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h what can a feminist-socialist preacher

Do with the pairing of student and teacher?
Here’s angst laced with humour and tender enchantment,
The grammar and lexicon serve as enhancement.
You get your Romance from Snape’s wholesale redemption,
And thoughts about sex — sufficient temptation?

Red Hen Edition
Copyright© 2004 by the Author
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disclaimer:

All the characters belong to |K Rowling except for the
purposely un-named Auror. The Potterverse belongs to
|K Rowling and her publishers including Bloomsbury and
Scolastic but not excluding others. The text was created

for pleasure not profit.

foreword:

LETTER FROM EXILE ONE MERCIFUL MORNING is a work
of ‘fan-fan-fiction’ — an alternative ending to the very first
Snape-Hermione story to appear on the net, Lupinlover’s

BEYOND THE SILVER RAINBOW. | read it at ff.net in Septem-

ber 2000. (For further detail on LupinLover’s original story,

please see the Afterword.)

| was, as the phrase goes, Squicked. Not that that stopped
me devouring the story as avidly as anyone. Student-teacher
pairings were already appearing in fanfiction (quite a few
Hermione-Lupins, apparently) but BEYOND THE SILVER RAIN-
BOW was the first I'd come across. Here was a ‘breathless’
romance, full of pathos and considerable charm, that didn’t
even attempt to address the power imbalance of a male
teacher/female student liason. The emergence of sado-mas-

ochist ‘SS/HG’ scenarios and even ‘rape-fics’ in the wake of




Lupinlover’s proposal of the pairing (typically featuring Snape
as the violator of an ultimately ‘willing’ Hermione) was far
more alarming, though hardly the fault of BEYOND THE SILVER
RAINBOW, which wasn’t that alarming. This was all in the days
before ff.net removed NCI7 stories.

Censorship is not just morally dubious; it is ineffective.
Theoretically, I'd always held that creating feminist erotica/
romance to displace misogynist porn — and naive romances

— was politically more potent than suppressing or criticising
them. I'd just never done it practice. After weeks of carping in
the review boxes, it became clear that someone should write an
alternative version of the ‘ship’ rather than treat it as a voyage
you just don’t go on. Of course, most sensible writers solved
the problem by delaying matters until Hermione’s adulthood

— but that rather dodged the issue. Student-teacher relation-
ships do happen, after all.

Lupinlover (it transpired much, much later) was barely older
than twelve at the time; her story provided insights into female
adolescent longings I'd either forgotten or, more likely, skipped.
(As an edgy bookworm of a teenager, corrupted by feminism
long before adolescence, I'd Sneered at Romance.) Though her
characterisations were off-Canon, and the slide into romance
had that dreamlike swiftness that has little to do with reality and

everything to do with collective fantasy, there was still some-

thing about the story that was compelling and truthful.
Lupinlover now writes as Keysersoze and has deleted her

story from the net — a pity, given its ‘historical’ significance,

however inevitable the Severus-Hermione pairing was. (See
|Odel’s essay on the subject elsewhere on this site). The key
incident of her tale which has been duplicated the backstory
of LETTER FROM ExILE ONE MERCIFUL MORNING is that the
liason is discovered, and all hell breaks loose. Snape is sacked
and leaves Hogwarts; he writes Hermione a letter.

Who could resist filling such a gap? Even Rowling, who clearly
likes Snape far less than her readers do, allows him verbal flair. A
love-letter from someone who describes Potions in such unmis-
takeably sensual terms had to be worth reading. Any thoughts
of constructing a Plot of my own vanished. The whole thing
was furtively and feverishly penned, in an exercise book, during
a week of illness that kept me in bed at the start of an artist’s
residency in southern France. Luckily no one was in any of the
rooms adjacent to mine, or they’d have heard the cackling. |
got my Real Work done thoroughly and on time, so no one was
the wiser — but the thing’s suffused with Guilt as well as an
odd nostalgia for the state in which it was written. This is why
the text has not been drastically improved in cooler moments
since, despite its excesses of style. The excuse is that ‘narrator’
Severus writes what eighteen-year-old Hermione wants to read,
and if the characterisation is just as off-Canon as Lupinlover’s,
no one seems to have minded much. The excesses of style are
probably the point — language can create desire in itself; it is

not simply there to give photographically naturalistic portraits

of (imaginary) people in love.

It is ironic (and was certainly news to me) that Letter from
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Exile has sometimes been held responsible for spreading the
‘Snape-Hermione plague’. Apart from the fact that plenty
of people wrote the pairing without ever having read it, the
Romance, for all my intentions of subverting that popular
female form, is little more than a frame for what is actually
a Snape-fic that happens to deploy Hermione as its audi-
ence. (Her feelings are never actually explained: she simply
occupies the position of a desiring female reader and laps up
Snape’s flattery on our behalf.) Snape writes the kind of thing
that Hermione/the female reader wants to devour — and that
doesn’t stop at Romance. He is compelling because we can
project onto him all the existentialist Angst, political/stra-
tegic significance, ambiguous development and (potential)
moral grandeur that female characters rarely embody. How
many great anti-Heroines do you know?

That said, any Snape-Hermione fans coming across this
for the first time shall find a great many clichés. My only
defence is that LETTER FROM EXILE invented some of them.

Ellen Fremedon combed through the text to ensure
that the grammar and lexicon were as enhancing as prom-
ised. | thank |Odel for her thoroughness in researching and
reworking the illustrations, for setting the work so styl-
ishly and publishing it here. Finally, | want to thank every
person who has reviewed LETTER FROM EXILE, or written to
me about it, over the past few years.

— Textualsphinx
October 2004
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“Now Gods, stand up for bastards!”
~ KING LEAR, Act | scene 2

%

v

ON MARCHED INTO THE HALL, late for break-

fast. It was a week since Snape had been sacked. He

was clutching a very thick letter and a small parcel.
Hermione ran in after him, stumbling across chairs.
“Didn’t have the guts to write to you in Hall did he,” yelled

Ron. “Has his Owl sneaking to your dormitory, the creep.”

“So you sneaked in too!” cried Hermione. “Very noble!” Ron
stopped at the opposite end of the table from her. He slipped
the package under his robes and ripped open the letter. Pages
of folded Muggle-paper sprang out.

Harry, already seated, clawed the tablecloth.

“Give it back to her, Ron. It’s a private letter.”

“Not any more it isn’t. Her ‘private’ life has public effects.

She won’t get away with it.”




“I can be addressed directly, Ron.”

“Fine! You want to know what’s it your letter? You can hear
it. Out loud. Or | burn it with that fire spell of yours. Fumos!”
Blue flames appeared at the end of his wand. He stood like a
sentinel, letter in one hand, flames in the other.

Dumbledore was not at breakfast. He hadn’t been at meals
for several days. McGonagall had made the announcement —
with severity and tact in equal measure. She moved swiftly to
the Gryffindor table, but Hermione reached a decision first.

“Good! Read it out for everyone to hear. Let’s get it over
with for once and for all. Drag me through the mud, snigger
at my secrets and then we can all go home. ’ll even magnify
your voice for you!” She chucked the spell at Ron’s throat.
He put the fire out.

McGonagall withdrew. Don'’t interfere, let them have this
out was her conscious thought; the less conscious one being
This I've GOT to hear.

“It’s an awfully long letter, Ron,” observed Hermione. “And
there’s just one condition: you read all of it, even if it means
missing the start of the Quidditch match! No skipping the
difficult bits as you usually do. No cutting to the juicy parts
everyone wants to hear. All or nothing, Ron.”

“All, then.”

He began with an approximation of Snape’s voice, pitched
halfway between sneer and whine, to extract all possible

melodrama from the first paragraph.

‘DEAR Hermione,

Can you Ever forgive my FOOLishness? It is so clear
to me now, writing to you from this quiet London café,
a world away from Hogwarts, what | should have done:
realised that we could neither deny our LURVE nor keep
it under wraps; realised that there was no question of

having both you and the job, nor any doubt as to which |

would choose. | should have resigned. [“Too right.” Ron

commented.] ‘Resigned the moment you said you loved
me; | could have left the school | have served so long
without this stain on my character, and more importantly,

spared you the indignity and humiliations you are to face.

It was hard to sustain the fake intonation. The writing demanded
a low-key delivery. Ron stuttered over ‘humil-liations’.

“Oh dear. Words of more than two syllables, and subordi-
nate clauses. Are you sure you can manage it, Ron?” Hermione
proffered a lethal smile.

“|ust read it out normally.” Harry said quietly. “Let’s judge
for ourselves. We want to hear what he says, not your acting.”

Ron met Harry’s gaze with difficulty. He took a breath and
continued in an expressionless tone; but the Hall was mes-
merised as, for the first time in their lives, people saw (or
rather heard) the hidden history of Professor Severus Snape
— uncoiled by his rival and exposed to the light of day.
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Hermione — T (an't give you lessons in [fmz; but
T can tell you about survival. You are very strong
— stronger than you realise — but f You are 1o
qet Ifﬁrowzﬁ the next two months in one pec
you will have ro be @gﬁ. "Be ruthless with jomegf
and fon; emfire[] on gour studjes. Jt will /;egp you
jqnore the (rass (omments @f Jpeoﬂe who are not

jowr True friermfs. nor, fra/nk[j. destined to OCfo’j
Jpo;/'ﬁion; in @[e A/ZA enowzﬁ ro irfﬂwenx@ jowr;.

[“Snob.” commented someone from the Hufflepuff table.

Hermione winced.]

It will also serve jow well in the [onz run to do
jowr;eﬁf /'mfe[[ecw /'wflf/'@. 7 am not /'wflf Eeing the

M/Zz/'nz Ifea/cﬁer here, 1 @rfes; ro ;eﬁf»/'mfere;lf./ %w
know that T would never have fa/[[en for 5/n77[e

freﬁﬁne;;. even with kindness. 1 love to see ]ow e)g@[,

and ]ow would be the fr;ﬁ ro (_orrya[a//'n \/f T were
threatened rather than daz=led 6] jowr 6ri[[ia/n@.

[Harry noticed McGonagall share a smile with Professor
Vector.]

If this does nat onvine you. lel the fmcﬁ@ﬁiﬁe; ka
Jor themselves. Jn your last letter. you wrote that you had
‘@tafwﬁfed me into foverrﬂ.’ ] hated to think that you
blame yourself — bur Aaff@. there is no more @use for
anxiely. I bave a /'06. Hermione, a very Zooc{ /'06.

I have not always lived as T should. bur T have
always gol through — on (leverness. on disgipline
and (unning:

"Hes a bastard. but hes a (lever bastard. and so
a useful bastard” as Sirius ‘Blacl always says.

[Harry stared uneasily at his half-eaten toast. He adored
his godfather Sirius]

%[[ several gf the [a/rger Cﬁemi@/[ and Eio—cﬁemi—

Cw[ @rryya/m'e; that flff?f[j the Jpoﬁon; marlket have

been Aewc[—ﬁwnﬁnz me on and g{f for jea/r;. wa/m?/'n/z
me on their &;ea/rcﬁ a/nd/Deve@?memf teams. |

have a few yiends a/monz them — wCQa/im?a/n@;
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rather (7 afr?feaf them 6@@&;@ Iﬁﬁe] kefﬁ Erjfnxz

to lure me from /‘ﬂ)zwa/rlf;. WAJCA 7 rega/rafeaf as m]

;a/n@fwa/rj). /&»jww]. 7 Zolﬁ an owl from one ff them,
who said (1 quote) —

Sev. ya bastard —

(See? everyone (alls me thaty) ‘GOTCHA!

Read about what happened and were uncorking
the (hampagne right now. Weve been willing gou to
take drugs or embezzle the shool funds for years.
Well. well my son — youve qone beyond our wildest
dreams herel We don' want qour morals. just qour
brains — f you haven't 7@@[@%05 them. #A #HA HA'
(7ﬁejre very blokey — only ever talle aboul money
or Quidditch: another reason 1 dropped them. plus T
hate being alled Sev.) Start next Monday — 40

Zaﬂeong a month fﬁw; the bonus ]oz/re éring/'nz in.

[A series of chuckles had rippled through the Slytherin table.

If ‘Sev’s” mates were rooting for him, why shouldn’t they?]

SO 5%6)’? jO(L AM&‘ it Oﬂé‘ WOFW\/%W@F\]%F us. ijowr

parents don't approve gf me and (ut you g]ff you won't
be without a siflle to see you dqrowg/a university. Tl sup-
port you as long as you like. “Jake a masters degree. do
a do(torate f Yyou want. "Beome a ?r@%;;on

Jelling you all this heers me up somewhal. and
yel. fermione. T hate to think of what fe%[e will
@ll you. Jrs worse for women. After all. "bas-
tard’ (an almost be a @rrbpﬁimemf; it insults a mans
mother more than it does him. ‘Jheres no male
equivalent cf ot }ng’. ‘tart’ or ‘whore. 1 write
these words fﬁmlj be(ause you may have o gel
used to them. At best (or maybe worst) people will
Py you as my Zwﬁ[iéﬁe victim.” Do not waste your
enerqy. Hermione, on trying o exféam the truth. Jt
must be enowgﬁ that we lnow that what is between
us Js very beautiful and very balanced and very
honest — that it has nolfﬁ/'ng to do with e)gafoiﬁaxﬁon
or mere self-qratiftation. So. if someone @lls you

a slut, /'w,df ;a/j that at least jow’re nol a ;ﬁwg/f;ﬁwﬁ,
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and let them deal with that while ]ow gelf on with
jowr worl. 769 words Jpower diminishes Ifﬁrowzﬁ over
use — Llike monelﬁa/rj irﬂ‘la/lfion.

T am not re@mmeniing this harshness as a/njlﬁﬁing
but a ne@m:w:y Ifa/CIfiQ a short-term measure. Jt has

been rnj ;lfra/ﬁeg] n [fe fbr fa/r foo Long. and jow see

it in the fw@; ﬂ[ dudents who dreaded mj C[a/;;e;.

glanced through the next page. He stood very still.]

“I'd better stop here.”

“Not dirty enough for you?” asked Hermione sourly.

“No — it’s just — he really wouldn’t want us to know about
this.” He tried mouthing a word to Hermione, but she had
looked away.

“Don’t pretend that bothers you,” said Harry, who was now
really curious, along with everyone else. “All of it, Ron.”

Ron swallowed. His mouth had gone dry. He produced a

magnified whisper.

Zyou/ have asked me to 6)9:[0//'1/» il to jow. this harsh-
ness gf mine. and jow have o r/gﬁlﬁ to lknow the worst
gf me. What T am about to rell jow. /‘(‘ermione. 7T tell

]ow nol Lo exer(ise ]owr @nbpa/;;/on but to reveal to
]ow jowr fower. %meméer. T write ﬂr a bime now
Jpa/;;eaf. and don't lel it djstress jow.

Z}/ow (annol 6ezin lo ima/zine the CAM’LZG ]ow have
wrowzﬁlﬁ in me. 1 must tell jow 6[(mﬁ[j: f it were nol
fbr ]ow. instead ﬁ[ now wriﬁing this letter. T would
be ;elﬁlfing m/j a\/ffa/ir; jn order. 7ﬁe/r fna/[ order. 1
had f[a/rme% /‘(‘ermione. to 'do us all a fwvowr’ 6?0

Qole Sirius wgm’@ and male thic summer mj [ast.

[The temperature of the Hall seemed to drop to nought,
freezing the professors in attitudes of shame. Professor
Vector had grabbed McGonagall’s arm and Flitwick stared at
his lap. Students at the Slytherin table were white. Ron read

as clearly as he could.]

70)’ m/a/n] jé‘a/}"f 7 have been ver] desolate: exist-
/'nz. ;wrviw’nz — but not [iving. Ir 66304’1/ when T was
Sa/reﬁj older than ]ow. 7 /'oineo/{ Voldemort, not 5e@/w;e
7 beljeved in his ;O-Ca/ﬂeaf (ause, but ;inﬁp[j 66@!/(1/5‘6 7

was asked. T wanted to éefonz ro ;omelfﬁ/'nz, lo feel

1
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needed — and no one else asked jbr. or needed, me.
] was ver] ambitious. Indeed, M»j A?e; ﬂ[ workinz
mj wa/j (\i/)? Fﬁrowzﬁ the ]V]im';ﬁy were dashed 6&\7[2);"6
T was born: m] fa/mi[j were ;zyaforﬁer; ﬂr 9)'/'}/»05@[—
wald, and T was known to have a (ertain e)g;erlfi;e
jn the darl mﬂ/gic With brothers like mine, 1'd have
been dead 6] the a/ge ﬂffve if 7 hadn't. /@;Cﬁoo[, 7
was qu/n] and wg[j and bound to be inc&/ea// on. 1 had
no Cﬁa/n@ gﬁ afcfenafing m];e\[f wilh mj f;ﬁ;. %/’5 Js
an e)gp[wna/ﬁom nol an ex (use.

What was not exﬂu&a/é[e was the total want gf values,
ﬂ[ {ynjpaﬁ@eﬁc imagirw/ﬁom that made me. a ;O—Ca/[[eaf
Jpwreéfooé in@fa/é[e ﬂf fwl?ﬁng nﬂ;eﬁ[ jn the Jp[a{e @[
Voldemort s victims. I wasn't an issue fbr me — ra(ism
agm’mlﬁ those ﬂ[ mix_ec[ blood T rezwrdea[ as ;ﬁ;g/'a// rather
than evil. T was blinded 6] "7 own ;ﬁrwgg[e; to survive,
and Voldemort was C[ever at a/afajpﬁng his rﬁeﬁori@ o
ea{ﬁ (ase. /‘(é was veiy Cﬁa/r/';mﬁc Words like ‘Eternal
9‘[017 ‘%neweaf Sﬁrengﬁﬁ and ‘Z/m'l?f, affeal fo the

lonely. T thought of the suppression of Muggles as a
kind ﬂf side issue, a Jprgpa/zmafw tool that ajpfea/[eaf

to the snob element ﬂf Voldemort s J%Llower;. and fust

& ne(essary part gf enjbire—éwfa///nz. 1 wanted to have
power in whoevers empire won the day. T fwﬁea[ the
idea of what suppression’ meant o the edge of my mind.
and did ot Lill anyone dire(tly: Tm one those Creepy
bastards who worled behind the sienes: but T (onsider
myself responsible for allowing deaths to happen. That's
the eternal fﬂ'vi[ege @f Aamg brajns — someone else
does the manual work. someone else qels their hands
dirty and has fo wash the literal blood of { Juclily for
me, Voldemort didn't see it that way. He thought ] was
Ee/ng Je]?rived @f a fiemre. and as o ?e@i treat
for bis most promising discple (the whole ulture of the
“Deatheaters made a fetish of fne hierarchies — thank-

fw@ azm’m ] was a/[rea/afy lired ﬂf grove[ﬁinz or 6e/'n2
zroveﬁ[eJ @ he degdeaf to lef me wwlfcﬁ the Jpwrf /ng

?eclfa{[e ]ow’ve made fo;;/'é[e’. We withessed the seene in
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o pensieve and 1 re@zn/i;ea// one ﬂf the vigtims — Tat-
ricke (learwater. o Ravenclaw Trefect from my own year
who. without a{m% ééfrieWnZ me. had never /'ofned

in the taunting and af/';CreeL’% treated me with respe(t
It wasnt enowzﬁ for them to ill him: %j had to do it
;[ow@. and to humiliate him frrlf. Aed there was nolflg/ng
] @uld do. e was already dead. T had never felt 50
helpless or so sickened. pretending to enjoy the spe(tacle
and all the while imagining. (ounting off in- my mind. the
others I had Aegped sel’ up.

I (ontated Dumbledore. MWZ him to meet me

with one of the Aurors who had a lience 1o kil Death
Eaters on sight. 1 had (ritigal information. T (laimed. Wa
mel by the lake ar Hoqwarts. Jhe Auror was masked
and would not reveal her name. T broke my wand to
e and showed. them the mark on my arm. ] rold
“Dumbledore Td Eelfraﬁed everjwnz he'd tried to tea(h
me. and that J'd done things that qave the furor

the [egw[ r]zﬁlﬁ fo exe(ule me there and then. T was

ashamed ﬂz‘ W moral blindnes, ﬂp "t(/ ambition and
above all gf Eeing a S{t/lflger/’n, as we ﬁrmec[ the (ore
ﬂ[ Voldemort s ﬁ[[ower:wamé[eJore 5Faﬁec£ the f@ror}
hand (she was itching to dipat(h me) and lodked into
wt(/eye; Mfﬁe@w[afremfrrﬂ mind. /‘(elfo[afme 7
@Mr;ﬁ dje jelf; there was worlk for me fo do.

“fLIfa/;é/ that g_néz[a/ S%ﬁﬁer/'n/ —a fea/rie;;. jntelli-
genxf Sﬁjlfﬁen’n — (an fwﬁ% Z}/ou/,[[ be gf more Aeﬁa ro
us than rten /&M’or; Fogelfﬁer. and better f[a/@of than
a/ryjone ro Jprol?e@? the f»eon[e jow (are for.” ftﬁp]
75@ darkest, snealiest /'06 in the world. 73@’:/[9@[]
suited to mj talents Dumbledore said.

%e Auror was not @nvin@af. She Eﬁouzﬁlf it was a

D’zy:. 0 Dumbledore M/@Cﬁeaf me Lo an inzembw; led. Wa
wenl inside the @/flf[e and he made me drink fve afr?f;; c\)f

Ver/lfa/;emm; then we went to a room J didn't lnow.

“751'; will tell us, /@ror. whether he still wants to

serve Voldemort. /‘(‘e unveiled a ﬁa/rge mirror and.

f[a/@ff me Eﬂ%re it. 1 think jow lnow cf this mirror,

R




the Mirror cf Ericed. He asked me to tell him what
[ saw. and T almost sgreamed: a nothingness. a void.
a va(uum so absolule that it seemed @mé[e gf su(le-
ing us. the room. the whole world into fﬁ;eﬁ?

“&waﬁ blaclness.

“He's 6[0@/%,” snarled the Auror.

@f he is. he won't sustain it. Wait.

We waited. Jhen ;omeﬁﬁ/nz was vomited up from
the wA/rgpooé ﬂf darkness: a bool that looked fwmi[iwr
to me. Jt was the book in which my fm[j had writ-
ten our births, marriages and deaths for rmr[j three
hundred years. Tt has af/wgrwm; ;ﬁow/nz afﬂerenﬁ
bran(hes gf the fmij tree. Jhe book ?eneé and
the pages were turned 6j an invisible hand. rajviaf[j
Ifﬁrowzﬁ the ages until we reached the present. There
was my fwﬁéer} name with his parenis and sisters;
fa{/ng it. my mothers. and a line peinting down ro
their (hildren. 1 read the names (f my Lwo brothers.

but mine wasnt there beneath them.
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that he had never been born. /‘(e will tale a/nj risk. with it (ame anolther Ziflﬁ gf morﬁw[il{(/. the do;e;lf
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wno//ergo a’”j afa/nger, J‘br he rates hic [fe al notﬁjng lfﬁing fo /'Oj in [fe’; Lransien(e T was ever to know.
— or rather, he will @/[Cw[a/ﬁe the value ﬁf ;e\[f— res- 7&“ /&H’OF and 1. the hard-headed /@l’ or whose
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serves our (ause. Ts that not so, Severus Snajpe.?” lovers. (Weﬂ. jow did M@ We were in no fO;iﬁon
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] a/zreeaf that it was, and did so ever sin(e. That o ma/rrj. It had to be o mwﬁcﬁec[ and se(rel cﬂj[a/ir.
was” Dumbledores Z\/’flf o me: to be w;efw[, to be fra/wzﬁli with Ja/nzer fbr both cf us if either side

needed. Aéagﬁami — bura ;erw'@a,éﬁe bastard. an fbwna[ out. T now beljeve the roman(e was in the
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INaiIspens astara! ore an at, e agrave siLuation, noL ourselves. é maae a eal, riven
'J'f able bastard! More th néwég tuali r [ves. Wo made o bleak. dri
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c[a/nger; ﬂ[ mj task meant 7 had to be brave. Aeroic @Lj)?[e. She had a Coﬁcfne;; that mwﬁcﬁec[ mj own,
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even. (ﬂe gr@wﬁer the feri[, the more | feﬁﬁ — nob and a f/lﬁ/ﬁe;; sense zf humour.
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Acbpfj e)@@‘%, but at fea/@. (jﬁe altonement 6@Ca,me “z/t/e[[. well — jrs /@5(&;’ /(a/m/kaxze soldier!” she
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1 an wdcfi@fiom 7 Cowltfnf hurl mj,;eﬁf at Death enowzﬁ. Commenﬁeaf. when we fr;ﬁ mel a/za//'n; and that's

]

=]

It was the best rebellion wga//n;ﬁ Voldemort there was. what she @/[596[ me — KO/W'&/WZG. ‘/(a/m’ f she was
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?egp[e w;wa/ﬂj translate hic name as yDea/Iflgjl/ZﬁIf fee[/'ng a ecﬁonaxﬁe. Neyer m/j own name, on the
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(ode. Sﬁmnze. a pel name that made ﬁﬁ/nzf more.
not less. inyper;om[. In the same mocking spirit 7
addressed her as Auror. T will never forgelﬁ her
rattle gf [a/wgﬁlﬁer the fr;lf time ] made love to her.
Albus was r/'zﬁlf./ Aven't you the ferfe@ instrument!”
— and she was ZOM on another mission 6ajrore Id

re@vereaf breath o r?/?[].

[Hermione flinched in the face of expected sniggers.

There were none.]

It was ﬂ[ﬁen like that. Her very praise marked

the limit @f what 1 meant to her. She was ;e@ie;;lj
dediated. highly intelligent and more (ourageous than
anyone ] lnew: bul she did need me. She lived under
(onstant pressure. and 1 was her respite. a soul for
ber to save. No woman had ever so much as looked
al me. exept fo think 1 made her skin crawl: T was
enthralled by her. T would have done anything — did
do everjlfﬁ/'ng — o have her awaromﬁ. Jt was as f I
were under an Imperivs Blessing. "Die for mel” she

seemed to a4, and T wanted ro. beause she loved me
for what T did, not for who 1 was or (ould be. When
7 me’ a furtive visit to the Mirror of Erised. dwing &
report o /‘(bjwa/rlx?. 1 didn't cee us [ivinz A@pf@ ever
afﬁe}: but still my own death — on@ this time | was
o dead fzmr in ber arms. ?erﬁajp; there was little
a@j@\m@ between those fwo embraces — the ?rewcﬁ
@l it le pebit mort . the minor death. and for me
etasy laﬁ in oblivion. in the ulter ;ﬁwﬁﬁer/ng ﬂf ;eﬁ?
We were selfless. We looked ot at ea(h other bur

jn the same djre(tion. as St E)Qﬁpér] wrote. Even
when she had the cheer genius fo make the /Vfiniflfrj
lend ber a time-turner, Jprelfendinz she needed it
for her assignments. we fowl ourselyes reversing it
back to the present fo checle up on what was ﬁaf—
pening al the fromr’. The more foo[; we. Jhe last
time we were Ifogelfﬁer. we qave ourselyes three c[w];,

a lkind ﬂ[ ﬁonejmoom Wa f)wmf a ffa/@ to hide, golﬁ
;zsza’emf frovi;ion;. fgﬁfer a c[a/] and m’zﬁlﬁ gf dey?er—
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ate. wordless intimacy we fowa! we (ouldn't (ope with
the luxury of time. couldn allow ourselves 1o relax.
to tall. to know ea(h other as fe?[e and not as
servants gf a (ause. So we went bal. and the next
day she af/';affea/reaf for qood.

Would you believe that the ministry qrounded me
for Ihree weels aflfer the Death Eaters Cajalfwreaf
ber? Someone Zwe;;eaf we were seeing ea(h other. and
;ugge;z:eé to (rouch that I was fwr foo inafiyyemﬁe
as a spy o risle my ééowinz my (over 6] res(uing an
Auror. ‘j/'/ae] pub me i a nige room with a 6/’1/»0///?1? ﬂpe[[.
(onfscated my new wand and said ﬁéej’af do what Eﬁej
(ould for her. They hardly bothered 1o f@ my brains

about where she mizﬁlf be. 7 (an never \fbrgive that

jnsult to her memory What she did was irryorlfa/mf; che

aved ma/nj lives: she made a a//iﬁléren@ — but ar
that Jpoimf /@ror; had 6e@m (annon foafa//en
B] the time Ifﬁej released me, Voldemort was

beaten: 6] a/@/a//enf — a mere 50/5]. 736?9[6 were




=1

(=A== =1
=

===

||
=

]

=]

==

i EnEEE

=1

EO

e e e T T e T T T T T T T e T T T e T e T T T T e e e

&l

d

still refoiCing in the streets, but for all my re[fef. I
(ouldn't foin. in with them. I stumbled Eﬁrowgﬁ those
ﬁaff] (rowds fee[inz ﬁotw[éj disconne(ted from it all,
Mz:ﬁmz T'd done seemed to (@rry any weigﬁlf: not

on[j had T not been in a(tion al the time, but if J

M been, and \ﬁ)wmi oul about ?emgrew. 7d have

inﬁer@jaﬁeaf him: ]L[] and (Za/me; would have lived

— and so would Voldemort. Even m] ij[ fbr m/]

Auror didn't seem quite solid. Tt wasn't fust knowfng
she'd have [efzr me the minute the war was over, but
that 1 seemed to have lost the shadow gf a dream,
not a real person. T would hecle the records and
those books on ‘mrzrjr; fo the ;zrmgzﬁe’ for years
a\/flferwa/ra//;. just to @@frm she had existed. Her Boaf]
wasn ' found for a very [onz time. Death Eaters
Awé/ﬁwﬂj ﬁmnﬂfgwed their prey in the most (ursory
manner. not Eolfﬁering with burial. Evenﬁww[[j the
76[[; would wear ﬂjf 50 for several years subse-

Qenlf[j ite ﬁa/rm[e;;—;eeminz 06/‘@@2 would turn into

ferfe@f[j fre;erveof CO):’/PS&‘S. Voldemort's Last [a/wzﬁq,

fei)/a[e @lled it. She had no fwmfﬁj left. and 1 was
asked. as one of the few who (ould. 1o iafenﬁffj ber.
Jt was the on[] time Dumbledore and 1 had a fg/;t
— he didn't want me to %

It could have looked worse. Whatever she'd been
Cﬁmzea[ into had been (ast out to sea and fraffeaf
in a Zﬁwger that was now me[ﬁnz more than usual.
When they fw[[eof bacl the sheet. T Fﬁowgﬁlﬁ T saw
her immaulate. frozen ref[/'@/. I wasn't her body.
Hermione, but what she had written on it. in her own
blood scratihed rc}pewfeo//[] from her arm. that tor-
mented me forever. "CUATE — Y0u BETRAYED ME YOu

%7141?17’1 She had fM“[[j used mj real name — in

revenze, Lo in(riminale. Eveiy s(enario was e%a/[[j
unbearable. Either ﬁﬁej had tortured her out gf her
reason, wﬁicﬁ for her salke T had to ﬁ?ae was nol so,

or she had never rea/[[] believed in me, not without

(onstant fmﬂp.
%e \féw afa/j; ajflfer mj release remain a blank in
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mj merrw;:y T am told T attended the Totters fwneral,
and that 1 2015 Wt(lfeﬁf fo /‘(bgwa/rﬁ;. where” Dumbledore
fowwf me in a ﬁrwn@ Ee:fore the ]V]/'rror gf Eri;eaf.

;f@riﬂﬂ al the void. /‘(‘e made me Jprow';e neyver lo
‘Cﬁe@ (jp on mj soul’ jn that mirror aga/in/. /‘(e Cﬁa/imed
that even if T saw rrty;eﬁf k/';s/'ng Voldemorts hand,

a mans deeds we/zﬁea// more than bis desires. T was
(onsoled by that. bul saddened 1o0. Jhere were Jpegp[e
on our side — qnf@i and ungenerous — who said J'd
only (hanged sides beause of my affair with the Auror
“Dumbledore abways defended me. "She was his reward,
not his reason. Afreg;elj weigﬁeaf reward. that. ?or
my agtions only. No more and no less than ] deserved.
Aod deeds were no longer available 1o me. T
Zrievea// most &/een[] for the loss gf the fg/m iﬁ;egf.
The focus of my life had qone. It was ridiulous and
jrrational. but true. T could no [onzzer be Mefw[:
[ was no longer needed” Dumbledore was very
astute — and he wanted to kemj; an eye on me. He

understood that however mwcﬁ he — or a/njone else

— ferqave me. 1 could not fbrgive m];eﬁl: 1 had to
prove my worth aqain. It was as f the power I'd
borrowed from Voldemort had been lent at an irfniﬁe
rate (f interest. ] would never & ﬂjf the debr.

“Severus, he says. "7 beljeve Yyou are still [ooking
for a penane. What would you say lo Eeing holed up
in a miserable angeon Zwéomtorj. trying to transmit
your skills in Totions to Jpe(y»[e you (an't 562/';'» to like
or understand — ob, and Ee/nz Head gf the House

with the most troubled students?”

[People stole glances at the Slytherin table, as if its largely
unpleasant occupants might, too, be hiding lives of ‘quiet

desperation’]

1 swaid it sounded Jpeife@f. It was like emfer/'nz a monas-
Ife):y. 74 Zrown wm:(f ﬂ[ the wor[af or rather, W;eﬁr n it
1 narrowed mj [ﬁ'@‘ o a sel gf ?m/rfe rooms and

three goa/ﬁf. 766 frflf. o ke?a ;ea/rcﬁinz for a/n/] wa/j;
in WA/'(_A Voldemort Cow[af reaj?fea/r, and ;Ifa/nya them

e
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out. “Jhe se(ond. ro pass onmy kmw[ea[ze as (om-

freﬁenfive[] and ;%W] as fo;;iéﬁe. The third. to

do what 1 (ould for the students @‘ Séjr/,erm House.

whom 1 do like. and understand ory[] roo well.
The fmﬁ 1 had no Jproé[em/ with.

[“Could have fooled me.” muttered Harry, thinking of

Stone, Book and Bone. “Anytime — don’t mention it.”]

In the seond 1 succeeded but Jpa/rﬁ/’a/ﬂj. T lnew
my ;aﬁ and (ould exflm it C[ea/r[] — for jnter-
ested, advan(ed students who (ould iqnore my
wy[m;mmm T (ould be inspiring — but there
is more o Fea{ﬁiﬂg than that. (ontrol gf the (lass.
[or one. (hildren sense fear like dogs and T found
m];egf fa{/ﬂz the one F/”’”Z T couldn’t include in my

J‘pena/n@’ — mockerj. Their very jnnogen(e mocked
me. and jn that inverted logiC of self-hatred. whih
mjée no-one (an sustain without kaing out on
others, 1 was harshest to those who were the most

a//e@nlf. who most resembled what T wished T'd been.

/Lfelflﬁj wealness, 1 know. 7&‘ fr;lf C[M; 7 Ifa/wzﬁﬁ

Jp[a/jea[ (ﬁ? (;ome Jpra{ﬁi@l /'oke ma/kinz mj Cﬁa/ir
;izz[ing 609 and 1 (ame down on them hard. 7

alr%ped the temperalure of the room fen Jezree; at
a time until a ;ﬁiverinz e{cﬁaxnge student from the
Yvorj (oast fa/[;e[j @@fe;;ec[ to the deed. J took ten
peints cﬁ everyone ex(epl him. cultivated my sar(asm
and never had o rowdy (lass again.

With my third qoal — it is diffult to saq. Have
you notied how very aickly the Sorting Hat recog-
nises Slytherins? Jt fick; up on the uneasiness behind
their drive to win. to prove themselyes. to éeiong in a
se(ure Aiemrchj. It dete(ts their il in ﬁic[/'ng them -
selves. When they arrive. some of them are already
damaged. and set 1o repeat the (ycle with their own
(hildren. “The luly ones ©ome from very ordinary.
Lov/nz fmfﬁ/e; — too ord/mrj and [ow'nz fo under-
stand the stars in their eyes. Jess [wck] ones have

ust been neglected, and show the most independence
/ 3C pereenc
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@F spirit Others have ejther been 770/’[&“ rotten or
Aorr/ééj abused — or both, all within a r/'g/'af fmme-
worle @f rewards and fwn/';ﬁmenﬁ;. (an you blame me
[or favouring them. Hermione? “Jhey needed some
un(onditional aj?frova/[. and f 7 keft them winning 7

Cow[c{ reafw@ their exc (uses for bitterness.

[Outraged murmurs had broken out at the Slytherin table,
and begun to swell into an angry rumble.]

“You shouldn’t have read that out Weasley,” warned Draco
Malfoy.

The professors made to stop the whole proceedings, but
to everyone’s astonishment, not least its owner, a high, clear
voice broke through the shouts and stilled them. A fractured
china doll, with trembling ringlets and glimmering eyes —
Pansy Parkinson had got to her feet.

“He should. It’s true. We compete on bruises, don’t we!”
Her face twisted to its usual sharpness. “Oh, yours is nothing!
Look at the one Father gave me for Christmas!” She thudded
back into her chair to a sickened silence. “Now BELT up the lot
of you and let’s hear the rest.”

[They’re shunning her already, thought Hermione, watching

the space that seemed to grow around the angry girl.]

Of (ourse more Darle Wizards come from S[yﬁ/aerin
than a/nﬁwﬁere else. T will never say its in their blood.
but it is in their bloodlines, their m/@/ tradjtions.
Thats harder to f’gﬁt than an external enemy. Jou
have o refe(t what You expe(l fo love. T (ouldn't turn
the entire House over fo sweelness and [igéiﬁ with an
open. wholesale strateqy. (an Yyou imagine it? “Now
(hildren. ler's all be nite to each other!” ?or one
Eﬁinz. 1 wouldn't have &Aj?l? (ontrol of the hard (ore
gf students who were bound ro jb[[ow in thejr fmmr;’
fooﬁ;ﬁef;. 1 had to use Sljlfﬁer/n (unning. 1 isolated
the hard (ore and wathed them C[o;e[j. 1 showed
everyone that it was in their best ;e@f-;nme;t to oéej
the rules, and mgét some gf them to understand their
value. ?or the rest, 1 worked on indjviduals. T tried
to foster fr/m{;@& allianes with other houses —
fa/rﬁcw[a/r the Raven(laws. who annoy Sijzréerfn; the
least and have f\[em“j ﬂf /‘nﬁe[[izemf loners. T aLWj;
started with the loners. or the ones who hovered at the

ea%;(e gf C[/%e;. It was done ver] ofi;@eeb’%. almost as

o
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a (onspiracy That Wffmiea! fo them — Joing zooaf on
the ;@ — and avoided open 79&'1:; in the House. T like
to think that 7 ;ngfeaf the rol’ in- many individuals.
Aeépea/{ them lead frodw@m. pesitive lives. "Beljeve me.
Hermione. you will fmi no beller w[@ aqainst the darl
for@; than the S@ﬁéerm who turns out well. Jheirs

s a hard-won virtue. %ej @nt frezrew’ that evil is
somewhere oul there, L’ﬁej @nt proect it onto o hate-
fgwre in the way dje-hard fwreélooa[; blame ]V)wzzle;
for every death in their miéj since the middle ages
%ej underdtand what ﬁﬁe]’re up aqains. Im trying
not fo ?ew&/ for mﬁ;eﬁf bere: 1 don't lnow f I turned
out well. not @rrjp[e%[j./De@nq and lindness and

all those virtues jow grj\ﬁnafor; lalke for grwmfeaf in
]owr;e[ve; didn't (ome as fa/irj Z\/fﬁ; al mj M/m/ng.

]V]j /@ror. who was e/gﬁlf jea/r; mj senior (/’MI?
jbr the re@rog was a S[]Iﬁﬁerim No, there has

never 6@@!’1/ a/VI/jOI’I/E @[fé‘.

So T survived, /L(érmione. 7 2015 %owgﬁ: but 7 @w[afnflf

allow mj;e\[f fo be ﬁaffj 7 ﬁa/rﬂj knew what ﬁaff/'—
ness was. Until now, until jow. i genera/% e)?er/én@cl

two states ﬂf mind — aqony. or its numb absence. J
@n't even ay T am now A%p] ‘ée]oml my wildest
dreams. Jve never had dreams — m@ nizﬁﬁrmre;.
Jo return to the matter ﬂf my would-be last
summer. Don't be alarmed, T am not habitu-
@ﬂ] suicidal. Tve never (ried for Aegp, and until
this year did not ;er/ow;[] (onsider m/mz my [gfe
because it would have been an wnzra/ﬁcfw[ ;[% in
the fw@ for”Dwmélea[ore — and for my @[[ea/gwe;
who put up with me <o Jpa/ﬁ/'enlf[j, never prying with
their ;]nbpa/ﬁﬁj. but [elflf/'nz me know r/ae] were
there for me: even Ifﬁowgﬁ ] made mj;eﬁr Awﬁefwﬁ.
afe[iéerwﬁe[j refeléenﬁ Soaf] and soul, to ensure J
wouldn't elicit love, or even [/’kiryz.

[“He means that hair of his was intentional?” Madam Hooch

whispered to Sprout.]

7 Zolﬁ Ifﬁrowzﬁ frelfﬁj well until last ]ea/r. when we
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— all gf us Ifozelfﬁer — fnwﬁ[j o[ﬂ[ea/ﬁeaf Voldemort.

J didn 't have the honour ﬁff W%MZ him fﬁf m]; eﬁ[ C[o;e eryowgﬁ e;@jae routes al the rigﬁlﬁ momenk Fo ;5?9
— /‘(wrry, %@k (‘TAM: 6oj a/[wa/]; beal me o i. him rea{ﬁ/ﬂz the rest. 760;9 we deall with ajrlfer—
One ﬂf the reasons ] @/rﬁﬁ ;D'C&/ him @w[drflf. wa/ra//;. as fa/;lf as we @wﬂ. Tt was cfﬁ@[ﬁ. /'n/EriCa/Ee.

do;e;lf advisers to ;wgze;ﬁ ro ﬁim. we were able o
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[Be my guest thought Harry; the man was definitely some metitulous worl. 1 was in my element.

hairs short of a wand.] /&pjwa/j, with Voldemort qone — fmﬂj /rrevo@/éﬁj
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ZOM — 7T cank into another a%pre;;ion, worse Than

=]

/Lf w;wa/[. T worked behind the s(enes: ;[y’vaerj

e

Swfe. ;eﬁlﬁinz the Frafy. 7 (an Cﬁm’m Q"eaf/'lﬁ for one ij 6%"& J was inﬁe[[e@ww@ e)gﬁa/wflfeof. and mj

thing only. T did't Gill Veldemort, bt T helped SEUGH C2 [ 0 2 ST S 2 e
Q’axlfeof: Order of /err[in 3r d C[M; — well, ?mfge

= = == ==

ensure hell never (ome 60{&/. "Death hath ma/nj a

thousand doors and Voldemort @w[af cjpen dozens ﬂr i wel@rme e fﬁrj‘? me of it: he a/[waﬂ; delivers less
than he Jpromi;e;./Dwméﬁecfore. bless him, was fwriow;. 7
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them in both afire@fiom. 7 had to fnaf out — u/;ing

e

all the Cwnn/nz and afowé[e—afew[/nz 7 @w[af manage. also Mﬁ@({ @ wealoem’nz U my pewers — a/f W”'”Z
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their Jpower; @ny?[eﬁe{y aflfer V@):y ?’ewlf exertion, and

=
] sides — everj 654{&/ zﬁp f[a/n and fa/;;a/ge 60{&/ from

% “Death he had. We @u/[Jn:I? eliminate them all in one
\
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that alarmed me. 1 started lfﬁinkinz about how ionz
“Dumbledore would live, and whether 1 @w[d last
out until he died. Some Ifﬁowgﬁlf./ f%wy will be with us

=]

fel[ ;wogp, but 7 a[egpﬁereJ a fwﬁtern in Voldemort's

=1

wa/j @F (jperwﬁng 50 Ifﬁa/IZ as well as Zelflﬁing him to
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when jow’re 50, trust me. /&mf then, an a{(/demﬁ jn the
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use the fa%/e ‘60{&/ (5P Jp[a/n;’ that 7 Jper;wmied his
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folﬁfon; lab, with a Foxin Td tested on a rat, ga/ve me
an idea. Jt OCLwrreof fo me — <o ;iny;ie. Im amazed
7 hadn't Ifﬁou«zﬁﬁ ?[/'If Eéfore — that 1 @w[of die with-
oul a/njone knowinz Td taken m] own [ﬁ'@‘.
7 afeve[gpeaf a Jpoimn/ that simulated the i{fe@“

of a brain tumour well enowzﬁ fo e;@jpe afeﬁecﬁion
in all but the most Eﬁorowzﬁ Wﬁj’fj Tt worked on

a ﬁw\[f—ﬁow afeﬁa/j. 7 f[a/rmea// ro 20 on ‘ﬁofiafa/j al
the 6@?}/»}*»]»2 ﬂ“ the Jgnz Va/@/ﬁon. T would leave
mj aﬁm’ry in enowzﬁ order to be ea/;i[] dealt with,
and to ;wzge;lf T was /'wflf keejw’n(q( <§p with annual
a((ounts and administration. 1 was lo go o %me,

where mj mothers fa/m/'[j (omes from @one [@[If

— all the wronz ;i@. Td send some ile Cﬁeerj f/C'

ture-owls to my @L[ewzwe; saying what an interesting
time J was Aa/ving, a[r%;ing hints about a promising
date, bul @nbpimmg that living in Sotland for so
long had made me intolerant of the heat. which was

g/y/ﬂg me ﬁemfa{ﬁeﬂ more subtle than that, but jou/

qet the idea. Jheres a little @fé near the (emetery
where my an(estors are buried. 1 would o@eﬁ[j ;@'p
the petion into my espresso, zrmnﬂfzwe the bottle into
an inno(uous pie(e ﬂf litter. drink up. ofr?? the (up 1o
breal it so it wouldn't be re-used. and qo and wait
at a Jp[ew;ié[e distan(e from the fm[j vaults with a
fre;ﬁ bun(h gf Jlower;. I liked the neatness @” jt: that
the fe?;[e who found my body wouldn't know me from
Adam and might well be qraveyard workers used to
the dead: that a brain fumour was fverfe@[] [fkeﬁj in
your 30s: that there would be no jara{ﬁ@/[ dif fulties
— they (ould c[wn:rf‘ me in the vault there and then:
that there would be f[emfj @f time ro f[[ the Totions
/‘06. and that éj the time word qot ba(l to /‘ﬁ)gwa/rlf;
(Tralian owls are so slow) the shock would be less-
ened be(ause Jpe?a[e, being away. would hear of it in
dribs and drabs. Tt would already be old news.

That was my plan. Hermione. Jo slip away so
softly that no one would lnow. “They would barely

f
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ﬂ miss me. | would fa/rﬁ without Jproﬁe;ﬁ. withoul fw;;, ]W fo lnow how irrevo @ 0/5% jow bave altered me. Z}/Ow

ﬂ without tears, without (eremony — with nothing but m defeated my despair as thorouaohly as we all defeated
[ 4 AT iy o “ghly 3

;eCreIZ and knowﬁecfge ﬂf zooaf c[eec[;, ro é;(o with me Voldemort. Zyow are nob /'wglﬁ another (ause, a means for

and be mj Zw/'c[e’. 7 Iﬁﬁowzﬁlﬁ ira ve;:(/ 6ea/wlifu/£ Jpﬁa/n/. me Lo restore a ;emé[m»@ ﬂ[ my imfezr/'l?f. 7 love jow
— A —— i : p— Se@/w;e ]ow have @fﬁeaf me oul ﬂ[ Eﬁin&jng on@ in terms
[Ron’s voice had gone completely. He allowed half a minute’s ff moral Creofiﬁ and debt. T love ]ow Ee@/wfe ]ow do nolt

silence, like a mark of respect, before trying to continue. He e Ee@/w;ejow il neverfm{ e "”’f% wﬁrwﬁ. 7
indicated to Harry to take over, but rather more throat-soothing

[ove jow 6@@@;@ ]ow wank me, and desire is in Z[or/'ow;

charms than were strictly necessary found their way to him.]

‘]] ex(ess ﬁr mere need. J love ]ow Ee@we i CME reafw@
E 76’-% jOw (ame Lo me one ffwj and asked me o jow loa ;inz[e idea or ftmcﬁon n my @'Fe. 7 will never

ﬁeéa jow with a foli/'on jow Cow[c[n’ r Zeﬁ r/'gﬁlf, and f% underdtand ]ow. and that en@mﬁ; me so.
when T brushed jow gﬁf wouldn't take no for an T did nor ”’] that T write this from one ﬂf j«zwr

answer (clo fou ever?), and | saw v — mel e (afés. in four (orner ﬂ[ ckrmfon. Tve been Iﬁra{/'nz b

fr?erﬁj for the fr;l? time, | deflfmjeaf the foison and J%oﬁ;t?;; in all jowr old ﬁa/wm/?, the Jp[a/@; jodve told
all mj notes on it the afa/] ]ow sowzﬁif me oul in the me about, to fee[ nearer Lo jow. Z')/ﬂﬁerdaﬁ was Sal-
lab to tell me Yow @wﬁafn’ﬁ forzeﬁ me, or fﬂi‘ﬁel’wf that wrdaﬁ, and there was some kind ﬂf félfe al your old

what was Aaffem'ng between us wasn't, or @w[c[n’IZ ;CAoo[. T went in and 60(&2615 some ﬁﬁinzf T didn't need
?orz/ve me J%r wriﬁng on these ;wé/'e@? at ;wcé [engﬁlg and ;I:rwck ‘7’ a (omversation with an eﬁafer[j Ifea/cﬁer,
615 is easier than L’e[ﬁ/ng jowfa’@ Iﬁofa,@ but T want ]V]j wife attended this ;Cﬁoo[,ﬂ 1 venture (ﬁ/'c[/n/g
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my [eflf hand in m] fockelﬁ s0 she doesn't see the

axéfen/@ of a ring).
Z/l/e[[ Tve @rlfa//'n% been here [ong enowgﬁ o have

Ifa@zﬁﬁ ﬁer.” ;a/]; this rather \ﬁ)rmiafa/éﬁe woman, under-

e;lﬁim/a/ﬁnz mj a/ze Je[igﬁﬁw[[y. She reminded me (f
?r(fe;;or ]Vfcgormza/[[.

“Hermione Granger?”
q

“Ab. je;.” She ;wafofenﬁj lools ver] seyere. (]V)C 9
must have a/mwgzﬁe a/wnlj “SWCA a f/li(/ she didn't
attend our (fffer ;Cﬁoo[. We needed students like
her in an inner Qlfj @rry; (@rrbp@ but oh no, her
fa/renﬁ; let their liberal fringpw[; ;ﬁ?a al their fronﬁ
door! O\[f she Zoe; fo some fa/nq 60@)’&/’1’»2 ;Cﬁoo[ n
S@I/’[a/naf. 7/ ;(y;fo;e ches done verj well for Aer;e\[f
— wmér/o[ze/DowE[e ?/'I"Sﬁ. hmm?”

“Wall je;.” 7 lie; relieved she thinks jodre at least

Ifwenﬁj—lfwo. What z/'ve; me the /rrj:rem'onz that this

ﬁea{ﬁer had wile an i@ﬁwn@ on ]ou/?

[Harry flashed Hermione a grin. She managed a weak smile.]

"So shes now Mrs — er?”

"‘Ohl" 7 picture the name Hermione Smype.’ l{fe
(@t be that (ruel.

She @lls herself 7l gmnzer. frﬂre;;iomzl% and
privately” (See how Tve boned up on Muggle eli-
wette?) "Shed be out of her remarkable mind to take
a surname like mine. Doesn't suit ber at all. Or me,
for that matter — not that Jm fréjwea[ to take Yours
either. Jts a 8it wholesome for a name [ite Severus

Aoyway. ] wandered all the way down o the Nogel
and into &;eéerrj Avenve to (he(le what was on at
Sadlers Wells. Ifﬁin&//ng how much of Jondon T have to
disover. %/an of Jondon as somehow like You. some-
Eﬁing that will axﬁway; be a mixdure ﬁf fm[m and new.

I aq all this. Hermione. be(ause in these next few
weeles many Jpe?faie will bry to (onvin(e you that you
have done a terrible Iﬁﬁ/'ng. or that 1 have done a
terrible thing. or (if they have o moditum of insight)

s
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that we have done a terrible rAmZ wzeﬁ/aer. When
ﬁ/ae] tell You this, remember that you have done more
than save a life. You have MADE a life: you have
(reated a reason for me Lo be. Not 6] selling oul

to do right. bur’ just by being you. and noli(ing me
and a//elfe@/nz ;omerAing worr/aj. fust as” Dumbledore
did. You have his same benevolent pover ferﬁaff
more so. You magnify the atom of qrace you found. so
that everjlfﬁinj @nﬁerry:l%[e i my past diminishes. @f
fegp[e say you are disqusting. ask how (ould you possi-
bly embrace such a man. tell yourself it is because you
have the power 1o ﬁmnﬂfzwe, fo zrrwnﬂ%rm the gﬁm

monster. (Te[[ jowr;eg:‘ 7 (an do this 1o him. T Eow(é
him and be (Aa/nqe;. /75‘* 5@@}7%‘; bis real ;e[/{‘ @ﬂé

WL[OVe[q Saverus turns @/’Ck;//{fer n my arms.
=/ =%

[There was a universal gulp, and the surreptitious rustle of
people shifting in their chairs. McGonagall scribbled a note:
NB Mercury.]

7 believe that most cif jowr troubles will (ome

from students, not the ;ﬁaﬁq who blame me more
than ]ow. It is m/] dear wish that we will one afa/j
(ome Lo an wnéer;ﬁa/nafing with them. 7ﬁere was
ite a s(ene when 1 went to ;a/j Zooo%]e — well, 7
wasn b zoinz o sneal (\)ff without fa{in«g them. Jt's

more a/mw;ing in the reﬁe[[ing than the e)gper/en@.

[“Oh dear,” murmured half the teachers under their breath.]

T went jnto the ;Eaff—room./DwM[eo/fore was still in
his (\)ﬁf@, and everjone /'wflf sal there in KAOC&/ while T
@ﬂe@eaf m] ;ﬁﬁ Iﬁogelfﬁer. /L(‘axzr/af was in lears and
Eeing Jpﬁjﬂ'@/[[] restrained 6] three ﬂl‘ the Ifea{ﬁer;.

or r Q/EAC‘)’ ;%ea/&/.

?[iﬁwa&/ was lhe fr;ﬁ fo ?ea/&/ —

[“Here we go,” muttered Vector, in mock despair]

"7 don't know how jow have the NERVE to show ]owr

fw@ here.
1 didn't mean to Zo jnto the usual Jﬂ[en@ mode.

but old habits die hard and T hear mjfeﬁf ma/r[ing.

"7 have the nerve 5e@w;e Im not a @wa/rc[ — and

.
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T wanted to see jow all, f its for the last time.
7&% “Binns /'m?errcy;lf; — fo;ilfive[] animated!

— and admonishes me.

: ow./ SEVEFM! O a/ﬂ €0, [@ /{ A/’[a/wferer./” M/@gq
e

he is //Zéra/éﬁ( Eafwa/raf/'m) Seafw@lg a jownﬁy( ze[.”
“756 nervel” ;Qw_ea/k; ?ﬁ/’lﬁwic&/.

e
= . =

[The students tittered. Ron had unintentionally got him to
a tee. His innate sense of humour, and the story-telling skill
that came from being in a large family, had got the better of

him. His listeners were treated to perfect comic timing.]

T have the nerve. ] repeated. “be(ause although
Im a sinner. Tm not a miserable (oward of a sinner
— nor a persistent one, Binns. Men who fall in
and oul of love all the time. who habitually seduce
women — young or otherwise — would have wriggled
out of this more adroitly. Whar You have before you s
the result ﬂf mwﬁj Aa/\[f a [feﬁme} Cﬁwgmjf’

Now that really shocked them. There wasn'l o

man in that room who hadn't at some foinlﬁ Sowgﬁﬁ

me a bulterbeer and advised me to zeﬁ oul more,

and erfm/%fa/g@ﬁme f 1 knew what be
meant (WAJCA 7 af/afnf)

[“Explains a lot,” Ron quipped.]

"1 also ame here o invite you Fo my wec{dmg.”
Malking an honest woman of her now are you?"
sneers Binns.

Its «o frw;lfra/lfinz wanling lo fwd«) @ Zﬁo;t.
"Shes never been a dishonest onel” T gell. “What
she js, or is not. doesn't aléj;em[ on me. As fw as my
relation 1o her qoes. shes my life. and when shes 60
and Tm 80 no-one will remember T was old enough

o be her father.

This triggers /‘(a/griaf ﬂj[ who hasn't talken any-
ﬁﬁinz in so fa/r.

WYeh PAZTART, How (ould you do that to er. ‘Jo
Ermione. Jittle "Ermionel”

e
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(7 ﬂﬁpfo;e he'll a/[wa/j; think gf jow as ‘[ilﬁﬂe) ‘759 bastard.. the bastard.. the LUCKY bastard..
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7 Cowﬁafnff resist Ife[[ing them the truth. ITm ;orrj Z/l/e[[ 7 drew my;e\ﬁf Ljp fo mj fw[[ Aeizﬁﬁ (715;

|
B

/‘(ermione, but ]ow @/nf blame me for Eeﬁ[/ryg the ni(e Eeinz tall, 7d forzolﬁﬁerﬂ and said that all 7

=]

==
e

truth. In exils ﬂf Zrea/lﬁ iny:orﬁa/w@, ;E][e with sin(er- ,—egreﬁzreg[ was nol /'Wyy/'nz 6efore 7 was fwgﬁeaf. 7

==
e

/lfj is the vital lfﬁfﬂg- rﬁaeaxﬁec[ the invitation to our wec[c[inz. aslked the

=
e

=]

"Ow @wéaj]é‘ﬁ?” reeis /-(“”g”"af- women and /‘(axg;ric[ to look afﬁer You better than 1
’Wﬂ%’f 4#? ACKED ME T, PECAUTE 4/7‘? had. turned on mj heel and [cjflf — C[oa/k in full
M S (7 tule my @uldron under my W TWICE e 0 o 7,@@@‘

o e e =

[Hermione buried her head on Harry’s shoulder with a Tc[golfﬁaﬁfwaﬁ down the stairs when 1 heard the
couple ofthumps.] tension break. fn e>9p[og’0n ﬂ[ [owzﬁlfer — /'w;lf the

===

=]

T swear o ]ow; theres this in/'n/ﬁi look women — real wiﬁcﬁe;’ @CME\; 7 ec%e Ea{é/ L\L/p the sairs.

= =

mcg‘ona/zaﬂ gelﬁ; when she won't lef Aer;e\[f [a/wzﬁ, [“Ohhh shit...” muttered half the teachers.]
and she had it then. Slﬁra/nge[j, on[j the men were

|| =

“Tr @u/[ofn’ I be Aeﬁpe& jowr /‘(bnowr.” ﬁp[wlfter;

]Vfc gon/a/ga/[[. “She would insist!”
“77'1//0?,/ " howls Ve@for.

(=]

wgzre;;]ve. 756 women seemed Loo ;ﬁockeaf to be

=

a/nzrj. (75&:7 /'w;ﬁ stared as f 1'd arrived naled

=]

1
1 from another fﬁa/neg Binns mumbles ;omeﬁﬁ/’nz

l about minxes and /‘(‘wgriaf. to 6efm'r, kind gp ;Arwg;. "Does that mean he qeve in the 5‘9@”“{ Lime or

=]

==

7 wa/lfcﬁea/{ all the men rcy:rem’ng the Eﬁowgﬁlﬁ that the third?" wheezes \gprowlf.

= = == = ==

made me want fo fzmcﬁ the air: “Z//e[[. [ets cee.. 7%/’; has to be /V)a/c[a/m /foocﬁ
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— ches an e)(@[[emﬁ mimi(. She does a talke-off- me
al my most C@pfveaf and fonbpow;. jq_ola/ﬁ jowr most

earnest and stubborn.

[Madam Hooch made to go, gabbllng something about
Quidditch, but the professors pulled her back to her seat.
We’re in this together.]

“Professor. T need 1o asl you something.” (Snort.
giaghe giggle)

"I rather busy. Granger. What is it?"

"Tve been doing some research on the History of
Sexuality in the Magical (ommunity. and —

"I not aware thal thal’s on the NEWTs syllabus
((ackle ackle).

Trisnt — its the fr;lf module @f my BA. Tye
done all my revision and thought Td gt a head
start for niversity. (Sound of (offeetable being
banged. (ups C[wﬁﬁering)

"So — er — what s it freci;e[j You wank me Fo 6697

you with? You know J a!imffrove gf love foﬁon;.”

“Well. none of the books Tve read make sense unless
jow’ve had fm@;@ﬁ experien(e. I?ﬁe] just assume you
do.. Jhat's what T need your help with

Abem. Granger. if 1 understand you orre(tly. then what
you are asting of me is EUTIRELY OUT OF THE Cufs
700, (Tause. then @wrﬁeowfé{), Regrettably. ] daresay.

“Refusal One.” announes /(Gonagal

“But 1 need to kWO — and qoure the only
person here who @n show me.

Tm ;wrfr/;ed, Granger. that” you wanl to flout
the school rules, even in the name of research. ‘Bur
if qou must — and do please take precautions. Tl
brew some up for you — Tim sure there are plenty
of male students in your year who would be willing
— thrilled — to share your dis(overies.

“Refusal Twol” declares Sprout

“But they won't have your skill: Professor. 1 may

s
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not be your favourite student.’ ("Ooh. lever move!
— Vetor). “but T have seen to the preautions. and 7
bnow Tl e better lessons from jow."

Jessonsl You want... more than one... as in.. o whle..
(ourse?”

Avd Ifﬁe] (hortle away for @ Zood minute, until
ane of them — T couldn't tell who. the cakles
muddled up the voiges., qo5ps —

Half o g/'feﬁme} CA%— @nle_@ n\w] %a//a///ry?

— She i my. céﬁ — The jammy (ow! The TAMMY,
Ay cour

“Nonsense., maf; Minerva. “Shes earned him.

Everj little bit,

JEESEE

[By this point, the whole Hall had dissolved into knowing,
affectionate merriment. Professor Vector looked decidedly pink.
It was like a family celebration. Only Ron’s laugh was bitter.

“There’s still a bit to go.” So much for the Quidditch match.]

Well, then T would have Jpwncﬁec[ the air, on[j

“Dumbedore emerzeaf from fust round the stone fiﬂw.
5!rom the twinkle in bis eye, 7 Zwe;;eof bhe'd heard a
Zooaf deal, but he fust tool my arm very genﬁ[j.

“Theres ;omeﬁﬁing 1'd like us to do 6efore You go.
The pinstripes have Zone.”

e led me along a (orridor T hadn't. as promised,
entered for years.

i A?;e jow’re nol expe(ling me Io take Veritaserum.

“@rﬁm'n[j not. ‘But it would reassure an old man
o see you smile jn fronE ﬂf this mirror.

1 did more than that. ?or the se(ond time
that a//a/] J bry nol o [a/wgﬁ my head (lean ﬂjﬁ
“Dumbledore eyes me very @zz/@[[y.

“This is most surprising. Severus. | ﬁﬁowgfap you
were rather Sturm wa’ﬂ)mnz’ about this kind @f
I?Ainz. Al Ewrm'ng intensity and " Jiebestod He staris
to loole anxious. "It is she?”

“TIn this scenario, Albus, @f ite surreal charm. it
(ouldn't be anyone else. fod you may tell the pin

s
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that Aaffen/ec[ ro

r/nz.”

6ra/rj
books.

/
s

be wor&//n/z wilh.

fa/m/[]

the rest: but it still amuses me

“Dozens ﬁr them. She was

ZA? ’

was a bedroom thou

—

the

(f how 1 @w[af ever /'w;ﬁ/fj what T saw lo
af??rewaf made

t describe it, please Severus, Hermione begged

ﬁﬁej were E[a{&/ salin: Jp[ea/;e Sev old <on.

‘Neither.
ure Zelﬁlfinxz me worried.

e shes wea/rinz
;a/j
‘9/5 ,
under a be

),

T don't bnow. 7 @w[&nf cee under the Eeafdolfﬁe;.’

‘Wﬁwafafwﬁja/ﬁmea/n she wasn't nalked!’ %[[ us she
‘@w[afn’ I cee? %w want a afo@for, malte. 7ﬁere
Sev. ]ow need ﬁeﬁp. \gpa/re us the white linen sheets:

‘Not e(a{lf[j. /L;ﬁwafj. a li

7 ﬁeflf him Zwem’ng
‘766] were bools.

F

[Don
silently. Ron wore a mischievous grin.]

to think

those louts Im ZOMZ ro

had o//e@n/lf [ingerie ab least..
have a bed in it.

st

4
8

[EEEEE . BEEEE el EEEEE 0 e EE e
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[Hermione sighed with relief. The Ravenclaw girls looked

impressed. Vector made a note. “Warn Madam Pince”. |

(ﬂere js one more L’ﬁ/ng, /‘(érmione. the most irry;‘or»
fant, most serious El@/ng. ?or all T have said abour jowr
5Ifrew21?7§ and ]owr /'m?egril/jy, 7 like to think it would 6699

jow to have a fa/rlﬁ ﬂ[ me with jow. %/{ 3 ;omelilging. too,

that migﬁlf frolfe@“ jow from fe??[e who think like 7’1’@@;—

sor ‘Binns. ] meant to z/ve il to jou/ ﬁflfer jow [ﬂ[ﬁ ;Cﬁooﬁ,

but L’Aou,zﬁlf jow @M do with it now. y ]ow ?en the
slver 60)@ 6rougﬁlf ro jow 6] the 59@;%[ Oul @?} loaded
with SGC(M"!'% Cﬁa/rmf. this was a real r/';@ jow will fnc[

jowr engazemem? r/'ng. Tt is also jowr wec{afing ring
— jow will understand wﬁj jow don't need two.

round (ut. which is wAj it doesn’t loolk 06w'0w;[j
expensive — but 1 assure You It is very rare and
ed. and has endured two millennia unscathed.
Some Senators of Rome were my forbears. a((ord-
ing to fmmij [egem[ — well. after 2000 years a
lot @f egp[e (ould (laim that — but T know it to be
frue. fgﬁ;er your exains T will rell you a 77@% that
makes the stone show the names of all those who
have fo;;eged it — thats how 7T lknow. but it kee]x
You occcya/’ec{ for hours. so not yet. “Jhe Stois. who
made enduran(e a virlue. wore this ring. Medieval
s(ribes and sor(erers wore jt. Renaissan(e merchants
and (ourtiers wore jt, efgﬁzreenﬁﬁ (entury healers and

;Q'enﬁ;ﬁ; wore JL, /91% @Mrj seers, @Eﬁon—mi[[ worle-

[Hermione looked for her package in alarm. Ron delved

ers and e)Sp[orer; wore i, and so on %rowgﬁ the 201%

in his robes for it, glanced at the letter, and with a deftness

@nﬁw:y until Ifoafwj./Do jow noljce ;omelfﬁing odd?
756 mixture ﬂr W’“Z"C trades and ]V]wggﬁe rades, the
Cﬁwnge; from aristo(ratiC fa«mfﬁie; to the merdwmf CLMF

unusual for him Summoned Hermione’s wand. He tapped
a complicated rhythm on the parcel, and the packaging
unfurled like petals].

th kers and back? d
It is verj old and verj new — as we are. Jhe & er vorer workers and baCt [)/0 o 8)9?6@:

;omelfﬁinz handed down the (enturies Lo have 5ﬁafjed

stone goe; 60{& Lo %mom times. It is a ;ajafﬁire.

s
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within narrower sogial bounds: but this ring fo[[ow; no
oraf/'rmr] 29%@%2/’@;. Jt subverts them.

Jel me exfém'm 1 had the ring Zlff my fwﬁﬁer, who
was given it 6] his w\/']%. my mother. She'd inherited it
[from my maternal gra/ryafmolfﬁer. who. re(eived from
her husband. my fathers father. who was given it by
his wfe. Jou see the fva/lflfern? The ring s Jm;;ec{
on. nolt errowZ/a the male line on[j. the usual inheri-
tan(e of father fo son — nor Fﬁrowzﬁ the distaff side.
but via an ever—w[ﬁernwﬁng. serpentine Jmﬁfé that
winds its way down the generations Eﬁrowgﬁ both.
(One day you will appreciate the Slytherin view
of serpents). Tt that beautiful? Tt is o wayward,
wrbpreaf/@a/fé[e Jpa/lﬁﬁ that sides under fa/m/[j names:
it follows love rather than property the ladders @f
inheritance. Jts enchantment c[efenaf; upon and
be(ause even in the magical community (which tra-
a//ilfiona/ﬂj embraes fema/[e power more rea/a///[j than
the MMugqle one) a familys status s defned by the

fwﬁﬁer} o((upation. so the preCiousness ﬂ’ this ring
has moved outside jts exfe@ea[ so(ial y%ere; Ifﬁrowgﬁ
the desires of rebellious or ambitious daughters. Of
(ourse there were Bi@yx when a ring-wearer had
no child gf their own sex. but then it would just qo

fo the fr,clf hild or next af kin who married. O((a-
sionally it was (loistered in a (onvent. monastery or
museum as & rarity. but someone a/[wa/jf ma/na/geaf

to (laim it and bring it back into the world. “Jhe
Jpr/'n@'p[e remained the same and re-establiched /t;eﬁf
— an endless exchange of love and jnfuen(e between
the sexes. 1 never ﬁﬁowgﬁﬁ cf this way 6efore. Jou
made me think gf it.

S e

e

[“Excuse me,” hissed Sprout. “He must have heard my theo-

ries on the artificiality of patriarchal genealogies compared to

those in the plant world a dozen times.”

“We all have,” observed McGonagall. “I’'m afraid that’s how

men acknowledge our ideas — unconsciously.”]

So nwcﬁ for the old fa/rlf. 75@ 56515/'1/»2 s new. ?eonﬁe
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ﬁrwafiﬁform[{y Cﬁa/nge it with ea(h wea//afinz. fo a/ofajplf
to the sex of the new wearer. “Jhe selling my [ather
had was an abomination. Very heavy. elaborate red
and yellow qold lnots — you hardly saw the stone. or
what was in it. Tve (hosen fwfmm Jor you beause
I thought youd prefer the (olour. and beause irs
the hardest g‘ the preCiovs metals. 1 could have it
Wrowg,éﬁ very fn/e, and as fﬁm as (ould be. o gff;elf
the stones (omplexity. (A bastard. bur a bastard with
impe((able tastel) Now read the ins(ription.

[Ron kept his hand on the box. Harry and Hermione glued

their eyes to the hand.]

/L; ]ow (on see, il means T bear the soul gf the
<qk/'ver”. Irs a/[wa/j; the same /'MQ}}:E/’OW. Fﬁowgﬁ fegp[e
Cﬁa/ngeaf the [a/ngwafze. 7 frzifer ro keejp the Jgﬁim
756 rinz Js encﬁa/nﬁea// to hold a fa/rlficﬁe (f the soul.,
Jgok C[o;e[j jnto the ;affﬁire and jow will cee a Ifinj
jla/me — white, I/“Aowzﬁ the gem renders it blue. When
the Z/ver f the ring djes, the \ﬂwme Zoe; out. Some

;a/j the fa/rlfiC[e re/'oinf the ciefa/rlfing ﬂp/r/IZ others

that it js lost forever — none knows for sure. Jhat js
when the wearer passes it on fo their son or afa/wzﬁ-
ter. who. f married or about to ma/rrj, Jpe;form; an
incantation that draws their soul into the stone.

I /»m[[] dared look afﬁer 1 said the incantation
last m’zﬁﬁ. 1 was sared that instead @f a white Jime
thered be a w/y: ﬂr 6[0{&/ smolel (7 lnow. 1 lnow

— jodve seen A/’gﬁer ;eﬁr-efﬁeem jn the a/vera/ge /‘(bw;e
E@ Not a/n/j more. Jgok al the fa/me — when jow

fvwﬁ the r/ng on, it will burn Er/'gﬁﬁer. TAG r/'nz @/n’ r

fie. @f the love gf either the giver or wearer fm[e;.
the flame dulls. Jhere @n be no de@pﬁom and if
you do see it fm’e. the ring must be returned, @f it

ji &/cjolf without love, the fra/zmemf ﬂf the soul withers.
I effect. you would allow o part of me 1o die. Tt is
no a((ident that it is a ;aj?fﬁ/‘re. ‘Blue traditionally
stands for truth. 1 need Amﬂj add that. in (onsign-
ing this o you, J give qou my absolute trust. Jt has no

other Jpa/rﬁ@[a/r frgperﬁ/e;. Tts fower js in ibs ;]m&)[—
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jsm walerfmea[ with a (ertain literalness. Jt won't
profe(t you from c[ra/zon; or diseases: but I beljeve
that those who mean Yyou harm will be awed and
intimidated Ej it. ?efyyie stand bacl from an austere
beauly suh as this Wear it 1o feel armoured. 1o feel
adult. 1o feel T am with You.

SRS
T —— - _—

[Ron paused, and again tapped a rhythm on the small, gun-
metal box. The lid sprang open. He continued to read, letter
in one hand, and box in the other. The Hall held its breath.]

Jfou will be very much alone. bur keef farry by
your side. Of (ourse T don't think he 6etm]ea[ us fo
]V]axffoj. It ien't his 515][9, it wasn't his faxﬁﬁer}. He has
been very tolerant. very decent and very wise jn all

this. /‘(‘e has mj reﬁpe@f. even f 7 haven't his.

[“Tell him he has now,” whispered Harry to Hermione.]

7A€ C)"OWC[K wrowrw[ @mrfen QZQC&/ are Z)’OW/'WZ,

and it is no [onger Quiel enowzﬁ to write. 1 like thic

f[a/@. T never Iﬁﬁowﬁ(ﬁﬁ there was <o mu/cﬁ o wonder
al in the non—mwzi@/ﬁ world. T was here most f

je:lfem/a/j Foo, wr/lﬁing. 7&\ owner keej?f Ziw'nz me

free Qy;; cf Qﬁfee 6e@/w;e (ustomers Aa/ng around
Fﬁ/nk/'nz Im a Freno{] ngfon noveljst. 7&7 keeja

a/afa/{resfinz me as Self or Witl: 7 Fﬁowgﬁlﬁ Id
/‘Eﬁpa/raxlfeaf jnto some 6iza/rre[] apt medjeval alle-
qory until the @fé owner ev[a/inea//. 1 looked up the
mans books in Waterstones but didn't bug them. Even
Voldemort's idea ﬂf fu/n wasn't that sick! Mr Will
Se@f apart, Tye Bowzﬁlf Yyou a fm’r selection of new
Mugqle novels for the summer. T think” Dumbledore
would be /nﬁr/gwec[ 6j my Choices. It was he who
taught me o love literature. es often observed

that there are no qreat writers. arfisis or (omposers
among wilthes and wizards. Jt js the non-sorerors
mind that (ompensates Jor its lack of liveral magic
with Yma/g/na/ﬁon and 6ewtj ﬂf form. These (reators
don't need Tolyjuice 1o begome someone else. “Jhey
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Era/nf]%wre [gfe with melfaj;vﬁor;. or with %pwenr[]
Jpoimf[es; patterning. 7Aej are no less fowerfwé than
we. Itis a afﬁerenﬁ. subtler magiC

Im rea/afinz Milton — Taradise Jost. rm/lfwra/[[j.

(7 must be the on[j fver;on ro ;%p the “Books

about Jg@[er — hes the very last person T want

to read about) After the Sall in Eden. when the
gw'h:] pair are exiled from Taradise, Milton says
Fﬁej leave “with all the World 6efore them.” Jhats
the peint: who would want ro stay in Eden? Jts

50 ;/'rrjp[e and dull for all jts preftiness. Onﬁj the
iqnorant (ould stand it. So. oul’ in the world. you just
take enowzﬁ of its oy for your fourney. 7 rell you,
the serpent did them a valuable service.

Well., ﬁﬁejve kicked me our 6efore you. but T haven't
qone fw. Im wailing for you here, in this enerqising
(rowd. where nobody knows or judges me. Tm just
another Jondoner enjoying my Stma[a/j (offee. The
sun, muj, js not ;Aimz; its /Wc{[j Z[/'mmering

Eﬁrowzﬁ the Zrej: a frail [izﬁﬁ, wr\pfon;sec[ as Foﬁera/n/@;
a [/gﬁﬁ one (an take rﬂ[wge in. 7Ai; is a mer@pw[
morm'nz. /‘(erm/one — one ﬂf ma/nj we shall have; a

mer(i ul, mer@fw[ mominz that bids me remain

Zyowr; eyer @nﬁ/rew —

S@V@F us

[There was a general female sigh. Harry wondered if he
should Summon the box, the ring, but he was scared. What if
Ron started a fight? What if he tried to damage it?]

Ron put down the last page and carefully took out the ring

— another blue glow that morning. He looked very tired from
his ordeal. He returned his voice to normal.

“| didn’t stand a chance with you, did | Hermione? Too simple,
really — silly, piss-easy puzzle that makes you laugh and you
solve it in three minutes’ flat. | could never write a letter like
that. | wouldn’t want to. |ust not in his league, am I!”

Hermione made an effort, but the problem was, he was right.

“A different league, Ron, not better or worse. You're not
stupid. Who always beats me at chess, the hardest game in the
world?” Feeble she thought, feeble.

“Very profound,” said Ron. Yet he no longer seemed angry.

He could no more begrudge the Potions master his only chance
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of happiness than deny a crust of bread to a starving man just
because he was feeling peckish himself.

“You'll always make someone happy Ron. You’re — sound,
solid, unequivocally the good guy. Fun. Don’t underestimate it.”

“The useful joker, the indispensable sidekick,” said Ron. “I do
have something over him, though. I’ve never had nightmares. |
have brilliant dreams. Happy, quirky, sentimental little dreams.”

The blue light shone from his hand.

“Itisn’t mine to give you, but you might as well make half a dream
come true. Here’s your politically correct ring, Hermione.”

Hermione walked up to him and he put the ring on her left
hand. The light flared violently.

“Sexy bastard an’ all.” Hermione smiled, but Ron looked at
his scuffed shoes.

“Pm not the unequivocal good guy. I’'m petty and jealous and

| was the one who betrayed you. | didn’t even have the guts to

go to my own father. | told Malfoy because | knew his father

would tell Fudge. I’'m sorry.”
(Malfoy, for once, looked as if he wanted the ground to
swallow him up).
“It doesn’t matter any more. | don’t blame you.”
People were beginning to swirl around the Gryffindor table,
trying to glimpse the ring.
“Perhaps we'd better go,” Harry suggested.
McGonagall’s crisp Edinburgh timbre cut through the throng.
“Hermione — we may as well get through everything in one

go. I’'m afraid everyone is going to want a good look at that ring,

so | propose you sit here until we've all given it the once-over

— yes, well it is exquisite isn’t it — and then | must INSIST that
you either wear it with the stone facing inwards or on a chain
under your cape. Fascinating as it may be to gaze into Severus’
soul, he’s not on the exam syllabus, and we have work to do.”

“Yes of course, Professor,” said Hermione in her best |-Am-
Very-Serious voice.

“And | wonder if it mightn’t be a very great kindness to show
Dumbledore this letter? He knows Severus better than most of
us, so as everyone else has heard it, | think he can. He’s been
most upset by all this, and on the whole, this rather elegant epis-
tle would cheer him up. It was very brave of you to make Ron read
it out. You may tell Severus that Gryffindor openness pays off.”

“Tell Severus? Oh no! | can’t! Brave? It was selfish. | didn’t
think... He’ll be mortified...”

)

“l don’t see why;” interjected McGonagall. “He’s written
nothing to compromise his dignity. Admirably frank, of course,
but quite without sentimentality or obscenity.” She looked
faintly wistful. “Which reminds me — Professor Vector?”

She turned away. Hermione was surrounded.

“What was that note you gave me, Minerva?”

“We need to check no-one’s broken into the Potions store to
filch the mercury. | don’t think some of our more, er, excitable
students have quite grasped the concept of metaphor. They’re
already asking each other “What’s that thing she does for him
with quicksilver?” — the stuff’s toxic, for goodness’ sake. We

could have a nasty accident.”
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Vector giggled as they slipped out of the Hall. “He can’t
have meant that as part of the metaphor.”

“l wouldn’t put it past him.” replied McGonagall grimly. “He’s
still twisted even if he isn’t bitter — and if you call her a jammy
cow’ ONCE more, | shall slap you. You’re thirty-something and
he’s been under your nose for years. Serves you right for not notic-
ing — well, there’s a lot none of us noticed. Oh dear, that water-
tight plan to go to Rome... | hope they’ll be all right together.”

“Any reason they shouldn’t be?” Vector was astounded. “They’re per-
fect for each other — there’s no chance of his age dominating her.”

“Quite the reverse — that’s what bothers me. He’s right
when he says she doesn’t need him. She doesn’t; but he needs
her — more than he desires her. She’s created a life for him,
and he worships her for it. Would you accept such a responsi-
bility? She transfigures him into what they both want. So many
women dream of changing their men, find they can’t do it, and
if they have wisdom, fully accept or reject what they have. What
if, one day, she loses the power to transfigure him?”

“Come on, Minerva, she knows what he is. He’s hidden
nothing, and scoured every drop of blood from his hands a
thousand times over.”

They reached the Potions lab. They unlocked the storeroom
and began setting double locking charms on the jars of mer-

cury. It was a sombre, orderly, spiritless place.

“As long as her love is powerful enough, as long as he’s at least

the most precious element in her life, all will go well. | wouldn’t

want to be wearing that ring. How will they feel — he especially

— if it stops shining so brilliantly and settles into a comfortable
glow? Severus’ whole being depends on that ring. ‘She is my
Life’ is literally true; and it’s not romantic, it’s disturbing.”

Vector did not reply.

“For her —she has so much in front of her — all the world and
its people and its ideas to discover. More so than he, whatever
he says about London. What if she starts to see him through
other perspectives? I've watched these student-professor mar-
riages before. The wife wakes up at 30 thinking, Why did | take
the safe route, why didn’t | strike out on my own?”

“But he wants her to strike out on her own. You’re contra-
dicting yourself, if he’s the child in the relationship, not she.”

“The thing is,” said Mc Gonagall, carefully repairing a frac-
tured jar, “he’ll never be the whole world to her, as she to him,
because they have a different mindset.”

“Come off it, Minerva: the twin detectives?”

“No, at a more fundamental level, Hermione’s an idealist. She’s
looking for a grand world view, a total explanation of what’s wrong
globally, and a total solution to righting it. The only way Severus
sees the wood for the trees is technical or strategic, not philosophi-
cal. He operates in the world as it is, and can calculate the value
of a compromise. He fights an evil, once a personal connection
makes it register with him, more effectively than anyone, but when
he defeats it he’s left with a Blank. He has no ideals.”

“What!” Vector nearly dropped a jar.

“He has principles, Vector. Iron principles and honour carved

in stone. He’s spent half his life in single-minded servitude to
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his phantom moral creditor. He’s @ Roman Stoic and she’s a
215t Century visionary. She may come to perceive him as old-
fashioned, historically defunct.”

“But look at the way he analysed insults to men and women,
decides she’s Ms Granger, the feminist ring, the way he enjoyed
our witches cackles. His views are modern.”

“Of course they are, Vector—it’s within the personal sphere, and
he’s just come to life. It all seems new to him. But he’s content to
explore bit by bit. He reads a little Milton, he blends it with the pal-
atable aspects of Slytherin thinking, he drinks coffee on a miserable
grey day and calls it merciful. He may piece things together, but not
the way she does. He has to understand her only partially, to keep
her bigger than he is. For the first time in his life he dares to want,
and he delights in fragments whose only connection is through her.
His is the poetic sensibility — and however much we may admire
Hermione, for once | agree with Trelawney. There is a touch of the
mundane. And she doesn’t have Muggle literature in all her stacks
of books — she thinks it’s a frivolous waste of time.”

“Does it matter? Marriages don’t depend on people being
the same. He was like that ice-maiden of an Auror.”

“Fair point; but she must accept that fundamental difference
in outlook. Severus asks for so little — a weeny slice of happi-
ness and he thinks he’s got the world on a plate. He’s so grateful,
it breaks my heart — and so fragile, Vector. All that harshness
and endurance — just so much armour he’s cast off for her. He’s
stepping into a patch of Paradise, not out of it; but if he ever has

to leave, I'm not sure the memory would be enough to sustain

another journey. He'd go straight to that cemetery in Rome.”
Vector shivered. She hoped it was just chill of the storeroom.
“Aren’t you overcomplicating things? The letter was so, well,
chaste, that you forget the strong, basic fact of physical attraction.
We all saw it when he came to say goodbye. | sat there thinking
— has he done something about his hair, got a suntan, capped his
teeth — what? He’s gorgeous, and he’ll age gorgeously, and we
all wanted him under our cloaks there and then — and sod the
Sapphics, don’t pretend you didn’t. It’s not every day you blush.”
“Well, I hope you're right.” said McGonagall, side-stepping this
last remark. “But that letter — | was so distracted by each turn of
phrase that it’s only now I'm realising what disturbed me.”
“Oh go on, then. Let’s be gloomy on a lovely sunny day.”
They had locked up the lab and were crossing the courtyard.
“It was the structure. It began and ended very firm and mea-
sured, but halfway through he plunges us into the most abject
despair imaginable, then no sooner have we bowed our heads
in silence he lurches into the extremes of ecstasy. It was a
manic-depressive cycle in reverse. The lunatic, the lover and
the poet are of a mind, and so forth.”
“No way. He’s crazy about her, but he’s not crazy. He sounded
tranquil. It was the sanest, wisest love letter you could ask for.”
“Get a grip, Vector.”

“l'am, I am. Listen, we must talk to her before she leaves. Try

to give her some womanly advice about the pitfalls ahead.”

“By all means.”

McGonagall frowned as they climbed the stairs to the staff
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room. She was trying to work out how to do reversible transfig-
uration on books without causing printing errors. Trust Severus
to fantasise a really fiddly challenge. Still, it would make the
perfect wedding present...

Vector clutched her arm again.

“Do you think he might be losing his powers? If he’s right about
Muggle creativity — | mean, Severus has always been so terse.”

“It’s possible, but it rarely happens; Dumbledore took care
not to expose him to the same pressures as the first time. More
likely to have been the temporary effect of depression.”

“Good.” Vector tried to be cheery. “No point marrying
someone from the Snake-house if they can’t regularly perform
the Slytherin Gift to Virgins.”

It was Vector’s turn to look superior. This was an area of life
she definitely knew more about than McGonagall.

“And what is the Slytherin Gift to Virgins? And why is it per-
formed regularly in marriage if it’s for virgins?”

“Oh Minerva,” she said pityingly. “If you’ve got to ask you’ll
never know! And you an Animagus.” She smirked and sprinted
back down the stairs “Something we forgot to find out...”

McGonagall shook her head and went into the staffroom. Pro-
fessor Vector crossed the courtyard back to the hall, past the
notice-board of staff photographs where a group of Slytherin third-
year girls were searching the bins for a removed one of Snape. This

was going to be worse than Gilderoy Lockhart’s reign.

“You won’t find it.” Pansy Parkinson was saying, leaning

smugly against the wall. “| Summoned it along the floor when

he was going on about the ring.”

“That’s really sneaky, Pansy!”

“Of course it is — I’'m a bloody Slytherin, aren’t I? But I'll let
you have duplicates — for a price.”

“But your Dad’s loaded.”

“Who said anything about sickles? The price is — a happy
Hufflepuff. You have to be nice to a Hufflepuff for a whole
week and get them to ask me for one.”

The Slytherins were appalled.

“But why a Hufflepuff, Pansy? Can’t we choose a Ravenclaw
— at least they’re aren’t thick...”

“Because — you dim excuse for a Slytherin — Hufflepuffs
can’t act to save their lives, so I’ll kKNow if you’ve bribed or
blackmailed them.”

Then off she walked, swathed in her hard-won virtue.

Should’ve made her Head Girl, thought Vector, as she reached
the Hall door. The tables were already set for Saturday lunch.

“Hermione?”

The familiar trio of Harry, Ron and Hermione looked up.

“Make sure you let us all know when and where for the wedding.”

And she smiled — a genuine, generous, sisterly grin; but
as she turned away, her face hollowed to a sober mask. She
had been a friend and colleague of Minerva McGonagall’s for

nearly nine years, and had never known her to be wrong.
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author's notes:

You read to the end? Congratulations on your endurance,
and thank-you! | hope you didn’t mind Pansy Parkinson
getting her moment of glory. If you weren’t convinced by
Snape’s reasons for joining Voldemort — | based them on
real accounts by people who supported Hitler, in particu-

lar Gitta Sireny’s book of interviews with Albert Speer.

The unattributed quotations are from (in order) Somerset
Maugham’s OF HUMAN BONDAGE, an anonymous medi-
eval play EVERYMAN and |ohn Webster’s play The DucH-
ESS OF MALFI. Katherine Hepburn apparently said “What
you see before you is the result of a lifetime’s chocolate’,
and I've just found a Dorothy Parker short story contain-
ing the line: “Edith dresses well? You mean those clothes
of hers are intentional?” — an unconscious memory of

mine, sorry not to have attributed it before.

Patrick Clearwater is a distant cousin of Penelope Clear-
water’s father — a Muggle who was unaware of wizarding

blood in his family until Penelope got her letter.

afterword and acknowlegements:

LupinLover posted BEYOND THE SILVER RAINBOW in Sep-
tember 2000, but deleted it two years later, so for those




who missed it, here’s a summary of the plot:
Snape, ‘handsome apart from the greasy hair’(!) falls in

Llust with 7th Year Hermione when she rewards him with a

smile for helping her with a potion she (oddly) can’t get

right. Hermione is flattered into love by the idea that a
“smart, intelligent, older” man is interested, and the affair
kicks off after a glorious farce in the Girls’ dorm, where
she catches Snape reading her diary. Ron-of-the-unadult-
tablemanners is dumped and Hermione instigates the
sex. (A rewrite of BEYOND THE SILVER RAINBOW excised
the sex, but only after it had given me the headache
of trying to make it plausible.) Harry twigs, insists they
stop, but keeps the secret. Stopping does not happen in
Hogwarts’ hidden rooms at night. The liason is exposed
by rejected Ron and nasty Draco. Lucius Malfoy informs
Fudge. Snape is sacked and leaves Hogwarts; he writes
Hermione a love letter.

A very short letter.

| made one crucial change. In Lupinlover’s tale,
Voldemort kills the exiled (therefore vulnerable)
Snape and duels Dumbledore to the death. We end
with Hermione contemplating three graves on her [8th
birthday. LETTER FROM EXILE evades the tragic deus
ex machina by shifting the timeframe to after Volde-
mort’s defeat. Hermione and Co. are doing an eighth
year to make up for time lost in the war.

LETTER FROM EXILE depended on BEYOND THE SILVER

RAINBOW, but rewriting its ending performed a kind of
erasure. The story you imagine it is completing is quite
unlike Lupinlover’s original, largely because | am (was)
three times her age, a feminist and Squicked by the very
idea of student-teacher romance. Perhaps writing is all
about confronting one’s Squicks, yet had | known then
that Lupinlover was all of twelve, I’d have left well alone.
In fact, she proved to be rarity amongst Snape-romancers
for her tragic plot. The LETTER attempts to overturn the
power-relations implicit in (Student-Teacher) Romance
without denying the reader its pleasures.

The most powerful sources of inspiration (Rowling aside)
were the Angst-y accounts of How Snape Got to Where
He Got by the end of GOBLET OF FIRE. These are the real
acknowledgements owing — to the early writers of ‘Snape-
fics’ at fanfiction.net such as Earthwalk, Firecross and MMM.
All wrote well on why Slytherins are as they are. Earthwalk’s
| WAS RIGHT remains the classic account of Snape’s student
years. Firecross did a great line in Snarky Snape Suffering
with her unfinished EXErCISE IN CRUELTY. MMM deleted
her promising story of an Obliviated post-Voldemort Snape

that was rather influential on my picture of Slytherins.
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The layout and formatting of this document was created in Adobe
InDesign. Cover and interior graphics were created in Adobe
Photoshop. Clip art is from Dynamic Graphics of Peoria, Illinois.

Fontsusedin the project are: Body text; the Priori Sans family,
by Johnathan Barnbrook, distributed by Emigré foundary.
Titling is set in Bayer ArchiType. (I'm sorry. Foundary name
escapes me) The letter itself is set in P22’s Michaelangelo
with the words set in all caps in Handscript Bold by another
unknown foundary. The “merciful morning” dingbat is from
Bill’s Dingbats. The legend on the frame of the Mirror of Erised
is set in Johnathan Barnbrook’s Mason, from Emigré.

The images in the Mirror of Erised utilize; digital files, scanned
prints of the works of Michaelangelo and digital photos shot
locally. The Library background was taken in the Children’s room
of the Los Angeles Central Library. (Bertram Goodhue, 1926.)

Special mention should probably also be extended to Jack
Davis and Linea Dayton for their efforts in producing The
Photoshop 7 One-Click WOW Book.
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