
        

            The Letter

            Solomon Aegis

            Rating: PG

            Genres: Angst, Romance

            Relationships: Harry & Hermione

            Book: Harry & Hermione, Books 1 - 6

            Published: 01/08/2005

            Last Updated: 30/12/2006

            Status: completed

            Ron is having second thoughts and decides to tell Harry in a letter. Unfortuneately for Ron Hermione reads it. CHAPTER THREE AN ADMISSION FROM THE AUTHOR.PLEASE READ AND WAIT.

        
        

            Chapters

            
                					The Letter

					The Letter 2

					untitled

					untitled


            

        
        

1. The Letter

Disclaimer

The characters and universe created by J.K.Rowling are hers
alone. As imitation is the sincerest form of flattery I hope this
story can be taken in that way.

The Letter

The preparations for Bill and Fleur’s wedding, which was to take
place in two days time, had reached a fever pitch. Mrs Weasley,
Ginny and Hermione were so involved that they were unaware of the
tensions that had built up over the last week or so elsewhere in
the camp.

Maybe Ginny had noticed, but although she understood Harry’s
reasons for shutting her out of his life, it still hurt, so she
didn’t concentrate her thoughts on him. She knew Harry was
miserable but then he had a lot of things to be miserable about,
she was unaware that his most recent cause was her slightly older
brother.

Hermione hadn’t noticed either, helping Mrs Weasley with the
wedding arrangements and her burgeoning relationship with Ron had
blinded her to all else. She was in a sense happy and for the
moment Harry Potter was low down in her priorities.

So it came as a bit of a shock to her that on going up to her
room that evening she found a note on her bed written in Harry’s
untidy scrawl. It was very short.

Dear Hermione

Please don’t worry about me, I understand now Ron has
explained. Thanks for your help in the past. See you
sometime.

Love Harry.

Ron had headed to his room, which he had been sharing with
Harry, at the same time as Hermione had come up, he had changed
into his pyjamas and was about to get into his own bed when he
glanced across at Harry’s. The letter he had written him was
scrunched up on the bed spread, he reached across and picked it up,
he felt a little twinge of guilt but then his resolve hardened, his
decision had been correct for all of them, of that there was no
doubt. He made to throw the parchment into the bin when the door to
his bedroom banged open and his vision of loveliness stood in its
frame.

‘Hi’ he said with a smile ‘to what do I owe the pleasure of your
company tonight fair maiden.’

The reply he received was not what he was expecting.

‘Cut the crap Ron, where’s Harry? Does he tell you in your
letter?’

‘Uh…my letter?’

‘Yes your one from Harry, you’re holding it.’

‘OH…’ he said the penny dropping at last ‘that’s not from Harry,
this is the one I wrote to Harry.’

Hermione couldn’t get her head around what Ron had just said as
it made absolutely no sense.

‘Why on earth would you write a letter to Harry, you’ve been
with him most of the time? Haven’t you?’

‘Ah…no…not really. We haven’t been talking much, it’s all been a
little difficult and you see I needed to tell Harry how we really
felt about this looking for Voldemort’s …err… horroxes. You know
now things have changed. Like us and our future. I thought I could
explain it better in a letter, I mean you know how I find it hard
to …err… like I can’t tell anyone how to…Uh… Perhaps you should
read what I wrote to him.’

Ron watched as Hermione uncrumpled the parchment and began to
read, he knew she would agree with what he had done. It was their
future that was important now, if things went badly in England
there was nothing to stop them going abroad there were too many
wizards out there for ‘him’ to control them all.

Ron watched as Hermione began to frown, it was OK, she loved
him, she might care for Harry, but she loved him, and he loved her,
and wanted her safe.

Ron watched as Hermione began to shake, she must have reached
that bit about how their love was the most wonderful thing that had
ever happened, and why he had made the decision he had.

Ron watched as Hermione sat down heavily on the end of Harry’s
bed, she seemed to be shaking her head, was there something he had
forgotten to put in the letter,…no he had covered all the bases, he
was sure he had left nothing out.

Ron watched as the first tear dropped on to the parchment held
in her hands.

………………………

Hermione snatched the crumpled parchment from Ron’s hand and
opening it up began to read.

Dear Harry

Look mate you know how hard it is for me to explain things
out right so I thought it would be best if I wrote it down instead.
We, that is Herms (Hermione) and I know that since Dumbledore’s
death you have been a bit down in the dumps, and in order to cheer
you up we said that we would be with you whatever. Well it’s like
this, now that Herms and I have you know ‘found’ each other and our
relationship is going very well, it alters the picture a
bit.

Hermione frowned at the words on the parchment she wasn’t sure
she was really reading them correctly.

You see there is no way I will allow Herms to put herself in
any danger. I know that if you ask her she would follow you and
possibly with what you have to do she could get herself killed and
I can’t permit her to do that. I don’t want her to get filled with
all sorts of noble ideas that finishing off Voldemort is the most
important thing, when it is our love and future which is
important.

There was something very wrong here. Hermione found that her
hands had started to shake, she could feel the heat rising in her
face, but she kept her head down and continued to read.

I don’t wish to play you down but you couldn’t even get the
better of Snape last term, so your chances with Voldemort aren’t
good. Are they? And it stands to reason that anyone with you will
go the same way.

I mean we do wish you luck and all that and no one would be
more pleased than us if you were to, by some miracle, pull it off.
However I have made the decision that you will have to go on
without us. I would rather you didn’t confuse Herms by talking to
her before you go, now she is with me I have to make decisions for
both of us, and I don’t want these decisions open for
discussion.

Hermione felt her legs lose their strength and she dropped down
on to Harry’s bed. She couldn’t believe what she had been reading,
she tried to deny that these words were actually written down in
front of her and shook her head, but the words remained.

So there it is that is the way we really feel about it,
probably better if you don’t hang around for too long now. Will
understand if you don’t say goodbye.

Good luck Harry.

Your best mate Ron (and Herms as well)

Hermione felt the tears well up in her eyes, she couldn’t
prevent the first from splashing down on to the parchment.

She was hard put to describe the feelings coursing through her
at that particular moment but she tried.

Anger, yes there was definitely anger.

Disbelief, oh yeah, she really had that one.

Betrayal, she wasn’t sure, she had never been betrayed before,
but it did seem to fit.

Sadness, that was the one. Sadness that Harry had actually read
this drivel. Sadness that he had accepted it, and gone away.
Sadness that Ron thought so little of their friendship that he
could drive away the only other boy Hermione had ever had any
feelings for. A sadness so deep and profound that she could find no
way to express it other that the tears which were falling freely
now.

Then there was a voice which invaded that well of sadness.

‘Well what do you think, took me a while to write it I can tell
you, but I am pretty sure I got it right in the end?’

Hermione shut her eyes, the words she heard were as bad as the
ones she had just read, and the sadness suddenly wasn’t enough, and
the anger that had been sitting in the wings waiting, burst
forth.

‘HOW COULD YOU DO THIS TO HARRY’

Ron’s mouth dropped open.

‘YOU KNEW HOW HE WAS FEELING, HOW WELL HE WAS FIGHTING ALL THAT
SORROW, HOW HE KNEW THAT FOR ALL OUR FUTURES HE WOULD HAVE TO
DESTROY VOLDEMORT ON HIS OWN. THAT THE ONLY CRUMB OF COMFORT THAT
HE HAD WAS THAT THE THREE OF US WOULD BE TOGETHER. AND YOU EVEN
TOOK THAT AWAY FROM HIM.’

‘But Herms I was only thinking of you and your happiness.’

Hermione could feel her head beginning to spin, her anger
reached such a level that the air around her began to spark and
crackle.

‘HOW DARE YOU DECIDE TO MAKE DECISIONS FOR ME. YOU DO NOT OWN ME
RONALD WEASLEY. NO ONE OWNS ME, AND DON’T YOU EVER, EVER CALL ME
HERMS AGAIN. MY NAME IS HERMIONE.’

With a detonation that blew the windows out of Ron’s room, and
the door off its hinges, Hermione vanished.

Mr and Mrs Weasley rushed up the stairs and appeared in the
doorway seconds after the detonation. They found Ron crawling out
from where he had been blown under his upturned bed. He was ashen
faced and had a nose bleed.

‘What in Merlin’s name has been going on here?’ said Mr Weasley
‘we could hear Hermione shouting from downstairs, then this
explosion, Ron explain.’

Ron pointed down, with a shaking hand, to a singed piece of
parchment which had settled on the floor.

As Mr Weasley bent to pick it up Ron his voice shaking in fear
and realisation of what he had done, said. ‘Oh Mum, Dad, I think I
have just made the biggest mistake of my life. What am I going to
do?’

Ron’s parents read the letter and Ron could see the looks of
incredularity spread across their faces. They looked up at their
youngest son and Ron was left in no doubt that he had really made a
mess of this one.

…………………………….

There was a stream which ran through the field next to the
Burrow and that was where Hermione found herself standing. She
hadn’t set a destination in her mind when she had apparated, she
had just let go. As she calmed down and her eyes became used to the
dark she remembered that this was the last place that she and Harry
had been alone together.

It was when, yesterday… no two days ago now; they had been
talking about old times at school, the times when the adventures
were fun, the times when the thoughts of facing Voldemort were a
long way off.

Now Harry was gone to who knows where, driven away by that great
long prat who thought he owned her. Hermione sat on the log seat
close to the bank, buried her face in her hands and cried.

Her sobs were so loud as to drown out the footsteps of the dark
shadow that approached her from behind. The shadow grew as it
extended its arms and the first that Hermione was aware of it was
as a warm woollen cloak was being draped over her shoulders.

‘Hi’

‘Thanks Ginny’

‘Oh Hermione I’ve just heard what my bloody brother has done. I
couldn’t believe he could be so stupid. Poor Harry, we have to do
something, he won’t stand a chance on his own.’

Hermione said nothing and Ginny continued, ‘You know I really
miss being with him, he was so lonely at the end of last term; it
broke my heart to see him like that. I have had a crush on him
since, well since the first time I saw him and what with you and
Ron and every thing else I just let my emotions free. It was
wonderful for me and while it lasted I think he enjoyed it
too.’

Hermione’s bushy haired head turned towards the younger girl,
‘He did Ginny, he was the happiest I have ever seen him, and he
told me so.’

‘He told you?’

‘Yes’

‘But why would he tell you?’

‘Oh Ginny… Why?... Because we have always told each other these
things, almost from the beginning. I have never been able to keep a
secret from Harry and he, despite trying, has never been able to
keep a secret from me. It’s just the way it’s been between us.’

Ginny suddenly saw something that had never occurred to her
before. She had assumed like everyone else, including probably
Harry and Hermione, that they were just the closest of friends, but
now she could see something more. Were they in love? No… not in
love. What they had was more than a teenage infatuation. They were
two sides of the same coin, they depended on each other for the
magic to work between them. She knew that separated neither of them
would survive very long, how painful and disastrous had been those
times at school when their friendship had slipped just a
little.

But sometimes even with the two of them it hadn’t been enough,
there had always been three and probably though at this time she
hated to consider it, they were going to need Ron as well. This
awful situation was going to take some fixing; she decided to test
the water.

‘Err… what about Ron?’

Ginny could feel Hermione stiffen and a coldness came into her
voice. ‘If I ever see your brother again it will be too soon, he
and I are finished.’

‘Hermione please don’t be cross with me but I can see where he
is coming from.’

‘WHAT?’

‘Ron’s scared, we all are, but Ron despite being in Gryffindor,
has never been the bravest. He has seen Bill injured, Dumbledore
killed, that really got to him, and Snape run to the other side
beating Harry in the process. Then he… well hooked up with you and
it gave him something to hang onto, and he doesn’t want to lose
it.’

Hermione surprised herself by remaining calm. ‘And that gives
him the excuse to treat Harry and me in that despicable way?’

‘No Hermione not an excuse, just a reason.’

‘I don’t know Ginny, I don’t know if I will ever be able to
forgive him, and if anything happens to Harry because of what he
has done there won’t be a hole big enough for him to hide in he’ll
have both me and Voldemort after him, and he better pray that
Voldemort is the one who finds him.’

‘Well’ Ginny thought ‘if she can joke maybe all it not lost’,
she looked at Hermione and the expression on her face, she was
joking, wasn’t she?

‘The most important thing now is to find Harry’ Hermione said
‘There aren’t that many places he would run to, I will have to
visit them all. I’ll get him eventually.’

‘Where are you going to start?’

‘Not sure yet, I need to think about it.’ Hermione placed a hand
on Ginny’s shoulder and drew her into a hug, ‘Thanks Ginny, you’ve
been a great help as usual. I’ll get in touch when I find Harry.
I’ll leave Ron to you.’

‘Don’t worry Hermione I’ll sort out the idiot, you find the
hero. You three have been through too much to let it all end this
way. Good luck.’ With that Ginny turned briskly so that Hermione
wouldn’t see the tears which had suddenly sprung into her eyes and
headed back to the house.

Hermione sat quietly for a while, she knew that Ginny would stop
anyone disturbing her, and tried to think where Harry would have
gone. In her mind she pictured all the places she and Harry had
visited. All those which held happy memories had been tainted in
some way and she knew Harry would avoid them. There were only two
places which had never changed as far as Harry was concerned, one
because he had never been there, and one because he had always
hated it. So what was it to be, Godrics Hollow or Privet Drive?

With a CRACK Hermione apparated away from the Burrow. From his
bedroom window, or what was left of it, Ron watched as her shadowy
figure vanished. He heard someone behind him and turned hoping it
was Hermione, but it was his sister.

‘Ron I think you and I need a very long talk.’

Ron hung his head, he had a feeling that this was going to be
very painful.

‘Yes Ginny.’

…………………………………….

The house was in darkness the whole area around it was quiet.
The witch walked up to the front door drew her wand and muttered
‘Alohomora’ the lock gave a click and the door swung open.
She stepped inside careful not to make a sound, a quick check
confirmed that the ground floor was unoccupied, so she turned back
into the hall and headed for the stairs. She hoped none of them
would squeak and give away her presence, reaching the landing she
studied each of the doors in turn, picking the one she knew
concealed him she walked towards it. Placing her hand on the door
knob she slowly turned it and opened the door.

The room wasn’t very large and had very little furniture, a bed,
a desk and a wardrobe.

Lying on the bed was a very familiar figure he was still fully
clothed, with his wand held loosely in his hand, his mop of black
untidy hair was a mess. He was deeply asleep; the sleep of
exhaustion, the witch moved to the side of the bed and gently sat
herself down on it, she stared at those features so etched in her
mind. Even in sleep his brow was furrowed with worry, a brow that
held a scar in the shape of a bolt of lightning. The figure on the
bed stirred then started up as he realised there was someone in the
room with him.

‘It’s OK it’s only me’ was the whispered reassurance.

‘Hermione how…why…what…are you doing here?’

‘I am here because you need me and I am here because this is
where I want to be.’

‘But the letter?’

‘The letter was rubbish Harry, written by someone, who if I am
not mistaken knows now that it was a huge error, by someone who is
suffering the biggest bat bogey hex of all time, if I know his
sister.’

‘But how did you find me. I thought this would be the last place
anyone would look.’

She laughed ‘You’re right this would be the last place a wizard
would look, remember they have no logic, but I am me and you will
not hide from me again Harry Potter.’

In this room a young witch and a wizard were reunited, although
really they had never been apart for the binds which held them
together were much stronger that even they knew. They held each
other through the night, she happy that she had found him and him
happy that he wasn’t going to have to do this on his own after
all.

Hermione eventually drifted off to sleep her head resting on
Harry’s shoulder, Harry felt her relax against him. He knew that
she wasn’t his, from what she had said she wasn’t anyone’s. He
didn’t care right now, she was Hermione, and if that is all she
remained then that was fine by him, all he knew was, was that he
needed her and that she was here.

Sleep had now claimed them both and they would need all the rest
they could get. They had Horcruxes to find and an evil wizard to
kill, but they would not do it alone. It was a job that needed
friends and allies for it to be successful, and they would find
both before their journey was done.

In the next room Petunia Dursley smiled, it was amazing how
acute her hearing had become these days. She was glad, from what
she had overheard she knew that Harry had found some happiness, it
was about time. Perhaps she would get up early and make them some
breakfast, yes, they would have to leave before Vernon woke. She
smiled to herself again, turned over and went back to sleep.







2. The Letter 2

The Letter 2

The sun had barely risen and the light in the streets outside
was that bluish grey colour most people never see. Harry and
Hermione were woken from their slumbers by a quiet but insistent
tapping on the window. Harry stirred first and as he surfaced he
felt the warm presence of the witch by his side still cuddled under
his arm.

The fact that she was here had changed his whole outlook on
life. Yesterday he had contemplated a short trip to the ministry
and a quick step through the veil, at least it would have been
painless, and maybe on the other side he would have found friends,
but now it was the last thing on his mind, maybe, just maybe, there
was a chance again.

The tapping intruded on his thoughts and moving carefully so as
to disturb his still sleepy partner as little as possible, he got
up and opened the window. The large snowy owl which had been
perched on the window sill hopped into the room and with a muted
hoot greeted her owner.

‘Hello girl now I have two friends with me, things are looking
up.’ He stroked the birds head and received a gentle nip for his
pains.

Hedwig held out her leg and Harry undid the ribbon holding the
message to it. He rummaged around in the drawer of his old desk and
found a few owl treats which didn’t look too far past their sell by
date. The owl accepted his offering then hopped to her old perch
and took a drink from the water bowl.

The young witch on the bed stretched, and yawned as Harry went
back to sit beside her.

‘Hi sleepy head.’

‘Hi yourself, you OK Harry.’

He smiled, ‘Yeah, never better.’

She gave a quiet giggle. ‘Hedwig bring a letter?’

Harry unrolled the parchment. ‘More a note really, it’s to you
from Ginny.’

‘What does she say?’

Harry read out loud. ‘Hermione; sent Hedwig to you as I don’t
know if you have found Harry yet. Keep her with you and send her
back when you do. I have found out what my prat of a brother has
been up to and why he acted the way he did. By the way he is
really, really sorry, but I’ll explain more when you find Harry.
Give him my love, Ginny.’

Hermione watched Harry as he put down the note. ‘She still loves
you, you know.’

‘Yes, I know, that’s what makes it all so difficult.’

‘Umm… What do you think Ron has been doing?’

Harry was a little surprised at the sudden change of subject.
‘Oh…Err… I don’t know, mixing his potions most likely.’ He
suggested with a laugh. ‘That letter was so out of the blue not
like him at all; something must have set him off.’

‘Well he’s eighteen and he thinks he’s in love sometimes that is
enough, but it will be a hard job for him to wriggle out of this
one.’

Harry didn’t want to start talking about love again it was
causing him a peculiar kind of pain even thinking about it at the
moment, so this time he changed the subject.

‘So what are we going to do now?’

Hermione looked shrewdly at him ‘OK Harry I’ll play
along’ ‘Well I’m starving how about some food.’

‘Good idea but we’ll need to be quiet the Dursleys don’t know I
am here. We could grab some breakfast and get out of here.’

Hermione looked at the sleeping Hedwig. ‘If we wrote a note
would she take it when she’s rested.’

‘She take it now if I asked her’ Harry said fondly. ‘but yes no
problem.’

Hermione found an old piece of parchment and scribbled a few
lines.

‘I’ve told her that I found you first guess, and she’s to send
Hedwig in a few days to you so that we can keep in touch. Do you
want me to send her your love?’

Harry looked hard at Hermione he noticed that she wasn’t smiling
at her jibe.

‘No’ he said ‘not now.’ And he turned to leave the bedroom, so
he missed the slight upturning of her mouth as she tied the note to
Hedwig’s leg.

‘No hurry girl, when you’re ready.’ A sleepy hoot was heard in
return.

Hermione followed Harry down the stairs and into the kitchen
where she ran into the back of him as he had stopped suddenly in
the doorway. For there in the kitchen with a boiling kettle of
water in her hand was Harry’s aunt Petunia, and what was even more
unsettling was that she was smiling.

‘Hello Harry dear and Hermione isn’t it?’

As Harry seemed completely lost for words Hermione answered,
‘Err… yes that’s right. Good morning Mrs Dursley.’

Harry didn’t move, Hermione thought he looked as if someone had
just dumped a bucket of freezing water over him, or maybe that
someone should dump a bucket of freezing water over him.

Harry voice tried to make a come back. ‘Err…What’s going
on?’

Petunia smiled again and Harry was beginning to become very
irritated by that smile.

‘I just thought you should have some breakfast before you left,
before he gets up.’ She turned her eyes up to indicate her still
sleeping husband.

Hermione pushed past a still immobile Harry and stared intently
at his aunt, who smiled at her.

‘How long?’ Hermione asked

The smile on Petunia’s face slipped a little. ‘About three
weeks, just like that, it all came back.’

‘Hermione what are you talking about.’

‘Harry perhaps it isn’t obvious to you but the signs are all
there. Your aunt has been under an enchantment,’ she turned back to
Petunia, ‘Do you know when it started.’

‘Yes when I read that first letter from Albus Dumbledore, the
day you arrived Harry. The day after Lily was killed.’ The memory
was too much for her and she shakily sat at the kitchen table.
Harry was amazed to see tears of sadness in her eyes.

‘But I don’t understand’ said Harry in frustration.

Hermione decided to take control at that point. ‘Sit down have
some toast and tea and I will try to explain.’

Harry did as he was asked and with the three of them sitting
quietly Hermione began.

‘I would guess from your aunt’s reaction that she was actually
closer to your mother that you ever believed, but being married to
Mr. Muggle upstairs, she never showed it outwardly, she had to keep
it covered. Before you came here Harry I would imagine that she
purposely kept you, your parents and the wizarding world as a topic
not to be discussed, being as your uncle was so xenophobic. Then
you arrived and with you the knowledge that your mother was dead,
your aunt would not have been able to hide her response to that and
so Dumbledore enchanted the parchment of his letter to act on those
who read it.’

‘But Hermione enchantments like that don’t work on muggles,
there has to be a belief that they will work for them to work, and
muggles don’t have that.’

Hermione nodded and looked from Harry to his aunt. ‘Yes Harry
you’re right they won’t work on muggles, but then your aunt isn’t a
muggle. Are you Petunia?’

There was silence for a moment then Harry’s aunt sighed ‘No’ she
said.

‘You’re a witch or a squib?’ said Harry with disbelief

His aunt looked at him reproachfully. ‘No Harry not witch and
not a squib, I am a spike.’

‘OK, lost again, what’s a spike?’

Hermione butted in ‘It’s a slang term for a medumonis that is
someone who has some magical power but cannot cast spells.’ She
could see Harry was confused. ‘Look a squib is some one born in a
wizarding family who to all intents is a muggle. A spike is someone
who should be a witch or wizard but doesn’t have all the magical
powers, and can come from either muggle or wizard family. Calling
them a ‘spike’ is a cruel play on words, like mudblood. A spike is
usually something with a sharp end but in this instance it is used
to mean a wizard or witch without a point.’

Harry considered this information ‘So you have some magical
powers then aunt Petunia?’

‘Well really nothing, but I used to be able to see much further
than I should, I’m not sure if that’s come back. However my hearing
is greatly improved again, that’s how I knew you were here.’

‘I think the theory is Harry, that for medumonii the power that
normally makes you into a witch or wizard is diverted into the
normal senses, and makes them much more acute.’ explained
Hermione

‘OK got that now, but what was the point of the enchanted
letter? What was Dumbledore up to?’

Hermione thought for a moment. ‘Dumbledore knew that for his
plan to work your aunt had to remain true to your uncle’s
perception of what he expected her to think of you, and so he
repressed her real feelings and what little power she had with the
enchantment. It ensured protection for you and for her.’

‘So why has she had this sudden change of heart?’ Harry’s voice
still held disbelief.

‘Because when Dumbledore died your aunt was freed, all his
enchantments, wards, spells, anything he set up have died with
him.’

‘Oh… yeah I’d sort of forgotten’ and Harry felt his emotions,
concerning his old Headmaster, rising all over again.

Petunia Dursley rose from the table and busied herself at the
kitchen sink, while Harry regained his composure. A little while
later when Harry and Hermione had finished their breakfast they
then readied themselves to leave; at the front door Petunia stopped
Harry with a hand on his shoulder. He turned to look at the only
real connection to his family he had.

‘Harry, I hope you find what you are looking for in life, I know
I haven’t been any help in the past, but if there is anything I can
do, I am here.’

‘Thank-you aunt Petunia…’ It seemed that Harry was going to say
more when a bellow from upstairs shattered the air.

‘PETUNIA WHERE ARE YOU, I CAN’T FIND A CLEAN PAIR OF SOCKS.’

She turned and called up the stairs. ‘Coming Vernon!’ then to
Harry ‘Quickly before he comes down, good luck to both of you.’
With that she returned to the hall and shut the front door.

…………………..

Harry and Hermione walked into the centre of Little Whinging
while they decided what to do next. As they were low on funds the
decision was reasonably easy. They apparated to the lane outside
the Leaky Cauldron, checking that no one had seen them arrive; they
opened the door and entered the pub.

It was so early that the pub was empty Tom the barman was the
only other person there. Hermione booked them a room for later and
then they continued on through the pub out into Diagon Alley.

It was as deserted as the pub had been and all the shops were
still closed, they knew of only one place they would get a response
from at this hour and that led them to Number 93 the home of
Weasleys Wizarding Wheezes. Harry banged on the door for several
minutes before a red haired head poked out of one of the upstairs
windows.

‘Who’s making all that racket?’

‘It’s us, let us in, please!’

‘Harry? Hermione? OH… hang on I’ll be down in a mo.’

The flat that Fred and George Weasley lived in over the shop was
very small, hardly big enough for the two of them, but it was dry
and cheap.

The four of them sat perched on various oddments of furniture
that were scattered around the living room.

They talked a little but Harry felt that the twins were holding
back on something they did not seem their normal selves. Harry
thought while Hermione was asking them if they had gathered any
information that might be useful to them. Then he understood what
was worrying them.

‘Ron’ Harry just said the name, and the conversation
stopped.

Neither of the twins would look at either Harry or Hermione.

‘Fred, George if you know something about Ron you’d better tell
us.’ Harry winced Hermione was using her old school prefects
voice.

‘Ah…’ said Fred

‘Well…’ said George

‘It wasn’t really our fault’ they both said together.

‘Explain’ said Hermione coldly.

‘We supplied Ron with one or two things, all harmless really,
nothing underhand, it’s just we didn’t know he was going to use
them all at the same time.’

‘What have you been giving him and how long has this been going
on’

‘Since you all came to the shop last, we felt a bit rotten about
the way we treated him, so we sent him a few presents.’

‘Carry on’ obviously Hermione was not going to let this one
drop.

‘Well the first one was a simple potion we call it Getawitch.’
Hermione looked horrified, ‘Drink it and wham.’

‘Wham?’ said Hermione.

‘Yeah wham, the first witch you meet will be swept of her feet.
Only Ron bumped into Lavender Brown instead of y……’

‘Instead of… who?’ The temperature in the room dropped
considerably at this quietly spoken question.

‘Err… instead of you Hermione.’

‘Go on’ was all she said.

‘Then we gave him a sort of perfume, Whiffright for Wizards.
This only works if the witch has been previously exposed to
Amortentia. It’s all very complex but basically the Wiffright is
able to mimic the desired aroma that Amortentia has aroused, can be
very effective.

Harry noticed that Hermione had gone a rather peculiar
colour

‘And Ron was using this stuff’ he asked

‘Yes right up to the day of the funeral’

Hermione asked where the bathroom was and disappeared into
it.

So that’s what has been making act so odd over the last few
weeks? The after effects of, what was it, Whiffright.’

‘No Harry that’s what we couldn’t understand Whiffright doesn’t
have any after effects. Unless you count getting married to the
wrong person, but we have a disclaimer on the bottle to cover
that.’ Harry didn’t laugh.

‘Err…We think that Ron started using Felix Felicis and then may
have gone back on the Whiffright again.’

‘Hang on you two what do you mean that’s what you think he’s
been doing. Ron’s not good enough at potions to make Felix Felicis
himself, and why would he want to use it anyway.’

‘Oh Merlin.’ The twins could see no way out of this but by
coming clean. ‘We made the liquid luck for him. After Dumbledore
died Ron could suddenly see that his chances of survival had
plummeted so if he was to stay with you he felt he was going to
need all the luck he could get. Ron’s human Harry we can’t all be
heroes. Liquid courage Harry, even muggles use that term.
Unfortunately there must be something in the Whiffright that reacts
with a component of the Felix Felicis, all is deepest fears
surfaced and he felt brave enough to tell you, well sort of. Add to
that the recklessness and giddiness that using Felix Felicis causes
when you use it too much and you have the Ron effect. We only
realised when Ginny told us what happened.’

‘OK but what about Hermione, what about her feelings, didn’t Ron
care what he could be doing to her?’

‘Of course he cared, he must have done, there needs to be some
attraction already there for the Wiffright to work properly. It
won’t work between complete strangers, so maybe them getting
together was meant to be.’

‘Well she’s hardly a stranger to him you plonkers they’ve known
each other for six years, and how could there not be feelings
between them, any more than how could I not have feelings for
her.’

Harry realised that the twins were not looking at him but to
someone standing by the bathroom door. He turned slowly and saw
that Hermione was back and had been listening.

She had been crying, no she was still crying, he watched the
tears run down her face and the rise and fall of her shoulders as
she silently sobbed. She walked the few steps toward him threw her
arms around his neck and pulled him close. He wrapped his arms
around her waist and held her to him rocking her gently from side
to side as her sobs subsided.

When she was calm again Harry threw the twins one last look
which left them in no doubt that if or when Harry returned they
would have a lot to answer for.

‘Come on we are going’ he said gently to her, she nodded her
agreement, then Harry led Hermione out of the flat down into Diagon
Alley again.

The two of them visited Gringotts and replenished their depleted
purse, then spent the morning looking in some of the more obscure
shops for items that might help them on their quest.

They returned to the Leaky Cauldron for a meal and then having
been awake since the crack of dawn, retired to their room to rest.
Hermione had been very quiet since their visit to the twins shop;
she had a lot to think about and it was going to take her some time
to sort it all out in her head.

She knew Ron had been chasing her for years now, and up to this
year she had resisted. She knew in her heart of hearts that even
though their biggest arguments had happened when they were much
younger, the scars they left had never really gone away. Sure she
had feelings for the big prat, but those scars had stopped her from
falling in love with him, until this year. Now that she knew Ron
had been playing with love potions she couldn’t be sure that even
that love was real.

Did she blame Ron for using the Felix Felicis she thought he was
an idiot for trying it but Dumbledore dying like that had given
them all a sense of impending mortality. If he couldn’t survive who
could? She understood even if she couldn’t condone.

Then there was Harry she could see him now. She was sitting at
the dresser brushing out her hair it seemed to take longer to do
each day and there he was in the mirror.

He was half lying on the bed reading a small book they had found
in one of the shops in Knockturn Alley.

So serious even more so since he had lost Dumbledore he was the
only one who had remained focused, or at least had given that
impression. That’s what frightened her about him, she knew what he
had to do and she knew what he had to face. She wasn’t sure that
she had the courage to risk getting too close to him then losing
him again but if he didn’t succeed would she want to live in a
world ruled by Voldemort, would she be allowed to live in a world
ruled by Voldemort. Her dad would have called it a catch 22
situation. ‘You’re damned if you do girl, and you’re damned if you
don’t.’

There was a bit of a tangle in her hair at the back where it was
hard to reach she struggled for a moment then she felt a hand on
hers.

‘Here let me do that, I’ve had a lot of experience with unruly
hair.’ His face smiled at her from the mirror.

Hermione relinquished the brush to Harry who stood behind her
and gently drew it through her hair. She could feel the touch of
his hands so soothing; she closed her eyes remembering the way her
mother used to do the self same thing for her. The memory caught
her emotions and she felt safe and happy as those hands brushed her
cares away.

She dared to open her eyes and in the mirror were eyes of
brilliant green staring back at her. She could see the wetness of
those eyes as he fought to keep his emotions in check, his hand
continued to caress her hair until she could stand it no more. She
stood and turned to him.

‘Oh Harry!’ she encircled his neck with her arms and fell into a
kiss that would last her a life time.

She didn’t know where it would all end but she knew now that she
could never give up on the man who carried that famous scar.

A/N I have marked this fic as completed for the moment. It has
given me a break from my other story, and a chance to settle after
HPB. However I feel that this story has a long way to go and I have
two years before JKR shoots me down in flames, so god or who ever
you commune with, willing there will be more to come at some
stage.

In case you wondered and couldn’t be bothered to look it up
Medumonis is pseudo Latin for some one who wanders in the middle.
Why ‘spike’ well there’s Hermione’s explanation and also that it
can mean to stop something working properly, like to spike a gun.
Sorry ‘bout that but tis really ‘ard thinkin’ up Rowlingesque
words.

Solomon Aegis.
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Chapter Three

Weddings and Birthdays

There was silence in that room situated above the bar of the
grimiest pub in London. Not that you would have heard any noise or
even found the location of the Leaky Cauldron and the room it
contained unless you were a witch or a wizard. The witch and wizard
who occupied the room were lying on the large four poster bed
trying to rest although it was only eight in the evening. They had
been awake and busy for the best part of sixteen hours, but if
Harry had to be honest it was the occurrence of the last ten
minutes that had really tired him out, and left him emotionally
drained. Hermione had kissed him …not a friendly peck on the cheek,
or the tighter hug and kiss that followed a miraculous escape from
imminent death; this had been a full blown, deeply felt, bit of
mouth to mouth resuscitation.

This is the start of the third chapter of a story that stared
life as The Letter, which has now been transfigured into Harry
Potter And The Final Enchantment which will be posted next
year.

I had not intended to write another story but these two short
chapters kept prodding me in the back of the head saying “Go on
write a bit more.” So I have succumbed and Harry Potter And The
Final Enchantment is the result. Although Letter 1 and Letter 2
form the basis of the first two chapters of HPFE there are major
differences and additions to the original script so please read
them and don’t jump straight to chapter three. Thanks for all your
reviews on The Letter I hope you find HPFE much better.

Solomon Aegis.

England, December 2006.
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