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HP-Hogwarts Role Play Transcript 14 

Valentine's Day Feast Aftermath


Transcript covers Messages 4818 - 5173 from the morning following the Valentine Feast. It explores various consequences of events that had taken place at the Feast and continues playing out that week to the announcement of a trip to Hogsmeade which will take place on the Saturday. 
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Morning in the Hospital Wing

Anders did not rest at all well once Nimue had left, and there were several times that Madam Pomfrey became truly concerned for him.  However, once the terrible coughing fits gradually seemed to become less intense, and he stopped coughing up blood, he fell into a restless slumber, occasionally muttering incomprehensible phrases.

Madam Pomfrey was with him the whole time.  Truly, the woman was a marvel - did she ever sleep?

As the grey light of a February dawn began to filter into the room, the young man finally awoke, looking haggard and sickly, tired and distressed. He was immediately confused about where he was, but after a gentle word from the school nurse, and another mug of hot tea, he calmed down a little again.

He rested his aching head against the cool pillows and desperately tried to recall the events that had landed him here, but nothing was forthcoming. So all he could do was sit. And wait.

A little later that morning Madame Pomfrey came over to Anders' bed bringing with her Albus Dumbledore. "Please don't over-tire him Headmaster, he is still very weak."

"I will be considerate, Poppy but I do need to talk with him." She murmured something under her breath alluding no doubt to her authority in such matters and hurried away.

Professor Dumbledore seated himself beside Anders. "How are you this morning, my boy? Do you feel fit enough to talk?" his voice was full of concern yet with a note in it that conveyed the seriousness of his visit.

Anders looked over at Dumbledore, the man who had been so kind to him thus far.  When he spoke, his voice shook with confusion and emotion. "I've let you down, Headmaster.  Back in Az...in That Place, I promised you that I wouldn't let you down...but I have.  Something...happened last night...just like before.  I can't remember anything.  Not a thing."

He drew a shuddering breath and closed his eyes.  "I'm lying here, see, trying to recall what might have happened, but it's like this blankness in my mind."  He tapped his head.  "Empty, see." He opened his eyes and fixed Dumbledore with a very frightened look.  "I'm afraid, Professor.  So...very afraid."

"Dear boy, you haven't let me down." replied Dumbledore reaching out to gently pat Anders' arm in a gesture of reassurance. "Whatever happened to you last night may or may not be related to what happened before. That is yet to be determined."

He paused,  "I know you must be afraid, Anders" replied Dumbledore, "but it is important that you try just to reconstruct what you can remember and we can see where your memory breaks down. For example, do you remember being at the Valentine dance?" 

"I remember dancing," he said, the memory coming to him slowly and painfully.  "And...I remember...being interrupted.  I decided I'd go back to my room...do some work..." He coughed and sipped gratefully at the water that Dumbledore handed him.  "Professor McGonagall popped up to see me...then...all I remember is wandering around outside..."

His hand was shaking, and the water sloshed out of the cup.  He put it down carefully.  "There's a hole in my memory...I've tried so hard this morning to fill that gap...but..." He sighed.  "Nothing."

Dumbledore considered Anders' answer, "There is something we could try as an experiment to try and access your memory if you are willing. A method of relaxation that will place you in a light trance. Perfectly harmless and it may help you to recover more memory of the events of last night."

Anders rubbed at his eyes.  "Of course I'm willing, Headmaster," he said, very tired, but eager to help where he could.  "And I trust you completely."

It was true.  Like everyone who met the Headmaster, Anders had a deep respect for him, but for him, it ran somewhere beyond that.  Without Albus Dumbledore's intervention, where would he be now?  He barely liked to think. Albus Dumbledore had shown him what it was to have somebody believe in him,

and he had clung onto that feeling from the day of his trial.

He took another sip of water, and gave the Headmaster a somewhat nervous smile.

"Fine then." said Dumbledore, "just lie back and close your eyes, and now start to feel a wave of relaxation starting at your toes..." the Headmaster kept talking suggesting the wave of relaxation continuing to rise through Anders' body. Then: "now that you are completely relaxed, see a clock in your mind's eye and the hour hand on that clock is whizzing backwards, backwards through the hours of the night...." when he had counted back to the hour of the Ball he said:

"Now see the hour hand stop and start moving forward again but more slowly. You are in the Great Hall; there is music and people. However, you can see yourself there in the Hall. Now once you have a sense of seeing yourself - just describe to me what is happening as far as you can go. There may be little jumps and things in time that is quite normal...."

He sat back and waited for Anders to begin describing...  

The sense of relaxation was very welcome to Anders.  His face took on a slightly dreamy expression.

"I'm walking away from a dance with Nimue...I feel...very hurt about what has been said...someone calling me a murderer..." he began in his low, musical voice.  "Back in my room now and having a long soak in the bath. Feeling better."  He smiled slightly.

"There's a knock at the door...it's Professor McGonagall.  What she says leaves me feeling....angry.  Then I..."

He broke off and seemed to lose his concentration.  "Then...then I..." His face screwed up with the effort until sweat broke out on his brow. Finally, he gave in.  "Now I'm outside.  It's so very cold...my face hurts..." "So cold," he muttered over and over.

Dumbledore frowned.  The light trance wasn't working. There was still a mental block there, preventing the young DADA Professor from remembering the critical period.

"Anders," he said, softly.  "Anders, my boy, I need to look a little deeper into your mind.  Are you in

agreement with this?"

The young man turned dreamy eyes on him.  "Yes, Headmaster."

"Very well." Concentrating hard, Dumbledore murmured the words of the hypnosis spell that would allow him to take Anders a little further back.

Albus Dumbledore had been alive for a great many years, and in that time, he had seen many things that had surprised and often shocked him.  But the images that poured out at him from Anders Grimalkin's mind were truly disturbing.

Although the images flooded into Dumbledore's own mind so quickly it was almost impossible to separate them, he picked up snippets of information.  And then his brow furrowed.  There were memories here that were not Anders' own.  

Tentatively, Dumbledore reached towards them with his mind, and sat up straight in sudden

alarm.  The sensation of the hypnosis spell being blanked off was almost palpable.  It was as if

something inside young Grimalkin had realised his mind was being intruded on, and bit back - a sort of - mental guard dog.

As Dumbledore severed the mind link with the boy, he let the young Professor sleep.  He probably would not recall the Headmaster having seen him.  He got to his feet and almost stumbling from the shock of what he had just caught a glimpse of, left the Hospital Wing deep in thought.

Well, well, well.  Why would Anders, who had made it fairly common knowledge through reaction to

questioning in the past that he loathed his dead father with a passion, have so many thoughts about him in that strange, mixed up mind of his?

Dumbledore stroked his beard thoughtfully.  He needed to speak to Snape and McGonagall.

The Morning After the Night Before - Breakfast

The morning after the Valentine's party that the punch had been 'spiked' for at least part of the evening was certainly in evidence in the number of shamed faces and painful heads. 

Nimue had not indulged though she had her own secrets to protect with the news that her 'betrothed' Marvo was staying at the school for a few days. He and Kat had looked as though they were having a marvellous time at the dance though. 

She was happy for her friends and only sorry that the 'problem' of the betrothal could not be banished as easily as the fire demon had been the night before. Not that that looked at all easy but it seemed

relatively so in comparison.

She was determined not to fight with Marvo and to remain off the topic of Professor Grimalkin. She had no wish for her every move to be watched by the trainee Auror, especially as she had permission from the Headmaster to visit Anders later in the day.

So, with a fair light step she went into breakfast. She gave especially compassionate looks in the direction of Yvette who had apparently created quite a stir of her own. 

She stopped off at the Ravenclaw table to see if Kat was there as yet in order to see what plans she might have for the day. Also to see if she had any information on the length and purpose of Marvo's stay.

Nathan was up very early. He hadn't had any of the punch and so he didn't suffer from headache like most of the others. He went down to breakfast early, his nose buried in a huge, black, leather-bound book with blank pages. A glance out of the window had put a very relieved expression on his face: the magical words over the Forest are gone.

"It's from the restricted section," he explains everybody who asks him why he's looking into a book that doesn't contain words. "You need a Revealing charm put on you to read." As he shifts the book to read more comfortable, the title is revealed - "A History of Dark Magic".

Niki, who *did* have some of the punch, but doesn't have a headache, happens to glance over at him. When she sees the title, her lips tighten, but she ignores him and leans over to Morticia. "Did you see 

that Valentine's message last night?"

Morticia had left the ball very early but she doesn't seem to have had much sleep. "Huh?" she grunts while sipping her tea. "Oh, yes. The message from Belle. Sure."

She looks around. "Listen, Niki, I had a dream last night, a very strange dream!"

Nathan looks up. "Oh, no, Tishy, please no stupid vision at the moment, I'm busy studying and I really don't need any deaths right now."

"Shut up!" Morticia hisses with a very pale face. She leans closer to Niki. "I dreamed I was awake - strange, I know -, well, I was sitting in my bed in the darkness and I saw a snake creeping into our room and straight onto your bed! Can you make anything out of this?"

Nathan sniggers. "What, a snake in Niki's bed? Have you checked where Dylan is?"

"Oh, Nat, keep your mouth in that book or I'll make sure it does!" snapped Morticia.

After the Dylan comment, Niki whipped around to glare at Nathan, but was more concerned about Morticia. "I slept soundly," she lies. As it happened, she had had nightmares, but none of them concerned a snake. "I haven't seen a snake in the dormitory, but I'll keep my eyes open..." 

"Might be just a metaphor, as far as I know. Another Slytherin spying on you or trying to do you evil. Also, 'the Snake can be seen as a person who wants you ill', that's what my book said. Do you have any enemies?"

Niki's face paled and her hands tighten in her lap. "No... Not that I know of," she said, trying to smile nonchalantly. 

Morticia sighed, "Well, maybe it was just a stupid dream without a meaning for a change. Can't have predictions all the time, right?" 

Nathan scoffs but doesn't say anything and continues to read while glancing around occasionally, but Arcadia hasn't arrived yet...

"Interesting book, Nathan?" Katia inquired, looking up from her tea and toast. She looked exhausted, and kept glancing over towards the Gryffindor table.

"Very." He said, "I needed it to write an essay for Grimalkin, but once I started I found it to be very fascinating. Nothing for you, though, it's not supposed to be read by any students before their 5the year. Too many gross curses, I suppose."

Katia looked sceptical at the idea that the curses are too advanced or gruesome for her. "About the Dark Arts, or the practitioners?" She was interested.

"Both, of course, as the development of the Dark Arts is connected with its users. They start with old Egyptian curses and stuff and end quite up to date with a certain former student of Hogwarts. And now, please, I'm studying...."

Just at the point Arcadia walks into the hall. her hair and robe as immaculate as usual. She smiles and walks over to the Slytherin Table next to Nathan " This seat taken?" She says with a big smile. Pantalaimon Follows very close to her and sniffs at Nathan.

"Not taken at all, pet, until now." Nathan gives her a distracted smile and buries himself in the book again, almost dripping marmalade onto a page.

Niki dropped her cup of cocoa, cursing as the hot liquid soaks through her robes. Pulling out her wand, she cleaned up the mess, and finished her breakfast quickly. "Herbology, right?" she asked, picking up her bag to leave.

" Feeling a bit clumsily today dear " Arcadia remarks to Niki with an insincere smile. She sits, but first kisses the top of Nathan's head. Pantalaimon licks his hand

Nathan doesn't seem to notice any of this, he's too absorbed in the book...

*******

(Editor Note: Marvo and Kat had spent the night together out of doors)

Kat had woken late. If you had asked her yesterday she would never have expected to wake where she had! 

She and Marvo sauntered hand in hand back into Hogwarts. They were dressed in the clothes they had been wearing the night before - Kat in her blue cocktail dress; Marvo in his black leggings and polo neck. Anyone looking at them would notice they had knots in their hair, a brighter step and a gleam in the way they looked at each other.

They stood in a corridor at a point as close as they could get to the two Houses without separating. Kat reached up and kissed Marvo.  "Guess we better go and get changed. I will see you in breakfast." Kat 

was not making any move to go though as she didn't want to let go of him ever again!

" yes... erm.. yes " Marvo goes to leave put seems unable to let go of Kat's hand. He moves closer, then looks around and kisses her on the cheek. " Okay?"

Kat grins. "Yes. I'm fine. Are you ok? You looked really peaceful asleep."

Marvo blushes slightly, " I've never slept so peacefully" he whispers, and after another kiss

finally pulls himself away to 'freshen up'

Kat watches him go and then turns back towards Ravenclaw tower in the other wing of the school.

A little later she re-emerges looking slightly more normal, but still with a big grin on her face. 

She heads into breakfast towards the Ravenclaw table. Although she does look over to Gryffindor table to see if Marvo has made it down yet. He hasn't.

Nimue had seen Kat come in. She had stopped by the Ravenclaw table on her way into breakfast but there was no sign of her friend. No sign of Marvo either. When she saw Kat scanning the Gryffindor table she thought she was probably looking for him.

She excused herself and went over to see Kat. "Good morning. You're looking happy", she said, "I haven't seen Marvo this morning as yet. Has he said anything about how long he is staying? Don't worry, I have taken a vow not to fight with him even though he was totally out of order last night.

Kat giggled. "Yep, I've seen him this morning. He, erm, went to get changed before breakfast." 

She lowers her voice, "We ended up sleeping outside." She blushes with embarrassment. "And no, I never ask him when he was leaving, I was enjoying myself too much."

Nimue looks mildly shocked at Kat's remarks, but she isn't quite sure what Kat means especially as they are talking about Marvo here. Still, Kat wasn't the sort to blush and get embarrassed. Nimue dropped her own voice in response.

"Oh? Sleeping? I take it nothing happened that's going to complicate our lives even further than they already are?" 

Kat didn't reply for a second, wondering what Nimue could mean. "Um.. No nothing that would complicate things. how could get any more complicated? I mean you have to Marvo when he is unlikely to love you, and I just want to be with him all the time, I mean how much more complicated can it get?" She gives a small chuckle.

She wonders whether to tell Nimue that he said those three magic words, but decides that would probably not be fair. She is too embarrassed to tell anything else...

"I guess things can always get more complicated." replied Nimue, "I dread being in a loveless marriage though. I'd hate to think that's my fate or something. Some sort of long term cosmic pay back over the 

whole Arthurian mess-up." she laughed, "Now I am being fanciful."

She lowered her voice "Look, try not to say anything to Marvo about  what I told you about 'you know who'" she indicated with her eyes the empty chair at the staff table. "I don't want him continually hassling me about it while he is here."

Kat was relieved that she hadn't said any more. "Ok, but don't you think it would be better to tell him and get the arguing over and done with? He was starting to soften to the idea yesterday when we went to find Anders. He was going to give the guy a chance, and then we discovered that he had let that demon out. And, I mean that it really did look like it was him, although he was really strange when we found him. Not himself, and he had no recollection of what had happened. A bit like Maddi was last term." She looked to see how Nimue would take this...

Nimue dropped her voice to a whisper, "I would talk to Marvo about it but I'm afraid how he might use the information. He could tell my parents or get Anders fired directly. He certainly acts as though he 

has the right to interfere in my life already so why hand him more ammunition?" 

She paused: "Plus, if he is convinced Anders did it he'll be hard to persuade otherwise. I don't believe he could have done it. You don't know how terrified he is of Azkaban - why would he risk getting sent 

back there for the sake of a prank? It's not at all logical."

At this point Nimue completely ignored Kat's casual remark about Madison and it wasn't for some time until it proved to be deeply insightful.

*********

Yvette had walked in with her hair in a braid, eyes looking pained. She looked tired, and was blushing to the point of being completely red as boys from last night winked at her. She heard a few comments 

made as she passed by tables, and she slid into her seat quietly.

"Morning." She whispered, and winced. The whole room was spinning, her head hurt so much. She felt like crying and screaming and throwing a tantrum. Instead, she sat quietly with her hands folded in her lap.

Dylan slunk in to breakfast, his head bowed as usual.  It was obvious by his demeanour that something was eating at him, which in all honesty was nothing new.  He grabbed a seat at the far end of the Gryffindor table, avoiding everyone and warding off anyone who tried to sit by him with a curt word and sharp look.  It was not a good morning at all.

Reaching into her bag to make sure she wasn't heading out onto the grounds for no reason, Niki happened to glance up and see Dylan. For a moment she looked like she was going to say something or do something, but she merely checked her timetable and left the Great Hall without a word.

Dylan managed to look up in time to catch Niki walking out, and his scowl deepened.  He supposed she was probably cross with him, though why she would be, he didn't know.  Sighing irritably, he finished the last bite of his toast and jogged out to catch up with her.

Madison headed toward the Great Hall, nearly crashing into Dylan as he jogged by.  "Whoa...slow, down Speed Racer...Take a breather, your girlfriend's not trying THAT hard to get away from you..." She smirked, then headed into the Great Hall without a backward glance.

"Mornin', sunshine." Yvette attempted her usual grin when Madison sat down, but only managed a trembling grimace.

"Morning...Whoa...you don't look too hot..."  Madison sat down, starting on her bacon.  "So, how'd it go with you and that Ravenclaw last night?  It looked like you two had fun doing the chicken-dance..."

Yvette gave her an empty look. "Yeah, well..." She stirred the contents of her plate into one big blob, ducking her head in embarrassment. "Seems I did...er...more than that." 

"Same here," Madison replied with a wink.  "Huh...And I don't even remember this guy's name..."

"I don't think I ever knew *his* name." Yvette turned around, wincing, to look at the Ravenclaw. He winked and mouthed something that looked like 'hey baby' at her. She hurriedly turned back around. 

"I can't believe I did that..."

"Oh, quit being a baby...he's pretty cute," Madison replied, sending the guy a smile.  "Hmm...but I guess you have a point there...it is kinda embarrassing."  She shrugged.  "Oh, well...we'll get over it. Just tell me if he starts anything, and I'll pound him down for you.  You know how some guys  are..."

She continued her breakfast, ignoring the strange looks some of the others were sending her.

Yvette managed a trembley smile. "My head hurts. Does yours?"

Madison gave her a small smile.  "Yeah, but it's not that bad...give it a bit, and it'll go away. Hey, what class do we have first?"

"Uhh..." Yvette's mind was poundingly blank. "So long as it's nothing with fifth year Ravenclaws or Slytherins, I don't mind."

*******

Winifred woke up with a pounding headache. She could barely open her eyes and when she finally made her way to the mirror noticed that her hair was extremely ratty. She could only vaguely remember the ball. 

There was some punch and a boy and she had crawled into bed really late. She groaned. She really needed food in her stomach, so she pulled on a robe and tried to smooth her hair out. 

She arrived in the Great Hall and took a seat at the Slytherin table. Not even two seconds after sitting did a fourth year boy appear at her side with a bunch of flowers. "Here, these are for you," he said 

grinning. Winifred fidgeted. "Um, thanks." She couldn't even remember his name. "Wow, that was quite a night last night wasn't it?" he inquired. She forced a smile. "Fabulous, just fabulous." 

******

The owls fly in and deliver their messages. An unknown barn owl sweeps over to Morticia and drops a little pink envelope before hopping to Nathan, delivering a letter. Then the owl gives an exhausted hoot and starts to nibble up the leftovers of Nathan's breakfast.

"Here, have some cheese, Muggle," Morticia says sympathetically and hands the owl some before ripping her envelope open. She beams at Niki. "Better late than not at all, right?" She shows her a Valentine card with a bunch of moving and whispering rosebuds. "Never thought Drake would send me one, though..."

"Tishy and her men," mutters Nathan and grins. "Hey, Muggle, those are mine!" He rescues his last two slices of toast from the hungry owl while quickly putting the letter into his pockets. "Thanks, though. Why don't you go see Veneficus, he's up in the Owlery." The barn owl hoots tiredly and sweeps off.

" What you Reading?" Asks Arcadia of Nathan  as she picks up a slice of toast.

"I suppose it would be *far* too much work to look at the title yourself," Katia said conversationally, looking over at Arcadia from the sixth-year she was watching.

Surprisingly Arcadia smiles, turns to Katia and just sticks out her tongue and continues to butter her toast. Pantalaimon settles down beside her.

Nathan sniggers. "Wow, we got a clever one here." He winks at Katia and thoroughly ignores Arcadia's question.

"Good morning," Niki said, stopping and turning to look at Dylan. She looked preoccupied. There were shadows under her eyes, mute evidence of her troubled sleep.

He saw scowling, thanks to Madison's little quip, but his eyes were concerned as he looked at her.  "You all right?  You...you don't look s' good."  There was an edge to his voice, a certain tenseness in his muscles as he stood there, constantly on edge.

"I don't feel so good either," Niki admitted. She wanted to tell Dylan about her nightmares, but she couldn't. "I'm okay. Go and finish your breakfast. I just need time to think." There was an edge 

of despair to her voice, as if she felt sure that she wouldn't be able to think of anything.

Dylan quirked a brow, looking at her, his gaze steely.  "I'm not s' sure about tha'.  I don't want t' go back in there, anyway," he told her, jerking his head back to indicate the Great Hall.  "People seem 

t' be makin' a fuss 'bout you an' me an' wha' happened last night."

Niki shrugged. "We've got Herbology first," she informed him. "I want to talk to Professor Snape afterwards, though. I'm... not sure you want to come." Niki hesitated to tell him she wanted to complain 

about eighty points from Gryffindor, in case Snape laughed at her or told her to go away. 

He chuckled a little, but the sound was hollow, humourless.  "I'm fairly certain he wouldn't want t' see me, an' whate'er you had t' ask him 'bout would be shot in th' foot if'n I was wi' you."  Dylan shook his head a little, then added; "He hasn't liked me since th' day I walked in th' door."

"He's unfair," Niki agreed grimly as they headed out onto the grounds, "but I think he'll listen to me. He doesn't like Katia any more than I do." She stopped and turned to Dylan. "I'm sorry the people in your 

house are making trouble for you..." She tried to smile.

Dylan looked up at her quickly, his grey eyes narrowing.  "How d' you know 'bout tha'?"  He shook his head and bowed it once more as he walked, his hands clasped loosely behind his back.  "I s'ppose it's 

obvious," he amended softly.

"Well, you did say that people were making a fuss about it." Niki reached over and pulled one of his hands free. "Ignore them. I'm going to talk to Snape. At the very least, I'll probably be able to join you 

for those detentions, and I bet Katia will be too." She smiled wryly. "Just the thing to make it *more* tolerable, eh?"

Dylan shook his head.  "You don't have t' d' tha' fer me.  I don't want t' see you in any more trouble, I honestly don't," he told her earnestly.  "I'm fine, really.  I'll prob'ly be scrubbin' cauldrons or sommat."

"It wasn't your fault," Niki said calmly. "And if Snape won't listen to whose fault it was- Katia's, of course- then it'd make just as much sense for him to punish me as you. Detention isn't the bad bit, 

though. Of course," she added, glancing up at Dylan's face with a smile, "I wouldn't be sad if Gryffindor lost the House Cup, but it should be because Slytherin is naturally superior, not because 

Snape's not fair."

Dylan shrugged and shoved his hands in his pockets, striking off again, brooding over this.  It was hard for him, whenever it came up that she was in Slytherin, and he Gryffindor.  It made an all ready 

difficult situation simply moreso.  "D' wha' you want.  I'm not goin' t' stop you," he said finally.  "But I think he's not goin' t' listen.  An' th' fact tha' you're stickin' up for me won't help matters."

Niki sighed, uncomfortably aware that her attempt at a joke had failed. Despite what Dylan might say, she still believed Snape had to be reasonable if she explained things to him. She rubbed her eyes with the back of her hand, yawning. How was she supposed to talk to Dylan if he walked off? She arrived at the greenhouses several minutes early, and Professor Sprout hadn't yet arrived. She sat down on her bag, closed her eyes, and leaned against a wall, wondering what to say to Dylan.

Katia twitched the fur collar of her cape up around her neck, coming to stand outside the greenhouses. "Had a fight with your little girlfriend?" she asked Dylan, smirking.

The Teachers' Meeting

(Editor's Note: a summary post of this longer post appeared on the list. However, this is the longer version edited slightly)

"Thank you both for coming," said Dumbledore as Minerva McGonagall closed the office door behind her.  Snape was already seated on one of the comfortable chairs, looking for all the world like he'd been awake all night plotting ways to get revenge on the DADA Professor, which was ironic

really, because this was, in fact the case.

"How is Professor Grimalkin this morning?" asked McGonagall, from the genuine sense of concern she had for the young man's welfare.

"He is awake and seems to be a little disoriented from last night' s...happenings. Severus - I have put you down to take his DADA classes.  I trust this is agreeable?"

~Damn Dumbledore,~ Snape thought, nodding curtly in response to the question.  ~He delights in dangling the DADA position under my nose, I'm sure he does.~

"With respect, Headmaster," said McGonagall, "would we be able to get right to the point of this little meeting?  I am sure that Severus is just as interested as I am in the details of your little discussion with our young friend this morning."

"Ah, yes indeed."  Dumbledore removed his glasses and began to polish them on his robe.  "Interesting young man, Anders Grimalkin."  He put his glasses back on his nose and pushed them up, looking intently at Snape and McGonagall.  "He had absolutely no idea what he was doing, walking into the

Forbidden Forest with barely any clothes on at night, after seemingly performing a Dark Arts spell that cost him one of his 'lives'."

"Then he IS mad," said Snape, with immense satisfaction.  "I told you he was not a safe bet, Headmaster.  Nobody goes through Azkaban's doors without coming out with more than a hint of insanity, and he was unstable to begin with."

"I have my reasons to believe he is perfectly sane," said Dumbledore. "However, I am not at liberty to discuss those just yet."

McGonagall sighed inwardly.  Why did he insist on being so cryptic?  "You said you hypnotised him...?" She prompted the Headmaster.

"Yes.  He was most distraught that he had no recall of events.  So I put him into a light trance and it seemed he was telling the absolute truth.  He remembers leaving the dance, of you speaking to him 

Minerva and then coming to consciousness in the snow when he was found by Miss Black and Mr. ward. So we have a gap of perhaps an hour of unexplained ... shall we say, 'Anders time'."

Snape and McGonagall exchanged glances.  That critical period was, without a shadow of a doubt, the same time that the fire demon appeared.  All fingers were currently pointing directly at Anders Grimalkin as being the culprit.

"With his consent," continued Dumbledore, "I helped young Anders reach a little further into his mind, and what I found there disturbed me greatly. Severus..." He turned to the Potions Master.  "Tell me what you remember of Grimalkin."

Surprised by the question, Snape fought back the urge to say that Anders had been an insolent student, careless, clumsy and idle, because none of it was true.  "He was always on a different level to his peers," he said, after giving it some thought.  "He never seemed to quite fit in with them.  He had

a bad temper, almost petulant in nature, lost control of himself easily. He was perfect Slytherin prefect material.  Yet he had one of the most voracious appetites for learning I have ever seen."  Snape considered.  "It is odd.  I remember Grimalkin as absorbing book after book after book, yet he never seemed to learn anything."

"He passed his finals, though," chipped in McGonagall.  "Although by the barest of bare margins.  He left to play Quidditch professionally.  A waste, I felt."

"A waste?" said Snape, a sneer on his face.  "Only a shame he survived that fall."

Dumbledore held up a hand.  "Enough, Severus," he said, and his voice was stern.  "Do you still have any of his records on file?  He has only been out of the school for five years - we normally keep records for at least that long."

"I can check, Headmaster, but..."

"Then do so.  Minerva - what do you recall from Anders' schooldays?  Of his past, and his family?"

"He was an only child," she said, replying easily, with the knowledge she had gained from her personal contact with him.  "His mother died when he was fifteen, and his father died four years later.  She came from Sweden - Anders' father married her out there and they moved back to Wales so the boy

could attend Hogwarts when he exhibited his magical talents."

"Why were we not aware that Anders existed until his father contacted Hogwarts?"

It was a surprise question and one that caused McGonagall and Snape to exchange confused glances.  "If he was born out of the country..." she began, then stopped, her brow furrowed.  Durmstrang or Beauxbatons would surely have had the boy on record?  She looked at Dumbledore, uncertain as

to what he was looking for.

"Sometimes," Dumbledore said, "young wizards and witches 'escape' the net. The Ministry of Magic does not do its homework correctly.  Bloodlines are mistraced.  Do you remember that time we enrolled a pure Muggle?  The poor boy was traumatised for days.  Things were tightened up at the Ministry then, but that was after Grimalkin was born.  I want you to research this for me.  Find out about Grimalkin's family."

"Why do you ask this of us, Headmaster?"  Snape sounded irritable.

"Because, Severus," said Dumbledore, steepling his fingers thoughtfully under his chin, "When I investigated Professor Grimalkin's mind last night, I felt a very strong connection with the boy's father.  And if I'm right, he and his father never saw eye to eye.  For two men who disliked one another,

what possible reason could there be for Anders to be so closely linked with Daffyd Grimalkin's memories?"

***********

Snape left the Headmaster’s office in a black mood. He had not trusted Grimalkin as a student, and now trusted the man even less.  He was volatile, unpredictable and a liability.  Why Dumbledore refused to see that, Snape did not care to dwell on.

He returned angrily to his own office, where he sat in stony silence for a few moments, before viciously yanking open his desk drawer and removing the folder that contained the press cuttings he had amassed since Grimalkin had left the school.  

As always, Snape wondered why he had this obsession with Anders Grimalkin.  It was partly because he was waiting – still – for the opportunity to humiliate the young man as much as he, Snape, had been humiliated that day in the duelling class. Partly. With an exasperated sigh, he began to scan the

articles, hoping to find something ‘useful’ for the Headmaster.  

His concentration was rudely broken when a large owl flew in and dropped a note on his desk.  "Professor Snape,” he read.  "You must bring me one of your stronger restorative potions straight away.  Professor Grimalkin has taken a serious turn for the worst.  I have done what I can for him, but I don’t know that it’s enough." It was signed, "Poppy Pomfrey."

Snape stared at the note for a few moments, and then got to his feet, only to duck down when a second, smaller owl flew in, dropping another note. "PS. Severus - bring Miss Hawkwood with you, please."

Dislike and distrust Grimalkin he may, but he was under obligation to Albus Dumbledore to act in the best interests of any colleague.  And, if he would only care to admit it aloud, he did not like to see Grimalkin suffering at the hands of his merciless illness. IF he cared to admit it. Swiftly, he mixed the restorative together, and, his robes flying behind him, hurried to the Great Hall where he assumed Nimue would be, taking breakfast with the other students.  

He was deeply disturbed by Poppy Pomfrey’s request – and a part of him harboured the hope that Nimue would not be there.  She had troubles enough without getting involved with a man like Anders Grimalkin. He entered the Great Hall and spotted her immediately, talking quietly with her friend, Kathryn Black. “Miss Hawkwood,” he called across to her.  “I must speak with you most urgently, please.”

Nimue looked up when she heard Professor Snape address her and left Kat's side immediately to cross over to where he was standing. She was both curious and a little afraid as to what could be so urgent.

"Yes, Professor?"

Wordlessly, Snape handed her the first note he had received from Madam Pomfrey and watched her carefully for her response. "She requested that I ask you to attend with me," said the Potions 

Master.  "I am on my way now if you wish to accompany me."

Without waiting for a response, Snape turned and stalked from the Great Hall.

Nimue read the note but kept her composure. "Certainly Professor" though he had already turned to leave. She followed, managing just about to keep pace with him to the Hospital Wing.

Breakfast Continues

Andy woke up wearing the same clothes he wore at the feast. Was he? Yes, he was late for breakfast. He slowly got up, took a shower, and put on a clean robe. He couldn't keep his eyes open. He needed to wake up. He needed coffee.

Andy grabbed his wand and books and headed down to the Great Hall. While he was walking, he began to ponder on why he hadn't heard Marvo come up last night. He arrived at the Hall grabbing a handful of bacon, a cup of coffee, and a seat by Nimue and Kat.

"Hi," he said sitting down. He soon realised that Snape was standing right there, talking to Nimue. He 

quickly shut his mouth and gave a confused glance at Kat. He then began to eat his breakfast.

Kat looked to see if Nimue would go and see Anders. Of course she would, but she still watched.

When Andy turned up and sat down she chuckled. "Andy! Are you having a bad day by any chance?" She grinned at him and her eyes were sparkling.  "Do you not realise that you have just sat at the Ravenclaw table? Nimue came over to see me. You are welcome to stay though. Here have some strong coffee." She poured him a cup from the pot, and passed it to him.   "I have to admit that I miss us sitting on the same table like last term, I have few friends that are Ravenclaws."

Andy looked around and noticed a bunch of Ravenclaw boys looking at him angrily. 

"Oh, I need to talk to Marvo," he said. "And I thought he'd come here before going to the Gryffindor table. Figuring we could all eat together, but it seems Nimue might be leaving." He was rambling.

Marvo didn't take long to get changed. his wardrobe consisted of black, black, and for special occasions... back. However he did take as long as he could, partly because he mind was elsewhere, and also he was not sure what to do when he got to the hall. Protocol said he should sit at the Gryffindor table. but of course he wanted to go to the Ravenclaw table.

He hated having to make decisions. Still. he now stood just outside the hall and saw Snape leave and Nimue follow. He must remember to ask her what that's all about. He hoped she wasn't in trouble.

So he took a deep breath and walked into the hall. He saw Andy sitting next to Kat and smiles, joining them. " Hello Andy"

He looked over to Kat and smiled " Hello Kat"

He was unsure if it would be proper to kiss her, but decided probably best not to, so he just smiled. which probably looked even sillier.

Kat grinned at Andy looking a little out of place.  "Marvo! Hi." She grinned at him, staring probably a little more than she should.  Then she remembered herself. "You come to keep the Ravenclaws company too?"

She looked up to the other Ravenclaws, "I invited my friends to join me. I don't do it all the time so just bear it!" she turned back to Marvo. "You took your time getting changed after... " Kat blushed.

*******

Upon Marvo's entry, Nathan looks up. "Had a hard night, Ward?" he calls out through the hall with a nasty smirk. "Saw any spiders? Heard they creep around a lot at night in and around the castle..."

Marvo turns slowly to Nathan. " Ah, Nathan. Surprised you can still stand after last night. Or didn't

Arcadia see that Valentine Message from your Girlfriend?" With a smile Marvo turns back to Kat.

" You'll have to excuse us Kat, We better go to the Gryffindor Table"

Kat looked disappointed. "You don't have to. I mean I've seen them do it." She pointed at the guys who had been smirking. "Anyway I have no-one else to have breakfast with."

Nathan is unimpressed. "For an annoying know-it-all, you know remarkably little. Belle is not and has never been my girlfriend but I'm sure the great Auror already knows that."

"Then of course we will stay Kathryn" Marvo says ignoring Nathan completely. Marvo takes a seat next to Kat. " Ah. Breakfast. most important meal of the day" He reaches out and takes a big plate of....

Fruit! 

Kat grinned again. "Thanks."  She notices that lack of bacon. "Not eating bacon then, being as you 

can here?"

Marvo's smile fails slightly " Watch..."  He puts his hand towards a plate of bacon and as the fingers get within an inch you hear a slight 'sizzling' sound and Marvo pulls his hand back very quickly, the fingers slightly red.

" Mad Eye's way of making sure I stick to my diet" He says sadly, looking longingly at the bacon.

"You've got to be kidding me," said Andy. "That's awful." He looked down at his plate of bacon and sulked. "I almost feel guilty eating this," he said. "Shall I move? I don't mind."

Marvo laughs. " No, No it's okay Andy. I can cope"

"Oh" Kat looked surprised, and then giggled. "It's quite effective then. Have you tried not using your fingers to eat it?"

Marvo points at his throat. " Tried a levitation spell... Couldn't talk for a week!" However he did give a small smile as he bit into an apple. Under the table his gives Kat's knee a quick squeeze.

"Ooooo. I bet that wasn't nice." Kat decided to change the subject. "So Andy, you wanted to talk to Marvo. Are you able to talk with me here?"

"No it's okay, Kat." Andy said. "I just wanted to know where you were last night. I didn't even hear you come in. I got in a little late myself." He took a piece of bacon and ate it. "So where were you?"

Marvo concentrates hard on eating his apple, pretending not to have heard.

"Got in late, huh?" Madison overhearing from the next table said to Andy. "Were you playing a little *hockey* with a certain Slytherin?  I think I saw her practising on someone in the hall," she said with a wink and a smirk.  

Andy gave a confused glance towards Madison. He shrugged and turned back to Marvo and Kat.

"Is anyone going to answer me or is it private?"

Kat looked at Marvo, but as he was pretending not to hear she turned back to Andy.

"Well, with all these other people around we weren't getting much time together, so we went for a walk. We ended up sat having some personal time together and sleeping under the stars. Hope you weren't too worried." 

Kat was blushing deeply as she said this although she was desperately trying not to. Under the table she secretly squeezed Marvo's leg, hoping that he would understand why she had said this as opposed to anything else.

"Personal time?"  Madison laughed.  "Oh, really, as bad as Katia!  Oh, you don't have to be embarrassed, Kat," she said, noticing her blushing.  "And now that Marvo's in shape, it must be so 

much nicer..."

Kat was glad that Madison hadn't worked out the cause for her blushing. Maybe they could keep it secret for a while. She looked a little relieved... But, unthinkingly biting her lip she looked back at 

Andy.

Madison froze for a moment, a look of desperation in her eyes.  She  opened her mouth as if to say something, then closed it quickly, the look in her eyes gone.  Getting up, she hurried out of the Great Hall without a backward glance. 

Marvo didn't say anything during this, he just continued to eat his apple. However he did go slightly red and seemed to have found something very interesting about the teapot.

"Oh no," Andy said. "I wasn't worried. I was just...curious you could say. Some night last night. With the fire demon and all."

Andy had forgotten completely about this kiss with Katia. A little spell on Asriel's part had been the cause of it. He got up, went to the trashcan, and threw his trash away completely oblivious to the fact that Kat and Marvo were playing footsie.

Elia sat down at the Gryffindor table to grab a quick breakfast before heading off to Herbology. She noticed that Randal seemed to be looking for her, so she waved and smiled at him before going back to 

her food.

*********

While Marvo seems to be ignoring Nathan now, Arcadia is looking straight at him. " What message?"

She sounds quite serious and Pantalaimon stands up next to her.

Nathan sighs. "The French stuff hovering over the Forest last night, in case you noticed in spite of being a bit out of yourself. Belle sent it to me, though how I don't know." He shrugs. "So what? I got a lot of other Valentine messages as well..."

" But I..."  Arcadia cuts off. " Oh. yes... well that's okay then." She goes back to her toast, not smiling now, and Pantalaimon still standing watching Nathan.

Randal wandered into the hall late. He had received an owl early that morning and had to reply to it immediately.

He sat down at the Slytherin table and took a couple of slices of toast and a mug of coffee. He glanced across at the Gryffindor table to see if Elia was around.

"Morning guys" Dorothy Perkins looks dazed and sleepy as she reached the Slytherin table, "Mme P says I'm better now. I feel like I've been in that damn infirmary for weeks. What's been happening?"

"You missed the Valentine Ball which was pretty boring." Morticia shrugs. "Apart from most of us getting pretty drunk and who knows what else. Do you feel better?"

"I feel a lot better thanks. They found out I had a bad case of Transformation Flu, but not before I'd turned a couple of the Gryffindor 1st years into toads!" She sniggers.

Nathan looks up and smiles at her. "Oh, I don't think we've met yet - Nathan Lagrand, pleased to meet you. I've only transferred from Beauxbatons a couple of weeks ago."

"Hi Nathan, I've been in the hospital for a while, so I'm a bit out of the communication loop. What's been happening? I've heard lots of commotion and people running up and down the hall screaming. Was the ball good?" She smiles.

Katia had returned to the Slytherin table, though she wasn't eating anything more. As Andy walked past, she thrust out her leg in his way. Was it Andy or Asriel, she wondered. If it was Andy, she was in 

for a dark look, if not, she could hope for a kiss... or more...

"Oh, Katia," said Andy. "I should have known I would find you hear...near the trash."

He gave her a look of anger. "If you'll excuse me I have to get back to my friends. Don't you wish 

you had some?" 

Katia glared coldly at Andy. "Watch where you're going, Warden. There are some fifth-years looking for you, and I don't think you'd like to be found. They didn't look happy. And," she added, glancing over at Kat and Marvo, "I think they would rather not have an interfering little pinprick like you bothering them."

Andy stared at her for a couple seconds and then began to walk away. "He's not coming back," he said to her. "So you're wasting your time."

He paused and turned around, facing her. "What do you want from me? Why do you want me to go through so much pain? Did you know it hurts when he comes in me? It hurts... What did I ever do to 

you?" he asked in a hush whisper.

Katia looked politely confused. "Who are you talking about?" she asked loudly, then hissed, "He created you, you stupid little boy. You're not *real*." Her eyes narrowed, and she looked disappointed. 

She *had* to get that pendant...

"Get the hell away from me," said Andy. "I want nothing to do with you."

He looked at her with cold eyes. "I know you love Asriel," he said flat out. "There's no denying it. I can

see it in your eyes. Every time you think it's Asriel I can see how you look at me. I'm surprised you haven't interacted with each other yet. I would have figured you wanted him so badly it hurt. And you'll stop at nothing to get what you want. Isn't that right, Katia?"

He paused, "Well let me be the first to tell you...this time it's different. This time you're not getting what you want." He turned to walk away. "Oh," he said, "and one more thing."

Andy walked so close to her their lips were almost touching. "You'd better watch it, Katia. If you make a move to try and free him, I'll kill him."

Katia stared at him, for the second time in her life too stunned for words. Almost without her own volition, her hand whipped around and she slapped him, hard, across the cheek. Then she turned and walked out the door, slowly and calmly enough to keep Andy from knowing he'd won. As soon as she was out of eyeshot, however, she broke into a run, heading out onto the grounds to think somewhere where no one could see her cry.

Andy touched his cheek. Ouch. Damn that hurt. Katia might be a snob but she had a good arm. He slowly walked back to his seat where he saw Marvo and Kat.

"Did you see that?" he asked. "That bi..." He sighed, "I just...I know she's good. I know she's got an ounce of goodness in her. I just don't know why she doesn't show it. What's the point of being 

so evil? So...so mean?"

He looked down. He didn't understand. And yet even though his cheek hurt, deep down he knew...

He won.

Marvo looks slightly concerned as Andy walks back to the table. But he decides that now was not the time to ask questions.

" Well. Hadn't you two be getting ready for your next lesson?" He says, trying to lighten the slight atmosphere that had developed.

Kat looked slightly disappointed. "How long are you staying here for? Will I see you later? What are you going to do with your day?"

Marvo turns to Kat and smiles. " I'm not sure... as long as I can of course. and of course you will see

me later. I have some 'training' to do this morning. I'm sure we will see each other between lessons at least. I may even pop into one or two. What do you have now?"

"Herbology. I guess I will see you later then." She gave Marvo a kiss on the cheek and got up to leave.

"Are you coming Andy?"

"Yea," Andy said to Kat. "I'm coming. Bye Marvo. See you later I guess." He got up and walked with Kat toward Herbology.

"So, Kat, did Marvo say how long he's going to stay?"

Randal noticed Elia wave, but did not go to talk to her.  He also noticed Kat getting ready to leave Marvo at the Ravenclaw table. He got up and wandered over to where Marvo was. "Marvo, may I have a quiet word with you?"

Snape's Conscience and Nimue's Vigil

"Severus!  I'm so glad you're here," said Madam Pomfrey, greeting them at the door.  "I hope that the

potion succeeds where I've failed."  She looked quite agitated.  "I can cure most magical ailments, but

Professor Grimalkin's malady is very physical in nature."

Snape nodded curtly and looked past her to where Anders Grimalkin was coughing his lungs up quite

literally behind her.  "Miss Hawkwood, please wait here for a moment," he said.  He would spare her the sight of the young Professor in such a pitiful state.  Not out of respect to Grimalkin, oh, no.  But because he was genuinely fond of Nimue and did not want to see her distressed.

He crossed to stand next to Grimalkin.  The man's face was bathed in sweat and the pale face almost

iridescent in its waxiness.  A thin trickle of blood ran from the DADA Professor's mouth and with every breath he drew, his back arched in agony.  Snape pursed his lips.

"Professor," he said, calling to the other man. "Professor, I have a potion here that will help you,

but you must co-operate.  Do you hear me?"

Anders said nothing, but the fingers gripping the sheets relaxed and he reached out to clutch at Snape's

hand with his own.  Snape coolly removed his grip and unstoppered the vial.  He reached over and

surprisingly gently, prised open Anders' mouth, pouring the contents of the vial in very slowly.

At first he felt a jolt of concern that the potion was not strong enough, or that he had simply left it too

late.  But then the horrific spasm began to pass, and the boy's breathing grew natural again.  Snape nodded in satisfaction.

Another point to him.   "Miss Hawkwood, please sit with Professor Grimalkin for a few moments whilst I speak to Madam Pomfrey."

As Snape returned from Anders' bedside, Nimue wanted to ask him what was wrong with Anders. Aside from the how bad Anders sounded, she could tell from Snape's manner that it must be very serious.  

*Was he dying?* she knew it was possible. Maybe that is why she had been summoned as well. She knew that whatever Snape wanted to discuss with Madame Pomfrey wasn't for her ears. She did as instructed and went to sit beside Anders feeling somewhat helpless in the circumstances and not sure what she should do. So, she just watched him breath. 

Snape crossed to where Madam Pomfrey stood, biting her lip and looking at the Potions Master nervously.

"He will live, Poppy," said Severus.  "It was good that you contacted me when you did, otherwise I fear

that may very well no longer be the truth.  What happened?"

"He had been doing so well," responded the nurse, relief on her face.  "The Headmaster came to see him this morning and they spoke together for a short while.  When Professor Dumbledore left,

Anders...Professor Grimalkin was sleeping peacefully. Then he began having some terrible nightmare or other, and that led to his coughing fit..."

Snape nodded.  "Indeed.  Well, I will mix some more of that potion directly.  It is very strong and will

leave our dear young DADA Professor a little weak on an emotional level, but it will presumably be better than the alternative for him right now."  

He turned to Nimue. "Miss Hawkwood, I am going to require your assistance in getting together the ingredients necessary for a batch of this potion."  He held up the mostly-empty vial.  "Please go to my stores and get the following."

He reeled off a list of ingredients that wrote themselves down on the parchment that magically

appeared before him.  "Then," he added, "meet me in the classroom with them."

Then, surprisingly, he seemed to relent.  "And when you have done that, please return here.  Someone is going to have to watch Professor Grimalkin closely, and neither I nor Madam Pomfrey have the time to waste."

"Yes Professor" Nimue murmured taking the list. She was relived that she would be allowed to return to the Hospital Wing after undertaking the errand. 

However, she couldn't leave without asking the question foremost her mind. She addressed the Potions Master on the matter because she knew he would be forthright with her and not attempt to shield her from the truth.  "Professor Snape - please tell me - is he dying?"

Snape fixed Nimue with a cold, almost angry look, then seemed to sag somewhat.  "I cannot lie to you about this, Miss Hawkwood," he confessed.  "It is good for Professor Grimalkin that Madam Pomfrey 

summoned me when she did, because, yes, he was dying."

It sounded harsh, even to him.  He cast a sideways glance at the Professor, then looked back.  "I make no guarantees that he will survive this, however.  That, I am afraid, is now very much up to him.  If he has the will to live, then he will.  If he feels the need to give up, then he will.  The matter is out of my hands.  All I can do is assist Madam Pomfrey in making him comfortable until he either returns to health, or..."   He let it hang.

"Thank you, Professor, for your honesty and for doing what you have for him."  Nimue's voice was calm and clear, carrying in it a note of authority that belied her age and their respective stations as 

student and teacher.

"I will be as quick as I can." With that she left the Infirmary. With a will that even surprised herself, she suppressed any sense of dread she was feeling at Snape's words and concentrated on the task at hand.

Once the ingredients were retrieved and delivered to Snape she would return. She was determined to do something other than merely watch over Anders while he decided whether he had the will to live. She had no idea what – it was just a sense that unlike Snape she could not accept that the matter was out of her hands. 

"Very good, Miss Hawkwood," said the Potions Master as she left the room.  Turning back to Madam Pomfrey, he gave her the quarter-full vial.  "This will ease the convulsions.  However, it sounds - and 

looks - to me very much like his lungs are refusing to go much farther.  If he doesn't stop coughing like that soon...then, I am afraid Professor Dumbledore will be looking to fill the DADA position rather sooner than he feared."

He left a dumbstruck Madam Pomfrey and headed down to his classroom, wondering the whole time just why he even cared.

He sat at his desk and waited for Nimue to return with the ingredients from the stores.

Nimue collected the ingredients as swiftly as she could though taking care she had everything Snape had requested. She loaded them into a spare cauldron and made her way to Snape's classroom. She found him there awaiting her arrival and placed them on the desk beside him. 

She knew Professor Snape disliked his colleague intensely but she also knew he was at heart honourable. That his considerable skills in potion making would not be compromised by that dislike. She wished she knew words that might move him to care more about his patient but she thought that to break through his detachment was beyond the power of anyone - at least anyone living.

"Again, Professor thank you for all you are doing for Professor Grimalkin." she looked as though she wished to say more but meeting his eyes realised it would be a futile gesture. 

Nimue returned to the Hospital Wing, finding that while Snape may not have thought Madame Pomfrey had the 'time to waste' to watch over the young Professor, she had in fact been attending to him. 

Without any fuss or words, Madame Pomfrey allowed Nimue to resume her position sitting at the side of Anders' hospital bed. Nimue settled in determined that she would remain by his side until he had made his choice whether to live or to die. 

While her heart cried out to somehow persuade him to live, she knew of the pain and burdens he carried. The legacy of a harsh childhood and youth as well as what he had suffered in those months in Azkaban. Afterwards the continued torment of memory and mistrust. Perhaps death would seem a release? Thus, if he chose death, she resolved that she would be his guide on that final journey.

She reached out to gently touch his hand and allowed her breathing to match his. Although her eyes remained open, she began to slip into an altered state of consciousness in which she became acutely aware of his life energy. She would know if the crises came and stand with him either way. 

Nimue had sunk deep within herself. At some point her eyes must have closed but she did not know when.

There was little jolt of surprise when she found herself standing by an ancient oak tree, her hand resting upon its bark. She was aware that she was deep within a forest. Before the oak lay open space where no 

trees had grown. In its centre was a stone bier. It too looked ancient, crumbling. Upon it were carved runic markings. As she moved closer to examine it, she was suddenly aware she was not alone in the glade. She saw the figure of a man; he appeared to be both ancient and youthful - strong and yet fragile.  He wore a strange cloak, which appeared to have been woven from the moss of trees and the feathers of birds. His hair and beard were long and wild and his eyes transfixed her as she stood.

"Who might this be?" his voice sounded very familiar to her as though it were a voice from dream or memory. 

"Nimue, daughter of the House of the Merlin" she responded as though meeting a ritual challenge from the ancient.   

"Welcome Daughter of the Merlin, why come you to this place?"

She wasn't sure where exactly she was so this was impossible to answer.  The last thing she remembered was sitting next to Anders' hospital bed waiting to see if he would choose life or death. However, Hogwarts now seemed so far away…. Yet words came unbidden to her lips.

"I seek to know the will of the Land." She held out her hand to the old man, surprised to find that upon her palm lay the dragon pendant that she had given to Anders yesterday - it seemed a lifetime ago.  

He smiled, "The answer to that question already lies within your heart." 

She started to protest that she did not understand what he meant but then realised there was a more important question.  "Will he live?" 

"The answer to that question lies in his heart" he replied in a voice that was almost seemed to be teasing her. She looked down at the pendant that now seemed warm within her hand. She looked up and the old man was gone, yet she thought she heard a sound in the wind, felt the brush of a wing near her face.  She looked up into the sky to seek the bird's flight and found that instead she was looking at the ceiling of the Hospital Wing. 

********

Somewhere, in the depths of his semi-conscious state, Anders knew Nimue was there with him.  Something about the way his heart seemed to lighten when her fingers laced with his.  Part of him cried out for her, whilst the rest of him threatened to drag him under the murky waters that were closing in on him.

He was in terrible pain, physically, and emotionally.  Death seemed like such an easy option, and the confused young Professor was almost desperate to grasp at oblivion like it was the only thing that could 

save him.  The only thing...  Nimue...

An impossible dream, a futile wish, something that could Never Be.  Why was he even wasting his thoughts on something he knew that he could not have, no matter how he yearned, how he raged, how he cried? Because, just maybe...

Another spasm of coughing wracked his body, and the hand holding Nimue's tightened.  This was it.  This was how it felt just before you died.  He savoured every breath he took, terrified that each 

would be the last. He was so very, very afraid.

Yet deep inside Anders Grimalkin there was a tiny core, a splinter of inner strength that finally, after years of waiting, saw its opportunity to press forward.  And that core of strength reamed its way from his heart and spread around his body.  The agony in the young man's face drained, to be replaced by a look of profound peace.  If not for the fact that his chest continued to rise and fall, the expression was almost one of a man who had died and was now resting in peace.

His blue eyes opened and turned to meet Nimue's.  

Nimue looked down and as she did Anders' eyes opened and met hers with an expression of calm confidence that radiated an inner strength and purpose. In that timeless moment, soul called to soul and she found that indeed she knew that the old man had spoken true.

And in them was a calm, rational, ageless expression that was totally alien to the nervous, shy man's face.  It gave his visage an air of confidence and experience that he should not have possessed.

"All is as it should be," he said cryptically, in a soft, low voice.  He moved his hand to stroke her cheek.  "His time WILL come." Still coughing slightly, Anders' hand went limp again and he closed 

his eyes, slipping back into a light doze.

Relief flooded through her as she watched him lie back and pass into normal sleep. 

***********

Marvo had kisses Kat back and smiles as she leaves. He says goodbye to Andy and gives a 'dark look' to the other Ravenclaws who don't seem too pleased.

He looks over to the Gryffindor table and sees that Nimue has not returned, and nor has Snape.

Strange, he thinks to himself, but he was sure he would see her soon but he was not yet sure what he would say to her. Things had certainly changed now!

He appeared to be so lost in his thoughts that he completely did not see or hear Randal Fudge's request to chat. Marvo decided that before he started his training he would go up to the hospital wing and see what had happened to Grimalkin. Not that he was concerned, more that he wanted to find out how much of a 'threat' he was. And he reminded himself he needed to make an appointment with Dumbledore.

'Typical,' thought Randal. Marvo had obviously had things on his mind. Randal followed him at a discreet distance.

Marvo walked to the hospital wing, saying hello to a few people as they go by and was feeling quite happy as he reached the door and looked in. Then he saw Grimalkin..... And Nimue holding his hand. He heart stops (metaphorically).

'So it's true' He whispers to himself. He had know it all along of course, since he first saw them dancing together. But he could not believe it. Not until now. Now he could see the look in her eyes. The same sort of look he saw in Kat's eyes. But this could not be.... SHOULD not be!

Anger rose within him, his wand appeared in his left hand and his face reddened.

But Still.....there was Nimue, so obviously concerned about the Professor He imagined how he would feel if it was Kat there. Nimue was like a sister to him. like his blood, and his family had always said how 'important' blood was.

But he also knew that Nimue was not a child. true, she was the same age as him, well, sort of. But she was always far more 'mature' than he was. And as such he had sort her advice on 'matters of the heart'. So who was he to say if her feeling were 'right or wrong' if it had been anyone else, ANYONE, he would have been so happy. but not him. not a murderer, an ex-inmate of Azkaban!

" This won't do" He says. And walks away. His wand still showing in his hand. However, he didn't go further into the room. Later, he thought to himself. Later.

As Marvo turns round in the infirmary door, Randal walks out confidently towards him. At least if Marvo was too busy thinking this time, then he would actually bump into Randal.

"Marvo, I am glad I found you. I need to talk to you."

" Not NOW Fudge" Marvo was not in the mood for conversation.

"Yes now Ward!" Randal stood in his way. "I received this owl this morning." He shows Marvo a letter. "It is from Mad Eye Moody. He suggests that I will be escorting you back to the ministry just in 

case anything goes wrong." He waited to see how Marvo would react.

Marvo Stops. " Hmm. I see. why?" Marvo is very sharp with Randal. not to pleased by this turn of events and inwardly a little concerned as to why he needed to come along.

"You can read as well as I. He does not say. Presumably in case anything happens to you. After all you have already died once!"

Randal is not impressed with Marvo's attitude. "I can't say it pleases me either. But at least I don't have to run around trying to sort out what my betrothed is getting up to whilst trying to entertain a second fancy!"

Marvo turns RED in front of Randal. " HOW DARE you talk of my 'problems' Don't think it hasn't been noted what your sister has been up to! And I've never been one to believe in the good twin / bad twin myth! One bad two bad I say. I know your game Fudge. Your as much after power as your sister, you're just not quite as stupid as she is..."

Marvo starts to poke Randal in the chest. " And YOU... YOU.. can just take this note and... and... STUFF IT"  He pushes Randal to one side, throws the note to the floor and starts to storm off.

Randal sighed. As Marvo pushes past Randal whips round and grabs him by, for want of a better expression, the scruff of the neck.

"Believe what you want. Just like you believe that Anders is evil. This once I will let the comment about my sister pass, but you might like to reconsider the note. I have no choice but to accompany you 

whether either of us wants it or not." He drops Marvo from his grip and turns away. He has disappeared before Marvo can turn around again.

Marvo brushes down his robe and simply goes 'Huff' And storms off to get changed.

********

~This is what it's like being dead,~ thought Anders, wonderingly.  ~This feeling of warm contentment...like nothing bad is ever going to happen again.~  He slowly became aware of a bright light in front of his eyes as he opened them.  He held his breath, wondering just what the afterlife had brought him.  It was most definitely an angel. But he was not dead. "Nimue?"

The expression that had touched him only minutes before seemed to have departed, but had left in its stead a calm exterior and - a slight quirking of the lips that could, in a favourable light and with a following wind, be called a contented smile.

He coughed slightly, but the stabbing pain in his lungs did not follow.  Whatever was in Snape's potion was certainly effective.  And not very tasty.

Madam Pomfrey chose this moment to bustle up.  "Professor?" She put a hand to his head and looked surprised.  "Your fever has definitely broken," she observed, "but then it did that last night.  Miss 

Hawkwood...it may be appropriate for you to return to class now...but if you wish to stay..."  The nurse's face softened a little.  "Then I will gladly sign the Exemption Form."

The grateful look that Anders shot her was all the reward she needed as she went about her business, again marvelling at the delicate Professor's rather resilient constitution.

Nimue smiled as Madame Pomfrey left. "Anders, shall I stay or shall I go now and come back later? You need to get as much sleep as you can and I'd hate to be a distraction."

"I like your kind of distraction," he said, shyly.  "But...I am very tired."

He chewed on his lip for a few moments, and then said, in a very small voice, "Do you think...the garden...we could try that again?"  His blue eyes were pleading.  "It's so...peaceful there."

He was referring to a private conversation they had had the day before his birthday, when they had discovered something.. rather remarkable about each other and a certain ability that they seemed to 

share.

"Yes, we could try." she murmured: "If we both just close our eyes and remember the garden." it's memory came back to her with a tangible quality, "we feel the breeze on our faces and the sunlight warming us. The scent of its flowers, and under our feet the soft grass. ...In the centre of the garden is a fountain from which flows sweet waters...."

"So...peaceful," he breathed as he closed his eyes.  His fingers twined around Nimue's again, her small, delicate hand becoming a part of his own - and then he could feel that breeze she described, hear 

the soothing babble of the brook...smell the flowers...

"So peaceful," he repeated, with no small amount of relief and satisfaction in his voice.  This was the place.  This was where he could rest, untouched by hands other than those of people - or a person - who cared for him.  No nightmares could touch him here.  No terrors could breach that garden wall.

He was safe. And he slept.

Herbology Lesson and Marvo's Announcement

Professor Sprout bustled up to where the three students were gathered in the snow. "Now, now," she chided, "haven't you had breakfast?" 

Seeing Niki's sullen frown, she pursed her lips and opened the door of one of the greenhouses. "In here today, chaps. Take a seat in the warm, and we'll start when the bell rings." She glanced at her watch. "Another quarter of an hour, so make yourselves comfortable." 

She indicated a number of tables and chairs in one half of the greenhouse. As she left again, they could hear her muttering, "The whole year having classes together... *Totally* reorganise my schedule..."

Niki pulled her books from her bag, then put her head down on the table and stared at the wall. Exactly what she *didn't* need was Katia being her normal self right now, particularly when Dylan was 

already unhappy... She sighed heavily.

Katia glanced around the room, sneered at Niki, and stalked out, in search of more interesting companions.

Niki smiled a bit. "Thank God," she whispered.

Dylan watched Katia's retreating figure with hard, steely eyes.  This was not a good morning.  He wasn't bad at Herbology; in fact, though he was loath to admit it, he rather liked it.  It was a refreshing 

change to make things grow in the earth rather than being beneath it.  He glanced to Niki, and his scowl deepened.  He'd made her unhappy.  Well, he wasn't so happy himself.  Dylan shoved his hands into his pockets, huddled in his black cloak, scowling darkly at the world.

Professor Sprout bustled back inside, pulling on heavy dragonhide gloves. "Come on, Mr. Rhydderch, Miss Pheidippides, you can help me set up." She picked up a large pot. The plant in it was tall, and the 

leaves were a strange shiny reddish colour. There was a large sting on the underside of the larger leaves. 

"We're pruning the Venomous Tentacula today," she explained. "It can give you a nasty rash, so you'd better put on your dragonhide gloves. Come on!" she added, seeing that they didn't move. "Put two pots on each table."

Dylan nodded a little, and pulled on his gloves.  He never liked to wear the gloves--there were too many things the young Welshman associated with the feel of them, but he cleared his mind of those 

thoughts. Going to help Professor Sprout, he put the pots on the tables, trying his best not to seem too surly.

Niki began to put the pots on the tables, casting dubious looks at the long tentacles that crept towards her hands. She bumped into Dylan as she laid a pot on one of the tables, but moved on with only 

a muttered, "Excuse me."

Dylan was rather fascinated by the plants, his interest marred only by Niki, and how guilty he was beginning to feel.  He didn't mean to be short with her, but there was too much happening that she didn't-- no, couldn't understand.  He sighed, glancing at her, but focused his attention on the plants and his handling of them.

Yvette had walked up, footsteps silently crunching in the snow. She stomped to get the snow off of her shoes, then stepped inside the greenhouse. She put her things down on the nearest flat surface, and 

began digging around for her gloves.  

"Gotcha!" She said triumphantly, then realised there were other students around. Her cheeks flushed slightly, and she grinned sheepishly before finding a chair to sit in.

"G'morning," Niki said to the new arrivals. She had finished setting out the pots, and was sitting well back from the one on her table, eyeing it with mistrust.

Madison entered the greenhouse and found a seat next to Yvette.  She shifted uncomfortably, as if unsure what to do, then quickly regained her composure. "Hey, Yvette...How's it going?"

"My head hurts, but I'm great." Yvette smiles uncertainly at Maddy, grey eyes concerned. "Is something wrong?"

"Yes, I'm fine...I guess that punch last night is catching up with me," Madison answered, sighing and pulling on her gloves.  "So what are we doing today?"

"Pruning the Venomous Tentacula," Niki said, groaning theatrically. It didn't seem to be all theatrics, though. She looked tired and nervous.

Professor Sprout looked around at the steadily filling greenhouse. "Well, put on your gloves, all of you, and be careful of the Venomous Tentacula. The bell will ring in just a moment." Most of the third-years looked like they were suffering from hangovers. "Cheer up, chaps, we're pruning the Venomous Tentacula today, so you'll need to be alert."

Professor Sprout moved towards one of the tables and adjusted the pot on it. "The bell ought to be ringing any minute now," she said, looking disapprovingly at the empty seats.

A moment later, a loud bell can be heard from the castle. "Well, we'll just have to start without them," she said sternly. She proceeded to explain how one went about pruning the Venomous Tentacula.

The class passed very quickly the students reluctant to chat much around such temperamental plants.

Professor Sprout looked around and the buckets of withered leaves. When the bell rang, she waved her wand and the buckets emptied themselves. "All right, chaps, go on to your next class. Those of you 

who don't take Divination, remember that Mr. Filch strictly enforces the rules against magic in the hallways. You wouldn't want to get a detention." 

Was it just their imaginations, or did her eyes dart to Niki and then to Dylan? "All right, go ahead..." she said, gesturing them out of the greenhouse.

*******

During the Herbology Lesson at some point, if any of the students happened to be looking out of the window they would have seen  Marvo 'jogging' Wearing a black jump-suit.

As Anders now seemed to be sleeping peacefully, Nimue took her leave of the Hospital Wing again thanking Madame Pomfrey for allowing her to have stayed with him.

She noted from her watch that Herbology was probably nearly finished but she wanted at least to advise Professor Sprout of the reason for her absence and to see if there was any homework. S 

As she approached the Greenhouse she saw Marvo obviously undertaking some of his training. She thought this might be a good time to at least say hello properly to him. After all, as Kat had said over breakfast he had been willing to give Anders a chance before the fire demon incident and maybe he would again. 

As she drew near she called and waved to him to get his attention.

Marvo was quite enjoying his run. When he had first been given this new training regime he ha hated it, especially the diet! But the running he quite liked, the freedom and tranquillity of the grounds were far better than his usual training area.

As he passes the greenhouse his thoughts obviously go to Kat. He smiles and reminded himself to ask her how her lessons were going.  And he had a feeling that Andy wanted to talk to him soon too.

Then he spotted Nimue waving at him an slowed and waved back. Slightly out of breath an sweating he jogs up next to her. " Hi Lizzy" he said with a smile "What'cha doing?"

During his run he had decided that as far as any interaction with Nimue was concerned, Grimalkin was not a subject he wanted to think, let alone talk, about.

"Hey, Marvo", she had bristled slightly at his use of 'Lizzy' but decided to let it go. "I was just on my way to see Professor Sprout. I missed class so thought that rather than go in late as soon as the session is over I'd apologise and see if there is any homework."

She smiled at him, " I know things didn't go well last night between us last night but it is good to see you. You are looking really well and it is wonderful to see Kat looking so happy. She has been missing you so much."

Marvo smiled back. " Yes, everything is great. I was speaking to her at Breakfast"

He was a little lost as to want to say, not even wanting to acknowledge a 'problem' last night, because that might bring 'him' into the conversation. " I'm not sure yet how long I'll be staying, but I will be going away for a bit soon, Unfortunately, it will be with Randal! But I guess it means I'll be able to keep an eye on him. And anyway, I'm going to ask if I can stay on here a bit. Most of my training I can do here just as well, and...."

What could he say 'And I want to be able to keep an eye on Grimalkin' was what he meant, but...

" And it will be nice to spend some time with my friends"

He looks over to the greenhouse. "I'll walk you there... If that's okay?"

"Yes that would be nice." Replied Nimue, "Oh, that will be great if you could stay a while. It was such a shock to everyone when you left so suddenly. We've all missed you."

She wondered if she should broach the subject of the engagement. "How are you feeling these days about 'us'? Any brainwaves? Kat said something to me this morning that made me feel a little sad about our 'problem' and all."

Marvo looks away from Nimue,  " Oh. erm, well not really. Mad Eye wasn't much help as you know, did your Father get back to you? You sent him an owl didn't you"

She shrugged her shoulders, "He's written about other things of course but he hasn't mentioned my letter directly. Mother did though, she said he was going to consult the Oracle of the Land about the marriage. I took that as a good sign - that there may be some uncertainty in his mind as to whether it is 'meant to be' after all. I guess we were meant to fall in love and well we didn't did we?"

She looked thoughtful, "So I think it's a matter of them sorting out the personal stuff from the political. You don't get on with your family so will they really care that much if it doesn't go ahead?"

He takes a breath, and as 'casually' as possible asks " So, erm... what did Kat say?....... exactly?"

She considered the question about Kat, "Oh, it wasn't that much she probably didn't realise it touched a sore spot. I was teasing her about keeping you out so late and that we wouldn't want things to get more 

complicated than they were." Nimue slightly blushed here, "she just asked how much more complicated could it get as she wanted to be with you all the time and how I had to marry you when it was unlikely you'd ever love me. 

As she didn't mention how it would be for you it made me think that well maybe you wouldn't feel you had to give her up or anything. That we'd go through the ceremony for the sake of the family and all but you two might still be together. I couldn't stand that."

" Oh that won't happen" said Marvo, answering the last comment first. " So you really think your father thinks the marriage might not be right? That's..."  He was about to say 'great', but had a feeling that might not be the right way to put it (SEE! he IS learning!) "... interesting. I don't know how my family will take it. you know they only want this for the power and prestige. It doesn't concern them about

my, or your, feelings"

He wanted to say that if the marriage did go ahead he didn't know what he would do, but again, he had a feeling this wasn't want Nimue wanted to hear. "But whatever the decision, it's a long way off"

Marvo was being frustrating. "OK what part of what I just said 'won't happen?" said Nimue, "Are you saying you won't be with her if the marriage goes through or that the marriage itself won't go through?" 

"But yes, I guess Daddy thinks now it might not be 'right'. After all, he has no wish for me to be unhappy like Aunt Gwendydd was. I know you think it is a long way off but it is only a few years really. You can bet our Mothers are already planning the wedding for the summer of our graduation."

He stops and considers for a moment. " Are you really okay with Kat and I? I mean, what if... what if we were to get, that is be, well, more serious, you now, like, wanting to be together after school or whatever? " He blushed.

"I am not sure what you mean Marvo? After school? You mean when we graduate? I don't think that would be appropriate if we are still getting married. It would be cruel to both her and me."  She pondered, "Of course, you could always elope with her. That would be the perfect get out if you didn't mind the fallout."

" I don't see how the marriage can go ahead now. I mean, you don't want it to do you?" asked Marvo.

A look of horror came across Marvo's eyes as he imagined their mothers planning the wedding already. That made it seem all the more real.

He turned and looks straight into Nimue's eyes. " Lizzy... Elizabeth. Look. You know I care for you, like a sister, like a very dear friend. But, well. You know I don't love you..."  He pauses for a moment, not quite sure how Nimue will take this. ".. But I do love Kat. And I want to be with Kat."

There. he said it. "I know that our 'arrangement' has certain political advantages, which will help the magical world as a whole. But.... But I don't care! I don't care what will or won't happen if we don't get married. I know that you want what is best for your family. But understand I don't! My family don't give a DAMN about me, and I think it is about time I started feeling the same way about them."

He takes a breath. "I hope your father works a way out of this. Because if he doesn't....Well... Their still will not be a wedding. I'm sorry Lizzy. I won't marry you. no matter what the consequences"

He sees they are reaching the Greenhouse and a few students are already leaving Arcadia in front.

" Look. I'm sorry maybe this isn't the right time or place to talk about this"

On one level Nimue was shocked at Marvo's words on another profoundly relived he was willing to defy his family's wishes. She was aware of students emerging from the Greenhouse so thought she'd better make this quick in case the opportunity didn't present itself again.

"No, of course I don't want the marriage. I never have but you are right I was more willing to go through with it because of the political or rather magical significance of what such a union would signify. My family is very important to me and that legacy very real. "

Her thoughts suddenly recalled the encounter she had had with her ancestor upon the Inner levels earlier that day. 

"Look, Marvo maybe this isn't that unexpected even to them. You being able to acknowledge that you love Kat and want to be with her. I mean that's something a few months ago you wouldn't have been able to declare. You've changed so much and so have I. We can't deny that. We were changed by the events in December, we've changed since. Whatever motivated our parents - politics, symbolism, what is good for the magical world - must not be right. Maybe it was just an empty gesture reminiscent of a world that no longer exists even among the wizarding kind.

I am sure that if my father knew that you had no intention to go through with it he would be pressed harder to dissolve the betrothal and then both of us can be released from this. You must write him."

The look of pure horror on Marvo's face at the thought of writing to Nimue's father is obvious. He almost looks like he is going to faint! *Not a chance!* is what he is thinking.

" Erm, Sure" he says to Nimue.

Nimue didn't think he sounded very positive. "Why don't I feel convinced by that?" she said, "Look, Marvo imagine how it might be if you don't tell him how you feel. He might think the reluctance is all on my side. If you can share that same kind of determination and maturity that you've just shown me as well as a lack of concern about the 'bigger picture' then he's bound to take it under advisement. He is a very reasonable person - you know that - he won't be angry but he will if he finds out too late to be able to do something about the situation." 

Marvo goes visibly pale. The thought of sending an owl to Nimue's Father was too terrible. I mean, what if he 'found out'! " well... I guess..."

But he could see Nimue was not convinced. " I hadn't really thought about it like that. But please let me think on it for a day or so? It's quite a big thing for me. I mean, you've been brought up with him, and well, who he is, WHAT he is, It's just a little daunting you know? "

He takes Nimue's hand. " But I promise. I will think about what you have said."

Nimue squeezed his hand in return and gave him a little kiss on his cheek. "Thanks, Marvo. You've made my day, you really have."

The Rest of the Day

Niki sighed. Herbology was *definitely* her least favourite class. She hoisted her bag onto her back, and hurried out into the snow, not waiting for anyone.

She relaxed a bit once she had gotten into the warmth of the castle, but it was almost as cold in the dungeons as outside.

Niki knocked on the door to Snape's office, fighting back the urge to barge in and begin yelling at him. When she was permitted to do so, she came in and closed the door behind her. "Sir," she began, "I wanted to talk to you about last night. I don't think it's fair to punish Dylan, since he was just trying to keep Katia from setting the whole Great Hall on fire. She did set fire to that tablecloth, and 

eighty points is... well... It's a lot, sir." 

She managed to bring her eyes up to meet his, but she felt very small and embarrassed.

Snape glared at her coldly. "Sit down, Miss Pheidippides."

He waited for her to do so, then sat back in his seat, steepling his fingers under his chin.  "Well now. You think that my punishment is unfair, do you?" His eyes narrowed. "Well, let me tell you this, Miss 

Pheidippides. There are more important issues at stake in this school than whether or not you agree with my decisions." He glowered.

"I presume Dylan has put you up to this little apology?"

Niki's eyes flared, but she kept her voice calm. "No, sir, he didn't put me up to this. In fact, he told me not to bother, but I thought that you would want to know what happened. Since you obviously don't, 

I apologise for disturbing you. I'll go now, if you don't mind."

Snape listened with an almost remote detachment as Niki got to her feet. "It may, however, interest you to know, Miss Pheidippides, that due to the exceptional level of assistance I received from a Gryffindor this morning, I have already restored thirty points to that house. However, your little 'heartfelt' plea..." The sarcasm in his tone was biting, "...has quite touched me. I shall restore a further ten points on the basis that you do not ever again question my judgement." He looked at her levelly. "Are we clear?"

Niki looked quite surprised. "Yes, sir, I understand," she said, then added, with an expression reminiscent of someone in the last throes of some violent death, "and... thank you, sir." She twisted her mouth in a pseudo-smile, about all she felt capable of at the moment.

"Good BYE, Miss Pheidippides," said Snape, returning his attention to the potion that he was brewing. "Don't forget to close the door on your way out."

Professor Snape was doing this as a favour to Nimue and no other reason. She had proved her worth - yet again - that morning.  

Snape was concerned about the undeniable bond that had sprung up between his assistant and that...that murdering, cheating, low-life, good-for-nothing Grimalkin. Maybe he should slip some belladonna into 

the potion, deal with it that way. But that was not his style.

He glanced up. "Still here?"

"No, sir," Niki said from the doorway, before closing it softly behind her.

********

Dylan, huddled in his black cloak, hurried out of the greenhouse as quickly as possible, his head bowed and hands thrust deep into his pockets.  He didn't want to look at anyone, didn't want to talk to anyone.  After all, he'd all ready botched his attempt to talk to Niki.  He didn't need to try that again.  

The Welsh wizard practically ran to the Gryffindor common room, barely avoiding a few of the older students as he went, then barrelled up the stairs to his bed.  The dormitory was quiet as he peeled off his cloak and sat on the edge of his bed, glancing out the window.  He was quite pleased it was near a window, and he was often content to sit there and watch the world go by.  But this was not one of those days.  Tossing his gloves and books beneath his bed, Dylan drew the curtains and curled up there, hiding in his abject misery.

Niki spent a quarter of an hour looking for Dylan, but she finally gave up and headed in to the library to work on the previous day's Potions homework. 

After a few minutes of writing about Scintillation Solutions, though, Niki threw down her quill in frustration. She couldn't keep her mind on Potions, not when her wrist was itching like crazy and beginning to ache, not when her nightmares were coming back to haunt her. She wanted to scream at them. I'm awake, she told herself angrily. I'm not going to sleep, because I have nightmares about Dylan being dead and Hadrian being dead and Mother being dead...

She threw her books back into her bag and wandered aimlessly through the shelves, looking for something interesting to read, something to take her mind off things for a little.

Alpha was helping out in the library as she often does. Her eyes still a bit red, dark around her eyes for not sleeping at all that night, looking for Miss Eezy, her cat. She'd finally found her in one of the many towers Hogwarts has. Her cat was hissing at a door, but Alpha wouldn't know why.

She brought her cat as soon as possible to the Slytherin dorm, and she could help the librarian again.

She sees a girl, who looks a bit familiar, wandering around in the library, also thinks she seen her in  the Slytherin common room and she asks very shyly: "Can I help you, eh Niki??? Are you looking for something special?"

"What?" Niki, who had been concentrating on not concentrating on the rash on her wrist, turned around, startled. "Oh, I was just... ah... looking around."

"Sorry, I didn't mean to startle you.." "I see you'r having trouble with your wrist, if you allow me?" Alpha says, knowing that she can cure rashes and all these sorts of itching in a minute, if the people would trust her. "I can cure that, but you have to trust me completely."

"I'm quite all right," Niki lied. She smiled shakily, then headed off down a separate aisle.

Katia didn't show up for Herbology or Divination, though she had a few mouthfuls of soup at lunch. Anyone looking closely at her might have noticed her eyes looked red, and she snapped irritably at anyone who talked to her.

********

After dinner, Niki curled up in an armchair with 'Quidditch Through the Ages', which she had found in the library. It was remarkably interesting, and it took her mind off the rash that was steadily creeping up her forearm... almost. She found it hard to keep her attention on the book, what with the itching, burning feeling on her arm and her concern about Dylan's apparent disappearance.

A few minutes later, though, a scream from a first-year by the fire interrupted her reading. "A snake!" the girl shrieked.

Muttering something in Arabic about people who scream at snakes, Niki put down her book and hurried over to the snake. She pushed the girl gently but firmly away. "You're scaring it," she told the girl in a businesslike voice. "Sit down and stop that ridiculous screeching." 

Niki knelt by the snake, and held out her hand to it. She began to speak to it softly, her words not distinguishable. 

Niki's face paled and her eyes widened. She picked up the snake without ceremony and carried it off into a shady corner, where she dropped it. She took her book off the chair she had left it on, and walked quickly into the dormitory, where she lay awake for a long, long time before falling asleep.

Katia watched Niki through narrowed eyes, then comprehension seemed to dawn. A slow smile spread across her face.

Doz looks suspiciously at Katia - what is she thinking?

Wolf Dreams and a Restless Night

(Transcribed IC chat between Randal, Elia and Arcadia)

A wolf came out from the forest. It was a big cream wolf, he loped towards Elia. As she watched the wolf shimmered and there stood Randal. He looks at her and makes sure that she has not turned up in her pyjamas, but is wearing a simple red dress.

"Hi" said Randal. "I was looking for you all day. Are you ok?"

"Yes, I'm fine." Said Elia

"That's good. I thought you might be avoiding me."

"No, of course not," she replied.

"Did you enjoy yourself at the ball last night?" Randal asked. He looks over his shoulder as if nervous.

"I had a nice time," replied Elia.

Randal smiles, "I'm glad. Look I have to tell you that I am going away for a while. Only I didn't want to just disappear"

"Oh?" asked Elia. "What's going on?"

"Dad wants my help for a bit," he replied.

"I see." said Elia.

Randal looks nervously over shoulder again. There is a light laughing in the distance...... or was it the wind? "Umm," he said.

"What are you looking at?" asked Elia.

"Oh, err, I just thought I had been followed," replied Randal. "But I might have been wrong."

Somewhere.... a wolf howled. Randal twitched at the unfamiliar howl. "I, err, didn't want to rush off without telling you."

"Thanks for letting me know." Elia said.

Randal suddenly jumped a couple of feet of the floor and turns round. "Did you hear that?"

"Hear what?" asked Elia.

"That voice." Randal replied.

Elia shifted uneasily, "No."

"It asked where I was going," he told her.

"I didn't hear anything." she said.

Randal scoured the edge of the forest, "You didn't?"

"No, are you sure you're feeling alright?" Elia asked.

"Yes, but I don't think it is safe here. I... feel evil..." he trailed  off.

"Maybe you should go." Elia suggested.

"Yes... you might be right." He replied absently. "Look, if anything  happens... Well," he comes closer to Elia and whispers. "Watch out for Andy, his pendant is important, and if anything happens to me..."

A voice on wind said "Ssssstttttaaaayyyyy."  Randal turned to see where the voice came from.

Elia shivered. "What was that?"

"Well well well. if old Randy hasn't got himself a GIRLFRIEND!" Arcadia appears. It appears like Randal is fighting himself over something. Arcadia smiles evilly.

"Arcadia! Elia GO!"

"YOU stay where you are Randal!" said Arcadia.

"You are in danger," he said to Elia.

"SHE STAYS!" insists Arcadia. 

Elia looked bewildered. She doesn't know where to go... Randal can't move. "Elia, don't trust her."

"Don't try an wake up Elia. That will only hurt you.... and him." Arcadia smiled.

Randal looked pitifully at Elia.

"Now. TELL ME ABOUT THIS PENDANT," demanded Arcadia.

"Can't you leave her out of this?" asked Randal. "Pleeeeeeassse!" Randal cowered.

"SHE STAYS!" said Arcadia. "CAll it.... 'insurance'"

Randal looked at Elia trying to say sorry. "But I... She can't..." Elia looked at Randal.

Arcadia moved over to Elia. "Don't worry my dear. I can't hurt YOU here. not 'here' anyway. But I can HURT HIM!"

"Elia, I can't control...." Randal trailed off.

"What's going on Randal?" Elia asked

"She is running this dream," he told her. "It can be real." He cowered more.

Elia tried to move away from Arcadia. Randal doubled up in pain. "AhhhhhhhhhH! Arcadia! Stop Please! That hurts!"

Arcadia laughed "Don't try to leave Elia, or I'll HURT him!"

"Run Elia! Forget about me!" Randal shouted.

Elia looked at Arcadia and then at Randal. 

"Don't run Elia, you don't want to do that do you?" said Arcadia.

Randal sagged a little as the pain stooped.

"Now. the Pendant?" asks Arcadia.

"NO!" replies Randal.

Elia started to run. "STOP girl!" shouted Arcadia.

"Run Elia!" said Randal.

Elia kept running.

"AHHHHHHHHHHHH!" screamed Randal as the pain started again.

"I'll hurt him!" threatens Arcadia.

"OOOOOOWWWwwwwwwwww! Please Arcadia let her go!" 

The sky became dark. The wind blew. Elia was wearing her pyjamas again.

"Come back here girl!" Arcadia orders.

Elia felt torn.... and didn't know what to do. Randal had collapsed on the floor in pain screaming.

The are was suddenly surrounded by bramble bushes. Elia looks around at them. Randal is oblivious to what Arcadia was doing.

"You cannot leave until I SAY you can Elia. so come here and be a good  girl." 

"Why are you doing this, Arcadia?" Elia asked noticing that Pantalaimon was not with Arcadia.

"Why? because I CAN! And because I want to know about this Pendant.  NOW... TELL ME!"

Randal was still rolling on the floor in pain and did not hear, however Elia said "I don't know what pendant you're talking about."

Arcadia pointed to Randal. Randal sagged as the pain went again. "Well Randal? The pendant?"

"The pendant?" pants Randal.

"Tell me about the pendant. or...." As Arcadia said this a Boggit appeared and took the form of Elia's greatest fear - Niki's mother.

"Ok ok ....." Randal cowered. "Remove that first."

The image of Niki's mum disappears. "Now. tell me, or it won't be a Boggit next time? Understand Randal? You know what I could do!"

"Yes Yes!" Randal replied. "It is to travel to the Ministry."

"And?" asked Arcadia.

"Mad Eye Moody is to guard it." Randal told her.

"But what IS it? what is its power?" She demanded.

"It is Asriel. It is the essence that was banished." He said.

"Asriel? explain?" Arcadia asked. "More. tell me more." The brambles moved closer.

"Asriel is what Andy was." Randal said.

"Andy? the whimp?" asked Arcadia.

Elia looked about uneasily.

Randal continued. "Yes Andy. He is the son of one of Voldemort's closest. The two are one."

Elia continued to watch the conversation intently.

Arcadia smiled "Voldemort! I See. and the essence of the 'Asriel' is in this Pendant?"

"Yes," Randal confirmed. "That is all I know now let her go!"

"Oh no Randal. I'm sure you know more... at least......" As Arcadia spoke the brambles coiled around Elia's legs. "I HOPE you know more."

"No! I have been trying to find out, but I need to go to the Ministry to find out more. Marvo won't talk to me I have to go myself." Randal complained.

"Now please! Let her go." Randal pleaded.

"When I am ready I will free her. NOT before." said Arcadia.

Elia tried desperately to pull off the brambles.

"Think of the pendant Randal. bring its image here, to me." Arcadia commanded.

"It was a simple pendant." Randal replied. "Nothing more."

The brambles tightened and Elia fell to the ground. "Show me Randal, NOW!" insisted Arcadia.

"Do something Randal, please," asked Elia.

Randal panicked and closed his eyes. An image of what the pendant looked like appeared before Arcadia.

Arcadia held out her hand. "Good boy." She looked closely at pendant.

"Will you let her go now." Randal looked up pleading like a puppy.

"I think this is interesting. Let her go? Now why would I want to do that just yet. We're having so much fun arn't we?"

Randal glanced at Elia as she struggled with the brambles.

"Now Randal. You are not going to remember any of this when I free you. ARE YOU" asks Arcadia.

"I... I.... No Arcadia" he replied.

"When are you taking this to the Ministry?" Arcadia asked.

"Me?" asked Randal.

"Yes."

"I.... Marvo is to take it. I.... " he trailed off.

"Marvo! Arcadia looked concerned.

"Yes," he answered.

"Hmmmm. that makes it more difficult. but," Arcadia smiled.

Randal looked worried. The brambles retreat.

"Elia, come here." demanded Arcadia.

"Why should I?" she asked.

"I cannot stop what she might do." replied Randal.

"Now Elia. your not going to mention what has happened here to Randal, ARE you? Because if you do. well you have seen what I can do to him here, and I can make him bring you here too. UNDERSTAND? UNDERSTAND? Arcadia slapped Elia.

Elia winced in pain. "Yes."

"Good girl." Arcadia patted Eli on the head. Elia pulled away from her.

"Now. I shall be leaving now. You to can carry on from where I came in. and remember Randal YOU WILL NOT REMEMEBR I HAVE BEEN HERE." 

Arcadia faded away, laughing.

"Yes Arcadia." Randal replied to the emptiness.

Elia shivered. 

Randal looked at Elia. "So I won't be here for a while. I thought I ought to let you know."

Elia looked at her feet. "Okay..."

"I'm sorry, but I have to go." Randal said, mistaking her sullenness.

"Okay, go then." replied Elia.

Randal looked confused at Elia, "Are you ok?"

Elia shuffled "Yes."

"Ok. Well I better get back to bed then if you are sure you are ok," said Randal.

"Okay." Elia didn't look at Randal.

"I will see you soon." Randal gave Elia a small kiss on the cheek.

Elia pulled away slightly.

Randal shimmered and became the cream wolf once more. He looked back at Elia and then returned to the forest. Elia went back to sleep. From the forest came the sound of laughing in the wind.

**********

Anders had slept most of the day away until Madam Pomfrey had gently shaken him awake in order to give him a tray of food, that he had picked at unenthusiastically.  She had, however, hovered over him until he had eaten enough to satisfy her.  A dose of the potion that Snape had mixed had

followed, and she had bustled off with the tray.

He now lay awake, staring up at the ceiling, coughing from time to time and feeling miserable and self-indulgent.  Lying here like this was a painful reminder of the two months he had spent in what passed as the Azkaban Hospital Wing - which was more accurately a slightly warmer, cleaner cell. As always, whenever he thought of Azkaban a shudder ran through him.

Turning over to face the wall, Anders chewed thoughtfully on a lock of black hair.  Nimue had been with him that morning, he remembered.  He had wondered briefly and in a slightly confused way why she was with him and not in class.  His memories of the morning were hazy indeed, and Madam Pomfrey seemed reluctant to discuss the matter with him.  She HAD told him that Professor Snape had delivered a powerful restorative that he was take at regular intervals, and that had surprised the young DADA Professor.

He closed his eyes and willed images of Nimue to come to mind, but nothing was forthcoming except for encroaching darkness and the shadowy movement of the nightmares, waiting to close its chill fingers around his heart.  He opened his eyes again and, sighing, turned over again.  He couldn't seem to get comfortable.

Then he remembered the conversation he had had with Nimue out by the shed where he kept his bike.  About the garden, and about how...if he tried hard enough...he could reach it by himself without needing to hold her hand.  He squeezed his eyes tightly shut and tried to look past the gathering shadows in his mind.

"The fountain," he murmured, trying with all his might to reach it.  He was sure he could feel it there, somewhere in the back of his mind, but the strength of the darkness in the young man's mind was as effective as a solid wall.  Frustrated, he clenched his fists and opened his eyes again.

"Professor Grimalkin, what are you doing?"

Madam Pomfrey stood over his bed and he smiled faintly.  "Just trying to get back to sleep, Madam Pomfrey," he replied, softly.  She sat down next to him and stroked his hair gently out of his eyes.

"Is it...Azkaban?" she asked in an unusually soft voice.  "Does it still haunt you so much?"

He was taken aback by the question, but nodded wordlessly, feeling not unlike a small child.  Snape's prediction that the restorative would leave him open and vulnerable was proving true, and Anders felt the need to let some of his thoughts go.  "Yes," he admitted.  "I have nightmares every time I sleep.  Not a night has passed since the accident that I haven't relived that moment I hit the ground."

"You were injured from that, were you not?"

"Yes, broken wrist, broken ribs...it was amazing that I wasn't killed...like...like...Peterssen."  He sighed, his blue eyes filling with tears.  "Sometimes I wish it had been me who had died and not him.  At the

trial, when they said all that stuff about him having 'started over' and how I'd snatched his life away from him deliberately and with intention..."  He broke off and covered his eyes with his hands.  "It WAS an accident, Madam Pomfrey.  I just wish...I wish I could remember what had happened."

"It's alright, dear, I don't doubt that it was an accident."  Madam Pomfrey looked at him, concerned.  His physical health and mental health were very closely linked, it seemed, and the more distraught he got, the more his illness threatened to strike.  She tried to pull memories of the Professor as a student to mind and remembered a quiet, almost sullen boy, who, it seemed, only ever visited the Hospital Wing after being in a fight.  In appearance, he had not changed much since he had been maybe fifteen or

sixteen years old.  Tall and gangly even then, he had been quiet and unobtrusive.  Madam Pomfrey hadn't even know his name until he'd come back as a Professor, so rarely did she see him.

"I want Nimue," the young Professor suddenly sobbed, breaking her out of her reverie.  "She's the only one who can help me to sleep.  The only one."

"Professor Grimalkin, Miss Hawkwood will surely be in bed and asleep by now. It would not be proper..."

"I want Nimue!"  There was an air of petulance around the young man, almost as though he were still the child she had been thinking of only moments before.  She chewed her lip thoughtfully and looked at the time.  It was late, very late.

"I can send an owl to summon her here first thing in the morning, Professor, but you must understand that Miss Hawkwood needs her rest too.  Try to sleep.  I am here."  She patted his hand a little awkwardly.

Anders cried silent tears of helpless rage as the potion took full effect, tears that racked his thin body and caused Madam Pomfrey's heart almost to break.  She let the young man's grief run its course, hoping - correctly - that it would exhaust him enough for him to slip into a slightly restless

sleep.

She was curious about the strange effect that Nimue had on the disturbed Professor.  The two clearly had some sort of mental link, but she was concerned that, certainly from the way Anders had just acted, it was becoming an obsession on the young Professor's part, almost like a drug that he could not live without.

Shaking her head, she blew out the candle next to him and went to catch a few hours sleep herself.

Morning - in which a Number of Ailments Present Themselves

Kat didn't make it to breakfast the next morning. She was in bed late. She had felt freezing cold and then really hot all night. She had no idea what was wrong with her. She had seen the other Ravenclaws get up, but had been cuddled under her quilt trying to get warm at the time. Had any of them cared to look at her more closely they would have seen that she also had spots. Not just red spots, but spots that 

are changing from red to purple to blue to green to yellow to orange and back to red again.

In her vague state as she shivered in her bed she wondered if she should send a note to Marvo as to where she was.... Maybe he would be worrying about her.

Nimue had not had a good night either. She had been buoyant the day before following she and Marvo's discussion though had stopped herself mentioning to him over dinner the proposed letter to her father. She didn't want to pester him too much. 

After classes she had gone to the Hospital Wing to see Professor Grimalkin but Madame Pomfrey had advised her that he was sleeping soundly and best not to disturb him. She had been disappointed and 

throughout the evening had kept wondering whether to return or not - she didn't want the nurse to start thinking of her as a nuisance though.

Her own sleep that night had been disturbed by vague dreams and she woke feeling unrested. 

The matter of the fire demon seemed not to have caused undue gossip throughout the school as to how it had escaped. Much of this was inadvertently due to the punch having been 'spiked' at the Valentine

Feast and the swift despatch of the menace by Professors Dumbledore, McGonagall and Snape. 

However, the absence of the DADA teacher was noted and commented on. Supporters of Professor Grimalkin believed that his absence from class and confinement to the Hospital Wing were due to his having made a heroic stand against the fire demon while his detractors felt he had probably had something to do with its release. 

A few students thought the fire demon had been some sort of spontaneous test set by the DADA professor to see if they were on their toes. These individuals compared notes on their spell casting and enthusiastically urged Professor Snape (who was covering the DADA classes) to demonstrate the 'three way spell casting' employed by the senior staff. He was not amused.

So on Friday morning Nimue came down early to breakfast noting that Kat wasn't at Ravenclaw table. She waved hello to a couple of other Ravenclaws and settled in at the Gryffindor table.   

For some, of course, what had started out as quiet and dreamy interest in the handsome young DADA Professor had swollen to hero worship.  Fiona sat now, her green eyes vague and distant as she looked up at the teacher's table.  The empty seat at the end of the table made her heart ache.

She sighed heavily and pushed her glasses back up her nose. "Tha' poor man's a hero, McTavish," she said to the haggis, who was peeping, as usual, out of her top pocket.  "An' there's those that think he's t' blame."

 A few of the Ravenclaws glanced at Fiona, but they were starting to get used to her talking to her

familiar and simply returned to their breakfasts. Fiona had no doubts in her mind at all that Professor

Grimalkin was, indeed, the hero of the piece. He had at least ONE supporter at the Ravenclaw table. 

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

"Professor Grimalkin!"

Madam Pomfrey's voice was shrill and harsh and Anders winced.  She bustled over to him.  "What on EARTH are you doing out of bed?  Get back in at once!"

"Madam Pomfrey..." began the young Professor feebly, but she glared at him so hard that he could feel the heat from her gaze boring into the back of his head.  "I just wanted to go have a cigarette..."

"A cigarette?  Do you WANT to kill yourself, Professor Grimalkin? No...don't answer that."  She folded her arms across her chest and stared at him.

He began to weaken. "Could I go take a bath at least?" he pleaded.  "I really do feel better."

She considered.  "Very well," she said, crisply.  "But you come straight back to bed when you're finished.  Do you understand me?"

"Yes, Madam Pomfrey."

"And no smoking!  You are going to have to give up for the sake of your lungs!"

"Yes, Madam Pomfrey."  He smiled at her.  It was her turn to weaken.

"Go on," she said.  "And don't be long."

*********

"McTavish, ye crazy wee beasty!"

The haggis had scampered down from the table and out into the corridor, and Fiona chased after it madly. "Come back here now," she yelled after it as it gleefully disappeared around the corner.

Jogging after it, puffing for breath, the plump little Scottish girl stopped as she ran headlong into

someone.  "Och, excuse me," she said, picking up her glasses which had fallen off in the collision.

It was Professor Grimalkin. Looking dishevelled and pale, and dressed in a set of rather thin hospital robes. But still utterly gorgeous.

"P..pro...Professor..." she stammered, stepping back two or three paces.  The young man smiled at her.  To the smitten student, it was akin to a young god smiling at her from the heavens and her pink cheeks

reddened further.  Mumbling an apology, she stepped aside to allow the young Professor to pass by.  As he did so, he stopped and pointed at her, an expression on his face that spoke of trying to place her in his memory.

"...Fiona, right?" He knew her name!  Heavens be praised!  He actually KNEW who she was!

"Oooh..." she said.  And fainted dead away.

Somewhat perturbed by this turn of events, Anders turned back to look at the blonde girl, who had fainted right before his eyes.  He furrowed his brow as he crouched down beside her.  Her pulse was fine.  What on earth had made her suddenly swoon like that?

Sighing, his trip to pick up his cigarettes and steal out for a sneaky smoke now clearly beyond him, he scooped her up in his arms and trudged morosely back towards the Hospital Wing.

Madam Pomfrey was startled to see him back so soon, and even more startled to see his passenger.  "What happened?" she asked Anders who shrugged and lay Fiona down gently on a bed.

"We collided in the corridor," he said.  "She said sorry, then she just...fainted."

"And why," said Madam Pomfrey, narrowing her eyes suspiciously, "were you in the corridor at all, when the bathroom is just next door?"

"Eh..." said Anders. She missed nothing.

"Go next door right now and take your bath, Professor."  She pointed and Anders nearly whimpered.

"Yes, Madam Pomfrey."  He glanced at Fiona.  "Is she alright?"

"She will be fine.  Just...get out of my sight before I get angry with you!" But there was laughter in her voice, and a faint twinkle in her eyes.

"Yes, Madam Pomfrey." He slunk sheepishly into the bathroom.

And fine Fiona was.  The girl came around soon after Professor Grimalkin had mooched off, and after a quick check over, Madam Pomfrey packed her back off down to classes.  The girl had not said why she had fainted, but Madam Pomfrey had her own suspicions.

Life as the School Nurse at Hogwarts was never dull, and Poppy Pomfrey had not once regretted taking the position.  Naturally warm and caring anyway, it was a job that suited her totally.

She considered her current patient, Professor Grimalkin.  He had indeed seemed much recovered that

morning, but she was not entirely sure if she should let him leave the Hospital Wing just yet.  But he was also getting restless, that much was clear to her.

As long as Professor Snape was willing to provide the restorative tonic that seemed to be doing the DADA Professor so much good, she determined, he could be released tomorrow, perhaps...

Her concentration was broken as Professor Grimalkin re-entered, swathed in a fluffy white towel.

"What," he said, grimly, "is THIS?" He held a dripping wet McTavish up by one leg.  The haggis glared balefully at the Professor and tried to bite his arm.  Madam Pomfrey shook her head.  No, life was never dull.

"Madam Pomfrey?" came a voice from the door.  Fiona had returned.  "Sorry tae trouble ye again, but ha' ye seen McTavish, m'haggis?"

Her eyes fell on Professor Grimalkin, bare but for the white towel wrapped around his waist.

"Oohhh..." she said, fainting again.

"PROFESSOR GRIMALKIN!" roared Madam Pomfrey.  "BATH!!"

Dropping the irate haggis, which bounced over to its owner, Anders swallowed nervously and edged his way past Fiona, now realising why she had fainted and wishing he could simply disapparate and never reappear.

When she came round, Fiona was highly embarrassed, but Madam Pomfrey wisely said nothing to her.  She picked up her sopping wet familiar and fled the Hospital Wing, her cheeks burning. Today was not going to be a good day.

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

Niki came in to breakfast quite early, looking utterly miserable. She was eating with her left hand, and quite inexpertly, because her right hand and wrist were covered with a horribly itchy green rash.  She looked around the Great Hall hoping to catch a glimpse of Dylan.

Dylan awoke in a cold sweat in his bed.  At first, it took him a while to remember where he was, but after a moment, it all came back with startling and perhaps unwelcome clarity.  He pulled back the 

curtains of his bed and glanced out the window.  

The rosy fingers of  dawn were just beginning to tip the sky, colouring it various shades of pinks, purples and oranges.  He flopped back down, and tried to sleep, but Morpheus seemed determined to avoid him now.  No matter, really.  Dylan didn't really want to sleep anyway.  

He hauled himself  out of bed and down to the bath.  By the time he'd finished, it was still early.  He sighed.  This was not promising, not really.  He felt exhausted, but couldn't sleep.  Glancing at himself in the mirror, Dylan was rather startled by the drawn, almost pinched look of his face, the dark circles beneath his eyes.  Shuddering, as if presented with a grim vision of the future, he hurried away from the mirror and decided to head down to breakfast.  Slinking into the Great Hall, he looked around in his usual hunted fashion, as if hoping for a friendly face this morning.

Niki almost winced as Dylan came in to breakfast. He looked as wretched as she felt. At least, she thought, trying not to scratch her wrist, he didn't have an itchy green rash steadily working its way up his arm... 

She smiled and waved shyly at him, hoping that she looked happier than she felt. Something of a smile crossed Dylan's lips, and without much of a thought, he went to where she sat at the Slytherin table.  "Mornin'," he said quietly, almost non-challantly.  It was as if he'd never vanished for a day at all.

"G'morning," Niki said smiling back up at him. "Did you see?" she asked. "Snape gave Gryffindor back forty points yesterday." She gestured towards the giant hourglasses at the door.

Dylan shifted to look, and nodded.  "S'ppose your mission o' mercy warmed his icy heart after all," he murmured, turning back to her.  "Thank you."

"He was a bit irritated," Niki said, wrinkling her nose and grinning at the obvious understatement. "You're welcome." She added, in a low voice, "anything for you," and smiled.

Bowing his head a little, Dylan felt his cheeks flush.  "Well...I...um...sommat like tha', I'm sure..."  He shoved his hands deep into his pockets, feeling slightly put out by that statement, but he tried to smile nonetheless.

Niki kicked herself mentally. This was not the time for teasing Dylan, particularly since he looked so unhappy. "He *should* have taken points from Slytherin, of course, because of Katia," she added, "but it will be a cold day indeed in Hell when Snape takes points from Slytherin." She glanced guiltily around, but luckily Katia was nowhere to be seen.

He nodded a little, and finally said, "I'm sorry...'bout th' other day.  Didn't mean t' be s' cross."  Dylan looked guilty, but he didn't suppose for a moment that someone had missed him when he didn't show his face for the rest of the day.

"It's okay," Niki said, shrugging. "I was feeling a little under the weather too." She wiped jam off her hand with her napkin, since she had slightly missed with her left hand and dropped her toast, and 

looked back up at him. "You missed Duelling, though. Not that it was fun, since Professor Grimalkin is still in the Hospital Wing, so we had Snape, who is as fun as having a green rash on your arm... but 

what's wrong?" She looked intrigued and concerned, and slightly silly, since she had jam on the end of her nose.

"Nothin'," he replied automatically, pulling out a handkerchief and dabbing the jam off her nose.  "Nothin' at all."  It was a lie, and one that came easily, readily to his lips.  Dylan had spent far too 

many years of his life telling people as much to have it fail him now, though how sincere it seemed was anyone's guess.

Niki looked doubtful, but she decided to let it pass. After all, it wasn't as if she didn't have anything she didn't want to talk about... She was distracted by the arrival of the owls, and two letters dropped by her plate. "We've got Charms after breakfast, I think," she said. "I hope we don't need to write," she added, 

glancing at the rash on her write hand.

Dylan followed her eyes quickly, asking, "Are y' all right?  Wha' happened?"  Olwen flew in and settled on his shoulder for a moment, clicking her beak and rubbing against his cheek affectionately.  With a soft chuckle, he murmured to the owl in soft Welsh, scratching the large ghost owl at the base of her head before she flew off again.

Niki shrugged. "I'm all right. Got this rash from those plants in Herbology yesterday. I told you I was no good at it." She smiled at Olwen. "She was very excited last time I saw her..." She thought of the flowers still in a vase by her bed.

Dylan chuckled a little as he watched the beautiful bird fly off, then he turned his attentions to her, his face decidedly more sombre.  "You should have tha' looked at, if'n it bothers you so much you can't write," he told her softly, his dark grey eyes betraying his concern as they softened.

"Quills just make it itch," Niki said, glancing down at the rash. "Muggles have... pens, are they called? They sound much more practical than quills. Less messy, for one thing." For some reason she was reluctant to go to the Hospital Wing, though she wasn't quite sure why.

Dylan pulled a ballpoint pen out of his pocket.  "If'n you want t' use this, go ahead.  I fancy it more than a quill, too."  He handed it to her, adding, "but I still think y' should have tha' looked at, honest."

Niki grinned, examining the pen. "Interesting," she said. "I can borrow it? Thank you." She ignored the second comment, still unwilling to go.

Several of the older Slytherins were glaring at them, and Niki caught a muttered "...Mudblood..." and frowned. "Idiots," she muttered.

Dylan met their glares with a fierce one of his own.  He was never one to stand for being bullied, be it for his heritage or nationality.  "Of course they're idiots...judging' a person on sommat he has no control o'er.  But tha's life, 'tis."

"I think that's why the others in your house don't like us," Niki said, glancing around at the other Slytherins. "They think we're all like that, biased idiots." She patted his hand with her own, then 

stopped when she realised that it was the one with the rash. "I really hope it's not contagious... sorry..." she said, blushing. 

He shrugged a little, looking at his hand with a hard, critical eye.  "Well, if'n 'tis, at least Madame Pomfrey will be seein' me for sommat other than gettin' in a fight."  Dylan grinned up at her, trying his best to be cheerful, though his eyes belayed the attempt.

Niki smiled back, a little wanly. "I don't think it is. I got it because the plant bit me with those little pointy teeth things... Those have *got* to be the ugliest and most unpleasant plants I have ever seen."

Dylan itched at his hand absently.  "They're not s' bad once you get used t' them, really.  It's probably in th' oil th' plant makes when it makes contact wi' skin or bites, if'n what we were told holds up.  S' it's all together possible tha' you've been leavin' a trail o' green rash where e'er you go."  A wicked little smile danced across his face.  "Which is all th' more reason t' go have this looked at."

Niki felt vaguely embarrassed that she didn't want to go the Hospital Wing. "After Charms," she conceded, smiling. "You win." She reached across the table for another piece of toast. "You need to eat 

something," she added, handing it to him.

Dylan nodded wordlessly and took the toast.  The wicked little smile vanished, and his slightly sullen expression of earlier took hold once more as he mindlessly devoured the proffered breakfast.  "I 

should have given sommat t' Olwen," he murmured.

"You've got something on your mind," Niki said softly, looking up at Dylan. "You don't have to tell me what it is if you don't want to, but I'll listen if you want to talk." She pushed away her plate, and the crumbs vanished, leaving it as clean as it had been before. "I'm finished. Are you going to eat anything more?"

He shook his head and chuckled a little.  The sound was empty, without any mirth at all.  "Not so hungry, really."  Dylan sighed softly, then looked up at her.  "There's a lot on m' mind...bad time o' year fer me, 'tis."  There was something reminiscent of a drowning man in his eyes, as if something inside of him was swallowing him whole.  It was there for a minute, reflected in shades of sea grey, then vanished as he dropped his gaze once more.

Niki didn't completely understand, but if Dylan didn't want to talk about it, she decided, she wasn't going to push. "Let's go, then," she said, throwing a dark look at the other Slytherins who watched them in silence. As they left the hall, she looked over at him. "I'm here if you want to talk," she said, very softly, concern evident in her voice. She cast about for some other topic of conversation, but 

drew a blank.

Dylan nodded a little, looking down at her.  "I know y' are...I jus'...some thin's are hard fer me t' talk about."  Another sigh, and he looked away again.  "Sometimes thin's are jus' hard."  It sounded as if he was a million miles and a million years away in that moment, before he shook his head and with a wan smile to her, said, "Don't want t' be late, I s'ppose...not good in this class, either."

Niki nodded. "I don't know what I'd do without you. This castle is incredibly hard to navigate. I think the staircases switch around in the night, just to confuse us. And Peeves..." She made a face. "He 

certainly doesn't help."

"Gets t' th' point where y' jus' know where you're goin', an' th'rest o' it falls in t' place."  Dylan smiled a little, then struck off in the appropriate direction, showing Niki where to go.

Girls Will Be Boys 

That morning on rising Katia had received a surprise. Arcadia was up early, already dressed and made up.  She had moved over to Katia as soon as she is up.

" Katia? Can I have a word?" Then she whispers " And the word is pendant!' Pantalaimon, as always, is close by, looking around to make sure no one is watching.

Katia, with much effort, kept her face calm. "Of course, Arcadia," she replied her voice carefully normal. "How the *hell* do you know?" she hissed under her breath, leading Arcadia away from the 

others.

Arcadia smiles, " I know many things my dear. Like I know where it is, and how to get it."

"I'm listening," Katia replied. She scrutinised Arcadia through narrowed eyes. Why, why was Arcadia helping them? She knew Arcadia well enough by this point to know that Arcadia wouldn't do anything if it didn't benefit her, but... Why would getting the pendant for Asriel benefit Arcadia? Katia hoped with all her heart that the only answer that occurred to her was not correct. 

Katia pulled the Invisibility Cloak over her head, checking in her mirror to make sure her feet weren't visible. She still wasn't sure why Arcadia was helping her, but she was definitely going to take advantage of it. She felt the reassuring weight of the bottle in her pocket- why did Arcadia have Polyjuice Potion with her? It wasn't a common thing, after all… 

Katia grinned to herself. It didn't matter, really. She was going to get the pendant, and get Asriel, and that was all she cared about now. Arcadia obviously didn't really know about Asriel, even if she knew about the pendant, and the two of them had created quite a nice little replica. 

Katia slipped out of the Slytherin common room, whispered, "Locatus Marvo Ward," to her wand and laid it flat in the palm of her hand. It pointed down a passageway, then left, then right again…

Katia followed the wand's directions through the castle and to a corridor leading towards Ravenclaw Tower. When the wand stopped turning, she slipped it into her sleeve and looked carefully around. 

Marvo was walking briskly towards the entrance to Ravenclaw Tower, but the hallway was deserted. She carefully took out her wand and took aim. "Stupefy!" she hissed, and a jet of red light shot from her wand. Marvo crumpled to the ground.

Katia looked carefully around and pulled the Invisibility Cloak over both of them. She dragged Marvo down the hall and into a broom closet, and closed the door. She lit her wand and surveyed the limp form of Marvo Ward. She plucked a hair from his head between two fingernails and dropped it into the bottle containing the Polyjuice Potion. Before she drank, she surveyed Marvo. He was somewhat taller 

than she… quite well built, though, she noticed with mild interest. Her robes wouldn't fit once she was Marvo, and so…

A very interesting fifteen minutes later, Marvo Ward emerged from the broom closet, wand clutched in his right hand. He turned and locked the door with a whispered charm, then turned back towards 

Dumbledore's office.

A tall sixth-year Ravenclaw dashed out of the door to the tower. "Excuse me, Mr Ward," she panted, "but Kathryn Black's sick, and she wants to talk to you. Come on," she added, leading the way back in to Ravenclaw Tower and the third-year girl's dorm.

'Marvo' cursed under his breath. He only had an hour, and now this interfering person was making him talk to Kat...

When he got in to the dormitory, though, he stopped dead. Kat looked horribly. "Wow," Marvo said. "Err... I mean... You don't look so good..." The sixth-year went back out, leaving the two alone in the 

room.

"Marvo, what are you doing in here?" cried Kat, "Have those sixth-years been teasing you again? You shouldn't be in here! Get OUT! No I am not well, but you don't want it do you?"

Kat was trying to shout at him, but her voice was coming and going and very husky. She glared at him. If she had been more alert she might have noticed the wand. It was in the wrong hand! It should have been attached on the other side.

"You should go to the Hospital Wing," Katia/Marvo said, frowning at her as he went back towards the door. "You look really sick," he added, then went out and closed the door behind him. Finally, he thought, glancing at the clock. Fifty-five minutes left.

He hurried down the halls towards Dumbledore's office, where he faced the gargoyle. "Sugar quill," he said- Katia had gone up to Dumbledore's office to be Sorted when she arrived- and the gargoyle 

sprang to life. Up the staircase Marvo went, and knocked at the door to Dumbledore's office.

Randal rounded the corner. "Marvo! There you are. I have been looking all over for you. I wanted to know when you were supposed to be picking up the pendant. I thought we were supposed to be picking it up from McGonagall half an hour ago, but you didn't turn up. McGonagall has had to move it again now! Have you got no idea of time?"

Randal stops and notices the tense look on Marvo and the wand. There was something a little strange, but he couldn't think what.

Marvo shrugged. "Sorry, I thought it was now... Shall we go and get it, then?" He was definitely feeling anxious... There would be hell to pay if he was caught, but then (s)he thought of Asriel, and all 

the worries slipped away. It was most definitely worth the risk.

"Ok." Randal glowered at him and then started to head towards the greenhouses...

Marvo glared right back. If looks could kill, Randal would have found two holes in the back of his head from the stare, but Marvo followed.

Five minutes later they arrive at greenhouse 8. Professor McG is just coming out. "Oh hello boys. You found him then Randal. Well come on then." She led the way inside. 

Randal pushed through the door behind McGonagall. She led them to the back of the greenhouse to where there was a man-eating spider plant. It had great big hairy limbs and lots of beady eyes staring at them. 

"Ok, Marvo have you got the anaesthetic potion?" Prof. McGonagall asked.

Marvo felt his stomach drop into his shoes. He thrust a hand into his pocket, and felt it sink farther when it was empty. "Err... No, professor."

"You haven't?" Professor McGonagall sounded surprised. "Oh, Randal, be a dear and go see if Professor Sprout has a spare bottle. I'm not getting it out of that thing without it."

Randal disappeared. He looked in the other greenhouses. He eventually found her in greenhouse 1.

He explained about the anaesthetic potion and Professor sprout led him to greenhouse 5 where she kept the potion.

Meanwhile Marvo and Professor McGonagall were waiting in greenhouse 8. Katia/Marvo waited, resisting the urge to look at his watch. Why, oh, why couldn't he just have the pendant?

Randal returned about 20 mins later. "Sorry it took so long, I had difficulty finding professor sprout. Here." He handed the potion to Professor McGonagall.

Professor McGonagall took the bottle and threw it towards the spider plant. It nibbly caught it in its limbs, placed it in its mouth and crunched it releasing the potion. It went limp almost immediately.

Professor McGonagall sighed in relief. She then pulled on some long gloves and put her hand inside the mouth of the spider plant. She pulled out a box covered in green slime that could only be due to 

having been inside the plant. She handed it to Marvo.

"Here you are then. I'll leave you boys to clean it up. Have a safe journey back." She left leaving Marvo holding a green slimy box. 

Marvo frowned down at the box. "Yuck," he said, then started up towards the castle, slightly faster than would have been strictly necessary if there had been more than twenty minutes to get to the broom closet. "Hurry up, Fudge," he snapped.

Nimue was taking a walk and saw Marvo with Randal behind him heading back to the castle so intercepted them.  "Hello you two." she said as she came closer, "Marvo, did you start on that letter to my Father yet?"

Andy was also out walking when he saw Marvo, Nimue, and Randal. He decided to say hi since he was done his breakfast.  "Hi, guys," he said to them. "What's up?"

"Err… yeah," Marvo hazarded. "I just sent it off, actually…" He turned and grinned at Andy. "I've got to run off, I'm afraid. Got to go to the bathroom…" He grinned nervously and hurried away down the 

hall before anyone could stop him.

However, Marvo hurried up to the broom closet outside Ravenclaw Tower. As he jogged, he could feel himself getting shorter, and his body changing. As he stepped in to the closet, the transformation was 

complete. Katia sighed, averting her gaze from the real Marvo as she hurriedly changed back into her proper clothes, then, excitedly, wiped the slime from the box with a cleaning rag. 

The lid felt extremely hot to the touch, and, when she opened it, a tongue of  flame shot up, momentarily illuminating the broom closet and singing her eyebrows. A muttered expletive, and Katia showered the flame with water, putting it out. She reached, with tremulous fingers, into the box and pulled out the pendant. A faint smiled spread across her face as she held the pendant in one hand and reached, with the other, into her pocket for the fake. It looked exactly the same. Katia exchanged the two, and sealed the box again. 

She turned her attention to Marvo. Although she would have been quite happy, under normal circumstances, to take all the time in the world, she forced Marvo's limp form back into his clothes and put the box in his hands. "Enervate," she hissed, pointing her wand at him. Before he could sit up, she whispered, "Obliviate!" 

She implanted the memory that Marvo had gone into the broom closet to clean off the box on his way back from the bathroom, and tripped on something…

As he stared up at the ceiling, Katia slipped out the door. Now, all she had to do was find Andy again, and cause Asriel to surface.

Marvo feels a little dizzy.  He puts his hand in his pocket and feels the box with the pendant in. He

feels relived to find it there. How silly of him to trip up like that, and to even bother coming in here to clean it! Still off to.. to...

He could not quite remember where he was heading so decide to go down to the main hall. maybe he would remember by the time he got there. What a strange day this had been.

Randal looked at Nimue and Andy who had also been abandoned by Marvo. He excused himself and headed in the direction that Marvo had gone. Where was that boy!  He wandered around the corridors looking for him. He eventually found him in the main hall.

"Marvo, what ARE you playing at?" Randal asked him. "I have been looking for you all over AGAIN! Not only were you late earlier, but then you rushed off and didn't come back. I thought we were supposed to be leaving after we got the pendant. You have still got it haven't you?"

Marvo looks confused for a moment, he couldn't quite remember meeting Randal earlier, but then again he must have.

He assumes he must of banged his head when he tripped. NOT something he would want to admit, Least of all the Randal, so he straightens his robes <which feel a little uncomfortable for some reason> and looks at Randal  " Yes, Yes of course I have. I was just making sure everything was okay. Now. are we ready?"

Randal scowls. "Right come on then. I'll go grab my travel bag and meet you by the coach in 5 minutes."  Randal makes to leave, waiting to make sure that Marvo has understood.

'Erm, a little bit longer than that Fudge. I need to find Kat to say goodbye, Not that you would understand. Have you seen her? She wasn't at breakfast.'

"You better not take too long. That thing is not safe out in the open like this! No I haven't seen your 'girlfriend'. I will be waiting for you." He strides out of the hall in the direction of the Slytherin common room.

Marvo wanders around for a while, and eventually makes his way to the Raven claw Common room where he spends about ten minutes persuading a sixth year girl that it is okay for him to see Kat.

" Oh Kat! Your look, erm" He was going to say Terrible, but knew that was not a good way to put it, "Unwell! Have you seen the Nurse? It looks like Wizard measles!"

He looks concerned. " Look, I'm really sorry about this but I have to go! I wish I didn't, I hate to leave you like this, but I promise, I'll be back soon, no matter what"

He pauses for a second then smiles and leaning over Kisses Kat on the forehead  " Don't worry. I had them years ago. You rest, I'll probably be back before you out of bed anyway"

Kat poked her head out of the covers. She started "Marvo what are you..." but trailed off as he rushed out before she could say anything.

Marvo waves as he leaves the room. Then he orders one of the Raven claws to go and fetch the nurse.

She lay there shivering and melancholy. Going away? But he had only just come here. What had he been doing back in the dorm again anyway? She stared glumly at the ceiling, wondering if anyone would stay long enough for her to ask for someone to get Madame Pomfrey. She still felt so week, and soooo cold. Everything was fuzzy around her and she couldn't see properly anymore. 

'Why couldn't he stay and at least help me get to the Infirmary she thought angrily. 'I could be here for days and no-one would know or care!' 

She shivered violently now and nothing could warm her up. She had no idea what Wizard Measles were... at least she thought that is what Marvo had said, but she couldn't be sure. Everything was so hazy. She thought she felt Scully curled by her side and Mulder round her head but it was very vague. In fact, she could hardly feel the pain now. Her eyes drooped more and more and she slipped into unconsciousness...

Marvo considers the time for a moment, knowing that Randal will be waiting, getting very annoyed. So he sets off, strolling, to find Nimue.

*********

Katia smiled to herself as she strolled down the hallway. She was feeling extremely pleased with herself, but her worries were beginning to catch up with her… Why had Arcadia helped them? It 

didn't make sense! Arcadia wouldn't help unless there was something in it for her, but how could it possibly benefit Arcadia to return Asriel to his rightful control of Andy's body? Katia didn't even want 

to consider certain possibilities that occurred to her. 

She was deep in thought as she continued her search, systematically working her way towards the Charms corridor. The brat had to be somewhere near here… didn't he?

While Marvo was looking around for Nimue, Andy found him in one of the corridors leading towards Charms.

"Hey Marvo," said Andy. "I heard you were leaving. I got you something." He took a small round ball out of his pocket. It was black and didn't look like it had any magic in it.

"Here," he said handing the ball to Marvo. "I got this at Hogsmeade. You pop it in your mouth and think of your favourite food. There's no fat or calories or anything so it's okay for you to have."

He paused, "Well...goodbye. Don't forget to write."

Marvo looks astonished, " Wow. Andy. This is.... Amazing!"

He pops the ball in his mouth and breaks into a Massive Grin.  " truly amazing! Don't worry. I hope to be back pretty son. Kat doesn't seem very well, I think she has Wizard Measles. Can you make sure that the Ravenclaws have sorted out a nurse to go see her? she may need to be quarantined."

He shakes Andy's Hand. " See you when I get back."

"Hello again you two" Nimue came around the corner. "Did I hear you say Kat was unwell, Marvo? I'll take a message to Madame Pomfrey right away especially if its Wizard Measles. I guess being muggle born she didn't get exposed to it as a child."

"Well," Katia sneered, walking past, "what do they expect when they admit Mudbloods like that? I mean, you rather expect them to get the Wizarding Measles, don't you?"

Nimue smiled and they all ignored Katia, "Do you remember Marvo how we kept each other company for those weeks when we had it? Anyway, you look like you are ready to leave and don't let me keep you. Let's hope for good news shall we?"  

"Thanks Li... Nimue. See you when I get back" said Marvo.

"Have a good trip. I'll send an owl to keep you updated on how she is doing." Nimue gave him a quick hug and disappeared in the direction of the Hospital Wing.

The Hospital Wing Fills Up

Nimue made her way to the Hospital Wing. Wizard measles like ordinary measles was no only contagious but had a very high fever and if Kat was ill she'd need quick treatment.

On entering she quickly located the nurse. "Madame Pomfrey. I have just heard from Malcolm Ward that Kathryn Black is in bed in Ravenclaw House and is quite poorly. He says she is covered in spots - he thinks its Wizard Measles."

"Wizarding Measles?  Oh, dearie me...that's all I need, an outbreak of that in the school...I must rush

to check Miss Black at once."

As Madam Pomfrey ran out of the Hospital Wing, she could be heard muttering something about the

'isolation room'.

On her way out, she almost collided with Professor Grimalkin, now re-emerged from the bathroom (minus haggis) who was dripping wet and wrapped in the same towel he had been before.

"And put some CLOTHES on, Professor," she bellowed at him.  "You'll catch your DEATH of cold!"

With Madame Pomfrey running off, Nimue decided that she would take the opportunity to see how Anders was that morning. She went to his bed and found it was empty. This came as a disappointment. She wondered where he might be. 

"Oh, Gods...Nimue...eh...that is, hello."

The voice came from behind her, where the young DADA Professor stood, once again caught wearing only a towel around his waist, his damp hair plastered to his face.  Desperately embarrassed, he shuffled towards a bed and caught up the bedsheets, wrapping his body in them from head to toe.

"I was..."  He pointed vaguely at the bathroom.  "Taking a bath...um."  ~Ground, you and I have never really spoken much, it's true.  But...would you do me the great honour of swallowing me up right now?~ No such luck.

Nimue was also desperately embarrassed at the sight of the young Professor in a towel though unlike Fiona didn't quite feel the need to faint dead away at the undoubtedly pleasing sight.

"Anders..I mean Professor.. I'm sorry I hadn't realised you were... I shouldn't have just walked in like this..." she turned her back on him out of a sense of maidenly modesty. "I'd better go and let you get

dressed or undressed ...whatever."    

~NO! DON'T GO!!~ his head was screaming, but...as was so often the case...the words came out of his mouth without the intervention of his brain.  "Uh...OK."

He grabbed up his hospital robes and, as Nimue started to walk away, hauled them on over the top of the towel.  "Wait, Nimue, wait.  Please...don't go."

He became aware of the damp towel around his middle and whipped it off quickly, sliding back into his bed.  "Look, I'm decent again now, see. Please don't go.  Stay...just for a moment." He crossed his fingers. "Please?"

She turned back at his words, smiling to see how quickly he'd managed to get himself dressed and back in bed.   "Yes, of course I'll stay if you want me to. I won't be able to stay for long. Madam Pomfrey will be bringing Kat here and probably slap her in quarantine on the whole wing. Have you had Wizards' Measles?" 

He rubbed his nose nervously.  "Wizards' Measles?  I...yes, there was an outbreak when I was in the first year.  I got them then.  Horrible."  He made a face and, using the still damp towel, rubbed at his hair.  Absently, he complained, "One of the problems with hair this length is getting the knots out.  Maybe I should have it cut."

"Oh, no don't do that!" Nimue said at his suggestion that he have his hair cut. "You just need a little patience in order to tease the knots out. Shall I help? I was always getting my hair in tangles when I

was younger - playing and stuff and my mother used to comb it through for me."   She figured it was a proper suggestion and did hope he'd agree. 

"That'd be a great help," he said, sitting up straighter.  "I can never reach the bits at the back."  He grinned at her.

He put the towel down. "How are yo...is...everything...uh...how have yo...has everyone been?  I miss being in school."

"Everything has been fine. Professor Snape has been taking your classes grumbling like mad but 'rising to the challenge' as you can imagine. Making everyone suffer especially in the Duelling class. So you are missed by most people."

"Snape must be quietly celebrating in glee at the idea of me being holed up here whilst he runs the show.  He really hates me.  And it doesn't surprise me in the slightest he's using Duelling as his vehicle to torment people, it's always where he hurt me most."

His eyes went a little distant as he recalled some private memory.  Shaking himself suddenly as though he was cold, he grabbed a comb from the side of the bed and handed it to Nimue.  "And...Nimue?"  He flushed violently, looking a little ashamed.  "What exactly happened after...after we danced at the Valentine's Ball?"  He lowered his eyes, and his long, sooty eyelashes brushed his cheeks.  "I don't remember."

Before she answered Nimue had Anders turn sideways in bed so that he was facing away from her and she could take up the challenge of his tangled hair with the comb. It gave her a few moments to consider her answer as she was unsure how to broach the subject of the fire demon's appearance. She had expected that all of this had been sorted out by now and that Anders had given some explanation to the Headmaster and would be able to tell her what had caused him to be found outside. 

"Hasn't Professor Dumbledore been? Oh well, quite a long time passed after you left." she began, "I can't begin to say how cross I was with Marvo over that incident. Kat was as well. Anyway, Marvo started to feel quite bad about how he had treated you and he went with Kat to find you to see if things could be put right between you. For some reason they went outside after they'd looked in your office and the DADA classroom. They found you near the Forbidden Forest in pretty bad shape and so called Professor Dumbledore who had you brought here. You've been very ill. Everyone has been very concerned."

Anders winced as Nimue worked through the black tangle that was his hair. The young wizard's hair was well below shoulder-length and very thick, and it was a painful experience for him as Nimue gently tugged the comb through the tangles.

"I...THINK Professor Dumbledore has been to see me..." he said, furrowing his brow as he stared at the wall.  "My memory is a bit hazy.  I can remember...I can remember waking up briefly and seeing Snape...I guess he came here to have a good gloat..."  He smiled wryly.  "I bet not EVERYONE has been concerned."

He was quiet for a while. "Nimue," he said, finally, and his voice was very small and scared. "I...the only other time I've had a memory loss like this...was when...the accident."  His cheeks burned.  "Have I done something bad again?"

He sounded very much like the child in this situation for the moment, a child who was afraid and uncertain.  He turned back to face her and his eyes were filled with anguish.  "I have...this feeling that something bad happened.  It did, didn't it?"  He caught her hand almost impulsively. "Don't be kind to me, Nimue.  I have to know."

Nimue was caught slightly off guard by his question and by his taking her hand in that way. She tried to compose herself even though at his touch her heart did a little `flip'. The matter he had asked her 

about was very serious and she looked at him directly keeping her voice calm as she explained what had happened.

"Something did happen that night. The fire demon that was being held in the DADA class escaped and came into the Great Hall during the dance. It burnt some tables and decorations and went after a few 

students as well – Katia especially maybe because of her being part Veela. Anyway, once the students realised what was happening they held it at bay with various spells – like those you had showed us in 

class. Then Professors McGonagall and Snape helped the Headmaster to despatch it completely. The Hall was restored pretty quickly afterwards and the dance went on."

She paused, "No one knows how it escaped. You may well have been trying to stop it or what happened to you be something completely different."

All the colour the bath had put into his face immediately drained. "There was only one way that demon could have got out of that cage, and that was with the release spell.   And...that is a Dark Magic spell.  If I cast a spell like that..." He broke off, and his hand went to his throat, to the crystal pendant he wore around his neck.  He closed his eyes.  

"Someone could have been killed," he said in an even tone.  "Because of a Dark Arts spell.  Just like the Norwegians predicted." He drew a shuddering breath.  "I can't open my eyes," he said.  "I can't look.  Tell me what colour the pendant is, Nimue."

He pulled the necklace out from under the night robe and its glistening smoky quartz pendant caught the flickering lights of the Hospital Wing.

Anders had shown Nimue this pendant when they had accidentally met by the lakeside on the evening of his first day at Hogwarts. She remembered that it had then been clear quartz.  Now the quartz crystal had turned smoky. There was no denying this physical evidence though she regretted with all her heart that she had to tell him this. 

Nimue kept her eyes upon his face and placed her hand firmly in his seeking to assure him somehow by her touch that she continued to have faith in him and that no matter what he wasn't facing this alone. She then whispered: "It's changed."

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

A while earlier Yvette had slid into her seat, dark smudges underneath her eyes. Normally, she was a morning person, but today she felt like puking. This couldn't be the hangover...it was supposed to have gone away by now! Maybe she'd caught something...

She nearly gagged as she looked at the food in front of her. Orange juice...pancakes... Ugh...

Her ears were ringing as she stood, using a chair to help keep her upright. It fell over, and she dragged herself up. Madame Pomfrey...maybe she'd have something for this fever, or whatever it was.

She stumbled through the hallway, coughing and hacking the whole way. Finally, she sneezed so hard she fell over, and hit her nose on the hard ground. As she sat up, she saw it had begun bleeding, and she 

whimpered.

She managed to make it halfway down the hallway before getting smacked in the face with a door. Yvette went down again, and by the time she came up, one of her eyes was swollen half-shut, and her nose was bleeding double time.

"Madame...Pomfrey..." She managed to choke out in a forlorn voice, holding onto the flat surface of the wall to keep herself standing. As she was walking, her ankle hit a bump in the carpet, and twisted 

suddenly. She went down again. This time, she didn't come up.

*********

Niki suffered through Charms, her arm itching until she thought she wouldn't be able to bear it, then headed to the Hospital Wing.

"This is quite serious," Madam Pomfrey said sternly. "You should have come here right away. It'll take quite some time, now. Get into one of the beds, and- oh, by the way, have you had the Wizard Measles?"

Niki nodded. "A few years ago." She lay back on the bed, and stared up at the ceiling. Madam Pomfrey 

came over a few minutes later with a cream she spread on the rash. "Have you touched anyone else with this hand?" she asked.

"Umm... Dylan, I think," Niki said, sighing contentedly as the itching lessened.

"Well, he'll need to come in here too, then. It's highly contagious."

Dylan was something of a hypocrite when it came to medicine.  Perhaps it had to do with being a 14 year old boy, perhaps it had to do with him being bloody-minded to a fault, but while he insisted upon Madame Pomfrey seeing to Niki's hand, he was more than content with scratching irritably at his own.  

Dylan understood full well what it  was, but he chalked himself up to being able to handle it, not 

without a tinge of arrogance on his part.  

However, he was willing to go and see Niki, just to check up on her.  As he entered the hospital wing, Madame Pomfrey practically pounced the young wizard, asking him about his hand and something called the Wizard Measles.  At least, thought Dylan, she isn't lecturing me about getting into a fight...

Niki grinned apologetically at Dylan. "I'm sorry," she said gesturing to her hand, which was an odd shade of purply-green now that the deep purple cream was spread on it. "I hope we're not doing anything with these plants again..." She glanced over at Kat, who wasn't looking very good. "She's got the Wizard Measles, I think. They get worse as you get older. You haven't had them, have you?"

"Don't even know what they are," he told her, watching Madame Pomfrey fuss over his hand.  He scowled a little, wanting nothing more than to walk out and let nature take its course, but he wasn't going to argue right now.

"Like the regular measles, I think, except that the spots change colour..." Niki shrugged. "I had them a few years ago, they aren't much fun. And... um... I'm really sorry I gave you the rash..." She looked embarrassed.

Dylan shrugged, realising that the itch in his hand was dying off, and he was grateful for that.  "Aye, well, ne'er you mind 'bout it.  E'erythin's all right now."

Niki grinned suddenly. "I think you were right about me leaving trail of green rash across the school. If you hadn't persuaded me to come up here, I'd have given it to everyone. Madam Pomfrey says it's really contagious." She studied him from under her lashes.

"See, it is a good thin' I pay attention in Herbology.  I know what I'm talkin' about at times."  He smiled a little at her before Madame Pomfrey told him to be quiet as she checked him for Wizard Measles.

********

Alpha was wandering through the corridors, cursing Hogwarts because every classroom seem to change sometimes when she tripped over someone..."What the h...." She says. Then she kneels down to the girl who's lying there. "What's the matter? Can you hear me?" Now she's glad she ever had lessons

In First wizards aid.

A pity a mobile phone doesn't work in Hogwarts.... She tries to comfort the girl, but how does she get her to Madam Pomfrey? "Think, Alpha, think..." She talks to herself. "A summoning charm is for things, not for people, but I can call Madam Pomfrey by magnifying my voice?"

She points her wand at her throat, mumbles "sonorus" and she calls out loud:  "MADAM POMFREY, SOMEONE'S ILL HERE IN THE CORRIDOR!!!" It echoes through Hogwarts, it looks like everyone must have heard it. She's embarrassed of herself for making so much noise.

"N...no..." Yvette murmured, managing to pull herself into a halfway sitting position. "I...I'm okay...just fine..."

She coughed again, hacking, and could barely catch her breath. The bleeding from her nose had mostly stopped, now clotted in huge clods on her robe. It looked like she'd been attacked, the way the blood had dripped down, and what with that huge red mark forming on her head. "I just...fell over. I'm okay...I swear..." she said to Alpha.

"NO, YOU'RE .........SORRY" quietus Alpha says and pointing her wand. "I can see that you're not ok. Can you stand?" Noticing that calling Madame Pomfrey didn't help, Alpha tries something different. "Maybe I can support you to the hospital wing, if I only knew where it is. I've never been ill here, you know".

She tries to help Yvette up, but Yvette being ill as she is, is not being very helpful. Alpha is almost in despair. She wants to help, but....what can she do? If only this corridor wasn't so abandoned...

Yvette sneezes and almost falls over, but steadies herself with her good foot. She closes her eyes and clenches her teeth for a moment, and then manages to straighten. Her grey eyes are beginning to get 

life back into them...  Sorta.

"I'm STANDING!" Yvette said in a thin voice, coughing slightly. "AND I'm NOT ill! I'm (cough) alright!"

"Ok, you're not ill but it's not comfortable in these corridors" Alpha says in a soothing way. "Let's go from here, ok? You can lean on me. Put your arm around my shoulder and then walking will be much easier." 

After whispering a few words to her wand, Alpha holds her hand stretched and the wand begins to turn, pointing in the way she had to go. "Come on, easy does it...." And there the two girls went stumbling across the corridor. "Towards Madame Pomfrey"  but as she whispered in Dutch Yvette didn't hear that.)

********

"No...."  Anders stared down at his pendant. "No."  He pulled his hand free from Nimue's and scrunched up at the head of the bed.  "No!"

The word started out as disbelief, moved into confident denial and finally panic. "Not again," he said, pleading with his eyes.  "I can't have done this...not again, no, no, no!"  He tried to rip the pendant from around his neck, but it was magically sealed.  "My lives, my lives, Nimue...Azkaban...I can't go back there, I WON'T go back there!"

He looked panic-stricken for a few long, painful moments, and then he seemed to regain a modicum of control.  He took several calming breaths.  "I won't lose it, I won't lose it..."

He bowed his head, his still-damp hair falling about his face.  "You should go," he said, distantly, hearing the voices of people approaching.  "I'll be back in school, soon.  As long as I can keep hold of what little freedom I have left."

Nimue watched Anders. She felt totally helpless in the face of his fear about the possible loss of his freedom. She knew how he feared Azkaban. As he calmed she spoke:

"Anders, I am not leaving you when you are like this I couldn't bear it. Please don't make me go. I trust you - there must be some other explanation and I am sure we will find it."

Almost angrily, he looked up at her, his knees drawn into his chest.  He took hold of the pendant and thrust it towards her.  "Some other explanation?  Nimue, this thing only activates if the wearer casts a Dark Arts spell.  People could stand there and throw spells at me until I exploded and it would stay dormant.  But if I whispered one spell...poof!"

He let go the pendant and buried his face in his knees again. "If only...I could REMEMBER!"

He was so angry with himself that the anger passed quickly into a strange, almost unnatural calm.  "I'm going to be fine, Nimue.  Just...shock, I guess."

He rubbed at his nose, his usual gesture that he was afraid, or nervous.

"Joy.  It's time for my potion." he said, glancing up to where Madam Pomfrey, despite being suddenly set upon by so many people had remembered her patient and was approaching with a vial.  She handed it to him, said something to Nimue about 'cutting it short', and left to see to the newcomers.

Anders sipped at the potion and pulled a face.  "I'm 100% convinced that Snape adds something disgusting to this out of sheer spite," he said, grimacing.

"I hadn't realised that about the pendant." Nimue replied as Anders had become calm again after his outburst. "I thought maybe someone could trick it into changing. However, the fact remains that you have no reason to do a Dark Arts spell. You don't want to go back to Azkaban so why would you risk it?"

This seemed to make a lot of sense to her even if the facts remained that he must have done such a spell. Then something Kat had said to her about when they found Anders outside popped into her head. Kat had said Anders had reminded her of how Madison used to be during the previous term. That was impossible though surely there was some test for the Imperious curse and they would have checked it out by now.  

Then Madame Pomfrey came up with the potion and advised her to 'cut it short'. After she had left them alone again Nimue looked decidedly upset though was trying to mask it.  "I guess she is right. I have overstayed my welcome here and I am not being much help. I have even left your hair half done." she smiled though it was a sad little smile because she felt so thoroughly useless.

"I believe you are right about Professor Snape. He doesn't like you at all but then I don't think he'd make a potion taste nice for anyone. Maybe one day when you are feeling better and if we are ever

allowed to talk again you'll tell me why he hates you so much."

She thought she would slip in something about whether they'd ever talk again as she was feeling somewhat insecure. 

"Yes..." said Anders, a faint smile lifting the corners of his mouth.  The smile was slight and resigned, and lasted only a second or two, but it was a smile, nonetheless.  "You'd love the story about that, believe me."

The potion was, as always, extremely fast acting, and he sighed heavily. "I think I need to sleep again..." he said.  He reached out and took Nimue's hand again, squeezing it gently.  "Forgive a foolish man his display of petulance?"

His eyes met hers and again, he felt that unmistakable twinge of guilt mixed with something entirely more beautiful and innocent.  "Come back later?"

"There's nothing to forgive," Nimue answered, "you have every right to be upset but never forget you are not alone in this you have Professor Dumbledore on your side and .. you have me." 

When their eyes met she didn't feel at all guilty just incredibly happy that he wanted her to come back to see him. "Certainly I will. After classes if that's OK." she noted that Madame Pomfrey seemed to have her hands full with new patients. "There will also be Kat to visit once she feels up to it."

She smiled at him before rising to leave wishing she could kiss him goodbye as if they were girlfriend and boyfriend but knowing that was impossible.

"Thank you, Nimue," he said, another genuine smile crossing his lips. "Your trust means everything to me."  His eyes began to grow heavy, and he lay back, his head on the pillow.

"Miss Hawkwood, you must let Professor Grimalkin rest now," said Madam Pomfrey, popping up next to her.  "He will rest peacefully now.  The potion Professor Snape has made for him is strong, but very effective."  She patted Nimue's hand that was still holding the young Professor's gently.  "You can

come back later.  I intend to release him from here tomorrow anyway.  His recovery is excellent - and he will be able to thank Professor Snape for stepping in just in time."

Anders was not asleep and, hearing this, a look of horror flickered across his face briefly. Life debted to Snape? That was almost as bad as Azkaban. That was his last thought before he fell asleep.

Nimue let go of Anders' hand. She felt slightly embarrassed to have been seen holding it by Madame Pomfrey but the nurse said nothing to her. She likely had more important things on her mind. 

As Nimue started to leave Madame Pomfrey stopped her and asked her whether she might return some empty potions bottles back to Snape's office. 

Therefore, laden with a box of glass vials of various shapes and sizes as well as a note to the Professor that there had been an outbreak of Wizard Measles, Nimue made her way to the dungeons. She didn't want to run into the Potions Master that morning because she was behind on her alchemy reading and

didn't want the subject to be brought up, so hoped he was elsewhere.

However, he was there. Barely glancing up as Nimue entered, he gestured to her to put the box down on the desk.  Without taking his attention from his work, the Potions Master asked, "Been visiting the Hospital Wing, Miss Hawkwood?"

Finally he looked up her, his glittering eyes piercing into her, his expression unreadable.

"Yes, Professor" replied Nimue, there was no point denying it as she had come into his office with a box labelled 'Property of Hogwarts' Hospital Wing' and a note from Madame Pomfrey. 

"Hmm."  Snape got to his feet and took the note from Nimue. He tore it open and read it, his face breaking into a frown.  "Wizarding Measles.  Excellent.  Just what my schedule needs.  I may require your assistance in putting together a potion that will ease some of the unpleasant symptoms of the illness.  Have you had it yourself?"

"Of course, sir anything I can do. I did have the Wizard Measles when I was six so am immune." she replied. 

He continued to watch her, a look of thoughtful hesitance on his face, until finally, he said, "and

how is our DEAR DADA teacher?"

She was somewhat uneasy about his question about Anders Grimalkin but went ahead and answered brightly. "Professor Grimalkin? Oh yes, sir he's almost better. Madame Pomfrey was just saying just a few minutes ago how effective your potion had been in his recovery."

Inwardly she winced at having indicated to Snape that she and Madame Pomfrey were discussing Anders recovery. 

"How very lucky for him," sneered Snape.  He whirled around and sat back down at his desk, his eyes again glittering at Nimue.

"Miss Hawkwood, I knew Professor Grimalkin when he was a student here, and I cannot conceal my growing alarm at this apparent 'fondness' you have for him.  He is volatile.  He is untrustworthy.  You should avoid him at all costs.  Next time he casts a Dark Arts spell, you might just be on the receiving end of it."

He stared levelly at her. "I am not saying you should not treat him with proper respect - he is, after all, a Professor.  But you must learn to be wary of him.  He does a very good act of the wounded innocent, Miss Hawkwood, but Grimalkin is an extremely dangerous individual and one who is not to be trusted.  I say this out of concern for your welfare.  You are excused."

"Good day Professor." It was all Nimue could think to say as Snape dismissed her. It was obvious that he was not looking for a discussion on the subject though she remained mildly surprised that he had 

mentioned anything at all.

*Concern for her welfare* - she slightly shuddered at the thought.  Still the fact remained that although recent events: the Valentine dance and his illness had allowed this opportunity for them to be closer than they had been, once Anders was discharged and returned to his teaching duties then for both their sakes they had to return to a more formal relationship.  

It was a mildly depressing thought but one that had to be faced.

Welcome to Chaos Central aka The Hospital Wing 

Coming back from Snape's dungeon Nimue wandered the Halls getting her thoughts in order. The corridors sometimes were quite deceptive even after all these months. Seeing Alpha, who she knew was a 4th year Slytherin, supporting an obviously distressed Yvette Nimue stopped in order to offer assistance.

"Goodness. Yvette, what is wrong?" the Gryffindor girl looked like had a fever or something. What in the world was happening at Hogwarts?

Alpha looked up, relieved. She mouthed to Nimue, "help us, please?" Then she said aloud: "I think Yvette had a little accident and she can't walk properly. Can you help us to the 'dorm'?" She winks, hoping this indicates to Nimue that she wanted Yvette to go to Madame Pomfrey.

Nimue winks back at Alpha, "Yes certainly." and the two girls gently guide Yvette in the direction of the Hospital Wing.

Yvette looked at Nimue and a spastic hiccup escaped her lips. "I'm FINE!!!" She nearly fell over again, and hacked violently before managing to straighten.  "Noth...nothing! Nothing's WRONG!"

"Yvette" said Nimue with mock sternness, "You always say nothing is wrong and then you get quite poorly. Just because our House is known for the bravery of its students, you don't have to be heroic all the time. Something is definitely wrong with you and please let us help."

Yvette frowned and bit her lip, then answered slowly. "My ankle...it  hurts. (cough) And same with my head..." She tried to smile, but started coughing again.

"You have blood on your robe and that cough sounds bad." replied Nimue, "If you get much worse Professor Snape will have to start brewing you potions and believe me they are reputed to be the foulest tasting stuff you can imagine. You know how he feels about Gryffindor so just imagine." she pulled a face and winked at Alpha. "Much better to have Madame Pomfrey fuss over you for a few minutes just to put all of our minds at rest."

They were practically there now...

**********

Marvo had just come from visiting with Kat.  He had wanted to check that she was alright before he departed for London - much to Nathan's annoyance.  As he exited her quarantine room into the open ward, he saw Anders lying on the hospital bed.  Stopping in the doorway, he stood and stared at the young Professor for a while.  

Anders, aware of the scrutiny sighed heavily. "Are you staring at me for any particular reason, or are you just lost?" 

Marvo said nothing, but simply carried on staring.  Sighing again, Anders rolled over to look at the wall.  In a soft voice, he said, "Some of us are trying to sleep.  Do you mind...?"  This was enough to prompt Marvo into speaking.

"Yes. I mind. I think it is time we talked Grimalkin." Marvo's voice was cold.

Anders, who was still a little woozy from his potion, shook his head wearily.  "Yeah, right.  Whatever."

Marvo moved quietly to Grimalkin's bed and drew the screens shut around them.  It was not perfect privacy, but the other people in the Hospital Wing were appropriate preoccupied.  It was almost... infuriating, the way Grimalkin kept his back to him, and Marvo moved to stand in front of the bed, his wand in his hand.  There was a long, long pause, which was broken by Marvo.

"I think Dumbledore is wrong." Marvo began. 

"What do you mean, 'wrong'?"  Anders rolled over and propped himself up on elbow.

"About you. I have total respect for the man. But this time. I think he is wrong."

A faintly agitated expression crossed the young man's face.  "Look, is there a point to this?"

"The point is... GRIMALKIN... I do not like you being here, being around DECENT people and being around Nimue!"

"Oh, OK.  So THAT'S what this is about."  Anders coughed painfully and once he'd got a grip, added, "Well, in case it escaped your attention, my friend, I was not convicted of the crime for which I was accused.  You get it?"

"Yes, I get it. I get that the evidence was 'inconclusive' that they could 'be sure' But I've read the file, about your schooldays, your temper. I KNOW the sort of person you are, what you're capable of."

"You don't know me at all, Mr Ward.  Not at all."

"Oh but I do Grimalkin. I know about the fights, the anger, the duel!" 

Anders winced, and Marvo added, in an undertone, "And I know you set that Fire demon free!"

Anders' response was a little feeble.  "You got proof??"

"I know that could not have been done by anyone else in this school apart from me. And *I* couldn't have done it.  The spell needed to open that cage is beyond any of the students, and..."  His mouth twisted into a parody of a smile.  "Where is your wand?"

"Oh?  I was up in my room, don't you remember??  YOU made me leave the Ball."  His temper was actually starting to boil now.   Marvo's words permeated his haze of rage and he blinked.  "....my wand....?"

"Yes. Your wand."

"In the DADA classroom.  Where I left it..."

"Good.  Then I can get someone to check it. I'm SURE you won't mind, being 'innocent' and all?"

Anders' met Marvo's stare with one of his own.  "Fine.  Go ahead and check. Why should I care?"

"Good."  He was slightly perturbed at Grimalkin's attitude, having expected him to be less open and more...sly about the events of the Valentine's Ball.

Anders was tired and still fairly unwell and sighed heavily.  "Look...Mr. Ward.  I can't remember what happened."

"I seem to remember hearing that before.  Seems a little too convenient doesn't it?"

"I can't!"  He slammed his fist into his other palm furiously.  "If I could don't you think I would tell you?"

"Would you?"

"Of COURSE I would!!"  There was total sincerity in his voice that threw Marvo's concentration for a few moments.  Finally, the trainee Auror nodded, sharply.

"Well.  Let's see shall we?  I'm going to get your wand."  Marvo headed for the door.

Anders said nothing, and simply stared up at the ceiling.  Marvo stared at him for a little longer, then stormed out of the Hospital Wing and off to the DADA classroom.

Ten minutes later, Marvo returned and threw Anders' wand down on the bed. "Well?  I assume you know the Prior Incantatum spell?"

"Yes, of course I do."  He picked up his wand. His hands were trembling. Marvo watched him intently.  The young Professor's hand went to the pendant around his neck.  At least this way he would know.  One way or another. Finally, his voice barely more than a whisper, Grimalkin raised the wand.

"Prior....Prior Incantatum...."

Marvo watched a jet of sparks flew from the end of Grimalkin's wand.  It was non-effective, as there was no fire to release, but you don't get to be a trainee Auror without being taught spell signatures.  Marvo recognised the pattern of sparks as the Expedio Ignis - release fire - spell.  However, he did not smile.  He had maybe, just maybe hoped, deep down, that Grimalkin WAS innocent.  But this evidence proved otherwise.

Anders dropped the wand and buried his head in his hands.  Marvo shook his head in a strange combination of disbelief and triumph.  "So.  You DID release that Demon.  It is obvious from the signature of that spell."

I...don't remember doing it...but...if this proves I did...then...I must have done...."  The young Professor sobbed into his hands.  "I don't understand what's happening to me...."

Marvo looked momentarily concerned, but then his expression took on a grim look.  "I don't have to pass this information on, you know."

Anders, sniffling, looked up.  "What...what do you mean?"

"I mean....."  Marvo paused.  "What are you doing with Nimue?"

"Doing???  Nothing!"  Again, there was that air of complete innocence and sincerity, which Marvo dismissed with a wave of his hand.

"Don't give me that Grimalkin! I've seen you with her.  The way she looks at you... and the way you look at her!"

"We just connect, that's all.  We...get on.  She trusts me.  That means a lot to me."

"Leave her alone.  Go nowhere near her again.  Swear it - and I will forget I saw that spell signature!"

Marvo did not feel good about saying this.  He knew it was his duty to pass this information on - but then again, Nimue was very important to him, too. And there was still something...something about Grimalkin's absolute belief in his own innocence that was...hard to ignore.

There was an extremely long and painful pause,  Finally, Anders shook his head and looked up at Marvo.  "I...I can't do that.  You're going to have to...have to report it."

Marvo looked shocked at this.  "W.. What?"

"I can't promise that I won't go near Nimue.  So report me."

"You realise this information is enough to send you back to Azkaban?"

Anders winced and replied in a whisper.  "Yes.  I know."

"You mean.. y.. you really do care for her?" Marvo sounded surprised. 

"Of course I do!!  Why wouldn't I?"

Marvo fell silent.  "You can't."

Anders looked up at him very quietly.  "I know...I know it's wrong...but...there's something there I can't seem to deny."  His voice dropped even lower.  "It doesn't matter.  I can't explain it."  He looked up at Marvo, and his eyes were full of the truth.  "But yes, I DO care for her. More than anything.  Even my own freedom."

Marvo was very quiet, for a very long time.  Finally, in a whisper, he said, "I know what you mean."  He began to walk to the door.  Anders, terrified suddenly spoke, his voice trembling.

"Can I least say...say goodbye to her?"

Marvo turned and looked straight into Anders' eyes.  The young Professor stammered, "If..if..I'm going back to Azkaban... "

Marvo shook his head.  "You hurt her in ANY way Grimalkin - ANY way - and I'll.. I won't kill you... But I'll see you get VERY personal treatment in Azkaban.. VERY personal treatment... for a VERY long time. Do I make myself clear?"  With that, Marvo marched out of the room, wondering why he was doing what he was doing.

Anders stared after Marvo and began to sob softly.

***********

A few minutes later Poppy Pomfrey threw her hands up in exasperation at the approach of the three girls.

"What NOW?" she demanded.  "Is it more Wizard Measles...good heavens, dear, whatever happened?"  She took Yvette from Alpha and Nimue and bustled her off to a bed.  "What happened to her?" she asked Alpha over her shoulder.

"Oh, Madame Pomfrey. I don't really know what happened to her, because when I found her she was not replying to my questions, so I thought that she was unconscious. I think she has hurt her ankle and she had a severe nosebleed, but I don't know really. She seemed very dizzy and she was very pale."

After 'coughing up all the details Alpha knew about Yvette and how she found her Alpha was really glad that Madame Pomfrey was there to take care of Yvette. 

"I performed a little of First Aid for wizards on her, was that ok?" she asks timidly.

"That's fine, dear" said Madame Pomfrey and led Yvette away.

Yvette settled in quietly, though the unpleasant look on her face proved how horrible she thought all this was. To have to HOLD ON to TWO people in order to stand...to be in a BED in the HOSPITAL WING... This was humiliation!

***********

While Alpha was being asked about Yvette, Nimue took a look in the direction of Anders' bed. She'd been gone for a while, having taken her time both going to and coming from Snape's office and it had taken time also to negotiate the halls with the reluctant Yvette. 

Still there hadn't been curtains around his bed before so she wondered why they were there now. Feeling more than a little daring as Madame Pomfrey had already shooed her out of the hospital wing once this morning, she decided to see if he were asleep yet. 

Anders had been emotionally exhausted following his intense conversation with Marvo.  He felt faintly ashamed that he should be so easily manipulated by a boy nearly ten years his junior, and it had left him in a confused muddle about Nimue.  It was hard to believe that she was that age too, she was so mature.

He began to assess the risks and threats - the very real threats - of letting their relationship grow.  He knew in himself that he would not do anything to hurt Nimue - but...  His fingers closed around the pendant.  But there was evidence that he might.

So he had closed his eyes finally and fallen into a fitful doze, fleeting memories of Azkaban and stronger, happier thoughts of Nimue's smiling face flicking through his mind.

Nimue approached the curtains arranged around Anders bed and quietly stepped inside them. Anders was asleep. He looked so young, so vulnerable. Sometimes she allowed herself to imagine what things

would be like if they were closer in age and not student and teacher. It was a wonderful scenario to contemplate but an impossible one at least for the moment. 

As she stood there a daring thought entered her head. He was asleep and the curtains shielded them from any prying eyes. They had never done more than hold hands and she wondered whether the shy young man would ever dare to kiss her. *Probably not* she mused.  

After a moment or two of hesitation, she bent down and kissed him gently upon the lips. Then she stood up to slip away just in case she woke him.

As he heard the sound of the curtains pulling back, he opened his eyes just a crack to watch her depart.  The second he was sure she had gone, he opened his eyes wide, staring up at the ceiling, a finger on his lips where she had kissed him.  It had been a kiss so gentle, it would barely have left an imprint on a soap bubble.  But it had filled him with an explosive warmth that he knew could heal him better than any of Snape's potions.

He should have kissed her back.  No, even he knew how foolhardy that had been.  Wildly he wondered whether Marvo had spoken to her...convinced her to somehow make him lose control of himself, but he knew that wouldn't be the case.  No, it was clear to the confused young Professor that she had kissed

him from her own free will, from her own choice.

Then the realisation hit him like a solid wall. He was in more danger from this single, fourteen year old old girl who could move him in ways he had not previously known his heart could be torn than from any of the darkest wizards on the planet.  If he gave into his base instincts, and things went wrong, or they were somehow found out, then it would be over for him.  No career, no freedom - no...Nimue.

And she would be left with the wounds to carry with her forever, whilst he, undoubtedly, would end his days at the hands of the Dementors, as they placed their mouths on his jaw and sucked out his soul, becoming something neither quite alive nor quite dead.

Stifling another sob, he underwent an epiphany of painful and catastrophic proportions. He had to stop this before it got out of hand.  For his own sake, but more importantly, for hers.  She could not afford to throw away her chance of a happy life for him.

"I'm not worth it, Nimue," he whispered, tears shining in his eyes.  "I'm not worth it."

*********

Nimue came back round to where Alpha was standing. Yvette hadn't looked as though she had Wizard Measles but maybe it was in early stages.

"Thank you Alpha for helping her out. I do hope she will be OK. Has Madame Pomfrey said anything? I guess we should get back to classes."

Nimue wondered if she still had time for Divination and could imagine what Professor Trelawny would make of the Third year class losing so many students to fevers, rashes and the like.

"Madame Pomfrey is examining her now, I explained what had happened as far as I knew, and now I'm waiting for her." Alpha tells Nimue as they were standing there. "Where did you go? I saw you going to that bed, with the curtains drawn around."

It was an awkward moment, Nimue hadn't been aware that Alpha had noticed her going over.

"Oh, yes well..." said Nimue trying not to sound too uneasy, "You know Professor Grimalkin has been very ill. Professor Snape has been brewing him some potions to help him recover and when I was in his 

office a few minutes ago he was asking how Professor Grimalkin was. So I just thought to check on him to make sure the potion had worked, which it has as he's asleep."  

Wondering why Nimue had to check on the Professor, Alpha only said "Oh..." She continued then: "I wonder when Madame Pomfrey comes and tell us about Yvette. I'm beginning to get a little worried now."

"Miss Hawkwood, haven't I asked you to leave once already this morning?  Now come on, please.  Out!  The both of you!"

Poppy Pomfrey made vague shooing movements with her hands.  "Is this a hospital or is this some sort of social lounge?  Your friend will, I think, be fine - I'm keeping her here for observation, though."

Having given her orders, Madam Pomfrey peeped through Professor Grimalkin's drawn curtains.  He was lying with his back to her, presumably asleep, so she nodded satisfactorily and left him to it.  

He was well enough to return to his own room later that day, she had decided.  She planned to speak briefly to Snape about supplying him with more of that potion and to have the young Professor return for a daily check up for a week or so - but his recovery seemed quite remarkable.

"Are you still here, you two?"  Madam Pomfrey put her hands on her hips.  "Go!  Now!"

Hopefully whatever was wrong with Yvette would show itself in time and so Nimue dutifully left the Hospital Wing and made her way to class. 

"Madame Pomfrey." A hoarse voice managed to choke out, and a bruised hand gripped the woman's sleeve. Yvette's grey eyes were dull and unfocused, and she very nearly fell out of the bed.

"The...talisman. Make it...stop..." Yvette sneezed so violently she nearly gave herself another nosebleed. "Didn't...mean to. It's my...my..." She paused to take a shaky breath, "My fault. I let them."

She gave a very unconvincing smile, which looked more like a grimace. "I told you. I'm...fine..." She pulled the nurse closer. "I don't know...where it is. Make it..." Her eyes bulged as she bit her tongue, and she cursed in French as blood filled her mouth. She spat it out, and she banged her elbow on the head of the bed, then grabbed it with a yelp, releasing the woman. "MAKE IT STOP!"

"Now calm down, Yvette," said Madam Pomfrey, softly. "I cannot help you unless you tell me exactly what the problem is."

She took hold of the girl's head with surprising strength and forced a potion down her throat.  "This

should help calm you down," she said, sitting and waiting for the calming potion to take effect.

Yvette blanched, making a face as the potion took effect. Suddenly,  she was quiet. Very quiet.

She was never quiet...  "They were mad." She said flatly, hands in lap. Even though her elbow 

was throbbing, she had no desire to pay attention to it. 

**********

A rather more sombre than usual Marvo eventually makes his way to the front of the school, carrying a small rucksack.

" Well. I'm ready. Lets get going" He says to Randal, not bothering to apologies for his lateness.

"Well at last! I was beginning to think that I was going to have to find you! It can't possibly have taken THAT long to say goodbye to Kat. But since you are finally here then let's go." Randal scowled at him.

"The carriage is here and has been waiting for us for quite a while. I had to explain what the delay was. Lucky for you I didn't give any details, I just said that you had a little unfinished business." Randal led the way out of Hogwarts and towards the carriage.

**********

At the noontime meal that day, the Headmaster announced that on Saturday those students, Third Years and above, who had not been stricken down by Wizard measles or other aliments, might have an 

outing to Hogsmeade.

As usual news of a trip out of school was greeted with joy!

Morticia took this message with great delight. "Great!" she told her fellow Slytherins. "I really need to get a crystal ball of my own. The ones Trelawney has are so old and misty, they are no use, but I really want to get back to my Divination stuff. I keep having these weird dreams about a snake entering my and Niki's bedroom and I want to shed some light on them..."

Nathan, as usually, sneered at his sister mentioning her seeing powers, but seemed to be in an unusually good mood nevertheless. He probably hoped that going to shop in Hogsmeade, the other Slytherins would soon forget about the Ball-incident (the message from Belle) and stop teasing him about it.

