Something is wrong with the sum of us 

That I can't seem to erase

How can I be the only one

Without a smile on my face

Harry Potter watched as his fellow students chatted normally within the Great Hall, seemingly ignoring the fact that a war was raging just outside these walls. That families were being ripped apart and friends were being lost as they sat there and complained about the amount of homework they had to do.

He didn’t understand how anyone in the wizarding world could even pretend to relax right now. The Ministry was in disarray, there was no support coming in from international sources and the Order… the Order was being systematically ripped to pieces. 
Without a word to his friends, who were bickering as if today was any other day, Harry Potter got up from Gryffindor table and left the Great Hall in disgust.

Well now, you're laughing out loud

At just the thought of being alive

And I was wondering

 Could I just be you tonight

She was there in the common room. All alone, but for the parchment she was holding in her hand and grinning at. Harry felt a writhing jealousy crawl up inside him as he watched her. Ginny Weasley was the only other student alive at Hogwarts who knew first hand what Voldemort was capable of, and here she was relaxed and grinning at a stupid piece of parchment.

She looked up, meeting his steady gaze. Her eyes twinkled at him, and her grin spread further across her face as she waved at him. Somewhere, through the jealousy and anger he felt, Harry was amazed at her. She never stopped smiling.

You show your pain like it really hurts

 And I can't even start to feel mine

Well, I'm standing in place

With my head first and I shake, I shake

 I see your progress stretched out for miles and miles

“Hi Harry!” Harry gritted his teeth at her cheery tone and friendly smile. Ginny Weasley, with her constant optimism, would get far in the world. As long as she survived the war.
           “What are you doing back from dinner so soon?”

She pulled him out of his thoughts of the future, something else to be angry at her for. Harry liked to dwell on the future, wonder if he’d have one, for it got him through the present and was better than thinking about the past. The future didn’t give him nightmares. He walked over to the table and slumped into the seat across from her. 

 He didn’t look at her, because he knew that if he did he’d have to notice how pretty she was. Trampling down these thoughts, Harry answered her, looking into his lap “I wasn’t hungry,” he mumbled. “Oh? How come?” Ginny asked with polite curiousity.
           “Oh gee, Ginny, I dunno. Having the Darkest wizard of all time out for your blood can really mess with your appetite.” Harry had snapped, he actually felt something loosen inside of him as he glared at her. What a foolish girl she was, to ask such a stupid question. Harry gasped inwardly as she looked at him, nothing but hurt written across her face. In his head, he’d sounded just like… no it couldn’t be. Harry Potter would never sound anything like Tom Riddle, would he? As fast as the hurt had appeared on her face, it was gone again. Replaced again by something Harry had mistakenly seen as optimism. He realised now, that they were so close and alone in the common room, that it was a mask. She looked pale and worn. He wondered why he had been allowed to witness it. He was sure that she wouldn’t drop that mask for anyone else, though he wasn’t sure why.
           
           You're laughing out loud
           At just the thought of being alive, yeah
           And I was wondering
           Could I just be you tonight

As if she could read his mind, she cleared the tension in the room by simply reaching out and taking his hand.

“I’m sorry. That was a really dumb question.” She smiled at him, a real genuine smile and Harry once again felt the jealousy build up inside him. How did she do it? How could she smile when the world was at war? Amongs the negative emotions was something that was fighting to get out of him. It was light, and breezy and it felt lovely when it had landed with a soft plop at the bottom of his stomach. At the simple touch of her hand on his.

“No.” Harry finally found his voice, thought it came out more as a squeak than an actual word. “I’m sorry for snapping at you. It’s just driving me nuts, you know? Everyone’s acting as if nothing bad has happened, as if there’s not something dreadful happening even now, as we speak.”

“Harry,” she squeezed his hand lightly. “Weall feel it. Believe me, we do. Not as much as you, of course, but we do.”
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