Trials And Tribulations

Harry Potter lay on the grass outside the home of his aunt and uncle on the day of his cousin's birthday. Every other year, Harry had dreaded this day, as it meant he had to go to Mrs. Figgs house. Not today, Mrs Figg was on holiday, and the last time the Dursley's had had to take Harry with them on Dudley's birthday outing, their son had ended up in the snake tank at the zoo. This year, however, they had locked him out of the house, with the order that the back yard was to be weeded by the time they got back. Harry took the oppurtunity to be lazy, even if it meant he'd have to work harder and faster towards the end of the day. Harry was no ordinary boy. Harry was a wizard and would be starting his 5th year at Hogwarts School of Witchcraft and Wizadry in just a little over 2 months. No one knew exactly where Hogwarts was, as it is impossible to plot it on a map, due to the various charms surrounding the school. Harry couldn't wait to start again, even though his last year had ended disastorously, because Hogwarts was the only true home he'd ever known. 

Harry had watched through blurred vision the resurrection of his enemy, the Dark Lord Voldemort, and witnessed one of his school mates be killed by his fathers "friend" Peter Pettigrew. Harry hadn't slept properly all summer, being haunted night and day by images of Cedric, and the gut feeling that his death was all Harry's fault. Whenever Harry was in this frame of mind, he could hear, very clearly, the voices of his two best friends, Ron Weasley and Hermione Granger. Ron would say, if he knew that Harry blamed himself "Come on mate, you know it wasn't your fault. You didn't put the wand in Wormtails hand." Hermione would say "I read somewhere that wizards had a higher chance of feeling misplaced guilt than muggles, because the power we have makes it harder for us to justify the things that happen in our lives. It's ok Harry, you know really that it wasn't your fault." 

Just as the dialogue was running through his head, something hit him in the side of it. It could only mean one thing. Ron had sent him a letter, with his owl, Pig. Harry hastily picked Pig up off the grass before he could fly away again and opened Rons note. 

Harry, 

How's your summer been? Have big news, already out the door to come for you. Will use Ministry car be there in ten! Be ready. 

Ron. 

Harry jumped up off the ground. What the...?? Ron was coming to get him now?? In a Ministry car? But I can't get inside, I can't get my things, oh no. Before he had time to really think it through however, Mr Weasley was standing before him. Looking awfully tired, and not even close to his cheery self, he had Harry's trunk and Hedwig's cage lying at his feet. At Harry's puzzled look he said "I apparated inside when no one answered the door and I saw you from your window. We really need to go Harry, come on." With that, Harry was whisked away to the car in the front, only to find his two best friends on the back seat, both dressed formally and both looking very apprehensive.

Harry didn't have a chance to question them, as Ron jumped in straight away. 

"Harry, I don't want you to think we were keeping anything from you. We only found out ourselves yesterday, and Dumbledore said it would be best if you didn't know, but Mum went mental and sent him ten howlers yesterday afternoon, saying you had a right a to know and that you're almost 15 and that it was unfair to keep it from you and by then it was too late to explain it all by Owl and so we thought it best to come and get you and take you back to our place til it starts this afternoon." Harry, still having no idea what on earth they were talking looked on in silence as Ron rambled nonsense without taking a breath, and Hermione sat beside him and nodded as if this kind of thing was perfectly normal. Harry then noticed, that Ron was looking around awkwardly and Hermione had tears in her eyes. 

"Guys, please, what's going on?? You know I'm kept out of touch with the Dursley's I have no clue what you're on about"

Before either of them could answer, they had arrived at the Burrow, and Harry was being pulled out of the car by Mrs Weasley, probably Harry's favourite woman in the whole wide world. 

"Harry dear, we've been so worried! Come inside, you must be hungry and we don't have much time before we must be off." 

Harry, still being kept in the dark, wanted to explode his curiousity was so great, but after everything the Weasley's had done for him, he didn't want to seem rude by declining lunch and dragging Ron upstairs to tell him everything. However, as lunch progressed, Harry was wishing he'd done just that. He'd never seen the Weasley's so subdued. Even Fred and George were quiet, and nothing had exploded in the full 30 minutes since Harry had arrived at the Burrow. Obviously, whatever was going on was bad, very bad news. Harry wasn't sure whether he actually wanted to know, and decided to wait until someone said something. Just then, Mrs Weasley stood up from the table and ordered Ron to take Harry upstairs and help him get ready.

The two friends raced upstairs, and Harry was pumping Ron with questions before he could shut the door. 

"Harry, calm down. This is going to be a bit of a shock for you, but Sirius is getting a trial." Harry's heart dropped to his stomach and his head went light. At Ron's next word, however, Harry had to sit down. 

"Today. Since the end of the Triwizard tournament, there have been attacks on muggles and some wizarding families. Nothing like what it was when he killed your mum and dad Harry, but attacks just the same. Lots of wizards have reported seeing wormtail, which means Fudge is finally prepared to listen to what happened in third year Harry. You'll be put under the truth syrum." Ron took a deep breath as a big wide, happy grin broke out on Harry's face. "Don't get your hopes up yet Harry, the trial will be held in front of a Jury, and if Sirius loses, the dementors will be bought in immediately."

“I know Ron, I'm glad you came and got me, I have nothing to wear though!!" 

"It's ok, mum borrowed some money off Dumbledore and bought you some robes. They're in my wardrobe, I'll leave you to it." 

"Ummm, Ron, you guys will be coming too won't you? I don't think I could stand it if you weren't there. All of you." 

"Course we'll be there you git. You think I dress like this for fun??" With a semi-reassuring grin, Ron left Harry to get dressed. 

He went downstairs about 20 minutes later, and found the whole Weasley family waiting for him. Fred and George approached and asked if he wanted them to try and get his hair in order. 

"We promise, Harry, that we won't do anything to make it stupid. Despite what some people think -" George looked pointedly at his little sister "- we can actually realise the gravity of certain situations." Harry said they could try, but alas, whatever they were trying didn't work and it was time to leave. Harry found himself wrapped in hugs by his surrogate family, as he'd be taken into a witness room as soon as they arrived at the ministry. Harry started feeling very very nervous. It wasn't about leaving the Dursley's anymore. It was about seeing that wormtail was punished for his betrayal, and that Sirius was finally able to live and breathe as a human, and not a dog. Harry didn't think of his own freedom at all as they packed themselves into two ministry cars and were driven to the Ministry of Magic building.

Harry didn't have time to be impressed by the Ministry of Magic headquaters, he was taken away to another room as soon as they got there. He looked back to see the Weasleys and Hermione trying to sort themselves into some resemblance of organisation as they made their way to the court room. Harry was led to the witness room, which was almost bare except for a very comfortable chair and was given the details of the trial by a ministry official, who Harry recognised as Percy's Ravenclaw girlfriend, Penelope Clearwater. 

"Every witness in this trial has been placed in a seperate room and will be given the truth syrum by me before their testimony. The witnesses have been given a priority order and the court feels that, apart from the accused, Sirius Black, you will be left most affected by the outcome of the trial, therefore you will testify first. You will then be lead from the stand to your sponsor." 

"My sponsor?" 

"Yes." Penelope said clearly. "Mr. Arthur Weasley has agreed to sponsor you, that is, take care of you, for the remainder of the summer, depending on the outcome of the trial. Every underage wizard who testifies in a murder trial must be given a sponsor. The trial will begin shortly Mr Potter, and will not be easy on you. It is my job to ensure that you are fully prepared for what you are about to endure." Penelope then went on the explain the strength and after affects of the potion Harry was about to take. He listened carefully and nodded when she asked him if he was prepared to testify under the potion. Her eyes twinkled as she wished him luck and led him to the door adjoining the court room. Penelope administered the potion and walked hurriedly away. Harry assumed she was prepping the other witnesses. It seemed as if the truth potion had wiped away his nerves, and he walked confidentally through the door and into the witness stand, and didn't even notice that around 400 people were crammed in that room, or that there had been a collective gasp when his name was called.

Harry was in a daze as he sat in the witness chair. Penelope had told him that this would happen, but he didn't even realise it. Nor did he realise that it was Cornelius Fudge himself that opened the questioning. 

"Harry Potter. Can you hear me?" 
"Yes." 
"I'm going to ask you some questions that we all know the answer to, to be sure that the truth syrum has indeed taken affect. Do you understand?" 
"Yes." 
"Are you a 4th year student at the Hogwarts School of Witchcraft and Wizadry." 
"No. Fifth." 
"Is your birthday the 31st of July, 1980?" 
"Yes." 
"Are you the only child of Lily and James Potter?" 
"Yes." 
"Ok, Harry, now I must ask you some questions regarding the criminal Sirius Black. Are you aware that he has been convicted of the murder of 12 muggles and one wizard, Peter Pettigrew?" 
"Yes." 
"Do you believe the accusations to be true?" 
"No." 
"And why is that." 
"Because I've seen Peter Pettigrew myself on two occasions, and heard him admit to being a servant of Voldemort." 
"Is it true, Harry, that Mr Sirius Black and Mr Remus Lupin were threatening him with the death curse at the time of this confession." 
"No, they threatened to kill him afterwards. And I saw, with my own eyes, Peter restoring Voldemort to human form." 
"Thank you. That will be all from me your Honour." 
The judge then called Albus Dumbledore up to start his questioning. Harry didn't register that it was his headmaster defending Sirius and was surprised when he heard 
"I have no further questions for this witness your Honour." Harry was led back to the Weasleys, but was still feeling hazy.

The judge called a recess, so that the jury could contemplate Harrys testimony. Mrs Weasley dragged Harry outside for some fresh air and so that he could shake off the affects of the potion. The two of them stood in silence for ten minutes, before making their way back into the room. Harry, feeling so much better, took a seat between Ron and Hermione and nodded when they both asked if he was ok. It was only then that he was able to recognise the situation for what it was. Sirius was no where to be seen, Harry assumed he was in a witness room as well, and Dumbledore and Fudge were sitting at two tables at the very front of the room. The Judge, who Harry didn't recognise, and jury, who Harry didn't even look at, returned and the trial resumed. It was Dumbledores turn to call and question a witness and he stood and said 
"I call one Lucius Malfoy to the witness stand." 
The room was silent, and so tense Harry thought he could cut that atmosphere with a knife. He had no idea what Malfoy had to do with all of this, but he was sure Dumbledore had his reasons. Malfoy then walked into the room, and was taken by Penelope to the witness stand. The same procedure was carried out with him as with Harry, ensuring that the truth potion was taking affect. 
Dumbledore then began and what was to come amazed every body.

"Lucius Malfoy, are you a willing and able follower of the Dark Lord Voldemort?" 
Fudge stayed quiet, though Harry could tell he was fuming, as he kept glaring at Dumbledore. 
"Yes." All chaos broke loose in the court room, Harry looked over and saw Mrs Malfoy burst into tears and people were yelling and shouting and jumping out of their seats everywhere. The judge placed a silencing charm on every one but Malfoy, Dumbledore and himself, though people continued jumping out of their seats. 
"And did you once see Sirius Black serve Voldemort during his reign?" 
"No. We had tried to convert him, my lord wanted the Potters, but he wouldn't be swayed. I remember the celebration we had once Pettigrew informed our master that he knew of the Potters whereabouts." 
"And you, Mr. Malfoy, how did you feel at the news?" 
"Ecstatic of course. Our lord had promised those truly loyal to him absolute power. I was in that category." 
Harry couldn't believe his ears. Lucius Malfoy had just confessed in a court of wizarding law, that he was a death eater. A willing and able death eater. 
Dumbledore continued 
"You are sure that Sirius Black was never serving your lord, Voldemort, that he never betrayed the Potters?" 
"I am certain." 
"I have no further questions your Honour." Harry turned in shock and amazement to Ron and Hermione, he was sure the three of them were wearing identical looks on their faces. The trial, however, wasn't over yet and Harry tried to refocus. Fudge stood up and could only ask one question, as that was all that was needed. 
"Surely, Mr. Malfoy, you were being manipulated by the Dark Lord, under a curse or other such powerful spell." 
"No I was not. I served, and continue to serve, my master willingly and to the best of my ability. I believe in the killing of mudbloods." Fudge could only stammer in amazement as the judge ordered the arrest of Lucius Malfoy, took the silencing charm off the group, and called yet another recess.

Harry, Ron, Hermione and Ginny all rushed outside, to be followed slowly by the rest of the Weasley. Mr Weasley's smile was particularly smug. 

The four students jumped up and down with excitement and Ron was the first to voice his excitement at the arrest of Lucius Malfoy. 

"I wonder if Draco will be at Hogwarts now, if his mother, being too ashamed of the fact that her husband has ruined the family name, will keep her precious son at home schooling. That would be wicked! Ow! Hermione! what did you do that for?" Hermione looked pointedly at where Harry and Ginny were standing. They both looked very awkward and were very red in the face. Ginny had her own personal reasons for hating Lucius Malfoy. In her first year, the man had slipped a diary of Voldemorts into her couldrun which had almost resulted in her dying in the Chamber of Secrets. Harry, however had saved her, increasing her hero worship of him. 

"What the hell?" Ron whispered to Hermione. 
"I don't know Ron, Ginny had tears in her eyes when we came outside and whispered something to Harry, I didn't hear what it was, but it made him hug her and then look like that." 
Ron snorted then turned pale and the grin was wiped from his face. 
"Hermione, you don't think..." 
"That Harry's realising Ginny's more than your little sister? I think - " But before Hermione could finish her sentence, the recess was called to an end and they all hurried back inside, Harry and Ginny walking very far apart from each other and still red in the face. It was time for Sirius' testimony. Harry felt as if his stomach was tied in knots that would never come undone.

The judge wasn't taking any chances this time and a silencing charm was placed on the room atraight away. Sirius was brought in, his feet and hands tied up. Harry wanted to run to him, tell him everything was going to be OK. Sirius looked like a fireghtened little kid. It was once again Fudge's turn to open the questioning. After testing the syrum, the real questions began. 

"Sirius Black, were you ever working for the Dark Lord Voldemort." 
"No sir, I was not." 
"Were you not the Potters secret keeper?" 
"Yes. I was." 
"And you are claiming that it was not you who passed on the information to the Dark Lord, regarding the Potter family." 
"Yes sir I am." 
Fudge sneered at this, and looked smugly at Sirius. 
"I have no further questions." 
Dumbledore stood up, and Harry, not for the first time, could see why he was considered the most powerful wizard of his time. He demanded respect and oozed power just by standing up from his chair. His eyes sparkled once more behind his glasses before they turned serious. 

"Mr. Black, is it true that you talked the Potters into swapping to Peter Pettigrew as their secret keeper?" 
"Yes, that's correct." 
"What were your reasons for this?" 
"My close relationship with the Potters was no secret. Voldemort was getting closer to finding them, and I knew that it would be an obvious choice for them to make me their secret keeper. I wanted to throw him off the trail, and I knew we had a spy among us. I never thought it would be Peter." 
"Was it you that blew up the 12 muggles after an argument you had with Peter Pettigrew?" 
"No sir." 
"Was it the work of Mr. Pettigrew?" 
"Yes sir. Pettigrew is an illegal Anigami, and transfigured himself shortly thereafter, taking shelter in the Weasley family as their pet rat." 
"So you did not betray the Potters? You did not kill Peter Pettigrew, nor are you responsible for the death of 12 muggles. Is this correct?" 
"Yes sir. That is correct." 
"Thank you, Sirius. The defense rests your honour." 
Sirius was led away to another room and the court was adjourned. The Weasley's, Harry and Hermione made their way to a Wizarding cafe across the street for dinner. Harry didn't feel like eating. He just wanted to talk to Sirius. If he was found guilty, he'd be sentenced to a Dementors kiss, and all life would be taken from his body, though he'd continue to breathe. The full impact of the trial had finally hit Harry, and he could hardly believe that just that morning, he'd been lying in the backyard of his aunt and uncles house and now he was with the possibility of losing the only real family he'd ever had.

Dinner seemed to drag on forever. Ginny sat next to Harry and patted his hand every now and then, just to let him know she was there. Harry didn't even notice, but everyone else at their table did, and Ron didn't look too pleased. It was just half an hour before Penelope Clearwater could be seen in the cafe door way. She approached Mr. Weasley. 

"The jury's back sir." 
"Thank you Miss Clearwater. Right, let's go then. How are you Harry?" 
Harry could only nod, having no idea on Wizarding court cases, he was unsure as to whether such a quick deliberation was a good thing or not. They always seemed to take forever on the minimal television he'd been allowed to watch. He was sure this was bad. Mrs. Weasley seemed to read his mind. 

"Harry dear, the jury is always quick when a truth potion is involved, especially one as strong as this. The jury needs only to look at the facts, as there is no way to lie under the potion. Not even Dumbledore could do it." 

Harry made his way back to the court house, his heart a little lighter. He felt a sudden warmth in his right hand and looked to see Ginny gripping it with her own. She was blushing red, and wouldn't look at him, but he appreaciated her thought anyway. Suddenly, Hermione was on his other side, and Ron was charging on in front. If Harry hadn't been feeling so bad, he would have found their formation amusing. 

They refound their seats, and all of Harry's hopes were dashed when a sudden cold gripped the air. The dementors were close, and as he looked at Dumbledores face, he couldn't help but feel worse. Ginny was gripping his hand tightly now, though he hardly noticed, and Ron too, had placed a hand on his shoulder. Hermione was gripping Ron's hand tightly too. They loved Sirius as well, but their concern was all for Harry at this moment. 

Sirius was led back in to stand next to Dumbledore in front of the Judge, whose booming voice echoed around the room. 

"Mr. Sirius Black, former employee of the British branch of the Ministry of Magic. Do you understand the charges you have faced in this court room today, and the consequences you will face should you be convicted?" 
Sirius turned around and spoke directly at Harry. 
"I do your honour." 
"Very well. Mr. Fletcher, chairman of the impartial Jury deciding the outcome of this case, have you and your fellow witch and wizards considered all the facts heard today and reached a verdict?" 
"We have your honour." 
"What say you?" 
"In the case of the wizarding world vs. Sirius Black, we find the defendant NOT GUILTY." 
The court room errupted into chaos, most of the people there had heard the entire trial and cheered for Sirius. Harry watched as Sirius' legs collapsed beneath him, saw him shaking with silent sobs, and broke free of the Weasley's, who'd jumped on him as soon as Mr. Fletcher read the verdict. He made his way to the front of his room, willing his legs to move just that much faster, though they felt like he was walking through mud. He stood in front of Sirius, who by this time had composed himself, and they just stared at each other. Finally, Harry moved first and was wrapped in a fierce hug and, despite his size, lifted off the ground. 
"I'm free Harry!! I can't believe it!" 
Harry had to shout over the crowd. 
"We both are Sirius! We both are!" And scarily identical grins spread over their faces.

Due to Wizarding law, Harry had to stay at the Weasley's for the summer, as Mr. Weasley had sponsored him. Mrs Weasley announced a celebatory party at the Burrow for later that evening and anyone who wanted to be there was welcome. Harry felt like he was walking on cloud nine. He had a home. Well, as soon Sirius got one organised that is. It was lucky that Harry was sponsored by Mr Weasley, as he had no where to go otherwise. He'd left the Dursley's without a word and he now never intended to go back there again, and Sirius had to hunt around for a house and was currently staying with Dumbledore. 

Harry had never seen so many people before, all crammed in to the one space. Eventually they spilled outside, and Sirius remained the centre of attention. Harry, Ron and Hermione found a quiet corner of the garden where they could sit and talk about everything that had happened that day. As soon as the oppurtunity arose, Hermione wrapped her arms around Harry's neck and sobbed on his shoulder. Harry exchanged a scared glance with Ron, who could do nothing but shrug his shoulders. 

"I'm just so happy for you both!" Hermione exclaimed. 
"So am I Herm, doesn't mean I'm gonna ruin Harry's only good top." Instead of snarling as she normally would Hermione just chuckled and said 
"Shuddup Ron!" 
"Nah, mate, I'm happy for you two. Finally get rid of those filthy muggles and Sirius is finally free." 
"Err, thanks guys." An awkward pause followed, broken by Ginny walking up and plonking herslf on the ground. Harry and Ginny looked at each other and to the ground and this went on for quite a while before Hermione jumped up and made Ron go with her to get a drink. 

The remaining pair looked at the ground some more before Ginny finally stammered 
"Ummm, thanks for what you said, at the court house, about Malfoy." 
"That's ok Ginny, I meant it. I'd do anything to protect any of you. You've done so much for me." Harry wondered where that had come from. 
"B-b-but I haven't done anything for you. Except nearly get you killed." 
"You were there for me today. All of you. You have no idea..." 
Harry looked up to see Ron storming back across the lawn, Hermione jogging beside him, trying to pull on his arm. Harry grinned as Ron sat down. 
"She wasn't even thirsty!" Hermione just rolled her eyes and said something under her breath that sounded suspiciously like "boys."

As the night wore on, more and more people started to leave the party. Finally, it came time for Sirius to go. He was walking with Harry in the garden, having what could only be described as a father to son chat. 

"Thanks for being there today Harry." 
"Where else would I have been Sirius?" 
"Anywhere but near those dementors." 
Harry grimaced at that but plunged in, he needed to make his godfather understand. 
"If being near the dementors meant being able to support you, and see you finally set free, then it was an effort I was prepared to make." Sirius shifted uncomfortably and Harry quickly changed the subject. 
"So when do you think you'll find a house?" 
"Well, that's tricky, there's a lot of paper work to be done, and I was thinking of paying the Dursley's a visit." 
"WHAT?? Why?!?" Harry couldn't understand anyone paying the Dursley's a visit voluntarily. 
"To tell them to keep their fingers away from my godson. And leave them some money for raising you." 
Harry was speechless, he couldn't believe it. He tried to picture Uncle Vernon's face when Sirius showed up, told them off and left them money. They'd hate it, he was sure. The thought made him chuckle, and the chuckle turned to a full belly laugh when he looked at the grin on Sirius' face. It was his first real laugh since the Triwizard Tournament, and Harry had almost forgotten how good it felt. 

"I can't wait to move in with you." He said softly. Sirius put a hand on Harry's shoulder. 
"And I can't wait to keep the promise I made to your parents. I'll let you know as soon as I find something ok? And you let me know if you need anything." Harry nodded, and with a faint pop Sirius was gone. 

Harry walked back towards the Burrow and his smile faded when he heard two very distinct voices coming from the third floor. 

"Bloody hell Hermione, I didn't - " 
"I don't care what you did or didn't mean Ron Weasley. Why I didn't go to Bulgaria is no concern of yours!!" Harry rolled his eyes. Again, it was time to try and make peace.

He made his way into the Burrow and was surprised to see Ginny standing in his way at the bottom of the stairs. She was backed up by Fred and George.

“What are you guys up to?” 

Ginny answered.

“Well, Harry, we decided that if you constantly get in the middle of Ron and Hermione’s fights –“

“Which must get very tiring – “

“Since they happen so bloody often-“

“They’d never ahem, make up, if you know what we mean”

Harry stared blankly at the three Weasleys, trying hard to figurd out who said what. Then he realised what they’d actually said, and a broad smile spread across his face. Could Ron and Hermione really be that obvious? That everyone had been able to work it out? Then Harry thought back on the argument the two had had in the common room after the Yule Ball last year, and decided that would have been hard to miss. He looked nonchalantly at the group before him.

“Anyone for Exploding Snap?” The four Hogwarts Students decided to ignore the yelling being heard as they walked, laughing, in to the lounge room.

Meanwhile, up near Ron’s bedroom door…

“Honestly Ron, what is your problem??” Hermione was beyond frustration now, Ron wasn’t making any sense.

“I don’t know what you’re talking about Hermione, all I asked was why you didn’t go visit little Vicky in Bulgaria, and you hit the roof!” The two were standing nose to nose now, it was uncanny how much Ron looked like his mother at that moment.

“I would like to inform you, Ron, that it is very rare for me to hit the roof! How dare you imply you did nothing to provoke me! Arrrrrrggggghhhhh, there’s no talking to you! Go away and leave me be!”

“You go away! This is my bedroom door!” With that Ron walked through it, slamming it shut behind him. It sprang back open and Ron turned to shut it again, catching a glimpse of Hermione, wiping tears from her eyes, storming down to Ginny’s room. Ignoring the feeling in the pit of his stomach, he slammed the door again and muttered something to himself that could have been “she bloody well started it.”

The four downstairs heard the slamming of two doors and the lack of shouting. Harry and Ginny exchanged a glance and then Ginny spoke.

“You take Ron, I’ll talk to Hermione.” She looked at her brothers “And you two stay away, at least for a while alright?” Fred and George nodded, trying to look innocent, though neither Ginny or Harry were entirely convinced. 

“Do you think they’ll ever well, errr, you know –“ Harry blushed to the roots of his hair, which made Ginny giggle, which made her blush.

“I don’t know Harry, but I sure hope so. Maybe if they do ummm, err, well, you know –“ It was Ginny’s turn to blush  “- they’ll stop arguing so much.” They stopped as they reached Ginny’s room, they could hear muffled sobs coming through the door. Harry looked in the direction of Ron’s room and then to Ginny.

“Good luck.” He gave her a crooked smile.

“You too.” 

Ginny made her way into her own room as Harry made his way to confront his best friend.

Harry knocked tentativley on Ron’s door.

“Come in!” Came the very grumpy voice on the other side of the door. Harry took a deep breath and stepped inside.

“Harry, if you’ve come to tell me to apologise, you can forget it. She’s impossible! I swear, I did nothing wrong this time, and she just started yelling at me! Every time I mention Viktor –“ Ron practically spat out the name “- she gets all defensive. Nope, I’m not apologising this time, she can come to me if she wants to still be friends.”

Harry waited patiently for Ron to finish his tirade.

“I didn’t come to tell you to apologise Ron.”

“You didn’t??”

“Nope. I just wanted to see if you were ok.”

“Oh. Yeah, I guess I am. It’s Hermione who has a problem.”

“Maybe you should forget about Viktor. She didn’t go to Bulgaria, Ron and she would have if she, you know, liked him or whatever.” Harry watched Ron’s ears go red.

“I don’t care if she likes him or not! She didn’t have to yell at me!” Just then, there was a knock on the door.

“WHAT?!?!” Ron shouted.

“Forget it then” was Hermione’s reply. Ron’s face fell as he looked at Harry, who could do nothing but shrug. A look of determination on his face, Ron ran to the door.

“Mione, wait. I’m sorry, I didn’t know it was you.” Harry heard feet shuffling outside the door.

“I can come in then?”

“Sure.” Ron stood back and let her pass.

“Ron, I’m sorry for yelling at you. Today was just really stressful and you were being a git.” Ron’s smile faded at this and he looked thoughtful.

“I guess I was, I’m sorry Herm.” They both looked at their feet and there was an extremely awkward silence, broken by Harry.

“Well, then, who wants to help me with my Potions essay?” 

Hermione grinned at him. Ron looked like he would rather vomit up slugs.

The next weeks past by quickly for Harry and things were returning to normal. Well, as normal as they can be at the Burrow. Hermione and Ron seemed to be at an uneasy peace, they were being very civil and awkward to each other. Ginny had gone back to her previous behaviour around Harry, which saddened him a bit, Mrs Weasley carried on spending most of her day yelling at the twins and Fred and George spent most of their days pulling pranks on anyone they deemed worthy, hence the yelling. The only abnormal thing that seemed to be happening were the constant visits from Sirius. On one particular day, the Weasley clan decided to make a trip to Diagon Alley and just as they, Harry and Hermione, were preparing to leave, Sirius appeared in the living room. 

“Hello Sirius! We’re about to head off to Diagon Alley. Care to join us?” Mr Weasley said.

Sirius looked down and looked awkward.

“Actually Arthur, I’m still avoiding Diagon Alley. I’m not sure of the reception I’d get. I just popped by to give Harry an early birthday present.” There was a glance exchanged between the adults, though Harry didn’t notice. He felt a tug of sympathy for his godfather and could understand his unwillingness to go shopping with them. He knew Sirius hadn’t had that great a reception at certain public places, even with his name cleared people were still untrusting.

“I’ll stay here then, if that’s ok Mrs. Weasley?”

“Yes dear, that’s fine. We’re not buying school things today anyway.” Harry watched as all of the family, minus the three older boys, disappeared in a flash of green smoke and flame through the floo network. Him and Sirius then took their seats in the living room. Harry was almost bursting with the idea of his present, which was so obvious it made Sirius laugh out loud with delight.

“Never too old for presents.” He said, as a handed Harry a small box. “You will be getting more from me, mind. This is just something I thought you might like now. I only got one myself yesterday…” Harry tore off the lid and had to resist the urge to throw it over his shoulder. Inside the box, at the very bottom, lay a small golden key. Harry glanced at his godfather, not daring to believe what that could mean, and he noticed a card laying under the lid. It simply read:

Welcome home, Harry.

Harry felt his eyes water and his throat burn and he didn’t dare look at Sirius. This was too good to be true. He urged himself to wake up from this dream, for someone to tell him it was some cruel joke. Then he felt an arm wrap around his shoulders and his head pulled to Sirius’ chest, Sirius was too emotional himself to notice the large wet spot Harry’s tears were leaving on his brand new shirt.

Unbeknownst to Harry, Sirius hadn’t interrupted the trip to Diagon Alley by chance. He’d informed the Weasley’s that he’d found a house as soon as the deal was done, and told them he wanted to christen it with a certain boys surprise birthday party. However, his hesitation in a trip to the Alley wasn’t fake and so he had slipped Hermione and Ron some money, and asked them to get the supplies.

“No Ron, we can’t buy Cockroach Clusters, it’s his first real birthday party and they’d ruin it.”

“I guess.” Ron had already decided he’d never go shopping with just Hermione ever again. Once they were all stacked up, they didn’t know how they’d sneak them back to the Burrow without Harry noticing. Sirius had given them a lot of money and they’d bought a lot of stuff. Sirius had also given them a list of presents he’d still needed to buy for Harry, and even Hermione’s eyes had bulged.

“I don’t about you Ron, but I sure hope this new house is big. Very big.”

Mrs Weasley surprised the pair by coming prepared. She was carrying a bottomless bag, which looked just like her normal hand bag, that would make sneaking everything past Harry very easy indeed.

“Come along now, we better get back if you two want to help Harry pack. Remember, we don’t about the house, and we were here to buy groceries.” A chorus of “yes mum” could be heard as the family and Hermione made their way back to the Burrow. They found Harry and Sirius talking quietly when they arrived home, but Harry jumped up and rushed to Ron and Hermione as soon as they came through the grate.

“Guess what? Sirius has a house, which means I have to leave now, well, today, but that’s ok cause guess what Ron? C’mon guess!” The two friends exchanged a glance. Never had they seen Harry so animated.

“What Harry?”

“It’s just down the road from here! We can hang out aaaaaalllll summer if we want! And Hermione will be staying here anyway. Arrrgghhh! I have to pack! Wanna give me a hand you two?”

“Ummm, sure.” It was all a little much to take in. Finally, Harry was ready to go. Ron wasn’t grinning anymore, it finally occurred to him that Harry wouldn’t be spending summers there ever again. He was happy for his friend, but having him “just down the road” wasn’t quite the same as having him in the same house. Harry made his way around the family, saying his goodbyes. Mrs Weasley even got a little teary before chastising her family.

“Oh, don’t be so glum. This isn’t goodbye after all. He’ll be just down the street!” What Mrs Weasley failed to notice was that the only one needing to be told, was her. Harry approached Ginny cautiously.

“Well, umm, bye.” He said, looking anywhere but at her.

“Bye Harry.” Her voice was almost inaudible.

“See you soon Gin.” Harry couldn’t seem to get his feet to move. She looked so sad, Harry just wanted to give her a hug. He gave in to the temptation, and ignored the gasps from her family.

“I’ll come visit you all tomorrow.” With a grin and a wave, Harry was heading home.

Harry was in heaven. For the last week he´d been alternating between spending time with Sirius at their new home, and his friends at the Burrow. He never once thought of the Dursley´s or the fact that his 15th birthday was coming up, but his friends and family hadn´t forgotten. On the morning of his birthday, Sirius woke him up by squirting water from his wand, which he´d acquired in a trip to Diagon Alley that hadn´t been too bad at all. Him and Harry had sat in the Leaky Cauldron and many people whispered that if Sirius hadn´t aged so much in Azkaban, they could imagine the dynamic duo of Padfoot and Prongs was revisiting them.

“Come on Harry, get up you lazy git, the two of us are paying the Weasley´s a visit, straight after breakfast.” It was a lot easier to get Harry out of bed than it was Ron and they were soon on their way.

“Harry, I need to talk to Arthur and Molly as soon as we get there, is it ok if you go straight upstairs?” Harry started to feel anxious at the serious tone of his godfathers voice. Obviously, now was not a time for questions. 

“Sure.” And he kept his promise, racing straight upstairs to Ron´s room as soon as they arrived at the Burrow. Sirius made for the kitchen, practically bouncing with delight. 

“We´re here. Is everything ready?” Five faces looked at him in surprise. Finally, Mrs Weasley answered.

“Yes, but it´s not here is it?”

“No Molly.” Sirius smiled. “It´s at our house. Harry´s run upstairs, but we have to spend some time here, to give everyone time to arrive. I hope you don´t mind?”

“Of course not! You´re both as welcome here as my own children, you know that.” Sirius blushed as he looked around the room. Bill and Charlie, the eldest Weasley children, sat at the table while Percy paced the room. Molly stood in the kitchen, making breakfast and Arthur sat on the floor, studying a double adaptor. Sirius startled at this and gave Mr Weasley a puzzled look. Mrs Weasley notice and answered his unspoken question by saying that Muggle things were not welcome at her table, and given the choice she´d banish all of them to the shed in the garden. Sirius doubted there was any more room in what he and Harry called the muggle shed.

Percy abruptly stopped pacing and turned to Sirius.

“I´m sorry Mr Black, I won´t be able to make it today. Mr Fudge is having a terrible time of it and needs me in the office, of course, all hands on deck would be optimal-“ He glared down at his father at this “- however, it is Sunday!”

Sirius nodded and was about to speak when Charlie butted in.

“Honestly Perce, if Fudge would just listen to Dumbledore-“

“Charlie, the Minister of Magic should at least be named with the title of Mr and not just by his surname. Secondly, I believe he knows and understands the situation a little better than Dumbledore, who is doing nothing but going on the word of a boy who was shocked at the time of his outrageous claims.” Percy, during his tirade, hadn´t noticed his sister enter the room, nor did he notice Sirius´clenched fists. Ginny got his attention first.

“Percy Weasley, how dare you imply that Harry was making that all up! You-know-who is on his way back and Dumbledore´s the only one willing to take that seriously and risk his own life for the sake of others. Secondly, Mr Fudge isn´t exactly, shall we say, competent?” Percy guffawed at this but Ginny just rolled right over him, hands on her hips and toe to toe with her brother.

“Thirdly, if you just continue to spew drivel about the Oh-So-Great-Mr-Fudge, when he can´t even see what´s right under his nose, then I doubt anyone wants you there ruining the party anyway!” Leaving behind a shocked family and Sirius, Ginny stormed out to the garden. She and Percy usually got along well, as opposed to the relationship the young man had with his other siblings.

Percy didn´t say anything in response, merely apparated to work without so much as a good bye. It was Sirius who broke the silence. 

“You had better get going. Harry might come down any minute, and everyone should be arriving at our house about now. I´ve got Dumbledore taking care of things, he offered and wouldn´t take no for an answer.”

Before long the Weasley family, minus Fred, George and Ron were on their way. Sirius called upstairs to Ron, Harry and Hermione. Fred and George followed behind.

“Sirius, there´s something we need to talk about with you, being a Marauder. Do you mind if we pop in for a visit?”

This was all part of the plan. Fred and George had insisted that they show up with Harry. Sirius grinned.

“Of course not, when did you have in mind?”

“How about now?”

“Sounds good to me, I don´t have anything else planned for today anyway. Shall we all be off then?”

And so it was. Sirius, Harry, Ron, Hermione, Fred and George made their way down the street to Sirius and Harrys house. Ron and Hermione went through the door first, trying very hard to control their grins, Sirius walked in next, with Harry right behind.

“SURPRISE!!!”

Harry looked around the living room in bewilderment. So many things went through his head, most prominent “Who are they surprising??” Then, from behind, he heard two voices, very clearly

“HAPPY BIRTHDAY HARRY!!”

Quite suddenly, Harry was covered in what seemed to be muggle streamers, though these ones clung to your clothes and slithered round your body, turning you all different colours. Harry was still in shock, and as he turned to Sirius, the look on his face made it so obvious that almost everyone laughed.

“I-I-I don´t know what to say!! I didn´t even realise it was my birthday. Sirius, how, when…??” He let the question fall as he was suddenly surrounded by people, congrsatulating him on his birthday. The Gryffindor Quidditch team were there, as well as Neville, Seamus and Dean, the boys who shared the dorm with Harry and Ron. Dumbledore was there, and, much to Harry´s shock, a woman who reminded him slightly of Mrs Figg, his old babysitter at the Dursley´s, though a lot younger, something about the way she stood and smiled at him, and then he remembered Dumbledore saying something at the end of last year about contacting Arabella Figg.

“Mrs Figg??”

“Right you are Harry, though I think you can call me Arabella now.” Before he had a chance to say anything, he spotted yet another familiar face in the crowd. A very pretty face. A face that had done something to his stomach every time he saw it last year. Though it wasn´t doing anything but making it sink now. Harry had no idea what he should say to Cho Chang. He was sure that she had been going out with Cedric, they’d gone to the Yule Ball together last year, and Harry had been haunted by the look on Cho’s face at the end of year feast, as Dumbledore had told them to “remember Cedric Diggory.” Cho solved his problem.

“Happy Birthday Harry.” Cho smiled a friendly smile.

“Ummm, thanks.”

“I can´t stay long, I just wanted to wish you a happy birthday, and tell you how happy I am about Sirius and everything. I also bought you a present.”

“Oh, umm, you didn’t have to do that.” Cho laughed a tinkling laugh that would have made Harry’s legs wobbled last year.

“And what kind of friend would I be, if I showed up at your very first birthday party without a present?” Harry blushed at this and wondered how she knew. “But I need you to not open it until you’re alone, ok?” Harry nodded, and somehow his tongue lost it’s ability to form words. Cho handed him a small box.

“I really have to go, you share a birthday with my mum. See you at school Harry.” Cho kissed him on the cheek and was gone. Harry felt eyes boaring into the back of his neck and he turned to find Ginny Weasley, watching him like a hawk. He smiled but since she just turned to talk to Bill, he wasn’t sure that she’d seen his smile.

“If everyone would like to move to the back yard, the buffet it open.” Sirius’ voice had risen above the crowd, now moving towards the back door. Sirius put an arm around Harry’s shoulders.

“Enjoying your surprise Harry?” Sirius grinned wickedly.

“I don’t know yet Sirius, it’s all too unreal.” Sirius’ grin turned to a chuckle. “I’m serious! Mrs Figg looks like she’s your age, the Quidditch team’s here, and all my friend’s from school. There’s a mountain of presents in the lounge room. I hadn’t even thought about my birthday, but here everybody is, celebrating it with me. With us! I can’t take it all in yet…” And so the afternoon went on, there was music from some unknown source, everyone ate til they were bursting and then ate some more. Some of the older people made room on the lawn for dancing and the only glitch on Harry’s happiness was Ginny, who seemed to be intent on ignoring him. He asked Hermione if something had happened, and she told him about Ginny’s fight with Percy that morning, which she’d heard about from Charlie. Harry decided that he’d have a private word with Ginny later, and make sure she was ok. Sirius announced that it was “present time” and the crowd was once again shifting into the lounge room. Harry started feeling awkward as all eyes were on him, but the thought of gifts made him shove it to the back of his head. A lot of the tags, at least half, had “To dear Harry, with love Sirius” written on them and Harry decided he was going to leave them all til last. He opened the present from the Quidditch team first, a photo album, that started with Harry’s first game and ended with them smiling broadly, holding the Hogwarts Quidditch Cup between the seven of them. Next was the present from the Weasley family. Harry had gotten a knitted jumper, some sweets, a Chuddley Canons t-shirt (“wow! Thanks Ron!”) as well as some Weasley’s Wizard Wheezers. He received a golden snitch from Hermione and Ron, who’d gone halves especially, with “Harry, Ron, Herms. The next Generation” engraved on it. Sirius laughed aloud at this, but Harry was left clueless until later that evening when his two best friends said it had been Sirius’ idea, and it was in reference to the Marauders. From Dumbledore, Harry received a plaque and his eyes teared up when he read what was engraved on it.

Mrs Lily Potter

And

Mr. James Potter

Delightfully announce to you,

Professor Albus Dumbledore

The birth of their First Born Son

Harry Potter

May he fly on the wings of the order

And soar in a forgotten realm.

31st July 1980

Harry was vaguely aware of Sirius breathing in quite sharply as he focused on the last two lines. What were they supposed to mean? The order? Forgotten realm? He cast his eyes up to his headmaster and choked out a thank you before hastily wiping the tears off his face. He came across a small present with no card, and looked around at the gathered people. He met eyes with Ginny, and she shook her head slightly. Harry got the message and put the present in his pocket, the exchange went unnoticed except for Hermione who had been keeping an eye on the two since Sirius’s  trial. 

Finally, Harry had all the presents open. He got so much from Sirius he couldn’t even try to sort them yet and so he started to say goodbye to his guests. Once only the Weasley’s and Hermione were left, Harry made his way over to Ginny.

“Wanna go for a walk?”

“No thanks.” 

“Please?” Harry and Ginny’s exchange was starting to get attention from Fred and George and he really wanted to get out of there before it got extreme. Ginny seemed to notice too and took pity on Harry.

“Alright.”

The pair walked out to the garden and walked around in silence. Now that Harry had Ginny alone, he wasn’t quite sure where he should start. 

“Ginny?”

“Yes?”

“You ok?”

“Yes”

“Are you lying?” Ginny sighed and stopped walking.

“Yes.” Harry stopped too and turned to her, now what was he supposed to do?

“Ummm, wannatalkbouit?”

“Pardon?”

“Would you like to talk about it.” Harry was feeling really awkward now. He just wasn’t good and this stuff.

“Oh Harry, it’s just – I had a fight with Percy this morning and now I can’t talk to him until tomorrow. I’m sorry if I wasn’t myself today.”

“Errr, that’s ok Ginny, but I have a problem.” Ginny stiffened and looked scared.

“What?” Harry had a smile at her tone.

“Well, I don’t want you to take this the wrong way, but apart from Rons-Little-Sister-Ginny, I don’t know what you being yourself is like.” Ginny blushed and was thankful for the darkness. She wished this wasn’t Harry. With anyone else, she would have replied with something flirty, but Harry made her tongue-tied. On the other hand, Harry Potter wanted to get to know her better, well, Ginny thought that’s what he was saying. Maybe they could be friends, a glimmer of hope started rising in her stomach. Friends was better than nothing. Harry was starting to regret teasing her when she answered him quietly. If he hadn’t have been so alert, he would have missed it.

“We might have to change that then.” Ginny seemed to suddenly find her shoes very fascinating. 

“Friends?” Harry held out his hand, as if wanting to shake hers. Out of habit, and the fact that she was raised as the only girl in a family of brothers, Ginny spat in her hand and shook Harry’s. Then she suddenly realised what she’d done.

“Oh my goodness! Harry, I’m so sorry. That was disgusting of me!” Harry cut her off by letting out a loud, long belly laugh.

“Hmmm, Ginny Weasley, Spitter of palms, first class and brand new true friend of the Boy Who Lived. But we don’t talk about that.” Ginny joined in his laughter at his Lockhart impersonation as the two made their way back inside.

Harry lay in his bed that night, looking through the photo album the Quidditch team had given him. He’d not yet dressed for bed and as he rolled over, he felt Ginny’s present in his pocket, which also made him think of the present Cho had given him. He thought he’d open Cho’s first and went and got it off his desk. Walking back to the bed, he sat for a while, thinking of the girl who’d given it to him. Last year, she was the only girl he’d really thought about. And wasn’t it funny to have seen her today, in his new house, at his first birthday party and not feel a thing. Somewhere in his stomach, Harry knew that it wasn’t just the emotions of the day, or the fact that he hadn’t seen Cho for two months. Since he was being honest, he even went so far to admit that it wasn’t anything to do with last year or Cedric’s death. He just didn’t feel the same about her anymore. But it was very nice her for to pay him a visit, and with that in mind he opened the small box she’d handed him. What lay inside made him catch his breath. There, at the bottom of the box, lay a minature breathing version of a Swedish Short-Snout, a blueish grey dragon, and it had a number one tired around ist neck. Cedric had drawn this out of Bagmans little purple bag at the beginning of the first task of the Triwizard Tournament. Harry very rarely, it seemed, received a present that didn’t make him cry and though this one made him sad, for Cedric, his parents, for Cho, he was relieved to find that the now familiar burning sensation was absent. He made a promise out his window, directed at the stars, that he would take care of that dragon, even if he’s life depended on it. He named it Cedric. Which bought him to the present from Ginny. He pulled the box out of his pocket and opened it to find a letter and 3 rings. Puzzled, he opened the letter and read:

Dearest Harry,

Happy Birthday! These rings are for you, Ron and Hermione. I’ve had the charmed so that they would grow warm on your fingers if one of you was in trouble. I think, at this time, it’s necessary. I know Ron would die if anything at all happened to either of you and he could do nothing to help  and I’m certain both you and Hermione feel the same way. These rings will at least make you aware when something’s happening. If something happens to Ron, yours and Hermione’s rings will glow orange briefly. Hermione’s colour is yellow, and yours Harry is emerald green. Again, happy birthday, I was really glad to share it with you!

Always,

Ginny

Harry reread the letter at least three times before delving into the box for the rings, and thanking Ginny under his breath he pulled all three of them out. They were all identical and Harry assumed it didn’t matter who wore which.  They were very plain, just a normal gold band and Harry put them all away. He’d share them with his friends tomorrow, and he’d make sure Ginny was there so that Ron and Hermione could thank her too. For the first time in six months, Harry was smiling as he dozed off to a normal sleep.

"Harry, what's this?!?" Ginny looked at the small box now sitting in her hand. 

"Open it." Ron and Hermione looked on with grins on their faces. Ron couldn't contain his excitement. "It's from all of us." He practically yelled at his sister. 

The four of them stood in the lounge room of Sirius and Harry's home. They'd just been to visit Diagon Alley to buy all their school things. For the first time since Harry had started at Hogwarts, he wasn't looking forward to his school year. In just one week, he'd board the Hogwarts Express and leave his new home for ten months. And who knew what waited for him there? Thoughts of Voldemort were ruthlessly pushed from his head, however, when Ginny started to take the lid of the box. At the bottom lay a ring, a plain gold band. Ginny looked to her brother, to Hermione and finally her eyes rested upon Harry. She didn't want to believe what she thought was going on here, but on the other hand, she wanted to believe it with her whole heart. Harry took the box gently from her fingers, removed the ring and reached for Ginny's right hand. Hermione sucked in her breath and Ron stiffened his spine, his fists clenched at his sides. He looked like he was about to say something, before receiving an elbow in the ribs and a warning look from Hermione. 

"Ours glow brown, Ginny, when you're in trouble, and you already know our colours." Harry grinned down at his new friend. She was looking confused, and awfully pleased and then hopeful all at the same time. Hermione laughed out loud. 

"Ginny! Didn't you think, when you gave Harry his present, that all three of us would care just as much if something happened to you?" Ginny suddenly felt awfully silly as she mumbled a small no. The group laughed and their laughter brought Sirius from his study, to investigate what was going on. He saw Harry, holding Ginny's hand, and a ring matching the one the other three wore on her hand. 

"Have you two got an announcement to make?" Sirius regretted the words almost as soon as they were out of his mouth. Harry dropped Ginny's hand as if it had burnt him and the smile dropped from Ginny's mouth. It was Hermione who broke the awkward silence. 

"Don't be silly Sirius, an engagement ring goes on the left hand, you know that." She grinned "Anyone hungry?" Hermione continued chatting as if Ron wasn't looking like he wanted to punch her, Sirius like he wanted to kiss her, and Harry and Ginny looking as if they'd forgotten she exsisted all together.

September first came too quickly for Harry, suddenly he was standing on platform 9 ¾ looking horribly awkward as he tried hard to avoid saying goodbye to Sirius. Neither of them were the emotional sort, but the idea of not seeing him for ten months, knowing that Voldemort had returned, that the fact was being ignored by the ministry, made Harry’s stomach churn.

“Stay safe Harry. Write to me if anything, I mean anything, unusual happens. And always wear the ring that Weasley misfit gave you. Deal?”

“Yes Sirius. You stay safe too, and err, can you do something for me?” Harry was looking at any thing other than the man before him and missed his eyes turning very grave.

“Of course, anything, what is it Harry?”

“Can you visit Hogwarts every now and then? Even as Padfoot? I err, ummm..” Harry let the sentence fall and Sirius’ eyes turned from grave to mischievous.

“Don’t tell me, the boy who lived, Lockhart’s favourite pupil, the youngest seeker in a century, is afraid that he’ll miss his sod of a godfather??”  

“Yeah, silly boy who lived. Who’d miss such a git.” The teasing twinkle now in Harry’s eyes made Sirius’ heart twinge painfully. He was so like both his parents. He ruffled Harry’s already messy hair as the Hogwarts Express gave a loud whistle and Harry looked at him anxiously.

“Well, will you?” He looked so serious, that the older man laughed out loud.

“I’ll do my best, now get going I don’t own a flying car”

Harry raced to the train, his heart lighter than it had ever been. He found the carriage his friends were in and was disappointed when Ginny wasn’t there. A glance passed between Ron and Hermione but went unnoticed by Harry.

“So another year eh? Read all the books yet Hermione?” Ron was obviously trying to shake off the thought of his best mate being disappointed over his absent sister and attempted to be overly cheerful. Teasing Hermione always made him feel better.

“I have actually, why? Haven’t you?” Ron looked so horrified that Harry let out a low laugh, and it was then that Ginny opened the compartment door. She watched the three friends, they were so tight knit that they hadn’t even noticed her presence. She still couldn’t believe she was a part of that, that she was welcome here, that the only free spot in the compartment was next to Harry. Before she do so much as clear her throat, she felt someone push her from behind, and just before she hit the ground, she was caught by Harry.

“Well, Potty and Weasle have got themselves a Harem.” Malfoy. Ron stood up, defiant.

“Put your filthy fingers on my sister again Malfoy, and I’ll-“

“What? Wash my socks for a few extra sickles?”

Hermione grabbed the back of Rons robes, she didn’t want him to get in trouble. Harry, voice low and dangerous, commanded everyones attention.

“Get your ugly mug out of our compartment Malfoy.” The name was practically spat out.

“I’d watch myself Potter, if I were you. He’s back, you know it, and he’ll go your little mudblood first.” Ron was really struggling against Hermione’s hand now, everyone knew he’d like nothing better than to punch Malfoy and break his nose. One thing you could either love or hate about Ron is that he was fiercley loyal, and that that loyalty was just as fierce as his temper. Finally, after a long pause, Harry spoke.

“The only reason you know anything about Voldemort –“ Dracos face went pale at the sound of the dark lords name “- is cause your father, your low, crawling father, is nothing but a rotten servant to him. Pity, isn’t it, how Dumbledore got him. Real shame that Malfoy, Sirius is free, and your dad’s slowly losing whatever soul he had. Now GET OUT!” Harry’s yell bought Dean, Seamus and Neville to the compartment door, though they almost went unnoticed. What they saw when they reached the door would have made them chuckle if Malfoy, Harry and Ron hadn’t been involved, but they knew they were serious, and that the situation had bad written all over it, as it always did with Malfoy. Hermione stood at the back of the compartment glaring at Malfoy, and his cronies Crabbe and Goyle, all the while keeping a strong hold on the back of Ron’s robes. Neville wondered briefly if those two had gotten their act together over the summer, but bought his mind back to the present before the thought was completed. Ron had his wand out, held tightly in his right hand, with his left hand clenched in a fist at his side. His face was pale but for his eyes, which seemed to blaze with hatred. If looks could kill, Ron’s eyes would be even more lethal than the death curse itself. Ginny, Seamus was shocked to see, stood as if preventing her brother from doing something ridiculous – directly in front of him – but what shocked Seamus was the hand she had resting on Harry’s forearm. Ginny’s crush on Harry had never been a secret, the last four years had been obvious to everyone except maybe Harry, but the two were rarely seen together, let alone touching in any way shape or form. Harry was glaring Malfoy down with a level stare, showing no fear. Dean Thomas had the impression, just then, that You Know Who sure had his work cut out for, if he really was back and after Harry. The look of pure hatred Harry currently wore was enough to make his fellow fifth years shudder. Harry drew his wand, obviously challenging Malfoy to try anything at all, he was ready. Just as he did, Draco too, went for his wand and found quite a crowd had gathered in the corridor of the train, about ten wands were pointing at him, Crabbe and Goyle, Harry risked a glance through the door and was grateful for it. The shock of ten people or more sticking up for him and Ron against Draco was enough to clear the red haze from his head. Harry’s temper was just as fierce as Ron’s could be, just quieter and therefore more lethal. Draco, smirk in place, pushed his way through the crowd without a word.

“Well” Ginny let out a sigh “That was pleasant” She tore her hand away from Harry as she realised Neville and the others were still at the door. Ron had let out a snort at his sisters comment and the tension seemed to evaporate from the room. The four sat back down in their seats and looked to Neville, Dean and Seamus, who were still standing in the doorway, looking wide eyed and apprehensive. Hermione smiled cheerfully at them and invited them in. The invitation seemed to break Neville, at least, from his trance, and muttering about a compartment not having room for seven, ushered the others back to the next compartment, where they had been sitting when they heard Harry yell. Ron had gone back to brooding, Hermione back to reading, though she kept glancing at Ron from the corner of her eye and Ginny just stared out the window. Harry’s thoughts, through the silence, were thrown back to the end of the Triwizard Tournament last year. He closed his eyes and let the images replay in his head sometimes it helped to see it again. It meant Harry never forgot exactly what Voldemort was capable of, cold blooded murder of a 15 year old boy in his quest for power. As if Cedric had been nothing more than a mosquito that hangs around the barbecue in summer. Harry knew differently, Harry knew that Cedrics death was a massive loss to the wizarding world. And he knew, deep in his stomach, that it was almost entirely his responsibility. Of course, it had been Voldemorts voice, and Wormtails wand that had actually committed the crime and logically, Harry couldn’t feel responsible. But grief, and terror, were never logical, Harry had had to learn that the hard way. He opened his eyes and looked across at Ron, who gave him a small smile, Harry smiled back and Rons small smile turned to a grin, Harry grinned too and soon the pair were almost rolling on the floor laughing, grasping their stomachs and red in the face, the two girls looked on as if to say “They’ve lost it… finally.”

Harry lay in bed that first night, and could finally understand why his classmates wanted to go home for christmas every year. It hit him then that he could go home for christmas too, and for the second time since leaving Sirius that morning, a wide grin spread across his face. He’d see his family again in three months, not ten. A breath of pure relief seemed to wash over him and woke him up all over again. He went to the common room, feeling strange in Hogwarts for the first time since he started there, five years ago. He stopped at the bottom of the stairs. Ginny was sitting in front of the fire. They hadn’t been alone together since their walk, since Ginny had spat in her palm and somehow found her way into Harry’s heart, in the exact same place as Ron and Hermione. Harry didn’t want to be alone with her, but he’d had enough of lying in bed and not sleeping. Taking a deep breath he walked up behind her, snuck up behind her really. 

“I already know you’re there Harry Potter. No point trying to sneak up and scare me.” It was Harry that was startled and it was with a puzzled look that he came around to sit next to Ginny on the couch. She laughed out at his expression.

“I heard your door open, I heard the footsteps on the stairs, and you’re the only one who wouldn’t say anything when they reached the bottom and saw me sitting here. It’s ok, I’m not going Trelawney on you.” They both covered their mouths as giggles escaped. Neither of them had a lot of respect for the Divination professor, and that was putting it politely.

“What are you doing up Gin?” Her eyes clouded over at Harry’s question. 

“Couldn’t sleep” was all she said but  Harry detected the undertone in her voice, and could see her stiffen up.

“Why not?”

“What are you doing up?” She’d made it clear with that one setence that there are certain things she wouldn’t speak with him about. He jotted it down in his mental getting to know Ginny list. He wondered if she would be surprised at all the things he kept in his head about her. He knew her favourite colour, he knew she could almost challenge Hermione in all her classes, except for the fact that she wasn’t obsessed with the course work. He also knew that although her family drove her crazy, she was a very important part of the Weasley clan, the youngest but respected by her parents and all her brothers in a way that none of her brothers were. He’d also realised, with a pang, that she didn’t blush and fumble around him anymore. He didn’t realise he’d liked it until she’d stopped. 

“Harry?”

“Oh, err, sorry, right I was thinking about Christmas, about finally being able to home for it. If my birthday’s anything to go by, I’m going to be spoiled rotten. I got so excited, I couldn’t sleep.” Instead of the laugh he was expecting, he only received a small smile as they stared silently at the flame.

“Harry?” Ginny said after what seemed like hours of silence. “Can I ask you something? It’s personal, and not something you probably want to talk about, so you can say no.” The last sentence had come out in a rush, and Ginny almost wished she’d taken it back. Harry let out a long breath.

“You can ask, but I can’t tell you I’ll answer your question.” Ginny nodded slightly and plunged on.

“What was it like, last year, when Cedric was killed? Not just when he was killed but all that came after?” Harry thought about it for a while, the only people he’d told all the details had been the man he thought was mad eye Moody, Dumbledore and Sirius. Not even Ron and Hermione knew exactly what had happened. He’d never been able to talk about it without prompting, and they hadn’t used the summer to probe it out of him. He knew that they wanted to know, and he also knew that they’d never press him or ask him outright. They obviously knew him better than Ginny.

“Good night Harry, I’m sorry I asked” She started to move off the sofa, but Harry grabbed her by the wrist.

“I was just trying to find a way to answer you. Sit down.” Ginny ducked her head and blushed to the roots of her hair as she sat back down on the couch. She didn’t look at Harry as he started to speak.

“It was awful. Apart from hearing my mum die, it was the most horrible thing. The feel of the Portkey wasn’t scary, me and Cedric both just assumed that it was part of the tournament. We landed in a dark, empty place. We saw a figure in the distance, who looked liked he was carrying a baby. We heard Voldemorts voice, telling wormtail to kill Cedric, as if he meant nothing. There was a woosh, Ginny, and it still wasn’t real until I saw his face, his eyes open and terrorised. Suddenly something, Wormtail, grabbed me from behind and tied me to a headstone. Tom Riddles headstone.” Ginny was so focused on Harry that she didn’t even react to the name that had tormented her since her first year.

“He cut me, and used my blood to restore Voldemort. He also cut off his own hand, and then received a new silver one as a sign of his loyalty. I wanted to be sick right then. This man, a good friend of my fathers, cut off his own hand to restore an evil wizard to power. Voldemort summoned his Death Eaters and they apparated in a circle. Malfoy, Crabbe, Goyle, McNair they were all there, only Fudge won’t believe me cause I’m parsletongue and my scar hurts. We could arrest them now, prevent them from doing horrible thing, except Fudge is blind. Anyway, Voldemort challeneged me to a duel. He  used the Cruciatus curse, more than once. I felt like all my bones had broken at the same time and I have no idea, looking back, how on earth I got out of there.  I wanted to kill him, make him suffer, but I couldn’t. There was nothing I could do. I tried using Expelliarmus, just as he cursed me to death.” For the first time since Harry started his story Ginny reacted by shuddering and reaching for his hand. He didn’t even notice. “Something happened, it’s a bit too complicated to answer now, but it made the spells meet and he and I, suddenly we were floating, that’s the best I can explain it. We were levitating there, surrounded by golden thread and phoenix song. My wand was hot and burning, and my arm was vibrating. Suddenly an image of Cedric came from the tip of Voldemorts wand, he spoke to me that Cedric, then an old man, then Bertha Jorkins and then-“ Harry’s voice shook. “My-my parents were there. My dad, he told me they were going to hold him off and give me a chance to get back to the portkey. It was weird, him speaking directly to me, my mum as well. I’d only seen photos, or heard them scream before they died, but never spoken to them personally. I nearly wanted to stay there, just to be with them, but I couldn’t, I had to go. So I made a run for it, the Death Eaters started throwing curses at me and I just kept running, I grabbed Cedrics body, and summonsed the portkey and suddenly I was back, and Dumbledore was there almost immediately. You’re the only person I’ve told Ginny, since telling Dumbledore and Sirius in Dumbledores office.” Ginny’s hand tightened in his and it was then that Harry was bought back from his memories and into the common room. He felt himself turn read as Ginny raised her free hand and wiped tears of his face.

“Thank you, for telling me, I know it must have been hard and I know I shouldn’t have asked, but I’m glad I did.” The softness of her voice did funny things to Harrys stomach, and his heart had started to beat very fast. Confused, Harry made his excuses and got up from the couch. He looked back down at his best friends sister and gave her a crooked smile. He reached down and brushed a kiss on her forhead.

“I’m glad you did too.” With that, feeling as if he’d just played 5 games of Quidditch in a row, Harry went up to bed as Ginny stayed on the couch and felt her heart sigh.

The first class of fifth year was Defence Against the Dark Arts, and there was much speculation as to who the new professor would be. There had been a few chairs empty at the teachers table last night, and no new teachers had been present. Hagrid was still off on his mission, but he’d owled Harry and told him he wouldn’t be there for the first term and Snape had been absent too. 

“Oh come on Ron” Hermione’s voice drifted across the table to Harry as they ate their breakfast. “Of course Snape hasn’t been killed.” She rolled her eyes and made Harry snort.

“Yeah, but a man can dream can’t he?” Ron grinned wickedly. Earlier this morning, they’d passed Malfoy in the hall, and preparing themselves for the normal confrontation were all struck dumb when he didn’t even look their way. It was wonderful, to be free of Malfoy taunts, even if it did make all three of them suspicious.

“I wonder who the new DADA teacher will be?” Harry wondered aloud.

“Me too. Must be someone fairly important for them not to be here last night.” And Hermione was right. Their new teacher was very important indeed, especially to Harry. The Hufflepuffs entered the class room first, and they fell silent when they saw who was teaching them. The Gryffindors walked in next, and Harry didn’t even glance towards the desk before taking his seat. He stood right back up again.

“SIRIUS!!”  He yelled it, and his voice echoed down the corridor outside.

“Professor Black, I think you mean, Mr. Potter.” Harry was dumbfounded, and angry. Sirius must have known, yesterday on the platform, that he’d be teaching here this year and he hadn’t said a word. Sirius tried to catch his eye all through class, but Harry avoided it, deliberately. They were going to be researching Werewolves for the first three weeks and the class groaned, remembering an assignment Snape had set them in 3rd year.

“Come, come, it won’t be so bad. At the end of the three weeks, I’ll have a surprise for you that will make it all seem worth it in the end.” Sirius dismissed the class, ignoring some of the students who walked far out of their way so that they didn’t have to pass him.

“Harry, a word please.” Harry walked on as if he hadn’t heard.

“Harry Potter, I am your teacher. Come here.” Harry stiffened but told Ron and Hermione he’d catch up with them.

“Yes sir?” His voice held a polite, sarcastic quality and it was stone cold.

“I understand you’re angry, but I think you should know I didn’t receive the owl from Dumbledore until yesterday afternoon, after you’d been on the train. And there was no time to owl you, I had to pack.” Harry, now feeling very small, let out a small oh.

“Yes, oh indeed. But now I can visit you Harry, just as you wanted.”

“But you’re my teacher! I’d look silly, being visited by a teacher.”

“We’ll work something out.” Sirius understood what it was to be teased. “Now, go on, you’ll be late for Herbology.” With that, Harry was gone.

Harry Ron and Hermione slowly got used to having Sirius around. Malfoy left them alone, and to Harry’s surprise, Ginny sat with them often at meals. Their fifth year looked to be shaping up and Harry, though he could never fully forget, pushed the threat of a renewed Voldemort to the back of his head so that he could concentrate on normal things, as normal as things could be at Hogwarts anyway. About two weeks before Halloween, the three Gryffindors sat in their common room, looking over their completed homework. Sirius was laying it on thick, as was Dumbledore, who had had to step in for Snape as Potions professor. McGonagall, however, was the worst of the lot and had them looking up Anigami facts and mistakes, over and over again. Ron through down his quill just as his twin brothers approached their table.

“So, who are you lot taking then?” George asked, the wicked grin and mischievous twinkle that seemed permanantly attached to his eyes and mouth were very firmly in place.

“Sod off, or tell us what you’re on about.” Ron glared at his brothers.

Fred looked incredulous. “You mean you don’t know?” The question was met with three blank stares which made them laugh until their sides hurt. Hermione butt in.

“Unlike some, we’ve been busy studying for our O.W.Ls, how are the N.E.W.Ts coming along?” She looked smug as the twins shifted uncomfortably.

“Anyway” Fred composed himself. “It’s two weeks until the Halloween ball. Better get yourselves some dates.” Ron sucked in his breath and looked anxiously to Hermione, who was immediately engrosed in her book. Harry cast a sideways look towards Ginny, who was sitting near the couch, playing exploding snap with Colin Creevey and quickly looked away when she raised her head. The twins, having dropped their bomb, moved along to terrorise the other Gryffindors.

“Who are we gonna take this time Harry?” Their last ball had been a disaster. Hermione let out a huff at Rons question and started squirming in her seat. Harry looked at her and grinned, recalling the end of last years yule ball, when Hermione and Ron had had a huge fight because she’d attended with Viktor Krum. Harry looked pointedly at his best friend and announced he was going stag. Ron gaped and stuttered, making it obvious he didn’t rightly want to go to the ball without a companion.

“Errr, Hermione?” Harry watched with morbid fascination as Ron went from pale to bright, bright red, he could have been a traffic light. Hermione murmered a small “mmmm” but didn’t look up from her book. Harry took the hint and left the table, walking towards the couch where Ginny and Colin sat. Ron powered on.

“Are you gonna come to that stupid ball with me or not?”

“Pardon?” This had gotten her attention and she looked up and at Ron as if he’d just grown another head. Ron sighed and got up from the table. He had his things packed up and was already at the foot of his stairs before Hermione had taken in his “request.”

“Ron, of course I’ll go with you!” Hermione had shouted it across the common room, which was now silent and had their gazes turned to Ron, who, if possible, had gone even redder. But he grinned as he locked eyes with Hermione, nodded slightly and skipped up the stairs. Harry let out a chuckle and Hermione went back to her homework as if nothing had happened. Slowly, the noise level in the common room rose again and Harry was so absorbed in the fire that he hadn’t realised Ginny’s game was up and that she’d moved next to him.

“Who are you taking to the ball Harry?”

Startled, Harry answered with a very abrupt “no one” which made Ginny’s face fell. Harry picked up on this and said

“last year was a disaster and I’ve decided to go stag.”

“Oh, so you will be there then?”

“Yeah. Who are you going with?” Harry realised with a shock that he didn’t actually want to know the answer. Ginny went almost as red as her brother and ducked her head.

“I’m going stag too.” She looked around as if sharing a secret with him “and I’d like to leave with my toes in tact.” Harry laughed out loud at this, and was thankful for the relief. He’d felt really tense ever since Ginny had sat next to him and remembering Nevilles dancing attempts last year brought a smile to his face and lightness to his heart. 

“What time is it Gin?” 

“Around 9 I think, why?”

“I have to go talk to Dumbledore. He sent me an owl this morning.” Ginny didn’t know what to think, she’d never been friends with someone who got owls from the headmaster. Sometimes she forgot that Harry was extraordinary. But only sometimes.

She gave him a smile.

“You better go then. Wouldn’t want to keep Dumbledore waiting now would we?” Harry grimaced.

“Wanna come for a walk? I don’t know that you can come into the office though, I dunno what he wants.” Ginny looked up at Harry with her big brown eyes and the look of surprise on her face made him laugh. “C’mon, he won’t bite I promise.” It seemed that Ginny had once again lost her tongue. She simply nodded and this time it wasn’t just Hermione who watched the new friends as they walked through the portrait hole, but possibly the two most annoying, protective brothers in the world.

They walked to Dumbledores office and stood before the great stone Gargoyle and Harry gave the password. Ginny looked at him in utter shock when he said it, not sure if she’d heard him right. 

“Ton-Tongue Toffee??” Harry just smiled as they made their way up the stairs. Ginny couldn’t believe that not only did their headmaster know about one of her brothers’ greatest creations, but he used it as his password!

“He knows everything Gin.” Harry said, as if reading her thoughts. She was about to reply when they came to the door. They entered together and Fawkes swooped down to Harry as soon as he sat down. Harry stroked the Phoenix.

“’Lo Fawkes” and turned his eyes to Dumbledore. “You wanted to see me sir?”

“Ahh, Harry, I did indeed. Miss Weasley, you may stay. It is obvious to me, that Harry will tell you what I say when I am through and I see no point in having you wait outside.” Ginny, a typical Weasley in every sense, felt her ears pinken as she sat next to Harry. He tried to smile at her reassuringly, but he was awfully nervous himself and so it came out as more of a grimace. 

“What I need to tell you Harry, is of great importance, as I’m sure you’re aware. I do not make a habit of owling my students and I need you to listen very carefully without interruption, is that understood?” Harry gave a small nod.  And Dumbledore began.

“Your parents Harry, were very influential in fighting the Dark Arts. More influential, in fact, than most people believed them to be. They worked within a secret group. In fact, they lead this secret group, of which I and many other people were a part of.” Harry watched Dumbledore’s face very carefully. Was he implying, that Lily and James Potter were even more powerful than Dumbledore himself?

“This, we think, is why Voldemort went after them so vigorously. Not because of the group, no, but because together they were almost ubeatable when they fought side by side.” Dumbledore paused and Harry was watching him so intently, he couldn’t help but notice the twinkle had left his eyes, and they’d developed a strange sheen. Clearing his throat, the headmaster continued.

“I feel you need to know Harry, now that Voldemort is returning, exactly what it is your parents have left you. You should here this from no one else but me, however I think Professor Black has a right to be present.” Almost as soon as the words were out of his mouth, the door opened and Sirius stalked into the room. The look on his face was so intense that the knot in Harry’s stomach tightened. Sirius sat down without a word and Dumbledore continued.

“Lily and James belonged to the Order of the Phoenix.” Harry’s mind was flashed back to the birthday present he’d received from Dumbledore.

May he fly on the wings of the Phoenix.

“The Order was created many, many centuries ago. By Godric Gryffindor. It was his last hope against Salazaar Slytherin and it saved the world, even then. I told you, Harry, that it was the love of your mother that saved you when they could not be saved. This was only partly true. It was also a spell that had been created by the Order, to protect the Heir of Godric Gryffindor.” Dumbledore paused again, and Harry waited, tense and hanging on every word.

“The spell was also created long ago Harry, and none of us, apart from your mother, knew it even exsisted. Her sacrifice, her choice in dying to rescue you, sparked the spell as she knew it would. She died voluntarily and bravely, for the sake of our world.” Harry tried to take in all the information, he knew he’d have to repeat it all for Ron and Hermione, this was important and they had a right to know.

“Your mother, Harry, was very, very good at Divination. She had foretold that you would grow up without her and your father, though she hadn’t shared this information with James just yet. In fact, the only person she had told was me. Anybody else around her would have interferred and changed the future and that’s not permissible. Now I cannot answer all your questions tonight, though I’m sure you will have many. I will tell you now, about the Order. You Harry, have inherited your parents place as the leaders of the Order, therefore it is your right to know exactly what will be involved. I’m afraid, as the heir of Gryffindor, you have no choice but to take up your position.”

“Dumbledore” Sirius interrupted, startling Harry. He’d been so focused on his headmaster that he’d forgotten the other two people in the room. Ginny was sitting close, her hand laid gently on his knee, letting him know she was there just as she had in the court room. He continued to stare at his headmaster, but slowly took her hand in his “Do you really think he needs to know of this now? He’s barely 15 years old.”

“And he’s our only chance Sirius, I don’t want this any more than you do, but he has to know, to understand and begin his training. Voldemort is back, wether the Ministry wants to acknowledge it or not” Sirius took his seat again and gestured for Dumbledore to continue.

“Where was I? Oh yes, the Order and your place in it. The only original members left from the Order sworn to serve your parents have been summonsed to Hogwarts. I took it upon myself. Until you are trained properly, I will be in charge of the Order, that is if it’s acceptable to you.” Sirius let out a disbelieving snort as Harry nodded. “Their names are Remus Lupin, Sirius Black, Arabella Figg, Mundungus Fletcher and myself. Then there’s you, you need to add three people, who posess certain qualities. The qualities need to be strongest than all others within the chosen few. We need sensibility, loyalty and empathy Harry. I know, already, who the first two shall be. I can guarantee there is no other student more sensible than Hermione Granger, and no other student more loyal to you than Ronald Weasley.” Dumbledores eyes twinkled once more at this, and Harry wondered if he himself looked as relieved as he felt. “Those two will be to you what Professors Lupin and Black were to your parents. To add the third person you need to understand what I mean by empathy. This one person, be it student or teacher, needs to be someone who can second guess your thoughts, sometimes know more about your feelings than you do, or seem to, and know exactly how to comfort you without words. This cannot be a general empathy, though the person should be loving. However, the empathy, the quality that will make this person pivotal within the Order, needs to be focused directly to you. I will explain the other roles the people are to play when we come together for our first meeting, as those have now changed. The Order will have to be entirely sworn in – “ Sirius groaned, startling Harry again “- as they no longer serve your parents and therefore must take different roles. Harry it is late, but I’m offering you the chance to answer one or two questions before Sirius here escorts you both back to the common room” Harry, now given the chance to finally interrupt, found his mind gone blank.

“I-I-I’m the Heir of G-G-Gryffindor?” Dumbledore nodded.

“I-I-I’m the Gryffindor equivalent of Tom Riddle? Of Voldemort?” Again, just a nod.

“And this, on my mother’s side? But she was muggle born!”

“As was Tom Riddle, well half, it doesn’t matter Harry, the fact is you are a direct descendant of Godric Gryffindor, on your mothers side.” 

“And I’m the head of the Order of the Phoenix?” Dumbledore nodded once again, waiting patiently for Harry to come to the question he knew would come. A thought, or repitition of a phrase suddenly moved into Harry’s head.

May he fly on the wings of the Phoenix

And soar in the forgotten realm.

It had been on the plaque given to him by Dumbledore and suddenly it all made sense. Except

“What is this forgotten realm?” Dumbledore smiled, and was prepared with a swift answer.

“That I cannot say, with Miss Weasley present.”

“But she’s empathy.” Harry had no idea where that had come from. As Dumbledore had been explaining what he’d meant by empathy, Ginny’s face kept popping into his head. Ginny, scared and relieved about Lucius Malfoy, Ginny at Siriuses trial, quietly holding his hand, Ginny knowing that he needed to talk about that dreadful night at the end of the third task, even without him realising he did, quietly holding his hand and even now, she’d moved closer to him, offered him silent support as Dumbledore had talked about his parents. Ginny sucked in her breath and dropped his hand. He felt cold without it. Sirius stood and walked to Ginny, took her by the shoulders and looked deep into her face. Nodded just as abruptly as he’d stood and started pacing the office.

“Very well, Mr Potter, you wish Miss Weasley to be the Empathy element of the Order, of course official requests will be made but if you are not opposed Ginny?” Ginny was silent, for a long time, and Harry started to wish he’d never said anything. He started to fidget and then he started to go red around the face and neck and then, just as he was starting to become really impatient, Ginny spoke.

“No sir, I’m not opposed.” Her voice was strong and clear and hearing what he’d been waiting for was almost as good as winning the Quidditch Cup for Gryfindor in his third year at Hogwarts. He let out a breath he hadn’t realised he’d been holding and gave Ginny a relieved grin, but she wasn’t looking, as a matter of fact she was looking anywhere but at Harry. Dumbledore informed them them that they would discover the beauty of the forgotten realm soon enough but that now it was time for bed.

Harry, Ginny and Sirius walked in silence, they’d been in Dumbledores office for just an hour but to Harry it had almost seemed like days, and they all had things weighing heavily on their minds. Finally, when they’d almost reached the common room, Harry broke the silence.

“Sirius? Why didn’t you tell me this? Why did it have to come from Dumbledore? You had all summer, and we talked about my mum and dad a lot”

“Not all summer Harry. As acting head of the Order it was Dumbledores responsibility. There was nothing I could have said that would have cleared all your questions because, as loyalty and towards the end, a suspected spy, I wasn’t privelidged with certain information. Dumbledore, on the other hand, knows everything there is to know about your parents and the Order.” Bitterness had crept into Siriuses voice when he’d spoken of being a suspected spy. But it cheered slightly as they reached the common room and he stood and just looked at the fat lady for a while, as if he was lost in his own world. He’d had to be reintroduced to the Fat Lady by Dumbledore himself, as the last time they’d met, Sirius had attacked her with a knife. She had had to be restored and now her oil colours were gleaming. Harry politely cleared his throat. 

“Oh. Right. Good night you two. See you tomorrow in class Ginny.” And with that he was gone, so quickly Harry would have sworn he’s disapparated if he didn’t know better. Ginny seemed to be unable to move. She was staring at her feet.

“Gin? You… ummm, that is, you’re not…”

“No Harry, it’s fine. I wouldn’t have said yes to all this if I wasn’t sure.” Again, for the third or fourth or fifth time that evening Harry felt a great weight lift off his shoulders. And the fact that Ginny had answered his unasked question only confirmed that she was the perfect person for the Empathy element. 

“Thanks Ginny. Really, I mean it. But will you do one more thing?” She nodded.

“Will you stay with me when I tell Ron and Hermione? I’ll have to do it now, and I’d prefer you’re there, in case I miss anything.” Ginny nodded again and finally met his eyes. She gave him a small smile, and this time it was Harry who felt his heart sigh, though he didn’t recognise what it was. They walked into the common room together and were met by Fred and George.

“Where have you two been?” Fred asked

“Been gone nearly an hour and a half, after a cosy little chat on the couch.” Georges voice dripped with implication and as it dawned on Harry why the twins were so serious Harry lost his ability to speak. Ginny, however, was right on track.

“Sod off you two, or I’ll tell mum about your stash. If you’ve got a problem with Harry and I being friends, keep it to yourselves, it’s got nothing to do with either of you.” Harry almost laughed aloud at the looks of fear on their faces at the mention of Mrs. Weasley and grinned at Fred and George impishly. He looked around the room as the twins quietly walked away, mumbling something that could have been “scary, how like mum she is.” Harry spotted Ron and Hermione bent over a book together, he and Ginny approached the table and the pair jumped apart as if they’d suddenly burnt each other when they saw them standing there.

Ron, looking scarily similar to the twins, gave Harry an accusing look and voiced the accusation soon after.

“Where’d you take my sister and why’d you take her there?” Harry looked puzzled but Ginny, again, knew exactly how to handle her brother.

“Get over it Ron, we went to see Dumbledore.”

“You took Ginny to see Dumbledore?? And not us?” Hurt had replaced the accusation in Rons voice and Harry, this time, took him seriously.

“Ron” he said gently “you’d just taken off upstairs, and Hermione was studying. Ginny and I had been talking on the couch and I didn’t feel like walking there on my own. Don’t you both want to know what he wanted?” Hurt feelings were soon taken over by a strong sense of curiousity as Harry began his story. When it had finally come to an end, Ginny’s eyes were drooping and she excused herself.

“Cooool Harry!” Ron was really excited now. “So I’m Loyalty and Herms here is Sensibility right?” Harry nodded, this was the bit he’d been dreading, but he was kinda glad that Ginny had gone off to bed. 

“Who’s Empathy Harry?” Hermione asked shrewdly.

“Ginny.” He answered, anxious of Ron’s reaction. Ron exploded.

“Have you gone mental Harry?? She can’t?!?! She’s only fourth year! Mum and Dad will never let her.” Hermione placed a hand on Rons and he calmed almost immediately. 

“Ron, are you planning on asking them?” She asked.

“No. Are you mental too, they’d never say yes.”

“Why does Ginny have to then?” 

“She’s a year younger than us! Hasn’t been through as much.” Harry jumped in to correct him.

“Are you forgetting Ron, who it was we rescued from the Chamber of Secrets?” Ron’s ears turned pink, and he mumbled a no. “I think you should give her more credit. She was very sure when she accepted, and we do have the rings she gave us.”

“Expert all of a sudden aren’t you?” Harry normally would have been insulted, but he knew that Ron was just trying to bait him, so that the attention was taken from his double standards.

“We’ll be trained properly won’t we?” Hermione asked. Harry was amazed, over and over again, at how easily his two closest friends accepted anything and everything thrown their way, all because they were friends with him. He answered Hermione with the affirmative and announced he was going to bed. He wasn’t in any way surprised when Ron and Hermione decided to stay behind.

The days leading up to the Halloween ball were hectic for everyone. They’d only been back at school 8 weeks, and Harry could hardly believe everything that had happened. Ginny had slowly but surely become part of their little group, Harry had found out that he was the Heir of Gryffindor and the leader of the Order of the Phoenix, and there was a ball that everyone seemed to be stressing about. It was with pleasure and relief that Harry got a letter from Hagrid. It simply said that he was home, and that he wanted to see Harry, Ron and Hermione asap. Two days before ball, the trio went to visit their half giant friend during lunch, much to Rons chargrin. It was impossible to eat anything that Hagrid cooked and Harry and Ron often wondered what he’d look like if he didn’t eat in the great hall. Hagrid let them in to his wooden hut where he lived with his dog, Fang, a boarhound who seemed especially taken with the jumpers Ron wore.

“Where were you Hagrid?” Harry asked as they’d all sat down and had a cup of tea in their hands.

“Can’t tell you that. I promised Dumbledore I wouldn’t say anything until we were finished, and we’re not. Just needed a break, that’s all, thought I’d come home for Halloween.”

“We’re really glad you’re home Hagrid. Hogwarts isn’t the same without you.” Hermione smiled at the game keeper, who ducked his head and cleared his throat.

“Thanks Hermione. Who’s going to the ball with you this year then?” Harry startled a bit at this, he’d owled Hagrid about almost everything this year, and since the fact that Ron and Hermione going to the ball together didn’t have anything to do with a secret organisation created to save the magical world, they had definitely been included in Harry’s letters. Harry opened his mouth to speak just as Hagrid sent a wink his way. Harry had to hold back a laugh as a realised what he was up to. Hermione had gone bright red and was looking anywhere but at Ron, and Ron suddenly found the table absolutely fascinating and his ears had gone pink. Hagrid, whose shoulders had been shaking as he held his laughter in, now let out a loud chortle.

“You two! Even if Harry hadn’ta told me I’d know now for sure. Been waiting since your third year for this…” He let his go unfinished. Both heads shot up and stared at Hagrid, as if he’d suddenly transfigured into Fluffy. Ron spoke first.

“Hagrid! Just cause we’re going to the ball together, that doesn’t err, I mean, don’t be getting any..err.” Ron looked pleadingly at Harry, but Harry was watching Hermione. Her face had gone from shock to hurt as Ron spoke, it was only brief and Harry wasn’t sure if that’s actually what it had been until she pursed her lips, her eyes were fuming. She got up from the table, thanked Hagrid for the tea, and stalked out, up the grounds towards the castle. Ron, still looking at Harry rolled his eyes and said “Been telling ya for 5 years now Harry, mental that one.”

“Ron!” Hagrid cried. “What are ya blind? You better catch up with her, she’s angry with ya as I’ve ever seen her. You gotta apologise.”

“What’d I do?!?” Harry and Hagrid just looked at Ron, who started to shift uncomfortably in his chair, then as if suddenly it dawned on him that Hermione was angry because he’d denied they were together, he shot up from the table, a wide grin spreading across his face as he raced out of Hagrids hut, it was only twenty minutes til he and Harry had Divination. He raced back through the door, his ears pink, yelled “Thanks for the tea Hagrid” and was off again, trying to catch up with Hermione before the start of her Arithmacy lesson. He caught her in the corridor near the Transfiguration classroom. Only ten minutes to go.

“Oi! Hermione, wait up!”

“Leave me alone Ron!”

“No.” That simple answer stopped Hermione in her tracks and made Ron nearly collide with her.

“What do you mean no?!” 

“I’m not leaving you alone, Hermione, until you tell me why you left Hagrids place so quickly.” Now it was Hermione’s turn.

“No.” She smiled smugly, but Ron could still see traces of hurt in her face, and it was obvious she’d been crying. He swung her round to face him.

“Please tell me Mione. We’ve only got 7 minutes…”

“Can we talk about this tonight then, I really have to go.” Ron let out a snort.

“No.” Hermione opened and closed her mouth, doing a remarkable impression of a gold fish. “You have to tell me why you left Hermione, I know you’re upset with me.”

“Oh Ron, it’s just silly. Can’t we just forget it?” Ron’s stomach sank, maybe Harry and Hagrid had been wrong, maybe she was just upset with him over nothing, she did have a tendancy to do that. He gathered up all his courage, though his ears quickly turned pink and a knot formed in his stomach. But he had to know.

“It’s not silly Hermione, if it made you cry.” A frown showed on her face, and Ron felt foolish. He looked at his feet, the pinkness spreading to his neck.

“Why do you think I was upset Ron?” 

“You’re not getting round this Hermione, you have to tell me why.” She let out a huff, both of them seemed to have forgotten class all together. They were standing about a feet apart, and were both so tense that you could have cut the atmosphere with a knife. Hermione took a deep breath.

“I was upset because, umm, because… oh Ron, I can’t tell you why!” He looked up at this, directly at her and took a step closer.

“You have to.”

“I can’t. It’s stupid.” Another step closer.

“Please, I promise not to laugh.” He stopped here, waiting.

“I left cause of what you said about us to Hagrid.” This was all said in a great rush and Ron felt the knot his stomach almost disappear.

“Why did that upset you?” This time it was Hermione who stepped closer.

“Why do you think? You make me so mad a lot of the time I don’t know what I’m thinking, going to the ball with you. But there’s something I need to know now.” Ron let out a shaky breath. The bell had rung, but neither of them heard it. 

“What?”

“Why did you ask me to go with you, if you didn’t want, ummm, well you know…”

“Why did you say yes, if you didn’t want, ummm, well you know…” A grin had spread across his face as he held a hand out to Hermione. She took it, as if in a trance.

“You wanna be my girl miss Hermione?” Hermione nodded and just as Ron stepped in closer, Hermione jumped, yelled “Arithmacy!” gave Ron a kiss on the cheek and took off down the corridor. Ron shook his head, laughed and made his way slowly up to the North tower, hardly believing his luck. He was half way to Divination when his finger suddenly grew warm, and he glanced, puzzled at his ring, which flashed brown just briefly. At that moment, three minds in Hogwarts were united in exactly the same thought.

Ginny!

Ginny had been making her way from Potions to Defence Against the Dark Arts, her mind full of the Order of the Phoenix, when she’d felt an arm snake around her waist and a hand over her mouth. Her heart jumped and she sent out a silent plea for help as she was dragged further into the Dungeons. Her only comfort was the ring on her finger, and she knew that at this very moment her brother and his friends were searching for her, she just wished she knew what was going to happen next.

Harry had been sitting in Divination, wondering where Ron was, and then deciding he didn’t want to know, when his finger grew warm and the gold band on his right hand flashed brown. He wasted no time packing up his things and just as he stood, a hand rested on his shoulder.

“Where are you going my dear?” Harry looked up at the praying mantis that was Professor Trelawney and said the first thing that came to mind.

“Scar hurting, gotta go.” And he fled, only to find Ron waiting impatiently at the bottom of the ladder leading to the tower.

“We’ve got to find her Harry.” He looked paniced.

“I know we do Ron. But we can’t just rush in and get her if she’s in serious trouble.” Harry laid a comforting hand on Ron’s shoulder. “Let’s get Hermione, and then we’ll go and get the map. If she’s still on the grounds, we’ll find her Ron, I promise. And whoever has her will have to deal with Dumbledore.” The pair ran towards the class where Arithmacy was held, only to find Hermione already standing outside the class room. Harry wondered if they looked as dreadful as she did, but stopped dead as she ran into Rons arms, holding him close. “She’ll be ok Ron, don’t you worry.” That was going to take some getting used to, Harry decided. Then, without a word, the three of them made their way to the Gryffindor common room, into the fifth years boys dorm, and pulled the Marauders Map out of Harry’s trunk. He took out his wand, tapped the map impatiently, and said “I solemnly swear I’m up to no good.” The whole of Hogwarts grounds spread out across the old piece of parchment, and there were people moving everywhere, little dots with names all over the place.

“Harry, we’ll never find her at this rate!” Ron was distraught, but Harry focused on the task. 

“Show me Ginny Weasley.” The map seemed to almost zoom in on the dungeons area and Harry felt the relief in the room. She was still at Hogwarts. But then his heart sank, there were four people in one of empty class rooms, one of them was Ginny, and the other three were Malfoy, Crabbe and Goyle. Ron was outraged.

“I knew it! I knew he was up to something, hasn’t said anything to us for a while has he? That mongrel! He’s got my sister!” Harry was still focused on the map however. There was a dot in the dungeons, that gave him an extreme feeling of relief.

“We’ll get her Ron, and Malfoy too. Dumbledore’s down there.” His voice was dangerously low.

Ginny glared at Draco Malfoy as he taunted her.

“Finally allowed to touch Potter, aren’t you Weasley. What are you? His girlfriend? Or just another worthless sidekick like your brother and that mudblood.” She would not bite, she would not. She knew that that would only give him satisfaction, and she was determined to do anything but. She was sure her brother would rescue her, and the only thing keeping her silent was the thought of Ron flattening Malfoys nose against he’s pointy ferret looking face. Her eyes sparked at him as he came closer. She was in a full body bind and couldn’t step away as he ran his finger down the side of her face.

“What is it, little Ginny, that draws you to him so? What was it your valentine said? Why didn’t you send me a Valentine Ginny? What’s Potter got that I don’t?” Ginny didn’t want to open her mouth, she was sure she would be sick. He was too close, and his voice was menacing. She couldn’t even close her eyes. She’d survived Tom Riddle, she could survive Draco Malfoy. Just as the thought crept into her head, the door to the classroom burst open, and Ginny thought she’d cheer as she saw Harry and Dumbledore in the doorway, followed closely by Ron and Hermione. Draco had gone pale at the site of their headmaster but Ginny thought he’d ought to be more fearful of Harry. Crabbe and Goyle stopped their laughing. 

Harry spoke, just as menacing as Malfoy had been seconds before. “Move away Malfoy, get your filthy fingers off her.” Malfoy jumped away, as if burnt suddenly by Ginny’s skin. It was then that chaos broke out. Ron pushed himself past Harry and Dumbledore, and when Hermione would usually be the first to hold him back, she looked on with triumph as Ron grabbed Draco by the collar and smacked his fist into his nose. There was an awful cracking sound, and Malfoy fell to his knees, blood all over his robes.

“You’re filth Malfoy, nothing but filth.” Ron spat on him then and Dumbledore didn’t react at all, it was almost as if he’d gone deaf and blind for a moment, until Ron moved away towards his sister. He took the Slytherins away to his office, and Harry hoped beyond hope that they’d be sent home today. Ron was holding Ginny close and murmuring softly. They’d fallen to the ground together, as if coming out of the bind had made Ginny’s legs collapse.

“Scared me Gin.” Ginny gave a small laugh.

“You scared me too Ron, I’ve never seen you so mad! I hope you broke his nose.” Ron let out a relieved laugh. His sister was obviously ok. They hugged for a little while longer, until Harry and Hermione moved in as well. Ron and Ginny stood up, it had actually been Rons legs which had collapsed, but Ginny kept that to herself.

“Oh Ginny! We were so scared!” Hermione’s arms were suddenly around her, and she felt her breath squeezed out of her. She let out a laugh.

“Hermione, you’re doing more damage than Malfoy did.” Hermione jumped back and mumbled a small sorry. Harry and Ginny glanced at each other, suddenly awkward. Suddenly, she was in his arms, and he involuntarily pulled her close. 

“Thanks Harry.” Ginny stepped back and they all moved towards the door, relieved as they walked to the common room. They decided, without speaking, to take the afternoon off and Ginny stopped suddenly, making Harry stop too. Ron had taken Hermione’s hand, and she rested her head briefly on his shoulder. They were talking quietly between themselves.

“Harry!” Ginny whispered fiercley “When did that happen.” Harry couldn’t help but grin at the look on her face.

“Well, while you were busy being kidnapped, your brother was busy too.” Ginny huffed a bit at the teasing note in his voice, and she raised her own.

“Well.” She said it loudly, to be sure that Ron and Hermione could hear her as well. “It’s about bloody time!” Harry let out a laugh at that, glad that it had been Malfoy who had taken her, and not someone more sinister.

The day of the Halloween ball dawned bright and clear, with students lazing around on the grass outside. A brisk wind was up, making all of them aware that winter was well on its way. Ron, Hermione, Harry and Ginny sat around the lake, talking about Malfoy and avoiding talking about the Order, or trying to and freezing. Hermione and Ron were sitting close, though not touching. They’d spoken the night before about being sure not to have anything change between them and Harry, even if things had changed for them.

Ron was currently in a fit as they watched Malfoy walk his way across the grounds.

“I cannot believe Dumbledore didn’t expel him!” He was furious, as Harry had been when speaking to Dumbledore the day before. Hermione spoke first.

“Ron, wouldn’t you prefer that he was here, where we can all keep an eye on him? Imagine someone like Malfoy at Durmstrang, which is surely where he’d be sent” Durmstrang was where Viktor Krum had gone, and it was known for teaching the Dark Arts, rather than just defence. Ron calmed a bit at this but still had his piece to say.

“Hermione, he kidnapped my sister! He’s a menace to society!” 

“But Ginny’s going to be part of the Order Ron, you can’t protect her from everything. Malfoy’s childs play compared to what we’ll face.” Ron shuddered at Harry’s words and the group fell silent. Harry hadn’t meant to bring up the Order, but all three of his friends had accepted their official requests and the first meeting was coming up in just 10 days. Harry, with all the other things he’d had to think of lately, had entirely forgotten about Qudditsch until earlier that morning, when Fred and George had approached him to tell him about their first training session. It was happening tomorrow, with the first game just three weeks away. Tomorrow wouldn’t really be training, though, Gryffindor house was down a captain and a keeper and they had to find both things fast. On the other hand, replacing Oliver Wood as keeper would certainly take time, of which none of them had right now. Voting on a captain should be easy, but filling his keeper position means tryouts.

“Ron, are you going to try out for Keeper? I’ll let you use my broom!”

“Well, I was going to tryout anyway, but now you’ve really sold me.” Ron loved Harry’s Firebolt, almost as much as Harry did. Hermione turned to Ginny.

“Shall we go get ready then?” Ginny nodded and they stood.

“You’ve got three hours still!” 

“And there are two of us. But we’re using the prefect bathroom, so it shouldn’t take as long as it did last year. Can you believe Parvati’s going with Neville?” Harry let out a chuckle. Paravti and Neville had become big news, bigger even than Ron and Hermione. Harry reckoned it was cause everyone had expected his two friends to get together, it had just been a matter of time for them, but Parvati asking Neville to the ball had been totally unexpected and wouldn’t truly sink in until tonight. Harry and Ron watched Hermione and Ginny walk away.

“Are you sure you’re going stag Harry? You’re not doing a Hermione on me and keeping it a secret are you?” 

“No Ron, I really am going stag. That way, I won’t have to dance.”

“Ginny’s going stag too, you might have to dance with her.”

Harry fell silent now, not knowing how to answer. He was really liking having Ginny as a friend, and Rons statement in second year, where he’d told Harry “she doesn’ shut up normally” was proving true. Seemed that chattiness, like red hair, was a Weasley gene. Ron was looking at him expectantly.

“I’m sure plenty of people will want to dance with her Ron.” Ron let it fall. He didn’t feel very comfortable talking about his sister with his best friend and he wondered if Harry even knew she was anything but over her crush on him. Ron figured that their friendship was only making it worse but once again kept his thoughts to himself.

“Got your robes all ready Harry?”

“Yep, wearing black ones, what about you?” Ron’s neck went pink.

“Fred and George bought me new ones over the summer. They’re a really cool dark green.” Harry grinned, glad that the twins had taken his request seriously and not bought robes that were pink with yellow spots on them. Harry had given them his winnings from the Triwizard Tournament. 

“Do ya reckon we should start getting ready too?”

“Ron, we don’t need three hours. But we can go in, play some chess, if you like.”

“Sure.” The two Gryffindors made their way back to the castle, again seeing Malfoy on the grounds of the school. Ron sighed.

“At least Dumbledore got rid of Crabbe and Goyle.” Harry agreed, two out of three was better than nothing and Malfoy was a lot quieter without his goons.

That night, Ron and Harry were standing in their dress robes in the common room. Harry had wanted to go to the Great Hall on his own, he was going stag after all, and he wanted to give Ron and Hermione time to themselves. Apart from that, he knew that Ginny and Hermione would come down together, and that would mean that he and Ginny would probably walk into the Hall together. It gave him a funny squirming in his stomach to think of it, but Ron had asked him to wait with him and confessed that he was nervous. Harry couldn’t turn him down. Just as Ron was about to exclaim, yet again, that they were taking their time, two girls made their way down the stairs. Hermione, in golden dress robes that seemed to shimmer with every step, looked amazing. Ron stood, gaping, unable to speak and when Hermione smiled shyly at him, he felt his heart leap into his throat. Harry was absolutely taken up with the image of Ginny. She stood slightly behind Hermione as if not wanting to come out from behind her mothers robes. From what he could see she had straightened her hair and left it out and was wearing light blue dress robes which were tight to the waist and then dropped straight to the floor. She went a bit red in the face, and Harry realised he was staring. He turned on his heel and walked out the portrait hole, taking a big deep breath as he did so. He was followed by Ron and Hermione and Ginny was walking behind them. The four made their way down the stairs, Harry determined to stay in the front and walk into the Hall alone. And he did. The long house tables had been replaced by small round ones, enough to fit about six students to each table. The ceiling, usually enchanted to portray the sky outside, was stormy and dark, with bats flying around at the top. Jack-o-Lanterns were hanging, enchanted, all around the room and many students were already taking their seats. The four made their way to the table that Dean Thomas was sitting at and asked if they could sit.

“Of course. I’m just waiting for Lavender, she’s gone off to powder her… Hermione?!?” Dean couldn’t believe his eyes, Hermione had caused quite a stir at last years Yule Ball and not just because she’d gone with Viktor Krum, one of the Tournament champions, but that was nothing to how she looked now. Ron wrapped an arm around her shoulders and glared at Dean, who grinned in return. Utterly ignoring Rons posessive gesture he gestured for them all to sit down he looked pointedly at Harry and Ginny, who’d had no choice but to sit next to each other.

“Oh. You two come together then?” They answered in unison.

“No.” It was short and to the point and no more questions were asked. Harry, having been away from the muggle world for more than 4 months started to ask Dean about the English Premiere League, and there was no one better informed about football than Dean.

Dinner was served and the great hall was full of chatter. Ron and Hermione kept the chatter up at their table, with Lavander looking awfully bored. She had just started complaining that the dancing hadn’t started yet when Dumbledore rose from the table.

“If the school prefects, Head Boy and Head Girl, as well as their partners, would please make their way to the dance floor.” Rons fork fell to his plate with a loud clatter. He whispered to Hermione with an angry tone.

“You didn’t tell me prefects were opening the dancing!”

“Only because I thought you’d back out if you knew, come on then.” Hermione gave Ron such a smile that he figured he’d do whatever she asked him in that moment. They made their way to the dance floor, where a “surprise guest act” suddenly appeared on the stage. Lavander shrieked.

“Oh my goodness! Oh my goodness! It’s Clay Aitken! I can’t believe it, I think Hagrid’s right! Brilliant man, Dumbledore.” Harry had been shocked at her outburst, but he was more shocked to see Ginny, mouth open and fanning her face as she slumped back into her chair. As he started to look around, he noticed a lot of the femal students were acting strangely. Lavender grabbed Deans hand and pulled him onto the dance floor, right up the to the dance floor.

“Ummm, Ginny?” Ginny looked around, startled. Then the situation dawned on her, it was only her and Harry left at the table, he was looking pensive and shy, and she was sure he was about to ask her to dance.

“Who’s Clay Aitken?”

Her stomach sank right down to her toes. She sighed and answered him flatly, unable to hold in her disappointment even though Harry was looking at her oddly.

“Just the biggest pop star in the Wizarding World Harry. He won a global contest on the WWN.”

“Oh.” Harry looked like he was going to ask her something else and she looked away, only to find Colin Creevey standing right in front of her. They’d become quite good friends, her and Colin and she realised with a pang that she hadn’t spent enough time with him lately, being caught up in her new found friendship with Harry, Hermione and even her brother. He smiled a winning smile and said “care to dance my lady?” It was an old joke between the two of them. Him calling her “My lady” and her always responding with “Kind sir” which she didn’t hesitate to do now, as she took his offered hand and stood.

“I’d be delighted, kind sir.” And without looking back, left Harry sitting alone at the table. Colin was holding her close, and she rested her head on his shoulder.

“I hope Harry doesn’t mind, me taking you away like that.” Ginny let out a sigh.

“We didn’t come here together Colin, and frankly, I don’t think he even noticed.”

“So you do still like him then?” Ginny felt her face redden and hated herself for it, she knew she didn’t have to answer. Colin understood, he’d been almost as fascinated with Harry as she had been.

“You know, Ginny, you shouldn’t let anyone make you feel you don’t deserve what you want.” Ginny looked at him, surprised. Colin grinned his grin. “It’s from a muggle movie.”

“It’s helpful Colin, thank you, for understanding.” It was Colins turn to blush read. Clay finished singing his latest single, and Ginny felt as if she was dancing with everyone. She even gave Fred a whirl, laughing heartily at his antics. Ginny took a break and finally took the time to ponder Colins statement to her earlier. She looked over to Harry, who was still sitting at the table, alone. She started to make her way back.

Harry had been sitting alone most of the evening, unable to take his eyes off Ginny. He hated himself for feeling whatever it was he was feeling. He couldn’t name it, but it made his stomach burn and gave him the urge to hit something. He pushed the comparison of his reaction to Cho and Cedric to the back of his mind. He looked up to see Ginny standing directly in front of him. She gathered up all her courage, and five years of adoration, and smiled down at him sweetly.

“Dance with me?” The relief he felt, and the feelings that bought with it made his voice hard and cold.

“No thanks.” He hadn’t meant it, he wanted to take it back, but it was out now and there was nothing he could do. Ginny dropped her hand, and felt a horrible burning feeling behind her eyes. She would not cry here, but she couldn’t hold it in either. She fled from the Hall, mortified beyond belief.

Harry watched her go, not being able to sort out which feelings were what. He could recognise guilt, he knew it so well and he started to squirm as Ron and Hermione approached the table.

“Where’s Gin?” Ron asked the question casually, but was watching Harry closely. He shifted in his chair again and replied with a mumbled “dunno.” He watched the two of them sit and hold hands and smile and talk and for the first time he resented his friends. His mood dark, he got up from the table, muttered about Quidditch training and early starts, turned on his heel and left the Hall. Hermione and Ron hardly even noticed. Harry made his way up to the Gryffindor common room, the Ball was far from over and he was sure that only he and Ginny had left. His stomach tightened as he thought of her sitting in the common room, he didn’t want to have to face her now, he would likely just say something stupid. It was with great relief that Harry stepped through the portrait hole to find the common room empty. He longed for a Pensieve, just like Dumbledore’s, he hadn’t felt this confused for a while. He made his way up to his bedroom, changed into his pajamas, and slumped onto his bed, only to find sleep eluding him. He was awake when the other 4 returned from the ball, though he pretended not to be. Tomorrow was the first quidditch meeting, in ten days the order of the phoenix would meet, he’d really hurt Ginny, he resented his two best friends their happiness and worst of all he couldn’t seem to shake off any of those things, until finally, long after Neville’s snores could be heard, a very guilty, confused Harry Potter fell into a fitful sleep.

Harry met the rest of the team in the Great Hall the next morning, only a scattered few were up so early, and Harry felt like the only person in the school who didn’t have a good time last night. Except maybe Ginny. Harry grimaced at the thought as he sat down. Angelina jumped right in and the rest of the team looked on in wonder as she reminded them remarkably of Oliver Wood.

“Ok, so if none of you mind, I’ve written out a schedule about how try outs should work. As there’s only one position to be filled, I thought we could run them in class year, 2nd years through to 7th. You, Harry, will have to pay the most attention.” His head shot up at this.

“Why??”

“Because you’re going to be the only one left of this team next year.” Angelina continued as if he hadn’t even interrupted. “Me, Alicia and Katie will tackle each of the potentials for ten minutes, then you Fred, and you George, will come in and bludger them for ten minutes. If they lose their concentration when the bludgers come out, they’re useless to us. Right so, a captain…” Fred spoke up.

“Everyone who thinks Angelina would make a suitable replacement for Oliver Wood, especially now seeing her gift of the gab, say I.” And four “I”s were heard. Angelina looked astonished.

“I was going to vote for the twins!!” She also looked incredibly pleased and took charge as if it came naturally.

“Right team, eat up then we’ll get down to the pitch before anyone else and work out proper tactics.” Harry found he had no appetite, his mood had not improved since last night, and he had the distinct impression he had acted like an utter prat. He didn’t know how to make it better, and there was no one he could turn to for advice. Unless…

“Meet you down at the pitch guys.”

“Harry! You haven’t eaten!” But he was gone and didn’t hear Angelina. He was well on his way to Sirius’ office before any of them had finished their breakfast. He walked into the office, feeling very much at home.

“Sirius!” He called. “Come out, I need your help.”

“What?” Sirius was right behind him, and Harry jumped. He looked his godfather up and down, and burst out laughing. He was still in his pajamas, but he had his wand in his hand. Harry’s eyes sparkled with mirth.

“Why, Professor Black, did I get you out of bed?” Sirius stood tall and look disdainfully down his nose at Harry, doing a fantastic impersonation of Professor Snape.

“Yes, Potter, you did. Now tell me what it is you want, and get out.” Harry laughed at this, and a lot of things cleared in his head. He didn’t really resent Ron and Hermione, he wasn’t really dreading the Order of the Phoenix, but he had hurt Ginny, and he was confused as to why. He blushed, quite suddenly, and Sirius quickly changed into his robes, using his wand. 

“What is it Harry?”

“Err, well – you see- Sirius, the thing is…”

“The thing needs to be spat out as quickly as possible. You’ve got try outs, and I’ve got a bed to sleep in.” Harry took a breath and told Sirius the whole story. His godfather tried very hard to hold in a grin and failed pitifully. He didn’t tease though, when he would have normally, because Harry was looking fearfully earnest.

“And you haven’t seen her this morning?” Harry shook his head no. “You need to talk to her as soon as possible Harry, you acted like a git-“ Harry cringed “- and you have to make it up to her.”

“I know that already Sirius, but I don’t know how. She’s not my girlfriend, I don’t feel about her that way.” His tongue almost choked him. “I’m just really sorry I hurt a friend. With Hermione, I just say sorry, and that’s it, no need to explain. But Ginny’s different, she doesn’t believe with all her heart she’s right all the time.”  They both laughed as they knew Hermione only too well.

“Look, Harry, all females believe they’re right all the time. You’ve hurt her and the only way to make it up is apologise for a few hours. Take some time one evening, and just explain that you didn’t mean, that you’re sorry.”

“It won’t be enough for Ginny, she’ll have to know why I did it.”

“Why did you?” 

“I dunno.” Harry looked to his feet. “But I have to go. Thanks for the chat Sirius, sweet dreams.” It was said with such a mischievous grin, that Sirius almost threw a bottle of ink at Harry. “No, seriously Sirius, it’s good that you’re here.” Sirius felt his chest swell with unnamed emotions.

“It’s good to be here.” He said it quietly, his voice didn’t work as it should, and he wasn’t sure Harry heard as he shut the office door and headed off to more important things than girls or his guardian.

Harry made his way onto the pitch to find quite a few people there already, which was impressive since it was only 8am on a Sunday. Harry noticed Ron and Hermione in deep discussion off to the side, he was glad they were there. He’d have a chance to apologise for leaving so rudely the night before. He approached his two friends and had the distinct impression they’d been talking about him. They both looked a little guilty, and their discussion ended very abruptly as he approached.

“Here you go mate.” Harry handed out his firebolt to Ron. He wouldn’t need it, a Seeker doesn’t really affect the Keeper position, it was the chasers and beaters that were important. Ron gave him a long hard stare.

“No thanks.” And walked away, not looking at either of them.

“What have I done now Hermione?” Harry sounded resigned.

“You’ll have to ask him yourself, I’m not getting in the middle of this one.” Hermione had tried to get their differences patched up last year, after Harry’s name had been drawn from the Goblet of Fire and Ron had been green with envy, but it had taken Harry nearly being burnt to a crisp by a dragon in the first task of the Tournament to bring Ron round to see sense.

Maybe I should fall off my broom. Harry thought wryly.

“Harry, there’s something you should know though.” He looked at Hermione, puzzled and raised an eyebrow. “Ron spent a lot of time talking to Ginny in the common room this morning, alone.” Harry felt his heart sink. Weasley’s were fiercley loyal to each other and those luck enough to call them friends. Harry had often wondered why anyone would get on the wrong side of one of them, knowing full well that you’d have to face all of them down if you did.  Now he knew what that felt like, he’d hurt Ginny, and was now going to have to face Ron, and possibly Fred and George.

Harry was quite surprised at the turnout of spectators too. It seemed as if the whole of Gryffindor had shown up to watch and as he had nothing to do, he found himself searching the crowd for a certain red head. He had to talk to Ginny before their training started in just over a week and Ron too and maybe even Fred and George, who’d been with him all morning and hadn’t had a chance to speak to either Ron or Ginny yet.  He couldn’t go in to the Order of the Phoenix surrounded by stress and uncertainty, though he wasn’t sure how he knew he had to be relaxed for it all to work. And sure of the people who would swear to serve him. He pulled his mind back to try outs as Rons name was called. They’d decided to do it alphebetically, so Ron was the last fifth year to have his turn. He deflected the quaffle easily for the designated ten minutes, and it was only when the bludgers came out that he started to falter. In the second ten minutes, Ron still managed to save about 60% of the shots, which was better than anyone so far. Harry watched him land and moved towards him but stopped dead at the cold look Ron gave him. He stormed off the pitch without word, leaving Harry behind to take deep breaths and follow. Harry wasn’t going to let this go on for a whole day, he had to speak to Ron now, before he had a chance to stew on his anger. He ignored Angelinas cries for him to come back, some things were just more important than Quidditch.

“Ron! Wait.” Harry had to run to catch up, Ron’s legs were considerably longer than his own. “Please! Wait up, we need to talk.”

“Trust me Harry, and go away. Just leave me alone.”

“I can’t! Please, talk to me, I can explain.”

“What is it that you think you need to explain? Sorry, mate, I’m not the Weasley that needs an explanation.” 

“Fine, be a prat then!” Harry felt his own anger boiling now, but tramped it down, Ron had a right to be annoyed. Ron stopped in his tracks and stiffened. He slowly turned to look at Harry, and walked straight at him, stopping just centimetres from his face. His voice was lethally cold as he spoke in a low tone.

“You think I’m being a prat do you? You didn’t see my sister this morning Harry, she was pale and had big purple rings under her eyes. Her eyes looked haunted, the only other time I’ve seen her so upset, was when she wanted to tell us about Tom Riddles diary. I have every right to break your nose Potter, what right to do you have to treat my sister the way you did? Because every one loves you right? Because you were You Know Who’s downfall? Wrong again Harry. You had no right, none to do what you did. You know she has feelings for you, you’d have to be blind not to see it and you trampled all over them last night, for no reason whatsoever. And before you go getting angry with Ginny for telling me, you should know I had to threaten her with a letter to mum before she said one word. Get out of my face, and leave me alone. I want nothing to do with you.” Harry watched his best friend walk away, feeling wretched. He’d never seen Ron so quietly angry, he was usually the loudest when he was mad. Harry felt his stomach sink and a blue sort of mood enveloped him. He’d never be able to make this right. In the space of 12 hours, he’d lost two very good friends. He turned glloomily to back to the try outs, only to find Hermione standing off to the side, looking as pale as if she’d just seen a ghost. 

“I- I don’t what to say to you Harry. I’m sorry. I’ve never seen him this angry.” Harry could do nothing but nod. “I’ll go after him and try and make him see sense, alright?” She was gone before Harry could reply. Now that Ron and Hermione were together, she’d be spending her time with him. Leaving him with no one. With Voldemort back, Harry thought, it was probably better anyway.

The morning of the tenth of November brought rain and wind to Hogwarts. It matched Harry’s mood perfectly. For almost two weeks, Harry had been hanging around Dean and Seamus, though he found himself alone a lot of the time, as Dean and Seamus were hanging around Parvati and Lavender. He felt as if he had no friends, with Ron still not talking to him, Ginny deliberately avoiding him and Hermione talking to him when she could but throwing him looks of pity mostly. The day dragged on, with a double potions to end it. It wasn’t as bad as it usually would have been, with Snape still not back from wherever he’d been sent and Dumbledore still taking the class. Harry sat alone at the back of the class and looked up when the Headmaster approached him. 
“Mr. Potter, could you be in office by 8 o’clock tonight.” Harry nodded and saw Dumbledore pass on the message to Ron and Hermione, three rows down. He’d been looking forward to this day for what seemed like forever, and he had no idea what to expect. It would have been better, however, if he didn’t have doubts about the three people who he’d decided on to join the order. Ron certainly wasn’t showing him much loyalty now, he thought bitterly. It still gnawed at Harry, what Ron had said at tryouts and since he’d made the team, things had only gotten worse. Ron obviously hadn’t told Fred and George about what Harry had done, as they were still treating him normally. Though they had noticed Ron’s behaviour, and teased the two of them after every team practice. Finally it was time to go to dinner and Harry was quite surprised when Hermione took a seat next to him at the long Gryffindor table. 
“You have to talk to Ron Harry.” She looked at him shrewdly. 
“No I don’t, I have to talk to Ginny.” Hermione nodded at this and continued in a whisper, so as not to alert anyone around them about the Order. 
“Did Dumbledore say anything about getting along with the three that were to make up certain elements of the Order?” Harry shook his head and Hermione continued. “Still, I think it would be a better ceremony if there was no anger or tension. I’ve read everything that’s available in the Library about the Order, it was only a page in some really old book and most of it was about Godric Gryffindor. But something towards the end of the page caught my attention.” Harry looked up from his dinner and caught Ron glaring at them from his place near the twins and Ginny, he quickly turned his attention back to Hermione. “Harry, it said that for the ceremony to be truly effective, all participants must be clear of mind at the time, and have no strong emotions showing so as not to interfere with the qualities of their elements.” Hermione sounded almost frightened, and Harry wondered what would happen if the ceremony took place under the current cloud of tension and anger. Maybe they’d blow themselves up. Harry shuddered at the thought.

“Thanks Hermione, I’m gonna go get changed. I’ll do what I can in half an hour to, you know, make sure Ginny understands why I acted like a prat, even though I don’t know why myself, and that Ron knows I’m not gonna kill him for getting in between something that had nothing to do with him. See you in the office at 8.” Harry’s voice had been so full of sarcastic cheerfulness, she could only stare as he left the Hall, letting the big door slam shut behind him. 

At precisely 8 o’clock, the four students found themselves standing awkwardly outside the ston gargoyle that allows entry into Dumbledores office. Ginny was standing slightly behind Ron, as if he could protect her should Harry say any other nasty things. This made Harry mad, she should have known better and Ron acted as if Harry didn’t exsist which was better than the glares he had been getting. After ten minutes of awkward silence, Hermione gave a huff and slammed her foot down onto Rons. 
“OW! Hermione, what’d you do that for?” He was grimacing with pain and in other situation, Harry would have found this very amusing. 
“You know full well why. You have something to say Ronald Weasley, now say it.” Ron, ears pink, approached Harry slowly, though his expression was much the same as it had been after the Quidditch try outs, and Harry knew this wasn’t going to go well. The two walked away from the girls without a word to each other or them. 
“Look, I’ve been a bit of a git.” The words sounded forced. “I’m sorry for it.” Harry could tell he wasn’t. “It’s just, you shouldn’t have said what you said and you shouldn’t have done what you did, and she’s my little sister, and she was upset, because of you.” Harry’s voice was cold when he responded. 
“You’re only doing this cause Hermione talked you into it. Forget about it Ron, I’d rather have you not talking to me than pretending to be my friend.” Ron opened and closed his mouth, obviously really mad now. He thought of the warning Hermione had given him, about the ceremony, and that if he’d at least make an effort, then Harry would to. He was about to respond, when the stone gargoyle moved to the side, and Dumbledore appeared, followed by Sirius. Sirius looked from Harry to Ron and back again. Harry had a hard look on his face, and Ron was standing with his arms tensley by his side, fists clenched. He turned to Dumbledore.

“I don’t think the Swearing In Ceremony should take place tonight, sir.” Dumbledore looked puzzled but a nod from Sirius had his glance moving to Harry and Ron and he let out a small sigh of disappointment. 
“Very well, I shall go and let the others know, you take these 4 to your classroom, I will meet you there.” 
“Right, you lot, let’s go.” At the sound of Sirius’ raised voice, the four students almost jumped out of their skin and they quickly fell into line and made their way to the Defence Against the Dark Arts classroom. Sirius turned to them. 
“We’re starting your training today. I’ll be instructing you in basic duelling skills. Basic, that is, for Auror standard witches and wizards. Not so basic for 4th and 5th year Hogwarts students.” 
“Professor Black?” 
“Yes Ginny?” 
“Umm, I don’t mean to be pushy, it’s just, I heard the ceremony to swear us into the Order had to take place when we’re clear of mind. How are we supposed to be able to clear our minds when we’re dead tired from duelling each other?” 
“Very good, but I’m afraid Dumbledore will have to answer that one. What I do ask of all of you, though, is to call me Sirius when school is finished for the day. We are all equals here.” He looked pointedly at Ginny as he said this, the other three had been calling him Sirius for two years, and switching to Professor was tricky for them, not the other way round. Ginny blushed, but they were soon paired off. Ron and Harry, Hermione and Ginny. Sirius made them go over some basic spells and charms, though he was working Ginny the hardest as he wasn’t sure of her abilities. Harry was hardly concentrating on his duel with Ron, they had already moved on to more complicated duelling techniques and spells, he was just about to call out to Sirius to leave Ginny alone when he was suddenly hit by a sudden cold feeling. His last thought was, that’s funny, we weren’t supposed to do that, before he lost conscienceness.
Harry felt warm. Too warm. And he could hear people, too many people, shouting at each other. He tried to mumble but couldn’t, he tried to open his eyes, but failed. He did manage a groan of frustration when he couldn’t remove his blanket. His arms seemed permanently stuck on his bed. 
“Honestly Sirius, I didn’t do the blood freeze curse on purpose!” 
“I saw your face Ron! I saw you lift your wand and heard you shout the curse. If that wasn’t deliberate, I don’t know what was.” Harry tried to communicate again, this time mumbling a very undefined “Sirius.” All eyes turned to him at once, and he finally opened his. The room was too bright but he managed to make out the shapes of Sirius and Ron, standing next to each other at the foot of his bed, Ginny off on his right side looking at him nervously. Hermione, eyes red and blood shot was glaring daggers at Ron, but holding Harry’s hand. Finally Dumbledore and Remus Lupin came into focus. 
“Professor Lupin!” Harry tried to sit up but found he still had that problem with his arms, and couldn’t support himself, he looked dreadfully clumsy. 
“It’s ok, Harry, lay back down, you need to warm your blood so it can flow properly again to your heart and brain. You can call me Remus now you know.” Remus’ eyes twinkled, as if Harry still thinking of him as a Professor was a very funny thought indeed. 
“Harry, how do you feel, are you ok?” Harry moved his head at the sound of his godfathers voice. He nodded and turned to Ginny, spoke directly to her, though he addressed Sirius. 
“Don’t yell at Ron, Sirius. I deserved it for what I did.” Sirius let out a splutter, Ron laughed, Hermione sniffed audibly, Ginny turned bright red and Madam Pomfrey came bustling in and shooed all of Harry’s visitors out again. She mumbled as she made him a blood warming potion.

“Don’t know what the headmaster was thinking…. Blood freeze curse indeed… From a fifth year!… advanced magic… could have killed him.” Harry was only able to hear parts of the conversation the school nurse was having with herself, but the last bit he did catch would have made his blood run cold, had it not been for the potion he’d just taken. Ron, his very best friend, had almost killed him. He thought back on what Prof- what Remus had said, about the blood having to get back to his heart and brain and shuddered. It didn’t matter what happened between them, Harry never once thought that Ron would want him dead. Just as Madam Pomfrey left to go back into her office, the person he’d just been thinking about appeared abruptly by his side. Ron looked pale and frightened as he held up Harry’s invisibility cloak. 
“I took it from your trunk, do you mind?” Harry shook his head, no, and Ron continued. “I feel really bad Harry. I swear, I didn’t mean that curse, but we’d just had the talk outside, and saw the way you were looking at Ginny. It made me angry and I released the first curse that came into my head. I don’t want you to think that I – well, you know.” Harry smiled a real smile for the first time in weeks. 
“So did Hermione go mental at you then?” Ron snorted. “And the rest. You caught the end of a really long conversation between Sirius and me. Even Dumbledore had a go, well, just shook his head and looked disappointed which is worse than having a go.” Harry nodded his understanding. 
“Well, I won’t bother then.” Ron grinned but the smile was wiped quickly off his face as he seemed to remember something. He looked very uncomfortable and shifted his weight from foot to foot. 
“Err, Harry - yougttatakgin.” Rons ears were pink and he cleared his throat. “I mean, you’ve got to talk to Ginny.” Now he looked downright depressed. 
“I will, as soon as she stops avoiding me. I am sorry about what I said, I think I was just tired.” Ron nodded and quickly changed the subject, they had a quidditsch game coming up in a weeks time, and the boys hadn’t spoken to each other about it since Ron had made the team. It was 1am before Ron left the Hospital Wing, and Harry, a great feeling of loneliness having lifted off his shoulders, slept peacefully.

The first Quidditch game of the season was approaching quickly and Harry finally got a chance to patch things up with Ginny the day before. She’d taken to eating her meals with them again, but really it was Ron and Hermione eating together and Harry and Ginny feeling left out on the sidelines, with Ginny still not talking to Harry, or even meeting his gaze, meal times were very lonely indeed. Harry had a free lesson when Ginny had DADA and he’d decided to meet her outside the classroom before her lesson. She tried to walk past as if she hadn’t seen him, but he grabbed her by the wrist. 
“We need to talk.” Her 4th year friends giggled at the serious tone of his voice and Harry wanted the ground to open up and swallow him. Ginny ignored them. 
“I can’t Harry, I’ve got class.” Harry nodded and walked into the classroom, dragging her behind as he still had hold of her wrist. 
“Excuse me, Professor Black?” Sirius looked up, and then between Harry and Ginny before responding. 
“Yes Mr. Potter?” His voice was puzzled. 
“Would it be alright if I borrowed Ginny? It won’t take long.” Several of the girls giggled but Harry, now bright red, ignored them. 
“Well, Harry, it’s not really appropriate, but if you must. You have ten minutes.” 
“Thank you sir.” And they left again, standing a little way down the corridor so as not to be heard in the classroom. 
“What makes you think you have a right to walz into my class and ask permission on my behalf?” 
“Look, I know you’re not talking to me, but you need to listen.” Ginny, still angry, lifted her chin but nodded just the same. “I just wanted to tell you that, well… err, I’m sorry about umm, you know.” 
“No Harry, I don’t know, which bit are you sorry about? Treating me as if I’m dirt beneath your feet? Not bothering to apologise until three weeks later? Making a fool out of me in front of my classmates?” Harry sighed, was apologising to a Weasley always so difficult? 
“All of it I guess. Look, I’m sorry about what I said at the ball. I was tired, and I know that’s no excuse, but it’s the only explanation I have. You weren’t talking to me afterwards, remember? How was I supposed to apologise. I had to take you out of class, it’s the only way I could speak to you, and Sirius is the only professor who would let me.” Ginny looked at him and she was obviously thinking over what he said, and she sure was taking her time.

“Ok, friends again?” Harry let out a sigh of relief, but as she held out her hand to shake his, a gleam of mishief sparkled in his eyes. Before she could realise what he was up to, he’d spat in his palm and taken her hand. 
“Deal.” 
“Harry! You’re gross!” He laughed aloud at this and Ginny grinned. 
“Come on, I’ll walk you back to class. Sirius knows what we’re talking about, by the way, so if he gives you any knowing looks…” 
“What?!? How does he know?” Ginny’s ears had pinkened and Harry felt his face flush. 
“Well, Ron wasn’t talking to me, and I needed to talk to someone about it. He is my guardian you know. Kind of stepping in for my dad.” Harry’s voice had turned sad and shy at the same time, and Ginny followed instinct and linked her arm through his, resting her head on his shoulder. He was surprised at how nice it felt. 
“Yeah, I’d forgotten for a minute. It’s a bit hard to separate Professor Black from Sirius down the road. I haven’t known him as long as you three have. Just be thankful you didn’t have to go to Hermione though, she didn’t make me feel better at all!” They’d reached Sirius classroom and with a wink, Ginny walked back into her class and Harry, a spring in his step, made his way to the common room to complete his Potions essay before lunch. He thought about how nice it was to have Ginny as a friend. Almost a double of Ron, with a bit of Percy mixed in, but not too much to be annoying. Harry tried to picture the looks on peoples faces if they saw him and Ron or him and Percy walking arm in arm with one of their heads resting on his shoulder. The thought made him chuckle and then, as it developed, give a full belly laugh which stopped abruptly as the sound of McGonagall’s voice echoed throughout the school. 
“All students are to make their ways to their common rooms in a quick and orderly fashion. All prefects are to supervise their house students. The head boy, head girl and teachers are to make their way to Professor Dumbledore’s private quarters, immediately.” Harry gave the Fat Lady the Gryffindor password and entered the common room. It was a bizaare announcement, ordering the students out of class, but the ring on his finger wasn’t warm or glowing and so he thought something had happened with one of the ghosts or something and that it wasn’t something he had to worry about. He was wrong. 

Just as Harry stepped into the common room, his scar began to burn and the room was fading quickly into darkness.

Snape lay on a cold marble floor in a room with a very high ceiling. He was wearing Death Eater robes, but the hood had been thrown off and the look on his face was one of excruciating pain. Harry tried to step forward and help him, it was a terrible thing to watch, even if it was Snape, but he realised with a jolt that it was his hand holding the wand that was torturing the potions professor. He spoke the Cruciatus curse, he felt his lips form the word Crucio, only the voice that was heard wasn’t his. The feelings of pure hatred and lust for greed weren’t his own. Suddenly, he felt himself laugh, and it was the cold, hard, chilling laugh of the Dark Lord Voldemort. Harry, while occupating this vision of Voldemort, and Harry was sure this was Voldemort, was also able to keep track of his on thoughts and feelings. He felt detached as he heard the voice and moved his lips in synchronisation. 
“So, Snape. You have been passing on information to Dumbledore. A letter of yours was intercepted by one of my more faithful servants. For that, you will have to die! Avada –“ Harry had been able to stop Voldemort using the killing curse! With strength of mind, and the knowledge that none of this was real, he’d forced his lips shut. He felt himself trying to open them again, saw the Death Eaters around him with looks of fear on their faces. He couldn’t atually speak through Voldemort, but he didn’t need to, Snape had disapparated.

Harry felt himself wooshed back into the common room. He felt the carpet beneath his back, the warmth of the fire. He opened his eyes and saw several faces swarm before his eyes, he made out Dumbledore’s face in the crowd, grateful that he didn’t have to make the trip up to his office to tell him what he’d seen. 
“Professor Dumbledore. It’s Snape, we need –“ 
“I already know Harry, he’s sitting quite safely in my office, being taken care of by Madam Pomfrey. Students have been given the rest of the day off, but I will be needing to see you and your three friends in my office this evening. There is much to discuss. Until then, rest and recover, I’m sure your head his causing you much pain.” 
“But sir-“ But Dumbledore was gone and Harry guessed what he had to say was waiting til this evening then. He noticed Sirius’ face among the crowd. “Sirius, how did you get hear so quickly?” 
“What do you mean quickly? You’ve been out for an hour and half, it felt like it took me forever to get here, after Ginny sent me a note with Hedwig.” Harry tried to sit but found himself being levitated on a stretcher up to his dorm, Sirius, Ron, Hermione and Ginny following closely behind. It was with some relief when he fell into a deep sleep, not even being able to wait until he’d reached his bed.

Dumbledore listened patiently as Harry recounted everything that had happened. Sirius and Professor Snape were both present and Snape looked like he’d rather be anywhere else than listening about how Harry saved his life. 

“Well Severus, it seems we do indeed have a problem. You will need to join the Order of the Phoenix afterall, though I’m sure your reasons for not wanting previously no longer stand?” Sirius seemed to snort at this but covered it up with a cough. It seemed to Harry that Snapes disinclination to join the order had a lot to do with his parents. Most likey his dad.

“Well, Headmaster, you see –“ But Snape was cut off and Harry had never heard Dumbledore speak so sharply.

“You will join the Order Severus, it’s for your own protection. Now, I believe you should make your way to your quarters and get some rest.” Snape looked a little wobbly as he stood, and Harry, knowing what he was going through having suffered the same thing himself, couldn’t help but take pity on the mean potions master. 

“We received intelligence through Professor Snape, that there was to be an attack on Hogwarts tomorrow, during the Quidditch match. It has, therefore, been cancelled and the rest of the season will also be under review.” Dumbledore paused here, and was probably expecting an outburst from Harry and Ron, they both remained silent however and the headmaster continued.

“I’m afraid that if the Death Eaters are already planning attacks on Hogwarts, we have severely underestimated them. The members of the Order must come together at once, and the Swearring In Ceremony must take place. I assume you have all patched up your differences?” Three heads were suddenly bent, their owners seemingly fascinated by the carpet in Dumbldores office when Hermione spoke up. 

“Yes, sir, we have.”

“Very well, I shall summons the other members and we shall meet here again tomorrow evening. Now that word has gotten out that you will be leading us Harry, more of the Order have contacted me. Molly and Arthur Weasley being just two of them.” Both Ron and Ginny sucked in their breaths and Ron jumped to his feet. Harry almost laughed at the mixture of anger and pride that showed on his face. Dumbledore dismissed the group when it became evident that Ron had nothing to say. Sirius, again, walked them to the common room.

“Harry? Mind if I have a word?” Harry looked to Ginny, who shrugged and walked a little faster, between Harry and Sirius and Ron and Hermione, who had again entred their own little world.

“Umm, it’s about Christmas.” Harry’s heart sank, would Sirius tell him he was to stay at Hogwarts? “Your training will need to be intensified as we need to act quickly. Do you think that Molly Weasley would mind Ron and Ginny staying with us?” Sirius looked almost shy as he asked his question and Harry felt the feeling in his stomach loosen.

“We only live down the road Sirius, I’m sure she won’t mind. Now that they’re a part of the Order too, they’ll have an even better understanding. Plus, we’ve already been invited to spend Christmas day with them at the Burrow.”

“Really? Why didn’t you say something sooner? I’ve invited Remus to spend it with us.” Harry found he like the word us very much. He was most definitely part of a unit, and between Sirius, the Weasleys (all of them), Hermione, Remus Lupin and Dumbledore, it was the most haphazard unit any of them had ever seen. Harry couldn’t imagine having it any other way.

“He can come too. The Weasley’s love him.” Sirius grinned and they continued on in silence. They reached the portrait of the Fat Lady and Sirius bid them all a good night. Ron and Hermione made their way to what had become known in Gryffindor house as “their corner.” No one approached them there and Harry noticed things were looking awfully tense between the two. He and Ginny took their seats on the couch and Harry asked Ginny if she’d noticed anything strange about the pair when they’d all been hanging out together.

“Apart from Hermione bugging Ron night and day about talking to you, no. Why?”

“Well, don’t you think it looks like they’re having an argument?” Ginny casually swept her gaze around the room, there weren’t many students up now, even though it was a Friday night, and she didn’t want Ron and Hermione to catch her looking at them.

“Yeah, it does. God, those two haven’t had a fight in so long, I’d forgotten what it looks like!” They both laughed at this and fell into a comfortable silence. Harry realised that Ginny was playing with his shoe lace. She seemed to do little things like that all the time, but not just with Harry.

“What do you think will happen tomorrow Harry?”

“Are you scared?” Ginny considered this for a while before nodding.

“A little, yeah. It’s a big thing we’re doing isn’t it? Big and important and I don’t know what my role will be and that’s scary.”

“You, who can spit in your palm before shaking hands with the famous Harry Potter, are scared of a little thing like an Order, created a thousand years ago, on whose shoulders the fate of the magical world may very well rest on? I don’t believe it!” She looked at him accusingly though there was a smile in her eyes.

“I don’t know how you can joke, this is serious. What if we fail?”

“A very wise man told me last year that what’s coming will come and we’ll meet it when it does.” Ginny smiled and had obviously relaxed some.

“Dumbledore?” She sounded almost certain.

“Hagrid.” Before she could react however, a loud voice rose from the corner where Ron and Hermione were.

“For goodness sake Ron!” Hermione’s was was practically oozing frustration. “I never said I knew your parents were part of it before, I just said it’s not really a surprise that they were. For your information, there’s only one page on it in the entire library, and I’m sorry to say, it says nothing about Molly and Arthur Weasley.” She stormed off, up the stairs supposedly to her dorm. Ron approached Harry and Ginny.

“What’d I do now?”

“You’re a git Ronald Weasley. She was paying our mum and dad a compliment and you had to read more into it. I will never understand you two.” She seemed suddenly angry with Harry too, as if he’d put Ron up to it. “Rocks in your heads, both of you. If you’re all we’ve got, to do what needs to be done, we may as well give up now.” Harry and Ron looked at each other, shocked, as Ginny followed the same path Hermione had just taken.

“What’d we do to her?” Harry was still to shocked to reply and could only shake his head. Ron hardly seemed to notice. “Mental, all of them. First Hermione and then my sister. You reckon they’ve got a point Harry?”

“Sorry mate, but I reckon Hermione did yeah, and Ginny as well, about you in any case. But her and I were just sitting here, having a normal conversation, and then she goes off and bites my head off too!” Ron looked a little disgruntled that Harry hadn’t taken his side straight away.

“Hey Harry, what do ya say you and me have a girl free day tomorrow, we can meet up with the dragons at dinner.” The thought of what he and Ron could get up to without Hermione there to nag them made Harry smile.

“You don’t reckon we should try and make it up to em?”

“We can do that at dinner can’t we?” 

“Yeah, yes we can.” Decided, the boys made their way up to bed, thinking of all the dastardly things they could get up to tomorrow. They were in for a disappointment when they woke the next morning.

Harry and Ron made their way down to breakfast the next morning, not stopping to think about waiting for Hermione, which had become a habit of theirs over the last 4 years at Hogwarts. Hermione and Ginny, however, were already sitting at the Gryffindor table when the boys arrived at the Great Hall. They took the seats next to them, Hermione gave Ron a dirty look, and Ginny pointedly ignored her brother and his best friend. The silence was awkward and long until Ron finally broke.

“C’mon Harry, we’ll go sit somewhere else, it’s obvious we’re not wanted here.” His voice was sarcastic but the look on his face when he looked Hermione was one of hurt. Harry looked between them, Hermione’s face showing no emotion whatsoever as she watched Ron stalk away.

“Err, see you at dinner.” And he went and joined his friend at the other end of the long table. Harry had just started in on some bacon when Dumbledore stood.

“I have an announcement to make.” His voice boomed out and the crowd of students fell silent. “Today’s Quidditch match has been cancelled.” A few muttered voices were heard at this but were shushed again as the headmaster continued. “A review has been made by the staff and we have decided that, under the current climate, the Qudditch season is to be cancelled.” Fred and George rose in their seats, as 7th years they, along with Angelina, Katie and Alicia, will never play for Gryffindor again. “Also, visits to Hogsmeade are no longer allowed. You will remain in your house common rooms between five pm and breakfast daily. No student is to wander the castle unaccompanied, be it student or teacher. I assure you, we are doing all of this with the safety of the students in mind. We will not insist that you stay within the castle on the weekends, including this one, but that you do operate great caution when on the grounds.” Dumbledore sat again and voices broke out throught the Hall. Ron turned to Harry, a look of shock and anger on his face.

“Can you believe it?!?! My first season on the team and they cancel.”

“Aaahh, Ron? Look at Fred and George, it’s their last season. At least you can play next year, they’ll be working at Zonkos and making more Wheezes.” Ron nodded and made a move towards his brothers and the three Gryffindor chasers when Sirius approached their table.

“We need to have the ceremony. Today. Be at Dumbledore’s office at 4.” As he walked away, Harry thought he’d never seen his Godfather so serious and grave. And worried. Ron approached Hermione instead of the rest of the Quidditch team and Ginny left them alone.

“Hermione, I’m really sorry about last night, I guess I’m just a little sensitive.” Ron was shuffling his big feet and looking at Hermione nervously.

“Oh Ron. Sit down will you, and have something to eat.” They grinned at each other as Ron sat and started to eat from Ginny’s abandoned plate.

“Did Sirius tell you guys about the meeting this afternoon too?” Hermione nodded, and they both spared a glance towards Harry and Ginny, who were both looking rather uncomfortable.

“Harry, I really am sorry. After the ball, and the way I treated you, I had no right to do exactly the same thing to you.” Harry looked to his plate, trying to hide his smile. If apologising to a Weasley was difficult, receiving an apology was almost as hard but in a totally different way. Harry’s stomach gave a jolt when Ginny placed her hand on his.

“Forgive me?” He looked up to her and didn’t bother hiding his smile this time.

“Yeah. Wanna go back to the tower?” Ginny raised and eyebrow, and Harry blushed when he realised how that could have been taken, had he and Ginny been any more than friends, he rushed to correct the implication. “And play some chess until it’s time to go?” Ginny nodded and they left the table to make their way to Gryffindor tower, Hermione  and Ron rose from their seats at the same time and the four left the hall in comfortable silence. At the teachers table, Dumbledore spared a smile as he watched them leave. If things could remain as harmonious between the group of friends… He thought back on all the things that Ron, Harry and Hermione had done already in their time at Hogwarts and about how Ginny had bounced back from her ordeal in the Chamber, and for the first time in almost six months, the headmaster felt just that little bit lighter in the heart. There was hope.

Harry gasped in awe as he fell through Dumbledore’s wall. He took in the look on his godfather’s face, Snape was there too. It seemed as if they had landed in some sort of rain forrest. Suddenly, before he had a chance to take a look, Harry found himself flat on the ground, his face in mud. 

“Oh Harry! I’m sorry!” Hermione scurried up to a standing position and reached down to help Harry up off the ground. “We’ll just move to the left a bit shall we?” Finally, as Harry moved out of the way of the “doorway” he took the chance to soak in his surroundings. The sun was shining through the trees, and they seem to have landed on the bank of a pond, which had the biggest waterfall Harry had ever seen pouring into it. In all seriousness, it was the only waterfall Harry had ever seen, but he wasn’t prepared to dwell on that at the moment. The grass was lush, and so green it was almost painful to look at. Harry let out a small noise as a unicorn came to drink from the pond. This wasn’t like the unicorns he had seen in the Forbidden Forrest, the ones killed by Voldemort in Harry’s first year. This unicorn was a pale blue, but remained vibrant. As it raised is head, it looked directly at Harry, its silver eyes gleaming with what could only be described as mischief. It reminded Harry quite suddenly of his Patronus, which was a representation of his father in Animagus form.

“Prongs?!” Just as Harry was making a move towards the animal, Ginny stepped to his side and let out an awed whisper.
“The forgotten realm.” Harry turned to her and was about to speak when he realised with a shock that the entire Order, or future Order, was already present. He made his way towards Dumbledore, who he was to stand beside throughout the ceremony, as the leadership was passed officially to him.

“My honoured witches and wizards. It has come to pass that the Order of The Phoenix is to be reborn, from the ashes of its former self. Let it rise to victory, glory and beauty, just as its namesake does during its natural life cycle.” Dumbeldore continued in an ancient language. Just as Salazaar Slytherin could speak Parsel Tongue, Godric Gryffindor was gifted with the language of the prominent creatures within this realm, the Fairies. Dumbledore was only able to speak what was necessary for the ceremony, having studied it, but as he spoke, Harry found himself able to understand, as if the headmaster was speaking English.

“We, who are honoured to be here in your world, swear to protect the lives of those in ours from evil and greed. We swear to follow the few who’s veins pump with the blood of Gryffindor. We vow, above all else, to undergo whatever tasks and challenges lay ahead with harmony of heart and peace of mind, knowing that it is for the good of all people. We understand and accept all possible consequences and take this vow voluntarily and with the best intentions.”

Harry swept his gaze across the group that had gathered in the circle. His legs turned to jelly when he was finally able to see the unbelievable amount of striking red heads that were present. Aside from Ron, Ginny and Mr. & Mrs. Weasley, Bill and Charlie were there too, as well as Fred and George. Harry had never seen the twins looking as ernest as they were now, and he felt almost giddy with gratitude. He knew, logically, that they had done it for the betterment of their world, but he knew with something deeper than logic that so many Weasleys were here because of Harry. He’d never be able to repay them for what they had done for him since his first year. Dumbledore was speaking again, and Harry was brought out of his reverie.

“Professor Minerva McGonagall, step forward please.” She did, her school robes billowing behind, and she was shining with some kind of inner power. Harry felt Ginny suck in her breath beside him. “As many before, you are here today to contribute your Element, Discipline, to the Order of the Phoenix. From this day forth, and only in this realm, you will be known as Discipline. Do you accept this responsibility, this identitiy, and all the coming consequences with harmony of heart and peace of mind?”

“I do.” Her voice sounded stronger and deeper than Harry remembered. Dumbledore was running his wand down her forearm and when he pulled it away, Harry was surprised to see a mark there. It reminded him briefly of the dark mark, worn by death eaters and floated above a scene of torture and killing, glowing menacingly in the sky. This was much more beautiful. This was a gold and scarlet lion, which made Harry think of a pegasus, as this lion sported wings, much like the wings of Fawkes. Before Harry could get a proper look, however, his Transfiguration teacher was moving away, back to her place in the circle. The rest of the ceremony went by in a blur for Harry, tears sprang to his eyes when Mr and Mrs Weasley were sworn in as Maternity and Paternity, it suited them perfectly, his chest rose with pride when Siriuses Element was revealed as Guidance, none of the four friends showed any surprise when Snape was sworn is as Hatred. Harry looked on with interest as Arabella Figg was sworn in as Creature Communication, which was quite an interesting element in Harrys eyes. Finally it was Hermione`s turn and Harry, Ron and Ginny were shocked as her eyes changed colour and her hair blew behind her, much as Professor McGonogalls robes had done, though there was no wind. Her voice was loud, sure and strong, as she too spoke the language of Faerie. 

“I give my life to that which is the Order, until such a time when it is no longer necessary. I take this challenge, I meet my fate, as my Element, Sensibility. Nothing more and nothing less.” Harry looked on, he couldn’t remember Hermione saying anything about learning Faerie for the ceremony, though it didn’t surprise him. What did surprise him were the emotions pouring through him. It must have been this place, this realm, but he wated to laugh and cry and scream and be quiet all at the same time. He couldn’t understand it, but that didn’t matter. Hermione had taken her place again in the circle, her eyes once again their normal colour and her hair once again sitting normally on her shoulders. It was Ron’s turn, and Harry nearly fell over when Ron opened his mouth to speak. That wasn’t English coming out of his mouth, and Harry was 100% certain that Ron hadn’t taken the time to study Faerie for the ceremony. His eyes, too had changed to yellow and he levitated off the ground a little as he made his vow. Hermione hadn’t done that.

“I give my life to that which is the Order, until such a time that is no longer necessary. I take this challenge and meet my fate, entwined as it is with Defence, through my Element Loyalty. Nothing more and nothing less.” Ron returned to looking normal, and even glanced a puzzled look among his family and friends as he took his place again in the circle, who were looking at him as if he’d just sprouted 8 legs. He couldn’t disrupt the ceremony to ask though, and Ginny had already stepped into the circle, hair blowing and eyes changing colour. From brown to gold and back again.

“I give my life to he which is Defence. His pain will be mine, his heart entwined with mine, until such a time that it is no longer necessary. I take this challenge and meet my fate, as my Element, Empathy. Nothing more and nothing less.” As Dumbledore placed the mark of the order on her arm Harry was struck down by what she’d said. He knew now, what his element was. And he knew, too, why Ginny’s was so important. Her voice had been so sure and strong, more sure and stronger than the others, that he made a silent vow of his own. None of these people, especially Empathy, would sacrifice their lives to save his own. It was with this in mind that he took his place before Dumbledore. He didn’t know what he looked like to the others, he imagined it was much the same, but the power that was rippling through him right at this moment was amazing. He was certain, safe and at peace with the world. His heart felt lighter than it ever had, and his voice was clear and strong as suddenly he knew what was to be said. To his own ears, it sounded as if he was shouting.

“I am Defence and as such give my life to that which is the Order, those who are Loyalty, Sensibility and Empathy, and those worlds which are Magic and Muggle until such a time when it is no longer necessary. The blood of Godric Gryffindor pumps through my veins and his spirit within my own. I take this challenge and meet my fate, as my Element, Defence. Nothing more and nothing less.” And as his arm moved as if by its own violation, he took a step back in surprise. He already bore the mark of the Order. He took out his wand and swapped places with Dumbledore, making his first swearing in as the leader of the Order. Dumbledore was Wisdom. Once it was done, and the mark once again shone brightly from the headmasters arm, the group made their way back towards the “doorway.” Harry opted to be the last one through and he was glad he had. The unicorn was back, and trotting towards him.

“Dad?” Harry was looking in shock, he felt very silly, calling an animal “dad” but he was almost certain that this animal was in some way connected to his father. More certain when the unicorn seemed to be nodding. Harry had so much to say, he didn’t care that it was to this representation. He felt it in his bones, that James Potter was standing before him and though he couldn’t speak back, Harry made a fumbling start.

“Ummm, thanks. For your help… last year, you know?” The unicorn flicked it’s head back, in such a way that could only mean “your welcome” or “forget about it.” Harry smiled, only a Potter, Weasley or Marauder could take rescuing someone so casually. 

“And, umm, oh!” Harry grinned now. “Sirius is free Dad, he got a trial and I live with him now, right down the road from the Weasleys, it’s brilliant!” Once Harry had started, it seemed he couldn’t stop, he told this unicorn everything about his life. The Dursleys, finding out he was a wizard, making the Quidditch team, meeting Remus and Sirius and finding out more about his parents. And finally when he was all worn out, and his voice hoarse, the unicorn looked pointedly towards the “doorway.”

“I know, I have to go. But I’ll be back, I’m sure.” He wrapped his arms around the unicorns neck, his eyes burning. “I miss you and mum.” It was a simple statement but it made the unicorn step back a little. Then it did the strangest thing. It rested it’s long nose, under the horn, on Harry’s foread, and Harry saw that it was crying.

“You miss me too.” He whispered, and with one last pat, he turned and walked into Dumbledore’s office, not caring that tears were pouring down his face or that he was sobbing.

As soon as the others had entered Dumbledores office, Ginny took a seat, clutching her stomach.

“Harry…” She drew everyone’s gaze then. And Ron and Hermione instinctively looked at the rings on their right hands.

“He’s not in trouble.” Ron said it immediately, as if to reassure himself rather than anyone else. The group released a collective sigh win Ginny shook her head. Tears were pouring down her face now.

“He’s so sad. And, well, I feel lost.” Sirius and Dumbledore exchanged a glance. They knew what was happening in the other realm. Dumbledore asked the remaining students and adults if they’d like some tea, Ron looked at him as if he’d lost his mind, though he kept his mouth shut. Those remaining in the Order slowly made their way out of the room, until just Mr and Mrs Weasley, Sirius and the three students remained. There was silence, except for Ginny’s sobs. Then quite suddenly, the sobs turned to laughter and Harry walked through the door. He fell to his knees, exhausted. Ginny’s laughter stopped quite abruptly and she was the first to speak.

“Harry? What took you so long? Are you ok? Why were you so sad?” Harry stood at this and turned to Dumbledore, he looked angry and frightened.

“Can she feel everything I feel now?” He looked almost murderous, but it was Ginny who answered.

“I don’t think I can, just when it’s extreme. You were miserable, and then extremely happy, just before you came back from the realm. I’m sorry I pelted you with questions, I understand if you don’t want to talk about it.”

“I do, actually. But not right now, I’m too tired. What time is it?” Dumbeldore spoke at this.

“It’s just 4:15 Harry.” 

“How can that be??” 4 voices spoke at once, and finally Hermione’s got through.

“We were in there for more than 15 minutes.”

“Yes, indeed, we were Miss Granger. However, when the leader of the Order is within the realm, the wizarding world come almost to a standstill. Godric Gryffindor was a genius, and he charmed the realm so that it was so.” 

“Umm, Professor? Is it ok, if we meet up tomorrow, for questions? It’s just, I’m sure we’re all dead tired and…” Ron broke off now, he usually let Harry do the talking when they were in Dumbledore’s office.

“Of course, of course, but please try to stay awake until a reasonable bed time, or else your body clocks will not be prepared for Monday. A draw back of the realm, I am afraid.”  Dumbledore suddenly seemed very old and looked like he could more than use forty winks. The students nodded and left the office.

“Do you think that unicorn really was James?” Sirius’ voice sounded wistful.

“I am certain of it Sirius.” Sirius couldn’t trust his voice enough to speak, as his throat was burning badly and seemed to have a great lump in it. He left the office before Dumbledore could voice his concern.

The christmas list came around the Gryffindor common room, and out of habit, Harry nearly placed his name on the piece of parchment. Ron and Hermione grinned sheepishly as they saw the look on his face as he realised what he had almost done, and the happy smile on his face when he realised why he wouldn’t be staying at Hogwarts for christmas this year. 

“You’re going home mate, pass the list on will you?” Ron nudged him with his elbow, Neville was waiting eagerly to put his name on the list. Harry noticed that this would be the first time Neville stayed at Hogwarts over the break.

“Neville, where’s your Gran going?”

“St Mungos.” Neville smiled gleefully at this, he was terrified of his grandmother, who’d raised him since the end of Voldemorts reign. “She’s gotta have something done to her knee, and cause of her age, they have to hold her for a week. No point in me going home for three days, back here for a week, back home for three days, so she said I could stay here.”

“Brilliant, it’s great here over Christmas.” Ron grinned at their room mate, remembering all the things the three of them had got up to at Christmas. 

“I hope so. Are you all really going home this year?”

“Nah, we’re all going to Harry’s house, Ginny too. But he lives just down the road from us, so we’ll be at my place Christmas day.”

“Harry, you’re place. I think that’s brilliant.” Harry chuckled at this and nodded. He thought it was pretty brilliant too. A whole month had past since the swearing in ceremony and that same afternoon, Harry had told Ron, Hermione and Ginny all about the talk with his dad. The more he thought back on it, the more he knew it had been Prongs. He was going to take Sirius with him into the realm next week, to wish James a Merry Christmas. The four students had been busy in the last month, and had never felt so tired. In the last month, they’d been studying for their OWLs and that often meant studying late into the evening. Ginny, being in her 4th year, had no OWLs, but Harry had the impression she was taking longer with her homework so that she could stay up with them. He had tried to say something to Ron and Hermione about this, but they’d just looked at him funny and looked suspiciously like they were trying not to laugh. Apart from their OWLs, and in Ginny’s case, what seemed like an amazing amount of homework they had also been training through lots of hexes, curses, charms and defence spells with Sirius, and more regularly lately, Hermione. 

“Harry, have you bought your presents?”

“Ron, how could I have? No Hogsmeade’s remember?”

“You can mail order stuff, you know? Fred and George smuggled a catalogue out of Honey Dukes, but it’s got products from all the shops in it. We’ll nick it off em, but I need your help.”

“What for?” Rons ears were pink and he lowered his voice.

“I dunno what to get Mione for christmas?”

“God Ron, she’s the easiest, buy her a book!”

“Harry, I reckon she owns or has read every book ever written in the Magical world. I want to get her something nice you know.”

“Ron, you’re asking the wrong bloke. What do you think your mum and dad’d like?”

“You’re buying for my parents?”

“First christmas at home, I’m buying for everyone.” As if that should have been self explanatory.

“I’m only buying for you and Hermione!! You can’t buy for everyone.”

“Course he can, as long as everyone includes me.” Ginny had taken the seat next to Harry and flashed him a grin that made his stomach flip. He attempted a smile back but had the sudden urge to go and visit Sirius. It had come as a surprise how good he was at giving advise. He’d gone to him more and more since the ceremony, feeling as though his entire life had changed in a major way. Harry, since coming into the magical world, had always felt some sort of responsibility, but that had tripled since the ceremony. He was Defence, and though he wasn’t sure what exactly that all meant, he could guess some of it. Apart from all that, though, he got a funny feeling in his stomach whenever Ginny touched him, smiled at him, stood next to him. Even when she walked in a room. It was getting a bit much for Harry. He didn’t understand what was happening, he only knew something was. The irony of it all was, if it had been happening with any other girl, he would have talked to Ginny about it. He knew he could talk to her about everything, since his birthday, when they’d first become friends, they’d become very close. He’d told her things not even Hermione and Ron, about how he felt about things, about what living with the Dursley’s was like, how he had seriously contemplated injuring Dudley enough to put him hospital for a long time and how those kinds of feelings always made him feel worse. In turn, Ginny had told him more than she’d ever told anyone. She was always careful, when talking about Tom Riddle and his diary, because the way she felt about Harry was such a big part of that. But she was open about everything else. Being the only girl, being the 7th in a poor family, how she found it funny that being poor was so important to Ron, whatever came into her head usually came out of her mouth and that was something Harry was really growing to like about her.

“Of course it includes you dimwit. He’s not exactly going to buy for everyone else and forget you is he Ginny?” Ron was looking between the two of them pointedly and the tone of his voice was dripping with something Harry wasn’t prepared to name, and Harry noticed that Neville was also watching them with interest. Hermione, thankfully had her head in a book. Harry stood, quite abruptly, surprising both Weasleys.

“I’m gonna go visit Sirius.” As he turned he could have sworn he heard Ginny say “You’ll pay for what you just did Ron Weasley.” Harry grinned, he was sure Ron would pay, for whatever it was he’d done.

“So, Harry, let me get this straight. You feel –“ Sirius stumbled for a word, just as Harry had, wondering once again, if his godson was deliberately trying to torture him. “- strange whenever Ginny’s near you, but you don’t know what it is?” Harry nodded, bright red now and feeling really stupid.  Sirius knew what was wrong with Harry, Ron and Hermione knew, almost the whole staff were aware of something going on between Mr. Potter and Miss Weasley and were wondering if it will always be so. Before Harry’s parents had taken over the leadership of the Order, they too had been Defence and Empathy. Sirius had gone so far as to talk to Dumbledore about it, he was a stranger to giving fatherly advice. Dumbledore had suggested that it was something Harry needed to work out for himself, Sirius thanked the stars and decided to agree.

“It’s not just since the ceremony?” Harry shook his head and mumbled something about Halloween. “Do you mind giving me time to look into this? I’ll let you know if I find anything about feeling strange when you’re around a certain gir- person.” Harry looked at him puzzled, he had been about to say girl, Harry was sure. “Meanwhile, Harry, we’re going to focus on a fantastic christmas, and you’re going to try and ignore those feelings ok? Or work them out for yourself.” 

“Uuumm, alright.” Harry couldn’t hide his diappointment. Sirius was usually a big help, but he’d let him down this time. He decided to change the subject.

“Sirius, you want part of your Christmas present early?” Sirius’ eyes lit up and he nodded, a big grin spread across his face. “Ok, but I’m going to have to blind fold you.”

“Ooooh, no you don’t. You haven’t been planning this with Remus by any chance?”

“No. Sirius, just trust me, I promise not to do anything nasty.” Harry had perfected an innocent, puppy eyed look over the last six months and it never failed to work on his godfather. He wouldn’t have dared tried it with the Dursleys, and he’d never had to with the Weasleys. Sirius melted and allowed himself to be blindfolded. Harry lead the way to the headmasters office, holding onto Sirius’ wrist the entire time. As the upcoming leader of the Order, Harry had been given the password to Dumbledores office, and told that so long as no other student, apart from those in the Order, were with him at the time, he was able to come and go through the realm as often as he pleased. He hadn’t taken Dumbledore up on his offer, however, conscience of the fact that when he was in the realm, time in the real world came almost to a standstill. Hermione had pointed out that it would be a great way to fit in time to do their homework, but changed her mind when Ron reminded her how tired and worn out she had been using the time turner in their third year. They approached the stone Gargoyle that was the entrance to Dumbledore’s office. Harry whispered the password and pulled Sirius up the stairs, hoping he wouldn’t guess where they were. At the Swearing In Ceremony, the doorway to the Fairie realm had needed to be activated by an incantation. Now that it had been, however, it would remain activated until the Order was disbanded, or the leader killed. Harry pulled Sirius straight through the wall and removed the blindfold.

“Harry, what are we doing here?” Harry just smiled and enjoyed the shocked pleasure on his godfathers face when he called out “Dad!?” and a blue unicorn appeared on the other side of the pond. Prongs looked at Padfoot, Padfoot at Prongs, and as the unicorn circled on the spot like a dog chasing its tail, Sirius let out a choked sob and made his way across the pond, not caring that it was waist deep and he was still fully clothed. The unicorn met him half way and rested its head on Sirius’ shoulder, as the fully grown man wrapped his arms around his best friends neck and cried like a baby. Harry got teary eyed watching them. He knew somewhere inside him that this was the perfect present for Sirius, but as he watched his godfather collapse against the unicorn, he was starting to have his doubts. He would have asked Remus too, but this was for Sirius… and James.  He waited patiently on the bank of the pond, keeping an eye on the other two every no and then. Sirius let out a laugh and Harry smiled. They both seemed oblivious to the fact that he was even there. He wondered briefly what his mum would think if she could see them, even with one of them passing, exactly the same as before. Harry stood up abruptly, looking frantically around the area he was standing in. His mum. If James, or a reincarnation of James, was here in this realm, wouldn’t Lily be there too? Harry scanned the landscape and felt a prickle run down his spine. The hair on his arms were standing up but still he couldn’t see anything. Of course, he had no idea what he was looking for, the last thing he was expecting a month ago was to find his dad in a unicorn. Almost of their own will, something very deep inside Harry was pulling at him, his eyes settled on the two across the pond. Only before, where there had been Padfoot and Prongs, now there was three. Padfoot, Prongs and his Lily. Harry’s immediate thought was how beautiful she was. A Robin, small and fragile, but obviously shining with inner strength. It didn’t surprise Harry in the least. Her chest was a deep red, and her feathers on her wings the same emerald green as his eyes, and the eyes that stared back at him from all the photos he had. She was sitting on the Unicorns head and as Sirius put his finger up to brush her chest, she nipped at his finger, hard, making Sirius blush and grimace and Harry let out a long whoop and slap his hand on his knee. He stood straight and sucked in his breath as the Robin noticed him and started flying towards him. She landed on his shoulder and rested the side of her beak just under his ear. He felt a wetness on his neck and knew his mother was crying for him. He put out a finger, which she then jumped on and bought them face to face. Harry felt his heart twinge as he looked into her eyes. He didn’t know how he knew she was sad, but he did, with a certainty that shocked him.

“Hi mum.” She chirped back and he got an idea, he didn’t know why he hadn’t thought of this when he’d spoken to his dad.

“I want you to chirp once for yes and twice for no. Ok?” Again, a chirp.

“Are you sad?” Chirp.

“Because of me?” Chirp chirp.

“For me?” Chirp. “Mum, I’m happy. You don’t need to be sad for me anymore. I have friends, who are there for me whenever I need them. I’ve got Sirius. I’ve got Dumbledore. I’ve got the Weasleys.” His tone was so wry that the bird on his finger let out a long trilling chirp, that could have only been described as a laugh. “And, now – “ His voice choked and he realised he must have been crying the whole time. He cleared his throat and tried again. “And now, I’ve got you and dad. It’s not the same, but you’re here. I’ve missed you so much.” Harry didn’t know where that had come from, he felt like a little kid again. She couldn’t hug him, but she flew back onto his shoulder and nipped him affectionately on the cheek.

“Are you and dad proud of me?” A very definite chirp and Harry felt 100 kilos lighter. He felt like he’d been through so much since the Triwizard tournament. His friendship with Ginny, the talks they had, made him analyse his feelings more, and he was more open to emotion these days. Which he didn’t really like, but with his parents, all three of them, he guessed it was alright. It was with happiness, sadness regret and a promise to come back again that Harry and Sirius finally wished Lily and James Potter a Merry Christmas, and said their goodbyes. As they walked back into Dumbledores office, it was to find it empty. Sirius turned to Harry, who wasn’t meeting him eye to eye, but looking at his shoes. Sirius grabbed him in a bear hug and squeezed him tightly.

“That was the best present ever!” Instead of tears in his voice, as Harry was expecting, it was full of child like joy and Harry laughed.

“Merry Christmas Sirius.” His godfather nodded.

“It sure will be.”

Ron and Hermione had disappeared. They were at Sirius and Harry’s house for Christmas, though neither Harry nor Ginny were very worried. The rings on their fingers stayed cold, and the two had taken to leaving for some private time, Christmas day was coming up and Ron was sure his family would be watching them like hawkes. Harry and Ginny stayed in the lounge room, playing chess. Ginny was giving Harry some tips to beat Ron, making the best of Ron being out of the house. Harry was watching Ginny closely. Since the Swearing in Ceremony, Harry had been testing Ginny. Not that she knew, Harry knew she’d kill him if she found out so he kept his thoughts to himself. He knew she had some kind of tie to him, and he wondered if she could the funny feeling in his stomach whenever they were together. She gave no hint of it, and Harry didn’t want to ask and make a fool of himself, but if she did maybe there was something she could do about it. He’d decided, shortly after his chat with Sirius, to talk to her about during the Christmas break. Now was his chance, by the looks of things.

“Umm, Ginny?” She didn’t look up.

“Mmmm?” 

“I have a question.”

“So ask it.” Ginny sounded vaguely irritated, it was her turn and she was trying to concentrate.

“It’s private ok?” She nodded. Harry decided she could have made it easier for him, but she wasn’t giving an inch. “I need to know something. You know how you’re Empathy?” 

“Yes Harry, that had been made known, funnily enough.” Now Harry knew she’d gotten annoyed.

“Forget it Ginny, sorry to have bothered you.” His voice was hard, and finally she met his gaze, and saw that he was hurt.

“Harry, no. I’m sorry, I was just trying to make a move here, and you were breaking my concentration. I didn’t realise it was serious. What’s wrong?” Harry sighed, happy that they were friends, she read him so easily.

“Well, when we’re together, you know, just doing homework or whatever, do you get a strange feeling in your stomach? No, I mean, do you feel me getting a strange feeling in my stomach? I don’t know what it is and it’s driving me crazy.” Harry could have sworn she’d looked hopeful for a brief moment, really hopeful, but it was so brief that he must have imagined it. In fact her face was closed off, for the first time ever, and her voice was flat.

“No. Can’t help you there. Maybe you should ask Cho Chang.” Her voice was dripping with sarcasm. Harry was puzzled.

“Why would I ask Cho? I’ve hardly spoken to Cho since my birthday and it only happens when you – “ He broke off, his eyes wide. He got up, knocking over the chess set, which made all the pieces protest loudly. Harry didn’t hear them. He was looking at Ginny as if she was something to be afraid of. All his instincts were screaming for him to run, he couldn’t focus on her face, didn’t see the hurt in it, as he fled from the living room.

Ron was angry. He didn’t know what had happened, but Ginny wasn’t talking to Harry, and Harry wasn’t talking to anyone. Obviously, his best friend was being a prat and it was up to Ron, as the big brother, to do something about it. But for now, for today, there were presents to be opened. Remus Lupin had arrived the day before, his arms full of brightly wrapped gifts and the raggamuffin family enjoyed a Christmas Eve dinner before the four students headed for bed, bone tired. It was through this dinner, that Ron picked up on the tension between his best friend and his sister, but chose to ignore until after their lunch at the Burrow. His mother brought  him out of his reverie.

“Ron? Don’t you want to open your presents? Honestly, I think Sirius has been working all of you too hard.” Both Ginny and Ron went pink at the ears. In a way it was true, what their mother had said. The duelling they were learning with Sirius was tiring, and they hadn’t been able to focus very well on other things. Ron and Hermione were taking every spare moment, between duelling, studying, eating and sleeping, to spend time together. Harry and Ginny had been using the spare time to relax, but for the last three days, they’d spent it avoiding each other. Which hadn’t been as hard as Ginny thought it would be, Harry was in his bed room most of the time.

“Wow, thanks Harry!” Ron looked at the tickets in his hand “The Cannons versus Puddlemere? I can’t believe it!  Reckon Wood’ll be there?” Harry shook his head.

“He’s signed to the reserve team remember? He might be in the stands, but I doubt he’ll be playing.” Ron only looked vaguely disappointed, and placed the tickets on the table, as if they were the most delicate and valuable thing in the world. Hermione let out a gasp.

“Oh Ron! Oh my gosh, it’s beautiful!” Without thinking where they were, Hermione threw her arms around Rons neck and gave him a big, smacking kiss right on the mouth. Ron went red immediately, maybe even redder than when Hermione had said she’d go to the ball with him, but the grin across his face was hard to miss, and contagious. 

“Do you really like it?” Hermione could only nod as she held up the necklace, it had an amethyst stone set in silver. Ron was explaining that the amethyst, when rubbed, has a calming and peaceful affect.

“And with the OWLs coming up, I thought it might help you some.”

“It’s gorgeous, I love it, thank you.” Ron turned to Harry and mumbled “thank you” under his breath. Harry just smiled, but the smile dropped from his face as he watched Mr. Weasley pass Ginny his present. He felt stupid now, especially after seeing Hermione’s reaction to the necklace. Ginny met his gaze when she saw the name on the card, and he could have kicked himself for including her present. He’d hesitated that morning, but dedcided that it would have been petty to leave it behind. He’d written “For your Element” on the card, which he’d meant to take off as well, he’d signed it “Love Harry.” His heart did feel a little lighter as she opened the small, kids toy and let out a whoop of laughter. Mrs. Weasley came over at that and looked at the minature mediwizard kit.

“Oh Harry, how lovely! Say thank you Ginny.”

“Thank you Ginny.” Mrs Weasley moved on to open her own present from Harry, after giving her daughter a very disapproving look. Ginny leaned over and whispered to Harry.

“Thanks, prat.” And she winked! Harry couldn’t believe it. It had been three days since their chess game, he’d been ignoring her since then. And the first thing she does is call him a prat. Typical. It was at Christmas dinner, after all the presents were opened, that it all turned sour. Percy was talking to his father about work at the Ministry, which was perfectly normal as work was all Percy talked about. But this time, he was talking in whispers, Mr. Weasley looked very uncomfortable and Percy kept looking at Harry. Harry was starting to squirm in his seat, wondering what Percy was saying. Suddenly, his voice became quite loud, effectively silencing the Weasley clan. Which wasn’t an easy feat to start with, but what he actually said made Harry cold to the bone.

“Honestly, father, such ridiculous claims! Of course You-Know-Who isn’t back. The increased attacks on Muggles and Muggle borns are just a band of rebel Death Eaters. I do honestly believe that Mr. Fudge knows what he’s doing, and any claims from Harry can effectively be ignored without a twinge of conscience. The Ministry knows what they know, and they have more reliable sources than Professor Dumbledore.” Percy looked pointedly at Harry as he said this, and he found himself the only one left seated. He seriously doubted that Percy knew he had not only insulted just Harry, but the entire Order of the Phoenix. He also doubted the man knew that half that Order were sitting here trying to enjoy a peaceful christmas. He would have smiled under any other circumstance, or shared a look with one of his friends.  But that wasn’t possible right now, because Mrs Weasley started screeching at her son.

“Percival Weasley! You will not insult guests in my house, and on Christmas day of all times! I don’t know what you think are credible sources, but I’d say the only person on our side to witness the rebirth of the Dark Lord was credible. The name Cornelius Fudge is banned from this house from now on. He will not be welcome here. And nor are you, for the rest of today. It’s very sad Percy, that you have chosen work and blind loyalty over family and truth and I am sorry for you. Please leave, before you insult someone else.”

“But mother, I – I-…”

“There is no justification. You did it deliberately, with your whispering and then you raised your tone. You are not welcome here. Leave.” Tears were starting to threaten, but Mrs Weasley wiped them defiantly away and watched her son disapparate. The gathered group sat once more, and Mrs Weasley, amazingly, smiled at each of them in turn and spoke as if nothing had happened.

“So, who’s for Christmas pudding?”

The night carried on with the usual pranks from Fred and George. Harry got the impression that Mrs Weasley was trying to keep the peace, because when her pudding suddenly made Ginny’s hair blue, she didn’t even pass a comment. Finally, it was time for the twins to set off their fireworks, and the whole family, including the adopted part, watched on in awe. It didn’t matter to Harry how often he saw them, he was always fascinated by the fireworks in the magical world. He thought briefly of the Dursley’s, and then kicked himself. They certainly weren’t thinking of him. Then he thought about what Percy had said. Increased attacks. It was a worry. Harry wasn’t just worried about Hermione either, he had plenty of muggle born friends in Gryffindor and some in other houses as well. He decided to have a talk with Sirius when they got home, another good way of avoiding Ginny. He knew he had to talk to her, but every time he practiced it in his head, he came off feeling stupid. Finally, the four trainees, Sirius and Remus were saying their goodbyes. They walked home through the snow and Harry thought he’d just had the best Christmas ever. Even during Percy’s outburst, Harry had experienced a surge of warmth watching the whole table stand up in his defence. He didn’t hold the whole scene against Percy, one of the Gryffindor traits was loyalty, and that Percy chose to be loyal to his boss certainly wasn’t bad. It was just sad, as Mrs Weasley had said, that Percy was being so nasty. But they were his choices, and as Dumbledore had said in his second year, it is our choices, not our abilities, which define us.

“Sirius, Remus, can I have a word?” Harry said as the group walked in the house.

“Can’t it wait Harry? I don’t know about Remus, but I’m exhausted.” Ron, Hermione and Ginny looked on in silence. It was unusual for Harry to not include them on chats with the adults in their lives, more so Ron and Hermione than Ginny. They didn’t say anything though and watched, amazed, at the family dynamics playing out before them. It was very strange to see Harry involved in family discussions that didn’t involve a Weasley parent.

“Umm, I’ll make it quick.” And without a word to the others, he made his way to Sirius’ study, dumping his things casually in the living room. His friends exchanged puzzled glances before making their way up to the rooms, Hermione and Ginny very surprised when Ron followed them into theirs. Sirius and Remus walked reluctantly into the study. 

“What is it Harry?”

“Why didn’t either of you tell me about the Muggle attacks?” Sirius and Remus exchanged a look, one that spoke louder than words. There was silence a while, before Remus finally answered his question. He knelt before Harry’s chair and looked up at him gravely.

“We won’t lie and say we thought you knew, as we knew full well the information was being deliberately kept from you.” He rushed on before Harry could interrupt. “You know now, that you have great power. More than I’m sure you thought possible. We saw you in the Shrieking Shack Harry, and both of us were on the wrong end of your fury. Sirius and I informed Dumbledore that you wanted to act without thinking, and it is imperative that you finish your training. Not just with us, for the Order, but the training you started 5 years ago at Hogwarts. You have every right to be angry, but we were doing it with your best intentions at heart, you can say you’re old enough to figure out for yourself what’s good for you and what’s not, but Harry that wouldn’t be true. No one knows what’s best for them until they truly know themselves.”

“How am I supposed to get a chance to do that, with everyone deciding things for me? Look, I’m grateful, really, that you all care for me that much. But did it occur to any of you, that there’s a chance Voldemort could get hold of me, before I get a chance to go out and find him myself? Did it occur to any of you, that I’m not stupid enough to try something like that on my own? I know he’s evil, I know his powers rival Dumbledores. And lastly I have a brain in my head. I need to know about things like increased attacks, ok? What if they’re a little close to Hogwarts, isn’t it then my responsibility to summon us all so that we can work out a defence?” Harry couldn’t handle it anymore, he was so frustrated, so annoyed that he couldn’t sit there calmly anymore. Sirius stopped him in his tracks, with one sentence.

“What’s happened between you and Ginny?” Harry turned.

“Pardon?”

“There’s something going on isn’t there? Figured out that feeling yet?” Harry could have sworn there was a smug tone in his voice, and it also sounded like he was trying to hold back a laugh. He felt himself go red, with anger this time, and his fists clenched at his sides.

“Yeah, I have, thanks very much. And you know what’s really funny Sirius? You wanna hear a really good joke? There’s nothing I can do about it. Wanna know why Sirius? You might get a good laugh out of this one. See, there’s this evil wizard, he’s after me cause my ancestor was the arch enemy of his. The extra funny thing is, given the chance, he’ll use everyone I care about against me.” Harry stormed up to his room then, leaving a stunned Sirius and Remus behind him.

“You want to know something strange Moony?”

“Sure Padfoot, always up for hearing something strange.”

“I just had the strangest de ja vu.”

“Yeah, spooky. If Harry’s voice had been just that little higher, his hair red and a little longer…”

“Mmmm, and I always thought he took after James.” They grinned at each other as the two friends sat down to a cup of tea and some reminiscing.

Harry was surprised to find his bedroom empty, but he was also thankful for it. He didn’t feel up to facing anyone right now. He changed into his pyjamas and flopped onto his bed, waiting for a sleep he knew would be a long time coming.

“So, Ginny, Harry just got up and left, and hasn’t spoken to you since?” Ron looked at his sister quizically. That was very strange behaviour indeed. He and Hermione sat holding hands on Hermione’s fold out bed, while Ginny sat on the mattress on the floor she had claimed as hers. She nodded now, at her brother. She’d recounted the whole story to them and was touched that he’d followed her to find out what was wrong. 

“That’s not like him at all. You know what this means don’t – OW! Hermione, will you stop with that?” She hissed a “stop it yourself” before smiling serenely at Ginny. It was amazing how quickly and easily she’d infiltrated their little group, and for a while Ron and Hermione had been grateful for it. It had meant they could spend time together without feeling guilty. But then, they both felt guilty for those thoughts anyway, by the time they’d been able to do something about it, it had been too late. Harry and Ginny had formed a friendship, and it was obviously a close one. Now it looked like it was going to be ruined, because Harry had realised he and Ginny had become “more than friends.” 

Boys Hermione thought to herself. 

“Any idea why he’s pushing you away?” Hermione spoke softly, and reached down to take Ginny’s hand.

“How am I supposed to know. You two are best friends with him…”

“C’mon Gin. He’s never spoken to us about stuff like this. Not ever. He’s not about to start now, that’s not how we work, is it Mione?”

“Nope, none of us are good about talking about emotional stuff.”

“Amazing. You’ve been through all the suff you’ve been through and you don’t talk about it after?” Ron and Hermione both shook their heads. “I’m going to sleep, I still can’t believe you don’t talk.” Ginny gathered up her pyjamas and made her way to the bathroom, shaking her head all the way. She stopped outside Harry’s door on the way back and put her ear to it. She couldn’t hear anything, and she opened the door softly and stuck her head in. Harry was laying on his bed, looking at her.

“Ummm, do you mind if I come in here for a bit? Sorry, it’s just that Ron and Hermione are obviously, well, saying goodnight. I’m sure I don’t want to walk in there right now.” When he just continued looking at her, she took that as a yes and walked in. “You don’t want to talk about what happened the other day, do you Harry?” He shook his head and Ginny sighed. “That’s fine, we don’t have to. It’s not something I want to talk about either you know.” 

“Really?” 

“Really. Can we just pretend, you know, that nothing happened?”

“I don’t know, to be honest. I don’t even know what happened.”  Harry lied.

“You don’t?” Ginny couldn’t hide the disappointment in her voice, but before she could say anything else, her brother came in and stopped in his tracks. Ginny quickly got up off the floor.

“G’night Harry, Ron.” She didn’t look at either of them as she raced out of the room.

Wormtail walked into the room, with the high ceiling and the marble floor. Harry recognised it as the room that Snape had been tortured in. He also recognised that he could see Voldemort clearly, as though he was standing from far away. He watched and shuddered with hate as Wormtail gave his report.

“12 attacks in Muggle London my Lord. We killed at least two families and I’m still waiting for reports from other Death Eaters.”

“Very good Wormtail. I may just let you live to see Easter. Have we made the Muggle news?” Voldemorts voice was almost childlike with anticipation and Wormtail suddenly bowed and held onto his Lords robes. Harry felt his scar burn and throb but pushed the pain away as much as he could. He knew this was a dream, and that he had to take as much in as he could to report to Sirius tomorrow. 

“We have not my Lord, but if you would just be patient.”

“PATIENCE Wormtail, what do you know of patience?” Voledmort raised from his throne like armchair as he yelled at the fat, balding man on the floor. “I waited 14 years to return to my full strength! It’s been six months and I am still unable to go out and torture muggles for my own enjoyment. You will suffer for you insolence. Crucio!” Harry couldn’t hold back the pain this time, it was too strong and he cried out as he felt himself being shaken.

“Harry! Harry! Wake up mate!” Harry opened his eyes and looked up at Ron. It took him a while to reorientate himself, his head hurt more than ever before. He let out a choked sob, and Ron jumped back as if he’d been stung. He came to his senses too, and sat back down on the side of the bed.

“You were dreaming again, weren’t you?” Harry could only nod, he didn’t trust his voice as he felt a burning sensation behind his eyes. He wanted Ron to look away, and he got his wish when Ron stood up and looked towards the door.

“I’m going to go and get Sirius. He might have something for your head.” Ron was out the door and down the stairs before Harry could protest. He sat up, wiped his eyes and reached for his glasses, sighing in resignation before he realised that it was almost 9am and not 4 o’clock as he’d imagined it to be. He was just trying to stand on shaky legs when Sirius burst in.

“What happened? You look awful.” Harry grimaced but found his sense of humour amongst the dread that was pouring through him.

“Thanks. You, on the other hand, look spectacular.” It was obvious Ron had woken Sirius up, he was standing in striped pyjamas, and his hair was all over the place. His eyes were small, he had an overnight beard, but looked pale underneath it. He had a potion bottle in his hand, and giving a crooked grin, he thrust it on Harry, telling him he didn’t want to hear a word until he’d taken it. Harry gulped it in one go, some bubbles making there way up his nose.

“Sirius! That tasted just like Aspirin.” Harry looked amazed.

“It was. You think I’m so handy that I can whip up a pain relief potion in the two seconds Ron gave me to get up here?” Sirius grinned properly then, and Harry noticed that he looked much healthier now than he had at his trial.

“Want to tell me what happened Harry?” Harry shook his head, it was the truth he really didn’t want to repeat what he’d seen.

“But I will tell you, I just wish Dumbledore could hear it too.”

“Touch the mark on your arm Harry, and call ‘Wisdom’.” Harry did this, expecting to create some sort of vocal communication with the Headmaster. He nearly fell off the bed when Dumbledore showed up in his bedroom – in a night shirt no less.

“Err, sorry to bother you sir.”

“Not to worry Harry, it was time for me to get up anyway.” He turned to Sirius. “I could use an orange juice, if you don’t mind Professor Black? And then Mr Potter can tell us what this is all about.” Harry didn’t doubt for a minute that Dumbledore knew already what this was about, Dumbledore always knew.

“Ron, do you mind if I summon your parents? They should know too.” Though Harry couldn’t think for one minute why.

“Go for it, should be funny.” Harry put his hand, once again, on the lion on his arm and called “Maternity! Paternity!” as loudly and clearly as he could. Not one second later Mr and Mrs Weasley were standing in his bedroom. The small squeal Mrs Weasley had let out when she looked around the room was sure enough to waken Hermione and Ginny, and Harry thought the bedroom would soon become way too crowded for any kind of serious conversation. He suggested that they go and sit in the living room, and Harry was surprised to find Ginny and Hermione already there. Ginny looked pale and drawn and was holding a cup of hot chocolate with both hands. Hermione removed the hand that had been resting on Ginny's knee and looked at the gathered group in surprise. Harry ignored her and sat on the couch next to Ginny, careful to be sure that their knees didn’t touch.

“You felt it didn’t you?” He didn’t need to explain what he meant and Ginny nodded. She looked at him with her big brown eyes, and the look in them broke his heart.

“I’m sorry. Ginny, I’m so sorry.” He reached out a hand to her, but pulled it back before he made contact. She shook her head and spoke in a firm, strong voice.

“No. No, Harry, don’t do that. Please, it just makes it worse.” They seemed to have forgotten that seven other people were in the room with them, and only Ron and Hermione were used to that kind of closeness between the two. Finally Dumbledore spoke.

“So, Harry, want to tell us what this is about then?”

“Oh, sure, sorry.” Giving himself a mental shake, he launched into everything he had seen and heard, and when he looked around the room, he was startled to see that twinkle back in Dumbledore’s eyes, shining just as brightly as it had 5 years ago. It was then that he realised what had been missing at Hogwarts this year. He finished his story with the news that Voldemort was too weak to commit torture or murder himself. 

“The Muggle authorities are keeping the news of the deaths away from the public. It would do nothing but cause panic and terror if they were to say families at a time are literally being frightened to death. I do believe that a meeting of the Order after the holidays would be appropiate, if that’s ok for you, Harry?” Dumbledore asked.

“Umm, yes. That’s fine with me.” Harry couldn’t help the baffled expression that crossed his face.

The rest of the holidays went quite quickly. Harry and Ginny made an uneasy peace, where Harry started talking to her again, but only when they were duelling or he needed her to pass him something during meals. Ginny was becoming more and more withdrawn. The day before they were all due back at Hogwarts, Ron and Hermione were fed up with the tension. They felt they were being pulled between the two and they’d had jack of it. They decided they’d talk to Harry. It wasn’t going well.

“Look, Harry, I’m trying really hard to pretend she’s not my sister. Why can’t you?!?” Ron was really annoyed now. Harry had been staring stonily at them for 15 minutes. He hadn’t said one word. Until now.

“Ron, it has nothing to do with her being your sister alright?” Hermione took her chance, before Ron stepped in and ruined everything. 

“Then what is it? C’mon Harry, please.” Her eyes were kind and they made Harry, strangley, think of Dumbledore’s speech at the end of last year. “We are only as strong as we are united.” He decided it was time to tell his two closest friends everything, and he couldn’t for the life of him think why he hadn’t already. Before he began, however, there was something to clear up. He took a deep breath and turned to Ron.

“Ok, I think it’s time you two got an explanation. Part of what I have to say is about –“ He stopped here, choosing his words carefully. “- well, it’s about Ginny, and how I feel about her. You gotta promise me you won’t go mental, ok?” Ron looked at his best friend, dead in the eye.

“I’ll do my best but I can’t promise, sorry mate.” Harry nodded in understanding, he hadn’t expected even that much from Ron and it occurred to him that he must have been behaving worse than he thought. He then addressed both his friends.

“Part of this has a lot to do with you two getting together, but I don’t want either of you to feel guilty. I reckon you guys are perfect for each other and I don’t want to take anything away from that.” Ron nodded slowly, he was feeling uncomfortable already and the conversation hadn’t even started yet. Hermione, on the other hand, was obviously feeling very comfortable indeed because she spoke then, and it was in her bossiest voice.

“We can only promise that, when you promise not to put those same silly guilty feelings on yourself.” Harry squirmed uncomfortably and said he’d try. He began at the beginning, told them exactly what had happened during the third task of the tournament, and directly after with Voldemort, then with Barty Crouch Jr. As he spoke both his friends realised that they’d never seen him speak so openly and freely about bad things.Ron decided, as he listened, that maybe his sister hanging around all the time wasn’t too bad. Hermione was thinking along the same lines except, not being a Weasley, she added Sirius in to the equation. The two were just starting to like the idea of Ginny and Harry together, when he came to the day of the chess game. 

“So then I realised I liked her, like , like liked her, and that’s what the feeling had been the whole time. But like I told Sirius last week, if I tell her, if I go out with her, Vol- err, You-Know-Who will just use her against me.” 

Ron looked at Harry, speechless. Was he really that daft? No, he wasn’t. He was really that serious. It explained a lot about the last 8 or so months. Harry had been slowly but surely distancing himself from all of them since the end of last year, and Ron couldn’t blame him for it. He would have done the same thing. It was like a curtain was being pulled off his face, Hermione seemed to have remained behind it though.

“Oh, Harry, that’s so silly. You can’t –“

“Let it go.” Ron’s voice was stern.

“But Harry – “

“Shut up Hermione.” Now his voice was cold. She just didn’t get it sometimes.

“That’s just lovely that is. Thanks very much Ron. You want to let your best friend sacrifice all that’s good because of someone that’s all evil, you go ahead. But don’t you ever, EVER, tell me to shut up again.” And she stormed out, slamming the door behind her, and leaving two very guilty looking boys behind. Ron was the first to speak.

“She took that well.”

“You really shouldn’t have spoken –“

“Nope, don’t want to hear it thanks. It’s not her place to tell you what you should be doing. You wanna be daft, that’s up to you. But I will say Ginny deserves an explanation. Have you noticed how bad she looks lately?”

“No, actually, I’ve been eerr-“ Harry went red. “- avoiding her a lot.”

“Gee, really? How many OWLs you reckon you’ll get this year? You’ll be up there with Percy and Mione if you keep making intelligent statements like that!” Harry smiled a real smile, which didn’t look haunted and Ron was sad to see that they were both surprised by it.

“Shaddap Ron, you’re not exactly Mr Intelligence are you?”

“G’night Harry.” Ron got into bed. “You midget.” Harry let out what only could be described as a squawk. Ron hadn’t teased him for ages! The sqauwk soon turned into a chuckle, which turned into a full belly laugh. Soon the two boys were rolling on the floor, holding their sides. It felt good to let go of stress and responsibility for a while. Harry decided then and there that there was no way he was going to let Ron and Hermione spend as much time together anymore, they’d just have to put up with him. He didn’t think they’d mind.

The train ride back to Hogwarts was uneventful, and the conversation turned to Malfoy and how he never bothered them anymore. It was quite strange, and it made Harry nervous. Both Ron and Hermione, who still weren’t talking, shrugged it off as being because Crabbe and Goyle weren’t there anymore. But the looks Malfoy shot at Harry on an almost daily basis could have rivaled Snapes glares any day. It made Harry think Malfoy was planning something. Ron drew him out of his thoughts, talking about Quidditch. 
“So the game, that we have tickets for. It’s during easter?” Harry nodded. 
“Yep. Before I bought them I asked Sirius and Dumbledore how we would get there and stuff, and Sirius is going to make us a Port Key straight into the stadium.” 
“Are you sure that’s safe?” This was from Hermione. Ron just sighed and pretended she hadn’t spoken. 
“Wicked, and how will we know when to get back? Quidditch games can take forever, you can’t set a time on a Port Key, cause the game may not be over.” 
“Sirius said he’d pick us up. He’ll listen to the game at the Three Broomsticks, and apparate over when it’s done.” Both Hermione and Ginny were staring silently out the window. Harry and Ron shared a look, after their laughing fit, Harry had told Ron he’d wanted to talk to Ginny on the train. Ron had said it would be a good time to apologise to Hermione. 
“Hermione we need to talk, about yesterday.” Hermione continued staring out the window as if Ron hadn’t spoken, and when he leant down and whispered a small please, she relented and walked huffily to the door of their compartment. 
“Wish me luck.” Both boys spoke simultaneously and grinned as Ron and Hermione left to find a private spot to talk.

Ginny continued to look out the window, not even acknowledging that she was alone with Harry for the first time in over a week. Harry cleared his throat. Nothing. He cleared it again, louder this time, and finally Ginny pried her eyes away from the landscape. 
"Did you want something Harry?" Harry was taken aback by her tone, he knew he'd hurt her, again, but she'd never spoken to him like that before. As if he was nothing. 
"Ginny, we need to talk." 
"I thought you didn't want to?" 
"I do now." His voice was pleading. 
"I don't" 
"That's just tough isn't it? You have to hear me out Ginny." 
"Why?" 
"What?" 
"Why do I have to hear you out. Why can't we just leave each other alone? You seem real good at that." Harry cringed, he hadn't realised she was as angry as she was. They're friendship certainly hadn't gotten off to a good start. Two blow ups in six months. Definitely not good. Harry said the thing he knew would get her attention, and put all the guilt to the back of his mind. 
"You need to hear me out because I like you Ginny." 
"So?" 
"Noooo, I like like you." Ginny's head whipped around to face him, her eyes blazing with so many emotions that Harry started to squirm. 
"If this is some cruel joke Harry Potter, I'll hex you to your secret realm and back again." 
"It's not a joke, Ginny." She let out a squeal and reached for him, she'd been waiting four years, an eternity, for him to say that to her. She pulled back though, as he held up a hand to ward her off, the expression on his face not one you'd expect from a teenager on the brink of his first relationship. No, the expression wasn't teenage at all. Harry looked as if the weight of the world was sitting squarely on his shoulders, an adult look haunted his eyes. Ginny knew he'd seen things no one should have to see, no matter their age, and the fact that he was standing before her and not in St Mungo's under pyschiatric care spoke a great deal about the person he was. She knew all that, she'd read about it hundreds of times, but the Harry she'd gotten to know was an insecure boy, not entirely sure he was ready for what their world expected of him. She studied him carefully and crossed her arms over her chest. 
"I think, Mr Potter, you should tell me the rest of this by starting at the beginning, and not somewhere in the middle."

And so he did. He didn't feel as silly as he should have, at least that was something. He started with his reaction to her dancing with everyone at Halloween, and ended with his reasons for keeping his distance. Ginny listened patiently to the whole story, her heart beating fast and the butterflies in her stomach making her want to be sick. She understood, but she thought there was a flaw in his logic, and she pointed this out. 
"Harry, he'll use me anyway. I'm your friend. He'll use all of us." She needed to make him see that pushing her away wasn't the answer. 
"I realise that Ginny. But if we were-" He blushed here, took a deep breath and continued "If we were, well, say, more than friends, he's likely to use you first. I couldn't stand it." Her heart went out to him, even as it sunk to her stomach. There was nothing she could do to make him see reason. He was, after all, just a boy, and that meant that he would never understand how she felt. He wouldn't get that she'd waited for him, and would continue to wait. Her crush had grown, and she didn't care how many times her mother said teenagers didn't know what love was, she knew she was in love with Harry. She touched his hand then, forcing her to look at him, and did the only thing she could. 
"We'll just have to be friends then. And if anything happens to any of us, the other three will be there in a second. We both know that." And as Harry smiled at her, a grateful, relieved smile, Ginny felt her 14 year old heart shatter into tiny little pieces. Thankfully, the compartment door opened then, and Ron and Hermione walked in, hand in hand, grinning broadly.

The first day of the new term saw Professor Snape back in fine form. The Gryffindor’s had double potions with the Slytherin’s, it was 20 minutes into the lesson and Snape had already taken 10 points off Gryffindor because Neville had cut his lizards liver exactly the way it was supposed to be. Harry and Ron were seething. Neville had had a great christmas, without his grandmother’s nagging, he’d been able to catch up and practice on a lot of their subjects, concentrating extremely hard on potions, as it was his worst class. Now that he’d finally gotten something right, without anyone’s help, it had been taken away. The boys were just mumbling under their breaths about the unfairness of it all, when Snape approached their desk. Hermione had tried to warn them but they hadn’t been paying attention.

“Do you have something to say to me Potter?” Harry glared. Then a thought occurred to him. Snape was under him in the order. That put Harry at a certain advantage, generally, but no, he couldn’t draw attention to the order in front of the Slytherins. Still, he took his time answering, and his voice was cold as he did so.

“No sir, nothing to say to you.” Harry then went back to brewing his potion, as if Snape was no longer standing there, which seemed to infuriate the potions master further.

“What were you mumbling Potter?” His voice was loud, and angry, and Harry fell to the floor, gripping his scar.

The vision came in fits. He recognised the Grangers, heard a terrified scream and then a cold, high voice.

“Crucio!” Mr. Granger was on the floor, writhing in pain and screaming a blood curdling scream.  Mrs Granger, standing beside her husband, looked on, terrified. Her mouth was open in a silent scream as she was forced to watch the torture of her husband. It was as if she’d lost her ability to speak but before Harry could study her properly, the vision flashed again, and he saw Voldemort, a sick twinkle in his eyes as he tortured the Grangers. Harry felt bile rising into his throat, but he held it back. He knew, without a doubt, that this hadn’t happened yet. He had to pull himself away, get to Dumbledore, get to the Grangers and keep them safe. He couldn’t let Voldemort do this, it was too close to everything Harry knew. If it was the Grangers now, it was the Weasley’s next. Harry was sure of it. For the first time in 5 years, Harry was able to ignore his scar, he felt a power like nothing he’d felt before surging through him. He turned his back on the horrified Grangers, and found himself on the potions class room floor. He looked up into the concerned faces of Ron and Hermione, and the smirking one that was Professor Snape.

“If you think that writhing around on the floor and holding your head is going to get you out of trouble, Potter, you can think again.” Harry snapped, he felt like he’d just been run over by a semi, only to be accused of making it up. He was going to see Dumbledore, he was taking Ron and Hermione with him, and if Snape didn’t like it he could take it up with the headmaster. Harry, running on pure adrenaline now, told the potions master exactly that as he packed up his things and left the class room. Snape was too shocked at Harry’s outburst to do anything about it, but once he’d gathered his wits, he promptly took 50 points from Gryffindor. Ron, on the other hand was in awe.

“Harry, that was bloody brilliant!” He said as they made their way to the headmasters office.

“You really shouldn’t have done that Harry. He’ll be out for your blood next.” Harry smiled grimly, and that haunted look was back in his eyes.

“He’ll just have to get in line.” Ignoring his friends shocked looks, Harry gave the password and as the stone Gargoyle moved aside, the three friends, two of which were horrified and one determined, proceeded up to the office.

“Sir, sorry to interrupt.” Harry spoke without preamble as they walked into Dumbledore’s office.

“Aaahh, Harry. No problem, what can I do for you?”

“I need to call the Order sir, right away. The Grangers are going to be attacked. I have two problems Professor. Sirius, Professor Snape and Professor McGonagall are in class, and it would take too long to summon them all individually, like I did when I had my nightmare. Voldemort will be heading the attack sir, we need to get to the Grangers as soon as we can.” Hermione had gone pale and had to lean on Ron for support. Silent tears were streaming down her face by the time Harry finished speaking. Dumbledore, as ever, took the news with a sense of calm, though the twinkle in his eye dimmed.

“I can help you Mr Potter, let us step into the realm.” And so they did, Dumbledore was the last to do so and informed Harry that he had sent the students back to their dorms. 

“When you need to summons the entire order, Harry, you must touch the mark of another member. Which means, you must remain in the company of a member at all times. If you are at Hogwarts, the members will be summonsed to here, in this realm, as they cannot apparate into the school itself. This realm, however, does not need the safety wards that the school is protected by. If you do this when you are not at Hogwarts, the Order will apparate to wherever it is you happen to be.” Harry nodded and pulled at Hermione’s arm. Touching the mark of the Lion there, he was surprised at how quickly they all arrived. Mrs Weasley seemed to be degnoming the garden, Mr Weasley was in his work robes, Charlie was cracking a whip, Bill had his wand out. Snape was glowering at nothing in particular. Ginny was sitting and rocking, at Harry’s feet. If the circumstances weren’t as serious as they were, Harry would have laughed. He bent down and offered Ginny a hand as Dumbledore explained the circumstances. They were just getting ready to apparate when Sirius pointed out what should have been the obvious.

“Aaah, Wisdom?”  it was strange for all of them to address each other this way. “The children are unable to apparate.”

“Oh yes of course.” Dumbledore seemed puzzled a bit, before pulling a key out of his pockets. “We shall travel together by Port Key, and meet you there.” Hermione had remained silent the entire time, as if her voice no longer worked. Dumbledore activated the port key they were now all holding and Harry felt the pull behind his navel as they were transported into the muggle world. It was a British banking holiday, so they knew the Grangers would be at home. As soon as their feet touched the ground, Hermione started calling out for her parents, who were enjoying lunch in the garden.

“Hermione! What are you doing here? What’s-“ It was then that Mrs. Granger noticed the twenty Wizards, including Harry and Ron, standing in her living room. She sucked in her breath.

“Mum, there’s no time to explain, we have to go, now, I’ll tell you when we get to my school, ok?”

“But we can’t just pack up an leave dear!”

“You have to, I’m sorry mum, we have to go right away.” She turned then, to Dumbledore. “Are they allowed in the realm?” Harry knew only he could answer that. He knew that if he allowed it, then it was possible. It was almost as if a voice was whispering in his head. He spoke then, his voice full of urgency. His scar had begun to hurt.

“Yes, I grant these two muggles entrance into the realm of fairie. Mr and Mrs Granger, please take hold of this key when Professor Dumbledore tells you to do so. The rest of you, stay here please, and catch as many of them as you can. Hatred, you should apparate back into the realm I think. It’s not safe for you here.” The others jumped to attention at the command in Harry’s voice.

“If you’re too outnumbered, get yourselves out of here immediately. Remember, Voldemort will be here.” A series of pops were heard upstairs. Dumbledore activated the portkey and passed it to Harry, his friends, and Hermione’s parents.

“I will not be going with you.”

Harry opened his mouth to protest, but the pull behind his navel had started already, and before too long he found himslf back in the realm, too stunned to do much more than lay down on the grass and hope for the best.

Voldemort entered the Granger’s living room, a sick menacing smile on his face, which soon disappeared when he saw Dumbledore standing there. He was flanked by about 5 or 6 Death Eaters. A small few compared to most of the Order flanking Dumbledore. The members of the Order felt a chill in the room as soon as Voldemort had walked in.

“Dumbledore. A pleasant surprise.” His high, chilling voice was smug though a flash of fear was apparent in his scarlet eyes.

“Hello, Tom.” Dumbledore’s stance was alert, but his voice was casual, as if confronting the most feared and evil wizard of his time was nothing more than stting down to tea with an acquatance.

Sirius and Remus were eyeing Wormtail, both wands pointed directly at his chest. Dumbledore spoke again and the atmosphere in the house became colder, and more threatening. Though the aura wasn’t coming from Voldemort, but Dumbledore himself. 

“You will not find what you are looking for here. You are also severely outnumbered. Fear the Order of the Phoenix, Tom Riddle, for we shall conquer over you.” Dumbledore had an advantage. He knew that Voldemort was still weak, he knew that the Death Eaters would not act until their master did which wasn’t going to happen. Voldemort had come here on his first muggle torture since being given back a body. He obviously knew that the Granger’s were an easy target, and that hurting them would affect Harry. He hadn’t been counting on finding Dumbledore and almost 20 other wizards where the muggles were supposed to be.

“I fear nothing Dumbledore, for I am certain your little Order can do nothing to stop me.” The wizard spoke confidently, though his voice was no longer smug. Just as they were preparing to Disapparte, two voices boomed through the house.

“STUPEFY!” Wormtail dropped to the floor as his master, with a feint pop, left the Order behind him. 

“Well done, Moony!” Sirius’ voice was full of admiration, surprise and more than a little glee.

“Why, thank you Padfoot. You didn’t do too badly yourself.” 

Dumbledore had to hide his smile as identical, almost evil, grins spread across the faces of Sirius and Remus. Some things, he was happy to see, never changed. He turned then, to where the Weasley’s stood, huddled in a group.

“Arthur, I do believe we have just abtained proof as to the return of Voldemort. Do you mind?”

Mr Weasley shook his head, kissed his wife good bye, grasped Wormtail by the back of his Death Eater cloak and apparated to the Ministry. Dumbledore spoke again.

“As for the rest of us, it is time to get back to what we were doing before we were summonsed.”

As Harry and the others sat in the Realm, Hermione and Ron were explaining, as best they could, Voldemort, the Order, their place in it and lastly, Harry’s vision and the consequent rescue. Snape paced back and forth, shooting glares in Harry’s direction every now and then. Ginny approached Harry cautiously, asking if she could sit beside him. He didn’t look up, didn’t say anything, he just nodded. Ginny lay back on the grass with a million thoughts running through her head. Before she could voice them, though, she felt a strange weight on her chest, she opened her eyes to see the most beautiful Robin bird she’d ever seen. It’s chest, a deep red, was puffed out proudly but the most remarkable thing was the colour of its wing feathers. They matched, exactly, the colour of Harry’s eyes. The bird seemed to be appraising Ginny. The girl smiled serenely at the bird and spoke softly.

“Why, hello Mrs Potter.”

Harry’s head spun around and he saw his mum sitting on Ginny’s chest, he’d told all three of his friends about his parents, and the forms they’d taken in the realm. Ron and Hermione looked up too, and walked over to where the other two were sitting. Ginny kept eye contact with the bird, and spoke softly again.

“Do you mind letting me sit up please? We can hardly have a conversation with me lying on the ground and you sitting on my chest.” The bird let out a trilling chirp, as if it was laughing and perched itself on the finger that Harry had automatically held out.

“Hi, mum. These are my best friends. The girl with the brown hair is Hermione Granger, the smartest witch in our year.” Lily chirped in response to Hermione’s small, almost whispered hello. Harry continued with the introduction.

“These two red heads here are Ron and Ginny Weasley, two of the most protective students at Hogwarts.” A mischievous grin spread across Harry’s face at the appalled looks both Weasley’s had given him and the trilling chirp was heard again. Harry moved the hand his mother was perched on so that she could clearly see Hermione’s parents. 

“That’s Mr and Mrs Granger, Hermione’s parents, they only just escaped an attack by Voldemort and they’re here at my invitation.” He moved his hand slightly again. “That’s Severus Snape.” The bird let out a sqawk, as if in acknowledgement. “He’s a professor here now, teaches potions.” Harry could barely hold back the contemptment in his voice and his mother looked up at him sharply, if birds could have facial expressions, this one’s would be puzzled.

“I’ll explain later.” Snape had looked up at hearing Harry say his name and stalked over to where they were sitting.

“What are you doing Potter? Talking to birds as well as snakes now are we?”

“Actually, Professor, I’m talking to my mum.” Snape’s eyes were wide as saucers as he took in the colouring of the Robin. There was no mistaking the red chest, being almost the exact colour of Lily’s hair, and its wings matched her eyes exactly.

“Lily? Lily Evans?” All four students did a double take at the soft tone of voice coming out of their strict potions master, and at the sad look that briefly passed across his face. 

“Potter.” Harry corrected automatically. Snape’s face closed off completely then and he turned on his heels and stalked off again.

“Wonder what that git thought just then.” Ron’s voice was hard. If it was possible, he hated Snape more than Harry did. The bird let out a stern sqawk, and it could only be described as reprimanding. She then did something that made the other three double up with laughter. She flew up and slapped Ron across the back of the head with her wing. It was so reminiscent of Mrs Weasley, that Ron could do nothing but give a crooked grin and rub the back of his head.

“I’m sorry Mrs Potter, but if you could only see the way that man treats your son.” Before the conversation could go any further though, Dumbledore, the other teaching members of the Order, Remus and Mrs Weasley arrived in the realm. Harry jumped up from the grass immediately, closely followed by the other three. 

“What happened? Is everyone ok? Where are Fred and George?” Harry couldn’t keep the panic from his voice.

“Calm down Mr. Potter.” Dumbledore put his hand up, as if to ward off his questions.

“We’re here Harry-“

“And not a scratch-“

“Very tedious really, right Feorge?”

“Sure was Gred. Scary-“

“But tedious.”

Harry felt the relief flood through him. No one was hurt, by the looks of things. Sirius had walked over to him then, and stroked a finger down the robin bird’s head.

“Hi Lily pad.” He grinned and explained Lily hated that nickname but now she couldn’t do anything about it, he intended to take full advantage. Ron opened his mouth to say he wouldn’t be too sure about that, when the bird swooped off Harry’s hand and slapped Sirius across the back of the head, just as she had Ron. The action broke the tension as they all laughed and Dumbledore suggested that they step back into his office, and that the teachers, Fred and George get back to their offices and dorms. The rest, Mr and Mrs Granger, Sirius, the four essential Elements of the Order, Mrs Weasley and Dumbledore sat in the headmaster’s office.

“You were right Harry. Voldemort was indeed heading the attack. I have a feeling, however, that seeing us there, all of us, came as a bit of a shock. I could also feel that he has not regained his full strength. And there is news that you three, in particular may find satisfying.” His gaze swept over Harry, Ron and Hermione and Harry noticed Sirius sat up straighter in his chair, eyeing his godson warily.

“Remus and Sirius were able to stun one Peter Pettigrew, and Arthur Weasley has shipped him off to the Ministry of Magic and he will be charged with many things. His appearance, hopefully, will also make Cornelius Fudge realise exactly what it is we have to face.” Hermione let out a delighted squeal, jumped off her chair and wrapped her arms around Sirius’ neck. He shared a look with Harry and Ron that was scarily similar to the ones Harry and Ron shared whenever Hermione showed one of them affection. She pulled back and put her hands on either side of his face. There were tears in her eyes.

“I’m so glad you didn’t kill him!”

“Hermione Granger!” Mrs Granger’s outrage turned to confusion as the others did nothing but laugh.

Dumbledore gave all students the afternoon off, as Harry had been in the realm most of the time, it was only 2pm. They had a whole afternoon ahead of them, and absolutely nothing to do. The Granger’s were going to stay with the Weasley’s, which was fortunate for both Mr Granger and Mr Weasley. Since his daughter had received her Hogwarts letter, Mr Granger was fascinated by all things wizard. It amazed him, time and time again, how the wizarding world got by so well without simple things like electricity and a telephone. The children said good bye to the three parents, Hermione clinging tightly to her mother. Without Harry, she wouldn’t have them anymore and it pulled at her heart, as it had all afternoon, how close she’d come to losing them. Being an only child, she was awfully close to her parents as she didn’t have to spread her emotions out to siblings, and they had only one child to care for, which meant she was the centre of their attention. She had come to resent it, in the last two years or so, and often cursed her parents and their smothering ways. She felt guilty for it now, and made a silent vow as she said good bye to treasure them always.

The four friends walked up to the common room when Ron suddenly grabbed Hermione by the wrist and called out to his sister and his best mate.

“Uuuhh, you two go ahead, we’ll be by a bit later.” Ginny looked over her shoulder.

“Suuuuuuuuuure you will be.” Her voice was teasing and lighthearted and Harry laughed. Ron went pink and told her to sod off. Once the two were on the other side of the portrait hole, Ron grabbed Hermione in a big hug. She put her arms around his waist and rested her head on his shoulder.

“Thank you.” She said it so quietly, he hardly heard her.

“Do you want to go up to the owlery?”

“RON!” Hermione had obviously misinterpreted his question, and as it dawned on him what else he could have meant, he tried as doubly hard to explain, fumbling over his tongue.

“No, err, I just, well, I thought you could, you know, use some place private, to calm down. You’ve had a bad day, I just wanted, you know.” She was looking at him through her lashes, her eyes sparkling with mischief.

“I knew what you meant and I’m grateful for it. If I’d known you were this sweet, and not 100% git, we could have gotten together much sooner you know.”

“Sooner than 15?? Geez Mione!” But he was grinning as he swung an arm across her shoulders and lead her to the owlery. He could hardly believe his luck.

January went quicker than any of them thought it would. Their workload had gotten even more extreme, if that had been possible. Sirius, after the almost attack on the Granger’s, had upped their training to 3 times a week. A twist had taken for Harry too. Dumbledore had officially hired Remus Lupin again, though not as a Professor. Lupin had been hired on to train Harry’s mind. Dumbledore thought that if Harry could conciously have visions, if it wasn’t too exhausting, then he could meditate every morning and they could cut Voldemort off at the knee. With the way the training had gone so far, Harry figured it would be a long way to go before he was even able to contemplate doing that. It frustrated him. Voldemort was capable of a massive amount of damages in a small amount of time and to know that Harry could potentially prevent attacks, but couldn’t at the moment was getting to him. Add that to the stress of the upcoming O.W.Ls and the extra night of training Sirius had tacked on to their schedules and you had four very grumpy teenagers. The only bright spot came in the form of an article in the Daily Prophet just after the stunning and capture of Wormtail. 

MINSITRY OF MAGIC ADMITS DARK LORD’S RETURN

Cornelius Fudge, Minister of Magic, has announced that You-Know-Who has been restored to power. A secret society has been able to capture Peter Pettigrew, previously thought dead, in the home of an anonymous muggle couple, special correspondent Rita Skeeter has been able to reveal. Peter Pettigrew, also known as Wormtail, sports a fake, silver hand and it seems the outrageous claims made by a certain Hogwarts student have proved at least partially factual. Pettigrew was questioned, under a truth potion, by Ministry Unspeakables and swiftly thrown into Azkaban, where he now awaits trial. The capture of Pettigrew may come as a surprise to many, who still believed him to have been killed by one Sirius Black, currently holding a teaching position at Hogwarts, some 14 years ago. Pettigrew has admitted to restoring the Dark Lord to power using Harry Potter as part of the process. Other things were revealed during the questioning, however they remain top secret. The only questions remaining now are Who belongs to this secret society? And what in Merlin’s name are we supposed to do?

Ron had actually taken the news quite well, with a crooked grin and a “doesn’t mind inticing panic, does she?” Harry was a bit bewildered that mention of the Order had gotten out, even if it was only known as a secret society, and no names had been mentioned. Hermione was grateful, and surprised, that her name hadn’t come up and that Rita Skeeter had taken her seriously last year and not reported straight out lies. That was a step in the right direction. Ginny had had no reaction whatsoever, except to scoff a little at the shortness of the article.

Valentines Day was just two weeks away, and Ron was in a bit of a mess. With everything they’d been doing, he’d totally forgotten and though Hermione wasn’t really big on Valentine’s Day, he thought it would be nice to do something for her. He took Harry aside one evening to talk to him about it.

“I don’t have any money Harry, I spent it all on that necklace, remember?” Harry contemplated this a minute, seriously considering offering to lend his best friend a few Galleons. Deciding this wouldn’t go down very well, he suggested something else. Something he’d heard his Aunt Petunia mention quite a few times.

“What about a candle lit dinner?”

“A whatamy?”

“A candle lit dinner. Dobby could help you out with the food, you’d just need a private place to set it at.”

“Hmmm, that’s a really good idea Harry! Thanks! I know just the place, I just have to talk to McGonogall. I’ll be right back.” And he was gone before Harry could remind him they had training that afternoon. He was wondering why Ron needed to talk to McGonogall when Hermione plonked herself down on the couch next to him. His determination at Christmas time about not letting them close him out, seemed to have been contagious, with either Ron or Hermione or both with him everywhere he went. He wondered sometimes how they kept they’re own relationship going, when they had such little time alone together. He didn’t know they were meeting two nights a week at 1am in the common room, to sit and talk between themselves in front of the fire. Hermione had been wondering for quite some time how she was going to approach Harry with what she wanted to talk about now. After a few weeks of hummm and harrrring, she decided Harry would appreciate it more if she just came out with it. And this is what she did as they sat alone on the couch, two weeks before Valentine’s Day. Harry looked at her, and she looked him dead in the eye, but spoke softly so that only he could hear.

“Are you going to get your act together and get Ginny a valentine?” Harry looked startled. He’d been trying to ignore his feelings for Ginny, at least until the threat posed by Voldemort was resolved. He hadn’t really thought about Valentine’s Day on his own terms, just for Ron. Harry couldn’t believe that Hermione was sitting there, asking him such a question. She knew why he couldn’t, and as he felt the anger bubble up inside of him, he quickly trampled it down. Still unable to trust what could come out of his mouth, he simply shook his head rather briskly. He wasn’t angry at Hermione, but at the unfairness of what had been dealt him. He longed for a normal life and too a point he had achieved some kind of normalcy. Sirius was more like a friend than a parent, having been thrown in Azkaban so young he’d almost stayed that age in his mind. Not that Harry minded, he had a family, after all, and Sirius was doing his best. That was all that mattered. But it seemed to him that the whole of Gryffindor house had paired off in one way or another, and the person he cared about couldn’t be his.  Hermione spoke again.

“Harry, why not? It would be a really nice gesture.” Harry’s voice was low as he replied.

“It would be a cruel gesture Hermione. She’d think that something could happen, you know, that I’d decided ‘bugger Voldemort’ and we could be more than friends. I can’t do it.”

“You know she’s more intelligent than that. Why don’t you give each other one day, just one, where you could be normal? Just about everyone in our year will be paired off doing one thing or the other and that would just make you more miserable. And I hate to say it Harry, I don’t plan on sharing Ron on Valentine’s Day.” There, she’d said all she’d been working up to say. Maybe Harry would realise, if he decided to go with her logic instead of being such a caring prat, that there are things worth experiencing, no matter what the possible cost could be. Harry sighed. In his heart, he was wishing with all his might that Hermione was right. In his head, he knew that he wouldn’t be able to settle for just one day afterwards. It would drive both him and Ginny insane. Hermione was still looking at him, determined to make him see sense.

“I’ll think about it, alright?”

“Ok, and when you decide to wake up to yourself, I’ve got a few suggestions, alright?” She mimicked his tone on that last word and Harry smiled. The girl was insufferable, but you either loved her, or pulled your hair out. Harry had decided long ago that his hair was untidy enough, thanks.

Harry thought about what Hermione had said for two very long weeks. He’d spoken to Sirius about it, and he’d said he didn’t think it could hurt, as long as Ginny understood that it didn’t mean they were together. Which meant he now had to talk to Ginny, he sure was doing that a lot lately, talking to people about difficult things. What had before been an immense dislike of showing emotion or talking about feelings was quickly becoming a full blown hatred. But, it had to be done. Since Hermione had planted the seed in his head, it had taken root, and for two weeks all he’d been able to think about was Valentine’s Day. Which meant Remus had given up on training his mind until afterwards, which gave Harry a tiny bit of extra time to plan everything. About two days before the actual day, Harry asked Ginny to stay in the Defence Against the Dark Arts classroom, where Sirius had been putting them through their paces.

“What is it Harry?” Her expression was puzzled, but her voice was full of concern.

“Oh, it’s nothing serious. I just wanted to ask you about something?”

“Anything.” And she smiled a relieved smile, and Harry wondered how they were going to stick to just one day.

“Well, you know how Valentine’s Day is coming up?” Ginny’s heart skipped a beat, and she could only nod. With all the fuss the girls had been making about what their plans for the day were, and who they were with, Ginny had hardly had a chance to forget the fact.

“Well, if I were to, say, ask you if you ummm wanted to spend the day with say, me but only for that day, because the things I said on the train they still stand, what would you say?” Ginny looked at Harry, trying to work out, before she answered, exactly what the question was. She slowed it down in her head, he’d said it so fast all the words had become one long one, and took out the umms and aaahhhs and it dawned on her. Her heart wasn’t skipping any beats now, it was soaring. But she had to be sure.

“Harry? Are trying to ask me to spend Valentine’s Day with you? And are you trying to make sure that I understand it doesn’t mean anything more after that day?” Well, when she puts it like that… Harry nodded. Ginny stood in front of him for what seemed like an eternity. She looked at him, through him it seemed, before she stepped forward and took his hand.

“Yes, please.” Harry found that his legs had stopped working. In fact, they’d turned to jelly. He let out a breath he hadn’t realised he’d been holding, and stepped forward to hug her. It was amazing how two simple words could make or break somebody.

“Are you sure?” He asked the question quietly, into her hair as they were still hugging. He felt her nod against his shoulder and give a sigh of contentment. He pulled back and looked at Ginny, putting both hands on her shoulders. The look in his eyes made her suck in her breath, sharply, and a feeling she didn’t understand seemed to shiver through her entire body. He was leaning forward slightly, and her heart stopped in her chest, on its way down to her stomach. She couldn’t believe this was happening. 5 years she’d waited, though she hadn’t really understood until now, until this very moment, what it was she’d been waiting for. Just before their lips touched, Harry snapped his eyes open, as if coming out of a trance. He pulled back, let his hands drop and looked at his feet.

“Maybe it’s not a good idea, afterall.” Ginny, burning with shame, put on her bravest smile and tried, successfully, to make her voice seem light.

“Don’t be silly Harry. It’s the best idea you’ve had this year. I’ll meet you in the common room after breakfast on Saturday.” It didn’t matter how much it hurt after, she was not missing this oppurtunity. Before he could answer, she was out the door.

Harry got out of bed slowly on Saturday, the 14th of Feb. He’d been dreading it for two days. Two long, long days. He couldn’t believe he nearly kissed her. That would have been really stupid. She’d been avoiding him. She’d gone back to blushing around him. She’d never told him, on the train, how she felt. It had been nagging at him for over a month. Maybe she’d tell him today. He’d put the word out around Gryffindor, Hufflepuff and Ravenclaw, that’d be really nice if none of them wondered up to the Astronomy tower all day. He’d gotten a few knowing looks but he could cope. He hardly ate breakfast, this was way worse than any Quidditch match. He had no idea how the day would go. Maybe they’d hate each other before dinner. Hermione and Ron were watching him warily. 

“What?” He almost exploded at them, and had to pull himself in.

“Nothing.” They said at the same time.

“Liars.” Ron smirked at that.

“You know there’s no Quidditch today, don’t ya Harry?” Harry nodded, and looked at his best friend questioningly.

“Then why aren’t you eating?” Hermione asked, a sly tone in her voice. She knew exactly why. Harry had confided in her the night before, about what had almost happened in the DADA class room, and how nervous he was about today. He thought it was pretty insensitive of both of them and decided he wasn’t going to sit there anymore. He stood and left the Great Hall without a word, noting that Ginny was still sitting with her friends, happily gobbling up her breakfast.

He ran up to the dorms and removed the single red rose he’d asked Sirius to buy from his trunk. He’d been hiding it from Ron, and the other boys, not wanting to be teased. He’d sent Ginny an owl this morning, which was ridiculous and if she hadn’t have been avoiding him he wouldn’t have had to. Being a snowy white owl, Hedwig was very distinctive. He couldn’t have ignored the sniggers around the great hall that popped up when his owl landed in front of Ginny. He’d asked her to meet him in the common the room at ten. It was now 3 past. She was late, he was mad and it was a very grumpy Harry Potter that stood when Ginny walked through the portrait hole. He practically threw the rose at her, snarled “happy valentine’s day,” grabbed her hand and dragged her straight back past the Fat Lady up to the Astronomy tower. He was being an absolute git, and it didn’t occur to her to mind. They went out onto the Astronomy tower, and Ginny tried to take it all in at once. A short distance away from the door, was a blanket that was edged with big, fat brightly coloured pillows. On the blanked sat two candles, two champagne glasses and a book from someone called William Shakespeare. Next to the blanket was possibly the largest picnic basket Ginny had ever seen, sitting next to a large bunch of spring blossoms. Dobby, a house-elf Harry had freed from the Malfoy family in her first year was standing discreetly to the side. He was wearing a tiny little tuxedo and had a pristine white tea towel draped over his forearm. Ginny took her time looking around and let out a small giggle as her eyes rested again on the small house elf. She looked up to share her joke with Harry and was almost taken aback by the dark frown on his face, and the fact that he seemed to be staring at her.

“What’s wrong with you?” Her insolent tone seemed to snap him out of his silent brood because he spoke, though it was obvious he was still broody.

“Nothing. What’s wrong with you?” The tone of his voice put her back up even more and it was with a cold tone to hers that she replied.

“What’s wrong with me? Let me see. Hmmm, what could possibly be wrong? Ok, let’s start with a certain train ride. The person you’ve been dreaming of for more than 5 years tells you he’s finally got feelings for you. He then acts as if you can’t protect yourself by implying he can’t do anything about said feelings because an evil wizard might nab you and use you, though it is likely, no matter what the relationship is, the wizard will nab and use you anyway. Then you decide ‘ok, fine, I’ll just have to go along with that’ meanwhile watching this person you care about pull further and further away from you. Then, suddenly, it’s February and the day you hate most of all is approaching. But this year it will be different, because that special someone obviously still cares about you as they’ve just asked you to spend Valentine’s Day with them. Then, THEN, Harry, that person hugs you, is caring, sensitive, so much more than you thought he was when you were ten. Then he acts like he’s going to kiss you, finally FINALLY kiss you and pulls away, a terrified look in his eyes. You feel rotten, horrible, like nothing will be right again but you smile cheerily and leave the room, as if nothing’s happened. Then that person ignores you for two days, looking at you as if you’re something to be afraid of. No, Harry, nothing’s wrong with me. In fact, everything’s peachy.” Ginny felt her colour rising as she realised everything she’d just let spew out of her. She was frightened now, sure that he would walk away and never want to speak to her again. To her great surprise he let out a bellow of laughter and pulled her into a hug.

“You forgot the part where that person nearly ruins the whole day by acting like a git cause he’s nervous.”

“You’re nervous?”

“So nervous, I couldn’t eat breakfast.” There. He’d said it. Ginny looked up at him, puzzled and pleased beyond belief. It seemed to occur to her then, as her eyes grew wide, that Harry still had his arms around her waist, and she had her hands resting on his biceps. He realised it at the same time, though the frightened look from two days ago wasn’t there anymore. He just gave her a small squeeze and grinned at her.

“Which means I’m staaaaaaaarving. Want lunch?” The child like eagerness that he’d put into the question made her laugh out loud.

“No, thanks, I did eat breakfast. But you go ahead.” Harry, however, wasn’t going to eat until Ginny did. She didn’t know yet, that they had the tower to themselves for the whole day. Until 10 o’clock that night he was all hers. And then Cinderella’s carriage changed back into a pumpkin. He hoped he’d be able to deal with the consequences of today, or Hermione sure was going to cop it. He wondered briefly, as Ginny walked to the blanket and picked up the book as she sat down, how his two friends were going.

Things were not going well for Ron and Hermione.

“Ron, can you just tell me where we’re going.”

“No, I bloody well can’t. It’s supposed to be a surprise. Will you can it for a minute?” Hermione let out a frustrated sigh. Some Valentine’s Day this had turned out to be. Ron had gotten involved in a Quidditch conversation with Dean, Seamus and the twins shortly after Harry’s abrupt departure from the Great Hall. It had lasted for two hours. Hermione hated Quidditch today more than she ever had. It was now 11am and she was not in the mood to be led around the castle on a wild goose chase, blind folded no less, after enduring 2 ruddy hours of sport talk. Of course, she could have stormed from the table in a huff, but Ron would have chased after, risking being teased by his peers. He was teased enough already. And so she had sat there, bored brainless as the 5 boys babbled on and on and on. She had come to the point where she’d want to scream in frustration, when Ron had turned to her, casual like and said.

“Shall we go then?” As if everything was fine and dandy. Now here she was being led god knew where in a particularly sour mood which had obviously rubbed off on Ron. He let out a triumphant “HA!” and Hermione heard a door opening. She felt Ron’s lips touch hers, softly, and couldn’t hold back her smile. She felt his hands at the back of her head as he untied the blindfold, which she promptly removed. She sucked in her breath at what lay before her. 

“Ron! Ooooh, Ron, it’s beautiful! Hey, hang on, isn’t this the transfiguration class room?” Ron nodded, waiting for her to click. She was still trying to take in everything around her. The benches and tables that they sat at in class were gone, and someone had placed a glitter charm on the room so that it sparkled upon them without actually landing on anything. There were candles, what seemed like hundreds of them, lining the walls so that they released a soft glow around the room. But what had Hermione truly captivated was the table setting in the middle. It was a table set for two, with floating candles on either side of it, and a man standing straight as a rod waiting to serve them Pumpkin juice from a champagne bottle. Hermione studied the man, she recognised him from somewhere, she couldn’t place it though. He had a small, pencil thin moustache and was wearing a tux. Then it clicked.

“Sirius?!?” He didn’t respond, and Ron explained.

“We’re going to be here for most of the day. Considering you stand on Elfish Welfare, I didn’t think it right to use one of the house elves. Sirius offered to step in for the time that we’re here, as our waitor.” Hermione let out a small giggle at this. The last thing she could imagine Sirius Black doing is waiting on anyone. She turned to Ron and wrapped her arms around his neck, placing her lips on his.

“Thank you Ron. It’s gorgeous. I love it. OH! The transfiguration classroom! We got together just out there. Ooohh, Ron how sweet!” Ron gave her his crooked grin that always seemed to melt her heart.

“You know Mione, for the cleverest witch at Hogwarts, you sure are slow on the uptake sometimes.” She play punched him on the arm, and he took her hand, suddenly serioous.

“There’s something you need to know. You annoy the hell out of me. You think you’re right all the time. You’re the bossiest person I’ve ever met, including my mum.” He rushed on as her eyes flashed with indignation, tightening his hold on her hand. “You’ve also got the biggest heart of anyone I know. You walk in a room and my stomach falls through my legs. You smile at me and my heart leaps into my throat. I couldn’t buy you a gift, so I’m going to give you something intangible instead. Hermione, I love you.” The world stopped. She watched, through half closed eyes, as the tall red head bent towards her, his eyes closed, a small frown showing up on his forhead. She almost let out a small, nervous giggle. They’d been going out for almost four months and this would be their first kiss, their first real kiss. Her first kiss, his first kiss and they’re first kiss together. It changed everything. Instinct took over as Ron rested his lips on Hermione’s and she opened her mouth slightly. Gave a slight jump of surprise as she felt his tongue on her top lip. She hadn’t been expecting that to feel nice. When Lavender had gossiped in the girl’s dorm about her first kiss with Dean, Hermione hadn’t liked the sound of that at all. She was sure Lavender hadn’t enjoyed it. But now, that she was experiencing it too, she thought she’d die if he stopped. Her heart was beating faster than usual. So was Ron’s. He’d been so careful not to stuff this up. He’d seen Dean and Lavender once, in the common room, and had decided to take the plunge and ask Dean about it. His advice hadn’t been very helpful. Something along the lines of:

“Just go with the flow. Follow your instinct, you know what I mean?” Having never kissed someone before, he’d had to bite back his response. Of course he hadn’t known. But he knew now, as he stood with Hermione in his arms and the blood rippling through his veins. She pulled back first, as Sirius cleared his throat loudly. They’d totally forgotten he was there. Ron smiled down at her, and Hermione thought he looked quite bewildered and cute. He took her hand to lead her to the table, but Hermione stayed where she was and tugged on his hand until he was standing in front of her again. She spoke softly.

“There’s something you need to know. There have been times when I wanted to knock you over the head with your own stupidity. You annoy the hell out of me. You could be right all the time if you’d put some time and effort into your study, and drives me mad watching your brains go to waste.” It was his eyes, this time, that flashed with indignation. And it was her, this time, who rushed on. “You’re also the most impossibly sweet person I know. You walk in a room, and my head spins. You smile at me and I feel invincible. I didn’t think to buy you a gift, so I’m going to give you something intangible instead. Ron, I love you too.” She let out a laugh as a picked her up around the waist, spun her around and plonked her firmly back on her feet, giving her a peck on the cheek and being very Ron-like by saying.

“Brilliant! Let’s eat!” They made their way to the table in the middle of the room, not even noticing the delighted and bittersweet grin that their “waiter” was doing a very bad job of hiding.

Ginny was in a fit of giggles. She sat on the blanket with Harry as he read out some very old fashioned poetry by the man called Shakespeare. Normally, it wouldn’t be funny, but Harry was sitting in a very proper fashion, and speaking in very exaggerated Queen’s English. He was reading the balcony scene from Romeo and Juliet, and doing both the voices. She decided then, that the best gift he could have given her was to show her this playful, funny side. He’d always been so serious when she was around. She supposed this would be why her brother loved him so much. In his “Romeo” voice, which was deep and monotone, Harry said

“But soft! What light through yonder window breaks? 
It is the East, and Juliet is the sun! 
Arise, fair sun, and kill the envious moon 
Who is already sick and pale with grief 
That thou her maid art far more fair than she. 
Be not her maid, since she is envious.

“I’m just gonna skip to the bit where Juliet says stuff, ok?”  Ginny, still giggling, could only nod. Harry continued in a very high, grating voice, while waving his free hand and then letting it fall limp at the wrist.

O Romeo, Romeo! Wherefore  art thou Romeo? 
Deny thy father and refuse thy name; 
Or, if thou wilt not, be but sworn my love, 
And I'll no longer be a Capulet.”

Ginny went from giggles to massive fits of laughter at this and Harry shot her a mocking look.

“You know Ginny, this play is actually sad. And Shakespeare was one of the greatest Muggle authors ever. I don’t think you should be laughing.” It took Ginny a while to calm herself down and as she wiped the tears from her eyes, she caught Harry’s look, which set her off all over again. Her laughter became contagious, and soon both of them rolled around on the blanket, laughing like maniacs. Finally, they calmed down and found themselves lying side by side, looking up to the sky.

“Harry?” Harry almost jumped at the sound of her voice, he’d gotten lost in his thoughts.

“Mmmm?”

“Do muggles read that stuff to ten year old kids?” Harry was puzzled at the question at first, and then it dawned on him what she meant. He’d stopped muggle schooling at ten. There was on awkward pause, Harry rolled onto his side, propped himself up on his elbow, and looked down at her.

“No, they don’t. That book was my mum’s. Sirius gave it to me at Christmas.” Harry could have cursed the immediate flash of pity in her eyes. It was gone as quickly as it came and Harry decided to forget it. Neither of them said anything for a while, just looked at each other, and the atmosphere changed quickly from laughter to tension. Ginny found it suddenly very hard to breathe. She didn’t know that Harry was in the same boat. Harry leant down and touched his lips softly to hers. It was everything a first kiss should be. Magical, warm and innocent. It rocked Ginny down to her toes and made the hair on Harry’s arms stand on end. Ginny was the first to break the silence and she spoke quietly, her voice barely above a whisper.

“I don’t care what happens next Harry, I’m glad you gave me today. I’ll carry it in my heart forever.” Something uncomfortable, but not unpleasant, squirmed in Harry’s stomach. He knew then, that he would too and that she had just given him something very special.

“It’s going to be really hard to go back to being friends, isn’t Ginny?” She nodded then, a look of sadness and disappointment in her eyes. He decided he would replace that right now. It was reckless and stupid, he knew that in his head. But that squirming in his tummy and the feeling that his heart had wings was telling him something different. It wasn’t stupid or reckless, they were saying, it was exactly right. He spoke again, his heart pounding painfully in his chest. He was terrified.

“What would you say if you knew I didn’t want to?” She sat up so quickly, that her shoulder smacked into his face. He let out a yelp of pain and rolled back onto his back, holding his nose. This time, it was her leaning over him.

“Oh, Harry! I’m sorry. It must hurt dreadfully!” She noticed there were tears in his eyes, which generally happened when someone got hit in the nose. She could have sworn she heard him chuckle. She looked at him suspiciously.

“What’s so funny?”

“You would have to be the queen of understatement. It hurts like bloody hell.” She let out a chortle then, and realised that she had just ruined the moment she’d been waiting almost five years for. The look of sadness and disappointment was back, and Harry wondered what had caused it. He raised a hand to her cheek.

“Ginny? You haven’t answered my question.” She sucked in a breath.

“I would say to you, Harry, that I didn’t want to either. That is-err- I mean if you didn’t want to…” She let the sentence trail off, feeling like a thousands flubberworms were floating in her stomach. Harry spoke then, and Ginny realised how anxious she was to have this cleared up, one way or the other.

“I don’t want to Ginny. It’s stupid, we’ve only just become friends, and I’m scared of ruining that more than Voldemort, or anything else. But after today, I can’t just be friends with you. What happens if we break up?” Ginny thought on this for a moment, amazed that she was sitting here with the Harry Potter, the boy who lived and someone who had become her very good friend in a very short time. She spoke frankly, and from the heart. 

“Then we break up Harry. And we go back to being friends. It won’t be easy, either way, but I won’t let you go. Not all together, at any rate.” Harry looked at her and it was his turn to be amazed. Could it really be that simple? One of Ron’s favourite sentences was 

“Harry, you make everything so complicated!” and it was usually said in a very frustrated tone.  Harry became aware, as he looked at Ginny, that his hand was still resting on her cheek. He pulled her head down, brought his up and gave her another kiss. Ginny felt her heart, once again, shatter in to little pieces. Though it was in that really good way. 

They spent the rest of the day cuddled up on the blanket, talking quietly amon themselves. Harry figured he’d keep Ginny away from Hermione from now on, she was almost as obsessed with school work as their friend, and if those two were to put their heads together, he and Ron would never have any spare time. The OWLs were coming up in a little over three months and he and Ginny were talking about that when Ginny asked a question that stunned him.

“What do you want to do when you leave Hogwarts, Harry?” He startled a bit and took a long time before answering. When he did his voice was sad and had a hopeless undertone.

“I want to fly.”

“You sound like you won’t be able to.” Her voice was accusatory.

“I might not be able to. Maybe Voldemort won’t be beaten by then and I’ll have to go on fighting him. Sometimes, just before I go to sleep I can forget everything, you know? But then, almost as soon as I wake up, it all comes flooding back. I don’t want to sound whingey, but it’s hard, being so full of hatred all the time. And not just hatred cause of my parents, hatred cause of all the families he tore apart, and it’s because of him I get stared at wherever I go.” Possibly for the first time since he found out about being a wizard, and Voldemort, and his parents, Harry’s voice wasn’t full of bitterness and anger as he spoke. Ginny just turned on her side, put her arm across his stomach, and her head on his chest and squeezed him gently. That little squeeze did more for him than any words could have, and full from food and pumpkin juice, Harry felt himself dose off.

He woke again with a start. Dobby was patting him on the head, and Ginny was sleeping soundly, a small smile playing across her lips.

“Harry Potter must get up. Sir is very late sir, and Harry Potter’s Wheezy is really mad! Said terrible things sir. Dobby had to go to Gryffindor tower, sir, and fix the fire. Harry Potter’s Wheezy was saying such terrible things! Dobby wondered if the Wheezy would have to iron his hands too sir!” Harry had sat up abruptly, as soon as Dobby had started speaking. A feeling of dread settled in his stomach. Ron was in a mood, this was definitely not good. He hadn’t even noticed that Ginny had woken, and she said calmly to Dobby.

“Dobby, it’s ok. Harry Potter’s Wheezy is also my big brother. I’ve been handling him all my life. Thank you for going to all this trouble for us today.”

“Not trouble miss. Dobby owes Harry Potter his life! If it was not for Harry Potter, Dobby would still be with the Malfoy’s. Dobby would die for Harry Potter miss.” As he said it, Dobby wrapped his arms around Harry’s neck, and Harry gratefully returned the hug. Dobby seemed to have “grown up” since helping Harry with the second task last year, he was less exuberant. Which Harry missed, in a way, but was grateful for it just the same. Dobby wouldn’t let them pack up anything and Harry grabbed the book, Ginny’s hand, and made his way slowly to the Gryffindor tower. The pair chatted happily all the way there, but Ginny noticed Harry’s smile was extra forced and his tone was flat when he did speak. She stopped him out side the fat lady, trying to reassure him they’d be fine. She went up on her tip toes and gave him a light kiss on the cheek. He pulled her close and hugged her before stepping back and giving the password, just as the portrait hole opened, Ginny grinned a mischievous grin, her eyes twinkling. Harry grinned back as he stepped through into the common. The grin was wiped from his face however, when he heard the very loud, angry voice to his left.

“Where the BLOODY HELL HAVE YOU TWO BEEN?!?” Harry turned, prepared to say something snide, but Ron was not alone. Harry had never seen Fred and George so angry. Suddenly, a just as angry voice spoke from behind Harry, matching Ron one to one in both volume and temper.

“What the BLOODY HELL IS IT TO YOU?!?” But she didn’t stop there. “What are you ickle Ronniekins, our mother hen? Can’t have a moments peace until we’re cuddled up nicely in the nest? You knew FULL WELL where we were, why didn’t yu come looking for us, huh? Ahhh, forget it. It’s 1am, I’m tired, and my prat brothers have just ruined the best day of my life.” She gave Harry an angry kiss on the lips, glared at her three brothers as if daring them to say something. Harry just wished the ground would open up and swallow him. Really, she didn’t have to kiss him. Absolutely the worst timing. Worse than that, she’d left him here, alone after an angry tirade. Ron stood there, gaping at Harry obviously trying to force words out of his mouth. Everything seemed to sink in at once, and as Harry watched on with the feeling of dread still in his stomach, he was amazed as angry faces turned slowly to grins. 

“So, Harry finally gets the girl.” It was Fred. What had they thought he’d been doing all day, that they were so angry about before seeing Ginny kiss him? He felt the heat rise into his face as he watched Fred and George toddled off happily to bed with a warning to Ron that if he ever woke them up again, for something as ridiculous as this, he’d have a new hair colour every day for the rest of his life. Harry didn’t know what to say to Ron, and was glad when his friend spoke first. 

“Hermione’s gonna have kittens. This is permanent right? None of this only for Valentine’s crap?” Harry could only nod. Ron let out a great whopping yawn, and acted as if the last ten minutes hadn’t happened at all as the two boys made their way up to bed.

“Remus! It’s useless, I can’t do it!” Harry was fed up with this mind training stuff. He had too much going on to think about controlling his visions. It was coming up to April fast, which meant OWLs, more time with Ginny after the OWLs and that Quidditch game he’d given Ron for Christmas at Easter. The reaction of seeing Harry and Ginny walking hand in hand through the Hogwarts corridors was quite amusing. There was only one drawback. Harry now knew of Ron and Hermione’s late night meetings, after planning one for Ginny and himself. All in all, it had been really awkward, and not something any of them wanted to repeat. The problem had been solved, remarkably, by Hermione’s class timetable. It had given Ron the idea to set them out different days of the week. Ron had jokingly called it M.I.C.R.S but only revealed what it had stood for to Harry. Meeting In Common Room To Snog. He hadn’t dared tell Hermione, who would find it crass and take it the wrong way, due to her elf liberation effort the year before.

“Harry, you can do this. You just need to concentrate.”

“That’s the thing Remus, I can’t concentrate. I’ve had duel training, I’ve got Ginny, I’ve got the OWLs, I’ve got ideas for the Order running all through my head. How am I supposed to concentrate?” He held up his hands, defeated.

“That’s what this is all about Harry. You’re supposed to clear your mind and focus on Voldemort. Focus on the feel of your blood through your veins, and the scar on your head, as these are what connect you to him.” Harry shuddered. Those two things should be soley his, under normal circumstances. He sat again, cross legged on the floor of Sirius’ living quarters. He sat there for at least ten minutes, before anything happened. Quite suddenly, a picture was forming behind his eyelids. He shuddered when it came into focus.

It was a graveyard, much like the one from last year but it wasn’t the same one. Harry could see mouths moving, but the pain in his scar seemed to be making him deaf. Well, not exactly deaf  as there was a ringing in his ears which he was hearing all too clearly. As with the vision about the Grangers, Harry was eventually able to push the pain away. He realised as he did, that this was happening now, and not soon, he didn’t know why he knew, he just knew that this was different to seeing Mr Granger get tortured. Voldemort’s high chilling voice broke through the cotton that seemed to have filled Harry’s head. 

“That muggle loving fool will not foil our plans again. It is obvious to me, however, that there is a traitor in our circle, another one. Snape has left us, the fool, but his influence remains. If the one who has betrayed their master steps up now, the rest of you will be spared. If the coward reamains cowardly, make no mistake that I will punish each and all of you until you confess.” Harry watched in dismay as the Cruciatus was placed on at least five death eaters before he was able to break the connection. He opened his eyes and find himself looking at Sirius’ ceiling. Then Remus was there, a big grin on his face.

“You’ll get there Harry. I know you will. You just consciencely contacted Voldemort. Now we’ll have to practice more, so that your mind can build an immune system of sorts, to stop you from being so tired afterwards. Come on, I’ll walk you back to the tower.” As Harry entered Gryffindor tower, he immediately searched out Ron and Hermione. They were sitting in the normal corner, pouring over a stack of books. He approached them and Ron looked up from the book he’d been reading.

“Geez Harry, you look like hell.”

“Thanks mate, it’s good to see you too.” The two boys grinned at each other, and Hermione spoke without looking up from her book.

“What happened Harry?” Ginny, having seen Harry walk in walked over to the trio and stood next to Harry’s chair. She put an arm around his shoulder when he pulled her close and rested his head wearily on her stomach. Ron looked like he wanted to say something, but a glare from both Ginny and Hermione had him deciding against it.

“I saw him. And the group of death eaters. He thinks there’s another spy cause Dumbledore ruined his plan on attacking your parents. He was torturing them all when I came back here.” Harry gave an involuntary shudder and his voice shook a bit, causing the three of them to give him very concerned looks. The tone even made Hermione look up from her book. Harry wished they’d look away.

“Ron, get a move on! We’ll be late!” Harry was getting really annoyed now. The two boys were supposed to be going to the Quidditch game, but if Ron didn’t hurry up, they’d miss it. He looked towards Hermione and Ginny, who were sitting cozily by the fire eating easter eggs they weren’t supposed to eat until tomorrow. He was glad that he’d decided to wait to give them his. Just as he turned around to shout up the stairs again, Ron sprinted down them, almost colliding head on with Harry.

“Sorry, had to find my cap!” It was the present Harry had given him in fourth year. It was a bright orange Chudley Canons cap that crashed horribly with his red hair. Ron wore it with pride.

“See ya girlies!” Ron tried to get out of Gryffindor tower with a casual wave, but Hermione wasn’t having any of that.

Finally, after long goodbyes, the two boys port keyed out of Hogwarts and into the Stadium where the game had already started. Puddlemere were up 30-0 and the Canons were fighting to stay off the bottom of the ladder.  It wasn’t looking good. The game carried on with Puddlemere obviously dominating. Harry and Ron screamed and cheered anyway, yelling themselves hoarse. Harry had bought orange flags at the gate, and the boys were waving them madly. Puddlemere were up 90-0 when it looked the Canons were finally going to score. Harry was jumping up and down like a madman, hoping against hope they’d at least score one goal, for Ron’s sake. Suddenly, a burning pain, more intense than he’d ever felt before, rushed into his scar. Horror passed through him quickly as screams, panicked ones now, could be heard throughout the stadium. Ron had gone white and still and Harry couldn’t speak. He grabbed Ron’s arm, he needed the order, for there, on the pitch below, stood Voldemort and his Death Eaters. Panic ensued. People were running for the exits, trampling on each other. And, what was the most horrible of all, people were falling from the stands, hurtling towards the ground as they were cursed by the Dark Lord and his followers. Even the appearance of Ministry officials wasn’t enough to ease the dread and panic in Harry’s stomach. Somewhere, in the back of his mind, he realised his scar was no longer hurting. The training with Remus must have been working. His mind was moving quickly when a voice called out, loud and clear, over the screams of terror that were all around them.

“Harry Potter! I know you’re here! Come out and play, why don’t you? Your precious order can’t save you now” The mocking tone in his voice sent chills up Harry’s spine. The people in front of him moved even closer together, as if protecting him. He couldn’t let this happen. He knew, if he stepped through the crowd and down onto the pitch, the focus would be on him and the spectators could get to safety. Suddenly, Ron’s voice whispered in his ear.

“Where the bloody hell is Dumbledore?” Harry looked down at the arm he was holding and could have cursed himself. It was the wrong arm.

“Give me your other arm Ron, quickly. Then I want you to go, get out of here.” Ron shook his head, almost violently.

“No. Harry, don’t be ridiculous, if you’re going down there, I’m coming with you.” The determined set of Ron’s mouth and the flash in his eyes told Harry there was no point in arguing. He nodded grimly as Ron held out his arm. He touched the mark there and the stadium was once again filled with a series of popping noises. The Order had arrived, wands at the ready. Dumbledore’s voice rang out, and it was almost as chilling as Voldemort’s.

“You will not touch the boy!!” 

“Oh won’t I?” No fear was seen in Voldemort’s eyes this time. Harry felt his feet lifting off the ground, and tried to grab on to Ron. He knew no one in the Order would want him pulled from the stands, it could only be Voldemort. To Harry’s shocked horror, holding on to Ron was useless too, as it he was being levitated as well. They were set on their feet in front of the tall, swindly man, who then bent down and pulled Harry roughly to his feet. The pain in his head burned, making him dizzy. He pushed it aside and spoke through clenched teeth, 14 years worth of pure hatred and anger bursting out of him.

“I’m not afraid of you, you hear me? I’m not AFRAID OF YOU!” Voldemort laughed then and looked around casually, as if he was taking in a pretty landscape.

“You may not be now Harry, but you will be.” And he pointed his wand at Ginny, yelling “Crucio!” Before anyone knew what was happening. Harry cried out, and rammed himself into Voldemorts thin frame. He fell to the ground, a battle between the Dark Order and the Order of the Phoenix was raging all around him but he didn’t even notice as he ran to Ginny’s side. Horrified spectators looked on as Harry picked an unconcience Ginny up from the pitch. He looked up from her pale face to watch in absolute terror as Voldemorts spider like hand grabbed Ron’s shoulder.

“RON! NO!” Harry had just one thought in his head. Not Ron, please not Ron. But he couldn’t move, he was frozen to the spot as if in a full body bind and he could only look on as Voldemort smiled his wicked smile, and Disapparated, taking Harry’s best friend with him.

Ron woke up to find himself chained to a wall in a freezing cold dungeon. His arms ached and he had no idea where he was or how long he’d been there. Within a few seconds of waking up, however, it all came flooding back. The Quidditch match, the Dark Lord, being forced to disapparate, which had been painful in itself. Voldemort taunting him, telling him he was worthless, than no one care as long as precious Harry Potter was safe. Torturing him over and over with the Cuciatus curse. Ron knew, in his heart, that what Voldemort had said wasn’t true. People cared for him, they’d rescue him. He had family, Hermione and Harry. They’d be out of their minds with worry. But as the days passed and still no one came, in his head Ron started to doubt it. He hated himself for it, but it was hard not to doubt it. Didn’t they know what he went through? Didn’t Harry know what Cruciatus felt like? Why weren’t they here? Ron tried his best to force the thoughts of his head, they were useless and illogical. But as a feeling of panic surged up, yet again, into his throat at the sound of someone opening the cage door, a niggling doubt remained in the back of his head. No one would risk the famous Harry Potter for a mere Weasley.

Harry paced the common room again, for the fourth night in a row. He was pale, his eyes were red and he was snapping at anything that moved, even Hermione and Ginny. 

“God, why can’t we do something?? He could be dead by now”

“Harry, don’t. Please. Don’t talk like that.” Hermione had tears welling up in her eyes, again, and felt like she’d just been to hell and back. The last four days had been the longest of her life and it showed in her face.

“Why not? He could be, and it’d be all my fault.” Harry sat on the couch, defeated. He knew he was being an insensitive prat, but he couldn’t help it. He had to lash out, if he wasn’t angry, the guilt would take over. If he hadn’t have been trying to be a hero, Ginny’s hero, he wouldn’t have been too far away to grab on to Ron.

“Oh yeah, right, Harry you take the blame all on yourself.” Hermione’s sarcastic voice startled him away from his dark thoughts. “You’d be the one holding the wand, right? You’d be the one saying the death curse? It’s just the kind of person you are. Now, can you shut up and stop being an idiot?” Hermione’s voice had gotten louder and louder as she spoke and her tirade ended quite abruptly. Harry opened his mouth and closed it again, trying to think of something to say. He couldn’t, he knew she was right. But something she said had triggered something in his brain. He jumped off the couch, yelled “SNAPE!” and made a dash for the portrait hole. He got halfway out of the hole, when he turned right back round again, poke his head through and looked at Hermione.

“Are you coming, or not?” He tried to smile at her, but his stomach was in knots. He was praying his plan would work. Hermione slammed her book shut and jumped up. Anything to do was a great relief in the last few days. He noticed Ginny sitting on the stairs leading up to the dormitory.

“Oi, Ginny, where are Fred and George?”

“In Dumbledore’s office with mum and dad. Why?”

“Never mind why, come with us.” Ginny jumped up in much the same manner Hermione had. As the three made there way past the fat lady, who was grumbling madly about being disturbed, Hermione asked Harry where they were going. 

“Remus.” And everything else was left unsaid.

Harry knocked on Dumbledore’s office door, Hermione, Ginny and Remus standing anxiously behind him. None of them had any idea what was going on. Harry walked in to find the Weasley men, Mr Weasley, Fred and George sitting quietly in separate areas of the room and he was astounded to find Mrs Weasley weeping not so quietly on Dumbledore’s shoulder. None of them seemed to have noticed the 4 new appearances.

“We have to get him back Albus. He’s been gone too long. Can’t the Order do something. Can’t Harry summons him?”

“No Molly. I’m afraid not. Where ever Voldemort is, he’s got very good anti Apparation charms on the place. I’ve tried to find it, but I fear he has cast the same charms on that place as I myself have cast on this one.” Harry felt it was time to speak.

“I think I can help.” Harry started to feel self conscience as 5 pairs of anxious, tired eyes were suddenly on him.

“How is it you think you can help Harry?” Dumbeldore’s voice, as ever, was calm and reassuring. But something in the undertone that made Harry’s heart sink to his stomach. There was urgency there, as if there really was a possibility that Ron could be dead.

“Well, I thought, ummm, I’ve made lots of progress with Remus, and I thought that maybe, I could locate Ron, through Voldemort.” It was a testament to how much stress the Weasley’s were under that no one even reacted to the name. Remus spoke up then.

“Harry, even if you could connect to Voldemort, as I have no doubt you could, there still leaves the question of where he is.” Harry answered quickly, he’d anticipated that question.

“Well, you know when Snape – errr, Professor Snape – got discovered, and I passed out in the common room?” Everyone nodded, encouraging him to go on. “Well, I was in Voldemorts head. I’m sure of it now. If I could connect my mind to his, I could ask it questions, you know, and the answer will be in his head. He won’t be able to avoid me. Am I making sense?” Hermione and Ginny looked at Harry as if they’d never seen him before. They didn’t know about how he’d prevented the death curse coming out of Voldemort’s mouth. Mrs Weasley looked hopeful, for a brief moment, before she spoke again.

“But it could hurt you, couldn’t it Harry?”

“It’s a risk I’m prepared to take Mrs Weasley. If it means we’ll get Ron back.” Mrs Weasley sniffled again and buried her face in her hanky. “We can do it together, can’t we Remus?” Remus Lupin looked gravely down at Harry. How could he possibly refuse? He nodded, trying to look certain and confident. Dumbledore, however, needed all the facts and turned once again to the former Professor.

“Your mind will contact with Harry’s who will connect with Voldemort, correct?”

“Yes sir, mine would be just a secondary connection. Harry would be conveying the information he gains from Voldemort through me, and I would then be able to speak that to you. Also, with my mind connected as well, the risk to Harry would be much less, halved in fact.” Fred and George jumped up from the couch they had been sitting on and almost shouted simultaneously

“Let’s get him back. We miss the little git.” The usual mischief was back in their eyes, though it was still dimmed by concern. Molly took Harry in her arms and rocked him gently, unable to speak her thanks.  They made their way into the realm, the mood was somber and hopeful. Harry prayed to his parents that this would work. Since making that first connection in Sirius’ lounge room, his progress had taken leaps and bounds. This was bigger though, than just standing on the outside looking in. Before taking the proper position, Harry summonsed the rest of the Order, and told them what was to happen. Hermione, Ginny and of course Remus were to stay behind. Harry took the position, sitting cross legged next to Remus on the grass next to the pond. The image came almost immediately, a testament to Harry’s determination. It had never happened so quickly before, and what he saw there made him cry out in physical pain for his friend.

Ron was lying on the floor, his face pale and twisted. He leg stuck out at an odd angle as if it was broken in many places. He shivered openly as Voldemort spoke again.

“Honestly Weasley, you thought they’d come to rescue you? You thought they’d care?” Harry tried to scream out, tell Ron he shouldn’t  believe it, but he couldn’t do anything until he’d gotten the information from Voldemort’s head. If Ron had been going through this for hours every day, there was going to be some serious talks happening when they got him back. Harry pushed all this aside, he couldn’t afford to dwell on it now. Voldemort used the Cruciatus curse again and as Ron cried out, his voice hoarse, Harry felt his stomach turn at the sheer enjoyment he felt in the Dark Lord. He decided to use the oppurtunity of the distraction to get the information they needed. He hadn’t been sure how he was going to go about it, and he thought now he’d just post the question and search for the answer himself.

“What is your location?” Voldemort gave a start and looked around the room. Harry was seeing everything from his point of view, and was surprised to see just five Death Eaters there. He heard a feint voice and guessed Remus had deemed this observation important. Voldemort, however, seemed to have sensed the presence of something else inside his head, as Harry felt a sharp pain in the front of his head, as if he’d just rammed up against a brick wall. He had to try again, and not be distracted this time.

“What is your location?” Almost as if Harry was reading an address on a piece of paper, he reflected the news back to Remus.

“Riddle Manor, Little Hangleton.” Harry felt a surge of delight, he knew they’d get there now, get Ron back. Four days of the Cruciatus curse, Ron would probably have to sit his OWLs in the Hospital Wing. Voldemort was turning his head wildly now, making Harry physically ill a second time. Harry just had to keep the connection until he knew the others were out safely, he felt Voldemort try to speak and realised that he, Harry, had stopped him without having to try. He knew his followers wouldn’t do anything without orders from their master, knew Voldemort couldn’t fling any curses with Harry mentally shutting his mouth. He felt himself getting tired, but knew he had to hold still and keep the connection. He had to try something though, and he hoped that it wouldn’t leave even more of Voldemort inside him than was already there. He needed to get to Ron. He tried to speak, and was shocked when his voice came out in that high chilling tone. More shocked, though, to hear Voldemort speak with concern and sadness.

“They are coming Ron. Don’t you believe what he says. Don’t you dare.” Harry watched with trepidation as all five Death Eaters turned to their master, stunned amazement on their faces. He was sure his game was up now, but just as he was about to pull back, the door to the chamber where they were was barged opened, and Dumbledore strolled casually through, surrounded by the Order. Harry watched in amazement as Dumbledore suddenly  roared with anger, the power coming off him making Harry shiver as if it really was directed at him.

“VOLDEMORT! You shall not get past me! You shall not rise again to your former glory. And I assure you this, YOU SHALL NOT HURT ANY OF MY STUDENTS!” Harry had to concentrate really hard now, he was losing the connection out of fear of his headmaster. He knew Dumbledore wouldn’t harm Voldemort while Harry was still connected to his mind. But he didn’t know if the headmaster knew Harry was still there. He watched in awe, felt Voldemorts anger rising up inside himself as all five Death Eaters present were stunned with a mighty force. He had to battle his own emotions at seeing Sirius pick Ron up and carry him away, and those belonging to the Dark Lord. He didn’t want to feel the hatred and indignation of seeing his best friend rescued. But he had to hold the connection, or Voldemort would curse them all. Dumbledore seemed to have clicked that Voldemort was being controlled, because he walked up to him then, anger shimmering in his usually friendly eyes, and power coming off his body in waves. He stood toe to toe with Voldemort and scorned him.

“What’s the matter Tom? Cat got your tongue.” White hot fury poured through Harry, and he cried out. It left a bitter taste in his mouth. He watched as the Death Eaters were removed from the room by members of the Order, and finally, thankfully, Dumbledore was gone as well. Harry was finally free to break the connection. As he fell back on the grass, as he felt bile in his throat, as he finally lost himself to sleep, Voldemort’s last thought repeated itself in his head. I know you’re there, Potter.

Ron was still out when Harry woke to find himself in the hospital wing. Madam Pomfrey, who seemed to have a nack of just knowing when her patients were awake, appeared at his bed side almost before he had his glasses on. She checked him over, mumbling quietly to herself.

“Madam Pomfrey?”

“Yes Mr. Potter?”

“Umm, sorry, but what day is it?” 

“The same one it was when you collapsed. You’ve been sleeping for four hours, how do you feel?”

“Fine, still a little tired, but I’m sure I’d be ok to go back to Gryffindor tower. Is it ok if I just have a visit with Ron before I go?” Harry was hoping she’d let him go. He hated the Hospital Wing, but seemed to spend more time there than any other student. 

“Fairly confident aren’t you Potter?” Harry was a little astounded at the amusement in the strict matron’s voice. “Well, yes, you can go. You were just fatigued, nothing life threatening. And yes, you may have a visit with Mr Weasley, though he is still unconscious, so there’s really no point. Miss Granger has been spending time with the both of you, but has just gone down to lunch. I’m afraid Mr Weasley may be out for quite some time.” Harry slowly got out of bed. His legs were still weak, but he knew if the school nurse noticed, she’d keep him in there overnight. Once he was dressed in his school robes, he made his way gingerly to Ron’s bed. Afraid of what he’d see, he pulled the curtain back and studied his best friend’s bruised and battered face. His stomach rolled and sank slowly down to his feet. Ron had a cut above his eyebrow, half his face was an angry, deep purple colour and his bottom lip was swollen. It was obvious to Harry, who had been put under Cruciatus curse just the year before, that the Death Eaters had not only used their wands, but their fists as well. For four days. Harry moved to the chair next to Ron’s bed, and put his head in his hands. 

“Alright Ron? Look, there’s stuff I have to tell you. I’m sorry. This is all my fault and I won’t blame you if you hate me. If we hadn’t have gone to that stupid match in the first place, this wouldn’t have happened. But worse, I had to be a hero. For Ginny, who likes me anyway. I should have been there for you mate, and I’m sorry. I’m so-“ Harry’s voice broke then and the burning tickling was at the back of his eyes again. He couldn’t even force himself to look at Ron, but he had more to say, so he took a deep breath and forced his voice past the lump that had settled in his throat.

“I know what Voldemort said to you, about, about us not caring and stuff. And I know you must have believed it, cause it took us so long to get you. But you can’t believe it Ron, you can’t. I think your mum lost like 100 pounds and your dad, well he looked dreadful. And the twins didn’t play one single joke on anyone while you were gone. And Ginny, she hardly said a word and you know how she talks. And Hermione, you probably won’t believe this Ron, but the only time she opened a book was to find out how to break through apparation charms. See, Voldemort had that place set up like Hogwarts, so we couldn’t just march in and get you, or everyone would have been splinched. Anyway, Hermione will be back soon, and I’m going to go and get more sleep, I think. You better wake up Ron Weasley, so I can tell you some of this in person.”  Harry stood up and was so shocked that he had to sit down again, Ron was looking directly at him. And he was angry.

“You think I would seriously hate you for saving my sister?” His voice was croaky, and for the first time Harry noticed marks around Ron’s neck. Harry felt anger boiling inside him, at least this time it was his own. He took it out on Ron, he’d just poured his heart out, and that was all Ron could say. Harry jumped to his feet.

“You thought we’d leave you there. Just as stupid really, isn’t it?” His voice was harsh, but he couldn’t help it. The look of pain on Ron’s face was driving him bonkers. He stood there, fists clenched, glaring at Ron. Ron glared back. They stood like this for a while before Ron spoke again.

“Look, Harry, none of this was your fault. You didn’t know he was gonna rock up, you didn’t know he was going to take me. But I can tell you something. I’m never going to be jealous of you again.” This was the first time Ron had made a direct comment about the fight that had after Harry’s name had been pulled out of the Goblet of Fire last year. Harry took another deep breath and stared at the floor. It seemed like a long time before he spoke.

“Why don’t we say we’re both idiots and leave it at that.” Ron grinned, and then grimaced and lifted his hand to his swollen lip.

“I must look a fright.”

“I think you look lovely and manly.” Both boys startled at Hermione’s voice. Neither of them had heard her come in. Harry turned to face her.

“How long have you been there?”

“Long enough to hear you two declare what I’ve been trying to tell you for five years. That you’re both idiots.” She looked from Harry to Ron for a moment, a grin spread across her face. Harry watched, embarrassingly, as Hermione approached Ron’s bed. She looked like she wasn’t moving of her own free will, as if something else was pulling her there. She touched Ron’s face and let out a sob. Ron grabbed her hand and pulled her down, wrapping his arms around her. As Harry turned his back to leave, give them time alone he heard Hermione say “Please, don’t ever leave again Ron. None of us could bear it if we lost you.” Harry silently agreed.

Harry found himself standing outside Dumbledore’s office, his heart heavy. Now that Ron had been sorted out, the only thing left on his mind was that Voldemort knew. He knew everything. He had connected to Harry towards the end of Ron’s rescue as much as Harry had connected to him. He’d seen inside his mind and worse, been able to communicate with him. Harry had never tried to communicate directly with Voldemort through the connection. What scared Harry most of all is that Voldemort had clicked on to him being so quicky, made the connection and spoken to him. 

I know you’re there Potter.

Harry shuddered as the voice seemed to creep it’s way down his spine, leaving him cold and aching. He was still tired, bone tired, but being able to talk to Ron had somehow given him strength to come here. He gave the password and made his way up to Dumbledore’s office, relived to find the headmaster alone.

“Aaahh, yes, Harry. Do come in.”

“Thank you, sir. I’m sorry if I’m disturbing you?” Somehow, Dumbledore had the ability to make him feel 11 again. 

“No, of course not. What can I do for you?” Now that he was here, Harry had no idea what he was supposed to say. He couldn’t put his fear into words. Dumbledore seemed to realise this, and prompted him.

“Is it Voldemort? Has something happened?”

“Yes sir. I umm, well, when I was trying to stop him from speaking, and you’d left, I was just about to break the connection when he, he ummm, spoke to me. He knows Professor.” Harry was trying really hard to sound brave. He didn’t do a very good job. Dumbledore looked at him kindly, and his voice was fatherly.

“It’s perfectly normal to be afraid of Voldemort, Harry. There is no shame in it as he is a very evil man. Fear only becomes a problem when you allow it to be used against you. Let him make his connections, Mr Potter, or let him try. You are Defence, the only child of Lily and James Potter. He can do nothing to you. Remember, that Voldemort is really only human because your blood runs in his veins. Apart from that, he’s little more than a spell.” Harry felt a lot better, more at ease. But something was troubling him.

“Sir, this means we can’t connect to him doesn’t it? It means we can’t use my visions.”

“Harry this is the first time he’s noticed you were there. And you held the connection for five hours. I can not be sure, though I think it’s fair to say that you will still be able to use your visions for the Order, but we will have to limit the amount of time you are using. We’ll give it one more chance, and if Voldemort notices you immediately, then there is nothing to be done. Alright?” Harry nodded. He had more to say, and the habit of talking to Dumbledore about his personal problems was still a little hard to break. He thanked the headmaster and left the room, too tired to even contemplate going to Sirius now. He was glad it was the term break, though there were only 4 days of it left and with worrying about Ron, he’d gotten none of his homework done. And he wouldn’t be getting any done today either. He couldn’t believe it was only 1 o’clock in the afternoon. He had to back track in his mind everything that had happened since midnight last night, when the Order had been summonsed to rescue Ron. It had been about 2am by the time everything had been explained and it had taken five hours to rescue Ron. Something niggled at the back of Harry’s mind as he made his way back to Gryffindor tower. He ignored it and carried on with his calculations. He’s been talking to Ron and Dumbledore for about two hours, which explained the time. Time. It didn’t explain it all. It should be 8 o’clock in the morning. And that’s what niggled in the back of Harry’s mind. Time hadn’t stood still, even thought he’s been in the realm. He couldn’t get his mind to focus properly, and so he pushed the troubling thought aside as he made his way to the common room. Applause met him and pounded through his already aching head. Obviously, Fred and George had told their story. He tried to smile as people clapped him, but after about two minutes he couldn’t take it anymore. He had to find Ginny. He searched the room and his eyes met hers. She was sitting in their corner. 

The Weasley’s, Harry and Hermione spent most of their Easter holidays in the Hospital wing that year, watching on as Ron slipped in and out of conscienceness. Sometimes, and this was hardest to bear, he’d scream out in his sleep and his back would arch off the bed, his face a mixture of pain and fear. Other times, he would mumble things like “they do love me” quietly as he tossed and turned on the hospital bed. At these times either Hermione, or Mrs Weasley if she was there, would simply take his hand and stroke his hair, murmuring nonsense until he calmed down again. Madam Pomfrey had done everything she could, and Harry was pleased that the bruises and gashes had finally gone from his face. She couldn’t do a lot about the nightmares though, as even a sleeping draft didn’t work on Ron.

Finally, the night before term began, Ron was allowed out of the hospital wing. In wizarding terms, five days was a long time to stay in hospital but he had regained full conscienceness the day before, and Madam Pomfrey and kept him in for observation. The four friends sat around a table, Hermione allowing Ron to copy her notes for all of their classes. This confirmed a lot of things for Harry and set funny looks the pair exchanged in place in his mind. Something was different about them since Valentine’s Day, and Harry hadn’t been able to put his finger on it. Now he knew. They were in love. He caught Ginny’s eye across the table, and wondered if he was in love with her. He didn’t think so, you don’t just topple into love over night do you? Harry, having never truly experienced love until he was 11, when he made friends at Hogwarts, had absolutely no idea what it was. He reckoned though, that if Ginny looked at him the way Hermione was looking at Ron, he’d turn tail and run quicker than you could say Seeker. Ginny slammed her book shut and let out a funny kind of grunting noise, making Harry jump a little out of his seat. 

“I can’t stand it! I can’t sit here and quietly study. I can’t do it. He nearly killed my brother, why can’t we stop him?” She turned pleading eyes on Harry, and he felt the weight of the world settle on his shoulders. How was he supposed to answer that? What the bloody hell did he know? Thankfully, Ron spoke first.

“Don’t be a git Ginny, you know full well why we can’t. Dumbledore’s waiting for something, and we’re gonna have to wait too. There’s no way I’m going up against You- Know-Who without Dumbledore. Plus, we’re 4th and 5th years, what do you reckon we should do?” Ginny glared at her brother and stalked off up to bed, without even a goodnight to Harry.  Ron and Harry exchanged a look, which Hermione noticed and rushed to her friends defence.

“She’s had a really bad week. You know she was under Cruciatus too, even if it was just for two minutes. And she was in a state when you got taken Ron, she probably took it harder than the rest of your family, because she feels like it was her fault.”

“WHAT?!?!” Harry was furious. He’d jumped out of his seat and was very red in the face. His outburst turned a few heads and Hermione was a bit embarrassed for him.

“Harry, will you sit down!” 

“No way. No bloody way. That’s just ridiculous. It had nothing to do with her.” And before either of his friends could stop him, he was storming up the stairs to the girls dormitory, mumbling something about yelling some sense in to something.

Ginny paced her dorm, glad it was still early and the girls who shared her room were enjoying their last free evening before term started. She felt angry and guilty and wanted to cry at the injustice of the muggle attacks. The door burst open and her heart skipped a beat.

“Harry? Wha-“ But the words died in her throat.

“WHAT THE BLOODY HELL HAS GOT INTO YOU?!?” Harry hadn’t been this angry for a while, and after the stress of the last week, it felt really good to shout. He didn’t care that Ginny seemed scared of him.

“I don’t – I don’t know what you mean?”

“Taking responsibility for what happened to Ron is what I mean.” Every word was said through clenched teeth, and his hands were still balled into fists. It was Ginny’s turn to be mad now. She too, let the stress of the past week out on Harry.

“Oh, I see, so it’s ok for you to ignore EVERYTHING cause you feel guilty. But it’s not ok for me? It should have been ME Harry. And you know what? I’ve faced him before. Ron never has and never should have. End of story. Now, GET OUT OF MY ROOM.” Little did either of them know, all their housemates were listening with avid interest downstairs.

“I’m not going anywhere, Ginny, until you understand that the only person responsible for what happened to your brother is Voldemort.”

“I won’t understand that until you do.” She had him there. He had listened to Ron, when he’d said none of it had been Harry’s fault, but a small piece of doubt lay in the back of his mind still. He had a lot of things to think about.

“The last thing I need is an argument with you.” His voice was colder than he’d meant it to be and the hurt in her eyes made him want to take them back. Her voice, though, stopped him.

“Fine, Harry. That’s fine! You came up here looking for something you don’t need, you can turn around and go right back downstairs.” Her voice was thick now, and Harry was stuck. She looked to him like she didn’t want to cry, that she was holding back because he was there. He wondered what had happened in the last week that had made them stop talking. Then, as he stood in the doorway, he thought about what she’d said. He’d ignored everything in the hope of finding Ron.

“Ok. I’ll go, but there’s one more thing you should know. I didn’t come up here looking for an argument, for something I don’t need. I came up here looking for you.” And, feeling remarkably foolish, he turned on his heel and went back down to the common room.

“Remus, I can’t do it. Again. I think he’s blocking me.” Harry sat in Remus’ brand new living room. Remus had been given living quarters when it had become apparent that he would be making Hogwarts a permanent home, so long as Harry still needed him. Harry most definitely still needed him.

“It’s not him. It’s you Harry. You’re afraid.” A look of outrage passed acrossed Harry’s faced, which was ignored by Remus. Usually kind and gentle, Remus Lupin had become very highly strung lately. Harry had heard Sirius teasing him about Arabella Figg and had  shuddered at the thought of Remus being upset over the little old woman with a lot of cats. Of course, she wasn’t really that woman. But she had been, to Harry, until this year. He shook himself as his trainer spoke again.

“It’s ok to be afraid. You just need to learn to use that fear to your advantage and not run from it. You have find your own equivalent to the Patronus. Only then can you connect with Voldemort again.” Harry nodded in resignation.

“Thousands of people could have been killed by now.”

“Well, not really Harry. We’ve been able to make a very sufficient dent in the Dark Order’s inner circle.”

“They’ll just be replaced by other people too weak to choose what’s right over what’s easy.”

“Do you honestly believe we’re not making a difference?!?” Remus' tone was stunned disbelief. Harry shook his head. It wasn’t really his fault. Ginny had a point, how could they just sit there quietly while muggles were being attacked left right and centre. Ginny. It had been a week since their argument and Harry was sorry to admit he’d been avoiding her. But she’d been avoiding him too and hardly sat with them anymore. She’d gone back to spending a lot of time with Colin Creevey, which made Harry’s blood boil. He had wondered lots of times over the last week how Ginny would feel if he started hanging around Lavender or Parvati. Laughing at everything they said. Kissing them on the cheek before they went to bed. Even now, thinking about it made him mad.

“Sickle for your thoughts Harry.” Harry literally jumped off the floor at the sound of Remus’ voice. He’d totally forgotten where he was.

“They’re not worth that much Remus.” Harry tried to smile, but the lines of stress were showing on his face and in his eyes. The last week had been insane study wise too. He’d jumped right in to Hermione’s study plan, hoping it would keep his mind off Ginny. He didn’t even know if they were still together. That was probably the worst thing of all.

“It’s Ginny, isn’t it?” Harry nodded, looking at his feet.

“We had a fight, and we haven’t spoken since. Now she spends all her time with Colin Aren’t-I-Sweet Creevey.” Harry spat out the name and flopped himself down on the couch, as comfortable here as he was in Sirius’ living quarters. Or even their house back in Ottery. Remus had to supress a grin. When the boy becomes the man. He’d had a similar conversation with James once, about Lily.

“Why don’t you talk to her?”

“Cause she was being a git this time, not me. Tried to take the blame for what happened to Ron, and then tried to make it ok by saying that I did it too!”

“And I’m sure you reacted with logic and grace.” Harry looked up sharply. And had to snort at the look on his old professor’s face,

“Well. No. Actually, I yelled and really wanted to hit something.”

“And who’s not talking to whom?”

“Both of us. Aaarggh Remus, it’s stupid isn’t it? I always fight with Weasley’s over something absolutely mental. Are there no rational redheads on this planet?” Remus had gone pale, making Harry spin to look behind him.

“No Harry, there’s no one there. It’s just, well, I know you hear all the time that you look like your dad. But he, well he ummm, said those exact words to me once, about your mum. They’d had a fight over something mental, as you so eloquently put it. And he said those exact same words, in that exact same tone. Not far from here actually.”

“Really? Am I that much like him then?” Remus nodded and Harry felt uncomfortable for a moment.

“You think I should talk to her, don’t you Remus?”

“Yes, Harry. Can’t let Colin Aren’t-I-Sweet Creevey snatch her away now, can we?” Harry let out a chuckle and said goodnight, with a promise to be back the next day more focused and less afraid. He felt lighter than he had in ages. He was going to talk to Ginny, he would connect to Voldemort, he would get lots of OWLs in just three weeks time. And Harry was sure, if the Quidditch Cup had been held this year, they would have won that too.

“Ginny, we need to talk. Alone. Please.” Not a very nice way to start an apology, but it wasn’t Harry’s fault she was constantly surrounded by people. Ginny looked up at him, unsure and wary but she stood up just the same and let him lead her through the portrait hole. They stood on the stairs leading up to Gryffindor tower, neither of them willing to stray too far from safety at this time of night. Harry cut to the chase.

“I’m sorry I yelled at you. You had every right to be annoyed and stuff. But it wasn’t your fault Ginny, I think I was more annoyed that I had to hear it from Hermione. You should have told me.” Ginny sighed.

“When could I have Harry? We haven’t really had much of a time to chat. Well, you haven’t anyway. I could see how worried you were, and then when Ron came back you were mostly in the hospital wing.” Harry felt guilty for it. She was right, he’d negelcted everything once Ron had been taken.

“I always have time for you Ginny. You just had to say the word.” He lifted a hand stroked her hair, a funny tingling feeling in his legs. She took a step towards him and wrapped her arms around his waist.

“Let’s just forget it hey?” Harry nodded. Now he had her back though, he didn’t want to go back in to the common room. He had to though, three weeks from now he’d be sitting his OWLs. Ginny, sensing his reluctance, took her head from his chest and looked up at him. Her eyes were smiling. Harry bent down, he was going to kiss her. Really kiss her, like all the girls talk about. She didn’t know what to do and out of nervousness she startled a bit. Harry pulled back, a puzzled frown on his face as he studied her. She decided she was going to have to kiss him now. It wasn’t romantic, it was right awkward, but Ginny wondered how many first kisses were actually romantic. She stood on her tip toes and touched her lips to his. She watched as his eyes closed and shivered a bit with nerves when his hands moved from her hips up to the side of her face and into her hair. All thoughts of awkwardness fled from her mind. Had she honestly believed this wouldn’t be romantic? The tingling feeling in Harry’s legs had increased when Ginny had kissed him. This was very nice. He could do this forever. Neither of them heard a door down the corridor open, the quick tap of footsteps or the first of a sequence of throat clearing. Finally, they broke apart, still not aware of anyone near them. They looked at each other, Harry still had his hands in Ginny’s hair, and he was bending to kiss her again when the someone behind them spoke.

“Ummm, Harry?” At the sound of Remus Lupin’s voice the pair jumped apart as if there was a fire between them. Remus tried to hide his smirk but couldn’t. Harry tried to look natural and failed miserably. Ginny was trying to look natural too, as if she got caught kissing Harry all the time. It seemed that her looking natural involved looking everywhere but at the two people standing near her. 

“Yes Remus?” Harry hated that his voice was squeaky and that his face felt as if it was on fire.

“You forgot this at training tonight. I just wanted to give it back.” Harry took the book Remus handed out, barely noticing that it was his Standard Book of Spells: Grade 5 which he would need as soon as he went back into Gryffindor tower.

“Umm, thanks, for ummm giving it back.” Remus seemed just as uncomfortable now and made a mental note to have a chat with Sirius about what he’d just seen.

“No problem. I’ll let you two…errrm.” He couldn’t really say the casual “get back to it”  and was struggling to find the words. Ginny spoke then.

“Yeah, we better get back inside, see ya Remus.” And before he could reply she had given the password and darted inside. Remus felt a lot more comfortable now that she’d gone and decided to tease Harry a little.

“Must have been some apology.” His eyes twinkled up at Harry and Harry had to hold back a snide remark. Instead, he did some teasing of his own.

“Yeah, it was. Maybe you should try it on Ms. Figg sometime.” He grinned quickly and ducked through the portrait hole, leaving a gaping, shocked, embarrassed Remus Lupin standing on the steps. 

The next three weeks were packed with study. The knew very little of what they were going to have to face in the OWLs, except that Sirius will be giving them both a theoretical and practical exam, which would last one hour each. Professor Grubbly Plank, once again filling in for Hagrid, will only be giving them a theoretical. Harry, Ron and Hermione were all dreading their potions exam, knowing that Snape would give them something dastardly to do. Defence training for the Order had been put on hold until summer holidays, where Hermione would be getting a Portkey to Harry’s house but staying with her parents most of the time. They had planned that she stay at the Burrow. Harry and Ron had planned it, that is. Well, Ron had planned and Harry had said it would probably be a good idea. Hermione would hear nothing of it, already having missed Christmas with her family. The night before exams, Harry, Ron, Hermione and Ginny sat at their regular table in the Gryffindor common rooms cramming as much as they could. Ginny, being in 4th year, didn’t have OWLs but she did still have exams and was working just as much as the other three. Ron made them all jump by slamming Hermione’s book shut.

“Stop it!” She looked at him, almost scared of the look on his face.

“Stop what??”

“You’re not going to fail Hermione, you’ll top the year, stop mumbling it under your breath.” Harry and Ginny looked on in amusement. As able as Hermione was at calming Ron’s temper, Ron was just as able when it came to controlling Hermione’s stress levels.

“Oh Ron! You don’t understand. I made myself a mantra.” Her chin came up then, daring any of them to tease her for it. When they didn’t, she carried on.

“If I chant that I’m going to fail, I’ll believe it. As you know, that’s not acceptable, which means I’ll push myself harder, which means I can’t possibly fail.” Harry looked at her with amazement, wondering why he was surprised. No doubt Hermione had been thinking about this since she found about about the OWLs and NEWTs way back in first year. Harry looked at his friend closely. She was pale, and seemed to have given up on her hair. Hermione had never been concerned with her looks, not like the other girls were in their year, but to see who looking so stressed and, well, frightening, was a bit of a jolt. Harry wondered if they all looked that awful. He knew Ginny didn’t, he’d been finding it hard to stop looking at her since his big apology and he’d flush scarlet every time she caught him at it and smiled a very smug smile. Something had changed between them since then, they’d become more exclusive. Whenever they had a free moment, they made sure it was just the two of them. Harry liked it, but something niggled at the back of his mind every time he thought about it. Something about Ron and Hermione and Seeker, but with all the stress of the last few weeks he hadn’t had time to think about it. Ginny made them all go to bed at midnight, though Hermione wanted to stay up longer, to do more study.  Ginny pointed out there was no point staying up and cramming if you were just going to fall asleep during the exam anyway. Hermione reluctantly made her way up to bed, Ginny following behind and seeing to it that she really was going to bed. 

Harry woke early the next morning, after a dreadful nights sleep. At least there hadn’t been any dreams about Voldemort, it was just nerves. And the first exam of the day would be Divination, which just made things worse. He got reluctantly out of bed, and was shocked to see Ron was also stirring.

“Timeisit?” Harry grinned. Ron had never been good at early starts.

“Just after 6. Go back to sleep Ron.” They were whispering, trying not to wake the other boys.

“Nah, couldn’t sleep now anyway.” Ron crawled out of bed and the two of them made their way down to the common room, in no way surprised to see Hermione there, pouring over an Arithmacy book. Ron spoke softly, so as not to frighten her. Hermione jumped 2 metres off her seat anyway. Harry had the sneaking suspicion she’d been asleep in her chair.

“Mione.” Ron’s voice was apprehensive. “How long have you been up?” Hermione wouldn’t look at either of them and mumbled under her breath, something they couldn’t hear. Ron spoke again.

“What was that? You need to speak up.”

“I got up at three, alright? I had a frightful nightmare, like the Boggart McGonnogall in third year. She looked awful and told me I’d failed everything, and that she was disappointed and that my prefect privelidges would have to be revoked-“ Hermione let out a choked sob that had both boys running to her side. Ron held her hand and rubbed her back as she released three weeks worth of stress. Harry sat quietly next to her and was trying to think of something to say. His throat had clogged up though. If Hermione might fail, there was no hope for any of them. 

As was the way when you were dreading something, time flew and before they knew it they’d crammed more, had breakfast and now Ron and Harry found themselves outside the Divination class room. Ron looked pale but tried to be optimistic.

“If this has been like the last two years, it’ll be a breeze Harry, we just have to make stuff up.”

“Yeah, but Ron, we’re interpreting Tarot cards. She can read them, look over our shoulder. Easily find out if we’re lying.”

Harry was wrong. Instead of seeing each member of the class individually, as Professor Trelawney had done previously, she allowed the whole class to come in at once. They were to do a card reading for their partner and write down their interpretation. Piece of cake. Ron and Harry had a lot of fun. They knew if they made it as tragic as possible, they’d receive full OWLs for Divination. Which was a bit of a joke, really. Trelawney, in her typical fashion, predicted that class would be over in 15 minutes, and that the Boy Who Lived would stay behind to talk about his card reading abilities. Harry groaned. They were given an hours break between exams and he knew the preying mantis would ruin his. He approached the Divination with wariness, asking Ron to wait for him outside. 

“You wanted to see me Professor?” But she didn’t seem to be listening. Her eyes had rolled back in her head and she spoke, quite suddenly, in the same deep monotone she had in third year when she’d correctly predicted the return of Wormtail to Voldemort. Harry’s heart sped up and his stomach dropped to his feet as he listened with morbid intensity.

“The Dark Lord will take over, Mind and Body, by the next full moon. Without Friendship the Boy Who Lived will surely die.” Harry watched as the Professor slumped in her chair, seemingly asleep. He ran out the hole in the floor and down the ladder and found Ron. He found his legs didn’t work. Harry looked pale, and as scared as Ron had ever seen him. 

“Ron, I’m dying tomorrow.” Ron let out a relieved laugh. Their Divination professor predicted Harry’s death every lesson and Ron was almost glad to see she hadn’t let exams sway her. His laughter stopped abruptly however, when he saw the expression on Harry’s face. It was dead serious. 

“I mean it Ron. She just predicted it, and it was the same as her prediction in third year. This was no fake.” Ron felt his stomach jump into his throat, he couldn’t speak. He couldn’t say all the things he wanted to say.

“What did she, exactly?” 

“That You Know Who will control my body and mind by the next full moon and that without you guys, I’ll surely die.”

“Well, you won’t then Harry, cause we won’t let you. None of us, you have more friends than me and Hermione you know. I’ll go up to the common room and tell everyone to watch out for you tomorrow, alright?” Harry nodded numbly, and took off to see Dumbledore, it was only half an hour before his Defence Against the Dark Arts exam and Harry was already tired.

“Very good Harry! Full marks.” Harry was puffing and panting and had just finished his DADA exam. He saw a few Slytherins give him and Sirius dirty looks. He knew what they were thinking, that Sirius was bias, but he had more important things on his mind. He’d gone through the obstacle course automatically, flinging the right curses around and even questioning Remus with a robotic voice. His meeting with Dumbledore hadn’t brought about any real change, and tonight Harry had the morbid task of saying goodbye to everyone without them knowing what he was doing. Ron hadn’t been able to tell him what had happened in the common room yet as there hadn’t been time, but if he was going to die tomorrow he was going to be sure everyone saw and remembered him first. He watched as Ron and Hermione finished the course, both of them also getting full marks. Hermione didn’t know about the prediction yet, and she didn’t react with scorn, as Harry had thought she would.

“We won’t let him get you Harry. He’ll have to go through us first. If we’re what saves you then good luck to him.” Harry, however, wasn’t very relieved and telling Ginny was worse.

“But Harry! No! That’s not right. You’re supposed to beat him!” And tears welled in her eyes and she ran up to her room. He had wanted to spend some of the night with her, just her, but that didn’t seem possible now. He resented her a bit for it.

The next day was bright and sunny and the last thing anyone wanted to do was exams. But do them they did. Harry was sure he’d gotten zero in Potions, but couldn’t really understand what he was doing sitting exams anyway. He’d convinced himself that it was going to happen. That he was going to be killed that evening. He just really wished he knew how and when, exactly, so he could prepare himself. He spent the little time he had before dinner with Sirius. It was a painful conversation indeed.

“Sirius, I know you think I’m going to be ok and that you won’t want to hear what I want to tell you but you’re going to have to shut up and listen, alright? There is a very good chance that Hermione, Ron and Ginny won’t be able to do anythig to help me so I want you to know that I-“ He stopped here and let the tears pour down his face. Sirius was crying too. “- That you’re my family. The bit that really counts. And that I love you. Not in a sick way or anything, but like a dad, I guess. I don’t really know how a son loves a dad, not properly anyway. And I’m blabbering, will you see something please?” Harry looked so lost, so beaten that Sirius couldn’t speak. He was already emotional from the things Harry had said, but the look on his face broke Sirius’ heart.

“Yes, Harry, I will. I love you too, as a father loves a son. You were what kept me sane in Azkaban. But no matter what happens, you have to fight him Harry. Fight him until you think you have nothing left and then fight him some more. We can’t lose you now. I can’t lose you now. Do you understand?” Sirius’ voice had gotten hoarse with emotion towards the end and Harry had started to feel uncomfortable. He nodded and made his way to the door to go down to dinner. Sirius stopped him half way there and pulled him into a hug. Harry cried and Sirius cried and then, to Sirius’ utter dismay, Harry fell to the floor, unconscious.

Sirius rushed to the fireplace in his office and called to Dumbledore. He was now sobbing, he could hardly speak. 
"Harry. Now. Hurry!" And before he knew it Dumbledore was there, Remus was there, Snape was there but obviously no one had told Harry's friends. Dumbledore seemed to have read Sirius' mind. 
"Minerva's gone to get them. It seems that Mr Weasley told the entire house what was to happen this evening, and they are all looking tired and weary. Minerva didn't want to shock the other Gryffindors with an official request for them to visit her." Sirius had hardly noticed the others there and could only nod numbly. He wanted to take his godson from Dumbledore, who had lifted him onto a stretcher. He had to be content though, with not taking his eyes off the pale face and too still body as the group made their way to the hospital wing. 

Harry looked frantically around. He had no idea where he was but he knew it wasn't Hogwarts. He had no idea how he got there, just that he had been standing and crying with Sirius, and then he was here. There was no pull around his navel, no pain of inexperienced apparating. He was just here. He finally took the time to take in his surroundings. It was very dark, so Harry couldn't see a lot. He sniffed the air, and it was stale and old. The stench nearly made him vomit. He was obviously inside, as there were no night sounds to be heard, no breeze and certainly no fresh air. Harry bent down to touch the surface of the ground he was standing on but pulled back quickly when he found it wet and slimey. As he straightened up, his scar ripped open with pain and a high, cold voice could be heard within the darkness. It chilled Harry to the bone. He was going to die.

Ron, Hermione and Ginny led a large group of Gryffindors into the hospital wing. All three of them had red, swollen eyes as they'd been crying steadily for the last hour. Professor McGonnogall had told them just an hour ago that Harry was in a kind of coma, and that they would do everything they could to help him. Ron's chin had set in a determined way as the tears had ran down his cheeks. Without a word he'd made his way up to the common room, told everyone what had happened and said he was going to the hospital wing now and whoever wanted to come too was welcome. He, Hermione and Ginny found themselves mobbed by Dean, Seamus, Neville, Lee Jordan, the twins, Parvati and Lavender, Alicia, Angelina and Katie, Colin and Dennis Creevey. He had sent a first year off to send a letter to Hagrid. He'd told the first year to use Pig, and to bring Hedwig to the Hospital wing. His heart was beating fast and Hermione was gripping his hand tightly. Ginny was being held up by the twins and finally, they'd trooped off to the hospital wing. Ron was betting that Voldemort hadn't counted on them. If they were the key to saving Harry, Voldemort was in for a big surprise. Through all the emotions running through him, Ron didn't even notice he'd used Voldemort's name. 

"So nice of you to join us Harry. I hope your stay will be a very uncomfortable one." Harry could hardly hear him. The pain in his head had rushed into his ears, blocking out almost every sound. He tried to push the pain aside, like he had been able to at the Quidditch match and it worked a little bit. The pain subsided enough that Harry was able to stand straight again. He almost immediately wished he hadn't. Voldemort was looking at him menacingly, a sick kind of mischief in his eyes. What bothered Harry most, however, was the fact that the Dark Lord was surrounded by at least fifty people, all were tall as they were wide, and all of them were wearing Death Eater cloaks. Voldemort spoke again. 
"I'm going to crush your spirit Potter. I'll use wand and fist until the precious heir of Gryffindor no longer stands in my way. You may as well make yourself comfortable Harry, I tend to enjoy torturing you. And enjoyment should definitely be a drawn out process."

Madam Pomfrey watched with something akin to awe as the group of about 15 Gryffindors stood their ground. She’d just tried to get them to leave, but it seemed they were there for the long haul, and from what the Headmaster had told her, she was silently grateful for it. 

“Crucio!” Harry fell to the slimey floor, writhing on it in pain. Pain like he’d never felt before. He’d had the cruciatus curse put on him last year, indeed by Voldemort himself. But that Voldemort had just been reborn, was weaker. This Voldemort seemed to have regained his full strength. 

“Cry out Potter. I know you want to.” Harry couldn’t have if he tried, and now he was determined not to. His teeth had clenched together in pain, but if he was going to die, he certainly wasn’t going to do it giving Voldemort any more staisfaction. Finally, blessedly, the curse was lifted. The relief lasted all of two seconds, however, as 5 of the massive death eaters were moving in now, their fists pounding on every inch of his body. It was too much, this was all too much. Harry wanted the peace of losing consciousness, but then something happened. He remembered what Sirius had said to him just hours ago. It felt like days, years even. But he’d made a promise, and he wasn’t going down without a fight.

Ron sat by Harry’s bed. With exams over, the three of them had been given special permission to stay in the hospital wing. They had a bed each that had been made extra comfortable for long term stays. Ron hoped with all his heart that it wouldn’t be long term. But he knew that if it was then that was ok too, he’d stick it out until Harry came back to them and he knew that Harry would do the same for him. The doubts that Voldemort had planted in his head had now vanished. He brought his head out of his hands and watched in horror as a graze appeared above Harry’s eye and blood poured down his face. He stood to call out to Madam Pomfrey but decided it would probably be better not to wake the girls. Harry’s face was now covered in bruises, but the scariest thing of all was that blood was now seeping slowly out of the corner of his mouth. Ron raced off, his heart beating faster than he ever remembered.

Harry felt as if he’d just been put through a muggle washing machine. 100 times. The Death Eaters had finished their beating and left Harry lying on the floor. He still had no idea where he was, but as he curled in a ball, finally letting the tears fall down his face he thought of his friends and felt hope burn brightly in his stomach. If anyone could save him, they could. And he formulated a plan as he drifted off into an uneasy sleep.

“Madam Pomfrey. Come quickly, there’s blood! Coming out his mouth!” The matron followed Ron quickly to the bed Harry was lying in and had to control her reaction. She had no idea what could possibly be happening to Harry. He had been here the whole time, and the nurse seriously doubted that his best friend had decided to hit him. However, bleeding from the corner of the mouth was a sign the the patient was suffering internal bleeding. She checked Harry over quickly, as there was obviously no time to waste. Some sort of dark magic was keeping him in a coma, there was nothing she could do for it. In the last 36 hours she had tried everything she could think of. But she could ease his physical troubles, at least she hoped she could. 

“Will you please inform the headmaster and Professor Black that I’d like them here immediately?” Ron’s eyes grew wide. And he panicked.

“Why? Why do you need to see them? What’s happened?”

“Just go please Mr Weasley.” Her tone was so firm and sure but Ron couldn’t help the panic. He’d been highly strung for the last three weeks, with the OWLs and everything, but this was everything. Losing Harry would be like losing a leg. He couldn’t do it. Harry’s battered and bruised body, which he’d caught glimpses of as Madam Pomfrey checked him over, stayed in his mind as he went to get Sirius. It didn’t give him a lot of hope.

Harry had no idea how long he’d been gone. He’d lost track of time after the first two days. It felt like it had been ages since then, but with the constant beatings and torture it was hard to be sure. It could have been a day. He heard Voldemort’s voice again, and stood up. He was going to fight today, fight for his life. He was slowly wasting away. He hadn’t been fed, he hadn’t slept properly and he felt like every bone in his body was broken. But he would fight. He had decided after the first night, that he would not die here. Not like this. And it was amazing how much stronger it made him feel. He could have sworn that even some of his bruises had cleared up. He still had no idea that his body was under the tender care of the Hogwarts nurse, and that his mind was being controlled by the Dark Lord.

“Poppy, do you honestly believe that Voldemort is using some sort of mind control, and that whatever’s happening is affecting Harry physically.”

“Albus, there is no other explanation. Apart from the bruising and cracked ribs, there is nothing physically wrong with Mr. Potter.”  Dumbledore, Sirius and Remus were all in Madam Pofrey’s office. It had been a week since Harry had fallen to the floor in Sirius’ office and most of the students had gone home for the summer. A lot of the Gryffindor’s however, had stayed. They knew they were needed but what had surprised the staff more that a handful of Hufflepuffs and Ravenclaws had decided to stay as well. There had been a constant stream of visitors in the last three days, each staying for a while to try and help Harry out of his coma. The adults pondered this information and finally Remus spoke.

“Do we know exactly what the prediction said?”

“I’m afraid not Remus. Cybil cannot remember even making it. A sure fire sign that it had been real.” Sirius spoke next, casting a sidelong glance at the headmaster, wondering how he could keep his cool under so much pressure.

“Well, I doubt she would have said ‘Ron, Hermione and Ginny.’ What if Harry had misinterpreted it? What if she said ‘friends’ or something similar?” Remus leapt off his chair then.

“Of course!” The other three adults turned their full attention on him then. “It’s me! Frienship! What if Professor Trelawney said Friendship? Then she would mean my element wouldn’t she? I can’t believe we let this go a week! He’s not- umm- well, we’re not close to losing him are we?” Remus’ voice was so full of hope and realisation that a grin spread out across the Matron’s face.

“No, apart from possible mental damage, Harry will be just fine.” Sirius cut in then and Remus noticed he looked almost like the his wanted picture and he shuddered at the thought.

“Do you really think you can save him Moony?”

“We can only try Padfoot. Voldemort isn’t able to control my mind, I am in now way linked to him. He can’t hurt me.” Even Dumbledore stood straighter.

“We must try.” Was all the headmaster said and they all made their way to Harry’s bed, where Ginny was currently standing guard. They only heard the end of her monologue, but it was enough to make Sirius want to comfort her.

“You have to come back Harry. None of us are anything without you.” Dumbledore cleared his throat lightly, and asked Ginny if she would please return to her bed. If all things go well, she should have Harry back by morning.

Harry watched as Voldemort came towards him. He pushed the pain in his scar back until it was gone completely and stood straighter for it. His chin was held high and his stance was defiant. This seemed to amuse Voldemort, as he laughed then.

“Proud and foolish Harry. Just as your father was. Oh yes, I will enjoy destroying you.” Harry felt the anger hum through his blood as this half man mentioned his father. He would use it, need it, if he was going to win. His blood felt like it was travelling through his veins at 100 times the normal speed. With clarity of thought that he’d never felt before, he stopped thinking of it as just his blood, it belonged to Godric Gryffindor. The plan he had been trying to plot for the last week sprang to life. Harry spoke then, but not in response to Voldemort. Harry stood in that dark, murky room and spoke the language of fairie.

“Shalahem Mittefoe Godric Gryffindor!”

Voldemort took a step back but continued his taunting laughter.

Remus and the others watched with trepidation as the body on the bed twitched compulsively, and a strange golden light seemed to surround it. It was almost two bright to look at but Remus, Sirius and Dumbledore couldn’t keep their eyes away. Obviously, however, there was no time to waste. Remus took the seat Ginny had vacated just minues before. He took Harry’s hand in his and closed his eyes, bracing himself for the horrors he was sure he would see when his mind connected with Harry’s. Ginny had obviously told Ron and Hermione that something was happening as the three of them were now surrounding the bed. They were full of questions, but Sirius and Dumbledore were almost scary in their intensity and focus, that none of them dared interrupt. Hermione, as per usual, was the first to click. She gave a quiet lieel squawk that sounded horribly loud in the tight atmosphere. Ron looked at her as if she’d gone mental. She pulled both him and Ginny to the side and explained, in excited and hushed tones, that “that woman” hadn’t meant them at all. The two Weasley’s reacted in two very opposite ways. Ginny grinned and clapped her hands in delight. She stopped abruptly as her brother let out a strangled sob and collapsed on the floor.

“Ron!” Ginny hadn’t seen him cry since she was 7, and that was nothing like this. “Ron, what’s wrong?! They’re going to save him, bring him back. He’s going to be ok!” Ron only nodded, as if that explained everything. Ginny left Hermione to comfort him, she had no idea what was wrong with Ron, but the way Hermione had fallen to her knees in front of Ron made Ginny think she knew exactly what to do.

Voldemort continued to laugh as his thugs moved in for another beating. Harry didn’t cower this time. He knew this would work, it had to. He was not going to die here. He spoke again, his voice reverberating through the room and he felt a power that couldn’t possibly be his vibrate from him. Voldemort stopped laughing.

“SHALAHEM MITTEFOE GRYFFINDOR!”

And as the echo of his voice died away, Harry felt a weight in his hands. He finally took his eyes from Voldemort and looked down. Smug pleasure replaced his anger for a moment. It had worked! He had summonsed Gryffindor’s sword. It fit with comforting familiarity in his hand. He raised his eyes to Voldemort once more and fed on the hatred he felt. He spoke then and his words were reckless and scornful.

“For every family you’ve torn apart, for my parents and my friends, I will destroy you. We duel now, Tom, on my terms. As I take you, piece by piece, the people you have destroyed can consider themselves avenged.” And he lunged. The Death Eaters moved in to protect their master and Harry, as he slashed at them with the sword of his ancestor, was thankful to Sirius for giving them more than magical duel training over the last year. He could fight them off without killing them. The thought of his granfather renewed his determination. He was going home for the summer, to the first real home he’d had since he was a baby. Just as he’d pushed half way through the crowd of Death Eaters, a voice filled the room, a voice Harry had thought for a few days that he would never hear again.

“Harry, none of this is real. It’s Voldemort in your head. You have to believe me Harry. I’m at Hogwarts and I’m holding your hand. We can fight him out together. Harry, you need to know, with everything in you, that everything you see now, everything around you is nothing more than an illusion. Mind control Harry, and you have to fight it.”

Those remaining at Hogwarts looked on in shock as a sword appeared in Harry’s hand. Only Ron, Dumbledore and Ginny had seen it before, in Harry and Ron’s second year.

Remus remained focused. He was impressed at the way Harry was dealing with the mob of Death Eaters, he was wounding them, but making sure he wasn’t wounding them fatally. Still, they had to get him out of there.

At the sound of Remus’ voice, Harry almost droppped the sword. He tried to get a glimpse of Voldemort, to see if he had noticed. If he hadn’t heard Remus, but was controlling Harry’s mind, then he would be able to hear Harry’s thoughts anyway. Almost on cue, Voldemort let out a scream of rage. It was maddening, though Harry got a sense of satisfaction from it. He’d almost wept at the sound of Remus’ voice, after making the connection with home. But he held himself in check. He knew, with everything he was, that this was real, and had used it to make a connection with Voldemort. He wanted to end it here. He had never made the connection so quickly and without meditation before hand. He was triumphant, and he slashed away at more Death Eaters, ignoring the pain in his arms and the fatigue he’d felt after a week of almost no sleep. He knew, now that he’d been asleep the whole time, well, not a real sleep but still. It had all felt real to him. He hated Voldemort even more now, for using him this way. He swung the sword with an energy so fierce, so full of anger and hatred and negative emotion, that some of the Death Eaters retreated of their own free will. Harry could see Voldemort’s face, his ugly, snake like face that had haunted his sleep for the last year and went on one final attack. He knew Remus was still with him, that Voldemort couldn’t hurt him now. He had turned the tables and he was using it to his advantage. He was finally, blessedly, down to just five Death Eaters. He fought with all he was worth, until it was just he and Voldemort left standing.

“You don’t have your precious Order now Potter.” Harry looked at the Death Eaters now lying on the floor.

“Looks like you’ve lost yours too.” Harry raised an eyebrow. “I could kill you now, and be done with it. Really, Voldemort, you should have just stayed dead.” Harry didn’t know how he had the courage to speak like this. It couldn’t have been him. He lifted the sword then, twirled it effortlessly in his tired hand, and lunged. He woke up in the Hospital Wing.

Harry stared into the faces of the people who mattered most. Before he could say a word, Mrs Weasley was upon him, wrapping him up in a hug. It reminded him, clearly, of the previous year. He felt the familiar burning in his eyes, the thickness in his throat and the week’s ordeal finally caught up with him. He sobbed his heart out, not really caring who saw. The sight of her almost shocked Sirius out of his socks. He hadn’t even noticed she was there and he shot a quizzical look at Ginny and Ron, who were now surrounded by most of the other Weasley’s as well. Ginny answered his silent question.

“I sent an owl just after Remus started, Mum wanted to know the minute there was news.” Sirius nodded, grateful for this family. Harry drew back and looked at them all in turn. Ron had tears streaming down his face though he hardly seemed to notice them himself. Sirius was staring at him, a mixture of emotions crossing his face so quickly, Harry couldn’t name them. Hermione was gripping Ron’s hand and had her head on his shoulder. She had a big relieved grin on her face. Ginny was standing off to the side, and Harry was sad to see she wasn’t looking at him at all. Mr Weasley was blowing his nose, Fred and George were standing there with their evil grins firmly in place. Dumbledore managed to look satisfied and concerned at the same time. Percy was there too, but he wouldn’t look Harry in the eye. Remus still held Harry’s hand, looking exhausted. It was only then that Harry noticed he was still holding the sword of Godric Gryffindor. He tried to lift it, to pass it back to Dumbledore, but he found it was too heavy. He wondered how on earth he’d fought off the Death Eaters with it. He’d swung and lunged at them before Remus had connected with him. Before he’d known that Voldemort had violated his mind. The silence in the wing was heavy, and all eyes were on Harry. He had so much to say. He knew Dumbledore needed to know what had happened. He knew he needed to talk to Sirius, his friends and Ginny before he could fully overcome it. He said the first thing that came to mind. 

“How did I do on my OWLs?”

Everyone around him laughed, and Harry managed a small smile. They were ok.

