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Plot from the Hogwarts role-play game.

Please note that I have started this story from the point at which Dumbledore gives his speech at the end of the first night feast. Although there were bits before this there were a number of characters that no longer participate. This entire story has been scripted from the emails used in this role-play that all characters can see (I.e. not in the common rooms). Enjoy…

Further note - since the above was written some material that takes place in the Common Rooms have been incorporated into this and subsequent transcripts. This revised transcript of what was originally our source document now incorporates a couple of scenes that took place in Ravenclaw Common Room and in Forbidden Forest that were not seen by other role players.
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The first night

The feast was nearly over. Everyone was ready to go to bed, but before they could go Dumbledore stood up to make a few last announcements.

"Students. Just before you go to bed I have a few last announcements to make. Firstly I'd like to ask you all to be very quiet around the area of the tower as this year we have some students taking exams there. These are for the new wand design subject that a few students requested last year. Any students wishing to join this class should talk to Professor McGonagall..."

Hagrid, who came in and whispered something in his ear, interrupts Dumbledore.

"Now this next announcement is very important. I have said it before, but no student must enter the forest. I have placed the forest under a strict quarantine. Any student who enters will not be allowed to leave. Also no student is to enter greenhouse number 6. There will be severe punishment for not adhering to these rules. 

Ok, now I think it is time for you all to go to bed so you are awake for your lessons tomorrow."

There are lots of whispers around the hall. What was happening in the wood? Could it really be that bad? What had the green house got to do with things?

At the Gryffindor table Perenelle was looking confused. ‘The forest?? Greenhouse 6??’ she thought. She definitely needed someone to show her around or at least give her a kind of introduction to Hogwarts. Everyone was milling around and she was having a hard time staying near the Gryffindors. 

"Excuse me?? Please, can someone show me the way to where the

Gryffindors sleep?" she said to a group.

The student made their way to bed for their first night at Hogwarts.
Josslin Relumes peered down the steps leading to the steps leading to the hallway… etc, which eventually led to the Old Wizard portrait entrance of the Ravenclaw common room. The panting was of a cheerful old wizard with piles of books and either side.  Seeing she was non-intentionally causing a traffic jam she descended the stairs quietly. It was just after the first feast and she guessed she was being a bit slow minded. Eventually she made it to the common room and dragged herself into the bed, feather soft and warmed to perfection, she would always love Hogwarts, she thought as the comfort slowly swept her off into a peaceful night of sleep. That is until around after midnight.

A slow constant low pound, was sounding every so often, louder then softer, softer then louder, it continued as she slept, slowly creeping the sound into her dreams of wonder and adventure. 

She was walking down stairs, stairs that went forever they seemed, she had her friends of her school house with her fallowing at a easy pace, she even recognised a few of the "friendly" Slytherins she had made friends with. Abruptly their was a wall, not five inches from her nose, her foot banged up against it as it had tried to make another step      and she found she was wincing back pain far more painful to be accounted for by a stubbed foot. Instinctively she turned to her right to find a strait hallway with one door, just one, at the end. Not knowing why she went, she did. The thump/pounding slowly began to be heard to her. She turned to she which of the friends was making such nose, for something had been telling her to keep quite. But as she looked behind, her friends were gone, not replaced just gone, no one was there. Surprised this didn't bother her, and she continued on. A wind blew cold down her face and through her hair and she wondered again, where it had come from but paid little head finally she reached the end of the hall to be confronted but large metallic door of large proportions. She reached out to grab the handle but found that where she thought the handle to be, was nothing but air now, just a large metallic plate shoved in place with no apparent way though.  Something tugged at her shoulder.

"What?" She said groggy in her sleep turning her head towards the window she merely jumped as Kit's tail suddenly decided to make an appearance smack between the eyes. She didn't notice though, as she pushed the tail down gently and began to pet her cat lovingly, that it had deadened significantly the same thud of her dreams that was still there.

JB was also having dreams. She was dreaming of flying on the back of her mom's broomstick as a little tyke when suddenly something started thumping.  "Must be a flat tyre" 

Mom said.  

"Broomsticks don't have tyres," JB was thinking... and then woke up... the thumping wasn't in the dream at all... it was coming from somewhere inside the castle.

JB got out of bed, pulled on a robe, and went out into the Ravenclaw common room.  Other Ravenclaws were trickling in to the room, wakened by the strange thumping. She went over to Joss.

"Hi Joss," said JB, "did that noise wake you too?  What d'you suppose it is?"

In Kathryn’s dream she was out walking across the front of Hogwarts. It was the middle of the night, the moon was high in the sky and the stars were bright. She gazed at them; they were vibrating to a faint drum-like sound. "Bright aren't they?"

Kat span round to see a centaur behind her. He had a chestnut body and tail, and chestnut hair with bright blue eyes that looked very sad. "Such a shame," he said. 

Somehow she had come to the edge of the forest, looking round she saw lines of centaurs all different colours. Each held a drum and was picking out a flat rhythm. Thrum, thrum, thrum, thrum. Kat started to feel light headed. The stars were spinning; she could see centaurs circling around her. Dizzier and dizzier, and fading...

Kat opened her eyes. The drumming was still there. She reached out to find the cats. Both were sitting at the end of the bed staring intently at something she couldn't see. There was movement in the next bed and she could hear other students outside the dormitory door. She gathered her dressing gown and went down into the common room.

Students were gathering discussing in whispered voices the dreams they had experienced. Kat walked over to where Joss and JB were talking. 

"You had strange dreams too?” 

Josslin looked over towards Kat, she hadn't even thought about what she had been dreaming just concentrated on the noise, but... what had she been dreaming again? She didn't remember much but she did think she saw something flicker to life in her mind. Kat. Kat had been there in her dream somehow. But how? Darkness. Dark had been with her, but this could hardly be counted strange. But something told her it wasn't coincidence. Kat appeared to be questioning Joss if she was ok. Not verbally, of course. Then asked another question, besides the one posed foremost in their minds.

“Where do you suppose that noise is coming from?” Kathryn said. “I thought it was the forest. After what Dumbledore said last night at the feast I guess I went to bed wondering about the forest. Now the noise seems to come from everywhere, as though from the very building. What do you suppose is causing it?"

Joss cleared her throat. "A good explanation for the dream, but why in the world is the sound getting louder!" She said frustrated buy the constant challenge to get her thoughts straight. The sound was not "loud" just could be very clearly heard at this point, as before it had been but a faint whisper.

Kat looked at the other two worried about what was happening...

Joss got an idea. Looking around she noticed only a fair few people had got up. What about everyone else? Gathering them around she had everyone tell her about their dreams. But in the end nobody could find any pattern in the mess: stars, hallways, centaurs, stairs, brooms, all sorts of things. What did they have to do with each other?

Starting with the most obvious, she went to the window, nothing spectacular, the stars were normal and no centaurs were drumming on the edge of the forest. "Just a thought" she said to herself going back to the others still thinking.

Kat listened carefully as everyone went through his or her dreams, but none of it made sense. That noise was getting really load now! It was starting to give her a headache. She put her hands over her ears and everyone else was doing the same.

"Please stop!" Shouted Kat...

Kat removed her hands from her ears. It had gone. She could still hear a faint echo in her ears, but the noise had gone. The gathered students looked at one another.

"It's gone. I thought my ears were going to explode."

Just then the Ravenclaw's prefect came back in....

"Right every one back to bed. There is no need to be out of bed. Nothing to worry about."

Kat turned to Joss, "I guess they're going to try and pretend it never happened. Maybe we should investigate tomorrow. My first lesson is herbology with the Gryffindors. I'll try and see if they had the same problem tomorrow. See you at breakfast?"

"Two heads are always better than one. And more than that just keeps getting better!" Joss said yawning and walking with the rest of the girls up to the dormitory.

In the Gryffindor house Perenelle had woken. She was confused. Professor McGonagall had taken her in hand, shown her to her room, discussed her schedule etc. and she'd fallen asleep immediately after going to bed. 

Now it was obviously the middle of the night and she recalled that she'd been dreaming about a unicorn just before waking up. She also remembered hearing an insistent pounding noise in her dream - and she still heard it although she was now fully awake. 

She got out of bed and went to the window, but saw nothing out of the ordinary. The others in the room were stirring too. Recalling what Dumbledore had said about the forest being dangerous, Perenelle decided that this must have something to do with the forest. As she was talking to the other students and trying to find out what was going on, the noise suddenly stopped. Everyone went back to bed, determined to try to solve the mystery as soon as possible.

Breakfast

In the Slytherin house Morticia got up yawning after having a really strange dream she didn’t really remember and decided to have some breakfast. She wandered into the hall and sat down at the Slytherin table. She looked at her timetable while she stuffed her mouth with all the good food.

"Soo.... it's Divination today, that should be interesting. Now where were the other third-years?"

She looks around in the hall.

"Or at least other Slytherins? Egreen? Hey! Winifred? Matt? Anyone?"

She looked at the people on the other tables and wondered whether she should ask anyone about Divination lessons, but then decided it would look a bit stupid.

Arivel came in about five minutes later and sat across form Morticia.

"Hi, Morticia!"

"Hi, Arivel! Had a good first night? I had a dream but - well, I don't remember it, so never mind. Have you seen any of the other 3rd years or are they still sleeping?" Morticia replied.

Glueclaws, who was sat under her chair, looked up to Arivel and gave her an annoyed, bored glance before he lay down again with what seemed to be a sigh.

Next Egreen entered the hall. He looked dreadful, with huge bags under his eyes. He sat down and tried to stifle a yawn.

Mathias also ambled down into the hall, half asleep, nodding amiably to passing students. Spotting the other Slytherins, he wandered over to the table and grabbed a slice of toast

'Hmm, slept like a log last night, how about you?' Egreen asked unconvincingly.

"Well... as I was just telling Arivel, I know I had a strange dream, but I don't remember what it was about” Said Morticia.

"Oh? Well I didn't, no not at all, no dreams with strange banging sounds or anything like that, and nothing to do with the forest, and I certainly didn't find any weird pictures in you-know-what this morning" Egreen cleared his throat, realising that he was overdoing it.

“Funny all this dream stuff...I never usually do but last night I was a little disturbed...don't quite recall what happened though” said Mathias.

Morticia whispers to Egreen so nobody but the people on the Slytherin table can hear her.

"What? What did you find? And what about the Forest?"

Egreen looks rather embarrassed at having Morticia so close to him, but he seems to be able to manage ... Unfortunately Kat over heard him.

Morticia swiftly moves on realising that they had been heard. “Anyway. Are you excited about Divination? I sure am. I was told it's difficult, and they say that Professor Trelawney always predicts deaths and accidents that never happen. But my granny - well, she used to make predictions which DID come true... so I hope I got some talent from her side of the family." 

"My mother says its a load of rubbish and that most mystics are just squibs who need to find something to do with themselves... still I picked it because its a lot more fun than some of the other stuff. BTW are you doing wand making?” Egreen asks. “I put myself down but I’ve got this horrible feeling it'll be a Gryffindor thing...” 

"No, I don't think wand making is the right thing for me. I'm not so practical, you know? I'd probably just break everything...

And anyway, my granny wasn't a squib - she was a very skilled witch, healing and the like." Morticia sighs. "I miss her. She died five years ago, and now I'd love to ask her so many things about all the stuff she knew... well..."

“I'm not doing either of those...maybe you should ask Trelawney what she thinks about your dreams” suggests Mathias

In the Ravenclaw house Kat opened her eyes. She could feel the warm vibration of a purr round her head and another by her feet. 'Ummm,' she thought. 'This a nice way to wake up on my first day here.' She put her hand down and ruffled Scully's fur. The purr got louder. 

She remembered the dream from last night. That was strange. She walked over to the window and looked out to the forest. What was going on in there? She couldn't see anything strange. Only Hagrid and Fang walking around the edge. Maybe they were on guard. Should she try to get past to see what was going on? Perhaps not. Rules were rules after all. But she could talk to Hagrid. 

Breakfast! Her tummy was rumbling. She quickly dressed and made her way to the hall. She joined the Ravenclaw table and sat next to Joss. 

Joss was just yawning again, as Kat walked into the great hall and sat next to her. 

"Hi! Did you sleep ok after you went back to bed? I slept better than I have done for ages. I saw Hagrid this morning prowling around the forest. Maybe we should try and talk to him. My brother, Matt said he was always telling about things that should have been secret. Fancy a visit at lunch time?"

"Actually I'm never to great of a sleeper but I had as good a sleep as usual and I didn't have and more strange dreams. I think. Anyway, Hagrid is a wonderful idea he was so nice to me in my first year! But we can go see him before we go to our first class!" Joss said her eyes lighting up like they had just realised, ‘hey it's morning!’ 
Kat had wandered past the Slytherin table on her way in, and overheard their conversation. She looks round to see who is listening and lowers her voice. "Hey Joss, JB, I was just walking past the Ravenclaw table, and you'll never guess what I heard... The Slytherins have been up to something. I over heard that Egreen talking to Morticia and Arivel about something. I couldn't hear all of it but what I got was about the forest and weird goings on. Morticia was whispering first asking what Egreen had found, and what Egreen knew about the Forest. I lost bits of Egreen's answer but it went a bit like this:

"Well, okay, I " lost a bit there "about the forest last night, there was" another gap "-ging, and the forest seemed to be swaying," short gap "noise ... then" Longer gap "pictures of trees, and twigs and branches, but when you looked at them they" Another gap "really weird. Then I woke up and Pala" (Morticia was giving Egreen a weird look here) "Pala was sitting at the end of the bed as if on guard, and Pala NEVER sleeps on the bed!"

I recon they've been up to something. Egreen looked real nervous. Wonder what they've been up to. Do you suppose we ought to keep an eye on them?  On the train here I heard them talking about some book that Egreen had bought on Knockturn alley, do you suppose that has anything to do with it?" 

The Ravenclaws whisper amongst themselves.

Ceridwyn slowly made her way to the breakfast hall in a half-stupor, and sat down with the other Slytherins. "If that banging keeps on every night I'll be a walking zombie by holiday break", she mumbled to Morticia, and Egreen as she joined them at the table. 

"You guys heard it too right? The stupid owls certainly heard it, I could hear them hooting all night. Between that and the banging I hardly slept. Last night I had this dream that the forest was glowing in this orange iridescent light... and as I walked down to the front lawn the drumming noise just got louder until I could feel it beating in me. I started hearing these really strange chants and they just throbbed in my head, taking hold of me. I looked up at the stars and the sky just started spinning, as if I were in a whirlpool. It kept getting faster, and I kept swaying around until I fell down and everything became black. That's when I woke up. What do you guys think is happening? I felt really strange last night after the dream. I felt like I was trying to be contacted by something, but it wasn't *the time* yet. Wonder what's going on. Maybe we should ask Dumbledore?” 

“I haven't heard anything, I must admit.” Said Morticia. “You could carry me away when I'm sleeping and I wouldn't notice. But it's got to do with the Forest, I bet! And Dumbledore won't tell us anything, I think. But maybe you are getting sick - I get dizzy and dream weird stuff when I'm feverish. Maybe you should go and get that checked out.”

"Not sick,” replied Ceridwyn. “I was only spinning in my dream, and I always dream out of the ordinary things, but they never relate to anything happening in my life. This does.”

“Well, anyhow,” said Morticia. “So, are you excited about Divination?”

 “Divination's going to be interesting. If Trelawney is as much of a flake as I’ve heard her to be, it'll be quite annoying too. I’m taking it to try and interpret all the dreams I have. I believe that people can have strong intuitions, even foresights into future events. But some of the mumbo-jumbo I’ve heard Trelawney talking about is just plain silly. Wonder if she'll have any predictions on what will happen with the situation with the forest and greenhouse 6? We’ll see.”

“Yeah, I hear Trelawney is overdoing it a bit. But still, we'll be able to learn the basics from her, Morticia replies.

"Yeah, that's one of the two reasons I signed up for the class. Hey do you think Trelawney... oh, never mind." Ceridwyn pushes her plate away, and takes a quick look at her schedule. "After divination I've got transfiguration... I love that class! At least I've got one really cool class today." Ceridwyn sighs as if wanting to say something.

"What? What about Trelawney? Well, at any rate - Transfiguration is okay, but Professor McGonagall is so strict! I like Charms better. Well. Since my wand is good for charm work, I guess I got a certain talent for it," Morticia responds.

 

"Well, in the muggle world we have these papers, called tabloids,” Ceridwyn explains. “They talk about all the things the daily prophet talks about, except it's not called magic. I just wondered if one of the psychics, that's the muggle term, they always talk about was Trelawney. Could be, they seem to know a lot about the wizard world (the tabloids), they just don't know it! Yeah, McGonagall is strict, but my wand was meant for transfiguration. Oooh I hope I turn out to be able to become an animagus."
 

"You're muggle-born? I didn't know that! That's interesting. You know, I don't really know much about muggles - all of my family have been wizards since - well, ever and ever, it seems. Is it true you've got anginas that can move carriages? Oh wait. Not anginas. En-geens? Something like that? I've taken Muggle Studies this year, you know, because I know so awfully little...” Morticia confesses. “I haven't told my dad, he wouldn't like it.
“So you're planning on becoming an animagus? I heard it's extremely difficult! Do you know how to learn it?"

 

"Yeah, both of my parents are muggles. So they're clueless, but they really try. It's kind of strange that I was put into Slytherin, since I thought that there was some pureblood requirement or something. Engines? Yeah, we use them for everything from driving cars to providing electricity. There are some pretty cool things about muggles you know, but I'd still rather be a wizard! No, I don't know how to learn how to become one, I've gotten books on it, but they're extremely complex, and I haven't gotten very far in them yet. I was hoping to talk to McGonagall about it after class." Ceridwyn's eyes light up with the anticipation of learning to become an animagus.
 

"Well, there have been great wizards from Muggle families - and disgraces to all wizards from pure-blood-families. I mean," Morticia lowers her voice, "the Weasleys... so many children and so little money, I don't know... Well, but I'll learn a lot about Muggles this year, at least I hope so.” 

“Well, money isn't everything Morticia...Do I take it you're doing Muggle Studies then?” asks Mathias.

"No, of course money isn't everything. My family isn't THAT rich, you know? But we know our limits... Well, yes, I'll start Muggle Studies this year. But don't tell anyone, okay, because my dad doesn't know about it and he wouldn't like it."

“I am so asleep this morning, I forgot my manners!” Exclaimed Ceridwyn, belatedly realising that she had not yet returned Morticia’s question. “What about you, you seem pretty eager about divination. Hey, are you related to Victoria Lagrand? She used to write into the daily prophet all the time, they did quite a few articles on her about her predictions. Seems she had a natural ability for them, they were always coming true. Mom and dad were particularly interested in her goings-on, since divination is a trans-world event. Both wizards and muggles experience some type of premonition occasionally, so they had found something they could relate to. Anyway, enough talking for me, more food!”

"Oh, yes, that was my grannie Vicky! Funny, I didn't know she was that popular!" exclaims Morticia.

"Well she didn't make the front page or anything but in the 'Community' section of the prophet, she headlined a lot. I'm really into supernatural occurrences and things, so I probably noticed it more than some," explained Ceridwyn.
 

“You seem to read a lot, don't you? I mean - she's been dead for some years now, but you remember her... I never read anything from her. Maybe I should. She has written several books on predictions and stuff like that." Morticia empties her cup of tea. "So what else is it today? Except Divination, I mean. When is Care of Magical Creatures? I heard they had a unicorn last year. I'd LOVE to see a unicorn!!"

"Care of magical creatures is after transfiguration for me, what about you?" Ceridwyn double-checks her schedule.

"Yes, same with me,” said Morticia. “I think we got most of our classes together... did you take Arithmancy? I didn't."
"No, but I can't wait to see who the DADA teacher is this year!!! That's my favourite class. I know, I know, potions. But I think it's cooler to use spells for whatever you're trying to do, much more hands on. I like knowing that *I* did something, rather than some concoction I brewed up. Now, potions do have their uses, especially if you need to conceal what you're doing. Wonder if Snape'll be the DADA teacher? Doubt it though, seems like he's always passed up for that." Ceridwyn shakes her head in disappointment. "I think he could teach us a whole lot as the DADA Prof., but then again, I don't know if I could learn what I was supposed to.... he's very intimidating to me."

"Well, I don't like Potions too much.” Morticia checked to make sure Snape could not hear her. “I mean, Snape is great and all, but - I don't know. It's just not my kind of thing. But DADA is cool! I mean, it's stuff that' REAL, not only theory or stuff you'll never use. But I doubt Snape would leave his beloved Potions job and teach DADA."

"I know Snape is an excellent potions master but he's been wanting the DADA job ever since I've been going to Hogwarts.” Said Ceridwyn. “I agree with you about the DADA being more translatable to real life... potions are too, but history of magic.... uggh. Occasionally Binns talks about something interesting, but it's too dull day-to-day." 
 

“I HATE History of Magic!” exclaimed Morticia. “I really don't see point in learning all about the endless numbers of Goblin rebellions."

Ceridwyn had been looking expectant for a while and to the surprise of everyone and in a moment of undecided stupidity or courageousness, Ceridwyn decided she wanted some answers. She got up from her seat, cleared her throat and yelled, "Hey". The entire hall became instantly quiet with this unexpected outburst. Every head of every student turned in unison to the source of the outburst. "Did anyone else have strange dreams last night?" She saw a mass of pairs of confused eyes, and then a wave of hands. "K,Thanks" she finished, and the noise immediately resumed as if nothing had happened.
Morticia startled at this just like all the others. After Ceridwyn had finished, she stared at her. "Was that necessary? Now all people will think you're nuts, and me too, because I've been talking to you!"

Ceridwyn looked at Morticia seriously, "I don't think so, I'm not sure if everyone's ready to admit it, but I think we might need to all work together to figure this thing out. This sure seems like something bigger than a single student, or house, could handle. And I don't know about you, but I definitely want some real answers."

"Yes, sorry, I can be annoying sometimes. It's just that - well, I hate it that I don't remember what I dreamed. You all are so excited about it, and I don't remember..." Morticia pondered the dream she could not remember.
 

Back at the Ravenclaw table Joss looked around at the hands raised in response to Ceridwyn's question, then quickly return with to their owner's along with their owner's attention. "Well I guess that answers the question whether it was a Ravenclaw thing. Obviously everyone is involved,” she thought.

“Come on Joss, finish up and we’ll go see Hagrid,” said Kat.

Kat and Joss finished the rest of their breakfast in silence, and left the hall. Kat saw that the 3rd year Slytherins are still whispering. Looks like they were being a bit more careful now though, as she could not hear what was being said anymore. Morticia was still berating Ceridwyn for shouting at the whole hall. Joss and Kat look at each other and grinned, Slytherins even act the same way to each other as they do to everyone else they thought.

At the Gryffindor table Marvo sat quietly eating his breakfast and looking around. He eyes perused the Ravenclaw table and quickly looks away. Then he sneaked a peak at the Slytherin table and his mind seems to wander as some scrambled egg fell from his spoon. He suddenly remembered where he was and looked away. He smiled at someone across the table and asked for the salt.

Winifred rushed into the hall looking a bit frazzled. She quickly took a seat at the Slytherin table. Almost yawning she said, "I couldn't fall asleep last night. And when I did, I had the strangest dreams. Did this happen to anyone else?" The others quickly filled her in on their dreams. "Hmmm, something fishy is going on. The weirdest thing is though..." Winifred whispered something to the other Slytherins, being cautious not to let anyone else hear. 

"We should get together in private in the common room today!” suggests Morticia. “Egreen, do you have time... to bring... you know? Just in case? I'd suggest we meet in the afternoon after the lessons."

She pauses. "Oh. Except - I mean - if there is the decision who will be in the Quidditch team, I gotta go there, of course... but I think that won't be till tomorrow." 

“I agree,” said Arivel. She reached for a piece of toast and then joined the huddle again. The turned to Egreen and lowered her voice even more. “Do you still have the you-know-what?” She and Egreen whispered to each other in what looked like an interesting conversation.

Lorien Johnston arrives at the Slytherin table still yawning. "Sorry I'm so late, I didn't get a wink of sleep. How about you guys?"

"Hey, you're awfully late. We're about to leave to head for the lessons." Morticia grinned. "So you'd better get stuffed quickly. Seems most people here had strange dreams - so did I, I suppose, but I don't remember. Anyway, have a good first day at Hogwarts. We're meeting in our common room this afternoon... to talk about the dreams and stuff. Maybe you want to come too?"

“So, shouldn't we go and get our things for class?" Morticia finally asked.

Ceridwyn got up from the table, waiting on Morticia, "Yeah, what is it we have first again?"

"Divination." She grinned with excitement. "I heard it's quite a way, so we'd better go now." Morticia smiled at the other Slytherins. "In the common room this afternoon, don't forget! Egreen - well. Just bring it, okay?"

Arivel stood up too, and checked her schedule. “Yay! I’ve got Herbology with the Ravenclaws!” she said sarcastically. Then she thought about it, “Hey! Maybe I can see what’s going on in Greenhouse 6!” She excitedly picked up her book bag and hurried towards the entrance.

 

"Try it, but be careful!” warns Morticia. “I'll try find something out from Trelawney – SHE should know about strange dreams..."

"Oh yeah, maybe we should ask Trelawney, even if she doesn't know anything useful, what she'll tell us will be very interesting." Ceridwyn turns to Morticia, "C'mon, let's go, maybe we can get there before the others so we can start asking." Morticia gets up from the table, Ceridwyn grabs her books, and they both head off for divination.
 

First visit to Hagrid

Kat and Joss made their way down to Hagrid's hut. Joss peered in through the window. The curtains were open. "Hey come and look in here"

"Isn't he watching?" asks Kat.   "No" replied Joss.

Kat looks through the dusty glass. There were spider cobwebs covering everything. 

"Oooh! This is spooky. Looks like he's not been in here for ages. But I saw him before breakfast. Where do you suppose he's gone? There's nowhere else he could live is there?"

"But, but, Hagrid always lived here! Since he got expelled he's ALWAYS lived here. Like you said something definitely spooky going on here. But-" Josslin turned round, just as she had seen from the corner of her eye Hagrid was coming up fast across the lawns towards them.

"What're yeh doing here?" He asked only slightly out of breath. 

Joss paused to think about what was happening for only a moment before saying, "Well, we wanted to see our favourite giant." She said smiling. "What were you NOT doing here?"

Hagrid was looming above them both. It was making Kat feel a bit small and afraid. Then he grinned. "Well, it's nice ter see yeh again. But yeh really should'ner be here. Yeh'll be gettin' yoursen inter trouble. It ein't safe. Ther's spiders an centaurs an alsorts hangin' around. An they don't much care for students" 

Kat looked at Hagrid. "But, Hagrid, are you ok. I mean," Kat gulps and carries on. "Well, there was no reply from the door, so we looked in the window, and, well, we didn't mean to pry, but we saw all these cobwebs an things, an, it looks like you've not been in there for days, and we didn't mean no harm, we was just looking, but is everything ok?"

Kat looked really guilty. She had never been very good with people towering over her. 

"Ah now. Yeh'll not wan 'ter worry yersen over that. I jus bin doin' some friends a favour. But don't go spreadin' wha 'tyer sin about, 'cos I don't want ter attract none of them Slytherins attention. Yer can come back on Friday afternoon for tea if yer'd like. I should have the place cleared up a bit be then"

Kat looked at Joss. That was obviously a dismissal. Looking a bit down from the disappointment of Hagrid keeping his secrets, Kat picks up her bag and starts to head towards the school and her first lesson. Joss put her hand on Kat's shoulder. She wasn't giving up that easily. "So we WILL see you Friday then right?" Looking Hagrid directly. She turned her head and pushed Kat in the direction of the castle. 

As they walked Hagrid looked on with mixed feelings. 'Well, well, well, a Ravenclaw female Sirius and James and her being a Black and all. Now that's a funny thought!' He thought to himself before going back to what he had been doing before.

Kat thought about what was going on. They still had lots of loose threads that made no sense. There was the quarantine; there must be some reason for that. There were the strange dreams, not only of drumming, but also corridors, the forest and magical creatures. There was Hagrid and his ‘favour’. What kind of favour requires getting your house covered in cobwebs? Kat came to a decision...

“We are going to have to find out what those Slytherins are up to. I think Egreen might have some idea about all this. What do you recon? Do we just question them, or do we try sneaking around and listening to their conversations. I guess we might have got all we can from listening, as they seem to be paying more attention to when I'm around. We've got potions with them this afternoon...”

Divination

The Slytherins headed off for Professor Trelawney's Divination class, still chatting about the events of the night before.

They are just getting towards the tower classroom when they found the corridor roped off and a large sign saying, ‘Divination is in the bright room’.

They followed the diversion and entered a large room that they had never seen before. It had huge windows, which seemed to amplify the autumnal sunshine that flowed through them. The chairs and desks seemed to be brand new and far beyond the normal quality of Hogwarts.

Professor Trelawney was at the front looking less than happy. Soon the students noticed that the group was a bit larger than usual, as students from every house wander in. Professor McGonagall also entered and called everyone to a hush.

"<ahem> for various reasons we have had to change the timetable ... so many of you will have to take divination together", she takes a deep breath "im sure Professor Trelawney can manage .." she smiled, and left the room, leaving Professor Trelawney with a scowl on her face.

Morticia frowned. "That's the last thing I need," she muttered, "Divination with all the others who'll just make jokes about it!"

Glueclaws entered the room and sat down at her feet.

"Hey, you, cat! I don't think we're supposed to bring our familiars to class, you know that." 

The cat looks up and seems to be frowning too.

"What? What's your problem? I don't make the rules." Morticia sighs and bends down to pet the cat, but Glueclaws jumps away before she can touch him.

Ceridwyn walked in with the rest of the Slytherins and thought, "Oh great, it's not just us and ... Who was *supposed* to have divination with us now Morticia?" Ceridwyn looked around very uncomfortably, and found a table by a window overlooking the forest. She sat down and put her books on the floor next to her. "You guys, wanna sit here?" She motioned for the others to come over and join her.

Morticia sighed. "We were supposed to have it alone, just us Slytherins. Well." She quickly rushed towards Ceridwyn and helped her blocking several tables for the Slytherins, although she did regret a bit that she was not up at the front. She was not exactly a person that wanted to be a teacher's pet, but this was DIVINATION, the subject she had always longed to learn!

"Jeez, this really sucks... I was kind of wanting to ask Trelawney if she knew anything about the dreams, or the noises, but there’s no way I'm letting the rest of the school know what I'm doing. Oh well." Ceridwyn looked at Morticia. "We're pretty near the front, just off to the side, and Trelawney always walks around the class."

"We'll just wait till after class. And now no further talk about it, the others are listening!" hissed Morticia.

Winifred set her things down on her desk. "Hmph, well this is quite a change in setting from Trewlaney's regular room." Winifred eyed the other students and sighed. "And this was our last class by ourselves, wasn't it? I suppose this adds another twist to the ever evolving mystery..." 

Morticia talks to the Slytherins at their "private" tables, but she keeps her voice down so all the others hear is:

"... tell us what's going on! You can't have proper classes with this many people around! They're meddling with my Divination lessons, and I'm really not going to live with that!" After that she seems to calm down and talks very rapidly to Ceridwyn, Winifred and the others.

Marvo wanders quietly into the room, noticing how large it is. He seemed surprised to see so many other sitting around and looks somewhat perplexed. He looks around desperately for a friendly face. He saw some Gryffindors across the other side of the classroom and went to join them.

After returning to the castle from Hagrid's Hut Josslin and Kat headed up to their class, Charms, only to find out that's not where their class was. Following the detour provided they found themselves also in the crowded 

"Bright Room". 

"What in the--" Joss caught herself before she spilled out a bucket of curses (not the magic ones) for the year school to hear. Ravenclaws DO have a reputation to uphold. She couldn't go around imitating a Slytherin. "Ah, yeah, what is all this!" She almost shouted at the first person she recognised, but didn't bother to wait for an answer to her question but went forth to almost to front of the classroom taking a seat with some familiar Ravenclaws.

Kat was also surprised. She spotted the Slytherin group across the room. ‘Weren’t they supposed to be in Divination?’ she thought. She decided that she would just have to see what happened.

Tea with Hagrid

The whole school had been a little confusing at the start of term. Firstly "The Night of Dreams" as it had been nicknamed and then the strange arrangements for lessons. Dumbledore had apologised at the second evening meal, saying that, "I'm sorry. I did mean to tell you all last night, but with everything going on it slipped my mind. Anyway, the teachers are not available to spend as much time for lessons as I have given them extra duties. What this means is that all houses in the same year take the same class at the same time. This effectively halves the amount of time the teachers are required. You will find many of your lessons are in different rooms to accommodate the extra numbers. I must reassure you that although you have smaller classes your study will not suffer. Please be patient with these new arrangements as they are for your continued safety at Hogwarts."

Morticia, as other students, was very angry after that speech and muttered something about "can't do that", "Dad's right, he' always doing whatever he wants" and "write home about this". Generally, however they had taken it in good measure. School had progressed as lessons started to clam down. Various strange things had happened, but that was nothing new here. Prof Trewlaney had predicted a death, Prof Snape had given several detentions and Peeves had overturned some of the dinner tables in a fit of anger. But at least the dreams and the drums they had all experienced on the first night did not happen again, at least, not yet...

Prof Trewlaney, who had looked into a crystal ball at the same time as Morticia and then spent 10 minutes screaming as if she’d been attacked by a boggart, had surprised Morticia. She'd dismissed the rest of the class immediately afterwards, and no one saw Morticia for an hour. She still hadn't talked about that to anyone. 

Later that day, Morticia - even paler than usual – had beckoned to all the Slytherins she can find and directs then towards the Slytherin common room. All she had to say to others who asked worried questions was: "Well, she talked to ME, not to you, and if she'd thought you should know about it, she'd have told you. And now excuse me, I've got important things to talk to - with my FRIENDS."

Fresh from the herbology lesson, Arivel followed Morticia, and a few others up to the Slytherin common room. "What's the matter? Has Trelawney said something? Predicted your death, perhaps? My mother says that she's always predicting horrible things that never happen!"

But after that nobody heard much about it.

One boy had been caught trying to get into the forest, and had been given a locator to wear: one that he couldn't remove. Only no one knew who he was because he wasn't seen by the students and the teachers weren't telling.

Egreen had been seen in the library a lot more than was normal. The librarian had been having a hard time with all the requests for some very strange books.

Kat had received a detention from Snape, although no one really knew why.

Morticia had met Kat afterwards, and smiled comfortably at her. "Ah, don't you take it too hard, Kat. The teachers are quite upset at the moment, what with those huge classes and all. At least he didn't scream at you like he was being cursed or so..." She sighs. "I mean, did she have to do that in public? It was embarrassing!"

It was Friday. Another quiet day. The Quidditch trials were tomorrow, lessons were going well. Kat and Joss had just finished their potions lesson. Kat hated potions. But then Snape hated everyone that wasn't Slytherins, so that was understandable. She'd got herself in a mess and mixed a freezing potion that had come out red instead of blue. Snape had shouted at her, but Joss had helped her to sort out the mess.

They left the front door to the school and walked down to Hagrid's hut. Kat glanced towards the forest. Why had it been quarantined? She stopped suddenly. Was that footsteps she'd heard? No, they had stopped. She turned round but there was no one here except her and Joss. They exchanged glances as if to agree that they'd walk quietly. They set off again. 

Kat was sure she could still hear footsteps. She wondered if someone was following them perhaps with an invisibility cloak. She stopped again, and then turned round and ran forward about 20 meters. Nothing. She should have bumped into someone. It must just be her imagination. She went back to Joss, and they carried on.

Josslin looked at her friend for a quite moment. Considering the fact that her friend might be a good candidate for the loony bin, then she thought, ‘Everyone in this castle would be a good candidate for the loony bin lately, including herself!’  And considered that, compared to Trelawney, Kat looked like more than sane. 

They stopped at the front door, and knocked. Joss went to peer through the window as she had last time.

"No cobwebs this time."

"Whew," said Kat. They waited for Hagrid to open the door...

"Oi!  We're back here!" called Hagrid, from behind the cottage.  

Walking around to the back of the cottage they saw Hagrid, JB, Fang, a Hippogriff and a unicorn, standing in a circle, looking at a freshly dug hole in the ground.

"Hi Joss.  Hi Kat." said JB.  "I'm glad to see you.  I was hoping to catch up with you both.  Look what we found," and JB pointed to the hole.  At the bottom of it was something dark and squirming.

"Hey you guys!" Exclaimed Joss, and then looked over at Kat.

“You're back!” exclaimed Kat. “I'd wondered where you'd been all week. Did you have strange dreams on the first night too? What are you doing here with Hagrid? What have you found? What is that down there? How come the Hippogriff and unicorn are here? What's up, did something happen?

Kat looked at Hagrid and JB. She's seen the dark and squirming thing, but had no idea what it was. It didn't appear to do much. Kat wondered whether the thing had anything to do with the Hippogriff or the unicorn. She looked over her shoulder. She still had the feeling she was being watched. 

"Ah you know, I don't believe that's natural. Is that natural? I think I’ll stay over here!" Joss said as she backed away from the squirming thing and hid behind the Unicorn, who didn't seem to even notice Joss's presence. 

Hagrid looked at her questioningly, and lifted his brow. "Joss, it an't gonna `urt ya darlin`. Und this ein't like you!" He seemed to smile and hold back a laugh. "After all weren't it you who ‘elped me last year in the forest? Of course not o’ ya will," He smiled a little more broadly. "But even if yer were in detention I'd a thought yer a bit more courageous!" 

Joss stumbled on these words. It was true, in a way. She had gotten in trouble a couple of times last year and had gone on a couple of patrols with Hagrid, she had actually met a very different kind of werewolf once, the kind that does not like to chew on your leg. How come she was cowering at this thing. 

In the Grass a small Newt moved. Kat looked again and it was gone.

There was another stirring in the grass as the Newt scuttled towards the hole.

"Hey, Hagrid, I see you're cobwebs have gone. What happened there anyway? Can you tell us what happened now? I'm intrigued to know."

"Yeh, well I found this spider in the wood. Only a little 'um, but I 'ad ta look after 'im. He weren't well. Found 'im in the forest."

"What was wrong with him? Was it anything to do with this quarantine thing?"

"I 'eint tellin' yer any more. I already said too much."

Kat scowled at Hagrid. She hated it when he was like this, he'd not tell much. Sometimes you could trick him into telling, but today she couldn't think how.

"Eh" says Hagrid "whats that newt doin 'ere, it aint the right season for 'em"

Hagrid stoops down and grabs the surprised Newt by its tail. "Summit's not right with this ere newt - is this yours?" He shows it to Kat who looks at it unimpressed.

Hagrid dropped the newt and it scurried away across the grass obviously distress at being caught. Hagrid had explained to Kat and Joss that the squirming thing was something he had found in the forest and he did not really know what it was. The unicorn had been standing over it when he found it, either protecting it, of preventing it getting away; he was not sure which. The hippogriff was there merely because Hagrid had been looking after it. A bird had attached it and Hagrid was trying to heal the wounds. 

They had all stood around discussing the strange squirming thing for a while. Then Hagrid had taken them in for tea and some slightly too hard rock cakes. 

Quidditch trials

Egreen was storming down the corridor with a large lump under his robes. He stepped round a corner and thump, tripped over two Gryffindors; Marvo and Madison.  "You mud*%$$£ idiots" he yelped as he goes flew through the air. As he landed with a thump the lump in his robe escaped and span across the floor. It was a large black ominous looking book.

Egreen managed to scuffle across and hid it under his robes just as Snape came round the corner. "What’s going on here?"

"These two Gryffindors tripped me sir," said Egreen

Snape turned his eyes on Marvo and Madison. "Well? What are you doing in this part of the castle?" he questions.

"Please sir we were lost."

Just then Professor McGonagall walks round from the opposite corner. "Ah professor Snape you have found my wayward house members. In times like these we can’t have people getting lost! Come along children, the common room is this way"

Marvo and Madison breathed a sigh of relief and left with Prof McGonagall. Snape turned to Egreen, but he had already gone.

"What is that boy up to" said Snape just load enough to hear.

Madison looked back and made sure she was out of earshot before speaking. "Professor, who were those guys?" she asked. "Hope I don't meet up with them again." 

Marvo stares at Egreen as he walks away and a strange, sly smile crosses his face.

Marvo leaned over and whispered to Madison, “Did you see that book? It REEKED of Dark Arts! But I guess that's what to expect from that lot.... And what about this 'forbidden forest ban'? I'm not worried about that though. I wasn't planning on going NEAR that place! I hear there are some really, REALLY bad er, 'things' in there.”

Marvo looked up to Ms. McGonagall. “What class do we have next Miss” He asked.

"I hope that man back there isn't one of our professors," Madison whispered to Marvo, then she smiled. "And I don't know about that 'forbidden forest ban'. I'm kinda curious about that forest."  Suddenly, she had a thought. "Aren't Quidditch trials today?" she asked. "Do you know where they are? I'd like to see what it's about...and maybe try out for Seeker." 

“Oh no! Not 'Quidditch' again!” Marvo exclaimed, “I don't see what people see in it! Its so boring and can go on forever! But I suppose it helps the 'school spirit' I think it's this way.” He led the way to the trials  “Er, did you have any strange dreams the other night?” Marvo asked as they are walked.

Madison followed Marvo, who led her along. "Strange dreams?" she asked. "What kind of dreams?" She had been having some weird dreams, but she never thought they meant anything.

Marvo looked at Madison as if weighing her up and deciding if he should tell her or not. He sighed and took a deep breath. “Well Madison, it seems a lot of people dreamed about the same sort of thing on the first night. A big metal door at the end of a corridor with no door knob....” Marvo Frowns. “But that could have been symbolic of a protection charm. 

Then there was the forest, a strange orange glow, and a unicorn with a horn of pure gold, possible some centaurs too. And the chants, sounded scary, but I'm not sure. Oh yes and the knocking. I don't think that was in the dreams, I think someone... or something was trying to get in Hogwarts that night. And I think old 'Bumbles' protection kept whatever it was out.”

As Marvo finished explaining they arrived at the Quidditch trials. “Here we are. Look at them? All eager to pop on their brooms and make fools of themselves!” Marvo looks at Madison and smiles. “Not that its a bad thing, I mean I KNOW people like Quidditch. It's just, well. It seems so easy to me.”

Morticia who was heading for the Quidditch field to try out for the team almost ran into Snape as she was so busy remembering all the tricks she's trained during the holidays.

"You there! Lagrand! Watch where you're going, will you?" Snape snapped at her.

She 'woke up' from her thoughts and blushed. "Uhm, sorry, Professor, it's just..."

"Quidditch, I suppose?" A smile crept onto Snape's face. "Of course, I forgot. Well, you'd better be going then. We need a good team this year! I don't want the Gryffindors to beat us again."

"I'll do my best." Morticia is about to hurry along when Snape calls her back.

"Oh, Lagrand, this boy, Gedward - has he been behaving strangely lately?"

Morticia smiled, but the smile was very strained, and she became a bit red in the face. "Egreen? Well... Not really. No. He's decided to get better grades this year, that's why he studies a lot, but no, that's all, I think."

"I see." Snape smirked. "You may go, Lagrand."

Morticia hastened forward as fast as she could and hoped she had not revealed too much.

Ceridwyn, who was struggling to put on a green robe, hold her broom and run at the same time caught up with Morticia. "Hey, so are you excited about the Quidditch trials today?", Ceridwyn gasps. "I'm hoping to be the new keeper, you're wanting to be a beater right? Wonder who'll get the seeker position?" Ceridwyn finally gets her robe on all the way and resumes her normal gait. "Like my robe, bought it in Diagon alley?" 

"Nice robe!" Morticia looked down at her own, which looked quite old, and the colour had faded away a bit. "I have a new one in my room, but... well, I thought the Trials could be messy, and I don't want to spoil my new robe. So, you want to be a Keeper? It must be difficult for you to practice at home, what with the Muggles that could see it and all. I spent half my holidays hitting the training-Bludgers my mother bought me... I hope that'll do. I hope we'll smash the Gryffindors to pieces this year!"

Ceridwyn thought about the fact that the robe was new, then shrugged jovially and said, "Sometimes it is hard to get practice time, but luckily there's plenty of thick forest surrounding my neighbourhood. Anyway, I get the practice at keeping the quaffle away by playing soccer. It's the muggle version of Quidditch, without broomsticks and bludgers. I was the keeper on a team back home, I've played since I was 5 years old. The broom is what I could use more practice at, but I think I'll do all right." 

"Oh, yes, I've heard about so-quer. Must be strange, running after one single ball... but I think it could be fun... it is, right?" Morticia bent forward and whispered, "Are you going home for Christmas? Could you sneak a soquer-ball back? I'd LOVE to try it!"

Ceridwyn smiled brightly. "Sure, I'll bring back a soccerball. It's enormously addictive ya know. It's just as big in the muggle world as Quidditch is in the wizard world. Bet you'd make a great defender, that's kind of the equivalent of a beater." 

Winifred noticed Ceridwyn and Morticia walking by as she emerged from the library. Seeing their brooms and robes, Winifred panics. "Quidditch trials are today? I must have been spacing out when they were announced. I'm gonna run back to our room and get my stuff and I'll meet you guys out there, okay?" Winifred speeds off in the direction of the common room.

Ceridwyn, smiled to see Winifred and called after her, "Sure, we'll be waiting for ya!" 

Morticia shouted after her: "Hey! You could have at least told us what you want to become!!!"

"OK, Kat, JB, I PROMISE that I'll catch up to you two later at the common room but right now I *really* need to go!" Joss ran like mad backwards. It was a good thing she'd long ago learned to run almost as fast that way as forwards, an almost useless talent but it had it ups. 

"OH!" She said remember one last thing. "Don't either of you say anything about *That* wait til-- OAF!" Joss fell to the ground. Looking up she tried desperately to not laugh or scream, both of which she felt like doing. The person she had run into was in fact Professor Vanraved the enchantment's teacher, which was peculiarly Josslin's favourite subject, with her wand and all. While he was particularly tall something about his face and posture didn't look all that intimidating, even when standing eye to eye. What did worry Joss was that even if he didn't look that part, once you knew him long enough you knew that, he had an atrocious temper and right now he looked to be way past his limit of patience! 

"Going somewhere in a hurry?" He said his voice tight. 

"Quidditch Professor, it's tryouts." She said surprising herself with her calm.

"Your late." He said simply.

"Yes."

"So why, are you just sitting there!" He said his voice almost a roar.

"Sir? Ok, bye Professor!" She called and ran, forwards this time, down to the Quidditch field.

After the first few days of confusion, Perenelle was settling in. The first night of strange dreams was almost forgotten, as she was busy learning to find her way around the castle. She found it fairly strange that all students in the same year take classes together, but she was looking forward to the wand design subject and hoped that there would not be too many students there. 

Perenelle was especially interested in Herbology and Charms. So far the classes had been OK, although she thought that the greenhouses were a bit small for so many students. 

Now Perenelle was thinking about the Quidditch Trials. She had played Seeker in her school team in the Norwegian school she had previously attended and she was ready to try out for the Gryffindor team. She got her broomstick and hurried down to the Quidditch pitch where lots of other students were already assembled. 

Lorien arrived at the field, and asked, "Who all is looking to be Chasers? That's what I'm going for!"

Winifred arrived looking slightly dishevelled. "I'm going for chaser too. I think that makes two of us. So far we have two trying for beater, two for chaser, and one for keeper. No one wants to be seeker? I suppose we still haven't heard from Arivel or Egreen yet, so we don't know what they want to be. I wonder where they are?" Winifred looked back in the direction of the school.

"Well, I think half the house is trying to get into the team! The trials will be tough... but I think most want to become a Chaser or a Seeker, so I guess I'm off quite well as a Beater. And there are two of them, that'll help..." said Morticia.

Morticia grinned. "I bet Egreen will try for Seeker. He's that type, don't you think? Always running as fast as he can to get out of trouble's way..."

“Oy! I heard that,” said Egreen. “Yes I’m trying out for seeker, and with this new broom prototype my mother got me, because she owns half of one of the Irish manufacturers, I cant see anyone stooping me!”

Marvo looked around, wondering if there was anyone apart from Slytherin's here.

Morticia heard Marvo complaining about Quidditch being too easy and grimaced at him. "Marvo, just because you're too much of a coward to get into a Quidditch battle - and this year we WILL have battles against Gryffindor! - doesn't mean Quidditch is stupid. My dad played Quidditch in the Youth Championship in France, and if you don't stop putting it down, you might well wake up one day and find -"

She stops as Madam Hooch gives her a very stern look. "... and find you're just totally jealous" she ended lamely and angrily, grabbed her broom and marched away.

“COWARD!!!” shouted Marvo. He took a small toy broomstick from his pocket and waves his wand over it. “RECURSUS-AUCTUS” The broom shimmered and became a full sized Nimbus 2002!

No one had heard this spell before. It seemed rather complicated and Marvo's voice seemed rather harsh when he said it.

“Okay! Who's in charge? What do you need?” Marvo asks. He glared at Morticia, then smiled.

Morticia replied with a smile. She did not seem to be impressed at all. "Well, it appears we've changed our mind about Quidditch, have we?" She grinned at the other Slytherins. "Isn't it interesting that Marvo is so eager to please others that he does everything they want him to do?"

All of a sudden, Arivel came sprinting toward them, her broom in her hand. "Sorry I'm late! I got held back in Defence against the Dark Arts” She lowered her voice to say, “I'll tell you guys about it later.” 

“We haven't started yet have we? I really hope to be seeker - what about you?” She became quiet when she realised that Marvo and Morticia were having some sort of disagreement.

Madam Hooch approached the group. "Now, now, Mr Ward, I know the 2002 is a nice broom, but if you want to be in the trials, you'll have to use one off the school's broomsticks like everyone else."

"What?" gasps Morticia.

Madam Hooch smiles. "Yes, you know, I had a long talk with Professor Dumbledore. He agrees that it's unfair to judge the players by their broomsticks. Poor wizards and witches can't afford a Nimbus 2000 or the likes, so EVERY player that takes part in the trials will have to use one of the school broomsticks. That means, Ms Lagrand, that you can leave your Firebolt over here with the other broomsticks."

"But I-" Morticia began, but was interrupted by Madam Hooch.

"No arguments! It's a new school-rule. You'll be allowed to fly anything in training and in the matches, but not in the trials. So either grab one of the school-broomstick or leave the field."

Morticia stared at Madam Hooch sulkily, then dropped her Firebolt and grabbed one of the better-looking broomsticks that did not look too damaged. 

Madam Hooch smiled. "There you go, my dear, that's the spirit. How about you, Mr Ward?"

Marvo glared at Morticia, then smiled as Madam Hooch explained about the brooms. “ABHORREO” And he placed his now toy sized broom back into his pocket.

He walked over to the school brooms and frowning picked up a rather tatty looking one. He stepped back, swirling the broom around in one hand like a quaterstaff and smiles. “Come on then lets see what you're made of.”

"I'd rather wait for further instructions." Morticia smiled. "Might be we fly within the houses first..."

Then she walked over to the other Slytherins, leaving Marvo where he was.

Ceridwyn seeing this disdainfully put her Firebolt aside also, and quickly picked up one of the better looking brooms she saw. She shook it, seemed satisfied with the result and turned to Morticia, "This really stinks that we can't use our own brooms, I mean I understand what Madam Hooch was saying, but I've kind of taken a special liking to my broom." Ceridwyn sighed and waited for the trials to begin. 

"I think it's just - I - I lack words!" Morticia hissed. "I mean, well, the poor guys could just BORROW one of the good broomsticks! We're not going to be up in the air at the same time, are we?"

Winifred looked disdainfully at the Firebolt she received for her birthday, then picked up the nicest school broom she could find. She found the label and read it. "Cleansweep 6! Those are just so... inferior!" She heads to the group of Slytherins. "Can you guys believe this? But, at least we can use our own brooms for the games. That's where it really matters." Winifred turned her head as she heard Madame Hooch announcing something. 

"Feel free to begin practicing now while we wait for anyone else to show up. Try-outs will begin shortly."

Winifred turned back to the group. "Let's see how these things run." Winifred pushed off and ascended into the air. 

"Sounds fair to me", said Matt, dropping his Comet and picking up another broom at random. "Ready Morticia? If no-one else wants to be a beater there shouldn't be too many problems..."

Morticia sighed. "Yes... I guess. Come on, let's fly a few rounds and get used to the broomsticks while the others are still picking theirs."

"Jeez! I cannot believe that we have to use these" Arivel said as she glanced disgustedly at her own Cleansweep 6. She pushed off into the air along with the other Slytherins. The warm-up laps around the stadium were extremely slow, everyone was leaning forward urging their brooms onward.

Lorien picked up a random broom. "Hey this is a nimbus 1990. That was the first I ever flew on. I wanted a Firebolt but my mom works at Nimbus so I've got a Nimbus 2002, but I guess I can deal for the trials."

Madison was quietly watching these proceedings. "Excuse me," she called to anyone who would listen. "I’m here to try out for Gryffindor Seeker."
“A seeker?” asks Marvo. “Wonderful, just what we need to show these Slytherin 'people' how Quidditch should really be played.”

Madison grabbed a broom, then turned to Marvo. "Are we the only Gryffindors here?" she asked. She looked at the broom in his hand. "I thought you said Quidditch was 'boring and can go on forever'," she teased. "What position are you trying for?"

“Just because it's boring doesn't mean I'm not any good at it, Maddy” Marvo smiled at Madison. “My Father used to make me practice for HOURS at a time! As for position.... Whatever is Needed. Our Family Motto is 'Dis Ward abunde pervigil accingo concido' Which means 'A Ward is always Ready'”

"Actually," Madison started. "I don't really play much, but I really want to be Seeker." 

Josslin found that she could not possibly help herself any longer, and simply let go and laughed. She startled both Madison and Marvo, because she was almost only 2 feet behind them and they had not even noticed!

"Ha Ha, sorry Marvo" she said trying to withhold her sluicing chucking. She looked at Madison for a second because she did not recognise her "and you...I'm sorry I don't know your name." 

Madison introduced herself and then Joss went back to Marvo. "Well Marvo, I would REALLY enjoy playing you in a Quidditch game." Marvo started to speak, but Joss held up a hand. "No, don't get me wrong but even if you don't like the game you could still play it a least once! And besides if it's easy for you, you should be a tough opponent and I could use the practice!" Joss finished with a mischievous smile edging through her lips.

Madison turned around and was startled by a girl, who introduced herself as Joss. Madison watched as Joss challenged Marvo to a game of Quidditch. "Sounds like everyone here is better at Quidditch than I am," she observed. She turned to Marvo. "Hey, I know you don't really like the game, but do you think you could help me practice or something?"

"Ahem sorry correction I never said I was good. I said I’d play HIM any day. There’s a difference! One way I’m good, one way I’m just better. But I’m sure you're not the only one." Joss said

Marvo regained his composer from Josslin's fly by. “It's not that I don't like the game Maddy, It's just 'some' of the people who play it I'm not keen on. And some people just take it WAY too seriously. It IS just a game after all. But it you want, I'm sure I can give you some hints, I'd love to help.” Marvo seemed genuinely touched at being asked. “Come on lets see what we can do. Can I just see your Broom for a moment?” 

Before Madison could say no Marvo took her broom and stood it ready in mid air. It shuddered slightly as it floated there and Marvo let go and stood back, hands in the pockets of his robes. “mmmm. This won't do.”

He took his hands out of his pockets and looking around to make sure he is not being overly observed he ran his hands over the broom, as if inspecting it carefully. When he took his hands away the broom stood firmly and without a waver.

“Here you go Maddy, try that,” he said handing the broom back.

"Alright, here goes nothing," Madison replied, mounting her broom. She felt a rush of adrenaline as she rose off the ground. She soared high into the air, surprised at how easily flying came back to her. ‘Now let's see if I can still catch from up here,’ she thought.

Marvo then took his own broom, and after examining it the same way leapt onto it and before he was even fully seated, he was flying high in the air, chasing Josslin.

He pulled up from directly behind her. He laughed at her wavering as he passed mere feet from her head. He swept around and hovered a few feet in from of her, flying backwards. “Well Joss? Ready to see want to play?”

Josslin stuttered for a few moments, it was the first time she had ever seen someone fly backwards at the school. But she regained her composure quickly. "An'time!" Moving away slightly, she performed a fancy move that she had been working on since she saw it in the world cup last year. The spin, which goes directly into a dive that she pulls out of so smoothly she doesn't touch the grass but manages to cause a huge wind behind her. And then comes up back to Marvo. 

After a while, when Morticia met Ceridwyn in midair, she flew beside her. "Sheeesh, I hope nobody tells my dad I'm going to play soquer!" she giggles. He'd get fits! Really! He thinks wizards should mix up with muggles, he says it's bad for both sides... you know, what with Muggles getting caught up in our wars, and wizards being persecuted by them, and that. I've been trying to tell him nobody's trying to burn witches nowadays, but he just doesn't listen."

Morticia span down, almost touching the ground, and flew back to Ceridwyn. "Sorry, had to do that, missed flying the past few days!

Don't get my dad wrong, though. He's really a nice guy. It's just that he's never really been in the Muggle world. By the way, your name is very un-Muggle-like, you know? It's very wizardry, I think... what do your parents do? I mean, what do they do at work?"

She glanced down to Marvo. "What do you think of our bored bigmouth down there? I mean, honestly! 'Quidditch is soooo boring'" she giggled, mocking Marvo. "You know what I do if something bores me? I just don't do it if I don't have to..."

Ceridwyn swooshed back and fort a couple of times swerving left and right a bit too. "I think I've got the feel of this broomstick, seems to be not a bad pick, especially for as old as it is." Ceridwyn, seeing Morticia do the dive laughed and then when she reappears said, "My name, well we live in Bradford, West Yorkshire, but my family's originally from Ireland. That's where the wizard-like name comes from. The Celts and druids come very close to wizards. And in Ireland, if you're truly Irish, then you're one or the other, or some of both. Ireland is a very interesting country, ever been there? Oh, to answer your question, my mom is an writer, and dad is a history professor at Oxford." Ceridwyn smiled, then said to Morticia, "Betcha can't catch me!", and sped away laughing. 

Morticia headed after Ceridwyn, muttering complaints about the slow broomstick. "Must be interesting, your mom as a writer. My mom is just a mother." She grinned. "But then I guess that with 7 children there isn't much of a choice... I think she used to work for the Ministry before she married dad, but that's like ages ago."

She slows down and sighs. "You know, sometimes I miss the lot of them. My older brother and my twin sister are both at Beauxbatons, and the young ones aren't at school yet. Well, maybe next year Nimue will join me here, I'm hoping to make her go to Hogwarts..."

"Hey Morticia, what do your parents do for a living?" Lorien asked as he drew nearer to her.

"My mom's at home, trying to raise us kids." She grins. "We're seven, so that's quite a lot of work, and shortly before I went to Diagon Alley I heard her and dad talking about getting another kid...

My dad is an ambassador for the French Ministry of Magic. My grandparents are from France, you know, and dad went to Beauxbatons although he was born in England. I was supposed to go there, too, but my mom convinced me to try out Hogwarts." Morticia smiled. "Mom's a very convincing person. I was actually thinking I'd end up in Ravenclaw because it was her house, but - well, here I am in Slytherin."

She looped into the sky and span back. "How about your family? Do you have any siblings?"

“My mom works in PR for Nimbus. We used to live in America but she got promoted to the main office. My dad works at Gringotts. I have a three year old brother named Alex and a twin brother named Thorin. He stayed back in America because he didn't want to leave his school, but he's coming over for Christmas.” Lorien told her.

Morticia laughed. "Another twin then! But at least you only have two brothers and nothing else. I got my twin Morgaine and then there's Nathan, Nimue, Clarice, Armand and Raphael. Rafe is our youngest one, he's almost 3 now, and Nat is the oldest with 15 years."

Kat had heard Joss talking about Quidditch. ‘Oh no!’ Kat had thought. ‘I kept thinking it was tomorrow not today.’ She had rushed back to her room. On the way she had passed Madison and Marvo talking about the meaning of the dreams. She thought to herself “Umm... That's a good idea, dream diagnosis..... Maybe I'll go look that up some things in the library later...”

Back in her room she had thrown on her robes. Mulder and Scully were sat by her broom, waiting for her. She ran to the window and looked out. No one in sight. Good. She knew she shouldn't, but she opened the window and jumped onto the broom.

"Coming?" she asked the two cats. Both jumped up on the bristles. Mulder curled up to sleep and Scully nonchalantly washed a paw. She crouched to miss the window frame and zoomed out towards the Quidditch field, and into the ground. Hopefully no-one would notice. She span down to the stand and stared pointedly at the cats. "Come-on off!"

She noticed Madam Hooch was waving everyone back down

"Ok everyone. Off your brooms, lets see who we've got...

OK, Slytherin: Ceridwyn Lindsley, Keeper; Morticia Lagrand, Beater; Mathias Lazili, Beater; Lorien Johnston, Chaser; Winifred Fanel, Chaser; Egreen Gedward, Seeker; and Arivel, Seeker.

Ravenclaw: Josslin Relumes, Seeker or Beater; Kathryn Black,

Kat, You've not registered yet... What were you trying for?"

"Seeker,” she said “or Chaser"

"That's not your own broom is it?" Madam Hooch asked.

"Yes."

"Weren't you listening to anything? You need a school broom. New rule, no personal brooms allowed for try outs. Go and change it!"

Kat skulked off to change her nice speedy Nimbus 2002 for a Nimbus 1980 as Madam Hooch carried on.

"Ok are there anymore Ravenclaws? No?

Gryffindor: Perenelle Tusindfryd, 

What are you trying for? You've not registered either?” Perenelle mumbles something that not every one else can hear, and Madam Hooch scribbles a note as she continues her list.

“Madison Avalon, Seeker; Marvo D. Ward, anything? Ok.”

“OK, Let’s start with the Seekers. Can you all demonstrate a double loop at 100m up and then dive to pick up one of these bludger bats from the ground without landing... Off you go."

Kat was unsteady on her broom as she had not had time to try it out. ‘Fancy making us use school brooms!’ she thought.

Marvo smiled hearing the request from Madam Hooch and did a loop. He picked a snitch and looking at it, fumbled it and it dropped from his hand heading straight down. Then his broom seemed to lose all power and he started to plummet to the ground. Spectators gasped expecting the first casualty this year, but just a few feet from the ground Marvo swooped up once more, hovered and smiles snitch in hand.

“MARVO! Down here at ONCE!” yells Madam Hooch. Marvo, looking slightly worried came back to the ground and walked slowly over to Madam Hooch. Fortunately for Marvo the wind carried her voice away from the others and only the odd word such as 'reckless' 'silly boy' and 'careful' are heard. Then she walked back to the Slytherings, and Marvo, looking a cross between relieved and embarrassed returned to the other Gryffindor.

Joss had been trying out different flashy moves to out smart Marvo. But just then Madame Hooch announced that Seeker's should do their manoeuvres to try out. Since she was trying for one of either two places she had to try out for both and see what was better for her. Seeker was one of them. "Looks like postponement of our little game. Later!" She smiles to Marvo and races off to the centre of the field.

Kat jumped on and pointed her broom up in the sky. She really wanted to be seeker, she hoped she still had the skill on this old thing. Up she went into the sky and did the double loop then shot down towards the ground again. She felt the rush of the air and the thrill made her push faster still. Suddenly she thought that maybe she should have practiced on the broom first, she didn't know if she could pull out of this. She leant down and grabbed the bat, and pulled up again with all her might, terrified of hitting the ground at this speed. Phew, she'd made it. She was way up above the ground again. She did several more loops at the elation she felt from having pulled such a dangerous stunt. Next time she'd have to be more careful!

From up in the air, Madison faintly heard Madam Hooch's orders. ‘Great,’ she thought. She soared up higher and did a double loop easily, then began to dive. ‘Here comes the hard part...’ She flew low and grabbed a bludger bat, then soared up again, without touching the ground. ‘Whew,’ she thought. ’That wasn't as bad as I made it out to be...’ She turned to Madam Hooch to see if she was done.

Marvo smiled at Madison as she came back to ground and then clapped. “Well done!” He looked over to Kat. “mmm. That Ravenclaw is pretty good too.”

Kat over heard the last comment. A hot flush came over her and she felt all shy and embarrassed. Maybe that fear at the stunt she had pulled was worth the attention, she was not quite sure.

Madam Hooch looks at the Slytherins. "Say, if one of you Seekers would become a Chaser, we'd already have a team without having to try out too much. Remember that we need 1 Keeper, 3 Chasers, 2 Beaters and 1 Seeker on each team. Most of the Slytherin team left last year after finishing school, and yesterday our Chaser Rose Wandman told me she couldn't play this year because her grades are so bad, so we'll have to make up a new team anyway. Of course, I'll have to see you all flying, but" she smiles, "what I've seen already up there while you were getting used to your broomsticks looked very fine to me." She seems to be thinking. "We also need a new captain... I think it's best if you choose one among yourselves."

"OK-I'll try for chaser, although I'm not all that great at it." Arivel consented, touching down softly on the ground. She turned to the rest of the Slytherins "So, who do you think should be captain? If no one else wants to, I will."

"Do you know anything at all about tactics and stuff like that?" Morticia grinned. "If you do, it's fine with me if you're captain."

"Yeah. I know quite a few drills and plays and things like that. I bought Quidditch books from Diagon Alley and they have some great things in them. Also, my uncle used to coach the Egyptian Quidditch team, so he's told me lots!" Arivel replied.

"I know Arivel said she wanted to be captain, but what about you Morticia?” asks Ceridwyn. “Or maybe Egreen, he's definitely crafty enough, I'm sure we could come up with game plans that couldn't lose." 

"I? Captain?" Morticia laughed. "Why, just because I'm a bigmouth and mad about Quidditch? I hardly think that's enough. Seriously, I think captain should be whoever knows most about tactics and stuff. I know bits and pieces, of course, I mean, I grew up with Quidditch, but captain... I'm not sure."

"It was just a suggestion," Ceridwyn smiled and chuckled. "To be taken seriously or not, your choice. Just to let you know, I often say things without really thinking them through. They just pop into my head and out of my mouth... so guess you'll just have to decipher what I say to see if it was serious or just a flop. Usually it's not too hard to figure it out once you get to know me." 

Egreen swoops down on his less than trusty school broom. "I’m not so bothered. I've got lots of reading to do <ahem> so perhaps someone else ought to be captain of the Slytherin team.” 

Morticia frowned. "I still don't like that thing" she mumbled to Ceridwyn. "I still think he shouldn't spend so much time with it."

Egreen swooped off to try and impress Mme Hooch. As she throws up a golden snitch shaped ball he performed a double corkscrew and catches it behind his back. Unfortunately he was not looking where he was going and almost knocked Arivel off her broom!

Arivel lost her balance then quickly regained it, right before she was about to fall off. She immediately returned to the ground, where the rest of the Slytherins are watching.
Mme Hooch screamed "Gedward! My goodness, what are you doing there? Come down here at once!" She gave Egreen a long lecture on how dangerous it can be to fly without looking and how one has to be aware of one's abilities and stuff like that, calling all the others down to make sure everyone understood her. "I don't want anyone to get hurt here!" she ends. "Bad enough there are always casualties in the games, but not in the trials, okay?"

After the speech, Morticia nudged Egreen. "What's up?" she asked silently. "You're so absent-minded lately! Are you all right? I've got a very bad feeling, you know?"

Egreen looked at his feet feeling stupid. "Sorry. I've not been on the planet too much recently, it’s just my mum, well...” Egreen looked embarrassed. He jumped on his broom, and whizzed off to the castle. He couldn't have been crying could he?

"Like attention, Ward?" a sneering voice calls from some distance. Snape was approaching the Quidditch field and had obviously seen Marvo showing off. He examined the students. "So, so. All of you trying to get on teams! I just hope, Mme Hooch, you have an eye on fair play. I don't want any cheating Gryffindors sneaking into their team."

Mme Hooch frowned. "I am quite able to observe the trials, Professor Snape."

"I am sure you are", Snape replied in a voice which hinted that he doubted her capability.

Then he walked over to the Slytherins. "Well, well. Saw your rumble there, Gedward. If you continue going through the world like this you won't reach your 15th birthday, I'm afraid. Morticia told me you've been studying. You really need it. But if you are going to be on the Quidditch team make sure you sleep enough before the games."

Madison stood next to Marvo. Her eyes flashed and she was about to tell that man off, but a quick glance from Marvo told her not to. She continued to glare. "Who is that jerk?" she asked, not bothering to whisper. "He has no right to talk about us that way." 

“That's Professor Snape. I 'was' told he's a very good teacher. But I must admit I don't like the look of him much. I think he teaches Potions, but I hear he wants the DADA job. looks like he likes the Slithering though.” Marvo took the broom off Madison and with a small cloth rubbed it down. “Better be a bit more careful while he's around,” Marvo whispered. 

Marvo paused for a minute nervously and the asks, “So Maddy, I don't remember seeing you around much. What's your story?”

Madison stopped glaring at Snape and turned to Marvo. "I just got transferred here from America," she answered. "My dad just got a new job with the Ministry here so we had to move, but this place is pretty nice. I don't know about the professors, though. Is there anyone else I should be careful around?"

“It must be strange being here after America. I'd like to go there one day. Well, I was told that 'Old Bumbly' was a bad sort. But from what I've seen of him... He came to see me while I was in the hospital wing, He was SO nice.” Marvo seemed to pause a moment, wondering if he should say more. “I think a lot of what I was told might not have been true.” 

Morticia turned to Arivel "Okay then, I'd say you're captain. I know some bits and pieces from my dad as well, so if we get into trouble, I could help you making up new tactics."

"Sounds good to me!" replied Arivel.

Mme Hooch walks over to the Slytherins. "You all seem to be able to fly rather well, so you will form the new Slytherin team with Arivel, what was it, Esicker, right, as captain." She glared at Snape who was still standing with the Gryffindors, piercing Egreen with his eyes. "Or do YOU have any objections?"

"I?" Snape smiled. "No, no, my dear Madam Hooch, Quidditch is your domain." He nodded at the Slytherins and walked off towards Hagrid's hut.

Morticia frowned. "I thought he didn't like Hagrid! What is he doing there?" Hardly noticed by anyone, Glueclaws, who had been lazing at the side of the Quidditch fields, gets up, stretched, yawned and followed Snape. "Now what is that cat up to again?" Morticia sighed.

Marvo was talking with Madison, but he had seen Snape and said more to himself than Madison “Look. Snape is heading for Hagrid's place. I wonder what he wants there? I heard they don't get along. I BET it has something to do with the bad on entering the Forbidden Forest.” He turns back to Madison “Looks like the Slytherings are already sorting their team out. I bet that 'Esicker' gets to be captain. Are you going to be staying for Christmas by the way?”

"Yeah, I'm staying," said Madison distractedly. She was looking at Snape. "I don't like the looks of this..." she trailed off, then paused. "I'm going to follow him," she decided, heading off.

“NO Maddy! You don't want to do that.” Calls Marvo. But Madison was already on her way following Snape. Marvo looked back and forth for a moment and then mumbled something to himself and followed her. “Wait for me” he whispered.

Madison reached Hagrid's window just as Snape stepped out. "Great...."

Elizabeth, who due to her age and tutoring received while living overseas had been spending some time being tested by teachers to determine a suitable year, was walking in the grounds arriving just in time to see the Slytherins heading back to the Castle and Marvo and Madison at Hagrid's cottage. “What are they up to?” she said quite concerned this could cost Gryffindor serious loss of house points.

Marvo gasped in shock as Snape appeared at the door. “WHAT are you two doing here?” Said Snape, obviously slightly flustered, but extremely angry “What are your Names?”

Marvo looked down and said in a small voice “Marvo Ward Sir”. Madison also told Snape who she was.

“Gryffindors! I should have guessed! Troublemakers the lot of you well I'll...” Snape stopped mid sentence and looked at Marvo. “Ward? not Titus Ward's Son?”

Marvo continues to look at his feet and flushes, “Y yes sir.” Snape's face looked like it was fighting with itself, half wanting to grimace, the other possibly to smile.

“But what are you doing in Gryffindor? shouldn't you be in S...” Marvo looked up, his eyes showing some emotion close to rage. “FATHER says to say hello SIR. Said to tell you he HASN'T forgotten that Christmas.... SIR.” Marvo looked Snape straight in the eyes as he spoke and appeared to be holding his breath.

“Well... I see... well... Be on your way then. I don't want to see you dallying around here. It just is not safe.” Snape storms off towards Hogwarts following the Slytherins. 

Marvo lets out an obvious sigh of relief. “Maddy! You should NOT go running off like that! Especially when Snape’s about! Who knows how many points we could have lost!” Marvo looks around. “I suppose you want to go and see Hagrid now we're here.” But before Madison could answer Marvo cries out, “Oh LOOK! It's Lizzy!” Marvo started to wave wildly, even though it was obvious that Elizabeth has seen them.

Madison looked at Marvo. "Points?" she asked. "Points for what? And what was the 'Christmas' thing about?" Then she smiled. "And thanks, for showing up. Sometimes I think my curiosity will be the end of me." 

“No problem Maddy. I'm glad to help.” Marvo Smiled. “Well you see each year every house try's to be champions. you get points for beginning good in class and so on, and points taken away if your bad. Snape is apparently always taking points for Gryffindor whenever he can.” Then Marvo frowned. “I'll talk more in the common room.” 

He smiled widely at Elizabeth as she walked over to them. “Hi Lizzy, how are thing? You missed the Quidditch trials.”

Madison smiled as she introduced herself to Elizabeth. "Looks like we're the only ones out here. Let's all get back to the common room."

"Well, now that we know that we're on the team, why don't we go back to the common room and celebrate! We could go to the kitchen, get some pumpkin juice and treacle fudge, and maybe some sandwiches or something. C'mon guys, let's go celebrate the forming of the *new* Quidditch champions!" Ceridwyn smiled

"Sounds like a good idea! I could go for some sweets! Maybe we can see what the..." Winifred breaks off, realizing that this isn't the place to be talking about it. "Hey, maybe we should go see if Egreen is okay. He looked kind of distraught..." Winifred gathers up her things and starts walking back towards the school.

Morticia laughed. "Yes, and most of all we've got to celebrate the new captain of this year's Quidditch-Cup-Winners. Come on, Arivel! I still got some Chocolate Frogs from home. By the way, when is the first Hogsmeade-weekend? Should be soon now. I need more sweets."

"OK! Lets go! I've got lots of Bertie Botts Every Flavour Beans too!"  They all marched off toward the castle. As they did Arivel happens to look at Hagrid's hut. Snape emerged from it with a frustrated frown on his face. "What's the matter with him?" She muttered to the rest of them.

"I don't know. I thought he didn't like Hagrid..." Morticia’s voice faded as she walked away from the Quidditch field with the others.

"Hey, I'm going to the kitchen to get some pumpkin juice and some other stuff, anyone wanna come with? Any special requests from anybody?" Ceridwyn looked back and forth at the others, waiting for their decision.

"I even went to a muggle store before I came here. I got the best muggle sweet of all, wint-o-green lifesavers!" said Lorien.

"Oh, I've NEVER had any muggle-sweets!" Morticia seemed to be very excited.

"Really? What do they taste like? C'mon, let's go back to the common room and try some!" said Arivel

Build up to Hogesmeade.

Autumn had come to Hogwarts. The young witches and wizards were busy learning, though several could be seen during their Quidditch practices outside. Especially the Slytherins spent a lot of time under the command of Arivel, their new captain, because Professor Snape has stressed (I mean REALLY stressed) that he would like Slytherin to win this year.

And thus one day at the breakfast table, Professor Dumbledore had risen and called for silence. "Next weekend will be a Hogsmeade weekend for all those in their 3rd year or above", he explained. "But for your own safety, don't try to pretend going to Hogsmeade and sneak out into the Forbidden Forest instead," he glanced towards Morticia Lagrand at the Slytherin table. She blushed and muttered something like, "how could he know?"

The students started to talk rapidly as Dumbledore ended his speech. 

"I've never been to Hogsmeade!"

"At last! I'm dying for butterbeer!"

A lot of calmer, more private talk started at the tables.

Marvo, finishing his third plate of Bacon turned to Elizabeth. “Are you going to Hogsmeade Lizzy?” He looked over to the Slithering table and frowned “I wonder what that Morticia is up to. I'll have to keep an eye on her” He muttered half to himself.

“Please don't call me Lizzy and yes, I will be”. Elizabeth was missing the strong coffee that had accompanied her breakfasts while living in Italy. Hogwarts was proving something of a culture shock.

Noting Marvo's interest in the Slytherin table, she whispered to Marvo, “Be careful. I'm sure we'll find out if we keep our eyes and ears open.”

“I plan to Lizzy. I very much plan to.” Marvo looked once more to the Slytherin and smiled to himself, making for another plate of bacon.
Yvette moved as quickly as she could down the hallway, pausing only once, and that was to get a better grip on her suitcases. She didn't know exactly what the new password was, but it was good enough to be here. She didn't know how much she'd missed this place...

As she passed by a group of Slytherins, she returned their looks of disgust and walked on, hopping over steps she knew would disappear if she stepped on them. Peeves was around here somewhere, and she was trying to be wary.

"Password?" The fat pink lady demanded as she squinted at her. Yvette shrugged.

"Ummm...pig snout?"

"No, that was last year's."

"I don't know! But don't you remember me? I've been coming for three years!" She protested. The lady shook her head. "Sorry."

"But...but everyone knows me!" A passing student gave her a surprised look, and Yvette realized what she'd just said sounded like she was bragging.

"Fine, I'll wait here." So she plopped down with her suitcases, crossing her arms and waiting for someone who knew the password to come.

Just after finishing a Quidditch practice Ceridwyn noticed a student carrying suitcases. Deciding to be polite, she introduced herself. "Hey, are you new here? My name's Ceridwyn Lindsley, I'm a 3rd year Slytherin, what house are you in? 

Yvette looked up, and smiled slightly. "I'm Yvette Monclere, third year Gryffindor. I think I've seen you before...would you by any chance know where Professor McGonagall is?"

"Hmm, you do look somewhat familiar to me too. I don't know where Professor McGonagall is at the moment but I could show you where her class is." Ceridwyn looked a little uncomfortable talking to this Gryffindor. 

Yvette smiled, gripping her suitcases. "Okay!" She didn't mind embarrassing this Slytherin. She didn't like them much, anyways.

Marvo opened picture from inside and looked at the new girl. “Hello? Haven't seen you before? Let me help you with that case.”

Yvette looked from Ceridwyn to Marvo, then shrugged. "Thanks!" She handed her suitcase to him, followed by a grin. "By the way..."  She dropped her voice to a whisper, "What's the password?"

Marvo smiled insincerely at Ceridwyn and whispered to Yvette “I'll tell you inside.”

Morticia came rushing along, looking for Ceridwyn. "Ah, there you are! Forgot that today's Quidditch practice?" 

She saw Yvette. "Oh." She frowned. "Come on, Cer. Arivel's waiting. You don't want to spend your time with HER."

Yvette's smile was swept off of her face, and replaced by an unreadable expression. "You made the Quidditch team, Morticia? Gee, I'm surprised! From what I remember you can't even stay on the broomstick." This was accompanied with a smirk.

Morticia replied with a gentle smile. "At least you were wiser than usual and didn't even try. Were you afraid to be invited for the Quidditch trials? Or why did you show up so late? I already thought we'd have to live without you this year. That would have been a real pity."

Yvette smiled sweetly, though her eyes were flashing. "You're lucky I was sick, otherwise you'd be eating your words when we played each other." Her eyes narrowed.

Morticia replied with a laugh. "I'm awfully sorry, but I have more important things to do now. Like getting bored or so. Come on, Cer! Quidditch's calling."

Marvo stood in the entrance way to the Gryffindor common room, not quite sure what to do.

Marvo looked straight into Morticia's eyes. “I'm SURE the feeling is MUTUAL my dear! Come on Yvette, let's get these bags inside. Oh? Are they all flavour beans?”

"You're so charming that I could get sick, Ward!"  Morticia called while dragging Ceridwyn away.

Marvo whispered under his breath “Do not fool with a Ward 'Gir'l, for we are subtle and quick to anger.” He turned and smiled at Yvette. “So... er... I assume you to know each other?”

Morticia muttered, "Be careful, Ward! Be VERY careful! One doesn't mess with a Lagrand. That's a lesson many had to learn!"

Yvette clenched a fist and turned her back on Morticia. She nodded at him, calming down slightly. "Yeah. We...don't get along too well."

Marvo Laughed “I would never have guessed. You can tell me all about it over a pot of tea. I have one brewing inside.”

Yvette grinned wryly. "Okay...ooh, tea? I haven't had that for ages!"

Ceridwyn, seeing Marvo's rude display, just rolled her eyes, not committing herself to the level at which Marvo had stooped. "Yeah, let's go Morticia." Ceridwyn looks at Yvonne, sort of sadly. Maybe they could've been friends.

Yvette waggled her fingers in Ceridwyn's general direction. "See ya around." She followed Marvo inside.

Madison looked up from her book and, seeing Yvette, got up quickly and introduced herself. "Hi, I'm Madison, the 'new girl'. Are you new here too?" She caught the expression on Yvette's face. "Hey, are you alright? You seem a bit...perturbed..."

Yvette smiled. More new people. "I'm a third year, but not new. I got here late 'cause I was sick...and..." She took a deep breath. "Yeah, I'm okay. Just a had a little encounter with someone *ahem* who I know..."

Marvo smiled “Really? do tell us more?”

She smiled slightly. "It's just an old family rivalry. Nothing too big." Yvette fished around in her suitcase, then produced a pumpkin pasty.

Madison smiled. "Professor Snape is the only person I know so far who can get a reaction like that out of me, but out visit to Hogsmeade should cheer me up." Suddenly, she became serious. "I just remembered. We never found out what Snape was doing in Hagrid's hut," she said to Marvo. 

“That's true Maddy,” said Marvo. “I wonder what he is up to? But I hope it has nothing to do with that forest! I bet the 'Slytherings' know!”

Letitia strolled into the room and looked around. ‘Well, excuuuuuse me for having a life! A large griffon type creature kidnapped my father about 6 weeks ago and my mother and I have been looking for him, of course Hogwarts had to be left until it was all sorted out. Any of you would have done the same, wouldn't you?” Letitia sat down in a comfy chair and looked at all the newbies. “Hiya all of you. So, what are you all up to?”

Morticia laughed. "Sorry, I don't laugh at your father being kidnapped, but..." She took a deep breath. "It was fun watching all those Gryffindors trying to get the password!" She looked at Marvo and Yvette, and burst into another fit of laughter.

Egreen's ears picked up as he heard the mention of the word griffen. "er Lititia did you yo say ... erm ... did your father get back okay?" Egreen had gone white.

"Of course he is!" Morticia interrupted before Letitia can say anything. "She wouldn't be here now if not, would she? I bet he just enjoyed his trip."

“Yes Letitia, I was worried about your father. But I understand apart from a little shock he is okay now.” Said Marvo. “And thank you 'Morty' for keeping us so 'entertained' while we waited.” Marvo looked deeply at Morticia's hair and smiled widely.

"Oh, please! Could we refrain from using childish nicknames? I don't call you Marvy, do I?" When Marvo did not seem to look, she tried to check whether something was wrong with her hair...

Marvo tried very, VERY hard not to laugh.

Kat was looking forward to a weekend at Hogsmeade. She needed a break. After that first night she'd continued to wonder about the strange dreams everyone had. No one talked about it anymore, but she'd been having those strange dreams regularly. The drumming wasn't always there when she woke though, and she found that if she concentrated and wished it to stop it did go way. She didn't understand that either. The dreams had never been the same, different things that worried her for some reason. She'd awake in the night and she could tell the others in her dorm also continued to have the same experience as her.

She had spent many hours in the library looking in the dream dictionary to try and work out why. Now she had a plan. She discovered certain things that could be done with dreams, and was ready to test them. Best not think too loudly here though, you never knew who was listening. She was going to discuss her plans with the other Ravenclaw later in the common room.

She had also made some interesting observations in the library. Egreen had been spending far too long in there too, and she was starting to get the idea that his facade of studying to do better was a little transparent. She seen him caring large old tomes to the desk when he thought no one was looking. The dust that came out of them was quite amazing. They came from the mysterious magic section of the library. She also saw his black book that he got from Knockturn alley several times. He would sit and compare the book against the old tomes and scribble frantic notes while he was doing so. She didn't like it. That book made her skin crawl. Maybe she'd have to confront him one of these days.

Another Divination lesson

The first Hogsmeade-weekend was drawing closer and the students were getting more and more excited. During the Divination lesson even Morticia, usually sooo eager about anything involving predictions, was seen chatting and giggling with the Slytherin girls.

Finally, Professor Trelawney had enough of this. "Morticia! I want to talk to you after lesson!" she snapped with unusual sharpness.

Morticia got even paler than usual. "After...? But we've got Quidditch prac-" 

"I don't care!" Trelawney seemed to be really angry. "And the next person who utters just one word that I haven't asked for will NOT be allowed to go to Hogsmeade!"

Morticia glared at a Hufflepuff boy who was smiling very broadly and then stared at her Astrology chart that she was supposed to be creating.

Marvo, finishing his astrological chart sighed and looked out of the window. 

“Mr. Ward? Is my class boring you?” asked Professor Trelawney, still somewhat peeved by the lack of concentration from others in the class.

“Oh not at ALL Professor Trelawney. I was just, er... Contemplating a dream I had last night, and putting some of the wonderful teachings you have given us as to it's meaning.” Before the somewhat bemused teacher could react to this obvious sarcasm he continued. “There was this snake, on a broom. And it was flying very badly. Well, that's obvious really, as we all know Snakes slither, not fly. Then it fell down into a deep, dark tunnel.... “ Marvo looked very seriously at Professor Trelawney. “But the really strange thing was that this snake had really bad hair!” Marvo purposely avoided looking at Morticia as he said this. “What do YOU make of that Professor?”

Professor Trelawney is quiet for a moment then, turned to Morticia. “Morticia, I understand you like dream interpretation. Let’s see what you picked up from the last lesson. What's your opinion of Mr. Wards Dream?”

Yvette nearly choked while trying to hold back her laughter. She'd caught the meaning of this and was hiding her smirk behind her hands, watching to see what Morticia did...

Morticia looked straight into Trelawney's eyes. Her cheeks got very red. "My interpretation..." She hesitated and swallowed hard. "My interpretation is that Mr Ward is a snotty little bastard who just can't cope with strong women and tries to infuriate them so that they get angry and he feels stronger! My interpretation is that if Mr Ward wants war, he can have it! There you go! I don't care about Hogsmeade! I don't even want to go to Hogsmeade! I'm so sick of this stupid Gryffindors prancing around here like they own the school and treating others who want to accomplish something in their lives like we are useless scum!"

"Morticia!"

"I'M NOT FINISHED!" Morticia shouted at Trelawney, who stumbled backwards with surprise. “I've had it up to here, you know? I've had it! I don't even know why they allow people like Ward here! I'd rather live with Yvette's family than spend just one single more day with him! I -"

Morticia stopped abruptly as she grabbed her table and steadied herself.

"Tish, are you all right?" one of the Slytherins asked with concern.

"Why... yes... I'm - fine, I think..." She seemed like she was about to faint, but then she looked at Trelawney. "Professor" she whispered, "who's the student that didn't turn up to class today? Cause... cause... cause I think we'll find her in the Forest!" And then she fainted.

Surprising all with his speed, Marvo rushed over to Morticia, looking very concerned. “Everyone. STAY BACK! She needs air! Professor, get Madam Pomfrey. NOW!”

Still somewhat shocked by Morticia's outburst Professor Trelawney ran out of the room.

Marvo knelt in front of Morticia and rested her head in his lap. “Come on my dear, snap out of it. Be calm and relaxed, all is well. Tell us what you see. Tell us without harm or fear.” Marvo's voice was almost hypnotic and everyone waited with bated breath to see what happened next.

Morticia moaned and blinked before she opened her eyes. She stared at Marvo. She raised her hand and gave Marvo a slap right in the face. "How do you dare to touch me, Wart-boy!" she growled, crawling away from him and trying to get onto her feat although she still seemed to be confused and dizzy. "I... What... Oh, gosh, I'm so sick!" She let herself drop onto the floor again, sighed and rubbed her head. Then she looked up. "Where's Professor Trelawney? Damn it! I bet I'll be grounded over the weekend, and it's a Hogsmeade weekend, and it's all Marvo's fault! I hate you!"

Marvo, touched his face, but them looked calmly at Morticia. “Don't worry about Trelawney. I'll sort that out. And ... and I'm sorry I upset you. Just clam down and tell us what you saw. What do you know of the missing girl? And what happened in the forest?”

Morticia stared at him as though he had gone mad. "What missing girl are you talking about here? And what is it with the Fo-"  She stopped. "Oh." She swallows. "I ... I remember... She was walking down there and she wasn't supposed to. Then she walked down the path, turning right, and she was thinking on how she should be in Divination right now but she thought the classrooms are so full that nobody would miss her. Then she went deeper into the forest and heard this noise, and she was trying to find out what it was, and then-"

The door opened, and Trelawney, Dumbledore and Madam Pomfrey entered. "Now, now, don't you trouble the poor girl now!" Madam Pomfrey insisted. "She needs rest. Can you walk? Then come on." She led Morticia out of the room. 

Dumbledore looked at Marvo. "Well?"

“I think we should talk alone for a moment sir.” Marvo turned to Trelawney. “I hope you won't hold any of what Morticia said against her Professor. As you can tell, obviously with your own skills at divination, that she really was not responsible for what she was saying.”

Dumbledore turned to the class. “I think it best that nothing is mentioned about what has happened here. Miss Lagrand was obviously somewhat strained, too much Quidditch practice I expect, and NOTHING she said should be taken too seriously. I think the lesson shall end here, you may all return to your common rooms.”

He turned to leave. “AND I expect NONE of you to consider taking this any further. Mr. Ward, come with me.” He led Marvo out of the class.

Elizabeth had held back during this flurry of action but as Marvo leaves the room whispers to Madison & Yvette. “Do you think he'll let us know what happens? I mean that was intense. He was baiting her but gosh what a hair-trigger temper she's got. Yvette, what do you think she was talking about?”

Kat and Joss are sat a little way from the action. Kat looked at Joss.  She whispered, "I think we need to put our plan into action. I guess that if someone has gone into the forest we should wait until tomorrow night when the teachers won't be near the forest. I'll meet you in the dorm at 10pm.”

Joss looked back at Kat, and thought for a moment before agreeing. 10 pm was just right, it would give them time to get everything ready.

Madison trudged along the path, hoping she wouldn't get caught. ‘I really should be in class right now,’ she thought, as she turned right at the fork. ‘The classes are fully enough, nobody will miss me. I just hope I don't miss anything too important...’  

Just then, she stopped. There was a strange knocking sound coming from just ahead. She tried to follow the sound, unknowingly going deeper and deeper into the forest and straying off the path. Finally, she came to a small clearing. Madison looked around at the trees surrounding the clearing, and suddenly realized she was lost. 

"Great," she mumbled to herself. "I knew I should have marked the trail- " She stopped, seeing a strange green light coming from behind the trees just ahead of her. She followed the light, going even deeper, until it seemed that it had disappeared. Not knowing where to go, Madison leaned against a tree to rest. Suddenly, a dark figure seemed to come out from nowhere. "Can you help me? I think I'm lost..." Madison trailed off. The figure muttered a spell and a bright light followed. Madison screamed and clutched her head, hoping to stop the sudden sharp pain. "No!" she screamed, "Somebody help- " She was cut off by another spell, and the dark figure was the last thing she saw before she blacked out.

As Madison opened her eyes again, she looked right into Dumbledore's face who was sitting beside her bed. "She's awake!" he said quietly.

Madam Pomfrey hurried towards her. "Ah, finally! There you are again, my dearest. Careful, careful", she said as Madison tried to get up, "you'll stay here in the infirmary with me for a day or two. You need rest. Drink this!" She handed her a mug with something warm and smelly. "It'll help you feel better soon, Professor Snape has just made it for you."

She glanced at Dumbledore. "Don't question her too much, mind you, Professor. She's been out there quite some time until we found her. Thank god Miss Lagrand had this vision, otherwise the poor girl could have spend the night out there in the Forest! That was a very strong spell..."

Madison took a sip from the mug, then looked around. "How did you find me?" she asked, "How long was I out?" 

"Morticia couldn't tell us where exactly you were", explained Dumbledore. "We had to search half of the Forest before we could find you. You were out there for several hours." He bent forward. "Do you remember what happened? Did you see or hear what struck you down?"

Madison shook her head. "I was walking into the forest, I don't remember why," she explained, "When I heard this strange knocking sound. I followed it until it stopped, but then I saw a green light and followed that." She took another sip from the mug. "A dark figure came out. I couldn't tell who or what it was, but it muttered some kind of spell and I was knocked out...I'm not in TOO much trouble, am I?"

Dumbledore smiled gently. "Not at all. But you realize it was very foolhardy to go into the Forest, don't you? You could have died." The smile faded and he looked very serious. "Don't do it again, Madison. There are things in the Forest that are far too dangerous for students to meddle with. And now rest, or Madam Pomfrey will murder me!" He laughed and left the room.

Later that day Morticia can be seen strutting towards the Slytherin common room, accompanied by Madam Pomfrey and a very concerned-looking Professor Trelawney. She looked tired and ill. She did not look at anyone, instead she just slipped straight into the common room and her two guardians went back to work.

Elizabeth was somewhat surprised to see Professor Trelawney outside of her class. It was said she rarely joined with the other teaching staff due to her sensitivity to psychic vibrations. Therefore, whatever had happened to Morticia it must have been taken very seriously indeed. “Will we ever know?” she mused.

She hadn't seen Marvo since the incident either and wondered what had gone on. Still it was something to talk over later. That is, if she managed to get the reading done she needed for her homework. She could just imagine how her parents would react if she slumped at Hogwarts.

Elizabeth had arisen quite early despite the late night. Her pet Calliope, a black kitten that had wandered into and adopted her during her first few days at Hogwarts, had scolded her when she had finally crept into bed.

Elizabeth was half convinced that her Mother, who had ‘a way’ with cats, had sent Calliope. She hadn’t figured a way to test this theory out though. Currently Cally looked so innocent playing in the covers of the four-poster that Elizabeth dismissed any concerns that the cat would report her late night, at least. Aware her parents were somewhat over-protective, she hoped they wouldn't feel it necessary to check up on her too often.

Wandering down to the Great Hall for breakfast she saw some of the others who were there last night waiting for the doors to open. As usual, there was an atmosphere between those of different houses.

Uncertain whether he'd acknowledge a Gryffindor in the light of day in front of the other Slytherins - she said to Egreen loud enough for others to hear but not loud enough to attract unwanted attention:

'Samhain tide is almost upon us - Halloween - and if anything stranger than usual is happening around here it will be getting stronger with a waxing Moon. Maybe we should consider putting our heads and talents together to find out?" Noting Morticia's scowl possibly at the thought of co-operating with Marvo despite the revelations of the night before: 'Marvo's a buffoon and a pain at times but there's a lot more to him than meets the eye.'  

As they were allowed in to take their seats she said in parting: 'Don't make a decision now - just think about it.' Seeing how Yvette was reacting to her words she recalled that Marvo was not the only problem but smiled at her: 'It's just a thought, it might not go anywhere'.

Morticia sat down at the Slytherin table and sighed. "You know, I don't want to spoil things" she says loudly to be heard above the clatter of the breakfast, "I could cope with Marvo OR Yvette, but both of them! They're just picking on me all the time! Maybe it'd be better if I keep out of this all. I mean... I think that maybe I should leave it to the rest of you. I got a lot of things to do... Trelawney gave me some things to do, you know, Divination-stuff that we don't do in class... My family wouldn't like me to mix with Yvette anyway. And she hates me anyway. And Marvo thinks I'm just a stupid girl."

She sighed again, looking a bit sad, and started eating her breakfast. Glueclaws, who had followed her to breakfast reluctantly as ever, looked up to her, and there seemed to be a glint of pity in his eyes, although he looked away quickly as though ashamed to show feelings for the girl that owned him.

Elizabeth couldn't help but overhear and after breakfast left passing by the Slytherin table. She dropped the notebook she was carrying and stooped to retrieve it. As she rose she placed a note by Morticia's hand. She excused herself from the stares of some of the older Slytherins and hurried out.

Morticia looked confused and unrolled the note.

The note read:

'No one hates you or thinks you stupid (especially Marvo - I know he respects you). If we co-operate on this it must remain secret from our families and not arouse too much suspicion with the rest of the school. You saw Madison's peril. It is obvious that you are Seer and as such have a rare gift. Extra lessons are good but could you resist a little field experience?  E.'

Trying to shun the note from the glances of the other Slytherin, Morticia put it into her pocket. "Seer!" she muttered with something between embarrassment and disgust and finished her breakfast.

********

In the Ravenclaw common room plans were coming together for a trip to the forest by other means to try to make contact with the centaurs.

I did think about going into the forest, but what if we get caught? This may seem off the subject, but have you read and muggle books by a guy called Terry Pratchett? He has some very funny muggle concepts, and some weird ideas of witches and wizards, but one of the witch characters uses what she calls headology. Ultimately what I'm getting at is that she lets her mind get inside with an animal to go find out what is going on. Suppose we do the same? Put sight and sound through an animal and send them into the forest. Easier to slink past for them than us, especially if they are black. Scully would be good at that. Or you could use Kat and I'd use Scully...

"Wow," Josslin said softly as her and Kat sat on their beds in the their dormitory talking about they conspiracy with the forest, ok so not a conspiracy but close. Kat had just explained Headology.

"Well, Yes, cool idea, but isn't that like dark magic or something?" Joss was all comfy with breaking rules but dark art just too far past the line of mischief. "But, then again, we aren't using it for dark purposes..right? We are doing it for Good...right? So, yeah I just I don't have a problem." She looked thoughtful for a moment and you could clearly read on her face the conflict and finally the resolution. "Let's do it!" She said suddenly. "We'll just use Scully for now.. If you don't mind... and then yeah 1 should do. Ok so how do we do this, I haven't read that author, even though I have heard of him. I'm a muggle fantasy fanatic!" Joss got up and searched threw her trunk. Finally she pulled out a piece of parchment and a quill to take notes of the plan so later they wouldn't forget anything.

Kat carefully explains how to seduce an animal to allow space inside their head for a part of another mind. And how to link into the senses the animal mind. They discussed the differences of the animal minds and human minds. "It's not that difficult although the change is a bit of a shock. When do we try it? Nighttime is best, because we need our bodies to rest while our minds can wander. You never really leave your body, but you also have to concentrate on what you are doing in the animals mind."

Trip to the Forbidden Forest

Joss and Kat disappeared into the Ravenclaw common room just before 10 pm. They both looked a little apprehensive, and kept glancing over their shoulders to make sure no one was watching....

I little while later a black cat, Kathryn's cat Scully, crept out from the picture cat flap for the Ravenclaw common room. She sniffed the air and looked around carefully. Anyone watching would have noticed that there was a positive air about her and that she moved with a purpose. She went down the stairs to the main door and crept out into the night. She headed towards the forest and found a bush to hide under where she could view the edge of the forest without being seen.

Inside her head there was a strange thing going on...

"This is still a bit weird", The Joss bit was saying.

"I know. I've not done this a lot, so it's still weird to me", The Kat bit said.

"Merrrrow?" the Scully bit said.

"The question is do we tempt another animal into this or do we have a cursory look with Scully?"

The 3 minds cramped into the one cat shaped head consider this.

"Purrrrow, prut," say's Scully

"You know the weird thing is that I can understand her," say's Kat.

"I think she's right. We're not used to this, so we carry on using her this time, but we wont go far into the forest, and stick to the path"

Joss agrees.

Scully takes a quick look around and runs off into the forest. She quickly finds a track to follow, making notes of the things around her, particularly smells, that will allow her to find her way back. 

Something smells strange ahead. Maybe this would be of interest. Scully stops and looks around, given advance warning of what might be ahead. She climbs the tree next to her, having first made sure that it wasn't like the whomping willow - alive. In this new vantage position she works her way closer, light on her feet so as to make no noise. The smell is coming a lot stronger there must be something interesting up ahead.

"Go ahead very slowly", Kat says. "We don't want to end up in the middle of something."

Scully sneaks down from the tree and slowly moves forward, the strange smell getting stronger. 

There is a crackling sound and Scully spins around so fast that Kat and Joss feel dizzy inside her mind! But there is nothing to be seen. Scully, quickly loosing interest in whatever made the noise continues forward, along what appears to be a path. It feels so strange being inside a cat's mind. and looking from her eyes. Everything looks so big, and very clear considering it is so dark.

Then up ahead they 'feel' rather than see, a light, a warm blue/green glow coming from behind some trees. 

As Scully heads towards this light, another scuttling noise comes. This time from the right, and much closer! Scully spins around again.... and they see that they are face to face with the largest SPIDER both girls have EVER seen! In the body of a cat it looks far, far bigger! Scully hisses at it and they see eight red slightly glowing eyes focus on them!

Scully leaps! For an agonising second Joss and Kat think she is about to attack this monstrous thing, which you know is far to large for her to handle. But instead, and to their relief, she leaps into the tree behind it and watches from above. 

'Can't spiders climb trees?' the girls think to each other, feeling very afraid! However, the spider, which they see now seems to be slightly unsteady on it's feet, moves away, away from them and away from the light. 

From Scully's new vantage point the girls can see the source of the light now.

It's a cauldron in a clearing, the contents a misty blue green in colour and they are able to tell that this is where the strange smell is coming from. 

Scully is unsure about continuing onwards, but with a sight push from the girls she makes her way down from the tree and slowly moves to the edge of the clearing. 

'WE MUSSSST MAKE READYYY! THE TIME OF FEEEDING ISSSS AT HANDDD' 

The loud voice makes them jump and scares both girls very much. It is a deep, growling voice. At first they are not sure where it has come from but then they see at the opposite end of the clearing what they 'think' is a large man. 

He is dressed in long, tattered deep black robes; his head covered in a hood so big that neither girl could see anything under it. 

Scully sinks lower to the ground as another hooded figure enters the clearing. But this figure is not alone. Attached to a leash held by a bony, almost claw like hand is what at first looks like a dog, a thin whippet like dog. 

Then they realise at the same instant that it has no skin! The dog is like a skinned rabbit, all glistening muscle and sinew. Its mouth is far too big, and its teeth are many and all sharp. 

Scully's fur stands on end and then..... 

'YOU!' A voice is heard behind them !! Scully spins around but too late! 

'EXOTHO GATOS!' 

The girls suddenly find they are spinning and spinning..... ....... They then find that they are lying on their beds in the Ravenclaw Third Year Dorm. 

Scully is beside them, licking her fur and looking slightly confused. 

Mulder is sitting on a chair, looking miffed at being left out. 

Kat had a funny feeling that she'd seen an EYEBALL! floating in the air behind them in the woods, complete with a dangling nerve ending behind. 

The Morning of the Hogsmeade Trip

Kat followed Joss into breakfast the following morning. Her 2 cats followed behind her Scully was looking dead proud, and strutted along dutifully by Kats leg. Mulder skulked in at a distance behind as if he was sulking about something, but still couldn't miss some food. Kat herself was looking very tired, and strangely enough, was purring!

They sat down to breakfast. "Umm I fancy a nice warm freshly killed mouse for breakfast," Kat purrs. She suddenly realised what she has just said. She looked around in the hope that no one heard, but there are a few people looking at her. She looked at Joss. 

Joss looked back at her. Her throat chokes up because while her mind says 'gross' her mouth repeatedly says 'that sounds delicious!'. And she could almost taste the warm blood between her teeth as she would eat the mouse...'YUCK' Her mind yelled at her.

"I've never done that sort of magic for so long. I guess this must be an after effect. Did you know that you are purring over that toast?"

Chewing toast to get the mouse sensation away she looked at Kat with crumpled eyebrows.

Kat looked at Scully who was frantically trying to get onto the table and into Kat's cup of tea. Kat put the cup on the floor. "I didn't fancy it too much she say's to Joss. Looks like Scully has a craving for tea.”

Kat looked at Joss. "So what did you make of all that? I want to know what was in that Cauldron, and what are those Spiders doing. Do you suppose Madison knows anymore? Maybe we should talk to her, after all she went into the forest."

Kat pondered the adventure from last night. "Well, I guess it's Hogsmeade day today. Maybe we can catch her over a butterbeer."

Today was the great day! Students were shuffling knuts into their pockets to buy butterbeer or other stuff, excited chatter and plans were heard throughout the castle - but some students seemed to be very quiet.

There was Madison, who was allowed to leave Madam Pomfrey's sanctuary but still seemed shaken by effects of a spell. Then there was Morticia, who had not been seen much the past few days and who preferred to stay in the Slytherin common room or, when it was crowded, sat on the Quidditch grounds. She avoided having to talk to people since most of them seemed to want to make fun of her fainting in front of the class, and most of all she avoided Marvo and Yvette. She had been getting daily owls from home and wrote back long letters.

"I don't think I'm going to Hogsmeade today", she told Ceridwyn during breakfast, "I just don't feel like it. I think I'll stay here instead and try to get that Potions homework done, you can copy it when you come back."

Ceridwyn looked at Morticia, with a sad glint in her eye, "Ok, but it won't be the same without you! I'll bring you back some chocolate frogs, and a bottle of butter beer, k? " 

Marvo wandered into the breakfast hall, looking slightly tired and rubbing his eyes. He saw Kat and Joss at the Ravenclaw table, but quickly looked away. As he walked past the Slytherins table he over heard Morticia's remark about not going to Hogsmeade. “Oh really 'Tish? you not going to Hogsmeade?.... Nor am I.”

He did not wait for a response, but continued to the Gryffindor table, sat, and with a slight smile on his face started on his first plate of bacon. 

Morticia grimaced. "Seems I might be going after all", she sighs and throws a glance at Marvo. "But then, I'm expecting a very important message..."

Marvo turned to whichever Gryffindor was sitting next to him, and between mouthfuls of bacon whispered to him. “Of course, I AM going to Hogsmeade, I just don't want her sulking around the school on her own, and I hope the treat of being here alone with me will be enough to make her change her mind.”

Then someone came through the doors and sat down on the Slytherin table. He said "Hi all it's Peesemould your happy Slytherin here, I've just come back from holiday in India to see my Grandparents. So then what's been going on?"

Kat brushed past someone headed towards the Slytherin table. She muttered "Where do all these Slytherins come from? I'm sure the sorting hat must have got something wrong that year!"

Morticia called from the distance to Peesemould. "Hi! We're just about to leave for Hogsmeade! Are you coming too?"

Peesemould replied "Yeah, I think I will come, it sounds fun!" he pauses and then says "When are we going?"

“Soon,” said Morticia. “After we’ve finished breakfast.

Elizabeth who was sitting nearby smiled at this remark. She had figured this is what Marvo was up to. She couldn't imagine him passing up a trip to Hogsmeade and she was glad that Morticia wasn't going to cut herself off from the mixed group outing. Still if any move was to be made towards co-operation it would have to come from that quarter. Events seemed to be moving on. Exchanging some banter with fellow students, she went to get ready for the visit.

Kat also overheard Mavro’s comment and grinned. ‘Almost sounds like he actually likes her,’ she thought. She looks over to where Morticia is sat. ‘Maybe she knows something,’ she thinks. ‘After I've finished these sausages and beans,’ she purrs to herself.

Glueclaws who was sleeping under Morticia's chair got up and walked over to Kat, eyeing her suspiciously. "Mioooww?" he queried with a sceptical expression, but what Kat heard is "Now, silly girl, what have YOU been playing with?"

Kat jumped. ‘Ooh that isn't nice,’ she thinks. "What's it to you dumb cat?" she said. Unfortunately what those sat round her hear is a cat hissing noise. 

Scully looked up from the mug of tea she was drinking and glowered at Glueclaws. "Leave my mistress alone." She hissed and waved a threatening claw at Glueclaws.

Being able to see with cat eyes, Kat saw Glueclaws smirk in a very Morticia-like way. He sniffed at Scully, whispering "I would take better care of your human if I were you", and then walked back to Morticia and lay down under the chair again.

The owls entered and started delivering their letters. A beautiful eagle owl flew to Morticia and pecked her cheek affectionately. "Hello, Ikarus!" Morticia beamed. "How are you? How's France? Here, help yourself!" She offered the owl some ham, untied the message at Ikarus's foot and read it eagerly. "It's from Morgaine!" she explained as a fellow Slytherin asked her. "You know, my twin."

Marvo almost choked on a piece of bacon when he overheard that Morticia's twin may some time come to Hogwarts! He regained his composer and looked to see who else was at the table.
Ceridwyn whispered to Morticia, so that no one can hear, "What have your parents been saying? You're getting all these owls, you're being so quiet and removed. Are you okay?"

Morticia smiled broadly. "I told them Yvette is here and how difficult things are this year, and I told Morgaine and Nathan. And just today Morgaine wrote me that maybe she'll transfer to Hogwarts to back me up! You know, she's been having trouble at Beauxbatons anyway... but it's not for sure yet. But the fact alone that she's thinking about it... Anyway, let's go to Hogsmeade and have some butterbeer. What was I thinking? Not going? On my first-ever Hogsmeade-trip? Hah! Silly me!"

She grabbed Ceridwyn's arm, laughed and dragged her along to where the other students are already gathering.

Whatever is written in that message, it sure cheered Morticia up, and after breakfast she hurried towards the common room to grab some money and set off to Hogsmeade with the others.

Marvo watched Morticia from the corner of his eye.

When leaving breakfast, Morticia noticed him. "What is he staring at me for?" she muttered to her Slytherin friends. "Hasn't he had enough of this teasing me and all? Silly boy!" She walked past Marvo and prepared to go to Hogsmeade.

Marvo looked somewhat shocked as Morticia walked away. He whispered to himself, “I was just thinking your hair looks nice today”

Yvette was too far away to hear this, and she contented herself by mashing all of the food on her plate into one big glob. Her appetite was gone and she hadn't seen Oz for at least four days...

But there he was, looping lazily and almost falling asleep as he dropped three envelopes onto her plate. She smiled to him and he took a piece of toast from someone else's plate and followed the other owls out.

She gingerly pulled the envelopes out of the mess and wiped them off with her napkin. Opening one, she found a letter from her sister, who was at the moment attending Beuxbatons in her fifth year. The second was from her next door neighbours, whom she hated and had no idea why they'd written to her. 

And the third...it was more a package than an envelope. With widening eyes, she hoped it wasn't what she thought it was. A Howler.

"Shoot." She growled, picking it up and running as fast as she could out into the hallway. She continued to run with it even as it started shrieking at her, and with a sinking heart she knew what it was going to say.

"YVETTE MONCLERE!?!? WHAT DO YOU THINK YOU'RE DOING, TALKING TO A 

LAGRAND!!!! THEY ARE DIRT AND YOU ARE NOT TO ADDRESS THAT GIRL EVER! 

YOU HEAR ME? EVER! I HAVE NEVER BEEN SO-" The voice that was so magnified was suddenly cut off as Yvette swiped at it with her wand, mumbling words under her breath. The spell had suddenly come to her, and she continued running until she reached the fat lady's painting. It wasn't so much that SHE was embarrassed...no, it was much more than that. She'd probably embarrassed Morticia even more, and even SHE could realize that...the girl had just fainted in calls...she didn't need more! Her cheeks were reddening as she sat in the middle of the hallway and she covered her face with her hands, wand and Howler lying beside her.

What Yvette had received was fairly evident to those left in the Great Hall especially as the sound of the Howler made itself heard

Marvo turned to Elizabeth, “Families huh? Maybe someone should go and see if she's OK.”

“Yes, I was already thinking of doing that. Let things settle a few minutes just in case it's a long one. I hope she still want to come out. I wonder how they found out?”

Elizabeth was clutching her own envelope delivered by a family owl and was anxious to read it but preferred to wait until she was alone... just in case.

Madison groggily stepped out of the portrait hole, nearly crashing into Yvette. "Are you going to Hogsmeade?" Then she noticed the Howler. “Hey, what's wrong? Are you in trouble?"

Elizabeth arrived a few moments later, "Yvette? Are you OK? The Howler, sounded rough....” She noticed Madison.

Madison shrugged. "I don't know, but I need a little time off. I'm trying to get Yvette here to go to Hogsmeade with me. We both need it." She gave Yvette a tired smile. "Come on, whaddya say? We could kick back with some butterbeer and browse the joke shop."

Yvette picked up the howler and started trying to shred it into little pieces. "I thought I was going...now I dunno." She said in a monotone, sighing. "Well, see, my mom's mad at me, that's all. And she's never sent me a Howler before, so it was kind of a...er...surprise."

Madison smiled weakly at her. "Hey, don't worry about it. She's your mom. She still loves you, despite whatever it is she's mad at. She'll get over it." Then she thought. "You know, I'm going to Hogsmeade. You should go too. Sounds like we both need a little fun today...Take our minds off our troubles for a while."

"Despite it though the trip should be good. Take your mind off things. It's a long time until the next Hogsmeade visit.” Elizabeth brandished her own letter at the other girls. "Just received this. Give me a couple minutes I might be feeling somewhat differently. I think I'll open it in private though."

Madison shrugged. "I don't know, but I need a little time off. I'm trying to get Yvette here to go to Hogsmeade with me. We both need it." She gave Yvette a tired smile. "Come on, whaddya say? We could kick back with some butterbeer and browse the joke shop."

"Yeah, come Yvette. We really need this. Marvo is still in the Hall. Trying to earwig on what's happening with the Slytherin group no doubt. I'm just going to get my cloak and hurry him up so he doesn't get left behind. My letter can wait until later - if it is a Howler, I don't want my day spoiled. I've never had butter beer before! I'm really looking forward to it and to do some shopping." Said Elizabeth.

Elizabeth came back to the Hall with her outdoor cloak to see where Marvo has got to. “You're a slow eater this morning, Marvo. If you don't get a move on you'll miss the trip - unless that's what you want?"

Marvo hadn't quite realized how much time had passed and filled her in on the 'twin situation'. “Well, that should be interesting, if it happens. Yvette seems pretty upset. I don't understand this sort of thing. Morticia seems to have real problems with you too but that seems more to do with your teasing and baiting her.”

Marvo, finishing his last bit of bacon (a house elf tapping it's toe waiting) looked up at Elizabeth. “Sorry Lizzy, just done.” He stood and a black envelope fell from his lap. He quickly picked it up and put it in his robe. “I'll be back in a moment, just get my cloak.” He rushes out to the common room.

Madison and Yvette were still in the hall in front of the portrait when Marvo rushed by. "Hi Marvo!" Madison greeted. "What's the hurry? Are you going to Hogsmeade today?" 

Yvette finally relented, smiling slightly. "I could use some butterbeer." The smile was gone. "And maybe I'll buy an exploding envelope for my Mom." 

Madison blinked. "Uh...that's the spirit. Or hey, maybe you could send her a toilet seat." 

There was a chuckle behind them. Egreen, who had not been present at breakfast, and had been as distant as ever these last few days. He seemed to find their comment amusing.

Madison smiled. "Hopefully, I don't wander off and turn up in the Forest again. And I heard the Three Broomsticks serves up some really good butterbeer. I haven't had any since we left the States."

"Yes", said Egreen, "but you can't get butterbeer in the states can you? Its all this Butterbeer Lite rubbish"

"Would you like to send her a dried newt" smiled Egreen innocently. Egreen seemed to be in a strange mood. He was walking funny, and had a greenish tint to him, or maybe it was just the bags under his eyes.

Kat was lurking close by quite by accident. She looked at Egreen. 

"Egreen what have you been doing? You haven't been in that forest, have you? You look all gooey like that mixture in the cauldron." Kat gasps. She hadn't meant to say that. She also wonders if the voice of the man in the woods was Egreen’s.

After making a comment like that Kat realised that she would be interrogated if she stayed here much longer. She rushed off to collect her money to go to Hogsmeade. She was feeling a little happier this morning, even if she did have some strange after effects. She waited outside the common room for the other Ravenclaws and then made her way towards Hogsmeade with the other milling students.

Morticia came along with some Slytherin friends, all of them chatting excitedly about Hogsmeade. When she saw Madison, Yvette and the other girls standing there, Morticia left the huddle. "Hey, Maddie," she said with a shy smile, "how are you? Are you okay?" She looked at Yvette, but to everyone's surprise, did not mention the Howler at all, nor did she try to tease or insult Yvette.

Madison smiled back at her, relieved that she didn't mention the Howler. "I'm doing okay," she replied. "A butterbeer and something from Honeydukes should make me feel even better. We'll see you at Hogsmeade!" she called as Morticia rushed back to her friends.

Yvette stared at Morticia's retreating back. She wasn't sure that had happened...but back to reality she came, and she grinned at Madison. "Let's go to Zonko's first, before the rush. I've been saving up for months!" 

Elizabeth was very excited about the trip. This was the first time that she had been on such a trip without some form of close supervision and the sense of freedom was exhilarating.

True there were a number of teachers accompanying them but they seemed more interested in talking among themselves than watching the students. She looked forward to her first taste of butter beer and hoped to find some interesting shops in the village in which to spend her allowance.

As she walked she fingered the letter that she had stuffed into her pocket without reading. She had recognized the seal as her father's but wanted the chance to read it without being overlooked by anyone else, especially Marvo, who appeared to have his nose in everything these days.

Winifred emerged from the Slytherin Common Room ready to go to Hogsmeade. She noticed Morticia and Ceridwyn and joined them. "I hope we leave soon. I have knuts burning a hole in my pocket. Are all the others coming?"

Morticia rushed back from Madison and some other girls she had talked to. "Sure, I'm here. Should we wait for Egreen? Do you think he'll come at all? Maybe he'll study..."

"Hello, Morticia." Egreen’s looked a bit better now. He was walking a lot straighter and looking less green. "You look nice" Oops! Egreen went bright pink. "er, right, what shall we do in Hogsmeade?"

Morticia giggled and blushed. "Uhm - I don't know. I think we should just go and see, it's our first time there after all... but I really need Chocolate Frogs."

“Wait for me!” called Arivel, running up the corridor toward the group of Slytherins. She slowed down on approaching them. “Whew! Sorry I'm late! I was going over some Quidditch plays in the common room and totally lost track of time! Let's go! I'm dying to get my hands on some of the stuff in Honeydukes!”

"Hey, I want to go have a look at the Shrieking Shack, anyone want to come with? I too need some chocolate frogs Morticia." Ceridwyn leaned in closely, so that only Morticia and the other Slytherins could hear, "You know, you could give Marvo a roach cluster, hehe." Ceridwyn smiled. 

Morticia frowned. "Marvo? He would get chocolate-frosted dried newts if I didn't think he'd like them! But let's go and see the Shack!"

Ceridwyn laughed. "Yeah, then where, Honeydukes or Zonko's?"

"All of them, of course!"

"Ceridwyn, can I come with you and the rest?" Peesemould asked as he wandered up.

Ceridwyn looked at Morticia, then said, "Sure, what the heck. Hey, do you have any kind of nickname?"

“Thanks a lot! You can call me Peesey! “

Lorien ran out of the common room out of breath. "I am. My brother, Thorin, wants me to buy him a book on Hogsmeade. He's a real book worm, a total nerd."

