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=<1 ONE OF ALL THE CHILDREN MILL-
{ ing about on platform nine and
three-quarters, Severus Snape was
' silent and still. The others laughed
: and chattered as they met old
: friends or sniffled and clung to
their parents. Sev simply watched.
Even at eleven, he was a remarkably self-pos-
sessed boy. ‘Cold” was the word some people
would have used, and perhaps it was accurate.
Whatever passions might or might not rage
beneath the surface, all that he ever let show
was carefully calculated and considered.
Orphaned at the age of six after an unfor-
tunate magical accident, Sev had been raised
by his mother’s brother. His uncle was a kind
enough man in his way, but he had neither the
time nor the experience to raise a young boy in
any way approaching normal. Severus was left to
bring himself up — and bring himself up he did.
His uncle had owned a book collection to
rival even that of the great library at Hogwarts,
and Severus had studiously read his way through
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it at an age where other boys were still getting
used to sounding out their letters. He had paid
careful attention to his uncle’s many tomes on
the Dark Arts; not through any intent to use
what he learned, or even through simple curi-
osity, but because the Dark Arts represented
knowledge few had — and Severus Snape
prized nothing higher than knowledge.

He remembered little of life with his par-
ents, but his father’s words of wisdom to him
had stuck in his head. [t was wisdom his uncle
and others might not have approved of... but to
Severus, it made perfect sense.

Never let them see the real you, Sev. Never let
them know what you’re thinking. There are a lot
of people in this world, and you’ll find that you’re
smarter than most of them... but they don’t need to
know that. Keep it to yourself, Sev. Always play the
double game.

And that was how Sev lived. Observing. Cal-
culating. Watching the world around him, and
fitting in to it however he chose to do so.

With his brains, he could have been the high-
est scoring student at his junior school. With
his talent for understanding people, he could
have made himself the most popular. He did

neither. He was content to sit on the sidelines,

unnoticed, and keep to himself.

And now he would be starting at Hogwarts.
Not just any school, but a wizarding school. He
would for the first time in his life get to use real
magic... or so his uncle thought.

Though Severus had never owned a wand
until a week ago, there were magics you could
do without one. In preparing potions, he was
already more accomplished than most of his
fellow students would be when they left seven
years down the line. And though he had never
had opportunity or reason to use them, his stud-
ies of the Dark Arts had brought him into contact
with a huge selection of curses and incantations.
And Severus Snape had an excellent memory.

He could wow all the assembled students
with some flashy display if he wanted — but
that was far from his style. No, he much pre-
ferred to wait and observe.

Where other people might see only a confu-
sion of people and noises, Snape saw patterns
and intersections. In a matter of minutes, he
could see things about the students around him
that others might take weeks to find out. He
amused himself by studying his fellow new stu-

dents, and sorting them into Hogwarts houses.

A nervous girl with dark red hair and green jt'y
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eyes bit her lip as she stood with her family. An
older blonde girl, obviously her sister, looked
down her nose in disgust at the chaotic display
around them. The family were Muggles, he
could see at a glance, and they didn’t much
approve of her new career path. She was obvi-
ously strong-willed. She’d be a Gryffindor.

Not far away, a scruffy boy with glasses
fussed with the back of his dark hair, trying to
convince it to lay flat. He was laughing loudly
with another boy, with a crop of black hair
shoulder-length like Snape’s own, but wildly
curly. Gryffindors those, too.

Harder to place were the wallflowers. A
skinny mousy-haired boy in faded, patched
clothing hung back from the crowd. He seemed
awkward amongst so many people, but there
was a glint of intelligence in his eyes, and he
seemed to be observing much as Snape was. A
Ravenclaw, perhaps?

A short, pudgy boy on the sidelines seemed
destined for Hufflepuff for sure. He was cling-
ing to his parents and watching events with a
wide-eyed suspicion. His father, an imposing
man in stark black robes, looked thoroughly
unimpressed with his timidity.

Only one other student was as short as he was,

but the difference in their demeanor was striking.
Slim, with golden-white hair and a self-possessed
air, he carried a very expensive-looking case and
was pontificating loudly about how his father had
been head boy when he was at Hogwarts.

Slytherin, for sure. The home of the ambitious.

The home of Snape, too. Ambition was a
knotty problem, and Sevwould have to think for a
long while to decide where his lay... but Slytherin
was also the home of the devious and cunning.
Severus Snape was nothing if not cunning.

The train was about to move out, and every-
body filed aboard. Sev had hoped for an empty
compartment to catch up his reading— people-
watching was much less enjoyable in a small,
enclosed environment — but no such luck. The
red-haired girl and the shy boy in the shabby
robes both followed him in.

There was an awkward silence. Awkward
for the others, at least; Sev just ignored them
both and started reading. His book was not one
of the Hogwarts set texts — no, he was way
beyond that. This was a complicated treatise on
the latest advances in Transformation Potions.

Finally, the red-haired girl spoke up. “Hi,”
she said, with a brilliant smile. “Um, good to

meet you all. 'm Lily.”
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The mousy-haired boy smiled back. “I'm
Remus Lupin.” He had a very gentle voice, but
he spoke without a trace of the hesitation you
would expect from someone who was outwardly
so shy. Snape filed that away for later use, the
way he did all such observations.

They were both waiting for him to join the
conversation, so he said shortly “Severus Snape,”
and flipped over another page in his book.

“Wow, thatlooks complicated,” Lily observed.
“What is it?”

He was tempted to answer ‘a book’ but
decided that — whilst it was undeniably the
right sort of answer to give to a stupid question

— such a comment was entirely too childish. “‘A
Treatise on Transmogrification’”’he told her,
flipping up the cover for her to see.

“Wow,” she said again. Charitably, he ascribed
that to nerves and not a limited vocabulary.

“It would appear that it is complicated,” Re-
mus observed dryly.

Much to Sev’s relief, his two carriage-mates
were fairly quiet for most of the journey, chatting
quietly to each other and not trying to draw him
into the conversation too much. He continued to
read, paying little attention but missing nothing.

Lily, he learned, was indeed from a Muggle

family. Her parents had known nothing of the
existence of magic, and had been horrified at
the very idea. It had taken her weeks of arguing,
bribery and outright blackmail to get permis-
sion to go to Hogwarts. She’d only won her case
after she convinced her older sister Petunia
to back her up. Petunia, it seemed, was torn
between disgust at the shame of having a sister
who was a witch and glee at having the room
they shared to herself for most of the year.

Remus was less than forthcoming about his
family and history. He was wizardborn, that
much was easy to tell from how he spoke and
dressed, but he claimed his life so far had been
“very dull” From the quietly self-assured way he
carried himself, however, Snape didn’t think it
could be anything as simple as shame at coming
from a poor family. Sev found the contrast in him
before and after boarding the train interesting.
It appeared it was mostly the size of the crowd
that had unnerved him; where had he been all his
life that he wasn’t used to so many people?

The quiet was disturbed, however, by the
arrival of the witch with the snack trolley. Hot
on her heels came the two loud boys he’d seen
on the platform earlier.

“Ow! Sirius, mind where you'’re going!”

."-;-'_’{
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[t was the scrufty-haired boy with the glasses
who had spoken. His long-haired companion,
an inch or two shorter, was like a human whirl-
wind, tearing about the place at speed.

The boy with the glasses caught sight of how
Lily was staring at the display of snacks with fas-
cination, and flashed her a mischievous grin. “Hi!
I'm [ames Potter. You ever tried Pepper Imps?”

“I'wouldn’t, if I were you,” Remus advised drolly.

“I'want to try everything,” Lily insisted excitedly.

James grinned at her. “Great idea.” He turned
to the witch. “Ma’am, can we have a portion of
everything?”

Lily clapped a hand to her mouth. “Oh, you
can’t! Besides, I don’t even have any wizarding
money on me.”

“That’s okay. Sirius’ll pay for it. Won’t you, Sirry?”

“Huh? Oh, whatever.” Sirius seemed more
concerned with something in his coat pocket.
He reached inside, and produced a tiny owl that
was looking a bit rumpled.

“Oh, you have an owl!” Lily seemed delighted.
“Oh, I wanted to get one, but my parents
wouldn’t let me!”

“Youkeep your owl in your pocket?” remarked
Remus, eyebrows raised.

“This is Zipper,” Sirius explained, carefully

smoothing out his ruffled feathers. “He doesn’t
like cages. Do you, Zip?”

The tiny owl fluttered his wings excitedly.

James came over to the with a huge armful of
sweets. “Enough for everyone!” he announced.

“Pay the lady, Sirius.”
“That’ll be twelve Sickles, please,” said the witch.
“Twelve Sickles?” demanded Sirius, digging
in a different pocket. “You spent twelve Sickles
of mine on sweets?”

Lily looked distressed, but [ames clapped her
on the shoulder reassuringly. “Ignore him,” he
advised. “He’s rolling in it.”

Sirius pulled a face, and pretended to menace
him with his wand. Sevrolled his eyes in disbelief,
a gesture that the others unfortunately noticed.

“Im sorry, are we amusing you?” asked Sirius.

“Not intentionally, 'm sure,” said Snape dryly.

Sirius scowled, but [ames grinned amiably.

“Hi, 'm [ames Potter. This is —”

“I have ears,” Sevreminded him.

James blinked. “Do you have a name as well?”

“I'm Severus Snape.”

“Thank you.” After a moment, when it was clear
Snape had no interest in talking to any of them,
they went back to chattering amongst themselves.
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The train pulled up at the Hogwarts station
and everybody tumbled out. A huge man with
wild black hair, twice the size of the people
around him, was bellowing for the first years.

A number of the new kids seemed intimi-
dated by the sheer size of him; they'd never
seen anything like it. Neither had Snape, but
he recognized him for what he was immedi-
ately. Giant’s blood in that one, or I'm a Muggle.

“Right, ‘ere we go!” bellowed the enormous man.
“No more’n four to a boat! Any more firs’ years?”

They all scrambled for the boats. [ames,
Remus, Sirius and Lily filled one. Snape ended
up in the next boat, with the short blond boy
and the nervous fat one he’d noticed on the
platform, plus an extremely bulky boy who
looked like he was taking up more than his fair
share of the weight allowance.

“Right —forward!” The fleet of little boats started
across the lake. The water had gone as still as glass.

Most of the students were gaping in awe
at the spectacle of Hogwarts laid out before
them, but Snape was more interested in watch-
ing them. He met the eyes of the little blond
boy, who gave him a kind of companionable
sneer; an expression that said ‘look at all these

losers around us’.

First Impressiamns

Be careful before you put yourself into my league,
kid, Sev thought, but he gave the boy a subtle
nod of acknowledgement.

They got out at the other side, the pudgy
Hufflepuff boy stumbling and almost falling in
the water. The blond boy snickered, and [ames
shot him an angry scowl. He came over and
offered the other guy a hand up.

“Hi, 'm [ames Potter,” he said yet again.
Snape found himself wishing he could think up
a more original line to introduce himself.

“P-P-Peter Pettigrew,” stuttered the boy awk-
wardly. The blond kid snorted again, and the
bulky boy who'd shared their boat chuckled
with him. James glared at them angrily, includ-
ing Sev by default —although he hadn’t laughed
or even reacted. Snape stared back impassively.
Why on earth would he care what Mr. “Hi I'm
James Potter” thought of him?

They filed through into the Great Hall. The
four house tables were crowded with older
students. Snape kept his face impassive under
their collective gaze. The youngest kids there,
the new second years, were craning their necks
curiously, but the older students looked like
they’d seen it all before.

Atthetoptablethe teachersawaited them. In
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the centre, of course, was Albus Dumbledore;
a tall, thin man with a flood of auburn hair shot
through with silver-grey. He peered kindly at
the new students over half-moon spectacles.

As they waited, a tall, very thin man with
a scrubby blond beard came forward. “First
years, Hagrid?” The huge man nodded.

“Welcome,” said the thin wizard, with a slightly
distracted smile. “I'm Professor Fractalis. [ teach
Arithmancy, and 'm the deputy headmaster
here at Hogwarts.”

He wore chalk-dusted robes that were
patched at the elbows, and in his hands he car-
ried a hat that was even more battered than his
own. He solemnly placed it on a stool in front
of the assembled first years, and stood back.

There were some very puzzled faces in the
crowd around him, but Sevhad read HOGWARTS:
A HisTORY back when he was seven. This must
be the famous Sorting Hat.

They all watched the hat for a long moment.
Suddenly, it twitched, and a rip near the brim
opened like a mouth. The hat began to sing.

A thousand years ago or more,
When Hogwarts school was new,

The founders formed their houses each,

But wondered what to do.

For thg/ each prized in their own mind

A different virtue clear;
But how to pick those virtues out

When thgy could not be near?

"Twas Gryffindor who thought it out
And saw the problem’s end

And placed a spell on his own hat
On which they could depend.

For I'm the Hogwart’s sorting hat

I know what’s on your mind;

And so, no matter who you are,

A place fo;:you I’llﬁnd.

Ifyou are brave and true of heart,
In Gryffindor you’ll go;

Ifyou are wise above all else,

Then Ravenclaw, I’ll know;

The cunning and the wittiest,

In Slytherin will be;

And those who work and toil hard,
To Hufflepuff I'll see.

I’'m never wrong, I neverfail,
I’ll know by what I’ve read;
I’ll sort you into your true home

So put me on your head!
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The entire hall burst into spontaneous
applause. Sev didn’t join, just waited patiently.
The blond boy didn’t clap either, curling his lip
into a sneer at how easily impressed his fellow
students seemed.

Professor Fractalis cleared his throat some-
what nervously. “When I call your name, please,
ahem, please come forward and sit down, and
put on the hat to be sorted.” He coughed again.
Sev decided he wasn’t very used to public
speaking. “Ackerley, Solomon!”

Ackerley, Solomon, stumbled forwards and
tuggedonthehat. There wasamoments’silence,
and then the hat bellowed “RAVENCLAW!”

The Ravenclaw table cheered, and he skit-
tered across to join them with a goofy grin.

'))

“Avery, Nicholas!” was next up. He was sent
to Slytherin.

The first half of the ceremony went off with
no surprises. Lupin was put in Gryffindor, not
Ravenclaw, but Snape had already reassessed
him after the train ride. The blond boy he'd
shared the boat with was Malfoy, Lucius, and
the bulky one whod joined his laughter was
Crabbe, Colin. They were both in Slytherin.

[t was when they came to little stuttery Peter

Pettigrew that he nearly swallowed his tongue.

The hat sat on his head for a very long time...

nearly two minutes. Finally, when people were
beginning to shift uncomfortably, the hat sud-
denly bellowed “GRYFFINDOR!”

Gryffindor? House of the brave and true
of heart? He tried to juxtapose that with the
fearful little boy who'd been quaking like a leaf,
and just couldn’t begin to do it.

What was the Sorting Hat playing at? It
claimed to have never been wrong — well, if
it wasn’t wrong, it was certainly up to some-
thing. Could the hat have an ulterior motive
for assigning Pettigrew to Gryffindor? Sev
couldn’t image what that might be.

He was so bemused by the hat’s odd choice
that he completely blanked out Potter, Pucey
and Quirke. Next thing he knew, it was his own
name being called out.

“Snape, Severus!” Untroubled by the focus of
attention suddenly on him, he calmly went for-
ward to take the hat and place it on his head.

The hat took no time at all to reach its deci-
sion. A dry, whispery voice in his head said
“Hmm, asly one... very, verysly... SLYTHERIN!” He
tugged the hat off, and went to join his table.

Lucius had reserved a seat for him. He gave

a kind of triumphant sneer. “Thought you'd be
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with us,” he muttered. “You didn’t look like one
of the riff-raff.”

The remaining students were quickly assigned
houses; he was the last to be put in Slytherin.
When they had all settled down, Professor
Dumbledore got to his feet at the staff table.

“Greetings, all. Welcome to a new year at
Hogwarts. Before we eat, I'd like a brief word
— dinner!” He sat back down.

“Stupid old fool,” said Malfoy scathingly. Sev
started to eat, and said nothing.

The students scoffed their fill from the magic
plates. Severus ate little; he generally viewed
food as fuel to be got out of the way with, sec-
ondary to the much more important things he
could be doing with his time. Crabbe ate like
a pig; Malfoy was extremely picky, critiquing
everything he was served and making com-
ments about how his parents wouldn’t be caught
dead using such commonplace table settings.

When they were finished, Professor Dumble-
dore stood up again. “Ahem. Right, a few more
words before we all go off to bed. Welcome back,
all those of you who’ve been here before. You may
notice a few changes to the staff.” A brief murmur
ran through the older crowd.

“Professor Binns, as you may recall, sadly

passed away last term. However, as those of
you were in his history class will be aware, his
ghost remains with us, and he will continue to
teach his classes. Professor Kirrelgun, on the
other hand, has left us for a lucrative position
in the Ministry of Magic. We are fortunate to
have procured a more than capable replacement
— may | introduce Professor McGonogall, the
new Transfiguration mistress.” There was polite
applause. A stern-faced young woman with a
flood of dark hair stood up and nodded briefly.

“And now, to your dorms. The Prefects will
show you the way.”

The Slytherin rooms were not far away from
the Great Hall. The lead Prefect spoke the pass-
word — “Dragonhide” — and an entire section
of the wall slid back.

There was a mass scramble as the first years
fought over the different rooms. Snape ended
up sharing his with Malfoy, Crabbe, and two
other boys called Nick Avery and Stuart Flint.
Malfoy cast a cold eye over their roommates,
and appeared to find them acceptable. Snape
suspected this had more to do with the fact
that they both came from long-established
wizarding families than anything to do with

their personalities.
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The others fell asleep almost instantly after
their tiring day, but Sev stayed up long into the
night, reading A TREATISE ON TRANSMOGRIFICATION.

o 0
) o> {

It didn’t take long at all for Sev to settle
into the daily routine of life at Hogwarts. He,
naturally enough, excelled in all his lessons,
finding a lot of the early exercises painfully
simple. However, he was careful to avoid being
first to complete things all the time. Generally
he would finish second or third — far enough
down the list not to get noticed, but not so far
down people started thinking he was stupid.

James Potter usually came in first, although
he wouldn’t have done so if Snape had been
working to the best of his ability. His best
friend Sirtus was also very bright, but the teach-
ers had extreme difficulty getting him to settle
down long enough to do anything. He would
much rather be poking and prodding things
with his wand or setting off Dungbombs.

The one lesson where Sev couldn’t disguise
his expertise was Potions. He was light-years
ahead of the other students, already nearly on a
level with their teacher, Professor Fennel.

Saxius Fennel was a handsome, dark-haired

First Impressiamns

man with olive skin. He was a cold, harsh man,
slow to offer praise, but that didn’t bother Snape.

Other, more sensitive and less brilliant stu-
dents had a lot of trouble with him. Remus
struggled mightily with his Potions, and Lily
was just plain hopeless — despite the fact that
she had an excellent memory for detail and was
always quick to understand. She knew exactly
what she was supposed to be doing... she just
couldn’t make it work.

Lily was one of Lucius Malfoy’s favorite tar-
gets. Malfoy had a very sharp tongue and an
instinct for how to wound, and he wasn’t afraid
to use them. He and his gang picked on Peter
Pettigrew for his nervousness and poor grades
in class, but they reserved the worst of their
venom for the ‘mudbloods’.

All of the Slytherins came from long-estab-
lished wizarding families. So did most of the
others, but since Dumbledore had been made
headmaster, there had been more and more
students flooding in who had no magic in their
family tree whatsoever. Snape had seen first-
hand that this had absolutely no bearing on
how well they did at school, but Lucius wasn’t
interested in such trifling little details.

Potions was the class where the worst of the
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infighting went on, because Fennel seemed com- ' make the next seven years of his life hell. Malfoy,
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pletely deaf to such things when it suited him.
Slytherin shared Potions with Gryffindor, which
gave Malfoy Peter, Lily, and two other mudbloods,
Jade Creevy and [erry [ames, to pick on.

Not all the Gryffindors were easy targets,
however. [ames Potter was fiercely protective
of all his housemates, and Sirius Black would
take any excuse for a fight. And Lily herself had
little patience for bullying — she seemed like a
sweet little thing, but she had a biting wit and
ano-nonsense attitude.

Snape himself couldn’t care less about the
fighting one way or the other. In his opinion,
Lily was one of the least objectionable people
in the class. She seemed to understand his per-
sonality fairly instinctively, knowing that his
impassive coolness was completely different
from Malfoy’s sneering superiority.

Black and Potter had no such powers of dis-
tinction. So far as they were concerned, the
fact that he was a Slytherin and that he didn’t
actively speak out against Malfoy made him

however unpleasant to what he considered his

‘inferiors, was a born leader. All the Slytherins

in their year had coalesced around him, follow-
ing his lead and becoming his gang. Snape wasn’t
actively a part of that... but he wasn’t stupid
enough to try and set himself apart.

Somewhere inside, though, Snape found
himself somewhat... disturbed by Lucius Malfoy.
Oh, not by his antics and his attitude — that
was standard schoolboy bullying in anyone’s
book. But there was something behind the
sneer at times that worried him a little.

“The time is coming,” Malfoy had disclosed to
him in private once. “The time is coming when
we won't have to put up with this rubbish any-
more. Mudbloods in our schools, pathetic little
weasels like Pettigrew — the true power of wiz-
ardry is being diluted. Idiots like Dumbledore
are ransoming the future for their ‘equality’.”
He sneered and made obnoxious little quote
marks that made it quite clear he considered

the likes of Peter and Lily no equal of his.

{

part of the gang. Then Malfoy had leaned in closer, a knowing
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scores suggested, they would have realised that confided in Snape. “Oh, not this year, and not

the next, but soon. We’re gonna cleanse this jt'y
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to do so, had he wanted to, would have been to
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place. We’re gonna purify the blood of wizardry,
and put our people back where they belong.”

Severus was an excellent judge of people. He
knew when words were truly spoken, and when
they were just bluster. And there was something
behind Malfoy’s words... He knew something.
And this ‘cleansing’ he was talking of might
well be more than just a twisted dream.

Sev might not be the most emotional of boys,
but he recognized a bad deal when he heard
one. Never mind ‘mudbloods’ and the magi-
cally weak... once something like Malfoy’s
dream was started, it just kept rolling on
and on. The most important thing in Severus
Snape’s life was the gathering of knowledge
— and when elitism came in, freedom of infor-
mation was the first to go out.

So when Lucius Malfoy seemed to think
of him as a kindred spirit, he did nothing to
destroy that impression. When the gang of
Slytherins made their cruel jokes and cackled
at the others, he smiled thinly and said nothing.
When [ames Potter and his friends scowled at
Snape and the others, he scowled right back.

And when he was around Malfoy, he watched,
and he waited. It was what he did best.

o) oD
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If he couldn’t disguise his expertise in Potions,
Defence Against the Dark Arts was nearly as
bad. Their teacher was Professor Malachite, a
very well-spoken wizard with icy white hair and
a goatee beard. He was head of house Slytherin,
and as well-liked as most of his students were
reviled. He was always very warm and under-
standing with the students, aiding them when-
ever they needed help and seldom handing out
any kind of punishment.

He paid special attention to Sev, and it was
clear that his usual defence of pretending to be
less sharp than he was would be hard to pull off.
Malachite couldn’t see through him — nobody
Snape had ever met could do that — but it was
clear he knew Sev wasn’t pulling his full weight.

He pulled the young Slytherin aside after
one lesson when Snape had refused to raise
his hand to questions they both knew he could
answer in a heartbeat.

“Now, young Severus,” said Professor Mala-
chite warmly. “I notice a certain reluctance
to join in the class discussion, hmm? Nervous,
perhaps? Shy about public speaking?”

There was no point in pretending to that.
“No sir.”

“Bored, then? Are we not stretching you enough?”
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For perhaps the first time, Sev was genuinely
torn. On the one hand, he didn’t want to tip his
hand and reveal the full extent of his ability...
and on the other, Malachite’s words hinted at
the possibilities of more knowledge.

The professor appeared to take his silence as
assent. “I'll tell you what, Snape. I'll give you
permission to get books from my private library.
And if you want to do a little extra reading on
your own time, well... it can be our little secret.”
He tapped the side of his nose and smiled.

Snape took the permission slip, and said
nothing. But soon after, he started to borrow
books from the Dark Arts office.

And quite a collection Professor Malachite
had. It was more extensive by far than the
selection available in the main library, even
in the restricted section. He wondered to
himself what Professor Dumbledore might
think if he knew that one of his professors was
allowing an eleven-year-old free, unmoni-
tored access to such material.

But then, Dumbledore was a law unto him-
self. Malfoy, and by extension his followers,
regarded him as near-senile, taking his weird
pronouncements and love for silly things as

proof he was more than half mad. Snape, as

always, saw deeper.

And he had the uncomfortable feeling that
Dumbledore did too. Sometimes there was a
glint in those warm blue eyes that he had only
ever seen before in a mirror. Perhaps the crazi-
ness was all for show — or perhaps it was truly
part of his personality. But if it was, it was a
long way from being all of it.

Yes, Dumbledore might hide behind an
entirely different set of shields than Snape, but
underneath they were two of a kind. Sevmade a
mental note to never try to stare the headmas-
ter down. He had the feeling that it might just
be the first time in his life he didn’t succeed.

Time passed quickly, as it always did when
he was learning. And he was learning, although
not in lessons. The Hogwarts library held a
great many books his uncle had never had the
chance to get a copy of, and of course there was
Professor Malachite’s private bookshelf.

Malachite never asked Snape what he was
studying. Sev found that strange, and a little
worrisome; it went against every piece of the
friendly instructor aura he projected. He
wondered if the Professor wasn’t planning
on using him in some way to bring house

Slytherin glory — but if so, why did he not
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monitor what he was reading?

Another possibility that occurred to him
was that this was some kind of experiment...
Malachite was watching him, secretly, deter-
mining what a bright boy with a free pass
would choose to study on his own time. Sev
didn’t care for that idea much at all; he was the
observer, not the observed.

He resolved to watch Professor Malachite as
carefully as he watched Lucius Malfoy.

But, like it or not, observation was a two way
street. Malfoy might be bigoted, but he was
sharp as a knife, and it didn’t take him long
to notice that the books Severus studied were
never the ones on the set list.

He was most interested in Sev’s Dark Arts
books. A lot of the technicalities went over
his head when he tried to flick through them
himself, but he was a quick study when Sev
explained it for him.

Sevweighed up the wisdom of giving Lucius
Malfoy access to high-level Dark curses, and
decided to keep the majority of his knowl-
edge to himself. However, he stockpiled
showy, harmless but humiliating curses for
whenever hisroommates got too curious. The

gang of Slytherins became extremely pro-

ficient at tossing off wicked little enchant-
ments at their enemies.

Ravenclaw and Hufflepuff students tended to
flee before them, but the Gryffindors were made
of sterner stuff. Potter and Black masterminded
the resistance, learning curses of their own until
it was quite common for minor disturbances in
lessons to explode into magical war zones.

Potions lessons were the worst, under Pro-
fessor Fennel’s lax eye, but Slytherins and
Gryffindors also learned flying together — and
the opportunities for magical sabotage in mid-
flight were so much greater.

James Potter flew with a flair that had the
older students muttering excitedly about
Quidditch. Snape himself was extremely
proficient, but few realised it since he never
showed off. With Black, Potter, Snape and
Malfoy in the air together, the students were
ducking and dodging curses every time the
teacher turned her back.

Snape seldom participated in the magical
duels if he could help it, but the knowledge that
most of the nastier curses were his discoveries
had somehow leaked out. As the gulf between
the houses widened, his seeming alliance with

Malfoy grew ever more cemented.
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Most of the Slytherins were poor company,
but since Sev preferred solitude it hardly mat
tered. Malfoy was really the only one with much
of a mind to speak of, but his conversation was
flooded with vitriolic attacks on mudbloods and
Muggle-lovers, which Sev found deadly boring. It
wasn't so much the prejudice that frustrated him
as the complete lack of imagination.

It was always “mudbloods this” and “mud-
bloods that”. If any of them bested him Malfoy in
atest—as Lily frequently did —Sev had to endure
hours of ranting about how they’d cheated, how
Dumbledore weighted the tests so they scored
better, how the teachers were all Muggle-lovers...

Snape’s reasons for looking forward to
Christmas, then, were not quite the same as
everybody else’s. The vast majority of the stu-
dents would be going home to be with their
families. Snape, owing to his orphan status,
was the only first year Slytherin to remain. He’d
politely declined an invitation to winter with
the Malfoys — he couldn’t imagine Lucius’ par-
ents having anything more interesting to say
than their son. All that mindless bigotry had to
have come from somewhere.

Not only would he be free of his fellow
Slytherins, but his self-declared enemies would

also be away for Christmas. Both Potter and
Sirius had other plans, and the holiday season
would be blissfully quiet. Snape intended to
spend most of it shut up in the library.

That was the plan, anyway. However, he
couldn’t completely avoid the festivities, and
with so few students remaining he could hardly
skip out on Christmas dinner.

He was one of only three first years to
remain. There was also a Hufflepuft girl who
had older sisters who were also staying... and
then there was Lily.

Lily and Lupin were, of the Gryffindors, the
least antagonistic towards Snape. Both of
them, he thought, had a touch of his personal-
ity in them, and understood him better than
their fiery companions. They were, however,
firm friends of James and Sirius, and lines of
battle had to be drawn.

At Christmas, the lines were blurred. With so
few students, they shared a table with the teach-
ers and house divisions were forgotten. The
Hufflepuff girl sat with her sisters, and for lack
of a more familiar face, Lily sat with Snape.

Aside from polite chit-chat with the staff,
they ate in silence. It was not necessarily awk-

ward, though; silence was Sev’s natural state.
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It wasn’t Lily’s. Finally, as if coming to a deci-
sion, she seized one of the magical crackers
and held it out to him. He regarded it with just
the slightest hint of a smirk.

“What’s that supposed to be?” he said, roll-
ing his eyes.

Lily rolled hers right back, and prodded him
with the end of the cracker. “Think of it as
peace offering.” He continued to regard her in
faint amusement. “Oh, for God’s sake, just pull
the damn thing, will you?”

He took the end of the cracker and, as apa-
thetically as possible, held onto it while she
pulled. There was an explosion of sparks, and
a hat with an enormous orange feather fell out.
He blinked at it for a minute, then pushed it
over towards her. “Yours, I suspect.”

“Oh, you’re no fun,” she retorted. Before he
could do anything, she snatched off his wizard’s
hat and dropped the offending thing on his head.

Snape reached up and removed it cautiously.

“I don’t think it’s really my colour,” he said dryly.

“Why not? It’s better than green.” Green was
the colour of house Slytherin, and Snape had
to admit the emerald green Quidditch robes
his house team wore were really not his colour.

But then, he’d never looked very good in any-

thing other than black.

“Aren’t you fraternizing with the enemy?” he
reminded her mildly.

Lily punched her palm in frustration. “Enemy?
What enemy? Since when was this a war?”

“Slytherin and Gryffindor have always been
at war. Fact of life,” he reminded her. He'd
read about the rivalry in all the histories; it
stretched all the way back to the original Sala-
zar Slytherin and Godric Gryffindor, two clash-
ing personalities if ever there were.

“I've been watching you,” Lily pronounced
suddenly. “You're no Slytherin.”

“No?” Sev was caught out by her sudden
change of tone, but his face didn’t show it. “Then

you can’t have been watching very closely.”

“Oh, I know you’re a Slytherin, but you’re not

really a Slytherin.”

“Ah, well, that cleared it right up.”

The corners of her mouth quirked, and to his
surprise, his own threatened to do the same. It
was surprisingly refreshing to talk to somebody
whose sense of humour extended beyond snig-
gering when someone tripped over.

“I see you,” Lily insisted. “You never join in.
You're not the same as them. Why do you hang

out with them?” she demanded.
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Snape shrugged. “Why hang out with any-
body? Because they’re there.”
“You don’t have to,” she pointed out.

“I don’t care,” he replied with another shrug.
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On Boxing Day, he was sitting in the library,
carrying out his original plan of reading the
holiday away. Suddenly, something thwacked
him across the back of the head. He looked up
from his books to see it was Lily.

“You,” she said without preamble, “are gonna
do me a big favour.”

“I am?” he asked dryly.

“You are.”

“I just decided this of my own free will?”

“You did. Very generous of you, too.”

“That doesn’t sound like the me [ know.”

“You were possessed by the Christmas spirit.”

He quirked an eyebrow at her. “I was clearly
possessed by something.”

She grinned infectiously. “Anyway, the point

is, you're gonna do me this really big favour. Your...

are gonna help me out with my Potions tuition.”

“Now, why would I want to do that?” She pulled
a face at him. “Christmas spirit notwithstanding,”
he added.

“Because you're the best,” she said with a shrug.

He gave her a cool look. “You think flattery
works on me?”

“I think honesty will,” she said, her flashing
green eyes daring him to argue.

Before he could start to do so, she grinned
again and started to walk away. “Anyway, thanks
a lot. Tomorrow, ten o’clock in lab four. I'll try
not to be late.”

“Thoughtful of you,” he called wryly after her.

“I'm cool like that,” she agreed.

o 0
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Despite himself, Snape ended up turning up
for Lily’s self-declared Potions lesson. It worried
him a little that he did, because it wasn’t a logi-
cal choice... but he was curious. And when you
were as sharp as Severus Snape, there weren’t
many things to be curious about. Most people
he could read like a crystal ball, so the fact that
he couldn’t do that with Lily intrigued him.

Lily was apparently serious about wanting to
learn. She had brought along a pile of books, and
even procured permission to use the lab equip-
ment; Sev could only assume she’d gone straight
to Dumbledore to ask, since she wouldn’t have

stood a chance in hell with Fennel.
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“All T need,” she explained, “is someone
to help me. I'm not stupid. You know I'm not
stupid.” Perhaps wisely, she left no room for
Sev to insert a snide comment there. “I could
master this, if Fennel could get down off his
damn high horse and go over things with me.”

“What makes you think I'll be any better?”
Snape asked, eyebrows raised.

“Because you're not as bloody-minded as he
is. If it’s not working, you'll find a better way.
And I think you can teach me.”

And, almost to his surprise, Sev found she was
right. He had never imagined himself as a teacher,
would have thought it ridiculous — how could he
teach when he found it impossible to comprehend
someone might find it difficult to learn?

Instead, he discovered that his uncanny
sense for people extended to knowing how to
explain things to them. Lily was very bright,
but she seemed to have some kind of block
about physically preparing a potion. Sev had
to use all of his ingenuity to find a way around
that block, find new ways of breaking things
down and explaining them.

For the first time, he was actually doing
something challenging. If learning was easy,

helping others to learn was much harder. And,

to his shock, he actually enjoyed it. Lily’s hard
won achievements gave him a better kick than
any of his own easy victories.

And, as they ducked for cover under a table
from an exploding batch of Swelling Solution,
he found a strange and almost terrifyingly
novel thought echoing through his mind.

A teacher. [ want to be a teacher.
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Having a mission in life was new to him.
Slytherin might be the home of the ambitious, but
Snape had never had any desires beyond learning,
and continuing to learn. But now he had discov-
ered an even greater hunger — the need to teach.

Of course, hanging out in house Slytherin
didn’t give him a great deal of opportunity
to do so. Trying to hammer anything into the
head of Colin Crabbe was a lost cause, and all
slimeballs like Malfoy and Avery wanted to
learn were ever-more nasty curses.

Perhaps that was why, when an extremely
frustrated Lily ambushed him in a corri-
dor and demanded assistance, he forgot all
common sense and agreed to give her another

tutoring session.

They met in secret late one evening, something
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which Sev found in a twisted way hilarious. Here
they were, two young students, sneaking out of
their dorms late at night, avoiding their teachers,
dodging the caretaker... in order to study.

“You realise if anyone notices we've both
snuck out, they’ll think we’re having a secret
affair?” Lily remarked to him as they met up in
a corridor. Snape snorted. “That’s funny?”

“It really is,” he nodded.

“Shut up, greaseball.”

“Won’t your boyfriend get jealous?”

Lily flushed. “James is not my boyfriend!”

“Oh, then how did you know who I was talk-
ing about?” She didn’t have an answer for
that, so she settled for poking him in the ribs
with her wand.

“Shut up, you.” She sighed heavily. “You know,
[ wish you guys would talk. I think [ames would
really like you, if he got to know you.”

“And Sirius Black?” he said ironically. They
exchanged a look. No, not even a dedicated
peacemaker like Lily would try to claim Sirius
Black could ever accept a Slytherin into his heart.

“It’ll never happen, Lily. They’re Gryffindors,
I'm a Slytherin. We can’t be friends. You'd have
to be insane to think it.”

“I think you’re my friend.”

He was sort of surprised to find he agreed.
“Nobody ever tried to call you sane.”

“Well, good. Anyone tries to suggest it, I'll

come after them with my leg-lock curse.”

“Or one of your infamous exploding potions.”

o 0
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So that was how the secret tutoring ses-
sions started. It was not a regular thing; just
every month or so, when Fennel’s unreasonable
demands grew too much, Lily would catch up
with him in the library or pass him a note and
they would arrange to meet. The rest of the
time they barely talked, although Lily would
sometimes nod or smile at him in passing. If
any Gryftindors noticed, they just assumed it
was her naturally sunny nature, being friendly
even to the scummy Slytherins.

Snape, of course, remained impassive.

Since neither of them wanted the Gryffindors
or the Slytherins to find out, and since Fennel
was such an awkward old grouchbag, they got
into the habit of breaking into the potions labs
to borrow equipment. Sev had a few nifty tricks
with locks, and they never used anything that
would be missed or left anything out of place.

If Fennel suspected something was up, he never
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let on. Truth be told, he seemed entirely too
bored with the whole idea of teaching to care.

In fact, Sevwondered what he was even doing
still at Hogwarts. He clearly hated being there,
and time as a teacher at a school of magic was
a springboard to practically any job you could
want. So, if Fennel chose to stay instead, there
had to be areason.

He and Lily finally got a hint as to what that
was on one of their late-night Potions sessions.

[thad started out business as usual. This was the
fourth or fifth time they’'d met up, and they were
getting to be old pros. Sneak out of the dorms,
meet by the statue of the one-eyed witch, keep a
wary eye out for old Pringle, the caretaker. Creep
down to the labs, wait for Sev to cast his unlock-
ing spell, and duck inside. The labs were down in
the dungeons, and there was never any chance of
somebody being down there late at night.

Except that this time, there was.

Lily froze in midstep, and suddenly clutched
hold of his arm. “Sev! Fennel’s still in his
office!” she hissed, in shock.

Any normal boy would have flown into a well-
justified panic at this point.

Sev had never been astonishingly normal.

He calmly nodded to Lily, peeked around the

corner of the nearest classroom, and beckoned
for her to follow him inside. Lily made to shut
the door, but he quickly gripped her arm before
she could touch it. He sat down with his back
against the wall beside the door, and gestured
for her to do the same. This way, they wouldn’t
be seen from outside, and Fennel wouldn’t
notice that a door had been moved.

He explained as much to Lily by calmly with-
drawing a scroll from his pocket and writing it
out for her. Lily shook her head in wonderment
at him, but made a pantomime shrug and sat
down beside him. Why the hell not?

Sev was growing to like Lily. She was fiery,
not icy cool like him, but in some ways they
were very alike. Lily might get passionately
riled up about things, but she knew when to
be pragmatic.

The other advantage of sitting there with the
door open, of course, were that they were both
able hear Fennel talking. For that was what he
was doing, down here in his office in the dun-
geons in the middle of the night.

Who he was talking to, Sev couldn’t tell.
Either they were further away, had a very quiet
voice, or were using some form of magic to

communicate. Since this wasn’t any reasonable
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place or time for a casual conversation, he was
leaning towards the latter.

Fennel, in contrast, was loud and distinctly
snappish. “Yes, [ know. I can hardly be expected
to — Well, not with Dumbledore here!”

Beside him, Lily’s bright green eyes grew
wide. Sev, with his naturally devious mind, was
far less easily shocked.

“I understand. Yes. Golden opportunity. Yes.
I realise that. No, of course I haven’t. You have
to understand the Fletcher boy is very — He
provided the chance himself. He’s very keen,
you know. Asked if he could help out tutor-
ing the first years next week. And how could
[ refuse?” Fennel gave an unpleasant, sneering
little laugh. It was not so much amusement as a
scathing recognition of someone else’s stupid-
ity. It reminded Sev of Lucius Malfoy.

If Fennel said anything else to his mysteri-
ous communicant, it was too soft for Snape to
pick up — and he had excellent hearing. A few
moments later, and the office door slammed
shut. They heard Fennel’s footsteps echo along
the corridor, and his shadow swept past their
own doorway. He didn’t look inside.

Lily turned troubled eyes to Snape. “Did he
mean Audley Fletcher?”

“I think so,” he said, and his voice was far
more certain than the words. Audley Fletcher
was a popular, talented seventh year, the son
of a famous Auror. If Fennel was planning
something that he didn’t want to do around
Dumbledore, then it was almost certainly
something to do with the Dark Arts. And if that
was true, the Aurors were logical enemies.

He explained as much to Lily, and she looked
worried. “But why Audley? He’s just a kid. I
mean — well, you know.” She remembered that
‘just a kid’ in this case meant six years older
than either of them. “He’s not an Auror.”

Sev gave a thin-lipped smile that had noth-
ing to do with being amused. “Ah, Lily. Is your
little Muggle world so uncomplicated?”

She scowled, half-seriously. “You know, you can
be pretty damn offensive when you want to.”

“It’s a talent,” he agreed flatly. Lily sighed.

“'m not an idiot. I know that just because
Audley’s not involved doesn’t mean somebody
wouldn’t...” She sighed again. “It’s fust... rotten,
okay.” She nibbled at her lower lip worriedly.
“What'd’you think Fennel’s gonna do, Sev? Are
they gonna kidnap him, hold him to ransom?”

“Not a chance. They’re out to kill him.”

Lily jumped in shock. “What? How could you
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possibly know that?”
Sev met her startled gaze with his usual cool

mask. “Logic. You heard the same conversa-

tion [ did; it’s pretty clear Fennel’s not working

alone, and he’s not in charge.”

“And this leads to murder how?”

“Anyone who can command a powerful wizard
like Fennel has more than one servant, and

more than enough influence to get them where

he needs them. If this is a kidnapping attempt...

why farm it out to a Potions expert?”

Lily gasped. “They’re gonna poison him!”

“No,” said Sev.

“What?” Yet again, she couldn’t follow his
line of thought.

“Oh, it'll be poison that kills him,” he said darkly.
“But nobody will know it. Theyre clever. They
don’t plan to do this any way that can be traced
back to them — that’s why it can’t happen in front
of Professor Dumbledore. They know about him;
they know how easily he sees through things.”

“But they don’t know about you,” Lily added.
She regarded him from under lowered brows
for a long moment. “The way you think... it’s
pretty damn creepy, I've gotta tell you. Nobody
should have to think like that.”

“Ah, but they always will,” Sev said coolly.

“And as long as they do, so will .”
“And, thinking like you, what do we do now?”
“What I always do,” Snape reminded her.
“Watch. And wait. And see what’s what.”

(O

) 0o
—~/ =

The next day was a Sunday, which left them
time for subterfuge before Audley Fletcher’s
life was put in danger. A few ‘chance’ words
with Professor Fractalis in a corridor revealed
that Dumbledore was coming back from his
conference on Wednesday. A ‘casual’ remark
to Professor Parilia, head of house Hufflepuff,
revealed that the Hufflepuffs and Ravenclaws
had Potions Wednesday and Friday. Then he
‘bumped into’ Lily in the library.

That was, in actuality, the hardest part. He
kept his nose firmly in his book whilst Lily sur-
reptitiously tried to persuade [ames and Sirius
to leave her alone. They finally quit when she
threatened to have Sirius read through her
notes on the Goblin Wars for her.

Lily waited a while more before casually
sauntering over to the shelf by his table. “So,
done your research yet?” she asked as she pre-

tended to browse.
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“Dumbledore’ll be back, but not ’til late, and

Fennel might chance his hand if he’s desperate.
We're helpless if he’s in with the Hufflepuffs
and Ravenclaws. We need to make sure Fletcher
only comes to our class on the Tuesday.”

“Oh, and how in the hell are we supposed to
do that?” Lily demanded irritably.

“Simple. Fletcher’s in an exam year, and he’s
studying hard. They won’t let him out of enough
lessons to come to all the first year labs. So we just
have to make him choose to come to ours.”

“I do believe my question still applies.”

“Who are the most giggly girls in Gryffindor?”

he asked her.

She frowned in puzzlement, but answered
promptly “|ade Creevy and Helen Beck.”

“Talk to them. Tell them Audley Fletcher’s
gonna be sitting in on some of the classes, but
he can only come to a few and it might not be
ours. Send them to go giggle at him.”

Lily quirked an eyebrow. “You think Fletch-
er’'s gonna be moved by a few lovestruck
eleven-year-olds?”

“Yes,” said Snape simply. As always, he knew
people. Audley Fletcher was a classic golden
boy, handsome Quidditch captain with high
marks — the kind of student [ames Potter

would be in a few years time. But unlike the
mostly amiable Potter, Audley Fletcher had a
deep-rooted vain streak — and hero-worship-
ping pre-teens were exactly what would prompt
him to come along to their Potions lessons.

Lily shrugged, but deferred to Sev’s judge-
ment. As she got up to leave the library, she
turned back and said “Hey. D’you want to know
the reason you're still alive right now?”

“I'm sure you're about to tell me,” he said, not
looking up from his history assignment.

“Because you didn’t ask me to be one of those
giggling girls for you.”

“Wouldn’t dream of it,” he said mildly.

“Well, good.”

“After all, I wouldn’t want you to upset your
boyfriend.”

[t was just as well he’d mastered the charm to
stop fast-flying objects.

o N
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Sev was not at all surprised to see Audley
Fletcher beaming goofily at them from next to
Professor Fennel when they filed into class. The
contrast between the two was striking; whilst
both men would be considered attractive in

classical terms, Fennel’s face was distorted into

o : ¢r> # 3
S " :: _-)- .

NN

(g




=
—
=
T
&

|
A

=

m@?&.ﬂx\%@f\ ﬂc@&ﬂxﬂcﬁ’ﬁn w‘ﬁ&oﬂ:%m rx@&/‘mc.ﬁ"ﬁhm

a perpetual scowl, and Fletcher couldn’t stop
grinning. The sheer difference that made in
the eyes of teenage girls was quite amazing.

Snape, personally, found Fletcher’s vapid
grinvery irritating. Fennel might be unpleasant
— and, apparently, embroiled in a murder plot
— but at least he was intelligent. Fletcher might
be pulling the top grades, but when it came to
spontaneous wit he was sorely lacking.

For a change, the Slytherin and Gryffindor
boys were near-united by mutual dislike. The
girls were all blushing and giggling excitedly,
and even icy Narcissa Salenica had an unusual
touch of colour to her cheeks. Malfoy, who'd
been practically markinghis territory ever since
he’d met her, was looking deeply annoyed.

Fletcher, as Snape had expected, was com-
pletely oblivious to the dozen or so laser
glares headed his way. He bumbled his way
cheerfully from cauldron to cauldron, excited
girls flocking around him.

The only one to remain coolly unimpressed
was Lily. [ames and Sirius were looking smug,
as if they personally were somehow to thank
for her attitude.

Sev had no time for such petty interplays,
however, focusing his attention solely on Fennel.

The teacher looked annoyed at all the attention
Fletcher was getting, but you'd have to know he
was up to something to guess it was anything
more than his usual irritated attitude.

Whilst the other girls bugged the hand-
some seventh-year, Lily was playing her part
to perfection — bugging Fennel. Every time
he looked about ready to move towards his
assistant, Lily was there, asking questions
— just like she always did in Potions, only more
insistently. Most of the time Fennel brushed
her off quickly — but even so, it was enough of
a distraction to lose him whatever tiny oppor-
tunity he’'d spotted.

It couldn’t last forever, however. Sev had the
eyes of a hawk, and he didn’t need to devote
a fraction of a percent of his attention to the
laughably simple potion work. He never took
his gaze off Professor Fennel... and he saw
when the teacher oh-so-casually let the tiniest
drop of some purple solution fall into Sirius
Black’s cauldron.

Well-chosen, observed the cool, detached part
of Snape’s brain that always noted such things.
A Gryffindor, for the Slytherins had a bad
enough reputation to be suspected of doing

something to Fletcher deliberately. Sirius

Firsf Impressimns .,,a'{.”ffﬁ/?

."-;-'_’{ \




m@?&mﬂ\%:q ﬂc@&ﬂlﬁcﬁ’ﬁnw@&m:%m "—‘C@&/'lﬁc.f}"m

VAV

g

Black, for he had a history of messing around
with magic and trying things he shouldn’t. No
one would believe it had been anything but a
foolish accident.

Sev’s brain had already run through the pos-
sible purple liquids Fennel could have chosen
to add to this particular mix, and come to a
conclusion. Any minute now, Sirius’ cauldron
would hit exactly the right temperature... and
its contents would violently explode.

A moment later; “Professor! My potion’s

gone green.”

Fennel’s eye-rolling sneer looked exactly the
same as it always did. “Why am I not surprised,
Black? Fletcher! Deal with it.”

Audley reluctantly broke away from the trio
of girls he was wowing with his Quidditch sto-
ries, and came over to Sirius’ side. He leaned
over the potion to study it more closely. “Now,
what do we have here?”

Idiot. Anybody who did that over a potion
that was already doing something unex-
pected deserved whatever they got. However, he
doubted Lily would see it that way.

No doubt if it was Lily who had twigged what
was about happen, her answer would be to cry

out for them all to get back, the potion was

about to explode — because Lily was funda-
mentally honest. Sev, on the other hand, was
fundamentally devious.

He moved in closer to Sirius Black, and fixed
his best sneer in place. “What’s the matter,
Black? Can’t make a simple Shrinking Potion?
Or are you just sucking up to get your place on
the Quidditch team?”

Sirius could always be relied upon to react
explosively. His hand flew straight to his wand.

“Expelliarmus!” snapped Sev. He judged it
perfectly, wrenching the wand from Sirius’
grip with enough force that he staggered back-
wards — straight into his own cauldron.

The brilliant green mixture went every-

where, flooding harmlessly across the floor.
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Sev and Lily were probably the only ones who
knew the true reason behind Fennel’s towering
fury. Even Audley Fletcher flinched away from
him when he started to rant and rave in earnest.

Sev and Sirius ended up in detention, naturally.
So did [ames and Peter, who'd had the misfortune
of standing nearby when Fennel went ballistic.

Sirius had obviously explained to his best

friend how Snape had been the cause of it all,
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and the two of them spent their detention period
sending evil glares in his direction. Peter wasn’t
quite brave enough to do that, but he sat with
them and sort of pretended to be joining in.

Sev had come no closer to guessing why the
Sorting Hat had put Pettigrew in Gryffindor.
In Remus Lupin, the Gryffindor qualities had
been slow to show up because of his quiet
voice and polite manner. In Pettigrew, they
were simply nonexistent.

James had taken to him, in the manner boys
like [ames Potter took to people they felt sorry
for. Peter was fumblingly, pathetically eager to
be a part of the gang, with a level of fawning
hero-worship Snape found quite sickening.

The sickened feeling was decidedly mutual.
Sirius Black was no friend to the Slytherins at
the best of times. This, apparently, had been

the final straw; now it was personal.

“We’ll get you back for this, Snape,” he mut-

tered darkly as they finally escaped from the
Potions dungeon.

“Oh, of course you will,” he sniped back, with
his most mocking sneer. He had no use for the
friendship of Sirius Black, and his hatred served
a purpose. The more the Gryffindors were con-

vinced he was their enemy, the less he actually

had to do to make Malfoy believe that.

He swung by the library on a hunch, to see if
Lily had waited for him. She had.

“We have to go to Dumbledore,” she said
instantly, abandoning their usual pretence of
casually discussing homework assignments.

“With what?” Sev refuted. ““While we were
sneaking about in the middle of the night, we
heard something that sounded like Professor
Fennel might be planning to do something to
Audley Fletcher, and we think he deliberately
sabotaged a potion in an attempt to injure him’?”

“You don’t think all that stuff, you know,” Lily
argued.

“Such confidence you have in me,” he noted
dryly.

“Such confidence you have in yourself,” she
countered.

“And it’s well-founded.”

“If you're that sure, Dumbledore could —”

“Dumbledore could do exactly nothing,
without proof.”

“Yes, but at least he’d know.”

“The more people that know, the more
chance Fennel will notice he’s being watched.
Dumbledore’s more than sharp, but he trusts

too easily. We have to be spies, and that’s not
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something you share. The only safe spy is the
one who works alone.”

Lily was shaking her head in something like

disbelief. “You're so... how do you live, being

so cynical all the time? Not trusting anybody.”
He shrugged. “It’s how I've always been.”
“It’s awful,” she said, hugging herself as if the
temperature in the room had suddenly dropped.
“It saved Audley Fletcher today,” he reminded
her. “It’ll probably save a whole lot more people
tomorrow.”
“Yeah,” she said softly, “but who’s gonna save

you?”
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In the weeks that followed, Professor Fennel
and Audley Fletcher acquired two extremely
discrete shadows. Most of the time, they were
safe enough. Dumbledore was, as usual, seem-
ing close to omnipresent. Fennel was growing
steadily more bad-tempered; even the other
staff fled from his scowls. Sev wondered if his
unseen master was growing impatient.

Lily had convinced the not-exactly-poor
Sirius to take out a subscription to the Daily
Prophet, claiming that, being from a Muggle

family, she wanted to learn about the

wizarding world outside Hogwarts. She did,
too, but most of her attention was reserved
for the activities of the Aurors.

Auror Fletcher was the current darling of
the media, having bust up an entire coven of
Dark wizards in Bulgaria. There were troubled
stirrings about some new power rising in the
world of magic, and in these times the heroics
of men like Fletcher were very well received.
Sev had read enough to know tha