn’t
adjusted to binocular vision yet. “That cat just spoke!”
“Are you okay? Didn’t I introduce you? I’m sorry. This is Sparkle, my Companion.”
“A talking cat? Or are you an Animagus?”
“I’m a special case.”
“I see that you must be. Please, if you don’t mind staying, I would very much like
to interview you for the paper. Get a cat’s perspective on life, and such.”
Sparkle looked over at Susan.
“You can if you want. Given the, uh, nature of the publication, it’ll fit right in.”
“Very well. But I demand tuna, or possibly salmon, in compensation.”
“I’ll see what I can do.”
“I’ll send you back after lunch then.”
After changing, Luna and Susan went down to the stream, though Luna wouldn’t
say exactly what they were going to see.
“You’ll see,” is all she should say about it.
They talked about Susan’s grades, and Fleur getting married and about Susan’s
mother giving lessons now.
“Hey, think we should get your mom and my dad together?” asked Luna.
“We could introduce them at the wedding, see if they hit it off. I don’t know,
though, leaving the non-magical world might be a bit tough for my mom. She likes
technology. She doesn’t understand it half the time, but she likes it.”
“My dad would probably love to learn about the way non-magical people do stuff.”
“Yeah, but would he want to give up magic? Wizards live out here,” she indicated
the sparsely populated landscape around them, “So that they can do magic and not
worry about non-magical people seeing them. Though I suppose they could live on the
border. In the country, but not have close neighbors.”
“So, hypothetically, where would we live, if, I don’t know, we wanted to be
roommates or something when we graduated?”
“Depends on where we worked, I guess. My magic is powerful, but finite. You
guys can heat your houses and do dishes and everything with magic. I can’t. I would
have to go back and forth every day, and live in the technological world, because my
magic can’t do all that stuff. Of course if I was living with someone who could take care
of that sort of thing, it wouldn’t be so much of an issue.”

“I guess. I wouldn’t want to be tied down to one place. I was thinking of becoming
a Naturalist, studying and discovering magical creatures in the world.”
“Oh, I was going to say, for a second there I thought you meant somehow making
money by running around naked. I wasn’t going to try dissuading you, of course.”
Luna looked at her funny.
“What? That’s a naturalist, someone who doesn’t wear clothes.”
“Sounds like more a thing you do, rather than a career.”
“What about discovering magical creatures? Are there that many still left to find to
make that a career?”
“I think so.”
How do you make money doing that, though? Not that I wouldn’t make enough
for both of us, given what people have said about how much my Imbued items might go
for. I still like my idea better.
“That’s still no problem then, right? My magic can send you wherever you want to
go, and bring you back at night. It’s not like you would need to travel for hours. Sure, we
would need a room away from prying eyes to open the portal, but we could fix up a
room to do that. It could work, if, like you said, we theoretically became roommates or
whatever.”
“Would you, maybe, want to think about theoretically becoming roommates, or
whatever?”
“Oh, I might consider possibly thinking about perhaps taking under consideration
the idea of maybe having you as a roommate… or whatever. I don’t know though, I saw
your room. You’re pretty messy.”
“And you’re not? I’ve seen your cabin.”
“Hey, that whole structure is a workshop. They’re supposed to be messy. Tell you
what, I’ll show you my actual room after lunch, how about that?”
“Deal.”
They walked in silence for a moment.
“I have to wonder…” said Susan.
“Yes?”
“I’m thinking like a wizard, aren’t I? There’s nothing that stops me from getting a
shop, moving into the top of it, and putting up a big ‘ol solar panel on the roof for power.
Or, yeah, the Animate Objects spell. While I’m just chilling at home during the night, I
could have a big old ball with a magnet inside racing around a track, charging batteries.
And I could make some kind of object that serves as a two way antenna, and get the
internet that way. Just stick half of it someplace I can get a signal and the other half
wherever I need it. I think with a little ingenuity and some magic, I could have the best of
both worlds. I’d have to wire the place myself, but I could use a spell to get the rating I
needed for the duration.”
“It sounds like an exciting project to work on.”
“Yeah! I’ll have to think about it. Should I, you know, need to move in with a witch
or wizard at some point.”
“Just in case.”
“Right.”
“We’ll, we’re here.”
Luna stopped in front of the stream, which widened considerably as it meandered

past them. They were about in the middle, the widest point, and Luna was already
taking her clothes off.
Susan followed suit, sticking the bundle of clothes into her Pocket Dimension and
casting Breathe Water on them both.
“Follow me!” said Luna, preparing to jump in. “Oh, can we talk to each other
down there?”
“I don’t see why not. The spell allows for “verbal spell casting” which means
talking, right?”
“I guess we’ll see. Come on!” She dived in, and Susan followed. The water was
cool, but it was summer, so it wasn’t bad, and relatively clear. The two struck out for the
middle area, and Luna stopped after a moment and floated there. Susan came up
behind her.
“Can you understand me?” Luna asked.
“Sure can!”
“This is amazing. I keep forgetting to breathe, my natural inclination underwater
is to, you know, not be drowned. I think we’re in about the right place, so come on.”
She went further down and Susan followed, and it seemed Luna was looking for
something. She spotted a cave and pointed, then started swimming towards it. She
zipped inside, and Susan hesitated only a few seconds.
I guess it must be safe. What kind of guts does this girl have to willingly swim into
some dark cave underwater? I mean, she can’t do magic outside of school so how did
she even find out about this?
She followed, the area getting darker and colder as she went. The tunnel was
pretty wide, and short, and as she moved through her eyes adjusted. Suddenly she was
out the other side and looked around- there was an underwater cave here, but
somehow the walls were studded with what looked like glowing gems.
“Tada!” said Luna, as Susan stared about in wonder. “How do you like it?”
“This is amazing! What makes them glow like that? Some kind of glowing moss?
Are they magic? Have you worked one loose to see what it is?”
Luna shook her head. “Can’t you just enjoy something like this without wondering
what makes it work?”
“Well, no, I have Curious. But I get the point. Sorry.”
“It’s okay.”
Luna swam over and took Susan’s hand, and they looked around. The cave
wasn’t very large, maybe five meters across, and it seemed studded with different
colored crystals at irregular points around the whole thing.
“Okay, I have to know how you found this place.”
“That I can tell you. It took about two years for me to work up the courage to
head inside the tunnel and see what was inside. I made myself work up to about thirty
seconds before I went in, so that I could go fifteen seconds in and fifteen seconds out in
case it was really long. It turned out it wasn’t that long, but I still only managed about ten
seconds inside. I really pushed myself one day and I think I managed twenty, but I
almost didn’t make it back up so I made fifteen the limit.”
“Wait, are you telling me you swam down here for two years straight just to check
out a tunnel?”
“No, not at first, anyway. I wanted to see how far I could go. So each time I went

a little further. When I could stay down a good long time I checked the whole area out
and found this. Then I worked up to staying down even longer so I could go inside, and
tried to stay in there longer and longer.”
“Wow, Luna, I… I don’t know what to say. That’s amazing.”
“Not any more amazing than stuff you’ve done.”
“I haven’t done anything. Everything I’ve done, my magic accomplished for me.
And I have Overconfident but even I’m not sure I could have done what you did, and
found this cave.”
“It’s not actually as great as I thought.”
“What do you mean? This is a fantastic place! I love you for sharing it with me.”
“Then you better share your special place so we’re even. No, I think the charm
was the fact I could only see it for a few seconds at a time. Being able to stay and look
sort of makes it less special.”
“I guess people appreciate fleeting things more? Plus you must have had to work
so hard to make it down here, and now one spell by me makes your hard work seem
less worth it. Well it’s not. This is Luna’s Cave. You found it, you earned it. I think it’s
great.”
But I still want to know what makes it work.
“Let’s see if it goes any further!”
“Okay!”
The girls checked the walls, and Luna found another passageway leading off one
side, and called Susan over. “This one’s a tighter fit, still want to try it?”
“Darker too, no mystic gems in there. We can always Phase our way out if we get
into trouble. You want to do the honors?”
“I would be happy to.” Luna wiggled inside, then stopped just after her feet
disappeared into the wall.
“Pull me out!” she cried. “There’s something shoved in here!”
“Shoved in here? What?” Susan reached in and grabbed Luna’s ankles, pulling
her out of the hole. She popped out trailing a large, black bag, about the size of a
person.
“Treasure?” asked Susan.
“I have a bad feeling,” answered Luna. She reached for the zipper on the bag
and gave a tug. It was all plastic, and started unzipping.
The pale, dead face of the corpse lifelessly stared up at them.

89
Solving The Crime
Time: Seconds later
Place: Luna’s Underwater Cave
“Now what do we do?” asked Luna, and Susan was further impressed she didn’t
flinch away or freak out.
“Now we solve a murder,” she replied. “Sorry about that. I’ve messed up your
cave, I guess.”
“You? This wasn’t your fault!”
“I’ll explain in a minute.” She looked down at the woman floating in the bag and
memorized the face. It wasn’t pretty, after so long, but she figured she would recognize
it in a missing persons report if she had to. “Zip it back up and put her back.”
“Back?”
“Yeah. Kind of hard to explain how two girls with no diving equipment got down
here and found this body, right? We need to find who did this, make them confess, and
the police can get the evidence.” She looked sadly about the cave, knowing when the
police divers got down here, they would probably tear it apart. Both in their usual clumsy
way of doing everything, (like calling out SWAT teams to visit what turns out to be an
incorrect address) and when scientists showed up to study what made the crystals glow.
Why can’t they just enjoy something without wondering what makes it work?

HAHAHAHAHAAH.
“What are we going to do about your cave?”
“Let me handle that. Okay, help me lift her back then.”
The two girls sadly put the body back where they found it and Luna went to the
center of the cave. She floated there a moment, eyes closed. Slowly the light dimmed
and went out, plunging the cave into darkness.
“How did you do that?” asked Susan. And how am I going to get out of here with
my No Sense of Direction? Oh, I could cast a light spell. Duh.
“I just asked it to not shine for a while, that’s all.”
“You asked a cave? What?”
“Come on, the exit is over here.” Susan felt Luna swim over and take her hand.
She allowed herself to be led in the darkness, and Luna pushed her into the
passageway. “You first, I’ll follow.”
Susan made her way through, and Luna followed, the water brightening as they
did so.
“Now what did you mean about messing up my cave?”
“It just figures that I go into some random cave with someone, which should be a
really special moment for us, and find something like that. It’s just a thing that happens
to me, you know?”

“You can’t blame yourself for that.”
“Sure I can! Look, I gain XP, right? It’s how I learn spells, and make items, and
get better at my skill checks. But it has to come from somewhere, right?”
“I suppose most things do.”
“Well, it comes from me having adventures. Without adventures there’s no XP
gain. Without XP I’m nothing. Ergo, Susan has adventures. This is obviously one of
them, solving this murder. If you had brought anyone else down here they wouldn’t have
found any bodies, and your cave wouldn’t be ruined by the memory of finding a body
down there.”
Luna swam close. “I wouldn’t have brought anyone else down here, you know
that. And my memory will always be of looking at your face when you saw it. Not finding
that poor woman down there.”
“Yes, well, it’s the principle of the thing, isn’t it? I’m trying to apologize.”
Luna smiled, eyes downcast. “I’ll let you apologize tonight, how about that?”
“What’s tonight?”
“I don’t know.” Luna looked up, grinning wider. “How badly do you want to say
you’re sorry?”
Susan started grinning too. “Pretty badly.”
“There’s your answer then.”
“But first we have to solve this murder.”
“I agree. Is there magic you can do to help?”
“I’m not sure. There is a spell of Corpse Conversation that I could use, but I only
get 1 week per rating. Even with max energy thrown in, that’s about 80 weeks. That’s
not even two years, and that body looked like it had been down here for some time.”
“What about Time Window?”
Susan shook her head, hair gently waving in the water. “We would be down there
for hours, rewinding time. I can’t ask it to show me a certain time, like “when this woman
was put here” only a specified one, like “three PM last Monday.” Not to mention whoever
put her there must have been a diver. All we would see is their mask.”
“So what can we do?”
“I’ll have to look at my list of spells and see what seems most useful. Come on.”
And so Luna and Susan made their way back the Luna’s house, where Sparkle
was sleeping on the step.
“What’s wrong?” she asked as they approached. “You two look miserable.”
“We are, we found a body,” replied Susan.
“Oh. Quest time?”
“Exactly.”
“Come on in. We’ll get changed again and see what my dad has to say.” (They
had just walked back as they were and dried off on the way)
“So let me understand this,” said Xenophilius. “There’s a dead woman at the
bottom of the stream, and you want to solve the murder?”
“That’s right,” replied Susan.
“But why? It doesn’t concern you, does it? I could just contact the ministry and
have them deal with it.”

“But if she wasn’t killed by magic, and I doubt she was, what are they going to
do?”
“What are you going to do?”
“Find out who did it. If they are walking free, get them to confess and pay their
debt to society. And you’re wrong, it does concern us. Someone, probably a man,
believes he’s gotten away with murder. We need to convince him otherwise.”
“This isn’t just a game you’re playing, is it Luna?”
“No, there really was someone down there!”
“Okay. I don’t know any magic that can help, but you have my support.”
“Thank you. We’re off to get my book of spells, see if there’s anything that can
help us there. Otherwise I’ll head home and check for missing person’s reports on the
internet.”
“On the what?”
“It’s the non-magical global information network.”
“You have one of those?”
“Oh yes…”
And so the three, (after lunch) went to look through Susan’s book of spells.
“Looks like True Question is our only magical option,” said Luna, when the book
was closed.
“Yeah, great, a riddle about who killed her. We already have that, we don’t need
another one on top of it.”
“So we head to your house?”
“I’m afraid so.”
“My mom is probably at work. Come on, my room is this way.”
“Non-magical houses sure are different,” remarked Luna. “What is all this stuff?”
“I’ll explain it all later, come on.”
Susan booted up the family computer and searched for missing persons reports
from the area.
“Wow, this is depressing,” said Susan after a few minutes. “How can people just
disappear like this? Here’s a guy that went missing, his keys, wallet, asthma inhaler,
everything still left in his house. Where did he go? There’s cameras everywhere now,
isn’t that what everyone complains about? How does anyone go missing?”
“You could find him, couldn’t you?”
“Yeah, I could, if he was still alive. All I would need is an object owned by him,
and a few minutes with Descry Owner. Then pop him back with Telesummon.”
Which reminds me, I need to check on where our favorite potions master is, I
haven’t looked in on him lately.
“Maybe you could open a detective agency that just happens to be a little more
successful than most, and help people like this be found.”
“Sooner or later someone would wonder why I was so successful. Though maybe
I could do it on the sly?”
“I’m sure some of these people were taken by vampires, or other magical
creatures and their situation was just covered up. The ministry knows, but the non-

magical population is kept ignorant.”
“That would fit what I know about them. Some of these people have been
missing for years, you don’t think some of them are casualties of the first battle with
Voldi, you do?”
“That’s entirely possible. I heard he didn’t confine himself to just making trouble
for wizards to make his point.”
“Sadly, we must deal with facts, not things ‘everybody knows’ to be true.”
“True.”
More than three hours later, Susan and Luna stared into the face they had seen
in that lonely cave.
“Missing in 2008,” said Susan. “She’s been gone a long time. Nadia Reshk, age
23.”
“This report is detailed though,” said Luna, touching the screen. “Left her
workplace for lunch at 1:00 and never came back. Her car was found the next day, and
three days later her purse was found discarded on some railroad tracks. It gives a city
name!”
“Just a second. Huh, the place she worked at is closed now. There’s two reviews
here, left several months later. How about that- life really does go on. Those people had
no idea the waitress serving their food was a replacement for a dead woman.”
“I suppose in a certain sense, we’re all replacements for someone who has died.”
“Yeah, I guess. And then it closed. Man. Okay, let me look for these railroad
tracks…” She zoomed around on the map, looking for tracks. “Yup, that’s got to be it.
Look, there’s a stretch there, it goes away from the roads and there’s a big blank spot
not near anything. Bet you anything that’s where our mystery man left the purse.”
“Why chuck the purse though? Why not just destroy it?”
“Non-magical people can’t just vanish stuff, you know. Oh, he could have thrown
it away, but there was a chance it could have been found and traced back. Still, it was
rather dangerous to leave it there too, if someone saw some strange person throwing
stuff at the track they might have remembered. It’s a good question though, he took the
body and hid it, why not take her purse with it?”
Luna shook her head.
“November third… where were we then?” Susan’s eyes widened. “We were at
school! That would have been my first year. In fact I think that was around the time
Harry had his first Quidditch match, a game he seems, thankfully, to have given up
playing to focus on more important things. While we were beating up a helpless troll,
this poor woman was being murdered.”
“You don’t think there’s some kind of connection, do you?”
“No, couldn’t be. I just thought it was strange.”
“So what’s our next move?”
“Feel like a little visit to the area?” Susan spun through the neighborhood in
Street View, looking for a good place to put a Teleportal. The place was about an hour
away from the lake, which was logical. If I was going to get rid of a body, I wouldn’t do it
in my backyard either.
Not that I couldn’t just read Teleport, I used to do that all the time.
“No wonder you can’t live without this Internet stuff,” said Luna, watching her click

down the street. “It’s pretty amazing, especially because you need to see a place before
you can go there with your magic. As long as you have an address, it looks like you can
make it!”
“That’s right.” Susan stopped on a side street. “There, behind that building there’s
that white building there, and a bunch of trees. We can go right behind the trees there
and walk up the street to see what we can see.”
“But what about that car? The person could come back at any second and see us
stepping out of thin air!”
Susan laughed. “These were taken two years ago, that car is long gone.”
“Oh. I guess it’s not as impressive as I thought.”
Susan snorted. “You coming, Sparkle?”
“Of course.” She cast shape-shift on herself, turning into her usual fairy form and
flying over to Susan’s skirt pocket. Susan grabbed some money, turned off the
computer, and started casting.
“This seems to be the place,” said Luna, standing in front of the Salsarita’s Fresh
Cantina. “Looks like there’s some new owners.”
“That’s fine. We can do it either way. Those windows are going to be a problem
though. Or maybe not… come on.”
“Hey, we’re eating out together!” said Luna as they went inside. “Is this a date?”
“Could be, could be.”
The two sat down and ordered, and Luna asked if this used to be the “Tria
Market Cafe” which the boy, only a few years older than they were, said that he thought
it was.
“Thanks!” she said with a smile.
Does Luna have a higher PERsonality than I do? She just seems so nice.
“So what’s the plan, boss?” she asked when the boy went away again.
“Well,” said Susan, wondering if she should be talking about this in broad
daylight. Eh, anyone that overhears will just think we’re LARPers or something. “We’ll
have to hang around until the place is closed. Either with Unseen or come back with
Phase. Unseen will be boring, we could walk around town, see if there’s anything
interesting around here. After that, Sparkle casts Illusion to make it seem like the place
is empty. I use Time Area to look back and see the day she disappeared, and see if any
clues present themselves. We know approximately where her car was found, we can
also check there and as a last resort, look for the purse. Our goal is to get an image of
the person that caused all this, for Descry Creature.”
“Certainly sounds reasonable. And once we find him?”
“As much as I would like to take the law into my own hands, we’ll probably either
have to alert the authorities somehow, or get him to confess. I have a few ideas about
that.”
“Nothing too painful for him, I hope!”
“Not unless memories are painful. I thought I might have Sparkle shape-shift me
into her once she’s seen her, and I’ll pretend to be her ghost and guilt him into
confessing.”
“That’s if he hasn’t been caught already.”
“There’s that.”

“And yes, memories can be the most painful thing. It’s all we have, sometimes.”
Susan thought about her father, and never having seen him. “Sometimes not
even that.”
“Exactly.” Luna nodded. She knew. “I’ll have to get a message to my dad if we’re
out too late.”
“I can send him one with Send Object, that’s no trouble.”
So Luna and Susan talked, and ate, and wandered around the city hand in hand.
(Susan let Luna steer) and finally it got dark and the place closed down.
“We could have just gone back home again,” said Susan, exasperated. “Then we
wouldn’t have had to waste half a day! Sorry about that, Luna. I’m not sure what I
thinking.”
Luna squeezed Susan’s hand. “Was it a waste, just spending time together?”
“Well, no, I guess not,” Susan admitted. And maybe that’s exactly what I was
thinking, and why I didn’t think about going back until just now, when it was too late.
“Shall we put this plan into action?”
“I’m ready!”
And so, Susan stepped both of them through the back wall of the building with
Phase and kept them that way, in case there were motion sensors in the place. She
waited while Sparkle cast Illusion at the windows, and then went ahead with Time Area.
She asked for 12:30, November 3, 2008, and the place came to life again as it had been
in that time. The restaurant looked completely different, and both were able to follow
Nadia around as she worked. The scene was overlaid unto the tables and chairs that
were now there, but being Phased the three didn’t even pay any attention to them.
Then, at about 12:50, Nadia brought the bill to the wizard.
The two knew he was a wizard because he had gotten his wand out, and was
holding it under the table when she returned. “Imperio,” said the wizard. Nadia went
limp. “When you take a lunch break, come to…” and he gave an address. “Come alone.
Act normal now, and believe I have already paid.”
“Thank you sir,” she said in a bit of a daze. “Have a good afternoon.”
“I intend to.”
The wizard walked out.
“A wizard did it? I don’t believe this!” said Susan, now standing in the darkness
again. “Oh, I’ll take his magic away for sure!”
“Now, now, let’s not jump to conclusions,” cautioned Luna. “You’re the one that
goes on about proof, right? We need to gather more evidence.”
Susan sighed. “You’re right. We got the address, let’s go.”
“Hey, I just realized something. We heard all that!”
“You’re right, I didn’t even think of that. I suppose it’s more an illusion than
anything else, not bringing the actual past back here for us to see. So it’s more like a
ghost talking than us talking. I can hear them just fine phased or not.”
“There’s a lot of subtlety to your magic isn’t there? You use it, but do you really
understand it?”
“It’s magic, I don’t know that it can be understood. Not like knowing what an atom
is or anything like that.”

“I wonder...”
Using Flight they reached the house, and as she hadn’t dropped Phased they
could easily get inside. Susan rolled a LUCk check, getting a minimum roll, a 5.
The place was packed with people.
“What, are they having some kind of party?” asked Luna.
“Looks like it. Crap! Why wouldn’t Sparkle have made the LUCk check?”
Probably because I would have had a better chance of making it, Sparkle
thought.
“You think that wizard lives here?” Luna was skeptical.
“Couldn’t be, right? We have to check it out though. We can get in Unseen but
the Time Area is going to be visible, even to them.”
“Yes,” said Luna slowly, “But unless I miss my guess, that wizard is going to order
her into a bedroom. He didn’t order her to this house to have her do some light cleaning
for him, right? I doubt the party will be there.”
“You never know! But we can check the bedrooms. That room is dark, come on.”
Susan rolled maximum this time, a 12, and the room was a bedroom, and it was
empty. She cast Time Area again, specifying a time a few minutes after Nadia had left
the restaurant. Oddly, there was a man just standing there against one wall.
“Now what in the world?” asked Luna, but was cut off as the door opened and the
wizard came into the room. Nadia followed.
“Now, my dear,” said the wizard, rubbing his hands together. “I could make you
do it like that, but that’s no fun. I want you to mean it.” He turned to the man. “Can you
believe it? Work and pleasure combined?”
The man said nothing, and continued staring straight ahead. The wizard laughed,
and got a vial of liquid out of his pocket. “Here you are, Nadia. Drink up!”
She did as commanded, and Susan was not surprised to discover it was a so
called “love potion” which, after being released from the curse, caused her to basically
attack the wizard and tear his clothes off.
The resulting… experiences… went on for some time, and when they were
concluded, the wizard took up his wand again and cast the killing curse on Nadia.
“No! No, why did you have to do that?” Susan sobbed. “I’ll tear you apart for that.
I’ll leave you in a gutter, in China, with no magic to your name. I’ll drop you in the middle
of the ocean. I’ll feed you to a dementor!”
Luna rocked her, stroking her hair. “Shhh, it’s all in the past. It won’t bring her
back.”
“I want to hurt him!”
“I know. I do too, but we can’t. We can only get the evidence we need to make
sure the Aurors catch him.”
“I know, Luna. It just hurts so much. What’s he doing now?”
The man that had been standing there now was called into action. He was
ordered to strip, and place his hands around the Nadia’s neck. The wizard calmly

dressed, then pointed his wand at the man. “Obliviate.” He then started the man choking
her, then released him from the Imperious Curse as he sauntered out.
The man, as he came out of it, freaked out. He started talking to himself, and
how he had to hide the body and get away. He got out his scuba gear, put her into the
bag they had seen, and dragged her out of the room. He didn’t return, and Susan let the
Time Area go.
Both girls stood in silence, horrified.
“He framed that man,” said Luna at last. “Destroyed his life. Made him think he
had… done those horrible things to poor Nadia. Why? For fun? Blackmail? I don’t get
it.”
“Neither do I, but I know what our next step is.”
“What’s that?”
“Descry Creature. We have to give that man his life back.”
And so, Susan got out her sheet of paper with Descry Creature and cast it,
specifying the man well enough to identify him for the spell. “The innocent man who fled
this room, magically believing he had killed Nadia, that I just saw using my time magic.”
“Oh, great, more than 600 kilometers that way,” she said, pointing. “Even at a
speed of 50, that would be twelve hours to get there.”
“Can’t we do the same trick?” asked Luna. “We know where we are, and we
know the direction.”
“Just a second. Compass. Okay, it’s south west of this address. We’ll head home
and look it up from there.”
“How are you doing on energy?” asked Sparkle.
“I got some back doing my “light activity” just walking around the city. I’m good.”
“Okay.”
So the girls went back to Susan’s house, and she introduced Luna to her mother.
“And you’re on the trail of a murder?” asked Stacy.
“An innocent man who thinks he’s a murderer. The real criminal is that wizard I’ll
have to deal with sometime. We just need to figure out what happened to this guy and
get him his original memory back.”
“To think someone could just come in and modify memory like that…”
“Yeah, magic is scary. Don’t know why that one isn’t unforgivable too. Anyway,
shouldn’t take long.”
“Be careful.”
So Luna and Susan went to the approximate location, and Susan spent another
ten minutes using Descry Creature to narrow it further.
“Shouldn’t you learn that spell already?” asked Sparkle.
“I have 8XP at the moment. That would be most of it, it’s 7 to learn. I’ll take the
extra five minutes.”
“Okay.”

Finally they stood in front of a rundown trailer, in a rundown trailer park. The man
they had seen, now looking older, was sitting slumped over with a beer, watching TV.
“That’s the guy,” said Luna. “He was never caught I guess.”
“And look where he’s living now! That wizard has a lot to answer for. As does the
ministry, apparently, as this was a magical attack which they did nothing about.”
“I agree. Now what?”
“Now we get his attention.”
One more Illusion spell later, and Susan rapped on the window. The man blearily
looked over, squinting at the neon sign he now believed was inside his living room,
blazing away with:
WE KNOW YOU ARE INNOCENT.
WE CAN PROVE IT.
LET US IN.
He stared at it in confusion for a moment, then jumped up, spilling the rest of his
beer. He swore, kicking trash out of the way as he went to the door. Flinging it open he
stared down at Susan and Luna.
“Five years ago you believed you raped and murdered a girl,” said Susan without
preamble. “We can prove it wasn’t you. Interested?”
The man looked around nervously. “Who are you? How did you… I don’t know
what you’re talking about!”
“You put the body in a stream, in an underwater cave. The cave was lit up with
some kind of glowing rocks. You put her body in a niche on the far wall. You never knew
her name, or even how she came to be there. Then you moved and have been beating
yourself up about it ever since. Let us help you.”
Susan waited.
“That’s impossible! No, this is some kind of trick! You’re working with the cops or
something, trying to get me to confess. I have nothing to say to you! Go away!”
He went to slam the door, and Sparkle, still looking like a fairy, flew up into his
face. “She’s trying to be nice, you dope! She could have just kicked your door in and
made you remember, and I admire her restraint. Now let us help you before even I lose
my temper!”
The man stared at the diminutive form a moment. He seemed to come to a
conclusion.
“I’ve gone mad!” he exclaimed happily. “I didn’t think it would be like this, though.”
“You’re not mad,” said Susan. “Now do you want to be exonerated or not?”
The man stared at her. “You’re serious?”
“Oh yeah. Can we come in?”
“Why not?” the man threw the door and his hands wide. “I’m probably only talking
to myself anyway.”
The three went inside and the man, who introduced himself as Daniel
Barthreman, bade them sit down. “Sorry about all the mess,” he said, knocking a bunch
of stuff off the couch. “Uh, can you turn that off, or what?” He pointed to the sign.

Sparkle flew up in front of it. “Sure.” She snapped her fingers and the “sign” vanished.
“Ahhh.”
“Yeah. The first thing you’re going to have to accept is something I’m not
supposed to even tell you. In fact, I could get in big trouble for it. But I think in this
situation, the ministry can shove their lawbook up their bums. Magic is real.”
“Of course it is!” said the man. “Why wouldn’t it be?”
“He took that really well,” remarked Luna.
Susan sighed. “Just a second.” She got out a piece of paper and read it over.
“Antidote,” she cast, and Daniel staggered.
“You wrote that one down?”
“I’m getting them all. One day I hope to thank my father for the book and give it
back to him. Barring that, you never know what spell you’re going to need, as this
proves. This way I can get them individually and keep the book safe.”
“Oh.”
“What’s going on?” asked Daniel. “What did you do?”
“Back with us, then?” asked Susan sweetly. “We’re trying to help you out here,
being drunk isn’t going to help matters.”
“Who are you? How did you get in here?”
Susan sighed again. “You let us in, Mr. Bathreman. Just a moment ago. We’re
with the fairy, remember? I’m Susan, and this is Luna. That’s Sparkle.”
“Hi” said Sparkle, doing a little turn in the air.
“Right, right, Sparkle. Good name for a fairy.”
“I’m actually a cat. See the starburst pattern on my belly? I have that in cat form
too.”
“Cat, right. Of course you are. So you said something about the girl?”
“You remember the incident, I take it?”
“Remember it? I’ve thought of nothing else since it happened! How can I not?”
Susan and Luna looked at each other. “Well, as we said, we’re here to help you
remember what really happened that day.”
“What do you mean?”
“Your memory was tampered with, using magic. For reasons yet unknown you
were framed for that murder. We can help you.”
“Magic, right.”
“What, the fairy isn’t proof enough? The fact we know exactly where the body is
isn’t enough? Me sobering you in an instant isn’t enough? Maybe this will convince
you.” Susan wordlessly cast Light and a ball of light appeared above her hand. She
made it circle her head and fly over to Daniel, stopping and bobbing in front of him.
“Okay, I think you better start from the beginning.” He sat down.
Susan explained how they had come to be there, and he listened intently. Finally
she made it up to finding where he lived, and coming to see him.
“So you say this wizard, he forced her to do… what he did… and then made me
think I had done it? But how can you prove it?”
“To the police? Tricky, if not impossible, I admit. To you? Easy-Peasy, lemon
squeezy. I know the spell Remember. That’ll bust through the memory charm,” I hope,
“and get you the original memory of that time back.”

“Wait, how do I know this won’t be the false memory?”
Hey, this guy is actually a bit quick on the uptake.
“Good point, but to what end? You can plainly see a couple of teenagers and a
fairy are not with the police. To what end would we want to now manipulate your
memory?”
“Good point. So what do I have to do?”
“Do? Nothing. Sit there a few minutes while I read the spell over, and don’t fight
me when I cast it. That’s why I just didn’t bust in here, hold you down, and make you
remember. You would have resisted the spell, and that would make it harder.”
He smirked. “Even drunk, do you think a couple of little girls could hold me
down?”
“Maybe, maybe not. Care to try me?”
He looked over at the still bobbing ball of light, that Susan had been making flit
about the room as though a bug through that whole explanation. “Uh, on second
thought, I’ll just take your word for it.”
“Good man.” Susan got out Remember and started reading it over. She pumped
some energy into it (Thank goodness this is almost over, even my energy isn’t limitless)
so she could get enough years for the “1 year per Saturn Rating” the spell required, and
cast.
Daniel blinked. “Oh.”
“Did it work?” asked Luna.
“Yeah. I remember now. Some strange guy came and pointed a wand at me.
Then I wanted to do everything he said. Then I stood there and watched as he… uh,
you know. Then he left, and I thought I… I’m innocent, aren’t I? I didn’t kill that girl!”
Tears started falling down his face as he broke down. “Thank you so much. Thank you.”
Susan and Luna stood up. “Look, I’ll speak to someone in the ministry. This is a
magical matter now, and hopefully I can get your name cleared somehow. You won’t
have to hide anymore. I’ll let you know.”
He nodded, still unable to speak.
“Good night, Mr. Bathreman.”
The girls went back to Luna’s place, and after their exhausting day, too tired to
enact the “apology,” fell into bed without even getting undressed. Xenophilius sent
Arthur an owl that the girls were back safe, and were now sound asleep. He said he
didn’t mind watching her for a day or two while they recovered, and promised more
details the next day when they were awake.
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Getting his life back
Time: The next day
Place: Ministry of Magic
“So let me get this straight,” said the guard sitting at the desk in front of the
passageway leading into the building. “You have found a plot by an evil wizard years
ago to frame some Muggle named Bathreman. He was put under the Imperius Curse
and then memory charmed to make him think he was a murderer. You discovered the
plot, undid the memory charm, and now want the wizard responsible to be brought in for
justice. To that end you want to see whoever is in charge of stuff like that?”
“Excellent summary!” said Susan. “Wasn’t that an excellent summary, Luna?”
“Oh, I have to say, the listening, comprehension, and recitation of facts is strong
with this one. I bet you got a lot of O.W.Ls at Hogwarts, didn’t you?”
“I got my share- what difference does that make? You can’t just come in here and
start demanding stuff!”
“I see,” said Susan, a dangerous glint in her eye.
“He’s probably telling the truth,” said Luna. “It is rather unconventional for this to
happen. And he just sees us as a couple of kids.”
“I suppose you’re actually adult wizards that accidentally got turned into kids and
decided to stay that way rather than taking some aging potion and returning to your
former jobs, right?” He laughed.
Susan put her hands on the desk and leaned over, taking a deep breath. He’s
just doing his job. Starting something here will only be counterproductive. I cannot just
smash through everyone, especially with Luna right here next to me. She’s counting on
me to do the right thing, and I will not let her down.
“No, she supposes she’s Susan Felton,” said Luna, also bending over and
putting her hands flat on the desk.
“Holy-” the rest of the comment was lost as the man jumped back in his chair,
knocking it over. He scrambled around, while both Susan and Luna watched
interestedly. He quickly got back up and righted his chair, then rifled through some
papers on his desk. Susan got a glimpse of a drawing of her own face, and the man
also looked around the desk to see Sparkle sitting there, looking up at him. “Right, uh,
I’ve been instructed to make sure it’s you, first, though. Do you have any proof of
identity?”
Susan looked over at Luna, who shrugged. “Normally a wizard’s wand can
identify them.”
“Because they’re all unique,” Susan said, nodding. “Well, there’s only three
people in the world that could do this. Two of them are right here in front of you. Hope
you never see the third. Flight.” She rose into the air.
The man stared at her as she drew her legs up and appeared to be “sitting” on
air. “That’ll do it. Why didn’t you say so? What did you say you wanted? Auror Office?
Second floor! Elevator just through there. Have a pleasant day! Goodbye!”
“Thank you,” said Susan, dropping to the ground again and walking past.
“Don’t you have to check in my wand?” said Luna.

“Not if you’re with her,” said the man, dropping into his chair again. “Susan is way
above my pay grade. I have specific orders, you just head right on through.”
Susan smiled in a rather self-satisfied way, and headed to the elevator. Luna
followed, amused.
“Probably orders to be as helpful as possible so you didn’t start trashing the
place,” remarked Sparkle.
“Would I do that?” she asked innocently.
Sparkle just looked up at her.
“They probably want to seem extra helpful,” said Luna.
“Yeah, even though that guy doesn’t know why. The guy that gives him his orders
does, and that guy wants me on his side when the situation starts rapidly deteriorating,
as we know it will.”
“You almost sound eager.”
“For it to be over? Yeah, you could say that.”
“Auror Office,” said a pleasant female voice in the elevator as it came to a stop.
“Hey, you know why female voices are used and not male voices in things like
this?” Susan asked as they stepped out.
“No, why?”
“Scientifically easier to listen to and understand. They are also found to be more
pleasing. True facts.” Just wish I knew how I knew that.
“I believe you.”
Susan and Luna walked down the row of offices. “Do we find someone we know,
to make it easier?” Luna asked.
“I want justice for this poor guy because it’s the right thing to do, not because it’s
me asking.”
“I guess we pick an open office at random then.”
“Susan?” asked a very pleasing female voice from the office they just passed.
Both stopped and leaned back.
“Tonks!” said Susan at the same time Luna said “Nymphadora!”
They looked at each other.
“Nymphadora!” said Susan, while Luna switched over and said “Tonks!”
They looked over at each other again.
“It’s you!” they both shouted.
“What,” said Tonks, “are you two auditioning to be Fred and George’s
replacements?”
“No, them being hilarious comes naturally. Are you free?” asked Sparkle.
“I guess. Oh, and call me Tonks, please,” she said to Luna. “I hate my first name.”
“Nymphadora? Why? I think it’s a lovely name,” said Luna.
“You… really?” Tonks was skeptical.
“Tonks, this is Luna, a friend of mine from school. And I like your name too, so it’s
two against one, motion passes.”
Tonks laughed. “Come in. What are you even doing here? It’s this… you know?”
“I have no idea what you’re talking about,” said Susan a little louder than she
otherwise would have. “But no, it’s about something else.”

“Oh. Because it’s kind of, I wouldn’t say dangerous for you to be here, but…”
“What? That guard upstairs was quite helpful when he learned who I was.”
“He fell all over himself,” said Luna, “in his rush to be as helpful as possible.”
“I can imagine. You’re to be given every courtesy but watched very closely if you
ever come here.”
“Still, it was better than just whisking the minister away from whatever he was
doing. It’s not that urgent, after all.”
“Have a seat. What is the reason then?”
Susan and Luna told the story about what they had found out.
“Very interesting,” said Tonks. “And you can replay this with your time magic?”
“I sure could.”
“Let’s take a little trip, then,” she said, standing up.
“Whoa, wait a second. I want to follow all standard procedures here,” said Susan.
“You know me, and what I can do, and that’s fine. But you have to pretend you don’t!”
“Trust me, official procedure would take weeks or months. And I have been
ordered to extend every courtesy to you, after all. Honestly, I just want to see the guy’s
face, as maybe he’s already in prison or dead or whatever. It has been five years, you
said. A person like that, they don’t do this sort of thing just once, so we may have
already caught him.”
“Oh, okay, I guess that’s reasonable enough.”
Susan created a Teleportal outside the apartment she had visited the night
before, and as the cost was clear, one inside. She left it open (in case they needed to
leave quickly) and spent the extra time casting Time Area. Tonks watched for only a
second.
“Yeah, it fits. I know who that is, we can go back.”
“So he’s already in jail?” Luna asked hopefully.
“No,” said Tonks sadly, sitting down again. “But he was a Death Eater
sympathizer the last time you know who was running around. He apparently hires
himself out to blackmail people. This guy was probably the son of a politician or
someone rich or something. As you probably saw he, uh, thoroughly enjoys his work.”
“And usually that would be commendable. What do I have to do to get him here
and strip him of all magical power?”
“Well, oddly enough people have been sent to prison for less-”
“Sirius,” said Luna.
Tonks nodded. “So this is proof enough, demonstrated to an on duty Auror, that
we should take him in for… well, imprisonment, really.”
“Yes, you guys aren’t that big on trials where it’s actually really, really, really
important that you actually have them.”
“Noticed that, did you? Anyway, we could bring him in, and my word would be
enough to put him away. Only one problem.”
“Don’t tell me.”
“You guessed it. He disappeared shortly after you know who came back. A lot of
people did, actually. And not in the ‘we have to go look for them’ way, but rather in the ‘I
should have known all along he was one of them’ way. We’ve been getting reports daily
so I’ve been making sure to study them carefully for no particular reason whatsoever.”

“So he’s out of reach?”
“Not at all. All you have to do is beat up you know who, his followers, any magical
creatures hanging around, and he’ll probably be somewhere close by. Grab them all and
bring them back here.”
“Great! I’ll be back before lunch!”
“You… won’t really, will you?”
Susan sadly shook her head. “No, not really. I guess that’s all we could hope for. I
guess in the course of taking care of the whole Death Eater cult he’ll get his, one way or
the other. Thanks for the information, Tonks.”
“Don’t mention it. There is one other matter, I’m afraid.”
“Oh?”
“This Mr. Bathreman.”
“Yes, he needs to get his life back, I agree.”
“Ah, there’s the snag, you see?”
“No, I don’t.” Susan scowled.
“You told him about magic, and demonstrated it for him, yes?”
“Oh, come on!” I know what’s coming.
“I know, but the law is the law! Obviously he wouldn’t have believed it otherwise,
but you really should have come to us first. You know what happened to Harry when he
did the same, and that was in defense of two lives.”
“That was a ministry setup! And what would you have said I do otherwise? Let
him rot in that trailer park forever?”
“Officially, yeah, probably. Sorry. Now we have to go there and take care of the
situation.”
“And when you say ‘take care of’ you mean erase his memory of me getting back
his real memory.” Tonks looked embarrassed. “But that means taking him back to
thinking he’s guilty again! I said I would help clear his name totally, so he could stop
jumping at shadows and being depressed over thinking he’s a murderer! You can’t just
pop back in and make him think so again. Hasn’t this poor guy suffered enough?”
“We might be able to implant the memory you convinced him some other way?”
Tonks sounded like she was trying to convince herself as well as Susan.
“To what end? Even if you do that, the woman is still in that underwater cave. The
non-magical police still would consider him the prime suspect, even though he’s
completely innocent. See, this is why keeping magic secret is stupid. When something
like this happens you can’t explain it to them.”
“I don’t make the rules,” Tonks pleaded.
“No, wizards thousands of years ago did, and then they became part of the
collective psyche of magic kind, that one non-magical person out of billions has to live a
lie to protect your little secret.”
“Look, I agree it’s a special case. I’ll talk it over within the department and see
what everyone thinks. Maybe we can work something else out.”
“A Contract!” Susan snapped her fingers.
“What?”
“Would the department accept a Contract specifying he can’t discuss the
existence of magic with anyone he knows not to be an actual magic user or other
supernatural creature, like an elf?”

“That is the main issue, I guess. And coming from you… quite possibly. I will
present that as an option. I heard about your not being able to talk about certain school
actives, and that it was a spell. It’s similar to something we have, so that’s not too much
of a stretch. And there are some, admittedly narrow channels, where a magical crime
can be removed from Muggle society. I will recommend they be used in this case, so he
can start living his life again. At the very least we can look into the minimum amount of
magic needed to make this issue go away. Of course there’s telling the victim’s family
what actually happened, and compensating the wronged individual for magic having
been used on him… you’ve brought me a lot of paperwork, you know what?”
“Sorry. And thank you. That’s all I can ask. And if someone does wind up memory
charming him I’ll just-”
Luna put her hand on Susan’s, and Susan looked over at her. Susan sighed.
“You’re right, I can’t go around making threats. I know, I know. Honestly, do you have
any idea how frustrating it is not to just use a spell, or threaten some action, to make
this right? I’m trying to help this guy!”
“I know,” said Luna. “But until the system changes, it is what it is. They do things
for a reason, not because they are trying to be petty or vindictive. Especially given who
you are talking to- this isn’t the run around, Tonks wouldn’t do that, would she?”
“No, she wouldn’t. But you can’t honestly…”
Luna said nothing.
“And that means I have to as well, because that’s the right thing to do in this
case. We should have brought it here first, and we didn’t. So part of the blame is ours.
Even if I don’t like it, the current procedure is the current procedure. I just have to
accept it. And I did use magic in front of the guy, knowing it was so called ‘illegal’ so they
would be within their rights to issue me a warning. I have always said even I’m not
above the law.”
Luna smiled.
“That makes it worth it. A little!”
“What, are you two telepathic or something now?” asked Tonks, looking between
them.
Susan shook her head. “No, but I can still imagine what she’s thinking.” She
turned back to Luna. “I am trying.”
“I can see that you are. And what’s it costing you. Maybe it won’t go
unrewarded… if you ever get around to apologizing for the cave.”
“Well, I have an apology to enact- make, an apology to make,” said Susan,
getting up. “I’ll just leave you to it then, shall I?”
Tonks looked at them suspiciously. “If you can wait a little while I’ll see what
everyone thinks. We could get this taken care of today.”
“Oh, that fast? Okay, we can wait.” She sat back down again.
“And officially, as you said, you should be served with a warning for using magic
in front of a Muggle, but apparently your magic doesn’t register. As long as you promise
to come to us the next time you stumble into something like this, I won’t mention in my
report that it was you. I’ll just put that the memory charm broke down after a while and
he started telling people he was innocent, and it came to my attention. We can say I
knew about your Contract from before and suggested it, so he doesn’t tell people about
the act five years ago.”

“I will do my best, as long as the situation is not life threatening, to come to the
department with any further concerns.”
Have I just been deputized?
“I guess that will have to do. Wait here. Oh, you can get him a message on the
sly to pretend he doesn’t know you, if we go there, right?”
“Give me a pen and some paper and I’ll do it right now!”
And so, later that evening, Susan and Luna returned to Luna’s house believing
everything was at least as taken care of as it could be. Mr. Bathreman was now under a
Contract of silence, and the pair had shown the wizards where the body was. They
didn’t ask too many awkward questions about how they had discovered it, because
Susan just kept saying “Magic” when asked things like “How did you create that hole in
the air?” and “How did you do <thing> at the Tournament?”
It was the truth, after all.
Tonks said the various ministry departments would take care of the rest, and
thanked her for bringing this to their attention. Susan then spent another night at Luna’s
house (not so exhausted this time, until afterwards) and went back the next day.
She told Harry and the others about her adventure, and the rest of the summer
passed quickly. Susan spent more time transcribing her book, and the others dueled
each other in the Dimension, usually Harry and Hermione against Ron, where it was still
a bit uneven. When not actively working on things Fred and George would join in, and
then it was.
They went to buy their books and things from Diagon Alley, which turned out
uneventfully. There were fewer people on the streets, as some could put two and two
together, like Susan’s article in the Quibbler and breakouts from Azkaban. They weren’t
taking any chances, but others willfully or ignorantly went about their business as
normal. She saw several S.T.F.U members who asked how her summer was going and
if she was going to continue you know what when everyone went back to school.
She was.
They did not stop and Fred and George’s joke shop, because Fred and George
had no joke shop. They had not gotten the Triwizard Winnings, after all, and were
content, for the moment, to finish their last year of school and continue making weapons
for S.T.F.U. Of course they also believed that, when it got out that Voldemort was indeed
back orders for things like their Shield Cloaks would start rolling in. Susan was quite
impressed when they demonstrated them for her.
“We know it’s not as good as your items,” said Fred.
“They will wear off, after all,” said George.
“But we can make plenty of them in a day.”
“Hey,” said Susan, “You had me at Shield Cloaks. Carry on, boys.”
They did, however, still see Draco getting his robes fitted.
“Hello, Draco,” said Susan. “You’re looking well.”
“Susan? Oh, hi. Have you met my mother?”
“I haven’t. Nice to meet you, Mrs. Malfoy.”

“Yes,” she said simply. “Let’s finish this quickly, Draco.”
“Yes, mother,” he said, resigned.
“Draco,” said Susan after a moment, “Is everything…” she glanced over at his
mother. “Okay at home? Are you okay?”
“Why wouldn’t he be?” demanded his mother.
“We have, in the past, had some philosophical discussions about the nature of
magic,” Susan replied carefully. “Which might put him at odds with certain beliefs you
and your husband hold.” Not to mention the rest of Slytherin house.
“What’s this, Draco? You’ve been talking to her?”
“That was years ago, mother. I had quite honestly forgotten about it.”
“I should think so. Please don’t go filling my son’s head with any of your
nonsense.”
Or as I would call it, the fundamental truths of the universe, but to each their own,
I guess.
“I just don’t want your son on the wrong side, that’s all.”
“I suppose you think your side is the right one.”
“Everyone does, in the beginning. It’s who remains standing at the end that’s
proven right.”
“And you think that will be you?”
“Pretty sure, yeah.”
“You’ve been lucky so far, I admit. Luck never lasts though.”
Good thing I have massive quantities of energy, magic, and friends at my
command as well, isn’t it?
“I just don’t want anyone getting hurt in the near future, your son included.”
“How very thoughtful. Are you finished yet?” she demanded of Madam Malkin.
“Uh, yes?”
“Very well. Let’s go, Draco.”
Susan sadly watched the pair pay and leave.
“You’re not going to change Slytherin ideas without a lot of hard work,” said
Hermione. “You may have it easy, with your character sheet and everything, but the rest
of us aren’t so… discrete.”
“Wait, isn’t Susan the opposite of discreet?” asked Ron. “Rambunctious even.”
“I mean she does everything by the numbers,” Hermione explained. “She knows
exactly how much skill she has at everything, how much energy, all of it. We’re more of
a sliding scale kind of people.”
“Oh, like a discrete function in Arithmancy! Why didn’t you say so!” Everyone
looked at him. “What? Only Hermione is allowed to be smart?”
“No, no, proceed,” said Susan.
“So is one of you going to get fitted, or what?” asked Madam Malkin.
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Slipping the Noose
Time: Several days later
Place: Train Platform
Susan, once again whisking everyone to the train station, stepped through her
usual quiet spot and looked around. Everything seemed normal here, and she motioned
everyone through. Luna had joined them this year, now that Susan knew where she
lived, and the rest of the Weasley family joined her.
“I’ve gotten rather used to this,” said Arthur. “Just stepping through holes in the
air. It’ll be a shame when you graduate and we lose you.”
“Come see me at my shop, I’ll give you a good deal on an Imbued item of
Teleportal. Thanks again for having me.”
“With everything you’ve done for us, and the way you pitch in to help around the
house? How can we not? Have a good year,” said Molly.
It will be if Voldemort is in chains by the end of the week.
The group boarded the train and waved goodbye to those staying behind, who
used their own form of instantaneous travel to return to their house. They met up with
Neville and Ron and Hermione went about their prefect duties.
“Want to go find Cho?” Susan asked Harry.
“No, since she refused to go to the cave with us, I’ve been wondering if she’s
really the kind of girl I want.”
“Don’t judge all girls by me! Honestly, going was sort of the dumb thing to do. She
just isn’t used to how I do things, you can’t hold that against her.”
“I do, though. Actually, more like judging them against Ginny, if you want to know
the truth.”
Ginny colored and looked down.
“Oh. I’ll say no more then.”
And she didn’t, for a few minutes at least. The train ride was uneventful, and the
group made their way to the castle as normal. Then there was the feast, and Dolores
Umbridge still at the table, apparently still teaching Defense. Missing was Professor
Slughorn, as his services were not yet required, and it would seem suspicious to have
him wandering about the castle with no classes to teach. Then the owl showed up, and
then the feast was overWait, owl?
Susan looked up and saw the owl swooping towards her as everyone was eating.
She put her arm up, and this time managed a 12 on her Animal Handling to not get torn
up by its claws when it alighted. She took the letter from its beak and it flew off again.
“What’s that?” asked Hermione.
I think I know. Clever, Headmaster. You expect me to make a scene, right? I
suppose that is my PERsonality, after all? And I did so want to try and rein it in this year.

Oh well.
“Not sure,” she said aloud, looking at the address. “Says it’s from the ministry.”
“Better open it,” said Harry.
Susan shrugged and slipped her knife under the seal, breaking it off the paper.
She scanned the letter.
“Oh, come on!” she said. “Look at this!” she thrust the letter at Harry.
He took it and read it over. “You’re being asked to come in and show the extent of
your magic for the ministry?”
“What?” said Hermione and Ron.
“Asked? More like demanded.” She snatched the letter away from Harry and got
up. “I’ll be back.” She quickly cast Augment Skill: Acting on herself as she walked, and
the circle attracted little attention. Most were now accustomed to her bizarre
manifestation and antics, so they just went back to eating.
She marched up to the head table, then slammed the letter down on the table.
She felt herself rolling Acting and with her new rating, got a 17-1, so figured she should
be able to give a great performance.
“Did you know about this, Headmaster?” she asked Albus.
“Know about what?” he asked, the very picture portrait of innocence.
“This… this demand of the ministry,” she sputtered, “to have me appear before
them in two day’s time, in courtroom 36.”
Was that too specific? Ah well.
“Allow me,” he said, picking it up. “Interesting,” he said, looking it over. “What do
you think, Severus?” He handed it over.
“So, finally going to curtail your magic, is that it? Something that should have
been done long ago, as I’ve often said, Albus.”
“Probably because she’s getting close to graduating,” said Albus. “They want to
know what sort of magic will soon be loose in the world.”
“So they can fortify bridges and such, no doubt.” He handed the letter back.
“I’ll, of course, exempt you from classes during your court time. And I’ll assign
someone who’s free to accompany you there.”
“Wait, you’re saying I should just go along with this? Hand my book of magic over
to them? Do you know how dangerous that is with him lurking around? With that book
he could shave years off his spell research! Is it really worth that risk?”
“I do, certainly, know how dangerous that book is. I know how dangerous you are
because of it. But come now, he’s not likely to be prowling around there, is he? And I’m
sure extra precautions can be taken. We don’t want to antagonize the ministry, now do
we? A show of good faith might be good for our credibility. In fact, they might be more
inclined to believe us, when they see the kind of truth magic you have available.”
“So that’s it? Just hand it over and let them read through it? Apart from the titles
of the spells and their description, they won’t be able to understand the formula.”
“According to this letter just the descriptions are all that is required. They know
you can cast the spells within, they don’t need to understand exactly how each spell
works.”
“That’s not the point!”
“The point is, you have been summoned, and the summons is official. Unless you
wish to leave school and go on the run, something I don’t exactly recommend, I think

you should comply with this request. You have been heard to remark that you are not
above the law?”
“Of course I’m not. It’s just… it’s my book! What if they decide the world would be
better off if they just set it on fire right in front of me?”
“I will do everything in my power should they decide to keep you from it, I
promise. Or set it on fire, for that matter, which would be destruction of property so you
can’t expect actual judges to sit there and break the-” He held up a hand, forestalling
Susan’s intake of breath to cut in with that’s exactly what she expected. “And I will
stress to them the danger it poses, and to have extra guards posted while you are
there.”
Susan glared at him a moment. “All right. I guess I can’t ask for more than that.”
She grabbed the letter back. “But if they try to keep my book, your services will not be
required. I am perfectly capable of getting it back myself.”
“I’m sure they realize that as well. Or will soon, at any rate. Enjoy the rest of the
feast.”
“HA! As if.”
Susan stomped her way back to the table, her Augment Skill spell going away.
Inside, she was grinning broadly at how well that went.
“What did he say?” asked Hermione.
“He sided with them! I’ve got to appear at the ministry, he’s not even going to try
and talk them out of it.”
“What brought this on, do you think?” asked Ron.
“The Headmaster thinks they want advance notice of what magic I’ll be using out
in the world once I graduate. Maybe so they can keep tabs on me? I don’t know. They
can’t track my movements because I don’t use their Floo network or Apparition so…”
Wait, that seems to imply they do keep tabs on everyone’s movements? That would be
way worse than anything the non-magical government has done, and I thought it was
bad!
“But you’ve been so careful about only opening it in the Dimension. Don’t they
realize the risk of having it open for hours, and going through each spell?”
“No, they don’t. Remember, they don’t believe Voldi is back.” But if he takes the
bait as I hope, they will soon!
The others nodded. “If we can come, for moral support or whatever, we’ll be
happy to. Right?” asked Ron.
“Of course!” said Harry.
“Naturally,” said Hermione.
Actually, having Ron around might not be such a bad idea. No one will be able to
use magic, after all, and he’s the only one practiced in non-magical combat.
“I’d really appreciate that. Thanks guys.”
The next morning at breakfast, the group was looking over their schedules for the
next year. Susan had gone to say hello to Myrtle and catch up, then gone down to
breakfast with the others.
“Wait, you guys aren’t taking Care of Magical Creatures? I thought you guys liked
Professor Hagrid!”

“We do,” protested Harry. “But really, the class is not… you know… all that…”
“All that what? It’s one of the only classes I figure I’ll ever get any use out of.
Given how out of nine classes last year four of them used your kind of magic. Of what’s
left, I’ve always thought Astronomy was useless, History of Magic- boring, HerbologyHA, who needs it when you have Alleviation and Arithmancy, okay, possibly useful,
maybe? At least in COMC we got to see unicorns.”
“Once,” said Hermione.
“And possibly again for more advanced lessons. Plus there was always
excitement to be had with those Skewrts, my magic always got a workout trying to keep
them under control. Come on guys, don’t leave me there all by myself.”
“You could just, I don’t know, not take it,” said Ron.
“And have all of Professor Hagrid’s favorite students drop the class at once? How
do you think he’ll feel about that?”
“At least we would show a united front?” said Hermione cautiously.
“Oh, great message, ‘we hate your class’ then? That’s what we’re going for here?
Honestly.”
“Mr. Potter!” called Minerva.
She looked over his proposed schedule. “You’re not taking potions? I thought it
was your desire to become an Auror?”
“It still is, but I can’t. Professor Snape won’t let me with just an Outstanding,
right?”
“Ah, I see. She really has taken precautions, hasn’t she?” Harry just looked
blankly at her. She leaned in close and whispered. “Very well. Let me just say that if
things go to plan, Professor Snape will soon be teaching Defense, rather than Potions,
as he has always wanted. The replacement Potions teacher will be more than happy to
accept you into his class. I’ll mark you down for it, and you will know when the time is
right to begin attending.”
“Oh, uh, okay, thanks?”
“Of course. Send Susan next, if you please.”
“You didn’t even tell your friends?” she whispered.
“Tell them what?” Susan whispered back.
“You know… about Professor Slughorn coming back.”
“Professer, Harry was there. The Headmaster brought both of us there,
remember?”
“Yes, he did. So then why…” she trailed off.
“I’m surprised he told you. I went to great pains to make sure we were the only
ones that knew about it. I’ll have to have a word with him about that.”
“He could hardly hide the fact he hired another teacher. Though how he expects
to get rid of Professor Umbridge I don’t know.”
Susan stared at her a moment. Ah ha, she doesn’t actually know, does she? And
Harry didn’t let anything slip either. She’s working off incomplete knowledge, thinking it’s
the whole story. Well, sadly I can’t enlighten her. “Yes, that is a problem isn’t it?”
Minerva stared at her a moment, Susan’s face a mask of angelic innocence.
“I see,” she said at last. “Well, be that as it may, let’s see your courses.”
Susan handed them over.

“So you’ve dropped all the pure magical classes, not that you really took them in
the first place. I’m pleased to see you making up for it by continuing Care of Magical
Creatures and taking some other non-magical electives.”
“I have to make some effort, even if I do plan to go into business for myself.”
“And there is always the possibility of discovering some new talent within yourself
by pushing your own boundaries. I approve.”
“Actually, there isn’t much possibility of that, Professor.” She got out her character
sheet. “Remember? These are my talents, nothing hidden about them.” She indicated
her Backgrounds.
“I forgot, you do things by numbers. Anyway, here is your schedule, so send up
Miss Granger, if you would.”
“Certainly.”
And so everyone got through the first day of classes without issue, and Susan
started making the Dream item as Albus had requested. She asked if the Core (that
being, the core of Team Susan, Ron, Hermione and Harry) could attend the “so called”
hearing about her magic.
“I would rather have as few people there as possible, in case, er, something were
to go wrong,” he said carefully.
“Ron, at least, then. He could hold me back should my temper flare a bit, he is
trained in Kung Fu, after all.”
Albus thought a moment. “I see what you mean. Very well, they may attend. I will
send notes to their teachers.”
“Thank you.”
The day arrived, and the Core, Susan and Albus stepped through to the Ministry
building. Susan was clutching her “book of magic” and looking dour, and Albus led the
way to the courtroom. Of course, inside she was trembling with anticipation. She hoped
any of it that showed through would just seem like rage. She did have a certain
reputation to uphold, after all.
Walking into the courtroom she felt her spell of Shrink go away, and the coin she
had shrunk became normal sized in her pocket.
Good, it’s the right room, and we can’t be viewed with magic. She passed two
guards at the door, burly guys with hard eyes, that she looked over. Yes, they seem
capable. Hopefully, stripped of his magic and facing physical restraint from them, he’ll
come quietly. If he takes the bait, and he better after all this.
The people up on the high bench, which included Professor Umbridge and most
others she had seen at Harry’s “trial” looked down at her. Good. We need all the
witnesses we can get.
“You know why you’re here,” said the Minister. “Let’s have it.” Another guard held
out his hand, and Susan handed over the book. He handed it up to the Minister, who
looked it over. “This is it? We have whole libraries dedicated to magic, how does such a
small book of magic concern us?”
“It’s bigger on the inside,” said Susan. At least, the original seems to be. “What I
mean is, it seems to contain more pages than you might otherwise expect. And it’s not
the quantity of spells that worries you, as I understand it. It’s the fact my magic does

things so differently, and more importantly, that your magic seems unable to do.”
“I’m not so sure about that,” said one wizard off to the side. “Don’t think that
because you’ve had a few years of schooling that you know what our magic can and
cannot do.”
“So your magic can make people immortal then? Turn them into wind? Let them
walk the boundary between Heaven and Earth? Rain fire down upon a city? Stop me if I
get to one you, personally, can do.”
“How about we just see for ourselves,” suggested the minister, and began to
read.
As they poured over it for the next half hour, there were more gasps of surprise
and demands to know if such and such a spell was really possible, which Susan
continuously said yes to. Come on, where are you?
As if on cue, a figure, covered in a cloak, stepped through the wall and into the
courtroom. They were focusing on Susan’s explanation of how exactly Contract worked,
so they didn’t immediately notice. The figure smiled and looked around interestedly,
then stepped up to the bench and made to grab the book.
Everyone looked up at him.
“No… impossible!” said the minister, his eyes widening.
Voldemort froze, and looked down at his cloak. “Susan!” he hissed.
“Hiiiiii.” said Susan in a Kirby voice, giving a wave.
Voldemort looked around, as if seeking an avenue of escape, but not with the
desperation of a cornered animal. He seemed quite collected as he looked around the
room. Ron stepped in front of Susan, taking a fighting stance. Those on the higher level
with higher REFlexes, Quick Reaction or just rolling high on their Initiative got out their
wands, and pointed them at the pale skinned, snakelike faced figure of Voldemort.
“Oh, put those away,” he said, “She obviously has suppressed all magic in the
area, that’s what made my cloak fail. Is that correct, Susan?”
She shrugged. “Who can say what a wild and crazy child like myself has or has
not done? You have bigger problems, Tom.”
“We’ll see.”
“You’re, uh, he who must not be named!” said the minister at last, finding his
voice.
“Brilliant deduction. I suppose the book is a fake as well?”
“Of course it is. I still invite you to try the spells though, I’d love to see what would
happen.”
“No doubt you would.”
“Aurors, take this man into custody!” said the minister. The two guarding the door
looked at each other, not wanting to be the first to move.
“What do you mean, custody?” snapped Susan. “This is a courtroom, isn’t it?
You’re the minister, and I see we have a majority of seats filled. Get the man a lawyer
and start his trial, this very minute! He can’t escape, this room is proof against magic.
You’ll never have an opportunity like this one! And you’re welcome for capturing him, by
the way.”

“I can’t believe you would go so far!” said Dolores. “Dressing someone up and
making them pretend to be you know who! This is some kind of illusion! Finite
Incantatem!”
Naturally, nothing happened.
“Is she normally this thick?” Voldemort asked Susan.
“Yes,” she replied sadly. “But then, denial is the most predictable of all human
responses.”
Dolores was, meanwhile, trying various spells.
“My magic doesn’t work! She’s done something, I know she has. Arrest her!”
The two Aurors now didn’t know what to do. The others, ashen faced, were also
swinging their wands uselessly.
I guess I would be scared if I was in a room with Voldemort and didn’t have any
mag- oh wait, I am. Well, I’ve got Ron.
“You’ll be fine, it’s just the courtroom, I made it so magic doesn’t work here
anymore. To trap Voldemort, you know, this guy?”
“So turn it off!” shrieked Dolores.
“Oh, no, I’m just an illusion,” said Voldemort. “You heard her. I’m not here. I don’t
know what you’re seeing, but it’s not me.”
“I can’t. I would have to use magic, and as you can see, magic doesn’t work in
here anymore.”
Everyone was now shouting at once, or crying spells at the top of their lungs.
Susan shook her head.
“Hello, Tom,” said Albus.
“You never would use the name I took for myself. Why is that?”
“Because I call things what they are. And you are Tom Riddle, and you always
will be.”
“I think I’ve gone a bit past that, actually. But I can see why an old, worn out
wizard such as yourself might think that. You really hold no fear for me anymore, you
know that?”
“Even here?”
“Especially here. What are you going to do? Tackle me to the ground?”
“You seem to be taking the loss of your magic quite well.”
“You displayed a great deal of courage walking in here knowing your wand would
be useless. And you don’t have Susan to hide behind. Though I see she’s hiding behind
someone at the moment.”
“I like to think of it as being prudent.”
The minister was shouting for order, and finally the courtroom quieted.
“Are you, or are you not, the so called dark lord?” he called down to Voldemort.
“You are going to have to decide that for yourself. I’m certainly not going to just
tell you.”
“Fine. Take him down to a cell, we’ll get to the bottom of this one way or the
other.”
“Yes, by all means,” said Voldemort, holding his arms out at his sides and walking
towards the Aurors. “Take me into custody, gentleman, as is your duty.”
“Stay away from him!” shouted Susan, “He’s up to something! Don’t let him out of
this room or his magic will return!”

But her warning went unheeded, as the two men reached for Voldemort he
suddenly struck out, his right leg aiming for the leg of the man on his right, while his
right palm went for the nose of the man on his left. He connected with both, and the one
man went down in a howl of agony, his knee being torn out of joint, while the other went
down in a spray of blood, his nose crushed.
He threw the door open and shouted “Better luck next time!” and sprinted down
the corridor. As he did he took out a coin and said “escape” and vanished.
“Stop him!” shouted the minister uselessly.
“He’s already gone,” said Susan sadly, going over to the two, both obviously in
great pain. “Help me get them out of the null magic area and I’ll heal them.”
“I want to know what’s going on!” demanded the minister.
“You screwed up, that’s what’s going on.” The kids dragged the men, one at a
time, out into the hall, where onlookers were starting to gather to see what was going
on. Albus watched passively. She stabbed both of them with her Alleviation knife, and
they both relaxed, and shakily got to their feet.
“I thought you were supposed to be capable!” she said to them. “So what was
that?”
“We are, in magic. I didn’t expect him to use Muggle brawling on us.”
“Well, that’s revealed a weakness in your training program, hasn’t it?” she asked
sweetly. “I would rectify that as soon as I could, if I were you. You just let the most
wanted man alive run past you.”
“Yeah, well, we weren’t told magic wasn’t going to work, were we?”
“You weren’t? I guess the blame isn’t totally yours. I thought that much was going
to be obvious. Never mind. Just feel bad for an hour.”
She walked back into the courtroom.
“Can I get an explanation, please?” said the minister.
“Sure,” said Susan angrily. “This whole situation was set up by me. Step one: lure
Voldemort into this room using bait he couldn’t resist. Step two: Capture Voldemort, put
him on trial, and take his magic away so he isn’t a danger anymore. Step three: Oh
right, there was no step three.”
“No, I got a letter from Albus requesting…” He looked over at Albus, who was
shaking his head. “Oh.”
“We couldn’t be sure if any of you were under the Imperius Curse so we couldn’t
tell you about it. But you knew magic wouldn’t work in this room, that’s why we set it up
this way! So he could be captured. That’s why they should have had swords or
something!” She pointed to the two Aurors, now back in the room and whole again.
“So that really was you know who?”
“You mean Voldemort? Come on, say his name with me! Voldemort. Try again.
Voldemort. No? By the lengthy, woody staff of my father, you people disgust me. Call
him Tom then. Or Mr. Riddle. Or the Riddler. Or Pale Face.” She paused. “No, not that
one. It might still be too soon for that one.” They stared at her. “Never mind. Yes, it was
Voldi. Moldy Voldi. Of the seven veils. And you let him slip through your fingers, and
now this trick will never work again, because he’ll be expecting it. Nice. Job.”
“Well, I guess this changes things then,” said the minister.
“You can’t honestly believe her!” said Dolores.
“What choice do I have?” snapped Cornelius. “You saw. Magic doesn’t work in

this room. He can’t have been disguised, or some kind of illusion. Yes, what is it?”
Looking over, a witch had put her hand up. “I think I was under the Imperius
Curse before I walked in here. I felt something break off me, and I remember doing
some things I wouldn’t normally have done…”
A wizard on the other side put his hand up too. “The same goes for me. I didn’t
want to say anything in case I was just imagining it, but I’m thinking more clearly than I
was before.”
“At least it wasn’t a total waste then,” remarked Susan. “I guess if you lose a
million Galleons at the track and find a Knut on the way home, you can’t say you’re
totally broke.”
“This changes things,” said Cornelius. “It seems you were right all along, Albus.”
“I won’t ask for any specific apologies directed to me, though that would be nice.
You can make it up to me by having Professor Umbridge step down as defense
professor, and allowing me the freedom, once again, to teach my classes as I see fit. I
believe you will see the need, at long last, to have students that are actually allowed to
use spells in the class?”
“We’ll have to find you another teacher for the post-”
“That has already been arranged.”
“I figured. Dolores, you’re going to resign, citing the increased workload here,
now that we have to prepare for his eventual attack. Now that we know he’s back, he’ll
have to assume we’ll start looking for him in earnest.”
“Good. I’m glad that’s settled,” said Susan. “Let’s go. I have classes I’m missing.”
“We’re not done,” said Cornelius, lifting up the book.
“Oh, we’re done,” said Susan, with steel in her voice. “I handed you public enemy
number one on a platter, and now he’s gone again. Typical ministry efficiency at work.
You have more important concerns, yes? This so called hearing was just the excuse for
me to be here, as bait.”
“Don’t you at least want your book- it’s a fake, isn’t it?”
“*DING DING DING* The names and descriptions of the spells are real, the
formulas are not. They’ll backfire and kill anyone that tries to use them. Burn it for all I
care.”
“Then you really can do all this stuff?” He looked back down at it.
“I made it so magic will permanently never function in this courtroom. Why are
you surprised at anything I do at this point?”
“I thought Albus did that, and it was only temporary. He knows a lot of magic most
normal people don’t.”
“Nope, all me. That’s why I suggest you get your act together and start not
pissing me off all the time. Good DAY sir!”
She walked out, trailing the rest of the people who came with her.
“You didn’t really expect it to be that easy, did you?” Sparkle asked later that
evening.
“A girl can dream, can’t she? Why not? I certainly didn’t expect him to whip out
martial arts and escape through an unlocked courtroom door!”
“Remember, he just has to put XP into things, just like you. He probably figured
he should stick a couple of points into it, just to be safe. And I did tell you about bad

guys probably knowing what they needed to in order to make your life miserable.”
“I know, I know. He was right there, though!”
“Why was the door unlocked? I would have thought the Headmaster, at least,
would have told them to lock it even if he didn’t tell them why.”
“They probably figured he would walk through the door, like a peasant. I couldn’t
tell them more, not without alerting him, but I would have thought locking a courtroom
door was standard procedure. Maybe they magically locked it, didn’t think to check
because they believe their magic is infallible, he just opened it without even making a
LUCk check because it was never locked in the first place.”
“Maybe he used a card, like WTF or spent XP for a Moment of Luck or
something? We can’t tell when he does that sort of thing, we’re not in his party.”
“Yeah, we don’t know how much XP he had. Maybe he spent 3 each for hitting
those guys and put energy into STRength. Or used Took a Night Class to instantly learn
martial arts to a high rating. Ah, I hate my own laws of reality being used against me!”
“Think how everyone in this world feels. They don’t even get the luxury of a reroll, that I can see.”
“I admit, it’s good being us.”
“But you would rather it be us and a powerless Voldi than us and an alerted
Voldi.”
“You can say that again.”
“So what now?”
Susan shook her head. “I really have no idea.”

92
First visit to the past
Time: The next day
Place: Great Hall
And so, with a great deal of finger pointing as to who was to blame for not
believing Susan and Harry earlier, the paper printed the story of Voldemort’s return. Also
how Professor Umbridge was “regretfully stepping down from teaching to focus on her
duties at the ministry” and how the “educational decrees” were being rescinded.
Naturally, everyone in the castle was talking about it. Susan had gotten everyone in
S.T.F.U together to sign another Contract, freeing them from the first, which they did.
Both vanished, and she could finally answer questions about her activities the year
before. Of course, a lot of people now wanted to join up, to which Susan said: “Tough
cookies.
“For one, even though I have unlimited space in the Dimension I only have one
practice area. Secondly I have other things to do than open and close my Personal
Dimension all day long. Third we have somewhat of a competent teacher now? Maybe?
So study hard in class if you want to learn things. Forth, where were you when I was
signing people up originally? Right, out with the other sheep in the fields. You had your
chance when I was standing, alone, in the Umbridge class, to speak up in my defense.
You did not. So now you can just take what Professor Snape gives you. And given what
I’ve seen of his Teaching checks, you’re probably not going to learn all that much more
than if you had just sat and read quietly for Umbridge. But whatever, I wish you luck.”
Naturally the papers didn’t have the full story of how he had resurrected with
Susan’s blood, she felt that might have led to an itty-bitty bit of panic, and there was
going to be enough of that just knowing he was back. But she told the members of
S.T.F.U she would be opening the Dimension at a certain time and place every night,
and anyone was welcome to join her and practice inside. Old copies of the Quibbler
surfaced with Susan’s original article, and she started the paper up again with the story
of what they had been doing and what the current situation was where Voldemort was
concerned. Fred and George put in ads for Shield <object> as they could now charm
hats, shirts, cloaks, gloves, almost anything, really. They also had a fair stocks of other
useful potions or candies, like their original Canary Cream.
Something stalking you in the night?
Not feeling safe?
One lemon treat in your mouth, and you can
simply fly away on feathered wings.
She asked if they could do other animals, like wolves or elephants, if someone
wanted to protect themselves rather than just fly away. They said they would look into it.
She sent samples to the ministry at their insistence, and later that day they had a bit of
a shocked look on their face and were going around buying all the up spare cloaks and
hats they could put their hands on.
It also seemed like various wizards and witches had been hired by the

headmaster to fortify or create new protection charms around the castle, as they were
seen by late morning to be doing complicated wandwork both outside and inside the
walls.
Why would he attack a school, though? One quarter of the kids here are
Slytherin, he wouldn’t want any harm to come to them, would he?
“He didn’t waste any time getting people here to strengthen the castle’s
defenses, did he?” remarked Hermione on their way to their first Professor Snape
Defense class.
“Probably had them on standby, given how fast Professor Slughorn also arrived
in time to start teaching today.”
“So Harry and Ron will be joining me today in Potions, then?”
“Yup. I Teleportaled them back to get supplies after the debacle yesterday, so
they’re all set. They’re looking forward to a potions class not taught by a death eater,
though there is an equal dread that now Harry’s favorite class will be ruined. I guess
we’ll have to see.”
“Still, we shouldn’t have many problems, should we? We’ve all practiced
spellcasting, much more than anyone else our age I would guess, and Ron… well, you
know.”
“Oh, do I detect a trace more pride than would normally be heard in your voice?”
“I don’t know what you’re talking about.”
“You can lie to me, Hermione, but you can’t lie to your own heart.”
“I very much know my own heart, thank you very much.”
“I hope so. Here we are, let’s get this over with.”
“Try to be nice.”
“HA! He’ll probably be dead before the day is out.”
“Susan!”
“Joking!”
Hermione sighed.
Snape hadn’t had much time to change the classroom, but he brought his
trademark sneer and swagger into the room with him. He stopped dead when he saw
Susan.
“Well, well, the girl who it turns out didn’t cry wolf after all. I’m surprised to see
you here. Can it be that you need further training in Defense?”
“There’s always more to learn,” replied Susan. “Sir.”
“Yes, there is. Please try not to make trouble. Our topic today is nonverbal
spellcasting. How many of you have experience in this area?”
He waited.
I have done it a few times, that’s experience, right?
She put her hand up.
“But of course. Perhaps you could show us how it’s done?”
“I would be delighted, professor,” she replied, standing. She folded her arms
across her chest and started casting Invisibility, a non-physical spell, so she didn’t need
to gesture either. Magical energy swirled around her, (for less than a second) and she
vanished from sight. Everyone started looking around, but with a 15 total Hiding check
(she was at −2 for not saying the incantation, and then a further −1 to the Hiding for

holding onto the spell), only those with a pretty high LUCk or INSight were likely to spot
her. She sat down again.
“I suppose you are still here, rather than having transported yourself elsewhere?”
“I am here,” Susan said, ending the spell.
“As it has now been demonstrated, perhaps someone could tell me the main
benefit of such a method of spellcasting?”
Hermione’s hand went up, as did Susan’s, Harry’s and Ron’s.
He chose Ron, of all people.
“Well, professor,” said Ron, “if I didn’t hear the incantation, all I would have to go
on is the wand movement of my opponent. Unless I’m very familiar with the spell, I
might not be able to counter it in time.”
“A surprisingly accurate description,” he said, seeming a bit shocked. He glared
at Susan again. “Those circles that tend to appear when you do magic- are they the
same every time?”
“They are specific to the spell, if that’s what you mean, professor. Each time I
cast Invisibility they will be the same.”
“Ah, so someone that fought you enough times could anticipate your spells from
watching for the circles.”
“That is true, professor, but with respect, if they’re looking at the circles and not
me, I’m nailing them with a spell from a direction they aren’t looking in.”
“No doubt you would. Still, it seems you have no trouble casting without
speaking, can these circles be suppressed as well?”
Susan sadly shook her head. “They can be dimmed down a bit, but the circle for
me is what the wand motion is for you. It’s how the magic is brought into existence.”
“I see.”
“If I may ask a question, professor?”
“I suppose, if it’s relevant.”
“Can a wanded wizard practice a further obfuscation of their intent by saying the
incantation for a spell, but performing another?”
“That…” he paused, looking thoughtful. “Would be on a very different level than
just not speaking the words. But yes, I suppose that could be done with sufficient
practice. What a clever idea.”
“Thank you.”
“Ah, yes.” Snape seemed to remember who he was talking to and cleared his
throat. “You will now divide into pairs and attempt, alternatively, to jinx and counter-jinx,
in silence.”
Susan and Harry got together, figuring Susan could become Immune anyway,
she may as well just let Harry bounce a few spells off her, if he could do it without the
incantation.
“How do you do it?” he asked, after several failed attempts.
“I decide to take a −2 penalty to the casting check, and I don’t say the words. I
can still speak though, so that’s why I asked about you guys saying a different spell than
you were casting. I can say a couple of words and make them sound like an incantation,
so if someone is expecting Elemental Bolt (Fire) and they actually get Elemental Burst
(Knockout)-”
“You did hear me say something about silence, correct?” asked Severus.

“Sorry professor. I’ll tell you later.”
“Right.”
He went back to trying to fire a spell at Susan, and a moment later Severus
looked over at them again.
“You also heard me say I wanted you to proceed alternatively. That means back
and forth.” Draco snickered.
“You more specifically said jinx, professor. I do not jinx.”
“Really?”
“Uh, no? All my spells are either lethal, area effect, or unblockable. By you guys,
anyway.”
“But this denies poor Mr. Potter here the chance to learn to block hostile magic
properly.”
Has he forgotten I made Harry a Barrier Against Spells item? He did once call it a
toy, or whatever.
“I agree, professor. I will have to switch out with someone so he can practice that.
My new partner will then be able to focus on casting exclusively.”
“I can see classes with you are going to be an endless source of delight for me.
Very well. Keep track of your time and switch in ten minutes.”
“Yes, sir.”
And so, with Susan being super polite to him and helpful, she made it through the
first class without detention or blowing anything up. She figured it was safer to be on the
side of politeness, and honestly, unless you’re actually in Japan, and roughly the same
age, and become friends, and the other person tells you to stop using kegio, it’s difficult
to justify the punishment reason of “she’s too polite to me.” But Susan was an
adventurer, and no frontier, for her, would be left unexplored. If she could bash
Professor Snape in the face with the mallet of politeness, then by goodness she was
going to try!
But then she had to say goodbye to her friends, who were off to their first potions
class with Professor Slughorn.
“Good luck,” she said. “He seemed a cheerful enough fellow, but don’t let your
guard down. Any new professor is suspect, remember Quirrell.”
“I’ll keep an eye out for any suspicious jewelry,” said Harry.
Susan went back to the Headmaster’s office to do some Imbuing, and quietly
went to work as he spoke to various people popping in and out of his office through the
fireplace. When he had a moment, he came over to her and told her, if it was all right, to
come see him that Saturday at 8:00 for their first trip down memory lane.
“And by memory lane, I mean your excellent Time Window spell,” he explained.
“It’s been upgraded. It’s Time Area now. But we’ll be there.”
“And may I congratulate you for getting through a class with Severus and
managing to not go for each other’s throats? No detentions, no fires, quite beyond my
expectations.”
“I just hope it can keep on that way.”
“Yes, that would be nice, wouldn’t it? Carry on then.”

After class, the Core met up with Susan for lunch.
“How did potions go?” asked Susan, plopping down next to them.
“I won a prize,” said Hermione smartly.
“A prize?” said Susan, surprised. “He actually turned his class into a
competition?”
“It seemed to have focused her attentions,” said Ron.
“What was it?”
Hermione brought a small bottle out of her Pocket Dimension, which held a liquid
not unlike gold.
“That tells me nothing, you know.”
“Felix Felicis, if you must know.”
“Okay, if you say so.”
“It’s a luck potion,” said Harry.
“Wait, a luck potion as in Augment Stat (LUCk) or a luck potion as in Devil’s Own
Luck?”
“What’s the difference?” asked Ron, biting into his sandwich.
“One won’t retaliate when it wears off.”
“Retaliate?” said Harry, moving away from the potion.
“Yup. You become so lucky you can pretty much do anything, but afterwards your
LUCk goes down by four. And if you cast it too often you start to lose any luck you might
normally have with the spell not going.”
“But the first time is okay, right?” asked Hermione, worried.
“Oh, sure, the first time is great, according to my book. Until it wears off. Then
you go find a nice open field someplace and sit there for as long as you had the spell
going for until the −4 wears off.”
“I see.” She hastily put it back.
“I doubt he would have given it to you if it was all that dangerous,” said Ron. “Our
magic works differently, remember?”
“I suppose. But I’m going to be careful about using it, that’s for sure.”
“Good plan. And here’s another- The headmaster wants to see us at 8:00 this
Saturday night.”
“Great!”
“You did see him breaking that guy’s leg, right? And almost killing that other guy
by smashing his nose into his brain?” asked Hermione. “You can’t possibly believe he
isn’t evil at this point.”
“Maybe he is, and maybe he isn’t,” she replied. “But one thing is for sure. Know
your enemy. I admit, he’s not cute and cuddly like I am,” Ron had to quickly stop
drinking or choke, “but he knew I could heal them, and he wanted to get away. So he
took the most direct course to make that happen.”
“But he caused others pain! He attacked without warning and took them down in
the most brutal way possible.”
“Yes, and banks kick people out of their homes for being late on their mortgage
payments. Does that make them evil?”
“It sort of does!”
“Don’t worry, after what he said in the cave, and him attacking those guys, I know

he’s no saint. I still don’t think I could just kill him though, but take his magic away?
Sure.”
“Unless he gets you, first,” said Ron.
“Don’t even joke about that.”
“Sorry.”
And so that Saturday night came, and Susan, Sparkle and Harry went up to see
Albus in his office.
“Right on time,” he said. “I do admire punctuality. You have both, I hope, been
enjoying your first week back?”
“Passable,” said Susan.
“Not bad,” said Harry.
“Boring as ever,” said Sparkle.
“We could always find something for you to do,” Albus said, looking down at the
cat, “If you wanted a bit more excitement in your life.”
“Thanks, but I’ll have excitement aplenty when Voldemort comes hunting. I’m
saving up for that.”
“I’m not sure… anyway, are we prepared?”
“Am I taking us there or are you?”
“In fact, Fawkes is going to take us there, as even I cannot Apparate out of the
grounds and I have no recent picture for Susan to study.”
“Sorry for the trouble, Fawkes,” said Susan.
He cawed.
Albus handed Susan the Communication item she had made the school. “Put this
on, I think you’ll get a lot more out of this with it, than without.” Susan accepted it and
fitted it over her ear, and Albus went over to where Fawkes was perching. “Hold on to
me now, and we…”
“Go!” Susan, Harry, and Sparkle looked around the empty countryside, and their
eyes came to rest on an old, broken down house. “Now then, how wide can this Time
Area be, exactly?”
“My rating in meters. If you don’t think we’re going to be attacked tonight, I’ll have
Sparkle slap Energetic Accumulation on me and I can get 30 meters or more.”
“That would be helpful, then we wouldn’t need to keep moving it as the action
moved.”
“Sure thing.”
Sparkle went ahead and did so, and as Susan gathered the energy, Albus told
her the exact time and date to look for. She nodded, cast, and turned the darkness light
as time started replaying itself in this area. The four watched as Bob Ogden went into
the Gaunt house, and had her pause the action while Harry explained what he was
hearing.
“So that item works even on snakes, huh?”
“I don’t know, they aren’t snakes. They’re people speaking a language which
snakes happen to understand. I have no idea if snakes speak to each other in this
language, but if they do, all people that eat snake are murdering sentient creatures, so I
certainly hope not.”

“As the gift is very rare, it’s not been studied very extensively,” explained Albus.
“You may continue the playback.”
Naturally Mr. Gaunt went on about his “blood status” making Susan hiss and spit
at him like a cat. Albus seemed amused.
But Susan and Harry were not amused as Mr. Gaunt and his son exhibited signs
of madness and hysteria. Susan again paused the playback.
“Are there still people like this in the world today?” she asked, concerned. “These
people needed help. Real help, not just a lone ministry operative stopping by and
making ineffective mewing noises at them.”
Albus sighed. “Probably. But that is not the point of my showing you this.”
“No, it’s supposed to be about Voldi, and how he’s such a terrible person I should
kill him on sight. I don’t see him around, though.”
“But you are seeing- well, I’ll allow you to see for yourself.”
“Very well.”
Playback continued until the ring was shown.
“The very ring!” said Susan. “Well, well, that’s where you came from, is it?”
“No wonder he put a piece of himself inside,” said Harry. “But who is this man?”
“Family,” said Albus simply.
“So old Tom Riddle was a sentimental guy, was he? Doesn’t make me want to
chop his head off. At least we’ve already taken care of that little bauble.”
Playback resumed until the locket was shown.
“The heck?” asked Sparkle.
“What?” asked Susan, pausing it again.
“We’ve seen that locket,” said Sparkle. “When we cleaned the house for the
Order, remember? We chucked it. Well, you chucked it.”
Susan had a feeling of ice in her stomach. “We did, didn’t we?” she asked Harry
in a quiet voice.
“We sure did!” replied Harry with a forced grin fixed on his face.
“We’ve already seen one soul container in this house, and remember how I said
it had some funky Pluto feeling about it?”
“I do. I do!”
“That’s why I remember,” said Sparkle. “I looked up when you said it was
magical.”
“And we tossed it right in the garbage can!”
“We did. That we did!”
“Like idiots!”
“Huge idiots.”
“We made a terrible mistake.”
“Dang me. Dang me! Why don’t you take a rope and hang me? High from the
highest tree. Woman, would you weep for me?”
“I’m crying now.”
“Uh, what’s going on?” asked Albus.
“Oh nothing. Just another piece of Voldi we’ll never see again. By the way, what
happens to magical trash when magical people in magical hideouts magically throw it
away?”
“I would have to guess Order members would have taken it and snuck it into

different locations around the world to avoid anyone finding it. Probably into Mug- that is
to say non-magical locations.”
“We could still scry it, couldn’t we?” asked Sparkle.
“Wait now, let me think about this. Descry Object is the one that gives you a
mental picture, right? No, that’s Creature. Object gives you a direction and distance. But
my Retrieval needs an exact location, and we won’t be able to get it.”
“But Accio could,” said Harry. “That just summons the object pictured in your
mind. It can be just nearby, you don’t need to know the exact location.”
“That’s right!” Susan said excitedly. “If we got close enough and went Unseen we
could poke around wherever it was and you could just summon it!”
“Whew.”
“Yeah. Anyway, carrying on.”
They watched the carriage approach, and saw the two tittering over the snake
that had been nailed to the door. Then Mr. Gaunt tried to murder his daughter, and
things rapidly went downhill. Bob left the house at speed, and Albus had her fast
forward to fifteen minutes later as more ministry personnel arrived and carted him off.
Albus said that was all they needed to see, and Susan let go of the spell.
“Charming people,” said Sparkle. “And obviously the magical community takes
care of its own, so they got the help they needed.”
Susan shook her head sadly. “I’m guessing no. That probably worked out exactly
as it would have in the non-magical world. No one cared enough, and they got lost in
the system. They obviously had no money, and who would pay for their treatment? They
were basically the bums of the magical world, which seems impossible for people that
can do magic. But just like in the non-magical world, their kind is ignored, and the
problem goes on.”
“Sadly, you are right,” said Albus. “That is a characteristic our two worlds share.
Still, this journey was more fruitful than I expected, if we’ve glimpsed another possible
vessel for Soul Shards.”
“Is that what they’re called?”
“No, I just made that up on the spot. You have to realize, and you’ll see this as
we visit more points in Tom’s life, that the magic he used to create these objects is of
the darkest kind. Not many people know the technique exists, and I mean to keep it that
way.”
“I see. Not a complex ritual lasting 24 hours and you’re immortal, then?”
“Is that what you need? No, nothing like that.”
“I see.”
“Was the girl charged with anything? She seemed more a victim than anything
else,” said Harry.
“In this case, yes. However, once her father and brother were severing their
sentences in Azkaban, she became a rather different person. And in many ways, worse
than either of them.”
“How could she be worse than them?” asked Susan.
“How do you feel about love potions?” asked Albus with a grin.
“I would consider them a form of the Imperius Curse, because you’re messing
with someone’s volition. Please tell me they are banned.”
“Uh, no, but I suppose if you think about them that way…”

“What other way can you think about them? You’re messing with someone’s
mind, same as with Imperius. Wow you have some messed up laws, and just when I
think I’ve hit bottom and they can’t possibly get worse-.”
“Leaving that aside, the man we saw earlier plays his part in all this, too.”
“Oh no. Don’t tell me. Love potions, that guy, no, it’s too horrible to contemplate.”
“And yet we must, for that is what happened.”
“She made love potion and got that guy to fall for her, didn’t she?” asked Harry.
“I would not say ‘fall for’ was the right term. Perhaps ‘be infatuated by’ would bebut never mind. The result is the same. Yes, and from this unhappy union came Tom,
who was then brought to the orphanage we shall soon visit.”
“I realize you can’t possibly police people making potions in their spare time, but
why are things like that not outright banned? Why is the knowledge of how to brew that
potion not locked away with the wand motions for Imperius? It makes no sense!”
“Too late, I fear. Too many books detail the making of those kinds of potions.”
“Wait, those kinds of potions? There’s even more wonderful things I can be angry
about in the magical world? It’s my lucky day!”
“Now, now, there’s no cause for sarcasm. I will say, curiously, that your reaction
mirrored Tom’s when he came to school. He must have found out at some point,
because after that he began to call for bans on certain types of magic, love potions
included.”
“So are you trying to get me on his side or what? If we agree…”
“I’m trying to show you how, in his zeal, he went too far and became the monster
we know him to be today. Come, we shall return to the school so you can mull over what
you have seen.”
“All right.” And I’ll want to Descry Object a bit as well, just to get a sense of where
that locked ended up.
That night, Susan did just as she said, and got a result.
However, not knowing exactly where the castle is, and not having an Internet
mapping application to immediately look at, it’s impossible to say where that location is.
But at least we know it’s not under any protection magic, so I can go home and see
what I can find out about where it is later.
Love potions.
Honestly!
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Harm None
Time: The next day
Place: Headmaster’s Office
“Minister! What a lovely surprise!” said Susan when she went for her daily
Imbuing session in the Headmaster’s office. She even almost managed to say it without
too much sarcasm.
“And there are more in store,” said Albus, his eyes twinkling.
“Oh?”
“Yes, I’ve, well, come to first offer my apology in person for your mistreatment
while you tried to get us to realize he was back. Obviously it wasn’t just a bid for
attention or whatever, like some believed.”
“Yes, if I wanted attention I would just go to your hospital and cure everyone in a
day.”
“Ah, that is possible for you, isn’t it? Secondly, we need your magic to secure the
ministry building.”
“That’s odd, I don’t see you on your knees, begging.”
Cornelius looked slightly worried. “Is that being required?”
“It couldn’t hurt, is all I’m saying. So let me understand this. For years,
presumably, the Headmaster has tried to tell you Voldemort is still kicking around in one
form or another, yes?”
“Uh, no?”
“No?” Susan looked over at Albus.
“We don’t talk about what he did, normally, you recall.”
“Not even with the minister of magic? That seems an odd policy. Okay, well, we
did tell you he was back at the end of the tournament, and that was quite a while ago.
Now you come actually seeking my aid, when I told you time and time again all you
needed to do was believe me, and ask.”
“And now we’re asking.”
“Asking? Funny, it sounded more like a demand to me. Maybe I have some water
in my ear.” Susan started shaking her head and tapping her ear. “Don’t think so though.”
“Will you please help us secure the ministry building?”
“Maybe. What do you want me for?”
“We’ve been talking to those people at the, uh, failed capture, and how the
enchantments over them broke while walking into the room. We had the idea if you
could do the same to the main entrance, no one would be able to get in without having
all magic washed away from them. It would revert people who have taken Polyjuice, the
Imperius Curse, whatever.”
“Except that Voldi can teleport his followers in, same as I can. He would bypass
that protection easily.”
“Oh.”
“There is a solution to that problem, though it will take some excellent charming
skills,” put in Albus.
“Yes?” Cornelius asked, looking more hopeful.

“Simply maintain a list of who has passed into the building through the front
doors. Anyone not on the list must therefore be an intruder.”
“Brilliant!”
“You mean like a Protean Charm,” asked Susan.
“Why yes, I did mean that. You know about those?”
“Hermione mentioned them once. I can see several flaws in that plan, by the
way.”
“Please, don’t hold back. We can work around them, perhaps.”
“Someone passes through the front gate, right? Then they get grabbed through a
Teleportal and knocked out. A few minutes later, they return through the portal but it’s
really someone else shape-shifted into them. They’re on the list, so they get access to
everything.”
“Yes, that could be a problem.”
“Plus, if it wasn’t automated, after the first few weeks or so people would stop
paying so much attention. Also keeping track of the fact you’ve seen someone on the
list or not when you walk by them would be impossible.”
“So what would you recommend?”
“Go back in time and punch yourself in the face until you see reason, then get on
this a year ago so it doesn’t come to this.”
Cornelius glared at her.
“Oh, you meant useful solutions? I don’t know, the ministry building is pretty
large, what with all those levels. Planar Deflection is the spell we want to keep him from
teleporting in, but sadly the range is pretty limited. It won’t cover the whole of the
ministry, and plus it’s maintained, not like Destroy Magic that’s instantaneous. I would
have to hold it all day, every day. Not going to happen, the ministry is too big to cover,
and I don’t need a −2 penalty for something not even nearby.”
“If you would submit to allowing us to study your teleportation magic, perhaps we
could improve the wards around the building.”
“Couple of things wrong with that. One, that would block me off, so… no.
Secondly, there’s a few different ways I can get into places. First is plain old Teleport
which exchanges the space I currently occupy with another space. The other is
Teleportal where I just tear a hole in space and step through. Could your magic tell the
difference? And teleporting a dozen times an hour for you to try stuff is just not feasible.
Unless you want to bring me lots of victims I can drain the energy out of. Heheheh. Next
up is turning into wind, or shrinking myself and sneaking in. Then there’s the old ‘step
into the astral’ trick and then step back. Or just phasing through the wall like he did into
the courtroom. Unless you can defend against all of those, and any other way you could
think of to get someplace with magic, he’ll just keep trying stuff until something works.”
“The world was a lot simpler,” Cornelius said to Albus, “When all we had to
defend against was Apparition.”
“Is that the case, though?” asked Susan. “I mean, I seem to more easily cast
magic upon myself, it’s true. But you guys can do it, it’s called potion making. Are you
sure there’s no potion to turn you into wind, or displace you a bit so you can walk
through walls? One hundred percent sure?”
Cornelius hardly blinked, his expression frozen.
“Sorry, didn’t mean to make you paranoid there. In any case, I think you’ve

forgotten. I’m not really all that pleased with the ministry for various reasons. You want
my help? Fine. Start changing laws and holding real trials and such, and we’ll talk.”
He seemed to gain a bit of courage back. “We will not be dictated to by an
underage girl!”
“The ‘underage girl’ you’re currently asking for the help of, may I remind you. You
can’t force me to cast magic for you. Still, you could take a few minutes if you wanted to
think about-“ He was shaking his head. “No? Then you’re on your own, I’m afraid. I will
not be seen supporting a ministry that did not support me when I needed it.”
“I would suggest at least seeing what she had to say,” said Albus. “I’m curious
myself how she would change wizard law.”
“Oh, fine, what is your proposal? I assume you’ve written one up, you go on and
on about it every time I see you.”
“Yeah, it almost seems an important issue to me. How about that? If I might have
a piece of paper, Headmaster?”
“You don’t? I can come back later, I’m very busy at the moment.”
“Not to worry, it’ll only take a second,” she replied, clicking a pen. She wrote two
words and handed it over.
Both men looked at the two words.
“That’s it?” Cornelius asked in disbelief. “Harm None.”
“That’s all you need,” said Susan lightly. “It’s the ultimate law. Easy to learn and
understand, hard to argue around.”
“Elegant,” said Albus with a chuckle.
“Two words? You want to replace all of wizard law with these two words?”
“What, you think three would be better? Please Harm None? Don’t Hurt
Anybody? Cause No Harm? I could go as high as four but that’s my final offer.”
“Do you know how complex law is? You can’t just… I can’t believe… this is a
waste of my time.”
“Is it? Tell me, what law do you have that can’t be boiled down to “Does this
activity I’m doing hurt someone else?” If the answer is yes, you’ve broken the law. If no,
then carry on.”
“And what about these trials you’re so keen on?”
“What about them?”
“How would punishment be handed out if there was no lawbook to make it plain?”
“You’re talking about two different issues. I’m talking about law. You’re talking
about punishment. They are two separate things. Breaking the law is clear- you’ve
caused some kind of harm to another. Punishment is for the court to decide.”
“You really think that would work?”
“Why not? Oh, I understand the need for a billion separate laws on the books. It’s
the same in the non-magical world. You need laws so that everyone, at some point in
the day, breaks a law. Then if they need to be taken in, they can be brought in on
whatever charges you need until whatever you want to stick to them can be made to
stick. With my new, ‘one law’ you would have a much harder time with that.”
“It would be chaos!”
“I don’t think so. The majority of people don’t want to hurt others, after all, I think.”
“Ah, but how do you define harm?”
“I think that definition is pretty clear. Causing pain, loss of material wealth,

emotional distress, just ask a five year old. If a little kid can say “they shouldn’t have
done that” then harm has been done. Maybe a ten year old, five is probably still too
young.”
“It could be quite interesting to live in a society with only one law,” said Albus.
“Don’t tell me you’re taking this… request… seriously?”
“As a theoretical exercise it has a lot going for it. What would happen if you threw
lawbooks away and just told people not to hurt one other? Of course, given that
‘freedom’ so to speak from those one billion laws Susan mentioned, penalties for
breaking the one law would have to be correspondingly larger.”
“I can’t believe I’m hearing this.”
“It has a lot going for it,” said Susan. “Take current law. You have to keep adding
laws to the books because the world keeps spinning and changing every day. A new
technology comes along, sorry, I mean a new spell, you have to regulate it separately
because you hadn’t thought of it before. Under the one law, if that new thing doesn’t hurt
anyone, great! If it does, the law already makes it illegal!”
“I can accept this sort of broad strokes, rosy picture from a young girl, but to think
you would go along with such a plan, Albus.”
“Perhaps I just like to see you flustered.”
Cornelius sputtered something unintelligible.
“Please, sir, there are children present,” said Susan.
“You understood that? I didn’t think anyone spoke-” He looked over at her. “You
were just joking, weren’t you? Anyway, what can I seriously do to get you on our side?”
“I’ve told you. Reduce corruption. Let me destroy all Dementors in Azkaban,
those that are still left, anyway. Start holding more trials. Give Sirius his 10 years of life
back. Harm. None.”
“All of those are quite impossible.”
“Then so is my helping you.”
“Then that brings me to my third-”
Susan held up a hand. “Helping you… in an evident manner.”
“What do you mean?”
“If you mark off some places you would like rendered cut off from magic, like the
space right before the elevator or something, I will sneak in and make that happen. That
will at least make sure an intruder will be caught if they try to change floors at all. My
requirements are this: You cannot publicize I have done so. You cannot have your paper
write ‘last night, Susan, at the request of the ministry, did such and such.’ Nothing like
that. In return: Publish your plans to capture Voldi. Hire more security forces, and send
Aurors to the school to do extra training, if people would like it. I’ve seen the letters in
the paper calling for your resignation. Instead, start giving people what you should have
given them in the first place- a reason you hold the office you do. You are now the
minister of magic at the start of a new magical war. Step up your game.”
Albus clapped. “Very well said, Susan.”
“Thank you.”
“I’ll do what I can, and I’ll have a map sent over with good locations. Thank you. If
I may move on to the third point?”
“There’s more?”
“Just the one. You know who has been-”

Susan put up her hand again. “No, you are going to say his name. Voldemort.
Honestly. Say it, or leave right now. I’m tried of this crap. Grow a backbone, man! You
know who… No, I don’t. Spell it out, I’m not a mind reader for crying out loud.”
He seemed to steel himself. “Voldemort has been seen.”
“You didn’t catch fire! Bravo. What about it?”
“What is his goal now? According to the people broken out of the Imperius his
goal at the moment is simply to gather information. They were instructed to watch and
report, rather than sew chaos. When he first declared himself, he attacked in force, with
all manner of dark creatures and dark magic. This time, well, he’s been back quite a
while from what you said, but there have been no attacks, no disappearances. What’s
he doing?”
“Researching my kind of magic. Expect him to have spells that do things your
magic can’t easily do. He took a new toy from me, and he’s testing it out. Expect him to
finally emerge in a big way. Be ready, even if it seems Death Eater activity is
nonexistent, they’re out there. Getting ready for the day their master declares himself
ready with Natural Magician magic.”
“Any ideas for tracking down where he’s hiding?”
Susan thought a moment. “Follow the money.”
“What?”
“Magical research is sort of expensive. Don’t ask me why, but the scant notes my
father has on the subject reference ‘considerable materials, costing around 100
monetary units per day.’ He didn’t feel he would have time, on the way to saving the
variety of worlds he saved, to do any spell research. Or the money, probably. I think this
is why he put a piece of his magic into the book, so it could come up with new spells for
me, negating the time and cost requirement. If the ‘100 monetary units’ works the same
way as it does for Imbuing that means 100 silver, or about 7 Galleons a day worth of… I
have no idea. Stuff. Find a ton of potion ingredients or something that are always being
delivered someplace, and you’ve got a good chance it’s him.”
“That’s something, at least. Anything else?”
“Sure, get better scrying magic that can bust through his magical defenses.”
“We don’t do a lot of that, actually.”
“Yes, I noticed. Harry’s Divination class had nothing whatsoever to do with what I
would call divination. Seeing at a distance, for one. It seemed to focus only on the
future, and never on the present. Like the simple question of “where is my friend Harry
right now?” My magic could tell me, your magic, as of yet, doesn’t seem to be able to do
so.”
“A weakness in the curriculum we may need to rectify,” said Albus. “After all, we
know magic itself can do it, or Susan would not be able to. Perhaps after this crisis is
over, a team could be put together to study that branch of magic in more detail, as it
relates to events happening in the present.”
“It couldn’t hurt,” said Susan.
“That’s everything,” said Cornelius. “At least for the moment. Thank you for
speaking to me, I know I’m not your favorite person in the world right now.”
“Don’t worry, I can name a few who are lower than you at the moment. Just…
don’t screw it up again, okay? Is that too much to ask?”
“I’ll do my best. Albus.”

“See you later.”
“At least he is doing something, at last,” Susan remarked to Albus when he was
gone.
“It was nice of you to offer to build in more protections into the ministry building. I
wonder if points around the castle should be similarly protected?”
“The front doors, maybe? I don’t know, tell me what you want, and I’ll do it. I’ve
memorized the spell for a reason, I can cast it quickly enough.”
“Just how fast can you strip someone of their ability to do magic?”
Susan looked at him a moment before answering. “Less than five seconds,” she
said at last.
“That quickly? Astonishing.”
“At least they’ll be alive at the end, and they could negate it with a high enough
RESolve check. Your death curse spell seems to offer no resistance save one- don’t get
hit by it.”
“It is interesting your magic offers the possibility of simply mentally willing the
spell to not work. I take it even someone with no magical ability could do so? Not
against that spell, I mean, but others?”
“You are correct. It comes with the increased versatility of my magic, I guess.
There has to be some limitations.”
“True, though you seem to find ways around them with regularity.”
“Of course! Limits are just progress markers on your way past them.”
“I think that is the scariest sentence anyone has ever said to me. By the way,
were you serious about the whole ‘harm none’ thing?”
“Of course I was. Having all sorts of byzantine laws only helps lawyers and cops.
Make the law simple and clear, so everyone can understand it. Don’t make laws that
apply only to certain groups of people (like gays) and that change based on where you
are on the planet. Don’t make them so complex you can’t be certain you’re breaking the
law or not when you do something. I think things would be much better for one, simple
law.”
“Perhaps one day, humans will reach the point they don’t even need that,
because harming another would be unthinkable to them.”
“Until then, we have people like Voldi to worry about. Good thing you have
people like me that you don’t, right?”
The narrowing of Albus’ eyes betrayed his answer, even if his reply did not.
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Next Trip to the Village
Time: One Week Later
Place: Susan’s Personal Dimension
“Hey Susan,” said Hermione, walking up to the cabin. “Haven’t you memorized that
book by now?”
Susan looked up from the book of magic she was paging through. “Hi Hermione. I
do have it pretty well memorized, at least in a general sense. But specifics, now that’s the
tricky bit.”
“What are you looking for?”
“A way to figure out where the rest of Voldi’s Soul Shards are located. But I just
can’t think of a way to do it.”
“Is that now the official name?”
“Might as well be. The Headmaster asked me to look into it, and I asked the book
to look into it, but so far, no luck. I thought maybe that was because there was something
I was missing, but I guess not. There aren’t many spells that deal directly with the soul,
which makes sense. But we do know it exists, as Voldi can place bits of it into objects.
And if it exists, magic should be able to touch it. The trouble is that my Descry spells hinge
upon identifying the thing I’m looking for in some way. Have you ever seen a soul?”
Hermione shook her head.
“Exactly. What if all souls are actually part of a greater whole? A soul quilt or
tapestry as it were? That tiny pieces get plucked off to become people, and then return to
the quilt when their time as a person is done. In that case, I could never find a specific
one. I mean, try finding a specific thread in a tapestry.”
“Why don’t you go get the locket? Maybe you can study the soul that way?”
“I’m afraid if I do anything to it, the soul will migrate or disappear. Plus, I don’t
exactly know where that is. I want the spell I cast to tell me where those Shards are, and
if one of them matches up with the location of the locket, we know the spell works.”
“Good plan.”
“Course it is! Too bad it isn’t working out very well. I’ve done some scrying on it this
week, and it hasn’t moved. So it’s not possessing someone, meaning it’s not critical we
go after it immediately. Of course there’s every possibility it’s not a Soul Shard container,
and just had some weird magic on it, like the rest of the junk in that house.”
“I’m sorry to hear all of this.”
“It’s not the end of the world. Apparently Albus is looking for them himself, and he’s
gone from his office most of the time now, with Fawkes. But if my magic could help narrow
it down, that would be tremendous. Assuming Voldi doesn’t move them into his own
Pocket Dimension now… that he probably… has access… to one.”
The girls stared at each other in horror.
“He could, too, couldn’t he?” asked Hermione.
“Oh yeah. I didn’t even think about that. I am so not used to fighting myself.”
“Could you break into his Dimension?”
“I certainly hope not, because that would mean he could break into mine. No, things
like Dimension Step that Sparkle knows move you between planes, but there’s nothing to

target trying to break into a Dimension. I’m not even sure it exists if it’s not being accessed.
I guess we could stick a camera in one and see what it recorded? The problem is, what
if we watched the footage and actually saw something?” She shivered.
“Yeah, some multi-tentacled thing from between dimensions. We wouldn’t be able
to unsee it!”
“Right. Best leave it as a mystery for now. Of course if he does put them into a
Dimension of some sort, and he does get killed, one of two things will happen.”
“Okay?”
“One, the spell will break and everything in his Dimension will pop out where he
died.”
“Sounds dangerous if he’s shoved something huge in there. And two?”
“Two is the magic will be maintained because his soul still exists, even if it is still
inside the dimension. He’ll then be locked in limbo forever, because he wouldn’t be able
to magic himself out. It’s win-win for us. Don’t worry about something huge, the weight
that can be put in depends on the rating… which he can raise with energy. CRAP!”
“Also it means killing the most feared wizard in all of history.”
“I’m making sure I have that angle covered,” said Susan, glancing over at her table.
There was a lump under a white towel, surrounded by magical energy, obviously an
Imbuing in progress.
“What is it?”
“My secret weapon. I don’t want to say any more than that, I’m afraid. Please don’t
mess with it, the Imbuing isn’t done. Anyway, I don’t think it falls, just that it appears. I’ve
never died, so I wouldn’t know.”
“Couldn’t it be a million knives, with some kind of charm on them to fly out in all
directions when they appear?”
“I love talking to you, Hermione, you know that, right?”
“Aw, you’re so sweet. I love talking to you too!”
“That was… ah, so was yours. Right. Of course, it’s his body that has Paragon
stats now, not his soul. All connection to that magic might end when that body no longer
can sustain life. I don’t know, there’s a lot of things to take into account.”
“I suppose so. Anyway, I love chatting, but if I’m going to get anything done, I better
get started. If that’s okay with you?”
“Started?”
“Making potions. This is a potion making lab, isn’t it?”
“Hermione, my potion making lab is your potion making lab. Please feel free.”
“Thank you.” She walked into the other room. “Wow, they really did a lot of work in
here, didn’t they? The twins, I mean?”
“Yeah, they labeled all the jars and everything. I really have to hand it to them,
when they’re serious about something, they go all the way. Even if it is a joke product.”
“That’s just the trouble. Anyway, I’m going to get to work. Good luck with the spell.”
“Yeah, thanks.”
I forgot to tell her I even tried True Question in desperation. “Elf of black stole the
first. Second is lestrangely cursed. Third one sits upon her head. Stone statue seek
instead.” Is that really a help? I’ve never seen a black elf, and strangely cursed? Then
one upon the head of a statue, I guess? Maybe I should have asked about a specific one

rather than just their locations in general, but phrasing that question would be tough.
Maybe “tell me the closest location of Voldemort’s soul?” I don’t know.
Susan turned back to her book.
Maybe I’ll pick up something, I have 8xp left. I need 21 or 18 to raise my spell skill
group. Blast, putting Dead Magic on that thing is going to be expensive. What level 8 or
lower spell would I like to learn?
Ah, nothing jumps out at me. I guess I’ll just save it, for now.
So Susan worked on Imbuing things for her friends as usual, and the time passed.
Albus was hardly ever in his office, which was actually rather a relief for her because then
she didn’t have to tell him about her failure to create a spell to help him track down Soul
Shards. She, Hermione and Harry attended several dinners held by Professor Slughorn,
where she explained what she could about her magic. He really did seem interested, but
the number of Slytherin students there did strain things a bit. Finally, it was mid October,
and the first trip to the village was allowed.
“Are you going to come?” asked Harry the night before.
“Maybe.”
“You can’t just work all the time, you know.”
“It’s not about work, it’s about avoiding any complications.”
“It’s tomorrow, no one could set something up that soon.”
“No, but something could be set to happen and be triggered by my going or not.”
“Nothing’s happened to you in ages. Maybe they finally gave up.”
Susan shook her head. “No, I haven’t bought off the weakness, I still have an
enemy out there someplace. Oh, all right, I’ll go with you guys.”
“You’re just saying that because you’re not going to go, right?”
“That’s what I’d like you to believe.”
But she did go, and rather than make everyone walk there, she helpfully opened a
Teleportal for everyone to go though. Some of the younger kids were excited, but the
older kids took it in stride.
“It’s just Susan,” she heard one say. “She’s always doing stuff like that.”
Once everyone was through she stepped through herself, and looked around with
the others.
“I get the strangest feeling you need to be somewhere,” Luna said to her. She spun
around, then pointed. “Yes, this way. I think we should go this way.”
“I guess we’re going this way,” Susan said to the others.
“That can’t be an echo, it relates to you directly,” said Ron.
Hermione started pulling his arm. “Did you ever think they just might want to be
alone for a little while?” she hissed at him. “See you later!”
Harry, Neville and Ginny waved as Luna and Susan took off the other way.
“So, did you just want me alone, or is there something we need to do this way?”
asked Susan.
“There really is something we need to do to this way,” replied Luna.
“Okay, I’ll take your word for it. Say, what do you want for Christmas? I usually just

surprise people, but I haven’t started on anything for you, and I thought you might like
something specific.”
“Hummmm. What I would really like is to see my mother again. You have magic
that can repeat time in a certain area, right?”
“Yes I do. Are you sure that’s all you want? I mean, I can make you a magical
object that could do almost anything.”
“I have a magical object that can do almost anything,” she replied with a smile,
bumping up to her. “What do I need another one for?”
Susan grinned back. “Okay, you got it.” But I think I’ll bring my digital camera along
and get some pictures, too. They’ll be the real gift. They might not move like wizard
pictures, but they’ll be in color, at least. I could take them to a photo place the next day
and get them printed, then leave them for her. Yeah, that’s what I’ll*Whump* A small something ran into Susan’s leg and grabbed on. “Susan!” she
said, looking up at Susan.
Susan looked down, and attached to her leg was a small girl, maybe six years old.
“Hello,” she said, wondering if this was some kind of attack by a Death Eater.
Create a doll that looks like a human, enchant it to move, put some explosives inside,
have it run up to someone… yeah, that’s what I’d do if I couldn’t attack them directly.
Catch them completely off guard. She reached for her bracelet to Phase at the first sign
of trouble, when a woman ran up yelling “Kelly, let that poor girl go!”
“It’s okay,” said Susan, as the woman came to a halt. “I am who she said.”
Luna had quietly summoned her wand, and was holding it down at her side in case
this was also a threat, and Susan gave her a quick nod.
“I’m really sorry about this,” said the woman, trying to pry Kelly off of Susan’s leg.
“She just took off running.”
“Susan!” said Kelly.
“Yes,” said the woman. “That’s Susan, but we shouldn’t bother her.”
“Save my sister!” said Kelly as she was pulled away.
Luna and Susan looked at each other, then Susan kneeled down.
“What do you mean?”
“My sister got stole by the monster under the bed. You can save her, right?”
Susan looked up questioningly at the woman.
“I’m terribly sorry about this. Let’s go, Kelly.”
“Wait, what’s this about a monster?” asked Luna.
“It’s nothing, really,” said the woman. “Come on Kelly, now.”
“But Susan can help!” cried Kelly. “I know she can, mom. Please!”
“I can help,” Susan said to her. “And I will if you want. What’s she talking about?”
“You can’t do anything, I’ve already reported it and the authorities didn’t find
anything,” said the woman sadly.
“I don’t think she knows who she’s talking to,” said Luna.
“Susan mom, it’s Susan!” cried Kelly, pointing.
“Okay,” she said to her. “It’s Susan, so what?” The woman really looked at who her
daughter had grabbed onto to. “Wait, you couldn’t be… that Susan, could you?”
“The one and only, at your service.”
“I’ve read about you. And what you did at the tournament, and there were rumors
about your involvement in almost catching he who must not be named.”

“Almost being the operative word. Sadly the ministry can’t plan things very well.
Now what’s this about her sister needing to be rescued?”
“Do you really think you can help?”
“All I think is that I can try. I have means not normally available to even the most
learned of wizards. I don’t mind hearing the story.”
“Oh, all right. I suppose it can’t hurt. I guess our shopping will have to wait. Come
on, Kelly, we’re heading back home.”
“Yay, Susan is going to find Emily! Yay! Yay!”
The group made their way back down the street, and the woman invited them in.
“Oh, my name is Rachel, by the way.”
“Honey?” called a voice from within the house. “Did you forget something?”
“I ran into someone,” she called back.
“I’m Susan, as you already know, and this is my friend Luna.”
Luna cleared her throat.
“Sorry, my girlfriend Luna.”
“Thank you. Nice to meet you.”
“Oh, yes.” It looked like Rachel wasn’t quite sure how to process this information.
“Who are these people?” asked a man coming into view from the kitchen.
“Bryan, this is Susan and Luna. They’ve agreed to help us find Emily.”
“How are a couple of kids going to- hold on, Susan… uh, uh, don’t tell me.” He was
snapping his fingers. “Belton?”
“Close. Felton. Nice to meet you.”
“Seriously? You’re Susan Felton? The Susan Felton? You’re famous!”
Susan snorted. “Hardly. But the Daily Prophet does love a good, sensationalist
story.”
“I found her!” said Kelly proudly.
“Did you?” asked Bryan with a smile. “My daughters, they’ve been talking about
nothing else since they saw you in the papers. I read them the stories of what you’ve been
up to, or at least what the papers say you’re up to.”
“Two very different things, actually, but they do get some details right.”
“Did you really see, you know who, resurrect himself? And fought him, and
escaped?”
“That much is true, yes.”
“Wow. I guess if you think you can help…”
“I’m willing to try. So what’s the story?”
“Come on up,” said Rachel, “You can see for yourself.”
The group went up the stairs and into a bedroom at the top of the stairs. It was a
typical very young girl’s bedroom, with lots of stuffed toys and such. There were two beds,
at opposite sides of the room, and the family seemed to get more sad as they entered.
“This is where Emily sleeps,” said Rachel, indicating the bed on the right side of
the room. “She’s three years old-”
“I’m six!” said Kelly.
“Don’t interrupt,” said Bryan.
“And two nights ago she vanished completely,” finished Rachel.
Luna and Susan looked at each other grimly.

“When you say vanished…” asked Susan.
“We put the girls to bed as normal. Several hours later Kelly came into our room
saying she couldn’t find Emily anywhere. We searched the house, but there was… there
was…” Rachel blinked away tears. “I’m sorry.”
“There was no sign of her,” finished Bryan, also looking upset. “Obviously we
immediately contacted the ministry and they sent someone, but there was no trace.”
Immediately? By owl, no doubt. That would mean at least a twenty minute delay,
right?
“It was the monster!” said Kelly.
“What’s this about a monster?” asked Susan. “She said that before.”
“Oh, you know kids, always going on about things,” said Rachel. “Pay her no mind.”
“Monsters are real,” said Luna simply.
“Don’t say that!” said Bryan.
Luna ignored him, kneeling down in front of Kelly. “Monsters are real,” she
repeated. “And I believe you. One day, you’ll go to school and learn all about them, and
then you can protect your little sister like I know you want to. But for now, the way you
can help protect her is telling us about it. Can you do that? Can you tell me about this
monster?”
“It only came at night,” said Kelly. “It was scary.”
“The girls had been complaining about it for several days, you know, the whole
‘monster under the bed’ routine,” said Bryan, forcing a laugh.
“What did it look like?” continued Luna.
“I don’t know. Scary things. And I heard noises too, and saw weird things.”
“You see, she can’t even describe it,” said Bryan.
“Still, there are creatures in the world that try to illicit a fear response,” said Susan.
“Bogey, you think?” asked Luna.
“It can’t be a Bogey, they always hide in something,” protested Rachel. “And why
would one steal our daughter?”
“Good question, but we can’t discount it,” said Susan. “All right, I’m going to take
this room back to that night. If you don’t want to see this, you can wait downstairs, Kelly.”
She grabbed Susan’s hand. “I can be brave too!”
Susan smiled. “I know you can. Okay, about what time was this that you noticed
her gone? And two nights ago, you said?”
“It was about two thirty in the morning. What do you mean ‘take this room back’ if
you don’t mind my asking?”
“It’s a spell I know, it will repeat time in this room so we can see what happened.”
A glowing circle appeared on the floor in the middle of the room, then expanded to touch
all the walls. “Here we go- Time Area.”
Susan watched as the two parents came in and out of the room backwards, then
Kelly came back in and got back into bed. They watched as a weird, shape-shifting
creature appeared with Emily, who kicked and screamed as the creature put her back into
bed as well. It then went back and forth between the two girls, alternately scaring them
and causing them to hide under their covers. The monster then vanished. They only
caught glimpses of all this activity as it was being rewound, but after everything went
peaceful again, Susan started playback.
“I don’t get it,” said Kelly. “There was this scary looking man in the room before

Emily disappeared. And she said she was covered in dogs.”
“Dogs?” asked Luna.
“She’s terrified of dogs,” replied Bryan.
“But you didn’t see any dogs?” asked Luna.
Kelly shook her head.
“Sounds more like an ESPer Illusion than magic,” remarked Susan, watching each
girl become more terrified.
“I’m sorry, the what?” asked Rachel.
“I’m going to need to bring someone else in,” said Susan in answer. “If that’s okay
with you?”
“If you think it’ll help,” said Bryan helplessly.
Susan paused the Time Area and opened a Teleportal into the Hogwarts kitchens.
She stuck her head through.
The two adults could hardly believe their eyes. They were looking through a hole
in the air to Hogwarts.
“Hello, Susan!” chorused the elves.
“Hello everyone,” she answered. My cult grows! “Is Winky around?”
“Winky is right here, miss!” said Winky, coming into view. “You are needing Winky’s
help, Winky dreamed it last night! Winky is improving her skills, just as miss ordered.”
“That’s great news, Winky. I’m happy to hear it. And yes, I certainly could use your
help, if you can spare a few minutes.”
“For you, of course!”
“Come through then, and tell me what you think. Oh, and can someone please
fetch my cat?”
“I can do this, miss!” said another elf, and scurried off.
“Thank you!” she called after it.
“A house elf?” asked Bryan as Winky stepped through.
“An elf, yes, I don’t know about house as even if that was her actual species name,
she works in a castle at the moment. Thanks for coming, Winky. This is Bryan and Rachel
and Kelly.”
“Winky is glad to make your acquaintance. Oh, this room has known fear,” said
Winky, looking around. “Now Winky is knowing why Susan came to get her.” She started
walking about the room, touching things.
“We’re the same size,” said Kelly.
Not for much longer, kid.
“Winky does not know what she can tell you that you can’t see for yourself,” she
said at last.
“The question I had for you, Winky, was if someone like you made an Illusion then
only the person you targeted would see it, right?”
“That is right. It would be projected into the mind of the person Winky wanted to
see something.”
“That fits then,” said Luna, crossing her arms.
“I’m sorry,” said Bryan, “But what does this all mean?”
“Well, keep watching it forward,” said Susan, resuming ‘playback’ of the scene.
They watched as a creature, its form always blurring into things a small child might find
scary, rose up from under the bed. It grabbed Emily and vanished. A few minutes later,

(Susan fast forwarded the playback) Kelly got up the courage to run out of the room and
get her parents. Susan paused it again.
“So, what do we know from the visual record of that night? Some kind of creature
that induces fear in people came here two nights ago. For whatever reason, maybe to
feed, it created Illusions of scary things and the girls reacted. As you can see, when they
went under the covers it turned its attention onto the other girl. Very odd, that, but
whatever. Finally it got tired of that little game, and decided it would take the younger
child, who was probably more afraid, and grabbed her.”
“So our daughter has been spirited away by some weird fear creature?” asked
Bryan incredulous.
“That is what the evidence suggests. Now, we’ll wait for my cat to show up so I
don’t have to cast Teleportal again and we’ll see about finding her.”
“There is hope, then?” asked Rachel.
“There’s always hope.”
“Wait, did you say your cat?” asked Bryan. “First a house elf, then a cat?”
“Yes, I keep some non-standard company. Winky, anything else you can tell us
about this?”
She closed her eyes and concentrated. “Winky cannot,” she answered sadly. She
opened her eyes again. “But Winky would like to come with you when you go to rescue
the girl.”
“Are you sure? It could be dangerous.”
“More so for you, Winky is thinking. You will need someone like me if this creature
has more in common with me than with you.”
Meaning, if it’s an ESPer it will be easier for another ESPer to counter it rather than
a magic user. Good point.
“Okay, I see your point. You can come.”
Suddenly Sparkle jumped through the portal. “Meow?”
“Oh, it’s fine, I think they can handle it,” said Susan. “You staying, Winky? I’ll close
the portal here if you are. I don’t need the minuses from a grade 10 spell.”
“Winky will stay if the owners permit. Perhaps Winky can do chores while I wait for
you to find where we need to go to rescue the girl.”
“You don’t have to do that!” protested Rachel.
“Winky insists,” insisted Winky. “Show Winky what work is to be done.”
“She’s really improved,” whispered Luna, “from what you told me before.”
“She really has.”
Blinking, Rachel led the elf out of the room to find some work for her to do.
“Anyway,” said Sparkle, “What’s up with the weird monster?”
“That’s what we’re trying to determine,” said Susan. “I wanted your opinion on
something when it vanished.”
“Okay, play it, Sam.”
“It’s talking. That cat is talking!” said Bryan.
“Nice kitty!” said Kelly. “Can I pet your kitty?”
“Her name is Sparkle, and you can ask her yourself.”
“Can I pet you?”
“I suppose I could put up with if a few minutes.”
“Yay!”

“Uh, are there going to be any other surprises?” asked Bryan.
“We’re just getting started here,” answered Susan. “You wanted your daughter
back, we’re going to get her back. Is a talking cat or two really that difficult to accept?”
“No, I suppose not. Is she an animagus?”
Susan laughed. “Nope, just a person that happens to be cat shaped.” She started
the playback, and Sparkle watched as the creature grabbed Emily and vanished.
“What do you think? Teleport?”
Sparkle tilted her head. “Let me see it again.”
“Of course.”
“No,” Sparkle said, after watching it three times. “I don’t think so.”
“That’s what I thought. It doesn’t look quite right for a teleport. I’ll still do a Descry
but I don’t think we’ll find her.”
“What’s this?” asked Bryan.
“There’s a subtle difference between Teleport and Dimension Step. You wouldn’t
notice if you hadn’t seen it a bunch, but we both have. I’m going to try finding her on Earth
now that I’ve seen what she looks like, but I’m pretty sure I’m not going to.”
“You mean she’s dead?”
“No, no, no!” said Susan hastily, waving her hands. “I mean she’s just elsewhere.
Don’t worry yet.”
“I… okay, whatever you say.”
Susan got out her Descry Creature paper, and settled on the floor to cast it. “Make
yourselves comfortable,” she said. “This is going to take a few minutes. Oh, do you have
something of hers you don’t mind losing? Wait, Luna, get her brush.” Luna nodded, and
went over to the dresser. “Wait, do they share a brush?”
Bryan shook his head.
“Ah, good, that’ll work then.”
Luna brought the brush over, and Susan pulled some hairs from it. Then she
started casting.
Kelly was interested for a few minutes, then wandered away as the magical
energies built up.
I could have learned this spell. Is saving 5 minutes worth 7 XP though? I could
have used 5 energy too, but if this creature puts up a fight, I want to be ready.
It went off, and as Susan suspected, she got no result.
“She’s not on this plane anymore,” she said, “Just as I thought.”
“But she’s not dead, right?”
“I don’t want to get your hopes up. We’ll go after her, but after this long… I don’t
know. She’s probably be okay but there really isn’t any time to lose.”
“What do you need me to do?”
“There isn’t much- wait, you could donate some energy. Your wife, too.”
“Energy?”
“Trust me on this one. My magic depends on energy. I don’t know how tough that
thing is, but if it decides to fight us, I’ll want all the energy I possibly can.”
“Well, whatever.”
“Thanks.”
Susan used Energy Drain to get as much energy from the man as she thought she

safely could, and then did the same with the Rachel.
If only I had some kind of… I don’t know… Spirit Sense skill that could tell me how
much energy a person had. Then I could drain more accurately. Oh well.
“We’ll be back soon, and with good news, I hope.”
“I hope so too. Good luck.”
“Thanks.” She picked up Sparkle, who started to cast. “Grab hold Winky, and you
too, Luna.”
“Up or down?” asked Sparkle.
“You don’t think a fear creature lives close to Heaven, do you?” replied Susan.
“Probably not. Okay, down it is.”
“Don’t you want to go get the others?” asked Luna, as magical energies started
swirling around them.
“Pah, the four of us can handle one little fear creature, don’t you think? What have
you been training for, anyway?”
“Dimension Step,” said Sparkle, and it was too late anyway.

95
Nest of Fear
Time: Seconds later
Place: Purgatory
“Nice place,” remarked Luna, looking around. Purgatory showed both the real
world, and the Demon World, just as the Astral showed both Earth and Heaven
overlapping. The result was a gray, dingy, awful looking place to behold.
“Winky doesn’t like it,” said Winky.
“Who does? Perfect place for a fear creature to live, though. Okay, watch my
back, I’m casting Descry again so we can get a sense which direction she went in.”
And find out if she’s still alive.
Ten minutes later, Susan breathed a sigh of relief as the spell reported she was
in that direction, and not too far.
“All right then, we’re going to fly,” she said, casting Flight on everyone.
“Winky is not sure about this!” said Winky, hovering just inches from the ground.
“Come on, it’s easy, and we don’t have the time to waste!” said Susan, gesturing
for her to join them in the air.
“The things Winky does for Susan,” she muttered, rising into the air.
“You know, this could be fun if we weren’t about to battle some unknown creature
to try and rescue a child,” remarked Luna.
“Maybe during break I can bring you back and have some fun flying around
outside the castle. Or maybe we can form our own Quidditch team with no broomsticks.”
She laughed.
“What?”
“I just realized the perfect gift for Harry. Put Descry Object into his glasses.”
“I think that would be cheating.”
Like having the fastest broom on the field isn’t? “Yeah, probably. We should be
getting close!”
“There!” said Sparkle, after about twenty minutes of full speed flying. Her high
perception let her see a bunch of black blobs surrounding what looked like a bunch of
kids before the others.
“Oh no, there’s more than one!” said Luna, meaning there was more than one
child there.
“It looks like a whole nest. Are these things breeding here?” asked Susan, taking
it to mean more than one creature.
“No, I mean… never mind. What do we do?”
“What else? We attack!”
As they swooped down, they saw there were at least a dozen of the flickering
forms, all changing between things kids might find scary. One of the creatures looked up
and turned into a dead Mr. Crouch.
“NO!” shouted Winky, taking off in the other direction.
“Winky, it’s just an illusion!” shouted Susan. The creature then looked at Luna
and become a dead Susan, making her avert her eyes, but not run away.

“Come on, Luna, they can’t be that tough if they prey on little kids.”
Another looked up and suddenly it was Voldemort, crackling with magical power
and about to cast a spell. Susan got a 29 on her RESolve check, and glared down at it.
“Is that all you’ve got?” she said, streaking downwards and landing in the middle
of the kids. Most were unconscious, and those not were huddled together in fear.
“Don’t you worry, I’m here to save you,” said Susan, raising her left hand high.
“For sacrifices made.”
Immediately twenty five soldiers appeared in a ring around the kids, and Susan
shouted “Legion, destroy those inhuman creatures and protect these children!”
The Legion went to work.
To make a long story short, the Legion made cutting them all down look easy.
They were not only tougher, faster, and armored, but they were also totally fearless, so
the creatures didn’t have much to “lock unto.” Also they glowed, which seemed to cause
the creatures to shrink back. Luna also helped, but her hands were shaking so her aim
wasn’t that great.
The bad news was, when they died, the creatures seemed to vanish, causing
Susan some concern they would not get the chance to study them.
“Keep one alive for study!” Susan shouted once most of them were dead. “Just
knock the last one out.”
They managed it, and the last one, still in a man sized, twisted form with strange
protuberances and blades sticking out of him, lay sprawled out on the “floor” of
purgatory. The kids, those that were still conscious, clustered around Susan and were
all talking at once.
“Luna, check the others,” said Susan, and tried to reassure the kids and get them
quieted down.
“One’s breathing is really shallow, but I think the others are all okay. I don’t see
any wounds.”
“So it’s just needing a good meal, I hope. Okay kids, I’m taking you to a hospital
directly, and you can get checked over, then contact your parents from there.” Many of
them started dancing around and… basically acting like little kids.
“Oh, is there a girl named Emily here? Would have been brought 2 days ago?”
“I think her name is Emily,” said one, pointing to an unconscious girl.
“Okay, thanks. Sparkle, give me Accumulation, we’re going there directly.”
“You got it.”
Susan put 25 energy into her Teleportal spell and the kids that could rushed
through it. Most of them gazed around in wonder, as several healers rushed forward to
see what was going on. “I’ll need some help, there are several here that we can’t wake
up, one of them in critical condition.”
“What is this place?” asked a man, stepping through and levitating an
unconscious boy through.
“Purgatory. I’ll explain later.”
“That’s the one that needs immediate attention,” Luna said to another healer that
came through.
“What is this place?” asked the oldest boy there, who looked to be about 7. “Why

are all these people swinging wands around, and making them float? What were those
creatures? Who are you?”
“One question at a time!” said Susan. “They can explain. Wait, you don’t come
from a wizard family?”
“Wizard? Magic doesn’t exist.” He spoke with the conviction of someone with 70
years rather than 7, which was typical.
“Woo boy, the ministry is going to love this.”
“Just go through and have them check you out. Your parents will be called and
they can come get you,” said Luna.
Another unconscious victim was floated out, and more healers were arriving to
take care of the situation. “It really is magic!” said the boy, watching all this, and being
ushered through the portal.
“It really is.”
“So what happened here?” demanded a newcomer.
“You in charge?” demand Susan back.
“I’m in charge of the Spell Damage department, if that’s what you mean.”
“You might want to have the Creature-Induced Injury specialists look them over,”
said Susan, remembering her previous visit with Mr. Weasley. “It was a hoard of these
creatures that caused the whole thing. About twelve of them. They vanished when
killed, so we tried to save one for study. I don’t think they had poison, or hurt the kids
physically, but you never know.”
“I’m not sure we’re equipped for that.” He caught sight of the thing. “What is that
thing!?”
“Don’t go by its shape currently, they seem to take the form of whatever scares
the person they’re looking at most, like a bogart.”
“I’ve never heard of a bogart working in a team, or kidnapping people like this!”
“I know, it’s troubling.”
“And what are those?” He pointed to the solders.
“Oh, those are mine, pay them no mind. I left them out just in case more showed
up, but it’s been quiet thus far.”
“The children didn’t seem physically hurt, why are they unconscious, do you
know?”
“Some of them may have been here for days, with no food and water. They’ve all
been traumatized by fear, and I think most of them aren’t actually from wizard families.
So they would be even less prepared to deal with something like this. Just mind wiping
them might be the best thing to do, and give them a fake story about getting lost or
something instead. It’s a matter of finding where they live that’s going to be the tricky
part.”
“Well, come thorough and you can give us a full report. We’ll take the creature for
study too, get some experts here.”
“Don’t let it wake up! If you can, put it someplace dimensionally locked so it can’t
step through back here. Oh, and keep it in bright light, it seems to not like that at all.”
“Dimensionally- You’re going to have to explain more what you mean.”
“I will, but it’ll be a few minutes.”
“Why?”
“I have to go find the house elf I brought with me. She ran off when we spotted

the creatures. I can’t leave her here, now can I?”
“No, I suppose not. But you’ll come after that, right?”
“I promise. Get them treated and I’ll be along shortly.”
“Okay. Thanks.”
“Not a problem.”
The man stepped back through, and took the creature with him, leaving Susan
alone with Sparkle and Luna. She closed the Teleportal.
“I could have gone through,” said Luna. “I can tell them what happened just as
easily as you.”
“Only trouble is, once the spell that keeps us here ends, we get shifted back up
one plane. If you were there, you would find yourself in the Astral- with no way to get
back. So we have to go back to where we were, end the spell, then get there again.”
“Oh. A bit complex, isn’t it?”
“It keeps you from being trapped if you get knocked out or something. You’ll go
back to Earth automatically rather than getting stuck here, helpless. It’s a safety
measure.”
“Logical. At least we won’t have long to wait.”
“What do you-”
“Susan!” shouted Winky, coming into view again. She landed. “Winky is so sorry
she fled,” she blubbered, fat tears running down her face. “Winky doesn’t know what
came over her.”
“I do. Those things had some kind of fear power. I felt myself making a RESolve
check when I looked at that one that turned into Voldi. My guess is, you failed yours,
that’s all. Nothing to be ashamed of.”
“But Winky was supposed to help!”
“Well, we, uh, managed somehow. Don’t feel too bad. Come on, we’re heading
back.”
“Winky is- Winky is-”
“Please, Winky, don’t worry. You’re not a combatant, I understand that. We’ve
been through combat exercises and everything, and I’ve had a ton of stuff try to kill me.
It’s old hat for me. You’re not used to it, and there were way more than I expected. Don’t
think it reflects on you, it doesn’t. Honestly.”
“Winky will get better. Winky will someday help Susan.”
“I know you will. Come on. Uh, which direction did we come from, anyway?”
And so the four got back and Sparkle ended Dimension Step and popped back
into the room. Kelly was there waiting for them.
“Oh, you didn’t find her?” she said, about to break into tears.
“We took her right to St Mungo’s, she’ll be fine. I just wanted her checked out,
that’s all.”
“Okay! I’ll go get my mom!” she said, reversing and breaking into a wide grin.
She skipped out of the room.
Susan shook her head. “Was I ever that volatile?”
“Ah, youth,” said Luna. “Were we ever that young?”
“Yeah, not that long ago,” said Sparkle. “Like ten years or less?”
“Spoilsport,” said Susan with a grin. Another magical circle appeared as feet

were heard on the stairs. Bryan and Rachel burst into the room as the Teleportal
opened back to the hospital.
“Come on, let’s go,” said Susan, stepping through, and the others followed.
Bryan looked around, as the hole behind him closed and he realized he was
miles and miles from where we had been. “What an interesting way to travel,” he
remarked.
“Oh, you’re back. Thank goodness. It’s chaos here now, thanks to you!”
“Good, it’s a nice little drill for you. You think this is bad? Once Voldi starts trying
to take over the world, you’re going to see a lot worse.”
The man stared at her. “Yes, that one. Don’t you read the paper?”
“Where’s Emily?” demanded Rachel. “Where’s my little girl?”
“Several little girls came through, can you be more specific?” the healer asked.
“Several? Well, she would be wearing…” She went off with one of the staff.
“Several?” echoed Bryan.
“Yours wasn’t the only child taken by those creatures,” said Susan. “We found a
whole bunch of kids there, herded into one area and watched over by about a dozen of
those things.”
“We need to know what to do with that creature, and where it came from,” said
the healer. “If you don’t mind, can we head to my office and you can give me the full
story? We’ve sent owls to the ministry for experts in magical creatures, they should be
along shortly.”
“Very well, I’m at your disposal.”
“When do we have to get back to the castle?” asked Luna.
“Oh, yes, they might get concerned if we aren’t there for roll call. Look, can you
send an owl to Professor Flitwick, Head of Ravenclaw House, Hogwarts castle that
Susan and Luna are here?”
“Winky will return to the castle and deliver the message directly,” said Winky.
“Good plan, Winky. Thanks for agreeing to come with us. And keep training,
okay?”
“Winky promises.” With a crack, she was gone.
“Never mind,” said Susan. “Lead on.”
So Bryan, Kelly, Susan, Sparkle, Luna and the healer went to his office, where
Susan told the story about how she had been approached by Kelly and the subsequent
rescue of the children.
“If I hadn’t seen the place you said you found them with my own eyes, I wouldn’t
have believed it,” the healer said.
“Yeah, you guys seem not to have done much with the other planes for some
reason. I find them to be very handy. But if creatures are starting to call them home, you
better start.”
“I agree. Do you have any idea what those creatures were?”
“I’m sorry, but I don’t. I’ll ask my friend Hermione but we both read about the
same amount, though I suspect she has Photographic Memory so she retains a lot
more. Like I said before, closest creature I know of is a bogart.”
“Could it be some kind of evolved bogart?” asked Luna.
“Can they do that?”
“I don’t know what’s possible? Do you?”

“Sure. With magic, just about anything. The problem is, did they evolve naturally
or were they manipulated with magic?”
“Tough to say. We didn’t see any bones, and none of the children had died, so
they hadn’t been there long.”
“But they could move from place to place. Steal a couple of kids, suck them dry,
then move on. In a small group they could have been operating for a long time, as no
one could have reached them. And the parents of the kids didn’t believe there were
actual creatures.”
“We’ll have to look into area disappearances of kids, at night. That should give us
some clues as to how long those things have been doing what they did.”
“You two are both in Ravenclaw, aren’t you?” the healer asked with a chuckle.
“Susan Felton and Luna Lovegood, at your service,” said Susan.
“Nice to meet you- wait a second, didn’t you cure the Longbottoms a few years
ago?”
“Still talking about that around here, huh?”
“I just happened to remember it. So you’re still out there fighting the good fight,
huh?”
“She came to our aid easily enough. And we can’t thank you enough for rescuing
our daughter. Thank you.”
“No trouble. I’ll probably get some XP for it, so it’ll balance out.”
“Expee?”
“Never mind. So, like I said, can you seal a room off from other dimensions with
charms? Because otherwise once that creature wakes up it’ll just vanish back there
again and that’ll be that.”
“We would need someone from, I don’t even know, some theoretical branch of
magic. I’ll go to the ministry via the floo and ask there. But honestly I don’t think we can
hold that creature.”
“I see.”
“Could your magic do it?” asked Luna.
Susan thought a moment. “Show me where it is,” she said, getting a scroll out of
her Pocket Dimension. “This is probably our best bet for now.”
The healer led them through the hospital, and down to a sealed room with two
guards standing in front of the door.
“Can you levitate it so it’s upright?” Susan asked.
One of them nodded and did, after opening the door.
Several minutes later, a large chunk of ice surrounded the creature, freezing it
solid.
“There,” she said, putting the pages back. “You’ve got time to work something
out. While it’s in the ice you can consider it in suspended animation, and it can’t escape.
When you’ve got a locked down room ready you can just let it defrost. The ice will melt
normally though, so keep a cooling charm on the room until then.”
“Amazing,” said the healer. “At the very least we can study its form and gather
information about it magically. Thank you.”
“No problem. I want to find out more about that thing myself. If it’s some new
threat or something someone is experimenting with, we need to know and put a stop to
it.”

“I agree. The main danger is it can retreat to someplace we can’t go.”
“Can we see Emily now?” asked Kelly.
“Yes,” said the healer, bending down. “Now that I know the story and the danger
to the hospital is gone, let’s go find your sister, okay?”
“Yay!” Kelly clapped her hands.
“Keep that frozen,” the healer said to the two guarding the door.
“No problem,” said the one, casting a charm into the room. Susan felt cold air
coming out and smiled. No need to provide further motivation for them, I guess.
And so the family was reunited, and thanked Susan over and over for risking her
life for their daughter.
I should probably tell them I wasn’t really in much danger, but those things could
have been smarter, or stronger, or whatever, so there was some risk.
The hospital agreed to send any findings about the creature to the school, and
promised to take care of the other kids as best they could. They said they were all
suffering from dehydration, but that all would be fine in a day or two. With everything
taken care of, Susan, Luna, and Sparkle stepped through another Teleportal to get back
to the castle.
“Being with you is never boring, is it?” Luna said with a smile.
“Are you sorry?”
“No way! You attract all kinds of interesting things, and I wish I was older so I
could study that creature myself. They didn’t seem all that bright, and they didn’t talk or
try to retreat. So it seemed like an animal, but no animal I know feeds off fear and can
step into another dimension like your magic can allow us to do. It’s amazing.”
Susan was remembering her earlier conversation with Luna. “I guess you were
right, there are still creatures to discover in the world. Huh.”
“I just hope they don’t get smarter or stronger. We got lucky that time, that little
girl seeing and recognizing you.”
“But like the guy said, if this happens again will I even hear about it? Wanded
wizards certainly can’t deal with this sort of issue.”
“It is a problem. Still, you did good today.”
“Thanks. Hey, you helped.”
“Not much. I kind of freaked out when I saw ‘you’ dead. I could hardly aim my
spells.”
“You must not have failed your RESolve check by as much as Winky did. Seems
like the amount of fear you feel from them is based upon how much you fail your check
by. Weird.”
“What other strange creatures are out there, I wonder?”
“Hopefully none as dangerous as that one.”
“Professor Flitwick wanted to see you,” said a painting as Susan and Luna
walked into the classroom. “We were told to tell you.”
“Oh, thanks. Better go see what he wants,” said Susan. They headed off to his
office, wondering if they were going to get praised or yelled at.
Guess which one it was.

“You can’t just run off with people like that!” Filius said to them.
“I don’t think the Death Eaters have started recruiting six year olds into their
ranks, professor, if that’s what you’re worried about,” Susan countered.
“That’s not the point, and they could have used Polyjuice to just turn into that little
girl.”
“Then what is the point? I judged them to have a legitimate need, and heard what
they had to say. It turned out they had lost their daughter to the creature, and we
brought her back. What’s the big deal?”
“That you just rushed off without thinking. You didn’t tell anyone where you were
going, and you could have been in serious danger!”
That’s what we do, thought Sparkle. We’re the PCs so it’s expected of us. Of
course, Susan doesn’t realize that like I do, but the instinct for plot involvement is there.
She couldn’t hear about something like that and not go running off, it’s not really her
fault. It’s the way Paragon people are built.
“The village is supposed to be safe, that’s why we’re allowed to go there. Are you
saying I shouldn’t talk to anyone? Maybe I should take it one step further and just go
invisibly. No, maybe I should be invisible all the time. Maybe I should be invisible and
create magical doubles that walk around so no one knows where I am at any given
time.”
“You’re still missing the point.”
“Then I ask again: what is the point? The only way I can be harmed is by being
taken out in one shot, by surprise. If I get a single combat action I’m turning my
Immunity on or calling out my Legion. I’ve gone up against giants, well a giant, and
been fine. There’s only one person I’m concerned about, professor, and he’s still
researching my magic, not prowling around the village in hopes of catching me
unaware.”
“And she did go for her bracelet when the little girl ran up to us. I don’t know what
it means but I’ve seen her use it to activate her spells without casting them somehow.
She isn’t stupid, sir,” said Luna.
“Plus Luna was with me, and yes, she’s not at Ron’s level for combat magic, but I
still wouldn’t turn down her help in a fight.”
“Don’t forget me,” said Sparkle. “I’m a fighter as well, you know.”
“I’m not getting through to you. You can’t just run off.”
“Technically we didn’t. They weren’t that far away, we were probably just on the
outskirts of the village. Yes, we were in another dimension, but we hadn’t left the area.”
“But you went to the hospital.”
“Oh, yes, tell me about the dangers inherent to a place of healing!”
“Just don’t do it again. I’m taking ten points from Ravenclaw from each of you.
Not you, Sparkle, obviously as you were not sorted into Ravenclaw, and you’re a cat.”
“Excuse me?” said Susan, hotly. “I just saved a dozen lives today, and possibly
hundreds more, as those creatures never even would have been known about
otherwise. And you’re taking points away from me? Unbelievable.”
“Well, believe it.”
“Fine, I’ll just let a bunch of three to eight years olds die next time, shall I? Hey
Luna, if I get points taken away by saving people, think I could make some back by
killing them instead? I mean, you reward good behavior and punish bad, right?

Obviously saving them was bad, as I’ve just been punished.”
“Running off on your own was bad, why can’t you understand that?”
“Why can’t you understand I’m in no danger? You’re treating me like I’m a little
girl, and I’m the most powerful-”
Filius whipped his wand out and Susan felt herself roll Initiative. She spent max
energy on REFlexes, being back to her natural maximum since she had taken energy
from Bryan and Rachel. She got a 27, and threw a bunch of energy into “Thrust.” on her
first action of combat this round. Filius went flying backwards, knocking books,
paperwork, and various objects off of his desk as he flew past, into a bookcase at the
other side of the room. He went down in a heap.
Or perhaps only action of combat this round.
“Okay, that didn’t work out so well,” he said, struggling to get up again. “Also,
ouch.”
“What are you doing?” shrieked Susan. “I could just as easily have taken your
magic away as throw you across a room. Do not point a wand at me, is that
understood? Do you know how many things have attacked me around here? I have to
be careful!”
“I was just trying to demonstrate you aren’t as good as you think, but I guess my
old dueling reflexes aren’t what they used to be. I don’t suppose you could spare a little
healing magic? I think my back could very well be broken.”
“I don’t know, you could be someone else who has taken polyjuice. Maybe I
should get the Headmaster down here and you can explain to him why you’re lying
there in a heap.”
“I was just trying to make a point.”
“Yeah, and it looks like I made mine instead. If someone asks me for help, I’m
going to give it. You may be paranoid but I’ll content myself with just being careful. Luna,
get his wand.” She gestured to where it at flown out of his hand when he smacked into
the wall.
“What?”
“Luna, get his wand, please.”
“Oh, all right. I’m sorry about this professor.”
“It’s my own fault,” he said, as he watched her walk across the room and pick up
the wand from where it had been flung as Filius hit the bookcase.
Now Susan walked over to him and touched his arm. “Magic Immunity,” she cast,
making sure he wasn’t under any magical effects.
They looked at each other.
“I guess you’re clean. You honestly believed pointing a wand at me was a good
idea. You’re supposed to be a Ravenclaw. That means not stupid. Where are you hurt?”
“Just my back. Slammed up against the bookcase here.”
“Healing,” cast Susan, getting all the damage.
“Thank you,” he said, getting up.
“Oh, don’t mention it. Ever. Come on.” She grabbed the wand from Luna and
tossed it into the room as she walked out.
“And he took points away from our house?” asked Hermione that evening in their
dorm.

“Yeah, can you believe it?”
“Does he think you can’t handle yourself? I mean, you’re the most capable
person I know, I think.”
“I don’t know. He made a big deal out of it. Yes, on one hand I probably shouldn’t
have run off, but it seemed like a problem I could solve pretty easily, so why involve
others? Or take the time to go back myself and get someone, if they even believed me.”
“And you checked him out?”
“Yeah, he didn’t seem to come out of Imperius or turn into someone else, he was
totally himself.”
“I guess he could have just been really worried about you.”
“I haven’t really taken any classes taught by him, maybe he doesn’t exactly know
what I can and can’t do.”
“That could be it. He knows a little more now though, doesn’t he?”
“Yup. Imagine pulling a wand on me like that! Those things are dangerous!”
“You wouldn’t have hurt him, you would have just used that hypnotic thing you do
now.”
“Probably. Still, he should have known better. With all the attacks I’ve been
through at this school, I can’t be too careful. So you’ve never heard of that sort of
creature either?”
“Sorry, I wish I had. We could ask our illustrious Defense teacher.”
“I could also chop my own arm off a million times with regeneration going to see
how many arms it would take to fill up a swimming pool. But even I’m not that Curious to
know. I don’t think I’m going to do either. I’ll just look it up.”
Hermione mouthed “chop off…” She shook herself. “Couldn’t you just calculate
the volume of your arm, the volume of the average swimming pool, then-”
Susan looked bemused.
“Anyway, putting that gruesome imagery aside, I think you did good. We just
wandered around and tried to keep warm. No excitement whatsoever.”
“Yeah, I took it all.”
“We did see an echo though, I think.”
“Really?”
“Something about Katie Bell. Professor Hagrid ran up all flustered, he was
positive something was wrong with her. But we found her, she was just walking around
with her friend Leanne. Odd, huh?”
“Yeah. I was nowhere near there, how could I have changed something around
her?”
“Ripples in a pond, you know? Even a small change can lead to some bigger
ripple elsewhere.”
“I’ll have to be careful then, I guess. Wonder what it could have been?”
“She can’t have been in that much danger in the village.”
“Do you know, I said the exact same thing to Professor Flitwick. Odd how we
both came to that conclusion independently.”
“Quite odd. Perhaps there’s some meaning to it.”
“Perhaps.”
“Well, I’ll keep an eye on Professor Flitwick in class. See if he starts acting weird
or anything. After all, he wouldn’t have to be under a curse if they’ve offered him

something he really wants in exchange for spying on you or something.”
“But why pick him? Like I said, I don’t take any classes he teaches.”
Hermione shrugged. “Search me. Maybe he has a known weakness for
something? Everyone has their price, right?”
“I suppose.” I wonder what mine is. “Good night.”
“Night.”

96
Inventions
Time: The next Monday
Place: Headmaster’s Office
“So I heard about a slight difference of opinion you expressed to my charms
teacher,” said Albus, finally back in his office in time for their next trip into Voldemort’s
past. “Right after the first visit to the village, if I’m not mistaken?”
“I guess he doesn’t know the meaning of the words ‘don’t mention it ever’ then.
Did he tell you how he attacked me?”
“That wasn’t exactly the story he presented, no.”
“Naturally enough not. He’s going to tell his side of it, where I would tell my side
of it. Both accounts may be correct, but only one is true.”
“And you would maintain your version is the true one?”
“We can go down to his office and you can see for yourself. The facts will speak
for themselves.”
“Indeed, which brings us to the reason for our further journey tonight. Where we
shall see how young Tom Riddle, now several years old, found out he was a wizard.”
Harry smiled. “Probably far differently than I did. I bet some weird girl that lived
next to him didn’t come over, show him a light spell, and tell him he was a wizard, too.”
Susan grinned back. “Ah, those were the days, weren’t they? Back in the good
old days, when life was simpler.”
“I think you’re still a bit young to reminisce about the ‘good old days’, aren’t you?”
asked Albus.
“Why? We have such an easier time remembering them, as they weren’t as long
ago for us as they are for some.”
“Hummm.”
“Anyway, if you’re trying to convince me Voldi is some kind of monster, why are
we going so far back in his life? Shouldn’t you be taking me back to places he did
terrible crimes and showing me what he’s capable of? Everyone seems scared of him,
but where’s the evidence he actually did all those things he’s accused of? I know for a
fact the wizard justice system, if it can be called that, isn’t too keen on evidence
gathering.”
“All in good time. Endings must be earned, after all.”
“Very well, shall we go?”
“In one moment. First, I must explain a bit where we are going.”
“Go on.”
“It used to be a non-magical orphanage, but it has since been torn down and
turned into a non-magical office building. Thus, I have taken the liberty of casting a few
charms on the place that will insure we are not disturbed tonight. And there is one other
thing. Susan, how many people can your Phase magic bring with you?”
“Easily a dozen, why?”
“We may have to Phase through some walls and furniture to keep up with the
action. I just wanted to make sure you could do it.”
“But of course.”

“Fine. If you’ll gather round then, Fawkes will take us there, and you can begin
your magic.”
And so, Susan and Harry found themselves in front of a regular looking office
building, and Susan, with Harry’s hand on one shoulder and Albus’ on the other, cast
Phase and they stepped inside.
“Now, if I’m remembering properly, and I usually do, we should go in this
direction.”
It felt a bit odd, to be standing inside a desk and watching a younger Albus
interact with the boy Riddle, but that’s where the old room was, so that’s where Susan
cast her Time Area magic as Albus directed.
Susan paused the playback after a moment.
“Why is he here?” she asked. “I mean, yes, his house wasn’t the lap of luxury, but
why did his mother abandon Tom to an orphanage? Was she afraid her father would
abuse him or something?”
“She died not long after his birth, in this very place. From what I understand, she
had time only to name the child before she died.”
“She died? Was she ill?”
“Not physically, perhaps, but life wasn’t kind to her even with her father gone.
She had suck even lower, hard as such a possibility is to conceive.”
“Why was she so hard up? I mean, yes, the family seemed poor, but without the
influence of her father, shouldn’t life have been looking up for her?”
Albus shook his head. “We may never know why, but Tom’s mother stopped
using magic to make Tom’s father love her. Once he, rather predictably left, I believe
she stopped using magic altogether.”
Susan stared it him. “I guess it’s different for you, but I could no more give up
using magic than the use of my legs. In fact, I would rather give up the use of my legs.
With magic, I can fly. I guess even she was a bit crazy.”
“Her upbringing did her no favors, I assure you.”
“Nature versus nurture. Well, we see where Voldi came down on that debate,
don’t we? He didn’t get nurtured, so his impulses must be pure nature.”
“Very different reactions, just like I said,” said Harry, walking around the frozen
Tom. “When Susan demonstrated her magic for me, and showed me her book, we were
just so puzzled why I couldn’t get any of her spells to work for me. But he seems, I don’t
know, like he was just told he had inherited a million dollars. For all he knew, having
magic was a terrible curse, and sapped life energy away or something. That a wizard
could only cast a certain number of spells in their life or had to spend hours memorizing
the spells they could later cast that day.”
“Uh, I think that’s D&D, Harry,” said Susan.
“It’s the same principle. He didn’t know. I mean, our magic seems to carry less
risk than yours, Susan, not that I’ve ever seen one of these backfires you’ve described.
But it makes up for it by being less, uh, all encompassing, I guess I want to say?”
“I know what you mean. He did say he had already done magic. What I want to
know is, how? He didn’t know any incantations, and he certainly didn’t have a wand.
Was he simply willing magic to happen?”
“Remember, I could do that too, in the beginning,” said Harry. “I haven’t really

tried since I got my wand, though.”
“Yes,” said Albus. “It’s a curious phenomenon. Almost as if young people are so
infused with magic they can make things happen that later in life they will need to use
spells for. I don’t think anyone’s made a real study it, however, to know exactly why.
Shall we continue?”
Susan began the playback again, and they watched the wardrobe incident. She
stopped it aging when Younger Albus said “thieving is not tolerated at Hogwarts.”
She glared at Albus.
“Yes?”
“You were spouting that nonsense even then, I see. Remember right after Sirius
was proven innocent? We went to see him, remember, and I told you I had stolen the
wands of those bullies that had attacked me. It took me declaring anything stolen from
Luna I would consider stolen from me to make people leave her alone. You really should
look into that sort of thing more, or do you just like saying meaningless things?”
“That is not really relevant to this.”
“Just pointing it out. Again.”
Playback continued.
“How did you find him, anyway?” asked Susan. “You guys aren’t big on scrying
magic, from what I’ve seen.”
“Still,” said Albus, “you must remember there are spells to detect underage
magic, even of that sort, that can alert us when something is going on. Present
company excluded, of course.”
“Of course,” agreed Susan.
“He was a thief, even then,” remarked Harry.
“Ah, taking Susan’s magic to help his resurrection. Yes, that is a striking parallel.
However, in this case these objects held meaning to him as trophies, I believe, rather
than owning them for the sake of owning them. Does he strike you a boy who would
spend long hours practicing the harmonica, for instance?”
“So, he does not,” said Susan. “But I can see he was calculating, even then. High
PERsonality too, it shows in how he shifted gears immediately and started calling you
sir.”
“Something I notice you don’t do much anymore, Susan.”
“Really? I hadn’t noticed, Headmaster.” Did I ever call him anything but
‘headmaster’ anyway? When did I lose respect for you- oh right, when you neglected to
tell me about the prophesy I had to learn about from the person who is supposedly
wizard kind’s greatest foe. He helped me learn the reason you and the ministry wereare so scared of me. You kept it quiet and covered up.
“Shall we return?” asked Albus.
The next day, Susan and Harry told Hermione and Ron about their ‘visit’ to the
past, and about mini-voldi.
“Not the cute and cuddly kind of kid,” said Susan. “More like a vampire, really.
Didn’t get enough sun, I expect, to be so pale.”
“But what’s the point?” asked Ron. “Who cares how he was then? We need to
find him and stop him in the present.”

“I said the same thing,” said Susan. “But he seems to think it’s important. Not as
important as finding Soul Shards, which he hasn’t invited us to help out with, mind you.”
“Not that we really could,” remarked Harry.
“Don’t remind me,” Susan said glumly.
That night, Susan went up to her room and took out her charm bracelet.
My magic is more encompassing than theirs is. This proves it, doesn’t it? They
can put a spell on an object, yes, like an invisibility cloak or a candy that turns you into a
bird. But my magic can allow people to phase through walls or fill an area with knockout
energy. I can cast a spell beforehand, like on my charms here, and activate it later. I
wonder, could I somehow “package” my magic so they could use it when I wasn’t
around? It would be single use, but way easier than a single use Imbuing and I wouldn’t
need to spend XP on it.
She went into her Personal Dimension and opened up to Spell Symbol, looking it
over.
I thought so. It “holds another spell until a condition you specify occurs.” I’ve
been specifying that condition as touching the charm and saying a word, but couldn’t it
be anything? Like setting a trap that goes off if anyone tries to step over it? It just has to
“be visible and have line of sight” and be “something overtly observable.” Let’s try
something.
Susan went over and got out a piece of parchment from her cabin, and a pair of
scissors. As some of us have to spend energy to cast spells, rather than just casting a
cut type spell, I keep these handy. She cut a rectangle, about twice as long as it was
wide, and started casting Spell Symbol on it. A minute and a half later she got a 21, held
onto it, taking the −2, and cast Immobilize into it, getting a 14 total on that. The symbol
went onto the piece of paper, and she stared it at.
There doesn’t seem to be any limit on how many of these I can make. Apart from
the two energy I put into it. Let’s see, I can take a ton of extra time on the Spell Symbol
itself, that doesn’t need any extra energy. But putting some into the spell itself would be
useful. At 10% energy gain per hour of sleep, that’s 8 energy an hour. Sleeping for 8
hours gives me back 64 energy. That means I can go as low as 16 energy in a night
making these. But do they work?
She stepped out of the Dimension and found Hermione.
“Hey, are you willing to test something for me?’” she asked, walking up behind
her. She was bent over a book, as usual, and seemed to be writing a report of some
kind.
Because writing stuff about magic really helps in spell casting, you betcha. This
school has a good sense of priorities, and make no mistake.
“I guess?” she said uncertainly, standing up.
“Super!” Susan smacked her in the back with the paper, which was the activation
action for the spell. Bands of force wrapped around her, and the piece of paper fluttered
to the ground.
“Hey, what the heck?” asked Hermione, struggling to get out. Susan grinned.
“It worked!”

Sparkle walked over. “How did you do that?”
“The old stand by, Spell Symbol,” she replied. “Just put on a piece of parchment
and set to trigger when slapped on someone. Think about it, I could package just about
any spell that way and anyone could use them! They won’t wear out, so keep that
Create Foodstuff item in your first aid kit for an emergency. Forget invisibility cloaks, just
slap on an Invisibility piece of paper. The applications are endless!”
“Too bad your energy isn’t.”
“Well, that’s the one down side. But I figure I can make a bunch of them a night,
especially for things that don’t need resisting. They only need two energy apiece.”
“An interesting idea.”
“Yeah, it’s super,” said Hermione. “Can you get me out of this so I can finish my
report?”
“Sure… soon as I figure out how.”
“What?!”
“Maintained spells last for the scene, you know? But what does the scene mean
in this context? Maybe if I just decide mentally I don’t need Hermione to be restrained
anymore-”
The bands disappeared.
“See, there you go! Nothing to it.”
“Remind me to say no the next time you want something tested.” She sat back
down.
“Oh, come on, it wasn’t that bad. And look at what I discovered! I could even
package up some spells I don’t know from writing ahead of time, and not have to worry
about casting them on the fly. This’ll be great! Anyone can now cheaply and easily use
my magic, with no XP cost to make them. Sweet, huh?”
She looked thoughtful. “I can see where it would be useful. Do you have to use
paper?”
“No, it can be anything. Small rocks, coins, anything easily carried. Paper is nice
because I can write what it does on the back, and how to activate it in case someone
forgets. Not that you would, but if I started selling them in addition to Imbued objects
sometime in the future, it could be handy.”
“I guess it could! It would even work for non-magic users, right?”
“Sure, the magic doesn’t know, it just knows the trigger. I could make a bunch for
my mother, not that she needs it with her skills and Acceleration. Still, something to
think about.”
“Yeah, let me know what you come up with.”
“Sure thing. See you tomorrow!”
“Good night.”
“Come on Sparkle, it’s getting late, and I’ll want to figure out the best spells to
use for my new… what should I call them?”
“Spell papers?”
“That could work. Oh, I can’t wait to have a bunch of different ones, it’ll be fun!”
Getting undressed for bed, Susan threw back her covers and found a note folded
over and stuck under her pillow. She stared at it for a moment and picked it up with a
sigh. She unfolded it and began to read.

I know it’s awful of me to ask me, but Susan I think you’re the only one that can
help me with a problem I’m having. I’m going to sneak down to the common room this
evening at 10:00, no one else should be around then. Please, please come and at least
take this off my hands. I thought I could tell someone about it, but I just don’t know what
they would do to me if they found out. You have a reputation for solving problems, or at
least beating people up, so I’m sure you can help. I can’t really offer you money or
anything, but if I don’t do something I’m afraid my mother will die. I understand if you
don’t come.
E.V
“Oh, come on!” said Susan, looking at the handwriting. It looked more like a boy’s
handwriting this time, which it hadn’t the last time she got a note like this. “How stupid
are you to try this same trick again?”
“Problem?” asked Sparkle, looking up.
“Look at this. Seem familiar?” She passed the note over and smoothed it out so
Sparkle could read it.
“At least they were considerate enough not to make you go outside this time.
What can they do inside the castle walls?”
“I don’t know. Some sort of mundane explosives under the tables? This is stupid.”
She went to crumple the note up.
“Wait, how do we know it’s not legitimate this time?”
“How could something like this be- we have to go check it out, don’t we?”
“That’s up to you, I’m just the Companion remember? But we do both have
curious, right?”
Susan made a growly noise in her throat. “This sucks!”
“I know, but if it’s real we do need to help.”
“Fine, but we’re going down there now, Invisible.”
“A wise precaution.”
And so, two hours later, Susan got an 11 to notice the boy sneaking into the
room. Sadly, however Sneaking checks worked in this world, it wasn’t enough, and she
totally missed seeing him.
It was now a few minutes after ten.
“So, what? Did you see anyone?” Susan asked Sparkle.
“I didn’t see anything.”
“Think it was some kind of joke? Or something that was set up even earlier than
this? Like last night?”
“I don’t know. Can we go, I’m bored, and you need to get to bed. You aren’t
nocturnal like I am.”
“You’re not nocturnal. You just sleep all the time. And I did want to get an early
start on tomorrow’s Spell Papers.”
“Susan?” said a quiet voice.
“Ya!” yelled Susan. “Who’s there?”
The boy scrambled out from under a table. “Where are you?”

“I think we can take him,” said Sparkle.
“Me too. Over here, kid,” she said, dropping Invisibility. “What’s up?”
“You really came! Thank you.”
“No problem.”
“I didn’t know who else to go to. A teacher probably wouldn’t listen, they would
just hand me over to the Aurors or something.”
“You’ve been doing something illegal?”
“Me? No! It’s my mom. After she and my dad split she… It’s hard for me to talk
about.”
Susan sat down on a bench. “Come on,” she said, patting the seat next to her.
“What’s your name, anyway?”
“Erik Viloria. I’m a Hufflepuff, first year.”
“Susan Felton. Nice to meet you.”
“Really? I’m sorry, I mean, yeah, I mean, you too.”
“Calm down, I don’t bite.”
“I just…” he glanced around. “Here, this should explain everything.” He went to
put his hand in his pocket. “You… promise you won’t tell anyone, right?”
“I’ll do my best, but if it’s something that has to be told, I don’t make promises.”
“I understand.” He took a deep breath. “It’s not mine, I stole it from my mother.”
“Just get to the point, I’m a busy girl.”
“Okay, okay. Here.”
He pulled out a glass vial, and handed it to Susan. The small pill at the bottom
glowed red, and cast a sickly shadow over Erik’s face. Susan put it up to her eye and
looked at it. She shook it. She turned the vial to see what else she could tell about it.
She did a Magic Sense on it, getting a 9. She tried focusing more, and got one less.
She gave a small sigh, taking now a −3 penalty, and get another 9 again.
This is starting to annoy me.
One final Magic Sense got her a 17-4 or 13, and this was finally enough to tell it
was magically active.
Bingo.
“So what is it?” Sparkle asked.
Erik jumped. “He can really talk?”
“She can really talk,” corrected Susan. “And I agree. What is it? There’s some
kind of Neptune like spell on it, I can tell that much. Not that it means anything to you.”
“It’s a drug,” said Erik. “It’s what’s killing my mother. I stole this one to bring to the
school so I could ask one of the teachers to help me but I never got up the nerve. I
thought they might think it was mine, no matter what I said, and expel me.”
“So you’ve been hiding it and worrying all this time?”
He nodded.
“What can you tell me about it?”
“Not much. She leaves the house and comes back with them. She uses at least
one a day, and she’s out of it totally when she does. When she’s not high or whatever
she doesn’t… she doesn’t…” He was crying, and Susan’s heart went out to him.
“I feel bad for you, but what I can do? I can clean your mother up, but I can’t cure
her addiction. I don’t think. And even if I did, she might just go right back to using again.”
“Could you find out who’s selling them to her? Stop them, maybe?”

“Hey Sparkle, I just lost 20 points for my house saving a bunch of kids from
getting eaten by weird creatures. How many points do you think he would take for
beating up a drug lord?”
“Or you could do the smart thing and actually inform the headmaster before you
run off.”
“And lose out on XP gain? That’s crazy talk. You know he wouldn’t let me.”
“I don’t know what ex-pee gain is, but please don’t tell the headmaster I gave that
to you.”
“Don’t worry, I’ll keep your name out of it, for now. I did just get yelled at for
leaving the village, I don’t think they’ll take too kindly to me chasing down drug dealers.
But I’ll see what he has to say tomorrow morning and let you know. At the very least
he’ll know it isn’t mine, and maybe we can take this to the right people in the ministry.”
“Anything you can do. I would be so grateful.”
“No problem. Thank you for bringing this to me,” she said, sticking it in her Pocket
Dimension. “I didn’t even know magical drugs existed in this world. What are they
teaching me at that school?”
“The… school you’re currently in?”
“That’s the one. Magical drugs, honestly. I shouldn’t be surprised, wizards are
probably just as stupid about that as non-magic users. Get to bed, you don’t want to be
caught out here. We’ll be in touch.”
“Thank you.”
Susan nodded, and he took again.
“This one’s going to be fun,” said Sparkle sarcastically.
“Oh yeah.”

97
Starting the War on Drugs
Time: The next day
Place: Ravenclaw dorms
Susan awoke the next morning full of energy and vigor, and excitedly started
thinking about what spells she should make her first Spell Papers with. Then she
remembered the other thing that had happened the night before.
Erik’s mother. Right.
As it was only Tuesday she had some classes to get through before she could
see the Headmaster, and it turned out he was missing again anyway.
Great, now what? she thought as she stared into his empty office. I can’t exactly
go to my head of house, not after what just happened with him. Perhaps the deputy
headmistress, Professor McGonagall? I guess it’s worth a shot.
Susan waited until lunch time, as Minerva had classes of her own her teach, and
couldn’t go gallivanting around the countryside like some other people did. She
approached the teacher’s table after she finished eating.
“What can I do for you, Susan?” asked Minerva when it was clear Susan wanted
to talk to her.
“Usually I would go to the Headmaster about this sort of thing,” she replied, “but
with him gone, I suppose you’re in charge of the school. I need to have a talk with you
about something.”
“Can I hope that it’s something mundane, like a grade or an idea for extra credit?”
Susan stared at her out of the tops of her eyes, head down. “That would be far
too much to hope for, professor.”
“Yes, from what I’ve heard of you, it would. Very well, we can talk in my office.”
“Thank you.”
So both went there, and Susan sat down across the desk from Minerva.
“So what can I do for you?”
“Someone gave me something last night, and asked for my help. But I’m not sure
what I can actually do to help, if it’s even appropriate I do so.”
“Go on.”
“This person gave me… this.” Susan opened her Pocket Dimension with a word
and pulled out the vial with the pill in it. She handed it over.
“Is that was I think it is?” asked Minerva, holding it up to the light.
“I’m not sure what you think it is. I was told what this person thought it was, but
for all I know they could have been wrong.”
“This is a very potent drug, and quite illegal I may add. Even just this one pill is
enough to get someone in serious trouble. Why exactly did this person give it to you?
Did they want it disposed of?”
“Evidence. They said their mother was addicted to it, and wanted someone’s help
getting her off it. But this person was afraid to come to a teacher for fear of not being
believed and just being expelled for having it. They probably figured you wouldn’t expel
me, so here I am. Plus I have that whole helping people reputation.”

“We could, you know. Expel you, I mean.” Minerva looked past the vial at her.
“Perhaps, but I think the Headmaster likes seeing me making items for the
school. Keeps me out of trouble, and all that. Remember, I never needed your school to
learn magic, I already knew it the day I set foot in these walls.”
“I wonder… Can your magic cure addition?”
“That’s something I’m not sure about. I can instantly remove a poison from
someone, but their body will still crave it normally. I could have my book research a spell
to cure addiction, but that smacks of Imperius, making them act in a certain way they
wouldn’t normally. Even if it was for their own good. Besides, I don’t think you would
appreciate me running off, yet again, to do this for their mother without telling someone I
was going. Given my recent loss of house points, I thought I would discuss it with
someone first before doing anything.”
“So you can be taught? I was beginning to wonder.”
Susan gave her a dark look. “I do what needs to be done, Professor. Nothing
more.”
“I wonder if a certain someone who recently returned often said the same thing to
himself?”
Have you heard my prophesy?
“That is not the issue here.”
“For the moment, you are right. This is.” She shook the vial.
“What exactly is it? We don’t cover illegal drugs in Herbology class, though
maybe we should. People need to be told the dangers of these things, rather than just
ignoring them.”
“The ministry would like to believe the drug problem doesn’t even exist, so the
information is kept out of the school.”
“As if not teaching someone about something will make them less inclined to
seek it out. Sex education, for example?”
“If you feel that passionate about it, I suggest going to work for the ministry and
lobbying for a change in policy.”
Nah, I’ll just take the ministry over and… wait, did I just think that?
“Anyway, the drug?”
“Yes. The drug, ‘M’ as it’s known on the streets, can be anything. Basically a nonmagical drug is obtained and then a charm is put on it to either heighten the experience
or to do something the original drug could not. For instance…” She got out her wand
and performed a few gestures. “This drug is a hallucinogen, and the spell that’s been
put on it allows the user to guide that experience to a certain extent. Much like a vivid
dream that you’re in control of.”
“A lucid dream, you mean? Why bother using a base of a non-magical drug then?
Why not just use water, or a chocolate? Wait, haven’t I seen something like that at the
joke shop?”
Minerva nodded. “Probably. On its own, the spell would be rather harmless. The
harm comes from the narcotic portion the drug is based on. It insures a person comes
back again and again, turning this into a real money maker.”
“I see. So what would be the normal procedure for something like this?
Obviously, with magic, we would have to be very careful to make sure the person who
gave it to me couldn’t be traced. Otherwise the gang or whoever was making it would

come after them once they leave school. If I leave any left with magic, that is.”
“Normally?” Minerva gave a short laugh. “It doesn’t matter, as most resources
within the ministry are bent towards finding you know who now. They aren’t going to
spare anyone for something as ‘minor’ as a drug problem. In fact, the way I hear it, the
magical underworld is getting bolder, either due to his influence or just a lack of
manpower to keep it under control. One child’s mother doesn’t rate very high, given the
carnage that his activities caused the last time. They have to be ready for that.”
“Figures. I guess it’s up to me after all.”
“Now don’t go running off again-”
“Why? I’m expecting to face Voldemort in mortal combat one day, with a mastery
of my type of magic. You think a couple of drug dealers with wands is going to give me
any pause at all?”
“It’s not just a safety issue. This is organized crime we’re talking about here. To
send one young girl against that, why, I couldn’t live with myself if I let you take that kind
of risk!”
“Right,” said Susan slowly, nodding. “But you let Harry and me take all kinds of
risk during that stupid Tournament thing, didn’t you?”
“That was completely different!”
“I fail to see how staring down a fully grown, nesting dragon is totally different
from a couple of people who can, at worst, throw spells at me that I’m immune to.”
“You can be taken by surprise just like anyone else.”
“I wouldn’t be alone, Professor. I would have Sparkle with me, at the very least.”
“Your cat hardly qualifies.”
“Don’t let her hear you say that. In any case, I don’t plan to just rush out there
and beat them up. I don’t know where they are in any case.”
“Thank goodness for that.”
“But the request has been made. I won’t just go back to this person and tell them,
‘sorry, even though I’ve handled a lot worse, the teachers won’t let me help you. Hope
your mom doesn’t die. See you.’”
“I’m sure if you make them come forward something can be arranged.”
Susan shook her head. “They came to me for a reason, Professor. They’re
scared. Both for their mom and what an adult might do. They could get taken away and
placed in foster care. The gang could find out and burn their house down as an
example. They want a solution, not an arrangement.”
“I suppose I must try to picture myself in their situation. They are younger, I take
it?”
Susan nodded.
“Much younger?”
“I think I can get away with saying that yes, they are much younger than myself.”
“I see. What do you suggest?”
“I really don’t know. If I could have a squad of Aurors, we would just swoop down,
catch them in the act of making the drug, and make an example of them. Bring the
mother in, put her through rehab, maybe counseling to find out why she stared using in
the first place. Then move her to another neighborhood. With just me and no legal
backing, the best I can do is just scare them into moving on. I’m not sure I’m
comfortable with that. They might be low life scum, but that doesn’t give me the right to

hurt them. I assume vigilante action is frowned upon by the ministry?”
“Yes, it most certainly is.”
“Figures. I would make the coolest super hero, too.”
“I don’t doubt it,” she replied dryly. “One thing you could do is talk to the mother.
Find out why she’s using this drug and perhaps you could get her to stop.”
Susan looked at Minerva skeptically. “Do you really think that would work? She’s
going to deny she has a problem no matter what. Otherwise she would have already
sought help.”
“Don’t be so sure. It’s possible she’s just dug herself so deep she can’t get out
without help.”
“I suppose it wouldn’t hurt to go see her for myself. Maybe I can get some
information about how she buys it and that will lead me to them.”
“An excellent first step. Come and find me after school and I’ll accompany you
there.”
Susan paused. “You will?”
“Yes, I will. I don’t see why only the Headmaster should be allowed to gallivant
about the countryside doing Merlin knows what. Also, I’m curious to see how you deal
with this situation, and I won’t allow you to go without supervision. You are still
underage, after all.”
Better her than Professor Snape, I suppose.
“I will see you after school, then.”
“Very well.”
Susan was dismissed with a nod.
“She wanted to come with you?” asked Erik when she found him after school on
her way to Minerva’s office. The Team Susan Core, Sparkle, and Luna also said they
wanted to help, so were tagging along.
“That was her condition. She didn’t want me to go without adult supervision.”
“Oh. I guess that’s okay.”
“Don’t worry,” said Hermione. “You don’t have this ‘M’ anymore, so no one can
prove it came from you. Well, Susan could, but she wouldn’t.”
“That’s right.”
“Drugs,” spat Ron. “Honestly, aren’t people messed up enough?”
“They seek escape, I guess,” said Harry. “But that really isn’t the way to go about
it.”
“Yeah, get into something else, like magical research or something,” said Susan.
Luna looked away, and looked a little sad. “What?”
“It’s nothing. I guess you’re right.”
“Anyway, I’ll need to see a picture of your house before I can get us there. Do
you have one?”
“Uh, no? Who carries around a picture of their house?”
“That’s a problem. How the heck are we going to get there?” she asked the
group.
“Knight Bus?” asked Harry.
“That could work. I guess we’ll ask Professor McGonagall about it.”

“Good afternoon everyone. Erik,” said Minerva as the group crowded around her
office.
“Hello,” he said softly, staring at the ground.
“Oh, it’s all right, you’re not to be punished for the actions of your mother. There’s
nothing to fear.”
“Even if it’s my fault she’s, you know?”
“I assure you, she made all her own choices in this matter, you had nothing to do
with it. Though your feeling that you did is quite natural. Try not to dwell on it, dear.”
“Okay.”
“Shall we go?”
“Ah, that’s the one snag, actually,” explained Susan. “My magic can’t get us
there. I’ve never been to the area he lives in, and I’m pretty sure google maps doesn’t
drive past most wizard’s homes.”
“I’m not sure what a very large number has to do with maps, but we certainly
have other options.”
“I was thinking the Knight Bus, professor,” said Harry. “Susan can always get us
back here quickly enough to make up for the time it takes to get there.”
“Very well, we can summon it from the front gate. Come along.”
One a teacher, always a teacher, I guess.
Once aboard the bus and speeding towards Erik’s house, Susan got out some
strips of paper and started making a few Spell Papers. After the fifth one, Minerva
leaned over to her.
“May I ask what you’re doing?”
“It’s something I just thought of last night. See these symbols on the paper?” She
held one up so Minevera could see it.
“Yes.”
“They hold the spell I cast after casting the spell to bind the magic into the paper.
Then when you smack the paper up against someone, the spell goes off. It’s the closest
I think I can get to the way wanded wizards can put a charm onto an object.”
“How inventive.”
“It’s been in front of me the whole time, I just never considered using Spell
Symbol like this. But I think it could come in handy sometime. Only trouble is the energy
cost to make them, so I can’t make too many at one time.”
Minerva looked over at the group riding along. “I don’t think we’ll lack for magical
power on this little trip, if everyone’s grades are any indication.”
“Hopefully it won’t come to that,” Susan hastened to say. “But this whole…” she
looked over at the driver and the other two people on the bus, “little red problem has
consumed my attention today, so I haven’t gotten the chance to make any. Sitting here I
thought would be a good time to get started.”
“You really are quite industrious.”
“Thank you.”
“Still want to open your own shop when you graduate?”
“Of course!”
“With this kind of work ethic, I think you’ll do well.” She turned back towards the
window.

The group got off the bus in front of a normal looking house, normal, that is, for
wizards. However the outside looked run down and overgrown, as obviously the person
that lived there didn’t care about that sort of thing anymore. The bushes were growing
wild and badly needed trimming, and the grass had obviously not been cut in weeks.
Otherwise the neighborhood looked pretty normal, as wizard neighborhoods went. It
was away from the beaten track, so some magical plants and animals could be seen.
Non-magical people were obviously kept out through some means. No house looked as
badly kept as the one they were heading towards, so it was obvious something was
wrong within. The curtains were all drawn and Susan got an odd feeling looking at it, like
there was something else wrong with the place, just out of sight.
“I did the yard work before I left for school,” Erik explained. “Obviously my mother
hasn’t kept it up. Sorry.”
“Personally, I prefer growing things to chopped up things,” said Luna.
“Oh. Well, come inside.”
He unlocked the door and called inside as everyone went in. “Mom, I’m home!”
There was no answer.
“Come on, she’s probably in here.”
The inside of the house had fared no better than the outside, and there was a
peculiar smell as the group went further on. Susan saw why- the kitchen obviously
hadn’t been cleaned in some time. A youngish looking woman sat spaced out at the
kitchen table, staring off into space. On the table before her was a bottle of pills, all six
of them glowing red. Also on the table were dirty dishes, half rotten food and scattered
about the room were various articles of clothing. The woman herself wore nothing but a
bathrobe, which wasn’t even tied and hung open around her.
“You see?” Erik asked, looking away, tears in his eyes. “She doesn’t even know
I’m here when she’s high.”
“It makes this part easier,” said Susan, closing her robe up. “Everyone, spread
out. I doubt she has the presence of mind to remember how to get more ‘M’ so she must
have it written down someplace. Find it and we’ll figure out what to do about it.”
Harry walked over to the pills and grabbed them. “You can’t just Descry other pills
like this?”
Susan shook her head. “No, it has to be a unique object, or something I’ve
personally seen. There could be a million of those pills in the world, the magic wouldn’t
know what to focus on.”
“Pity. Think we should just destroy these?”
“That won’t solve the problem. We’ll need them for evidence though, give them
here.” Susan stuck them into her Pocket Dimension.
“You do realize possessing ‘M’ is a serious offense,” said Minerva.
“How would anyone prove it, though? Only I have access to that Dimension, after
all. Don’t worry, I’ll destroy them when this is all over.”
“See that you do.”
“Wait a second,” said Susan. “Don’t you have some kind of localized summoning
charm?”

“Oh yeah!” said Harry, his face lighting up. “Acco ‘M’!”
Nothing jumped out at them.
“Maybe I didn’t do it right?”
“No, the wand motion looked correct,” said Minerva. “I think there is no more to
find here. But let us see what else we can discover.”
Sadly, they hadn’t found anything as Erik’s mother started coming around. She
blinked blearily at where her pills used to be.
“Where? What?”
“If I had known you wanted to tackle the big questions, I would have brought ‘The
Philosophy of Morals and Values’ along,” said Susan. “Welcome back to the real world.”
“Who?” she asked, blinking and looking around her kitchen.
“This is an intervention. Your son Erik asked me to come and see about getting
you off ‘M’ and for good reason, now that I see the state of this place.”
“Erik?”
“Yes, he’s here. He’s ashamed of you. I can’t imagine why.”
The woman seemed to lose interest in her, turning back to the table. “M?”
“Still not quite back yet, are you? Unless single words is your normal method of
communication.”
“M!” The woman frantically started pushing dishes and things off the table,
searching for the drug. Minerva’s eyes widened as Susan stood there, arms folded,
watching her smash her plates to the floor.
“Oh yeah, we’re not a moment too soon, are we?” asked Ron, as he and the
others came back into the room, attracted by the noise. The woman whirled on them.
Wands were appearing.
“Give it back!” she shouted. “It’s mine. Thieves! Help!”
“You’re yelling for help because someone stole your illegal drugs? That’s a new
low, mom,” said Erik.
“Baby, help your mother. Get her the ‘M’ back. Please? I need it!”
“Mom, no you don’t. These people are here to help you. Let them!”
“I don’t need their help. I just need ‘M.’”
“Mom, no! No more of that stuff, okay?”
“Give it back!” The woman made a grab for Susan, but Ron was faster.
“Stupify,” he shouted, and a red jet of light hit the woman in the chest and she
staggered to the side, then fell.
“Thank you, Ron,” said Susan.
“Mom!” said Erik, running over to her.
“I’m sure she’s fine,” said Susan.
“Still, she could have hit her head when she fell,” said Harry. “Think we should hit
her with the Alleviation knife?”
“Probably wouldn’t be a bad idea. Look, where’s her bedroom?” she asked Erik.
“We’ll get her cleaned up a little and maybe tied down a lot.”
“Come with me.”
“Hermione, if you could bring her with us? I think this is going to be a girls only
party.”
“Sure,” said Hermione, gesturing with her wand. The unconscious woman floated

up and followed them.
“Non-verbal. Very well done, Miss Granger,” said Minerva.
“Thank you.”
Once inside the bedroom Sparkle cast Hygiene on the woman, and Susan
slapped a Spell Paper of Immobilize on her.
They’re already coming in handy. I never did ask this person’s name. I can’t just
go calling her ‘the junky’ or whatever. Oh well.
After she was safely immobilized Susan stabbed her with the knife and waited for
her to wake up.
That’s funny, she should wake up right away. Of course! She was magically
knocked out, my magic won’t undo that. Let’s keep her like that, shall we? She seemed
peppy enough back there she won’t mind the loss of some energy, right?
Susan used Energy Drain to steal 20 energy, and went back to looking for any
clues.
The search continued, and finally Luna found something promising. A note,
hastily scribbled, and put up onto a cork board in the basement:
Drop 10 galleons into the flame behind the waterfall fountain at midnight.
“That’s our only clue?” asked Ron. “That’s not much to go on.”
“Yeah, I might as well have asked my True Question spell.”
“There is a fountain in a park near here,” said Erik. “I guess I could call it a sort of
waterfall.”
“Really?” Susan perked up. “Let’s go and check out this so called waterfall!”
“What about my mother?”
“She’s out of it, for the duration. Even if she does wake up, the spell I put on her
will hold her until I get back to the school, as that’s when the scene ends.”
“This isn’t a play, you know,” said Erik.
“Just a quirk of the language, nothing to worry about.”
Erik eyed her suspiciously, but led the way out the door and towards the park.
The place seemed like a regular old park, with some young kids playing on
swings and slides while parents watched and talked amongst themselves. However,
there was a fountain made of stone in the center, which was cheerfully shooting water in
the air from the middle of a stone column. The water then arced over and collected at
the base. The column was almost like a cake, with a sort of “stair step” leading from the
thick base to the thinner middle portion. Everyone looked around.
“It’s round,” remarked Hermione. “How can something be behind a round thing?”
“There don’t seem to be any nearby statues or anything a flame could come out
of,” said Harry, looking around.
“I think it’s more literal,” said Luna. “The flame is behind the water, but only at
midnight. Professor, do you think a Confundus Charm might be of help here?”
“It’s worth a try,” said Minerva, getting her wand out. Hermione watched her
closely. “I’m pretty sure there are no Muggles around here, but we don’t want to attract

attention in any case.” She went around the fountain casting a charm, then faced the
fountain again. “That should keep prying eyes away from the place for the moment,” she
remarked. “Now, for the water.” She brought her wand up in a sweeping motion, and the
water, instead of arcing around the whole fountain, shot up and collected in a thick
snakelike rope, coming down again on the other side in one place. “And now for the
final piece of the puzzle.” She made another wand gesture, and a small, green, flame
appeared on the lower stone “step” around the fountain.
“What exactly is a Confundus Charm?” asked Susan. “It seems to have worked
out.”
“It can make a person or object believe something that isn’t true. In this case, it
made the fountain believe it was now midnight.”
I guess that’s the magical equivalent to hacking?
“So what is it?” asked Ron, walking to the edge of the fountain and looking this
way and that at the tiny flame.
“Don’t you recognize it?” asked Minerva. “You must have more experience with
that sort of thing than your friends. After all, apart from Luna you are the only other child
that grew up in a wizard house.”
“The floo network?” asked Luna.
“It does seem to resemble the green flame of the network, yes. Trust a
Ravenclaw to see it. This must be some sort of unauthorized node, or someone worked
out how to create their own personal node points to link this fountain to their place of
operation.”
“Ah!” Susan believed she knew what was going on. “So you drop the coins in,
and they get transported to the drug factory. They send back a bottle the same way. The
ultimate in safety for them, they won’t ever get caught.”
“Meaning they could be miles away?” asked Erik. “How are we going to find them
then? Even if you destroy this fountain, they’ll just pick another drop point someplace
nearby.”
“I could get through it,” said Susan. “And so could Sparkle.”
“What, shape-shift?” asked Sparkle. “That would do it. But it’s meant for coins, it
might have some kind of protection against living things going through.”
“Unless you want to find a squirrel, put him on a lead, toss him in, and then haul
him back, I don’t think we have much of a choice.”
“Also you might want to hurry,” said Luna. “This may have alerted them that
someone is poking around their fountain.”
“Good point. Sparkle, make us like fairies. I’ll send the Teleportal back for the rest
of you once the coast is clear!”
While she said that Sparkle walked over to her and touched her leg, then cast the
spell to turn them both into fairies. As it wasn’t specified in the spell description if
equipment went along for the ride the narrator decided it did, and two fairies darted into
the flame.

98
Finishing the War on Drugs
Time: A moment later
Place: Unknown
“Something just came through,” said a man, looking down at the two fairies that
had popped out of the fireplace. He seemed average enough, with his average looks
and build. NPC thought Sparkle, looking around.
“Fairies?” said another man. He also seemed much like a faceless minion,
forgettable and easily killed.
These two probably don’t even rate a description, thought Sparkle.
“I didn’t think real, actual fairies existed.”
“Shows what you know!” said Susan, flying up to his face. Now, how would
stereotypical fairies act?
“How did you get here?” demanded the first man.
“I flew, like always, silly!”
“But how did you get here?” asked the second, more reasonably.
“Oh, you mean here! I was playing in the water and suddenly woosh, I started
falling. It was fun.”
“Again!” said Sparkle, flying up to join Susan. “Let’s go again!”
“Yeah!”
“Hold it!” said the first man. “You aren’t going anywhere.”
“Oh, just because you’re bigger than me you think you can stop me doing what I
want?” asked Susan, putting on a little pout.
“Cool it, Bill,” said the second man. “It must have just been an accident. I’ll get
some powder and you girls can go back, okay?” He turned to leave, muttering to
himself. “Real fairies. I never.”
“What-cha doing here, anyway?” asked Susan, darting around Bill and following
the man. The room seemed to be a large warehouse full of fireplaces, all freestanding in
a row. This must be some kind of major distribution center! Jackpot.
“We make things and ship them around the world.”
“Candies!” said Susan, flying over to a table where an odd contraption was taking
a liquid from a large jug, squirting one drop onto a white substance from a hopper, then
pressing it into a pill shape. The pills were then gently passed over a flame, probably to
dry them out and make them hold the shape, and dropped into a basket at the end.
From there a table was set up where in progress ‘M’ was being created. There was a
large pile of glowing red pills. She made to grab one, which for her was about the size of
a pillow, and take a big bite.
“Wait, don’t eat that!” shouted the second man.
“Why not? You’ve got plenty.”
“It’s not that…”
“Oh, let her have a bite, Joe” said Bill. “It could be hilarious to watch.” Sparkle
followed in the air behind him, looking worried.
“What do you mean?” asked Susan.
“Look how small she is, Joe. Even a bite could kill her. Think what just one does

a person, and we’re a lot bigger.”
“Kill me?” Susan tossed the pill away from her. “Just what are you two making in
here?”
“Go away, annoying bug,” said Bill. “Maybe you’re an endangered species or
something and that’s why I’ve never heard of real fairies existing, but you’re getting on
my nerves. Go poke that little nose of yours into someone else’s business. And you
too!” he said to Sparkle.
“What did I do?”
“Showed up.” He grabbed a bunch of pills and went around the table to the chair
on the other side, where he sat and started tracing a complex pattern with his wand.
“First he wants me to stay, then he wants me to leave. He’s a big meanie!”
“He’s just under a lot of stress. We both are, but that doesn’t concern you. You
should probably just leave.”
“What about this stuff?”
“It’s really not harmful to people our size,” said Joe. “It’s just a sort of dream
people can control, that’s all.”
“Not harmful? Are you sure?”
“That’s what we’ve been told. Why?”
Good question. Wait, I think I’ve got it. “Fairies are closely tied to nature, you
know. That stuff seems like poison to me.”
“Why’d you try to eat it then, dummy?” asked Bill.
“I wanted to see what you’d do. You would have let me, too. You’re a bad man!”
“Yeah, I’m the cousin of the devil himself. I thought you were getting some
powder so these two could take a powder.”
“Right. Which one did you girls come out of again?”
“We’re not leaving! You’re giving people poison! That’s wrong!”
Joe stood up abruptly. “And what exactly is a pint sized fairy like yourself going to
do about it?”
“Aren’t we more liter sized?” asked Sparkle.
“I think we are,” said Susan. “Get it right, meanie.”
“Get out of here, you little pests! Maybe the reason I’ve never seen a fairy before
is because they all annoyed people to death!”
“You better not threaten me,” said Susan. “I’ll do fairy magic and make you sorry!”
Joe laughed. “Fairy magic? Pull the other one!”
“Wait Bill, please little fairy, don’t get angry. Are we really making poison?”
“Drop it, Joe. You know what we’re making here.”
“Do I? You know they wouldn’t tell you exactly what that incantation they taught
you did.”
“Just drop it, okay?”
Some disagreement in the ranks? Maybe I can use that.
“It just seems to me the more of that stuff someone eats, the more they’re going
to want to eat it. They’ll waste away craving it,” said Susan.
Bill sat down again. “Don’t be ridiculous. LSD isn’t addictive.”
“But it’s no health food,” countered Joe. “What if they put something else into it?
We wouldn’t know, would we? Or if the charm we’re putting on them is harmful-”
“Can we focus, please? These pills aren’t going to enchant themselves. I will kill

you little fairies if you don’t leave, now.”
“You could try,” said Susan. But Joe stepped between them. “They don’t mean
any harm. I just want to know the truth.”
“The truth is- debt, loan, more debt, job offer we couldn’t refuse, now they own
us. Work!”
I guess they aren’t doing it of their own initiative.
“There must be a better way!”
“What, the fairy here is going to take on the mob for us?” He barked a laugh.
“Pull the other one.”
That seems to be his catch phrase. “We probably could-” Susan started to say.
Suddenly there was a *POP* and a third man appeared in the room.
“What’s going on in here?” he demanded. “I got an alarm that one of the nodes
had activated out of schedule.” The man was dressed in fine robes, and had ‘mobster’
written all over him. Not literally.
“Just some fairies somehow got in,” answered Joe. “They were just leaving.”
“Fairies?” asked the man.
“Hi!” said Susan, popping up on Joe’s shoulder. “You the big boss?”
“There are fairies! Wild. Kill them and get back to work.”
What’s this? Are these two not willing participants in this little game?
“Kill them?” Joe asked, shocked. “What for?”
“Told you,” said Bill.
“If you don’t have the guts, I’ll do it for you,” said the tough, raising his wand.
“Don’t point that at me!” said Joe, raising his hands.
“I’m a great shot, don’t worry.”
“You would really just kill us?” asked Sparkle.
“Yeah, I’ll kill you first, unless your little friend wants to come out from behind
Joe.”
Guess we’ll have to take them. She readied card 44, Made You Look, so she
would be sure to get the first shot off in combat. This guy, at least, and probably Bill
there. Joe might do the right thing, I think we can work onSuddenly a flock of birds burst from the fireplace and started winging around the
warehouse. The minion, (who was Greg, by the way) whirled around, trying to get a fix
on a bird long enough to fire a spell at it.
“Birds now?” asked Bill, getting up again. “What the heck is going on today?”
Suddenly the birds landed and morphed into people- all the people Susan had
left at the fountain. They all had wands out and pointed at the three.
“What the-” Greg started to say, when 5 stunners lanced out and took all three
targets down. All of them went down in a heap, and Susan flew over to them.
“We got worried when you didn’t open the Teleportal for us,” explained Minerva.
“But how did you do the bird thing?” asked Susan, delighted.
“I remembered I had some canary creams in my Pocket Dimension, they really
came in handy,” answered Hermione.
“I guess so! Sorry to worry you, I thought I was making progress with at least one
of them, so I hoped to get the full story out of them.”
Ron poked Greg with his wand. “This was making progress?”
“He showed up just thirty seconds ago, honest.”

“I see. So, what did you learn?”
Susan relayed the fact that the two making the drug probably were not doing it
voluntarily, and had said something about owing some kind of mob. The third man, she
explained, was there to make sure the operation ran smoothly, and had appeared when
it seemed that wasn’t happening.
“So now what do we do to them?” asked Luna.
“That’s easy,” replied Susan. “Watch and learn.”
She first pulled most of the energy out of Greg, then used it against him to cast
Destroy Magic. As Bill seemed more desperate than evil, she only took his energy and
put his wand in her Pocket Dimension. Joe’s wand she just hid in the room, in case Bill
woke up and grabbed it.
“You aren’t stopping them from using magic?” asked Hermione.
“I think they’re victims. Wake Joe up and we’ll see what he has to say. If he’ll give
us the location of the main base, so be it. Otherwise he can just leave and we’ll get the
information from this loser here.” She kicked Greg a little.
“If you say so,” said Minerva, waking Joe.
“What happened?” he asked, struggling to rise. “Where did you all come from?”
“The stork?” asked Luna.
“Maybe we do need further sex education at the school…” remarked Minerva.
“Professor McGonagall?” asked Joe, shocked.
“Hello, Joe, I see that O.W.L in Transfiguration isn’t going to waste.”
“You know this guy?” asked Susan.
Minerva just gave her an ‘are you seriously asking me that question’ look. Susan
thought about it. “Right, there’s only one magical school in the country. You probably
know most people with magic. Sorry, dumb question.”
“At least you worked it out.”
“You have to believe me, we didn’t have a choice!”
“Oh, spare me the theatrics,” said Minerva. “What would your mother say, to see
you making ‘M’ like this?”
“I’m telling you the truth. My bother got into some heavy gambling debt, and the
people he bet with, they turned out to be some kind of organized criminal group. They
set us up with the facility and told us to start distributing their ‘product’ for them. They
said they would let us know when we were done.”
“Do you know where they are?” asked Susan. “Or possibly have a picture
conveniently, for absolutely no reason?”
“No, nothing like that. They always met us somewhere. I have no idea where
their base is located. Wait, who are you? I only got a glimpse of the people that… were
birds, but I don’t think I saw you.”
“Oh, you saw me. I was a fairy at the time.”
“YOU?” He groaned. “I get it, fairies don’t actually exist. You just needed
something small enough to go through the flame. But how-”
“Never mind that. You’re sure you don’t know anything that can help us find this
base of theirs?”
“Sorry, I don’t.”
“So now what?” asked Harry.

“Wait, aren’t you Harry Potter?”
Harry rolled his eyes.
“Hey!” shouted Susan. “You haven’t earned the right to even lick Harry Potter’s
boots clean.” She grabbed his shirt and pulled him down. “Let me tell you about Harry
Potter, okay? Harry Potter is fighting Voldemort as best he can, so that your sorry
excuse for a life can continue with some normalcy, and how you repay him? By making
drugs that spilt up families and addict young mothers? And you have the audacity to
look him in the face, like an equal? You disgust me.”
Joe paled. “That shouldn’t happen! It’s just a better LSD, I swear that’s what we
were told! Please don’t say his name again!”
Say what? Oh, that stupid superstition.
“Tell that to the woman who attacked us when we took her ‘M’ away. We had to
knock her out or she would have strangled me. Well, she would have tried.” Susan let
go of him.
Joe heavily sat down in the chair. “I knew it. I knew something was up. They were
really using us, weren’t they? I thought it was selling faster than it should have. I should
have known.”
“Yes, you should have,” said Minerva. “But what’s done is done. I think if we turn
this man over the Aurors and show them this… machine, they can take things from
there.”
“I hate leaving a job half done,” said Susan. “We promised Erik- where is he,
anyway?”
“I left him back at the fountain. If you want to bring him here, that’s fine. I thought,
as a first year student, he should stay out of the line of fire.”
“Good thinking.” Susan opened a Teleportal back to the fountain, and Erik
stepped though.
“Wow,” he said, looking around. “An actual drug den, or whatever you call it. You
one of the ones messing my mom up, jerk?”
Joe was staring at the hole in space that closed behind Erik. Susan snapped her
fingers. “Oy! Someone asked you a question!”
“Huh? What? My brother and I were making the ‘M’, yes.”
“Did you leave him for me to kill?” Erik’s eyes were wide.
“The others aren’t dead,” said Minevra. “Just knocked out. We’re discussing what
to do next right now.”
“Oh.”
Susan wasn’t sure if he was relieved or not.
“Wait, I do recognize you,” said Joe. “From the papers- you’re that girl who was in
the tournament. You fought two dragons and lived!”
“Yes,” Susan answered sweetly. “And you thought I was a harmless little fairy.”
She shook her head. “Oh, the things I could have done to you.” Susan covered her
mouth and gave a little giggle.
Joe gave a weak smile, eyes wide.
“Anyway, as I was saying, I hate to leave a job half done. I think we can get the
location out of this guy,” she smacked Greg with her shoe again, “And go take it out.”
“Don’t you think you’ve done enough?” asked Minerva.
“No. Even tearing this place apart, they’ll just get a couple of other suckers to run

things from a new location. That won’t solve anything.”
“What do you plan to do?”
“You can modify people’s memories, right?”
“Yes,” she answered slowly.
“Good. You’re going to modify this trash to believe he fought us off, but took a
stunner in the end and that’s why he got knocked out. Then take Bill here to the ministry
building and slap him in a cell for the duration. I’ll take his place with Shape-shift and get
him to tell me the location of the base. He’ll have no choice because he won’t be able to
return on his own. You can use that awful Apparation, can’t you? You can take us there.”
“And if I do that, you’ll, um, you’ll speak in our defense, right? Put in a good word
for us?”
“I’ll think about it. I’ve always said the punishment should fit the crime. If you and
your bother agree to addict yourself to ‘M’ and then go through withdrawal like everyone
else is going to have to, I’ll consider the matter closed. I’ll then speak on your behalf for
leniency.”
“You can’t just addict-” Minerva started to say, but Susan held up her hand.
“I want them to experience what they put others through. It’s only fair. They were
stupid, yes, but that by itself isn’t a crime. They want Susan to speak up for them? Fine,
but that’s my price.”
“I’ll do it. I don’t know about my bother.”
“You’ll have plenty of time to talk him into it, once you’re in the same cell as him.”
“But-”
“No buts. You broke the law, scum. You’re going to have to pay at least some of
that price to society. Getting me there so I can take out the real criminals behind this
operation is the rest of it.”
Joe shut up.
“One problem,” said Luna. “What reason are you going to give this guy that he
can’t use magic anymore?”
“Oh, good point.”
They all thought a moment.
Wish I hadn’t given back that truth poison now, darn it.
“What about this,” asked Hermione. “He doesn’t know what you can do. During
the battle he got hit by a weird spell and couldn’t use magic anymore. The other two
managed to drive us off, but not before being knocked out. He’ll have no choice but to
have you guys bring him back until his magic returns. He won’t know it’s permanent.”
Everyone nodded, that seemed like a good plan.
So the kids used the floo to go back to the fountain and wait, and Minerva took
the unconscious Bill to the ministry to be locked up. She took a measure of ‘M’ to take to
the hospital, in case studying it would help those who were now going to suffer
withdrawal symptoms. It was her hope some kind of counter charm could be developed
to make the process easier. Susan hoped so.
Susan, meanwhile, took on Bill’s form and Sparkle became a fairy again, hiding
in ‘his’ pocket. With that done, Susan took a minute and a half to make him a fake wand,
and Joe woke him up. His eyes fluttered opened.
“You got them?” he asked groggily.

Oh yeah, I took most of his energy. HAHA.
“Barely. What were a bunch of kids doing here anyway?” asked Joe.
“Little brats,” said Susan. “They got what was coming to them. You’ll have to put
some better protections on those floo nodes.”
“I guess so. How did they even stumble into it? What did I get hit with?” asked
Greg, sitting up.
Joe looked over at Susan, who shrugged. “Don’t ask us. Never seen that spell
before. Here’s your wand back, it went flying.”
“Oh, thanks. I better go report. What happened to those two fairies?”
“Ran when the fighting started. They’re probably long gone,” said Joe.
“Serves ‘em right. Didn’t even know they existed. Come to think of it, this whole
thing started with them, maybe it was a setup? Anyway, get back to work.”
“Right,” they both said, making their way back to the table.
Greg tried to get out of there.
Naturally, he failed.
“What the heck?” he said, looking confused.
“What’s up?” asked Joe.
“I can’t Apparate! This is jack, man! That kid did something to me!”
“I’m sure it’ll wear off, don’t sweat it,” said Susan. “You want to stay here in the
meantime?”
Greg grimaced. “I really have to get back and tell the others. We may need to
move this facility, now that someone’s seen it. We could have Aurors popping in any
minute!”
“What? We’ve got to get out of here!” said Joe.
“You just wanted us to keep working?” asked Susan. “What kind of gratitude is
that?”
“You’re expendable,” said Greg. “But I suppose at the moment, you’re my only
way back. You can take me back,” he pointed at Susan.
“Oh no, you’re not leaving me here alone,” said Joe. “We both go or we all stay.”
Greg pointed his wand at Joe. “You don’t give me orders.”
Joe pointed his wand back. “Are you sure you want to be pointing that at me right
now? How do you know it’ll work any better than your last attempt?”
Greg’s eyes flicked down to the wand. “Lumos,” he said, and Susan suppressed
a grin as nothing happened.
“See?” said Joe. “Now we can play nice, and you can tell your family how we
saved the merchandise from those kids, and your life, or you can just sit here until
someone comes to see why you aren’t back yet. Unless those kids come back first, with
backup, that is.”
“All right, fine. Let’s go then! Grab the ‘M’ you’ve made and we’ll set you up
someplace else. We’ll have to send someone back for the machine.”
Greg told them the location, and the three grabbed onto him and disappeared
with a crack.
They arrived on a large boat, and as Susan looked around she saw that it at least

began life as a modern yacht. It looked like all the electric lights and such had been
removed and replaced with magical equivalents.
“Welcome to the Waterlogged Broomstick,” said Greg.
“Is this some kind of Muggle boat?” asked Joe.
“Hey, if you want to hide in the desert, you have to look like sand.”
Ah, so he probably gets the drug from another boat, a non-magical boat that
meets up with this one. The owner can run it by magic, but make it still look mundane.
This complicates things. Can I Teleportal onto a boat? After all, I’ve seen the boat, but
the thing could be in a completely different place next time. I’m not sure the spell is built
to handle that. I just wanted to see the place, and then get the law here. Maybe I’ll have
to take them out myself.
“Lead on,” said Susan.
“You aren’t supposed to bring them here!” said a voice behind the group. They
turned. There was a woman standing there, dressed in fine clothing and walking
towards them.
Right. Why would I expect this to be only a man’s operation? Women like wealth
and power too, don’t they?
“It’s a long story Kathy, is the boss below?”
“Yeah, he’s here. You didn’t even blindfold them?”
“I couldn’t!” he protested. “I couldn’t get us here. Come on, I don’t want to repeat
myself.”
They went below and found a rather obese man flanked by two tough looking
men in suits. He had on a lot of gold, and another woman was in the process of feeding
him slices of bacon.
Must be on Atkins. Susan looked the two over, and they stared back, shifting their
wands to be more visible.
“What are these two doing here?” asked the guy, as the woman stopped giggling
and set the strip down. “Do they think they’ve paid off their debt to me already?”
“Judging by this place, you don’t need the money that badly,” said Susan.
“Was I talking to you? Huh? Was I talking to you? George, what are you doing?”
“Sorry boss, no choice. We need to send Paul to get the machine and bring it
here. Our distribution center is compromised.”
“What?” The man tried to stand up, and the woman had to give him a little push
to manage it. “Did these two-”
“No boss, it wasn’t them. We got attacked somehow. Through the distribution
floo, if you can believe that. We’re going to have to improve security, maybe make it
lethal for living things to get through.”
“You better start explaining!”
“I’ll go get Paul, he’ll need to know why he needs to go get the machine.”
“It’s a delicate piece of work, I don’t like the thought of it being here.”
“We can take it to one of the safehouses, it just can’t stay there. Stay here.” He
stalked off, and the two women covered the doors out while the two toughs pointed their
wands.
Susan held up her hands. “Hey, we’re unarmed!”
“Can’t be too careful,” said the guy. “And his story better be good, for your sake.”
“Don’t worry, it will be,” said Bill.

Everyone stood uncomfortably for a moment, until Paul and George returned.
“Now can you get on with it?” asked the boss.
“Yeah boss,” answered George. “You start,” he said to Susan.
Crap, I can’t cast spells if he’s making me explain it.
“Fine. We were making the ‘M’ as usual, and suddenly these two fairies flew in
from the fountain drop off point. We started talking to them, to try and find out what they
were and how they got there, and then he showed up.”
“I was about to kill the things and get them back to work when suddenly these
birds showed up, who turned out to be people!”
“People?”
“Kids, I think. I didn’t get a good look,” said Bill. “We started fighting them off, and
George took some weird spell to the chest and got knocked out.”
“I can’t do magic anymore, boss!”
“What? Are you sure?”
“Maybe it’s worn off by now, but it hadn’t a minute ago. I’ll try again.”
He started getting his wand out.
Now for a little more distraction.
“Did you hear that?” asked Susan, making a 10 on her Deception check and
looking out towards the window. “It was some kind of thump.”
The others glanced over that way, and Susan grinned. A magical circle appeared
in the center of the room as Susan cast Hypnotic Field, taking the full 1.5 seconds to do
it. There’s no way they’ll see it and react in time. Suckers.
With 9 extra energy put into the spell and an 11 roll, then taking a −2 for doing
the spell nonverbally and +5 as Sparkle used card 34, Assist, and added her INSight to
the roll she got a 23 total. That got everybody, as the 14m radius enveloped the entire
boat.
“Thanks,” said Susan, “I have a feeling that extra +5 made a big difference.”
“Sure thing,” replied the muffled voice of Sparkle.
Susan glared at the two ladies, tapping her foot. “The question is, do we take
their magic away too?”
“Who?”
“These two women that are here.”
“I would say that anyone here probably knew at least something illegal was going
on, and are probably guilty.”
“But I can’t prove it. They may have been innocents.”
“So shove them through a Teleportal to the ministry building, sans wands of
course, and let them explain their situation.”
“Good enough. But you, Mr. Tubby, are going down.”
Susan moved through the room, draining their energy and then destroying the
magic of the boss, Paul, the two guys in suits, and then found the guy steering the boat.
It was a little tough to see the controls through the shimmery energy field, but she
managed to cut the power.
Weird, they really did a number on this boat. Hooking magical charms up to
actual buttons so the boat would respond normally just in case someone looked over at
what he was doing. Why not just keep it running on gas though? I suppose magic was

cheaper. Jerks.
With that done, Susan deposited the two ladies, Bill and Bob (she found his
name in the logbook) through a Teleportal with Telekinesis as Sparkle suggested.
With that, she turned back to the boss and his flunkies, still frozen like statues.
“Hello, boys,” she said, taking her real form again. “I know you can hear me, just not act,
so I’m going to tell you how it’s going to be from now on. First up, you’ve lost your
magic. That reminds me!” She went and grabbed all the wands in the room. “You won’t
be needing these anymore.” She stuck the bundle of them in her Pocket Dimension.
“Where was I? Oh yes. You get to live like Muggles from now on, a fitting punishment for
what you were doing to people. I would turn you over to the Aurors, but they have their
hands full and honestly, they would probably just send you to Azkaban or failing that,
just kill you. I like my punishment better. You get to live and repent your actions, maybe
even decide to do some good in the world before you die. Oh, and I found that sack of
coins in your cabin, it’ll be donated to a worthy cause, don’t you worry.
“Now, as far as my buddy Bill and Joe are concerned, yes, don’t you worry, he
was safely tucked away before I came here disguised as him, you’re not going to have
anything else to do with them. If I find out, and I will, that you’ve made their lives
miserable in even the slightest way- I’ll be back. And I’ll rethink my whole ‘letting you
live’ policy. This is your one chance to go straight and do something useful with your life.
Don’t waste it. I’ll be going now. Hopefully you know how to drive this boat and can get
back? Well, I’m sure you’ll all figure something out, you seem the resourceful type.
Tootles!”
With that, Susan Teleportaled herself back to Erik’s house, where the others
were waiting for her. She stepped through, which ended the scene and all of their spells
dropped.
“You’re safe,” exclaimed Minevra. “Thank goodness.”
“It was no problem. I met the boss, and he won’t be selling your mother or
anyone else any more drugs ever,” she said to Erik.
“You killed them?”
“What’s your problem, kid? Course I didn’t kill them. I just took their magic away
and left them stranded on a boat someplace. They’ll be fine. Sheesh.”
“You didn’t pick up Won’t Kill along the line someplace, did you?” asked Sparkle,
now a cat again.
“No, I just don’t think I should get into the habit, that’s all. I’ll kill those that
deserve it, and no others.”
“A fine ideal,” said Minerva. “Now, if we can escort Erik’s mother to the hospital,
I’m sure he’s anxious to see her become herself again.”
“Fine by me. Then we can get back to the castle, it’s been a long day.”
“Thank you,” said Erik. “If there’s anything I can ever do for you…”
“Sure. Study hard. Train. Don’t ever back down if you see something happening
you know is wrong. Save someone’s life. Then tell them the same thing I just told you.”
“Deal.”
They shook hands, and Susan did a little more magic that day.

Back at the castle everyone collapsed into bed expect for Minerva, who wrote a
report to Albus about what she had observed of Susan’s behavior.
She was even a bit hopeful as she did.

99
Finding the Monster
Time: Two weeks before Christmas
Place: Great Hall
“Hey, Erik,” said Susan, as Erik came over to see her.
“Hi Susan. I just wanted to let you know, my mother should be released from the
hospital soon.”
“That’s great news!”
“Well…” Erik didn’t look convinced. “I mean it is, don’t get me wrong. I’m glad
some sort of antidote was created from those ‘M’ samples we recovered, and that she
didn’t have to go through too much, but I’m afraid we haven’t solved the problem.”
“Oh, you mean why she started with ‘M’ in the first place?”
“Exactly. Unless we figure that out I’m afraid nothing has changed. She’ll just get
addicted to something else, or express it in a different, even more distractive way.”
“I’m happy to talk to her, but if it’s just a mundane problem I’m no psychologist.
Despite what I might believe, magic can’t be used to solve every problem. Cover it up,
reduce it, make it someone else’s, yes. Solve? Not always.”
“You just seem a lot smarter than me, so if there’s anyone that can come up with
a solution, it’s probably you.”
“Hey, there’s lots of different kinds of intelligence in the world, don’t sell yourself
short. There’s Naturalist, like Neville, Body-Kinesthetic like Hermione-”
“See what I mean! You even know about different types of intelligence. Who
knows that?”
“That’s just because I like to read and find out about the world and the people in
it. Also, I have the Internet at home, which I somehow have to bring to wizard kind…
note to self, put “bring Internet to wizards” on to-do list.” Plus there’s that whole knowing
things that I have no idea how I know them. Still have no way to find out how that’s
happening.
“My point remains.”
“I guess. Like I said, I’ll be happy to talk to her when she comes home.”
“Thanks. It’ll be soon after Christmas, according to the healers. She’s responding
to the treatment well.”
“Good. How are our friends Bill and Joe? Do you know?”
“They’re under heavy guard. From what I heard their addiction didn’t go on for
very long, so they had an easier recovery.”
“Pity. Well, come find me when break is over, and we’ll go see your mother.”
“Great. Thanks.”
Susan went back to reading the paper, which was detailing a lot of missing
persons reports, both wizard and non-wizard. According to witnesses, odd creatures
were seen at the scenes of the disappearances, though no one could agree on what
exactly those creatures looked like.
Super, it wasn’t just one nest of those fear creatures. I’ll have to do something
about that soon, too. I can’t prove they’re connected to Voldi but the timing sure is

coincidental if they aren’t.
With a sigh she put the paper away and got out some “wards” as she was
sometimes calling them, and started binding some magic into them with Spell Symbol.
Just a few made here and there along the day added up, and with her sitting around she
got back 5% of energy an hour, so it was easier to do a few here and there than exhaust
herself at the end of the night.
She finished one, and was about to start another when a book was slammed
down onto the table beside her. She gave a jump and looked over, about to cast Thrust
on whatever was there attacking her.
It was Hermione, looking angry.
“Our magic,” she said, sitting down, “is rubbish.”
Susan took a moment to decide how to respond to this latest revelation.
“Well, I didn’t want to say anything, but ever since I learned how your magic
worked, I’ve always wondered why it seemed so… much the way it is.”
A rather lame finish to that sentence I guess.
“We’re doing human transfiguration,” she explained. “And we’ve started off by
trying to change the color of our eyebrows. How can Professor McGonagall even say
that with a straight face? Sparkle can touch someone and *poof* they’re a whole
different creature. What is wrong with our magic?”
“I wish I could tell you, Hermione. Once you figure out how my spell formula
translates to your wand motion to make water I think you’ll have the answer.”
“Oh, that. Forget it. I have no clue. I’ve stared at that thing for hours. Looked up
symbology and other runic languages throughout history- nothing. Even the Research
spell comes up blank, which I honestly expected but I thought there might have been
some other form of magic in the world since the beginning of time. Just so I could have
a third type to compare them all to, you know? But no such luck. I think it’s just too
different.”
“Pity. I guess it’s like us using cups to drink water while animals lap it up directly.
We both drink the same water, but we do it in different ways. Forget trying to get a cat to
hold a cup, no offense Sparkle.”
“None taken.”
“Plus Lavender Brown keeps looking at Ron in the most peculiar way,” Hermione
said, switching gears. “Like he was some specimen to examine.” Hermione’s cheeks
reddened, and she hastily opened her book as though thinking she had said too much.
Oh, is that why you’re so upset right now?
“Not sure what that has to do with magic, apart from friendship being magic, but
okay.”
“Ron keeps looking back at her, that’s what. With this confused look on his face.”
An echo? Nah, couldn’t be.
“Don’t worry, she can’t hold a candle to you.”
“Are you sure? I mean my hair is all frizzily and my teeth are too big and-”
“You know, Hermione, if I didn’t know better I would say you had the Insecure
weakness. I mean, what’s so great about Ron anyway? He’s just another boy, and a
Weasley at that. Red haired, freckled, not as well off as Draco-”
“Totally brought together martial arts and magic into a seamless combat style.”
“Hello Ron,” said Susan.

“He was standing right there? Why didn’t you tell me?” shrieked Hermione.
Susan and Ron fell into peals of laughter as Hermione stared at them. Harry at
least tried to show some decorum, but it didn’t last.
“Sorry, Hermione. Honestly, if something he’s doing is bothering you, tell him
about it. Don’t complain to me.”
“Yes, why were you talking about me?” asked Ron, sitting across from the girls.
“Lavender Brown,” said Susan, as Hermione went back to her book in shame.
“Oh yeah. Oddest feeling about that girl, you know? Started right after that last
Quidditch game that I noticed you didn’t bother attending.”
“Oh yes, because you know how entranced I am about the game. You want a
present this year, or what?”
“I meant to say, that totally stupid Quidditch game that I shouldn’t even have
bothered going to because I had more important work to be about.”
“That’s better. Anyway, what about her?”
“I don’t know. I don’t know her that well, but I still have the overpowering urge touh…”
“Yes?” asked Hermione icily, looking up.
“Be, uh, near her?”
“How about you, Harry? Anyone caught your eye lately?” asked Susan.
She got an 11 to notice Harry’s eyes flick towards Ginny, over at another table,
then back. “Not especially.”
“Uh huh. Well,” she cleared her throat. “I’m not sure what advice to give. On the
one hand, perhaps you save her from something and that’s why you feel you should be
near her, Ron. Or perhaps she just flings herself at you and you respond without a care
to other people’s feelings. Your choice.”
“What? Me? If we’re talking echos here, I wouldn’t have created Magic Fu
without you around, so what would she have ever seen in me?”
“Maybe you’re a kind, honest person that is worth getting to know!” said
Hermione in a huff, picking up her book again and walking off.
Harry and Ron looked at each other.
“Girls.”
“By the way,” said Harry, “are you going to Professor Slughorn’s Christmas
party?”
“Who?”
“The potions teacher? We went to get him before school started?”
“Oh, him. Right. No. He used to come around when I was doing Imbuing and
pester me with questions, but I needed to concentrate and watching someone weave
magical energies into objects can only be interesting for so long. He got bored and gave
it up after a while. He’s never come see me since. Why?”
“I was invited, thought maybe I could take you.”
“Ah, thanks, but no. I don’t want to remind him I exist, actually. He might decide
to come pester me again.”
“I guess that’s as good a reason as any not to go. Can’t blame me for trying.”
“You could take-”
“No.”

“You didn’t let me finish.”
“I saw you looking at Ron. I didn’t need to let you finish to know what you were
going to say.”
“Don’t knock it until you’ve tried it.”
Both boys looked horrified.
Ah well, no accounting for taste.
Two days after break began, Ron came to see Susan.
“What can I do for you, Ron?”
“My mother wanted you to know you were invited to our house for Christmas
break.”
“Really? That’s nice of her. Thanks.”
“She has an ulterior motive, though. She remembers how the clock hands went
from ‘mortal danger’ to ‘home’ when you were last there.”
“Ah. Well, I have plenty of wards to give out, they’ll make a nice gift.”
“I wondered why you were making so many of those things all the time.”
“I need to know how useful they are in practice. I’ve got a bunch of them with
different spells in them, so I’m looking for feedback as to how people use them. Then I
can see what is the most useful and get an idea how much someone would pay for
them.”
“Sounds like a good idea. And way safer than what Fred and George did with
their joke product stuff.”
“Well, I’m not doing research to make new things, I’m just using a spell to
package a spell. I know it works. I just need marketing information now.”
“Well, I’ll owl her you’re coming, if you are…”
She laughed. “Yes, I’ll be happy to come. Thanks.”
And so Susan opened a Teleportal to outside The Burrows as break began, and
everyone happily greeted everyone. Tonks and Remus seemed to be together, as they
arrived at the same time, and Remus took Susan aside.
“I really have to thank you,” he told her. “Because of the item you made me I
haven’t transformed in ages. I’ve even been doing some work for the Order, feeling out
those who would be open to wearing something similar. If you’re willing to make more, I
mean,” he added hastily.
“For gold, sure. I don’t mind going the extra mile for friends, but something that
keeps a werewolf from transforming would probably be worth a lot. Not that I would hold
them over a barrel or anything! But they do take a lot of time and effort to make.”
“Personally I would have paid any price. You’ll notice Tonks and I arrived
together?”
“I did.”
“She finally wore me down. I could hardly refuse her, after all, I am much safer
now than I was before. So we’re living together.”
“That’s great news, I’m really happy for you.”
“Thanks. That alone was worth it for me. Sadly there are those werewolves that
revel in their transformation and one that has made it his mission in life to infect as
many people as possible. So I have to be careful about who I talk to about it, or I could

be seen as a traitor to my ‘kind’ as it were.”
“I’m done making stuff for my friends, I can start on a bunch of them. I’ll just leave
them unfinished, and anyone that wants one can come see me. I can finish it up while
they are nearby, so they can pay whatever their XP equivalent is, and they won’t have to
wait the whole time.”
“Oh, you can’t just owl them to someone?”
“Sorry. Items are made to order. I could make them for myself, but you’re talking
a ten times increase in price at least to make up for the XP loss I would go through.
When it comes down to learning a new spell for myself or making some stranger an
item, right now I have to prioritize myself.”
“I understand. So I couldn’t give my item to someone and make it work?”
“You could. You paid the cost, it’s yours to do what you want. If that means give it
away, that’s fine. I know, it’s kind of complicated because your magic doesn’t work that
way.”
“I’m sure it makes sense to you.”
Susan nodded. “So is Voldi recruiting big nasties like he did before?”
Remus looked troubled. “No, and that’s worrying. The giants are still up in the
mountains doing whatever is it they do up there. Vampire activity hasn’t increased. No
werewolf I’ve talked to admits to being approached. And Dementors? They seem to
have gone into hiding, we wonder if they aren’t waiting for the whole thing to blow over
so you don’t come after them. It’s all very odd.”
“What about all those disappearances and such? Some of them must be
mundane and not those fear creatures!”
“That would be nice, but we don’t think so. That one you captured is being
studied, and they don’t seem to be from around here. It’s very troubling.”
More than you know. Voldi knows I’m from another world, that’s where my magic
came from. What if he researched a spell like Teleportal only it opens to other worlds?
He could let in any number of horrors this world has never seen. And thus, doesn’t know
how to fight. And we’ve never gone lower than Purgatory, but if he decided to see what
was another dimension or two down, he could possibly bring some creatures back that
don’t belong here. Great, now I’m even more worried than before, and that’s saying
something.
“I wish I could help, but those disappearances seem to be scattered all over the
place. If it is those fear creatures, and I’m the only one that can reach them, I should be
helping rather than still going to school.”
“Actually, we’ve been working on spells to enter those other planes you can go
to, hopefully someday we can fight them on their own turf. After all, we didn’t know they
existed until you showed us, and these creatures started coming from there. Now that
we know, we can figure out how to go there.”
“Just be careful. Dimension magic isn’t something to fool around with.”
“I’m not doing the research, don’t worry. There are people who dedicate their
lives to coming up with new magic, they take the risks.”
Yeah, push too far and you’ll end up someplace you don’t want to go. Not far
enough and you might open a hole between the worlds and get sucked in.
“I wish I could help there, but we were just talking about how different my magic
was before break.”

“Actually, there is a way you could help. Bring those researchers across, let them
see what the place looks like. Maybe if they can study the place on their own, they can
find a way to open a door back on their own. That would give them a leg up on opening
the door to get there.”
“Sure, I’ll talk to the Headmaster about it.” If I ever see him again.
And so the next day Susan handed out her gifts with great ceremony. Hermione
received a gold cross on a chain, with Healing Word put into it.
“Just think about wanting to heal someone and say ‘healing,’” she explained.
“You don’t have to touch them, just be near them, for it to work. If they are wounded in
multiple places it’s best to think about just one place at a time, but healing more than
one place can work, if it’s not too bad.”
“Thanks,” said Hermione, putting it on.
To Ron she presented a pair of sneakers she had made slightly higher TR and
put Swiftstep into.
“It’s not a teleport,” she explained, “but if you imagine being someplace nearby,
and you can figure out how far you can go with a little practice, you’ll instantly appear
there. I mention it’s not teleportation because you shouldn’t try using it to go through
walls or anything. You are covering the distance, so if you try to Swiftstep through a
window, you’ll smash through the window at high speed and probably die. So don’t do
that. Otherwise, your word is ‘Swiftstep’ after deciding where you want to be.”
“That’ll be an amazing addition to my Acceleration ring. Nothing will be able to hit
me!”
“I hope so.”
“Thanks.”
Harry unwrapped a cell phone of all things.
“A cell phone, of all things?” he asked, confused.
“A busted cell phone, of all things!” Susan replied cheerfully.
“Uh…”
“With a spell of Distant Conversation on it. Just decide who you would like to talk
to, and the phone will ‘connect’ you with them, so to speak. You can get a bunch of
people if they’re not too far away, or one person a good distance away. You have to
physically speak, so the cell phone will give you an excuse to be talking to no one.
Anyone you talk to might look a little funny though, as they’ll have to talk back to be
heard.”
“That could really come in handy once we’re out of school!”
“That’s what I was thinking as well. Enjoy!”
“Thanks.”
Of course she also handed out a bunch of Wards and told everyone how to use
them.
“Prepackaged Susan magic,” said Arthur, looking one over. “Amazing. You say
they won’t wear out?”
“As long as the symbol on the paper is intact, the spell says nothing about any

other duration.” Unless I die, of course, then they’ll all go poof, but that’s a depressing
thought they don’t need to have. Especially not today. “And I tried to make spells you
can’t easily do, like shape-shift and Temporary Tool, so hopefully they come in handy.”
And Christmas went on. Harry had a nice visit with Sirius, Susan and Luna got
together, and everyone had a pretty nice time off.
With everyone settling in after New Years, Susan got the summons for their next
trip down memory lane with Albus.
“I don’t get why he’s stringing them out so much,” complained Harry, sitting next
to her in lunch. “It’s not like they take all that long. Just show us what you’re going to
show us and be done with it.”
“I know,” replied Susan. “He can’t be gone that much, and honestly his efforts to
convince me Tom needs to be stopped haven’t been all that interesting. I mean, sure,
he came from a broken home. Fine, so do lots of kids. And apart from some
disappearances, that may not even be his fault, since he’s been back nothing bad has
really happened.”
“They must be related though,” suggested Hermione.
“Why? Maybe people disappear all the time. After all, without me around we
wouldn’t have tracked those fear creatures to their den. Maybe things like that have
always dragged people off. It’s just now we have the Voldi threat, so everyone wants to
blame him for those happenings.”
“You still don’t think he’s evil, then?” asked Ron.
“I think he might be dangerous, to me especially given what he said at the cave,
but not evil. I haven’t been convinced we should just nuke the area he’s in from orbit, so
we can be sure.”
“Couldn’t he have some kind of Invulnerability spell going?” asked Harry.
“Okay, even then we couldn’t be sure. But you get the idea.”
“We’re at the point he’s just come to school, so it’s probably still going to be a
session or two before we get to any real juicy stuff. How much trouble could he get into
at school, after all?”
“The trouble is he operated in such secrecy, how will Headmaster Dumbledore
know where to go to show you events later in his life?”
“Maybe that’s part of what he’s doing, tracking down places he went?”
“Maybe. It would explain why he’s gone so much. Maybe he’s dragging this out
so much because of the few concrete pieces of evidence he has, and he wants to make
sure they show him in the proper light.”
“What, you think he’s trying to bias you?” asked Hermione.
“I don’t know,” replied Susan, shaking her head. “But he hasn’t told me
everything, that’s for sure. Not about the prophecy, or I think, about Voldi himself. How
do I trust someone like that?”
“But because Voldi told you about it, you would trust him, is that what you’re
saying?”
“Not trust, no, he would have to do a lot of explaining his side of the story before I
gave him even an inch. But the Headmaster talks like I should just send the Silent
Slayer after the guy and be done with it. I won’t, not until I’m sure. For all we know, after
his death he saw the error of his ways and the reason there’s been no activity is

because there will be no activity. He just wants to do research and be left alone.”
“I wouldn’t count on it,” said Ron.
“Hey, why do you think I’m making all those Wards, anyway?”
And so, that evening, Susan and Harry made their way to Albus’ office, and
stepped inside. There he was, looking quite excited.
“I hope you had a good Christmas,” he said, after the traditional greetings were
out of the way.
“Did a bit of traveling, saw some sights. Not bad,” answered Susan, who had
provided the means for everyone.
“Good, good. Let’s get started right away. We have a few places to visit tonight.
The first you will be familiar with, Susan, for we are going back to the very house where
this all began. Then we shall see what secrets the walls of the castle reveal!”
Christmas is over, why does he look like a 5 year old about to opens presents?
Susan and the others stepped through to the Riddle house, and Albus gave her
the time to look upon. They watched as Tom barged in on Morfin and talked with him,
Susan translating for Albus. She then watched as Tom stunned Morfin and grabbed his
wand, stalked out of the house and out of “frame” towards the house of his other
relatives.
“Keep it going please,” said Albus, “But a bit accelerated, if you don’t mind.”
Susan sped up the playback and it wasn’t long before Tom returned, performed
some magic on Morfin, dropped his wand, and stole his ring.
“Ah, the ring that would later hold a Soul Shard,” said Susan, taking a close look
at it with the playback paused.
“What did he do with Morfin’s wand?” asked Harry.
“Went straight away and murdered everyone in the Riddle house. I will not ask
you, with Phase, to go with me as we did to look upon the orphanage. I believe you can
imagine the scene.”
“Yes, they didn’t have magic, so they must have been terrified,” said Susan sadly.
“I guess there’s no getting around this one. He murdered in cold blood.”
“And not the first time, or the last,” said Albus.
“And of course so called wizard justice being what it was, they looked only at the
wand without ever determining if it was actually Morfin’s hand that wielded it.”
“Yes. He did, after all, confess rather proudly to the murders.”
Susan rolled her eyes. “Right, because memory modification magic doesn’t existoh wait, it does. Once again our illustrious ministry totally drops the ball and lets the real
murderer go free. You realize you’re building just as much a case against them as our
buddy Tom here.”
“Perhaps a few of those frames with Time Window on it, sold to Aurors, might
help to bring real justice to the world, as you so desperately seem to wish.”
“And you do not?”
“I didn’t say that. I am just, perhaps, a bit more inclined to believe they did the
best they could with what information they had at the time.”
Susan laughed. “You will never convince me of that, Headmaster. Sorry. My
magic can bring the past to light. Therefore your magic could do something similar, if
anyone had bothered to research the method.”

“Perhaps. Let us return to the school, then.”
They were walking down the halls to the next place Albus wanted to show them
when Susan stopped.
“Wait a second. Something doesn’t add up here!”
“Yes?” asked Albus.
“Magic was done by someone underage. Why didn’t that trip the alarms at the
ministry? Don’t tell me that wasn’t around either, from what I’ve heard that spell has
been going for hundreds of years!”
“Quite possibly it did. The Aurors arrived soon after that to see what was going
on.”
“Where they found a wizard too old to have tripped the alarms. That didn’t cause
a single person working at the ministry to say, ‘wait a minute, who tripped the alarm
then?’ Seriously? I don’t know how that system works but they had the magic performed
at Morfin’s place, then a separate casting up at the Riddle house. Did they think Morfin
somehow became underage, did a bunch of magic in his own house, then went nuts
and killed some people elsewhere, came back home, did even more magic on himself,
and got older again? What would be the point of that? To get caught? Does this alarm
start working again if someone un-ages themselves? I know there’s an age potion, the
twins tried it. Stands to reason there’s a youth potion as well.” Or not? Because there
are old wizards, like this guy. I know the twins bragged about a potion to make them
older, is there no opposite to that?
“Uh…”
Okay, maybe not. I suppose it would be useful and hence, wanded wizards never
thought of it. “Plus the ministry was right there when Harry and I fought those
Dementors, even though Harry doesn’t trip their precious alarms because of the item I
made him. That suggests to me that they get a record of who it was and what spell was
cast at the time. They couldn’t produce that evidence against Harry, because it didn’t
exist, but you asked for it, I heard you.” Albus seemed to be in some sort of inner
conflict, as Susan stared, arms folded, in triumph. “I mean, even if, by some bizarre
coincidence they believed Morfin had an underage ‘guest’ at his house for the duration,
they never looked into who it was? That could be, I don’t know, a witness to murders?
Or someone underage who put him under the Imperius Curse to perform them? It
makes sense someone under Imperius could further cast Imperio and gave them
orders, yes?”
“Probably,” said Albus distractedly, still thinking it over.
The two waited.
“I don’t know,” he said at last. “What you say makes sense. There does seem to
be some evidence of a coverup or conspiracy. I know he couldn’t have been bribing
anyone, he didn’t have the gold for anything like that. But at the same time, what you
say makes perfect sense. They would have been blind not to see it.”
“As long as we’ve cleared that up.”
Albus looked troubled the rest of the evening as Susan and Harry reviewed
incidents around the castle pertaining to Tom. Like his betrayal of Rubeus, and bullying
his gang did of others.
“Seriously, this is the worst you can show us?” asked Susan. “Harry’s father did

as much, and everyone talks about how great he was.”
“To tell the truth I have been stalling a bit, but it’s late enough, he should be away
from his office. Come along.” Albus led them to the office of Professor Slughorn, and the
door opened at his touch. He began to look excited again. “This is the most critical
event, I believe, and after you watch it I will explain a few things. In your Dimension, if
you don’t mind, Susan.”
“I don’t mind.”
“Excellent. Please let us watch this time…”
And so they did. Standing in the office of a master of potions, Tom wondered
aloud what would happen if one were to split a soul into seven pieces.
“Kill? You have to kill someone to make one of these so called Horcruxes?”
Susan asked, horrified, after past Tom had left the room. He shushed her, then had her
open her Personal Dimension so they could be sure they were not overheard.
“It’s faster than me casting a variety of spells to prevent listening in,” he
explained. “To answer your question, I’m afraid so,” said Albus sadly. “I can hardly
believe even he could take it that far. I had my suspicions after we found two, but seven
is staggering.”
“So, wait, that means we still have…” Harry started counting on his fingers. “Four
Soul Shards to find and destroy?”
“You’ve only destroyed two, though, unless you have been finding them and not
informing me,” said Albus.
“If there’s seven, one was in the ring, right? And one was in the book? One must
have possessed the baby and was used for the resurrection ritual. That leaves four.”
“But wouldn’t there have been another piece in Voldemort when he came to kill
you, Harry? He made seven Horcruxes but his body would still need an eighth piece of
soul.”
“That piece would have left his body when he died.”
“Well, we can hope, I guess.”
“This is what you really wanted to show me all along, isn’t it?” asked Susan. “You
knew exactly how I would react to someone using magic in this way. Because of what
my magic means to me, as the memory of my father’s world!”
“I had a fair idea, yes.”
“So he’s killed and killed, all to safely stash pieces of his soul away, in case his
body is destroyed. The object takes someone over, drains their life energy, and he
comes back. Or a faithful servant performs a ritual. I guess he is evil, after all.”
“I’m glad this has expunged your doubt.”
“Why not just show me this first? Why all the running around? And you invited
that Slughorn guy back here?”
“It’s not his fault. I believe Tom had already made his first Horcrux when he asked
about them. He simply wanted to get an idea about what would happen if he tried the
process again, to make further Soul Shards as we call them.”
“That aside, why is he back here?” asked Harry.
“We needed someone to teach Potions class while professor Snape taught
Defense. He is the best.”
Susan started pacing. “This is bad. We’ll never find them if he was smart about

the whole thing. I mean the ring and the locket and the dairy I can accept. Those are all
things meant to be worn or used, giving him ample time to corrupt whoever had them.
But if he was smart, his last two were something either way too big to destroy or totally
impossible to find. Like a tree in the middle of the forest someplace, or the Golden Gate
Bridge. Or just a random stone dropped in a stream someplace. They wouldn’t be able
to take someone over, no, but they would keep him around and allow them to be
implanted for the resurrection ritual.”
“Now now, I don’t think it’s all that bad. Remember his tendency to collect
trophies and objects with meaning? I think he chose objects like that to hold his soul.
That’s why I showed you his early life, so you could see how he thinks, and maybe
anticipate him.”
“Great, so it narrows from infinity objects to a lesser infinity of objects. At least I
can probably pick them up with Magic Sense if I get close enough.”
“You can?”
“Maybe. The locket had some weird spell like thing attached to it, but I can’t
prove it’s a Soul Shard.”
“I see. Perhaps it should be retrieved and tests performed to tell one way or the
other?”
“Yes, I can see that. Is that why he didn’t look human anymore, when he was
resurrected? Because most of his soul was gone?”
“That would be my guess, yes.”
“Unbelievable. It really is. Obviously magic can make a person immortal, my
magic can do it. Why not just find out that way rather than murdering people?”
“Because of who he is. He wants the world to fear him, to know that he is
superior to them in every way. Why do you think he took your blood rather than Harry’s?
To gain more power, of course, and by extension become more superior. You want the
same thing, don’t you? That’s why you talk of opening a shop to sell things we wizards
can’t make for ourselves.”
“Helping people and killing them seem to be at opposite ends of the superiority
continuum,” Susan said testily.
“I agree. And as long as you continue to only help them, and not kill them, even
when you are given the chance to, all will be well. You have seen what giving into the
lust for power does to someone.”
Of course he would know about that, I wonder if those guys ever made it to
shore…
“Believe me, my magic is powerful enough, I don’t need more. Especially not if I
have to kill to get it.”
“I hope that sentiment remains with you your entire life.”
“In any case, our path is clear,” said Harry. “We have to find those other objects
and destroy them before Voldi finishes his magical research and decides to take over.
Or finds out two are already destroyed, and he goes and hides the others.”
“Yes. Sadly I have not yet found many hints of other hiding locations, but perhaps
if we do have another Horcrux in reach we can use it to devise a method of tracking the
others.”
“I’ll look into it.”
“Fine. Let me know what you find out.”

“I will.”
And so Susan went up to bed, thoughts ablaze with what she had learned. He
stood there in front of me, or at least some kind of Avatar did, and I didn’t even imagine
how much of a monster he was. He’s killed all right, even if he was framed for murdering
Harry’s parents, which I doubt at this point, he’s killed others to make his Soul Shards. I
won’t call them Horcrux because that’s just a stupid name. Names should describe
things, not further obfuscate them. Killing to become immortal, even with the entirety of
magic to look for other answers. I should have finished you when I had the chance.

100
Kicking the Habit
Time: The next day
Place: Outside Erik’s house
The next day, Susan, Sparkle and Erik were standing outside of Erik’s house,
and Susan was going to try and find out why her drug habit started in the first place.
She wondered if she should go in with some defensive spells going.
“How exactly is your mother going to react when she sees me, do you think?”
asked Susan.
“She’s anxious to meet you, I don’t think it’ll be a problem,” replied Erik.
“Okay.”
They went in, and the house seemed a bit different as Susan looked around. It
both looked and smelled cleaner.
“Oh,” said Erik’s mother emerging from the kitchen. “You’re here. You must be
Susan.”
“I must be, no one else wanted the part,” she joked, shaking the woman’s hand.
“Right. I’m Julie, it’s nice to meet you. I guess I have you to thank for getting me
off ‘M’? Come and sit down.”
“Thank you. And if anyone got you off ‘M’ it’s you, not me. I’m sure it couldn’t
have been pleasant.”
They sat down in the living room.
“No, it wasn’t. I can still feel the need pulling at me. I doubt it will ever go away.”
“Probably not.”
“That’s why I’ve been cleaning. Trying to take my mind off it. It’s not really
working.”
“I’m sorry to hear that.”
“It’s nice of you to say.” There was a moment of silence. “So, I hear you busted
up the entire drug ring, just because Erik here asked you to?”
“It was the only short term solution I could think of. It just sort of happened.”
“Just sort of happened?” Julie repeated. “Who are you?”
“I’m Susan Felton, I thought you knew that? This is Sparkle.”
Sparkle raised a paw in greeting.
“No,” she laughed, “I mean, who are you that you can make the breaking up a
drug gang just sort of happen?”
“Believe me, it’s better if you don’t know. Anyway, I’m here to help you further, if I
can.”
“Can you get rid of the craving?”
“Not currently, no. I could research something if it becomes a problem. I made an
item to keep a werewolf from changing in the moon time, I could make something
similar to block craving for a drug. I think.”
“Why did you do it, mom? Why did you start taking drugs?” Erik demanded.
“Oh honey, I’m so sorry you had to see me like that. I just needed something, and
no one seemed to be able to do anything.”
Here we go, the sob story that leads her to becoming addicted to ‘M’ and driving

out her husband.
“It started more than a year ago,” she explained. “I started having these really
intense nightmares every night.”
Wait, what?
“Nightmares?” asked Erik.
Julie nodded. “Several a night, and most of the time after one I would wake up
screaming.”
“That’s what that was? I thought you and dad were fighting or something!”
“No, it was just me trying to get away from my dreams. Of course after the first
couple of nights they went away, but then they came back. It was a cycle and I just
couldn’t break out of it.” She looked over at Susan. “You have to believe me, I tried
everything. We went to the healers and they did magic on me, and we did a sleep study
and everything. But we never found anything. Then a few months ago they started
getting more frequent. That’s when your father left.”
“I thought he left because of the drugs.”
“No, that came later. He left because I was getting so sleep deprived I couldn’t
focus on work, or doing stuff around the house. He couldn’t handle it.”
“And he left you when you needed him most?” asked Susan, shocked.
“He was never the type to put too much effort into things,” she explained. “And
with me getting worse, he decided I wasn’t worth it.”
“Jerk.”
Julie smiled.
“But if you were waking up all the time screaming, why didn’t I hear it?”
She shook her head sadly. “We put a quieting charm around my bedroom.”
“Oh. So when you started acting funny and I thought it was drugs, it was just
because you weren’t getting the sleep you needed?”
“That’s right. I was starting to hallucinate awake and thought maybe I should
leave you and go back to the hospital before I hurt you by accident. That’s when the
man came, claiming he had heard about my problem and had something to help.”
“Let me guess, that man came bearing ‘M’ right?”
“Yeah. He said I could use it to guide my dreams, maybe fight off the monsters
that were inside my head. I was desperate, you have to believe me.” She looked back
and forth between the two.
I should have put my truth spell on before I came in here, but she seems sincere.
“I’ll accept for the moment you were ready to try anything. Did it work?”
“That’s the thing, in the beginning, it did. I thought maybe that would be the end
of it- at the start of the cycle I could take ‘M’ and guide my dreams away from the
nightmare things I was seeing. Then… it started to get even worse.”
“How so?”
“I couldn’t wake up as easily. Or the imagery became much darker and horrible. It
was almost as if the ‘M’ was now making the nightmares worse, and I couldn’t guide my
way out of them. I wanted to get off the stuff, but by then I couldn’t stop taking it. When I
tried it was all I could think about. I didn’t know what to do, who to turn to. That’s how
you found me.”
“Well, that, uh, isn’t exactly what I expected to hear,” said Susan. “What about
now, are you still having the nightmares?”

Julie nodded. “When I was in the hospital, recovering, hardly any. But now that
I’m back home I had them all last night. That’s why I’m such a wreck, it seems it’s going
to start all over again.”
“It’s going to be okay, mom,” said Erik, going over to hug her.
“I hope so, baby. I hope so. I’m sorry I’ve put you thought this. It was supposed to
be a grown up problem but it turned out to be a lot bigger than I thought.”
“Can you help?” asked Erik, pulling away from his mother.
“We can’t ask more of her-” Julie started.
Susan put up a hand. “I’ll be glad to. We need to get to the bottom of this in case
others are going through something similar.” She leaned forward. “This so called savior
that showed up, I’d love to know what his angle was, and how he really found out. That
aside, let’s consider the options, okay?”
“Okay.”
“Option one: Could you be some kind of prophet or oracle? Do the dreams have
a common theme about the future?”
“No, just me getting torn apart by wolves, or, uh, ravaged by demonic forms or
the like. Disturbing stuff, but I wouldn’t say it dealt with the future. Why? Do you think
the stuff of nightmares is coming in the future?”
“Uh, that’s classified.” Susan hastened on. “Option two: Could it be some kind of
curse? Do you have any enemies that you know of? Someone powerful enough to cast
some kind of curse spell that would do this? Did you sleep with someone’s husband or
something, and they’re taking revenge by taking your sleep?”
“No! Nothing like that!”
“I have to ask. You’re sure?”
“Yes.”
“Okay. Lying to me only hurts yourself, so I hope you’re being honest. Could it be
the location? I’ll be right back.”
Susan knocked on the doors of all Julie’s neighbors and asked if anyone was
experiencing the same symptoms. No one was, though they were a bit shocked to hear
someone as young as Susan was helping her out. She went back.
“Nope, no one admits to having the kind of nightmares you had. So that’s out.
Wait, no, if it was the location then it would be happening to everyone in the house, not
just you.”
“I don’t know if it helps, but I did seem to have more bad dreams than usual
growing up. My parents said I would grow out of it but I never seemed to. Nothing this
bad ever happened though.”
“Dreams, dreams… I’m sure my mother mentioned something about my father
running into a world threatened by dreams. But no, those dreams were coming true or
something? Or while dreaming they could manipulate reality? That must be something
different.”
“What?” asked Erik.
“Oh, nothing, just talking to myself. What else could it be? Think! No suggestion
is too outlandish at this point.”
“Maybe something in purgatory?” asked Sparkle.

Julie jumped off the couch. “I’m hallucinating already!”
“It’s okay mom, her cat can talk.”
“And she loves surprising people with it, doesn’t she?” asked Susan, looking at
Sparkle.
“Not quite as much as you, opening teleportals and such where people can see. I
just can’t help people seeing me as just a cat and being surprised when I’m not.”
“Come on, let’s go see what we can see. I’ll be back in another minute.”
Susan picked Sparkle up, and they Dimension Stepped down to Purgatory, but
saw nothing out of the ordinary.
“Dingy, poorly lit, nothing really stands out. Looks normal,” said Sparkle.
“Dang. This is going to be tough.”
“Looks that way.”
They popped back in.
“Who are you?” asked Julie again, watching them appear out of nowhere.
“Maybe the only people that can solve this mystery once and for all,” answered
Susan. “I’m getting serious now. What else have we got?” Everyone thought for a
moment. “Come on, there must be something. Maybe it’s like Neville, and not magical at
all? Research.” A book dropped into Susan’s hands and she started paging through,
making a… “Wait a minute, do I even have the research skill?” Her character sheet
appeared and she looked it over. “I do not! Augment Skill: Research!”
“You are doing magic somehow!” said Julie. “But where’s your wand?”
“I’ll explain later, mom,” said Erik. “Let her work. Her magic is different than ours,
that why I asked her to help. It’s no big deal, everyone at school knows she’s done all
kinds of crazy things.”
“Including some I wish they didn’t,” Susan muttered.
Susan looked through the book, reading about PTSD and the physical causes of
bad dreams in adulthood. But nothing she suggested seemed to fit. She tossed the
book over her shoulder and it disappeared.
“I don’t know,” said Susan.
“But there must be something,” said Sparkle. “We wouldn’t be here otherwise.”
Our story wouldn’t include a situation with no solution. “How would we get XP from
something like that?”
“Good point. We’re missing something. I don’t know, let me check out the
bedroom again.”
“Whatever you want,” said Julie, getting up.
Whatever I want in the bedroom? Tempting, but your son is here and I doubt he
would approve. Nor would Luna, come to think of it.
Susan pushed that thought out of her head and looked around the bedroom. Not
much changed from when she was first here, she nevertheless poked around.
“You say there’s a quieting charm on the walls?”
“Yes, it should still be there.”
“Turn it off. Along with any other charmed objects, or take them out of the room if
you can. I want to see something.”
“Okay.” Julie pointed her wand around and had Erik take a few things out of the

room.
“Great, thanks.”
Susan did a Magic Sense on the room and got a 14, three from her maximum.
She beat the DIF by one, and went over to the bed. She passed her hand over it,
looking sideways at the place her senses were telling her the spell was coming from.
Her Magic Theory check, with her REAson being higher than her INSight, was a 16, and
far from her maximum. However, she could tell the spell was some kind of enhancement
and entrapment spell.
“Which makes no sense,” she said.
“What doesn’t?” asked Julie.
“There’s a spell in this room, centered around the bed here. Because our magics
are different it’s tough for me to say exactly but it seems to be enhancing something,
and it feels like it’s ready to pounce on something.”
“Well I certainly didn’t cast any spells like that!” said Julie. “And I’m sure my
husband didn’t either.”
“Curious. Well, let’s see what shakes up with a quick peak into the past. I’m going
to use a spell that reveals what happened in this room starting with before we showed
up and working backwards. Let’s see if we can’t find out who put this spell here, or what
it does.”
“Oh, uh, okay, I guess that’ll be fine?”
Susan remembered where she was.
“Uh, you weren’t, um, missing your husband at any point in the recent past, were
you?”
“Maybe? With the drugs and not being able to sleep well I very well could have,
uh, you know?”
“Erik, you might want to sit this one out.”
“Why?” The two women looked at him. “Okay, ok- Oh mom!”
“What?”
“Ugh!” He left.
“It’s perfectly natural!” said Julie.
“Preaching to the choir, lady,” said Susan quietly, and began to cast. She
rewound time quickly during the day and more slowly at night, and suddenly there was a
flash and she stopped it.
“Something happened!” said Julie, pointing to her sleeping self.
“Let’s see what…” They watched as Julie thrashed around, obviously having a
nightmare, when suddenly there was a flash and a glowing net, not unlike the magical
circles that appeared when Susan did magic, appeared. It closed over something in the
room, which started to struggle against the glowing stands. Susan’s blood went cold.
It’s a trap. A trap for those fear creatures we encountered. The spell enhances
the victim’s fear, which draws the creature. Then the netHer thoughts were cut short as a magical circle appeared in the room, and a hole
opened into darkness. If her blood was cold before, now it was ice.
A masked man stepped through the hole and looked around, then brandished a
wand, causing the creature to float through. He then did something quite odd- he used
his wand to rip the carpet up in a certain spot. He grabbed a piece of paper from a
pocket, and changed it with a piece of paper under the carpet. That completed he

mended the carpet, stepped through the hole again, and it vanished.
Susan ended the spell and collapsed heavily onto the bed.
“What did I just watch?” asked Julie. “Did some strange man just step into my
bedroom while I was asleep? What was he doing there? What was that creature? What
is going on?” She was shouting by that point.
Erik burst into the room, seeing that there was no danger. “What was it, mom?
What happened?”
“I’ve tangled with those creatures before,” Susan said in a numb voice. “There
was a nest of them, and they took some kids hostage. If that’s even the right word, as
they didn’t seem to demand anything for their release. They seemed to feed off of fear,
they changed shape to try and bring a fear response from the kids. Your nightmares
must have drawn them.”
“What about that man?”
Susan shook her head. “I don’t know, exactly. But if I wanted to do magical
research on those creatures, I would need bait. That’s what you are. Bait. The spell
makes you have bad dreams, and the net catches the creatures when they show up.
That net though- can you tear the carpet up like he did?”
Julie nodded and used a cutting charm, and Susan grabbed the Ward out from
under it.
“Oh, you’ve gone too far this time,” she remarked, looking at it.
“Who has?”
“There’s only two people in the world that can use the type of magic you just saw
that opened that hole, and make prepackaged spells like this.” She held up the paper.
“There’s me… and there’s Voldemort.”
Julie backed away, hitting the wall behind her. “You mean that, that, that man
was… He Who-”
“No, that was probably just a flunky. He wouldn’t waste time opening Teleportals
for people. And I thought he was just laying low. I’ve been a fool.”
“Wait, slow down,” said Erik. “What’s my mother have to do with him?”
“Somehow, Voldemort found out about the fear creatures. He must either want an
army of them, or just to study them. But he needed a way to catch them, right? So he
found people that regularly have nightmares and then made sure they had even more,
and more terrifying ones, at that. I bet if we kept rewinding this, it would show you
attracting more of those things. That’s how they seem to operate, they are drawn to fear.
Now is he also connected to the ‘M’ ring? I don’t know, but it seems likely. There must
be some kind of alarm that goes off if one is caught, and a flunky comes to pick it up
and deliver it. That’s what’s going on here.”
“So what do we do?”
“I don’t know. I would love to jump through that portal when they come collecting,
but given the nature of what’s going on here, I don’t think we have that luxury. The
luxury of time, that is. We need to shut down this trap so you stop having nightmares
and can get a good night’s sleep.”
“I could go without sleep a few more days.”
“No, sleep is vital. You should know that better than anyone.”
“Couldn’t I just sleep someplace else?”
“Sure, for a while. If you’re a reliable bait though, they’ll figure it out sooner or

later and just move the trap.”
“So I should sleep in a different place every night?”
“You could. However, I could lock magic away from this room, forever, so they
couldn’t set the trap here anymore. Then you could just stay here. Of course that would
tip my hand, but maybe he doesn’t care if I know or not? I don’t know.”
“You can’t just catch them or something?” asked Erik. “You’re powerful, right?”
Susan frowned. “I wish it were that simple. There’s something that’s not generally
known about his return. We’ve covered it up. As you’re in the middle of this, I’ll tell you.
But you can’t tell anyone, and I’ll have your word on that before I say more.”
“Oh, okay?”
“As a wizard. If you tell anyone and I find out, I will take your magic away. Don’t
think I won’t. I can, I’ve done it several times already, it’s the same spell I want to use on
the room. I just cast it at a person and that’s it for their magic- permanently.”
“Okay, okay! I get it. I won’t tell anyone.”
“He stole my magic to come back. Anything I can do, he can do, too.”
“Oh no!” Erik looked horrified.
“Yup. Why do you think we still hold meetings for dueling practice? Because
when he comes, it’s not going to be pretty.”
“I’m coming to those meetings from now on.”
“Good.”
“Wait, not only is you know who back, from the dead, he can do two different
types of magic?” asked Julie.
“I’m afraid so. That’s why we haven’t let that get out, it could cause a real panic.
We’re working on it, Harry and Headmaster Dumbledore and myself. Don’t worry.”
“Oh, Harry Potter as well? That makes me feel a little better.”
I could go for feeling a little better right now. No such luck though.
“So, what do you want to do?”
“Will it stop people coming into my bedroom at night?”
“The bedroom directly? Yes. Other parts of the house? Not so much. But you
could put some kind of charm up at night to warn of intruders, right?”
“Yes, that’s possible.”
“There you are then. If they try to get in and fail, then try to come into a different
part of the house, they’ll get caught. Personally I think that will be the end of it.”
“How so?”
“Like I said, some Death Eater has been assigned this pick up job. If they found
out this place was off limits, they might not report it to their boss. That would be a failure
on their part, and I doubt Voldi takes kindly to that sort of thing.”
“All right. Do it.”
“Great, everybody out.”
Susan stood in the doorway and cast Destroy Magic into the room, and was
satisfied when no other spells could be cast inside.
“It’s done. Anyone in this room becomes non-magical. Any magical items will stop
working, and no magical forms of transport in or out will function. I hope it’s enough.”
“I guess we’ll know in a few days if the nightmares stop or not.”
“Send me an owl at the school if they don’t. But I’m pretty sure they will.”

“Thank you. Now it comes down to me, and finding things to distract me from
craving ‘M.’”
“Try combat magic. Like I said, you might need it, and sooner rather than later.”
“Yeah, maybe you’re right. Especially if someone does show up here to see why
those creatures have stopped being captured. Okay. I mean it though, thanks. You did
all this for basically strangers, how can I ever repay you?”
“Don’t ever touch ‘M’ again. That’ll be enough for me.”
And so, Susan, Sparkle and Erik stepped back through to the castle.
“Like she said, thanks,” said Erik.
“Don’t mention it. Helping people reminds me why I don’t just go kill Voldi and
take his place.”
Erik stared at her. “I seriously hope you’re joking.”
“No, really. We’re quite similar, as has been recently pointed out to me. We both
don’t like the way the ministry runs things. At school we were both powerful magic
users. We both want to learn and advance our art. It’s just he took a darker path than I
hope ever to even see.”
“Oh. Well, if there’s anything I can ever do…”
She grinned. “Make me a smoothy.”
“A what?”
Her smile went away again. “Never mind. Get out of here, kid. And keep standing
up for what’s right.”
“You got it.”
Susan went to bed that night both troubled and a bit happy. Hopefully no
nightmares for Julie tonight. I did some good. But I found out something horrible. He
really wants to crush all opposition when he strikes, doesn’t he? It’s not going to be
pretty.

101
Lock-it Up
Time: The next day, breakfast
Place: Main Hall
“He seriously killed people to become immortal?” squeaked Hermione, spilling
her juice all over herself. Ron also looked stunned, and Luna just looked sad. Susan
had brought them into the Dimension with some food, so they could eat and talk in
private.
Susan nodded gravely.
“I thought it was just a spell, maybe someone else cast it on you, that put a piece
of your soul into an object. To think that many people died so he could make backups of
himself.”
“I know. But that’s what happened in the past. I’m more worried about what he’s
planning now, in the present. Trapping those fear creatures can’t be good.”
“Your soldiers took them out easily enough, didn’t they?”
“Sure, we had them outnumbered. What if he’s breeding them or something?
Making them smarter, or better fighters? A thousand of those things attack the school
and we’re in a lot of trouble.”
“I think we’re already in trouble. How do we know Voldi hasn’t shared the secret
of immortality with others?”
“No, remember what the version in the ring said- That only he deserved to be
immortal?”
“Oh yeah. So what are we going to do?”
“I’ll track down that locket and see what I can learn from it. Hopefully my book or I
can come up with a spell to help track the others.”
“Why wouldn’t the book be able to do it?” asked Harry.
“The book is a fantastic resource, no doubt about that. And asking it to make a
better Create Foodstuff would be no problem for it. Even this Personal Dimension was
just a better Pocket Dimension after all. I’m going to have to study this object and come
up with something myself. I don’t think the book would be able to handle such a
complex request.”
“Wait, didn’t you say part of your father’s soul was in the book? That’s why it can
do what it does, right?” asked Luna.
“That’s what my mother said. It might be a simplification though, I don’t know.
Why?”
“I just wondered, you don’t think he killed anyone, do you?”
“What? No!” Susan was shocked. “He was a hero! And remember, he visited
other worlds where they had weird powers and stuff. I’m sure he knew someone who
could help him do what he wanted and just called in the favor.”
“I hope you’re right.”
“Of course I am,” said Susan, with only the smallest sliver of doubt. “My magic is
different than yours, remember?”
“I think we can probably say with certainty he did something special to make the
book,” said Hermione, “And if he didn’t, what’s done is done. We need to figure out

more about those fear creatures, and what to do if they do attack the castle.”
“Hermione, would you mind going with Luna and Ron to the place it’s being held
and see what they’ve discovered about it? You guys know what wanded wizards are
capable of doing, so you’re the better choice to develop that battle strategy.”
“We can do that, over the weekend.”
Luna and Ron nodded, it was okay with them.
“Great. I’ll get permission… from someone, as the Headmaster probably is gone
again by now. Meanwhile Harry, Sparkle, and I will track down the locket.”
“Sounds like a plan,” said Sparkle. “Wake me when you find it.”
Susan glared at her.
“Joking!”
“You want to leave the school again?” Minerva asked the Core, that afternoon in
her office.
“Yes,” said Susan simply. “We have a lead on a Soul Shard and we need to
follow up on it. And the others need to get intel on the fear creatures in case a large
number of them attack.”
“What in the name of Merlin is a Soul Shard and why does it seem to have a
different pronunciation than I would expect?”
“A different what? They’re what kept Voldi alive after he tried to kill Harry,” said
Susan, mystified. “You must know that- he wouldn’t have gone off without… telling…”
Wait, maybe he did, and this isn’t Professor McGonagall. I guess I’m going to
have to test her.
“The Headmaster has not shared the purpose of his absence from this school,”
said Minerva with a sniff. “And I trusted him enough to not press the issue. Are you
saying he placed his soul into an object?”
Susan shook out her bracelet and touched a charm. “Immunity,” she said. “Before
we answer that, could I ask you to very, very slowly get your wand out and place it on
the desk?”
“What?!” Minerva seemed shocked at the very idea.
“Do it, or I will be forced to take you down right now.”
“Young lady-”
“NOW!”
“Very well, I can see it’s important to you for some reason.” She reached into her
robes.
“Slowly!”
“Yes, yes. What is this all about?”
The others looked shocked, but their wands were instantly in their hands.
“Yeah, what’s going on, Susan?” asked Harry.
“Get the wand,” she replied. “I’ll explain in a second.”
Luna picked the wand up off the desk, and Susan was pleased to see the others
spread out around Minerva without being told.
“I’m just going to cast Magic Immunity on you, Professor, just to make sure you
are not under some kind of spell. And to make sure you are who you say you are.”
“Honestly!”
“Yes, honestly. No sudden moves now, this won’t hurt a bit.”

Susan took the extra time and put in a bit of energy, casting Magic Immunity. The
magic shimmered around Minerva and she stood there as she had.
Susan breathed a sigh of relief. “Okay, you can have your wand back. Sorry
about that, but I had to know.”
“Thank you,” she said, taking the wand back from Luna and stowing it in her
robes again. “Now may I ask what this is all about?”
“Of course. I now have to wonder if the Headmaster is the Headmaster.”
“You’re doubting him now? This gets better and better!”
“Think about it. He doesn’t tell you where he’s going? What he’s doing? And he’s
had months to track down Shards but so far nothing? What if he isn’t actually doing
that? What if he’s been taken over and told to actually work against us?”
“I highly doubt that’s possible. This is Albus Dumbledore we’re talking about
here.”
“Maybe. It still bothers me his attitude towards secrecy. I would like to be sure.”
“What do you propose?”
“That’s easy enough. I’ll Telesummon him, that’ll prove he’s not someone else
running around looking like him with Polyjuice. Then I’ll hit him with the same thing I did
you, Immunity, and make sure he’s not under the Imperius Curse.”
“I doubt he’ll be pleased to be whisked back to the castle against his will.”
“Too bad. He should have been more forthcoming to his allies in battle so we
were all on the same page.”
“Sadly, him not telling me is more in character than if he had.”
“You’re joking.”
“Hardly ever, Miss Felton.”
Well, he didn’t tell me about the prophesy, now did he? What in the world is going
on in his head?
Susan shook her head. “Right. Okay, give me a minute.”
Susan took some time and energy making a Ward with Magic Immunity so she
could hit him with it instantly, and then went to cast Descry Creature from writings.
“Actually, may I propose waiting?” asked Minerva. “I do know for a fact he still
sleeps here every night. He gets in late, but if you brought him here while he was
sleeping-”
“He would have to wait 2d10 segments before he could act! Brilliant, Professor!
That would give us more time to hit him with the Ward.”
“I’m not sure what you said just then, but I think you’re agreeing with me?”
“Yup. We might even be able to get him here without a wand, I doubt he sleeps
holding it. Okay, we’ll hold off for now.”
“Fine. So can you tell me what this is all about?”
So Susan and the others explained about what they had learned about Tom and
his becoming Voldemort, and Minerva got more and more pale as the story went on.
“And he’s been showing you this stuff? You’re just kids!”
“Really? You’re going to hit us with the old ‘you’re just kids’ routine?”
“I’m sorry, but you are.”
“Maybe. But I haven’t told you everything, nor will I. We know some things even
the Headmaster has not seen fit to tell us, so personally his attitude puzzles me even

more, now. Maybe he has his reasons, or maybe he’s secretly working for Voldi without
being influenced by magic. He just went plain old dark side for some reason. It could
happen. As far as you’re concerned, you’re just going to have to trust us. If he can’t take
care of Voldi, one way or the other, we will. After all, he didn’t the first time, did he?”
Minerva stared hard at them, and their resolve shone through on their faces.
She sighed. “Very well. This weekend you may leave the school and go about
your various tasks. But I want you to leave from my office, and come back here so I
know you’re all right.”
“Thank you,” said Susan with a smile. The others were also grinning.
“I just hope I don’t come to regret it.”
That night, Susan did exactly as she had described, both Telesummoning the
Headmaster, and casting Immunity on him. It proved fruitless, and she then had to
explain to Albus what he was doing in the classroom he found himself in. He accepted
the explanation but seemed of two minds about it, that they didn’t trust him not to be
acting under the influence of a curse.
“I certainly don’t know you well enough to predict your behavior,” protested
Susan. “And you leave the school for hours at a time every day, without telling anyone
what you’re doing. So I had to be sure you were still on our side, and this was the
quickest way.”
“I see your point. If you are satisfied then…”
“Yes. Sorry about that. Good night.”
That Saturday couldn’t come fast enough for Susan, who was afraid that, at any
minute, hundreds of those fear creatures would pour over the school. However, nothing
happened and they all went down to Minerva’s office in the morning. Susan opened a
Teleportal for the others, and then one for herself back home. She stepped through with
Harry and Sparkle.
“Gee, I should go say hello to my relatives. I bet they would be really, really, really
pleased to see me!” said Harry.
“Yeah, you do that.”
“No thanks.”
“That’s what I thought.”
“Anyway, what are we doing back here?”
“The Internet, duh. I need the map if I’m going to see where this locket is.”
“Oh, right.”
So Susan did a Descry Object on the locket and sat trying to map out the
location.
“It’s weird,” she said. “The result puts it back in the neighborhood of Sirius’
house.”
“Really?” asked Harry.
“Yeah. I suppose the town dump could be nearby. Why don’t we just pop in to
see Sirius and go from there?”
“Suits me.”

So they stepped through to see Sirius, who was delighted to see them so soon,
and they explained what they were looking for.
“An old locket you found in the house and threw away in the big cleaning? Wasn’t
most of that stuff just incinerated?”
“Probably,” said Harry. “I don’t know exactly what the order did with it. But
Susan’s magic tells her it’s nearby.”
“Don’t let me disturb you, then.”
And, of course, Susan discovered the locket was still in the house, and went
down to see Kreacher in his “lair.”
“And what do the mudbloods and the traitors and the girl with the strange magic
want from Kreacher?” he asked.
“The locket,” demanded Sirius. “We know it’s here.”
“It belongs to Kreacher!” he protested.
“Belongs? Nothing belongs to you, especially if you steal it.”
“Wait, Mr. Black, let him speak,” said Susan.
“You can call me Sirius, you know?”
“Are you serious?”
“You know I’m- you’ve been itching to make that joke haven’t you?”
Susan nodded.
“Very well, why do you think the locket is yours, Kreacher?”
Kreacher looked like he was struggling with himself.
“Tell me! I order it!”
“You could be a little nicer,” said Susan.
“Regulus gave his life that it might be destroyed,” Kreacher said in a rush.
“Kreacher must follow his orders, even though Kreacher has not yet been able to
destroy the locket.”
“What?” Sirius, Harry, and Susan said at once.
“You’re telling me the truth?” demanded Sirius, grabbing Kreacher and shaking
him. “You filthy elf, if you’re lying to me-”
“Stop it!” said Susan. “Put him down. What’s this all about?”
Sirius dropped Kreacher, who stumbled and skittered away from Sirius. “I thought
he was just killed by Death Eaters or something. What’s this all about, anyway?”
Susan looked around. “I suppose this house is nearly as secure as my
Dimension.”
“We might as well tell him,” said Harry.
“Basically,” said Susan, “Voldemort was able to live on because he stuck parts of
his soul into objects. One of those objects is that locket. At least, we think.”
“That is what Regulus told Kreacher!” said Kreacher, pounding his fists on the
floor. “And it must be true, for the locket cannot be destroyed, no matter what Kreacher
does to follow his orders!”
“Bring it out, then,” demanded Sirius. “Let’s have a look at it.”
Kreacher seemed to be desperately trying to follow this order and not follow it.
Wait, I’ve seen something like this before.
“Kreacher, wait, did Regulus give you other orders regarding the locket? To not
show it to anyone, maybe?”

Kreacher said nothing.
“Answer her!” said Sirius.
“Yes!” croaked Kreacher.
“Your old master is dead,” said Susan sadly. “And you can’t follow his orders
anyway, can you? You can’t destroy it. But I can, Kreacher. I can destroy it for you!”
Kreacher stopped dead, looking up from the floor where he had been crawling
towards his bed. “You are not lying to Kreacher, are you?”
Harry spoke up. “We’ve already destroyed two of them. This one will be no
different.”
Kreacher pulled himself to a sitting position and looked at the floor.
“Go and-” Sirius started to say, but Susan put a hand on his arm.
“He’s trying to obey two different sets of orders, let him come to his own
conclusions on how is best to do that.”
They waited.
Finally, Kreacher got up and went into his living area, and returned with the
locket.
“Yeah, that’s it,” said Susan. “That’s the one we saw.”
“And my brother got this?” Sirius asked.
“Regulus and Kreacher went into the cave,” said Kreacher, softly and sadly. “It
was Kreacher’s second time, for the dark lord had made Kreacher test the potion in the
basin by drinking it. He left Kreacher there to die, but Kreacher did not. And so a second
time Kreacher returned, this time with Regulus, to put a false locket in its place. To
atone for his sins, he did not return.”
“I… never knew. Never imagined. So in the end, he died… nobly.”
Kreacher nodded, silent tears spilling down his face.
Susan considered, arms folded across her chest. “Kreacher, I know you want to
see it destroyed, but I need to study it. Voldemort spoke of making seven such objects,
don’t ask me how I know that, and we’ve already destroyed two. But we don’t know how
to find the others. I want to make a spell, a spell that will attract the pieces of
Voldemort’s soul or otherwise show where they are. Only when we have all of them, and
destroy them, can Voldemort be killed once and for all. I will not demand you give me
that locket. I will ask that you trust me with its destruction. And if you wish, I will make
you a trade.”
“A trade?” Kreacher looked suspicious.
“Take me to this cave where Regulus died. I will get his locket out and give it to
you in exchange for that one.”
Kreacher looked down at the locket in his hands. “Exchange?”
“I would like to see the place my brother died,” said Sirius. “I would be… very
grateful to you, Kreacher, if you could take us there.”
“You- you would?”
“Yes. It seems I’ve misjudged my bother, and perhaps you as well. I would like
to… hear what you know about the choices he made in his life.”
Kreacher blinked at him. “Kreacher will show you. But Kreacher cannot carry all
of you at once.”

“I know,” said Susan. “Just take me. I’ll get the others there myself.”
“No tricks?”
“Upon my father’s name, Elysian Tarsisis, you have my word.”
Kreacher extended a hand. “Then come.”
Susan found herself in a dank, dark place, and put a Light spell in the air to guide
her. She looked across a body of water but the light was not enough to illuminate the
dark pedestal we know is there.
“Nice place. I’ll get the others here, then. Teleportal,” she cast, taking the extra
time. She didn’t know how far away they were, after all.
The hole opened, and the others cautiously came though.
“Nice place,” remarked Harry, lit wand held high.
“Exactly my sentiment,” said Susan. “Where to now, Kreacher?”
He pointed. “The middle.”
Harry walked to the edge of the water and looked down. “Ugh, there’s bodies in
the water!”
“Inferi, no doubt,” spat Sirius. “Better not touch the water, they may activate.”
“Zombies?” asked Susan.
“Undead, anyway. Why?”
“Good thing I have this always prepared,” she remarked, bringing out the new
necklace that held Undead Annihilation currently. “You really can’t tell when it’ll come in
handy. Now we fly!”
Susan put Flight on everyone and killed her own Light, not necessarily in that
order, and they rose high above the water, heading towards where Kreacher said the
locket was. They touched down on the small island, hardly big enough to hold them all,
and looked at the basin.
“Now what?” asked Sirius.
“He stood here,” said Kreacher. “And gave Kreacher orders to make him drink
until the locket could be taken.”
“What did it do to him?” asked Harry.
“Terrible visions, if the same as what happened to Kreacher. Then a powerful
thirst overtook him, and he went to the water to drink.”
Sirius shuddered. “And they dragged him down, didn’t they?”
Kreacher nodded. “Kreacher did not want to leave his master, but Kreacher had
his orders. Kreacher followed them.”
“I’m sure he died believing you could succeed,” said Susan sadly. “I’m sorry
about your bother,” she said to Sirius.
“Thank you. I guess I’ve got to forgive him, becoming a Death Eater as he did. If
only he had talked to me about this!”
“He probably felt you wouldn’t believe him, maybe even think it was a trap. He
did a very brave thing,” said Harry, glancing around. “Now can we get on with it? This
place gives me the creeps.”
“What do you think?” Sirius asked, looking the stone basin over. “It’s not fatal,
Kreacher drank it. If you open a Teleportal, Susan, I bet I could drink it and you could
shove me though, grab the locket, jump through yourself, and close it. I could get a

drink at home.”
“No, we should each drink a cup full,” said Harry. “I won’t let you do it alone. What
if the potion was changed since Kreacher was last here? Made more fatal?”
“Or we could just take the whole darn thing with us,” said Susan. “Did you forget I
made you a Windblade?”
Recognition dawned on Harry’s face. “Oh yeah! Windblade,” he said, holding up
his hand. A blade made of air appeared, and he brought it down in an arc, slicing
through the stone at the base of the bowl.
At least, that’s what would happen if this were a visual medium, not more
grounded in reality, and Harry were about 20% cooler. (or stronger)
He chopped into the stone all right, but only part way, and then brought the blade
back up for another swing. A few more freed it, and the basin came loose from the
column holding it up. It didn’t fall, as Susan and Sirius were carefully steading it, and
keeping out of the way of the blade. They lifted it off.
“Okay, let’s get this back to the house and we can figure out what to do next,”
said Susan, handing it to Harry so she would have her hands free to gesture.
One Teleportal later, and the cave was again empty.

102
Meta Learning
Time: Moments Later
Place: Sirius’ house
“So now what?” asked Harry, looking at the stone bowl they had brought back
with them. Harry and Sirius had tried various things, to no avail. They had even tipped it
over and tried to dump the liquid out, but that didn’t help either. Susan took a look at her
spell list mentally to see what she had. She tried Sculpt but apparently the substance
wasn’t exactly stone, or was enchanted against such manipulations.
“I could try Destruction on the basin,” suggested Sparkle.
“Hey, there’s an idea!” encouraged Susan. “Just do it in the bathtub in case the
potion gets everywhere.”
“Do we want that potion going down the drain, though?” asked Harry.
“Oh… Well, how about this?” Susan looked around in the kitchen, and not finding
anything big enough, started looking through the cellar. She found an old cauldron that
was big enough, and set the chunk of rock inside, open side down. “There, now we can
collect it and see about getting rid of it properly.”
No one disagreed, so Sparkle took the extra time and cast “Destruction!” on the
rock. There was a flash, and a splash, and the locket was seen falling into the now
released potion again.
Which again covered it.
“Oh, come on!” said Susan, exasperated.
“Why not just cast that spell on the potion?” suggested Kreacher, still clutching
the Soul Shard locket in one hand.
“Eh, it has to be an object, and a puddle of potion isn’t exactly an object.” She
picked up the cauldron and tried to slosh it around, but the potion didn’t move any more
at the bottom than it had in the stone basin.
“Wait a second,” said Harry. “Elves have different abilities than wizards, right? Is
there something you know, Kreacher, that could help?”
“You would… like Kreacher’s help?” he asked, suspiciously.
“Give it a shot,” said Sirius. “Nothing to lose now, right?”
Kreacher regarded the liquid in the pot, then put his free hand over it. He
concentrated, and the potion flash froze into a solid. “Now it’s an object,” he said.
“I guess it is,” Susan admitted.
Sparkle stepped up again, and the ice was blown away, leaving the locket intact.
“Why couldn’t you freeze it like that?” Susan asked the wanded magic users.
“I tried,” said Sirius. “It must have been spelled against it. I don’t understand how
Kreacher was able to do it.”
“Because he didn’t use magic,” said Harry. “We could have probably done the
same, sticking it in a freezer. He just dragged the energy out of the system, causing the
liquid to freeze. After all, even if a potion is spelled against magical freezing, leaving it
out in the winter will still freeze it.”

“Oh.”
“And that, ladies and gentleman,” said Susan, reaching in for the locket, “is why
you should learn physics along with your magic. Kreacher, as agreed, a locket for a
locket.”
“Kreacher… thanks you,” he said, handing it over and taking the other.
“And now for you, my pretty,” Susan said, holding the soul container up. “What
secrets do you hide?”
“It will be destroyed?” Kreacher asked, looking up at it.
“In due time, have no fear. If possible, I’ll let you wield the sword that does the
deed. Would you like that?”
“Kreacher would find that acceptable.”
“Thanks for your help, by the way.”
Kreacher looked confused and shuffled out the room.
“I guess he’s not used to being thanked,” said Sirius.
“It’s no problem, I got what I wanted.”
“And without needing to leave the school for hours at a time, for months on end,”
remarked Harry.
“Yeah, makes you wonder if the guy is even trying. Still, Team Susan 4, Team
Snake Eyes, 3. And hopefully with this, soon to be zero. Come on, we better get back.
Thanks for coming, Sirius.”
“No problem.”
“How are you doing, anyway?” asked Harry.
“Me? Fine! The Order is pretty busy. We have to investigate any sightings or odd
happenings, in case they’re the other team making a move. Nothing major yet, but who
knows when that will change?”
“There is something the Order will need to look into…” Susan explained about
the fear creature that was trapped by Voldi and taken away.
“He’s harvesting those things? Why?”
“Study? Breeding? I have no idea. You might want the order to have some kind of
support group for those having a lot of nightmares. Put an ad in the paper under the
guise of a sleep study or something, and check their homes for charms that intensify
bad dreams. Also with ‘M’ production halted, at least for now, more people might come
forward to try and get off it. If their stories are similar to Julie’s, they need to be watched.
I don’t know if I’ve tipped my hand with Julie, but we’ll probably get a few nights before
someone comes to investigate why that trap isn’t producing anymore. We have to find
them before something more serious happens.”
“Thanks for letting me know. I’ll tell the others and we’ll figure out the best way to
proceed.”
“Good.”
“Hopefully soon the Order won’t be needed anymore and you can go back to a
normal life,” said Harry. “Wouldn’t that be nice?”
“You think that locket is all it will take?”
“This, hours of study, some magical research and a dash of luck. Yeah, no
problem,” said Susan, shoving it into her Pocket Dimension.
“Well, I wish you lots of luck. Though really you seem to make your own.”
“Everyone does,” said Susan with a wink. She opened a new Teleportal back to

the school, and Sirius went to find Kreacher to talk about his brother.
With classwork, Wards to make, S.T.F.U training to oversee, and hanging out with
Luna and the others, Susan didn’t have too much time to study the locket, but she did
when she could. Also she didn’t want that Soul Shard out and about when others were
around, who knows what it could still do, even like that? So she took no chances and
only studied it while she was alone. Well, somewhat alone, anyway. Sparkle was told to
keep an eye on her, just in case the Soul Shard made any moves to try taking her over.
She didn’t think it could, as both Quirinus and Ginny had wanted to interact with the
soul. She wanted to destroy it, but who know what kind of interaction it would take to
“wake up” the Shard and let it notice her?
“Any change in behavior, any weird magical feelings you have while I’m looking
at it, no matter how small. Tell me and back into the Pocket Dimension it goes,” Susan
told her.
“You got it.”
The other problem she ran into was never actually creating a spell on her own
before. She wasn’t sure where to start. After a few weeks of trying various things she
came to the conclusion she would start simpler.
I’ll research a grade 1 spell, and see if it matches up with what I have in the book.
That’ll let me know I’m on the right track. Then I can start working on higher grade spells
and match them up. If I get it right a couple of times, I’ll go for the big one, a spell I can’t
be sure will work. Because honestly, I’m not sure how best to use what I’ve got. Some
kind of tracking spell, I guess? I’ll have to think about it.
It was now February, and she had been asked to help secure the Great Hall for
the Apparition practice. She had her Legion stationed around the hall with orders to
“Stand and wait for further instructions. If someone appears and attacks others, attack
them.” She also had her dragon Ally and Sparkle’s lion Ally prowling about. She herself
was off in one corner, atop two tables that had been stacked up on top of each other.
(She wanted a good view of the place)
“What’s with all this?” asked Ron as he came in.
“The protections on this area have been disabled,” she explained. “I’m here to
make sure no one takes advantage of it.”
“But couldn’t you know who just open up a Teleportal, same as you, to any part of
the castle? He wouldn’t care about Apparition anymore, right?”
“Sure, but that’s a weakness, as you can fire through it, and it’s a choke point to
moving lots of people. If you want surprise, they get themselves in, individually, and start
firing.”
“Oh, I get it.”
“So keep your wand handy, okay? If anyone tries anything I’m counting on you
and the others in S.T.F.U to protect those that aren’t.”
“Naturally,” he said with a grin, and went to find a spot.
Susan repeated herself to Harry and Hermione, and finally it was time to begin.

The instructor explained about the three “Ds” for all of thirty seconds, and
basically said “go to it.”
What, does every teacher in this place constantly fail their Teaching checks?
That was the worst explanation of how to do something I’ve ever heard! Just think about
it really hard? How is that magic, or instruction for that matter? My book of magic had
entire chapters on each branch of magic, and how they differ. Like using STRength for
Mars or REFlexes for Mercury, the ways the physical spells are cast differently from the
mental ones, and the various ways the whole thing can go wrong. I make it look easy,
yes, but you can bet I read and reread those chapters before putting points into the
skills and started learning the spells. Three Ds indeed.
As they were told almost immediately to try and get into their hoops, they hastily
tried it. Susan couldn’t help herself, and busted out laughing when half the people there
fell over, banging an open hand on the table and squeezing her eyes shut.
I should have brought popcorn, this is going to be great.
Several of the professors that were there glared at her. She shrugged.
On the forth try, there was a scream as a girl, Susan Bones, appeared in her
hoop trying to keep her balance with only one leg. The other had been left behind,
apparently, and the teachers sprang into action. Susan also jumped down and ran over
there to make sure her magic wasn’t needed. By the time Susan got there Susan was
gripping her leg as though still surprised to find it there. She had a horrified look on her
face.
The “instructor” dispassionately explained how this can sometimes occur with
what Susan took to be a failed RESolve check of some kind. He then demonstrated the
technique, and bade them try again. He started to count.
“Hold it,” said Susan. “That was the extent of both your congratulatory praise and
further refinement in your description of the technique? Well done. Let’s hold up a
minute here and examine what just happened, shall we?”
“And you are?” the man asked, looking down his nose at her.
“Being endlessly rude, as always,” answered Severus dryly. “Not to mention
butting in where she has no business being.”
Susan glared at him and mimed breaking a wand and tossing the pieces away.
She turned back to Susan.
“It’s Susan, isn’t it?” asked Susan.
“Yes, I’m Susan,” answered Susan.
“That’s a good name,” remarked Susan. She turned to the instructor. “Her name
is my name too!”
“Delightful. Can we get on with it?”
Susan turned back without answering. “First of all, congratulations on being the
first to do it. One day you can tell your grandkids, ‘I Apparated before Hermione Granger
or Harry Potter!’”
“Hey, yeah, I did, didn’t I?” Susan’s face went from shock to wonderment, and
she looked over at Hermione, who glared back.
“You sure did. Now, your mind is going to associate Apparition with a negative
result, that of Splinching. A name which again shows the wizard talent for naming
things, I might add. Do not let it. Dwell ceaselessly on the fact that you achieved the
goal you set out to do. Traverse distance without space. Cast your mind back to that

event. How did you feel? What were you thinking at that exact moment? Replay the
situation in your mind again and again. Now, when you try it again, remember that first
time and seek to repeat it. Yes, you left your leg behind, so what? That was an
aftereffect of the successful Apparition. Focus only on that success. Repeat this
process- every time you do it better, make that the new standard you use for
comparison. Do you understand what I mean?”
“Yeah, I think so. That’s like visualization or something, right?”
“Something like that. Remember- you did it, no one else did it that quickly. You
should be proud, and if your instructor was worth anything, he would have made that
plain, and done all he could to encourage you. He might also have asked you to relay
your experience to the rest of the class, that you might all learn better, together. But far
be it from me to tell him how to teach his class!”
Susan smiled at Susan. There was some general laughter as the instructor
scowled at her.
“Now you may proceed,” said Susan, walking away.
“Thanks, Susan,” said Susan.
“Anytime, Susan,” answered Susan, glancing over her shoulder.
In the end, only Susan (the Bones Susan, not our heroine) had successfully
Apparated, out of everyone. In fact she was able to do it one time out of every 6-8 tries,
which she seemed ecstatic about. She kept beaming over at Susan, who smiled back at
her.
“Thank you,” Susan said to Susan as everyone else walked out. “Without your
encouragement I doubt I would have succeeded again. That so called instructor of ours
is terrible. Where did they dig him up from, anyway?”
Susan shook her head. “I don’t know where the Headmaster finds these people.
It’s like… students here succeed despite the efforts of the teachers, rather than in
conjunction with them.” Minerva glared at her as she walked past. “Though I’m sure
there are some exceptions, of course.”
“Thank you so much,” sniffed Minerva.
“I mean, statistically, a few individuals will survive a plague unharmed, it’s the
same concept.”
“Could I speak to you a moment?” Minerva said through clenched teeth.
“See you, Susan,” said Susan.
“Later, Susan!” replied Susan with a wave.
Minerva waited until everyone else had left, and Susan called her Legion over to
her. She dismissed the dragon and Sparkle walked out, the lion disappearing as well.
“What can I do for you, professor?” asked Susan, as the Legion formed up at her
back. They held their swords upright and stood at attention in a most distracting fashion.
“Must they loom there behind you?” she asked crossly.
“Oh, just ignore them. You wanted to talk to me about something?”
“You seem… much more like yourself than usual today. Just because I allowed
you off the grounds-”
Susan lifted a finger. “Where I successfully tracked down a piece of Voldemort’s
soul, healed a rift between brothers and helped an Elf past his depression.”

“Yes, all of that aside, that does not give you liberty to interrupt the proceedings
here!”
“Where I gave excellent, proven advice at how to succeed at physical actions,
which Susan herself used to great success. A feat, I might add, not shared by any other
student in the class. If I was in charge, I would find a new teacher, as that man is
obviously inept at teaching. He might be the greatest Apparater in the universe, but with
his low PERsonality and even lower teaching check, I think he did more harm than good
today. They can be negative, you know.”
“Yes, well, he is a proponent of letting the kids learn at their own pace,” Minerva
said lamely.
“Right,” said Susan, unconvinced. “Which is to say, they didn’t learn anything.
The one initial success was treated as a failure, and not built upon for future success.
Her thoughts on the matter where not consulted, even though her insight would be of
tremendous value for others trying to go through the same process. It’s Professor
Snape teaching Harry Occlumency all over again. We had to take his lessons into our
own hands and do library research to actually figure out the proper technique. Because
Snape is a failure as a teacher. He sucked at teaching potions according to, oh, just
about everybody, and he sucks now at teaching Defense. My after school classes are
both better attended, and more useful than his classes will ever be. Both in Potions and
Defense, as we’ve set up tutoring sessions for both which are going fantastically. You
should see the number of potions people have been churning out in my Dimension. I’ve
been told many times, by people who feel they could have done better in those classes
because they are now doing better outside those classes!
“And some of the rest of the teachers here! I mean, the history teacher is a ghost
that hardly notices if his class attends or not. Care of Magical Creatures is a joke,
though Professor Hagrid is getting the hang of it, which I applaud him for. And the
shambles that is Divination- Need I go on?”
“And my classes? Do you have an opinion on them as well, despite never having
attended one?”
“You teach kids to turn animals into water goblets, Professor. Of what possible
use is that? When are you going to need a goblet, but only have available a small bird?
It makes no sense at all!”
Minerva sputtered and tried to think of an answer.
“That’s what I thought. More and more I must question the wisdom and perhaps
even satiny of our so called Headmaster. What is he doing when he disappears? Not
tracking down Soul Shards, or he would have found the one right under his nose in
Sirius’ house. At least, until we almost threw it out. Because after the first and second
ones we destroyed, he didn’t say “hey, be on the lookout for more weird, dark magic
objects that might hold more Soul Shards.” No, he just went about his business like we
were unimportant. Trouble is, we kids have done more to reduce his power than an
entire group of adults dedicated to fighting him, both now and when he was still known
as Tom Riddle to most everyone. Is he really trying to break Voldi’s power or just visiting
a beach someplace to work on his tan? I wish I knew.”
“I admit his behavior is sometimes puzzling, but he does have reasons for doing
what he does.”
“Are you trying to convince me, or yourself? Because you aren’t convincing me of

that without some much stronger evidence.”
“Are you saying you no longer trust him?”
“Trust? Hummm. I trust actions, professor, and the intent behind them. I know
he’s out doing something, but not what that something accomplishes. Now, not telling
me everything is certainly an action, and I’m sure he has some kind of intent. The intent
is to keep me in the dark, which is funny, given how it’s going to be me facing him, in the
end. Forgive me for wanting to be informed about things rather than find out about them
after the fact.”
Minerva’s eyes got wide. “You know. Somehow you know...”
“Know?” Now Susan was puzzled.
“About the prophesy.”
“Ah, I’ve said too much apparently. Yes, I know about my own prophesy. And
guess who told me about it? Our esteemed Headmaster? Nope!”
“He couldn’t have! And you went there? And he was...”
“Aw, you guessed, and without even any hints. See, actions and intent. What was
his intent? To show good faith and maybe get some more information about me. But the
difference is, a supposed ally left me in the dark while a supposed enemy shared
information that could have been very damaging to him. Who should I really trust? I
realize Voldi killed with the intent to become immortal. Maybe he regretted every single
life he took, but decided his contributions to the field of magic would outweigh the costs.
After all, throughout his life people told him how gifted he was, didn’t they? And he was.
Perhaps he swore after every death to spend eternity atoning for that sin. Perhaps he
only killed people already about to die. Except for his family, I mean, that was just
murder, plain and simple. I don’t know his mind, do I? Maybe as he stripped his soul he
lost sight of his original goals and became the monster everyone thinks he is today. In
that case he’s just a victim of his own magic and should be pitied, not hated.”
“You can’t be seriously considering joining him or anything?!”
“No. He did kill, and I don’t like the way he took my magic, by force. Who knows
what he would do with it? He doesn’t have the legacy of his father wrapped up in every
spell he casts, after all. His use of my magic is a perversion and must be stopped. But I
still don’t know if I’m going to kill him or just take his magic away. For him, being
animated by magic in a sense, it might be the same thing.”
“You’ve left me in a difficult position, you know that?”
“What? To tell the Headmaster I know that I have death at my left hand?” She
wiggled the fingers on her hand. “And by the way, it was professor Snape that said that
little ditty originally. Didn’t know I was around, you see? Suit yourself, but consider this:
has he told you everything?”
Minerva pondered a moment. “No, he most certainly has not.”
“Then why would you go running to him now?”
“I’ll have to think about it.”
“Whatever. You know how much you need me, so telling him, or not, changes
nothing. Voldi announces to the world he’s taking over, and there’s not a thing your
ministry will be able to do about it. I suggest you arm me with all that you canknowledge. Because that’s all you can give me, as I get my magic from inside myself.
And that’s where this battle will be fought- his will to succeed against mine.” Susan
tapped her head. “Guts. And by my reckoning, he’s already lost.”

That evening, as she lay in bed, Susan thought about what Minerva had said.
I suppose I did revert a little bit to Old Susan, didn’t I? Bossing people about and
such. I think I was doing better, but then we had that victory and it went totally to my
head. I guess I’ll have to be more careful. Luna wasn’t around to head me off like she
usually does, that was it. No, I can’t think that, I have to be nicer even when she’s not
around. Julie doesn’t get to take ‘M’ when her son isn’t around looking over her
shoulder, right? It’s the same thing with me and being bossy. To say that Luna wasn’t
there is a copout, and I’m better than that. Right?
Then there’s that fear creature, that the researchers are calling a Bogey now. I
guess it’s a good a name as any. They can’t learn too much about it while it’s in the ice,
but they can’t melt the ice or it will get away! I wonder… is there a spell that will lock off
all dimensional travel? Maybe I could put that on the room, thaw it out, and see how it
reacts. I can always refreeze it when I’m done, just put the spell into a Ward so I don’t
have to sit there casting from writings on the fly. Yeah, that could work. I’ll suggest it for
this weekend. I’m sure Professor McGonagall will be thrilled to have me leaving the
school again.
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She’s on FIRE!
Time: Friday
Place: Minerva’s office
“You want to leave again?” asked Minerva. “I’m thrilled.”
I knew she would be!
“We have work to be about,” said Harry. “If those Bogey creatures attack we
need to know how best to take care of them. We can’t do that while we’re here.”
“What exactly do you intend on doing?”
“We’ll travel to the hospital,” explained Susan. “Take the on ice creature to a
basement level or some other secure place in the facility. I’ll lock the creature down with
Planar Hold before it thaws totally from the ice, so it can’t escape. Then we’ll observe
what it does and maybe try to communicate with it. Sparkle knows the spell to talk to
animals, after all. Failing that, we’ll heal it back up, then see what does the most
damage to it.”
“You’re going to torture the poor thing?”
“Poor thing?” asked Hermione. “Do you know what these things did? Kidnapped
kids and kept them in a perpetual state of fear. They would have died if it wasn’t for
Susan!”
“And Voldi is capturing them,” said Harry. “We need to find out why. Is he making
weapons? Extracting something from them, as a spell enhancer to make Imbued items
like Susan does? We have no clue right now. Even if it’s ‘simply’ sending them against
the school we need to be ready. Nothing like this has ever been seen before, and if
bugs invade your home you don’t go escorting them out politely. You destroy them.”
Minerva thought a moment. “I suppose we are at war.”
“And who says these things even feel pain?” asked Ron. “If they are created from
dream energy or something, they could just as easily feel no pain at all, just like in a
dream.”
“I guess there is only one way to find out. And you will have hospital staff there, I
take it?”
“They’re the ones doing the research,” answered Susan. “I just need to go and
lock it down. And the Core needs to come so they can start teaching S.T.F.U about
whatever the healers learn immediately.”
“Very well. I suppose the first of your little excursions worked out well enough.
But don’t you have Apparition practice Saturday morning?”
“We can go after that. No big deal,” said Ron.
“This is a little more important,” said Hermione.
“All right. You have my permission. But I do want some kind of written report on
what you find out, so I can inform the rest of the staff.”
The boys seemed annoyed, but Susan thought it was fair enough. “Deal.”
That evening, inside the Dimension, those that were going to take the Apparition
test went down to the hut.
“Do you think we could practice Apparation in here?” asked a boy.

“We’re inside another dimension, after all, so we thought it best to check,” said
Susan Bones. “I feel like I’m really close to getting the hang of it.”
“There’s a problem,” said our Susan. “If you leave some of yourself behind, I’m
not sure even Regeneration can help you. It’s not damage, you’re just not a whole
person anymore.”
“There was a spell, though,” said Harry, looking up from a potion he was working
on. “The instructors used it.”
“That’s true. Come with me, everyone.”
Susan found Hermione practicing inside the field with the others, and she waved
her over.
“I don’t expect you watched the spell the teachers were using to put Susan back
together when she failed to totally Apparate, did you?”
“I watched them, sure. Why?”
“These people want to practice it, and if you could be on standby to put them
together if they don’t all go…”
“Oh. I suppose more practice would be useful. Okay, if you can scrounge up
some hoops someplace, I’ll watch them.”
Everyone started thanking her at once, but Susan just rolled her eyes. “Scrounge
up some hoops? Are you a witch or not?”
“Yeah, someone must know a spell to create hoops!” shouted one boy. “Hey,
anyone know how to make hoops?”
“What about butterbeer caps?” suggested Luna, pulling a handful of them out of
her pocket.
“They’re a little small, Luna,” said a boy.
“But I think someone must know a spell for enlarging things, right? If you made
them the size of the hoop, you could target the cap, right?”
“Hey, she’s got a point,” said another boy. “How about that?”
Luna smiled. “Don’t act so surprised!”
So someone used the enlarging charm on the caps, and Susan walked away as
everyone was struggling to make their checks properly. She had them set up near the
lab, so she could be on hand if something went wrong. Not that she would be able to do
much but open the door again and find a teacher, but she was confident Hermione
could take care of any issues. Luna, however, was another matter.
“May I ask why you carry butterbeer caps in your pocket?” she asked her. “I
hadn’t see you do that before. Not that I mind, or anything,” she said quickly, “I just
thought it was odd.”
“They’re useful,” she replied.
“I’m not sure how.”
“That’s because your magic is quite specific. We need to be a little more creative.
Think about it, what if I needed something but had no material around to use
Transfiguration on? I could always pull out my caps and do it on them. Or make them
bigger, like you just saw. Then if I was, say, being attacked by a dragon I could put
Impervious on them, and make them repel fire. They could then be used as a shield.
Once I learn how to cast Portus I could turn them into Portkeys. I was also thinking,
make them bigger, use Wingarium Leviosa and stand in it. If I didn’t have a broom they

could be used to levitate me around.”
“Wow, you really have thought about it!”
“Nah, I just made that up, but it sounded good, didn’t it? I’ll have to write them
down so I don’t forget. Actually, I just bring them in here as a training exercise. I don’t
carry them around normally, that would be silly. But I guess I’ve convinced myself I
should, now, and they did come in handy just now. Huh.”
“Training?”
“Sure.” She pulled some from her other pocket, lined them up in her hand, and
threw them into the air as hard as she could. She then tried to hit as many as she could
with magic before they hit the ground.
“Oh. Remind me never to make you angry at me.”
“Silly. Why would I ever be angry with you?”
“I’m sure that if we stay together long enough, it’ll happen.”
“I guess. Even I’m not perfect, shocking as that might be to hear.” She fluffed her
hair out behind her. They laughed. “Accio small butterbeer caps,” cast Luna, and the
scattered caps all came back to her rather neatly.
“You’ve been practicing that too, I guess?”
“Not in any meaningful way, but after you do something a few hundred times, you
begin to pick it up, whether you want to or not.”
“Must be nice. I could do something a million times but unless I put a number
down next to a skill on my Character Sheet, I might as well not have bothered.”
“Of course, the reverse is true, too. You don’t actually have to stand around
practicing stuff, you just decide to know how to do it, and your number changes.”
“True. I wonder which way is really better?”
“Neither is better, I think. Just your way makes you unique. And you know how I
love unique things.” Luna leaned over a little.
“Uh, better not do that here,” cautioned Susan. “If someone sees that while
they’re trying to Apparate, they might wind up in more pieces than we can put back
together!”
Luna gave a silvery laugh and backed off. “I guess you’re right. But you’ll owe me
double, later.”
“Of course, and I always pay my debts. With interest.” She winked.
“That makes two of us that are interested.”
The next day, those in S.T.F.U that had practiced, and talked to Susan Bones
about how to actually Apparate were much better at it than the ones that hadn’t. The
instructor glared at them suspiciously.
“You haven’t been practicing outside this assigned time?” he demanded.
“Of course not, professor,” said Ron. “That would be terribly dangerous, wouldn’t
it? None of us here are that irresponsible, are we?”
Everyone nodded and quietly indicated they, at least, were quite responsible
people, all told.
“No, it’s just your excellent training methods have really motivated us. Those
three ‘Ds’ just make so much more sense now.”
“Oh. Uh, very well then. Carry on.”
Much of the class stifled laugher and went back to practicing.

Severus glared at Susan, who was invited to watch again, just in case. She put
on her best innocent look and smiled back with a little wave.
Two hours later, she was standing in St. Mungo’s hospital, while wizards slowly
melted the ice around the Bogey. They were in the lowest level of the place, far
underground, in a quarantine area.
“Never thought I would be using it like this,” said the Head Healer. “But all of
these people are trained in dealing with dangerous magical creatures, so hopefully it will
go well.”
“That’s the problem,” said Susan. “I’m not sensing any magic from it at all. I can
sense my ice spell, but inside it is just a Bogey shaped hole. I don’t know how it seemed
to change forms or step between dimensions without magic, but somehow it did.”
“And you can stop it from doing that, right?”
“The spell says ‘any form of dimensional travel,’ so it shouldn’t matter if it’s magic
or some innate ability the creature has. And if it does, Sparkle and I will haul it back here
for you.”
“Okay. Better get ready, the ice is looking pretty thin there.”
“Right.”
Susan got out her notes for Planar Hold and as soon as the Bogey was partially
free, she cast it on the creature. Everyone left the room and they magically sealed the
door, then cast a charm into the room to heat up the floor and melt the rest of the ice.
The creature collapsed as soon as the ice wasn’t holding it up anymore.
“It isn’t dead, is it?” asked one of the experts.
“No,” replied Susan. “When they died they became a mist and disappeared. This
one got knocked out though, so it went unconscious, and is thus still hurt. Hermione,
use your Healing Word item and heal it, please. We’ll see if it wakes up then.”
“Okay.”
Hermione directed her gaze to the creature and used the item a few times, until it
began to stir again. It changed form into a giant snake, and one of the researchers went
rigid with fear. The Bogey perked up, and seemed to be drawn towards the man.
“Get him out of here,” said Susan, looking back at the Bogey. As the man was
levitated off, the Bogey’s attention turned to Ron, as it became a giant spider.
Ron screamed and fell backwards, scrambling away from the creature. He hid
behind a column and the Bogey seemed to lose interest, now looking around at where it
found itself.
This repeated for about two hours, as the Bogey became more and more
desperate to escape. It seemed to be trying to step into Purgatory, or find a long enough
shadow for some reason, as though that could hide it or something. As it moved about
the cage, it took various forms and there were a variety of actions by those watching it.
Sometimes the victim just edged away from it, sometimes they fled like Ron. Sometimes
they just couldn’t stop staring and had to be taken away to recover in the next room.
Susan was targeted three times, but her 10 RESolve pulled her though, though for
some reason the phrase “ties go to the defender” softly passed through her mind on the
last attempt.

After this, people started hallucinating, as the Bogey tried to smash through the
glass separating it from everyone. Twice several researchers panicked, believing it had
succeeded, but the others were able to reassure them the Bogey was still safely inside.
The ones not targeted by whatever the Bogey was doing were taking notes and
muttering “fascinating” a lot, while performing what must have been some sort of
detection magic. They seemed to be confused a lot of the time they weren’t afraid for
their lives.
Finally, Susan opened a Teleportal back to the school and called for Winky. She
came forward and asked how she could help.
“See that creature? What can your powers tell us about it?”
“It can’t get out, can it?” Winky asked fearfully.
“It’s been two hours. If it hasn’t managed it by now, it never will.”
“Very well. Winky will see what she can tell you.”
Winky studied the creature a few moments. “It’s not, uh, like Winky,” she said,
looking over at the other researchers. “But it is using two of Winky’s abilities. Reading
minds, and planting illusions in them. It wants to cause as much fear as it can. It likes
the fear. Like a moth likes the flame? It doesn’t want to hurt us, I don’t think, but it
doesn’t like being cooped up like that. It just wants us to be afraid.”
“I see. Can you read its mind?”
Her face fell. “Winky has tried. It’s like reading the mind of a cat. I mean a normal
one, no offense.”
“None taken,” said Sparkle.
“So it’s just an animal then? Could you tell where it came from?”
“Not without touching it, and concentrating on it. And I hope you’ll forgive Winky
saying it, but Winky does not want to get close enough to touch that thing.”
“No, I understand. That’s actually a big help, thanks.”
“May Winky go back now?” she asked, looking back through the Teleportal.
“Sure. Glad to see you’re doing better.”
“Susan gave Winky a task that is important to elves. Winky would not shirk such
a duty, and Winky is… coming to believe that perhaps the last master was not a good
one.”
Susan smiled. “Even just saying that is a big step forward. I’m proud of you,
Winky.”
Winky bowed, and scurried back through the hole into the castle. It closed behind
her.
“She is doing better, isn’t she?” asked Hermione.
“Yeah. I should have been checking on her more often, but it looks like she’s
been using her time wisely.”
“How did she tell all that?” asked a researcher.
“Maybe when you’re done here you can ask some elves directly and see what
they tell you,” said Susan with a smirk. “So, how much longer do you think you’ll need to
study it?”
“We could probably study it for months,” said one excitedly. “How does it change
shape so easily, for example? Why does it cause such a strong fear reaction even
though we know what it is? How can it step into… Purgatory, you called it?”

Susan nodded.
“If it’s just an animal, how can it know what we’re afraid of? That elf said it was
reading our minds, but if it doesn’t have language how can it-” He caught sight of it
again, and it had become a burly man with a huge ax. He screamed and ran away,
holding his eyes shut. He smacked into a wall, having missed the doorway, and fell over.
“OW!” Susan sighed.
“Seriously, we only have more questions now,” said another. “But we realize
you’re here to find out one thing. How to kill it.”
“Not exactly. I know how to kill it. Have my Legion slice it up into tiny bits. What I
need to know is, does it have any weaknesses that wanded wizards can exploit so if
hundreds or thousands of them attack someplace, they know the best way to fight them
off.”
“Would they, though? That house elf said it didn’t want to attack us.”
“But if Voldemort casts some kind of Berserk spell on them, or just drives them
insane with torture and lets them loose in the castle, they’ll attack all right. Oh now
what?”
Two more researchers ran out of the room while another became rigid, as the
Bogey had become a perfect likeness of Voldemort. Susan got a 21 to resist the fear,
but Ron and Harry did not. Harry ran out of the room, while Ron went rigid. Susan
covered his eyes and waited for it to pass. Hermione just looked fearful, but didn’t turn
away. She heard her muttering “it’s not really him. He can’t hurt me. It’s not really him,
it’s just an illusion.”
How does it know what old Voldi looks like, anyway? Can it pull images from
people’s brains, too?
Of course now the creature seemed to sense the increase in fear, and with
everyone thinking about Voldemort, it stayed in that form. Most everyone left the room
for a moment, and it finally started cycling back through the normal fears of the
researchers again.
“As I was saying, has your magic reveled any special weaknesses?”
The researchers got together to compare notes, and finally answered no, not as
such.
“Then we get to do it the old fashioned way. Team, I’ll open a small Teleportal
that’s big enough to stick a wand through. You can see what spells hurt it, help it, or
make it giggle.”
“Sounds good to me,” said Ron, obviously wanting to pay it back for turning into
Voldemort like that.
“Super. Anything else you guys want to do?”
They looked longingly at the Bogey, then one cowered back again as it turned
into a naked woman with chainsaws for arms.
Susan put up a finger, about to ask what that was about, but then decided
against it. She put her finger down and cast Teleportal. Ron stuck his wand though.
“I’ll try and burn its… uh, leg,” he said, taking aim. “Incendio.” Fire shot out of the
wand and the creature…
…didn’t even seem to notice.

“Are you sure you hit it?” asked Harry.
“Pretty sure. I’ll try again.” Again, the fire was ignored.
“You think it’s immune to fire?” asked Hermione.
“How can it be immune to fire? What’s it made of, asbestos?” asked Harry. “We
know it can be chopped up, Susan did it. Try water, maybe that’ll hurt it if fire doesn’t.”
“Okay.” Ron shot water at it, which splashed off harmlessly. It glared over at him,
chainsaw arms flailing and then turned into a spider again. Ron leaped away from the
portal and went back to hiding behind the pillar.
“Riddikulus,” said Harry, pointing his wand though. Nothing happened.
“Good try, Harry,” said Hermione. “It was possible a Bogey was similar enough to
a Boggart that would have worked.”
“Wait, you mean like a Boggart maybe only a certain thing can hurt it? Like
laughter? Or like a Dementor and only something totally bizarre, like my most powerful
healing magic?”
“It’s possible.”
“Crap.”
“Let me try,” said Hermione. “Avis!” A bunch of birds appeared, and Hermione
aimed her wand through the hole. “Oppungo!” The birds smacked into the creature, but
seemed more an annoyance than anything, as it brushed them aside.
“Confringo!” tried Harry, and there was an explosion of fire inside the cell, but
again the Bogey was unharmed.
“I don’t believe this,” said Hermione. “Expulso!”
The Bogey was slammed back against the wall, but shook its head and again
seemed unhurt.
“Stupefy.” Nothing.
“Petrificus Totalus,” cast Hermione, and finally, the creature reacted. It fell over,
paralyzed. However, it still was able to change shape a second later, and another
researcher gave a gasp of fear.
“I was beginning to think they were immune to magic or spells somehow, even
though I didn’t sense any Immunity or Barrier spells on it,” said Sparkle, looking in at it.
“Glad to see that isn’t the case.”
“That charm doesn’t last very long, does it?” asked Susan.
“Should have lasted longer, I don’t know why it didn’t hold up. Maybe the fact it
turned into something else? At least, like Sparkle said, we know magic works on them.
What else can we try? I’ve tried the most destructive spells I know.”
“We know my Legion’s swords took them out. Hey, has anyone around here been
stabbed lately?”
“Stabbed? This is a hospital, young lady!” said the Head Healer, from outside the
room.
“Exactly. Someone must have come in with a stab wound at some point, and still
had the knife in them. I want to try something.”
“I’ll go look.” They left.
“Seems like you’re going to have to look up some more powerful spells.”
“I still can’t believe the fire bounced off,” said Ron, recovered again.
“I have a theory.”

A knife clattered into the room. “Here.”
Susan looked over, it was a small dagger, but good enough for her purposes.
“Thanks. Okay, throw it as hard as possible at the creature.”
“I don’t think any of us will be able to throw it well enough,” said Hermione.
“And by throw it, I mean use magic to levitate it and plunge it into the creature.”
“Oh!”
They did, and the knife harmlessly bounced off.
“Right,” said Susan. “Now for me. Elemental Bolt: Fire.” It hit the Bogey in the
head, causing it to start rocking back and forth and try to scream in pain. “I would have
to get a one,” Susan sighed. “Go ahead and heal it again.”
Hermione healed it, and they all looked curiously at her.
“Go ahead and ask,” she said. “I don’t need Mind Read to know what you’re
thinking.”
“Why did your fire work and ours didn’t?” asked Ron.
“I’m glad you asked. It seems even our attacks are structured differently. For
example, I magically create magical fire to attack with. Or magical ice, or magical water,
or magical knockout. You guys, on the other hand, magically create normal fire to attack
with. Or normal birds, or normal increase in atmospheric pressure to slam people
around. This binding you did was the first magical result rather than magical cause.”
“Crap,” all three said at once.
“Yup. That means even elf abilities won’t harm these things. They’re Invulnerable.
I never bothered with it, thinking your magic was like mine and would cut right through it.
Another incorrect assumption, I guess.”
“That can’t be right,” protested Hermione. “If we make normal fire, then your
Magic Immunity would be worthless. You would still get hit by it and set on fire!”
“I, um, well, gee… I guess I could be protected from the effect of magic as well?
Wait, has anyone just shot fire at me like you guys did to the Bogey here? I mean,
Professor Quirrell shot red magical energy at me, not fire. Some things I’ve used
Deflection on, and I’ve dodged once or twice. The turning to stone of the basilisk was
magic, no help there. In my duel with Draco he was not trying to seriously hurt me, just
disarm me and such. That quill of Her Fluffy Pinkness was magical, and when we fought
Voldi in the cave they just shot magical energy at each other, not actual fire. So
Immunity would have worked against that.” As Susan ticked these off on her hands she
began to get more frightened. “I think we’ve just exposed a huge weakness in my Magic
Immunity spell. And thank goodness too, I would not have looked as cute as I do now if
my skin started melting off from being ON FIRE!”
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Making them Aware
Time: Later that evening
Place: Personal Dimension, after dinner
In the end, Susan decided to freeze the Bogey again, as the hospital staff said
they didn’t mind keeping the room cold. They wanted a chance to discuss their findings
with other magical creature experts and maybe have another session. Susan said that
was fine, just “owl me at the school when you’re ready.”
She was currently looking over Invulnerability, Barrier Against Spells, and Magic
Immunity.
“Why did I drop Barrier and pick up Immunity again?” she asked Sparkle.
“The snake, right? It didn’t use spells so you needed to become immune to the
ability it had of turning you into stone with a look.”
“Right, that’s what I thought. Just making sure. I’m just not sure what the best
thing to do is!”
“What are your options? Maybe if you talked it out we could come up with
something.”
“Okay. What are Companions for, right?” She grinned.
“I would have said friends, but I guess it’s the same thing.”
“That’s right. Who ever heard of a companion that wasn’t a friend? That would be
really weird. So, if I rely on Magic Immunity I don’t get the benefit of Acceleration or
Invulnerability. So if Voldi shoots fire at me, I’d probably die.”
“Would he know to do that is the question.”
“I would have to guess that yes, he would.”
“You didn’t find out until just now.”
“Sure, but I wasn’t a wanded wizard most of my life. I have to assume that he
either realized the difference right away or figured it out soon after. Like you said, he
would know anything to make me miserable because he’s the villain.”
“I did say that, didn’t I? I must be very intelligent.”
“You must be. He would have researched all the ways I’m vulnerable, after all. I
think that’s why he’s going after the Bogeys, they’re hard for wanded wizards to take
care of.”
“Well, low level ones, anyway.”
“Yes, that’s a point. But there’s only so many teachers in the school, and they
don’t routinely teach the kind of attack magic we’ve seen the bad guys using. I mean
defense class focuses on stunning and shielding, right? Not actively trying to blow
someone up.”
Sparkle chuckled. “It seems rather ironic that because evil wizards have used
higher level spells than they could have, you were safer than if they had used more
common spells.”
“Yeah! At least Hermione is going to ask for the incantation of the magical attack
spell she saw the fake Professor Quirrell using against me. Then she can teach it to the
rest of S.T.F.U.”
“Think Professor McGonagall will show her?”

“After she learns those Bogey creatures can’t be hurt except with direct magical
attacks? Absolutely. Anyway, back to the problem at hand.”
“Right.”
“So let’s say instead I use Invulnerability and follow it up with Barrier. That would
seem to cover all bases, but if he attacks beside magical creatures like Dementors,
which I remind you can now see me without Immunity going, they’ll be all over me.”
“You can’t become totally unbeatable, you know.”
“I guess not. Each method seems to rather conveniently leave gaps that can be
exploited.”
“And a good thing too, remember, anything you can do, he can do… better.”
“I concede the point. And any creature that’s an ESPer or uses similar
techniques, like that Illusion power of the Bogey will get through regardless. Well, not
through Invulnerability, but you know what I mean.”
“That’s true. Anyway, is it that big a deal? Just learn Barrier again and switch up
your charms. Learn Invulnerability and drop Detect Lies and Flight. I mean from the
charm bracelet, don’t forget how to cast them. You don’t use them very often anyway,
right? Not enough to need instant access to them. Then you can decide which you want
to use as the situation dictates.”
“Actually, I was thinking about making an Invulnerability item, because that would
be useful to have going all the time.”
“It’s your XP.”
“Yeah, that’s the problem. On the flip side I would just need to activate one or the
other, and if Immunity, I just know I can be physically damaged again.”
“What’s the point difference?”
Susan consulted the Imbuing chart she had made at home, detailing different
variables plugged into her spreadsheet and printed out.
“Let’s see, it’s 7 XP for Invulnerability, and 17 XP total for the Imbued item. So
that’s a difference of 10.”
“What about as energy based? It’s not like you’re short of it, and you could
activate it with a word.”
“That would just be 10, a 3 XP increase. That’s doable, especially now that I
know that energy draining spell. Let’s see,” she flipped through the book to the Imbuing
section. “Activating an imbued item requires some action, blah blah, using an Active
Action. Still, my delay represents recovering from an action, not performing the action.
The action is performed, then my delay goes up. So I could activate it while getting hit
with something and it would go off, protecting me. Then I just have a slight delay to deal
with. What to do…”
“What have you been spending XP on anyway? I didn’t think you had learned
any new spells recently.”
“No, I put it into my planet skills. I raised them all to a six.”
“Ah.”
“I don’t know, making it energy based I might as well just use Spell Symbol. In
combat that means activating two things rather than one.”
“But how many times are you surprised in combat? If this is about protecting
yourself from Voldi, I doubt he’s going to surprise attack you, one on one. He’s going to
send his army to wear you and your allies out, then attack. Heck, at this point he may

still think he has a shot at winning you over! You haven’t sent the Slayer after all, right?”
“He doesn’t know I know he has backups. We have to destroy his Soul Shards
before I can even think of killing him. Better the enemy I can see than the spirit, hiding
inside someone, that I can’t. He seems like a calculating guy, so you’re probably right. It
would save me the energy cost, too.”
“And don’t forget, you make Wards now. If you learn the spell you can pass them
out to your friends, along with Barrier if you relearn that, and protect others even if you
aren’t around.”
“Not that I plan on dragging anyone into my fight with Voldi, but it doesn’t hurt to
be prepared, does it? I guess I would just have to size the situation up and decide which
way to go. If there’s Dementors, activate Immunity. If it’s just one on one, activate the
combo. I’m four XP short at the moment, let’s see if there’s a spell I can forget.” She
looked her sheet over. “Wait, why did I learn Animal Speech? You know that one, right?”
“I think it was because of the trial.”
Susan snapped her fingers. “That’s right! I didn’t want to cast it from writings, and
I didn’t know Spell Symbol at the time. I would just make a Ward with it if I was in a
similar situation again. Bye-bye, Animal Speech!”
So Susan learned Barrier against Spells (again) and Invulnerability (rolling 14s
on her check to memorize both) and taking her XP total to 0.
“Ah, there’s just something about seeing that 0 here, and knowing you can do
more, rather than just having the potential to do anything.”
“Something bad or something good?”
“Ah, good question. Look, Hermione is back, maybe we’ll see some destructive
spell action!”
As there were not a lot of people in the Dimension at that hour (it being a
Saturday afternoon) Hermione showed Ron, Harry and Luna the spell and they started
practicing it. Susan went back to work, first replacing the Spell Symbol on her charms to
reflect her new spells, and then made a few Wards with the new spells in them to hand
out. After that she closed the Dimension up, and went to bed.
In the weeks that followed, Susan attended the trial for the two ‘M’ makers, Joe
and Bill, speaking on their behalf for leniency. She didn’t stick around to see what the
sentence was, but she had fulfilled her end of the bargain which she thought was pretty
fair.
She also brought several of those researchers interested in the Bogey to
Purgatory, to help them figure out how to open their own dimensional door and go
through. She even did a casting of Dimension Gate from writings so they could study an
actual hole between dimensions, and they all went away quite excitedly talking about
various methods they would investigate.
According to her Magic Sense, Hermione had mastered the equivalent of
Elemental Bolt: Magic and so was busy teaching the others in S.T.F.U how to cast it.
Susan was even asked to do a presentation on the Bogey, which she agreed to, for a
special Defense Against the Dark Arts class. Susan debated hauling the ice chunk out

here… but decided to leave it where it was, because honestly it was too dangerous to
move it. And seeing a vague shape inside an ice cube was not going to prepare them
for seeing their fears. Bogarts already had that covered.
“Hello everyone!” said Susan, getting up to the front of the class. She had
Augment Skill: Teaching going on herself, and wouldn’t really have been nervous getting
up to talk in front of that many people anyway because of her Overconfidence. “Today
we’re going to be talking about a seemingly new type of creature that happens to be
hanging around causing trouble, the Bogey. Now the Bogey and the Bogart are very
similar, in that both try to provoke a fear reaction. There is talk that the Bogey is some
kind of evolved Bogart, which would explain a few things. One researcher even
postulated they were some kind of half Dementor/half Bogart. Let us hope they are
wrong! The mental imagery of a Bogart and a Dementor getting it on could drive even
me to the very brink of madness.”
She paused to let that imagery sink in.
“In terms of the Bogart, there is a critical difference. Firstly, the Bogey is not
touched by the Riddikulus spell. We tried, believe me. Second, they do not lurk in dark
places like wardrobes, they lurk in a sub-dimension of our very own world, called
Purgatory. I see you have no idea what that means.”
She went over to the chalkboard and drew a circle. “This is the world. Now
imagine that overlaid atop this is another space, that these creatures can step to and
from, and walk around.” She drew anything circle, almost overlapping the first. “It is not
separated so much by physical distance is it is rotated away from us. It’s difficult to
explain without a lot of high level Arithmancy that would bore you all to tears. I don’t
even know the math, but I’ve been there so I can picture how it works. As humans didn’t
build anything there, and there are no plants, it’s just a sort of grey, uniformly lit blah.
But you can use it to see into our world, and so these creatures go there to spy on
people having bad dreams. They then come out and seem to eat or somehow absorb
the energy generated by the fear. Researchers also believe they can walk from one
area of shadow to another, though we didn’t test this as that would be letting our one
captured specimen get away.
“What else do we know about them? We know they are Invulnerable. This is why
the researcher suggested they are part Dementor, because Dementors also seem
immune to physical forces. Do not shoot fire at them. Do not try to crush them with
rocks or any other sort of physical means. It will fail. Bind them, trip them, trap them. If
you know a spell to cause magical damage, use that, it will work. They will ignore
anything else. Like the Bogart they will take a form you will find scary, therefore I advise
tackling them in groups, if possible. Otherwise you will run the risk of being paralyzed
with fear and unable to act to defined yourself. Yes, they seem to heighten fear around
themselves, another difference between them and the Bogart. I have seen grown men
shriek and cower when they became something feared.” She shook her head. “It wasn’t
pretty, believe me.
“There is another difference between them and Bogarts- they can cause you to
hallucinate in order to create more fear. This makes them especially dangerous because
they could turn the group against itself by making some members of the group resemble
monsters or themselves, so you don’t know who is who. When you are fighting them do

not believe everything you see. Even if you think one is dead, it might be just an illusion,
so be absolutely sure.”
A hand went up.
“Yes?”
“Do they suck out your soul like Dementors?”
“Not that we have observed. When we were studying the creature it seemed only
to want to cause us fear. When it took a shape more than one person was afraid of, and
the fear increased, it stopped trying to escape. It seemed to be taking the fear in,
somehow. When it was just causing one person to be afraid, it didn’t seem interested in
us at all. While trying to escape it still went through various forms the people around it
were afraid of, so we don’t think it has conscious control of the ability. Also, a group of
them had kidnapped a number of children and were holding them in the sub-dimension I
spoke of earlier. They were alive and well after being rescued, and they showed no ill
effects. A Dementor would have wanted to feed immediately in that situation and we
wouldn’t have recovered the kids. Perhaps because they aren’t really as fed as these
creatures, Dementors being half starved usually because they don’t get much to eat?
It’s unclear at this time.”
Another hand. “How many of them are there?”
“We have no idea. Because they live most of the time, we think, in Purgatory, we
have no way of getting an accurate count. I fought a pack of about a dozen, but I have
no idea if that’s typical or what. We don’t know where they are coming from, or if they’ve
always been around and are just becoming bolder now for some reason. Perhaps fears
of Voldemort and his Death Eaters making a move have drawn them out. We don’t
know.”
“Can they fly?”
“We did not observe them flying. I suppose if they took a form with wings they
could, if someone was afraid of birds for some reason.”
That got a laugh.
“However, as soon as they got out of range or took on another person’s fear, they
would drop. Not that the fall would hurt them in any way, but I should think they wouldn’t
bother. Any other questions?”
“How do you know so much about them?”
“Was that you, Draco? Still, you are checking your sources, which I would give
you house points for, if I could. The question is a valid one. I was the one who first ran
into them. A little girl named Kelly found me when I was in the village a few months ago.
Told me her sister Emily was missing, and asked my help to find her. Little did I know I
would find a nest of the Bogey creatures and have to kill them. But I did. I managed to
capture one, and researchers at the hospital have been studying it.”
Hermione’s hand went up.
“Hermione?”
“You said they were immune to physical damage, right? But didn’t you use your
soldiers to attack them? They use swords, right?”
“A good point. Some of you may have seen the magical warriors I can conjure
up. Most recently guarding the Apparition tests, but before that with the whole Professor
Umbridge incident.” Shoot, I broke the first rule of the Professor Umbridge incident. You
don’t talk about the Professor Umbridge incident! “To answer Hermione’s question, yes,

they use swords, but they are literally magical constructs. That includes the weapons.
So they are not swinging a regular sword and doing damage, they are technically using
a part of themselves that looks like a sword, but in reality is solidified magic. If you
happen to have any goblin made weapons on your person, that would probably work
too.” The class tittered, like anyone was rich enough to just carry something like that
around! “Or the sword you may have seen me use in my dual with the fake Professor
Quirrell that is currently in the Headmaster’s office. Or if you know a way to enchant a
weapon to do magical damage, that would probably also work. Oh, and one other thingthey can damage each other.”
She got a lot of blank looks.
“In other words, if you’re fighting more than one, fling one into the other and
they’ll both get hurt. You’ll have to do it pretty hard, so Wingardium Leviosa is probably
not going to do the job. Look up a spell with a little more oomph, it shouldn’t be that
much harder.”
Note to self, go down and talk to the elves about this after class. They’ll need to
be told the same thing, and the TK trick, as that may be the only thing they have that’ll
work. I doubt enough of them are advanced enough to know Cohesion. Though of
course you never know.
“Would a thrown potion of fire work?” asked one person.
“If it was magical fire, yes. If the potion just bursts into regular flame, then no.”
“How can we tell the difference?”
“Ah.” Susan thought a moment. I wonder if I could teach them Magic Sense. It’s
not like that would be restricted to my world, right? But then, magic is a little more a part
of me than them. “Does anyone have any ideas? Come on, don’t be shy.” Hermione put
her hand up again. Thank goodness for good old Hermione.
Susan nodded to her. “If the fire can be put out with normal means, like water or
sand, it’s probably not magical. If you need a spell to put it out, it certainly is.”
“An excellent answer.”
Another hand was raised.
“It might also spread faster than regular fire, or burn things like metal, that normal
fire wouldn’t.”
“Would the color be any indication?” said another.
“It could be hotter than normal!” said yet another.
“Perhaps our professor could have a class where we safely explore these
ideas?” said Susan, looking over at Severus. He seemed grudgingly interested, and
gave a little nod.
“He says he’ll think about it. Anything else?”
Another hand went up.
“Yes?”
“I’ve never seen someone do a presentation like this, it must be serious. Do the
professors here expect some kind of attack?”
Susan took a deep breath and looked over at Severus again. He shrugged, like
this is your show, not mine.
“To answer that question I will have to give you a little history. I see you rolling
your eyes back there! Don’t worry, this is the action movie kind of history, not the history
class kind of history.” More than half the students looked blank. Oh, right, they don’t

know what movies are. “Moving on- In the course of my investigation of their habits and
such, I met a woman who was struggling with a drug addiction. The reason she was
taking the drug was because of the terrible nightmares she was having. She was
desperate to be rid of them, and decided to try anything. During one of these
nightmares, a Bogey was attracted to her room. When it arrived, a trap went off,
catching it, and an agent of Voldemort appeared almost at once and dragged it away.”
The class sat in stunned silence.
“So do I expect an attack? Yes, I expect an attack every day. If not by these
creatures, by something else, and I will until Voldemort is safely locked up or otherwise
neutralized. Before you ask, yes, I know for a fact the man that came was working for
Voldemort, there is no question of that. So what he’s doing with the creatures I cannot
guess, but you can bet it isn’t good for us. I also found evidence it was this very man
who put the spell in her room that amplified her nightmares and thus, the fear she was
feeling. In essence, baiting a trap!”
“If they can step through from this purgatory you talked about, they could attack
at any time!” a girl blurted.
“And know you know the reason for this class. Yes, because this ability to shift
planes is not Apparation the wards guarding the castle will not stop it. Now maybe he is
simply studying the creatures to see if he can magically duplicate the ability.” That is to
say, find out how to let his Death Eaters do it on their own. He can cast the spell just as
easily as Sparkle does. “The researchers at the hospital are currently doing the same. If
they figure it out, I’m sure the protections around the castle can be adjusted.” After all,
my magic could lock the place down, with the spell I put on The Burrows. The castle is a
tiny bit bigger than their house, though. So magically, it’s possible.
“Can we train to fight them?” asked another girl.
“Certainly. Attend classes. Study hard. Be flexible in your thinking if you’re facing
one. Just because the creature was unknown until now, the danger was not- you’ve
learned about more dangerous creatures in your classes here. They are not immortal,
and they will fall to properly applied magic, just like anything else. They move differently,
yes, and physical forces won’t work, but that shouldn’t bother a bunch of wizards and
witches too much. This class isn’t a game, it’s trying to arm you for what’s out there, so
you can defend yourself and your families down the road. Take it seriously, practice
when you can, and you’ll be fine.”
“Then let’s get to it!” shouted someone.
“And so I turn the class back over to Professor Snape. Thank you for your time,
Professor.”
He didn’t move, but beckoned Susan over.
“Yes?”
“I have to admit, you did better than I thought you would. You’ve even gotten this
normally apathetic bunch of losers interested in my Defense class at last. Plus tracking
these creatures, fighting them on their own turf… that is what defense against the dark
arts is all about.” He looked over at his class, who was watching him interestedly, or
perhaps, watching Susan? “Perhaps my methods of teaching could be different. And
honestly, I may have been too hard on you, in the past. It seems you are putting your
skills to good use, rather than what I feared you would do. I am still watching you,

however, in case this is all an act.” He bent down to whisper to her. “I will never admit
this if you tell anyone: five points to Ravenclaw.”
Susan’s eyes got wide, he never gave points to anyone but Slytherin students.
From him, it was a hearty handshake and congratulations. He straightened up.
“Now go sit down, we might as well keep the momentum going and talk about
other creatures with similar traits or something.”
Susan walked over to her seat unsteadily. Severus praising me? What has the
world come to?
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Show me the Money
Time: March. Ron’s Birthday
Place: The Two Broomsticks
With both elves and members of S.T.F.U practicing spells/skills to neutralize or
kill things that were Invulnerable, Susan was feeling much better than she had after
learning they were. She had some success in creating some spells on her own, and
was confident she could work up to making a detection spell of some kind in the coming
months. So, she took a day to relax, which happened to be Ron’s Birthday.
Birthdays were mostly ignored, in terms of things Susan made, as in her words
“What, one Imbuing or Fabrication a year isn’t enough for you?” So she had gotten him
some mundane thing, and they were now sitting in the village, relaxing.
“It feels weird to be here,” said Hermione, looking around. “Don’t you feel that?”
“A little,” replied Harry. “I didn’t want to be the first to mention it, though. If you
want my honest opinion, I’m more worried about Ron.”
“What about me?” said Ron, scowling.
“I don’t know. I just have the strangest feeling you’re about to be poisoned or
something.”
Ron sputtered and slopped his drink down himself, pushing his cup away from
himself. “Oh, you would wait until I was drinking to say something like that. Thanks
mate.”
“Sorry!” said Harry with a grin. “It wasn’t intentional. I really do think it’s an echo.”
“I’ve been thinking about that,” said Hermione. “If something like that really was
real, like Susan was really messing reality up by being here, wouldn’t we be feeling it all
the time?”
“Not necessarily,” said Susan. “I mean, why would Ron be poisoned every day?
But he does go to class every day. My presence hasn’t made that not happen. So the
normal, everyday stuff is probably about the same. It’s only major events, like a
poisoning, that would you feel are different.”
“Why would I be poisoned at all?” asked Ron.
Everyone looked around at everyone else. “Maybe it was an accident?”
suggested Harry.
“Pretty weird accident, unless he vaporized a potion he was making in class and
breathed in the fumes or something,” said Susan.
“I suppose we could speculate all day, but in the end-”
“Excuse me,” said a lady, coming up to their table. “You are Harry Potter, aren’t
you?” she asked Harry. She was well dressed, and probably in her 110s, but still spry.
Susan noticed a large diamond ring on her finger, and she wore the traditional black
pointed hat.
“That’s me,” he said, resigned. “I don’t do autographs though…”
The woman laughed, or perhaps cackled, as she was a witch, after all. “No
worries, I wasn’t going to ask for one. No, it’s one of your friends I need to talk to.”
“Poison!” said Ron, looking startled.
“Well, in a way I suppose it is,” said the woman. “Do you mind if I sit down?”

“Here, you can have my seat,” said Harry, jumping up. “I’ll go get another chair.”
The others edged away from her a little, and Ron pushed his chair away from the table
slightly.
“So kind of you,” said the woman, sitting down. “You all look spooked about
something. Don’t worry, I don’t bite.”
“Is it really about poison?” asked Hermione. “It’s just we were just talking about
it.”
“Not actual poison, don’t worry. In any case, my name is Samantha Bigelstine. I
think I’ve read about you in the paper, young lady,” she said, looking at Susan.
“I have featured prominently in the past, that’s true. I’m Susan. This is Ron and
Hermione.”
“Good, good. And you’re all friends of Harry Potter, are you?”
“I’ve been his friend since we were about eight. Is that important?”
Harry returned and sat down next to Ron, his eyes on Samantha, in case she
tried to poison a drink or anything.
“Possibly. You don’t mind me proving a little history first, do you? I need to ask
one of you for a favor… well, it’s a paying job rather than an actual favor, but I’ll need to
explain before I make the request.”
“Go ahead,” said Harry.
“Thank you. Now, as you can see, I’m getting older, and even witches don’t live
forever. The fact of the matter is, I’m working on my will. My own daughter died
suddenly some years ago, but she left me three wonderful grandsons. At least, they act
that way when I’m around. Quite frankly I don’t really trust any of them with my fortune
which is why I’m trying to be extra careful to leave it to the person who will use it the
best. I considered just splitting it into thirds, but with the house, and all the artwork and
such, that would probably just lead to more fighting. I’ve seen them at holidays- they try
to hide it, but they’re all foaming at the mouth to see me gone and get my money.”
The friends looked at each other again.
“I’m sorry to hear that,” said Susan.
“Oh, it’s just the way the world works. When you’re older you’ll understand. For
now, I just need to know if one or the other of the brothers will squander the fortune on
something frivolous. That person or persons gets a lesser share. I wouldn’t just cut them
out, that would also cause a lot of fighting when I was gone.”
“Wouldn’t a Seer of some kind be better to consult?” asked Hermione. “Not that I
put a lot of faith in that discipline, I’ll have you know. I mean it is the future you’re talking
about, right?”
“Funny you should mention that,” said Samatha. “It’s partially about the future
and partially about them. That’s why I said it was about poison, in a way. It only takes a
drop of poison in an otherwise good drink to spoil the whole drink.” Ron was reaching
for his drink again, but changed his mind and drew back his hand. “I’m worried getting
the money might change them, or that they are keeping their real intentions secret.”
“So how can we help?” asked Ron. “You did come to us specially, so you must
have something in mind.”
“I do and I don’t, young man. As your friend, Hermione, was it? As she suggested
I hired a very reputable Seer for advice. Incidentally I do share your thoughts on that
branch of magic, Hermione. But I figured it couldn’t hurt. I worst I would be out an hour

of my time, and at best they might have some insights! After all, they also study people,
trends, behavior, and more to help them ‘interpret’ their ‘findings’ and tell people what
they want to hear.”
Yes, prophesy seems to work more through people than with them, according to
my research on the subject. Though some people swear by the tea leaves and such, it’s
a spoken prophesy that gets crystalized in the Department of Mysteries, not the random
ramblings of some wanna be psychic. She gave a rueful laugh. Actually, now that I know
that Elves are all ESPers, it’s not so farfetched. They can get flashes of the future, as
well as manipulate time itself to an extent. Maybe I should suggest finding a trusted elf
rather than a so called Seer.
“That still doesn’t explain why you came to find us,” said Harry.
“Well, the Seer I hired told me something quite unexpected. I don’t know how
they normally operate, but this one went into a sort of trance, and told me a few true
words were all I could reasonably expect. I was hoping for just “give the money to the
eldest” or something, but the message said nothing about my grandsons. Rather it was
this: ‘Seek friend of Harry Potter.’ So here I am!”
“You’re up, Susan,” said Harry at once.
“Definitely right up Susan’s alley,” confirmed Ron.
“We have complete faith in you!” followed up Hermione.
“Am I missing something?” asked Samantha.
Susan shook her head. “No, things like this happen all the time. I hope this time it
will be a nice, normal sidequest. Hopefully not leading to me discovering a new type of
creature and a plot by Voldemort to use said creature to attack the castle.” Samantha
looked shocked at hearing the name. “Yes, I say his name, get over it. All right, I’ll be
glad to help, but we’ll have to talk about how best to utilize my magic.” She stood up.
“Let’s go over there. I don’t want to take up your birthday time, Ron. You keep having
fun and I’ll catch you up later.”
“Oh, I’m sorry,” said Samantha, “I didn’t mean to take up your time in the village. I
know it must be hard taking classes up at the castle. I’m sure it isn’t any easier than it
was in my day.”
“You have no idea. And don’t worry about it, such is the life of the Paragon. See
you guys later.”
“So,” said Susan, after Samantha ordered her a new drink. “Do you have any
particular preference as to how I go about figuring out which of your grandsons is
worthy of the fortune?”
“We didn’t discuss price,” Samantha reminded her.
Lady, if you have to ask, you can’t afford- She smiled. “I’m not really going to
charge you. I’m an adventurer, this is what I do. XP is my reward.”
“Ex-what? I don’t want to know. But I insist on paying. Especially if I’m taking you
away from your friends. You’re doing me an invaluable service, though I don’t yet know
how you can do any better than I myself could. Your friends seemed to have no
hesitation recommending you. This sort of thing really does happen to you often?”
Susan nodded. And thank goodness, XP doesn’t grow on trees. “I don’t mind,
honestly. Whatever you think is fair, then. After all, I don’t guarantee success, the future
is a pretty tricky place.”

“Neither did the Seer I hired, but his hand was open before he left for speaking
four words. One of them only two letters, and one of them a proper name!”
“True, but the right name at the right time… Anyway, like I said, do you care
exactly how I go about it?”
“I suppose I would take exception to you torturing them or using other illegal
magic, but short of that, no.”
“Don’t worry, I don’t have anything like that in mind. Have you asked them directly
what their intentions are?”
“That would be the height of rudeness!”
“Yes, people say that to me. I just call it ‘being straightforward.’ Odd how that
works, isn’t it? Can you get them together tomorrow, say about 2:00 PM?”
“Certainly.”
“Good. I’ll arrive at 1:45. I won’t look like this though, I’ll be posing as an ‘adviser’
to you, and leave it at that.”
“Won’t look like this?”
“I’ll look like someone totally different. If they recognize me from the paper, they’ll
know something’s up. Also I’m a little young to be in the field of banking, so I’ll need to
look older. So don’t be surprised if someone totally different comes to your door, it’s still
me.”
“Very well. But they’ll just lie to your face, won’t they?”
“That’s the best part. Whoever isn’t lying gets the money.”
“You’ll be able to tell?”
Susan smiled. “Trust me, it will be very plain who is telling the truth and who is
not.”
“Very well, I’ll leave it in your hands.” She got out a small bag. “Here’s your
advance, for any expenditures related to the job. I’ll give you twice as much when I’m
satisfied I’m giving my fortune to the right person.”
Great, give it to me, and I’ll use it to open my own shop and start spreading my
magic far and wide. “Thank you very much, I won’t let you down!”
Susan got her address and bade her farewell, promising to meet her the next
day. After that, she went to the bathroom to count her money and get Sparkle.
Fifty Galleons! I guess it is important to her.
Susan opened a Teleportal to her dorm room, where Sparkle was sleeping on the
bed.
“Sparkle,” she hissed.
“What?” she answered, raising her head.
“Come here, I have a job for you.”
“Okay?”
Sparkle came through and Susan carried her back into the pub.
“I need you to come up with a new face and body for me. Older, maybe midthirties. Thought you might like to look around and get some ideas here. Don’t copy
anyone too exactly, but being close is fine.”
“I guess I can do that. May I ask why?”
“Sure. Our next job. Get an idea and then we’re going shopping.”
“You’re the boss.”

So Sparkle looked around and Susan said goodbye to Harry and the others, and
went looking for an upscale clothing shop.
“May I help you?” asked the woman at the counter. She didn’t notice Sparkle dart
into the shop and head towards the back.
“I’m looking for something that witches would consider business attire.
Something I might wear to a job interview, maybe?”
“Certainly, I’m sure we have something suitable. Come this way.”
Susan selected something too big for her, making the woman helping her protest.
“We cannot alter that enough to fit you, perhaps this would be more suitable?” She
pulled something else off a line of clothes on hangers.
Susan smiled and shook her head. “Don’t worry, I think this will be fine. You have
a changing room?”
“Yes, right over there.” She pointed.
“Then I’ll be right out.”
Once inside, Susan stripped down and Sparkle touched her leg, changing her
into the new form she envisioned.
“Very nice,” remarked Susan, turning this way and that in the mirror. She put the
clothes on, then had Sparkle see where they didn’t fit quite right. Sparkle ended the
spell, then touched her again, with the new form in mind. “Much better.” She stepped
out.
“Uh…” the saleswoman was at a loss for words, “You… is there… what?”
“I understand your confusion. Not to worry. If you think this looks okay I’ll take it.”
“It looks like it was made for you!”
Even though it was the other way around.
“Excellent. I’ll change back and you can wrap it up for me. Oh, also a small
selection of makeup, just the essentials, mind.”
“Yes, of course.” The woman was looking about the store, thinking she was being
tricked in some way. However, the store was empty apart from Susan, and the changing
room was empty as well. Susan headed back in, trying desperately not to giggle and
changed back into both herself and her old clothes.
I’ll finally be able to use that Disguise skill I picked up so long ago. Though I
guess I used it for the dance, didn’t I?
When she returned the clothes were neatly boxed up, and as per instructions, the
saleswoman had selected a makeup kit and started to put them both in a bag.
“That won’t be necessary,” said Susan.
“Ah, yes?” said the woman, no doubt wondering if she was going to make it
through this transaction. She rang up the sale on an old fashioned cash register, and
Susan held back the urge to beat the woman to death with her pouch full of enough gold
to buy a nice house in the suburbs and live comfortably for 10 years. She handed over
enough gold to buy a very, very nice car, new, with all the options, and the insurance
payments and probably gas for years, and took back her mere silver in change. Then
she blew the saleswoman’s mind by sliding the whole box into her Pocket Dimension
and walking out.
“You enjoyed that, didn’t you?” asked Sparkle, walking beside her.
“Not at all,” she replied with a straight face. “That’s the art of the dress!” she

singsonged.
“Where to now?” Sparkle rolled her eyes.
“Just one more thing. I need some candles.”
That evening Susan put True Flame on the pack of candles she had bought, via
Spell Symbol.
“Why the whole pack?” asked Sparkle, half way though.
“In case she wants more. Or she asks for some to sell, herself. Of course, once
you know the trick, the trick is useless. But they’re super easy to make and I could
basically charge what I wanted for them, as nothing like it exists on the market today.
The only thing they have is that truth poison stuff, which is illegal for obvious reasons.”
“So why wouldn’t this be illegal?”
“Because I’m not forcing anyone to tell the truth. They could not answer the
question, or tell enough of the truth to not make the flame flicker. This just calls them on
a blatant lie.”
“I guess.”
“This actually makes me feel like a wanded wizard, though I’m not sure why I
would want to. Putting a charm on an object is just so… so… wanded.”
“And that’s a good thing, is it?”
“It lets me fit in a little better.”
Sparkle stared at her. “I’d ask who you are and what you’ve done to Susan, but I
see you using Spell Symbol and I don’t think Voldi would bother. Do you want to fit in a
little better?”
“On some level, sure. My friends are great, don’t get me wrong. But I can’t share
their joy at mastering a particular spell. I just make a couple of checks and I either cast
it, or not, every time. The result is in the roll. I know I know it, the XP disappears from
my Character Sheet, there’s no half-way. I can’t talk to them about a lot of their classes,
like charms, or commiserate over homework or test results. It sets me apart, and that’s
kind of lonely. Think about it- I may be the last daughter of my father’s world. I have to
live up to that in a certain sense. They know that too, and that means I’ll forever be a
little bit alien to them.”
“And the way you’ve chosen to make up for that is by trying to be bigger than life
and showing off all the time?”
Susan thought a moment. “I guess you’re right. I never thought of it that way. I
thought maybe I was getting away from acting like that because of Luna’s influence, but
what if it was deeper than that? I feel like she accepts me the way I am, maybe even
understands me a little. I don’t have to show off any more, because I know she’ll be
there to share my victories and defeats.”
“Or you just don’t have as many opportunities because you’re working in the
Dimension while the others train a lot of the time now.”
“Or that. It could be a variety of reasons. I reverted back quickly enough in that
Apparation class, after all.”
“How are they doing with that, anyway?”
“Oh, much better. Hermione has had to save a few of them with that spell she
picked up, but they’re all doing it reliably now.”
“Of course, that teacher thinks it’s up to his wonderful direction.”

“Ha, as if! No, talking it out among themselves really helped, I think. Shocking,
right?”
“Who would have thought? Of course the backwards way they do everything
doesn’t help.”
“I know, right? Our way is so much more sensible.”
“Yup.”
Both sighed, and Susan went back to work.

106
The Three Brothers
Time: Sunday afternoon
Place: The Bigelstien mansion
Susan, dolled up in her new body, makeup, and suit, pulled the chain that rang
the bell at the front door of the address she had been given. The house was huge,
much like the Malfoy mansion, and Susan wondered what career path led wizards to
such wealth? Perhaps a little trick with gold and the non-magical economy? And unless
they’re hiding it down at the school, they can’t use the spell that breaks the charm on
the coins that makes the trick possible for me. But sooner or later the goblin bank would
get wind of it and shut that down, if they could do it, right? That’s why I only do such a
“small” amount per week. Oh well.
“Yes?” said the man who opened the door.
“I’m Susan, Mrs. Bigelstine is expecting me.”
“Indeed. Right this way, please.”
Susan was lead inside, and yes, the amount of art pieces, paintings, statues,
masks on walls, antique weapons, and more filled the house as far as Susan could see.
Several elves bowed low as she and the butler went past, and she inclined her head to
them.
“Good work,” she said to a group of them dusting. “It can’t be easy keeping
everything so spotless.”
Susan had to grin as they reacted quite surprised, as though they didn’t know
what to do when someone complemented them. Probably they don’t.
“Ah… Susan?” asked Samatha.
“How do I look? Consultenty enough for you?”
“I’m not sure that’s a word. How in the world-”
“Magic. And I’m going to do more in a second.” Susan pulled a candle out of her
clutch and held it up. “I need a candlestick to put this in, and please show me to the
table we can sit at, please.”
Samantha raised an eyebrow, but said “come with me.”
An elf came up with a candlestick and Susan inserted it and set it on the table.
“Thank you,” she said the elf, who bowed their way out the room. “Did you know, Elves
are enslaved because of an enormous binding spell placed on the entire species
hundreds of years ago?”
“No, I didn’t.”
“True story. Now, we’re going to get some more Truth today.” With one finger on
the candle, it magically lit and Susan put it down in the center of the table. “Now, this
candle is a magical truth detector. When it flickers, someone has just told a lie. That’s
the only thing that can make it flicker.”
The candle flickered, and Susan smiled. “Telling a lie, and magically generated
wind are the only things that can make the candle flicker.”
It was steady.
“As you can see. You could smother it, but not blow it out. I’m the only one who
can do that.”

“Amazing. Was this a charm you came up with yourself? I’m not familiar with it.”
“In a manner of speaking. It was passed down to me from my father.”
The candle was steady.
“Well, that could be useful. I’ll have to watch what I say, but I doubt they’ll notice if
the candle flickers a bit.”
“Hopefully, that’s the case. Now, as I said I’ll be posing as an adviser so I’ll ask
them straight out, if they received the bulk of your money after your passing, what they
would do with it. The grandson that doesn’t lie is probably the best bet. Unless of course
they honestly want to open a strip club or something, then it’s up to you to decide.”
“What if they’re all liars?”
“Then I’ll have to do something else to earn my fee. Hopefully it won’t come to
that.”
“I hope so too. Is there anything else I should know?”
“You have a beautiful house, so you’re right to be concerned about this.”
Samantha laughed. “Thank you! I’ll go get the boys, they’re already here. Make
yourself at home.”
Moments later, the three brothers were escorted in, and Samantha introduced
them.
“Susan, this is Terry, the eldest.”
“How do you do?”
“Jan, the middle child.”
“How are you?”
“And Valentin, the youngest.”
“How’s it going?”
“Nice to meet you all. Now, has your grandmother appraised you of what this
meeting is about?” All three shook their heads. “Very well. To put it bluntly, gentlemen, it
is about your futures. As you probably already know, your grandmother is quite wealthy.
She wishes to leave you her fortunes when she leaves this world, but at the same time
she, and again let me be honest, doesn’t trust you.”
Terry looked affronted. Jan moved his head side to side, as though considering
this carefully. Valentin just grinned.
“She shouldn’t, my brothers are scoundrels,” he said. “They’ve have the fortune
frittered away in a month.”
Truth
“And exactly who are you?” asked Terry.
“I am the woman who your grandmother has hired to see if you are worthy of
getting even a single Knut of her money or it goes to her dog when she dies.”
“She doesn’t have a dog,” said Jan.
“Maybe she will after this meeting?” Susan leaned forward and put her chin on
her hand.
They all scowled.
“This is not how this is supposed to work!” protested Jan.
“Actually, I’m surprised something like this isn’t done more often,” said Samantha.
“You should be glad I’m even considering letting you have my money. I could just as
easily donate it to a cause I support and leave you on your own. It is my choice, after all.

It’s only the fact that I think one of you might be responsible enough to make something
of it I’m thinking about it at all.”
“We’re all responsible, grandmother,” said Terry.
False
“Come now, you must have thought it over,” put in Susan. “Impress me. Make me
want to open my own bank vault and throw my money at you.”
“Are we… bidding on who gets your fortune, grandma?” asked Valentin.
“I suppose you could call it that,” Samantha answered. “This isn’t exactly what I
had in mind when I hired her, but I do have to admit it’s an approach I hadn’t thought of.
Very direct. I like it.”
“I’m not going to sit here and tell some stranger my plans for your money, even if
I had thought about it,” said Terry.
False
“Which I haven’t.”
False
Ha! You will if you want to see any part of this fortune, chum. And apparently, you
know it!
“You’ll probably outlive us all anyway, you’re stubborn that way,” he concluded.
True
“It’s nice of you to think that,” she remarked. “But let’s be reasonable. I’m giving
you a chance to present your case so there’s no hard feelings later. You know exactly
what to expect, and I know my money will be spent wisely. Is that so much to ask?”
“It’s what we in the biz call the win-win situation,” said Susan.
“It just isn’t done!” said Terry.
“Well, now it is. Everything changes, as the song goes. You’re welcome to leave,
that narrows our choices by one third, which makes my job easier.”
“Fine. If you must know,” said Terry, “I plan on using the money to go into
broomstick making. I have some ideas for the field that I believe in, and many people
order custom brooms made rather than going with mainstream models. With luck my
brooms will catch on and I’ll one day have a thriving business empire.”
False
“I suppose I’ll go next,” said Jan. “I would field my own Quidditch team.”
False
“With proper coaching, done by me, of course, I’ll soon have a world champion
team!”
Great, down to you, kid.
“Those are all nice, and everything, but my idea is a bit more altruistic.”
False
“I want to start researching vampirism. I think it could be cured, if someone cared
enough to help those unfortunate souls that have become blood sucking monsters.
There is some risk, of course, when collecting a large enough sample size, but I actually
have contact with some vampires who would be willing to work with me for a cure.”
False
“And that’s your final word on the matter?” asked Susan, looking them over. “One
business plan, one sports team, and one altruistic goal. Why would you even buy a
Quidditch team, anyway?”

“The same reason you buy everything else for investment purposes. Buy low, sell
high. Take a struggling team, buy it out, and whip it into shape. Then sell it to someone
else.”
True
“Who then does what? Tries to repeat the process?”
“Teams that do well make money, of course. Signings, merchandise, ticket prices,
all of that sort of thing. They would make some money over time, where I would make a
large profit all at once. It’s an investment as much as a managing job.”
“So you just plan to turn the money into more money, using a Quidditch team as
a vehicle?”
“That’s correct.”
False
“Okay. So, anything else anyone would like to add?”
They shook their heads.
“Very well. Allow me to consult with Mrs. Bigelstine a moment and we’ll let you
know what her decision is.”
They all walked out, looking rather confused.
“So,” said Samantha, scorn in her voice. “They’re all liars then?”
“It does seem that way. Sadly with the candle flickering almost nonstop the
weakness in the technique is shown. We don’t know what their actual intentions are,
only that they don’t want to tell you. Interesting that they were so prepared, however. I
wonder if they rehearsed this, for all their protesting.”
“It wouldn’t surprise me. So now what?”
“Now I have to do a little more work to get that money you promised me. Do you
have a sheet of paper? Or parchment, as it’s called?”
“I can get you one.”
“Oh, before that, do they live in the village? All of them?”
“Yes.”
“That makes things easier.”
When Samantha came back, Susan took a pen out of her pocket and wrote:
Can I find out how Terry wants to use his grandmother’s money at his house?
Can I find out how Jan wants to use his grandmother’s money at his house?
Can I find out how Valentin wants to use his grandmother’s money at his house?
Then another three lines:
When is the time I should use to see when <person> is going to use his
grandmother’s money?”
“Right,” she said, looking it over. “Question takes two minutes to cast from
writings, and is difficulty 10. I can make that easily enough. That’s about 15 minutes and

we’ll see how we go from there.”
Samantha watched her curiously, as she write down answers gained from her
Question spell.
She got a Yes for Terry and Jan, but a No for Valentin. She then crossed out the
line for him and wrote instead:
Where is the place to go to show how Valentin wants to use his grandmother’s
money?
Another casting, and she had the answer, an address in the village.
“Okay, that answers multiple things at once, just by asking a single yes or no
question.”
“What exactly are you doing?”
“It’s a spell to receive answers to questions, but without all the tedious tea
drinking or palm reading usually associated with getting those answers. It’s the reason I
never had to take Divination class, actually. It’s more reliable, available on demand, and
for finding factual information, can’t be beat. At least, anything that can be told in a few
words. I’m basically just asking the universe for information. It’s not perfect, of course,
but then it could have been my phrasing of the question too.”
Because when I asked where the nearest piece of Voldemort’s soul was, it said
“within sight” and I magic sensed everything in the room and nothing. And it had no clue
what to do with “the next nearest piece of Voldemort’s soul” or “the third piece of
Voldemort’s soul.” I just think it’s not able to attune something like that, probably
because Pluto deals with souls, not Jupiter.
“Anyway, this tells us there is a place I can go to find out the true answer to this
question. Now I just have to cast it three more times to see when. That should fit into six
words, so in about ten minutes we can head out.”
“Please, continue.”
So Susan cast it three more times, and got an answer like “January second,
twenty thirteen, four seventeen.”
Yup, just fit into my rating words, just like I thought. I just hope that’s 4:17 in the
afternoon, but then, I can check AM and PM quickly enough.
“Right then. Get them back in here, and grab your jacket. You’re getting your
answers whether they like it or not.”
And so the three came back in and sat down.
“Gentleman,” started Susan. “I’m going to give you one last chance to come
clean. I know for a fact I was being lied to by all three of you. Give me the truth, or I will
find it out myself.”
“You can’t prove that!” said Jan angrily.
“You know what I’ve observed?” asked Susan sweetly. “Guilty people use a
particular phase, like ‘you can’t prove that’ or ‘there’s no evidence of that’ when
confronted. Innocent people just flat out deny things or get upset the question was even
asked. In any case, I have my means, and to prove it, take a look at this.”

She slid the paper across to them (she had made a copy first, of course) and
they looked at it.
“What will be found, should I magically go back in time and check these dates,
times, and locations? Any thoughts on the matter?”
Valentin looked astonished, like he couldn’t believe he was seeing this time and
place on this paper.
“Have you been following us?” he asked. “How do you know I was there at this
time?”
“Today was the first day I had seen any of you. Like I said, I have means you do
not know. So, are we heading to these places now or are you telling me the truth?”
“Even if we go, this was months ago,” said Terry. “You can’t seriously believe you
can just go back in time and see our conversations or whatever at that time?”
Susan smiled a cold smile. “I believe that all things are possible.”
“Grandma, clearly this person is crazy,” said Jan. “You shouldn’t listen to her.”
“Obviously she’s not, as I watched her sit down and pull these things out of thin
air. They’ve got you worried, don’t they? I think it will be quite interesting to see what
else she has in store for me. We’re going, or you’re out of the will completely. Make up
your minds.”
The three whispered to each other, back and forth.
“We think this is some trick,” Terry said at last. “You’re bluffing somehow. Fine,
we’ll go to these places and you can show us your time machine.” He and the others
laughed. Susan and Samantha did not. After all, Susan knew where to get an actual
time machine from, should she desire one. It isn’t their fault the ministry keeps them
secret, and with good reason. Taking more classes not withstanding.
“Then we’re off. Which one is closest?”
“That would be me,” said Terry. “It’s not far. Come on.”
So they went to Terry’s house and went inside.
“So, dazzle us,” he said, flopping down on the couch.
“I will. I don’t suppose you remember which room you were in at this time?”
“How do you expect me to remember that?”
“Very well. I’ll just use a little more energy then.”
Susan went to cast Time Area with her maximum energy, allowing 15 meters of
time to be replayed. She figured that would get most of the house. She asked for the
time specified by the Question spell, and then paused the playback. She went from
room to room, finally standing before two men sitting at the kitchen table.
“Ah, there you are,” she remarked.
“What?” said Terry, springing up from the couch. Everyone walked in, and
goggled at the overlaid time.
“Last chance, we hear it from you then, or from you now. What’s it going to be?”
“Some kind of trick,” said Terry, passing his hand through his “younger” self.
“Very well. Play on!”
“I’m telling you, man,” said the dark haired stranger across from Jan. “If we
figured it out we could be rich! Do you know how much goblins want of their stuff? And
then they want it back when the person that bought it dies. Like it was just some kind of

rental fee or something.”
“But no one has, and they must have tried, right?” asked Terry.
“Nah, they’re all too scared of the goblins. But that’s where we’ve got to do it
smart.”
“Like what?”
“We figure out how they do it, right? Then we go to them with some pieces we’ve
made and show them what we can do. They don’t like it, tough. We tell them we’ve
given the information to a third party who will release it if anything happens to us. They
won’t dare make a move on us.”
“Yeah, that could work. We have to figure it out though. And maybe their stuff is
so expensive because it takes a lot of material or something. Maybe they hardly break
even.”
“Bah, we can do it better. We get wands, after all. That must count for
something.”
“It’s going to be years before I see even one coin of my grandmother’s fortune
though.”
“Don’t worry, I’m not going anywhere. And you don’t have to just give me the
whole thing, we’re partners. You say we’ve tried enough stuff, and that’s the end of it.
Promise.”
Pinky Promise?
“All right, I’ll think about.”
“I knew you would see it my way. We’re gonna be so filthy rich!”
Susan stopped the playback and waved a hand, ending the spell. “So, you want
to try and break into the armor and weapon crafting business, is that it?”
The others looked haunted.
“How-”
“Magic. Now answer the question.”
“Yeah, I thought about it. It seems reasonable. Use part of the money as seed
money or bribes or whatever to see how they make stuff. It’s not fair only goblins can
make enchanted armor or weapons!”
They aren’t, but I’m not going to tell you that.
“Maybe they don’t think it’s fair we keep them from making their own wands?
Ever think of that? And why didn’t you just tell us the truth, then?”
“Like he said, it’s kind of dangerous. If they found out before we had that
leverage over them, they could come after us. I didn’t want my grandmother to worry
that her money got me into trouble. Even if I did make that trouble for myself.”
Shoot, we need another candle.
“Very well. It’s down to two, care to fess up, or are we making a second visit?”
“I think this was a trick of some kind,” said Jan. “You’re in on it together, aren’t
you? Trying to make me tell you… I mean, trying to get me to deny my Quidditch team
plans. Well I won’t- That was some kind of illusion or something! It had to be. Come on
then, I’ll take you to my place, and we’ll see if this ‘magic’ of yours can do that a second
time!”
Oh boy. Though I suppose denial is the most predictable of all human responses.
And so Susan and the others made their way to Jan’s house. He was married

and his wife met them all at the door.
“What’s going on, honey?” she asked. “You didn’t tell me your family was going to
be stopping over. And who’s this?”
“It’s a long story, Melanie, I’ll tell you later. This is Susan, she’s going to be doing
some magic around here, so she says.”
“Nice to meet you. I’m working for Samantha to clear up a few… legal issues.”
“Oh, I see. Please, come in.”
“Thank you. And who is this?”
“This is our son, Matthieu.”
Susan knelt down behind the small boy, hiding behind his mother. “Hello, little
one.” He went further behind Melanie. “He’s darling.”
“Thank you. He’s pretty shy though. Say hello, Matt.”
”‘Lo.”
Susan smiled and got up. “Don’t worry, this won’t take long. Can you show me
the center of the house?”
Melanie looked over at Jan, who shrugged and nodded.
“Sure, right this way.”
Susan again cast Time Area, using the time specified by her earlier Question
spell, and walked around looking for the earlier Jan. She found them in the living room,
with Matt playing on the floor, and the adults having a serious conversation.
“More bills today,” said Melanie. “And we have so little saved to put Matthieu
through school.”
“I know, but business is picking up a little,” said Jan.
“You said that last month, but we don’t seem to have any more in our vault.”
“I know, I know. But I’m doing the best I can. I just wish…”
“Wish what?”
“No, it’s horrible to think that way.”
“You wish you had your grandmother’s money, is what you were going to say.”
Jan looked down. “Well, it would certainly make our lives easier. We could put
enough away for Matt’s schooling, my retirement, pay off the house, and I wouldn’t have
to work so hard all the time. It’s not fair.”
“Of course it is. She worked hard for her fortune, she should spend it any way
she wants.”
“Stop! Stop, please!” yelled the current Jan. “I believe you, it’s no trick. You’ve
seen what you came to see, haven’t you?”
Susan looked over to Samantha, who gave a sharp nod and Susan ended the
spell.
Melanie was standing in the doorway, shock on her face. “You just pulled our
ghosts from the past? What did I just see?”
“Don’t be silly,” said Susan. “I just replayed time in this area. A simple spell,
really.”
“Simple? You don’t even have a wand out, how did you do magic?”
Ugh, I keep forgetting about that.
“Susan? Susan? Why does that name sound familiar to me?” asked Terry. “And
something about weird magic…”

“I can’t imagine what you mean. So, shall we take a look at what the youngest
has in store, then?”
“Why not?” said Valentin. “Let’s bare all our secrets, shall we? It’s a day of
revelation. The question is, do you know where to go? Humm? Did your so called
‘magic’ tell you?”
“That we’re going to…” and she gave the address.
“Oh, I guess it did. Come on then, let’s get this over with.”
“Sorry to have bothered you,” said Susan, as the group left.
“Why didn’t you just tell me,” Samantha asked Jan as they walked. “There’s
nothing wrong with wanting to provide for your family.”
“I thought the others had such grands plans, what I wanted to do would be so
foolish in comparison. That’s why I made up the story I did.”
“Silly boy.”
The group finally stood on the outskirts of town, in front of a rundown old building.
“Go ahead,” said Valentin. “This is the place. Lay me bare for all to see!”
“Grow up, Valentin,” said Terry. “No one wants to see your theatrics.”
Susan cast a third time, and a ghostly Valentin and another man appeared
outside the place.
“You really want to fix this old place up?” asked the man. “It’s so out of the way.
Hardly in the village at all.”
“That makes it perfect for what I have in mind,” said Valentin, peering in through
the window.
“You aren’t going to be doing anything illegal now, are you?”
“What? No! I just want to open a sort of bar for people who don’t fit in at the
Three Broomsticks or the Hog’s Head. A place a guy can meet a nice goblin girl he has
his eye on, or an Elf and a Goblin can have a drink a peace without being judged.
Neutral ground, as it were.”
“You’re dreaming!”
“Maybe. But there are outcasts in this world. Why shouldn’t they have a place
they can feel safe? Where all forms of attraction, no matter what gender, species or
magical curses you possess count for anything.”
“What, you mean like werewolves?”
“Exactly. Most of the time they’re totally harmless, but if word gets out you’re
cursed, no one wants you around anymore. The community turns against you, but that’s
just the time you need your community the most!”
“I guess you’ve got a point. Still, fixing up this place isn’t going to come cheap.”
Valentin sighed. “No real dream ever is, I suppose. Still, you think it can be fixed
up?”
“You came to the best. My repair spells will have this place looking like new in a
jiffy. If you can afford them.”
“Which right now, I can’t. I just wanted an estimate on what it would cost to outfit
a place like that.”
“Hummm…” The man looked in the window himself, then got out an abacus of all
things. “You’ll need a fully stocked bar…” *clack clack clack* “Furniture…” *clack clack*

“Various permits…”
“I think we get the idea,” said Susan, closing the spell down.
“Yes,” said Samantha, “I think we do. Thank you for doing this for me.”
“Certainly. Of course I can’t advise you which of your grandsons has the more,
uh, noble use for your wealth, that’s something only you can decide for yourself.”
“Agreed. But you’ve at least shown me a little bit of what kind of people they are,
and that was more than worth the expense. If you wish to come back with me I’ll have
your fee drawn up.”
“That would be most kind of you,” said Susan, opening a Teleportal. “In fact, I’ll
even save us all the trouble of walking.”
The four stepped through, amazed. Suddenly, Terry snapped his fingers. “You’re
that Susan from the school, aren’t you? The one in the tournament? I thought you were
younger!?”
Susan giggled. “I guess you found me out. Hey Sparkle.”
A head poked out of Susan’s pocket, and a fairy flew out. “Stuffy in there. What
can I do for you, Boss?”
“Fairy!” said Samantha. “I never thought I’d see a real, live, fairy.”
“Don’t get too excited, Samantha,” said Sparkle. “You still haven’t.”
“Wha?”
“I’m guessing you want the spell dropped?”
“The jig, as they say, is up.”
“You won’t fit in those clothes anymore, though.” She perched on Susan’s head.
“Oh shoot, you’re right. Well gentleman, sadly you will not get to see me in my
original glory. This form will have to suffice. Yes, I’m Susan Felton, the so called winner
of the triwizard tournament. Along with Harry Potter, I mean. Though the only thing we
‘won’ was a date with Voldemort. But you don’t want to hear about that. I took this form
because I figured it would be hard enough to accept what I wanted to put you though. If
I still looked like a kid, I never would have gotten you to agree.”
“You got that right,” said Jan. “So that’s how you’re able to do all that stuff? I read
something about your magic being different.”
“That’s me. It’s come in handy, though.”
“The candle, that’s how you knew we were lying!” exclaimed Valentine. “I thought
it was weird.”
“Can’t pull a fast one on you guys.”
“Still, those could come in handy. Do you have any more?” asked Terry.
“Oh, I could be persuaded to part with them, for a modest fee.”
And so, not long after, Susan, a heavy purse sitting in her Pocket Dimension,
went back to the school. She changed, and all the spells the two were maintaining
dropped.
“That seemed to work out well,” remarked Sparkle.
“I guess. Ripping their secrets out of the past started to make me feel a little dirty
though. Everyone is entitled to their secret wants, right?”
“Yeah, I guess. How much you want bet Valentin is gay?”
“No bet. I’m sure he has more in mind than just non-humans hanging out in his
new bar.”

“Think she’ll only leave the money to one of them?”
“Given how rich she seems to be, I’m sure the dreams of all three brothers can
come true in one form or another.”
“Of course, you can already do what Terry wants.”
“True. But I wish him luck. And if he does figure it out, it’ll be a nice comparison
with how I do it. If he’s willing to show me, anyway. I’d love to know if it’s even remotely
similar, and I doubt the goblins will be willing to show me. No matter how high I roll on
my Persuasion check. With Terry, at least there’s a chance, because once he can do it,
I’ll show him how I can do it, and we can compare notes. Maybe even learn to improve
the process by eliminating weaknesses in our respective techniques with the strengths
of the other.”
“Very true.”
“Opening my own shop is really getting me excited, you know? Doing things for
people like that on the side. It could be an exciting life!”
“Defeat Voldi first, then we can talk about that.”
“You had to remind me…”

107
Discussing the Future
Time: Beginning of April, first Friday of the month, evening
Place: Dumbledore’s office
“Good evening, Susan, Harry,” said Albus as the two entered the chamber. “Have
a seat. There’s a few things I’d like to talk to you about before our next journey.”
Susan and Harry looked at each other, but shrugged and sat down.
“First there is the matter of the gold. Apparently a large amount was just donated
in your name, Susan, by a Mrs. Bigelstine. Also a letter was included, congratulating me
on educating such a fine young woman as yourself.”
“She didn’t have to do that,” said Susan, a bit flummoxed.
“She did not, you’re correct. Also, I don’t really feel we had anything to do with it,
but there you are. I just wondered if you had any suggestions as to how the money
should be spent?”
“Books,” said Susan immediately. “Possibly hiring competent teachers for a
change, especially for one class in particular I can think of. Build a Faraday Cage in one
of the classrooms and have a class on technology as part of ‘Muggle’ studies. Use the
money to outfit the classroom with modern computers, tablets, HD TVs, video game
systems, the works. Of course you’ll have to work out how to get the internet fed into the
castle, show them the wonders of the google search. Let kids raised in magical families
know what they’re missing through their parent’s ignorance, in other words. Buy some
actual pens instead of quills, at the very least. They won’t fail around here, they aren’t
technology in the strictest sense. But there’s a reason we gave up quills a thousand
year ago or whatever, and there’s no reason wizards can’t use them. They sell them in
boxes of fifty or more in any office supply store you know, so they aren’t hard to come
by.” She took another breath to offer some more suggestions, but Albus put up a hand.
“I get the idea. I’ll see what we can do.”
“Great.”
“The next item of business concerns Harry.”
“Me?”
“Yes. As you know, I placed an enchantment around you when you were a baby,
which enhanced the protection your mother gave you when she died. This is what has
kept you safe all these years.”
“I do?”
“Of course. I told you… hum, when did I tell you about this? Recently, wasn’t it?”
Harry shook his head, glancing over at Susan.
“First I’ve heard of it,” she said to him.
“I could have sworn I told you all this. Well, in any case, that protection will expire
when you turn 17.”
“What protection?”
“In short, the agents of Voldemort would have been unable to find you while you
resided at your Aunt and Uncle’s house. Sort of like having a secret keeper without
having one. Are you certain I didn’t mention this?”
“Very certain,” said Harry, certain.

“How curious.”
“Why?” asked Susan.
“I beg your pardon?”
“Why when he turns 17? Why not just cast it as strongly as possible and let it
wear out naturally? That’s the one benefit your magic has over mine, you don’t have to
maintain it. But it does break down, unlike mine, if I make it permanent. So why, by the
evil looking goatee of my father, did you create an enchantment to protect Harry Potter
until a certain date? Do you think his mother would love him more the day before he
turned seventeen than the day after? How does the magic even know what age he is?
What does it care how many seconds you’ve existed on the Earth? It obviously didn’t
stop Dementors from finding him, but if they worked directly for Voldi they couldn’t
have? The entire spell makes no sense. How did you even know such a spell, as it’s a
sort of once in a lifetime event, and even you can’t be that Always Prepared.”
“There was a reason,” he said, thoughtfully tapping a finger against his cheek
and looking around at the paintings on the wall. “It was so long ago now, I can’t seem to
recall what it was.”
“Fantastic. Well done.” As usual. “In any case, it doesn’t matter, as I’m sure it
hasn’t actually operated for several years.”
“What?” Albus perked up. “What’s this?”
“Show him your Barrier, Harry.” Harry got out his Barrier Against Spells item and
held it up. “I made this ages ago and gave it to him. He’s totally immune to spells, and
that means yours too, Headmaster. And I’m sure I’ve cast Magic Immunity on him at
some point, so that would also have broken any enchantments on him. That’s why I go
around casting it on people, to make sure they aren’t under the Imperius Curse. Would it
reassert itself after that?”
Albus leaned back heavily, making his chair squeak. “I have no idea. I didn’t
anticipate… well, you, actually.”
Neither did this whole universe, apparently.
“In any case, Harry will continue to enjoy the protections he has always had. The
items I’ve made him, his own long hours of training in the Dimension rather than flying
about on a stupid broomstick, and me personally. Plus Ron the Magic Fu master and
Hermione with her Photographic Reflexes and enormous store of spells.”
“I would say we’ve got it covered,” said Harry with a grin.
“Yes. Yes, I see that,” said Albus, not paying much attention. “But why haven’t
they attacked then? Especially during summer, when he’s nearly helpless?”
“Who would attack him?”
“Death Eaters, of course. Who else?”
“Why would they risk it? In the first place, he’s usually over at The Burrows or my
house during the summer. Either is nearly impregnable, again thanks to me. And why
would they anyway? They didn’t the first time someone tried to kill him, right? Voldi
himself came a ‘knocking.” She paused. “Sorry, Harry, that was a little insensitive of me.
I apologize.”
“It’s okay.”
“Anyway, he hasn’t been attacked for the same reason you haven’t been, unless
you have?”
Albus shook his head.

“You’re away from the school doing who knows what. Perfect time to jump you,
no? Unless Voldi considers you both beneath himself now. Wonder why he would think
that- oh wait, it’s because he stole my magic.”
“I’m well aware of what he did, thank you.”
“Oh, good. So who cares about Harry? The guy is immortal, Harry is not, and
neither are you. Patience will solve any problems he has with you two, why bother
attacking you directly? It’s too risky. Even if he sends a whole squad, I’ll more than likely
be nearby, Hypnotic Field the area and tear their magic out of them. Why take the riskyou’re nothing compared to him now. I’m sorry, but it’s the truth. And he’s hardly
helpless, he’s been in fights before, and can do magic without the ministry knowing
about it. We’ve often spared during the summers.”
“It could explain why his group has been so quiet.”
“You’ve shown us he doesn’t act without thinking things through. Even killing his
father’s side of the family, he came up with a very cunning plan in seconds, and got
away with it. Okay, more due to the corrupt and idiotic thinking of the ministry, but still.”
“And that’s why the Bogies?”
“That’s why the Bogies. Something hard to injure, scary, and most importantly:
expendable. When they swarm over the walls we’re going to be swimming in them.
That’s what you have to plan for, not Voldi himself. He’ll stay nice and safe a million
miles away, or direct the battle through an Avatar like… he did… that one time.”
“What time is this?”
When I found out about my prophesy, he was wandering around the ministry
building as mud. “That’s not important.” Albus eyed her momentarily. Susan felt herself
make a RES check, getting a 22. “Did you just try and read my mind?” Susan said
angrily.
Albus looked away. “Don’t be absurd.”
“I made the resistance check, Headmaster. Don’t think you can just pry into my
thoughts. My RESolve is a 10. As a Paragon it can’t be higher.”
“I really don’t know what you mean.”
Susan eyed him suspiciously.
“In any case, I thought you should know. Be very careful after your 17th birthday.”
Harry nodded.
“Now, shall we check out another piece of Voldemort’s history? I have some
excellent clues where he might have placed other bits of his soul.”
“Actually,” said Susan, “I’m going to rely on my magic for that, and get actual
answers, rather than just conjecture. If it’s all the same to you, of course.”
“You’ve developed a method to track the other Horcrux? That’s wonderful news,
why didn’t you tell me? We could leave tonight and destroy them!”
“Whoa, cowboy. Not so fast. I’m getting comfortable doing my own spell research
now, it’s true. I’ve done a grade one spell, a grade three spell, and I’m working on a
grade six spell. I figure the magic I’ll need will be about that level, so if I can pull off
coming up with a spell of that grade by myself and have it work, I’ll start working on a
spell to track down his other bits.”
“But without a Horcurx to work from, how can you even begin to do this
research?”
Harry and Susan looked at each other.

“I said to tell him right away, remember?”
“And I gave you excellent reasons why we shouldn’t. Too late for that now,
though, I suppose. Pocket Dimension.”
Susan tossed the locket onto his desk. Albus bent down over it, looking it over.
“This belonged to Salazar Slytherin! How in the world did you come by it? It was one of
the objects I was going to show you tonight!”
“Kreacher had it,” said Harry. “We nearly threw it out when we were cleaning.”
Albus did a double take, then banged his ear. “Say that again? A house elf?
Cleaning what?”
“Kreacher found out about it when Voldi took him to test the potion he made,”
said Susan. “Sirius’ brother found out about it from him, and decided to do something
about it. So they went back and grabbed it. He died, sadly enough, but charged
Kreacher with destroying it. As he had no Basilisk venom handy, he couldn’t. So it just
sat around until we cleaned the house out. We came to realize what it was later and
went back for it. Luckily he had saved it from the trash, and we traded him for it.”
“All my work. All my efforts. And you had already beaten me to it.”
“Yeah,” said Susan slowly. “You really can trust me, you know? I sort of have
powerful magic? A desire to see a dangerous man made less dangerous, and make him
pay for all the people he murdered? Sound familiar?”
“But why didn’t you want to tell me about this? After all, that trust you speak of
goes both ways. It might have been invaluable to finding the others!”
“I know it will be. It gives me something to focus on while I research the spell.
Now, why didn’t I want to tell you? There was a reason, but it was so long ago, I can
hardly recall.” Albus looked skeptical. “Oh right, it’s coming back to me now.” Susan
counted off on her fingers. “Because you’re never around? Because you didn’t ask?
Because you don’t even trust Professor McGonagall enough to tell her what’s going on?
Because I don’t trust you? Any of this ringing a bell?”
“What indication have I given you that you shouldn’t trust me? I’ve allowed you to
get away with things no other student would! I’ve backed you always!”
“Because no other student can do what I can do. Apart from the McGonagall
thing? Trust has to be earned, Headmaster. Search your heart, I think you’ll find a thing
or two in there that might make you untrustworthy in my eyes.”
There was a pause.
“Who have you been talking to? Have you been digging into my past? I can
explain, you know. There were circumstances surrounding those events you’re probably
not aware of.”
What’s this? No I haven’t, but maybe I should.
“Like I’ve said before, I put faith in results, not intent. What happened in your past
is long over, I’m worried about tomorrow. You go out for months “looking” for something
and never find a single thing. We got hold of this one in a day. I’ll use it to track the
others, the spell should only take a month to research when I’m done with the one I’m in
the middle of. Would you have any results in that time? Judging by your past
performance, I would say… no.”
“That long?”
“I can only work on it a couple of hours a day, with my classes and such. If I did
nothing else it would only take me eleven days, if I knew exactly what sort of spell to

create, that is. I’ll have to come up with that, first. That will add few days, at most. I’m
creating a completely new spell, from scratch, that can track down a soul. Can you do
better?”
“I must admit that I probably couldn’t.”
“Then don’t go pretending a month is so long a time. It’s not.”
“I suppose not. Well, it seems you have the situation well in hand. I guess I’ll
leave you to it, then.”
“Thank you,” said Susan, grabbing up the locket again and putting it away.
“Say you finish that spell- what would you do then?”
“That’s easy. It’ll be early June, so we’ll just take our exams and start looking.
Hopefully Voldi won’t have made a move by then, and we can have the summer to track
down Soul Shards. Of course it shouldn’t take long, there’s only three to find, and my
magic is nothing if not efficient. We’ll destroy them, then when Voldi comes out in the
open we’ll nail him.”
“And by ‘nail’ you mean…”
“Capture. Strip of magic and bring him in for trial. Finish my last year here,
destroy Azkaban, then who knows.”
“I see. You still wish to do that?”
“It’s still standing there, isn’t it? I still have the power, don’t I? This girl doesn’t
make a promise if she can’t keep it.”
“I just would hate to read about your death in the morning paper, having been
killed by Dementors.”
“They don’t scare me. Now that you mention it, though, is there a secure place
we can leave a ton of potions?”
“Potions?”
“Yes. We’ve got all kinds of potions ready to go in the dimension and there
should be a better way to distribute them, should they be needed. If it comes to a fight
here I won’t want to waste time opening my dimension to get them to people, so they
should be locked up in the castle someplace. I don’t dare use them, they may react with
my own magic in odd ways, but they were made with school ingredients so they should
stay in the school.”
“I’ll see what I can find. Just how much space will you need?”
“A couple of shelves worth of space. They’re sitting on shelves about this wide…”
Susan spread her arms. “This deep, and this tall.”
“Full?”
“Crammed full. Labeled, stoppered, ready to go. We’ve been working there for
like two years now, and potions aren’t that hard. At least, when compared to Imbuing.
We actually need the space, my little cabin is getting cramped. But you’re never around
to ask.”
“Yes, we established that. Very well, I’ll talk to Severus and he can find some
space that can be locked up somewhere. I guess a lot of people deserve some extra
credit. Funny how you seem to inspire people to do extra work they normally wouldn’t.”
“They wouldn’t normally try to do everything in their power to protect themselves
in an attack? They wouldn’t think ahead and get things ready so they aren’t wishing they
had that potion of speed or whatever when they really need it?”
“Uh, no, not usually.”

“Must be a cultural thing. Anyway, let me know where I can unload the dimension
sometime.”
“I’ll do that. Is there anything else you needed to discuss?”
Albus looked over at Harry, who shook his head.
“I guess not.”
“Then I will bid you goodnight, Headmaster. If you think of anything you might
have missed telling me, due to some slight oversight, you know where to find me.”
They left.
“Laying it on a bit thick, aren’t you?” asked Harry as they walked back to the
dorm.
“I didn’t write Prophesy on a big stick and beat him in the head with it. Anything
else is remarkable restraint on my part, I think. I want to give him every chance to come
clean. Notice how he still hasn’t?”
“The so called ‘clue bat’ perhaps?”
“The very thing. And what was that about his past? Something fishy there…”
Harry nodded. “He was right about one thing though, you seem to influence
people without even trying. I mean you think nothing of spending hours making items, or
studying your book of magic. When it was safe to bring it out, I mean.”
“That’s what I do, though. Prepare. Learn. Run scenarios in my head about fights
I might get into and how to win them. I can’t see how you wouldn’t.”
“That’s the thing. When I’m around you, that sort of thing seems natural. Like I
don’t need to talk about the weather, or about Quidditch or a joke I heard the day
before. I should get to work on that potion I was thinking about. It’s like you infect people
around you with… I don’t know, adventure’s disease or something.”
“And when I’m not around?”
“Then it could wait. Or I’ll never need it, or something distracts me, like a pretty
girl or something. It’s hard to explain.”
“I guess it must be. I just do what comes naturally. I don’t know what to tell you. If
that means people are making potions and practicing combat maneuvers, so be it.
Doesn’t seem to have done them any harm. Do you know bulling is down like 60%
now?”
“Really?”
“Hermione mentioned it. Seems Slytherin students are more than twice as likely
to bully, and guess who has never once set foot in my Dimension for combat lessons?”
“A Slytherin?”
“You guessed it. But with people able to drop in and get some tips on spells
they’ve not mastered, or just practice a defense spell over and over, Slytherin students
are kind of falling behind.”
“Should we do something about it?”
“What can we do? They want to play the high and mighty rich kids who don’t
need the help of a Ravenclaw, then that’s their business.”
“But they’ll be in just as much danger if something attacks the castle.”
“Bah. What would attack the castle? No point. Oh, sure, I’m training people just in
case, because you never know. But there’s nothing here Voldi wants but me, and
attacking a castle makes no strategic sense because I leave it. No, those combat

lessons will serve them far better outside in the real world, should they come under fire
for some reason. Plus they’ll have a little more confidence in themselves, which will be
earned because they worked for it. Being able to say ‘I trained with Susan herself’ will
be worth a lot one day, you’ll see.”
“But you said to the Headmaster- this sea of Bogey you’re worried about-”
“Yeah, they could come here, I admit. I just think the probability is low, that’s all.
He could be gathering them for some other reason, we don’t know. If I make the
Headmaster believe that attack is imminent though, and Voldi is gathering them for
some reason, he might step up the defenses around here. And that’s no bad thing.”
“And if he’s focused on what’s coming from outside he’ll be less likely to see what
you’re doing, here inside, am I right?”
“What?” Susan was honestly shocked. “I’ve been good all year. I’m not even
plotting anything, or… or anything. I mean come on Harry, I’m not the person I was
when I was screaming at Umbridge, you know?”
“No, you aren’t, I guess. And you would have told me.”
“Yes, I would have. I don’t keep things from you, or any of my friends.” Expect for
that one thing, I mean. But is a secret weapon a secret weapon if you tell people about
it? I think not.
“Thanks.”
“Sure. Now if you’ll excuse me, my adventure’s disease is telling me to get
another hour of spell research done before bed.”
Harry chuckled. “Good night.”
“See you later, Harry.”

108
Attack on the Castle
Time: Early June
Place: Great Hall
Susan and the Core sat down for breakfast and everyone was bursting to ask
Susan if she had finished it. The past two months she had worked hard on completing
the spell to lead them to the other pieces of soul, and they knew she was close. The
night before she had borrowed Hermione’s charm and went into the Dimension while
the others went to bed.
“Anything interesting happen last night?” asked Hermione, as Susan handed her
the charm back.
“Oh, went for a midnight stroll around the lake. The weather sure is getting nice,
isn’t it?”
“Did you? That’s nice.”
“Yup. Sure is nice to have no responsibilities at all. No worries, no cares, the
whole bit. The whole 8-bits. Heck I’d go so far as 16-bits. More colorful, more sprites
onscreen, you know?”
“Any special plans for today?”
“Oh, the usual. Fall asleep in history class. Scowl at my buddy Professor Snape
in Defense class. Use triangulation to figure out where the other Soul Shards reside.
That sort of thing.”
“You finished it, then?” asked Harry excitedly.
Susan smiled. “Sure did. Want to see?”
“Yeah!” She slid some papers over to him, which he glared at. “You know what I
mean.”
“Nope, I only know what you say.”
“I want to see the spell- in action!”
“Tough. There’s too many people around. We’ll do it tonight over by that big map
hanging in the history classroom. That way I can get the first line.”
“Line?” asked Ron.
“I decided to make it work sort of generically, rather than just targeting his soul
specifically. I’ll hold the chain (or object) and it will tug in the direction of the nearest
piece of soul that’s not within about 10 meters or so. That way if someone else comes
along and does this, I could use the same spell to track down those pieces as well!”
“Why did you put a distance modifier in the spell itself?”
“I figured if I didn’t, the spell might consider the piece I was holding to be the
closest, and just kind of vibrate in my hand. By specifying it I worked around that
problem. That’s why it took me a little longer than I thought, trying to work that into the
formula.”
“But it works?”
“Yup. Tried it out last night outside the castle, and it pointed back towards the
castle and a little to the right. Tonight we’ll use the map and figure out where it’s
pointing. Then I’ll head home, and to a couple of other places I’ve seen and gather
some more lines. We know there’s probably 3 out there, so this way I should be able to

narrow down the area they’re in. Shouldn’t take too long, really. We can get the
approximate area with mapping software and maybe get them all in a single day.”
“I hope you’re right. If we can take care of this over the summer we won’t even
have to worry about missing any school!”
“Don’t forget, this just makes him killable, should it become necessary. He’s still
going to be out there when this is done, doing only he knows what with my magic.”
“But it’s a step in the right direction,” said Hermione.
“Absolutely. A little piece of him gets to die for every life he took. At least, every
life he used to split his soul up.”
“I can’t wait,” said Harry. “Knowing he’s out there someplace, waiting for the right
moment to… do whatever it is he plans to do? I’d rather not have that hanging over my
head any longer than I need to, thank you very much.”
“You and me both.”
“You are taking us with you, right? When you go to find them?” asked Ron.
“Uh, yeah? Why wouldn’t I? You can all take care of yourselves, and I’ll need the
help if Voldi actually shows up when we grab one of them. After all, he could have put
more alarms on them by now. I may be Overconfident but I’m not stupid.”
“That’s fine then.”
“What about Luna?” asked Hermione.
Susan shook her head. “No, she’s going home where I know she’ll be safe. She’s
a hard worker and I love her, but she’s not on the same level as you guys. Anyway,
aren’t parties of four traditional or something? Even if you are all squishy wizards rather
than a fighter, a thief, a black mage and a red mage.”
“You’re a squishy wizard yourself,” remarked Ron.
“True. I guess that makes Hermione the fighter, she’s got the armored robes.”
“They actually fit me now, too.”
“So am I the thief or the black mage?” asked Harry.
“You’re the red mage, I’m the thief. I’m stealing the Soul Shards after all. Ron’s
the combat wizard, he’s the black.”
“I don’t know, your magic is more versatile, so shouldn’t you be the red?”
“What are you all talking about?” asked Ron.
“Poor, poor Ron,” said Harry, patting him on the shoulder. “Doesn’t even know
about the classics.”
Everyone but Ron laughed.
That day passed slowly, and Susan felt there was a terrible anticipation in the air.
She could swear she felt the castle holding its breath, and everyone seemed to feel it.
They moved a little more quietly than normal, and glanced around as though nervous
about something.
Strange, no one should have any clue about what I’m about to do. Maybe it’s just
my perception of the world that’s changed, because I’m so keyed up?
Finally, after like a month, classes were over and the sun was setting. The group
slipped into the History classroom as the castle was winding down for the day. Sparkle
was with them this time, and looking tense as well.
“Somethings up,” she said. “I’ve been feeling prickly all day.”
“It’s just nerves. We’re about to do something momentous here,” said Susan,

brushing her off.
“No, it’s more than that. I’m telling you it’s more than just me.”
“People have been acting a little funny,” said Ron.
“You noticed that too?” asked Harry.
“A couple of people even asked me in the bathroom today if you were okay,” said
Hermione. “They seemed relieved when I said you were. It was the weirdest thing.”
“Well it can’t be an echo, I can’t change my own destiny, right? And all that’s
going to happen is the chain on this locket will move and it’ll show us the direction of the
nearest Soul Shard. I’m not even leaving the castle tonight, so what could possibly go
wrong?”
“You had to say that,” said Sparkle.
“Oh, come on, don’t tell me you buy that old superstition about things getting ten
times worse if you say ‘what could pos- mumfh’.”
All three of the others slapped hands over her month.
“Okay, okay,” she said, fighting them off. “I won’t say it again. Sheesh.”
“As I was going to say, have you checked your character sheet lately?”
“No. We haven’t gotten cards in ages so… wait, do we have cards?” Susan got
out her sheet and looked, and yes, she had new cards written down.
“Great, ‘I Took a Night Class’ and boosting a single mental or physical stat for an
instant. As everything I do is basically magical, that’s not going to help much. I’ll just turn
all three- no, maybe I’ll hang onto the Night Class. I only have 5 XP but given how
jumpy everyone is, I might need to learn a new spell in a hurry tonight. I’ll hang onto it.”
Two more XP were added to Susan’s sheet, and card 5 and 36 disappeared from it. “Did
you get any good combat cards?”
“Only ‘It’s Not as Bad as it Looks,’ which could come in handy if someone takes a
nasty hit. I turned in my others. Our favorite, the ‘endless ammo’ for one.
Humm, maybe I’ll regret that one, but they can’t know that.
“If you four are done making me paranoid, perhaps I could get on with it?” Susan
asked.
They looked around, but nothing seemed amiss. They all nodded.
“Thank you.” Susan got out the paper with the spell written on it and the locket,
and looked at the map. “Oh yeah!” She got out a pencil and some paper as well, and
Hermione sketched a quick representation of the map.
“Great. We can use this to get a very, very rough idea where it’s pointed. By the
way, which was is north, anyway? We’ll need to know so we know where the thing is
pointing.”
“Point me,” said Harry, getting… no, he had his wand out. They really are jumpy
tonight. Wonder why? His wand swung and Harry said “That way is north.”
“Wait, did you just say ‘point me?’ How is that Latin?”
“Maybe it was developed more recently?” ventured Hermione.
“If spells can be cast in English, why not translate all spells into English? Make
them easier to remember. And don’t tell me a spell to tell you where north is was
developed recently, because that seems like something that should have been
developed thousands of years ago.”
“Maybe they’re stuck the way they first get created? I don’t know. I thought you
wanted to use your spell?”

“Right you are.” Susan read and cast, and she held out the locket. It started to
tug, rising up in a certain direction.
“Looks like that way,” said Ron, “If that’s north, it’s pointing across this way.”
“No, we’re oriented this way,” said Hermione. “So I would put the line across
there.”
“Yeah, I guess you’re right. I see what you’re doing now. You go to a couple of
different places and draw more lines, and where they intersect is where you looking.
You can narrow it down from there!”
“That’s right Ron. Or we just fly in a straight line until it points downward, but
that’s a last resort. It could be halfway across the earth!”
“Man, I hope not!”
“Yeah.” Susan dropped the spell, and the chain went limp, making the locket
swing back and forth until Susan put it back in her Pocket Dimension. “And you were
worried something terrible was going to happen.”
Which is of course, rather predictably, when the bloodcurdling scream echoed
through the halls of the castle, and pandemonium erupted.
The group ran into the hall, where from out of nowhere, Bogey were appearing.
“He wouldn’t!” shouted Susan, not believing her eyes and cries of surprise went
up all through the castle, and spells started flying. “There’s nothing of value here! Why
attack this place? You know even this won’t hurt me, Voldemort!” She shouted up at
nothing.
“Come on,” said Hermione, “We have to go help!”
“For Sacrifices Made,” intoned Susan, holding up her ring. She was ringed with
warriors and lost 10 energy. A fair trade. Sparkle was already getting her lion out, and
Susan hastily got out her dragon, as well.
“Should we stick together?” Ron asked, blurring with Acceleration.
Hermione reached into her Pocket Dimension, bringing out a potion and downing
it. Then she activated her Phantom Doubles around herself.
“No,” said Susan, “too much power all in one place. I’m sure each of us can finish
one of these things pretty quick. But if we all go for the same one, it’s a waste of effort.
Split up. Get through the castle as fast as you can and take those things out as quickly
as possible. Defend those too scared to move. What am I telling you this stuff for, you
know it all. Go!”
“Good luck,” the other three said to everyone. Ron vanished, reappearing down
the hallway and blasting down a corridor, no doubt into a surprised Bogey.
Harry conjured his Windblade and set off, determined. His wand was held at the
ready in his other hand.
“Wait,” cried Sparkle. “Acceleration.” She took the extra time, and they all blurred
as the magic took hold of them.
“Thanks,” he cried, now sprinting at a walk down the other side of the hallway.
“I’m headed to the library,” said Hermione. “There’s always a lot of people there
at this time of night.”
“Good idea. The Headmaster can take care of himself, but he’ll be a target and
even he could get overwhelmed. I’m headed to his office.”

“Stay safe.”
“You stay safe! In fact, you five!” Susan pointed to five of her warriors. “Stick with
this girl, and attack anything that attacks her or she attacks.”
All five banged their swords to their chest and fell in behind Hermione. She
nodded and set off down yet another hallway, blasting a Bogey as it stepped out of
purgatory, and one of the soldiers cut it down. She moved on as it vanished.
“Now for us,” Susan said to Sparkle. “Let’s go.”
“Follow me,” she said to her lion, and Susan gave orders to her remaining troops.
They moved off.
Please be okay, Luna. I can’t track you down right now, I need to defend as many
people as I can, and that means freeing up the headmaster, who will no doubt be
swarmed by these things. I should have worked with him to improve the defenses here
so they couldn’t step through from purgatory. Oh right, he was never here, the idiot!
Susan roamed the halls, where it seemed dozens if not more of the creatures
were fighting. She conserved energy, having her fearless warriors take point and chop
anything that looked like a Bogey to bits. The sound of combat echoed through the
halls, and more than once she came to a dead or wounded person. Those she could
help she hit with the Alleviation knife and told to follow her. When they found a large
enough group she left them and continued on her way. She had never spent so long
marking time in combat rounds, which made everything seem to take longer. She knew
it shouldn’t take more than a few minutes to reach the Headmaster’s office, but with all
the distractions, it seemed to take an hour.
Suddenly Albus’ Patronus flew up and said with his voice- “Susan, come to the
main doors. Something monstrous is there, and we can’t hold it back much longer! It’s
already killed- ACK!”
It vanished, and Susan took off running, ignoring combat down other halls in her
haste. She skidded to a halt as she came to the main entrance, which was blasted
apart, rubble everywhere. She couldn’t believe her eyes, there were three very large
and very weird… things… attacking the wizards trying to hold them back.
The first was a huge clown, its mouth shaped like an ‘O’ and making creepy,
slow, circus music sounds. At least, something akin to that was coming forth from the
figure. It carried an enormous balloon animal sword, which it was currently using to
block a spell being thrown at it by Albus.
The second was a huge spider, easily as big as Susan’s dragon Ally and
currently sinking enormous fangs into a student.
The third was the most inhuman, seemingly just a ball of darkness, which
crackled with weird, red energy along its edges like lightning.
Looking at them, Susan felt afraid but managed to make her three RESolve
checks against fleeing immediately. The ground around the creatures was littered with
bodies, as three teachers, Minerva, Severus, and Albus, tried everything they could to
protect those still alive. There were six kids behind them, one of which was screaming at
the top of their lungs and trying to claw their eyes out, while another just rocked back
and forth. The others simply cowered, unable to do anything but shut their eyes and roll
into a ball. All along the hallway, the stone seemed to ripple as though made of jello,
and the torches nearby were burning with an unnatural blue flame. Yeah, these things
are bad news all right.

Susan knew what she had to do.
First she opened a Teleportal behind the kids into the hospital wing and shouted
“Get them through here!”
Albus stopped firing energy at the clown and whirled, flicking his wand. All six
kids tumbled through the portal and Susan closed it.
“I can’t seem to touch them with spells!” he shouted over the crazy “music”
coming from the clown. “Do they have some of your Immunity magic going?”
Susan stared at them, making a Magic Sense check. Luckily, she rolled
maximum, a 17, and cut through the interference of the spells going off all around her.
They all had Barrier Against Spells going.
“They sure do! Crap! Dragon, Legion, destroy those creatures!”
“Lion, attack those creatures!” shouted Sparkle.
The constructs pressed forward.
Fastest, of course, was the Lion, under permanent Acceleration and having “mad
stats.” It leaped over the heads of the Legion members and came crashing down on the
sphere, probably hoping to drive it to the ground. Sadly, it passed straight on through,
making the lion cock its head as if to say “now how in the world did that happen?”
A spilt second behind was the dragon, which also jumped, but not at the
creatures, at the wall. It grabbed on, sunk its claws in, and let loose with fire at the
spider, which was in the middle.
Is that treated as a spell or a natural ability?
The fire harmlessly splashed off the creature, which gave a final shake to the
poor person in its jaws and dropped them.
Guess that answers that question.
The lion went again, deciding to ignore the sparkly ball of darkness and lunged
for the spider. It fared no better as it bounced off the creature’s Invulnerability. (They
are, after all, technically a creature, having been summoned with a Venus spell. Unlike a
Legion member that is made of condensed magic to resemble a person. That’s the story
and I’m sticking to it.)
Sparkle started casting Destruction, taking the full 7 delay, while beside her,
Susan cast Retrieval to get her sword from the Headmaster’s office. It dropped into her
waiting hand.
“What should we do?” shouted Albus.
“Just try and slow it down, I doubt you can do anything worse than inconvenience
it,” she shouted back.
One of the Legion made it to the closest creature, the spider, and took a swing
with its sword. Because the spider was a +1 size it hit, doing a tiny bit of damage.
The lion decided to try and pin the spider to the ground so it couldn’t skitter about
anymore, and make an attack. It touched the spider.
The closest Legionnaire reached the clown, who didn’t bother trying to parry or
dodge, it just took the attack and smashed into the soldier with its balloon animal sword.

It made a humorous *boyyoyyoyng* sound as it smashed into the soldier’s head. The
soldier staggered under the weight of the blade.
Four of the Legion were now in front of the creatures and struck out, with each
creature now surrounded on at least two sides by the forces of good. The clown took
another hit, again not bothering to dodge but rather striking out again, smashing into the
head of the attacking soldier and staggering it, as well.
The two facing the ball of darkness had their swords harmlessly pass through it,
and it seemed to laugh as they did.
The one now to the side of the spider struck out, and the spider, now about to
grapple with the Lion couldn’t dodge, so it took another small wound to the body.
The dragon tried fire on the clown, who ignored it totally.
Susan could now act, and sped through her soldiers, sword at the ready, with her
new speed of 14. She knew she would get there in 5 segments.
The lion and the spider now made Wrestling checks to see who would go down,
but the spider won it and slammed the Lion down into the ground. It seemed surprised.
The spider plunged down with its fangs, striking a leg but not sinking in very far.
The ball crackled with energy, and four beams shot out of it, which the soldiers
around the creature didn’t bother to dodge. They were all struck, taking minor damage,
but one’s entire arm was nearly blasted off, and now hung limply to the side. The sword
clattered to the ground.
Susan, still moving, decided to try and take that one out first, and instantly cast
Phase on herself, which she could take as a free action while moving.
Sparkle finished casting, and the ground around the clown disappeared in a
flash. And while 60kg of rock sounds like a lot, rock is pretty heavy, so it hardly
staggered the thing. “Shoot, that spell was never made for this kind of thing!”
“An excellent thought, however!” said Albus, blasting more rock from under the
feet of the clown. “See if we can’t keep it off balance!”
The dragon, seeing an opportunity, lunged toward the clown, using its STRength
to propel it forward and drive the clown down. The clown tried to bring its sword up to
deflect it, but it was too slow and the dragon plowed into it. With the uneven ground now
under the thing’s feet, it went down with the dragon atop it.
Several more soldiers moved into position, and the spider looked around,
deciding what to do next. It attacked with two of its front legs, knocking two solders
back, but only denting their armor.
Sadly, the number of soldiers in the hallway now worked against them, and most
of them just tried weaving back and forth looking for an opening, but not finding any. The
ones in front were now pounding the clown, which seemed to heal as fast as they stuck
it, and the spider could use its long legs to keep any swords out of reach of its body.
To make a long story short, Susan slashed at the sphere again and again, aided
by Sparkle casting Successful Strike on her. She did called shots for damage, which
with Acceleration going, didn’t create too much additional delay for her.
By the time she had finally beaten the ball, making it vanish in a puff of arid
smoke, the spider’s legs had been encased in rock thanks to the Transfiguration efforts
of the three wanded teachers on the scene. Susan ran at it, but it noticed and spat out a
crackling energy web that slowed her down. This proved not to be magic resistant, and
by hacking at it and pounding it with spells the four managed to bring it down, so Susan

could run underneath the body of the spider and stab up repeatedly until it was dead.
The clown had by that time thrown the dragon off and stood up again, frowning
but still “playing” creepy music.
It doesn’t even look damaged!
She backed off as it bonked soldier after soldier, who had now started to dodge
as several of them had been “killed,” which made them explode. Oddly this didn’t seem
to hurt the clown at all, and Susan wondered how she was ever going to take such a
thing down.
“Can’t you cancel out what keeps it safe from magic?” shouted Albus over the
sounds of battle.
“No, I can’t- it’s immune to magic, remember?”
“Then we need a plan! It’s too strong, we can’t box it in with stone, it’ll just break
through.”
“I can kill magic in the area which should stop the spell and its Regeneration but
my Legion goes too. You’ll have to deal with it by crushing it or something. Accelerate
rocks from outside the anti-magic field, understand?”
“That should work, do it!”
Susan fell back and put a hand inside her robe to hide what she was doing and
got out her Somatic Sword object. In this case, the weapon she wanted to use against
Voldemort. As she did, the three teachers lifted all the rocks and debris around the
creature, floating it above, ready to drop. When she was part way down the hall she
activated the enchantment on it with a word- “Nullification” and pictured it centered
around the clown. The flame warriors around it vanished and the rocks dropped. It threw
up a hand but got buried, but was still fighting.
Severus conjured daggers in the air and whipped them at the creature as it tried
to break out of the rubble, and several scored. It screamed, no longer “playing” music
from its mouth. The wounds didn’t seem to be closing up either, so Susan believed they
had a chance. The other two teachers conjured other weapons and sent them flying
towards the thing, which finally made it vanish. They all looked around, making sure
nothing else was in the area, and Susan let go of Dead Magic and reabsorbed her
weapon.
Didn’t want to use that until I was standing in front of Voldi. After all, you don’t use
your trump card until the game looks like it’s over.
“Let’s not waste time, there may be more of those things in the school.”
“I very much hope not,” said Susan, wearily dragging the sword to a ready
position again.
In the hour that followed the castle was swept from top to bottom to make sure
no more fear creatures were inside. Luckily only a few of the smaller, weaker creatures
were around, and were swiftly dispatched. Susan, the Headmaster, and Harry were now
in the hospital wing, where the lucky ones were recovering.
“It’s a good thing we had that tremendous stock of potions,” Madam Pomfrey was
saying. “Things would have been a lot worse without them.”
“Susan, there you are!” called a voice from the door. She turned to look and there
was Luna, smiling happily at her. They ran to each other and embraced.
“I was so worried about you,” said Susan, near to tears.

“Why? I wasn’t worried about you,” said Luna with a laugh.
“What?” Susan held her at arm’s length, and Luna beeped her nose. “I knew you
would be okay, so why worry? Maybe next time you can put that same faith in me,
okay?”
“Yeah, okay. Deal.”
Susan saw Hermione past Luna’s shoulder. “Okay, Hermione?” she called.
“I’m okay, but Ron is dead-”
“Dead?!”
“Dead tired after all that.”
“Don’t even joke like that, a lot of people didn’t make it.”
Her hands flew over her mouth. “What? Really?”
“You have to understand,” said Albus, coming up behind Susan, “You and your
group are far better equipped than the normal student here. They do not have your
ability with spellcasting, and so were not as able to defend themselves after this attack.”
“I’m sorry, I didn’t know. They just seemed to go down so easily, I didn’t think…”
“You were fortunate then.”
She looked over at Susan, who still had her sword, tucked into a makeshift belt at
her waist. “You ran into something else?”
Susan nodded. “I’ll tell you later.”
“Yes, for now we must focus on the defense of the castle. I’ve called in the rest of
the Order, who are patrolling the halls. They are also checking to see if anything is
missing, though a full inventory of the library and offices could take weeks.”
“I honestly didn’t think he would attack, there’s no point,” said Susan.
“But he has, and now we must discover why. He would not stage such a large
scale attack without some cause.”
“You don’t think-”
At that moment there was a puff of smoke and a piece of paper appeared at
Susan’s feet.
“Get down!” she shouted to Luna, throwing herself across Luna’s body and
driving them both to the ground. She squeezed her eyes shut and cradled Luna’s head
expecting an explosion or something.
“Is that your sword, or are you just happy to see me?” said Luna after a few
seconds. Susan opened her eyes, everyone was looking at her fairly amused.
“It could have been a ward of some kind, you know,” she said, untangling herself
from Luna.
“If so, then why not when you were asleep?” said Albus, looking the paper over
without touching it. “No, I think this is just a message.”
Susan did a Magic Sense but felt nothing, not that she might with only a 13. She
reached over and picked it up. It was folded just once, and she unfolded it.
Endgame.
I win.
“That’s it? I win? What the heck?”

She looked around at everyone, who looked back at her, confused.
“What?”
She looked back at the paper. Three words. Endgame. I win.
“What?!”
She shoved the paper at Albus.
“What?!!!!”
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Why He Won
Time: Twenty minutes later
Place: Albus’ office
“Clearly, something has happened,” said Albus, seated behind his desk. “But
what that something is eludes me for the moment.”
A few of the Order, including Mad Eye and the Longbottoms were there, as well
as the Core and several teachers.
“It makes no sense,” repeated Susan. “Why just send a bunch of creatures into
the castle to cause a panic? Does he have that many of them to waste? Does he just
not care?”
Flitwick walked into the castle, and set the picture frame down where it belonged.
“I’ve checked all the secret passages for the time of the attack with Time Window, and
nothing. Not even a mouse used those passageways during the attack.”
“Unless he was both Invisible and Phased so he didn’t have to bother opening
them,” said Susan.
“Well, yes, apart from that.”
“Thank you, Flitwick. You may attend to your house.”
“Another body was discovered,” he said. “The count is now twenty, I believe.”
Pain showed in Albus’ eyes, and he nodded.
“It could have been much worse,” said Flitwick, and turned, walking away.
Everyone paused a moment, thinking about the damage, both to the castle and
to the people in it caused by the attack.
“He is right. It could have been much worse. I don’t want you to blame yourself,
Susan.”
“I should have killed him when I had the chance, and let my mother fend for
herself.”
“But you did not, and because of that, Ron was able to combine martial arts and
magic. This no doubt saved many more lives than if he hadn’t.”
“But the attack would never have happened-”
“One cannot say what would or would not have happened. Perhaps another
would have come forward and done this. We can’t say. You cannot safeguard the world,
Susan.”
“Perhaps it’s time for magic to just go away.”
“And you could no doubt do such a thing, but I would caution you against such
rash actions, especially until we are in position of all the facts.”
“What were those creatures we fought, Albus?” exploded Minerva, as though she
could no longer contain the question.
Albus looked troubled. “If we are to call a Bogey an evolved or changed Bogart,
then I would call those creatures an evolved Bogey. Those Susan saved when she
arrived described them as being the most terrifying thing they had ever seen, and the
one that was screaming had to be sedated. We think she may have suffered some kind
of mental breakdown, just at the sight of them.”
“If she has, I can cure her.”

“You will have to in any case, we cannot regrow her eyes, they are quite unlike
bone. I believe you can?”
Everyone in the room shuddered, imagining what could have driven the poor
second year to do that to herself. Susan nodded.
“Do so in the morning. I believe if you hit her with the knife now, she will wake up
again?”
“Yes.”
“Better to let her rest for the moment, I think. Even magically making her mind
whole again, her brain should have some time to process the incident.”
“You’re the boss.”
“What if those things attacked the bank, or the ministry?” asked Severus. “Would
anyone there be able to stop them?”
“Tom has never been about wanton destruction. I can hardly believe even now he
would do such a thing. But you’re right, we should check in to make sure those locations
do not need reinforcing.”
“I’ll do it.” He walked off towards the fireplace.
“I would need to drain some people of energy if I’m going to be doing more
fighting tonight,” said Susan.
“Hopefully that will not be necessary.”
“And you say Voldemort thinks he’s won?” asked Moody.
“That’s what the message said,” spat Susan. “His little gloating missive.”
“You’re still alive, so I doubt that’s the case. Remember that.”
“Don’t worry.”
“What are we going to do, Albus?”
“Cancel the rest of school, for a start. No exams this year, obviously. We’ll hold a
service for those that died in two days, to allow their families to get here. Tomorrow will
be spent assessing the damage and getting everyone back on their feet. Then we start
repairing the damage that was caused. Have you had any success, Susan, in your
efforts?”
“Just today, right before the attack.”
“Coincidence?”
“I don’t know, but the item is safe, his so called winning wasn’t about getting that
away from me in the confusion. He would know it was in my pocket dimension anyway.”
The others looked puzzled, but didn’t press the issue.
“Then the task falls to you. I will be needed here, so you must carry on my work. I
dare say you’ll do a far better job than I did in any case.”
I could hardly do worse, now could I?
But she simply nodded.
“Good. Now, it’s late, you should all get to bed,” he said to the kids. “There’s
nothing more you can do tonight-”
There was a knock on the door and Flitwick stuck his head back in. “Sorry, Albus.
It’s twenty one now, Susan Bones apparently- well, there’s no body but… She died
defending a group on the fourth floor, she and the creature she was fighting took each
other out, somehow. They just came out of hiding and told us. They all called her a
hero.”
“NO!” shouted Susan. “No, no, no! I only just met her! She seemed so nice. She

can’t be dead!” Tears, coming for some time, could no longer be held back, and Susan
choked up.
“I’m sorry,” he said simply, and closed the door again.
“This will be a trying time for all of us-” said Albus.
“Don’t give me that crap,” hissed Susan. “You wanted me to want him dead, fine,
I want him dead. But let’s put the blame squarely where it belongs- me. I could have
taken him out before he resurrected. I didn’t. This is my fault.” She stalked out of the
room, slamming the door and making her way back to the dorms. The hallways were
strangely quiet and empty, and it seemed only one torch in five was lit, making them
seem much darker than normal. Susan threw herself down on the bed and let the tears
come, imagining the last moments of Susan Bones, desperately trying to defeat
something she was probably utterly terrified of, and having to sacrifice her life to do it.
Susan felt arms around her, and looked up through blurred eyes. It was Luna.
“Oh, Luna!” she wailed. “What am I going to do?”
“Shhh,” said Luna, stroking her hair. “It’ll be okay. Everything will be okay.”
Susan cried herself to sleep, rocked in the arms of the girl she loved.
The next morning, Susan awoke to find Luna staring at her.
“Good morning,” said Luna, a slight twinkle in her eye.
“Morning,” said Susan, looking away ashamedly. The events of the previous night
were still fresh in her mind. Luna grabbed her face and brought it back to face hers.
“I know, you’re embarrassed because of last night, yadda yadda. You should
have been strong and sworn revenge and all that boy stuff they seem to like. Well
wrong. You did what any normal person would do, and I love you all the more for it. You
don’t need to be all tough and ‘I can take anything’ all the time, you know? Someone
you knew died, it’s only natural to be sad.”
“They died because of me.”
“And I’ll have none of that, either. The minute I believe you didn’t do the best you
could in any situation is the day I turn my back on you. Again, you’re human. You did
what you thought was right at the time, and that’s the end of it. If you start second
guessing everything you’ll never be able to do anything!”
“I…”
Luna looked at her piercingly.
“Okay, okay. But I still want to know what that gloating was about.”
“I might be able to help there,” said a voice, and Susan looked over Luna.
Hermione was sitting on a chair nearby, with a slight smile on her face. Her legs were
drawn up and she was hugging her knees.
“Hermione! How long have you been there?”
“Oh, not long.”
“I didn’t hear you come in!”
“Maybe I entered quietly.”
Susan pushed herself up off the bed. “I must look a mess.”
“Don’t worry, no one is going to be looking their best today. You want to go get
cleaned up, or…”
“No, tell me the bad news. Were more people found dead?”
Hermione gave a slight nod. “Twenty four people is the official count. There’s

going to be a monument put up with the names, the way I hear it.”
Susan shook her head. “Twenty four.”
“It would have been a lot worse if you hadn’t held that class. Apparently there
were hundreds that attacked, but as everyone knew their weaknesses, thanks to you, it
went a lot better than it could have. Plus a lot of those potions were used so that helped
a bunch.”
“Are you stalling?”
Hermione was silent a moment, looking at nothing.
“Her-”
“You’re not going to like it.”
“What?”
“You’re really, really, really not going to like it. Maybe you should have breakfast
first?”
“Hermione!”
“Okay, okay. Here. It was delivered early because of the main story.” She took
her feet off a newspaper and reluctantly handed it over.
TOM RIDDLE’S TRIUMPHANT RETURN TO THE MINISTRY
Late last night, Tom Riddle or “Lord Voldemort” as he came to be known by the
“Death Eater” organization, was welcomed with open arms back to the Ministry family
he worked tirelessly for these last twenty years.
In a stunning twist, the man we made out to be the most evil person on the planet
was revealed to be a secret agent for the ministry, who was tasked with bringing down
the “Death Eater” secret society that had apparently been operating for hundreds of
years.
“It’s been a tough journey,” Tom was quoted as saying, “And I know a lot of you
will have questions about my activities while under cover. Not to worry, they will be
answered.”
The Daily Prophet can confirm that last night, dozens of men and women were
captured in raids all around the country, and were taken to Azkaban on suspicion of
being affiliated with the “Death Eater” cult.
“It’s been operating for hundreds of years, and is responsible for all kinds of
disasters even we thought were natural,” said Tom. “That’s why I had to go so deep
undercover, you see? They wouldn’t have trusted me otherwise, and I never would have
been able to get all the names and evidence I plan to submit to the courts.”
Tom declined to answer further questions at the time of this interview, stating he
would be giving a full question and answer briefing at 2:00 this afternoon, Eastern Time.
The ministry confirms this time, so tune your Wireless in at 2:00 for what will no doubt
be the interview of the century.
“WHAT?”

Half an hour later, having showered and hastily eaten something, Susan tried to
get into the Headmaster’s office. She found a crowd of people there, from reporters to
angry parents yelling about the safety of the school.
“He might be a bit busy,” said Susan. “Maybe we should come back later?”
“Yeah,” said Hermione. “He seems to have a full schedule at the moment.”
“Let’s find Harry and Ron, maybe talk about this.”
Luna and Hermione nodded, and went in search of their friends.
They found them in Myrtle’s bathroom, where Harry and Ron were crouched over
the newspaper article themselves.
They all greeted each other.
“This saves us finding a quiet place, I guess,” said Susan. “Sorry I haven’t seen
much of you this year, Myrtle.”
“It’s okay. I know you’re with Luna now.”
“Myrtle was great last night,” said Harry. “That’s why we came here this morning,
to show her the article. I ran into her and she helped me fight off a whole bunch of those
creatures last night.”
“Really?” asked Susan.
“Yeah. Her Telekinesis is pretty strong now. She held them in place or defended
me while I zapped them.”
Myrtle looked embarrassed.
“Nicely done, Myrtle. Looks like all that practice paid off.”
“It was no big deal,” she answered. “Harry told me you got a message from…
well, Tom, I guess, last night?”
“Yeah. I win. Now we know what he was talking about. This whole attack was to
distract me in case someone at the ministry got word to me somehow.”
“But what’s his game?” asked Ron. “He can’t expect people to believe he’s some
kind of good guy after all this time?”
“They’ll believe it if he’s presented in that light. And as he probably has everyone
at the ministry under Imperius by now, they’ll be happy to sing his praises.”
“But the Death Eaters, weren’t they his idea?”
“Well of course they were. It’s a masterstroke to throw them to the dogs like he’s
done, apparently. Odd though, I wouldn’t have thought even he would be so callus as to
throw away his own followers.”
“Maybe he feels he doesn’t need them anymore,” said Hermione. “You said the
Headmaster said he was always a loner.”
“I guess. He must be feeling really bold right now to come into the open like this.”
“I can see it now,” said Harry. “He marches into the ministry, right? Of course
there’s shock and awe, no one believed he would just stroll inside. They try to capture
him but with Barrier Against Spells going, everything they try bounces right off. He uses
Imperius Curse on someone, and orders them to capture another, and to tell that person
to place themselves under his command. So the number of people under his command
doubles every few minutes, and he just has to stand there telling people to Imperio
more and report back to him. Soon the whole ministry is captured.”
“Dad!” said Ron, face pale.
“We can break him out of it if need be,” reassured Susan. “Don’t worry.”

“Oh yeah. You really think that’s how it happened?”
“Why not? It’s what I’d do.”
“And I thought Susan was dangerous,” said Myrtle. “You sound like you thought
about it.”
“Only in the context of Susan casually giving me an item to take over the magical
world. She put a lot of trust in me.”
“Wait a second,” said Ron. “Last night Headmaster Dumbledore said, after you
left, that the creatures you defeated had Barrier Against Spells on, right?”
“That’s right, spells wouldn’t touch them. Why?”
“Why couldn’t you snap them out of it like you snap people out of the Imperious
Curse? Why did you have to maintain something and let that last one be crushed by
rocks?”
“Oh, that’s easy. Voldi was maintaining that spell somehow. Either directly or
through Spell Symbol or something. If I took it away it would just come back. Your magic
doesn’t have that method, and one person can Imperio all they want in a day and it’ll
stay around forever. But they don’t maintain it, you see? If it gets broken off them it
doesn’t come back until someone casts it on them again.”
“Oh, I get it. Thanks.”
“Sure. I don’t think we’re having the service for those that died yesterday. The
Headmaster is swamped, and teachers were running all over trying to keep order in the
halls. This place is a mess.”
“I wonder if there’s anything we can do?” asked Hermione.
“Yeah, keep our heads down and stay out of the way,” said Ron. “They don’t
need us adding to their problems.”
The others sadly nodded.
After lunch, every person with access to the Wizard’s Wireless brought out their
crystals and sat impatiently waiting for 2:00.
“Wait, explain this to me again?” asked Susan, as Ron had one.
“It’s a crystal. It’s been magically charmed to pick up a broadcast from a central
location. Every crystal vibrates in time with every other, so a million people can hear the
same broadcast. We’ve had one sitting at home for years, you’ve seen it!”
“I saw a box that music came out of. I thought it was a technological device
rigged up by your dad. I didn’t think you were casually transmitting information faster
than light.”
“What’s the big deal?”
Hermione, Harry, and Susan looked at him like he had lost his mind.
“You really don’t realize how this one crystal, if given to the non-magical world,
would revolutionize everything. No more cable connection, no more wire for internet
access, telephone, cell phones no longer need batteries.”
“No, I guess I didn’t.”
“Obviously. Now he tells me. Do you know what I could do with some crystals
that redirect and split any power that hits them?”
“Power that hits them? What?”
“Arg! Look, sound is energy, right? You talk, the energy moves through the air
and hit your ears. Now, some person in a studio is sitting presumably talking into one of

these things, right?”
“Yeah?”
“So the energy that hits the crystal is then transmitted to every other crystal on
the planet. Basically, duplicating that energy with absolutely no regard for the laws of
thermodynamics at all.”
“The laws of what?”
“Never mind. The point is, what if I tuned it differently? Could I put one into a
room that collects light and sound instead of just sound? That would be a nice bugging
system, wouldn’t it? How far can I push the energy transfer capabilities of a single
crystal? Could I make a shield that has one crystal in the back, and ten in the front?
Then cast Elemental Bolt (Fire) into the one on the back and have all ten on the front
spew fire? After all, that fire is just energy, right? Just a little more energetic than sound
waves. Could the process be reversed, and every crystal in a set transmits and
receives? Instant set of walky-talkies. You people use owls for goodness sakes, when
you have fax machines right here! Magic fax machines! Just make a spell to turn a
coded set of signals into a pattern on paper, and another spell to encode a piece of
paper, and you can instantly send that piece of paper around the world. And that’s just
what I’ve come up with in the five minutes I’ve known about the stupid thing.”
“I guess it’s an underutilized thing, huh?”
“Yeah, you might say that. Wizard’s Wireless indeed. You guys are just so
infuriating sometimes.”
“Sorry.”
“Forget it. I’m just on edge because of this whole interview. Aarg!”
So about a million years later, the clocks finally got around to swinging towards
2:00 and everyone lit up their (stupid) Wizard’s Wireless and tuned in.
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Interview Transcript
Time: 2:00 on the dot
Place: Ron’s spell of Scribe capturing how the show went down
Announcer: And thanks for joining us. I’ve got Tom Riddle, The minister of magic,
Cornelius Fudge, and for some strange reason, the warden of Azkaban, Jerome
Andsmith, here in the studio. Thanks for coming.
Voices: Glad to be here.
Announcer: Now, Mr. RiddleTom: Please, call me Tom.
Announcer: Tom then. You caused quite a stir last night when you arrived at the
ministry, didn’t you?
Tom: *laughs* I certainly did, Bob. But the time was right, and I wanted to finally
clear my name after all the years of misery I’ve put up with to try and bring down, once
and for all, the infamous “Death Eater” cult.
Announcer: Yes, tell us about that, please. I was under the impression you
yourself started the group.
Cornelius: Nonsense. That group, or cult as it should really be called, was started
sometime in the late 1200’s, as a secret society dedicated to terrorizing those they
claimed had less magical blood.
Tom: Exactly right. Attempts to break into the group had met with limited success,
mainly because the agents that tried were never allowed far enough into the ranks to
learn all their secrets. So years ago, after I graduated from Hogwarts, the minister at the
time asked me, no I take that back. He charged me with destroying the group once and
for all.
Announcer: Which you claim to have done.
Tom: Ask Jerome here how many Death Eaters now grace the cells at Azkaban.
Announcer: Jerome?
Andsmith: A lot of them.
Announcer: *laughs* A man of absolutes, to be sure. But what about all the
stories of the horrible things you did?
Tom: Just that- stories. I had to build up my reputation and make the other cult
members believe I was one of them. That meant going the whole hog, so to speak. I
had to convince them I was as crazy for blood purity, which is nonsense by the way, as
they were. The ministry was, of course, instrumental in printing stories about my vile
deeds, which the other cultists lapped up like cream.
Cornelius: We told some stories, too, didn’t we Tom? I can’t believe they actually
bought that crap we had printed.
Tom: *laughs* I know! It just goes to show how far removed from reality the cult
members were. Of course a lot of people I supposedly “killed” had to go into hiding and
have their identities changed to maintain the illusion. Can’t have people coming back
from the dead, now can we?
Voices: *laughs*
Tom: Don’t worry though, we compensated them for their trouble. One time the

minister joked with me “why can’t you just kill them, it’ll be cheaper?”
Voices: *laughing*
Tom: Seriously though, they agreed to go underground with new identities, and
we used that to stage “killings” where I could dramatically show how loyal I was to the
cause by killing them. All staged- they would drink a potion to put them into a sort of
sleep where they would appear dead. At the time the potion was about to kick in I would
dramatically “kill” them with Ababa Kedarva. A spell that sounds like the killing curse, but
actually just produces a green light.
Cornelius: You don’t know how many months the ministry spent developing that
sound alike spell to fool them. It was a nightmare.
Announcer: I can imagine. But if all of that was faked, why did you disappear for
so long? Right after trying to kill Harry Potter, in fact.
Tom: Ah, Harry Potter. Good old Harry. I knew this would come up, it’s going to
be… a little hard to talk about.
Cornelius: No, Tom. Don’t push yourself. The ministry signed off on the plan, I’ll
tell them about Harry.
Announcer: Please, go on.
Cornelius: The truth is, Harry Potter... doesn’t exist.
(Everyone in the place magnetically swung towards Harry, sitting there,
wondering if he had deluded himself into believing he existed)
Cornelius: Don’t get me wrong, there’s a boy, probably listening to this broadcast
at this very moment, who believes his name is Harry Potter. And for all intents and
purposes, it is! But the Harry Potter we created, the infant that supposedly ‘destroyed’
the ‘dark lord’ somehow… never existed. It was all a hoax.
Announcer: What are you saying?
Tom: *sighs* You have to understand how the cult works. There was an initiation
period I had to go through, where I would be forced to endure physical and mental trials
for many years. I had to disappear. But if I had just *snapped fingers* up and vanished,
the cult’s reputation would be called into question. The ministry had done a tremendous
job turning me into a monster, and that’s what I had to stay. So I had to disappear in a
way that people could delude themselves into believing.
Announcer: Why this initiation in the first place?
Tom: They had me chosen as their new leader, and wanted to make sure I was
really 100% committed to their way of life. If I broke during the trials, my heart was not
pure enough, and they would have left me for dead. It was a risk, but if I wanted to truly
take the cult down, I had to accept.
Cornelius: So we leaked information to the cult about a so called ‘prophesy’
about a ‘chosen one’ who would one day save the world from the big, bad, Voldemort.
We chose an orphan, basically at random, and destroyed every trace of his old identity,
in case anyone ever looked into it. We then constructed a life for this boy, this “Potter”
person, faking birth records of his entire family and such. We even set up a bank vault in
his name, not that there was any gold in it!
Voices: *laughs*
Tom: As I recall you even put a message from “death eaters” in there about them
stealing it, isn’t that right?
Cornelius: We did, just to make it more authentic.

Tom: Then I came along and tried to kill him.
Cornelius: And we all know how that supposedly went. *Laughs*
Tom: Exactly. I mean, I didn’t think the public would buy it, but they did, and in
spades! I mean, a baby with no magical power, somehow escaping the killing curse?
Preposterous.
Announcer: But the cultists must have known the truth!
Tom: They did, but they needed the excuse just as much as the ministry did. The
cultist agents in the ministry at the time (and there were some, believe me) were made
to believe I had left a massage that with the ‘boy of prophesy’ gone I was now going to
study even darker magics and return more terrible than before. According to them, they
covered it up and said he had just survived somehow. Basically telling both sides what
they wanted to hear, allowing us to direct their behavior.
Announcer: So the magical world got a few years of the cult being less active
because they were focused on you, while they thought it was you being gone that made
that happen?
Tom: Exactly right. I went through the trials and then spent years making sure I
knew every last member of the cult personally. How they made their money, where they
kept it, the whole works. Finally it was time to bring in the ministry again.
Cornelius: We got word about where they would be, and there they were. We
captured the majority of them and smashed their places of power forever. No more will
families have to worry about their loved ones being threatened by people in masks,
screaming about blood purity. Thank goodness, those days are finally behind us.
Announcer: So there’s really nothing to some people’s claims that wizards born
of two wizard parents are better than, say, a wizard born of non-wizard parents?
Tom: Total fabrication. I mean, you can either do magic or you can’t, right?
There’s no middle ground. You want to be a great wizard, kids? Study hard in school.
That’s all there is to it!
Voices: *laughs*
Announcer: Speaking of the school, did you hear about the attack last night?
Tom: Tragic, simply a tragedy. My heart goes out to all the families who lost
children to those creatures that swarmed the school. Such a waste.
Cornelius: We learned, just this morning, in fact, that healers at St Mungos had
been studying one of the creatures for some time now. I have to wonder, did that
somehow provoke the attack? A sort of retribution for locking one of their species up?
We’re going to look into the matter very closely.
Announcer: I would think so. Now let’s turn to Dumbledore. He’s been a very
outspoken figure, both against ministry policy and the Voldemort persona you created.
Was that just part of the act?
Tom: Actually, he was the measure of our success!
Cornelius: Exactly. The more riled up he got, the better we knew our schemes
were working. After all, if you can fool your friends you can fool anybody. His
performances had to be genuine, so he wasn’t told about the plan at all.
Announcer: Boy, his face must be red right about now.
Cornelius: Yeah, we’ll send him a formal apology soon. He’s a smart guy, I’m
sure he sees the necessity of our plan now, in order to take the cult down.
Announcer: So it was all just a ruse.

Tom: And finally one that can enjoy its success.
Announcer: So what’s next? Are you afraid of some kind of retribution from any
cult members that didn’t get captured? You put away an entire cult- what do you do for
an encore?
Tom: The heart of the cult is gone, never to return. With more education about
what makes a wizard, hopefully we’ll never see a cult like that again. As for retribution, I
don’t think the cult members are getting out of prison for a long, long time. As far as
what’s next: we still have plenty of work to do in the ministry, don’t we, Cornelius?
Cornelius: That’s right, Tom. With the cult danger past, we can finally enact some
laws that have been a long time coming.
Announcer: Such as?
Cornelius: Well, for one, if you look at population growth in the wizard community,
it’s actually negative and has been for some time. We’d like to change that.
Announcer: How so?
Cornelius: To start, tax breaks for those that have a lot of kids. And tax penalties
for those with few or none. In fact, if you have enough kids you may even receive tax
credits.
Announcer: You’re planning to… financially incentivize having children?
Tom: It works out great for me. I’ve been off the market so long, I want to start
catching up. And as a sort of hero, I don’t think the ladies will be hard to convince, if you
catch my drift. You people out there can’t see it, but I’m totally winking.
Cornelius: How many did you say you wanted?
Tom: At least twelve. I love kids.
Susan: *gasping* Twelve kids? They could all be Natural Magicians for all I know.
Do you know how powerful that would make him?
Voices: SSHHHHH
Announcer: I guess you better, if you’re planning on having that many.
Voices: *laughs*
Cornelius: Also, for too long we’ve ignored due process in the magical world.
Take Sirius Black- he’s just one example of how the system failed. We want to change
that. We want to give each person currently in Azkaban a real, fair, trial. And that’s not
all.
Tom: We’re going to institute a more graduated response to crime, rather than
just putting everyone in one place and forgetting about them.
Cornelius: After all, they could be productive members of society with a little
nudging.
Announcer: Define nudging.
Cornelius: Well, for a first offense, and obviously something like murder would be
viewed more harshly, we would like to try rehabilitation first. If the person doesn’t
respond to that, we would then go with the Imperious Curse to try and modify behavior.
Announcer: Isn’t that an unforgivable curse?
Cornelius: Yes, and we aren’t changing those laws. A carefully screened and
monitored group of individuals will be allowed to give certain, specific commands to
people deemed unredeemable. Then they will be monitored to see if that’s enough or
not.
Announcer: How could that not be enough?

Tom: The curse can be thrown off, in time. And some people can fight it off right
away, though people like that are pretty rare.
Announcer: And if they do throw it off?
Cornelius: Then we would very reluctantly make them unable to do magic
anymore.
Voices: *gasps*
Announcer: What did you say?
Tom: It’s a spell I learned as part of my activities with the cult. It’s not even that
hard, really. It was a tool used to keep members in line, and I’ve offered it to the ministry
as a similar deterrent.
Cornelius: Obviously that will be done only after all other options are exhausted.
But I think you’ll agree, it’s more humane than what we used to do, and that’s stick
people in a box with a bunch of soul sucking monsters.
Tom: Tell them about the Dementors, Cornelius.
Cornelius: Yes, good point. There is a girl currently in Hogwarts school, named
Susan Felton, that once threatened me with tearing Azkaban down from within and
killing every Dementor that existed. I would like to invite her now, with ministry approval,
to do just that. Well, not the tearing it down, we need the building.
Announcer: Someone can do that? A girl? A girl at school? A girl at school can kill
Dementors?
Cornelius: I know, it sounds impossible. However I’ve seen her do it with my own
eyes. She created a weapon that basically heals the world where the Dementor exists,
driving it into nonexistence again. Her magic is very special and very precious, really
one of the only people with that type of magic in the world. Unless those we call
Squibbs can tap into this magic she seems to use and she just got lucky and figured out
how. Again, one more thing we need to look into, with her cooperation. Once she
graduates I hope we at the ministry can work very closely with her. But please, I beg
you Susan, destroy the Dementor race as soon as possible, so those people in Azkaban
don’t have to suffer anymore. We’ll find another way to keep them under control, leave it
to us!
Announcer: This is all a lot to take in!
Cornelius: Not to worry- we’ll be distributing leaflets and debating new laws and
such for the next couple of months. We are serious about bringing wizard kind into a
glorious new age, and we’re hopeful you can throw your support behind us again.
Announcer: Your approval ratings across the whole ministry were a bit low.
Cornelius: And we apologize for that, we really do. Also again to Harry and Albus,
who we made our pawns in this game. You deserved better, and we hope can somehow
make it up to you.
Tom: That’s right. You’re still a hero in my eyes, Harry. It can’t have been easy for
you, living a lie. I mean, you must have felt something, right? That your life just didn’t fit
right? Now you know. If it were me, it would be a real relief to know there was a reason I
felt I didn’t belong. I know your pain- infiltrating the cult was a place I didn’t belong, so it
must have been something like that. Except you didn’t sign up for it. Maybe we can get
together some time and talk it over.
Cornelius: Obviously, if you want to find your real parents, we’ll help you any way
we can, Harry.

Announcer: I guess that’s everything for now. We’ll have recaps for those who
joined us late, and some experts in to discuss what the new laws being proposed will
mean for wizard kind. Stay tuned.

The rest of the day passed in a daze for everyone. Susan stumbled about in a
fog, halfheartedly denying people the sight of her Alleviation knife and dodging
questions about her magic. Harry seemed to be in shock, with people exclaiming how
terrible it was, what the ministry had done. He kept saying “I never had any gold?” and
mumbling “That explains everything.” The muggle born among the student populace
suggested suing them somehow. She somehow made it through the rest of the
afternoon, and found herself in bed, Luna’s arms once again around her. She stared at
the ceiling, listening to Luna breathe and wondered if the last several years of her life
had been a lie.
After that, everything went great. Tom got down on his hands and knees and
begged Albus and Harry for forgiveness, and promised to do whatever he could to make
it up to them. They went to the sites of his “killings” and Susan watched his “victims”
take potion, and then walk away to begin new lives after they were “killed.” The soul
containers were shown to be just a bit of illusion magic, and the ministry, true to its
word, weeded out corruption and began the road to recovery. Three hundred years later
there were three schools in the country to handle all the magical students, and tentative
feelers were put out to integrate, at long last, magic and science. It was felt that, finally,
humanity was mature enough to handle the knowledge and responsibility the bringing
together of magic and technology, and signs were good that the consensus would be
positive. Susan and Luna watched all this with their 87 descendants, (shape-shift magic
was really incredible, to allow them to alternate having kids with each other by one of
them turning male, and they had a lot of kids… for the tax breaks) and life was truly
heaven on earth.

Then the next day, back in the “real” world, Susan woke up.

“Luna?”
“Hum?”
“Yesterday there was that interview thing, right?”
“Um hum.”
“I guess the world is still spinning.”
“Yump.” She snuggled closer.
“And I was invited to destroy all Dementors.”
“Humm?”
“Come on sleepyhead, there’s work to do.”
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Realizing a Dream
Time: Later that morning
Place: Headmaster’s office
“So what was that all about?” Susan asked Albus, who did not have an angry
crowd of people in front of his office that morning. The daily paper had more stories
about the “heroic” exploits of Tom Riddle, who was apparently basking in his newfound
fame and working closely with the ministry “again.” Also under the new laws, it was said,
families like the Weasleys would not only not pay taxes but get money from the
government for having so many children. So they were of mixed feelings about the
whole thing, to be sure. The papers also talked about the new prison regulations the
ministry wanted to enact, and other minor laws that would soon be changed or
abolished.
“That was Tom being more clever than even I believed possible,” Albus finally
answered.
“So it’s a lie then?”
“How can you even believe for a second anything he said was true? You’ve felt
the results of his killing people directly, in the form of the Horcrux. He can’t explain that
away!”
“It just seems so plausible. It’s no wonder everyone seems gaga over him.”
“Well, if he’s got even you questioning his actions, I have no hope that anyone
else will question the story in the least.”
“Are the death eaters really in Azkban?”
Albus nodded. “I went there yesterday myself, to verify it. They are. Tensions are
high there, as they expect you any moment to come in and start killing Dementors.”
“About that, do you think I should?”
“I don’t think it’s a trap, but it could very well be.”
“Still, it seems to be the only shot I’ll get at destroying them. That’s what bugs me
about this whole thing. That Tom actually seems nice, and personable. I mean he was
cracking jokes yesterday! Jokes! And apologizing, and sympathizing and-”
“Yes, yes, it does give one a bit of cognitive dissonance, doesn’t it?”
“I- yes. Never thought I would hear you say- anyway, they posted a picture of the
entrance to the place, along with a plea directly to me to go there soon. Just what I
needed, really, almost as if he knew exactly how my magic worked.”
“He is more dangerous now than ever, given he no longer must hide in the
shadows. He has ministry “support” plus his own exceptional magic and yours. No
doubt he feels confident he’s learned all the spells he needs to, for the moment, from
your school of magic.”
“No doubt. But what if he’s not what you think?”
Ablus slammed a hand down on the desk, making Fawkes puff up his feathers.
“Tom is evil! Do not let this act of his sway your judgement. Remember the attack?
Didn’t you say to me you wanted him dead?”
“I’ve calmed down a bit since then. The truth is, I don’t have proof it was his
doing, don’t you see? I know he was studying the creatures, but that’s not proof of

anything. Maybe they did track me down and attack me because I was the one who’s
holding the Bogey at the hospital.”
“Your obsessive need to find proof for everything-”
“Don’t you dare finish that sentence, Headmaster. Proof is everything, don’t you
see that? You can’t just decide ‘oh, well he’s guilty because I would like him to be’ and
leave it at that. That’s the ministry’s way, not mine.”
“But the Soul Shards…”
“May have been consensual. Maybe he made them at a nursing home, or in
exchange for a lot of gold given to the family members of those he killed. Or maybe they
were Death Eaters he killed to make disappear because they were close to exposing
him. Did you see the situations he was in when he made them? Can you point to the
innocent life that was lost in their creation? No? Then you can’t point to them as the
reason for me hating the guy.”
Albus stared at her for a long moment.
“Fine,” he said at last. “I can see you’re still not thinking clearly, probably because
of the shock. I don’t blame you. Winky, if you could come here, please?”
There was a pop, and the elf named Winky appeared in the room.
“The Headmaster called Winky?” she asked.
“The elves!” said Susan. “Are all of you okay? I didn’t even think about you guys
when the attack started. I’m sorry.”
“Susan prepared Winky and the elves properly beforehand, miss,” said Winky.
“The elves were able to defend themselves against the fear creatures when they came.
No elf lives were lost. Winky herself killed three, as Winky is the only one to so far
master Cohesion. Other elves are now taking their lessons more seriously after seeing
it.” Winky almost seemed smug.
“That’s a relief. Wait, three by yourself? That’s amazing, Winky. You’ve really
come a long way.”
“Miss is kind to say so. But Winky has miss to thank, never would she have tried
to expand her abilities without your direction.”
“I’m just glad it worked out.” She looked back at Albus. “But why call Winky
here?”
“Have you forgotten your list of ESPer abilities, noted by your father? Bring out
the locket and we shall see what Winky can tell us about it.”
Susan shrugged and took it from her Pocket Dimension, handing it over to the
elf.
“This is a bad thing,” said Winky, holding it away from herself as far as possible.
“Winky only needs the lightest touch to tell that much. There is much anger in it, and
terror, and sadness.”
“What I want to know, specifically, is when did it come to house a piece of Tom’s
soul? Can you tell me that, Winky?”
“Winky will attempt to learn this.” She closed her eyes and concentrated. After a
moment she gave a yelp and tossed the locket away from herself.
“I take it you were successful,” said Albus, dryly.
“Winky saw,” she said. “Such hatred in that face. Such calmness as he killed.
Why is Winky being asked to see these things?”
“Because I want you to take us there, if you can,” said Albus, standing and

grabbing the picture frame that held the Time Window Imbuing.
Susan went and picked up the locket, then put it back in her Dimension. Winky
considered.
“Winky will try. Winky believes she got a good enough look at the place to
Teleport there.”
“Excellent. Grab hold, Susan.”
Susan shrugged, and both grabbed hold of Winky.
“Winky can not lift you both at once!” she protested.
“I’ll go first and send the Teleportal back for you,” said Susan. Albus nodded and
they both disappeared.
A moment later, all three stood on a lonely country street, far, it seemed, from
civilization.
“He came here to make a Soul Shard?” asked Susan, unbelieving. “That doesn’t
seem right.”
“This is the place,” said Winky.
“But what time?” asked Albus.
“Winky can only tell you approximately.” She did so, and Albus lifted the frame
and activated the spell, searching through time for the event he knew would prove his
case. Susan didn’t need to ask why her better Time Area wasn’t being used, they
needed to see beyond the limits of that spell, which the Time Window spell was better
suited to doing. Some time later he slowed the recording and brought it closer to where
the young Tom was sitting beneath a tree. He was happily humming to himself, and
looking the locket over.
“Now we shall see,” muttered Albus, as a man, obviously homeless, was seen
wandering up the road. He came over to Tom.
“Spare some change?” he asked.
Tom looked him up and down, a sneer on his face. “You are a muggle, are you
not?”
“A what? Mister, do you have any change or not?”
“I have something better. An end to all your worldly concerns.”
“Mister, I don’t want to join no cult. I just want to eat tonight. Can you help me out
or not?”
“Oh, but I can, my friend. I will help you out this very moment.” He pulled his
wand and casually killed the man, then started muttering something over the locket as
he waved his wand over it. He winced, but continued, and soon he was straightening
up, a wild look on his face. He began to laugh.
“I think that’s about enough,” said Albus, lowering the frame. “Do you see? You
can’t explain that one away, Susan.”
“No, I can’t. He just killed that guy in cold blood, and casually stood there over his
body as he strengthened his immortality. He even laughed about it!”
“That is your enemy. Do not be deceived by his outer veneer, it is the beast inside
you must defeat.”
“Headmaster, do you think doing that to himself changed him? Made him less
human, so that each time it was easier than the last?”
“Possibly. By that time he had no doubt made the ring and the diary, possibly

others we haven’t found yet.”
“That reminds me. Which way is north?”
Albus performed the Point Me spell while Susan got out her copy of the map and
her Soul Find spell. “Can you even tell me approximately where we are?”
Winky just shrugged, but Albus touched the map with his wand, and a bright spot
appeared.
“Nice trick! Okay, here we go.” She cast Soul Find and noted the direction it
pointed, drawing another line. It didn’t intersect with the first one she had drawn.
“Interesting. That one’s closer, huh? Okay,” she packed everything away again. “Let’s
go back before someone sees that hole in space and gets a little too curious.”
And the road was again empty.
Back at the school, Albus thanked Winky and sent her back to work.
“So, now what?” asked Susan.
“For the moment, your plans should be unchanged. Find the other Horcrux and
destroy them. Tom himself is now able to hide in plain sight, surrounded by ministry
personnel either controlled by him or just naturally thinking he’s the good guy because
of what they’ve read about him. We can’t make a move against him until we’re sure he’ll
stay dead this time. At least his new brand of government seems benign for the
moment. There isn’t any immediate need to take him down.”
“Isn’t there, though? I mean the longer he’s in power the more people will come
to believe he’s some kind of savior for them. And the more they like them, the more
they’ll believe his message is the right one. Sure, the laws are good now, but what’s his
goal? He’s just softening people up with his new laws so they’ll be easier to swallow
what he really wants to do later on.”
“Perhaps. It will still take many years to get people used to the new way the
ministry works. After all, until you’ve gotten your first gold for having all those kids like
he suggested, the idea is so much vapor.”
“That’s true. He’ll announce anything new probably the day after they get
refunds, so those that benefit from the new laws are at their happiest. Thus less likely to
protest, lest that money disappear again.”
“Right.”
“What about the prison?”
“You must use your own judgment there. Go in with every protection you can, if
you choose to go.”
“All right. Is the service happening today?”
“Yes. Seven PM.”
“I’ll be there.”
“What do you think?” she asked the Core at breakfast. “Do we go commit
genocide or what?”
“More like an extinction event,” said Hermione.
“I certainly wouldn’t mind less Dementors in the world,” said Harry. “Those things
freak me out.”
“I almost think you have to,” said Hermione. “The way he put it, the ministry could

very easily paint you as selfish or evil if you don’t go and destroy them right away. I
mean, you have the power, why do you not act, is what the public would say.”
“I agree with Hermione,” said Ron. “Now that Tom is the good guy, you don’t want
to become the bad guy. Girl. You know what I mean.”
“They’re right,” agreed Harry. “Remember Umbridge? If you start stuff with the
ministry now you’ll have a tough time getting your way with a little shouting and floating
people around.”
“You’re never going to let me live that down, are you?”
“Probably not. The point is, especially with the new laws in place, they could
bring you in and perform the Imperious Curse on you, and make you do whatever they
wanted. If that gets passed, anyway, and given how the ministry probably answers to
him alone now, it will be, and quickly. Plus, Tom knows about your magic, he would be
sure you were not running any spells, or had any jewelry on you.”
Maybe I should have made that tattoo after all.
“So I should appear to cooperate fully, while awaiting my chance to strike, is that
what you’re saying?”
The others all nodded to each other. “Pretty much,” the answered.
“Want to get started right after this? I want to get back for the memorial service.”
“What’s the plan?”
“We have two knives, I suggest Ron, you go with Harry and Hermione can go
with me. I’ll slap Magic Immunity on you, Harry, so you can be outside the influence of a
Patronus charm, which they’ll shy away from, but still kill Dementors. Same with me.
Our partners can watch our backs and keep the Patronus up in case something goes
bad.”
“But wait, I thought you couldn’t use magical items when you had Immunity
going? That’s why we can’t use it, and wands at the same time!” protested Ron.
“I’m not technically using a magic item,” explained Susan. “Remember, the hilt of
the knife is totally non-magical. I’m basically making them use the item on themselves
by sticking it in them. That activates it, healing the person it’s stuck into. Just so
happens that kills this particular creature.”
“Oh.”
“I have some wards, I’ll get them out and go get Sparkle. Then we can get over
there and let the slaughter commence.”
And so, moments later, four people and a cat stood in front of the prison door,
which was closed tight. All around them was the ocean, and she could see, high above,
some Dementors flying about. She gripped the knife.
“How exactly do we attract their attention?” asked Ron, looking around. “I doubt
they have many visitors come this way.”
Suddenly, two men jumped out of the wall to either side of the door and pointed
wands at the four.
“Impressive,” said Susan. “But could use a little more flair.”
“Susan?” asked the man on the right.
“That’s me. You going to let me in or what?”
“We’ve been told to expect you. One moment please.” He took a crystal out of his
pocket. “It’s Susan Felton, here on ministry business. You can open the doors.”

As though thin ribbons of the door were being slid back, left and right, a hole
opened in the wall of the prison, allowing the four to look through.
“Harry and me first,” said Susan. “You guys get out your Patronus forms.”
“Right.” said Hermione and Ron.
Susan stepped through, noticing the blank wall on the other side.
“Didn’t know you guys had Phase magic, walking through walls like that.”
“It’s the wall,” explained the guy on the left. “It’s enchanted to allow us, and only
us, through. And only from this side.”
“Interesting.”
Hermione and Ron stepped through, their silvery animals following them. The
door pieces slid back into place.
“I suppose you’ll want to see the warden,” said the guy on the right.
“There’s really no procedure for this, so yeah, speaking to the guy in charge is
probably the place to start. Lead on.”
“Uh, you’ll all have to surrender your wands,” said the guy on the left.
Susan barked a laugh. “You can try taking them from us, but I don’t think you’ll
get very far. So personally, I wouldn’t recommend it. You know who I am, and why I’m
here. They’re with me. You don’t like it, take it up with the minister.”
The two looked at each other and one of them spoke into their crystal again. He
listened.
“This way.”
“Good choice.”
The five were led up level after level of stairs, and drifting past, coming out of a
side passage, was a Dementor. Susan nonchalantly stabbed it as they went past, and it
spasmed and disappeared. The two escorts raised their wands again with a jerk,
pointing at her. Susan looked at them with a curious expression on her face.
“Sorry about that, it’s just a reflex of mine.” She started wiping nonexistent blood
off the knife on her pants. “I can’t see one of those things without wanting to destroy it.
I’m sure you feel the same way.”
“Uh, yeah. So that’s the weapon, huh? That tiny knife?” Their eyes were
transfixed on the blade, and they lowered their wands again.
“It’s bigger on the inside.”
“Ri- right. Almost there, this way.”
They were taken into an office where the warden, Jerome Andsmith, was waiting
for them.
“So, you’re here to kill all the guards in my prison?” he asked without preamble.
“Not all of them. Just the soul sucking, darkness generating, flying, unholy
monsters. You can keep the Dementors. Wait, I said that backwards.”
“And where does that leave me?”
“What do you mean? I was invited here by the minister himself. Obviously he’s
given you additional human guards or the resources to hire more.”
“No, he hasn’t. The first I heard of this insane plan was on that Wireless
interview, and we haven’t spoken since.”
“I see. Do you have some way of contacting him? Maybe he just wanted to wait
until I was here.”

“I’ve been trying. He’s in a meeting, they say. Or you just missed him, they say.
Or try back in an hour, they say. Where does that leave me, huh?”
“I’m not sure what to tell you. Public sentiment, from what I hear, is positive
regarding the minister’s plan to have me destroy the Dementors. If I don’t, people are
going to start showing up at the castle or ministry building demanding to know why.”
“They’re going to be a lot more pissed off if there’s some kind of breakout from
here with the guards gone.”
“You call them guards, but aren’t you in just as much danger from them as the
prisoners? Your Patronus goes out at any time, and they’ll suck you down just as fast as
anyone else. Right?”
“That’s not the point.”
“Then what is? Your prisoners can’t Apparate away, right?”
“No, the charms are checked monthly.”
“And none of them have wands. So what exactly are they going to do?”
“Funny thing about that- when they were brought in, there was not a wand to be
found in the bunch.”
“What?”
“You heard. No wands. We couldn’t find them anywhere.”
Susan smirked. “Did you look up their-”
“Yes. Repeatedly.”
“Ew,” said Ron.
“I don’t like it,” he said, looking down out the window into the prison. Susan could
see a bunch of dark figures flying about, up and down the various levels.
“I don’t like Dementors. Now I’ve been given a job to do, are you going to let me
do that job or not?”
“Can’t it wait?”
“So that more people, possibly innocent ones, can die at the hands of these
creatures? No, I don’t think so. He said to ‘destroy them as soon as possible’ and that
they would ‘find another way to keep prisoners under control.’ He didn’t say ‘take your
time and get to it next week’ unless you heard a different version of the broadcast than I
did.”
“I was there.”
“Ah yes, with your wonderfully accurate answer of ‘a lot of them’ when asked how
many Death Eaters you now had between your walls. Tell you what… Do you have
some paper?”
“You mean parchment? Yeah.”
“Get me a sheet of it.”
Jerome pulled one from his desk, and Susan sat down. The guards and the Core
looked at each other warily, wands out. Susan wrote:
Dear Minister,
I am at the prison. The warden doesn’t think he has enough guards to
compensate for the loss of his Dementors. Can you meet me at the entrance to the
ministry building to talk to the guy in five minutes?

You Know Who
She sniggered over the signature, and got out her Send Object spell. “Which way
to the ministry from here?” she asked. Jerome pointed. “Great.” She cast it, and it
disappeared. “Now we wait five minutes.”
Which passed very slowly, as they weren’t big on small talk, prison guards.
Finally Susan opened a Teleportal to the fireplace room in the ministry. Cornelius was
there.
“I can’t come, very busy around here, but I can talk for a moment,” he said.
Yeah, your new master doesn’t want you whisked away to have your
enchantment broken, now does he? I wonder if he knows about Telesummon. Oh well.
“Not a problem,” she said. “Just reassure Mr. Andsmith here you’ll be sending
him more guards before I leave this awful place.”
“I’ll put them on broomsticks immediately. I’ve already got some people standing
by. Thanks, Susan, the world owes you a tremendous debt. We’ll have to talk sometime
once you’re out of school. I’ll stop by, I know where you live. See you!” He walked off
again, and Susan closed the Teleportal.
“You can just… do that?” Jerome asked. “Just whistle up the minister, and talk to
him through a hole in the air? Who are you?”
“Felton. Susan Felton. I like my martini shaken, not stirred. And yes, there is a
difference.”
“I’ll take your word for it. Okay, if the minister says he’s got more guards for this
place, go to it.”
“Thank you. Now, my friend Harry Potter here-”
“The Harry Potter? I heard what the ministry did you, kid. Hope you find your real
parents.”
“Yeah, uh, thanks.”
“Anyway, Harry has a weapon as well, so we’ll be doing this in two teams.
Hermione and the cat are with me. Shall I just clear each floor out or what?”
“You’re seriously going to slaughter every Dementor in this place? I mean you’re
here, but I still can’t believe it.”
“She can do it, boss. We saw her kill one on the way up here.”
“I’ve dreamed of nothing else since I learned this place existed,” said Susan. “So
how is best to do it?”
“They just kind of float around, I can’t really command them to do anything. I
guess I’ll have my guards accompany you, and seal off higher levels as you clear out
lower ones. If you can do it quietly and quickly enough, maybe we can get most of them
before they even realize what’s going on.”
“That would be ideal. Let’s start at the bottom then.”
“You only have two?” asked the guard from earlier. “We would be happy to help,
if you had a couple more laying around.”
“Yes, I only have two.”
“Why?”
Susan glared at him. “You ever made a weapon that can kill a Dementor?”
“Well, no.”
“When you do, you’ll understand why there’s only two.”

“That was a little harsh,” whispered Hermione.
“It’s okay,” said the guard.
“It’s the atmosphere in this place,” said the other. “Even with a Patronus going,
there’s so many Dementors you can’t avoid feeling their negativity. We don’t take it
personally.”
“Then ask me again before I leave, and I’ll give you a better answer. Come on,
we’re wasting time. I have a memorial to attend tonight.”
And so, Susan and Harry walked the prison, each in separate directions. As the
Dementors were basically solitary creatures, it was easy to pick them off one by one,
and Susan and the guards slowly moved up the floors. She was at the 10th floor when
she heard her voice being called from a cell.
“Susan!” said the voice. “Over here!”
“Why, Mr. Malfoy! What a surprise. Don’t tell me you’re a Death Eater? This must
be some kind of mistake. Guards, open this door immediately. Don’t you know who this
is?”
Lucius’ face lit up with hope, but the guards stayed where they were.
“We can’t allow anyone out, you’ll have to take it up with the minister. Sorry.”
“Oh well, no big deal. See ya!” She turned to go.
“Wait! Please, as a favor to my son, can’t you get me out of here? He’s told me
what you can do, it would be nothing for you to help me escape!”
“Nothing?” sneered Susan. “Just a little thing called betraying my principles. If
you’re in here there’s a reason for it. Don’t worry, you’ve been promised a fair trial, and I
think the minister actually means it this time. Though with Voldi running the show now, I
don’t know how long that will last.”
“Yes, you see? You know as well as I do, he’ll betray all that you love in the end.
He betrayed us, his loyal followers! Putting us in here, making it out that he was some
kind of hero. Get me out of here, get all the Death Eaters out, and we’ll help you destroy
him. Take our magic afterwards if you must, but don’t leave us here to rot. Please! We
know his weaknesses, he tested his magic on us all the time. We can help you!”
Susan leaned towards him. “I know his weaknesses too. They’re my
weaknesses, remember? And remember the night he was resurrected? How you stood
there and did nothing to help Harry and me? The helplessness you feel right now is
what we felt, then. Help you, indeed! You’re a Death Eater, and this is where you
belong. Just be glad I’m not willing to allow Dementors to destroy you a piece at a time.
That’s the only kindness I can give you.”
“You’ll regret not helping us, one day. We know his plans, too. We could help you,
make sure he doesn’t put them into action.”
“Write them up, I’ll look them over.”
“No. The deal is we get out and then you get the information. At least the inner
circle; The newer, lesser members can stay here and rot. They didn’t have any real
loyalty to the Dark Lord.”
“What Dark Lord? Haven’t you heard? It was all a big scam, directed against
you.”
“That’s a lie and you know it! He walked into the ministry with us and took over.

Then betrayed us and had us put here. Said he didn’t need us anymore, that his ‘new’
followers would do well. He’ll regret it, mark my words. One way or the other.”
“Yes, he will. But if things go well, you’ll be in here when it happens, where you
belong. Now if you’ll excuse me, I have more work to do.”
“Tell my son…”
“Yes?”
“Tell him I love him… and to choose a different path than I took.” Lucius turned
away, and Susan went on.
The slaughter continued.
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Just General Living
Time: The next day
Place: Hogwarts Express
And so, Susan successfully destroyed what she believed was the bulk of the
Dementor race, and made it back to the school just in time to change and attend the
memorial service.
A monument had been erected, with the names of the people that had died, in
the courtyard outside the main entrance. It was a statue of a young boy and girl, wands
outstretched, fighting off a hazy form that was reaching for them. Underneath them was
the inscription “Fear only stops us acting if we let it.”
It was now the next day, and the school was closing early. Even the canceling of
exams wasn’t enough to raise the spirits of those that streamed out of the castle,
plodding out unhappily. The entryway was still a shamble, further reminding everyone
what cost the attacking creatures had extracted. Susan knew Albus could probably put it
to right with a single wave of his wand, but hadn’t, rather allowing the people that went
past to see that the castle was wounded as well. That everything was not all right with
the world, and that maybe some things could not be easily repaired. Even with magic.
Or maybe the Headmaster wanted the damage repaired by hand, as a way to honor
those that had died. Or maybe he just hadn’t had time, it was hard to tell, with him.
“So what’s plan from here on out?” asked Luna. “I can tell you the Quibbler is
going to dig for the real truth behind Harry.”
“It’s okay, Luna,” said Harry. “I talked to Professor Slughorn and Rubeus, and
they all said they knew my parents well. Actually Professor Slughorn wouldn’t stop going
on about my mother. It was kind of creepy, she was only like 15 at the time he knew her.
Anyway, I know who my parents are and what they sacrificed for me.”
“But if other papers,” she said this with scorn, “are going to just write lies, it’s up
to us to tell the truth, isn’t it?”
“The truth will come out when Tom is destroyed and the Imperius Curse lifts on
the ministry. I just don’t want you or your father to be in danger.”
“If Susan does her job, we won’t be,” she said, looking at Susan.
The others looked over at her.
“I’ll do the same thing with her house as I did with yours Ron. We have a few
weeks before the wedding, so I’m sure we can fit it all in.”
They nodded.
“Who’s getting married?” asked Luna.
“Fleur is marrying Bill,” replied Ron a bit sourly. “Ginny is real excited about it.”
“Is Luna coming with us?” whispered Hermione to Susan. “When we do those
other things?”
Susan shook her head. “I’ve discussed it with her. I know I should have more
faith she’ll be all right, but I would just rather know she’s safe at home.”
And four is the max party size, thought Sparkle.
“So what is the actual timetable? You could come directly to my house, you

know?” said Ron.
Harry shook his head. “Headmaster Dumbledore insisted I go to my house, even
though Susan told him I was immune to his magic, and thus, any protective charms he
cast. He seems to think Barrier Against Spells means only new spells, but Susan thinks
differently. No big deal in any case. I’m going to help Susan put her possessions in the
Dimension cabin, now that the potions lab is cleaned out. Then the Headmaster wants
the Dursleys to go into hiding for some bizarre reason, so I’ll make sure they clear out
and then we’ll head to your place. Before the wedding we’ll track down the last three
Soul Shards, as Susan says it shouldn’t take long.”
“I’ll already have their approximate locations, and look on Google maps to get a
good entry point before I leave the Internet. The sweet, sweet internet. With luck we’ll
only be gone an afternoon.”
“I was thinking about the internet,” said Hermione. “And I made you something
for once. Here.” She handed Susan a pair of crystals from her bag.
“Is this… no!” Susan’s eyes lit up.
Hermione smiled. “Yup. They go both ways. Hopefully they work. Obviously I
couldn’t really test them around the castle, but Professor Flitwick said I did the charms
right. It was a simple matter to adjust the spell to work for higher frequencies, he just
didn’t understand why I wanted to enchant two crystals I couldn’t use for talking.”
“This is great, Hermione! Thank you so much!” Susan threw her arms around her.
“What’s this now?” asked Ron.
“I can set one of these crystals next to the router at my house,” explained Susan.
“Then pull out the other one anyplace. I can’t wait to see if it’ll work in the Dimension.
That would be sweet. Anyway, that’ll transmit the wireless signal through this crystal and
back to my iPad so I can get the internet anywhere. The ultimate wireless!”
“I understood about 10 words in that sentence.”
“Never mind. I’ll show you later. But what about recharging?”
“You have sunlight in your Dimension, right?”
“A solar charger! Of course! You’re amazing, Hermione, I didn’t even think of that.
Heck, I could probably buy some big ones, strap them to the roof of the place, and have
all the electric power I could ever want. I didn’t even think of that! Heck, I could lift them
with Telekinesis and you could put a permanent sticking charm on them. That would
hold it.”
“That’s not something you can just go buy though, is it?”
“It is if I go to where the solar panels are. I’m sure some companies that sell them
have pictures of their buildings on the web. Oh man, this’ll be so great.”
“But you don’t know anything about installing them,” said Sparkle.
“Ah, but I will with a little help from Augment Skill now won’t I? Even if the
installation is trained only, I can put a point in easily enough.”
“I guess it doesn’t need to be pretty, just functional.”
“Anyway, I’m sure I can buy a complete system. I’ll tell them I’m going to be out in
the boonies and I just want to run a few things. I’m sure they can sell me a system that
just has plugs and some batteries attached to it. There are clouds, after all. I’ve got the
gold from the job I did, and that seems like a fantastic use for it. Visit a couple of places
that buy gold in several cities so they don’t get too suspicious, and I’ve got it done. It
won’t even take more than a few of the coins.”

“Gee, I want my own personal dimension,” said Ron.
“Next Christmas, then.”
“Seriously?”
“Sure, it’s just a spell. I can make you an item that contains it. I could make one
for everyone, if you wanted. As it’ll be your last gift while I’m in school, it should be a big
one. That fits the bill.”
“Can I have, like, my own castle in it?”
“It’s your dimension. Whatever you imagine it to be, it becomes.”
“Nice. Anyway, what were we talking about?”
“The timetable, yes? But I think we covered it.”
“When is Harry coming over? I’ll need to tell my parents.”
“The Headmaster said that should be classified,” answered Harry. “Not that Tom
couldn’t just use the Question spell and find out.”
“Your parents probably already know,” said Susan.
“Except my father is probably still under the Imperious Curse!” said Ron. “Hadn’t
you better come undo that first?”
“They’re meeting you at the train station, though, right? I can slap Immunity on
him then. But honestly, I’m sure he didn’t bother putting every single person there under
his control. I mean, no offense, but your father isn’t exactly high up in the organization,
is he? And his department isn’t, shall we say, vital?”
“I guess.”
“So there you are. I’ll check him just in case, but I wouldn’t worry about it. After
all, he went home, and he wouldn’t have been able to get through the door if he meant
any harm to anyone inside. It doesn’t matter that he owns the place, as far as my magic
goes.”
“Oh. I’ll take your word for it.”
The rest of the trip passed mostly in silence, as the usual ‘we’re going home for
the summer’ excitement had been dampened by the reason everyone was going home
early. Usually people were always passing by the rooms, and laughing and talking, but
not so much this year.
When the train pulled into the station, Susan put Barrier and Invulnerability on
herself, just in case there was an ambush waiting. There wasn’t, and she successfully
cast Immunity on Arthur and Molly, who turned out not be under any kind of curse at all.
“Told you,” she said to Ron. Then she asked Arthur “How is it at the ministry?
What’s the general sentiment?”
“Business as usual, oddly enough. That story of his he cooked up really fooled
them all, and putting his entire Death Eater group in prison didn’t hurt either. He walks
around the place all the time, talking and getting to know everyone at the office.
Everyone really likes him.”
“What’s he look like?” asked Harry, thinking of that inhuman face he saw during
the resurrection.
“Uh, like Tom Riddle, only older. Why?”
“Shape-shift,” said Harry, Hermione, and Susan together. “Bet if I could knock
that off him, they’d be singing a different tune.”

“He’d just spin it that you made him look like that to trick people, and the other
way he looked is his natural face,” said Hermione. “No one is going to be able to say
differently.”
“Yeah, I guess. Well, stay safe Mr. Weasley. We’ll see you soon for the wedding.”
“Looking forward to it. Bye kids!”
Susan and Harry said their goodbyes, and Susan found a quiet corner to open
her Teleportal home.
Susan wasted no time, and Harry was in no mood to hang around his Aunt and
Uncle’s house, so he came over early the next day and they moved Susan’s
possessions into her Dimension. After lunch, Susan looked into solar systems (solar
panel systems, she wasn’t buying a whole star system or anything) and selected a
company to go talk to in order to buy it.
“You coming?” she asked Harry.
“Are you kidding? Of course I’m coming. Where else would I go, back to discuss
the nature of reality with Dudley?”
“A fair point. I’ll go get ready, wait here.”
Susan had Sparkle Shape-shift her into her “professional” persona, and changed
into her business type clothes.
“Ready to go?”
“Hubba-hubba! Are you sure you want to be seen with me?”
“You can be my son. Behave yourself, young man!”
“Yes mom.”
They laughed.
“Right. You know the plan, Sparkle?”
“Yup. I’m going to make the Illusion that there’s a big truck waiting to be filled up.
You’ll have the Legion move the stuff into the “truck,” which will be covering your
entrance to the Dimension, which you’ll open with a ward to avoid suspicion. I’ll then
make the “truck” drive away, and we’ll head back here.”
“You got it. Let’s go!”
And so they put the first part of their plan into action, trading in several of the gold
coins at various exchange shops until they had a suitcase full of money. Susan didn’t
waste the trips, as basically she had chopped the country into 16 squares and chose an
exchange shop inside each square. After they traded the coin Susan cast Soul Find and
made a note of where it pointed. It seemed there were only two locations left.
“Isn’t that were the castle is?” asked Harry, looking the map over in a back
alleyway.
“You know, I think you might be right. Wouldn’t that be a hoot. And not only
because of all the owls flying about the place.”
“Uh, that was terrible. Still, with the castle empty at least we can take our time
searching.”
“And I know the place well enough I don’t have to look online.” She folded the
map back up. “Let’s get going, I think we have enough to buy all I want now.”
“Are they really going to take a suitcase full of money, though?” asked Harry,

trailing after her, about to open the final Teleportal to the solar place.
“They’re the new bills, with the hologram and everything, so I doubt they’ll think
it’s counterfeit. Anyway, I’m an off the grid type, I don’t want to use credit cards. That’s
how the evil government tracks you.”
“Would an off the grid type wear a business suit like that?”
“Oh. Well, to be taken seriously, maybe. I’ll tell them I go naked most of the time,
this is what I wear to work. I don’t know. Just go with it.”
“Okay, mom.”
“The eye roll was a good touch. Do that at least twice while I’m talking to them,
they’ll be eating out of our hands.”
“Yes, mom.”
And so Susan picked out a mid-sized solar system and told them she just wanted
the pieces, she was fully qualified to install it herself. The salesman shrugged, but after
a slight argument over the “funny money” and a few internet sites later, what seemed to
be a group of burly men came down from the back of a “truck” and started loading
boxes inside. In reality, it was the members of the Legion working in concert to move
everything through the doorway. The place next door carried home appliances, so she
bought a refrigerator, an electric oven, and some smaller things like a toaster and an
indoor grill.
“I can’t believe it all fit,” said the salesman, watching as the “workers” closed up
the “truck” and prepared to dive away.
“It’s bigger on the inside,” said Susan.
“Oh, a Whovian! Didn’t figure you for one.”
“A what? My son says it all the time,” said Susan, recovering. “TV is a tool of the
devil, you know.”
“Oh, mom.” Harry rolled his eyes.
The salesman laughed. “I wondered why you didn’t pick out a TV with all that
other stuff. Well, good luck!”
“Thanks for all the help.”
“No problem. You need anything else, you know where to come!”
“I sure do.” They shook hands, and passed back into the Illusion zone where they
climbed back into the “truck” and “drove” it away. The man watched them “go,” then
shook his head, chuckled, and went back inside. Susan opened a Teleportal from a
ward and they went back home.
“How did it go?” asked Stacy.
“Super,” said Susan, now back to her old self again. “Can’t wait to get it set up.
But I did a lot of magic today, so I’ll think that can wait until tomorrow.”
“I guess I should get back home,” said Harry.
“Ah, stay for dinner at least,” said Stacy. “They won’t feed you very well, right?”
“I won’t say no to that. Thanks.”
That night, Susan spread the map out on the table. “Can this be right?” she
asked Harry. “It looks like only two more to go, not three. The castle and if I’m not
mistaken, Daigon Ally.”

“Did we miss count or something? I’m sure we’ve only destroyed two, found one,
and traced two. That’s only six, not seven.”
“Right, his original soul that died when he killed you. The dairy, ring and locket.
Two unknown. One became the resurrection. I see two possibilities.”
“Which are?”
“Someone managed to destroy one or he only got around to making six.
Remember, Sirius’ bother couldn’t have been the only one to find out about that sort of
thing, right? Someone else may have and torn it up.”
“I just can’t shake the feeling we’re missing something.”
“You were right there for most of these. They meet up pretty well, given the
resolution of the map and a general ‘that way’ sort of mentality the spell provides at that
range. Wait, there’s a third possibility.”
“Which is?”
“Two of them are hidden in the same place!”
“Oh, that must be it!”
“It’s the easiest explanation.”
“Yup,” said Harry, nodding, convinced. “Good hiding places must be tricky, so
naturally he might put two nearby. Like that cave, he might have dropped one into the
water so someone finding the first one would think they had found the only one!”
“Exactly. We’ll narrow it down, chop-chop what we find, then I’ll run the spell
again and see what I get. Bet you one place will have two.”
“Right. Well, see you tomorrow for the install?”
“Sure! You’re doing the sticking charm, after all. Unless you don’t know how?”
“I may not be as good as Hermione, but I can at least manage that much!”
“Okay. Same time tomorrow then.”
“Good night. Thanks for dinner, Mrs. Felton.”
And so, Susan and Harry spent the next two days unpacking, moving things into
position (though the Legion did the heavy lifting) and generally forgot their troubles for a
few days. Susan was delighted when her solar system started collecting energy and she
heard her refrigerator kick on. The second day Susan and Stacy went shopping, filling it
up with stuff.
“I can see why you want to move into this place,” said Stacy, after they had
finished moving all the food. “You’ve got everything here. And the weather- it’s like this
all the time?”
“Pretty much. I haven’t seen it rain yet, but the grass doesn’t die. Or grow, now
that I think about it. I tried to envision a complete ecosystem when I first opened it, but
really it’s all magic. So I don’t even know if the trees and grass need water, because
they might not be trees and grass. Just magic shaped to look like them.”
“Like those warriors you call up?”
“Right. That’s probably what it is, though anything I take out of here will vanish,
so I can’t exactly test it.”
“No need, right?”
“Apart from satisfying my own Curiosity, no. Thanks for the help, by the way.”
“Sure. You have to leave home sometime, and knowing you have a place like this
to call your very own… well, it makes me feel better.”

“I’m sorry I don’t spend much time here during the summers. It’s just, I need to
look after my friends. I sort of got everyone into this mess with Tom, so I have to get
them out.”
Stacy laughed. “You don’t have to explain. I see a lot of your father in you.
Always rushing off to save someone. Talking about duty to his world, his people…
you’re so like him, sometimes I almost think I have him back, looking at you.”
“I’ll bring him back one day, mom. Even if it’s just for a visit. I’ll find him, help him
save my adoptive world, and bring him back. I promise.”
“I hope he’s still out there, fighting the good fight. I worry… well, that’s for another
time. He always talked about how amazing his world was, I do hope you get to see it
sometime. Now come on, let’s go swimming!”
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Chapter Compression
Time: Several days before Harry’s Birthday
Place: The Burrows
“Getting them out of the house was a trial,” remarked Harry to the others, sitting
around the living room the first night they were there. “They wanted an explanation as to
why they had to go into hiding at all, and I couldn’t give them one. Especially because it
didn’t seem like Susan’s mother was being forced out.”
“Yeah, well, my house is protected. I would have done theirs, but, you know,
magic being all evil or whatever.”
“It does seem odd,” said Hermione. “I mean, the Death Eaters are locked up,
Tom is strutting around the ministry like he owns the place-”
“He probably does,” muttered Ron.
“Still, he doesn’t have to go on about it, does he? No one cares about a couple of
non-magical people who are hardly related to Harry anyway.”
“At least getting here was easy enough, thanks to Susan. As always.” He gave a
mock bow.
Susan gave a little bow back. “But of course, sir. No tedious rushing about trying
to hide you. What would they have done, anyway?”
“I think,” said Arthur, leaning against the back of a sofa, “some sort of plan
involving polyjuice to make half a dozen copies of Harry so anyone watching the house
wouldn’t know which one he was.”
“Yeah, because Tom wouldn’t just order anyone that came out of that house
killed, because he’s considerate enough to prevent any collateral damage or unneeded
death,” said Susan.
“Yes, your way was much easier.”
“By the way,” Susan got out the map. “Would you say these locations are the
castle,” she pointed, “And Diagon Ally?”
Arthur looked it over. “I would say that was a reasonable approximation, yes.
Why?”
“The bank,” said Harry. “I bet he put it in a vault someplace. It’s the only location
there secure enough.”
The others nodded.
“We need to head there, probably in the morning, and take care of something.
Plus back to the castle, I guess.”
“You’re leaving again?” asked Molly, coming into the room. “You all just got here.”
“Just for a day. Probably only the morning, really. We’re taking out the last pieces
of Tom’s immortality.”
“It couldn’t- wait, what are you doing?”
“Tom put pieces of his soul into objects, that’s how he came back. These are
where he hid the last two pieces. We need to find them, and destroy them.”
“You don’t have to do it immediately, though, do you? We’re expecting hundreds
of guests next week. I was counting on your help to get the house ready!”
“Uh, right, because having a clean house is much more important than making
Tom vulnerable in case he tires of this little game and shows his true colors.”

“You yourself said it shouldn’t take long. You can wait until after the wedding,
right? His followers are imprisoned, and he’s building up his reputation as a nice guy.
He’s not going to throw that away so soon, right?”
The four looked at each other. “Funny,” said Harry, “I seemed to be making that
same argument just recently.”
“That is funny,” said Susan. “Very well, it can wait I suppose. But if he slaughters
his way through the ministry before then, I’m holding you responsible for it.”
“Everything will be fine, dear. Now why don’t you all go up to bed, we’re starting
early tomorrow.” She breezed out of the room.
“Does she actually understand exactly what I’m talking about here?” Susan
asked Arthur.
“I’m not sure. You did put Immunity on her before, right? In case I used Imperio
and was ordered to forget about it?” Susan nodded. “Okay. The wedding is less than a
week away, do you mind terribly just waiting?”
“We could put Tirelessness on everyone and go tonight if we really wanted to,”
suggested Sparkle. “We don’t actually need sleep every night.”
“No,” said Susan. “We’ll wait. What trouble can he get into in less than a week?
And like she said, he’s playing it straight at the moment. We could use a few days off.”
“I guess,” said Harry. “It does seem the thing do, doesn’t it?”
The others nodded.
“Better get to bed, then,” said Arthur, straightening up. “See you all in the
morning.” He leaned over and whispered. “Personally, I’m glad I have to go to work. I’d
prefer hanging around the same place as Tom rather than get in the way of my wife
getting ready for a wedding.” He winked and left the room.
The days passed quickly, as Molly put everyone to work around the house. Harry
turned 17 and they had a small party for him. Nothing really important to the story
happened, so it could be glossed over.
However, Susan’s dread began to grow for some reason.
“It’s just nerves about the wedding,” said Hermione the night before.
“Why would I be nervous about it? I’m not the one getting married,” protested
Susan. “No, something terrible is about to happen.”
“You can’t know that!”
“But she can infer it,” said Sparkle. “Major events always coincide. I mean how
many bad things have happened on holidays, or at the end of school, or going back to
school… you get the picture. A bad buy wouldn’t have something happen two days after
a wedding, he would time things to take place during the wedding, for maximum impact.
It’s just how they work, consciously or unconsciously. It’s a morphic field or something.
You know ‘it never rains but it pours?’ Morphic field. Events happening at once through
a sort of unconscious telepathy. Like how calculus was developed in two places
simultaneously.”
“I have read about the phenomenon, but those first Dementors that attacked us
didn’t coincide with anything.”
“That wasn’t a major villain, either. That was just a side plot. I’m not saying it
always happens that way, I’m just saying events tend to happen that way.”
“I guess. We better be ready for anything, then.”

“Aren’t we always?”
And so the wedding came off, with Susan relaxing by degrees as the afternoon
wore on. Krum was there, invited by Hermione, and they had a lot to catch up on. Luna
and her father were around, and she and Susan danced a bunch. In fact, it was during a
dance that the figures started to appear nearby. The music stopped as the man in
charge sent fireworks up with his wand and called for silence.
“Where is Susan Felton?” he cried. “I know you’re here someplace!”
Oh great, who’s this bozo? Susan activated her charms of Invulnerability and
Barrier Against Spells and worked her way through the crowd to stand before him. The
Core and Sparkle went over to stand at her back.
“I’m Susan, what do you want with me?” she asked.
“Susan Felton, you are under arrest for the prison break which, only hours ago,
emptied Azkban!” There were gasps and shouts of “impossible” from the guests. He and
the other two dozen witches and wizards with him pointed their wands at her. “Come
quietly and no one need be hurt.”
She regarded him passively, looking over the odds. “You realize even this
wouldn’t be enough to take me in if I didn’t want to go.”
“If you fight us, that’s proof enough of your guilt. The minister promises you a fair
trial, under the new laws. Now please surrender yourself and come with me.”
Susan snorted. “You say only hours ago, but all these people here will attest I
haven’t left this area all day. How was I supposed to have organized a mass breakout in
front of all these people?”
Everyone at the wedding cried this was true, they had all seen her. He called for
silence again.
“All I know is, two hours ago a hole in the air opened up, which eye witnesses
say is the same type you used to arrive at Azkaban before. Only this time it opened up
on the inside. Somehow, the Death Eaters got hold of wands and battled their way
through the prison, freeing everyone within and escaping through this hole. As
replacements for the Dementors had not yet arrived, there were few guards and they
were quickly overpowered. As you are the only one that can produce such magic,
naturally you are the number one suspect.”
Got hold of wands? Somatic Sword! I should have checked them, it was all a
ruse! I’m an idiot! But why didn’t they have- of course, get me to take the guards away,
tell the minister not to assign more, and I take the fall. Clever boy.
“And what was your new buddy Tom doing at this time, might I ask?”
“That is not your concern. Are you coming or not?”
The Core suddenly had wands in hand, but Susan held up a hand, making them
wait.
“Well?” asked Susan, looking down at Sparkle.
“We’ve got things to do,” said Sparkle. “And with Tom in charge, your fair trial
won’t be all that fair. Plus, there’s no way to prove he has your magic, especially when
all the jurors will be against you. They don’t have Magic Sense like you do, after all.”
“You heard her,” said Susan, “I’ve got stuff to do. So I’m afraid I won’t be able to
come with you. Sorry about that.”
“So am I,” said the man, casting. Sunning spells bounced off her as wedding

guests scattered, failing RESolve checks to participate in combat with no real rating in
Magic Combat. It isn’t their fight in any case. Susan calmly took her time casting
Hypnotic Field as they vainly tried to take her down. With max energy put in she got a
25, far higher than anyone there would resist, as even having an 8 REAson wouldn’t be
enough, rolling maximum. It was also 34 meters in diameter, so even the guests stared
at it, slack jawed. Susan moved towards the men.
“I could take your wands,” she said, demonstrating by plucking the wand out of
the leader’s hand. “And leave you helpless. But you see, I’m innocent, and I plan to
prove it. But I can’t do that from inside a jail cell.” She slipped the wand into his ear. “So
here’s the deal. I’m leaving, and you’re going to leave, okay? None of them have
anything to do with this, and it’s me Tom wants out of the way anyway. If you harass
them in any way, I will know. And I will return, and I will not be so… calm. You cannot
beat me, that much should be clear to you. I have to come back here because of you,
and I will do something much more terrible to you than just snapping your wand in half. I
promise. Keep it in mind.” In fact, just as added insurance… She went and plucked all
the wands out of the hands of the ‘officers’ and bundled them up. She stuffed the bundle
in Arthur’s pocket. “Just so you don’t get any ideas,” she said, walking back over to the
man. “You can get them back from Arthur once he’s satisfied everyone else is gone.”
Harry, the only one apart from her not caught by the spell, had meanwhile been
apologizing to the frozen guests and reassuring them everything would be fine. With
Susan turning away from the ministry people, he came back over.
“Now what?”
“Now we head out. I’ll cover Hermione’s eyes, you get Ron. We’ll walk them over
there and start our mission. Just a second though, I want to say goodbye to Luna.”
“Got it.”
She walked over to Luna. “Sorry you can’t come,” said Susan. “But anyone I
leave here with will probably became a wanted person. And you know what we have to
do. It’s safer if you stay. I’ll see you soon, okay?” She kissed Luna’s cheek and sadly
turned away, walking over to Hermione.
“I have to keep your eyes covered or you’ll just get caught again,” she said,
picking up the unresisting Sparkle. “Just walk forward and I’ll lead you.” She covered
Hermione’s eyes. “Anything you need to get?”
“No, it’s all in the Pocket Dimension.”
“Great. A little to the left now, that’s it.”
Once outside the field, Susan opened a Teleportal to the Headmaster’s office,
and they all climbed through.
“Why here first?” asked Harry.
“We’ll need the sword. I was going to just Retrieval it, but as we’re coming here
anyway…”
“Good point.”
She closed that Teleportal and opened another in front of her, with the other high
in the air back at The Burrows. She felt a pull coming from it.
“Huh, never done that before. It actually transmits the gravity field. Weird.”
“Now what are you doing?” asked Hermione.
“Making sure they leave.” She dropped the Field and everyone became animated

again. The ‘officers’ there looked around for Susan, but they didn’t harass anyone, got
their wands back, and disappeared again. The Wesley’s looked worried, and the
wedding party began to break up after that.
“I’ll have to apologize to Bill and Fleur later,” she remarked, shutting the
Teleportal down. “Guess you were right, Sparkle.”
“Naturally.”
“Do you think it’s true, what he said,” asked Ron, nervously. “That everyone
broke out of Azkaban?”
“If he wanted to frame me, I see that as an excellent way to go about it. Force me
to show them what I can do, then do the same thing to break them out. The whole
wizard world is going to be against me, I’m afraid.”
“Not for long,” said Harry. “We’ll clear your name, don’t worry.”
“Who’s worried? Right now I’m just angry.” She grabbed the sword. “Come on,
we have Soul Shards to destroy.”
Susan got out the locket and her Soul Find spell, casting it from writings. The
locket tugged. “Let’s see where it leads!”
They followed the tugging of the chain through the castle, and stopped before a
tall statue of a serene looking lady. When Susan walked to one side of it, it tugged back,
always pointing to the statue.
“You think it’s the statue?” asked Ron.
Ugh, of course it’s the statue. That Question spell I cast all those months ago.
Something about it sitting upon her head, stone statue seek instead? Obvious now, of
course. And duh, it didn’t mean a black elf, it meant an elf owned by a Black- Sirius
Black. I bet the last is in a vault, maybe the Lestrange’s vault?
“He couldn’t have killed someone in the corridor here,” said Hermione. “It must
be hidden inside or something.”
“The tugging seems to be upward a little,” said Susan, moving it this way and
that. I better act dumb about it, telling them I had the answer all along will make me look
really stupid.
“What are you doing here?” said a voice, and they all jumped. A ghost came
gliding down the hallway towards them.
“Looking for something,” said Harry. “Don’t worry, we’ll be gone in a minute.”
“Hermione? Susan?” asked the ghost.
“Hello Helena,” said Susan. “Don’t suppose you could tell me anything about this
statue?”
“It’s my mother,” she replied.
“Really?” Susan looked back at it. “Wait a minute, isn’t this the founder of
Ravenclaw house? Your name is Helena Ravenclaw?”
“That’s correct.”
“I never knew. Sorry about that.”
“I do not make it widely known. I ask again, what are you doing to my mother’s
statue?”
“We think it holds a piece of Tom’s soul,” explained Hermione. “We were trying to
figure out how.”
“Impossible!” said Helena. “Why would my mother’s statue house such a filthy
thing?”

“Tom loved the school, and there is precedent.” She held up the locket, which
was still twitching in her hand. “This belonged to Slytherin himself, and it houses a piece
of soul. That’s how we tracked it here. I hate to destroy the whole statue though…” She
nodded to Ron, who was holding the sword, and he raised it.
“Wait!” shouted Helena. “I think I know what it is you seek.”
“Yes?” Ron lowered the blade.
“When Tom was in school, he often spoke to me about my mother’s diadem. He
seemed more interested in it than the usual student just wanting it for themselves.
Eventually he… got me to tell him where I had hidden it.”
“What’s a diadem?” asked Ron.
“Call it a tiara,” answered Hermione.
“Oh.”
“You don’t think he brought it back here and hid it in plain sight, do you?” asked
Harry, looking up at the top of the statue.
“Yes, I think that’s exactly what he did,” said Susan. “Good news, I think we can
do this without damaging the statue at all.”
“Thank you,” said Helena. “But I still don’t understand.”
“You will. Sculpt.”
The head of the statue flowed, and from under the stone emerged a circlet of
gold, which clattered to the floor. The statue reformed.
“Wow,” said Harry. “Thousands have walked passed it, never knowing.”
“A clever hiding place,” said Hermione. “Who would have thought to look there?”
“Yes,” said Harry. “Imagine if there was some weird room in the castle, and he
thought he was the only one to find it, despite the evidence of hundreds of other
students finding it and hiding stuff there. And he hid it in that room and forced us to look
by eyeballs while the castle was under attack and there was a big fire and I had to
dramatically save Draco life’s which led me and him to realize our-” He finally put his
hands over his mouth. The others were staring at him.
“Uh, not thought about it at all, have you?” asked Ron, edging away from him.
“No!” said Harry, looking to see if he was believed. “I like… Ginny. Stupid- Stupid
Draco and his brooding eyes, and his bad boy attitude. It just seemed like that’s what
would have happened, you know, without Susan here. Just destroy it already and let’s
get a move on.”
“Yeah, no one said anything about you… anyway” said Ron, reversing the sword
and handing it to Hermione. “Here. It’s your house. You do it.”
Hermione tore her eyes away and reached for the blade, taking it and chopping
the diadem in half. It seemed to scream and energy crackled around it as the Soul
Shard left it. Then it lay still again.
“That’s that,” she said, shouldering the sword. “Only one more to go. Thanks for
your help, Helena.”
“Thank you for respecting my mother’s statue. I feel like some great stain on my
past has just been lifted. See you all next year?”
They all nodded, and she drifted away.
Hermione gathered the two pieces of the diadem and put them in her Pocket
Dimension as per Susan’s previous orders to keep them around.

“Okay, we’ll start with the vaults. If it’s not there we’ll have to disguise ourselves,
as you guys are known to hang around me. If someone sees you, they’ll know I’m
probably nearby. At the very least you’ll be stopped, and it’s such a hassle casting that
spell.”
“Would they have moved that fast?” asked Hermione.
“Sure. He had this planned to the minute, that’s how it’s all come off so well for
him. We can’t take any chances.”
“I guess you’re right.”
So Susan put Flight on everyone, and opened another Teleportal into the bank
vaults. She chose the center of the shaft, and they all flew through and hung in the air
while Susan felt the tugging on the locket.
“This way.”
Susan Phased them through the proper vault door, and the others lit their wands
and looked around.
“It’s tugging up that way.”
“There is some sweet treasure in here,” said Ron, picking up what looked like a
solid gold figurine of a woman. “Ow, it burned me!”
The figurine flew from his hands and clattered to the floor, and suddenly there
were two.
“Sweet! One to sell and one to-” There were four. “Never mind.” There were
eight.
“Here’s an idea,” said Susan, looking back at him. “Don’t touch anything else.”
“Okay, I get the point.”
They turned to continue looking but the statue kept multiplying.
“Uh, it’s going to start hitting stuff soon,” said Hermione, as a copy smacked into
a pile of coins and send them scattering. They started multiplying as well.
“Oh, honestly, I can’t take you people anywhere,” said Susan. She got out her
Dead Magic writings and cast an area around the now dangerously close burning
treasure. It vanished and the original items reappeared. “If you think we can get through
without any further incidents?” she said, folding the papers and tucking them into her
pocket, in case she needed them again.
“Sorry.”
The vault was pretty big, but not that big, and the chain tugged them to a solitary
cup with a badger on it.
“Must have been some kind of award or something,” remarked Harry. “You
couldn’t drink out of it. It’s got two handles.”
“It’s going to be in two pieces in a minute,” said Susan. “Who hasn’t done one?
Ron? You’re up.”
“Hard to get a good angle on it,” he said, moving the sword this way and that.
They were, of course, all still flying.
“Hook it around the handle with the sword and put it on the floor then,” said
Hermione. “Then just stab it down the middle.”
“Good thinking.”
He did.

Hermione picked up the mangled cup and stored it away, then looked at Susan.
She was grinning.
“Ladies and gentleman, I think we’ve done it. The chain is slack, it does not pull.”
“So it’s the last?” asked Harry. “We figured we would find two in one place!”
“I know, it is odd. Tell you what, the spell works on distance, maybe he hid it in
another country or something. I’ll cast it again, and use max energy and time. That
should show if it’s on the moon or somewhere else bizarre we haven’t consiered. If not,
we take it to see Kreacher and I send our buddy Tom a little thank you gift for framing
me.”
So Susan read out the spell again, and put energy in, and still the locket did not
tug.
“Sweet. We’re out of here.”
Susan opened a Teleportal to Sirius’ house, and they went though.
“There you guys are,” said Sirius, coming out of the kitchen. “Have you heard the
news?”
“That I helped hundreds of criminals escape prison? Yes, we’ve heard.”
“They’ve been broadcasting nothing else on the Wireless since the breakout.
You’re all wanted for questioning.”
“Yup, the Susan gang. With Harry ‘Two Face’ Potter, Ron ‘The Ginger’ Weasley
and Hermione ‘The Brain’ Granger. Also armed and dangerous, her cat!” Susan
laughed.
“It’s no laughing matter!”
“Ah, you have to laugh,” said Susan, waving a hand. “Anyway, is Kreacher
around? We have a promise to keep.”
“I’ll find him,” said Hermione.
“Why do I have to be two face?” asked Harry.
“It just seemed to fit, I don’t know. Would you prefer Harry ‘Snake Charmer’
Potter?”
“Anything but two face!”
Hermione came back, the elf in tow. “You have good news for Kreacher?”
“We sure do. This is the last one, and as promised, it’s yours to destroy.
Hermione, present the sword.”
Hermione handed it over, and Susan put the locket down on the floor.
“You really destroyed all pieces of Tom’s soul but the one in there?” asked Sirius.
“According to my magic, there isn’t another piece of soul separated from his body
anywhere in the world. Unless one of you has been carrying one around and not telling
me, the spell wouldn’t have picked up on it, because it was so close by.” She glared at
her friends, who grinned. “Yeah, didn’t think so. Chop, chop!”
“It’s so small,” said Kreacher. “Kreacher does not want to bring the blade down
and have it shoot away. But oddly Kreacher seems to know everything there is to know
about swordplay.”
“That’s because of the enchantment I put on the sword. Wands out, hold it in
place with magic,” Susan suggested, and everyone pointed their wands at it, doing just

that.
“Very well.” Kreacher delivered a mighty blow, and chopped the thing in two,
making it scream and die as well.
Everyone breathed a sigh of relief.
“Now for the fun part,” said Susan. “Hermione, get them all out, and Sirius, do
you have a small box I could use? I have a gift to wrap.”
Susan got out a piece of paper from the study, and sat down to write.
Dear Tom,
I am writing to congratulate you on your
masterstroke of framing me for the breakout.
Also a nod to Lucius, who really seemed
annoyed you had betrayed him. Of course,
maybe he thought you had, and were just
letting them know who was in charge before
rescuing them? Whatever. The point is, your
takeover of the ministry was flawless, and
you got me on the run. Well played. But
I’ve been playing too, and I just finished up, so
thought I would share my results with you
in the form of this little gift. It should be a nice
trip down memory lane for you, I think.
Be seeing you soon!
Susan
Susan then placed his note of “Endgame, I win” in the bottom of the box, and
piled the now destroyed Soul Shard carriers atop it. She taped it, wrapped it up in some
old wrapping paper Sirius found in the attic, and taped the note to the top. She cast
Send Object and it vanished.
She couldn’t stop laughing for a half hour after that.
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Dream Sequence
Time: Half an hour later
Place: Sirius’ living room
“So now what?” asked Harry, after Susan had finally calmed down. Her sides
were aching from laughing, and she had to go into another room for quite awhile
because everyone looking like she had lost her mind just set her off again.
“That’s a good question,” said Susan. “We’ve gone from not knowing Where in
the World is Tommy Sandiego, to knowing exactly where he is. The ministry building.”
“Doesn’t that make things easier, though?” asked Ron. “You can just snap your
fingers and get him here.”
“I could try, sure. But he no doubt has Barrier Against Spells going, as we saw
that time in the cave. That means I can’t yank him here with magic.”
“Not in the living room, in either case!” protested Sirius. “If you’re going to do a
wizard battle royal go out into the mountains or something. To say nothing of breaking
the secrecy charms if you, uh, lose.” The others glared at him. “I mean it has to be said.”
Susan chuckled. “As we would no doubt both be running Barrier or Immunity that
might be an interesting battle. But no, I know how he’s going down, and it’s going to be
nice and quick and easy. The problem with getting to that state is manifold.”
“I can think of a few issues,” said Hermione. “Like if he does just up and
disappear, there’s going to be an outcry. Everyone thinks he’s the hero, and you’ll be to
blame, just like with the prison!”
“Right. Plus he may have passed control to other Death Eaters by now, so that if
he does get taken out, they can still campaign against me.”
“He might not even be at the ministry building,” said Harry. “You did that avatar
thing, right? Walking around as mud while laying in bed at home?”
“Yup. Look, I’ll just do a Descry Creature. If I get a result, I can probably yank him
here. If not, he’s protected and we’ll need to think of something else.”
“Sounds good to me,” said Sparkle. “Even with your plan, we’ll have to control
very carefully where and when we engage him in combat. Remember, he’s you, magic
wise.”
“Yes, thanks for reminding me,” said Susan sarcastically. She got out her spell
and started casting it.
And got nothing in the end.
“Figures. He’s too smart for that.”
“So then, what?” asked Harry.
“He’s not going to fall for the old ‘hey you want a peek at my spellbook?’ gag
again.”
“Could we offer him something else he would appear in person for?” asked
Hermione.
“Like what?” asked Ron. “Signed photos of Lockhart? Maybe if we hadn’t
destroyed the locket but sent him a picture of it or something, he might have tried to get
it back from us.”

“I guess. But that would have been risky too, keeping it around, I mean. He might
have been able to come up with a spell to transfer the Shard long distance into
something else. Or spy on us through it or cast magic through it to kill us, the
possibilities are endless.”
“Wish I could have seen the look on his face when he opened that box,” said
Harry.
“Don’t, you’ll set her off again!” said Hermione, exasperated.
“No, I can’t laugh anymore, it hurts too much,” said Susan, holding her sides.
“Besides, I am in control.” She put her three fingers together like a meditating guru.
“Could have fooled me,” Hermione muttered.
“Some kind of challenge then?” asked Ron. “Call him out? He wouldn’t risk using
your magic, that would give him away and prove your innocence!”
“He would never do it,” answered Susan. “Why would he? I wouldn’t, in his
position. He gets the ministry to keep me busy while he puts his other plans into action.
He doesn’t need to do more, because he’s won.”
“You don’t believe that!” said Hermione.
“It’s true. For the moment, at least, he has everything he wanted. Apart from me
being out of the way permanently, that is. He can pass all the laws he wants, research
more magic in his spare time, even start taking over magic governments in other
countries once his power base here is secure.”
“You almost sound pleased,” said Harry, “Which worries me a bit.”
“I’m just recognizing his foresight. He’s done a marvelous job of backing me into
a corner. I admit, I wasn’t thinking like that at school, so it caught me by surprise. It’s the
mistake I make when playing chess, Ron can attest to it. I get caught up in trying to take
out the opponents’ pieces I forget the goal of the game- take out the king. Then I, uh,
lose.”
“And now he’s maneuvered you into check,” said Ron.
“Sad but true. I guess I just have to figure out which of you to sacrifice in order to
get him in check, instead.”
Hermione’s face hardened. Ron just look grim. Harry nodded. “I know I would
sacrifice myself if it guaranteed you a shot at him.”
“Harry!” said Hermione, shocked. “You can’t be serious.”
“No? Are you saying those kids at school died for nothing? That everything
Susan has worked for and done, cured people, helped people, made magical objects for
the school; all that means less than your life? That you wouldn’t happily be taken off the
board if it meant we won?”
“That isn’t… I mean obviously… what I’m saying…”
“Now, now,” said Sirius. “You guys have had a long day, I’m thinking. It’s late.
You’ve all gotten a shock today and you need time to process it. Get some sleep, and
maybe you’ll have some ideas in the morning.”
“Sounds good to me,” said Ron, standing and stretching. “I can play chess all you
want, but start speaking in chess metaphor and the conversation is over. See you all
tomorrow!”
“You can stay here as long as you want,” Sirius said to Susan as she got up.
“This is still the Order headquarters, and no one that comes here will turn you in, I know
that.”

“Thanks. But we can’t just sit around. Somehow we have to go on the offensive.
Keep him off balance for once. The destruction of this Soul Shards will have shaken
him, we need to capitalize on that.”
“I hope you can. Good night.”
“Night.”
Susan opened her eyes and saw Tom standing before her. She glanced around,
looking at the spooky forest and full moon above. Owls hooted and dead wood swayed
in the breeze, as Tom silently regarded her from the other end of the dirt crossroads
they were standing at. He had his arms folded, and his shadow seemed to move and
twist in the moonlight, reaching for hers like a separate creature.
“Tom!” exclaimed Susan at last, throwing her arms wide as though to embrace
him. “How lovely to see you again! And such a wonderful location you’ve chosen for us.”
She clasped her hands. “Tell me, did you enjoy your gift? Oh say that you did, Tom. I
would simply die if it wasn’t well received.” She was smiling at him.
“How?” he asked simply.
“It’s a gripping tale, but simply enough told. I met you first through a man named
Quirinus Quirrell, who had sought out your power and skill for himself. He was
possessed by the ring, and we managed to save him. Albus had his doubts, but took the
ring for safekeeping. We next met you in the diary, thanks to your good friend and
faithful servant, Lucius. That version of you tried to possess a friend of mine. We saved
her as well, in case you’re wondering. That’s when we learned how to destroy them. I
then made it easier to use and destroyed the ring. But our tale doesn’t stop there, oh no.
Figuring you had made more but with no easy means to find them, we waited. Sadly,
Albus didn’t tell me you could use the resurrection ritual, and steal my power to boot, I
had to find that out for myself. Which I did, when we met a third time. Albus still didn’t
seem that concerned. Despite the many hours I spent in his office making stuff for the
school, he never pressed me to search out any other pieces of your soul in order to
destroy them. You didn’t make trouble for anyone, most likely researching my magic,
and so as time passed I still did nothing. Then just this year Albus decided you were a
threat and started showing us your past. We learned you wanted to make seven of
those objects and we realized we had one, courtesy of an elf.”
“He survived!?” Tom asked, finally breaking into her monolog.
“Of course, he had been ordered to. Once I had a sample to work with that was
not actively trying to kill me, I created a spell to hunt down the others. Which I did in a
single morning, once I realized you had to be stopped.”
“But do I?” asked Tom honestly. “You would still place your trust in that
Headmaster of yours, who you actively admit didn’t tell you anything and in fact actively
kept knowledge from you? If he had pressed you earlier into destroying my Horcrux
perhaps I wouldn’t even have been able to resurrect myself, using a piece I directed
Peter to retrieve. Has he even now told you of your prophesy?”
“No, he hasn’t. And no, I don’t trust him very far, actually. But this is about youYou sent those Bogey and Evolved Bogey into the school! Do you know how many lives
they took? How much damage was done?”
“I did that? Odd, are you sure? You have proof of it?”
“I have proof you were studying them.”

“And that’s enough for you, is it?”
Susan growled.
“I thought so. However, let us point to the things I have done, and that are
provable. A bloodless takeover of the ministry. New laws that reward families with lots of
new wizard kids. Women lining up outside my door to have my babies. Incidentally,” he
lowered his voice. “There’s just so many, if I didn’t turn 90% of them away I wouldn’t
have time to do anything else! It’s made all those years of being, well, dead, almost
worth it.”
So wait, is he saying he’s letting 10% of them- “Ugh. Really? You’re bragging
about that now?”
He shrugged. “Just catching you up on my latest ‘exploits’ as I’m sure you call
them. Is my reign really so terrible, thus far?”
“Not yet, but I see where it’s going. You want an army of Natural Magicians all
loyal to you.”
“The thought had crossed my mind, of course. But maybe I’m just making up for
lost time, and that whole ‘twelve kids’ thing was just for the show.”
“You don’t seem the type.”
“At least I’m enjoying myself. What is your precious Albus doing, huh? Sitting up
in his office, not using his power or skill to really help the world or others. What laws has
he passed? Did he march you up to the walls of Akzaban so you could destroy that race
of foul creatures? No?”
“You did that just so everyone could escape from there! Which I’m actually
curious about, now that you mention it. Are they still your followers? I mean, wan’t their
whole shtick blood purity and making sure wizards didn’t dilute the bloodlines by
marring non-magical people? Seems you’ve done an about face on that one. Or was
that just an act?”
“No act. I must admit, it took some convincing, but most of the old Death Eaters
came around to my way of thinking. After all, we both know the ability to use magic is
just a background. Sure, the people here don’t have character sheets, but the evidence
is clear. You’re a magic user or you aren’t. Those that wouldn’t get behind the new
ideals no longer have any place in my organization, and were thrown out.”
“So you’re the good guy now, is that it? In charge of the new, kinder, gentler
Death Eater group?”
“The perception of me is, and isn’t that’s what counts?”
“I have a sightly different perception. Born of you, killing a homeless man in cold
blood to make the locket!”
“Oh, him. Tell me, what was his worth? Was he contributing to society? Writing
epic poems or creating works of art? No, I think not. He was just a parasite, taking and
taking and giving nothing in return. People should have a purpose, don’t you agree?”
“It’s not that simple.”
“No? What about your friends? You have Hermione, able spellcaster on her own.
Probably would have been the same without you around. She’s just that exceptional.”
He produced a notebook and quill out of thin air. “Note to self- offer Hermione job at
ministry when she graduates.” They both disappeared again. “Ron, ah, a classic casenearly worthless until you came along and pushed him into exceeding himself, and now
from all accounts has fused martial arts and magic. And Harry, who would have been

the one to face me, had you not been here. Because of me he would have ascended
heights he would normally not have dreamed of, to survive. With you he’s become an
excellent potion maker, decent at wand work, cool in a crisis; in short, he has a bright
future ahead of him in any number of disciplines. None of the people you associate with
are simply average, now are they? Even Luna has practiced far more than she would
have, had you not been around to impress. You make them worthy or you drop themconsider Mrytle. She changed as much as she could, for a ghost, but that wasn’t
enough for you, was it? No, you went running to the living girl as soon as she said it was
over between you. You didn’t plead, you didn’t try to change.”
“That’s not the way I do things. She said she wasn’t interested in girls, that was
the end of it.”
“You fool! Learn a shape-shift spell and approach her as a man! Your cat already
knows it, but if you didn’t want her asking questions you could have spent the XP for it
yourself.”
“You- You-” Susan sputtered. How has this conversation gotten away from me?
“That wouldn’t be right. How do you know all this, anyway?”
“Wouldn’t be right,” said Tom, shaking his head. “To remove the one objection
she had from loving you? Really? Something as easily ‘fixed’ as the shape of your
body? It occurs to me she wasn’t special enough for you, in the end, and you went on to
find someone a little closer to some perceived ideal. But once Luna disappoints you the
same way, it’ll be bye-bye to the moon, as you go seeking the sun.” He shook his head
and clicked his tongue.
“I would never just walk away from her like that!”
Tom laughed. “So certain are you? I wonder. As for how I know, haven’t you ever
heard the phrase ‘know thy enemy as you know thyself?’ Isn’t that what your
Headmaster was trying to do for you? I have my ways.”
“What do you know about it, anyway? You don’t have friends, you have
followers.”
“Yes, they revere me because I am better than they are. This is how it should be.
You lower yourself to associate with your so called friends. We are at the top, Susan, as
it should be! They are allowed to be near us because they have proven their worth. It’s
no different for you. Back to this beggar, he not only had no magic, but was worthless
even by Muggle standards. He had no prospects for a better tomorrow, so I did him a
favor even as he did me one.”
“What favor?”
“Why, I’m surprised you have to ask. Freeing his soul, of course. What do you
think the death curse does, that it produces no mark upon the body? You and I both
know souls exist, you spent some time destroying bits of mine. I haven’t forgiven you
that, by the way. Logically then, if souls exist then an afterlife must exist. Why should
that man spend another twenty years on this earth in pain and misery, only to die
horribly? And he would have died, make no mistake. Only we special few will ever attain
immortality. Now his soul is free to go where it will, without all that tedious in-between
times, which would only have caused him pain.”
“But you can’t just go around killing people because their soul exists! Maybe it
just disappears.”
Tom looked at her carefully. “You really haven’t been further than the astral or

purgatory, have you?”
“I… no.” She looked down at her feet.
“I see. No wonder. May I ask why?”
“I was… afraid. Afraid of what I might find. That the next plane over in either
dimension… might be empty.”
“Indeed, both would be rather troubling. The truth is humans make other humans
suffer much longer than they would, say, a favorite pet. A pet gets too old and is in pain,
it is quickly and easily put to death. Not so with humans. And what of those born with
terrible birth defects, like missing brains or addicted to chemicals through their mothers?
They will either never have a thought in their minds, ever, and force others to care for
them their entire existence, or be in agony their entire, short, lives. Would it not be a
greater kindness to simply release those souls to journey on?”
“You can’t… It just isn’t done… Life…”
“I can see you are considering my words. But we have stayed far from what I
wanted to talk to you about.”
“Which is?”
“Where do we go from here? I was, of course, furious when I discovered my
defenses were broken. I wanted to fly to your location and simply destroy you. But I took
a breath, and considered carefully what I wanted to do. With your magic I can just
research other, less invasive methods, of immortality. I hadn’t bothered up to now, of
course, believing my wanded measures to be adequate. I see now they were not, and
as I have the time, I can now dedicate myself to once again becoming ageless.”
“Until you do, even if you win by beating me, eventually you lose anyway.”
“Perhaps. But then, you have not won either. Just walk into the ministry building
and sweep aside all opposition. I’m sure if you were to go somewhere a large number of
people were gathered, stun them all and drain them of energy, you could throw magic
around almost wastefully and tear through any defense I or the ministry could bring to
bear.”
“Again, that’s not how I do things.”
“Obviously not. And that is why I’m in control and you are on the run.”
“For the moment only. I can’t allow you to remain in power, that much is clear.”
“Why not? Have I not done good since my return?”
“Your ideals are a bit twisted.”
“But still focused on giving those with the greatest chance of success, wizards
and the able bodied Muggles, the greatest share of limited resources. Not even your
magic could revitalize the sun, once its time is over. And immortal beings like us, or who
can become immortal, I mean, must think about these things. Is giving food to a brain
dead person, who will never have another thought in their lives, the best thing to do?
You feel yes, I feel no. There’s no right answer, is there, because it depends on what
you’re trying to achieve. You- Compassion. Me- Reality. Of course I will ease the public
into the more ‘radical’ ideals, too soon and they would just reject such things out of
hand. The boiling frog, and all that. But wizards will one day no longer have to hide
themselves, and magic can take its place where it belongs. The proper step in human
evolution. After all, it is a survival trait.”
“And if a few lives are lost along the way, so be it?”
Tom laughed. “Lives are lost every day. You can’t make everyone immortal. Why

not lose the weakest of the herd, that the strongest have better chances? You are one
of the strong… Even now you could join me.”
“Is that what this is really about? Joining you?”
“Of course. I want to see you have kids, too. Spread your magic, let there be two
branches, or people that can use both. Perhaps even better, greater forms will arise if
you have kids with a wanded wizard. We don’t know.”
Susan shook her head. “I’m sorry. You have done some good, but only to
desensitize people to the evil you’ll spread later. You have to pay for the lives you’ve
taken.”
“I’m sorry you feel that way. If you do come to your senses, let me know. We
could still resolve this peacefully.”
“I don’t think so.”
“So you would try to kill me then?”
“Try?”
“Oh, you are that confident? Then let me ask this question: What gives you the
right to kill me?”
“What do you mean? You’ve killed, you’ve taken over the ministry. You need to
be stopped.”
“I see. But you are not a judge, are you? Nor are you part of any trial, any jury.
You wish to do to me what you believe I will one day do to others. Execute them unfairly.
Or for petty reasons like ‘they were unfit to live’ and such.”
“Oh, your death will be fair, I promise.”
“But why you? Why not free the minister and have me arrested? Put me through
a proper trial.”
“Too risky, you’ll have plans in place for that.”
“Ah, so only you have the power to do the job, is that what you’re saying?”
“Since you took my magic, yes.”
“Forget that for a moment. In the end it boils down to, you have the power, you
get to make the rules, am I right?”
“No, it’s-”

“Yes? I’m waiting.”
“You forced my hand!”
“How so? I’m not trying to kill you. If I had, you would know it, believe me. You
can’t claim self defense. Your only argument is that I’ve killed in the past, and that’s it.
Killed those, I remind you, who had no place or purpose in society. Those who would
have died anyway, sooner or later. Yes, I framed you, to get you out of the way, but you
can live where you are or anywhere as far as I’m concerned. Just don’t get in my way
and I’ll leave you alone.”
“Those people you killed might have been able to make something of themselves
if given the chance!”
“Come now, we both know that’s not true. I just want you to think about it. Why
does it fall to you to decide if I live or die? Are you really that special? If you decide I
need to die, where does it end? Where do you draw the line? How far are you willing to

go, Susan?”
“Just far enough, for you. I’ll worry about those that come after you when you’re
gone.”
“Very well. I suppose when next we meet it will be to try and kill each other. Pity
we couldn’t come to some sort of understanding. Our children would have been
magnificent!”
Susan screamed “NO!” as the dream ended and she woke up.
She showered for an hour after that. Good thing there’s hot water charms, huh?
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What To Do
Time: Just before Susan opens the bathroom door
Place: Sirius’ house
“Are you okay?” asked Hermione as Susan opened the bathroom door. “You’ve
been in there forever!”
“Oh, Hermione, you startled me. Do you need to use the bathroom? You could
have come in, it wasn’t locked.”
“That’s not the point. What were you doing in there?”
“Oh, just trying to wash away the mental image of Tom pounding away trying to
get me pregnant.”
Hermione’s face twisted into a mask of horror. “What on Earth made you think of
that?” she nearly screeched. “And what possessed you to share the image with me?”
“Sorry about that. You did ask. I was visited by Tom before I came in here and we
had a little chat.”
“What here? Seriously? We have to leave immediately! I’ll wake the others!” She
turned to run off, but Susan put a hand on her shoulder.
“Don’t worry, it was a dream spell, not him being here physically. He still doesn’t
know where we are.”
“Oh, thank goodness for that. So what did he say?”
“About what you would expect. Come on, let’s at least sit down rather than
standing here.”
“Good point.”
Susan and Hermione made their way to the living room, and Hermione lit a
magical fire as Susan sat down.
“So what did he say?”
Susan relayed what Tom had talked about, and what she thought it meant.
“He thinks he’s doing the world a favor, doesn’t he? Bringing his vision for what
the world should be to those too weak to make it happen.”
“Something like that. The problem is how much sense he made. I mean, why
should I go after the guy? Is it my destiny to be an executioner? If he’s right, that the
only reason it falls to me is because I have the power, then what he says is true. Those
with the power make the laws.”
“Of course they do. Well,” she hedged, “usually people are given the power to
make laws by the majority, but if you keep up with non-magical news that isn’t so true
any more.”
“PRISIM. The NSA.”
“Exactly. The people in power just sort of ignored basic rights, due processes, the
whole works. What gave them the right to do that?”
“Nothing.”
“Oh, wait, which side was I arguing?”
Susan laughed ruefully. “You see? Not so clear cut, is it?”
“You really want to know the reason?” asked a voice from the stairs. A pair of
glowing eyes floated out of the shadows, attached to a small cat. “I can tell you.”
“Go on then,” said Susan.

“It’s because of what you are.”
“A Paragon? But that doesn’t mean anything. Everyone from my father’s world
would call themselves a Paragon, just like they would call themselves human.”
“Ah, but certain ones had adventures, and certain ones were there to be flunkies,
or evil doers, or just regular people. Someone has to pick up the garbage and such,
right? Build the evil fortresses, run the power plants. Not everyone can be a hero or
heroine. That’s up to the precious few that become something greater.”
“And that’s me?”
Sparkle nodded. “You headed the call. You could have walked away at the
beginning. Refused to learn magic, or gone to a regular school in your neighborhood.
The universe put obstacles in your path and you plowed through them. Now you’re
stuck for it.”
She sighed. “I guess so. It’s the price I have to pay for being so powerful.”
“Right. If you hadn’t had adventures as you did, you wouldn’t have earned the XP
you did. Without the XP you wouldn’t get better, or be able to learn more spells. Why do
you think the majority of people are just average at everything? They don’t get the XP to
become better than average. You did, so you have an obligation to see this through.
The universe has expended resources and energy preparing you for that eventuality.”
“Is it really that simple?” asked Hermione.
“It is for us,” replied Sparkle, shrugging, which was an interesting maneuver for a
cat.
“What would happen if she walked away?”
Sparkle considered. “Hard to say. Probably she would just sort of become
irrelevant to the world. She would lose her friends, as they would go on with their
adventures, while she did not. While her power wouldn’t diminish, she would never be
able to get any more powerful.” I can’t tell her that her story would end, and this world
would then fade out of existence. With no story there’s no readers. With no readers we
don’t even exist! She’s partially Awakened but not enough to understand that sort of
thing. And with Hermione here, someone totally Unawakened, I can’t exactly speak
freely. It took traveling with her father and many hours of him explaining how the
universe worked to Awaken me. He said I should know the truth, but to be careful who I
shared it with. Knowing you’re inside a story can drive some to madness, which is why
it’s so rarely done. I’ve been hoping she would Awaken herself, I mean she uses cards
for crying out loud- That’s as meta as it comes! I guess being the product of a Paragon
and someone from this world she doesn’t see things quite as clearly as she would have
being born on the Paragon world, like her father. Everyone is Awakened there. If she did
she wouldn’t be asking “why me” as she would instinctively know. She’s the heroine of
the story, it’s clear she has to fight and defeat the bad guy.
“I’m not thinking about walking away,” Susan said, unaware Sparkle was having
an inner monolog which took no time, “just so we’re clear.”
“Of course,” said Hermione. “I wasn’t implying that you were.”
“Okay.”
“So Sparkle, what you’re saying is the universe has prepared Susan to do
something about Tom, and so she’s obligated to. Just as Harry would have been, had
Susan not been here, forcing Tom to take his blood rather than hers to reanimate.”
“Precisely. No moral ambiguity, no need for moping about, he’s the bad guy, go

get him.”
“But is he? Did you hear what I was telling Hermione? He’s doing okay things
now! I can’t condemn him for what he might do.”
“So condemn him for what he has done. Killing people. The first wizard war.
Taking over the ministry without being voted into office. Having no fashion sense.
Whatever.”
“Well, you’re a cat. If you see a mouse you don’t think about the moral
implications of taking a life, no matter how small. You just know it’s time to eat.”
“I think,” said Hermione, “if I’m understanding this correctly, that you won’t be
able to avoid having some kind of showdown with Tom. Right, Sparkle? I mean you say
the universe is preparing her, so won’t the universe throw them together no matter what
Susan tries to do?”
“The universe doesn’t… play reverse match maker!” protested Susan.
Well, something is guiding your destiny, thought Sparkle. Call it the universe if
you want, it’s much the same thing. Maybe Hermione’s a little more Awakened than I
thought.
“Actually, that’s not far from the truth,” she replied. “You’ll be drawn together. Call
it fate, or him tying himself to your magic, or just the fact that you’re both major powers
in the world. Like gravity, you’ll attract.”
“Ugh, I’m getting images of kids again.”
Hermione rolled her eyes. “In other words, everything has worked out thus far,
why not see it to the end and forget the whys? You’re only going to drive yourself nuts
overthinking it. Tom isn’t lying awake wondering what the right thing to do is. He just
acts. I think you’re going to have to do the same.”
“Don’t forget your three point Enemy weakness. You haven’t bought that off, so
it’s going to force things too.”
“Oh yeah! Should have just said that in the first place. Okay, you’ve all convinced
me. No more questioning why me, I’ll just let events play out. We’ll have to think of
some ideas in the next few days as to what our next move is going to be.”
“Sounds good to me,” said Sparkle. “See you in the morning.”
“Thanks!” she shouted after her. “And you too, Hermione. Thanks for listening.”
“Of course! What are friends for?”
“Wait, I know this one- meat shields, right?”
“Good night, Susan.”
“Good night, Hermione.”

The next day, the entire Order met to discuss their next moves, and Susan told
them about the dream she had shared the night before with Tom.
“Pretty scary, thinking he can just reach into your head like that,” said Remus.
“He can’t do anything but taunt you,” explained Susan. “I mean I suppose you
could do some kind of dream combat but you’ll just wake up in a few minutes anyway.
What would be the point?”
“That aside,” said Albus. “Given what he’s said to you, and the laws he’s put in
place, what can we expect from him in the future? I’d like to hear your thoughts from
your magic’s perspective, rather than mine, which I already know.”

“That much should be clear. He’s going to lay low, and let the magical world
generate an army for him with no work on his part. Well, perhaps a pleasant enough
sort of work if women really are lining up to have his babies.” She shuddered.
“But he could call up an army,” protested Kingsley. “There’s all kinds of creatures
in the world that would follow him. Vampires, werewolves, no offense Remus.”
“None taken. And actually I’m not sure they would join him at this point. They’re
more interested in Susan’s method of suppressing the curse than they are with causing
mayhem. Without going crazy, that condition could disappear in a generation or two.”
“Well done,” said Albus.
“Thanks.”
“The point is, he could just create an army of undead. Or round up more of those
fear creatures like he did for the school attack!”
Susan shook her head. “You have to think like him. Wizards, for him, represent
the pinnacle of what humans can do. He thinks us hiding ourselves and having small
families is absurd. And he wants to prove it. To an extent, he’s right, but now isn’t the
time to debate it. Raising a non-wizard army doesn’t prove anything, it just results in a
lot of death. And you can’t rule dead people. I mean you can, but they don’t follow
orders very well. Or pay taxes.”
“So he wants to bring about a master race of wizards,” said Harry. “That show the
world what they can do, and then basically direct the lives of everyone that doesn’t have
magic.”
Susan nodded. “But even that’s not his endgame. Endgame is making it so there
are very few, if any, non-magical people in the world. I don’t know what he knows about
science, if he would keep technology going or not. But his kids plan basically calls for
crowding non-magical people out of the world eventually.”
“But they totally outnumber us!” protested Sirius.
“Think about this.” Susan grabbed a piece of paper and got out a pen, then
started writing things down. “There are 350 kids in a generation per gender if 1/2 are
boys and 1/2 are girls. I’m calling a “generation” here the seven years of schooling a
person gets at Hogwarts. Those 350 kids get married to each other and each have 6
kids. Again, half are girls, so that’s a total of 1,050 boys and girls in that generation
rather than 350. Now that 1,050 each have 6 kids. That’s 3,150 for the third generation.
Now again, 9,450 kids. The wizard population that would have been 700 * 4 in that time,
average, or 2800 new wizards. By forcing a population explosion, we instead have 350
+ 1,050 + 3,150 + 9,450 = 14,000 * 2 or 28,000 people. That’s ten times as many
people in just 4 generations! Now, the military forces of our country average about a
million at any one time. Let’s say each wizard is equal to 25 regular people. After all, he
doesn’t have to carry around a hundred pounds of equipment in the field, he just needs
a wand. Plus he’s harder to kill because of healing and shielding magic. Also I’m pretty
sure most people around this table could mow down non-magical people like wheat if
they had to. So that’s 28,000 * 25 or 700,000. Plus if they struck the non-magical world
wouldn’t know what was going on, or how to respond. In fact they couldn’t respond! Not
effectively and quickly enough. 5,000 wizards descending on a military base, destroying
the place and then teleporting away would be pretty much unbeatable.
“And that’s what he’s after. At least that’s what his new programs point to. Once
he has the numbers he can just take over the non-magical world and then wizards won’t

have to hide. What are non-military people going to do about it, anyway? For all you
know, non-magical people may welcome magic into the world, once they see what it can
do. You’re all afraid they’ll freak out or whatever, and you’re probably right. But
sometimes people can surprise you. They might want their kids to be magical, so they
would try and marry wizards. Soon, non-magical people are the minority, not the
majority. By that time he’ll have passed whatever laws he wants and the world will
dance to his tune, knowingly or not.”
“But that would take too long,” said Lupin. “What good is that plan if he’s not
around to it come to completion?”
Susan shook her head. “You don’t get it. Right now he’s either researched or is in
the process of researching the twenty four hour ritual he can use to become immortal
again. Time will mean nothing to the man. He said he hadn’t, but he could have been
lying.”
“Wait, again?” asked Alastor. “What’s this again business?”
“Oh right, Albus doesn’t tell anyone anything,” said Susan, glaring at him. She
looked back over at Alastor. “How do you think he came back this time? He had a
wanded form of immortality that Team Susan has taken away from him. You’re welcome,
by the way. He will now turn to my superior Natural Magician form.”
“What about his followers?” asked Tonks. “Can he make them immortal too?”
“Sure, you can cast the spell on others or yourself. Doesn’t matter. Once that’s
done, they can sit back, pull the strings from the shadows, and wait until sentiment and
the numbers are in their favor.”
“So we have to strike now!” said Alastor, banging his staff on the floor.
“Wait a moment,” said Albus. “Is your form of immortality really better? You know
how his worked.”
“Well, okay, you don’t get to make backups. I’ll give you that. But a couple of
spells put into rings or whatever and you’re set. Invulnerability so you can’t be crushed
or decapitated. Barrier Against Spells so you can’t be touched by direct magical attack.
I’m sure he can Apparate so he can’t be sealed up in concrete or something. He can
use wanded magic to deflect anything not taken care of by those two, don’t forget. So
yeah, my magic could make someone pretty unkillable without getting really creative
about it. He wouldn’t need backups. Plus, if your magic can make backups, mine can.
While my book doesn’t address the way he used, he could research a spell to do
something similar with what he has left. Or maybe souls grow back over time? I don’t
know. Wouldn’t a soul technically be infinite? Half of infinity is still infinity.”
Most around the table looked puzzled at this explanation but Albus just looked
thoughtful.
“I agree, it’s hard to say, because so little research has been done. Still, we are
rather far afield of my original question. Which was, to remind you, what should we
expect as his next move?”
“Go back underground and research more of my magic. Personally I’m shocked
he came out of hiding when he did, but he’s demonstrated a good number of my spells.
No one could be helping him, and I suppose he could be staying awake 24/7 but still, I
don’t know how he’s managed it. He has what he wants, I doubt there will be attacks or
anything. Maybe the splinter group will try and get revenge, or appoint a new leader or
something? It could happen.”

“So what, we just sit on our hands?” demanded Alastor. “We need to take the
fight to them. Attack the ministry building and flush him out!”
“And what?” asked Tonks. “Fight our friends? Some of us work at the ministry,
you know? It’s only thanks to Susan here I managed to throw off the Imperius Curse
and join you.”
“Which I still don’t think was a good idea,” said Alastor. “You go back there and
risk getting taken over again. You’ll spill the beans on whatever plans we make if they
tell you to.”
“Maybe that’s what I’m hoping for,” said Susan.
“What?” Alastor roared.
“Maybe all the plans we come up with here are moot, because I have my own
plans that don’t include you. Maybe I’m just using you to generate false information and
strike from the shadows.”
“You would too, wouldn’t you?”
“Maybe.”
“I thought you said you didn’t have any plans,” said Ron.
“Shhh, don’t tell them that!”
“Oh sorry,” he whispered.
Team Susan laughed.
“This is no laughing matter!”
“Ah, Alastor. The trouble is, you’re too predictable. Tom knew all about my actions
around school, so I’m sure he’s researched anyone who has associations with Albus
here. So I’m sure he knows you would be the one to want to charge right in. That’s why
he took over the ministry the way he did. Unless you can guarantee this small force can
get through to Tom and take him out, a frontal assault is out of the question. I’ve already
been branded a criminal, and my immediate friends are wanted for questioning. I lead
some kind of attack on the ministry and everyone with me becomes a target. Tom
doesn’t have to lift a finger, his now loyal force of Aurors will do the work for him.”
“So what do you suggest?”
“Something he hasn’t considered. Maybe vacation in Hawaii? Visit Disney World?
It would be the last thing he was expecting.”
“No,” said Harry. “The last thing he would be expecting is for us to all turn into
penguins and dance the Bolero.”
“Hum, good point.”
“This is serious,” said Sirius, seriously, unwittingly committing alliteration for
further hilarity.
“Oh, I know. The trouble is, at the moment he’s right where he wants to be. We
can’t attack because we don’t want to hurt innocent people. He knows this. We can’t
lure him out because there’s nothing outside he wants. We could stealth inside, but no
doubt he’s accounted for that. The truth is, until we get more information we can’t make
plans. For instance, Tonks, is Tom seen around the ministry building?”
“Yes,” she replied. “He’s getting to know everyone and being all friendly.”
“Probably to figure out who might turn against him and needs to be more directly
controlled. Okay, that gives us an opening. Our first order of business is to see if he’s
there himself or as an Avatar. Tonks, that’s up to you.”
“How can I do it?”

“I’ll make you up a ward with Dead Magic in it. If you see him wandering around
the corridors, trigger it. If he stays then he’s there in person. If he becomes mud then
he’s controlling it remotely.”
“But then he’ll know you’re probing his defenses and change them,” said
Kingsley. “Plus if her association with you is known, she’ll be taken into custody. They
might even think you killed him somehow, which might work out great for him. He
becomes a martyr, and then we’ll never dislodge his influence.”
“That was all I had, so if you don’t like that plan, I’ll have to think of something
else. They don’t just grow on trees, you know.”
“It was a good plan,” said Remus, “but without a force there to strike if it is the
real Tom, it isn’t enough. The trouble is if he does melt into mud and we’ve got a force
there we would now look very foolish.”
“And have to fight our way out, though Susan could take care of that,” said Sirius.
“It seems like we all underestimated the threat he posed when we were told he
took your magic, Susan,” said Albus. “It’s always been a failing of mine to properly
appreciate how powerful and versatile it is. Now it’s coming to haunt us, because there’s
so many ways he can thwart our efforts.”
“I tried to warn you. But there is a possible explanation? As my magic doesn’t
actually belong in this world, it’s possible your mind just dismisses it out of hand.” Or
you think I’m just a kid, and equated my magic with being young and thus, no threat?
Who can say what goes on in that weird brain of yours, Albus. “And like I said, not even
I thought he would learn as much about my magic in so short a time as he has. I’ve
been very careful about my book, too. I’ve never taken it out since he came back, so he
can’t be getting information that way.”
“Are you sure he can’t enter your Dimension?” asked Hermione.
“Reasonably. The spells to open them open your own. It’s totally separate from
any other plane. He wouldn’t have anything to target though I suppose he could
research a spell of Open Susan Felton’s Dimension. But I really don’t think it works that
way.”
“Maybe he’s just got Talent for research or something,” put in Sparkle. “You didn’t
see his character sheet.”
“True, there could be a mundane explanation. As mundane as Paragon gets,
anyway.”
“However he’s learned it, it makes him that much more dangerous,” said Alastor.
“But all I’m hearing around this table is negativity. That things can’t be done. What can
we do?”
“I’ll look through the book to see what spells might help. Something he might not
have thought of, that sort of thing.”
“We could stake out the ministry building, see if any known Death Eaters come
out and trail them,” suggested Tonks. “Though more than likely they’ll use the floo
network or Apparate.”
“Wait a second, that can be tracked, can’t it?” asked Hermione. “Couldn’t we get
those records and see where they’re going to? Tom probably wouldn’t be far away from
his followers.”
“I can check into that when I go in tomorrow,” said Tonks. “Though he knows that
too, and probably has them destroyed.”

“Keep an eye out for Death Eater activity in the world. If we could capture one,
we could get information from them,” said Kingsley.
“All right,” said Albus. “We know what we’re up against, and we’ve had some
ideas. We’ll meet again in a week and further discuss our plans. Until then, no matter
how outlandish, think of ways we can deal with this situation. The more outlandish the
better as it’ll be more unexpected. You all have your tasks, keep up the good work.”
The meeting began to break up.
“Sir,” Harry said to Albus. “How are my relatives doing?”
“Your asking about them shows great moral fiber,” replied Albus. “As they are the
most charming individuals I have ever met. I released them yesterday to go back home
as they would not stop complaining. I don’t see any danger coming to them at this
point.”
“I see. Sorry they were such a hassle for you.”
Albus stared at him, uncomprehending. “You’re a better man than I, Harry Potter.
I don’t know how you put up with them for so long and still show any concern for them at
all. I am… humbled.”
“Susan?” asked Remus.
“What can I do for you?”
“I have a favor to ask, if you’re willing.”
“Sure.”
“The werewolf group I’ve been working on. They want to meet you.”
“Oh. Okay. I’m not doing anything else at the moment anyway, so I might as
well.”
“There’s a bit more. It’s the full moon in three days, and they want to make sure
my item isn’t just a fluke. I wondered if you could cast the spell on them that you put into
my item so they could see I’m telling the truth. It would be a great first step to getting
them all wearing them.”
“How many of them are there?”
“Eight.”
Susan considered. “I’ll need Energetic Accumulation but that’s not a problem.
And I can borrow Hermione’s Tirelessness object for a few days so I don’t lose the spell
by falling asleep. Okay, sure. I’ll need to get started constructing their individual items
anyway, so I’d need to meet them at some point. I’ll make up a list of what I’ll need, you
can have it ready. I’ll need more than a week, working 8 hours a day, per item. Guess I
can get started now, like I said, I don’t have much else to do around here.”
“What’s this going to cost them? I mean you’re talking about a full time job here,
and a week’s worth of work for any craftsman, especially an object of this nature,
wouldn’t be cheap. I don’t want you to sell yourself short just because you’re still in
school.”
“I guess I have to figure out some kind of grade/cost ratio. The book says to
charge four times the making of the item, which in your case is 80 Sickles. That’s 320
Sickles or about 19 Galleons. The trouble is I have to take into account that werewolves
probably aren’t that wealthy, no offense. Huh, second time someone has said that to
you tonight, sorry. Plus the item is very specialized, and made for the person to do one

job. But what is peace of mind worth knowing you’re not going to become a raving
animal three days a month? Is it worth as much as a wand? Probably not because
wands allow you to do all other magic. But on the other hand I’m making eight of them,
which if I charged 15 would be 120 Galleons for about three months worth of work. I
know Albus initially offered Dobby 10 Galleons a month wages, so he would only have
30 by that time. On the gripping hand, I’m the only one in this world (apart from Tom)
who can offer them this piece of mind. And I don’t think he would care to bother.”
“Are you overanalyzing stuff again?” asked Hermione, coming over.
“I want the prices I charge to be fair! Is that so much to ask? And with this
messed up currency system it’s hard to know what anything is worth.”
“The same thing anything is worth,” explained Hermione. “What someone will pay
for it.”
“But if the people I’m trying to sell to can’t pay for it, nobody wins. I doubt there’s
an insurance plan that will cover these, after all.” She turned back to Remus. “For the
moment then, call it 20 Galleons a shot, which will include the consumable material.
They’ll have to provide the item they want to hold the spell. Make sure it’s something
that will last, like metal, and they can pass it on when they die. I’m not a goblin, I don’t
want it back.”
He chuckled. “We’ll see what they say, I guess. Get me that list and I’ll tell them
to get something ready. The shape doesn’t matter?”
“Nope. They just have to have it on them when the moon comes up.”
“Fair enough. Thanks.”
“My pleasure.” And profit, possibly?

116
A sheep in wolf’s clothes
Time: The next evening
Place: The Pack’s Hideout
So Remus took Susan and Sparkle, via Apparition, to where “his” pack of
werewolves was hanging out. As it was the first night of the full moon, they needed
someplace secure to lock themselves so they were sure not to hurt anyone. A cave, with
parts of the wall scooped out, and bars put across them, served. Susan walked in to see
a bunch of shabby looking, depressed people of all ages. It was one hour until
moonrise. Susan was carrying a school bag, which rustled with paper, and Sparkle
padded along nervously beside the two.
“Everyone,” said Remus, “This is Susan, the girl I’ve been telling you about.”
“Uh, Remus,” whispered Susan, “I count real good up to ten, but then it starts to
get a bit fuzzy. This doesn’t seem like eight people to me.”
“Not all of us are werewolves,” said a woman holding unto what Susan hoped
was her child. She looked about eight years old. “We’re just here to make sure they’re
secure before the moon comes out.”
“Isn’t that a bit… dangerous?”
“Yes, it is,” answered the woman simply.
“It has to be done,” said Remus. “That’s Wendy, by the way.”
“Nice to meet you,” said Susan. The woman just grunted.
“You’ll have to forgive them, they’ve had a pretty tough life since they were
cursed.”
“And this is to be our savior?” asked a man, getting up from the cave floor.
“Certainly doesn’t look like much.”
“Susan, I’d like you to meet Dominic. He speaks for the pack.”
“Nice to meet you,” said Susan.
“If the stories about you that Remus tells are true, likewise. If you’ve raised our
hopes for nothing… well, it won’t go easy for you.”
Susan smirked. “Hate to break it to you, but your pack couldn’t take me.”
“Oh really?”
“Yup. Unless you think you could take down a dragon by yourself, which I’ve
done.”
“I read about that,” said another man, currently sitting behind bars. “You are the
Susan from the tournament, aren’t you?”
She did a curtsy. “One and the same.”
“You’re gonna have to be that good if we get out of control.”
“Don’t worry, you won’t. That’s why I’m here. Working non-stop I figure I’ll have a
couple made by the time this becomes a problem again, and we’ll do the same thing.
Repeat twice and you’ll all be protected.”
“But I can’t pay what you’re asking,” said Wendy bitterly.
“Yeah, not a lot of us can,” said Dominic. The others grumbled in agreement.
“I’m not going to hold you over a barrel,” said Susan, raising a hand. “Right now I
know it’s tough for you because you’re werewolves. I get that. Until you believe you’re
safe, you won’t be. But once you believe you are you can fit into society again. I’ll call

the item a loan until then. You can pay me back when you’re able. For the moment I’ll
just need the 80 Sickles to pay for the consumed components. If, however, you have
something suitably costly I can use, I’ll take that instead and cut that much off the final
price.”
“Pretty generous,” said a woman in the cage opposite where several men were
sitting. “What do you really want from us?”
Susan shrugged. “Want from you? Nothing, directly, just that you take your lives
back. As far as generosity goes, I can afford to be, at the moment. I don’t have living
expenses yet, and I have a small monthly income of my own that meets my needs. At
the moment I need exposure more than anything, for when I open a shop dedicated to
doing exactly this kind of thing. Solving people’s problems with my unique kind of
magic.” Unique around here, anyway. “You don’t have to tell people the specifics, but a
little word of month that I solved a tricky problem for you would go a long way when my
shop opens.”
“You’re going to cure us?” asked a girl a little older looking than Susan.
She shook her head. “I don’t know anything that can actually cure you. What I’m
going to do is suppress the curse. You can have the magic put into an item, like a ring or
necklace. This you could pass to another werewolf upon your death. If, however, you’re
worried about losing it or having it stolen, I can brand the magic directly into you as a
tattoo.”
At least, that’s the theory. I’ve never actually tried it, but reading the spells over I
can’t see how it would fail to work.
“It sounds too good to be true,” she said, hanging her head.
“Please, people, I’ve seen her do some spectacular things,” Remus said. “And
she’s here tonight, out of no obligation to any of you whatsoever, to help. At least give
her, and her magic, a chance! I’m not lying to you all, I haven’t transformed since she
helped me, and God willing I never will again. She can offer you the same if you let her.”
“All right girl,” said Dominic. “What do we have to do?”
How dare he call us girl! thought Old Susan. I could destroy him right now!
We are not going to rise to it, responded New Susan. We’re here to help these
people, not start a shouting match with them. Remember Severus?
Exactly, he still doesn’t respect us, despite everything we’ve done in his class.
It’s these people we have to impress at the moment. I won’t do that bullying their
pack leader.
Suit yourself, but werewolves probably only respect one thing- and that’s
strength.
Susan put her bag down and unzipped it. Turning it over she shook it out, and a
small mountain of wards tumbled to the floor.
“Last night I thought I would get all of you with one spell, maintain it, and do that
the next three nights. Upon further reflection, that was a stupid idea so I made these
instead. Everyone come and take one, and I’ll show you how to use it.”
Dominic went and picked one up, holding it away from himself and turning it in
his hand. “You say this is a spell? Never heard of anything like this.”
“Exactly. That’s why it’s going to work. Come on, you don’t have much time,
everyone grab one.”
Seven more people, including Felicia, came forward to take a ward.

“Wait a minute, you’re the werewolf?” Susan asked her. Felicia nodded sadly.
“About a year now,” she said softly.
“I thought it was your mother! How in the world-”
“Fenrir Greyback,” spat Wendy. “I’d like one minute alone with him in chains.”
There was a general agreement to this sentiment.
“Yeah, you want to earn our trust? Use some of this ‘great magic’ you have to
take him out. I see you do that, and the pack is yours to command.”
Everyone there nodded.
“Okay, we can talk about that in a minute. Now, take your ward and hold it
between your hands. Think about wanting the magic to protect you from the curse until
the moon sets. The trigger phrase is ‘I reject the wolf.’ Go ahead, try it.”
There were eight choruses of “I reject the wolf” and magic swirled around the
eight people.
“Done!” said Susan. “You’re all safe for tonight.” That use of magic is specific
enough, and I figure a moon cycle can count as a scene. “As you can see, I’ve made a
bunch of them so you can use them all three nights. If making your items takes longer
for some reason, I’ll just make up some more.”
“Why can’t you just make us these all the time?” asked a man. “I’m Caleb, by the
way.”
“In a way, I could. You only need three a month, with the exception of the blue
moon month. They cost nothing but a little time, a piece of paper, and some energy, no
big deal. The trouble is, I’m a marked woman. Tom and I will someday soon have a
confrontation. There’s no guarantee I’ll win. After that, I may… travel… a bit, before I
settle down and start my shop. I might not be able to make enough to last you all. Plus
you have to remember to do this, and while I’m sure you’re all very attuned to the lunar
cycle-”
“We are,” growled Caleb.
Susan conceded the point with a wave. “But the truth is you slip up once and
you’re a monster. My way is safer. You won’t have to think about it anymore. And like I
said, my business is solving problems, not just covering them up. This is a cover up, not
a solution. And thirdly, would you rather pay me once, for an item that will last
generations, or continuously, every month, for wards?”
“I suppose that some good points. Still, I’ll believe all this when I see it. We better
get behind bars, people.”
They all started disrobing, and Susan blushed and looked away.
“Yeah, when you don’t have a lot of money, being naked a little while is
preferable to ripping off your clothes every time the change comes over you.”
The men and women and into the opposite ends of the cave, and were locked in.
“Why do you separate yourselves?” asked Susan, confused. “You can still see
each other, obviously.”
“When we change we become total animals. With a bloodlust you wouldn’t
believe. However, we can satisfy that in other ways, once we realize we can’t get out of
this cage.”
“Okay?”
“We prefer not to make little wolf babies, is what he’s saying,” yelled the girl
Susan’s age, and everyone chuckled.

“Oh. So tell me about this Fenrir fellow,” said Susan to Wendy.
“You tell her,” she said to Remus.
He took a deep breath. “The fact is, some people go out of their way to become
werewolves, and Fenrir is the worst of the lot.”
“Well what idiot gave him the name of the wolf that supposedly triggers the end of
the world?”
“Yes, the Greyback family has always been a bit unbalanced. The point is, he has
made it his mission to infect as many people as he can with this curse. He infected me
as a kid, and Felicia and others. He’s somehow made a deal or something with his wolf
side. He gets close to a victim and waits for the moon to come up. Rather than killing
the victim, which does happen, the process isn’t perfect, he’ll deliver a single bite and
then get away.”
“If I could kill him I would!” shouted Felicia, shivering and gripping the bars of her
prison.
“Anyone here would,” said Wendy. “Do you know what it’s like to watch your
daughter change night after night? To know that she doesn’t recognize you anymore?
That she would rip your throat out given half a chance?”
“No, I’m sorry. I don’t. But maybe I can make sure no one else has to suffer with
what he’s done.”
“You’re not thinking of-” said Remus.
“How long?” she asked.
“Wendy looked at a watch. “Half an hour.”
“Does anyone have a picture of him?”
“I do,” said another man, not in a cell. “I’m Jamel, by the way. Not that I’ll forget
what he looked like when he attacked my wife, Abbey. I put them up wherever I can.” A
woman in the cell raised her hand. Susan nodded to her and went over to take the
rolled up parchment. It was a wanted poster.
Susan smiled. “Perfect. Plenty of time.”
Oh, so now we’re going to show off? thought Old Susan.
This isn’t showing off, it’s about justice. It has to be done, and I’m the only one
that can do it.
And in no way is about vengeance for that cute naked girl over there? She’s a
little young for you, you know.
Shut up! He could be stalking someone this very minute. I can put an end to that,
so I have a duty to do so.
I’m glad to hear you admit it.
Susan shook her head, her desire to ‘play the hero’ and use her magics for good
confused her sometimes. She found it too easy to slip back into her old patterns of just
bowling people over by force of will or magic. Probably because I’m still new to trying to
be a little more likable rather than fearsome. Of course if I had a higher PERsonality I
would probably just charm people into doing what I wanted, like Tom does. Does that
make me as bad as him? No- I’m trying to change, aren’t I? I just wish those thoughts of
my ‘old self’ would leave me alone.
She got out several spells on paper, and Sparkle put Energetic Accumulation on
her, so she didn’t have to take the full time casting from writings.
“Descry Creature, Fenrir Greyback, whose likeness I have seen in this wanted

poster.” Magic sparkled around her, and she pointed. “Four hundred and thirteen miles
that way.”
“Seriously?” asked Dominic.
“Seriously. Now to bring him here. I’m assuming you all know some kind of
combat magic?” she asked the remaining wizards around her.
“You’re really going to get him here?” asked Jamel, drawing a wand. “For real?”
“For real. You just have to hold him. Do NOT attack him. He is going to get what
he deserves tonight, but I will be the one to do it. Is that clear? Anyone kills him before
I’m done with him will make me very angry. Hey Remus, do they want to see me
angry?”
“You really don’t,” he replied. “But may I ask what you intend to do?”
“Philosophize,” Susan said with a smile. “Get ready.” Wands were drawn. “He’s
going to appear in the middle of a circle of light, right here.” She pointed. “He will be
disoriented, but not for long. Remember, restrain only, and leave him talking, I want him
to know what I have in store for him.”
The people in the cages were all standing now, pressed up against the bars.
There was a palpable tension in the air.
“Telesummon,” said Susan, taking the extra time so that the wanded wizards
could get into position. With a *POP* a greying, startled man appeared in the center of
the circle and got hit with half a dozen restraining spells.
“What is the meaning of this?” he roared, looking around wildly. “Wait a minute, I
know you, girl. What are… wait, you’re all… What’s going on?” He calmed a little.
“Justice,” said Susan, stepping in front of him, holding a sheaf of papers. “You
know this girl?”
“Yeah, turned her some time back. What to be a werewolf, little one? In a few
minutes I’ll bust out of these magical bonds and tear you all- Remus? Is that little
Remus? Nice to see you doing so well my old friend!”
“You’re no friend of mine.”
“No? I did you a favor, turning you. You just were too blind to see it.”
“You admit turning them then?”
“Sure, I admit it. I enjoy it. Makes my life worth living.”
Susan smiled. “I’m glad to hear you say that. Because after tonight, your life
won’t be worth living. But you will. You’ll live on, but your purpose will be gone. And
justice will be served.”
“What are you blathering on about, girl?”
Susan ignored the question and spun around, addressing the other people in the
cave. “Look, all of you. You wanted to know my power? Fine. I’ll show you what my
magic can do.” She turned back, looking at the magical symbols on the page and they
started dancing around the man, now struggling to get away from them. The wanded
wizards held him fast. “Fenrir Greyback, I curse you. I curse you with the form most
opposite your own, that of the sheep. To break this curse one who you turned must
honestly forgive you, and in your presence speak the words ‘I forgive you for what you
did to me.’ I curse you with this form until the day you die. Cursed Form.”
“Nooooooooo!” shouted Fenrir as his body rippled and changed. The people of
the cave, man, woman, and child alike, stared in fascination as the man shrank down to
become a sheep. “No! No!”

“Sadly, he can still talk,” said Susan. “A limitation of the spell, but someone could
always put a silence charm on him to shut him up if he gets too annoying.”
“Change me back!” demanded Fenrir, falling to the ground on four hooves in front
of Susan. “Please, I’ll do anything. Change me back!” He started turning, looking back
at his new body. “I’m a sheep. I’m really a sheep. This is a nightmare!”
“Nope,” said Susan, crossing her arms. “But you could say it’s a dream come true
for several people here. In fact, I’m letting that little girl out right now. I figure it’s about
twenty to moonrise, wouldn’t it be ironic if she was the one who tore you to pieces?”
“You wouldn’t dare! You <female dog>! She’ll kill you all! And I hope I breathe my
last as you do!”
Wait, was that just censored? thought Sparkle. I guess to keep the rating low for
the story.
Remus flicked his wand, and the sheep went flying. “Apologize!” he demanded,
after Fenrir hit the wall of the cave and crumpled.
“I’m quite capable of doing that myself if I wanted to,” Susan said, putting a hand
on his and lowering it. “His words won’t hurt me.” She walked over put her face down by
the face of the sheep, who was struggling to rise. “You think a little werewolf could take
me? After what you just watched me do to you? Trust me, I could tear a werewolf apart
with my bare hands. They wouldn’t stand a chance. One spell by me, one spell put on
me by my cat. There wouldn’t be a single thing a werewolf could do to me.” Well, two,
technically. Energetic Accumulation and then Augment STRength. I could become
strong enough to lift mountains. Though my body probably wouldn’t be able to stand the
strain. “You think you’re strong as a werewolf? You’re nothing compared to how strong
my magic can make me.”
“Please, at least send me back. Don’t let me die like this! I beg you!”
“Oh, do you now? Begging? That’s rich. How many mothers have begged
someone, anyone, to stop you? To help cure their kids? But no one came, did they? No
one but me. I could have killed you tonight, but rejoice, that’s not how I do things. No,
you’re going to live, and your punishment will fit your crime to your dying day. Don’t you
agree?” she asked over her shoulder.
She got no response, and looked around. Everyone had backed away from her,
the people in the cells now looking a bit glad bars separated them from this girl.
She sighed. “I really have to stop doing that. I promised myself I wouldn’t make
people scared of me anymore. But look what you did. They’re more scared of me than
they are of you, now.” She straightened up. “Sorry about that. Sometimes when I get
angry I kind of go too far. And he made me a little angry.”
“What are you going to do with me?” Fenrir asked in a small voice.
“Keep you here until moonrise, to make sure my curse beats yours and you don’t
become some kind of weresheep. After that, I’ll let them decide your fate.” She pointed
a thumb behind her. “Maybe the little girl you infected, her name is Felicia, by the way,
can look after you. You’ll make a nice little pet, won’t you? Maybe someday she’ll even
forgive you, but I doubt it. That’s up to them.”
“We’ll, uh, do whatever you recommend,” said Dominic.
“Oh yeah, the pack is mine now, isn’t it?” asked Susan brightly. “Really, I don’t
want it. I meant what I said, my part in his punishment is over. Just don’t try and make
lamb chops, he’ll turn human again when he dies. That could be awkward.”

“We really are protected, aren’t we?” asked Caleb. “We’re not going to turn
tonight?”
“Yeah, you really are. Did you think I was playing some kind of game? Tricking
you for some bizarre reason?”
“They won’t change?” Fenrir asked, hope in his voice. Susan ignored him.
“We’ve never had reason to hope before,” said Wendy. “But you just snapped
your fingers and the man I’ve hated for years is now laying on the floor of this cave, as a
sheep. That’s going to take some getting used to.”
“Yeah, why can’t you just do that to Tom?” asked Remus.
“He’s protected by my magics,” Susan said bitterly. “Believe me, I tried. I couldn’t
get a fix on his position, and thus, I can’t Telesummon him anywhere. He’s too smart for
that.”
“You’re really going to take Tom on? The man formally known as He Must Not Be
Named?” asked Dominic. “I thought he was some kind of good guy?”
“He’s the worst, and yes, one way or another a similar fate is in store for him. His
punishment, too, shall fit his crimes.”
The only time, I think, that Susan will show the violence inherent in the system,
thought Sparkle.
“I believe you,” he said. “I think you can win. If this all works… I’ll get you the
money. I’ll pay for everyone’s if I have to. You have my support, and I’m sorry I doubted
you.”
He stuck his hand through the bars.
“Uh, maybe you could put your pants on before we get all huggy-weepy?”
“Oh yeah, I forgot. Not that I doubt you, but we’ll wait until moonrise just to be
safe.”
“That’s fine. It’s not long now.”
And so the group, (and one roped up sheep) came out of the cave to look upon
the full moon.
“I never thought I would see it again,” said Felicia. “Not with human eyes,
anyway. Thank you, Susan.”
“My pleasure. If you all don’t mind, I’ll start on hers, first.”
“That’s fine,” said everyone, possibly a little too quickly.
Really have to watch that… But I guess at least now I’m aware I’m doing it, and
want to try and restrain myself in the future? I mean he needed to be stopped, for all I
know I just saved another innocent life tonight. Or even better, kept a kid from having to
live a half life, like Remus did.
Tom’s right though. I had the power, but did I have the right to rip this man from
where he was and do this to him? He has a way out, the spell requires it, and he’ll live
as long as he would have otherwise. He’s just no danger to society anymore. Isn’t that
what Tom’s new ‘corrective’ laws are all about? Aren’t we the same?
Yes he’s killed, but that beggar really was just a leach, right? He had a point, the
beggar went to the afterlife, and Tom’s immortality got stronger. Was it such a bad
trade? asked Old Susan.
No, I can’t think like that! That’s his way of thinking, not mine!

I’m so messed up.

117
Responsibly Weighs Upon Her
Time: Two and a half weeks later
Place: Sirius’ house
Nearly three weeks passed rather quickly for Susan, slowly for the rest of the
team, who were pretty bored hiding out in Sirius’ house. Kreacher, at least, was in high
spirits, and even seemed to be coming around to the fact Hermione was a person rather
than “the mudblood.” Sirius no longer shouted at him, as any member of Team Susan
within earshot would glare at him when he did, so he finally gave it up. With Susan’s
Regeneration he was also looking and feeling better, and he was also now practicing
the ESPer techniques she described to him. She brought the girl Felicia and her mother
Wendy to the hideout for the first week as she made Wendy’s item, which Felicia talked
her mom into being a tattoo. Wendy argued at least for an earring, but Felicia said she
would then have to wear those earrings and no other, forever. Also there were
situations, like swimming, where it would make no sense to wear earrings. Rings or
bracelets were tricky, given how young she was, thus not knowing what size would
ultimately be the correct one. Wendy finally gave in and said a small tattoo, not easy
visible, would be fine. Susan smiled and started work.
She put the Imbuing into the ink inside a bottle of ink. (She had to use
Hermione’s gift of the wireless to check into exactly how tattoos were made, and the
proper inks and such to use.) Both Wendy and Felicia were fascinated by the iPad and
internet, once she showed them how to use it. Oddly, they seemed to take to it better
than her own mother, a fact she attributed to them thinking it was just a “magic box” they
poked at to make stuff happen rather than concentrating on “expensive, high tech
gadget” which created a sort of mental block in people.
In any case, a week(ish) later, Susan asked what design Felicia wanted, and she
chose a catgirl, like her namesake. (Her mother had been horrified when Felicia did a
google image search of her name, but Felicia laughed and laughed.) Susan
concentrated, then cast Conducive Displacement on the ink. She breathed a sigh of
relief as Felicia winced, but the image she had in mind appeared, leaving the ink bottle
empty. Susan did a Magic Sense on the girl, and was pleased to know the enchantment
held, protecting her forever from turning into a beast again.
“Thank you!” said Felicia, over and over as she hugged Susan.
“Yes, thank you. You don’t know what this means to us.”
Susan stroked Felicia’s hair and looked past her head. “You know something? I
think I do, just a little. I never had a sister, I guess I didn’t know what I was missing.”
“You mean that?” asked Felicia, grinning widely.
“Yeah. This week has been great. And you’re great, too. Now go out there and do
something incredible with your life, okay?”
She nodded seriously. “I will. When I get my wand I’m going to study really, really,
really hard and maybe be as good in magic as you are someday!”
Susan smiled. “You better. Teleportal.” A hole opened behind the two, back to
their house. “Stay safe out there, both of you. And Felicia, try not to bite anyone.
Technically you can still infect others, but as you’ll be human I don’t know exactly what
might happen. Best to leave that to speculation, forever.”

“Okay. Come visit me lots and lots, okay?”
“I’ll try my best, once all the craziness in my life is over.”
Felicia laughed. “No, you better come anyway, because I think craziness will
follow you around forever.”
Susan laughed with her. “You know, you’re probably right. We’ll see each other
again, I promise.”
“Pinkie promise?” Susan had, of course, introduced her to Friendship Is Magic.
“Cross my heart and hope to fly, stick a cupcake in my eye!”
“Okay! See ya!” She jumped through the portal. “Come on mom!”
“Just one second, baby.” She turned to Susan, and also put her arms out for a
hug. Her eyes were shiny with tears. “Thank you again. I’ve not seen her like this since
she got turned, it’s really been hard for her. You’ve done more for her than I ever
dreamed. Our nightmare is finally over.” The two hugged.
“You stood by her side through it all. Many wouldn’t. You deserve just as much
thanks for me. Now go on, get out of here.”
“If you ever need anything… what am I saying? There’s nothing I can do you
can’t do yourself. I’ll do my best to repay you though. Somehow.”
“Mom!”
“Coming!”
“Good luck.”
“Thanks.”
With that, she also stepped through the portal and both waved as it shrank …
“Bye, big sis!”
“Bye, little sis…”
… and disappeared.
Susan sighed, feeling tears in her own eyes.
“You really liked her, didn’t you?” asked Hermione, stepping out from the hallway.
“It isn’t just that,” replied Susan, wiping her eyes. “Helping the Longbottom family
was nice, but quick, and rather impersonal. I got to know those two, since they had to
hang around. She was always popping up to show me some cute pony thing she had
discovered, and when she found that Darkstalkers character that shared her name, and
I thought her mom would melt through the floor!” She was smiling now, even as tears
trickled down her face. “And now she has her whole life as a witch ahead of her, rather
than a life of being an outcast for something some maniac did to her for grins. She was
the little sister I never knew I wanted.” Tears were falling faster now.
“Come here. What’s this really about?”
“Oh, Hermione! Why do I have to go kill Tom?” she sobbed, head on Hermione’s
shoulder. “Why did he have to take my magic like he did? Why couldn’t he have just
stayed dead? I hate him! Hate him for forcing me to come after him, because I’m the
only one who can. Hate him for forcing me to become a monster in order to deal with
him. What if I can’t stop, Hermione? What if I kill him, and it’s just the first step to
becoming him? Like I get a taste for blood or something?”
“Now, now, that won’t happen.”
“You don’t get it. I have a darkness inside me, Hermione. A voice that agrees with
him, that thinks I should join him. Look at what I did to Professor Umbridge, is that who I

really am? I turned Fenrir into a sheep, for goodness sake. And I won’t say he didn’t
deserve it, but afterword I saw them looking at me. Like I was the monster. And I was,
Hermione, I was. I just snapped my fingers and rewrote reality the way I wanted it to be.
That’s what my magic can do. I just want to help people,” she cried, “like I did for Felicia.
But I can’t, because of him. I’m just as bad, I know it! I’ve proven it time and time again,
even though I swear this time will be the last time I do something like this. But it never
is. There’s always going to be some bad person out there that has to be stopped. But if
I go bad, who is going to stop me? Superman gave Batman Kryptonite, just in case, but
there’s nothing like that for me! What am I going to do, Hermione?”
“I… I don’t even know what to say. You aren’t anything like him. He wouldn’t have
helped those werewolves, would he? He would have seen them as a resource, a tool for
his own ends. You saved them, Susan. You did a good thing, honest! That’s who you
really are, I know it!”
“Honest?” Susan was looking up at Hermione now.
Hermione nodded. “Come on, you’ve been working too hard on that Imbuing.
Show me some funny cat videos on youTube and we’ll go out for ice cream or
something.”
“Yeah,” said Susan, wiping her eyes. “Okay. Just you and me, okay? I couldn’t
face the guys right now. Let me wash up, I must have a −2 penalty to my LOOks at
least.” She tried to smile. “Thanks… for listening.”
She ran off to the bathroom.
Hermione looked over at Sparkle.
“How is she really doing?” Hermione asked.
Sparkle looked over at where she had gone.
“This is the first I’ve heard any of this. That’s the trouble with having such a high
RESolve, you know? Where other people would crack early, you can keep going, but
your next check becomes that much tougher. That means the meltdown is bigger too.
That didn’t seem too bad, but as her friend, I would stay by her and get her to talk about
any other concerns on her mind. She may still be trying to hide her real feelings. She’s
under a lot of strain, with this whole Tom thing that she thinks is her fault.”
“Shouldn’t you be the one to do that?”
“I’m her companion, yes. We’re friends, but I can only help her so much. I think
she relates better to you, being human and all. Maybe she should take a break, go see
Luna tomorrow. She always managed to make Susan feel better. Suggest it to her, will
you? One day not working on Imbuing won’t hurt.”
“Okay. What about this darkness she spoke of?”
Sparkle shook her head. “That actually worries me most of all. It sounds so
familiar, but I can’t place it. I know it was when I was with Elysian, but we visited a few
worlds together and I was just a kitten at the time. He didn’t let me near the dangerous
stuff, my magic skills were only potential then. That’s why he left me with her, so I could
learn magic along with someone else. He knew I was a Natural Magician, as he hoped
she would be. He could have trained me, it’s true, but he was focused on saving his
world, and said that wouldn’t be fair to me, because he couldn’t give me 100% of
himself.” She chuckled ruefully. “She’s more like him every day, I think. It was long ago,
and I was young, but sometimes they feel the same, you know? I recall him saying

something about a force of darkness, I think? I did a Magic Sense on her, which is all I
can do, but I wish her father was here now. He had a staff that let him sense things like
life energy or soul corruption. Another gift of his world, like the book of spells he took,
given to him to help his journey. She’s not under any magical influence, that much I
could tell at least. She’s pretty powerful by herself, and she’s carrying around all those
spell charms on her bracelet. It’s hard to cut through, but she didn’t feel any different,
magically. It could just be stress.”
Hermione nodded. “Agreed. I might just do some Research on stress related
diseases. See what I can find.”
“Good idea. Just don’t let her know until you have something concrete. She might
not want to be seen as weak, her comment about the boys seeing her like this suggests
it. If she thought she really was cracking up, because she saw you looking into it, that
might make things worse.”
“I agree. I’ll be careful.”
A minute later, Susan reappeared, looking better, and she and Hermione went to
have a girl’s night out.

Susan threw herself back into her work for the next person, the slightly older than
herself Roselle. She wasn’t as fun as Felicia to be around, but they got along okay, and
Roselle paid what she could, promising the rest later.
“Six more to go, sorry about using your house like this, Sirius.” she said as they
all sat down to dinner that evening.
“Hey, you’re welcome to it, Susan. This used to be a place of dark magic and
hateful people. Now it’s become something a lot greater, and it’s all thanks to you. Plus I
get to meet some interesting people, and maybe the name of Black can be redeemed a
little bit. I’m not much help to you otherwise, but if this is all I can do, I’m glad to do it.
You kids have transformed that basement down there, I hardly recognize it!”
“We didn’t have anything better to do,” said Harry. “And it’s good magical practice
for us. We know Susan doesn’t need a nice space to work in, but it can’t hurt.”
“Well thanks. It is a big help, I can’t exactly have a construction crew over to do a
home makeover, now can I?” They all laughed. “You smoothed out the walls and
painted them, put in carpet, even made the air smell better. And those fires of yours are
so cute, Hermione!”
“Thanks.”
“It’s really starting to feel like a home around here, something I never thought I
would say. I owe you guys.”
“Ah, we all owe each other, so it’s even,” said Harry. “Any news on the Tom
front?”
“No. Various Order members come in and out, but he’s just hanging out at the
ministry building. Of course no one sees him coming or going, but why would they?
Tonks said something about new security spells they’re putting up around the place, too.
Probably to detect the kind of stuff you can do, Susan, so you can’t get into the place as
easily.”
“Not that I would. Too many innocent people would get hurt trying to go through

the front doors. Well, he’ll slip up sometime. I hope.”
“He’s bound to. His own overconfidence will be his undoing in the end.”
“I hope you’re right.”
That night, Susan found herself in what looked like Sherlock’s study. There was a
cheery fire, and books on shelves. There was a large chair facing the fire, and Susan
smelled tobacco smoke, probably from a pipe. A smaller chair stood beside it, both in a
deep red color. A grandfather clock ticked away off to one side, and struck the hour. It
was 2 o’clock.
“Now what, Tom?” Susan asked.
A head poked around the edge of the chair. “Ah, Susan, welcome! Please, have
a seat!”
“Why should I? I don’t go around pulling you into my dreams. Why should I put
up with you pulling me into yours?”
“Now, now, we can be civil to each other, can’t we? Especially because I’m here
to ask for your help.”
Susan walked around the chair to face Tom. He had a pipe in his house, and
slapped a book shut. He removed the pipe and gestured with the stem. “Please, sit.”
Susan started laughing. “Seriously? You want my help?” A knife appeared in her
hands. “Hold your wrists out and I’ll start a’cutting. Now is it down the lane or across the
street, I can never remember.”
“Charming, as always. And I came up with this more… intimate setting, rather
than where we met the last time, too.”
“Yes, you’re all heart.” She dropped the knife and it vanished before hitting the
plush carpet beneath her feet. She looked down. “What am I wearing?” It was a
Victorian style gown, in white. Susan concentrated, and changed it into street clothes.
“Fine,” she said, dropping into the chair opposite Tom. “Make it good. And lose the pipe,
you look ridiculous!”
“Really? Huh, I thought I looked rather dapper with it. Ah well.” The book and pipe
disappeared. “I’ll get right to it. You know that certain members of my organization split
off because they no longer felt my ideals were the ones they were hoping for.”
“You said as much last time. I’m surprised you let them live.”
“Susan, please! I am not a cold blooded killer.” Susan glared at him. “Anymore, I
mean. I’ve left that life behind me. No, if they have a difference in philosophy then that’s
their prerogative. I wished them well and sent them on their way.”
“Good for you. Can I go now?”
“Ah, how silly of me, not to stress the main point at the beginning. I let them go
weeks ago, and they’ve been planning something.”
“Oh?”
“Yes. There is a rich widow that lives in the village. I think her name is Samantha
Littlestine? Something like that.”
“Bigelstine?”
Tom snapped his fingers. “That’s the one. You know her, then?”
“What did you do?”
“Me? Nothing!” Tom held up his hands, a picture of innocence. “Like I said, this is
totally outside my influence. I learned, through my contacts, she has a lot of valuable art

pieces and such in her house. They have been cut off from their fortunes, and now need
capital to start a new Death Eater group. I have learned their plans are to break into the
home of Samantha, and rob her blind.”
“You just can’t leave well enough alone, can you? You knew I knew her
somehow- so you’ve targeted her to… to break my resolve or something.”
Tom looked genuinely hurt. “I’m genuinely hurt. I’m trying to give you a chance to
do some good, and take out some Death Eaters. That is what you want to do, right?
That they chose a person you know is regrettable, but she is the richest lady in town.”
“I… You… You’re serious?”
“Completely serious. I don’t need former associates causing trouble for the new
ministry, it makes us look weak. As a bonus you can get some XP out of it. Not that
capturing a few wanded wizards will be much of a strain for you.”
“Why can’t your so called ‘new ministry’ just handle it?”
“The thing is, if I had Aurors stationed there before the attack, questions would be
raised. How did I know? Why did I personally send agents there when, really, there was
no need? Even I can’t control every news reporter in the world. That charming Quibbler
fellow is proof enough of that, right? I mean, really, if I wanted to harass you, I would go
after the people you know personally. Like that Luna girl you’re so fond of.”
Susan gripped the edges of the chair. “Leave her alone, or so help me-”
Tom put up a hand. “I know about your temper, and your ability to throw magic
around when you’re angry. In fact, according to reports, there was a time magic actually
started to manifest around you without you even casting any spells. A hidden gift from
your father, perhaps, or something darker inside your very soul? No matter. I wouldn’t
dream of going after people you know, because that would almost certainly result in
your tearing the ministry apart looking for me. Even if you didn’t kill anyone, you would
undoubtedly drain the energy of everyone there, raising your own potential for
destruction by many times.”
“Count on it.”
“So there you are. I leave you alone, you leave me alone. Simple, isn’t it? That’s
why I’m telling you about this splinter group. They aren’t related to me, and so they are
not to be protected by me.”
“So you’re also sending a message to the others that did stay by you. If they
leave, you’ll send Susan out after them, is that it?”
“Humm. Something like that, I suppose. Not you specifically, but rather that
leaving my service will not be tolerated, and there will be consequences. It just so
happens they chose a stupid thing to do first. I want no destruction to come to the
village, after all. That’s where the wizards live! Also the woman did her duty, and had
several children, which earns her my respect. She has fine grandsons by all accounts,
and hopefully under the new laws will soon take wives and do their duty to wizard kind.”
Susan snorted. Their duty. What, having a bunch of happy-happy-fun-times in the
bedroom?
Tom continued. “Why wouldn’t I send the best person I know to take care of the
issue, even knowing her feelings for me?”
Susan remained silent.
“The heist will take place sometime tomorrow night. There are 4 of them, easily
taken. Naturally I have not shared everything I have learned about being a Natural

Magician with my followers, so they will be unprepared for you despite any efforts they
take to pull of this theft. I assume you know the address?”
“I’ve been there, yes.”
“Splendid! I don’t have to have you memorize it, then. This dream sharing is
convenient, but hard to take anything away from it. By the way, have you been staying
up lately? I despaired of reaching you, these past few nights. Owls don’t reach you, so
you must be hiding out somewhere... I hope you’re not getting into trouble.”
“None of your business. You know too much about me already, somehow.”
“As you know too much about me, sadly. Very well.” He stood up. “Have a
pleasant rest of the evening.”
Susan awoke, and wrote a note for Sirius to find in the morning.
Had another visit by Tom. We’ll need the Order before lunchtime, please get
them here.
Then she tried to get back to sleep, with thoughts of what Tom was really
planning running through her mind.
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More Potential Violence
Time: The next morning
Place: Kitchen
Susan recounted the dream to the members of the Order that showed up, and
they started discussing what to do about it.
“It’s probably a trap,” said Alastor. “I would advise letting us handle it, rather than
going yourself.”
“I suppose I can give you some wards to take with you, to take their magic away.”
“Why would we want to do that?”
Susan looked at him curiously. “What are you expecting to do with them, then?
You can’t take them to the ministry, now can you? That’s delivering them to Tom. They
can’t come here, and they can Apparate out of anyplace eventually. The only foolproof
course is to make sure they can’t make magical trouble ever again. This will also insure
that, even if they wanted to, they couldn’t go crawling back to Tom for forgiveness.”
Alastor looked uncomfortable. “I’m not sure I’m as willing to take someone’s
magic away from them as you seem to be. No offense, but to us it’s like cutting off a
leg.” He indicated his artificial leg.
“So what is your big plan then? Kill them? Duel them in the house, possibly
destroying priceless artworks in the process? I’m sorry, but that’s a bit worse than
cutting off a leg. I won’t stand for it.” Get it? Stand… leg? Never mind. “You aren’t going
to use my info for something I’m morally against.”
“You won’t stand-”
“People, please!” said Remus. “Let’s take a step back here. Before you get into a
shouting match, Alastor, what is your plan, should you catch them? Susan has a good
point, Azkaban is not an option, nor is imprisoning them elsewhere. We can’t let them
ransack Mrs. Bigelstiene’s manner but we still need to figure out what to do with them
once we’ve caught them.”
“They’re Death Eaters, they deserve to be killed,” he growled. “It’s what they
would do to us.”
“And are we no better, then?” asked Harry.
“Well said, Harry,” said Frank (Longbottom, you didn’t forget about them, did
you?). “I do have to say, Susan, your magic to take away our ability to do magic
frightens me unlike anything else. I would much rather see you healing people, like you
did us, then… the other.”
“The question remains,” she said, looking over at Alastor, “is your plan to kill them
or not?”
“They deserve no mercy or kindness for us. Yes, I would kill them, at that.”
“You think Destroy Magic is merciful?” Susan laughed. “Yet you’ve just said losing
magic is like losing a limb. Frank here says it scares him more than anything. Am I really
taking the easy way out by asking to do things my way?”
“Better get used to killing now, girl. After all, you say you’re the only one that can
take Tom out now, isn’t that right?”
“You better get used to not killing, old dude, if you want my help at all in the
future. I’ll do what needs to be done, but I refuse to end up like you. You see only one,

final, option for every situation, that much is clear. The punishment should fit the crime.
Ask Fenrir about it sometime, I hear he’s sporting a nice, pink bow at the moment.”
He is right, of course, thought Old Susan. Wouldn’t you want a quick end rather
than lingering on for years, unable to do magic? To forever know what you had lost?
I could get it back with a spiritual quest, there’s nothing to say they couldn’t do
the same thing, Susan thought back. I’m taking their magic away for using it wrong. If
they repent and promise themselves they’ll never use it in that way again, there’s every
chance that would be enough.
You can’t be sure of that.
No, I can’t. But at least this gives them a chance to regret their actions, and
maybe expunge a little of that blackness from their souls before they die.
Alice spoke up. “I’m not sure I like either option. They can hardly fight back with
Susan’s Immunity magic going, isn’t that correct? Just cutting them down where they
stand doesn’t seem right. Even for the more merciful option that leaves them alive.”
“Women,” snorted Alastor.
Thrust! thought Old Susan.
No, that’s what I would have done, when I was you. She stood up. “You’re sure
you don’t want to apologize for what you just said? I could get Belatrix here for you,
maybe set you up a nice little death match. Then you could see how far a ‘mere woman’
is willing to go.”
“It was uncalled for,” said Sirius. “You are a guest in my house, Alastor.
Apologize.”
“You would side with her.”
“I’m not siding with anyone! I’m asking that you treat everyone around this table
with the respect they deserve! You do remember what Belatrix did to Alice and Frank,
right? Are you really going to say Alice went through less because she was female?”
“If we don’t fight to kill, we’ll never win!”
“Chess,” said Ron, causing everyone to look over at him.
“Exactly, Ron,” said Susan. “We’re sitting here arguing about the fate of pawns,
when we should be working out how to take down the king. Tom came to me. He knew I
wouldn’t just rush off and kill his former followers. Out of some spark of decency or just
to make them suffer longer I don’t know. I don’t care. The operation is mine, and we’ll do
it my way.”
“Then I shall have no part of-.” He also made to rise.
“Sit down, Alastor,” said Albus, speaking up at last. “And you too, Susan. Tell me,
what would you have happen to them once they no longer have magic? Do you realize
they will have no skills, no resources, to enter the non-magical world?”
“You would rather they just be killed?”
He shook his head. “I’m not saying that. I just want to hear your thoughts.”
“I’m certain jobs could be found for them. Even in the magical world, some things
must be done through mundane means. What do you do with ‘squibs’ when you
discover them? Do the same thing with these new ones I’ll make.”
“I see. It is, as she said, her show. She has heard our reasoning for why their
deaths might be preferable. If she chooses to go ahead with her plan, she must live with
the consequences.”
“Hey, I’ll hand them the sword if they want to run themselves through,” she said,

shrugging. “Once they realize what they’ve lost, that is. Everyone deserves to end their
own lives if the pain of living becomes too much. I’m just saying, let’s declaw them, no
offense Sparkle, and then see where that takes them.”
“I do actually take offense to that one. I looked up declawing once, do you know
what they do?” Sparkle asked.
“My apologies. I’ll think of another analogy later.”
“That’s fine. So long as you’re sorry.”
“So what is your plan?” asked Alastor.
“Same as always. When they show up, hit them with Hypnotic Pattern and then
take their magic away. Restrain them, drop the Pattern and see what they want to do.
Simple, easy, nothing gets destroyed.”
“Then we get to pick up the pieces,” he grumbled.
“At least you won’t have to carry out bodies,” she countered.
“I don’t like it.”
“Too bad. We’ll head there this afternoon, so they don’t get the jump on us by
coming early, and get set up. After that it’s just a matter of waiting, a couple of combat
rounds, and a late supper.”
“Seems simple enough. Good luck with it.”
“You aren’t coming?”
He got up. “Doesn’t seem to be any need. You’ve got it all sewn up nicely,
haven’t you? You and your magic, saving the day again. Enjoy yourself.” He left without
looking back (though his eye probably was).
“What’s eating him?” asked Susan as the front door closed.
“He’s itching for a fight, that much is clear,” said Alice. “To prove he still has it, or
for revenge or what, I don’t know.”
“Maybe to prove that he’s still alive,” said Hermione. Everyone looked at her.
“Don’t you feel it? Like he shouldn’t even be around this table right now. I think it’s an
echo, he died if Susan wasn’t here somehow, and he’s trying to figure out why he’s still
around.”
“That would confuse anyone,” said Ron. “I’m still amazed I can do Kung Fu, tell
you the truth.”
“I’ve had that feeling too,” said Sirius. “Like I shouldn’t be here.”
“Same for us,” said Frank, looking at his wife.
“We’ve all been touched by Susan’s magic,” said Albus, “And for the better, I
think. For what it’s worth, thank you for coming to us and telling us about this. The old
you wouldn’t have, she would have just gone off on her own. The rest of us will come
with you, in case something should happen. It could be a trap, after all. Tom could put
Magic Immunity on these four we expect, and then we would have a real fight on our
hands.”
“I guess I shouldn’t take anything Tom says at face value. Especially now. It all
comes back to fighting myself, doesn’t it?”
“If I may ask, why do you trust the man at all?” asked Alice. “I know you weren’t
there for the first time he tried to take over, but you must have heard stories. I mean,
think of poor Harry here, growing up without his parents!”
Albus chuckled. “Susan doesn’t believe things without seeing them herself. When

I asked her that question she said Tom could have been framed for all he was said to
have done, including killing Harry’s parents.”
“Let’s just say he’s played it straight with me in the past,” Susan said, pointedly
not looking at Albus. Unlike some people in this room.
“Oh.”
“So, let’s say they are immune to magic,” asked Tonks. “What do we do about it?”
“They’ll be immune to spells, not magic. There’s a difference, and a significant
one. If they were immune to magic they couldn’t use their wands. So, this leaves them
pretty vulnerable- regular fire, objects conjured in midair to crush them, pulling the air
away from them so they can’t breathe, anything physical. Now if they have
Invulnerability going, like I would in that situation… let’s just say you would have to get
pretty creative. We can go over some things to counter that situation before we go.”
That afternoon Susan and several members of the Order, including Albus, stood
outside the home of Samantha Bigelstine. Susan knocked, and an elf opened the door.
“Yes?”
“I’m Susan Felton, is Samantha at home?”
“Susan?” cried a voice from the house. “How lovely to see you again- wait, what’s
all this? Albus Dumbledore? Is that you?” She looked at the members of the Order,
confused.
“May we step inside?” Albus asked. “There are some things we need to discuss
with you.”
“Of course. Please, come in. Grabyle, tea for our guests.”
“Coming right up, madam.”
So Susan explained what Tom had said, and that she wanted to watch over the
house that evening to make sure nothing happened.
“But why my house? I mean, yes, I have many objects ‘de art but no more than
any other wealthy person in town.”
“Coincidence does happen, I suppose,” answered Albus. “Especially when Susan
is concerned.”
“Well, I trust her, and of course you, Albus. If these other people are with you…
oh, that’s Harry Potter, isn’t it? I doubt you want to do me harm, so you’re all welcome to
stay for the evening.”
“Thank you,” said Susan. “Sorry to barge in on you like this, but we had to move
fast.”
“It’s no bother,” Samantha said lightly. “It gets a bit lonely in this house
sometimes, this will be a nice diversion.”
So they all chatted, and the sun went down. Samantha set a nice table for them
all, and everyone had a great time getting to know her better. It was around 7:30 when it
happened.

There was a knock on the door.

“Are you expecting anyone?” asked Albus, wand already out.
Yipes, Quick Draw much, Albus? Note to self, have Magic Immunity already
going in any fight against the Headmaster.
Samantha shook her head, but summoned her calendar from the other room to
be sure. “No, nothing on the schedule.”
Tonks rippled, and suddenly there were two Samanthas in the room. “I’ll go check
it out,” she said, holding her wand behind her arm, out of sight.
“Just say, um, ‘lovely evening’ if you want me to stun them,” Susan said as she
walked by. “We’ll be right behind you.”
“Got it.”
The others hid, and Tonks opened the door. “Can I help you?” she asked.
“Uh, maybe? Are you Samantha Bigelstine?”
“Who wants to know?”
“Well, you don’t know us, but if everything has gone according to plan, Susan is
here tonight. We need to speak to her, if that’s okay?”
“Uh, what?”
“It’s about Tom. Please, believe us. We mean you no harm, and if she’s not here
we’ll just go. But if she is, can we talk to her please?”
Susan looked around the corner to see four men standing there, looking worried.
Tonks looked behind her. “You heard?”
“Yeah,” said Susan, stepping out. “Let them in, if that’s okay with you,
Samantha?”
“The more the merrier, I guess? If this is a robbery, it’s the most pleasant one I
could imagine.”
“We’re not here to rob… you?” said the man, coming in and looking at the two
Samanthas. Everyone else started coming out of hiding, wands pointed.
“No sudden moves now,” said Albus. The men paled a little more, if that was
possible. “Uh, no sir,” said the second one through the door. “We don’t want any
trouble,” said the third. “Thanks for agreeing to see us.” The forth held out a small box.
“A token of our good faith.” Sirius grabbed it, and the four men were marched into the
living room, where they were shoved down onto the couch while being covered by
everyone there. Sirius shook the box, and it rattled as if four sticks were inside.
“Shall I open it?” he asked.
“Let me see,” said Susan, not touching it. She directed him to spin it around,
looking for Spell Symbol marks, and did a magic sense on it. It registered as not having
any magical signature at all. “It’s clean.”
Sirius opened it, and pulled four wands out.
“These yours?” he asked.
The first man, probably elected to be the spokesman for the group, nodded. “We
know what she can do, having them wouldn’t do us any good. We’re here to talk, not
fight.”
“So talk,” said Susan, turning to them. “I got word you were planning to rob this
place.”
“We didn’t know how else to see you,” said the man. “So we planned this fake

robbery, knowing Tom would probably learn about it. We hoped he would send you to
punish us, given what you can do. And I guess he did.”
“Wait, let me get this straight. You played Tom to get me here, who thought he
was playing me into doing his dirty work?”
“Exactly.”
“I have a grudging respect for this plan. I’m listening.”
“We want to help you take him down.”
Susan laughed. “Oh, that’s just too much. Really? You’ve turned over a new leaf,
is that it?”
The faces of the men darkened.
“Wait a moment,” said the real Samantha. “These old eyes of mine aren’t what
they used to be. Let me get another candle so I can get a good look at you. I’m an
excellent judge of character, after all.”
She came back with one of the candles Susan had made, and Susan gave her a
little nod. Good thinking. I didn’t expect this so I didn’t think to put on a truth spell.
Stupid, really. I’ll have to learn to be more flexible.
“Can we continue?” The third man in shot him a dirty look, and gestured to
Susan. “Oh, I mean, uh, is that better for you?”
“You’re really trying, aren’t you?” asked Susan. “So, it is a new leaf then?”
“Not exactly,” said the second man.
“We know about your temper,” said the forth. “We don’t want to be smashed up
or whatever.”
I did good! thought Old Susan.
Oh, be quiet.
“We’re going to be honest,” said the first. The candle didn’t flicker. “We don’t like
his way of doing things, but not for the reasons you might think.”
“The Death Eater group as we knew it is probably finished forever,” said the third
man.
“Thanks to his betrayal,” muttered the forth.
“The fact of the matter is, we still hold to the original ideals of the group,” said the
first.
“Oh, you mean the pure blood craziness?” asked Hermione.
“Er, yes. But, well, you’ve seen what he’s done, right? I mean, have as many kids
as you can? With anyone you can have them with? What’s that all about? And then
giving people tax breaks because of it? Madness!”
“He wants a wizard army-” said Susan, but the man put up a hand.
“We know. He spoke at length to us about his glorious mission to bring magic out
of the shadows. But that’s the opposite of what we want.”
“We like being in the shadows,” said the second man. “Less paperwork.”
“Plus,” said the third, “this will just make more Mudbloods, not less.” He saw
Hermione glaring at him. “I mean, uh, more half-blooded wizards? Which are, uh, just as
worthy as anyone else?”
“Basically,” cut in Albus, “you don’t think you’ll get your way so you want revenge
on the man you followed who you thought would get you what you desired?”
“When you say it like that…” said the forth man.
“Great,” said Susan sarcastically. “A bunch of people we know will turn traitor

once they feel they can’t get what they want. If it ever looks like I can’t take Tom out, I
can expect to be stabbed in the back by you. There’s a total recipe for success.”
“We wouldn’t do that!” said the second man. The candle flickered. Susan gave
him a dark look. “Okay, maybe we would, but you can take him, right?”
“I hope so.”
“And what then?” asked Albus. “Say we take what you’re saying at face value
and allow you to help us? Tom is now gone- what do we do with you? Known terrorists,
murderers, etc.”
“Pardon us for helping?” asked the second man hopefully.
“Give us medals?” asked the first.
“Have a parade?” asked the third.
“Uh, perhaps not,” said the forth, seeing there was probably no chance of that.
“We’ll accept punishment for our crimes.” The others started to protest. “No, seriously,
guys,” he said to them. “What is our revenge worth? You all said it was worth taking this
chance, right? You know what Susan does to things she doesn’t like. Seen any
Dementors lately? No? At least we won’t have to worry about that in the future. Okay,
she puts us in a magically dead prison, it’s still better than what we deserve. From their
point of view, I mean.”
“I guess,” said the third. “At least we’ll have our revenge to keep us warm at
night.”
“But isn’t revenge a dish best served cold?” asked second.
“Is now really the time?” asked the first.
“Wow, there really is one in every group,” said Harry, glancing at Susan.
“One what? Why is everyone looking at me?”
Albus cleared his throat. “That aside, even if you wish to join our group, we can’t
exactly trust you with wands or responsibility.”
“Actually,” said Susan, “We could. It’s called Contract. We write up that they
cannot place us, the known members of the Order, into harm, directly or indirectly. That
will keep them in line. Or any innocents protected by us, reveal secrets, yadda yadda,
we can think of the actual wording later.”
“I have seen the effectiveness of that spell, when you couldn’t tell us about your
activities at the school,” remarked Albus. “That would be acceptable.”
“Some kind of Unbreakable Vow?” asked the first man.
“Yes, something like that,” answered Susan.
“Seems fair enough,” said the third man. “We’re at your mercy, one way or the
other.”
“We do have information for you,” said the forth man. “We didn’t come here
empty handed, we knew you wouldn’t be able to trust us.”
“You’re still getting Contracted, information or not. But okay, let’s hear it.”
“It’s about you, Susan,” said the first. “We kind of found out by accident, when we
were making a report.”
“Found what out?”
“The way he’s been learning about you,” said the third. “I was the one who saw it.
I came to make my report, and it looked like he was reading some little girl’s diary. It
was all hearts and saying how great Ron looked when he was practicing his martial arts
and-”

Hermione shrieked. “That’s my- How did you- Not another word!” Her face was
red and her wand pointed a little more forcefully.
“Oh, sorry.” The candle flickered. “Anyway, when he heard me behind him he
slammed it shut and it vanished. Curious about why the boss was reading some girl’s
diary I stuck outside the hallway after I gave my report. He did some kind of spell, your
kind, Susan, and the book reappeared. He went back to reading. He skimmed parts, but
other parts he made notes about in another book. A real one, I guess. The one he
summoned seemed not wholly real, if that makes sense.”
“Did it look like this?” asked Hermione, holding a hand out. “Research.” The
summoned book dropped into her hand.
“Yeah, exactly like that!”
“Oh. Crap.”
“Hermione,” asked Susan, trying to keep her temper. “Why was Tom reading your
diary?”
I think you already know the answer, thought Old Susan. What will you do to her,
I wonder?
She swallowed. “I think, maybe, because I wrote about the things you did? I
wanted to write a book about your adventures later, so I didn’t want to forget anything. I
didn’t know he could just pluck it out of the air, I’m sorry!”
“Did you tell her not to?” asked Albus.
Susan felt her anger draining away. “No. I never suspected Research could be
used in that way, but it makes sense. Just because it’s not published, doesn’t mean the
spell can’t find it. He just wanted to research me, and the spell gave him everything he
needed. I don’t blame you, Hermione.” The candle flickered. “I don’t! I didn’t think about
it, why should she have?” she shouted at it.
“Uh, are you talking to a candle?” asked the second man.
“You stay out of it!”
“But it’s my fault,” said Hermione, wringing her hands, “I shouldn’t have been
writing about you.”
“You can write about me all you want,” said Ron.
“Ron!”
“I don’t think anyone is really to blame, here,” said Albus. “Susan has often
underestimated the power of her own spells being used against her-”
“Thanks for reminding me,” she muttered.
“And this is just another case of us being a step behind Tom. None of what he
learned was all that damaging, was it?”
“I don’t know,” said Hermione. “If I gave him ideas or told him about some
weakness of Susan’s in passing, who knows what he could make of it? Obviously I’ll
stop immediately.”
“Oh, no you won’t!” protested Susan.
“What? I’m confused.”
“Now that we know, we can use it to our advantage. You’re going to write about
how depressed I’m seeming, that I feel I can’t win. How close I am to just giving up, that
sort of thing. He’ll lap it up, never suspecting that we’re telling him exactly what we want
him to hear.”
“That would seem to work to our advantage,” said Albus. “I approve. Please do

as she suggests, Hermione. I’ll go over with you exactly what sort of things to write
later.”
“Okay.”
“So, uh, is that useful then?” asked the first guy.
“Oh, you’re still here?” asked Susan. She laughed. “Yes, despite it all you did
good. If we can stay here awhile longer, Samantha, we’ll get that contract written up and
you four can be put to work. I don’t want you out of my sight without signing it.”
“Whatever you want. So we’ll be allowed to help take Tom out? What’s the plan?
Maybe we can give you some pointers on assaulting his base or something.”
“Right now… there is no plan. No assaulting, no battles. We’re just waiting to see
what he does.”
“Are you serious? You haven’t been planning at all?” asked the forth guy. “I would
have figured you would leave tonight! This very hour!”
“Too many innocents in the way,” said Susan. “That’s not how I do things.”
“Innocents? You mean acceptable casualties?” asked the second guy.
“No, I mean innocents. Those working for Tom under a curse or just plain old
misinformation. At the moment he’s not hurting anyone, unless you have information
that he is?”
“He just researches stuff all the time,” said the first guy. “Personally I think he’s
cracking up. He’s always talking to himself.”
A glance went around the room. Hermione snapped her fingers. “Is he sleeping
at all?”
The men shook their heads.
“That’s it then. You warned me about using Tirelessness too often. There you go.
In order to stay up and research magic twenty four seven he’s not sleeping at all and it’s
catching up to him. That might also work in our favor.”
“That must be it,” agreed Susan. But he seemed pretty lucid in the dream. But
then, he would, wouldn’t he? If dreams are what he needs… I don’t know. “Maybe we’ll
get lucky and he’ll backfire something he’s researching and solve our problems for us.”
Don’t count on it, thought Old Susan.
Susan’s blood ran cold. Talking to himself? Like maybe a version of himself in the
past, who seems to keep cropping up more and more lately? That ritual that brought
him back, are we more connected now, or did it do something to both of us because of
the mixed magics? What’s happing to us?
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The Rest of the Time
Time: Three Weeks Later
Place: Kitchen
And so the four “reformed” Death Eaters signed the Contract, with wording
specified by Albus, and they became “allies” to the Order. They were put into a separate
place, as even with Contract going, none of the Order trusted them to know the location
of the actual headquarters. They told the group what they knew of his location, which
wasn’t much, as he would just Telesummon them when they were needed. Hence, none
of them actually knew where Tom was staying.
Susan continued work on the anti-werewolf charms, and making Wards before
she went to bed with a variety of spells on them. One night, the group, who had been
practicing and generally laying about in the Dimension while Susan worked the past few
weeks got a visit from Severus.
“No threats have been made against any of your families, you’ll no doubt be
pleased to hear,” he said to them as they came in.
“Good to see you again, too,” said Susan, sitting down. Sirius was there, eyeing
Severus with undisguised disgust. Albus was also present, probably having heard what
Severus had to say before the others arrived. “No need to loom, have a seat.”
“Additionally,” he went on, ignoring the invitation, “the Dark Lord’s behavior
seems to grow more erratic with each passing day.”
“How so?”
“He seems to be arguing with himself over some plan to compensate for the loss
of his Horcrux objects. As though some invisible person were saying whatever he has
planned will work perfectly and not to worry, while he maintains he is very worried.”
“But you don’t know what that plan is?”
“He has not taken me into his confidence in that matter, no.”
“Too bad, that would have been useful.”
“Perhaps you would like to trade positions with me? Go to the Dark Lord’s side
while I stay here and… what is it you’re doing again?”
“Making a pack of werewolves safe. You know, helping people, and the world by
keeping more from being made?”
“Yes. In the grand scheme of things, a very important activity.”
“I know, it must be so frustrating not to be able to give me homework and such.
That I can spend my time how I wish, rather than writing useless reports about species
that don’t exist anymore.” She pretended to look thoughtful. “How did that happen
again? Oh right. Me.”
“Are you still bitter about that essay he assigned us about Dementors?” asked
Hermione.
“I’m so over it, Hermione. I had the last laugh, after all. I got the satisfaction of
being proven correct, that my method of dealing with them was the most efficient. Even
he can’t ignore empirical evidence.”
He ignored her again. “And what have the rest of you been doing, as if I didn’t
know?”
“Training,” said Ron. “We could go a few rounds if you wanted to see the results.”

“I have much more important things to do then try and not bruise your fragile ego
by defeating you with a single spell. Some of us have actual work to be doing.”
“Right, where you hang around Tom and he doesn’t tell you anything of
importance. Great job,” said Susan.
Wait, thought Old Susan, if he really is on our side and he’s that close to Tom,
why doesn’t he just knife the guy in the back and be done with it? He’d never see it
coming.
Good question.
“You might be surprised,” said Sirius, who had been sparing with the group and
sharpening his own skills.
Severus ignored him too. “Perhaps this will more fall into the category of
importance- It seems Tom is recruiting from the ranks of those species considered
dangerous by wizards. For example, the giants have disappeared from their home in the
mountains.”
“I see. That is actually worrisome. Did he say why?”
“He has not said he is doing it at all. However, I have gotten the sense he is
preparing for something, and he needs all the power he can get do to it.”
“That’s strange, he has all the power he needs with my magic. And his plan to
take over the non-magical world won’t be ready for generations. Are you sure it’s him? I
mean, there could be more disgruntled Death Eaters out there that are building their
own army to try and take him out.”
“I highly doubt it. He wouldn’t allow such a thing to go on.”
“I suppose you’re right. Okay, I’ll keep that in mind. Anything else major to
report?”
“Pregnancies among women are up.”
“What about among men?” asked Ron with a smirk. Severus glared at him.
“There is a spell that can be worked to tell if a woman is pregnant,” Albus said.
“I’ve had the order working it when they can where there are large concentrations of
wizards. It seems the lure of gold has motivated even the most reluctant of couples into
conceiving. It doesn’t show on them yet, but a few months from now you’re going to see
an unnatural amount of pregnancies.”
“So his plan to create a wizard population large enough to challenge the world is
actually working?” asked Susan, shocked.
“Obviously,” said Severus.
“Are the tax breaks that substantial?” asked Hermione.
“It’s not just that,” said Albus. “You can’t keep up with the news here, but… well,
see for yourself.” He pulled out a paper and tossed it down. “In this issue alone, three
articles were written subtlety implying it’s every person’s duty to make sure their legacy
is secure. That only through childbirth will magic survive as billions and billions of nonmagical people continue to be born. That having many children is a mark of status and
respect rather than, well,” he looked over at Ron. “Just two people really loving each
other.”
“Are the tax discounts sustainable? It doesn’t seem like they would be, if they go
up as the number of children you have goes up.”
“There are some,” drawled Severus, “who will never have children. The penalty
for such an act also increases by the year. That will make up for some of the deficit.”

“Can’t find a date, huh?” joked Susan.
“What about you?” he asked. “Can you and your little friend Luna have children
together? I think not.”
“That’s because you don’t know the full extent of the Shape-shift spell. To be fair,
neither do I, we’ve never tried that, uh, particular experiment as of yet.” She colored.
“Wait,” said Hermione. “You mean if you Shape-shifted into a… well, a male
version of yourself, then you would have, um, you know?”
“Would I be fully functional? I don’t see why not. The spell says “The new form
gains all the biological abilities of the intended form,” and having kids is a biological
ability, right?” She grinned.
“But what if you cast it on her, and got pregnant, and then used it to become
something else? Like a cat or something? Wait, could Sparkle be turned into a man and
then what would that mean if ‘he’ had-”
“Fascinating as this conversation is,” broke in Severus, “I’m going to be on my
way. You know how to reach me, Albus.” He turned and strode out of the room.
“I must be on my way as well,” said Albus, rising. “I am glad to hear you are not
letting your skills grow dull during your vacation here,” he said to the wanded magic
users.
“Now that we know something’s up, we’ll probably put in more time training,” said
Ron.
“What vacation?” protested Susan. “I’m doing as much work now as I ever did in
school. More, actually. And here, if I mess it up, it impacts someone else as well, not just
me in the classroom. Please don’t think our hiding out here means we’re idle in any way,
Headmaster.”
“I wouldn’t dream of it. Keep up the good work, all of you.”
That afternoon, Susan went to go visit Dominic, where he worked in the nonmagical world as a maintenance worker for an office building. He had provided them the
address, in case she needed to talk to him for some reason.
“Like ‘em young, do you?” joked one of the guys he was having lunch with when
Susan walked in and came over to him.
“She’s my niece,” he said, getting up.
“Niece? Niece? What a strange word,” said another guy, repeating it to himself.
“Knee-ce.”
“It’s French,” said the original guy.
“Oh, how do you know?”
“I went to collage you know!”
“What, for three weeks?”
“Just ignore them,” said Dominic, putting a hand on Susan’s shoulder and
walking her away from them. “What’s up?” he said in a low voice once away from them.
She could hear them still joking amongst themselves.
“Have you been approached by any seedy looking characters for your, you know,
special talents?”
“As a matter of fact, I was a couple of days ago. Told them I wouldn’t have to
worry about that little problem very soon. He went on about me betraying my people, if
you can believe it. Said there were going to be some big changes soon, and I should

choose my side carefully.”
“Really? Anything else?”
“No, sorry. Was it important? I was going to mention it when my turn came, didn’t
think anything of it. There are those who try to use people that… have my problem as a
distraction for committing crimes. I’ve been asked in the past to do shady things, like
somehow being what I am makes me lose my morals or something. I just figured that
was more of the same.”
“Just that others are being recruited as well, it seems. Do you know who it was?
Had he approached you before this?”
Dominic shook his head. “Never saw the guy before.”
“Okay. I doubt he’ll come back, but try and get his name at least if you do see him
again.”
“Will do. How’s everything coming?”
“We’re on schedule, don’t worry. If I may ask, why do you work in a place like
this? I mean, you have… you know.” She made a wand motion with one hand.
“You kidding? You have to register, you know? If you get…” he looked around.
“Bitten.”
“What, like a sex offender or something?” Susan asked in a shocked but quiet
voice. “For something you didn’t even do?”
He nodded his head. “For something I didn’t even do. Nice, huh? Makes it tough
to get a job over there, like I’d hang around during the problem times. Lucky for me, the
Muggle world doesn’t exactly keep up with that list, so it’s much easier to find work here
than on the other side. Of course it means doing things the Muggle way, and believe
me, convincing someone to hire a guy with no Muggle identity is no picnic. Plus
changing the money, going back and forth, it’s no easy life.”
“I can imagine. I doubt you have a social security number or anything like that.
How do you even get paid?”
“I didn’t when I first started looking for work here. There’s a sort of underground
for people like me, we help each other out. That includes the older ones helping the
younger ones to get established here. Checking accounts, identity cards, the works.”
“Well, if I have my way, someday none of that will be necessary.”
“You dream big, kid. I hope it works out that way, for all our sakes.”
She smiled at him. “See you in a couple of weeks.”
“You got it.”
And so the weeks passed uneventfully. “Dark” creatures continued to disappear
from the world but no one knew to where or how. Susan took a trip out to where the
giants used to be and they just got up and walked off one day.
“Where are they headed?” she asked Albus, who was there with her.
“Not much in that direction but more mountains,” he replied. “Pity your Time Area
is stationary.”
“And we can’t use the Window because it’s mountains. They’ll be out of sight no
matter where they’re headed in minutes.”
“Curious.”
And then it was almost time for school to begin again. The core stood before

Susan.
“What’s up, everyone?” she asked.
“We need to talk about what to do now,” said Harry.
“Are we going back to school?” Hermione asked.
“Please say we aren’t!” said Ron.
Susan sighed. “I kind of figured we would, actually. There’s not much there for
me, and you all are pretty good at combat magic by now, but I’m sure there’s more you
can learn there. I would rather graduate than not, it’ll help my credibility when I want to
open my shop.”
“But you’re a wanted criminal,” said Harry. “And the ministry says they want to
talk to us about you, that’s why we’ve been here all this time.”
“But they can’t move against the school, can they?” said Susan. “Anyone they
send, Tom must know I would just knock them out of Imperio and they would then be on
my side. And I’m not a criminal. I’m wanted for questioning regarding the events
surrounding the breakout. I’m not wanted for causing the breakout.”
“That could just be clever wording to throw you off guard.”
“What if he just sends people who aren’t under any curse?” asked Hermione.
“Remember, not everyone at the ministry was taken over, according to Arthur. Just key
people who give the orders. They think you’re the bad guy, not Tom. Nothing you say
would make them believe differently. They’ll still try to take you in. You’d have to fight
them off, and they’re just doing their jobs so you won’t.”
“Oh. I hadn’t thought of that. Still, I would get a trial with the new “fair” laws
they’ve put in place. He doesn’t want that. I would just show myself not doing magic
while the attack on the prison was going on, thus clearing my name. Or take them to the
cave and show them Tom fighting Albus and the others, and using my magic. Or just
use a truth candle, there’s tons of ways I could show my innocence.”
“What about us?” asked Ron.
“What about you? You’re wanted for questioning about my whereabouts. If I’m
walking around Hogwarts, that becomes moot, yes?”
“Yeah, I guess you’re right.”
“So we are going back?” asked Harry. “What are you going to tell everyone?”
“The truth, of course. We’ve been printing enough stories in the school paper
about Tom and me and what I’ve been doing. I’ll just put another story in the paper
about my innocence. Plus everyone’s seen what I can do, they wouldn’t try anything. If
I’m walking around the halls like I belong there, everyone will accept I do. After all, if I’m
not hiding or running, I must be innocent, right? It’s the same technique Tom used, if you
think about it. He’s wandering around the ministry building, so obviously he must not be
a criminal! He only had to control a couple of people, like the minister, who made some
announcements and everyone bought it. The headmaster does the same thing and I’m
in the clear.”
“This isn’t your Overconfidence talking, is it?” asked Sparkle.
“I don’t need Overconfidence to know everything will be fine. Don’t worry about
it!”
Isn’t that the definition of the word? thought Sparkle.
“Is the headmaster going to like you walking around though? It could mean
trouble for the school,” said Harry.

“He said whatever I thought was best is what I should do.”
“I guess if he doesn’t mind…” said Hermione.
“Are we going to the station?” asked Ron.
“No, we’ll go directly this year. I don’t want to be wandering around in a crowded
train station. That would be a terrible place to have to fight, if some random person
decides they’re going to try taking me in themselves.”
“Is there a reward for your capture?” asked Ron, a glint in his eyes.
“Ron!” said Hermione.
“Just asking. She can break out of anywhere and I could use the gold.”
“I had gold, once,” said Harry wistfully.
“All we can actually prove is that you had a vault with a message scrawled on the
wall,” Susan reminded him.
Hermione just rolled her eyes. “I’ll start packing.” She got up to leave.
“We’ve got days, Hermione,” said Ron, going after her.
“Some of us don’t leave everything to the very last second, Ron,” she said,
walking out.
“How are the werewolves doing?”
“Great! I’m working on the last one now, for Dominic. Some of them even paid
me, which was nice. Not exactly the way I saw spending the summer, but at least I did
some good in the world. And made a new friend or two.”
“So this is a preview of what you’ll be doing after we get out of school?”
“I guess you could say that. Of course, it won’t be all making stuff. Some
problems will be solved just by normal spells and maybe some looking into things, like I
did for Mrs. Bigelstine.”
“I just hope you know what you’re doing, going back to school like this.”
“We can’t hide out here forever. Especially if he really is planning something, I’ll
need to be ready for him. At the school I’ll be a bit more central, and if something does
happen that needs my attention, I’ll get informed of it a little earlier than if I was here.”
“I guess. I just can’t help but think I should be out there, somewhere. Not actually
doing anything worthwhile or specific, but just… out there.”
“That’s helpful. I think you’ve just been cooped up here too long. Trust me,
getting back to school will do you a world of good.”
“I just don’t feel I should be there, that’s all.”
“Where should you be, then? We’ve destroyed Tom’s Soul Shards, he’s not
making trouble at the moment except for the vanishing magical creatures. And for I all
know that’s some natural phenomenon or just them heading to a big party someplace,
and we humans just never knew about it because we weren’t watching them so closely.”
“You and that pesky proof thing again?”
“Right. There’s nothing for us to do, or find, or search for or protect or kill.”
“Are you saying our lives are threatening to become… boring?!”
“Not to worry. I have a good feeling about going back to the school.”
“And by good you mean bad?”
She nodded. “Very bad. Which is good!”
“We can always come back here if it turns out to be a bad idea.”
“True. Anyway, have to finish this up. Don’t want to keep Dominic waiting.”
“Okay, see you later.”

120
Getting Warmed Up
Time: An hour before the train arrives
Place: Hogwarts Great Hall
“You took first place in three events? That’s great,” Susan said to Myrtle, who had
been telling the group all about what went on at the castle during the summer.
“I only took the poetry prize because you helped me out.”
“I just made some suggestions, the poetry came from you. I’m really happy for
you.”
“Thanks. I guess your summer was pretty boring?”
“Yup. Not a fight to the death to be seen. No offense.”
“None taken. Are you sure you should be around here, though?”
“Why not? Kids are going to steam through those doors in about an hour and
everything will be fine. You’ll see.”
“I hope you’re right.”
And as predicted, kids started coming through the doors, talking animatedly until
they set eyes on Susan. Then they stopped dead in their tracks and drew back to the
doors, unsure of what to do.
“What’s the holdup here?” shouted a voice from behind them, and professor
McGonagall pushed her way to the front. “Sit down, all of you. You’re upperclassman, I
expect better behavior out of all of you.”
“But it’s Susan,” said a boy, pointing over at her. “Susan Felton. She’s wanted by
the Aurors!”
“I know who that is, thank you. And if she was a wanted criminal she wouldn’t be
sitting here in the great hall, now would she?”
“But that’s Susan!”
“We have already established that fact. Sit down, all of you!”
No one moved.
Susan got up, and the crowd, now backed up into the hallway, tried to take
another step back. People near the back stood on their toes to try and see what was
going on. She made her way to the entrance and stood up on a table.
“Hello everyone! Welcome back!”
Silence.
“Tough crowd. Now look!” she shouted. “You may have heard some things about
me, and you will hear the true story once the school paper starts up again. For now all
you need to know is that I have been framed. Yes I destroyed the entire race of
Dementors, and good riddance. But I would never break people out of prison who
belonged there. And that’s the end of it. All right?”
“What about all those monsters that are disappearing?” shouted someone near
the middle. There was a general hum of agreement.
“I don’t know anything about that. Look, you’ve all seen me doing stuff. Have I
ever needed anyone to fight my battles for me? Especially a horde of giants or
whatever? No. What would I feed them, for gosh sakes? Do you think I have them in my
pocket? I’m as baffled as you are about it, and that’s the truth.”

There was a general nodding of heads, and Susan caught phrases like “what
would she do with them?” and “she doesn’t need an army, she is one, like she says.”
“Maybe you’re wiping them out, like you did the Dementors,” shouted a girl.
“Uh, have I been shy about making it known what I did? No? You think I wouldn’t
be doing the same if I was taking out some other group of evil creatures? Anyway,
giants are living beings, not just undead energy floating around. I don’t kill, it’s not my
style. I heal. It just so happens that healing, my kind of healing magic, doesn’t agree
with Dementors. What I did to them wouldn’t work on giants, or any other creature.
What do you care if giants or dragons or kobolds go missing? I thought they were
considered pests anyway.”
“They shouldn’t just die or disappear without someone looking into it!”
“I did look into it. The giants just as a group decided to get up and walk away
from their homes. That’s all I saw. No struggle, no teleporting, they just walked away.
What happened to them after that I don’t know. But they went willingly, and no one here
has anything to fear from me.”
“Now go and sit down!” yelled Minerva, and the students reluctantly obeyed.
There seemed to be an invisible bubble around Susan, as traffic flowed around her, and
when she sat back down with the group a space formed around her.
“Honestly,” she said, disgusted.
“I’ll support you, even if they won’t,” said a voice.
“Hi Neville!” everyone said, as Neville walked over to the table with the group. “I
do have to sit with my house, though.”
“Screw it,” said Susan. “You’re sitting with me, along with the rest of my friends.
All this house business is stupid anyway. We need to be untied, not arbitrarily divined
into groups.” He was reluctantly pulled down by Ron, and took a seat.
“Hope no one forgot me,” said Luna, also coming over and sitting down.
Several other members of S.T.F.U. got up from their tables and went to sit at the
“Susan table” with the others, and were greeted warmly.
“Will we still have training sessions in the Dimension this year, Susan?” one
asked.
“We sure will. Potion making too, the whole bit.”
“Excellent!” said another.
She answered other questions about her summer, and the Headmaster gave his
usual speech, and everyone went up to bed.
“Now was that so bad?” Susan asked Hermione, unloading stuff from her
Dimension into the room.
“I guess it could have been worse. You’re going to have to explain things to every
single person here, though, judging by the way you got stopped just on the way up to
the dorm.”
Susan laughed. “That’s why I’ve got the newspaper article already written, and
why the paper will be starting up early tomorrow. Tom wants to run a smear campaign
against me, I’ll give him a taste of his own medicine.
The next day, the Daily Prophet had its own version of events to report:
Susan back in Hogwarts?

Susan Felton, suspected terrorist and wielder of what some are now calling “wild”
or “free” magic because of her non-reliance on a wand, reappeared yesterday in
Hogwarts school of witchcraft and wizardry. She has not been heard from since the
previous school year ended, and her activities during the summer break are a matter of
some speculation. There are rumors she was seen in the company of known
werewolves, but to what end is unknown. It is known that shortly after she destroyed the
Dementor race and possibly released the prisoners there, other races began
disappearing. Coincidence? This reporter doesn’t think so; To date, five major centers of
a specific creature, including giants and dragons, have seemingly vanished without a
trace.
The minister refused to comment about why Susan had not been taken into
custody immediately upon learning her whereabouts. “We know where she is now, so
she’s obviously through hiding. We’ll deal with her as is appropriate,” is all this reporter
could get out of Mr. Fudge. Could it be even they fear her “free” magic and the army of
creatures she may now have at her command? Tensions at the school are running high,
as Susan stalks the halls like a lion seeking prey. Will parents begin putting pressure on
the Headmaster, Albus Dumbledore, to throw her out of the school? Will they pull their
children out for fear of what she might do?
This reporter can’t help but wonder: What are the limits of this “free” magic she
uses? The ease at which she subdued not one but two dragons during the Triwizard
Tournament, not to mention all the other spectacular things she was seen doing, makes
one curious. Was that the limit of her ability and power, or only the beginning? What are
her ambitions, now that she only has one year of schooling left? Are any of us truly safe
when such an unknown magic is loose in the world?
“Well, they’ll wonder now, won’t they, Rita?” asked Susan to no one in particular.
She tossed the paper down and grabbed an apple, then started cutting it apart to eat it.
“Knew I should have kept a lower profile. Stupid tournament.”
“I agree,” said Harry, probably recalling his own trials getting through it. “But on
the bright side, some of those questions are answered in your article.” He indicated the
room, half of which were reading the Prophet and half which were reading the Times.
At least they are reading the Times, Susan thought. Now I just have to rely on
people’s sense of honor and knowing truth from lies.
She paused.
I’m doomed.
Later that afternoon, Susan went up to the Headmaster’s office, as always, to
pick up her Imbuing stuff for the school.
“Good afternoon, Susan,” said Albus as she entered.
“Hello, Headmaster. Hope the ministry hasn’t given you too much trouble about
me being back here.”
“None at all, surprisingly enough. I have yet to receive even an owl from them as
of yet.”
“So it’s just Rita being her normal, sensationalist self. I half expected to see a
bunch of Aurors up here to try and take me in by force.”

“I think everyone by know knows how futile that would be.”
“That actually concerns me, now that you’ve brought it up. Time and again I’ve
faced threats and every time I overcome them. Anyone wanting me out of the way now
knows they have to be pretty creative about it.”
“The grounds are secure, of course. Apart from Tom using your type of magic to
sneak people in, we will have plenty of warning for anything that might happen.”
“I feel safer already!”
“Now, now, there’s no need for sarcasm. Tom didn’t seem too stressed about
finding you over the break, what makes you think he would cause trouble now that
you’re here?”
“I’m the only one that can really unmask the guy, and he knows it. Plus I could
decide to just create a huge dead magic zone around the ministry building and let the
resulting building collapse take him out.”
“You wouldn’t!” Albus said, concerned.
“No, but Headmaster, people think other people will do what they themselves
would do. It’s difficult to step into another’s shoes and say ‘given what I know about this
person, how do I think they are going to react to such-and-such?’ Someone’s first
thought is going to be what they would do and then go from there. That’s how easily
prevented crime exists, you know? You think that you don’t need to lock the doors on
your car because you wouldn’t open someone else’s car door and grab their iPad sitting
on the front seat. Whoops, someone did, and you’ve learned the hard way. It’s the same
thing here. He knows if he tries something and misses, he should expect the response
he would use if the situation were reversed.”
“Ah, you have experience with this sort of thing. I think I’ve heard you remark
about underestimating trying to fight yourself.”
“Exactly. The trouble is you’ve shown us how he was in the past, which is fine.
But he’s gone through a lot since then- death, rebirth, new magic, new ideals. So how
can I predict what he’s going to do when he’s not that guy any more?”
“That is a problem. But do people really change? I mean especially a person like
Tom.”
“Maybe not change, but his options have certainly increased. He could send
anything in here, really, and there’s not much you could do about it.”
“You seem unconcerned about that.”
She shrugged. “I’ll deal with things as they happen, no point worrying about it
until then, right?”
“I suppose, given the range of things he can now possibly do, worrying about
every little thing would be counterproductive.”
“Exactly. I know what I know, and that will just have to see me though.”
That night, Susan found herself back in the “study” with Tom, who was again
sitting in the big chair by the fire.
“Now what?” she said to no one in particular.
“It’s me, of course,” said Tom, rising out the chair. He suddenly shot a look over
his shoulder, then looked back at her.
“Yes, I realize that. Are you okay?”
“Couldn’t be better.”

“You seem a bit twitchy, have you been getting enough sleep?”
He put his hands over his heart. “Why Susan, your concern touches me deeply.
It’s so kind of you to worry about me.”
“I’m not worried about you, I’m worried about the people around you. If you go
nuts crazy a lot of innocent people will get hurt. Now if you wanted to go quietly crazy…”
“I’m not mad. I’m not. I’m not,” he shouted over his shoulder. He looked back at
Susan. “I mean, uh, you don’t… that is…” Suddenly he raised his hands and half lunged
for Susan’s neck, but seemed to stop himself. “No. No!” he shouted.
“Seriously, what’s going on with you right now?”
He drew himself up. “That is none of your concern. Now why are you here?”
“Yes, exactly.”
“What? Oh, yes, I brought you. Yes. I wanted to make one final plea to you, to
join me and… and… what was it? Destroy the world?” he asked off to his left, past
Susan. She glanced over there but didn’t see anything. “Of course, I mean save the
world. The wizard world- yes. We have the power, and it’s our responsibility to use it
correctly.”
He’s got a point, said Old Susan. If we weren’t meant to use our magic for great
things, why were we given it? Your father’s destiny was to travel between worlds on his
little crusade. What’s yours? Do you know why you got it, really? Maybe this is it, to help
really bring magic back to this world. And think about this- if you were by his side you
could temper his actions, make sure he took the moral path. And make sure he got
enough sleep.
Oh, be quiet.
“Sorry, but from my perspective, saving the wizard world means taking you out.”
“Yes, he though, I mean, I thought that might be the case.”
“You really need to get some sleep. You’re staying up with Tirelessness aren’t
you? It’s starting to show.”
“You think running things is easy? You think I have time to just lay there, when
there’s work to be done?”
“Everyone else seems to manage it.”
“No one else can be as great a wizard as I am. Not even you.”
“I’m a great wizard because I use my magic correctly, not because I have so
much of it.”
“Correctly? There is no correctly. You do what’s best for yourself, end of story.”
“I’m sure it’s a great comfort to those you killed, they can know you were doing
that because it was best for yourself.”
“Are you still going on about that? I died you know. One could even say I died
once for my sins. That would be enough for some people, but no, not you. Let it go
already.”
“I can’t. The law is clear. Those people are dead, you’re still alive. That cannot go
unpunished.”
“I see. He said that’s what you would say but- yes I know, I know!” He was
shouting off to the side again. “Sorry about that. What I mean to say is, I thought you
might say that, so this will be our last meeting. If I can’t reason with you I’ll just have to
take you off the board. Nothing against you personally.”
“You really think you can take me?”

“Oh, one way or the other. Oh, and I hear those Death Eaters are working for
your side now? Didn’t expect that, hope they aren’t spies or anything. That would be
terrible. See you!”
The dream faded, and Susan woke up, recalling it perfectly.
Okay, he’s losing his marbles all right. Does that make it better or worse for me?
Susan started to lay back down but magical energies swirled around her. “Barrier
against magic,” she cast, taking no time but using maximum energy. She got a 15, just 2
above the needed 13 to cast the spell. She felt herself almost teleport away from the
castle but whatever he was casting splintered off her new Barrier.
“What’s going on?” asked Sparkle, jumping up on the bed.
“It appears,” said Susan with a grimace, “that Tom is now tired of waiting and is
going to start forcing the issue.”
“I’m amazed you were even awake!”
“I wasn’t. He brought me into another dream to give me ‘one last chance’ and
then-” she rolled Magic Theory, getting a 20, “I think he tried to Telesummon me away
from here.”
“He must not have known you would be awake right after the Dream Link.”
“Probably. He never experienced it from this side.”
“What are you going to do then? You can’t keep this spell up forever, just a
scene. Then he’ll try again, and you need to sleep sometime.”
“Well, we can use that to our advantage, actually.” She got out the writings for
Personal Dimension. “Let’s go look up the reverse of that spell. I can just make up some
Wards with it, and slap one on myself. The ‘scene’ will be just ‘that night.’”
“I guess that would work.”
“Sure, no problem. I’ll just have to keep my bracelet handy when I’m not under
the counter spell. If I hadn’t rolled max just then for my Sun check, I’m not sure what
would have happened. Come on.”
So Susan looked up Planar Hold and make herself some wards using that spell.
She activated one after stepping out of her Personal Dimension. “Okay, I’ve asked for
the magic to last until I morning, and as I’m not maintaining it, that should be enough.”
“But this is only a temporary measure, right? I mean, if he’s now actively trying to
kidnap you, you’re going to have to do something about it.”
“I agree. I’ll talk to the headmaster tomorrow and see what he thinks. Quite
honestly I expected better of Tom. If this was the only thing he could come up with, I’ve
got nothing to worry about.”
“I hope you’re right.”

121
Shrinking your Problems
Time: The next morning
Place: Great Hall
“You say he tried to kidnap you?” asked Albus, after Susan told him what
happened the night before. He was sitting at the teacher’s table, finishing his breakfast,
when Susan came to talk to him.
“He’s cracking up, I’m afraid. Maybe he tried some mental Insanity spell that
backfired on him or maybe he’s just not getting enough dreams. Either way, I’m worried
he’s just going to get worse.”
“And perhaps his efforts to spirit you away may become more dangerous as
well.”
“The trouble is, there’s only one spell to teleport someone against their will, and
he tried it. I can keep Planar Hold up when I need to sleep, so I don’t think that’s the
thing we need to worry about.”
“What are you saying?”
“I’m saying we need to be careful he doesn’t start trying to actually kill me while
I’m here. Innocent people might get hurt because of it.”
“I agree.” He thought for a moment. “What would you do, if it was you?”
“You mean if I was him? Any number of things. Go to the astral, open up a small
portal, and drop an Elemental Devastation through it. I mean, this is Tom we’re talking
about here, right? He doesn’t care about taking innocent lives, is what you keep telling
me. If we’re talking about what I would personally do it would be Hypnotic Field rather
than Devastation but you get the idea.”
“I do get the idea, yes.”
“I’m putting the castle at risk. I should leave.”
“That is to be considered, yes. But consider this- if you do go back into hiding he
may start tearing the magical world apart looking for you. At least here we can meet his
threats on ground we know.”
“The trouble is he could send anything after me. I’ve never really sat down and
thought about all the ways my magic could be used to assassinate someone from afar.
But I’m guessing there’s probably ways, since he knows right where I am.”
“But by the same token he is limited in what he can do. If he attacks you in a way
our magic can’t explain, questions will be raised as to how. Even he couldn’t explain that
away. You’ve published your side of the story in the school paper, that story becomes
more believable if he manages to kill you with your own magic.”
“That will be of great comfort to me if he succeeded in killing me.”
“I presume you are equal to the task of keeping yourself alive. You have been up
to this point, after all.”
“Of course. I just thought you should know what’s going on, that’s all.”
“It was quite thoughtful of you. Thank you for telling me.”
At that moment, owls came through the windows and started dropping mail on
people. One dark owl circled overhead, then swooped low over Susan, dropping
something.
“Phase,” she cast quickly, taking zero delay and letting it drop through her to the

floor. When it didn’t explode she took another step away from it and ended the spell
again.
“Aren’t you taking this a little too far?” Albus asked, looking down at her.
“I don’t get letters, Headmaster,” she replied, walking around it in a circle. She
narrowed her magical senses to just the letter, getting a 9 on Magic Sense. “Thought so.
This has a spell on it, Headmaster. Two, actually. My favorite Spell Symbol, probably set
to go off when I touched it.”
“What’s the other?”
“You don’t want to know.”
“I see. What should we do about it? Can you guarantee it will only go off when
you touch it?”
“No, actually I can’t. Can you erase any writing on the paper without opening it? I
could, but I would have to get the spell out.”
“Certainly.” He pointed his wand at it. “Done.”
“It’s safe then,” she said, bending over to pick it up. “The spell was inside the
writing, and with that gone, both spells are broken. Here.” She handed it to him. “If your
magic can tell you where this came from, or what path the owl took or something, we
might be able to track down where he’s staying.”
“That would be tricky, but I’ll take it. Nice reflexes there, by the way.”
“Please. The day an owl beats me in Initiative is the day I open up my Personal
Dimension and don’t come back out.”
Of course, I used 5 energy to make sure I rolled well, but who’s counting?
“As you say. Still, that’s two attacks already. He wasn’t kidding about getting
serious.”
“I know. Sure you still want me around?”
“Unless something more serious than easily dodged pieces of paper are sent
your way, I don’t think we have to worry.”
“I hope you’re right.”
That afternoon, Susan was out by the forest for Care of Magical Creatures.
“I do wish Ron and the others had kept up this class,” said Rubeus sadly, looking
at the few students he had at this level. “Almost not worth bothering with.”
“Sorry Professor,” said Susan. “How’s Filbert been?” She indicated his Magical
Ally that was watching the proceedings with interest. By that time, no one was
concerned with the huge dragon that hung around with Rubeus, they were always
together.
“Seems like he gets smarter every day,” he replied. “Why, just yesterday he
brought in firewood and got the fire going without me even asking him to! Of course,
we’ve had the same routine every night for the past, what, four, five years? But usually I
have to tell him. Last night though- What’s he looking at?” Susan looked over at him,
and he did seem to be paying close attention to the forest. “You see something Filbert?”
he called over. Suddenly, spiders of every size, from cat to large dog, burst from the
darkness and started making their way towards Susan.
“Oh crap!”
Rubeus stepped in front of her and started running towards them. “Hey, you lot
aren’t supposed to be out here! Get back to the forest right now, where you belong!”

The spiders didn’t seem to listen, they swarmed over him, making for Susan.
Can they understand human speech? Anyway, good thing Ron isn’t around. “For
sacrifices made!” shouted Susan, holding her ring up high. Her Legion appeared before
her. “Kill any spider that gets close!” she shouted. “The rest of you, wands out- start
driving them back into the-” she looked over and saw the others in the class running
away as fast as they could. Or, alternatively, you could just run away. Thanks a lot. I
guess we can’t all be adventurers. She shook out her bracelet. “Invulnerability,” she said
as the first spider reached her, darting between two soldiers that swung down at it. She
ignored it as the spider made futile efforts to bite her leg, and called forth her Magical
Ally, instructing it also to destroy all the spiders it could. She noticed Filbert had already
jumped into the fray, tossing spiders left and right to get to his master again.
Interesting.
Finally, Susan cast a spell of her own, Temporary Tool, and made herself a
ghostly copy of her sword, and started swinging. She was using the sword untrained,
but no spider could hurt her and they weren’t heavy enough to knock her over. Also they
were pretty big, and there were a lot of them, so it was hard to miss anyway. She did
have to cast a few Shrink spells on ones that tried to pin her arms to her sides. With two
soldiers by her side and her own blade, even the seemingly endless wave of creatures
started to believe this was a bad idea and started backing off. As they started to thin out,
she grabbed a few and drained their energy to make up what she had lost through the
fight. Rubeus stood there shaking his head and watching them go.
“What brought that all on?” he asked as Susan came up to him. She stuck the
sword point into the ground and leaned on it.
“Probably Tom. I guess maybe he didn’t know I knew Invulnerability or never
bothered to research that himself? Probably not, as he would only be thinking about
protection from magic, not protection from this.” She gestured to the sword. Actually, this
sword is just solidified magic. Would it count as a weapon or as a spell for the purpose
of Invulnerability? I suppose I could cut myself and find out…
“You mean he went in there and caused all those spiders to attack? How did he
know you’d be here?”
“He probably Researched my schedule. Never thought of that one, he would
know what classes I was taking, and when. Darn it. Hey, are you okay? They didn’t bite
you or anything, did they? I can heal you if they did.”
“Get through this thick hide? I don’t think so. Good job Filbert!” he said, rubbing
the head of the dragon who was looking pleased with himself at his master being okay.
“Sorry about your class, they seem to have beaten a hasty retreat.”
“Class?” He looked around. “Now doesn’t that beat all. They ran away.”
“They bravely ran away, away.”
“I should dock them all points. Oh well, class dismissed I guess? We’ll meet here
again tomorrow, if I have any students left. Besides you, I mean.”
“Okay with me. Thanks for trying to protect me like that.”
“Guess I shouldn’t have bothered,” he said sheepishly.
“It’s the thought that counts. I can’t believe the others didn’t even try. I mean,
being, well, you, helps. But to just leave us to our fates, that seems a bit harsh. Anyway,
I appreciate the thought.”
“You are my responsibility in my class. Can’t let you be hurt.” He sighed and

looked at the bits of spider that were strewn around the area. “Poor things. The hurt
ones will probably be eaten before sundown. If it was Tom, like you said, I would love to
know what he offered them to do this.”
Given their nature, it probably wouldn’t have taken much.
Susan and Rubeus walked back to the castle, while Susan thought about making
up some Wards with Telesummon in them, so she could get Sparkle to her side in a
hurry if she needed her. After all, Acceleration would have been nice to have just then,
even if they couldn’t have hurt me.
The two were met by a horde of teachers halfway, wands out and ready for
action. They seemed almost disappointed it was over.
“Showing off again, girl?” asked Severus.
“You just can’t think positively, can you?” she asked him. “I survive an attack by
hundreds of spiders and I’m showing off. Honestly, if I’d been killed would you finally
crack a smile? Or would you say ‘Did she have to bleed all over the place?’ or
something?”
“You are all right, aren’t you?” asked Albus.
“We’re fine, headmaster,” said Rubeus. “Take more than a few spiders to frighten
us, eh Susan?” He gave her a mighty whack on the back, and since Invulnerability had
already dropped, she staggered.
“Yeah, that’s right,” she said, after she recovered. “Still want me to stay,
Headmaster?”
“Oh please, let her leave,” pleaded Severus.
“She stays,” said Albus. “Back to your classes, everyone.”
“Now I’m really glad I dropped that class,” said Ron, when she told him about it
that evening at dinner.
“Well, you shouldn’t be,” said Susan. “Professor Hagrid misses you. All of you, he
said so himself. You should at least go see him more often.”
“We could go see him tonight,” said Harry. “Thank him for looking after Susan.
Not that you needed it, of course,” he hastened to add.
“That’s a great idea, Harry,” said Hermione. “Susan, think you could pop me
down to the village so I could get him a little gift? Get him some proper biscuits rather
than those things he usually offers us.”
“Hermione,” said Susan, pretending to be shocked. “Are you asking me to help
you break the rules?”
“Good point. I’m too used to being at Sirius’ place and just asking you to do stuff.
Sorry about that.” She thought for a second. “Can you open the portal just inside the
bakery? I could just hand them the money and they could hand me the biscuits so I
didn’t have to leave school grounds.”
“I was just joking you know. I’d be glad to get you down there.”
“We could just ask the castle elves for some,” said Ron. “They’d no doubt be
more than happy to give us some.”
“Then it wouldn’t be a proper gift,” said Hermione.
“The elves!” said Susan, snapping her fingers. “I need to go see them myself.
See how Winky and the others are doing with their ESPer training. Thanks for the

reminder, Ron.”
“Uh, sure, no problem.”
“Back to Professor Hagrid,” said Harry, “He’s doing okay, right?”
“Rubeus? Yeah, he’s fine. A bit down about his advanced class being so small.
And them running away at the first sign of danger. Why?”
“He was a friend of the family, I just wanted to make sure he was okay, that’s all.”
“Oh, yeah, he seemed okay apart from that. I think that Ally I made him is
becoming something I didn’t expect, and he treats it like a friend. Plus he has his duties
around the castle and probably more respect now that he’s proven he can run classes
okay. Yeah, I think he’ll be fine.”
A few days passed, and there were no further attacks, but Susan had taken to
watching owls in case any more tried to dive bomb her at breakfast. That’s how she
noticed the one acting a bit weird.
“Say, isn’t that owl acting a bit weird?” she asked Hermione, pointing.
“Where?”
“That one on the ground there, that didn’t bring a letter in.”
“That’s funny, usually they stay up in the rafters. I wonder if it’s-” She broke off in
mid-sentence, screaming and pulling out her wand.
“What?” Susan looked over, and in the place of the owl, there was a fully grown
dragon there now, hissing and rearing, looking around as if searching for something.
Probably me.
The rest of the room quickly noticed, and there was a general panic and
screaming, loudest by the younger kids. Rubeus jumped up, and the other teachers
quickly got out their wands and started pelting it with spells. This only served to enrage
the beast, which spat fire at them. Albus pointed his wand at the fire and it hit a barrier.
“Protect Susan!” someone shouted, and half of S.T.F.U put themselves between
the dragon and her, wands out.
You guys are so sweet. You really didn’t have to bother though.
At this point, Susan finished casting Shrink using 6 energy, but underestimated
the RESolve of dragons. She felt him resist the spell, and to her, time slowed to a stop,
allowing her to decide what to do.
I haven’t checked my cards in ages, what do I have? Let’s see, a Personal Stake,
Unfailing Resolve and Gimme Gimme! There are no cards in the discard pile so that’s
useless at the moment. Too late to exchange number 36 but I can play Personal Stake
to make sure this dragon doesn’t hurt anyone, giving me 2 XP and allowing me to use 1
to get a reroll. I’ll put more energy in this time.
She made another Venus check, this time getting her maximum, and reality
reasserted itself. The dragon could have gone from being +3 size modifier to being -5,
but she figured that was too small and stopped the spell at -4. It shrank to the size of a
tiny lizard, and stood there, confused.
Of course, no one but her knew that had happened, and there was a general
confusion as everyone tried to figure out where it had gone. Shaking her head, Susan
went over to it, grabbed it by the tail and held it up for the Headmaster to see.
“What shall I do with it?” she asked.
“Quiet!” he shouted to the room in general, and after a moment everyone went

silent again.
“I assume your spell won’t hold him for long?”
“Long enough to decide what to do. I can’t keep him this small indefinitely.” It
started trying to bite her finger, twisting and turning to get a grip. “Oh, aren’t you cute?”
she said to it, gently dislodging its ineffectual teeth and scratching it on the head. The
mini-dragon looked confused.
“Headmaster,” said Minerva, “He looks small enough to take through the Floo
network. Could he be taken to Romania directly?”
“Excellent idea, Minerva,” said the headmaster, beaming. “We’ll go directly. Back
to your breakfast, everyone. Classes will begin on schedule!”
There was a general muttering as Susan and Albus walked to his office. Fawkes
lifted his head as the two entered, and seemed to perk up at the sight of the minidragon.
“He’s not for you,” said Susan with a smile. Fawkes put his head back down with
a sort of humph sound.
“Wait here,” said Albus, taking the lizard sized creature. “But please don’t release
the spell until I get back.”
“Naturally, Headmaster.”
He grabbed some powder in his free hand, and the dragon looked back at
Susan.
“It’s okay, you’ll be happy where you’re going,” she said to it. Albus threw the
powder, named someplace, presumably in Romania, and disappeared.
“Wawk?” asked Fawkes, opening one eye and looking at her.
“It was a dragon, Fawkes. Shape-shifted into an owl shape, by the looks, then
flown in with the rest of the owls. I just cast Shrink on it, making it harmless.”
Fawkes nodded, seeming to approve, and closed his eye again. Susan didn’t
wait long, as a green fire flared in the fireplace and Albus stepped through, dragonless.
“All taken care of,” he exclaimed. “They were happy to have a dragon to watch
again, actually. Seems all of theirs have disappeared like the giants and other dragons
around the world.”
“We’re going to have to look into that pretty soon. I don’t like the implications.”
“I know. You’re the one with better scrying magic though.”
Susan snorted. “Don’t think I haven’t tried. I even tried True Question: ‘They have
gone to help who needs them most. They will return soon.’ I mean that’s a lot of help,
right?”
“I suppose it means they haven’t all died, so that’s something.”
“I guess. Anything else for now? I’ll need to get to class myself.”
“You seemed to have trained your followers well, I noticed. They stepped right up
to protect you.”
“We all protect each other, Headmaster.”
“I’m sure you do. Off with you, then.”
Time was, you might have gotten some house points or at least a ‘well done’
capturing a dragon like that, thought Old Susan. Now it’s just another day at the office.
Are you sure you should be wasting your time here, rather than hunting down Tom?
She ignored the thought and went down to class.

122
The Army Arrives
Time: Two weeks later, morning
Place: Great Hall
The group was chatting as always as they ate breakfast, when suddenly Susan
was seemingly grabbed out her chair and started grappling some sort of unseen foe.
She seemed to be choking, and someone nearby pointed a wand and said a spell. They
looked confused as she continued choking. Harry, Hermione, and Ron jumped up to try
and help but they couldn’t seem to touch the attacker like Susan could.
“What do we do?” Hermione cried, wand out but unable to see anything to cast a
spell on.
“Wait,” said Harry, “she thought this might happen.” He plunged a hand into his
robes and came out with a piece of paper. He slammed it on the ground and there was
a swirl of magic. When it disappeared, Sparkle was standing there. She was wiggling
her butt, and looked like she was about to pounce on something. She looked around.
“That was rather embarrassing. What’s going- Oh great. Grab on to me!” she
shouted.
“We have to help her!” said Hermione.
“You’re going to. Grab on!”
They did as they were told, and Sparkle cast Dimension Step and vanished. By
this time, Albus and the other teachers gathered around her.
“How can we help?” asked Minerva.
“You’ll have to get her some parchment if you want an answer,” said Severus,
clearly unconcerned by her predicament.
“Fetch Madam Pomfrey,” Albus said to Severus. “Unless you know of some
potion that can help her?”
“She could take a potion to keep her blood oxygenated,” suggested Severus.
“Oh, she’s choking, might have a difficult time swallowing a potion at present.”
“Yes, I realize- Filius, do you know of some charm that could help?”
Filius started trying various charms, and Susan was getting weaker and weaker,
when suddenly there was a shimmer of magic around her and she went down to one
knee, gasping.
“Are you all right?” Albus asked, concerned. Susan held up a hand, not up to
talking yet.
After a moment she was able to speak. “Silent Slayer,” she rasped.
“Invulnerability.” Magic swirled around her, and Susan relaxed. Even if he sends
another, it won’t be able to hurt me.
Now will you go after Tom? asked Old Susan. After all, you can’t defend against
everything he can throw at you all the time. And he only has to succeed once.
There was a *pop* and Hermione, Ron, Sparkle, and Harry stepped back into the
great hall from the astral.
“What is going on?” asked Albus. “Where did you three come from?”
“Four,” said Sparkle.
“That was the Silent Slayer,” said Harry. “Good thing we prepared that in
advance.”

“What does that mean?” Albus further pressed.
“It’s an invisible, untouchable assassin,” explained Harry. “It can only touch her,
and its entire purpose is to strangle someone. However, you can hurt it from the astral
plane, where we just went.”
“We came back because she put up Invulnerability,” Sparkle put in. “It can’t hurt
her now.”
“You mean something like that could come for any of us?” gasped Minerva.
“If that’s so, why has the Dark Lord waited so long to send it against us?” asked
Severus.
“He didn’t want Susan dead until now?” ventured Hermione. “And it’s obviously
not our kind of magic. It would be a dead giveaway.”
“Dead giveaway!” shouted Peeves, floating overhead. “HA HA HA!”
“Shut up, Peeves!” all the teachers said.
“Well done, everyone,” croaked Susan, getting her strength back. “You carried
that off well. I’ll make adventurers of you all yet.”
“You should go down to see Madam Pomfrey in any case.”
“No need,” said Susan, getting out her character sheet. “No damage done, see?”
“Still…”
Suddenly, the door into the great hall banged open, and Argus burst in.
“Headmaster,” he called. “Something’s approaching the castle!”
“What new horror awaits us because of you?” asked Severus.
“Everyone,” called Albus, “please return to your dorm rooms. I highly doubt you
are in any individual danger, but should anyone begin to exhibit symptoms like Susan
here, get word to me immediately. Please stay in groups that have at least two people
that can summon a Patronus. Prefects?”
The Prefects started herding everyone back to the dorms, and Albus nodded his
approval. “We’ll head up to the rampart, see exactly what’s coming. Come along,
everyone.”
The members of S.T.F.U gathered around to come, but Albus ordered them to
look after everyone in the castle. They reluctantly agreed, but Luna stood staring at him,
as if daring him to order her away.
“You may come, Miss Lovegood,” he sighed.
“You don’t think this is what I think it is?” asked Harry to Susan as they walked.
“I’m very much afraid it might be,” replied Susan.
“It’s all very exciting,” said Luna. “Don’t you think?”
“Seriously?” asked Hermione.
“Oh, have a little faith, Hermione. Susan hasn’t let us down yet, and she’s not
going to start now, right?”
In the early morning sunlight, a vast force could be seen approaching the castle
from the road. Overhead, dragons wheeled and roared, and giants’ steps shook the
earth as they took one step to a normal person’s ten. Other evil looking creatures
followed a group of humans, some masked, some not. Cornelius Fudge was among
them.

So was Tom.
Albus scowled down as the force approached, and Tom held up a hand to stop
the march a stone’s throw from the castle. He barked orders to his death eaters and
they broke off, each taking a single group of creatures and spreading out. Some went
off, presumably to over back exits to the castle, as they went around the side.
Tom looked pleased, and conferred with the minister.
“Oh, sure,” said Minerva. “Make this grand gesture and then make us wait.”
“Patience, Minerva,” said Albus. “I take it, Severus, you did not know this was
coming?”
“No, Albus, I would have told you.”
Would you?
“He seems to trust everyone less, not just me, lately. This was probably put
together at the last minute. I mean look at those formations. Have these creatures no
pride? It’s all the others can do to keep them from tearing each other apart. Look how
they must be separated, lest they fight each other and ruin whatever he has planned.”
“Now is not actually the time for a critique.”
“As you say.”
A few moments passed as Tom allowed his troops to get into position. Finally he
looked up at the figures on the castle wall, and smiled. He put his wand to his throat.
“Do I have your attention, then?” his voice boomed. “I want one thing. Two things.
One thing that is two things. The one thing is people- two of them. I want two people to
come out of that castle. I will name them for you if you can’t guess them. Can you guess
them?”
“I see what you mean about his crumbling sanity,” remarked Harry.
“Showing your true colors at last?” Albus shouted down to him, his own wand at
his throat.
“My dear Albus, as you can see, I am here with the minister’s approval!” He
gestured to Cornelius and the masked figures that had stayed with him laughed a bit. “I
am here to apprehend a dangerous criminal and make the world a safer place! It’s my…
what’s the word? Duty. Yes. As a protecter of the less magically gifted.”
“It’ll only be safer when you’re gone, Tom! Why the dragons and giants and
things?”
“My dear Headmaster, could you be ignorant of her power? If I didn’t bring a
force like this she would no doubt escape! This is the only thing that might give even her
pause.”
“Thing is I still could escape,” muttered Susan.
“What about you, Cornelius? You don’t find this all a bit odd?”
“My dear fellow-” he began, then put his own wand to his throat. “My dear fellow,
I’ve seen what she can do. We all have. Breaking those criminals out of Azbaban, and
after doing such good in the world too. You speak of true colors but what of that girl
standing next to you? She’s got you under some kind of spell, no doubt, and it’s for your
own good we’ve come to save you. She has our word on a fair trial. It’s all legal. It’s just
rather unfortunate that the biggest and toughest creatures on earth are considered a
bit… evil.”
“A ‘bit’ evil? Look around, Cornelius. Those are Death Eaters next to you.

Probably the very ones you just spoke of, broken out of prison by Tom, there.”
“No, no, those are…” he looked confused a second. “They’re… important people.
Yes. Very important to have them here.”
“Enough talk!” said Tom. “I want Susan and Harry Potter out here in ten minutes.
And don’t think of jumping through one of those little holes in the air, Susan,” he added.
“I’ll take this castle apart with you inside or not. Have to prove you’re not here somehow,
right? You don’t want that on your conscience do you?”
“What’s he want me for?” asked Harry.
“Fine,” she shouted down. “I’ll be down before your ten minutes is up.”
“You better!”
“You can’t be serious about going out there!” said Albus, as Susan walked
towards the door. “Even you can’t defend against that many.”
“Actually, giants are totally non-magical, they couldn’t get through Invulnerability.
Dragon fire could be a problem, I admit. It’s not a spell, but is it magical fire or real fire?
Don’t worry, Headmaster. This was always the plan, though it’s come rather suddenly.
I’m not foolish enough to try taking them all on.”
“But why me?” asked Harry again.
“I don’t know, Harry,” said Susan. “Ron, Hermione, would you mind giving up your
items to Harry, in case my plan backfires and we do need to fight our way out?”
“Not at all,” said Ron.
“Of course not,” said Hermione.
They both handed over their various objects with spells in them, and Harry
slipped them on. “What exactly is your plan?” asked Herimone.
“I plan to end it. Let’s just hope it works. Come on, Harry.”
“That’s not an answer!” said Hermione.
“Faith,” said Luna. “She knows what she’s doing.”
“Albus, really,” said Minerva. “I’ve questioned your decisions before but thissending two children out there- it’s madness.”
“I know, but I trust them to stay alive at least long enough to delay him. We won’t
be idle. While she walks down and they talk, we’ll be getting the castle’s defenses
ready, in case they do attack.”
“But what about them?”
“Somehow I doubt Susan even considers that many creatures to be threat to her.
I’m not happy about it, but you would rather she just run and he attacks here? She’s
willing to go out there to give us time, possibly even saving everyone in this castle. I
respect that decision.”
“But what if she dies, Albus? You’ve said she’s the only one that can possibly
fight Tom, because only she understands his magic.”
He turned to her. “You do have a plan?”
“I do.”
“And it’s a good one? Something he won’t see coming?”
“I’ve got it pretty well worked out. I’ve had years, after all.”
“And you can get away in a pinch?”
She got a ward out of her pocket. “It has Teleport in it. All I have to do is slap it on
myself and I’ll teleport whoever is holding onto me back here.”

“You see,” he said to Minerva. “Nothing to worry about.”
“That makes me even more worried.”
“Good luck,” said Luna, hugging her. “You haven’t even told me your plan, but
you seem confident so I’m sure it’ll turn out all right in the end.”
“You just wait and see.”
“Be careful, Susan,” said Hermione. “And you too, Harry. Get out of there at the
first sign of trouble.”
“We’ll cover you from here,” said Ron. “They’re assaulting a castle, after all.”
“Thanks everyone. See you soon.”
“Throwing her to the wolves, then, Albus?” asked Severus. “I didn’t think you had
it in you.”
His reply was muffled by the door closing.
Susan and Harry walked down the empty corridors towards the front gate. “So
this is it, then?” asked Harry.
“Yup.”
“Will you kill him?”
“Seems the only way.” Susan could feel her older self, rubbing her hands
together in anticipation.
“How?”
“You let me worry about that.” After all, Voldi may be able to see through your
eyes and I do so want this to be a surprise. Not that it has ever really come up, given we
all basically forgot about it until I remembered it just now. Ah well.
“But-” Susan shot him a sharp look. “Okay, but I don’t like not knowing.”
“Trust me, I don’t like knowing!”
A fairy flew up. “Leaving without me?”
“Knew you would come running. You can sit this one out, you know.”
“Hardly.”
Susan smiled. “Thanks.”
“My cards are yours if you need them, though only two are really useful.”
“What did you have?”
“Glad I brought this shotgun, Extra Cash, It’s Not as Bad as it Looks, and Wild.”
“Maybe I could buy him off!” Though getting that wild card twice would be nice,
with the gimme gimme.
“Yeah no.”
“And what would you do with a shotgun?” asked Harry.
“It can be any weapon, actually.”
“Great, conjure up an orbital laser platform and take them out from space.”
“I think it has to be, you know, real? Plus I’m not sure that counts as being
‘armed,’ what do you think, Sparkle?”
“I think you need to remember he’ll have cards too.”
“Hopefully Disaster Strikes, Endless Ammo and maybe an Assist.”
“Good luck with that.” She flew up and sat on Susan’s shoulder.
“You don’t want to be yourself?” she asked.

“Better to take the penalty and stay out of sight. I don’t know if he knows I exist,
but he doesn’t know what spells I know. Hermione never wrote about me, right? So I’m
your ace in the hole.”
“Glad to have you along!”
“This just feels so wrong,” remarked Harry. “Him walking up to the castle like a
day at the beach. Albus just letting you go? It should be me facing him on some stormy
night, not you facing him before breakfast.”
“I always do my killing before breakfast,” Susan joked.
“Are you really that Overconfident?”
“I can afford to be, and you would too, if you knew what I knew. As for you facing
him, that option went away when he stole my magic, you know that. No, this is classic
Paragon. If you’re going to have an encounter, then have the encounter, don’t beat
around the bush. He’s realized he can’t kill me from afar, and now he’s come for his
showdown. I intend to give him one.”
“You want my energy?”
“It’s nice of you to ask, but that hopefully won’t be necessary.”
“Okay.”
“You ready?” They had reached the door.
“No! Let the Headmaster go out there in your place! Let S.T.F.U. take his army.
It’s what we were training for, isn’t it? You don’t have to do this alone.”
“I’m not doing it alone. He’s allowed my best friend to come with me. Though why
I can’t really say.”
“Should we let him have his way?” asked Sparkle. “I mean he’s protected with
your Barrier item but even he can be squished by a giant. Tom asking for you both is
very fishy.”
“It’s probably just that old grudge. Once I’m dead he’ll try and kill Harry, in front of
his Death Eaters, so they know his power is supreme. But we won’t give him the
satisfaction, will we, Harry?”
“We don’t know what magic he has up his sleeve at the moment,” she further
protested.
“None, in just a moment,” Susan said with a wink. She pulled the door open.
“You actually came out,” said Tom, looking her over. “I don’t believe it.”
Susan did a Magic Sense on him, rolling minimum of course, but even that was
enough to tell he had a bunch of spells going on his person. But she was pretty sure
one of them wasn’t Plastic Proxy. It seemed Tom had come in person. “As you made the
long journey here, I figured I should repay the complement.” She gave a little bow.
He returned it. “So, shall we get this little party started?”
She gestured to the army behind him. “Were you being truthful before? Is that
army just for intimidation, or are you going to order them to attack?”
“They’re here to watch me destroy you. What?” He glanced over at nothing. “Yes,
and Harry, of course. Really, only I am needed.”
“Full of confidence, I like that.”
“I thought you might.”
“One last thing- will you leave them alone if you, by some miracle, win?”
“Who, those fools cowering in the castle? Why not? I give my word, no matter the

outcome here, my army will depart this place in peace. You heard me!” he shouted to
his minions. They reluctantly agreed.
“That’s all I can ask.”
Tom stood and looked at her a moment longer. “You must realize how futile it is to
fight me. I have his type of magic,” he gestured to Harry, “as well as your own. What can
you do to me?”
“Fight you? Of course it’s futile to fight you. I wouldn’t dream of it. We’re both
immune to magic, I presume, so what would be the point?”
Tom laughed. “Then what exactly do you expect to do, standing there?”

“I expect to kill you.”
She raised a hand. “Weapon,” she said, spending an XP for an action. A Beretta
9000, bought by Mundungus many years ago, dropped into her hand from her Somatic
Sword spell. It was fully loaded, and the extra clips and a few grenades, for insurance,
nestled in her robes. She had gotten them out of her Pocket Dimension while they
walked. She spent another XP for an action before Tom could do anything.
“Nullification,” she said, activating the imbuing of Dead Magic that had been put on the
gun itself. All magic in a 6 meter radius, encompassing Tom and part of his army, was
suppressed. (Obviously she couldn’t center it on herself, the spell would cancel itself
out!)
A third XP was spent, making all of this happen simultaneously: She put 10
energy into MANipulation and made a called shot to his body. Then, with some grim
satisfaction, she pulled the trigger five times, getting a 19-1 (for the called shot) with her
5 in the Pistol skill. All five shots slammed into Tom’s chest, doing a total of 35 damage
and tearing him apart.
His army stood stunned and as the shots echoed away, and in the shocked
silence shared by them all, only one sound could be heard.
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Voldemort Wins
Time: Seconds later
Place: Just outside the castle
Five .40 bullets had just slammed into Tom, causing massive damage and fatally
wounding him. His army stood in shock, the magical world not having much experience
with non-magical weapons. Blood coated Tom, and everything was stock still as they
absorbed what had just happened.
I win, thought Susan, lowing the pistol slightly. Then she heard the sound.
It was a wheezing laugher, and she looked around for who was making it. Her
eyes snapped back to Tom, who hadn’t fallen yet.
“I win,” he managed, as magic started swirling around his body.
“No! No! No! You’re in the Dead Magic zone, you can’t be doing magic!” Susan
shrieked.
“What’s going on?” asked Harry, and Susan saw that power was swirling around
him, too.
Have to cast Immunity on him! Wait, this can’t be a spell, he’s got Barrier up all
the time. What do I do?
But even as she thought it, Harry and the dying body of Tom lifted off the ground
and sped towards one another. There was a burst of magic and light, and Susan
shielded her eyes. When she looked again, only one figure stood there. He had his eyes
closed, and he seemed to be what would happen if you smushed Harry Potter and Tom
Riddle together. There was the scar, but the less pronounced nose. This figure was not
quite as tall as Tom had been, but not quite as short as Harry still was. His hair was
sparse, as Tom had none, and even their clothes seemed a bizarre amalgamation of
Harry’s and Tom’s robes. The figure opened his eyes, and smiled widely.
“Excellent,” he said, softly. “Yes, that seems to have done the trick rather nicely.”
Magic swirled around him, and Susan recognized a sun spell. He was healing
what was probably the remains of his injuries.
“What did you do?” demanded Susan, but Tom/Harry ignored her. He spied both
wands at his feet, and bent to pick them up. “But how complete is it, in the end?” He
looked both wands over. “It is said that both his wand and mine share a core. Now we
share a body. I wonder.”
He looked thoughtfully at them for a second, then raised both wands up into the
air. Fireballs started spurting out of both of them, and Tom/Harry started laughing with a
maniac delight.
“But the stats- what about the stats?” he asked himself, still totally ignoring the
silent followers around him. He lowered the wands, put both in one hand, and a piece of
paper appeared in his empty one. “Yes, as I thought. No wonder I feel such energy! We
share the stats as well, these are a bit higher than mine were. Still, not as high as I
would have liked. I wish you had been more physical, Harry. Ah well.”
“What did you do?!” Susan demanded again. With a flourish Tom/Harry put the
character sheet away and turned to face her. He laughed as she raised the gun again.
“Poor Susan. You didn’t anticipate this, did you?”

“What? You couldn’t have done magic, I cut it off!”
“Did you forget? I suppose you did, never having anyone with your same type of
magic to fight against. Every spell has a reverse.”
“Oh no- Free Magic.”
“Correct! For all the good it will do you now. Are you going to shoot me again?”
He gestured with his free hand at the gun in her hand.
Finish him, thought Old Susan. End it!
No, Harry is trapped in there! If his magic put them together mine can take them
apart!
You can’t guarantee that. Remember how you cursed yourself for not being able
to let your mother die. Isn’t this just a rerun? You have the chance to make up for your...
lack of conviction, before.
I have to try to save him. She lowered the gun.
“Excellent. After all, I do now hold your precious Harry Potter hostage, in a way.
Oh, this is a glorious day, isn’t it?” He spun, again taking both wands in hand and
sending magic shooting off into the he sky. “I have the magical properties of two bodies,
plus a greater energy to use with Natural Magician. My followers, I am reborn a second
time, and this time I am more powerful than I was. And it’s all thanks to you, Susan!”
“But I killed you!”
“And I thank you for it! You never considered that there could be another piece of
my soul floating around out there, did you?”
Susan was horrified. I only cast the spell to look for other pieces when Harry was
around. And I made the spell to ignore anything close, in case we were carrying one or
that one in the locket counted as “closest”. This is all my fault.
“I see that you did not. Well, a little spell I like to call Spell Trigger and a spell
probably not in your book brought the pieces of my soul together upon my death, rather
than moving on to whatever afterlife exists. I was hoping to just take over Harry’s body,
then kill you in your sleep sometime when you didn’t suspect it. But this works too. If
you could only feel what I’m feeling right now- So much magic! I don’t need to kill you
anymore, my power is supreme.”
“I’ll stop you, somehow.”
“Really?” Tom/Harry plucked Harry’s Barrier Against Spells item from his robes.
“As long as I wear this, I’m immune to any spell you or anyone else uses. No one would
risk hurting Harry Potter, with non-magical fire or whatever that- ah, bullets, I see. I
seem to have his knowledge as well. Ugh, what is My Little Pony? Never mind, I’ll
destroy that later. I assume you’ll try and create some spell to undo what I’ve done.
Good luck with that, while I carry this.”
“I will stop you,” promised Susan, reaching into her pocket and grabbing a ward.
Tom/Harry put up his wands, but Susan just slammed it against herself and Teleported
back to the castle wall. Tom/Harry laughed and amplified his voice again.
“As you have done exactly what I wanted, sending out Harry and Susan, I will
leave this place. I have things to do in my new body, and with my army. After I have
conquered the rest of the world I will be back, and you can all acknowledge me as your
supreme ruler. Until then, try not to lose hope.” He said the last sarcastically, laughed
uproariously, and started shouting orders to his army to form up and move out.
Up on the wall, everyone looked at Susan, who was in a state of shock.

“I did this,” she said softly. “I did it. All my fault. Handed him over. Walked out
there like a moron. Spent XP to kill him, didn’t manage it. All my fault. Can’t stop him
now. Even stole Ron’s and Hermione’s items. He used two wands.”
“I think perhaps we might want to do something about her,” said Minerva.
“Chuck her off the castle wall?” suggested Severus.
“I think not,” said Albus, pointing his wand. Susan crumpled and went to sleep.
When she woke up, it was dark, and she wasn’t sure where she was. The events
of the “battle” flashed before her.
What have I done?
“She’s awake,” said a voice, and Susan looked over to see Hermione sitting next
to her. Sparkle she saw at the foot of her bed, and Ron gave a start, obviously waking
up himself. “Are you okay?”
“What’s happened? Why am I here?”
“The headmaster thought you could use a little time to process what happened.
It’s been hours, Pottermort is gone.”
“Pottermort?”
“It was that or Voldery. We had to call him something.”
“What’s he been doing?”
“Taking over the magical world.”
Susan sat bolt upright. “You’re kidding?!”
Hermione shook her head. “Three counties have already fallen. He marches in,
destroys everything in his way with his two wands and… well, your magic, and then
takes over. He’s being quite systematic about it.”
“How are you feeling?” asked Albus, coming around the curtain.
“Lousy. This is all my fault.” Susan looked down at her hands, unable to even
meet his eyes.
“I let you go. So the blame is partially mine.”
“And then you would be headmaster of a bunch of rubble and maybe I would feel
even worse. Is it true?”
“What Hermione said?” He paused. “Yes. Nothing seems to work on him, now.
He can counter anything as mundane as fire, and Harry’s item protects him from magic.”
“Great. More things that are my fault.”
“Hey, none of that now,” said Ron. “Let’s talk about the new plan instead.”
Susan shook her head. “I don’t know. Seems my plan got us into this.”
“Yes, an unconventional approach, to be sure.” Albus gingerly took the gun out of
his pocket and handed it over. “I don’t exactly know how to use it, and I wasn’t
comfortable handling it. Perhaps you could, uh, put it away again?”
“Sure,” said Susan, absorbing it again. “I was so sure that would work. He
wouldn’t have planned for something as non-magical as a gun.”
“To be fair,” said Hermione, “it did work. It just so happened that he had a plan
one step above that. It wouldn’t have mattered what you did to him, he would have let
you kill him to get Harry’s body.”
“It’s an interesting point,” said Susan. “Did he send those things against me just
to wind me up? He wasn’t actually trying to kill me at all, but rather get me mad enough
at him to come out and do what I did?”

“He has the same Question magic you do, I would guess,” said Albus. “He might
have inquired how best to neutralize any advantages you had.”
“Whatever he did, it worked. Is he traveling with his army? That should slow him
down.”
Albus shook his head. “No, he’s subjugating governments on his own. His army
is following him, and it seems some part of it is left at each place, to ‘remind’ everyone
who is now in charge. Don’t worry, the world is a big place. It’ll take even him a while to
take over the whole thing. Especially now that the magical world has been warned he’s
coming. Leaders are going into hiding and giving orders from secret locations.”
“Okay, that’s some good news. He kept his promise though? No one here was
hurt?”
“Ah, no one here, no.”
She looked between them all. “What aren’t you telling me?”
“Sadly, it seems the minister outlived his usefulness. He started to protest that
Tom hadn’t captured you, which was the intent in coming here, and the hybrid killed him.
I’m sorry.”
Susan was torn, on the one hand she didn’t much like the guy, but on the other,
he didn’t deserve to be killed outright like that.
“Can we save Harry?” asked Hermione.
“My book of magic says that magic can do everything. It did put them together,
after all. I just have to figure out how to do it without a spell. Or get that item away from
him. The problem is, how do we know he hasn’t set something else like this up? Another
Spell Trigger that will save his life.”
“Hopefully he has no more Soul Shards to latch onto,” said Ron.
“Yeah, what was all that about? He tried to kill Harry, not turn him into a Soul
Object.”
“I can only guess,” replied Albus. “Perhaps his soul was so unstable it broke
apart when Tom tried to kill Harry all those years ago. That soul went into the thing Tom
was thinking about- Harry. It explains why he can talk to snakes.”
“Little late with that revelation, Headmaster. No offense.”
“None of us considered two souls living in one body. After all, he wasn’t
possessed like Quirinus or Ginny was.”
“How is Ginny?”
“Taking it pretty hard, but I think she knows you’ll do everything in your power to
get him back,” said Ron.
“Tell her that’s right. And you have a point, Headmaster. I can’t imagine how I
would have gotten a Soul Shard out of a living body. The others we stabbed with the
sword, that’s a little tricky when it’s a two for one sale.”
“Indeed. But that same quandary exists now, and in fact is even more difficult.
Now it’s two souls and two bodies joined into one. I’m open to suggestions as far as that
goes.”
“Umm, Harry’s soul... it does still, exist, right?” asked Hermione quietly.
“The hybrid was able to use Harry’s wand as well as his own,” hedged Albus. “I
can only see that being true if both souls still existed.”
“Right,” said Susan. “Harry wasn’t killed. He was just... blended.”
“Well, let’s unblend him!” said Ron.

“We can’t just stick him in a centrifuge,” said Hermione.
“A what?”
“Never mind.”
“As far as suggestions, I don’t have any,” said Susan. “There’s a whole planet
that deals with souls, Pluto... okay, there’s a whole branch of magic that deals with it, as
Pluto isn’t considered a ‘planet’ anymore. Stupid scientists. Anyway, it’s more about
animating people that are dead, or talking to the dead or moving between dimensions
yourself. I’ve never seen any spells dealing directly with the soul. Until I made the one to
find the other pieces of Tom, anyway. So we know magic, my magic, can work with the
soul, it’s just a question of how to go about it.”
“There we can be of no assistance,” said Albus. “Except to offer our support and
give you what you need. By the way, the story I’ve been circulating around the castle is
that Tom has, for reasons unknown, simply taken Harry, besting you in a duel. I did not
want anyone here to believe one of their classmates was, however unwillingly,
responsible for the whole ‘taking over the world’ thing.”
“Thanks. I’ll get to work on it.”
“Get some sleep. You two as well. Plenty of time to figure things out in the light of
day.” He got up from his chair. “Good night, all of you.”
“Good night,” they chorused back.
“See you in the morning,” said Ron, getting up and stretching. “Don’t be too hard
on yourself, okay? Even you aren’t perfect.”
“I know, but I still feel responsible.”
“We’re behind you,” said Hermione, squeezing her hand. “I’ve seen you do some
amazing things, whatever you come up with will just be the latest.”
“Thanks.”
With her visitors gone, Susan got out her book of magic from her Personal
Dimension and sat in bed, looking at it. No sense worrying about Tom seeing it now.
He’s too busy taking over the world to care about my book.
“Hi, dad,” she said at last. “It’s pretty bad here, and it’s mostly my fault. I need
your help, if you’re really listening to me. The thing is, this guy, Tom, who stole my
magic, somehow created a spell to put himself into a new body if he died. He didn’t
realize it would be a combination rather than simply a soul transplant, but it worked out
that way. Now he’s got an item I made for a friend that makes him immune to spells.
“Come to think of it, how did he research so much magic so fast? I mean, coming
up with that spell alone should have taken a lot of trial and error, but he couldn’t exactly
test it, could he? How did he know it would work?
“Anyway dad, I need a way to destroy this guy’s soul, leave my friend’s soul
intact, and do it all without actually casting magic onto the combined creature he’s
become. If you can come up with a spell like that I would really appreciate it.”
Sadly it was just a book, and even as she held it close, it could offer her no
comfort. Her father was off somewhere, saving worlds, and she didn’t know how to go
about saving this one. Resigned, she spent part of the night until she fell asleep again
paging trough the book and looking for a solution, but finding none.
The next morning, she was awakened by Madam Pomfrey shouting for people in

the hall to be quiet. Irony much? Well, better get some breakfast and- what’s this?
She picked up the book and saw a spell she wasn’t familiar with, and read it over
excitedly.
“Thanks dad,” she said with a smile. I don’t know what you did that allowed me to
pay those points for this book, but I’m glad you did.
In the halls, everyone expressed sympathy she had lost, but she said the next
time would be different. Many expressed interest in going after Harry, and she said she
could use all the help she could get, and the Headmaster would announce something
soon.
If he approves. Which he may not. But it’s the only shot we have right now.
She made it to his office, and he used his Patronus to call the others in. Including
Myrtle.
“Here’s what my book came up with,” said Susan. “And you may not like it, just
telling you that right away. There’s some risk.”
“Any plan is risky at this point,” said Ron. “What have you got?”
“It’s like this; we can’t directly attack him with magic so we have to do it indirectly.
My book came up with a spell to separate my soul from my body.”
“What good is that going to do?” asked Hermione. “Are you just going to retarget
it, so that Tom is ripped out? But how would you know which you were going to get? If
you got the wrong one…”
“No, that’s not the plan. We would need to get his Barrier item away from him to
do that. No, I have to attack him in a way that isn’t a direct spell. And I’ll need your help.
You guys send everything you have against him so he’s at least distracted. Myrtle or
another ghost takes my soul and shoves it into the hybrid body. According to this spell,
I’ll then enter some sort of dream state or inner universe where I can track down Harry’s
soul and with his help, destroy the part of Tom that’s hanging around.”
“I could see where that would be risky,” said Myrtle. “If you mess it up your soul
could wander forever. Or be totally destroyed!”
“Yeah, that’s the risk I’ll have to take. That’s why I want someone I can trust, like
you, to carry me around. Apparently doing it this way leaves me little more than a
swirling ball of energy.”
“Oh. But I can’t go far enough away from the castle!”
“Yeah, and what happens to your body in the meantime?” asked Ron.
“I’ve thought about that,” answered Susan. “Right after I cast the spell and
become a Soul Form one of you slaps a ward of Freeze on my body, putting it into
suspended animation. That should keep it safe, even if this spell does technically kill
me, I should be able to go back in and be thawed out no problem.”
“Should?” squeaked Hermione.
“The spell says I’ll be able to leave and enter my body. It does not go into detail
about how long I can safely stay out. But as long as my body is frozen it won’t be more
than 30 seconds from it’s perspective.”
“Then we just have to solve the ghost thing,” said Ron.
“I may have a solution for that,” said Albus. “What about taking a piece of the
castle with us? You can ‘haunt’ that piece and go with us.”

“I don’t know, I’ve never tried anything like that. Could we try it now?”
“It seems the sooner we put this plan into action, the better. Come, we’ll find a
suitable piece of the castle we can use for the duration.”
The five swept from the office with purpose- there was a chance!
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Being Amused
Time: An hour later
Place: Hospital Wing
“So where is he now?” asked Susan.
“Reports say he’s rampaging around China at the moment,” Albus replied. “Given
the population there, it’s no surprise they also have a large percentage of wizards and
witches. They also have several magical cities where we have only one. This works to
our benefit as we can hide out in one and surprise him when he comes looking for their
magical leaders.”
“And you’re sure Myrtle can travel through the Floo network attached to a piece
of the castle?”
“We tried it several times, to various locations, and it worked every time.”
“Okay. Go over the plan one more time.”
“We’ve been over the plan three times!” protested Ron. “I think we know what
we’re doing.”
“This is my soul we’re talking about here, Ron,” said Susan. “And maybe the only
chance we’ll have to stop Tom. Everything needs to be perfect.”
“You don’t even know if your spell will do what you need it to! You’ve never tried
it.”
“I have faith in my father’s book. It was made to be the ultimate resource on our
kind of magic, and my father used his own soul to improve it. I have faith in it.”
“Still,” said Hermione, concerned, “it’s an awful risk.”
“We have to move fast. I won’t have him killing any more people because of the
mistake I made in trying to kill him. I should have used Magic Sense on him before
shooting him, to check if he had the reverse going. But I didn’t. That makes it my
problem. Now, the plan?”
Albus held up a ward. “You’re going to cast this new spell on yourself and
Sparkle. That should separate your souls from your bodies. At that point, Myrtle will grab
them, and I’ll stick this ward onto your body. In seconds it will be covered in ice, and
ready for you to return to it. Myrtle, carrying your two souls, will accompany the force
heading to China, who will attack Tom. While he’s distracted you’ll be placed into the
hybrid’s body by Myrtle, where you hope to engage Tom’s soul in combat. When you
win, that should forcibly eject Tom from Harry’s body, or at least give Harry control over
it so we can think of a better long term solution.”
“Okay, that’s it. Try to keep him occupied for as long as you can. I don’t know
what I’ll run into once Myrtle shoves me in there, or how long it will take to find Tom. If
you can keep him distracted, and keep his magic tied up in the physical world, that
should help me a lot.”
Albus nodded. “We’ll do our best.”
“Okay,” said Susan, looking at her friends that were crowded around her bed.
“You ready, Sparkle?”
“As I’ll ever be, I guess.”
“Good luck,” said Hermione.
Susan gave a weak smile. “Seems like you have the harder job. Don’t any of you

die trying to distract him. If he seems too powerful just get out of there, let me handle it.”
“Run away?” scoffed Ron. “That’s not how adventurers do things, is it? You never
have.”
“Oh sure, use me as your example. Stay safe, Ron.”
“Course.”
“I wish I could come with you,” said Luna.
“I know, but this spell is risky enough. I won’t risk you too. This is my problem,
and my risk to take. Besides, Myrtle only has two hands. We don’t want her shouting
‘why can’t I hold all these souls?’ now do we?”
“You better come back.”
“Of course! What kind of story has the heroine losing? Not this one.”
“I’ll hold you to that.”
“No problem. You’ll see. You ready, Headmaster?”
Albus nodded, and Susan began to envision the magical symbols, as printed on
the page before her, and cast Soul Sever.
Everything went black.
When Susan opened her eyes, she wasn’t sure where she was. At least, she
thought she opened her eyes, it was difficult to tell.
“Sparkle?” she called, looking around. There was no answer, but Susan swore
she saw an elegant woman appear, looking over her shoulder. She was dressed, or
perhaps was covered, in fur, and she was swishing her tail behind her. She
disappeared.
“Wait!” shouted Susan, taking several steps toward her and putting her hand out.
Did I just imagine Sparkle as a human? What’s going on? I can’t see a thing, if I
trip over something… She stopped.
“Sparkle?” she called again, and this time, a disjointed series of images flashed
before her. Sparkle casting Acceleration. Sparkle using Elemental Line. Sparkle
vanishing into Purgatory with Dimension Step.
How did I just see that if she stepped into the next dimension? What’s going on
here? Am I inside Harry or not? This isn’t exactly what I had in mind for this.
“Myrtle?” she hesitantly called. A generic looking ghost seemed to pass through a
wall before her, and quickly vanished, leaving her in darkness again.
Okay, this is weird. Susan stood and thought for a moment. I don’t seem to be
dead, there’s a distinct lack of angels and such. I’ve seen Hell, and this ain’t it. Nor am I
in the Astral or Purgatory planes, my father knows I’ve spent enough time there to
recognize them. So I guess it must have worked? But this is just darkness, how do I find
Tom? She held a hand up to her face. It’s totally dark here, how is it that I can see
myself? She looked down at herself. I could have sworn I wasn’t wearing anything a
second ago, but now that I think about it, I’m wearing my school uniform. Okay, think
this through. She went to sit down on whatever she was standing on, and jumped back
up again. There was a chair there! Wait a second. She went to sit down again, and once
again, a chair, looking very much like a chair found in every classroom in Hogwarts,
appeared beneath her. I can see this chair, and myself. But what does that mean for

finding Harry? Wait, if I want a chair and one appears, maybe a light?
Susan held up a hand, and a torch appeared in her hand, looking exactly like she
had taken it from Hogwarts itself. Not exactly what I had in mind, but okay. She looked
around.
Everything was still black.
I guess if there’s nothing to illuminate, a light doesn’t get you very far. The torch
vanished and she put her hand down again. Okay, the plan was, put me inside
Pottermort’s body. If that worked, I’m right where I need to be. But I expected some kind
of, well, something to be in here with me. Going on that assumption, that I’m actually
inside or alongside Harry’s soul, how do I make him appear? Think Susan! You wanted
to sit, and a Hogwarts desk chair appeared. You wanted light, and a torch appeared.
Stuff Harry has experience with. Wait, yeah, I think I’m onto something there, she
thought excitedly. I have to think in terms of what Harry, or I suppose Tom, would have
experienced. This is his psyche, right? That’s why I got a torch when I wanted light. He
would light up his wand, and of course he’s used to the torches around Hogwarts. He
probably sees them as being more ‘natural’ than flashlights or whatever. Her eyes got
wide. Can do my magic here? If everything in here relates to Harry…
“Elemental Bolt (Fire)” she cast, and a stream of fire shot from her hand.
Okay, I lost an energy, I felt that much. So my magic does work. No book, of
course. Wait, I got the chair, didn’t I?
Susan concentrated on her book of magic, and felt something drop into her hand.
All right! she thought, opening it up with a grin. Her face fell.
Wait, what’s this? It’s all just gibberish…
Because Harry doesn’t understand my magic, and has only glanced at my book
before. This is my book of magic from his memories, not from mine. Great. The book
vanished again. So what spells do I personally know that can help me now? She tried
summoning her Character Sheet as normal, but couldn’t manage it. Probably because
there’s no real copy of that in Harry’s memories. I’ve never had it out long enough for
him to get a good look at it. However, as she concentrated, she found she could access
the information on it as though she was looking at it, so it was nearly as good.
I could fly, but where to? Maybe Telesummon? But that works physically, not
mentally. Of course, I’m in a mental landscape so why the heck not? I’ll give it a try. But
who to summon? And if I backfire it who knows what could happen to me. Better save
that as a last resort. Okay, go over it again, step by step.
Tom tries to kill Harry, but makes a Soul Object out of him.
He then uses this connection to escape death, and takes control of the new
hybrid form.
What does that mean? Harry must still exist, I mean if I give up hope on that this
whole rescue mission was for nothing. And Tom has never seen my book, right? Even if
he somehow used the Research spell to pull spells from my book, which would totally
be cheating, he wouldn’t have seen the cover. But the cover was right, Harry’s seen it
often enough to remember it.

But Harry’s not here, directly or indirectly, and neither is Tom. Does that mean
he’s been captured somehow? Or is Tom just suppressing his soul? So then what was
that image of Sparkle I saw when I called her name?
“Hermione Granger!” she called, and an image of Hermione appeared before
Susan. She looked different though, but faded away before Susan could really study the
differences. Wait, is that how Harry sees her? Must be, I suppose everyone sees people
a little differently, based on what attracts them? Man, this would be so interesting if I
wasn’t on some a deadline. Okay, so how does he see himself?
“Harry Potter!”
Susan nearly fell off the chair as a hat dropped over her head. “Gryffindor!”
shouted the Sorting Hat, and disappeared again.
“Excuse me, I’m in Raven-” Oh right, Harry isn’t. And I’m talking to a figment of
Harry’s imagination. Great, just great. So now what?
“Harry Potter,” she said again. This time, a more evil looking Severus appeared,
and sneered his name before vanishing.
“Harry Potter!” she called. This time she saw Harry himself, looking sad as he
walked off a Quidditch pitch. Was this just after he gave up that crazy sport? This is
getting me nowhere.
Finally figured that out, did you? asked Old Susan.
You’re so smart, what would you do? she asked back.
Obviously just calling something out is making him remember something about
himself. That’s not going to help. You need to find the real one.
How do I do that? I suppose I could try Telesummon…
No, remember where you are. This is a mental landscape. You need to envision
him, get him to appear before you.
Oh, like an ESPer INSight check before a teleport? Okay, we could- I could try
that. You know, I’ve never thought about it before, but you seem to be separate from
me. Once I started being aware of my behavior and tried to change it, you started
‘talking’ to me. I always thought it was just me thinking about stuff, but here it feels
different. It’s like you’re my natural inclination to do something, and now that I’m starting
to suppress that inclination, you’ve popped up try and convince me to still do it when my
actions diverge from what I used to do. Now that I’m here that sense of disconnect is
stronger than ever. So while I have you, let me ask: Am I right? Are you real or am I just
imagining the whole thing?
She waited.
Hello?
Okay, now I’m losing it. Talking to my own thoughts like they were a separate
person. Susan shook her head, then closed her eyes. So I need to envision myself
wherever Harry is. Think about Harry, what makes him who he is? What defines him?
Think about those qualities. Then just take a step.
Susan heard music and laughter before her, and her eyes snapped open. She
froze as her eyes darted this way and that, taking in what she was seeing. Surrounded

by a golden chain held up by posts was what could only be called an amusement park.
As she watched, frozen, in the distance an empty roller coster car went up a hill,
then invisible people seemed to scream as it shot through across the tracks. Other rides
whizzed and looped, while lights blinked and games seemed to play themselves.
Okay, that’s not creepy at all. Is Harry in here someplace? At the very least,
Sparkle won’t miss this now that it’s appeared. I’ll walk around the place, see if I can get
a feel for it, and hope Sparkle comes running in a few minutes. If not I’ll have to go
inside the rides and look for him, he could be anywhere.
Susan stepped up to the gate, which was a simple turnstile with the chain
extending off in either direction. It seemed to encircle the whole park, and Susan
gingerly stepped through the turnstile, making it turn. She looked over, and the
00000000 was now 00000001.
Super. Be our guest, I guess? She looked around, deciding to wander towards
the back, where the coaster was still carrying invisible people through the drops and
loops. To her right she passed a large tent with a sign “Hall of Mirrors” sitting in front of
it. Looking at the doorway, she stared as Hermione’s name, elegantly written in gold,
was printed on a wooden board hanging above the door.
Well I know Hermione’s not in here. Right? She went over to the door, careful not
to step inside. “Hermione!?” she called, making a tunnel with her hands over her mouth.
There was no reply.
Okay, are they all like that? She looked across the way to a teacup ride, and sure
enough, above the entrance gate to that ride was a sign with Neville written on it, again
in gold.
Right.
She moved on, past various Carnival style games with people’s name over them.
Yeah, I guess that person is a little hard to pin down, she thought, looking at a
“whack a mole” game with a name of someone she didn’t know well over it.
At the back of the park she looked up the roller coaster, which bore her own
name.
Seriously? I’m not that volatile in my emotions, am I?
You have to ask? replied Old Susan.
Quiet in the peanut gallery. Hey, peanuts! I wonder what they represent? As she
looked, a roasted peanut cart, balanced on its wheels as though someone was pushing
it, rolled by. Those smell good. Speaking of peanuts, where’s Ron, anyway? Susan went
off opposite the coaster, and saw some more rides to check out. Oh, there he is, she
said, looking over at a sort of train ride. I suppose he is always moving forward. Hey,
there’s even a haunted house! She went over and stared up at the sign. Ginny. I should
have guessed. We’re not that mysterious, are we? Boys. Wait, did you just answer me
again?
Hello?
That’s going to get old fast.
Susan viewed other rides, like the Ferris wheel for Albus and a broken down

Bumper Cars with an “out of order” sign and Draco’s name over it. His sign was written
in black, and looked weatherbeaten and worn. Okay, it seems all the people in Harry’s
life are here, in one form or another. But what does that mean? I wanted Harry, but I
stumbled into a representation of everyone he knows, as represented by an amusement
park. If he’s really here someplace it could take hours to check the whole place, he
could be underneath a ride, behind a mirror, anyplace. Guess I better start at the
beginning, maybe I can get some clues.
Susan went back to the entrance, checking the indicator on the turnstile, which
still read 00000001. At least I know I’m still alone here. Though Sparkle could just slip
through without turning it. She went over to “Hermione” and went inside, letting her eyes
adjust to the dimness inside. Looking around, she saw each mirror held an image of her
friend, doing something different. In one mirror she was looking bossy, in other, laughing
and dancing in that dress she wore to the triwizard ball. Everywhere Susan looked,
Hermione was studying, talking, yelling, crying, putting her hand up and more. Susan
stumbled out the door again, dazed.
Okay, I think we’ll leave that one until later. Not that I mind a little Hermione, but
that was ridiculous. At least there wasn’t any sound, but seeing nothing but Hermiones
from every angle? Weird. Is that a clue?
She walked over to the Roller Coster with her name on it, which continued to go
through the motions of loading people and sending the cars flying about the track. Am I
supposed to ride it or something? She watched as the restraint dropped over the empty
car seats and the car started up the first hill. She stepped near the track and looked at it
rising into the air. It seemed to be a fairly standard coaster, modern construction, and
Susan wondered where he had even seen a roller coster to base it on. Has he ever
been to an amusement park? Maybe he looked it up once? Wait a second, what’s this?
Looking closely at the supports that ran between the tracks, they were not uniform in
thickness or color like she expected. Did he just get the detail wrong, or does it mean
something? Maybe he just likes it better. She touched one.
She stood there with her arms crossed while Alastor looked at her. He looked
down at his wand. “You don’t have that magical immunity of yours I’ve heard about
going, do you?”
Susan shook her head. “Straight up RESolve check, Professor. I wouldn’t mind
trying it again.”
“Very well.”
She got it cast on her again, this time failing to resist with a 17. She realized
unless he did something to put her life in direct danger, she wouldn’t be able to make a
new RESolve check to break free again. Thus she flapped her arms and did other silly
things under Alastor’s direction.
“Looks like it worked that time,” he remarked, dropping the spell.
“Nobody’s perfect, even with a 10 stat,” she said, shrugging.
Susan was thrown back, gasping. It’s a memory of me. Wait, does that mean all
of these bars represent memories of me? She went over to one at the opposite end of
the waiting area and, making sure there was no car coming, touched another.

“Hey!” shouted Susan. “You haven’t earned the right to even lick Harry Potter’s
boots clean.” She grabbed his shirt and pulled him down. “Let me tell you about Harry
Potter, okay? Harry Potter is fighting Voldemort as best he can, so that your sorry
excuse for a life can continue with some normality, and how you repay him? By making
drugs that spilt up families and addict young mothers? And you have the audacity to
look him in the face, like an equal? You disgust me.”
Yup, looks like it. She looked at the enormous structure, and whistled mentally.
That’s a lot of memories. But I’m still no closer to finding the real deal. Where are you,
Harry? Hey, I wonder if the “Ron” ride is the same? He has a similar motif going, with
supports for a track. Wait, supports? Memories of us supporting him? This whole place
is figurative right down to the bolts, isn’t it? But does that help me at all?
“So, you going to ride it, or what?” asked a voice behind her.
“Gyaaa!” shouted Susan, jumping in the air and spinning around. Sparkle sat
there. “Don’t do that!” Susan put a hand over her heart, which was beating a mile a
minute. Of course, my body is back frozen in ice, so this is just the idea of my heart.
“Sorry. Nice to see you made it through, though. Where are we?”
“Apparently some kind of memory bank for all the people Harry knows.
Represented by carnival rides. Not exactly what I was expecting in here.”
“No,” said Sparkle, looking around. “Learn anything?”
“Not much. You can’t take anything literally here, though, I found that out. It’s all
symbolism.”
“I see. What were you looking for when this appeared? Or did you land here?”
“No, I started out in just blackness. Things I shouted seemed to materialize for a
second, so I concentrated on Harry. This is what appeared.”
“Interesting. I was out in the blackness too, but then I saw this appear quite a
ways away. Took me until now to get here.”
“Odd that we weren’t right next to each other, after all, we came in together.”
“Not exactly. She probably held each of us in one hand. So we probably got
shoved in at least a little distance apart.”
“That makes sense. Now if we could just make sense of this riddle here.”
“What if it’s nothing more than, like you said, a memory bank? You could scour
the place and not find anything.”
“You’re right. But can we afford to just leave it behind? I might never be able to
call it up again.”
Sparkle looked around. “You say everything in here symbolizes something?”
“That seems to be the case. Why?”
“It seems to me we shouldn’t focus on the “rides” if you already know what they
are. If this does relate to Harry in some way, you need to look past the obvious stuff.”
“Easier said then done, but I’ll try.” The two went around the queue for the coster
and looked around. “Okay, ignoring the rides… There are food carts, trash cans, trees.
You think they mean something?”
“You say everything here is symbolic, you tell me.”
“They could store memories, just like the attractions.” She walked over and
touched a tree, but nothing happened. “Or not.”
“Not the tree, the leaves. That’s where the memories would be.”

“Hey, you’re right!” She looked up, but no leaves were in reach. “I suppose we
could use Flight to get up there. I just don’t want to use my energy up before I meet
Tom. He’s no doubt lurking in here someplace.”
“No doubt. Is there something out of place? I’m no expect on carnivals or
whatever this is, but maybe if we found something that didn’t fit, that would be a bigger
clue.”
“The entrance was odd. Did you come in that way? Usually there’s a lot of gates
for going inside and then leaving again. I haven’t seen any exits to this place, and the
entrance was only one person wide.”
“And that chain is weird too. Isn’t there usually a fence?”
“Come on, let’s go look at that again.”
The two walked back over to the entrance, and both studied it from various
angles.
“It seems perfectly normal,” said Susan, running her hands along it. “Metal. Cold.
Won’t go backwards…” She tried pushing the inner mechanism but it wouldn’t budge.
“No reaction when I touch it.”
“You know,” remarked Sparkle, “You say everything is symbolic here. What does
a chain represent?”
“I guess restraint?”
“Right. This isn’t a fence, which you would think would be here. That would be a
barrier. I mean, someone’s memories are pretty personal, right? Wouldn’t you think a
guy like Harry, who by the way has studied that Occlumency stuff, would have a better
barrier around his memories?”
“That’s to keep people out. That wall would be at the edges of that darkness, I
think? We’re already past that barrier.”
“Then why have something like this at all?”
“So you’re saying the chain is actually keeping these memories hostage or
something?”
“What else would a chain symbolize?”
“You got me. So, what? We do something symbolic to it? Cut it?”
“What’s the worst that could happen?”
“The worst that could happen? Some kind of bound up potential could be
released, destroying the whole place and us along with it.”
“I forgot, you have a knack for coming up with awful things that can happen.”
“Thanks. It’s a gift.” Susan cast Temporary Tool and came up with a thick, long
handled bolt cutter.
“That chain isn’t all that thick.”
“True,” said Susan, setting the cutting end against the chain, “But who knows
what the DTR of it is. Brace yourself.”
She chopped.
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Second Piece
Time: About five seconds later
Place: Inside Pottermort’s psyche
The bolt cutter sliced through the chain easily, but Susan still had her eyes closed
and was flinched back.
“You can open them now,” said Sparkle.
“Just making sure,” said Susan, feeling a little foolish. She opened her eyes and
looked around. The park was gone, but neatly looped up at her feet was a thin golden
chain.
“That was rather anticlimactic,” Sparkle remarked.
“And it still doesn’t get us any closer to finding Harry, or Tom for that matter.” She
dropped the Tool spell and nudged the chain with her foot. It seemed perfectly ordinary.
“Still think it symbolizes something?”
Susan shook her head. “Your guess is a good as mine. Still, it stayed behind
when the park vanished, so it must mean something. I might as well bring it along.” She
reached down and touched the chain, which suddenly gave off a bright light, forcing
both to look away. When their vision cleared, the chain was gone.
“Now what?” asked Sparkle.
“I think…” Susan pushed her sleeve up, and there was the chain, now wrapped
around her arm as though it had grown there. “We had it wrong. It wasn’t about
restriction, it was about tying together. All of the people Harry knows, all tied together
with a golden chain. That’s so sweet.”
“Are you okay?”
“What, this?” She touched the chain, which was warm and soft. “Doesn’t hurt at
all. I guess I don’t have to carry it, but I still don’t know what it means.”
“Yeah, we don’t know enough about this place, and what rules it operates under.
So, what’s the next step, boss?”
“Keep looking for Harry, I guess. Do the same thing, concentrate on him, and see
what we get.”
“Aren’t we supposed to be finding Tom?”
“I thought about how best to go about it. I want to see why Tom took over the
hybrid form rather than Harry. If he’s captured or something we need to let him out.
Maybe he won’t get control back, but he might serve as a distraction. And if possible, I’d
like to capture Tom in the same way.”
“Why? He needs to die, though I know you don’t want to hear that.”
“That’s just it. The last time I rushed into killing him and look where it got me. I
want to make sure, this time, he doesn’t have any more surprises waiting for us. That
means taking his items away, stripping his ability to do magic, the whole ten yards.”
“You mean nine yards.”
“No, we’re going the extra yard for him.”
Sparkle rolled her eyes. “Okay, so should be both concentrate on something
specific, or just on Harry in general? We should probably stay in sync with each other as
possible, don’t you think?”
“Excellent idea. Now, while I was experimenting, I called Harry’s name a couple

of times. I saw the Sorting Hat, him giving up Quidditch, and him being scolded by
Severus. Well, Severus saying his name, anyway.” She looked down at the chain. “And
when I concentrated on him, I found this- the representation of his relationships with
others.”
“What are you saying?”
“I’m saying, what if he wasn’t imprisoned or anything like that, but ratherscattered.”
“You mean we have to put him together?”
“It makes sense. I didn’t get the guy, I got an amusement park. We can
concentrate on him again, but I think we’re going to get another piece of him.”
“But there could be hundreds of ‘pieces’ of him. People are extremely complex,
not like us cats.”
Susan snorted. “I think if we get enough major pieces of him, it’ll be fine. We
don’t need to find his love of butterbeer or the exact shade of purple he finds most
pleasing. We just need to find his major attributes.”
“His relationships with others is pretty big. I suppose if I were to think of ‘Harry
Potter’ one of the things I would pick to define him is his magic.”
“Good thinking. I’m sure being a wizard is a big part of how Harry sees himself,
given the Hat appearing the first time. Okay, the symbol of his magic is the wand, so
let’s concentrate on Harry’s wand.”
“Right.” Both closed their eyes and concentrated. Susan thought of all the times
she had seen Harry’s wand, and how Harry held it. She imagined him casting spells she
had seen him perform, and how his features subtly changed while he was holding it.
After all, he was a wizard with a wand or not, but without it, he may as well be just a
person. When he was holding the wand he knew, without doubt, what he was. That
showed, just a little, and Susan concentrated on it.
She felt something happen around her, and opened her eyes.
Setting on a pedestal maybe ten feet away was Harry’s wand!
“Wow, that was easier than I expected!” said Sparkle.
“We know a little bit more about this world, so it makes sense that once we know
what to ask for, it provides it.”
“We think we know a little bit more. It still all conjecture at this point.”
“Yes, you’re right. I shouldn’t think that, just because I’ve learned a little, that I’ve
learned everything. This is still very new. Still, with the wand down…” she took a step
towards it.
Suddenly, there was a horrific screeching sound, and the ground started to
rumble.
“What’s going on?” shouted Sparkle.
“How should I know?” Susan shouted back, hands over her ears. In the distance,
a mountain range started to rise out of the blackness, and the pedestal with the wand
zoomed off towards it. “No, no, no!” Susan shouted after it. As the pedestal neared the
mountain a cave opened it, and it shot inside. The rumbling stopped.
“Can’t let you do that, Susan!” boomed a voice all around them. “This should
occupy you for a bit, while I take care of this rabble trying to defeat me. Then I’ll work

out how to engage you directly.”
The voice died away.
“I think he’s worked out what we’re doing,” observed Sparkle.
“No, you think? Come on, we better fly over there.” She started to cast.
“Wait a second,” said Sparkle, holding up a paw. “You say you saw the Sorting
Hat when you called Harry’s name?”
“Yeah. So?”
“Why not save your energy and try doing things as they work here. Wish up
something Harry knows well, like a broomstick, or a car, and we’ll just get over there
that way.”
“That’s a great idea!” exclaimed Susan. “But forget brooms, we’re going in style!”
She concentrated, and a whistle was heard in the distance.
“You didn’t…”
“I sure did!” Tracks started appearing nearby, and seconds later, the Hogwarts
Express pulled up alongside the pair. “All aboard!” They climbed into the only car that
was attached to the train, and it whistled again, then started picking up speed.
“Are you sure this is safe?” asked Sparkle.
“I can feel myself maintaining it, like a spell,” Susan replied. “As long as I don’t go
to sleep, it should be fine. Relax, it’s not like we can get hurt here anyway, we’re souls
at the moment.”
“All the more reason to be extra careful.”
“Ah, you worry too much.”
Susan wasn’t sure how long the train chugged along for, but the mountain got
steadily nearer, and finally the train slowed to a stop. They both got out, and Susan
went over and patted the engine.
“Thanks,” she said to it, and it disappeared. “Let’s go.”
Susan looked up at the mountain range, towering above her. Small shapes she
took to be bats flittered around the peaks, and one even had a smoke ring around it.
Before her was the smooth rock face, the entrance she had seen swallowing the
pedestal nowhere to be seen.
“Uh, how?” asked Sparkle.
“That figures. He closed up the entrance. How will we ever find it now?”
“It could be worse, actually.”
“Sure, the mountain could be on fire!”
“No, I mean, it could be worse than just the entrance being closed up. He could
have rotated the entire mountain so the entrance is actually in the back now.”
“Oh. I see what you mean. Want to circle the whole thing and take a look? I could
bring the train back.”
“Wouldn’t it just be easier to make the mountain disappear?”
“Can we do that?” Susan looked up at it again. “So far I’ve been able to summon
things from Harry’s memory, and they’ve gone away when I stopped ‘maintaining’ them.
You think I could do it in reverse? Wish this mountain away?”
“You could try.”

She thought a moment. “Tricky. If the whole mountain range goes, maybe the
wand will go with it.”
“That’s fine. Just summon it up again, and grab it quick before someone makes it
speed away.”
‘Okay, I’ll give it a try.”
She took a deep breath and stared at the mountains. Then she closed her eyes
and tried picturing the mountains vanishing, and then being gone for good. They
remained stubbornly in her minds eye. I want the wand. It shall come zooming out to
me. She held up the hand with the chain wrapped around it, and willed the wand into it.
Come on. Come on! Minutes passed. Finally she opened her eyes again.
“Still there, huh?”
“Sorry. Didn’t even waver.”
“I suppose what I’m calling up is like Temporary Tool. Forcing a part of Harry’s
memory to appear before me. But really, I’m no more in control of this realm than
anyone is in control of me. If Harry had ever seen dynamite maybe I could blast a hole
in the mountain, but without any idea of where the passageway is, we could blast for
years.”
“Let’s at least go check out the base of this thing,” said Sparkle. “Maybe he was
sloppy because he was in such a hurry and there might be some clues.”
“Some Blues Clues?”
“I’m going to pretend you didn’t say that.”
So the two walked over the base of the mountain, which seemed to spring from
the “floor” of this place without regard to what actual mountain terrain looked like. The
mountain sat on darkness, and despite there being no light, Susan could see plainly the
colors of the rocks as the slope rose above her. The two split off, walking a few paces
away from each other, looking for clues. The rock face was seamless, with no indication
there ever was a hole where the pedestal disappeared down. Susan did, however, feel
like her arm was tingling a little, but brushed it off as either nerves or the fact that a gold
chain seems to have sunk partway down my arm.
She walked back and Sparkle shook her head. “There’s always Phase,” she
suggested.
“And wander through solid rock for hours? Not what I would prefer. He may have
totally closed the path for all we know, the wand could be at the very center of this thing,
surrounded by solid rock!”
“I admit, it’s not going to be easy.”
“If only I knew Passageway or had my book!”
“You would have to cast it a whole bunch.”
Susan sighed. “I guess you’re right.”
“I could Shape-shift you into some kind of burrowing creature. With Augment
(STR) going… but no, that’s even worse than Phase isn’t it?”
“At least we could tell where we had been.” Her arm tingled again. “What?” she
shouted, looking down at it.
“Uh, are you talking to your arm?”
“Yes I am, thank you very much. It’s tingling. I don’t know what it means.”
“Put your hand out for a second.” Susan complied. “Wave it about.” Susan

wiggled it all over.
“Do the Pony Pokey and you turn yourself-”
“No, no, I mean as though you were searching for something. That’s part of
Harry, right? Maybe it can tell us where the other part of Harry is.”
“Oh!” said Susan, surprised. “I guess…” She swept her arm back and forth over
the mountain as though scanning for those precious little life forms. “It does tingle more
when I’m pointing right here,” she said, putting a hand on the rock. She jerked back as
part of the mountain seemed to dissolve, leading inside.
“That worked,” Sparkle remarked.
“I’ll say. What the heck happened?”
“I can only guess, but if you’re really carrying a piece of Harry with you, it makes
sense he can exert some control of what’s going on around him. This is his Soulscape
too, after all.”
“Soulscape. Hey, I like it!”
“Thanks.”
Susan took a deep breath. “Shall we?” she asked, sweeping her hands towards
the darkened portal.
“Can you summon up a torch or something? I wouldn’t put it past him to have a
pit trap right inside the door. Even if Harry knew what you wanted and was able to make
this passageway, that’s not to say Tom doesn’t know it, and can start exerting control
again.”
“Will we really need something like that? It won’t be any darker inside the cave
than it is here, outside it. There’s no light in either place, and we can see the mountain
just fine.”
“I guess. Just be careful.”
“Of course.”
Susan cautiously stuck her head inside the cave, and noticed there was a long
tunnel leading further inside the mountain. She envisioned a stick in her hand, and
started prodding the cave floor just inside.
“Seems okay. Let’s go.”
“You are getting the hang of this place, aren’t you?”
“Little by little. I do have fairly high mental stats, you know.”
“I suppose so.”
“Anyway, I’m pretty sure anything Harry has ever seen, I’ll be able to conjure up,
at least temporarily. It’s worked so far.”
“Trouble is, Harry’s seen Dementors and things too, and if Tom decides to throw
stuff like that at us…”
“Don’t worry, Harry has his own Alleviation knife, and he knows what it can do.
I’m guessing it would work just as well.”
Sparkle considered. “Probably. Well, let’s go.”
“Yup, we’re going.”
“In we go.”
“Nothing stopping us.”
“So then why aren’t you going?”
“Okay, okay. I’m going!”

Inside, the tunnel was smooth and featureless, as though the rock had simply
disappeared in order to create a walkway.
Come to think of it, that’s probably exactly what happened.
Susan walked ahead of Sparkle, who was trying to watch every direction at once.
As she walked, she thumped her stick down ahead of her, to check for traps or
illusionary floors.
“I wonder if Harry’s ever seen a mine cart,” Susan remarked. “We could just ride
down.”
“I’d rather trust my own four paws now that we’re inside. There’s no telling what’s
in here.”
“If it was Harry that made this passage, it should be a straight walk to the wand,
right?”
“I hope so.”
The two walked a moment, Susan thumping the ground with her stick as she
walked, and Sparkle casting glances behind them every so often.
“At least you were right about not needing a torch,” she remarked. “I can see just
fine in either direction.”
“I figured. Have you ever really needed a light in a dream?”
“Not that I can recall.”
“What have we here?” The two stepped into an open area and looked around.
Before them was a chasm, which descended into darkness. Directly in the middle gently
swung a rope bridge, which seemed to be well anchored on this side. The other was too
far away to see clearly.
“So much for being a straight path,” said Sparkle, sniffing the rope. “You think we
can trust it?”
Susan shook her head. “Obviously not. The only reason to not have the tunnel
we’ve been walking through is to set up a trap of some kind.”
“We could Flight our way across.”
“Let’s see if Harry can’t help us, first, before using energy.”
“What, you want to try flying across of brooms?”
“No!” Susan hastily assured her. “No brooms. No, I’m thinking this place is wide
enough, and the halls in Hogwarts are pretty long…” She concentrated, and a section of
hallway shimmered into existence before them, next to the bridge.
“What holds it up? Wouldn’t the middle be in danger of falling as we went
across?” asked Sparkle, looking underneath the newly created stone.
“It being a hallway holds it up,” Susan explained, going to thump it with the stick.
She opened her hand. “Hey, it’s gone.”
“Maybe you can only have one solid memory at a time?”
“I guess. I wasn’t concentrating on the stick, I figured it would just stick around.”
‘Very funny.”
“Thank you. Still, better see what’s up.” She concentrated, and the stick
appeared back in her hand, and the hallway disappeared. “So much for that.”
“Yeah, if we get attacked you better hold onto the bridge or we’re in trouble.”
“Wonder why I can only have one thing at a time? Size obviously isn’t the issue.”

“Why can you do that at all?” countered Sparkle.
“Eh, good point. Come on.”
They walked out across the hallway, but after a few hundred steps, they realized
they weren’t going to make it. The hall ended in blackness, but they were still not even
halfway across the chasm. To their left the bridge creaked invitingly.
“Now what?” asked Sparkle, looking over the edge. “This hallway isn’t long
enough.”
“Or was the other end moved since we’ve been walking?” asked Susan. “After
all, we couldn’t exactly tell how far away the other side was.”
“Good point, but I’m not sure Tom can influence this area any more. Or at least
he isn’t actively doing it.”
“What makes you say that?”
“He would have just made the corridor back there endless. I mean nothing in the
real world can be, but this is just the idea of a mountain. It can have whatever features
he wants.”
“True, and just making objects from Harry’s memory couldn’t have helped in that
case. That is one way he could have stopped us. I think he was a bit distracted at the
time.”
“If the others are doing their jobs, yes. The question remains though, what are we
going to do now?”
“I have an idea. I’m going to move this hallway so the start is here rather than the
end.”
“Or we could just walk back to the start and you could use a longer hallway from
his memory.”
“The halls at Hogwarts aren’t that long. I think we should just try it from here. It’s
easy enough to create things, you’ve seen me do it a bunch of times now.”
“I guess. Just be ready with Flight if you mess it up.”
“Don’t worry, it’s not like we can die here.”
“Really? Tested that, have you? Maybe we’re more vulnerable here, you don’t
know.”
“I suppose. Come on.” Susan held her arms out and Sparkle jumped into them.
“Ouch, watch the claws.”
“Sorry.”
Susan thought about what she wanted to do, then jumped in the air, visualizing
the hallway underneath her starting a few paces back, and extending further. It worked,
and she touched down on the stone again.
“See? Nothing to it.”
“Great. Let’s just get some solid ground under our feet, this place makes me
nervous.” Sparkle jumped down and the two made their way across again, which
worked, and they needed no further extensions. On the other side Susan made her stick
again and poked at the entrance.
“How do we know the real path isn’t down in the ravine someplace?” asked
Sparkle.
“Good question!” said Susan, closing her eyes and raising her arm. She swung it
across the ground and then up towards the opening again. “No, it’s this way. I can tell,
somehow.”

“Good enough for me.”
A few more minutes in and the two heard what sounded like a waterfall, and the
temperature started rising.
“Why is there temperature at all?” asked Sparkle. “I mean, this place can’t be hot
or cold.”
“But Harry certainly knows what hot and cold feel like. I suppose that can seem
as real as this stick is.”
“Granted, but shouldn’t it be getting colder if there’s a waterfall of some kind
ahead?”
Susan shrugged. They soon discovered it wasn’t a waterfall that was making the
noise, but rather a lavafall. Both shielded their faces and squinted at the molten rock
pouring down across the passageway. The “air” here was even difficult to breathe, and
the heat and fumes were stinging their eyes.
“Do you really think we’ll be hurt if we go through it?” asked Susan.
“You’re the one holding the stick.”
“What? Oh, right.” Susan poked the stick forward, head back away from the flow.
The stick caught fire before it even got too close, and Susan backed off again. “I think
so,” she said, looking at the end which was now on fire. She stopped concentrating on it
and it vanished. “Now what?”
“What object does Harry know about that can stand up to that kind of force?”
“We don’t know how deep it goes, either. The bridge thing was fine, but this is a
little bit different.”
“Yeah, falling would be fine. Getting hit with a ton of molten rock might prevent
any spell casting.”
“You think?”
“Could make it tricky. Let me think now. I suppose there’s always Phase if nothing
else.”
“Sure, make me use my energy, but save yours.”
“Exactly.”
Susan paced a moment, thinking. “I feel like I’m playing Scribblenauts.”
“Of course you only get one object.”
“That’s the trouble. And, like, Harry knows what ice is, but he’s probably never
seen a tube of it 10 inches thick. Plus that lava stuff could be hot enough to burn right
through ice like nothing. How can I risk it?”
“You could put your solution there, wait to see what happens, and then remake it
if it gives you enough time to go through.”
“True. Wait a second…”
“What?”
Susan had the stick in her hand again, and stared at the falling magma. Then
she stared at the stick a moment and shoved it forward. This time it didn’t catch fire.
“What did you do?”
“You mean what didn’t I do. I think the last time I expected it to catch on fire, so it
did. This time I’m concentrating on it not catching on fire, so it isn’t.”
“Okay, that solves one of the problems. You can’t exactly use an umbrella, even a
big one. The heat will still be a problem, and there’s obviously a hole the stuff is running

into. How are you going to do both? Keep the stuff off of us and provide us a place to
walk?”
“Easy. It’s something Harry knows well. The train.”
“The Hogwarts Express? I guess it’s long enough.”
“It should be. We’re just going to put it, and the tracks, back a little ways. Get
aboard, start it going, and I’ll make sure it doesn’t burn up while it’s carrying us through
the lava.”
Sparkle thought about it, but didn’t see any problem with the plan. “Wait, wouldn’t
that be two things?”
“I guess we’ll find out.” Susan stepped back, concentrating on the train. Of
course it’s a little big to fit in this passage, but I think I can come up with a scaled down
version for the occasion. After all, size is relative, the sun is huge but when you think
about it, you think about a tiny orb in the sky.
A second later, tracks and a scaled version of the Express appeared, looking
ready to go.
“Okay, get aboard,” said Susan, concentrating. She moved slowly to the first
passenger car, maintaining the vision of the tracks not burning up in the lava. Once they
were both aboard, the train started moving, and with a jolt, shot through the area with
the lava. Luckily it wasn’t that deep, and the train cleared it in seconds. They hopped off,
and Susan made it disappear again, making the tunnel cool down.
“That’s better,” said Sparkle.
“Couldn’t do anything about the heat it picked up. Let’s get away from this area.”
Once clear, she made a cooling drink appear in her hand, and then a dish of water for
Sparkle.
“Thanks.”
Once again the pair walked deeper in the mountain, and once again came to an
opening that seemed to lead into a more open area. Susan was again walking while
poking the ground with a stick, but only halfheartedly at this point.
“His traps and such seem more the gross variety rather than the subtle,” she told
Sparkle, when she asked.
“That’s what he wants you to think.”
The two quietly peered out into the open space, and Susan groaned. “Is that
what I think it is?”
“If you think it’s that basilisk, wrapped around the willow tree that would have
smashed Harry’s broom to bits if you hadn’t gone back in time, yes.”
“Great. Either I could probably deal with pretty easily. If I’m going to fight these
things I’m going to need my blade, Acceleration, Magic Immunity… wait, I can’t have
both. Shoot. To avoid being turned into stone I need Immunity. To avoid being bitten I’ll
need Acceleration. But I can’t have one if I have the other!”
“Even if you whacked something with the sword, you would need Augment (STR)
to actually do any damage.”
“True. My STRength is pretty low. The only way Harry killed it before was a) with
our help and b) I used a card on him.”
Sparkle gazed into the room. “Is there anything Harry might remember that could
help us?”

“I don’t know. If it’s the same plant it might have the little button to paralyze it
momentarily. That would help. But getting past that serpent is going to be troublesome
without a lot of magic going.”
“We could just let our Magical Allies do the fighting for us.”
Susan considered. “True. Wait a second…” The stick disappeared out of Susan’s
hand again and in its place was a ring.
“Isn’t that the ring you made for Professor Hagrid?”
“Yup. Figured it might be in his memory. Now, if it works the same way, we’re
doing good.” She slipped it on, and Filbert appeared, looking around. Susan laughed. “I
guess it works.”
Suddenly, Sparkle’s lion ally was there, and Susan jumped back. “Hey, how did
you do that without casting?”
“He’s seen it,” she replied simply. “He knows how fast it is and the damage it can
do. I just pulled it out of his memory, like you’ve been doing with stuff. You didn’t think
you were the only one that could do it, did you?”
“Uh, maybe a little? Okay, get in there and tear everything in that room to pieces,”
she commanded the dragon. Sparkle repeated the order to the lion, and both bounded
into the room. A few moments later, everything was quiet, and they both walked back.
“I guess we won,” said Sparkle.
“I think you may be right. Let’s take a look.”
The chamber was empty.
“They must have disappeared when they were defeated?” asked Sparkle.
“Must be. Saves us trying to make our way through the debris.”
“How many more of these are we going to have to go through, anyway?”
“No idea.”
Once again the passageway narrowed, and the two followed it as it went deeper
into the mountain. Susan’s arm was starting to really tingle, making her think she was
getting close, and soon enough they came to another open chamber and there was the
wand and pedestal. Surrounding it was a swirling of energies, in layers, circling around
the center to protect it. Susan felt she could make out all kinds of elemental energy,
from fire, ice and wind to rocks and possibly pure magic. All the layers seemed to be
spinning and swirling, flaring and dying in unpredictable patterns.
“That will be hard to neutralize,” remarked Sparkle. “No one thing will work!”
“I agree.” She walked around the area, looking for weak spots, but the energies
were arrayed as multiple overlapping barriers, and Susan didn’t see any way through. “I
suppose Phase is still on the table.”
“Tricky. You would have to solidify to pick it up, and that last energy shell seems
pretty close to that pedestal. Hard to see clearly because there are so many barriers,
but it looks like it’s right up against it. It would be a big risk.”
“One good thing, these shells aren’t closed domes,” Susan remarked, looking up.
“It’s just sheets of elemental energy that shoot straight up. You could fly over and grab it
in your mouth. You’re small enough it wouldn’t touch you.”
“If I was very careful about it, yes,” Sparkle replied, looking the area over
carefully.
“Think Magic Immunity would work?”

“No. I think these are just natural things, like real fire, that are just being animated
in a way that seems magical. This mountain isn’t made of magic, it was made of
whatever things are made of in dreams. You could still get burned or slashed to ribbons
from that ice.”
“So Invulnerability then?”
“Trouble is I think that middle layer is just pure magic. It’s just a glowing energy
field- It can’t be plasma, Tom wouldn’t know what that was. Or if it’s something like ether
or something else magically active-”
“You’re right. That would be a problem. Think I could just shut it down? Try doing
what I did to make the passageway? Use the part of Harry I have to influence my
surroundings?”
“Tom might be able to feel that, and move it away again.”
“Ugh, you’re right. We need to do it as “quietly” as possible. You should shapeshift into your fairy form, that’s small enough you wouldn’t have to worry about getting
hit.”
“True. I can fly naturally in that form. I just hate to think those barriers are set at
that hight to make that sort of plan appealing, and will shoot up if something approaches
from the air.”
“Crap! That’s exactly what I would do, too.”
Susan and Sparkle discussed various things, but hadn’t come to any real
conclusions when Susan jerked her head to look at the wand. “Look!” she said, pointing.
The wand was lifting itself off the pedestal, and rising into the air. It rose above the
shells and floated towards Susan, who tentatively touched it, then grabbed it out of the
air. Immediately she felt a jolt, and almost dropped it. There was a flash, and the chain
that was wrapped around her arm was now smaller, and wrapped around the wand.
Susan and Sparkle looked at each other, then a voice behind them said “Now was that
so hard?”
They both whirled.

126
Third Piece
Time: Just afterwords
Place: Inside Pottermort’s psyche / The Mountain
“Myrtle!” shouted Susan, running to hug her. “How did you get here?”
“I’ve always been,” said Myrtle, returning the hug. “It just took me a little while to
get used to things.”
“Used to-” Susan pulled back and looked at her. Myrtle was smiling, and her eyes
were shining. She looked different somehow, but Susan couldn’t put her finger on how.
She was grabbed up in a hug again.
“It’s so good to feel warmth again!” she said, pressing close to Susan.
“Wait a second- you’re solid!”
Myrtle laughed. “Figured it out, huh? I knew you were smart,” she said
sarcastically.
“But wait, how?” said Susan, holding her at arms length again and looking her
over.
“Not exactly sure,” she replied. “All I know is, when I shoved you two into Tom, I
came along for the ride as well. When I woke up I was solid, and just like a person
again. For example,” she twirled around, making her skirt lift up. “I couldn’t fly like a
ghost, I had to walk. That’s what took me so long to get here, I had to get used to using
my legs again. Fifty years of floating around will do that to you, you know? By the time I
got near that park or whatever it had vanished, and then there was this weird mountain I
saw. Well, I come over here and hoped you were inside, and you were. So here I am!
Luckily I still have my ghost powers or I might not have made it.”
“Yeah, how did you pass the lava fall?”
“Barrier. I’ve been practicing with the elves, I can do a lot of what they can do,
despite being a ghost. After all, moving things with your mind is moving things with your
mind.”
“I guess so. Well I feel stupid. I could have done that myself with Telekinesis
magic.”
“Don’t feel too bad, I didn’t think of it either,” said Sparkle. “We were coming up
with all kinds of convoluted solutions, we missed the easy, dumb one.”
“Yeah. Anyway, let’s get out of here and see what other pieces of Harry we need
to hunt down before we can see the guy. I don’t suppose you know how to find him?”
she asked Myrtle.
“I’ve just been trying to find you guys. Sorry.”
“No big deal. Hey, look at that!” Susan pointed, and the walls of the mountain
were growing transparent, and over the course of a minute or so disappeared entirely.
The three found themselves standing in the blackness again.
“Forgot how creepy this place was,” said Sparkle. “Hurry and summon the next
area so we have something to look at, at least.”
“It does sort of make your eyes bug out, doesn’t it?” said Myrtle, looking around.
“What was that all about, anyway?”
“I’m not sure, but it all relates to Harry. The chain represented his bonds with us,
the people he knew. The wand of course is his magic. I think we’re piecing him together,

so to speak, from whatever Tom did to him when he took over. At least that’s the theory.”
“So how many more do you think you’ll have to find? He could be in a dozen
pieces!”
“Maybe, but I don’t think so. I mean, how many things would you say really define
you? For me it would be my character sheet, my magic, my bonds with others. A normal
person would say their job, their house, their friends, maybe their car. Clothes? I guess.
There aren’t that many really strong identifiers that people would use, I think.”
“I hope you’re right. I have no idea how much time has passed in here, but it felt
like I was walking around for ages.”
“Sorry about that. If we knew you had come in as well, we would have looked for
you.”
“There was no way you could have known, it’s okay.”
“Anyway, Harry?” asked Sparkle.
“Sure thing. Let me concentrate a second, Myrtle.”
“Okay.”
Susan concentrated again, calling to mind things she might tell others when
describing Harry Potter.
But what’s another defining characteristic?
Suddenly the largest area she had seen so far filled in, from what looked like the
castle grounds in the distance to the forbidden forest which was close enough to touch.
“Tell me we don’t have to walk through that!” protested Sparkle.
“I’m afraid we might,” Susan replied, trying to look through the foliage.
“Why don’t we just fly over?”
“Good question,” she said, looking up. “I just wonder if it’ll be that easy. Myrtle?”
“Yes?”
“Can you lift yourself with your Telekinesis? I’d like to see something.”
“I’ve never needed to before. Let me check.” Myrtle looked down at herself and
slowly began to rise in the air. “Huh. This is weird. Ouch.” She moved a little lower and
rubbed her head. “I hit something!”
“Thought so. Come on down.”
“What?” asked Sparkle. “What did she hit?”
“Nothing, that’s the problem.”
“I don’t get it.”
“The only things that exist here are what we believe exist,” she explained. “Like
with the train. I was able to keep it from melting by believing that it wasn’t. Basically I
refreshed the model that was in my mind over and over again. It’s the same here.
There’s no sky, only this forest. The “space” only extends to the top of the trees. Now
maybe Tom made it that way or maybe that’s just how it is. Doesn’t matter, the problem
stays the same. No flying.”
“Super.”
“Yeah. That’s a long haul, and if the things in the forest in Harry’s memory are
here in this copy, and they act the same-”
“Or Tom has added a few surprises of his own-”
“Exactly. We’re in trouble.”
“Can’t you use magic?” asked Myrtle, pointing at the wand.

“Sure, but I don’t have unlimited energy, and every spell takes at least one. I’m
trying to save it for the showdown.”
“I mean Harry’s magic. I mean you have his wand, right?”
“Would that work?” asked Sparkle.
“Now that she mentions it… maybe,” Susan said thoughtfully. “This seems to be
a part of Harry, and things I wish up from his memory appear. Why wouldn’t his magic
respond as well? Wingardium Leviosa!” she finished, pointing the wand at Sparkle. She
rose into the air. “How about that!” Susan gushed.
“Wonderful, now can you put me down?”
“Uh, hum. Well, let’s see.” It took a moment, but Susan figured out how to gently
lower Sparkle to the ground.
“Thank you.”
“Sure. Didn’t even lose an energy. Of course, I never paid much attention to the
wand movement or incantation Wanded Wizards used.”
“Hopefully the intent will be enough,” said Myrtle. “You didn’t need magic to get
this far, right?”
“True, I just thought about stuff and it happened. Okay, stick close everyone.”
The group made their way through the thick trees, senses alert for motion or
sounds that would indicate an attack. Suddenly they heard a howl and a large, dark
shape burst forth from behind a tree. Susan started to cast Thrust, that being what she
was used to, but then remembered the wand in her hand and raised it. By that time the
shape was upon her, and claws were about to tear her in half. She was about to use a
reactive action to dodge when she realized she hadn’t made any Initiative checks, and
wondered what was wrong with her. The claws were inches away from her belly when
the werewolf was jerked off its feet and slammed into a tree a few feet away.
“You okay?” asked Myrtle, looking concerned.
“I’m… not sure. That didn’t exactly go as it usually does. Thanks, by the way. I
take it that was you and not Sparkle?”
“It wasn’t me,” said Sparkle.
The werewolf howled and snarled, thrashing about trying to get free from the
force pinning it to the tree.
“Did you roll Initiative?” Susan asked.
Sparkle shook her head. “No, I didn’t, now that you mention it. That’s odd.”
“Yeah. I suppose because Harry doesn’t have any memory of how that actually
works? I guess I don’t have as much command over this place as I thought. Anyway,
better take care of him.” She pointed to the wolf. “Let’s see, what was that fire spell I
saw him use? Incendio.” Fire shot from the wand and hit the wolf in the chest, causing
him to howl in pain. However, before their eyes the burn healed and the fur came back.
“That didn’t work so well,” remarked Myrtle.
“I had hoped that would be enough, but I guess all that studying of werewolves in
class is working against us now.”
“What, Harry thinks they regenerate that fast, and so they do?” asked Sparkle.
“Exactly. I’ll need to take it out in one shot, if that will even work. The book says
they can regenerate the head too.”
“Unfair!”

Susan snorted. “Tell me about it. I wonder if he has anything sharp and silver
hanging around his memory?”
“Didn’t you cure some werewolves? Why not just use that spell and turn him
harmless?”
“That’s Suppress Curse, and I don’t know it off the top of my head.”
“Too bad.”
“But there is the object you made,” said Sparkle.
“Hey, you’re right! That could work, Harry was there part of the time I was making
that thing. I hate to maintain just that, but let’s see what happens.”
Susan envisioned the ring she had made for Professor Lupin, making it appear
on the hand of the werewolf. It looked confusedly at the thing, made a weird grunting
noise, and disappeared.
“That seems to have worked,” remarked Myrtle. “Where did it go?”
“Back into nothingness, I guess,” replied Susan. “Harry knew it couldn’t stay a
werewolf with that ring on, but it had no human form to return to. So it just vanished
from existence.”
“Are you maintaining the ring?” asked Sparkle. “We may want it back again if
more attack.”
“No, it vanished with the thing.”
“Great. Let’s keep going.”
Making their way forward again for several minutes, Sparkle kept jerking her
head and swiveling her ears as though hearing something.
“What can you hear?” whispered Susan.
“I don’t know, but there’s a sort of clicking, chittering sound all around us.”
Susan gripped the wand tightly, remembering the magic she had seen Harry do.
If she wasn’t going to have the courtesy of the Initiative she wanted to be ready. My first
instinct is going to be my magic, but I have to think like a wanded magic user now. How
does Harry do it?
“They’re getting closer, get ready!” Sparkle said. The three stopped and went
back to back, looking around wildly for what was going to attack them.
“Spider!” shouted Myrtle, looking up, and a spider that had been dropping down
instead slammed into another one coming out from behind a tree.
“There must be dozens, can we fight that many?” asked Sparkle. “I could put up
Elemental Line but they aren’t actually real so I’m not sure it would work.”
“Wait a second, I think I’ve got this one!” Susan said brightly. She envisioned the
basilisk, its body in a circle around them, and looking out at the spiders. Those they
could see just coming out took one look at the serpent and dashed away in terror.
“Wow, didn’t think he would ever come in handy,” remarked Susan, waiting a
moment to make sure the spiders were long gone.
“Ugh, that’s the thing that killed me!” said Myrtle in disgust. “Make it go away.”
“We got our revenge on it,” said Susan, making it disappear again. “What else
lives in these woods that Harry would know about?”
“Unicorns?” asked Myrtle.
“Centaurs?” asked Sparkle.
“Neither are big on attacking people on sight, I think. Maybe that’ll be the end of

it?”
There were no further attacks, just a lot of trudging through densely packed
trees, and finally the group came out the other side of the forest.
“Now what?” asked Sparkle, looking around. “Something inside the castle?”
“Look,” said Myrtle, pointing. “Something is going on over at the Quidditch field.”
“Let’s take a look.”
They walked over to find two brooms near the edge of the play field, and
bludgers swooping back and forth in the air above them.
Susan hid her eyes with her hand. “Please tell me we don’t have to catch a
stupid flying ball.”
“I think we have to catch the stupid flying ball,” said Myrtle.
“I guess he took quitting the game harder than he let on,” said Sparkle, watching
the balls swoop around. “If he made a copy of this in his memory and it serves to define
him, I mean.”
“I guess I should have been more supportive of the thing he really liked doing,
even if I didn’t see the point of it,” admitted Susan. “I feel kind of bad now.”
“He really did have more important things to be doing,” reminded Sparkle. “All
that battle practice, for one.”
“I know.” She grabbed a broom and hopped on it. “Better see if we can fly these
things before we get in there and have to start ducking balls.”
“Harry made it look easy, maybe it’ll be that easy here, too?” hoped Sparkle.
“I hope so.”
“Never thought I would fly on a broom again,” said Myrtle, pleased. She put her
hand on over the other broomstick. “Up!” It flew up into her hand. “This’ll be nostalgic for
me.”
“Great, you can give me some pointers,” muttered Susan, pulling the handle up.
She stared rising in the air and moving forward. Yeah, I’m going to regret this.
Susan found the broom wasn’t too hard to control, and after a short practice they
got up to full speed and darted into the play area, looking for the snitch. The two
bludgers immediately took off after them, one apiece. Myrtle scowled at the one after
her and it shot down, impacting into the sand below and getting stuck there. It started
trying to wiggle free, and Myrtle smirked at it. “And stay down,” she called, looking
around again. Susan, on the other hand, shot magical energies at the one coming after
her and blew it apart.
That’s the way to do it.
She only got about a thirty second reprieve as another come out of nowhere and
swooped towards her. She blasted that one to bits as well. “Nothing?” she called to
Myrtle.
“Nothing yet.” she called back. “Oops, better slam mine down again!” The ball
she had mentally thrown had worked its way out of the hole and was zooming towards
her again. “This is fun!”
Fun?
The two weaved this way and that, dodging, slamming or blasting the balls that
kept appearing. I can’t even seem to make Perception checks to spot it. Is this how

everyone on this planet has to get by? Crazy!
“Gotcha!” shouted Myrtle, as something shiny zipped into her hand. “TK for the
win!” She landed and got off the broom, holding the golden sphere up for Susan to see.
“Nice job!” shouted Susan, landing nearby. “Now, if it stays true to form…” She
watched as the forest vanished, but the castle remained.
“That’s odd,” remarked Sparkle. “You think it means something?”
“Must be. You have a good hold on that thing?”
“It won’t get away,” answered Myrtle, showing the struggling ball. “I can see what
Harry sees in that game. Wonder if we could make a ghostly version.”
“I still don’t. But hey, whatever. Come on.”
The three walked to the castle and around to the front, as they couldn’t get any
door to open in the back where the Quidditch pitch was. The main gate stood open,
silent and foreboding.
“Checking the entire castle might take a while,” remarked Sparkle. “Should we
split up? There can’t be that many dangers, everything we’ve faced has been ‘native’ so
to speak, to the area we were in. The castle is safe.”
“We’ll see what’s inside, then decide,” replied Susan.
They cautiously stuck their head through the door and looked around. Everything
looked basically the way Susan remembered it, and there was nothing there waiting to
attack them.
“Looks okay,” said Myrtle. “I’ll go first if you want.”
“No, we go together,” said Susan. “Come on.”
The three stepped through the door, but then gasped as they did not step into the
castle but rather into the Dursley house!
“What in the world?” asked Susan, looking around.
“Where are we?” asked Myrtle.
“This is where he lived before coming to the castle, or staying with me. I suppose
this place is strong in his memories.”
“Does it mean something? Did it ever change like that before?”
“No, there was always a clear area which disappeared. Of course I can’t say I’m
an expert at the soulscape or anything. Look around for any clues.”
“Got it.”
The house was empty, no phantom Dursley stepped from memory to accost
them, but Harry wasn’t to be found either.
“Accio Harry Potter!” Susan said, raising the wand. Nothing happened. “Worth a
try,” she said, shrugging.
“Nothing in the basement,” said Myrtle, coming upstairs again. “Though the
details were a bit fuzzy down there. I don’t think he spent much time down there.”
“Probably not.”
“Think this is just to distract us?” asked Sparkle. “I mean, we were stepping into
the castle. Maybe we should try to get back there?”
“We could try.” Susan opened the front door and looked out. “Looks like the
neighborhood. Myrtle, come with me.” She held out a hand. “Sparkle, if we disappear
keep looking around here for clues and we’ll try and get back. You stay put, no sense all
of us getting lost in here.”

“You got it.”
Susan and Myrtle squeezed sideways through the door, hands jointed. They
were outside the house and looked around.
“No, I guess we’re supposed to be here,” said Susan. “There must be something
we’re missing.”
Back inside the three called Harry’s name and looked around.
“What about that cupboard he was locked in?” asked Sparkle. “Did anyone check
there?”
“No, walked right past it!” exclaimed Susan.
“What’s this?” asked Myrtle.
“Come and see.”
They walked over to the closet under the stairs and Susan reached for the
handle. She didn’t grab it, and looked down where it should have been.
“No wonder I walked right past it, there’s no handle anymore!”
“I suppose he would want to edit his memories, so that he couldn’t get stuffed in
there anymore,” said Sparkle.
“I guess.”
“What’s this funny indentation?” asked Myrtle, running her hands along the wood.
“Is there like a depression here?”
Susan and Sparkle looked it over. “It does look like you could fit something in
there,” remarked Susan. “That’s not on the real thing. Wait, here’s another!”
In all, the group found three depressions, seemingly carved into the wood. A
place for a ball, a place for a wand and a place for a chain.
“Are you thinking what I’m thinking?” asked Sparkle.
“Put the Snitch into it, let’s see what happens,” said Susan. Myrtle did so, and
nothing happened.
“I suppose if it is some kind of key, it’ll need all three. But how do I separate the
chain?”
“Try just pulling it off,” suggested Sparkle. Having no better ideas, Susan did, and
the chain easily separated from the wand and wound itself into a circle.
“Here goes nothing,” Susan said, slotting the wand into the door, then pressing
the chain into where it looked like it would fit. They stepped back as the door shimmered
and disappeared.
Harry Potter stumbled out.
“Thought you would never find me,” he croaked, blinking against the light. He
held his wand in his hand, and his voice sounded weak. Susan supported him, and led
him over to the couch. Myrtle went to the kitchen and got him some water, which he
drank greedily.
I guess to slack an imaginary thirst, one must use the idea of water.
“Are you okay?” asked Susan, after Harry thanked Myrtle for the drink.
“I think so. I’ve been stuffed in there for what feels like days.”
“Look, we don’t have a lot of time,” said Susan, getting down to business.
“People may be dying outside at this very moment. Can you take control of your body
back?”

“I’ll try,” Harry said, closing his eyes. “But this place seems real to me. I can’t feel
my body any more than you can feel my body. I mean, we’re all inside it, at the moment,
right?”
“But we’re not you. Give it a try.”
“I am trying!”
“It won’t work, you know,” said Tom. All of them yelped and jumped away. “I
figured my efforts would only slow you down. Seems I was right. I guess there’s no
putting it off any longer.” He looked over at nothing. “No, I won’t just kill him. Maybe
that’s acceptable behavior where you come from, but here we have what I call a sense
of honor.” He looked back at the Harry. “Sorry about that. So, how shall we do this? Four
on one doesn’t seem that sporting.”
“But we aren’t stupid enough to fight you one on one,” replied Susan. “We want
you gone, and that means taking you out as quickly as possible.”
Tom sighed. “I suppose that was too much to ask. Yes, yes, you told me so,
bravo. Shall we go outside then?” He waved a hand, and the inside of the house was
replaced with the backyard of the Dursley’s house. “I suppose it all started here, didn’t
it?” he asked Harry. “Your meeting with Susan. Her meeting with the teachers from
Hogwarts when she bypassed their wards. Such a troublemaker, even then. It seems
fitting it should end here, as well.”
“You could give up,” said Susan hopefully. “I mean, you are outnumbered, like
you said. I don’t care how much power you have, you still can’t keep track of four people
at once.”
“I’m not exactly helpless, especially here,” replied Tom. “I have your magic,
Susan. My own considerable talents. Harry’s magical power. Plus I can reshape reality,
given this is my mental landscape, after all.”
“You’ve forgotten something,” said Harry.
“Oh?”
He raised two wands. “I can counter whatever you do to the area, and we’re one
person now. That means I have your magic as well as my own.”
“Is that? It is! You’ve managed to summon my wand as well as your own. Well
done, Harry. I can take them,” he said to his invisible companion.
“You shouldn’t have given me all that time to think, locked away like that. I
couldn’t get out, but that didn’t mean I couldn’t come up with some strategies for when I
did.”
“I hope you thought well, then. We’re going to see just what you came up with.”
“Are you okay?” asked Susan. “You don’t seem to be all there, quite frankly. I
wouldn’t want you whining after you lost that you were tired or something.”
“Are we going to fight or just talk? I’m fine. We can take you.”
We?
“Let’s fight then!”
“Acceleration,” he and Sparkle said, magic swirling around everyone.
“That’s not going to help you,” he sneered.
“But at least we’re still even,” said Susan.
“We’ll see about that,” said Tom, raising his wands.
The final battle was about to begin!

127
Final Battle with Tom
Time: Seconds later
Place: Inside Pottermort’s psyche / Outside the memory of the Dursley house.
Tom fired twin beams of magic at Harry and Susan, but she cried “Deflection,”
putting in some extra energy and getting a 16 from splitting it two ways. A split second
before it hit both of them, punching through the Deflection, Susan realized that perhaps
she had underestimated Tom and should probably have put some more energy into that
spell.
He is the final boss, after all. No sense holding back anything now!
“Declare card 29- Wild as a Missed Me!” she said, making the attack go wide
instead. “Declare card 38, Gimme Gimme! to get it back.”
Whew.
“Thanks,” said Harry, not realizing it was the card that saved him, not the spell.
He shot a similar bolt at Tom but the ground rose up to deflect it.
“Destruction,” cast Sparkle, targeting the wand in Tom’s right hand. He just
smirked and the wand stayed where it was.
“Just like the lava train,” said Susan.
“Oh, right!” said Sparkle, understanding.
Myrtle, meanwhile, had been looking around for something to throw at him, and
figured the car in the driveway was a good start. She gave it a burst of power and it
popped into the air, arcing to fall on Tom. He saw it rise though and glanced at it,
making it disappear before it could hit him.
“Keep him on the defensive!” Susan shouted. “That way he won’t be able to
attack!”
“Unless I use XP, like this,” Tom said, spending an XP for an extra action. He
fired bolts at Harry and Susan again. This time Susan and Sparkle both reacted, casting
Deflection with maximum energy. With the bonus from Sparkle, Susan got a 23, and as
ties went to the defender, it bounced off.
Harry sent magical bolts away from himself, left and right, and Tom looked at him
like he was going crazy. Suddenly they arced around the ground and Tom threw himself
backwards as they met where he had been standing and exploded.
“Oh, very clever,” Tom remarked. “Yipes!” Myrtle grabbed his leg with Telekinesis
this time, but Tom made his STRength check to throw it off.
Wish I knew how much she failed by, I could have used by Bonus card on her.
Oh well, this battle is just getting started.
“Elemental Attack (Fire),” shouted Susan, and Tom snarled and created a barrier
around himself. Susan didn’t actually cast that spell, however, rather envisioning the
Hogwarts Express to materialize above him and crush him. Tom looked confused when
no fire splashed at his shield, but almost lost concentration as the locomotive landed on
him with a crash. It held, but he was now pinned under it, his shield the only thing
keeping it from rolling over on top of him. Sparkle saw an opening, and imagined the
shield bubble full of water, and Tom jerked back, obviously not expecting this. He
vanished, and reappeared on the top of the train, his barrier disintegrating and letting
the train and water fall. Susan took a free action to stop maintaining the train, and Tom

himself started to fall. Myrtle smiled and Tom slammed into the ground.
Climbing out of the pit he had created, Susan saw it was full of pillows, and Tom
seemed unhurt. “Oh, I see,” Tom had time to say before magical energy swirled around
him. “No fair!” he said, looking at Susan, who wasn’t casting anything. He looked
confused, and ice suddenly materialized around him. Everyone looked over at Harry.
“So that’s what using your kind of magic is like,” he said. “Interesting.”
“How-” Susan started to say, but Tom smashed his way out of the ice. “We’ll kill
you all!” he shouted.
We? He keeps saying that.
“You just imagined her magic, didn’t you?” asked Myrtle with a grin. “Elemental
Attack (Fire).” Fire shot out of Myrtle’s hands, which Tom countered with his wands.
“That’s right,” replied Harry. “What shall we do next?”
Sparkle answered that question by darting sideways, so there was a line
between herself, Tom, and the small mound of earth Tom had made previously to deflect
Harry’s bolts. “Thrust,” she cast, getting a 22. Tom went flying but flattened the earth
again before he hit it. He flipped over, skidding to a halt.
“This is going to take forever,” Susan complained. “Someone hit him already!”
Wait, I get one object… She held up a hand and a ring appeared on her finger. She
made a fist. “For sacrifices made,” she said, and her Legion appeared around her. Yup,
that’s in Harry memory too. It was his mother that made it possible, after all.
“Oh no you don’t!” shouted Tom, and torrential rain started to fall from inky black
clouds overhead. The soldiers washed away.
“I thought you were supposed to be countering stuff he’s doing!” Susan
complained to Harry.
“I thought I could!” he shouted back. “Hey, here’s something we know works!”
Harry passed the wand in his right hand to his left, and was suddenly holding Susan’s
gun. He squeezed the trigger.
“That only worked because I allowed it to, in order to take you over,” Tom
sneered as the gun did nothing. “You think I would just let you shoot me again?”
“It was worth a shot.” Harry punned, glancing disgustedly at the gun and taking
up his wands again.
Everyone groaned internally.
Myrtle dashed over to where the rain was still falling and held her hands up. Long
icicles appeared, which she flung at Tom, but he easily dodged them.
“He’s got Acceleration going, that makes his dodge better,” Sparkle said. “Try to
get that car back or something he can’t dodge as easily.”
“Oh, that’s why the train!” Myrtle replied, understanding. “Got it.”
“Entangle,” cast Sparkle, making vines and trees burst from the ground and start
trying to grab him. The water in the area now worked against him as he stopped the rain
and switched to fire, a ring of it leaping from his wands. It singed the plants, but they
kept coming.
“Nice one,” said Susan, conjuring up the Express again, and making it flatten the
whole area. No barrier appeared this time. “Think I got him?” she asked hopefully.
“Get down!” shouted Harry, waving his wand. Susan felt herself pressed to the
ground as beams of magic passed over her. Guess not. She looked over, and Tom was
standing on Harry’s house now.

“Thanks.”
Sparkle looked over, and suddenly the troll that had been guarding the
Philosopher’s Stone was standing next to Tom, and took a swing at him with his club.
Tom dodged, but lost his footing, tumbling off the roof. He let himself fall, but before he
hit the ground was standing upright again.
Aarg!
Myrtle considered, and figured the troll was big enough. It went flying after Tom,
who dodged both the troll and the club, as the troll took another swipe at him on the way
down. He splatted into the ground and disappeared.
Maybe it’s time for an old standby. If this works… “Dazzle,” cast Susan, and Tom
looked at her like she was nuts.
“You realize this isn’t my body, right? You can’t dazzle my senses when they’re
out there.” He pointed up with a wand.
So I guess Hypnotic Field is out. It was worth a try.
“Dodge this,” said Harry, the dark clouds coming back. He concentrated, and
lighting stabbed down at Tom, something even he couldn’t dodge. What he did do,
however, was cause a metal tube to surround himself, so the lighting hit that instead of
his body.
“I can easily anticipate what you’re going to do, boy,” he called. “You can’t win
against yourself.”
“That means neither can you! And I have friends with me. Where are your
friends?”
“I have something better.”
“Uh, no?”
As Tom and Harry were staring at each other, Sparkle was looking high in the air.
She imagined the dragon Harry had gotten the egg from during the Triwizard
Tournament, and it dive-bombed out of the sky, spewing fire out of its mouth. Tom must
have felt the heat because he yelped and rolled to one side. The dragon followed him,
not letting up with the fire. Tom snarled something and suddenly was atop the dragon,
wands pointed at its head. Twin beams lashed out and blew the dragon’s head off,
making it disappear. Tom was on the ground again.
He seems to be getting better at that, we need to take him out somehow before
he really masters this place and our numbers don’t mean anything. At least we seem to
be keeping him from taking active actions against us.
Myrtle looked over at the house, and suddenly every piece of glass she could
see shattered and sped towards Tom in a deadly cloud of sharpened glass. Tom raised
his wands and all that got near him was a shower of dust that streamed past him.
“Come on, you’re not even trying, Myrtle,” he taunted.
Susan thought about heat, and the glass dust now around Tom melted and
fused. Tom cried out and was suddenly elsewhere, clothes smoldering.
Finally hurt him?
“Working together, huh? Guess I should concentrate on taking one of you down
at a time.” He raised his wands to fire at Susan, but as she blinked, Harry was in front of
her.
“Now we end this!” he shouted, firing twin beams of magic of his own. Tom’s
magic and his collided in midair, halfway between them. Both cried out and tried to pull

back, but it seemed neither could. Their wands were locked together by the spells.
“Help me!” both cried, looking over at Susan.
Wait, what?
“What do I do?” she cried.
“I don’t know, something!” Harry shouted back.
Tom was screaming, but it seemed to be with two voices. A dark aura began
surrounding him, and Susan could have sworn it was glaring at her. Suddenly, in a flash,
it all made sense to her.
It all makes sense to me! He keeps saying ‘we’ and talking to some unseen thing.
The reports of his ‘insanity’ by his followers. I think he’s possessed somehow!
Casting, she ran over to Tom and put her hands on his arm. She felt the magic
backlash around her, but held on. The darkness around Tom seemed to notice her and
tried to strike out, but couldn’t seem to move while being pinned by Harry’s magic. She
smiled grimly. “Exorcise,” she cast, and there was a magical explosion, throwing Tom,
Susan, and a dark something away from each other.
Susan struggled to stand. She looked over, where Harry was being helped up by
Myrtle. Sparkle was shaking her head, trying to clear it, and Tom was down, sprawled
out on the ground. Above him stood a manlike shape made of blackness. It turned.
“So. Figured it out, did you? He gave you enough clues, the little fool. Useless.”
He kicked Tom but the “foot” went right through.
“What are you?” Susan demanded.
“And you,” said the shape, turning back to Susan but ignoring the question. “I am
coming to hate all Paragons. Your father has caused me no end of troubles on his little
‘journey’ to save his world. Looks like I should have tried a little harder with you.”
“You know my father? What, your voice sounds familiar, now that I hear it from
the outside.”
The thing laughed. “That’s right. You like history? I can give you a little history
lesson, if you want. I guess I’ll have to introduce myself though, so you have the proper
context. I’m to you what are you to… ants. Yes, that’s about right. To be technical about
it, I’m a higher order being from outside your dimension. You don’t have any trouble with
that concept, do you? You know about other worlds, right? Well, mine is above them
all.”
“Okay?”
“And of course when I say ‘above’ I’m talking mathematical dimensions not
physical space. Whatever, I doubt you could comprehend any but the simplest
explanations. In any case, I’ve always known about the lesser dimensions you creatures
inhabit, and watching you all amuses me sometimes. But I got worried. What if there
were higher dimensions than mine, and something was watching me with the same
amusement? I couldn’t have that.”
“So you came here? Lower down? Why? To hide?”
Susan noticed the others had gotten up, and were slowly making their way over
to her.
“That’s easy enough to explain. If I’m going to break into higher order

dimensions, I’m going to need a lot of power. And while a bit flat, your lower order
dimensions can provide it. Not a lot per reality, of course, but there are a lot of them
down here, so it adds up.”
“You’re the darkness that covered my father’s world, draining it of energy and
life!” Susan gasped, realizing what she was talking to. It gave a little bow.
“The same. Some worlds I can act more directly in, others less so. Some are
totally incompatible with my vibrational frequency, forcing me to work exclusively
through avatars, like you and Tom here.”
“Me?”
“Of course. I saw your father come to this world and drew back, waiting for him to
leave. After the trouble he’s caused me in the past I began to recognize his presence in
worlds I was active. But here he conceived a child, and I knew that was my opening. I
implanted just a tiny bit of myself into you, but not enough I guess. I wasn’t sure how
much of me the unborn you could handle, so I erred on the side of caution. The
influence of that Luna girl certainly did a number on your potential, didn’t it? You were
supposed to go much further with my help. What you did to that Umbridge organism
was inspired, and I thought your development coming along nicely. Then you started
going against my inclinations.”
“And you started whispering in my ear more directly.”
“That part of me did, but essentially correct. Please don’t think of me as one
dimensional, as you yourself are.” He sighed. “You’re probably lost to me now, but I can
take some comfort knowing you’ll soon be questioning every decision you ever made, or
will ever make. ‘Is this what the creature wants me to do?’ you’ll ask yourself. ‘Was that
thing I did what I really wanted?’ Oh, to feel every agonizing moment.”
“You really don’t see us as people at all, do you?”
“People? You’re sentient fluid that walks around a little while, and then stops.
Forgive me if I don’t get all weepy.”
“So if I’m following this,” said Harry, now beside Susan. “You saw another chance
when Tom here was reborn.”
“You are masters of stating the obvious, I’ll give you all that,” he sneered. “Yes,
through him I thought my plans would be possible. After all, I would get to use your own
power against you, and he didn’t seem the type to start taking other’s advice. I also was
able to put a bit more of myself inside, having learned more about your limits from
studying you, Susan. That blood he stole from you was an excellent conduit, allowing a
‘seed’ if you will to pass from you and grow in him.”
“But to what end? You want this world’s power but what does that mean?”
“How to explain… Each world has a certain amount of potential. Be it for magic
or science, it can only go so far before hitting a wall. Worlds like the one your father
came from, that have a high amount of both, are pretty rare. But that’s what makes
them so valuable. Here’s where I come in. I disrupt the natural order in any way I can.
This increases the potential by decreasing the amount of magic or tech a world is using.
I’ve done it various ways in the past. Here, I wanted Tom to disrupt the science of this
world by making an army of wizards to destroy anyone non-magical. That would allow
for greater magic in the world, which I would then have had him use to slaughter the
wizards. That done, the potential of the world would be fully returned, ready for me to
claim.”

“Leaving the world like my fathers’. Dark and nearly lifeless.”
“Correct. Having taken a world’s potential it falls into darkness as nothing can get
done on it anymore. It dies shortly afterwords.”
“Like a spring winding down…” said Harry.
“Yes, that’s it exactly. With less forces acting on the spring it winds up again, and
then I steal the spring. Oh, these primitive metaphors. You realize that isn’t actually
close to how it even works, right?”
Susan waved that off. “And you’re the reason he picked up my magic so fast. You
were helping him.”
“Naturally. While I was willing to wait for the whole plan, (your time means
nothing to me), I also knew you would be improving your skills and learning more spells.
You’re not as good as your father, he has some unique backgrounds to help him, but I
knew another Paragon would be trouble. I needed him ready to face you when the time
came. But he too noticed something was wrong, that his desires were changing, and
again some flat little no power organism pulled away from me! It was very vexing!”
“Forgive me if I don’t get all weepy.”
“Cute. So does that about cover it? Is your curiosity sated? I would hate for you
to die with any ignorance, after all.”
“Die?” Susan laughed. “We won, in case you haven’t noticed.”
“Really?” The darkness looked around. “I seem to still be inside the hybrid.
Separating me from this mental construct of his hasn’t changed anything. In fact, it’s
made your situation worse. Remember that energy I was talking about?”
They nodded.
“I’ve been staling,” the creature said, holding up a ball of crackling energy. “While
I brought some down from the dimension I inhabit. When this goes off, it’ll take out a
nice chunk of world. That will leave your world some energy, but given the destruction,
I’m pretty sure the ‘spring’ will wind back up as you people kill each other off for the
dwindling resources that are left.”
“But it’s in here!” Susan protested. “So what good is that going to do you?”
“True, but it’s not an issue. It will burst out of this body, vaporizing it and you three
first, then continue outward. Any last words?”
“Why didn’t you just do that in the first place?” Harry asked.
The creature laughed. “I couldn’t act directly, this dimension isn’t compatible with
me. Haven’t you been listening? It was your friend Susan there that made this possible,
forcing me out of Tom and allowing me to act directly. Think about that as you die!” He
put the ball in both hands and started to squeeze.
“NO!” shouted Tom, leaping up and causing the creature to stumble back. Tom
threw himself at the creature, and there was an explosion of energy, throwing everyone
back and opening a hole in the ground where the creature was.
Seconds, minutes or hours later, Susan opened her eyes to see she was back in
the blackness again, all trace of Harry’s neighborhood gone. She staggered up, then
went over to shake everyone else awake. They seemed unharmed, and Susan was
surprised to find Tom laying there, breathing weekly.
“You survived that?” she said, walking over to him.
“Not exactly,” he explained weakly. “I used an XP for dramatic pause. Wanted to

apologize for all the trouble I caused you.”
“What? You? Apologize? No way.”
“Way.” He weakly smiled. “I admit, my choices in life were probably wrong, but I
did honestly believe what I was doing was for the best. We wizards shouldn’t have to
hide what we are, and die off. Of course, if that creature was telling the truth, it would
free up ‘potential’ for greater science to be discovered if wizards all died off. At least,
that’s what I believed until that creature sort of took me over. Whatever else you think
about me, you can’t fault me for that.”
“I guess. Wait, if you had an XP you could have used it to stabilize rather than
just talk to me!”
Tom shook his head. “I’ve paid the price for my actions. And you heard what he
said. He’s probably still inside me. My making that energy ball blow up in his face may
have driven him off to recover or whatever, but it didn’t kill him. He wasn’t actually here
to kill, you understand.”
“Yeah, I guess. I… suppose I owe you an apology. I never tried to save you.
Looking back now I see I should have.”
Tom shook his head. “No reason you should have. It took my death to see what
was really important in life, but by that time it was too late. My Horcrux were made, and
they would pick up where I left off when I made them. That was the point of them, after
all. Didn’t realize I had put one inside Harry, either. Sorry about that, Harry.”
“That’s okay. Without you I wouldn’t be the person I am today.”
“I suppose. That’s about what I wanted to say, and I can feel myself slipping
away. Thank you, Susan, all of you, for freeing me from that creature.”
“Don’t worry, you’re only the first.”
Tom smiled. “I figured. Good luck.”
Susan slipped into blackness again.

When she next opened her eyes, she felt she was freezing, and blankets were
being piled around her.
“It worked!” someone was shouting, and she felt people nearby dancing. She
blearily looked over to see where she was.
Ah, hospital wing at the school. Guess I survived it after all.
“How do you feel?” asked Harry, stepping up next to her.
“Harry? You’re yourself again!”
He grinned. “After Tom died our bodies separated again. Thank goodness.”
Duh, it was a P type spell, so of course him dying made it go away. “I’ll say. Did
everyone make it through the attack? Are the dark creatures rampaging around? What’s
been going on?”
“Everything will be fine,” said Albus, stepping up behind Harry. “With Tom and his
protections gone, the magical world has retaken what he stole and is now rebuilding
itself.”
“Thank goodness.”
“You are Susan, right?” asked Myrtle, floating up.
“Of course I am, why wouldn’t I be?”

“I sort of forgot which soul was which,” she admitted. “So I had a fifty/fifty shot at
getting it right.”
“You mean I could have ended up in Sparkle’s body? Where is she, anyway?”
“Here,” said Sparkle, coming out from under the covers. “Staying where it’s
warm.” She went back underneath again.
“Harry has been telling me about your adventures inside his soulscape, as he
calls it. It seems we owe you greater thanks than we knew, given that you saved our
entire world from being drained of energy.”
“Not a problem,” said Susan. “Did he tell you a little piece of that darkness is
inside me? Always has been.”
“I’m not too worried about that. You’ve chosen your path, I think, and turned away
from that darkness. In any case, we all have some amount of darkness in us, it just
seems you can talk to yours, that’s all.”
“I guess.”
And so, Susan was congratulated by her friends, and she and Myrtle told the tale
of what they went through to everyone who asked, and the magical world started
picking itself back up. Susan was interviewed by Rita Skeeter, and had a hardly
embellished story written up about her in the paper. Of course she didn’t tell Rita
everything. Tom’s body was recovered, and given a proper burial. Of course, only a few
people attended the ceremony, with the up and down nature of Tom’s interactions with
the wizarding world over his lifetime, Susan felt it best not to stir up trouble. Of course,
those under the Imperius Curse came out of it, or were freed with Susan’s help, and
everyone began to piece the “real” story together.
Finally, after about two weeks, things calmed down, and Susan went to see the
Headmaster.
“Good afternoon, Susan,” he said as she entered his office. “Have a seat, as this
doesn’t feel like a social call.”
“It’s not,” she said, dropping into a chair. “I want to know how to get permission to
leave school early. I want to have graduated, but honestly this school isn’t doing
anything for me.”
“I thought this day might come. One moment please.” He drew out his wand and
sent his Patronus winging away. “Now, you were saying? Ah yes, graduating. I suppose
saving the whole world does allow one a certain leeway. May I ask what your plans are,
should I allow this early graduation?”
“I have to track down my father, and help him put an end to that darkness
creature that’s threatening our worlds. To that end I’m going to research the spell that
brought my father to see Lady Inari, and ask for her help.”
“I see. You think you can do it, then?”
“I tried asking my book, but I just got a weird result. I know it’s possible, because
my mother said the wizards in my father’s world sent him on. It took them all, I now
realize, because the world had so little power of life left. I think I can do it myself.”
“Working together with Sparkle, I’m sure you can,” said Albus. He got up and
paced, looking at the various instruments around his office. “I have a confession to

make,” he said at last. “It probably won’t surprise you, but your father and his group
found the magical world right away with their skills. He explained what he could to us
about what he was fighting. Of course, he didn’t have the details you did, only what he
had observed from his travels. But he told us what to watch for. He then went about his
business of trying to determine if this world was in danger. We know now, of course, that
it was, but that danger was hidden, because this darkness creature knew he was here
and hid. I do think he truly fell in love with your mother, Stacy, and conceived you in
love, rather than just leaving behind a soldier to carry on his work. It struck me as being
the kind of man he was. And there’s something else. We knew you were coming.”
Hey, is he finally going to tell me about…
“There was a prophesy made about an ‘outside girl’ who could help us.”
“I know.”
“You know?”
“Yes. Tom took me to hear it a long time ago. About the time I stopped trusting
you completely, strangely enough.”
“I want you to understand, I had to let you choose your own path. If I told you
about the prophesy, what you were supposed to do, it might have changed what you
would choose to do. That is why I allowed you so much freedom over the years. With
you there is the potential for a new age of magic. Given the choice between that and
you becoming an agent of this darkness you described, well, I hope you don’t think too
badly about me for keeping this from you.”
“It seems everyone does for themselves what they think is best. It’s only from the
outside do we call it evil or good. If you can live with the guilt of your actions, I suppose I
can forgive you them. I guess it didn’t matter much, in the end, for all I disliked you for
not trusting me enough with that knowledge.”
“Some knowledge can only be appreciated at the proper time,” he said, reaching
up to grab a scroll from a high shelf. “This, for example.”
There was a knock on the door.
“Come in!” called Albus, and Luna entered the office. “You got my message,
then?”
“I came as soon as I heard it. What did you need to see me about, Headmaster?”
“It’s about your further schooling,” Albus explained. “I’m about to give something
to Susan which will determine her fate for the forceable future. I know how close you
two are, so I thought you might want to make that decision together.”
“What decision? What’s that scroll?” asked Susan.
“This,” Albus said, handing it over, “is something your father gave me before he
left. He told me I would know if the time was ever right to give it to you, and he was
right. Please, read it and you will understand.”
Susan unrolled it, and Luna read over her shoulder.

My Dearest Daughter,
If you are reading these words, my fears have come to pass. This world was
indeed in danger, though I could find no trace of it. However, it seems you have risen to

the challenge, as is proper for the daughter of the greatest wizard even born on his
world. ;-) It was always my intention to check up on you from time to time, and the fact
that I have not means one of several things has happened.
The first, and least troubling, is that I am on a world where time runs much slower
than it does here, so while you have aged many years, I have not.
The second, and most troubling, is that I have failed in my mission, either through
my capture or death.
You now have a choice to make. Do you stay on your world and defend it (an
action I would not think less of you for doing) or take up my fight and help others? To
even make that choice however, you need a way to reach Lady Inari, and that is what
the remainder of this scroll contains. The spell to open a doorway to her world, where
you can seek her advice. If she knows I am captive somewhere she can advise you on
the feasibility of a rescue attempt. If I am dead… at least you will know and can mourn
the man you never knew. You have your own life. Please do not think this is your father
commanding you to leave your home and fight for people who don’t even know you
exist. You must choose where your future takes you.
But I think the call of adventure will be as strong in you as it was in me, and we
will see each other for the first time someday.
I look forward to that day.
My daughter, I congratulate you. You have obviously done well in coming this far,
both in your magical training and in your personal maturity. You must be a hard worker,
and I hope have made many good friends here on this world. It’s an odd one, but I’m
coming to understand that all worlds are, in their way.
Good luck, in whatever path you choose to walk.
Love Eternally,
Elysian Tarsisis

“I’m going,” said Luna, before Susan even had a chance to say anything.
“How do you even know I’m going anywhere?” she protested. Luna just looked at
her. “Okay, you know me too well. You better clear it with him though.” She glanced at
Albus.
“I believe that traveling to other worlds might be just as educational as staying
and studying at this one,” he said, a slight smile on his face. “If your father allows it, you
may accompany Susan on her journey. Given what you’ll face, I’m sure you’ll get lots of
practice in magic, and I’ll feel better having a wanded magic user alongside you, Susan.
You admit your magic isn’t limitless.”
“True.”
“Thank you,” Luna said. “When do we leave?”

“Tomorrow morning,” said Susan. “I’ll need to pack some things, say goodbye to
everyone, the whole bit. Plus study this spell so I can cast it. We’ve got some work to
do. You’ll need a good book of spells to practice, hopefully we can come up with one.”
“I hope I see you again,” said Albus. “And your father and I can get reacquainted.
He seemed an interesting man.”
“You will. I promise. This world is my home, but I know my duty now. Thank you
for this.” She rolled the parchment up and waved it. “It will save me some time, that’s for
sure.”
“Thank your father. I simply took care of it until you were ready. Good luck.”
Susan nodded, then took Luna’s hand. They proudly walked out of the office and
towards their next big adventure.

