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HP-Hogwarts Role Play Transcript 10 

An Eventful Afternoon

Transcript covers the afternoon of the first day of classes that began in Transcript 9. It includes Messages:   3261 - 3618 (6th- 14th February 2001). Among other things it introduces DADA teacher Professor Anders Grimalkin, Katia: a half-Veela troublemaker, sees both the start of a forbidden relationship and a previously unknown sinister aspect to Gryffindor student Andy Warden.  
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The History of Magic Class

Professor Binns floated through the blackboard and surveyed the students that had arrived. He didn't bother with registers he just launched straight into it...

"Ok, turn to page 110 in your text books. With a new term we will be starting the second rebellion and Goblin wars.

Right after the end of the..." He launched into his well practised lesson without so much as giving the students time to open their books.

The hour passed slowly. Professor Binns ignored the late arrivals He ignored all questions preferring to lecture without break. A number of students lay down and napped for the session. The bell sounds for lunch the Professor wandered back through the black board.

Elia pays close attention to the class (unlike almost everyone else, who sleep) and takes copious notes. When Professor Binns leaves, she packs up her things, but stays in

Yawning, the students begin to leave HoM, and go to lunch.

**************

After Nimue bid Niki goodbye she headed for one of the girls bathrooms until class had begun and she could move more freely around the halls. She'd noted Professor Snape standing impatiently near the front entrance and no matter how cordial relations might be between them, he wasn't likely to allow that or a feigned headache to deter his displeasure at her taking the liberty of cutting class. 

She also didn't want to run into Arcadia and Achel who'd probably be walking together to HoM after being held back by McGonagall.

So, once the bell for next session had rung and a good 10 minutes had passed, Nimue headed out one of the side entrances into the grounds where she could just be alone. She could sense that Marcus was about, as the charm she now always wore would have alerted him that she was outside. She looked up and high on the battlements she could see him. Not yet in hawk form but watching her carefully.

*Life isn't fair. * She thought. Marcus was devoted to her but she didn't know how much was because it was his assignment from Lord Emrys Hawkwood, who as 'the Merlin' commanded a great deal of loyalty from those wizards who worked with him and how much it was because of her - Nimue. Was it just because she was to be the next *Merlin* when the day came for her Father to die or did he have any feelings for her? Was he even allowed to? No, he was the most perfect of gentleman and while she might love him for that, she knew he lived and breathed his knightly code of honour. 

Then there was Marvo. She liked Marvo a great deal, even loved him as a brother and friend but they were both too young for such weighty matters as arranged marriages. 

Then there was Achel. Now she knew she must dismiss from her thoughts. She had been a distraction and Miss Fudge was without doubt prettier and more vivacious than Nimue whose dark hair and eyes made her beauty much more solemn and understated. 

*So Marcus is out, Marvo and I are friends but nothing else but our parents are already planning the wedding and grandchildren, and Achel has gone to greener pastures! I am fated to be the loneliest girl at school because my best friend is in love with the boy who I am suppose to marry in a few years time. Can my life get any more complex? *

She quickly made a gesture that banished that thought because she knew if you tempted the Fates they'd respond with some new torment!

The hour passed quickly with these thoughts in her head.

The Defence Against the Dark Arts Teacher
The Knight Bus rattled on its way, and Anders buried his head under the pillow in an effort to drown out the constant chatter of its many occupants. He still wasn't used to being In Company.  Eight long months of horror whilst he had been held in Azkaban had worked their effects on the young wizard.

Quite why he had accepted Dumbledore's job offer, he didn't know.  He'd often considered teaching as an alternative to his chosen career of professional Quidditch - after all, Quidditch players burned out young. But teaching Defence Against the Dark Arts?  It had never exactly been one of his better subjects while he'd been at Hogwarts...but then again, what had? Dreamy and introvert, Anders Grimalkin had not been a particularly popular student, even amongst the members of his own house.

Noticing that the chatter had died down a little, he peeked his head out from under the pillow.  He'd managed to avoid having to talk to anybody by claiming he felt unwell.  It wasn't an entire lie: Anders was recovering from a recent illness that had left his handsome face pale and gaunt, and his once slender, but muscular frame was now covered by robes that hung loosely from his thin shoulders.  Azkaban would do that to a guy.  His striking, cornflower-blue eyes contrasted in true Celtic fashion with his raven-black hair, which whilst a little unkempt and untidy, was sleek and thick.  He was a handsome young man - or would have been, were it not for the constant look of a mouse cornered by a particularly hungry cat.  His eyes roamed constantly, as if looking for threats from all angles, and he

was nervy and jumpy.

The witch who had given him a medical check-up following his conditional release from Azkaban had smiled at him and assured him that with a return to the Outside World, decent food and with the new job he had managed to obtain, he would soon fill out again.

He sighed.  In the whole of his twenty-three years on this planet, nothing had ever been easy.  He had a sneaking suspicion that his new job was not going to escape the yoke of that complexity.

He closed his eyes and tried to doze, but the nightmare was there, in the corners of his mind, ready to pull him into the pit of misery that it delighted in keeping him.  His eyes snapped open again and he stared forlornly out of the window.

[Time Passed.  It has a worrying habit of doing that]

"Hogsmeade!" shouted the conductor, cheerfully.  "Everyone off who's for Hogsmeade!"

Picking up the red holdall that held everything he owned - virtually nothing, Anders counted carefully through the meagre number of Sickles in his robe pocket and paid his fare before dismounting.  He had made the decision to go to Hogsmeade first rather than Hogwarts, hoping he could buy himself a few bits and pieces.  His vault at Gringotts was now totally empty, and his Muggle parents, both now dead, had not been rich.  All of their estate had been swallowed up with the payment of outstanding debts.

All Anders owned of value was his motorbike, which he already missed terribly.

An hour later, with a small supply of the herbs that he needed for the potion that eased his cough, his unkempt hair pulled back into a neat - well, neatISH - ponytail, Anders trudged up the road towards Hogwarts School of Wizardry and Witchcraft, with an impending feeling of disaster that he

couldn't shake.

Waiting at the main door to Hogwarts, Professor Snape is NOT in a good mood. He had plans today. I particularly difficult unannounced test for his next Potion class, and he had a lot of preparing to do, as 

well as informing Madam Pomfrey to expect some students to be visiting her after class.

He waits impatiently as Anders makes his way to the door.

'There you are! You're Late!'

This was Snape's best effort at a 'warm welcome' Why Dumbledore had insisted he meet this new teacher he did not know, Dumbledore probably thought it a nice joke, seeing as how Snape had wanted the Defence against the Dark Darks position himself

Shape leads Anders into the great hall, without another word or even acknowledging any greeting Anders may offer. He glares at any students who dare to come too near or even look in their direction.

They walk through the hall and up a flight of spiralling stairs.

'Here' says Shape, vaguely waving his hand up the corridor. 'Your Office is there. Now I have more important things to do'

With that he starts to walk back down the stairs, but stop and turns.  'And Grimalkin - don't think I don't know! I'll be keeping a VERY close eye on your every move.... Enjoy your stay.' Then he is gone.

Anders winced at Snape's final words.  He remembered the Professor all too well - and it was no surprise that Snape would be aware of his trial. After all, the Welsh National Seeker appearing before a court of witches and wizards on trial for suspected murder wasn't exactly...low key.

Sighing heavily as the Potions master flounced out of his way, he walked, very slowly and uncertainly in the direction Snape had vaguely gestured, his holdall slung over one shoulder.

He cut a miserable figure indeed, in his well-worn, slightly fraying at the edges robes of dark blue.

~Maybe this *wasn't* such a good move,~ he thought miserably to himself as he entered what was going to be his office for the duration of his stay. He knew that DAtDA teachers never lasted long at Hogwarts.  For one brief moment when Dumbledore had suggested the job, his hopes had sparked.  Maybe he could break the mould.  Maybe he could be the one to stay longer than the others.  But defiance quickly gave way to despondency.

Dropping off his bag, he treated the office to a cursory glance and then headed back out towards the main door.  He had to have a cigarette before his nerves got so bad he couldn't even light the thing.

Smoking was a vice that Anders had only taken up since his release from Azkaban.  He'd found very quickly that it eased the shakes and the nerves that had been left in the one-time confident young wizard - and he'd just as quickly become hooked on them.

Hoping no one would notice, he slid outside the main entrance and lit up a cigarette, closing his eyes in relief as he felt the butterflies in his stomach begin to settle.

Lunch - First Day of Term

Anders had finished his hasty cigarette and, feeling noticeably calmer, had slunk quietly and as unobtrusively as he could manage back into the school. Heading straight for the Great Hall, he had slid almost shyly into a seat at the Teacher's table, and was now nibbling tentatively at a plate of food,

self-conscious about being sat at the top of the room where everyone could see him.

Ducking his head shyly, he concentrated very attentively on his plate and hoped that he would fade quietly into the background.  He'd never been much good at doing that - 6'4" of Welshman was guaranteed to raise more than a fleeting glance.

Occasionally his gaze would lift and look around curiously, but for the most part, he was simply a silent, somewhat enigmatic figure.

As they are sitting, Niki turns to the person next to her and points up at the teacher's table. "That man's new, isn't he? The one with the really blue eyes?" She looks more closely. "Yeah, I don't recognise him..."

Winifred entered the Great Hall with most of the others and headed over to the Slytherin table. Upon hearing Niki's question, she glanced at the teacher's table. "Hm, he looks really familiar..."  Winifred said softly. "He almost looks like the seeker who was tried for murder, but it couldn't be the same man...could it?"

"Who? Wait... I think I do remember! Andrew... no, Anders... It begins with a G..." Niki shakes her head. "I'm surprised," she admits. "I can't remember what his last name is, but he was found 

innocent a month or so ago. He's handsome, isn't he?" She grins. "Grimalkin, that's it!"

"Very handsome," Winifred replies, grinning. "So when's our next Defence Against the Dark Arts class?"

Arcadia does not say much over lunch.  She spends most of the time watching <drooling? > over the new DADA Teacher.

"Did someone call me?" Andy asks as he walks over to Niki books in hand. "I heard Andrew..."

He sat down at the Slytherin table, but stood up when a couple of 6th years gave him the evil eye. The last thing he wanted to do was pick a fight. He decided to stand until he was finished the conversation.

"Hey," he said. "Did you see that new guy? Who is he?" Andy looked around to see if he could locate Anders, but he couldn't be found.

Niki laughs. "No, I didn't call. I was trying to remember our new professor's name. It's Anders, not Andrew, but confusing, isn't it?"

Nimue walks into the Great Hall and spots Niki at the Slytherin table. On her way to the Gryffindor table she stops and says:

"Niki, thank you for being so understanding earlier. I feel better now that I've had a chance to just sit by myself and clear my head. I'm practically over Achel already - if Arcadia is whom he wants to be with

that's his choice."

Peeves comes floating through the great hall. He pulls faces at the "firsties" at the tables and is just heading past the head table when he notices the new teacher.

"OOooooooo nasty little student! He's back! OOOooooooo I know what you did. Nasty Nasty Nasty...."  He floats away again irritating a few more students on his way.

Anders stared up at Peeves in horror.  "I...uh...you..." His pale face flushed bright pink with embarrassment and he sought the dusty shelves of memory in the hope of finding a spell that would cause the ground to open up and swallow him

Peeves had caused poor Anders enough grief whilst the young man had been a student at the school.  Shy and introvert, he'd been a target for the Slytherin bullies from day one - which had been unusual when one considered that Anders Grimalkin had been placed in Slytherin himself.

The Sorting Hat still had nightmares about that first day.  When the gawkish, awkward eleven-year old Welsh boy had put on the Hat, it had probed gently into his thoughts and been completely and utterly bewildered by what it had found.  Nothing, no house seemed right.  Finally, after about twenty minutes of young Anders sitting, feeling ashamed and ready to go home, the poor, exhausted and bewildered Hat had placed him in Slytherin in desperation.

Nobody, not even the Hat understood it.  It was chalked down as one of the poor article of clothing's biggest errors.

Anders recalled this day as he sat there now, glaring angrily at the wall through which Peeves had just floated.  Trust Peeves! As if.

**********

After nervously looking around, Joe makes his way into the very noisy Great Hall.  Looking up to see the house banners, checking with a sketch on a piece of paper, Joe silently makes his way over to the Gryffindor table. Walking in stride with him is a rather large, but not plump, jet-black cat with a brilliant white patch, in the shape of a star, on his front.  Approaching the table Joe says, "Err, I'm not sure if I'm doing this right... is this chair free?"  The black cat has taken a position right next Joe and meows up at him. Bending down to his cat Joe says, "Not now, you just hang out by me alright? No, no exploring."

Randal wandered into the Great hall. He had left Elia in the History of Magic Classroom, hoping she wouldn't be too offended if he actually introduced himself to someone else....

He walked over to Nimue and Niki chatting by the Slytherin table. "Hi Niki. And who is this charming creature? May I?" He picked up Nimue's hand and kissed it gently. Then he flicked his hair from his eyes where it had fallen. He winked at Niki, as if to say, that will cheer her up. He was very observant about things like that.

"I am Randal Fudge and very much pleased to meet you."

"Elizabeth Hawkwood, though I am usually called by my middle name, Nimue. Your father is Minister of Magic isn't he? Surprised we haven't met in London."

"Yes my father is the Minister of Magic. I have not spent much time at functions with my father, but I am sure I would remember such a pretty face." Randal grins at Nimue.

Nimue smiled back and excused herself from the Slytherin table with a mental note to ask her Father about the Fudge family.

Niki grins, and mouths, "Thank you!" before digging in to her meal. "Is that a poltergeist?" she asks, pointing at Peeves as he leaves the room. "We had one at our old house... Extremely irritating, he was... He liked to leave certain... intimate articles of clothing... in rather embarrassing positions."

***************

Daily Prophet - Clipping from a Month Ago

============================================

"HE'S AS GUILTY AS HELL" SEEKER RELEASED FROM AZKABAN!

THE trial ended today of the former Cardiff Chargers and Welsh International Seeker, Anders Grimalkin with a surprise verdict of 'Not Guilty'.

This reporter thought he stank so much of guilt you could smell him coming a mile off.

However, who am I to argue with the authorities?  And this newspaper is, of course, TOTALLY impartial. Not.

Grimalkin (23), was placed in custody at Azkaban eight months ago to the day following the now infamous incident at the Wales vs. Norway match where Grimalkin apparently dived at the Norwegian Beater, Olaf Petersen for no apparent reason, causing both men to plummet to the ground.  As is well

documented, Petersen died on impact.  Grimalkin, however, escaped with little more than two broken ribs and a blow to the side of the head that left him with apparent amnesia.  The Seeker claimed at his initial questioning to have no memory of events leading up to and during the incident at all.

His trial here has lasted two weeks whilst an assorted panel of judges and jurors examined all the psychological evidence that spoke overwhelmingly in Grimalkin's favour.  It would seem that despite a tendency to lose his temper if pushed too hard, Grimalkin was considered too mild to have deliberately chosen to cause this tragedy, and consequently he was granted a conditional release from Azkaban.

Sadly, we have tried (without success) to determine exactly what these conditions are, but alas, we cannot advise you.  If you see him coming, we suggest going the other way very fast.

We CAN advise you, however, that in a shock move, Grimalkin has been offered the job of Defence Against the Dark Arts Professor at Hogwarts, by this column's favourite old duffer, Albus Dumbledore.

Dumbledore is well known for pitying cases like Grimalkin.  It is evident that he, and others of his ilk have been responsible for agreeing that this young Welshman, who was witnessed by thousands of Quidditch fans slamming into an innocent Norwegian, was not capable of the crime we all saw him

commit.

Any questions about the wizarding world justice system should be re-directed away from this paper.

***************

Dylan came to lunch late, slinking into the Great Hall, a book clutched in his hand tightly.  This morning had proven that there was no such thing as an easy ride for him, and he wasn't going to let the 

frog incident happen again.  Hoping he went unnoticed, he slid into his place at the Gryffindor table, and propped his book open.  His brow furrowed, he concentrated on the words in front of him, oblivious to the fact that he was supposed to be eating instead of working.

Yvette grinned at Dylan, her cheerful look deadening as she saw him reading the book. Books were bad....so much had happened because of them. She almost hated books. And this book was so good he was reading it instead of eating? Trouble, she was sure.

"Dylan?" She said his name, hoping to get his attention. "What're ya reading?"

"Eh?" he responded automatically before looking up.  He brushed the hair out of his blue-grey eyes and flipped to the front of the book.  "Arithmancy or sommat like tha'.  I...I don't want t' repeat my performance from this mornin'," Dylan admitted quietly, blushing a little, and the colour looked odd in his pale face.  

She nodded, ducking her head to hide the grin on her face. She managed to control it and looked back up. "Don't worry about it! You should have seen me as a first year. Peeves loved me so much I had 

blue hair for a week."

"Yeah, but I'm a third year now.  I can't be fallin' behind...or disintegratin' frogs, not anymore," Dylan replied seriously.  He quirked a brow as he looked at her.  "Though I'm glad you find it amusin'."  He had indeed caught the grin, and it hadn't pleased him.  He wasn't about to be a laughingstock here.

"Ooh...sorry." Yvette nearly blushed. This was the *second time* in one day she'd gotten someone to take offence at what she'd done. "Have you seen the new Defence teacher?"

The slight, whether real or imagined, seemed forgotten.  "No, I've not," Dylan told her, and craned his neck to get a decent look at the table where the teachers ate.  His keen eyes picked out a slender chap with hair and eyes similar to his own, and Dylan almost frowned.  "Who is he?  Where's he from?" he asked Yvette.

Niki excuses herself for a moment, and walks over to Dylan. "Wales too," Niki replies to Dylan's' question about Anders, then grins mischievously. "You know, Dylan, you're almost as attractive as he is... What d'you think, Yvette? Est-il beau?"

Yvette laughed out loud at this, winking at Niki. "Oui, tu aimes..." She flicked her eyes to Dylan and back.

"Excuse me," Niki says, trying to ignore the stares she gets from the Gryffindors who don't think that one of their number should be fraternising with a Slytherin. "Dylan, I was wondering if maybe we could practice for Transfiguration sometime... I have a free period tomorrow before lunch...?" She feels her face getting red, and prays that Dylan will at least not be rude in his rebuttal.

"Um...," he dithered, then nodded.  "I could use the practice, I s'ppose."  Dylan, too felt a little put on the spot, the stares from the older Gryffindors nearly boring a hole through him.  He hated being stared at, hated it more than almost anything else.  But nonetheless, he tried to smile.  "We'll figure out a time or sommat later, then?  Don't know my schedule real well yet."

Niki smiles. "Thanks. I know I can *definitely* use the practice... We didn't do anything this hard at my old school."

"The guy's name is Anders something!" She looked at the teacher as well, sitting up straighter for a better view. "And rumour's got it..." Her voice dropped to a whisper, "He was in Azkaban!"

Niki turns to look daggers at Yvette. "Let's not talk about Azkaban," she says coldly, and returns to her seat.

Yvette sighed, mumbling something to herself about the number three.

Madison slumped into an empty seat near Dylan and Yvette and started on her lunch. *I hope everything's okay with Lee,* she thought to herself. 

*He'll be back tomorrow...I guess I'll find out then...*  She absently  brushed her long dark hair out of her face and looked up at the others. "So, what's going on?" Spotting the book, she smiled.  "Studying? Maybe you can help me out on some of my classes?  Arithmancy and Astronomy...I just don't get it..."     

Dylan was more than slightly mystified by all the French and Niki skulking away, but he simply shrugged and looked at Madison.  "You're out o' luck wi' help from me.  I'm no good at any o' this."  

"The only thing I'm good at..." Yvette blushed faintly, feeling guilty, "Is Transfiguration."

Madison shrugged.  "I guess I'll wait 'til Lee gets back.  Thanks  anyway."  She lowered her voice.  "What's the story on this Anders Grimalkin? I heard he was in Azkaban for killing some guy in Quidditch or something....And that he doesn't remember any of it."  She shrugged.  "From what I heard, it seems like some people think he should be guilty.  I'm all for him, though.  If he really doesn't remember it, then you can't say it was really him that did it..."  She seemed to be spacing out, but quickly brought herself back.  "Anyway, other than that, he seems like a pretty cool professor.  Doesn't seem like a Snape, at least. I hope nobody gives him any trouble about this..."  she said, her thoughts flying to Peeves.

Ayumi had just entered the great hall, and slumped down across the way from Dylan, Niki, Madison and Yvette. "Ugh! History of Magic...might as well be History of the back of my eyelid......" She collapsed in a heap, and could've very well drifted off to sleep right there.

But all the talk about the new teacher brought her back into reality. Ayumi attentively listened as each student inserted their small knowledge, while half heartedly shoving mashed potatoes and meat into her mouth. She swallowed and added to the conversation. "Y'know, I heard rumours about him floating around just this morning. The new Defence of the Dark Arts teacher, right?" A few other students nodded.     "I know I've only been here a few days, but it seems that Hogwarts has a hard time keeping their Dark Art Professors..... Is it some sort of curse? Or only a strain of bad luck?" 

Noting the shocks of a fight brewing, Ayumi was quick to change the subject. "AH-hah!! Say, you guys, what's up after lunch?" She wasn't one to sit by and watch conflicts begin. "I really hope Divination is coming up....." she mumbled. "Teacups and frog just aren't my thing....."

Dylan scowled, his eyes darkening to the colour of stormclouds.  "I don't know how you can do tha' stuff.  Frogs t' teacups?  Wha's th' point?"  He felt bad for scoffing at Yvette so, but he was more than 

embarrassed about his own lack of ability; covering it up with bravado was the only way he knew how to deal with it.  It was all he could do.

"I dunno, do I look like a Professor?" Yvette's own eyes were narrowed.

Dylan bristled, feeling the familiar tension of that moment where he either apologised and left, or picked a fight.  He wasn't going to pick a fight, not here, not with a girl, especially one of his own 

house.  Wasn't quite right, nor fair.  Dylan scowled.  "O' course not, don't be daft.  Jus' don't understand, 'tis all," he snapped in return.

Yvette looked at him in disdain, then back at her plate. She just knew if she opened her mouth she'd be in a fight, and she'd had enough fights to last her a lifetime. She had a special talent for getting people annoyed with her. "Then don't rip my throat out for it." She replied softly.

His scowl deepened.  "Don't mind me.  I'm jus' a dumb Taff, I know.  A Welsh idiot," he sneered.  Dylan shoved his book in his back and quickly left the table, his face bright read.  Quickly, he crossed 

and left the Great Hall, his wizarding robes billowing behind him like great stormclouds.

Yvette averted her eyes to the plate in front of her, ignoring the stares she was receiving from the suddenly quiet hall. Should she go after him and apologise? She really didn't want to get her head 

knocked off...and now he'd be heading to the Common Room, so there was nowhere for her to go.

"Four." She mumbled. This definitely counted as a second. She sipped some orange juice, a blush creeping up her neck.

A few moments later, a girl enters the hall. Immediately, almost all male eyes in the room are fixed on her as she saunters towards the Slytherin table. She is tall and slender in what are considered the 'right' places, and, in the words of the old saying, broad where a broad should be broad. She wears a robe that has obviously been altered to be much tighter, and it sets off her golden-brown eyes, but her hair is dark and smooth. Her mouth is set in a slight sneer as she inspects the food, but when she smiles her face is quite attractive. Her nails are long and painted blood red, and they are uncannily reminiscent of cat's claws. 

"Good afternoon," she says coolly, her voice slightly throaty with a trace of an accent. 

Niki, still angry with herself after her reaction to talk of Azkaban, glances at the newcomer. "Bonjour," she says, and returns to her meal.

Winifred, who had been trying very hard to listen in on the Gryffindors' conversation, looked up when this new student walked in. Winifred couldn't help but feel jealous and inferior. Her plain looks never attracted any attention. She sighed loudly. Why can't for once anybody pay any attention to *me*? She quickly finished eating and left the hall to sort out her thoughts.

The new girl raises an eyebrow as Winifred fled the hall, but says nothing. Instead, she turns to Arcadia, who she is sitting near, and smiles. "My name is Katia von und zu Drachenstein. I am joining third year classes. Are you a third year student?"

Arcadia, who had noticed the new girl's entrance was currently eating from a bag of sweets.

"Hi" She said with a smile " Yes I'm a Third Year too. Great to find someone else who cares how they look!" Then she leans over and whispers "Some of these others could do with loosing a pound or too!" She straitens up. " I LOVE what you've done with your robe! And you hair is beautiful. What do you use? I have to brush mine every morning and night to keep it so shiny"

She shakes her head slightly and her straight gold locks flow, and she takes another sweet from the bag.

"Mmm. These are SO nice. Daddy got them especially for me from Switzerland, that's where I used to be. They're special. not a calorie in them and they taste DIVINE. Would you like one? I recommend the blue ones"

She passes the bag over to Katia.  "So where do you come from?"

Katia giggles, and accepts one of the blue sweets. "Vielen dank," she says with a smile. "I am from Germany." She glances down at the Hogwarts insignia on her robe. "This is the only one that Mutti's 

dressmaker could finish in time for me to come, but Mutti und Vater said they would send me the rest of the robes as soon as they were ready. There are some very interesting designs." She looks around at 

the others. "I see what you mean about the others! And my hair? I have a book call Cosmetic Charms for the Modern Witch. It's quite helpful. So, what class do we have after this?"

Arcadia smiles. " sorry.. Oh.. Arithmancy I think. yes. We better be going." With that she starts to walk out. Still smiling.

Anders was aware of the eyes that were on him throughout lunch, and he felt awkward and uncomfortable and a little like a small wriggling thing under a microscope.

He heard the increased volume of Dylan's voice as he stormed out of the Hall, and his subconscious mind picked up the accent.  A wry smile flickered across his face as he recalled another young Welsh student, several years ago, who had been much given to flouncing out in a similar manner.  The

Celtic blood was hot, no doubt about it.

He took a forkful of lunch and munched thoughtfully.  He had no idea how he was going to progress this job.  It had been sprung on him, somewhat.  It was either accept Dumbledore's offer, or sit around, unemployable and miserable.  He hoped he could do a good job of it, but time would tell.

His eyes rested on a small group of girls, nearly all of who were looking straight back at him.  He could feel his cheeks start to burn and returned his attention to his plate again.

The Boggart

Ayumi watched as things between Yvette and Dylan finally snapped, and sighed. Glancing casually at her watch, she suddenly felt a tug at her pant leg. "Nani...?" she muttered, looking below the table. There, Shinjiku, her fox, sat on his haunches, grinning. "And what, may I ask is so funny?" she smirked, glad to see him after the torture of Transformation and History.

"Follow me, an' I'll show you!" He happily skipped off from underneath, and Ayumi gingerly rose and followed, wondering just what was up with him *this* time. Shinjiku headed into a small hall perpendicular to the main one, and rounded a bend with Ayumi jogging behind to keep up. At last he stopped in a secluded hall, with no student or faculty hustling about, and whirled around.

"So? What's going on?" Ayumi questioned. "Oh....wait. Does this have anything to do with that package you received this morning??" 

"You bet it does!" Shinjiku was smiling more than ever. 

"What exactly was inside, then?" She crossed her arms, expectantly.

"A manual on Advanced Physical Transfiguration. I had ordered it through the Kitsune Net." Ayumi sighed, remembering how foxes where *she* came from had their own little magical sub-culture, which revolved around their immense transfiguration capabilities. Shinjiku just laughed airily. "Watch this, Ayumi! Mite masu!"

All went silent for a second. Shinjiku stood with his eyes wide and fixed in the air, concentrating. Almost suddenly, his fur started to boil out and his form became disfigured and grotesque for a second. His whole body seemed to swell up like a balloon, growing larger in relatively little time. But before Ayumi could flinch, he was through.    She stood there for a second, speechless. But with a double take, Ayumi realised what she was looking at. "A..A-A...A Snake!?" She gulped noticeably,  snakes were her among LEAST favourite thing. The head of the creature twisted, and Shinjiku's grinning face came out. 

"Nope. I've mastered a BOGGART! How fabulous, ne?!" 

"A Boggart...." Ayumi's hear skipped a beat. "Yeah, ....eh, *great* Shinjiku!" But to herself, Ayumi sighed. 'Snakes, hm? I guess I didn't realise my worst fear is snakes......' 

Turning to say something to Shinjiku, she gasped. He had disappeared! She whirled around, and just caught the tail of a snake slithering away around a corner. Ayumi yelled after him. "NoOo! Shinjiku! Don't go wandering about like that!!!" She tried to follow him around a corner, but he might as well

have apparated. Ayumi sighed with despair. "My head will BOIL for this....." she grumbled, and headed back for the main hall.

Randal looked down the table and saw his sister still eating lunch. Having finished his he got up. "I'll see you in Arithmancy then, Niki." He said, as he was sat near her during the meal. 

He wandered out into the corridor, only to meet - he wasn't quite sure what - coming towards him. Whatever it was saw him, and he felt a slight tingly feeling, as if he should know what it was. As it turned to face him he saw that it was his sister!

He quivered, as the Arcadia in front of him barked like a dog. Then realising in a flash what it was he pulled out his wand, pointed it at her and shouted "Riddiculus!" The 'boggart' in front of him started growing a shabby coat and warts started appearing on Arcadia's face...

Elia, who had come down the hall a ways behind Randal, stops as if there was a wall in front of her. The boggart turns to her, and suddenly becomes a tall, attractive woman with lots of dark hair and 

olive skin. She smiles bewitchingly at Elia, and pulls a wand out of her robes. "Hello, dear," she says, her voice heavy with an unidentifiable accent. "I've been waiting for you. I shall do my Dark Lord's bidding... You look like your father, you know. Perhaps you will be able to tell him I said so." With this, the woman/boggart moves ominously closer to Elia. Elia screams, a high, piercing scream, and seems rooted to the spot on which she stands.

Hearing the scream, Joe gets up from his seat in the great hall and rushes out, cat in tow.  Coming onto the scene Joe cries "Expellaramus!" at the figure advancing on Elia.  The spell, however, seems to have no effect. "Ok, then, just what the heck is this thing!?"

As Arcadia walks to her Arithmancy lesson she almost walks into the witch that Elia is screaming next to...

Instantly the witch changes and standing before Arcadia is.....   Arcadia! Only more beautiful, and better dressed!

"I'm SO much better that YOU! Don't even BOTHER to try and cast a spell at me little girl!"

Arcadia Screams and runs form the room  Pantalaimon runs after her, whimpering.

Niki, who is also on her way to Arithmancy, is almost doubled up with laughter at Arcadia's boggart. When Arcadia leaves, the boggart's attention is turned on Niki. Immediately, it becomes a Dementor. Niki shudders, claps one hand over her ear, and with the other she waves her wand and cries "Expecto Patronum!" A silvery mass leaves her wand, and the Dementor shrinks, and begins to stumble. "Riddikulus!" Niki cries, and dashes down the hall towards her next class.

Randal watched Elia scream and then Arcadia run.... "Wait. It's only a boggart. Arcadia!"

He looked at Elia, "Maybe we ought to find someone to get rid of it. I never was that good at them. If it does that to you again, think of it in a way that would make you laugh, point your wand and say 'Ridikulus'. Watch."

It was turning on him anyway, so as the new Arcadia appeared he pointed his wand. "Ridiculus" and it started growing fur and warts again...

************

As he chewed unenthusiastically on his lunch, Anders drifted off into something of a daydream, staring into the middle distance in a dreamy, strange way.  His long, artist's hands toyed idly with a strange pendant that he wore on a gold chain around his neck.  Closer observation would reveal that this pendant seemed to be little more than a small, but perfect globe of pure, clear crystal.

Having decided he'd eaten enough, he got to his feet and walked down the length of the Great Hall, past the table of students who had been staring at him and whispering.  As he walked by, he slowed a little, and thought he'd try making an effort.  "Hello," he said in his soft lilt.  "I'm the new DADA Professor - Anders Grimalkin.  Look forward to seeing you in my lessons." With a shy smile and a nod of his head, he continued walking past, his dark blue robes fluttering around him like a swarm of excited butterflies.

Once out of the Great Hall, he pondered over what he should do next.  Maybe go and find out where he would be sleeping.  Anything had to be better than his tiny, one-man cell in...That Place.  He shuddered, as always, as he stood and remembered Azkaban.  The horrors, the abject fear that had gnawed at him day and night...

Shaking himself, he snapped out of that particular trance and decided to go mix his cough potion.  But before he could do that, he had to find Professor Snape in order to obtain one or two more herbs that he'd been unable to buy in Hogsmeade due to lack of cash.  He hoped that the Potions Master would

Be at least...a little understanding.

Automatic memory from his own time at Hogwarts kicked in as he headed towards Snape's dungeon.

Anders had heard the commotion from the corridor and had turned back, hastening his step towards the noise.  He cottoned on remarkably quickly to what was happening here and he stared from Randal to the Boggart.

With an almost imperceptible shake of his wrist, his slim, willow wand with a griffin's feather slid into his grip.  "It's OK," he said, softly.  "May as well put the so-called skills of this DADA job to use, huh?"  

He winked.  The Boggart turned and glowered at him balefully before there was an audible... ...POP!...

...of air as the thing turned into the tiniest thing imaginable.  A small object, roughly the size of the pendant that Anders wore around his neck hung in the air before him.  The critical difference was that where his own pendant was clear quartz, this was jet-black onyx.

The young Professor paled visibly, but a slow smile spread across his face as he pointed his wand at the tiny object. "Riddikulus."

Ayumi had just run up behind Prof. Anders, attracted by the screams. She was just in time to witness the transformation of the creature, applied by the new DADA teacher. 

"Ack! Dameee!" she wailed, stumbling up to the small, somewhat smouldering mass. "Shiiinjikuuu-chan....." Ayumi kneeled over it, shuddering. "I..I..I told you not to..." she sniffed. "You stupid fox....." 

Slowly getting up, Ayumi was met by some very puzzled looks....

Niki sticks her head back out the doorway. "Is it... is it gone?" she pants. She's obviously been running very fast. "Professor Grimalkin?" she says, looking at him. "Is it gone? It's just... It really scared me."

Anders smiled at Niki.  "It's OK, it's dealt with."  Indeed, the Boggart had finally dissipated into nothingness.  "You're alright to come out.  Come on. Come out by 'ere."

He slid his wand back into the sleeve of his robe.  He had been surprised that his 'Ridikkulus' charm had worked at all - the wand hadn't been used in so long.  As always when he thought of that fact, he mourned the loss of his broom licence.  Since the Incident, he'd been banned from going near a broom

of any kind - just another one of the conditions of his release from...That Place.

He winked at Niki and turned on his heel, heading for Snape's dungeon.

Randal looked a little embarrassed that he had not been able to deal with the boggart himself. But he obviously wasn't the least capable student here, he had realised what it was, and tried to deal with it. 

He was the perfect image of sulleness again. He went over to Niki. "Are you ok? We better go its Arithmancy next for me...

He remembered Elia, and turned to her. "How about you? You ok too. Little scary the first time isn't it? Are you doing Arithmancy?"

"Did I miss something?" Morticia comes hurrying along the corridor and is surprised at what the others tell her. "A boggart? A real one? Damn it, I always wanted to see one of them! I wonder what I would have seen...Too bad Snape held me up. Are you alright, Niki?"

Niki smiles with relief. "I'm okay," she says. "It's just... it was a Dementor, for me. I have Arithmancy next." She glances at Elia, who  finally seems to be coming back to life. "Are you coming?"

Elia turns and glares at Niki for a moment before walking quickly away down the hallway towards her next class. 

"Well, excuse me!" Niki mutters. She turns to Randal. "Might as well keep going. Professor Grimalkin seems to have disappeared. Morticia, are you coming to Arithmancy?"

Peesemould has been staring at the wallpaper (again) and snaps into action.  As he sees Arcadia run off, he runs to find her. He then tries to calm her down "Are you alright?" He asks soothingly "What did you see?"

Arcadia is dabbing her eyes with a small light blue lacy handkerchief and smiles as she sees Peesemould. "Oh yes <sniff> I'm fine."

She takes from inside her robe a small compact and inside is some pink dust and a very tiny wand. She waves the wand over her face and smiles "There. All sorted. You going to Arithmancy?"

Arithmancy Class

Miss Vector, the Arithmancy smiles broadly as the Class begin to take their seats, which is never a good sign… 

She waits until they have all sat down. "Now Class. Today I have a very special treat for you." As she talks a house elf is placing a piece of paper on your desks. 

"You're going to be doing some really simple numerology! In front of you is a sheet of paper with a numerology chart. In a minute I want you to get into pairs and work out each other's names. These are the meanings you will need to write them down:

1: Well an interesting number. Can mean a great leader, but sometimes it can be very self centred. Someone who wants control, who only looks after themselves…."  She pauses for a minute. "He who must not be named… he was a one of these!

2: Someone who works closes with another, but also who needs another to be close to. 

3: a magical number. More `empathic' type. But a lonely person if not with others. 

4. Strong, steadfast. Someone to rely on, or someone who will not budge from their own ideals. 

5. Another Magical number. But with all types of magic. Sometimes who may have to make sacrifices for the greater good. 

6. A good team player. A leader at times, But sometimes a little distracted and even simple. 

7. A lucky number. But also someone who cannot avoid their fate. 

8. The strongest number. But not necessarily magically strong. 

9. The most magical number of all. But can be someone who may not be able to effect the real world. 

"Now. I'll need a volunteer…."

Arcadia was busy patting Pan at this pint, paying no attention at all.  "Ah.. Arcadia. What a nice name… Let's try you."  Arcadia slowly, with a sulk walks to the front of class, Pan still at  her side. 

"Now… lets see…A…R..C..A..D..I..A… That's….. 1+9+3+1+4+9 which equals 28. And you add then together… 2+8 comes too.. oh dear…."

Miss Vector pauses for a second and looks at Arcadia. Who looks innocently back.  "Well. That's good Arcadia. You must be a good leader. I'm sure. Well done.. Now you can go back to your seat and work on someone else's name."

"Now class I'm sure you won't have any problems with this. But just  raise your hand if you do."

With that she sits and waits. 

Morticia seems to be delighted. "This is cool!" she whispers to Niki. "Something else than Divination, just facts and calculation, no visions or dreams! Let's see... Morticia..  4+6+9+2+9+3+9+1---

that's 43, 4+3 that's 7..." She checks her notes. "7. A lucky number. But also someone who cannot avoid their fate." She sighs. "Well, okay, so I'm weird, I knew that before..."

Randal was sitting near by and overheard. "You want to hear what it  say's about mine then..."

"I get 9+1+5+4+1+3, that gives me 23, so 5... 'Another Magical number. But with all types of magic. Sometimes who   may have to make sacrifices for the greater good.' I mean, what can that mean anyway?"

Dylan slunk into the back of class as the lecture was beginning, and pulled a stub of a pencil out of his pocket to take notes.  He hated quills, hated the mess.  So a little pencil did the trick nicely.  Listening intently, he began to scratch out the numbers on the sheet, working alone despite instructions.  Maths was never his strong point, but he did better at it when he could think on his own two feet.  "4+7+3+1+5...that's...."  Dylan stopped to tick numbers off on his fingers quick, then scribbled, "20....so m' number's 2." He scanned the options.  "Works close wi' another?  An' needs another t' 

be close to?"  He snorted derisively.  "Garbage."

"Well," Niki whispers back, "I'm either a 7 or a 9... . A lucky number, but also someone who cannot avoid their fate... or the most magical number of all, but can be someone who may not be able to effect the real world. It depends whether you do Niki or Nicola... This is interesting but," she glances at Professor Vector, "can you say flake or what?"

"How about second names? I mean... to do it right, wouldn't you have to use ALL your names?" Tish sighs. "Well... I guess this is so basic beginner stuff that it doesn't matter at all."

"I thought this would be more, you know, mathematics... Oh, well, she did say this is *very* basic. Morticia... You've never seen a boggart before?"

"No, never! I'm so curious what it'd be to me, you know?" She sighs. "Well, maybe one day..."

As the students get on with their work, anyone who looks up to Miss Vector sees she is looking very closely at a book she has resting on her desk.

However, if anyone looks closer they would notice she has not turned the page for quiet a while, and if fact… her eyes are closed. The sound of quiet snoring is heard.

Madison, noticing this, gave up on her work.  "I don't get this  anyway..."  She laid her head on her arm and started working on her other homework, when the door opened and Lee entered.

"Sorry, I'm late.  I just got back..."  Seeing the sleeping professor, Lee stopped and quietly took a seat next to Madison.  "Maddi, what's been going on?"

Madison, who perked up considerably, grinned.  "Not much.  A bunch of new students though.  So, what took you so long? What happened?"  Lee shrugged.  "Uncle Rick was in the hospital....He's better now.  Hey, he took me to one of those Muggle movie theatres...the movie made me think of you.

You would have loved it."  

"Really? What movie? Wait, tell me in the Common Room later.  Right now, I need help on this numbers thing..."

Lee smiled.  "Man,  if I had known I'd have to tutor you, I would have just skipped the class..."  

Madison slapped him playfully on the arm. "Just get to it..."

Niki, seeing Professor Vector slip into the arms of Morpheus (Greek God of sleep/dreams), emulates Madison. "Is Professor Binns always that boring?" she asks Morticia, beginning work on her History of Magic essay.

Madison grinned.  "Yep.  It just gives us more time to goof off...or, in my case, actually catch up with all of this stuff. I just never get it...how's yours coming along?"

Ayumi quietly slipped into the Arithmancy room, nearly a half-hour late. Biting her lip, she scanned the room for an empty seat, and sighed. Ayumi had  just spent a good 25 minuets in Professor McGonagall's office, trying to explain how she had been linked to the sudden appearance of the Boggart earlier. After the new DADA teacher had put an end to it's rampage, Ayumi and the 

remaining mass of the monster had been quickly swooped upon by the authorities, and dragged off for questioning.

She spotted an opening next to Dylan, and lazily slumped down in the seat with a huff. Ayumi tried to smile cheerfully to hide her inner despair, and coughed out a "Aft'noon.." before firmly planting her head in her hands. Even though math and divination had always been her favourite subjects, Ayumi

just stared blankly down at her paper........

"Are you all right?" Niki asks, feigning concern. "You don't look so well, Ayumi. Miss Vector's asleep... What do you say we just leave?" She grins. "This is nowhere near as good as I was hoping for." She sighs. "Class is almost over anyway. Where do we go when classes are over?

Madison looked up from her work, and watched as Ayumi slumped into her seat.  Reaching forward, she tapped her on the back.        "Hey...are you okay? Oh, this is Lee, by the way."  Lee smiled and 

gave a little wave.  "Now," Madison continued.  "What's wrong?"

Ayumi sat up straight, a bit surprised at the tapping on her back. She turned around to find Madison, smiling ever so kindly. "Aaah...yeah.." she stuttered. "Daijoubu.... I just got a bit shook up...." Hearing Niki's voice on her other side, Ayumi turns to her. "I don't think I'll be seeing much of my pet, Shinjiku anymore..." she got a few puzzled looks, and continued. 

"Y'see, he's really big on transformation... During lunch, he was keen on showing me the new creature he had mastered in manipulation." Ayumi stopped and looked at her desk again. "It...it...it turns out he could become a Boggart....and I'm sure you  guys have seen the consequences of that." Ayumi shook her head, sadly. "I told him not to!"

Niki frowns, then shakes her head sympathetically. "Oh, Ayumi, I'm so sorry!" She sighs. "I really don't know what to say, except that I hope you feel better, and I'm very sorry."

Ayumi shrugged. "Its' not that bad, really. I mean, Shinjiku isn't *dead*, just out of service for a while...." She smiled at her friends, trying to avoid their overwhelming pity. "Really! You guys, it's no big  deal...."

Noticing Lee, she stood up suddenly and introduced herself. "Aah-ah! Gomne nasai! I'm Ayumi Yuki. I haven't seen you around before....Although that could be contributed to the fact that I'm fairly new.." Ayumi smiled kindly, feeling somewhat better with the realisation that she had kind friends all around....

Lee smiled back.  "It's okay.  Nice to meet you...This is only my first year here, too."  Noticing Dylan, Lee turned to him.  "Hey, man. How you doing?"  Surprised, Madison turned to him. "Lee...you know Dylan?"  Lee nodded.  "Yeah, we met in the Common Room awhile ago..."

Dylan looked up from his paper, the end of his stubby little pencil quite gnawed on.  "Hate maths.  I shoulda ne'er signed up for this rubbish."  He looked from Madison to Lee, his face quite impassive 

now as compared to his encounters earlier.  "Any way we can cut or sommat?"

Niki glances at the clock. "It's over in ten minutes. If she wakes up, I'll just say I misread the clock. I'm leaving. Anyone else want to come?" She smiles hopefully.

Ayumi nodded. "I'm with you." Rising to leave, she continued. "I say we make a trip to the Owlery....." After a slight pause, Ayumi sighed listlessly to herself. "It might be a good idea for me to send an Owl to my parents concerning the recovery rate of foxes......" 

But she quickly changed her demeanour. "So! Anyone else comin'?" Ayumi looked down at Dylan. "Had enough o' this stuff? I know I sure have!" She smirked playfully.

"Yeah," he concurred, shoving his pencil back in his pocket.  "If'n you want t' make a trip to th' owlery, I'll go wi' you.  Might as well.  I like it there."  There was something almost gentle to his voice, there only for a minute, then gone completely.  

"Hmm yeah," Peesey says to himself " 7+5+5+1+5+4+6+3+3+4=43, which is 7! Same as Tish!"

Miss Vector Closes her book and stands. It's as if she had never been asleep at all. "Well done class. Now, for your homework I want you to read up on Numerology and write an essay on how it can be used within everyday life. And don't forget to use the formula for birthdays, times and locations. Class Dismissed. As she says the word 'dismissed' the bell rings. If Miss Vector isn't good at anything else... She does have perfect Timing.

A Visit to Snape's Dungeon & Encounters Therein

When he got to the office, he found the door locked.  Cursing softly to himself in Welsh, he was startled when someone addressed him in a gentle voice: "May I help you, Professor Grimalkin?"

He spun around to see a young girl of about 14, dressed in Gryffindor robes standing there, looking moderately officious holding a large bunch of keys in one hand and some papers in another, and a certain note of authority in her question. 

Uh...I was looking for Professor Snape," he said, scratching his nose.  "I needed to ask a favour of him."

"Oh.. well I think Professor Snape is in the library looking out some basic alchemical texts just in case anyone turns up for his option this afternoon. I don't think many will opt for it - if at all.  However, if you'd like to leave a message or if it's to requisition some supplies from the Potions stores I should be able to help."

Nimue realised that the new professor would have no way of knowing she could help.

"I'm Nimue Hawkwood, Third Year Gryffindor, so I shall be seeing you in DADA later in the week. I've been helping Professor Snape since last term to get his records and supplies sorted out. It worked out so well that he's invited me to continue. So I can really help if it's something to do with supplies even the rare items so long as I you fill in 'Requisitions Register'."

It might come as a surprise to Anders that any student would actually want to assist Professor Snape in this way. Of course he had no way of knowing in what esteem Nimue held the Professor for his holding off the dementors from her in the woods the night of the Yule Ball and that she preferred his formality and coldness as it resonated with her own reserved nature.   

Anders listened to Nimue.  "Uh...I was actually after some herbs for my medicine," he said.  "I managed to buy most of them in Hogsmeade but I..." He stopped, reluctant to admit his poverty.  "I couldn't find the others," he finished, a little weakly.  "I need Horehound, Echinacea and Plantain.

I mean, they're not rare or anything but...uh...I guess the herb store had just run out."

He gave her an almost pleading look.  "If there's any of those spare in the stores...I'd be really grateful for them...this medicine is the only thing that helps my cough."

"I am sure we have plenty - we received a fresh supply of  Echinacea just this week." Nimue went to the door of Snape's office and took a moment to speak with it. It obligingly opened for her, having been instructed by Snape to allow her access. Given her power over wood it may have opened anyway but so far as she and the Potions Master were concerned, her entry to his domain was a privilege that she did not abuse.

She placed the papers down on the desk and took the keys she held to open up a cupboard from which she lifted down a heavy leather-bound book. She opened it up and taking a quill from her robe pocket, found some ink and wrote in the date and time as well and the three ingredients:

"Professor Anders Grimalkin  - Horehound, Echinacea and Plantain for his ...... did you say it was for a medicine for your cough?" asked Nimue a slight question in her voice. The girl obviously knew 

something of the properties of the herbs he'd requested. 

Anders nodded.  "Yes," he said, quietly.  "I was unwell while I was..."  He stopped again, uncertain if he should make free with discussing Azkaban. Besides.  He'd never been able to say the name of it, always referring to it only as 'That Place'.  "...while I was away for a while," he said, a little feebly.  "I had an attack of pneumonia which left me with a touch of bronchitis.  The herbs help relieve it."

He was quietly impressed at her authoritative, calm manner.  She was well in control of herself for a teenager.  When he'd been that age, he'd been awkward, gawkish and clumsy.  He attempted to pull the conversation off of his personal problems.

"I hope I manage to pull off the first DADA class alright," he said, conversationally.  "I'm a bit nervous to tell the truth.  I hear that Hogwarts has a bit...well, OK, a lot of bother keeping DADA teachers."

"You'll be fine I am sure. It's not an easy class to teach. Too many students of our age become fascinated by the glamour of the Dark and, of course, it is an easier path than that of the Light or of 

integration."

She paused to look more closely at Anders. She was surprised at herself speaking in this way. She expected it was just an automatic thing, her blood speaking as it were, instead of her 14-year old brain. 

"Anyway, a number of us Third Years have had first hand experience of defending ourselves against the Dark Arts without proper training in same so we'll sure to be a very attentive class." 

She went back to finish writing in the ledger:  "There..." said Nimue "I have entered what you need them for. Now I just need you to sign here for them here...." Nimue indicated a column for signature "and don't worry the Professor doesn't expect you to sign in blood." 

Nimue made this remark completely deadpan and then smiled very warmly at the young professor.  

Anders took up a quill and dipped it into the inkwell, signing his name for the first time in what felt like an age.  "Good job," he said, a faint smile drifting across his face.  "I'm kind of attached to my blood.  Don't even want to start thinking what Snape would do if he got any of mine."

He looked down at his signature on the page and carefully dotted the 'i's in his surname.  "You've done this very well," he said, admiringly.  "I've never seen a book kept so neatly."  His own writing looked as though an illiterate spider had made its final death throes across a page, and had been something his teachers had despaired of. He handed the ledger and quill back to Nimue with a shy smile.

A cold voice came from the open doorway: "A use for your blood  Grimalkin? Actually I am somewhat particular about the ingredients I use in my potions." 

Professor Snape had returned to his office. He quickly crossed to his desk and took the ledger from Nimue and examined the entry that she had made for Anders.  He waved his hand as permission for her to hand over the herbs and while she did this task, he continued to stare at Anders in what quickly became an uncomfortable silence.

Anders swallowed nervously, and the tiny bit of confidence he had managed to regain immediately disappeared like water down a plughole.  "P..p...professor Snape.." he stammered.  "I was just...that

is...I...uh..." He waved the herbs about.  "My cough.  Makes me better."  

Curse the man! He had *always* had the innate ability to simply materialise out of seemingly nothing and leave Anders at a disadvantage.

The hand that held the bag of herbs began to shake and the young Professor thrust the offending appendage behind his back, hoping Snape wouldn't notice.  He remembered all too well the number of times Snape and he had had...little discussions...about Anders' Problem.

While this little exchange went on Nimue replaced the ledger and locked the supply cupboards, placing the keys back on the desk, close to Snape's hand. He took possession of them immediately. She then addressed Professor Snape without any trace of nervousness: "Sir, I was just about to say to Professor Grimalkin before you arrived that you might be able to suggest a revitalising potion to supplement what he is brewing for himself with these."  

A knock comes at the door, then it opens a bit. "Entschuldigen sie mich," Katia says, "but I seem to have gotten lost. I was looking for the Alchemy class, but it appears to be non-existent." She glances 

around the room, taking in the conflict in the air, her eyes resting on Professor Grimalkin for an uncomfortably long moment.

"And who exactly are you?" growled Snape, "and what do you imagine you  are dressed in such a manner in this school! Get that paint off your nails and into regulation cut robes NOW!!"

"I," Katia says, raising one eyebrow, "am Katia von und zu Drachenstein. I'm new here, and I believe that you, Professor Snape, are my head of house. I will, of course, do ask you ask." With that, she turns and stalks off, leaving the door hanging open.

Having reduced Anders to a stammering wreck and then dismissing Katia with this command seemed to have improved Snape's mood. He turned his attention to Nimue.

"So Hawkwood... you were right about the class. Aside from Miss von und zu Drachenstein, only one student turned up and then bolted for Arithmancy when they realised they were the only one. Therefore, if  you are still interested in the alchemical tutorials we discussed I'll prepare a basic reading list and we can meet monthly in this time slot to discuss."

Noting Anders was still in the room he looked said: "Is there anything else, Professor?

Anders shook his head violently, causing his long hair to come loose from its ponytail.  "N...no, Professor...uh..thank you."  He nodded to Nimue." Thank you for your help."

"I'll just..." he said, pointing to the door and smiling nervously. "Uh...yeah...y'know.  Leave then.  Um.  Bye?" Anders turned and fled the dungeon as fast as his feet would carry him.

Nimue had smiled at Anders when he acknowledged her help and thought he looked incredible when his long hair came loose. Professor Snape might tell off Katia for dressing like that but luckily he couldn't read Nimue's thoughts about Anders. 

What was it about her and longhaired young wizards - just that bit too old for her. She resolved to take herself aside for yet another sensible talking to and remembered that she was supposed to be upset 

over Achel, who was the right age for her. 

She also wondered why Anders was so nervous around Professor Snape. Maybe she would ask him later as they seemed to have gotten on so well.

Once Anders had got well out of range, he slowed his pace, feeling the breath rattling painfully in his lungs.  Maybe he *should* have asked Snape about a revitalising potion.  But that would have meant being pleasant to his old housemaster.  And Anders didn't think even *he* could manage that.

He wiped a shaking hand across his sweating forehead and headed back to the room he had been designated for an office, where he began to prepare the herbs.  He needed to soothe the rising panic he could feel burning in the pit of his stomach.  The stupidity of being here, becoming a teacher when

He could barely hold a conversation let alone hold the attentions of a class, began to filter through his fuzzy consciousness.  As he stared at the herbs on the table, he tried not to think about it, but the anxiety crept in on him from all corners until he was almost at the point of running out of Hogwarts and back to the Muggle world.

Slowly, he managed to regain control of himself, and calmed down a little. Snape couldn't possibly be worse as a colleague than he had been as a teacher. Could he?

************

A while later, an unhappy Katia returns to Snape's office, her nail polish gone, and wearing a regular robe. She looks sullen, but smiles sweetly when she sees Professor Snape. "Is this better, Professor?" she asks. "Is there an Alchemy class, or was I misinformed?"

Professor Snape didn't acknowledge Katia's question about her appearance. "No, there is not going to be an alchemy class. Not enough students signed for it as an option to make it worth my time to prepare lessons. If you are not interested in Arithmancy, I suggest you use this as a study period. Good day!"

He turned his attention back to the list he was dictating to Nimue. 

At this moment Andy walked in.  "Oh," said Andy surprised seeing Nimue and Katia. "I thought this was Professor Grimalkin's office? I never seem to be able to catch that man."

Then he saw Snape. Those dagger-like eyes staring right at him. Suddenly his body became cold like ice, and he felt as if he was 2 feet tall.  "Professor Snape!" said Andy. "I'm terribly sorry. I...didn't know... I was just...I..."

Snape looks as if he is about to bite Andy's head off then his eyes widen and he goes quite pale.

" Mr Warden. We would like to ask you a few questions " The voice is deep and this does not sound like a request. Standing, no, TOWERING behind Andy is a WIB, his face devoid of any emotion.

Katia doesn't stay to watch. "Guten tag to you too, Professor," Katia mutters, whirling around and out the door. Once in the hallway, she addresses the air in front of her as she walked. "I was *told* that you favoured Slytherins, Professor Snape, but apparently you are perfectly rude to everyone." 

Not really watching where she's going, she makes a wrong turn and ends up down a hallway she's never seen before. Seeing an open door, she approaches and peers inside. Seeing Professor Grimalkin inside, though he doesn't see her, she smiles. Arranging her hair and robe, she coughs softly. "I have been lost, Herr Professor. Could you tell me the way to the library, bitte?" She smiles bewitchingly at him.

With a start of surprise, Anders dropped the herbs he was carefully preparing.  They fluttered to the floor, despite his clumsy efforts to catch them, and he dropped to his knees, picking them up.  To him, these common garden herbs were more precious than silver right now.  The dust from the floor stirred up, causing him to cough, a dry, racking cough that shook his whole body and made his eyes water.

When he had managed to get his breath back, he stood up and tried, rather unsuccessfully, to dust off the front of his robes.  "The library?" he said, flustered by the expression on the girl's face.  "Uh...yeah...you go down this corridor by 'ere - " he pointed vaguely out the door, "take the first

left, and keep going.  You can't miss it."

He continued trying to shake the dust from the herbs.

"Busy, professor? Can I help you?" Quite suddenly a handsome blond boy has appeared. He looks at Katia. "Hello! You're searching for the library? Can't miss it, just walk along that corridor, turn left, then right and the first door on the left is it. Or at least it was 5 minutes ago, you never know here...

By the way, I'm Nathan."

He looks at Anders with open curiosity. "What are you preparing there?"

Anders glanced at the blond boy with the Slytherin robes, and then down at the herbs in his ceramic dish.  "Just a herbal tea," he said, suddenly defensive and annoyed at the question.  "That's all."  The words came out tinged with the tiniest bit of a pout and his manner was abrupt and curt.

He could feel his temper starting to spit in the pit of his stomach and it was a feeling he hadn't had - well, for some time now.  He just wanted to make his tea and have five minutes peace and quiet.  He could live without students coming in and disturbing him constantly.  Was this how it was going

to be from now on?

~Very probably,~ his Inner Voice told him. He sighed.

Nathan heard the sigh and nodded at Anders. "I don't want to bother you, Professor. I'm sorry if I disturbed you." 

"Professor?" Katia sounds concerned. "That cough does not sound good. Are you all right? You are, perhaps, taking the herbs to help with it?" When Nathan steps in, she turns her attentions unabashedly 

towards him. "I'm Katia. Thank you so much for the directions to the library, but, Herr Professor, you must let me help you get the dust out of those herbs. I'm dreadfully sorry to have startled you." She 

turns back to Nathan with a winning smile. "Then, perhaps, you can help me find that library?"

"Oh, my pleasure! You're not British, are you? It's the accent." He laughs and winks at her. "My mother is English, you know, but my father is French... I was told I have a bit of a French accent, too. Maybe it's because I spent the last 4 1/2 years in Beauxbatons. Alright, mylady, let's wander towards the library!"

They begin to wander up the corridor leaving Professor Grimalkin behind.

"Oh, nein, I'm not British!" Katia laughs at the thought. "I am German. I went to school at Durmstrang Academy until this term, but it's so unpleasant there, and then all this business about the Dark Arts, and my parents decided to move me here." She smiles. "Who was that man? Isn't he the Quidditch player who was in Azkaban for murder? I simply cannot believe that even Headmaster Dumbledore would 

hire him!"

"Oh, it seems Professor Dumbledore is known for strange decisions... did you meet the gamekeeper? His mother was a giant." Nathan smirks. "Well, it's not hard to notice. Big body, small brains. 

My father and Dumbledore often work together. Papa is Ambassador to the Ministry of Magic, you know? Representing France, of course. What house are you in? I'm quite new myself and I don't think I've met you so far..."

"I am a Slytherin. My father went to Hogwarts, and he was a Slytherin too, but all my brothers, they're all older than I am, have graduated from Durmstrang." She smiles. "But, as I said, with all this business 

about the Dark Arts being taught there, my father decided to send me here instead. A half-giant groundskeeper, though? That sounds.... unsafe."

"Most unsafe it you ask me, you never know with that kind..." Nathan shrugs. "So did you like Durmstrang? My best friend Drake is there in his 6th year. Too bad Papa insisted that I went to Beauxbatons... I didn't like it very much. But now after all the things that happened here he's agreed that I should watch Morticia. She's in your class, then, I suppose - 3rd year as well. She's always getting herself into trouble, stupid thing. So, here's the library... see you later in the common room, I suppose..." He gives her a warm smile and winks before waving her goodbye.

*************

Once both the students had left the room, Anders flicked his wrist, bringing his wand to his hand again.

"Fermius," he muttered.  A bolt of magic shot from the end of his wand, effectively sealing the door shut from the inside.  Without him releasing the magical lock, nobody else could just happily wander in. "Students.  This whole place is infested with them," he muttered to himself, and them immediately replied to himself.  "It's a school, you moron.  What did you expect - Pirates?"  Talking to himself was something of a bad habit he'd picked up.

Satisfied he now had a bit of personal space, Anders continued preparing his herbal remedy, pouring boiling water onto the ground-up herbs.  Not before time, either, as he could feel the pain in his chest starting to throb a little.  He let the concoction steep for a few minutes before sipping at it.

It *still* tasted foul.  He really didn't believe he would ever get used to the flavour.  But it seemed to ease the pain a little.  It never went away. Not completely.  And Anders' tendency to high levels of stress and anxiety only made that pain worse.

He sat back in his chair as the herbs started to do their work.  The tea was hot and comforting, the room was warm and cosy...and the young Professor's eyelids began to droop a little.  He had no classes.  Maybe he could try to catch forty winks...

As he dozed off into a light and restless sleep, his last thought was that he hadn't removed the Fermius spell from the door.  ~Doesn't matter,~ he thought, sleepily.  ~Nothing's going to happen.~

He was asleep. And the Nightmare immediately seized him in its grip.  He never remembered much about it...just vague images, voices.  *I haven't done with you yet, boy.*  He knew the voice.  Knew who it belonged to.  In his sleep, he let out a shrill yell. "VOLDEMORT!"

Professor Snape was passing Professor Grimalkin's closed office door on route to hand in some requests to the Librarian when he heard the name 'VOLDEMORT' being shouted by Anders Grimalkin. 

Snape was tempted to confront Grimalkin or to speak immediately to the Headmaster on the unsuitability of the new DADA professor. But no, he chose to bid his time to allow Anders to 'show his true colours' rather than be seen as the perennial critic.

His eyes snapped open and still bleary-eyed, Anders leaped out of the chair as though it were on fire.  For what was only moments, but what felt like an eternity, he thought he was back in his cell at...That Place.

~Calm down, calm down...~  He stepped lightly to the door and went to open it. It was locked.

Another wave of panic flooded over him and he began to hyperventilate a little.  How come he was locked in?  Had they somehow taken him back to That Place and thought to confuse him by making it look like a study?  Gulping for breath and his face pale, Anders' eyes fell on the wand lying

On the floor.  The Fermius spell.

Almost crying in his relief, he picked up the wand and pointed it at the door.  "Ouvriarmus!"

Trying the door again, he was relieved when it opened.  He immediately leaned against the door jamb and, gulping for air, tried to slow his pulse and return his heart rate to a more acceptable level.  He began to cough again and when his eyes stopped watering, his gaze fell on the figure in the

hall watching him scornfully. Snape.

Snape merely gave Anders a baleful look and carried on his way without another word or gesture.

Anders could be sure though that the Potions Master would be as good as his word in keeping a close eye on him. 

**************

The Wizard in Black had escorted Andy Warden to a room high in the castle and locked him in alone. After a time the WiB and a companion returned. Andy was standing facing the window as they came up behind him. 

Andy turned around to see two WIB standing right behind him. The heat of their breath caressing his face.  "Took ya a while, boys," he said.

With a flick of his hand, the door slammed shut. The WIBs shot around, but turned right back when Andy began to walk towards the back of the room.  He took his wand out of his robe, and raised it high above his head.

"Arumnas odute kirtap," said Andy. As he finished the last syllables of the spell, the WIBs noticed a change in his voice. It became deeper and raspier.

Andy fell to the floor. After all, a transformation was painful (for a 13-year-old). No one could see Andy's face during this time, but then again, no one wanted to. Screams and shouts of pain echoed throughout the empty hallways. Horror. It was about ten minutes until this disaster was over, and a tall 

slim boy rose to his feet. He slowly walked back toward the WIBs. 

A 5'2" blonde-haired, blue eyed cutie was replaced by a 5'5" tall, dark, black-haired bad boy. There was a mysterious side to this guy. Nothing like Andy. His dark complexion made you intrigued about his appearance. His flat stomach made you think there was nothing there, and on his neck hung a chain with a sort of an ancient sign on it. He looked up at the WIBs and smiled.

"I was having so much fun," he said with his eyebrow raised. With this, the true body of Asriel Gtomik flicked his hand again to open the door.

Winifred didn't want to go to class. She wasn't feeling in the highest of spirits, and, even though she really enjoyed Arithmancy,  decided to wander around the halls a bit. She was passing by a room 

when she was startled by some loud noises. She crept to the door, hoping to hear better when the door swung open. She let out a small shriek and jumped backwards. Out of the room stepped a dark-haired boy whom Winifred had never seen before. She froze to the spot and didn't know what to do...

"Hello," said Asriel. "Winifred, isn't it? Yes. Remember me? I look quite different."

His eyes narrowed and he walked toward her, their bodies almost touching. "If you'll excuse me," he said, "there's someone I need to talk to."

And with that, he walked out of the door in search of the person he was looking for.

Outside the Castle 

In a decidedly happy but slightly confused mood Nimue went out to the grounds after finishing her work in Professor Snape's office. These days she had no longer any desire to send Marcus in his hawk form off to London so relied upon one of the school owls to transport Snape's supply requests to the MoM. 

She also had the owl carry a note to her Father asking about Marvo. It was only a day since he had been taken by the WiBs but she could hope couldn't she? Only one day since he'd gone. Kat was still being 

'interviewed' though perhaps that was over since they had come for Andy. 

She wasn't particularly surprised when Marcus Falconer approached her and undertook to enquire after her health. She decided for some honesty.  "Marcus, it's my emotions that are playing me up. I met our new DADA teacher today, Anders Grimalkin. Professor Snape seems to really dislike him and there is something vulnerable ....."

Marcus interrupted her rather abruptly: "Nimue, I caution you to have as little to do with Anders Grimalkin as possible. Not only is it unsuitable for a friendship between you, he is not a stable influence and Lord Hawkwood would hardly approve....."

She held up her hand to prevent him saying any more. "I wasn't even suggesting anything that would be 'inappropriate', surely you know me well enough by now."

"I know what blood flows in your veins Nimue and no wizard is completely save from that spell. No wizard!"

This made her angry as the implication was she, as her namesake was an enchantress. "Do you really believe that - that I would or have attempted to bewitch any wizard? Is that why you watch me so closely? You know that is just a myth. My ancestoress did not ......"  She was as close to losing her temper with Marcus as she had been on the night she had learned of the arranged marriage.  "Is that why my Father has forced me into this betrothal with Marv ... Malcolm to make me 'safe' from coming of age and possibly having any sort of say in whom I love. What better mate for an enchantress than an Auror? Is that it then - I am dangerous?"

Marcus wasn't about to answer such a direct question about the betrothal but his silence spoke volumes to Nimue about how he felt about her blood.  "OK, Marcus please do continue to protect me from myself. Have you anything to say about Achel? I mean is he in danger as well from my baleful blood because he seems pretty immune to it or maybe he is just into 'blondes'? Or does one have to be of a certain 'age' to fall under this spell you seem to think I am capable of casting over 'any wizard'? For example, are you immune? Is Professor Snape? or should I be planning to spend the rest of my life in a nunnery!?"

She was angry and also very upset at the way this meeting had gone. Rather than wait for answers to what were probably rhetorical questions given Marcus' stated opinion, she turned on her heels and headed back to the Owlery to write to her Father before Marcus had a chance to.  

***********

To Lord Emrys Hawkwood

Private and Confidential 

Dearest Father,

You and Mother and the Wards have placed Malcolm and I in the worst position possible. You say we are `meant to be together' – who has decided this? I understand in holding the Office that you do that you are keen to see the bloodline continue and Malcolm certainly brings to the union a magical ability comparable, if not greater, than my own. His own training and experience makes him suitable but we do not feel for each other in the way you and Mother do or as the Wards do, which was also a love match.  Surely you can see that although duty and honour to our families holds us to the betrothal that our hearts and minds are still too young to have such a contract placed upon them?

Surely if we are meant to be together then we would find that out ourselves in the natural course of time?

That Marvo has attracted the attention of another girl – Kathryn Black - whom you met briefly at the beginning of the week and that my own emotional life is far from clear must provide some hint that we are hardly embracing this concept.  I have no doubt that Marcus Falconer will be reporting our argument of this afternoon to you or at least his version of it. 

I am sure that my behaviour towards all wizards is above reproach but I understand that this is not enough that it is precisely because I am no scheming minx seeking to ensnare an admirer wherein lies the greatest danger to the unwary wizard. Heavens! Perhaps a warning should be tattooed unto my forehead! As for Marcus, he remains the perfect guardian as his own heart is so convinced that underneath this meek exterior lies the dark soul of `La belle Dame sans Merci' eager to entrap him forever in a Tower of Air. 

Am I to have no life at all? No love? At this point in my life it seems not! You of all people should know that although I would not give my heart lightly to another I do have a will of my own and a 

determination to follow my heart. Would you make me betray my heart or my duty for it seems before too long I may have to choose. 

I love you Father and honour you and your Office to the highest degree but this is a choice that no father should be able to make for his child. You know that any mate I choose will have to live up to 

the very highest standard – that of you. Few wizards would dare court the daughter of the presiding Merlin of his day for sheer fear of the nature of the Office. In your infinite wisdom can you not trust more in the Fates and less in politics?

I am deeply fond of Malcolm as a brother and friend. Give us time without this dreadful burden to discover other aspects of each other. That is all I ask. Should not history teach us that there is more 

wisdom in allowing love to follow its own course than to seek to determine its course? Your response to this plea may be to say that you accept that in such matters of love my heart is free to explore 

so long as I save all else for the marriage. If this is so then you have forgotten what it is to be my age when the prospect of a single kiss holds in it more magic and promise than the intimacy of a marriage bed. 

Father, I beg you release us from the betrothal or at least allow us some power of veto should it prove too terrible a burden that would bind us to a life of misery and torment or constant betrayal if our 

hearts truly lie elsewhere.

Your daughter in spirit and flesh

Nimue   

*******************

The argument with Marcus followed by the emotion she had poured into the letter to her father had left Nimue feeling rather drained.  She exited the owlery wondering what response the letter might get from Emrys Hawkwood. She supposed she should meet up with some of the other students and start thinking about food or what to do for the evening.

Tomorrow they had DADA class first thing so she had plenty of time to think about the reactions of both Professor Snape and Marcus to the young Professor before seeing him again. She walked through the grounds.

Anders, shaking from a combination of the nightmare and the coughing fit, watched Snape walk away without so much as a word.  He glowered after the Potions Master angrily.

He needed another cigarette.  His nerves were shot to pieces after that little to-do inside his office.  His time spent in...That Place...had left him with an irrational fear of locked rooms and enclosed spaces.  He pulled the door of his office until it was slightly ajar, not closed, and walked a little unsteadily down the corridor and out into the grounds through a side door.

He leaned up against the wall and sank down to his heels, where he crouched for a while, his head dropped to his chest, trying to calm himself down. He was becoming more and more like his deceased mother, a very highly-strung Swedish lady.  That thought made him smile, a little sadly.  Better that he

end up like her than like that miserable, unpleasant piece of Muggleness that had been his father, the man with the biggest chip in the entire world on his shoulder.  Daffyd Grimalkin had been mad at the world and Anders had been his target for the release of that anger.  It had come as something of

a relief to the boy when he'd learned of his wizarding capability and gone to Hogwarts, away from his father.

A little calmer now, he sat down on the ground, still leaning against the wall and lit up a cigarette, which he reduced to a smouldering pile of ash very quickly before lighting a second and taking his time with this one. The shakes gradually dwindled and he felt almost serene.

He closed his eyes and simply enjoyed the feel of the fresh air on his face. He'd try not to worry about Snape.  If he started to do that, he'd end up losing his temper...and he had a deep-down suspicion that losing his temper was precisely what Snape was waiting for.  Just like when he'd been a student.

No.  If Severus Snape was after a battle of wills, then Anders would give him one.

Suddenly he feels a soft figure, climbing to his shoulder and he hears a soft purring in his ear.

As he looks he sees a beautiful Siamese cat . A little further away he sees a teenage witch, who's reading a book. She's also sitting on the floor totally absorbed in her reading.

Anders, always something of a cat lover, reached across and scratched the cat on the head.  "Hello, Puss," he said, softly as it arched against his outstretched hand.  He glanced across at the girl and smiled.  "Beautiful cat," he said, grinding out what was left of his cigarette, but staying sitting on the ground.

Startled, Alpha looks up. She sees the new Professor, blushes and she says with her strange accent:" Sorry about Miss Eezy, she sometimes doez sometings by herself. If you find her annoying, just send her away. She lizzens to people,  at least sometimes that is..." It looks like the cat is flirting with the Professor. Alpha has never seen her act like that before. She's almost embarrassed by the way Miss Eezy "flirts" with him and she blushes again.

Anders smiled.  "She's lovely.  I had a cat...once." He sighed to himself and seemed to lose himself in his memories.  He drew his knees into his chest and gazed out into the middle distance.

Suddenly, he started. "Um...would you excuse me?" he said to the girl, apologetically.  "There's

someone I...uh...need to talk to..." He got to his feet and brushed down his robes.

Looking across the grounds, his vision fixed on a single figure strolling slowly in their general direction.  The girl, Nimue.  He hadn't really thanked her properly, having been so intimidated by Snape, and something was telling him he should do so lest she think poorly of him.

But he seemed to have gone incredibly shy.  Determined, for a change, he nodded to the girl, scratched the cat behind the ears again and strode towards Nimue.

The cat immediately went back to Alpha, climbing on her shoulder and she started to purr in her ear.

Alpha, stroking the cat, looking puzzled as the Professor walked away. You can hear her say: "Good work, Miss Eezy, well done" Then she starts reading again, while the cat sits on her shoulder, looking very proud.

"Oh hello again Professor" said Nimue as Anders came up to her. She had mixed feelings about seeing Anders again so soon. However, she did notice that she suddenly felt slightly awkward as if she both wanted to talk to him and not want to talk to him at the same time. This was a bad sign!

Anders smiled, a little lopsidedly.  "I...um...just wanted to thank you...y'know.  All your help earlier.  Yes.  Thanks."

Morticia, having just left her class, walks up to Nimue. She doesn't notice Anders at first. "Nimue! Hi! Have you heard anything about Marvo-" She stops as she realises they're not alone. "Oh. Hello. Professor Grimalkin, I suppose? I'm sorry, I didn't want to disturb... See you later, Nim!"

"Later Tish" said Nimue feeling all embarrassed.

As Morticia left, Anders was a little perturbed to notice that his palms seemed to be unnaturally sweaty, and he hid them behind his back.  He gave her an embarrassed grin. "Yeah.  Um.  Professor Snape and I...well, we never really...got on, I s'pose you could say."  Now THERE was an understatement.  "I was a bit Taken aback when he suddenly appeared like that..."  And now he was making lame excuses.  Oh, please, ground, open up and swallow me.  Now.  Please?  "I'll just...yes.  Leave now.  Um.  Bye, then?"

"Oh no, don't go..." said Nimue also feeling rather that this was a stupid thing to say to a Professor. "I completely understand about Snape. He has that effect on people all the time and that was a pretty mean thing I said about signing in blood. I'm lucky he didn't say anything after you left or lecture me about inviting strange ..I mean well you know."

She didn't know she felt very stupid - "I guess we should both go and be somewhere else..."

"Yeah...somewhere else..." he said, looking straight into her eyes for the first time since he had started speaking to her. What he saw there troubled him and his heart contracted suddenly.  All of a sudden, being 'somewhere else' was an extremely good idea.  He could feel that he was skirting around the precipice of a very big, very dangerous chasm...and that if he fell in...the consequences could be dire indeed.

"Um...I'll see in my DADA class then," he said, very shyly.  He paused for a few seconds, then turned and walked away from her, his face pink with some weird emotion he did not understand.

There it was - that fatal moment when he looked into her eyes. She wished he hadn't done that because she was pretty certain that despite all her fine words to Marcus and her father that he saw something there that she was desperately trying to hide from herself and now he couldn't wait to get away from her.

As he walked away, she felt awful...her heart doing horrid things in her chest. Hadn't she just been through all this with Marcus last term? No, this was different. Marcus was like a blank slate upon 

which she could project her schoolgirl fantasies. He was safe. Anders Grimalkin wasn't. Still, she felt so stupid ...so very young and stupid. Was there nothing she could do right when it came to her

emotions? She hadn't felt like this when Randal Fudge had kissed her hand and he was her age. 

Maybe there was something to the name she bore after all and it made her attractive to...no...no... made her attracted to the older more experienced wizard.  She waited until Anders had disappeared and then rushed off in the direction Morticia had taken in hopes of catching her up and getting back to some sort of normality.

While Anders was walking away from Nimue, Asriel walked up to him. His dark brown eyes meeting his.  "Hi Grimalkin," he said. "I have some questions for you."

Anders, who was somewhat lost in a world of his own, came to a halt and met the boy's gaze.  Something rigid leapt into his spine. "That's PROFESSOR Grimalkin to you," he said, a little coldly.  "And how can I help you?"

"Don't give me that crap," said Asriel. "You know who I am, and you know what I want."

His eyes blazed as he looked at Anders. "And I always get what I want."

Anders, who was already on the cusp of full blown irritability following his run-in with Snape, his interrupted nap and...whatever it was that had just happened with Nimue, took a step closer to the boy.  "I said," he repeated in a soft, yet razor-edged voice, "that I have no idea what you are talking

about.  Do we understand each other?"

With that, the young wizard began to stalk away.  "I have work to do," he threw over his shoulder.  "Good day." He was feeling decidedly annoyed with the attitude that he'd been struck with by this student.  He would have expected it from a Slytherin...but a Gryffindor?  No.

Asriel watched as Professor Grimalkin turned around, and walked completely out of sight. He needed to talk to someone. He touched the pendant on his neck, and slowly walked in the other direction.

Encounters in and outside the Castle

Madison hurried down the hallway, heading for the Common Room to meet her friends.  Distracted by the books she was holding (and trying not to drop), she tripped and stumbled a bit, dropping her 

books and nearly running into a boy she had never seen before.   

   "I'm sorry..." she apologised, stooping down to pickup her library books.  "I'm really sorry about that..."  She stood up again, clutching the books to her chest so that she wouldn't drop them 

again.  "I'm Madison...Are you new here?"

Asriel looked at Madison. He was confused. He knew this girl from somewhere. He just couldn't... He got a headache. "I am Asriel."

"Hi, Asriel....so, what house are you in?  I'm in Gryffindor..." Madison got the feeling that there was something...different, weird even, about this Asriel.  *Don't be paranoid,* she thought to herself.  *He's

just another guy...nothing weird there...*        "Hey, are you alright?" she asked, noticing his confusion.  

The boy grabbed her arm. His eyes bulged out of his head as pure terror poured out of his face. He looked as if he were having a heart attack.  He screamed, "Madison! Help me! It's An..."

And then suddenly he stopped. He stoop upright letting go of her hand. He blinked a few times looking very confused. 

"Forgive me," he said calmly while stroking his amulet.

Madison dropped her books and, eyes wide, took a step back.  "What...who are you?"  She knew she had to get help, but her legs didn't seem to be getting the signal.  She could only stand there and stare.

He looked at her. She looked at him. Their eyes met. For how long? Neither of them could tell. He remembered her. Somewhere. She knew...people. Friends. Of his! Winifred, Niki, Randal, Arcadia, Yvette, Peesemould, Morticia, Nimue, Kat, Marvo! All of these vivid memories rushing back to him faster than he could think. He didn't want to think. Not anymore. Not of his father. Once in Azkaban. Voldemort's servant. No. Too much for him to handle. Too much.

So...He ran. Ran faster than he ever did in his life, clutching his fists with bullets of sweat falling down his face.  "You can't beat me! Never! You're not even real!" he yelled.

It was like an inner battle of souls between the two people in one body. Andy trying to walk, Asriel wanting to run. It looks as if he has a twisted ankle, but it's really Andy fighting, struggling to keep his life.   "Yes.....I......AM!" he screamed half shouting, half crying.

All of a sudden he tripped and fell to the floor, breathless and motionless.

Madison recognised something in his eyes...something familiar.  She tried to think of what it was...but she couldn't put her finger on it.  All of a sudden, he turned and ran, yelling something she could barely make out. 

Without thinking, Madison raced after him, completely forgetting about her scattered books and fallen bookbag.  Hearing his screams, she became even more confused.  *He's arguing with...himself?*  She realised with a start what that could mean, and remembered her own experience.  *Two people in

one body...No...That can't be happening again...Can it?*  He seemed to be stumbling along, and she caught up with him just as he tripped and fell. She knelt down beside him, worried.  

"Help...!" Madison looked around.  *Great...I'm on my own...*  Not knowing what to do, she reached out and shook him gently.  "Hey, are you-" Madison stopped her sentence short, noticing the amulet.  She stared at it a moment, then, curious, reached out and touched it.

Madison's finger is shocked because of touching the pendant. Almost electrocuted, but not as badly. Doesn't hurt that much, but it makes you not want to touch it again.

But even still, the boy lay there without moving or making a sound.

*******************

In the library study area Yvette sighed and wondered when the next class would be starting. She didn't like Snape much, but Alchemy amazed her, and she'd been so happy to sign up for the class. But now it was cancelled! Sure, this was the perfect time to start her essay on 'The Life of Harry McDoodle,' but she just wasn't inspired.

Frowning, she chewed on the end of her feather quill and sputtered afterwards. Too bad she hadn't bought those pens from Honeydukes, the ones that were made out of sugar. Every second was like a minute, every minute an hour. She just wanted to GO... 

Pepper sat in a chair rocking back in forth, waiting for her to fall back and cause a big scene. She took out her sugar pens that she had just purchased from Honeydukes. She begin nibbling on it as she stared at the girl in front of her. "Hey you look hungry, want one" Pepper said taking out another one. 

"Thanks." Yvette grinned, putting on a pathetic grateful expression. "Did you start the essay yet? My mind's blank and I can hear my grade plummeting."

"No problem. . .names Pepper" she said as she paused and looked down at her paper. "My paper is as blank, as yours. . .BUT, during the night, I always get ideas, then just skip breakfast, and do it, BUT. . .this one is a little more harder to think of, so what did you come up with so far" Pepper asked. 

"I'm Yvette." She looked down at her paper, and the solitary sentence emblazoned across it. "The book said he was famous for breeding dragons. But itsn't that illegal?"

"Yeah. . .well I guess in some cases, that could be consider that illegal. . .when is this report due" Pepper asked as she took Ever-Lasting Bubble Gum from her pocket. She begin chew constantly. She begin blowing a BIG bubble, until it popped all over her face. "Want some" she asked handing her a piece. "I eat when I'm thinking, so what house and what year are you" Pepper asked.

Yvette giggled as the bubble popped. "It's due Friday, I think." She scribbled on the page. "I'm in Gryffindor, third year! How about  you?"

"I'm a Gryffindor, 3rd year, too" Pepper said catching her balance after almost falling of the chair. "It's due Friday. . .I have plenty of time. . ." Pepper said closing her book. "It's almost dinner time, and I'm kinda hungry, we can discuss this over dinner" Pepper said getting up.

*************

Although Nimue had left Anders and headed off to try to find some solace by meeting up with Morticia to discuss the Marvo situation the next person she ran into was Marcus Falconer.

Marcus had not yet sent in any report to her father, whether he would or not remained to be seen. Although his loyalty was to Lord Emrys, he did feel as though he was an older brother figure to Nimue and that she was just acting her age. He wasn't at all pleased that she'd thought Anders Grimalkin was 'vulnerable' - that translated in his language to 'trouble' - trouble with a capital 'T' where Nimue was 

concerned.

He thought it likely she would somehow wish to adopt the awkward young Professor as a project to help as though he was a wounded animal or something. To Marcus' mind - he had been at Hogwarts himself a couple of years behind Anders - Anders was not 'wounded' so much as a danger to himself and to his charge.

He knew Dumbledore must have his reasons for employing the man but it was beyond him as to what those reasons might be. He had offered his own services to fill the vacant DADA position now that his identity as Nimue's protector was revealed but had been politely turned down.

"Nimue, I apologise for being so harsh with you earlier. May I speak with you about Anders Grimalkin?"

Marcus was the last person she wanted to see at the moment but there he was and wanting to talk about Professor Grimalkin. She felt herself blush but luckily the light was too low where they found themselves for him to notice (she hoped).  "I thought you'd made your self pretty plain when we last met. I am to have as little to do with Professor Grimalkin as possible. I don't see that as a problem - was there anything else?"

The tone of her voice was cool, even icy though underneath her mind was recalling that she suspected she had allowed herself to cross over into 'inappropriate' feelings for the young professor, she felt 

certain that the Professor had recognised this and already placed necessary distance between them to counter this foolish girlish behaviour of hers. Of course, she wasn't about to blab to Marcus, the hotline to Daddy's ear.

Marcus was not surprised by the tone in her voice. It was her defence whenever she was upset to retreat into that ice maiden demeanour and he was used to it by now. He didn't think she realised just how, even at  14, she could command both respect and deep affection from him without his needing to act towards her like the schoolboy he had only recently been.

In his eyes she was his lady and he, the young knight sworn to protect both her life and her honour. He had already proved himself willing to die for her. 

"Nimue, I respect you too much to not want you to understand why I caution you so. Anders Grimalkin is a time bomb. Even if you don't want to hear me say it, will you at least listen to Professor Snape? I 

am sure if I requested it of him he would explain to you his own reasons for concern."

The last thing she wanted was a lecture by Professor Snape on the matter of Professor Grimalkin. She thought herself lucky enough that the Potions Master had let the matter drop when she was in the dungeon office earlier. She had no desire for Snape to be privy to Marcus' 'concerns' even if she was naturally curious to find out more about Anders' background.

However, she had already resolved to keep her future behaviour towards Anders completely and utterly 'correct' as befitted their mutual stations as teacher and pupil and avoid any possible situations which

might encourage those ridiculous feelings still churning about in the general region of her heart. 

So she said to Marcus:

"I appreciate what you are saying but I assure you there is no need to involve Professor Snape in this matter. While I am sure your intentions are to protect me, I also assure you again that there is no reason that you need to caution me about Professor Grimalkin. I was being a little ... silly earlier on. I apologise for that and I am back to my usual self. I think it was just you know a 'mood' - my 'time of the moon' or something."  

She trusted this talk of 'mood' might remind Marcus that at 14 she was somewhat likely to be experiencing such and trusted that like most of the male sex he would shy away from any mention of 'women's matters'.   "Look here we are back at the Castle. We should say goodbye now as I 

have homework and to get ready for supper." 

She took this for granted and cut off their conversation with a cheery smile and wave which was part good acting and headed off down the Hall as quickly as she could.

Around the corner from where Marcus had addressed Nimue, someone else was battling with his emotions - but for very different reasons.  There was *something* about that boy he had just seen that had sparked off a memory of some description, and that memory had put him back in...That Place.  The

One thing that he was *striving* to forget had been delivered back to his memory with a particularly sickening 'thud'.

Rounding a corner, Anders stopped walking and leaned against the wall, breathing heavily and trying to fight off the memories that were clamouring for attention.  Vague, fleeting images.  Sensations, more than memories, really.  The overwhelming feeling of desperation, of the knowledge that he would die in That Place, that nobody would mourn his passing - that he would be just another one of the unmarked graves that the Dementors glided over in their patrol around the island.

Even then, he'd realised that his mind was not entirely his own.  It was almost like...carrying around a passenger.  That was how it felt sometimes. But he knew the price he was paying for a second's stupidity.  He had only been amazed that the Dementors hadn't discovered it - and they had tried,

oh, yes, they had tried.

And the feelings of relief that had been tempered once the conditions of his parole had been spelled out.  His fingers closed around the amulet he wore around his neck.  It was still crystal clear.  And, Anders hoped fervently, that was the way it would stay. He drew a shuddering breath.  He'd sworn to try to forget it all.  But you didn't forget Azkaban.  There.  He'd said it.  Azkaban.

Anders held his head high and continued walking back towards the school. But inside, he was screaming.

Pre-Dinner Meetings

Anders had taken the long way around, still too enchanted by the idea of being able to walk WHERE he wanted, WHEN he wanted, and was currently rounding the final corner of the castle, when he saw a tall young wizard, about his age, standing directly in his path.  As he walked a little closer, he felt a faint flicker of recognition.

Since The Incident at the Quidditch match, Anders' memory had been, at best, extremely poor, and he'd been unable to recall many faces and events from before the match.  Things had started filtering back through, and he scratched the end of his nose thoughtfully.

"You're familiar," he said, softly.  "I think I...should know you."

The familiar feeling of panic at his appalling recall kicked in and he bit his lip.  "I'm sorry," he said, finally.  "I never was very good with names and faces..."

Marcus may have had his reservations about Anders Grimalkin but he was still a courtier and acted it.

"Yes, you may well. Marcus Falconer. I was a couple of years behind you when at Hogwarts. Ravenclaw. I did a bit of substitute flying for the Ravenclaw team but lacked the nerve to really compete. I think you rather intimidated me on the field when it came to Quidditch."

Marcus looked anything like a bookworm. 

Of course, actually talking to Anders again after all these years was very different than reading about him in the paper or forming ideas in his head about him. Marcus thought he seemed a very gentle and 

honourable man. He resolved to try to put his concerns about Nimue to one side and if not befriend the new teacher at least try not to make an enemy of him.  

Anders blinked at the Quidditch reference.  Then Marcus' face swam into his memory, a younger face.  "I was in the fifth year," he murmured. "Yes...you were the substitute Ravenclaw Seeker..."

He looked vaguely distant for a moment, a slightly triumphant smile on his face.  Every time a memory came back, he felt less like the condemned man and more like his old self.  "It's good to see you again, Marcus," he said, conversationally.  "What are you doing here?  Just visiting?"

Marcus smiled at the memory. "Yes I was. Actually it was you who proved to me I didn't have the 'right stuff' for the game. Still I never was that competitive. Madame Hooch always said I lacked the 

will."

Marcus then addressed the main question.  "No, actually I 'm not a visitor. Not staff either though I'll be 

helping Professor McGonagall with some of the transfiguration classes since it was my strongest subject. 

No, I'm here as the ... I guess the muggles would call it bodyguard though I'm trying not to embarrass her too much by being here ... of one of the Third Year pupils. You've met her I believe..... Elizabeth 

Hawkwood. She's called Nimue by most everyone now."

"Nimue?" Anders' perpetual fog of self-pity lifted for an instant.  "Yes, I remember her.  She's a lovely girl.  Very grown up.  Very sweet."  His eyes seemed full of stars as he spoke, then he shook his head as if to clear it.

"I was hopeless at Transfiguration," he said.  "Actually, I was pretty hopeless at everything bar Quidditch.  And Illusion.  But Snape mocked me choosing that as an optional class, said Illusion was for dreamers and no-hopers..."  He stopped speaking, a delighted smile crossing his face. "These memories are coming back easily," he said, happily.  "It's wonderful!"

Something seemed to sink in. "Bodyguard?"

Marcus wasn't at all happy to see that look in Anders eyes. He wondered if there was more of a problem here than he anticipated having encountered Nimue earlier. So he decided that he'd make the 

teacher realise that she was so beyond his reach in this and any other world.

"Yes though more of a companion-protector because of the Office her Father holds and which she will hold in time. I was undercover for last few months but the incident just before Christmas kind of  finished that. When the school was effected by powerful spell and the *children* (he emphasised this word) including Nimue were in danger. I escaped the spell but was wounded while protecting them and 

also revealed as an animagus. So it's rather pointless now pretending to be her pet but Lord Hawkwood and Professor Dumbledore agree I should remain close to her."  

Anders may have been shy and naive, but he was not stupid.  He picked up the undertones in Marcus' friendly conversation and looked away, disturbed. "I'm sure she'll be just fine with you around to look after her..."

He stopped speaking as he was suddenly overcome with a wave of coughing. The tea he had taken to settle the pain in his chest had clearly worn off now.  He pulled a handkerchief out from his robes and coughed loudly and painfully into it.  Once the spasm had passed, he looked apologetically at Marcus.  "Excuse me," he said in his soft, Welsh lilt.  "I need to go take my potion.  I've not been very well, see.  It was nice...to see you again, Marcus.  Sure that I'll see you around again."

He gave a vague smile and walked, a little shakily, towards the main door. Maybe he *should* have asked Snape about that Restorative.  Maybe he still should.  But he wasn't going to lower himself to the level of begging for Snape's help.  He'd get by somehow. Just how, he wasn't sure.  But he would.

As he walked into the school, he glanced back to see a very thoughtful-looking Marcus Falconer watching him.  For some reason, it made him feel uncomfortable.  The man had seemed friendly enough, but that hint about Nimue had been blatantly obvious, even to the young DADA Professor.

He would try to steer clear of her, if only for the sake of his own sanity.  What little he had left, anyway.

Once inside he found himself feeling restless again. As dinner had not get been called he decided to head out to walk around the lake. 

*************

Nimue continued to look for Morticia and finally spotted her.  "Sorry Tish about earlier. He wanted to thank me for helping him out with some supplies. How was Arithmancy?"

"It was boring! We had to calculate stuff from our names but the results were as enlightening as the stuff you get on muggle fairs." She sneers." And Miss Vector even fell ASLEEP! Can you imagine that? I think I'll drop the class."

Just as she says the last sentence, Nathan happens to walk along with some of his friends. "Tish? You'll drop a class? I don't think Papa would like that!"

"Why don't you mind your own business?" Morticia hisses at him.

Nathan shrugs. "Sure. Hello, Nimue. So you had a conversation with our newly elected Mr Azkaban 2001? What is he like, we don't get DADA before Monday..."

Niki comes down the hallway behind them. She makes a face at Nathan's back, then glances at Morticia. "Aren't brothers annoying?" she asks. "Particularly older ones, not to name any names, of course," she coughs, and it sounds peculiarly like 'Nathan!' "What time is supper?"

"Not as annoying as little girls intruding a conversation - girls who don't even know dinnertime."

Nathan flashes Niki a fake warm smile. "But, my dearest, dinner will be soon, so don't worry, you'll be able to eat well and thus grow to be beautiful which you dearly need..."

Nimue was just about to suggest to Morticia that she join her in Snape's alchemical tutorial when Nathan had joined them. She slightly coloured at his description of Professor Grimalkin as 'Mr. Azkaban 2001'.

"Oh, he's OK. I didn't really spend more than a moment with him and he seems very quiet and nice. Why do you call him that? Was he in Azkaban?"  Her head was more than a little befuddled by everything that had happened since the morning.

"Oh, rumours only, but interesting ones, aren't they?" Nathan sniggers. "We had Potions today and Snape let slip that he didn't think too much of him... Anders Grimalkin is the name, right?

I had a glimpse at him. Guess you're right - he DOES look nice. I'm quite curious what he'll be like in class."

"That was the impression I got from Professor Snape. " replied Nimue. "I guess we'll find out in the morning what he's like in class." Nathan seemed a lot nicer to talk to than she expected. 

"Well, I'm curious!" Nathan smiles at her. "Tishy, will you fill me in with all the important details?"

"Only if you stop calling me Tishy," mutter Morticia sulkily which makes Nathan laugh. "Maybe I will - if you promise not to quit this class... Well, then, Miss Hawkwood, it was a pleasure talking to you! See you later." He re-joins his Slytherin friends and wanders off with them, talking about Quidditch teams.

When Nathan leaves Nimue takes the opportunity to talk to Morticia about alchemy tutorials. 

"How do you feel about alchemy? Only one student turned up for Snape's option and then another girl - Katia - dressed in a way that got Snape really angry - turned up at his office. Her robe was altered all tight and sexy looking with long red nails. You know 14 going on 24... and he kicked her out and told her to wash her face and change or something. It was spectacular! She looked so pissed off with him when she came back dressed more or less 'correctly' and he still told her to 'go away' in that way he has - quite cold but almost witty at the same time."

There was a point to this sentence Nimue knew it. "Anyway, I earlier talked to him about the possibility of a different approach to alchemy and it would be great if some one else from our year wanted to do it aside from me. I get enough jokes as it is from the time I help him out. So if that interests you more than Arithmancy I'm sure your Father would approve after all he know Professor Snape and all."

Morticia looks flabbergasted. "Alchemy? Wow! I didn't even know there was an Alchemy class! That sounds great! Sure, I'd LOVE to join. And Papa, well, he'd be happy, him being friends with Snape and all... and Alchemy is much more interesting than stupid numbers, isn't it? Come on, let's go and find Snape and tell him!"

She hops up and down with excitement. "Oh, and what did you do to Nathan, by the way? He behaved almost.. human!"

Nimue was glad of having someone else work with her. "I guess we could go down and see him before dinner if you want. Professor Snape said he would prepare me a list of basic texts which we'd then have tutorials on every 3-weeks or so. It won't be like usual classes at all. More that we've got to do the work on our own and then discuss what we find with him. Much more advanced in a sense. Are you up for that?" 

"As for Nathan, I have no idea about that. I mean ... he seemed really nice and everything but I take it that's unusual. Maybe it's because I have the same name as your younger sister? Or that now he knows that my father knows your father so it's all kind of allowable to be nice because they hang out in the same type of society?" 

"Sounds great! Let's go to Snape." While wandering along the corridors, Morticia ponders the Nathan-question: "Maybe you're right about your name. I mean, he's really fond of Ninny. And he's not a bad person, really. He's annoying most of the times, I know...but he's still my brother, and we have a lot of fun together at home... Maybe he's also feeling bad because he and Marvo didn't get along, and now

Marvo's gone and he can't settle it. Or maybe," here she grins wickedly, "maybe he just noticed that you look really nice today."

"They call her Ninny...I'm lucky you never told that to Marvo. Thank you for saying that about how I look today." She did feel somewhat radiant but felt that had little to do with Nathan and more to do with her other encounters during the afternoon.

"Ah, here we are" they had arrived at Snape's office and Nimue knocked for entrance

"Yep, Ninny. That's what you get when parents give their kids weird names... Nat, Ginny, Tish, Ninny, Clare, Arm and Rafe, that's us." She sniggers, but becomes silent again as Nimue knocks. She doesn't want to anger Snape...

"Enter!" Snape's voice caught them both off guard and he sounded as  though he was in somewhat of a bad mood. Snape already sounded in a less than perfect mood. Still maybe they'd cheer him up. Feeling there was strength in numbers Nimue opened the door and then they went in...... 

Morticia and Nimue made their entrance and explained the purpose of their visit. 

"So, you want to study alchemy with Miss Hawkwood?" said Professor Snape sharply but not coldly.

"I assume by your both being here that you are happy to study together. Miss Lagrand your grades in Potions are very good and as with Miss Hawkwood you exhibit maturity beyond your years, so in 

theory I will be happy to expand our little class. "

"However, I trust you realise that alchemy has been removed as an option by Professor Dumbledore since so few students expressed an interest once they discovered whom would be taking the class. 

Therefore, the burden of reading and work would be on you as it is upon Miss Hawkwood.  

Like Potions it is not about magic spells but hard scholarship, discipline and patience both in theoretical work and practical work in the lesser alchemy of plant elixirs. If, that is, either of you ever 

progress to the stage of being allowed to undertake such work. Are you willing to work to these conditions?"

Morticia gave her ascent to understanding all the above. 

"The first reading list will be given to you after your next Potions Class and I will arrange the permissions with Madam Pince. Good afternoon!"

With that they were summarily dismissed from Professor Snape's presence and they had the good sense to leave though talked excitedly about the special class on their way back upstairs.

Nimue decided she wanted some fresh air before dinner and excused herself. She headed towards the lakeside, a special spot well hidden from view of the castle. 

*****************

Elia also was by the lake, shivering a bit in the cool air, but unwilling to return to the castle. Why, just when she was getting comfortable, did things have to happen? She had overheard Ayumi's comments about her fox, and was torn between sympathy towards the girl who lost her pet, and anger. She had been almost happy before Niki arrived, bringing with her memories of loss.

Why did that stupid fox have to become a boggart? Elia was 99.9% sure that Niki had seen who the boggart became for her, and her face flushed as she realised what it must have been like for Niki. After 

all, the child is not to blame for the sins of the mother... Still, Elia felt angry, irrationally so, whenever she saw Niki, and now all the Third Years were having classes together! She longed for someone- 

anyone, really- she could talk to. Lying back on a large rock, she gazed up at the cloudy sky, and let out a gusty sigh.

Randal was also wandering the grounds. He was not in the best of moods. First that boggart and now he gets some strange number come out that apparently told him he had to make sacrifices. His shoulders were hunched over and he was loping along at great speed. He paced up and down the large grassed area in front of the school.

As he was pacing, no noticed Elia by the lake. She didn't look very happy. He felt he really ought to go and talk to her, regardless of his mood.

"Hi. Are you ok? You haven't said much after that boggart appeared."

Elia shook her head violently. "No, I'm not okay!" she said. "You saw that woman too, didn't you?" She turns to Randal. "I hate boggarts! We had one in Defence Against the Dark Arts before, and it was her, too, and..." Her voice trails off. "What was it for you?" she asks. "You look unhappy too..."

"Yeh, I was just thrown by the boggart. And then that silly numbers thing coming out the way it did."

"I saw Arcadia in the boggart. But who was the woman you saw?"

"My father was an Auror. Shortly after You-Know-Who was defeated, he was killed by a Death Eater. She is, or, was, Maryam Pheidippides. She killed my father. She is also Niki's mother." Elia smiles 

grimly. "That's why I dislike Niki. Do you blame me?"

Randal considered this for a minute. "So Niki's mum killed your dad? I can see that wouldn't make you best friends. I guess that can't be very nice having Niki joining Hogwarts this year then. I guess I can't blame you for not liking Niki. But you wouldn't do anything about though, would you?" 

Randal carefully smelt Elia. There was a familiar smell about her. Maybe she was the one that had left the article on Niki's bed last night.

"What do you mean, do anything about it?" Elia's voice was tight and guarded. "I'm not planning to murder Niki, if that's what you mean." She stares out over the lake. "All my life, or at least, almost as 

far back as I can remember, I've been an orphan. I was raised in an orphanage. When I was accepted to Hogwarts I was so happy, and it was actually tolerable, and then everyone fell asleep, and when I woke 

up, there *she* was! As if what her mother did didn't matter..." Tears ran down Elia's cheeks, and she wiped them away with a fold of her robe.

Randal dug into his pocket and pulled out a handkerchief. "Here." He wiped her cheek where a few tears had escaped from Elia's robe.

"Now let's see a smile on that face. Such a pretty face should not look so sad." Elia couldn't help but smile at this.

"That's better. I can't tell you things will go away, I can only try to make them seem a little easier." He smiled at Elia warmly.

"Now I think dinner is being served soon, so let us go." Randal led the way to the hall where he escorted Elia to the Gryffindor table and smiled at the 3rd years he recognised. He finds Elia a seat in the middle of them in the hope that talking to fellow students will help her to talk and feel a little happier.

Dinner - the Great Hall

Yvette plopped down into a chair at the Gryffindor table. She helped herself to some mashed potatoes (the things British think of!) and wrinkled her nose as a pestering seventh year ordered her to take 

some green beans. 

'What is she, my mother?' She thought, but obediently spooned some onto her plate. She hated green beans! They were disgusting! She speared one with her fork and examined in closely. EEEWW! They looked so gross, too!

Another glare from the seventh year made her put it into her mouth, and she chewed. Just as the older girl looked away, she quickly spat it into her napkin, and smiled innocently when the seventh year 

looked back.

Elia smiles warmly at Randal as he goes, then begins with her food. After serving herself a large number of green beans, she offers the dish to Yvette. "They really are good..."

"Finsh your milk." The seventh year orders Yvette, receiving an indignant look in return. Both stare each other down until Yvette decides she doesn't want to mess with someone four years older.

"Fine." She takes a sip, then puts it back. The seventh year raises an eyebrow.

"I said, FINISH it."

Yvette scowls and chugs it, then wipes her mouth with her napkin. Why did the seventh years always baby her? It was so annoying! Just because she was short, they had to treat her like a kid...like they 

were a flock of mother hens with just one baby chick!

"Hey, Nimue." She says absently, making a face at the seventh year's back.

Arcadia left Arithmancy class very quickly and is currently in the gardens walking Pantalaimon and chatting to him, or herself. it's hard to tell. 

Somewhere along her way she runs into Nathan Lagrand and they strike up a rather playful, flirtatious  conversation in which their mutual attraction appears quite obvious as well as their mutual willingness to trade secrets about other students including their siblings. (Note: off list chat by these characters)

Nathan enters the great hall without his usual huddle of Slytherin friends and sits down next to Morticia who doesn't seem to be too happy about this. "Now tell me, you want to drop Arithmancy?" he asks teasingly. "Bad girl!" "Why don't you  mind your own business?" she snaps. "I'm taking Alchemy

With Snape instead!" Pleased about the positively stunned expression on Nathan's face, she turns

towards her friends again.

A few minutes later Arcadia strolls in, looking very innocent and takes a seat at the Slytherin Table.

Still a bit angry about Morticia, Nathan smiles at her. "So, Arcadia, have you made up your mind about what time you'd like me to help with your Potions-stuff?" His friends roll their eyes, and one of them mutters something along "only a third-year".

Katia does not look the least bit happy about Nathan talking to Arcadia. She picks at her food, and watches the other students from slightly narrowed eyes. Finally, she turns to Randal, and introduces 

herself, smiling sweetly at him and batting her eyelashes.

Randal smiled back. "Hello Katia. I'm Randal Fudge. And I have to say you look just charming without all that makeup."  Randal wasn't sure if Katia would take this the right way, but he'd had to talk to SOooo many people today. Why didn't they just leave him alone.

Katia giggles. "Professor Snape made me take it off." She pretends to pout for a moment, then smiles at Randal. "I'd no *idea* the teachers here were so prudish!"

Randal Fudge wasn't quite sure what to say. "Well I think that girls your age look better without it anyway. And, the teachers can be quite strict on the silliest things. So are you trying to complete with 

Arcadia then? I mean you have good looks on your side and so does she." Katia might have got the idea that Randal was making fun of her if she wasn't busy flirting...

Katia does notice she is being teased, and she rolls her eyes before returning to her meal. "Oh, really," she murmurs.

Arcadia smiles and (of course) flicks her hair. "Oh, whenever your ready. I'll be waiting'

She looks over to Katia speaking with Randal, but says nothing more. Pantalaimon also looks over to Katia and sniffs the hair.

"Okay then, cutie, tell me." With that, the subject appears to be closed for Nathan. He gets up and sits

down a bit further down the table where the other 5th years are seated.

*************

Very little seemed to have changed at first glance, as Kalidor walked through the gates of Hogwarts Castle in much the same state as he had done that day a few weeks ago. Except had it been a few weeks? It could have been months, even years. Time didn't seem to make sense anymore. The events that had taken him away from Hogwarts after only a few weeks in the school span inside his head. What he would have given for the quiet life at Hogwarts in that time! He planned to have a good 

hard think about these things, just as soon as he had got some food inside him! Very little seemed to have changed at first glance, although there seemed a sombre air around.

Walking sedately behind the boy, with a look of one with less than 9 lives, was a small black and white cat. Those who had known Kalidor before would probably have deduced that this was Glyndwr, but none could have known the life this poor little creature had experienced.

Two house elves greeted the sad entourage at the Castle door, and dragged away the boy's trunks. Yes, Kalidor had brought two trunks back with him...

Up in the Ravenclaw boy's dormitory, Kalidor pushed one of the trunks under his bed as far as possible, and changed into his usual wizarding attire from the other one.

He made his way down to the dining hall, and sat down at one of the many empty seats at the Ravenclaw table. He ate ravenously from one of the plates of bacon sandwiches (provided there isn't suddenly a bacon shortage, or it's been banned or something <weg>) and it was only after a while that he noticed the strange faces in the dining hall and, more importantly, the lack of some familiar faces.

Nevermind, he thought, someone will talk to me if they want to.

*************

The Further Adventures of Asriel and Anders 

Back in the Corridor Asriel remained motionless a deeply concerned Madison by his side. Madison, startled, stared for a moment.  Leaning forward, she shook him again, gently tapping his face.  "Come on...wake up..."  She looked around.  "Help!" she called out, hoping someone would hear.  

"Mon Dieu!" Niki comes running down the hallway, a trifle out of breath. "I heard you call, Madison..." Her voice trails off, and she begins to look a bit uncomfortable. "What is it? Who is it? What's going on?"

"It's Asriel..." Madison replied, glad to see another face.  "He's....There's something wrong with him...We should get him to Madame Pomfrey...Or Dumbledore...I can't get him to wake up..."  

"Asriel? Who is Asriel? I don't know of anyone named that..." She stares down at him. Pulling out her wand, she points it at him. "Enervate," she mutters, and watches for him to regain consciousness. Niki kneels beside him, staring fixedly at him. "What's this amulet thing?"

"Don't touch it!" Madison said quickly.  "I don't know what it is...Just...don't touch it..."  She stared at the boy.  "This is Asriel...new here, I guess.  I don't think I've ever met him before..." she trailed off,

uncertain.  "But he knew me...asked for my help..."  She turned back to Niki.  "What do we do?"

"He knew you, but he's new here... That's very strange..." Niki twirls a lock of her hair between her fingers. "He doesn't seem to be coming around. Shall we try to bring him to Madam Pomfrey?"

Madison nodded.  "Yeah...We can't just leave him here.  Let's try to get him to the infirmary..."  She searched her pockets.  "Oh, no...I left my wand in my bookbag in the hallway..."

"Go get it," Niki suggests. "I'll wait here with him, in case he comes to..."

Madison thought for a moment.  "Why don't you start off with  him...I'll catch up when I've got my stuff.  I'll meet you down there..."

Niki nods. "Okay... I'm pretty sure I know that way." She hooks her arms under Asriel's, and begins to drag him down the hallway. "Wait..." She pulls out her wand, and points her wand at him. Wingardium leviosa," she murmurs, and he floats up a few feet above the ground, with Niki steering.

In a split second, Asriel's eyes open wide. He looks surprised and offguard.   "Take off the am….!" he says screaming. Going into a series of paroxysms, he tries to talk to the girls. "Take of the," but that was all he could get out.  "No!" he screams again. "Don't you..."

Niki screams in surprise, her concentration breaking, and Asriel's body drops to the ground. Dropping to her knees, she peers into his face. "The amulet?" she whispers, and reaches out for it. Recoiling with a curse, she sucks her fingers. "What is it?" she asks, staring at him. She slaps his face trying to bring him out of his faint, but seems unsuccessful. Wrapping part of her robe around her hand, she reaches for it again.

Madison caught up with her just as she reached for it.  "What are you  doing?" she asked.  "What happened?"  She glanced at the unconscious boy, then, pulling out her wand, dropped her bulging bookbag on the ground.  "Okay..." she said, aiming her wand.  "Go for it..."

"He came to and started talking to me, and it really startled me. He said to take of the amulet, I think," Niki explains. She glances uncomfortably at Madison. "Umm... If you don't mind, Madison, I'll 

use my wand and you can take off the amulet?" She pulls her wand out of her sleeve, and aims it at Asriel, trying to will Madison to put away her wand. When she does, Niki heaves an audible sigh of relief.

************

Nimue comes into dinner very late looking somewhat distracted. She sits near to Yvette and helps herself to food then eats without much enthusiasm.

She looks around at the Ravenclaw table often to see if there is any sign of Kat Black's return.

Even later than Nimue, close to the end of dinner, Anders Grimalkin wandered into the Great Hall, looking a little red around the eyes, as if he'd either had another coughing fit, or had been crying.  From the way he was walking a little unsteadily, it was most likely the first.

He sat down in his seat at the staff table in silence, his eyes somewhat glassy as he stared down at his plate.  He should eat, he knew that, but for some reason, he had no appetite at all.  When he was fairly sure nobody was watching him, he reached into the pocket of his robe and took a pull at the contents of a small flask, putting it back into his robes again when he was done.

He ate three or four mouthfuls of dinner, before shoving the plate away from him again, pushing his seat back and, muttering something to his fellow teachers, walked in a slightly wavy line down past the student tables and out the room.

Some of the older girls at the Gryffindor table made a few 'racy' remarks about their hopes that the handsome young Professor might lose his balance on his way out and fall into their arms, causing Nimue to pay even greater attention to her plate to ignore them as well as him somewhat studiously

She thought it very likely he had been feeling ill again but thought it best after her words to Marcus that she not embarrass herself by enquiring after him. However, when she next looked up Marcus was 

following Anders out of the hall - bringing another round of remarks from the older girls. She was happy that Marcus was concerned about the Professor.

Marcus quickly caught up with Professor Grimalkin. "Anders - are you all right?" he said with some concern at the other man's erratic behaviour. 

Anders turned at Marcus' arrival, his eyes red and bloodshot, his whole body shaking.  "M-marcus..." He stammered.  "I th-think I may have been outside for too l-long in the night air," he said between chattering teeth. Just...need to g-go rest...but I never found out where my room was..."

He began to cough again, and pulled the flask out of his pocket again, sipping again at the contents.  This seemed to settle him down. "My cough potion," he said, watching Marcus' eyes on him.  "Helps."

He could feel his knees threatening to buckle underneath him.  "I have to lie down soon, before I fall down," he said, wretchedly.  "I should never have sat outside for so long...but I couldn't come back in either..."  He seemed very confused and fevered, disoriented and shaken by something.

Marcus helped Anders into a room along the corridor that served the teachers as an after-dinner lounge. The door was passworded to keep students out but Marcus had been given access.

"I dare say you should have come in much sooner if you were feeling unwell. I assumed that you must have been settling in since we parted. On an evening like this what in earth possessed you?" He didn't wait for an answer.

"I probably should call for Professor Snape to see about getting you something to help you with this though I know there is no love lost between you two so better perhaps Madame Pomfrey should be summoned as you've probably caught pneumonia by the sound of it."

Anders sank gratefully into one of the comfortable chairs that lined the walls of the lounge and barely seemed capable of understanding Marcus' words. Occasionally a violent tremble would run through his body, and he gripped the arms of the chair tightly, hoping to somehow control himself.

When Marcus suggested Snape and he didn't protest, he knew he wasn't well. He nodded his head, reluctantly.

Marcus could not leave Anders in this state to fetch Snape. He clutched a pendant he wore around his neck and apparently used it to send a summons to someone. 

A minute or so later there was a quiet knock at the door and Marcus answered it. Nimue stood there with some concern on her face. "Marcus, what's wrong?"

"Is Professor Snape still in the Great Hall?" he asked.

"No, he left a few minutes ago." she replied. Marcus looked annoyed at this news. He took a moment to ponder what he should do.

"Professor Grimalkin has been taken seriously ill. I cannot leave him alone like this and I need to find Snape and possibly Madame Pomfrey very quickly." He looked annoyed at having to make this particular decision.

"Nimue, you stay here. Watch him but do not do anything unless he gets worse. I will be back with assistance in as brief a period of time as it takes. Use your pendant to communicate with me if necessary."

He exited shooting a warning look at Anders which threatened deeper trouble should he take any advantage of this situation. 

After the events of the day this was not a situation Nimue wanted to find herself in. She felt that Marcus had done this deliberately looking to find flaws with her earlier assurances of innocence.

Thus, she said to Anders: "Don't worry he'll be back with proper assistance in just a minute."

Anders simply stared at Nimue, seemingly not recognising her.  His body was shaking with the chills that were eating at him from within, but there was an unnatural heat radiating from his body.  "I'll be...OK...just need to rest...can't miss first DADA lesson..." His sentences were disjointed and a little slurred, almost as if he had been drinking.  He fixed Nimue with a watery gaze.  "Can't miss...that..."

He took several deep breaths, but this only served to make him cough harder. "I...hate...this," he said between clenched teeth.  "Hate being...so weak..."  His eyes met hers again and there was a peculiar mix of physical and mental anguish there.  "I'm sorry," was all he said.

He leaned back in the chair and closed his eyes.  He was fairly certain that this was just an over-effect of being outside for too long in his frail state, and not a recurrence of the pneumonia that had struck him down whilst he'd been in That Place.  He'd been feeling so intense earlier that he simply hadn't noticed.  He just needed a hot drink and a good, long, sleep, but hadn't had the energy, or the will, to argue with Marcus.

Opening his eyes a crack, he watched Nimue wordlessly.  "Now you see?" He said, softly.  "I'm no use to anyone.  Like I told you."  A single tear defiantly crept out from under his eyelid and slid down his pale cheek and he turned his head away from her, angry at himself.

This was not a situation Nimue had expected to find herself in and she was struggling against her innate sense of kindness and protection to try to help the young Professor over about dozens of other 

prohibitions and common sense as to why she should remain exactly where  she was and do as she'd been told. However, he seemed to be in such a bad way that her instinct to help overrode any caution or sense of self-preservation. She could deal with Marcus if necessary. 

He didn't seem to recognise her anyway. "You'll be fine for tomorrow." She hoped she sounded more convincing that she felt. She crossed to where he was sitting brushing away with a gesture his self-doubt over his lack of use to anyone. "Here take my hand. Draw on my strength." She took his hand anyway whether he wanted her to or not. 

It was a risk and she knew it but she had confidence in the innate magic at the core of every witch and wizard and knew at that moment she had a healing touch that was more powerful than any potion or 

ritual and might help to restore him to some sort of normality.

She hoped for everyone's sake that this gesture wasn't going to be misinterpreted by anyone. In this moment she was just a conduit for the forces of nature and she tried to make her touch as impersonal as

she could, closing her eyes focusing on the image of a garden bursting with life and soothing smells and images. In the centre of the garden was a fountain and from it flowed a water that would restore a barren land into a paradise. On this image she focused and drew.  

Anders started feebly as Nimue took his hand, and attempted to pull it back, but couldn't deny that whatever she was doing was making him feel better.

His eyes began to droop heavily as he saw the vision that she was hauling her strength from.  The fountain.  Slowly, his brow furrowed.  "I...know this place," he whispered, his hand tightening on Nimue's own.  "I've...been here..."

For an instant, all the dark shadows that had haunted him for so long were chased away by the simple beauty of the scene.  His laboured breathing grew easier, and, letting his eyes close, Anders drifted gently into the first dream-free sleep he had had for the better part of a year.

He didn't let go of Nimue's hand.

This remark was of great interest in Nimue but this wasn't the time to pursue it. She had known about this inner place for years and had visited it in her imagination in order to find peace. It was a retreat 

for her and she was shocked at Anders words. It was a strange feeling that he also would know of it. Maybe...there was more to this than it seemed but this was no time to pursue that line of thinking either.

She remained there sitting as correctly as she could in the circumstances hoping against hope that whoever came back into the room did so quietly without waking the Professor. 

More time passed than she could have hoped for before the door finally opened. 

Professor Snape was not one for making dramatic or forceful entry. Therefore, he opened the door quietly and took in the scene in front of him.

Nimue was sitting quietly by Professor Grimalkin her eyes focused now upon Professor Snape. There was no sense of impropriety in her holding of Anders Grimalkin's hand. It was that of a healer and whatever she had done, the young Professor had obviously fallen into a deep sleep. 

Snape came over to where she was sitting and parted their hands. He helped her to rise and escorted her to the door. 

"I will stay with him for a time. I suggest you prevent any one from entering, especially young Falconer who will no doubt be rushing about at breakneck speed trying to fix things. Go...."

Anders Grimalkin was not going to be too pleased to see the Potions Master instead of his young nurse but that was too bad. Snape was irritated by the young man's inability to seemingly remain out of 

trouble for five minutes but he wouldn't take advantage of him while he was ill. His own encounter with the Dementors had marked Snape and he wondered whether any crime deserved their attention.  

Nimue was grateful again to the Potions Master for not making a fuss about her being found holding the hand of the young Professor as well as for his being kind rather than curt to Anders. Snape might be 

something of a terror but sometimes he could surprise people. She knew that already and now maybe Anders would feel differently when he realised it. 

Snape would probably have something to say about the matter later about what was and was not proper. Still that was nothing next to what Marcus would have assumed and the lecture or worse that might have followed.

Inevitably, of course, Anders' body began to complain about the position he was sleeping in, and the stiff neck was what woke him more than anything else.  As Snape's face gradually swam into focus, Anders mumbled something incoherent, then tried to sit up straighter.  His body felt as though it

were made of lead.

"Professor..." he said, slowly and painfully through dry lips.  "I'm sorry for falling asleep here...if you can just guide me to my room..I'll be out of your way..."

Despite the fact that to all intents and purposes, Anders was no longer obliged to defer to Snape, now that they were colleagues, he retained all the awe and fear he had of the Potions Master that had dogged him as a boy.

The feeling of complete sickness had passed, and Anders was now simply exhausted.  He rubbed at his eyes with the palms of his hands, making them redder than they were already, and blinked at Snape, who remained silent, staring at him - no, *through* him - with that icy stare he remembered so

very well.

Snape said nothing, simply gave Grimalkin a very cool, calculating look.  He got to his feet and walked to the door.  Looking out, he spoke to Nimue.

"You are excused now, Miss Hawkwood.  Please go and assure Mr Falconer that Professor Grimalkin will be fine."

Without waiting for a reply, Snape closed the door again and turned back to the other Professor.  He eyed him contemplatively for a few moments, then walked across to him, sitting down in a chair opposite.

"This goes against every grain of dislike I have for you, *Professor*," he said, bitter sarcasm in the

word, "but I do not wish to see a colleague suffer.  I have, in my office, a superb Restorative Potion that I think will be of some relief to you."  He did not wait for Grimalkin to comment, but held up his hand.

"However, before I consider fetching this potion, I would like to take the opportunity to discuss a couple of matters with you.  And one of those matters is concerning Miss Hawkwood."

He watched the DADA Professor intently, waiting for his reaction.

Anders swallowed nervously.  "M..m..miss Hawkwood?  Nimue?" Their eyes met with an almost resounding clash.

Snape didn't seem forthcoming with any further information, so Anders was silent and chewed his lip thoughtfully for a moment.  Finally, very softly, he said, "I think I know where you're taking this conversation, Professor Snape...and although I don't imagine for one minute that you will either believe...or be interested in what I have to say...I have to say it anyway. I like Miss Hawkwood.  She is a very sweet young girl.  But it goes no further than that."

For a moment, something proud sprang into Anders' spine and he met Snape's cool gaze with one of his own.  "I know what you think of me, always HAVE thought of me.  But I have far too much at stake to lose my head."

The pride sapped out of him again and he sank back into the chair.  "Why DON'T you like me, Professor Snape?  What was it I did that made you hate me so much - even as a kid?"

Snape gave Grimalkin a scornful look as he strenuously denied any impropriety with Nimue, but for now seemed mollified.  "So you understand," he said.  "For a student to have a crush on a teacher especially one as *young* as you..."  His words were sharp and directed straight for Grimalkin's ego, "...is not unusual.  I trust you understand that."  

The young DADA Professor looked a bit bemused by this, so Snape carried on with his other comment.  "Why don't I like you, Grimalkin.  Ah, now there's the question.  Where, exactly, would you like me to start?  The fact that you were convicted for murder?  The fact that against recommendation, Albus Dumbledore allowed you to take up the DADA post?  Or shall we take it back a little further and remember what you were like as a student?  The petty little displays of temper over tiny little things.  The fact that you would never learn to understand what 'no' meant."

The Potions Master tapped his chin thoughtfully. "Take your pick, Grimalkin.  Whichever one you choose is bound to be correct."

Anders' face coloured as Snape fired the accusations at him one after another.  He immediately felt the need to defend himself against the charges as he had done the first day he'd found himself a captive in...That Place. Pushing himself forward, his blue eyes took on a dangerous expression.

"I was given a verdict of not guilty, Professor," he said, in a low voice. "In case you don't keep up with the news.  It was an ACCIDENT."  A spark flared in his eyes as he carried on.  "And you're still hungering after the DADA job yourself, are you?  Have you ever thought that maybe Dumbledore

simply doesn't trust you in that sort of job?"

He continued, angry now, heedless of the impression this must be creating. "You ever been in a position where you had to defend that which you most believed in, Professor?  Those 'little displays of temper' you're referring to were as a result of endless bullying and taunting that you - my own

House Master - turned your back on.  I don't for one moment expect you to understand something as honourable as that."

He began to lose conviction as another wave of coughing swept over him. Exhausted by his passion and his illness, he sank back down.  "I can't fight with you over this..." he began, and then slow remembrance dawned.  "That's what this is about isn't it?  That Duelling class...you've never forgiven

me for beating you, have you?"

He glowered at the other Professor, daring him to deny it.

Snape was taken aback.  Of all the things he had least expected Grimalkin to remember, that Duelling class in the boy's last term was it.  

Leaning forward himself until his face was just inches from Grimalkin's he hissed, "Yes, Grimalkin, you're right.  That does sting.  Because it wasn't me who cheated, was it?"

With that, the Potions Master got to his feet.  "I will get you that potion now, Grimalkin.  And I want

you to heed everything that has been discussed within these four walls.  I have my eye very closely on you.  And if I catch you putting so much as one toe out of line...then you can rest assured that you will be on the first transport back to Azkaban."

Snape allowed himself a moment's satisfaction to see how the Professor reacted to the word, then turned and stalked to the door, his robes billowing behind him like some avenging angel.  He turned as he reached the door.

"Wait here.  I will return with the potion and then, when you feel able, will accompany you to your room."

Anders' jaw dropped as Snape exited the room.  Cheated?  How DARE he suggest that?  The old grouch was just sore because Anders, who Snape had deliberately picked out at 'random' to demonstrate a duelling technique on, had countered the curse the Slytherin House Master with one of his own - admittedly one that he wasn't supposed to have learned - but...all was fair

in...war and Snape.

He let the matter simmer back down to the bottom of his mental stewpot, and mulled over what Snape had said.  He didn't doubt for one second that he would be true to his word.  Anders pulled at a lock of black hair that had fallen into his face and chewed the ends of it thoughtfully.  He was going to have to tread VERY carefully, it seemed.

Another flush of fever crept up on him, and he pulled out the flask that contained the simple herb potion that eased his symptoms, taking a sip of it.  It smelled foul, and tasted worse - but you had to make sacrifices.

He got to his feet, with much difficulty, and attempted to walk to the window in an effort to stretch the cramped muscles in his legs, but he could barely walk.  He raged inwardly at himself.  He was 23 years old and was acting like a man of 80.  Curse everything about That Place!  Curse his own physical shortcomings!  Curse his emotions!  And curse Snape!

Anders leaned on the back of the chair and breathed heavily, his hands shaking and his legs refusing to cooperate with his wishes.  His anger began to subside and he was left feeling very pitiful and small.  He had to wait for Snape.  He couldn't make his own way anywhere, and the knowledge that Snape would absorb no small amount of satisfaction from that fact was biting at him like a mosquito he couldn't swat.

He stood where he was, helpless and as weak as a day-old kitten, waiting for his nemesis - and his saviour - to return.  The paradox was a bitter one.

**************

Professor McGonagall was on her way to dinner. She was hoping to be able to get a quick bite before she had to sort out the WiBs who had been 'demanding that she do something' for the last half-hour in her  office. She felt exhausted from their rantings, especially as the boy they had gone to question had got away.

However, before she got there she found a little gathering in the corridor. She recognised 2 of the students from her class earlier in the day, but the other one... no, she had not seen him before. Maybe 

this was the one the WiBs had been complaining about.

"Madison, Niki, before you try anything you can explain what has been going on here." She requested authoritatively. The two girls explained what they had seen.

"Ummm. So you are Asriel are you? I've been looking for you." She mumbled.

"Ok, you two go and get your dinner. I will deal with Asriel." She dismissed the girls and they fled.

"You will come with me." She headed for the last place that she knew Snape had gone. The corridors were quiet and she opened the door to find only Anders.

"Ah. Hello Anders. Is Snape coming back? I need his help with this one." She indicated the student that she was propelling to a seat where she could put him. 

Anders was so relieved to see someone other than Snape that he could have cried.  "Yes," he said in a faint voice. "He's gone to fetch a Restorative Potion for me and he was going to help me back to my room."  His head swivelled to follow her indication and he saw the boy who had stopped him earlier outside.  At least he thought it was, he was feeling so confused.

"Is he OK?" he asked, genuine concern momentarily overriding his own self-absorption.  He went to take a step towards them, but then remembered he couldn't walk properly right now and gripped the back of the chair again.

The boy shivered. He was pale. His lips were blue from the coldness he had within him. He opened his mouth and tried to speak.

"T...T...Ta...Take!" he said in a whisper. "Take o...o...off th..the am..amulet. Take...it off..."

"NO!" he screamed startling everyone. Pure hatred stared at each and every one of them. 

"Don't you come...near me," he said.

He was breathing hard. His lips curled. Seeing this poor boy talk made you want to cry. Two people, one body. Each wanting their life back. Why was this happening? 

There was a look of desperation on his face. A look of innocence. The innocent boy was back. Even with all this commotion, everyone knew that the only person he was trying to talk to was Anders Grimalkin.

Anders stared at the boy in complete confusion.  Why was he demonstrating such fear towards him?  A pang of fear welled up in him.  Was there something going on here that he had missed?

He turned pleading, bewildered eyes on Professor McGonagall and found himself, for the first time since he'd known Snape, wishing that the Potions Master would appear and take him away from this bizarre scenario.

"Well, he is in a better state than you look. As Snape is coming back we will wait for him."

The professor sighed. "And yes, *Asriel* I know. You can stop panicking in there. I just have 

to wait for Snape to give me a hand. I can hardly borrow Anders in this state."

She turned back to Anders. "A slight transfiguration problem. I don't want to say more just yet. Just in case." 

A few minutes later Professor Snape returned to the room the restorative potion in one hand and looking as though he were ready to go another round with Anders. However, taking in the scene with Asriel and Professor McGonagall his immediate words were: "I take it, Professor, we have another crises?"

Professor Snape looked positively sour-faced at the prospect of another interruption to his evening routine. However, while waiting for Professor McGonagall to reply to his query about the boy he crossed to the seated Anders and handed him the Restorative Potion.

"I trust this will be of some use in assisting with your return to full health Professor. Should you run low I will have no problem in providing further supplies. However, it would be appreciated if any 

future visits to my office were confined to periods when I am in attendance."

He leaned closer so that he could study Anders' response. "Do we have an understanding on that particular point, Professor?"

Anders took the potion gratefully from Snape, and murmured his thanks.  Unstopping the glass bottle, he downed the potion in one.  It was almost as disgusting as his own cough medicine, and he grimaced.

When Snape asked his question, Anders understood immediately what he was saying.  "I...understand, Professor," he said, through the haze of tiredness that now assailed him.  "I understand perfectly."

He glanced across at McGonagall and the boy.  "I am sorry, Professor McGonagall...I must retire to my room if I am to stand any chance of commencing work tomorrow.  Please...excuse me."

Almost in defiance, he tried to walk towards the door unaided, but managed no more than three or four steps before his knees began to fold underneath him.  He halted and stood, rigid, staring directly ahead before sighing heavily.  This was going to make Snape very happy.

"Could I trouble you for your assistance one more time this evening, Professor Snape?"

Snape looked torn between annoyance at having to assist Anders again and vague relief at being able to escape the teacher's lounge and the other brewing crises.

"Professor McGonagall, please do excuse me for the few minutes it will take me to escort this ... our colleague to his quarters. Apparently his first day has been so 'full' that he hadn't time to locate his 

rooms and my assistance is needed once more. I shall return."  

He turned to Anders: "I take it you need physical assistance?"

Anders snapped at Professor Snape.  He couldn't help it.  "You don't have to enjoy this QUITE so much, Professor.  If you don't wish to assist me, then I'll just make my own way to...to...wherever it is I 

have to go."

Pride, stupid, male pride.  He was cutting off his nose to spite his face, and he knew it.  On top of which, he was letting his temper get the better of him - just what Snape wanted to see.  He immediately 

shook his head.

"I apologise.  I am tired and unwell, see.  Forgive my bad manners.  Please, Professor Snape, your assistance would be...would be..."   He looked at Snape, venom in his glance.  "...greatly appreciated."

Snape had won this round, it seemed.

Professor Snape smiled somewhat ruefully at the young Professor emphasising to Professor McGonagall his express concern for their young colleague:

"Nonsense Professor, I am not enjoying your predicament in the slightest. We do have standards at Hogwarts and I would be failing in my duty if I did not see you safely to your quarters. In this state 

heaven knows what our little charges might think of their new DADA instructor should you collapse in the corridor on your first day." 

With this he offered his arm and shoulder for the young teacher's support. In the battle of wills the score looked Snape 2, Anders 0.

~Yeah, yeah, and I'm the Queen of Spain~, thought poor Anders sarcastically, although he didn't voice his thoughts.  He could tell from the disapproving way McGonagall was looking at him that he'd 

gone too far already.  She made a mumbled comment that Anders neither heard nor wanted to hear but which sounded suspiciously like 'men and their little games.'

He took Snape's arm and, with the other Professor's guidance, managed to walk a few steps at a time.  He hated this.  He could hear the Professor laughing at him from somewhere within the confines of his 

oily head.

Finally, they entered the teacher's wing, and Snape left him propped up against the wall next to the door he was informed had been the entrance to the last DADA Professor's room.  Anders was further 

informed that he should have a 'good long think before he did anything else stupid', and Snape was gone.

Anders leaned against the wall in a somewhat idiotic pose for a few minutes, then painfully and slowly, dragged himself into the room.  It was dark, and cold and unwelcoming, but he'd spent eight months in 

a tiny cell.  It was like a palace.

He managed to get to the sink and splash some cold water on his face, which served to make him feel a little better.  He dragged off his shabby blue robes and, in his T-shirt and jeans that he wore beneath, 

crawled into the bed.

As his eyes, heavy with sleep, closed, his last thoughts were of a calming, beautiful fountain, filling his soul with peace and serenity, harmony and tranquillity. Anders had no bad dreams that night.

Back at Dinner in the Great Hall

As dinner starts to wind down Professor Dumbledore stands to make an announcement.

" Your attention please…. Everyone!" His eyebrows raise and a couple of giggles 1st years are suddenly silent.

"Thank you.  Now. There have been many rumours about a Valentine feast this year…" He pauses, for effect more than anything else.

" Well seeing as it was only yesterday we had the celebration for the 3rd years who so valiantly saved us all for…well.. Who knows what, I thought perhaps it was a bit too soon to be thinking of any more 

'parties' and the like…"  a few students grown in disappointment but Professor Dumbledore continues.

" But then I thought to myself….. Why not! Any excuse for a party is my motto, well.. one of them" He smiles as a cheer rise but he raises his hand.

" It won't be too big an affair, just a feast, not a ball, but I'm sure some dancing may be involved and it dose not have to be in uniform for those who do not wish. That will be all. Have a good evening"

With that he sits down.

*************

As everyone was moving towards the door, Peesey (who had been admiring the wallpaper) went towards Dylan, over at the Gryffindor side. As he approached Dylan made a scowl. "I'm sorry, for yesterday," Peesey said "I didn't want to sound that horrible, I didn't know you were in Gryffindor, and I only said those things about Gryffindor because I only knew Marvo from Gryffindor so he was the only person I could base my image of one. So I'm sorry!"

Dylan paused for a moment.  He had been about to get up and leave, and he let Peesey's words hang in the air for a moment as he stood.  "S'alright, I suppose," Dylan finally told him, his voice almost dignified.  "Maybe it jus' means you need ta think b'fore you speak, hmm?"  With that, he headed out of the dining hall and away from Peesey.

Niki did not look happy as she returns to the Great Hall. As she  passes the Ravenclaw table on her way to the Slytherin table, she notices a new face, and stops for a moment. "Hello," she says shyly, 

smiling at Kalidor. "Are you new here?"

Kalidor looked up from his rapidly diminishing plate of bacon sandwiches, and brushed crumbs from the front of his robes. He frowned, obviously trying to figure out a way to answer the question without sounding stupid.

"Not really. I arrived, then I had to go away. Now I've arrived again." There, he'd done it. Now he sounded *REALLY* stupid. Blushing, he looked up at Niki. "Hi, by the way" he said.

There was a awkward silence, something Kalidor has grown used to in his short Hogwarts career. Far in the distance, the sound of wind blowing could be heard. A tumbleweed rolled gently past the end of 

the Ravenclaw table, and... wait a minute... was that a pin I heard dropping?

Suddenly, Kalidor's eyes lit up. Maybe there was a chance he could grasp some sort of respectability from this conversation. Yes, a swift change of subject was the only way to go...

"You're in Slytherin aren't you?" (There was no sense of distaste in his voice, he had not been at Hogwarts long enough to develop, never mind understand, house rivalry) "Do you know Winifred? I think I owe her an apology..."

Glyndwr just purred contentedly on Kalidor's knee, nibbling at a neatly "dropped" bacon piece.

Niki smiles back. "I'm Nicola Pheidippides. Yes, I do know Winifred..." She glances around. "I don't see her at the moment, however. I'll tell her you're back, if she doesn't see you by then." She turns to go back to her table and adds, "Welcome back!"

After dinner, Niki seeks out Winifred, the only of the Slytherin girls she cares to spend time with. "Please, will you come to the common room with me?" she says under her breath. "I'd like to talk to 

you..." She smiles shyly, silently willing Winifred to understand there was something she wanted to communicate.

Winifred senses a bit of urgency in Niki's voice. "Sure, I was heading back to the common room anyway. Let's go." She started off in the direction of the dungeons, Niki walking alongside.

On the way back to the common room, Niki explains. "Someone's been putting newspaper clippings about... Well, something that makes me a bit uncomfortable." She glances around. "I can't tell you right now. Anyway, one was on my bed last night, and if whoever it is tries to do it again..." Her voice trails off. "If it's not a Slytherin, I want to find out who it is. Will you help?"

"Newspaper clippings on your bed? That seems a bit odd," commented Winifred as they approached the entrance to the common room. She whispered the password and they crept in. "Maybe there's a spell we can set up that can detect who's been in the dormitory besides us. I don't know if it will work, but it's worth a shot." 

Elsewhere in the Castle:

Kitty was very nervous and excited.  At last she was at Hogwarts - the school her mother went to.  She had hoped to be in Hufflepuff just like her mother did - but the sorting head placed her at Gryffindor.  She wondered if she'd meet anyone from the Gryffindor house soon ... a good thing she had Purr 

with her - he reminded her of Belgium and her old school.  She used to attend the witches and wizards school there - as her father ( a muggle) had worked in Brussels for about 5 years. She hoped she wasn't too far behind - and if the magical creatures class was as  interesting as at her old school... but first of all she had to find her way around school - maybe she should ask someone ...

Dylan had been heading out of the Common Room, his head bowed as he walked as per usual, when he nearly tripped over Kitty.  Catching his balance with something akin to grace, an odd sight given his lanky height, Dylan looked up, a spark of questioning in his blue-grey eyes.  "Sorry 'bout tha'...ye all right?"  The girl didn't look overly familiar, and he pushed his hair away as he looked at her only 

for the black strands to fall right back in his eyes.

Kitty looked shyly at the boy before her - "hi - I'm new - you wouldn't know where the Gryffindor common room is - would you ?"You see I just arrived this morning and I'm a bit lost I think" she added 

turning slightly red ...

Dylan shrugged.  "S'alright.  We all go through tha' stage, I  think."  He turned and pointed down the corridor from whence he'd just come.  "It's down tha' way...d'you know the password an' all?"

"No ... sorry" Kitty said.  "Purr come here - you shouldn't try to climb ppls cloaks"  She looked rather relieved "glad you run into me - say is it true what they say - do you have a teacher here that used to belong to You Know Who ? - and is the DADA any good ?  That used to be one of my favourite classes... do you know when we start ?  And do you have dragons around here somewhere? "

"You didn't hurt yourself did you ... ?"

Dylan felt more than overwhelmed by all the questions, so he started as simply as possible.  "C'mon, it's down this way."  He shoved his hands deeply into the pockets of his wizarding robes and talked 

quietly as he walked, his Welsh accent giving his words an odd lilt and cadence.  "I don't know too much about th' new Professor...some say he was in Azkaban, though dunno if'n tha's true or no.  He is 

Welsh, which is a plus in m' book.  DADA starts tomorrow, I think.  An' th' only dragons 'round here is th' one on th' flag over m' bed, I can tell you tha' much."  He was more than awkward trying to talk so 

much at one go, and he kept his head bowed as he spoke, his hair hiding his eyes.  This was not his strong suit, by he knew at least how to be civil.

Kitty glared at the boy next to her "ooooooh - you love dragons too do you? pitty we aren't allowed any ... I'd just love a Common Welsh Green ..."

While they walked through the corridor Kitty looked around - hoping she'd find her way back once they got there ... "wow a teacher who's been in Azkaban - what was he charged with - and how come he came out ? I did think no one came back sane from there - mind you must mean he is real good at fighting the dark arts "

"Erm you don't think i talk to much - do you ?" Kitty said while trying to keep up with her guide "people have told me i do - oh by the way my name is Kitty and you already met Purr - my ex-classmates gave him to me as a goodbye present ..."

Ayumi happily hummed to herself on her way to the Gryffindor common room after dinner. Things were looking slightly brighter than they had this afternoon for her.

On her way through the halls, Ayumi noticed the back of Dylan and some unknown girl, apparently seeing how long it took for her voice box to explode. "Hullo..." Ayumi smiled to herself, and mozied over to introduce herself.     Coming alongside the newcomer, she grinned. "Nice cat yah' got there!

I'm assuming your a Gryffindor?" The girl nodded, and Ayumi went on. "Swell! I'm Ayumi Yuki. Awfully pleased to meet you!" She casually wiped a few strands of thin black hair from her face, tucking them behind her ear, then glanced at Dylan. "I see you're playing tour guide? Or am I interrupting something?" Ayumi coyly giggled.

"not interrupting at all" Katie smiled "I got lost trying to find the Gryffindor common room - and we were on our way there - as i don't know the password either. feel like coming with us ?  then you can fill me in on the gossip on the teachers - you know Hogwarts is known in Belgium for his variety of

teachers - Dylan says there is one who was in Azkaban ?  And the rumour at my old school was you have a teacher who used to belong to You Know Who ? "

"Do you know if that's true ... ? Cause my divination teacher ..." Katie hesitated - "I'm talking too much i suppose - glad you like purr" It didn't feel right talking about what her divination teacher told her yet

- maybe she had been wrong anyway ... wasn't it said divination was one of the hardest things to do ?

Yes it prolly was best not to say anything - nothing would happen and she'd have a perfectly normal term - at least that was what Kitty hoped for.

Dylan scowled and shoved his hands even deeper into his pockets.  His face was a shade of pink now, thanks to Auymi's comments, and he felt more than slightly embarrassed.  Why did girls have to do silly things like that just to rag on him?  "Th' Common Room's down there," he told them quietly.  "Auymi will show you wha' you need ta know."  With that, he broke away, and headed back down the corridor, away from them both, his head bowed as he walked.

Ayumi was shocked. "Ah!....Geze, was it something I said?" She stood for a second, perplexed and utterly confused, but turned to Kitty. "Well, gosh. Sorry about that......But I really do have to getting to the common room. Homework, y'know....." She headed off, still shaking her head.

Kitty looked stunned ... then turned to Auymi "erm - do you think he's upset ? I hope i didn't offend him ... he seems to be nnice ..."

She didn't feel at ease - it was only her first day here and already she has managed to upset someone.  Now of course he was a boy and boys did act weird at times ... 

As they headed down the halls, Ayumi smiled, trying to keep up with all of Kitty's questions. "Heh, well, I m'self don't know too much about the teachers." She shrugged, and went on. "I have only been going here a few weeks, so I'm not going to be much help to you."      

With that, Ayumi glanced over her shoulder, and sighed. "I'm really sorry I scared Dylan off like that. I'm sure he would have been much more help than me!" They continued down the hall, with the Gryffindor portrait looming ahead.

Elia is curled up on a large armchair reading a very thick book. When more students seem to be coming into the common room, she fades a bit so that she's next-to invisible. When someone tries to sit on her, 

she gives a little yelp, and dashes into the dormitory. After a few minutes, she returns, holding something in her hand. Stepping out of the portrait hole, she runs into Kitty. "Excuse me," she says softly, and moves out of the way.

" eeerm - you couldn't help me could you ?" Katie asked "I'm new here and I can't remember the password ... "  Kitty noticed Purr liked the girl in front of her - he was strawling around her legs. "Seems Purr likes you - you got a cat too ?" All of a sudden Kitty noticed the girl had something in her hand - she had no idea what it was - but it sure looked cool. She was wondering what it was

for .. "Hey what's that you are holding ?  Never seen anything like it ..."

Elia gestured to the open portrait hole, then opens her hand. "It's just a slip of paper," she says, showing the piece of newsprint. "Go on in."

After a few moments of waiting for Kitty to go in, Elia sighed. "I'll come in too," she snaps, and steps back through the portrait hole. She does her class work quickly, and goes off to bed.

**************

Nimue was still enough of a child that she was anxious to find out how Professor Grimalkin was even if the better part of wisdom she should have kept quiet.  Finding Marcus was easy with the pendant she now wore. It was a quartz crystal clutched in the claws and framed by the winds of a hawk. Appropriate really considering.  She found him and he sounded genuinely relieved to hear that Professor Snape had matters `in hand', "Marcus can you make sure he is OK for me?" she asked.

"I am still worried about you Nimue. You are at an impressionable age and I think you'd be lying to yourself as well as me if you didn't admit that you've already formed some attachment to this new 

Professor."

"You've said it yourself Marcus. I am at that age when it is normal to form crushes on slightly older men especially those that are unobtainable. You know I felt so for you since the moment you came 

here and neither you nor I consider for one moment that there is anything more than this to it. You're hardly worried about the competition are you?"

Marcus slightly coloured at this remark. He had first met Nimue when she was 7 and he just 14, just about the age she was now.  He remembered amusing her with feats of transfiguration and what a happy child she had been that summer as his family and hers had basked in the warm ambience of the Tuscany hills and drunk in the culture and history of Florence. She hardly looked the happy child now but ever so slightly sulky at his lecturing her again on this subject.

"And I need not remind you that your Father whom I serve as chevalier has elected to betroth you to the son of his close friend. Thus, I am obliged to protect your name and if need be to protect you against yourself."

"I don't know what you think you are going on about. Marvo. Malcolm hasn't the slightest interest in me that way and he also does know how I have felt about you. We talked about it at length over 

Christmas when we were looking for ways out of this arranged thing. "

"Felt?" he queried her second use of the past tense.  It sort of  brought their conversation to a screeching halt.

Marcus was suspicious that Nimue could discuss her feelings about him with such candour. He would expect a blush or something if she indeed held this sort of emotion for him, however unrequited. She was far too cool about the subject of her feelings for his liking.

Also, Marcus wasn't without his own masculine pride. Seven years ago his fledgling career as a Seeker had been dashed during the course of a single match with Anders Grimalkin. Now in the course of a few hours Anders appeared to have been replaced him in Nimue's affections - schoolgirl crush or not.  Such feelings of competition were somewhat alien to the young man and he found himself feeling 

somewhat at a loss.  

Despite the legendary name she bore there wasn't actually guile in Nimue. She was headstrong – as he was learning and certainly had the heart of a lioness (good placing in Gryffindor). However, she had 

none of the seductive airs of some of her contemporaries – the Slytherin girls Arcadia and Katia for example or even Sarah who could pass for 16 or older without much effort.  

"Nimue, Anders Grimalkin is someone I knew at school. He has a short temper and was always somewhat awkward with girls. He's immature himself and he could be drawn to you not because you are dangerous as I said before. That was wrong of me to evoke the legend like that.  You are genuinely have such a kind and loving heart that any man, especially one who has been damaged by life, might wish to find some response from it."   

"There is also this whole Nature thing about you. Your contemporary Morticia Lagrand she's another one who bears a family legacy that is rooted in very old magic indeed. I understand Snape has agreed to teach the two of you the principles of alchemy. I wonder how wise that is but given his natural reserve I don't think he is swayed by whim in this matter. Add to that Kathryn's growing abilities in 

techniques long forgotten and I really start to wonder about your Year." His eyes seemed less harsh with her now.  

"I know what you did for me after my fight in the forest. I am also deeply obliged to your friend Kathryn for her action. I care for you like a would a younger sister and I would spare you pain. Even should another year or more have pass any feelings you have or imagine you have for him will bring you pain. Truly.  This cannot be in any way shape or form."

 "Put this day behind you as I will put it behind me. I don't intend to report any of this to your father and I advise you against giving him or me cause for concern not only about your physical safety but 

your emotional wellbeing. I would also ask you to give me your word that you will set aside any feelings your heart is nurturing for Professor Grimalkin."

"Marcus, I cannot and will not! If you feel you must tell my Father and remove me from Hogwarts that is your choice and his." Nimue's voice was not raised but her eyes were blazing!

"If these are imagined feelings then I will discover that myself and not have my heart dictated by you! I tell you this Marcus no one has ever known the secret places where my soul walks and yet he does.! 

Explain that if you can! I bear an ancient legacy and maybe an ancient curse as well but I know there is more to this than you imagine and by my ancestors, I will not be bind my word to you in this way!"

Having thrown out these words and a few tense moments passed between them, she cooled visibly. "However, if you give me your word not to act on what I have just revealed to you, then I will give you my solemn promise that I shall not compromise his position or my own at Hogwarts through word or deed. " 

Marcus realised they had reached a deadlock on the issue. He continued to believe that this was a schoolgirl infatuation, and he didn't really want to ruin the career of the other young man or cause Nimue more pain at being taken away from her friends. 

He had no idea what Hawkwood might do and privately he had felt the betrothal had been an unfair burden to lay upon the girl at this age. No wonder she felt pressure to grow up!

"Nimue, I don't wish another argument with you and I agree to not act on the information you have shared. I trust that you will stand by your word for it will be very embarrassing for you if ..." he let the 

thought drop as pointing out she was only fourteen and these were things beyond her understanding might yet trigger another flare of temper. 

Privately he knew he would watch her even more closely. As she sometimes worked unattended in his office, he would advise Severus Snape of his concerns when they next met. 

He walked with her to Gryffindor common room where he bid her goodnight. He intended it to become a routine. 

That same evening Mr Hades Lagrand, French ambassador to the English Ministry of Magic, had come to the sudden decision that Hogwarts is no safe place for his children and officially questioned Dumbledore's abilities as a headmaster.

Therefore has he had decided that his children will from now on be schooled at home, which means that after dinner Morticia and Nathan were told to pack their things and leave the Slytherin dungeons.

Activities in the Staff Room and Other Places

Professor McGonagall watches Anders and Snape leave shrugs and mutters something about 'men and their little games'

She turns to Asriel and crosses her arms. " Now my boy. Try and stay calm, we'll get you out of there… whichever one of you is supposed to be in there anyway."

She sounds flippant, but only to try and calm him down. Inside she is rather worried about what was going on. And how the Ministry Wizards knew this boy when she wasn't sure she had seen him about before.

She didn't like these 'WIBS' as they had come to be called. She hated the Dementors more of course, and she understood the Ministry needed such 'agents'. 'Failed Auroras' she had heard, good with Magic, and trained to obey orders, but they lost something of their 'humanity' in that training.

When they asked… no TOLD her to find the boy called Asriel. She almost told them where they could go! But she knew that the Headmaster would not have been pleased with that. But… to hell with them. Whatever this boy was wanted for, he was still child. And a pupil of Hogwarts, so they could just wait, and SHE would decide when, or if, to get them.

She shuddered and looked to the door, hoping Professor Snape would not be long.

Asriel rocked back and forth in his chair, his eyes rolled to the back of his head. Sweat dripping from his face, he looked as if the devil possessed him.  Snape had tied his hands tightly behind the chair before he'd left with Professor Grimalkin

"Mineeeeeerrrrrrrrvaaaaaaaaaaaa," he said half singing. "Untie me, Minerva. Untie me now. We can be friends."

He continued to rock back and forth, giggling. Occasionally his eyes would cross the room in a confused fashion. Obviously it was Andy trying to find out what the hell was going on. They awaited for Snape to return. 

After depositing Anders Grimalkin Professor Snape made his way back through the corridors. On the way he encountered Marcus Falconer on his way back from Gryffindor Tower.

"A timely meeting I think, Marcus. Would you come with me to the teacher's lounge? There is a problem involving transfiguration. Your speciality I believe? Professor McGonagall is there now with a 

student."

"I had hoped to see you Professor" said Marcus talking as they walked briskly through the halls. 

"I am a little concerned about my charge, Nimue Hawkwood. I may be overly concerned but she seems to have formed some attachment to our new DADA professor whom I believe she first encountered in your office when she was there unattended. It's probably just a school girl crush but given her temperament and that she sometimes works unsupervised in your office...."

"It hadn't escaped my notice." replied Professor Snape, "she is very like her aunt whom attended Hogwarts when I was a student. Always one for adopting the outcast...." He paused for a moment then continued:

"However, your concern echoed my own and I have spoken to Professor Grimalkin quite frankly about it and he assures me it goes no further than he finds her a sweet child so we will leave it at that. I will 

take extra care to make sure any work she does in my office is supervised and I would be surprised if once the term begins she doesn't find some admirer of her own age and class among the new students."

Moments after this they arrived at the Teacher's lounge and entered to assist Professor McGonagall with her problem.

************

Hyacinth should have been asleep, but she wasn't. She was instead fully dressed and drifting, silent as a ghost that doesn't inhabit Hogwarts.

Why she was doing this was simple...She had had one of those dreams again, the kind that tended to disturb her. It had involved a lot of people dying, and somehow, she had been the cause of it. She had woken up in a cold sweat, and spent a rather non-productive half hour staring at the ceiling, trying to stop shaking. Now, wandering the quiet, benighted halls of the old castle, she began to relax. Here, in the quiet silence of the evening, only the ghosts would bother her, and they generally didn't. Enough things bothered her as it was.

She had existed for two full years now at Hogwarts, simply one of those permanent but quirky fixtures. She was a small, pixie-ish girl with long, thick black hair that usually managed to fall into her face and large, intense dark eyes that seemed to miss little of the world around her. The thing that made it so easy for people to simply ignore Hyacinth was that she never spoke. Not once. People had tried, both teachers and students, to get her to talk, but she just wouldn't. Some people thought she was mute, but then, how could she possibly work her wand? Sometimes, people would whisper that every time she did speak, slugs would fall out of her mouth because she was cursed.

The simple fact was that none of that was true. The truth was far less sinister. The truth was that Hyacinth had a horrible stutter, which, added to the fact that she was afraid of her own shadow, kept her silent. If she didn't speak, she reasoned, no one would laugh at her for her speech impediment.

She had managed to keep the teachers from being overly concerned by simply sitting in a back corner of whatever classroom she was in, her head hidden in a book...After the first few times teachers called on her in class and she *tried* to open her mouth to force words out, they simply quit trying.

As she drifted along, the sound of voices--louder and somehow less ignorable than the usual voices that inhabited an old building like Hogwarts--brought the young girl to a dead stop.

Quickly, she scampered into a nearby alcove, where she could be hidden and not be seen. She saw them--Professor Snape speaking to some man about a girl who apparently had a crush on the latest DADA teacher...Flattening herself further against the wall, Hyacinth held her breath until they passed. Wouldn't do to be caught out at night--especially not by--a teacher! She had never been caught at her one constant breaking of school rules--this constant drifting around the castle--and she didn't want to get into trouble...That would mean people would notice her, maybe some of them would try to make her talk...and they would find out! To her relief, the voices passed out of earshot, and she quickly came to the decision that she'd better not be there in case they came back. Scampering out of the alcove, she started back toward the Ravenclaw quarters, trying to calm her racing heart.

Sarah had left the dining hall as soon as possible after Dumbledore's speech. Dance cool - she'd already lined up a date. She was alcove hiding as usual trying to find a corner for a smoke.

She'd enjoyed her lessons though was somewhat disappointed when Arcadia and Katia had appeared as new Slytherin House members. Drat she was stuck in Ravenclaw and although she liked Kat Black 

tremendously there was little chance she's replace the - *what was it Tish had said her sister who was also called Nimue had been called - oh yeah Ninny - perfect*  - the 'Ninny'. 

Sarah spotted Hyacinth Rose's progress as they both had 'hid out' to avoid Snape and the Ninny's pretty bird-boy..oh yeah Falconer *Gosh, did no one see that one coming* passing by. Hyacinth Rose was exactly the kind of kid Sarah liked. Definite possibilities...

"Hey kiddo, you're pretty brave wandering about. You're the quiet one aren't you? I thought you were Joss for a moment haunting the place. But she hasn't been seen since the Ball - and you don't float."

Sarah's spiky short hair and cheeky grin was at odds with her neat robes. She was making an 'effort' this year to not look like too much of an outsider plus she was sick of being told off. She now had a 

Sixth Year prefect for a 'boyfriend' and he had 'standards' - yawn. 

"Heading for Ravenclaw? You can just nod if ya don't want to talk. I've got enough talk for the both of us."

Hyacinth was momentarily startled by the other girl's approach. She recognised her, of course. They were in the same year. She was the kind of girl Hyacinth would dearly have loved to approach herself but hadn't ever dared to.

She nodded her head as Sarah asked if she were heading back to Ravenclaw...she wanted to ask how the other girl had come to be in the same situation as she was now, but didn't dare... She walked along, listening to the stream of chatter and allowing herself to relax...just a bit...

"Not a lot of chat in you is there?" enquired Sarah a somewhat rhetorical question, "Anyway, here we are back at Ravenclaw. You'd better stay down for the night as ole Argus Filch might be on the 

prowl and we have DADA at last in the morning!" There had been no DADA teacher or classes in the first term of this year.        

Hyacinth shook her head at Sarah's question, and shot the other girl a tentative smile as she made her way back to her bed.  Once in the relative quiet of the dorm, she closed her eyes and tried, at last successfully, to fall asleep.

Term started in the morning...She could feel her stomach doing wild flip-flops. And DADA was the first class! Oh, dear...what would this new teacher be like? Maybe...she hoped...he would just let her sit in the Don't-notice-me-please corner of the room, and leave her alone...Please, let him leave her alone, she prayed to any deities listening. She fell asleep, however, with a sinking suspicion that her days of simply hiding in corners were about to come to an end. 

*************************************

The professor was relieved that Severus had Finally remembered her. She didn't want the anger of the WiBs about the time she was taking, and if they didn't do this soon then they would find her again. And 

she REALLY didn't want that.

As Asriel was tied to a chair she beckoned Snape and Marcus over to the other side of the room where she scribbled on a paper, so that Asriel could not see what she was planning.

The paper said:   "Marcus, help me transform the child back into Andy Warden, I hope you remember him... Severus, when he is back, take the amulet from his neck as fast as you can. Use the window opening pole to remove it, and don't touch it."

The two gave her strange looks, but complied.   She and Marcus concentrated on Asriel and built a spell that made him start to transform...

Professor Snape had trusted Professor McGonagall realised that his 'errand of mercy' with respect to Anders hardly was of his choice and the slight delay seemed to have allowed her to get matters 'in hand' with respect to the boy. Plus, he had picked up assistance in the form of Marcus which he expected made some recompense for the delay.

She knew what she wanted and he stood ready to follow her instructions and then attempt to salvage something of the rest of his evening! 

He intended to write to Hades Lagrand about his removal of his children from Hogwarts. Severus didn't think children of wizarding folk should be wrapped up in cotton wool and 'protected', any student taking his Potions class would realise this. 

"Just take off the amulet. Don't write a spell. Don't..." he said.

None of them knew why Andy didn't want his old body back, but they knew he had something up his sleeve.

"Professor, I suggest we ignore anything this boy says and get on with your plan." said Professor Snape with some harshness. 

Professor McGonagall gave Snape a dirty look while she was struggling with the transformation. Between her and Marcus they managed to return the body to the form of Andy. It looked painful, but they were not going to stop and let the 'other side' of him escape. Little bits of the two body's seem to be in the same place at once for a while, but they managed to stabilise his normal form.

"Snape take the amulet quick." She was showing perspiration across her brow with the effort to hold him in the correct form. 

Snape leant over with the stick - the one that would normally be used for opening and closing the windows that could not be reached - and carefully removed the amulet from the boy's neck. 

Prof. McGonagall left out a sigh, and released the spell that she and Marcus had woven. "Thank you," she sighed at Marcus and Severus.

"I will take that." She took the amulet, now harmless even though it had allowed Andy to transform. She held the amulet for Andy to see.

"Ok, you will be safe now. I will hold onto this for you as I do not think it is safe for you to have. It is no good trying to find it or steal it as it will be well hidden behind various spells in a very safe place. Prof. Snape will release you from those bonds in 10 minutes, and then he and Marcus will escort you to where some very angry WiBs are STILL waiting for you."

"Thank you professor, Marcus." She left taking the amulet with her, and leaving the Andy that everyone would recognise, back in his normal state, it looking a little flustered.

After thanking the professors and Marcus, Andy walked down the corridor with a pain in his leg and a thought in his head. He was upset. Evil thoughts in his head wouldn't go away. He could feel the absence of Asriel. He felt...alone. Again. Tears streamed from his face. He walked five more paces 

and with a big thump, he fell to the floor. His legs had turned to rubber. Seriously. And to only make things worse, hovering over him were two large WiBs, one holding out his wand.

The one holding the wand said, "You got away from us once, Asriel. You're not going to get away again."

*************

London

Later that same evening Emrys Hawkwood was catching up with some paperwork in his study at home when Nimue's owl reached him. He read through the impassioned letter with interest taking in the points raised by his fourteen-year-old daughter. 

The revelation last November of her parents' long-term plan to arrange a marriage between Nimue and the son of Titus Ward, seemed to have had an extraordinary effect on his naturally quiet and reserved child.

"This betrothal has done Nimue the world of good" he remarked to his wife, Viviane, who had come in to enquire about the owl, "here look she's almost demanding that we release them from it!"

"That's so unlike her" said Viviane, examining the letter. "I expected she'd play out the dutiful daughter without any trace of this sort of rebellious streak. Looks as though you may have been right that there's more spirit in her than I imagined. Or it may just be a phase testing us against her own will-power."

"I think not. We both know the real reason behind this." His wife nodded her ascent, " What do you intend to answer?" she asked.

"I'm unsure but I'll consult the Oracles and see what is the best course of action. "

