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Chapter I
August, 1998

"I am not pleased for you to be back here," Headmistress McGonagall stated.

"I am so gratified to hear that," Severus Snape sneered.

"I have testified on his behalf," Dumbledore's portrait offered.

McGonagall dismissed the image from her consideration. "Still, I have been commanded to take 
you back, if possible."

"Why would it not be possible?" Snape demanded.

"There really is no need for your services," McGonagall answered. "Horace is staying on, Remus is 
available for both Defense and even Creatures, as Hagrid has not completely recovered, and we 
have a real, certified expert in Defense, as opposed to a self-proclaimed expert in the Dark Arts." 
Snape flushed. "Still, this was part of a compromise reached with the Governors." She smiled 
grimly. "The three remaining darkest, most Pure-blooded, Governors have resigned."

Snape was startled.

"Yes, if you return, you will not have the Board to back you up. I will be totally fair, and I expect 
ALL the staff to also be totally fair."

"Besides being Head of Slytherin. . . ."

"You will not be. Horace will remain Head of Slytherin for the immediate future. Your assignment? 
Second, Third, and Fourth year Potions. Second and Fourth year Defense. Second year 
Transfiguration. We have managed to convince Binns to move on, so Sixth year History."

"Why?"

"Because I believe if you again teach with your former bigotry, lackadaisical attention to facts you 
dislike, and total favoritism in grading, these will cause the least damage. Both your grading and 
your use of House points will be reviewed. If you can prove yourself over the next few years, prove 
that you have changed and that you still wish to stay, then we might reconsider your assignments."

"I take it Slughorn and Flitwick are also sharing various subjects?"



"Yes. My apprentice will be teaching First year Transfiguration as well as First, Second, Third year 
history."

"Your apprentice?" Snape then made a face. "Granger?"

"Exactly. MISS Granger. Horace will be teaching the other years of Potions, and Third year 
Transfigurations. Remus will be teaching First and Third year Defense and the other years of 
History, and if needs be, he will help Hagrid. Filius will teach Fourth and Sixth year 
Transfiguration, and the final four years of Charms. I shall teach Fifth and Seventh year 
Transfiguration. Pomona will likely be the Deputy."

"And the other new staff member?" Snape demanded.

"You will meet him in a few days, if you remain here instead of leaving until the First," McGonagall 
said. "I look forward to seeing what you make of him."

"I shall be making my new lesson plans," Snape answered stiffly. "I shall be here on the afternoon 
of the First, as is required."

"As you will, Severus. Just remember, you are on probation."

Tuesday, September 1, 1998

"Good afternoon, Filius. Did you have a pleasant two months?"

"Not particularly," the diminutive professor answered. "I spent most of my time assisting the 
Ministry and St. Mungo's, trying to reverse some of the spell damage, to persons and property." He 
bowed. "Miss Granger. I am so pleased that you have joined us."

"With all the deaths," Hermione said, her voice flat but her eyes still filled with pain, "the Muggle 
world lost its appeal." Her parents were dead, as were the families of many of the Muggleborn. 
Although they had not been dating since the previous spring, Ron Weasley had also been killed in 
the final battle, and that had had its affect, as they had stayed close. "And with Harry disappearing, I 
really didn't know what to do with myself. I am glad to be here."

"We will do our best to help you heal," Flitwick said kindly. "Once you have finished your 
apprenticeships and gain your Mastery in Transfiguration and Arithmancy, I hope you feel like 
doing the same in Charms."

Hermione almost smiled. "I would be honored. We'll see how these go."



Flitwick turned to McGonagall. "I met the most interesting young man while assisting with the 
repair of the Muggle repelling wards near Hogsmeade a few days ago. Is it true we will have a new 
staff member in addition to Miss Granger?"

"Yes, but let's wait until everyone meets him to discuss him," McGonagall said.

"He looks like the type of person Dumbledore would have appointed, not you," Flitwick teased as 
the wards announced someone had given the password.

"Come in," McGonagall called a moment later. "I had one staff appointment forced upon me, but 
only one."

"Not me, I hope," Remus said, limping in. He was still not 100% after the final battle, but he was 
recovering.

"No, of course not," McGonagall answered. "How is your wife?"

"Well," Remus answered. "It does make sense to have a few aurors stationed in Hogsmeade as 
constables." He looked at Hermione. "Dora reminded me to tell you that you and Luna are always 
welcome in our home."

"Thank you, Remus."

"So, it is really true, my boy?" Flitwick asked eagerly.

Remus nodded. "I don't know how he did it, but Harry ended the Curse before he left. I haven't felt 
the least bit ill the last two full moons." He smiled grimly. "One less thing for Severus to complain 
about."

"Why did the Board members back him?" Flitwick asked, curious.

"Harry was able to force them out. In a manner of speaking, Severus is their last attempt at 
revenge," McGonagall answered.

There was a sharp rap on the door of the Headmistress' office door. "No warnings?" Flitwick asked.

"If it is who I think it is, I doubt he would trip one," McGonagall answered. "Come in!"

Hermione was filled with curiosity. The Headmistress had refused to say anything about the 



mysterious professor, and it had piqued Hermione's curiosity even more than Remus', as she had not 
met him during the week he had spent in the castle in early August.

Considering how slowly some wizards age, the man who came in could have been anywhere 
between 25 and 40, at Hermione's guess. He was a bit more than average height, and seemed to 
have a slim but athletic build. He certainly moved with confidence.

His dress was eccentric, even by wizarding standards. He wasn't really wearing robes so much as he 
was wearing a plain grayish-brown habit, complete with hood. Had he had his hair cut with a real 
tonsure and had his belt had a rosary in addition to the plain leather cord, he would have looked a 
bit like an early Franciscan. His sandals were the oddest looking Hermione had ever seen.

Hermione decided he wasn't handsome, as much as he was striking. His light brownish hair was cut 
very short, and his features, other than his eyes, nondescript. His eyes were a brilliant violet, a color 
Hermione had never seen before. She blinked when she saw them twinkle.

The man's hands went inside the sleeves of his habit and he bowed. "Headmistress. I hope I find 
you well." Hermione thought he had a pleasant voice, although she couldn't begin to describe his 
accent.

"Brother," McGonagall answered with a nod. "I take it you would still prefer that form of address?"

"I would." His eyes moved to Flitwick, then to Remus, and then to Hermione. "Professor Flitwick, a 
pleasure to see you again. Professor Lupin and Miss Granger, I presume? I am pleased to meet you 
both. I am known as Brother Zed."

"A religious order?" Hermione asked.

"After I left school, I was involved with the fight against Voldemort during the end of his final reign 
of terror. Then, having learned things about myself I did not like, I have travelled since 1981. I 
worked and studied with an Order of Druids in North America, a magical Buddhist monastery in 
Nepal, and a secret magical Order within the Catholic Church. I also learned from some other 
teachers. I am not here to preach any religious doctrine. I am here to teach magic. While there might 
be some philosophy," his left hand came out of his sleeve and he presented Hermione a bunch of 
artificial pink rosebuds, "there might also be some slight-of-hand for demonstrations. . . ." His right 
hand was suddenly filled with real roses, "and some other magics as well. These are your favorites, 
are they not?"

"Do you possess the inner eye?" Hermione teased.

"Not as such." He turned his attention back to McGonagall. "Is the dark one going to be teaching?"

"I am afraid so."



"I shall watch him," Z said, and the others thought it almost sounded like a vow. "Anyone may fall 
into Darkness, and they can often not be saved by the intervention of others. However, I will not 
have a child led to it when I am near by. May I continue my search of the castle, looking for Dark 
Magic?"

"Of course. After the events of the last seven years, who knows what tricks Riddle or his agents 
might have left."

"May I watch?" Hermione asked.

"You may walk with me, but you will likely find it physically exhausting and not terribly 
interesting."

"Please inform me of the results."

"Of course, Headmistress."

"What kind of Dark Magic detectors will you be using?" Hermione asked as they walked down the 
corridors.

"My senses," Z replied. "I think you have a difficult accepting that."

"I do."

"A Dark Magic detector detects two things. Magic and intent. Intent must be interpreted. A true 
mage has access to magic at many levels, and may train his senses to properly interpret them." Z 
smiled slightly. "I do not think you accept that."

"It's not easy."

Z stopped walking and looked at Hermione dispassionately. "I have a passion for justice, and a 
thirst for knowledge which will help me further justice. You have a reputation for an even greater 
thirst for knowledge. What do you have a passion for?"

"I don't know," Hermione confessed. "I think that thirst, as you call it, is almost all I have left. I 
came from a small family, the only child of only children, who were also only children. They are all 



dead. I lost my ex-boy friend, even though I had already learned that I did not love him as much as I 
thought I did. I lost my best friend, the center of my life, because Harry felt he had to get away, 
because of what he had been forced to become."

"He had become a powerful warlock, who had had to kill many," Z agreed. "I was much the same." 
He sighed. "If killing does not change you, then you were very Dark before you killed."

"I've killed," Hermione whispered.

"I know," Z said. He came to a decision. "Will you trust me?"

"Probably," Hermione answered.

"I will have to touch you, but not, well not. . . ."

"Not a 'bad touch' as they say to children?"

"Nor a 'good touch', as adults might say. A neutral one."

"Very well."

"Take my hands and look into my eyes."

Hermione took the hard strong hands with their long fingers into her now-soft small hands. She was 
on the short side and slim, barely 5 foot 3, while Z was 5 foot 10. She gazed up into his purple eyes.

Hermione had learned Occlumency, and she felt little warning twinges, but nothing overt. "Close 
your eyes." She did so, and Z moved her around so that she was standing in front of him, leaning 
against him. Their hands were still in contact with the other, but he had his left arm around her 
waist, his right hand was on her left shoulder and her hands had slipped onto his very powerful 
forearms.

"Open your eyes."

Hermione did, and what she saw amazed her, for the corridor's mute colors were completely gone, 
replaced by wavering shadows. "Is this how you always see?"

"No, this is one form of mage sight. Look at the paintings. What do you see?"



Hermione frowned. "I can't see the subjects, but they are in wavering grays and blacks."

"The blacks are Dark magic."

"What!?"

"All the animate subjects may leave their frames. The people in the paintings form a surveillance 
network. That is gray, neither light nor dark. However, the human subjects tend to gossip, which is 
mildly dark. Now, shut your eyes again. Now open."

Hermione opened her eyes and quickly shut them, overwhelmed by the overlying images.

"That is mostly how I see. However, I have other mage senses as well. For example, there is a 
fraudulent, corrupt, petty, and injured spirit who has been lurking behind us, sneering, for about half 
a minute. My guess is that it is Professor Snake."

"That's Professor SNAPE to you, as Granger could tell you if you are done fondling her."

Hermione tried to turn on Snape, but found herself held in strong arms.

"If you are Professor Snake, I mean Snape, then she is Miss Granger. If you think I am touching her 
inappropriately, as opposed to professionally, as you heard the complete discussion, you are even 
more foolish than you are twisted." Z let Hermione go and turned towards Snape. "Now, I suggest 
you take your dirty mind back to whatever gutter you inhabit."

Snape merely sneered and moved on. Z bowed to Hermione. "My apologies if I made you feel at all 
uncomfortable."

"You didn't," Hermione answered. She hesitated, but said, "I appreciate the gesture, but defending 
me from Snape's innuendo will likely be a full-time job."

"Why? Other than the fact that you are brilliant, attractive, Muggle-born, and an associate of Harry 
Potter, I mean."

"That would likely be more than enough for him," Hermione agreed. "Do you know what set off the 
final battle? What lured Harry to Voldemort, I mean, and what set Harry off?"

"In general," Z answered tonelessly.

"Voldemort had seized two of our friends, Ginny Weasley and Luna Lovegood. Voldemort used all 



his power to break into Harry's mind, and then had Ginny repeatedly raped. I think nearly all the 
male Death Eaters raped her at least once. They tortured Luna. Well, Harry saw all that and went 
berserk, and I mean that literally. The point is, the last thing Draco Malfoy did before Harry ripped 
his genitals off and forced him to choke to death on them was to kill Ginny. Luna survived, but she 
has been permanently blinded and terribly scarred."

"I thought there were magically prosthetic eyes," Z said.

"There are, but they really only work well when paired with a real eye. In fact, they can cause long 
term damage if used alone."

"And what does any of this have to do with Professor Snake?"

"Luna's father was killed last May. She's staying in my suite."

"I am remarkably gifted in healing wounds, even old scars. I offer my services, to her, and to you if 
you have any."

"I'll talk with Luna about it. The point is, well. . . ."

"He will claim that you are a lesbian."

"He will." Hermione squared her shoulders. "I am not a lesbian, but Luna is my lover as well as my 
friend."

"Then I would be even more honored to help. Come," Z went on. "I have heard several stories about 
Riddle. Let us see if the logical conclusion is also the correct one. Either way, I shall have the center 
for the search pattern I will conduct for dangerous magics."

"Where are we going?"

"I believe it is called the Trophy Room. Please correct me if I am not taking the most direct way or 
if I am getting us lost."

Hermione stopped him about three minutes later. "If we keep going to the main stairs, they move, at 
least during the school. There is a smaller set of side stairs this way."

Brother Z obediently followed.

"May I ask you something?"



"Of course. I reserve the right not to answer."

Hermione pressed on. "You said you fought in the first war. What about the second?"

"From your point of view, you were apparently involved in the fight against Voldemort since the 
spring of 1992, if not before. You do recall that the news was not released until late June, 1996?"

Hermione made a face, but merely said, "Yes, I do."

"At that point, I was still with the Brotherhood in southern Italy, finishing several courses of study. 
Your Ministry refused outsiders to come in and help until after the death of Dumbledore."

"And his killer has returned to the scene of the crime," Hermione added, disgusted.

"So he has, and he has not accepted the guilt for any of his crimes. As for me, I was with the team 
who came in and destroyed the dementors. In fact, it was partially my work which allowed us to do 
so."

"That came at a good point for us," Hermione admitted. "So, what are we looking for?"

"Voldemort supposedly cursed the Defense position. That really should be impossible, considered 
by itself. I do not see how it could be possible in effect, unless it is linked to an actual person or 
some physical object. It may have been partially linked to Voldemort himself, but I think there must 
be an object somewhere in the castle that serves as a center."

"That makes some sense."

"I had planned to start this weeks ago, but I ended up only having nine free days, and I spent the 
entire time decontaminating Slytherin House." He wrinkled his nose slightly, and Hermione realized 
that the man had very little distinguishing body language, or much giving away his feelings in voice 
or face.

"Somehow, I am not surprised." A thought occurred to her. "Do you know any Parselmouths? You 
might need to enter the Chamber of Secrets."

"I have many types of animal magic," Z answered. "It is not all that uncommon a gift, outside of 
Europe. And yes, some of the Dark magic I found in Slytherin House was based on Parseltongue."

"I wish you could have been the Defense teacher a few years ago," Hermione said regretfully as 
they entered the trophy room. Hermione shook her head, remembering the phony duel Harry had 



been lured to, seven years before.

"So do I. Now, what objects here might be associated with Riddle?"

"The list of Head Boys, and a special service award, if nothing else."

"Let's start. . . . oh, my." Z walked over to the obscure corner where Riddle's award was. "This 
carries a powerful curse, no, at least seven curses. Three very powerful." A snap of his fingers 
summoned a notebook and a pen. As Z muttered incantations, the pen wrote down several pages of 
arithmatical equations. After ten minutes, Z paused, and then took another five minutes to clear the 
award of Dark magic. He then searched the rest of the trophy room, but found nothing unusual.

"Shall we retire to prepare for the students' arrival?" he asked.

"May I see the equations at some point?"

"Of course."



Chapter II

"So," Hermione concluded, "what do you think?" She finished arranging her robes and looked at 
Luna, sitting on their bed.

Luna's sightless artificial eyes looked back. "I cannot see my scars, only you do." Before Hermione 
could respond, Luna raised a hand. "On the other hand, while it will be difficult to move about 
outside out chambers, I cannot stay here forever. It would make things easier if I presented a . . . 
more normal appearance." Luna cocked her head. "What about your scars?"

"If it will make you feel more comfortable, I'll ask."

"Good." Luna smiled slightly. "Now run along to the feast. You don't want to be late."

Luna looked over at the door of the bedroom when Hermione returned. "How was the Feast?"

"Tense," Hermione replied thoughtfully. "The sixth and seventh years were glad to see Remus back, 
of course, and they gave him a second cheer when his cure was announced. They were polite to me, 
and Zee. . . ."

"'Zee'?"

"He told me tonight that his name was just the letter. In America, they apparently call the letter 'zed' 
'zee' instead."

"How odd."

"Anyway, when I asked if there was anything I could call him besides Zed, he said that I, and by 
extension you, could call him Zee if we prefer."

"I suppose it could have been worse," Luna mused.

"In what way?"

"Well, if his name were Y, it could be very confusing in general conversation. If it were X, it would 
be like constantly solving an equation. If it were W. . . ."



"Yes, dear," Hermione said affectionately. She kissed Luna's forehead, and began changing into her 
nightgown. "He said that he would come by Friday night."

"Good. But what about Professor Snape?"

"He must have known that he would not be welcomed by three of the Houses, but even the 
Slytherins hissed him."

"To some, he disgraced the House by killing Dumbledore, no matter that Dumbledore may have 
ordered him to do so. To others, the fact that he betrayed the Dark Lord was treason. To the 
remainder, the mere fact that he failed on most levels, and is now of no influence, may account for 
their feelings."

"I'm sure you're at least partially correct."

The students knew their new professor was an odd one right from that first night, from his dress if 
nothing else. This was reenforced the next morning, when they found Brother Z awaiting the arrival 
of his colleagues at 7:00 a.m. in a lotus position and floating a few inches higher than the staff table.

The students also knew they had a dangerous, and entertaining, new professor when Professor 
Snape became the second member of the staff to walk in. He sniffed audibly from one seat away 
and made a loud sneering comment about fakirs -- and was turned into a seal without Z making a 
movement. Fiery letters then erupted behind them: BETTER TO BE SILENT AND BE THOUGHT 
FOOLISH, THAN TO SPEAK AND BE PROVEN A FOOL. If any had missed the point, as the 
letters dissipated a small sign then appeared above the seal's head, which flashed 'FOOL' until the 
Headmistress arrived, along with Hermione, Remus, and Flitwick. Snape was snapped back in mid-
angry bark, and he partially slumped into his seat from the shock. As McGonagall had been 
bringing up the rear of the quartet, she had not seen exactly what had happened.

"Is something amiss, Severus?" McGonagall asked. "Zed, do stop levitating at table."

"Yes, Headmistress," Zed replied. "Professor, you seem a bit knackered this morning. You should 
eat a hearty breakfast and have some prune juice." He held out a platter to Snape. "Kipper?"

Snape's pale face nearly turned green for a moment. "No, thank you," he managed. "I think I shall 
settle for some toast. Some dry toast, and some tea."

Z shrugged and turned to offer the platter to Remus.



Z quickly became a fixture in the school. "Feel the magic within you," would soon become a mantra 
that his students would remember like others would always remember "CONSTANT 
VIGILANCE!"

"Magic can be logic, as in Arithmancy or Potions," Z lectured all of his first classes. "Magic can be 
music in your soul. Those who are in touch with both will be the true mages. Those who obsess 
only about the music or the logic will become lost. Those who try to force magic to do their bidding 
will lose their soul. True understanding of magic does not come through blood, it does not come 
through mere study. It comes through practice and study, and then you must feel the music of magic 
inside you."

That first Friday night of the term, Hermione brought Z to the outside door to her suite of rooms. 
"Why are you so nervous?" Z asked.

"Luna's scars and injuries are pretty horrific," Hermione said.

"I shall do my best not to upset her."

Hermione nodded, and opened the door. "Luna?" Z knew that Hermione's suite was similar to his 
own, although the rooms were slightly larger. There was a large front room, a small kitchenette and 
dining room and a study, and then the bedroom, along with a small dressing room and a bath.

"In here," Luna replied from the bedroom.

"Oh, dear," Hermione said.

Sure enough, Luna was sitting nude on the edge of the bed. "I hope you are not too startled, or 
disgusted."

"Any disgust I feel is directed towards the degenerate animals who harmed your outer beauty," Z 
said quietly. Medical magic had healed all of the broken bones, and closed all Luna's wounds. The 
nerves had been regenerated, the muscles, tendons, and ligaments reattached. The missing parts, 
other than the eyes, had been regrown, more or less. "The inner beauty remains."

The result was much superior to what could have been done with the best Muggle techniques, but it 
was far from perfect. Luna's body was criss-crossed by light scars and patches of mismatched skin, 
and some very heavy scars, especially on her hands, face, and breasts. The underlying tissues 
functioned, but not always well, and every slight change in weather caused one set of aches or 
another.

"But not untouched," Luna corrected regretfully.



"I will have to touch all of you, and it will take most Fridays of the term," Z said. "I shall do the 
skin of your face and deal with the underlying trauma tonight, and then start with whichever limb 
hurts the most next week."

"Will it hurt?" Hermione asked.

"It will not be pleasant, but not actually painful," Z responded. He flipped his hand and a straight 
chair appeared.

"How did you do that?"

"Do what?" Luna asked.

"I merely conjured a straight-backed chair," Z responded. "Hold out your hand, and I will guide you 
to it."

"Why was it remarkable?" Luna asked as she did as she was told.

"He didn't use his wand," Hermione replied.

"Have you ever seen me use a wand?" Z asked, has he stood behind Luna.

"I haven't seen you teach. . . ."

A wand appeared in Z's left hand and he handed it to Hermione. Then he started touching Luna's 
face and head.

"It's very unresponsive," Hermione said, swishing the wand.

"It's a plain polished piece of pine," Z said. "It's not a wand, it's a stick, which I use for instructional 
purposes. Now, I need to concentrate."

For the next thirty minutes, Z stood behind Luna, minutely adjusting his hands, and she made small 
moaning sounds at times. Hermione could see the concentration on Z's face, the sweat. She could 
even feel the slight tingle of active magic in the air. Finally, Z stopped, and his hands fell to his side. 
"See how she looks and feels in the morning," he said, obviously more than tired. "I'll need to talk 
with the two of you after dinner as well."

"All right," Hermione said as the pair helped the even more exhausted Luna to the bed.



"Just one more thing before I go," Z said.

"Yes?"

"May I have my stick back?"

"Well?" Luna asked the next morning. She was seated on the conjured chair, her face in the full 
sunlight coming in from the window.

"Remarkable. Except for the eyes, of course, and just a trace of that massive skull fracture over your 
right ear, everything seems totally healed," Hermione said, lowering her wand. "How does it feel?"

"There's no pain, no tension anywhere from my neck on up." Luna took a deep breath through her 
nose and then exhaled. "The nasal passages seem better as well, and even my teeth come together 
better."

Hermione kissed Luna's nose, and the pair hugged. "You sound more like your old self, too."

"He also fixed my tongue," Luna said. Her original one had been ripped out of course. "Shall we 
test it?"

Z was not at breakfast, but did manage to drag himself to lunch early, where Hermione was waiting 
for him. "How are you feeling?"

"I probably expended as much energy as I would have in a three-hour fire-fight," Z responded. 
"Hence our using Friday nights."

"Is that why more people don't use that technique?"

"No, it's because there aren't more than a few dozen mages in Europe who would have both the 
power and the skill to do it at that level all at once."

"Mages? That's the second time I've heard you use that."

"Well, I could have said 'wizards and witches', but I prefer the North American term." At that point, 
other staff members started to join them.



About five minutes later, Hermione felt Z touch her arm, and a head gesture directed her to the 
entrance of the hall. Snape was just stalking in, with his robes billowing menacingly behind him. 
Suddenly, Snape stopped and struck a pose that would have done Lockheart credit, hands on both 
hips and chin up. His robes transformed into a cape, flying behind him, as if in a stiff breeze, 
although his greasy hair did not move.

At that point, background music and voices were heard:

Young male: Look! Up in the sky!

Woman: It's a greased pigeon!

Older male: It's a diseased bat!

All: No! It's SuperSnape!

Pompous Baritone: Yes, SuperSnape! Slipperier than an oiled eel, able to leap to wrong conclusions 
in a single bound and frighten small children with a single sneer . . . it's SuperSnape! A strange 
visitor from a disgusting planet, without the kindness and compassion found in normal men -- and 
who, disguised as Professor Snape, a murdering scum of the earth and bad-mannered teacher at a 
school of innocents, keeps up the fight for bigotry, pettiness, and the never-ending struggle for in-
bred cretins everywhere!

At that point, the music climaxed, and then the hex Snape was under lifted. He started turning 
colors that would have reminded Harry of his Uncle Vernon, swallowed hard, and marched out of 
the great hall.

As soon as he was out of sight, the students burst out laughing, and McGonagall pinched the bridge 
of her eyes as she closed her eyes. "'Why be a teacher?' my father asked," she muttered. "'It's not 
that noble or well-paying a profession,' he said. 'Hogwarts is full of lunatics' he said. Did I listen? 
No"

"Did Professor Snape have a good dinner?" Luna asked that night.

"I'm sure he did, as he ate somewhere else," Hermione answered. She turned to Z. "Do I want to 
know how you did that?"

"I will neither confirm nor deny that I had anything to do with that," Z answered.

"Very well, what can we do for you?"

Z conjured another chair.

"As the other chair seems amazingly stable for a conjured object, could you at least make a non-



matching one?" Hermione asked. "I'd like to see how long they last."

"As you wish," Z said, waving the first into non-existence and then conjuring a second chair. 
Hermione sat Luna down in the chair.

"Stand over in front of Luna," Z commanded, and then waved off most of the candles. He then 
placed his hands on the sides of Luna's head and shut his eyes. After a moment, he said, "Are you 
ready?"

"For what?"

"For this." He opened his eyes.

Luna took in a deep breath. "Oh, my!"

"What?" Hermione demanded.

"I can see!"

"How!?"

"She is seeing through my eyes," Z said. "She sees you."

"And you are even more beautiful than I remember," Luna said.

"Now, three things. First, Luna's eyes. There is a very Dark ceremony which would restore her the 
use of eyes."

"Dark?"

"Very. It entails removing the eyes from a living person, after ingesting part of a potion made from 
their liver and frontal lobe."

"Well, we won't be doing that!" Hermione exclaimed.

"Of course not," Z agreed. "It might be possible to alter it enough to use someone recently deceased 
. . . say a Muggle killed in an auto accident who is also an organ donor?"



"Is it possible?" Luna asked, unsure what that meant.

"It might be," Hermione agreed, stunned.

"I'll give you the full details to think about. Still, it could take time - weeks, months, even perhaps 
the rest of the year or more -- to work it out. If we think it is totally safe and will do more good than 
harm, it might still take time to locate a donor."

"True."

"In the mean time, we must insure that your optic nerves do not atrophy." He looked at Hermione. 
"Are your ears pierced?"

"Yes, why?"

Z removed his hands, and Luna pouted for a moment. Z took out two small boxes from a pocket in 
his robe, handing one to Hermione. He put earrings in Luna's ears, while Hermione did her own. 
Two more boxes were pulled out of the inner pockets of the robe. These turned out to be necklaces. 
"The clasp must be over the spinal cord in the neck," he said, adjusting them both and sticking them 
with a charm.

He pulled out yet another box. This one held a ring, with a small heart-shaped emerald in it. Z 
gently placed it on Luna's left ring finger. "Feel this bump? Push it out towards the end of the 
finger."

"Now that feels odd," Luna said.

"What?" Hermione said.

"Seeing myself through your eyes, of course." 'I'm glad my face was fixed,' she thought.

"One final thing," Z said, pulling out a larger box. This held a small opened geode, with a small 
solid polished amethyst center. "Push the bump on the ring back, past the middle and all the way 
down." Harry then placed the geode in Luna's right hand.

Luna slowly moved the geode. "It's not as clear as Hermione's eyes, and there is no color."

"Correct on both counts. It only generates about half the visual acuity and as you say, no color. And 
it really doesn't focus, although with practice you can make small adjustments with your will. I'll 
have another sent along soon, so that you can try reading."



"I have an enchanted scanner which reads to me," Luna said.

"Oh, good. That would likely be less stressful. Now, using either method to see will give you a 
headache after half an hour of use or so, and using the first will give Hermione one as well. You 
may develop more tolerance over time. Still, I need you to use either for a total of at least three 
hours a day". Luna nodded her agreement.

"Why hasn't anyone told us about these things?" Hermione demanded.

"They forgot them," Harry answered with a shrug. "The geode method is Druid magic. The jewelry 
focus was a T'ang Chinese refinement. Neither is as good as the modern magical eye, but since you 
can't use them. . . ."

Hermione and Luna both gave Z a hug, which made him blush slightly.

On Monday afternoon, Z and Hermione approached Horace Slughorn in the staff room. Hermione 
appraised him of Luna's optical injuries, and Z gave him a copy of the ritual and the potion.

Slughorn read the information and shuddered. "I can see why it is currently unacceptable."

"Do you think it could be done from someone recently deceased?" Hermione asked. "Muggles have 
learned how to transplant organs, and many volunteer to donate after their deaths, and others 
volunteer their relatives after sudden accidents."

Slughorn made a face at the idea.

"And not all of this would be necessary," Z added. "Unlike the Assyrian sorcerers who created this, 
we can cross-type for tissue matches."

"You may be right," Slughorn agreed, not really knowing what they were talking about. "I can brew 
any potion, but I am no longer that good a researcher." He looked at Z. "Severus could probably do 
it."

"I have acquaintances who can do the research," Z answered. "The question is, would you be 
willing to brew any of the required potions they come up with?"

"Of course." He looked at Z. "Although having the person who created the formula on-hand for 
consultation would be a help."



"Why do you want to redeem him?" Z asked.

"A minor gesture to a fallen student," Slughorn responded. "You seem to have a personal grudge 
against him."

"Me? What have I done to him?"

Slughorn merely looked at Z.

"He killed a Hogwarts headmaster," Z answered simply. "Perhaps Hogwarts itself has a grudge 
against him."

"Oh, really!" Hermione said, rolling her eyes.

"I have been to magical places you cannot even imagine, let alone might have heard of," Z 
answered seriously. "Nowhere have I seen as much concentrated magic as Hogwarts. Think of every 
painting as a bundle of nerve cells, as all the students, staff, and elves providing energy. It has a 
nervous system and energy. That makes it, in a vague sense, alive. Many of the portraits are self-
aware, providing sentience. Perhaps you need some lessons in Higher Magic."

"Perhaps I do," Hermione challenged.

"Next Saturday, I am starting a Tai Chi class. I suggest you join us. That would be a first step, which 
will open many paths."



Chapter III
The doors of the large unused dungeon opened, and forty people entered. Z and two of the five 
Chinese students in the school were already at the far end, making slow, controlled. and graceful 
movements.

Z stopped, and moved off to one side, drawing the crowd's attention. "What they are doing is called 
Tai Chi. If all you learn from us is Tai Chi, and you practice it correctly at least four times a week 
for half an hour each time, you will have learned an art and an exercise which will help tone your 
mind and body. Those of you who join the dueling club Professors Flitwick and Lupin hope to start 
in the spring will find this helpful in the short term as well."

"In addition, those who do well and keep going with us will have two other options. One will be a 
more active martial arts training. The second will be meditation training, which may then lead to 
mental magics, such as Occlumency or astral projection. Shall we begin?"

Z and Hermione walked back towards the staff quarters nearly an hour later. "That wasn't as easy as 
I thought it might be," Hermione admitted.

"You did well, but I imagine you were in better condition just three months ago."

"True," Hermione admitted ruefully. "You certainly didn't look tired."

"The healing I did last week was very intense and tiring," Z answered. "The head and neck had to 
be taken together, and had sustained severe trauma. Doing the limbs over eight weeks will allow me 
to function Saturday mornings, although my magical reserves might be low. When I start doing the 
body work, it will likely be very exhausting again."

"I understand. We are grateful, and thank you for working on my knee. That was giving me a bit of 
trouble."

"Not a problem. Are there any other places which need work?"

"One," Hermione admitted. "Back in June, 1996, I was hit by a very nasty curse. It crushed my 
lower left ribs, and did some damage to my spleen. It still hurts at times."

"Again, not a problem. How is Luna enjoying her limited sight?"

"She prefers looking through my eyes to the viewing crystal," Hermione answered, puzzled. "If she 
were with me, I could understand it."

"Has she been out of the suite since she moved in?"

"Actually, no," Hermione agreed.

"Maybe she just wants a change of scenery. Perhaps you should encourage her to come to that little 
reception of Slughorn's tonight," Z suggested. "He claimed it would only be for the staff, and I 
doubt if Snape will be there."

"Would Luna be invited then?"

"I shall inquire for you."

"I do hope you will not regret this," Luna said as Hermione guided her slowly down the corridor. 
They were in matching robes and arm-in-arm. Luna also carried a thin white cane, which she 
brushed in front of her.

"Why would I?"

"I am unlikely to read the scurrilous rumors, or be affected by any gossip."



"You are my friend and roommate. Anything else is pure speculation, unless you'd like me to kiss 
you in public," Hermione pointed out.

"All things considered, perhaps not, at least not any time soon." Luna frowned. "Will Zee be there?"

"Yes, he acknowledged that this was understood."

"It is a pleasure to have you join us, Miss Lovegood," Slughorn said.

"Thank you, Professor," Luna returned. Hermione guided her to a soft chair in a corner, and handed 
her a small glass of sherry. Z came up to one side and asked if he could share his sight with her. 
When Luna agreed, Z placed his left hand at the base of her neck.

Within ten minutes, the entire teaching staff (save Hagrid, the two Divination teachers, and Snape), 
plus Madam Pince were present. The group was surprisingly friendly, and the chitchat lively and 
interesting. Even McGonagall was happy to allow Slughorn to conduct the group through the 
evening to their mutual entertainment.

Some twenty-five minutes after Luna and Hermione arrived, Snape slunk into room, merely 
nodding to the others, taking a drink, and then lurking in a corner.

After another twenty minutes, during a pause in the general conversation, Snape asked, "Professor, I 
was not aware you knew Miss Lovegood."

Z merely regarded Snape for a moment, and then explained, not for the first time, about Luna's 
limited sight.

"I have to admit, that is quite impressive," Snape stated when Z was finished. "That does not, 
however, explain Miss Lovegood's presence in the castle."

Hermione, McGonagall, and Flitwick all started to answer, but Z beat them to it. "There were six 
Horcruxes. How many did you discover?"

"I beg your pardon?"

"How many of the six Horcruxes did you find? Answer, none. Potter discovered and destroyed the 
diary Horcrux, along with the knife. Dumbledore found and destroyed the ring. A research team, led 
by Miss Granger in the field and Miss Lovegood here directed the search to the other three. My 
understanding is that Miss Lovegood was the key coordinator of the Order and DA's information, 
until you led the team which kidnaped Miss Lovegood and Miss Weasley." That shook everyone, as 
they had not known Snape's role in that operation, and Snape didn't know anyone still alive knew, 
unless Lovegood remembered more than she should. "So, my question is not why she is allowed to 
live here, but why you were allowed to live, when you never provided any essential information 
about Voldemort's activities."

Snape flushed, stood erect, and growled, "Those in a better position to know than you decided 
otherwise."

"Nonsense," Z said. "There are few secrets secured from me. I can even see that even you suspect 
your own worthlessness and guilt, although you refused to acknowledge them. You are not the 
world's most accomplished Occlumens."

Snape opened his mouth, but then quickly shut it, turned, and left.

"Is there something I should know?" McGonagall asked.

"I don't believe so," Z answered. "At least nothing new. Snape still believes himself a true master of 
Occlumency, despite all evidence to the contrary. And it is true, no frontal assault on his mind could 
succeed. However, this means two things. First, it reminds me of a French Muggle construct of the 
1930s called the Maginot Line -- a line of defense so powerful that they claimed that the Germans 



could not break through. That was true, but the Germans did go around it in 1940, and went over it 
as well. Similarly, by making his shields so powerful against a frontal assault, it actually made it 
fairly easy to slip around them."

"Secondly, such a mental attitude makes it difficult for him to accept other points of view. He 
knows that Voldemort played him, that he really brought in very little valid, let alone valuable, 
information, either to Dumbledore or to his contacts after he killed the Headmaster. Yet he had 
constructed this inner core of hidden belief in the value of his mission, which allowed him to accept 
the torture he was subjected to, which kept him more-or-less sane over a period of time which 
would have driven most people insane. When Voldemort fell the first time, he kept that inner core of 
belief, knowing, as few did, that Voldemort could return. That core became his true existence, which 
none could see, save himself and the Headmaster. When Voldemort did return, it was what allowed 
him to return to his Dark master as a spy, knowing he would be tortured at the whim of a madman. 
To him, he has to believe that the scraps of worthless information he brought in were worth the 
tortures he underwent. And because he had to undergo such tortures, any tortures he inflected on 
others, any crimes he committed to gather those scraps, were justified."

There was silence for several seconds.

"Would he be more forgivable, had the Dark Lord not been using him?" Sprout murmured.

"No," Hermione said harshly.

"I wouldn't think so, either," Z agreed. "If only because he still refuses to deal with the issue. I could 
never like him, but if he got the help needed to release that core, to acknowledge that what he did 
was horrible and futile but to a degree understandable, then maybe he could be forgiven. As it is, I 
fear he will latch on to some new hatred. If Potter was here, or even visible, he would be the center 
of Snape's hatred. He refuses to acknowledge his self-loathing, and so, as I said, he may lash out at 
someone else."

"Me, most likely," Hermione said.

"If so, no matter who or what the target, then Severus will have a short career at Hogwarts," 
McGonagall said firmly.

Unsurprisingly, the party broke up less than twenty minutes later. Z insisted on walking the two 
teens back to their rooms, his hand still at the base of Luna's skull.

"Zee," Hermione said suddenly, "how long have you been giving Luna sight?"

Z shrugged slightly, a more natural gesture than he usually allowed himself. "A bit over an hour, if 
not an hour and a half. Why?"

"Hasn't that given either of you a headache?"

"No," Luna said surprised, "it hasn't."

Z said nothing.

"Zee!" Hermione snapped.

"Yes," he admitted.

"And you've somehow suppressed Luna's discomfort?"

"Yes," he confessed. "You shouldn't use either method in the morning if you have any pain or 
pressure."

"Why?"

"I lost my family in Europe to Voldemort, just as you both did. I would be honored to be your 
brother." Zee smiled very slightly. "Isn't this what big brothers do? Try and help their little sisters? 



Try and take away the hurt?" Both teens, both raised as only children, smiled warmly at the thought, 
although their thoughts were not confined to those of sisterly affection.

"If you will trust me yet again, I will help you both sleep tonight. You may need it after Snape's 
little snit."

Hermione let them into the suite. "What do we have to do?" she asked.

"I'll wait here, and when you've both settled into bed -- assuming you are both going to sleep now, 
that is -- I will come in and show you."

"We must really trust you," Hermione muttered.

"It may not be quite Ten o'clock, but I am tired," Luna admitted.

"Oh, all right," Hermione said.

Fifteen minutes later, Z came into their bedroom. Luna was snuggled in for the night, and Hermione 
was spooned protectively around her. "Don't worry about anything," he said gently. "I'll lock up 
after myself." And with that, he started a soft Greek incantation, which they recognized as a 
Morpheus charm. When they fell asleep, Z added sweet dream charms from several different 
cultures.

Z started to leave, but halted. He turned and bent over the bed, kissing each teen on her cheek. 
"Good night, and sweet dreams, my loves," he said in a very different sounding voice, before 
leaving them to their slumbers.

Over the next week, it seemed that Severus Snape had come down with a severe case of clumsiness. 
Seemingly at random, he would trip over some unseen object. A careful, if snarling, investigation 
revealed no tripping hexes or clumsy curses of any kind, cast on or around him. On those occasions 
when there were only students present, a careful investigation of their wands showed that they had 
not cast anything which could have made him stumble.

(Only knowing he was on probation and under casual observation kept him from deducting points 
from any nearby student, despite the lack of evidence.)

The fact that Remus was terribly solicitous for Snape's physical well-being made the bruised 
Professor think that the former Marauder had something to do with the goings-on, but Remus swore 
an oath that he didn't. He merely knew what bruises could result from such stumbles. "After all, 
Dora does trip almost as much as you do," Remus had pointed out, nearly getting cursed for his 
comment.

It was a small group who gathered on the Nineteenth, to celebrate Hermione's nineteenth birthday. 
Besides Luna, Professors Vector, McGonagall, Flitwick, Lupin, Hagrid, and Z were attending, as 
well as Tonks.

It was a beautiful Saturday, and the group was gathered near Hagrid's. Z had been roasting a wild 
goose and some wild ducks Hagrid had caught since the early morning, and the house elves were 
happy to provide the rest of the meal. Dobby had even sent Hermione a pair of mismatched hand 
knitted socks. The regular guests had been urged not to bring gifts, but there was a low table set up 
with a covering which Z did not allow anyone to go near.

The birds were done near noon, and that was when the party sat down for a picnic lunch. Z had 
done the menu, so there were ears of maize roasted in the coals, piles of cole slaw, various cheeses 
and breads, and deviled eggs, plus iced bottles of pink champagne. As the group ate and laughed, 
three ice cream makers (one just for Hagrid) magically churned away nearby.



When the group had finished feasting, Hermione said, "All right, Zee, what do you have planned 
next?"

"Well, you said no presents, and to be honest, I have no idea what I could get you which you might 
both need and enjoy. Probably nothing you couldn't get for yourself. Then I realized that what you 
enjoy more than any material thing is knowledge. So, I thought I would explain to all of you how 
Tom Riddle hexed the Defense position, and how I broke it."

"Yea!" Luna also clapped. "Will this be like the Muggle science demonstrations, where things fizz 
and go pop, like a Weasley Wheeze?"

"Oh, my, I hope not," McGonagall said.

"Well, nothing should fizz, or go pop," Z answered, which made Luna pout slightly. "I can do some 
nice explosions afterwards, if you feel that would add to the mood."

Luna smiled happily at that. The others managed not to roll their eyes.

"Now, I was very confused when I started off looking for how Riddle might have cursed something 
like a job. Obviously, in one sense, he didn't. He cursed anyone having the position. How, then, did 
he manage it?"

Z flipped over part of the table covering, and picked up Riddle's award. "This was heavily cursed, 
but as I stripped off the curses, I saw that all but two were irrelevant to any cursed position. They 
were protection spells, and there was also a rather nasty curse, which inflamed the basic emotion of 
envy of whomever physically rubbed the name."

Hermione winced slightly at that, knowing that Ron had polished the award more than once, and 
had taken to rubbing his middle finger across the name as a gesture of contempt every time he 
passed by after his Third year. She wondered if he had done it often enough for the award to have 
affected him.

"The other two curses were a dark centering spell, and a neutral hex connector. Any guesses as to 
how many elements it was linked to?"

"Six, I would imagine," Luna answered thoughtfully. "Riddle's thoughts were often obsessive and 
repetitive."

"Exactly. The goal then became tracking down the six locations the award was connected to. What 
three locations might the Defense instructor be expected to be found at most often, no matter where 
he or she might be sleeping?"

"Well, the Defense office and the classroom," Remus answered.

"And the staff dias," Flitwick added.

"Exactly, and they conveniently lie at two ends of the main castle building. That might give you a 
clue of where else Riddle might have associated himself with."

"Slytherin House and Myrtle's bathroom, where the entrance to the Chamber of Secrets is," 
Hermione said promptly. "Those are also fairly distant from each other and the other three 
locations."

"Also correct. In addition, the location near Slytherin is well below ground, and the other was 
actually down the chute. And so?"

"The sixth location must be high," Remus mused. "But which tower?"

"I swear, you lot must have been the most straight-laced bunch of students ever," Tonks teased. 
"The astronomy tower is closest to the center."

"Exactly," Z agreed. "Now, what he did was a magical variation on a Roman and Celtic tradition, 
the lead curse." No one said anything for a moment.



"All right, fine, what's a lead curse?" Hermione asked.

"How about a votive curse?" Z prompted.

"Oh!" Remus said. Hermione gestured for him to go on. "To curse their enemies, they would 
inscribe the curse on something. . . ." He slapped his head. "Most of the surviving ones were 
inscribed on thin lead sheets, and then folded or rolled closed and tossed into some sacred body of 
water. There's all sorts at Bath, and near the source of the Seine."

"Exactly," Z said. "Riddle broke his curse down into six parts, and had six power centers because of 
the lead sheets. Now, here is where he got clever, and I wish I knew how he pulled off planting all 
these. I suspect he didn't, but got some of the sixth or seventh year children of his followers to do 
much of this. Anyway, each lead curse sheet was implanted into one of the stone blocks at the 
bottom of a load-bearing wall."

"Which would also be carrying Hogwarts' own magic!" Remus exclaimed. "He used Hogwarts' own 
magical fields to both power the curse, and project the effect over the entire castle!"

Z gave Remus a polite golf clap. "Precisely. I have had to very carefully extract and replace all six 
stones, which was very difficult, since I didn't want to harm the magic of the castle. If anything, by 
taking the Dark influence out, the wards should be even stronger now. The blocks are destroyed, 
and the award is merely again an award, if anyone wants it placed back."

"No," McGonagall said. "I already amended the records to show that it was revoked, as Riddle was 
responsible for the mess he was rewarded for clearing up." Hagrid beamed at that.

McGonagall glared at Z. "Tell me, did you by any chance test your hypotheses? Perhaps by 
implanting a minor hex of your own?"

"You mean one which might make a particular member of the staff trip every fifty-third time he 
went over any threshold in the castle?"

"Yes, one like that," she retorted.

"I can't imagine why you would think so. I don't think there is any evidence of such a problem in 
any event."

"Really?"

"Not since breakfast this morning, anyway," Z answered. "I have to confess to being surprised at 
exactly how many thresholds there are at Hogwarts."

McGonagall sighed.

"I'm curious," Hermione said. "Exactly how many fields are you an expert in? Are you a sorcerer as 
well?"

"I have senior masteries in Defense, Charms, and Ritual Magic, and yes, have the third rank, 
sorcerer, in Charms. I have regular masteries in all of the other areas offered, other than Astronomy, 
Astrology, and Divination, although I have to admit I barely made the ones in Alchemy, Languages, 
and History."

"But . . . but there are twenty-one recognized magical areas!"

McGonagall pointed out, "Miss Granger, I have achieved twenty-seven such masteries and three 
sorcerer awards, while Professor Flitwick has twenty-four masteries and six sorcerer awards. 
Professors Vector and Lupin here each have twelve of various levels and types. Professor 
Dumbledore had acquired all twenty-one of the basic masteries, eighteen senior masteries, and was 
recognized as a sorcerer in those eighteen fields as well. You are likely to have your two fields 
mastered by next August, and could easily achieve one in Charms, and perhaps your senior mastery 
in either Transfiguration or Arithmancy in less than another year. I have no doubt you could be a 
sorcerer in either field soon after."



"I did nothing but study and meditate for twelve or so out of those fifteen years I was away, with 
some mere traveling done in between," Z said, "and was studying with a bit less degree of 
concentration for three more. If you did nothing but study and meditate for say, six straight years, 
you would be a very dull person, but I have no doubt you could add fifteen masteries at various 
levels. And just as you have the brains to finesse magic to do your bidding as the late Headmaster 
could, I have the power to force it to do things, again as he could. Even though a Patronus is based 
on feeling, I am sure you examined the arithmatical forumla for the spell before you could convince 
yourself it would work. I merely believed it would work, and force it to work." With a flick of his 
finger, an enormous rhino appeared.

"What the hell is that!" Tonks screamed, since it was nearly standing on her.

Z dispersed the Patronus. "It's an extinct creature called a woolly rhinoceros. I seem to have an 
affinity for extinct creatures. Z disappeared, and was replaced by the huge (and extinct) cave bear. 
He popped back.

"Those pops were too quiet," Luna complained.

Z smiled and said, "Turn on your sight."

"Zed!" McGonagall shouted.

It was too late. A ball of bright light had already appeared in Z's hands, and he launched it into the 
sky. It went up several hundred feet, and then it flashed into a huge sheet of lightening. BOOM!!! 
came the thunder, less than a second later.

When they could all hear again, Luna asked, "May I have some fireworks for my birthday next 
month?"

McGonagall sighed.



Chapter IV
With one exception, the term settled down over the next month and a half into the calmest any of 
the staff (save one) could remember since 1990.

Severus Snape was not having a good year. To him, it was as if the Marauders had been resurrected, 
merged with the Weasley twins, and centered solely on him. Every three to five days, something 
humiliating would happen to him, always with at least one staff member present (other than 
Granger and Z, they were never the sole staff member present, although they were witnesses at 
times).

Three times, his boot laces turned into semi-animated snakes, which fought the snakes on the other 
boot while biting his ankles, tripping him up. Three times, he was attacked by his robes in some 
manner (once they turned into a cape, which then flipped over his head and tied itself into a bag; 
once they turned into bat wings which flew him into the ceiling; and once they had turned into a 
dude cowboy outfit -- although Snape had no idea what that meant, he had disapproved of the 
fringed leather chaps nearly as much as the many rhinestones). When he had gone over to a form-
fitting outfit, it had blown up and encased all of him except his head, hands, and feet in a large 
purple ball, and small orange creatures, singing something about 'Oompa-loompa' had appeared and 
rolled him out of the great hall, where he had been transformed back to himself. Once at dinner, his 
hair had transformed into several dozen lanky but otherwise indescribable creatures, which had 
screamed, "Wash us, you lazy greasy git" for five minutes, while he was stuck to his chair, before 
the Headmistress had managed to reverse the situation.

Three times, he had been chased through the halls of Hogwarts, as he tried to drive off the creatures 
swarming him. The sixty flying fuzzy pink bunny slippers had actually had a bit of a solid kick to 
them. The two hundred toads, all chanting, "Gut 'im! Gut 'im for ingredients! Gut 'im' had been 
something of a nightmare. It was the two hundred white bumblebees which had both hurt the worst 
physically, and also emotionally after he had realized what they symbolized.*

The most embarrassing had, fortunately, been the only incident unwitnessed. After doing his 
'morning business' his penis and his rectum had spent twenty minutes calling him names. Having 
one's penis calling you a 'smeg head' in a Cockney accent and having one's Scots-accented rectum 
inviting you to, "Go ahead and stick yer head up yer bum an' join me, ye greasy-locked bastard! Ye 
act like ye already have, ye needle-dicked baby raper!" was embarrassing enough in private, 
especially when one's penis objected to being called 'needle dick' ("Hey!" his penis had shouted, "no 
needle is four inches long!") and started insulting other parts of his body.

Someone clearly wanted him out of Hogwarts. Well, even Snape realized that everyone wanted him 
out of Hogwarts to some degree. No, the person who seemed the mostly likely candidate for the 
harassment was the mysterious Brother Z. The seal incident the first day of class, not to mention the 
confrontation at Slughorn's reception, was enough to show that. However, Snape had no idea how 
the man might be accomplishing his humiliation.

Snape was more than tempted to strike back. He was partially held back because he knew that 
should he be caught, he would be sacked.

Snape had a great deal of false pride. He was a master potions brewer, but that was hardly anything 
to be too prideful of -- while he had the basic and senior masteries in potions and the basic master of 
alchemy, so had McGonagall and Flitwick, while Slughorn also had his senior level in alchemy and 
was a sorcerer of potions as well). What counted was creating new potions, not just making them. 
None of his creations had brought Snape any fame, for they had been created under duress for 
Voldemort. They were too Dark to brag about, and even worse (professionally speaking), they really 
struck no novel theoretical ground. Snape had had over thirteen years between the first fall of 
Voldemort and his return. In that time, he had managed to make some minor improvements on other 
people's potions, and had even reconstructed ancient three potions from just a list of ingredients, 



with no measurements or directions.

Certainly solid accomplishments, but still really minor achievements at best.

If he lost his position at Hogwarts, Snape would be broke within a few years (he knew there would 
be few other job opportunities), and would almost certainly never have the resources he had at 
Hogwarts to make any discoveries.

Snape also held back any revenge against the odd instructor simply because he could not figure out 
how. To Snape, Z was the biggest mystery he had come up against. The alleged 'brother' held 
himself serenely outside of Snape's understanding, and since Z was obviously powerful, Snape was 
not going to go against him without knowing some of his opponent's vulnerabilities.

Brother Z was at least casually friendly with every staff member other than Severus, and all except 
for Severus seemed to like the strange warlock. Even Filch seemed to like the man. He did seem to 
have a slightly closer friendship with Lupin and Flitwick, and was also close to Granger and 
presumably Lovegood. Snape was knowledgeable enough not to confront the ex-dueling master 
Flitwick, and Lupin's being cured of his curse had removed the one soft spot Snape could easily 
exploit.

That left Granger, since Lovegood was never visible without Granger and usually Z. Even ignoring 
her blood-status, Snape loathed Hermione Granger. As far as he was concerned, she was a very 
talented parrot -- she could read and memorize, but he would never believe she would ever 
understand magical culture. She could do the magic, but he did not believe she could really 
understand it. To Snape, she was like someone who studied the scores of symphonies, but never 
played an instrument well and who never went to concerts.

In addition, she of course had been Potter's close friend and ally. He knew he could probably hurt 
Granger by taunting her on her hero's desertion, but he also knew he could only get away with that 
in private, and probably only once.

He would try to save that satisfaction for some perfect opportunity.

That he was disliked Snape knew. Snape just could not accept why he was disliked. To him, killing 
Dumbledore, kidnaping the Weasley girl and Lovegood, had been necessary for his cover, and 
therefore right. He did not realize that if he could at least admit to himself he had been wrong, that 
what he had done had been both wrong and of little value, then most people could have accepted 
him (although while still not liking him). Then his torment would have been seen as wrong, and it 
would have ceased.

Therefore, as Halloween approached, all of Hogwarts, except for Severus Snape, were keen with 
anticipation.

Halloween was on a Saturday, and therefore it was also the first of three Hogsmeade weekends 
during the autumnal term. As they were the two new staff members, Hermione and Z would be on 
duty for all Hogsmeade weekends, while the others took turns.

Professor Dumbledore had allowed students and staff free to roam with a large degree of freedom, 
in terms of both time and space. Professor McGonagall did not. Professors Sinistra and Lupin 
would lead the students to the center of town, while Hermione and Z would be in charge of getting 
slower students there in a timely manner. Then, the staff would again account for the students, in the 
presence of one of the new village aurors. From 10:00 until 2:00, the students could move about the 
High Street of the village, but were not to stray. Promptly at 2:00, the role would again be called 
and they would march back. Hermione and Z would patrol from 10:00 to 11:00 and again from 
12:00 until 1:00. Sinistra and Lupin would patrol the other two hours.

"Are you going to tell me what, if anything, you have planned for tonight?" Hermione asked as they 
started their first patrol.

"You know about the fireworks for Luna. . . ."



"No, what you plan to do to Snape."

"Why should I have anything planned for Severus?"

"You shouldn't, but you probably do," Hermione said sternly. Z merely shrugged. "As far as I've 
heard, nothing's happened to him for over a week," Hermione went on suspiciously. She gave Z the 
eye. "What did you do that was so bad you didn't allow anyone to see it?"

Z merely kept walking.

"Was it really that bad?" she asked, now concerned.

"From everything I've heard he's done, no," Z finally said after a pause.

"I promise not to tell anyone but Luna, and I'm sure she would promise not to tell," Hermione said. 
She really wanted to know.

"Oh, very well," Z said, and told her.

Hermione was stunned, although she knew that she would be giggling when she told Luna. "How. . 
. ? Why. . . ?"

"Well, I got the idea from some students," Z admitted. "I overheard one calling him a walking prick, 
and several saying that he talked out his arse."

Hermione merely sighed. "Does this serve any purpose?"

"It serves notice that he is being watched. If he were left totally alone, he would still believe that all 
his problems were someone else's fault, and would likely go back to abusing the students to some 
degree."

"And?"

"And what?"

"And if he is thinking about you pranking him, he's not attacking me, or Luna."

"True."

Hermione frowned. "Do you think I can't take care of my self?"

"On the whole, yes," Z replied. "However, Snape is a vile, twisted but still very dangerous man. 
And Luna is in no position to protect herself."

"Partially true," Hermione said.

"Partially?"

"Did you know we have a large number of elves enslaved at Hogwarts? Over a hundred, in fact?"

"Yes, I do."

"There are also two free elves. One, Dobby, is very attached to Harry, and therefore very fond of 
Luna and fairly tolerant of me. The elves, in general, also adore Luna. They're helping me keep an 
eye on her, and on Snape."

"That's good to know."

"So, what are you going to do to Snape tonight?"

"It's a surprise, which, if he behaves, will not even occur."

"Well, that's a start."

They chatted about the various students for the rest of their rounds, and at 11:00 were off-duty. 
"And where to now?" Z asked. "Shall we investigate the competitive wares of Zonko's and the new 
Triple W store? Get a sugar rush at Honeydukes? Check the used bookstore? Have an early lunch? 
Or do you have private errands?"



"How about the bookstore, and then an early lunch?"

"Of course. The Three Broomsticks, the Hogs Head, or the tea room I heard described as looking as 
if a teddy bear had vomited the decor?"

"I can tell you really want to go there," Hermione said drily. "And I wouldn't eat at the Hogs Head 
unless I had a full range of potions and antibiotics handy."

"The Three Broomsticks it is."

Luna fell off her chair, laughing.

"Luna! It's not that funny!"

"Yes, it is," Luna answered. "I grant you, having never seen a penis, I find it difficult to imagine a 
talking one. Still, one wonders what it would be like to have one's arse criticize you."

"I don't think I want to know," Hermione retorted, shaking her head.

"What part of me should Zee work on next Friday?" Luna said, changing the subject suddenly. 
Hermione was getting used to that.

"What do you mean?"

"Zee can hardly repair my whole body at once."

"Unless he has asked for suggestions. . . ." Luna shook her head, "then I think we should let him 
proceed as he thinks best." Seeing Luna look doubtful, Hermione asked, "Do you think I will care 
for you more when your body is restored?"

"No, but I might turn you on more," Luna answered.

"I am yours, for as long as you will have me," Hermione reminded her remaining friend. She 
glanced at a clock. "It's not quite Four. Let's have a long bath together, and we'll see if I got that 
waterproofing charm on the vibrator right this time."

After the Feast, everyone turned out to the grass between the castle and the whomping willow for 
Luna's fireworks display. Z was very careful in how he arranged the students, for safety's sake. Or 
so he said.

One person, of course, was determined to be contrary.

"Severus, please stand closer to the group," Z urged.

Snape glared at the man in the habit. "I don't think so." It was bad enough being forced into 
attending, he was certainly not going to stand near the students, where people might be able to 
approach him without his knowing it.

"Very well," Z said. He walked over to Luna and placed his left hand at the base of her skull, 
enabling her to see. "Kneel down," he said. "Hermione?"

Hermione, to Luna's delight, handed Luna her wand, which she had not touched since the night she 
had been kidnaped. "Light the fuse, and everything is automatic," Z said.

Luna touched the fuse with her wand, and she was delighted in the way the fuse sparked magically 
in every imaginable color as it ran to the fireworks display.

For the next half an hour, the students and staff (other than Snape) 'oohed' and 'aahed' over the 
variety of fireworks, magical and Muggle. The magical ones twisted and formed images, the 
Muggle ones created wonderful colors and patterns (and nice booms, to Luna's delight). Then came 
the finale, when two dozen fireworks went off at once.



At that point, something seemed to go wrong with one of the last Muggle fireworks. It split apart 
less that fifty feet above the ground. Half of it corkscrewed off course, and exploded harmlessly into 
the Divination Tower (Trelawney did let out a squeak of startled protest at that). Over a third of it 
smacked into the whomping willow, and later examination showed that it had sustained no real 
damage.

The smallest fragment hit Severus Snape right in the face, spewing out a cloud of black smoke, but 
fortunately doing no physical damage.

When the smoke cleared, Snape at first looked like a refugee from a bad silent comedy. In addition 
to his soot-covered face, his greasy hair had been dried and stood straight out on the sides and top, 
making him look rather like a black daisy from a cartoon from the same period.

Snape realized that he had been had. If he had stood towards the back of the group of students as he 
had been directed to, he likely could not have been safely targeted.

There was no doubt in his mind that he had indeed been targeted, nor who had done it. He marched 
over to Z, huffing loudly in anger. Finally, he said, "You're . . . you're . . . you're dethpicable!"

Snape was instantly aware of the smothered laughter, and then he realized what he had said and 
how he had said it. His memory was drawn back to his childhood, raised in a partially Muggle 
house.

He had been turned into a Loony Toon.

Snape mustered what little dignity he had left and left the field of combat, bested on all fronts. As 
he neared the castle, his shoulders slumped, as he remembered what he had had for part of his 
dinner that night. Duck, and carrots.

The next day, the students would only be allowed to roam the High Street from 12:30-2:30. It was 
12:24, and Z and Hermione were still a few dozen yards from the edge of the village when an elf 
appeared, acting even more hyper than usual.

"Miss Hermione Granger, Miss! Miss Hermione Granger, Miss! Mister Professor Brother Zed, Sir! 
Bad Professor is outside Missy Luna's room, trying to get in!"

Hermione paled and started to hyperventilate. Z, however, quickly took charge. "Go tell Professor 
Lupin, and then come back here," he told the elf. Z turned his attention to Hermione. "Trust me, 
Luna is in no danger." With that, Z disappeared.

"But, he can't apparate into Hogwarts!" Hermione nearly wailed.

"Why not, Miss?" the elf asked. "House elves does." She disappeared, leaving Hermione much to 
think about.

A few moments earlier, Luna had approached the door to the suite she shared with Hermione. A 
little tickle in the back of her mind made her ask, "Who is it?" rather than following her first 
instinct.

There was no answer, just another knock.

"I understand," Luna said, then adding in a louder voice, "I doubt if a land shark could pass the 
wards, so it must either be Peeves, Professor Snape, or a student playing a cruel prank."

There was a pause, then "It is I," Snape admitted. "I have not come to harm you, I assure you."

Luna hesitated, but opened the door, blocking the threshold with her slight body. "Yes?"

"May I enter?"



"May I remind you, Professor, the last time I saw you, the last time I saw anything with my own 
eyes, you were ripping my eyes out. Please, I would think that even you would understand that I 
have no interest in having anything to do with you."

"Then call off your avenger!" Snape yelled.

Luna cocked her head to the side. "I assure you, I have asked no one to avenge me. Not even Harry, 
let alone Zee."

"Potter seems to be long gone. It's that fakir who's persecuting me!"

"Tell me, Professor Snape, do you believe there is something which follows life?"

"What does that have to do with anything?" Snape demanded. "Is what passes for your mind 
wandering again?"

"No, it is not. Please answer the question."

"Then I don't know," Snape spat. "There seems to be some evidence that there is."

"Then you should know, you will pay for what you did, not to society, certainly not to your victims 
such as myself. . . ."

"You were not my victim!"

"As Zee pointed out, you were used by Riddle, and made no useful contribution to the war effort, 
despite your best intentions. You should have realized that you were not an effective spy long before 
you tortured me. Therefore, you cannot use your attempt to betray Riddle to justify those of us you 
tortured, or your failure to help nearly a generation of Slytherins to resist the Darkness. In actuality, 
any person of feeling would know that even if you had been procuring good information, while 
what you did would have been necessary, it was still very wrong." Her prosthetic glass eyes seemed 
to see Snape. "Of course, you could not even use that excuse to yourself to account for your abuse 
of Harry."

"Abuse," the man sneered.

Luna's voice hardened. "You must either face the truth about yourself in this life or the next. If you 
wait until the next, you cannot change, you can only be punished. Be glad a Friendly One pursues 
you now. . . ."

"Friendly One?" Snape demanded. "Another of your inane creatures?"

"The Friendly Ones, the Furies, will not be so merciful in whatever follows this life, Severus 
Snape," Luna intoned. "Now, go away."

"Will you or will you not tell Zed -- Merlin, what a name! -- to leave me alone?"

"I will not, for I know if he seeks vengeance, it is more to reform you than to punish you. If you 
cannot understand that, then indeed the students are correct, when they say you are a walking prick 
who talks out your arse." With that, Luna slammed the door shut.

Snape glared at the door and stomped off.

Inside the room, Luna said, "You may as well show yourself, not that I could tell the difference."

"I will tell Hermione you are fine," Z said.



Chapter V
"I take it you are glaring at Zee," Luna said serenely.

"She is," Z agreed. "If I were easily combustible, I'd be on fire by now."

"Snape could have hurt her," Hermione protested.

"I have numerous trip-wires which would have protected Luna," Z said. "I just took down the most 
sensitive ones when you told me about the elves."

"Well . . . but. . . ." Hermione shook her head. "Do I even want to get into how you got through the 
wards? Can you use elf magic?"

"Not as such," Z answered. "However, if you have enough power and the right attitude, one which 
acknowledges that we do not master magic, we flow along with it, then you might be able to imitate 
such power. No one with a Dark attitude can do it. Let us leave it at that."

Hermione huffed and crossed her arms.

"Now, I do have two items of news," Z went on. "First, all theoretical work on the eye potion has 
been both completed and approved."

"That went fast," Hermione said.

"Yes, well, it turns out that fortunately there was no reason why any of the Darker aspects of the 
ritual had to be included, although the body parts must be, if you'll excuse the term, freshly 
harvested. The Dark Ceremony itself was well attested through the late Nineteenth Century, and is 
known to be safe for the user."

"But one of the potions, the one to prepare Luna, has to be taken two days before the rest," 
Hermione protested. "And the person can't be dead more than twelve hours before that second part 
starts."

"True," Z answered. "I know it is distasteful, but a young woman is going to be executed Saturday 
morning whose tissue type is sufficiently close to Luna's. There is nothing we can legally do to stop 
the execution, and my contacts assured me that she is guilty of whatever her crimes might be. The 
amount of tissue needed for the first potion is minute, and can be taken without harming her. As I 
already said, she is also a good tissue match. If you prefer not to have her eyes, then we will have to 
wait until a Muggle dies in an accident and is kept on life support while we prepare everything, and 
then hope we can access the eyes being donated." He paused and said, "That could be months, or 
that could be years."

The two very moral young women were appalled by state-sanctioned execution, but under the 
circumstances. . . . "I'll support you either way," Hermione told Luna.

"It's probably best to get this done as soon as possible," Luna said quietly.

"It would be, yes," Z agreed. "Also, two healers will be assisting a Squib surgeon, in Switzerland. 
The rest of the medical team will have their memories modified afterwards if there is a need. The 
healers also can do some of the same healing magic I can, and we will be going over your spinal 
cord. So, we three leave next Friday after dinner, although I'm afraid, Luna, that since they will be 
using a Muggle anesthetic, you'll have to fast Friday night."

"We'll be taking a portkey to Geneva. The operation will begin around noon, Saturday. You will 
have to spend several days there." He turned to Hermione. "I will arrange an international portkey 
for you, so that you may spend the time after dinner each day in Geneva."

The two young women embraced their friend. "And just think," Luna said, I was just thinking about 
asking you to just do my boobies next week."



"I could easily do those tonight," Z answered. "Now, I do have one other bit of news, which will be 
less welcome."

"Harry?" Luna asked, half hopefully and half in fear.

Z remembered he could not just nod his head to Luna. "Yes. Harry joined a magical monastery 
some seven weeks after the final battle. I should say that those who complete their novitiate rarely 
rejoin the outside world."

"Oh, Harry," Hermione said sadly.

"From what I know of those final days, Harry massacred the Death Eaters, and then tore through the 
Ministry, ruthlessly, and even violently, exposing supporters and even a few Death Eaters there. He 
did what needed to be done, but his soul was in many ways as damaged and twisted as Snape's by 
that point. The difference being, of course, that Snape is still in denial and Harry was fully aware of 
what he had become."

"So Harry will likely never come back?" Luna asked.

"I doubt it," Z said. "I would think it would take him nearly as long to fully find the peace he is 
looking for as it took to damage him. However, always remember, without the friendship and 
affection of you two and the Weasleys, he could easily have turned into a colder, much more 
powerful version of Moody, and with his power, that could been a tragedy not just for Harry, but for 
the world."

"We were hoping, if Harry did come back but Luna and I stay together, that he could father a child 
for us," Hermione said.

"Just one, or one each?" Z asked.

"I cannot have a child," Luna said sadly. "They raped me with their wands, and while they were 
able to restore my vagina and womb, they could not restore my ovaries to the point where I can 
ovulate." She felt Z hug her more closely.

"I'm so sorry," he said. "I wish I could have done more to have stopped things sooner."

"Now don't sound like Harry," Hermione warned.

The work week passed quickly, and Friday evening saw Luna checked into a private clinic. The 
next day was the Hufflepuff-Ravenclaw Quidditch game, and few would expect to see 'Miss 
Granger' at any game not featuring her friends Ron and Harry. Z had never expressed any interest in 
flying or Quidditch.

The healers and Z spent half an hour on Luna's spine, and another half an hour doing general body 
work. Their professional opinion, when they examined her the next morning, was that Luna had 
been restored as well as magic and nature could do so. She could still not beget a child, as her 
hormonal state was really like a girl in late prepubescence -- not hormonal enough to have her 
periods, but enough so that there was no need for hormonal replacement therapy.

The next morning, Hermione returned to Hogwarts for a late breakfast, merely to establish her 
presence -- staff were generally not to leave the castle. She smiled slightly when she saw Snape trip 
coming into the hall, as Z had reestablished the tripping hex, albeit on every 199th crossing of a 
threshold.

The operation would start at 11:00 British time, so Hermione left at 10:00, so that she could hold 
Luna's hand until she was wheeled into the O.R. at 10:45. Z was allowed into the room until Luna 
was put under.

Hermione blinked when she saw Z come into the waiting room at 11:00. She had of course worn 
casual Muggle clothes, but this was the first time she had seen Z other than in one of his habits, and 



not wearing the sandals made from car tires for that matter. He looked like a stranger in denim.

He sat on the small sofa next to Hermione, and she hugged him tightly. "I see you're out of 
uniform," she teased.

"I didn't want to look like a priest molesting a student," he whispered back as he hugged her.

Hermione looked at him. "Are you under any sort of vows, other than about your training?" she 
asked.

"Several," Z admitted. "Most are not connected to what you're likely referring to. As I did not take 
any final vows, however, no, I am not pledged to celibacy. Those would also have connected me to 
the monasteries, and I knew I might have to use my knowledge and reenter the world, as I knew in 
my heart that Voldemort was not dead. Druids of my level may still marry, although the next higher 
level may not."

"So, you are a druid, not a Buddhist or Catholic?"

"I am. Because I started so late -- standard druidical training starts at twelve -- I could never enter 
the higher mysteries. However, I achieved similar training with the others I studied with."

"Are you going back to one of the monasteries?"

"I might," he conceded. "I stayed because both Harry and I saw Snape as somewhat unfinished 
business, and Harry could not heal and watch Snape at the same time. I also stayed because I was 
needed to help restart Hogwarts. Well, Hogwarts' magic is now in balance. After Snape is dealt 
with, I can think of only two reasons why I might wish to stay in the world, the outside world, I 
mean."

"And what are they?"

Z hugged Hermione a bit more tightly. "You and Luna, of course."

"Really?"

"In the studies I pursued, while you do meet your emotions and come to understand yourself and 
your motives very well, such a study also tends to distance yourself from those past emotions. Your 
emotions tend to become a well-tended garden. Even as I fought and destroyed the dementors, I felt 
somewhat detached. You can still feel all the same emotions, for good and evil, but you see them as 
patches of your garden, which need tending or weeding. You and Luna, however, are two springs of 
purity which have bubbled up in my garden, making the whole garden greener and more beautiful."

"We're hardly pure," Hermione murmured.

"I do not mean sexually," Z reproved. "You both, especially Luna, were touched by Darkness, yet 
you both are good. Your natures are still Light."

"Especially Luna," Hermione said. "As Harry once said, I can be one vindictive bitch."

"Seeking personal vengeance can make one vindictive," Z agreed. "Best to keep in impersonal."

"So Snape is impersonal to you?"

"Everyone makes mistakes," Z said. "The question is, can you learn from them, and what do you 
learn from them? However, the first question is always, can you see the errors? Snape does not. 
Oddly, perhaps one of the few things he did which he can really excuse himself for is the killing of 
Dumbledore."

"Really?"

"My understanding is that at that point, Dumbledore was going to be killed. Better quickly by Snape 
than slowly by someone like Greyback."

"That's true, I suppose."



"I agree. Snape himself does not quite look upon it that way. To him, it was merely necessary, so he 
did it. It established his credentials. So even a crime which can be justified, he does not do so in a 
moral way. It is merely a case of utility to him, and I do mean, to him. He was determined to come 
out on the winning side. He discovered quickly after being Marked that Voldemort was not what he 
appeared to be. And he was quite intelligent enough to move on from there to realize that in the long 
run, Voldemort could not win. So, even though he preferred the propaganda of Voldemort and the 
Purebloods over the propaganda of Dumbledore, and certainly more so than the two-faced 
propaganda of the Ministry, he turned."

"We can see that in how he trained his Snakes in the fifteen or so years he headed Slytherin. Just 
over half of Voldemort's original followers were Slytherin. Almost two-thirds of his Hogwarts 
recruits in the 1970s were Slytherins. All but three of the new Hogwarts recruits of the 1990s were 
Slytherins, and all those Slytherins were under Snape's so-called care and training for at least three 
years. That is what I came to Hogwarts to prevent occurring again. Either Snape must change, or 
Snape must go."

"And then you're leaving?"

"And then I was planning to leave."

Hermione thought about that, and then twisted around slightly, cupped Z's face with her right hand, 
and pulled him into a deep kiss.

The spent the rest of the time waiting for the operation to end cuddled together.

Z walked into dinner right on time. He smiled slightly at McGonagall, Slughorn, Lupin, and 
Flitwick, who were fully aware of what was happening. Z slid into a seat next to Snape.

"Is there something going on we should know about?" Snape demanded.

"Not particularly, why?" Z asked him, as he loaded his plate up with vegetables, plus a small slice 
of mutton.

As Z poured himself his usual quarter of a glass of wine, Snape answered in his usual snide voice, 
"There just seemed to be some tensions which relaxed when you entered, although I see Miss 
Granger is not gracing us with her presence."

"True," Z commented as he swirled and sniffed the wine. He looked at his glass in surprise and took 
a small loud slurp. "This is exquisite."

"From my personal cellar," Slughorn called up the table. "Any guesses?"

"H'mmm," Z answered, taking another careful sip.

"I demand to know what is going on!" Snape demanded.

"I am attempting to identify a very lovely wine, which was well chosen to go with this mutton," Z 
answered. Snape receded, fuming.

"It's a Cabernet-based wine," Z mused. "The layers flavor and the bricking show that it is fairly old, 
somewhere between twenty and forty years at a guess. It's fairly powerful and rich, perhaps lacking 
a tad of acidity from being perfectly balanced, and also not with the depth a First Growth Bordeaux 
in a really great year. So, if it's a First or Second Growth, it's not from a great year. I suppose it 
could be a lucky pick. . . ."

"It was not," Slughorn stated, defending himself. "I ordered four dozen."

'Well, if he paid for it, it couldn't have been too expensive,' he thought. "Then I would guess it's a 
Fifth Growth or a really good non-classified growth from 1959 or maybe a level lower from 1961."

"An excellent appraisal," Slughorn applauded. "It's actually a 1959 Domaine l'Ancienne Cure." Z 



frowned in thought. "That's in Bergerac, not Bordeaux," Slughorn added.

"An excellent wine," Z acknowledged.

"It's pleasant to be able to share with someone who not only enjoys it, as many of our colleagues do, 
but who has a good understanding of it." Slughorn smiles. "You must be an excellent potions 
master." Snape nearly growled.

"I am a potions master and a master alchemist, although I do not hold a senior mastery of either," Z 
answered. "I am a good brewer, but I could not really create a new potion or a new altering 
alchemical formula."

"Well, you have so many interests, I suppose you can not rise far in all of them," Slughorn 
acknowledged.

After chewing his broccoli, Z turned to Snape and asked, "Since you aren't burdened with a House, 
do you plan on going for your Sorcery in Potions? or your senior in Alchemy?"

Snape was about to explode when McGonagall spoke up, "We do have a fund for that, Severus. If 
you would be interested in either, we should speak of it."

Snape backed down and considered his options. "You're right. I should have gone for the Senior 
Mastery in Alchemy years ago." With that, the tensions at dinner calmed down.

Z returned to Geneva after dinner. Luna was awake, although her eyes were bandaged. Z had to 
explain what had happened at dinner.

"Should I go back to the castle?" Hermione asked. Luna griped her hand hard.

"Actually, I think one of us should sleep there tonight. You should join me for Tai Chi as usual in 
the morning, and then we both come back for the rest of the day," Z answered. He turned slightly to 
Luna. "If you'd like, I shall spend the night here."

"We talked about that," Luna answered. "While Hermione and I are committed to each other, we are 
both primarily interested in men. It might be best if it were the same man."

"I would be very honored. We can talk over the Yule holiday," Z answered. "If you both would like 
to, we can go away to a nice place I have and talk. If we were to consider entering into more than a 
deep friendship, there are things I would have to reveal to you, under some powerful secrecy 
spells."

"And that is really necessary?" Hermione asked.

"Yes," Z replied simply. "You both would have to decide if a possible relationship is worth pursuing 
when I have to ask that of you. If you disagree with that assessment, then a relationship, possibly 
even a deepening of our friendship, might not work. To tell you the truth, I did not think I would 
ever be in this position, and I would not be, if it weren't you two. I wouldn't consider revealing my 
secrets to anyone else. Only Professor McGonagall knows some of them, and she is under such 
oaths."

"You mean you wouldn't enter into a relationship with anyone else but us, or you wouldn't reveal 
your secrets to anyone else you were in a relationship with?" Luna asked.

"Oh, the latter," Z answered. He smiled his slight smile. "Tell me, Hermione, how frustrated are you 
that you can't track me through The Sorcerer's Registry?"

"Somewhat," she acknowledged. She had been surprised to see that all the masteries had been 
placed in the simple name of Z, all the way back to the summer of 1983, starting with Charms, 
Defense, and Mental Magics. Unusually, it had not recorded his nationality, previous training, or 
even year of birth. "Will you at least tell me your birth year?"



"After the oaths," Z answered simply. "So, are you still interested?"

"Yes," she complained, which made Luna giggle slightly. Hermione glanced at a clock, and saw it 
was almost 9:00, and remembered that the last timed portkey for London was at 9:20. She therefore 
made her goodbyes, giving Luna a deep kiss, and Z one which did not linger as long.

"You shouldn't tease her so much," Luna said.

"Why not?" Z answered.

"Because seven or eight weeks of foreplay might make her question her judgement when your 
secrets are revealed," Luna answered. "She is a very passionate woman, much more so than I am."

"True," Z agreed. "You are more loving and compassionate, however."

"Thank you."

"Are you truly interested in me, or are you playing along for Hermione's sake?"

"I believe I have been romantically interested in you even longer than Hermione has," Luna 
answered. "I merely have not expressed direct interest, as I waited to see how she reacted to you. I 
knew that if I played along as I have, she would sweep me up in her grand design, and therefore I 
get to enjoy both of you, and she both gets the same and believes she organized us, which pleases 
her."

"My little Machiavellian," Z teased.

"I understand people very well," Luna retorted. "That's enough to make anyone a bit loony. Now, 
since Hermione claims you are the best male kisser she has had the pleasure of snogging, please 
give me my first proper kiss by a male."

"Really?"

"The only male who ever kissed me was Harry, and those were kisses of friendship, or comfort, not 
passion."

"Tonight," Z said, "you get passion."



Chapter VI
Snape hesitated, but then knocked on the office door.

"Come in! Severus? How . . . unexpected."

"Filius, may we talk?"

Flitwick was curious, to say the least. "Of course, Severus. Please, have a seat and tell me what you 
want."

'Not 'tell me what I can do for you',' Snape noted as he did so. "I think you know how I am treated 
and looked upon. I was hoping you might be able to explain to me why, so that I could understand 
it. Then, perhaps, I will know what to do about it." Snape could not understand why he was hated 
and persecuted, and trusted no one else to give him both an honest and an intelligent appraisal.

"There are many layers to that," Flitwick said thoughtfully. He paused for nearly a minute. "Fine. 
First, let me say that while I blame Albus nearly as much as I blame you for your troubles, he is not 
here to shoulder anything. Only you can decide to change, and since he is dead, he can no longer 
help you -- or hold you back. Blaming him will not help you go forward."

Snape nodded.

"Let us begin here at Hogwarts. What do you, Hagrid, and Trelawney have in common?" Snape 
looked confused. "Umbridge was a nasty, foolish, vain, bitch," Flitwick stated, "but she did identify 
our three weakest teachers, along with Binns, who was the worst before he left. You know your 
subject extraordinarily well, of course, but you are a poor teacher, Severus. You are also a 
tremendously biased one. Any other staff member who taught as poorly as you and who was as 
biased as you would have certainly been let go after their second year, if not their first. Albus 
always protected you -- from us, the Ministry, the parents, and of course from yourself. Under your 
teaching, the percentage of O O.W.L.s and N.E.W.T.s dropped by half. Your grades were the least 
predictive of achievement on the O.W.L.s and N.E.W.T.s of all the teaching staff, and by a large 
factor. He allowed you to corrupt nearly an entire generation of Slytherins. You are a clever man, 
Severus. Given even a little guidance, you should have been easily able to have come up with ways 
to help those Slytherins make better choices and be a better teacher which would not have destroyed 
your cover, if it had still been intact." That made Snape wince.

"No, instead, Albus let you slide, and you fought off all offers of help, and then demands of change. 
Minerva will not let you slide. While none of us on staff want you to fail, to be honest we really do 
not care if you succeed."

"You suffered horribly, and did horrible things. Some of those things you did, perhaps most or even 
all, could not have been avoided. There is little evidence that you tried to avoid much, and there is 
no evidence I have heard of that you even regard what evil things you did as necessary evils, just 
necessary. How can anyone trust a person with an attitude like that? Should a person like that really 
be teaching children? Granted, in one important way you tried to do the right thing, but you wound 
up doing much more harm, even evil, than good. Until you can acknowledge the second, few will 
give you credit for the first."

"Well," Snape admitted, "I have to admit I understand that, even if I really don't agree with it." He 
looked at Flitwick. "That's how people look at me?"

"At best," Flitwick said simply.

"So what do I need to do?" Snape demanded. "Walk around self-flagellating myself over my poor 
choices?"

"No," Flitwick snapped. "That certainly will not help, although if you meant that literally, some 
might derive some doubtful pleasure at your expense. Tell me, when was the last time you even 



admitted to feeling some compassion, even pity, for someone?"

"Those who felt such stirrings were quickly tortured, if not killed," Snape pointed out.

"I had feared as much," Flitwick answered. "If Dumbledore . . . no, as I said, there is no use 
wondering about what Dumbledore might have done better seventeen years ago. Tell me, Severus, 
why did you want to come back?"

Snape's shoulder's slumped, and he showed that he was at least capable of some self-pity. "What 
else am I to do? Where else could I go?" He gestured vaguely. "I was not treated well here by my 
so-called peers, as a student or on staff, but Hogwarts was far preferable to life with my family. I am 
thirty-eight, and I have spent just over twenty-four years of my life here." He glared at Flitwick. 
"You have claimed that being here is a calling for you, but how many others here could honestly say 
that? Perhaps McGonagall. For the rest of us, it is a chance to be paid well for what we enjoy being 
associated with, in a society which pays well for very little. Sinistra would still be looking at the 
stars through her telescope no matter what, but unless she joined the Muggle world, no one else in 
Britain would pay her to do it. Sprout would have to be the gardener for some aristocratic snob, or 
be reduced to raising a vegetable garden and a few house plants."

"As for me, I know I have not produced the research I should have, but where else could I have the 
resources I have here?" He looked at Flitwick. "How many here truly enjoy working with 
adolescents? And, without comparing you and I, and knowing that it does not excuse whatever 
failing I might have, I do ask you to look at yourself when thinking about why I am here."

"What do you mean?" Flitwick asked, bewildered.

"Yes, I allowed bullying and intimidation and even some abuse. However, while I would not have 
stopped the abuse Lovegood suffered, even I would certainly have stopped the outright theft which 
plagued her. Your Ravenclaws. . . ." Snape stopped himself. "No, you would say I am just striking 
back at you, and that is not where I wanted this conversation to go."

"Theft?" Flitwick demanded. "Bullying?"

Snape grimaced. "I hate to admit this, but sometimes I think the only one of us who knows how to 
run a House is Sprout. Merlin, that the Hufflepuffs are adequate! Yes, she was bullied, and theft was 
a large part of it. I thought she was merely weird, but part of the Dark Lord's 'softening up' process 
was a serum which relayed the victim's worst experiences. Other than her mother's dying, all of 
Lovegood's concerned the bullying and even vicious abuse she suffered here at Hogwarts. Did you 
know she three times came close to killing herself in her second and third years? That is why she 
latched on to Potter and his cronies in her fourth."

Snape waved all that off. "However, that draws us away from my questions. I take it you have no 
advice?"

"Yes, I do," Flitwick said. "Let me relay this information to Zed. I'll even do it via penseive if you 
wish, up to this point, so that he gets an honest image. He is more in contact with the greater 
magical world than anyone else here." Snape frowned. "Even if he is the one behind your . . . 
mishaps, I do not think this would make things worse in any way."

"Very well." Snape stood, then halted. For the first time in many years, he could honestly, and 
unprompted, say, "Thank you."

It took Flitwick a few days to get Z alone in the afternoon to talk. The Ravenclaw forgot all his 
plans on how to discuss the various points, and simply dumped all the information on Z at once.

"You really didn't know Luna was bullied?"

"You did?"



"Yes," Z answered simply, adding, "but not to the point Snape claimed."

"Look at me, Z," Flitwick exclaimed. "My maternal grandfather was from a well-known Pure-blood 
family. I won't say which one. He had a condition commonly called dwarfism. As he was a younger 
son, his parents practically sold him, as they were ashamed that he would mar their oh-so Pure 
opinion of themselves. I really don't know how a goblin ended up with him, or have a daughter who 
looked mostly human. My father was an illegitimate scion of a different Pure-blood family. He 
worked at Gringotts, and met my mother." His arms waved about. "You can imagine how I was 
teased in my schooldays here. If I had known about this, I would have found some way to stop it."

"I believe you. If Luna does have her sight back, we are going to help her prepare for her N.E.W.T.s 
in Charms, Transfiguration, Runes, and Divination. If you wouldn't mind looking over her Charms 
Theory?"

"Of course not," Flitwick said. "I can help with anything but the Divination. I shall welcome some 
discussions with her, as to how I might straighten out our House."

Z merely bowed his agreement.

"Now, what about Severus?"

Z sighed slightly. "He may have made the first small step. He has a long way to go. Still, would he 
take another option, rather than wanting to stay here?"

"Oh, I think so," Flitwick said. "This has been his haven, not really his home. Where else could he 
go?"

Z nodded. "I can understand that. I felt that way about my school in some ways, and the monasteries 
to a lesser degree. However, I could love Hogwarts easily." He considered. "I think I can find him 
some place where he could feel useful, and perhaps learn about himself as well. I shall make 
inquires."

Flitwick nodded. "And how is Miss Lovegood?"

"The bandages come off Saturday. The prognosis is good, but we'll just have to wait and see."

The healer unwrapped the bandages in the darkened room at the magical hospital in Geneva. Two 
medi-wizards, Hermione, and Z were the only other people in the room.

"Open your eyes," the healer commanded in French.

Luna hesitantly did so. "It's dark, but I . . . I can see! Hermione! Zee! I can see!"

"So, it was a success?" McGonagall asked that night. The heads of House, Madam Pomfrey, and Z 
were in her office.

"Yes, although Hermione admits it will be strange for a while to see a brown-eyed Luna."

"How long does she have to stay?" Remus asked.

"Only until tomorrow," Z answered.

"I've been kept up-dated," Pomfrey said. "As long as there are no head traumas for the next week or 
so, there should be no problems."

"There had better not be any 'traumas'," Z growled, sending a frisson of fear through them.

"Feeling a little protective, are we?" Remus teased.

Z glowered, and that sent a wave of power through them which made them shiver. "Remus," Z 
asked coldly, "how many mages live in Britain and Ireland, as opposed to Muggles?"



Remus frowned on this non-sequitur, but answered, "We number about 27,000, all included, 
although about three thousand are sometimes excluded as they are part-humans. The werewolves 
are included in the larger figure, but vampires are excluded from both. As for the Muggles. . . ."

"I believe they number a bit more than 62,000,000," Flitwick said.

"Now, the North American Confederation, or the United States and Canada to use the Muggle 
terms, contain just over five times the number of Muggles, but about ten times the number of 
mages."

"So?"

"So, if a wizard of say Dumbledore's power, or Riddle's or Potter's, shows up about once every three 
generations in Britain, how often would one statistically show up in the Confederation?"

"At least once a generation, if not twice?" Remus said.

"So, do you really want to mock me, Remus? Especially when Hogwarts seems to like me?" 
Suddenly, there were muffled shouts, and all the portraits disappeared from their frames. "Even if 
that means preventing the portraits from spying on me, or having them spy for me." The portraits, 
all looking very confused, started peeking around their frames.

"I wasn't mocking you," Remus tried to assure Z.

"No, you were either teasing me, or trying to threaten me or my friends," Z answered serenely. "I 
presume it was the former."

"It was, oh believe me, it was," Remus hurriedly said.

"Good. So, shall we talk about our good colleague, the Snake?" Z twisted around and scolded 
Dumbledore's portrait, which was just raising a forefinger, "and no comments from you, please." 
Dumbledore pouted. "I can get him a research position with a North American think tank at the 
least. The pay is poor, but the benefits are excellent."

"Benefits?" Sprout asked.

"Room, board, health care, help patenting any potion breakthroughs, things like that.

Remus, however, had thought of something else. Z's power might just explain something many had 
long wondered about. "Z, were you part of the group that stopped the August Offering?"

"No," Z answered. "I was the only person involved in that operation."

"Trust me. You need to tell Luna."

"That was you?" Luna asked, just settling into her favorite chair in her and Hermione's suite. Z 
merely nodded. "Thank you," the stunned Luna said.

"What was the August Offering'?" Hermione asked, confused at not having a clue for once.

"Voldemort had kidnaped thirteen magical children," Luna whispered. "I was by far the youngest, 
but the oldest two were the Weasley twins. They had been lured just past the Burrows' wards, I 
believe. We were to be sacrificed the next day. We were guarded by two-thirds of Voldemort's Death 
Eaters. We were always told that we were rescued by a group, suspected to be from the North 
American Confederation, but that was never confirmed."

"How did you get them away?" Hermione demanded. "I mean, how many Death Eaters were 
guarding them?"

"There were eighty-four, and I didn't get the children away," Z said heavily. "I killed the eighty-four 
Death Eaters."

Hermione's jaw dropped.



"It took less than two minutes, but I hit them as hard and as fast as I could. I was so angry." Z's 
voice was very quiet. "There was so much blood, and one little girl died."

Luna frowned. "No, all thirteen of us were rescued."

"I heard that one hostage was killed," Z persisted.

"Oh, I know what happened! Yes, one of the kidnap victims died -- the Patils were triplets, not 
twins. But she died during the kidnaping, not the rescue. That's why I was added, when they saw the 
chance to grab me. I can assure you, Z, all thirteen of the children who were there lived. We even all 
attended Hogwarts."

Z's eyes closed. "I can't tell you how much I wish I had known that seventeen years ago," Z said 
softly, reluctantly. "Still, when I was sent there, I just knew I had to do what I could. I still had to 
kill quickly and remorselessly. Those weren't the first Death Eaters I had killed. They weren't the 
last. But after that bloodbath, I had to leave. I couldn't take any more death for a while."

Z felt two pairs of arms gather him into a hug. "Some would say I ran away," Z said, "that I was a 
coward, or that I was weak. Well, I don't think I was a coward, but I was weak. I essentially left 
behind a mess, which only temporarily came to a halt nearly three months later, when Voldemort 
was disembodied."

"I was one of the few to know he could come back, who believed he would come back. I spent the 
next fifteen years in meditation, in penance, and in study. I destroyed the dementors, who would 
have been Voldemort's most dangerous allies." Z's mouth quirked. "I met with Harry just after the 
last battle. He and I had a long talk. He needed to get away. You can partially blame me for where 
he has ended up. In return, though, he didn't forgive me for running away last time. He made me 
stay, for I would have gladly joined him in leaving."

"No, he wanted someone he could trust to come and keep an eye on the one place he still cared 
about. Hogwarts. Someone to keep an eye on the only two people still alive who he cared about -- 
you two. And, to be honest, to keep an eye on Snape."

"And how do you feel about that assignment now?" Luna asked.

"Hogwarts is everything I could want in a position, and almost everything I could want in a home," 
Z answered. "Snape will be dealt with, sooner or later; certainly by the end of school year."

"And exactly how do you feel about us?" Hermione asked. "We both hope you don't still think of us 
as your sisters."

"That would be . . . rather, well, icky," Luna agreed, "considering how our feelings for you are 
developing."

Z swallowed nervously. "For seventeen years, I foreswore any personal relationships, other than 
professional ones." His arms involuntarily moved and he hugged the two younger women. "I cannot 
begin to tell you how I feel for either of you, other than I feel I don't deserve more than your casual 
friendship."

"But what do you want?" Luna asked.

"I . . . I am very attracted to both of you," Z admitted.

"That's a good first step," Hermione said. "Now, about the two of us. We are best friends. We love 
each other, and are lovers. We are not madly in love."

"Well, maybe we're in love, but no, we aren't madly in love," Luna agreed. "Still, we are both more 
attracted to men than women."

"I would go so far as to say that I could only make love with Luna, not any other female," Hermione 
stated.



"I wouldn't go that far, although I certainly wouldn't have relations with anyone other than 
Hermione, male or female . . . unless he was someone we could both love, and who could love both 
of us."

Z hugged them closer, but said nothing.

"How many more secrets do you carry, Zee?" Luna asked.

"Many," Z answered. "Many deep and terrible ones, which you won't like."

"Are they ones we truly need to know?" Luna asked.

"I'm afraid so," he acknowledged. "That's why I said in Geneva that I think we should slow down. 
We should stay close and friendly, but nothing more until the holidays. Hopefully I'll have an 
answer to the Snape problem by then, and we will know for certain if this is something we all want 
to pursue."

"Ah," Luna said, "the restraint of the older male. Someone our age would already have us naked."



Chapter VII 
Sunday, December 13, 1998
Severus Snape looked at the Headmistress' office distastefully, as Brother Z was there as well as 
Flitwick and McGonagall. "Well, come in and sit down, Severus," McGonagall commanded.

Snape frowned, but did as he was told. McGonagall nodded to Z.

"Who are you? What do you want?" Z asked simply.

Snape frowned. "I don't understand."

"Let me break this down for you, then. Who are you?"

"You know who I am!"

"I know who and what you have been," Z corrected. "Who are you now?"

Several retorts crowded into his mind.

"The future of your life depends on this night, Severus Snape, former Death Eater, former spy," Z 
intoned. "You were born a victim, a victim of a marriage filled with rage and hate, and you were 
victimized by it. Few have the combination of luck and strength of character to emerge from such a 
background untwisted." Snape scowled as Z went on, "You certainly had neither."

"You came to Hogwarts filled with the belief that all are either victims or bullies. You quickly allied 
yourself with the darkest members of Slytherin -- future Death Eaters every one -- and so you were 
rarely bullied inside your House, despite being a Half-blood. That became your refuge, a place 
where you could punish those weaker than you."

Snape tried to ignore this. "Like most bullies, you hate, you loathe the fact that you can't bully 
everyone. Some outside fought back. Four in particular fought you and your gang back, and then 
took to tormenting you just as you and your gang tormented others. Your hatred for those who 
bullied the bullies twisted you more."

Snape's scowl was by now looking a bit artificial. "Still, you managed to have little episodes of 
decent behavior, such as the potions work you did with Lily Evans. You treasured them in your 
heart, trying to use them as proof that you were not evil, that you were not Dark, that you were still 
the victim instead of now primarily being the victimizer. That is a bit better than most of those who 
became Death Eaters could say, but it is not much." Snape's brief ray of hope disappeared for the 
moment.

"You left the school and almost immediately joined the Death Eaters. There, you still did not fit in. 
You are a cruel bully, but you are not quite a sadist, or at least not one at anywhere the same level of 
most of the Death Eaters, at least not any of the successful ones. Still, your heart was hard enough 
to watch the tortures around you without flinching, never mind condemning or even showing any 
sympathy." Snape couldn't argue with that last point, at least.

"After a few months, however, you realized two things. Voldemort was not what you thought he 
was. He was not the great defender of old traditions, but a sadistic tyrant who would pervert and use 
those traditions as his cover for terrorism."

"Second, you hate the Muggle world because of your abusing father and wizarding prejudice, but 
you know a fair amount about it. As I said, Voldemort was merely a very successful terrorist. You 
came to realize that no matter how much damage he could cause, he could not win. He didn't have 
the temperament, skill, or resources to undermine Muggle governments, like Grindelwald had. No, 
all he could do was batter at the Ministry and kill and torture innocents." Snape had to agree with 
that as well.

"In short, you knew, in the long run, he could not win." Snape nodded.



"Yet who could stand up to him? Dumbledore, perhaps. Yet how many years passed between the 
decision and your approach? Almost two? No? Over one? I am not surprised. In the end, you saw 
your chance. You were in the Hogs Head, picking up illegal supplies, when you saw Dumbledore 
enter. You followed, and heard the first part of a prophecy. You were caught. You made your offer. 
Dumbledore then tested your Occlumency shields and mistakenly believed them adequate for his 
needs." Snape winced at that. "He Oblviated part of your memory, so that you only remembered 
part of the prophecy, planted a false memory inside your brain, and sent you back."

Snape was stunned. He then turned and glared the Dumbledore's portrait, which shrugged and 
nodded.

"Now you felt justified in every horror you participated in, but despite your enthusiasm, you were 
not able to bring much information in, at least none of immediate use. So, when Slughorn, as he 
often did, submitted a demand for a pay increase, coupled with a threat of retirement, Dumbledore 
took his retirement instead of the usual negotiations." Z smiled. "That shocked the old boy. The 
Headmaster hired you, hoping that would increase your value to Voldemort." The others, including 
the paintings, were caught up in the flow of words.

"It did, but it also meant you could no longer easily cull useful titbits from the rank-and-file, as you 
had been doing. By raising your profile, your actual usefulness was lessened even further." Snape 
and the painting both frowned at that.

"Voldemort fell, and for the next ten years you bullied and abused the students of Hogwarts, while 
also teaching them poorly. Then Harry Potter showed up. Your bile rose to the top, and you acted on 
it." Snape tried to sneer again, but failed.

"Meanwhile, the Headmaster never clued you in that Voldemort was living in the back of Quirrell's 
head, did he? What little chance you had in convincing Voldemort that you were in truth a double 
agent was lessened even further by your attempts to stop that hybrid. Tell me, didn't your Dark 
Mark start reacting the first night of Harry Potter's first year?"

Snape reluctantly nodded.

"What? You thought it was Potter?"

Snape nodded again, knowing he had been wrong.

"No, Dumbledore and Voldemort both played as you tried to play them both, especially Voldemort. 
Oh, do stop squirming!" Z almost snapped, unusual for him, as he was usually very dispassionate in 
his public speech, and really had been to that point. "Anyone who doesn't understand how a person 
could be caught up when acted upon by those two has no right to an opinion."

Z looked at McGonagall, who had been looking superior. "You knew it was wrong to leave Potter at 
his Muggle relatives. You knew Dumbledore never checked on him." He now also included 
Flitwick. "The two of you were senior to Severus, and only made token, if persistent, protests over 
his abuse of students." As he looked at them, their eyes dropped. "Could it be, in part, that he acted 
as you expected a Slytherin to act, and you so enjoyed your moral superiority that you did not act as 
you both know you should have? How many times did you two help Dumbledore gang up on 
Sprout to prevent her from complaining to the Board?" The two flushed slightly.

"So, there is plenty of guilt to go around. I'd like to think I would have done much better, but who 
can say? I might have failed as well, and if I had been here and was more effective, I might have 
just ended up fired, and everything swept under the rug, as so much was between 1981 and 1997."

Z shrugged and turned back towards Snape. "So, that's who you were. Are you any different now?"

"I don't know," Snape admitted. "If I am not, I can see why you think I should become different than 
what I was."

"Even if you think what I painted was incomplete, was any of it inaccurate?"



Snape tried really hard, and came up with, "Not that I could prove, any way."

Z nodded, "For you, that is an improvement. We are always in a state of change. Sometimes the 
change is merely a hardening of ourselves, and of our old habits of behavior. To change, to really 
change, is a difficult and time-consuming process. So, think about who you are, and who you want 
to become."

"Now," Z went on, "what do you want?"

"I want to delve deeper into potions," Snape answered immediately. "I want to do research."

"Is that all?"

Snape gave Z one of his best sneers, which was saying a great deal considering the source. "I have 
no interest in perpetuating the species, 'Brother'. It seems likely to continue, with or without my aid. 
Therefore, I would prefer my contribution to be knowledge. I grant you, I would prefer my name be 
attached to some major discoveries, but even if my name is unknown, I would hope the knowledge I 
create will live down through the centuries."

The other three managed not to roll their eyes. "Good enough, I suppose," Z said. "May I assume 
that any religious beliefs you may have are at least somewhat . . . tenuous?"

"I suppose so," Snape agreed suspiciously.

Z put his hands in his sleeves, and when he pulled them out again, there were two envelopes in his 
right hand. "I have here two job positions, researching potions. One is with a druid group, while the 
other is Buddhist. Provided you do not disturb the religious, they will certainly not disturb you. 
Both have specific areas they wish you to devote at least half of your time to, the rest would be up 
to you, so long as you are not squandering it. You many join the druids any time through next 
August. You would have to leave immediately as school is out next summer to travel to the 
Buddhists. You have until Yule to decide."

Snape glanced at them, and nodded. "Then I shall. However, I will stay through the end of the 
school year in any event, as I promised to do." Snape fought a brief, internal battle, and then forced 
himself to say, "Thank you."

With that, Snape, and then Flitwick, left.

McGonagall looked at the enigma before her. "And if he had left at the end of December?"

Z shrugged. "We could have covered for him, although that would mean I'd have to help you smarm 
up to Slughorn." He pretended to shiver in disgust.

"Very droll, Zed. And if he leaves, will you be leaving as well? Your stated goals were to clean the 
castle of any lingering Darkness, help Miss Granger and Miss Lovegood, and to take care of 
Severus."

"So they were," Z agreed. "Then I was going to find a nice cave somewhere and meditate for the 
next hundred plus years."

"I take it your affections have become engaged?"

Z closed his eyes and nodded.

"Love is not a weakness, Zed," McGonagall said, with compassion. "I loved my husband very 
much, but I wish I had found someone after his death."

"I understand, Minerva," Z said. "We shall see if they are as understanding when I tell them my 
secrets."

"Oh, dear," McGonagall said. "Both of them?"

"They are loyal by nature, and neither would be jealous of the other," Z said simply. "Even if I 
wanted to choose, I would not hurt them by doing so. I'd find my cave first."



"I understand."

Friday, December 18, 1998

One way that the Headmistress ran the school differently than her predecessor was in her belief in 
non-competitive activities (other than Quidditch). Therefore, she had decreed there would be two 
student dances/parties, one the evening before leaving on the Christmas break and one the first 
Friday in May. For all students Third year and older who had a date, there would be a semi-formal 
dance in the great hall. For everyone else, there was a buffet/party in the largest dungeon.

Brother Z and Hermione were two of the supervisors of the buffet party. There was plenty of food 
of course, as well magical and Muggle party games, and later on there would be other fun things to 
do as well -- pin the tail on the dragon (which breathed lightly stinging sparks if you strayed too far 
from the target), competitions to see who could burst the most balloons using sparks from their 
wands, etc. There would even be pinatas.

"What are you thinking, Miss Granger?" Z asked formally.

Hermione smiled slightly. "I was just thinking how much Ron would have liked this sort of party to 
a formal, or even semi-formal, dance."

"Do you miss him?"

"A bit," Hermione said. "He was a major part of my life for nearly seven years, and usually a 
welcome part of it as well, even if we actually dated for less than a year. Even though we never 
dated, I miss Harry a bit more, I have to confess." Hermione sighed. "After Hedwig was killed last 
Christmas, no other owl could ever find him."

"Losing his familiar must have been nearly as difficult as losing a friend," Z said thoughtfully.

"It was," Hermione agreed. "Harry obviously cared more for fully sentient life -- Ron, Ginny, his 
godfather, a goblin he became friendly with -- but he loved Hedwig."

"That would explain part of what Harry did, then," Z said.

"What exactly did he do?"

"You do know who the Death Eater was that killed his owl?"

"Dolohov," Hermione spat. "He's the Death Eater who ruptured my spleen."

"And that explains even more. Somehow Harry tracked Dolohov down and fed him some potion 
that turned him into a huge tweety bird."

"Probably a Canary Cream -- one of the Weasley twins' first products."

"How long does it last?"

"Less than half a minute, why?"

"Harry made it last a long time. He hung Dolohov upside down with his hands tied behind his back, 
and then ripped all the feathers off his body. After that, he disembowled him, and let him bleed to 
death."

Hermione sniffled. "Poor Harry. No wonder he never talked about it; no wonder he had to leave."

"What he did to the Death Eaters who were holding Luna and Ginny Weasley were equally grisly, 
not to mention what he did to Voldemort." Z almost grimaced. "He did show imagination, though."

"Oh? Do I want to know?"

"No," Z answered.

"I always wondered what he did to Lucius Malfoy, Peter Pettigrew, Bellatrix Lestrange, and of 



course Voldemort," Hermione probed. She knew Z had been the first to reach Harry after the battle 
had ended.

"Did you really want to know that your friend forced Pettigrew's silver hand to strangle himself? Or 
that somehow melted Bella Lestrange and her sister Narcissa together, and that it took them three 
minutes or more to die?"

"No, but I think I should know," she said.

"He put Lucius under some sort of contortion spell and made him shake hands -- one hand went 
down his own throat and the other went up his digestive tract." Hermione winced. "As for 
Voldemort, well, Harry was somehow able to draw off the blood which was related to himself -- it 
burst out of Voldemort, causing him to die almost instantly."

"I hope Harry can find peace," Hermione said.

"He can, even if it takes over a decade. Can you and Luna?"

"I believe so, especially if the three of us are together." She smiled. "Come on. Speaking of 
contortion spells, it's time to cast some so they can play 'Twister' properly."

The next morning, Hermione and Z saw the Hogwarts Express off. "When do we leave?" Hermione 
asked.

"Some of First years, well, three of them, anyways, asked if we could do something Christmas Eve. 
I promised them sing-a-long Christmas caroling. We can leave immediately thereafter, if you and 
Luna wish to."

"Where are we going?"

Z smiled. "Springing the question on me won't make me more likely to answer. I have hired Dobby 
and Winky for the holidays, and we'll be cozy. We don't have to be back until New Year's Eve at the 
earliest, after all, but if either or both of you want to come back early, you can."

"I know, you're not kidnaping us," Hermione agreed. "And we did agree to that privacy oath."

"I know, and thank you for trusting me," Z replied. "Are you going back to the castle, or would you 
like to come into Hogsmeade with me?"

Hermione frowned. "What are you shopping for?"

"There are eighteen students staying over. I don't know if they're getting presents from their 
families, or if their home situations are such they just prefer to be here. In any case, I'm making 
certain that 'Father Christmas' visits."

"From your tone, it sounds like you had a difficult childhood," Hermione said.

"To a degree," Z agreed. "Still, I knew others who had things worse. You and Luna might have had 
somewhat lonely childhoods, especially you, and of course Luna had the tragedy of losing her 
mother, but at least you knew you were loved." He frowned.

"What?" Hermione demanded.

"I know, we both know, there is physical and mental abuse in the magical world. It just occurred to 
me how easy it would be to hide sexual abuse, or sexual predators preying on Muggle children." He 
shook his head in disgust.

"I hate to admit it, but you're probably right," Hermione said. "Considering how sadistic the Death 
Eaters were, I would imagine at least some of them were preying on Muggles over the thirteen years 
Voldemort was gone."

"It's so tempting to just leave," Z said. "I came here because Harry loved the school itself, despite 



all the bad things that happened to him here; because Harry wanted Snape watched; and because of 
you and Luna. He couldn't leave unless there was someone powerful to come here, at least for a 
while. Well, the school is cleaned of Dark Magic, I would imagine Severus will be leaving at the 
end of the year, and at least Luna has her sight back. It's still very tempting to just leave, hopefully 
with you and Luna." He looked at Hermione with hopeful eyes.

"And assuming that Luna and I would go along with whatever you want," Hermione said drily, 
making Z wince just a bit internally, "why else would you stay?"

Z shrugged."I know I can't save everyone, I can't right even most wrongs. Still, we are different 
from Muggles in some ways. I'm possibly the most powerful wizard in Europe, certainly the most 
powerful in Britain. Until the next wizard of power comes along, and he proves to be Light, I 
suppose I need to at least stay in contact."

He looked at Hermione. "Yes, I know I was being presumptuous. I'm still getting used to the idea 
that I have to consider more than just my own desires and views in the near future. I'll work harder 
at that."

"See that you do," Hermione stated. "Luna is more forgiving than I am, but I don't think she'd put 
up with that, either."

Thursday, December 24, 1998

Hermione and Luna had sworn the privacy oaths, and had portkeyed with Z out of Hogwarts at 10 
pm. Dobby and Winky had already taken their luggage. They arrived in a large formal entrance hall. 
"You have a manor?" Hermione asked.

Z nodded. He looked at Luna. "You already know, don't you?"

Luna nodded. "I believe so, although I still have a difficult time believing it." That made Z smile 
and Hermione wonder -- what would be difficult for Luna, who still believed so many odd things, to 
accept?

"When?"

"When you first touched me, I wondered. When I first saw you through Hermione's eyes, I was 
starting to believe. I just still don't see how you managed nearly twenty years of time travel," she 
admitted.

"You're from the future?" Hermione asked, scowling in her confusion.

"No," Z answered. "I was sent from July of this year to August, 1981." He then balled his fists and 
seemed to exert a mighty internal effort, as Tonks did when she was making a major change.

Z only changed his nose slightly, however. In addition, his hair, although it stayed very short, turned 
black. He stopped, and when he opened his eyes, Hermione saw that instead of violet, they were an 
equally-startling green. It was then that she noticed that a very faint lightening bolt scar had 
appeared near the center of Z's forehead.

Hermione fainted.



Chapter VIII
Hermione recovered from her swoon, and as she did so felt that she was lying on a sofa of some 
sort. She opened her eyes, and saw Luna was crouched next to her, looking worried.

Z stood behind the sofa, looking as he always had, except that the lightening scar was now just 
barely visible. "Harry?" she asked, still not really believing.

"Yes," he answered. He held his hand up. "It's late, and you've had a shock. Details can come over 
time. In short, Harry met Zed in late May, as Zed was finishing off the dementors. Zed was the first 
person to reach Harry after the last battle. Zed sent Harry back in time in early July."

"How Zed knew how, I cannot really explain. There's some sort of time loop involved. In a sense, 
when Harry arrived in 1981, he knew a firm outline of what he had to do over the next seventeen 
years -- what he had to do was to learn to live with himself. He knew much about how to do 
everything else he had to do -- destroy the dementors, how to send himself back in time, and the 
like. But how to live with the knowledge of all the deaths he had caused and was about to cause? 
How to live with all the people who had been killed and tortured? Not to mention learning to live 
with the knowledge that he might totally change the time stream from 1981 onwards."

"But that would have set up an even greater paradox," Hermione protested.

"Exactly," Harry said, nodding slightly. "So I had to let my parents die, and Cedric and Sirus and the 
others. I had to let myself be abused by the Dursleys, and all the rest of it. Now, much of the power 
for the time travel was generated by killing those eighty-four Death Eaters in August, 1981, as 
Harry was transported there and he started killing them instantly. That filled in a sort of magical 
deficit. Then he disappeared from Britain a few days later. He confiscated -- or stole if you prefer -- 
some of the liquid assets of some of the dead Death Eaters. He traveled to the Buddhist monastery 
and began the process of healing himself, and studying for his masteries." He shrugged.

"Does he always talk of himself in the third person?" Luna teased.

"Of course I don't," Harry answered. "Still, it's easier to keep the time-lines straight that way. I was 
Harry Potter, and legally I still am both Harry Potter and Brother Zed of the Lightening Sect of 
Druids."

Hermione looked at Luna. "And you knew?" she demanded.

Luna shrugged. "Well, it was more than a suspicion at least. I was far from certain."

Hermione looked back at Harry. "I don't remember you being that much taller than me," she 
accused.

Harry now shrugged. "People probably remember me shorter than I was. You're ten months older 
than me, and you probably stopped growing taller sometime that summer between our fifth and 
sixth years. I grew another four inches in our last two years all together, and maybe another inch 
afterwards. I also slouched a bit back then, too."

"And you're a metamorphmagus?"

"A very limited one," Harry answered. "As it is, that bloody scar will likely be visible until 
sometime tomorrow afternoon."

Hermione thought through several conversations she'd had with 'Z' over the previous four months. 
Finally, she said, "I can see where you misled people, but you did very little if any outright lying."

Harry shrugged again. "I tried not to," he agreed.

Hermione looked around. "So, is this the mysterious Potter Manor you mentioned but never took us 
to?"



Harry nodded. "I never had time to take down the 'family-only' wards until last July."

He turned to Luna. "I'm sorry I wasn't in time to save you at least some of your suffering."

Luna nodded. "I know, my love. I forgave you that as soon as I was rescued. I am glad that Riddle 
didn't know that you were in love with me rather than Ginny. . . ."

Hermione demanded,"What!" surprised.

"Ginny and I flirted with getting back together in the summer of 1997," Harry told Hermione. "She 
just would never give up on trying to bring me to her by making me jealous. That worked back in 
sixth year, but it only worked once. What for you is last Easter, I knew you and Ron had broken up, 
so I approached Luna, only to be told that although she would have been very interested, you and 
she were exploring having a relationship when you visited Hogwarts. I backed away." Harry smiled. 
"Since you two were the only two I considered dating other than Ginny in my last two years at 
Hogwarts, that rather ended my options."

Hermione blushed faintly. "Is that why you went away?" she asked.

"It was part of it, but only a small part," Harry answered. "While I was not a murderer, I was 
certainly a killer, many times over. I was vicious and even cruel when I destroyed Voldemort and 
the Death Eaters. And I was angry, even angrier than I was in fifth year, although not nearly as loud 
about it."

Hermione had to acknowledge that those were good reasons.

"Zed showed up just minutes after Harry had finished portkeying Luna to hospital, and that's when 
he told Harry who he really was. He explained how Harry now had to go into the past and save 
Luna and the others at the August Offering, but then would have sixteen years to learn everything 
he could, and learn to live with himself, so that Zed would be in a position to do what had to be 
done."

Harry grimaced. "I cursed myself out for several minutes, before Zed petrified Harry and cursed 
him back and told him why it had to be done that way. I wasn't about to let all those children die, of 
course, and then Zed reminded Harry that he would have the drop on Snivellus and could watch 
over you two for a year, and then could do whatever he wanted. He also reminded Harry that he had 
no plans. And Harry could hardly deny he had what might be called 'anger management problems', 
and the ability to turn into one nasty dark lord if he wasn't careful."

Harry shrugged. "So, I went back, massacred the Death Eaters, and hightailed it to a magical 
Buddhist monastery hidden in the Himalaya, and no, I can't tell either of you where it is. It's not the 
one I would be sending Snape to. That's in Thailand."

Harry saw there were no immediate questions, and so carried on. "I spent a year getting my magic, 
temper, and I suppose my soul back into some sort of order and control. Over the next two years, I 
only left to be tested on the various masteries I was learning. I also managed to impart a bit of 
knowledge." Harry smiled. "My years at the Dursleys also paid off, as I spent a lot of time in the 
kitchens. If you want something cooked with yak butter, I'm an expert." Hermione smiled at that, 
while Luna appeared to be interested.

"Then I traveled to Australia, and did some training there for six months, and I also did some more 
traveling. I then spent just over four years in North America, working with the druids, and then after 
some more travel, I spent a year in Haiti and then in the Congo Basin and then the Sahara, studying 
magics. The rest of the time, I was with the magical Catholic monastery, where I finished my formal 
training and put together the group that helped me destroy the dementors when the time was right." 
The two women nodded their understanding.

"Once Harry left for the past, I came here, where Dobby and Winky were quite surprised to be 
called. The Diagon Alley goblins weren't, as Harry had told them right after he dealt with the 
Hogwarts Governors, and a foreign goblin already knew about my double life. I adjusted the wards 



here, and then had a long talk with McGonagall." He rolled his eyes at that memory.

"I wish I could have heard that," Hermione teased.

"I don't think she would," Harry answered with a grin. "I spent a bit of time at Hogwarts, working 
on the Chamber and Slytherin House, and then was asked to help re-ward Diagon Alley and 
Hogsmeade, which is why I missed running into the pair of you in August." Hermione looked a bit 
mollified at that.

"What did you think you were going to do after this year?" Luna asked.

"Last August? I thought I could deal with Snape pretty much as it turned out, although I didn't know 
it would be so much fun. I didn't think we'd get your eyesight restored quite as quickly as we did. I 
did hope we'd have that done by next July, though. At that point, I thought I'd leave the world, as I 
told you Harry was doing. I could then give up most of Harry's worldly goods, giving much of it to 
the two of you and Remus. I wasn't certain, but there's a rather powerful magical community of 
warlocks and hermits in Idaho, over in North America. They are all sorts -- Catholics and Druids 
and Buddhists and native shamans, agnostic philosophers, alchemists, et cetera. The only things 
they have in common are the desire to be alone most of the time and a hatred of the Dark." He 
shrugged. "I might have fit in there, if I hadn't started to feel the love I still had for the two of you 
returning, and to my surprise, being returned." Luna smiled tenderly at that.

"Who else knows who Zee is?" Hermione demanded.

"In Britain, you two, MacGonagall, Dobby and Winky, and some of the goblins here and abroad," 
Harry answered. "Seven members of the Buddhist monastery also know, as do my druid mentors. 
That's it."

The two teens looked surprised. "You aren't going to tell Remus?" Hermione demanded.

"Probably not," Harry answered. "As for the rest of the world, Z is known as a very powerful 
warlock, but that's all. Harry . . . I would have to deal with politics at a level I do not want to deal 
with. I really don't think Dumbledore's reputation acted as any sort of real break on Dark activities. 
Instead, everyone seemed to say, 'well, let Dumbledore handle it'. He couldn't by himself, and 
neither can I. Maybe, with three or four generations of powerful Pure-blood bigots dead, in 
Azkaban, or at least slightly impoverished and out of favor at the moment, the Ministry can at last 
do it's job properly."

Hermione admitted,"I certainly can't disagree with you . . . in theory."

Luna looked like she agreed. "Of course, theory and practice can be far apart," she pointed out. 
"The people now heading the Ministry were still favored by Fudge and Scrimgeour at various points 
of their career."

Harry had to say, "True. Still, they did commit themselves to a more open, democratic process of 
selecting at least some members of the Wizengamot, and they did get rid of many of the restrictive 
regulations of beings they don't care much about."

Hermione started. "It's just a start. . . ."

Harry stopped her with a raised hand. "I know, and I agree. Now, it is late. Winky!"

Winky popped into the room. "Mister Harry?" She smiled. "It is good to sees youse here, wheres 
Winky addresses youse properly."

Harry smiled at the happy elf. "Yes, it's good to be back. You have the Misses' luggage?"

Winky nodded. "Yes, Mister Harry, we's has 'em in the guest suite."

Winky beamed when Harry said, "Good job, as always." Harry turned back to his guests. "I'll be 
doing Tai Chi at Seven in the entrance hall, if you wish to join me. You may each write out ten 
questions I'll do my best to answer tomorrow afternoon. Fair enough? The rest we can learn over 



time."

The two agreed that it was.

The suite the two were sharing consisted of a sitting room, then a bedroom, followed by a small 
dressing room, a lavatory, and a bath. There were magical fires going in the sitting room and the 
bedroom, and there was a small Christmas tree, lit by dozens of small glass balls less than a quarter 
of a centimeter across, which each flickered different colors.

"We can see the tree from the bed," Luna observed.

"So we can," Hermione agreed. "Still, Harry was right about one thing."

Luna thought about that, and said, "It is late. We can shower after we exercise in the morning." 
Luna had started Tai Chi in late November, and to Hermione's slight dismay, was already more at 
ease with the movements than she was after nearly four months.

Hermione Granger was a very ticklish person. This was not generally known, because the first 
person to discover that fact had been her father -- and the resultant burst of untrained magic had 
turned his hands into flippers.

The second person to discover Hermione's secret, Ron Weasley, had suffered a broken jaw and 
multiple contusions. The pair had broken up a few weeks later.

Luna had managed to turn tickling into a mutual form of foreplay. Still, when Hermione woke up 
screaming in laughter, she nearly questioned her commitment to the witch.

Nearly, but not quite, as Luna turned her tickles into more intimate touch, and the two were soon 
playing a game of mutual satisfaction.

When the two lay in each other's arms, enjoying the afterglow of their lovemaking, Hermione 
asked, "Why?" then kissing her lover to make certain to show she was not upset.

"A reminder that I love you, and will not be leaving you," Luna answered simply. "No matter who 
and what Harry -- and Zee for that matter -- might be, no matter what he may mean to us, I am 
willing to share my life with the two of you."

That drew a warm smile. "Thank you," Hermione said. Despite having a happier home life than 
either Luna or especially Harry, Hermione was in many ways as insecure about love as they were. 
Hermione hugged her friend. "Are we late for Tai Chi?"

Luna could see the clock. "Not yet. Shall we?"

After their exercise, the trio showered separately and met in the breakfast room. There was another 
Christmas tree, this one large and with dozens of dancing fairies. "I didn't know what to buy you," 
Hermione confessed when she saw there were presents under the tree.

"You're still here," Harry answered. "What better gift could I ask for?" He smiled slightly. "And I 
would imagine that the image Zed projects would rather preclude easy gift giving."

The teens sat."I have to admit, it's difficult thinking of you as both Harry and Zee," Hermione said, 
helping herself to oatmeal and slicing in some bananas. "Mostly in realizing that although you are 
Harry, you now have seventeen more years on us."

Harry frowned. "Am I too old for you now?" he asked, perhaps a bit more worried than his tone 
would imply.

"If you were anyone other than you, yes," Hermione answered frankly.



"Oh, goodie," Luna said. "Does this mean we get our questions answered now? Or aren't you 
playing?"

Harry looked puzzled, and then shook his head. "I was going to ask how you could possibly have 
thought them out and written them down already, but then I remembered who you two are. No, I'm 
not playing, but yes, we can answer them now if you want to."

Hermione teased back, "I'll try to take that as a compliment." She and Luna handed Harry their slips 
of paper.

Harry studied them as he ate, saying, "Well, I won't answer them in order, and you only duplicated 
two questions. So, I'll answer one of them first. I have had no lovers as Zed, or before that for that 
matter. Yes, I am a thirty-five year old virgin." He managed not to be too embarrassed.

"Ginny lied," Hermione said.

"We both thought she had," Luna agreed.

Harry shrugged it off -- Ginny was a long time ago for him, even if he had grieved for her twice. To 
cover up the awkward silence, he glanced at Luna's list again and sighed. "Sorry, I still don't know 
where most of these creatures might be, at least under these names. Yes, some summer I'm willing 
to go snorkack spotting. I did see both yeti and their American variety, the so-called 'big-foot'. No 
one mentioned them as having much of a vocabulary and so far as I know, they're only slightly 
more articulate than trolls. As for question number seven, yes, I spent quite a bit of time researching 
magical ways to help you see, but no, I didn't feel guilt over your injuries. I still cared about the two 
of you while I was traveling to the present."

Luna looked disappointed in his not knowing more about some of her favorite creatures, but 
otherwise pleased.

"And yes, he continued, "I do know that polygamy is not legal under British magical law. It is, 
however, under druidic law, and British law is reciprocal. We would have to travel to North America 
to get married, and our group marriage would be recognized as legal here."

That made both young women smile.

"As for Hermione's questions, first of all, my mage senses developed slowly. They came about 
because of my deepening contact with my own magic. Tai Chi is a good first step, as it brings the 
body under control, and also helped me at least deepen my Occlumency and it was also a good step 
in meditation. We'll work on your meditation skills this next term -- which applies to both of you -- 
and we might be able to see about awakening your mage senses next summer."

He considered the list again, and then went on. "Let's see . . . as far as I know there is no such thing 
as an elemental, so I can't be one. As for changing my Patronus, if you gain sufficient control of 
your inner magic, you can do the same. It's not as if a Patronus is a true spirit guide, although it has 
often been treated as such. That also partially answers your question on wandless magic. That is a 
combination of true control of your magic, coupled with power. I think you both have the power to 
learn some wandless magic, even if you don't have a real knack for it, as I seem to."

Hermione frowned. "'Knack'?" she questioned.

Harry shrugged. "That's what a teacher of mine called it when I was with the druids." He wrinkled 
his nose at the next question. "The Dursleys?" Hermione shrugged. Harry repeated the gesture. "So 
far as I know, they survived the war unmolested, and I really couldn't care less about them," he 
answered firmly.

"I understand," Hermione said. "Still, I think you should at least arrange a mail drop for them."

Harry's response was, "Give me one good reason." It wasn't said in anger -- his anger against the 
Dursleys had long ago burnt out. They held no interest for him.



"What if Dudley has a magical child?" Hermione suggested.

Harry considered that. "Good point," he acknowledged, "although I shudder for the species' gene 
pool if Dudley reproduces." He went on. "We talked about the Apparation into Hogwarts, but you're 
right. There is something more to it than what I said, although you do know the rest of the 
explanation."

Hermione frowned, and demanded, "And that is?"

Harry smiled slightly. "Hogwarts does like me. It is sentient. In fact, at least when dealing with me, 
it is more of a she. So, to go back to one of Luna's questions, if I love anyone other than you two, 
it's Hogwarts."

Luna jumped in before Hermione could. "Then you shouldn't leave her. I cannot bear children. . . ."

Harry broke in "You can, after a fashion."

Luna considered a moment. "Meaning?" she finally asked.

"It would take some Muggle hormonal treatment coupled with magic, but you are capable of having 
an embryo implanted inside you and carrying the child to term. It would be difficult, but possible."

Luna stared at Harry a moment, and then flung her arms around him. "I would love bearing your 
and Hermione's baby!" She kissed Harry's cheek.

"That would mean we wouldn't have to wait until I'm done with my transfiguration studies," 
Hermione said, pleased.

"And that answers your last original question," Harry said. "As for the other question you asked in 
common, we can make love whenever and however you want."

The response was immediate.

"Now!" Luna and Hermione demanded.



Chapter IX
The trio did not make it back down stairs until slightly after noon. All three were very satisfied, but 
by that point, they were also very hungry.

Dobby and Winky had cooked the trio a truly Dickensonian feast, which would have easily fed a 
family of Cratchets, or even Weasleys for that matter. There was a large goose and a small turkey 
with gravy; mashed potatoes, dressing, Yorkshire pudding, and nine different types of breads and 
rolls; nine types of vegetables; three different wines . . . and it looked like if any of the trio had still 
felt peckish, Dobby and Winky had more ready.

The trio made certain they sampled nearly every dish (Harry wouldn't try the beets).

When they finally pushed away from the table, they insisted they would sample the nine desserts, 
and the cheese plate, nuts, and port, later that afternoon. At that point, they went to finally open 
their gifts, such as they were.

Dobby had given all three handmade socks, of course, and Harry, knowing Dobby would be present 
had given him silk socks so colorful they would have given Dumbledore momentary pause. Winky 
got a nice silk pillow case.

Hermione still felt a bit guilty that she and Luna hadn't gotten Harry anything. The fact that there 
was a present for each them (both obviously books) from Harry made her feel worse. Luna, of 
course, would have liked to have prepared a present, but Harry understood why it was not possible, 
as she had not been certain of his identity.

It was therefore Luna who opened her present first. She was pleased to see it was an old, hand-
copied codex, describing Tibetan magical plants and animals.

Hermione approached her book in a bit of trepidation. She frowned as she opened it, trying to figure 
out what it was. "What language is this?" she asked. "It looks familiar, but I can't quite place it." 
She frowned.

"The start is in a late ninth-century northern variant of the Northumbrian dialect of Anglo-Saxon," 
Harry replied. "Other parts are in medieval Welsh and Old Norse, but probably half is in medieval 
Latin."

That ended her confusion. "Well, I can read the Norse and of course the Latin," Hermione said. 
"What is it?"

Harry shrugged, as if it was merely a curiosity. "Notes on the founding of Hogwarts by the Four 
Founders," Harry answered. "Not in their own hand, but transcribed by the third Head."

Hermione looked at the thick codex in her hand, then up at Harry. She repeated the gesture twice, 
carefully laid the book down, and yelled something which sounded rather like 
"SQUUUUUEEEEEEEE!" and launched herself into Harry's arms to hug him.

Severus Snape sat in his rooms, determined to avoid the holiday celebrations. He looked at the 
bottle of cheap Muggle gin. At the end of the next term, in just about six months, he would be gone 
from this place. No more annoying children, no more melted cauldrons, no more reminders of 
Potters, no more Headmasters or their portraits who kept asking him about his feelings.

Snape up-ended the bottle and drank down a fifth of it.

He wondered what he should do for a send-off.

He wanted to leave something behind which would show the people like Granger and Zed what he 
felt for them.



Late that evening, Hermione, Harry, and Luna sat on a large, soft sofa they had pushed near to the 
fireplace in the sitting room of Harry's suite of rooms. As a thought crossed Hermione's mind, Harry 
smiled and Luna snickered.

"What?" Hermione demanded.

"I think we both recognized that look. You have questions," Luna pointed out.

"I didn't think you'd settle for just ten," Harry agreed.

"Very droll," Hermione said with dignity.

"Go ahead," Harry said.

"I knew you had developed an affinity for wandless magic," Hermione said. "It didn't seem 
anywhere near what you can do now. Were you keeping how good you were secret, or did it 
develop over the years?"

After setting his glass of port down, Harry answered, "Oh, it developed over the years. You 
probably had a good estimate of my power and abilities up until the kidnaping. When I heard what 
happened, though, something inside me snapped. I know you think I went in as a berserker, but I 
didn't. I grant you, considering the carnage I left behind, I understand why you would think that." 
He made a slight face.

"No, for the first few seconds, I was a berserker, and that allowed me to leave Headquarters, 
blasting through the wards on the house. But where would I find Luna and Ginny? Frustrated, I 
apparated to the mountains north of Hogwarts, and sent all my fury into the side of a mountain." 
Harry's mouth twisted. "There's a cliff there now. I knew anger wouldn't solve anything, and I 
collapsed inside of myself, looking for any clue I could think of, hoping I could find that thread that 
Riddle, the one that linked the scar to him, the one he was sending visions through. The visions 
were still coming through, but I couldn't grab a hold of it. Voldemort was exerting too much 
control."

Harry looked into some inner distance. "So, I didn't find it. I found instead three threads, one linked 
to you, Luna through the feelings I had for you. I found another linked to you, Hermione, because 
of how close we were. I also had one linked to Ginny, from the life debt she owed me from the 
Chamber of Secrets. The two to you, Luna, and Ginny were inflamed from the tortures you were 
both undergoing. And I felt your despair, Hermione." Hermione struggled to hold back her tears.

"And then I felt something else from you. It wasn't the fury I had felt. It was righteousness, the ire 
of just. I took that feeling inside me, and it was as if the dam that was still holding my magic back a 
bit had been swept away, and the river of my magic was flowing in a torrent." The two women 
looked at Harry, slightly awed.

"I rode that torrent, and it took me to Luna -- Ginny was killed just as the dam broke. I unleashed 
my power on the Death Eaters and Voldemort. But the torrent died down to a rushing river, and I 
was physically exhausted. That's when Zed showed up."

Harry's eyes moved to the fire. "He told me everything I needed to do before he sent me back, what 
I would have to do to get there, and what I would have to do back in time. Those few weeks, 
between the end of the so-called last battle and being sent back, were the hardest of my life."

Harry shrugged. "Still, I blasted through the Ministry, threatened the Governors of Hogwarts, and 
made certain that most of the surviving Death Eaters were convicted. Zed told me that Snape would 
get off, and how to deal with that. Knowing that Zed was taking care of Hogwarts and Hogsmeade 
and such made things easier."

Harry suddenly smiled. "That doesn't answer your question about wandless magic though, does it?" 
He almost smiled.



"No," Hermione admitted.

"We still wanted to hear it, though," Luna agreed.

"During the attempted rescue, I just started using it, mostly casting shields and minor hexes. At the 
August Offering, I was even more adept. I was casting so much power through my wand that I 
burned out the core." That made both women gasp in astonishment. "I have never found a wand that 
could sustain real concentrated power. I use a stick to teach, and also because that is a good way to 
direct my mind with precision. I do have a staff I can use when necessary. That has nine cores 
working together, and can easily carry the load." Harry again gave his brief smile. "Fawkes actually 
appeared and donated a feather when I was making it."

At that moment, Fawkes flashed onto the mantle, and sang a few notes. "Yes, you silly bird, we 
were talking about you," Harry teased.

"Harry. . . ." an awe-struck Hermione started. Fawkes hadn't been seen since Dumbledore's funeral.

"No, I am not Fawkes' companion," Harry answered. "I suspect, however, he might be interested in 
Luna." Fawkes sang a happy little song, looking at Luna.

Luna looked back, and then nodded. "Yes, I would be honored."

Fawkes sang some more, and Luna said, "I . . . I can understand him! He said that now that I have 
healed my soul, I am worthy, if I will have him."

Harry nodded. "My understanding is, Fawkes came to Dumbledore in the 1920s. He prefers 
scholars of great heart. That Dumbledore later became a warrior and manipulator distressed him, 
but he loved the Headmaster anyway." Fawkes cooed an agreement.

"Well, my love, you are a brilliant, if unconventional scholar," Hermione teased lightly. "And you 
have the greatest capacity for giving love of anyone I've ever known."

Fawkes again made sounds of agreement, but then sang for over a minute. At the end, Luna nodded 
and said, "Yes, I understand and agree." She turned to Harry and Hermione. "I will sleep apart from 
you, just for tonight. Fawkes will watch over me and sing, which will bond us together. I suggest 
you two bond yourselves again."

Luna disentangled herself from her partners and stood. Fawkes glided onto her shoulder. "Fawkes 
said that he would help me carry our mutual child, for his magic can be life-sustaining. I leave it to 
the two of you to make arrangements for anytime after I take my N.E.W.T.s." With Fawkes on her 
shoulder, she couldn't bend to kiss her lovers goodnight, but she held out her hands. Harry and 
Hermione took one each and gently kissed them.

Fawkes trilled happily, and a smiling Luna went off to bed.

Hermione directed a mock glare at Harry. "Any more surprises, Mister Potter?"

Harry was unaffected. "Considering all the years we spent apart, at least from my perspective, I 
would imagine so." Now Hermione frowned for real. "Is that going to bother you? That instead of 
the oldest and most informed in a relationship, you. . . ." He broke off, unsure how to finish.

"I can't be the know-it-all, with either you or Luna." She sighed and pouted. "I acted like that with 
Luna after Har . . . after you left and she was blinded, didn't I?" She grimaced att he realization.

"If I need to save people, you need to know as much as you can," Harry said simply. "We won't love 
you more or less as you study. You will always understand theory better than I do, and know more 
than Luna does in most areas." He smiled. "What do I tell all the students?"

Hermione rolled her eyes. "'Feel the magic within you'?"

Harry nodded, and added, "'Magic can be logic, as in Arithmancy or Potions. Magic can be music in 
your soul. Those who are in touch with both will be the true mages. Those who obsess only about 



the music or the logic will become lost. Those who try to force magic to do their bidding will lose 
their soul. True understanding of magic does not come through blood, it does not come through 
mere study. It comes through practice and study, and then you must feel the music of magic inside 
you'."

He looked at Hermione. "You are the logic in magic. Luna is the music in magic. You two were my 
inspiration. I love you."

Hermione smiled. "Luna was right. Let's go bond."

Harry looked concerned and asked, "Do we need a safe word?"

Hermione smirked and lightly smacked Harry's arm. "Git."

The next morning, Harry took his two lovers aside and reapplied their oaths, meaning he would be 
adding new information to be covered by it. Needless to say, this made the two young women very 
curious.

"Eventually, we'll talk about most if not all the different things that happened to me between August 
1981 and this past August," Harry said. "Well, those things not covered by the oaths I took then, 
anyway. Although I haven't formally asked, I do wish to marry the two of you. . . ."

Hermione and Luna threw themselves into Harry arms, yelling, "Yes! Yes!"

When he was released, Harry said, "I'll formally propose when we're done here, then." He smiled 
his slight smile and reminded them, "I doubt you want the actual proposal covered by a secrecy 
oath."

The two had to agree that that would not be good. Harry sat them on a sofa and conjured a straight 
chair for himself, so he could sit in front of them.

"Those two chairs you conjured back in September still haven't faded," Hermione complained.

"True," Harry agreed. "Like many things in magic, that is a function of power and will. I have a 
great deal of both. Now, as for why we're doing this, well, as I told you I am technically a virgin."

The two women nodded.

"I do have to tell you then about my three daughters."

That made them blink.

"It starts off with the fact that goblins only come in one gender. . . ."

Hermione broke in, disbelievingly. "Harry. How can all goblins be male?"

Harry shook his finger at her teasingly."I didn't say they were," he reproved.

"I believe a great deal," Luna said slowly, "but I find it difficult to believe that the goblins we see 
are female."

Harry shrugged and retorted, "Well, they are. Their DNA is so dominant, however, that over 99 
percent of their children are female goblins. Every once in a while, a cross is produced. Those are 
usually sterile males, but about a quarter of the time that happens, the cross is a fertile female or 
male. Still, neither is a goblin. Flitwick's descended from one of those."

Seeing that the amazed pair were still listening, Harry went on, "Now fortunately, the female goblin 
doesn't have to be, well. . . ." He stopped, and made a slightly rude gesture.

"Injected?" Luna suggested.

"You mean 'impregnated'," Hermione corrected.

"Fine," Harry said. "They don't have to be either of those things the old-fashioned way. They've had 



a magical means of artificial insemenation for a few centuries. In any event, one rather clever goblin 
figured out my secret. She made a deal with me. So, about thirteen years ago, a Veela took me in 
hand, and gave most of the results to a team of goblins. The result, two of the daughters of the 
goblin I had made the deal with had little goblins five months later, which I have been told is 
normal for them." He looked to see if they were following him.

"And the Veela took the rest?" Hermione asked, skipping ahead.

Harry nodded. "She then reverted to her avian form, and laid a large egg three weeks later. Three 
months later, a half-Veela hatched. The goblins were very angry with her, but we worked out a deal. 
In any event, little Dian Hermione Vase started Beauxbatons two years ago."

The two women nodded, knowing that 'Dian' came from the Greek name of the moon goddess, and 
that to Harry, in this case a vase was something beautiful made by a potter.

"I don't know the two goblins well -- the rare donors who know what happened are largely kept 
away from their children. Still, as part of the deal I do know them slightly, although they don't know 
I am their father. I know Dian better, and that's one reason why I selected that Catholic monastery 
after my time with traveling about, instead of going back to my druid friends."

Hermione asked gently. "Will we get to know her?" Luna nodded her hope.

"Well, actually, although her mother does love her, she wouldn't mind if Dian lived with me," Harry 
confessed. "She's made herself the darling of a Continental group of lesbian Muggles." Hermione 
wrinkled her nose at the thought of the 'smart set'.

"You do attract oddity to your life," Luna pointed out.

"Does she, Dian I mean, know you as Harry, or just as Zee?" Hermione asked.

"Just as Zed," Harry answered. "Her mother still doesn't know I'm Harry, either, just a wealthy, 
powerful wizard."

Luna and Hermione exchanged a look. "Luna and I need to talk about this," Hermione said. "Go to 
your room. We'll join you shortly. Do try and remember anything else we need to know."

When Harry left, Luna turned to her lover and said, "I presume you are doing this to remind Harry 
to tell us his secrets, not because you are angry or don't want to know his daughter."

Hermione winced. "I can more easily forgive not knowing about the goblins than I can about Dian. 
He should have told us yesterday," she stated firmly.

"Ideally, yes," Luna agreed. "Harry is not ideal, and neither are we."

Hermione had to agree. "True."

Luna suddenly smiled. "We're going to be a family."

Hermione returned the smile. "We are." All three wanted family.

"Maybe I can undergo the treatments later this coming summer. Dian needs a sibling," Luna said 
hopefully.

"So she does," Hermione agreed. Then the two looked at each. Neither was a traditional young 
witch, but the same thought occurred to each of them.

"Uh-oh," Harry muttered as soon as he saw them. "Yes?" he asked, ith touch of fear.

"Harry, we're not technically going to be marrying you, are we?" Hermione demanded.

Harry frowned. "What?" he asked, confused.

"If we marry you, what will I be called?" Luna asked. "Luna Zed? And wouldn't a son of yours 



inherit the magical property? Harry Potter cannot just disappear, Harry, as much as you might like 
it," she stated.

"Yes, he can," Harry answered. "There isn't a Potter trust, and nothing is entailed. Harry will endow 
your children, and Dian for that matter. The old family of Potter will disappear, and the Lovegoods 
and Grangers will rise on the ashes of the Potters and Blacks. After all, Harry can't easily appear 
this summer looking over thirty, he reminded them.

"Then I think you owe it to Remus to explain that to him," Luna said.

Harry sighed, and agreed.

"And I presume you'll start having your students call you Professor Zed?" Hermione asked.

"I suppose so," he agreed.

"And shall we talk about his wardrobe?" she teased.

"No," Harry answered. "I am not ashamed to love the two of you, but does it have to be advertised, 
as opposed to acknowledged?"

The two women frowned. "Why, Hermione asked.

Harry shrugged. "A determination to keep out of the limelight, I suppose," he admitted.

"I can understand that," Hermione acknowledged. She looked at Luna, who nodded. "Can we meet 
Dian over this break?"

Harry nodded in return. "She's staying at Beauxbatons," Harry answered. "There's a magical village 
nearby which is larger than Hogsmeade. If there are rooms available, we can go at any time," he 
added.

"And how do we find out if there are rooms available?" Hermione asked archly, which made Luna 
smile slightly. Hermione just couldn't help being bossy.

"Dobby!" Harry called.

That night, as Harry and his lovers made their plans, Severus Snape went to sleep, content.



Chapter X
Even with Dobby's best efforts, it took a few days to arrange everything. Still, the night of the 28th, 
the trio settled down in the village in southern plateau of France.

"I hadn't realized where Beauxbatons was," Hermione said, looking out of the window the next 
morning, overlooking the snow-filled streets. "I thought it was closer to the Mediterranean," she 
said in a puzzled voice.

"Why is that?" Luna asked.

"Well, the way the students were dressed at the Tournament," Hermione explained. "Those thin 
uniforms."

Harry snorted. "You mean you're surprised that they chose looks over practicality?" he teased.

"I suppose I am," Hermione admitted.

"Why did you or her mother choose Beauxbatons? I mean, was she already French?" Luna asked.

"No, actually all that went on in Greece," Harry answered. "However, I knew Gabrielle Delacour 
would be in Dian's year. I thought she would have an easier time at a place that was used to part-
Veela." He shrugged.

"That makes some sense," Hermione said. "Are they friends or rivals?"

Harry sighed slightly. "Friendly rivals, from what I understand. Considering their heritage, that's 
likely to start changing soon," he pointed out.

"How far of a walk is it?" Hermione asked, changing the subject.

"It's a bit over seven kilometers, but we don't have to walk it. I usually take a broom, but Dobby 
ordered us a carriage for 9:30," Harry assured them.

"Do you miss flying?" Hermione asked. "I haven't seen you on a broom once, and you used to love 
it so much."

Luna added, "That's one reason why I wasn't totally sure you were you. I was surprised your 
animagus form couldn't fly." Hermione rolled her eyes.

"I was more than a little surprised at that, myself," Harry agreed. "And not flying is hard," he had to 
admit.

Hermione jumped on that. "If you came out as Harry. . . ."

Harry broke in, "I could fly, but again, how could I explain being seventeen years older? I couldn't 
tell the truth about that, and I couldn't fake it for long. And Zed isn't just a part I play. Except for the 
name and the lack of baggage, I really am Zed now, more than I am Harry." Harry tried to be firm.

"Well, let's get dressed," Luna suggested. "You might be a plain crow, but Hermione and I must not 
be plain pigeons, but fwoopers of fashion for the French."

Harry was of course soon ready, and Hermione was not far behind. As they waited in the sitting 
room of the suite, Harry asked, "I've been meaning to ask about Luna."

Harry sounded confused."In what way?" Hermione asked.

"She's not nearly as eccentric as she was back in our Fifth year. . . ." He frowned in thought. "Come 
to think of it, she actually started toning it down just a bit in our Sixth year, didn't she?" He seemed 
surprised to have realized that.

"She did," Hermione agreed, "and even more last year." She frowned. "I think, by accepting her on 
that flight to the Ministry, by you accepting her as a person in general, she made a stronger 
connection to the everyday world. She really did see things differently."



That made Harry blink. "Did?" His tone was dangerous.

Hermione nodded. "It sounds as if she was born seeing much as you do when you have your full 
mage sight engaged. Those sights are muted now, although not gone." Hermione looked at Harry 
fearfully.

"I really wish I could make Snape pay for that," Harry growled.

"How did he escape that night, anyway?"

"They were in a large crypt. Snape wasn't still in the room, and he wasn't one of the Death Eaters 
stupid enough to come rushing in when the screaming started. Luna's eyes and tongue were missing, 
and so were parts of Ginny. I think he must have taken them somewhere to process them as potion 
ingredients."

At that point, Luna came in. She was dressed like a Russian princess ready for a sleigh ride. "Furs?" 
Hermione demanded.

"Very warm and snuggly," Luna answered. "Dobby fetched them from the Potter vaults. They've 
been dead a long time, my love. Considering how far below freezing it is, you might both wish to 
avail yourselves as well."

Hermione sighed and gave in. Harry did as well, but wisely said nothing.

"That's not what I expected," Luna said as Beauxbatons came into view.

"Since it's over seven hundred years old, I didn't expect this either," Hermione agreed, for the school 
looming in front looked like a three-quarter-sized Versailles.

"Beauxbatons was founded by two powerful magical clans just after 1200," Harry agreed. "Their 
lands lie further ahead, so the school faced that direction. If we had approached that way, it would 
appear to be a small thirteenth century castle with two additional wings, from the later fourteenth 
and mid-sixteen centuries. It's actually nearly three times as large as Hogwarts with four times the 
student population, and draws students from Spain, Portugal, Belgium, Switzerland, and northern 
Italy as well as France and Franco-phone Africa and the Caribbean." Harry shrugged at Hermione's 
look of astonishment and Luna's grin. "My daughter does go to school here."

He went on. "Instruction is still in Latin, and those who don't know it are magically taught it the 
August before their first year, just like Hogwarts did until the late nineteenth century. Most most 
non-French speakers choose to have their children learn French as well." Hermione looked 
impressed.

"Does Dian know English?" Luna asked.

"Oh, yes," Harry answered. "And without a strong accent."

The carriage let them off and they were met by Madame Maxime herself. "Brother Zed," she 
greeted. "Or should I say, 'Professor' instead?"

Harry first bowed. "Professor might indeed be preferable now," he answered.

"I am most pleased you were able to make the journey after all," Maxime stated. "Your daughter 
was most disappointed."

Harry grimaced. "I know, and we are here to make up for it. May I introduce my fianceés, 
Hermione Granger and Luna Lovegood?"

That made Maxime blink, but then she recovered and said, "I see you are living up to your druid 
beliefs. Come in." She gestured for them to follow her.



"Have you considered my request?" Harry asked as they moved through the chateau.

"I have. You may ask your daughter. Her mother does not seem to care." Maxime looked at the trio. 
"Tell me, will I be losing one of my better, if most mischievous, students to Hogwarts next year?" 
Hermione rolled her eyes at that.

"Probably not," Harry answered. "Hermione and I are both on staff there, and I would imagine that 
would easily cause charges of favoritism."

Maxime acknowledged that. "Too true. Be certain to explain that to her in those terms."

Maxime led them to a small sitting room and showed them in. Dian obviously knew that something 
was going on other than her father coming to visit. She was therefore dressed in her best outfit, to 
impress.

Although she was slightly shorter than the average twelve-year-old, and still had her boyish hips, 
Dian was already a head-turner in the school, mostly due to her extremely beautiful face and eyes, 
although the luxurious blonde hair and B-cups aided that. Hermione and Luna could see traces of 
Harry in Dian's mouth and chin, and she had Lily's pertly attractive nose.

More, she had Lily's, and Harry's, vivid green eyes.

Dian stood, and then, bowing, said in formal French, "My father, welcome."

Harry merely smiled and opened his arms. Dian took in the two young women next to her father, 
but then gave in, and leapt into his arms, crying out, "Papa!"

Harry hugged his daughter tightly, kissed her cheek, and swung her around. "Dian, meet Luna and 
Hermione, my fianceés."

Dian giggled. "Oh, Papa, I should have known it would take more than any one woman to break 
down your defenses."

Harry kept her in his arms. "Ha, ha, very funny. Now, impress the ladies with your correct 
command of English."

Dian switched to English, and with a perceptible, but not difficult to understand, accent, she said, "I 
am very pleased, if surprised to meet you." She frowned. "Pardon, but aren't you two, well, young. . 
. ?"

Hermione agreed with that, "We are," while Luna shrugged.

"Come along," Harry said. "We have permission to portkey you away until New Year's Day, if you 
would like to come along."

Dian's eyebrows went up. "Really?" She had spent a moderate amount of time with her father, but 
never away from school or her mother's. "Where are we going?"

"That's a secret," Harry answered, "as is most of what you will learn. Still coming?"

Dian smiled. "Yes, Papa."

Dian's eyes took in the entrance hall of the manor. "It is very . . . correct, in an English way, isn't 
it?" she said in English.

"This part of the manor is somewhat Muggle, and reflect our family's status in what were once 
called the Welsh Marches," Harry answered.

"And am I permitted, now that I am sworn to secrecy, to know my true family name?" she asked.

"Your family name is Vase," Harry answered. "Hermione's children will be Grangers, Luna's will be 



Lovegoods. Three new magical families . . . well, two new ones, and a restored older one. There is 
more than enough money to take care of that."

Dian merely gave her father a cross look.

"A ritual, a ceremony, took a not-quite eighteen year old boy back to 1981, where he changed his 
name and spent the next sixteen years preparing to fight Voldemort from a different angle." Harry's 
Z appearance faded into his natural look.

Dian started giggling, and then laughing out loud.

"And what is so amusing, Dian?" Harry asked.

"My best friend has a crush on my father, who is now old enough to be her father," Dian managed 
to blurt out. "You're almost too old for these two. You're certainly too old for Gabrielle to track 
down and marry, like she claims she's going to." She laughed again.

"True," Harry agreed.

Dian quieted down, and then looked at her father shrewdly. "Do you hate the Potter family, or just 
the old blood traditions associated with it?" she asked.

"Oh, the latter, even if the Pure Blood agenda isn't associated with the Potters all that much. Still, 
despite the prejudice you, and your half-siblings, will face, just think of how much worse it would 
be to be the acknowledged child of Harry Potter, alleged savior of wizarding Britain?"

Dian gave that some honest thought, and then wrinkled her nose. "I've seen how celebrities are 
treated," she acknowledged.

"Now, when I'm gone, my heirs may decided to make their heritage public. Still, it's not like there 
are hereditary seats in the Wizengamot at stake or anything." Those had been eliminated some 
centuries before, although the seats had still been held by a small group of families until the 
previous year.

"Ewww," Hermione agreed. "Hereditary seats would be about the only thing that could make the 
Wizengamot worse."

Fortunately, Dian had no illusions about her father and mother ever getting together. Her mother 
had seized the opportunity, and had lucked out, not only getting pregnant, but in choosing a wizard 
who had access to some money and who was not terribly upset to have had his sperm taken.

She was therefore actually thrilled to see her father involved with two lovers (hardly shocking to a 
half-Veela partially raised in the jet-set of Muggle France and Italy and the wizarding equivalents). 
Although certainly not abused in any way, her mother had not been the most attentive parent. If 
Dian had any dream, it was to be closer to her father.

Now that she knew that her father was actually a time-traveling Harry Potter, she quickly forgave 
all the hurried visits and was instead surprised at how much time he had actually made for her. Here 
was a man who literally was carrying the fate of part of the wizarding world on his shoulders for 
most of her life. It would have been easy (for some, although not of course for Harry) to have just 
paid off the Veela, or even to have demanded that the egg containing her be broken, that the hybrid 
creature, which would have no rights until the egg hatched naturally, be destroyed.

The three adults had sat her down at various times (especially Hermione) and discussed her 
immediate future. Dian was surprised to learn that it was now up to her to decide by Easter where 
she wanted to continue the next five years of her education. Hogwarts would bring her into greater 
proximity with her father and step-mothers, but there would be little interaction allowed during the 
school year.

As a half-Veela, she was a little ahead in the maturing department than her fully human classmates. 



She could already see the possible disadvantages of having her father around any possible 
boyfriends. Even if they wouldn't know her father was Harry Potter, Z was certainly a potentially 
very intimidating figure to dirty-minded little boys with roving eyes, or hands.

While she was the only half-Veela at Beauxbatons, there were two other quarter-Veela in addition to 
her friend Gabrielle, and several more who had some Veela blood. She was not shunned there, as 
she might be at Hogwarts, should her heritage come out, as it likely would. Britain was legally 
becoming less Pure-Blood, but that would no doubt take a few generations to really percolate 
through the population.

Hermione had already planned the summer schedules, from the wedding/brief honeymoon, through 
the fertility treatments for Luna in North America on through the middle of August. She was more 
than happy to add Dian to the schedule. Gabrielle would be asked to attend the wedding, and the 
pair of them could then travel back to France until mid-July. Dian could have seven weeks with her 
father and step-mothers.

Despite her incipient interest in teenage boys, this still had great appeal.

Sunday, January 3, 1999

Professor McGonagall looked a bit surprised to see who had tracked her down before lunch. "I 
didn't expect to see you until dinner," she commented. "I take it the holiday went well?"

Harry nodded, and with a wave of his hand established a privacy ward around them. "Very well. 
Hermione is having a great deal of fun fine-tuning travel schedules and such."

That was hardly surprising. "And will she be available to help teach in the autumn?" the 
Headmistress asked, hopefull that Hermione would be returning.

"Oh, yes," Harry answered. "If the treatments we have planned go well, Luna might not be available 
to help out, though." He managed to suppress a blush.

"That would be wonderful," McGonagall said warmly. "And your daughter?"

Harry simply said, "She will spend much of the summer with us, but will continue on at 
Beauxbatons."

McGonagall frowned. "Then why are you here?"

Harry nearly growled as he said, "Because Severus Snape is a vindictive twerp."

McGonagall snorted. "I haven't heard that term in quite a while," she said. "What has he done 
now?"

Harry had had years to practice holding his temper, and simply told McGonagall. "He has laid the 
neutral foundations for some sort of curse work on the threshold to Luna and Hermione's suite, 
hoping it would pass unnoticed, not to mention believing that none could identify his work. I am 
telling you now, so that you, Hermione, Luna, and I can decide what to do about it tonight."

She thought about that for a moment. "What can you do about it, as it is neutral, and not everyone 
may accept that you can identify wand signatures?" McGonagall inquired.

"Quite a bit," Harry answered.

"When will you and the ladies be available?"

Harry thought a moment. "Three?" he suggested.

"Three o'clock it is," McGonagall agreed.

"I don't understand," Luna said after what little that was known was explained. "How could he hope 



to get away with anything?" She was clearly puzzled.

"Did you know something had been added?" Harry asked.

Luna, for once, was astonished. "Those enchantments are still there?" she demanded.

"They are," Harry answered. "I hope it doesn't sound boastful, but I am likely one of the few mages 
who could sense these changes. If they had been at all Dark, you might have sensed them, but no 
one else in Scotland would have. If whatever he is planning had been added all at once, then there 
would have been a higher chance of discovery."

McGonagall broke in. "Could it simply be a prank? I know that sounds unlikely, but perhaps things 
are not as dire as you believe them to be."

Harry frowned. "It's possible, but unlikely. In any event, that's not why I brought this to you," he 
pointed out.

"From what we know of him, I can't believe it's likely to be some mere prank either. Probably, 
whatever it is he's planning, it will have a subtle long term effect," Hermione mused. Then a thought 
struck her. "By adding everything between now and whenever he leaves in June, it likely wouldn't 
even start having an effect until after that." McGonagall had to nod at that.

"And since it might not be complete until near then, we might not notice the touches of Dark magic 
as they are added," Luna mused.

"Exactly," Harry agreed. "Hogwarts is so magical that little bits of magic, even the Darkest, are not 
easy to spot. I'm just more sensitive and more powerful." Hermione laid an assuring hand on his 
arm.

"So. What do you three want to do about this?" McGonagall asked. "And no, you can't kill him. Not 
for this level of activity." She made certain she was firm.

"I suppose we have to let him continue until at least the first bit of Dark magic is added," Hermione 
said regretfully.

"I can add a set of very subtle monitoring wards," Harry said. "Coupled with Hogwarts' own 
internal wards, that will not only identify whatever is done up and down that section of the corridor 
as well as the area around your door, it will also identify the caster." Harry smiled grimly at 
Dumbledore's portrait. "Or do you still want to give that torturing scumbag yet another chance?"

Dumbledore stopped pretending to be asleep. "If only I was a liberty to tell you. . . ." the portrait 
whimpered.

"I wouldn't care if he's your illegitimate son," Harry snapped. "Why is his freedom more important 
than the well-being of all the children he's abused as a professor here? Why was his feeling good 
about himself worth allowing him to mind-rape me? Why is his doing whatever it is he's planning 
more important than the safety of these two?" He looked as if he expected an answer.

"I cannot tell you without his permission, any more than I could tell him your identity without 
yours," Dumbledore proclaimed.

"If you were alive, you'd being trying to save him, even if it meant exposing me, even if it meant 
risking Luna and Hermione's safety, wouldn't you?" Harry accused.

"I would, and I am certain these young ladies are safe," Dumbledore stated.

"Can you look at my borrowed eyes, knowing what he did to Ginevra and myself, and honestly say 
that?" Luna demanded.

"That was for the greater good," Dumbledore claimed.

"Whatever use Professor Snape had before is certainly gone now," Hermione stated firmly. "Now 
the greater good is to destroy him like the mad dog he is if he does one more Dark act." She stood 



and glared at Dumbledore. "I can assure you of one thing, Albus Dumbledore, when I am through 
writing the history of Voldemort's rise and fall, much of the blame for his rise will rightly go to you. 
And your mismanaging of his second rise, and your coddling of that mad dog Snape will be part of 
the public record. Your defeat of Grindelwald, your researches on dragon's blood, will become 
historical afterthoughts."

To that, Dumbledore could say nothing.



Chapter XI

Severus Snape came back to his suite of rooms a satisfied man. The students had left the castle to go 
home for the long summer vacation just a few minutes before, and Snape would be leaving for good 
that afternoon.

It had been a successful term. From the moment that he had agreed to leave, the persecution Snape 
felt he was under had stopped. Except for his slow plot against Granger and Lovegood, Snape had 
been on his best behavior. It would be his final gesture against Potter and his friends, even if none 
of them ever knew about it.

The term had been fairly quiet for everyone. The older staff members could not remember such a 
normal term since the mid-1980s, if not the early 1960s, and Snape had not so much as tripped 
once. Professor Slughorn had conducted a thorough search for a new junior potions teacher, and had 
come up with a Ravenclaw who had been a student in the early 1980s, and who had spent the 
succeeding years in a commercial potion brewing firm in Ireland, moving up through the hierarchy 
to a higher level than Snape had. A husband/wife team (a Slytherin taking early retirement from the 
Department of Mysteries and his wife, a Hufflepuff retiring from a sub-department of the MLES) 
would also be teaching various subjects part-time.

To Snape's disgust, the Tai Chi class had tripled in size. Besides the students and Granger, Lupin, 
Sinistra, Vector, Pomfrey, Hooch, and even the Headmistress had joined. Ten students were part of 
Z's martial arts defense group. Seven regular students plus Lovegood, as well as Granger, Lupin, 
and Vector were part of the 'mental magics' study group. Lupin and Granger were quite determined 
to make it clear how 'easy' it was to learn Occlumency 'when it's being taught by a competent 
teacher.'

In spite the digs, and Snape's return sneers, the term had still been relatively calm. The calm held 
even though Snape had not failed to notice that Professor Z had drawn closer to those he still 
considered just Granger and Lovegood, who was now seen in some classes, her eyesight 
inexplicably restored. Snape was not to know what none other than the trio knew. Twice a week, Z 
was sleeping in Hermione and Luna's suite. Twice a week, Luna slept in Z's, and Hermione spent 
two other nights there.

Since Luna was now again a student, this was technically against the rules, which is why the trio 
didn't mention it. Professor McGonagall made certain that she did not ask.

As Snape surveyed his packed luggage, he was hit by a hex, and blacked out.

Snape awoke to darkness.

"Where am I?" he demanded as he realized he was somehow stuck, spreadeagled naked on what felt 
like a stone floor. "Is anyone here?"

Apparently, no one was.



Snape, having no way to really measure time, thought he had been awake for over an hour. In fact, 
it had been just more than 20 minutes. At that point, he was blinded by light, although as his eyes 
cleared he realized that it was just very moderate torchlight. He saw that he was indeed magically 
stuck to a stone floor, in a windowless room about the size of a large classroom. From his position, 
that was all he could see.

Snape jerked when he heard a voice, as he had heard no door or sound of apparation or portkey. 
"You really are a foolish, vindictive little git, aren't you?"

"Zed? You bastard, let me go! I'll have you arrested for this!"

"Severus, you really are foolish, you know," Z repeated. "I saw the modifications you started over 
the Christmas break. I set up monitoring wards which have traced every addition you have made 
sense, and yes, that includes your wand signature."

Snape was too surprised to hear that to respond.

"A jealousy hex on those who pass through the door? Subtly done, I must say. Now the Barrenness 
Curse, keyed through Hermione's hair, that was even better work. If there was a position at some 
school teaching Dark Arts instead of Defense, you'd have been a good candidate."

"Let me go, you bastard!"

"No, I can't do that," Z answered, still in his calm, almost emotionless voice. "What I am going to 
do is necessary, and therefore, by your standards, right."

Snape screamed in frustration as he struggled to free himself.

"I debated what to do with you. Killing you would be easy. . . ."

Snape screamed in anger, "You'd never get away with it!"

Calmly, Z replied, "You're leaving for a secret destination. No one there would care if you didn't 
show up. No one here would inquire if they never hear from you in the future."

Now, for the first time since he had gotten off for his activities under Voldemort, Snape was 
frightened.

"I had considered ripping your eyes out and cutting your balls off," Z offered, "treating you as you 
did Luna." Snape shivered. "Then, I decided not to let you off that easily." Snape whimpered.

"Instead, I am going to bring some of your worst nightmares to life. Then, I am sending you to 
some friends of mine where you will live out your life making potions, and yes, even researching. 
But you will be there for the rest of your life, under a curse which will prevent you from talking 
about what happened to you today. Not that they'll ask." Z's voice was still passionless.

"What. . . ." Snape could not bring himself to ask what was in store for him.

"First of all, I am still going to cut your balls off," Z said simply. "Then, I am going to take a nice 
chunk of your magic. If that works as I hope it will, you'll have about as much power as the average 



Third year. Along with that, I am going to be taking some of your life-force." Z paused and said, 
"Actually, I'll be taking your magic and life-force first. Then I am going to rip out one of your eyes. 
If you have a preference, let me know. Then I'm cutting your balls off."

Again, Snape screamed, "You can't do this to me!" When he was answered by total silence, he 
whimpered in fear.

"I can, and will. And yet, those are not the worst things I'm going to do to you. Of all the things I'm 
going to do, the worst by your standards is this." Z came closer, so Snape could see him. Snape 
looked on as Z's appearance slightly changed.

Snape was stunned, but he managed to whisper, "Potter?" He was stunned.

"Exactly," Harry said. "I time-traveled back to 1981. It was I who stopped the August Offering 
single-handed." Snape's eyes went wide with terror. Somehow, he knew this was true, which meant 
that Potter was far stronger than even the Dark Lord had been. "I just missed killing you then. Like 
last year, you had just slipped away. Well, there is no slipping away now." A hint of satisfaction was 
now in Harry's voice.

"Please . . . don't!" Snape begged.

"I shall show you the same mercy you showed your victims, Snivellus," Harry said dispassionately. 
"And taking a bit of your life-force will de-age me to a degree. I didn't want to live under glamors 
the rest of my life, and really preferred having Harry Potter disappear. Hermione and Luna have 
accepted that, but would really prefer that it was Zed who disappeared. Now, that is an option. And 
just think, this is all thanks to the fact that you cannot leave well-enough alone."

Snape tried to sneer, but failed.

"I mean it. If you had acted as you did this term, minus the hexes on Hermione's suite, you would 
be going off to your research a whole wizard, a free wizard. You can't blame your petty decisions 
this time on Voldemort or Dumbledore or your parents or my parents or me. You did it as a last 
gesture of spite. Your sins have now come home to roost."

Harry looked Snape in the eye. "Anything else to snivel about, little man?"

Snape whimpered.

A flick of Harry's finger and Snape was gagged. "No? Well, too late for second thoughts now." 
Snape started to hyperventilate as he saw the 'spoons,' used to pull out eyes, appear -- and then the 
'razor', used in castration. "Well, then we shall begin."

No one in Britain ever questioned why they never heard from Severus Snape, and no one was 
interested in contacting him.

Hermione and Luna were happy with the younger-looking Harry. Harry, when Z, was able to keep 



his older appearance. After much discussion, Hermione and Harry married in a busy Muggle 
Registry Office that very week. They both had lives in the Muggle world, and this would allow 
them to maintain those connections.

Harry revealed his past to Remus and Tonks soon after Snape disappeared. This had resulted in 
some yelling (from Tonks) and crying (from both Tonks and Remus). In the end, Remus and Tonks 
drew close to Harry, Hermione, and Luna.

As far as the magical world was concerned, Hermione Granger and Luna Lovegood entered a 
binding magical union in North America with the mysterious warlock known simply as Z. The fact 
that Hermione and Luna felt themselves married to each other as they were to Z was kept to the trio.

By the end of July, 1999, Hermione had been awarded her Master in Transfiguration and History, 
while Luna had received her N.E.W.T.s, scoring O's in Charms, Runes, and Divination, and an A in 
Transfiguration. Luna had also successfully been made pregnant with magical and Muggle 
treatment, and an egg from Hermione and of course Harry's sperm. Hermione became a full-time 
instructor, concentrating on Transfiguration which still teaching some History. While looking after 
first her child and then Hermione's as well, Luna helped in the library and taught first year Runes.

Z, of course, stayed on teaching Defense and Charms.

Harry made two appearances in late July as himself, when the Wizengamot was debating adding to 
the reforms which the Ministry had made the year before but had not yet fully acted on.

Under the glare of the very healthy and powerful-looking 'Dark Lord Slayer,' they passed the 
reforms.

The Wizengamot was very happy that Harry did not show up at their next meeting, and they would 
be content that in the future he would only show up about once a year. They were, however, now 
very aware of the fact that they would never be certain exactly when he would appear. And since no 
laws or important legislation could be dealt with in just one session, there was really no way they 
could sneak anything past Harry, or the public. He gave no direction, but they knew they had to stay 
on the straight path.

Few at Hogwarts, and no one outside of it, took any notice of Luna Lovegood's two children: Lionel 
Sirius, born in 2000, and Leo Neville, born in 2010. Nor were many others more interested in 
Hermione's three children: Ronald James, born in 2004, Ginevra Lily, born in 2010, and Daniel 
Albus, born in 2019.

Hermione had a long and successful career at Hogwarts, and finally fulfilled her dream of becoming 
Headmistress, the youngest in two centuries. She and Luna published several monographs on 
magical theory, and Luna helped perfect the enchantment of Muggle electronics, so that they could 
run even at Hogwarts. 

Working in the background, Harry helped bring the hidden groups of the magical poor out of the 
nooks they had been hiding in for centuries. They were fully integrated into Hogwarts, and the 
castle was full of students for the first time in almost two hundred years. All students learned how to 
interact with the Muggle world, so that the risk of exposing magic was actually lessened. While 



members of the magical community could still hide from the world in eighteenth century luxury (or, 
in some cases, poverty), they no longer had to.

The magical world was still far from perfect, but in Britain and western Europe in general, life 
became a bit better, and far less Dark.
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