Chapter One - One Last...

Easter time at Hogwarts, a time where most of the student have chance to shed their worries and relax in the time that is given to them. The afternoon feast is no different than any of the others, this time around. However, through the chatter and movement of the happy and carefree students in the hall, one lone student sits at the end of the Gryffindor table seeming lost in his work.

Staring at the paper in front of him Harry grimaces and scribbles down some words. After a  small break he cast a glance down the table at the two red heads and a bushy haired young woman who are only a few feet from him. Sighing he reminisced about the past while watching them converse and laugh, “It seems like just yesterday...”

Ron was currently making a face at whatever Hermione was telling him and Ginny seemed to laugh at the both of them. He remembered his first encounter with Ron. Harry couldn’t help but smirk as the thought of two scrawny boys who met on the Hogwarts Express seemed so distance. He chuckled at the memory of them standing up to two hulking brutes and sneering git, over what the git had said about Ron’s family. He was snapped out of his revery when he heard his name, turning his head Harry saw that Ron was waving him over to their spot.

Plastering a smile on his face, he shook his head and pointed at his papers, which prompted the bushy haired young woman to smile and then smack Ron while scolding him. “She’s probably telling him about ‘how he should only be so devoted to his homework’.” Harry muttered to himself while chuckling.

Chancing a peek back at his friends, he saw that they were all back to laughing and having fun with the others at the table. Remembering the fun that both he and Ron had at Hogwarts, not to mention the Burrow. Slumping his shoulders and concentrating on his thoughts Harry began to write some more. ‘How can I tell him that his friendship meant more to me than almost anything else that I posses?’ pondered Harry while continuing to write.

Thinking about this last month brought back many unpleasant memories, however it also have a few unforgettable ones too. The deception and chaos, along with the attacks and betrayals have made this year at Hogwarts a kind of nightmare that some were hoping to wake up from. Luckily he had true friendship, unlike the sickly sweet but completely intangible act of friendship that most everyone else had been displaying, his true friends were there to support one another through anything that came their way.

Harry would rather have Snape’s hatred for him, if he were still alive, than this illusion. And this is why Harry felt in debt to his friends, because with his true friends Harry could be ‘Harry’ and they all would accept him with out question. 

Now that he thought about it, he seemed surprised to realize that his circle of ‘true friends’ had grown from its original beginnings to encompass many people and friends like; all the members of the Weasley’s, a young woman named Luna, a room mate, and several adults. Smiling, he remembering the birthday party that they had given him this last summer. Good feelings rushed through him at that memory, but just then a plate of spiraled ham appeared in front of him he realized that the feast had started. 

Trying to hide the sadness in his eyes, he glanced again at his friends, seeming to draw the strength that he needed from them. 

Hermione, the bushy haired woman, smiled back and waved at him. Harry smiled not because of Hermione’s wave, but because of Ron’s fist shaking threateningly through the air at Harry while he mouthed the words, “Back off, mate! She’s mine!” Harry turned back to another piece of paper only because he almost couldn’t keep his face straight and was about to burst into laughter.

Letting out a snort he remembered a young Ms. Granger, all hair and teeth. He also remembered the first impression that she made on the two boys when they first met, and the day that their friendship had solidified. Repressing a shutter, he tilted his head back while the memory of a twelve foot troll filled his mind with frightening images. Thinking back Harry said to himself, ‘It was my quick thinking and Ron’s spell work that save Hermione that night.’ He recalled the unconscious body of that same troll littering the ground of a girls bathroom as the teaches rushed in to the rescue only to find that two first years had beaten a fully grown mountain troll.

From then on the three were inseparable, even though Ron and Hermione had their fair share of squabbles. ‘In the end, they always seemed to make up and that was all that mattered.’ thought Harry, when his quill broke.

“Stupid, quill!” Harry muttered.

“You can use mine.” said a timid voice across from him.

Harry looked up to see a pair of dark brown eyes staring at him from beneath a veil of golden hair. Recognizing her as a first year he gently took the quill from her and with a smile said, “Thank you very much.”

The little girl squeaked, turned red and begun to slouch down in her seat as if trying to disappear from sight. Hardly repressing the playful snort that came from him, Harry was painfully reminded of another young lady that use to have the same reaction to him.

Becoming pensive, Harry thought of his relationship with one ‘Ginny Weasley’ as he spied on her from the corner of his eye. ‘She’s grown so much since her first year.’ he thought when he heard her particular laugher floating down his way, and noticed that she too was keeping an eye on him.

After fifth year Ron and Hermione started to work out their feelings for each other and while it was something that Harry wanted, it also gave him the feeling of a fifth wheel. Soon he found himself avoiding his two friends, so as to not burden them with his presence.

During that time, was when he and Ginny had begun to become ‘close’ friends. In fact, Harry could remember the exact day when his feeling for the fiery red head reached a critical point.

It was a rather cold September night, and Harry in a moment of frustration — with all that was happening around him — decided to take a midnight stroll around the lake. Sitting on a rock on the far end of the lake Harry stared at the moonlight reflecting off the water’s face.
A chuckle escaped Harry as he remembered what happened next.

He must have jumped five feet in the air when a voice whispered in his ear, “What are you doing out of bed, Mr. Potter?” turning around with lighting quick reflexes Harry tried to hold his wand in a menacing way until he beheld a sight that made even him chuckle lightly.

There, on the ground, laid Ginny Weasley rolling and laughing her head off. It didn’t matter that she was in her bed robe with only some worn shoes and old jumper, that had been converted into a jacket, to keep her warm. There was something about that jumper that gave Harry a sense of deja vu, but he gave up thinking on it when Ginny looked to be coming to her senses. When the laughter died down and Harry offered her a hand, Ginny said, “Honestly though, why are you out so late?”

The conversation that they had about Harry’s involvement with the Order and the current problems that had been occurring allowed him to vent his frustration. He felt better after their talk, and overall less frustrated than when he set out for the lake. And that’s when it happened...

Moonlight from the lake illuminated Ginny’s face making her eyes sparkle with an inner fire that Harry had never seen before. Taking in the sight, Ginny seemed like a lost angel who had just happen to grace this poor sap with her presence. Her pale skin seemed to glow and her pink lips became a darker shade, but it was the hair that Harry could never forget. The moon’s glow seemed to lighten her dark red hair. This along with the accompaniment of the wind, which seemed to tossed her hair about just so, made Ginny’s hair resembled a wind blown fire.

Heart beating a mile a minute, Harry took his chance. Leaning in, he locked eyes with this stunning creature — whose beauty would put a Veela to shame — and he brushed his lips gently across hers sending shivers down his spine. He marveled at the warmth that those lips radiated in this cold.

Seeing her eyes close, Harry gently placed both his hand on either side of her cheeks. Her eyes popped open with his gentle touch, and that’s when he leaned in and ‘really’ kissed her. 

Hot lips met each other and seemed to seek out their meaning through touch and sensation. The world seemed to slowly faded away until there was only them and their passion for each other.

Looking up after that exchange all that he could say was, “Incredible.”

And from that time on Ginny and Harry had their own feelings to sort out.
‘I love her.’ Harry thought while watching her eat some chicken and peas. Catching a glare from Professor McGonagall, Harry’s thoughts skipped a track, ‘Without her, and Hermione, we would have never found a way to defeat Voldemort.”

Looking down at his papers Harry sighed yet again, and when couples started to flock to the newly created dancing floor he felt saddened by their carefree attitude.

Taking one last glance at his friends Harry stood and put the papers he was working on in their proper place. That’s when he realized that Dumbledore was making his way towards him.

****

‘So quite,’ thought Ginny as she studied Harry from afar, ‘how can he do homework at a party like this?’ Ginny scanned the room, seeing that everyone was having a great time, even though the impending attack on Hogwarts was looming over head like an giant axe waiting to fall.

“Psst! Mate! Over here!” said Ron in a excited manner while waving his friend to come join them.

Harry smile his usual smile, which Ginny knew as his ‘fake’ smile, and pointed to the pile of papers that he was writing on.

Smiling at Harry, Hermione then turned to Ron and slapped his arm saying, “If Harry wants to finish up some homework we shouldn’t keep him from it! At least he’s taking his studies seriously, unlike ‘some’ people that I know.” Hermione’s glare was intimidating, but it had no effect on my brother.

Sitting back Ron said with a glint in his eye, “Really? Well, I’ll have you know, that I remember a certain girl who couldn’t make the grade in a Divination class, and quit after only several months!”

“You know why I quit! And it certainly wasn’t because I could make the grade, you prat!” Hermione snapped narrowing her eyes in warning.

“Sure,” Ron drawled, “I believe you.”

Ginny had to laugh as she had seen this type of behavior over and over again through the year. First they would get each other mad enough to fight, then they will make up, and last but not least the would probably end up snogging the life out of each other in some abandon classroom.

Thankfully though Neville and Seamus broke in and started in with a funny joke that they had heard a while ago. Taking the opportunity, Ginny looked at Harry and saw that he was back to writing and looking wistful.

Ginny shivered involuntary when the memory of the ancient spell that she and Hermione had uncovered and translated came to mind. Two weeks had passed since the order had vetoed the use of this spell, even though its use would insure the destruction of the Dark Lord. ‘Still, defeating the Dark Lord was not worth the toll that it would take on Harry’ thought Ginny, managing to convince herself. So when it was decided by a landslide vote that they would find another way, Ginny breathed a sigh of relief.

Even now, while gazing at the young man at the end of the table, she felt the need to protect him from anything that would do him harm. Slowly smiling to herself, Ginny giggled and thought, ‘Mrs. Ginny Potter.’

‘It has a nice ring to it,’ she said to herself. At that moment Ginny caught Harry looking at her from the corner of his eye. ‘I wonder what it will be like after the war?’ Ginny pondered, “Will, Harry and I still be together. Or will we go our separate ways?’

Staring into space Ginny was jolted back to reality when a voice behind he asked, “Can I have this dance?”

Turning around Ginny was surprised to see her older brother Bill smiling at her. “Merlin! What are you doing here?” asked Ginny perplexed while she gave him a hug. 

“All Order members were summoned for an emergency meeting. So I take it that means ‘no’?” Bill joked as he tried to look crestfallen. 

“Oh, you! Come on then! One quick time around the floor!” Ginny snapped playfully.

Bill placed a hand over his heart and with a look of hurt said, “I feel cheap.”

“Dance! Now!” Ginny laughed.

Dancing with Bill made Ginny feel light hearted and happy, as if the movements dissipated her fears. Soon she made up her mind and thought, ‘When he’s done with his homework I’ll ask him to dance with me.’

Walking off the floor Ginny saw that Charlie and the twins, who had equal looks of seriousness, were talking it up with their little brother, and that’s when everything changed.

Seeing movement from the side of the room Ginny notice a somber Professor Dumbledore walking toward Harry while she felt Bill’s hands, which were clasp over her shoulders, tighten. Looking closer at Harry she saw that it wasn’t homework that he had been doing all this time. It was letters, and he had just finished stuffing the last of them as he gaze at her with a look that seemed to say, “Don’t hate me.”

Dumbledore stopped in front of Harry and handed his cloak to him all the while steering him towards the hall entrance. Tears began to freely flow as it felt like a part of her was being ripped out. She looked at her brother Ron trying to say something, but her throat was too tight with sorrow and Bill’s strong hands held her to the spot.

When Ron saw Ginny’s tears he looked around confused and angry, thinking that someone had hurt her, but when he finally caught a glimpse of Harry being lead out, he knew. When Harry stopped at the door and turn around to wave goodbye to his best, first, and quite literally greatest friend, Ron lost it.

Tears streaming down his face he ran as hard as humanly possible to stop Harry from going through with this crazy plan. 

A primal roar of anguish cut through the happy atmosphere, when Ron struggled to break free from the binding hands of his own family. He clawed, punched, and bit at his own family, because he refused to let someone who he considered a brother, if not more than that, surely go to his doom.

However, his actions were not enough and Harry soon disappears from sight. Defeated, Ron slumped to the ground with his brothers still holding on to him. He looked up, questioning his families ‘choice in this matter and saw that his brothers’ decision were effected them severely, as the look of guilt and disgust showed on their faces clearly.

Standing at the entrance of the great hall Ginny watched the shadowy outline of Harry being led through the main entrance of Hogwarts by Dumbledore. Softly and with a urgency ,that couldn’t be explained, Ginny whispered, “Please...come back to me!”

Chapter 2 - The Calm Before The Storm
The walk from Hogwarts front entrance to the specified ‘pick up point’ in the dark forest, was the longest that Harry had ever endured. During this walk, it began to feel like each foot step took an eternity to fall, and because of this Harry began to reflect on his life.

He thought about the Dursley’s. How they now had to live in a magical community, and all it was because Voldemort found out about Petunia’s connection with Harry mother. He found it funny, in a dark sort of way, that the one aspect Vernon and Petunia hated the most about him was the only thing standing between them and a painful death.

More memories flooded into Harry’s mind as he remembered, with crystal clarity, the ten years that he had endured at the hands of the Dursleys. Upon examination of his feelings, Harry still felt angry at the way they treated him....but Harry grew up and matured. He found that he no longer wanted revenge for what they did to him. 

As he saw it, the Dursleys were living their own private hell, because most of the people in the magical community that they live in knew who the Dursleys were, what they had done to Harry and finally they knew what the Dursleys ‘really’ thought about the magical community.

Gravel gave way to dirt when they neared the boundaries of the dark forest. Slowly, Harry’s thoughts turned to the accomplishments in his life and he pondered, ‘What would I be leaving behind?’ 

‘Quidditch,’ the word popped into his head as he sorted through his jumbled thoughts. Four year he had won the Quidditch cup for the Gryffindor house, and each year had been filled with spectacular finishes and interesting stories that everyone will remember when they’re old. ‘Is that enough?’ found himself doubting that anyone would remember him.

Harry then remembered something he had heard, something of importance.  A legend had begun to spin itself in the halls of Hogwarts.  This legend, sounding like a fairy tale, was called ‘the legend of Harry Potter’. The story, from what Harry gathered, recounted his many daring adventures in Hogwarts. Like the battle against the possessed Professor Quirrell. Or the fight against the basilisk to save Ginny Weasley. Not to mention his battle against the dementors to save a friend. He even heard retelling of the Triwizard Tournament and his escape from the clutches of the Dark Lord. Even his battle in the Ministry of Magic against the Deatheaters...

Harry couldn’t help but slow to a canter as he remembered his godfather, and the way he had died. Forcing back the bad memories, Harry tried focusing on the good ones that he and Sirius had, while he was still alive. Chuckling to himself Harry seemed to remembered a man, who despite all the bad situations that happened to him, always found the strength to go on and keep true to himself.

‘I truly miss him,’ Harry said to himself while he and Dumbledore walked into the Dark Forest. They passed the smoldering trees and the scorched earth that had marked the battle grounds from the previous year. Looking at the destruction around him Harry was reminded about those he was about to leave behind. 

“Remus,” Harry whispered recalling his ex-Professors face. Last he had seen Remus was in the Critical Injured Ward of St. Mungo. Captured and tortured by the Deatheaters for several days. Remus found that he still had one true friend left as Peter Pettigrew broke Remus out, ultimately risking his life for his old friend. With trembling breath, as Deatheaters attacked them outside of a town, Peter gave Remus his portkey. 

Standing up, Peter tried to defend his hurt friend, but was quickly struck down by three brilliant green flashes. Remus disappeared from the Deatheaters clutches and reappeared outside of Godric’s Hollow, but the image of Peter trying to defend him was more than he could take and he went into shock. It was several days before the found where Remus was and even when they had treated his physically wounds. No amount of healing would patch a scarred heart.

Harry thought about the time he and Remus talked about Peter sacrifice, and recalled the look in Remus face when he was finish. It was anguish, at the discovery and loss of an old friend, that eased its way into the youthful face of his ex-Professor. Walking towards his destiny, Harry felt weary and saddened at the knowledge that this was just another weight that he would be hanging around Remus’ neck.

Shaking his head as if to clear it of such thoughts, Harry thought about the Weasley’s and the Burrow. Instantly, a warm feeling over took him as he remembered  the times that he had spent with these people, who he would happily refer to as ‘his family’, and their acceptance of him into their family. 

Molly Weasley, was the closest thing to a mother that Harry had ever known, and if truth be told he cherished the attention that she showed him. Arthur Weasley, was more of the funny uncle, but his father like advice and demeanor always helped Harry through the rough times. Fred and George, the constant optimists, with them around even death seemed funny. Bill and Charlie were the older brothers that Harry never had, both watched out for him, and in times of need they came through in a pinch. And Percy...

‘Percy..., ’ thought Harry as a tear slipped down his cheek. 

Harry always wondered why Percy was a Gryffindor instead of a Ravenclaw. And in the end he show them all what a being a true Gryffindor was all about. Never having reconciled his differences with the family, Percy saved his mother from a fate worst than death. 

When Deatheaters had capture Molly, Percy using his connections to find out where they were holding her. Strolling into their hideout he offering up himself, and all he knew about the Order and the Ministry, in exchange for Molly. 

Knowing full well, that the Deatheaters would never release Molly in a fair way, Percy had slipped her his Ministry Emergency portkey when they met. And before the Deatheaters knew what was going on, it was too late and Molly was safely in her son’s office. 

That night, two event transpired that changed the way most people thought of Percy Weasley. The first, was that Percy’s mutilated and broken body was dumped at the steps of the Ministry as a warning to the Wizarding World. And second, not one of the Weasley’s, or anyone who knew Percy, questioned his devotion to his family ever again.

It still seems like Mrs. Weasley will never recover from that night, but instead of breaking the Weasley family...it enraged them. Soon the deatheaters were fearing the name ‘Weasley’, as they single handily brought in a total of seventy two Deatheaters. They also foiled several plans that were being implemented through-out the Ministry...

Broken out of his thoughtfulness, the sound of hoofs echoed around them when several centaurs came into view with arrows at the ready. Dumbledore lifting his hands in surrender and said, “I beseech you to allow us passage to the Silver Glade.”

Narrowing his eyes the male centaur pawed the ground with his hoof saying, “You may go.” but then quickly added, “but stay outside of our boarders!” Dumbledore, bowing his head began walking, with Harry in tow, along the path that was set in front of them.

Seeing the centaurs again, reminded Harry of his friend Hagrid. Smiling, Harry thought of where Hagrid was now. 

Ever since he an Grwap took on several Deatheaters in the dark forest he’s been laid up, in a specially make bed for him, at the hospital wing in Hogwarts. Angry that his wound will affect his usefulness in the upcoming battle, Hagrid has taken to pouting. ‘Losing a leg will do that to a person,’ thought Harry while an image of Mad Eye Moody came unbidden into his mind.

Walking in silence, Harry stopped reminiscing for a small time, and just allowed himself to be thoughtless while moving automatically. 

In a short time they had reached a point where the glade was in sight. And as they walked in unison another though came to Harry that shook him to the bone, ‘Is this the only way?’

As if sensing Harry apprehension Dumbledore cleared his throat while speaking in hushed tones, “Harry,” the elderly man said while looking at something in the distance, “I just want to say...” sighing Dumbledore let his shoulders fall along with his head while saying, “I’m sorry Harry. Please, forgive the weakness of an old man.”

Turning away from Harry, Dumbledore voice quivered with sadness when he said, “I would have given you my life, Harry. If it meant that you wouldn’t have to be burdened by this prophecy.”

Feeling a hand on his shoulder Dumbledore turned to see Harry smiling a knowing smile before he was pulled into a hug.

“Thank you, sir.” Harry said quietly. Dumbledore held on to the young man as if he was his own child and sobbed lightly into Harry shoulder. Finally, Harry understood that the choices he made, be them good or bad, had led him to this moment where he understood that ‘only he was going to be able to finish this war’.

Pulling away, Harry stared into the deep blue eyes of his Headmaster and took a deep breath, “It’s time, sir.” A flash of brilliant gold and red fire that was followed by a small puff of smoke startled Harry for a moment, but as the smoke dissipated it reveled Fawkes in all his glory. Harry and Dumbledore strode forward to face the coming battle while Harry remember something that Hagrid had told him several years back. And before they all disappeared in a flash of light and flames Harry heard, “What’s comin’ will come, an’ we’ll meet it when it does.”

****

When Harry arrived at the appointed destination he felt like he was watching a medieval movie unfold before his eyes. All manner of dark creatures had formed a wall several hundred yards away from where the Ministry and Order wizards had gathered. Every so often Harry could spot a black robed Deatheater wading through the creatures that stood before them. This was not only an attack that was meant to strike at the muggles but was also aimed at the core of England’s Wizarding World.

Seeing the army before him Harry smirked as he thought, ‘Voldemort must be getting desperate to attempt a frontal attack.’ Casting a looking around at the wizards that stood to face an overwhelming number of dark creatures, Harry began to see that their faces brightened with hope as they found that he was here with them.

Suddenly, a shrill scream of panic cut through the air as a young witch pointed to the opposite side and yelled, “THEY COME!”

Whipping his head around Harry saw the first volley of powerful curses streaking through the air,  while the battle cry of the lumbering giants split the air and their foot steps shook the ground. Warding off the first volley of curses the wizards engaged the dark army. 

As the battle rage Harry only glimpsed bits and pieces of its entirety. A troll standing over a prone wizard was set aflame by another wizard. A twenty foot giant squashed a wizard only to have the earth swallow it whole.

Harry, who was on a mission, unfortunately could only help the people who were on his way to the crest of the hill ahead. Several dementors had cornered a rookie Auror and were about to perform ‘the kiss’ when Prongs burst through them and drove off the remainder. Looking up the Auror saw Harry walking towards the other side of the battlefield. Grabbing his wand the Auror shot a powerful stunner at a renegade goblin that was trying to sneak up on Harry before he re-entered battle whispering towards Harry, “Good luck.”

Finally, making it to the other side of the battle field Harry found a familiar face staring at him. The young man standing before him, with pale skin and limp blonde hair, was livid with anger. His eyes were filled with cold fury and his face twisted into visage of rage as he screamed, “You die today, Potter! On my fathers grave...”

‘I don’t have time for this,’ Harry thought as he whipped out his wand with practice ease before young Malfoy had a chance to even react and said, “Properatum Leviosa” Draco’s body seemed to rocket into the air and showed no sign of stopping as it disappeared from sight.

Reaching the crest of the hill, that over looked the battle below, Harry scanned around looking for Voldemort. However, all that greeted him were the sounds that erupted from below. Things began to look bad from Harry vantage point. The Order and Ministry wizards were steadily being pushed back by the combined forces of the Deatheaters and dark creatures.

Feeling his scar burn like a red hot coal, Harry turned around in time to face the man...no...the creature that was responsible for all this death an destruction. Appearing out of thin air the thing locked gazes with Harry. His blood red eyes glistened with delight at the sight of Harry Potter standing before him. His snake-like face opened, in what could only be described as a mockery of a smile.

Taking one last glance at the battle Harry breathed in what felt like his last breath and sighed as he thought, ‘I believe in myself.’ Turning around he faced Voldemort and strode towards him with purpose as the evil man cackled in his high pitched voice, “Yes, Potter. Come meet your death!”

Chapter 3 - The Nightmares End
As the battle carried on, Dumbledore found himself on the front line, fighting all manner of beast and human alike. While battling, he had tried to keep an eye on Harry, but the sheer number of foes kept him too busy to see where he was.

“Checking on your protege, old man?” said a cruel and malicious voice. Dumbledore didn’t even turn around when he apperated backwards by ten feet and to see his foe cast a powerful spell that enveloped the spot — where he once stood — in flames.

“Bellatrix,” he said in a calm demeanor.

“Wrong!” the robed figure snapped violently while pulling back her hood, “You may call me Sorcia.” The ‘thing’ that emerge from underneath the robe made Dumbledore shake his head in disappointment, and sadness. 

Where there was once beautiful white skin there now was only black glistening scales, and where there was once luxurious black hair now limp green tentacles stood in its place. Once, her black mysterious eyes seemed to pierced the soul, but now they were replaced with feral yellow slitted eyes that glared back at him in anger.

“My lord and master has seen fit to grace me with a gift so that I may deliver a message to you from him.” she hissed.

Casting a steely gaze at her, Dumbledore said in a voice that had a definite edge to it, “Tom sent me a message?”

Speaking directly at Dumbledore, she said in confident tones that flirted with arrogance, “His message, old man, is that he no longer considers you worthy of his attention!” With those final words she cast a killing curse at Dumbledore, who apperated from his spot only to appear just behind the evil creature.

With a graceful flick of his wand he sent Bellatrix’s wand flying out of her hand as the ground about her became quicksand. Staring down at the dark creature who once was Bellatrix Lestrange, Dumbledore said in sad tones while he turned away and began to walk in the direction of the hill, “I’m sorry.”

Bellatrix struggled with all her might as she tried to free herself from this trap, but she only succeeded in sinking that much faster. ‘How could this happen? How could she be defeated? She was give a power by the Dark Lord?’ she pondered as her head started to sink below the surface of the muck. Screaming, in rage, at the back of the man who was now walking away from her Bellatrix swore that someone would avenge her dead.

Not listening to the screams that came from behind him, Dumbledore apperated to the top of the hill. The sight that he beheld made him involuntarily hold his breath. There was Harry standing tall in the face of his doom, as the words that Voldemort said seemed to echo in his mind. “Yes, Potter! Come meet your death!” Still not having taken a breath Dumbledore felt a flutter of wings land near him. Looking over to where he hear the sound, he saw that even Fawkes showed concern for Harry and the ordeal that he was about to go through. 

Seeing Harry step forward with an expression that showed no fear, but rather a sadness for the thing in front of him, he raised his wand...

****

Ginny couldn’t stand it anymore! 

‘If that brother of mine paces the floor one more time...’ she thought while balling up her fists.

Ron had taken to pacing the floor as the news of the battle, coming in by owls, sent him near the edge of insanity. “Why don’t they just bloody use a crystal ball!” Ron muttered under his breath as he traveled the path he had worn into the carpet.

Half heartedly, Hermione said softly while seeming to be distracted, “Please, Ron. Language.”

“Language. Language! Our bloody best friend is probably going to die, and your worried about my language!” Ron yelled as everyone turned to watch him. After about the tenth outburst everyone knew that this was the only way for Ron to deal with what he was feeling now, and so they let him rant and rave.

The Weasley’s, Neville, Luna, Hermione, Remus and even Hagrid occupied Dumbledore’s private chambers, in the hope that they would heard something about the battle that had begun several minutes ago. So far, all they had accomplished was to annoy and frustrated each other.

Looking around the room Ginny saw her mother crying in her father’s arms as the thought of losing Harry was made more and more tangible as the minutes passed. Bill had been talking to Fleur in hushed tones as she too seemed to be on the edge of tears.

Charlie had taken out Harry’s old Firebolt and was servicing it with Harry’s well used Broomstick Kit. Currently he was mindlessly polishing the handle with a blank look on his face.

Remus had taken the initiative to go through Dumbledore’s private liquor stash. Opening the cabinet he removed a rather large bottle, and after un-stoppering it he took a long pull of the amber liquid. Now he sulked in the darkened corner of the room nursing the bottle in his arms and mumbling to himself.

Wrinkling her nose at him, Ginny found that she was beginning to get angry at him for not taking a more active role in Harry’s life. ‘Stop it! You don’t know what he’s gone through. Don’t be so quick to judge!’ said the voice in Ginny’s head.

Feeling ashamed at her thoughts Ginny looked at Fred and George. Of all the Weasley’s that Ginny thought could handle these types of situations Fred and George were the last she would think to be affected in such a pronounced way. Staring closer at them, they seemed to be half heartedly trying to cheer up the others. And because of that lack of happiness, their humor had turned dark and brooding and it only made things worse.

Getting up from her seat Ginny saw that Hermione had finally gotten Ron to sit down and relax a bit. Hermione was the calmest of them all, but Ginny knew her too well to think that. ‘Her eyes,’ Ginny thought, ‘her eyes have never been filled with so much fear as they were now.’

Feeling the tell tale wetness at the corner of her eyes Ginny quickly looked away and settled on Hagrid. Who with a faraway look on his face smiled at her when he saw that she was staring at him and mouthed, “He’ll be alright.” Returning to gazing out the window Hagrid grabbed his injured leg and grimaced as a fresh wave of pain must have jolted through him.

Ginny must have jumped five feet in the air as a soft voice spoke into her ear, “Shouldn’t we be helping Harry?” Turning around Ginny face a worried Luna. Her expression seemed to be a mixture of several feeling, but her voice spoke volumes to Ginny.

“We can’t...” Ginny heard herself saying in ‘final’ sort of way. 

Strolling up between the two young women Neville interjected by saying, “Luna, we can help him by being here for him, when he comes back to us.” Seeming to like that explanation better than Ginny’s, Luna walked back with Neville to Dumbledore’s desk.

Feeling her frustration build to a critical point Ginny felt almost like screaming, until...

A rapping at the door of the room jolted everyone out of their individual problems. Ginny ran to the door flinging it open in the hope that Harry would be their. However, all she saw was Professor McGonagall holding what looked like a silver disc. “And who did you expect, Voldemort himself?” McGonagall snapped out sarcastically as Ginny walked away in a huff.

However, when Professor McGonagall set up the disc Ginny noted that it must have been important because both of her elder brothers shot each other glances and so did her parents while they crowded around the disc.

“Where did you get this,” Arthur questioned in reverence and went on, “these were all said to be destroyed.”

“Well, Albus loves giving strange gifts.” McGonagall said coyly, as if it was a well known fact.

“Strange gift’s my arse!” Charlie shouted, “That’s a scrying pool!” 

Still up to her mothering duties, Molly slapped Charlie hard on the arm while giving him a glare that seemed to say “LANGUAGE!”

Her curiosity peaked Ginny strode over to the desk where the disk laid, and asked, “What’s a scrying pool?”

“Supposedly,” Bill explained, “scrying pools were said to allow the user to see any place or person that the used wished.”

As if almost sensing the singular thought that ran through the head of every person in the room the disc surface started to undulate, as if was made of a liquid metal. Then slowly the metal became clearer and receded to the edge of the disc, reveling a young man who seemed to be determined and focus on something as he walked thought a chaotic scene. Soon he was facing off against another boy whose rage showing clearly on his angular face.

“Malfoy,” Arthur, Bill, Charlie, the Twins, Ron and Ginny angrily spat out in unison.

However, when Harry dispatched him with out even breaking a sweat they all sighed in relief. Ron, however, had something different in mind as he leapt up and yelled, “Take that, Malfoy! You flippin’ bloody wanker!”

This time around everyone but Fleur, who said it in french, yelled, “Ron! Language!” At least having the decency to look embarrassed Ron sat back down as they gather once more around the disc.

As the scene unfolded before them, and Voldemort appeared saying in his nasally high pitched voice, “Yes, Potter! Come meet your death!” 

Ginny looked at Hermione and whispered softly in her direction, “Do you think the spell will work?” With out speaking Hermione closed her eyes and nodded her head once before opening her eyes to stare at the scene before her.

‘No...’ Ginny thought when she felt her heart being torn into pieces yet again.

****

There Harry stood, facing a man who should invoke some sort of primal emotion after all that he had done to him and his family. ‘Nothing,’ Harry thought as he strode closer to the man who represented evil incarnate.

Standing ‘toe to toe’ Harry felt the world slip away until there was only them. At this point a peacefulness seemed to overcome Harry as he looked at his enemy before him. Eyes opened wide in shock when Harry realized that Tom too was bound by destiny’s cruel hand. 

Just as sudden as the peacefulness came, it was replace by sadness. Sadness for the life that Tom had made for himself. Harry felt Tom’s pain as if it was his own, and in a way it was. Shedding a tear for the mockery of a man before him, Harry pitied Tom.

Coming back into focus, Harry strode forward lifting his wand while whispering, “Ipsemitto Animus Tu.” Feeling the rush of air around him, Harry knew that the spell he invoked would take its time gathering strength. Voldemort, however, smile even more when he unveiled a new black wand from inside his cloak.

“This time Potter you parents won’t save you, and neither will your wand!” Voldemort said as he raised his wand in an attack stance.

‘It’s now or never,’ thought Harry as he lifted his wand hand up and in a quick motion threw his wand to the ground spreading his arm apart and staring at his counterpart. “Tom, I’m not afraid of you anymore.” Harry said in an even tone.

****

Unable to bear it anymore, Dumbledore looked away seeing Harry throw his wand down at Voldemort’s feet. Hearing Harry’s words he felt like running to the boy to protect him, but remembering the importance of this battle Dumbledore steeled himself against his instincts.

****

The room had broken into stunned silence the moment when everyone witnessed Harry tossing his wand down. The silence, however, did not last as all of the Weasley brothers were shouting at Harry through the disc to, “Pick up your wand!”. While Ginny stared at the disc with an intensity born of desperation.

Closing her eyes, she willed away any negative thought that she had and only focused on the positive. Opening her eyes again she saw that Voldemort was laughing and had his wand trained on Harry.

****

Voldemort’s laugh seemed oddly hollow to Harry as he took a step froward and confidently said, “And I am no longer afraid of my destiny.” Voldemort’s eyes narrowed and he sneered in contempt at the boy who stood before him.

“Silly little boy! You need not fear me. You only need to die!” with that said Voldemort swung his wand in an intricate pattern and performed an unbelievably powerful Killing Curse. 

As the green light traveled through the air towards Harry, he couldn’t help but begin to think about seeing his parents, and his godfather. Awaking from his thoughtfulness, Harry only caught a glimpse of the spell as it hit him.

Striking him full on the chest Harry was engulfed in a pillar of green light as the spell did its work. Blinking once Harry’s soul fell into darkness as his last thoughts were, ‘So this is what it’s like to die.’

The world stood still as Harry swayed in the wind, and even Voldemort held his breath at the shock that Harry was still standing. However, as if reacting to Voldemort’s wishes Harry’s knees gave out, and he fell.

Slowly, as if time had slowed down for this moment. Harry Potter, savior of the wizarding world, slumped to his knees and fell over, dead.

****

Tears of sadness fell from a near by tree, as both its occupants found it hard not to cry at the vision below them.

****

‘No...he can’t be.’ Ginny said while backpedaling from the disc and shaking her head.

Molly had a mental breakdown and couldn’t stop sobbing while grabbing onto Arthur for dear life. Charlie stared at the disc as though it had shown him a lie and said, “But...but, his broom, right? He has to see what I’ve done with it.”

The most disturbing sight was that of the twins crying openly and huddled together in the corner of the room. No jokes, no fun, just unabashed sorrow at the lost of a good friend. Ron, who was shaking in barely suppressed rage, and Hermione held each other while mourning the lost of their dear friend. What little life that was in Remus’ eyes left when he saw the defeated form of Harry in the disc.

Both Bill and Fleur walked over to Ginny with tears in their eyes, but when they came within hands reach, Ginny pulled away saying, “No! He’s not dead! He promised!”

Hearing this, Molly looked up and seemed to come to her senses. Striding over to Ginny with purpose Molly pulled her into a hug, which Ginny fought at first, but when she looked up again she saw that ‘the Weasley family’ were all hugging her.

“We will not forget him or the sacrifice that he has given us,” said Arthur in a voice that was filled with raw emotion, “Nor will we let anyone else forget what he has done for them. Agreed?”

“Agreed!” everyone in the room said

****

Laughing at the prone, dead body of his arch rival Voldemort kick Harry once then began to survey the battle that was taking place below. Reaching the crest of the hill and coming to a stop Voldemort saw a sight that agreed with him. Everyone down below was waiting of the victory to emerge and had their eyes glued to the crest.

Confidence rising in him Voldemort tried to cast a spell to taunt the wizards that had opposed him, but he found that the magic didn’t come. Confused and puzzled Voldemort wondered why he couldn’t cast a simple spell.

Then he felt it, and it was strong. 

Spinning around Voldemort looked at the dead body of Harry Potter and saw something that made him shiver with fear. The spell that he felt was ancient, and it was so powerful that all magic in the area was being drawn away. 

Suddenly, the realization had hit him, and he looked down at his hands. Slowly Voldemort’s hands began to disintegrate as magic that held his precious body together was being drawn away to power this enormous spell. “NOOOOOO!” Voldemort screamed in frustration as his chest burned and his body slowly, but surely, transformed itself back into ash and dust. 

Trying to apparate away, Voldemort found that he was too weak to even do that. However, before Voldemort’s body could completely disintegrate, the spell that Harry had left in his stead activated.

A brilliant blue and white shaft of magical energy emanated from Harry’s body and widened to engulf the whole hill along with Voldemort. Down on the battle field Shacklebolt stared at the pillar before hearing an unearthly scream, turning around he saw that the Deatheater’s around him were clutching their arms and shaking violently.

Inside the pillar stood Voldemort watching as more and more of his magic went into power Harry’s spell, all the while his body deteriorated from the lost of that magic. Then the spell changed as Voldemort felt a pain, that he had felt only once before. And within a blink of an eye memories and feelings began to flood his mind. Love, acceptance, friendship, loyalty, freedom, happiness and companionship was just the beginning.

These memories imprinted themself on Tom’s mind as he fought to keep them away but was powerless to do anything.

“Mom.” Voldemort sobbed as an image of a beautiful red headed woman with almond shaped eyes that were green came into view. Shaking his head Voldemort knew the image was that of Potter’s mother, but then the image distorted and became a raven haired woman with regal features, but kind eyes.

With in the maelstrom that was Harry’s final sacrifice, Voldemort began to see the larger picture as Harry shared a bit of his ‘humanity’ with a monster that had none. Staring down at the remnants of his body, as he once again had become incorporeal, Voldemort said in a hushed tone, “So this is what it like to die.”

The pillar tightened around him as Voldemort felt his soul begin to disperse into the afterlife. Soon all that was left was a mote of light that seemed to shimmer then fade as did the pillar of light.

Tonks watched in awe as the pillar of light vanished, and so did Voldemort. However, when she turned her gaze back at the battle she was surprised to see the Deatheaters each fall to the ground  as smoke poured from their robes. Rasing her wand, as did the others on the battle field, she resumed their defense but saw the dark creatures beat a hasty retreat. Realizing that they no longer had the advantage the smarter of the dark creatures ran away into the nearby forest.

Cheering at the sight of the defeat of the dark army most of the wizards hadn’t thought to ask, or even wonder, about whether Harry Potter alive. Such is life...I guess.

****

Feeling as if he would never be cold again Harry basked in this feeling. However, he soon felt a finger poking his stomach as a garbled voice said something. Concentration hard on the voice Harry heard a male voice that sound familiar saying, “Harry?”

“Please, wake up.” another voice spoke, and this time it belonged to a woman, “We haven’t much time...”

Chapter Four - Ourobouros
Not knowing where he was or why the voices were talking to him he had decided to listen only because he thought he knew the sound of these mystery people.

“Harry, please wake up!” said the woman’s voice as a gentle breeze and the sound of rustling leaves reached his ears. “We would like to speak with you before you go.” the woman said.

‘Go?’ Harry thought, ‘Where am I going to?”

“Get up boy! We don’t have all the time in the world, you know!” a man’s frustrated voice said.

“Please James, calm down.” said the woman.

‘That name,’ Harry thought, while the voice seemed to become clearer.

“Look!” said the woman’s voice in excitement, “He’s moving!”

“‘Bout time!” said the man’s voice.

“Please! If that isn’t the kettle calling the pot black.” the woman said sarcastically.

“I’ll have you know, Lily, that I...” but the man’s voice never finished his sentence, as that second name caused Harry to sit upright so quick he didn’t give the person lean over him time to move out of the way as they banged heads.

In unison they both cried out and patted the spot where they hit each other, “Bloody hell!”

Laughter erupted from next to him as a young woman with flaming red hair and almond shaped eyes keeled over giggling very hard. Looking around, Harry saw that they were standing in the middle of a beautiful glade.

The man then replied in an unamused tone, “I fail to see the humor of this, Lily!”

“Lily?” Harry croaked out hardly able to suppress his emotions.. 

Hearing the pain in his voice the woman stopped laughing. She stood up, while straightening her dress and said, “Hello, Harry.” Her gaze seemed to bore into Harry’s soul and when he finally looked up into those emerald green eyes, he saw her smiling at him.

Not waiting for introductions, Harry ran over to the woman and hugged her with everything that he could muster, all the while saying through half sobs, “Mum!” 

Tears began their journey as they streaked down Lily’s youthful face while she held on to her son. “You’ve grown so big!” was the only thing that came to mind as she held her fully grown boy.

“Sure, go a head and ignore me. I’m just your father.” said an amused voice from behind Harry.

“Yes,” Lily said with a smirk developing on her face when Harry let go of her, “and luckily he inherited your thick skull!”

Turned around, Harry saw an almost perfect copy of himself staring back. The only exception, was, that this person was an inch taller, several years older, and had brown eyes instead of green.. If Harry didn’t know better, he would have sworn that he was looking into a mirror.

“What?” said the man while flashing a genuine smile. Then touched his face with a concerned look he asked, “I’m not that weird looking am I?”

Unable to deal with the amount of information that was being presented to him Harry settle for a hug as he wrapped his arms around his dad. The fierce hug that was returned made Harry feel unbelievable happy and safe.

When they were done, James broke off the hug and looked away while wiping his eyes, “Stupid pollen! Sorry, son. Allergies and all...you know?”

“Yeah, I think I got dust in my eye.” Harry winked at his dad.

Moaning while shaking her head in disapproval of James and Harry. Lily sighed in exasperation and said, “Oh, come off it you two!”

Feeling happy and content with his parents by his side Harry said in an excited voice, “I have so much to tell you!” But watched as his serenity disappear when his parent’s faces fell at this statement.

“What’s wrong,” Harry asked, as the sense of foreboding intensified.

 “Nothing, honey.” Lily assured Harry while looking at James.

James, who had walked away and was now rubbing the back of his head almost as if trying to smooth his unruly hair. Know this movement all too well, Harry had an idea of what was going though his fathers mind at the moment.

“Where are they?” James said in frustration while Lily silently calmed him by taking his hand in hers.

Walking over to where his parents stood Harry asked, “Who’s ‘they’? And why does it feel like you’re in a hurry?”

Staring at the ground James turned his head and opened his mouth to say something , but a yell echoed across the way interrupted them. A grinning young man, who Harry instantly recognized, stepped into the glade yelling, “Oi! Its not an official party unless Padfoot is there!”

Turning around Sirius yelled back into the forest, “Hurry up, Wormtail! Merlin! Even in the afterlife your slow!

“Oh, sod off!” came a voice that made Harry cringe. But as Peter enter the glade Harry hardy recognized him. Still chubby, Peter had lost the deathly pallor and shifty look that had marked him when he was alive, and instead he had captured the look of jolly St. Nick, minus the beard.

The two jogged over to where Harry stood. Sirius gave a hug to Harry while saying, “I knew you could do it!”

When Peter stood before Harry he looked down at the ground and said, “Harry...”

“Forget about it.” Harry said quickly while thinking, ‘Everyone should deserve a second chance.’ Holding out his hand to Peter they shook, each with a smile on their face. 

Then Peter asked, “How’s Moony?”

“He misses you all so much.” Harry said feeling the pang of guilt streak across his heart. Switching topics Harry looked at his father and said, “You were in the middle of telling me something?”

This time the effect of those words were doubled when all the people in front of Harry seemed to become somber.

“Yes, well it’s simple really,” said James trying to get the nerve up to tell his son, “see son...well.”

Taking off his glasses to rubbing the bridge of his nose James stared at his son with a pained look and stated while shaking his head, “You can’t stay.”

Harry felt like he had been punched in the gut. “WHAT!” he yelled, then in disbelievingly voice he added, “No, you must be wrong. I died! There’s no where else for me to go...unless?”

Lily spoke up quickly dismissing the thought that ran through Harry’s head, “Never, Harry! You would never go there! Its just, well...”

“We have it on good authority that you won’t be seeing us for a very long time.” Sirius said kicking a rock, and Peter looked at the ground. Peter nodded his head in confirmation when Harry’s pleading look locked on to him.

“No.” Harry whispered

“Look Harry,” James said grabbing both shoulders and staring into his face, “I won’t pretend that I like this turn of event, but someone up there,” James said as he pointed at the sky, “thinks that your place is in the world of the living.” 

Standing up he hugged his son once more while whispering, “And I have a feeling...that you will meet this task head on.” James said proudly while his eye misted over, “Cause if you can’t do it, who can?”

“Also know this, Harry.” Lily said as she strode up to him placing a kiss on his cheek, “we are always watching.”

At that, James snorted while saying, “Yeah, and I would think after fighting a sixty foot snake that could kill you with its stare, everything else would be a cake walk.”

Harry could help but chuckle as his father threw his hand in the air saying, “Look at that smile! See Lils, I still have it!”

“Yes dear, that’s nice.” Lily grinned at Harry while rolling her eyes at James. Suddenly a strong gust of air swirl around them, as a faintly recognizable tune played on the wind.

‘That song,’ Harry said to himself as he tried to remember where he had heard that song from. The song grew louder, filling the air with its haunting melody. The four adults sped up their goodbyes to Harry when the wind grew even stronger. Feeling as though he was being cheated, Harry clenched his jaw at the thought of losing his loved ones again.

Sirius strode up to Harry crying, and made him promise to take care of Remus when he got back. Peter told Harry to ‘take care of himself’. The song and wind then died away as a flash of golden light erupted over head.

Finally, Harry said goodbye to his mother and father with a hug and a kiss. Then running to the middle of the glade Harry didn’t want to look back, but did anyway. Standing in the middle of the glade Harry saw his parents waving him off while shouting encouragement, but all the while having a sad expression on their faces that they couldn’t hide.

Feeling a feathery touch on his shoulder, Harry knew that his time was up. Turning his head he saw a dazzling phoenix. It red plumage had been replaced with golden sheen that seemed aflame in the sunlight. It rested its head against Harry’s as he looked into its amber eyes. With out speaking it seemed to ask him, ‘Are you ready?’

Taking one last look at his parents and yelling “I love you!” Harry closed his eyes and said in a tone laced with sadness, “Let’s go home.”

****

The battle had been over for several hours and yet there was still work to be done, as the ministry tried to desperately cover up the scene where this battle took place. Ministry workers and Wizarding Law Enforcers, along with Aurors and Unspeakables, were busy modifying memories and general disposal or transfiguration of the bodies at the scene. Others were combing the near by woods for escaped dark creatures that could run amuck in the near by town.

At a glance everything look as if the Ministry had a firm hold on the situation, but there was one place that was free from any bustling wizards or witches. Upon the crest of the hill, off in the distance, a large group of people stood in mourning over the body of a young man who had give his life to protect those who would had shunned him.

Laid on a floating stretcher, Harry Potter, finally looked at peace with the world. Many had apparated in to give their respect to the fallen hero. Now all that was left were a hand full of Aurors and those that he had know in the Order.

Tonks sniffing back a tear as she touched his face, and felt the cold skin under her finger tips while choking out, “I...I can’t believe he’s dead.”

“Believe it.” snapped Mad Eye, his back turned away from Harry. 

“Real heros are a rare commodity in this world. Potter here, was one of the last.” Moody crossed his arms and tightened his coat around him. “All we can do, is remember what he did for us and try to follow in his foot steps.”

Dumbledore had been watching the exchange between the two Aurors, along with the faces that surrounded Harry. He himself agreed with Alastor, but deep down he missed the boy on a personal level that tore at him from the inside.

“Well,” Shacklebolt interrupted the conversation mastering his face into a stoic mask, “I believe it’s time we take Harry home.”

All the Aurors nodded in agreement as they creating an honor guard, and stood by the stretcher while they walked Harry’s floating body down to the portkey location.

When they began to move the body a trilling cry came from above them as Fawkes swooped down at them. Not understand the reason for the attack the Aurors pulled away as Moody yelled, “Albus, your turkey’s gone bleedin’ mad!”

Fawkes trilling angrily, swooped down again at the Aurors that were still close to Harry. “Fawkes.” Dumbledore said in a calm voice, “Please, they aren’t trying to hurt Harry.” However, when Fawkes saw Dumbledore move toward Harry’s body it cried out and swooped down picking him up off the ground and setting him away from Harry.

For the first time in an age Dumbledore felt baffled at the phoenixes behavior. Calling out to Shacklebolt, Dumbledore said, “Move away from Harry! All of you!”

Gathering back where Dumbledore stood the Aurors watched in surprise as Fawkes landed on Harry’s chest and began to cry.

“Uh, is that normal for a phoenix to do?” ask a young Auror while looking at Dumbledore for an answer.

“Who’s to say?” said Dumbledore in a bewildered voice, “Phoenixes are so rare and few that there is not much that we know about them.”

Fawkes raising its head seeming to hear something that no one else could hear, and tilting back its head it began to sing a beautiful song. Powered by Fawkes’ magic the song echoed through out the site. Never before had a melody held such sadness or longing in it. As the song came to an end, so did Fawkes life.

In a gigantic flash of light and fire, Fawkes went up in flames and took Harry’s body with him. Not more than thirty feet away from them two wands being held by a seasoned Auror caught fire and exploded.

No one moved, as the scene before them was too heart wrenching and shocking to take action. Everyone saw the brilliant ball of flame appear and engulf them both, and after several minutes had passed and when the fire had finally burnt itself out. All that was left of the Phoenix and body was a giant pile of ashes.

Not knowing what quite to do, the Aurors slowly walked towards the pile of ash with slumped shoulders. Dumbledore, standing to the side of the ash, thought while grimacing, ‘Fawkes, my friend, what were you thinking?’

Tonks strode to the pile, and poked a stick through it to find the Phoenix when suddenly an ash covered hand shot out grabbing the stick. Being the trained Auror that she was, Tonks took the proper measures that were call for in a situation like this. Meaning, she screamed like a little girl and fainted.

The others didn’t fair any better, as they saw something that was suppose to be impossible. Out of the ash rose a young man whose eyes seemed to burn like a bright green flame. Dumbledore’s heart raced a mile a minute and it seemed he would never catch his breath, when the boy locked his gaze on him and said in a tired voice, “I’m back.”

Looking down at his state of undress Harry asked, “Do you think I can get some pants?” Then  without warning he collapsed onto the ground.

Chapter Five - Back to the Beginning
Walking down the halls of Hogwarts, Albus Dumbledore was in a hurry to reach his destination on time. In his hand he held a piece of parchment, that seemed to have loopy handwriting writing on it, while his mind currently regarded the events of the past two weeks. 

After the initial surprise of seeing Harry very much alive, and his brief request. ‘Ha! “Brief” request, indeed!’ Dumbledore thought while chuckling as he passed an empty classroom and remembering Harry’s request. It was after that request that Dumbledore ordered the other aurors around him except those who were Order members to ‘go find some healers’.

The effect that Harry’s so-called ‘resurrection’ had on everyone at the site was both astounding and concerning. As word got around at the battle field site that ‘Harry Potter had come back from the dead’. The clean-up project was thrown into disarray when everyone at the site stopped doing their job and tried to catch a glimpse of this boy who seemed to be truly more than human.

Not wanting a scene, Dumbledore —  along with Moody, Shacklebolt and a shaken Tonks — used an emergency portkey which took them just outside of Grimauld Palace. It was there that Harry spent most of his time recovering.

However, the damage was done. And soon a hail storm of owls swirled through wizarding communities everywhere as people proclaimed that Harry Potter had ‘beaten death’. From there the story had snowballed into a magnificent tale that became more and more exaggerated as time went on.

Turning a corner rather sharply in the castle, Dumbledore huffed in exasperation as he thought back on the publicity that these stories had generated. 

The Daily Prophet, The Quibbler, Witch Weekly, The Sorcerous Scribe, The Lunar Post, and many other newspapers were all clamoring to find out about Harry and his ordeal. Reporters, photographers and even everyday wizards and witches had literally mob Hogwarts to speak with Dumbledore that night. Luckily, they could not get passed the front gate.

Stepping down a fight of stairs Dumbledore then remembered the Weasley’s reaction, and shuttered. Slowing down, he remembered the scene that had awaited him when he opened the door to his private chamber...

Never one to be surprised, he would like to think that he could handle almost any situation with practiced calm and dignity. However, when a young fiery red headed girl literally ‘attacks you’ when you open the door to your private quarters and pins you to the ground with your beard tightly held in her grasp and the promise of death in her eyes, people tend to...change.

Hating to admit it Dumbledore beg Ginny’s and the Weasley’s forgiveness as the everyone glared hard at him while showing no sign of letting up. Releasing his beard, Ginny was the first to speak, “Where is he?” The question was less of a plea and more of a command, as the others in attendance looked on in anticipation of his answer.

Speaking, after giving it some thought, he replied, “Safe.”

The dam had busted as a torrent of questions and chatter were flung about the room, but Dumbledore remembered watching Ginny sit back down and eye him as if saying, ‘You didn’t answer my question.’  That night Dumbledore, after several long and heated discussions, had finally persuaded everyone that it was in Harry’s best interest that he remain hidden, even from them.

Spotting an ‘in session’ classroom Dumbledore slowed his pace to a walk until he passed then sped back up again. The memory of Harry’s move back to Hogwarts then came unbidden into his mind. 

It had been a week and a half since Harry’s ‘rebirth’, as they were calling it. He had lain in bed in Grimauld Palace not so much as even twitching a muscle. Even with Madam Pomfrey’s evaluation which showed that he was both physically, and to her knowledge, mentally healthy. He still did not wake.

Making a choice, Dumbledore brought Harry to the hospital wing of Hogwarts. That day, the news spread like wildfire through the students that, ‘Harry Potter had returned to Hogwarts.’ But even more surprising, soon the owls began to arrive. Letter after letter, gift after gift all either wishing Harry a fast recovery or asking Harry for a miracle.

As soon as the Weasley’s heard he was in the hospital wing, there was no stopping them. Bursting into the room and ignoring an angry Madam Pomfrey, the Weasley’s all gathered around Harry and simply watched in awe as his chest rose and fell with his breath. Ron remarked about ‘how peaceful he looked’, as Ginny looked like she was having problems breathing.

Near tears, Molly was escorted out of the room by her four eldest son’s, while Arthur, Ron, Ginny and Hermione were left staring at Harry with a mixture of sadness, elation and awe. Dumbledore remembered Pomfrey’s letter to him that night, written in the same loopy handwriting that the paper he held just now was written in, in which she suggested that Harry be given his own room. Smiling he used the magic of Hogwarts itself to add an addition to the Hospital Wing. And on the door was a plaque that read, “Harry J. Potter Intensive Care Ward”

Finally reaching the hallway that was his destination, Dumbledore sighed at the sight before him. Wall-to-wall students and adults stood from the hospital wings doors to the stair landing. Having to squeeze, push, ask and yell at the throngs of people in front of him as he made his way to the door, Dumbledore could help but laugh at the ridiculousness of it all. 

Finally arriving at the doorway, Dumbledore was literally in pain while he tried desperately to hold back the laughter that so badly wanted to be let free. There, at the door, stood Madam Pomfrey holding back the throng of well wishers with a very large and intimidating stick in one hand and a bed pan in another.

When she saw Dumbledore she finally relaxed and allowed him entrance while muttering under her breath as he passed by, “Took your time didn’t you?”

Flushing a bit while whispering in soft tones that only she could hear, “I knew you had everything...uh, under control.” Rolling her eyes Madam Pomfrey ushered him in and locked the door behind him.

Staring at the oak door that lead to the newly created Harry J. Potter Intensive Care Ward Dumbledore heard a raspy voice calling from beyond “Hello? Is someone there?”

The voice wasn’t weak sounding, but rather it had the sound of a voice that hadn’t been used in some time. Striding up to the door and taking a deep breath Dumbledore turned the knob, pushing the door open.

Beholding a sight that made him misty eyed, Dumbledore walked in and sat on the couch across the bed. Standing at the window looking out was a young man with messy black hair. He was currently gazing out at the quidditch field and his hands were crossed behind his back. 

“Harry?” Dumbledore manage to ask as he tried to bring order to the thought that swirled in his mind. Harry swivelled his head as if trying to better catch the familiar voice in his ear. Dumbledore remark upon how bird-like it was of Harry to make that particular movement, but when Harry turned around to face him all that he had been thinking of disappeared as he sat there and physically ‘flinch’ at Harry’s gaze. “Eyes,” Dumbledore gasped softly. 

Harry’s eyes were still the color green, but to say it in that way was like to say the sun was only a yellow ball in the sky. A raw sort of power and confidence surged through Dumbledore as Harry walked over to the bed and sat down, all the while looking at his Headmaster. 

Never had Albus felt so small before, but in Harry’s presence he had a glimpsed of something otherworldly and quite breathtaking.

“Sir, are you alright?” came the timid question.

Snapping out of his daze, Dumbledore looked back at the young man known as the ‘savior of the wizarding world’ and found that he was now staring at a normal looking young man. “Uh..yes. Yes, Harry, I’m fine.” he responded with a smile.

Settling back on the bed Harry looked at his headmaster and said, “Uh...sir? What exactly happened to me?”

Dumbledore fought hard not to look incredulous as he realized that Harry didn’t remember anything that happened after he died. Taking a deep breath Dumbledore went into a complete explanation of the effect that the spell had against Voldemort, and he also told him about the Deatheaters deaths as well.

“Why did they die with him?” Harry asked with his face screwed up in confusion.

“We don’t really know, but I believe that the dark mark provided Voldemort with small connection to his followers,” steepling his hands Dumbledore look out the window and finished his theory by saying, “and when Voldemort finally died the backlash of magical energy was sent along those connections and unintentionally killed the Deatheaters.”

Nodding his head Harry listen as Dumbledore went on with his recollection of the event after the battle. However, when he got to the part about Fawkes’ sacrifice, he stopped as a look of lost flickered across his eyes.

Watching Harry’s reaction when he was told that Fawkes had sacrificed himself for his life, Dumbledore could only shrug in uncertainty as Harry asked, “Why would he do that?”

“One cannot boast to ‘know the mind’ of a phoenix, Harry. Not even a person as foolish as I am.” Dumbledore whispered wondering if his old friend was happy where he was. Continuing on, Dumbledore explained to Harry the situation and status of the wizarding world along with the heaping pile of mail and gifts that lay strewn about the room.

“Great,” Harry said with a half smile, “even when I defy the laws of nature I can’t get any peace!”

Letting a laugh out, Dumbledore remembered that Madam Pomfrey was still currently holding off half of the school and an energetic Weasley family with just a bed pan and a glare. Smiling Dumbledore looked at Harry and asked, “Do you feel up to visitors?”

“Depends,” Harry snorted, “are they reporters?”

“No, no, something far more dangerous I would think,” said Dumbledore with a mischievous smile plastered on his face.

“Who then?”

“The Weasley’s, Hagrid, a Mr. Remus Lupin and Longbottom, and a Ms. Granger and Lovegood.” Dumbledore stated as Harry flopped back down into bed and covered his face with a pillow.

“I’m so dead!” he moaned.

“Well then, let’s hope we have another phoenix on hand to save you from their combined wrath.” Dumbledore chuckled out.

“You’re enjoying this, aren’t you?” came the voice through the pillow.

With a look of supreme satisfaction Dumbledore said to Harry, “Why...yes, now that you mention it, I am.” Then scratching his beard he added while snapping his fingers, “Too bad that I didn’t bring along my camera!”

“Just show them in.” said the pillow softened voice, as Harry straightened up and sat back on his bed.

Giving Harry one more look Dumbledore went back to the hospital wing doors and opened them to revealed a haggard looking Madam Pomfrey and several angry red heads. “Let them in, Pomfrey.” said Dumbledore as identical grins appeared across all their faces.

With a shout the door banged open as four adults, four young men, and five friends rushed pass Dumbledore in a mad dash to see a friend...son...brother that they thought to be lost.

As Dumbledore left the wing he heard a loud voice from behind him yelling, “Harry James Potter, you have a lot of explaining to do!” 

Smiling, Dumbledore left the room and made his way back to his office with a spring in his step. Reaching his office door, he notice that it was ajar. Upon opening he saw an old friend sitting across from his desk in her favorite chair, looking as if she had aged several years. Thin lipped and bearing a looked that screamed “Tell me what you know!” Professor McGonagall gazed up at the Headmaster of Hogwarts while cocking an eyebrow..

Seeing her face set in that look triggered a memory that had been almost forgotten — a darkened street and a baby sleeping peacefully in his basket. Seeing the wistfulness in his eyes McGonagall finally produced a smile when she stood up and brought out a small pouch from a hidden pocket in her cloak. Opening it up she reached in and produced a yellow ball while asking, “Care for a lemon drop?”

****

‘Where is he?’ thought Ginny as she had once again checked the Room of Requirement. Grumbling softly she said, “Of all the days to be hiding from everyone!”

Huffing in anger, Ginny strode down the corridor thinking about the day that they had seen Harry in the hospital wing.

‘We knew when we saw him sitting on his bed, that he had changed. And for a while it had been us gaping at him, and him staring at the floor.’ Ginny recalled. “I knew he was getting uncomfortable and so speaking in an overly angry voice I said...”

“Harry James Potter, you have a lot of explaining to do.” Ginny shouted while the corners of her mouth smirked.

“Will a ‘sorry’ cover me?” Harry asked timidly.

“Oh...I don’t know, what did you bring me back from your trip?” Ginny poked him in his chest. That was all it took to break the mood in the room, as the twins couldn’t help but snort rather loudly while beaming, and probably thinking about ‘how well they had taught their sister’.
Pausing at the Defense Against the Dark Arts classroom Ginny she remember her mother and father’s reaction to Harry laying before them.

“Harry,” Mrs. Weasley spoke as if the person in front of her might disappear, but when she touched his face she pulled him into a bone breaking hug, “When I thought that we had lost you I...”

Molly couldn’t finish her sentence and Arthur pick up where she left off, “Harry...we know that nothing will replace your mother and father, but we consider you something like a son.” Arthur said as tears began to form. 

“When we thought you to be dead...we felt as if one of our own had been killed.” Molly choked out while holding onto her husband.

Smiling Harry looked up and said softly, “I always thought of you as my adopted parents. And for that, I cannot show enough gratitude. All I can say is that you would’ve had the blessings of my parents.”

As Harry was pulled into another hug she saw Bill and Charlie moving closer. Charlie was the first to speak as he brandished a very well maintained Firebolt and said, “Fixed it up good as new!”

“Wow,” Harry eyed the broom, “Charlie this must have taken days!”

“Yeah, well waiting for you to come around was pretty boring, and I had to busy myself or I’d have gone insane.” Charlie shrugged then said a he patted Harry shoulder, “Good to have you back!”

“Good to be back.” Harry responded.

Bill silently walked over, and mussing Harry’s hair he whispered, “Good to see you Harry.” After he said that Bill walked back to his seat and watched at the twins walked up to a wincing Harry.

“No worries, mate!” said Fred

“We never prank a prone person.” George said thinking along the same lines of his brother.

“However,” Fred grinned wickedly

“However?” Harry questioned.

“All bets are off when you’re better!” George explained patting Harry gently on the arm.

“Gits.” Harry whispered as both George and Fred looked shocked then giggled between themselves.
Back in the Gryffindor common room, Ginny sighed in exasperation as she wondered, “Why did my family ask me to find him?” Climbing the stairs two at a time Ginny came to stand in front of Harry’s dorm. She thought about how Luna and Neville’s words of encouragement made Harry face brighten even more that it had originally been. And when Hagrid had just shaken his hand and hug him, she remembered seeing a look of understanding pass between the two. Hagrid then excused himself from the room as  tears streaming down his smiling face.

However, Ginny recalled when it came time for Remus to see Harry. Because the room became very quiet as everyone watched what was going to happen..

Walking up to Harry, Remus looked very pale and afraid. Finally mustering the courage to speak Remus said, “Is everything fine, Harry?”

No one was ready for what happened next. Harry seeming to break down wrapped his arms around a surprised Remus and said, “They all miss you Moony! And a certain someone sent a message saying that ‘he doesn’t want to see your ugly mug for some time’!”

Remus Lupin seemed to be unable to control his emotions as he broke down in front of everyone and cried into Harry shoulder. Looking the part of a lost child Remus asked, “How are they?”

“Fine, but they worry about you.” Harry said concerned then added, “I worry about you.”
Finding an empty kitchen Ginny kicked a stool in frustration and thought, ‘Oooo! When I get my hands on you Potter!’ However, seeing the empty room reminded her of when everyone left her, Ron and Hermione in the room with Harry.

Sitting next to Harry it was Ron who began the conversation. “I guess this means you finally get to live a normal life.” he said while staring at Hermione for reassurance.

Harry snorted and stood up walking over to the window while waving his hand, “If you can call ‘this’ a normal life.” Staring back at him were hundreds of campfire lights that were currently housing people who had come to talk to or gaze at Harry.

“Yeah, about that.” Ron hung his head in embarrassment and continued, “dad wanted me to inform you that the Ministry has officially decided to give you your own holiday.”

Staring at Ron with an incredulous look across his face Harry sputtered, “Wha...What!?”

Ginny watched has Harry rubbed his hair in frustration and sat back on his bed. Shaking his head Harry then asked in a voice that held much amusement, “Well? Who ‘get’s off’ on my holiday?”

Smiling, Ron seemed much more relaxed as Hermione said, “Their trying to decide that, but they think that students should definitely have the day off.” After that was settle the conversation turned towards plans for after graduation and Hogwarts.

The four talked for several minutes until a ‘put out’ Madam Pomfrey told them that it was time for Harry to get some rest. Saying their good byes Ginny was about to leave when she heard a voice whisper, “Ginny?”

Turning around she saw that Harry was already under his covers, but had sat up and was looking at he with a look that she couldn’t place at that moment. 

“Uh...I just wanted to say...erm...thank you.” he said as the look passed his face again.

“Thank you?” Ginny responded in confusion. “Why?”

“Well, for starters lighting the mood of everyone when they first came in, and second...”

Eyes narrowing, Ginny felt that Harry wanted to tell her something but couldn’t quite figure how to say it, and she asked, “Second?”

“Uh...for being there for me when I needed you.” Harry hastily spit out.

“Oh,” she said, knowing that this wasn’t what he wanted to say. “Well then your very welcome, Harry.” She turned away leaving Harry behind in his room and returned to the common room.
On her way to Hagrid’s hut Ginny happened to look at the lake and remembered the moment she and Harry shared there. Tonight the full moon’s light refracted off the lake’s mirror-like surface and bathed all the surroundings in a pale light that made everything seem like it was from a dream.

Stumbling down the worn path Ginny turned her head again to look at the lake, that’s when a red and gold glint caught her eye. Straining her eyesight Ginny made out what looked like a human shaped figure on the far side of the lake as she said “Got you!” 

Smiling, she sped up her walk towards the lake’s opposite side while she thought, “The moon looks so pretty tonight...”

Chapter Six - A Second Chance
Jogging down the pebble path Ginny stopped when another glimmer of red and gold caught her eye. ‘What is he doing?’ she wondered while making a beeline for spot that Harry stood at. 

Wheezing and huffing, she finally made it to the banks of the lake and beheld an amazing sight.

Standing at the edge of the water stood Harry Potter, and on his shoulder was a beautiful red and gold plumed phoenix. At first glance Ginny thought that they were watching the lake in silence. But when the phoenix stirred on Harry’s shoulder and started to sing, Ginny watched in awe as the event in front of her unfolded. 

Listening to the beautiful song that the phoenix sang Ginny felt that she was on the verge of tears, while the song seemed to warm her from the inside out. 

Just as Ginny had decided that there could be nothing as beautiful than the song that she was privy to at this moment, a harmony began to resound in her ears. This harmony, which spoke of a million feelings and experiences, filled Ginny with such a hope and sense of peace that tears freely fell from her eyes.

What shocked Ginny to the core, and had her standing like a petrified statue, was that this harmony was coming from none other than Harry Potter! Head tilting back and eyes closed Harry’s mouth opened and the sound that ushered forth seemed to no longer be human. 

His song, although lower and much richer that the flute like voice of the phoenix, integrated itself into the phoenix’s song perfectly and created a heavenly duet that effected the surrounding area. 

The wind stopped blowing, and the lake became still. The sounds of nature bowed out before the unnatural beauty of the song. And for a moment time itself seemed to pause to listen.

Unable to help herself Ginny sniffed and let out a half sob. Hearing the noise the phoenix cut short its song and flew off into the forest. Harry stood at the edge of the lake, oblivious to everything around him, watching it go.

Carefully, Ginny walked behind him and smiling she said in the gruffest voice that she could manage, “What are you doing out of bed, Mr. Potter?

With a chuckle Harry turned around and faced Ginny while saying, “Ah, Ms. Weasley! Been looking for me long?”

“You knew?” Ginny asked as her eyes grew dangerously small.

“Sort of.” Harry said dismissing her glare, and sitting down on a rock that was near by.

Sitting next to him and feeling angry that he had been avoiding her she said, “Then why didn’t you...”

However, whatever she was going to say had been washed away when he pressed a finger to her lips and said in a whisper, “Shhh...I’m sorry for leading you on a goose chase, but I couldn’t think of anything else that would have gotten you to follow me here.”

Staring at the lake Ginny remembered its significance and turning her head she asked in confusion, “Why?” But the question was lost on Harry as he was tapping his fingers on his chin in thought.

“What’s missing?” he said, and as if the thought had collided with his brain Harry snapped his fingers. Then extending his hand Harry shouted, “Accio Ginny’s jacket!”

Ginny watched in fascination, as the old jumper came floating from the sky and into Harry’s outstretched hand. Ginny squeaked as Harry began to study the jumper, and running over to him she nabbed the piece of clothing from his hands.

“I’ve seen that from somewhere,” Harry said with a thoughtful look on his face.

Interrupting Harry’s thought process Ginny asked, “Harry? What this all about? Was that wandless magic? How did you do that song with the Phoenix?”

Overwhelmed by the sheer amount and complexity of the questions asked, Harry said, “Whoa! Wait. I’ll explain everything, but first...”

Harry walked over to where Ginny stood and placing his hand under her chin he lifted her face so as to look at her face and then he grasped her hand in his. Leading her over to a formation of rocks Harry sat down, as did Ginny. While perched on the rock they watched the waters of the lake and held hands in silence, until Harry softly spoke while looking at the lake.

 “I don’t know how...,”Harry seemed to think hard at this moment then continued on by saying, “but I can now speak the language of the phoenix’s as if I was born with it. Its like the parseltongue that Voldemort transferred to me.”

Remaining silent Ginny allowed Harry to continue, “The Phoenix that you saw me talking to was called Ashen, and because of his help I’ve been able to better understand the changes that I’m going through.”

Harry turned his gaze at Ginny and watched her nod her head at him.“To answer you question about wandless magic? No, and yes. From what I have found out,” Harry paused, as if what he was going to say next would take much of his strength, “when Fawkes sacrificed himself for me, he and I became one.”

Ginny’s eyes looked at Harry in confused fear, but he pressed on not want to stop until everything was out in the open, “I use to rely on a wand, with a phoenix tail feather in it, to cast spells. But when Fawkes merged with me, Ginny. He became a part of the core of my soul. So, in essence, I am a living wand.”

Ginny’s head swam as the information that was given to her became too much. Standing up quickly she turned away from Harry and walked towards the shore of the lake. “Ginny? Are you alright?” asked Harry as he sprung up from his seat and caught up to her.

“You still haven’t answered the last of my questions, Harry.” Ginny said with a hint of sadness in her voice.

Looking at the ground Harry replied, “As for that...well, there was something I have been wanting to tell you for some time.”

Ginny’s heart skipped a beat. Thinking that she had heard wrong Ginny’s head snapped up and she focused on Harry’s face. His eyes were shining and flickering a brilliant green, as she told herself that the moonlight was playing tricks on her eyes. “And what is this ‘something’ you’ve been wanting to tell me?” Ginny asked as she looked down at her feet.

Slowly, Harry cupped Ginny’s face with his hands. Where his hands touched her skin a sensation of heat was left in his stead. Feeling her head being tilted back again, Ginny closed her eyes as she knew that her face must have been doing its best to imitate a tomato. 

A soft thumb traced her lips as she heard Harry’s voice and felt his breath on her ear, “I love you, Ginny Weasley.” The next sensation that Ginny felt were warm lips being pressed against hers trying to seek acceptance, and finding it in abundance. Ginny felt like their passion would have rivaled the sun’s fire at that moment.

Pulling apart, Harry saw Ginny smiling at him and said, “It’s about time, Potter!”

With a look of astonishment that quickly transformed into amusement he chuckled and said, “Sorry, about that. You know, late bloomer and all that rubbish.”

Ginny beamed up at him and placed another kiss on his lips as she started to walk away while playing with the converted jumper. 

Then almost out of the blue, it stuck Harry. Watching Ginny play with the zipper on the jacket, he told Ginny, “You know? I use to have a jumper just like that up until my third year.”

“Really?” came Ginny’s surprised reply while she walked slowly toward the pebble path that lead to the castle with Harry in tow.

“Yeah,” came Harry’s wistful sigh as he went on ranting about his jumper, “It was my favorite jumper too! It was so warm and I had stretched it just right, plus I had added a special tag to the bottom that couldn’t be remove just encase it ever got lost...”

“That’s nice.” came Ginny response as she had changed her walk into a brisk trot.

“Hey! Wait a tick!” the pieces seemed to fall into place and Harry looked up to see Ginny taking off like a snitch in a professional Quidditch match.

Running for all that she was worth Ginny found it very hard not to laugh when she heard a roar from behind her, “GINNY WEASLEY, YOU THIEF! GET BACK HERE!”

Looking back, Ginny saw Harry catching up to her as she ran pass Hogwarts front gate and made for the village of Hogsmead. Smiling, Ginny looked back to see Harry, who at the moment had a maniacal gleam in his eyes, as he closed the gap between them, ‘Well,’ Ginny thought with a suppressed giggle, ‘at least I got him to follow me.’

****

The party in honor of Harry had been going strong for several hours now and everyone had yet to see the guest of honor appear. However, upon the third hour of the festivities a young red headed woman wearing a tattered jumper that had been converted into a jacket came running through yelling at the top of her lungs, “He’s right behind me!”

Following Ginny through the bushes Harry stumbled upon the very party that he was trying to avoid. “A sodding trap!” Harry said softly to himself, and seeing everyone’s head turn towards him he squeaked, “Bloody hell!”

Giving up a cheer as they all descended upon Harry like he was a prime cut of beef they carted him to the seat of honor. 

Ginny noticed that when Harry passed by he held his hand up with two fingers extended that seemed to conveyed the meaning that , ‘this is two things you’re going to be paying for, Weasley!’

With the guest of honor finally present the party came back to life as the dancing, eating, talking and merriment carried on well into the night.

When the party had started to wind down Harry felt a tap on his shoulder. Not even rasing his head from the table or getting up, Harry said, “How is retirement treating you Moody?”

A gruff laugh met Harry’s ears, when he stood up and spun around facing ol’ Mad Eye. “How did you know it was me?” Moody asked with a suspicious look on his face.

Grinning deviously, Harry responded, “There’s only one man, who I know, that constantly thinks, ‘Constant Vigilance’!”

“Yeah?” Moody said in a gruff tone while his eyes registered a bit of shock. “Well, you do well as an auror, if you’d keep that in mind.” Moody said while limping over to Harry and handing him a letter that bore a seal of the Ministry of Magic on it.

Harry saw the faint smile on Moody’s lips when he turned away saying, “When you ready to join just follow the instructions.” 

“Oh, and if it’s any consolation,” Moody said as an after thought looking over his shoulder, ”I don’t think that any Auror would even come close to you.” Limping down the steps Moody apparated leaving a stunned Harry in his wake.

Staring at the letter for several minutes Harry felt a hand on his shoulder and a kiss on his cheek. “Sucking up to me now will not change the inevitable.” he turned his head to see Ginny making an innocent face that would have fooled anyone, but Harry wasn’t having it.

Pulling her down on his lap she giggle as he said, “Hmmm, may be the Chinese tickle torture?”

“No!” Ginny wiggled as Harry tickled her stomach. 

“What about the Scandinavian snogging torture?” Ginny asked with her eyebrows raised.

“Never heard of it,” Harry looked thoughtful, then smiling he said in a calm tone, “I may have to practice it day and night to master it, though.” Ginny laughed as they fooled around for a couple of minutes.

Feeling tired, Harry kissed Ginny chastely on the cheek while grabbed her hand and motioned towards the castle. Understand him Ginny stood up and they began their walk back to Hogwarts with light hearts and a different outlook on life.

While walking in silence, Harry had time to sort through his life and the events that have happened to him in these past weeks. Staring into the night sky he thought, ‘Mum? Dad? If you’re watching, please give me a sign that I’m doing the right thing.’As if Harry’s plea had been heard he felt a warmth that spread around his chest. Looking down, Harry saw Ginny hugging him tightly around his chest.

Tearing his gaze away from the beauty that loved him, Harry glanced back up at the starry sky and thought, ‘Thank you.’

****

When Hogwarts came into view Harry saw that there was a small crowd of people that seemed to be waiting for him and Ginny.  Harry smiled when he saw the Weasley’s, Remus, Hagrid, Hermione, Dumbledore, McGonagall, along with several other friends and acquaints waiting for him and Ginny to arrive.

Harry had always felt that he would never have a family, and because of his focus on the war and the pressure of the prophecy he had become blind. Standing there looking at all the people waiting for him, Harry realized that the family that he had been searching for had been around him all this time. It was their strength that had supported him through the rocky times and their unwavering love that had given him the strength to do what needed to be done.

Walking towards them Harry began to feel their love and acceptance blanketing him and keeping him warm. Ron, however, had a stupid grin plastered on his face as he stared between Ginny and Harry saying, “I always wanted another brother!”

“Ron!” scolded Hermione

However, Harry put an arm around his friend and said in a serious manner, “To tell you the truth, Ron. I’ve thought of you as my brother pretty much from the beginning!”

“Aw, go on then! Your making me blush!” Ron snickered as they shared a knowing smile.

“Men!” growled Hermione while grabbing Ron’s hand and pulling him back into the castle.

Soon everyone had left after bidding Harry a goodnight, and even Ginny had left saying something about tests and homework.

Standing alone in the dark Harry smiled and thought while sighing, ‘And so end this crazy life of mine.’

However, a familiar voice echoed in his mind and brought the hairs on the back of his neck to stand on end. ‘End? No, that is too far down the road for you to see.’ Harry looked around thinking to see George and Fred, but when he saw no one he became thoughtful and said to himself, ‘Dad?’

‘No.’ answered the voice.

Harry thought had about the voice and then his eyes widened at the thought that had just came to him. Softly, as if trying not to break the connection that the voice had with him he said, “Fawkes?”

At first, the voice didn’t answer, but before Harry could resigned himself to getting some sleep because he was hearing voices, the voice spoke again, ‘This is not the beginning of an end. It’s an end of a beginning.’

Silence reigned when Harry felt the connection to the voice break. Having time to think about what was said he looked up into the sky blinking once then walking towards the castle with purpose he thought, ‘What’s coming will come, and when it does...it will have to deal with “me” !’

~ Fin ~

