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The Leaky Cauldron - Monday - 08:00 am

Dmitri Georgious sat at the table in the Leaky Cauldron, Anders Grimalkin's file open and the contents strewn over the surface.  The young man's lawyer, and the man who had defended him in his last trial, Georgious was most disturbed at what he was reading.

Dumbledore had sent up the various pieces of new evidence to suggest that the young man had been the unfortunate victim of an Imperius curse, and Georgious was more than ashamed of himself that he'd never suspected that as being the cause of the original accident.  What that boy had suffered...and he now felt somehow guilty.

Well, no more.  This time, he would ensure that Anders Grimalkin's name was cleared.  And when he had done that, he would retire, his faith in wizarding justice having been totally destroyed.  The evidence that had been received from Hogwarts was utterly overwhelming.  But the issue at hand in many respects was not paper proof.  It was Anders himself.

Having spoken to the Minister yesterday, Georgious was most concerned that his client would be unable to speak for himself.  It had been his eloquence last time that had saved him from permanent imprisonment in Azkaban.  But he'd been physically weak, only recently having recovered from the pneumonia that had nearly killed him.  This time, although physically stronger, it appeared that his mind was rapidly sliding into the cesspit of misery that affected all Azkaban inmates.

Georgious shook himself, trying not to picture the young man in such a state.  The important thing was to move the trial swiftly to judgement and pronouncement of Anders' innocence.

Something, however, told him that it would not be as swift as he would have liked.

He turned over another sheet of paper and continued making notes as he waited for the Hogwarts contingent.

Sirius was the next to appear as he made it down the stairs.  "Morning." 

He wandered over to a side counter where breakfast things had been left for the guests to help themselves. He poured some coffee and put a couple of slices of toast in the toaster.

"Up early and working I see. Feeling confident for how things are going to go today? Is there any chance that we could loose?"

The toast popped up and Sirius put it on a plate with a small packet of butter and some jam. Then he pulled up a chair at the table next to Dmitri and proceeded to spread the butter and jam on his toast.

Georgious took off his glasses and rubbed his eyes.  "No matter what the case, the prosecution invariably has an ace up their sleeve.  Still, I've done what I can.  That's as good as I can do.  I know he is innocent, as do you and the rest of your party.  But his fragile state of mind will not have done him any favours.  I believe the prosecution will argue his mental instability as good reason to keep him in custody."

He put his glasses back on and stared out of the window for a moment.  "It will be necessary to reveal your relationship to him, to help the Conclave understand that releasing him will mean he has something to be released to...do you understand me?  They need to know you are his father and that you are willing to help him survive in a world that has been so unnecessarily cruel to him thus far.  How do you feel about that?"

"I am more worried about how Anders himself would take it. I have spoke to those it would effect." Sirius disguise as Sothis was still not blown yet, and he intended to keep it that way if he could. I did try to tell him, but I am not sure that he will remember or understand."

Sirius sighed a little. "Are we able to argue the case that his instability came merely from his possession and that he is unstable now because of the shock of the whole ordeal? Or do you think that the evidence we have is too insubstantial for that?"

"We have a good argument," asserted Georgious.  "But...there is the difficulty of proving that the curse went all the way back to his school days.  Severus Snape signed a statement at his previous trial that described his schoolboy temper tantrums.  The Ministry can be most...persuasive when they want to be.  They have an uncanny ability to twist things to fit whatever they want them to sound like.  And they will make Anders into a madman.  They will bare his soul before the entire 

Conclave."

Georgious sighed.  "In many ways, I am not here to defend his innocence, but more his sanity.  It will not be an easy job.  I wish that the physician had agreed to allow him to come to trial.  You have not heard your son speak in front of an audience, have you, Mr Black?  His manner is...quite compulsive.  Quite electric."

A sudden thought struck him.  "I wonder..." he murmured, scribbling a few notes down on a piece of paper.  "Yes...that's very possible..."

"No I haven't." He pondered the thought of Anders being quite electric. Maybe he did have some of the magnetism of his father. He grinned to himself a little proudly.

He realised that Dmitri was scribbling again. He watched trying to work out what the man was writing. Once the scribbling had slowed he dared to interrupt the though. "What? What did you think of?"

Next to arrive was Marvo. He had in fact been up for quite a while now, having got into the habit of doing his morning exercise routine. But he had stayed up in his room, thinking over the situation and what options were open to him if things didn't go well.

"Good Morning Mr Georgious. Mr Black"

All through the journey Marvo had had to sit in the same car as Sirius Black, and still could not get over the fact that it was THEE Sirius Black!. He felt like such a kid when around him.

He picked up some toast and went to the Table.   "May I, erm... Join you?"

Sirius smiled at the still nervous Marvo. If times weren't so serious right now he could have some real fun teasing this one. He wondered if Kat had told him about who he was. She probably would have. He would have in her shoes.

"Of course you may. We are not on ceremony here you know."

Due to Nimue's condition it was thought inadvisable for her to travel by magical means. Therefore, Nimue, Lord Hawkwood and Marcus had travelled down to London on the Saturday evening in Lord Hawkwood's Jaguar - stopping off on the way for him to retrieve a number of papers which he had borrowed from Dumbledore and his own notes regarding Anders.

Having arrived late on Sunday, Lord Hawkwood had very left early that morning for the Ministry.  

Coming down to breakfast, Nimue entered and got herself some food.  She still looked quite pale but in general seemed fairly strong in herself.

She approached the table where Sirius and Dmitri were talking and Marvo had just arrived at, "Would you prefer us to sit elsewhere?"

Georgious continued, speaking to Sirius.  "The way your son spoke at his first trial.  That was not a madman.  That was a lucid, intelligent young man who knew his own mind quite well.  I believe that the Conclave is mostly unchanged since his last trial.  They will surely recall his performance.  If not...there is one other person I can call on who would remember.  However...I do not know that they would be willing to testify on behalf of Anders."  He sighed, looking up as Marvo entered.

"Good morning, Mr Ward," he said, vaguely, before saying to Sirius, "Olaf Peterssen's wife, Beatrice."

Marvo smiled nervously and pulled a seat out for Nimue before taking one himself, not next to Sirius Back of course!

"Beatrice Peterssen? Surly she as much as any of the Family would want the true killer to come to justice? And not an innocent man?"

With all his knowledge Marvo was still of course somewhat naive about the ways of the world. He still saw things very black and white, good or bad with very little scope between. He didn't consider that Beatrice Peterssen would want anyone to suffer for the death of her husband, innocent or not. He had a lot to learn.

Nimue had sat at Sirius' invitation. She was less in awe of Sirius Black than Marvo mainly due to her father having known him at school as well as the glimpses she had at her Aunt Gwenddydd's diaries.

Still given the circumstances, she was remaining very quiet absorbing all she could about Anders' situation.

Georgious rubbed again at his eyes.  "Beatrice Peterssen was the only member of the family who did not bay for Anders' blood after Olaf's death.  She said to me, off the record, outside the trial room that she did not believe it was anything more than a tragic accident, and felt strangely guilty that Anders had gone through 8 months imprisonment waiting to come to trial."  He began to gather up papers and put them back into the file.

"I can contact her," he said.  "See if she is willing to swear that under oath.  It may be the difference between writing Anders off as a madman and giving the Conclave reason to consider further that during his imprisonment he was, indeed, himself.  That the young man who spoke that day was the *real* Anders Grimalkin."  Georgious gave a half-smile.  "It's strange, considering.  That terrible time for him was probably the only time he was truly himself.  And there are so few people who know the REAL Anders."  He continued to file away papers as he spoke.

"He was never any trouble as a prisoner, although his illness did leave him very weak.  He always seemed quite calm and rational.  If this Dafydd Grimalkin WAS manipulating Anders, it is highly unlikely that he would have wanted to ride the boy's mind whilst he was in Azkaban.  It is, after all an horrific..."

The lawyer stopped speaking as he looked at Nimue.  "I'm sorry, my dear," he said, softly.  "I do not mean to make your pain any greater than it is already."

He cast an oblique glance at Sirius.  He was not certain how wide the knowledge of Anders' parentage had spread, and was looking for a sign that he should either mention it or not in front of those assembled.

Sirius looked at Dmitri as he trailed off and as if reading his mind he asked, "The information that you asked if I mind being exposed... you are certain that it will need to be revealed?"

Dmitri gave a nod.

"Ok," Sirius took a brief sigh. "I must tell you both now so that it does not appear as a shock to you in court." Sirius was addressing Marvo and Nimue directly.

"Anders may not realise it yet although I have spoken to him, but his father was not in fact Dafydd Grimalkin. That man was only the husband of his mother may her soul rest in peace. No, in fact I am the happy man to bear that responsibility." 

He looked at their shocked faces and held up a hand to stop them interrupting. "No, there is more. Anders is the son of a woman I would have married. I met her just before the Great War and when I returned to find her she had vanished. Whilst looking for her I met another unfortunate woman in a similar situation to myself and during our searches we fell in love. She already had a son, called Matthew. Well, we married and settled down, and soon had a daughter to join Matthew, who you both know. 

"Yes, I am not only Anders father, but I am also Kat's father as well. You may wonder how that can be, but after I escaped from Azkaban I took on a disguise that very few until now have known about. When I settled down my children were protected from the fame of Sirius Black by my continued disguise. I have spoken to Kathryn and Matthew, both of them know of this although they were under instruction not to reveal this information to anyway. Although I suspect that Kat has already told you, Marvo." He looked to see what Marvo would say to this accusation. 

"It is very probably that the court will require a stable home for Anders to return to because of what they call his instability. Well if we declare that I am his father then that home becomes available. 

Although as I said to Dmitri earlier, I have reservations about how Anders will feel over the whole thing. I still hope that my disguise can be kept under cover, but I'm sure you will only refer to the rest of my family if you have to, Dmitri. I also trust both of you not to breathe a word of this to anyone, especially the press."

Nimue was shocked by the revelation but then she was still somewhat in shock from the whole experience of the last few days. What was one more? However, there was also a question of the forefront of her mind.

"Mr. Black, does my father know this? If so, when?"

Nimue knew Anders had written her father but she didn't know whether there had been any reply. It was in hope of news of this expected letter that she had drawn her to meet Anders in the woods. 

Marvo was of course, Speechless!  More than usually so, his mouth was open and his eyes wide in disbelief.  It was a wonder his hair wasn't standing on end!

"Your.... Her.... His..."  *Hang on Marvo! This is SIRIUS BLACK! You can't fall apart now* he thought to himself.

He closed his mouth and forced a glass of water to his lips and drank. "So, d.. does Kat know about it?" he finally said, then realised he needed to add "About Ande.... Professor Grimalkin that is?"

What more could happen? He wouldn't be surprised to find he was actually the love child of Snape! What a week!

"Miss Hawkwood..."

Georgious finished putting the papers into the file and considered the young girl - no, the young *woman* sat before him.  Georgious considered her to be something of a liability in many ways.  The fact that his 21 year old - he had amended the records accordingly having now find out the correct age of the man - client was clearly engaged in some sort of relationship with a not-quite-15-year-old-girl was a tender subject and one which would no doubt come up during the trial.

He fully expected Nimue to have to take the stand, and he was also well aware from the very short time he had spent in her company just how mature and rational the girl was.

He closed the file and looked at her quietly.

"Anders' freedom is not the only thing at stake here, my dear," he said, softly.  "His very future is going to be called into question if he is cleared of these charges.  The Conclave are going to want to know what he intends to do with his life.  And..."  He swallowed, nervously, hating the fact he had to deliver this information.  "...the fact that you and he were apparently an 'item' is very likely to raise a question as to the suitability of him to remain at Hogwarts.  It is extremely probable that he will not be able to return to that job."

He sighed heavily.  He was not good at this sort of thing.

"You will very probably be asked what your true feelings are towards Anders.  Are you fully prepared to be honest about those, knowing what I have just told you?  Knowing that if you admit that there is..." he paused.  "...something...between you that the Conclave will deem him unfit to teach minors?  That they will ask you in vivid details just what that relationship entailed?  I would spare you that.  If you would prefer to sign a written statement rather than stand before the Conclave..."

Sirius smiled at Nimue. "I do realise the question you are asking, and if you are willing Dmitri," he waited for assent.

"Your father had replied to Anders letter before he knew of Anders true parentage. He does however know now as he was the one that told me. However your father is not yet aware of the rest of my family. I probably ought to tell him at the first available chance. I hope I can tell him before the trial. As for Kat, yes she does know everything."

Nimue was glad that Sirius had answered her before she had to tackle the very difficult subject that Georgious had raised.

"Thank you." she said quietly, "Although I don't know what my Father wrote to Anders in his reply, I had the impression from the way Father and the Headmaster spoke on Saturday that he had accepted Anders for his own sake.  I think that's important for all of us. I am very happy for both of you to have found each other even if Anders is not able to know you yet. I only hope that I can assist in restoring your son to you."

She then turned to address Dmitri.

"Mr. Georgious, I understand what you are saying about his future but from all I have heard and from the implications between the lines, the evidence as it stands *may* be strong enough to clear him of these and the previous charges but that isn't certain. So our priority must be to ensure he has his freedom and a future.

I believe Sirius ... sorry Mr. Black has already shared the letters that passed between Anders and myself with Professor Dumbledore and I understand that in the circumstances it is very likely that his career as a teacher will be over now that the Headmaster is aware.

It is a matter of decorum even though the idea that Anders is in any way a threat to minors or predatory in the way you have suggested the Conclave might think is ridiculous." 

She fixed him with a steady gaze, "My eyewitness testimony and my willingness to be questioned by the Conclave about the event is important. I certainly won't take the chance that Anders might lose his freedom or worse to spare myself. There was nothing - is nothing  - salacious about our relationship and I have no fear of being questioned about the 'vivid details' as you so delicately put it. 

No, trying to conceal the nature of our relationship would be an error.  He is on trial for murder and the use of Dark Arts, don't let them try to make it about something else."

Georgious smiled.  He had figured as much.  She was the perfect witness.

"I am sorry for my bluntness, Miss Hawkwood," he said, gently.  "I can only presume what the Conclave will ask.  I have a philosophy.  Expect the worst.  All you can do is be pleasantly surprised."

He winked at her.  "I believe your testimony will be fine.  It is, I am very much afraid, all down to the waiting game now.  We must be at the Ministry by 9.45am, so I suggest you eat breakfast and prepare yourselves."  He sighed.  "Today will be an extraordinarily long day, I fear."

He excused himself from the table, leaving his toast untouched, and headed out to his room, leaving the Hogwarts entourage to talk amongst themselves.

After Georgious had left Nimue turned to Sirius. "Mr. Black you should know that if my leaving Hogwarts would help your son retain his job there I would do it in an instant. I was privately tutored before and although I love the school and my friends, I don' think it is fair that Anders should be deprived of doing what he does so well because I am there. Maybe you could talk to the Headmaster?"

"I don't think that would help too much Lizzy, I mean Nimue. I mean, Kat is his Sister! or half sister at least, and as much as you and I know he would never show any favouritism, The Conclave are as likely to see that as a problem almost as much as you and he together"

Marvo was not sure if he was combing across as he wanted to, he had just had quite a shock.

He took Nimue's hand. "I know you'd do anything to help him, and you should know that we will do the same. Anders is a good man, with good skills and good friends. No matter what state of health he is in, There will be people there for him."

He turned to Mr. Black. "Thank you for telling me.. us all this. It's quite a shock. But it doesn't change my feelings at all"

Marvo smiled then went slightly red. " About Anders that is!" He added quickly.

"That is good, Marvo. I would not expect it to change how you felt.  You just need to not look too shocked when it comes out in court." He grinned at Marvo, who was still looking uncomfortable. 

"Well, Nimue, I am touched that you offer to leave the school, but it is not that simple. Not even as simple as Marvo has explained. The biggest problem is the mere fact that he started a relationship with one of his students, no matter how discrete you were. He will never be allowed to teach again for that fact, and Dumbledore knows that. Parents would worry too much about their daughters, even if your relationship is proved true. I'm sure that Dumbledore will do what he can though."

"I am sure my father will as well." she said with confidence, "after all Anders did save my life and if that doesn't entitle him to half the kingdom and his daughter's hand in marriage - when I'm of age naturally - well then I don't know what would."

She gave a smile but it was obvious she remained concerned about Anders' present and future. 

Marvo Smiled when Randal entered, "Randal! Good to see you looking...... Your old self again." He was about to say 'Human' but was not sure who knew about his 'secret'.

"I'm not sure where the others are."

Nimue wondered why Randal was there but didn't say anything. "I haven't seen Professor Dumbledore or Professor Snape this morning but Daddy went to the Ministry very early and Marcus with him."

As if on cue, Professor Dumbledore came down from the bedrooms. "Good morning, Sirius. Your meeting with Dmitri went well?" 

Noting the young people gathered, he said,  "Ah Randal you here with your Father? Malcolm sleep well? Nimue, you're looking a lot better than when I saw you on Saturday. I take it your Father has gone on ahead?"

"Yes Headmaster" she replied.

"Good then I would expect we are almost ready to go. I see Severus has not yet emerged. He doesn't like the city or sleeping away from his ... dungeon." 

There was a slight twinkle in his eye. Obviously Dumbledore was well aware of the perpetual rumours that Snape was in fact a vampire. 

"I am sure he will be with us momentarily. He is nothing if not punctual!"

Right on cue, the Potions Master descended the staircase.  He gave those assembled a cursory nod.  "Let us hope we can get this foolishness out of the way quickly so we can return to Hogwarts," he said by way of a greeting.  "Just typical of Grimalkin to land himself in trouble during examinations week."

The tone in his voice belied his concern, however.  He had had a couple of days to give the matter some serious thought, and his respect for Grimalkin had been growing with every new piece of evidence that came to light.  The young man had risked his own life to save that of Nimue's, of that Snape had no doubt.  He had been foolish and irresponsible but...Snape admitted to himself...he WAS young.

He'd still been unable to fathom out how Anders had deflected the Killing Curse, but had begun to investigate the possibilities that it may have something to do with the Azkaban charm the DADA Professor had worn around his neck.  He would continue to study that one - or ask Grimalkin when...IF....the man was freed.

Snape ate a single piece of dry toast in silence and watched the assembled group, not wanting to put anything into the conversation unless directly asked.

Randal looked around the people gathered in the room.

"I think we are all here now. Shall we go gentlemen? Miss Hawkwood?"

He used is arm to make a gesture towards the door and help it open for them to leave.

Marvo did not comment on the Headmaster calling him 'Malcolm', he after all, was allowed.

" Yes Sir. I did" lied Marvo. In fact most of the night he had laid awake going over and over the incident in his mind. His eye allowing him total recall of the situation. But only when he was there. If only he had arrived a few minutes earlier, he was sure he could have done something, anything. 

Ridiculous as it was, Marvo felt he was partly responsible for this whole mess, and would do whatever was needed to put things right.  Within the law, or outside of it!

Marvo Stood, pulling Nimue's chair out as she got up, ready to offer his arm. But only if needed, he knew Nimue well enough to know that offering to help when she didn't need it was a good was to get sore shins!

"Thanks Marvo." she said taking his offer of some assistance to her feet. 

"I'm still a little wobbly but I think I'll be OK. It's a huge shock isn't it? I just hope that... well you know what I hope."

Travelling to the Ministry of Magic

Georgious stood, waiting for the rest of the party.  It was a 15-minute walk to the Ministry from here, but he had arranged for a car to take Nimue and her father, not wanting her to exert herself any more than was absolutely necessary.

Two big black cars pulled up in front of the Leaky Cauldron. 

From the back of the first came Cornelius Fudge. "Hello Dmitri. Thought it might help if I found you a couple of cars. I know the hearing isn't far away, but it will be much nicer to ride in a car."

Behind Cornelius came Randal. "I'll go inside and hurry them up shall I?"

Cornelius nodded, and Randal hurried inside the pub.

He found Nimue, Marvo and Sirius all sitting at a table. "Hi. We have some cars waiting for you all outside if you are ready. Is Dumbledore or Lord Hawkwood coming? And Marcus? Snape? I thought they would be here too."

"Hello, Cornelius," said Georgious, his voice taut with the worry and anxiety he was feeling over the case.  "That's very good of you."

He slid into one of the cars and resumed reviewing Anders' notes.  He glanced up at Cornelius.  "What's your opinion of Anders Grimalkin, then?  Off the record.  I know you met him once, briefly at the last trial.  What did you make of him?"

"What do *I* think of him? Well it is not really my place to judge. He seemed very... how do you put it... charismatic when I met him. Although at the time he was a little under the weather. I can imagine that can happen to a chap stuck inside those walls for so long."

Cornelius looked at the notes that Dmitri was reading. "Still revising your case I see. Surely you know that inside out already? But I guess it never does wrong to check again eh? Might even catch us out one of these days." He grinned as if trying to pretend that the ministry had a chance of winning this case against Anders.

Georgious looked out the car window, chewing his lip thoughtfully.  "Morgan really shouldn't have done it, Cornelius," he said.  "I know as well as anyone what the terms of Anders' parole were.  But he was shocked, injured by all accounts and Morgan should not have slammed him into a cell.  At the very least he should have been removed to the prison hospital wing.  Is it any wonder the boy is unfit to come speak for himself at his own trial?  I think Morgan knows that he is innocent.  That's why he's taken this course of action."

He looked back at Cornelius.  "Once I have established Anders' innocence," he said, true venom dripping from each syllable, "I intend to prove Morgan for the fraud he is as well.  I know he's one of your most valued staff...but...it is intolerable that he should be allowed to treat people this way."

There was a little twitching about Cornelius that said he was not happy with the idea. "I'm sure you will do your job."

He looked to the open door. "Are here they are, come along. Three of you in this car then please, and the rest in the other one."

He ignored Dmitri and headed for the other car, obviously not best pleased.

Sirius headed out the door, smiling at Randal holding it open. He jumped into the first car indicated by Cornelius. He waited quietly for the others to join him. He wanted to get this trial over with.

Marvo stood there, trying not to look unsure, but not sure which car to go in. Would his troubles never end?

"Go with Sirius, Marvo." Nimue said quietly. "I'll travel in the second car with Professors Snape and Dumbledore and the Fudges."

Without waiting for him to confirm he would she headed towards the second car.

Marvo smiled at Nimue for the prod in the he right direction. Without a word he got into the car.

**********

A tall, very handsome and more than faintly familiar young man hovered outside the Ministry building.  He was waiting for something or someone and hadn't told his fellow staff what exactly he was waiting for.  A young woman came out to join him, he smiled.

"No, really it's alright Saffy, I can manage.  There's someone I have to speak to that's all." He told her, she made some sounds of protest but he ushered her back inside.  "No, really, I won't be long.  This important, has to be done.  Yes, you can tell the boss that, no problem...any trouble and tell him I'll come and see him as soon as I've finished here."

She left, looking a little sullen, and he was alone again, looking anxiously at his wristwatch and scanning the street for a car.

Minister Martin Morgan stood in the foyer of the Ministry of Magical Corrections, dressed in his smartest robes (which still managed to be totally crumpled and somewhat on the scruffy side).  When the two cars containing the Hogwarts contingent arrived, a Quake of Doom came over him - particularly when he saw Sirius Black.

"Ah, good morning, Headmaster," he addressed Dumbledore, carefully avoiding Sirius' murderous stare.  "It is good to see you all arrived so very promptly.  May I show you to the room where the trial is to be held?"

His eyes took in the assembled group, lingering briefly on Nimue and her father.  "Lord Hawkwood," he said, inclining his head slightly.  "I trust you are well?"

Lord Hawkwood had joined the party once it reached the Ministry. Standing close to Nimue, he placed his hand on his daughter's shoulder in a gesture of comfort.

"I'll be a lot better when the man who saved my daughter's life is a free man once more, Morgan." Hawkwood's tone left no doubt that he was clearly holding Morgan responsible for any mistreatment to Anders.

Morgan paled noticeably at Hawkwood's words.  "Ah.  Er," he said, eloquently, mopping his sweating brow with his handkerchief.  "Shall we....?"

He noticed a stranger come up and address Sirius, and added in a somewhat superior voice, "Do feel free to follow us in when you are ready, Mr Black.  If you are later than five minutes before the trial commences, the doors will be sealed magically and you will be refused admittance."  His piggy little eyes gleamed nastily.  "Father of the accused or not."

With that, he showed everyone else the way to the chamber room where the Conclave would sit in judgement on Anders.

He spoke again to Dumbledore, hedging his bets that the Headmaster at least would remain courteous.

"Grimalkin gave us a lot of trouble this morning," he said, his voice lowered so only he and Dumbledore could hear.  "Insisted he wanted to attend the trial, but he is not a well man, Headmaster..." Morgan tapped the side of his head to demonstrate precisely where he thought Anders' sickness was.  "Not well at all.  When we told him the physician had signed him unfit, he got quite angry."

Morgan had actually had to look up some of the words Anders had used, in fact, and his cheeks still burned at the thought of them.

"He relapsed into his corner, however," said Morgan, finishing off the story with certain smugness.  "He is a strange young man." 

"The only problem with that young man's mind is that he is being kept in your barbaric prison.  It sounds as if he is quite justifiably angry that he was not allowed to be present at this hearing which will decide his fate." Dumbledore voice remained courteous but there was no doubt where his sympathy lay.

"I also expect that he is probably frantic with worry about Miss Hawkwood's condition. Have you advised him she has survived and will be able to testify about the event in the woods?"

Dumbledore expected Morgan had not. 

"No, I...er...I...that is, um..."

Morgan was aware that he was slowly losing his grip on his own sanity right now. Everyone in the world, it seemed, apart from he and the rest of the Ministry, fully believed Anders Grimalkin was innocent.

"I'll despatch a message to him," he said, weakly.  "Let him know that she is well."

He left the group in their seats and bustled over to his own position at the Prosecutor's bench, shuffling his notes, and whispering to his colleagues.  As the case was Anders Grimalkin versus the Ministry, Morgan would be representing the prosecution.

He fixed Georgious with a nervous stare, hoping to worry the ice-cool lawyer, who he had faced so many times before.  Georgious was, without a doubt, the best wizard defence lawyer the country had ever seen.  It was something of a relief to Morgan that he'd stated that the Grimalkin re-trial would be his last case before retiring.  He'd never won a case when opposed with Georgious.

This time it would be different.  This time there was little doubt that the accused was criminally insane, and that was the tactic that Morgan was going to use.

Marvo didn't say a word.  He looked very serious, and glared at Morgan. If looks could kill, it would be Marvo on trial.

When the cars had pulled up, the young man looked even more anxious than when he was waiting.

He rushed to open the door for the occupants of the first car, a little taken aback when he saw Sirius Black inside with a boy, about his own sister's age.

"Mr Black, sir, may I speak to you for a moment?" He asked, "My name is Evans, Bowen Evans, I believe you may have met my sister."

"Yes? You better make it quick. I don't have much time before the trial starts. What can I do for you?"

Bowen dug in his pockets for his notes, "She asked me about the tattoo the dead man has, apparently the Headmaster asked her if she knew and she didn't so she asked...anyway, it's nothing like ours at all.  I did some digging and found out that it's a Dark Clan thing, not been seen for years and years so no one remembered it, but they never really mixed with the rest of us.  Everyone disapproved of their methods, even the dodgy groups wouldn't speak to them so they must be bad.  Anyway, from what I can remember, they have very few scruples, kill anyone to get what they want, family only a problem because of the blood link." He took a breath.

"There are a couple, not many I'd admit, of documented cases of them killing children, like I say, they don't care particularly.  But, we haven't heard of them for centuries, thought they'd died off.  I'd like to see this body, if that was possible, just for academic interest, you know, if I could stand the smell." He smiled.

He held out the papers, "It's all here anyway, and if you want me to testify to any of it, I will.  Just ask for me, I'll be in the building."

Sirius was pleasantly surprised by this. "Thank you. I am... most grateful. If you wanted to see the body, well, it is still at Hogwarts I believe, unless Dumbledore arranged for it to be transported."

He looked at the notes that he had been given. "I will make sure that this is brought to the attention of Anders' lawyer. Thank you for the help. Some one will get in touch if we do need you to testify."

He smiled briefly, but he was obviously not feeling too happy right now. Worry was written all over his face.

"Once again, thank you." 

And with that he hurried towards the courtroom.

The Trial Commences

The twelve witches and wizards who made up the Wizard's Judicial Conclave filed into the chamber and took their places at the top bench.  The spokesman, an elderly, jovial-looking wizard with ruddy cheeks and a shock of white hair that made him look a little like a dandelion remained standing.

"We are here today to hear the case of Anders Rhys Grimalkin versus the Department of Magical Law Enforcement.  As the defendant is not fit to attend the court himself, his mouthpiece will be his legal representative, Dmitri Georgious.  Mr Georgious - how does the defendant plead firstly to the charge of first degree murder through the use of one of the forbidden curses?"

Georgious got to his feet.  "Not guilty." His voice was confident and rang out through chamber, which was packed with an assembly of curious on-lookers and, unfortunately, an assortment of journalists.  "I would also further add, Sir, the defence's extreme displeasure at the ruling that Mr Grimalkin is not allowed to be present." 

"Noted and recorded," said the Head Wizard, nodding in Georgious' direction.  "And how does the defendant plead to the charge of endangering the life of one of the students placed in his care?"

There was a sudden silence.  Georgious had not been expecting this.  He shot a glance across the chamber at Morgan, who was sat looking exceedingly smug. 

Georgious looked around at the Hogwarts group and swallowed nervously.

"One moment, Sir."

The lawyer turned to Sirius, lowering his voice.  "I was not expecting this to come up as an official charge," he said, softly.  "Morgan has bent the rules yet again."  Georgious glanced at Nimue.  "I believe that your son would plead guilty to that charge, with mitigating circumstances.  He did not know he was placing her in danger as he believed his father to be dead.  With your agreement, I would plead guilty on Anders' behalf to that charge.  If you think we can cover the truth enough to plead not guilty, however, then I shall do so." 

"Mr Georgious?  I repeat.  How does the defendant plead to the charge of endangering the life of one of the students placed in his care?"

Georgious looked at Sirius, waiting for his response.

Marvo felt good in the court. He felt confident, and a little 'chuffed''.  However, he was very well aware of the serious of these proceeding.  He lent over to Georgious and Black and whispered

"Sorry Sirs, I know it's not my place, but seeing as Anders did not, as far as we know, send the note arranging to meet Nimue in the woods, then he cannot officially be held responsible for... what happened."

Marvo had been up most of the night digesting a number of legal books.  His head still hurt. "In the case of Gerreled Vs Mahone in 1956, it was deem permissible for only the direct actions of a defendant to be used within the context of the question" Marvo was not 'actually' 100% sure what that meant, but that was what it said in the book.  "He didn't want Nimue there, nor did he ask for her to be there, so it's not his fault."

Georgious nodded at Marvo.  "You are correct," he said, in an almost bitter voice.  "However, I sincerely believe that pleading guilty to this charge may be the best way of taking the focus off the murder charge.  If we can manipulate things enough, the worst that will happens is that Anders will lose his job."

The lawyer shook his head.  "I must respond, Mr Black.  However, as my client's father, you are therefore his legal guardian, and have the final say.  How should I plead?  Guilty or not guilty?  I fully intend to cover the issue in my defence for the murder charge.  The Conclave are totally impartial and will not judge him on the foolishness and vagaries of youth, I assure you."

"No!" said Nimue in a quiet but urgent voice to Sirius and Georgious. 

"There is no way that he can be charged with endangering my life. If he would plead guilty to it with mitigating circumstances that is only because of the way he is. He feels responsible for it but he wasn't!  I take full responsibility for ignoring the advice of everyone and agreeing to meet him in the woods. Except it wasn't him that wrote that note to me was it? It was his wicked stepfather! The first thing he did was try to get me out of there. No, please don't let them do this to him!"

Sirius listened carefully to what they all said. "I have to agree with Nimue. He might plead guilty because of who he is. But then I suspect he would also plead guilty to murder too. He severed the relationship with Nimue and refused to see her. He did what he could to keep her out of it. She chose to ignore the advice she was given, you cannot blame Anders for that. I would like to pleaded not guilty."

Sirius waited to see if Dmitri would disagree.

Georgious nodded and turned to face the Conclave.  "Not guilty, Sir," he said, confidently.

Morgan's face fell with an almost audible thud.  He had apparently been banking on Georgious taking the second charge as the easy option.  He wanted a fight?  Then a fight he would have.

"Thank you, Mr Georgious.  Minister Morgan, if you would care to present the case for the prosecution?"  The Conclave Leader sat down and the floor belonged to Minister Martin H. Morgan, who got to his feet, wiping at his sweating brow ineffectually.

Georgious kept his eyes fixed on the fat Minister, a look in his eyes that spoke of Words to Come.

Nimue smiled at Marvo for this assistance. Anders hadn't technically 'severed' their relationship in quite the dramatic fashion Sirius statement suggested but it was a moot point.  He hadn't sent the note and she had disobeyed a number of people including Anders by responding to it.   

Her focus returned to the Minister.

The Case for the Prosecution

"Thank you Sir," said Morgan, eventually, seeming to regain the ability to speak.  "I present to the Conclave the evidence supporting the charges against Anders Rhys Grimalkin."

He took a deep breath.

"The murder of a man now positively identified as the accused's - er - father, one Dafydd Grimalkin, took place in the grounds of Hogwarts, where the accused was working as the Defence Against the Dark Arts teacher.  This position of responsibility was bestowed on the young man by Albus Dumbledore following his prior trial..."

Georgious winced.

"...when the accused was granted conditional parole."

Here, Morgan outlined the terms of Anders' parole.  He held up the pendant that Anders had at one time worn around his neck.  "Evidence that the accused was guilty of the use of Dark Magic.  He had three chances.  The first, we understand was used when Grimalkin released a Fire Demon, sending it to attack the school..."

"Objection," said Georgious, getting to his feet.  "You have no proof that was his intention."

"Sustained," said the Conclave Leader.  "No speculation, Minister."

"My apologies," said Morgan, bowing in what was an undoubtedly sarcastic manner.  Georgious sat down again as Morgan continued.  "The second life was removed from Grimalkin as a punishment for this at his recent parole hearing.  However, as the court will witness, the pendant is now black, which is final proof that the young man used a Dark Magic spell.  Study of the victim, and a subsequent Prior Incantatem spell performed on the accused's wand - have proved that this was..." He lowered his voice for dramatic effect.  "Avada Kadavera."

A ripple ran through the courtroom.

"We at the Ministry are pressing the case that Anders Rhys Grimalkin is unfit not only to teach at Hogwarts, but is unfit to re-enter society at all.  The young man is plainly deluded and unstable.  He placed one of his students, namely Lady Elizabeth Hawkwood, in great peril.  He claims that she was in fact the intended target of the spell, which he further claims was cast by his...er...father, but that somehow this spell was deflected by himself."  A snort escaped the Minister's nostrils.  "Plainly a lie, as we all know that there is no counter spell or avoiding the Killing Curse."

"Objection.  You can't prove that.  The counsel for the Defence has evidence that may help support this claim, Sir."  Georgious cast a sideways glance at Severus Snape, who nodded once, curtly.

"Sustained.  Keep to the point, Minister."

Morgan hated Dmitri Georgious.

"As I was saying, Grimalkin is extremely unstable mentally.  The Ministry believe him to be a danger to all who would come into contact with him.  It is our opinion that he needs to be saved from himself." 

A slow, almost unpleasant smile spread across the Minister's face.

"We move to administer the Dementor's Kiss."

In the back rows of the courtroom, a familiar form, resplendent in blinding bright green, was watching with rapt attention. A green quill scuttled across the parchment in her lap almost too quickly to be seen.

Rita Skeeter was having a very good day.

Nimue paled at the dreaded words. Her eyes travelled to the figures of her father and Professor Dumbledore hoping for some sign of reassurance from these powerful male figures in her life.

She thought they would have likely known this in advance and perhaps this was why Georgious had given her the option of giving a statement.  Yet she had been there  - she knew exactly what had happened!

She took some calming breaths.

Emrys saw how pale his daughter went and automatically reached out his hand, taking hers gently and offering a supportive squeeze.

He exchanged a silent glance with Albus Dumbledore, taking in the Headmaster's own angry expression.  "It will be alright, Nimue," he whispered to his daughter.  "Trust me."

He hoped she didn't pick up the uncertainty in his voice.

*********

Morgan allowed the murmuring to die down and puffed his chest out.  "I call the first witness for the prosecution to the stand," he announced importantly.  A deathly hush fell over the chamber, and he drew out the silence for dramatic effect.

"Rita Skeeter."

Rita laid down her quill and parchment and walked importantly to the front of the courtroom. She sat in the seat indicated.

Morgan went through the swearing in rigmarole, and strutted back and forth in front of her importantly.  "Ms Skeeter," said Morgan. "You interviewed Anders Grimalkin on several occasions during his Quidditch days, did you not?  Tell the Conclave your experiences with him."

"On each occasion," Rita began in her obnoxious nasal voice, "he was very brusque and rude--slammed the door in my face, once! Once he began to rant about reporters, using all sorts of words I wouldn't dare repeat--" her gaze fell on Nimue "--when there are children in the room."

Morgan nodded.  "Yes.  Your honours - " Here he addressed the Conclave directly.  "Grimalkin has a tendency to a bad temper, which I think you will note on his psychological profile.  Whilst speaking with him this morning, in fact, he launched a totally unnecessary tirade of bad language at me." 

"Objection!" said Georgious, getting to his feet.  "A foul mouth does not automatically imply that the swearer is a murderer.  I call for this witness to be removed as unreliable."

"Objection sustained, but request overruled," said the Conclave Leader.  "Ms Skeeter, we are all aware of your popular...gossip column.  Please be reminded that you are under oath.  The oath you have sworn means that any untruth you may tell will cause your skin to change colour.  Continue, Minister."

"Thank you, Sir."  Morgan shot a triumphant glance at Georgious who sat down again, fixing him with the same murderous stare.

"Ms Skeeter.  In your opinion, does Anders Grimalkin strike you as being a volatile individual?"

Rita had reddened slightly at the comment on her column, and glared at Georgious. "Yes, sir, he did."

Morgan proceeded to ask Rita Skeeter a few more questions which she answered - apparently truthfully, for her skin stayed the same colour - and all of which painted Anders very much as the bad-tempered, foul-mouthed young man that Morgan saw him as.

"Thank you, Ms Skeeter.  You may return to your seat," said Morgan, beaming at her.

The reporter got up and walked past Georgious and the Hogwarts entourage, a look of triumph on her face before settling back down and nodding at her quill, which scribbled the words, "Your intrepid journalist was MOST distressed at being part of this terrible trial,"  words which totally contradicted the smug look of satisfaction on her face.

Morgan then continued for some time with medical reports and psychological profiles before standing 'centre stage' again.

"I must now hand over to my...esteemed colleague Dmitri Georgious, who is presenting the case for the defence of Anders Grimalkin.  As per our laws, his witnesses are also mine."

Georgious bristled.  Another thing about Wizarding law that made him angry.  That he couldn't have questioned Rita Skeeter because she was protected by the fact the prosecution was the Ministry.  Still...now was his chance. 

He got to his feet as Morgan sat.

"I'd like to slam a lot more than a door in her face!" Muttered Marvo, then he whispered to Georgious 

"Wouldn't that all be classed as inadmissible if Anders was under the influence of his supposed Father?"

The Case for the Defence

Georgious glanced back briefly at Marvo and shook his head.  "I can try, but it seems, from what has been said about his reaction to Morgan this morning, that Anders DOES have a foul temper on him.  I shall try, though."

"Ladies and gentlemen of the Conclave," began Georgious, slipping into Total Professional mode.  "You have heard the Ministry's case against Anders Grimalkin. It is my job here to show you that the idea that my client is unstable and unfit to return to society is preposterous, uninspired and part of what I seriously believe is a Ministry cover-up."

"Objection!"

"Overruled, Minister.  Sit down, please."

Georgious smirked inwardly.

"Anders Grimalkin is a young man who has undergone a severe trauma for the best part of his life.  Our own investigations, and a statement from Lady Elizabeth Hawkwood have revealed to us that he has been the unfortunate victim of a subtle version of the Imperius curse, cast on him by Dafydd Grimalkin when Anders was only nine years old."

Another ripple ran through the courtroom.

"Anders Grimalkin is currently locked up in Azkaban believing that he is responsible for the death of the man he not only thought was his father, but also who he believed to be dead.  And who he FURTHER believed was a Muggle.   Imagine, then, the shock on discovering the truth. That Dafydd Grimalkin was NOT a Muggle, but was, in fact, a Dark Wizard of the most foul order, and that he was, in fact, alive and waiting to exact some twisted sort of revenge on the boy who served as his vessel for learning."

Georgious moved along the line of wizards and witches of the Conclave.  "Imagine further Anders Grimalkin's shock when he finds out what we have found out only in the last few days.  I call my first witness." 

Georgious looked around the courtroom, holding his tongue slightly.  That Rita Skeeter was in the room concerned him a little.  He considered briefly. 

"Your honour," he said, carefully.  "May I speak candidly?"

"Always, Mr Georgious."

"Thank you, Sir.  I would formally request that what is about to be revealed stays within this courtroom.  It is information of a very sensitive nature that, if it gets into the wrong hands could have devastating consequences for any number of people."  Georgious' eyes fell on Rita Skeeter as he spoke, and the Head of Conclave understood his meaning. 

"I agree, Mr Georgious," he said.  "And I already took precautions before the trial started.  This was primarily to protect the identity of the minor involved in this case - " Here, the elderly wizard nodded respectfully at the Hawkwoods, "but rest assured that nothing will leave this courtroom." 

"Thank you sir.  Then I call my first witness.  Sirius Black."

He paused.

"Anders Grimalkin's blood father."

Sirius stood up. He had an air of self-confidence without being over-powering. He walked to the stand. The normal truth spell was invoked and he waited for the whispering around the courtroom to stop and Dmitri to begin the questioning.

"Mr Black," said Georgious, satisfied at the ripple that the revelation had sent round the courtroom.  "You and your son have not yet been formally recognised.  However, can I ask you to reveal to the court what you felt when you found out your relationship to him, and how he seemed when you met him?  Firstly in the environment of Hogwarts, and latterly when you visited him in his cell at Azkaban."

This was a BIG question. Sirius started to tell about his first meeting.

"When I first met Anders Grimalkin I was visiting Hogwarts. I seem to remember he was a little worried about his upcoming hearing and what was going to happen to the students he was teaching DADA to. He seemed a very pleasant and charismatic young man. At this point I had no idea he was my son, and so I was talking to him as a complete stranger. He genuinely seemed to care about his work and the trust that Dumbledore had given him to teach such a subject. He did seem to have a certain charisma and some things reminded me of someone, although I could not have said whom. Looking back on it now he reminded me of his mother."

"When I found out he was my son I was very excited. He had seemed to me to be someone that I would be proud to call my son. I had come to realise that he was someone that put his heart into what he was doing to try and give his best results. I once came upon him creating an image of a garden that was so intricate, delicate and beautiful that you could tell he had put all his effort into creating it. The thought of him being my son makes me feel incredibly humbled at the thought that someone like this could have been born from me."

He paused and a scowl came across his face even though he tried to hide it.

"As for when I saw him in Azkaban. How do you imagine any wizard would feel in there? He lives in terror of the Dementors and they seep the very spirit out of him. It was very hard to have a conversation with him because he seemed to have retreated inside his mind. From my experience I know that it can be the only way to last in that abomination for some prisoners. I would say he seemed terrified and almost like a different person because of his fear."

Sirius hoped that this would help Dmitri's case, but as yet he could not see where this evidence would lead.

Georgious nodded.

"So your first impressions of Anders Grimalkin were formed before you knew he was your son, correct?"  Sirius nodded, and Georgious turned to the Conclave.  "When Mr Black first met Anders Grimalkin, we believe that he was free from the Imperius curse, after suffering a backlash of a Dispel cast by Mr Malcolm Ward during a totally unrelated incident.  Therefore, Mr Black's impressions of Anders were of the REAL Anders Grimalkin, not the man who manipulated him for the best part of ten years."

Georgious waved his hands expansively.  "I too have seen this charismatic side of him.  He is an intelligent, eloquent young man.  Yes, he sometimes loses his temper.  Would he not be inhuman if he didn't?  He has never caused any harm to anyone through that loss of temper - with the exception, perhaps, of himself.  I move to overturn Minister Morgan's suggestion that he is unstable and volatile.  He is a young man of twenty-three...no, my apologies - twenty ONE years of age.  He is immature.  Is this not down to the fact that his mind has not been his own for so long?"

He paused, letting the question sink in, then turned back to Sirius.

"Your son seemed a different person in Azkaban, you say.  This should come as no surprise to anyone here present.  What Minister Morgan has neglected to mention is that Anders was sent straight back to a cell without even the courtesy of a physical examination following the ordeal he had just undergone.  Would you say, for the benefit of the court, that he seems to be deeply traumatised by events?  And would you further state your intentions towards the young man should his convictions be overturned here today?"

Sirius considered this, although he did not need to consider it for long. He already knew that Dmitri had picked the right words.

"I would have to say that is a very good way to describe his state of mind when I saw him in Azkaban. I felt disgusted that he had been treated that way. He still seemed to be reliving the events in his mind, and did ask me questions about the health of Miss Hawkwood seeming disappointed when I could not tell him that she had recovered."

He paused before continuing, as if letting that piece of information sink in. "Assuming that his convictions are over turned, I will be offering Anders the opportunity to come and live as part of my family, either in my house or nearby. I wish to offer him support as the father he has never had, however he chooses to live with his life. If he chooses to not share his life with me and my family then I will respect his wishes although that would grieve me greatly."

"Thank you, Mr Black," said Georgious, softly.  "Thank you very much."  He turned to Morgan.  "Your witness, Prosecutor."

Morgan got to his feet and stood before Sirius for a while.

"Mr Black," he said.  "Why is it that you were not aware of your son's existence?  I ask the question, your honours, to establish before the court that Mr Black's offer of a home to Grimalkin may be a shock reaction to the news that he has a son he never knew about."

He watched Sirius as he finished his question.  "How does it *REALLY* make you feel, Mr Black, knowing that this extremely volatile young man, who has stood accused of TWO murders, and who is displaying every sign of being a deranged madman, is of your own flesh and blood?  Are you not...ashamed of him?  Perhaps it is only because you feel a certain amount of pity for the man that you have come forward at all?  Perhaps your offer of a home and family for him is merely a ploy on the part of the Defence counsel?"

He was deliberately pushing Sirius to see how far he could take it, but said no more and watched the hero of the Dark Wars carefully.

Sirius watched Morgan as he tried to unsettle him. 

"An obvious question. I will start by explaining my connection to Astrid, Anders mother.

I met Astrid before the Great War, but before I could request her hand in marriage, for that was what I planned, I was recalled to help with the fight. I believe that she became pregnant just before I left. She never told me about it anyway. I returned after the war to find her, but she was nowhere to be found. I eventually gave up my search for her and got on with the rest of my life. 

"That was the last I heard of her until I paid a visit to Lord Hawkwood a few weeks ago. In his investigation into Anders background he discovered a lot of details that we managed to piece together to establish the fact that Anders was my son.

"As to your question about how does it really make me feel knowing that I am the father of a young man who stands accused of TWO murders. Well it makes me angry." He watched Morgan's expression change.

"Angry, Mr Morgan, that the justice system continues to convict innocent men! He IS my own flesh and blood as a blood test performed in front of your eyes proved. There is no ploy about my offer of a home I had started discussing this idea with my family as soon as I found out that he was my son. And my offer would have been there before the incident in the woods. Unfortunately though I did not have the opportunity to talk to Anders before he was dragged to prison. As I have already said, I am proud to have found that such a courageous young man."

Sirius watched Morgan intently to see if he would try to pull that one apart.

Minister Morgan looked totally crestfallen.

"I...err...have no further questions, Mr Black," he said, a little pathetically.  "You may return to your seat."

As Morgan slunk like a disgraced child back to his own seat, he found himself, for the first time in that case, worrying about the strength of Georgious' defence.  The man was probably the greatest defence lawyer in the country, and he'd clearly picked his witnesses for the strengths of character: something Morgan was not in possession of himself, of course.  He'd only been able to muster up Rita Skeeter as a witness, and that had only been with the coaxing offer of a story for her stupid column.

Well, he'd kept that end of the bargain at least.  That she would find some way around the secrecy spell he did not doubt.

Georgious then got to his feet to call Albus Dumbledore to the stand.

With an encouraging look towards Sirius and the other members of the party, Professor Dumbledore came forward. Taking his seat and following the invocation of the truth spell, he adjusted his half-moon spectacles and waited for Dmitri to begin.

Georgious got to his feet again and moved to stand in front of the Headmaster.  "Professor Dumbledore," he said, softly.  "You have known Anders Grimalkin since he was what was originally believed to be eleven - but we now know to be nine years old.  You knew him throughout his student days, were present at his last trial, and offered him gainful employment as Hogwarts' Defence Against the Dark Arts teacher."

He gestured vaguely to the chamber.  "Please tell the people here present what it is about Anders Grimalkin that has made you his 'champion', and why you saw fit to offer him the job.  What sort of teacher has he been?"

There was a snort from Morgan and Georgious shot him a look that immediately silenced the Minister.

"Interesting choice of words - champion." said Dumbledore with a smile, "and yet perhaps a fitting one. 

Yes, I was convinced from the outset that while Anders was certainly a young man with a passion for life - something obvious by the way in which he played Quidditch both at school and later - that he was an 'innocent'. I also believed that he was innocent of causing the death of Olaf Peterson. 

"I had intended to speak on his behalf at the trail. As it was my testimony was not needed though my statements remains on file with this body as well as my offer of employment following his release. 

"As for how he was as a teacher, I have no cause for complaint. He has addressed both the theory and techniques of DaDA with vitality and creativity. He has been very popular with his students, assisting some of them with extra tuition to gain confidence. Indeed, in terms of the continual assessment aspect of his classes - grades are up significantly."

"So you see, my lords and ladies of the Conclave," said Georgious.  "Already the evidence to suggest that Anders Grimalkin is not by his very nature a spiteful man is becoming overwhelming.  Was it not recorded at his previous trial that there was an air of innocence about him?  You may or may not remember the statement of his girlfriend at the time, Charis Powell, that he was immature, certainly, but there was no malice in him at all."

Turning back to Dumbledore, he continued, before Morgan could interrupt him, which the Minister was certainly looking on the verge of doing.

"Professor Dumbledore, when did you first suspect that Mr Grimalkin was the victim of an Imperius curse, and why did you think it was Dafydd Grimalkin who was guilty of casting that curse?"

"I first became suspicious that Anders Grimalkin may have been under some external influence just following the events of Valentine's Day. 

"His state of mind when found was confused in a manner which was reminiscent of one of our students who had been under the influence of an Imperius curse at the beginning of the school term.

"I find it interesting how such a curse seems to be resisted instinctively by the young when used to commit acts which go against their conscience and nature but no mind."

This of course was a swipe at all those former Death Eaters who had claimed to have been acting under the Imperius Curse following Lord Voldemort's downfall. 

"I did some mild hypnosis and discovered within his memories an extraordinary amount of links with his father. It seemed unusual as were some of the circumstances on examination of his admission to Hogwarts."

Dumbledore then detailed these findings: Anders' existence being missed by the MoM, way in which the father had contacted the school, his voracious appetite for knowledge which seemed not to be transferred to academic achievement.

"I asked for Lord Hawkwood to attend a meeting with me in order to draw upon his resources and this led to the discovery of the deliberate falsification of his age. I have also contacted the Swedish Minister of Magic to see if he could ascertain anything to do with the boy's original birth records.

"Still I had no reason to suspect the father was alive until the events linked to a magical object."

"The events of Valentine's Day being the release of the Fire Demon," Georgious clarified for the benefit of those present.  "It was, perhaps, foolish of the Ministry to send a fully fledged demon to a young, inexperienced teacher." 

He exchanged glares with Morgan.

When Dumbledore spoke of the age falsification, Georgious shook his head and spoke, further clarifying things for the Conclave.  "Anders Grimalkin has had most of his childhood and nearly all his adult life robbed through one means or another.  If Dafydd Grimalkin did indeed perform a Imperius Curse on him, then he has been manipulated by the man since he was nine years old."

Dumbledore paused and looked at those present including Miss Skeeter, "I am about to speak of matters of a highly classified and sensitive nature. Shall I proceed?" 

"If you would, please, Headmaster," he replied, softly, also shooting a glance of venom at Rita Skeeter.  "If it is pertinent to the case."

"Certainly. An object that had been impregnated with a powerful Dark Arts enchantment was in the possession of one of our students. It was seeking to fulfil its own agenda and a stand off situation occurred when its owner sought to destroy the object. 

"Anders was called to the scene. He managed to obtain the object from another distraught student and calm a tense situation.  

"Another wizard present, highly trained in Defence Against the Dark Arts, performed a spell which disrupts magic in order to deactivate the object. Although he asked Anders to release the object, he was not quite fast enough and was caught in the backflow of the spell.

"Still the effect appeared to be somewhat extreme even for the spell concerned. With Anders permission I again entered into a rapport with him. There was now an absence, which appeared to confirm the presence of another consciousness previously. 

"I surmised from this that the spell cast by the other party had severed the subtle link of an Imperius curse. My suspicion was the father though he was still presumed dead and a Muggle but evidence was growing that both of these states were a ruse. Dafydd Grimalkin may have begun to be concerned about the degree of fame his son was attracting in case a link was made between him and his true heritage."

He paused and adjusted his glasses, "Then a few days ago Anders came to me and reported a powerful dream experience. A dream in which his father appeared and attacked him magically. One might see it in terms of symbolism but for the fact that another wizard was witness to the dream attack and indeed was physically injured both in the dream and in actuality upon waking. I believe the wizard involved will be called to testify later as will the caster of the disruption spell.

"From these events we decided to lay a trap for Dafydd Grimalkin by keeping a light surveillance upon Anders and waiting to see if his father attempted to make contact with him again. What we didn't realise until Miss Hawkwood regained consciousness and advised us was that Dafydd Grimalkin had already entered the school in an animagus form and had begun to put his plans into action."

Georgious nodded.  "That is all the questioning from the Defence," he said, confident that Dumbledore's words spoke clearly for themselves.  He took a seat and gestured to Morgan, who got to his feet.

The news about Dafydd Grimalkin having animagus powers had rather surprised him.  Yet again, his inability to pull information together had let him down.

He chose, instead, to focus on a different aspect.

He'd set out to make the Conclave plainly aware of Grimalkin's instability and poor condition for return to society.  Despite Dumbledore's words, which had put a fairly large dent in Morgan's case, there was one ace up his sleeve.

And he decided to play it.

"Professor Dumbledore," he said, chirpily.  "If Anders Grimalkin should be acquitted today, please tell the court whether or not, in light of FIRSTLY the danger he caused to Miss Hawkwood and SECONDLY the fact that, by his own admission, there has been a relationship between them, you intend to give him back his job?"

He paused.  That had been a long, complicated sentence, and his lips moved as he went over it in his mind.  Yes, he thought, that made sense.

"Objection, your honour, this is not relevant at this time."

"Overruled, Mr Georgious.  This is pertinent to one of the charges.  Professor Dumbledore, you will answer Minister Morgan's question."

Truth be told it was a question that Dumbledore had prepared for.

"At things stand, Mr. Morgan, Anders Grimalkin is still employed by Hogwarts. *When* he is acquitted I would expect him - health permitting and if he is willing - to return to the school and finish out the term. 

Unfortunately, after that his contract of employment will be terminated."

His eyes travelled to Nimue, he knew this was hard for her to hear but that he was only stating what she already knew was to happen.

"It is the fact that there is a relationship no matter how innocent between he and Miss Hawkwood which has brought about this termination. This will be handled by the school discreetly, so as not to damage either of their reputations or cause further stress to Anders Grimalkin." 

He levelled a firm gaze at Morgan, "However, that and that alone is the only reason that he will no longer be employed by the school. As far as I am concerned Anders Grimalkin did not place Miss Hawkwood in any danger.

"It is my understanding that both parties had already taken steps to limit contact between themselves. 

"Therefore, he cannot be held responsible for Dafydd Grimalkin taking advantage of the situation and seeking to lure Miss Hawkwood to a false meeting. To the best of my knowledge she was not aware of any potential danger."

Morgan positively glowed with satisfaction.

"So IF Grimalkin is acquitted," he said, sheer venom dripping from every word.  "He will have a job for - what, 3?  Maybe four weeks at the most?  Hardly a stable future, is it?  Tsk, tsk, tsk."

Morgan shook his head in mock sympathy.

"That is all I have to ask you, Professor," he said, watching as the Headmaster stepped down and returned to his seat.

At this stage in the proceedings, both Morgan and Georgious presented various pieces of forensic and magical evidence to the Conclave, proving beyond reasonable doubt that the dead wizard was conclusively Dafydd Grimalkin.  To Minister Morgan's horror, and another oversight on his part, Georgious had ordered further testing of the dead wizard's wand.  There had been several residual Avada Kadavera spells, Cruciatus curses and the ubiquitous Imperius curse.  That Dafydd Grimalkin was a dark wizard was not left in question.

What was left in question now was the fact that Anders had apparently killed him.

The Conclave called for a lunch recess.  As they got up and filtered into their private chamber, a messaging owl flew across to Minister Morgan, dropping a scroll in the man's lap.  He read the note and paled visibly.  He turned to speak to his companions, and the words "Dementors" and "the Hunger" could plainly be heard.  He noticed Georgious staring at him, and ushered his entourage out of the room.

Georgious checked his list.  He was going to call four more people to the stand - if they were needed.  Randal - to give evidence regarding Grimalkin senior's influence in the dream world, Severus Snape - to explain why and how Anders had managed to deflect the Killing Curse in the first place, Marvo Ward as a character witness - and finally, and only if completely necessary - Elizabeth Hawkwood.

"You should all go get some air," he said, vaguely.  "I think things are going well, but we are going to have to make sure that we cover the future angle.  If the Conclave think for one minute that Anders is not going to come out of Azkaban to some sort of stability, some sort of normality...they will not let him out."

The words 'the Hunger' had clearly got him concerned, but he said nothing.  Only the darkening of his face and the momentary flicker of worry that crossed his brow gave away any concern.

He knew what that meant.

And he was afraid he knew to whom it referred.

Lunch

Dmitri Georgious was a worried man as he led the party out of the Ministry building to a wizard's exclusive restaurant on the opposite side of the street.  He knew what the Hunger was.  It was a mood that took the Dementors when there was a...particularly ripe victim in their vicinity.  They were creatures of Darkness, and the control the Ministry exerted over them was tenuous at best.

He knew Anders Grimalkin.  He knew that the young man would be full of churning emotions that he could not possibly begin to control.

He could only hope that the Hunger was directed elsewhere. Yet he didn't truly believe his own words.

He pulled out a seat for Nimue as she went to sit down.  "I hope you enjoy your lunch here, Miss Hawkwood," he said, gallantly.  He would distract her attention from the trial if it was the last thing he did.  "The food is excellent and the service quite...wonderful.  How are you feeling?  I hope the heat in the chamber isn't too much for you.  Please say if you need anything..."

He was aware that he was gabbling and blushed slightly.  "I'll just...sit down, shall I?" he said, taking the seat between her and Severus Snape.

Marvo was inwardly beaming. The Headmaster had called him 'Wizard' and not student. And said 'highly trained in Defence Against the Dark Arts' A compliment Marvo appreciated a lot.

He sat down next to Nimue. "I think it's going well" he said. "I'm sure things will be fine." And for the first time he was really stating to think that might actually be the truth.

Nimue had been waiting until they were comfortably seated and food ordered before raising the issue most on her mind. 

"I don't understand why they are making such an issue of whether he has a job or not when he is released. 

I am sure there are lots of worthwhile things he can do besides teach. Azkaban isn't a place to leave someone just because they haven't a job.  He has got family and he has got people who will make sure he is alright and has a future, doesn't he?" He directed this question as much at Sirius and her father as at Georgious.

She knew there was obviously things that the adults were keeping from her. She didn't really see the point, as she was already sick with worry.

Georgious sat down next to Nimue and sighed heavily.  How did you explain the importance of rehabilitation for a young man of already fragile disposition who had been forced to endure two spells in the horror fortress that was Azkaban?

And if his suspicions about the letter that Morgan had received were correct, possibly worse.

"Miss Hawkwood," he said, gently.  "I do not doubt that Anders has many skills and abilities that could be brought to bear.  However, they are long-term options.  You yourself have been traumatised by the events of the past few days.  Consider to what extent that trauma would have been increased if, instead of receiving the love and care you did, you were thrown into a windowless cell with nothing but Dementors for company.  The Conclave will be looking to Anders' short-term welfare before they consider letting him out of Azkaban.  Hopefully, with Sirius' testimony and offer to support him, this will be a deciding factor."

"Hogwarts was a sanctuary for him - or at least so it was hoped after his last release.  It was Professor Dumbledore who secured his release last time.  But Dafydd Grimalkin destroyed that sanctuary.  Even Anders himself may be reluctant to return.  None of us really know how he is feeling."

He put a hand on her shoulder.  "I will not lie to you, Miss Hawkwood.  Anders survived an eight-month stint in Azkaban, but that was partly because he knew he was innocent.  This time, it is very apparent that he considers himself guilty of the crime.  That guilt will have eaten away at him, and it will have filled the Dementors with a Hunger - a desire to be close to his negative emotions, to feed from him, if you will.  I am trusting that Morgan has put defences in place to prevent anything..." 

He swallowed nervously.  "...untoward happening to Anders.  Dementors have been known to make independent decisions before.  I do not want to worry you," he said, his voice filled with remorse.  "But neither will I lie to you."

He released her shoulder again and looked grimly around the table.  "I did try to arrange a move for Anders to the hospital wing of the fortress.  He was there when he had pneumonia - but the request was denied.  Apparently he needed to be, frankly, dying before they would consider it.  The Dementors do not have access to the Hospital Wing.  Azkaban's one concession to dignity, it would seem.  On the positive side, we can read from this that he is well physically."

Sighing heavily, he sat back in his chair.  "I think our case is good.  But if Morgan can find any weakness - I believe that he will lever that advantage to the fullest extent."

Nimue looked extremely upset and cast a look at both Marvo and Sirius.

"Mr. Georgious the only reason I am here is to save Anders no matter what the cost to myself. I owe him that at least!  Yes, I had love and attention but only because Anders forced me to come back. Otherwise I would still be there sharing what he is going through. I had to leave him in that place and it was the worse thing I have ever had to do. 

"Just tell me why aren't we there now breaking him out rather than here talking to people who obviously want to keep him there forever?  Who don't care if he lives or dies.  There must be a higher authority we can appeal to have him removed from that place and those creatures.

"If you can't see that Morgan is not interested in justice - he just hates the fact he was wrong!"   

Emrys was more than concerned by the note of panic in Nimue's voice and wondered whether Georgious had been a little two honest with her about the conditions Anders was currently in and this was feeding her own considerable sense of guilt.

"Steady Dmitri." he said quietly, then turning to his daughter, "Nimue you need to focus yourself on the positive. We must do this by the book. 

We will ensure that he is freed and there will be no question of his remaining imprisoned due to any questions over his future. Morgan is being pedantic and I would expect the Conclave is aware of that. They are not all cut from the same cloth as Morgan, Nimue."    

He turned back to Georgious, "If Anders is in any danger from the Dementors can we not insist he be moved? I can speak with Cornelius."

Georgious frowned.  "I can speak with the Conclave..." he began, but was interrupted by a young wizard, one of the Ministry runners, who entered the restaurant at that point.

"Mr Georgious?" he said, importantly.  "Sorry to interrupt your lunch, sir, but the Head of the Conclave wishes to see you and Mr Morgan in his office right away."

Georgious looked startled, but nodded affably to the young man.  "Very well. Thank you.  I will be there directly."  The boy left, and Georgious got to his feet.  "This is most irregular," he said, frowning.  "The Conclave very rarely speak to the defence and prosecution together unless they have something serious to say on the subject..." A faint smile twitched his lips.  "Perhaps, as you say, Lord Hawkwood, they have seen Morgan's little game for what it is.  We can hope."

He left the restaurant and headed across the street to the Ministry.

Time passed...

It was approximately 30 minutes before he re-appeared, with a peculiar expression of smug satisfaction and worry on his face.  He sat down and sipped a glass of wine.  "I have mixed news," he said.  "On the whole it is excellent, but..."  

He paused, shaking his head.  "Three things.  First of all - and the most important - the Conclave are insisting that Morgan retracts the murder charge.  On the basis of the evidence they've seen, the Conclave fully believe that Anders is totally innocent of that charge.   However, they're pursuing the line that Anders may be a danger to himself and others, however.  We still need to establish that he is harmless and has a future to come out to."

He sipped at his wine again.

"Finally, Morgan has been ordered to Azkaban to check on Anders' safety, and, depending on his state of mind, to bring him back here to speak for himself."

He looked around the group.  "Don't get too over-confident, though," he said, softly.  "You still all have evidence that could make the difference between Anders' freedom and the rest of his life in St Mungo's.  Admittedly, St Mungo's is better than Azkaban...but...even all of THAT depends on Morgan returning to Azkaban in time to stop the Dementors from acting on their own will."

The Dementors' Hunger

In the dank blackness of his cell, Anders was racing around inside his mind, trying to find peace.  He was reaching out desperately with his thoughts, trying to touch Nimue's mind, but there was nothing.  He was totally, utterly alone.

// I am not strong.  Not like you, not ever like you.  I cannot stand this anymore, Nimue.  You are the only good thing I have left...the Dementors cannot take you from me...I am not strong...cannot stand this...no more...stop...love you, can't take you...I AM NOT STRONG LIKE YOU! //

Despair.  It was all encompassing, engulfing him in a black shroud of sheer misery.

The Dementors paused in their regular patrols around the cells.  The young prisoner's thoughts were clear as day to them, and they did not understand the fiery passion behind the strange word 'love'.  Most of their victims were hardened criminals, men and women who no longer cared for anyone or anything but themselves.

// No...no...no...can't let this happen, must be strong.  Help me, Nimue. //

Nothing.

The Dementors exchanged sightless glances and glided soundlessly towards the door of his cell.  One reached out a slimy hand and passed it over the magically sealed lock.  The door slid open. 

Inside, the prisoner lay in a foetal position on the floor, sobbing softly, shaking and sweating, constantly begging for release and forgiveness.  This was not unusual.  All the prisoners did this.  But it was what was going on in the man's mind that was attracting the Dementors like a beacon.  His mind was struggling against his destined fate, and it made them alternately angry and extremely hungry.

They wanted him.

// I.  Am.  Not.  Strong. //

A pause as though the young man was reaching for a reply, speaking to a voice inside his mind that the Dementors could not hear.

// I cannot find you, Nimue. //

Another pause.

// I don't...have...the strength...let me die now before I lose you totally.  I cannot...Nimue, please...not that...rather die remembering...than...forget...I AM NOT STRONG! //

Still nothing.

The young man screamed as a Dementor glided across to him, filling his spirit, his very being with the chill of doom.  Glancing sightlessly at its fellows, the Dementor lowered its hood.  This prisoner was clearly insane and must be Kissed now.  His sentence was not due to be carried out until tomorrow, but here, in the confines of the Prison Fortress, the Dementors served as judge, jury and executioners.

Uncurling from his foetal position, Anders Grimalkin pressed himself up against the wall, whimpering softly as the Dementor moved towards him.  "No," he rasped.  "I will not let this happen." 

This was a battle he was going to have to fight on his own.

The Dementor paused in its approach.  There was...something...about the man that was not entirely right.  As though his already drained spirit had been restored.  A hunger unlike anything the Dementor had ever known came over it.  It would feast on this one's soul.  It stretched out its hand to grasp the prisoner in its claw like grip, but he moved swiftly out of the way. 

"You can take my life," said the prisoner, his voice getting stronger by the minute.  "You can take my life, but you will not take her from me." 

The three Dementors at the door hissed in unison and glided to join their companion.  The four creatures of Azkaban stood, hoods down, all preparing to strike.

"You will not take her from me."

Reaching him, the first Dementor moved its face down towards his own, in a horrible parody of the times he had lowered his head to kiss Nimue.  He could feel the heat of its putrid breath, feel the death behind the stench and he steeled himself for his own doom.

His blue eyes stared up into the Dementor's face in a final, defiant gesture.

"You...will not take...her from...me."

"Not..."

"Will not...."

I.  AM.  STRONG.

********

Most of the time that Georgious had spent away, Nimue had sat in silence sharing the occasional look with Marvo. 

On his return and delivery of his news, Nimue was clearly relieved though the thought of Anders being broken by his second experience of Azkaban remained of deep concern. 

"I understand" she said, "it's not just this charge of murder that has to be overturned but the previous charge as well so that no shadow lies upon his name from that. So that the person he is rather than the person his stepfather tried to make him appear to be will be acknowledged.  

They also need to understand that he saved my life not placed me in danger even if that makes no difference to his future at Hogwarts."

"So basically we have to prove them wrong for the first trial, as he is innocent because he was controlled. And prove that the circumstances since then were also due to control. Good job that Dark Wizard is dead, or he'd be.... dead."  Marvo blushed slightly.

Georgious ran a hand over his eyes.  He was, truth be told, exhausted.  He'd not slept in 48 hours, ever since he'd been contacted with the details of the case.  He had studied ever law book and every aspect of Anders Grimalkin's details with precision, hoping to find the one thing that would prove beyond reasonable doubt that the young man was, as Georgious had always believed him to be, innocent.

And that one thing was now sitting right next to him.

"Mr Fudge, Mr Ward," he said, addressing Nathan and Marvo.  "Now that the focus of the trial has shifted, I think that your evidence should be retained pending necessity.  I don't feel that it's going to be necessary for you to be called unless the key to Anders' freedom does not fit the lock."

Marvo nodded.  "As you wish Mr Gorgeous, I mean Georgious. But we are here if were needed... no matter what for.

He gave Nimue a 'look' letting her know, he really did mean no matter what for!

Randal nodded in agreement.

"Actually that is quite a relief. It would have been very difficult to be on the stand and not reveal any of the things that I should not. Of course if you change your mind I will still be here."

For once he and Marvo seemed to agree.

Georgious looked at Nimue.

"I know you're prepared to give your all for Anders," he said, in a surprisingly understanding voice.  "But there is the aspect of your age.  It is going to be absolutely imperative that - whatever happens - whatever Morgan says to you - that you do not let your fear for Anders sanity show through.  You must believe that he is strong enough to survive - even if there is a lingering doubt.  Are you prepared to stand up and tell the Conclave what happened with Dafydd Grimalkin in the woods that day, Miss Hawkwood?  Are you prepared to say what you have made more than clear through your words and actions - that you love Anders and will stand by him no matter what?"

It was an almost superfluous question - Georgious knew what the answer would be, but protocol demanded he at least give her the chance to change her mind.

Nimue did not hesitate in her answer,

"Of course, I am prepared Georgious. I understand there will be prejudice because of my youth and because of our positions but I have no hesitation whatsoever in declaring my love for him and my intention to stand by him no matter what."

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

Meanwhile back at Azkaban -

Morgan was feeling decidedly angry.  He felt that the Conclave had been unjust in what they had said to him, but they had ordered him to fetch Grimalkin and bring him back here.  He had Apparated to Azkaban, in a foul mood, and what he witnessed on his arrival turned that foul mood to absolute horror.

A mass of Dementors had gathered outside the prison to meet him and had communicated in their peculiar, silent way that something had happened in the prisoner's cell.  Morgan was silently horrified.  They'd Kissed him.  He knew it.  It had happened before; an unauthorised Kiss when the Dementors got too hungry to control.

The Hunger.

This time, Morgan's job would be gone for sure.

He hurried down the corridor with the head guard, Syme.  As they reached Grimalkin's cell, the first thing they noticed was that the door was open.

Terrified of what he might find inside, Morgan leaned his head forward to peer around the door. 

Anders Grimalkin sat with his back to the wall, watching the door.

"Hello, Minister," he said, his voice calm and rational.  "Can I leave now?"

There was an air of self-assured confidence and dignity about him that had never been there before.  Morgan stared at him in complete confusion. 

Anders smiled crookedly.  "You're wondering what happened, aren't you?"  He got to his feet and walked to the door, where he leaned against the doorframe, his arms folded across his chest, looking for all the world like the most confident man on earth.  "I'll tell you, shall I?" he finished, when Morgan didn't reply.

He gestured vaguely at the corridor.  "Your Dementors came, Minister.  Decided they'd - how can I put this.  Put me out of misery, it seemed."  A slow smile spread across his face.  "And they did.  Because I fought back.  I discovered who I am.  And they are not going to take that from me."  He fixed Morgan with a stare that sent a chill through the Minister.  Far from being the vague, unfocused stare of a madman, this was the cool, calculating look of a man fully in control of his logic, totally in control of his own destiny - and, thought Morgan with a nervous laugh, fully in control of his plans for revenge.

"Ah...indeed, Mr Grimalkin...I...er..."

Anders pushed himself forward from the doorframe and turned to face Morgan fully, his slender frame towering over that of the dumpy Minister. 

"I said," he said in a low, dangerous sort of voice, "Can I leave now?"

Morgan was flustered.  "Yes, er, Mr Grimalkin.  We are to Apparate directly to the Ministry..." He was gabbling so much he did not notice how the mention of Anders' least favourite spell caused the veneer of self-control to fade slightly.  But the young man regained his composure.

"I want to speak to Sirius Black."

"Yes, Mr Grimalkin, we'll see what we can..."

"I want to speak to Sirius Black as soon as I arrive."

"I..."

"As soon as I arrive, Minister, do you understand me yet?"

Morgan looked at Anders Grimalkin and immediately realised that his opinion of the weak, easily led man had been wrong.  "Yes, Mr Grimalkin.  As soon as we arrive."

He gestured out the door and Anders walked through, past the three Dementors in the corridor who were almost salivating in their desire to take his soul, and into Morgan's office, from whence the two Apparated back to the Ministry building.

Anders was hustled inside and escorted to a small room.  "The...er...your...um, companions should be returning about now.  I will send Mr Black in to see you. Are you comfortable?  Can I get anything for you?"

"Just Sirius Black."

Morgan shut the door and scurried down the corridor to the chamber, where Georgious and the rest of the Hogwarts party were assembling.  "Mr Black...your presence is urgently required," he said, a toadying lackey running an errand to the core.

Father to Son

Sirius Black was a little surprised at Morgan's attitude. Why was he almost grovelling like this? He had been so worried over lunch that he had not joined in the conversation and he had not really eaten anything. He worried over what might happen... he had seen it so many times before. What if he son had never realised? What if his son was already dead? What if that was why he had been called away.

He nodded at Morgan and followed him to a small room. At the Minister's bidding he opened the door.

Entering he was a little shocked to see Anders in there already...

Anders looked around as the door opened.  He'd been looking out of the window, and now turned to face the two men in the doorway.

His eyes were still full of the agonising horrors he'd undergone in the past few days, but there was a hint of steel in his tone, a stiffness to his posture that spoke of a man with a mission.  He waited for Sirius to enter the room.  He cast a glance at Morgan. 

"You can leave now, Minister," he said.  Morgan left in a hurry, closing the door behind him.  Anders surveyed Sirius in silence for a few moments.  For a second or two, it looked as though his grip on his emotions was going to slip, but he struggled to regain control.  He looked down at the floor, then back up at Sirius.

"Sit down," he said, genially.  "What I've got to say is going to take a little more than a few moments.  You may as well be comfortable." 

When Sirius did not take him up on his invitation, Anders clenched his hands into fists by his side.  "Fine," he said, shortly.  "Stand."

There was a long, awkward silence, and finally, Anders stared at Sirius, an unreadable expression on his face.  "I...remember you coming to see me...I think.  It's all hazy."  He was silent, awkward, for what seemed an age.

"Tell me," he said, softly.  "Is it true what Morgan blurted out to me on the way back here?  About who I am?  About...who YOU are...?"

Sirius looked at Anders. He had known that this was coming, but it made the situation no easier. He had convinced himself that Anders would not remember anything from his cell.

"Yes, it does appear that I am your father, and you are the son that I never knew I had." 

He held Anders' eyes. "I am sorry that you have found out in this way, I would liked to have had the chance to tell you myself before you found out from Morgan. I did try to see you before, after the incident, but I do not think you heard me or understood me when I tried to explain. You were in the grasp of the horrors."

Anders swayed slightly, the shock to his system beginning to kick in.  Dafydd Grimalkin, the man who had made Anders' life a living hell was NOT his father.  Sirius Black, legendary hero of the Dark Wars WAS.  Anders leaned against the wall for support and could not rip his eyes from Sirius.

"Morgan just blurted it out by mistake, you know," he said, suddenly.  "I asked to see you, to speak to you, and when we got here, he said he'd fetch my father.  I told him that wasn't possible...but he cut in with no, no, your real father.  Then he left."  He shook his head.  "Like it was old news.  Like it was something everyone in the entire wizarding world knew."

He looked and felt like he was going to be violently sick.

"And you know the really tough thing?" he said, his voice unnaturally strained.  "I should be glad, I know I should be glad that Dafydd Grimalkin wasn't my father.  But it sticks in the throat, Sirius.  Knowing that I could have had a better life - knowing that my mother must have yearned after you all her life, trapped in a loveless marriage with a violent man who beat the living daylights out of both of us.  It makes me crazy.  I can't help it."

He finally slumped down in one of the chairs and buried his head in his shaking hands.  "Why?" he said, softly.  "Why did you leave her?"

"I'm sorry you found out that way, I really am. I can assure you that it is not common knowledge. The ministry knows, but otherwise there is only us, my family, Dumbledore and Emrys Hawkwood. It was Lord Hawkwood and Dumbledore's investigation that discovered you were my son in the first place. As soon as I found out I had to talk to you, but there was no time before they sent you back to..." He trailed off, knowing how the memory of that place had hurt him when he was there. He knew that Anders would feel the same. 

"As for why I left. I did not knowingly leave Astrid. I met her in Sweden and spent no more than 4 months with her. I was on the verge of asking her to marry me when I had an urgent letter requesting my aid from Dumbledore himself. I could not deny that, so I left Astrid, promising to return. 

Once I had helped Dumbledore, I returned to find her, but she had vanished. I searched all over Sweden for her. I followed every link I could, but I never found her. I did try so hard. To hear that she was beaten by her husband hurts me more than you can imagine. I would never have let her come to that. If only I had known that she had written to me and told me she was pregnant!" Sirius shakes his head. He still could not believe the misfortune of that relationship that ended up with a son he had never known.

The silence stretched on and on, and when Anders finally raised his head, his face was wet with tears of anger, grief and some other emotion that he could not categorise at all.  "She loved you, you know," he said, bitterly.  "She told me that she loved my father.  Now it all makes sense.  I used to wonder how she could have ended up with a man like Dafydd, and when I asked her, she always said that she loved my father and that one day she'd explain everything.  Now she's gone...and I'll never know her side of the story. All I know..."

He rubbed fiercely at his eyes, ashamed of showing his weakness in front of Sirius.  "All I know," he continued, angrily, "is that all of a sudden I find out I'm not who I thought I am.  That I have a father I could actually have been proud of instead of ashamed of.  But...I'm not exactly ideal 'son' material, am I?  A convicted murderer with a shattered memory.  I'm not surprised that you've been reticent about this.  I'd be ashamed of me, too."

For the first time, something crossed his expression that spoke of his mixed feelings, a look of longing, a need to be accepted by this man.  But Anders Grimalkin was too proud to come straight out and admit that.

He swallowed hard, trying to voice his thoughts.  "Sirius Black.  My father."  He laughed, without humour.  "Don't worry.  I'll not let anyone know.  I'll not destroy the perfect image you seem to have woven around yourself.  I'll be leaving Hogwarts just as soon as I figure out what to do with the rest of my life.  Assuming I even get back that far.  I don't even understand why I've been brought here anyway."

His voice picked up a slight note of hysteria.  "They should have just performed the Kiss like they were going to.  I don't know whether I can deal with this.  I don't know.  Not when I have to try to come to terms with all this."

A thought seemed to strike him, and he looked at Sirius again.  "I'm sorry if I sound selfish in all of this," he said, softly.  "It's...hard to take in, y'know?"

Sirius would not look at Anders as he spoke of his mother's love.  There were tears in his eyes, tears for his shame and for the love that he had lost. 

When Anders started to talk as if Sirius would be ashamed of such an association with him he looked up in surprise. 

"Ashamed of you? No! Why would I be ashamed of you? You are not a murder. Your name has been completely cleared beyond doubt over the Quidditch incident, and as for the man you thought was your father. He was killed as a result of an accident, a self defence... did the ministry not give you a copy of the report?" Sirius could tell from the look that Anders gave him that he had not received a copy.

"So I do not believe you are a murderer. And you should not either. In fact I am immensely proud of you. You have managed to survive with your mind possessed by another and remained good at heart. I know this, if by nothing else then by the way that you sacrificed your last life of freedom to save another!" Sirius paused thinking about what else he wanted to say.

"I know what it is like to be in... in that place and I am hardly one to judge you anyway. I was accused of murder too and proven guilty. But I still have the memories..." He swallowed hard as he remembered what he tried so hard to forget. "I escaped though, I was not proven innocent until a time later. Because of my escape I changed my identity, and only my close friends and my wife know of that change. At the time I was on the run and had to change, but later it proved convenient as it kept the publicity away from my children. But escape and living on the run are hardly what are classed as the acts of an honourable man is it?"

"I... I do not know if you want to know me and to be my son, but if you want to be a part of my life... and I mean an official part, you can tell whoever you like... then I would be proud to be your father. I know that my wife and children will be glad for you to be part of their lives too." He looked at Anders to see what he would say.

Anders stared at Sirius in abject misery for several seconds.  Then, finally, the pressure of the situation cracked him and he leaped to his feet, his face red with fury.

"That'd be fantastic, Sirius," he said, his voice rising in pitch and volume, almost to the point of hysteria.  

"Take me home and show me off to your poor wife, who no doubt will look at me and hate me instantly.  For God's sake, are you not thinking?  I'm not just some little trophy you can display on the mantelpiece!"  He was yelling by this point, incensed beyond belief.  "Your wife and children are going to hate me, Sirius!  I'm a leftover - a remnant from a life they know nothing about.  Hell, I don't know anything about it, either!"

His anger caused him to start coughing, painful, spasmodic coughs that made his eyes water, and he stumbled, bumping into Sirius, who still stood, looking at Anders intently.

"I thought both my parents were dead," he said, his voice beginning to level out again.  "And then I find the man I thought was my father is still alive, and I murder him.  Then I discover that he wasn't my father after all, and the man who IS my father is married with other kids.  Terrific.  Instant family.  Just add water."

Anders had been through a roller coaster of emotions since Dafydd had first shown up again, and after his outburst of temper, he finally came down into a pool of misery.  Hot tears began to spill down his face.  "I don't know who I am any more," he said, his voice shaking.  Then he turned his back on Sirius and clenched his hands into tight fists, so tight that blood began to weep from between his fingers.  "I don't know.  I want to be able to accept this...but I don't know how to start."

Sirius was taken aback by the outburst. He did not answer immediately, but considered what he could say to sway Anders thoughts. Yes, he agreed that in a lot of instances a wife or family would object. But his small band were hardly normal. No, he decided to try and tell the rest of his story instead...

"I never said it would be instant family, nor that it would be easy for any of us. But I do not make offers like that lightly. As you have pointed out there is the rest of my family to consider and I have already talked to them about it. Let me tell you a little more about my history, and then maybe you will see why." He paused to let this first bit sink in.

"When I returned to find Astrid I have told you I did not find her. But I did find Myriam. She was in a similar boat to me, only it seemed slightly worse at the time. She had lost a partner whom she loved dearly and was desperately searching for him. Only she had a young boy with her. This boy was the child of the man she sought. We talked about different ways of tracing them, and we helped each other to try and find our partners. She would tell me of anything she heard of Astrid and I would tell her of anything that I heard about the man she was looking for. We searched for a long time, and during that time we grew very close."

"After a time we had both tried every possible lead we could and travelled a long way in doing so, but we also found that we had fallen in love with each other. We both left our searches and came back to the UK, where we later married. Because of our background and our searches we both understand the importance and the love for the people we lost. 

Myriam was delighted that I had eventually found a part of Astrid, even if she has still found nothing of the man that she lost. Her son is now my son and it is only recently that we have told him the truth. Of all my family Matthew will find it hardest to accept you because he now feels jealous of you having access to your true father. But he is easy going enough to 'give you a try', as he put it. Although he made no promises that it would work. So, you see I am trying to be honest with you..."

"My daughter, holds you in great esteem. She is, surprisingly, over the moon to have you as a half-brother. She cares for you a great deal already, if for no other reason then that you make Nimue happy. Yes..." He realises he might have surprised Anders with that one. "She opens her heart to me maybe more often than she should. But Kat really is happy about it. Secretly I think she feels pleased that she feels she is, in a strange way, giving something back to Nimue after taking Marvo from her."

"So there you are. I do not claim to have the easiest family to deal with, but I also do not have that large a family. I have discussed you with them and they are all happy to try and work out a relationship with you. Nothing instant about it at all. We all very new to the idea, after all! If you choose that you do not want us, then that is your choice. We will be sad about it, but respect your choice, and all three members of my family and I promise not to openly tell people unless you are happy with it. Even Nimue does not know yet... and Kat is longing to tell her! The choice is with you."

Sirius was not sure that this was enough to sway the young man's opinions, but he had no more to offer than the truth. What more could he say? He was impressed by what Anders had survived and even though he knew that his adopted son might spurn him for a while, he wanted to accept him as part of his family. 

If for no other reason then that he could find a part of something so special that he had long ago thought lost forever. Someone that he had loved and still loved that now had passed beyond any reach he had. His wife, Myriam had understood his pain. He had felt so torn when Anders identity had been revealed, but Myriam had been there for him, and encouraged him to follow his heart. She had known how important that link had been in her own son, her favoured child, who held a special part of her life for her. 

Anders listened to Sirius' story in silence, the tears still running unchecked down his face.  He looked at his new-found father with a look of anguish on his face.

"I...." he began, then shook his head.  "I can't find the words, Sirius. What you offer me...is so much more than I deserve...so much more than I could ever have dared hope for."  He moved to the window and stared out over the city before speaking again, his back to Sirius, his voice soft and emotional, choked with sobs.

"All my life...all I ever wanted was to hear my Da...that is...Dafydd...say, just once, that he was proud of me.  That I was a man in his eyes, that he was pleased to call me his son.  I would have given anything to hear him say that to me, Sirius, anything.  But he hated me.  I don't understand why I couldn't see it, why I blocked it out...I thought he was just hurting because of losing his job...that he was jealous of my wizarding abilities."

He turned around to look at Sirius, and his youth and vulnerability was painful evident on his face.  "To be known publicly as your son," he said, slowly, and carefully, "would be the best thing I could possibly think of...next to Emrys allowing me to court Nimue, which, despite the letter he sent me...and let's be honest, is probably way out of my league anyway. I...can't lie to you.  This is too much to take in, and I know it's not going to be easy...but if you're that prepared to accept me into your..."  He swallowed, the word coming painfully to him, "your family...then the 

least I can do is try."

The look he gave Sirius was that of a frightened, uncertain child who was afraid at how his words would be received.  "I can try," he repeated, softly, a look of heartbroken loneliness on his face.

Sirius moved to where Anders stood by the window and put his hand on Anders shoulder. He wanted to tell him that it would all work smoothly and that he would protect Anders from the ravages of the world, but he knew that would be a lie.

"The best we can all do is try," he said, his voice soft and comforting. "And I promise that I will try my hardest to help you feel like and be my son."

The boy let out a choking sob at Sirius' hand on his shoulder, and unable to stop the onslaught of emotion, turned round impulsively and put his arms around the other man in a fierce embrace.  They were of a height, Anders just slightly taller than his father, but right now he didn't care.  He needed the comfort of a father, something he'd yearned after all his life.

"I'm sorry," he said, through his tears.  "I didn't mean to be so harsh, Sirius...I'm just so confused by all of this.  I hate to sound selfish again, but what I've been through...I don't know how I'm ever going to come through the other side of this.  I'm just so relieved that Nimue is alright and now I find out that you're prepared to...to accept me..."

It was all too much for Anders.  His arms still around his father, he wept unashamedly.

"I thought you'd want to put as much distance as possible between us," he said, his voice thick with his tears.  "I really did."

Sirius put his arms around him, holding him gently as he cried. Anders grip was quite tight, but he did nothing to complain about it: he could feel the young man's desperation. "Hey," he said softly. "I want you to be my son. I was frightened that you would not want me for a father."

He continued to hold Anders as he cried. He did not say anything else, but made comforting sounds. He held him until Anders tears were spent and the moment was passed.

"Tell me what you want me to do for you. I have so many years to make up with you. Would you like to live with us? Or will that be too much for you at once? I had hoped you would feel that you could live with us, but I know you are a grown man and..." he left it open. He knew he was talking about something that Anders had probably worried about, and hoped he had put the question in a way that did not push the young man away.

To feel the older man's arms around him, to know what it was to be protected and believed in was a defining moment for Anders Grimalkin. He let go of Sirius, almost reluctantly, and wiped the tears away from his eyes.

He sighed heavily and ran a hand through his thick hair.  "To live with you.  That's quite an offer.  The alternative would be for me to stay on at Hogwarts in some capacity. Not as DADA teacher any more, I can't do that job now I've forgotten so much.  Although...maybe I won't be allowed to stay there at all.  

There is one other thing I would like to do, but I need to speak to Dmitri Georgious about that.  Maybe I can get some private tuition arranged to help me regain some memories.  I'd need somewhere to live...but I don't think I want to live with you.  You know that's nothing personal, right?" he added, hurriedly, afraid that he might sound ungrateful.  "I'm just not ready for that.  And besides...you're right.  I'm 23..." He hesitated, remembering.  "21 years old.  I need to carve out my own existence.  Especially now I'm all me."

He gave a short laugh as he said the last bit.  "All me."

He rubbed at the end of his nose thoughtfully. It was a gesture he'd made all his life whenever he was thinking hard, or nervous - and although he did not know it, it was a gesture that his mother had also displayed and one which would remind Sirius quite sharply of her.

Sirius looked a little disappointed, and when Anders rubbed his nose he felt another tear in his eye. 

"I understand. I did not really expect you to accept an offer to stay with me. It is probably better this way, allows us time to learn about each other and get used to the whole idea. But I had to ask."

"Well, Only you will know what you should do now. I will, of course, support you in whatever you end up doing. I am sure that if you wanted to you would be able to learn what you missed as a child. Dumbledore is good with his offers of work. I am sure he could find you something you would enjoy."

He stopped looking at Anders. "You are very like your mother. I am surprised I have never realised before, but then I guess I've never had much opportunity to talk to you like this before."

The young man ducked his head, a little shyly.  "I know she would have been glad that I found you," he said, his voice stronger now.  "I always knew she was keeping something from me, but I never realised just what."  His blue eyes, so much like Astrid's, fixed on his father determinedly.  "I'm really grateful for your offer of help, Sirius."  He could not call the man father - not just yet.  It was all too new.

He lowered his eyes, flushing slightly.  "I do love her, you know," he said, softly.  "Nimue.  I'm afraid of losing her...I've told her that I'm more than prepared to wait for her to reach a more appropriate age before we start any sort of formal relationship...if she still loves me when she's 18 and I'm 25...then we stand a chance.  When I thought I was going to lose my soul to the Dementors..." He shuddered at the memory, "I focused on everything I've shared with her and swore to myself that it'd all work out.  I can only hope that's true."

He looked again at Sirius. "Does the pain ever go away?  Azkaban, I mean."

"The pain of it fades, even though it never goes away. I still remember that place, but it is a dim memory now and holds less pain.  The same will be true for you."

"And I know how much Nimue means to you. And you to her. I believe that she is on the stand defending you right now. At least that was Dmitri's plan."

He smiled at his son. Enjoying their first few moments together as real family.

The tears welled up in Anders' eyes again.  "She's doing that for me...?"

He turned to face Sirius fully. "Thank you," he said, simply. "Thank you for not turning me away. That means more to me than I think you'll ever know."

He sank into a chair, tired and emotionally exhausted.

Sirius smiled at him. "I could never have done anything else," he said simply. "And I don't supposed she could either."

"Shall we go and see if Morgan will let you in the court room?"

Nimue's Testimony 

While father and son had been speaking events in the Courtroom had moved on.

Georgious had been caught between relief and anxiety when Morgan returned to fetch Sirius.  After all, he still did not know for certain that his client was still alive.  However, when Morgan came back again, he announced sotto voce to the Conclave that Anders Grimalkin was in the Ministry building.

"Very well," said the Head Wizard.  "Continue the trial.  Mr Georgious?"  

"Sir."

Georgious got to his feet.  "Ladies and gentlemen, it seems the focus of this trial has been changed.  The Conclave, in their wisdom..." Here, he bowed politely to the Conclave who acknowledged him with a collective nod. "...have seen fit to overturn the murder charge as ludicrous."

Another ripple of excitement ran around the courtroom.  "It is my job now to clear Anders totally of the charges that were brought against him before, about which there is still some suspicion.  It is my further duty to prove to you all here today that Anders Grimalkin is a kind, innocent and passionate young man who deserves very greatly the gift of life.  Not the curse of doom that life in Azkaban or St Mungo's would give him." 

He turned to where Nimue sat, her face pale, but her demeanour calm and quiet.  "I call Lady Elizabeth Hawkwood to the stand."

Although Nimue seemed very calm when her name was called, her head had been whirling with the swiftness of events since Georgious had been called away from lunch. 

The only person she could share this with was Marvo and it was more through looks and some comforting handholding than words. She didn't want to fret or worry about where Anders might be - just to focus on the task ahead.

As her name was called, she moved to the stand and the normal truth spell was performed. She took comfort from the look in her father's eyes that no matter what came out during her testimony he would be there for her. It meant a lot. 

She waited for Georgious to address her. 

"Lady Elizabeth, I understand how difficult this must be for you," said Georgious in a gentle voice that was not put on.  He was genuinely concerned for how the girl must be feeling.  "But perhaps more than anybody present here today, you know Anders Grimalkin better than anyone."

He moved to the side.

"Ladies and gentlemen of the Conclave, despite the young age of this witness, I ask you to give her statement every credence.  She has additionally offered to take Veritaeserum should there be any doubt to her testimony."

Another one of those ripples around the courtroom.

"Lady Elizabeth, please tell the Conclave about Anders Grimalkin, and the events of the other day." 

"Thank you, Mr. Georgious. I'd be very happy to tell the Conclave of the events of Saturday. If you have any questions or need for clarification along the way, please do interrupt."

She swallowed and began,  "I was studying with some friends on the lawn at Hogwarts that morning when I received an owl with a note asking me to meet Anders in an hours' time in the woods. 

The note didn't say why - we had agreed to curtail contact between us only a few days previously. I therefore thought it must be very important. 

I was aware to some degree that there was some threat directed towards him. Also, that Anders wanted to protect me from this as much as Professor Dumbledore, Marcus Falconer or anyone else did."

She meant Marvo of course, but refrained from looking at him. "I felt a little 'cut out' maybe because I was a girl - I don't know. 

Foolishly I didn't think things through and went to the meeting. The arrival of a new student at the school though almost led me to send a reply to delay until another time. As it was I did have some free time and so elected to go.

I walked into the woods and came to a clearing that I knew very well for its magnificent oak tree. There was no sign of Anders or anyone else. I sat down and then saw a little grey cat which had been hanging about the castle all week.

I said hello to it and then before my eyes it transformed into a wizard whom I had never seen before. He addressed me by name and I recognised that he had a Welsh accent. He referred to 'his son' and when I asked he confirmed the obvious - that he was alive. That he wasn't a Muggle was pretty obvious by the transfiguration from cat to wizard and his aura of power."

She swallowed recalling in her mind Dafydd's casual cruelty. 

"I had the magical bird in my pocket that Anders had brought me from London and I tried to release it so that it would carry a warning to him and perhaps others.

However, Dafydd saw it in my hand and took it from me. Then he enchanted it to lure Anders to where we were. I knew I was outmatched magically by this wizard and so tried the best I could to draw him out - he appeared to take considerable pleasure in what he was doing and liked having an audience.  I thought he might drop his guard.  He said of Anders - 'He is an obstacle that must be eliminated' and then said that I was his 'instrument in accomplishing that goal'. I had no doubt from that moment that his intentions were nefarious.

He then said that I was bait for the trap he had set. 

We heard Anders approaching and he cautioned me to say nothing. If he had threatened my life - *nothing* would have stopped me from calling out a warning - but he didn't he threatened to kill Anders." 

She paused to see if Georgious had any questions about what she had said to date.

Georgious nodded.

"Please, Lady Elizabeth - would you clarify for the Conclave exactly what the relationship between you and Anders Grimalkin has been?  This will hopefully answer any questions or doubts that those here present may have about Anders Grimalkin's having put you in danger intentionally."

Although Nimue knew she would have to answer this question she had assumed it would be Morgan who asked. Still perhaps it was better to say it now and to feel what undoubtedly would be the condemnation of the entire assembly - bar the few who knew them - upon their love.

"Yes certainly." Her voice was clear and strong and she did not avert her eyes from those of the Conclave. 

"Although it took some months for us to declare our feelings, really from the first moment we met in January we loved each other.

I believe that we are 'soul mates' experiencing a deeply spiritual as well as emotional connection. A love with the strength to endure through the cycles of life, death and rebirth."

She paused having made the declaration, then continued,  "Although on occasion we did meet privately at the school, our conduct for the most part remained decorous."

She wasn't sure whether she would be expected to say more. She was sure Miss Skeeter would be beside herself with this revelation of an illicit relationship though.  

"Given that he was also my teacher - a fact that both of us have been very aware from our first meeting - we had sought to concentrate on being friends first and foremost. 

In addition, after his return from London last week and a great deal of thought on both our parts - we also agreed that further private meetings between us must not take place. No matter how difficult that would be for us both.

He had no wish to dishonour me in any way and I in turn had no wish to jeopardise his position at the school. I knew how much he valued it."

She knew this was deeply ironic and her own guilt threatened to overwhelm her for a moment. She glanced briefly towards Professor Dumbledore and her father. She still considered she had deeply failed them.  

"I also was aware that he had written to my father last week and declared his feelings and his honourable intentions towards me.  Of his wish now that I am no longer formally betrothed to another to - when I am of age - formally court me."

She couldn't help but slightly blush. After all not even her closest friend knew of this.   

Her voice slightly faltered, "When I received the note... I thought perhaps that he had some news from my father. Something that needed to be told me in person."

"Thank you for clarifying that, Lady Elizabeth."  Georgious smiled encouragingly at her.  "You see, ladies and gentlemen of the Conclave.  Anders Grimalkin, painted by my esteemed colleague..." The sarcasm as Georgious looked over at Morgan was biting.  "...as an unstable individual has had EVERY opportunity since January to abuse his position and age advantage over Lady Elizabeth.  But he hasn't."

He paced a little.

"The defence have considered for some time - with input from Albus Dumbledore and Severus Snape - that Dafydd Grimalkin found this...shall we say, romantic side of Anders Grimalkin of no importance whatsoever, except for the moment he realised he could use Lady Elizabeth to his own advantage.  

We have studied the nature of the spell which most likely controlled Anders, and we have good reason to conclude that the times Anders spent with Lady Elizabeth were the times when he was most likely to be acting on his own.  

Witness, then, that he proposed they 'cool things off' until such time as it would be more appropriate.  

Witness that he wrote to Lord Hawkwood at great cost to himself and his pride.  

I therefore put to you that Anders Grimalkin is neither unstable nor a threat to society, but that he is a young man of great eloquence and with much to offer the wizarding world.  To shut him up for the rest of his life in St Mungo's because of a 'misunderstanding' and a crossover of communication would be a great injustice."

He looked again at Nimue.

"Miss Hawkwood, is it your opinion that Anders Grimalkin is unstable?  When you were 'alone' together, how did you perceive him?" 

"Objection!"

Morgan finally leaped to his feet.  "Her opinion is biased, and she should not be allowed to answer that!"

It was petulant, and he knew it.

"Overruled, Minister Morgan.  Lady Elizabeth, please answer the question, and try to be as impartial as you can."

"I am not a health professional Mr. Georgious but I have always felt very safe with him. Considering what he has been through in his life I feel that he is remarkably stable.  

There were times when we addressed quite strong emotional issues such as his memories of being in prison and the abuse he and his Mother had suffered at the hands of Dafydd Grimalkin or even his confusion from his school days of feeling so out of place."

She couldn't help but look at Snape for an instance.

"He undoubtedly at times felt pressure from what is now known to have been the Imperius curse and that he fought against it. 

Like most of us he has his cheerful days and his down in the dump days but those are the natural rhythms of emotion not instability. If he needed to cry sometimes it was because he felt he could when he was with me. He knew I didn't see such emotion as a sign of weakness."

She paused, "Anders is a strong-minded, creative, passionate and intelligent man. A man who is good-humoured, generous, kind and very much a gentleman. Our world needs such men. 

Dafydd Grimalkin was a dark wizard who abhorred love, beauty and laughter and who took life without remorse. He couldn't bear the thought that he might have had a son of such nobility. Is it any real wonder that as Anders, whom he believed was his son, gained the acclaim that he did as a professional Quidditch player that Dafydd decided to destroy that career and seek to utterly ruin him if not kill him outright!"

She wondered if she hadn't rather over-run her brief with that last statement and stopped and waited for the next question.

Georgious nodded sagely throughout, as did several members of the Conclave.

Morgan was starting to look a little more uncomfortable with every syllable that dropped from Nimue's mouth.  After a suitable period of silence, Georgious very gently said one further thing to Nimue.

"I have nearly finished, Lady Elizabeth," he said softly.  "But can you just tell the Conclave what you told me.  About the death of Anders Grimalkin's mother, Astrid.  This is important for the Conclave to find out exactly what sort of man Dafydd Grimalkin was."

Nimue was determined that the Conclave would hear from her lips Dafydd's confessions not only of the death of Astrid, but of his control of Anders, the death of Olaf Peterssen, his plan to frame Anders for her own murder. How Anders had tried to save her not only through reason but also by fighting, offering his own life and finally by the desperate ploy which had allowed her to survive the killing curse.

"After Anders arrived and tried to get me out of there Dafydd stopped us with a magical barrier and then tied me up so I couldn't use any magic. 

Anders thought that he'd come to kill him so he said 'why didn't Dafydd just get it over with'. I think he hoped he might memory wipe me or something.  Dafydd laughed and said he'd already killed a member of his family and it was a messy business but then said well that she technically wasn't a family member - not his at least.

Then he said, 'I'm here to finish what I started with Olaf Peterssen'.

I don't think either of us were quite sure we'd heard him properly.  Then he confirmed that yes it was Anders' mother that he had killed.  Anders got very angry - as you can imagine he loved his mother and this man had just announced without any feeling whatsoever that he had killed her. 

But still it was his father - or he believed Dafydd was his father and he couldn't hurt him. 

Dafydd then said that he was going to lose Anders his last life so that he'd be taken back to Azkaban and asked Anders about the pendant he wore. All the time he kept kicking and punching Anders - he'd already used a Cruciatus curse on him so he was quite weakened.

Anders said that it was activated if he used a Dark Arts curse but Dafydd said that wasn't quite right that it was attuned to Anders wand."

Nimue paused, she expected that this information about the pendant had been quite privileged. 

"Dafydd said he was going to use Anders wand to cast a Dark Arts spell upon me one which would lose Anders his last life and have him taken back to Azkaban to die or be kissed."

She cast a look at Morgan indicating that thanks to him Dafydd had almost succeeded. 

"At that point I told Anders that Dafydd meant to kill me. There was only one curse that would lose Anders his life and silence me - the Killing Curse. Anders found his strength and knocked Dafydd over - they fought for a few minutes but Dafydd prevailed. 

Anders pleaded for my life, pleaded for Dafydd to kill him and let me go and again Dafydd said he had murdered Anders' mother and that he couldn't get Anders' blood on his hands because of his clan laws.

He then bragged about the way he had taken Anders over at age of nine in order to learn from Hogwarts, so he could absorb the knowledge and training to increase his own power.

Then he pointed the wand at me but allowed us to say goodbye. I think it amused him to torture Anders in that way as he cast the curse on me. Anders kissed me and made a very powerful link with my mind - with my soul so that at the moment the curse hit ... well. "

"It is enough, Lady Elizabeth," said Georgious soothingly.  "I believe you have been more than thorough with your explanation of events.  Professor Snape has submitted his theory regarding how Anders deflected that curse, but I will outline the basics of what is a very complicated process here." 

He pulled a sheet of paper from his file and read it verbatim.

"I believe that Anders Grimalkin successfully manipulated the power of the Azkaban pendant in his deflection of the Killing Curse which caused the death of Dafydd Grimalkin.  It is my belief that he used the absorbing powers of the pendant in conjunction with a standard deflection spell: effectively making himself a reflective conduit. The spell struck its intended target, was absorbed by Anders Grimalkin, and deflected the spell, with the aid of the burst of the absorption spell of the pendant, back on the caster."

Georgious took a deep breath.

"I only believe this was possible because the spell was being cast by a third person.  Had Anders Grimalkin been holding the wand and casting the spell, the deflection would be null and void.  I suggest that this was, in fact, a failsafe in the spell of the pendant devised by the Conclave to prove the innocence of people in such an event.  It is my further belief that the intended victim of the spell, who apparently had a close emotional link with Anders Grimalkin, surrendered herself to the spell rather than resisting it, thus enabling him to deflect it successfully."

Georgious set the paper down and looked to the head of the Conclave, who nodded slowly.  He looked back at Nimue.

"Is this how it happened, Lady Elizabeth?  This is my final question to you before the prosecution speaks."

She nodded her head, "Yes. I didn't know exactly what he intended.  I think it just came as an inspiration - a sudden knowing right at the very end. He shared with me a sense that I should totally surrender to death itself while our minds were linked so closely so that we would be as one in that moment when the curse hit.   I trusted him completely.

When I came back to a sense of myself although I my body was in a coma my consciousness remained in the forest for a time. I know some of the trees quite well and their dryads told me that they had sensed my fear in the woods and after the dark wizard had died they gave their life energy to me through Anders. They seemed to like him very much."

She smiled then with the memory of his dear face. Coming back to herself, she acknowledged to Georgious with her eyes that she was finished. 

She steeled herself knowing that she now would face Morgan's rather less considerate questioning.

Morgan got to his feet as Georgious sat down.  His plump face was ghostly white, as he knew that he had now virtually lost his case completely.  He decided, however, that he would milk his final opportunities for all that they were worth.  When he spoke, it was with slight hysteria in his voice. 

"Anders Grimalkin wrote to your father, Lord Hawkwood to ask for formal permission to court you?  I rest my case!  He is insane!  He is of low birth, raised as the son of an unemployed mine worker and a Muggle mother. He has no financial wealth, no title, no land, no reason at all to be accepted into the Hawkwood family.  I hypothesise that when Grimalkin heard that his suit was not to be accepted, he lost his tentative grip on sanity!"

It was total fabrication, and he knew it, but he had to try.  He whirled around and pointed at Emrys.  "Lord Hawkwood!  I imagine you saw Grimalkin's application for your daughter's suit as completely ridiculous!"

"Objection!  Lord Hawkwood is not on the stand!"

"Overruled, Mr Georgious.  We need to know the answer to the question."  The voice of the Head of Conclave was faintly amused.  "Lord Hawkwood, please answer the question put to you by the esteemed Minister."

"I am quite happy to respond to Minister Morgan's question." Lord Hawkwood stood and faced the Conclave.  

"Even before I learnt of Anders true parentage as the son of a man whom I hold very dear, I had accepted that fine young man as a suitor for my daughter when she comes of age. 

Obviously, if he had remained at Hogwarts as a teacher, there would be greater restrictions upon the amount of contact they might have before that day. However, my intention is that he will be welcomed into the circle of my family as a friend of my daughter until that day comes when a more formal union might be sanctioned between them."

He turned and spoke to Morgan directly,

"These things you cite of background, wealth, land or title are meaningless - there is one standard and one standard alone I would apply to such a man - that he loves my daughter and that she loves him."

He smiled at Nimue; "Of this I was certain long before he wrote to me for I had seen in the Oracles that they were bound by a greater destiny - one which they must wait to discover in the fullness of time. In this my daughter's Sight was true. 

She had made me promise recently not to 'marry her off' to any of the sons of my old friends - I hope that she will release me from that promise in due course."

His eye had a twinkle in it as he and Nimue exchanged looks, then he turned back to Morgan, "I trust that answers your question, Minister?"

Morgan's face totally drained of any colour it may have had left.  "Er...yes, Lord Hawkwood, it does."

He was floundering now, and a ripple of amusement was running through the courtroom.  Finally, in desperation, Morgan tried his final line of argument.

"Surely this mind link suggestion is totally absurd?"  He opened his mouth to say more, but the Head of Conclave got to his feet.

"Enough, Minister," he said, in his soft, yet totally commanding way.  "I think we have all heard and seen enough evidence to totally quash the charges brought against Mr Grimalkin today - and furthermore to remove the conviction of the death of Olaf Peterssen.  Do you agree, colleagues?" 

The rest of the Conclave nodded simultaneously.  Then the Head of Conclave returned his attention to Morgan.

"Come here, Minister," he said, softly.  "Closer."

Morgan swallowed nervously, but moved to stand before the elderly wizard, who came around the front of his desk.  "I am going to invite Anders Grimalkin into this room so we can publicly clear him of all charges.  But before I do that, there is something I want you to see.  Something I believe you should know."

The elderly wizard put his hand on Morgan's shoulder.

And was inside Morgan's mind.

In that fleeting second, Morgan saw himself as he truly was, a jumped-up, bureaucratic, officious little upstart, a man with few scruples and even less morals, who had seen a way to make what he'd believed to be a good impression and had almost destroyed an innocent man along the way.

"I'm sorry!" he whimpered, sinking to the ground and bowing his head before the Head of Conclave.

"Yes, Minister Morgan, so you should be.  But it is not us to whom you need apologise.  The man you should be grovelling to is going to come into this room in just a moment, and you are going to publicly apologise.  You are then going to leave this chamber, you are going to return to your dirty little office, and you are going to write your letter of resignation.  Do we have an understanding?"

"Yes, sir," whispered Morgan, slinking back to his seat.

"Lady Elizabeth," said the Head of Conclave.  "You may step down now if you wish.  I believe it only right that you go and fetch Mr Black and Mr Grimalkin and bring them back to the chamber - if you so wish.  I feel that you have undergone enough misery the last few days.  I would offer you this chance to bring peace and joy to a tortured soul."

Nimue could hardly believe her ears when the Head of the Conclave said what he did. However, seeing the beaming and relieved faces of their party and as the general rumble of approval among the others in the courtroom gathered momentum, she realised that she had heard right and that Anders was indeed to be publicly cleared.

She felt a little light-headed as she got to her feet and left the witness stand. 

Marvo beamed.

They had won! Completely won, not only was Anders free, but he was completely cleared of the old charges too.

He watched the head of the Conclave speaking to Morgan. Wow, he thought, these guys are powerful!

He looked at Morgan as he turned and gave him a wink, and then tapped his finger just below his magic eye and mouthed 'I'm watching you'

Nimue faced the Conclave and bowed her head to them in grateful acknowledgement of their kindness in allowing her to be the one to fetch Anders and Sirius.

Reunions and Judgements

An official of the Court led her outside and then to the door where the two men had been having their encounter while she had been testifying.

The official knocked sharply to alert the occupants they were to be interrupted and then opened the door to allow her entry. He then withdrew. 

Anders had remained seated whilst Sirius had finished his speech and, as his newly discovered father had headed to the door, there was a knock upon it.  Anders hung his head.  They were calling him to announce his fate.

"Sirius..." He looked up at the man, his eyes those of a frightened child.  "I'm so afraid of what is going to happen..."

When the door opened, it was to Anders as though a vision of total loveliness stepped through.  He got to his feet, stumbling backwards slightly.  Then the tears simply began afresh and he stared at his beloved Nimue in complete disbelief.

"You're...alive...oh, thank the Gods, Nimue, you're alright..."

He wanted to throw himself at her, to wrap his arms around her and hold her, never let go.  But he was terrified to move.  Maybe she was just an illusion in his tortured mind.  If he moved to her, discovered she was not real...he did not think he could bear it.

He stood, rooted to the spot, his eyes riveted on her, tears running down his face, which was drawn and pale, still marked with the agonies and the tortures of the previous few days, but which now also shone with an inner glow.

Nimue stood in the doorway for a few seconds looking at Anders as he looked at her. She thought he looked like a man who had passed through hell and back which indeed she knew was so.

Although more than anything, she wanted to bridge that gap between them and never let go of him again, she had her duty to discharge first.

Tearing her eyes away from Anders, she addressed Sirius. She was still slightly in shock that the trial appeared to be over and that Anders would be freed and cleared of the charges. She could hardly believe it herself or that he was here in front of her.

"The trial is over. His Honour granted me leave to bring you and Anders back to the courtroom with me. That you both could hear from my lips..."

At that her reserve broke and tears flowed freely down her face. Yet they were undoubtedly tears of joy not anguish. Without hesitation, she flung herself into Anders arms' desperate to assure herself that he was real and himself not just a soulless phantom sent back to her from Azkaban.

Anders did not understand at first, but as she flung herself into his arms, slow realisation began to sink in.  He wrapped his arms around Nimue, swaying slightly as though he would pass out.

"They believe me?  They really believe me??  They know I didn't do it on purpose?"

He kissed the top of her head as he hugged her to him fiercely.  "My Nimue.  My heart.  Can you forgive me for what I did?  Can you accept me for who I really am now you've seen me...kill someone?  If you can't, tell me, please.  Because if there's one thing I really found out about myself while I was in Azkaban, it was that I can't live without you.  I can't."

He looked around, knowing a happiness like he had never ever known in his life.  "I could die right now," he declared.  "I have the girl I love.  And I have found...my father."  He looked over Nimue's head at Sirius, acknowledging in that one word that he had accepted the truth and wanted to be Sirius' son.

"I could die right now," he said.  "And I would die happy.  Or I could live and start getting on with MY life.  Not Dafydd Grimalkin's life.  MY life.  But I'm scared!  I don't know where to start...I am going to need so much help.  Will you help me, Nimue?  Will you be there for me?  I can't say how easy it's going to be, but it's not going to be an easy ride for either of us...but if you'll wait for me..."

Sirius was also very relieved. He joined them hugging them both at the same time. "Of course she will!" He was grinning even thought there were tears running down his face too.

"And I will be there too. And Kat and Matt and Myriam! Your family and your love. Oh I am so relieved! So glad!" He was also at a loss at what to say.

Through the ecstatic hugs Nimue managed to say to Anders,

"There's nothing to forgive, you saved my life! And yes, of course I will help you and be there for you and wait for you. So long as you'll wait for me as well. "

As they broke apart, Nimue told both Anders and Sirius, 

"My father has also made his intentions fairly plain to the world. Well at least to everyone in the courtroom. We still have to wait and all but I think the wait will be worth it."

She gave Anders another enthusiastic hug, "We'd better not keep them waiting." 

"You're right, of course..."


Anders let go of her hand and ran his fingers nervously through the tangle of his hair.  His robes were looking wrinkled and he had a faintly dishevelled look about him.  But there was also something else that hadn't been there before.  A youthful exuberance, replacing the slightly angsty, almost depressed expression that had always hung around him.  The nobility shone through the scruffy ravages of the previous days.


He glanced shyly at Nimue.  "Do I look presentable enough?"


She reached up and stroked his hair out of his eyes, and smiled.  "You look wonderful, my love."


With that, the three of them, Anders and Nimue hand in hand, walked towards the Chamber.


As the door opened, Anders reeled at the number of people there present.  It was almost totally overwhelming.  There was a plethora of smiling faces that turned to greet him and he had to lean on Nimue to stop himself falling over.  He stared around at the faces, some familiar, most not, and his eyes linked with those of Dmitri Georgious, who was standing before the Head of Conclave, tears shining in his eyes as he looked on the boy who had become almost dear to him.


Anders let go of Nimue's hand, kissing her fingers delicately and stepped up to the Head of Conclave.


"Anders Rhys Grimalkin," said the wizard, laying a hand on Anders' shoulder. "The Conclave has listened to the evidence both for and against your crimes.  ALL your accused crimes, my boy.  Do you understand?  This includes the death of Olaf Peterssen."

Anders nodded, wordlessly.


"It is our totally unanimous decision that all convictions be quashed, that you be given a public apology and we will discuss your terms of compensation outside of this court room.  Before I invite you to speak for yourself, there is one person who has something to say to you."


Morgan stepped forward, sweating.


"Er...I...."  He looked desperately from the Head of Conclave, to Georgious, to Anders, to Cornelius Fudge, then he flung himself at Anders' feet.


"Forgive me!" he howled.  "I only did what I thought was right."


Anders was embarrassed for the fat Minister and bent down to help him stand.  "I understand, Morgan," he said, simply.  "Just as Dafydd Grimalkin guided my actions, your actions were no more than that of a man who is a product of the unfair legal system that surrounds our people.  I...forgive you."


Morgan stopped his wailing and stared at Anders in disbelief before fleeing the Chamber.


"The floor is yours, Anders," said Dmitri Georgious, embracing the young man briefly.  "Say what you will.  It is expected of you."


"Nimue..."  Anders turned to her and held his arms out.  "Nimue, come here, please?"

Nimue wasn't really sure what his intentions were. However, she moved forward so that she was standing before him. She placed her hands in his and looked into his eyes and then waited. 

That he wanted her by his side when he addressed the Court made her feel very proud.

The young man looked down at Nimue, the face that had given him hope and a rock to cling to in the crashing waves of the chaos that had surrounded his life in the past three days.

Finally, he smiled at her and, still holding her hand, began to speak.  He was hesitant at first, but then, just as in his DADA lessons, the belief in himself and what he was saying took over, and he became animated.

"I can truly say that I was not expecting to be given my life back today," he said, his voice quiet, but still holding the attention of everyone present.  "I expected that the last thing I would see would be the Dementor that tried to take my soul whilst I was in Azkaban."

A faint murmur of disapproval ran through the Conclave.  They had long campaigned for the removal of the Dementors.  Good guard they may be, but they were dangerous, unpredictable creatures who could turn at any time. 

"But I didn't lose my soul," continued Anders, letting go of Nimue's hand and beginning to become more animated, his hands moving around as he spoke.

"I didn't lose my soul because I had things to cling on to.  I had...Nimue." He bent down and kissed the top of her head.  "I had the love that I share with her, the hope that she gives to me.  And that, whatever had happened, has made me a blessed man."


He began to walk towards various people.

"Dmitri Georgious.  I can call you nothing but my saviour.  Again.  The war you fight against the skewed system of justice that governs our people is a noble one.  I cannot thank you enough."  Georgious bowed his head graciously as Anders turned to Albus Dumbledore and Severus Snape.

"Professors," he said, his blue eyes shining with tears.  "I have let you down, I fear. Professor Dumbledore.  You gave me the chance to prove myself.  All I did was give Dafydd Grimalkin a conduit to doing what was almost totally irreparable damage to one of the best students at your school.  Professor Snape.  Perhaps your opinion of me WAS right.  Perhaps I have been volatile and unpredictable.  But...I hope both of you can somehow find it in your hearts to understand why."

Dumbledore dabbed at his eyes behind his glasses, whilst Snape surveyed Anders critically for moment, before reaching out and clasping the younger man's hand in a firm handshake.

Anders stared at Snape for a moment, thrown by this turn of events, but then a grin spread across his face.


He turned then to Sirius.

"My father," he said, simply.  "We've been robbed of 21 years.  I intend to start making up for that as soon as I leave this chamber.  I will make you proud of me, Sirius.  I swear that in front of all those here present."

To Marvo and Randal, he grinned broadly and gave them a huge thumbs up. "The Dynamic Duo," he explained.  "These two believed in me perhaps before anybody else did - with the exception of Nimue." 

Turning then to the Conclave, he bowed graciously.  "My lords and ladies of the Conclave.  I am grateful that true justice has been served here today.  Dafydd Grimalkin was an evil man - both in Muggle life and wizard life.  He deserved the punishment he received and perhaps it was fitting that it was I who administered the sentence.  I am not proud of what happened," he added. "But it relieves the burden on my heart to know that he will never harm another soul."

Finally, and clearly showing exhaustion, Anders moved across to stand before Emrys Hawkwood.


"I love your daughter, my Lord," he said, sinking to his knees in something akin to reverence.  He bowed his head.  "That is all I can offer her.  But I will never, ever let harm come to her again.  I swear that on my life."

Emrys raised Anders to his feet and embraced him briefly. Then said,  "That is all I would ever ask of you Anders. That you love her as I know she loves you. Believe me the time will pass quickly until that day comes when I place her hand in yours in recognition of your troth.

"You are a outstanding young man I look forward to getting to know you. I have every confidence you are going to make a difference to our world."

He then turned to the rest of the Company. "As excellent as the cuisine is across the road, I would suggest we retire to the Leaky Cauldron to take supper before departing."

He then turned to Anders, "Will you be returning to Hogwarts?" 

Anders glanced at Albus Dumbledore on hearing Emrys' question.  The Headmaster nodded, and Anders smiled at him, although the smile was a little uncertain.

"Yes, my Lord," he said, softly.  "I will be returning to Hogwarts.  I am sure, as you must be, that I won't be remaining there, however.  But I guess Professor Dumbledore and I need to have a talk about that."

Weary now, Anders was almost asleep on his feet when the Head of Conclave rapped his gavel.  "Court adjourned," he said, smiling down at Anders.  The chamber emptied surprisingly quickly leaving only Anders and his friends.

He swayed slightly.

"Is that it?" he said, softly.  "It's all over...just like that?"

"So it seems." said Dumbledore quietly, "I expect there will be some formalities to be completed. His Honour spoke of compensation yet I am confident Georgious as your solicitor will represent your interests fairly and keep you advised."

Dumbledore meant what he had said to the Court. Anders' leaving his teaching position at the school though unavoidable in the circumstances would be handled with discretion. 

"There will be plenty of time for us to talk privately about such matters. For now you need to rest."

Anders' knees sagged almost the second Dumbledore said the word 'rest', but Emrys stopped him from falling.  The young man looked across at Dumbledore and smiled sleepily.

"Rest," he said, nodding.  "Yes...in a real bed, with feather pillows...and..."

They exited the building and sorted themselves between the two cars. Anders sat with Nimue, his fingers entwined with hers, and his head resting on her shoulder.  He was asleep before they turned the first corner, his breathing even and regular, a faint smile on his face.

The horrors were over.  His life was beginning again.  This time it would be up to him to make something of himself, and he already had an idea where his interests might lay.

Early Evening at the Leaky Cauldron

When they arrived at the Leaky Cauldron, Dumbledore briefly woke Anders in order to aid him to a room.  The young man collapsed onto the bed gratefully and sank into a deep, restful, healing sleep, snoring very softly.  

The Headmaster watched him sleep for a few moments, then left the room, closing the door quietly behind him before going downstairs to join the others.

"A job well done," he beamed around the group. "Your evidence was quite superb, Severus.  Congratulations for working out how Anders deflected that Curse.  I trust you will be writing the documentation for submission to the Ministry of Magic?"

"Yes, Headmaster," replied Snape, who looked unusually comfortable, with a glass of spiced wine in his hand.  "But I will be crediting it to Grimalkin."  He paused, glancing at Sirius Black.  "Seems somehow strange calling him that now."

He sipped thoughtfully at his wine.

Dumbledore turned to Sirius.  "And your plans, my dear friend?  Will we be seeing more of you now that you have made the discovery of your son?  I have a feeling he will not go far from Hogwarts even when his DADA job is complete."

*********

Anders has been tucked up in a very comfy bed getting some much needed sleep before the journey back while the adult wizards were enjoying adult wizard type conversations - over glasses of wine. Nimue suggested to Randal and Marvo that they go off and explore the shops of Diagon Alley and perhaps have some ice cream at Florean Fortescue's Ice Cream Parlour.

She faithfully promised they would visit no robe shops unless the boys wanted to. 

Passing by the window of Flourish & Blotts Bookstore they saw a large display of books celebrating the writing career of Mwynen Evans aka Mwynen DDraiggoch with a framed page from that morning's Daily 

Prophet 'Lives Section'. There were undoubtedly some *very* interesting titles in the display.

Nimue scanned through the article and suddenly went 'ooohhh' and turned to two boys.

"Randal, Marvo you should read this - this woman is Branwen's grandmother! It says here that Mwynen's granddaughter Branwen is attending Hogwarts. How could she keep this secret from her girlfriends! 

Shall we buy some and take back with us? Do you think we'd be allowed to - she says here there is nothing in her books she wouldn't let her fourteen year old grand-daughter read - so must be OK for us right?"

Marvo, who did not for a minute believe Nimue would be able to go shopping without visiting at least ONE robe shop, Stared at the books in the window, and scanned the Daily Prophet article.

'Diary of a Veela. Sounds.... informative. What are they? Romance books?"

He read over a few other covers. "Seems like a lot of fuss over nothing. Maybe I'll have a look sometime. But for now we really should get on. Randal and I have a meeting at the MoM, and I have to explain to Mad Eye how I broke his charm"

Although Marvo sounded slightly worried, he also sounded slightly 'smug' too.

"We also need to explain why we having, erm. Completed out mission yet" 

He turned to Nimue. "Well. I suppose we have time for maybe ONE robe shop. Just so you can look your best for your 'soon to be betrothed'. I don't know! Guess I just wasn't good enough for you!"

The twinkle in her eye and tone of voice made it obvious he was only teasing.

His eyes wandered back to the bookshop window. "What do you think Randal?"

"Don't tease Marvo" said Nimue with a sweet smile, "You must realise that even with what Daddy has said nothing can be official between us for over a year at least.

Plus back at school for these last few weeks while he's still teaching best behaviour. You heard what Dumbledore said in court about wanting to be discreet.  I mean there are bound to be rumours. I think that the official story for most of the school will be that I was kidnapped or something and was able to get a signal to Anders who then saved me."

Her eyes drifted back to the display, "Mmm I think we should buy at least one. So had you and Randal better get going for your appointment rather than come for ice cream? I think Daddy is suggesting we stay 

here the night with Anders being so exhausted though I can't see Professor Snape staying long. He probably hates that some of this students escaped him watching them do their Potions exam."

She looked over at Randal, who was remaining very quiet in front of the display.  "Randal, someone hit you with a 'Petrificus Totalus' spell?"

Randal looked up at Nimue. "No, no. If you will excuse me a minute, I think there is a book I need to buy."

Nimue gave Marvo a little slap as she had noticed Randal had looked a little miffed as he went into the shop. 

"You shouldn't talk about things like that in front of me! It's none of my business anyway. Let me enjoy being the civilian while I have the chance, OK?" 

 'How could Marvo be so careless,' Randal thought to himself as he entered the shop and bought a copy of the novel advertised in the window. 'To mention it as OUR mission in front of another student. I'm not even allowed to tell Branwen, but HE can tell who he likes.' 

Inside he was fuming at Marvo. He was also contemplating the book he had just bought. Maybe it would give him an insight to Branwen. 

He returned to the two of them stood outside. "Right, where next?" 

When Randal came out with the book, she smiled at him. 

"Marvo's right I can't resist. I'm going to the Robe Emporium. Why don't the two of you go exploring and if Marvo needs to see Mr. Moody well it's very nice of you to go with him. Stop him getting into trouble crossing the street. See you both later then?" 

She gave both boys a kiss on the cheek and headed off. She had every intention of coming back to the bookshop later but she was far too shy to even look at Branwen's grandmother's books with the boys about. 

Marvo had realised his mistake as soon as the words came out of his mouth. All he needed to now was come up with some reasonable explanation!

He looked at Randal as Nimue walked away. "Erm.."

Nope. Nothing came to mind. Maybe Randal hadn't noticed, best not let him know.

"So. I guess we should head for the Ministry then?"

He gave a weak smile and gestured for Randal to lead. 

*Yes*, he thought. *No problem*

Randal was relieved that Nimue appeared not to have noticed Marvo's mistake. Here was not the place, later when they were alone in the secret recesses of the MoM he would be having VERY stern words.

He grunted at Marvo and headed for the ministry at a rather fast pace.

Marvo of course had no problem keeping up with Randal's 'fast pace' :-P

Marvo was eager to get to the Mom, partly to see what Mad Eye would say about the broken charm, but also, just maybe, he could get off this silly Diet!

Randal and Marvo at the Ministry

Note: Transcribed from IC Chat.

Randal and Marvo left Nimue to her shopping and headed towards the Ministry of Magic for a meeting with Moody.

Randal was not talking to Marvo. He was still fuming about Marvo's slip up. Marvo himself seemed unaware of his error, (or that's what he would say) and continued to walk, but he could sense that 'Something' wasn't quite right.

"So.." Said Marvo, hoping to 'break the ice'

Randal looked at Marvo with one eyebrow raised and an 'I'm not amused look' on his face.

Marvo just looked at Randal, a look of fained innocence on his face.

"What?" He said.

Randal again said nothing and they continued to walk in silence.

"What do you think we have to report then?" Asked Marvo.

"Well presumably that we suspect Katia but that although there is proof it is not substantial enough." Answered Randal, not really in a mood to elaborate.

"True.. True...." Marvo obviously had something else on his mind. "Do you think Mad Eye will be mad?"

Randal gave a shrug. "I guess he won't be pleased."

"Oh... But.. well... I didn't have a choice did I!" Said Marvo, half trying to convince himself and half trying out his argument on Randal.

"Humm" Replied Randal, non commitally.

Marvo Frowned. "What's wrong? you seem... Quiet?"

Randal shot a look at Marvo. "Do I? A shame that you couldn't be 'quiet' when needed too!"

Marvo stopped walking, but Randal continued, forcing Marvo to catch back up with him "What?" He said, looking confused.

"Don't come the innocent! Ward! You know what I mean."

A look of realisation dawned across Marvo's face. "Oh... Nimue?"

Randal stopped and looked Marvo in the Face. "You told her you idiot!" Then he turned and entered the MoM building, nodding at the Doorman.

Marvo stood as if in shock for a moment, then ran in after Randal, also nodding briefly to the doorman, who gave a knowing smile as they passed

"Don't call me an Idiot Fudge! Why...."

Again Randal stopped, this time so fast Marvo almost ran into him. He glowered darkly at Marvo. "Why? *I* would not have made that sort of mistake. I haven't even told Branwen!"

Marvo just looked at him for a moment. Then shrugged. "What's the problem anyway! She may even be able to help, I mean Kat....."

*Oops* Thought Marvo, realising that Randal probably wasn't ware that Kat knew about his 'Assignment'.

"You told Kat?!?" He was shouting his question in disbelief.

"I..."

Randal was amazed this boy had even got into Bureau 13! "You weren't so stupid, were you?"

Marvo blushed slightly. He knew he was on the defensive here, and didn't like it!

"Well... When you were, you know... 'ill' She had to help, and Dumbledore, well he thought she might be able to Help." Maybe bringing Dumbledore's name into it might help.

"Hummm.... that is still no excuse. No wonder they asked me to keep an eye on you!"

Marvo was speechless for a moment, unable to really think of a good defence.

"It's to like they will tell anyone is it! I mean." He finally said.

"How do you know that? Why do you think the ministry tell us we are not allowed to tell ANYONE?... ANYONE!"

"But..."

"But NOTHING!" Randal growled. "We were told NO-ONE! I can't believe you have done this to us!"

Marvo tried to retaliate. "Yes, but... when you got yourself trapped, we needed their help, didn't we?"

"No, we didn't. I just needed you to know that I could not supply your magic that was all!" Randal was fuming at Marvo!

"But Kat needed to know why you controlled my magic, you of all people!"

"And why would she need to know that?"

"Because..."

"Yes?"

"Because, she just did. She was already getting suspicious! You know what Ravenclaws are like!"

"So now you are trying to blame your failing on your girlfriend? Typical!"

Marvo was not doing well. "Yes.. NO! I mean... what failing? I did what was necessary in the situation. I..."

"No you did not!"

Before Marvo could reply he suddenly realised that they had already reached the door of Moody's Office.

"You... You won't tell Mad Eye will you?" Marvo said, almost in a whisper.

Randal glowered at Marvo. "I don't know."

Marvo looked extremely worried and gave Randal a 'Please?' look, not being able to bring himself to actually 'say' the word.

Randal raised one eyebrow and knocked on the door and Marvo straightened his robes, still looking worried.

"Enter," called Moody in a low, gruff almost distracted Voice.

In the office Moody was behind a desk covered in parchment and strange looking objects of dark art detection. He looked up, his blue Magic eye roving over them the returning to the piece of parchment in from of him while his normal eye looked then in the face.

"Ah, there you are boys," said Moody "I hope you have something good to report. Have you located the amulet?"

Marvo looked at Randal, suppressing the urge to say 'Em...'

" Not as yet, Sir," he said.

Moody looked 'slightly' disapprovingly at them. ""How about the thief?"

Again, Marvo suppresses an 'Em...'

"We have been slightly...... distracted by the Grimalkin investigation, Sir." Moody continued to stare at him, obviously wanting more.

"We have a lead, that Katia is involved. We found some Potion equipment in her room... Sir. I believe you have the report on this contents?"

Moody's Magic eye flicks suddenly to a pile of Parchment to his left then back to the parchment in front of him.

"Yes, I did receive that report. So, you still have no concrete evidence on her then?"

"Not as yet, Sir. She has been keeping pretty much to herself, keeping her nose clean as it were," added Marvo.

"So, why exactly did you bother to return here?" Moody obviously wasn't best pleased at the lack of progress.

Marvo felt himself going pale. "Well.. we... Just thought as we were here it was best to, well, report in, as it were, and em...."

He looked at Randal, then looked down and Mumbled "AndMentionthatIbrokethroughyourcharm."

"I'm sorry. I didn't quite hear that, would you care to repeat?"

"Em.. That is I..."

Marvo tried to think quickly, this was turning out not to be a good meeting.

"Yes?" Said Moody.

"That is, I found the fail-safe you put on the charm, to allow me to do magic in a dire situation?...... Sir," Marvo quickly said, with a very weak Smile.

"Really?" Say Moody, raising an eyebrow (not a pretty sight).

"Yes sir. I had to conjure a Patonus to ward off 2 Dementors" Said Marvo, with an involuntary slightly 'Smug' Look across his face.

"And they were threatening you were they?" Said Moody being ever sceptical.

"Well... Threading an Innocent Sir. Who I have sworn to protect, all innocents that is.... Sir."

"Well," said Moody. "Maybe we should get that charm reset then. At least then you can't go getting into trouble. And maybe you might be able to concentrate more on the task"

"Marvo's eyes widen "But...."

But Moody Continued "At least Randal has the excuse that he still has to keep up the facade of studying."

Marvo did NOT want that charm back on. He wasn't sure how he had broken it before. "I found it very... distracting, Sir, if you don't mind me saying, having to have Randal around. And it really limited my Ability's. A lot.. Sir."

Moody Frowned. "Did it? So give me an example."

"Em.. Well, when Randal was... unavailable' to turn my magic on, that was when I came across the Dementors Sir. If I hadn't broken... Found the release that is. I would have been, well, it would have been very bad Sir." Another Weak Smile.

But Moody's Blue Magic eye was on him now, looking right through him. Marvo felt very embarrassed.

"Oh come ON sir! What with this silly Diet and all. Please Sir!"

"Silly diet? Why precisely is the diet silly?

"I'm doing all the morning exercises, and my weight and dexterity are now excellent. It's just... Embarrassing." Marvo looked down and blushed

Again Moody raised an eyebrow "How can a diet be embarrassing? I have been following it for years"

*Yes. And look at you!* Thought Marvo, but suppressed the thought straightaway, you never knew with Moody! So he said nothing.

Eventually Moody Sighed. "Very Well. You may be allowed to return without the charm unless I find you getting into trouble again! But the Diet Stays."

Marvo was not happy, but it could have been worse.

"Thank you, Sir," was all he could to say.

"And is that all? Nothing to add Fudge?"

"No Sir" Said Randal, glad to have taken a back seat during this meeting. Best to let Marvo get the flack, seeing and just about everything was his fault anyway!

"Well you are dismissed then" Moody went back to the papers on his desk and did not look up again as they left the office.

Outside the door Marvo let out a breath he had not been aware he had been holding.

"Well. Could have been worse I guess"

Randal just nodded and they began their walk back to where they were to meet Nimue.

