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Morning has Broken - DaDA is our First Class

Nimue had headed for bed without finding out any news about either Kat or Andy and their fate at the hands of the WIBS. Some wild rumours had circulated in the common room about the latter and someone had spotted Kat but it was unconfirmed. 

News also travelled fast that the Lagrands had been taken out of the school for security. Typical - just as Nimue and Morticia had resolved their problems and been looking forward to the alchemy 

tutorials with Professor Snape!

New students seemed to be popping up left right and centre and there was still the issue of Marvo and what might happen to him in the hands of the Ministry people. He was an Auror though, albeit one in training, didn't they play by separate rules? She hoped for an owl from him or news via daddy. 

Having slept on it there was also the matter of Anders Grimalkin and how she was ever going to get through the morning without embarrassing herself. Still she was not without willpower in such matters and so she resolved to keep any such emotions under lock and key where they needed to belong. She had been right in expecting that a lot of the girls were going to find the young Professor 'cute' and while it was against her nature to join in on such girlie giggling at least she didn't feel so weird.  

There were still some unresolved things about Achel. They hadn't spoken at all the previous day and she supposed he had taken her comment about being 'friends' as meaning just that. She didn't think she particularly wanted the responsibility of a boyfriend anyway especially as nothing was likely to sway her parents on the matter of Marvo and they were probably right about 'not engaging her affections elsewhere'. Brought her back round to Kat. She had resolved to ask Kat to join her on next trip home so that her parents could get to know her better and understand perhaps why their plans were so flawed.  

Anyway, it was day two of the new term. There was a clutch of newbies who needed steering through the routines and DADA was first lesson!  

Ready for breakfast, Nimue went down stairs with a few others from Gryffindor to grab a seat and see who was about.

Randal had got up early again and gone for a walk outside. He had hoped to find Elia, but she had not been there. So he had gone to breakfast, and he hadn't seen her there.  He headed for DADA. 

He had an agitated look about him. He was worried. He was worried about Niki getting these newspaper clippings on her bed, although when he had seen her at breakfast she hadn't mentioned getting one last night. He was also worried about Elia and how she was coping having Niki here.

Anders, having finished his breakfast (which he had eaten heartily, being as he had eaten barely anything the previous day) strolled almost jauntily down the corridor, hoping that an external display of bravado would cover up the extreme jitters that were bouncing around his stomach.

Clutching his leather wallet to his chest as though it was a shield, he took a few deep breaths and entered the DADA classroom, walking in.  He was early: he had done so deliberately, hoping to get a few moments to himself before the dissension of the masses.

He noticed one or two students already in the room and mumbled a shy greeting before sitting down behind the massive desk.  He busied himself with opening of his wallet and poring over his class plan, not taking any notice of any note-writing that might be going on.

The butterflies began to flap a little harder leaving him wishing that he hadn't eaten so much breakfast.

He walked into the classroom and sat down at a desk. He got out a pen and paper. He scribbled a note, folded it and then used his wand on it. It floated away in the direction of Elia...

The note reads: 'Elia, I NEED to speak to you.  Randal'

Elia pulled the note out of the air in front of her, read it, then folded it carefully and put it in her pocket. She was almost in the classroom anyway, and sat next to Randal when arrived. "Yes?" she asked her voice not exactly irritated, but not very happy. She doesn't look like she's in a very good mood either.

"Umm..." Randal stumbled over his words now she was here.

"Well I need to find the person who has been leaving these newspaper clippings for Niki." I imagine Elia scowling here. "Don't look at me like that! Just let me finish. I need to tell them what I heard Niki 

and Winifred talking..."

Prof. Grimalkin entering the room cut him off.

"Can we go for a walk after this lesson," he whispers at Elia.

"I can't, I've got Care of Magical Creatures! Wait, if you're free, you can walk me down there." Elia smiles slightly, and returns her attention to her 'The Dark Arts: A Guide to Self-Protection.'

Randal nodded at Elia in agreement, and mumbled a 'mornin' to the professor. 

As Katia and Niki walked in he smiled at both of them. "Morning girls." He flicked a wisp of blond hair behind his ear.

"Yes, you do look tired Niki. Shame you didn't catch them. They probably knew you were waiting." He winked at Niki.

Katia walks in, smiles sweetly at Randal, glares at Elia, and takes a seat in the first row. If any of the students had really known her, they would have been quite surprised to see this, but as they didn't, they weren't.

"G'morning," Niki says, trying- rather unsuccessfully- to stifle a very large yawn. "Hi, Randal." She sits a few seats in front of Randal and Elia and smiles at the teacher. "G'morning, Professor Grimalkin." She turns around and adds to Randal, "I'm really tired... I stayed up last night trying to find whoever's been putting those notes, but we didn't find anyone." She makes a face. "How inconsiderate of them not to come and try to upset me when I'm waiting for them!"

Nimue had been disappointed not to meet Kat at breakfast.  She had finished quickly as quickly as possible wanting some time in the grounds to settle her nerves about the upcoming class. Still she managed to be early and on entering, as there were so many empty seats was somewhat confused as to where to sit. 

Normally in class she liked being near to the front centre but after glancing a couple of times in Anders direction (he had his head down studying his notes anyway so hadn't see her dither) elected to take a 

seat in the very far corner back row so that she could be as far away as possible from him.

*A seat in the room down the corridor might be better* but she didn't think that would work somehow.

She told herself her choice was mainly so as this was the best position to watch the door and catch Kat Black's attention if and when she appeared and she thus 'saved' the seat next to her for her friend.  She had also armed herself with an extra book and buried her head in it making notes in the margins, while other students made their way in and took their seats. She kept glancing up at the door. 

Hyacinth, her textbook clutched fiercely against her chest, entered the classroom. She hadn't eaten much, as the first day of class generally made her so nervous that if she did eat, her food was likely to end up making its presence more than known. As she entered the classroom, she noticed that a girl she didn't know--which would be just about every girl--had taken her usual spot in the farthest corner of the room. An expression of panic crossed the small, pixie-ish face as she looked around. The room was filling up quickly, and she ended up taking a seat near the door. Upon accomplishing that, she opened her book and scrunched down in her chair, trying to disappear. Her black hair fell in a loose curtain, hiding her face from the others in the room.

Kalidor entered the DADA classroom and scanned the room. He found an empty seat and sat down, puzzled. What was happening here? He hadn't seen anybody he had recognised at dinner the previous evening. In fact no one apart from Niki had spoken to him. Now he looked around the room and again, there weren't many familiar faces. Nimue was there, but she looked somewhat different. But where were Marvo and Kat? They had gone everywhere together before. He smiled slightly to himself. They would probably arrive together. Late.

And he still hadn't seen Winifred. Maybe Niki hadn't passed on the message. He had heard that Slytherins couldn't necessarily always been trusted.

He'd been up all night as he had only got his timetable sorted out after dinner, when one of the teachers had been kind enough to take him to one side and explain that his first lesson was DADA, and it was 

compulsory, and he might like to consider reading this book!  He propped his head up on his shoulders and tried to stop his eyelids drooping. It was going to be a long lesson.

DADA gave Dylan a glimmer of hope.  Perhaps this would be something for which he might have some talent.  At least one could hope.  As usual, he slunk into class, slipping into the back.  Life was easier when one was out of immediate reach of a teacher.  Finally, Dylan allowed himself a decent look at Professor Grimalkin.  He looked up and scanned the professor, his own grey-blue eyes taking in details now.  The resemblance was uncanny.  It bothered him in a way nothing else ever had.  Same frame, same build, same colour, same hair, it even looked as if his nose had been broken once or twice just like Dylan.  The only difference was the colour of their eyes.  It was disturbing, indeed.  Dylan dropped his gaze, pushing his hair back as he tried to look like he hadn't just been studying the man, praying no one noticed especially Grimalkin himself.  This didn't look like it would be a good term.

Winifred strolled into the DADA classroom looking rested and in good spirits. She looked around for a seat when she did a double take. Kalidor? She hadn't seen him since the ball and wasn't sure what to 

do. She mustered up some courage and went over to say hello. "Hello Kalidor. Where have you been?" 

Kalidor awoke with a start. Here he was again, same sort of question, same sort of answer. In other words, another opportunity to make himself look very stupid. Winifred was the last person he wanted to do that in front of.  He looked around at the restless, paper-shuffling Prof. Grimalkin, to make sure that not too much attention was been paid in his direction, and turned to Winifred.

"Hi there", he said. "Look, I'm really sorry I left you in the lurch like that, it's just that something came up and I had to leave fairly sharpish." Another one of those pauses. "If you're not too busy, we could meet up later and I'll try and explain things, it's a bit of a long story."

There, that didn't sound too stupid, but wait, hadn't he just effectively asked Winifred out on a date? He blushed ferociously and turned back to his desk. How he hoped that no one had heard.

Winifred fidgeted with her robes. She felt her face get hot and stood, silent, for a few moments. "I, uh, suppose we could meet up later. Um, maybe before dinner or something?" She couldn't help feeling embarrassed and slightly stupid. Before either of them had a chance to say anything further, however, as Professor Grimalkin started the lesson. Winifred grabbed the nearest empty seat and kept her eyes 

on the teacher for the rest of the lesson.

Looking up as more students began to enter, Anders' face filled with abject panic.  He reached across the desk to pick up a quill and knocked over his decanter of water, which flooded onto his notes, smearing the ink into complete unreadability.  He let out a yelp of horror as he tried desperately

to save them from the deluge.  With the usual 'flicking-wand-into-hand' motion, he pointed it at the damp patch that was encroaching on him.  "Evaporum", he said, and immediately, the water became a small haze, and vanished.  His papers were ruined however.  Now he had no notes to work from, either.

This was not, he felt a good omen.

Hyacinth caught the look of panic on the professor's face in one of her brief, apprehensive glances up from the book she pretended to be engrossed in reading, and allowed herself to relax just a little. 'He 

can't be that bad,' she thought. 'It must be like what they say about animals...they're just as scared of you as you are of them.' She found the idea of comparing a teacher to an animal highly amusing, but forced herself to keep her smile hidden as she went back to her reading. 

There was still time before the beginning of class, so Anders tried to settle down and gather his thoughts.  He acknowledged the one or two people who greeted him, and became unnerved when his eyes met those of a student sitting at the back, who seemed to be examining him with an intensity that made him uncomfortable.  In a nervous moment, he wondered just how up-to-date with his personal history some of these students might actually be.

"Morning, Dylan," Niki says. "See, he does look like you!" She grins. "It isn't a bad thing, you know."

As more people begin to enter the classroom, Katia looks around calmly. "Professor Grimalkin," she says, smiling slightly, "before class begins, may I ask a question?" Without waiting for his answer, 

she says, "Why don't you tell us what we really want to know? That is, there are so many rumours going around... Why were you in Azkaban? And why aren't you any more?"

Hyacinth actually looked up from her book at this point to give the professor the kind of look a deer gives approaching headlights. She hadn't heard that girl's question correctly, had she? Azkaban? A teacher- -but surely, they wouldn't hire--would they? She wished that girl hadn't taken her corner seat. Fighting a sudden urge to cry, run, or do both, she buried her face back in her book.

Anders stared at the girl in the front row who had just asked him the question he had been dreading the most.  The very word 'Azkaban' set his hand to shaking and what little colour there was in his face drained completely.  When he did speak, he stuttered nervously over his words.

"I...uh...that is...I..."  He stared down at the floor, trying to think of the right words.  "I w..was wrongly con..convicted of a crime.  My trial judges found me not guilty and...well...h..here I am..."  He thought about attempting a smile, but feared that it came out as a grimace, so bit it back and remained tight lipped.

"What crime?" Katia looks up at him inquiringly, a sweet smile on her face. Niki leans forward, and taps Katia's shoulder. The older girl half-turns in her seat, and says something very softly. Niki's face 

colours, her eyes narrow, and she starts to say something, but thinks better of it. Katia looks back at Professor Grimalkin. "I'm interested, Professor. One never knows whether the rumours are correct."

His hands were shaking so much now that he had to thrust them into the pockets of his robes in an effort to hide it, but a haunted, hunted look flashed across his face.  "I was...in...an accident," he said, his voice barely above a whisper.  "It was an accident.  Didn't mean it.  Wasn't deliberate.  No, no.  No."

Pleadingly, he looked at her, begging her silently with his eyes not to ask any more questions and just let the matter drop.

"This seat taken?" Sarah had sneaked up on Nimue and started to sit down next to her. She didn't intend to stay in the back of the class - she wanted to be where the action was but thought she might try to at 

least be friendlier to the Gryffindor girl.

"So Hawkwood - bad couple of days for you? Marvo and all. I wouldn't shed too many tears over your lad Achel. He's no loss. He was checking me out after the Yule Ball while you were out in the woods. Couldn't be bothered to give me any of the potion but could check out my... anyway, I wanted to say that there's no hard feelings for you know the stuff I ragged on you about before Christmas. Who knew...?  So, what do ya think of our new professor. Great eyes, huh? Bit mad, bad and dangerous to know according to the grapevine."  

*Great* thought Nimue "I was saving that seat for Kathryn Black." she said rather lamely. 

That didn't stop Sarah from staying there and making what Nimue guessed passed in Sarah-speak for an 'apology': 

"That's OK" Nimue replied, "I know that sometimes I probably come across  as .. well that I take myself a little too seriously so easy target. Truce?"  Nimue  didn't want to get drawn into conversation with Sarah about Anders; the girl was far too quick on the uptake. 

No one had seen Arcadia since Dinner the previous day.

She had woken early, but made a special effort to look her best for the DADA lesson today. She had seen the new teacher and thought he was 'yummy'. The experiments with her robe had not gone well, she just could not get the 'shaping' right, like that new girl had. Arcadia frowned as she thought how the boy's eyes had turn when Katia had entered the room.

So she had had to make do with her normal robe, perhaps slightly shorter than usual, and a little more open at the front, showing off her lovely short pale blue dress. Still, she had her makeup perfect and had brushed her hair an extra 100 times just to make sure.

She was sure the new teacher wouldn't mind her being a little late. She strode into the DADA Classroom and instantly felt the tension in the air. Pantalaimon fell in close to her side and his ears were flat against her head.

"Erm... Sorry I'm late Sir" She whispered and looked around for an empty seat. 

Dylan was seething, watching this spectacle in front of him.  He had seen Katia at the Slytherin table, and he could see she fit in her new house just fine.  He didn't know Professor Grimalkin well, but he knew that look.  It roused in him an anger that he carefully bit back.  "Fer Christ's sake," he hissed at Katia.  "Shut up an' let th' man teach!"

Anders, under extreme pressure from Katia merely glanced in Arcadia's direction and said nothing.  He turned back to stare at his inquisitor, then, to his relief, the boy with the Welsh accent spoke up.

~Thank you,~ he directed silently at the boy, hoping that she would heed his advice.

"Is...is...is...everyone here who's g..g..oing to be here?" he asked, a little faintly, praying that the situation had reached its end.

"Hear, here" piped in Sarah from the back row, and clapped a couple of times to show support for Dylan's words to Katia, "yea, go one let the man teach." She decided to show further support and frank 

admiration of the new teacher by moving closer. She winked at Nimue as she gathered her books and found an empty seat a few rows forward.    

Arcadia is, for want of a better word 'miffed'! All the effort and he didn't even give her a second glance! Well! Both Arcadia and Pantalaimon both give a 'huff' and sit down. She turns to the person next to her and whispers 'Well... I guess he doesn't like girls! What did I miss?"

It was too much for him.  All the painful probing into his past, and now people getting up and wandering around the classroom, whispering to each other...he'd not even STARTED the class and already he'd lost control.  He reverted to the only course of action left to him. He lost his temper.

"I said," he began, the nerves gone from his voice, and a cold tone entering it, "is everybody here who's going to be here, because this lesson," Here, he stood up, and his blue eyes flashed dangerously around the classroom, "is starting NOW!"  He banged his hands, palm down on the desk, with a thunderous crash, causing the quills and papers to leap a good couple inches from the surface.

"Is that clear?" he hissed, in a voice that was seemingly not entirely sane. "Well?"

His glare met Katia's gaze and for once, he did not drop his head, or shuffle his feet.  "There are some subjects," he said, in the same moderate, but threatening tone, "that are not suitable for the classroom.  If you wish to believe gossip and rumour, indeed, even spread it yourself, then that is your prerogative.  But right here - in MY class, you will not mention it again, is that understood?"

He sat down again, breathing deeply.  He was so nervous, it was all he could do to keep from being sick there and then.  Losing his temper like that probably hadn't been a very good idea.  On an automatic reflex, his hand went to his pendant.  It seemed to calm him a little.

Hyacinth's reaction to this explosion was to hastily close her book, which she hadn't been reading anyway. She had listened to the conversations about the professor, and once the initial panic had worn 

down, she felt herself becoming more sympathetic toward the man. His temper, though, had given her a start, and as she quickly set her textbook down on the desk, she overbalanced it, and it went crashing 

with what seemed to be a thunderous BANG! to the floor. (It probably hadn't been that loud in reality, but she didn't know this.) Quickly, she reached down to retrieve the book, lowering her head even 

further than it normally was, hoping no one had noticed her faux pas, particularly the professor! She just knew she was going to be sick...could feel it...

Sarah had noticed Hyacinth's discomfort and all. The girl seemed another one happy to be at the back of the class.  "Hey are you OK?" Sarah leaned over and whispered to her. 

Hyacinth, surprised by the gesture, slowly nodded her head. She wasn't sure if she actually *was* OK, but then things hadn't really started yet...

**********

"We are still waiting on a couple of students, sir." 

Nimue could hardly believe she'd spoken up so promptly and clearly.  Maybe this wasn't going to be as hard as she imagined. Now that he'd asserted his authority as a teacher it was easier to act more normally. She remained concerned about Kat's continued absence. 

Niki, who had been trying, with moderate success, to quell her own rising temper, relaxed after the professor lost his. Raising her hand tentatively, she asked, "So, what is our lesson on?" and tried to 

smile.

Kat was late. She was running down the hall as fast as she could. She had so wanted to be on time for this lesson, and now she was late. She didn't look too good either. She had overslept. She had no idea what had happened yesterday, all she could remember was going out with the WiBs.... It was almost as if her mind couldn't cope with it and had blocked out the memory. 

And then she had been in her dorm, crying herself to sleep again. Her eyes were still puffed up and rather than being their usual bright blue they had taken a permanent grey colour. Her hair was going 

everywhere as she had only pulled a brush through it a couple of times. Her wizard's robes were half hanging off her shoulder where she had thrown them on in a hurry. 

She opened the door. The entire class turned to look at her.  She blushed. "Ummm. Err.... Sorry I'm late, sir."  She dashed to a desk. She didn't look at anyone, so she had no idea that Nimue had saved a place for her.

She got out her books and tried to straighten her robes as she got out her books. She briefly looked round and noticed that she had sat next to Arcadia. She didn't recognise this girl, but she did notice the 

looks and the make-up. 

Looking around she also noticed Kalidor had made a re-appearance. She smiled. But then she noticed Nimue in the corner. The smile was replaced by a guilty look. 'Sorry' she mouthed at Nimue 'didn't see 

you.' Now she felt guilty for just sitting down.

Anders nodded at Kat.  "Fine," he said, shortly.  "Just make sure it doesn't happen again."  He looked a little more closely at her and saw how red her eyes were, and his demeanour softened again.  He sighed inwardly and stayed where he was until he was sure he had the attention of the students.  The nerves were back.

DaDA Class: a Lesson on the Elements 

Finally, he knew he could put it off no longer.  He got to his feet and walked to the big chalkboard at the head of the class.

"Elements."

Anders wrote the word on the board and turned round to face the class.  He was visibly shaking, and he stammered over his carefully prepared and now extremely soggy notes.  "I'm s..sure you're all aware," he managed to get out eventually, "that there are f..four m..main elements."  He flicked his wand into his hand and one at a time, the four elements appeared as tiny illustrative illusions before him.  "Earth.  Water.  Air.  And..and..fire."  The illusions winked out again.

He left a slight pause and shuffled the pulpy papers in his hand, still nervous.  "To understand how to defend yourself against the Dark Arts more effectively, it is also necessary to understand more about the nature of magic itself."  He looked around at the class and was somewhat startled to see he actually seemed to have their attention.  Bolstered up by this, he continued.

"This is what our class today will be about.  I haven't had a chance to order in the things that I want to show you on a practical level, so we're going to have a discussion about this subject." He paused, waiting for reaction.

"Professor are we really going to discuss the nature of magic itself?" piped up the ever forward Sarah, "I mean no one ever does that with us. They just show us how to do it not about it." Sarah was intrigued. 

Anders smiled at Sarah's enthusiasm.  "Yes," he acknowledged.  "We're talking about how it works, not necessarily how to do it.  Might make a change for you."  The nerves were settling now.

Elia, seeing that Katia is about to raise her hand, raises hers quickly. "Umm..." she begins, suddenly aware that everyone is looking at her, "Aristotle, an ancient Greek philosopher, theorised that 

everything is made up of four elements. The four were fire, water, air, and earth. Each had its own set of properties and each was either hot or cold, dry or moist. There were four combinations. Air was hot and moist, Earth was cold and dry. Fire was hot and dry, and water was cold and moist. It was the nature of earth to fall, and that of fire to rise." She stops speaking, looking acutely embarrassed to have spoken up in class. "I'm not sure if that's exactly what you mean by elements in magic..."

At Elia's little speech, he nodded more.  "Excellent.  Well spoken. Aristotle - who was, some of you might like to note - a Muggle - was right. But when magic is applied to the equation...it gets a little more complicated."  He shuffled the papier-mâché in his hands again.

"For every positive benefit of each of the elements, there is a negative. Fire burns.  Fire also warms.  Water drowns - water also nourishes.  It is up the spell caster to determine how each one ultimately turns.  Nothing is truly evil unless its intent and purpose is."  He was becoming more confident with each word, and soon left his notes on the desk altogether and began pacing the room, making things up as he went along.  He was surprised at how easily it came.  "This, then, is where we start to understand the Dark Arts."

"Tell me one thing.  Have you ever stopped to consider how the elements react to each other?  Let's start with fire.  One of the most fearsome forces on earth can be stopped by water, one of the seemingly most harmless. Cold air can freeze water in its tracks.  And sometimes the reactions are harmonious.  Air feeds fire, giving it strength.  Water gives dry earth pliability.  Everything can ultimately be traced back to a root in these four elements.  Water can help a tree to grow to be the strongest plant in the world, but a landslide of catastrophic proportions can rip it to the ground."

This was no longer the shy, awkward teacher who had entered the classroom this morning.  This was an intelligent, eloquent young man, passionate about his own words.  The poet and artist in him gave his words credence, and complimented with his very gentle accent, gave them an almost hypnotic influx.

"Fire! Flood! Earthquakes! Tornadoes!"  He banged his fist onto the desk after each word, as if to emphasise it.  Then, in a softer voice, he said, "Warmth.  Cleanliness.  Nourishment.  A gentle summer's breeze.  The same root - different results."

His face was animated as he spoke, his hands waving around, and illustrations appearing on the board as he described each item.  "I want you to go away after class and consider the elements.  Consider the good things and the bad things.  Consider the pros, the cons.  The strengths, weaknesses, advantages and threats.  List them down.  And you may be surprised at which of the four turns out to be the most powerful."

He leaned forward; his hands set on the desk, his blue eyes glinting. "I'll give you something to start with.  It isn't the one that you think it is." He waited for reaction before continuing.

Niki raises her hand. "Aristotle theorised a fifth element, too... Ether, which is what he said that the planets and such were made up of."

Kat had stayed quiet through out the discussion, but now she had a question... She raised her hand in the air. "Please sir, but what is mind magic made from? I mean if everything includes one of the 4 elements then what do I use for borrowing?"

Anders turned to regard Kat thoughtfully.  "Things like Borrowing and Mind Magic are complicated at to explain at this basic level," he conceded.  "It seems to have a branch of its own.  I have my own personal theories, but..." He shrugged.  "The people who make the rules have decreed that Mind Magic,

like Illusion, has its basis in the Earth classes.  Something to do with the physical nature of our very being."  He grinned suddenly, looking very boyish.  "All hoity-toity serious wizard rubbish, very dull."

Arcadia looks bemused  "Ah" she whispers "So we're going to learn how to bore Dark Wizards to

death are we?"

Katia overhears, and grins slightly. "Or scare teachers to death? Did you see the look on his face?" she whispers back.

Arcadia cannot help but giggle, but hides it in a cough then looks very intently at the front of the class, as if she was always been paying attention. Pantalaimon yawns.

Yvette bristled as she heard this. How could they be so mean? He was a teacher, for pete's sakes, and they didn't even respect him! She felt a certain pity for the man, none of the contempt expected. 

She'd learned to keep her mouth shut, and did so hesitantly. They were really making her mad...

Madison had a hard expression on her face.  "They're going a bit far, aren't they?" she said, turning to Yvette.  "Honestly!"  She sighed and shook her head.

"But was he sir?" piped up Nimue, "A muggle I mean? In ancient Greece magic was an accepted part of society and so ideas such as these were part of what was considered natural philosophy. The elements also exist within us don't they and part of that is how can work with magic - balancing them within us or if they are out of balance....?"

Glancing very swiftly, almost casually at Nimue, Anders nodded.  "The elements do indeed exist within us.  Take your astrological birth sign. There are four divisions - earth, water, air, fire."  This isn't

coincidence.  Trust me.  Ten points to Gryffindor.  Very well said, Miss Hawkwood."

Anders flipped his wand back into his hand and up went the chalk that in turn continued its furious scribbling on the board.  "I want you to write these things down, and tell me, from your own conclusions, what you believe constitutes the difference between good and evil.  For example.  Is evil

purely destructive?  Or can evil create as well?  Summoning a fire demon, for example, is considered a Dark Arts spell.  Yet it is creating something from nothing.  Is that totally evil?"

A large question mark appeared on the blackboard.

He reached the crescendo of his little monologue, and as he spoke, he turned to a different student each time, pointing at them as he spoke, as if he could somehow help his words take effect.

"A spark of fire can cause a blaze that will destroy a forest in the blink of an eye, yet at the same time can warm and light the darkness.  A glass of water can be the gift of life to a dying man, but to a small insect, it can be an ocean in which it drowns.  A clod of earth can be home to a beautiful flower, or a poisonous toadstool.  A breath of air can be the elixir of life, but to any creature with gills...it is death."

Gripped by his own words now, he continued happily.  "A fountain of water can bring tranquillity to the most tortured soul..." He turned again, and came face to face with Nimue, and his speech suddenly seemed forgotten. "Or...or...uh...well...you get the idea."

Abruptly, the chalk ceased its endless scratching, falling to the ground and Anders fell silent, staring uncomfortably at the floor. There was a pregnant pause.

Finally he looked up, and the articulacy that had gripped him during his lecture seemed to have packed up its things and gone south for the winter. "Consider," he said, shyly and softly.  "Consider and write up your impressions of the elements."

He sat down and drew a few deep breaths.  "I have a suggestion for a...game, of sorts...please, everybody find a partner." He was exhausted.

Niki glances around the room. "Dylan... partners?"

Elia turns to Randal and raises her eyebrows, still a bit surprised at herself for speaking up in class. She looks at him imploringly.

Kalidor gulped. How was he going to find a partner? He decided to lie low and wait for someone to approach him. That way he might even be able to grab a few seconds more sleep... Kalidor couldn't fail to notice that Winifred was paying him no attention whatsoever. He'd really done it this time. Scared her off for good. He'd have to wait and see if she did actually want to meet up. Right now it was more important that he stayed awake for this his first lesson...It's...no...good. Too...tir.....zzzzzzzzz

Randal looked at Elia. "Partners?" He said. By her look he hadn't offended her too much at mentioning the news clippings that Niki had received.

Sarah turned and made eye contact with Nimue over the idea of partners.  She was trying to be friendly with the Gryffindor girl who seemed to have been stuck in the back without anyone next to her.

So she moved back to the seat that Nimue had been saving for Kat and suggested they work together.

When the Professor had made his comment about the fountain, Nimue's heart suddenly felt very heavy in her chest. *He had remembered* her attempt at healing must have left some impression. Then Sarah had bustled over and Nimue could have hugged her for taking her mind off her own thoughts.

Now that she wanted to be 'friends', Sarah reminded Nimue of a huge puppy and her enthusiasm was refreshing even if somewhat overwhelming. 

"SIR" - Sarah put up her hand to get Anders attention "is it because it's a 'demon' that it's 'dark arts' and that suggests it might run amuck or something or be uncontrollable. So it's not the creation as such that is dark art but that the demon isn't a very controllable thing? So you might put your hatred or anger into it instead of good things. Plus, who says what is 'dark art' or not? Could you create something else of fire that wasn't a demon so it wouldn't be 'dark art'?   Sarah was inquisitive.

Again Arcadia whispers  "The difference between good and evil is not getting caught" She looks at Katia and smiles, then returns to 'pretend' to listen intently. Pantalaimon starts to fall asleep and Arcadia's eyes start to droop.

Katia giggles again. "Evil is so much more interesting..."

Anders turned his attention to the girl with the short, spiky hair who seemed far older than her years.  A little like someone else he could recall to mind...

"Yes," he conceded.  "By its very nature, a demon has the potential to be evil by itself, because it is chaotic - it has no interest in the world as we know it - it is merely out to be interested in itself."  Much as Anders hated to do it, he got to his feet and walked over to Sarah and Nimue.  "If you understand the nature of the elementals, you can summon - say, a water spirit to protect you against an attack of fire.  But if you summoned a water "demon", it could turn on you in an instant.  The key is to understand

what beats what."

He turned to the rest of the class.  "I'm sure you've all heard of the Muggle 'game' - rock, scissors, paper."  He demonstrated briefly, holding his hand out in a fist, with two fingers and flat respectively.  "You all know the principle.  Rock beats scissors as rocks can dent the blade. Paper beats rock as it can wrap it up.  Scissors beat paper for..well, the obvious reason.  Well, imagine that you apply this to our four elements."

He held up his hand in four gestures.  "Fire," he said, holding his fingers upright and waggling them a little.  He clenched his hand into a fist. "Earth."  Holding his palm out flat and casting a shy glance at Nimue, he said, "Water."  And finally, he held his hand up, the fingers splayed out. "Air."

Catching one or two befuddled looks, he gave a quick demonstration.  "Water beats fire.  It puts it out.  You work out the rest."  With that, he suddenly seemed to sag at the edges, and started to cough

heavily as he walked back to his chair.

"Once you have a partners," he said, "I want you to count to three and hold your hand up in style of your chosen element.  Work out which wins, which loses, which combinations are a draw."

"Sir... Couldn't you just summon a Fire Demon, then if it got out of control just summon a Water one to cancel it out?"

Anders shook his head, wiping at the sweat on his forehead with the sleeve of his robe.  "No," he said.  "Didn't you listen?  It has been decreed by the Powers That Be that the very act of summoning a demon is a Dark Art. The demon itself is virtually consequential.  It is the spell that matters, not the end result."

He paused as a sudden fit of coughing descended on him.  When he had regained control of his own voice, he continued. "I cannot demonstrate, because for me, the use of Dark Arts is strictly prohibited.  I am here to teach you to defend AGAINST them, not put you in a position of danger."  His voice, whilst his own, was almost robotic in its recital of the first rule of his parole.  "It is, as the Muggles would say, more than my job's worth to do otherwise."

Nimue was genuinely interested in what the young Professor was saying about evil and she spoke up to clarify a point with him before commencing the game with an eager Sarah, who wanted to be fire, of course.

"Sir, you just said that what makes the demon evil is that it is chaotic, only interested in itself. Wouldn't you say that this attitude is what defines a great deal of what is considered 'dark magic' - it doesn't care about the balance of things but only is interested in the result? Thus, most dark witches and wizards could be characterised the same? As being interested in themselves and what they get out of the world and magic than what they can give?"

"That's not quite true, though," Niki interrupts, looking slightly abashed, but not so much so that she would be quiet. "Dark witches and wizards aren't necessarily only interested in themselves. Some of 

them believe that through their actions are moving them towards a higher goal. For example, some of the Death Eaters believed that muggle-born and half-blood wizards were not good, and that by destroying them they would help purify the wizarding community." She lapses back into silence, aware that she probably should not have spoken.

Arcadia didn't wish to drop the subject of Dark Art spells: " But if it's the SPELL that's wrong, and not what happens, then...Then you could just do the spell in a different way. Then it's a different spell!"

Arcadia seems pleased with herself by this line of thinking.

"So if you don't summon a 'Demon' but summon a...a Elemental instead then that would be okay then?.. and anyway.... in Caring for Magical Creatures we get to see the creature.. and... and in Herbology we get to be with plants... so therefore" She takes a deep breath as she said all the last part in one breath " So Therefore in Defence against the Dark Arts we should SEE what we are supposed to be learning

about!...Shouldn't we?"

Arcadia smiles and Pantalaimon licks her hand.

Madison shook her head.  "If it's been forbidden because it's so dangerous, then he probably shouldn't demonstrate something like that. Besides, in History of Magic, we don't go back in time to SEE the wars and stuff we're supposed to be learning about."   

"Sir, the very word 'summoning' suggests calling from another place" piped up Nimue (again but she was gripped by the ideas) "calling something which has some awareness even if that awareness is towards chaos and harm. 

So are you saying that the 'creation' of a form from natural elements even of fire can be considered OK because there is no awareness except for that of the element? So in theory it is only animated by the will of the wizard or witch and its natural energy?"

He was overwhelmed.  What he had seen as a lesson filler was turning into a full-scale debate. The questions were flying at him thick and fast.   To Arcadia, he said, "No I will not - and CAN not oblige you.  I cannot cast a Dark Arts spell for your gratification.  I am here to teach DEFENCE against the Dark Arts, not the Arts themselves."

His expression was becoming a little frazzled as he turned to Niki.  "The Death Eaters served a Dark Master," he said.  "Their values were distorted to match his.  Consider that.  If you follow evil, ultimately, evil will follow you."

Finally, as Nimue spoke, he smiled.  "That is absolutely right, Nimue. Here."

And as if for her and no one else, his eyes closed, his wand moved in the air, and an illusion began to take shape in front of his eyes.  A tiny, tiny, yet perfect landscape, complete with mountains and trees and a tiny waterfall...  He opened his eyes and smiled.  "Illusion.  But called into being from the spirits of Earth.  It has no malevolent intent so is therefore totally benign."

He gazed on the scene for a few moments.  "So creating something from nothing is not necessarily evil, per se," he finished, brushing at the illusion irritably as it floated in front of him.  It seemed to defy him

For a few seconds, until he glowered at it, whereby it popped out of existence. "It's what you DO with that something that counts."

At this, he fell silent, and took a long sip from his cough potion.  He was reaching the end of his usefulness, he felt.  He needed to rest, and he was still unsure as to how successful...or not..his first class had been.

Arcadia sees that she is not going to win this one, she learnt a long time ago that sometimes it's best to back down and wait. She crosses her arms and just sits back silently.

"Oh, really," Katia mutters. "Durmstrang takes a much more sensible approach. They teach the Arts themselves, not just this defence stuff."

Madison whirled around.  "Then why don't you go there?"

"I *did*," Katia snaps.

"Maybe you should have stayed," Madison snapped back.  "Instead of  sitting there muttering. The rest of us are trying to learn something out of this. He's NOT going to summon a demon, so just let it go."  She turned back around in her seat and waited for the professor to continue.

"And maybe I would *rather* have stayed!" Katia replies in an angry undertone. "Do you really think I would have chosen to go to school with little murderers like you?"

Madison clenched her fists and didn't turn around.  All the emotions she thought she had gotten over came rushing back.  She looked up at the professor.  "Professor...may I be excused please?" she asked quietly.    

Katia smiles nastily, but Niki reaches over and lays her hand on Madison's shoulder. "It's not her business, Madison," she murmurs. "It wasn't your fault, she's just trying to upset you. Ignore her."

Ayumi, who had been sitting a few seats away studiously taking notes, looked up and nodded. "Don't let people get to you!" She smiled, and beckoned Madison over. "Why not come over here? We're supposed to be pairing off.....have you already found a partner?"

Madison forced a smile. "Thanks Niki..."  She got up and moved  next to Ayumi.  "You, too, Ayumi...Thanks."      Meanwhile, Lee was glaring daggers at Katia.  After Madison moved, he turned back around and muttered something he wouldn't have dared to say aloud in front of any adult.  

At the teacher's instructions that they were to partner up, Hyacinth's face grew an even brighter shade of white, and the professor was treated to another deer-in-the-headlights look as she glanced around 

furtively, shrinking down further in her seat and praying once more to remain unnoticed. 'Look at it this way,' she told herself. 'At least they didn't make you sit in a circle!'

Kat looked around for a partner. She was getting an increasingly bad impression of the girl sat next to her. She was being really nasty to the teacher. She looked around desperately for a partner...

Nimue caught Kat's eye and pointing at Sarah shrugged trying to communicate that the other Ravenclaw girl had picked her before getting a chance to come over to Kat.  She pointed a finger in Kalidor's direction. Partnerless, he seemed to be drifting into sleep. How this was possible with the amount of noise around him - well he was a strange kid.

Seeing Kat, a fellow Ravenclaw, was looking for a partner, and seeing as she had not found one herself, and seeing that there was no getting out of this particular assignment except via an embarrassingly public display of sickness, Hyacinth's eyes met those of the other girl and she offered 

up a tentative smile, which more or less failed to invoke her enthusiasm.

The boy apparently falling asleep in his class caught Anders' attention and he sighed.  He pointed his wand and murmured the words of a spell. Almost instantly, an alarm clock popped into existence by Kalidor's nestled head, clanged loudly several times and winked out again.  "Are you

alright?" Anders was all concern.  "Are you ill?  Do you need to go and see Madame Pomfrey?"  His brow furrowed.  "Or are you just being facetious?"

He noticed that Kat was still without a partner and gestured to her.  "Miss Black, would you please partner this young man - and see that he stays awake for more than ten minutes?"

Kalidor mumbled incoherently whilst batting his hand at the alarm clock, or rather where the alarm clock was, before realising exactly where he was and what he was doing. He muttered apologetically in the direction of the teacher, whilst thinking to himself what an utter fool he was managing to make of himself today.

At least if he was to be Kat's partner he might get the chance to find out what had been going on, and where on earth Marvo was. It would be nice to be with a familiar face again.

Kat shuffled over to where Kalidor was sitting. At least she hadn't ended up with that new girl! 

"Hi, Kali. I thought you might have wanted to go with Winifred." She smiled at him. "How are you anyway? Why are you so tired?" Kat wasn't really with it, and had forgotten what they were supposed 

to be doing. "Can you remember what we are doing in partners?" she asked Kali

Winifred looked desperately around for a partner. Glancing in Kalidor's direction she saw that he was already paired up with Kat. Everyone seemed to have a partner except one girl she didn't know. 

She walked up to Hyacinth whose face was buried in a book. "Hi, I'm Winifred. Do you want to work on the elements game with me?"

Hyacinth, who had been staring rather disconsolately at her desk, as if expecting great wisdom to spurt forth from it, looked up with a visible start as Winifred came over. Another hasty glance around the room revealed no exit, so she nodded, shoving her hair out of her face and trying again for a smile, which sort of came off the way it was supposed to.

***********

Niki had looked around at Kat before she been partnered. She can't exactly be Kat's partner and Dylan's... but was relived when she had been put with Kalidor. Niki then does what she hopes can be construed as a good thing. Raising her hand, she says, "The difference between good and evil is the intention. The Imperious curse, for instance, is usually considered a Dark Arts spell. It could be used to force someone to murder, but it could also be used to protect people. In the first instance it is used for evil, but in the second it isn't, and should not be punished as such."

"That's a good point," said Anders, nodding.  "The Imperious Curse can indeed be used for good or evil purposes - but like the act of summoning, it is generally considered that it is a potentate for evil.  Of course, should you end up having to prove yourself in front of a jury..."  He shuddered involuntarily, "then they will take into account any REAL reason you may have for using Imperious."

He got back to his feet and paced a little.  "This should give you something else to consider.  Can 'good' as we know it truly exist without evil?  The main wizarding school of thought is that the two need to establish a balance, for one cannot really survive without the other.  Do you believe this?  Write down those thoughts as well - I won't grade you on them, it'll just be something for you to co..."

He stopped speaking as a major coughing fit descended on him.  He wobbled a little and went back to his desk, where he sat, trying to claw back what little dignity he had left.  He had to go and see Snape for more of that restorative potion.  The thought of speaking to the Slytherin House Master was not a pleasant one and he sighed to himself.  Snape had him, Anders, right where he wanted him.  Indebted and needing his help.

The Element Game and Disruptions

Dylan sat in the back, positively drinking in every word.  Not much of it made sense, but he ticked off notes in Welsh anyway, determined to understand it later.  This might actually be useful.  Absently, he 

nodded to Niki when she queried about partners, but it was obvious for once he was paying attention to the class as well as the world around him.  Dylan chewed the end of his nubby little pencil thoughtfully, giving Katia half a listen, her and Arcadia.  One more quip, one more shot, and he's nail one of the two with his pencil.  Right in the back of the head.  It was a tempting thought, and one he 

figured would be quite gratifying.  Dylan waited, and lined up his aim with a tinge of a wicked grin, malevolence glittering in his hard eyes.  After all, girls like that couldn't keep their mouths shut. 

Sarah was enjoying herself with playing the element game with Nimue. It helped her to revise her position on the Gryffindor girl. The girl might well be the sort that was always seemed to be something of a 'teacher's pet' but she was also a good sport once she was drawn out.

Nimue was very fast on the uptake in playing with elements game and the two girls were able to move quite smoothly through the stages of the exercise finding time to chat. 

"Can you do what he is able to do with that creation business?" asked Sarah "That is so amazing even if not exactly how to defend against the dark arts!" When Anders seemed somewhat recovered, Sarah put up her hand for his attention and asked him:

"Sir, that thing you do with creating that illusion was really neat. Is that a talent of yours or is it one that others can learn?"

Anders had been about to intercede in the little...discussion going on in the front of the class, but it seemed to have settled down some. "Illusions?" he said, a little distracted.  "Oh...well, it is something

That you will touch on briefly, but certainly not until your fifth year.  I find it to be.."  He pondered.  "..a creative outlet.  My mother was an artist...and I seem to have inherited some of her talent.  Only difference being that her skill was with a brush - and mine is with magic."  He smiled at Sarah and turned his attention back to the matter in hand.

He was aware that the end of class was rapidly approaching.  "Work on this during the week.  Stop people in the hall and challenge them to Elemental Combat.  When you come back next week, I want the list of the ten possible permutations and their results.  Spend the last ten minutes of class

practising.  You'll soon get the hang of it."

His blue eyes met those of Arcadia again and he frowned, troubled.  There was something about her expression that bothered him.  She - and that girl in the front row who had pressed him into losing his temper - were going to be hard work, he knew.  He pointed at Katia.  "Come up here to me, please,

young lady, I wish to speak with you privately."

"Yes, Professor Grimalkin?" Katia said, moving up towards his desk. She seems to be sneering a little bit.

Anders lowered his voice so only Katia could hear what he was saying.  "I won't tolerate another display like that," he said to her, his tone soft, but firm.  "You're only getting off without detention because this is our first class and neither of us are familiar with the other yet.  But don't push into places where you are not wanted.  It will rebound on you eventually."

He looked at her.  "Do we have an understanding?  If you're THAT curious about why I...why I was in...That Place...then read some of the old issues of the Daily Prophet.  Just don't ask me about it.  That's a plea, not an order.  Be aware that the harder you push, the harder I'll resist."

His blue eyes flashed dangerously at her and he turned back to his paperwork, indicating that for him, at least, the conversation was over.

"Of course," Katia says sweetly. "I didn't mean to, ah, embarrass you, Professor. I was only interested, and of course, if you'd rather, I'll look through old issues of the Daily Prophet." As she sweeps back to her seat, she adds over her shoulder, "Of course, Rita Skeeter is not always to be trusted..."

Arcadia remains very quite and tries not to be noticed.  Pantalaimon hides under the desk.

***********

Elia smiled at Randal. " So... What would beat air? It'd be fire, wouldn't it? Since fire uses up air?"

Randal thought for a minute. "I guess it would, yes. So if water beats fire, fire beats air, air beats earth maybe? And I assume then that earth beats water. I'm not sure though"

"I think air would beat water... since water evaporates, doesn't it?" Elia seems much more cheerful than earlier. She smiles at Randal as he thinks.

**********

With his brains not entirely switched on, Kalidor didn't know how to respond to so many quick fire questions from Kat, so he switched into serial mode and ignored everything but the last input.

"We're supposed to be waving our hands about imitating some muggle game about rocks" he said. "Or at least that's what I think he said". He looked around the classroom, checking no one else had come in during his 'period of reduced concentration' and added as an afterthought "So where's Marvo then?"

Kat stares at Kalidor. "Marvo?" She looks like she is about to burst into tears. "Th...they took him a...away. The WiBs. All b...b...because he saved our lives by using an unfo...unforgivable curse!" Being highly emotional about his topic, she has no idea that she has almost shouted this piece of information.

She stares at her notes, trying to remember how they were supposed to be 'waving their hands'...

"Taken away?" He spluttered. "Wibbs?" (Not knowing how to pronounce the word) "C..c..c..CURSE?" He stuttered, rather loudly. He sat down heavily, shaking his head as if shell shocked, all thoughts of DADA and elements completely removed from his mind. One word was left. "Why?"

His hopes of catching a five-minute sit-down and getting his strength back a little were dashed...again.  With a sigh, Anders got up and moved across to Kat and Kalidor.  "What's the problem here?" he began, an irritated expression on his face...until he saw Kat's face.  "Hey..." he said, softly,

putting a hand out and touching her gently on the shoulder.  "Are you OK in there?"

The concern that filled his face was totally genuine.  He turned to Kalidor. "Go join in with another group for now, please," he said, naturally voicing the name at the top of his head.  "I want to have a quiet word with Miss Black." He scanned the girl very quickly.  Something had clearly made her

desperately upset.

Kalidor continued to sit in a state of shock. Thoughts were rushing round his head. What exactly had happened here whilst he was away? Was any of it his fault? OK things had been a little strange 

before he left but this was something different...

Kat looked up at the DADA teacher. "It's alright sir, you don't have to send him away. He only asked about Marvo. And I'm sure you must have heard what happened by now." Kat of course assumed that everyone knew.

At the mention of the name 'Marvo', Anders cast a confused glance at Nimue, then back at Kat, and then something obviously registered.  "Ah...yes. I...um...heard about the young man.  It'll be OK."  Crouching down beside her desk he looked at her intently.  "If you need to talk to anyone about it, my door will always be open, you know that, right?"

He glanced back at Kalidor, beckoning him back over.  "Please let this other young lady join up with you as well," he said, pointing at Hyacinth and beckoning her over, a smile on his face. Ye gods and little fishes, he needed a cigarette.

Acutely aware of the time, Anders shook himself.  He'd been daydreaming again.  "OK, that's the end of today's lesson.  Remember - practise, practise, practise.  It seems trivial and futile - but the day you have to work together against an oncoming elemental threat - you'll thank your lucky stars you learned this game."

In an almost coy expression, he at them from under his long, dark eyelashes. "I hope you enjoyed your first lesson with me as much as I enjoyed teaching it.  OK -class dismissed."

Seeing that the class was just about over, Ayumi began to push her notebooks back into her bag. "Quite fascinating, eh?" she commented to Madison. "This looks to be a wonderful class!" Pushing back her chair, Ayumi quickly stood and shuffled in with the mob of students headed for the door.

Madison nodded distractedly and followed Ayumi out the door.  Lee was waiting just outside the door.

"This Professor Grimalkin's pretty cool, huh?" 

Madison nodded again.  "Yeah, the lesson was pretty interesting. He's a good teacher.  Um...what do we have next?"

Between Classes

Arcadia is just about the first out of the door. She turns to Katia.

" God that was boring! I almost thought I was in a History of Magic Lesson "

She looks a Katia, in her wonderful robe, wonderful hair and wonderful make-up.

"So, What's next lesson?... Oh yes, before I forget. Look.."  She takes out a small vial from her robe and hands it to Katia.

" It's a new Perfume my Daddy got when he was in India. I think you'll like it. I think it would suit you more than me. Please, take it, as a gift" Arcadia Smiles. Pantalaimon sniffs the air.

Katia smiles back. "Maybe later... I've got a Care of Magical Creatures lesson coming up with that half-giant teacher." She makes a face. "I can't wait until Nigel gets here, you know?" Seeing that Arcadia doesn't understand, she explains. "My friend Nigel Cadnum. He used to go to Durmstrang, with me, but he left too. He was supposed to be here yesterday, but it's just like him to be late."

" No problem, wear it tonight for dinner" Arcadia smiled, " Nigel? oh? what's he like? You know..."

She winks

Winifred hadn't had much time to work on the elements game with Hyacinth, but jotted a few notes down. "Water beats fire, fire beats earth, earth beats air, air beats water." She wasn't sure if this was 

correct and hoped that she could compare it to someone else's before next week.

She walked out of the classroom alone, as Niki decided to stay and talk with Prof. Grimalkin and she was too embarrassed to talk to Kalidor again. She headed to the library (she had opted not to take 

Care of Magical Creatures) to work on Arithmancy and to get some thoughts jotted in her journal.

Randal turned to Elia. "Shall we go? I can finish telling you about what I found out last night." He smiled at Elia, and waited for her to pack her things. "Here," he opened the door for her. "After you."

Elia goes out the door ahead of Randal, and leads him down the hallways until they're out on the grounds, with the others significantly farther ahead of them. Then, she turns to him. "What did you find out last night?"

"Well, I was hiding in the shadows near the Slytherin common room last night when Niki and Winifred went passed. They had no idea I was there. Well, they were planning to set a magical trap for the person leaving the newspaper clippings. But as you heard in the lesson, they didn't turn up last night. They were going to find a spell to allow them to tell who had been in the dorm. I guess if the person leaving those notes were to get caught... Well I have no idea what Niki would do, but she smelt so angry that she could do anything..."

"I don't know if you know the person who is doing this, but... if you do, you could pass that on. I was just concerned in case this got out of hand." He smiled at her a little lamely, hoping that he wasn't pushing his luck too far.

Elia's lips tighten, but she doesn't say anything. "Randal... what do you mean, she smelled angry?"

Randal paused for a minute. Had he really said that? He really should watch for that more often. He sighed he'd have to explain it now... "Well, I have a very sensitive sense of smell. It is so acute that I 

can smell some emotions. A bit like some animals." He looked embarrassed at trying to explain.

*********

Nimue gathered her books and papers as the class was dismissed. She went over and joined Kat Black. 

"You look a little shaky." she said, "can we talk on the way to our next class or do you prefer to catch up later?"

"Sure." Kat replied to Nimue, "I'll be out in a minute." She turned to Kali. "Um... err... I just wanted to say sorry. If you do want to know the whole story of what happened while you were away I'll tell you later in the common room. I don't mean to get so upset, I just feel it is really unfair that he has been taken away for who knows what fate, all because he saved us rather than letting us die. He used an unforgivable dark curse in order to win against Queztacoatal. It nearly cost him his life, and he was technically dead for a couple of minutes. And... and... I miss him too." She looked a little embarrassed, but she hoped he understood.

"That's Ok," Kalidor replied. "I guess I've got a lot to catch up on." He glanced at this books. "And I don't just mean lessons!" He pulled a scrap of paper out his robes and studied it briefly. "Do you know where Care of Magical Creatures is? I've got it next apparently"

Glyndwr, who had been hiding under the desk, hissed at this. Why would Kalidor want to take care of any other Magical Creatures?

Kat looked a little startled by Glyndwr. She bent down and gave him a scratch between the ears.

"I've got that too. Nimue wants to talk to me though, otherwise I'd walk with you." Kat smiled at him. "You need to got to Hagrid's hut. That is out of the main door, and keep heading in the same direction. 

You should find it when you get near the edge of the forest, and there should be other students heading that way too. I'll see you there."

With that she headed out of the door where she caught up with Nimue. "Sorry, I had to have a quick word. Um, wanted to talk?"

Nimue had waited in the hall while her friend talked to Kalidor. She amused herself by looking at the patterns in the wallpaper and thinking about any number of things especially her mixed up life.

Nimue was glad that Kat wasn't too long. "It's about Marvo and me. us. I've wrote to my father demanding that they break off the betrothal. It probably won't work but I've at least fired the first

shot across his bows with reasons and all."

She looked very tense. "Have you heard anything about him. I know it's only been a couple of days but I am hoping he gets to send owls. I pray he won't be ... you know .. sent away."

Kat was surprised. "Oh. Well, I guess you said you were going to try and talk them out of it." She was even more surprised that Nimue had said she 'demanded' it. That really didn't sound like her.

"No, I haven't heard from him yet. I guess it will be a couple of days before he can get owls out though. I'm still really worried about him. And as for yesterday, I can't remember anything about it. I remember 

being taken away by the WiBs and going into this room, but after that it is all a fog."

"But how are you? You seem, I don't know, a little different. And why are you so tense?"

"Tense, am I?" replied Nimue, "I guess it's just caught up with me. I was very worried about you yesterday and no one seemed to know where you were. Achel dumped me for this new girl Arcadia and then Marcus ended up lecturing me over ... well.. over .... umm basically over Marvo related stuff. We ended up quarrelling a fair amount over the course of the day and then there was Tish leaving suddenly. Then Professor Grimalkin got sick after dinner and Marcus had me sit with him while he found Professor Snape."   

She paused for breath. "Sometime in the morning I wrote my father. After the first argument with Marcus and before I ... I had my second argument with Marcus where we agreed to .. ummm .. not tell my father about our first argument. That was my day." she concluded.  "So you think I seem 'different'? How?" 

"Um..." Kat started feeling a little nervous. Nimue was never this confrontational. "Well, you just seem more, um... outspoken?" She made it into a question, not quite sure how Nimue would take it. 

"It's probably just me." She followed her instinct in it being so bad that she should assume nothing was wrong. Kat was now almost certain there was something really wrong. "I'm sorry to hear you had such a bad day. I didn't know Tish had gone. I guess I must have missed that too! Do you know why she left? Will she come back? I was sort of hoping to talk to her, but I guess I can't now. I missed so much 

yesterday, and I have no idea what happened to me."

"Outspoken?" echoed Nimue, "yes - maybe, that is it? As I said I think it just all caught up with me. I realised there was something I wanted aside from what my parents wanted for me. I had thought that it was my duty to follow their plans even though I protested when I first heard, it was a resigned protest because I believed they had the right. Now I want to determine my own life but in order to do that I have to be able to speak up for myself. So might as well start practising for what might take a long time to sort out."    

She paused and smiled somewhat more like her old self, "Anyway, as for Tish, it seems that it was all down to their father feeling that Hogwarts isn't safe or something or maybe he got wind of the costume

she wore at the Yule Ball! Anyway, he's removed both her and Nathan to be schooled at home. She hardly had time to say goodbye so I guess it is permanent. It's strange you can't remember what happened with them, do you think they put a memory charm on you or something?"

Kat fell silent for a minute. "Oh. I shall miss her. We were just starting to get on well."

She didn't say anymore, just continued to walk with her friend.

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

Having dismissed the class, Anders turned away to sit at his desk.

Niki approached the professor's desk tentatively as the class was dismissed and the students began to file out. "Excuse me, Professor Grimalkin," she said, quietly, "but I just wanted to say you shouldn't be upset... That Katia person is just trying to provoke you, or anyone else. You saw what she said to Madison, didn't you?"

He looked up and nodded.  "Thanks for your concern," he said smiling a little.  "She and I had a little discussion...I'm pretty sure she's going to tread a little bit more carefully from now on."  He put down his quill and looked at her.  "Tell me...are they...REALLY bad, these rumours about me?"

He looked desperately worried and glanced nervously over her shoulder at the departing class.

Niki shook her head. "I haven't heard any rumours except that you were in Azkaban. I think she was just saying that..." She glanced around the room, seeing that no one else was left. "My mother... she was too. In Azkaban, I mean. That's what Katia was saying to me." Niki's face flushed.

Anders' face fell and impulsively he reached out, taking her hand and squeezing it gently.  "I'm sorry," he said, softly, his eyes full of pity. "I guess...I'm lucky that neither of my parents were alive to see me sent there.  My mother would have died of shame anyway."  He sighed.  "It was a terrible place.  I was lucky to get out alive.  But it was hard. Peterssen...the man who I was accused of killing...his family were there the day they led me to trial..." He shuddered, remembering the names, the accusations, the pure, unadulterated words of hatred that had spilled from their mouths.

"Well, my mother probably deserved to be there," Niki said slowly. "She was a Death Eater... I hardly remember her, I was only five when she was sent off, and I saw her once, there in Azkaban, before she died. Peterssen, did you say? Was it... Olaf Peterssen?" She looked intrigued. "He was one of the main witnesses in... in Mother's trial. Ex-Death Eater." She tried to smile, and act like she was all right, but she obviously wasn't.

He squeezed her hand a little tighter and shook his head.  "I heard rumours about him being an ex-Death Eater..." he said, his voice barely more than a whisper.  "It's very possibly the same man."  Seeing her face, he shook his head again.  "Don't torture yourself with this, Niki.  Life is too short.

C'mon. Smile for me, huh?"  He smiled himself, but it was vague and a little unsteady.

Niki tried to smile. "I came up here trying to make you feel better, and now you're making me feel better." This time her smile was a bit steadier. "Thank you for a very interesting lesson, Professor." She squeezed back on his hand.

"You're very welcome," he said, letting go of her hand and putting his remaining things away.  "I have to run and catch Professor Snape now before next lessons start - so excuse me."  And with that, the young Professor was bounding down the corridor towards Snape's dungeon.

Professor Severus Snape was having a harassed morning. His morning class had gone well enough but he had returned to his office to find letters from the Ministry of Magic informing him of new 'standards' to be implemented regarding the storage and transportation of potion ingredients along with need for proper documentation including something described as 'Safety Data Sheets'. 

The quill pushers at MoM obviously thought he had nothing better to do with his time! 

Also, one of his requisitions had been returned with a curt form letter that he had failed to provide a 'purchase order number' which allowed the suppliers to properly bill Hogwarts for the order. 

He longed to escape to Hogsmeade where at the Hog's Head pub a thriving 'black market' in rare but useful ingredients could still be found if you knew who to ask. Still the MoM letter threatened impromptu 'quality and safety assessment audits' suggesting such expeditions would be confined to restocking his private stores.

Anders slid to a halt outside Snape's door.  Now he was here, he felt almost embarrassed about it.  But he needed the Restorative, and Snape HAD said... Cursing himself for feeling like a school kid again, he rapped on the door.

"Uh.. Professor Snape?  It's...um...Anders Grimalkin...you said I could call on your help for more of that Restorative...um...yeah.  I guess you're probably busy...I'll just....y'know.  Leave again."

He said all this very quickly, and hoped that his voice didn't carry.  He began to slink away again.

"Please stop whining Grimalkin and just Come IN!" Snape's voice carried into the Hall.

Anders winced, but pushed open the heavy door to Snape's dungeon office. He poked his head around the door.  "Um...would it be OK for me to...if it's not too much trouble for you...to ask for...uh...some more of that Restorative potion you prepared for me..."

He was feeling desperately nervous about speaking to Snape after yesterday. The Potions Master had already scored points off his vulnerabilities, and he was certain that would just be the start of a very long term.

Snape was acutely aware of Anders' nervousness and while one part of his mind was vaguely amused by this hangover from the boy's schooldays, another part of him was rather irritated by subservient 

behaviour in someone who was after all a colleague.

"Sit..." he commanded. When Anders had done so Snape reached into his desk and produced another bottle of the restorative potion. "Here go easy on it - take about half an eggcup's worth now and then pace it out during the next couple of days."

"Your first class today, the Third Years' I believe - how did it go?" Snape asked somewhat offhandedly.

Anders carefully measured out a dose of the potion and downed it with some relief.  Snape's question took him rather by surprise, but he rallied quickly.

"I think it went rather well," he said, carefully.  "Discussed the elements. They took notes and participated and asked intelligent questions.  It was..."  He looked up at the Potions Master.  "It was easier than I expected it would be."

~Apart from having to keep my eyes off Nimue,~ his mind shrieked.  His expression didn't change, but his eye began to twitch slightly.  "I'll just go...leave you to your paperwork, shall I?  Thank you for the potion. And...Professor?"

As Anders rose, he took a shred of his new-found confidence and put it into practise.  Leaning on the desk until his nose was inches from Snape's, he said, in a low rumble, "I never cheated in that duel.  You prove it, I'll accept it.  You lost.  I won, fair and square.  And you can't handle that."

With a mock bow at the door, something he'd done many times as a student, Anders was gone, back to his own classroom to gloat in peace.

***********

"Och, McTavish," murmured Fiona Munro to the tuft of fur that was all that was visible of her familiar,

sticking out of her robe pocket.  "Tha' medical took far too long. We missed Defence Against th' Dark

Arts."

The tuft of fur gave a small, barely perceptible movement as if shrugging.  "Aye, you're right, at

least we're here now."

She was a small, plump, rosy-cheeked girl, with shoulder-length blonde hair that framed her pleasant

face and seemed to make the huge glasses that perched on her small nose even larger than they were.  She'd arrived at Hogwarts that morning and been subjected to the routine medical with Madame Pomfrey before being rushed up to the Sorting Hat (which had swiftly and promptly put her in Ravenclaw).

Now she was trying to figure out where she was going - not an easy task.

If you listened carefully, the tuft in her pocket was emitting a soft snore, totally disinterested in its

surroundings.  She patted it affectionately.  She was rather fond of her familiar, but he did have a habit

of falling asleep all the time.

Detention, Study and Some News

(Following scene extracted from IC chat)

After the DaDA Class a number of students were milling about waiting for the next class and found themselves together in one of the communal common rooms before moving to their next class. These include Arcadia and Randal Fudge from Slytherin, Madison and Dylan, Kat and Nimue. After a little banter, Arcadia made a play for Dylan, "How you doing?" she opened. 

Dylan shrugs "Fine, I suppose..."

Arcadia smiled, "You look a very rugged type Dylan. Do you work out?"

Dylan starts to flush a deep shade of crimson, "Uh...played rugby a bit..."

"Ohh That's a very manly game. I bet you're very good at it." Replied Arcadia.

Dylan shrinks a little, putting his hands in the pockets of his robe and looking generally out of sorts, "I was...all right..."

Arcadia squeezes Dylan's Arm, "Ohh big Muscles!"

Dylan backs quickly away from Arcadia, blushing furiously. 

Arcadia laughs, "You shouldn't be shy Dylan, and do NOT back away from me! You're not scared of little me are you?" 

Dylan stammers "N-no."

A number of other students lend support to Dylan and get tongue-lashing from Arcadia. Arcadia then gives a sweet smile to Dylan, "So come stand by me Dylan." 

Dylan remains where he is and says something rather rude in Welsh under his breath. Randal steps in front of Dylan and Arcadia looks at him sharply.

Randal says, "Don't start this Arcadia!" 

She looks at him with an innocent look on her face, "What? What was I starting?"

Randal had decided to stop Arcadia but she warned him that she 'knows a lot' -a point not lost on her brother who acknowledges this point. 

Anders Grimalkin happens upon this scene and for a minute or two remains in the background. He tries to interject though finds the students largely ignore him. Madison, who is closest to him, says: "C'mon Professor...a little conflict helps us grow."

Talk turned briefly to the Valentine dance, Nimue says she wasn't going.

Arcadia quipped, "Now why don't that surprise me ninny?" 

Nimue looked defensive as if she didn't know why Arcadia was being so mean.

Arcadia turns to Kat, "So... got a date for the Valentine thing yet? I heard you and 'the Magnificent' had a thing?" 

At this Dylan wisely moves out of any possible line of fire.

Arcadia then turns to Anders, "Well SIR... who are YOU taking to the dance? Dumbledore?" Arcadia had decided since Anders hadn't shown the proper interest in her that he must be generally not interested in girls.

Anders, "That's enough, Arcadia.  I'm...not going to be there.  I...have...too much work to do." 

Madison retorted, "Well, Arcadia.... who are YOU paying to go to the dance with?" 

While Randal said sharply to his sister, "You're never happy until you made everyone else miserable are you?"

Dylan bristled at Arcadia, "Jus' because y'can't get th' attention you're lookin' for doesn't mean y'have t' act like a tramp."

Professor Grimalkin stepped in, "Dylan!  Don't be so rude to Arcadia.  Apologise, please."

Arcadia was shocked, "WHAT did you just call me?!!"

Madison quite happily said *loudly*, "He said TRAMP!.

Dylan practically growls his response, "Y' heard me."

As his sister is speechless at Dylan's words, Randal does a double take and wonders what is going on. Finally he growls and says to Dylan, "DON'T YOU DARE TALK TO HER LIKE THAT!!".

Anders loses his temper and slams his hand down on nearby table to get their attention, "Will.  You.  All. CALM DOWN?" Arcadia's wolf cub growls.

Dylan glances at Anders, then looks back at Randal, "What are y'goin' t' do about it?"

Randal glowers at Anders but backs down and appears to shrink back to a corner, though he says to Dylan, "You don't want to know."

Dylan scoffs at Randal and says dryly, "Look a' how scared I am."

Arcadia says to him, "Be very careful Dylan. You don't want to mess with us!"

Randal did not seem to go along with this threat, "You don't need to be scared, Dylan you just need to wash your mouth out." Arcadia laughed, "Before WE do it for you!"

Dylan rolled his eyes, "Y' don' t scare me nor d' you impress me."

"Dylan - stop it, or I'll take house points." Anders tone of voice suggests he is not going to stand for much more."

They don't stop, "Arcadia, Randal, Dylan - this is your last warning."

Madison goes to stands behind Dylan, "I'm with you on this." She says to Randal, "Maybe if your sister would stop throwing herself at Dylan here..."

Dylan looks back at Anders...he's not about to back down. Randal looks sulky but doesn't say anything for a while. 

Anders continues to press for an apology from Dylan, "Dylan...apologise to Arcadia for being so rude, please."

Dylan says to Anders through clenched teeth, "O' er m' dead body, Sir."

Arcadia snorts, "I don't need to throw myself at anyone. I have a mind of my own.. unlike SOME!"

Anders continues to try to make peace, "Arcadia and Randall - apologise to Dylan for rubbing him up the wrong way, please."

The students continue to glower. "I'm waiting." says Anders but nothing is forthcoming from the students.

Arcadia says haughtily, "I will NOT apologise to that.. that...."

Anders has reached his limit, "Right, you all blew your last chance.  Detention.  All three of you." He looks moderately surprised at own toughness.

Randal glowers at Dylan's considering it is his fault this has gone so far.

Dylan stiffens and glowers back at Randal, cursing softly in Welsh.

Anders says, "And don't think I didn't understand that, Dylan!"

Dylan snaps to attention, "Sir?"

Madison retorts, "Why should Dylan have to go first? He didn't start this!"

Anders begins to say something else and then goes a little green around gills, "I have to leave for a moment.. Please try not to kill each other but if you do - tidy up the mess." He leaves the room for the corridor.

Nimue who has been quietly in the background looks in his direction and excuses herself from Kat's side to follow him into the corridor. 

Arcadia continues to stares hard at Dylan and Madison. Dylan stares right back and Madison *glares back at Arcadia*. Randal raises an eyebrow about who just left, however no one picks up on this in the midst of the glaring.

Randal then turns and glowers at Arcadia, "I told you to drop it. They are not worth it."

Arcadia says to her brother, "*I* decide what's worth it Randal... remember that!"

Randal, "Well I've had enough of this. I'm going." and he leaves.

Dylan bristles and calls to his retreating back, "Coward."

Arcadia looks shocked and a little worried at being left here on her own. 

Madison, says, "He has more sense than the sister here..."

Dylan, "You're bein' generous, I s' pect."

Pan Growls and moves closer to Arcadia and the three continue to glare at each other while Kat watches quietly and nervously.

Finally Dylan speaks, "S' are y' goin t' tuck tail an' run like your brother?"

"Please! Stop picking on me!" cries Arcadia to Kat. Kat looks round the various faces, still nervous and declines to get involved on either side.

Dylan says to her, "Tha' s bullshit an' you know it." 

"See!" exclaims Arcadia and Madison snorts, "WE'RE picking on YOU?!"

Arcadia looks a little nervous and Pan whimpers a bit.

Madison says to her finally, "What's the matter? Cat go your tongue?"

Arcadia says with a edge to her voice, "What am I supposed to do if you gang up on me!....Just watch out when your alone..." She then storms off.

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

After her little discussion with Prof. Grimalkin, Niki comes out of the DADA classroom. Not sure whether Dylan remembered that she had asked him to study with her, she looked down a few hallways before giving up and heading to the library, where she tried to turn one of her quills into a Muggle ballpoint pen. After giving up because the pen still had bits of feather, she turned her attention back to her Transfiguration notes. *I wonder if Dylan remembered...* she mused. 

Still tired from staying up to find the mysterious giver of notes, she nodded off. After a few minutes, Niki awoke with a start, screaming. Several of the older students in the library shot her angry looks, but she didn't notice. Picking up her bag, she headed for the door, hands still shaking.

Dylan had indeed forgotten, but not entirely, and he hurried to the library, figuring that would be the most logical place to meet if they were going to study.  The sound of Niki screaming only made him 

hurry faster, almost running down the corridor.  He got to the great doors and flung one open, only to come face to face with Niki herself.  Dylan faltered, and dropped his gaze.  "You...you alright?  

I...I heard you scream."

"I... I'm okay. I just nodded off, and I had a nightmare. It's the same one I had last night, and the night before..." She shudders, then shakes her head as if to clear it. "I'm glad you remembered," 

she adds, smiling. "Shall we go back in?"

Dylan nodded.  His mood reverted to the foul one of earlier.  He couldn't believe the absolute gall of Arcadia and Randal.  And the fact that they had earned him detention.  At least there were no points lost from Gryffindor.  But detention!  From Professor Grimalkin of all people.  He once had some hopes for the Welshman, had hoped that one of his own blood and background would understand him; now all he felt was a sinking sense of apathy.  It was a familiar, yet somehow unwelcome one.  

There were so many things he had hoped for this term.  Not it seemed that they were all turning into dust.  He couldn't escape his lamentable track record.  He would always be a worthless scrapper, a dumb Taff with no gift for anything.  There was no point in is being here, and for a moment, he longed for Cymry, for the soft sounds of his own language.  He was a shipwrecked sailor here, a stranger in an unwelcome world, and it was a feeling of which he longed to be rid. Dylan sighed softly, his thoughts obviously elsewhere.  "Right, o' course.  Let's see if we can make th' Transfiguration stuff work, though I'm get th' feelin' there's little hope for me."  He scowled a little, his raven hair falling in front of his eyes that glittered  hard in the light as he accompanied Niki into the library.

As they are seating themselves at a table, Niki notices Dylan's look unhappiness. "What's wrong? You look really upset," she says, looking intently at him. "What is it?"

Dylan kept his eyes fixed on the table, tracing the wood grain absently.  "No more upset than usual, I s'pose.  Got detention thanks t' Arcadia an' her brother," he told her matter-of-factly.  Just saying the words made him bristle.  "Professor Grimalkin though I was treatin' her in an 'ungentlemanly fashion', e'en though she was throwin' herself a' me, an'her brother was actin' like a git."  Dylan's scowl deepened, and he drummed his fingers on the tabletop for a moment.

Niki makes a face. "I'm not fond of Arcadia... or Katia either. It's a bit embarrassing to be in the same house as them, you know? They're just so irritating." She sighs. "Don't let her bother you. She's... 

You know, I don't even know an English word for that."

Winifred entered the library, her arms loaded with books, parchment, and other supplies. She sort of stumbled her way over to a table, being careful not to drop anything and make a lot of noise. She set 

everything down and was about to take a seat when she noticed Niki and Dylan. "Hey," she whispered as she approached them, "what are you working on?"

"Transfiguration," Niki says with a face. "Winifred, what do you call someone like Arcadia or Katia? Papa taught me English, and he didn't teach me those sorts of words." She grins a bit sheepishly.

Dylan began to laugh outright.  He couldn't help it, but Niki seemed almost too innocent to believe, asking how to swear at someone.  His laughter was soft, yet rich, almost musical; an oddly beautiful sound from such a sullen and temperamental boy.  "I called her a tramp, if'n tha' helps.  Called her some other things, too, but only Grimalkin understood those," he told Niki.

Winifred looked uncomfortable. She wasn't one to use curse words often, but she had a word in mind. "Well, I suppose you could call her a..." She whispered the rest into Niki's ear. "Transfiguration?" 

she inquired, changing the subject. "I have to catch up on Arithmancy because I didn't go to class yesterday. So you didn't sign up for Care of Magical Creatures either?"

"Hmm..." Niki looks thoughtful. "I know Arabic and French words... Well, that does improve my vocabulary!" She grins. "Shall we get to that Transfiguration?"

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

Pinned to the Notice Board

From Bureau 13 Ministry of Magic

Ref.: ZZ9-Z Alpha

To : The 'Scooby Gang' c/o Hogwarts School of Magic

Hello All.

I've been given a chance to send the official owl from [ Classified ] where I have been [ Classified ]

Unfortunately I can't say much because [ Classified ] is watching and probably will get this before you.

I've been [ Classified ] and [ Classified ] and not [ Classified ] but I guess that's not a bad idea anyway because [ Classified ] seems to think that if [ Classified ] [ Classified ] [ Classified ] [ Classified ] [

Classified ] [ Classified ] [ Classified ] [ Classified ] [ Classified ] [ Classified ] [ Classified ] .

So I'm really missing my bacon sandwiches.

Anyway I hope things are going well and everyone is doing okay.

Marvo D. Ward

PS. Seriously watch out for [ Classified ] because [ Classified ] from [Classified ] and don't [ Classified ] [ Classified ] [ Classified ] [Classified ] [ Classified ].

********

Nimue had rejoined Kat after the set-to in the common room. Nimue didn't explain where she'd gone off to and Kat didn't press or maybe she hadn't noticed. They got themselves a drink before going outside. As they passed the notice board, Kat noticed a letter had been pinned to it.

"Ooo! Look!" She said to Nimue. "Looks like Marvo has been in touch." She looked a bit closer and laughed. "No idea what he is on about though, it's all be 'classified'."

"Well, it's a relief he can at least write to us even if he can't tell us anything useful."

The two girls walked together to CoMC. The great thing about this class was that Hagrid had no rules with respect to chatting so Nimue knew that they could continue to talk if necessary during the class.

Nimue was worried that the events of the last few days had caused both of them to retreat into themselves. She casually broached the subject most on her mind: "So, Kat what do you think of Professor Grimalkin?" 

"He seems ok. Bit nervous though. I find it hard to imagine him as able to defend himself against the dark arts, let alone teach anyone else. Maybe it was just because it was his first lesson. Quite good 

looking though. Nice to have a young male teacher around." She winked conspiratorially at Nimue.

"Why what did you think of him?"

Nimue didn't quite know how to react to the wink or her friend's remarks about Anders' suitability to teach DADA. 

"I enjoyed the class a great deal. He was put under a lot of pressure especially by that Katia girl. You probably noticed that he's not at all well at the moment, which is how we first met at Professor Snape's 

office when he came to ask for some herbs for a cough potion." Nimue blushed slightly at the memory of that first meeting.

"Anyway, hard to miss that he is very good looking. I did predict that he'd find himself very popular with the older girls. Of course, he is way too old for the likes of us. Just someone to dream about."

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

" Oh. Looks like 'The Magnificent' has got away with it again!" Said Arcadia glancing at the board. " Come on Pan, Let's see if it's true what they said about a half giant doing a class... Should be good for a laugh at least"

"My fifth-oldest brother went here for three years," Katia says, looking up at the board with mild interest as she passes. "That was before this oaf was the Care of Magical Creatures teacher, of course, 

but he was the groundskeeper. Oh, and Nigel? He's always so quiet, but he's quite nice, and a wicked tongue." She grins.

" yes fine..." says Arcadia " But what's he **LIKE** You know what I mean  " <wink>

Katia grins. "Really, really cute."

Arcadia Smiles: "That's all I need to know. "Are you going to the Care for Magical Creatures Lesson?"

Care of Magical Creatures Class

Hagrid peered out of the window of his hut. Some of the 3rd year students taking his option had started heading towards him.

He picked up a covered cardboard box and opened the door. He stepped out to see a couple of students had arrived... "Gather round." He said. "The rest 'al be 'ere soon." He placed the box on the ground in front of him.

Jogging up, out of breath and pink-faced, Fiona appeared.  "Is this the third year class?" she panted,

stopping trying to catch her breath.  "I'm sorry if I'm late..."

The tuft of fur in her robe pocket poked one baleful black eye out and took in the scene before it before

snuggling further down.  "There now, McTavish," she said, her breath coming more easily, and stroking her familiar gently.  "None of these people are going to cook you."

Randal couldn't believe he'd ended up with detention. His sister always got him into trouble like this. And he had only been trying to stick up for himself. He wondered when Grimalkin would be dishing them out. 

Elia had gone on ahead to CoMC, and he had stopped by on the growing argument when his sister had started to pick on the other students.  He had to butt in, and now he'd made enemies too. 'But how dare they call her a tramp, even if I agree with them I still had to defend her!' He thought to himself.

He arrived at Hagrid's hut to see the half-giant beaming and looking smug. He couldn't see Elia anywhere, she'd probably done that vanishing thing again. He daren't find her by smell or she'd know that he knew it was her. She probably hated him too. 

He was so angry with himself. He skulked at the back of the gathering students.

Fiona kept herself at the back of the growing group of students, feeling shy and awkward.  There were quite a few people there now.

She was suddenly forced to make herself known, however, when McTavish, unnerved by all these people, darted out of her robe pocket and scurried off into the undergrowth.

"McTavish!" she yelled, turning around and running after her familiar.  "McTavish, get yeself back here, ye little monster!"  The little blonde girl got down on her knees and fumbled about under the bush where McTavish had disappeared.  Letting out a crow of delight, she pulled him out by his leg.

McTavish was a tiny little creature, ridiculously fluffy, with black button eyes and nose, and a look of

perpetual irritation about his face.  But the oddest thing about him was his legs.  One pair were marginally longer than the other.  Nothing major, but enough to see a difference.

He was currently making a noise somewhere between a squeak and a growl, but Fiona stroked his fur gently until he began to calm down, and resumed his place in her pocket, glaring out furiously.

"Och, sorry about that," apologised the Scottish girl to everyone present.  "McTavish isn't very good around people."

"Ugh! what on earth it THAT!" says Arcadia with a griminess Pan looks a little interested and sniffs in the creature's direction.

Fiona smiled happily and turned to Arcadia.  "This," she said, in her strong Scottish accent, "Is McTavish.  The last of the Highland haggises."

As if in response to his name, McTavish stuck his nose out of Fiona's pocket and glowered balefully at

Arcadia.  The blonde Scots girl stroked his head thoughtfully.  "He's rather highly strung," she

whispered to Arcadia.  "He's only a baby, you see - his parents were killed in the Burns Night Massacre."

McTavish snuffled the palm of her hand affectionately as she spoke.  "He's really very sweet, but he does have an irrational fear of mashed potatoes, turnips and gravy."

" I was talking to McTavish " Arcadia said with a rather evil grin, then walks away.  Pantalaimon pauses for just a second to give McTavish another sniff and a curious sideways turn of his head before following Arcadia.

Hagrid surveyed the gathered students. "OK. Looks like most o yers ere. So'i'll begin. Welcome ta 3rd year care o' magical creatures class. For those who don know me I'm Hagrid."

He looks round. And taps the box in front of him. "Now I think your gonna love this. I 'ave in here a creature that before yesterday I 'ad ne'er seen, although I 'ad o' course 'eard o' 'em. We are gonna study 'em for the next few weeks. You are gonna keep one each an' watch it, feed it, and generally take care o' it. Unfortunately thou' these animals are not in yer text book, so you'll just 'ave to try 'em with different things an see what they like."

He lifted the lid of the box slightly and pulled out one of the creatures. "This is a Tribble. It don look like much, do it?" What he holds up is apparently a ginger ball of fluff. There are no obvious features, like eyes or ears or legs. It is just a round fluffy ball. It doesn't even seem to move. When handled it emits no apparent heat. In fact to all intents and purposes it is a ball of fluff.

"I wan' yer all t' come an' get one." He lifts the lid and beckons the students to come an collect a Tribble each.

Arcadia scoffs: " Can I have two? I need some new ear muffs "

Nimue was delighted with the fur ball though agreed with Hagrid that it seemed to have no discernible features so was hard to know what end was which. 'Tribbles' - sounded a cute friendly name. She petted 

hers with gentleness holding the animal to her ear to see if it purred or anything.

Fiona approached the box cautiously, as McTavish was making a most peculiar sound.  "Och, I don't think m'haggis likes your Tribbles, sir," she said, but reached into the box and got one of the little

creatures out.

"Oh, they're so cute!" she exclaimed.  If Fiona had a failing, it was a penchant for anything small and

fluffy.

McTavish bared a set of surprisingly razor-sharp looking teeth.  "No need t'be jealous, McTavish," she

said, grinning.  "This wee thing isn't going to hurt you."

Moderately pacified, McTavish curled up and went back to sleep.

Spotting the teeth on McTavish, Sarah was deeply impressed. Sarah's cheeky smile lit up her face.

"What a cool pet!" she said to Fiona. "Hi, you're new aren't you? I'm Sarah by the way, Sarah Taverner. Ravenclaw House."

Kat picked out one of the creatures. This was a white one with patches of mottled brown and black. She turned it over, but couldn't tell which was the right way up.

She wandered back to Nimue. "What do you suppose we do with them?"

"Cuddle them?" suggested Nimue. "Hagrid was saying we need to look after them. So we'll just have to see what they want to eat and stuff."  She was still stroking hers trying to get some response from it. "Oh I stopped by my room earlier and an owl came with a letter from Marvo. Interesting news! We can talk later about it if you want?"

Madison walked past with her white Tribble, overhearing.  "Is he alright?" she asked Nimue.

"Oh?" she was a little surprised that Maddy had overheard but recovered well, "Yes, he's fine. On a new strict training programme or something. Misses us all very much. Don't tell anyone else though

because I wouldn't want to compromise his outside contact." 

Madison smiled.  "Don't worry, I won't.  I'm just glad to hear he's okay."  She gave a little wave and headed off with her Tribble.  "Hagrid? Um...what exactly do these things do?" she asked, curious.

Randal wandered towards the front of the class and took a tribble from the box. He looked at it and smelt it and even shook it. But it did not appear to make a noise. It didn't even feel warm in his hands.

Well he had no idea what to do with it, so went back to lurking with it in his hand.

Hagrid smiled at Fiona as she took her Tribble. "I'm sure McTavish will accept 'im soon enough." He told her.

"No, Arcadia, yer may only 'ave one. That way there's enough ta go round."

He looked round to see who still hadn't come forward. "Come on. There's a few not been taken yet."

He smiled happily at the responses that he had heard so far. And waited until all the Tribbles had been taken before continuing.

Arcadia grudgingly picks up a Tribble and looking closely at it give it a good shake. " I think this ones dead, if it was alive at all. Looks like a boil egg warmer to me!"

Glyndwr, who had been busy nibbling grass around Kalidor's feet, stiffened when he heard Hagrid tapping on the box. He scrabbled and clambered his way up Kalidor's robes, legs and anything else that 

happened to provide purchase, until he could perch on his shoulder for a better view.

*Ooh! BOX!!!* thought Glyndwr, as only a cat can think.

Kalidor, sort of realising what was coming, tried to grab hold of Glyndwr before he could get away. A small tussle ensued. By the time Glyndwr got free (as cats *always* do), most of the other students had 

been up to the front and collected their tribbles.

Glyndwr scampered along the floor, weaving in and out of surprised 3rd year legs, and leapt onto the table in front of Hagrid. Without a seconds delay, and certainly before Hagrid could realise what was 

happening, he had disappeared headfirst into the box. There was a small scrabbling sound followed by silence.

The whole room held their breath. There was a small, cattish, almost song-like noise: *prrrreoooouw*, followed by a moments quiet, then a repeat: *prrreow, prrr prrr prrrreeeeeooow* There was, of course, some giggling amongst those gathered, although those students who had cats as familiars just smiled.

Then, all of a sudden, a different sound flowed from the box. A beautiful, song like sound. The tribble was singing back! People gasped at the beauty of the song.

Glyndwr leapt out of the box with the tribble held gently in his  mouth and dropped quietly to the floor, before making his way slowly back to the back of the group, where Kalidor stood. As the rest of the 

students turned, one by one, jaws dropped, watching the cat-tribble combination trot past, their tribbles too started to sing. Everyone was momentarily struck dumb by awe at the beauty of the sound these 

creatures were making, an awe which rapidly dissipated with the realisation that if they didn't stop soon, no one would be able to hear themselves think.

Kalidor just smiled sheepishly, tribble in one hand, Glyndwr in the other.

Katia surveys her tribble, sneering at it. Suddenly, a large black cat with a white stripe down its nose leaps out of the bushes, snatching the tribble out of her hand. "Belen! Belen, come back here with that!" she scolds. "You don't know where that's been, Belen, I wouldn't trust anything from here, you silly cat. Wo Sie sind?" she asks in German. She looks around. "Where is my cat?"

Hagrid doesn't notice Katia's cat running off with the tribble. He is too busy being hypnotised by the singing tribbles. 

"Well done ta yer cat Kalidor. He 'as shown us wa I was commin' ta next. You need to hum at'em to make 'em sing. If yer do, then yer'll get great pleasure from 'em. Now. I 'eint gonna keep yer long today,  as yer'll get more time ta find out wa they do yersen. But, I do wan an essay on their habits, personalities, likes an' dislikes for next lesson."

He pauses and looks in Arcadia's direction, "An' anyone that 'arms 'em'll be gettin' detention and loosing points for their 'ouse."If you 'av anymore questions yer can find me 'ere. Class dismissed."

Hagrid stands watching the students look a little confused as they realise they have effectively been given most of their lesson as a free period.

Arcadia looks at Hagrid through narrowed eyes and shoves the tribble into her pocket, rather more roughly than was needed, and stalks off. Pantalaimon give a quick growl in Hagrid's direction and follows.

Kat was enchanted by the little tribble in her hand. It was merrily singing at her. She stoked it and hummed back. She felt a little silly, but hearing it sing harder the more she hummed the better she 

felt about it.

She noticed that her tribble was bigger than most of the others. She guesses it must be older. She tucked it into a pocket and turned to Nimue. "Shall we go to the library then. See if we can find out 

anything about them?"

"Good idea" replied Nimue, who had also been humming at her tribble following Kat's lead.

***********

Anders Grimalkin appeared from his classroom between lessons, looking moderately dishevelled and harassed, in order to pin a note to the notice board.

[To the three of you waiting for your detentions from me - and you know who you are.

The Owlery needs a good sorting out.  It hasn't been cleaned out for some time.  As most of the House Elves refuse to go in there, being afraid of the birds - guess what your job is?  And yes - all three of you.  Together. Tomorrow afternoon after class.

Professor Anders Grimalkin

Defence Against the Dark Arts]

He glanced around huntedly and disappeared back into his classroom. He hated the fact he'd dished out detention, but a Prof's gotta do what a Prof's gotta do.

The Day of the Tribbles (Library)

Kat lead the way to the library, where they headed to the magical creatures section in search of books. Kat pulled out a few and took them to a table where Niki, Winifred and Dylan were sitting.

"Hi guys." She dumped the books on the table. "You want to see what we were given in CoMC! They are really cute. We get to look after them for a week and have to write an essay on what they do."

She reaches into her pocket to pull out her tribble, but the one that comes out is much smaller and a plain cream colour.

"Oh! This isn't the one I picked up." She looks confused for a minute as she pulls out another one. "This one is mine. You haven't lost your's have you Nimue?"

She puts the two tribbles on the table. "They are called Tribbles"

"No, I've still got mine" said Nimue pulling hers out and comparing with Kat's, "Maybe it snuck into your pocket while you weren't looking".

Niki giggles. "I've read about these things," she says, trying to stop laughing, but she's overcome with another fit of giggling. Getting some very nasty looks from older students studying for OWLs and NEWTs,  she tries to smother the giggles. "They... they..." she stops, gasping for breath, grinning. "I'll let you work it out for yourself, shall I?" she asks, with an evil grin. "I've got Transfiguration and 

Arithmancy still to do."

"Do they, er, do anything?" Winifred looked at the tribble uneasily. She was glad she didn't sign up for that class.

"I guess you might be right." Kat replied to Nimue.

She turned to Winifred, "Well they make this really mesmerising sound." Kat hums at her Tribble. It starts to fill the room with its singing. It is such a beautiful noise that those hearing it can't help 

feeling pulled by it. "You can have this extra one if you want."

Kat stops humming and asks Niki, "What book did you read? Only we got this essay to do on them."

An extremely large and thick book lying open suddenly moves, as if someone had turned a page, but there was no one to be seen. Slowly, Elia fades into view, hunched over the book. "Tribbles, tribbles..." 

she muses, staring down at the tome. She appears to be unaware that she is now visible. Suddenly, she looks up. "Oh! I didn't see any of you." She looks very embarrassed. "I've got to write this essay, you 

see." She shows the cover, which reads 'Magical Creatures of the Northern Himalayas.' "I'm sure they're in here..."

Randal could not believe it! He was on his way back from CoMC when he saw it. He had put the strange tribble in his bag and headed for the library. He had spotted the message about the detention on the notice board. 

He wandered into the library and spotted Dylan. He wandered over. "Hey, Dylan. I'm sorry about earlier. My sister can be such a pain at times. But I guess you would understand if you had a little sister 

that you have to stand up for them." He doubted this would be enough to calm Dylan's impression of him. Especially given the next thing he was going to say...

"And I thought you'd like to know that Grimalkin has decided on our detention. Apparently we are to clean the Owlery tomorrow afternoon! I'm really gonna kill my sister when I see her!" He glowered at the thought of it.

Dylan stood, and walked from the table full of girls to Randal.  He was oddly calm and spoke softly, but his voice was as hard as his glittering eyes.  "Fer your information, I have younger sisters.  An' 

brothers.  An' I do understan' you defendin' your sister.  But if'n she throws herself a' me one more time, s' help me God, neither you, nor Grimalkin will stop me.  I'm tired o' these games you people here 

seem t' think y' have a right t' play wi' other people."  He met Randal's gaze evenly.  "Tomorrow after class in th' owlery.  Fine."

Dylan really didn't give Randal a chance to respond as he headed back to the table. 

Randal glowered at the back of Dylan. "Maybe I feel the same way. I bet you never considered that. But maybe I intend to try and stop her." He was talking to himself of course, but that didn't matter.

He wandered off into the restricted section. He had some books to find and wasn't going to waste his time on getting along with people.

Kat watched as Randal skulked off, completely ignoring Elia. She smiles pulls a face at Elia, "He doesn't seem in a good mood today, does he? So you think these tribbles come from the Himalayas? I have never heard of them before today. Do you think Hagrid really knows anything about them himself?"

"I guess it must be hard having a sister like Arcadia. He's pretty nice himself though..." Nimue remembered something Marvo had said in his letter but thought it prudent not to mention it in front of 

others. She'd wait to talk with Kat alone.

Nimue continued to examine her tribble. "They do look like they could come from a cold climate but I agree with Kat I don't think Hagrid knows much about them, else he would know what we are to feed them."

"Here it is," Elia whispers. Turning the book so that Nimue and Kat can see it, she points at a line of text. The pages were mouldy and crinkled, and she read in a soft voice, "Thee tribble, beeing a moste 

curyous beast, will produce offspringe at a rapidd pase." She grins. "So that's why there are so many more."

Kat giggled. "You mean that these things are just going to multiply really quickly? I really do think Hagrid had no idea."   She looked at the table where there are now another Tribble next to her original two. "I guess that is the reason I now have three! Does it say anything else, like how we stop them reproducing?"

***********

Looking to Niki, Dylan asked, "Are we goin' t' work on Transfiguration or no?"

"Yes, let's," Niki says, picking up her bag and moving it to another table a little ways away. She smiles at Kat and Nimue. "I don't remember which book it was, it was several years ago. I think it may have been 'Small Furry Animals that Make Noise when You Step on Them...'" She shakes her head. "No, it wasn't. I don't remember." She smiles apologetically, then goes to sit at the other table, pulling a 

toad out of her bag. "I borrowed it from Prof. McGonagall," she explains to Dylan.

"Great," he replies with a noticeable lack of enthusiasm.  "Changin' it t' a teacup again, I s'ppose?"  He pulled out his oaken wand, frowning a bit.  It needed a polish, and looked a little worse for 

the wear, but Dylan didn't seem to mind, really.  "D'you want t' go first?"

Niki shakes her head. "No, I don't want to, but I will..." She pulls out her wand, which seems much larger than its seven and a half inches in her small hand. She points it at the toad, which is watching her with bemused good will, and with a little 'POP' it turns into a cup. However, it still had eyes, and was still watching her. Sighing, she pushes it towards Dylan. "I can never seem to get it quite right."

Dylan stared at the teacup with eyes for a long moment, fingering his wand with apprehension.  What other disaster could ensue?  He'd already proven his complete ineptitude for this subject.  The teacup 

stared at him, almost daring him to do something.  Dylan scowled, pointed his long oaken wand at the thing, and practically spat the spell, bracing himself for the worst.  As usual, the puff of smoke heralded his disaster.  He coughed and cleared away the smoke with his free hand.  The seemingly ever present scowl on Dylan's face deepened as he regarded the now shattered frog/teacup, the bits of 

china and frog eyes scattered across the table.  "Go'dammit," he muttered, letting his wand fall to the table.  "Tha's th' third frog this week."

Just then, Madison headed past with her Tribble.  "Hi Niki! Hi Dylan..." she greeted.  "Heard about the detention thing...Sorry 'bout that..." She noticed the shattered teacup/frog.  "Working on Transfiguration?"

"It looks," Niki says shyly, "like you're trying a bit too hard. Like you're trying to force the change. If you try to... oh, I can't explain!" she exclaims. "Try to sort of nudge it?" She sighs. "I can't really explain... Like this," she says gently pushing on her Transfiguration book. "I'm probably not the best person to help," she admits with a small smile, "but Dylan, try again." She pulls another toad from her bag. "I brought a few extras."

Dylan nodded, unwilling to look at her, his cheeks burning with his humiliation.  He trained his eyes on the frog, picking up his wand.  Nudge it?  How did one nudge magic?  Dylan closed his eyes for a minute, perpetually scowling.  This had to work.  Pointing his wand at the small amphibian, Dylan tried again, shoving whatever he had at the problem, muttering the words to the spell through tight lips.  The table shook a little, and the acrid stench of smoke filled his nostrils as Dylan opened his eyes.  A pile of ash greeted his gaze, much like the attempt in Transfiguration class the day before.  "This is ne'er goin' t' work!" he exclaimed, frustrated, putting his head in his hands.  "I'm some kind o' idiot or somethin'."  

Nimue came over to where they were practising. Recalling her recent conversations with Professor Grimalkin, she wondered if it this kind of lack of confidence was typical in the Welsh. She was glad to see that despite the recent additions to Slytherin House who seemed keen to revive the tension between the Houses that Niki and Dylan were getting on well. 

"Hi, Niki, Dylan." she said. Looking at the pile of ash she commented, "Dylan, I am sure you are not an idiot. You shouldn't be so hard on yourself. Maybe your inner power is a little too strong for the exercise? Perhaps you should either try holding back a little more as Niki said 'nudge' it or try something bigger, less delicate."

"Of course you're not an idiot, Dylan!" Niki says irritably. "Not being wonderful at one branch of magic does not make you an idiot." Glancinc around, she admits, "I'm absolutely horrible at Herbology. I can't seem to keep plants alive." Looking back over her shoulder at Nimue and Kat, she grins. "Tribbles reproduce *very* rapidly. I wonder if the groundskeeper... what's his name? I wonder if he knew." 

She grins even more widely, then looks back at the table where a pile of ash still sits. "Do you want to keep trying, Dylan?" She knows that he's probably very embarrassed right now, seeing his reddening 

face, and isn't sure she wants to push it.

Dylan shrugged, glancing up at Nimue and Niki, then dropping his gaze again.  "If'n you want t' keep tryin', go ahead.  I don't want t' make anythin' else explode," he replied quietly.  He appreciated the 

fact that the two girls were trying to make him feel better, but it was hard to explain to them that most kinds of magic were out of his reach.  Potions was just as disastrous, and he didn't want to think about Charms, if last year was an indication of either.  He sighed, tucking his wand away and staring at the pile of ash in front of him.

Niki shrugs. "Okay, if you don't want to." She pulls her Defence Against the Dark Arts notes out of her bag. "I'll get to work on this, I think. Would you like to stay and work here too?" She sympathises with Dylan's embarrassment, but she doesn't want to chase him away.

**********

Arcadia is not in a happy mood. She didn't like they way the half Giant had looked at her, and singled her out. And this 'fuzz ball' was starting to annoy her, a couple of time as she was walking from CoMC it had started to make it's annoying 'sing-song' sound. But a couple of swift slaps at her robe had shut it up. And it was starting to feel heavy in her pocket now.

Then she saw the notice regarding detention.  " This will not do" She says to herself, going slightly red with anger (only slightly because her makeup hid most of the blush). She looks down at Pantalaimon who growls

"Yes Pan, Something will have to be done..... But... well he is the cutest Teacher.. maybe, just maybe I'll give him one more chance....Come on., Lets go to the Library, maybe someone has found a book on

these thing and can tell us how to shut it up."

With that she gives her robe pocket another whack and starts to the Library.

She dose not notice as she walks, first one, then another.. then Another small Tribble fall from her robe behind her and roll into the dark corners and under tables.

Arcadia enter the Library and goes straight up to Madam Pince the Librarian. " What do you know about Tribbles!"  It was more a demand for information than a question, and the word 'tribble' was said with a hint of disgust.

" You'll find everything you need in the Library" Said Madam Pince, not at all pleased with the attitude of this young, overly made up 'girl'

" This IS a Library isn't it? They haven't changing it into a 'We will tell you everything without you doing any work' room without telling me have they?" She raises an eyebrow at Arcadia, as if daring her to make some snide comment she could report to her house teacher.

Arcadia 'huffs' and turns sharply, knocking a pile of books over and storms off to the Restricted Section of the Library. Again she fails to notice two more small balls of fluff drop from her robe and scurry into the darkness.

Randal watched from the shadows as his no-good sister appeared. "Why does SHE have to come and disturb me," he growled to himself. He watched quietly bristling to see if she would notice him.

Arcadia sees Randal and looks very cross with him. She walks over and whispers: " Well? What have you got to say for yourself? Dumping me like that!" Pantalaimon sits beside Arcadia, his ears flat.

A house Elf, helping the Librarian pick up the books Arcadia knocked over looks over to the table where Kat's Tribbles are. With a small 'Eeek!' it drops the books and scurries away, very fast.

Randal bristled. "Me dumping you?" He growled in a rather loud whisper. "If you hadn't been behaving like a complete slut in the first place there would have been no need. Dylan was fully justified in what he said, and the only reason I defended you was because you are of the same blood! When are you going to start behaving like the young lady you are supposed to be? Don't you remember your training?"

The entire Library hears a resounding SLAP as Arcadia slaps Randal across the face.

Elia jumps as if she had been slapped, and stares at Arcadia and Randal until she realises that the others may notice her. She returns her gaze to the ancient book, her face flushed under her dark skin. "They... they eat..." her voice trails off, and her fingernails dig into her palms.

Randal raised his hand to his face. It stung and was starting to go red. "So, taking to violence as well as verbal harassment now?" he asked.

Arcadia looks about to explode, then, it seems, realises where they are. " Oh... What else am I supposed to do! A girl has to protect herself!" She looks around to see if anyone is listening. assuming they are not.  " And I do remember 'our' training, and I remember a lot of other things

to... Don't I Pan?" She rubs Pantalaimon's fur then does the same to Randal's head.

" Now be a good boy and tell me what you know about this fuzzy ball, before I really get annoyed"

***********

Andy had been walking for what seemed like hours. He was tiered, but he wouldn't let it show. He was so confused. You can't concentrate very well when you have WiBs questioning you every second. He was feeling awful. 

Missing two classes and having to catch up wasn't adding any happiness to his aura. Only one thing could make him completely happy again: everything turning back to the way it was. But he had a feeling that nothing would ever be normal around Hogwarts. With a quill in one hand and a white fluff of ball in the other, he walked up to Nimue and Kat. They noticed instantly the rings under his eyes. 

"Hi," he said. "I'm back. I had to stop by Professor Grimalkin's office and get my assignment. Even with a thousand apologies, he's still rather upset. I  wouldn't blame him. Elements? Why would we have to learn about elements?"

He paused looking over the notes the Professor made him take. Looks like he had to work alone since he wasn't there to pair up with anyone. Another occurrence that made him less than happy. "Then I had to run over to Hagrid who wasn't too pleased about seeing me late either. But then I explained and...he let me off the hook. He gave me this."

He held up his hand and showed them the white fluff. He looked at it confusingly, but then heard it sing. He cuddled it softly to his cheek, hummed to it, and put it back into his pocket.

"What are we supposed to be doing with it?" he asked. "Take care of it? I can't really understand his accent. Not when he rambles. All I got out of him was that we have to hum to it to keep it happy. By the way, how are you guys? Everything okay? Hope nothing exciting happened while I was away."

He gave them a wink. He looked around and saw some familiar faces. He was glad he was back at Hogwarts. He took in a deep breath. He was home.

"Hi Andy." Said Kat, "Good to see you got away from those WiBs. Do you remember anything about it? I still can't remember anything about my time with them."

Nimue was concerned about Andy's appearance. Responding to his question about Professor Grimalkin's lesson she said, "I think Andy that the Professor wants us to understand more of the theory of why there is magic in the first place rather than just taking it for granted as most of us do. As elemental magic is very basic physical magic it makes sense that we understand how the elements combine and contrast with each other so that we can emmm ..." she realised she was rambling on somewhat, "appreciate that they are neutral energies in their own spheres but that it is the intention of the witch or wizard behind their use that determines whether the magic is dark arts or not."

She decided she'd said enough on the subject and changed it.  She was glad to see Andy had a tribble. "I think yes we are suppose to pet them and take care of them. Pretty song isn't it? Maybe that's what they are. Some kind of musical magical creature."

"As for other things" she dropped her voice. "Marvo has written both to the gang but it was heavily censored by the Ministry people and also to me which wasn't." she turned to Kat, "I only got mine because I went back to Gryffindor Tower to get my cloak for outdoors, I'll bet he has written to you as well."

Kat didn't say much to this. Trust Nimue to get an owl first. "Maybe." Kat also knew that her cats would never let a letter say on her bed where anyone could get to it. If she did have a letter one of them 

would turn up with it soon.

"I'm sure" whispered Nimue and winked at Kat, "we'll have to 'talk' before I sent a reply though. Your input needed. Can you imagine he actually tried to talk to 'mad eye Moody' about the betrothal, Moody said he shouldn't worry he'd probably not live that long - what a thing to say!"

Kat stared wide-eyed at Nimue. "He talked to Mad Eye Moody about it? I don't know he doesn't really have any idea about this people thing does he? I mean first he never realised he was my boyfriend and now this?"

As if on some sort of cue, Scully came into the library with an envelope in her mouth. She walked up to her mistress, jumped on the table and dropped the envelope in front of her. Kat looked at it, but 

she wasn't going to read it here. She gave Scully a scratch of the ears and put the letter into her pocket for later.

Scully, meanwhile had spotted the tribbles, and was just patting one across the table when she realised she was being watched. She stopped and washed one paw nonchalantly.

Kat chuckled a little at her. "So what was it you need my input to?"

Nimue was relived to see Scully come up with the letter. What a clever cat she was!

"I know!" commented Nimue, "I could have told him Mad-eye was completely the wrong person to talk to. As for input - he seemed pretty happy that you were his girlfriend now that the penny's finally dropped on the subject but he doesn't really know what that means - how he's expected to act or anything so he asked me to advise as he can't exactly ask anyone there. So this shows that he's happy with things between you and that he really does just think of me like a sister. So basically we can give him some nudges in the right direction."

Kat laughed openly at this. "I might have known! I knew he had no idea that we were behaving like girlfriend and boyfriend. Oooo, we could be really mean with that. Tell him that he is supposed to send me flowers everyday or something." She winked at Nimue. 

"I guess if you want my input then I can help when you write it. But I guess we need to work on these tribbles right now..."

"Well I think flowers everyday is a little extravagant as I don't know what sort of allowance he has, but perhaps twice a month." said Nimue sensibly working out the approximate life of a bunch of flowers,, 

"poetry is out as he'd be useless, but certainly he needs to tell you how he feels - even if it's confused and somewhat hesitant. Plus, he should try to get to know you and share stuff about himself -write as

often as he can to you."

Nimue finished and looked at her friend, "Does that about cover it?"  

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

Katia leans over the old newspapers that Madam Pince obligingly told her where to locate. Moving her index finger down the page, she suddenly stops, smiles slightly, and reads.

'Quidditch Round Up - Watch out world, Wales have arrived!

Yesterday's much anticipated Wales/Greece match was something that may well go down in the Quidditch history books as a complete turn around of fortunes for the flagging Welsh team. Buoyed up by new blood, in the shape of the ex Cardiff Charges Seeker Anders Grimalkin (21), Wales beat the Greek favourites into an embarrassed pulp.

{there followed much boring sports-page style drivel on the match}

Grimalkin flies with a peculiar blend of grace and what can only be described as channelled anger. There is something almost malevolent on his face when he dives, sending shivers down the spine.  That he is a Seeker for the new generation cannot, however, be argued, and this looks like one young man with a long and glorious career to come.

Wales' next game is against the cup favourites Norway, and will pit Grimalkin against the notoriously over-enthusiastic Olaf Peterssen.  There are bound to be sparks flying when these two meet.

Watch this space.'

Katia makes a face. "What rubbish," she mutters and turns to another newspaper, then another, looking for more information. Finally, she stops, and settles herself more comfortably in her chair to keep 

reading.

'Quidditch Death-Plunge Horror

Yesterday's Norway - Wales international ended in a scene of horrific tragedy, following the untimely death of Norway's star Seeker, Olaf Peterssen.  But this was no terrible accident.  This was a calculated 

attack on the part of the psychotic Welsh Seeker, Anders Grimalkin.  

Thousands watched in horror as Grimalkin, to our shame once a favourite of this column, suddenly veered off course, and, without any provocation or apparent reason, lunged at Peterssen in a crashing 

move that sent both players diving to the ground.

It is a great tragedy that only Peterssen died, but fortunately for him, his death was a quick and probably painless one.  The unconscious Grimalkin was taken from the Quidditch field and taken to 

the medical tent, where his injuries of a broken wrist and several cracked ribs were pronounced not serious.  In a scene of absolute horror, the Dementors arrived soon after and accompanied Grimalkin to Azkaban, where he will be held, pending his trial.

Given that the whole of the Quidditch-loving world was aware that Grimalkin had a temper, and that Norway were in the lead, AND the fact that we all saw him do this cowardly, malicious thing, we say to the Dementors of Azkaban - throw away the key!'

Katia smirks, and smothers a giggle with her tribble. "Now," she murmurs, "what was I looking for? Ah, yes..." She flips through a few more papers before she finds it. The paper is yellow with age, and 

the date reads February 28th, 1993.

'Greek Ambassador's Wife Found Guilty

Maryam Pheidippides, a native Moroccan and wife of Greek ambassador to Morocco Christos Pheidippides, was yesterday found guilty of being a Death Eater.

Mrs. Pheidippides, born Maryam Augier, was convicted on the evidence of Olaf Peterssen, a Norwegian ex-Death Eater who testified that he had seen her torture and murder countless Muggles. The most damning evidence, however, is the testimony Peterssen gave on her murder of Auror Alberto Concinni.

"They found him at his house," Peterssen told the jury, "and Maryam stunned him. Then they covered his body with an invisibility cloak, and took him to a hideout. They tied him to a chair, then Maryam 

brought him back to consciousness. He tried to get away, and she just laughed at him. Then she pulled out her wand, and told him to beg for his life. He spat at her, and she used the Cruciatus curse on him. 

When she stopped, he still wouldn't beg, so she used it again. For about five minutes, he didn't do anything, just tried to hang on, and finally he started to scream, and scream. Maryam didn't care, she 

just laughed and laughed. When she stopped again, he did beg. Not for himself, but for his daughter. Maryam laughed again, and put the Curse on him again. Finally, after about an hour, he just broke down, and went mad. She finished him off with the Avada Kedavra curse."

Mr. Pheidippides grew suspicious of his wife's disappearances, and ordered an official investigation. When Peterssen, who turned himself in earlier this year and has been let off to help the Ministry, 

stepped forward, Mrs. Pheidippides was put on trial.

Mrs. Pheidippides, a stunning woman with long dark hair and olive skin, is the mother of two. Her children, six-year-old Hadrian and five-year-old Nicola, are reportedly unaware of their mother's 

criminal activities.

Maryam Pheidippides is serving a life sentence in Azkaban. Mr. Pheidippides has declined to give any statement to the Daily Prophet, but his secretary reports, "Mr. Pheidippides loved his wife very much, but he has not been able to forgive her for her crimes."'

Katia looks up from the article to Niki, sitting across the room, and grins.

"What are you smirking about?" Niki demands irritably, catching Katia's eye. Katia merely looks superior and says patronisingly, "Reading some old articles about some Azkaban-rats... like, for example, Anders Grimalkin and Maryam Pheidippides."

Madison glared at Katia.  "Don't listen, Niki," she said, not taking her eyes off Katia.  "The only rat I see around here is her...." She gave her Tribble a little squeeze and turned away.

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

After a long debate between Mr and Mrs Lagrand it was decided that both Morticia and Nathan are allowed to come back to Hogwarts. According to rumours, this was mostly due to the fact that Nathan is not welcome in Beauxbatons (it seems he was... asked to leave and that was the true reason why he came to Hogwarts in the first place!) and Mrs Lagrand refused to allow the kids being sent away to Durmstrang "because they wouldn't understand the language and it's so cold there!"

So Morticia and Nathan happily re-join their comrades at Hogwarts. Morticia went to the library and sat herself with the others.

In a secluded corner of the library, Fiona's pink face was even more troubled than usual as she scurried

around after the increasing number of tribbles that she had gathered in her arms.

"Oh, dear, McTavish," she said to her familiar, who sat, amused, on the windowsill.  "This doesnae bode at all well, does it?  These wee creatures are getting out of control!"

There was a soft thump from behind her that made her jump, and she turned, with considerable alarm, to see a group of very small tribbles attempting what could only be described as a group lemming throw from the top of the bookcase.  Rushing over, Fiona caught them as they fell, by holding out her robes.

"Out of control," she repeated.  The haggis snickered.  One of the advantages of being the last of a species is that there's plenty of attention to go around.

Anders crashed in through the door of the library, obviously on a buzz of some sort.  His young face was aglow with enthusiasm as he leaned over the desk to speak to Madam Pince.  She nodded at his rambled requests, and pointed him in a particular direction.

This was an Anders that hadn't seen the light of day - quite literally - for some time.  This was an Anders who had found courage and strength following the success of his first lesson, and his dig at Snape, and an Anders who was keen to do the best he could to repay the debt he felt he owed Dumbledore for giving him a chance.

He disappeared for a while into the shadows of the bookcases, and when he came out, had an armful of heavy spell books.  He beamed his thanks to Madam Pince, who seemed quite flustered by his charm and enthusiasm, and began to leave the library.  His eye fell on the assembled third years and a cheeky grin flashed across his face. "Miss Hawkwood," he called across the space that separated him from the students.  With his spare hand, he held it out flat.  "EARTH!"

Nimue was caught by surprise by the Professor's challenge - but she thought quickly and responded holding her hand up fingers splayed out: "Air" she responded to him with confidence. "Air can exist inside and around Earth". She stopped and slightly blushed with her boldness, "though Sir, you gave the sign for Water" she demonstrated that he'd held his hand flat not in a fist, "though still air can be absorbed into water and water can be absorbed in air. Draw?"

"Good girl," he said, that same cheeky grin on his face.  "You're paying close attention - and that, everyone, is another important rule when dealing with elementals.  Never let your guard down."

The grin faded from his face, however, as he picked up on the end of Katia's sentence, about 'Azkaban-rats'.  He turned to look at her, his expression now one of abject guilt and impending doom.  He opened his mouth to speak.

And then he sneezed.  "What the..."

The lemming-leaping tribbles that Fiona was desperately trying to keep up with were throwing themselves off bookcases with gay abandon, and one had landed on Anders' pile of books.  "Not...tribbles," he moaned, sneezing again.  "I'm must be allergic to these guys..."  He swept the small bundle of fluff off the top of the book pile, and it sailed happily to the floor, before rolling along like a tumbleweed and coming to rest by the table, where it purred contentedly.

His eyes watering a little, Anders left the library. He could be heard sneezing down the corridor, and the occasional expletive was mixed in with the sound.

Dylan looked up startled as Grimalkin burst through the door, his cheeks all ready red form his perceived failure at Transfiguration.  He dropped his gaze again to the pile of ash on the table before him, and silently prayed that Grimalkin wouldn't look his way.  Having his humiliation compounded by giving Grimalkin a chance to see his weakness wouldn't do at all.  Dylan grimaced at the thought.  He 

pulled an Arithmancy book from his satchel then dropped it on the table.  The ash from his botched frog flew up in his face, leaving him to cough and sputter, his hair streaked with the charred grey.  

No, thought Dylan, this wasn't a good day at all.

Dreadful Revelations (Still in Library)

Niki too glares at Katia. "How... how dare you!" she exclaims, and crosses the room in a few strides. Her hand swings around and connects with Katia's cheek, making a resounding SMACK! "You don't 

know anything about my mother, and if I ever, ever, hear you talking about her again, I will tell everyone exactly what I know about *your* mother." Her voice is deadly low, and her eyes are narrowed in  anger.

"Oh, no, Niki," Katia drawls, standing so that her height difference- 4'9" to 5'6"- is much more apparent. "Any time, Niki. And Miss Avalon... You should be grateful that you aren't one of that number. Murder is a very serious offence, as I'm sure Niki knows. And... Niki?" She looks down her nose at the younger, shorter girl. "I don't care what you know about my mother." She leans closer, and whispers, so quietly that only Niki can hear, "I know a good deal more about yours."

Morticia reaches out and grabs Niki's arm. "It's not worth it, Niki!" she mutters. "SHE'S not worth it. What does she know? Come on, forget about it."

"Que voulez-vous dire? What do you think you're saying?" Niki demands. "What do you mean about my mother?" she demands in a hiss, shrugging Morticia's hand off her shoulder. 

Madison, expecting the low blow about her own recent past, smirked.  "If you knew ANYTHING about what happened, I mean besides what Arcadia there made up, then you would know that it wasn't me who killed that boy. I'm surprised you didn't know that already, with all the dirt you've been digging."  She turned to Niki, and gave her a sympathetic smile.  "Don't listen to her...maybe if she finds a life, she might leave us alone..."

"I know a good deal more about that than you think," Katia snaps. "I also know that a number of people *claim* to be acting under the Imperius Curse when it isn't true. It's a favored tactic. And," she taunts, "Niki seems to be much more intelligent than the rest of you... she wants to know what I can tell her..." She smirks.

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

Andy's eyes glowed a brilliant shade of red when he heard that this girl...this THING had just insulted Niki's mother. He began to breathe hard and under his breath he was mumbling. How could someone be this evil? 

He stared at her and only at her. No one else was in the room. He had so much hatred for this girl. This girl who got here just a few days ago, and had the nerve to be such a... He started at her, and his eyes never met her presence. He couldn't stand her. Everything about her. Her smile, her hair, even her 

eyes were making him mad. His hands became fists and he began to sweat. 

Just then a silver plate which had been on display was flying straight towards Katia. If the plate hit her head it would surely cause her to go unconscious. Andy's eyes opened wide and he couldn't believe

what he was doing. 

"No!" Andy yelled. When he screamed the plate was immediately flung off course. It smashed into

the wall and hit the ground with a loud bang. The plate missed Katia by nearly two inches.

A billion thoughts ran through Madison's mind, and she clenched her fists.  

       *Not again...violence never solves anything...*

       *Why fight it? She deserves what she gets...*

       *No! I'm not going through that again...*  

       *Why not? Afraid you'll get in trouble? You didn't the first time...*

       *That wasn't me!!!*  Madison turned away and closed her eyes, then opened them, looking for anything to take her mind off her conflicting thoughts...when a plate whizzed by her, nearly hitting Katia.  She looked in the direction the plate came from, and spotted Andy.  Part of her wanted to

congratulate him on the close hit, but the other part was confused.  She stood there, not knowing what to do. *What's wrong with me?*

Katia glances at Andy, batting her eyelashes in a parody of her normal flirting. "Thank you so much, Andy... I much preferred Asriel." she murmurs.

Looking back at Niki, she smiles. "You mean to tell me you don't *know*?" She laughs, revealing straight white teeth. "You don't know what happened to your own mother?" Seeing the obvious look of 

incomprehension on the younger girl's face, she smiles again, thought this time it was a smirk. "Your mother..." She lowers her voice to a low contralto whisper, "your mother, when she was in Azkaban, got a little present from a Dementor. They liked her so much... they gave her a little kiss."

Niki's hand moves back again, and her hand connects with an even louder noise with Katia's cheek. "How dare you," she hisses, furiously. "How dare you." Niki's eyes narrow to slits, and she spits 

in Katia's face. Slowly, bitterly, almost silently, she whispers, "how dare you, you..." Her voice trails off, trembling with rage. She turns, suddenly, racing back out the door.

Madison was confused.  *Asriel? What's he got to do with it?*  She turned to Andy, with a what-is-she-talking-about look.  She turned in time to see Katia whisper something to Niki...something that must have been horrible by the way she said it.  She clenched her fists again, the urge to wring 

Katia's neck almost overwhelming...She looked around again, trying to get her mind off it. Her gaze fell on Andy again, and she sent him a questioning look.

Andy fell to the floor dumfounded at what had just happened and at what Katia had just said. Asriel was out of his body. His soul, the pendant, was gone. So how could this have happened? He was going to stop by Professor McGonnagal's office and have a little chat. 

But Andy didn't have the power of telekinesis. Asriel did. This wasn't right. He was confused. He looked at Madison. He could see the same dreadful thing  was happening to her. With all the strength he had he stood up and ran to her.

"Don't think about it!" he screamed. "Don't think about anger. It gets to us. It makes our...demons come back. Don't think about Katia and what she says!"

He fell. He couldn't take it anymore. He looked back at Katia. She knew this would happen. She meant for this to happen. How could Asriel be seeping into him? Andy knew one thing. He would do anything to try and stop it.

"Silentio!" Morticia shouts, her wand out and pointed at Katia. Sparks emerge from the wand and the spell hits Katia full. She's suddenly no longer able to speak. Morticia glares at her with hatred, breathing heavily, her hands shaking.

Katia really couldn't care less, since her target, Niki, is gone. She shakes her head, glancing scornfully at the gathered girls (and boy) and slips past them and out of the library, smiling sweetly at some sixth years that are just coming in. She intends to go to Madam Pomfrey and get her voice back, and is thinking of all the rude things she would like to say to Morticia, Madison, and Andy.

*How did he know...?*  Madison's confusion and anger were almost forgotten as she watched Andy fall.     "Andy! Someone go get help!"  She knelt down next to him.  *Katia...she must have had something to do with this...she's not too far...get her back...*

    "Shut up! Leave me alone!"

    *You remember...the power...the thrill...*

    The images flashed through her mind again.  Violent images of what had happened in the Forest. Hadrian...

    *You can get that power back...*

    "I don't want it!" Madison yelled, not realising that she had replied out loud.  Too tired, in both body and mind, to keep fighting, she collapsed next to Andy.

    "I don't want it..." she said quietly, before slipping into unconsciousness.

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

Madame Pince may have been going partly deaf and ignored the first resounding slap when Arcadia struck Randal or been a little distracted by the charming voice and smile of young Professor Grimalkin, but she could no longer ignore the increasing noise the group of Third Years were making in *Her* Library. More slaps, raised voices, whizzing plates, screams and people rushing out was quite, quite enough. 

She marched up to the gathered group of Third Years' just as Madison joined Andy on the floor she looked more annoyed than concerned. "Where do you think you ARE!" she raised her voice to the remaining students, "THIS IS A LIBRARY not your common room!" she noted two Gryffindor students were apparently passed out on the floor where some anxious students from Gryffindor, Ravenclaw and Slytherin clustered around them.

"Stand away, stand away," she examined the children and ordered some other students to see them carried straight to the Hospital Wing. The Sixth Years who had recently come in and who were most annoyed at the goings on did so.

"Now there were others here a few minutes ago from both Slytherin and Gryffindor and I intend to inform both Head of Houses that this type of behaviour is UNACCEPTABLE! Miss Lagrand, Miss Hawkwood and Miss Black for shame - you are usually such well behaved young ladies I would not wish to restrict your access and will assume you were merely drawn in despite yourselves."  

For the first time she noted the tribbles "WHAT...." she pointed fingers at Nimue, Kat, Morticia, Elia, Fiona and anyone else remaining, "REMOVE THESE NOW - animals are not allowed in the 

Library." 

"I'm very sorry, Madam Pince," Elia says, looking as innocent as a truly innocent person can, (i.e., not very innocent) "but we need them to write our Care of Magical Creatures essays. If I could check out 

this book...?" She lifts, or tries to lift, the heavy volume from the table. It had to weigh a good thirty pounds at least.

In her flurry of activity she also spots Arcadia's wolf cub Pantalaimon.

"NO ANIMALS! This is a library not a PETTING ZOO. Miss Fudge, either remove that wolf now or yourself. Read the rules, pets should remain in dormitories during school hours unless needed for lessons. They are not fashion accessories and certainly are not allowed in here..." She noted also the presence of McTavish and Scully. "Miss Black...your cat... and whoever you are.." she pointed at Fiona, "that..should also remain outside. Heaven knows how such creatures might contaminate my 

books. I shall be speaking most severely to Prof..Professor..to Hagrid about controlling his lessons more closely."

She sent an urgent summons to the House Elves to assist in restoring order.

Arcadia watches Randal walk away from her open mouthed. She looks about heady to follow when The Librarian makes her comment about her 'pet'  " HE is NOT a pet He's...."

She dose not finish the sentence, and in a fit of anger she stamps her foot and rushes out of the Library, a few Tribbles dropping from her robe as she dose.

<Voice from the shadows> "...Is it?.... It IS!... They are...Tribbilisis!.... Here... Must go tell the others.... we needs to be preparings!..."

*What was Rubeus Hagrid thinking having them bring these creatures into her library*

"Miss Concinni," replied Miss Pince to Elia, "bringing one familiar into the library under strict control and with permission may be acceptable but these are some sort of 'creature' and there are dozens of them. Does anyone know what they eat and their other .... habits?", the thought of what these animals might leave in their wake filled her with horror.

She looked particularly unpleasant, "However, shouting, slapping and throwing plates at the walls is definitely *not* permissible in the library at any time. Quiet conversation only. I know not all of 

you were involved but this sort of behaviour will not do!"

She turned again to Elia, "Miss Concinni, you may take check that book out but only after this infestation is cleared. As it is our only copy of that volume I expect you to share it with your classmates."

Kat couldn't believe it. How had she been implicated in the fighting and noise? She'd had nothing to do with it! She was merely trying to find out more about the tribbles. And where had Madam Pince got this idea about familiar rules. There were no rules about familiars. True most stayed out of the way during the day, but rules? She guess Madam Pince had just had enough of the noise and was in a bad mood.

She helped Sarah, Fiona and Nimue gather the Tribbles. "What are we going to do with them?" She asked the others.

Fiona chewed on her lip thoughtfully.  She already had about fifteen of the bundles of fluff in her robes and McTavish was starting to get increasingly agitated. The little Scottish girls sighed heavily and, pushing her glasses up her nose, began to collect up as many tribbles as she could.

Her blonde head soon disappeared behind a mountain of tribbles.  "I dinae know where ta tak' them," she said, her voice muffled by their fur.  "Anyone got any ideas?"

"Back outside might be the best" suggested Nimue whose own tribble had multiplied a few fold. She was working out the rate of multiplication and wondering if Hogwarts was going to disappear under

a pile of tribbles before nightfall. 

"I wonder does the book say they have any natural enemies?" as she collected more and fretted over her library privileges.  

"We'll take these outside" said Nimue as she Fiona headed out their arms loaded with tribbles. Sarah went to look for a box. 

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

Dylan had heard every word of the conversation, and it was only the fact that Katia was a girl that saved her from the onslaught of his fists.  Almost as soon as Niki had bolted out the door, Dylan was on his feet after her.  As fleet as a stag, he ran after her down the corridors, deftly navigating them as he tried to catch her.  He assumed he was in better physical condition and he'd overtake her eventually.  Dylan called her name, hoping she'd slow, hoping she'd at least pause, because for reasons he knew not himself, he didn't want her to be alone right now.

Niki slows, then stops, leaning against the statue of Bartholomew the Brutal. Her eyes are red and swollen. "Y...yes?" Her voice is a bit shaky and she seems to be holding back tears.

Dylan comes close enough to touch her, but no closer, his usual awkwardness gone.  "I'm glad y' stopped.  Didn't want t' run all over Hogwarts tryin' t' catch you."  He tried to smile a little, but it vanished as he took in her state.  "I didn't want you t' be alone.  I saw how she was gettin' t' you....oh, Niki, I'm sorry.  Go on, cry, if'n you want.  There's no-one here t' see but me," Dylan told her soothingly, and gently, he touched her shoulder, trying his best to be reassuring.

"You... you heard what she said, didn't you?" she asks shakily. It's not an accusation, merely a question. "She's so... so hateful! I don't know if it's true, I don't want to know..." With that, Niki bursts into tears.

"Hush, now, easy...just take it easy," Dylan told her quietly, rubbing her shoulder with a light and gentle hand.  "Don't believe two words tha' come out o' tha' viper's mouth.  She's not worth wastin' your time o'er."  Absently, he wondered just how he ended up here, comforting a Slytherin girl in the middle of a corridor, but it really didn't matter.  Dylan felt so sorry for her, felt a compassion he thought buried.  It was puzzling, but he didn't give that much thought, intent instead on comforting Niki.  It took him some effort to continue speaking English, for the only times he'd been called upon to comfort someone were times at home with his family, and certainly the language of the moment was not English.  But Dylan was determined.  "You're a...a better person than tha' piece o' trash.  

You don't need t' let her bother you."  

Niki tries to smile through her tears. "It… it's just that…" She stops speaking, and takes a deep breath, trying to decide what she wants to say, laying it out in her mind so that she doesn't make mistakes with her English. "It might be true. I don't know…" Her voice trails off plaintively. "I… I'm all right, really I am, you don't need to stay here, Dylan. Go on to lunch." Her voice doesn't carry much conviction, and she doesn't meet Dylan's eyes, nor does she try to move away from him. "I hate her!" she bursts out, followed by several epithets in French and Arabic. When Niki gets herself under control again, she apologises. "I'm sorry, Dylan, I know you don't speak French… I just don't know how to curse in English." She tries to smile again, but fails. "Thank you," she whispers, wiping her eyes.

Dylan nodded, and pulled a handkerchief out of his pocket.  Handing it to her, he told her quietly, "It'll be all right, Niki.  It'll be all right.  You'll see."  He looked at her, his own eyes soft, surprisingly gentle and their colour shifted to a soft blue as he gave her a rare, genuine smile.  

Niki wipes her eyes, and smiles back up at Dylan. "Thank you," she repeats, very softly.

Dylan felt slightly odd as she smiled at him, and he broke the gaze, pushing his glossy raven hair out of his eyes.  "D' you want t' go t' lunch?  If'n you want t' avoid bein' 'round e'eryone, I understand."  He realised he was still touching her shoulder, and pulled his hand away uncertainly.  Why was she smiling at him like that?  Dylan didn't know.  He glanced back up at her, his expression more curious 

than anything else.

Niki feels slightly disappointed when he removes his hand, and mentally wonders why. "I'm not really hungry, and I don't want to go down there," she says shrugging a little. "If you want to go down, go 

ahead. I promise not to kill myself or something while you're gone..." Her attempt at humour falling flat, Niki sighs. "Dylan..." her voice trails off, as if she's unsure of what to say.

He quirked a dark brow, looking at her now, his eyes inquisitive, but they lack their usual hardness.  All one ever needed to know about Dylan, they could find in his eyes, and he knew it well.  He walked 

wit his head bowed for a reason.  But those usual precautions were, for the moment, forgotten as he looked at Niki.  "No," he said finally.  "I'll stay wi' you."  He didn't know from where this protective streak was coming.  But he wasn't about to fight it, nor was he going to leave her alone, not now, not with how upset Katia had made her.

"Thank you." This time, when Niki smiles, it's a real smile, and her face, still blotchy from her tears, lights up. She shifts position slightly- the arm of one of the bodies Bartholomew the Brutal is standing on is pressing into her shoulder- and sighs deeply. "*Did* you hear what she said?" she asks again, looking intently at him. "I'm so confused. I don't know if it's true or not..."

"She was talkin' about your Mum an' Professor Grimalkin, callin' them Azkaban rats or sommat like tha'."  Dylan shook his head and went to reach for her hand, then curbed this instinct.  "Don't worry about it, don't think about it.  'Twill only trouble you, an' Katia's not worth th' effort."  What was wrong with him?  Why did he want to take her hand?  Where was this comforting instinct coming from?  Dylan didn't know.  He didn't want to think about it, but his behaviour was honestly disturbing him.  However, Niki didn't seem to notice.  Dylan pushed his hair away from his face, a little frown playing at his features for only a moment, then it was gone.

Niki shakes her head, reluctantly. "She did say that," Niki admits, adding a muttered word Dylan can't quite catch. Taking a deep breath, she explains. "My mother was in Azkaban. She died there, but Katia... Katia said that before she died she got the Dementor's Kiss." 

Angrily, Niki rubs her eyes, angry with herself for breaking down again. "I'm sorry," she murmurs, trying to hold back her tears again, slightly embarrassed.

Dylan shook his head, reaching out and touching her arm again, rubbing it lightly.  "Shh, it's all right," he murmured soothingly to her.  He honestly had no idea what that meant, a Dementor's Kiss.  He was quite lucky he understood what Azkaban was, honestly, but he knew better than to bring any of that up at this particular juncture.  He didn't know what to say to her to calm her down, but he kept trying, rubbing her arm with a gentle hand.

Niki eventually stops crying, but not for a long while. When the last hiccuping sobs die down, she rubs her eyes angrily and stands up. "Thank you," she says, her voice brisk and filled with false cheer. *Oh, no,* she thinks. *That sounds so... wrong.* She was really very grateful to Dylan, and had no idea what she would have done if he hadn't stopped her, but she was acutely aware of the fact that lunch was over, and she was expected in Astronomy. *I sound so mean... Oh, why did this have to happen today? Why today, when I was happy, when I'd forgotten my nightmares.* Silently, Niki prays that Dylan won't take offence at the way she had pulled her arm away from him, which seems brusque and rude now that she thinks about it.

Dylan sighed a little, more than slightly confused himself now by all of this.  "C'mon," he said quietly, "I'll walk you where e'er you're goin'."  The desire to be protective seemed to be there, something almost ever present, and Dylan wasn't certain how he felt about that.  But he decided to act on it; it really seemed as if he had no choice now.  Niki was obviously upset.  He'd seen these looks in his 

mother's eyes when word had come back about the accident in the mines.  Dylan pushed that thought away violently.  "Where are y' goin'?"

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

Anders had gone off and sneezed for several minutes and had ended up somewhat flustered and warm.  Horrible nasty fuzzy tribble type things.

An urge was creeping over him that he had denied since his arrival at Hogwarts.  Outside, in what served as the castle's 'garage', under a dustsheet, was his motorbike, the one he'd arranged to be brought in from the Muggle world.  If Anders Grimalkin had one true failing, it was an inordinate need to feel the air on his face as he raced along, either on a broomstick - now impossible seeing as he'd been banned from flying - or on his motorbike, which he loved with a typically male-obsessive passion.

He checked his workload and realised he had a couple of hours free until his next class, and made an instant decision that he would damn the whole thing to hell, go change into his bike leathers, and go for a blast on the bike. It, like he, needed to clear some carbon out of its gullet and clear its thoughts.

So it was that fifteen minutes later, he had divested himself of his robes, dressed in his leathers and was heading outside, his crash helmet in his hand, lost in a world of his own.  He walked past Nimue and Fiona and their collection of tribbles seemingly without even noticing them.  He disappeared into the shed where his bike was, and the unmistakable throaty whine of the engine soon followed.

Anders gunned the engine gently.  It had been a while since he'd ridden the bike, but it still responded to his every touch beautifully.  He grinned contentedly and pulled the helmet on over his head, flipping the visor down. He took a deep breath and he was away.

Fiona stared as the tall young man dressed completely in black leather walked past.  She leaned in towards Nimue.  "Och, isnae that Anders Grimalkin?  The Quidditch player?"

She'd missed the DADA class, of course, so hadn't had the honour of meeting the Professor.

"Eh...excuse me," she said as she watched him leave on the bike.  She removed her glasses and cleaned them on the sleeve of her robe.  For some reason, they appeared to have fogged up.

"Ummm no Fiona, I mean yes ..." replied Nimue glad that Fiona was having problems with her glasses and therefore couldn't see how effected she had been at the sight of the young Professor dressed 

'like that'! She was having enough trouble trying to banish him from her thoughts as it was - this wasn't going to make it any easier.

"That was Anders Grimalkin but he's a teacher here at Hogwarts now.  So he's Professor Grimalkin to us as he..he's our Defence Against the Dark Arts teacher." Nimue was dropping tribbles everywhere there seemed to be more of them already. 

"Gosh I'm going to need a shower after this... I mean they are shedding everywhere." 

Putting her glasses back on, Fiona blinked at Nimue. "I guess I have a bit of a...I used to collect

pictures of him..." She blushed.  "He was a good Seeker.  I thought he was in Azkaban?"

Living in the wilds of Europe and then the Highlands of Scotland hadn't done a whole lot for Fiona's

current affairs knowledge.

She dusted down her robes.  "Och, yes, I see what you mean about those tribbles.  There's tribble fur

everywhere."

Sarah approached the other girls carrying a huge box almost bigger than she was. 

"Hey Fee, Nimmy" she called, "scenery's getting a bit more interesting round here don't ya think" with a nod in the direction the bike had taken. "You'll have to tell me Nimmy how'd you swing it to get 

personal time alone with ole Snapey - I can then apply your winning formula to DADA." she was grinning from ear to ear with the thought.

She began helping the girls with the tribbles and putting them into the box. "They are multiplying all over. Hagrid's having quite a time."  Sarah noted a couple of house elves whispering under a bush. 

"Hey wanna give us a hand here?" but they scampered away.

Nimue was somewhat relived with both Sarah's teasing and Fiona's obvious appreciation of Anders Grimalkin. However, while she might have shared some of her real thoughts and feelings about him with Kat, she couldn't let her guard down too much with these other girls and opted for the good advise she really ought to take herself.

"Well, he was released from that place. He was found not guilty of that other players death and he's here now." she replied to Fiona and taking in Sarah, "and no matter how much we all appreciate having a young teacher instead of the usual.... fossils around here we really should show him proper respect."

"Fossils?" remarked Sarah, "that's the spirit Nimmy! Gawd, I always figured there was a bit of spirit in you somewhere." she playfully punched Nimue on the arm.

"Of course apart from a promising crop of young wizards in the Sixth and Seventh Years, the only other major talent on the grounds is that Marcus of yours. You ever going to spill the beans on how you swung that one? I know your mean ole parents have only hooked you up with the most fancied chap in our year ..." she turned to Fiona, "yea guy named Marvo ... everyone even the dead was after him .... 'cept me that is." she turned her attention back to Nimue "but still they leave you with the best-looking 'protector' any girl could want. So what gives and exactly how do I get to know him better? I mean come on... share the wealth a little."

Fiona's mouth dropped open.  She was a sweet natured girl from a very sheltered background, and Sarah's open attitude quite surprised her.  She blushed to her hair roots and began gathering tribbles, dumping them in the box.  McTavish successfully managed to get himself mixed in amongst them several times.

She listened to Sarah's description of Nimue's 'protector' and peered at the other girl curiously. 

"Why d'ye have a 'protector'?" she asked.  "What is there to be protected from around here?"

"Oh" blushed Nimue, "he was sent to me last year because my Father is with the Ministry and with all the concerns there were about the strange goings on at the castle he didn't want me to be in any danger.

Marcus was here ..emm. in disguise but when he was injured in the forest everyone saw him so no point anymore of the disguise. He's staying around he's helping out Professor McGonagall with 

transfiguration classes and generally acting as liaison with ..." she dropped the thought.  

Fiona gathered up a couple more tribbles.  Glancing at Sarah, she noticed the Ravenclaw emblem on her robes. "I'm in Ravenclaw too," she said, shyly.  "Do ye mind if I tag along with ye a little?  McTavish an' me don't really know anyone here..."  Her pink cheeks went pinker still.

"Yeah sure you can" said Sarah to Fiona, "Ravenclaw is ace. Not like Gryffindor and Slytherin. No offence ... Nimmy. Just that you've got to admit you're a weird group over there. Madison and Andy somewhat lost it back there."

She shrugged and continued . "Yeah, that Marcus is an animagus and sly little Nimmy over here, well she was pretending all autumn that he was her pet. That was his disguise." Sarah winked at Nimue, "Pet!" Sarah then proceeded to go a passable impersonation of Minerva McGonagall, "I am shocked Miss Hawkwood all those mornings you came in to breakfast looking so...so..windblown... all the time you were alone with that young man... and him just wearing just 'feathers'. .. just feathers.." Sarah was beside herself with giggles and was pretty certain by the way Nimue was stifling laughter while trying to stuff tribbles in the box that she hadn't offended the other girl too much this time by taking the rip.

**********

In the Hospital Wing Katia has just regained her voice and explained to Madam Pomfrey that 

it was a mis-directed spell in practice when Madison and Andy are carried in. She smirks at them and whispers, "Feeling better now?" as she passes.

Lunch

Randal watched the proceedings with interest. At least he hadn't got in the middle this time. Although he was surprised that his sister hadn't got involved.

"Maybe you should get your friend under control too..." he mutters. He glowers at Arcadia and wanders over to where Kat, Morticia and Elia are.

"Hi girls." He flicks the hair from his face and smiles at them. He has turned back to the nice guy again.

"Morticia, so good to see your father let you come back to Hogwarts. I have missed that charming smile of yours. Are you girls heading for lunch? Can I escort you there?"

"Thanks, Randal." Morticia smiles at him. "Was hard enough to convince Papa, but Mom was very firm about it. I'm glad we weren't sent off to Durmstrang! Nathan was horrified of the cold, he dislikes Hogwarts already because it's so cool here compared to Beauxbatons."

She looks at the others. "Well, let's allow this gentleman to escort us then, okay?"

Elia nods, stuffing her tribble into her pocket and trying again to lift the heavy book, with some success. Staggering under the weight, she frowns. "When you see what sort of people went to Durmstrang... That girl! Maybe I'll stay here and finish my essay, I really can't take this book." She drops it to the table, where it makes a loud BANG! Her stomach growls, and she reconsiders. "I'm going to lunch."

Kat agrees. "Yes definitly lunch time. I'm starving. I can hardly have eaten anything yesterday, and I missed breakfast. Hey, Tish, did you hear that Marvo is ok. Apparently Nimue got an owl from him, as well as the highly censored one on the board. I got one too, but I haven't read it yet. Good that he is ok. And they aren't going to send him to Azkaban or anything." She grinned happily, knowing that Morticia had been concerned over Marvo when they last spoke.

"Lead on, Randal," she said.

Randal smiled. "I am quite content with so much female company." He opened the door as the three girls filed through. And then accompanied them to the great hall. 

"I guess we will catch up with you later," he said to Kat and Elia at as they approach the tables. He leads Morticia to the Slytherin table and pulls out a chair for her.

As Morticia smiles at Randal and sits down, Nathan sniggers with his friends and makes a howling noise.

Randal ignores Nathan. He already knows better than to bite,  whether he will continue to resist is a different matter...

He sits down in a chair next to Morticia.  "So, Morticia, did you get one of these furry creatures?" 

As he looks along the table he can see a number Tribbles trying  to eat lunch. The house elves were running around looking flustered. Every so often an elf was running up to a table. Picking up a tribble and  throwing it out of the great hall doorway.

"No, I was lucky enough to arrive AFTER they were given to you guys."  She looks at the Tribbles and shakes her head. "How do you manage?"

"We don't," Katia announces, seating herself a few chairs away from Morticia and smiling sweetly. She pulls four or five tribbles from her bag, and tosses them after the retreating house-elves. 

"Thank you, miss," one of them says, scooping the tribbles up. "We is finding them all now."

"Don't look so disappointed to see my speaking, Mademoiselle Lagrand. Just be grateful I didn't tell Madam Pomfrey what happened." Katia flutters her eyelashes and smiles at Nathan before serving herself some salad.

Randal looked at Katia, not smiled, not grimaced, just looked. "Yes, they are a nuisance. I'm surprised Hagrid ever gave them too us. He really can't have known anything about them. I'd have thought we'd 

have been studying really magical creatures not these things."

"They do have a rather sweet addictive song, but more than that they can't be classed as anything other than vermin. Apparently there was a problem with them once before. The history books never said how the plague was dispelled or what happened to the remaining tribbles."

"Oh, you didn't tell her?" Morticia fakes a smile. "You mean you were sooo nice that you didn't tell everybody how mean you were to Professor Grimalkin and Niki? Thanks indeed, Katia, that was sweet!" She scoffs and rolls her eyes.

"Anyway, don't forget these creatures are alive, so please kill them before you eat them. I heard that the hunting of innocent animals is quite important in Durmstrang as they wouldn't be able to survive otherwise."

"No, Morticia, I didn't tell her how you cast a spell on me, which could get you detention, *at least* and before you go talking about Durmstrang, I would take a look at what you're eating." Katia 

gestures to her own salad. "I don't eat meat."

Morticia sneers. "Detention for casting a silence-spell? I don't think so! No harm done at all, every first year can do the counter-spell. And no surprise at all that you stick to rabbit food after your time in

Durmstrang."

Nathan, sitting only a few seats away, moans. "Oh, shut up already, Tish, will you? Nobody cares about your opinion! I apologise for my sister, Miss Dragonstone..."

Nathan smiles back at Katia, and when Morticia gives her little speech, he grins, rolls his eyes and helps himself to some more food, mouthing "nuisance" in Katia's direction. Then he looks around the hall and starts asking around whether anyone had seen Arcadia.

Katia snickers. "You don't know what happened to them? What do you think the house elves want them for?" She grins. "As for magical creatures, what do you expect from that half-breed oaf?" She smiles 

sweetly at Randal. "If that little Gryffindor friend of yours hadn't taken that book, I could have showed you some very interesting things about tribbles."

"Merci beaucoup," Katia says. (It's about the furthest extent of her French.) "Apology accepted. It's nice to know that at least *one* of you has manners..." She gives Nathan a dazzling smile, and sneers at Morticia.

Randal watched as Katia and Morticia exchanged snide remarks. He declined from answering Katia's earlier jibe at him, figuring that she was so busy arguing that she would forget about the Tribbles and his 'Gryffindor friend'. 

He decided it was time to try changing the subject? "So anyone taking Astrology this afternoon?"

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

Kat had smiled as Randal had escorted Morticia to the Slytherin table. Then she made her way to the Ravenclaw table. There were few Ravenclaws here yet, Sarah had gone off with Fiona, and she hadn't 

seen Kali since CoMC.

She pulled out the letter from Marvo and read it. She laughed in a couple of places, and there seemed to be a happy air about her. As she finished it she turned to look at the Slytherin table, where Morticia 

was arguing with Morticia and Randal looked like he was trying to stay out of it. 'Strange,' she thought. 'That he should say that.'

She folded it up and put it back in her pocket. 

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

Andy blinked. He was in a bright room and a young girl was lying in the bed next to him. Madison! He remembered everything now. Katia and Niki. He had a headache. Again. He got up slowly. He was tiered. He was HUNGRY.  With the approval of Madame Pomfrey and making sure Madison would be okay, he slowly headed to the Great Hall. Asriel seemed to have disappeared. He felt completely normal. He had no idea why.

He walked into the Hall and saw his friends. He said nothing. He was too embarrassed. He walked over to the Gryffindor table. Trying to keep himself invisible, he began to eat some bacon thinking about absolutely nothing except him and Madison.

Rising, Katia crosses the room towards Andy. "May I have a word?" she asks. When he gets up, she takes him to the side, and smiles. "I'd just like to apologise for my behaviour in the library..." she says, 

fluttering her eyelashes and smiling sweetly. "Well, until later, Asriel..."

"My dear Katia," whispered Andy in a voice unlike his own. "A love I have never known exists only for you from the bottom of my heart."

Andy paused. What was he saying? Katia was making him...think as if he were Asriel. He had no idea what was going on. And what made it worse was that the only thing he wanted to do was be with Katia.

Katia stops dead in her tracks, spinning around. "Asriel? Is that really you in there?" She sounds absolutely incredulous. In two large steps, she's back at his side. "I thought... I mean, I just..." For 

the first time, she seems to be struck dumb. "I was just trying to annoy Andy. I had no idea, Asriel! What's going on? You do remember me, don't you? I haven't seen you for eight years, after all..." Her 

voice trails off, and she just stares at him. "Why do you look like that?" she asks.

Madison awoke in the infirmary to find Andy gone.   "He's gone to the Great Hall.  You can go, too...you need some food in you," Madam Pomfrey said with a smile. 

Madison headed to the Gryffindor table in the Hall, looking for Andy.  She had to ask him about all this.  Spotting him at the other end of the table, she headed over...then paused when she realised whom 

he was talking to.

*What he talking to HER for?* She shrugged.  *Oh, well...either way, I gotta figure all this out...*  She headed over, her expression carefully neutral.  "Andy...sorry to interrupt..." she started, not looking at 

Katia.  "Can I talk to you?"

"Yes," he said. "It is I. No more chatting let's get down to business."

Andy looked at Madison. Andy began to remember again. His friends, his life, Hogwarts! Asriel was gone. Madison brought him back to reality. Thank God. He slowly walked away from Katia and went over to talk to Madison. Whatever it was he made sure Katia couldn't hear.

"What would you like to talk to me about?" he asked even though he had a pretty good idea already.

Something wasn't right, Madison could feel it.  "What I want to talk about?" She paused, not sure how to word her question.  "Everything," she said finally.  "All this stuff that's been happening...to me...you...and Asriel. What's he got to do with you? Last I saw of him, McGonagall was taking him away to the infirmary or something..." she trailed off.  "Okay, I'm really confused and way too tired.  What's really going on?" Her expression was no longer neutral, and she looked genuinely worried.

"You're confused," he said. "Asriel...is trapped a pendant. He was cursed by his father when he was reluctant to take up the "throne" of the Gtomik's. The "throne" being Volde...you know who's master servant."

When he said this a confused look came across Madison's face. A kind of look that said 'How do you know this?'

"When he comes into my body," he continued. "Some of his thoughts train into mine, and I figure out some things. But not a lot. He created me. He made me out of his own mind. That's how powerful he is. But I have a feeling he's not so powerful anymore. I can feel him weakening. He only becomes strong when he's reminded of his past. His friends, his father, his mother..."

He paused, "I have no mother...no father....no nothing. All I have is my friends...and Hogwarts..."

He said nothing more. Waiting for Madison to reply, he just stood there, speechless and about to cry.

Madison was taken aback.  "He goes into your body...? So it was you that was calling for my help the other day..."  Stood there and looked at him, not knowing what to say when he was finished.  Finally, surprising even herself, she reached out and gave him a hug.  

"Asriel or not, you'll always have friends here..."  Madison took a step back and trailed off, blushing a bit.  "So...what can we do about all this?"

Andy hugged her back. There was something in the affection that made him want to never let go. It's been the first hug he's had in years. He really appreciated what Madison had done for him. It made him, for the first time, appreciate life.

"No," he replied. "I don't think there's anything we can do. Not yet anyway... Which reminds me! I need to have a visit with Professor McGonagall. I'll go tomorrow. It's getting rather late."

Andy looked around to see that the Hall was getting rather empty.   "I'd better get back to the common room," he said. "I have a letter to write. Bye Madison."

He started to walk. He felt lonely. Again. Then he turned around and looked at Madison. 

"Coming with?" he asked.

Madison watched him start to walk away, and began to feel a bit of the loneliness he was feeling as she looked around the nearly empty Great Hall, when he stopped and turned. "Coming with?"

Madison smiled.  "Sure!"

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

Arcadia enters the hall, she has been busy changing her robe and trying to get rid of all the tribble fur.

She glares at Randal and she passes and smiles at Nathan, taking a seat next to him

" Hiya, Glad you back, so what have I missed?"

As she its there is a 'squeak' and she jumps up, brushes a slightly flat looking tribble from her seat.

" These things are HORRIBLE! There must be some way to get rid of them. YOU!"

She points at a House elf  that seems to cower in fear at her words  "Get this 'Things' away! and do something about them... NOW!" The House elf bows and grabbing the tribble runs off.

Nathan flashes her a warm smile. "Well, I'm glad to be back too... or would be if Hagrid hadn't decided it's fashionable to breed... these THINGS." He frowns as his eyes follow the house elf carrying the tribble. "But let's not allow these critters to spoil things for us, right? You look stunning, did I already tell you that?"

Katia returns to her seat, irritated in Andy's triumph over Asriel, in time to hear Nathan's last words to Arcadia. She pouts as she finishes her salad, then gets up to leave the table, "accidentally" jostling Arcadia. "I'm dreadfully sorry," she lies, and smiles at Nathan before starting to leave the great hall.

Nathan smiles at her before concentrating on Arcadia again. Obviously he feels very comfortable in the position of a man two women fight for...

Arcadia spins around but on seeing Katia just smiles. " Oh that's okay Katia, no problem.... Have you tried that perfume yet?"

She turns back to Nathan, " Stunning? Me? Oh I hardly even tried. But you can say it again if you

like, then maybe one day I'll really 'stun' you" <wink>.

A House Elf scurrying past, arms full of Tribbles runs up to another, in the same state 'We's be having a meetings at midnight's' He whispers before running onwards.

Nathan just smiles at Arcadia. "You wouldn't need spells to stun anyone," he says with a wink. "Oh, by the way: how about Potions later on? I suppose you'd still appreciate my help, right? Tonight in the common room?"

Arcadia smiles, for she knew the one thing she didn't need help with was potions. " Oh of course, any help would be wonderful. Tonight's a date then " Pantalaimon shifts under Arcadia's seat and starts to pant.

A House Elf, seeing a Tribble about to leap from a bookshelf to the Slytherin table, makes a death defying leap, grabs the Tribble in mid-air and flies out of the door... followed by a small 'crashing' sound.

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

It had been a particularly good ride, Anders thought as he roared up the hill towards the castle.  The bike had responded eagerly to the chance for a burst, and he had experienced the old exhilaration that driving at breakneck speed brought to his system.  The adrenaline was flooding around his body

and he could feel every sense tingling.  It was a sensation like no other he had ever known.

Dropping his speed back, he rode into the castle grounds, parking the bike in the shed and patting it lovingly before going back inside, his crash helmet still on, but the visor up.  He nodded to one or two of the students who stared at him as he walked by, and paused to sneeze several times as a house elf with an armful of tribbles hurried by.  Curious, he turned to watch the elf as it disappeared into the kitchen with its load.  He caught snatches of conversation that made no sense at all.  The little guys seemed quite excited about something.

A need to defy Snape washed over him and he headed straight for lunch still dressed in his leathers.  He pulled off his helmet and flapped irritably at his damp hair, which was plastered to his face.  Full of confidence fired by his adrenaline rush, he walked into the Great Hall and sat down in his seat, putting his helmet on the floor.  He sat back almost smugly in the chair and had to fight back the urge to put his booted feet up on the table.

He felt...good.

Snape glanced at Professor Grimalkin and sat down then continued to eat. Then what he had just seen registers and he stops, a fork half way to his mouth and he slowly turned his head to glare at Grimalkin.

Anders met Snape's glare with an unwavering coolness of his own.  There was an unusual arrogance in his stance that sent sparks flying between the two teachers.  But even in his effervescent mood, Anders could not outstare the Stare Champion of Hogwarts and lowered his gaze.

He felt like he'd scored a victory of sorts, though.

A house elf ran through the Great Hall, muttering, 'gotta catch 'em all' before disappearing again.  Anders watched it curiously.  There was DEFINITELY something going on there.

Nimue came into the Great Hall late as she had been assisting Hagrid with the tribbles and didn't like to run off. She couldn't help but notice at once the attention being generated by Professor Grimalkin and

her immediate reaction was to cross as quickly as she could to the Gryffindor table, mumbling hello to a couple of her classmates and then to intently stare at her plate while eating.

Marcus stifled his laughter at the mini confrontation between Snape and Anders. It brought back memories of his own days at Hogwarts and the running battles with the Potions Master, who was unlikely to condone any violations in what he considered proper apparel.

He also noted his charge's discomfort and decided to 'rescue her'.  Finishing his own meal he approached Nimue and took an empty seat beside her.   "You have a free period this afternoon bright eyes? How about instead of locking yourself away with your dull old books, you come out with me? I haven't flown since the incident in the woods and it would be helpful if you could 'spot' for me make sure I don't get into trouble up there."

A Tribbled Evening at Hogwarts 

Randal could not believe that Hagrid had been so stupid over the tribbles. They were everywhere. They were covering the dorm floors, filling the bookshelves, turning up in the food. In fact tea had been 

really bad. They had not been able to get into the great hall because the tribbles had multiplied most where the food was. The students had been reduced to the elves bringing them food to eat in their common rooms.  That had proved interesting too because some of the students had thought this a great time for playing pranks. So they had meatballs for tea, and guess what half the meet balls turned out to be... Arcadia had been responsible for that he was sure.

Now they were supposed to be heading towards bed. Randal wondered what would be left in the morning with the rate the tribbles were multiplying. He was sure he would wake under a pile of them. How Dumbledore allowed this he would never know. Right now, he was talking a breath of air outside in the last few minutes before bedtime. He sighed. He still had to find a date for the ball. Although he did have someone in mind to ask...

*********

Nimue had spent a happy couple of hours with Marcus in the grounds as he transformed into his animagi form of a hawk and took to the air for the first time since being injured in the Forbidden Forest. Nimue wasn't greatly confident on a broom but with his encouragement was able to follow his progress from the air. After dinner she settled into one of the comfortable chairs in Gryffindor common room and wrote a return letter to Marvo. 

Her first task after generally expressing relief at his situation was to give encouragement in the matter of fulfilling the role of boyfriend to Kat. Though somewhat at odds with the jokes she shared with Kat, her emphasis was upon sound advise such as being honest and communicating his feelings even those that were uncomfortable such as not being sure how to act. 

*Just remember it is natural at our age to feel unsure and given your background you are less sure than most of the boys here. Tell her, she will find it endearing I am certain.*

On the subject of mad-eye Moody as confidant and relationship councillor about their 'problem', she wrote:

*Bad idea. Pretty sure that was a joke Moody made about your probably being dead by then. However, he's not exactly someone who will know what to advise in such matters. I am working on Father with 'grownup'  argument that can hardly fail to impress. May also use argument that your vocation as Auror far too dangerous and I may be widowed early. Hope you don't' mind. Anyway, suggest you work on your family - then again maybe not. Don't worry MUST be a way. Situation become more 

complicated now due to arrival ...*

She put the quill down. Having just advised Marvo that mad-eye Moody was not really the person from whom he should seek out advise about their 'problem', Marvo was definitely not someone she could express herself to over the feelings she had about Anders Grimalkin. However, where could she go with this sentence?

*of new person at school for whom I have feelings that I don't want to have to suppress due to parental long-term machinations.* then she moved away from delicate subject to more general topic. *Don't worry - not Randal Fudge or Nathan Lagrand! NL seems to be interested in Arcadia though! Match made in hell! So does Achel who rather fell at the first hurdle. Anyway, Sarah T says he was overly friendly to her and girl Luna anyway at Yule Ball, so not much there to start with. 

Much else the same. Andy seems to be going through a 'bad patch', little confused about who he is or something. Tisha's Dad had a 'freak out' and took Tish and Nathan away overnight but was talked round so they are back today - the French are *so* emotional. I guess this means she and I are 'back on' for alchemy with Snape. Snape has been livid with new DADA teacher - one of his old students - Anders Grimalkin for appearing at lunch 'inappropriately dressed for a staff member'. Still no one else 

complained. He'll be a hero with most of the school for baiting Snape like that.*       

*Got to go. Anyway, do try to come for Valentine feast, you are a good dancer and I am sure Kat would love to see you. Don't tell Moody you want permission to attend a party. Say there are some rumours about odd things happening at Hogwarts - you need to check out. There is bound to be 

something going on by then! Ha ha. If not, do send flowers to her!*

With sisterly affection - Nimue.

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

Having written a long, long parchment to Marvo. Nimue looked around to see if any of her classmates were in the common room and might like a walk out to the owlery before it got too late. She was especially keen to see how Madison and Andy were having seen them having an intense discussion at lunch.

After dinner that evening, Andy and Madison had again walked back from the Great Hall together.  They talked some more about the happenings in the school (tribbles), and all the different people that had arrived (Professor Grimalkin).  Andy whispered the Gryffindor password (Googlesnap) and walked into the dimly lit room. It was a quiet room and the only light source was coming from the fireplace. He looked to see if anyone was awake. He spotted Nimue. 

"If you'll excuse me," he said to Madison. "It's been great talking to you."

He left Madison and walked over to where Nimue was sitting. He took out a piece of paper and held it tightly in his hand. He was wondering if he should tell her that he had received a letter from Marvo.

"Hi, Nimue," he said. "How are you doing?"

Elia sits curled up in a large armchair, peering at the tiny script of the large book in her lap. The roll of parchment that her neat handwriting seems to be trailing on the floor beside her chair. She glances occasionally at the tribble on the arm of her chair. A few moments later, she looks up to see that the tribble is rolling across the common room. Hopping up, she darts after it, but it eludes her. A house elf reaches for it, and Elia and the house elf collide. The house elf recovers first, taking the tribble and dashing out of the portrait hole. Elia looks up to see Nimue, and Andy. "Excuse me," she says shyly, starting to go back to her chair.

Nimue was glad to see Andy. "Fine, but more importantly how are you?" she brandished her parchment, "Look, I want to pop over to the owlery before it gets too late and send this by express owl. It's to Marvo. He was able to get proper letters out to me and Kat. Want to come?"

"Not until I'm finished mine," he said holding up the letter. "He sent me one too. I found it on my bed when I got back from the WiBs. I need to write back. But when I'm done I'll be happy to go with you and Kat if she wants to go."

He took out his quill and began to jot down many things about what's been going on since he'd left. He especially wrote the whole story about Asriel Gtomik. He told Marvo every single little detail. From the pendant to Katia; he told him everything. 

He also talked about Professor Grimalkin, and how he had missed his so-called awe-inspiring class because he was taken by the WiBs. Then he began to write about the tribbles. The thousands and thousands of tribbles just scurrying around Hogwarts. He wrote about the one he found inside his scone! *They must have gotten into the kitchen!* he added.

He wrote more about his encounter with the WiBs.* The WiBs didn't seemed to interested in Asriel and what he's up to. They mainly wanted to know about you! I thought that was strange. They said they couldn't get anything out of me because I don't know anything about Asriel. Which of course isn't true, 

but they won't listen.*

*On a different note, I'm sick of cleaning your side of the room. Ha. It's really lonely without you here.* He looked at Nimue then returned to his paper. *We miss you, Marvo. Come back soon.*

Andy signed the end of his letter with a drawing of bacon. No signature or anything. Just one piece of bacon. He looked up and hurriedly put the quill to the paper again. 

*PS - Tell Mad Eye Moody about Asriel.*

And that was that. He was done his letter. He folded it and put it into his pocket. He began to wonder if he should send it. If the Ministry got a hold of this he'd be out of Hogwarts in two seconds flat and they would be questioning him day and night. But he didn't care. He looked up at Nimue and got up.

"Done," he said. "Shall we go to the Owlery then?"  And with that they were both walking side by side to deliver their letters to Marvo.

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

Kat sat at a small desk in the 3rd year girls dorm of the Ravenclaw house. Scully was watching her washing, as normal.  Kat nibbled the end of the quill as she thought what to write in it. Even for the couple of days that Marvo was gone so much had happened! She had responded to some of his comments. She had told him that everyone was glad to hear he was ok. She told him about the tribbles.

She started to draw on the corner of the letter. Just a doodle, but one of those things that she did these days when she was thinking... It was a little Scully that she drew, and when she realised she animated it washing... 

What else? Oh yes..  *There is to be another ball. Apparently for valentines. I guess I will really miss you at that. Do you suppose you will be able to get time away from your training to come to it? I do hope so. You have a little while to work Mad Eye Moody up to the idea as it's not until February the 14th. *

There she thought. That should do it. She finished it off with the normal girlfriend boy friend missing you stuff, and put the quill down to read it through.

Sarah Taverner was lolling on her bed reading '13!' - a magazine for teenage witches and reading out bits aloud to amuse herself and Fiona, who had been settling into the dorm.    "Listen to this fellow enchantresses, 'Love charms for Valentine's Day - a step-by-step guide for the young witch' - hah too bad they're banned at Hogwarts. I could put some to good use." she turned to Kat who had just put down her quill. 

"You writing to Marvo? How's that going anyway? Must be rotten him being tied up with Hawkwood like that. Grrr... you still are like friends though? I don't think I could be if it were my boyfriend. I mean she's OK not like those new Slytherin girls. Quite a good sport as well. We had fun in the DADA class and afterwards collecting tribbles. Gawd they were like everywhere. Fee over there fell in the 

box almost drowned in them didn't ya?"  

Kat turned to Sarah. "I've just finished it." She said. "So are you going to be trying those love...."

A wolf howled outside. "Did you hear that?" Another howl answered it.

"Nay" said Sarah, "who needs them. Still might be fun to try at least one - maybe on Snape." she winked at the very quiet Fiona. As the wolf howl was heard, Sarah replied to Kat "Crumbs do you think it's someone just wolfing about or real wolves!"

"It sounds fairly real. I don't think a student could imitate that."  Kat folds the letter up, that she has completed, and stands up.

"Shall we go see. Nimue told me she would be sending one just before bedtime, and I could add mine to go via the uncensored route if I met her there. We might see this wolf..."

Kat made to leave, looking to see if Sarah was coming.

"Yea cool count me in." she grabbed her cloak and followed Kat.

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

Niki was feeling positively foul by the time dinner was over. Having to endure taunts from Katia without attacking her was hard enough, but Niki was feeling very guilty for being so rude to Dylan after he had been so nice to her. 

Intending to go to bed early, she headed back to the common room, but found it full of sixth- and seventh-years who wouldn't leave her alone until she returned to the dormitory. Changing into her pyjamas, Niki climbed into bed, and was soon asleep.

The dream began as all her other dreams had done. She was on a boat, rocking violently as rain lashed the windows and deck above her. She was six years old again, curled up in her father's lap, shivering. 

Then, she was in Azkaban. She was nine. She heard the noises: the shouts and screams of the prisoners, and, worse, the horrible quiet. It was the only time Niki had ever seen her father look frightened, 

there in Azkaban. The Dementors had little effect on a small child, but on a grown man with cares and fears of his own, they could be maddening. Niki saw the dark shape on the floor as the wizard unlocked the cell door. It was covered in a gray sheet of heavy cloth, and she knew, with a sickened feeling in her stomach, that her mother was dead. Her father's hand shook as he reached forward and pulled back the corner of the sheet. Instead of the face she had expected, the gaunt and hollow eyed face that had once been beautiful, Niki saw a very different sight. Katia's face was on her mother's dead body, and Katia was smiling, her eyes narrowed in amusement, and she whispered, "Dementor's Kiss…" before the face changed. It became Marvo's, but this face was thin and pale, the eyes closed, not in natural sleep, but in death. 

Niki sat up abruptly in bed, shocked out of her slumber. She bit down on her lip so hard she tasted blood in her mouth, trying not to scream. Looking around, she saw that most of the other girls were 

here, asleep. Katia's bed was empty, and still neatly made. Slipping silently out of bed, Niki pulled on a dressing gown over her pyjamas, and put on slippers, and padded out of the dormitory. A few students 

were still in the common room, and, luckily, Katia was so occupied with flirting with a fifth-year she didn't notice Niki leave.

In the Hospital Wing, Madam Pomfrey was sympathetic, but firm. "I'm sorry, Miss Pheidippides, but I'm out of Sleeping Potion. Perhaps you could ask Professor Snape." Nodding quietly, Niki left. She got lost several times trying to find her way to Snape's office, but eventually, she was standing outside the door. Trying to work up the courage to knock, she heard a wolf howl out on the grounds, and shivered. Raising one hand, she rapped on the door.

After the dramatic events of last evening with Anders Grimalkin's illness and Andy Warden's transfiguration, Professor Snape was having what he considered a more cordial and relaxed evening alone in his office working on lesson plans and catching up on his reading. 

He was somewhat startled to hear a wolf's howl followed closely by a rap on his door. He hoped this wasn't another visit from the new thorn in his side, Grimalkin. Therefore, he was somewhat relieved when he called "Enter" to find it was one of the new Slytherin students dressed as if for bed. 

"....and how may I assist you at this time of the evening Miss Pheidippides?", he started in an neutral tone. 

"I'm sorry, Professor, I didn't want to interrupt..." Niki is relieved to see that Snape is in (for him) a relatively good mood. She explains that she had nightmares, and that Madam Pomfrey has no 

sleeping potion, and adds, "So, she told me to ask you."

"I have no objection to being interrupted on occasion when needs be" he replied, going to his store cupboard and measuring out a draft of potion for Niki. Half to himself he muttered, "I'll ensure a new batch is sent over to Madame Pomfrey in the morning."

Handing her the potion he said, "Nightmares you say? This potion will help you sleep but I am afraid it will only suppress your bad dreams  not send them away." he spoke with the certainty of someone who knew this to be true. 

Niki shrugs, careful not to spill the potion. "Anything to let me sleep." Suddenly, not quite sure whether she should ask, she adds, "Professor Snape? Umm... Do you know if Azkaban keeps records that the public can access?" She blushes a little, embarrassed that she asked.

Professor Snape looked at the girl with some surprise. It was an unusual request and his memory recalled the name Pheidippides. His voice though remaining formal was not without compassion for her situation. 

"Miss Pheidippides, there are records kept at Azkaban but not usually for public access. The families of inmates..or former inmates are allowed some access with Ministry permission. However, the records are only kept on the island itself and it is not a place I would recommend anyone visit, especially not a child. I believe there is also some records kept at the Ministry in London. You might write for permission to view. However,..." he stopped unsure how to proceed in this delicate matter, "it might be best that you try to put this matter to one side until you are older, more prepared to deal with the 

complexity of those years."   

Niki looks doubtful, remembering the two times, once when she was six, once when she was nine, that she had visited Azkaban. "Thank you for the potion, sir," she says, turning to leave. "Do I drink the 

potion just before I go to bed?"

Snape noted the doubt in her eyes and wondered if his words had only deflected her intention to seek out the records. "It takes a few minutes to take effect but once it does you will be fast asleep for the entire night. And Miss Pheidippides, a word of advise?"

"Yes, sir?" Niki turns in the doorway, trying not to yawn. *I wonder what he's going to say,* she thought.

"You found yourself in extraordinary circumstances on your first day at Hogwarts - the forest and all. It may have made you think that this sort of co-operation is the norm here but it is not. Usually friendships do not flourish outside of assigned houses. They can diminish the sense of loyalty to one's House, can be confusing. Leave one already feeling something of an outsider at odds with their 

housemates? Do you understand?"

His advise seemed to be specifically targeted to discourage Niki in a particular instance.

Niki nods, blushing a little. "Yes, sir, I understand. Thank you for the potion." As she walks down the hallway, she sees the statue of Bartholomew the Brutal. It's right in front of Snape's office.

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

It was a very shame-faced Anders Grimalkin, now dressed once again in his decidedly moth-eaten robes, who slunk out of Minerva McGonagall's office. She had sent him a message just after lunch saying that she would like the chance to speak to him that evening.  He'd known that it would be a telling off, of course.  He might have been many things, but stupid was not one of them.  And he had, of course, been right.

There had been laughter in her eyes, though, when she had warned him against winding Snape up the wrong way.  Apparently the Potions Master had been grumbling about Anders since lunch to anybody who would care to listen, referring to the young DADA teacher as disrespectful and a disgrace to the

faculty.

Mission, thought Anders, the guilt starting to ebb away, accomplished.

He wandered through the corridors in an almost bored fashion, wondering what he would do with his evening.  He knew that another...guarded conversation by the lake with a certain young lady would not be a possibility, and that, for some reason, made him feel miserable.  He wasn't going to spend too

Long outside, not after the effect it had had on him last night, but he DID need a cigarette, and he would go check on the bike.  He had taken Snape's restorative potion and was feeling brighter and generally more well disposed to the world.

As he slid out the side door, he lit up his cigarette and smoked in quiet contemplation for a while, going over the other matter McGonagall had wanted to talk to him about.  The one about the reaction she had noticed amongst certain young ladies in the upper years to his appearance at dinner. Although McGonagall's tone had been light, the message had been unmistakable.  They were at an impressionable age.  They were difficult enough to keep in check normally, and even worse when all they could talk about was Anders and his leather.

He grinned, almost shyly to himself.  Apparently, he was creating a stir. That felt...good.  But Anders Grimalkin wasn't the type to abuse that position.  Besides.  He only had eyes for one girl...and she was totally unattainable. The thought of it lowered his mood, and he disappeared out of sight, heading for the shed where his bike was garaged. Totally unattainable.

Encounters in the Owlery

On her way back to the Slytherin dormitory, Niki stops in the Owlery. She pulls a long roll of parchment, her first letter to her father, from her pocket, and attaches to an owl's leg. As the 

owl flies out the owlery window, she looks up to see Nimue and Andy walk in. "Oh, hello," she says vaguely, picking up her potion to go. However, curiosity gets the better of her, and she asks shyly, "Who are you writing to?"

"We're both writing to Marvo - I guess we'll share an owl? Send it via the route he suggested in his letter bypassing the censors." she smiled at Niki Andy found a sturdy owl. "How are you anyway?

Understand you had a rough time with that Katia being horrible about your mother and Professor Grimalkin."

"Don't even talk about Katia!" Andy  snapped. "She's so...ugh! I just want to rip her head off!"

He tied the letters around the owls leg tightly, and set it free into the  crisp night air.

"It's rather cold in here," he said, shivering.

"You, me, and about everyone else..." Niki mutters to Andy. "So, Marvo's all right?" She thinks back to her nightmare. "I'm really glad to hear it."

"Yes, he's fine. He got a reprimand but his mentor Moody says that's not a bad thing for an Auror - almost a badge of honour. At least he won't be sent to ... you know where. " Nimue seemed reluctant to

mention the prison by name. "But they've put him on a new physical training programme. Banned bacon from his diet apparently. Poor dear."

As Kat and Sarah walk to the owlery, they look around but they cannot see anything that might have made the wolf howls.  Kat said to Sarah, "In answer to your earlier question. It is quite weird having a friend that is betrothed to your boyfriend. But then neither of them wants it and they are both hassling their parents to get out of it anyway. I guess there is time."

As she finished they arrived at the owlery, "Hi, Nimue. I caught you then. Can you send my letter too?" She smiled at Andy and Niki.

The door opens and in comes Nathan, stopping as he sees the assembly. "Uhmm..." He's got a little piece of parchment in his hand. "Sorry, won't disturb you long, just need to.. send this... thingy." He deeply blushes, rushes over to his owl, wakes him up and ties the message to its leg. "Off with you,

Venny." He smiles nervously and hurries away again.

"Hi, Kat. Andy was in a rush and sent our letters together a few minutes ago. We can just get another owl to go. They can keep each other company on the way back."

Nimue looked rather wistful at the letter Kat held, "Full of good ole boyfriend and girlfriend things I'll bet. It's weird I know everything is mixed up right now with our families' plans and all plus I don't want that with Marvo or anything but I envy the freedom you have to express yourself to him. However this turns out, I'll doubt I'll ever have that with anyone."

Kat chuckles at Nimue. "I don't think I can say anything to him. After all he does scare a little easily. And I'm sure you will find someone. Didn't you have someone else you were interested in? And 

what about Marcus?"

Nimue looked at bit miserable at this question, "Yes but I don't ever seem to have feelings for people that can go anywhere. I think it's my curse. Marcus, well he ... I realised very quickly last year that my

feelings were... you know ...not returned. Something of a crush I had for a bit I guess - pretty lame I know. He's another one who sees me like a sister. Lucky me all these brothers...."

"Oh," said Andy. "We just sent ours, but I can tie yours up and send it if  you like."

He took Kat's letter and tied it up to a snowy white owl. He held the owl tight, stroked her a while, then set her free into the night. "Marvo sent me a letter too," he said. "I can't wait till he gets back."

As Andy took the letter she said "Thanks. Did he tell you anything exciting in his letter? Anything about the Fudge twins, for example?"

She tried to smile but it was a weak one. While Kat talked to Andy Nimue went over to the window and looked out over the grounds towards the lake remembering her encounter by the lakeside with Anders Grimalkin the previous night and thinking how impossible the whole situation was. Even if she 

could get out of the betrothal, no one was going to allow she and Anders the opportunity to have feelings for one another. They were doomed from the outset and the thought of that made her shiver more than the night air.

"I guess we should head in before they lock up the castle. I'd hate to be locked out with those wolves about."

**********

Anders sat in the entrance to the bike shed, his gaze fixed on the Owlery, where he had seen her going.  A half-smoked cigarette was slowly burning its way to ash in his fingers.  He was transfixed, hypnotised - almost desperate to catch a glimpse of her, however fleeting it might be.

His fingers strayed to the pendant around his neck, and wished, not for the first time since he'd arrived at Hogwarts, that he had something of value that he could give to her as a gift, as something for her to think of him with.  But he had very little that was actually his, apart from the clothes on his back, the bike...and...

Delight flickered across his blue eyes as he had a sudden thought.  He dug deeply into the pouch he wore at his side and pulled out a bracelet.  It was not expensive, it was not anything particularly stunning, but a simple, silver charm bracelet that had belonged to his mother, and that he had kept

on his person since she had died.  He turned it in his hands.  She had loved animals and birds, and the charms that were on there were all of those.  He pondered for a while, then his eyes fixed on one.  It just seemed to cry out her name as he looked at it.

His luck was holding out, unusually for him, and a small owl was flitting slowly past on its way back to the Owlery.  He whistled to it, and, handing the charm to his little feathered friend, whispered, "drop this to Nimue Hawkwood for me."

He considered penning a short note...but decided against it.  Let her figure it out in her own time.  He let the owl go, holding in its talons a tiny, but beautiful silver deer.

As Nimue waited for her friends to answer her about returning to the castle, a small owl fluttered into the owlery from some errand or another. As she turned to look at it, it flew directly to her and dropped into her hand the tiny silver charm.

*Where had it found this?* she wondered and looked out of the owlery into the night, which provided no answer. As she held it in her hand she recalled that in Celtic-Arthurian lore the deer was the messenger of the Otherworld and the Forest and also represented the pure power of love to overcome all obstacles. Thus, her heart was uplifted as she took the owl's gift as a sign from the universe not suspecting otherwise. 

She placed it in her pocket and resolved to find a delicate silver chain to wear it above the larger pendant of the hawk. The symbolism of wearing the silver deer within the circle created by the larger pendant, which had been a gift from her father and was linked to a companion pendant worn by Marcus, her protector, was not lost on her. Indeed, it felt a fitting emblem for exactly what was.

She turned back to her friends with her mood considerably lifted.

Kat had noticed the owl, and the effort whatever it had given Nimue had on her. She had also noticed Nimue's previous sullenness and had been just about to ask her why she felt so bad when the owl had turned up. As Nimue's mood had changed so much she was surprised, but decided not to ask. Nimue would talk if she wanted to, in her own time.

"Yes, let's get back." She leant closer to Nimue and whispered. "If ever do want to talk about what is so heavy in your heart, you talk to me." With that she headed for the door...

"Thanks, I will" replied Nimue, and gave Kat a quick hug before the girls started heading back to their dorms for the night.

The Rita Skeeter Interview

Coming down from the Owlery, Andy and the others stopped off into one of the communal areas to see if anyone else was around. They noted Morticia and Arcadia was in the room watching a rather garishly made-up witch with tightly curled hair and jewelled spectacle who seemed to be trying to talk with Elia. The woman didn't quite look as though she belonged there. Andy, Kat and Sarah take off to their dorms though Niki and Nimue stick around. They realised the woman was no other than the Daily Prophets' ace reporter Rita Skeeter and she seemed to have cornered Elia hoping for an interview.

"So, Elia," started Rita, "how do you feel about having the daughter of your Father's murderer as a classmate?"

"Ohh! Rita!" smiled Arcadia realising who the woman was; "I've always admired your work."

Niki who is standing with Nimue flushes at the question and Morticia cries, "Lady, do you know what you can do?"

However, Elia herself seems disinclined to talk, "Leave me alone, you old bat."

"Now, now, Elia. This is for the paper. Now, the two of you...Yes, you Miss Pheidippides keep scowling. Lovely." Niki stops scowling.

Arcadia being nosy tries peeking over Rita's shoulder. "What's that, Rita? Doooo tell?"

Rita Skeeter looks delighted with Arcadia's question "You mean you don't know?" And pops the end of the Quick Quotes Quill in her mouth for a moment.

"No Miss Skeeter. I don't. She must be keeping it from us." smiled Arcadia. "Does my father know? He's the Minister of Magic you know"

Nimue and Morticia remain silent but Morticia's glare suggests some unpleasant thoughts directed to Rita Skeeter and Arcadia.

"Oh, Miss Fudge! So pleased to meet you." Purred Rita. 

Arcadia basked in this attention; "I'm a big fan Miss Skeeter."

Morticia didn't hold back, "She's also the most annoying person in the school."

Rita's Quick Quotes Quill wrote: The two girls stand, glaring at each other.

Seeing this Niki protested: "I am not glaring!" Morticia took her arm, "Pah! Niki, come on, let's go over here."

Niki allows her to lead her away but makes a very rude gesture at Rita Skeeter.

Arcadia smiles at Rita, "Oh ignore Tish Miss Skeeter, she's just annoyed because she's secretly in like with Marvo Ward…

Quick Quotes Quill continued to wrote, "Nicola Pheidippides, 2, and Elia Concinni, 13...."

Rita Skeeter ignored the remark about Morticia, she wasn't her target. "Miss Fudge, would you give me a quick word?"

"Oh of course miss Skeeter. I'd be honoured." Said Arcadia and she did sound as though she meant it as well.

"Right." Said Rita Skeeter, when did you first meet Nicola Pheidippides?"

"Oh" said Arcadia, "lets see... she was at the feast, when the WiBs took Marvo away to Azkaban."

Niki pulls out her wand but Morticia stops her "Leave it!" and grabs Niki's wand.  "It's not worth it, Niki," said Nimue in support. Niki considers it, then nods.

Elia suddenly asks Rita, "How did you get in here?" However, Rita Skeeter ignores Elia's question.

Nimue starts: "Marvo isn't in Azkaban!"

Arcadia didn't take any notice, "He used Dark magic. An unforgivable curse you know! On another student I think."

Morticia touched Nimue's arm, "Nimue, just don't talk to her!"

Rita Skeeter smiled loving the conflict around her, "Has she ever tried any Dark spells when you were around? You know, daughter following in the mother's footsteps?" The Quick Quotes Quill writes like mad.

Nathan Lagrand comes rushing up *out of breath*, "Hello again." He sees Rita and frowns. 

Nimue says to Morticia & Niki, "I hate people telling lies and Arcadia is…" 

Niki wishes she could sink into the ground.

Arcadia ponders Rita's question, "Mmm... I'm not sure.. I wouldn't be surprised. She's always looking like she might. She's very jealous... Oh maybe that's how she got her boyfriend?"

Niki is unable to hold it in any longer, "Boyfriend?!

Arcadia just smiles, "Oh yes... the Welsh kid... Dylan I think, been alone with him a lot."

Nathan turns to Niki, "Is Arcadia gossiping? About you?"

Nimue says to Nathan, "Best to keep quiet. Arcadia is blabbing to the press - she's talking to Rita Skeeter.  Nathan frowns.

The Quick Quotes Quill writes: .has already managed to find herself a boyfriend at Hogwarts, though she's only been there two days. "She's always looked like she might use Dark spells," says Arcadia Fudge, a stunningly beautiful third year student."

Nathan reads this remark and says loudly: "Do you know how much makeup she needs to look like that?" while Niki looks murderous and Morticia says "Shhhhh...." to her brother. Arcadia turns looking shocked at Nathan's remark. 

Nimue turns to Nathan, "Nathan, you had a lucky escape there."

Nathan scowls and says to Nimue: "Why?"

Nimue says, "Arcadia seems to be quite - well - not a very nice person."

Nathan, "Yes, I noticed that when she went off on one about muggle-born people."

Rita Skeeter, "So how about this Dylan boy?"

Arcadia, smiled: "He's very quiet, but has a terrible temper, tried to hit me he did!

Niki mutters: "Can't imagine why..."

Arcadia enjoying playing this part, "and the Teacher didn't care! Professor Grimalkin gave ME a detention for it!"

Rita Skeeter loved this, "Anders Grimalkin? The one who was in Azkaban?" The Quick Quotes Quill writes feverishly.

Arcadia looked tortured, "That's right -the murderer.

Elia had had enough, "I'm leaving!" and slams the door behind her.

Nathan shakes head with disappointment.

Morticia whispers to her brother, "Wrote to Belle? Are you going to meet her?"

Nimue turns to the others, "I wish she hadn't brought Professor Grimalkin into it he has enough problems. "

"Grimalkin? Weirdo...." said Nathan.

Nimue quickly countered with "He is not!"

Nathan shrugged, "Well, he DOES behave a bit strangely. But you know him well, don't you? What is he like?"

Nimue blushed disinclined to admit she knew Anders 'well' and excused herself from the room with the intention of finding someone to advise of Miss Skeeter's presence.

Quick Quotes Quill continued its tract: "and it seems that Anders Grimalkin, the convicted murderer whom Dumbledore recently hired in an extremely controversial decision, seems to be siding with the daughter of his fellow Azkaban inmate and her boyfriend..."

Rita Skeeter looked back at Arcadia, "How about Elia?"

Arcadia smiled, "She keep very mush to herself... but...but she keep going invisible! I think she's up to something."

This caught Rita Skeeter's interest: "Invisible, eh?" 

Niki said loudly, "She doesn't want to be cornered by the likes of you!"

Nathan points his wand at the Quill, "Wingardium Leviosa! There, that

should confuse the thing." However, the Quick Quotes Quill is enchanted to resist such things... D'you think no one tried it before?  Nathan sighs - it was worth a try.

Rita Skeeter turns to Niki, "Would you care to give a statement, Miss Pheidippides?

Niki glares at Rita, "No, I would not care to give a statement. I would care for you to go away. How did you get in here?"

Rita Skeeter just ignores her. 

Arcadia feeling the attention move away from her bursts out: "You see? everyone is against me... I think they have a spell on them... I bet that Anders Grimalkin did it! And Nimue keeps going all googly eyed at him!"

However, Nimue wasn't Rita's target either and so she ignored Arcadia's remark.

Rita Skeeter turns to Nathan, "Mr. Lagrand, would you care to tell us something about Miss Pheidippides?"

Nathan smiles, "She's an adorable and very well-mannered girl, unlike Miss Fudge."

Arcadia pouts and Morticia stares at Nathan with amazement while Niki looks shocked. The Quick Quotes Quill conspicuously doesn't write this.

Nathan shrugs and smiles at Niki, Well, was worth a try." 

Niki smiles back, "Thanks.

Rita Skeeter turns her attention back to Arcadia, "Miss Fudge... What do you think Miss Concinni's been up to? Plotting revenge against the daughter of her father's murderer?"

Arcadia considers, "Oh I would think so... yes... Maybe.... ererm... maybe she will..erm.…" she seems stuck for words. 

Nathan says to Niki, "Well, I think Slytherins should stick together."

Morticia: "That was very nice, Nathan... thanks..."

Niki said, "Well, with that lump of rubbish masquerading as a girl, we need all the help we can get."

Arcadia turns and sees the others looking at her, "Er... Maybe I better not say any more."

Nathan sneers at Arcadia, "Too late anyway."

Rita Skeeter packs up the Quick Quotes Quill.

Arcadia feels she may have got caught up in the moment a bit too much.

Niki turns and says loudly, "Is that Professor Snape I hear in the hallway?"

Rita Skeeter turns at this, "I've got to be going now." And she hurries out the door. Of course Snape wasn't in the hall but Rita had no way of knowing and she wasn't meant to be there. Arcadia looks sheepishly at them all.

Niki calls, "Elia! You can come back now!"

Elia returns, "Is she gone?"

Morticia replies, "Yes, she's gone."

Elia heaves a sigh of relief.

Nathan says, "OK, I'm off now... got some nice ideas for some Potions." He glares at Arcadia.

Arcadia smiles at him, "Erm... sorry?" but has no effect on Nathan or the others.

Niki snorts: "Fat lot of good that does. That's the front page of the Daily Prophet."

Pantalaimon whimpers as Nathan glares at Arcadia. "Sorry. I just... got carried away."

Morticia quips, "Oh who cares about Rita Skeeter anyway?"

Niki replied, "When she writes about me or my family, I do." She turns to Elia, Elia, you're not really trying to kill me, are you?"

Elia look startled, "What? Who says I'm trying to kill you?"

"Arcadia" replies Niki. 

Morticia jumps in: "She's stupid! She once wrote Papa had a secret affair! Just ignore her." She is referring of course to Rita Skeeter.

Nathan continues looking at Arcadia, "How could you talk to that trash?" Arcadia looks very scared. Elia glares at Arcadia who looks down. Pantalaimon whimpers and moves close to Arcadia.

Elia speaks very softly: "She wrote a lot about when my Father was murdered." and she looks darkly at Niki.

Niki turns, surprised, to Elia: "Why are you looking at me like that?"

Elia rolls her eyes, and stalks over to a corner of the room where she sits down and goes invisible.

Niki turns her attention back to Arcadia, "Well, Arcadia, I certainly hope you're pleased with yourself!"

Arcadia wishes she could go invisible: " I... I'm sorry."

Nathan looks at her, "Learn to use this" he points to head, "before you use this!"

The door opens and closes. Elia has left the room.

Nathan continues, "Until you've learned it - well, I've got studies to do. See you later, girls. Keep your chin up, Niki, okay?"

Niki grins and him, "Okay!" 

Arcadia says "But....." however, Nathan has left.

Niki smiles at Morticia, "I've really got to get off to bed," she says, taking her potion back to the dormitory with her. She drank it all, then climbed into bed and slept, for the first time in weeks, 

with no dreams. Well... that wouldn't be entirely true. She did have one dream, but it was very pleasant, and she was very glad the nightmares left to make room.

***********

Soon after Rita left Arcadia made her way to the Owlery, checking to try and find Nathan and Morticia's owl. 'Damn. It's gone'  She frowns. " Never mind Pan, he wasn't much use anyway"

She walks back downstairs.

" Wow. We got to meet Rita Skeeter, wasn't she cool? And I don't know what the others were complaining about. It's not as if I told her any lies" She pats Pan and goes off to Slytherin House.

Wolf Dreams and the Great Tribble Hunt

Elia had retired to her bed after the encounter with Rita Skeeter. Now Elia was dreaming. There was something unusual about this dream. It seemed so real....

There were wolves running through the forest. Elia was outside Hogwarts and could hear them as they drew closer. They were howling. The night was clear and she could easily see dark shapes in the trees.

One of them separated from the pack and came towards her. It was a cream coloured wolf. He yellow eyes glowed in the starlight. He was a strong young wolf and had an air about him that told her that he was the leader of this wolf pack. 

He sat in front of her, and as she looked at him, her vision blurred a little, and there before her stood Randal, his blond hair waving in the wind and his yellow eyes sparkling in the starlight.

"Hello, Elia. I hope you don't mind me intruding like this. This is a real dream, and you will remember it when you wake up. I am able to create dreams like this, only I don't tell everyone." 

He smiled at her and shuffled a little. "I, er... thought this would be a good way to ask you... if, um... you'd like to go to the Valentine Feast with me? That is if you're not already spoken for..."

Randal waited to see what she would say.

Elia looks acutely embarrassed, and looks down at her bare feet. "I... umm... no, I'm not going with anyone..." She looks up and smiles. "Yes, I'd like to go with you." She looks around at the forest, and at the other wolves, looking slightly bemused. "This is really odd," she murmurs, "but very nice." She smiles again. "You're an animagus? Or is it just the dream?"

"Thank-you." Randal blushes.

He wonders how to answer Elia's questions. "This is just a dream to  you. I have the ability to walk the dream world as a wolf." He starts to look embarrassed, wondering if Elia really meant animagus or if 

she like so many others actually thought that horrible name... Werewolf...

Elia nods, apparently believing Randal, and looks down at her shabby pyjamas. "Couldn't you have dreamt me something a little nicer?" she asks, grinning.

Randal looked apologetic, "Sorry." 

Elia's clothing immediately turns into an amazing pale blue satin dress. There is an embroidered panel in the front, and the skirts are full and run down to the grass that she is stood on. On her feet are delicate satin slippers that are managing not to get wet even though the ground is damp.

"Is that better? You look stunning in it."

Elia laughs quietly. "Wow." She looks down, absolutely amazed. "Wow," she repeats, grinning. "Thank you."

"I better go now. Never know where that sister of mine might be." He stopped and an idea flickered into life...He pulled a blade of grass, same as the first time they had met, and transformed it into a red rose. Only this rose had no thorns...

"Here." He gives her the rose and smiles. "I will see you tomorrow." Then he seems to blur again, and the cream wolf lopes back into the forest.

When Elia awakes in the morning, she will find that she is still holding the rose - proof that the dream was real.

In Another Time, Another Place

As the young House Elves sat around the fire they stared up at the Elder House Elf with bated breath, waiting….just waiting....finally, When he was sure he had their undivided attention, he began.

"It was long ago, in the land of Hogwarts. Many of our people were there for the Master was good and kind and there was lots of work for all"

Some of the younger House Elves went 'ooh' at the thought of this paradise.

The Elder House Elf put up his hand for silence. "But then came… The Tribbles!"

Gasps of horror came from all around the fire and he waited for the excitement to settle before continuing. "Horrible they were, making their music everywhere and leaving their fur and not knowing how to clean up!" More gasps of horror.

"We gathered up all we could and put them in as many places as was possible, but for every one we cleans, a hundred more would make a mess!" Again, gasps.

"So we gathered together, at the mid of night and made our plans. And so the Great Tribble Hunt of 2001 came into being, and long have our people spoke of the bravery and courage of our people on that

night….dusting was left, plates from dinner unwashed, clothes left unironed, even the floor was upswept!"

A small young House Elf gave out an 'eeek' and fell faint to the floor at the very thought of such blasphemous behaviour from the Elves. He was quickly carried off by an elder.

"A long night it was, full of danger, for no room in the land of Hogwarts was to be left unchecked, for if even one Tribble was to remain, then it would all be for nothing."

He paused to clean a speck of dust from the floor. "So we gathered, and gathered and Gathered, all the time having to ignore the dust and the fur and the… then washing up!"

Another young Elf fainted away and was quickly 'cleaned up'.

"Then just as the first light of dawn began to rise we looked upon the land of Hogwarts and found it empty of all those dreaded creatures. Once more the might of cleanliness had defeated the dreaded dirty"  Cheers. He smiled down at the crowd gathered around him.

"Wise one? What did they do with the Tribbles? Sir?" A young House Elf, eyes wide as saucers asked.

"Ah, my dear. That is in itself another story entirely!" He patted her on the head. "Now my children. Go now and clean up. For remember, one day, if you're not good and you don't do what your Master says….. One day the Tribbles may come back for you!"

Fear ran through the crowd and they scurried off, picking up every scrap they found as they do.

So ends the tale of the Great Tribble Hunt.

Present Time

The next morning at Hogwarts there is not a Tribble to be found anywhere within or without the school and its grounds.

