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Author’s note: *laughing to himself* I saw a picture and thought it was too funny to pass up, so here we go!

Chapter 1 – The In’s And Out’s Of The Hospital Wing
He’d pay for what he did to me. He’ll pay for my humiliation, torment, hurt, and pain that I had to go through that day. He’ll also pay for calmly, with no emotion whatsoever, brushing away my one chance at a happy moment. I’m going to maim James!
~*~*~*~

Waking up to see the ceiling of the hospital wing was never an exhilarating experience for me. In fact, it usually meant that something had happen in my life that I was unable to control, and I hated that feeling. Feeling tried and looking around for the usual care giver, I decided that I was fine and just need some rest. However, when I tried to raise myself from the bed a surge of pain rolled through my arm and settled in my chest and made me groan loudly.

“Ms Evans!” shrieked a loud and disapproving voice, “What do you think you are doing?” The woman who roared those words came around the corner with a grace that belied her age, but it was her eye that I was focusing on. Those eyes were currently narrowed and held a hint of danger to them as she pulled a rather long wand out from her nurse’s apron and pointed it at me.
“I feel fine,” I say, while trying to cover up the pain that my arm was causing me.

“Well you don’t ‘look’ fine! Now get back into that bed or by Circes I will glue you to it!” said the imposing woman still brandishing her wand and flicking it to the bed.
Grumbling, I climbed back into bed as the woman stated, “If you can show me that you fine then I’ll let you go,” She then smiled, but her eyes stayed the same, almost daring me to try and prove her wrong while she said, “move your fingers.”

A chance, I thought while the woman stared down at my throbbing hand. I can’t miss this chance! Move you blasted fingers. Move! However, to my disappointment and to the woman’s delight they didn’t move. “Well then, I guess that mean that you’ll be staying another…”

“Wait,” I said desperately while holding on to her apron, “I can do this, just give me a chance!” Something in her eyes shifted as she look at my arm and then back to my face. “Please!” I begged, and finally got the result that I was looking for when she sat back down.
Staring hard at my arm I began to command my fingers to move under my will by repeating the same word in my head over and over. Move your fingers, move your fingers, move your fingers.
Someone must have been looking out for me because as the woman was beginning to run out of patients, my fingers all rolled up into a ball and flexed once. Shock and surprise were dominating the woman’s face, as she looked suspiciously at me and my arm. “Do it again,” she ordered thinking that I would be unable to perform on a whim.
However, it was easier on the next try then it was the last time around. Still having a suspicious look on her face the woman shrugged her shoulders in defeat, sighed and stood up to walk over to the medicine cabinet. Pulling out several vials she handed them to me and said, “Fine, but…you have to come back to me in three days for a check up, and drink all of those with tonight’s meal. Do you understand?” 

I nodded my head while trying to keep an innocent face on. I felt that if she sensed what my real motives were I would never see them come to fruition.

“Yes, Madam Pomfrey.”

“Fine,” she said while waving her hand in the general direction of the door, “you can go.” Madam Pomfrey then disappeared into her office as I slowly got up from my position on the bed. I had to be careful not to alert her of any pain that I was feeling at the moment or everything would have been for naught.
Making my way to the door the memory of what had happened came back and burned me to my core.

I was walking to lunch that day when Ethan Grissom, a Ravenclaw boy who I have like ever since third year, came up to me and began a conversation. “So Lily,” he said while I noticed a small amount of sweat beading up on his brow, “I heard that Madam Rosemertta had decided to turn her bar into a dance floor and  is inviting every student for a small party.”
I was shocked, to say the least, that he was telling me this. My mind began racing with questions and answers to them as I began to sweat slightly too.  Smiling up at him I asked, “And?”
That one word sent him reeling, as he began to fumble for the right words. “Well, I was wondering if you didn’t have anything to do,” he prattled on as we turned the corner and entered the great hall, “would you come with me to the Three Broomsticks?”
“Sure,” I said calmly while my insides were ready to burst with an overwhelming joy of their own.

“Excellent! Umm…here,” said Ethan as he produced a small band of silver with a beautiful design etched into it, “hold on to it until we meet at the Three Broomsticks.”

I was so happy, and then…

“Hold it right there, you sodding git!” a familiar voice echoed in my ears causing me to cringe inwardly.

Not him! Not now. I thought as spun around to see none other than James and his gang known as the Marauders.

“Give me the ring and never talk to her again, and maybe I’ll find it in my heart not to hex you into oblivion! You lying snake!” James growled menacingly.
“I don’t understand?” said Ethan with a confused face.

“Cut the act, we know what you’re up to!” said Sirius, also known as Padfoot.

“Here Lily,” said Ethan while taking my hand. Everyone in the Hall had already been alerted to the commotion happening just outside and now we had a crowd gathered around us.

James raised his wand, but Ethan just smiled and placed the ring on my finger. At the same time, James let loose a spell that hit me in my hand. Suddenly I felt a strange feeling come over me, then I bayed like a donkey and everyone began to laugh. I felt my face and sure enough I had the head of a donkey. Tears filled my eyes as I heard James curse, “Damn, not strong enough!” 

Suddenly another spell was cast and this time it hit Peter, also known as Wormtail, in the chest. It made him slump to the ground with a stunned expression on his face.

I stood their unable to move and completely embarrassed and humiliated. Another stunner hit Sirius and suddenly James was enrage, picking up his arm James cast a powerful disarming spell but I got caught up in it and was hurled backwards. When I landed I heard a sickening crunch and felt pain radiating through my left arm.

Feeling my consciousness slipping away I looked up to see James and the other Marauders pointing their wands at me, and I said, “This is your entire fault.” James said something, but I couldn’t hear him and instead I watched as he cast another spell on me before I surrendered to darkness.
Chapter 2 – The Rat And The Cat
I had begun to walk down the path of revenge the moment I stepped out of the Hospital Wing. First, I thought trying to collect my self and clutching my left arm in pain, I have to take care of this!
Walking to my dorm was a journey in itself, because every time I met someone they would either; laugh, offer their apology, or try to avoid me. When I finally made it to the stair case I was in a foul mood and as I tromped up the stairs towards the Gryffindor common room I thought of who was responsible for this situation that I was in.

Yelling the password and getting an angry stare from the fat lady I walked into the Common room and went straight up the stairs that held the females dorms. I stooped at the fourth year dorms and knock lightly on the door.
“Who is it?” asked a light voice.

“Lily.” I replied with a bit of pain, as my arm began to hurt again.

The door swung open and a young girl with curly reddish hair, pale skin and light brown eyes stared back at me. “What d’ya want?” she asked straight forward and without a hint of surprise.

“I need something for my arm.” I said just as straight forward as she did.

Looking at my arm for a couple of seconds, she then spun around and said sharply, “Come in.” Not saying a word I walked into the dorm and waited as she opened he trunk and fished out several vials. 
Her name was Celeste McGovern and she was Gryffindor’s personal black market potion dealer. Her mother and father had a small business out in their neck of the woods, and they sold and made potions for their small town. This meant that she usually had any kind of potion that anyone wanted on hand…but it always came at a price.
Finally finding what she wanted she turned around and began to tally up the price of the potion. “You’re good at Charms, aren’t you?”

“Yes,” Lily said not knowing where this was heading.

“Two weeks,” the Celeste said quietly.

Two weeks?! Two weeks of what? I thought, as images of me doing her homework and project for her raced in my head.

“I need a private tutor for my OWLS,” Celeste finally clarified,” and Charms is my worst subject. Three hours a day, for two weeks.” Placing the vial in front of her she then asked, “What do you say?”

Taking the vial I said warily, “Deal.”

“That should heal up most of the damage to your tissue, muscle and nerves, but repairing bones is a different matter,” Celeste said using a warning tone in her voice.
Thinking ahead I then asked, “Do you have anything that will protect me from other potions?” 

Furrowing her eyebrows at me she asked, “Why?”

“I’m going to get my revenge on James for what he did to me.” I said evenly.

“That would mean going through the Marauders, huh?” commented Celeste as she rubbed her temple in thought. Then getting up from her seat she rummaged through her trunk and pulled out a small vial of blue liquid.

“This will protect you from any inhaled potion,” she said staring at the vial as if it were precious.

“How much?” I asked.

“On the house,” she said handing it to me. I didn’t believer her, and for good reason as she said, “The Worm likes to use inhaled potions. And as long as he gets his I don’t need anything. I owe him that much.”

“He did something to you?”

“He asked for help in potions. I asked for a date to Hogsmead. I came through on my end, and he stood me up. So, kick…his…ass!” said Celeste with an angry glare in her eyes.

“Understood,” I said and downed the contents of the healing potion. I stepped out of the room and began to climb the stairs to my dorm. The potion effects were quick, because as soon as I made it to the dorm my arm was feeling great and I could move it without too much trouble.
Pulling out a sheet of paper from my desk I began to write the names of the people who I was going to pay back for hurting me.

James…Prongs

Sirius…Padfoot
Remus…Moony

Peter…Wormtail

Looking at the list I nodded my head and said, “This will do for now.” Grabbing my wand off the desk and then going to my trunk I loaded my school bag up with several potions and magical items that I thought that I might need. Checking every thing twice I then walked out of the dorm and down the stairs at a brisk pace.

When I walked into the common room again, everyone looked at me with the same mixture of emotions that I got when I was walking in the halls. I ignored them and began searching for the person that would know where Peter was.

Sweeping the room my eyes spotted her sitting with her friends. Walking across the room I closed in on her and before I said anything she said, “I know what you want.”

“What?”

“I said, I know what you want.” The girl I stood in front of stated without any hint of emotion.
This girl was, in a sense, was the greatest information trafficker in all of Hogwarts and she name was Savanna Kensington. It didn’t hurt that she had a twin sister in Slytherin either, and between the two of them they had enough friends and informants to know what was going on at any time of the day. If someone needed to know something about someone, or maybe they just wanted to start a rumor all they had to do was pay and Savanna’s recourses were theirs to use.
“How much?” I asked almost fearing that it would be too much, but if I knew Savanna, she already knew how much I could pay.

“One galleon,” she said lazily, as I stood in shock. 

What is going on? I thought as she put her hand out waiting for the coin to touch her palm. Slowly, I place the galleon in her hand and she said, “He’s been seen talking with Marina Glover in the dueling room. Take care now.” And with that Savanna turned her head and restarted her conversation with her friends.

~*~*~*~

It had taken me a small amount of time to make it to the class room that Savanna was talking about, and on my way there I thought about the Marauder that I was going to face there.
If the Marauders had a ‘weak link’, it was Peter Pettigrew. His small stature and timid demeanor was anything but a magnet for bullies. Peter hung onto the Marauders for survival and protection, but that didn’t make him useless. Peter wasn’t a Marauder for nothing you see, his expertise laid in the field of potion making and distractions. His small size was also utilized by James, because that made him perfect for scouting or get into small cramp spaces that the other couldn’t get into.
Reaching the door I opened it slightly and peeked in, sure enough Savanna’s information had been right on the money as there sitting on the dueling platform was Peter talking softly to Marina.
I watched a little long and when Marina got up and began to leave saying, “I’ll be back I need to use the loo.” That’s when I took my change and slipped into the room.

Creeping around some of the piled up desks and keeping an eye on Peter, I slowly made my way to the platform. “Nice day we’re having,” I said loudly invoking a startle jump from Peter, who quickly gripped his wand and stuck his hand into his pocket.

“Li…Lily?” asked Peter, fearfully looking around the room while trying to find the source from where the voice had emanated.

I stepped out of the shadows with my wand already drawn and asked in the coldest voice that I could produce, “Where is James?”

“I don’t…”

“DON’T,” I said yelling, “lie to me! I know you know where he is!”

Peter’s grip never loosened on his wand as he began to fidget and say, “You’ve got everything all mixed up, Evans! Besides, James and the others never tell me where there are or what they are doing.”

Liar. I screamed mentally while keeping my wand trained on him, while deciding to switch tactics, “If you don’t know where he is then you can certainly tell me which of the others do know where he is, and I’ll have a talk with them.”
Peter backed up another step as I took another step forward. “Evans,” Peter pleaded, “listen to me! You’ve got everything wrong…we didn’t mean…”

And then it happened. The door to the room swung open and Marina stepped in side only to see me pointing a wand at Peter, that’s when she began to shout at me, “Hey! What do you think you’re doing!?”

That small distraction caused me to flick my eyes towards her and leave Peter. In that split second, he threw a vial at my feet that erupted into billowing white smoke. Spinning away from the smoke I hear him say, “Stupefy!” And suddenly I saw a red beam cut through the spot when I was last standing.

Quickly, I reached into my bag and pulled out several dungbombs. I rolled the first dungbomb towards the area where the spell came from and sure enough when it exploded I heard a sick groan cut through the air along with the words, “That wasn’t fair!”
Another beam cut through the air and hit the wall behind me causing it to grow boils. Thinking quickly, I whirled my wand once while saying, “Ventra!” The smoke that was surrounding me suddenly began to dissipate and allowed me to see Wormtail holding his shirt to his nose, while the smell of dungbombs permeated the air.

Quickly, I ran behind a pile of school desks as yet another spell followed me. When I was safely behind the pile I reached into my bag to pull out the vial of blue liquid that Celeste had given me. Drinking it made the smell of the dungbombs disappear completely. I chanced a look at Peter, and saw that he was trying to escape via the other exit of the room, whipping my wand around I said softly, “Colloportus!”
When he reached the door and couldn’t open it, Peter turned to face me. “Damn it, Evans!” reaching into his pocket he brandished four vials, each a different color. 

The first one he threw hit the ground and shattered, emitting an angry green smoke that caused the stones beneath it to grow a thing layer of grass and ivy. Putting on a smug smile, I walked through the smoke and yelled, “Expelliarmus!”
The look on Peter’s face was priceless as he watched me walk through his potions vapors without a single effect. “Impossible!” he squeaked while retreating to a better spot in the room. He threw another vial filled with red liquid and watched as the vapors from that potion coalesced into a thick fog that spread out along the floor.

Staring at the menacing fog and hoping that Celeste’s potion keeps working! I began to wade through the fog and close in on Peter. As I made my way to him he dropped his final two potions to the ground why he screamed, “Fine then! Take this!”
When the yellow and orange liquid in the vials shattered the fog started to become thick and soupy. Thinking ahead I aimed my wand at my legs and said, “Scourgify!”

I watched as the fog around me receded while it transformed from fog to a hardened stone of some kind. I could have been stuck in that, I though, while I looked at peter sharply and saw that he was very nearly in tears.

“Please!” he begged, “I don’t know anything!”

“You know something.” I said coldly as I made my wand twitch in my fingers. “Where’s Remus?”

Dropping his head in defeat Peter asked, “You’re just not going to let this go, are you?”

“No. Now, where is Remus?” I said kneeling and keeping my wand pointed at him.

Keeping his head down Peter mumbled out, “He’s usually somewhere around the southwest courtyard.” However, before I could get up he looked up and asked in an angry voice, “How did you do that?”

“Do what?”

“Get through those vapors, that’s what!” he yelled in anger as if was an impossible feat.
“Oh that,” I said reigning in my need to rub it in his face, “Celeste sends her regards and hopes that you never ‘stand’ anyone up ever again.” Peter’s face dropped at the mention of the name. That’s when I flicked my wand at him and cast a Stunning Charm. He barely managed to cough out something about ‘not understanding the situation’ before he slumped to the ground stunned by the spell.
Turning on my heel and feeling a little better, I dug into my book bag and removed the list. Tapping my wand on the list Peter’s name disappeared, I looked up when I saw that Marina was watching me from the safety of the furthest door way.

Walking over to her I said as even as I could, “If you feel that I have wronged you by stunning you boyfriend, when I’m done with the others, I will have no qualms if you decide you want to duel me.”
Going buggy eyed, Marina then spoke in a high nervous voice as she gripped her robes, “Are you mad? Boyfriend!? After what you just said? I say the git deserved what he got!” Huffing she turned, opened the door and marched herself out.

Smiling, I followed her while thinking about my next encounter. Remus will likely be prepared for me, I thought as the sound of my footsteps echoed through the halls. “Then I’ll just have to be more prepared than him.” I said out loud while I stared down at my list and made my way back to the common room.
Chapter 3 – A Wand Unlike Any Other
When I reached the common room, I found out that the news of my revenge had already traveled far and wide. Several of the Marauders friends stared me down with something I could only equate with dislike while others were in awe.

Walking pass them all I made my way to the third year dorms and tried to knock on the door, but before I could land my knuckles it opened suddenly and Celeste was standing in front of me with a grin on her face. Not saying anything she hugged me once and then closed the door.

“Alright,” I said in confusion then turned to trudge upstairs. When I reached my dorm room and opened the door two voices bombarded me with questions.

“Lily! Is it true you getting back at the Marauders!?” said a sandy hair young woman who was looking at me in disbelief.

“No, I hear that she working her way to the top and that the other are just in her way!” said a raven haired beauty, her steel grey eyes twinkling madly. “So tell us, is it true?” asked my over excited friends as I flopped down on my bed and stared at the ceiling.

“Not really, Michelle.” I explained. My friends, I’ve known them since first year and we’ve become so close that everyone thinks we might have been related in a past life. 

Michelle Brockhurst came from a very well off family but you’d never know it by just looking at her. Her easy manner and calm personality was neither haughty nor overbearing. Once she even ran in the Miss Witch pageant and won second place.

Kelly Tristram was the sort of social butterfly that could always lift someone’s spirits that and she happened to come from a family who was renowned in all of Europe for their empathic talent. Funny, bright and at times a bit too chipper she was often the one who would help us to break out of our bad moods and such.

“Not really, huh?” said Kelly as she had a knowing smirk on her face while staring at me. “Are you sure you’re telling us the truth?”

I hate it when she used that voice, I thought while trying to avoid he gaze.

“She’s avoiding my eyes! I say we torture he until she talks!” yelled Kelly.

“A number seven?” asked Michelle calmly while they came closed to my bed.

“What! No, you’re not serious!” I said trying to not laugh, but failing miserably.

“Like a heart attack,” answered Michelle. I tried to spin away from the two but was trapped as Michelle pinned me down while Kelly began to wiggle her fingers and was about to touch my exposed ribs.

“ALRIGHT,” I yelled, “I’ll tell you everything! Just don’t tickle me!”

“That was no fun,” said Kelly while a frown took up residence on her face for a second then disappeared as she flopped down on my bed with a stupid grin on her face.

“It got the job done didn’t it?”

“I guess you right…but I wanted to tickle her!”

“We can always do it some other time.”

“Oooo, you’re right!”

“Brats!” I said angrily.

“Witch,” said Michelle while Kelly giggled and sat back.

“So tell us what’s really going on,” asked Kelly as she could barely hold her excitement.

“Well…,” I said telling them everything that had happen up to now. When I finished the two clapped their hands and cheered me on. However, Michelle had a distracted look on her face and I soon heard myself asking, “What’s wrong Michelle?”

“It’s James and Sirius I worried about,” said Michelle looking as if she was thinking her words over.

“Why?” asked Kelly, not knowing where her friend was going with her statement

“Well,” said Michelle closing her eyes and trying to remember the conversation, “I over head them once talking about enhancements that they had made to their wands while they were eating at dinner. I didn’t catch everything, but I did get a name.”

“And,” both Kelly and I asked in anticipation.

“Hanna Louise Harker,” blurted out Michelle.

“What!? Hanna Harker!? You don’t mean little Hanna Harker, do you?” I asked, wondering if this was a joke of some sort.

“Who the heck is Hanna Harker?” Kelly asked loudly.

“You know Hanna, she works as a waitress down at the Three Broomsticks,” I said softly, while thoughts raced through my head. If I’m going to get back at the Marauders I need to be as strong as them, I can’t afford any mess ups, I thought as Kelly began to talk to Michelle.

“Maybe you should talk to her?” said Michelle as she placed a hand on my shoulder in support, “I mean…it couldn’t hurt to know what the boys know, right?”

“I guess, but how am I going to get to Hogsmead?” I pondered out loud.

“You leave that to us,” said Kelly flashing us her brightest smile.

“One of these days…” said Michelle as she rubbed her eyes dramatically, “you’re going to blind someone with that smile of yours, and their going to get hurt.”
Lily laugh a bit, but the sobered up and asked, “Really though, how am I going to get out of school with out getting caught?”

“The Marauders aren’t the only one’s who know how to get in and out of the castle when they want to,” said Kelly as she bolted out of the room, and said behind her as she walked down the stairs, “I’ll be back!”

~*~*~*~

Night had fallen and the first signs of snow fall had been apparent from the windowsill that I stood next to. Kelly told me to wait for them here, I repeated in my mind, I hope she wasn’t wrong.
Kelly had come back that evening saying that she had made arrangements for me with the only two people in all of Hogwarts that could get me to Hogsmead and back with out getting caught. 
When I made my way, with Kelly, to the spot where they would meet up with me Kelly told me a bit about the two. 
Cole Averstine is a fun loving young man who’s was on the Gryffindor Quidditch team as back up to James. He quit only after he found out that he wouldn’t be getting any real playing time. Cole is a great comedian and jokester, but sometimes he can take things ‘too far’. He once got three weeks detention when a staff member got caught in an explosion, which he set up, and broke her arm
Zoe Thornton, however, seemed to be Coles balancing force.  Her logical and analytical mind along with her smarts seemed to temper her partner’s rash behavior. From what I heard, she too like to get into trouble, but she always wanted to make sure that they got the most out of their pranks with the least amount of detention.
Cole and Zoe had built a reputation of being troublemakers. However, their one problem was that no one gave them much credit because they had to compete with the Marauders. Seeming to always be in the Marauders shadow the two had decided that this was their way of paying the lot of them back, and that’s why they weren’t charging anything.
“Pssst!” the sound cut through the air as I turned around to see a young man with blonde hair and light brown eyes look at me from the end of the hall. Waving me over he said, “Come on!”
Not thinking twice, I quickly moved over to him. Taking my hand in his, he lead me down several corridors and passages until they were in front of a bathroom, opening the door he whispered “Go in!”
When I walked in I was met by a girl whose wavy brown hair hid most of her face. Pushing most of her hair out of her face she said, “Lily, I presume?”

“Zoe?” I questioned.

“That’s me,” said the girl as she took her wand and tapped the mirror saying “pride of Gryffindor”. Suddenly the mirror became translucent and then after that it disappeared completely. “This tunnel will take you to the back alleys of The Three Broomsticks. Good luck!”
“Wait! You’re not coming?” I asked in surprise.

“We’ve got to make sure no one comes into this bathroom, just go!” said Zoe as Cole’s head popped into the bathroom and said with wagging eyebrows, “See you later!” Zoe could only roll her eyes, while Lily stepped into the mirror and began her trek down the secret passage.

~*~*~*~

True to her word Zoe’s tunnel did exit out into a back alley, and from what I could see from that back alley I was indeed close to the Three Broomsticks. Committing to memory the location of the tunnel, I walked out onto the street and swiveled my head to get my bearings. Spotting the familiar sign and building I slowly made my way to the little pub.

Opening the door I got several stares from the patrons that were currently nursing their drinks, and as soon as they saw my face they turned back to their own business. The pub was poorly lit at the moment while the soft glow of the fireplace only gave light to a part of the room smatterings of candle light could be seen at several of the far off tables. It must be close to closing time, I thought to myself, as the men who had been glaring at me when I first entered the building all stood up at once and began filing out of the pub without so much as a word. Sitting down at the bar I waited until a voice pierced my thoughts and asked me, “What will it be?”
“Butterbeer, please,” I said while looking at the girl and tried to think of what to say. She was of average height and her face was a bit plain, except for her eyes. By the light of the fireplace the girl’s eyes looked almost golden in color. She wore her long chestnut hair in a braid that reached her lower back, while leaving some a small portion of her bangs -- whose end was also braided – to cover the left side of her face.
“Sure thing,” the girl said and then asked as she hand me the bottle and I began to sip from it, “you’re from Hogwarts right?”

I almost choked on my butterbeer when I heard her asking that question. Looking at her in surprise and unable to think of what I wanted to say, she began to speak while a small snicker escaped her mouth, “No worry, Madam Rosmertta isn’t a tattle tail. Neither am I, for that matter.”

Relaxing a bit I took another sip of my butterbeer as she began to cleaning up the bar top with a rag that she had. “So what brings you to here as such a time,” she asked, then rolled her eyes and added, “other than the fact that this is the only time you can sneak out of the castle.”
“I’m looking for some one,” I said calmly while looking at her.

“Really?” she responded with a distracted voice, as most of her mind was on her job. Turning her back on me she began placing glasses on their proper shelves. “Maybe I could help you. Who is this person you are looking for?”

Steeling myself, I place my hand on the counter and said, “Her name is Hanna Louise Harker.”

The sound of glass shattering shot through the little pub.

The glass that the girl had held in her hand just a moment ago had fallen to the floor, and was now in pieces. Shaking herself the girl looked down and sighed as she pulled out her wand and said, “Reparo.” Stooping down she picked up the newly repaired glass and placed it in its proper place. She then closed the doors to the cabinet, and turned around slowly.

Here eyes were narrowed and questioning as she looked me over as if saying, ‘What could you possible want from me’. I returned that gaze and stood my ground while I told myself not to give in or give up.
Putting her wand away, the girl placed both of her hand on the bar top and asked with a weary expression that slid itself across her face, “Why would you be looking for her?”

“I’m in need of an ‘enhancement’,” I said trying to sound as calm as I could with out showing he that I was ready to faint from the amount of stress and tension that had filled the room.

Looking down at her feet, Hanna finally said with a small frown, “Right. Follow me.”

That was a bit too easy, I thought as I followed the girl to the second fool of the pub where she stopped at an old oak door. Pulling out some brass keys she fitted one into the lock, turned it, and opened the door while signaling me to ‘go in’.
When I walked in the girl said, “Lumos.” Suddenly everything was bathed in a soft white light. Walking over to her closet Hanna pulled out a small chest and placed it on her dresser. Unlocking it and opening it I was shocked by what I saw next.

Wands of all shapes, sizes, make, and material were present in the chest. However, the wands that were in the chest were completely different than any wand that I had seen before. Some had gold or silver inlay, while others -- that I counted -- had crystal handles or small gems inlayed into the wood. There were several wands that had a glossy finish, or even glowing runes that constantly moved on the surface of the wand itself.
“These are just keepsakes that I have to remind me of my arrogance,” the girl said as she closed the chest and turned on me. “Tell me again? Why would you be looking for Hanna Harker?”

“I want revenge,” I said quietly.

Scoffing at my answer, Hanna then asked, “And why should this Hanna Harker help you!?”

“Because she owes me,” I said coolly, while her face changed from amused to pensive, “Because a boy I know use a wand you enhanced for him against me!” That was all it took. Hanna’s face dropped as she closed her eyes and walked over to the fogged over window.
Seeming to see something that I couldn’t, she then began to write on the window the name of the boy that she thought had done this. One letter after another appeared on the window as Hanna appeared to be in pain as she wrote each letter. When she was done writing, the name ‘James’ was staring back at us from the window.

The stillness of the room as we both remained quite grew to unbearable levels, and before I couldn’t take it any more Hanna asked, “How long do you have?”
“Until sunrise, why?” I answered her slowly, while I was confused by her question.

“Give me you wand, and leave me.” Hanna said sharply, and waited with her palm extended as I handed over my wand. Walking me out of her room she then said, before closing her door, “You’ll have your wand before sunrise. Get some rest.”

Sleeping in a guest room, I awoke to Hanna shaking me awake. “It’s ready,” she said plainly then turned and walked towards her room. Rubbing the sleep out of my eyes and yawning a bit too loud, I stalked my way back to her room. When I walked in to her room I found her kneeling in front of a wooden box that had a blue velvet cloth over it and in the center of the cloth was a wand unlike anything that I had ever seen. Silver, gold and some sort of green metal wove themselves effortlessly along the length of the wand while blue and red runes shifted themselves on a band that was located around the grip of the wand. At the bottom of the grip was a small topaz that seemed to have small veins of amethyst swirling through it.
“I can tell you now,” said Hanna as she looked at her work and as it was a piece of art, “that this is wand is one of my finest works. No other is its equal.” 

That said, Hanna gestured for me to sit before her. Picking up the wand she then pulled out a vial of vile smelling liquid and poured it over the wand. Instantly the liquid hardened, and that’s when she began to polish it with a red cloth. Slowly the coating began to take on a likeness of wood. Before I knew it, it looked like any average wand that any average wizard would use. However, the only difference was at the tip of the grip was a topaz crystal with the swirls of amethyst in it.

“If on you journey of revenge you were to meet Merlin himself…I severely doubt that he would be able to completely defend himself against this wand.” Giving the wand a last polishing, Hanna handed it over to me and said, “Do not make me regret giving you this wand.”
~*~*~*~

Moving with as much stealth as I could muster I began to trek back to the secret passageway. When I got to the spot, a tired Zoe was waiting with her arms crossed and looking as if she could kill me.

“What the bloody hell took you so long!?” she whispered furiously while leading the way back into the tunnel.

“I didn’t know she would take all night,” I explained while she made her anger known by huffing at my statement.
“Right, right, look when we get back we’ll have to run to make it back to our houses. Cole will make sure you get to your house.” She said in complete seriousness as the rounded the corner and saw Cole placing some spell in the taps of the sinks.

“Ready?” he asked as he pocked his wand, “Or do you think we should wait ‘til Filch is back in his office?”
“No time,” said the brunette as she opened the door and scanned the hall, “Come on!” 

Taking my hand in his, Cole led me back to Gryffindor Tower. We managed to barely escape Mrs. Norris twice. Finally, when we made it to the portrait entrance I allow my self to breath. Then, unexpectedly, Cole smiled and gave me a small hug. 

I stood there shocked and yet…I felt all warm inside as he held me. This is nice, I thought, and then almost did a double take at what I said next, if James was only nice like this, he wouldn’t be so bad. 

“See ya!” said Cole as he let me go and then disappeared down the staircase with a wave goodbye. 
Still stunned at what I had just thought I didn’t even realize that I had said the password and stepped into the common room. Sitting down in a chair that stood before the great roaring fireplace, I waited until several people came down into the common room before I walked up into my dorm and got ready for the day.

~*~*~*~

During breakfast I noticed, when I stared down the table, the Marauders weren’t present and I also noticed that everyone at the table would either stare at me and whisper or try to completely ignore me. Ignoring the titters and whispering, I ate my breakfast. I had gotten through half of my breakfast when someone sat next to me and said, “He’s not where Peter said he would be.”
Tilting my head slightly and shifting my eyes I saw Savanna smiling at me as she ate an apple. “Really?” I said sarcastically. I didn’t doubt that her information was wrong, but I had to wonder what would be the price of gaining that information.
“How much?” I asked bluntly.

Smiling even wider, Savanna voice flowed out with the smoothness of silk, “Two galleons and a report to be named later.”

“No,” I said adamantly while turning my head and facing her, “two galleons or I just look for him myself.”

“I thought you wanted to get them back for what they did to you?” she asked, then turning her head away she stated, “It will take you longer if you search by yourself.”
“All have all the time in the world.” I said finally. Sighing Savanna finally caved and nodded her head while holding out her palm.

After placing the two galleons in her hand she whispered to me, “You’ll find him in the broomstick practice field.” Savanna then got up and left me as I thought about how I was going to be prepared for him while my fingers touched my new wand.
When breakfast had ended I decided that I could skip Care of Magical Creatures to seek out Remus. It had just begun to snow lightly, so I decided to walk through the outside tunnel that led to the practice field. Most of first years used this field when they were learning to use a broom. As I walked through the tunnel, I thought about Remus and how this meeting was going to take place..

Remus Lupin was an intelligent, kind hearted, trustworthy and very studious person. Of James and Sirius friends, he was one of the closest to them. Most people didn’t understand how Remus could be considered a Marauder, but most people didn’t get to see the flip side of Remus Lupin. Underneath all the properness that made Remus who he is, was something wild…something that, like James and Sirius, like the excitement and craved adventure. 
Other than James, Sirius and me, Remus was a brilliant student in both Charms and Transfiguration. In other areas he proved to be above average as he studied harder than any student that I had known. If it comes down to a duel, he won’t go down easy.
I wonder how this will go, I pondered to myself, which Remus will I have the pleasure of talking to?
I reached the opening to the field and took a deep breath as I walked out into the open. Scanning the field I saw that snowmen had been made from the freshly fallen snow. However, standing among the snowmen was a young woman who was tapping her wand against leg as if waiting impatiently for someone.
Chapter 4 – Fresh Snow And The Fallen White Wolf
“’bout time you got here,” said the girl as she spun around slowly revealing her smiling face, “I was freezing my bum out here waiting for you.” I recognized her instantly when her piercing blue eyes fixed themselves on me.

Melody Templar, Remus’ girl friend and best friend all rolled up into one interesting package. Although no one associates her with the Marauders she has been known to help them out from time to time. I guess one of those ’times’ is today, I thought as she dusted off the snow on her jacket and began to walking my direction.
Melly, as she was known by almost everyone in the school, was an average student whose talents lie in specific Transfigurations. However, since she had started to go out with Remus her grades, as well as her spell work, had improved exponentially.
I watched her warily as she pulled back the hood of her jacket and let her sandy blonde hair spill over her shoulders. Taking another step closed she smiled and said, “So I heard you were looking for, Remy.”

“Melody,” said a deep voice from the corner of the enclosed field, “you know I hate that name.”

Melly and I looked over to where the voice had come from and we both saw Remus Lupin staring back at us. “I know,” Melly said with a smile, “it just sounds so cute though.”

Rolling his eyes and then settling them on me he said, “Hello, Lily. You wouldn’t by any chance be in the mood to just talk this over, would you?”

“Where’s James?” I asked almost snarling out the response.

“I didn’t think so,” said Remus as he nodded to Melly and opened the snow covered door that was next to him and entered a private courtyard while he said, “Melly here will try to help you with your…um, problem. And if she is unable to solve it than feel free to come and see me about it.”

“Remus! Come back here!” I yelled while I began to run to the door.
“Nuh, uh,” said Melly as she cast a Stunner Charm that make me move back to my original spot. Looking up I saw her waving her finger back and forth while she said, “Now that’s just being rude! You come here and talk to Remy, and don’t even spare a moment to say ‘Hello’ to me?”

“Look,” I said angrily, “I don’t have any problems with you, I just want to talk to Remus.”
“Like you talked to Peter?” Melly said shooting me a suspicious expression. “Why don’t you just go back to your class, me and Remy have some home work to finish up,” said Melly with a giggle.

“I’m not going anywhere until I talk to Remus,” I growled out my response to her from between my teeth.
“Fine,” she said quickly raising her wand and saying, “Accio book bag!” Before I could react my book bag full of supplies went zipping into her out stretched hand.

Okay, if you want to play dirty then try this on for size, I said to myself while whipping out my wand and shouting, “Relego hood!” As soon as my banishing spell hit, Melly’s hood quickly jerked her clean off her feet and into a snow pile that was close by.

Taking this opportunity, I ran over to my book bag and slinging it over my shoulder I began to run over to the door until…”Colloportus!”
The door seemed to shimmer in magic as the spell held it shut tightly. “THAT,” screamed Melly, as she picked herself out of the snow, “was not very nice!” The girl dusted herself off as I tried to cast a stunner, which she blocked expertly. 

“Did you really think it was going to be that easy?” she asked with an expressionless look on her face.

“Actually,” I answered with a smirk and a raise of my eyebrow, “yeah.”

Shaking her head in disbelief, Melly chuckled as she moved once more in to the field with all the snowmen. “Silly rabbit…” she managed to say in a menacing monotone, “…tricks are for kids”

Wondering what the heck she was taking about, I saw her say something under her breath. What I witnessed next had me speechless, the snowmen that she touched took on a life of their own and before I knew it I was facing down a small platoon of animated snowmen.
“Do you like them?” taunted Melly as she stepped behind them, “It took me a while to get the spell right, but I think is worth the look on your face. I call them the Frosty Force. Play nice and have fun,” she said as the first two snowmen lumbered towards me.

Not giving the snowmen a chance I pointed my wand at them and said, “Bombarda!” I was expecting the enhancements to my wand to give me an extra kick to my spell work, but if I had know just how much kick it would give me I wouldn’t have cast that spell. 
The explosion that rocked the enclosed courtyard downed four snowmen and sent both Melly and me flying backwards from the concussive force that was produced.
‘Woah! I better watch which spell I cast,” I thought as I stood up and surveyed the damage that I did to the snowmen and the surrounding area. A small crater in the snow stood as a testament to the power of the spell that I had released.
Melly coughed from the other side of the field as she rose and said, “What was that!?”

“That was a Blasting Charm,” Lily said with a smirk.

“You know that’s not what I meant, but if your going to be that way…” Melly said nodding her head in the direction of the exploded snowmen. I thought it was impossible to be surprised twice in one day…I thought wrong.

My eyes widened as the exploded snowmen, or more like the pieces of the exploded snowman, began to coagulate together and roll around in the fresh snow that was on the ground. When I saw that each piece had finally reached just the right size they all join together and made one whole snowman.
“Blast them all you want,” said Melly laughing at me, “I have enough snow to last me a life time. Get her.”

With that command the other snowman and the newly created ones rushed in on me. Thinking as fast as I could, I dug into my bad and tossed several Filibusters Fireworks at the snowmen. When they went off, each snowman moved back probably thinking that the fireworks were…

Hot, I said to myself as I ran along the wall and tried to get a better position. How stupid could I be, I chided myself as the answer to my problems came to me. That’s when the first snowball hit me in my leg. “Ouch!”

Spinning around I saw that the snowmen were now making snowball and tossing them at me from a safe distance. Ducking and dodging the icy cold balls I ducked behind a small pine tree. Pulling out my wand and hoping that the enhancements would work right, I ran from my spot.
No less than six snowballs found their target and pelted me with ice cold snow, but I didn’t stop running as I made it to the door where Remus went through. Now or never, I said to myself as the snowmen converged on me.

“Relashio!” I screamed. When I released the spell, it felt something like funneling my emotions into the wand in my hand, and at that moment the two emotions that I was feeling were frustration and annoyance. The small jet of sparks that was expecting to issue forth from my wand, shot forth like a jet of searing white flame. That flame swept across the snowmen and melted not only them but the snow that covered the ground. 
“Merlin!” I heard Melly exclaim as she watched from her spot off to the side. She shivered when she felt some thing wet collide with her feet, and looked down see saw that she was ankle deep in ice cold water.

“Glacio!” 

Melly heard before the water at her feet hardened into a small block of blue ice. Looking up she saw that I was angry and breathing hard from all the running that I had to do as I walked over to her.

“Expelliarmus!”

Was the next spell that hit Melly, while she tried to undo my spell. The fact that the spell not only popped her wand out of her hand, but also flattened her to the ground, showed her that I wasn’t just any ‘normal’ witch.
As I stood over her Melly tried to make light of the situation by chuckling weakly and saying, “You win?”

I narrowed my eyes and pointed to the door as I gave her back her wand. Sighing, she undid her spell and said, “Don’t you hurt my Remy!”

“I won’t as long as he gives me what I want,” I said harshly, “now get out of here!!”

Melly shivered once standing her ground and then turned and began to walk away as she said with hope in her voice, “Can you teach me that Freezing Spell sometime? It was really neat!”
“Sure…uh…I guess so,” I said in confusion while I turned around and marched towards the doorway that Lupin had used. Reaching the door I steadied myself as I turned the knob and open the door.

The courtyard that I walked into overlooked the lake and the grey skies above seemed to cover the world in a surreal darkness while the snow that fell from the sky seemed to take forever to reach the ground.

Sitting on a bench looking up at the sky was Remus. Covered with a light dusting of snow, it made him look like a frozen statue. The snow that lay in his hair made it almost look white. I noticed that in the light that he had with him, Remus’ eyes shone a more golden color that what they were before. Finally turning his head away from the skies he asked, “Are you still looking for James?”

“Yes,” I answered more in a more civil manner than last time.

“Lily you have this all wrong,” he said looking out at the lake, “we were trying to help you.”

“Help me!? How? By making me look like an ass, literally?” I fumed at him while dropping my book bag to the side and taking a step into the courtyard’s pristine ground. The soft crunch of my foot moving through snow alerted Remus and he turned his head swiftly to look at me.
“Is that why you are going after James? You think he was…”

“Enough!” I said, stomping my foot and moving my hand slowly through the air. “I heard the same speech from Peter. I know that you Marauders would say anything to protect each others backs. I’ve seen it done before, so save your words.”

Shaking his head, Remus stood up and pulled his wand from its hiding place. “Shall we do this the civil way then?” he asked while walked purposefully to the middle of the courtyard and began to dust the snow off himself.
“You could just tell me where he is,” I said hopefully.

However, my hopes were dashed Remus looked at me critically and said in a very icy tone of voice, “James is my friend. And friends don’t turn in friends to strangers with no concept of the circumstances that befell them.”

“I hope you aren’t too tired from you last ‘encounter’,” stated Lupin as he stared at me, “I wouldn’t want this to be over too quickly.”

“I’m fine,” I lied as my arms were starting to feel very heavy.

Remus just nodded his head and then commented, “That’s a pretty good wand that you have there.”

“It should be,” I gloated, “it was enhanced by Hanna Harker.”

Shock and fear registered on Remus face as he turned his gaze towards the wand in my hand, “You lie!”

Flicking my wand ‘palm up’ I showed him the topaz that stuck out at the end of my wand. In turn Remus flicked his eye to my face and composed himself as he said, “Harker wand or not, you’re still going to lose.”

“We’ll see about that,” I replied while taking my stance for the duel.

Moving across from me, Remus snapped his feet together and took up an old dueling stance. His body was sideways while his wand arm was pulled back and was even with his chest. Remus’ free arm and hand was blocking my view of his wand as he stood ramrod straight and waited for me to set up.
Gripping my wand I spaced my feet apart, and with my wand arm forward I slung it across my chest and under my free arm – there by blocking Remus view of my wand and allowing me a quicker release of my spell.

There we stood for what seemed like hours on end waiting for each other to make the first move. I watched as the snow slowly began to let up and my view of Remus and his stance began to clear. Soon there wasn’t a single snowflake falling, until…we both saw it. A single snowflake came in between us and when it hit the ground, both Remus and I released our spells.

He was quick, precise, and efficient with the spells that he cast at me. However, not one of those spells ever hit the mark, as the shield I conjured up was more than strong enough to repel his first volley. In return, I cast a stunner that he deflected harmlessly to the side as we circled each other waiting for an opening. Seeing that I wasn’t going to be able to get through his defenses without some sort of distraction, I cast a Slippery Charm at his feet in the hopes of catching him off guard.

Jumping deftly to the side to avoid the spell, Remus cast several Banishing Charms in a row which had me staggering back from the force that they exerted. He’s really good, I commented as I watched him standing there in his stance waiting for me to return to mine.

Obliging him, I got back in position and decided to give it my all. “Bombarda!” I yelled and pointed my wand at him.

“Aegis Protego!” he quickly yelled, trying to protect himself from the full blast of the spell. However, his eyes widened as he saw my wrist snap downward at the last possible second. The blast didn’t hit his shield, as he thought it would, instead it struck the ground that was just in front of him causing loose gravel, snow, and dirt to shoot in every direction. Thrown backward from the shockwave, he growled angrily as he spun away from the blast in a desperate attempt to find his footing.
“Tricky,” he whispered as another of my spells cut through the dust and debris. Dropping to one knee and then rolling to his left Remus must have seen my shadow moving among the dust as he cried out, “Bracchium Mortalius!” 

The beam of light rushed into the dust as was soon followed by my scream of surprised. The beam barely nicked me but my left arm went painfully numb as it fell limp at my side.

The dust, seeming to have lost its staying power, had suddenly cleared the area quickly. I winced as my cover began to dissipate, and when it finally all left I saw Remus looking at me with a smile on his face.
The numbness in my arm was painful and had me at my knees as I tried to recover my senses. What made it worse was Remus voice floating over to me on the chill air, “Give it up, you may have the need to duel and the wand to match it, but you don’t have the skill. I say that we talk about…”

“Shut up,” I spat while gritting through my teeth and standing while my arm throbbed painfully at my side, “Just be quiet and duel.”

Shaking his head in obvious disappointment he said, “As far as I’m concerned, you’ve shown me that you’re just a little girl pretending at being a dueler.” The words stung me, but instead of making me doubt myself, they served to bolster my growing anger that he was keeping me from seeing James. 

Taking his stance he then said, “You might not be a true dueler, but at least you’ll get to feel how to lose as one!”

Not saying a word, I took a different stance being that my arm was still numb. Turning sideways, so that my useless arm was facing away from my opponent, I then began to bend my knees in a crouch while I kept my back straight. My wand arm was position in front of me and I breathed steadily as I tried to focus out the pain that throbbed through my body…

Not trying to give me a chance, Remus lashed out with a quick series of practiced spells. However, each one that he sent to me found its way back to him, as I reflected them back with pin point accuracy.

The spells that we threw at each either were deflected or missed entirely as we dueled. Sweat showing on his brow and the way he was breathing in a labored fashion, were all tell tale sign that Remus was becoming tired. Recognizing that, I screwed up all my focus and cast a Leg-locker Curse at him.
Time seemed to mean nothing, as I watched a blinding white beam -- about as wide as a tree -- issued forth from my wand in slow motion. I watched as the beam crossed the courtyard, while it lit everything in its path with a pale white light, and finally slammed against a shield that Remus had just erected.
I watched as the determination on Remus face turn to fear, when the beam completely obliterated his shield. Trying to move from the path of the beam, the curse hit one of its intended targets. Remus’ made a small whining sound as his right leg glowed in a white aura and seized up as stiff as a board.

Showing more class than my opponent, I didn’t taunt him as he sat there grasping his leg and staring at me in disbelief. Instead, I moved back to my spot and waited for him to do the same.

I figured you out, I thought, as I watched him with narrowed eyes. Remus wasn’t as great a dueler as I had led myself to believe. His ‘footwork and speed’ is what made him dangerous in a duel, and I had just deprived him of both. Now we’ll see just how powerful you really are, I thought as he shuffled over to his spot still looking shocked at what he just witnessed.
When he reached his spot, his shoulders sagged while his eyes and face never met mine, “I apologize.” The words rung out through the courtyard as he raised his head and looked me in the eye while continuing his line of thought, “For the words that I spoke earlier. Please forgive my arrogance.”

As the last of his words were caught up in the cold air I nodded my head in acceptance of his apology. Neither of us having either the energy or the means for a real duel, I understood that this would come down to a test of strength.
Brandishing his wand with flare Remus gripped his wand with both hands, as if holding a sword of some sort. Doing the same I stood in my stance feeling very worn-out and tired. We waited for several second until I thought, to hell with it all!

Casting my spell, it felt as if every last ounce of strength that I had went into it. I flicked my eyes over to Remus in time to see him cast his spell a split second later. All that was left to do was watch as each of our spells battled to break through the other and…

~*~*~*~

“Enervate!” Remus heard as he opened his eyes to see a green eyed, red haired girl standing over him while smirking.

Grumpily, he stood up and brushed himself down, barely noticing that I had removed the Leg-locker Curse. “I don’t know where James is…” he started to say as my face became clouded with anger and confusion, “…but, I’m sure Sirius knows where he is.”

“And where can I find Sirius?” I asked.

Turning his head and smiling an evil smile, Remus said in a deep and evil sounding voice, “I wouldn’t worry about that, I’m sure he will find you!” With that said Remus began to limp in the direction of the door while he chuckled under his breath.
When he left, I felt a sickening feeling in my stomach as my knees gave away underneath me and the world around me lurched suddenly. “What’s wrong with me?” I managed to whisper to myself while feeling too tired to stay awake. Dropping to my knees I let the warm darkness that was encroaching on me sweep me away.

Chapter Five – The Way Of The Runes
Slowly my eyes open, and then confusion overtook me as I was starring at the ceiling of my door room while the worried faces of my best friends and dorm mates gazed down at me.

“How are you feeling?” asked Kelly, he face bunched with fear and pain as she was probably trying to use some of her empathic abilities to sooth me.

I tried to speak but all that came out was a puff of air as my throat wouldn’t cooperate with me. Instead, I weakly raised a thrum on my right hand and presented it with as much bluster as I could manage.

“Somehow I knew she would do that,” said Michelle’s concerned voice from the other side of the room.

Closing my eyes and trying to remember what had happened, I suddenly wanted to jump out of bed when Remus’ parting words came to me. However, my body felt as if was made completely of lead, and for some reason it wasn’t responding to anything that I wanted to do.

“She’s confused,” said Kelly looking down at me while she stroked my hand.

“Right…and how would you…” Michelle stopped in the middle of her sentence as Kelly sent a death glare her way, “…empath, I keep forgetting. Sorry.”

“No problem,” Kelly said while smiling at her once again.

Nodding at Kelly, Michelle then turned her head and looked down at me, “We don’t know anything really, but…”

Usually Michelle didn’t keep secrets from us, however the way she ended her sentence…I could tell she was having a difficult time deciding whether to tell me anything.

“From what I heard,” said Michelle as she played with her hair, “someone found you outside and brought you back to the common room where a couple girls took you to your room.”
“That would mean,” I said in a horse and scratchy whisper, as I had finally found my voice, “it was a boy who found me, right? Otherwise a girl who brought me back wouldn’t have had to ask for help.”

“Oooo,” cooed Kelly as her interest was peaked, “Who was he?”

That’s what she did want to tell me, I thought as I could see Michelle’s eye cloud over and I watched as she began to pick incessantly at her bangs.

With a look of determination, Michelle looked back at me and set her shoulders as she said, “The people who I talked to said it was…”

“No holding out on us Miss Witch!” yelled Kelly as she pointed an accusing finger and said in addition, “You already started, now finish it.”

Sighing, Michelle said quietly, “They said it was James Potter who brought you in.”

It was like a punch to the stomach or a soul shattering insult. Instantly, I felt my insides go cold as I processed this new information. “But why?” were the whispered words that seemed to force their way out of my mouth.
~*~*~*~

It had taken me almost half a day to finally find enough strength to stand up and walk around on my own, during that ‘down time’ I realized what must have happened to me. Thinking back on my classes I remember something Professor Gattagan once, our old Defense against the Dark Arts teacher once told us.

Wands, I could hear his deep voice saying, are an extension of the wizard and as such when casting spells, especially powerful ones, a wizard might experience what is called ‘The Hobbles’. Named after the first person to discover the effect, Eugene Hobbles, it is merely a form of magical exhaustion. The more powerful a spell cast, the greater toll it has on the casters body…
As I sat at my writing desk looking down at my wand, I closed my eyes and tried to concentrate on solving the problem at hand. That was when Kelly came rushing into the dorm with someone close behind her.
“Lily, Lily, I found someone who might be able to help you,” she said with glee and pulled the girl into the room while she closed the door.

The girl that stood before me was built like a natural athlete. Her dark skin and dark brown eyes stared at me with a sort of intensity that I had never felt before. Her name was, Kathryn Falkenburg, and she was the so called ‘Quidditch Queen’. Kat, as most everyone knew her as, was a phenomenal Quidditch player and a great athlete. However, because James was such a good player she often didn’t get much recognition, but that didn’t bother Kat because she and James became good friends over the years.

I was trying to think why she would even want to talk to me, since she was one of the first ones to tell me off when I started this little ‘quest’ of mine. Still glaring at me, I decided to play her game. Standing up, while hardening my resolve, I gave her a glare back that screamed, ‘what do you want!?’
Caught in a stare down, Kat was the first to turn her head and blink while I kept my gaze fixed on her. “Look, I don’t know what you’re up to but…”

“If you’ve come here to speak down to me or to try and sway me, the door is behind you. Try not to let it hit out on your way out,” I finally said coolly, while I turned around and sat back at my desk.

“You know, for being so supposedly smart…you really know how to act like a stubborn mule at times!” Kat spat angrily.

Kelly raised her hands as she tried to talk us away from a fight. “I thought you said you needed to talk to, Lily? If I knew all you wanted to do was fight with her I wouldn’t have brought you up here.” Kelly said accusingly while she pointed her finger at Kat. Kat’s face dropped as she stepped back and said nothing.

“And you,” said Kelly as she poked me hard in the arm, “I would think that you would have more manners for someone who came to tell you something.”

Sighing, I said my apologies and asked Kat what she had to tell me. “You experienced The Hobbles, right?” My eyes must have given me away as Kat nodded and asked, “Was it because of the enhanced wand?”

“How did you know!?” I shouted, as I shot up looking at Kelly who shrank back while shaking her head.

“Word travels fast,” Kat replied.

I could only think of one name when Kat said that, Savanna!

“But that’s beside the point,” Kat said waving off the thought, “I had problems with The Hobbles too. However, mine were of the ‘normal’ kind. I guess that my body wasn’t great at handling spells.”

“So,” I started to say, “are you saying that you got over it?”

“In a way…yes,” answered Kat as she moved to the window to look outside.

“How?”

“The Rune Weavers,” was Kat’s only answer as she pulled up her sleeve on her left arm and showed me what looked like a tattoo on her upper shoulder.

“Is it permanent?” I questioned her as Kelly looked at the tattoo on her arm with reverence.
“No, I really don’t have to have this on anymore,” said Kat with a smile, as she brushed her fingers over the symbol, “but I’ve kinda gotten use to it.”

“Why are you telling me this?” asked Lily sudden filled with suspicion as Remus’ words echoed in her head.

“I’m doing this for a favor,” said Kat as she locked eyes with me once more.

“And what is it that you want?” asked Lily narrowing her eyes.

“That when you do ‘find’ James,” she said slowly, “that you will give him the chance to explain. I know James, and he just doesn’t seem like the person to do what he did without a purpose.”

“Fine,” I agreed quickly as I thought, I doubt that he’ll convince me otherwise though. 
Kat told me that the Rune Weavers were actually several students who were into the whole Ancient Runes class and had started a small club long ago. However, as years passed and the people passed down the knowledge that they had learned the club soon became a something of secret society of sorts. Today there were only three members and they were called The Three Sisters. She then went on telling me that the entrance to their room was located somewhere in the dungeon, and the only problem was that the entrance moved. The up side to my dilemma was that the entrance was always looked the same, a tapestry with the picture of a stone that held many glowing blue runes on it. Plus, Kat had given me the password to enter the passageway. 
When Kat finished she took her leave, and I got up immediately and began to grab everything that was necessary for my journey into the Slytherin dungeons. Kelly shot me a worried look as I said, “I’ll be fine.”

“Sure,” she said sarcastically, “like you were fine the last time right?”

Hurrying out the door I said, “Tell Michelle where I went. I try to be back before curfew. Bye!”

~*~*~*~

The moment I had made it to the dungeons, I had begun my search for the entrance to the Runic Sister’s room. However, for some reason or another, searching from top to bottom I had yet to see hide or hair of a tapestry that even remotely look like the one that Kat had described.

Someone cleared their throat from behind me as I stared down one of the corridors.  Expecting to see a smug faced Sirius, I stood up slowly and turned around without so much as blinking. However, instead I found a light brown haired girl with pale skin and piercing blue eyes staring back at me. “Are you, Lily?” she asked in a gruff tone of voice while looking down both passage ways. 

“Yes,” I said while my brain was trying to figure out where I’ve seen her before.
“My sister says you needed some help,” said the girl while looked at her nails.

It dawned on me then. “Savanna,” I said quietly, while smiling at the audacity that girl had at sending her twin to me.

“That’s Havanna, thank you very much! I’m nothing like that know-it-all!” the girl said excitedly. “Now, do you want some information or can I leave you to wander about these dungeons the rest of the day?”

Direct, to the point, and very business like seemed to be Havanna’s way of dealing with people. Or maybe she knows I’m not going to find anything without her help, I thought while I watched her tapping her foot against the ground in impatience.

Sighing and knowing I was beat, I reached into my book bag and asked, “How much?”

“Three galleons, and no bargaining,” she said as I placed three gold coins into her hand.
Smiling she pocketed the gold and walked quickly down a passage way with calling to me, “Follow me!” We walked quickly through the dungeon while taking a left here, a right there, a right, and then a left. Feeling like she was leading me in circles I was about to protests when...we turned the corner ahead and she shouted, “Here we are! It been nice doing business with you, goodbye!”

Watching her leave down another corridor, I tuned and looked around. Sure enough, a tapestry with a stone that was riddled with blue glowing runes hung on the wall to the right of me. Touching it I then said the pass work that Kat told me.

“Engrave Me.” 

Suddenly, a sound issued from somewhere far away as the tapestry began to shrink to the size of a door. With a popping sound a handle poked its way out of the tapestry. Grabbing the handle I pulled on the door and watched as the tapestry opened to a long corridor filled with glowing runes.

Walking down the corridor I finally saw another door and I heard a sound issuing from the other side that could have been called singing, had it not been so bad. Closing my eyes and opening the door, I boldly walked into the room.
“Hello,” said a young girl’s voice just in front of me.

Feeling foolish I open one eye and looked around, sitting in front of me was a young girl whose hair seemed to represent fire in a manner. Streaks of yellow, orange, white, and red ran through her wild mane.

“Hi,” I said tentatively while looking around the room and finally found the source of the bad singing. A young girl stood on a pile of old wooden boxes strumming the air as she had, what looked like, a set of Muggle headphones on her head. 

“Bye, bye Miss American pie. Drove my Chevy to the levy, but the levy was dry…” sang the girl as both Lily and the fire haired girl stared in confusion.
“Jemma!” shouted the girl next to me. “Jemma, Jemma, JEMMA!”

Grunting her disapproval, the girl then picked up an old piece of cloth and threw it at the other girl. When the cloth hit her face the girl screamed bloody murder and fell from her perch with a loud thump. Arising like an avenging angel of death the girl called Jemma screamed, “What the bloody hell was that…oh, customers.” Plastering a smile on her face the girl came up to me with a shrewd look in her eyes.
I looked at Jemma, and immediately notice her porcelain skin and hazel eyes fit very well with her fine features. Her hair was black; in fact it was so black that, at times, it looked to have a blue hue to it. Currently her hair was done up in elaborate bun that was held together by two very long silver pins. Dusting herself off, she walked over to the other girl and nudged her with her elbow.

“Oh! Right! Sorry for not introducing myself, my name is Dalia Anwar,” the girl said while blushing lightly. However, what caught my attention was that her hair was now also blushing in the same manner. The colors seemed to become more vibrant and then they receded the same time her blush did.
“How did you…” I asked while I pointed at her hair.

“Metamorphamagus,” she quickly stuttered while looking down at her feet.

“She just learning the trade,” said a new voice from beyond the shadows of the room.
A seventh year girl stepped out of the shadows as she looked at me with the same scrutiny as Jemma did. Her olive skin and thick, wavy, dark brown hair gave her a look of a foreigner. However, her perfect mastery of the language told me that she must have been born and raised in this country. Pulling up a chair and sitting at the table that Dalia was sitting at, the young woman said, “I’m Cara Despines, nice to meet you.”
“Yes,” I stuttered slightly as the older girl’s greeting took me by surprise, “Lily Evans. Good to meet you too.”

Nodding her head, the older girl then regarded Jemma with a exasperated glare and nodded her head to the other seat at the table. “Oh, right!” said Jemma as she walked over to other end of the table and sat down while flaring her hand out and saying, “Have a seat.”

Suddenly, a seat from the corner of the room found its way in front of the table and I sat down slowly while I watched each of the girls.
“Hem, hem,” coughed Dalia as she began to speak, “Now…”
“Hold on a second there pipsqueak,” said Jemma as she held up her hand, “You got to do this the last time, it’s my turn!”

“Nu-uh,” Dalia protested, “Cara did the last one. And you did the one before that, so it my turn now!”

“Did you morph you brain accidentally!?” shouted Jemma, as she vehemently added, “Cara gave you her last turn because of her sore throat! So it’s my turn!” Soon the two girls were standing toe to toe while I could just imagine the sparks flying between the glares that they were giving each other.
I kept watching and couldn’t help but snickering a bit at the sight. Cara had her head in her hands. Dalia was hair color was rapidly becoming black while her eyes became an almost violent red. Jemma was waving her wand animatedly about, while shouting at the top of her lungs, “IT’S MY TURN!”

Having enough of the bickering, Cara yelled, “THAT’S IT!” The other two younger girls looked over to see their older counterpart pointing at the seats and commanding them with a sharp tone, “SIT! I will be the one to do the interview!”
“But,” both the other girls said in unison while surprise registered on their faces.

“No ‘but’s’, I missed my last turn and now I want it back,” said Cara as she banged her fist against the table. The two girls sat back down but were both mumbling something that sounded very much like ‘…so unfair’ and ‘big meannie’.

When they had taken their seats again Cara took a deep breath and seemed to relax herself while the other two girls kept sending her nasty looks. “We are the Runic Sisters,” said Cara in a deep and melodious voice, “what ‘trouble’ has you traversing our Hall of Runes on this day?”
I furrowed my brow as I began to look around, and sure enough, I began to see just why they had called this room the Hall of Runes. From the top of the ceiling to the bottom of the floor, the room was covered in symbols and runes of all sorts. Some were carved, others had been painted, and still other seemed to float independently from the place they rested.

“Wow,” I said in awe while my eye began to see more and more runes appearing.

“Hem, hem,” Dalia coughed again while gesturing to speak my business.

“Sorry!” I apologized then began telling them of my little quest to get James back for what he did to me.

“That sounds so wicked!” said Jemma, as she pumped her fist through the air. Dalia seemed stunned and at a loss for words as she just stared at me with her mouth wide open. 
Cara, however, looked very pensive and grim. “Potter,” she let the name roll of her tongue.

“Do you have something against him?” I asked hopefully.

“No,” said Cara off handedly, then she chuckled when see saw my face deflate, “I was one of the people who helped him and Sirius gain control over the same problem that you are having.”

“Cara?” asked Dalia with a worried expression, “We’re not going to turn her away are we?”

“Are you mad!?” barked Jemma, “We can’t do that, especially not if she’s trying to show up the Marauder’s at their own game! Right, Cara?”

With three sets of eyes looking at Cara, I saw her sigh deeply and place her fingers to her temples, as if trying to decide whether or not this was a good idea. “We’ll do it…” she finally said after several tense moments of silence.
Instantly, Jemma and Dalia were at their feet doing some sort of ‘happy-dance’ while Cara gave them both the evil-eye and added, “but…”

“But?” asked Jemma, “But what!? Aren’t we going to help her?”

“Yeah!” said Dalia as she used her powers to make a sad puppy face that made even me feel sorry for her.

“We are,” Cara said calmly while getting up from her seat, “but I want her to promise that she’ll erase the runes that we gave Sirius and James.”

“Erase?” I questioned.

“Yes,” said Dalia with a bit of glee that she got to speak after all, “Runes aren’t permanent. If the creator of the rune desires it, they can remove the rune with a simple spell…” Her eyes went wide as a thought seemed to slam into her brain at incredible speeds.
Seeing the same look on Jemma’s face told me they were both thinking along the same lines of thought, “Cara? You’re not going to teach her that spell, are you?”

Shrugging her shapely shoulders Cara said, “Why not?”

“Why not!?” sputtered Dalia, as her hair began to pale a bit in response to her feelings of shock. “Both of us know, that spell is only supposed to be known by the oldest Rune Weaver!”

“Do you want to go with her while she duels Potter and Black?” asked Cara in a calm voice.

“Uh…no.” said Jemma while she played with her headphones and Dalia shook her head.

“Then it’s agreed,” said Cara while turning her face back to mine and looking straight into mine, “We shall teach you, Lily Evans, the Rune Erasure Charm.”
Seeing the passionate glow in the girl’s eyes I said softly, “All I wanted was a way around ‘The Hobbles’.”

“And you will have it…” said Jemma smiling at the other girls as she removed the silver pins that held up her hair, “…but anything worth gaining is never obtained with out a price.”

“And we desire payment for that which we give you,” Dalia then said as stood up and walked over to a crate. When she found what she was looking for she then finished by saying, “However, we don’t except money, and we have enough magic as it is.”

“So the question is,” Cara spoke up and carried on the thought that they all had, “What is it you can give us, which will be equal to what we give you?”
“No money or magic?” I confirmed while look at the three, and was met with several nods. “Well, I don’t have any special heirlooms that I could give you and my clothing is ‘dull’ even by my friends standards,” I said as I began to think through all the things that I could give them, “I guess all that is left is my mind and my company.”

“Done,” shouted Dalia, giggling madly at the expression on my face.
“What?”

Cara stood up and smiled as Jemma looked a bit ‘put out’. “I’ll be leaving this year and you’ll still be around,” she began to explain, but I already began to understanding what she was asking of me, “I would like it if they had someone who they could depend on in times of need. Also, it wouldn’t hurt if you could ask around and see if anyone would be interested in joining the club.”

“Do we have a deal?” asked Jemma as she stared at me with cool face, but her eyes betrayed her when I saw the pleading look they gave me.

“Sure,” I said quietly as Dalia jumped out of her seat and began her ‘happy dance’ again.

“Thank you,” said Cara, as she led me back to the table, “now sit down and we’ll start.”

When I sat I saw that Jemma was tapping the silver needles together in a distracted fashion while she watched Dalia draw a circle on the table. “Roll up your sleeve past your elbow, said Dalia with a straight face, “this may take up you entire forearm.”

“What!?” I sputtered in surprise, “but Kats was just a small tattoo on her shoulder!”

“She only had a small problem…” Jemma said in a far away voice while she placed her needles on the table, “…your problem is completely different.” 
Sighing and shaking my head in defeat I slid up my sleeve and placed my arm in the middle of the circle which bursted into a brilliant bright white aura. “Ooooo…” the three girls all said and looked at each other.

“What?” I asked in suspicion.

“Nothing!” they all answered, while Dalia smiled at me with a knowing look.

When they had finally set up everything the circle that was under my arm now sported all sorts of lines and symbols, while the three stood on the other side looking down at me.

“I am the Runemaster,” said little Dalia as her voice became serious and soft, “I bring about the rune and its array, like an artist painting a canvas.” That said she pulled out her wand and extended her right hand which was curled in a fist. Opening her hand a small clear crystal with a symbol in its center was displayed before me. Saying some word under her breath and placing the crystal in my palm she tapped her wand against it and suddenly it sank into my hand.
Not knowing what to expect, I watched as glowing lines of light began to form themselves around my arm and took shape into symbols and lines. That’s when I saw Dalia take a step back as Jemma took one forward.

Holding her silver needles I watch warily as Jemma said in a commanding voice, “I am the Engraver. I set the rune, and bind it to the flesh, so that it will work its magic properly. I am like the sword maker who shapes his metal and hones the edge of a blade.”

That said, Jemma ran her silver needle along my arm while whispering under he breath. Suddenly a searing pain jolted through my arm as where she trailed her needles the glowing light became a black mark on my arm. Sucking on my teeth as the pain just kept coming. Closing my eyes, I tried to gather myself and that’s when I heard Cara’s voice.
“I am the Seal.” 

When I opened my eyes I saw that Cara had her wand and was looking at me with a mixture of awe and worry, “I make the rune timeless and permanent, so that it will never leave your side. I am like a happy memory. Insubstantial, but timeless and always there when you need me.”
Raising her wand Cara swirled her wand through the air and said, “Coagmento Pacem” Suddenly several things happened at one; a flash of bright light lit the room as the other girls screamed in surprise, a cooling sensation seemed to flow through my arm and dulled the pain that was up until now almost unbearable, and finally Cara asked in a whisper, “Lily? Lily, are you alright?”
“Yes,” I said while my eyes began to readjust to the rooms light. Looking down at my arm I almost swore, from just above the elbow continuing all the way to the tips of my fingers my arm was covered in symbols and runic lines. “I can’t go out looking like this!” I yelled in anger while staring at the other girls, “How am I going to hide this from everyone?”

“Wear really long gloves?” asked Dalia as Jemma elbowed her in the ribs.

“Not to worry, watch.” Jemma said while giving a knowing smirk to Dalia.

I waited and watched with the others, and sure enough the runes and tattoos on my arm began to fade from view, “How did that happen?”

“We’ve been around for a long time, remember? Someone before us figure out how to include a Glamour Charm in the runes to hide the marks it left behind,” explained Jemma as she pulled her hair back into its bun and placed the silver needles through to hold it.
“Could you two give us sometime?” asked Cara as she pulled up a chair next to mine.

“Sure,” said Dalia, and began to drag Jemma out of the room when she looked like she was about to complain.

 When the door closed behind the two, Cara said in thoughtful tones, “Remember to keep you end of the bargain, Lily. When I’m gone, those girls won’t have anyone older to guide them, and I’d like them to find more friends.”

“I won’t forget,” I said sincerely.

“Good,” she said with a smile, “now about the Rune Erasure Charm…”
Chapter Six – Getting Sirius
As I walked slowly up the staircase that led to my houses common room I thought about the secret that Cara had imparted on me.

‘The Rune Erasure Charm is an old Charm that many people have thought to have been lost to time. I’m giving it to you only because I feel that James and Sirius have abused their gifts.’ I clearly remember her saying to me while twisting a ring on her finger slightly, almost as if she was nervous.

Gripping my wand with the hand that the Runic Sisters enchanted, and feeling the pulse of magic that emanated from it made me feel that much more confident of reaching my goal. I reached the portrait of the fat lady in no time and before I could speak the password it swung open and several hands shot out and grabbed me.

Not knowing what was going on I was pushed up towards my dorm and when I got to the landing the door swung open to reveal several familiar faces sitting, standing, or pacing in the room.

“How did it go?” asked Michelle as she handed me a platter of food that was obvious ‘taken’ from the table at dinner and then sat down next to a worried looking Kelly.
“Fine…what’s wrong?” I asked while looking at them and then turning my head in order to see that Celeste, Savanna, and a girl who I didn’t know looking up at me in expectation.

“Sirius showed up,” said Kelly with a bit of a pause between words.

“And?” I asked quickly, as I started to lose my patience, “What did he say?”

“That’s just it,” said Celeste tossing her hair back, “He didn’t just tell us everything. He came to each of us and told us a part of his message.” 
At my blank look, Savanna said with an exasperated sigh, “What she means to say is that he’s telling us that he knows we helped you to get back at them.”
“You don’t think…” said Michelle with a gasp.
“I wouldn’t put it past him,” said Savanna as she crossed her legs and sat forward, “he’s not like the other Marauders. Personally, I don’t even know how he made into Gryffindor. Once a Black always a Black, I say!”

“Then I’ll have to find him first right?” I said, suddenly beginning to feel guilty that I brought not only my friends buts other who were never involved before this. “What was this message that he told you?”

“It’s incomplete,” said Celeste then looked at the girl next to her.

“Who’s she?” I asked while furrowing my brows and studying the girls face. Something is very familiar about her, I thought while I looked at her. 

The girl was petite and her features were demure, but the most interesting thing about her had to be her hair color. Silver, and not the silver color of old age, but the really deal. The girl’s short and straight hair, which lay on the side of her face like feathers, was the color of sliver as it shone in the light that was in the room. Her gray green eyes seemed to accentuate her face as she looked up at me and said, “Nicole. My name is Nicole Flammel”
“Flammel? As in Nicolas Flammel?” I asked in surprise and shock.
“The same,” said the girl with a grin, “he’s my great, great, great, great, great…”

“We get the picture!” said Celeste struggling to hold her laugher back, when Nicole gave her a very interesting gesture. I had to wonder if maybe they were friends. 

“I’m here because my sister gave you that wand,” said Nicole pointing to the wand in my hand.

“Hanna? Your Hanna’s little sister?” I asked not seeing any resemblance.

“Half-sister,” Nicole retorted, “we share mothers.”

A knocking at the door soon broke us from our little discussion as I gripped my wand tighter and walked to the door and opened it a crack and asked, “Who is it?” 

“Let us in,” said a small voice that I recognized as Dalia’s. Swinging open the door I saw both Dalia and Zoe standing in front of me.

“How did you two get in here?” I asked, but it was the look from Zoe made me close my mouth immediately, because it was at that time that I noticed that Zoe’s hair was a bright pink color with red streaks
“She knows her way around the castle,” Dalia said helpfully, “and her friend let us in.”

“What happened?” asked Michelle when she saw Zoe entering the room.

“Sirius Black is what happened,” said Zoe calmly, “he caught me off guard and hexed me with long fuzzy pink hair!”

“But…” said Savanna, and was cut off in mid sentence by Zoe’s upraised hand.

“I countered the fuzzy and long parts of the spell but I can’t see to change my color back,” explained Zoe as she sat down and Celeste and Nicole began to work on changing it back.

I was about to close the door when another more timid knock came from outside. Opening the door, I saw that Kat was standing in the hall way and looked quite angry. Stepping inside without an invitation, she moved over to my trunk and flopped down mumbling something about, ‘stupid boys!’
Kelly and Michelle both gave me a questioning look, and all that I could do was shrug my shoulders in confusion.

“I’m guessing that everyone here has met with Sirius today,” I said turning around and locking the dorm’s door. “I’ve heard that he’s given you a part of a message that was intended for me. So let’s hear it.”

Dalia stood up and said, “He told me that I was number one and said ‘Things aren’t what they seem…’”

“’…but you don’t seem to understand that’, is what he told me.” growled Kat while she looked at the ground.
Nicole, finally finishing restoring Zoe’s hair to normal, then spoke, “He said to me, ‘I see that you can’t deal with us…’”

Zoe then spoke right after her, “…by yourself, and have involved many people.”

“So I say turn about is fair play…” said Savanna in a thoughtful voice.
“…you got to hex my friends, let’s see what I can do with yours!” Celeste said in a solemn tone of voice.

I watched as Kelly then looked up and said, “He told me ‘Come find me, if you can…’”
“…before I find you, and your friends.” finished Michelle as the others look at me with a bit of fear creeping into their eyes.

Think, I told myself, you can’t get them involve because Sirius is a sore loser. The quiet in the room seemed to put everyone on edge, and it was Nicole who broke the silence asking, “That means we need to find him first, right?”
“Sure, but ‘how to do that’ is the big question,” replied Kelly as she seemed to be straining her brain for the answer.

Slowly, but surely, everyone in the room began to talk about where he might be. However, it was when Celeste and Nicole were talking about where Sirius cornered them that got my brain thinking.

“Wait,” I cried out, “Celeste, where did you say he talked to you?”

“Just outside the Great Hall, why?” answered Celeste

“Nicole? What about you?” I asked.

“Um…” she started to think out loud, “On the staircase leading down to the front hall, he pulled me into an alcove.”

“He caught me in the courtyard out in the front of the school,” said Savanna with a look that seemed to understand what I was getting at.

“Dalia?”

“Just outside the entrance of the dungeons,” she said in confusion.
Kat then spoke up and said, “He caught me on the pitch.”

“Kelly? What about you?” I asked trying to keep all the locations in my mind.

“Eastern first floor hallway,” she said with a faraway voice.

“He caught me in the eastern courtyard,” said Michelle

“Just outside the girl’s bathroom neat the Great Hall,” added Zoe as she started to ‘get’ where this was going. Waving her wand she said some words and a small three dimensional map of Hogwarts appeared in front of them. 

Seeing the map Lily walked over and began touching spot on the map and casting a charm that left little floating light where she had the tip of her wand at. Slowly the picture became very clear as someone else connected each of the dots and filled in the area with a blue sort of mist. 
“There,” said Nicole and Zoe at the same time then looked at each other in surprise. 

“That’s where an abandoned storage room is.” said Nicole, beating Zoe to the punch, “It’s hidden and most people don’t know it’s there.”

“How do you know that?” asked Zoe incredulously, looking as if Nicole had invaded her land.

“Grandpa told me a lot about this old castle,” said Nicole with a wink in Celeste’s direction, as Celeste rolled her eyes and made funny faces.

“Right then!” I said as I grabbed my book bag walked over to my trunk, moved Kat out of the way, and began filling it with anything that I thought could be useful.

That’s when Celeste placed three potion vials in my hand and said, “Blue is healing. Red makes a sneezing cloud and Orange creates a very powerful concussive force…in other words…”

“It makes a really loud bang, I know. Thanks Celeste.” I said while pocketing the potion and giving her a small hug.
“Don’t go all mushy on me now!” Celeste said pushing me off and pointing her finger at Nicole, who had a big smile on her face, as if to say ‘talk and I will hurt you’.
“Be careful,” said Savanna as I opened the door and looked back to see everyone staring at me with worry on their faces, “he’s nothing like Remus. Just remember that.”

“I will,” I said as I closed the door and began to make my way, in the middle of the night to the place that Zoe and Nicole described.

~*~*~*~

Taking the steps two at a time I quickly made it to the bottom of the staircase, only to realize, ‘What am I doing! I’m out of bed and I don’t know my way around the castle as well as Zoe does!’

As if sensing my negative thoughts, Mrs. Norris sauntered out of a class room just at the end of the hall and began walking towards me as if she knew exactly where I was.

Petrified I could do nothing but stand and watch as the mangy little fur ball crept closer and closer. She was right next to me when a loud crashing sound caused her to scurry off in the hopes of catching a student out of bed. ‘Stupid cat!’ I thought as I came out from behind my hiding spot and almost screamed when a face stood no more than three feet away from me.
“Shhhh! Your going to get us caught!” said Zoe in a low whisper as Nicole rounded the bend with a helmet and gestured them to ‘move their buns’.

“What are you two doing here?” I asked softly as I could.

“We forgot that you’d probably get yourself caught on your way down to the storage space, so…” Zoe said looking at Nicole.

“We made a distraction and have decided to get you down there as quickly as possible,” she said this after throwing the helmet in her hands down a long winding staircase that went in the opposite direction that they were going.

“PEEVES!” called an angry voice from a floor above them.

Both Zoe and Nicole giggled between themselves as they hurried me along down the steps though several secret corridors. When we finally got to our destination, I thanked the two and said my goodbyes as I flitted across the hallway that led to the room that had the entrance to the storage room. Opening the door I felt like something was amiss.
‘This is too easy,’ I thought in alarm, but rationalized that Sirius might not be ready for me or even know that I was coming, and that eased my tension. Walking into the room I cast a Light Charm and silently moved over to the wall that the secret door was supposedly on. Brushing my hands against the wall, I felt for a brick that was supposed to be set further out than the others.

It took me a couple of second and a moment of worry to find said brick. Breathing deeply and pulling on the brick a large oak door appeared out of no where right next to it.

Grabbing my wand I walked to the door and…

BANG! 
The door shot open with such force that it caught and threw me to the ground. Momentarily stunned and out of breath, as the handle had just happened to slam into my stomach, I looked up in time to see a set of pearly white teeth smiling viciously at me. The next think I remember was a deep voice uttering the word, “Stupefy!”
~*~*~*~

“Waky-waky, Evans,” said a clearly mocking voice as I fought my grogginess and tried to focus on the object in front of me. When my eyes finally cooperated with me, I quickly wished they had stayed unfocused, because there in front of me stood none other than Sirius black with a smug confident smile on his face and my wand in his hand. Looking down I saw and felt the magical ropes that bound my feet and my arms.
“I can’t believe you bested Remus in a duel,” he said with a shake of his head at my current state, “but he always did do things by the book.” Walking past me he placed the wand on a table no more than five feet away from me. “You know…you’ve caused us a lot of trouble! And it weren’t for James tell us not to, we would have probably pranked you to the point of leaving Hogwarts on your own volition by now,” said Sirius while pulling his wand out.
“So? What will it be? Would you like to be a man for a month? What about having bright blue hair cover you whole body? I know! How about I finish the job and make you into a complete ass…donkey that is. Yes…that’s rather poetic, now that I think about it.”

Screaming in my mind, I tried to flex my hand as he droned on and on about possible punishments for me. That’s when I felt it, a pulse of warmth that seemed to come from my wand hand. ‘The rune,’ I thought, ‘I don’t need to speak to use the rune!’ 
I watched Sirius carefully as he pulled out his wand and tapped it against my face while taunting me, but all the while I just focused my will and began to repeat to myself, ‘Accio wand, Accio wand, Accio wand!’ The rune on my hand began to pulse quicker and the heat that emanated from it began to crawl up my forearm as I closed my eyes and kept repeating the words in my mind at a furious rate.
“Well, it been nice talking to you, but I have other thinks to do. When you get transformed back to a human, do tell me what is was like being an ass,” laughed Sirius as he pointed his wand at me.

Flicking my eyes open I screamed in my mind, ‘ACCIO WAND!’ Sure enough the wand that was resting on the table zipped into my hand in the moment that Sirius was casting his spell. As the beam hurtled towards me I thought, ‘Finite Incantatum,’ and before it hit me I rolled off the table I was on and cast a Tripping Hex.
Caught by surprise Sirius wasn’t able to avoid the spell and went down hard. However, he wasn’t finished by far. “Reducto,” spat Sirius while pointing his wand at the ceiling over my head. I had to compromise my foot as chunks of the blasted ceiling began to rain down on me. Running pass the table where my book bag was located, I picked it up only to be hit squarely on the lower leg by a Bludgeoning Charm. “Ahhhh,” I screamed, as I maneuvered over to a safe spot behind some crates.
Sirius had the same idea and found some cover behind a couple of stacked barrels. “Give it up!” he yelled while sending a stunner my direction, “I’ve been using this wand longer than you have and I’m better at it than you. You have no chance of beating me.”

The sound of his smug voice and the throbbing of my leg almost had me convinced, but then I remembered something as I pulled out the three vials. Uncorking the blue vial I drank it down, only to realize just how hurt I was. As soon as the liquid touched my lips I felt calmer, the pain in my stomach and leg disappeared, and the ringing in my head was gone. Peeking from behind the crates I said in the strongest voice that I had, “Turnabouts fair play! Reducto!”
I pointed the wand at the ceiling over where Sirius was supposedly hiding, and fired the spell, which caused a rain of rocks to fall and a startled yelp to issue forth from that area. “Evans! You’ll pay for that!” were the words that I heard before darkness descended on the room.
Not feeling safe in the spot that I was in I began feeling my way around the room. “You know…” I heard Sirius say in his smug manner, “I can find you even in this darkness.” That’s when I heard, what sounded like, sniffing coming from the direction that Sirius’ voice came from.
“Took a bath before coming to see me, Evans? I’m speechless,” chuckled Sirius, “are you prettying up yourself just for me? It smells like lavender and roses. Am I right?”

My mind was a whirlwind of thoughts, ‘How can he smell me? How dose he know what shampoo I use? Is he just toying with me?’ Finally, calming myself down I listened again and again I could hear a sniffing sound. ‘A dog? He has a dog with him?’ I rationalized as I crawled into a corner and held on tightly to the two vials in my hand.
That’s when it hit me, and I – sending Celeste a silent thank you – carefully felt the vials. I remembered that the red vial had a rubber stopped, while the orange one capped in wax. Finding what I needed I said, “Just goes to show how much of a dog you really are Sirius!”

He laughed a bark-like laugh and said, “You’ll never know just how much of a dog I can really be, Evans!” A blue beam shot through the air and struck the spot where I had been, only to coat the area in a fine sheen of frost. Rolling on the ground I threw the bottle at the last place the beam came from.

“Ack…Evans, you…” cried out Sirius as a small cloud of magically red glowing dust began to spread out over the area where I threw it and outline a shape of a man grabbing his face. “AHCOO!” the great sneeze echoed through the room while I saw the outline of the person double over from the force of the sneeze.
“Lumius!” cried a nasally voice and suddenly the lights flickered back on to show Sirius holding his nose with one hand and pulling back his wand with the other. He was angry, was an understatement. He looked absolutely furious, and by the look in his eyes he wasn’t about to pull punches anymore. “Relego Corpus!” he shouted and I found my body being thrown against the wall with enough force to make me see stars for a moment.

“Protego!” I shouted as the next spell came quickly after that. I watched at the spell I deflected slammed into the barrels across from me and bind them in confining ropes.

“Ahcoo…damn it Evans…ahcoo! What was that dust…ahcoo?” Sirius snarled between sneezes. 
Taking my chance I cast a spell that was supposed to transmute the stone under him into mud, but he deflected it causing it to hit a stack of barrels just to the side of him. The problem was that the barrel that was hit happened to be the bottom barrel, and when it turned into a pile of goo the other barrels cam crashing down. We both began to dodge barrels that tumbled down from the stack.
I was lucky to be farther away from the falling stack of barrels. However, I couldn’t say the same for Sirius. After dodging two of the barrels he got blindsided by a third and was on the ground as a stray barrel hurdled towards his head. 

“Reducto!” I screamed, while a yellow beam lanced out of my wand and struck the barrel, reducing it into fine powder. Standing up as best as he could and sneezing constantly, Sirius glanced at me with wide wary eyes as I said, “I couldn’t let you get hurt.”
Tapping his nose with the end of his wand and saying something that I couldn’t hear, Sirius stopped sneezing. Then looked at the ground as if in contemplation, I didn’t know what was going on until the thought came into my mind. ‘He could have gotten seriously hurt…maybe even killed…’ I thought while I watched him kick a barrel and walk over the table where my belongings once were.

Two words popped into my head, ‘Wizard’s Debt…’ smirking I walked slowly over to the opposite end of the table he was standing over. “Sirius…”

“Sod off! Alright? I know what I have to do, but it doesn’t mean I have to ‘like’ it,” he said while peering down at the table in front of him.

“What do you mean ‘you know what you have to do’?” I pondered out loud.

“You’ll be wanting my body in exchange for your debt,” Sirius said with a saucy smile and a wiggle of his hips.

“Ugh! No…I think I rather have detention with Flitch than that!” I said while I shuddered in revulsion. “But now that you mention the ‘debt’ that you owe me…” I said leaving my wishes hanging in the air.

“You sure you don’t want some of this,” asked Sirius with another smile. “You know, I don’t offer this,” he said while lifting his shirt with one hand and exposing his abs while running the other hand over them, “to just anyone. You’ll be missing out on Grade A…”

“So when you say ‘just anyone’. I’m guessing that I should take it that it mean’s, ‘all the girls in the school’, right?” I asked with a critical look, as he smiled and bowed deeply.

Coming back up from his bow, Sirius then put on a straight face as he said, “You want to know where James is, right?”
I nodded my head slowly saying, “That all I want.”
“Fine,” he said angrily, “but I still think your being pig-headed about this whole situation. You won’t even let us explain why we did what we did!”
“Oh…so you mean you want to explain why you did this like the last time you four pranked me?” I screamed in anger as my patience was wearing thin. “I’m not going to make the same mistake twice! Now, where is James!?”

‘Figures we’d shoot ourselves in the foot,” thought Sirius as he turned his head away and answered me, “Fine! Go see Dumbledore, and he’ll tell you where James is.”

“What? See Dumbledore?” I asked in complete surprise while looking Sirius in the eyes.

“The password is ‘Snickerdoodle’,” Sirius said while he put his wand away and walked to the door, “and don’t think I won’t forget this. We have unfinished business between us.” Opening the door he walked out leaving me in shock.
‘Dumbledore?’ I wondered quietly, ‘Why would Dumbledore know where James is unless…’ Watching Sirius begin to leave the room I remember the promise that I made to Cara. "Sirius?" I asked quietly.

"Yeah?" he answered with a sigh, but never turned around to look at me in the face.

"There's something I need to give you..." I said with a bit of trepidation, as I steadily made my way behind him.

"And what's that," he asked with sarcasm thickly coating his words. He turned around to find himself face to face with me, and when I snaked my hand over his wand arm his eyes seemed to bulge in surprise. "Lily? What are you doing?" his voice wavered as he asked that question.

"Fulfilling a promise that I made to a friend," I replied, as I said several words under my breath. What happened next made Sirius shout out in shock. A blue light seemed to erupt from the Sirius arm, pulling away from me he began to pat his arm as if trying to get rid of the light but it was to no avail. Suddenly the light outlined a set of runes on his hand, and with another burst of light the runes seemed to 'peel' themselves off and float in the air while lighting the room with their glow.

"No!" cried out Sirius, as he grabbed for the runes but seemed only to catch air. With a final burst of light the runes melted into nothingness, then I was left with Sirius stared at me, a mixture of dislike and fury etched into his handsome face. "Cara," he finally said and I nodded my head. Not saying another word, Sirius shook his hand out and walk into the hallway at a furious pace.

'Dumbledore...' I thought, 'Has Dumbledore known all this time? Has he been hiding you James? Why is he even involved?' These were the thoughts that rolled to my head as I took Nicole's directions back to Gryffindor Tower.
Chapter Seven – A Meeting With Albus
The next day, I decided to wait until the end of the day before going to the Headmaster. As the day progressed on, I noticed the glares and whispers had seemed to reach a critical point. At breakfast the Marauders absence was again felt by the Gryffindor table, and some students voiced their rather harsh opinion of me, and it didn’t stop there. In every class that I went to I was sure to see a couple of faces that had angry glares to give me. I ignored them though, because I wasn’t about to be swayed by a few who had never felt the sting of the Marauders’ pranks.
 As I was wandering my way though the school hallway’s I was approached by another student who must have been no more than one year younger than me. Her honey blonde hair was streaked with platinum streaks, as if she was an outdoorsy kind of person. She was rather tall and when she stopped in front of me I had to crane my neck a bit to look her in the eyes as she said, “I wouldn’t go that way if I were you.”
She then started to walk past me, but I snaked out my hand and grasped her wrist while asking, “Why did you say that?”

“I’m just saying,” the girl said as she seemed to be conveying something with her chocolate brown eyes, “maybe you shouldn’t always take the same rout back to your common room.”

Looking at her, I finally saw her school tie was colored with the silver and green of Slytherin. Feeling suspicious and wondering what she had to gain out of telling me this information, I asked, “If you from Slytherin why would you care if something happened to me?”

Narrowing her eyes the girl slapped my hand off her wrist and said in cold tones, “You Gryffindors think you have all figured out, don’t you. Well, let me enlighten you. The world is not seen in black and white, in fact, it’s mostly grey. And just because some Gryffindors are too pig headed to see that fact doesn’t mean that all Slytherins are ‘out to get something in return’ whenever they do someone a favor.”
Rubbing her wrist and give me a disapproving look, I began to feel angry that she was, in a sense, calling me ‘pig-headed’. “And what am I suppose to think,” I almost yelled, “I’ve been given hated look by my own house mates, and here you are telling me to deviate from my routine. I would think that you’d realize that I be cautious, but I just I overestimated you intellect.”
The girl eye’s opened wide as she stared at me in shock. I could almost hear what she was thinking at the moment, Did this Gryffindor just question my intelligence?

After her initial shock the girl recomposed herself and said in a tight voice, “You’ve made your point.” She then repositioned herself to leaning against a wall as she drawled on, “Then let me explain myself. As I was reading in the library I overheard a plan that several Gryffindor boys were going on about. They said that they were going to ambush you on you way back to you common room.”

Shifting her weight, she rolled her eyes and said, “Normally, I wouldn’t care about anything that had to do with you Gryffindors, but their plan made even me cringe when I hear it.” She had said this while she unconsciously stroked her hair. “They said that they were going to cast a powerful Hairless Charm on you, one that would last for at least one week.”
My eye’s almost bulged from out of their sockets as I thought about what could have happened if I did go my regular route. My imagination showed myself bald and being laughed at by everyone in the school. Feeling like an idiot, I spoke in apologetic tones as I said, “Sorry, I didn’t know.”
Looking at me in the eyes for a brief second then turning he head away she said, “We girl have to stick up for one another, right?”

“Right,” I said while gripping my wand and deciding at that moment that the wait to go to Dumbledore’s office, could no longer be put off, “thanks…uh…”

“Pauline,” said the girl with a smile and a nod as she began to walk away, “Pauline Luciard.”

“Thanks, Pauline!” I said as I remembered a passageway that Zoe, Cole and I took that had lead us pass the hall where the entrance to Dumbeldore’s office was located. However, before I journeyed through the passageway I caught sight of a boy who had been unusually rude to me throughout the day. Lifting my wand and casting a quick glamour charm I caused him to look like me. Serves you right for treating me like you have been for the past day, I thought while a smile broke onto my face.
~*~*~*~

I had arrived at my destination and it was no later than half past seven. The corridor seemed empty as I walked over to the griffon stature that marked the entrance to the Headmasters private quarters. 

I felt as if the statue was passing judgment on me, its stony emotionless eyes boring their way into my skull. True enough, I felt a little guilty for not listening to the Marauders, but enough was enough! I have had enough of their double talk and apologies to last me several lifetimes. Not one apology has ever been upheld as they always seemed to prank me again and again.

Feeling an irrational anger at the statue for even daring to judge me I said out loud, “You can sod off too!”

“Well, if you feel that way,” said an old voice from behind me, as I straightened up and spun around while having my hand on the handle of wand.
“Professor,” I said startled as my eyes fell upon an old man whose midnight blue patterned robes and silvery beard seemed to enhance the twinkle in his eye and the smile on his face, “uh…um…well, I didn’t mean…”

“Of course you didn’t,” said Dumbledore, as his smile widened and the twinkle in his eyes seemed to brighten, “Shall we?” Sweeping his hand at the griffon, he nodded to me and said softly, “The password?”
“Oh! Right,” I said confused, then realized that he wanted me to say the password, “Snickerdoodle.”

“Yes…lovely cookies, you should try one when you get the chance,” Dumbledore rambled on as the griffon jumped out of the way and a set of stairs seemed to appear out of the ground, “they seem to just melt in you mouth!”

“Er…really,” I said not knowing what to say or do, until the Headmaster nodded his head in response and walked up the stairs with me following his every step.

Reaching the wooden door and opening it Dumbledore asking with a more serious tone that seemed to catch my attention, “I suppose you are looking for Mr. Potter…”

“Well,” I began but instantly felt my wind pipe constrict as I tried to ‘color the truth’, “I do need to talk to him about something of great importance.”

Dumbledore hummed and walked over to a magnificent Phoenix that was perched in the middle of the room. Giving the great bird a treat he then turned and said, “Does this “something” have anything to do with the incident that happened just outside the Great Hall several nights back? Or…is it something else?”
Pressing my lips together and trying not to give away any of my intentions, I thought, How does he know everything!? Switching mental gears I walked over to Dumbledore’s collection of baubles and items, and said truthfully, “This is quiet a collection of magical items you have, sir.”

“Careful, Ms. Evans…I am highly susceptible to praise and compliments,” he said with a wink as he clasped his hands together and set them on his table while given me a smile that seemed to say ‘you’re not fooling anyone’.

Giving up on going the ‘round about’ way of gathering information of James whereabouts, I finally settled on the direct approach, as I sat down in a chair across from the Headmaster, “Please, sir. Where is James?”

“Well, let me tell you a story,” at the mention of a story my eyes seemed to glaze over, as I wrestled with every fiber of my being not to roll my eyes at the statement.

Sitting back and looking up at the pictures that seemed to listening in on their conversation, Dumbledore said, “I once knew a young man who came to me with a problem. Now I have seen and dealt with many problems in my life time, but when this young man came to me, I could see by his grave looking face that his problem was very serious.”
Giving him a critical look, I listened on as Dumbledore said, “He told me that he liked a girl, but the problem was that the girl that he liked either disliked him or didn’t care for him. He then asked me how to go about changing that. Naturally, I felt sorry for the boy, especially when I saw how much it pained him. So, I gave him some advice…”
Confused, I saw Dumbledore look at his desk top with a frown, I asked in curiosity, “What was the advice?”

“I told him that patience, trust, and flexibility are often required for a working relationship,” Dumbledore said with a sad smile. “You can never be truly happy and in love, if all you do is put forth an act or act on selfish whims.”
Processing the information, I then asked with hesitation, thinking I knew the answer to the question, “Professor? Who was the boy?”

“Mr. Black,” said Dumbledore with an upturned corner on his mouth at the shock that registered on my face.
“And the girl,” I asked out of curiosity.

“Well…he never really told me. However, he did describe her as have beautiful red hair,” Dumbledore replied while placing both hand on his arm rests. “My point, Ms. Evans. Is that there is always two sides to a story and the person who listens to both sides and draws their own conclusion will usually live a happier life.”

I was very confused at the moment, in one hand I still have the urge to pound James for what he did to me and in the other I started to feel very weary of this game to cat and mouse. Shaking my head and looking the Headmaster in the eye I asked, “Where is James, Professor?”

Sighing heavily and standing up Dumbledore said, “He’s been serving detention these past days.”

“Detention!? What…” I sputtered, finally realizing that James wasn’t hiding from me. The reason that I couldn’t find him is because he probably was with a teacher serving out his detention, and James hiding with a teacher was certainly the last place I would look.

“I’ll ask a student to take you to him,” and with that Dumbledore threw some powder on his fire and stuck his head through the blue flames that erupted from the grate.

“Someone should be waiting for you at the entrance of my staircase, Ms Evans. He’ll take you to where James is currently carrying out his detention,” said Dumbledore while sitting back in his chair with a sigh.
Nodding my and thanking the Headmaster, I briskly walked to the exit. However, before I left Dumbledore said, “Remember Mrs. Evans ‘patience, trust, and flexibility’ are something that everyone should have, that…and the knowledge that most stories that are told always have two sides, if not more.”

Blinking, as I thought of his words, I turned my gaze down at the rug on the floor, studying as if it was the most interesting thing in the room. “Thank you, Professor,” I said quietly and opened his door to leave, “I’ll try and remember that.” 

~*~*~*~

The moment Lily walked out of the room and closed the door behind her, a young mans stepped out from behind one of the shelves in Dumbledore’s office while saying, “So…did Sirius really come to here asking that?”

Dumbledore smiled and said, “Yes he did, but something told me that he wasn’t asking for himself.”

“Then why didn’t you tell her?” asked the man.

“Because a good wizard never gives away all his secrets,” said Dumbledore waving his hand through the air. “Don’t you have to be somewhere?”

Standing still as he thought over something the man finally said, “Do you actually think she’ll listen?”

“Patience, trust, and flexibility,” said Dumbledore as he looked at the young man across from him, “and in your case…the willingness to weather the coming storm.”

Pursing his lips the young man nodded once and walked over to the wooden door. Walking out of the room, he left a smiling Dumbledore who had just placed a strange device on his desk that slowly streamed two columns of smoke.

Dumbledore watched at the columns slowly mingled with each other and formed one column, but then the smoke coagulated and separated into double helix. “Curious,” said Dumbledore while watching the smoke, “together…but in essence divided?”
Chapter Eight – A Story Untold
Walking out of the office and down the stairs I found a tall boy waiting for me at the bottom of the stairs. He was whistling what sounded like an old Irish tune, while he tapped his foot to the beat of the song. Straight, reddish brown hair fell over golden brown eyes, and a smile formed on his mouth as he glance my way and saw that I was walking towards him.

His pale skin and light dusting of freckles over his nose gave him a rugged look that made me think twice, especially since his smile kept widening. “And here I was thinkin’ that Dumbledore asked me to lead a ‘normal’ girl around the school,” the boy said with a light Irish accent, while mischief played in his eyes as he looked at me, “I would have cleaned up had I know that I would be leading such a beauty around the castle.”
“Really?” I asked, again suppressing the urge to roll my eyes at the young man. “Are you under fourth year?” I asked with a cocked eyebrow.

“Ack, don’t be tellin’ me that you’re a stickler for age,” said the boy while he nudged his head in the direction that he wanted me to follow.

“No,” I said with a smile while played along with him, “just a question.”

“Well, if it’s just a question…” the boy said with a smile, “I’m in third year.”
Nodding my head I knew that most people under fourth never really knew the upper classmen too well, and that’s why he didn’t recognize me. “You would happen to be Irish, would you?” asked the boy in front of me.
I was struck dumb for a moment as my mind raced to a single conclusion and asked, Is he flirting with me? Turning around and looking at me, I willed myself to answer his question, “Possibly…why do you ask?”

“The only time I’ve see hair as pretty, and red, as yours was on the girls of my hometown,” said the boy with a wink.

My mouth dropped open as I thought, He ‘is’ flirting with me. Trying to compose myself and fighting the strange feeling that I got from the boy I asked, “What’s your name?”

“My name?” asked the boy with a smile, while placing both hands behind his head and walking along side me. “You can call me Connor, but my full name is Dylan Connor Vulpes. My friend’s call me “fox”…I guess it’s because of my last name.”
“So Connor,” I asked looking around to gain my berings, “how much further?”

“Not far,” said Connor while his smile faltered a bit, “two more hallways and we’ll be there.” I noticed some sort of emotion flash through the boy’s eyes as he turned his head forward and led me to the room where James was doing his detention.
We walked in silence for the rest of the trip, and when we got to the room Connor stopped. I looked around as saw a sturdy wooden door that lead out into what was suppose to be a covered courtyard. However, before I could walk into the courtyard Connor cleared his throat.

“Oh,” I said feeling embarrassed, “I’m sorry, thank you Connor. For leading me here…”

“That’s not what I wanted to ask you,” said Connor while looking at the ground hands shoved in his pockets. “Would you like to go to Hogsmead some time,” Connor asked in a nonchalant manner, while trying his best not to crack under the pressure.

“Do you know who I am?” I asked in earnest, while Connor looked on with a furrowed brow and confusion clearly etched into his face. Sighing I said testily, “I’m Lily Evans, Connor…”
“Merlin!” Connor said looking like he could have jumped right out of his skin, “You don’t mean James Potter’s girl?”

“WHAT!” I asked almost choking the little brat as I grabbed his collar and brought him down to look me in the eye.

“Potter, he told us blokes that if we laid a hand on you that we would be pick it and several other body parts off the ground when he was done with us,” said Connor as he finally wrenched free from my steely grasp.

Grinding my teeth at the absurdity of Connors comments, it did serve to shed some light on why no boy ever asked me to any function other than James Potter. “Forget maiming him,” I hissed coldly, “I’m going to KILL him!”

Connor to this time of blind anger to say his goodbyes and left the vicinity of the area. When I regained my bearings and realized that I might have frightened off my guide, I turned towards the door and opened it with as much force as I could.

The door banged off the stone wall as I walked into the small courtyard. Filled with many plants and shrubbery, the courtyard seemed to look more like a small jungle than anything else. It seemed that the new Herbology teacher, Professor Sprout, used this courtyard for storage, as I could see many herbs and rare plants planted in the soil beds.
“Potter!” I yelled in anger, “Where are you!”

I could just imagine the voice that returned my question as having a smile. “Lily…do you think that lowly of me?”

Confused I yelled back, “What do you mean?”

A small burst of laughter rang through the air as the room echoed the response, “You have a new wand, do you not…and, I’m guessing that Cara and her friends helped you with the Hobbles? Oh, not to mention that Sirius has told me that you some how erased his rune. So…do you really think I’m just going to allow you to do the same to me?”

I could pinpoint the direction that the voice was coming from, as the foliage and high ceilings cause it to be redirected. “You’re being cowardly! What kind of Gryffindor are you!?”

“A smart one,” James answered.
I walk down the stony path while erecting a very powerful shield around me. If he won’t come to me I’ll go to him, I thought while my shoes clicked on the stone. “Kat came to talk to me,” I said trying to keep the conversation going.

“I know,” said James as I hear rustling and other noises following his voice.

“I made her a promise that I would listen to you before I hex you into oblivion!” I said.

“What makes you think you’ll even have a chance?” asked James in a amused tone of voice. “Don’t get me wrong,” James said as I was about to retort in anger, “you are very good…a little too good, but you’ll never beat me.”

What James said wasn’t spoken in an arrogant manner or with bluster. Instead there was a cool confidence that seemed to radiate from those words, and that made me feel a bit worried.

“If you’ll let me explain my side of the story then I suggest a truce. What do you say?” asked James as his voice seemed to get closer.

“Fine,” I said angrily.

“Walk along the path you’re on to the center of the room,” called out James voice.

I walked the path until I came to a small circular area that was fitted with tables and benches. On the opposite side of the area emerging from the foliage was none other than James Potter. His black messy hair was sticking up in all direction and his robes were stained with soil and dirt. However, no matter how he looked his confident smirk and piercing gaze were in place as well, and they made Lily shiver slightly as he fixed them on her.
“Table,” he said while nodding his head at the center table. When I turned my gaze over there I saw that on the table was a stone basin with what looked like silvery mist swirling inside it. “It’s a pensive,” said James, “and it will help me explain what really went on that day.”

“I know what it is, Potter.” I said roughly as we close the gap to the table. We both walked over to the table, and before we sat down I swung my hand out and slapped James across his face.

The sound of the smack echoed through the room, as James jumped back in surprise, “What was that for!? I thought we had a truce?”

“We do,” I answered calmly, but held a hint of anger in my voice “that, as you so eloquently put it, was for scaring all the boys away from me!”

James’ face, which was registering shock at the moment, slid into an amused smile as he said, “Okay, I deserved that, but let’s think this out logically, shall we? If you’re ‘going out’ with someone…how am I gonna get you to date me?”

“Ooooo! That is exactly why I hate you, Potter! That’s not your choice to make!” I yelled at him. Trying to compose myself I added, “Look let’s just get this over with so we can continue.”
Fixing me with another stare that made me shiver, James finally said, “Sure.” He sauntered over to the table where the stone basin sat and proceeded to tap his forehead with his wand. The tip of his wand glowed sliver for a second as a mist seem to gather between wand and forehead. Pulling the wand from his head and tapping it against the pensive, I then saw a trail of the same substance that was currently in the pensive seem to slide into the stone basin from James head.
“Ladies first, I believe?” said James in a deep voice that brought me back from my thoughts.

Steeling myself and showing no outward emotion I said in threatening tones, “Fine, but this had better not be a trick!”

Moving close to the surface of the pensive, I suddenly felt as if my feet were being lifted up and my body was being sucked into the small stone object. Landing unceremoniously on my rump I let out a groan of pain and looked around as Potter seemed to appear in the same fashion while grumbling, “I have to lean how to stick these landings.”
“Where are we,” I asked looking at the familiar surroundings.

“We…are in my memory of what happened that day,” James said distracted, while he looked around as if expecting someone. Sure enough, James and Sirius came walking into their sight as they turned the corner.
“Did you see old Snivillius, Prongs? Boy was he mad,” Sirius laughed while holding his stomach.

“I did,” James’ memory said, as a bit of a frown appeared on his face, “and I didn’t like what he had to say.”

“What? You don’t mean the whole ‘someone close to your heart will suffer for your transgressions, Potter’,” said Sirius mimicking Snape’s voice. “That was a load of tosh is what I say,” the young man said while patting his friend on the back.
“Besides,” Sirius smiled, “I’d like to see them try and prank me!”

James frowned even deeper as Sirius laughed, and he said in a whisper, “I don’t think he meant you, mate.”

The scene shifted, and in between shifts James and I said nothing to each other, however my mind was working hard on trying to figure out all the questions that seemed to have sprung into her mind. Someone close to his heart? What does that mean, I thought as my gaze drifted over to James, I stared at him as if I would find the answer in his face. However, instead of answered I felt myself blushing again.
The scene focused and they were in the boy dormitories, James had been laying in his bed and his eye opened in shock at the scene that they were about to see. “Uh…let’s move on…I don’t…well, I think that this isn’t something…this is private…” James was stuttering so bad that I couldn’t help but be interested in what he was trying so hard to cover up, until…

“Lily,” sighed the memory James, while the real James covered his face and almost visibly shrunk, “why do you hate me?” James’ memory self sat up in his bed and then rested himself against the back board of his bed as he said, “I thought I hated you but…”

“But?” I questioned, as the real James raised his wand trying to erase this scene. Grabbing his arm I wrestled with his wand, but it was too little too late as the scene shifted again. 
James breathed a sigh of relief while he noticed that I was giving him a calculated look and asked in a huffy manner, “What!?”
“Nothing,” I said, but deep down I began to question whether the James Potter that I knew was the real James Potter.

When the scene came into focus again we saw that James was sitting on his trunk talking to Remus, while Remus said with a smile, “keeping it to yourself isn’t going to help you James.”

“I know,” said the James’ memory self, “but I don’t think I can just come out with it without some disaster happening.”

“Well, why don’t you just tell her…” Remus had begun to say, as Sirius and Peter broke into the room breathless and babbling something.

“Snape…prank…Evans…Great Hall!” said Peter through great gasps of air.

“What,” James shot to his feet when he hear the name Evans, “what this about Evans?”

I turned my head and looked at James and found that he was staring at me with a strange look in his eyes. When our eyes met we both snapped our head forward and looked out at the scene unfolding before us.

“We just head Ana Thaylis taking about how some of the Slytherins are going to prank Lily in front of the Great Hall!” Sirius sputtered out.

Not wasting a moment of thought James grabbed his wand and rush out of his room with his friends following closely behind him. James and Lily both followed the boys as they made their way, with the group, down to the Great Hall. Reaching the front hall the memory’s Marauders were set upon by several Slytherins. However, James and the others seemed to have momentum on their side as they hexed, jinxed, and cursed their way through the Slytherin goons.
When they finally made it to in front of the Great Hall James memory self said in menacing tones, “Hold it right there, you sodding git!”

I watched as the scene that I remembered played out again but this time I saw everything that was happening. When my memory self turned away from the person who was wearing Ethan’s face I saw him smile maliciously while saying, “I don’t understand?”

I watched as Ethan began to place the ring on my finger and James yelled, “Finite Incantatum!” Reliving the embarrassment, I watched as Ethan’s face transformed into none other than Lucius Malfoy, after he had fell Peter and Sirius with a Stunner Charm. James cast his Disarming Charm and sent both me and Lucius bouncing against the wall, while Remus revived Sirius and Peter and fought off two other Slytherins. Running over to me James said with a shout, “Maxima Everto Incantatum!” My eyes watched as James spell took hold and shattered the ring on my finger while dispelling the enchantment that was on me.
I watched as James gently ran the back of his hand down my cheek and then looked up to see Lucius being helped up by Snape. I couldn’t quiet describe the look in James face, but I knew that he was very, very angry.

Snape saw him and quickly cast a stunner, but James turned it aside and kept moving forward. Lucius then tried his own hex, but it too was deflected. Snape tried again, only to have his wand snatched out of his hand. The very next thing Lily saw was Snape sprawled on the floor, his nose obviously broken as blood seemed to pour liberally out of it. Lucius backed away and tried to hex James, but Sirius disarmed him and James – seeming to forget his wand – landed a solid punch to the arrogant boy’s chin, making him wobble and then finally fall to the ground in a useless heap.
If it hadn’t been for Professor McGonagall, screaming at the top of her lungs and pushing aside the crowd that looked as James lifted his hand to strike the prone young man, I was almost certain that James might have beaten Lucius to a bloody pulp.
The scene swirled and suddenly I found myself blinking and sitting at the table with the pensive in front of me. I felt a pair of eyes staring at me, but I didn’t want to look at them for fear of being lost to their intensity.
“That is what really happened,” James said in a deep and serious voice. After a moments pause he then added, “Lily, you have to believe me when I say that I never meant to hurt you. “
I stood there looking at the ground for a moment as I thought I heard a hint of guilt in James’ voice. Still feeling his eyes on me, I look up at him and finally said, “You still don’t understand do you?”

James’ eyebrows furrowed in confusion as he asked, “What do you mean?”

“I’ll show you,” I said as I tapped my wand against the pensive and the brought it to my temple. A silvery mote of light erupted and trailed down into the pensive as I tapped it again.

“You first,” I said as James looked at the stone basin with a measure of disbelief. Mustering his courage up, he looked into the basin and seemed to be sucked in and I followed close behind him.
Landing more gracefully this time around I saw as James looked around the scene with little more than awe as he whispered, “We’re in the girl’s dormitory, aren’t we?”

“Yes,” I said rolling my eyes, “come with me.” Opening the door to the dorm we both say my memory self hurrying down the stairs on my way to the Great Hall. Following me down Gryffindor tower and out of the portrait hole, we stopped as a girl came up the stairs huffing and puffing and grabbed the memory Lily’s arm.

The girl had long wavy blonde hair and amethyst colored eyes. She had a pale complexion and was only a inch shorter than me, but her face spoke volumes as she stood before us trying to catch her breath.
“Kelsey?” my memory self asked in confusion, “what’s wrong?” 
Kelsey Archeon was my partner in charms, and had become a good friend of mine after a short while. Her purple and yellow tie signified that she was a Hufflepuff, and at the moment both James and my memory self were hard pressed into wondering what a Hufflepuff would be doing all the way up here.
“Lily!” Kelsey spoke while taking great gasps of air, “Sheeesh! I’m dying here! How do you Gryffindors climb all these stairs?”
“Kels, why are you here?” my memory self asked with a bit more force than was intended.

“One of my dorm mates told me that a prank, that his going to involve you, is going to be pulled today as you go to the Great Hall,” Kels said quietly out while looking a bit hurt at the tone my memory self was taking with her.

“Probably, Potter. Right?”

“No,” replied Kels as she shook her head adamantly, “it was a Slytherin who was spreading the rumor. So…either James has become friends with the Slytherins…

“I’d sooner blast my head off,” said James with disgust.

“Or…the Slytherins are planning to prank me,” my memory self said with a thoughtful look.

“Wait,” James said trying to wrap his mind around the situation, “you knew about the prank? But then…”

“Shut up and watch, Potter,” I said as my anger seemed to be returning. The scene blurred and shifted, then focused as Lily and Kels walked toward the Great Hall with determination.
“Tell me again…why do you want to get pranked?” asked Kels, as she looked at her friend with raised eyebrows.

“Simple,” said memory Lily pulling out her wand and casting a very powerful spell on herself, “just this past week I learned the Returning Charm.” Kels blank face had Lily rolling her eyes and smiling, while she explained, “It’s a charm that will block almost any spell cast on you and redirect it to the person who cast it.”

James hung his head a bit as he seemed to understand what was going on.

“I really need to work on my Charms,” Kels said while shaking her head.

“That’s why you have me,” said memory Lily, while the both of them laughed and walked into the front hall. Both Lily and James could see Ethan Grissom seem to appear out of no where as he talked to Lily. 
Watching the scene play itself out James couldn’t help but notice that when he used his Dispelling Charm a light blue bubble seemed to wink out of existence around Lily as Ethan placed the ring on her finger.

The scene swirled and the mists receded as the courtyard appeared again, only this time it was James Potter whose head was hung in thought. Standing up and using his words, I said, “Do you really think that lowly of me? Am I just a helpless girl who needs to be protected from the big bad Slytherins? Or did you forget that I have had to protect myself for several years from the great Marauders?”
“Lily I…”

“Don’t!” I snapped in anger. “Don’t you dare minimize what you did to me. You, not only were the reason that I hurt myself and the Slytherins prank worked, but you also made me look like I complete buffoon who couldn’t protect herself without the help of the Marauders,” I spat as I pulled out my wand.

“Lily,” James said, with hurt painting his voice.

“I might not be able to defeat you,” I said in a stiff manner, “but I will make sure that you’ll never forget what I’m capable of.”
Sighing deeply James walked over to the other end of the courtyard lifted his wand and said a few words. The tables and benches in the courtyard sunk quickly into the ground leaving nothing more than an abandoned courtyard. Like Remus, James stepped into a dueling stance. He spaced his feet apart and found his balance while cocking his wand arm back and placing his other arm up in defense.
Following his lead I pointed my wand at his with my extended wand arm and left my other arm loose at my side while my legs were slightly bent and ready for movement. 

“I’m sorry,” said James, while I narrowed my eyes and began to reply. However, he interrupted me by holding up a hand and loudly protesting, “Not for doing what I did. I’ll never apologize for wanting to protect someone…someone I…” He looked away for a short moment and appeared to be gathering himself for what he had to say next.
“Someone you love?” I finished for him, while I stared at the ground still gripping my wand tightly.

“Wha…but…you knew!?” James stuttered in surprise, his face a mask of horror.

Holding my gaze on the floor, I tried my best to become interesting in the cobblestones that was under foot, when I answered, “I’m not dead from the neck up, James! I have eyes, and they see fine.”
“Then…” James lowered his wand a bit looking at me in an incredulous way, while taking not that I had used his first name, “why? Why haven’t you ever said anything to me?”

Keeping my gaze from falling on him, as something told me that if I looked at him I would lose my determination, I answered his question, “Because…you and I are nothing alike! What could we possibility have in common?”
“I really like you Lily,” said James.

“That’s not enough,” I shot back at him, while taking a step back.

“I guess I just have work on finding something that I have in common with you,” James said slowly and with purpose.

“What could you and I have in common?” I scoffed.

I could almost hear the grimace in James voice as he retorted, “Get to know me instead of always thinking the worst of me, and maybe you’ll find out!”

Finally unable to stare at the floor any longer I looked up into a set of eyes that seemed to plead for a chance to show me that there was more to the person that stood before me. The grip on my wand loosened slightly, but my determination was still there. “Stop stalling, and get on with it!” I finally growled out.
Shaking his head James shrugged his shoulders and said, “On the count of three alright with you?” I nodded in my approval and waited as he got back into his stance.

One.

I thought of everything that the Marauders had done to me over the years and every mean thing James had to say to me.

Two.

I remembered the incident with Snape in fifth year and how James had taken to asking me out every chance he could get. I had always thought his proposals were nothing more than another joke he was waiting to pull on me, and so at every opportunity I turned him down. However, as the frequencies of the proposals increased, I had to wonder if he really began to develop feelings for me.

Now that I know, I had to ask myself if I too have developed feelings for the stupid fool.

Three!

The explosion that rocked the area of the courtyard flattened most of the surrounding shrubbery and propelled me into a small pile of leaves while also leaving me temporarily stunned.
~*~*~*~

Just outside the courtyard door three individuals were conversing to themselves when the felt the floor shudder slightly. “Wow,” Sirius said while holding his arm and looking around with a panicked expression, “that had to be one hell of an explosion to pass through thee silencing spell we set up. Do you think James is alright?”

“To be honest,” Remus said biting his lip in thought, “I can’t really say. She’s resourceful, quick, and with that wand of hers…”

Peter looked up at Remus and asked, “But he can’t lose to her, can he?”
“I had her,” Sirius said as he smacked his fist in to his palm, “she was just lucky!”
Do you think we should help James?” asked Peter, as Remus and Sirius gauged each other reaction to the question.

“I think James could use a little help,” said Sirius, while lifting his wand and grabbing the door handle.

“I think,” said a voice from just behind them, “that you four have you own problems to worry about.”

Turning around Sirius came eye to eye with Zoe, her hair was back to its original color, and she had her wand pointed in his direction with several other wands trained on him as well.

Tilting his head to see his other friends, Sirius saw that Peter was currently being poked in the stomach with a wand that was attached to a fiery redhead as she said, “Test me…I dare you!” That girl also had several other girls with he and they held their wand out on Peter.

“Melly!” groaned Remus, “What are you doing!?”

“Sorry, Remy!” said the blonde while she snuggled close to him while holding her wand under his chin, “But I can’t let you cheat. Besides, Lily was going to teach me that freezing spell.”

Remus looked exasperated as all the girl and even Sirius said in unison, “Ooooooo….Remy!”

“The lot of you can sod off!” Remus said as his usually pale features lit up with a scarlet tinge.

“All we can do is watch and wait,” said Michelle.

“Speak for your self,” said Zoe as she eyed Sirius with a cruel and intense look on her face, “I own this one for the pink hair gag.”

Michelle and the other all shrugged their shoulders as Sirius looked to them for help, “Wait, this isn’t fair…ahhhhhh!”
~*~*~*~

Turning on my back I cast a quick Shielding Charm and watched as an equally strong stunner pierced the dust that was swirling lazily in the air. ‘He’s not pulling any punches,’ I thought, as yet another explosion over head flattened me to the ground

“I can play like that, too!” I yelled and quickly cast a powerful wind spell. Directing it in the last known spot where James was, I smiled when I hear a startled yelp and curse. However, the spell served another purpose as the dust in the air was dissipated, and finally allowing me to see my opponent.

James was currently tangled in some vines, but his face never showed worry or fear as he flicked his wand and the vine unwrapped themselves and followed his commands. “Get her!” he said and the vines obeyed as they slithered over the ground and stuck out at me.

“Diffindo!” I screamed as the vines were severed into shreds. I looked up in time to see James touching his wand to the ground and speaking a spell. Not knowing why, I ran from the spot that I was standing at. However, before I could get away a cage of earth seemed to spring out of the ground and trap me.

Thinking fast I tapped my wand against the cage while saying, “Aquala Transmorga!” The earthy cage slowly became a transparent liquid and before it could fall I said, “Wingardium Leviosa!” The water amassed into a ball of liquid that hung in the air in front of me. Before James could cast another spell, I quickly banished the ball of water at him.

Striking its target, James was drenched from head to toe in water. That didn’t stop him from casting a spell that transformed the ground underneath me into a thick soupy mud. I began to sink and in a panic I watched as the mud hardened when I was waist deep.
James, still wet, closed in for the final attack while he smirked that confident smirk of his. “Glacio!” I yelled out while point my wand at James, and watched as his face slid into a horrified look as he felt the spell taking effect. Every drop of water on James skin became ice, and since he was drenched a thin sheet of ice enveloped him. Freezing cold, James dropped to the ground and stayed there while shivering.

Undoing the transfiguration that James did to the ground I pulled myself out and ran over to James, who was shivering in desperation to get back his warmth. The thin layer of ice had already melted and he was getting back some of his color. I have to work fast, I thought running over to him and grabbing his wand arm.

Brown eyes opened at the touch and then narrowed as he tried to cast a banishing spell of his own, but missed. Speaking the words that Cara taught me I gripped James hand tighter and watched as a white light poured forth, outlining the runes on James hand. Standing up and stepping back, I was surprised when James lunged at me wrapping his hand around my wrist. I was even more surprised when I saw the golden light of the spell that was working on him seep into my hand and turn silver. 
A dull ache exploded in my hand as my rune was outlined in white as well, breaking free of his grip I watched as the runes on both our arms slowly peeled themselves off and intertwined briefly before disappearing into the air.
“I told you,” came James deep and stuttering voice, “you can’t beat me.”

Turning my head I watched as he stood up and got into his dueling stance. Sighing I stood up and walked several steps. Turning around I faced him and said, “I’m tired, James…”
The look on his face was priceless -- confusion, relief, and suspicion all were vying for a place on his face making him look as if he was in pain. “I’m tired of this cat and mouse game, I’m tired of you, I’m even tired of all this posturing that I have to do. Most of all…I’m tired of you and I being on opposing ends.”

James’ wand wavered slightly but still was still held straight as I continued, “If we were real friends…you wouldn’t have now that didn’t need you to try a hair-brained rescue of me, and it would have been Lucius who would have gotten a taste of his own medicine.”

The quiet between them was deafening. James shivered slightly but his eyes held mine and until he turned away and said, “I’m sorry.”

“You’ve already said that, James,” I reminded him, “What I want is for you to stop treating me as an object and start treating me as a person!”

“You won’t let me!” James said with passion. “If you want me to start seeing you as a person then start treating me with the respect that I deserve! I’m not that egotistical ten year old that you met on the train. Open you eyes and stop profiling me! I’ve grown and I’m not that way anymore. When I see you or pass by you in the halls, do you have a nice word to say to me? No!”

It felt as if I had been slapped across the face. It was true, what James said was true. Had I ever given him anything but condescending words? Have I ever seen him in any other light than the bully who tormented and teases me in first year? Damn you Potter! I thought as I began to feel as if I owed him an apology.
“I’m…I’m sorry, James,” I said as loud as my pride would let me, which wasn’t very loud at all.

“Apology accepted,” said James with a smile, as my head shot up in surprise. He didn’t hold it over my head or use it to make me feel worse; instead he accepted it and smiled at me. “Shall we?” he asked while taking up his position.

I nodded and waited for him to attack. In the period that we stood waiting for each other, I thought about James and began to remember just when he had changed, and that’s when an idea of how to defeat him formed in my mind.

Baiting him, I held my wand up and then purposely twisted it aside in the casting of a rather weak stunner spell. James was the mistake and tried to capitalize on it by casting a Leg-Locker Curse. “Protego!” I yelled deflecting the spell harmlessly off to the side. “Accio,” was the next word that came out of my mouth and James cried out as his glasses flew off his face and into my outstretched hand.

“Lily,” yelled James, while squinting his eyes and trying to make out the shapes of the colored blobs that were in front of him, “that’s cheating!”

 “All’s fair…” I said, while catching myself before I could finish the whole quote, “in war, James” James might have been disabled, but I was far from counting him out of the duel. Sending two more stunners his way I watched as he blocked them without too much trouble.

“If all’s fair,” said James with an evil smirk, “then you won’t mind if I do this!” Before I could react or move out of range, James swished the air with his wand and said, “Levicorpus.”

“What the bloo…ahhhhh,” the world was flipped upside down, while I head James laughing. The skirt that I wore was losing its battle with gravity and I was trying my best to hold it up with one hand.
“I see London, I see France, I see Lily’s underpants.” James chuckled while moving in for a closer look due to his ‘no-glasses’ condition, “Oooo and they are…red! I knew it!”

“I’m going to kill you, Potter!” I screamed as the blood rushed to my head, while I tried to think of a plan to get out of this situation and back to my original course of action.

“You love me, and you know it,” said James in a voice that carried his smile. However, he never saw the Banishing Charm until it was too late. Next think James knew, he was flying backwards and landed in a small shrub.
As quickly as I could, I dispelled the charm that James used on me, which resulted in me dropped to the ground rather hard. Standing up, I focused on James, however…suddenly a powerful bout of dizziness over took me as I thought, No! Not the Hobbles, not now!
James rolled off the shrub and spat out some leaves that had found their way into his mouth. Squinting, he barely could make out my form as I stood far away and wobbled slightly. “The Hobbles, Lils?” James yelled out to me as he himself had been feeling the effect of the condition creeping up on him.
Standing up straight backed, I said in a defiant voice, “This ends now, James!”

“I agree,” James said brushing himself off and lifting his wand, “let’s just see who the stronger wizard or witch is, shall we?”

“Here,” I said magically sending his glasses to him. He thanked me before gripping his wand tighter and putting on a poker face. Casting my memory back I recalled what Cara and Hanna had taught me, and I smiled at James.
James face didn’t show any emotion at the smile that I gave him, but there was a slight twitch at the corner of his eye. He watched as I tapped my hand and said, “Interoautem Apertum!”

James’ mask of emotionless was broken, as a white glow erupted over my forearm and hand. It revealed runes that seemed to write themselves back onto my arm, while James sputtered madly quickly trying to make use of the incantation that I used. However, when he said the spell and did the movement all that happened was that the runes he had on his hand appeared before him.

Not wasting any more time James went for the all out attack. Stunners, jinxes, hexes, and curses seemed to bombard me and if it wasn’t for the usefulness of the rune on my hand I probably wouldn’t have had the skill or the power to deflect them all. Surprisingly, after that display of power, James was still holding his ground, though he shook slightly and was barely able to stand properly

Picking up my wand I pointed my wand at James and cast a moderate stunner. The bolt streaked at James, but was deflected at the last second. James dropped to one knee as he bobbed. I sent another stunner at him, and this time around it was quiet powerful. The blood red beam shot towards James, and again I found myself in surprise. James deflected the spell yet again, only…this time he slumped to both knees.
“James! Give up! You lost,” I called out and was rewarded with a chuckle.

“Never…underestimate…you opponent, Evans,” James said as he raised his wand and performed a complicated set of wand strokes in the air. What ever he’s casting is big, I said to myself as the air in the courtyard became heavy with magic, I can’t let him cast that spell. Digging deep and brining up my own spell I cast it before he was done with his. Tiny motes of light sprung forth from my wand and shot out towards James.  Each of them made contact and were suppose to put him into a deep sleep, but what I saw make me gasp and James smile.
“I told you…you…can’t…beat…me,” a glowing blue dome shimmered into existence as each of the motes hit it. And when the last mote struck the dome, it shattered and manifested the motes of light, now the size of oranges, while they shot in my direction.
I only had time to watch James fall to the ground as he was overcome by the Hobbles. Erecting a shield, I wanted to kick myself for showing James that charm. The motes slammed into my shield ripping holes in my defenses as the others streamed through the holes, and then slammed into me.  As a powerful feeling of sleep came over me I barely managed to say, while I fell to the ground, “I’m going to get you, James! If…it’s…the…last…” 
Chapter Nine – The Last Laugh
I felt like I was floating in a sea of warm water, and the current was taking me to a place that I had once been before. For some reason I could move and I felt too tired to fight the stream. Suddenly as I was drifting a rock appeared out of thin air and I slammed into it…

My eyes shot open and I looked around the white room trying to get my bearings. I once said that waking up to see the ceiling of the Hospital Wing in Hogwarts was never any exhilarating experience. I would have welcomed a peek at the ceiling, but instead I had an eyeful of angry Madam Pomfrey, who looked like she was ready to condemn me to a lifetime of bed rest.

“A week,” she snapped at me, after noticing that I had regained consciousness, “I let you out of my sight for a week and you end up back here in worse condition than when you first came!” Madam Pomfrey was on the verge of yelling, but instead of carrying on she got up and said in a cool voice as I opened my mouth to retort, “You do well to keep you comments to yourself Ms. Evans. You’re not going to be leaving this place anytime soon!” 

With that said Madam Pomfrey looked away from me while she dismissed my look of defiance, and placed a tray full of medicine next to my bed while taking her leave of me. I watched her walk back to her office with little more than resentment burning in my brain, until a voice whispered through the white linen of the separating curtains.
“She can be a really pain in the keister, can’t she?” the voice, whom I figured out to be James, said with a chuckle.

“I heard that, Potter! Don’t make me put a sleeping charm on you!” was the shouted reply that came from the office.

“She’s been threatening me with that ever since I was a first year,” said James who definitely sounded like he was smiling, “She knows that…with out me she would be out of a job!”
“I’m warning you,” said the voice again, this time sounding as if it also had a bit of amusement attached to it.

I giggled a bit as the ridiculousness of the situation hit me. “So…she does laugh,” said James in amusement while I imagined a smirk spreading across his face. Suddenly, the linen curtain was pulled aside to reveal two lovely brown eyes staring at me.

“I laugh,” I said while shaking my head at James, “just not at your jokes.” James rubbed his bandaged arm and sat back down in his bed while his smirk quickly evaporated into a frown.

“Why won’t you laugh at my jokes, everyone else does,” James rationalized as he allowed his gaze to fall upon me once more.

I sighed as his glare seemed to demand an answer, “I guess that I was always hoping that if you were to see that not everyone thought your pranks were funny you would stop.” I looked away as I saw a pensive look come over James’ face while he pushed his glasses up his nose very slowly.

He chuckled once and then said, “It was because of you that I kept pranking everyone, or…haven’t you noticed?” James said this while crossing his leg underneath him while swing his free leg back and forth.
“What do you mean by that?” I asked him as I sat up in bed and felt a little light headed from the movement.

“Don’t you wonder why you were always around for a prank? Haven’t you ever wondered why every time something funny happened you were at the center of it?” he asked with a strange look in his eyes.

“Now that I think about it…” I said as I pulled on a stray lock of hair.

“It was all because of you, Lily,” James said while hanging his head, “I have always been able to make people laugh, but no matter how hard I tried you wouldn’t. So…I just tried harder.” James’ voice must have traveled into the office because soon we were showered with another retort from Madam Pomfrey about gluing his mouth shut.

I stared at him in silence and when I found my voice I said, “All those prank were done because I wouldn’t laugh?” James nodded his head, but kept his eyes locked with mine. “Didn’t you notice that I was trying not to laugh? Didn’t you care about the people who you pranked?”

“Most of the people I pranked deserved it,” James said without batting an eyelash.

“So it’s up to you to decide who deserves a prank or not?” I said angrily and quickly winced as my head throbbed in pain.

“No,” answered James, “they deserved it because they their actions dictated that we prank them. Believe me when I say, that not one of the people that we pulled a prank on didn’t deserve what they got.”
“And what about me?” I asked while giving James a cold hard glare.

When I posed that question, he smiled and said with a far away look, “You? Well, you were special…besides, you never treated me any better than I treated you, right?”

Again he used that excuse, and again I found myself at a loss of words. “If you had only realized that I wasn’t laughing because…” I was startled for a moment when the bed’s weight shifted and I found James sitting on the edge of it looking at me with a hungry gaze in his eyes.
“If you only realized that I wanted to see you laugh,” James shot back with a shake of his head and a smile.

A bit of heat seemed to creep up my chest and was threatening to invade my face as James kept staring at me. “If you liked me so much why didn’t you ever try and talk to me in a civil manner?” I asked, while James looked crest fallen for a moment before his patented smirk came back.

“Because,” he started to say as his hand slid over mine, “I didn’t know if you’d believe me if I acted that way.”
I was falling. It seemed like the world was being engulfed by those two chocolate brow pools of sincerity that gaze at me, and seemed to make me feel safe. Safe! What am I talking about! James Potter is anything ‘but’ safe, isn’t he? I thought as the hand that lay over mine began to gentle caresses my arm sending shivers and goose bumps up it. “I…” I stammered as James inched closer, pooling all my will I said with closed eyes, “I…hate you James.”

The room went silent, but only for a moment as a light chuckle broke through the heavy air. “Well, I like you, and don’t they say that opposites attract,” said James as I saw him inch closer to me and again I felt that strange feeling in my stomach, almost as if it flipped.
I was losing myself in his gaze. While my heart began beating so fast that I thought it would explode, my brain was thinking of reasons not to like the person in front of me. He was looking at me from only a few inches away when I said in a whisper, “Don’t.”

“Why not,” he asked, while his eyes again pleaded with me not to stop.

“I don’t know,” I said harshly and turned away feeling as if I was about to break from the turmoil that raged inside me, “this just seems all wrong!”
“Lily?” I heard James call softly while he moved closer.
“Yes?” I replied in a shaky voice.

“You can’t run from me forever…” James said and I turned my head only to have my lips captured with his.

I had always grown up thinking that when I met the right man and we kissed, I would see explosions and feel weak kneed, but as James kissed me I couldn’t describe the feeling that ran through my body. It was like my blood had caught fire and was racing through my veins, warming me from head to toe. The kiss itself was gentle and spoke of tenderness that I never really saw in James that much. A sense of peace, safety and want echoed through me as James opened his eyes to look into mine. 
“…even if you do,” came his breathless deep voice, “I’ll never give up on you.”

The turmoil that had been in me slowly ebbed away, as I looked at James and slid my hand over his cheek and said in low guilty tones, “I’m sorry for slapping you, James.”

Shock registered in his eyes as he took the hand in his own and said, “Apology accepted, but can you forgive me for everything that I’ve done to you?”
I thought about it for a long while and when I came to an answer I smirked and said, “Yes, but your going to have to work at it.”

“Really,” asked James with his eyebrows raised and a knowing smirk on his face, “And just how am I going to ‘work off’ my debt?”

“I’ll think of something,” I said with a light giggle as James kissed me chastely on the lips again.

“You look beautiful when you laugh,” said James in complete seriousness.

“Oh, bloody hell,” said a familiar voice from across the room, interrupting our ‘moment’, “You two are going to make me vomit my lunch if you keep going on this way!”

“Jealousy does not become you brother,” said a second calm and collected voice that I couldn’t quiet place.
“Stuff it, Regie!” Sirius voice said, as a young man with Slytherin colors pulled back the curtains to reveal Sirius sitting in bed. 

However, what made me and James laugh quiet suddenly, was the sight that greeted us. Sirius’ long hair had been enchanted to stand on end in every direction creating a giant ‘poof ball’ on his head. It didn’t end there either…Sirius’ hair, which once was black, was now metallic silver and forest green, and the colors seemed to be following a swirling pattern.

“Yes,” Sirius said dryly, “Hardy, har, har, let’s all laugh at Sirius. Are you done taking advantage of me in my weakened state?”
James shook his head in a negative reply as he coughed and laughed at the same time. I was fairing no better. Just the fact that every time Sirius moved his head, the giant poof ball on his head shook made me gasp for air as the laugher seemed to be strangling me.
“Sirius,” gasped James while holding on to the bed for support, “I know you’ve wanted attention, but is this really the best way of going about it?”

Now the young man join in with the laugher as Sirius said with a bit of anger lacing his voice while shaking his fist in our direction, “If I had my wand…
“If you three don’t quiet down soon I have you all strapped down,” came the highly perturbed voice of Madam Pomfrey.

They all snickered silently as the young Slytherin, who bore a striking resemblance to Sirius, got up and began to pick up his book bag. “Are you leaving?” I asked trying to remember where I have seen him before.

“I am. This lout,” he said gesturing towards Sirius who frowned, “no longer needs my help and I’ve done all I can for him.”

Seeing Lily confused look James took the initiative to introduce the two, “Lily, this is Regulus Black. Regulus, this is Lily Evans.”

“Evan’s, huh?” said Regulus as he gave us a calculated look.

“Careful, mate! When he gets that look it means he’s planning something,” said Sirius as he slapped his brother in the back startling him, “Cut that out!”
Regulus turned his head and looked at his brother with shrew eyes, “So this is the thanks I get for dispelling the green and silver tinge on you skin? Well, don’t expect me to do it again.” Regulus threw his book bag over his shoulder and walked slowly out of the Hospital Wing, while he said his goodbyes to James and me.

“Oh, that’s right,” said Regulus as he stood at the doorway, “Sirius, mother wants a word with you over the holidays…so come or don’t come it’s all up to you.” With that said the young Slytherin walked out of the wing, while leaving a frowning Sirius in bed.

“Mate what happened to you?” said James patting the puff ball on Sirius head.

“You’re friends,” Sirius started by pointing his finger at Lily, “They ambushed us!”

“Us?” I asked wondering what he was going on about.

“Remus, Peter, and me,” Sirius clarified and went on, “you’re friends ambushed us while we were waiting for James.”
As I began to understand what he was talking about I said in a detached voice, “My friend wouldn’t ambush someone…unless they were planning to do something that either would harm me or is underhanded. Were you going to do something like that?”

“No,” said Sirius while he scratched behind his ear.

James could only shake his head. He knew that movement, and it was assured telltale sign that Sirius was lying through his teeth. Lily was giving him the third degree and bullets of sweat began to run down his face, however before she could break Sirius -- like an egg -- the doors to the hospital wing slammed open and a group of people came in.

Madam Pomfrey appeared so fast that some thought she has apparated. “What is going on here!?” she yelled and then saw that James was out of bed, “GET BACK INTO BED THIS INSTANT!”

James wasn’t about to defy that order and he hopped into bed, while Lily covered a giggled. He replied by sticking his tongue out at her. It was Remus who spoke up and produced a piece of parchment that had Dumbledore’s hand writing on it.

“Fine,” she conceded then snatched the paper from Remus hand, “but I’m going to talk to the Headmaster about this! Meddling in the affairs of my patients…” She kept mumbling as she went to her office, and when she appeared again she walked to the door saying, “If I find that any of these patients are worse off then when they came, there will be hell to pay!” She slammed the door shut and left the occupants in the room slightly stunned.

“Wow,” said Michelle, trying not to laugh too hard, “she really serious about her patients, isn’t she?”

I began to laugh as Michelle winked at me and came over to my bead with Celeste, Nicole, Zoe, Savanna, Cara, Jemma, Dalia, Melly, Kelsey and Kelly. However, what got my attention was the fact that Kelly was dancing around the room with a pure white ferret while humming a tune to it.

“Um…Kelly?” I asked.

“Yes?”

“Why are you dancing with a ferret?” I asked while holding in my giggles, as she did a little pirouette with the animal.

“We all decided to bring you a little gift,” said Michelle while eyeing the ferret.

Celeste nodded her head agreement, while saying, “It was Nicole who came up with the idea.”
Nicole blush a bit as she stepped forward, and said with an evil smirk, “Yes, well…I did think of it but Melly should be given the credit for making it all happen.”

Everyone’s eyes were now focused on Melly who was currently snuggling against Remus, who looked about fit to die from embarrassment. “Melly,” Remus softly groaned in embarrassment, “everyone’s looking at us.”

“You’re so cute when you’re embarrassed, have I told you that?” Melly said as she place a kiss on Remus red stained cheek.

A snort, which came from Sirius’ direction, broke the silence as Remus turned his baneful glare on Sirius. “We helped too!” said Jemma bouncing around, while Cara and Dalia both rolled their eyes and silently laughed.
“Zoe provided us with the right place to implement our plan, and Savanna gave us information with the help of some girl named Pauline,” said Michelle.

James was now very interested in what the girls were talking about, as it sounded like they were building up to a prank of some sort. Even Sirius was waiting in anticipation of hearing what they did, as she had shifted on his bed and was now on the edge trying to get a front seat to their explanation.

“I provided the bait,” said Celeste with a brilliant smile.

“All we needed was the star of the show, and he didn’t let us down,” said Kelly while swinging the ferret around again.

“And that was?” James, Remus, and Sirius all said in unison.

“One Lucius Malfoy,” said Michelle, as all the girls turned their gaze on Kelly as she threw the ferret into the air and caught him again.

“Say hi, Lucius. ‘Hello’,” said Kelly as she bobbed his head up and down.
I couldn’t breath. I stood in shock, while I stared at the group of ladies that surrounded me. I couldn’t believe my friends had avenged me in such a manner. I couldn’t stop laughing, and I felt like my ribs were going to break. That’s when I heard laugher from across the room as James, Sirius, and Remus joined me.

“I think we should call him ‘Draco’. I’ve always liked that name,” said Kelly as she spun around again with the ferret, which looked ready to puke.

I make a face and said, “Draco? I don’t think so, what about Snowball?”
“Perfect,” said Celeste as she patted the ferret rather hard on the head, “Lucius Snowball Malfoy, it has a nice ring to it, don’t you think?”

Everyone joined in and began to tell the story, in detail, of how they lured Lucius out of the dungeons and pranked him. I turned my head to glance at James while everyone was too busy laughing and talking, and I caught him staring at me with a smile on his face. He was over to me and with a wink he turned back to listen to the explanation of the prank.

Am I doing the right thing? I wondered as I looked back at on my life in Hogwarts. Should I forgive him for what he’s done? Am I thinking too much about this? Will he hurt me again, were all questions that I had swirling in my head. I sighed audibly, as I decided to push away those fears and take a chance and not think about what ‘might happen’.

I felt a warm arm wrap around my waist and I looked up to see James smiling at me. He didn’t say a word and wasn’t trying to ‘pull’ anything; instead he was just ‘there’, and for some reason it made me feel good. So we watched as everyone had their fun, while Snowball tried desperately to escape the clutches of Kelly…which he never did.

~*~*~*~

Dumbledore had a very interesting conversation with an angry Madam Pomfrey, in which she accused him of undermining her authority in the Hospital Wing. Although he was sure that he had never given permission to any student for the express purpose of seeing patients in the hospital wing, he never let that slip out as he talked to Madam Pomfrey. Instead, he assured her that the permission was given in the hopes of a faster recovery.
Seeing the logic behind the permission Madam Pomfrey apologized for her attitude and took her leave. As soon as the door closed, Albus Dumbledore jumped from his chair like a young man and raced over to his shelves that were lined with all sorts of magical devices. Picking up the one that he had use a while ago he placed it on his desk and rubbed his hands in anticipation.

Pulling his wand from his robes he tapped the item and smoke began to billow from the two spouts on either side of the device. At first the smoke rose in a column, but as the smoke became thicker slowly the two columns began to intertwine. Dumbledore watched while humming here and their. However, when the two columns finally merged into one single column, he chuckled and sat back down while still gazing at the column in awe. “I should have seen that,” he said softly, as he tapped the device and the smoke dissipated, “two separate parts of a whole.”
~*~*~*~

“That’s how it happened,” said a beautiful woman who was currently rocking a small bundle in her arms on the front porch, while a light breeze swept across her face and flared her hair.  The woman was older, but the years had been kind to her as the red hair that she had as a girl was just as lustrous now. 

Smiling down at the bundle that moved slightly in her arms she said, “That’s how I got my revenge on James.” The bundle giggled lightly and the woman chuckled along with him, “Yes, from that day on James Potter’s heart was mine.”
“Lily! I can’t find my son, do you have him?” called an accusing voice from inside the house.
Looking down at the baby boy in her arms, Lily let him latch on to her finger with his little hand as she said “I should have know that I wouldn’t always have his heart…I know that you stole it, but that alright…because I know that you stole my heart as well.”
“Lily, you thief! You’re, cutting into my ‘father and son’ bonding time!” bellowed James’ voice, as foot steps could be heard coming their way.

Lily kissed the baby boy on his head and said quietly, as she walked into the house, “I love you Harry…never forget that.”

~* FIN *~

