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01 - Homework at Privet Drive

Harry Potter sat in his room, at the table he called his desk. It was a simple table, medium-
Sized, pretty battered, however it was areal place to do paperwork. Thiswas as close to
heaven as he would ever expect while in the Dursley house at Privet Drive.

A year ago, he had been forced to do his writing while lying in the bed, hiding parchment and
pen, always at the risk of spilling the ink across the sheet. But no longer. Things had changed.

The change hadn't come by itself, and not at all from his uncle Vernon or his aunt Petunia.
No, Harry had fought for it, although the fight had been a short one, with a determined Harry
at one side and his horrified relatives at the other.

It started two days after Harry's return for summer vacation. It ended the next morning. But
let'stell it in order ...

Back from Hogwarts, Harry had spent two days thinking about the current situation and his
state. Then herealized - he would need weeks to recover from the recent events, the death of
Cedric Diggory, hisfight with VVoldemort, the fact of Voldemort alive and free.

He became aware also that his tolerance had grown too thin for what the Dursleys considered
anormal treatment in their house - for him, mind, not for their own son. But what could he
do? Using magic was unlawful.

Only - the Ministry of Magic was in a shattered state.

He cameto a conclusion. If he was supposed to face the risk of aVVoldemort attack any day, a
minor investment of unlawful magic was certainly the least to worry about. And so, next
morning during breakfast, Harry started the War of Just One Day.

"I have to tell you something,” he began. "it has to do with my position in this house.”

Aunt Petunia, busy with the large quantities of Dudley's breakfast, had twitched at Harry's
first word. Now she stood frozen, unable to turn.

A moment before, Uncle Vernon had been reading the newspaper, which lately was full of
weird little stories. The paper fell down, presenting aface of utter disbelief. "What did you

"What I'm saying is- | won't accept the way you're treating me any longer. From now on, I'm
going to make sure | have adecent living here ... For starters, that ..."

"Shut up, you perverse creature! ... What do you think you are? - Y ou ungrateful ..."

"Supefy!™

Uncle Vernon's shouting stopped in mid-sentence. His body froze, keeping the ungraceful
reddish purple in hisface.



Aunt Petuniaturned, stared at Harry's wand. Slowly, two trembling hands approached her
own throat.

Dudley was trying the impossible - to shrink in place until his enormous body would no
longer be exposed to the scene.

"You will listen to me!" Harry stared at his uncle. "Y ou never have - but now you must ... I'm
stuck with you, and you're stuck with me. | cannot change it, not until school starts again ...
Until then, you can give me duties and errands to perform - up to a maximum of four hours a
day. It's my payment for my room and the food | get - probably an overpayment, but so what
... And it's four hours more than your own sonis giving."

Dudley showed the good sense not to move nor to speak.

"Outside these four hours, I'm on my own ... Whatever that means - it certainly means I'm not
at your command ... You won't see much of me, for the better of all of us.”

Harry glanced at Aunt Petunia whose hands had found their destination. "I'll change afew
things in my room, and while using it, I'll develop anormal level of noise, until | feel like
sleeping ... If that bothersyou, get used to it."

Uncle Vernon tried another impossible - to break the stupefying spell.

"What you say about me, or my parents, while I'm not around is up to you - what | can't hear,
| don't care about. But - if you ever insult me again, I'll make you regret it."

Harry's voice dropped to a strangled hissing. "And if | ever again hear you insulting my
parents, you will dearly wish you hadn't.”

He rose from his chair. "Don't expect the authorities to be coming around just because | keep
you at bay with alittle spell. They have their own problems right now." His wand pointed at
Uncle Vernon. "Enervate."

For a second, nothing happened.

"Any orders for today?"

Uncle Vernon was moving. "Wait a second, I'll give you orders!" His face showed the fear of
God - still, he seemed driven by an impulse impossible to suppress. "You son of a..."

He stopped in mid-sentence, and mid-step - staring at Harry's wand.

"That was close ..." Harry's face showed calm determination. "As alast warning, today's four
hours are cancelled - | have to do business anyway."

He went out.

Walking down the street, he tried to come up with an idea how to get atable, a chair, afew
other items like bookshelves ... His own money - wizard money - wouldn't buy him the
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smallest piece of furniture. Asking the Dursleys was out of discussion - a matter of pride more
than of morale. Then what?

Gringotts would change his money to Muggle currency, only - how to travel? The problem
looked insoluble.

Passing a corner, Harry saw an office building across the street. People - Muggles, what else -
were moving old furniture out and new furniturein.

Old furniture?
There was aman, giving orders. Harry walked over. "Excuse me, sir.”

The man seemed as broad as high. His muscles - he wouldn't breathe harder after having
thrown Harry across the street. The face turned to Harry. "What's up, son?"

"Sir - I'm looking for a bit of old furniture ... Then | saw this here, and | thought - maybe, if
you don't need them any longer ... I'd like to ask if | could have some pieces.”

The man examined Harry's body. "Y our manners are okay, son, only - with them, you won't
move achair ... How you're goin' to move the stuff?’

Harry looked at the pile of desks. No way - unless, in the dark, with nobody around, and a
wand ... He glanced at the man. "I don't know yet, sir. But I'll find away."

"Tell you what ... Y ou work with me - till five o'clock ... Then, you pick your choice, and I'll
giveyou alift - for your items and for yourself."

Five o'clock - six hours. Would he ever get paid?

The man's eyes didn't blink, didn't look away. Two calm, hard marbles were awaiting Harry's
answer.

"A lift - and something to eat at lunch ... I've no money at all."

The marbles sparkled. "That's what | thought ... Okay, son - we have adeal. Get moving."
The work turned out harder than anything Harry had done before. A single piece of furniture
was no problem, nor was the second. The third - not quite. The fourth ... And there seemed no
end.

The man's hand was on Harry's shoulder. "Son, | didn't mean to drive you into a breakdown ...
Look, you have to get into arhythm ... Steady does the job. Don't run. Walk your step, be it
empty handed or loaden ... That's all you have to learn about moving."

It was true. Switch off your mind, and walk.

At lunch, the man appeared with abag. "Here, my boy ... Thirty minutes break - hope you
don't mind tap water."

"Thank you, sir ... No, water's fine."



Inside the bag were three rolls and an enormous piece of sausage. At the first moments, just
holding the food was hurting as much as with the furniture before. But Harry felt great.
Maybe, he thought, the turning pointsin your life were marked by sausages.

The break had done a small wonder, which held for quite awhile. Then it was the routine that
kept him moving. Then it was the thought of adesk and a chair ... Then it was five o'clock.

Harry aready knew which piecesto take - each turn had been marked by a glance at the
selected items, a desk, a chair, asmall filing cabinet. There weren't lamps around - so what,
his wand did the job.

A semi truck appeared, came closer, stopped. The man jumped out, looked at Harry's
selection. "Them?"

Harry nodded.

Before he could move, the desk was on the loading space, followed by the cabinet. He just
found the time to pass the chair into the man's hand - one hand, for a chair, this figure didn't
bother using two arms.

"Jump in, son."

They reached the Dursley home. Examining the building, the man asked, "This your parent's
house?’

"My relatives.”
A glance from the driver's seat. "l see.”

They moved the desk upstairs together. Stepping down, they passed an open-mouthed Dudley,
who took care not to come closer than two yards in their path.

With the second turn, the man took the cabinet, Harry the chair. When they had deposited the
pieces in Harry's room, the man reached in his pocket and came up with a business card. "If
you want to work for money, son - gimme acall.” The man looked at the door, turned back to
Harry. "The offer goes to the person, not the house. - Same with the money ... Good night."
"Thank you, sir ... Good night."

Some minutes later, Harry walked downstairs for supper, reached the table, sat down.

Uncle Vernon breathed heavily. "Y ou've lost your right to sit with us ... Leave the room!"
"Fine with me." Harry stood up, pointed his wand toward the table. " Accio cibum.”

The plates of uncle Vernon and of Dudley flew through the room into his hands.

Upstairs, Harry celebrated the first meal at his new table. It was great, although not coming

close to the lunch. And of course too much by far. He deposited the leftoversin Dudley's
room.



Next morning, Harry came downstairs, sat down for breakfast.
Silence.

A moment later, Aunt Petunia came with his breakfast - amost normal, only more than ever
before.

Finished, Harry asked, "So what are my orders for today?"
A voice behind the newspaper answered, "Y our aunt will tell you - after breakfast."

The War of Just One Day was over.

Now Harry sat in his room, reading a large volume about politicsin the wizarding world, with
the focus on riots, rebellions, and revolutions. It was homework, though only up to apoint. In
contrast to recent years, Harry's interest was awake. He wanted to learn how wizards had
managed to cope with enemies in the past centuries. Unfortunately, he found nothing
comparable to Lord Voldemort.

A rush came through the open window.

For amoment, Harry expected a day bird, attracted by the light from hiswand. Then alarge
shadow obscured the lights from the streets. The wings folded. An owl sat on the
windowframe.

Harry extracted the letter from the capsule at the left foot. He invited the owl, which
obviously expected to return with an answering letter, to some refreshment.

Hedwig, as he recognized with relief, was glad about the company more than annoyed by
Harry offering her own food.

He opened the | etter.

Dear Harry,

| have to talk with you.

Expect me at Wednesday around
7 p.m., at the end of your street.
I'll wear my (un)usual dress

Y our godfather

Harry scribbled "Okay. Harry" on a parchment, put it into the capsule, and sent the owl off.
A letter from Sirius Black - written so that it could fall into the wrong hands without telling
much. Wednesday was tomorrow. Sirius would await him in his dog shape, making sure

nobody else would see alarge black dock that wasn't expected in Privet Drive.

Unable to read further, Harry closed the book and speculated wildly about what Sirius would
tell him. It took along time until he fell asleep.



Wednesday evening, Harry strolled down Privet Drive. Earlier that day, he had checked the
location to figure out where Sirius would wait. There was a corner with bushes high enough to
provide cover for adog even as large as his godfather. And this was exactly where he found
him.

The dog gave no sign, nor did Harry.

They walked past the last building, reached a spot under trees. Checking around, Harry saw
they were alone. When he turned back, Sirius stood there.

They hugged each other.
"Harry," said Sirius, "it's good to see you ... How islife with the Dursleys?

"Better than ever. | found afew arguments to convince them that it's better for all of usif they
stop treating me like aretarded dlave."

"Redly?... Like what, for example?"
Harry pointed at his pocket. "Like my wand, for example. | told them not to hold their breath
until some wizard cop came running to stop my unlawful magic ... Asit turned out, | didn't

need much of it."

Sirius' laugh was short and bitter. " So the mess in the Ministry of Magic is at least good for
that, if nothing else.”

"What's up, Sirius? Why are you here?’

"To giveyou apresent.” Sirius reached in his pocket, came up with something. "Here - it
comes from agood old friend."

What Harry saw was a heavy medal on a chain, made to wear around the neck. It looked like
gold. He glanced up. "A present? For me? ... Why? Isit from ..."

Sirius’ hand was on Harry's mouth. "Yes."

His godfather's voice, not loud before, was barely audible. "It's an invitation, and thisis your
travelling ticket, if you know what | mean. Use it ten o'clock straight - to meet where we can
speak safely.”

Harry was staring, at the medal, at Sirius, and back. If he had understood correctly, he was
expected in two hours time in Hogwarts. But this was impossible - portkeys didn't work in the
school area.

Sirius next words answered the unspoken question. "How is your homework? Although that's
not the issue right now ... By the way, do you like walking around |akes?"



It took Harry several seconds, then he understood - the portkey would send him to the place
where the Hogwarts Express arrived, outside the protective zone that prevented apparition,
portkeys, and other techniques from working.

"Yes," hesaid, "l do ... Lakes and train stations."”
"Good. It's a pleasure talking with an open mind."

Sirius fixed the chain with the medal around Harry's neck. "Put it under your shirt - when it's
time, rub it on both sides with your fingers ... Now you should leave. We can continue our
conversation later."

"Can you give me a hint what's this all about?"

"No, | can't." Sirius looked deadly serious. "I promised to deliver the invitation and the ticket,
nothing else ... Now go, Harry."

Harry walked back toward the Dursley house. This time he would have to wait only two hours
before the pending question might be answered.



02 - Homework at Hogwarts

Harry waited in his room for the clock to turn ten. To the outside, nothing looked unusual, as
he was found all eveningsin hisroom. Unusual were two things. First, Harry had locked the
door, using awood wedge prepared earlier, as areplacement for a door key that had
disappeared two years ago.

And he wore hiswizard dress.

The bell of the near church chimed ten.

He grabbed the medal dangling above the robe. Before he even could rub it, the transit was
taking place.

A short moment of disorientation, a sharp thrill from the memory of hislast portkey travel,
then it was over. He stood almost exactly at the spot where he would have descended from the
Hogwarts Express.

A figure some yards away - Sirius Black.

His godfather came closer. "Hello, Harry, so we meet again.”

"Hi, Sirius. Thisis more exciting by the minute - can we talk now?"

"Taking, yes. At normal level, too - except we might save our breath to walk up. But if you
expect me to tell you more, you're wrong ... Some people are waiting for you."

"Can you tell me at least who they are?’
"Yes| could, but - " Sirius showed a short smile. "Why spoil the surprise? Actualy, it
wouldn't be too difficult guessing most of them, since this is Hogwarts. Only one might come

inasasurprise - well, maybe two."

"Thanks alot, Sirius. That's just what | need, afew more riddles on such an uneventful
evening."

"That's the spirit, Harry ... Save it, because you'll need it." Sirius wasn't smiling any longer.
They walked toward the school buildings.

It was an odd sensation, familiar and strange at the same time. The wrong season, the wrong
time of day, all the students missing, and still - it was the path to the place where Harry felt

more at home than anywhere el se.

Sirius broke the silence. "l can tell you about one person, and this oneisn't around - dont't
expect to find Hagrid up there. He's off with some business.”

"And of course - you won't be able to tell me about the nature of this business, athough you're
well aware ... Am| right?"

"To the point. But don't worry - you'll hear about that in afew minutes.”
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They entered the stairs to the Entrance Hall.

A figure rose from the seats - Minerva McGonagall, Headmistress of Gryffindor, Harry's
house.

She looked as happy as acat in aswimming pool. "Welcome, Mr. Potter ... Let's go upstairs,
the meeting is held in Professor Dumbledore's office." Not waiting for Harry's greeting, she
turned and marched forward.

No doubt - her anger was close to the boiling point.

Harry's mind was racing. An angry McGonagall ... It could mean anything, from very good to
very bad - looking from his own point of view.

Coming upstairs, murmuring could be heard through the door. McGonagall knocked and,
without waiting for areply, opened.

Harry followed, looked around.

Albus Dumbledore sat in the middle, smiling at him, but barely so. To one side sat Professor
Snape, looking like the survivor of a car accident. To the other side sat R.J. Lupin, ex-
professor and werewolf. He also smiled, even more so when Harry, seeing him, couldn't resist
awide, happy grin.

The last person in the room was Madame Pomfrey, sitting at the corner of the table, her
expression indicating that the next victims of the same car accident might be due soon.

Dumbledore said, "Welcome to this meeting, Mr. Potter, and thank you for your following
thisinvitation at such short notice. Y ou know all people in thisroom, so we can make the
preliminaries as short as possible.”

Harry murmured a greeting.
Snape nodded, looking tired and hurt, lacking the hostility Harry would have expected.
Lupin continued to smile.

"Harry," went Dumbledore on, "I'm using your first name to indicate that now comes the
unofficial part, although it is more serious than any school meeting could be. Thisround isa
strategic committee dealing with our enemy - Voldemort and his companions.” The
Headmaster paused a moment, then said, "Before we go into detail, | have to fulfill a promise
| gave Mrs. McGonagall."

Harry's Headmistress was sitting straight, pale in the face, lipstight.

"In the course of this meeting, Harry, | am going to involve you in activities that include a
high personal risk. In doing so, | am going to violate almost every principle held by this
school and by myself - with two remarkable exceptions ... Therefore, if you want to step out,
if you need to step out, be it now or any time afterwards, say 'Stop' ... Harry - isthis
understood?’

11



"Yes... | mean, yes, Professor.”
"Do you want to stop right now?"
"No, Professor ... But I'd like to know about the two exceptions.”

A short smile. "l knew you would ask. Thefirst principle that'll hold - I'm going to use the
person who's suited best for the task."

Harry beamed. A second later, his eyes widened in astonishment.
Slightly but unmistakably, Snape had nodded!

"The second principle I'm not violating is that the person - without denying the personal risk
involved - isup to the task."

Now it was Lupin who nodded.
Recognizing it, Harry's mind was ready to take conclusions.

"There'sathird reason ... It's not a principle, rather an axiome - we have no other choice, and
thisiswhy even Mrs. McGonagall has agreed to invite you, Harry."

Surely enough, it was McGonagall's turn to nod.

"Now you're probably full of questions, Harry, so it's time to answer them ... We have
gathered information about an attack planned by the Dark Forces. Their plan is asdevilish as
we could have expected ... Y ou should hear it from the one who found out - and who had to

pay for it."

Dumbledore turned to hisright. " Severus?'

Snape's eyes met Harry's. For thefirst time, aslong as Harry could remember, thislook felt
from peer to peer.

Snape's first words gave Harry the second shock of this evening. "The plan | figured out is so
cruel initself - there's no need to emphasize any detail ... Mr. Potter, what VVoldemort plansis
this - at the end of the summer vacation, when all students return with the Hogwarts Express,
they are going to attack thetrain ... Their goal isto take all students as hostages - gaining
sufficient pressure on the wizarding world to win the battle right away."

Harry stared, unable to speak, to think about what he'd heard.

Snape waited a few seconds, then continued, "For obvious reasons, students are useful as
hostages only if their parents are wizards - if at |east one of them isawizard. Students with
Muggles parents on both sides are useless in their opinion ... So the planning isto - to kill
them at the spot, using their deaths as a brutal warning to all wizard parents.”

Harry's stomach contracted painfully. Killing Muggles-born students - that meant Hermione!
This thought broke the stunning shock, slowly but steadily, a burning rage was building in
him.
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"And thisisthe aspect, Mr. Potter, which brought you into our counter-planning.”
Dumbledores voice. "Are you going to say 'Stop', Harry?"
Hetwisted. "No | won't ... They're planning to kill Hermione! These bastards ..."

"You'reright, Harry, still - watch your language.” A short smile was smoothing Dumbledore's
words. "We need cool minds, since thereis achance ... Our advantage is, we know all about -
thanks to Professor Snape who just barely survived histask ... Furthermore, in addition to
Miss Granger, there are just three more Muggles-born students for whom the planned attack is
more dangerous than for the others ... Or four - depending on how to count.”

Harry hadn't understood.

"Just counting students with Muggles parents, there are four. But counting students whose
parents cannot be blackmailed using their children as hostages, there are five. Thefifth ..."

"...isme," finished Harry. "Yes, of course. But it doesn't matter ... I'm not going to say 'Stop',
if this was the question.”

Dumbledore nodded. "Y es, this is nothing particularly new to you, Harry ... Also, we have
reason to believe the odds are better than the last time. Why - and what might be your part in
our plan, should be explained by the one who came up with the idea.”

Dumbledore turned to his other side. "Remus?"’
Lupin's lumpy figure came forward. He put his hands on the table.

"Before explaining the role planned for you, Harry, let me summarize the strategic facts. They
are important when considering our chances ... The attacking forces will certainly include
some wizards, but mainly there'll be Giants and Dementors."

This came as no surprise. Harry knew - the Dark Forces had conquered the wizard prison of
Azkaban, had freed all prisoners, and had taken the Dementors with them ... Giants as allies of
the Dark Forces - that was new, although he remembered Dumbledore predicting exactly this
manoeuver afew months ago.

"Our forces aso include Giants ... Thanksto Mr. Dumbledore's quick reaction, and thanks to
the activities of Hagrid and Madame Maxime, we could win afraction of their tribe for our
side ... A smaller fraction than the others, | have to admit - but very determined.”

A few remarks, overheard not so long ago, not decipherable then, suddenly became clear to
Harry.

"Without going into details of our battle plan, we see good chances to defeat them ... The
crucial part isto protect the students who cannot qualify as hostages - if you'll pardon the
expression ... You see, Harry - if there were considerably more than four, it would be
impossible. - Further, there is a second factor to our benefit ..."

"Why would it be so different if there were eight or ten, or more?”
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"Part of our strategy is, we do not publish our information. What's left of order and spiritin
the wizarding world would collapse immediately ... It's essential to publish this with the
headline 'Defeat of the Dark Forces ... So we cannot put a squadron of combat wizards into
the train. Now, if we had to protect more than what fits into one compartment, our own forces
won't be sufficient - | mean the forces that can be put into the train without raising suspicion.”

"Which is me?' Suddenly, Harry's mouth felt dry.

"Which is you, plus somebody you'll appreciate very much.” Seeing Harry's glance, Lupin
added, "No, not me ... Yes, I'll beinthetrain, but hidden ... You'll travel with a pet animal.”

Harry's head jerked around.
Sirius Black nodded. "Y es, Harry - you and me."

"Luckily," continued Lupin, "even the dark wizards aren't able to kill as cold-blooded as this
situation would require - with a well-known exception, of course, but - for some unknown
reason, Voldemort will not be leading the attack. No, they will send Dementors for the dirty
job ... And now, it should sound quite familiar to you, Harry."

Hefelt relieved and, at the same time, frightened. "Y ou mean, | have to sit with them, and
when the Dementors arrive, al | have to do isto conjure up a Patronus gallopping around who
will chase them away?"

"That'sit, in your own, remarkable words ... And listen, Harry - thisis your task, no matter
what happens around. Y ou won't leave from their side, whether Dementors arrive or not ...
None of the other studentsis at risk for their life."

"Yes, | see”

Harry was thinking ahead. "Professor Lupin, | - erm, | do not routinely conjure up a Patronus.
So.."

"... you might benefit from more training. Certainly so - even if | remember one of the most
brilliant Patronuses | ever saw ... Harry, unless you say 'Stop', you'll spend an awful lot of
time with me as your trainer, until the Hogwarts Express will be on itsway."

A wide grin was the reaction. Working with Lupin - what an appealing thought, especially
since it probably meant he would stay in Hogwarts.

Dumbledore interrupted his speculations. "Ladies and Gentlemen, | gather - our meeting has
reached its goal. With respect to the bedtime of our youngest combattant, and since I'd like to
have afew words alone with Harry, let us come to an end ... Thank you for your cooperation
in a desperate fight, for your tolerance,” anod toward McGonagall, "and for your spirit in the
daysto come ... Good night."

The others were gone. Sirius had explained he would await Harry downstairs, then he too had
left. Now Dumbledore asked, "How do you fedl, Harry?"
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"To be honest, some pressure in the stomach ... Partly, it's the task I'm supposed to do, but
what's bothering more is their planning to kill Hermione ... By the way, who are the other
three?'

"The youngest is afirst-grader, Damon Harker ... Then there's a second-grader by the name of
Rupert Tyrrell ... The third Muggles-born student balances out the statistics because she'sa
girl ... She might even raise your spirit as much as Miss Granger does.”

As much as Hermione? Who might that ...
"Her nameis Cho Chang."
"Oh."

Dumbledore showed afaint smile. "Yes - by coincidence ... You're still not saying 'Stop’,
Harry?'

A suspicious thought crossed Harry's mind. "Why do you ask now, Professor?"

"Because your task is difficult enough even without emotional stress.” Dumbledore's face kept
bare of any expression.

Harry blushed. "I don't know what you mean, but the answer is the same as before - I'm not

going to say 'Stop'.

"Thank you, Harry ... | know your qualities as afighter, and | know there was always alot of
emotion involved. When the moment comes, you're able to muster a clear mind and a high
morale. That helps me living with the thought of sending you against those creatures ... You
know, there would be two people who could never forgive meif we failed - one is myself, the
other is Mrs. McGonagall."

The little joke broke the tension.
Harry asked, "Training with Mr. Lupin - does that mean I'll stay here in Hogwarts?"

"No, Harry - you will use the portkey to travel back and forth ... Y our sessions will take place
between eight and ten each evening.”

"But why - why do | have to stay with the Dursleys?’

"Onereason is - any unusual change right now is the last thing we need. So far, the other side
has no idea that we know the complete planning ... That reminds me, Harry - until you enter
the train, the people you met this evening are the only ones to know what's going on. Once on
thetrain, | leaveit to your judgment whom to gather for help in the arrangements. But not
before. Is this understood?’

"Y es, Professor Dumbledore ... And the other reasons?’
Dumbledore smiled. "I have reason not to talk about the other reasons, Harry. Let me tell you
so much - this place provides better protection than you would expect ... And besides - | have

astrong fedling your situation there has improved quite recently."
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Harry blushed again. "Did Sirius talk with you?"

"No hedidn't ... We talked of course, but only technical matters.”

Harry still looked questioning, but Dumbledore wouldn't say more.

He found Sirius downstairs.

Walking back to the railway platform, Sirius gave him some more details. His godfather
would be on the train in his dog shape, officially as a pet animal for Hagrid, who had asked
Harry to take the dog to Hogwarts.

The thought of Sirius at his side was comforting. In contrast, the thought of explaining al this

to Cho Chang was enough to keep Harry sleepless for along while, lying in hisbed at Privet
Drive.
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03 - Silver and Gold

It was Thursday, aweek and a day after the remarkable meeting in Dumbledore's office.
Harry was working with Lupin like every evening since then. Using a Boggart which, toward
Harry, appeared as a Dementor, Lupin forced him to conjure up Patronuses.

Histeacher did so in all variations possible, with or without warning, in atraining room or
unexpectedly in acorridor, by light and in the dark. It was stressful work, Harry had
developed a deficiency of sleep.

A moment ago, Lupin had managed to trigger the Boggart again. Expecting the meanwhile
familiar shape, Harry registered with surprise the first significant change in days - what
appeared in front of him was mostly unclear, but for sure it was no Dementor.

Reflexively, he raised his arm to do his part, only Lupin was quicker. Pointing his wand
toward the amorphous shape, the teacher called, "Riddiculus!”

The shape burst up and disappeared.
Harry stared at the spot, turned to his trainer. "What was that?"

"I don't know ... Definitely not a Dementor.” Lupin looked expectantly. "Y ou know what this
means?"

"Not exactly ... Maybe | know too well - it'sjust a Boggart, and the morphing doesn't work
any longer."

"No, the morphing does always work ... Harry - it means, a Dementor is no longer what you
fear more than anything else.”

"Really?' Harry felt perplexed. "Then - what do | fear most? ... What shape was this?'

"Good question." After athoughtful pause, Lupin said, "And the most fascinating aspect for
me - it didn't look like VVoldemort ... Although | haven't seen him in his new body."

"No, it didn't." Harry tried to find a name for his fears, without success.

Lupin said, "Maybe it's ... Remember what | told you years ago? Y ou fear the fright - so this
might be the Boggart's best guess how to shape the fright."

"Could be." Searching for a something better, Harry found the words to outline his feelings.
"Y ou know - today, my own definition would be something like, | fear the power of the Dark
Forces, or more precisely, their evil will and what they have in mind for other people like
Hermione."

Only in his mind, he added, ... and for Cho.

Lupin studied Harry for some time. Eventually, he rose. "Whatever it was, Harry - we need a
Dementor as your opponent ... Come with me."
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Harry frowned. What did Lupin have in mind? He followed his teacher - out of the room,
through the corridor, down a seemingly endless number of staircases. Finally, they reached a
dungeon totally unknown to him.

Lupin whispered something to a small picture of an ugly-looking creature, sitting on a three-
legged dog.

The door opened.

Entering the dark room, Lupin hissed, "Lumos."

Waiting at the door, Harry watched as the teacher used the light from his wand to reach a spot
at the wall and to light some torches. However, even with their light, the end of the large
dungeon kept hidden in darkness.

Lupin waited for Harry to come closer, then pointed. "Over there isa Dementor ... It's
captured and right now in a stupefied state. | will activate it - and you, Harry, will chase it
back into itscell ... Ready?'

"Wait a second!" Harry felt arush of horror. "Y ou mean - there's areal one?'

"Yes. It'sno fake."

"How did you catch it? ... How did you stupefy it?"

In the wavering torchlight, Lupin's face showed a smile of clenched teeth. "It wasn't my work
alone. There's no need unsettling you with the details, but trust my word, it was atricky job ...
Sufficient to say - if your Patronus fails, I'm right at your side ... Okay?"

"Okay." Despite the cold down here, Harry felt sweat on his temples.

When Lupin moved to the darker part, Harry couldn't see nor hear what his trainer was doing,
until he came back with quick steps, to place himself at Harry's side.

A moment passed.
All senses on alert, Harry could hear slow steps. Even before the large, cloaked figure
appeared in the dim light, he felt the frightening cold, the unmistakable hallmark of a

Dementor.

Thoughts whirled through his mind. Was it true? Had he overcome the freezing panic which
previously took him when confronted with Dementors?

Examining hisinner self, he still recognized horror, but only as the natural recoiling of a
warm body from this inhuman being. What he felt in addition was the growing rage, the same
he'd felt when hearing that Hermione should be killed.

Thisrage, growing with every step of the approaching Dementor, seemed more than
compensation for the unearthly cold.
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Next moment, another thought shot through his mind. So far, he'd used his airfight with the
Hungarian Horntail as the happiest memory to conjure up a Patronus. Through all the training,
however, an idea had been nesting in his mind.

The happiest moment in his life - these were the few seconds when his parents had spoken
with him, during hiswizard duel with Voldemort. Except that the memory altogether was
anything than happy, so he had rejected the temptation to try.

But this was the opportunity, the real test - if he failed, Lupin would save them both.

The Dementor was ten yards away.

Raising hiswand, Harry concentrated on the picture of his parents under the golden arc of the
fighting wands. "EXPECTO PATRONUM!"

A spur emitted from his wand, quickly forming into a shape.

Harry felt triumph, immediately followed by desperation - the shape wasn't silvery, didn't
form astag! Its colour was like dark, spotted gold.

Still - the shape completed, moved toward the Dementor. And with this closing in, Harry's
desperation faded, making room for a sense of wonder. There was no doubt - the Patronus
formed a Centaur!

And more - as he felt his confidence grow, he could watch how the dark spots faded, how the
golden shimmer increased.

With its last steps moving like an attacking Centaur, the Patronus reached the Dementor. At
the same instant, a high-pitched sound pierced into Harry's ears, a sound barely within the
audible range.

It came from the Dementor, held for some endless seconds, stopped abruptly. The Dementor
seemed to shrink.

It took Harry a moment to realize - the cloaked figure had collapsed, was lying on the ground,
motionless. The cold feeling gone.

The Centaur danced away, turned, bent, and faded into nothing.

Carefully, Lupin moved forward, his wand ready. He leaned over the formless lump on the
ground, then knelt, examining closely.

Coming up, he put his wand off, returned to a speechless Harry. "I'm ready to believeit,
except I'll need afew more minutes ... Harry, how did you do it?"

"I don't know ... | did the same as always..."
"No, can't be - something must have been different.”

"The only - well, | used another memory."
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The teacher's impatience seemed hardly under control. "Please - can you tell me what it was?"

After amoment's hesitation, Harry explained to Lupin what he had thought and which scene
he had imagined.

Lupin's eyes were burning in the torchlight. "Harry, do you know what you just did?"

"I conjured up a Patronus - except it was golden rather than silvery ... And it was a Centaur,
not the stag as before.”

"The Golden Patronus ..." Lupin's voice wasin awe. "So it's true."

"What istrue? ... And why has this been a Centaur?”

"Of all books about the Patronus spell, there is just one that mentions a golden one. And until
now, most wizards considered this afairytale, an exaggeration of the author, or just a
metaphor.” Lupin told Harry about the history of the Patronus spell, and how this topic had
aways suffered, from unreliable sources as much as from the lack of sufficient material.

As Harry learned, the systematic usage of Dementors was fairly new in the wizard history.
Obviously, most wizards in power throughout the centuries had shared Dumbledore's opinion,
that Dementors were a weapon that hurt more than it hel ped.

When Lupin finished, Harry was aready impatient. "That's all very interesting, but it doesn't
answer my questions. What made me do it, and why a Centaur?"

"I have no answer | can prove, al | can offer isaspeculation ... Want to hear it?"

"You bet."

"| see three factors playing arole." The teacher counted with hisfingers. "The first isn't really
new, but it appearsin a new context. Harry - the love of your mother has protected you the
first time, and it has reinforced you again. Don't ask me how, but for me there's no doubt.”
"Hmm ... Well, okay. And the second?’

"Y our happiest moment in life is embedded in your worst memory. But still, you didn't
hesitate to use it in the first encounter with areal Dementor - | mean herein our training ...
Thisbook I mentioned contains afew lines | couldn't make sense of, all the time - until you
told me what you did."

"Y ou mean - it's this combination what makes the Patronus so powerful ?*

"Yes... Mind you - the Dementor is knocked out, maybe even dead ... | don't think we can use
him ever again."

"Oh. I'm sorry. What ..."

Lupin started to laugh, continued so, unable to stop.
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After the first moment of uncertainty, Harry joined with a giggle. The tension was broken. It
took awhile until both of them were calming down.

"Harry," gasped Lupin, "that's agood one ... In case you don't know yet - your Patronus
training is over. It'sthe old story about the pupil surpassing his master."

"Y ou mean you cannot teach me any more?’

"That's not what | mean ... | still have afew tricks to show - welll use the days ahead for some
of them. But | cannot conjure up a Golden Patronus, so this part is over.”

Harry grinned. "Fine with me. It wasn't exactly boring, but I'm looking forward to new
challenges.”

But one question wasn't anwered yet. "Professor Lupin, what does it mean that this Patronus
was a Centaur?'

"It means, this was your own Patronus ... Until before, you still followed the sample of your
father, who considered a stag as the ultimate form of grace and power. Obviously, your own
opinion gives that credit to Centaurs."

That made sense. A Centaur ... The Centaur Firenze had saved him in the Forbidden Forest,
overcoming the prejudice of his own species. Harry felt very satisfied with the choice of his
sub-conscious.

"Let'sfinish for today," said Lupin. "Y ou have things to think about, and | have a wasted
Dementor to deposit ... | expect you tomorrow at the usual time. By then, I'll have an idea
what to teach you next."

Harry followed his trainer upstairs, until the corridors looked familiar enough. Then he said,
"Professor, | want to thank you. | don't think the student has surpassed the teacher. | mean, |
wouldn't know how to catch a Dementor."

"True, Harry - you just knock them down ... Good night!"

* k% %

When arriving for his training the next day, Harry learned that the Dementor was alive but
catatonic, and that Lupin didn't expect it to awake ever again. It didn't bother Harry.

Histeacher had mixed feelings. "I would have liked one more try - just to make sure this
wasn't your only Golden Patronus in store. Only | have no other Dementor. And, to be honest
- I've got some feeling the next one wouldn't even survive."

Startled, Harry said, "Professor, | don't feel too good about me killing Dementors. | mean ... |
have no pity, but ..."

"I'm sorry, Harry."

Lupin's face was rueful. "Please forgive my thoughtless remark. | know, you don't want to
move around as a killing machine. But before we discuss this further, as today's main topic,
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remember this - a Dementor isn't human, and it cannot scale its attacking power. So it cannot
surrender either ... A Patronus - your Patronus - fights only as hard as necessary. So if the
opponent cannot bend, can only break, it will be broken."

Harry was silent for some time, chewing on that. Then he asked, "Can we discuss this alittle
more?"

"Certainly." Lupin smiled. "It puts us right into today's lesson. Harry, what do you know
about fighting?'

Harry swallowed the quick reply that had come up, remembering just in time that Lupin
wouldn't ask him a stupid question. Thinking harder, he saw his assumption confirmed -
benesath the surface, this question held some trapdoors.

So hisfirst answer was chosen carefully. "Fighting needs two opponents.” After another
moment, he added, "And it needs something to fight with."

Lupin had waited silently. Now he nodded, apparently satisfied by the answer. His next
guestion sounded as simple as the first. "Opponents and weapons. Is this enough?”

"No. They must have areason to fight." Harry felt asif his answers were building adam
against therising flood of Lupins questions, except that soon he would be out of supply.

"Something else?' Lupin's face was expressionless.

"Hmm - yes, of course. The opponents must have the intention to fight. Otherwise, either they
would livein peace, or one would chase the other."

"Very good so far ... Now they fight." Lupin paused, as though giving the two imaginary
opponents time.

His next question came like a shot. "Whao's going to win?"
"The stronger one ... Er - no, the better one."
"Redly?’

Lupin'sface had lost the blank stare. It looked as if he had cornered his prey. "Why didn't
Voldemort win against you?”'

"Because ..." After amoment, Harry continued, "One reason is, | had some protection, but |
know that's not what you want to hear ..."

Checking his teacher's face for confirmation, he saw only raised eyebrows, making clear that
Lupin had his own opinion about what he wanted to hear.

Only he didn't hint at at, and so Harry, somewhat helplessly, finished, "... | have some feeling
of what | could say, but | can't put it into words."

Quite unexpectedly, Lupin beamed. "Excellent, Harry ... I'm here to put it into words. Listen
to me, and be prepared for alittle monologue.”
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After these questions, that was just fine with him. Harry relexaed, although the teacher had his
full attention.

"Muggles,” began Lupin, "fight with knifes or guns. Wizards fight with wands and spells.
Sometimes, both sides just use their fists ... But common to all of them is the big mistake of
thinking that the better weapon or the higher skill is enough to win the fight ... And again and
again, this expectation is proven wrong."

Harry nodded.

"Generally speaking, a Muggle would feel much more powerless than any wizard. He has no
magic to solve his problems. So it's no surprise that it were Muggles who devel oped the
philosophy of combat to its highest grades. This mental art has many forms and many names;
let's summarize it to one name - Zen."

Told Harry nothing. "What is Zen?'

"Zen isthe art to explore your inner self, to activate your inner resources. Thiscan resultin a
power more forceful than the outside tool, whether sword, gun, or wand ... Harry, considering
your survival, it's obvious that you're a natural talent in the art of Zen. My job isjust this, to
make you aware of it and to show you how to train.”

Harry quickly reviewed some eventsin his mind, checking whether Lupin's words rang a bell.
"I cannot say you're right or wrong, anyway it feelslike right."

"Exactly, because - Zen isn't knowledge ... It is feeling and understanding.”

For Harry, this seemed all quite vague, he wouldn't mind a better handle to it.

"There's more," continued Lupin. "It's not enough to explore yourself. Y ou aso haveto
explore the inner self of your opponent ... Thisis Voldemort's most serious weakness, and
that's why all his attacks toward you failed.”

"But | had help ..."

"Yes - only that's just the point. Look, when he tried to kill you as a baby, he simply didn't
expect a counter force strong enough to backfire his spell. And some weeks ago, he failed
again, this time because he didn't take into account the nature of the two wands."

Feeling barely wiser, Harry asked, "Is Zen then some kind of espionnage?’

"Yesand no." Lupin had started moving back and forth. "Collecting all informationislike
doing the homework, but that's just a basic prerequisite ... Y ou must feel out the spirit of your
enemy. Only that way, you can feel hisweak spot. And thisiswhere you must hit."
"Sounds simple - somehow." Harry blushed about his banal words.

"The principleis simple, yes. Holding to it in the heat of the fight, in the possession of the
seemingly irresistible power - that's the difficult part ... Call it discipline.”

"Yes, | see.”
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A moment later, however, after reconsidering some events, Harry felt again confused. "But
some of my fights were won only by breaking all discipline. How ..."

"No, No!" Lupin calmed himself. "Y ou broke rules, you broke agreements, but you never
broke the only discipline that matters - following the advice you gathered by feeling yourself
and your opponent.”

Harry's mind was at filled with the memory how he violated the time rule when he and
Hermione saved Sirius Black, just because it felt like the only thing right. And suddenly he
understood. "Y es, Professor - that fits."

"It's needless to say thisto you, Harry, so just for the sake of thouroughness - there is no carte
blanche to do what you want just because you feel likeit."

Harry laughed. "No, | wouldn't think so. | know what you mean."

"Thereissomething else ... | like to call it the first axiome of fight. | don't need to teach it to
you, because you already keep to it. But | want to speak it out.”

The handles, missed so badly only minutes ago, were gaining shape. Harry waited eagerly for
Lupin's next words.

"Before you fight, Harry, find out whether you're ready to fight. Part of thisisto know the
scale - isit afight for some advantage, or isit afight for life and death ... Once you have
decided to fight, do it to the end! In its shortest form, it means - fight to win!"

Harry frowned. "But isn't this the obvious goal ?'

"From the outside, yes." Lupin snorted. "But how often can you see people stopping in
midfight, because they are tired, because they feel pity, or whatever. That's how they reinforce
their opponent, and that's how they lose.”

"And afterwards?"

"That brings us back to the starting point ... You didn't like the effect of your fight against the
Dementor. That's why you're not awizard of the Dark Forces. To feel sick about abeing you
killed is a very human reaction - after the fight is over. Only then.”

Harry felt a stunning surprise. "That's why the Sorting Hat put me into Gryffindor."

Lupin smiled. "Yes, Harry. Let me come to the end. If your fight was right, and if the result
was the only way to win, the sickness afterwards will fade. You'll feel a sadness that this was
inevitable, but you still can ook into the mirror."

Had his teacher killed already? Harry would have liked to know, thought better than asking
that. Then another question occurred to him. "I didn't let Wormtail be killed. And then it was
him who ... Was this stopping afight before the end?’

Lupin took histime to answer. "Y ou have stopped Sirius and myself, and we accepted it
because only you had the right to decide. That means, you have ended our fight, and certainly
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before the end as we'd planned ... But you didn't stop your own fight - ssmply because it hadn't
even begun.”

That didn't help him much. "Professor Dumbledore said it was for some reason - but all | see
isthat Wormtail brought Voldemort back to life."

"To prove my own theory first - you weren't ready to fight, so you didn't. That is, condemning
aman to hisdeath is of course aform of fighting. The result of your decision may be worse
than expected, but thisisfate ... To prove Dumbledore's point,” now Lupin was grinning, "all
you have to do isto open your eyes.”

"Sorry," came the confused reply, "the nickel doesn't drop.”

"What's a nickel ?'

"Never mind - | mean, | don't see what you mean."

Lupin looked wonderingly. "Our ultimate goal isto destroy Voldemort. Do you agree?"

Harry nodded.

"Which probably means to kill him. Do you still agree?”

"Yes, | do."

"Then you'll certainly agree - it's very helpful to have a body incorporated by Voldemort.
How else would we find and destroy him?"

Harry stared. "1 didn't look at it thisway."

"That's because you were involved so deeply and so personally. Now let's talk about specific
training."

For the few minutes | eft of the evening lesson, they discussed plans for the next days. On
arrival, Harry had expected that L upin would teach him other spells that could be used in
combat situations. But asit turned out, his schedule would be filled with mental training more
than anything else.

And - despite all the handles Lupin had provided, it was still terribly difficult to grab the idea
his teacher called Zen.

Some days afterwards, when returning into his room, aletter from Ron was awaiting Harry -
initially in the shape of an ow! sitting outside his window.

Ron invited him to finish the summer vacation with the Weas eys, as was aready the habit.
It took Harry little thought to realize - he'd never manage to pass these days without spilling a
wrong word. He didn't need his new knowledge for the only possible decision. With suffering

heart, he wrote:
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Dear Ron,

thank you for your invitation, but this time

| cannot accept it, although it is very hard to
say No. | am very busy here with a specia kind
of homework that will take me until the end

of the vacation.

| am really looking forward to explain all of it
to you (and to some others), but this hasto

wait until we will meet in the Hogwarts Express.
Please give my thanks and my greetings to

al people in your family. | certainly would like
coming back to your offer next year.

Y our very busy

Harry

Somehow, thisfelt like avery realistic example of what Lupin had meant when talking about
'stopping in midfight'. Harry wasn't going to stop in midfight, couldn't help but feeling
miserable either.

Two days afterwards, another letter arrived from Ron.

Dear Harry,

| cannot believeit. If it were not for
your relatives, | would think you were
working with Hermione at some crazy
project. Be prepared to stand an
examination lock, stock, and barrel.
Ron

Harry grinned. Boy, were hisfriendsin for asurprise.

However - thinking about this surprise quickly sobered him up.
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04 - The Hogwarts Express Accident

In the past years, the shopping tours for a new school year had been done with the help of the
Weasleys, and together with them. Thistime, Harry was left alone in histask, and at first, it
seemed very difficult.

He decided to ask Uncle Vernon for just one journey.

Thistook him to Gringotts, where hisfirst action was a visit to his vault, getting some money.
This done, he asked for Muggles money, in exchange of afew galleons.

The bank clerk - very politely - asked for which purpose Harry might need Muggles money.
"For acab," was the answer.
He had to explain what a cab was.

When the clerk finally understood, he asked - still very politely - why Harry wouldn't use the
Knight Bus.

Since then, the shopping chores hadn't been difficult any longer.

What was an unspectacular method for guiding alarge black dog through the streets and onto
the train? Sirius had found the answer.

A man would await Harry just before the train. This man would give him the leash with the
dog at the other end; then, he would guide him to areserved compartment. Adjacent to that, a
second compartment would be locked, showing the sign Out of Order.

Except it wasn't, and Harry had a key.

Thisway, Harry would find enough room for his supporters - Ron, Hermione, the twins - as
well asfor his protegées. Thinking of Cho as a protegée was really aweird feeling.

He reached King's Cross, found a good spot to wait - close to the passage toward the platform
nine and three-quarters. In afew minutes, he was about to meet his friends, and this would
mark the end of adifficult period in which Lupin had been the only oneto talk with.

A group of figures appeared in the station hall, outstanding by their red hair.

Harry's heart jumped - the Weasleys. Watching them, he saw Hermione was with the group.
This would make things simpler.

They saw him, closed in, Ron two steps ahead. "Harry, you dirtbag! ... How are you?'
"Hi, Ron - awfully glad to meet you ... Hello, Mrs. Weasley."
The next moments were filled with greetings and huggings, before alook to the clock told

Harry it wastime.
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"Let'sgo ... There's somebody waiting for me."
"Really?' Ron looked surprised, then grinned. "Does this somebody happen to be ..."

Just barely, Harry managed to cut his friend short. "Wait and see ... | have to take something
for Hagrid."

"No dragon, | hope." Thiswas Hermione.

They passed through the hidden entrance, both Ron and Hermione eager to see Hagrid's
delivery - if only for their peace of mind.

Exactly where he'd expected him, Harry saw a man standing with adog at his side, the dog's
shape and colour not leaving any doubt if, by some crazy accident, these two weren't the right
ones.

Coming closer, he registered the moment when the man recognized him - one of the few
occasions at which alightning-shaped scar had proved a benefit.

The man passed him the leash, pointed to a compartment behind, and left, without exchanging
asingleword.

Ron had reached Harry with dog, said, " Of course, another pet for Hagrid, because for anyone
smaller, this beast would ..." Ron stopped in mid-sentence, examined the dog more closely,
turned to Harry with big eyes. "But that's ..."

"That's the dog for Hagrid!" Harry had accentuated every word sharply, now looked hard into
Ron's face, relaxing when he saw his friend had caught the message.

Hermione had caught it too. She kept silent, which perhaps was a discipline as heroic as
Harry's own when declining the Weasley offer, only her eyes were bright with surprise.

Her desire to listen was easily matched by Harry'simpatience to tell. He said, "We have a
compartment with a special dog allowance ... Comein."

Of course, when entering, his friends registered the locked compartment next door at once,
looked at him questioningly, then hurried forward at realizing that they'd learn more only
behind closed doors.

In the open compartment, Harry made the dog jump onto the seat next to the window, sat
down at its side, feeling himself suddenly dwarfed. He turned around. "Ron - please tell Fred
and George to join us as soon as we've |eft the station ... No - don't ask me now, I'll explain
everything to all of you."

Ron opened his mouth, closed it, nodded, left.

Hermione fondled the dog, bent closer, whispered, "Hi, Sirius."

The dog's answer was awagging tail and a quick slap with the tongue.
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About to comment on that, Harry heard the door opening, turned quickly to send off any
unwelcome traveller.

Unwelcome, oh yes ... Draco Malfoy, flanked by Crabbe and Goyle.
"Harry Potter ..." Draco's eyes were glittering. "I still owe you one - for the last time."
Glancing over Harry's shoulder, he added, "And you too, Mudblood. Thiswill be along and

eventful journey.”

A deep growl from the corner made Harry turn aside. The dog was baring his teeth, tensing
his muscles, ready to jump ...

"Y our pet won't help you," hissed Malfoy, aready retreating. The three figures hurried away
from the open door.

Moments later, Ron was back. "I met the unholy trinity. They were looking so happy."

If Harry had needed afinal confirmation, Ron's observation gave it - at least Draco Malfoy
knew what was going to happen. Suddenly, an evil but so far rather abstract plot had gained
unpleasant reality.

A whistle was blowing, then the train started to move.

Outside, Mrs. Weasley waved a last time, and moments later, they were alone.

Harry exhaled deeply, felt like stones falling off his back. Maybe there was a nightmare
waiting ahead, but at least he was with his friends.

Ron bent forward, impatience and expectation in his face. "Okay, Harry - spitit out ... What's
up? - What is Sirius doing here? - What have you done the last weeks?'

Harry grinned, grew serious again. "In a minute, Fred and George will be here, then | haveto
tell it only once ... But listen - until Sirius shows himself, thisdog isjust adog for Hagrid,
even for thetwins ... All right?"

Before Ron could answer, the door opened, this time for welcome guests. Fred and George
entered the compartment.

"Taking about the devil," said Ron. "Er - sorry, devils, | mean."

His brothers wasted no time paying attention to that. "Harry, big sponsor,” said Fred, and
George added, "Y ou've called us?' They sat down.

"What | have to say first - every word of what's going to follow istrue ... Remember Lupin?"
Nodding.
"He'son thetrain ... Once you know as much as| do, I'll need you, Ron, to look for him."

Then he told them the full story, starting with his visit to Hogwarts, and ending with his
training lessons, leaving out only the details of the real Dementor and the Golden Patronus.
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He finished, "I promised Dumbledore not to talk to anyone, until the train is under way ...
That'swhy | didn't dare following your invitation. | guess I'd have spilled the secret within
minutes."

Fred and George exchanged glances, for once silent.
Hermione was the first to recover. "What are we supposed to do, Harry?"

"WEell, we have to gather Cho and the two boys ... I've got pictures of them, and there's a letter
from Dumbledore for each of the three - you know, in case they won't move to our orders.”

"Leave the boysto us," said George, "and let Hermione get Cho ... | can't help thinking she
might need that letter."

Harry nodded. "Y eah, that'swhat | had in mind."

Hermione's comment was a smile - a short one, Harry could watch how the full impact of his
story was wiping it off.

That reminded him. "Wait - before you go, there's something else ... Draco knows about the
plan." He informed the Weasley brothers about the short encounter, instantly followed by Ron
describing what he'd seen passing the three figures outside.

"Ron," said Harry, "go find Lupin and tell him." He pointed toward the head of the train. "The
last compartment before the freight wagon will be locked. Knock twice, then wait a second,
then once, and finally twice more - that's the code ... Ask Lupin what whe should do about
Draco.”

"I'd have an idea,” replied Ron, his glance passing the dog in the corner. "But you're right. I'll

Asthe othersrose, Harry added, "Oh, | aimost forgot - I've got akey for the compartment
next door, the one that's signed as out of order ... Fred, George, bring those boys in there and
stay with them until I'll join you."

He was alone with the dog, had afew minutes to prepare his rhetorics for the talk ahead,
which seemed quite atask of its own - somehow, the thought of explaining the situation to
Cho was more frightening than an encounter with some Dementors.

This would have been an excellent opportunity to bite nails, except he wasn't prone to it.

Days before, when meeting Dumbledore again, the Headmaster had suggested to inform the
two boys only as much as required to keep them together. This was one reason why he wanted
to separate between them and Cho - there was no doubt, he had to tell her the full truth.

And even if he might have found another reason inside him - this official one was enough,
wasn't it?
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Deep in histhoughts, Harry registered the knocking only when the door was opening already.
Looking up, he saw Hermione coming in.

Followed by Cho Chang.
Followed by another girl??

Before he could present something better than a baffled stare, Cho was talking. "Y eah, exactly
what | thought ... Hi, Harry."

"Hi, Cho."

With some effort, he turned to Hermione. "Why didn't you bring her alone?"

Under different circumstances, it might have been fun watching how somebody was
outperforming Hermione as easily as Cho did, spilling words. "Thisis my friend Almyra...
Almyraand | are asinseparable as you thr ..." Cho stopped herself, looked astonished.
"Where's your red-haired friend?"

"Y ou mean Ron ... He'll be back in aminute.” Slowly recovering, Harry made an attempt to
say hello to the other girl.

Only Cho was quicker. "Yes of course. | just thought you had transformed him into that dog,
except this one's black."

"What??" Harry could't believe his ears. Had shereally said, "This one's Black?"

"Thisdog istoo black - if it would be Ron, it had to be red, hadn't it?" A short giggle escaped
Cho'sthroat.

Suddenly, Harry knew the reason for her rapid-fire talking - she was at least as nervous as he
himself. It eased him sufficiently to steady hisvoice, "Hi, Almyra... I'm Harry - please sit
down."

He hadn't planned any additional word, which was just appropriate since Cho fired her next
shot. Looking at Hermione, she said, "Okay then, so what's your story?'

"My story?' Hermione made big eyes. "What do you mean?"

Cho seized in her pocket, came up with a parchment, opened it. "Thisis the letter from
Dumbledore - just the one | got from you, remember? It says- " she scanned the writing, "...
the holder of this letter will explain the matter to you, and so on, and so on ... So please
explain!”

Hermione's head tilted toward Harry. "He's the one with the story ... I'm just the messenger."”

"Must be anew role for you." Cho turned away from Hermione, missing a furious look,
looked at Harry. "Okay, Master of Ceremonies - tell us the story."
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The last exchange had given Harry time enough to regain his balance. He said, "Please, Cho -
I'll have trouble enough telling you what's up, even without ..." He didn't dare finishing the
sentence, found help from an unexpected side.

"What he means,” said Almyrato Cho, "isthat your wisecracking doesn't improve things very
much. So please - shut up and let him explain.”

To Harry's great astonishment, Cho stopped talking and just sat there, looking at him.
Almyrasaid, "Must be a hell of astory."
"Unfortunately,” agreed Harry, "itis." It earned him the undivided attention of the two girls.

"Remember how the train was stopped two years ago, when they were looking for this
escaped prisoner?”

His audience nodded, while Harry forced himself not to look at the dog.

"Something similar will happen today, except it's much worse ... The train will be stopped by
the Dark Forces, and what they have in mind is not a single prisoner, quite the opposite ...
They plan to take the students as hostages.”

He explained how the captured students should be used to blackmail the parents and, at the
same time, to discredit Dumbledore and Hogwarts from their reputation as a center force
against Voldemort. He told them that the plan, although desperate, was to defeat the attack
and to publish the event as avictory.

Cho's comment was the quickest. "I can see why they didn't go public before ... If the
attackers win, there's nothing lost because the Dark Forces could have captured one student
after the other at home. But if we come through, all students are much safer in Hogwarts."
She looked at Harry. "But what's so important for us being here?”’

"I didn't tell the full story yet ... You know, ahostage is just good to put pressure onto
somebody else. What the Dark Forces want is to take over control of the wizarding world. So
they can use only students to pressure other wizards." Harry paused, searching for words.
Almyras eyes went big. "Hermione, what kind of parents do you have?"

Hermione nodded. "Y es - you've got the point.”

It took Cho some more seconds to understand. Slowly, she said, "Our parents are no wizards.
Blackmailing them would only be about money - Muggles money. That's useless.”

Her head came around toward Harry. "And your parents are dead ... Those bastards are going
to kill us, right?’

"That's their plan - thisis why the Muggles-born students need special protection ... It'syou,

Hermione, and two younger boys - Fred and George are collecting them right now ... We
know that the Dark Forces are going to use Dementors for - er, for this part of the plan.”
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Cho nodded. "Putting us together makes the protection easier ... So the only question left -
where's our bodyguard?”

"Somewhereinthetrainis Mr. Lupin,” replied Harry, feeling satisfied by the expression of
pleasure in the girls faces. "By the way, that's where Ron is heading ... Lupin will be one of
those who gather our own troups as soon as the train has stopped, and the place of the attack
isknown. But ... "

Cho interrupted him. "Oh, | see - then Lupin will come and rescue us ... | really hope he'll be
fast enough.”

"No ..." Harry bit hislips. "Lupin will be too busy fighting with the others. But he was the one
who had the idea for a permanent bodyguard, and Dumbledore agreed ... Even McGonagall
agreed.”

Hearing the name of the Gryffindor Headmistress, Cho's eyes widened in surprise. "Harry,
don't tell meit's..."

"Yes, it'sme." Harry watched Cho's face.
"You?

"Yes"

"Against Dementors??"

"Yes... I've been working with Lupin every single day for the last three weeks, to hone my
skill on what he taught me two years ago."

Hermione caught in. "Cho, | was together with Harry when he chased away a bunch of
Dementors. Ever heard of the Patronus spell?’

Cho shook her head.

Almyrasaid, "I'veread about it ... It's not even part of the teaching at Hogwarts." She turned
to Harry. "You can do a Patronus?’

"I did one after the other - until last week. Then Lupin declared the training finished, and we
worked at something else.”

Cho was staring at him. "Why wasiit finished last week?'

"We had used a Boggart because, toward me, it appeared as a Dementor."

Thisinformation, as he became aware, wasn't suited to improve the trust in him, so he
continued quickly, "Then Lupin presented areal Dementor. But it was just good for one more
try ... Anyway, Lupin was satisfied with it."

"What happened to the Dementor?' It was Almyrawho asked.

"It went catatonic.”
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Stunned silence filled the compartment.
Hermione looked as if she would like to cross-examine Harry about the details.
Once more, Cho was quicker. "And what's this dog doing here?’

"It'sfor Hagrid ... | promised him to take care of it, so there was no need for him travelling to
Diagon Alley."

"Y eah, certainly so." Cho's tone made clear what she thought of the answer.
The door opened.

Ron camein. "Hi, everybody ... Harry, can | speak?"

Harry nodded.

"I'vefound Lupin ... Actually, there'savery nice cat sitting with him. It has such an
interesting pattern in the face, looks like glasses - if you get my bearing.”

The others nodded, smiled with pleasure. What Ron had described was the animal shape of
Professor McGonagall.

Cho sent another thoughtful look into the corner where the dog was lying.
Ron continued, "Lupin says we should avoid any contact - probably Draco's supposed to give
some signal or whatever ... Only if they come to mess with us, we are free to give them a

lesson.”

Seeing the blank look in the girls faces, Harry hurried to explain that the other side also had
agents among the students.

Ron had still another message from Lupin. "Then he asked meto tell you something ... | don't
know what it means, but his words were, tell Harry, the Golden Centaur is always alone.”

Harry nodded; understanding perfectly - Lupin's reminder told him he would be able to
conjure only one Patronus at atime. He remembered Dumbledore's warning not to interfere in
the outside battle while leaving the students with him unprotected.

His thoughts were interrupted by Cho's next remark. "It's strange,” she said. "I'm sitting here,
hearing that soon some creature is coming to kill me, and listening to you - telling us a bunch
of half-lies. And still - | feel asif thisisreally the safest place in the train.”

"Y ou bet,” grinned Ron.

Harry said, "Thank you for this, erm, compliment. But | didn't lie to you."

"No - sorry, | used the wrong term ... What | meant was, you told us just enough of the truth
to keep us here.”



"But | told you all about the plan ... The only thing missing - | had no opportunity yet, the
attackers will be Dementors and Giants. But our troops al so include Giants - Hagrid was the
one that won them.”

"How reassuring, to know Giants will take part in the fight." Cho was counting with her
fingers. "Half-truth number one, this story about the dog is crap ... I'm pretty sureit's some
kind of second bodyguard, except | don't see how. But okay."

She raised the next finger. "Number two, your training with Lupin. | listened carefully, but
somehow | missed the part where the story begins. | guess you didn't want to bother us with
boring details from the past. And it ended quite abruptly with a catatonic Dementor."

She turned to her friend. "This end feels alittle loose, don't you agree, Al?"

The other girl nodded. "The book | read, there was nothing about this effect from a Patronus.
It only said this spell could be used to protect against Dementors."”

Cho'sthird finger came up. "And just when | think all right, mind your own business, Ron
comes back from Lupin with amystic message about Centaurs ... Mr. Potter, would you damn

please explain thisto us?' Looking at Hermione, she added, "It's as new to us as to your
friends, | can seeit."

Harry still hesitated, not knowing exactly why he had trouble talking about his new skill.

Hermione said, "Harry, we are the planned victims. It's better for us to know what to expect ...
Don't you agree?"

He sighed. "Yes - of course ... What Lupin's message meansis, you can conjure only one
Patronus at atime. As Dumbledore told me before, I'm not supposed to fight against
Dementors outside while you are at risk."

"Oh."

Suddenly, the others were reminded that a dangerous encounter would be taking place soon.
"About the Centaur ... Y ou must know, a Patronus takes the form of what the wizard
considers the essence of grace and power. Until recently, my Patronus had the shape of a stag.

Lupin told me this was my father's preference for transformation.”

At the mentioning of his father, the otherstried to look anywhere but into his face - except for
Almyra.

"When Lupin confronted me with the real Dementor, | changed something in my technique - |
mean the memory | used ... One effect was, the shape that came up was a Centaur. Obviously,
as Lupin told me, that's my own choice.”

Hermione was beaming. "Harry, that's super. | guess mine would be a Unicorn, but | wouldn't
disagree with you."

"And this Centaur was golden?' The gquestion came from Almyra.
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"Yes... Until before, the Patronus was always silvery, and its effect was to chase the
Dementors away. But the new one was golden, and it turned the Dementor catatonic ... I'll
never forget the sound it made before it collapsed.”

Harry didn't want to tell them how unusual a Golden Patronus was.
"And which mem ..." Almyra stopped herself. "Sorry, that's really none of my business.”

Harry saw Cho looking thoughtfully at Almyra. It was clear, she would examine her friend
closely about the literature on the Patronus issue - provided they survived the day.

A knock at the door interrupted the lasting silence.

It was Fred. "Hi there ... Harry, | know it's much more fun to talk with the girls, but | think
now it's our turn. Those boys are waiting for you. So, if you'd just take this dog with you into
the next compartment, George and | could raise the spirit here.”

Harry'sreply was half alaugh, half agiggle. He looked at the dog who jumped up
immediately. They went into the next compartment.

George did the honneurs. "Boys, thisis the famous Harry Potter - together with his pet. Harry,
meet Rupert Tyrrell, who is very pleased to meet you," George pointed to a sand-haired boy
who was watching Harry with shining eyes, "and Damon Harker, for whom everyting is new
and very exciting."

The younger boy reminded Harry of himself on hisfirst journey to Hogwarts.

George stood up. "Now I'll let you alone. The ladies are waiting for my appearance.”

* % %

After the discussion with Cho and Almyra, the task of telling these two boys a carefully edited
truth seemed like kid's play to Harry, something to recover with before the events started.

Asafirst step, it turned out, he had to stop them from addressing him with Sr. Then he asked
them what the twins had explained already, completed this by telling them about the planned
attack and about a possible risk for those students without awizard in the family.

To his horror, the careful censorship was atotal waste - both boys had seen too much
Muggles TV.

"Yeah," said Damon Harker casually, "they want to kill us, like in these movies. But you're
our bodyguard.”

"Y ou must know," said Rupert Tyrrell to the other boy, "last year Harry has won the Tri-
Wizard's Tournament. And the others were much older."

He continued to inform the newcomer about Hogwarts, its rules and rites. Naturally, the

Sorting Hat was a central issue. Rupert Tyrrell was Ravenclaw, and poor Damon couldn't
decide whether to prefer the house of his new friend Rupert, or that of his new hero Harry.
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The coming attack didn't bother them, and Harry was grateful for it.

He decided to deepen the track. "The Sorting Hat will take the decision for you," hetold
Damon. "Although - you know, when | was sorted, the Hat first thought | would fit into
Slytherin."

"Really?' Rupert, the second-grader, seemed genuinely horrified.

"Yes," nodded Harry. "he said, | would do fine there. But | didn't want to do fine there, so he
put me into Gryffindor."

Rupert was relieved, while the younger boy was caught by another confusion. "But then, if
I'm offered achoice, | till don't know what to do."

"It's pretty unlikely," said Harry. "Asfar as| know, my caseis special. | inherited some evil
powers from my encounters with the Dark Forces, that's why the Sorting Hat saw more than
one option ... Actually, that's what qualifies me as your bodyguard.”

The two boys nodded without any question. Obviously, this explanation matched perfectly
their experience from Muggles TV.

When the witch with the sweets trolley came along, Harry announced that he'd been ordered
to treat the boys with everything they wanted, expressing the hope they would want
everything.

There was no opposition, probably again thanksto TV education.

Outside stood another customer - George, presenting some money, grinning. "Harry, don't
worry about the proper treatment of the ladies ... Remember, we met the end of the rainbow."

Back in the compartment, Harry stored alarge pile of sweets on afree seat.

The next half hour was filled with tasting and eating. Rupert explained the various types to
Damon, while Harry fed the dog and himself. Sirius had a clear preference for Chocoballs.

Every now and then, laughter could be heard from the other compartment. Then the boys fell
silent. After some more minutes. Harry realized they had fallen asleep. It gave him the
opportunity to check with the others.

Opening the door, he found Hermione outside.

"Everything okay?" she asked.

"Yes. They are sleeping. | wouldn't mind if they slept through the event. What are you doing
here outside?"

"Making sure the wrong people don't approach unnoticed ... We take turns; one shift is half an
hour."

Harry nodded appreciatively.
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Hermione's voice dropped to alow volume. "Harry, | read the material about the Patronus
spell too. Thereisjust one book mentioning something like a Golden Patronus, and it's
considered unreliable.”

Harry was amazed. "I should have known ... Well, even Lupin was quite surprised. He thinks
it must be the very special nature of the memory, or at least this must be a major factor."

Hermione watched him. The question was only in her face.
After amoment, Harry continued, "Y ou know, the memory | used was that of my parents,
when | met them during my fight with VVoldemort. Lupin says, the happiest memory

embedded in the worst experience - that's what makes it so powerful.”

Hermione's hand was at his shoulder. "Harry, you won't believe how much | appreciate the
thought of a catatonic Dementor - right now."

"Y eah - you won't believe how much | agree.”
The train shuttered, jolted, slowed down.

One step took Harry to the door of the first compartment. He opened, sensing that his grip was
firm but sweaty, seeing all eyesresting on him.

"It begins ... Cho, please come over into the next compartment. The two boys are asleep - at
least they were a minute ago. Ron, Fred, George - can you place yourself as watchposts at
both sides?"

Everybody rose.

Almyrasaid, "I'll join Ron. That makestwo at both sides." She touched Cho's shoulder and
| eft.

Harry went back into the other compartment, followed by Cho and Hermione. Their faces
were tense, mask-like.

The younger boy was till asleep, but Rupert Tyrrell came awake, sleepiness being replaced
by fright.

The two girls sat side by side.

With one jump, the dog had leapt up from the seat, had reached the door. It was sitting there,
motionless except for the head which turned both sides to watch the floor.

Harry stood at the window, waiting.

Thetrain rattled to a halt in a passage that looked like a narrow valley. At Harry's side, a zone
of about thirty yards ran along the track where the ground was flat, with grass and afew
bushes. It was bordered by a deep forest that steeped up a mountain.
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Looking to the other side, Harry saw a similar picture, only the open range was even
narrower.

It couldn't have been designed better for the enemy. This was another place than two years
before. There was still daylight, in contrast to the last stop which had taken place after
nightfall. Of course, the Dark Forces wouldn't want any student to escape.

Harry didn't know which side would benefit more from the daylight, at any rate, he was
grateful for it.

Thefirst voices of excited students could be heard aong the corridor.

He kept watching through the window. Not seeing much in thislimited viewing angle, he
opened the window and peeked oui.

Behind him, he heard a muffled shriek. Somebody, probably Rupert, didn't like the direct
exposure to those waiting outside. The cool evening air rushed into the compartment. Harry
heard sounds of yawning in his back - apparently, the sleeping Damon was caming awake.
Then he saw the first movements.

Close to the head of thetrain, afew human figures appeared. They approached the next
wagon, looked up to the windows. It looked asif they were talking with the students, although
Harry couldn't hear anything.

And impatient " Ssshht" and a wave of his hand made the compartment fall into silence.
Some students climbed down the staircases and jumped to the ground. One of them shouted
something and turned toward the group of men. Wasit ... Yes - Draco Mafoy, histwo
satellites close behind.

"Of course," hissed Harry. He turned inside. "Draco is welcoming some wizards."

He turned again, watching the scene. A movement in the corner of his eyes made him look
closer toward the forest.

Some trees were moving.

With a sharp contraction of his stomach, Harry recognized - these were no trees but figures.
Giants.

They stopped at the borderline of the trees. He saw long pieces of wood in their hands.
Compared to the figures, they looked like matchsticks. One end seemed thinner than the other.

The scene with the wizards hadn't changed much. It looked quite asif they were ordering the
studentsto leave the train, with Draco and his bodyguards serving as the good example.

Asclever astheideawas, it didn't work. The older students had no intention to follow any

example given by these three, and the younger students were waiting for the older ones to
lead. Not even the Slytherins seemed inclined to follow.
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A new group appeared under the trees, small compared to the Giants but huge against the
wizards.

Harry heard himself snarl. Dementors.

They moved toward the first wagons, in afair distance from their own. The number of
Dementors in the plain was growing and growing.

Since the train's stopping, not more than three minutes had passed.
At the far end of the tree line, some uproar took his attention. Harry heard shouting that
sounded like husky voices through a loudspeaker - Giants' voices. Then rapid banging of

wood on wood drowned the voices.

Moments later, a new group of Giants appeared from the direction of the noise, armed with
the same type of wood weapons. Keeping a steady step, they moved along the treeline.

Harry watched how they reached the next Giant, swung their weapons, knocked him down,
and moved further. As small as their number was, compared to the total of Giants along the
trees, they fought as a group.

He clenched hisfists - another point for their side. Then he saw a smaller figure moving along
the group. Recognizing it, he wheeled around. "Hagrid's there - with our Giants. They're
trashing the others, one after the other."

The wizards were moving toward Hagrid and his Giants.

Before they could reach the middle of the plain, the large door of the freight wagon flew open,
banging in itstrack like a cannon shot.

Green and blue spurts flashed through the air like lightnings, hitting the wizards outside. Only
two were still upright after the first wave.

Harry saw afigure jumping from the wagon, a stooped shape running toward the Dementors.
It stopped, a blazing light shot up. Condensed to the biggest wolf Harry could imagine, silvery
and brilliant.

The wolf raced toward the Dementors and started to circle along the group, pushing them
away from thetrain.

Harry felt like dancing up and down. He turned inside. "L upin's Patronus is chasing the
Dementors. Our own wizards have knocked most of the others."

The two boys gaped. Hermione and Cho were sitting with all senses listening to the battle
sounds, right hands close to their wands.

Harry scanned the battle scene again.
So far, it looked good. However, the Giants fight no longer resembled an afternoon walk. The

line along the trees had dissolved, large figures were hurrying toward the cluster, which made
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only little progress. Harry wondered if he would be involved at al in the fighting. Checking
for Lupin's Patronus, his heart sank.

"Oh my God," he moaned.

The big, silvery wolf was racing in afrenzy. Wherever it attacked, the Dementors retreated,
only their group wastoo large. The wolf concentrated on the train side, protecting the
Hogwarts wizards and preventing the Dementors from entering the train. But the Dementors
only had to spread their group to along line, then, some of them would reach their victims.

Harry's mind raced. He had to help Lupin, or his Patronus, but how?

Dumbledore's words and Lupin's warning rang in his ears. If he sent a Patronus now, one
Dementor escaping into the train was enough to finish them off.

Lupin'slast lessons came to his mind. "What is your goal?' had been one of them, "Which are
your ways?' had been another. Harry closed his eyes, straining himself to gain a moment of
meditation.

Discipline in the heat of thefight ... Think clearly ... He wasn't to leave his group ... He had to
have his only Patronus with them ... He had to help Lupin ... Yes of course!!

He dashed to the door. "Fred! George!" To the other side. "Ron! Almyral" He wheeled
around. "Get up! We must reach Lupin!"

The boys rose hesitantly.

Hermione had started to ask, "But ..." without ever finishing the question. Cho had gripped
her and pulled her out of the compartment.

Harry bent to the dog. "Watch our path!"

They reached the exit, jumped down into the grass.

With all of them outside, Harry explained, "There are too many Dementors for Lupin's
Patronus alone. He needs mine too, but we must stay close for our own protection ... Have
your wands ready. Stay away from the Giants - we must reach the spot behind Hagrid's group
... C'mon!"

They hurried aong the train, Harry in front, Ron at his side, then the girls, the younger boys.
Fred and George guarding their back. The dog was moving in front of them, head and body in
rapid motion from side to side.

Thirty yards was frightfully close to the Giants' line.

They reached the height where the bunch of Giants were fighting. Luck - none of the
Dementors had made a move to attack Giants, they were still pressing toward the train and the

wizards. Just passing the fighting spot - that was al that separated them from a safer place.

Harry turned. "Look ... Over there, then we're safe.”
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"Harry, watch out!" It was Hermione, eyes wide open toward the train.
Harry spun around.

Closeto thetrain stood Draco Malfoy, pale skin, hate twisting in his face. He had his wand
already pointing toward Harry.

Harry started to point his own wand, knowing he'd be too late. Draco had inhaled and opened
his mouth to shout his spell. Harry knew what it would be, the Killing Curse. The moment
Span to eternity.

"Avada kiaaouuuhhh!™

Draco's voice was yelling at top pitch. A black shadow hung at his arm, two strong jaws
clenched around his wrist. In the echo of the shriek, Harry remembered the sharp, splintering
noise he had heard.

Two figures at both sides of Draco were in stasis, not knowing where to focus their attention,
the dog over Draco or Harry's group. Crabbe and Goyle at their usual performance.

"Get over!" To the dog, Harry shouted, "C'mon!”

They darted through the open spot ... passing a Hagrid who didn't pay attention ... some more
yards ... stopped. Fred and George arriving.

"Watch our back!" Harry turned, sucked air, closed his eyes ... His parents appeared, the
shining arc ...

"EXPECTO PATRONUM!"

At thelast syllable, his eyes open again ...

A cloud emanating from his wand, golden and magnificent. It bent, waved, closed.

The Centaur gallopped toward the line of Dementors. It reached the first.

The cloaked figure jolted as if hit by an electric blast, issuing a shrill whimper.

The Centaur raced down the line, turned, came back, never leaving far from Harry's group.
One Dementor escaped the front, approaching them.

It hadn't come closer than six yards when the Centaur was there. The horse body seemed to
jump right through the creature.

The high-pitched shriek started, muffled, ebbed abruptly. The Centaur was already
hammering down the other side when the Dementor had collapsed in the grass.

Harry checked around.
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The two boys stood agape, their looks following the Centaur's every move. Hermione's head
switched from the scene in front to the fighting in their back, eyes shining. Cho and Almyra
watched with fascination, only less open-mouthed than the boys. Harry registered how Ron, at
his side, kept murmuring, "Oh my, ohmy ..."

Fred and George had assumed a Janus stance, their heads in opposite directions. As Harry was
looking, they changed positions, so the other could watch the Centaur.

The dog - Sirius - was patrolling the side where they had arrived, watchful for any sign of
Draco and his companions.

The line of Dementors faded. Pressed between two Patronuses, they retreated the only path
left - into the forest.

Minutes later, the plain was free of Dementors. Lupin's dog and the Centaur circled along the
tree line, entered the forest, never to come back.

The wizards - their own wizards - moved closer.

Harry waved to Lupin, who raised his arm without stopping in his march toward the Giants
group. Harry saw other men, unknown to him, in their midst a furious-looking McGonagall.
Without glancing aside, she moved in Hagrid's direction.

When the hostile Giants saw what was approaching them, they stopped, turned, and hurried to
escape into the forest. Those closest to Hagrid's group weren't lucky. Within seconds, they
had been knocked to the ground.

The wizards stopped, checking around. The grass and the entrance to the forest were full with
motionless figures.

The battle was over.

Lupin reached their group. He quickly examined each student, asking, "Everybody okay?"
relaxing when a chorus answered "Yes'.

Toward Harry, he said, "That was close. Without ... How did you know?"

"I saw how the line was growing longer and longer. Then | remembered about Ways and
Goals. Then | knew - we had to come over."

"Y es - the only solution, and you've found it. Harry ..." Lupin shook his head, mastering his
voice again. "Let'stalk later."

To the group, he said, "All right, back into the train. It'll move soon. What's |eft to do here
isn't students' business.”

Trotting back, Harry tried to catch Hagrid's look, then felt it more important to check their

path. He didn't really expect to be confronted by Draco again, yet Lupin's axiome was in his
mind - he had to body-guard four students until they arrived safely in Hogwarts.
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They had settled again in their compartments. The whistle had blown, and the train had gained
speed, leaving some figures upright and many more lying on the ground.

The doors of the two compartments were open, a coming and going between them. The dog
had placed himself in the corridor.

Harry went to him, knelt, slung his arms around, and buried his face in the fur. "Thank you,"
he murmured, his eyes burning, "you've saved me again.”

A purring sound came from the dog. Harry felt atonguein hisface.

Coming up, Harry saw Cho glancing.

"Hagrid'sdog, huh? ... | bet." She said it with a smile, not expecting an answer.

He sensed Almyra studying him, felt too exhausted to muster any embarrassment.

She asked, "Can | do something for you?"

He barely avoided the dlip of histongue. "Yes... Has Si - has this dog left some Chocoballs?’
The dog's guard turned out unnecessary. Nothing more happened until Hogwarts.

Only later that evening, when all students were to meet for the dinner in the Great Hall, Harry

would see three empty seats - Draco, Crabbe, and Goyle had preferred to let the train move
without them.



05 - The Fortress

When the train reached Hogwarts, excited groups of studentsfilled the platform, talking
animatedly, before finally walking toward the school buildings.

"Firs-years, over there!"

The well-known voice made Harry wheel around. Hagrid!

Tired as hewas, it took him a moment to reconstruct the way how Hagrid, whom he had seen
last in the plain, could arrive earlier than the train. The teachers and Hagrid had used
apparition - or portkeys - to reach Hogwarts in time before the train was due. The scene, so

perfectly normal, was somehow disorienting after the long journey.

"I moved this path every day during the last three weeks," said Harry to Ron and Hermione at
his side. He pointed to the ground. "Here's my portkey spot.”

Ron grinned. "If you ever miss the Dursleys, you can make ajump visit."

The twins had joined their friend Lee Jordan to spread the news of their adventure. Rupert
Tyrrell had done the same with his own group, after guiding young Damon to Hagrid. The
dog had disappeared into the dark.

Coming closer to the school, Harry saw afigure waiting at the entrance. It was Professor
McGonagall, looking strangely normal after the scene at the train track.

A voice from behind, known yet unfamiliar, called, "Harry!"
Turning, he saw Almyra, Cho at her side.

Almyrasaid, "We want to thank you for the protection - you and your friends ... Y ou were
great."

Harry blushed. "There'sno need ... Actually, we did it together. It was as if we had trained -
you know, as agroup.”

Almyralooked pleased.

Cho said, "Y eah - sitting in cover and then running wild because the stupid Dementors won't
come.”

When Harry didn't respond, she tried to smile, failed, shook her head. "Sorry, that wasn't a
good one. Needs some ..." She cleared her throat, said, "1 mean - thank you," and hurried

away.
Hermione watched her leaving. "That big mouth of hers ... at least she has the right friend to

get it shut." Seeing Harry's face, she added, "But she'sup to it. Tough girl ... Imagine, Harry,
it had been Parvati Patil."

Ron went almost hysteric in his giggles.
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Having reached the building, they parted to deposit their luggage, then met again in the Great
Hall.

The Sorting Ceremony was due first, as usual. After each exclamation from the Sorting Hat,
the new student was greeted with wild applause from the assigned house's table, while the
others booed and whistled.

The Slytherins had a hard time. Every assignment to their own house raised ayelling
concerto. Harry felt pity with those poor newcomers who moved, head down, to their table.

Damon Harker was selected for Ravenclaw, showed a happy grin on hisway back. His
applause was the loudest because at the Gryffindor table first asmall group and then, after
some surprised looks, the entire table was applauding too.

When the ceremony was over, Albus Dumbledore stood up.

"Welcome in Hogwarts," he began, "after along and eventful journey. | have quite alot of
things to announce, but as I'm sure to have a more patient audience after dinner, thereisjust
one item | want to address before we eat."

Laughter and applause.

"I could notice a somewhat unbalanced enthusiasm during our Sorting Ceremony. It gives me
reason to make one point very clear."

Dumbledore looked around. "Hogwarts with all four of its houses is one unbreakable
community, with due respect to afair competition between them. Thisis particularly true,”
the Headmaster's voice turned sharp, "for the Slytherin house.”

Silence was lying over the hall.

"Especialy now - after three seats at their table are left empty and will stay that way -
although we don't expect these students back ... I'll address thisissue in more detail later, but
for now, let's eat!"

Roaring applause erupted from the Slytherin table, after some hesitation followed from the
other tables.

Then, everybody busied himself with food and drinks.

Harry didn't feel very hungry, while he kept emptying one glass after the other, taking his
time to watch the teachers table.

Hagrid was missing. But Harry saw Grubbly-Plank, the witch who had substituted Hagrid
once before. Snape looked better than the past weeks. Lupin, although not showing bruises,
looked like awreck. His appearance was very much how Harry felt himself. Doing a Patronus
seemed to suck an awful ot of energy.

Dumbledore was up again.
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"I'm not going to cut you short on your food supply, so - as an exception from the rule, and
because I'll need some time, feel free to chew on while I'm speaking.”

Again laughter; some glasses were raised.

"Although I do this on therisk of seeing the bites stuck in your throat." Dumbledore's smile
faded. "I'm only half joking. But we arein dire need of some fun."

He summarized the situation with VVoldemort and the Dark Forces, then came to the events of
the day. "We need to trust each other, so I'm telling you what really happened today. And, as
bad as the truth may sound, it's still better than the wild rumours which no doubt would spread
around ... All students we want to be here have arrived safely and unhurt, and thisis already a
great victory. Now I'll tell you why."

Eating had stopped completely. The hall was silent. Dumbledore had the audience every
teacher would dream of.

The Headmaster's face showed determination. "What happened today on the train was the
attempt of the Dark Forcesto capture all students, for being held as hostages against their
parents, against us, and against every other wizard not willing to bend to their evil threats ...
We knew about this plan. We were prepared, and our allied forces - wizards, students, and
Giants, made them fail miserably."

Dumbledore paused, letting the full impact of his words take place.

"For some students without wizards among their parents, the risk was even higher. We had
reason to believe they were to be killed rather than captured. But we were prepared for this
too, and all of them have arrived unharmed.”

Heads were turning.

Harry's gaze was locked at Dumbledore.

"The only injuries were suffered by three students who had taken the party of the Dark
Forces, obviously under the influence of their parents, which are notorious for their support of
Voldemort. I'm talking about the students Malfoy, Crabbe, and Goyle. They were hurt while
trying to kill one of us. However, they did us alast big favour - they missed the train."

Excited murmurs were spreading all over the tables. Harry felt glancesin his direction from
many sides.

Dumbledore raised hisvoice. "As | said before, their seats remain empty, and this shall be the
sign to remind us of two things, whenever we'll meet here. First - the Dark Forces have been
defeated while exposing those among our round who were on their side ... Second - the house
of Slytherin is on our side without any exception!"

The hall nearly trembled under the stamping of feet, hammering of fists, and shouting from
the students.

Dumbledore beamed toward the Slytherin table, waiting until the roar ebbed away.
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"Thefight against the Dark Forces has only just begun. Y et more than ever before, Hogwarts
and its people are a center force against them. This houseis 