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1. A New Witch is Born

Summary:� This story will be the Hermione Granger version
of �Harry Potter and the Sorcerer�s Stone.�� You get to see
everything that she is thinking and get a different point of view
of Hermione than you did seeing everything from Harry�s eyes.� Plus
since I totally feel that Harry and Hermione should be the ones
getting together, I�ve worked that aspect into my plot as well.�
This is the first of a Hermione Granger Series I will be writing to
parallel all of the original Harry Potter books.� This story was
taken down at one point but now is back up.� Please don�t feel
obligated to submit reviews if you�ve already done so before.� I
keep all my reviews in my e-mail and that�s all that matters to
me.

Disclaimer:� Following the standard disclaimers I�ve seen
all over the place I�d like to point out the obvious:� I don�t own
these characters as I�m not J. K. Rowling.� If I was, I�d be rich
and probably wouldn�t be working 40 hours a week and spending my
free time unwinding by writing fan fiction.� In some cases, I did
have to �repeat� some of the dialogue in the original story.� This
was necessary to satisfy the scenes I was creating.� I won�t do it
that often so please bear with it.

Chapter Summary:� This covers Hermione�s summer before
her first year including a little about her life at her former
school, how she got accepted into Hogwarts, and her first trip to
Diagon Alley.� This chapter was actually added at the request of a
reviewer.

--- Begin Fic Here ---

����� �Ooo look, it�s Goodie Goodie Granger!� a blonde-haired
boy in braces taunted as a girl with bushy brown hair and brown
eyes rushed passed him, books clasped to her chest.

����� Her real name was Hermione Granger, but all of the
students in her class called her by this ridiculous nick name.� It
was bad enough that at age ten she was already a complete outcast
at school, but now kids were going out of her way to torment her.�
Why?� Well it had all started five days ago.

����� Every year, the students who would be leaving for
secondary school at the end of term performed a huge practical joke
on the last day of school.� It was something like a school
tradition except the staff never condoned it because it was usually
something very dangerous or stupid.� This year Hermione and her
classmates would be the ones to keep this tradition alive as they
were all leaving for secondary school.

����� Hermione had no intentions in participating in the
practical joke though.� She thought the whole idea was ridiculous
and childish.�� She also knew no one would miss her because most of
the students regarded her as a brainy, know-it-all who wouldn�t
know fun if walked up to her and kicked her in the shin.

����� She was half expecting the practical joke to have
something to do with humiliating her but she found out this wasn�t
the case.� Outside of school she overheard one of the girls in her
class, Sara Millington, talking about what the boys had come up
with for this year�s practical joke.� They were all planning on
bringing paint filled balloons and even a few bb guns on the last
day of school and causing a little chaos by tormenting the younger
students and blasting out a few windows.� From what Hermione had
gathered one of their main targets would be a younger student,
Melvin Cartwright, who was often picked on for being short and
scrawny and having a funny lisp.

����� When she overheard these plans, she knew that she couldn�t
sit idly by and watch the boys in her class torment Melvin, so she
told the assistant principle, Dr. Minigin about what the students
had been planning.� The last day of school, the staff made a point
to search the suspected students and confiscate their concealed
paint bombs and bb guns before letting them into the building.

����� It didn�t take long for word to get out that it was
Hermione Granger who had foiled their plans.� They hadn�t gotten in
any real trouble.� Since it was the last day of school, Dr. Minigin
let them off with just a day sitting in the detention room.� Still,
they were mad that their tradition had been broken and Hermione was
definitely feeling their wrath.� She was just glad that they
wouldn�t have a chance to retaliate aside from hurling insults at
her as she passed.

����� �Geez Hermione, were you just trying to see how unpopular
you could be before you left,� a girl had come up to walk beside
her.� It was Sara Millington.

����� �No,� Hermione said shortly, �I was just trying to keep
your stupid friends from going too far.� They were going to torture
Melvin.� It wasn�t right.� I can�t believe you even thought it was
funny.�

����� �Well at least I have friends,� Sara said huffily.

����� Hermione shook her head as she hurried away from Sara.�
�As if having idiots for friends is something to be proud
of,� she thought to herself.

����� She walked into a nearby classroom.� Her last class of the
day and then she was free.� Since it was the last day and they�d
already finished all their tests, the teacher was just letting the
students do whatever they wanted.� Everyone sat around and talked
cheerily about their summer plans.� Hermione reached in her bag and
pulled out a book.

����� �Hey Granger,� a boy behind her called.� Hermione felt a
wad of paper hit her on the back of the head.� She turned around to
face Steve Porkinson. �I just figured out the perfect job for you;
you could be a librarian.� After all, they�re all old ugly hags who
have no friends and no lives.�

����� Hermione rolled eyes. �Right then; well I guess you�ll be
cleaning out toilets for the rest of your life then.� I mean after
all you�re scum, so you�ll be used to being around other scum.� She
returned to her reading.

����� It was ironic how much she hated school considering the
fact that she loved reading and studying and learning.� She always
earned top marks in all of her school subjects, which was one of
the main reasons why her classmates hated her.�

����� The other major reason was that she talked too much.� She
just couldn�t help it.� She always talked when she was nervous and
though she�d never admit it to them, the other students intimidated
her.� She just wasn�t much of a social person so she never knew how
to act around other kids her age.� They didn�t like the same things
she liked, and so she never knew what to talk about.� Whenever she
opened her mouth she ended up making a fool of herself or making
them hate her even more.

����� Because of this, she had no friends.� She spent most of
her free time in the library a few blocks away from her house or in
her room reading.� It had been that way for as long as she could
remember.� Hermione desperately wanted at least one friend she
could talk to, someone who could understand her, but she knew she
wouldn�t find it at this school.� Her only hope was that in
secondary school, things would be different.� She was going to
Landmarks Academy, a secondary school that focused on students who
were geared for academic excellence.� Of course, the school was
very prestigious and she had to apply but that was the easy part.�
She had found out a few weeks ago that she�d been accepted.�
Perhaps at a school like Landmark she�d be able to fit in better,
at least that�s what she hoped.

����� There was a loud buzz in the background, signaling the end
of class and the end of school.�� Everyone in the class cheered as
they rushed out the door.� Hermione waited for the stampede to stop
before she left herself, saying a hurried �goodbye� to her
teacher.

����� Hermione stepped outside and basked in the afternoon
sunlight.� She saw her mom waiting for her a ways away in front of
their car.� Her parents took turns picking her up from school.�
They were both dentists and practiced together in an office in the
city nearby.� Ironically, Hermione had rather large front teeth,
but her parents didn�t seem to think there was anything wrong that
warranted dental surgery no matter how often she complained about
it.�

����� She was glad it was her mom picking her up today.� She
could tell her about everything that had happened at school.

����� She adjusted her bag and then rushed to meet her mother.
But before she made it even halfway to the car, she heard a boy
shout her name. �Hey Granger!�

����� Hermione turned and saw Steve glaring at her.� He had a bb
gim in his hands.� Apparently it had been missed in the search that
morning.� He was pointing it at her.� Hermione froze for a moment.�
She knew that the bb gun pellet wouldn�t kill her, it was too small
for that, but she was willing to bet that it would hurt a great
deal.� She took a few tentative steps backwards and looked wildly
around for signs of a staff member.

����� �Put that down, you little hooligan!� her mother shouted.�
Hermione could hear her approaching from behind.

����� Pop!� Steve shot the bb gun and Hermione saw the
small speedy pellet racing towards her, as if in slow motion.� She
was about to dodge when suddenly, the projectile stopped, only
inches away from her, and dropped to the ground.� Hermione looked
down in awe.� What had stopped the pellet?� She felt a hand on her
shoulder.� It was her mother, who also looked flabbergasted by what
had just happened.

����� �Come on, let�s go,� she whispered before shouting up at
Steve who also looked perplexed, �You�d better bet you�re mother
will be hearing from me, young man!�

����� Hermione climbed into the passenger seat of the car and
threw her bag in the back.

����� �So you want to tell me what that was all about,� Mrs.
Granger asked as she started the car.

����� �I don�t know; it just stopped.� I didn�t do anything,�
Hermione answered earnestly.

����� �I don�t mean that,� Mrs. Granger said. �I mean, why was
Steve Porkinson firing a bb gun at you?�

����� �Oh that!� Hermione sighed.� �Well�� and she began to
explain the day�s events to her.

����� �I see,� Mrs. Granger smiled down at her daughter as they
pulled into the driveway of their two story house. �Well Hermione,
I�m proud of you.� You did the right thing and I�m sure Melvin
appreciates you sticking up for him.�

����� �Yeah well he�d be the only one,� Hermione muttered.

����� �I know it�s rough, Hermione, but being popular isn�t as
important as being a good person.� I�m sure you�ll make some really
good friends when you get to Landmark next year.� You�ve just grown
up a bit faster than other kids.� Don�t worry; they�ll catch up to
you and then they�ll learn to appreciate your unique personality.��
Mrs. Granger grinned at these last words.

����� Hermione, however, still wasn�t smiling. �Yeah; unique
personality.� Mom, what about the� well you know.�

����� They both took a seat on the couch.�� Mrs. Granger stopped
smiling. �I don�t know.� Hermione, you�re a unique individual,
that�s all I can tell you.�

����� �But Mum, it just dropped on the ground.� Somehow I know I
was the one who did that.� It�s just like last year when I fell off
that hill and it was like I floated to the bottom and didn�t get a
scratch on me.� What�s happening to me mom?�

����� �I don�t know,� Mrs. Granger said again. �I really don�t
know, Hun.� But don�t worry about it.� Everything in this world has
a logical explanation.� We�ll figure it out soon enough, I
promise.� Until then, don�t worry about it okay?�

����� Hermione nodded but in her mind she was still replaying
the scene in her head.

-----

����� Summer went by very slowly and Hermione was glad for it.�
She spent most of her time either relaxing around the house or
walking down to the library.� Fortunately none of her classmates
lived close by so she never ran into them.� All in all she was glad
to have a break from worrying about school, though in the back of
her mind, she was already beginning to worry about what would
happen when she started going to Landmark.� Would the students
treat her the same?� Would she be happier there?� Would she finally
be able to make a friend, someone who would just accept her for who
she was?� These and other questions constantly bombarded her
mind.

����� Her father was of course utterly pleased that she would be
going off to Landmark.� �My little gifted Granger,� he�d say to her
whenever the opportunity arose.� Hermione was glad he was happy but
he didn�t understand what kind of pressure she had at school, after
all when he was at school he had a ton of friends who were almost
all like him.� Often times some of his old schoolmates would come
over and Hermione would listen to them as they sat around the
sitting room reliving old memories or talking about politics and
world economics.

����� However when Hermione would complain about how miserable
she was at school because most of the students hated her for being
so smart he�d just say �You�re not there to win a popularity
contest dear, school is for education.� They�ll be plenty of time
to make friends later,� or something along those lines.� Hermione
hated to admit it but in a way she agreed with him.� What did it
matter if she was popular if she comprised herself to do so?�
Still, she didn�t necessarily want popularity, just a few good
friends but that was impossible with the students at her now former
school.� They just didn�t understand her, and never really even
tried.

����� �Well who care�s about them,� she thought to
herself one morning as she headed down the stairs to eat breakfast.
�I�ll never have to seem them again.� So why am I
worrying?�

����� As she reached the bottom of the stairs, Hermione saw a
pile of mail sitting just beneath the mail flap of their front
door.� She grabbed it on her way to the kitchen.� It was almost 10
AM and her parents of course had left several hours earlier.� She
only got to see them in the evenings after work so during the day
she had to fend for herself.� Of course, they never worried about
her and she hadn�t had a babysitter since she turned eight.

����� She sorted absentmindedly through the mail and then threw
it on the table before opening the refrigerator and pulling out a
jug of orange juice and some cheese.� She laid these items next to
the sink and was about open the juice when she noticed a large
envelope lying on the counter right beside her.� She turned to the
table where she had put the mail earlier.� The stack was still
there.� Where had this stray letter come from?� She picked it up to
examine it.� The envelope was a thick, coarse parchment.� She read
the emerald green ink and realized that it was addressed to
her.

����� �How odd,� she muttered to herself as she carried the
envelope over to the kitchen table, completely forgetting her
breakfast.� She didn�t recognize the handwriting at all, and then
she realized the envelope wasn�t stamped.� How had it even gotten
there without proper postage?� She thought perhaps her parents had
left it for her, but then it wasn�t either of their writing and
besides, they wouldn�t have bothered with putting the full address
on the envelope.� Brimming with curiosity, she opened the envelope
and pulled out the first letter.

�Dear Ms. Granger,

We are pleased to inform you that your magical prowess is
sufficient to allow acceptance into one of the many schools of
witchcraft and wizardry.� You are on your way to becoming a fully
qualified witch.� As you are a muggle-born, we expect that this
will all be very new and exciting to you.� No doubt you have
already begun to notice your magical powers becoming more potent
over the years.

Please find enclosed an invitation to the Annual New Witches and
Wizards Summer Seminar along with brochures to several prominent
schools.� Please make plans to attend the session before deciding
on a school as many questions will be answered there.� We hope you
look forward to starting your education in the magical arts.

Sincerely,

Ernestina Godwright

Department of Magical Assessment; Ministry of Magic�

����� Hermione was flabbergasted.� She turned the letter over to
see if it was kind of joke.� She looked out the window to see if
someone had somehow slipped it inside without her looking.� But who
would do something like that?� Perhaps one of her former
schoolmates decided this would be a fun prank to get her back for
how she ruined the end of term practical joke.� She reached inside
the envelope and pulled out several small brochures and another
letter.� Hermione let out an audible gasp as her eyes fell on the
first of the colorful brochures.� The pictures were animated.� All
the people in them were moving, walking around, or waiving up at
her.

����� Her eyes flicked to the top of the brochure where gold
letters spelled �Hogwarts School of Witch Craft and Wizardry: One
Thousand Years of Wizarding Excellence.� The pictures showed
children her age in long black robes doing all manner of things
from stirring odd looking liquids in large caldrons to flying
through the air on broomsticks.

����� Hermione almost fell into one of the chairs at the kitchen
table as she flipped through the brochure in her hand.� This
couldn�t be a practical joke.� It was too real. �Hermione�s
thoughts floated back to the last day of school, when the bb gun
pellet suddenly stopped right in front of her and dropped to the
ground just like� magic.

-----

����� �Hermione what are you talking about?� Mr. Granger asked
as he and his wife tried to settle in for the evening after
returning home from work.� Hermione had launched into an
explanation about the letter and brochures the moment they hit the
door.

����� Hermione shoved the letter in his face. �Here read; see
for yourself.�

����� Mr. Granger took the letter from her and adjusted his eyes
to the small emerald green writing. �Oh Hermione,� he said after
skimming it. �I�m in no mood for jokes.� I�ve had a long day.� He
absentmindedly handed the letter to his wife.

����� �Dad!� Hello!� Hermione said heatedly, stepping in his
path. �This is your daughter you�re talking to?� I wouldn�t make
something like this up.�

����� Mrs. Granger put her hand over her mouth in shock.� She
had just finished reading the letter. �Did you read this?�

����� �It�s some sort of gag; they�re trying to sell something,�
Mr. Granger said dismissively.

����� �No it�s not; look,� Hermione shoved the Hogwarts�
brochure in his face.

����� His eyes widened. �What in the�� he took the pamphlet
timidly.

����� �See!� Hermione said.� She handed another to her mother
who was still trying to recover from the letter.� They both seemed
to automatically steer themselves to the couch as they examined the
animated brochures.

����� �I� I don�t understand.� Mr. Granger said finally. �How
can this be?�

����� Hermione took a seat between her parents. �Magic,� she
answered simply. �It�s magic and I�m a witch.�

����� �That�s not possible.� There�s no such thing,� Mr. Granger
admonished.

����� �Don�t deny with your mouth what you see with your eyes,�
Mrs. Granger told him. �If this isn�t proof then think about all of
the things that have happened to Hermione over the years.� What
about the time she fell in the lake when she was three.� She should
have drowned after being down there for 20 whole minutes but she
climbed out and just grinned at us like it was all a game.� Don�t
forget the time when she was hit by that car on Jefferson Ave; not
a scratch on her.� Our child had more fatal accidents then we could
count when she was young.�

����� Mr. Granger gulped. �Okay, you�re right.� We can�t deny it
and Hermione�s smart as a whip I�ll give you that.� Maybe it isn�t
just genes.� But still, sending her off to,� he pointed at the
brochure, �some no name school to study magic.� It still sounds a
bit far fetched.� What gain can there be to that?� She�s got to get
a real education.�

����� �What if this is better than Landmark?� Hermione said with
a plea in her voice. �I mean if I do have powers, I should learn
what they are and how to use them, shouldn�t I?� Besides, maybe
this is why I didn�t fit in at my old school.� Maybe this is the
reason why I�ve always felt so out of place.� Maybe if I go to a
school like Hogwarts I�ll be happier.�

����� Mr. Granger shifted uncomfortably. �I don�t know��

����� Mrs. Granger reached over her daughter to put a hand on
her husbands arm. �Dear, we should at least go learn more about
it.�

����� He nodded. �I suppose.� It�s good to consider all
options.�

����� Mrs. Granger grinned. �Now that�s the rational man I
married.�� She looked down at her daughter. �Now how do we get to
this �Annual New Witches and Wizards Summer Seminar?�

-----

����� The invitation to the Annual New Witches and Wizards
Summer Seminar did not have directions to the event�s location.� It
did however have a date and time: �July 14 starting at 11 AM.�
Three tickets were enclosed along with instructions telling them to
make sure they each had their ticket by 10:50 AM and that they
would be picked up at 10:55 to be taken to the session.

����� �It must be nearby if they only need 5 minutes to take us
there,� Mr. Granger said as they all prepared to leave that
morning.

����� Hermione examined her small read ticket. �Something tells
me that these tickets are more than they seem.� Just make sure you
guys have them on you, or I think you might be left behind.�

����� Mrs. Granger nodded, �I had that same feeling myself?�

����� They all sat down on the sitting room couch half expecting
the doorbell to ring and half expecting a magic carpet to appear at
their window.� Neither happened.� At exactly 10:55 AM they were
suddenly and unexpectedly whisked away.

-----

����� �That was amazing!� Hermione said as she picked herself
off the ground.� Her parents had also been knocked to the floor.�
She quickly assessed her surroundings and realized they were in the
lobby of a large elegant hotel.� They had landed right at the front
desk.� A tall man in a red robe was behind the counter.

����� He smiled at them. �Welcome to the Celestina Hotel.�

����� Mr. Granger had recovered from his undignified landing.
�Where are we?�

����� �The Celestina Hotel in downtown London,� the man repeated
himself.

����� �Celestina Hotel? I�ve never heard of it,� Mr. Granger
mused.

����� He smiled again. �No, I don�t suppose you have.� I take it
you�re here for the Ministry�s annual new witch and wizard
seminar?�

����� Hermione showed him the invitation excitedly. �Yes we
are.�

����� ��Well Ms. Granger, we�re glad to have you here.� It�s
always nice to see the birth of a new witch or wizard, especially
one from muggle decent.�

����� �There�s that word again,� Hermione said in frustration.
�What does it mean?�

����� He grinned. �You�ll find out soon enough.� This conference
is just for new wizards and witches like you who don�t know
anything about our world.� By the time 6 o�clock comes you�ll have
a whole new understanding of things.� He pointed behind her. �The
conference is right behind those doors.�

����� Hermione whirled around and saw a set of purple double
doors.� Her excitement was mounting.� She tried to keep herself
from racing to the door.

����� Mrs. Granger was smoothing down her dress. �Are you ready,
dear?� she asked her daughter.

����� Hermione nodded fervently.

����� Mr. Granger started for the door. �Let�s go then.�

-----

����� The conference turned out to be very well organized and
focused on all the questions they could possibly have.� It was
perfect for someone like Mr. Granger who was prone to interrupting
with thoughts, opinions, or questions of his own.� They welcomed
all comments and usually answered his questions before he had a
chance to ask them.� Hermione counted approximately 30 families in
the conference.� All of the kids were about her age, ten or eleven,
and were from muggle families which she learned referred to
non-magical people.� Apparently it wasn�t completely unusual for a
child to be born with magic even if it wasn�t anywhere in their
bloodline.� She was glad that everyone else in the conference was
in the same boat.

����� The first session was called �How Do I know My Child is a
Witch or Wizard?�� This happened to be the first question on both
Mr. and Mrs. Granger�s agenda.� Though they admitted their daughter
was unique, they wanted more discernable proof that she was
magical.

����� �My name is Ollivander,� said the aged man who stepped in
front of the podium. �I am a maker of wands in Diagon Alley and I
hope to see some of you in my shop when it comes time to buy school
supplies.� He cleared his throat as he held out a long thick black
rod.� Hermione wondered if this was a wand.

����� �This is a realizer,� Mr. Ollivander explained. �It is a
special device used to bring out the true nature of a witch or
wizard�s power for a brief period of time, usually a minute.� It
only really works for undeveloped witches and wizards who only have
raw power.� For those of you who need a little more proof that your
children have magical blood, this should be all you need.� You
there,� he pointed to one of the parents in the audience. �Come up
here and take a hold of the realizer.�

����� The man shot out of his seat obediently and walked up to
the stage.� He took the realizer from Ollivander. �I don�t feel
anything,� he said.

����� �Exactly,� said Ollivander snatching the realizer from
him. �And so you shouldn�t.� Is that your daughter down there?�
Come up here young lady and take the realizer.�

����� A young red-headed girl clamored up to the stage.� She
timidly reached out her hand and took the realizer.� It immediately
began to glow bright green and before she knew what was happening a
blast of wind knocked everyone in the room out of their seats.� Her
father and Ollivander were also pushed to the ground.

����� �Woah,� Hermione said as she crawled back into her
seat.

����� ��I trust that you can see the true potential of your
daughter now, sir.� Ollivander said to the red-head�s father as he
dusted himself off. �Would anyone else like to try?�

����� There was an immediate rush for the stage as every
potential witch and wizard pushed their way to be first to touch
the realizer.� As Hermione waited patiently in line she wondered
what would happen when she touched it.� The realizer seemed to do
something different with each child.� One boy started floating,
another young girl caused the room to fill with orchestra music,
and one even turned everyone in the room a vivid shade of blue.�
Ollivander had to pull out his own wand to reverse this strange
affect.

����� Finally it was Hermione�s turn.� She stepped timidly up on
the stage and took the long rod that Ollivander offered her.� She
felt a tingly feeling all over her body but when she looked around
nothing seemed to have happened.� Hermione began to panic.� What
did this mean; was she not really a witch?

����� �I don�t understand�� she started sheepishly.� She saw her
mom clap her hand over her mouth in shock. �What?� What is it Mum?�
What�s wrong?�

����� Mrs. Granger stood and stepped up to the stage. �Hermione,
can�t you hear yourself?� You�re speaking fluent Spanish.�

����� �I am?� Hermione listened to her own voice and finally
realized the words she thought she was saying weren�t the words
that were coming out.� She turned to her father. �Isn�t this the
most amazing thing,� but now he was looking at her like she was an
alien.

����� �You�re� speaking Japanese now, dear.� Her father said
breathlessly.

����� Hermione let the realizer fall to the floor. �Well,� she
said in English finally, �I guess I really am a witch.�

����� Both of her parents nodded numbly in agreement.

����� The next session answered another one of Mr. Granger�s
main questions.� It was titled �What are the Benefits of Wizard
Schooling?�� Two people, a fully qualified witch and wizard from
the Ministry of Magic headed this.� They learned all about the
various courses they could take in wizard�s school from Astronomy
to Defense Against the Dark Arts.� There were literally thousands
of jobs that a fully trained witch or wizard could have, even in
the muggle world.� Hermione was especially interested in becoming a
doctor of magical ailments, a researcher of new charms and magical
devices, a magic detective or even just a professor.� So many of
the magical job fields interested her and she could tell they
intrigued her father as well.

����� The third session was �An Introduction to the Wizarding
World.�� It focused primarily on wizarding terms they needed to
know like �muggle�, the different types of wizarding money, and
quidditch, a type of wizard�s sport.� They talked about different
types of magic such as charms, jinxes, potions, and divination.�
They learned about wizard communication, the primary one being �owl
post,� a method of mail that used highly intelligent owls to send
letters back and forth.� Hermione learned that this was how she got
her letter, though she didn�t remember seeing an owl.�

����� Then they received a map of Britain that marked all of the
magical places and how to access them.� Hermione noticed that the
Celestina Hotel was one of the spots indicated on the map which
explained why they�d never heard of it.� The wizard who was
conducting this section was careful to give them detailed
instructions of how to reach a spot known as Diagon Alley which was
basically like a large wizard�s shopping mall and the best place to
go in Britain to prepare for the upcoming school year.

����� �So are there any additional questions?� the wizard asked
the group as this final session came to a close.

����� Hermione�s hand shot up. �Excuse me, but what about the
different wizarding schools.� No one has really talked about them.�
There are a lot to choose from.�

����� �Yes there are many, my dear,� the wizard agreed.
�However, we like to let our young witches and wizards and their
families decide on the best school for them.� The Ministry of Magic
does not want to endorse one school over another.� However, there
is still an hour before our seminar is done.� During the dinner
that follows this session, feel free to talk to any of the older
witches and wizards here and get their personal opinion.� I�m sure
they�ll be more than happy to give it to you.� There are scrolls
for most of the major schools in Europe in the lobby.� To apply,
simply write your name on the appropriate scroll and the school
will send you a response as soon as possible.� Please fill free to
sign up for multiple schools.� Children in wizarding families are
automatically applied to most of their nearby schools but because
you�re from muggle families you have the opportunity to pick and
choose so take advantage of it.�

-----

����� The conference dinner was phenomenal.� Hermione had never
seen so much food in her entire life, and it seemed to just appear
from nowhere as they sat down at the tables in the dinning hall.�
After she had had her fill of the delicious food, Hermione made her
way around to other tables where she talked to some of the ministry
wizards.� Most of them talked favorably of Hogwarts School of
Witchcraft and Wizardry.�� This was the school she was the most
interested in.� It seemed to have a very rich history and she was
intrigued by the house structure.� All of the students were divided
into four school houses, named after the four founders of the
school.� Also she learned that the school was headed by Albus
Dumbledore, one of the greatest wizards of the modern era and well
respected by everyone it seemed.� This definitely sounded like the
school for her.

����� She checked the time, only 10 minutes left before the
conference was over.� She made her way to the lobby where several
scrolls were lined out on a table.� She found the one for Hogwarts
and signed her name on it.� She looked around at the other scrolls,
debating whether or not to sign up for others even if she wasn�t
particularly interested.

����� Another girl came up beside her.� Hermione recognized her
as the same red-headed girl who was first to try to realizer. �Hi,
what schools are you signing up for?�

����� �Oh, uh� just Hogwarts now. I was thinking about whether
or not I wanted to sign up for any others but I�m really not
interested in any others.� You know, Hogwarts just seems like the
best school and I want to go to the best.� I mean if I�m going to
be a witch then I should at least learn as much as I can.� Of
course the idea of living away from home to go to school is a bit
disconcerting but if I want to go I have to make that
sacrifice.�

����� Hermione realized all too late that she was rambling.�
Whenever she got around people she didn�t know, she became nervous
and whenever she became nervous, she started rambling, usually
about random uninteresting facts or topics that made her sound like
more of a know-it-all than she already was.� It was trademark of
her personality and it usually turned people off.

����� This girl didn�t seem to be at all bothered by it though.
�Wow, I think it�s really amazing that you have that much
confidence to only sign up for one school.� I don�t think I could
be nearly as brave as you but you seem really smart anyway. �I bet
you�ll definitely get into Hogwarts.� I�m going to apply too I
think, but I�m going to sign up for some other schools as well.�
It�s mostly because I don�t want to get rejected from one and not
have a fallback but also because I�m not sure where I want to go.�
I mean you�re right, Hogwarts sounds like a great school but I was
thinking about one closer to where I lived and a little smaller.� I
definitely think a smaller school would be better for me, but I�m
not sure, you know.� I�ve always been in a small school and I think
I�m just used to it.� My name�s Anne Pennygale by the way.� Sorry
if I�m talking your ear off.� I just get nervous when I meet new
people and then I start rambling.�

����� Hermione beamed. �Oh it�s okay, I know exactly how you
feel.� My name�s Hermione Granger.�

����� �Hi,� Anne said again. �Maybe we�ll end up in the same
school together.� That would be so neat.�

����� Hermione let out a giggle as Anne started signing her name
to various scrolls.� No one had ever told her it would be �neat� to
be in the same school with her.� �Yeah, that would be great.� I
don�t have that many friends where I�m from.�� �More like no
friends,� she thought to herself.

����� �Oh I can�t believe that, you seem so smart and
interesting.� When you were up there speaking all those different
languages when you had the realizer, the wizard next to me said
that was a sign of very high potential and aptitude or something
like that.� You�re probably going to be a really powerful witch
when you grow up.� Hey I have an idea,� she said as she
straightened up after signing the last of her chosen scrolls. �Why
don�t we exchange addresses?� That way we can write to each other
just in case I don�t get into Hogwarts with you.�

����� Hermione nodded readily. �That would be great!� she shoved
her hands in her pocket. �I don�t have any paper.� She looked at
the scrolls, �I don�t suppose it�d be a good idea to tear a spare
bit off these.�

����� �No probably not,� Anne agreed, �Hold on; I�ll go grab a
bit from my folks.� She ran off towards the dining hall.

����� Hermione�s parents came up behind her. �It�s almost time
to go dear.� Who was that spirited young girl,� Mrs. Granger
asked.

����� �That�s Anne; she�s my new friend� I think.�

����� �Well that�s great!� Making friends already?� Mrs. Granger
said.

����� �I was a little leery of this whole thing,� Mr. Granger
admitted. �But now I can see the benefits of a wizarding
education.� These wizard chaps are very logical and organized.�
You�d do well to learn from them Hermione.� You�ve got a rare gift
and I want to make sure you use it to your full potential.�
Landmark is a good school, but you�re going to need a special type
of education.�

����� Hermione smiled to herself.� She knew it would be easy to
convince her father to let her go to Hogwarts.� All she needed to
tell him was that it was run by one of the most prestigious wizards
in the world and he would be onboard.� It wouldn�t matter even if
the school was in Australia.

����� �So are you ready to go dear?� Mrs. Granger asked. �We
were going to ask one of the wizards how we get back home.�

����� �Well I want to wait for Anne to come back.� We were going
to exchange addresses.� Do you have a bit of paper with you?�

����� Mrs. Granger reached in her purse but at that moment the
clock on the wall chimed.� It was 6 PM.� Before they knew what
happened, they were being whisked away again.� A few seconds later
they were back on their couch in their sitting room.

����� Mr. Granger shook his head. �I�m never going to get used
to that.�

����� Hermione frowned as she pulled the ticket out of her
pocket.� It must have been the cause of their instant transport.�
She really wanted to exchange addresses with Anne.� She was the
first person that she�d ever met that she really got along with.�
She hoped she and Anne would be in the same school.� She wondered
if it really was a good idea to only apply to Hogwarts.� Only time
would tell.

-----

����� �Hermione, I believe this letter is for you,� Mrs. Granger
called from the kitchen when she heard her daughter descending the
stairs.

����� �Letter?� Hermione repeated. �But it�s Sunday, there�s no
post.�

����� Hermione walked into the kitchen and saw a large barn owl
sitting on the kitchen counter, near the window.� Apparently owl
post did run on Sunday.� Mrs. Granger was giving the owl furtive
looks as if she didn�t know whether or not it was appropriate to
take a letter from an owl that wasn�t addressed to her.� So
Hermione rushed forward and took the envelope from the owl�s beak.�
It hooted happily, obviously glad to be relieved of its burden.

����� �Can I get you something before you leave?� Hermione asked
the owl cordially.� The owl hooted excitedly.

����� �Here,� Mrs. Granger handed her daughter a piece of
toast.

����� Hermione tore a bit off and gave it to the owl who
accepted it with an appreciative hoot before taking off out the
window.

����� �Friendly mail carriers those owls,� Mrs. Granger
commented casually as Hermione sat down at the kitchen table. �Wish
our postman was nearly as nice.�

����� �Uh huh.� Hermione was busy examining the envelope.� She
knew instinctively where it was from, Hogwarts.� It had been a
little more than two weeks since the New Witches and Wizards Summer
Session.� This must have been the answer she was waiting for.

����� She opened the envelope tentatively and removed one of the
pieces of parchment from inside.

����� Mrs. Granger finally noticed what she was reading and came
up behind her daughter, curious for the verdict. �Well�� she asked
finally.

����� Hermione�s face was white with shock. �Here, see for
yourself,� she handed the letter up to her mom.

����� Mrs. Granger started reading allowed, �Dear Ms. Granger,
we are pleased to inform you that you�ve been accepted into
Hogwarts School of Witchcraft and Wizardry�.� her voice trailed
off. �You got in!� she said excitedly.�

����� Hermione jumped out of her chair in excitement. �That�s
right!�

����� �What�s all the hubbub?� Mr. Granger entered the room now
in a green house robe.

����� �Hermione made it into Hogwarts!� Mrs. Granger answered
excitedly

����� �As if we had any doubt.� Mr. Granger said hugging his
daughter proudly. �She�s a Granger and Grangers can do
anything!�

����� �So you�re not mad then that it�s so far away,� Hermione
asked timidly.

����� �Not at all,� her father said jovially. �If it�s the best
school for your wizarding education then that�s where you�ll be
going.� No questions asked.� In fact,� he said with a rare twinkle
in his eyes. �I�ve already called Landmark and told them you won�t
be attending next year.�

����� �Really?� Thanks dad!� Hermione said hugging him
again.

����� �You can thank me by doing your best.� I want to hear that
you�re studying hard and becoming the best witch you can be.� This
will be the first time you�ve been away from home to go to school.�
I trust you�ll be the mature young lady we raised you to be and
that you�ll stay focused.�

����� �I will, dad,� Hermione promised sincerely.

����� Mrs. Granger was reading the second sheet of parchment in
the envelope now. �Oh� we�re going to have a time finding these
school supplies.�

-----

����� The Grangers decided to go into London the next weekend to
get Hermione�s school supplies.� They took the train in instead of
driving, since they didn�t know exactly where they would be going.�
Hermione made sure to bring along the wizard�s map of London which
turned out to be very helpful as it kept pointing out the correct
directions to go.� It told them to take the underground to the
Tottenham Court Rd. station.� Then from here it was a short walk
down Charing Cross Road to reach the entrance to Diagon Alley which
the map called the Leaky Cauldron.� Hermione walked down the
street, her parents in tow, studying the map closely.� She stopped
suddenly and looked up.�

����� �Ah, we�re here.�� She pointed to a shabby looking
building.

����� Mrs. Granger gave her daughter a puzzled look. �Hermione,
there�s nothing here but a boarded up old building.�

����� �You don�t see the sign?� Hermione asked them. �It says
�Leaky Caldron.��� Both adults shook their heads.

����� �Hmm,� Hermione looked down at the map again.� Another
caption had appeared above the dot that symbolized the Leaky
Caldron.

����� It read: �Those with muggle guests should note that the
Leaky Caldron is not completely muggle-proof to allow limited
access for muggle friends and family of wizards to gain access to
Diagon Alley.� Muggles need only to be touching a witch, wizard, or
other creature of magic to be able to see the entrance.�

����� Hermione folded the map again and shoved it in her bag.
�Here, take my hands, both of you.�

����� Her parents complied.� Mrs. Granger gasped.� Mr. Granger
gave a snorting noise. �I think I liked the boarded up building
better.� Hermione are you sure this is the place?� It�s just a
pub.�

����� �I�m positive.� she confirmed as she dragged them into the
Leaky Caldron.

����� The pub seemed almost completely deserted.� T







2. The Agonizing Train Ride

Chapter Summary: This deals with Hermione’s train ride
and what happened between the two times she entered Harry’s Cabin.
We also see get to see Parvati and Lavender at their finest.

--- Begin Fic Here ---

Hermione threw another set of clothes into the large trunk at
the foot of her bed. She was packing to go to Hogwarts. She still
had over a week before she had to go, but she was too excited to
wait. She wanted to see how much she could take with her.

Throughout the weeks that followed their trip to Diagon Alley
Hermione spent all of her free time reading her text books and the
other books she’d gotten from Flourish and Blott’s. She’d learned a
great deal and even practiced a few simple spells that she’d
learned from “The Standard Book of Spells: Grade 1.”

Hermione had also learned about what it meant to be a
muggle-born witch. At first, wizard and witches with no discernable
magical lineage were shunned from the wizarding world. But over the
last two thousand years, that way of thinking changed considerably.
Muggle/Wizard marriages were also quite common as well. She was
also pleased to learn that Hogwarts, since its establishment four
thousand years ago, had always accepted all magical pupils
regardless of lineage and from what she read about Albus Dumbledore
he was also a fan of good wizard/muggle relations. This made her
feel much more comfortable about her choice of school.

Of course their were still witches and wizards out there with a
much less progressive view of muggles, muggle-born wizards and
witches, and muggle/wizard coupling. Hermione only hoped that now
that she had a better understanding of the wizarding world, she
would fit in nicely.

She also read up on Magical History. She was intrigued to find
out that there had been actual magical wars fought through the
years that muggles weren’t even aware of. There was even a time
when a master of the dark arts, Voldemort, was reeking havoc,
killing wizards and muggles alike, and trying to take over. He had
been brought down only ten years ago by an unlikely hero: a baby
boy named Harry Potter, the only known survivor of the avada
kedavra killing curse. Voldemort had tried to use this curse to
kill the young boy but it simply rebounded back to him. However
nobody knew if Voldemort was really dead and no one in the magical
world ever spoke his name. Hermione decided against telling her
parents that only ten years prior the entire magical world was in
turmoil and that the man responsible for this was still rumored to
be around biding his time.

She had of course read “Hogwarts: A History” several times over
and now knew everything there was to know about the school, it’s
heritage and it’s four school houses; Gryffindor, Ravenclaw,
Hufflepuff, and Slytherin. She knew without a doubt that she wanted
to be in Gryffindor. Dumbledore was in Gryffindor and it seemed to
be the type of house for those who wanted to excel. Ravenclaw also
seemed like a good fit; those in it seemed geared for studying and
academics which is definitely where her father wanted her to go.
But Gryffindor seemed to offer more to Hermione. It wasn’t just for
those who wanted to excel academically, but excel in general, take
chances and really find out what they can do as a witch or wizard.
That’s what Hermione really wanted.

All in all, Hermione was excited to be leaving and going off to
Hogwarts, away from the trauma of her earlier school years. She was
finally going to be around people who were like her. She knew that
if she just tried hard enough, she would be able to fit in and
really be happy at the school.

The trunk was finally full. She was packed. Now all she had to
do was wait. In a week and a half she would be on the way to
Hogwarts and her new life.

-----

“Platform 9 ¾, Dear: are you sure?” Mrs. Granger asked timidly
as she, her husband, and Hermione stood staring at the barrier
between platform nine and platform ten at King’s Cross Station.
They were still confused as to why Hermione had to take a train to
Hogwarts when they had already experienced the magic of
instantaneous transport when they went to the summer seminar.

“I’m positive,” Hermione said with a smile. She was already
wearing her wizards robes. She didn’t want to look out of place on
the train but this did get her strange looks from some bystanders.
“I read all about it in ‘What the Muggle Can’t See Won’t Hurt Him:
A Guide to Muggle Proofing in the 20th Century.’ Don’t worry; I’ll
be perfectly fine. All I have to do is walk towards the barrier and
I’ll pass right through. It’ll work for me because I’m a
witch.”

Hermione stopped herself. She realized that she was talking very
quickly and spouting out unimportant facts. She was definitely
becoming increasingly nervous.

Mrs. Granger recognized this trait too. She smiled down at her
bushy-haired daughter. “Don’t worry Hermione; I’m sure everything
will be okay. Go ahead. I’m guessing we won’t be able to go in with
you so we’ll just say good-bye here.”

“Thanks,” She hugged both of her parents and then proceeded
cautiously towards the barrier pushing the trolley with her
trunk.

-----

A few seconds later, she was standing on platform 9 ¾ staring at
the huge scarlet engine that was the Hogwarts Express. There were
dozens of other students pushing trunks as large as hers and she
could hear the hooting of owls echoing all around the platform. It
was utterly amazing.

“Hi I’ll take that for you,” said a friendly attendant. He took
the trolley with her trunk on it. “You’d better get on the train.
It'll be leaving in a few minutes and you know those cabins
fill up fast.”

“Oh no,” Hermione thought wildly. “I hadn’t even
thought of who I’m going to sit with.”

Anxiety began to build as she looked around at all the little
groups on the platform. It seemed like everyone already had
friends. She didn’t know anyone yet. What was she going to do?

Undaunted, she stepped into the train and began to look around.
All of the compartment doors were closed. She walked down the
narrow corridor until she finally decided to brave the unknown and
open a door. To her relief, there were only two girls sitting in
the compartment.

“Uh, hi, my name is Hermione Granger. Can I sit in here?” she
asked timidly.

“I suppose,” said one of the girls. “My name is Pansy, she’s
Millicent.” The other girl grunted but said nothing.

Hermione gave a half grin and sat down, wondering what she had
gotten herself into.

“Granger…” Pansy said slowly. “I’ve never heard of that
wizarding family. Where are you from?”

Hermione gulped. This is what she feared most. “Uh, well my
family isn’t a wizarding family. See my parents are muggles. I just
found out this summer that I’m a witch.”

“Oooo, a mud-blood.” Pansy snickered. Millicent joined in.

Hermione laughed nervously. She had no idea what the girl was
talking about but she didn’t want to seem like an idiot.

“I’m sure a girl of your standing would fit well in Hufflepuff,”
Pansy continued.

“Well, uh actually I was hoping to get into Gryffindor. I read
all about the four houses in ‘Hogwarts: A History’ and I really
think that Gryffindor would be the best fit for me. I mean, after
reading about Godrick Gryffindor in ‘Great Witches and Wizards of
the Old Era’…” Hermione realized she was rambling again and stopped
herself. “Anyway what house do you two want to be in?”

“Slytherin,” Pansy answered without hesitance. “They’ve one the
house cup the past six years. Of course I can understand why you
wouldn’t want to be in Slytherin. I mean, a muggle-born like you
definitely belongs in Gryffindor. You’ll fit right in.” She started
giggling again.

Hermione felt herself turning red. This definitely wasn’t going
well. She had been around girls like Pansy long enough to know when
they were being insulting but she still had no idea what a
“mud-blood” was or what she had said or done to make Pansy dislike
her.

“Oh no, my stupid rambling has already gotten me in
trouble,” she thought. She decided to keep her mouth shut.

Thankfully, Pansy suddenly changed the subject. “I heard that
Harry Potter is starting at Hogwarts this year too.”

Hermione’s ears perked. Harry Potter, the boy who lived, was on
the Hogwarts Express. She would be going to school with a living
legend. In her summer reading she had read several books that
mentioned the name of the baby boy who brought down the dark lord
Voldemort, but she never realized that he would be starting school
the same year as her and at the same school no less.

She wondered if she would be able to meet him or even talk to
him just once. He was bound to be the most popular boy in the
entire school. He probably already had a ton of friends. Why would
he want to associate with a stupid little nothing muggle-born witch
when he was on his way to probably being the greatest wizard in the
modern era? Still, just to be able to see him would be
something.

Hermione let all of these thoughts float in her head as Pansy
prattled on. “… and just because of some fluke when he was a baby,
he’ll probably get special treatment from the professors.”

Hermione realized very quickly that Pansy didn’t seem to like
anyone. She had been around enough people like her to know that she
wouldn’t be making any new friends here. Millicent didn’t seem to
say much but judging from the way she laughed at everything Pansy
said, this was definitely a lost cause. She would have given
anything for an excuse to leave.

As if in answer to her silent prayers, there was a knock on the
door. A round face boy stuck his head in. “Excuse me, have you seen
a toad. I seem to have lost mine,” he said in a sad sort of
voice.

Pansy laughed again. “A toad! You brought a toad! Well I can
understand why it would run away. Obviously it’s ashamed of having
such a stupid master to deal with.”

Hermione had had just about enough of Pansy’s snide remarks. “Oh
shut it. I swear you don’t have a descent thing to say about
anyone.” She stood and pulled the boy out of the cabin. “Come on,
I’ll help you find your toad.” She gave a quick look back. “I did
see two toads in here, but they’re both too ugly and foul tempered
to be yours,” and with that she left.

“I can’t believe that girl,” Hermione mumbled furiously.
“Thinking she’s better than everyone else. Well I’ll show her. I
may not be from a ‘wizarding family’ but I’m just as much a witch
as she is.” She suddenly remembered that she was dragging the round
face boy with her and he looked extremely confused. “Oh I’m sorry.
Those two just made me so mad. My name is Hermione Granger.”

“Neville Longbottom,” the boy said. “Nice to meet you. Thanks
for helping me find Trevor.”

“Who?”

“My toad,” he reminded her.

“Oh right,” Hermione was still fuming over the incident. It had
put her in a terrible mood. “Well I guess we better get started
then.” She headed for another compartment door and slid the door
open not hearing Neville’s protests of, “but I just tried
there.”

Inside the compartment were two boys, one with glasses and
straight black hair that seemed to go all over the place and
another with flaming red hair who was holding a wand.

“Has anyone seen a toad? Neville’s lost one.” She still had a
trace of irritation in her voice as a residual from her encounter
with Pansy.

“We’ve already told him we haven’t seen it,” the red headed boy
said with a matching tone of irritation.

But Hermione didn’t really hear him because her attention was
immediately drawn to the wand in the boy’s hand. Obviously the boy
was doing magic. This was the perfect opportunity to see how real
wizards did magic. “Oh, are you doing magic? Let’s see it then.”
She sat down.

The red headed boy hesitated but then started in confidently
saying “Sunshine, daisies, butter mellow, turn this stupid fat rat
yellow.”

“Right,” thought Hermione. “Now this boy’s making fun
of me too. Like I’m supposed to believe that was a spell. Do I have
muggle-born stamped on my forehead or something? How can everyone
tell? Maybe it’s my teeth.”

Hermione decided to show the boy that she wasn’t as stupid as
she must look. “Are you sure that’s a real spell?” she started,
giving him a “you must be an idiot” look. “Well it’s not very good,
is it? I’ve tried a few simple spells just for practice and it’s
all worked for me. Nobody in my family’s magic at all,” she added
with satisfaction. “It was ever-such a surprised when I got my
letter but I was ever-so pleased of course. I mean it’s the very
best school of witchcraft there is, I’ve heard. I’ve learned all
are course books by heart, of course. I just hope it will be
enough. I’m Hermione Granger, by the way. Who are you?”

She realized all too late that instead of gloating her
nervousness had kicked in once again and she was rambling,
practically spilling out all of her insecurities to these perfect
strangers.

“Hermione, shut up, just shut up for once. At this rate
you’ll never make any friends.” Judging by the look on the
boy’s face she was right. He obviously thought she was an insane
muggle girl who needed to be sent home. She chanced a look at the
other boy in the moment of silence. She couldn’t read his
expression as clearly but she felt like she was being drawn into
his green eyes. “He’s kind of cute. Maybe if I dig myself out of
this hole I could…”

“I’m Ron Weasley,” the red headed one said, interrupting her
thoughts.

“Harry Potter,” said the other boy.

Hermione felt faint. She was glad she was sitting down. She had
just made a complete and utter fool of herself in front of the one
person on the entire train that really mattered. She opened her
mouth to say something, anything, that could put her in this boy’s
good graces but she soon regretted it as she heard herself
talk.

“Are you really?” she started with fake surprise. “I know all
about you of course. I got a few extra books for background reading
and you’re in ‘Modern Magical History’ and ‘The Rise and Fall of
the Dark Arts’ and ‘Great Wizarding events of the 20th
Century.’”

“Am I?” Harry asked, looking dazed.

At first, Hermione thought he too was making fun of her. “Of
course he knows all of this. It is him after all. I’m so
stupid.” But something in his green eyes, she couldn’t stop
staring at them, told her that he was genuinely clueless. He wasn’t
making fun of her.

Hermione opened her mouth again to try and start a real dialogue
with him. “Goodness, you didn’t know? I’d have found out everything
I could if it was me. Do either of you know what house you’ll be
in? I’ve been asking around and I hope I’m in Gryffindor. It sounds
by far the best. I hear Dumbledore himself was in it. But I suppose
Ravenclaw wouldn’t be too bad.”

“Rambling… rambling!” Hermione screamed silently to
herself.

“Anyway we better go look for Neville’s toad,” she said finding
her escape.

Neville still stood silently in the doorway.

“You two had better change. You know, I expect we’ll be there
soon.” She backed out of the door and closed it before turning
around and collapsing against the wall.

“I am so stupid,” she muttered to herself. Neville had already
become occupied with searching for his toad again and was a few
feet away from her now. “Why does that always happen to me when I’m
nervous? I just made an idiot of myself in front of Harry Potter.
Why me?”

She thought about her encounter with Harry Potter while she
continued to help Neville in his search. He wasn't quite what
she had expected. She had imagined Harry Potter as a braggart who
wouldn't have anything to do with a witch or wizard who
wasn't as skilled as he was. The boy she met was quiet, almost
pensive.

But then again, there was that red headed kid, Ron. He
definitely had an ego problem. If that was the kind of person the
famous Harry Potter hung out with, there was no chance for someone
like her to get close to him.

“Oh well,” she thought. “I’m sure I can make other
friends.”

At one point, Hermione decided to take a detour to the front of
the train to find the conductor. They were approaching the castle.
The thought of actually being able to see Hogwarts for the first
time made her stomach jump.

“Hey, give him back!” Hermione heard Neville shout.

She snapped out of her thoughts and saw that down the hall, some
taller boys were gathered around Neville. They were tossing
something around, a toad.

“What are you doing? Give that back to him,” she said as she ran
down the corridor to face the bullies.

“Oh and what are you going to do about it.” One of the boys
said, smirking at her.

“Nothing,” another boy answered for her. “She’s just a stupid
little first year.”

With that, he grabbed the toad and started racing down the
corridor. The others followed, screaming and shouting all the
way.

Hermione gritted her teeth. “Stupid little first year am I?” She
pulled out her wand. Her temper was rising. She had had enough of
all of the teasing and torment that this trip had brought her. She
raised her wand and muttered a few choice words. Immediately a
stream of blue fire flew from her wand to the boy with the
toad.

He was so shocked that he dropped Trevor. “What the…” His robe
caught on fire and he ran off to extinguish himself. His friends
followed laughing.

Neville took off after the toad. “Trevor, come back here.”

There was more chaos in the corridor as several more people went
running by her in all directions. Hermione found herself once again
in the threshold of Harry and Ron’s compartment. She didn’t really
know how she had gotten there again but one look at the mess in the
compartment told her something was amiss.

“What has been going on?” she asked concerned.

But the red headed boy, Ron, ignored her seemingly more
concerned about a rat than her question. He started talking to
Harry as if she weren’t even there.

It was then that she realized that she hated this boy. At least
Pansy had the decency to be rude to her openly. Ron was the limit.
He acted like she didn’t even exist and he treated her like a
moron. Since he was obviously Harry’s close friend, Hermione knew
there was know way she could ever make friends with him either.

She turned to look at Harry, and found once again that she was
trapped by his eyes. Something about them just seemed… different.
His expression always seemed innocent and pure, but then why did he
keep such horrid company?

“Can we help you with something?” Ron asked impatiently,
snapping Hermione out of her thoughts. She realized that she had
been standing there, staring like an idiot for several minutes.

“You’d better hurry up and put your robes on,” she said with an
equal tone of impatience. “I’ve just been up to the front to as the
conductor and he says we’re nearly there. You haven’t been
fighting, have you? You’ll be in trouble before we even get there.”
“And it’ll serve you right,” she added silently.

“Scabbers has been fighting, not us,” Ron retorted. “Would you
mind leaving while we change?”

Hermione returned the scowl. This had by far been the worst trip
of her life. She wanted nothing more than to reach out and slap Ron
but instead she left saying, “Alright. I only came in here because
people outside are behaving very childishly, racing up and down the
corridors. And you’ve got dirt on your nose, by the way. Did you
know?” She added with a hint of satisfaction in her voice.

“Stupid git,” she added mentally to herself.

The train was slowing and as she started down the corridor to
find another compartment to sit in, she made a vow to herself. She
was going to be the best. There wouldn’t be a witch or wizard at
Hogwarts that could touch her. She would show them all: Pansy,
Millicent, Ron, all of the stupid people she’d met so far. They’d
rule the day they teased this muggle-born witch.

-----

Reading it in a book was nothing like experiencing it for
herself in real life. Standing there, in front of the entire school
for the sorting ritual was by far the worst form of torture she had
experienced all day.

All she could do to calm her nerves was continuously cycle
through all the spells she had memorized over the summer and hope
that having all of this knowledge would trick the sorting hat into
thinking she was a fully fledged witch and not a muggle-born. Then
she’d have a chance of getting her wish and becoming a part of
Gryffindor. So tricking a hat that could read your mind wasn’t
exactly the best plan in the world, but it was the only one she
could come up with.

“Gryffindor!” the sorting hat shouted and the sandy haired boy,
Seamus Finnigan, rushed off to the Gryffindor table. So far he was
the second Gryffindor to be named. Lavender Brown was the first,
and if Hermione wasn’t mistaken the next name that would be called
would be…

“Granger, Hermione.” Professor McGonagall’s voice cut through
her thoughts.

Hermione practically ran to the stool and jammed the sorting hat
on her head.

“You don’t honestly think I’m that gullible,” said a voice in
her ear. “I wasn’t enchanted yesterday, you know.”

Hermione was very confused. She hadn’t expected the hat to
actually be able to talk to her.

“Of course I know you’re a muggle-born and that doesn’t really
matter. I see you have everything it takes to meet your hearts
desire, so I’ll grant your wish and send you to… Gryffindor!”
Hermione was about to take the hat off and go to her chosen table
when she heard another whisper from the hat. “Be yourself, Hermione
and you’ll get all of your heart’s desires.”

She took off the sorting hat, wondering how much of her
insecurities the hat had gotten into. Trying not to think of it,
she went to the table and sat beside the house prefect.

-----

Later, during dinner, Hermione learned that the house prefect
that she was sitting beside was an older brother of that horrible
boy Ron. Apparently he had three of them, all in Gryffindor. But
unlike Ron, Percy the prefect was extremely kind to her and as
eager about studying as she was. She was actually able to have a
descent conversation with the fifth-year student.

“Hopefully I’ll meet more people like him,” she thought
to herself. Even though Percy wouldn’t be in any of the same
classes as her, at least he was in the same house and that meant
there was at least one person so far she knew she could talk to;
even if he was the brother of that vile Ron Weasley. Hermione had
scanned the entire room but she never did see the red-headed girl,
Anne, she had met earlier that summer. She guessed she had gone to
another school.

On the other side of Percy was none other than Harry Potter. He
too had made it into Gryffindor, along with his lapdog Ron.

She noted that once again, he didn’t say much. Why was that boy
so quiet? Was it that he didn’t associate with the “little people”
choosing to let Ron talk for him? Was it that he had something he
was hiding? No matter how hard she tried, she just couldn’t get any
sort of reading on the boy.

Professor Dumbledore was standing now. Hermione turned her
attention to the high table to listen as he gave a few
announcements.

-----

As it turned out, Hermione only had two roommates, Lavender
Brown and Parvati Patil. They seemed nice enough, but far too girly
for Hermione’s taste. All they seemed to know how to do was giggle.
It was clear these two would become the best of friends, what
wasn’t clear was if Hermione would be able to fit in too.

“Why does everything feel like it’s a test,” Hermione
thought to herself as she walked into her room and sat on the bed
that had her trunk at the foot of it.

“This place is amazing!” Lavender squealed as she plopped down
on her bed.

“Yeah, it’s so beautiful,” Parvati added as she entered. “I
wonder what Padma’s dormitory is like.”

“I can’t believe you two are in different houses. That’s so
weird, you’re twins.”

“Yeah I know but I guess we’re different in our own way,”
Parvati said. “It would have been cool having her here though.”

Lavender examined the curtains around her bed. “This place has
everything.”

“I love the subtle magic everywhere,” Hermione added. “The
candles automatically light at night. Almost all the paintings were
done by Sanderson Selvington, one of the greatest wizard painters
of the old era. Then there are the magical corridors that were
enchanted by Godrick Gryffindor himself as another way to teach
students of Hogwarts how to use their environment to their
advantage. Did you know that if you know the right charms, you can
go anywhere in the castle in a matter of minutes by making the
halls and stairs shift to where you want. There must be over fifty
secret rooms here.”

Lavender and Parvati were staring at her. “Whoa, where did you
get all of that from?” Lavender asked.

“Hogwarts: A History.” Hermione answered knowingly. She was
beginning to wonder if anyone else in the entire school had ever
read the book. How could you go to a school that you didn’t know
anything about?

Lavender bounced lightly on her four-poster. “So do you know any
charms that could get us over to the boy’s dormitories?” she asked
with a giggle. “I wonder what there rooms are like.”

Hermione didn’t have an answer to that.

“I just want to know what Harry’s dorm is like,” Parvati added.
“Can you believe he’s actually in our house? I could just die.”

“He’s going to be the most famous wizard at Hogwarts,” Lavender
said dreamily.

“Do you think he already has a girlfriend?” Parvati asked.

“A little too soon to be thinking about that,” Hermione said
with more disdain than she had intended. “You don’t even know the
boy.”

“I can get to know him,” Parvati said with a slight sulk.

“I’m not sure about that,” Hermione said as she fell back on her
bed exhausted. “He doesn’t talk much. He lets that Ron kid do all
the talking for him, I’ve noticed. He barely said a whole sentence
to me when I met him.”

“You met him!” Lavender and Parvati both jumped on Hermione’s
bed now. “What was he like?” Lavender asked.

“What did he say?” Parvati pressed.

“Pretty much nothing,” Hermione said, shocked at their response.
“Like I said, that rat, Ron Weasley did most of the talking. You’d
think they were joined at the hip or something.” Maybe her disdain
for Ron was a little out of hand.

“That’s weird.” Lavender had a rare pensive look on her face. “I
heard Harry Potter had to live with muggles all his life away from
the wizarding world. How would he know the Weasley family?”

“Really?” Hermione had never known that. None of the books that
talked about Harry Potter mentioned that he went to live with
muggles. It sort of made sense though since both of his parents
died. Maybe his only living relatives were muggles.

“So he’s just like me. He grew up never knowing about his
powers or anything about the wizarding world.” Hermione
realized she and the famous Harry Potter actually had a lot in
common. She thought back to the haunting look that she had seen in
his eyes on the train. Maybe, he was just as lost and confused and
scared about this new world as she was. Maybe he just latched on to
the first person that was nice to him and that’s why he’s friends
with Ron. If only she could find a way to talk to him.

“I’ll bet you I can get him to talk to me first.” Parvati was
telling Lavender. They were still on Hermione’s bed.

“Oh please,” Hermione said with a huff as she sat up again.
“He’s not a prize to be won. He’s just a boy like everyone else.
It’s stupid to just go throwing yourself at him.”

Parvati gave Hermione a brief look of disdain but then her smile
returned. “Well I guess we know you won’t be any competition.”

“I’ve got other things to worry about,” Hermione said in a half
mutter as she collapsed on her bed again. “I mean this is a school
isn’t it.”

She didn’t have time to worry about Harry Potter, or her ditzy
roommates. She had a school to conquer. It was time to show
Hogwarts what she was made of.










3. Pansy's Big Mouth

Chapter Summery: Covers Hermione’s first few weeks in
school including the incident in their first flying lesson. Only
this is what really happened… from Hermione’s point of
view.

--- Begin Fic Here ---

“Dear Mom and Dad,

My first week has been great. I love all of my classes,
especially transfiguration. It’s really difficult but it’s well
worth it. Professor McGonagall told me in private that she thinks I
have real potential (and that’s something coming from the toughest
teacher at Hogwarts). The only class I’m not really sure about is
Defense Against the Dark Arts. Professor Quirrell doesn’t seem to
be the type of person who can teach us much about defending against
dark magic; although he does seem to know a fair bit about trolls.
I guess time will tell.

The castle is wonderful. Everyday I find something new and they
certainly don’t let us starve. The meals are great, I don’t know
how they prepare them all but they must have a huge kitchen staff.
My dormitory is wonderful. Living in the Gryffindor house is
everything I imagined it would be.

All in all, everything is going well. There are lots of other
witches and wizards here who are just like me so I don’t feel too
out of place. I’m looking forward to starting flying lessons soon
so I’ll b sure to write you after my first class this week. I hope
you two are doing well. I know your practices are pretty busy
during this time of the year. I can’t wait to see you for the
holidays.

Love from,

Hermione”

Hermione rolled over on her back on her bed and re-read her
letter. Satisfied, she folded the parchment and climbed off the
four-poster. She walked down the stairs to the Gryffindor common
room and waved a silent hi to Parvati, Lavender, Padma, and some
other first year Ravenclaw girls that she hadn’t met as she headed
through the portal to the corridor. It was their Friday afternoon
break and these girls were spending this free time having a lively,
giggle-filled conversation. Hermione didn’t need to hear what they
were saying to know that the topic had to be boys. It was always
boys.

Hermione had tried, she really had tried, to be a part of their
group and join in on their conversations, but she couldn’t bring
herself to be that vapid all the time. Lavender and Parvati just
didn’t share the same interests as she did. It wasn’t that they
were mean to her. On the contrary, they were always very nice and
polite even though they didn’t really understand her. They were
good roommates, but Hermione just couldn’t open up to them, or
anyone else for that matter.

The only person she’d really talked to was Percy Weasley, the
house prefect, but that was mostly about classes. Everyone else
thought Percy was pompous and smug but he never treated Hermione
that way because she was just as interested in advancing at
Hogwarts as he was. Percy was always eager to shell out some advice
to Hermione, and the young witch could hold her own in any verbal
debate. Even so, Percy wasn’t the kind of person she’d be willing
to open up to about her personal life.

Hermione thought about her first few days at Hogwarts as she
made her way towards the owlery. She hadn’t lied to her parents;
she was having the time of her life at Hogwarts so far. It was
everything she dreamed of and more. She had already earned close to
one hundred points for Gryffindor. She already had a good start
with all of the studying she had done over the summer. All of her
teachers were impressed, except Snape, the Potions Master and head
of Slytherin house. He seemed to dislike everyone, a trait all
Slytherins seemed to possess from their head of house down.
Hermione often wondered how they got along with each other.

Snape was by far the worse though, being a professor.
Gryffindors had they potions lessons with the Slytherins and Snape
was more than unfairly biased. He seemed to use this class as his
own personal torture session for the Gryffindors and his main
target was Harry Potter.

She thought back to her first potions lesson, which was earlier
that day. Snape had given Harry a personal pop quiz in front of the
whole class, asking him questions no first year could have possibly
known the answer to; well except Hermione of course, but the
professor never gave her the chance.

It was still rare, even after several days of school, to see
Harry talk. Occasionally she would see him talking with his
roommates during meals, but other than that he seemed to confide
only in Ron.

This time though, Ron couldn’t do his speaking for him. Snape
was drilling him and only him for the answers to these complex
questions. Hermione had tried to help. She figured if she could
just get Snape to call on her, he’d leave Harry alone. But no
matter how high she raised her hand, the professor had ignored her.
He was intent on making a mockery of Harry Potter. All Harry could
say was “I don’t know,” except for when he added, “I think Hermione
does though. Why don’t you try her?” causing Hermione to blush.

Of course, all of the classes weren’t that intense. In fact, her
first transfiguration class earlier that week was memorable in its
own humorous way. Apparently Parvati was serious about trying to
get Harry to notice her. She had plopped down right beside him in
and did everything she could to get his attention from batting her
eyes, to trying to whisper something Hermione couldn’t hear.
Parvati was so engrossed in trying to get Harry’s attention that
she failed to notice McGonagall standing right behind her.

“Ms. Patil!” she shouted after two full minutes of watching
Parvati’s antics. “If you are quite finished displaying your skills
as a mime to Mr. Potter, I’d like to continue on with class.”

Harry hadn’t even noticed what Parvati was doing so hearing his
named mentioned caused him to blush as well as Parvati. It was all
Hermione could do to keep from laughing.

“Serves her right,” she thought as she opened the door
the owlery. Even this many days after the event, Hermione still
couldn’t think about the scene without cracking a smile.

She found the nearest school owl and tied her letter to its leg.
It took off immediately without any further prompting. She wondered
if her mother would be able to see through the letter and know that
she hadn’t really made any friends yet. She didn’t want her folks
to worry about her. Even though she hadn’t formed any tight bonds,
she was still much happier than she had been at her old school.
That was enough for her.

Still…

She constantly played back the sorting hat’s final words to her.
“Be yourself, Hermione and you’ll get all of your heart’s
desires.”

What she desired most was someone she could really be friends
with, who would accept her for who she was and not judge her or
hate her because she was smart. It wasn’t that she wanted someone
who was just like her or as into studying as her. She didn’t need a
clone. All she wanted was someone she could be herself around and
know that they would always be okay with that, no matter how
strange she could be. She wanted… a best friend.

As she left the owlery, her thoughts once again went to Harry
Potter. He’d never teased her, but he’d never really talked to her
either. He was raised with muggles, but he was by far the most
famous wizard at Hogwarts. He had probably come to Hogwarts looking
for a friend just like her, but unlike her, he had no problems
finding someone who would want to be his friend. What would have
happened if she had found Harry Potter first?

“Bloody unfair,” she muttered as she headed towards the
library.

-----

Anyone who knew Hermione would have been able to tell instantly
how nervous she was the morning of their first flying lesson.

“You see, flying is really very easy as long as you know the
proper techniques,” she said lively during breakfast. “I read all
about it in ‘Quidditch Through the Ages.’ I mean who better to
learn about broomstick flying from than from professional quidditch
players. Of course, there is some skill and practice involved but
it’s just like anything else, once you’ve studied the technique,
you’re halfway there. I’m sure it will be fine.”

She stuffed a piece of toast in her mouth to shut herself up,
but it was no use. The moment she swallowed, she knew that she’d be
talking again. She couldn’t help it. Of course since no one else
knew this about her, she guessed she sounded as pompous and smug as
people accused Percy of being.

“I wonder if Percy gets nervous a lot and that’s why people
think he’s pompous,” she thought to herself. “Then again he
doesn’t seem to prattle on like I do. Maybe really smart people
always seem pompous when they’re really nervous. Now that actually
did sound pompous. It’s a good thing I didn’t say that out
loud.” Hermione suddenly realized that not only was she
rambling aloud, she was even rambling in her thoughts. It was then
that she realized just how much flying really terrified her. She
didn’t even know why. It wasn’t like she was afraid of heights.

It was actually more like she was afraid of failing. She had to
admit to herself that flying wasn’t something you could learn from
a book. After two weeks of outshining everyone in her classes, she
didn’t want to look like a complete idiot on a broomstick. To top
things off they had flying lessons with none other than the
Slytherins. Just what she needed, to make a fool of herself in
front of Pansy Parkinson. So far Hermione hadn’t been able to give
the girl much ammunition for her insults, but one slip up during
flying and she knew she’d never hear the end of it.

As if in answer to her silent prayers to have a distraction from
thinking and talking about flying, the mail owls arrived. A large
barn owl landed in front of her with a letter. She opened it
eagerly. She rarely got mail and it was always from her parents but
she didn’t complain. In the entire time they’d been there, she’d
only seen Harry Potter get one letter. Maybe his family didn’t like
using owls as mail carriers. Hermione’s folks had gotten used to it
very quickly and loved how fast the owls delivered letters back and
forth.

As she had expected, the letter was from her mom.

“Dear Hermione,

If I’m right, you’ll be receiving this letter during breakfast
right before your first flying lesson this afternoon. So the first
thing I should tell you is hush up. What will your friends think of
you if they hear you rambling on about whatever book you poured
over last night to prepare you for this.”

Hermione grinned. If anyone understood Hermione, it was her
mother, having known her for eleven years. She continued the
letter.

“In any case, dear, I’m sure you’ll do just fine today. I’m glad
to hear that you’re enjoying classes and school in general but
don’t forget to enjoy life as well. I know in time, you’ll find the
right way to balance both.”

Hermione tucked the note away in her robes and began to feel a
bit better about her upcoming class. It was then she noticed Draco
Malfoy and two other Slytherins standing at the table near Harry,
Ron, and Neville. Professor McGonagall was also there, though she
seemed to be leaving. Malfoy dropped something on the table and
left with his friends. From the angry looks on Harry and Ron’s
faces, she realized she must have missed some sort of fight.
Whatever it was, McGonagall had broken it up and now it was time
for them to leave for their first class.

-----

“Up!” Hermione ordered. The broom by her side barely moved. She
wondered vaguely if maybe it was so old, it couldn’t respond
correctly. The handle had been broken at some point and repaired by
spellotape.

Other brooms had done exactly what Madame Hooch had said they
would do, which was fly up into their hands. Why wasn’t this
working for her? At least Pansy was having the same problem.

“Up!” she shouted at her broom again, though this time it was
more of a plea.

The broom slowly rose to her hand. Hermione wondered if it was
out of pity. No matter, at least she had gotten this far.

“Now mount your broom like so,” Madam Hooch said, demonstrating
on her own broom.

Hermione mimicked her example; keeping in mind everything she
had read the previous night.

“Very good Ms. Granger,” the teacher said. “Perfect form.”

Hermione let out a sigh of relief as the teacher passed her. So
far so good. Even Neville, who was right beside her, was getting
the hang of it and he was the most nervous of them all.

Now all they had to do was fly up, hover for a bit and fly back
down. It seemed simple enough.

Then she noticed Pansy Parkinson whispering something slyly to
Draco Malfoy. They were both chuckling about something. Then Pansy
looked up from their conversation and muttered something in
Hermione’s direction.

“Did she just cast a spell at me?” Hermione wondered.

Then it happened. Before Madam Hooch had had even blown her
whistle, Neville was in the air. He was floating higher and higher,
a look of shock and fright on his face. Hermione looked up at him
and then across to Pansy, who was laughing hysterically with
Malfoy. What had just happened?

Now Neville was falling. He landed with a loud thud only a few
feet away.

“Poor Neville,” Hermione heard Parvati sigh on the other side of
her. “He shouldn’t have kicked off so hard.”

“But he didn’t kick off.” Hermione said whirling around.
“I was right beside him. His broom just started on its own.”

But nobody heard her. All of the Gryffindors were gathering
around Madam Hooch who was leaning over Neville’s still body. If he
hadn’t been a wizard, the fall probably would have killed him. As
it was, he just had a broken wrist. Madam Hooch picked up a very
distraught Neville and started walking him to the hospital wing.
Before she left, she made it very clear that if anyone attempted to
fly while she was gone they’d be expelled.

As soon as they were gone, the Slytherins started laughing.
Hermione was sure that Pansy was the cause of the accident; she
just couldn’t prove it. No one saw what really happened except for
her and Malfoy, and he certainly wouldn’t tell.

And speaking of Malfoy, it seemed he was causing even more
trouble. “Look, it’s that stupid thing, Longbottom’s Gram sent
him.” He held a small round object in his hand now. Hermione
recognized it immediately as a rememberall. She had read all about
them in “101 Magical Objects to Make Your Everyday Life
Easier.”

Harry Potter approached Malfoy slowly, but deliberately. “Give
that here, Malfoy.” He spoke softly, but there was a notable trace
of anger in his voice.

Hermione did a double take. Harry Potter spoke! He was actually
going to stick up for Neville and on his own, without Ron’s help.
From the stunned silence that followed the statement, it seemed
that everyone else was equally shocked at what was occurring.

Malfoy, however, would not be so easily swayed. He hopped on one
of the school broomsticks and took off into the air. When he was
level with the top of a nearby tree he called, “Come and get it
Potter.”

Everyone turned from Malfoy to Harry. Without hesitation, he
mounted his broomstick.

“No!” Hermione shouted. She knew as well as everyone else that
Harry couldn’t fly. What if he got hurt like Neville, or worse? She
had to stop him. “Madam Hooch told us not to move. You’ll get us
all into trouble,” she added quickly thinking that he’d back down
if he thought his friends might be punished for his actions. But it
didn’t work. Harry was soon in the air.

Hermione’s mouth dropped, Harry Potter was not only flying, but
he was flying well. Her thoughts drifted back to the speed and
grace of the quidditch players in “Quidditch Throughout the Ages,”
and saw the same sort of natural skill in Harry’s flying. It was
like he belonged in the air. How could he have been raised by
muggles and be that good?

“Look at him go!” Lavender squealed as they watched Harry dart
towards Malfoy. “He’s amazing. The best flyer I’ve ever seen.”

Hermione looked towards the knot of Slytherins nearby. Pansy was
fingering her wand. Was she going to do the same thing to Harry
that she had done to Neville? It was supposed to be impossible to
curse most brooms, but the school brooms were probably so old that
they had lost most of their protection.

Ever so casually, Hermione pulled her wand from her pocket.
Everyone had their eyes on the midair duel between Draco and Harry.
Now Harry was diving expertly, about to catch the rememberall and
land safely. Pansy’s eyes glinted malevolently as she raised her
wand.

“Expelliarmus,” she whispered. Her disarming charm wasn’t
powerful enough to send Pansy’s wand souring through the air like
it was supposed to, mainly because she had whispered it, but it did
the trick. Pansy’s wand was knocked from her hand as if someone had
bumped into her. It gave Harry plenty of time to get down to the
ground without any interference. Everyone was applauding and
slapping Harry on the back until…

“Harry Potter!” It was the unmistakable voice of Deputy
Headmistress Minerva McGonagall. Her outraged cry was so unexpected
it caused Hermione and several other students to jump.

Apparently she had seen everything and the look in her eyes told
everyone that she was far from pleased. Despite protests from all
of the Gryffindors present, she dragged Harry off into the
castle.

“You Jerk!” Hermione whirled on Malfoy in an instant. “This is
all your fault. You should have gotten punished too! And you,” she
said spitefully to Pansy. “I know what you were up to.”

“And what are you going to do about it Hermione,” Pansy retorted
snidely.

Hermione raised her hand to slap the girl but then she heard the
distant blow of a whistle.

“That will be enough from you two.” Madam Hooch had returned.
“Back to your brooms, all of you. This lesson isn’t over.”

Hermione stormed back to her spellotaped broom, fuming and well
aware of Pansy’s silent giggles behind her. Her mind was already
racing to form a plan to get her back. To her great delight, the
opportunity came just before the end of the lesson.

As it turned out, flying wasn’t nearly as difficult as she
thought it would be. Twenty minutes into the lesson, Madam Hooch
had them hovering slowly over the courtyard practicing altitude
control.

Hermione was high in the air now. The wind was much stronger up
here and she used this as a chance to practice controlling her
broom. She was getting very good at it.

Pansy Parkinson shot up to where she was. “Ooo, Hermione, better
not fly too high. You may end up just like fat crybaby Neville,”
she shouted over the wind.

“You’re a snake; you and all your Slytherin friends. I don’t
know how you did it but I saw you cast some sort of spell on
Neville’s broom.”

“The great Hermione Granger doesn’t know something?” Pansy
teased. She moved her broomstick towards Hermione’s.

Afraid she was going to try something, Hermione whipped out her
wand instinctively.

Pansy laughed but stopped moving. “You are a big baby aren’t
you? Just like all the Gryffindors. If I’d wanted to knock you off
that broom, I’d have done it a long time ago. I was just going to
tell you how I got Neville, seeing as how I know you can’t bare not
to know something.” She was still shouting over the wind.

This gave Hermione an idea. She muttered, “sonorous,” before
putting her wand away.

Pansy laughed again, completely mishearing Hermione’s spell.
“Ooh, aren’t we polite dear, but you don’t have to say sorry to me.
It’s not your fault you’re a nothing little muggle-born half-breed.
And as for Longbottom, I didn’t have to enchant his broom, all I
had to do was put a hovering charm on him, he was such a nervous
little baby, I knew he’d immediately grab onto his broom and
everyone would think he just couldn’t control it.”

“You’re get yours,” Hermione said scowling.

“You wish.” Pansy gave her a wicked grin. “Like anyone would
ever believe you.”

Just then they heard the familiar whistle of Madam Hooch calling
them back to the ground.

Hermione made sure she went down behind Pansy. She pulled out
her wand again, making sure to keep one hand firmly on her broom.
“Quietus,” she muttered as she pointed the wand at Pansy’s back.
Hopefully that did the trick.

“That’s it for today’s lesson and Ms. Parkinson, come with me,”
Madam Hooch had a rare look of pure anger in her eyes.

Pansy was completely surprised. “What?”

Madam Hooch grabbed her by the arm and dragged her towards the
castle. “Of all the nerve, casting a spell on Neville, you should
be ashamed of yourself. We’ll see how funny you think it is to hurt
another student when you’re serving a full week of detention in the
hospital wing; and 50 points from Slytherin.”

“Why’d she have to open her big mouth and shout about it for the
whole class to hear?” Malfoy said angrily. “That stupid girl.”

The Gryffindors were all laughing. “And to think she would have
gotten away with it if she’d just kept her mouth shut instead of
gloating about it to Hermione,” Ron said. “Guess she didn’t know
the wind would carry her voice like that. I can’t wait to tell
Harry. Maybe McGonagall’ll ease up on his punishment when she finds
out the whole story.” The other Gryffindors nodded in
agreement.

Hermione opened her mouth to tell them that it was she who had
tricked Pansy using the sonorous spell that she’d learned from
“Magical Theory” but once again no one was listening to her. She
sighed; no one ever listened to the mouthy know-it-all. She had
single handedly saved Harry earlier and gotten revenge on Pansy and
no one would ever know. Harry’s reckless heroism had earned him, if
possible, even more fame among the students, but her cleaver spell
work had profited her nothing. She was still just as unpopular and
just as invisible.

“Bloody unfair,” she sighed as she walked into the castle a few
feet behind the rest of the Gryffindors.







4. The Midnight Adventure

Chapter Summary: Hermione’s outing with Harry, Ron and
Neville where they first get to meet our favorite three headed
dog.

--- Begin Fic Here ---

There were many things in the magical world that Hermione was
grateful for, and one of them happened to be the silencing charm.
She had learned very quickly that Lavender’s snores rivaled that of
a jet engine. Parvati could sleep through the third world war so it
never bothered her, but after reading “Fantastic Beasts and Where
to Find Them,” Hermione was sure that Lavender’s snores were far
worse than the maddening song of the African Fwooper. So she
quickly learned how to cast a silencing spell and it had worked
wonders for their sleeping arrangements, so long as Lavender never
found out.

Still, this particular night, Hermione couldn’t sleep even with
the silencing charm blocking Lavender’s snores. The events of the
day were still rolling through her mind.

As it had turned out, Harry Potter hadn’t gotten in trouble for
his antics in the courtyard. Professor McGonagall had instead
gotten special permission from the headmaster for Harry to join the
house Quidditch team as seeker. He needed special permission to do
this because first years weren’t even allowed to have a broom let
alone join their house teams.

Hermione thought back to Pansy’s words on the train ride,
”…and just because of some fluke when he was a baby,
he’ll probably get special treatment from the professors.” She
hated to admit it, but Pansy was right.

Hermione sighed. She knew that she was jealous. She was jealous
of Harry Potter for being so famous and so loved, and so happy
while she was stuck being invisible and miserable. Okay, so it
wasn’t Harry’s fault that he was popular. He hadn’t even known who
he was until this year, right? So why did it bother her so
much?

She rolled over in bed. It had to be what happened at dinner
that night. It was then that she realized how reckless and
self-centered Harry and Ron really were. They had challenged Malfoy
and one of his cronies to a wizard’s duel at midnight. Harry was
going to break the one rule that Hogwarts professors, especially
McGonagall, held sacred: students were not to be out of bed after
their curfew.

This was all Ron’s fault, Hermione decided immediately. Ron was
Harry’s best friend and she could tell that he was constantly
pushing Harry in the wrong direction. Hermione had watched as Ron,
not Harry arranged the midnight wizard’s duel. He was just trying
to ride Harry’s coattails and what better way to do that then to
push him into being the “hero” that everyone expected him to be.
Each harebrained scheme that Harry got away with made him more
popular and that made Ron more popular for being his best friend.
And what did it matter to Ron if Harry finally got in trouble or
hurt for listening to him?

This stupid wizard’s duel, it was a trick and she knew it.
Malfoy had no intention of going. Hermione had overheard him and
Pansy laughing about how they’d figure out a way to get Harry in
trouble. She’d tried several times to talk them out of it, but they
wouldn’t listen. Apparently the more popular Harry became, the more
unpopular she became. It was a terrible reality she only just
beginning to face.

She rolled over again. “So what if I’m bossy, I know I’m
right. He shouldn’t be dong this. He’ll get in trouble; Gryffindor
will get in trouble, and for what? So Harry and Ron can get just a
bit more fame.”

Hermione sat up and looked at her watch; it was nearly time. She
couldn’t sleep; not until she stopped them. She climbed out of bed
and pulled a pink bathrobe over her nightgown. Then she snuck
quietly out the door and down the stairs to the common room.

No sooner had she found a seat in one of the large armchairs did
she hear the sound of feet descending the opposite stairway. It was
Ron and Harry. She was half hoping they’d chickened out. Now she
really was going to have to confront them. This would definitely
get ugly.

They didn’t even notice her as they walked towards the portal.
So she flicked on a lamp and called out to them. “I can’t believe
you’re going to do this, Harry.”

The look on Ron’s face was a mixture of anger and shock. Harry,
as usual, was hard to read, but it almost seemed as if he couldn’t
believe he was doing this himself. Perhaps he felt guilty about
breaking two school rules in one day. Maybe there was still a
chance to talk him out of it.

Ron started hissing at her to go to bed and soon they were
arguing. “I almost told your brother you know,” she countered. Ron
knew that Percy had befriended the young witch and probably would
have believed her if she told on them. In truth, Hermione had never
had any intentions on telling Percy; she just liked seeing Ron
squirm.

Harry had made up his mind. “Come on,” He told Ron as he pushed
open the portal to the corridor.

Hermione followed after them, jumbled thoughts swirling around
her head. Why was it that no one ever listened to her? It was bad
enough that she was constantly fighting with this brainless git,
Ron, but she was beginning to notice that Harry always acted as if
the only person that was there was his best friend. He didn’t have
the decency to tell her off himself. Ron did almost all his yelling
for him. At least Harry gave Malfoy the courtesy of speaking to him
when he was mad at him. She was lucky if Harry told her to shove
off. Did that make her even lower than Malfoy that Harry didn’t
even waste words on her?

“Can’t he tell that I’m just worried about him? He should be
glad someone is worried about him, goodness knows Ron
isn’t.”

She was still arguing with Ron. “Go, away!” He told her for the
second time.

What was the use, Harry wasn’t even listening. Why should she
even bother caring? If they lost points for the house for this
little stunt, maybe they wouldn’t be as popular tomorrow morning.
She’d had enough of Harry Potter and Ron Weasley. She wasn’t going
to lose anymore sleep over these two idiots. “All right, but I
warned you,” she said with a hiss. “You just remember what I said
when you’re on the train home tomorrow.”

She turned on her heels to reenter the common room, but the
portrait hole had swung shut and the Gryffindor guardian, the Fat
Lady, was gone. Without their guardian in the picture, Hermione was
trapped outside.

“Now what am I going to do?” she said with a sigh.

Behind her she heard Ron say, “That’s your problem,” as he and
Harry started down the corridor.

Hermione stood at the portrait, fuming. She could stay and wait
for the Fat Lady to return. It seemed the most logical thing to do,
but then an idea hit her.

There was a very good chance that Harry and Ron would get
caught; she knew it. They’d get detention, or points taken, or some
sort of punishment, but if she were with them… she knew enough
spells and secrets about Hogwarts to keep them all out of trouble.
She could see it now. They’d be walking down a hall, and Filch or
his cat Mrs. Norris would spot them. Then Hermione would use some
clever trick to avoid getting caught.

“Hermione that was great,” she imagined Harry saying
after they narrowly avoided detention. “We’d have been caught if
it wasn’t for your quick thinking. Ron and I would have never been
able to do that. You’re so amazing. I should never have listened to
Ron and snuck out tonight anyway. You were right.” She smiled
to herself. Perhaps it wouldn’t go quite that well but it was
possible.

She spun on her heels and ran after them.

“I’m coming with you,” she announced as she caught up with
them.

As expected, Ron started in on her. “You are not!”

“Do you think I’m going to stand out here and wait for Filch to
catch me?” she asked him. “If he finds all three of us…” she
quickly made up a fake excuse. “I’ll tell him the truth: that I was
trying to stop you and you can back me up.” Hermione held back a
smile as she watched Ron’s eyes grow with shock and surprise. She
liked pushing this boy’s buttons. She wondered if that meant she
had a sadistic side.

“You’ve got some nerve,” he sputtered.

Another fight would have ensued if Harry hadn’t shushed them
both. “I heard something.”

They crept slowly towards the noise. “Mrs. Norris?” Ron said
breathlessly.

As it turned out, the noise was Neville’s soft snoring. He’d
been locked out of Gryffindor tower all night. “Why can’t I have
him for a roommate?” Hermione thought absentmindedly as Neville
jerked awake, “he doesn’t snore nearly as loud.”

-----

It was a group of four that now silently swept through the dark
castle. Ron was fuming by now. Hermione was silently running
through all the spells she could think of in anticipation of having
to use one to get them out of a jam. Now that Neville was in the
group, things could get tricky. He had a tendency of being
clumsy.

“Where are we going?” Neville finally asked Hermione in a barely
audible whisper as they headed up a flight of stairs.

“Ron and Harry challenged Malfoy to a wizards duel,” she
explained quietly so that the others couldn’t hear her, “but Malfoy
isn’t really going to show up. Instead, Ron and Harry are going to
get caught out of bed after curfew and get us all in trouble.”

“Oh… I see… I think.” Neville said slowly.

They’d reached the trophy room. It was the moment of truth.
Hermione sighed as she watched Harry preparing for Malfoy’s
arrival. She knew they wouldn’t have to wait long, and that it
wouldn’t be Malfoy arriving.

Sure enough, after several long minutes of waiting, they heard a
noise in the other room. It came so suddenly that Hermione almost
jumped out of her skin. It wasn’t Filch, it wasn’t Mrs. Norris, it
was Filch and Mrs. Norris.

Harry started out the room quickly and quietly with the others
in tow. They could hear Filch urging Mrs. Norris on. He was getting
closer. Hermione began to think furiously. It was her time to
shine, but how would she get the four of them out of this.

They were headed down a long corridor full of suits of armor.
Then it came to her. Hogwarts had a lot of secret corridors and
rooms, some of which still hadn’t been discovered, but she’d read
about a few of the more well known ones in “Ancient Magical
Buildings and the Secrets They Hold.” This corridor had a secret
passageway behind a suit of armor they could escape through. They
were getting close to it. All she needed to do was get the others
to follow her.

She tapped on Neville’s shoulder to get his attention but this
was a big mistake. Neville was so jumpy that the moment he felt
Hermione’s touch he let out a squeal and started running. He
tripped over Ron and they went toppling into the suit of armor just
before the one rumored to be concealing the passage.

Hermione could have killed him for his stupidity. Instead of
successfully sneaking away and her being a hero, they were forced
to make a mad dash down the hall. She had no idea where they were
going. It seemed that Harry’s only plan was to get as far away from
Filch as possible. At some point they went through another secret
passageway behind a tapestry. Hermione was familiar with this one
as well, but she had long since abandoned her plans of saving the
day.

They stopped near their charms classroom. Hermione had never run
so hard in her life and vaguely remembered why she hated gym at her
former school. She was in a very bad mood now. “I told you,” she
started in on Harry. “Malfoy tricked you. You realize that don’t
you? He was never going to meet you. Filch knew someone was going
to be in the trophy room. Malfoy must have tipped him off.”

“This is the part where you say, ‘You’re right Hermione I
should have listened to you,’” she added silently to herself,
but she knew that wasn’t coming.

Harry gave her a look that told her all too well that he knew
she was dead right, but instead of admitted it he turned to Ron and
said, “Let’s go.”

“One of these days, you’re going to have to speak to me,
Harry Potter.” Hermione thought. “And it’ll be more than
just to tell me to sod off.”

She was about to mentally tell off Harry some more but her
thoughts were interrupted by the sudden appearance of Peeves the
resident Hogwarts poltergeist.

Upon seeing the foursome, he let out a squeal that was louder
than the noise that Ron and Neville had made earlier when they
crashed into the suit of armor.

“Shut up, Peeves, please,” Harry pleaded. “You’ll get us thrown
out.”

“Oh now he worries about getting thrown out.” Hermione
thought irritably. She knew how to handle the poltergeist. She’d
read all about them in “Ghouls, Trolls, and Other Household Pests.”
She just needed her wand. Hermione reached inside her bathrobe and
realized for the first time that she hadn’t thought to bring her
wand. She was about to ask Harry for his when Ron made the biggest
mistake of the night. He tried to take a swipe at Peeves.

“Oh here we go!” Hermione thought as Peeves began to
sound the alarm. They took off down the hall again until they
reached a locked door.

Ron was trying desperately to open it, but it was spelled shut.
“We’re done for,” he said frantically. “This is it.” They heard the
sound of footsteps coming closer and closer.

It was then that Hermione realized that this was her chance.
This was the moment she had been waiting for, her chance to save
the day.

Wasting no time, she pushed Ron out of the way, grabbed Harry’s
wand and pointed it at the lock. “Alohomora.” The door opened. They
raced inside and shut it quietly behind them.

Hermione smiled with self-satisfaction as she slipped Harry’s
wand back in his hand. She had done it. “Not exactly as I
planned, but it worked. I proved how useful I can be.” Now all
she had to do was wait for Harry to congratulate her for her
brilliance.

She turned around to take a good look at the room they were in
and froze. They weren’t in a room; they were in another corridor, a
corridor with a three-headed dog, a three-headed dog that was so
massive, it looked as if it could eat her in one bite. Hermione
heard Neville whimpering beside her, but she was frozen in
panic.

“Okay, Hermione, don’t panic. It’s a three headed dog, you
should know something about this.” But nothing came to mind.
None of the books she had read including, “Fantastic Beasts and
Where to Find Them” had ever mentioned anything about giant
three-headed dogs. She stared at it from heads to toe. It was
standing on a trap door. Hermione did a double take.

“What’s a trap door doing under a giant three-headed dog?
Better yet, what is a giant three headed dog doing in a school. Did
I miss some announcement about a giant three-headed dog? Why can’t
I move? I really really want to move or at least say something. I
should say something. This isn’t at all what I had planned. I was
supposed to be saving us from detention, not getting us
killed.”

She felt Harry grab her arm as he toppled out the door.
Apparently Neville had finally gotten his attention. Hermione
didn’t know. All she knew now was that she had to run, run as fast
as she could away from the monstrous dog.

-----

All in all, the night had turned out to be far worst than the
previous day. Hermione was in a really bad mood now. She was glad
to be back in the safety of the common room again, but she was also
mad, mostly at herself for thinking it was a good idea to go
gallivanting around the school in the middle of the night with the
three stooges. Instead of being the hero for once, she was now the
girl who almost got them killed. What a great way to be
remembered.

Neville looked like he’d never recover from the shock but after
a while Ron and Harry began discussing the giant dog, trying to
figure out where it had come from and why it was there.

Hermione had finally had enough. She told them about the trap
door. She had been the only one staring long enough to actually
take in the entire scene. It was obvious that the dog was guarding
something. She felt her temper rising and her ranting was
definitely reflecting this, so she decided to head to bed before
she got in another fight with Ron.

“I hope you’re pleased with yourselves,” she said to Ron as she
stood. In her mind, this was still all his fault. “We could all
have been killed, or worse, expelled.” She realized too late that
she had gotten the order wrong but she was too mad to care. “Now if
you don’t mind, I’m going to bed.” She stormed up the stairs,
ignoring Ron’s snide response.

“I’m never doing this again. Next time, I’ll just let them
get in trouble or killed by a giant three-headed dog. Being popular
just isn’t worth this kind of madness.”

As if things hadn’t gone badly enough, Hermione realized
immediately when she entered her room that the silencing charm had
worn off.







5. True Courage

Chapter Summary: This introduces a new aspect of
Hermione’s life at Hogwarts (that I completely made up) about where
she disappears off to when she needs some time alone. In addition,
we get to see the battle with the troll from Hermione’s point of
view.

--- Begin Fic Here ---

Ever since that close encounter with the three-headed dog,
Hermione had kept her promise to herself to stay away from Harry
and Ron. She felt really stupid for even trying to hang around with
them before. What had she been thinking? Traipsing around the
castle at all hours of the night in the vain hope that she might be
able to save the day and make the famous Harry Potter like her.
She’d never done anything that dumb in her entire life. What was it
about Harry that made her even consider it?

Whatever it was, she knew that it was probably best for her
sanity to stay away from him. It had been a whole month and she
still hadn’t made any friends at the school. It was getting cooler
and she was getting lonely. Aside from Percy, Hermione did spend a
lot of time with Neville Longbottom, but it was mostly to help him
with potions class. Snape had taken an immense dislike to Neville
who consistently messed up every assignment. It was all Hermione
could do just to keep him from failing. Neville was of course very
grateful for all of Hermione’s help and kindness. At least he
didn’t think she was a bossy know-it-all. Snape had quickly caught
on to this though and had banned Hermione from partnering Neville
in potions class.

However, like Percy, Neville wasn’t the kind of person Hermione
wanted to open up to. Maybe she was just being picky. Or maybe,
deep down inside she still wanted the chance to really talk with
Harry without making a fool of herself or making him mad at
her.

Hermione had taken to exploring the castle on her own during her
free time. She needed to do something besides going to the library
with Neville, and the castle was amazing.

One particular afternoon, she had found a secret passage that
led to one of the high ramparts of the castle. It was actually a
stroke of luck that let her stumble upon the stairwell up to the
ramparts. She was walking down a hall near Gryffindor tower
entrance completely engrossed in a book she was reading. She didn’t
realize that she had taken a wrong turn and after a few minutes she
crashed into a stone statue. When she looked up, she saw part of
the wall opening up behind the statue. Something she had touched on
the statue had triggered it. It was only large enough for her to
crawl through at first, but after a few minutes, the passageway
opened up to a huge staircase.

After a few minutes of climbing, she’d reached a trap door. This
one was locked but a quick “alohomora” charm solved that problem.
She pushed the door open and was met with a beautiful sight as she
ascended onto the ramparts. From up here, she could see the
Quidditch field, the forbidden forest, and far beyond. A cool
breeze flowed through her hair as she looked all around.

She realized how perfect this place was. Hopefully no one else
knew about it, and that meant she could get away from the crowd of
the common room whenever she wanted and just come here to relax.
She found out that the way to open the passageway was to kick the
statue in the shin. After that, she went up to this secluded spot
almost every day afterwards.

It was particularly nice to go up during the cool autumn
evenings and watch the various house quidditch teams practicing.
She was close enough to see what was going on but far enough away
that nobody noticed her sitting on the castle wall. Harry was of
course practicing with the Gryffindor team. He was an amazing flyer
and Hermione could see that he would make a great seeker. Watching
him fly was like poetry in motion… but it was still unfair. She
couldn’t understand why they would bend the rules just for him. She
had even gone to Professor McGonagall and voiced her concern about
it, but the head of Gryffindor house had her heart set on winning
the Quidditch Cup and couldn’t be persuaded otherwise.

A few weeks after her night adventure with Harry, Ron, and
Neville, Hermione was up on the ramparts watching the Gryffindor
house team practice and also reading a new book she had found in
the library that dealt with alchemy. It was the night before
Halloween and she was looking forward to the upcoming feast. As the
last rays of sunlight began to fade, she was just about to leave
when something behind her startled her.

“Enjoying the show?” Hermione whirled around. It was Fred,
another one of the Weasleys, sitting on his broom. Apparently, she
had been wrong about not being able to be seen from the quidditch
field.

“Oh you scared me,” she said nervously. “What are you doing up
here?”

“I should ask you the same thing,” Fred quipped. He climbed off
of his broom and stood on the ramparts. “I thought you didn’t break
school rules. You wouldn’t want one of the professor’s catching you
up here.” Hermione opened her mouth to answer but Fred just
laughed. “Don’t worry, I won’t tell anyone about your little
secret. To be honest, George and I found that hidden passage behind
the statue years ago. We just never used it because it didn’t lead
anywhere useful. Glad to see you’ve found a use for it though.”

It seemed that every member of the Weasley family was nice
except for Ron.

“I honestly didn’t think anyone could see me all the way up
here,” Hermione admitted.

“Well to be honest, I really couldn’t see you. In fact no one
could, ‘cept for Harry.”

“Harry?”

“Yup, he’s the one who pointed you out to me and George. I guess
that should be expected. He’s got the eyesight of a seeker, that’s
for sure. He asked me to come up here and see if you’d talk to
him.”

“What?” She knew Fred and George were renowned practical jokers
and wondered if this was one of them.

But Fred just shrugged. “I dunno, I just said I’d do the relay.
He said something about burying the hatchet.”

“Well if he wants to talk to me, he can do it himself,” Hermione
said haughtily. “He’s got a broom doesn’t he? Tell him to fly up
here.”

“Sheeze, don’t kill the messenger.” Fred said hopping back on
his broom. “I’m just doing the bloke a favor.” He flew off.

Hermione sighed as she reflected on the brief conversation. Why
did Harry want to talk to her? It didn’t make any sense. He had
plenty of opportunities to talk to her before hand and never did.
What was different now? It was probably the fact that Ron wasn’t
around. He probably figured it’d be okay to talk to the unpopular
girl if he wasn’t seen by anyone he knew. Maybe, he felt guilty
about the way he had been treating her. Well she wasn’t going to
give him the satisfaction of clearing his conscience while no one
was looking. If he wanted to talk to her, he could do it in front
of the other Gryffindors.

Still… it was nice knowing that Harry Potter actually wanted to
talk to her.

“Ugh… he treats me like dirt for weeks and I melt just at the
thought of talking to him. I’m almost as lame as Parvati.” She
headed towards the trap door.

-----

“Ooo, he’s looking over here,” Lavender squealed.

Hermione had joined Lavender and Parvati at the table in the
common room they were using for studying. Obviously, Hermione had
already spent a great deal of time studying earlier that day on the
ramparts. This was just another attempt to maintain good
relationship with her roommates.

Lavender and Parvati weren’t really studying though; they were
reveling over Parvati’s most recent attempt to get in Harry’s good
graces. During their last Defense Against the Dark Arts class,
Parvati had shown off her knowledge of Harry’s claim to fame.

Hermione mentally recalled some of the more memorable moments of
Parvati’s speech. “And because of the amazing and mysterious
powers that Harry Potter possessed, he was able to, as a small
baby, defeat the greatest dark wizard of all times.” Hermione
had almost gagged when she heard that and Harry had looked like he
was sinking in quicksand.

“I think he was really impressed with you,” Lavender was saying
now. “You’re so lucky.”

Hermione lowered the book she was reading and looked in the
direction they were pointing. Harry was indeed looking right at
their table, but when they’re eyes met, he turned away. What was he
playing at?

“Hermione, are you listening to me?” Lavender pressed.

“Huh,” Hermione said coming back to reality.

“I swear girl, you read too much. You’re going to fry your
brain. I was saying that you need to watch out for Ron. I overheard
him telling Harry at lunch that he wished there was a way that he
and Harry could get you to help them with their schoolwork.”

“Fat chance,” Hermione scoffed. “I’d rather hear you snore.”

“What?”

Hermione caught herself. “Nothing. I’m just saying there’s
nothing Ron Weasley could say or do that would make me want to help
them.”

Lavender shrugged. “Well, I’m just saying he seemed to be
cooking up some scheme.”

So that’s what was going on. That was why Harry suddenly decided
he wanted to talk to her that evening. Be nice to the smart
unpopular girl so you can get what you want. She felt like she was
in a bad muggle teen movie. Well she wasn’t going to fall for it.
Ron and Harry would have to find some other gullible genius girl to
con because it wouldn’t be her, and Parvati and Lavender certainly
didn’t qualify… for the genius part at least. She picked up her
books and marched purposely up the stairs to her dorm.

-----

Hermione didn’t know whether to be angry or amused.

On the one hand, for some odd reason that she couldn’t
understand, Professor Flitwick the Charms teacher had paired her,
class genius, with Ron, class clown, for their levitation lesson.
She wondered vaguely if this was another one of Harry’s tricks to
get Hermione to warm up to them so she could help them with their
classes. She figured if anyone could persuade a professor to do
what they wanted it was the famous Harry Potter.

On the other hand, Ron’s stupidity had reached an all time high
in Hermione’s opinion. She suppressed a grin as she watched Ron
smack poke and prod the feather they were supposed to make float,
shouting the magic words completely wrong.

She watched him flap his arms around a bit longer and then
finally stopped him. “You’re saying it wrong,” she said as she
tried to demonstrate the right way to do the spell.

Hermione quickly found out that Ron wasn’t the teachable type.
“You do it then, if you’re so clever.”

So she did. “Wingardium Leviosa.” The feather began to
float.

She turned and smiled at Ron as Professor Flitwick praised her
in front of the class. “See, I told you,” she said with purposeful
smugness.

“You’re such a know-it-all,” Ron said seething.

“You’ll have to do a lot better than that, you stupid git.”
Hermione countered. “Besides, that’s not a good way to treat
someone you’re trying to get tutoring from.”

“Tutoring, from you?” Ron scoffed. “I’d rather be dropped in the
middle of the forbidden forest with ten of those three-headed dogs
after me.”

“You’re just jealous because I’m at the top of our class and you
can barely scrape bottom.”

“Well if having good grades means I can’t have any friends and I
have to be hated by everyone, then I think I’ll pass, thank
you.”

Hermione opened her mouth but then shut it again. Her head was
swarming. She couldn’t believe that he had the nerve to say that to
her. What did he know? He was nothing but a stupid, worthless…

She wasn’t giving up friendships for grades was she? It wasn’t
wrong to want to make something of herself, to be the best witch
she could be, to graduate from Hogwarts in seven years with
everything she needed to get a good job and… and would it all be
worth it if she were miserable doing it? Was she really despised by
all of her classmates?

She was so numb, she barely heard Flitwick dismissing them from
class. She gathered her bags and rushed hastily from the classroom.
She just needed to go somewhere and think.

Harry and Ron were just in front of her. “It’s no wonder no one
can stand her,” Ron was telling his friend. “She’s a nightmare,
honestly.”

Hermione felt her eyes watering. She just couldn’t take it
anymore. She ran off towards the nearest bathroom before anyone
could catch her crying.

A few minutes later Hermione crashed through the door of the
second floor bathroom. Padma and Parvati Patil were already there.
If she hadn’t been so upset, she’d have wondered how the two girls
got there ahead of her. Parvati was in her charm’s class only a few
minutes ago and who knew where Padma had been previously. The only
logical explanation was that the twins had previously agreed to
meet there, but Hermione didn’t care about this. She quickly ran to
one of the stalls and locked herself in.

She hadn’t been fast enough. “Hermione?” she heard Parvati call.
“Is that you? What’s wrong?”

Hermione was trying not to cry but she couldn’t help it.
“Nothing! Nothing’s wrong!”

Parvati knocked on the stall door. “Come on Hermione, whatever
it is, I’m sure you’ll feel better just talking about it.”

“No I won’t.” Hermione snapped, “just leave me alone.”

“Come on,” she heard Padma whisper to her twin. “We should just
let her have some time to herself. Besides, she won’t be late to
her next class, you know that.”

“Oh… alright.” Parvati finally agreed, and they left the
bathroom.

-----

But Hermione had no intention of coming out, not for her next
class, not even for the grand Halloween feast that the school was
having that night. For the first time since she’d come to Hogwarts,
all she wanted to do was go home. She had cried for at least an
hour on and off, and she had finally come to her decision. She was
going to leave school. She couldn’t take it anymore. She was
miserable and friendless and she didn’t know what to do about it.
For all her knowledge, she couldn’t figure out a way to make
friends.

“What’s wrong with me?” she chastised herself. “Why
can’t I just be like everyone else? Why can’t I be like Parvati or
Lavender so people would like me? Why do I have to be a brainy
little know-it-all who nobody can stand? Is my whole life going to
be like this?”

She vaguely wondered if there was some sort of spell or potion
that could permanently change her personality. Or maybe she would
have to go to school in Japan; she’d read somewhere that they took
education far more seriously than the rest of the world.

“This is stupid,” she said getting off the toilet and
opening the stall. “I’ll just go to McGonagall right now and
tell her I’ve decided to leave Hogwarts and that I would be taking
the train home tomorrow… what is that smell?”

She heard the bathroom door open and something lumber inside.
She peered around the stall door and saw something that almost made
her heart stop. It was a troll, a massive, ugly, smelly,
long-armed, fat-legged mountain troll with a giant club and it was
staring straight at her, a dim look in its eyes.

Hermione gulped, but tried to keep her wits about her. If she
could just make it to the door, then she’d be safe. Trolls were
slow and stupid. It wouldn’t be able to keep up with a student
running at top speed, but then to her horror, something slammed the
bathroom door shut and she heard the lock click shut. She was
trapped. Her wand was still in her bag in the stall, which now
seemed a thousand feet away. She knew if she made any sudden moves
she was done for.

She backed up slowly until she hit the wall. The massive troll
took a few steps forward, raising its heavy club. Every muscle in
Hermione’s body seemed to lock up, she couldn’t move, she couldn’t
think. She couldn’t do anything. It was just as it had been with
the three-headed dog. She was petrified with fear. She let out a
shrill scream as the troll stormed closer punching holes in the
stalls and sinks as it went.

Then suddenly, someone burst into the bathroom. It was Harry and
Ron. Hermione didn’t know how or why they were there, but she was
glad that she wasn’t alone any more.

“You know, every time I’m in a life threatening situation,
these two are with me. Then again, I’ve only been in two life
threatening situations so far so I guess that’s hardly a
correlation. Then again, the last time this happened, it was Ron’s
fault. So I bet this is Ron’s fault too. Maybe he’s the one who
locked the door, probably thought it was funny. Wait a minute; what
am I saying? They’re saving my life, I should be grateful. Oh geez,
I’m rambling again. Why can’t I move? Come on Hermione do
something!”

She felt something pulling at her, and vaguely realized it was
Harry. He had a desperate look on his face. He was shouting
something but she couldn’t hear him. It was like someone had hit
the mute button on a muggle television. She tried to will herself
to move, but she couldn’t. Her body just wasn’t taking orders from
her mind anymore.

Then Harry left her side. “He’s not going to just lave me
here is he?” she thought to herself.

But Harry wasn’t leaving; instead he jumped on the troll from
behind, ramming his wand up its nose. He was trying to stop it from
killing them all.

“He really is brave,” Hermione thought as the troll tried
to sling Harry off. It was going to kill him if someone didn’t do
something, but what could she do, she was a witch without a wand
and to top things off, her body wouldn’t even move. She was
completely useless.

But then Ron pulled out his wand and pointed it at the troll.
She heard him yell, “Wingardium Leviosa.” He’d finally said it
right and in response, the troll’s club floated from its hands and
came crashing down on its head. The beast dropped to the ground. It
was over. Ron had done it, though by the look on his face even he
was surprised.

Hermione finally got her voice back and asked the question that
was on everyone’s mind. “Is it… dead?”

Harry shook his head. “I don’t think so. I think it’s just been
knocked out.” He bent down to retrieve his wand, which was still in
the troll’s nose.

Suddenly, several more people had burst into the bathroom.
McGonagall, Snape, and Quirrell were there now looking at the
unconscious troll and the three of them. McGonagall had a look of
pure anger in her eyes, a look that Hermione had rarely seen. She
knew instantly that they were all in trouble.

“I could have been killed. I’m supposed to be the best witch
in my grade, but I couldn’t do a thing about this troll. I mean,
it’s not like I haven’t read about them. I know all of their
weaknesses and a half dozen spells to slow them down but I couldn’t
do a thing because I was so afraid, so petrified. Harry and Ron
don’t know half as much as I do about trolls but they were brave
and selfless. They risked their lives for me. Harry’s bravery was
more than enough to allow him to defeat a troll. I guess that’s
what makes him such a good wizard.” Hermione realized just how
wrong she had been about the famous Harry Potter and how wrong
she’d been about a lot of other things.

McGonagall was still going off on Harry and Ron. She had to do
something. If Harry and Ron were brave enough to put their lives on
the line for her, then she should at least face McGonagall’s wrath
for them.

“Please Professor McGonagall, they were looking for me.” She
managed to stand, though her legs still felt like jelly. “I went
looking for the troll because I thought I could deal with it on my
own. You know, because I read all about them.” That sounded like a
plausible story. It was the sort of thing she probably would have
done had she known there was a troll lurking about. “If they hadn’t
found me, I’d be dead now,” she admitted sincerely. “Harry stuck
his wand up it’s nose, and Ron knocked it out with it’s own club.
They didn’t have time come and fetch anyone. It was about to finish
me off when they arrived.” She knew very well that if the story had
come from anyone else but her, McGonagall wouldn’t have believed
it.

She also knew that if it had been anyone else but her telling
the story, the punishment would have been far worse. As it was
though, McGonagall gave her a good scolding and took five points
from Gryffindor. Then she sent Hermione back to Gryffindor tower,
which she was more than glad to do. She bolted up two flights of
stairs and ran down corridors until she was once again standing in
front of the portrait of the fat lady.

“Pigs snout,” she panted and the portrait door flew open.

She was safe inside the common room once again. All of the
Gryffindors were sitting around eating the remainder of the
Halloween feast but Hermione didn’t move to join them. Her mind was
still racing with a million thoughts. She still couldn’t believe
what had happened. She had been saved by Harry Potter and not
because he was smarter or knew the right spells or anything like
that, but because he was reckless, and brave, and relentless. If
the tables had been turned and Harry was counting on her to save
him, would she have been able to do it? She didn’t know the
answer.

Suddenly, Ron and Harry were climbing through the portrait hole.
Hermione couldn’t even look at them. She muttered a “thanks,” and
heard them say the same to her. She had no idea what they could be
thanking her for except for perhaps warding off McGonagall’s wrath,
but how could saving someone’s life be compared with keeping
someone from getting a detention.

The two boys walked passed her to the common room, and she
followed still numb but vaguely realizing how hungry she was. She
grabbed some food and plopped down beside Lavender and Parvati.

“Are you… okay?” Parvati asked timidly.

“Uh…” Hermione barely heard the question as she ate.

She looked across the common room and saw that Harry was staring
at her again. Only this time, when their eyes met, he smiled at
her. She gave a weak smile back before stuffing the baked potato
she was eating back into her mouth. She didn’t know what Harry was
thinking but she hoped that his smile was an indication that he
didn’t hate her as much as before. Hermione finished eating
quickly, and rushed up to her dorm, once again choosing to go to
bed early rather than sit awkwardly in the common room.

As she dropped down on her bed, Hermione decided that she would
talk to Harry tomorrow. She’d apologize to him for all of the
things she’d said and done. Maybe after this life altering
experience, they really could bury the hatchet and start fresh. Or
maybe, he’d never want to speak to her again. Either way, she had
to try talking to him, but not now. Her stomach was doing
summersaults and she couldn’t think clearly. She knew that she’d
say something stupid and for once she wanted to avoid that. For
once she would spend a long time thinking before she
spoke.







6. Starting Over

Chapter Summary: In the story, after the battle with the
troll it just alludes to the fact that Harry, Ron and Hermione
become instant friends. Then it basically skips to the quidditch
match. I think it took a little more time then just the three
seconds standing at the portrait entrance. So this goes into a
little more detail of how the friendship developed.

--- Begin Fic Here ---

Hermione purposely avoided Harry the next day. She knew she
needed to talk to him, and she really wanted to talk to him, but
she just couldn’t. She could feel him looking at her in classes but
refused to look back. She thought about trying to talk to him after
dinner, but for the first time in her life, she couldn’t think of
anything to say. So instead, she decided to disappear for a while.
She went up to her hiding place on the ramparts to think and read.
None of the Quidditch teams were practicing that night so she knew
for sure that she wouldn’t be seen by anyone.

As she read, random thoughts swirled through her head. “How
stupid must I have looked, cowering against the bathroom wall? I’m
sure glad they didn’t tell anyone what happened. It would have been
all over school by now if they had. Pansy would have had a field
day. If it had been anyone else, they would have bragged about how
they saved the ‘know-it-all’ witch. I guess you can’t judge a book
by its cover, that’s for sure. Harry is a better wizard than I’ll
ever be because he has the courage I lack. It’s one thing to have
the brain of a wizard, it’s another thing to have the heart of one
and Harry definitely has the…”

“You sure do pick some weird places to read,” said a voice
behind her interrupting her thoughts. Hermione didn’t need to turn
around to know the owner of the voice. It was Harry Potter.

She didn’t move.

“You know,” Harry continued stepping onto the ramparts from his
Nimbus 2000 racing broom. “I daresay the common room is just as
accessible and a lot warmer.”

Hermione still didn’t say anything. She didn’t even put her book
down. It was like she was frozen again.

She heard Harry huff. “Are you going to just keep ignoring me? I
mean first you don’t speak to me because we almost got killed after
sneaking out of Gryffindor Tower, which by the way I’d like to
point out that we didn’t drag you along. Then you don’t speak to me
because I was made the Gryffindor team seeker. Now you’re not
speaking to me because… I saved your life yesterday? Can’t I get a
break? I mean I know you hate me but if we’re going to be in the
same house for seven years we should at least be…”

“That’s not true!” Hermione blurted out. She dropped the book
she was reading and stood to face him.

“Huh?”

“I don’t hate you; why would you think that?” Hermione asked
looking scandalized. “I mean, sure I wasn’t talking to you because
of what happened, and yes, I overreacted a little, but I don’t hate
you.”

“Oh.” Harry sat down on the castle wall. A long awkward silence
followed as both of them thought of something to say.

“What about you?” Hermione asked finally.

“Me what?”

“Do you hate me?” She knew it was a loaded question, but hoped
he’d be honest anyway.

“No, of course not,” Harry answered hastily. “I don’t think I
hate anyone; well except for maybe Snape, and Malfoy. I mean you
can be a bit bossy sometimes, and haughty, and a know-it-all.”

Hermione wondered where he was going with this.

“But I mean, you are the smartest witch in our class. I wish I
knew as much as you did when I came to Hogwarts. If you only knew
how afraid I was of being the worst wizard in my year.”

“Me too,” Hermione added absentmindedly.

Harry laughed. “Excuse me? If it weren’t for the fact that you
were a first year, you’d be Head Girl.”

Hermione could feel herself turning red. Well since she’d
already admitted it. “Well, I was so scared of not fitting in, you
know, because I’m a muggle-born, I just started reading everything
I could about the wizarding world. I figured that if I knew as much
as every other witch and wizard at Hogwarts I’d fit in. Of course,
as usual, I overdid it. But I mean, I just wanted to make a good
impression and be the best I could be. I was so sick of people
treating me like I didn’t belong. I mean after the train ride when
Pansy Parkinson was treating me like I had some sort of disease
just because I have muggle parents and Ron treating me like an
idiot, I guess I just wanted to prove to everyone that I am a witch
and that I belong at Hogwarts and in Gryffindor.”

Harry was staring at her, a mixture of confusion and shock on
his face.

“Sorry,” Hermione said looking down. “I know I ramble a lot. I
can’t help it.”

“No it’s not that,” Harry laughed. “I mean it’s that too, but I
was just thinking that I felt kind of the same way when I first
fount out. I didn’t know anything about the wizarding world and
then I find out that I’m famous. It was almost too much to handle.
Everyone thinks I’m special, but I’m not.”

“But that’s not true,” Hermione thought to herself.
“He doesn’t even know how different he really is.”

“But you never treated me like ‘the famous Harry Potter,’” he
continued. “I mean, even though we rubbed each other the wrong way,
at least I knew you were reacting to me and not ‘Harry
Potter.’”

“Well…” Hermione shook her head slowly. “That’s not entirely
true.”

“Oh really…” He seemed genuinely surprised. “I would have
thought you were the last person to be caught up in appearances. I
mean I’ve seen how nice you are to Neville. Everyone makes fun of
him for being a klutz, but you don’t. I guess I understand why you
were so mad about me getting on the house team. You want everyone
to be held to the same set of standards, but a lot of times it
seems like that doesn’t happen with me.”

“But it’s not your fault,” Hermione said quickly. “I mean, you
can’t help it that people treat you differently, and that everyone
knows your name, and that you’re in a dozen books. I mean, you’re
practically a muggle-born like me, growing up thinking magic was
just something on television or in dreams. Then it’s like your
world’s turned upside down.”

Harry gave her a half grin.

Hermione blushed again. “I know… I know… I’m rambling. I’m
sorry.” She plopped down on the ground again.

“No it’s not that,” Harry jumped off the wall. “You just
described it perfectly. I always try to tell Ron how I feel about
things around here, but he grew up in a wizarding family and
hearing about Harry Potter and sometimes, he just doesn’t see
things the way I do. But you described it perfectly. It’s exactly
how I felt when I came here. The only thing that’s really kept me
sane is…” Harry trailed off. There was silence again. Then he took
a seat beside her and started again. “You know, in a way it was
only chance that Ron and I became good friends. I met him and his
family on the train to Hogwarts. He was the first person I really
talked to. I bet if it had been you that I met first on the train
we would have become friends too.”

“Really?” Hermione was shocked that he had expressed the same
thing she had been thinking for weeks. “I think so too, I mean,
when I actually did meet you on the train it was after being in a
compartment with Pansy.”

Harry shuddered. “How did you survive?”

“Only just barely,” Hermione laughed. “By the time I met you and
Ron, I was in such a foul temper that I probably came on pretty
strong. It didn’t help that Ron was making fun of me with that
stupid fake spell of his though.”

It was Harry’s turn to laugh. “Oh that! He wasn’t trying to make
fun of you. He actually thought it was a spell his brothers had
given him to change the color of his rat. You know how Fred and
George are.”

“Really!” Hermione was shocked. “And all this time, I thought he
was being a stupid git, you know, messing with the muggle-born
witch.”

They laughed about this for a while.

“It was always Ron that rubbed me the wrong way really. I mean,
I know he’s your best friend, but he’s always got the most
hair-brained schemes. First the wizard’s duel and then convincing
you to warm up to me so that you two could get help on your
homework. I just wish you didn’t go along with everything he
said.”

Harry went quiet again. Hermione figured she had overstepped her
bounds, talking about his best friend. “Ugh, I should have just
kept my mouth shut.”

“I didn’t try to talk to you the other day to trick you into
helping us with homework.” Harry said quietly, and with a trace of
resentment. “I mean, I admit, Ron did bring the subject up at one
point, but it was a joke. I don’t even know how you heard about
that. Is that what you thought?”

Hermione squirmed. “Well I…”

“Like I told Fred and George, I just wanted to clear the air. I
didn’t think it made any sense us going around not speaking to each
other, like we’re in some stupid fight… and as for Ron…”

Hermione winced, waiting for him to lash out at her.

“He’s my best friend and he sticks by me and that’s all that
matters… but you’re right, he does come up with some weird ideas
every now and again.” He smiled.

Hermione sighed. “Ron practically told me yesterday that I
shouldn’t put academics in front of friendship. I think he was
right for once. I’ve had my priorities messed up. You and Ron had
it right all along; friendship is more important. I just hope it’s
not too late, you know, to make some friends.”

Harry nodded. “I think you’ll be okay. You’re not as bad as you
make people think you are/”

“I’m not trying to make people think I’m unapproachable. It just
comes out that way. It’s really hard for me to open up to people.
Then of course whenever I get really nervous I start rambling and
talking about facts from books I’ve read and I know it seems really
weird and people want me to shut up and believe me, even I want me
to shut up most of the time, but I just can’t help it. It’s like I
just start talking and I can’t stop and…”

Harry put a finger to her lips. “I got it.” He laughed again to
let Hermione know that it was okay. “So let me ask you
something.”

“What?”

“Why did you open up to me just now?”

Hermione shrugged. “You’re just different.”

Harry sighed. “Story of my life.”

“Oh no I didn’t mean it like that,” she said hastily. “I just
knew all along that I’d be able to talk to you about this. I mean
we have some things in common, both coming from muggle families. I
just could never work up the courage to actually try. I was too
afraid of making an idiot of myself.”

“That’s funny,” Harry said with a smirk. “As I recall, you
didn’t have much of a problem telling me off the night we snuck out
to meet Malfoy, which you were right about, by the way,” he added
casually. “Guess we should have listened, eh?”

“He said it!” Hermione could have jumped for joy right
there, but decided to keep it internalized. “Like I said, every
time I talked to you I felt like I was digging a deeper hole for
myself. If I had been nicer or not have babbled so much or
something then maybe I would have had the courage to try to really
get to know you instead of always trying to be a bossy, know-it-all
around you. I’m beginning to find out though that courage
definitely isn’t one of my strong points though, if last night was
any indication. If you hadn’t been there…”

“It was just dumb luck,” Harry said hastily. “We didn’t even
know you were in there. If we had, we certainly wouldn’t have
locked the door.”

“So that was you,” Hermione said pensively. “Well anyway, it
wasn’t just dumb luck, it was courage. The courage I didn’t have. I
was so petrified. I couldn’t even think.”

“I’m just really glad we got to you in time.” Harry said.

Hermione turned to him. The look in his eyes told her that the
thought of not getting there in time scared him.

She knew she shouldn’t be, but she was really flattered that
Harry cared that much. “I know I should be grateful you two were
breaking rules but still, it was really dangerous of you two to go
looking for that troll last night.”

Harry rolled his eyes, sighed, and then mimicked her
disapproving look. “You really do assume too much, Hermione. We
weren’t looking for the troll. Do you think we’re stupid? We were
looking for you.”

Hermione’s eyes grew wide. “You… you were?” But why?”

“I knew that you had been locked in the girls’ bathroom all
evening. You better thank Parvati for having a big mouth. When
Quirrell announced that there was a troll in the castle, I knew
that there was know way you’d know and so we snuck away from Percy
to go find you.”

Hermione felt her eyes tearing up. “You mean after all of the
mean things I said about you and Ron, well mostly Ron, you still
cared enough to risk your lives to come looking for me.” Before she
could stop herself, she flung her arms around Harry and hugged him,
completely dissolving into tears on his shoulder. “This whole thing
is all my fault. If I hadn’t been so stubborn and haughty and
bigheaded, none of this would have happened. All I wanted to do was
come to Hogwarts and make some friends and be happy but instead I
just made trouble for the one person I really wanted to be friends
with. I’m so sorry I put you through all of this.” Harry didn’t say
anything, but he patted her on the head until she finally pulled
away.

Hermione wiped the remaining tears from her eyes. She noticed
that Harry looked stunned. She guessed that he wasn’t expecting her
to be that physical or emotional. “I’m such a girl,” she
chastised herself mentally.

“I tell you what,” Harry said as he stood. “We’ll start over.
How about that?”

Hermione looked up at him. “What?”

“Like I said, if things had been different, then we probably
wouldn’t be here.” Harry helped her up. “It’s not too late to start
over.”

“But what about Ron?” Hermione asked, confused.

Harry shrugged. “He’ll come around. I actually think he likes
you.” Hermione scoffed at that. “Well hey, if you help him with his
homework then I know he’ll come around.” Harry laughed.

“That’s not funny, Harry Potter.” Hermione said, gathering her
books, but she was laughing too.

Harry went back to the castle wall and started to climb on his
broom. “I’ll see you back in the common room. I should probably get
some work done. You know how Snape is if our potions assignments
aren’t perfect.”

Hermione gave him a quizzical look. “You know, you don’t have to
fly down. You can go down the trap door with me. That way you’ll
see how to get up here.”

Harry grinned from ear to ear. “No thanks. You should keep this
place a secret. How are you going to get any peace and quiet if
you’ve got me and Ron up here with you?”

“And if you get caught, flying around so close to curfew?”
Hermione scolded light-heartedly.

“I’ll just tell them I was out doing some extra quidditch
practice. They’ll believe me. I’m the famous Harry Potter
remember?” and with that, he took off down the side of the
castle.

“You sure are…” Hermione said with a grin. She turned and headed
for the trap door feeling like a huge weight had been taken from
her.







7. The Deal

Chapter Summary: More of the developing friendship
between Ron, Hermione, and Harry… and how Hermione’s roommates
react to the sudden change.


--- Begin Fic Here ---



Hermione looked up from her book when the portrait swung open.
Harry was entering. She hadn’t actually been reading “Great
Wizarding Events of the 20th Century,” she just didn’t
want to look like she was waiting for Harry to arrive, even though
she really was. It had only taken her five minutes to make it back
to the common room from her hiding place up on the ramparts, but it
took Harry 30 minutes to arrive. She suspected that he couldn’t
help spending some extra time on his Nimbus 2000.

Harry immediately headed up to his dormitory without any
acknowledgement to Hermione or anyone else in the common room. Ron
was nowhere to be seen so she assumed he was up in the dormitory as
well.

She put the book back in front of her face and pretended to read
again; a little disappointed that Harry hadn’t come to sit with her
or even just wave at her. Even after their talk a half-hour ago,
she still felt a little nervous in his presence around the other
Gryffindors. In the back of her head, she wondered how open he
would be out their friendship. After all, she still was only barely
tolerated by her housemates and disliked by most of her other
classmates.

“Maybe if I hang out with Harry, I’ll be more popular,”
she thought absentmindedly. “I can’t believe I just thought
that! I’m not going to use my friendship with Harry to be popular.
He’s just another person like everyone else and it shouldn’t matter
that he’s considered famous. But I guess it does even if I don’t
want it to. Being closer with him is going to automatically make me
more liked by some people and hated by others, but I guess that
would be kind of the same with anyone you’re friends with, but on a
smaller level. Then again, I’m still assuming he’ll even want to be
seen with me in public, maybe the only time I’ll get to talk to him
is when I go up on the…”

“So you don’t have any homework left I’m guessing?” Harry had
plopped down in the chair in front of her. He dropped a few books
on the table they were sharing.

Hermione’s mouth dropped as she watched Harry busying himself
with pulling supplies from his bag. Without any warning or
preamble, he had just come and sat with her as if it were the most
common thing for him to do. Hermione looked slowly around at the
others in the room, from behind her large book. She noticed that
many of them, especially Parvati and Lavender looked just as
shocked as she felt.

“Harry,” Hermione hissed. “People are staring at us.”

Harry didn’t look up from the book he was reading. “I’m used to
it. You should have seen it when I was in Diagon Alley.”

Hermione thought about this. She remembered the first week that
Harry was at school, all the stares he would get when he walked
down the hall. He had to be used to people staring at him by now,
especially those trying to get a look at his scar.

“Where’s Ron,” she asked switching subjects.

“He’ll be down in a bit. He said something about looking for his
potions book.”

“Did you tell him… that we’re talking?”

“Nope.” Harry said still engrossed in his book.

Hermione’s eyes widened. “Do you really think that was
wise?”

Harry finally looked up, “Hermione you worry too much. You’ve
got to loosen up.”

“And how would you purpose I do that?” Hermione huffed.

Harry gave her a half grin. “Well I’d start by working on your
sense of humor.”

Hermione was about to tell him that she didn’t think there was
anything wrong with her sense of humor but at that moment Ron
arrived.

“Oy, I see you’re speaking to us now,” Ron said, plopping down
beside Harry. “Finally given in, eh?”

“I’m speaking to Harry,” Hermione said haughtily. “I haven’t
made up my mind about you yet.”

“Still high and mighty Hermione, I see.” Ron said as he pulled
some things from his bag. “You’d think almost getting killed by a
troll would loosen you up a bit.”

“What is it with everyone and me loosening up?”

“It’s a conspiracy, I tell you,” Harry laughed.

“No, this school work is a conspiracy,” Ron sighed as he stacked
books on the table. “An essay in every class; what are our teachers
playing it? It’s lunacy. This is no way to start the weekend.”

“You’re telling me,” Harry said. “I still haven’t gotten the one
for McGonagall done yet. She wants, 2 ½ feet. That’s way too
much.”

“Really?” Hermione said. “I’ve already done it. I have 3
feet.”

Ron and Harry shared a look that made it all too clear that this
didn’t surprise them.

“Well since you’re already done, maybe you can help me make
sense of this assignment Snape gave us,” Ron asked hopefully.

Hermione thought about this for a second. Then an idea jumped
into her head, the kind of idea that once again made her wonder if
she had a sadistic side.

“For you, Ron, anything,” she said with a sly grin.

Ron gave her a quizzical look. “What? Just like that? I’d have
thought you’d charge me 10 galleons.”

“No of course not. That would be against the agreement that
Harry and I have.” She pulled Ron’s potions book towards her.

“What agreement?” Ron looked from Harry to Hermione.

Harry looked only mildly interested in the conversation.

“Oh didn’t he tell you?” Hermione said matter-of-factly. “See,
Harry told me how you were trying to figure out a way to get me to
‘help’ you with your studies, so he and I worked out a deal. You
two get as much help with your schoolwork as you want, I guarantee
you’ll pass all your classes.”

Ron’s eyes widened. “Really? That’s great.” Ron said excited.
“Beats studying.” He finally noticed that Hermione had a sly grin
on her face. “Wait a minute. What do you get out of this deal?” he
asked skeptically.

“Harry has to marry me.” Hermione said calmly as she turned a
page in the potions book.

Ron almost fell out of his chair. “WHAT?”

Hermione made a concerted effort not to laugh. “Well not now, of
course. After we leave Hogwarts.”

“You’re kidding.” He turned to Harry. “She’s kidding right?”

“Hermione has no sense of humor, remember?” Harry said blandly,
going along with the joke.

“Harry, you can’t do this.” Ron pleaded. “It’s not worth
it.”

“Hey, I resent that,” Hermione said with mock anger.

“You have to admit Ron, you’re grades aren’t that great,” Harry
reasoned. “It’s a pretty good deal if you think about it.”

“Hermione Granger-Potter,” Hermione said dreamily. “Has a nice
ring to it don’t you think?”

Ron was turning green. “I don’t believe this. Harry, have you
lost your mind? This is Hermione we’re talking about. You
can’t marry her!”

“And why not!” Hermione said defensively, still trying not to
crack a smile.

“Yes Ron,” Harry added coolly. “Why not?”

“Because… because… well just because!”

“Oooo, that is a very good reason,” Hermione teased.

“This isn’t funny.” Ron was making such a scene that
several more people were staring at him now.

“Oh calm down, Ron,” Hermione chastised. “You have to get
started on your potions essay. Unless you want Snape to give you
detention for not having it done.”

Harry turned his book around so Hermione could read it. “Before
you do that, could you help me with the levitation charm. I just
seem to have a block for it.”

“How can you think about charms at a time like this?” Ron said
almost shouting.

“Well I figure if I’ve got to marry the girl, I should at least
milk my end for everything it’s worth. You should too, you know.
After all, I made this deal for you.”

“He’s got a point,” Hermione said in a chipper voice.

Ron started shaking his friend. “Harry, you can’t sell away the
rest of your life just for some good grades. It’s not worth
it.”

“Well it’s too late now,” Hermione, said pulling out a quill. “A
deal’s a deal. There’s no turning back. We’ve got a contract.”

Ron stood, exasperated. “I can’t deal with this. Harry, when you
two are through, I think we need to have a nice long talk.” He
stormed off towards the stairs to his dormitory.

When he was out of earshot, Hermione and Harry collapsed on the
table in a fit of laughter.

“Not bad Hermione.” Harry said when he finally composed himself.
“I can’t believe you actually got him to buy that.”

“The beauty of being known as a goodie-two-shoes is that no one
will ever suspect that you’re lying.” Hermione said with the same
sly grin.

“I think I had you pegged all wrong,” Harry admitted. “You’ve
got a bit of a dark side.”

“So when are you going to tell him?” Hermione asked, moving
Ron’s book aside.

“I think I’ll give him a couple of hours to simmer,” Harry
decided. “That should give you enough time to help me with that
charm.”

“Oh I see how it is,” Hermione gave him one of her trademark
disapproving looks. “You’d better be careful, Harry Potter. I’m
going to be a demanding wife.”

“I can imagine.”


-----



“It’s not funny!” Ron said for the fifth time. Harry and
Hermione were still laughing over the way they had tricked him the
previous night. It was Saturday morning and the trio was eating
breakfast.

“Let me take you back Ron,” Harry laughed. “‘Harry, you can’t
sell away the rest of your life just for some good grades. It’s not
worth it.’”

Ron turned red, but said nothing.

“Now you know not to mess with me, Ron Weasley.” Hermione warned
with a grin.

“You’re scary, you know that?” Ron sighed. It seemed he had
finally gotten used to the idea of having Hermione around.

“Oh look, if it isn’t Potty and the Weasel,” came a drawling
voice from behind them that could have only belonged to Draco
Malfoy.

The three friends turned to see Malfoy and Pansy standing behind
them. “Oh and look, the dynamic duo added a third loser to their
ranks.” Malfoy continued.

“First poor pathetic Weasley, now muggle-born Granger,” Pansy
snarled. “What’s next?”

Harry was about to answer but Hermione cut him off. “Well we
were thinking about adding a trained monkey to the group, but it
looks like you’re already with Malfoy.”

Harry and Ron laughed. Malfoy and Pansy stormed off saying
nothing.

“I can’t stand that girl.” Hermione said returning to the book
in front of her.

“So what should we do today,” Ron asked Harry.

While Harry and Ron talked about their plans, Hermione started
thinking about what she had planned for the weekend, and realized
that she had nothing. It was the same every weekend. She had two
choices, she could either go sit with Lavender, Parvati and their
Ravenclaw friends while they prattled on about their latest crushes
or she could go to the library and be alone and lonely. Neither of
the ideas really appealed to her. What she really wanted to do was
spend more time talking with Harry. She had really enjoyed the
conversation they had the previous evening. But even though she was
finally friends with Harry, she knew that he’d still probably spend
most of his time with Ron, leaving her to fend for herself.

Harry and Ron stood from the table. Hermione had been so deep in
thought that she hadn’t heard a word of their conversation.

“Are you coming?” Harry asked her.

“Huh?”

“I told you, those books have rotted her brain,” Ron said with a
grin.

“We’re going to go see Hagrid.” Harry said. “Didn’t you hear
us?”

“Oh, yes of course I heard you.” Hermione shut the book in front
of her. “Who’s Hagrid?”


-----



Hagrid as it turned out, was the Hogwarts grounds keeper. She
had seen him from her spot on the ramparts several times walking
across the courtyards, but she’d never actually talked to him or
seen him in person, except eating at the head table.

As it turned out, Harry was friends with Hagrid and had been
even before school started.

“He’s the one who first told me about Hogwarts and being a
wizard.” Harry explained as they walked towards Hagrid’s cabin.
“He’s really nice, just… don’t eat anything he offers you,” he
warned.

They knocked on Hagrid’s door and immediately heard a booming
bark in response. “Uh, what was that?”

“Oh it’s just Fang. Don’t worry, he’s harmless.”

Anything that loud couldn’t possibly be harmless, but Hermione
took his word for it. The door opened and Hermione got her first up
close and personal look at Hagrid. He was huge.

“Oh my,” she thought. “He’s got to be a giant. No
wait, giants are much bigger, but he’s definitely half-giant,
probably on his mother’s side. I never noticed it before but now
I’m absolutely positive.”

“Well, ‘ello Harry, Ron. Who have we ‘ear?” Hagrid said jovially
as he opened the door.

“This is Hermione,” Harry introduced them and Hagrid shook her
entire arm.

“Oh, I remember you telling me about ‘er.” Hagrid said.
“Cleverest witch in your year.”

Hermione blushed. Had Harry really said that about her?

“Come in, I just finished makin’ some treacle fudge. You want
some?”

“No thanks Hagrid, we just ate breakfast.” Harry said hastily as
they sat down.

Fang bounded from his corner and pounced on Harry before he even
had a chance to get to the table. Hermione was relieved to see that
the dog was as harmless as Harry had said. He seemed to like Harry
and licked him feverishly until Hagrid pulled him off.

“How’s quidditch practice going Harry?” Hagrid asked as he sat
down at the table.

Harry told Hagrid all about his practices with the team, then
the trio shared the story about the troll. Harry was careful to
leave out the real reason why Hermione was in the girl’s bathroom
to begin with, and she was grateful for that.

“I heard summat ‘appened with you three from Professor
McGonagall, but I never knew all that.” Hagrid said when they
finished their story. “Are you alright Hermione?”

“Yes, I’m just glad they made it there in time.” Hermione
said.

“Well, I’ve got me chores to do,” Hagrid announced. “What’re you
three up to?”

“Dean wants to teach all of us about muggle soccer this
afternoon,” Ron told him. “We’re supposed to meet him down by the
lake in a few minutes. This should be a hoot.”

“Yeah, we’d better get going.” Harry stood. “You coming
Hermione?”

“Uh, I may come watch but I don’t think I’m going to play.”
Hermione decided. “Maybe I’ll go up to the castle and bring a book
down so I can read while you boys kick around.”

“Alright, we’ll we’re going to get going then. We’ll see you
down there.” Harry and Ron left out of the cabinet.

Hermione got up from the table and was about to leave when
Hagrid spoke again. “So, what’re you think of our young Mr. Potter,
Hermione.”

Hermione hadn’t expected the question. She looked in his
beetle-black eyes that shined with a hidden knowledge. “Well, at
first I didn’t know what to think. I mean, after all, he is Harry
Potter. But he sort of surprised me. So I don’t know anymore.”

“Oh I think ya do know,” Hagrid said with a booming laugh. “Let
me tell ya something. Harry’s just wants to be like every other boy
‘ere at Hogwarts. He’s just as confused about who he is as you are.
If ya want to really know Harry though, just be ‘is friend. He
could use another good friend who doesn’t treat him differently
‘cause of you know who. I think you’ll be good for him.”

“Really?” Hermione brightened.

“Behind every good wizard, there’s an even better witch.” Hagrid
said.

She laughed. “I doubt he’ll see it that way.”

“Give ‘im some time, I’m sure he’ll come ‘round,” Hagrid assured
her. “Sure you don’t want any fudge before you go?”

“Uh, no. I’d better get going.” She walked towards the door but
then turned around. “Say, Hagrid, did Harry really say that… what I
mean to say is do you think he… um… well…” She couldn’t figure out
the right way to ask the question without sounding like some
obsessed Harry Potter fan who wanted to know if her idol ever
breathed her name.

Hagrid seemed to understand. “Well, I’ll tell you one thing
Hermione, you’re the only girl I’ve ever heard Harry talk about.
That’s gotta mean summat.”

Hermione tried to hide her intense elation as she hurried out of
the cabin.


-----



Hermione sat under the shade of a tree as she watched several
Gryffindors, Ravenclaws, and Hufflepuffs play muggle-soccer. Some
of the older boys who hadn’t gone to Hogsmeade conjured up a few
goals and after the rules were explained, Dean broke out his ball
and the game began.

Hermione was glad she had decided to sit this out as it looked
like the boys were playing rough. There were only a few girls on
the field and they all looked far more athletic than her.

None of the Gryffindor girls were on the field and that didn’t
surprise Hermione at all. She had watched as Lavender and Parvati
made their appearance 15 minutes into the game but only to be
overenthusiastic cheerleaders for the Gryffindors, especially
Harry. The Slytherins were also on the scene, but they mostly just
made snide comments about how “respectable wizards and witches
would never engage in such a degrading muggle activity.”

During one of the breaks, Harry came and plopped down next to
Hermione. He was sweating but had a huge grin plastered on his
face. Ron was across the field getting tips from Dean. “Oy, this is
pretty fun. Definitely not what I expected.”

“You act like you’ve never played soccer before,” Hermione put
down her book.

Harry shrugged. “I haven’t really. The Dursleys never let me
join any sports teams or have any extracurricular activities.”

“Oh,” Hermione said. She’d never heard Harry talk about the
Dursleys but she knew that these were the people that he had lived
with almost his whole life. “Why not?”

Harry shrugged again. “I guess they were afraid to let me have
contact with other kids, in case my magical side kicked in.”

“They knew you were a wizard?”

“Yeah, Aunt Petunia was my mom’s sister. They knew alright, but
they tried to stomp the magic out of me by making my life as
miserable as possible.”

Hermione’s eyes widened. “You’re kidding?”

“They treated me like I was a dog they couldn’t get rid of most
of time. When they found out that Hogwarts sent me my letter, they
tried to keep it from me, but I think they were glad to get rid of
me for most of the year one way or another. I’m glad too. I never
want to go back. If I could stay here all year long I would.”

Harry continued to tell Hermione all about his life with the
Dursleys. How they never celebrated his birthday; how they, until
recently, always made him sleep in a cupboard under the stairs; how
his cousin Dudley and his friends always managed to find new ways
to make his life miserable. Hermione was completely shocked. She’d
never known what kind of life Harry had while living with his
muggle aunt and uncle. No wonder he was so quiet all the time. He
had grown up in a world where he wasn’t allowed to ask questions or
have any imagination.

“Oh Harry,” Hermione bit her bottom lip. “I didn’t know.”

“Not many people do, except you and Ron. I don’t like to talk
about it a lot.” Harry admitted. “But I figured since you opened up
to me, I should do the same.”

“Thanks,” Hermione said, not knowing what else to say. She
wished she could talk with him like this forever, but a moment
after she thought it, Ron appeared.

“Harry, we’re about to start again. You ready.”

“Yup,” Harry said getting up. “Say Hermione, it looks like
Neville’s on his last leg. I’d bet he’d appreciate it if you subbed
for him.”

Hermione gave him a look of disgust. “I’m not going out there
and running around that field chasing after some ball.”

“Oh come on, it’ll be fun,” Ron said cheerily. “Unless you’re
afraid you’ll be bad at it.”

“I’d rather not find out, and besides I’d practically be the
only girl out there. I don’t see you asking Lavender or Parvati to
play.”

“Well that’s different, I mean Lavender and Parvati, they’re…
we’ll they’re girls.” Ron said awkwardly.

“Oh and what am I?” Hermione retorted with a hint of anger in
her voice.

“You’re Hermione!” Ron said as if this made perfect
sense. “Besides, you should do something besides just read all
afternoon.”

Hermione was about to say that she enjoyed reading and didn’t
see anything wrong with that but Harry was quicker. “Let her read
Ron, there’s nothing wrong with that. If we were half as smart as
Hermione we’d be studying now anyway.” He dragged Ron back to the
game. “We’ll see you later, okay?”

Hermione nodded in shock. Harry hadn’t known it, but his words
had been the one thing she’d been dying to hear ever since she was
little, someone who finally accepted her fondness for reading and
didn’t criticize her for it. Obviously Harry wasn’t as much of a
bookworm as she was, but it didn’t matter. He was fine with her the
way she was and didn’t mind her idiosyncrasies. She wondered if she
and Harry would become as good of friends as he was with Ron. Was
it just wishful thinking?

“So I see you’ve got something going with Harry?” Hermione was
thrown out of her thoughts once again, this time by Parvati. She
was standing in front of her with Lavender and Padma.

“Huh?” Hermione jumped. Parvati had a rare serious expression on
her face and it was a little scary.

“We’ve seen the way you’ve been hanging with him lately. What’s
going on?” Parvati asked with a hint of anger and jealousy in her
voice.

For a split second, Hermione debated about telling Parvati the
same lie she had told Ron yesterday. These three girls were dumb
enough to fall for it without any question. They’d think it was the
only way a girl like her could get in good with “the famous Harry
Potter,” but then she realized that it would be more trouble than
it’s worth. Telling Parvati and Padma anything was a sure fire way
to get it spread all over school and she didn’t want to ruin her
growing relationship with Harry by having a nasty rumor being
spread around.

She wondered what she could tell Parvati that would make that
scowl go away. “Well… uh… Harry and I just decided that we should
at least be civil to one another since we’re in the same house,
that’s all.”

“Well remember what I told you, about Ron using you to get free
homework help.” Lavender reminded her. “Don’t let them take
advantage of you.”

Hermione doubted very seriously that these girls cared anything
about her being taken advantage of, but she smiled sweetly anyway.
“Oh I won’t. Don’t worry about that.”

“Well we’re going back to the castle, to grab a snack. You want
to come with us?” Padma offered.

“No, I promised Harry I’d wait for him until after the game.”
Hermione couldn’t believe she’d let that slip out, but she was
nervous with these three girls standing over her, “Stupid,
stupid, stupid!”

Parvati’s face fell again. “I see. Well I guess I should have
known that.”

Before Hermione could say anything, the girls had strolled off.
“Oh great, I’ve just started a war with my roommates. I have to
live with these girls for 6 ½ more years. Now I know I need to
become head girl my seventh year. I hear they get their own room. I
never knew making friends was this much work. I wonder if Parvati
is going to throw herself at Harry even more. This is just what I
need. Oh well it could be worse; at least I have someone to talk
about it now. Actually I have more than one person to talk about it
with. Hagrid really seems to understand me too. He’s nothing like I
would expect a giant to be. Maybe it’s because he’s only a half
giant. Ron’s not too bad either, in his own way. I guess I can put
up with him.”

She watched as Harry and the other students ran up and down the
field. Neville was looking very tired. Hermione reached inside her
pocket and pulled out her wand. “Well since I’m here, I might as
well give Neville a little pick-me-up.” She pulled out her
wand, muttered a few choice words, and watched as Neville’s energy
and speed increase two fold. She noticed Harry was looking at her.
He’d seen her do the spell on Neville and gave her the thumbs
up.

Hermione smiled and returned to her book, “Saucy Tricks for
Tricky Sorts.”

All and all, things were looking up for Hermione, she may have
to deal with some jealous roommates but at least she had some good
friends, and she knew now that Harry would stick by her and be a
true friend. She couldn’t ask for anything more. Life was finally
looking up at Hogwarts.







8. The Tables Are Turned

Chapter Summary: What was going through Hermione’s mind
when she saved Harry’s life at that first quidditch match? Now we
get to see.

--- Begin Fic Here ---

Hermione bundled her robes around her as the wind whipped
through her bushy hair. If she hadn’t been a witch, she’d have
never come up on the ramparts that night. Winter was definitely
coming to Hogwarts and it was very cold. But she was ready for
this. As she stepped towards the wall, she pulled out her wand and
muttered a few words. The wind seemed to cease. Then she used her
favorite spell to conjure some blue flames. After a few seconds, it
was almost as warm as it was in the fall.

She looked out over the wall and she could see the lights of a
few houses in Hogsmeade in the distance. It was long after
midnight, definitely past curfew. She would have never done this
before she became friends with Harry, but it seemed he and Ron had
an influence on her behavior. They would probably say that she had
“loosened up.”

It was the night before the Gryffindor/Slytherin quidditch game
and Hermione couldn’t sleep for several reasons, the biggest being
that she was worried her friendship with Harry and Ron was making
her two roommates loath her. They never said anything about it to
her face, but she had overheard part of a conversation that evening
as she walked into her dormitory.

“It’s so obvious they’re not really friends,” Parvati had been
saying. “She’s using Harry to be popular, and they’re using her to
pass all their classes. It was probably all her idea.”

Hermione leaned against the wall as she thought about the
conversation she had inadvertently walked in on. She knew that
Parvati was just jealous because Hermione was spending time with
Harry and she wasn’t, but it was still unfair. She wondered if
other people thought the same thing. She didn’t get nearly as many
angry stares from her classmates, except for the Slytherins of
course. Did they all back down because she was the friend of Harry
Potter?

She didn’t know why this bothered her so much. She wasn’t using
Harry to be popular. If anything that was the last thing she
wanted, to be more noticed by her classmates. She had even stopped
being as enthusiastic in classes. Sure she still raised her hand
more often than most others, but now that she sat near Harry and
Ron in every class, she was already getting enough attention that
she didn’t want anymore. The whole thing was weird and exciting all
at the same time.

Then of course she was worried about Harry. It seemed that the
stress of school, coupled with his upcoming first quidditch game,
was too much for him. He was beginning to see conspiracies where
they didn’t exist. Just earlier that day, Harry had told her that
he was convinced that Snape was trying to steal whatever was being
guarded by the huge three-headed dog they had run into several
weeks ago. It didn’t help that Ron was encouraging this theory. But
Hermione knew there was nothing to it. Hogwarts teachers were
always the most trustworthy wizards and witches in the world, she
had read all about it in “Hogwarts: A History.” Even if Snape was
unfair, there was no way that Albus Dumbledore would keep him on
staff if he didn’t trust him.

No, this was all due to Harry’s stress level and the fact that
Snape was being particularly mean lately. “This is exactly why
first years aren’t allowed on the house teams,” she thought to
herself. “The stress is just too much.” She had been doing
her best to help Harry with his homework but she feared even this
wouldn’t be enough. Perhaps after he got his first quidditch game
out of the way, he wouldn’t worry so much about them afterwards and
he’d begin to relax. Then, maybe she could relax.

“You know, somehow I knew you’d be up here,” Hermione spun
around so fast she almost tripped. Harry was standing right behind
her on his Nimbus 2000.

“Harry, are you crazy?” she almost shouted. “What are you doing
up here? You could have been caught. You could have gotten
detention. You could have been banned from playing quidditch
tomorrow.”

Harry ignored her ranting. “I couldn’t sleep. There were lots of
things going through my head. Looks like you couldn’t sleep either.
As for being banned from playing quidditch tomorrow; that would
probably be a load off my mind.”

“Oh Harry,” Hermione sighed. “You’ll be fine tomorrow.”

“Everyone keeps saying that.”

“I’ve watched every single one of your practices from up here,
you know. You are the best flyer of any quidditch player in this
school. No one will be able to touch you tomorrow.”

“You think so?” Harry asked stepping off his broom onto the
wall. “You really think I’m better than all the other players.”

“There’s no comparison.” Hermione said earnestly.

“You know, when you say it, I actually believe it. I know you’ll
tell me the truth and not just what I want to hear, even if it
hurts.”

“That’s me, good old blunt Hermione,” she laughed.

“Of course, that whole thing with Snape is bothering me too,”
Harry admitted. “Every time I closed my eyes tonight, I could see
the expression on his face.”

“Oh Harry, you’re not still on about that,” Hermione sighed.

“Hermione, if you had seen what I saw, you’d believe me.”

She stared into his eyes again; they had a pleading look in
them. “I just don’t know. Maybe if we had more proof.”

“Then we’ll get more proof,” Harry said determinedly.

“Alright, alright. I guess it wouldn’t hurt to do a little
digging around. I mean it is kind of odd that a troll got into the
castle. I mean, things like that almost never happen at Hogwarts;
the castle is far too well protected. Someone would have had to let
him in.”

“See now you’re thinking,” Harry said eagerly.

“I’m not saying it was Snape,” Hermione added quickly. “But if
it is, I bet we could find out for sure. Then we could tell
Professor Dumbledore what we know.”

“Agreed.” Harry nodded. “After tomorrow, I’ll have more time
because we won’t have any quidditch practice for a while. We can
start figuring out what to do then.”

“Okay, I’ll start thinking of a plan,” Hermione decided.

Harry turned back to his broom and climbed on. “Thanks Hermione,
I think I’ll sleep a little better knowing your going to help us
figure this out.”

Hermione couldn’t help grinning from ear to ear as Harry flew
down the side of the castle.

-----

“Oh, Harry will love this!” Hermione squealed. She was referring
to a large banner that Seamus, Ron, and Dean had unfolded once they
reached one of the top rows of the quidditch stands. It read,
“Potter for President” and had a picture of the Gryffindor lion on
it. “Who drew this?”

“I did the lion,” Dean said proudly.

Neville was trying to keep the banner from flying away with the
wind. “Now if only we could figure out how to hold this up.”

“Oh Neville, you should never go anywhere without your wand,”
Hermione chastised. She pulled out her own wand and waved it at the
banner. “Wingardium Leviosa.” The banner rose into the air, just
above their head.

Hermione wasn’t done though, she waved her wand and said another
spell that none of the others recognized. The paint on the banner
began to flash different colors.

“Where do you learn this stuff from?” Ron asked.

“Books, Ron. You know… those little things with paper in them.”
Hermione said with a grin.

Ron sat down but said nothing.

“Oooo look. They’re coming out.” Hermione squealed as the
Gryffindor and Slytherin team emerged from their locker rooms.

After a few minutes the quaffle was in the air and the game had
begun. Hermione had read all about quidditch, of course, so she
knew the rules and how the game was played, but she had never seen
an actually game. Even watching countless practices hadn’t prepared
her for what she was seeing now. It was incredible. The speed and
accuracy of the players was amazing. Quaffle and bludger alike flew
around the field at an almost insane speed. She wondered how anyone
could see what was going on, let alone concentrate with all of the
balls and players flying around. Now she knew why witches and
wizards everywhere loved quidditch. It was truly the most amazing
sport she’d ever seen.

“It’s no wonder Harry loves flying. If I could be a part of
that, I would.” As she watched the game, Hermione
absentmindedly wondered what it would be like to be a quidditch
player, perhaps a chaser or a keeper. But then she quickly
remembered that she was an average flyer at best and that quidditch
definitely wouldn’t be her cup of tea. She decided to stick to
being a spectator.

After Gryffindor’s first goal, Hagrid had come to join the group
in the stands. The action of the game was heating up and he didn’t
want to be left to watch from his cabin. Hermione couldn’t blame
him. There was no place she’d rather be right now. Even though
Harry hadn’t had much work to do yet, the game was still exciting.
A few minutes after she thought it though, all that had
changed.

“There it is!” Hermione shouted. “There’s the snitch.” Lee
Jordan’s commentary had confirmed it. “He’s seen it, he’s seen it.”
Hermione was dancing on her toes now as Harry flew down from his
lofty position to grab the snitch.

Hermione was positive he would reach it before the Slytherin
seeker, but then suddenly, Marcus Flint blocked him and Harry spun
off course.

“Oh that dirty cheater,” Hermione shouted.

Ron looked at Hermione in stunned silence. “Whoa Hermione, I’ve
never seen you get this excited about anything beyond your
Transfiguration grades.”

“Oh Ron,” Hermione huffed. “I do have a life you know.”

Ron was about to say something to retort, but was distracted by
Dean, who was shouting something about red cards and soccer.
Hermione was ignoring all of this as her attention returned to the
game. She found the dot that was Harry and noticed that he was
surprisingly still. Perhaps he had seen the snitch again and was
preparing to dive. No, he was rising higher and higher. Every now
and again she saw his broom jerk.

“What’s going on? Why is Harry flying so erratically?”
Hermione had spent hours watching Harry fly and she knew his style
better than anyone else. Something was terribly wrong.

Hagrid seemed to have noticed it too. “If I didn’t know better,
I’d say he lost control of his broom. But he can’t have.”

The situation was getting worse. Harry’s broom wasn’t just
bucking, it was rolling around. He was hanging on for dear life.
The broom was actually trying to throw him off. Everyone had
noticed it now but no one could do anything about it. Anyone who
tried to get close to Harry to help him, only caused the broom to
go higher and higher.

A terrible thought struck Hermione. “Harry’s going to die. No
one can help him, not the other players, not the professors.
Where’s Dumbledore?” She wondered vaguely if this was Pansy’s
doing. But somehow she didn’t think the first year Slytherin could
accomplish something that complex.

“Can’t nothing interfere with a broomstick, except powerful dark
magic. No kid could do that to a Nimbus 2000.” She heard Hagrid
saying to Seamus.

“He’s right, no kid could do that. No student at Hogwarts
could. It would take dark magic, the kind of dark magic that only a
fully trained wizard skilled in the arts would know. It would have
to be one of the adults, one of the professors, cursing the broom.
But what Hogwarts professor would want to harm Harry…”

Then suddenly, she knew. It came to her in an instant. She
grabbed Hagrid’s binoculars and began to scan the Slytherin section
of the stands. Sure enough, there he was, Snape, muttering under
his breath, ever so slightly. If she hadn’t been looking directly
at him, she wouldn’t have noticed.

“I knew it!” she shouted at Ron. “Snape… look!” She handed him
the binoculars. “He’s doing something… jinxing the broom.”

Ron looked shocked and pale. “What should we do?”

A wild look flashed in Hermione’s eyes. “Leave it to me,” and
without any further explanation, she took off down the stands, her
mind racing.

“How could I have been so dense? Harry tried to warn me. He
told me that he had found out that Snape had tried to get passed
that three-headed dog, but did I listen? No! I can’t believe this.
It’s all my fault. If I had just taken him more seriously, we would
have known to keep our guard up around Snape. We could have
prepared for an attack like this.” She was hurtling down the
stairs now. She could still see Harry dangling from his broom.
“I won’t let you die, Harry. Just hang one. I’m going to get you
out of this I promise.”

She started sprinting across the quidditch field. No one even
noticed her, because all eyes were on Harry now. As she ran,
Hermione’s mind flashed back to all of the fun she’d already had
with Harry these past few weeks and she couldn’t remember any
happier time in her life. She finally had a real friend, someone
who understood and accepted her, and now Snape was going to take
that all away. ”No, I won’t allow it! Please Harry, I’m going to
get you out of this. Just hold on a few more minutes.”

Hermione had made it to the opposite set of stands. She was
completely out of breath now, clutching a stitch in her side, but
she wouldn’t stop running. She kept pushing herself as she pelted
up the stairs. “Oh if I could kill Snape I would. He’d better be
glad I don’t have the skill to use the cruciatus curse. That would
teach him for messing with Harry.” As much pleasure as the
thought torturing Snape gave her, Hermione realized as she ran
through the stands that she really had no idea what she was going
to do. All she knew was that she wanted to hurt Snape, punish him
for the pain he was causing Harry and her. She was moving so
quickly that she knocked people out of the way in her desperate
effort to get directly behind Snape.

“Stupid git,” Hermione thought as she pushed Professor
Quirrell to the side. “If he were any good at defense against
the dark arts he’d be helping Harry instead of standing there like
an idiot while Snape tries to kill him.”

She’d reached her target. She was crouched directly behind
Snape. Now all she needed was the right spell. Something to break
Snape’s eye contact for a few seconds would do the trick. Hermione
was so mad and flustered that only one spell came to mind, but it
was perfect. She pulled out her wand, uttered a few choice words
and produced her trademark blue flames. They shot out of her wand
onto the back of Snape’s robes.

The wait was agonizing. It seemed to take an eternity for Snape
to notice that he was on fire, but he finally did and it made him
jump in pain. Hermione quickly collected her magical flames into a
jam jar that she used often to hold similar fires, and then she
speed away before she could get caught. As she took off for down
the row again, she looked up and saw that her diversion had been
enough. Snape’s eye contact had been broken and Harry was able to
get back onto his broom.

“Alright Harry!” Hermione shouted as she watched him steady
himself. “Now go get that snitch!” She started down the stairs
again to join her fellow Gryffindors in the opposite stands. As she
ran back across the field, she noticed Harry shooting like a dart
towards the ground. Was he going to crash? Was he going to be sick?
Had the ordeal been too much for him?

She watched him hit the field on his hands and knees. He really
did look like he was going to be sick. Hermione was debating about
whether or not she should try to help him, when suddenly he spit
something up. Harry wasn’t sick after all. He held up his hand to
show everyone that he had the golden snitch. He had ended the game
and Gryffindor had won 170 to 60.

She saw Harry look right at her, a huge grin on his face, before
collapsing on his hands and knees again. Suddenly Ron was by her
side. He and the other Gryffindors were pouring out of the stands.
“Come on,” he said, grabbing her arm. “We’d better go see if he’s
okay.”

They ran off to where Harry was still sitting on the field,
dazed. “You did it Harry! You won the game!” Ron was shouting.

“You were amazing Harry. I was so worried,” Hermione
squealed.

Other students were gathered around as well. “Back up now.
Everyone out of the way,” Hagrid boomed as he swept through the
crowd. In one swift motion he picked Harry up, broomstick and all.
“I’m taking him back to me cabin. Come on you two.” He said to Ron
and Hermione. “Back up, I said. Harry needs some strong tea and
some rest. You can celebrate later.”

Hermione let out a calming sigh as she followed Hagrid through
the crowd. She had done it; Harry was safe. She felt like
collapsing herself.

-----

Hermione sat in an un-crowded corner of the common room that
evening. The whole of Gryffindor house was celebrating their
quidditch victory. It seemed that everyone had forgotten about the
near fatal incident that had befallen Harry and were instead
concentrating on the fact that they had beaten Slytherin.

But Hermione couldn’t forget. She couldn’t forget the dark look
in Snape’s eyes, she couldn’t forget how Harry was hanging on for
dear life, and she couldn’t forget how it made her feel to be that
close to losing the best friend she’d ever had. She wanted
desperately to escape to the quiet of the ramparts so she could
think, but she didn’t want to seem anti-social, not while everyone
was celebrating Harry’s triumph.

She thought about the conversation they had had earlier in
Hagrid’s cabin. She, Ron, and Harry had tried desperately to
convince Hagrid that it was Snape who tried to kill Harry. But
Hagrid was just as stubborn as she had been on the topic only a day
ago. He wouldn’t believe that a Hogwarts teacher would try to kill
a student. She realized then that there was no way that Dumbledore
would believe them either. They would have to get more proof.

They had learned some useful information from Hagrid though. As
it turned out, he was the one who owned the three-headed dog. He
had named it “Fluffy,” which Hermione found rather ironic since
there was nothing fluffy about the dog in her opinion. From what
Hagrid had let slip, he lent the dog to Dumbledore to protect
something that was valuable to both the headmaster and a man by the
name of Nicholas Flamel. But beyond that, they were just as
clueless as before. They had known clue who Flamel was, though the
name did sound familiar. What could be so valuable that Snape would
try to betray Dumbledore and kill Harry Potter? It just didn’t make
any sense.

As the party began to die down and the crowd in the common room
thinned, Harry came to sit with her. Ron was still laughing with
his two older twin brothers.

“Hey,” he said calmly as he sat across from her. “You okay?”

“Yeah, just thinking about everything,” Hermione said
quietly.

“You know in all the rush and celebrating and stuff, I never did
properly thank you for saving my life.” Harry grinned awkwardly at
her.

“Oh Harry…” Hermione waved it away as if it were nothing.

“Hermione,” Harry cut across her. “If it weren’t for you,
there’s no way I would have survived. You really kept your wits
about you. I’m glad you were looking out for me.”

Hermione blushed. “Well, you saved my life too, you know. I
guess we’re even now.”

Harry put a hand on her shoulder. “You know how you always used
to tell me that you weren’t sure if you’d be able to react well in
a pinch, you know, because of what happened with the troll and how
you froze.” Hermione nodded slowly. She remembered sharing that
fear with Harry in one of their previous conversations.

Harry continued. “Well I think this proves that you can be the
same clever, resourceful witch that you always are, even when the
stakes are high.”

Hermione smiled. She realized that she had answered the question
that had dropped in her head back at Halloween. The tables had been
turned and when Harry was in trouble, she was able to save him,
just as he had done for her. Maybe she did have the courage it took
to be a good witch after all.

Harry stood. “I’m glad to have you for a best friend.” He told
her.

“Thanks,” Hermione said almost breathlessly as he left. Harry
didn’t know it, but Hermione felt like she could explode with joy
right there on the spot. She realized that it didn’t matter what
Lavender or Parvati or any of the other students thought. She knew
the truth: she and Harry Potter were best friends.







9. A Very Granger Christmas

Chapter Summary: I think the chapter title says it all.
Hermione’s back with her parents to spend an interesting (if not
slightly stressful) holiday.

--- Begin Fic Here ---

Harry, Ron, and Hermione had decided that the first thing they
had to do was find out exactly what “fluffy” was guarding. They
needed to know as much as possible about whatever was beneath the
trap door so they could understand why Snape would want to steal
it. The best way to do that would be to find out all about Nicholas
Flamel. Hermione felt like she was in her element. Finding out
obscure facts was what she did best, and the library was like her
home. She was positive that she would be able to quickly figure out
the puzzle by doing a little research.

Unfortunately she quickly found out that it wouldn’t be that
easy. Nicholas Flamel might as well be a ghost; he was just as
elusive. No matter how many books she and the boys checked, they
could never find his name. What made things worse was that they
only have a few spare moments throughout the week to look, and the
cold weather wasn’t exactly motivating them to want to be in the
drafty library. Still they didn’t relent in their search no matter
how futile it seemed and they also remember that Snape wasn’t going
to get past Fluffy anytime soon. It didn’t matter how much dark
magic he knew, the three-headed dog would rip him to shreds before
he could even raise his wand.

Although they were eager to learn the mystery behind Flamel, the
trio didn’t spend all of their free time in the library. Hogwarts
had turned into a winter wonderland and Hermione wanted to relish
this time before she had to go back home for the holidays. Her
favorite times were when Ron was playing wizard’s chess with Seamus
in the Gryffindor common room because this almost always meant that
she got Harry to herself for an hour or so. Usually they would
spend this time walking around the lake and talking. To keep
themselves warm on these strolls, Hermione would use her clever
wind blocking charm and then conjure a bluebell flame and enchant
it so that it would follow them around, floating in the air just
behind them.

Harry was a little more talkative when they weren’t around Ron
and always more willing to discuss things like his life with the
Dursleys, his confusion about who he really was in the wizarding
world beyond just “the famous Harry Potter,” and his concerns about
his future. Hermione in turn talked about her fears about being a
muggle-born witch and how it would affect her life and her family,
the reasons why she always felt she had to push herself
academically, and what her life had been like before she came to
Hogwarts.

Of course their talks weren’t always serious. Half the time they
were trying to figure out new and grander ways to get rid of Malfoy
and his band of Slytherin idiots or at least get them off their
back. Malfoy had been an increasing annoyance ever since Harry had
secured Gryffindor’s victory over Slytherin in their last quidditch
game. Pansy, of course, was always quick to find new reasons to
taunt Hermione for hanging out with Harry.

Their last walk around the lake was the afternoon before the
holidays started. They had just left lunch and Ron had gone off to
play one final round of wizard’s chess with Seamus before he left.
Hermione was still fuming about a fight she had gotten in with
Pansy during lunch.

“I swear if that girl says ‘muggle-born witch’ to me one more
time, I’m going to figure out how to transfigure her into a toad,”
Hermione said.

Harry laughed. “I think that’s easier said than done, but I
wouldn’t put it past you. So what are you going to do for the
holidays back in the muggle world?” he asked changing the
subject.

Hermione hadn’t really given that much thought. “Well, I’m sure
both my parents will still be working. I know how their practices
can be this time of year. Everyone is on holiday, of course, so
this is a good time for most people to go get a checkup. I’ll
probably have a lot of free time on my hands while they’re at work.
I’ll be studying of course to make sure I have everything ready for
when I come back to school. Other than that, I guess I’ll just try
to relax.”

Harry gave her a look that said all to clearly he thought
Hermione could use some time to relax. “What about your friends
back home? Are you going to see any of them?”

“Uh… I don’t really have any friends back home. You know, I told
you about my old school,” she reminded him vaguely.

Harry nodded. “I just figured maybe you had friends in your
neighborhood, or cousins your age or something,” he mumbled.

“Nope. None of my extended family lives nearby. It doesn’t
matter though,” Hermione said brightly. “I’ll have a fun time back
home. I’ve always loved Christmas. So what are you going to do
during the holidays?”

“I don’t know,” Harry shrugged. “Ron wants to teach me wizard’s
chess.”

Hermione shuddered. “That game is so barbaric.”

“Oh, isn’t that Hermione language for: ‘I suck at that game,’”
Harry teased.

“Okay that’s it, Potter. You’re going to pay for that one.”
Hermione pulled out her wand and waved it at the ground. “Fred and
George taught me this.”

Three balls of snow shot from the ground and speed towards
Harry. His eyes grew wide and he took off towards the castle, with
the snowballs in hot pursuit.

Hermione followed and as they made their way quickly back to
main doors she marveled at how only a few weeks prior, she couldn’t
wait to go home to be free of school. Now she didn’t want to leave
her new life. Harry would be staying for the holidays, preferring
this to going back to a hellish life with his muggle aunt and
uncle. She was envious that Ron would get to stay over the holidays
with him because his mom and dad were going off to visit his older
brother for the holidays. Meanwhile, in less than a day, she would
be on the Hogwarts Express, speeding back to a life she didn’t even
feel was hers anymore. It felt very weird.

-----

Hermione sat with Lavender, Parvati, and Padma on the train ride
back to London. Lavender and Parvati were being extra nice to her
lately and Hermione suspected that it was because she had walked in
on them talking about her, and they felt guilty. In any case, the
girls were careful not to talk about Harry at all on the trip, and
Hermione had to admit it was ten times more pleasant than her last
ride on the train. She even joined in on their banter about the
latest “who likes who” gossip at Hogwarts.

Hermione donned her normal clothing in the bathroom on the train
shortly after its departure from Hogsmeade. When they arrived in
London, she said a quick goodbye to her roommates and then rushed
off the train, eager to beat the crowd to the platform exit. As she
walked down the platform, she noticed several merchants lining the
wall.

“Cringle’s Charmed Christmas Catalogs!” one of them shouted.
“Shop for Christmas gifts from the convenience of your home. We
pickup your order and money, and your gifts arrive exactly on
Christmas Day, guaranteed.”

Hermione paused. She hadn’t thought about buying a Christmas
gift for Harry and she knew there was little chance she’d be
getting back to Diagon Alley during the holidays. Her parents
hadn’t been overly impressed with the Leaky Cauldron the last time
they went. She made her way over to the merchant.

“How much are these?” she asked the balding man.

“Absolutely free, my dear. You don’t pay until you shop.”

“Really? That’s great.” Hermione took the catalog he offered
her. “How does it work?”

He pointed to the envelope in the center of the catalog. “Just
place your money and order into the envelope. It has a modified
port key charm. Once you seal it, your order will be whisked away
to our office and we’ll take care of the rest. But remember, don’t
seal the envelope until you’re absolutely sure you’re order is
right. You only get one chance. Also the envelope won’t leave if
you don’t have the correct amount of money inside for your order.
Change will be sent back to you in the return envelope a few hours
later.”

Hermione took all this in as she thumbed through the book. The
catalog seemed to have everything from candy to broomsticks. She
was sure she’d be able to find the perfect gift in it. Then
something struck her.

“Uh… do you take muggle money by any chance?” she asked
tentatively.

“Excuse me?” the merchant eyed her suspiciously. “We’re trying
to run a professional operation here.”

“Never mind,” she said quickly. She shoved the catalog into her
bag and walked towards the platform exit again. She didn’t have
much wizard’s money left. She silently scolded herself for not
converting more of her savings when she was at Gringotts in the
summer. She would have to make do with the 5 galleons she had left.
She never actually needed to buy anything at Hogwarts and she still
had plenty of school supplies so she would just survive without
pocket money for the rest of the school year.

Resolving herself to this idea, she stood in the now long line
waiting to be let out of the magical station. After a few minutes
the attendant allowed her through and as the muggle platform came
into view, she saw her mom and dad waiting patiently for her off to
one side.

”Welcome home dear!” Mrs. Granger hugged her daughter. “How was
your trip back?”

“Not nearly as bad as my trip up, but it was fine.” Hermione
said immediately. “I wish Harry had come though. You would have
gotten to meet him.”

“That’s alright dear, we’re just glad to have you home. The
car’s this way.”

“Wait,” Mr. Granger said suddenly. “I believe you haven’t shown
us something, young lady.”

Hermione rolled her eyes, but was careful not to let her father
see this. “Dad, I told you in my last letter, Hogwarts doesn’t have
progress reports and I can’t do magic outside of school.”

“Well then how am I supposed to know that you’ve actually been
learning something up there and not just spending our hard earned
money doing parlor tricks?” her father asked irritably.

Hermione grumbled as she reached into her bag. Her father could
be insufferable sometimes. “Here,” she pulled out a jar that
contained a floating blue flame. “It’s supposed to be your
Christmas gift, but you can have it now.”

Her father took it. “What’s this?”

“It’s a flame I created. It won’t extinguish. It’s portable,
it’s waterproof, and it can keep any room warm once you take it out
of the… DAD DON’T!”

Mr. Granger was unscrewing the top of the jam jar; presumably to
get a closer look at the flame, but the moment he took the top off,
it shot out and grew to twice its original size.

Hermione whipped out her wand and pointed it at the flame. She
knew she had to contain it again before someone else noticed.
“Back, get back in there,” she ordered, pushing the flame back down
with her wand. It shrunk back into the jar and she quickly screwed
the top back on.

Hermione breathed a sigh of relief. That was close. “Alright,
now you know what a real witch can do. Can we go home now? You can
open your flame there.”

Mr. Granger was still a little shaken by what had happened.
“Yes… yes of course.”

Hermione shook her head in irritation as she followed her
parents to the parking lot. “Parlor tricks indeed.”

-----

Hermione spent the first few days of her winter break doing
something she hadn’t done in a long time… nothing. Her mother and
father were still working at their dental practice, as they didn’t
plan on closing their office until Christmas Eve. Then they would
open again until New Year’s Eve. So during the day she had the
house to herself.

Maybe it was because she was away from the pressure of her
studies but Hermione had absolutely no desire to do anything that
required effort. She didn’t feel like she needed to impress anyone
and was finally able to unwind. She lounged around the house in
various sets of pajamas watching television, eating snacks, and
flipping through the Charmed Christmas Catalog.

There weren’t a lot of options for gifts fewer than 5 galleons.
The delivery fees alone would eat up part of her money and all the
prices were inflated. Plus she had no idea what she should get
Harry. What do you buy for someone who saved you from a mountain
troll? And if she bought something for Harry, she knew she’d have
to buy Ron a gift as well. After all, he was her friend too and
he’d actually been a lot nicer lately. She didn’t want that to
change just because she sent a gift to Harry and not Ron.

Still that didn’t leave a lot of money for two gifts. In the
end, she decided on candy; small, practical, and sure to be
appreciated by the boys. She ordered a large box of chocolate frogs
for Harry, and an equally large box of Bertie Botts Every Flavor
Beans for Ron. She slipped 3 galleons into the envelope with her
completed order and sealed it carefully. It disappeared in an
instant.

She was glad she didn’t have anyone else to buy gifts for. She
hated shopping because she always felt like she had to find the
perfect gift. Her parents loved the flame she’d made for them and
it would definitely save them money on heating the house. This
particular blue flame emitted a great deal of heat but was
magically cool to the touch. This way they could move it around
anywhere they wanted without any help and push it back into the jam
jar when they were done with it.

Usually, it sat in the fireplace as if it were a real fire they
had lit. Mrs. Granger had decided that this was the best place for
it in case company came unexpectedly. If anyone asked about the
color, she’d say they used special logs.

Hermione and her parents always spent dinner together and during
these meals, she would tell them as much about her school life as
she dared. She purposely edited some material out like the midnight
misadventures that led her to find out about fluffy, the story of
how Snape tried to kill Harry, and the fact that she regularly
snuck out at night to visit her secret spot on the ramparts. She
stuck mainly to telling them all about the new friendships she had
formed and how it had a very positive influence on her school life.
She did, however, eventually tell them about how Harry and Ron
saved her from the mountain troll, though she made sure to point
out that trolls didn’t regularly storm through the castle.

“But still that was very dangerous Hermione. Why didn’t you tell
us about this sooner?” her mom asked between bites of chicken.

“Because I knew you’d worry,” Hermione said
matter-of-factly.

“The whole castle doesn’t sound like a very good learning
environment.” Mr. Granger said. “How are you supposed to keep on
your studies if you have to worry about the stairs and corridors
shifting, and ghosts and poltergeists and mountain trolls?”

“Dad, all of that is part of our education. Being a witch means
being able to handle your environment and the unexpected,” Hermione
pointed out. “Some things can’t be learned from books.”

“Nothing of any value,” Mr. Granger said.

Hermione hated when her father acted like this. “There are a lot
of important things you can’t get from books, like courage,” she
said heatedly.

Mr. Granger took a long gulp of water. “Hermione that’s not the
point. You’re not going to get anywhere, witch or no witch, if you
don’t buckle down in your studies and get everything you can out of
your education.”

Hermione sighed. “Dad, I couldn’t possibly study any
harder.”

“Oh really,” Mr. Granger said shaking his fork at her. “From
what I’ve seen you’ve spent this entire holiday so far lounging
around and not getting any work done for when you return to school.
If I didn’t know any better, I’d say these new friends of yours
have been a bad influence on you.”

“Now dear…” Mrs. Granger said, trying to calm her husband.

“So what are you saying,” Hermione almost shouted. She could
feel her temper rising. “That I can’t have any friends now?”

“I’m not saying that at all dear but you have to prioritize. You
have a very special gift and you need to make the most of this
experience so that when you get out in the real world you’ll have
all the skills and education you need at your disposal.”

Hermione knew she’d never win this argument. “Fine, Dad. Rest
assured; I won’t let a little thing like friendship get in the way
of my bright future.” She stood. “Can I be excused? I have a lot of
work to do before school starts, you know.” She didn’t wait for the
answer.

-----

Hermione was too upset to do anything so she just lay in bed
staring at the ceiling and thinking. A half-hour after she’d left
the table, there was a knock on her door.

Her mom entered. “Hermione, are you okay?”

She rolled over to face her mother. “Yeah I’m fine. It’s just
that sometimes… I don’t know. I don’t think Dad gets it. It’s like
he thinks I can’t keep up with my studies and have a life at the
same time.”

Mrs. Granger smiled. “Of course he doesn’t get it, but that’s
because he’s a Granger. He can be very narrow-minded at times. You
should know, you can be the same way when you want.”

Hermione grimaced. “I’m never like that.”

“Oh really, little Miss Speak-Before-You-Think.” Mrs. Granger
laughed. “If I recall, several weeks ago, you wrote to me saying
that Harry and Ron were two ‘self-centered, egotistical, prats’ as
you put it. Now you have nothing but praise. I think something else
changed your mind out about Harry, and I’m not talking about being
rescued from a mountain troll.”

Hermione blushed. “Oh alright, I guess I can be a little hot
headed at times too.”

“And you have to admit, you have your father’s passion for
studies as well.”

Hermione sighed. It was true. She did.

“You two are so stubborn and hard headed.” Mrs. Granger ruffled
her daughter’s bushy hair. “That’s why I love you both.”

“You’re a masochist,” Hermione laughed.

“No… I’m a Granger.” Mrs. Granger kissed her daughter and then
left the room. “Now you better get some rest dear. Tomorrow’s
Christmas.”

-----

Hermione tore into another gift. “I hope Father Christmas was
this generous to the other kids in the world.”

Mr. Granger gave her a quizzical look. “Hermione, you’ve never
believed in that.’

“Even as a 5-year-old you were completely against the idea,”
Mrs. Granger reminded her.

“Well that’s before I read ‘Great Wizards and Witches of the Old
Era,’” Hermione explained as she unwrapped a new school bag.
“Apparently Chris Cringle was a very powerful wizard who was trying
to improve wizard/muggle relations. He decided the best way to do
this would be to give gifts to poor muggle children. Of course the
whole thing caused a huge scandal throughout the wizarding
community. Some people were afraid that this kind of generosity
would make muggles start expecting magical solutions to all their
problems. Others were afraid it would lead to more serious
complications.

“In the end, it became such a big mess that Cringle was put
under huge restrictions by the world wizarding leaders. He was only
allowed to distribute gifts once a year and as indiscreetly as
possible. Then they spread around the whole ‘Father Christmas’ myth
to throw muggles off. Of course, because Cringle had to keep
himself so well hidden, no one is really 100% sure if he passed his
legacy down to another witch or wizard, but since there are still
so many unexplained reports of random acts of giving on Christmas,
I’d say it’s a safe assumption.”

Hermione looked up at her parents who both had looks of shock
and confusion on their face.

“What?” she asked finally.

Mrs. Granger laughed. “Hermione, I love you dearly, but
sometimes you’re scary.”

“Mom!” Hermione squealed, giving her a fake look of hurt.

“Well at least we know she’s been studying,” Mr. Granger said
proudly.

After opening the remainder of her presents, Hermione went up to
her room to change out of her pajamas. When she pushed open her
door, she saw a large, brown owl sitting patiently on the
windowsill. She quickly ran to the window and let it in. It looked
like a school owl and it was holding a small package. She untied
the bundle from the owl and placed it on her bed.

“You can come in and rest a bit if you’d like.” Hermione told
the owl, but it hooted happily and flew out the window again.

Hermione shrugged. Perhaps the owl was in a hurry to get back to
its own family. She supposed owls must want to be with their family
on Christmas too. She turned her attention to the small brown
parcel now lying on her bed. There was a note attached. She pulled
it off and unfolded it.

“Dear Hermione,

I hope this reaches you before Christmas. I wasn’t sure if I was
going to be able to get you anything since there isn’t exactly a
gift store here in the castle, but fortunately Fred and George
decided to sneak into Hogsmeade this weekend. I don’t know how they
managed it, but they did.

I asked them to pick me up something for you while they were
there. I knew exactly what I should get you and fortunately they
sold them in town. You’d be proud of me; I read about them in one
of the library books you showed me a few weeks ago. In any case, I
hope you like it and I hope your holidays are going well.

Harry”

Hermione beamed and she silently chastised herself for this. She
couldn’t understand why she hadn’t gotten over her crush on Harry.
They were friends now and that’s all she really wanted. But no
matter what she told herself, she always became overly emotional
every time Harry did the least little nice thing.

She picked up the small package and unwrapped it. It was a book,
completely unmarked. She could tell that the cover was made of
dragon hide, but nothing else revealed anything about the book’s
true purpose. She opened it and saw that all the pages were blank
as well. A note fell out of the center. Curious, Hermione picked up
the note and read the first few lines.

“Thank you for purchasing the Young Wizards Dragon Keeper Diary,
perfect for writing your most intimate secrets without fear from
prying muggle or wizard eyes.”

Hermione grinned again. “What a perfect gift.” She
thought. “I can’t believe he got me this and all I got him was a
box of chocolate frogs.”

As she continued reading, she found that the plain green book
had many magical properties. Although there seemed to be a finite
number of pages, the diary claimed to never run out of writing
space. She could seal it by saying the magic word “Imperamora” and
then only someone with a wand saying the same magic word could open
it. In addition, she had to write her name and own secret password
in the last page of the book. Since the diary immediately concealed
all of her entries once the book shut, she would have to write in
her password on the last page anytime she wanted to write an entry
or read an old entry.

Hermione read the rest of the instructions eagerly and when she
flipped over the page to see if there was anything else, she found
another written message from Harry instead.

“Hermione,

I thought since you liked reading so much you would enjoy
writing for a change. You and Ron are my best friends and I hope we
stay like that forever, but I’m sure there will be plenty of times
when we can’t be there for each other. So use this diary whenever
you want to get something off your chest but you aren’t able to
talk to me about it.”

Hermione put the note down and beamed again, despite herself.
She pulled a quill and inkbottle out of the bag she brought from
school and turned to the last page. There was a name and password
line already there. She wrote “Hermione Granger” on the name line
and on the password line, “Harry and Hermione Friends Forever.”

She watched the words she wrote shimmer for a moment and then
fade away. Then some new words replaced them. “Hello, Hermione:
Your Diary is Now Unlocked.”

-----

Hermione hated to admit it but her father had succeeded in
making her feel guilty about the fact that up until Christmas, she
hadn’t done any studying. So she spent most of the remainder of the
holidays doing the little bit of schoolwork that her professors had
assigned and catching up on her personal studies on magical
society. She remembered that she had made a commitment to herself
at the beginning of the term that she would be the best witch of
her year. She couldn’t afford to slack off. She was supposed to be
taking the castle by storm. She wasn’t going to let Pansy Parkinson
or Draco Malfoy ever think that they were better than her just
because they were born into wizarding families. She was a Granger
and as her father always said: Grangers could do anything.

The rest of the holidays went along without incident. Her
parents were still working most of the time but they were sure to
spend as much time with their daughter as possible since they knew
they wouldn’t see her again until the end of the school term. Her
mother took her on a “girls’ night out” and they went to see a
movie and spend some quality mother/daughter bonding time at a
local restaurant. She caught up on current muggle events with her
father and they had several spirited debates.

Though Hermione definitely enjoyed her time at home, she was
ready to go back to school when the holidays ended. She wanted to
spend more time with her friends as well as continue her studies.
She began to remember why she preferred reading to television and
though her parents weren’t the worst cooks, she definitely missed
the Hogwarts food. Also, as much as she loved her father, she felt
that he was overzealous about her education and it was beginning to
drive her mad. It was bad enough she was putting pressure on
herself; she didn’t need his help. All and all, on the last day of
the holidays, Hermione was more than pleased to be heading back as
she repacked her books in the new bag her parents had bought her
for Christmas.

After several hours of driving, the Grangers were once again at
Kings Cross Station. Mr. Granger was watching another set of
wizarding students disappear casually through the barrier between
Platform Nine and Platform Ten.

“I’ll never understand how nobody notices all of the wizarding
activity that’s going on around here,” he said quietly to his wife
and daughter.

“Sometimes they do,” Hermione confirmed. “But the Ministry of
Magic takes care of that when it happens.” She looked at the clock
on the wall in front of her. “Well, I’d better get going. I want to
find Parvati or Lavender before the train leaves so I’ll have
someplace to sit.”

Both Mr. and Mrs. Granger hugged and kissed their daughter.
“Good-bye dear. Have a safe trip. Send us a letter when you get
there.” Mrs. Granger said cheerily.

Mr. Granger bent down to look Hermione in the eyes. “Have a good
term Hermione and keep up the good work. I know I don’t tell you
this often enough, but I’m very proud of you. Always remember that
you’re a Granger, and Grangers can do anything.”

Hermione nodded fervently at this. She hugged her father again
and then started off towards the hidden entrance to Platform 9
¾.







10. Narcoryan Potion

Chapter Summary: Hermione tries to help Harry with his
chronic nightmares. Will this end well?

--- Begin Fic Here ---

Lavender, Parvati, and Padma were surprisingly quiet on the
train ride back to Hogwarts, so Hermione took this time to catch up
on her reading. Every now and again she’d glance over her book and
find the three girls staring at her. At first she thought they were
still seething over her relationship with Harry, but then she
noticed that the looks they were giving her seemed to denote
curiosity and shock as opposed to anger. Finally Lavender
spoke.

“Uh… Hermione,” she started timidly.

Hermione put her book down. “Yes…”

“Is it true… what happened at the quidditch game?”

Hermione didn’t answer. Did they know that Snape had tried to
kill Harry? “What do you mean?”

“Well we heard… that is Padma got a letter from one of her
Ravenclaw friends at the beginning of the holidays who heard it
from a Hufflepuff boy who overheard Ron and Harry talking about…
well… that you saved Harry’s life.”

“When his broom was acting up,” Parvati finally blurted out.
“You did something to help him. I remember seeing you running down
the stairs to the field.”

Hermione was speechless. She guessed that she shouldn’t be
surprised. It wouldn’t have been long before people found out what
happened, especially at Hogwarts.

“So it’s true!” Lavender took Hermione’s stunned silence to be
an answer. “You stopped his broom from throwing him off. You saved
his life.”

“How did you do it? What was wrong with Harry’s broom? How did
you stop it?” Padma stammered.

“Well I…” Hermione knew she couldn’t tell them that Snape had
been cursing the broom. “I just used a special charm to dispel
jinxes placed on brooms. We think one of the Slytherins cursed it.”
This, Hermione supposed, was enough of the truth to sound
believable.

“You actually saved Harry Potter’s life. Hermione, you’re
incredible,” Lavender said sincerely. “We uh… wanted to apologize
to you. We’ve been so mean to you lately because we were… well…
jealous of you and Harry.”

“Me mostly,” Parvati added quickly. “I was trying so hard to get
Harry’s attention and then all the sudden you were with him without
even trying. But I guess I can see why he likes you. I mean, you
are the cleverest witch in our year.”

Hermione smiled. As much as she wanted to let Parvati think
Harry was off limits, she decided to be truthful. It wouldn’t be
good for her friendship with Harry to have rumors circulating.
“It’s okay but really, Harry and I are just good friends.”

“Well, I don’t think I’ll ever get him to really notice me
anyway,” Parvati admitted. “I should stop making a fool of
myself.”

“Yes, yes you should,” Hermione thought to herself.

“Then again…” Parvati had a gleam in her eyes. “If Harry really
isn’t taken then that means I still have a chance.”

Hermione returned to her reading as the three girls started
giggling again. It seemed that everything was back to normal with
her two roommates. She wondered if that was a good or bad
thing.

-----

Hermione stuck her head out of the horseless carriage that was
taking her, Lavender, Parvati, and Padma back to Hogwarts castle.
The wind whipped through her thick hair. It was a cool winter wind
but it felt good on her face. She smiled as the castle came into
view. She felt like she was home again. She looked up at the towers
and saw something flying around. At first it looked like an owl,
but then she realized it was someone on a broomstick.

It could only be one person. “That boy,” Hermione hissed to
herself but she smiled anyway.

When the carriage stopped, she took off towards the main doors
as quickly as her overloaded schoolbag would allow.

“Hermione, where are you going?” Lavender called after her, but
by this time Hermione was inside the castle. She bounded up four
flights of stairs to where Gryffindor Tower was but she didn’t head
for the portrait of the fat lady. Instead she rounded another
corner and headed for the familiar statue. By the time she kicked
the shin, she was panting and her bag had hit against her one too
many times but she didn’t care.

She ran up the stairs that led to the ramparts and pushed open
the trap door. The wind was blowing much stronger. She pulled out
her wand and performed the wind ceasing charm. Then she looked
around to see if she could spot Harry again. There was no sign of
him or his broomstick.

“Oy, welcome back,” said a voice behind her. Hermione whirled
around and was met by an unusual site. Harry was hanging upside
down from his broomstick.

“You’re nutters; you know that don’t you?”

Harry jumped down expertly and grabbed his broomstick out of the
air. “Glad to see you too. How was your trip?”

“My dad tried to drive me insane, but other than that, fine. How
were your holidays?”

“Well actually, that’s a bit of a story.” Harry said taking a
seat. He proceeded to tell Hermione all about how he had gotten an
invisibility cloak from an anonymous benefactor on Christmas. He’d
used to cloak to try to get in the restricted section of the
library to search for Nicolas Flame, but almost got caught by
Filch, Mrs. Norris, and Snape. In trying to escape, he had found a
remarkable mirror, the Mirror of Erised, which allowed him to see
his family, all of his family. It had been such an alluring vision
that he had gone back two more nights to see it. The third night
though, Professor Dumbledore himself had caught Harry, and though
he wasn’t angry with him, he asked him not to go looking for the
mirror again.

“I’ve heard of that. I read all about it in ‘Rare and Powerful
Magical Objects,’” Hermione said. Harry gave her a knowing look but
she ignored him. “You’d do good to read it yourself. The
invisibility cloak is in there too. It has powers you’re not even
aware of, like the ability to cover more than just one or two
people; it can magically cover just about anything of reasonable
size that you want it to. Anyway, the Mirror of Erised is the only
one of its kind. It’s one of the few magical objects in the world
that was never duplicated. It’s mysterious but also very very
dangerous. Some people have gone mad staring at it. Oooo, Harry I’m
glad Dumbledore convinced you not to go back there. Besides,
sneaking around three nights in a row? If Filch had caught you,
he’d have your head. Still it would have been nice if you had found
something on Flamel.”

“I see being with your parents all this time has renewed your
ability to talk faster than a snitch can fly.” Harry laughed.
“Don’t worry; I don’t think I ever want to go near that mirror
again. Ever since then… I’ve been having nightmares.”

Hermione bit her bottom lip. “Oh Harry, that’s awful. What are
they about?”

“My parents… dying. It’s vague, but I know that’s what the dream
is about.”

“I’m so sorry. That’s such a terrible thing to have to
relive.”

“Hopefully it will stop soon. Maybe when I’m busy with school
and quidditch…” Harry had a look in his eyes that said he thought
this was wishful thinking.

“Maybe, I could make a sleeping potion like the one Snape was
telling us about that gives the drinker a dreamless sleep,”
Hermione offered.

“I don’t want anything that Snape would suggest.” Harry
shuddered. “I think I’ll pass. By the way, thank you for the
Christmas gift.” It was obvious he wanted to change the
subject.

“Thanks for yours as well.” Hermione added. “I really appreciate
it. Sometimes I think you actually understand me.”

“I know… scary isn’t it?”

“Where’s Ron?”

“Down in the common room eating some snacks that Fred and George
snuck from the kitchens,” Harry told her.

“I swear that boy is always eating. Well I’m going to go get him
off his duff. We should go to the library. Term will be starting
again tomorrow and then we won’t have any time to look for
Flamel.”

“Hermione, it’s the last day of break…”

“All the more reason to head to the library now,” Hermione
reasoned.

Harry sighed. It was obvious that going to the library hadn’t
been in his plans, but he mounted his broom and took off again.

Hermione stared after him. She was worried about Harry, the
nightmares he told her about. She wished there was something she
could do. Then again, maybe there was something. After all she was
the cleverest witch of her year. Harry was her best friend. She
should help him, even if he acted like he didn’t want help.

-----

Snape never paid any attention to Hermione in potions anymore.
She had performed so flawlessly in every single lesson that even he
couldn’t find anything to complain about. So he completely ignored
the honor student and instead focused on tormenting Neville, who
could barely stand a caldron right side up. Usually it would annoy
Hermione that Snape never called on her or acknowledged her during
class, but this time she didn’t care. In fact she was counting on
the fact that Snape wouldn’t even check up on her during this
particular double potions lesson.

She wasn’t making a forgetfulness potion like all the other
students. Although it was a very difficult potion to make and Snape
had alluded to the fact that it would be part of their finals, she
didn’t care. She knew she could make it if she needed to and that’s
all that mattered. Hermione had a better way to spend this time.
She was making a special sleeping potion she had found in a library
book called “Modern Magical Medicine.” There were multiple kinds of
sleeping potions, many of which gave the drinker a dreamless sleep.
The problem was, most of these knocked a person out instantly, and
that wasn’t what she wanted.

The potion was for Harry of course. For the past several days,
he had come to breakfast looking like he hadn’t slept at all. He’d
always shrug it off saying that it was just the quidditch practices
tiring him out, but Hermione knew the truth. He was still having
nightmares and they were keeping him up. She didn’t know how to
talk to him about it. It seemed so personal and how could she
relate to his problem. She’d never lost anyone close to her, and he
had lost both his parents. He’d never even known them. The only
thing she could offer was to make him a sleeping potion, which he
constantly refused for one reason or another.

“He’s so stubborn,” Hermione thought as she stirred the
potion. “He always has to do things the difficult way. Why can’t
he just let me help him? Then I wouldn’t have to go through all
this trouble.”

Her plan was simple. If Harry wouldn’t voluntarily do something
about the dreams, then she’d help him without his knowledge. The
sleeping potion she’d found was called Narcoryan and was
specifically designed not to induce sleep instantly but rather give
the drinker a deeper, dreamless sleep when they went to bed
naturally. The effects could last anywhere from a few days to
several weeks. She would slip some in his drink at dinner and
hopefully he would never know. Snape swept by her table but didn’t
take any notice to that fact that Hermione’s potion was a
completely different color from what it should have been.

Harry leaned over and whispered, “Are you even doing the
assignment or is this some extra credit potion that you’ve whipped
up?”

“Potter!” Snape snapped immediately. “Just because you can’t
manage to do a simple potion on your own does not give you license
to employ the services of Ms. Granger. Five points from
Gryffindor.”

Harry sighed. “I wish he ignored me like he ignored you,” he
mumbled before returning his attention to the caldron in front of
him.

Hermione looked down at “Modern Magical Medicine” and read the
last few instructions. It told her the potion needed to boil for
another three hours. That wouldn’t do at all. She only had a half
hour left in the class and she very well couldn’t take a caldron
full of potion with her. Snape would definitely be suspicious of
that. The potion looked fine, exactly how it was supposed to be,
according to the book. She supposed that the boiling time was
needed to make it more potent. Well, she didn’t need it to be all
that strong, it was only for one person and all it had to do was
give him a few good nights of sleep. She poured some into a bottle
while Harry and Ron weren’t looking and tucked it in her bag. Now
all she had to do was wait.

-----

“I hope you’re practicing hard for your next quidditch game,
Potter,” Draco Malfoy said as he strolled up to the Gryffindor
table at dinner. It was like clockwork. Malfoy couldn’t let a day
go by without making some snide comment to Harry. His two lackeys,
Vincent Crabbe and Gregory Goyle were with him. Hermione rarely saw
him without them, unless he was with Pansy when she came to harass
Hermione.

This time though, she was glad Malfoy was there. In fact, she
had been counting on it. Both Harry and Ron were distracted from
their dinner while they argued with the three bullies. She pulled a
small vile out of her pocket and clandestinely slipped its contents
into Harry’s drink. It was the sleeping potion. The dose she gave
him was supposed to last for two weeks but she figured that because
it hadn’t been allowed to boil for the required length of time, it
would only last a few days. In either case, she had already decided
to slip him more of the potion when it became apparent he was
having the nightmares again. It was always obvious because he came
to breakfast extremely tired. Hopefully that would change starting
tomorrow morning.

“Can you believe him?” Harry said as he turned back to the
table.

Hermione jumped a little as she came back to reality. “I don’t
know why you bother with that git.”

Harry took a sip from his goblet. “He’s the one who comes over
here. You don’t see me going over to his table.”

“He only does it because he knows I can’t punch him with all the
professors watching,” Ron added between bites.

Harry finished his juice in one gulp. It magically filled up
again within moments. “Good, he’s had it all. Now we’ll see how
good it works.”

-----

“Harry, are you okay?” Hermione asked in shock the next morning
at breakfast. Instead of looking well rested as she had hopped,
Harry looked as if he hadn’t even gotten ten minutes worth of sleep
the previous night.

“I don’t know. I couldn’t sleep at all last night,” Harry
admitted as he laid his head on the table. “I don’t know what’s
wrong with me.”

“Was it the nightmare again?” She asked concerned. “I don’t
understand why my potion didn’t work.”

Harry shrugged. “I guess. It was like I just couldn’t fall
asleep no matter how hard I tried and when I did, the least little
thing, like Neville’s snoring, would wake me up again. I’m glad
it’s Saturday. I’m going to try and take a nap later on.”

“Oh no, something had to have gone wrong.” Hermione
thought frantically. She jumped up from the table.

“Hey where are you going?” Ron called after her.

“Library,” Hermione said hastily.

“But we were going to see Hagrid. We can look for Flamel later
you know,” Ron shouted at Hermione as she retreated from the Great
Hall. “That girl spends way too much time in the library.”

Harry’s head hit the table again. “Ugh….”

-----

Hermione had spent almost the entire day in the library. She
found another book called “Common Magical Maladies, Ailments, and
Side Effects” and looked up the Narcoryan Potion.

“Narcoryan Potion is a very unique magical sleeping aid in that
unlike most sleeping potions, it does not induce immediate sleep.
It instead helps the drinker by giving them a deeper, dreamless
rest during the time they naturally go to sleep. In addition, the
potion can last for several weeks. The most common problems
associated with narcoryan is when the potion has the exact opposite
of its intended use. The drinker will be unable to sleep at all.
This is usually caused by improper preparation of the potion.
Narcoryan must simmer for at least three hours to prevent this from
happening.”

Hermione slammed the book shut. She couldn’t believe what she’d
done. Instead of helping Harry, she’d made things twice as bad. At
least he was getting some sleep before, even if he was having
nightmares. Now he wasn’t able to sleep at all. She was so ashamed
of herself.

Hermione spent the rest of the day trying to find a cure or some
way to reserve the sleeping potion. She didn’t want to use another
potion, that would require too much time, plus she couldn’t risk
trying to slip it into his drink again. That only left spells.

She poured through endless books looking for the right one. The
only time she stopped her hunt was when Ron and Harry arrived for a
bit to search for Flamel. Harry still looked haggard and they
didn’t stay long because of this. Hermione felt even worse, so she
stayed at the library late into the evening. Madam Pince kept
sweeping by. She obviously wanted to close the library but Hermione
ignored her. She was resigned to stay until she found what she was
looking for or until the librarian threw her out, whichever came
first.

“I see we’re studying hard, Ms. Granger,” came a voice from
behind her. Hermione turned and saw a long silvery beard. She
looked up into the face of Professor Albus Dumbledore. His blue
eyes seemed to twinkle and there was a slight smile on his
face.

“Pro... Professor, what are you doing here?” Hermione stuttered.
She realized almost immediately how impertinent her question had
been. He could be wherever he wanted. It wasn’t like he needed to
explain himself to a first year student.

Dumbledore, however, did not seem to mind the question. “I often
find that the school library is very well stocked with books on a
variety of topics. I like to find new material on subjects that
interest me every now and again. Sometimes even a professor, or a
headmaster like myself, can learn a thing or two. What is that
muggle saying: you can lead a dog to water but you can’t make him
learn new tricks?”

Hermione didn’t bother correcting him. She was still in shock.
She’d never actually seen the headmaster up close or talked to him
in person and he was a little intimidating. After all, he was said
to be one of the greatest wizards of the era.

Dumbledore eyed the piles of books stacked on Hermione’s table.
“Exams seem to have come a bit early this year, or perhaps you’ve
decided to take your O. W. L.’s a bit early?”

Hermione smiled weakly. “Oh no, sir. I was just doing a bit of…
um… research. But I haven’t had any luck.”

“Yes, Madam Pince told me on the way in that you’ve been here
all day and show no signs of leaving anytime soon. She suggested
that there might be something I could do to speed you along.”

“Well it’s kind of complicated…”

Dumbledore laughed. “My dear, I happen to be a halfway decent
wizard. I think I may be of some use if you allow me.”

Hermione thought about this for a moment. She didn’t know how
much she should tell the professor. Would he be mad at her for
using a potion on a fellow student without his knowledge? She
decided to at least try to get the answer she needed without
telling him what had actually happened.

“A friend of mine is having chronic nightmares so he needs a
sleeping potion. I tried narcoryan but it backfired.”

“Ah I see, you did not let it simmer for the prescribed amount
of time, so it’s having the opposite effect. I’ve seen it happen
many times. Don’t worry, my dear, improperly prepared narcoryan
only lasts for 24 hours.”

Hermione let out a sigh of relief. Now all she had to do is mix
another batch of the potion the right way.

Dumbledore sat down. “So your friend asked you for a sleeping
potion for his problem?”

“Well… uh… no. I just figured this would be the best thing to
help him.”

“Well if I may be so bold, Ms. Granger; I don’t think a potion
is the best way to help your friend.”

“Oh, is there a spell I could use instead?” Hermione asked
eagerly.

Dumbledore laughed. “Not exactly. What your friend needs is
something far more powerful than any magical solution. If he is
having chronic nightmares, as you have said, it is a sign that
there is something troubling him, something that he can’t handle on
his own. He needs someone, a true friend, to be there for him. Only
that can really help him. Perhaps you can be that friend?”

For a moment, she thought the headmaster was joking, but he had
a serious look in his blue eyes. “But Professor, how can I help? I
don’t know what I could say or do that could help him. I’m not very
good with things like that,” she admitted. “I’m a good witch;
that’s it. If I can’t find a magical solution then I don’t think
I’m much use.”

“Hermione, to be a good witch, you must learn that there are
many times when magic just isn’t the answer,” Dumbledore said
soothingly. “There are still forces out there that are far more
powerful, such as friendship. You have to understand all of these
things if you are going to reach your true potential.”

Hermione nodded numbly and she realized for the first time that
she had been going about things all wrong. She had never really
tried to talk to Harry about his dreams. She’d offered him
everything else except an ear to listen to his concerns. She had
been too afraid that she wouldn’t know what to say to him. But
Dumbledore was right, what Harry really needed was a friend. She
knew that Ron never really tried to talk about it with him, so it
was up to her.

Madame Pince came up to the table. “Headmaster, I really must
insist…”

“Yes of course, Irma. Ms. Granger and I were about to leave.”
Dumbledore said coolly. He stood. “If you’d like to continue your
research, you can take some of these books back to your common room
I’m sure.”

Hermione shook her head as she stood quickly. “No sir. I don’t
think I’ll need them, not for what I have to do.”

Dumbledore smiled as Hermione hurried off towards the door. “Oh
and Mrs. Granger,” he called after her.

Hermione turned around just as she was about to exit. “Yes
sir?”

“Tell Harry that I hope he feels better soon and that I look
forward to seeing his next quidditch game.”

Hermione smiled. It wasn’t surprising that the headmaster had
known all along.

-----

It was late when Hermione arrived in the common room after her
conversation with Dumbledore. The only light was that of the slowly
dying fire. It seemed that everyone had gone to bed.

Hermione wasn’t tired at all. She walked over to one of the
chairs facing the fire and was about to drop into it when something
startled her.

“Well you’re out late.” Harry was sitting in the chair she was
about to plop down in and she hadn’t even noticed.

“Oh Harry, you scared me. Why is everyone sneaking up on me
tonight?”

“Well I figured I should say something before you sat on
me,” Harry retorted as Hermione took another seat next to his.
“Where have you been, anyway? Don’t tell me you spent all this time
in the library.”

“Yeah, actually I did,” Hermione sighed. “Still can’t
sleep?”

Harry shook his head. “Not really…”

They sat there silently for a moment. Then suddenly Harry asked.
“Hermione is there something wrong? You’ve been acting really weird
today. Do you want to talk about it?”

A tear ran down Hermione’s face. “I can’t believe this. I’m
such a terrible friend. I don’t take any time to try to talk to
Harry about his nightmares but he’s worried about me even though
he’s got problems of his own.”

Harry finally noticed that she was crying. “Hermione, what’s
wrong?” he asked in shock.

“Oh Harry, it’s all my fault. I wanted to help you by finding a
way to end your nightmares so I made the narcoryan potion for you
and I slipped it in your drink last night so you wouldn’t know
because I know you said you didn’t want a sleeping potion but I
thought it would help but it turned out that I made the potion
wrong so instead of giving you dreamless sleep it made you not be
able to sleep and it was totally and completely my fault and I
didn’t want to tell you because I knew you’d be mad at me so I
spent all day at the library trying to figure out a way to reverse
the potion without you knowing and all this time what I should have
been doing was trying to talk to you about your dreams instead of
avoiding the topic because I was afraid of not being able to say
the right thing to you.” Hermione started crying again. “You’re
such a good friend to me and I just wanted to do the same but I did
it all wrong.”

Harry had been friends with Hermione for several weeks and was
used to her talking extremely fast when she was nervous, but he
never knew what to do when she became this emotional. It took him a
while to dissect everything she had just spilled out.

“Hermione,” he said finally. “I know you were trying to help,
and I appreciate it, but you can’t just slip a sleeping potion into
my drink without me knowing.”

“I know… I know… It was totally and completely wrong of me, and
I’m so sorry Harry. It should wear off in a couple of hours, I
promise.”

“Well that’s good.”

“Are you mad at me?” Hermione said, wiping the remaining tears
off her face.

“No, just promise not to do any more magic on me without my
permission.”

“I promise.”

“Well, I guess I should try to go to bed now.” Harry stood, but
Hermione stopped him.

“Wait Harry, since we’re both up, maybe we could talk.”

Harry sighed again. “Hermione…”

“Harry, I know it’s difficult,” she cut him off, “but if you
just keep it bottled up, it’s not going to go away. It’s just going
to keep eating away inside you. We’re friends. We’re supposed to be
able to talk.”

Harry sat down again. “I know, but I don’t think there is
anything you can really do to help me.”

“I can listen.”

Harry smiled. He realized he hadn’t really talked to either of
his friends at length about how these dreams were really affecting
him. Hermione seemed like she earnestly wanted to do something to
help him. She’d even gone as far as to try and sneak him a sleeping
potion.

“You know, it’s more than just losing my mom and dad,” he
started. “It’s almost as if I have no family… no real identity. The
only thing I really know about me is what others tell me. I wish I
had someone I could really call family besides Aunt Petunia. That
way I could know what my mom and dad were really like.”

Hermione nodded and Harry continued. They talked well into the
night, well after the fire had burned out and Hermione had replaced
it with her own magical bluebell flame. When they finally headed
for their separate dormitories, both Harry and Hermione felt like a
great weight had been lifted from their shoulders.

Hermione pushed open the door to her room and was met with the
thunderous snores of Lavender. She smiled. Things were back to
normal.







11. An Unusual Friendship

Chapter Summary: Hermione and Ron actually have to become
friends at some point, and what better way then while trying to
help out their mutual friend, Harry Potter.

--- Begin Fic Here ---

“I hate this game,” Hermione muttered as she stared down at the
wizard’s chess board. Against her will, she’d started playing the
game with Ron while Harry went to quidditch practices. She would
have rather watched Harry practice, but the weather had turned
nasty and she didn’t feel like standing out in the rain on the
ramparts. So Ron had suggested that she play against him because he
was tired of only having one opponent.

Hermione used Harry’s chess pieces because she didn’t have ones
of her own. The problem was that wizard chessmen talked and it was
always very distracting. They kept shouting directions and
suggestions at her and this made it much harder than muggle chess.
She’d read several strategy books on the game, but that didn’t seem
to help.

Ron had perfect control over his chessmen and he liked to rub
this fact in her face. He had consistently beaten Hermione in every
single game they played and he seemed to get some sort of twisted
pleasure out of this. Hermione was beginning to remember why she
hated Ron to begin with.

“He’s so smug. Just because he can win at this stupid,
pointless, barbaric game doesn’t make him smarter than me,” she
thought during one of their matches.

“Are you trying to will your pieces to move with your mind?” Ron
teased. Hermione had been staring at the board for quite some
time.

“Shut it,” Hermione snapped.

Ron grinned from ear to ear. He was trying to intimidate her.
This match had lasted longer than any of the others they’d played.
Both of them had captured several pieces. There was a good chance
Hermione could win if she kept her wits about her. She just needed
to open up the king.

Then she got an idea. “Knight to H-3.”

“What in the blazes are you doing?” Her remaining knight shouted
as it begrudgingly obeyed.

“Check!” Hermione said gleefully. It was of course a trick. She
knew as well as the knight did that she couldn’t checkmate the king
with this strategy. She just needed a diversion.

“Let me take him, let me crush him,” shouted Ron’s queen.
This is exactly what Hermione wanted.

Ron stared at the chessboard. “Hmm, this is going to require
some thought.”

“Hope you’re not trying to move the pieces with your mind, Ron.
I hear that doesn’t work.” Hermione teased.

“Shut it, Hermione.”

Suddenly Harry came through the common room entrance and headed
straight for them. Hermione could tell instantly that something was
wrong, but Ron wasn’t paying attention.

“Don’t talk to me for a moment. I need to concentrate,” he said
waving away Harry as he sat down. Then he finally noticed the look
on his face. “What’s the matter with you? You look terrible.”

“Snape,” Harry hissed. “I think he’s after me again. Get this.
He’s decided to referee the next quidditch game. The others, they
think it’s just so that he can be biased towards Hufflepuff so that
we won’t overtake Slytherin in the house cup, but I think he just
wants another crack at me.”

“I think it’s both,” Ron said.

“You’re not helping,” Hermione snapped. They had both completely
forgotten about the game. She turned to Harry. “Don’t play.”

“Say you’re ill,” Ron added.

Harry shook his head at this.

“Pretend to break your leg,” Hermione offered.

“Really break your leg,” Ron said.

But Harry wouldn’t hear any of it. He wouldn’t back out of the
game, not with the team depending on him. They would have continued
to think of ways to get Harry to back off if the sight of Neville
bunny-hopping through the portrait entrance hadn’t distracted them.
It looked like someone had performed the leg-locker curse on him.
Hermione leapt up to help him.

“Poor Neville. Everyone always picks on him because
he’s such a bad wizard. Everyone picks on me because I’m such a
good wizard. People can be so cruel if you’re not exactly like
them.” She pulled out her wand. “Locomortor Returnus.”
Neville’s legs sprung apart instantly. Aside from his pride, he
didn’t seem badly hurt. Hermione wished that the other students
would stop laughing. It was bad enough as it was.

Hermione led him over to where Ron and Harry were still sitting.
Harry had a semi-shocked expression on his face; Ron was trying
hard not to laugh. Hermione gave Ron a “don’t you dare laugh” look,
and he immediately straightened up.

Neville explained that it was Draco Malfoy who had performed the
curse on him. Hermione tried to convince him to tell their head of
house, Professor McGonagall, but Neville would hear none of it. He
was afraid Malfoy would just retaliate more.

“You’ve got to stand up to him, Neville. He’s used to walking
all over people but that’s no reason to lie down in front of him
and make it easier.” Ron said.

Hermione could have slapped Ron for saying that. Didn’t he think
Neville felt bad enough? “Boys can be so insensitive.”

But Harry, seeming to sense that Neville was on the verge of
tears, pulled a chocolate toad from his robe and handed it to
Neville saying. “You’re worth twelve of Malfoy. The sorting hat
chose you for Gryffindor, didn’t it? And where’s Malfoy, in
stinking Slytherin.”

Hermione smiled. It never ceased to amaze her how kind Harry
could be, even if he was a bit thick headed at times. He always
stood up for Neville when Malfoy or the other Slytherins were
picking on him.

Neville headed for bed, leaving the famous witches and wizards
card with Harry.

“Dumbledore again,” Harry sighed, flipping over the card
absent-mindedly.

Hermione was about to tell off Ron for what he said to Neville
when Harry caught their attention again.

“I’ve found him. I’ve found Flamel. I told you I read the name
somewhere before. I read it on the train coming here. Listen to
this.” Harry began to read the back of the card and then Hermione
understood. Nicolas Flamel had worked with Dumbledore in alchemy.
Alchemy was the key. And then it hit her; she had read Flamel’s
name too. She had forgotten all about it, but it was the night she
and Harry had first decided to be friends.

Hermione jumped up. “Stay there,” and without another word, she
bolted for her dormitory.

“Hermione?” Lavender said in shock as Hermione burst through the
door. She and Parvati were already there.

Hermione started tossing things wildly out of her trunk. “Can’t
talk now; gotta find something.” She only hoped that she hadn’t
returned it to the library. Then at the bottom of the trunk, she
saw it, a huge book titled “1000 Years in Alchemy.”

She heaved the book out of her trunk and flew back down the
stairs, slamming it on the table. Harry and Ron jumped.

“I never thought to look in here. I got this out of the library
weeks ago for a bit of light reading.”

“Light?” Ron repeated in shock.

“Shut it, Ron.” Hermione hissed and she began flipping through
the pages. “I know it’s in here. I know it. Oh where is that bloody
chapter. Ah here it is.” She scanned the page. “I knew it. I
knew it. Nicolas Flamel is the only known maker of the
Sorcerer’s Stone.” She beamed at the two boys, expecting praise for
her discovery but instead she received blank stares. Neither Harry
nor Ron knew what she was talking about so she pushed the book over
at them so that they could read it. The Sorcerer’s Stone was a
magical rock that could turn metal to gold and create the Elixir of
Life, which made the drinker immortal.

After they read this, it all became clear to the three of them
what was going on inside Hogwarts. Dumbledore was keeping Flamel’s
Sorcerer’s Stone and Snape was trying to steal it. No wonder he
would do anything, including trying to kill Harry, to get to it.
Now they knew what they were up against, but how would they prove
it before Snape tried to kill Harry again?

-----

It was obvious that Harry had made up his mind. He wasn’t going
to back down from the upcoming quidditch match or from Snape.
Hermione was more worried than she’d ever been. Snape had already
tried to kill him once and now that he was going to be in the air
with Harry, he could do anything.

She sat in the common room one evening, pondering this. It was
still raining on and off, so once again she decided against
watching Harry practice. Ron joined her shortly.

“Oy, want to play chess?” He asked merrily.

“No,” Hermione snapped. She could have punched him for being in
such a good mood while Harry’s life was in danger.

“Hey, I promise to go easy on you,” Ron pressed. “Not that you
need it, you almost beat me the other night with that move
you…”

“How can you think about chess at a time like this?” Hermione
hissed. “In a few days, Harry is going to be up in the air with
Snape trying to kill him. Doesn’t that bother you? What kind of
friend are you anyway? If you were in trouble, Harry would do
everything in his power to try and help you but you act like you
don’t even care what happens to him.”

Ron looked at her in shock. He plopped down in the armchair
beside her. “Of course I care about what happens to Harry,” he
sighed. “I’m just as worried about this as you are. I really am.
But I don’t know what to do. Harry’s not going to back down and
once he’s up in the air, there’s nothing I can do to help. I don’t
know if you’ve noticed but I’m nowhere near as good a wizard as you
and even if I was, I don’t know any spells that could stop Snape
while he’s in the air. It takes powerful magic to stop a
broomstick, you know that.”

Hermione thought about this for a moment. “You’re right. But we
can’t just sit here and do nothing. There’s got to be a way to help
Harry when Snape tries to attack him.”

“You’re the clever one. If you can think of something, I’m all
ears. I’ll do anything to help Harry.”

Hermione could tell he was sincere. It seemed that she had
underestimated how worried he had been about their friend. She
thought long and hard, trying to formulate a plan, some way to give
Harry an edge… and then it came to her.

“Ron do you remember when Neville lost control of his broom
during our first flying lesson?”

Ron nodded vaguely. “Yeah… so?”

“I’ve got a plan.” Hermione grinned slyly.

----

Ron hadn’t known about what really happened during their first
flying lesson even though Hermione had eventually told Harry. So
she explained what Pansy had done, performing the levitation spell
on Neville to make everyone think he had just lost control. If
Pansy could do it, then it should work for them too. They didn’t
need to jinx Snape’s broom, just Snape. They decided that night to
start practicing the leg-locker curse. It was simple, but it would
definitely distract Snape if he tried to curse Harry’s broom again,
and that was all they needed.

The next night, while Harry was at practice, Hermione and Ron
left the Gryffindor common room and ventured down to the empty
transfiguration classroom to practice the curse. Hermione already
knew it, but Ron was having difficulties and they both agreed it
would be best if both of them mastered it.

“Okay Ron, you’ll have to try it on me since we don’t have any
other targets.” Hermione told him as she stood against one of the
walls. Ron raised an eyebrow, uncertain. “Don’t worry, I know the
counter-curse. I’ll be alright. Now go ahead; it’s Locomortor
Mortis.”

Ron tried, and tired, and tried. Over and over again, he called
out the magical words, waving his wand frantically, but with no
results.

“Ron you’re not saying it right,” Hermione said for about the
hundredth time that night.

“I know I’m not saying it right,” Ron snapped. “You
telling me isn’t helping.” He plopped down in a nearby chair. “I
give up.”

Hermione stormed over to him. “You can’t just quit. You need to
keep practicing or you’ll never learn how to do it properly.”

“I don’t think I ever will learn how to do it properly. I’m just
no good at this. You of all people should know I’m not exactly the
most adept when it comes to spell-work. I mean, you practically rub
it in my face every day.”

“I do not!” Hermione said indignantly. “What are you talking
about?”

“Every day it’s the same. Guess who’s the first to get the
difficult charm down, guess who’s the first to transfigure her
quill, guess who’s the first person to finish her potion. It’s
always you, Hermione. No witch or wizard in our year can even come
close. I don’t even know why I bother. You can help Harry all by
yourself. You don’t need me. I’m useless. Sometimes I wonder why
Harry even hangs around with me. I mean, he’s famous. You’re smart
and all the teachers love you and all the students are jealous of
you so it’s no wonder he respects you. But what am I good for? I
can’t even get one stupid spell to work.”

Hermione stared at him for a few moments. Of course she knew
that Ron often got mad at her for being an overachiever but never
in her wildest dreams did she think that he actually felt
worthless.

“Ron…” she started. “You’re not useless. Why would you ever
think that? You don’t have to be a great wizard to be a great
friend and that’s what you are to Harry. That’s why he likes you.
If there is one thing I’ve learned about Harry, it’s that he
doesn’t choose his friends by what they can do for him. If he did,
Malfoy would be his friend.”

Ron shuddered at that.

“Ron, you shouldn’t compare yourself to me. Sure I’m good at
doing spells and memorizing books, but there are things that you’re
good at too. You’re great with strategy, that’s why you keep
beating me at wizard’s chess. You’re much braver than I am, that’s
why you could take on that mountain troll.”

Ron managed a slight grin. “I guess you’re right.”

“Look, Harry needs us, both of us. Snape is going to be up there
with him and we both need to know the curse in case one of us
misses. I know you can do it. It’s just going to take some time. I
tell you what, we’ll stop for tonight and pick it up again
tomorrow.”

Ron nodded and they both left the room silently. As they headed
back to Gryffindor Tower, Hermione became lost in thought
again.

“Wow, I would have never guessed Ron would ever feel that
way. It must feel awful to wonder whether or not you’re good at
anything. I mean at least I know I’m good with spells and potions.
I’ve never had to worry about that. I guess having so many older
brothers that have been in Hogwarts before him must make it
difficult for him to carve a place for himself and make his own
identity. It can’t help that his best friend is famous and that I’m
the class genius,” she looked at Ron who was deep in thought.
“Maybe he’s not as big a jerk as I thought he was. I suppose
I’ve been a bit hard on him. I’ve got to stop judging people so
harshly. I should give Ron more of a chance. I mean, he’d do
anything for Harry. That’s got to mean something.”

Ron gave the password and the portrait door swung open.
“Hermione, do you really think we’ll be able to help Harry if he
does get in trouble.”

“With his two best friends looking out for him, there’s no way
Snape will have a chance.” Hermione said determinedly. “Wait here.
I have something for you.” She bolted up the stairs.

“Hermione?” Lavender said in shock as Hermione burst through the
door. She and Parvati were already there.

Hermione started tossing things wildly out of her trunk again.
“Can’t talk now; gotta find something.” She pulled out a small book
and ran out the door again.

Lavender turned to Parvati in shock. “She keeps doing that.”

Hermione ran back to Ron and handed him the book, which was
titled “Curses and Counter-Curses.”

“What’s this for?” Ron asked as he flipped through the book.

“It’s how I learned the leg-locker curse and the counter curse.
It’ll help you, I promise.”

“Only you would think a book could help me,” Ron said with a
half grin.

“Just try it, Ron. It’s worth a shot. You don’t have to read the
whole thing, just the part about the leg-locker curse.”

“Oh, alright,” Ron sighed. “But I resent being given more
homework by you.”

At that moment, Harry stepped through the portal. “Hey you two,
what’s up?”

Ron slipped the book up the back of his shirt casually.
“Nothing; how was practice?”

-----

“Ron, you’ve got it, you’ve finally got it.” Hermione said as
she pulled out her wand to perform the spell that would undo the
leg locker curse. Ron had successfully jinxed her for the third
time that night. It had been three days since they started
practicing but now it seemed that all their hard work had paid
off.

Before Hermione could un-jinx herself, Ron waved his wand again.
“Locomortor Returnus.” Hermione’s legs returned to normal
immediately.

“Ron, you’ve got the counter curse down too? That’s a lot of
progress since yesterday.”

Ron scratched his head awkwardly. “Well to tell you the truth,
it’s because I finally read that book you gave me. I figured it was
worth a shot. There was actually a lot of good information in
there. I guess it worked.”

“See I told you. Reading isn’t such a bad thing.”

Ron nodded. “Yeah but it’s not going to be a habit, trust
me.”

“Alright, I guess that’s enough for tonight. Harry will be back
soon.” Hermione started for the door. “Unless you want me to teach
you another spell?”

“No, no, no.” Ron said immediately. “My head hurts from all that
learning.”

Hermione laughed as they started down the corridor. She’d spent
three nights practicing the leg-locker curse with Ron and it seemed
to have done wonders for their friendship. Of course they still
fought, but at least they understood each other a little better.
“I guess it’s good that Harry’s two best friends actually get
along. I mean a while ago I thought I was going to kill Ron, then I
figured I’d have to tolerate him since he was Harry’s friend, but
now… well now I guess he’s my friend too. So I really do have to
tolerate him now. What have I gotten myself into?” Hermione
giggled at this thought.

“What’s so funny?” Ron asked.

“Nothing,” Hermione said immediately, but she giggled again.

“Hermione sometimes I worry about you, but I guess you can be
pretty cool sometimes.”

“Thanks Ron, you’re pretty tolerable yourself,” Hermione
quipped.

Ron nodded at first but then he thought for a moment. “Wait a
minute…”

-----

“Now don’t forget, it’s Locomortor Mortis,” Hermione told Ron as
they took a seat in the quidditch stands beside Neville and just
above Parvati, Lavender, and Padma.

“I know, don’t nag,” Ron snapped. He was agitated and Hermione
couldn’t blame him. They were both nervous.

“Look,” Ron said as the two teams converged on the center of the
field. “I’ve never seen Snape look so mean.”

The players were off and Hermione’s full attention was on the
game now. Nothing else mattered. Her eyes darted back and forth
from Harry, who seamed to be looking frantically for the snitch, to
Snape who vindictively awarded penalties to Hufflepuff for
apparently no reason. She sat with her fingers crossed in her lap.
“Come on Harry… just catch the snitch. Find it and catch it so
we can all go home. Come on… you can do it. You’re not the youngest
seeker in a century for nothing.”

The blood in Hermione’s ears was pounding. All of the sound
seemed to turn off as she watched Harry intently. The whole game
seemed to be going in slow motion. It had only been a few minutes
but it already seemed like forever. “No game in the world should
be this intense.”

Suddenly, Harry went into a dive. “Ron,” she said catching his
attention, “Harry!” She jumped out of her seat, watching Harry even
more intensely. If he saw the snitch he was the only one. She
couldn’t see the flying gold ball anywhere. But she trusted Harry’s
seeker instincts and bounced from toe to toe in anxiety as Harry
sped past Snape. And then, in a few fast paced seconds, it was
over. Harry had done it… he had caught the snitch.

Hermione let out a gasp of excitement and relief. She turned to
hug Ron, but he was gone. “Ron? Ron, where are you? The game’s
over. Harry’s won! We’ve won! Gryffindor is in the lead!” Parvati,
Lavender, and Padma were also cheering and Hermione ended up
hugging Parvati instead.

Hermione looked around for Ron again and finally noticed that
Malfoy, Crabbe, and Goyle were also there. It seemed that they had
all been in a fight. Even Neville had gotten in on the action from
the look of things. He had a swollen eye and was out cold
underneath his chair. Apparently Hermione had missed the whole
thing because now Malfoy and his lackeys were leaving. They had
their share of bruises too and it seemed they were leaving to lick
their wounds.

“Oh Ron,” she said helping him up. “How could you fight at a
time like this?”

“I just snapped,” Ron said through a bloody nose. “He shouldn’t
have been talking about me and Harry.”

“Well it’s over now. Gryffindor won and that means we’re ahead
of the Slytherins. We’re going to win the house cup for sure now.
Let Malfoy chew on that!”

“And Harry’s safe. That’s all that matters now,” Ron said
gleefully. He jumped up on his seat to get a better view of the
quidditch field. “Would ya look at that. The whole house is down
there lifting Harry up on their shoulders.” Ron started cheering.
“Way to go Harry. I knew you could do it.” He turned to Hermione,
“That had to be the fastest catch of the snitch in… forever.”

Hermione was staring at Ron’s bloody nose. “Oh Ron, we should
get you and Neville to the hospital wing.” Neville was moaning.

“Huh?” Ron looked down and realized Neville’s condition for the
first time. “Oh you’re right.” They helped him up and headed down
the stands with Neville between them.

“It was really childish of you to get into a fight, and dragging
Neville into it with you. What were you thinking?” Hermione scolded
as they carefully descended the stairs.

“I told you; I wasn’t thinking. Malfoy just hit a nerve and
Neville jumped in on his own. I didn’t make him.”

“Still, you could have gotten in trouble,” Hermione hissed.

“He was talking about me and Harry,” Ron reminded her. “I would
have done the same thing if he was talking about you. It’s just the
way I am. I can’t stand Malfoy, especially when he’s talking about
one of my friends.”

Hermione fell silent as they started across the field. “He
would have done the same for me,” she thought to herself.
“Well I guess that’s saying something if Ron considers me enough
of a friend to stick up for me the way he does Harry.”

As they made their way back to the castle, Professor Dumbledore
crossed their path. “Professor, were you at the game?” Hermione
asked.

“Yes, it was very exciting, although I wish it could have lasted
longer. I so seldom get to watch quidditch these days. Nevertheless
it was an exciting few minutes.”

“Yeah, Harry did great.” Ron said.

“I see Mr. Longbottom was… overcome with emotion.” Dumbledore
said as he peered at the student they were practically
carrying.

“Uh… yeah,” Ron said, well aware that his nose was still
bleeding. “Sometimes watching quidditch can be just as rough as
playing it.”

“I see.” The headmaster seemed to be willing to accept this
vague explanation as he started off again. “Oh by the way Ms.
Granger,” he said suddenly.

Hermione turned her head to face him. “Yes, sir?”

“I’m very proud of you. It seems you were able to help Harry
without magic after all.” He turned and walked away. Hermione
beamed.

“What was that all about?” Ron asked.

“Nothing,” Hermione said quickly. “Come on; let’s get to the
hospital wing.” They both lifted Neville’s limp body and continued
to carry him towards the castle.







12. Pansy's Revenge

Chapter Summary: We’ve got a lot of time to kill between
the quidditch match and the Easter holidays (several weeks to be
exact) but the book skips over it. So I’m filling in the gaps.
Pansy is still licking her wounds from the last time Hermione got
the better of her. Will she be able to settle the score against our
heroine.

--- Begin Fic Here ---

Madam Pomfrey was the aged witch who ran the hospital wing.
Though she had a stern voice, she was always kind to her patients
and hadn’t met a magical ailment that she couldn’t cure. Hermione
had never seen her in person before but had heard all about her
from Neville as he had been to the hospital wing more times than
the rest of Gryffindor House combined.

“You again?” Madam Pomfrey said as Hermione and Ron carried
Neville in. “What has Mr. Longbottom gotten himself into this time?
Oh never mind, I don’t want to know, just put him over there. I’ll
get to him in a moment.” She gestured to one of the beds. “And
here, let me fix that up.” She pointed her wand at Ron’s nose and
before he knew it, the blood had disappeared and his nose was
completely healed.

“Wow, thanks!” Ron said as he and Hermione laid Neville in the
bed.

“You better be glad that’s all you got, Weasley,” came a
drawling voice from across the room. Malfoy and his cronies were
also in the hospital wing. He was getting treated for a black eye.
“A few more minutes and you would have ended up like
Longbottom.”

Ron made a motion like he was going to attack Malfoy but
Hermione stopped him. “Come on Ron, let’s go to dinner. Harry’s
probably waiting for us.” She turned to the school nurse. “Will
Neville be okay?”

“Of course he will dear. Just leave him there,” Madam Pomfrey
said huffily as is if she found the notion that she couldn’t handle
one unconscious student ridiculous.

“That’s right, Weasley. Listen to your little muggle girlfriend
and run away,” Malfoy taunted as Madam Pomfrey tried to tend to his
eye. This time it was Ron who had to hold Hermione back.

“If you don’t shut up I’m going to end up popping your eye out
instead of healing it,” the nurse warned Malfoy.

“Do it,” Hermione snapped. “It’d make him look a whole lot
better.”

-----

“How do Fred and George keep getting into the kitchens without
getting caught?” Hermione said taking some custard from Ron. There
was a huge celebration party going on in the Gryffindor common room
after dinner.

“I don’t know,” Ron shrugged. “You’d think someone in the
kitchen staff would notice food going missing. They say they’ve
been doing it for years. I guess they’ve got a system.”

“Oy, where’s the guest of honor,” Fred Weasley came up to his
brother.

“Hmm, I don’t know,” Ron said looking around. “When we didn’t
see him at dinner, we thought he was with you.”

Fred shook his head. “Nope, he went to put his broom away and
that’s the last I saw of him.”

Hermione and Ron exchanged a look that made it all too clear
they were both thinking the same thing. Had Snape attacked Harry
after the game? Without a word, they both took off for the portrait
exit.

“We should have stayed with him,” Hermione said frantically as
they started down the corridor. “There’s no telling what could have
happened after the game. Snape could have gotten him alone.
Dumbledore left right after the game. Oh Ron what are we going to
do?”

“First, you are going to calm down,” Ron said shortly. “We’ll
head out to the quidditch field and see if he’s still there. If
he’s not…” Ron trailed off as they headed down the stairs.

“If he’s not?” Hermione asked finally.

“We’ll find him.’ Ron said determinedly.

Hermione bit her bottom lip. She didn’t think she could handle
anymore stress that day.

-----

Ron and Hermione checked the quidditch field, locker rooms,
broom shed, and all of the surrounding area. There was no sign of
Harry. It was getting dark now.

“We’ve looked all over, Ron. We should go tell Dumbledore,”
Hermione pressed.

“How, we don’t even know where Dumbledore stays in the castle,”
Ron reasoned.

“Well then, we should go to McGonagall,” Hermione insisted.

“Oh alright, let’s…” Ron was staring at the castle. “Wait a
minute… I think… I think that’s him. Look, he’s heading back from
the broom shed. Why didn’t we see him before?”

Hermione grumbled. “He’s probably been out flying around this
whole time, while we’ve been down here worrying.”

“You might be right. Well at least he’s okay. Look, Hermione,
let’s not tell Harry that we were so worried about him. He’s had
enough stress. Alright?”

Hermione was about to protest but she stopped herself. She
supposed Ron had a point. They ran to the castle.

“Harry, where have you been?” Hermione started when they caught
up with him.

Ron gave her a dirty look as if to remind her of what he had
just told her not five minutes before and she promptly shut up.

“We Won! You Won! We Won!” Ron shouted. A broad smile had
replaced his previous strained look as he started to tell Harry all
about the fight in the stands and the party that awaited him in
Gryffindor Tower. Harry didn’t seem interested in any of this. He
looked flushed and out of breath. Instead of going with Ron and
Hermione back to their common room, he dragged them to the nearest
empty classroom and shut the door behind them.

“Harry, what’s wrong?” Hermione asked immediately after he shut
them in. “What happened? Did Snape try something after the
game?”

“It’s more than that; I saw Quirrell and Snape in the Forbidden
Forest. He practically threatened Quirrell if he didn’t help him
steal the Sorcerer’s Stone.”

“You were in the Forbidden Forest?” Ron said. It seemed that
this was the only part of the story he had registered.

“Ron, are you listening to me?” Harry asked exasperated. “Snape
threatened Quirrell!”

Hermione dropped down in a nearby chair in shock as she half
listened to Harry. Things seemed to be getting worse. Not only was
Snape trying to get the Sorcerer’s Stone and kill Harry, he was now
threatening other professors. It all made sense of course. There
had to be other things guarding the stone beyond the three-headed
dog, most likely a barrage of spells and enchantments. What if
there were already other professors in cahoots with Snape? Harry
had overheard Snape telling Quirrell to think about “where his
loyalties lie.” Did that mean that the Defense Against the Dark
Arts Professor was only one of a few still against Snape?

“So you mean the stone’s only safe so long as Quirrell stands up
to Snape?” Hermione finally asked, voicing her fears.

“It’ll be gone by next Tuesday,” Ron quipped in a hopeless sort
of voice.

“That’s not funny,” Hermione said irritably. “This is
serious. Now I really think we should go to Dumbledore.”

“And tell him what?” Harry asked in exasperation. “We still
can’t prove anything. You should have seen Quirrell in the forest
Hermione. He was stuttering even worse than normal. He’s
terrified of Snape. He’d be too afraid to back us up if we
went to Dumbledore.”

Hermione was about to argue further but at that moment, Peeves
the Poltergeist burst through the door. “Ooooo, ickle firsties!” he
cackled.

Harry sighed. “Come on let’s get out of here. We can talk about
this later.” The trio retreated as Peeves started to toss chairs
around the room.

-----

But it didn’t matter how many times they talked about it, the
conversation just kept going in circles. Hermione insisted the best
choice of action was to go to a professor or the headmaster, or
writing to Nicolas Flamel himself, or even the Ministry of Magic,
but all of these options had the same flaw. They didn’t have proof
and furthermore they were beginning to wonder who they could
trust.

Harry was content to wait until they could get more information
and Ron sided with him but Hermione was almost frantic with worry.
What if Snape tried to kill him again? Sure it would be difficult
to do within the confines of the castle, but it seemed as if Snape
was becoming desperate and that meant he might try anything.

There next Potions lesson proved that Snape’s hatred towards
Harry had doubled. It was like a public torture session. Snape was
even ignoring Neville’s consistent incompetence to pick on every
little thing Harry did, even if it wasn’t wrong. In his opinion
even the way Harry diced his toadstools was grounds for public
reticule.

“That was an absolute nightmare,” Harry griped as they exited
the potions class after what seemed like an eternity. “Is this what
I have to look forward to the rest of the year?”

“At least when he’s ridiculing you, he’s not trying to kill
you,” Hermione said.

“Oh aren’t we a bright little ray of sunshine!” Ron said rolling
his eyes. “Do you have to keep bringing that up?”

“Do you think it’ll go away if I hush up? We have a serious
problem here and I think we need to do something about it” Hermione
said, launching into her fourth argument with Ron for the day. Ever
since the night of Harry’s last quidditch game, they had been
arguing a lot about what to do. They were of course both concerned
about Harry, but seemed to show it in different ways. Ron preferred
being loyal to whatever Harry decided and not questioning it.
Hermione wanted to do what was best for Harry even if he didn’t
think it was the right idea.

Hermione had realized that Ron never really got over the fact
that Harry was famous which is why he always went along with
whatever Harry said. Hermione however, didn’t see Harry as just a
famous wizard anymore. She still thought he was extremely unique
but after being friends with him for several months now, she felt
more comfortable around him and knew that she could speak her mind
and not have to worry about losing his respect or friendship.

“He’s such a lap dog and he doesn’t even know it. It’s not
like Harry asks him to agree with everything he says,” Hermione
thought to herself as she continued her fight with Ron.

“Why do you have to be so disagreeable?” Ron was saying.

“I’m not being disagreeable; I’m being realistic,” Hermione
retorted.

“Will you two stop already!” Harry said finally. “I think the
best thing we can do now is go and see Hagrid.”

“Hagrid?” Hermione and Ron repeated simultaneously, forgetting
their argument.

“Yeah, maybe we can get more information about the Sorcerer’s
Stone; find out what else is protecting it beyond Fluffy. Maybe
then we can get an idea of how much farther Snape has to go before
he can get the stone. We’ll go see him during our break this
afternoon.”

“Good idea,” Ron said immediately.

“Good boy… here’s a doggie treat,” Hermione laughed
mentally.

-----

After lunch, Hermione went to her dormitory, plopped down on her
bed and pulled the diary from beneath her pillow so she could write
in it. It was a great way to relieve stress, especially considering
all that had happened in the past few weeks. Not only did she have
Harry to worry about, but her father had written her recently to
remind her that he expected her to receive top marks on her final
exams. In the letter he wrote that there would be no way to avoid
showing her marks when she came home for the summer and that he
hoped to see numerical proof of how well she was doing.

She hadn’t told her parents anything about the Sorcerer’s Stone
or Snape, so they had no idea how much pressure she was under
already. Even if she did, she knew her father wouldn’t see that as
an excuse to let her studies suffer. “You can’t go around
worrying about other people’s problems. You have your own life to
worry about and right now your life is studying,” she imagined
him saying if she told him about how she was concerned for Harry’s
life.

Also she knew that her parents might yank her out of Hogwarts if
they felt she was in danger and despite all that was going on,
leaving the castle was the last thing Hermione wanted. She was so
much happier than she’d ever been. The thought of losing her new
friends, even Ron, was devastating.

So she let out her emotional baggage in her journal. She only
wrote when things became far too stressful for her to keep it
bottled up inside. She didn’t think Harry could take her breaking
down into tears again, and she often wondered if that’s why he
bought the journal for her to begin with. When she wrote, she
pretended that she was writing a letter to Harry, it made more
sense than writing to a book. Besides, Harry had told her to use it
in situations when she felt she couldn’t talk to him, so it was
only appropriate that he be the one she pretended to write to.

She pulled out a quill and ink bottle from her school bag beside
the bed and tapped the cover of the green book with her wand,
“Imperamora.” Then she turned to the back page and wrote “Harry and
Hermione Friends Forever.”

The words shimmered for a second and then faded from view. New
words appeared in her handwriting. “Hello, Hermione: Your Diary is
Now Unlocked,” along with a list of options she could choose from
to find old entries.

She turned to a blank page, dipped her quill in the black ink,
and began to write.

“Dear Harry,

Being your friend isn’t easy. I’ve gotten used to you being
famous, and stares following us wherever we go, but I guess there
are still some aspects of your life that I will never get used
to.

I wish I could be as calm as you are about someone trying to
kill you, but I can’t. I’m so worried and scared for you. I guess I
should be scared for myself too. What if Snape came after me
because I’m your friend? But that doesn’t seem to bother me as much
as the thought of you getting hurt or killed. You’ve been lucky up
until now, but that’s all it’s been; luck. I just hope that”

“Hermione,” Lavender came through the door. “Harry sent me to
come fetch you,” she sounded as if the idea of being Harry’s
messenger girl both disgusted and amused her.

Hermione sighed. She hated being disrupted by her roommates
while writing in her diary. “Why didn’t he just come up here
himself,’ she muttered as she slammed the book shut.

“Duh, he’s a boy,” Lavender said as she sat on her own bed. “He
can’t get past the spell at the bottom of the stairs.”

“Oh that’s right,” Hermione had forgotten about the
self-renewing spell that prevented boys and girls from going into
each others dormitories. She’d heard some of the older students
knew how to get past it, but this seemed to be a very well kept
secret.

Hermione grabbed her bag, out of habit more than anything else,
and headed down the stairs to meet Harry.

When she was sure Hermione was gone, Lavender grabbed the diary
off of the bed. She pulled out her wand, “Imperamora,” she
whispered. The book opened again but the pages were completely
blank again. She had hoped that since she had caught Hermione off
guard, she would be able to see everything in the diary. Lavender
was completely unaware of the special properties of the small green
book, but she and Parvati knew it was her diary and were hopping to
learn more about Harry by reading it. So far, they had no luck in
figuring out how to read it.

-----

Harry, Ron, and Hermione marched across the courtyard to the
familiar hut.

“So how are we going to get Hagrid to tell us more about the
stone?” Hermione asked as they walked.

“We’ll just ask him,” Ron said matter-of-factly.

Hermione rolled her eyes. “Oh, brilliant idea.”

Harry ignored them. He knocked on Hagrid’s door. “Hagrid, it’s
us.”

There was no answer; not even the familiar booming bark of
Hagrid’s large dog, Fang.

“Where could he be?” Harry had never known Hagrid not to be in
his hut on a Friday afternoon.

“Maybe he’s out doing his game-keeping duties,” Ron
suggested.

“That doesn’t explain why Fang isn’t there,” Hermione said.

”Maybe he’s out running an errand for Dumbledore,” Harry said as
they started back to the castle. “Hagrid told me once that
Dumbledore had him run important errands. We’ll try back again
tomorrow.”

-----

It seemed that wherever Hagrid had gone, he was going to be away
for a while. The trio tired all weekend to find him, but he was
nowhere on the grounds. During the following week, they did see
Hagrid once, but when they went to his cabin at the end of the day,
he was gone again. They decided to wait until they saw him again at
the high table during one of their meals and then they would know
whether or not he was back. In the meantime, their schoolwork had
reached an all time high and f they didn’t have time to think about
the Sorcerer’s Stone or Snape for a while.

After a long night of studying in the common room with Harry and
Ron, Hermione went up to her room, prepared to collapse in her bed.
It was just after midnight and when she opened the door to her
dormitory, she expected to be greeted by the sound of Lavender’s
snores. However, both of her roommates were wide awake, standing at
the window.

“What’s up?” Hermione asked sleepily.

“There was some weird noise. We both heard it; it woke us up. We
think it came from the forest.”

Hermione stepped up to the window. She didn’t see anything
unusual about the forest but something did catch her attention.
From their window she could see Hagrid’s hut. The lights were on
inside. That must have meant he was back, but for how long?

Parvati and Lavender headed back to bed. “Oh well.” Parvati
yawned. “I hope whatever it is, stays in the forest. You’d think
we’d have enough to worry about without having to live beside a
forest full of goodness-knows-what.”

Hermione headed for the door.

“Hey where are you going?” Lavender asked sleepily.

“Oh, I forgot something,” Hermione said vaguely.

Hermione rushed down the stairs to find Harry and Ron and tell
them what she had seen. Maybe they would be willing to sneak out
and talk to Hagrid now. It wasn’t the kind of thing she thought
they’d object to. She had left them only 5 minutes beforehand but
they were already gone. The common room was dark and completely
empty now. Hermione made her way to the stairs leading to the boys’
dormitories, but no sooner had she gone through the door was she
forced backwards.

“I forgot about that stupid gender repelling spell. I’ll
never get up there.” Hermione was about to head back to her own
dormitory when she got an idea. She didn’t need Harry and Ron. She
could sneak out and talk to Hagrid on her own. She already had her
wand; it would be a piece of cake. It wasn’t like she hadn’t done
it before.

She grinned mischievously to herself. “Hermione Granger;
rebel, rule breaker, and all around bad girl.” She marched
purposely towards the portrait door and pushed her way through.

The castle seemed completely empty. Even the pictures were
unusually still. It only took her few minutes to reach the main
doors of the castle. She hadn’t run into a single teacher or ghost
on the four flights down. As she stepped out into the courtyard she
noticed that the moon was completely covered by clouds, making it
unusually dark. She used a simple spell, “Lumos,” and a beam of
light appeared at the end of her wand. Hermione walked quickly
across the soft wet grass towards Hagrid’s hut. She hadn’t thought
it would be this easy.

Suddenly, there was a loud growl. Hermione jumped. There was a
rustling sound in the trees nearby. Hagrid’s hut was right next to
the Forbidden Forest and from the sound of things, something was
about to jump out. Hermione paused for a moment. Should she
continue towards Hagrid’s house and thus towards the forest? There
was another growl, and then suddenly a flash of light from out of
nowhere. Hermione immediately turned and bolted towards the castle.
She didn’t stop running into she was safely inside again.

“Hermione Granger; scared, simpering, coward. Maybe
this wasn’t such a good idea after all.” She headed back to
Gryffindor Tower.

-----

“You did what!” Ron almost chocked on his toast. “After all the
grief you gave us about sneaking around late at night. I can’t
believe you.”

“Oh shut it Ron. I was just trying to see if I could talk to
Hagrid; that’s all,” Hermione grumbled. “I would have done it too
had it not been for that whatever-it-was in the forest. Now I know
why it’s forbidden. I could have been killed!”

“Not a rare event here at Hogwarts though,” Harry said with a
grin. “If a week goes by when I’m not almost killed, I begin to
worry.”

“That’s not funny,” Hermione chastised.

“Hello Hermione,” said a harsh voice behind her that could only
belong to Pansy Parkinson. “You look well rested this morning.”

“What do you want?” Hermione said coldly, not bothering to turn
to her.

Pansy leaned in closer and began to whisper. “I just thought
you’d be interested in my latest hobby, photography. I got a very
good picture last night.” A piece of paper fell in front of
Hermione, it was a wizard’s photograph of the Hogwarts courtyard.
It seemed that it had been taken from far above but you could
clearly see Hermione’s likeness moving stealthily around next to
the forbidden forest, lighted wand in her hand.

“How did you…” Hermione started breathlessly.

“Last night was our astronomy lesson but it looks like the stars
weren’t the only thing out that night. You shouldn’t have been
skulking around the Forbidden Forest with all that racket going on
down there. I go to take a picture of whatever beast is lurking
around, but all I see is a little bushy-haired, muggle-born, witch.
I wonder what Professor McGonagall would think of her prize student
if she saw this.”

Hermione was speechless.

“You can keep that copy, Hermione. I took the liberty of saving
the negatives.” Pansy stood straight again. “By the way, it’s
really nice of you to offer to do all my homework for the rest of
the year. I’ll be sure to give you all my assignments tonight at
dinner.” And with that she strolled off.

“Did that just happen?” Hermione stammered.

“I didn’t know that girl had it in for you like that,” Harry
said amazed. “What are you going to do?”

“Well I’m not going to do her homework for the rest of the year;
that’s for sure.” Hermione said angrily.

She stared down at the image of herself, walking cautiously
around the outskirts of the forbidden forest. It was obvious that
the picture was taken late in the evening, you could see the lights
on in Hagrid’s cabin and the darkness that surrounded everything
except her small lighted area. Where had Pansy gotten such a
sophisticated wizard’s camera? All the ones Hermione had seen were
black and white.

She was tempted to let Pansy go show the picture to McGonagall
rather than being blackmailed, but she knew that would never work.
Being out of bed after the established curfew was the deputy
headmistress’ least favorite infraction of the rules. She had
recently taken 40 points from Hufflepuff when she caught a fifth
year student from that house trying to sneak out to meet his
girlfriend. The Gryffindors would kill her if she got in trouble.
They only had a slight lead over the Slytherins in the house
cup.

Unsure of what to do, Hermione finished her breakfast in
silence. Every now and again, she would glance over at the
Slytherin table and see Pansy grinning at her.

It was like that the rest of the day. Every time Hermione saw
the hard-faced, Slytherin girl; she would grin mischievously or
laugh with her friend Millicent.

“Oh how the mighty have fallen,” Pansy said as she passed
Hermione in the hall after lunch. “I’ll be sure to get you that
homework tonight.”

True to her word, at the end of dinner that night, Pansy walked
up to the table and dropped a stack of books right in front of
Hermione, causing the bowl of pudding she was eating to topple to
the floor.

“I forgot to mention, I have a lot of backed up work that I
haven’t had a chance to get to,” she said coolly. “Make sure you
have it to me by tomorrow.”

Hermione was fuming now. “I can’t believe that girl! If she
thinks I’m just going to let her manipulate me, she’s got another
thing coming. I’ll show her. She’ll rule the day she messed with
this Granger.”

Harry had never seen her quite this angry before. “Hermione, you
can’t transfigure her. That would make McGonagall even
angrier.”

“I’m not going to transfigure her,” Hermione said. “I’m going to
beat her at her own game.”

“How?” Ron asked from the other side of Harry. “Are you going to
get a camera and take some incriminating pictures of her?”

Hermione ignored the question. “Harry, can I borrow your
invisibility cloak?”

“Uh…” Harry thought about this. He’d never even let Ron borrow
the cloak, but the look in Hermione’s eyes told him that “yes” was
the only answer he was allowed to give, so he nodded. “Sure, what
for?”

“If sneaking out at night is what got me in this mess, then
sneaking out at night is going to get me out of it.” Hermione said
matter-of-factly.

It was clear that Harry had no idea what this meant, but he
nodded in agreement anyway.

-----

“Here,” Harry handed Hermione the folded invisibility cloak.

It was nearing midnight and most of the other students had gone
to bed. The ones that were still in the common room took no notice
of the clandestine transaction that took place near the portrait
entrance. Hermione had her school bag with her and it would have
been obvious to anyone watching that she was about to head out of
the tower, but usually this action alone didn’t attract attention.
Many students snuck out of bed after hours, especially the Weasley
twins. As long as they didn’t get caught, or didn’t get the house
into too much trouble, people overlooked it.

Hermione tucked the cloak under her arm. She would put it on
when she was outside the portrait so no one would see. Harry had
made it clear that he didn’t want the other students knowing he had
the cloak.

“I hope you know what you’re doing?” He said with a hint of
nervousness in his voice.

“Don’t worry. I’ll be back in an hour or so. Wait up for me,
will you? Where’s Ron anyway?”

“Asleep already. Something at dinner didn’t agree with him I
think.”

“Well maybe he should stop eating everything,” Hermione
snickered. “I’ll see you.” She pushed through the portrait exit. As
the picture of the fat lady swung into place, she threw the
invisibility cloak over her and started down the hall slowly.

Harry and Ron had always given her grief about the fact that she
read so many books, but this time her book knowledge would come in
handy. Although she had never visited the living area of any of the
other houses, they’re locations weren’t a huge secret. All the
information about the exact location of each house was detailed in
“Hogwarts: A History.” The only tricky part would be getting into
the house, but she had a plan for that.

She hurried down the stairs as quietly as possible until she
reached the first floor. Then she made her way to the dungeon
level. There were no other students, teachers, or ghosts about as
she wound her way through the labyrinth of corridors and
classrooms. The castle looked different at night and for a moment
she was afraid she wouldn’t be able to find the Slytherin house
entrance but after several minutes of running her hands along the
cold walls, she found it. It looked just like the rest of the
dungeon walls; dark, damp, and bare, but the stone felt slightly
different, almost less solid, and this was all the indication that
she needed. The Slytherin common room was just behind that wall.
Now to put her plan into action.

She pulled out her wand and pressed the tip against the stone
wall. “Quakus Thunderous.” In response there was a loud thud as if
someone had slammed a giant steel mallet into the stone wall. It
even knocked Hermione back a few paces. The stone wall seemed to be
unaffected though, as she knew it would be. Hermione wasn’t trying
to break into the common room; that would be impossible even for
her. She just hopped she could get someone’s attention.

A few seconds later the stone wall slid open and Draco Malfoy
stuck his head out to look around. “What the devil is going on out
here?”

He couldn’t see Hermione, who was standing only inches away from
him with a wide grin on her face. Her plan had worked. Satisfied
that no one was outside, Draco turned to reenter his common room,
and Hermione slipped in behind him just before the stone wall
sealed itself again.

The Slytherin common room didn’t look nearly as comfortable as
the one in Gryffindor tower. The walls and ceiling were the same
dingy damp looking stone that comprised the rest of the dungeon
level and everything about the room seemed dark and depressing.
“No wonder Slytherins are always so foul tempered,” Hermione
thought to herself. “If I had to live here, I’d be in a bad mood
too.”

She looked around the common room and saw that most of the
Slytherin first years still seemed to be up. Pansy was telling her
group of friends about how she had trapped Hermione into doing her
homework for her.

“And that stupid little mudblood couldn’t do anything about it,”
Pansy was saying. “She thinks she’s so clever.”

“I am clever, you twit,” Hermione thought to herself.

She looked at the two corridors that led to the boys and girls
dormitories. She didn’t know which corridor to try so she decided
to rely on the gender repelling charm that was supposed to be in
all the houses. Hermione started down the right hand corridor and
was immediately pushed backwards. She tried not to stumble and lose
the concealment of the invisibility cloak.

“Okay, not there.” Hermione crossed the common room to
the left hand corridor amidst gales of laughter from the first-year
Slytherin girls. She was careful not to bump into Malfoy and his
friends as they headed towards the corridor she had just tried.

The left-hand corridor didn’t repel her and she started past the
doors until she saw one marked “First Years.” She risked pushing
open the door herself, figuring that the girls were all in the
common room. She was right, the room was empty. Hermione threw off
the cloak and began to hurridly hunt around the four-poster beds in
the room. Finally she found what she was looking for, camera
negatives, lying one of the nightstands. She held them up to the
candlelight and saw a miniature version of herself moving around
near the forbidden forest. This was it.

Hermione searched the rest of the nightstand but found no other
copies of the picture. Then she saw Pansy’s bag sitting by the bed
and found a copy in there. She shoved the picture and negatives in
her own bag and then pulled out all of the books that Pansy had
given her earlier that day. She put these on the nightstand with a
grin. Then she picked up her bag and threw the invisibility cloak
back over her.

Back in the Slytherin common room, Pansy and her knot of friends
were still talking. They were the only ones left. Hermione paused
at the exit. She couldn’t just open the door or they would know
someone was there.

“So Pansy, why don’t you show us this picture you have,” one of
the girls said finally.

Pansy stood. “I have it in my bag; come on, I’ll show you.”

Hermione breathed a sigh of relief. Not only did this mean she
could leave without being spotted, but Pansy’s statement confirmed
what she had hoped which was that Pansy didn’t have any of the
pictures or negatives on her. Hermione had gotten them all. She
decided to make her escape while the common room was empty. She
made a bee line for Gryffindor Tower where Harry was still waiting
for her.

-----

“I still can’t believe you actually pulled it off,” Harry said
at breakfast the next morning.

“I can’t believe you broke into Slytherin House,” Ron added in
awe. “You could have taken us with you. I’d have liked to pay
Malfoy a visit.”

Hermione was about to explain that her plan wouldn’t have worked
with them tagging along but at that moment Pansy, red with anger,
stormed up to the Gryffindor table. “I don’t know how you did
it…”

“Did what?” Hermione looked up at her innocently.

“You know exactly what I’m talking about. You broke into my
room. You stole those pictures.”

“I have no idea what pictures you’re talking about, Pansy. How
could I have broken into your room? I can’t even get into your
house, now can I?”

“You think you’re so clever, but I’ll get you; just you wait.”
Pansy stomped off.

“Ooo, I’m shaking in anticipation,” Hermione giggled as she
returned to her food.

“Granger, 1; Parkinson 0,” Ron laughed. Harry and Hermione
joined in.







13. Ron's Belated Birthday Bash

Chapter Summary: There is still a lot of time to kill
before the Easter holidays. So why not throw Ron a birthday party?
Yeah that’s right, Ron has a birthday too… isn’t it amazing how we
all forgot?

--- Begin Fic Here ---

“Hermione,” Harry started as he sat down next to her in the
library.

“Shhh,” she hissed. She was trying to organize her notes for the
end of year exams. She’d already tried to convince Harry and Ron to
do the same, but they didn’t seem to think starting to study for
finals ten weeks in advance was practical. Hermione however knew
that if she wasn’t top of her class at the end of the year, she’d
have to hear about it all summer from her father, and that wasn’t
something she wanted to risk.

“Hermione!” Harry said after five minutes of waiting for her to
acknowledge him.

“What?” she said testily.

“We’ve missed something important.”

“We did?” Hermione stared at the stack of papers and books in
front of her. It looked like she had everything she needed to start
preparing for exams. “What; did McGonagall give use a hint on what
would be on her exams?”

“Hermione,” Harry sighed. “Could you get your mind off your
studies for one minute? We’ve missed Ron’s birthday!”

“Huh? When was it?”

“Three weeks ago, March 1st.”

“What? Why didn’t you tell me?” Hermione asked irritably. “I
would have gotten him something.”

“I didn’t know,” Harry admitted. “Ron never told me when his
birthday was. The only reason I know now is because I overheard his
brothers talking about it. We’ve been so distracted with Snape and
the Sorcerer’s Stone and all; I guess he just didn’t want to add
any more complications.”

Hermione seriously doubted that. He probably didn’t tell Harry
simply because he didn’t want Harry to buy him a birthday present.
Ron always seemed very touchy about his family’s financial
situation. He had confided this to her one night while they were
practicing the leg-locker curse. His father was a ministry employee
so he made decent money, but it had always been spread thin because
he had such a large family, seven children in all. Harry on the
other hand was practically rich, given that he had a huge
inheritance from his deceased parents. So it was always a sensitive
subject if he did something for Ron that involved spending
money.

“We should do something for him,” Harry was saying now. “Make up
for the fact that we completely missed his birthday.”

Hermione shrugged. “Like what? We can’t go out and get gifts for
him, we’re not allowed out of the school. Even if we were, I don’t
really have any money left.”

Harry nodded. “Still…”

“What makes you think Ron cares? He hasn’t mentioned anything
about it.”

“No, but I think it might actually be bothering him. If you
haven’t noticed, he’s been in a weird mood lately.”

He was right. Ron had been in a grumpy mood lately, and the fact
that he hadn’t really had a birthday celebration may have had
something to do with it. It was probably yet another reminder that
he was just one of seven Weasley kids. Hermione was an only child
and though her parent’s weren’t rich, she never really had to want
to for anything. It must be a completely different experience when
almost everything you have is a hand-me-down and it was bound to be
depressing at times.

“I guess you’re right,” she said finally. “But what should we
do?”

Harry thought for a moment. “I know, let’s throw him a party.
He’d like that.”

“No, he’d love that,” Hermione thought to herself.
“It’d be one time when everything was about him. Everyone needs
at least one day like that.”

“It would have to be before the Easter holidays, that way we can
get as many people to come as possible.” Harry continued.

“But where would we have it? You know Percy. Even though he’s
Ron’s brother, he’d never allow us to throw a party in the common
room.”

“We could hold it at night, in one of the empty classrooms.”

“Oh Harry, don’t you think we’ve pushed the envelop just a bit
this year? How could we have a party in one of the classrooms
without getting caught and where are we going to get food and the
other things we need?”

Harry thought for a moment. “I think we’re going to need some
help with this, and I know just the people to ask.”

-----

Harry and Hermione took seats across from Fred and George in the
common room. “We need to talk to you.”

“That’ll be five galleons an hour,” Fred said immediately.

Harry grinned and got right to the point. “We want to throw a
party for Ron’s birthday.”

“I hate to tell you this Harry but ickle Ronnie’s birthday was
three weeks ago. It’s a little late,” Fred said.

“We know,” Harry sighed. “Which is why we want to make up for
missing it by throwing him a party. But we’re going to need your
help setting it up. We need a place to have it since we already
know Percy won’t let us have it here, and we’ll also need a way to
get food. We figured you could help us in that department.”

George faked a look of shock. “You want us to help you throw a
party for are dung-brain brother?”

“I’m sorry Harry but there are some lines we just don’t cross.”
Fred said seriously. “Don’t get us wrong or anything; we like you,
but we have to live up to our commitment to torment and torture all
of our siblings as much as possible.”

Hermione stood. “Come on Harry, it’s obviously these two aren’t
going to help us. I mean, what we’re asking them to do would
require careful planning and secrecy. We’d be breaking about a
dozen rules and we couldn’t ask them to do that for us.”

Hermione had struck the right nerve. “We’ll since you put it
that way,” George said with an evil grin. “It does sound like an
interesting challenge.”

Fred elbowed his brother. “What George means is; after all this
is our favorite brother we’re talking about. Of course we want to
help.”

Hermione grinned. “So do you have any ideas of how we can pull
it off?”

Fred and George started laughing so hard that several people in
the common room turned and stared at them.

“What?” Harry asked finally.

“What do you think we are armatures? We do this sort of thing
all the time. You can’t honestly think everyone’s a
goodie-two-shoes like you Hermione. Some of us don’t use the night
for sleeping,” Fred said with a grin. “What do you think, George:
Weasley Party Plan #6?”

“Sure, that should do for little Ronnikins. We don’t want to
overdue it.”

Hermione gave them a questioning look. “Weasley Party Plan
#6?”

“Just leave everything to us. All you have to do is get everyone
to Dungeon Five, Friday at around 11:00, and get our dear little
brother there at 11:30 so we can surprise him.”

“Alright, thanks,” Harry said as he and Hermione stood to
leave.

“Not a problem, just remember, you owe us,” Fred winked.

“Why do I feel like we just made a deal with the wizard’s
mafia,” Hermione whispered as they left.

-----

“He likes his wizard’s chessmen because he’s had them for so
long that he can get them to do whatever he wants,” Harry explained
a few days later in the library. “That’s why I decided just to get
him a new chessboard.” Harry pulled the mahogany chessboard out of
his bag to show Hermione.

“Where did you get this from?” Hermione asked, putting down her
quill to examine the brown and beige checkered board.

“You know Fred and George,” Harry shrugged. “They sneak into the
village as easily as you sneak up to the ramparts. I gave them some
money and asked them to pick it up. They had to go there to get
some supplies for Ron’s party.”

“Where is Ron, anyway?” Hermione asked.

“The moment I said ‘library’ he suddenly got ill,” Harry
laughed. “I don’t think he’s in the mood for studying.”

“Doesn’t he realize that if he doesn’t start studying now, he
hasn’t got a hope for getting through the finals? You should set a
good example for him Harry by starting yourself.”

Harry ignored this. “So what are you getting Ron for his
birthday party?”

Hermione shrugged. “I really don’t know what to get him. Besides
I don’t really have any money left. I have 1 galleon. I really
should have converted more of my savings when I was in Diagon
Alley. What can I get with 1 galleon?”

Harry thought for a moment. “Well that should get you a lot of
chocolate frogs.”

“Oh Harry, that’s ridiculous. I’m not going to buy Ron chocolate
frogs for his birthday. I already got you both candy for Christmas.
It’s a little redundant don’t you think?”

“Well, Ron loves chocolate frogs because of the famous witch and
wizard cards. He’s been trying to collect them all for a while but
he’s still short two: Agrippa and Ptolemy. They’re supposedly very
rare. I haven’t got them either. Maybe you’ll luck out and give him
the toads he needs.”

“I doubt I’d be that lucky,” Hermione sighed.

Harry shrugged. “Just a thought.”

Hermione picked up her quill with every intention of starting to
work again, but then an idea suddenly struck her. “Wait a minute… I
think I’ve got it.”

-----

For the few days that preceded the clandestine birthday party,
Hermione had one mission, find the two elusive famous witch and
wizard cards that would complete Ron’s collection. She decided to
forgo buying chocolate frogs and take a more direct approach. If
she could find someone who already had the two cards, she might be
able to buy them directly. She asked Neville, Dean, and Seamus
first but none of them were really collectors, so she tired the
other members of Gryffindor house.

“Ewww,” Parvati winced when Hermione asked her if she ate
chocolate frogs one evening in their dormitory. “I can’t eat those
things. Some of us actually care if our skin breaks out. Why
do you want those things anyway… craving?”

“Uh, no,” Hermione said. “I’m trying to find someone who
collects the famous witch and wizard cards so I can find the two I
need. I’m getting them for Ron’s birthday party this Friday. You
are coming right?”

“Are you kidding,” Lavender squealed excitedly. She was lying on
her bed with her feet in the air. “First years never get to
go to the night castle parties. Only Harry could have pulled this
off. He gets to be on the house quidditch team and now he’s
throwing a night party. This is so exciting.”

“Yeah, Padma is bringing a bunch of her friends from Ravenclaw,”
Parvati added. “Speaking of such; if you’re really serious about
finding those cards, I think a friend of Padmas knows someone in
Hufflepuff that is a collector just like Ron. Maybe he can help
you.” It was a proven fact that there were at most three degrees of
separation between any Hogwarts student and one of the Patil
twins.

Hermione brightened. “Sure, can you ask her who it is so I can
get a hold of him?”

“Okay, but you’ve only got a couple of days before the party.
Are you sure you can pull this off?”

Hermione grinned to herself. “Of course, I’m a Granger.”

Parvati looked up. “Huh?”

“Nothing.”

-----

“Uh, Hermione,” Parvati said as she came up to Harry, Ron, and
Hermione at breakfast the next morning. “I have to show you that…
uh… thing I promised to show you. Remember?”

Hermione threw down her napkin. “Oh… yeah.” She turned to Harry
and Ron. “Be right back,” and then jumped out of her chair to
follow Parvati.

“Girls are weird,” Ron said through a mouthful of bacon.

Parvati and Hermione walked out of the Great Hall to where a boy
was waiting patiently by the oak front doors.

“This is Wayne Hopkins,” Parvati introduced. “He says he has
what you’re looking for. I’ve got to go though. I promise I’d meet
Padma after I finished breakfast.” With that, she left.

Wayne gave Hermione a half grin. “So I hear you’re looking for a
couple of famous witch and wizard cards.”

“Yes, Agrippa and Ptolemy. Do you have them?” she asked
hopefully.

“Yup, I’m a collector. Agrippa and Ptolemy are rare, but I
lucked out and have a few of each. Still, you better have something
good to trade.”

“Trade?” Hermione repeated uncertainly.

“Well I can’t give ‘em away for free.” Wayne said
matter-of-factly.

“Well I don’t collect famous wizards and witches cards,” she
admitted. “I have 1 galleon though. Will that do?”

Wayne gave her a look of shock. “Naw, I don’t want money. I told
you, I’m a collector. I collect all sorts of things: coins, owl
feathers, talismans, all sorts of stuff. If you have something you
can trade for the two cards, they’re yours.”

“Oh,” Hermione thought about this. “I don’t really think I have
anything.”

Wayne shrugged. “Well if you think of something, find me at the
Hufflepuff table during mealtime and we can trade.” He started
off.

-----

“So you couldn’t find anything to trade with Wayne?” Harry asked
later when they were both in the library. Ron had yet to
arrive.

“No,” Hermione answered in frustration. “What do I have that he
would want? I don’t have anything worth collecting. I don’t have
any talismans or rare coins or anything else like that and I’ve
barely had time to ask any of the other Gryffindors.”

“Rare coins?” came a voice from behind them. It was Ron and he
had caught the tail end of their conversation.

Hermione jumped. “Oh hi Ron. Uh, finally decided to study?”

“Not really,” Ron shrugged, “but Seamus isn’t around so I didn’t
have anyone to play wizard’s chess with. So what do you need a rare
coin for?” he pressed.

“Uh, well I’m trying to trade it with someone for a… uh… book I
want to get from them.”

Ron laughed. “Only you would trade someone for a boring old
book.”

“Hey!” Hermione squealed indignantly.

“Well, even though it’s not for a worthy cause, I’ll help you
out.” He tossed a coin on the table. It was the 50 pence piece that
Harry’s aunt and uncle sent him for Christmas.

“Ron,” Hermione sighed picking up the coin to hand it back to
him, “this isn’t a rare coin; it’s just muggle money.”

“I know,” Ron said. “But that’s the whole point. Most wizards
have no idea what muggle money even looks like. So to us, this is a
rare coin.”

“You know,” Harry mused. “It just might work.”

“I can have this?” Hermione asked Ron, uncertain.

“Sure, I don’t have any use for it. It was fun to have it but I
don’t really need it.” Ron sat down as Hermione jumped to her feet.
“Hey where are you going?”

“I have to go get that… uh… book now,” she told him as she
rushed for the doors.

Ron shook his head as he watched Hermione retreating from the
library. “That girl is beginning to scare me.”

Hermione rushed down the stairs and into the Great Hall where
several students were still finishing dinner. She scanned the
Hufflepuff table and saw that Wayne Hopkins was still there.

“Wayne,” she panted as she ran up to the table. “I think I have
something you want.” She pulled the coin from her pocket.

Wayne looked intrigued. “Oh what’s this?”

“It’s a muggle coin: 50 pence piece,” she told him.

Wayne’s eyes widened. “Really? Muggle money is pretty rare. It’s
not impossible to get of course, but since Gringotts melts down all
exchanged coins immediately and most wizards just use magic to
synthesis any muggle money they need, it’s getting harder and
harder to find real muggle coins in the wizarding world. I
definitely don’t have this. I think it’s worth the two cards you
want.”

He took the coin from her and reached into his bad and pulled
out two mint condition famous witch and wizard cards. “Thanks for
the trade,” he said as he slipped the coin in his pocket. “Let me
know if there’s anything else you need. By the way, can’t wait for
the night party tomorrow. Sounds like it’s going to be a
blast.”

Hermione thanked him and then left, thinking about the last
thing he had said. It seemed that news of the party had definitely
spread. How the Weasley twins were going to keep it a secret from
the staff, she didn’t know. Every time she asked them about it,
they just assured her that they’ve done it numerous times and that
they had everything under control.

It was amazing to think that parties went on at night that
people didn’t know about. She supposed that the teachers,
especially those who attended Hogwarts in their youth, had to know
what was going on. Did they not care or were the students really
clever enough to keep from getting caught. She supposed it was a
mix of both. She didn’t know a lot about their headmaster but it
seemed that as long as things didn’t get out of hand, he was
willing to overlook a few broken rules here and there. The person
they really had to look out for was Professor McGonagall. If she
found out about the party, they’d all be in serious trouble.

-----

“Have I mentioned that I have a bad feeling about this?”
Hermione said nervously to Harry in the common room. It was the
night of Ron’s surprise birthday party.

“Only a hundred times,” Harry said with a sigh. “Would you like
to go for a hundred and one?”

Fred and George came up to them, a wide grin on each of their
faces. “We’re off to prepare for tonight. Don’t forget: Bring
dung-brains at 11:30,” Fred said cheerily.

“Are you sure that everything is going to go okay?”
Hermione asked.

“Don’t worry goodie-two-shoes, we’ve got things covered,” George
assured her. “You just bring Ronnikins.” The twins headed for the
portrait hole.

“How are we going to get Ron to go out tonight without telling
him what’s up?” Hermione asked Harry.

“I’ve got an idea, just meet us down here at 11:20 tonight and
follow my lead,” Harry said with a grin.

At that moment, Neville came tumbling through the portrait
entrance. “Oy, Harry just who I wanted to find.”

Harry helped him up. “What’s wrong Neville?”

“I overheard Malfoy talking to his friends about the night party
for Ron. If he knows about it then…”

“Then he may try to cause trouble for us tonight,” Harry
finished for him.

“See I knew this was a bad idea,” Hermione said
immediately.

“Maybe we should call the whole thing off,” Neville suggested.
“If Malfoy’s going to be there, I know I’m not going.”

“Don’t worry about it,” Harry said calmly. “Now that we know
about it, we’ll be ready if Malfoy tries to show up.” He turned to
their most recent arrival. “Neville, it’s still early, run down to
Dungeon 5 and tell the twins what you just told me. I’m sure
they’ve got something up their sleeves to handle Malfoy.”

Neville nodded and then pushed his way through the portrait door
again.

“We’re going to get in trouble,” Hermione insisted.

“We’ll be fine,” Harry said.

“What’s going on?” Ron said as he descended the stairs from the
boys’ dormitories. “Everyone seems to be excited about
something.”

“Don’t know,” Harry said with a shrug. “Guess it must be because
it’s the weekend.”

-----

”Ooo, Parvati, that’s such a nice outfit, where did you get it
from?” Lavender squealed as her roommate reentered the room, having
changed in the bathroom.

“I brought up some more clothes at Christmas,” Parvati said.
“Are you ready to go? It’s 11:15.”

Lavender stood. “Yup, are you coming Hermione?”

Hermione was lying on her bed reading, “No, I’m going with Harry
and Ron, I’m supposed to help get him to his surprise party
remember?”

“Oh alright well Fred and George said we shouldn’t all go in one
big group, so Parvati and I are headed out on our own now,”
Lavender told her.

“Just don’t get caught,” Hermione warned them tentatively.

“We won’t,” Parvati assured her. “They gave us a route to follow
that should keep us away from Filch.” They left the room.

Hermione tried to keep reading, but her nervousness was getting
the better of her, so she threw down her book and decided to go to
the common room to wait for Harry and Ron. As she descended the
stairs, she saw Neville headed towards the portrait exit.

“Neville I thought you said you weren’t going,” Hermione called
before he could push the portrait open.

Neville jumped. “Oh well, I want to go. I don’t want to be
afraid of Malfoy or anyone. Gram would be so disappointed in me if
she found out I wasn’t facing my fears.”

Hermione nodded in understanding. “Well do you have the
directions so that you don’t get caught?”

“Uh, yeah.” Neville reached in his robe pockets. He pulled out a
bit of parchment and as he did, a small pouch came tumbling
out.

“What’s that?” Hermione asked as Neville hastily reached down
and shoved the pouch back into his pocket.

“It’s just something I made earlier. I thought it might come in
handy but I’m probably being paranoid. I’ll see you.” He pushed his
way through the portrait exit and tumbled out.

Hermione took a seat in one of the large armchairs beside the
common room fireplace. She didn’t have long to wait before she
heard voices coming down the stairs that led to the boys’
dormitories.

“I wonder where Seamus, Dean, and Neville are. Maybe we should
go look for them instead,” she heard Ron say. His voice sounded
pleading.

“I don’t care,” came Harry’s angry reply. “I’m going to go find
it. You don’t have to come if you don’t want to.”

“No, I’m coming. I have to make sure that thing doesn’t suck you
in or something.” Ron and Harry appeared at the bottom of the
stairs. “Hermione what are you doing up?” Ron asked in shock. “Is
there some sort of party I don’t know about? Everyone seems to be
up tonight.”

“Uh…” Hermione didn’t know how to answer that.

“Come to stop me too have you?” Harry cut across her. He seemed
genuinely upset about something but what, Hermione couldn’t tell.
“That’s the last time I tell you anything.” He turned to face Ron
again. “I’m going to go find the Mirror of Erised and neither of
you are going to stop me. All I can think about is seeing my
parents again. Maybe if I do, I won’t have these nightmares
anymore.”

Hermione finally understood. “Harry,” she started, faking a look
of deep concern. “I didn’t come here to stop you. I just thought
maybe you could use some company tonight. I know how hard this has
been for you.”

Ron looked back and forth from her to Harry. “Hermione, have you
gone nutters? You do realize what that thing could do to him don’t
you?”

“Ron,” Hermione snapped. “Stop being so insensitive. This is
obviously something Harry wants. We should at least be there for
him.”

“You two have both gone mad,” Ron said in exasperation.

“At least I care!” Hermione said testily.

“I’m not going to wait for you to decide Ron,” Harry interrupted
impatiently. Hermione stepped up beside him.

Ron took the bait. “Fine, I’m coming. Looks like I’m going to
have to be the voice of reason,” he grumbled.

Harry headed towards the portrait exit and Hermione followed as
did Ron, still grumbling.

“How are you even going to find it again,” Ron whispered a few
minutes later as they descended a flight of stairs. “I thought you
told me Dumbledore hid it.”

“Hermione found it,” Harry told him.

“I did?” Hermione thought to herself. Then she realized
that this made the most sense. If anyone could have found the
mirror, it would have been her. She knew the most about the
castle.

“Nice going, Hermione,” Ron said angrily in her ear. “You just
had to get him on this again.”

“Shut it, Ron,” Hermione hissed. She was thoroughly enjoying
making him worry. She suspected that Harry was enjoying blaming her
for this fiasco as well.

They had made it to the ground floor without incident. The
castle seemed completely still despite the huge party that was
supposedly raging, in the dungeon level.

“Where are we going?” Ron asked finally.

“Dungeon 5.” Harry answered quietly.

“Dungeon 5?” Ron repeated.

“Shhhh,” Hermione hissed as they descended the stairs to the
dungeon level.

Harry led them to the deceptively quiet dungeon. The door was
shut. “Alright, we’re here.”

“Harry,” Ron started hastily. “It’s not too late to go
back.”

“Oh Ron, you worry too much,” Hermione said as she opened the
door and pushed him forcibly in.

“SURPRISE!” There were at least 50 students packed in the
dungeon, all first, second, and third year students from
Gryffindor, Ravenclaw, and Hufflepuff.

Ron’s mouth dropped. “Wha… What’s going on?”

Hermione had shut the door quickly behind her and Harry. “Don’t
you know a birthday party when you see one Ron?” she teased.

“Birthday party?” Ron repeated slowly. “But… it’s not my
birthday. My birthday was weeks ago.”

Fred and George emerged from the crowd of people. “Well better
late than never, I say,” Fred said with a grin.

“Oy, beggars can’t be choosers,” George added. “Or would you
rather us send this lot back to their dormitories?”

Ron was still completely in shock. “You two,” he said to Harry
and Hermione. “You two knew about this all along. That whole thing
about the mirror was a trick.”

“You catch on pretty fast Ron,” Hermione said with a grin. “This
was actually all Harry’s idea.”

“George and I planned the whole thing of course,” Fred added
immediately as if he wanted no one to have any doubt as to who the
masterminds behind this party were.

“You guys are the greatest friends ever,” Ron said. He looked as
if he were about to explode with excitement.

“Enough of this sentimental stuff; let’s party,” Fred said and
with a wave of his wand, loud music started to play.

Everyone began laughing, talking, and dancing. The party was a
complete success and for the next few hours, everyone took turns
coming up to Ron to wish him a happy birthday. Ron recognized most
of the first year students who were there. The rest of them seemed
to be friends of people who he knew or friends of his older twin
brothers. Almost everyone brought small gifts or wizard birthday
cards which did everything from singing silly songs to shouting
comical birthday insults. He opened Harry and Hermione’s gifts
last.

“Thanks for the chessboard Harry,” Ron said with a grin. “Now I
can beat you in style.”

Harry rolled his eyes. “Just you wait.”

“Boys,” Hermione said huffily as she handed Ron a small
envelope. “Happy birthday, Ron.”

“Hmm, well it’s too small to be a book,” Ron said taking the
envelope.

“Just open it!” Hermione said impatiently, but she was smiling
all the same.

He pulled out the two small cards and examined them. “Hermione…”
he started breathlessly. “How did you find these? How did you even
know?”

Hermione beamed. She could tell from Ron’s reaction that he was
definitely pleased with her gift, which made it worth all the
effort she’d put into getting them. “As you keep telling me Ron,
I’m the cleverest witch in our year.”

“Thanks Hermione,” Ron said grinning. “I mean it. I’ve been
trying for months to complete the collection.”

“Now his life’s complete,” George said with mock boredom.

“And thanks to you guys too,” Ron said to his older twin
brothers. “I can’t believe you pulled this off, and without me
knowing what was going on.”

“Oh that was the easy part, dung-brains,” Fred said. “We can
slip just about anything past you.”

“What about this room though,” Hermione pressed. “How are you
keeping this party such a secret? I’m surprised we haven’t woken
the whole castle up with all the noise we’ve been making.”

“When Bill was at Hogwarts, they had these kinds of parties all the
time. He and his friends found the best rooms in the castle to have
them in,” Fred explained. “Some rooms already have special magical
properties embedded in the walls; probably from Hogwarts students
from way back when. They just have to be activated with special
charms. This room is one of them. It’s probably because it’s barely
used by the staff.”

“There are silencing spells and room renewing spells, that
quickly change the room back to its original form when the party’s
over,” George continued. “There’s also a special age charm on the
door that makes it impossible for anyone over 18 to open the door,
just in case Flitch decides to check in here. He’ll just think the
room is locked.”

“But the best spell of all is one that we found ourselves. Once
we get the party started, we use a threshold charm. If anyone does
open the door, they won’t see the party. They’ll only see an empty
classroom. Even if they walk inside, they won’t see what’s really
going on unless they actually touch someone or something that they
can’t see.”

“So you mean, a teacher could come in here right now and walk
around the room, and as long as we stayed out of their way, they
wouldn’t know we’re here,” Hermione asked in awe. “That’s got to be
a complicated spell.”

“Yeah, it is,” Fred admitted. “Which is why we only use it when
we have to. Don’t worry though, George did the spell right after
you, Harry, and Ron arrived.”

George looked at his brother. “Uh, you mean you did it, right
Fred?”

Fred’s eyes widened. “No, I didn’t. I told you to do it.”

“No you didn’t!”

“Well I meant too,” Fred said in exasperation. “And you’re my
twin, you should have known anyway.”

“Hey, Potter!” came a loud voice from the door that made
everyone stop what they were doing. It was Draco Malfoy. He had a
look of pure sadistic joy on his face. “Nice party Potter. I’m sure
Professor Snape would love to join in on the festivities.” With
that he took off down the hall.

“Malfoy!” Harry called after him angrily, but it was too
late.

“What do we do,” Hermione said, biting her bottom look and
dancing from foot to foot nervously.

“I don’t know.” Harry said quickly.

Everyone was beginning to panic. They knew they couldn’t all
leave at once because then they’d really be caught. They were all
frozen in fear for a few terrible seconds that seemed like hours.
Then someone broke through the crowd and went tearing out the door.
It was Neville. He was going after Malfoy.

“What’s he doing?” Ron said as he, Harry, and Hermione ran to
the door and peered out. Several others joined them. They saw
Malfoy retreating down the hall and Neville gaining on him. “I
think Neville’s finally snapped. He’s going to try and attack
Malfoy.”

“Oh Neville,” Hermione sighed.

But Ron was wrong. As he drew closer to Malfoy, Neville reached
into his pocket and pulled out the small pouch he had shown
Hermione earlier. He threw it as hard as he could down the hall and
it hit Malfoy square in the back. A green powder exploded from the
tiny bundle.

“What the…” Malfoy said as he turned around to see what hit him.
Green smoky powder was swirling around him now. He saw Neville.
“Why you little…” but Malfoy could barely speak now. He collapsed
to the floor.

Hermione, Ron and Harry ran up to Neville. “What did you do to
him?” Harry asked in shock.

“Standard sleeping powder; we learned about it in Herbology
remember?” Neville said with a grin. “I may never be a great
wizard, but I know my plants, especially dittany. He’ll be out for
hours.”

“That was… that was amazing!” Ron stammered as they walked back
to the dungeon.

Neville blushed. “Well I thought it might come in handy.”

“Hey everybody, looks like the party’s still on,” Fred announced
as he let Harry, Ron, Hermione and Neville back in and shut the
door. He had seen everything from the door. Everyone cheered and
people were slapping Neville on the back for his quick
thinking.

George quickly performed the threshold charm on the door as Fred
climbed onto one of the tables to make an announcement. “Well
before we tear into this wonderful birthday cake, provided for us
by the Hogwarts kitchen staff, I’d like to give a toast to my
little brother, Ron!” He raised his cup in the air. “You may be a
good-for-nothing scrawny little pain in the bum, but you’re my
brother and so I guess that makes up for it all. Happy 12th
Birthday Ron.”

“Cheers!” Everyone shouted as they raised their own cups.

Ron gave his brother a half grin. “Gee, you sure do know how to
make a guy feel loved.”

Everyone laughed. Fred waved his wand and the music started
again. They began handing out slices of the huge sheet cake that
had the words “Happy Birthday Ron” scribbled on it in blue
icing.

“So how do you like your party, Ron?” Harry asked as he,
Hermione, and Ron sat down at a table in the corner. “We’re sorry
we couldn’t have done this earlier.”

“You guys are the best friends I’ve ever had,” he said with a
huge grin on his face. For a moment, it looked as if he was going
to be overcome with emotion but he quickly composed himself. “I
really mean that. Thank you both for doing this for me.”

The last few hours of the party went off without a hitch. People
began to leave one at a time or in small groups so as not to get
caught on their way back to their dormitories at three in the
morning. Harry, Ron and Hermione were the last to leave except for
Fred and George who said they were going to “clean up.”

Ron was still beaming as they climbed through the portrait hole
and into the Gryffindor common room. Despite all of the objections
and concerns she had about the night party, Hermione was glad she
was a part of it. It really seemed to have a positive affect on her
friend. It was almost as good a feeling as she got when she was
tormenting him.

-----

Malfoy stormed up to the Gryffindor table Saturday morning at
breakfast. “I’ll get you for this Potter and you too
Longbottom.”

Neville involuntarily flinched at the sight of Malfoy and his
two goons, Crab and Goyle, but Harry simply reached for a bowl of
eggs. “What are you going on about now, Malfoy?”

“You know exactly what I’m talking about. Filch caught me this
morning at 4 AM, lying on the floor. He thought I was sneaking away
from some party and just conked out on my way back to my house.
I’ve got detention tomorrow night because of you!”

“You were at a party Malfoy?” Harry said, pretending this was
the only part of the story he had heard. “You should have invited
us.”

“Harry!” Hermione said in her trademark chastising voice. “You
know that’s against the rules. You wouldn’t want to do something
like that. You could get caught.” She grinned up at Malfoy. “Isn’t
that right?”

“Why you little…” Malfoy made a motion as if to grab
Hermione.

“Mr. Malfoy.” Professor McGonagall was right behind him. She and
Dumbledore had already left the high table to leave the Great Hall
and it was Malfoy’s bad luck that they were right there to witness
his attempted attack. “I believe your table is over there, is it
not?” McGonagall said sternly. “Now you and your friends move along
before I give you another detention.”

Malfoy, Crab, and Goyle stormed off, saying nothing. McGonagall
continued past but Dumbledore paused for a while longer.

“Mr. Weasley,” he said quietly.

Ron looked up from his food. “Uh, yes sir?”

“I almost forgot,” the headmaster said apologetically with a
twinkle in his eyes. “Happy birthday.” He strolled off.

Harry, Ron, and Hermione all stared after him. They had no way
of telling if Dumbledore knew about the most recent night party but
Hermione had a feeling that he may have had at least an idea of
what went on. After all he had to have heard Malfoy’s story from
Filch.

“It looks like the famous Harry Potter has squeaked by
again,” she thought to herself with a grin, and she noticed
that this didn’t seem to bother her anymore.







14. One Last Adventure

Chapter Summary: And now on to the dragon.

--- Begin Fic Here ---

“So how are we going to get Hagrid to tell us more about the
stone?” Hermione asked once again as she, Ron, and Harry found
themselves trekking to Hagrid’s cabin.

“We’ll just ask him,” Ron said matter-of-factly.

Hermione rolled her eyes. “Oh, brilliant idea.” This
conversation was beginning to sound familiar.

It was late afternoon and they were right in the middle of their
Easter holidays. Only an hour prior, they had seen Hagrid in the
library and finally remember that they wanted to ask him more about
the Sorcerer’s Stone. He seemed a bit put off that they had
actually discovered what Fluffy was guarding but also preoccupied
by something else. Hagrid had come to the library to do some
clandestine research on dragons, but they couldn’t figure out why.
Hermione could only guess that Hagrid was planning a trip to go
visit some real life dragons. Perhaps it was his idea of a
holiday.

Hermione noticed that all the curtains were closed and she
wondered vaguely if Hagrid had already gone off somewhere. He knew
they were coming. When Harry told him earlier that they wanted to
ask him some questions, Hagrid asked them to come to the cabin
later.

Harry knocked on the door and they heard Hagrid call to them
from inside.

“It’s us, Hagrid,” Harry answered. The door flew open and Hagrid
ushered them all in horridly before slamming it shut behind them.
He seemed a bit on edge, as if he didn’t want anyone to know that
they were talking to him.

It was insanely warm inside the cabin, mostly because of the
blazing fire in his fireplace. Hermione had no idea why Hagrid had
a fire going but she supposed even though it was warm outside,
Hagrid might be cold natured.

As Hagrid served them tea, Harry got right down to the point.
“We were wondering and if you could tell us, what’s guarding the
Sorcerer’s Stone apart from fluffy.”

Hermione shook her head. “Yes, no use making small talk.
We’ll just outright ask him. Why are boys so remarkably
dense?”

As expected, Hagrid played dumb. “Of course I can’t. Number one,
I don’t know m’self. Number two, you know too much already so I
wouldn’t tell ya if I could.”

Hermione thought about this as Hagrid continued on his tirade.
She knew he was lying, she could tell it in his eyes. Now she just
had to figure out the right button to push.

“Oh come on Hagrid,” she started sweetly. “You might not want to
tell us but you do know. You know everything that goes on ‘round
here. We only wondered who had done the guarding really. We
wondered who Dumbledore had trusted enough to help him… apart from
you.”

This last part seemed to be the clincher and Hermione could tell
by the smile on Hagrid’s face that her flattery had not gone in
vain. She saw Harry smiling at her and knew he had been impressed
by her quick thinking. “I’m so good,” she thought to
herself.

After that it was easy to get the information they needed from
Hagrid, but what they found out turned out to be even worse news
than they could have ever expected. It seemed that five professors
besides Dumbledore had done enchantments to help guard the stone,
Sprout, Flitwick, McGonagall, Quirrell, and Snape. This was the
last thing they wanted to hear.

“If Snape was in on protecting the stone, then he must know a
way around all of the teacher’s enchantments. He probably knows
everything except how to get past Fluffy and whatever Quirrell
did.” Hermione glanced at Harry again and she could tell he was
thinking the same thing.

“You’re the only one who knows how to get past Fluffy aren’t you
Hagrid?” Harry was asking Hagrid now. “And you wouldn’t tell
anyone, would you; not even one of the teachers?”

Hagrid confirmed that only he and Dumbledore knew this secret
and that set them at ease. It would definitely take Snape a while
to get past a creature like Fluffy. Not only was he ferocious but
Hermione suspected that he was powerfully magical.

“Hagrid, can we have a window open?” Harry asked finally. “I’m
boiling.”

“Can’t Harry, sorry” Hagrid said glancing at the fire.

Hermione looked too, and what she saw shocked her. Sitting in
the fire was a large egg and she instantly knew what it was, a
dragon’s egg. Hermione had never seen a dragon’s egg before; in
fact of all the things she had read about in her summer studies,
dragons hadn’t been one of them. She’d never dreamed that they
would be something she was encounter at school but then again she
never counted on meeting a dragon loving half-giant.

Hermione sat in stunned silence as Harry, Ron and Hagrid went to
examine the egg. Hagrid explained to them how he had won it from a
stranger in Hogsmeade. Who in their right mind would be walking
around with a dragon egg in an all wizard’s town if dragon breading
was illegal?

“But what are you going to do with it when it’s hatched,” she
finally asked.

It seemed obvious that Hagrid wasn’t planning on keeping it.
After all he would get in serious trouble. But she realized how
wrong she was when Hagrid began to explain how he’d been reading up
on dragon rearing from a book in the library. He was serious about
keeping the egg which turned out to be a Norwegian Ridgeback. But
dragons grew to be huge beasts. It would definitely be harder to
keep confined than even a three-headed dog. Hagrid obviously wasn’t
thinking clearly, but nothing any of them said could convince him
to give up the egg. They left in dismay

“Okay, did that just happen?” Ron said as they stepped out of
Hagrid’s hut.

“No,” Harry shook his head. “This is all a terrible dream. What
are we going to do?” He seemed to turn instinctively to Hermione as
if he expected her to have the answer already.

Hermione felt a headache coming on. She didn’t think she had the
energy to worry about anything else. Snape was trying to kill Harry
and steal the Sorcerer’s Stone. Hagrid was stupidly trying to raise
a dangerous, fire-breathing dragon in a wooden cabin, but to top it
off, Hermione’s latest letter from her father had a subtle threat
that if she didn’t prove how much a Hogwarts education was worth,
he might not let her return the next year.

She had written her mother to tell her about the party they had
for Ron, minus the part about how many rules they broke to have it.
Apparently her father had read it as well and was livid at the fact
that Hermione was wasting her time partying when she was supposed
to be studying. Now she had to prove that Harry and Ron weren’t a
“bad influence” on her. She just didn’t need any more stress, not
now, not when she was so close to exams.

“Hermione; are you listening?” Harry asked finally.

“I’ve got to go study,” Hermione said suddenly and she ran
off.

“That girl has a one track mind,” Ron said.

-----

No matter how many times they talked to Hagrid, he wasn’t
changing his mind about the dragon and Harry refused outright to go
to McGonagall or Dumbledore about it. Seeing no other options,
Hermione studied like there was no tomorrow. She rarely let her
focus on schoolwork slip unless they were at Hagrid’s hut working
on new ways to get rid of the dragon egg. She wished Ron and Harry
would at least act a little concerned about their impending exams
but she realized that they didn’t have the threat of never
returning to Hogwarts looming over them.

She hadn’t told them about her father’s letter of course. She
knew it would seem trivial to them what with dragons and evil
schemes to occupy there minds but to her this was the most
important thing. Hermione knew she was probably on the verge of
alienating Harry and Ron but she also knew what she was doing was
for the greater good. What would it matter if they managed to foil
Snape’s plot if she wasn’t around the following year to enjoy the
fruits of her labor. Several times she had to retreat to her hiding
place on the castle ramparts to avoid Ron’s wrath when he got tired
of her nagging him about exams. All and all she was feeling very
stressed and just wanted the year to end as quickly and
uneventfully as possible.

Unfortunately that just didn’t seem possible. A little over a
week after they discovered Hagrid having the egg, he sent word via
Hedwig one morning during breakfast that it was finally
hatching.

“Excellent!” Ron said excitedly.

Hermione rolled her eyes. “What’s excellent about it? I was half
hoping it would never hatch. Now that it is, there’s no way he’ll
be able to keep it a secret. He’s going to get in trouble with the
ministry for this, you know.”

Ron was ignoring her. “We’ve got to go see Hagrid before it
finishes hatching, Harry.”

“We should tell Dumbledore. He likes Hagrid; he can keep him out
of trouble and get rid of the dragon,” Hermione continued.

“You want us to tell on Hagrid. What kind of friend are you?”
Ron asked.

“I’m trying to keep Hagrid from being arrested. You’re
encouraging him. What kind of friend are you?” Hermione
counted.

“Harry, let’s skip Herbology,” Ron said ignoring her again.

“Ron! You’re going to skip class? Are you trying to get in
trouble along with Hagrid now?”

“No one said you had to come, little miss perfect,” Ron told
her.

“Oh and what am I supposed to say when Professor Sprout asks
where you two are?”

“You do know how to lie don’t you?” Ron’s temper was rising.

Hermione’s rose to match it. “Oh so now you want me to lie for
you? Why don’t we all just march off to McGonagall and ask her to
expel us right now?”

“Hermione, how many times in our lives are we going to see a
dragon hatching?” Ron reasoned.

“We’ve got lessons, we’ll get into trouble and that nothing to
what Hagrid’s going to be in when someone finds out what he’s
doing.”

“Shut up,” Harry said suddenly.

Hermione was shocked for a moment until she saw Harry jerk his
head to the side. Malfoy had been listening in on their
conversation only a few feet away. When he realized that they
weren’t going to say anymore, he continued down the hall.

“How much do you think he heard,” Harry said finally as they
continued to the greenhouses.

“Probably everything considering Hermione was practically
shouting about it,” Ron said matter-of-factly.

“Me!” Hermione squealed. “I don’t believe I’m the one who said
‘how many times in our lives are we going to see a dragon
hatching.’”

“What’s gotten into you lately?” Ron asked. “You know I thought
you’d finally loosened up but now you’re more unbearable than
ever.”

“Ron…” Harry started. He must have known that Ron had gone too
far.

“Oh so now I’m unbearable? Well excuse me for ruining your fun
Ron but one of us has to be the practical one and sense you’ve
obviously flushed your brains; I guess it has to be me. And if it
makes me unreasonable not to want to get expelled before our first
year is even over then I’m ever so sorry!”

“Harry, let’s just make a slight detour,” Ron said, choosing to
ignore Hermione once again. “If we go now, we could probably just
be a little late to Herbology. Professor Sprout won’t care.”

“We’ll go during morning break,” Harry said stoically.
“Hermione’s right. No use calling attention to ourselves. If we
scave off Herbology, we might end up getting Hagrid in
trouble.”

“Oh alright,” Ron sighed.

Hermione sighed as well. She was glad Harry had stuck up for her
but she was growing weary of constantly feeling like she had to
prove herself. The stress of school and her personal life were
starting to overwhelm her. She wished that she could talk to Harry
about it but he had his hands full mediating between her and Ron.
She didn’t want to add to his pile of stressors.

She started to walk into the greenhouse behind Ron but then
suddenly felt a hand on her shoulder which made her jump. “Calm
down,” Harry said almost soothingly, he must have noticed how
frustrated she looked. “Ron’s right you know…”

“What; you think I’m being unbearable too?” she hissed.

“No, a little high strung perhaps but… that’s not the point.” He
gave her a half grin. “I meant Ron’s right about this being the
only time we’ll get to see a dragon at all, let alone see it hatch.
You have to be at least a bit curious.”

Hermione returned the grin, despite herself. Why did he always
have to be right?

-----

They arrived at Hagrid’s just in time. The egg hadn’t finished
hatching yet. The trio grabbed chairs and sat around the table to
watch with baited breath as the baby dragon made its final efforts
to escape. Finally the egg split open with a loud crack and
the small black scaly dragon flopped out onto the table. It all
seemed very anticlimactic to Hermione. She didn’t know exactly what
she was expecting but she didn’t think this overgrown lizard was
worth all the fuss Hagrid was making.

It seemed very large already, and as it nipped at Hagrid’s hand
she noticed it already had fangs. If it was this big already,
“Hagrid, how fast do Norwegian Ridgebacks grow exactly?”

Hagrid looked like he was about to answer but then he noticed
something just behind Hermione. He leapt to his feet. “Someone was
looking through the gap in the curtains. It’s a kid; he’s running
back up to the school.”

Harry ran to the door and flung it open. Hermione didn’t even
need to hear him mutter the word, “Malfoy,” to know exactly who it
was.

“We’re dead,” Ron said with a shudder. “Malfoy has been waiting
for a chance to get back at us.”

“Oh now you’re worried about getting in trouble. Why is
it you’re always worried after the fact, huh?” Hermione snapped.
“We could have avoided all this if you’d have just listened to
me.”

“Listened to you? I feel like that’s all I do is listen to you
‘cause you’re always talking!” Ron shouted. “You act like you know
everything.”

“We’ll it’s better than acting like an idiot,” Hermione
countered.

“This isn’t helping,” Harry said shortly. “Hagrid maybe it’s
time to consider what you’re going to do now that it’s hatched.
You’re not going to keep it are you?”

Hagrid had barely heard a word of their conversation. He had the
baby dragon in his arms and he was rocking it back and forth saying
“Now what are we going to call you little fella’.”

“He’s cracked,” Ron said quietly.

Harry shrugged. “Let’s go, we’ll try talking to him later.”

“We should go to Dumbledore,” Hermione chimed again as they let
themselves out of the cabin.

“We’re not going to risk getting Hagrid into trouble,” Harry
said.

“Hello! Wake up Harry, Hagrid’s already in trouble. We can only
minimize the damage. If we go to Dumbledore now…”

Harry spun on his heels to face her. He had a strained and
almost angry look in his eyes. “We’re not going to tell on
Hagrid,” he said very slowly so as to make himself clear.

Hermione gulped. She had never seen Harry so upset. “Alright… so
now what?”

“I’ll think of something.”

-----

It had been almost a week and Harry still hadn’t thought of
anything. Hermione had stopped offering suggestions because she
knew that anything she had to offer would involve telling an adult
the truth and Harry had made it very clear he didn’t want that. She
had separated herself from the boys more, choosing the study alone
rather than be involved in more pointless arguments. The only times
she spent with them were during meals and when they went down to
visit Hagrid and the baby dragon.

She spent many late nights on the ramparts just staring up at
the night sky and trying to unwind. Harry hadn’t come to visit her
up there in several weeks so she was very surprised to see him one
evening just before midnight.

“You know, if I didn’t know better, I’d say you were avoiding
us,” Harry said as he stepped off of his Nimbus 2000 onto the
castle wall. “You’re not still studying are you? Because you know,
we have a common room for that.”

“Do you always have to make jokes?” Hermione said with a bite of
impatience.

“No but it beats being in a sour mood all the time like some
people I’ve seen lately,” Harry said, still grinning.

“I’m not in a sour mood,” Hermione said defensively. “I just
have a lot on my mind.”

“We all do, Hermione,” Harry reminded her. “I know it’s a lot to
deal with but…”

“No Harry, you don’t understand. It’s more than just Snape and
Hagrid.”

“Oh,” Harry sat down beside her. “Then what is it?”

“I…” Hermione started. “I don’t really want to talk about
it.”

“Okay, well I guess you don’t have to then,” Harry conceded.
“Well Ron and I are going down to Hagrid’s to talk to him again.
You want to come. We could use a level head.”

Hermione stood and stretched. “Oh, alright but I don’t know how
much help I’m going to be. My brain feels like mush.”

Harry hopped back on his broomstick and Hermione started down
the trap door. In a few minutes they had collected Ron and made
their way to the gamekeeper’s cabin. Hermione pretty much sat in
silence as Harry and Ron talked with Hagrid. She barely heard any
of the conversation that took place. Her mind was still mulling
over her present predicament. The past few weeks she’d done almost
nothing but study. She was ready, she knew it. Perhaps Harry and
Ron were right; she needed to just relax for a while.

“What do you think Hermione?” she heard Harry ask her. She
hadn’t been listening to anything.

“Think about what?” she asked.

“Haven’t you been listening to us at all?” Ron said annoyed.

“Yes, I just sort of zoned out. What did I miss?”

“We were saying we could send an owl to Charlie, you know Ron’s
brother. He deals with dragons. He could keep Norbert and then set
him free in the wild when he’s old enough,” Harry summarized.

Hermione had to think about who they were talking about but then
she realized that ‘Norbert’ must be what Hagrid was calling the
baby dragon. “Right, it sounds like a good idea,”

“I could just as easily raise Norbert here,” Hagrid said
stubbornly.

Hermione realized this must have been why Harry asked her
opinion. He needed her to think of a way to convince Hagrid to give
up the dragon.

“Oh Hagrid,” Hermione started sweetly. “Nobody’s arguing with
you there. If anyone can raise… uh… Norbert, it’s you. It’s just
that… you have so many other responsibilities here. Dumbledore
depends on you in so many ways and would be so disappointed if he
knew that you were unable to tend to your gamekeeping duties
because of this. The castle would fall apart without you.”

“She’s right,” Ron agreed readily, “things are already starting
to go down hill.”

Hagrid’s brow furrowed. “Well, I don’t want to let Dumbledore
down, not after all he’s done for me. I guess you’re right. Go
ahead and send that letter to yer brother, Ron. I guess it’s for
the best.”

A few minutes later, Ron, Harry, and Hermione were walking
across the courtyard back to the castle. “That was good Hermione,”
Harry said.

“What’s up with you lately?” Ron asked. “You always seem so
preoccupied.”

“I’ve got a lot on my mind,” Hermione answered vaguely.

“You think about schoolwork too much,” Ron concluded aloud.

“Thank you, Ron,” Hermione snapped. “If you hadn’t told me that
for the millionth time, I’d have never known.”

“Can you two have one conversation without arguing?” Harry
sighed.

“No!” Hermione and Ron said in unison.

-----

“Hermione,” Harry put down his quill. He and Hermione were
sitting at a table in the common room, a pile of books between
them.

“Huh,” Hermione said without looking up.

“What’s wrong?”

“Nothing,” Hermione said automatically.

“That’s not going to work anymore,” Harry said. “The closer we
get to the end of term, the worse you get. I can’t honestly believe
that you’re this stressed about exams. There’s something else. Why
won’t you tell me?”

“I don’t want to…”

“Worry me; I know.” Harry nodded. “But you’re already worrying
me. So you might as well just tell me now.”

Hermione dropped her quill. “I just… I’m afraid of not being
able to come back next year.”

Harry gave her a puzzled look. “What? You can’t possibly be
worried about not passing exams to get into second year.”

“I’m not… I’m worried that my parents won’t let me come
back.”

“Why?” Harry asked shocked.

“My father, he doesn’t think Hogwarts is good for me. He doesn’t
understand how happy I’ve been. He thinks I’ve just been slacking
off, not taking things seriously because I’m away from home. He
thinks it’d be better if I went to the local school.” Hermione was
beginning to tear up.

Harry was speechless for a moment.

“See, this is why I didn’t tell you,” Hermione said through a
sob. “There’s nothing you can say or do to help me. There’s really
nothing I can do except pass my exams and hope that convinces my
father to let me stay.”

“Well, you’re right,” Harry started slowly. “There really isn’t
anything I can do, but that doesn’t mean you shouldn’t tell me
these things. You can’t stress alone. You need other people to
stress with you,” he gave her a half grin.

“Don’t you think you have enough to worry about, Harry?”

Harry shrugged. “It gives me something to think about besides
exams.” Harry leaned back in his chair. “Didn’t you tell me that
your family has some sort of motto: ‘Grangers can do
anything’?”

Hermione blushed, “Yeah it’s our credo. I know, it’s a little
conceited but I grew up on that.”

“Well, I’ve known you for a while now and I’m beginning to think
it’s true. You’re the cleverest witch in our year Hermione and I’ve
seen you pull off things Ron and I wouldn’t even dream of. If
anyone can convince your father to let you come back next year,
it’s you. I can’t believe you’d just give up like this. It doesn’t
sound very ‘Granger’ at all.”

“Well maybe I’m not a very good Granger,” Hermione sighed.

Harry was about to rebut that when the clock on the wall chimed
signaling that it was midnight. At that same moment, the portrait
door swung open. Ron appeared as he threw off Harry’s invisibility
cloak.

“It bit me,” were the first words out of his mouth. The baby
dragon that Hagrid loved so much was already almost as big as the
hut and showing its true nature. Ron’s hand was wrapped in a bloody
handkerchief now and from the looks of it, the bite would take
several days to heal without proper medical treatment.

Hermione was about to suggest that he go to the hospital wing
when there was a tap on the window. It was Hedwig with the much
awaited response from Ron’s older brother, Charlie. ”Owls are so
clever. Hedwig even knew that this letter was too secret to be
delivered at morning mail,” she thought as they rushed to let
her in.

Charlie seemed more than willing to take the dragon so long as
they could successfully transport the creature to him in a
clandestine manner. He instructed them to bring the baby dragon to
the tallest tower at midnight on Saturday. They all decided that
though it would be difficult, it was their best and only option.
Ron folded the letter with his good hand and shoved it in his
pocket.

“You should really get that looked at by Madam Pomfrey,”
Hermione said returning to their previous conversation.

“I can’t, what will I do if she asks how I got this thing?” Ron
said nervously.

“It could get infected,” Hermione warned.

“I’ll take my chances,” Ron said as he headed for the stairs
leading to his dormitory.

“He’s so stubborn,” Hermione muttered louder than she
intended.

“Well look on the bright side, this will be one less thing to
worry about. Come Saturday, Norbert will be gone. Snape hasn’t
shown any sign of getting closer to getting past Fluffy. Exams will
be here soon and you’ll be able to show your father just how good a
witch you really are.”

Hermione did feel like a weight was being lifted off her
shoulders. “Maybe you’re right. I think I’ll head to bed too.”

“What? But I thought you still had a few hours of studying left
in you.” Harry grinned as she started towards her own dormitory.
“You know maybe you could re-read the Standard Book of Spells
Grades 1, 2, and 3, tonight.”

“Shut it, Potter,” Hermione called with a laugh as she started
up the stairs.

-----

Hermione’s brief moment of relaxation was shattered the next day
as she walked out of the hospital wing. They had just been to visit
Ron who had finally broken down and gone to see Madam Pomfrey and
not a moment too soon. It seemed that Norbert had somehow poisoned
him and if he hadn’t been a wizard, he’d probably have died from
the bite. But that wasn’t the worst of it. Malfoy had come to taunt
Ron about the dragon and in doing so had inadvertently left with a
book that contained Charlie’s reply to Ron. Now Malfoy knew
everything. There was no telling what he would do.

‘It’s too late to change the plan now,” Harry sighed. “We
haven’t got time to send Charlie another owl and this could be our
only chance to get rid of Norbert. We’ll have to risk it and we
have got the invisibility cloak. Malfoy doesn’t know about
that.”

“We’re dead,” Hermione muttered.

“You’re being negative,” Harry told her.

“Of course I’m being negative!” Hermione almost shouted in
exasperation. “We’re going to get caught. We’re going to get
expelled. I’m never going to be able to come back to Hogwarts. I
might as well be dead.”

“Now you’re overreacting,” Harry informed her.

“I’m not overeating. I’m right about this and you know
it. Even with the invisibility cloak we don’t stand a chance if
Malfoy has the whole castle looking for us while we’re trying to
sneak a dragon around at midnight.”

“We’ll get through this. We’ve been in worse fixes and haven’t
gotten caught.”

“No we haven’t!” Hermione disagreed. “This is by far the worst
thing we’ve tried to pull all year.”

“And we’ll get through it like all the others,” he assured
her.

“Don’t you think you’re pushing your luck?”

Harry shrugged. “Probably.”

“Harry can I ask you something seriously?”

“What is it?”

“Why won’t you even consider going to Dumbledore about this. I
mean, you were really adamant about it. I’ve never seen you that
way.”

Harry sighed. “We both know Hagrid’s breaking the law by
harboring an illegal dragon. Even if Dumbledore goes easy on him
there’s no telling what the Ministry of Magic will do if they find
out. I don’t want Hagrid to get in that kind of trouble.”

“I know Hagrid’s your friend, but he can take care of himself.
You shouldn’t feel obligated to protect him. Not like this.”

Harry shook his head. “Hagrid’s more than just a friend. He was
the first person in the wizarding world to befriend me. He made me
feel accepted when I was afraid I wasn’t going to fit in. I don’t
really have any family Hermione but Hagrid…” he trailed off.

Hermione nodded. “Okay, I understand.” She let out another
sight. “Let’s just get this over with.”

“If you don’t want to go through with this whole thing, I’ll
understand.”

“No. You’re going to need my help now that Ron’s in the hospital
for a while and besides… I know you’d do it for me if I was
harboring an illegal dragon.” She smiled.

“Uh… yeah,” Harry said not knowing for sure if she was joking or
not.

“Saturday at midnight we have our last late night
adventure.” She made sure to emphasize the word last. “It’ll be our
greatest scheme.”

“Yes and when we’re old and grey; we can tell our grandchildren
all about it.”

Hermione tried to hide her blushing face as she wondered to
herself what exactly Harry meant by “our grandchildren.” Most
likely he didn’t mean that they’d have mutual grandchildren but it
was a nice fleeting thought.

-----

Saturday evening didn’t seem to come fast enough for Hermione,
but the closer it came the more nervous she became. She just wanted
the whole ordeal to be over with so she could have one crisis
behind her for a change. She felt excited and nervous all at the
same time. That evening, she waited until she was sure her two
roommates were fast asleep before sneaking down to the common room
to meet Harry. It was slightly past 11 when she arrived. Harry was
already waiting for her.

“I didn’t think everyone would be in bed so early,” Harry said
as he pulled out the invisibility cloak. “Guess we’re just lucky
tonight. Have you seen Neville?”

“Neville? He’s not in your dorm?” Hermione asked as she stepped
up beside Harry.

“Nope, I don’t know where he is. I hope he didn’t get locked out
the tower again.” He threw the cloak over their heads.

Hermione watched her body disappeared. “We can’t worry about
Neville now. Let’s go.”

They made their way slowly out of the portrait hole and down the
corridor.

“We’re cutting it kind of close aren’t we?” Hermione whispered
as they started down one flight of stairs. “Do you think we’ll make
it in time?”

“So far so good,” Harry said.

They continued quickly to the main entrance. As they descended
the last flight of stairs they heard a loud thud. The noise
came so suddenly that Hermione instinctively grabbed Harry’s hand.
“What was that,” she said.

“I think it’s Peeves.” Harry said as they heard a cackle.

She was glad Harry couldn’t see her face. She was blushing as
she let go of his hand.

They stood in the entrance hall and watched Peeves smack around
a muggle tennis ball. Where he had gotten it from was anyone’s
guess. There was no way they could get around him so they just
waited.

“Where did he come from anyway?” Harry whispered to Hermione as
they stood by the stairs.

Hermione shrugged but realized Harry couldn’t see her. “I don’t
know. Nothing in ‘Hogwarts: A History’ says anything about
him.”

“He’s so annoying. Why doesn’t Dumbledore get rid of him?”

“I suppose he thinks it’s good for us to have a poltergeist
around. We need to learn how to handle any situation. You have to
admit, Peeves does present certain challenges we couldn’t get
anywhere else.”

“True.”

They stood and watched him for ten minutes. She was so close to
Harry under the invisibility cloak she could hear him breathe.
“I wonder what he’s thinking about right now. He’s probably
trying to figure out how we’re going to get Norbert up to the
astronomy tower in less than 30 minutes. He’s probably thinking
about how we’re going to avoid Filch and possibly Snape and Malfoy.
And I’m standing here thinking: I wonder what Harry Potter is
thinking. I’m wondering what I’m going to do if I can’t come back
to Hogwarts next year. I know I’d miss Harry so much. This year has
been really great despite all the insanity. I’ve made some really
good friends, I’ve learned a lot and I’ve gotten my priorities
straight. I actually thought about making good friends before
studies. That’s got to count for something. Still it’d be nice if I
didn’t ramble as much. I mean I’m rambling right now and I’m not
even talking.”

Harry squeezed her arm. “Come on.” Peeves was on his way to the
dungeons and they could finally make it to the main entrance.

As they came closer to Hagrid’s hut, they shed the invisibility
cloak. Hagrid was already outside. He had Norbert in a large crate.
It would definitely be cumbersome to carry. Hermione tried to
perform a levitation charm, but something about the dragon
prevented it from working. Even though it was just a baby, Norbert
was still a powerfully magical creature and very few spells would
work on the crate while he was in it. They’d have to carry him the
old fashioned way.

As Hagrid said his final goodbyes, Harry started to cover the
crate with the invisibility cloak. “You were right Hermione. The
cloak can cover just about anything of reasonable size,” He said as
he watched the crate, Norbert and all, vanish. He stepped
underneath it himself at the front of the crate and Hermione went
to the rear. When they were sure that they were completely covered,
they started off back towards the castle.

Hermione was already struggling under the weight of the crate.
“How are we going to get this thing all the way up to the astronomy
tower, Harry? I can barely hold him as it is. I wish he’d quit
lashing about.”

“I know a shortcut. It should help,” Harry called as they neared
the main entrance again. “Just follow my lead.”

Unfortunately the shortcut didn’t help much. It eliminated about
three flights of stairs but it was still a good twenty minute walk
through the castle. Fortunately they didn’t run into Peeves, Filch,
or any professors on their way. Hermione was beginning to wonder if
Malfoy had actually bothered to look inside the book he had taken
from Ron. Maybe they had lucked out again and he didn’t even know
about their plans.

Then just as they started down the corridor to the tower, they
heard a noise up ahead. Hermione followed Harry as he led them
against a wall and they watched two silhouetted people in the
distance. It was Malfoy and Professor McGonagall. From what she
could hear, McGonagall had caught Malfoy trying to sneak up to the
astronomy tower. Malfoy was trying to tell her about Harry,
Hermione, and the dragon but the story sounded so ridiculous that
she wouldn’t even listen to him.

Hermione almost snickered. It really did look like their luck
would hold out. Now that Malfoy was caught they’d have no problems
getting up to the tower and back again. They were home free. They
almost bounded up the last flight of stairs to the top of the
astronomy tower.

When Harry threw off the invisibility cloak, Hermione finally
let out the snicker she had been holding in. “Ha! Malfoy’s got
detention, I could sing.” She skipped around the top of the tower,
glad to be able to breathe again. Being stuck under the
invisibility cloak with a struggling dragon was not her idea of
fun.

Harry gave her a quizzical look. “Don’t.”

“Oh come on Harry,” Hermione said leaning on the ramparts.
“We’ve won. We made it. I’d have thought you’d be a bit more
excited.”

“I’ll just be glad when this is all over.”

“So will I but right now I feel great,” she spun around again.
“I feel like all my worries have just disappeared. I mean, we’re
getting rid of Norbert. Snape hasn’t tried anything since the
quidditch match against Hufflepuff. Exams will be here soon and I
plan to be top of our class.” Hermione walked up to him and started
poking him playfully in the shoulder. “Harry Potter you have a
charmed life, you know that? Everything goes right for you. Ever
since I’ve met you, my life has just been one amazing event after
another.”

Harry stayed her hand. “I don’t know what you’re talking about.
I just try to live one day to the next. It’s not my fault that
weird and bizarre circumstances seem attracted to me.”

“But you can’t tell me you don’t enjoy all this,” Hermione
pressed.

“I love being a wizard and I wouldn’t want to be anywhere other
than Hogwarts but trust me, my life isn’t perfect. You know
that.”

Hermione nodded. “Being famous isn’t all that it’s cracked up to
be.”

“Not when you’ve got idiots like Malfoy watching you every move
trying to make a fool of you.”

“Don’t worry about that stupid git; he’s just jealous.”

“Maybe if he could see things from my point of view, he’d
realize there’s nothing to be jealous of.”

Hermione shook him playfully. “Of course he’s got something to
be jealous of, not everyone is lucky enough to have me for a
friend.”

Harry gave her a half grin. “Oh yes, whatever what I do without
your constant nagging for me to study.”

“Hey it’s either that or marry me to get good grades,” Hermione
teased.

Harry laughed. “Ron would never stand for it.”

“I’m sure he’s just mad he didn’t think of it first.”

“Could be,” Harry said vaguely.

“Hey what’s that supposed to mean!” Hermione almost
shrieked.

“Say look, I think I see them,” Harry said pointing up.

“Wait a minute, you didn’t answer my question,” Hermione
pressed, but Harry pretended he didn’t know what she was talking
about and soon four broomsticks were descending upon them and they
had other things to worry about.

“Oy you Ron Weasley?” One of men asked Harry.

“Of course he’s not, dragon-warts,” another answered for Harry,
“He ain’t got red hair.”

“Blimey, look at this,” a third said, pointing at Harry’s head.
“You’re… you’re….”

“Harry Potter,” the fourth finished for him.

“Cheery lot, aren’t they,” Harry grinned at Hermione.

“Not too terribly bright though,” Hermione thought as Harry
shook hands all around.

The tallest of them did the introductions. “I’m Sean; this is
Peter, Stephan, and Lawrence.”

“Who’s the little missy,” Peter asked.

“Hermione Granger,” Hermione said shaking their hands as well.
Then she noticed the harness that they were strapping to their
brooms. She began to examine it, intrigued. “Oh this is
interesting, I was wondering how you were going to transport the
dragon. This is actually quite clever. Oh and you have a binding
charm on this too. That’ll definitely keep him from moving.” She
poked their brooms with her wand, “How did you do this, you made
yourselves temporarily unplotable. That’s amazing.”

“Clever little missy, isn’t she.” Peter said as the four friends
began to strap Norbert in. “Not too many first years can recognize
embedded charms.”

“Not too many first years are Hermione Granger,” Harry told
them.

Hermione beamed.

They had finished strapping the crate in and were now remounting
their brooms. “Hate to run, but we’ve got a lot of sky to cover
before daylight,” Lawrence told them.

“Don’t let Filch catch you on your way back to your dorms,”
Stephan warned.

“Keep an eye on this little missy,” Peter said to Harry as they
began to rise in the air. “She’s got real spirit. You know what
they say: behind ever good wizard, there’s an even better
witch.”

“Who says that?” Sean scoffed. “Nobody says that.”

“People say that!” Peter insisted.

“What people?” Lawrence asked.

“People!” Peter practically shouted.

“I think you’ve been hanging around those stupid American gits
too much,” Sean said.

They continued to argue like this as they started off through
the night sky. Hermione and Harry laughed.

“Everywhere you go, you make new friends,” Hermione said as they
headed towards the trap door.

“Me?” Harry poked her, “What about you, ‘little missy’? At least
I have an excuse, I’m famous. You stand out without having a scar
on your forehead.”

They started down the spiral staircase feeling light and free
for the first time in weeks. It was really finally over. “You know
what Harry?” Hermione started. “About what Peter said…”

He wasn’t listening. “Hermione do you get the feeling we forgot
something?”

They hit the bottom of the stairwell and as they did, Hermione
realized what he was talking about. “Harry we forgot the…”

But it was too late, before they knew it, Filch was upon them.
“Well, well, well… we are in trouble,” he said with a wide sadistic
grin.

-----

Hermione couldn’t move; she could barely breathe. The room she
was sitting in seemed hazy to her. She was only vaguely aware of
the other people. There was Harry of course. He too looked like the
wind had been knocked out of him. There was Professor McGonagall;
she was ranting and raving about how they were a disgrace to
Gryffindor. And then there was Neville. They had found out why he
had gone missing. He had been roaming the castle all night, trying
to find Harry to warn him about Malfoy. Now he too was caught and
facing the wrath of the deputy headmistress.

McGonagall had no idea what was going on and there was no way
that Harry and Hermione could explain the true nature of the
situation to her, so she drew her own conclusion. Obviously Harry
had tried to con Malfoy into believing he had a dragon so Malfoy
would end up out of bed looking for them. She was livid that so
many Gryffindor students were breaking rules that night that she
docked 150 points from the house and gave them all detention.

Hermione looked up, and saw Harry. He looked as if he was
begging her to come up with some story that would satisfy
McGonagall and ease their punishment but one look in the angry
professor’s eyes told Hermione that nothing she could come up with
would be enough to get them out of this mess.

After assigning their punishment and promising that letters
would be going to all of their parents, she left with orders for
them to return to Gryffindor Tower. Hermione was still sitting
numb.

“Hermione…” Harry shook her a little. “We should go.”

“I don’t believe this. It’s true isn’t it?” Neville was almost
shouting in the corner. “You were just trying to trick Malfoy and
you got me in trouble too. I don’t believe this. I trusted
you!”

“Neville, that’s not true. It’s just very complicated.” Harry
told him. He was shaking Hermione harder now, trying to get her to
help him.

“Do I look stupid to you? Oh that’s right, I forgot. To you I am
stupid aren’t I? Just stupid little Longbottom who can’t stand a
caldron the right way up!”

“Neville, we had no idea you were going to go out looking for
Malfoy or us. We didn’t want you to get involved.”

“Well I am involved. Now we’ve lost 150 points from Gryffindor
and it’s all your fault! I’m going to be in so much trouble with my
gram.” He stormed out of the room.

Harry sighed. “He’ll come around.” He knelt down in front of
Hermione’s chair. “Hermione… are you in there,” she still looked
catatonic. “Hermione, snap out of it.”

“Do you know what this means,” she whispered.

“We’ll be okay,” Harry assured her. “We just…”

“It will not be okay!” She shouted. “I’m dead. When my
parents find out…” She dissolved into tears. “They’ll never let me
come back. I’m finished here.” She bolted out of her chair and ran
out the room. She didn’t want him to see her this way. She didn’t
stop running until she had bounded up the four flights of stairs to
Gryffindor Tower. She gave the password, ran up to her dormitory,
and threw herself in bed.







15. Outcasts In Detention

Chapter Summary: Hermione is an outcast again. From fame
to folly; how will she deal? This chapter also does detention from
Hermione’s point of view (big surprise since this whole fic is from
Hermione’s point of view). See what happens when Harry’s off with
Malfoy among other things.

--- Begin Fic Here ---

Hermione felt like she was in a nightmare that she couldn’t wake
up from. Only a few weeks ago she was happier than she’d ever been
in her entire life. She was at the one of the greatest schools of
Witchcraft and Wizardry in Europe. She had friends, one of them
being the famous Harry Potter. She was even beginning to be
respected by her peers. Now she had nothing. The only people who
would speak to her were Ron and Harry and they barely said anything
as well.

The entire school had turned on Harry, Hermione and Neville.
They had lost so many points from Gryffindor that there was no way
they could win the house cup. Slytherin had been winning it for
years now and this was the first year that Gryffindor had a chance
to defeat them. Now there was no hope.

Hermione had other things to worry about though. Monday morning,
she got a letter. She had been dreading its arrival as she knew it
would be from her parents. When she opened it though, she found
that it wasn’t from her father but rather her mother which made the
words ten times worse.

“Hermione,

We just received word from your deputy headmistress that you and
your friends were caught out of bed Saturday evening. From what we
can gather you and your friends were playing a joke on another
student and it got dangerously out of hand.

I don’t think I need to tell you that your father and I are very
disappointed in you. I can understand that you want to balance your
school work and social life, and you know that I’ve always
supported your choices, but after reading this letter I can see
things have gotten way out of control. Perhaps you are just too
young to be off of your own.

I know how happy you’ve been at Hogwarts but your father and I
have to do what we feel is best for you. So we’re going to have a
nice long talk when you get home at the end of term about what
we’re going to do for school next year. There definitely need to be
some changes. We hope that you will stay out of trouble for the
remainder of the year as we do not want to receive any more
disturbing correspondences from your school.

Remember that we love you Hermione and that we’re not doing this
to make your life miserable. We just want to do what’s right for
you. We’ll talk more about it when you arrive home.”

Hermione read and reread the letter all that week. There was no
doubt; her parents were going to pull her out of Hogwarts. There
was nothing she could do about it. McGonagall’s letter had sealed
her fate. She didn’t know what to do except end the year on as
positive a note as possible and hope that her negotiating skills
could at least keep her out of boarding school for the rest of her
academic career.

Hermione began to realize how fickle people could really be. At
the beginning of the year she was despised by almost everyone
because she knew so much. Then she became friends with Harry Potter
and people started to like her. Then when the rumor spread that she
had saved Harry’s life, she was fairly popular. Now she was an
outcast again. It made her realize that she couldn’t depend on
anyone. The only person who didn’t seem to be fickle was Harry but
right now that hardly mattered since everyone hated him now too.
She wondered if it would ever blow over. She wondered if it even
mattered since the chances of her returning next year were
non-existent.

As much as she wanted to, Hermione didn’t return to her secret
place on the ramparts because she didn’t want to risk sneaking out
of Gryffindor in the middle of the night. So she spent most of her
time with Harry and Ron in the library or off in a corner of the
common room. Everyone left them alone and she was actually glad for
this. She made sure to go to bed long after her two roommates
because she didn’t want to be in the same room alone with the two
of them. She had no idea what they thought of the whole ordeal and
didn’t want to know.

The thing that upset Hermione the most was that they had gotten
in trouble to protect Hagrid and now it looked as if Hagrid wasn’t
going to stick up for them. Of course Harry would never tell on the
gamekeeper, not after all he had done to keep him out of trouble,
but Hermione had thought that when word spread about what happened,
Hagrid would finally speak up and admit to Dumbledore what was
really going on. It seemed though that Hagrid was either too broken
up about losing Norbert or too afraid of what might happen to him
if word got out about his illegal dragon. In either case, he had
said nothing on their behalf.

The only true blessing was that time seem to go by remarkably
fast now. She floated through each day in a haze. She barely
remembered anything about her classes, meals, or any time that
involved interacting with her schoolmates. The only times that
seemed lucid in her memory were when she was with Harry and Ron,
alone. They only spoke about homework and exams and Hermione was
grateful for this. She felt that talking about their present
predicament would only make things worse.

Harry seemed to be thinking along the same lines. He didn’t have
to worry about his aunt and uncle being mad at him. In fact from
what she could tell, they didn’t even read the letter that
McGonagall had sent. Still, he had to stay away from the other
students. He had it much worse than she did. All Hermione had to do
was stay quiet and class and avoid pretty much everyone and she was
left alone. But Harry was already so famous and so well known that
people from every house sought him out to mock him or express their
anger. He had nowhere to escape. Even the other members of the
house quidditch team had completely abandoned him. So now he, like
Hermione, was spending all his free time studying for the upcoming
exams. He rarely spoke about anything else, until one early
afternoon about a week after they’d gotten into trouble.

Harry, Ron and Hermione were in the library studying astronomy
when he suddenly slammed his book down. “I’ve got to have a break.
I think I’ll go up to the tower and grab a snack from our
dormitory.” He got up from their table and started out of the
library.

“Bring me something too, would ya,” Ron called after him. “Oy,
he’s havin’ a time,” he said to Hermione. “I’ve never seen him like
this.”

Hermione only nodded numbly.

“You’re not looking well yourself,” Ron said concerned. “You
shouldn’t worry so much; it’s the end of the year. By next term,
this’ll be old news.”

“Too bad I won’t be here next year,” Hermione thought to
herself.

“Come on, quiz me,” Ron said.

“What?”

“I want to see how much of this stuff I’ve actually learned.
Quiz me.”

Hermione sighed and picked up their astronomy book. “Alright,
you asked for it.”

She drilled Ron on the material for several minutes. To her
surprise he was doing quite well. Then suddenly, Harry burst back
into the library.

“Did you bring me back something?” Ron asked. “I’m starved.”

“You just had lunch,” Hermione chastised.

“It’s happening,” Harry said, a look of panic on his face.
“Snape’s done it.”

“He’s got to Quirrell?” Hermione asked.

Harry nodded.

“Snape’s done it then,” Ron sighed. “If Quirrell’s told him how
to break his anti-dark-force spell…”

“There’s still Fluffy though,” Hermione reminded him. She knew
where Ron’s logic was going. She could see the light of adventure
being rekindled in his eyes.

Ron shrugged. “Maybe Snape’s found out how to get past him
without asking Hagrid. I bet there’s a book somewhere in here
telling you how to get past a giant, three-headed dog.”

Hermione seriously doubted this as she had been looking on and
off for creatures like Fluffy ever since she’d seen him and hadn’t
found one yet.

“So what do we do Harry?” Ron asked finally.

“Go to Dumbledore,” Hermione pleaded. She knew how persuasive
Ron could be and for once she didn’t want Harry to go along with
one of his schemes. “That’s what we should have done ages ago. If
we try anything ourselves, we’ll be thrown out for sure.”

Harry plopped down in his seat. He looked utterly defeated. “But
we’ve got no proof. Quirrell’s too scared to back us up. Snape’s
only got to say he doesn’t know how the troll got in at Halloween
and that he was nowhere near the third floor. Who do you think
they’ll believe, him or us? It’s not exactly a secret we hate him.
Dumbledore will think we made it up to get him sacked. Filch
wouldn’t help if his life depended on it. He’s too friendly with
Snape and the more students get thrown out, the better he’ll think.
And don’t forget; we’re not supposed to know about the stone, or
Fluffy. That’ll take a lot of explaining. ”

He turned and looked at Hermione and she knew he was serious. He
didn’t want to get involved. He didn’t want any part of the
Sorcerer’s Stone. He just wanted to get out of this mess. She
nodded at him as if to tell him that she understood.

Ron however didn’t seem to understand, “If we just did a bit of
poking around…”

“No! We’ve done enough poking around,” he said pulling an
astronomy chart towards him.

“But Harry, we can’t let Snape get the stone,” Ron pressed.

“Yes we can Ron,” Hermione reasoned. “What do you think will
happen when he does? Dumbledore will know about it. Even if Snape
tries to run, the Ministry of Magic will be after him. He won’t
even be able to enjoy the stone when he steals it. We should just
let them handle it when it happens and stop trying to do it
ourselves.”

“Yeah but if we stop Snape, then maybe we can earn back
the points that were lost for Gryffindor. We’d win the house cup
and we’d be heroes to boot,” Ron said with a gleam in his eyes.

Hermione had had enough. “I don’t believe you Ron Weasley! Is
that all you can think of; just a little more fame and glory. Never
mind that Harry and I have been completely ostracized by the entire
school. Never mind that McGonagall will be watching our every step
and wouldn’t hesitate to expel us if we so much as put one toe out
of line. Oh no, you don’t care at all. So long as you’re not in the
line of fire, you just keep pushing and pushing. You’re a rat, Ron.
No, that’s an insult to Scabbers. You’re worse than a rat.” She
grabbed her bag and stormed out of the library.

“Now you’ve done it,” Harry said not troubling to look up from
the chart he was reading.

“Why’s she wound so tight?” Ron asked.

“She’s got a lot on her mind. Maybe if you did more than argue
with her, you’d see that.”

Ron shook his head. “I can’t help but fight with her, she asks
for it.”

“Funny, I manage just fine,” Harry said, moving on to another
chart.

Ron opened his mouth to say something, but then closed it
again.

-----

Hermione, keeping true to her promise not to go sneaking around
out of bounds, didn’t go to the ramparts after she stormed out of
the library, though she really wanted to.

She needed to just get away from things but that wasn’t really
an option. So instead, she found a corner of the common room and
piled as many books as she could in front of her so that no one
would see her or bother her. It worked for a while but then a
freckled faced, red-headed boy poked his head over the stack of
books.

It was Ron. “Oy, is there a Hermione Granger in there
somewhere,” he said cheerily.

Hermione gave him a disgusted look. “What do you want?”

Ron held up his hands as if he were surrendering. “I just wanted
to talk that’s all.”

“About what?”

“Uh, I don’t know,” Ron admitted. “You seem to be a little
stressed lately. Just thought I’d see if you were okay.”

“You know me,” Hermione scoffed. “I’m just all caught up in
school work. It’s all I can think about: school, school, school!”
She wasn’t going to make this easy on Ron.

Ron sat down and pushed the books to one side so he could see
her. “Okay, I guess I deserved that bit of sarcasm.”

Hermione returned to her reading. “Yes you did.”

“Well, I just came over to say sorry for giving you such a hard
way to go. I know you’ve got a lot more on your mind and that you
don’t want to get in any more trouble. I guess I was being just a
little selfish.”

“Yes you were,” Hermione agreed readily.

Ron huffed. “And I’m apologizing.”

Hermione finally put the book down and smiled at him. “Apology
accepted.”

“Good, ‘cause for a moment there I thought I might have to put
it in writing.”

“Next time you might have to,” Hermione assured him as she
returned to her reading.

-----

The next morning at breakfast, Hermione received a note telling
her that she was to serve detention that evening starting at 11.
They were to meet Filch in the entrance hall, but it didn’t say
what they would be doing. Hermione found it vaguely ironic that
they would be serving detention at almost the same time they snuck
out of Gryffindor the night they were caught. Perhaps this was some
sort of poetic justice. Harry had gotten the same note and she
could see that Neville had gotten a note as well. So it looked like
they would all be serving detention together.

“Well at least I won’t have to be with Filch alone,” she
thought to herself. Although she didn’t know how Neville would feel
about it.

Neville hadn’t spoken to her or Harry since the incident. He had
been just as cold to them as the rest of the students even though
he was being shunned by the school as well. Hermione wondered if
he’d finally come around during their detention.

It didn’t seem that she would have long to wait. The day flew by
and before she knew it, it was almost 11. She didn’t even realize
the time until she felt a hand on her shoulder while she was
sitting in the common room.

“Come on,” Harry said quietly with a sigh. “It’s time.”

Hermione stood automatically. She felt like she was on
autopilot.

Neville descended the stairs from the dormitories. “Well, let’s
get this over with.”

Hermione could tell by the tone in his voice that he was more
scared than angry now. He didn’t know what Filch had in store for
them but it was bound to be horrid.

“I’ll wait up for you,” Ron offered as the trio started towards
the portrait exit.

Hermione, Neville, and Harry made their way slowly to the
entrance hall. Filch was there, along with Malfoy.

“Great, we have to serve detention with him,” Hermione
thought to herself. She remembered how excited she was when she
found out Malfoy had gotten detention, now she was almost wishing
he had gotten off. The evening would be all the worse if they had
to serve their punishment with him.

Filch led them out of the castle and started ranting about how
if he had his way, they’d be hanging from their wrists instead of
serving detention. Hermione ignored him. Filch didn’t really scare
her and neither did whatever detention he had in store for them.
She knew that whatever it was she would be coming back from it
alive. Dumbledore would never allow Filch to go too far. No, what
occupied her mind was what would happen after the detention. Exams
were close and then she would be back on the train; headed home to
face her parents.

Hermione finally noticed that they were walking directly towards
the lighted windows of Hagrid’s Hut. Hagrid himself was waiting
outside. Hermione smiled.

”Well this is a clever twist of fate. We get detention for
protecting Hagrid and it’s Hagrid who we’re serving detention
with.”

“It’s into the forest you’re going,” Filch was saying now. “And
I’m much mistaken if you’ll all come out in one piece.”

Hermione had to contain a giggle as she watched Malfoy stutter
with rage at the prospect of going into the forest. Of course it
was forbidden for a reason; there were all sorts of creatures
lurking inside. She had read all about the forest in “Hogwarts: A
History” and she knew that though the forest was extremely
dangerous there were very few instances of anyone being killed
inside it. Of course she was nervous too, but they had Hagrid and
his large boarhound Fang with them. She was fairly sure that they
would be fine no matter what they had to do.

She waited patiently and quietly as Malfoy argued with Hagrid
now about going into the forest. He was fighting a losing battle.
Apparently he expected his detention to be with Snape, just like
the last one he got when McGonagall caught him out of bed after
Ron’s night birthday party. Hermione had heard from the Patil twins
that Malfoy was bragging about having an easy detention. He’d spent
an hour copying lines in Snape’s dungeon classroom and that was
it.

“Serves him right,” Hermione thought to herself as they
headed towards the forest. She would gladly spend a few hours with
Malfoy in the forbidden forest if it meant he was getting the kind
of punishment he rightfully deserved. After all, this whole fiasco
was partially his fault. “If he’d have just minded his own
business, the little snot, we wouldn’t be in this mess
now.”

Hagrid was explaining their task and Hermione gasped as she
looked at the path leading into the forest, not because of the
forest itself but the silver liquid that Hagrid was showing them
and what it represented. A unicorn, one of the most beautiful
creatures in the magical world, was dying in the forest. Hermione
was amazed to learn that some creature in the forest had hurt it
and had apparently killed another one several days before. She
didn’t think there was anything in the forest that could hurt a
unicorn; they were far too fast and magical. Not even the
three-headed beast, fluffy, could catch one. She shuddered, this
time it was because she was afraid of what awaited them.

Malfoy voiced the same fears. “And what if whatever hurt the
unicorn finds us first.”

“There’s nothing that lives in the forest that’ll hurt you if
you’re with me or Fang,” Hagrid said matter-of-factly. He sounded
very sure about this and Hagrid was big enough to protect himself
but Hermione seriously doubted that he knew everything about the
forbidden forest. Still she figured as long as they kept to the
path, as Hagrid advised, they’d be relatively safe, at least that’s
what she kept telling herself.

Hagrid divided them into two groups. Neville and Malfoy would go
with Fang the boarhound down one path and she and Harry were with
Hagrid and his large crossbow down another. The four students
practiced sending up different color sparks from their wands; green
to indicate they’d found the unicorn and red if they were in any
danger.

Hermione noticed that Hagrid didn’t have a wand. From what she
had heard about the game keeper, he wasn’t allowed to do magic
because he was expelled from Hogwarts when he was young. He never
said why, though Hermione thought she could guess. Hagrid was
likely to be the kind of student who would raise monsters in his
dormitory.

The two groups finally started into the forest. Hermione’s
curiosity soon overcame her fears. She’d probably never have
another opportunity to see the inside of the forbidden forest so
she took everything in. The trees seemed to have an aura of their
own and she knew that even if it were high noon, it would probably
still be almost pitch black underneath these trees. Moonlight did
filter in every now and again, but they were basically walking in
darkness. Hermione considered lighting her wand, but she didn’t
want to draw any undo attention.

“Are you alright, Hermione,” Hagrid asked after a while. She
realized she’d been unusually quiet the whole time. Hermione was
about to answer when suddenly Hagrid ceased her and Harry. “Get
behind that tree,” he said as he placed the bodily behind one of
the dark oak trees on the side of the path.

Hermione didn’t know what to think as she watched him raise his
crossbow, aiming it at the black nothingness ahead. There was a
rustling sound, and Hermione involuntarily shivered. Something was
out there. The noise drifted further away and Harry and Hermione
came from behind the tree.

“I knew it. There’s summat in here that shouldn’t be,” Hagrid
said as he lowered the crossbow.

Hermione gulped, and she began to wonder if perhaps this
detention was a little too severe for their crime. Would they
really make it out alive? Why had Dumbledore allowed something like
this? He should be concerned for the student’s safety.

They continued down the path even more slowly and in complete
silence this time. Then suddenly there was another rustling.
Hermione had the almost uncontrollable urge to run as Hagrid
quickly raised his crossbow again and started shouting into the
darkness. This time though, something appeared in the clearing
ahead of them. Hermione recognized it immediately as a centaur. It
was half man, half horse. She never knew that centaurs lived in the
forest but they were supposed to be relatively friendly creatures
and this was confirmed when Hagrid lowered his weapon, a look of
relief on his face.

“Oh, it’s you Ronan. How are you?” Hagrid obviously knew
him.

Hermione and Harry waited quietly to be introduced as the two
friends greeted each other. “This is Harry Potter and Hermione
Granger by the way, students up at the school.” Hagrid said
finally. “And this is Ronan, you two; he’s a centaur.”

“We’d noticed,” Hermione muttered. She’d overcome most of her
initial shock and was now staring in awe at the majestic creature
in front of her.

Ronan stared at her with large blue eyes that seemed to see her
very soul. “Good evening; students are you? And do you learn much
up at the school?”

Hermione was caught in his gaze, almost transfixed. “A bit,” she
managed to answer.

She wondered why he had chosen to focus his attention on her
instead of Harry. After all, he was the famous Harry Potter. She
expected him to take some notice of the scar on his head and be
amazed that he was meeting the ‘boy who lived.’ But Ronan was
staring at her so hard she felt like the creature could read her
very thoughts.

Finally he looked away from her and up at the night sky.
Hermione sighed again. She finally realized she was sweating and
wiped her brow.

Hagrid tried to glean information from the centaur about the
injured unicorn but it was a futile effort. Hermione could tell
that he was definitely preoccupied with something because all he
would ever say was “Mars is bright tonight.” It seemed like he was
trying to tell them something without actually telling them.
Centaurs were extraordinarily wise creatures but kept their
knowledge to themselves. She knew they could tell the future from
the stars, but didn’t know enough about astronomy or divination to
discern what the brightness of Mars impacted. She silently wished
she had one of her books with her.

Hagrid finally became impatient with Ronan and Hermione could
tell that he was about to take his leave when a second centaur
appeared.

“Hello Bane; alright?” Hagrid greeted him.

“Good-evening Hagrid,” said Bane. He didn’t seem to notice
Hermione or Harry.

Harry elbowed Hermione in the side. “Are you listening to
me?”

“Huh?” Hermione looked at him. She hadn’t even noticed he was
talking.

“I was asking if you knew much about centaurs. Terribly odd
creatures, aren’t they?”

“I dunno,’ Hermione admitted with a shrug. “I think they may be
trying to tell us something.”

Hagrid hadn’t gotten any new information from Bane so he dragged
the two students off down the forest trail. “Never try and get a
straight answer out of a centaur; ruddy star gazers.” he growled.
“Not interested in anything closer than the moon.”

“Are there many of them in here?” Hermione asked him.

Hagrid nodded but kept his eyes on the path in front of them “Oh
a fair few. Keep ‘emselves to themselves mostly but their good
enough about turning up whenever I want a word.”

Hermione thought about this as Hagrid continued on. “Centaurs
don’t ‘turn up’ for anyone. They’re known for being reclusive.”
She looked at the half-giant. What was it about Hagrid that he had
that much respect from these creatures? She thought about what he
had said earlier. Nothing in the forest would hurt them as long as
they were with him or Fang. She was beginning to believe this now.
Perhaps Hagrid really did hold some secret to the forest. She
wouldn’t be surprised if he even had influence over the werewolves
that were reported to be lurking around.

Just as she began to reassure herself that they were safe, a
distant noise caught her attention. She looked up in the night sky
and saw red flashes some distance away. “Hagrid look; red sparks!
The others are in trouble!”

Hagrid was quick to action. “You two wait here. Stay on the
path,” he warned again. “I’ll come back for yer.” He started
through the woods towards the sparks.

Hermione felt another chill as a cool breeze whipped through her
hair. She tried to occupy her mind as she and Harry stood in the
darkness waiting for Hagrid to return, but for the first time that
night, she couldn’t find anything to think about.

She looked at Harry. He was staring at her, a worried look in
his green eyes. She could tell what he was thinking and finally
voiced the concern they both had on their minds. “You don’t think
they’ve been hurt, do you?” she started timidly.

“I don’t care if Malfoy has,” Harry said spitefully. “but if
something’s got Neville… it’s our fault he’s here in the first
place.”

Hermione nodded. “Poor Neville. He tries so hard and
yet he always gets into trouble.”

“Maybe…we should go see what’s going on,” Harry said after a few
more minutes of waiting.

“No, Hagrid said to stay on the path. Are you crazy? We could
get killed out here by ourselves.”

Harry shifted from one foot to the other. “It’s just taking so
long.”

“This was such a bad idea,” Hermione muttered under her
breath.

Finally Hagrid returned and they were relieved to see that Fang,
Neville, and even Malfoy were with him. Hagrid however looked
furious and Hermione soon found out why. Neville and Malfoy hadn’t
been in any real danger. Malfoy had gotten bored and decided to
sneak up on Neville from behind and Neville, in a rare display of
wizarding aptitude, had instantly sent up red sparks. Hagrid
switched the search parties. Harry would take Neville’s place.

Harry gave an audible sigh as he, Malfoy, and Fang started into
the heart of the forest. Hermione Neville and Hagrid went in the
opposite direction. She glanced back at her retreating friend and
saw that Harry had done the same. Their eyes locked for an instant
and then they both turned away.

“Are you alright,” Hermione asked Neville finally.

Neville shrugged. He looked more angry than scared now. “I’m
fine. I just hate it that that stupid git always gets the better of
me.”

“I’m sorry,” Hermione said. “This is all our fault. We never
meant for any of this to happen and we certainly didn’t want to get
you into trouble. Harry would never do that you know.”

“Yeah I guess.” Neville shrugged. “But he still shouldn’t have
gotten all of us and Gryffindor into so much trouble. I mean; I
hate Malfoy too, but that practical joke went too far.”

“Neville,” Hermione sighed. “It wasn’t a joke. We really were
sneaking a dragon up to the astronomy tower.” She figured it was
safe to tell him now since the only other person around was Hagrid,
who knew only too well what the truth was.

“That’s not funny,” Neville said grumpily.

“I know it’s not funny, that’s because it’s the truth.” Hermione
said matter-of-factly. “Ask Hagrid.”

Neville looked up at the gamekeeper who was trying his best to
avoid the glare. “Er… she’s right. It was… um… my dragon that got
you all into trouble. I’m sorry.”

“What!” Neville almost shouted. “You mean, all this time you
three were hiding a dragon. You’re insane. You know their illegal
don’t you?”

“Yes of course we do; that’s why we were getting rid of it,”
Hermione said irritably. “And it would have gone smoothly if Malfoy
hadn’t been trying to get us back for the night party and for Ron
hitting him at the quidditch game.”

“That little rivalry is going to get ya’ll into a world of
trouble,” Hagrid said.

“Excuse me!” Hermione snapped. “But if it weren’t for your
obsession with dragons, none of this would have even happened.”

“Uh, yeah… sorry ‘bout that,” Hagrid said sheepishly.

Hermione finally asked the question that was weighing on her
mind. “Why didn’t you stick up for us when we got in trouble?”

“I… uh… I would have,” Hagrid admitted. “But it’s just that. If
the Ministry of Magic found out, they might have thrown me in
wizard’s prison. Dumbledore wouldn’t have been able to help me. I’m
sorry,” he said again.

No matter how angry she was with Hagrid, she didn’t want to see
him go to prison. So she let it drop. No wonder Harry had stood by
him all this time. She knew he didn’t want that for Hagrid either.
They continued through the forest in silence.

“Ronan, yer back,” Hagrid called.

Hermione looked up and saw that the centaur was once again in
the path in front of them. He had the same sorrowful look on his
face as before. He was staring directly at Hermione again.

“Anything wrong? Did you see summat?” Hagrid asked when Ronan
didn’t acknowledge him.

Ronan continued to ignore him but he walked closer to the trio,
eyes still fixed on the young witch. “You’re more special than you
think.”

“Huh?” Hermione said. She couldn’t look away from his eyes. They
looked so sad and yet she knew the centaur was trying to
communicate something to her, something he couldn’t tell her in
words.

“It will happen soon and he will need you by his side when it
does,” Ronan whispered to her. He looked up at the night sky again.
“Yes… Mars is bright tonight.”

“What will happen?” Hermione asked breathlessly. She didn’t need
to ask who the ‘he’ was that Ronan had referred too. There was only
one person the centaur could be talking about.

There was a distant noise which seemed to bring Ronan back to
Earth. “Trouble brews in the forest. It is no longer safe for the
likes of you. I must go now.” And with that he took off into the
dense forest without another word.

“What in the world’s goin’ on?” Hagrid growled.

“What was that noise?” Neville was clutching Hermione’s robes
now.

“I don’t know but I have a bad feeling that Harry’s in trouble,”
Hermione said gravely. “Maybe we should go find them. It’s been
almost a half hour and we still haven’t seen the unicorn.”

They heard a sudden crashing through the forest. Hagrid raised
his crossbow again but lowered it when he saw that it was only
Malfoy.

“What’re you doing here?” Hagrid asked angrily. “Where’s
Harry?”

“That… that thing probably got him!” Malfoy said with a
frightened squeal. He wasn’t even troubling to hide his fear this
time. “We found the unicorn. It’s dead and then this thing just
came outta the woods. It attacked us. It almost killed me!”

“And you just left Harry to fend for himself,” Hermione
shouted at the boy.

“It’s not my fault he didn’t run. I’m not Potty’s little
keeper,” Malfoy snarled at her.

“If anything happens to him…” Hermione pulled out her wand and
pointed it at his chest. “I’ll turn you into the weasel that you
are. And don’t think I can’t do it,” she warned him. She really
couldn’t but she knew he’d believe the threat. “I don’t care how
much trouble I get into.”

Malfoy gulped but stood his ground. “Better a live weasel than a
dead duck like your boyfriend Potter.”

“Stop it, both of ya,” Hagrid ordered. “Where’s Harry?”

Malfoy pointed wildly into the woods, “That way!”

Fang suddenly appeared from amidst the trees now, making
everyone jump a little. The dog was whimpering.

“Ah, there you are,” Hagrid said relieved. He turned back to the
three students. “Okay you lot get back to the castle. Fang here
will lead the way. I’m going to go find Harry.”

“I’m coming with you,” Hermione said with more determination
than she thought she had in her.

“I don’t want anyone else gettin’ hurt,” Hagrid said.

Hermione stood fast. “I want to make sure Harry’s okay. I’m
coming with you.”

“Oh alright then, come on,” Hagrid sighed as he ushered Hermione
into the forest with him.

“Better you than me!” Malfoy called after them. “I’m not risking
my neck for that stupid git.”

“Oh shut it, Malfoy.” Hermione heard Neville say as the two boys
and the boarhound started back down the path.

Hermione started running through the forest with Hagrid close
behind her. She didn’t know where she was going or if it was even
the right direction. All she knew was that she wanted, no needed,
to find Harry. Hagrid silently followed, never correcting her
heading, so she figured he was as clueless as she was about where
they were going.

“There’s a lot of blood up here,” Hermione said. “That probably
means we’re near where they found the unicorn.

They heard voices in the distance. “That sounds like Firenze,”
Hagrid said.

“And Harry!” Hermione added with glee. She took off towards the
sound and finally hit another path. Several yards away she could
clearly see another centaur with Harry on its back.

She ran towards them. “Harry! Harry are you okay?”

“I’m fine,” Harry said and she was relieved to see that whatever
creature Malfoy had told them about didn’t seem to have attacked
Harry in any way. Still there was a definite look in his eyes that
told her all too clearly something had happened.

Hagrid had finally caught up.

“The unicorn’s dead Hagrid. It’s in the clearing back there,”
Harry said finally. Whatever had happened, he didn’t seem to want
to talk about it.

The centaur said something to Harry that Hermione couldn’t hear
and then let him slide off his back.

“Good luck, Harry Potter,” the centaur said before leaving. “The
planets have been read wrongly before, even by centaurs. I hope
this is one of those times.”

“What was that all about,” Hermione asked him.

“It’s a long story.” Harry whispered. “I’ll tell you when we get
back up to the common room.

Hermione didn’t think she could wait that long but soon Hagrid
returned from where the dead unicorn was and told them that they
could finally leave the forest and return to their dormitories.

“If this is detention, I’m never going to have another one as
long as I live,” Harry said as they started back.

“Maybe that was the whole point,” Hermione mused.







16. The Last Resort

Chapter Summary: We’re nearing the end. Hermione decides
to take matters into her own hands but is it already too late?

--- Begin Fic Here ---

“Harry, would you please tell me what’s wrong?” Hermione
pressed. “You’ve barely said a word.” They were nearing the
Gryffindor Tower entrance.

“I will, as soon we find Ron,” Harry told her. The fat lady was
dozing in the portrait entrance. “Stupid Night Gits.” He hated the
new Gryffindor password. The portrait swung open and they climbed
in.

Ron was still in the common room but he was fast asleep. Harry
wasted no time in waking him as Hermione took another seat by the
dying fire.

Ron yawned openly. “Oy, how was detention?”

“It was fine until I almost got killed by Voldemort,” Harry said
as he started pacing.

Ron sat up quickly, eyes wide. “Harry, that’s not funny, and
don’t say the name.”

Hermione gasped. “You mean that thing… in the forest… that was
Vold… I mean ‘you know who’?”

Harry nodded. “He’s the one killing the unicorns. He’s drinking
their blood.”

“Ewwwww,” Ron shuddered.

“Because it’s keeping him alive,” Harry continued. “Don’t you
see? Snape wants the stone for Voldemort and Voldemort’s waiting in
the forest. And all this time we thought Snape just wanted to get
rich.”

“Stop saying the name.” Ron seemed to go spastic every time
Harry would mention the Dark Lord by name.

Hermione hadn’t grown up in the wizarding world so the fear of
Voldemort’s name had no real impact on her, but she had read that
most wizards never mentioned him by name and so she knew to always
say “you know who.” What bothered her was that now there was a new
more important piece to the puzzle. It wasn’t just Snape they had
to worry about; it was the Dark Lord himself. If he got his hands
on the stone then he could return to full power. This was bigger
than anything they could have ever imagined.

“All this time, I’ve been worried about stupid exams and
studying when Voldemort’s only a stone throw’s away plotting to
ravage the world again.”

Harry was ranting now about how the centaurs were predicting
Voldemort’s return by the movement of the stars and Hermione
remembered what Ronan had said to her earlier that night. “It
will happen soon and he will need you by his side when it
does.” Is this what he meant?

Harry stopped pacing and looked directly at Hermione, “So, all
I’ve got to wait for now is Snape to steal the stone. Then
Voldemort will be able to come and finish me off. Well I suppose
Bane’ll be happy.”

Hermione stared up at him and she saw the look of desperation in
his eyes. “Harry,” she started slowly. “Everyone says Dumbledore’s
the only one,” she glanced at Ron, “’you know who’ was ever afraid
of. With Dumbledore around, ‘you know who’ won’t touch you. Anyway
who says the centaurs are right. It sounds like fortune telling to
me and Professor McGonagall says that’s a very imprecise branch of
magic.”

Harry finally plopped down in a nearby armchair. “I don’t know,
Hermione. We thought Snape wouldn’t try anything with Dumbledore so
close but we were wrong about that too. Voldemort’s desperate. He
has a chance to get back to full strength and kill me once and for
all. I don’t think he’s going to let Dumbledore stop him.”

“Why do you suppose he wants to kill you?” Ron asked, not
troubling to tell Harry off again for speaking Voldemort’s
name.

“I don’t know!” Harry said in frustration. “Maybe he’s mad that
he couldn’t kill me the first time.”

“Maybe he’s afraid of you,” Hermione offered. “Maybe there’s
something about you that he’s afraid of. After all, you survived
his killing curse. No one has ever done that before.”

“What could possibly be special about me?” Harry sighed. “I’m
nobody; I’m just a normal boy.”

“No you’re not,” Ron objected. “You’re Harry Potter.”

“Oh Ron,” Hermione chastised. “He may be famous to you, but
Harry’s right. By all rights he shouldn’t have survived that curse.
There’s still no logical reason why he did.”

“But maybe,” Ron started excitedly. “Maybe Harry has some sort
of hidden power that we don’t know about; something that can stop
‘you know who’ and he found out about it or something and that’s
why he keeps trying to kill Harry because he knows he can stop
him.”

“Well I wish I knew what it was so I could,” Harry said in a
defeated sort of voice.

“I really think we should go to Dumbledore now,” Hermione
pressed. “This is serious. If ‘you know who’ is really out there,
then Dumbledore should know about it, before it’s too late.”

“Right and of course he’ll believe us because we’re the first
year students who ‘pretended’ that we had a dragon just get Malfoy
in trouble.”

“We should at least try,” Hermione insisted.

“Go ahead.” Harry said standing up again. “I don’t care anymore.
I’m going to go to bed and wait for the inevitable.” He stomped off
upstairs.

“This thing’s really gotten to him,” Ron said to Hermione when
Harry was out of earshot.

“Well you’d be upset too if you thought you were going to die,”
Hermione chastised not believing that Ron could be that dense.

“Well, maybe it wasn’t really ‘you know who,’” Ron offered.
“Maybe it was a werewolf or something. Harry could just be
overreacting.”

“Ron you weren’t out there tonight. Trust me, whatever was
killing those unicorns, it wasn’t a werewolf.”

“Well you didn’t see it did you?” Ron challenged.

“No I didn’t see it myself,” Hermione admitted.

“Well then there you have it. It could have been anything. The
centaurs were probably just trying to scare Harry. You know, keep
humans out of the forest. It’s probably nothing.”

Hermione was about to say she didn’t think so, but Ron stood to
leave. “I’m with Harry. We can’t go to Dumbledore, not until we’re
sure. Else wise, we’ll just be letting Snape know we’re on to him
and then we’ll never catch him.”

Hermione folded her arms, “Fine,” she said irritably. She
watched as Ron left the common room and headed up the stairs to his
dormitory.

“Of course he agrees with Harry. That’s all he knows how to
do. I can’t believe all this time I’ve been worried about a little
thing like my father not letting me come back to Hogwarts next year
when the whole world could be in danger. I can’t believe this is
really happening and there’s nothing I can do about it.”

After a few minutes of letting these thoughts float through her
head, Hermione finally resigned herself to bed, but even after she
had preformed the silencing spell that blocked out Lavender’s
thunderous snores, she still couldn’t sleep. She kept having
visions of a dark silhouetted man attacking Harry. She tossed and
turned until exhaustion overtook her.

-----

Hermione decided that she was going to talk to Dumbledore
herself. She was tired of waiting for Harry to decide the time was
right because she was afraid that by the time he did, it would be
too late. Ever since the incident in the forest it seemed that
Harry had completely given up his will to fight and Hermione
suspected that he was having nightmares again, even though he
wouldn’t talk about them. She was also fed up with Ron’s blind
allegiance. Even if it meant them being cross with her, she was
going to do what she knew was right. She just had to find the right
time to talk to the headmaster alone. Such an opportunity came the
following Friday afternoon, the last Friday before exams.

Hermione, Ron, and Harry were in the library studying, when
suddenly Harry slammed his book shut, signaling that he had had
enough. “I’m going to go see Hagrid. I just need to get out.”

Ron closed his books as well, “Alright, sounds good.
Hermione?”

“No, I think I’ll stay here and study a bit more. Exams are next
week you know?”

“How could we forget,” Ron sighed. “Suite yourself.”

Hermione watched them leave the library. Harry gave her one last
quizzical backwards glance at the door before leaving. She waited a
few minutes to be sure they were long gone and then she stood as
well. She had no intentions of staying in the library. This was her
opportunity to go see Dumbledore.

Hermione shouldered her bag and left the library quickly. Her
first stop was the staff room. Perhaps the headmaster would be
there. She bounded down one set of stairs after another until she
hit the ground floor. Then she made her way to the staff room and
knocked politely on the door. There was no answer. She pushed the
door open as quietly as possible. Sure enough the staff room was
deserted.

Hermione decided to try McGonagall’s study next. Perhaps the
headmaster and deputy headmistress were in some sort of meeting.
When she got there she once again knocked politely on the door and
once again there was no answer. “Where is everyone?” she
wondered as she pushed open the door to make sure the room was
indeed empty.

“Looking for Professor McGonagall, Ms. Granger?” came a voice
from behind her that made her jump. Hermione spun on her heels and
found herself face to face with none other than Professor
Dumbledore.

For a split second she was afraid Dumbledore would think she was
snooping around again, but the gentle twinkle in his eyes told her
that he wasn’t upset at all.

“I also am looking for her,” Dumbledore continued. “Perhaps we
can wait together.”

“Uh, well uh, actually Professor, I was looking for you,”
Hermione stammered.

“Really,” Dumbledore said with a slight chuckle as if he found
it amusing that Hermione was looking for him in another professor’s
office. The truth was, Hermione couldn’t remember where the
headmaster’s office was, and she didn’t feel like looking it up in
“Hogwarts: A History,” if it was indeed even in the book.

“Well I suppose since Professor McGonagall is nowhere to be
found, she wouldn’t mind us using her office for whatever it is you
wanted to discuss.” He pushed open the door and ushered her in.
They both took seats.

“So what can I do for you?” Dumbledore asked politely.

Hermione thought about the best way to start but as soon as she
opened her mouth the words just came tumbling out. “Professor
Harry’s in trouble. Something tried to kill him in the forbidden
forest the other night while we were serving detention.”

“Well the forest is forbidden for a reason,” Dumbledore said
lightly. “However I knew that you would be safe with Hagrid to
protect you. He knows every creature in that forest.”

“But this wasn’t something that was normally in the forest,”
Hermione insisted. “Even Hagrid said so and the centaurs, they said
that it was Voldemo… I’m sorry professor; I mean ‘you know who.’”
Hermione checked to see if he was upset that he had almost spoken
the Dark Lord’s name.

Dumbledore however was far from upset but rather amused. “No
need to mince words with me, Ms. Granger. I am constantly telling
people that they shouldn’t be afraid of saying the name
Voldemort.”

“Thank you, Professor,” Hermione said with relief.

“So you believe that Voldemort is lurking in the forest and that
he’s trying to attack Harry.”

“Yes, I know it’s far fetched but…” Hermione wondered how much
detail she should go into. Should she reveal that she knew about
the Sorcerer’s Stone?

“My dear, there’s nothing far fetched about it. If Voldemort
were to be anywhere, it would be here. There have been many signs
to prove that and there are other reasons that he would come to
Hogwarts.” Hermione nodded, pretending to be puzzled but Dumbledore
must have seen through this because he added; “as I’m sure you’re
well aware of.”

“So you believe me?” she asked finally.

Dumbledore smiled. “I believe that there are many things at work
here, Ms. Granger, but rest assured, I will do everything in my
power to help Harry, just as I have always done.” He stood. “I know
you will do the same.”

Hermione didn’t know what to say. She had expected Dumbledore to
leap up and go charging into the forest to investigate but he acted
as if Hermione had simply told him that there was poison ivy
growing there. She began to wonder if he really did believe her of
if the headmaster was just patronizing a gullible first year
student but something about the seriousness in his expression told
her that this wasn’t the case. She had the feeling Dumbledore knew
far more about the situation than they did but he, like Harry, was
waiting for when the time was right.

She finally stood too. “I will, sir.”

-----

Hermione didn’t tell Harry or Ron that she had been to see
Dumbledore. She knew they’d just be upset with her for going behind
their backs. Still she felt better knowing that Dumbledore did know
what was going on. The headmaster would put a stop to anything that
would endanger one of his students and if he already knew there was
a chance Voldemort might be lurking about, then that meant that he
would be doubly protective. He wouldn’t let Harry take any risks
that could get him killed.

All in all, she felt better about the whole situation so when
Monday’s exams rolled around, she was able to put her full
concentration into her work for the first time in several days.

The four days of exams seemed to fly by to Hermione. All of her
tests were much easier than she anticipated and she was sure that
she would score top marks. However as the end of term speed closer
and closer, the dread of what awaited her when she returned home
began to grow.

She still hadn’t told Harry about the most recent letter from
her mother. In all the excitement she had almost forgotten herself.
She felt she at least owed it to her best friend to let him know
that there was a possibility she’d never see him again, but the
very thought of talking to him about it made her stomach churn. So
she kept putting it off. /She figured she would wait until the
right time to tell him. Harry looked so strained all the time
lately that she didn’t want to worry him with her troubles.

Hermione also hoped that if she was top of her class her parents
would be more reasonable and then she wouldn’t need to tell Harry
at all. She decided that as soon as the exam results were posted,
she would send an owl to her parents to show them what she had
accomplished. That way they would get them before she even got home
and it might temper the wrath that she knew was headed into.

Despite the fact that Snape didn’t seem to show the slightest
sign that he was trying anything, Harry still looked worried all
the time. He complained that his scar hurt constantly. Hermione had
tried repeatedly to get him to go to the hospital wing but he
refused. She was right on the verge of looking for a cure for
magical headaches when she stopped herself. This was exactly how
she had gotten herself in trouble last time. So the night before
their last exam, she resolved herself to talk to Harry about
it.

“Ron, I thought you said that you almost always beat Seamus in
chess,” she said as she walked up to him and Harry in the common
room. Harry eyed her suspiciously.

“I do,” Ron confirmed. “Why?”

Hermione took a seat beside his. “Oh nothing, I just overheard
Seamus saying something about being the house chess champion,” she
said casually.

Ron immediately jumped up, “Oh we’ll see about that.”

Harry snickered. “Do you think he’ll ever learn?”

“Nope,” Hermione said gleefully.

“So I’m guessing you want to talk to me about something.”

“Just wondering how you’re doing. That’s all. I’ve been kind of
worried about you. But I decided not to make a sleeping potion this
time,” she said lightly.

“Well good. I’m fine. Just have a lot on my mind. What about
you?”

Hermione was taken aback. “What about me what?”

“Well I know you were worried about how your parents would react
about you getting detention. You never told me what they said.”

“Oh well, they weren’t too happy with me,” Hermione said
vaguely. “But nothing I can’t handle. I’m not going to let them
pull me out of Hogwarts.”

“So they’re thinking about it then,” Harry said, reading between
the lines.

“It’ll be okay. I’ll handle it,” Hermione said confidently. “You
know, for some strange reason I actually believe that when I say it
to you.”

“I’m sorry I got you into this mess,” Harry said sincerely. “If
I hadn’t been trying to protect Hagrid…”

“It’s okay. I don’t blame you. You didn’t make me. I wanted to
help too. That’s what friends are supposed to do.”

Ron appeared again. “That was fast,” Harry said lightly.

“Seamus said he wasn’t in the mood, lousy git. He just doesn’t
want me to stomp him in front of the whole house,” Ron said with a
grin. “So are you two ready for the History of Magic exam
tomorrow?” he looked at Hermione first and then scoffed. “I mean,
Harry are you ready? We all know Miss Know-It-All is
ready.”

Hermione pulled out her wand with a malicious grin. “Ron, you
should be really careful about insulting the most knowledge
witch in our year,” she said pointing her wand at him for emphasis.
“I can do things to you that you can’t even imagine.”

Ron shuddered. “You’re scary; you know that don’t you?”

-----

The History of Magic exam, like all the others, didn’t seem
nearly as difficult as Hermione thought it would be. Of course, her
companions didn’t think so but she was used to them not agreeing
with her on matters of academia. Since this was their last exam
they celebrated by finding a large tree to relax under near the
lake. Everyone else was outside as well.

Hermione felt like a great weight had been lifted off her
shoulders. Now that exams were over, she had a rare opportunity to
do nothing but relax. Harry on the other hand seemed even more
stressed. His scar was still hurting him. No matter how many times
she or Ron tried to convince him that everything would be okay, he
still seemed worried about Snape, Voldemort, and the Sorcerer’s
Stone. He told them that he felt like there was something he was
forgetting.

“That’s just the exams,” Hermione said dismissively, trying to
sooth him. “I woke up last night and was halfway through my
transfiguration notes before I remembered we’ve done that one.”

Harry gave her a look that said all too clearly he didn’t think
whatever was bothering him had anything to do with exams.

Hermione sighed and settled back against the tree. She didn’t
want to fret about anything anymore. If Dumbledore was acting
calmly about the whole thing, then why should they worry? There was
no way they could protect the stone any better than him. As long as
he was still at the castle, Voldemort wouldn’t dare try to enter
and as long as Fluffy was guarding the stone, Snape would never get
it. These were two barriers that couldn’t be broken.

Hermione’s eyes were beginning to droop as she started to drift
off to sleep but then suddenly Harry jumped to his feet like he was
on fire.

“I’ve just thought of something,” Harry said as Hermione rubbed
her eyes and straightened up. “We’ve got to go and see Hagrid,
now.” He bolted across the courtyard without further
explanation.

Hermione jumped to her feet, yanking Ron up with her. “Why?” she
asked as they ran to catch up with him.

Harry was running so fast that she could barely hear what he was
saying but she caught enough to understand. He had made a
connection that they’d all missed. It couldn’t have been a big
secret that Hagrid always wanted a dragon and then all of the
sudden, someone turns up in Hogsmeade with an illegal dragon egg
and just happens to bump into Hagrid. It had to have been planned,
but why? She knew what Harry was thinking; was this a ploy by
Voldemort?

Hermione ran faster, clutching a stitch in her side, trying to
keep up with Harry as he made a mad dash for Hagrid’s hut. As it
came into view, they saw Hagrid himself sitting outside, casually
shelling peas. He offered them a drink which Harry quickly
declined, much to Ron’s chagrin.

“I’ve got to ask you something,” Harry said quickly. “You know
that night you won Norbert; what did the stranger you were playing
cards with look like?”

“Dunno, he wouldn’t take his cloak off.”

Harry and Hermione exchanged worried looks. She knew exactly
what he was thinking.

“It’s not that unusual, you get a lot of funny folks up in the
Hogs Head. That’s the pub down in the village. Might have been a
dragon dealer mighten he? I never saw his face; he kept his hood
up.”

Hermione gulped.

Harry dropped to the ground next to Hagrid and pressed further
about his conversation with the pub stranger. It seemed that Hagrid
had been extremely drunk that night because the cloaked man kept
buying him drinks. This was all he needed to do to get the
information he really wanted out of Hagrid. After that it didn’t
seem to take Hagrid long to mention the large three headed dog he
had raised at Hogwarts.

Harry’s voice was shaking as he asked his next question. “Did he
seem interested in Fluffy?”

“Well yeah, how many three-headed dogs do you meet, even around
Hogwarts?”

“I should hope not many,” Hermione thought to
herself.

“So I told him; Fluffy’s a piece of cake if you know how to calm
him down. Just play him a bit of music and he’ll go straight off to
sleep.” Hagrid’s eyes widened. “Uh, I shouldn’t have told you
that.”

Hermione felt a hand grab her and jerk her away. It was Harry
and he was dragging her and Ron back to the castle. It was clear by
the time they reached the entrance hall that Harry had made up his
mind about going to Dumbledore. Now that they knew that Hagrid had
inadvertently given away the secret of getting past Fluffy, they
had some proof. They couldn’t necessarily say it was Snape, but at
least Dumbledore would believe that the stone was in danger.

Hermione was about to tell Harry that she had already spoken to
Dumbledore and that the headmaster would probably at least believe
it was Voldemort who had tricked Hagrid but before she could, their
discussion was interrupted by Professor McGonagall. She was
carrying a large stack of books which seemed rather odd to Hermione
considering the fact that McGonagall knew about a thousand
different spells to keep from having to carry the books
herself.

“What are you three doing inside,” the deputy headmistress asked
as if some rule had been declared that students were no longer
allowed inside the castle.

Harry looked lost for words so Hermione decided to take over.
“We want to see Professor Dumbledore.” She knew there was no use
telling her what was going on. She wouldn’t believe them, but
Dumbledore would.

“See Professor Dumbledore, why?”

Hermione didn’t have an answer for this. “Why does it
matter,” she thought to herself. “It’s none of your bloody
business.” She knew better than to say this aloud though.

“It’s sort of… secret,” Harry said weakly.

The deputy headmistress snorted. “Professor Dumbledore left ten
minutes ago. He received an urgent owl from the Ministry of Magic
and flew off to London at once.”

“Ten minutes! We missed the professor by ten minutes. This
isn’t possible.” Hermione felt like she was in a terribly bad
television drama. “It’s Snape; he sent that letter. That means
he’s planning on stealing the stone tonight.”

Harry was in shock as well and Hermione could tell McGonagall
was getting tired of their conversation. She obviously thought that
the three of them were up to some sort of childish prank. If
Dumbledore was gone and Snape knew how to get past Fluffy then that
meant there was absolutely nothing stopping Voldemort from coming
back.

It seemed Harry was desperate now. He began to explain to
Professor McGonagall that they knew about the Sorcerer’s Stone and
that they were sure someone would try to steal it that night.

McGonagall took this news much better than Hermione that she
would. She was expecting the deputy headmistress to give them all
another round of detention for trying to lie to her, but instead
she just dropped the stack of books she was carrying in shock. “I
don’t know how you found out about the stone but rest assured no
one can possibly steal it. It’s too well protected,” she said
through pursed lips.

“But Professor…” Harry tried again.

But she had heard enough. McGonagall gathered up her fallen
books and dismissed them. She strolled off down the hall.

“Well, that went well,” Hermione muttered.

-----

Harry had decided that the best way to protect the stone was to
keep a constant eye on Snape and the third floor corridor entrance.
Ron and Harry went off to guard the corridor entrance, leaving
Hermione to try and tail Snape.

She was pacing outside the staff room. Snape had been in there
for several minutes. She had no idea what she was going to do when
he came out. Ron had suggested just telling him that she was
looking for Professor Flitwick, but she thought that was stupid.
Unfortunately she hadn’t come up with any better ideas.

Snape had already warned them earlier that he knew what they
were up to. He had overheard them talking after Professor
McGonagall left. He hadn’t actually said that he was aware that
they knew about his plans to steal the stone but he did threaten to
have them expelled if they snuck out after hours again. This meant
that if they tried to stop him that night, all he would have to do
is tell Dumbledore he caught them out of bed and they’d be kicked
out.

“Miss Granger,” a harsh voice interrupted her thoughts. It was
Snape. She hadn’t even noticed him come out. “Is there some reason
why you’d rather be strolling outside the staff room than out in
the courtyard with your miscreant friends?”

“I uh…” Hermione tried to think of a viable answer but in the
end she used the excuse Ron gave her. “I was waiting for Professor
Flitwick. I needed to talk to him about our exam.”

Snape’s lips curled into a sinister smile. “Well then, wait
right here and I’ll fetch him for you.” He strolled off.

“Great,” Hermione thought in panic. “I can’t follow
him because he’ll know what’s up and I can’t let him come back here
with Flitwick because then he’ll know I was lying.” The truth
was Hermione had talked to Flitwick earlier that week and he had
told her she’d gotten 112% on her exam. So there was absolutely no
reason she’d need to talk to him.

Hermione bounced from one foot to the other for a few minutes
and then decided not to risk it. She ran up the stairs and made a
bee line for Gryffindor Tower.

“Oh well, at least Harry and Ron are still guarding the third
floor entrance,” she thought as she pushed her way into the
Gryffindor common room.

Much to her chagrin, Harry and Ron were sitting there, a
distraught look on her face. McGonagall had caught them waiting
outside the forbidden corridor and had sent them away.

Hermione joined them near the fireplace and explained what
happened with her assignment. They sat in silence for a few
minutes, pondering.

“Well, that’s it then, isn’t it?” Harry said softly. “I’m going
out of here tonight and I’m going to try and get to the stone
first.”

Hermione looked up at him. She could tell by the solemn look in
his green eyes that he was completely serious.

“Oh Harry,” she thought. “This won’t end
well.”

-----

Hermione sat alone in a corner of the common room, reading “The
Standard Book of Spells: Grade 1.” Exams were over and she was
still studying. But the stakes were higher this time. She’d be
putting her knowledge to a real test to face whatever challenges
awaited her, Harry, and Ron down the trap door in the forbidden
corridor.

Of course she was going. When she knew that Harry had made up
his mind, she knew she had to go. She didn’t want to; she was
scared out of her mind, not because of the prospect of being
expelled if they were caught, but of facing Snape and possibly
Voldemort. She was worried that all her knowledge would do her no
good if she was too scared to remember anything she’d learned.
Classes and exams were one thing, there was no pressure there. If
on the off chance she got something wrong or was slow to answer,
there were no real consequences, but this could be life and death
and it wasn’t just her life she had to worry about.

“Find anything new?”

Hermione almost jumped out of her skin. “Harry, you scared me
half to death!”

Harry sat down across from her, “Not nervous are we?” How he
could manage even a half grin at a time like this was beyond
her.

“Uh, a bit,” Hermione confessed.

“Hermione, I’m grateful you want to help, but you don’t have to
come if you don’t want to. I know you’re worried about what your
parents might do if we really did get expelled.”

“No,” Hermione said stoically. “You were right about what you
said earlier. It won’t matter if we get expelled or not. Keeping
the stone away from ‘you know who’ is more important. I want to
help.”

“Well good, because I don’t think we could pull it off without
you,” Harry admitted. “I honestly think we’ve got a chance against
Snape, what with the cleverest witch in Hogwarts on our side.”

Hermione blushed. “I’m not the cleverest witch in Hogwarts… just
our year,” she added with a gleam in her eyes.

“And so modest too,” Harry said with a slight chuckle.

“What are you two so giddy about?” Ron said plopping down in a
seat nearby, a strained look on his face.

“Nothing,” Harry said. “Just imaging what life would be like if
the fate of the entire world wasn’t resting on our shoulders.”

“Oh,” Ron sighed, “is that all.”

“In a couple of hours,” Harry said quietly, “our lives are going
to change forever.”

Hermione resumed studying. Harry and Ron just sat with nervous
looks on their faces. Time ticked by slowly.

-----

The common room was completely deserted now except for Hermione
and Ron who were waiting patiently in the dark for Harry to return
with the invisibility cloak.

“Are you nervous,” Ron asked Hermione. It sounded like he wanted
to justify his own nervousness.

“Yes,” Hermione answered immediately.

“Oh,” Ron said.

“Well what did you expect?” Hermione asked him.

“I didn’t think you got nervous.”

“Uh Ron, remember the troll?” Hermione asked with a nervous
chuckle.

“Oh yeah, but you know so much.”

Hermione was about to respond when Harry descended the stairs,
cloak in hand. They were about to put it on when a noise distracted
them. It was Neville.

“What are you doing?” he asked sleepily as he came into view. He
was holding his toad, Trevor.

Harry shoved the cloak behind his back. “Nothing, Neville,
nothing,”

But Neville had already figured it out. He stared angrily at all
of them. “You’re going out again.”

“No, no, no, no we’re not.” Hermione put on a sweet smile as she
tried desperately to come up with a plausible excuse, but none came
to mind. “Why don’t you go to bed Neville?”

But Neville wouldn’t budge. He started hissing at them about
getting Gryffindor into trouble and in a rare show of bravery
blocked the entrance to the portrait hole, threatening to fight
them. Hermione momentarily put herself into his shoes and realized
she would have probably done the same thing if she didn’t know what
was going on. She briefly recalled the night that Harry and Ron
snuck out to duel with Malfoy and how she and Neville got caught in
the middle of that outing.

Neville was already ostracized for being an inept wizard and now
he was an outcast in his own house all because he was trying to
help Harry. He felt completely betrayed by him and Hermione so
there was no way he’d listen to them now.

Harry was growing inpatient. “Do something,” he hissed at
her.

“Since when do I get to do the dirty work,” Hermione
thought as she pulled out her wand. She cycled through all the
spells she could think of and picked out the one that she thought
would hurt the least.

“Neville, I’m really really sorry about this. Petrificus
Totalus!” Neville’s entire body seemed to lock up in an instance
and he fell to the floor face first. Hermione immediately ran
forward to turn him over. Fortunately her full body bind curse had
made his entire body solid as a rock so he hadn’t broken anything
when he fell over. Neville looked scared out of his mind but he
couldn’t say or do anything except move his eyes.

After they assured that he was okay, the trio gathered around
the portrait and Harry threw the invisibility cloak over them.

“Well at least we know Hermione’s prepared,” Ron muttered as
they stepped out of the portrait exit.

Hermione didn’t answer but her stomach felt like it was tied in
knots. Leaving one of her friends completely petrified on the
common room floor didn’t make her feel any better about what they
were about to do. She only hoped she could keep her wits about her
when they came against whatever challenges were beyond the trap
door.







17. One Last Test

Chapter Summary: It’s down the trap door with Hermione
and friends. How is she going to cope with the prospect of Harry
dying at the hands of the dark lord?

--- Begin Fic Here ---

It had taken them a surprisingly short amount of time to make it
to the forbidden third floor corridor. Their only obstacle was
Peeves the Poltergeist but Harry had dealt with him in a clever
manner by pretended that they were really the invisible ghost of
the Bloody Barron, the only thing in the castle, besides
Dumbledore, that Peeves really feared. Now they were about to come
face to face with Fluffy.

“If you want to go back, I won’t blame you. You can take the
cloak, I won’t need it now.” Harry said to Ron and Hermione as they
stood, beneath the invisibility cloak facing the already ajar door
to the forbidden corridor. It was obvious Snape had already beaten
them there.

“Don’t be stupid.” Ron said determinedly.

“We’re coming,” Hermione agreed.

Harry nodded and pushed open the door. Hermione was half
expecting the three-headed dog to attack the moment the door opened
but when they stepped inside the dark corridor she saw that it was
asleep. There was a harp near one of the dog’s massive paws. This
must have been what Snape used to play Fluffy to sleep. Obviously
though the slumber was not permanent. The moment they stepped
inside, Fluffy began to arouse. It suddenly occurred to Hermione
that although they knew how to put Fluffy to sleep, they hadn’t
really talked about what they would bring to do so. She was about
to panic when she saw Harry pull out a makeshift flute.

“Talk about prepared,” she thought as Harry began to
play. He wasn’t particularly good, but Fluffy didn’t seem to be
picky. The dog immediately began to doze.

They slipped out of the invisibility cloak and moved towards the
trap door as the dog drifted off to sleep.

Ron peered over Fluffy, “I think we’ll be able to pull the door
open. Want to go first, Hermione?” he offered in a pleading sort of
voice.

“No, I don’t,” Hermione answered flatly.

“Alright.” Ron began to creep over the feet of the sleeping
beast and finally reached the trap door and pulled it up and open.
He stuck his head down.

Hermione was trying to make her way over to him. “What do you
see?”

“Nothing; just black. There’s no way of climbing down, we’ll
just have to drop.”

Ron had a look on his face that said all too clearly that he was
going to ask Hermione if she wanted to drop down first. She was
debating slapping him for even thinking it but then Harry caught
their attention. He wanted to go first.

For a split second Hermione thought, “Better him than
me,” but then she realized that Harry was facing a potentially
lethal drop and silently chastised herself for not being as brave
as he was.

Harry handed Hermione the flute so she could continue playing
Fluffy to sleep. She suddenly realized how difficult playing it
really was. She watched as Harry prepared himself to drop down the
hole. More than anything she wanted to wish him luck or tell him
something encouraging. None of them knew what would happen when he
let go and for a fleeting moment she wondered if she’d ever see him
again. But she couldn’t express any of this with the flute in her
mouth and she had to keep playing or Fluffy would wake up.

Hermione let out a shrill note when Harry dropped out of sight.
Ron gave her a funny look but then resumed peering down the hole.
They waited for what seemed like an eternity. Hermione was so
nervous that her hands were sweating and she could barely hold or
play the flute.

“He says it’s okay,” Ron said with a huge grin. He jumped down
the hole without another word.

Hermione stepped over the last of Fluffy’s paws. She pocketed
the flute as she stepped up to the edge of the trap door. For a
moment, she hesitated not knowing if she wanted to jump into the
unknown abyss below, but the low growls of the three-headed dog
awakening behind her made Hermione make up her mind very quickly.
She jumped and seemed to float slowly down to the chamber bellow.
Then suddenly her fall was broken by something soft and squishy.
She landed right beside Harry.

“We must be miles under the school,” she said as she looked up
at the trap door. Suddenly, she felt something slimly around her
ankle. “What in the…” She looked wildly around and realized
they were on a plant, but not just any plant. This plant was
silently creeping up their bodies, binding them. It had already
worked its way up Harry and Ron’s legs without their knowledge and
now it was starting on her.

“Lucky this plant thing’s here really,” Ron was saying now.

Hermione jumped up, kicking at the plant. “Lucky! Look at you
both!” She started running towards the wall. It was a struggle but
she was able to break free.

Harry and Ron quickly realized that they were being bound and
tried to run as well. Hermione finally got a good look at the plant
and finally was able to figure out what it was.

“Stop moving,” she ordered. “I know what this is; it’s devil’s
snare.”

“Oh I’m so glad we know what it’s called. That’s a great help,”
Ron said sarcastically.

Hermione scowled at him. “Shut up, I’m trying to remember how to
kill it.”

It wasn’t as if this was frustrating enough. She was trying hard
to think of how to break them free of the plant but it was as if
her mind had gone completely blank. It was like she was back in the
girl’s bathroom with the troll advancing on her. But this was
different. She wasn’t the one in trouble. It was Harry in trouble
now. The devil’s snare plant was just moments away from cutting off
his oxygen. She had to do something but she couldn’t. Her brain
just couldn’t work.

She realized this must be Sprout’s obstacle to reaching the
stone. She remembered what she told them about it in class one day.
“It likes the dark and the damp.”

“So light a fire!” Harry called to her.

“Yes of course…” Hermione looked around for something to make a
fire with. Her mind was racing. She was running out of time. “But
there’s not wood.”

“Have you gone mad? Are you a witch or not!” Ron said with his
last bit of breath.

Hermione seemed to snap out of her stupor. She was a
witch, not just any witch, but the best witch in her year. She
pulled out her wand and performed the spell she’d used countless
times since her very first day at Hogwarts. A stream of bluebell
flames flew from her wand. The devil’s snare loosened and finally
Harry and Ron were able to escape.

“Lucky you pay attention in Herbology, Hermione.” Harry told her
as he wiped sweat from his brow.

Hermione gave him an “I’m sorry I almost got you killed” look
and Harry nodded in an “it’s okay, you did your best,” sort of
way.

Ron wasn’t as forgiving. “Yeah and lucky Harry doesn’t lose his
head in a crisis. ‘There’s no wood’ honestly,” he added
mockingly.

Hermione frowned and Harry quickly changed the subject, pointing
out the route they should take now.

As they started down the stone corridor Hermione started
scolding herself mentally. “I can’t believe I froze like that
again. How am I supposed to be useful if I can’t even remember
simple Herbology in a crisis?”

Suddenly she remembered what Harry had told her the night after
his first quidditch match. “You can be the same clever,
resourceful witch that you always are, even when the stakes are
high.” Harry trusted her and was depending on her. He had told
her as much only a few hours ago. “I don’t think we could pull
it off without you.”

“Okay Hermione,” she said resolutely to herself. “It’s
time to get over your neurosis. You have the knowledge, you have
the skills, now you just have to have the courage.”

She rubbed her wand, remembering that it contained the core of a
sphinx hair. She’d read all about sphinxes during the summer. They
were extremely strong but also terribly intelligent. She had the
intelligence; she just needed the strength now. She needed to be
the sphinx.

A nearby rustling told them that there was something in the room
up ahead. It sounded like wings. The trio entered the large
chamber. Hermione looked up and saw the source of the noise they
heard. The room was full of small sparkling birds hovering around
near the ceiling. Across the room was another door. They debated
about what would happen if they attempted to make a run for the
door and finally Harry decided to risk it.

Hermione watched as he covered his head and speed towards the
distant door. Nothing happened; none of the birds attacked but when
he reached the door, he found that it was locked.

Ron looked at Hermione, “Well it seems safe; let’s go help him
out.”

Hermione nodded and the two ran across the room. The birds still
didn’t attack.

“Let me try the door,” Hermione said pulling out her wand.
“Alohomora.” But nothing happened. “I don’t understand. That charm
can unlock just about any door. This must be Flitwick’s doing. Only
he could charm-proof a lock.”

Ron banged on the door. “Now what?”

Hermione was staring at the ceiling. “These birds; they can’t be
here for decoration.”

Harry took a step forward, his eyes fixed on the ceiling.
“They’re not birds. They’re keys, winged keys.”

“How is it that he wears glasses and still has the best
eyesight of all three of us?” Hermione wondered vaguely. She
stared harder and soon saw what Harry saw. It became apparent what
they had to do. There were broomsticks on the far wall. They had to
catch the key, one among hundreds, that would unlock the door. They
each grabbed a broomstick and soared into the air. Ron and Hermione
tried their best to grab any key that looked likely to open the
door. Harry however, had a different tactic. He flew through the
keys, hunting, until he found the right one; a large silver key
with a bent blue wing as if it had already been grabbed and shoved
in the lock.

Ron and Hermione helped him corner the key by coming at it from
above and bellow. Then Harry chased it into a wall.

Hermione and Ron cheered. “Well if all of the challenges are
going to be this easy, we have a chance of making it.” Hermione
thought as they ran to the door and unlocked it with the struggling
key. Harry opened the door and they stepped into the next chamber.
It was completely dark and Hermione wondered if something was going
to jump out and attack them since they couldn’t see but as they
stepped tentatively forward, light flooded the room to reveal a
giant chessboard. They were standing behind 7 foot tall, stone
black chessmen. On the other side of the room stood the equally
sized stone white chessmen.

Hermione gulped when they realized that they had to play their
way across. The three of them would have to each become one of the
black wizard’s chessmen and win the game to get through the door on
the other side of the room.

“I hate playing this game. I certainly don’t want to be in
it.” Hermione thought as Ron, who was the best chess player of
the three, assigned her to be the queen side castle. Harry was near
her as the queen side bishop. Ron was the king side knight. Their
black statue counterparts retreated from the board. The chessmen
didn’t have faces but if she didn’t know better, Hermione would
have sworn the stone pieces were relieved not to be participating
in the match.

“Do you think this is like regular wizard’s chess,” she
whispered to Harry as Ron started directing their pieces to counter
the white pieces.

Harry shook his head. “I don’t know. I just hope Ron knows what
he’s doing.”

“For all the grief I give him, Ron really is the best chess
player in the house. He’ll figure this out.”

“Harry, move diagonally four squares to the right.” Ron called.
Harry obediently stepped forward, leaving Hermione alone in the
corner.

Soon she was moving around the board as well. Then suddenly, the
queen side knight was captured by the white queen and Hermione had
the answer to her question. This was exactly like wizard’s chess.
The queen showed no mercy as it struck down the knight and dragged
it off the board.

“See!” Hermione squealed. “This is why I hate this game. We’re
going to get killed out here.”

“I’m not going to let anything happen to you two, I promise,”
Ron assured her. “Had to let that happen. Leaves you to take that
bishop, Hermione. Go on.”

Hermione nodded numbly as she stepped forward to capture the
bishop.

She turned to face the others and then noticed something. “Ron,
the white knight is going to take Harry,” she called as she watched
the knight go into position.

Ron whirled around. “I’m on it.”

The game move forward. As the knight, Ron captured several
pieces while he made sure that Hermione and Harry were safe from
danger.

“We’ve got to hurry,” Hermione called as she looked at her
watch.

“I know, I know.” Ron said in frustration. “Just give me a
moment.”

Hermione looked around the chessboard. Something about the
configuration looked strangely familiar to her. She closed her eyes
and tried to imagine the chessboard from a birds eye view. She
mentally placed all the pieces where they were and thought hard.
What was the next move? It soon became obvious. The white queen
needed to be diverted. That was the only way to capture the king.
She’d been in this same predicament in her last chess match with
Ron months ago. It was almost the exact same layout. That meant
that to win the game, Ron would have to trick the queen by…

“I’ve got to be taken,” Ron announced.

He was the knight, the same knight Hermione moved in her match
against Ron to make him move his queen.

“No,” Hermione shouted when she finally put the pieces
together.

But Ron was being just as stubborn as Harry had been about
facing Snape in his last quidditch match. It was the only way, and
they all knew it. Ron took a step forward and for a split second
Hermione saw him give her a knowing look. “He knows… he knows
exactly what move he’s doing. Knight to H-3. I guess we’ll see if
it actually works.”

Hermione watched in horror as the queen pounced on Ron and
struck him hard on the back of the head. She was sure that if he
didn’t have wizarding blood, the blow would have decapitated him.
As it was, Ron just collapsed to the chessboard in a dead faint.
Now it was Harry’s turn to move and checkmate the king. The king
threw his crown at Harry’s feet and just that quickly the game was
over.

Hermione ran up to where Harry stood. “We should go get
Ron.”

Harry looked at the pile of black pieces where Ron was. “We
can’t risk going back. We might have to do this all over again.
We’ve got to go forward.” He grabbed her by the arm and dragged her
to the door. There was another stone passage behind it.

“What if he…” Hermione started.

“He’ll be alright,” Harry said determinedly though she could
tell he barely believed it himself. “What do you reckon’s
next?”

Hermione ticked off the obstacles they had faced so far. Sprout
was the devil’s snare. Flitwick had charmed the keys. The massive
chessboard had to be McGonagall’s doing. That left Quirrell and
Snape.

As they reached the next door, Hermione wondered what they would
be facing next and if they would be able to get through it without
Ron to back them up. Harry pushed open the door and Hermione
immediately knew what awaited them. The smell was so horrific it
could only be one thing, a troll. Hermione almost froze with
fright. She didn’t think she could face another troll, not after
what happened the last time. She was about to tell Harry this when
she noticed that the troll in question was already lying flat on
its back in the middle of the floor. Snape had obviously already
been through here and taken care of the troll for them.

“What a stroke of luck. Glad we didn’t have to face
that,” Hermione thought as they walked up to it. Harry
expressed the same thought as they carefully stepped past the
troll. It was even bigger than the one they’d faced on Halloween.
They quickly made their way to the next door and Harry pulled it
open.

Hermione peeked inside and saw a table with seven differently
colored and shaped bottles sitting in a line. This was obviously
Snape’s obstacle. As they stepped inside to get a closer look, a
wall of purple flames shot up in the threshold behind them and at
the same time, black flames shot up to block the doorway that would
lead them forward. They were completely trapped inside the room
now.

Hermione continued towards the table and found a scroll lying
next to the bottles. She unrolled it and began to read.

“Danger lies before you, while safety lies behind,

Two of us will help you, which ever you would find,

One among us seven will let you move ahead,

Another will transport the drinker back instead,

Two among our number hold only nettle wine,

Three of us are killers, waiting hidden in line.

Choose, unless you wish to stay here forevermore,

To help you in your choice, we give you these clues four:

First, however slyly the poison tries to hide

You will always find some on nettle wine's left side;

Second, different are those who stand at either end,

But if you would move onward, neither is your friend;

Third, as you see clearly, all are different size,

Neither dwarf nor giant holds death in their insides;

Fourth, the second left and the second on the right

Are twins once you taste them, though different at first
sight.”

Hermione grinned. This was going to be bloody easy. It wasn’t
even magic. It was pure simple logic. Now she saw why Snape had
picked this as his challenge.

“A lot of the greatest wizards haven’t got an ounce of logic.
They’d be stuck in here forever,” she explained to Harry.

“But so will we; won’t we?” Harry looked disheartened.

“Of course not,” Hermione said giving him one of her trademark
disapproving looks. Did he really think she couldn’t handle a
simple puzzle like this? If there was one thing a Granger was good
at, it was logic. “Everything we need is here on this paper: seven
bottles, three are poison, two are wine, one will get us safely
through the black fire, and one will get us back through the
purple.”

Harry still looked confused. “But how do we know which to
drink.”

Hermione gave him a knowing look. “Give me a minute,” she said
with a grin.

She stepped up to the table and began to pace. “Okay Hermione,
you can do this,” she muttered to herself. Harry waited patiently
behind her, not interrupting her thoughts. She continued to talk to
herself to organize her thoughts as she processed the four
clues.

“Okay, the third clue is the easiest. The shortest and the
tallest aren’t poison.” She identified the two bottles. The
shortest was the third from the left. The tallest was the second
from the right. She marked them mentally in her mind. These two
weren’t poison.

Hermione looked at the parchment again. “Okay, the second from
the left and the second from the right have to be identical drinks.
That means they’re either both poison or both wine. The second from
the right is the tallest and I know it’s not poison. It has to
match the second from the left so that means it must be wine. Got
it. The second from the left and the second from the right are
wine.” She marked these two mentally.

Hermione looked down at the riddle again. “Okay I know that
wherever there’s wine, there’s a poison to the left of it. The
second from the left and the second from the right are the two
wines. That means the bottle on the left end of the line is poison
and the third from the right is poison as well.” Hermione marked
these two mentally.

This meant from left to right: the first bottle was poison, the
second was wine, the third couldn’t be poison but she didn’t know
what it was, the fourth was still an unknown, the fifth was poison,
the sixth was wine, and the seventh was still unknown. She was
making good progress.

“Okay,” she started pacing again while she reread a few lines of
the riddle. “It says that to go forward, neither of the end bottles
will do the trick, but it also says that they’re different drinks.
So if the bottle on the far left is poison, that means the bottle
on the right can’t be poison because they’d be the same. It can’t
be wine because I’ve found the two wines already, and it can’t be
the potion to let me go forward so it must be the one that lets me
go back through the purple flames. Got it.” Hermione mentally
marked this bottle.

This meant from left to right: the first bottle was poison, the
second was wine, the third and shortest was not poison, the
fourth was still an unknown, the fifth was poison, the sixth was
wine, and the seventh was the potion that would take them back.

“That means,” Hermione concluded to herself. “That the shortest
bottle is the potion that will take us forward since it can’t be
the last poison. The one to its right must be the last poison.”

From left to right: the first bottle was poison, the second was
wine, the third was the potion forward, the fourth was poison, the
fifth was poison, the sixth was wine, and the seventh was the
potion that would take them back.

“Got it!” Hermione finally announced loud enough for Harry to
hear her. “The smallest bottle will get us through the black fire
toward the stone.” She looked quite pleased with herself until
Harry stepped forward to exam the bottle.

“There’s only enough there for one of us. That’s hardly one
swallow,” he said. They stared at each other for a moment that
seemed to last for an eternity. Hermione knew what he was thinking
and her suspicions were confirmed when Harry asked, “Which one will
get you back through the purple flames?”

Hermione pointed silently to the bottle on the far right.

“You drink that.” Harry said immediately. Hermione opened her
mouth to protest vehemently. She wasn’t about to let Harry go ahead
without her but he quickly cut her off. “No listen: get back and
get Ron. Grab brooms from the flying key room; they’ll get you out
of the trap door and past fluffy. Go straight to the owlery and
send Hedwig to Dumbledore. We need him. I might be able to hold
Snape off for a while but I’m no match for him really.”

Hermione bit her lower lip. “But Harry, what if… ‘you know who’
is with him.”

Harry gave her one of his famous half grins. “Well I was lucky
once wasn’t I? I might get lucky again.”

Hermione stared at him in amazement. How he could be so calm at
a time like this was beyond her. She felt like she was going to
cry. Harry was marching both bravely and foolishly off to what very
well might be his premature demise and there was nothing she could
do to help him or stop him. What if she never saw him again? The
thought of losing him at the hands of the dark lord was too much to
bear. Before she knew what she was doing, she ran over and flung
her arms around him, almost dissolving in tears.

“Harry, you’re a great wizard, you know?” There was so much more
she wanted to say to him, but she couldn’t find the words.

“I’m not as good as you.” Harry said as she finally let go of
him, wiping her eyes.

“Me!” Hermione gave him a stunned look. “How could he
possibly think that? He really doesn’t know how special he is.”
She stared into his eyes. “Books and cleverness. There are more
important things; friendship and bravery and…” she could see that
even though he was resolute about going forward, he was also as
scared as she was. “Ooo, Harry, be careful.”

Harry nodded at her. Hermione drank her potion first. It felt
like ice was running through her veins. She wished him luck before
turning and walking straight through the purple fire with one last
backward glance at Harry. She hopped it wouldn’t be the last time
she saw him.

Hermione covered her nose and went running through the chamber
with the troll. Then she took off down the next stone corridor as
fast as she could. The large chessboard came into view. As she
stepped into the room, she noticed immediately that all the pieces
were back in place as if their last game had never been played. Ron
however was still lying off to one side. She panicked for a moment,
wondering if she’d have to play her way to get back across but the
moment she stepped up behind the white pieces, they parted out of
her way. Relieved, she rushed to Ron’s side and checked his pulse.
He was definitely still alive.

Hermione pulled out her wand hoping that the spell she was
thinking of would work and also wondering if she had the skill to
cast it. “Ennervate.”

To her relief, Ron’s eyes fluttered open. “Oy, that was quite a
ride, but I’d much not like to go again. You?”

Hermione hugged him. “I’m so glad you’re alright. You know that
was very brave and very stupid of you. You know that don’t you?”
She was shaking him angrily now.

“And I have you to thank for it. It was your move after all that
won the game. I remembered it from the last time we played. Knight
to H-3, distract the queen and all. Worked rather well.”

“Yes I noticed, but if I thought it would almost get you killed,
I’d have never done it.” Hermione helped him up. “You know what
this means don’t you. I would have won the game.”

“It tricked the queen, but it wouldn’t have tricked me. I saw
right through it,” Ron told her matter-of-factly.

Hermione rolled her eyes. “Whatever, we’ve got to go.”

“Where’s Harry?” Ron asked finally noticing their missing
companion.

“Facing off with Snape and probably ‘you know who’ as we
speak.”

“What!” Ron said in horror. “We’ve got to go help him.”

“No we can’t,” Hermione said quickly. “There’s no way to go
after him. We have to get out of here and try and reach Dumbledore
in London, before it’s too late.”

“But…” Ron was still keen on going after Harry but Hermione
dragged him in the opposite direction.

“Trust me, we can’t do anything for Harry except try and reach
Dumbledore. He’s the only one who’ll believe us.”

They ran through the ranks of the black chessmen and out the
door that led to the charmed key room.

“Grab a broom, we’re going to fly out of here,” Hermione
ordered.

They both took broomsticks and flew through the last stone
passageway and into the first chamber.

“Wait for me to play Fluffy to sleep,” Hermione shouted as they
sped upwards to the trap door. “Then we can go up into the
corridor.”

Hermione came to a hovering halt just below the trap door. She
could here the growls of the giant three-headed dog just above her.
She took out the flute and began to play. After only a few seconds
she could hear the dog snoring. With her free hand, she motioned
for Ron to go up past her. He did. Then, still playing the flute,
she ascended slowly herself. Ron was already by the door, waiting
for her. Hermione dismounted her broom and crept over the dog’s
paws, all while still playing a rather crude melody on the
makeshift flute. She didn’t pull the instrument from her lips until
she was standing at the open door with Ron. She dropped her broom
and scooped up the discarded invisibility cloak, cramming it in her
robe pocket with her free hand. They rushed out and slammed the
door behind them, just as fluffy started to wake up again.

“Well that was easy enough,” Ron said wiping sweat from his
brow. “Now what?”

“To the owlery,” Hermione answered. “Harry wants us to send
Hedwig to Dumbledore.”

“But that could take hours,” Ron said as he ran to catch up with
Hermione. “Harry won’t be able to last that long with ‘you know
who.’”

“Do you have a better option?” Hermione asked impatiently as
they rounded a corner only to find the way blocked. “Drat. The
staircase moved again. Come on, we’ll have to take the long way
‘round.”

Living in a castle where the staircases moved at different times
during the day had never bothered Hermione until now. They
descended down another flight of stairs and made their way to the
entrance hall. From there they could start up to the owlery
again.

“We’ve got to hurry,” Hermione panted, clutching a stitch in her
side as she started up the main stairs in the entrance hall.

“Mr. Weasley, Ms. Granger,” came a voice from behind them.

Hermione whirled around to see none other than Professor Albus
Dumbledore standing in the main doorway.

“Professor,” Hermione panted, she barely had breath to explain
but apparently no explanations were needed. The headmaster’s blue
eyes were wide with shock and knowledge all mingled together.

“Harry has gone after him, hasn’t he?” Dumbledore said in a
surprisingly calm voice.

Hermione nodded, dumbstruck. It was like he had known all
along.

“I must hurry,” He took off up the stairs past them. Hermione
would have never guessed such an old wizard could move that fast.
Hermione and Ron ran as fast as they could to keep up with him.

“I’m ashamed of myself for not seeing through this rather
transparent deception.” Dumbledore said as he ran. “It wasn’t until
I reached London that I realized that this was the very place I
needed to be.” He bounded up the next flight of stairs.

“We’d just found out earlier that Hagrid had let slip how to get
past Fluffy.” Ron said through pants. “When McGonagall told us you
had left, we knew that Snape would go after the stone tonight.”

“Professor Snape?” Dumbledore repeated. “I’m afraid you’re
mistaken on that point. It’s not Snape who is after the stone.”

“Huh?” Ron was definitely confused. “But, he let the troll in on
Halloween.”

“No,” Dumbledore said stoically. “There’s only one person in
this school with the skills to lure a troll. I had just hoped he
would come to his senses but I guess he gained more from his time
away than he bargained for.” They finally reached the entrance to
the forbidden third floor corridor. “I want the two of you to go
back to your dormitories.”

“But Professor,” Hermione protested. “I want to go with you. I
want to make sure Harry is okay. I won’t just leave him alone down
there.”

“No,” Dumbledore said sternly as he pulled out his wand. “I can
make it down quicker on my own and I don’t want you two getting
hurt. Please do as I say.”

They watched as he pushed his way into the forbidden corridor
and slammed the door behind him. They suddenly heard loud classical
music playing.

Ron turned to Hermione, a confused look on his face. “I don’t
understand; if it’s not Snape who’s helping ‘you know who’ then who
is it?”

Hermione was replaying the conversation in her head. It suddenly
came to her. “Quirrell… it was Quirrell all along. How could we
have been so stupid?”

“Quirrell? I don’t get it,” Ron said still confused. They were
walking slowly back to the tower, not in any particular hurry to
get there.

“What’s the one thing that Quirrell actually knows about when it
came to Defense Against the Dark Arts?” Hermione asked
rhetorically. “Trolls! But didn’t you say he fainted that night on
Halloween when the troll got in.”

“Right, well old Quirrell would faint if he saw his own shadow;
you know that.”

“I don’t think so,” Hermione said pensively. “I think it’s all
just been an act. I think Quirrell’s been the one behind this whole
thing and we’ve just been too thick to realize it.”

Ron shook his head. “But Snape was threatening him. He was
trying to get Quirrell on his side so he could steal the
stone.”

“Maybe Snape wasn’t threatening him so he could steal the stone,
maybe he was trying to keep him from stealing the stone. Snape
probably knew all along that Quirrell was a fake and was just
trying to stop him by himself, just like we’ve been trying to
do.”

“But the quidditch game,” Ron reminded her. “Snape tried to kill
Harry, remember.”

Hermione thought about this. “I don’t believe it…” she started
slowly. “I think I was wrong.”

“Well that would be a first,” Ron said sarcastically.

Hermione ignored him, “It was probably Quirrell all along who
was jinxing Harry’s broom and I just never saw him because I was
only looking at Snape. I remember though, when I was running to
stop Snape, I pushed Quirrell out of the way.”

Ron was still unconvinced. “Well then what was Snape doing.”

Hermione thought for a moment. “Maybe he was performing the
counter-jinx,” she concluded with a shrug.

“Snape, trying to save Harry?” Ron scoffed at the thought.
“Hermione you’re losing it. I don’t care what Dumbledore says, I
know it’s got to be Sna…” his voice trailed off because strolling
right towards them was none other than Professor Snape.

“Ms. Granger, Mr. Weasley,” Snape hissed. “I thought I made it
clear this afternoon that if I caught you out of bed again, you’d
be expelled but you obviously think you’re above the rules. I
suppose Potter is sneaking around here too. When the headmaster
hears about this…”

“Professor Dumbledore already knows we’re out of bed. In fact
he’s probably with Harry right now.” Hermione informed him
matter-of-factly and with a bit of disdain in her voice.

“What?” Snape looked angry and surprised all at the same
time.

“Yes, he’s gone down the trap door in the third floor corridor
to stop Quirrell and ‘you know who’ from stealing the Sorcerer’s
Stone. If you hurry you might be able to catch up with him.”
Hermione continued past the stupefied professor, dragging an
equally shocked Ron with her.

”Hermione!” Ron hissed finally, when they were out of earshot of
Snape. “I can’t believe you just did that.”

“Even if he wasn’t the one trying to steal the stone or kill
Harry, I still can’t stand him.” Hermione said scowling. “Come on;
let’s hurry up and get to the tower. I just remembered
something.”

“What?” Ron asked.

“Neville.”







18. Night Watch

Chapter Summary: Harry’s in the hospital and for two days
Hermione is worried sick about him. She doesn’t know what to do at
first but then she grabs at a desperate idea.

--- Begin Fic Here ---

“Fulocus Returnus,” Hermione said with a wave of her wand.

Neville’s body sprung back to life. “Oh thank heavens,” he said
as he sat up, massaging his arms and legs. “I thought I’d be here
all night. I was scared out of my mind.”

“I’m so sorry Neville,” Hermione said as she and Ron helped him
up and walked him over to one of the plush armchairs beside the
fireplace. “I hope you’re alright.” She pointed her wand at the
dying fire, muttered a few words and it sprung back to life.

“I’m fine,” Neville said as he stretched in the chair. “Why did
you do that to me?”

“We had to,” Ron explained. “We had to go out tonight and we
didn’t want you getting involved like last time.”

“It was very dangerous,” Hermione added.

“Dangerous? What, did you go back to the Forbidden Forest?” He
looked back and forth from one strained face to the other. “Wait a
minute; where’s Harry?”

“It’s a long story,” Ron sighed, disheartened. “And very
confusing.”

“Well I’m not going back to sleep, not after this, so tell me,”
Neville said stoically.

“Hermione…” Ron prompted. He obviously didn’t want to tell the
story himself.

She let out a huff. “Oh alright,” and she launched into the
explanation of the whole story, starting with Halloween and ending
with their trip down the trap door and everything Dumbledore had
told them.

It took her twenty minutes of almost nonstop talking to explain
everything. Neville sat with his mouth half opened in shock the
entire time as he listened. He didn’t move; he barely even blinked.
When Hermione finally finished, Neville just slid backwards in his
chair.

“Incredible,” he said in barely more than a whisper. “And you
mean to say that right now as we speak, Harry is facing off with
‘you know who’?”

“Now do you understand why we had to go?” Ron asked. “We
couldn’t let ‘you know who’ get a hold of something like the
Sorcerer’s Stone. He’d have come back and killed us all!”

“Who’s to say he won’t still come back,” Neville shuddered.

“Dumbledore’ll stop him, Neville,” Ron assured.

“No…” Hermione said suddenly. “Harry will stop him. I just know
he will.”

-----

Hermione and Ron didn’t go up to their separate dormitories
after Neville left. They stayed in the common room waiting for
Harry to return. After a couple of hours, Ron drifted off to sleep
in one of the armchairs. Hermione, however, couldn’t sleep. She
paced back and forth across the common room, absentmindedly
shooting sparks from her wand and muttering to herself.

Finally, around 3 AM, the portrait door swung open. Hermione
jumped excitedly but it wasn’t Harry who entered, it was Professor
McGonagall in a dressing gown and hairnet. She climbed somewhat
awkwardly into the common room.

“Ms. Granger,” she started, straitening her hairnet. “I see that
you’re still awake and I can understand why. Professor Dumbledore
asked me to check on you and Mr. Weasley.”

“What about Harry,” Hermione asked immediately. “Where is he; is
he okay?”

Professor McGonagall seemed to be choosing her words carefully.
“He’s in the hospital wing. We’re not sure if…” She stopped
herself. “I need for you to come with me. The headmaster wanted to
have a word with you if you were still awake.”

“What about Ron,” Hermione asked pointing at Ron who was now
drooling on the arm of the chair.

“Let him rest.” McGonagall said, ushering her towards the
portrait.

Hermione climbed through the hole and started down the corridor
quietly. Professor McGonagall followed close behind.

“Professor Dumbledore told me what has happened tonight,” she
told Hermione as they walked. “You three were very reckless, going
down that trap door when you knew what kind of dangers you would be
facing.”

Hermione couldn’t believe that McGonagall was going to scold
her, not after all they had gone through.

“However,” she continued. “I daresay that if I had only listened
to you when you tried to tell me earlier this afternoon, none of
this would have happened and Harry…”

Hermione turned and she saw that her normally stern-faced
professor actually looked like she had a tear in her eye.
“Professor, what happened to Harry? Is he okay?” she pressed.

“I’m not entirely sure myself,” McGonagall admitted. “Professor
Dumbledore is in the best position to explain things.”

They continued in silence until they reached her office.
Professor Dumbledore was sitting behind the desk with a solemn look
on his face. Hermione began fearing the worst.

“Professor, what happened? Is Harry going to be alright?” she
asked before she’d even made it completely in the office.

Dumbledore leaned forward in the chair. “Harry is in the
hospital wing, unconscious. It’s lucky I got to him when I did. He
suffered severe injuries from Quirrell and Voldemort and we don’t
know when he will recover from them. Madam Pomfrey has done
everything she can for him. Now all we can do is wait.”

Hermione dropped in a nearby chair, numb with shock.

“Hermione, did you and Ron go down into the underground chambers
with Harry?”

Hermione nodded, still numb. “Yes sir; all three of us went
together.”

“I see, but you didn’t all make it into the final chamber where
the stone was?”

“No sir,” Hermione confirmed and she began to tell the story of
what had happened that night, how they had gotten by the various
obstacles, and even how they had to incapacitate Neville before
they left.

She told how they found out how to get past Fluffy and what
happened when they landed in the devil’s snare. She described
Harry’s spectacular capture of the flying key and Ron’s sacrifice
on the transfigured chessboard. Then she explained how she
deciphered the riddle in the room of potions and how there was only
enough potion for one of them to go forward.

“Harry told me to go back. I didn’t want to but he’d made up his
mind and…” Hermione felt herself tearing up. “If only I had stayed
with him.”

“Do not blame yourself Hermione,” Dumbledore said soothingly.
“Harry had made up his mind long before today that he wanted to
face Voldemort. This was something he wanted to do
alone.”

Hermione tried to understand what Dumbledore was saying but she
just couldn’t wrap her mind around it. Perhaps she was just too
tired, or perhaps she just didn’t believe Harry would want to face
Voldemort head on. It was practically suicide. “Can I see him?”

“Ms. Granger,” Professor McGonagall spoke from behind her. “He’s
in a coma and there’s nothing you can…”

“I want to see him,” Hermione insisted as she stood to
face the transfiguration teacher.

“Minerva, please escort Hermione to the hospital wing,”
Professor Dumbledore said calmly. “Then back to Gryffindor Tower,”
he added.

McGonagall nodded and guided Hermione out the door.

“Hermione,” Professor Dumbledore called. “I’m very proud of all
of you.”

Hermione nodded. “Thank you, sir.”

They started down the hall. “Are you okay, dear,” McGonagall
asked tentatively.

“I’m fine. Professor Dumbledore seems so calm about everything.
Isn’t he worried about Harry?”

“Of course he is,” she answered shrilly. “However, the
headmaster knows what he is talking about. If he is calm, then it’s
for good reason. He knows everything will be okay. I’ve learned to
trust him on these matters… and so should you.”

It only took them a few minutes to walk silently to the hospital
wing. Madam Pomfrey was no where to be found. Hermione completely
dissolved into tears when she saw Harry lying unconscious. She
slowly made her way to the side of his bed and touched his head. It
felt hot, almost burning, as if his skin was on fire.

“Oh Harry…” Hermione said through tears. “I’m so sorry.”

After a few minutes Professor McGonagall guided Hermione back to
Gryffindor Tower. She could barely walk for being exhausted and
overcome with emotion. After McGonagall helped her through the
portrait entrance, Hermione stumbled up to her dorm, vaguely
noticing that Ron had left the common room. She collapsed in her
bed, fully clothed and despite Lavender’s snores, fell straight
into a deep sleep.

-----

“Hermione… Hermione wake up!”

Hermione’s eyes slowly opened as the sound of Parvati’s nagging
voice invaded her ears. “What’s the matter?”

“You’ve been asleep all morning. You’ve missed breakfast and
lunch.”

Hermione pushed herself up. She realized she was still wearing
the same clothes from the previous night. Her hair was a tangled
mess and she felt completely grimy.

“Ugh, what time is it,” she asked groggily.

“It’s a little after 2,” Parvati informed her. Lavender was just
behind her, sitting silently on the next bed.

“Wait a minute,” Hermione said suddenly waking fully. “You’re
talking to me.”

Neither of her roommates had said a word to her since the night
she, Harry, and Neville had lost 150 points from Gryffindor.

“Are you kidding?” Parvati said with a huge grin. “Of course
we’re talking to you. After everything that happened last night. Do
you know the whole school is talking about it?”

Hermione rolled her eyes. It had barely been a half-day and
already the entire school knew what had happened. Now she, Harry,
and Ron were famous again; loved by the whole school. Only
yesterday no one would speak to her unless it was to hurl insults,
now they would probably act like none of it even happened.

“So what really happened?” Lavender was quizzing her now. “Did
you see ‘you know who’? Is there really a giant, three-headed dog
in the castle?”

Hermione stared at the two of them for a moment. “I can’t
believe them. They don’t talk to me for weeks, and now I’m just
supposed to be best mates with them. All they care about is getting
the details about what happened last night. They don’t care that
Harry’s lying unconscious in the hospital wing. It’s just like when
he was almost killed at the quidditch match. Everyone celebrates
when he does something amazing but forgets all the sacrifices he
makes in the process. Then when he makes a mistake, they abandon
him. It makes me so sick!”

“Hermione,” Parvati pressed.

Hermione reached into her trunk to grab a towel and her
toiletries. “I need a good soak,” she said flatly. She headed for
the bathroom without another word.

“She’s really out of it?” Lavender mused.

“Well you would be too if you’d just faced ‘you know who’ and
lived,” Parvati reasoned. “Still I wish she told us what
happened.”

-----

“Oy,” Ron called halfheartedly as Hermione entered the common
room, “I see you’re up.” He did a slight double take. Hermione’s
hair was still wet and it still looked like a tangled mess. She
hadn’t bothered trying to tame it.

“You look like a wet cat.”

“Shut it,” Hermione said grumpily as she plopped down in the
seat next to him.

“Have you heard about Harry,” Ron asked her immediately.

“I went to see him last night. Is he out of the hospital yet?”
she asked hopefully.

“No,” Ron shook his head. “You went to see him?”

“McGonagall took me last night after you feel asleep. Have you
seen him?”

Ron shook his head again. “No, Madam Pomfrey won’t let anyone in
the hospital wing. No one can go visit him. I saw people bringing
flowers and stuff their though.”

“Like they even care,” Hermione muttered.

“What’s that supposed to mean?”

“Yesterday no one would even speak to him; now everyone’s acting
like they’ve lost their best friend.”

Ron shrugged. “I told you people would forget about you guys
losing all those points.”

“Yeah and it only took Harry unconscious in the hospital wing to
do it,” Hermione said spitefully.

“It doesn’t matter. Like you told me before, Harry knows who his
real friends are,” Ron reminded her.

“Yeah you’re right. It just makes me sick,” she sighed.

Lavender and Parvati were descending the stairs now, bright
smiles on their faces. When they spotted Hermione, Lavender
whispered something into Parvati’s ear and they both started
casually in her direction. Hermione stood. She didn’t want to talk
to them; she just wasn’t in the mood.

“Where are you off to now?”

“Anywhere but here.” She headed strait for the portrait door
without a backwards glance and made her way through to the
corridor.

Hermione walked down the hallway and turned at the nearest
corner. She’d decided that there was no point to restricting
herself from the ramparts anymore so she made her way down the next
corridor and kicked the shin on the stone statue. The familiar
secret passage opened up behind it. A few minutes later, Hermione
found herself on the ramparts of the castle, under the bright
afternoon sun.

She pulled a small book out of her robe pocket. It was the diary
Harry had given her for Christmas. Pulling out a quill and ink
bottle, Hermione made herself comfortable before opening the book
with her wand and signing the password on the last page. She found
a blank page and started writing.

“Dear Harry,

I can’t believe you’re lying there in the hospital wing and
there’s nothing I can do about it. I wish there was some way I
could help you. I feel so lost right now and I don’t know what to
do.

Deep down I know things will turn out okay. I don’t know how I
know but I can tell you’ll pull through this alright. I guess
what’s really bothering me is once again I can’t help you. For all
my cleverness and skill with charms and potions, there’s nothing I
can do to help you. I feel so powerless right now.”

Hermione paused. It had taken her writing the words to finally
realize what she was really upset about. She hated feeling like she
couldn’t do something. After all, she was a Granger; wasn’t she
supposed to be able to do anything? She pressed her quill to the
paper again.

“Shouldn’t I have been able to help you when the time came? I
could have figured out a way for both of us to go forward. Why
didn’t I? Why did I let you go alone? Why did I turn my back on you
when you needed me the most? Now it’s too late. I feel like I’ve
failed you as a friend.”

Suddenly, Hermione recalled the words Dumbledore had said to her
months ago. “He needs someone, a true friend, to be there for
him. Only that can really help him. Perhaps you can be that
friend…”

She shut the diary, knowing what she needed to do, both for
Harry and her own peace of mind.

-----

Hermione avoided her roommates, Ron, and pretty much every other
student for the rest of the day. She just couldn’t stand everyone’s
upbeat attitude about the whole thing. Even Ron was being
nonchalant. She suspected that he was just putting on a brave face
and that he really was just as torn up about it as she was, but it
still annoyed her that he couldn’t just act the way he felt.

They didn’t have classes or exams so Hermione was free to stay
outdoors or up on the ramparts where no one could see her. She only
went to dinner when the dinning hall was relatively empty. When
night fell, Hermione waited in a quiet corner of the common room
for it to empty out. It was well past midnight before everyone went
to bed but she didn’t care. The later the better for what she had
planned.

Once everyone was gone, Hermione ventured up to her dormitory.
She quickly dug through her trunk amidst the loud snores of
Lavender and found Harry’s invisibility cloak. She tucked it into
her robe pocket and rushed back down to the common room.

“Going out again, I see,” came a voice across the way. Not
surprisingly it was Neville. “I had a feeling you might when I saw
the way you were sitting to yourself this evening.” He held out his
hands when he saw Hermione fingering her wand. “Don’t worry. I’m
not trying to stop you or anything.”

Hermione relaxed. “Well what are you doing here then?”

“I just wanted to see if you were alright. You seemed a bit off
today.”

“Well of course I’m off,” Hermione hissed crossly. “Or didn’t
you hear that Harry’s lying unconscious in the hospital.”

Neville nodded nervously. “Yes of course I know. Everybody
knows.”

“Well I was beginning to wonder. The way people are acting
around here, you’d think we’d just won the house cup,” Hermione
grumbled.

“Oh,” Neville shifted nervously. “Well we all care, Hermione,
just like you do. I guess it’s just hard to know what to do.”

Hermione headed towards the portrait exit. “Well I know what I’m
going to do,” she said stubbornly as she went out to the corridor,
leaving Neville to stare after her.

Once outside, she pulled on the invisibility cloak and made her
way swiftly down the corridor. It only took her five minutes to get
to her destination, the hospital wing. She pushed her way through
the door and checked to make sure Madam Pomfrey was nowhere to be
seen. Hermione walked up to where Harry lay unconscious, still
covered by the invisibility cloak.

She knelt down by his bed. “Hi Harry, it’s me,” she said
quietly. “I don’t know if you can hear me or not, but it’s okay if
you can’t. Either way I just didn’t want to leave you here alone.
I’m your friend and I’m going to be here for you, no matter what.”
She touched his head timidly. It was still very warm. She wondered
vaguely if this meant he had some sort of fever.

Hermione found a chair and pulled it next to Harry’s bed. She
had decided she was going to stay all night if for no reason other
than to be there if he woke up. She knew it probably wouldn’t help
any but it made her feel better. Hermione didn’t move from her spot
the entire night. Occasionally she would talk to Harry, still
wondering if it was possible that he could hear her in his
state.

Just before the first rays of light filtered into the room,
Hermione threw the hood of the invisibility cloak over her head.
She promised Harry she would come back and then slipped quietly out
of the room. It was almost six when she stepped back into the
common room and threw off the invisibility cloak, shoving it into
her robe pocket. Dizzy with exhaustion, she made her way to her
dormitory and once again fell asleep on top of the covers.

-----

“Hermione… Hermione wake up!”

Hermione rolled over and tried to block out the sound of Parvati
calling her name, but it didn’t work. “What!” she snapped
finally.

“Aren’t you going to the quidditch game?” Parvati asked.

“What quidditch game?”

“Gryffindor versus Ravenclaw, remember?”

Hermione rolled back over to face her. “Shouldn’t it be
canceled… wait, has Harry woken up?” she asked excitedly. “That
would be just like him; wake up right in time to play
quidditch.”

“Lee Jordon is substituting,” Parvati informed her.

Hermione frowned and rolled back over. “I’m not going.”

“But…”

“Go away,” she hissed. “I’m tired.”

-----

Hermione slept late again. When she finally arose, she found
that everyone was still at the quidditch game, which was lasting
longer than usual. Once again, she completely avoided the rest of
her house that day; choosing to stay locked in her room while
everyone was outside or in the common room. At one point Lavender
came up to tell her that Ron wanted to see if she would come visit
Hagrid with him, but Hermione ignored the question completely.

“Hermione, are you alright?” she asked when Hermione didn’t
respond to her previous question.

“I’m fine; I just don’t want to be bothered.” Hermione said
irritably.

Lavender shrugged and left.

Later that evening, Hermione repeated her procedure from the
previous night. At around 11 PM she descended the stairs to the
common room and found an empty corner to sit in. As people began to
clear out, Neville walked by her and whispered a quick “Good luck,”
before heading up the stairs to his dormitory.

After the last group left the common room, Hermione headed out
through the portrait exit. Fifteen minutes later she was once again
in the deserted hospital wing sitting beside Harry’s bed. She was
exhausted but still determined to stay. She knew it didn’t make
sense but it felt better than doing nothing. At least if she was
there when Harry woke up, he’d see a friendly face instead of an
empty white room. This is what she kept telling herself as she
tried not to nod off.

-----

“Hermione… Hermione wake up!”

Hermione pushed off the hand that was shaking her. “Parvati, for
the last time, shove off. I don’t want to get up.” She tried to
roll over and suddenly found herself crashing to the floor. She
wasn’t in her bed after all; she had fallen asleep in the hospital
wing.

“Hermione, are you alright?” Someone helped her up. She finally
noticed it was Professor Dumbledore.

“Oh, Professor… I uh…” Hermione was still sleepy. She suddenly
realized that she had fallen out of her chair. The invisibility
cloak was still hanging off her body making it look like her lower
half had disappeared. “What time is it?”

Dumbledore smiled as he helped Hermione to her feet. “It’s
nearly 8 AM. I daresay Madam Pomfrey would have been quite alarmed
if she had arrived before me. Finding an unauthorized student in
the hospital wing is one thing, but finding only half a student…”
he gestured at the cloaked half of Hermione’s body.

“Oh…” Hermione struggled awkwardly out of the invisibility
cloak. “Professor, I know I’m not supposed to be here,” she started
to explain.

Dumbledore held up a hand to silence her. “It is quite alright.
You do not have to explain to me. I know how frustrating it must be
for you, feeling that there is nothing you can do to help Harry in
this state.”

“I just thought that I should at least be here for him if he
woke up,” Hermione said sheepishly.

“An admirable thought, however, I believe your shift is over
now. It is my turn to stand watch.” He took a seat next to Harry’s
bed. “Get some sleep Hermione. Rest assured that you shall be the
first I notify should Harry awaken.”

“Thank you, sir.” Hermione said folding up the invisibility
cloak and shoving it in her pocket.

Hermione walked out of the hospital wing still half asleep. She
was glad it was Professor Dumbledore that had caught her not only
because he was understanding but also because he already knew about
the invisibility cloak according to what Harry had told her after
the Christmas holidays.

Harry….

Her mind began to wander. When would Harry wake up? Was
Professor Dumbledore sitting by his bed all day just like she had
been doing during the nights? He must have been more concerned than
he originally let on. What could have happened to Harry that Madam
Pomfrey couldn’t revive him immediately?

Hermione rounded a corner and crashed into someone. “Sorry,” she
muttered.

“Geez Granger!” It was Pansy Parkinson. “You look like hell and
you’re more of a klutz than usual. What’s the matter? Mad that
Slytherin is going to win the house cup? No wait, don’t tell me
you’re losing sleep over poor, pathetic Potter?”

“Shut it,” Hermione managed to mutter before pushing her way
past Pansy.

“Ooo, you are in a tizzy,” Pansy called delightedly after
her. “Look on the bright side Granger, if Potter dies, maybe
they’ll build a statue for…”

Hermione whirled around pulling her wand out of her pocket. “I’m
warning you…”

Pansy obviously hadn’t been expecting such a drastic reaction.
She took a few steps back, eyes wide. She knew she couldn’t draw
her wand faster than Hermione could jinx her. After a second
though, the sly grin returned to her face.

“Fine,” she said shortly, taking a few more steps back. “Doesn’t
really matter anyway. Still doesn’t change the fact that Potter
finally got what was coming to him,” and with those last words she
skirted off down the hall before Hermione could decide whether or
not to make good on her threat.

Hermione sighed wearily. She pocketed her wand and headed back
to Gryffindor Tower, wondering vaguely why Pansy always seemed to
show up when she was in a miserable mood.

As Hermione pushed her way through the portrait into the
Gryffindor common room, she realized that many of her housemates
were already up.

“Hermione!” Parvati and Lavender accosted her before she even
had both feet over the threshold. “Where have you been?”

“Out,” she answered blandly.

“But…”

“I’m tired,” Hermione said pushing past them. “I need a soak,
then I’m going to bed. Night.”

“But,” Parvati said again.

“Night!” Hermione snapped as she ascended the stairs.

-----

“Hermione!” Lavender came bounding into the dormitory where
Hermione still lay half asleep.

“What is it?” Hermione asked shortly rolling over to face
her.

“It’s Harry!” Lavender said almost out of breath. She must have
run up the stairs.

Hermione shot up, fully alert. “He’s awake?”

Lavender nodded, a huge grin on her face.

Hermione jumped out of her bed and dashed past Lavender and down
the stairs to the common room without another word. Professor
McGonagall was standing by the portrait exit. Ron was with her.

“Harry,” Hermione gasped. “He’s awake? He’s come ‘round?”

“Yes, he has indeed.” Professor McGonagall was beaming. “The
headmaster told me to inform you both. Harry has completely
recovered.”

“I’m going to go see him,” Hermione said immediately trying to
sidestep McGonagall.

“I’m sorry, but Madam Pomfrey is not allowing any visitors yet.”
McGonagall said reaching back a hand to stop her. “You’ll be able
to see him shortly, most likely at the end of year feast tomorrow
evening.” She pushed open the portrait and stepped awkwardly
out.

“We’re going to go see him,” Hermione said to Ron as soon as
McGonagall had left.

“Right,” Ron agreed readily. “But shouldn’t you change
first?”

Hermione examined herself. She was still in her night clothes. “Oh,
right,” she said embarrassed. “Wait for me here, I’ll be back in a
bit.” She ran up to her dormitory.

Twenty minutes later she skipped down the stairs again, an even
bigger grin on her face.

“Took you long enough,” Ron said as she joined him.

“I’m a girl,” Hermione informed him. “It takes longer for us to
get dressed because we actually put some effort into it, unlike
some people,” she said with a knowing look.

“Fine,” Ron scoffed, “Let’s go.”

They made their way quickly down to the hospital wing. The news
of Harry’s revival must have spread because the corridors were full
of people chattering and Hermione could catch snatches of their
conversations as they rushed past. It seemed that several people
had already tried to see him, no doubt just wanting to see if he
had another scar on his head from his latest confrontation with
Voldemort.

Ron knocked on the door of the hospital wing and Madam Pomfrey
answered almost immediately. “I’m sorry but I’m not allowing anyone
to see him right now,” she said with a bit of irritation in her
voice. She’d obviously already said this one-too-many times.

“We’re Harry’s best friends,” Hermione said before the nurse had
a chance to shut the door. “We want to see him,” she added a
bit more forcefully than she had intended.

Madam Pomfrey started to protest again, but then Hermione heard
Harry calling to her. The nurse left the door cracked as she went
and spoke with Harry for a bit; then she came back. “Alright, I
suppose a few minutes won’t hurt.”

Hermione beamed; Harry must have convinced her to let them in.
She approached Harry’s bed. He looked very weak despite the grin on
his face. Still she was so glad to see him awake that she wanted
desperately to hug him, but she decided against it. Besides being
embarrassing for her, she also figured he still needed some
recovery time. Instead she and Ron pulled up chairs beside his
bed.

As they settled in, Harry began to explain what actually
happened after Hermione left him to go into the final chamber.

“It was Quirrell all along,” he told them, “and all this time we
thought it was Snape.”

“Yes we know,” Hermione said. “Dumbledore told us.”

“When I got there, he was standing in front of the Mirror of
Erised. The stone was inside the mirror, but he couldn’t get it
out. Dumbledore used the mirror to protect the stone. He said only
someone who wanted the stone but didn’t want to use it would be
able to get it out.”

“Bloody brilliant,” Ron said.

“Yeah, that’s how I got the stone. I wanted to get it before
Quirrell but I never had it in mind to actually use it but
Voldemort was with Quirrell and he must’ve figured it out.”

“He was with Quirrell?” Hermione gasped.

“Don’t say the name,” Ron shuddered.

“Yes,” Harry answered, ignoring Ron. “And I mean he was
really with Quirrell. You know that funny turban he always
wears. Well Voldemort was under it. He unwrapped it right in front
of me and when he turned around there was this horrible squashed
looking face on the back of his head. He had two faces!”

Hermione let out a little shriek. “That’s the creepiest thing
I’ve ever heard of. He was actually sharing a body with
Quirrell?”

“Yes, Quirrell was the one killing unicorns and drinking their
blood to keep Voldemort alive.”

Ron involuntarily shuddered again. “Stop saying the name!”

Hermione and Harry both rolled their eyes. “Right anyway,” Harry
continued. “So I got the stone out of the mirror but then Vol…I
mean ‘you know who’ figured out that I had it and they attacked me.
They were going to kill me to get the stone.”

Hermione gasped.

“But the weirdest thing happened. Quirrell couldn’t touch me
with his bare hands. Every time he did, he’d go crazy with pain.
Dumbledore said it had something to do with ‘you know who’ being
inside him and how he couldn’t touch me because of a kind of mark
that was left on me by my mother before I died.”

“What kind of mark?” Hermione asked but Harry ignored the
question and pressed forward.

“So I just grabbed onto Quirrell’s arm and kept him in as much
pain as possible. The only thing though was as long as I was
touching him, my scar would explode with pain. It was so intense
that I guess I blacked out. Next thing I knew, I was here.”

“And the stone?” Ron asked.

“Dumbledore said he destroyed it. I’m not really sure how.
Speaking of such, do you know he’s the one who sent me my father’s
cloak? I had thought as much.”

Ron looked disappointed. “So the stone’s gone? Flamel’s just
going to die?”

Harry nodded. “That’s what I said, but Dumbledore thinks that…
what was it? ‘To the well organized mind, death is but the next
great adventure.’”

Ron shook his head in exasperation. “I always said he was off
his rocker.”

“So what happened to you two?” Harry asked and Hermione
immediately shot into an explanation of what happened after she
left him all the way up to meeting Dumbledore in the entrance
hall.

“You think he meant you to do it,” Ron asked thoughtfully,
interrupting Hermione’s story. “Sending you your father’s cloak and
everything.”

Hermione gave them both a look of shock. “Well if he did, I mean
to say, that’s terrible. You could have been killed!”

“No it isn’t,” Harry contradicted her. “He’s a funny man,
Dumbledore. I think he sort of wanted to give me a chance. I think
he knows more or less everything that goes on here, you know? I
reckon he had a pretty good idea we were going to try and instead
of stopping us, he just taught us enough to help.”

Hermione thought about this as Harry continued. “Maybe he’s
right. I mean Dumbledore had to have known how much we knew about
the stone already, but he never tried to stop us or warn us not to
go after Voldemort. It’s as if he wanted to see if we really would
try and face him even if we knew the odds were against us.”

She didn’t know what to make of this. On one hand, Dumbledore
seemed reckless for allowing three first year students to go down
that trap door when it was clearly dangerous, but on the other
hand, would they have really listened to him if he had told them
not to go? Probably not. They didn’t listen to McGonagall; they
probably wouldn’t have listened to him either. So rather than do
something futile, he just tried to help as much as he could.

Before Hermione had a chance to return to the conversation,
Madam Pomfrey came over to usher them out of the hospital wing
saying that Harry needed his rest. Hermione didn’t argue with her.
She was just glad to be able to see Harry.

“So now what?” Ron asked as Madam Pomfrey slammed the door
behind them.

Hermione’s stomach grumbled audibly. “Lunch; I feel like I
haven’t eaten in days.”

“Well glad to see you’re back to normal… well at least normal
for you.” Ron grinned.

“Shut it, Weasley.”

-----

Hermione was back to her normal self. She ate a huge lunch and
returned to the common room laughing and joking with Ron. She found
her two roommates and apologized for the foul mood she had been in
before and they readily accepted the apology right before quizzing
her once again on the details of what really happened beneath in
the trap door.

So many rumors had been flying around the past few days that
Hermione decided to oblige by telling them the truth. She figured
if the story was going to be spread around school it might as well
be the truth and who better to tell it to than Parvati Patil one of
the two biggest gossips in the school, the second being her twin
sister. Now that she had Harry’s account of what happened, she was
able to tell Lavender and Parvati the whole story.

“Oh my goodness, and that’s why he was in the hospital wing for
so long?” Lavender said with her hand to her mouth.

“Yes, but now that he’s up, he should be going to the end of
year feast tomorrow.”

“I can’t wait to tell Padma.” Parvati was sitting on her
hands.

“Why wait,” Hermione half muttered. “The day’s still young.”

“You’re right,” Parvati said jumping up excitedly. “Come on
Lavender.” and they left the common room to find Parvati’s twin
sister.

Hermione laughed, not at all upset that she had just been
abandoned by her two gossip-loving roommates. “Figures.”

At that moment, Ron came back down the stairs from his
dormitory. “I’ve just thought of something. Hagrid might not know
that Harry’s awake. We should go see him. He’s been really torn up
about this whole thing. You should have seen him yesterday.”

Hermione stood. “Right, I almost forgot. Let’s go.”

So they headed down to Hagrid’s hut, the light of the late
afternoon sun beating down on them.

“Oh ‘ello,” Hagrid said cheerily as he opened the door to let
them into his cabin. “Have you heard, Harry’s awake.”

“Yes we have,” Hermione said taking a seat. “We came down here
to let you know just in case you didn’t. Have you been to see
him?”

“Uh… no... not yet.” Hagrid said. “I wanted to finish making him
something before I went to see him.”

“Oh what are you making?” Hermione asked, hoping it wasn’t any
sort of food.

“An album of wizard’s photos of his parents.” Hagrid explained,
pointing to an open book on the table. “He doesn’t have any
pictures of them. So I thought he’d like this. I’m just waiting for
some’ore to arrive.”

“I’m sure he will,” Hermione beamed. “That’s really very
thoughtful of you.”

“I feel bad thinking that summat could have happened to Harry
and it was all my fault.”

“It wasn’t your fault,” Ron said immediately.

“Of course not,” Hermione added readily. “Harry’s so stubborn,
he would have gone after ‘you know who’ even if he didn’t know how
to get past Fluffy.”

Hagrid looked like he was trying to hold back tears. “Well
anyway, I’m just glad you three are okay. And don’t go doing
anything stupid like that again, ya’here?”

“We’ll try.” Hermione nodded.

“Can’t make any promises though,” Ron added wirily.

“Ron!” Hermione said in her trademark, disapproving voice.

They sat and talked with Hagrid for another hour or so but left
when they saw he was about to offer them some of the dinner he was
cooking up, saying they needed to head back to the castle.

Later that night, Hermione headed to bed at her normal time. It
wasn’t until she was crawling under the sheets that she realized
how tired she actually was. Staying up late these past two nights
had definitely taken its toll and she was glad to be returning to
her regular sleep pattern. She was also happy that she didn’t have
to worry about Harry any more.

However as sleep began to overtake her, she realized that it
wasn’t completely over yet. She still had one more thing to face.
Would her parents let her return to Hogwarts next term?







19. The End of the Beginning

Chapter Summary: Well if you’ve made it this far,
congratulations. This is the last chapter. Hermione still must face
the prospect of never returning to Hogwarts and seeing her friends
again. What will convince her parents to let her stay?

--- Begin Fic Here ---

Hermione knew she needed to tell Harry about the possibility of
her not coming back to Hogwarts. She felt she owed him at least
that. After the end of year feast seemed like the best time. Madam
Pomfrey still hadn’t released Harry from the hospital wing but
McGonagall had said that Harry would be going and he seemed well
enough to attend.

That evening in the great hall, Ron and Hermione saved a seat
between them for Harry and waited for him to arrive. After a while
it seemed that the whole school was there but still no Harry.

“Do you think he…” Ron started but just as he did, Harry
appeared at the threshold. Everyone in the room fell silent and all
eyes were on him. It was the kind of entrance you only saw on
muggle television dramas. Before long the usual noise returned to
the great hall.

Harry slipped quietly between them and after a while, Dumbledore
stood to address the entire school. He was going to award the house
cup to Slytherin. Hermione risked a glance over at the Slytherin
table and she could see Pansy and Malfoy, both looking particularly
pleased about the whole thing.

“It’s not fair,” Hermione thought as Dumbledore began to
announce the total points for each house. Gryffindor was in forth
place, 160 points behind the Slytherins, and they could have easily
been first if it hadn’t been for the 150 points that they lost
earlier that year. “We save the world from the return of
Voldemort; can’t we get a few points for that.” If anything she
wanted to win the cup just to shut Pansy up.

“Well done Slytherin,” Dumbledore was saying now. “However
recent events must be taken into account.”

Hermione looked up, genuinely interested now. Was Dumbledore
about to do what she thought he was about to do? If so, this end of
year feast would turn out to be the greatest upset in seven
years.

“I have a few last minute points to dish out,” Dumbledore said
and although he had a serious expression on his face, Hermione
could tell he was quite enjoying the intense silence. Everyone knew
what he was going to do, but no one knew how he was going to do
it.

“First to Mr. Ronald Weasley for the best played game of chess
Hogwarts has seen in many years, I award Gryffindor House fifty
points.”

Everyone at the table started cheering. Hermione smiled. This
was going to be very interesting.

As silence fell, Dumbledore continued. “Second to Ms. Hermione
Granger for the use of cool logic in the face of fire, I award
Gryffindor House fifty points.”

Hermione was so incredibly happy that words failed her. She just
buried her head in her arms and tried to keep from crying as she
remembered that this may be the last happy moment she had at
Hogwarts.

Dumbledore continued and there could be no doubt what he would
do next. “Third, to Mr. Harry Potter for pure nerve and outstanding
courage, I award Gryffindor House sixty points.”

“We’re tied with Slytherin,” Hermione shouted as everyone at the
table burst into cheers again. “Are both houses going to win the
cup?”

But to everyone’s surprise, Dumbledore wasn’t through. “There
are all kinds of courage. It takes a great deal of bravery to stand
up to our enemies but just as much to stand up to our friends. I
therefore award ten points to Mr. Neville…”

Hermione couldn’t even hear the last of Dumbledore’s sentence,
so loud were the cheers. You would have thought there was an
explosion in the great hall for almost everyone, minus the
Slytherins, was shouting. Hermione had to jump out of the way as
Gryffindors rushed to hug Neville. She smiled. If anyone deserved
to have his moment in the spotlight, it was Neville. She hoped that
Gryffindor house wouldn’t soon forget the final ten points that put
them over the top. She knew Dumbledore had done this on purpose,
and she was glad for it.

-----

Hermione didn’t tell Harry about her parents that night.
Everyone in Gryffindor was celebrating in the common room long
after the end of year feast. The Weasley twins in their usual
clandestine fashion managed to sneak a ton of sweets from the
kitchens and the party went on well into the night. Hermione joined
in the celebration, forgetting her worries for a while, just glad
to be with her two best friends for a little while longer.

“I’m never going to forget this night,” Harry told her as they
found an un-crowded corner of the common room to sit down.

“Me either,” Hermione agreed. “I wish it would never end.”

“Well, there’s always next year,” Harry grinned. “Although I
hope it’s not nearly as intense as this year has been.”

“Yeah, next year…” Hermione took a long gulp of tea to avoid
talking or looking at Harry, but it was too late, he’d caught
it.

“Something wrong?” Harry asked her.

Hermione put on a huge grin. “Not a thing! I was just thinking,
how are we going to top this next year?”

“Hmm, I think we’ll have to stop Voldemort for good next year.”
Harry said flippantly.

“Harry…” Hermione started in a chastising voice, but then she
grinned too. “Then again, I bet you could.”

“Are you kidding,” Harry laughed. “What with the cleverest witch
in Hogwarts on my side.” Ron came up to join them at that moment,
“And the bravest, most daring, Weasley to back me up, I can do
anything.”

Ron held up his glass, “I’ll drink to that.”

Harry and Hermione did the same. “Cheers.”

-----

The afterglow of the end of year feast lasted for several days.
It ended abruptly however when the exam results came out. Everyone
flitted nervously to their head of house’s offices to find out how
they faired.

Hermione was in no particular rush, not because she feared her
exam results but rather because she basically knew them already,
and they gave her no comfort. But the morning that they were
posted, Harry and Ron dragged her down with them to McGonagall’s
office to get “the verdict” as they put it.

“Top marks, I should have known,” Ron scoffed as he looked at
Hermione’s scores. “You’re top of the whole class. How do you do
it?”

“Uh, studying Ron,” Hermione said testily. “Perhaps if you tried
it some time you’d do as well.”

“You’ve got good marks too Ron, don’t complain,” Harry said
trying to stop a potential argument.

“Yeah you’re right. Hey Neville,” Ron called, “Way to go in
Herbology.”

“Yeah if it weren’t for that, my marks in potions would have
killed me,” Neville said with a slight grin.

“Don’t let Snape get you down, he’s just mad because it was your
points that beat his house,” Harry reminded him and Neville
beamed.

Hermione pulled her sheet off the wall and put it in her pocket.
“Um, I’ll be back in a bit; just have to run a quick errand,” she
muttered softly.

“Wait a minute,” Harry stopped her. “Where are you off to?”

“Owlery,” Hermione answered vaguely.

“Well we’ll come up with you; right Ron?”

But Ron was still talking with Neville. “Huh? But I promised
Neville here I’d teach him some chess strategy.”

“Oh never mind,” Hermione waved them off, “I’ll be back.” and
she started down the hall.

A few seconds later Harry had caught up with her. “I don’t want
to see another chessboard for a long time.”

“Are you following me,” Hermione teased.

“Yes, until you tell me what’s up with you?”

“What makes you think anything’s up with me?”

“Potter intuition,” Harry said with a grin.

“Very funny.”

“So what’s up?” Harry pressed.

“Nothing,”

“You’re not a good liar.”

“And you’re a nosey git!” Hermione said light-heartedly still
trying to convince him that there was nothing wrong. She didn’t
want to tell him; not now. It just wasn’t the right time. But then
again, what better opportunity would she have. Ron was off playing
chess and they were alone headed up to the owlery with no one to
interrupt them.

“Harry…”

“Yup,”

She took a deep breath and just let it all come out. “I don’t
think I’m going to be back at Hogwarts next year. When my parents
got the letter from McGonagall they went ballistic. My mum wrote me
and basically said that she’d never been more disappointed in me.
Well you know I wrote her back, of course. I tried to explain to
them that it wasn’t like what McGonagall had told them, but it
still doesn’t change the fact that I snuck out that night and they
were still really upset about how much trouble I got into, no
matter what the reason. I just don’t know what to do, Harry. I
mean, I’ve run out of ideas, which is why I’m headed up to the
owlery to send my folks my marks, you know. I mean they can’t think
I’m doing but so bad if I’m top of my class. Still I don’t think
it’ll be enough. I mean you’ve never met my father. He can be
awfully strict at times. Not that he doesn’t love me, of course but
he just wants the best for me academically and sometimes that
doesn’t fall in line with what I actually want and I really want to
stay here. I’ve never been so happy in my whole life and the
thought of not coming back is driving me out of my mind.”

Harry nodded as they entered the owlery. “I see.”

Hermione stared at him in awe. “Harry did you understand
anything that I just told you?”

“More or less,” Harry said, sitting down on a nearby crate.
“Your parents are upset about what happened when we snuck Norbert
out and they’ve threatened to pull you out of Hogwarts.”

Hermione nodded, still amazed about how calm he was about it.
“Maybe he doesn’t care whether or not I come back.”

But Harry just smiled. “You’ll be alright Hermione. I know you.
You won’t let your parents pull you out of Hogwarts. It’s not like
you to just give up on anything. You’re too stubborn.”

Hermione was writing a note to her parents on a spare bit of
parchment. Then she stuffed the note along with her marks into an
envelope and looked for an owl that was awake. “How come you have
more faith in me than I do most times?”

Harry shrugged. “I don’t know. I guess it’s the same way you
have faith in me all the time even though I don’t understand
why.”

Hermione nodded again. “I guess.” She tried to hide her face
because she knew she was starting to tear up.

Harry came up and patted her gingerly on the back. “Don’t worry
Hermione. You’re going to be okay. You’ll sort this out.”

“Thanks,” she said wiping her eyes. She busied herself with
tying her letter to a nearby owl. “I’m sorry I’m so emotional all
the time.”

“It’s okay. I’m kind of use to it by now.”

“I know, I’m such a girl.”

“You are?” Harry asked in mock-shock.

Hermione rolled her eyes with a grin. “I don’t know why I bother
with you.”

-----

Hermione definitely felt better after she talked with Harry. She
spent the last few days at Hogwarts worry free, a decidedly nice
change. She, Harry, and Ron spent their time either up in the
common room, outside playing games with their classmates, or in
Hagrid’s Hut trying to convince him that importing rare and
potentially dangerous magical creatures over the summer wasn’t a
wise idea.

The night before the train would take them back to Kings Cross
Station, Hermione packed her trunk. She seemed to have more things
going back then she remembered bringing and had to do some creative
organizing to fit it all into her trunk. Of course her plight
wasn’t nearly as bad as Parvati who had brought up a ton of extra
clothes after the Christmas holidays and hadn’t taken into account
the fact that she had to bring it all back home. Hermione obliged
her roommate by doing a compression charm which helped Parvati fit
all her clothes into her single trunk.

“I’m just glad we don’t have to carry these things down to the
entrance hall,” Lavender said as she slammed her trunk shut.

“How do they get our trunks onto the train anyway?” Parvati
asked and both girls turned to Hermione. They were used to her
always having the answers.

“I really don’t know,” Hermione answered honestly, though she’d
debated making something up just for the fun of it. “I suppose it’s
some sort of spell.”

“I swear it’s like they have some team of butlers running around
the castle that we don’t know about,” Parvati said bouncing on her
bed. “I’m going to miss it here, but I’m glad for the summer
break.”

“Me too, I miss my friends from home,” Lavender added. “What
about you Hermione?”

“Uh…” she thought for a moment. “Well you know me; I’m too into
school to care about the holidays so I’ll just be glad to get
back.”

“Oh Hermione, you need to get out more,” Parvati laughed.

-----

“Hermione Granger, muggle born, and greatest witch of her year
at Hogwarts Academy,” Ron said as they rode back to London on the
Hogwarts Express. “I don’t know what we’re going to do with you
next year. We’ll need a whole extra room just for your ego.”

“You’re the only one making a big deal about it, Ron.” Hermione
said from behind a book.

“She’s got a point,” Harry agreed.

“You two. You like ganging up on me don’t you,” Ron said in
disdain.

“You make it so easy,” Hermione said turning a page.

“She’s got a point,” Harry agreed.

Ron huffed.

“We’re nearing London,” Harry observed. “Back to the muggle
world.”

“Goodie,” Hermione said not bothering to look up from her book.
“I just hope I can get my parents to take me to Diagon Alley early
this summer. I want to get some of my books early for next term so
I can start studying.”

Harry smiled at her and she knew it was because she was already
acting positive about the possibility of coming back next year.

“Hermione!” Ron said in shock. “The break hasn’t even started
and you’re already thinking about next term?”

“And you wonder why’s she’s top of our class?” Harry
laughed.

“You act like this doesn’t bother you,” Ron said.

“It doesn’t,” Harry agreed. “I’ve learned to let Hermione be
herself.”

“That’s right because he knows that if he doesn’t, I’ll turn him
into a toad,” Hermione added dryly, fingering her wand.

“Very funny,” Ron said with a forced laugh.

“Who says I was joking?” Hermione said with the same flat
tone.

“Oh no… you’re not tricking me this time,” Ron folded his arms
determinedly.

“What are you talking about,” Harry gave him a quizzical look.
“She’s serious. She almost got caught by McGonagall when she
transfigured Pansy.”

“What?” Ron looked back and forth from Hermione, who was
suddenly looking very dangerous with her wand, to Harry who had a
very serious expression on his face. “Okay, you know what. I don’t
think you’ve got all your marbles, either of you. I’m going to go
see what Fred and George are up to. I’ll be back when she’s calmed
down a bit.” He stumbled backwards out of the compartment.

“Do you think he’ll ever learn?” Harry said with a grin.

“Nope,” Hermione said returning to her book and they both
started laughing. After a bit, she put the book back down. “Harry,
did you know that I came to visit you when you were in the hospital
wing unconscious?”

“You did?”

“Yes, I used your invisibility cloak to sneak down to the
hospital wing since I had it with me before you woke up,” Hermione
admitted. “I sat with you for two nights, just waiting to see if
you would cone ‘round.”

“I don’t understand,” Harry said.

“I just was worried about you, that’s all,” Hermione put the
book back up to hide her blushing face.

“Well thanks. It’s nice to know I had you looking out for me,”
Harry mused. “I’ve never had any real good friends like you and Ron
before.”

“Me either,” Hermione said quickly. “You two really changed my
life.”

“Yes I’d say you’ve loosened up a bit,” Harry chuckled.

“That’s not what I meant,” Hermione said with mock-sternness.
“But yes, I’ve loosened up too, I guess. I’ve become Hermione the
rebel.”

“I wouldn’t go that far,” Harry said.

“You just wait ‘til next year,” Hermione said with a brief grin,
but then she frowned. “That’s if I’m here of course.”

“You will be,” Harry assured her.

-----

“It’s not funny!” Ron huffed. “I can’t believe you two. You
can’t joke about things like that.”

Hermione and Harry only laughed.

The queue to get from Platform 9 ¾ to the muggle station was far
longer than it was during the Christmas holidays. Because of this
it looked like it would take a good fifteen minutes before the
guard would let Hermione, Harry, and Ron through. Many people
walked by wishing Harry well and Hermione still marveled at how
fickle people could be. If he hadn’t almost gotten himself killed
and won Gryffindor the house cup in the process would they be as
friendly? She decided not to worry about it though. Ron was right,
it didn’t matter how fickle everyone else was at least Harry knew
who his friends were.

As they waited, they made tentative plans to meet at Ron’s
during the summer. Hermione was glad for this because she knew
she’d need a reason to get out of the house for a while over break
especially if she planned on having heated debates with her parents
about whether or not she could return to Hogwarts.

“This is taking forever,” Ron moaned.

“I know,” Hermione’s shifted anxiously. “Hold my space, will
you? I’m going to go get something real quick,” and she ducked out
of the line.

Hermione walked back up the platform and found what she was
looking for. A vendor was selling copies of the Daily Prophet, the
wizarding newspaper. She only had a few sickles left but it was
more than enough to get a copy of the paper, which was only five
kunts. As she turned to head back to the queue, Hermione noticed
another man with several owls. She realized very quickly that he
was running a small owl post office. This made Hermione think of
something.

“Excuse me, sir,” she said coming up to him. “I don’t have an
owl and I’m going to be isolated from the wizarding world all
break. How do I send post?”

“Well that’s not a problem little witch. Lot’s of wizards and
witches don’t have owls of their own. All you need are some stamps
and you’ll be able to send post.”

“Stamps?” Hermione repeated knowing that there had to be more to
this then what she was thinking.

“Yes, wizard’s stamps. Just place one on any envelope and a post
owl will come within 24 hours to collect your letter,
guaranteed.”

“Really?” Hermione said in awe. “That’s amazing. Where can I get
some stamps and how much do they cost?”

“I can sell you some right now,” he said reaching into his stand
and pulling out a small book. “Ten stamps, only three sickles.”

Hermione dug into her pockets. She only had three sickles and a
few knuts left but she felt that stamps would be worth the last
little bit of her money if it meant she’d be able to write to her
friends over the summer, so she bought them.

“Good you’re back,” Ron said when she returned. “We’re almost at
the barrier.”

A few minutes later they stepped onto the muggle platform.
Hermione didn’t see her parents anywhere so she waited with Harry
and Ron. She watched in amusement as a girl started pointing at
Harry. She had flaming red hair and looked vaguely familiar. The
young girl and her mother pushed their way forward and Hermione
finally realized this must be Ron’s mother and younger sister. It
was obvious the younger one had a slight crush on Harry.

“He’s just got all the girls eating out of his hands,”
Hermione thought with a grin.

“Busy year?” Mrs. Weasley asked as she greeted them and Hermione
had the distinct feeling that she must have found out about what
happened at Hogwarts despite the fact that Dumbledore was keeping
the story under wraps and away from the general wizarding
populous.

As they stood with the Weasley family, another man stepped up to
them. Hermione looked him over. He was tall, bulky, with a mustache
and an intense almost angry look on his face.

“Ready, are you?” he said shortly to Harry. This must have been
Harry’s uncle.

Mrs. Weasley tried to make conversation with him, but he just
blew her off and started away telling Harry to hurry up.

Harry winced a bit but still hung back for a moment. “See you
over the summer then,” he said in a hopeful voice.

Hermione was still overcome with shock at the way Harry’s uncle
had acted. “Hope you have… uh… a good holiday.”

Harry gave her one of his famous half grins. “Oh, I will,” he
assured them.

Hermione wondered how he could be smiling at a time like this
but she soon found out the reason.

“They don’t know we’re not allowed to use magic at home. I’m
going to have a lot of fun with Dudley this summer.”

Hermione giggled. “Sound’s like a plan.”

Ron couldn’t help but laugh as well. “You’re getting as bad as
Hermione.”

“Come on boy!” Harry’s uncle shouted from his car and it made
Harry jump a bit.

“Well I better get going,” he said, grabbing his trunk. The
Weasleys were also gathering their ranks to leave. “Write me and
let me know what happens with your folks, alright?” he said quickly
to Hermione.

She gave Harry a hug and nodded. “I will, don’t worry.”

Just as Harry left, Hermione heard someone calling her name. She
spun on her heels and found her father and mother standing a ways
away. Her mom was smiling; her father had a sober look on his
face.

She walked up to them timidly. “Uh hi mum, dad. Did you get my
owl?”

“Yes we did,” Her father started in a curt voice. “But don’t
think for a moment that overshadows the last letter we received
from your school.” He produced a piece of parchment from his pocket
and Hermione could see the Hogwarts crest on it. “Allow me to read
you some of the more memorable parts.” He cleared his throat. “‘It
is rare that a Hogwarts student shows such courage, skill, and
intellect in the face of overwhelming odds.’”

Hermione looked shocked. What was he reading?

Mr. Granger continued. “‘Your daughter has shown that she is a
truly gifted witch in many ways this year and we look forward to
having her back at Hogwarts next year. Yours Sincerely, Professor
Albus Dumbledore; Headmaster: Hogwarts School of Witchcraft and
Wizardry.’”

“Professor Dumbledore wrote you?” Hermione asked
flabbergasted.

Mrs. Granger knelt down to look her daughter in the eyes. “He
not only wrote us but he told us everything about how you and your
friends passed through all of those obstacles in an effort to
protect your school. He said that he knew that if any students in
the school had the potential it was you three, which is why he
wasn’t surprised when you succeeded.”

“Hermione, I’m very proud of you,” her father was saying now.
“This letter from your headmaster has nothing but praise for you.
He said you showed real logic and cunning, the kind of traits I
brought you up to have.”

“So you’re not still mad at me about what happened earlier this
year?” Hermione asked hopefully.

“You’re not completely out of the woods on that, little missy,
dragon or no dragon.” her mother said seriously, even though she
was smiling.

“But,” her father added quickly. “I’m sure you’ll be able to
make up for your little transgression long before it’s time to go
back to Hogwarts next term.”

“I can go back?” Hermione almost jumped for joy.

“Of course; I wouldn’t want to disappoint your headmaster now
would I? He might turn me into a frog or whatnot.”

Hermione laughed as she hugged her father and mother. Suddenly
there was a loud yelp nearby. Hermione peered over her mother’s
shoulder and saw that Harry was still in the station. His uncle was
trying without success to load the heavy trunk into the car and he
had dropped it on his foot.

Hermione caught Harry’s eyes as she continued to hug her mom.
She gave him the thumbs up and mouthed the words “I’m coming back.”
Harry grinned and gave her a knowing wink as he slid into the
backseat of his aunt and uncle’s car.

“So Hermione,” her mother said as the three of them started for
the station exit. “Do you feel more like a real witch now that
you’re past your first year at school?”

“I think I’ve finally realized that I was never any less of a
witch than any of the other students at my school,” Hermione
answered thoughtfully. “It was all in my head. I can do anything
that the others can do even though I’m muggle-born and I’ve proven
that.”

“Of course, Hermione,” Mr. Granger said proudly. “I’ve always
told you, you can do whatever you put your mind to.”

“That’s because I’m a Granger.” Hermione beamed. “And Grangers
can do anything.”







20. Comments and FAQ

Well, I hope you enjoyed reading the fic as much as I enjoyed
writing it (late at night when I should have been asleep). I’d like
to give special thanks to two FF.net persons: Archforge and Heaven.
They were both very helpful in the logistics of writing this, my
first fan fiction and also offered me constructive comments and
criticism. Below is a list of all the questions people have asked
me so far. I may update it soon if other questions come up that I
feel should be addressed.

A few quick facts about me, the author, that seem to have been
muddled along the way.

1. Despite the fact that I write from Hermione’s point of view,
I am indeed a GUY; a 22 year old (straight) guy to be exact.

2. I don’t hate Ron. However in my fic Hermione does seem to
enjoy messing with his mind. But if you were Hermione… would you
really be able to resist? See!

3. Despite the fact that I strongly state that I’m a fan of
Harry and Hermione getting together. I honestly don’t care enough
either way to have arguments about it. So all those people who
disagree or are for Ron/Hermione, you’ll all okay in my book. I’m
too laid back to get into debates about it, after all, this is
fiction.

Now On To the FAQ!

Q. Are you going to do all four (or however many are out)
books from Hermione’s point of view?

A. Yes I am. At the time of this writing, only the first four
books are out and I hope to have all of my fan fics done before the
fifth one is out. After the fifth comes out I will do that too. I
will do Hermione’s summer months in the same format that J K
Rowling does Harry’s summer month (the summer before each school
year is covered in each book). I’m doing the books in order. YES,
I’m doing Chamber of Secrets, despite Hermione’s short lived role
in the book, I still have a plan for this book and I think you’ll
be very pleased.

Q. Where do you get your facts about the Harry Potter world
from?

A. It’s a little known fact that I’ve actually never read
the Harry Potter series. How can this be? Well I actually have all
4 books on tape as read by the renowned Jim Dale. These books are
unabridged meaning that every single word is read just like you
were reading the book yourself (no narration or dialog is skipped)
and I have listened to them countless times. Harry Potter is the
only series of books I’ve done this way and I thought it was pretty
cool but Jim Dale is fantastic. The only downfall to having never
seen the words on paper is that sometimes I misspell things in my
fic.

Aside from having committed all the books to memory, I rely on
the Harry Potter Lexicon
(http://www.i2k.com/~svderark/lexicon/index-2.html). It is in my
opinion the authority on the Harry Potter world and it has never
steered me wrong. It’s also the way I know how much time is skipped
between the major events in the real stories and thus am able to
fill in the gaps in time.

I don’t use the movie as a primary source of information because
the move isn’t the book and is too far off in my opinion. Yes I
“read” the books long before I saw the movie. I’m not saying the
movie was bad (I bought the DVD for crying out loud), but think
about it, if you went and saw the movie and then read the book,
you’d be REALLY confused. I did use one little tiny cute thing from
the movie because it didn’t contradict the book. Those of you who
know the books and movie inside out like me, know what it was.

Q. Is this an AU (Alternate Universe) Story?

A. Everyone keeps asking me if (or telling me that) this is an
AU story? That’s not my goal. My goal is to provide a plausible
storyline between the gaps that are in each book. Obviously there
are going to be some inconsistencies and I am going to take a
little liberty here and there but remember I’m making all this up
anyway as none of it really did happen in the story (fan fiction
remember). If this really seems so far off that it’s an AU then I’m
not doing my job right.

Q. Why do you think Harry & Hermione should get
together?

A. Well, I actually am of the opinion that it’s what J K Rowling
herself is headed for. If you read enough of her books you know
that the plot is never going in the direction you think it is. She
always keeps you guessing and she never makes the obvious move.
Well the obvious move right now would be Hermione and Ron because
all the signs point to it, right? So we know she’s not going
to do that because she never does something that obvious. My reason
for Harry and Hermione is simple. At the end of book 4, Hermione
did something she’d never done before as they left Platform 9 ¾,
she kissed Harry. That was all the sign I needed to know where her
heart really was. But hey I could be wrong.

Q. Why did you decide Hermione’s wand should have a Sphinx
hair for its core?

A. Well Sphinxes are supposed to be strong and intelligent,
which is how I view Hermione. As we’ve watched Hermione grow
through these books, we see that she also starts to view herself
that way as well. It just seemed appropriate even if it’s not true.
In response to one reviewer’s comments I did think of Centaurs but
dismissed the idea because I got the impression Hermione doesn’t
really like Centaurs because they read the stars and “Professor
McGonagall says that’s a very imprecise branch of magic.” So
there’s my reason for that.

Q. What’s with this “Anne” character? Why did you add her and
what role will she play?

A. Anne has a very specific role. You’ll see in my next fic.

Q. What if something in one of the later (unpublished) Harry
Potter books contradicts what you wrote in this fic?

A. I’ll do like any good politician and back peddle! Whenever I
find a MAJOR contradiction I just go back and try to adjust my fic.
I also try to be as vague as possible on things that I think may
come up later. For instance, I never say what Hermione’s parent’s
name’s are or where she actually lives because there is a fairly
good chance this may be revealed later.

Q. Your conversion of wizard money to pounds seems wrong
according to the CNN conversion calculator.

A. According to the Harry Potter Lexicon
(http://www.i2k.com/~svderark/lexicon/index-2.html) the CNN
conversion calculator is wrong because it uses a bad value for its
basis. I use what is considered the correct conversion according to
an interview with J K Rowling as described in the Lexicon.

Q. You allude to Gryffindor Tower being on the fourth floor
of the castle. Isn’t that wrong?

A. Yes, according to the Lexicon the tower is on the seventh
floor of the castle (and fourth doesn’t make since simply taking
into consideration the size of the castle anyway). What I actually
allude to is that on some instances the characters climb up “4
flights of stairs” to reach the tower. This is entirely possible
considering the layout of the castle; also it is mentioned in the
books as well so that’s why I use it. I just assume that this must
be the quickest route to the tower from the entrance hall.

Q. I found xxx error in your fic.

A. I’m always open to hearing any mistake in my fan fiction
EXCEPT GRAMMAR. I honestly don’t care about bad grammar in my fan
fictions because I just write these for fun. If you want to tell me
about a mistake with character names, location, etc., write it in a
review. However be polite about it. If I find that it’s something I
truly didn’t mean to do, then I’ll probably fix it by the next day.
However sometimes I do mean it and it’s my fic so I reserve the
right.

Q. I have a criticism about your fic.

A. Yea! I am always open to criticism as long as you’re not
harsh about it (I believe you call that flaming). If you think I
could have done something better then I need to know that “for it
is criticism, not praise, that makes a good writer.” So feel free
to say so in a review. However, unlike with errors I don’t usually
change the fic for critiques, I just learn from them and fix it in
my next writing.

Q. Why are Pansy and Draco always together in your fic? Are
you alluding to a relationship between them?

A. No, it was purely coincidence. After all this is from
Hermione’s point of view and to her Pansy is more of a menace than
Malfoy’s thugs.

Q. I noticed that you did “XXX” in this parallel of
Sorcerer’s Stone how are you going to handle it when “XXX” comes up
in a later book.

A. I’ve already got that covered. I thought about all four
currently written books when I started this fan fiction so I know
how I’m going to handle the parallels of the other three books. The
challenge comes if something in the unpublished books contradicts
my fics.

Q. I really wanted Harry and Hermione to get together in this
fic. How come they didn’t?

A. Because Harry and Hermione didn’t get together at the end of
Sorcerer’s Stone or any of the four currently published books for
that matter and I’m writing parallels so I have to stick to what
happens.

Q. What will you do if Ron and Hermione get together in book
5 or later?

A. I’ll gag myself with a spoon! The thought of Ron and Hermione
together makes me physically nauseous. The same thing goes for
Harry/Cho and Harry/Ginny… however those are much easier to write
parallels to from Hermione’s point of view. Honestly though if it
actually happens, I’ll just go with the flow or write AU or
something. I don’t know. I have a feeling that JKR will just
surprise us all by doing something completely unexpected and no one
will get their wish.
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