Auror Files : 

Case #34 - Seeing Pass The Veil
Chapter 1: Close Calls

‘Nothing seems to come easy any more!’ thought a gingered hair man whose weather beaten face was contorted into a grimace as he rubbed his bleeding shoulder. He currently laid very still on the sidewalk and winced again as pain shot up from the wound. ‘Stupid muggle’s and their ‘gunns’,’ thought the man. 

‘I can almost hear her voice now,’ thought the man while he tried desperately to get up, ‘Ronald! Why didn’t you use the Sheild Charm? Pfft, like I had time to put that up.’ Staring up at the black sky the man let out a small chuckle as he said out loud, “Great. Now she has me arguing with myself!” 

However, the man’s chuckle ended abruptly as he felt some nausea overtake him, cause by the pain. Waiting for the nausea to subside he tilted his head back and called out, “Harry! Harry, mate! I’m down!”

A minute had passed and soon the man heard foot steps coming from up the street. Tightly gripping what looked like a worn twenty-two caliber pistol, the man lifted his head and let out a sigh of relief when he saw a black haired man staring at him in a very serious manner.

“Damn it, Ron! How many times...aw shite! Your bleeding!” Harry quickly pulled back his long black coat and revealed a belt that seemed to have many pouches attached to it. Pulling a small metal vial from one of the pouches Harry looked at Ron’s face in sympathy and shook his head while he said, “This is going to hurt.”

Ron shivered and the let out a long sigh only because his partner, best friend and brother-in-law, would only say something like that if he had experienced it first hand. And by Ron recollection, if this so-called ‘stuff’ was painful to Harry, then it was sure to be damn near lethal to him. “Do it quickly, before I lose my nerve.” Ron stammered.

Harry had no hesitation as he poured the contents of the vial on Ron’s shoulder, then quickly he held on to Ron as he screamed long and loud all the while bucking against the pain that he was experiencing.

Ron’s shoulder felt like someone had taken to spinning a hot poker, accompanied by lemon juice and salt, inside of his wound. The pain was too much to handle and soon darkness enveloped Ron.

****

‘This crazy assignment all started when Kingsley Shacklebolt, Head Auror and royal pain-in-the-ass, decided that we needed a simple assignment. That is after all the other crazy messed up assignments that we have been handed in the past. Honestly, I think either my partner is a walking ‘danger magnet’ or someone is out to get us!’ 

‘Ol’ bucket o’ bolts, as he is so loving known as, handed us a wizard homicide that didn’t quite fit the bill of a ‘normal’ wizarding death. And ginning his grin that often came before a lecture on procedure he said...’

“Right. Off you go now, and don’t come back until you’ve finished solving this case!”

‘How did we know that it would be two months, eighteen days and still we haven’t caught our suspect. Stupid Muggles!’

****

A muffled voice seemed to ring in Ron’s ears saying, “Ron, you’re alight!”

Jumping up from the stones with renewed energy Ron patted himself while saying, “I’m on fire!? Where, where!?” Taking several seconds to notice that he was, in fact, not on fire. Ron looked at his partner who was desperately trying to keep his laughter at a minimum.

“That wasn’t bloody funny, Harry!” Ron yelled

“Sorry, mate.” Harry said in a convincing tone of apology while adding, “But I did say ‘Ron, are you alright’.”

“Excuse me for being in too much...” Ron stopped in mid sentence gripping his now throbbing shoulder all the while thinking, ‘Potion, bullet, gunshot, suspect! Where’s the Muggle who fired at me!’

“Damn it, Ron! I hate it when you cut off in mid-sentence like that!” Harry said slightly annoyed while a smile poked out from beneath his frown, “What am I, a mind reader!”

“Ha, bloody, ha.” Ron said straight faced. As almost everyone knew, after the last battle and the defeat of Voldemort, Harry had gained many new abilities. One of these, so-called abilities, was a superior Legimency skill.

Harry spread his hands out in an ‘I-give-up’ gesture and said, “The killer didn’t leave much in the way of evidence, except a shoe print and the bullet that I got out of your shoulder.”

“Back to the Muggles?” Ron asked while putting his finger through the hole in his jacket and shirt and inspecting the spot where his wound was.

“That’s a definite ‘yes’, Ron.” Harry said with a roll of his eyes. “For what ever reasons, our magic hasn’t been able to locate him. That’s why Shacklebolt asked the local authorities to help out with the case.” Moving over to his friend Harry smiled while saying, “Forgetting procedures, Ron? What happen to erecting a Shield Charm in a hostile environments?”

“Honestly, Harry.” Ron said as if thinking really hard, “I could have sworn that I cast one.”

“Well, it should be easy to see if you did,” Harry smiled as he waved his gun over Ron and said, “Exisicium!” Both men stood in shock at what appeared before them.

Shining in the dim light of the back alley that they occupied, and surrounding Ron was his intact Shield Charm outline in a pale blue aura. However, there were two perfectly round holes that had been punctured into the magical shield. Ron squinted at the hole and blinked thinking that he was seeing things, as did Harry.

“Harry?” asked Ron, “Do Muggle gunns normally penetrate magical shields?”

“No, Ron,” Harry answered while penning a note and muttering something as the paper disappeared in a flash of fire and smoke.

“I think this bullet became a little more important.” Harry said while stuffing the bullet into a plastic bag and shaking it once.

“Okay, well now that’s taken care of! I’ll drive back!” Ron grinned and started for the squad car parked at the entrance of the alley.

“I’ll drive back.” corrected Harry, “You don’t even know how to drive!”

“I drove dad’s car, thank you very much!” said Ron with some pride.

“Right,” said Harry while ticking off his fingers, “You drove a magical ford angelia, that could fly, become invisible, think for itself, and Merlin knows what else.”

“I could learn!” pleaded Ron.

“We don’t have the time! Now get in the car!” Harry said while starting the car.

“Spoilsport,” Ron groused.

“I heard that!”

“PRAT!” yelled Ron as he opened the door and got in, “How about that! Did you hear that, Harry?” Harry could only smile as they took off down the street and headed towards the nearest police station.

Chapter 2:

