The pale yellow eggs and cooked bangers did nothing for his appetite, as the commotion of the Great Hall swallowed him in a sea of noise and action. Half awake, Harry looked to the left him and saw that Seamus and Neville weren’t faring any better from last nights work. Neville seemed to have passed out from lack of sleep, as he rested his head dangerously close to the porridge serving bowl.

A slapping noise jolted Harry out of his daydream-like state and had Neville nervously babbling “I’m up, I’m up!” The source of the slapping noise was generally located across from Harry and as his eyes focused he saw a tired, but happy, Ron sitting down at the table with his hand pressed down flat against the surface.

“I could eat a whole Ukrainian Ironbelly right now!” he exclaimed while shoveling mounds of food on his plate. How Ron could be thinking of food at this moment had Harry perplexed and a bit queasy.

“Ron?” Harry asked softly, as his eyelids began to feel weighted, “What is it that you’re so happy about, I mean you were there with us right?”

“Mmph.” was all Ron could say through a mouthful of eggs. However, Harry’s question had woken Neville and Seamus up, and the two scooted down to the friends in a inconspicuous manner.

“This whole thing about Dumbledore using the Room of Requirements for a Hogsmeade trip was a good idea,” stated Neville, before a frown appeared on his face, “but I never knew we were going to be picked as the ones who had to make it happen!”

“Tell me about it,” Seamus agreed while holding his head in his hands, “that Granger is a slave driver!” Harry had to smirk, as he remembered their all-night session to finish their part of Hogsmeade in the Room of Requirements.

“Well,” said an angry female voice, which made Seamus groan and cover his head, “then don’t expect any help from me with your homework, since I’m such a slave driver.”

Hermione sat down looking as bad, if not worse, than some of them. However, her calm demeanor and focus never wavered as she grabbed a healthy portion of food and began to eat. The five became quiet, as the hustle and bustle of the Great Hall increased to staggering heights when more and more students poured into the hall.

Unable to stay quiet, Seamus turned to Neville and asked, “Hey, Neville? Who are you taking to the Hogsmeade Valentine Party.”

“Don’t know,” replied Neville with a bit of embarrassment, “don’t think anyone would want a Knut when they can have a Sickle.”

Rolling her eyes, Hermione looked at Neville and began to encourage him saying that he shouldn’t feel that way about himself. ‘Easy for her to sa ,’ Harry thought as his stomach began to feel like a bit of food would do it good. 

Reaching across to butter some toast Harry noted that Seamus head shot up from where it was and he said in an excited tone, “Hey! Isn’t today Valentines Day?”

“Yeah. So what?” said Ron looking at Seamus as if he were deranged.

“Cards, mate! Cards! That’s what.” Seamus said perking up. “They usually come before the post gets here.”

Harry groaned, as the image of several singing cards had suddenly popped into his head. Before he had a chance to get up and leave the hall a bundle of cards appeared before him. Looking around everyone else was having their cards delivered to them in the same manner. However, some of the more unlucky boys and girls were at the moment being showered in rose petals or minuscule glittery hearts.

Letting out a sigh of relief that he wasn’t having that sort of display, Harry began to calm down. A flash back to second year when a singing card and a disgruntled dwarf made him the laughing stock of the school for several weeks had always stayed with. And he generally tried to avoid any valentine card, while preferring the person-to-person greeting of “Happy Valentine’s Day”.

The distinctive sounds of cards being open, sung love letters, mushy poetry and above everything else “giggling” rippled its way to every corner of the Great Hall. Harry, staring at his cards nervously, continued on with his breakfast.

Stealing a look around him, Harry notice that Neville was opening quite a few more letters than him and with each card his face became redder and redder. ‘ Guess someone’s interested in Neville. Good for you, mate !’ Harry said to himself.

Seamus, however, was currently being showered in frilly white hearts and the stack of letter he had received was quite impressive. “Bunch of friends,” Seamus blurted out and waved his hand over the pile, when he saw Harry grinning at him, “honestly!”

“Sure,” Harry said through his grin, then turned his attention to Ron and Hermione.

Being captain of the Quidditch team, Ron had discovered a year ago that girls tended to throw themselves at him only because of his status. Noticing the grimace, that seemed to be plastered on his face as he read through each of his letters, Harry deduced that they must have been from his adoring fans.

Ron’s face hadn’t change and if anything it got worst while reading the letters, that is until he reached the last letter in the pile. Opening it Ron shifted uncomfortably in his seat and looked around to see if anyone was watching. Shifting his eyes back to his plate for a heartbeat, Harry waited and then looked back. Ron had turned to Hermione and they were both talking in hushed voices. Hermione’s face was beat red and she looked embarrassed, but it was Ron’s animated movements and surprised face that caught Harry’s attention, along with Seamus and Neville’s.

“‘bout time!” Seamus commented when he saw them talking.

Neville snickered, when Ron moved his arms in an animated fashion, and said, “I completely agree. Those two must have broken a record or something.”

Harry on the other hand was seeing something completely different. Ron’s movements and the look on his face didn’t fit his idea of ‘happy’, in fact it was just the opposite. Sure enough, Hermione’s blush soon drained away and her face hardened as she poked her index finger into his chest and said something before storming over to the three boys and sitting down in a huff.

Ron followed and sat next to her but said nothing while he sported a look of confusion and anger. Pushing his plate away from him, Ron began to start a conversation with Seamus and Neville about last weeks Quidditch match.

Staring back at his half eaten piece of toast, Harry found that he had lost his appetite too. Suddenly, the sounds of hoots and flapping wings joined the general noise in the hall, Harry looked up to see Hedwig float gracefully down to him. She carried, in her talons, a bundle of newspapers and a small note from Lupin asking ‘how thing were going’ and to ‘send a reply’. Giving Hedwig a loving stroke on the head and a piece of bacon before she left, Harry undid the newspapers and began to read.

“I hope the first years don’t go mad and run about the village,” remarked Seamus while he undid another card and read it contents.

“Oh, like you were any different,” Ron shot back with a smirk. However, Harry didn’t see it, as his attention and focus was on the headlines of the Daily Prophet that he held in his hands.

‘ Family of Four Murdered in Cold-Blood ,’ Harry read to himself. As his eyes skimmed the article Harry felt the surrounding laughter and gaiety of the students almost unbearable and mocking, in a way. He read that a ministry official and his family had died in a Deatheater attack in a town that wasn’t that far from Hogwarts. ‘ They’re getting closer ,’ thought Harry while he stared at the moving picture of the official and his family.

“Harry?” asked a timid voice from his left. Harry turned to see Neville look at Harry in confusion. “Aren’t you going to open any of your letters?”

Barely able to control himself, what with all the anxiety that was building up in him, Harry said, “Uh, I’m not...well I just don’t...”

“I hope you’re not thinking to say that there’s no one for you.” chimed in Hermione with a smile, then she turned her gaze toward Neville and said in a steady but supportive manner, “It’s statistically impossible not to find someone who share at least something in common with you.”

Snatching the cards away from Harry, he watched Ron undo the string while he bellowed, “Hey mate, you won’t mind if I see who these are from, right?” Not making a move to stop Ron, Harry just looked down at the second newspaper headline and slumped his shoulders.

‘ 26 Innocent Muggles Killed for Deatheater Sport ,’ Harry read, while he felt a large knot of guilt begin to form in his stomach. It felt as if each head line were questioning him as to ‘why he hasn’t defeated Voldemort yet?’. Looking up to see what Ron was doing with his cards, Harry witnessed Hermione holding the cards and yelling at Ron.

“You are the most insensitive dunderhead I have ever had the misfortune to ever cross Ronald Weasley!” Hermione said through clenched teeth.

Ron was rolling his eyes and said, “It was all in fun Hermione. I wouldn’t take the mickey out of Harry like that!” That was all it took before they were back to having a row and Harry’s cards landed in front of him with a resounding thud.

Looking down at the frilly pink cards Harry decided to put away his curiosity for a day and move on to more important issues. It was at that moment that the hairs on the back of Harry’s neck stood straight up. He felt as if someone was keeping an eye on him, and from the corner of his eye he saw a red glint. Quickly swiveling his head Harry saw, several seats down, that Ginny had tossed her head back in laughter while Dean and two other sixth year Gryffindor’s looked at her as if she were crazy.

‘ Where did that red glint come from ?’ Harry wondered and was given the answer as Ginny toyed with a beautiful red quartz pendent that had been shaped like a heart. Not knowing why he was watching the four at the end of the table, Harry quickly turned away when Ginny turned her head his way.

Feeling his heart beating faster he hoped that she didn’t catch him ‘snooping’ on her and her friends. Again, he found himself staring at the headlines of the third and last newspaper, and it was no better that the other two that came before it. 

Staring at his hands, Harry pondered, ‘ Am I ever going to be strong enough to defeat a man who beat death ?’ scanning the people around him, Harry saw that everyone was either laughing or having a conversation with others. ‘ Am I going to be able to do this one day? I feel so out-of-place.’ he thought with a tinge of sadness.

Across from him Ron and Hermione were fighting, but they still were interacting with others. Seamus had finally moved down the table and sat next to Dean, showering him with frilly white paper hearts as well, while Ginny and several other students laughed. Neville had since moved to the Hufflepuff table and was currently sitting next to Susan Bones and her friends.

‘ Do they even know what is lurking out there ?’ Harry wondered while gazing at the enchanted ceiling of the daytime sky. ‘ The Deatheaters will come and kill the laughter and happiness of Hogwarts, and then he’ll kill me...’
“Harry? Hello, Earth to Harry?” interrupted Ron, as he saw that his friend was beginning to look a bit too serious. “Hey, we should get ready for Defense Against The Dark Arts, don’t you think?”

“Yeah,” Harry said emotionlessly, “yeah, you’re right.”

Picking up his odds and ends, Harry noticed that Ginny and Dean were holding hands as they walked out of the hall. ‘ Will I ever have that ?’ he pondered walking with his friend out of the Great Hall.

*~*~*

Sitting at the staff table Dumbledore sighed heavily as he watched Harry trudge out of the Great Hall with his head hung low and his hand tightly clutching several newspapers. Running his hand through his silvery beard then pushing his plate of barely touched food away Dumbledore sighed again.

“Kunt for you thoughts?” asked the diminutive Professor Flitwick with a warm smile.

“Ah, Finnius...if I could only take his place.” Dumbledore wished out loud which made several staff members look at him.

“But you can’t,” said Professor Flitwick in a final sort of way, “so I guess all you can do is be there for him when times are rough.”

Dumbledore smiled while Professor Flitwick levitated himself to the ground and straighten his robes. As he began his journey into the teachers lounge he spun and said with a wink, “Oh, and as if you didn’t already know this...that ‘rough time’ I was talking about? It’s right now.”

Magically opening the side door that led to the teachers lounge, Flitwick disappeared while leaving in his stead a grinning Dumbledore.

*~*~*

Harry sat on the edge of his trunk in deep concentration, as he surveyed the predicament that he was in. Sitting across from him sat Dean smiling smugly while biting into a cauldron cake. “It’s your move Harry.” Dean said, as Harry scanned the board for a way out.

“I know, I know,” Harry said quickly while trying not to lose his concentration. ‘ Ahh! Gotcha ,’ he said to himself, as he move one of his pawns forward causing Dean to groan. Dean was now the person who was ‘under the bullet’, as he now had to make a choice of whether he wanted to lose his last knight or his last rook.

“So Harry?” asked Dean trying to stall for time while handing Harry a pumpkin pasty, “Who are you going with to the Valentine Party?”
Feeling at ease with his dorm mate Harry responded honestly, “No one, I guess.”

“No one!” Dean said incredulously, while moving his knight away from Harry’s pawns reach. “Harry, you spend entirely too much time by yourself, mate.”

Gazing down at the chess board in thought Harry replied, “There’s no one I fancy, besides It’s too late to go looking right now.” Smiling and flexing his fingers, he picked up his pawn and took Dean’s rook.

“Hmmm.” Dean said scratching his head and looking at the board, “So are you gonna tag along with Ron and Hermione then?”

Biting into the cauldron cake Harry looked at the floor when Dean asked the question, “They’re good friends to ask me to join them, but I know that they should have some alone time.”

“Tell me about it. Did you see that whole incident at lunch?” Dean stated while knocking Harry’s pawn down with his. “I’m wondering when they’ll get it together?”

Concentrating on the board, Harry replied wisely, “If Ron would just open his eye’s and stop being such a prat about telling her the truth, they would’ve been together already.”

“Hmmm. I wonder,” Dean said softly while spacing out for a moment.

Harry grabbed his knight with a feral smile and move it closer to Dean’s king, “Check.”

“So it is,” Dean said softly while looking at his possible moves. Finished thinking, Dean moved his king out of the knights reach.

Calculating his next move Harry tried to ignore Deans’ questions and comments about valentine cards. “Harry?” 

“Hmm? What?” mumble Harry, breaking his concentration for a second.

“I was asking you where are your valentine cards?” said Dean with curiosity. Harry mumbled something unintelligible, and Dean asked, “Pardon? I didn’t catch that last part.”

“I threw them away.” Harry stated, then move his knight again, “Check.”

Baffle as to why he would do that, Dean slowly set his gaze on the board. Moving a pawn up to challenge the knight, Dean asked, “Why?”

“Because,” Harry sighed heavily while staring at the floor, “anyone who gets involved with me will end up either captured by the Deatheaters, to get to me, or dead. And personally, I’m tired of seeing everyone I love dead.”

For Dean, the reply was like a sledgehammer to the stomach. Here Harry was, alone, but not really wanting to be. However, he did what he had to for the sake of others. “I’m sorry, mate,” Dean said while rubbing the back of his neck, “I’m sorry for pushing you to get someone. I just thought...”

“A lot of people think the same thing, Dean. Don’t worry about it.” Harry said, then his eyes brightened and he moved his bishop and said, “Checkmate.”

“What!” Dean said in surprise, “No way! I had you.”

“Distraction is a great tool to use in battle,” Harry quoted Ron, “I really still have my letters it’s just that they’re unopened, and are going to stay that way.”

“Potter, you sodding git! You owe me for that trick!” Dean laughed, and Harry followed.

However, Harry’s laughter stopped abruptly as he thought of something, “Hey, Dean?”

“Yeah?”

“That was a nice pendent that you gave Ginny. Where did you find it?” Harry asked while the image of the brilliant red pendent and it’s wearer stayed in his mind.

“Well see...I bought the quartz separately and then took it to this jeweler near my house. I had them cut it into a heart shape and bind it with a bronze band around the outside. Why?” Dean asked as he sat up to look at Harry.

“Was it expensive?” asked Harry ignoring Dean’s question.

“No, not really. Harry why are you asking me this?” Dean asked with a hint of confusion.

“I was wondering what present I could get for certain friends of mine with out them thinking I spent too much on them.” Harry said nonchalantly, then added, “But you did good with that heart pendant.”

“Yeah? Well, not as good as you might think.” Dean replied.

“Don’t tell me you said something wrong?” said Harry with a hint of concern.

“Nah, nothing that bad.” Dean said waving off the question. “I just didn’t know her well enough.”

Harry waited in silence for Dean to finish what he was going to say, and before long Dean sighed and said ‘mater-of-factly’, “She not too fond of the color red.”

Confused, Harry turned his head and asked, “Then what color does she like?”

Seconds passed, and yet the world around the two seemed to slowdown to a crawl while Dean took his time to respond to Harry inquiry. Feeling like he wasn’t going to get an answer Harry began to close the hangings on his bed, and that’s when Dean finally spoke up in a thought-filled voice, “She says she like green.”

*~*~*

Normally, Harry was use to waking up to the sound of his four other dorm mates moving about in the morning. However, when the sound that greeted Harry was mixed in with four other groggy groans of annoyance, Harry knew that this was anything ‘but’ a normal day.

“Where the bloody hell is that awful singing coming from!” shouted Seamus as his head poked out of his bed hangings.

“Someone should just stun who ever that is and get it over with,” Dean said grumpily, as he too got up from his bed in search of the noise. Harry pulled back his hangings to see a half awake Ron squinting his eyes and mumbling something about ‘a good dream’.

“Ouch!” cried out Dean as he tripped over something. “Blast it, Weasley! How many times do I have to trip over these canoes you call shoes, before you understand that this is my side!”

Harry chuckled softly to himself, as he saw Ron smirk when he said, “Sorry.” Ron had been placing his shoes there, ever since Dean had begun to go out with Ginny, just to get a rise out of him.

“I think my ears are bleeding!” called Neville as he to rose to the awful sound of someone’s off tune singing.

“Potter!” called Seamus.

“What?” asked Harry.

“It’s coming from you trunk, mate!”

“What?!” Harry snapped to reality, as the sleepily haze disappeared completely. Putting on his slippers he moved over to his trunk and sure enough the sound of the horrible screeching only intensified. “Seamus? You don’t think someone found a way to copy a banshees voice do you?”

“Wouldn’t know that one, mate. Just open it and see what’s inside.” said Seamus as he stepped back covering his ears. The other boys followed his lead except Ron, who helped Harry open his trunk.

The sound was deafening and the singing just got worst, but Harry finally found the culprit. Out of the stack of cards that had been delivered to him several enchanted ones had opened themselves and were vying for who could sing their song the loudest.

“Will you please stop those things from singing! Their almost as bad as those mandrakes!” shouted Dean, while Ron still half awake and off balance, fell on his back side.

Almost sensing Harry’s intention, when he acquired his wand from the night stand, the cards began to scatter and flee for their lives. However, Harry didn’t fight deatheaters and take extra DADA classes to be a poor shot, one-by-one each of the magical cards fell to Harry’s Dispelling Charm.

And as the final card seemed to huddle in the corner of the room and begged for it’s life Harry stood over it and said, “ Finite Incantatum !” Turning around Harry saw the others applauding him only to turned and walk to the shower in an attempt to ‘wake up’.

After showering and waking up, Harry slipped on a t-shit and jeans and began his trip to the common room where Ron and Hermione were waiting for him. ‘ I’ll just tell them to go on ahead of me,’ thought Harry. 

When he reached the common room, the excitement of the first years seemed to be infecting the other years, as several groups of different years were bustling about and causing even more ruckus than there should have been. Standing at the bottom of the stairs was Hermione and when she saw Harry she waved and said, “Morning, Harry! Are you ready for a good time at Hogsmeade?”

Giving her a half hearted smile, Harry said in louder than normal tones, “Look, I won’t mind it if you and Ron go off by yourselves. I don’t want to be any trouble.”

“Nonsense, Harry.” Hermione said waving a hand and dismissing his comment, “You’re our friend. Oh, by the way? Do you mind if Dean and Ginny join us?”

‘I do mind.’ Harry thought, but instead he said in a small voice, “No, I don’t mind.”

Soon Ron join the two of them, as he move his head around looking for something. Finally, with a look of confusion, he asked, “Where’s Ginny and Dean? I thought they said they were going to meet us down here?”

“Ginny told me that they were going to be a bit late.” said Hermione in a cool tone.

“Waitaminute! They why did you let me go with out telling me that?” Ron said hotly.

“Oops,” Hermione said with steely eyes as she strode up to him, “We must have gotten our  communication all mixed up, right?”

As some of the red drained from Ron’s face, Harry felt that something was going on that he really didn’t want to know about. Feeling like he just wanted to leave Harry said, “I’ll meet you over there, okay?”

Ron nodded his head but it was Hermione, who after pinching him hard on the arm, nodded in Harry’s direction and coughed. “Oh!” Ron said as Harry reached the corridor for the Common room portal, “Uh, Harry? I bet they’ll be down any moment, so...uh, just sit a spell and we’ll all go together. Okay?”

Having enough of this little game that Ron and Hermione were playing, Harry said rather forcefully, “Look, I’ll either be at Honeydukes or Zonko’s, okay? Just meet me there.” 

As he began to walk into the corridor, another voice called from the common room, “Wait! We’re coming! It just took a little bit longer for me to get my hair done!” Ginny said as she straightened her coat and pulled her hair into a ponytail. “You weren’t thinking of ditching us, were you Harry?”

‘Something like that, yes.’ thought Harry as he felt a pair of hands push him towards the common room portal.

On their way to the Room of Requirements, Harry’s feeling of ‘not belonging’ only intensified as the two couples began to talk amongst themselves. Trying to lag behind and then — in the nicest way possible of course — ditch them, Harry found that Ginny was keeping a close eye on him. Every time he began to lag behind she stopped the group and waited for him. She went even as far as to grab him by the arm and make him keep up with them.

Finally, they reached the door and watched as several first year raced to get inside. “Okay, let’s go!” said Hermione as she led the way. Harry thought it weird that the door opened to an alley in Hogsmeade.

Pulling his coat closed and putting on both his hat and gloves when he felt a very stiff breeze that had a hint of winter riding it, Harry walked out into the main street. Already Hermione was planning their day as she went over it with the others.

Looking down the street Harry thought, ‘ I wonder if this street could be defendable if the Deatheaters attacked ?’ Taking in the sights Harry began to ponder what were the weaknesses and strengths of this little village. Deep in thought he never heard the voice calling his name, until he felt the hand on his shoulder.

“Knut for you thoughts?” asked Ginny as she looked worried.

Feeling awkward and a bit ‘put out’ Harry quickly walked toward the group while he said, “You’d be wasting you money.” Looking hurt and huffing in anger Ginny turned away and moved toward Dean, without saying anything more. ‘ I’m sorry, Ginny.’ Harry thought as he watched her become cold towards him, ‘ Forgive me .’

“I think we should stop by Tomina’s Bakery, don’t you?” said Ginny offered her opinion, “I mean it right around the next corner, right?”

“Yeah,” agreed Ron as his stomach rumbled at the thought of pastries and fresh baked bread. Walking down the street, Harry noticed that Ginny had stopped prodding him to stay with the group. However, Hermione picked up where Ginny left off and grabbed Harry by the hand before he had a chance to slip away from the group.

Turning the corner, the sent of baking bread and fruit filled pastries filled the air. In between two smaller shops was Tomina’s Bakery. Its red brick exterior, large chimney with extending pipes, and large glass front made it almost instantly recognizable from any other same-old store. Especially since you could see Tomina Guarro hard at work, with her three daughters, making bread.

The group walked into the warm inviting bakery and began to peruse the goods that were on display. Almost instantly, however, a voice called out in a heavy Spanish accent, “Ah, Arry Pater! I was wandering when joo come to see us again.” The small woman known as Tomina said with a smile. “So what ees eat that joo are looking for, eh? Pan? Pasteles? Or maybe I could interest joo in one of mi hijas, eh?” Tomina laughed while cracking a smile.

Each of the girls who were working behind the counter blushed deeply while the eldest yelled, “Mamá!”

Harry blushed when Hermione looked at him in surprise, and he quickly said, “Bread...uh, I mean...Pan, Senora Guarro. Por favor...uh...please.” Ron stared at Harry for quite a while as the woman behind the counter gave Harry a brilliant smiled and praised him in his learning of her language.

Sitting down in a booth Harry waited for the inevitable, and it came quicker that he thought it would. “Did she just offer you one of her daughters?” Hermione asked in a whisper while Ginny gasped in shock.

“She always does,” Harry said calmly, “it’s just her way of greeting me...I think.”

“Hold on.” Ron interrupted in an angry voice, “I’ve been with you on every Hogsmeade trip and we’ve never set foot in this place. So what I want to know is how...” Ron’s face became sullen as he looked at Harry and realized what was going on, “...you used the secret passage didn’t you!”

Furrowing his brows, Dean asked Ron, “What secret passage?”

Looking around, Harry quietly told Dean and Ginny about the passage that led from Hogwarts to Honeydukes, “Sometimes I just need time to think, so I come here. And Senora Guarro usually doesn’t ask any questions.”

“You ponce! You’ve been going to Hogsmeade all this time and haven’t once asked me to come along?! Some best friend you are.” Ron said, while angrily look at the table setting.

‘I could have asked you, but you and Hermione have become so close I didn’t want to bother you.’ Harry said to himself while replying out loud, “Sorry.”

Almost sensing Harry feelings, Ginny spoke up and said, “Ron you git! As of late you’ve been very busy with ah...let’s just say extracurricular activities. And even if he did asked you, you wouldn’t have probably gone, right?”

Ron blushed and so did Hermione, at Ginny’s shrewd evaluation of the situation. Rubbing the back of his head, Ron apologized to Harry and said, “I’m sorry, mate. I never thought about it in that way.”

“It’s okay,” Harry grinned back at Ron, “thinking was never your strong suit.”

“Keep it up Potter! We’ll see how good you are at thinking your way out of a game of wizard chess.” Ron said shaking a fist at him playfully.

They were all laughing when a pretty girl with long wavy brown hair came up to their booth with a basket of fresh baked bread and pastries in her arms. Her skin was porcelain white and her eyes were a blue-green color. Placing the basket on the table she said in a timid voice, “Hi, Harry.”

“Ola, Cassandra.” Harry responded, as the little girl became flushed in a shade of red and pulled out a bill.

“Some of the pastries are ‘on the house’,” explained Cassandra as she saw Harry confused face. “No paying for it, Harry! Mamás orders!” she said sternly, as Harry was about to say something. Looking defeated and slumping his shoulders, Harry nodded his head which made the little girl smile very brightly as she walked away with the exact change.

“What was all that about?” asked Hermione in confusion.

“I usually pay for everything I eat,” Harry explained, “but Senora Guarro usually tries to give me complementary items. But I always win when I tell her that I want to pay for it. To this day she hasn’t giving me one free thing, and the haggling matches that we’ve had are good practice for me.”

They all stood up and began to leave as they saw Senora Guarro giving Harry a disbelieving stare before she said, shaking her head, “Ay-ay-ay, joo become soft when joo see a pretty face.”

Harry flushed red and saw that little Cassandra was also red with embarrassment. “Now I know! So joo be ready when joo come next time, entender?” said the small woman with a glowing smile, “Hasta luego, Arry!”

“Bye, Senora Guarro!” Harry said as he left the quaint little shop.

“What’s next?” asked Ron when they were all out in the street again, then blurted out, “Wait a tick! Zonko’s is up this street!” Standing in the middle of the street he pointed to the right, “We should go!”

“Okay, but since you’ve gotten to pick a store. I should get a chance to pick the next store, okay?” Hermione said with raised eyebrows and a gleam in her eyes, which Harry noticed was her “better-watch-what-you-say-cause-it-may-come-back-to-haunt-you” stare.

“Sure what ever you say, Hermione.” Ron said, not really paying attention to the look Hermione gave Ginny and vice versa. Even Dean was oblivious to the danger that they were in, now that the two women were planning something between them.

Walking behind the two couples Harry found himself again looking at the surrounding area and thinking of strategies. ‘ This is a bad place to defend from but ,’ he couldn’t help but think while looking at the roof tops of all the buildings around, ‘ it’s a perfect place for an ambush. Only two direction to go, and high reinforced walls...whoever gets caught in this trap would suffer greatly.’

Slowing down Harry noticed a newspaper stand and walked over. Grabbing a paper he read the headline, as the man on the stool looked at him. On the front page in black and while shone the Dark Mark twinkling in all its glory, ‘ Two Aurors Killed in Action, Five Critically Wounded ’.

“Dark days ahead, son.” said the elderly man as he puffed on an old wooden pipe, “You be carefully, ye hear.”

“Yeah,” said Harry almost in a trance.

“Harry, you prat!” called a young female voice from behind him. Turning around Harry saw a very angry Ginny Weasley striding up to him wand drawn. “I won’t have you ditching us, do you hear me.”

“Sure,” said Harry still wondering about the newspaper he held in his hands. He lifted it up and looked at the article, but Ginny snatched the paper away and glared at him as they stopped in the middle of the road.

“Look,” she managed to say in a serious tone, “I’m tired of you reading all these newspapers, Harry!”

“But this is the first one today!”

“I have eyes, Potter! I see you read the Daily Prophet everyday!” Ginny said in a half-shout, “There is nothing in those papers but bad news, Harry.”

Looking away from her as he felt an unfamiliar flush, Harry said, “I need to know what going to happen Ginny. You know what the prophecy says!”
“Bugger the sodding prophecy!” Ginny snapped, “It doesn’t say that you can’t have fun before that time!” While Harry stood looking at the ground, he noticed that the snow underfoot had become packed and almost gleamed like ice. Closing his eyes and taking a deep breath he pushed back all of the emotions that were clamoring to escape from him.

Smiling a weary smile, Harry asked the huffing red head across from him, “You still mad at me?”

“Yes,” she said hotly, “I happen to think very highly of you Harry Potter, and so does my family. So for you to say that your thoughts aren’t worth anything is to say that I...we are wasting out time, and I just can’t believe that!”

“I’m sorry...I just...” Harry tried to apologize, but was interrupted.

“Never mind that, just come along with us. Okay?”

“Sure,” Harry nodded while still fighting something he didn’t recognize.

When the two of them began to walk again, Ginny stopped at a dark ally and said, “Okay you three. You can all come out from hiding now.” Out of the alley strode Hermione, Ron and Dean looking a bit ashamed but smiling none the less.

“Come on, Harry,” said Ron, “I hear that some of the Slytherins are working at Zonko’s for their detentions!”

When they reached the shop, they all noticed that there were all sorts of pink, white, and red floating lanterns shaped like hearts and cupids floating about the entrance of the joke shop. Walking in they found that the store was literally packed with students and most of the stock was already bought up. Zonko’s store manager, a middle-aged man with a receding hairline and a round jolly face, was currently running to and fro trying to replenish the stock with several sixth year slytherins in red store uniforms following him. However, as each item got stocked it was just as quickly sold out.

“Woah,” Ron said looking around, “wonder what their selling that so popular?”

“That would be our products, little brother.” said a tandem of voices from behind them.

As the group turned their heads they saw both Fred and George sitting at a side table in the corner of the shop. Pushing their way through the crowd everyone finally made it to the table and were each greeted in stereo.

“So what this about a new product?” asked Harry with a cautious look over taking his face..

“It’s brilliant,” said Fred as the gleam in his eyes kicked into high gear.

“For every holiday we’ve taken several old jokes and reinvented them.” George explained

“Valentine’s for example,”

“We’ve made dungbombs that smell nice instead of horrible.”

“They’re called smell-o-grams!” smirked Fred

Pulling several from his pocket and setting them down George said, “The different odors are,”

“Roses,”

“Chocolate,”

“and,” they said in unison, “Super Dungbomb!”

“For those special valentine’s you’d like to thank for making your life a living hell!” Fred grinned deviously.

“I believe Snape ordered two of those?” George pondered out loud.

Shaking his head Fred said, “No, no, no, those were on the house, George. Don’t you remember?”

“Oh, yeah.” said George with a smile that went from ear to ear. Harry and the others couldn’t help but laugh at this, as their imaginations ran free at the thought of Snape cursing up a storm while smelling like a trash heap.

“Hey, you haven’t perchance seen who the cashier is, have you?” asked Fred as his twin face seemed to be straining with the smile that was plastered on it. “Have a look see,” said Fred waving his hand in the general direction of the counter.

Stand at the cash register, with a look of absolute loathing etched into his face, was none other than Draco Malfoy. His blonde, almost white hair, was slicked back, but looked as if it was losing its hold as he had to push some of it out of his eyes.

Ron and Harry grabbed some of the new items and made a beeline for the line that had formed in front of the counter. When it was their turn to check out, Draco sneered and turned his head towards a Slytherin that passed his way and said, “Turner, your up for register duty!”

“Am not, I’ve already done register duty, Malfoy.” the boy smirked as he recognized Malfoy’s rivals.

“Are you saying you won’t service us!” shouted Ron in a very loud voice, loud enough to reach the ears of the manager.
Walking up to the counter the manager saw the red hair and resemblance and told Malfoy, “What are you trying to do, put me under? Service them, now!”

With hatred boiling in his eye and the sound of his teeth grinding and gnashing in his mouth, Malfoy took their items and totaled them up, “That will be ten Sickles and five Knuts,” he said, and then added under his breath, “which I’m guessing is all you life savings.”

Ron smiled at him and handed him two Galleons. Making change and handing them their items Malfoy waited for them to leave, only they didn’t leave. Ron smirked and looked at the manager and said, “What no friendly ‘Thank you for shopping, good-bye and have a wonderful day’?”

The manage looked over at Malfoy with a dangerous glare in his eyes and nodded. Pale with rage and literally shaking with suppressed anger, Malfoy edged out through clenched teeth, “Th...tha..thank you for shopping. Have a won...have a wonderful day.”

“No, thank you.” said Ron in a satisfied voice, as he felt ten times lighter walking back to the others.

“Was that really necessary?” asked Hermione with her own smirk.

“Yes!” answered the other four members of the group. Saying their goodbyes to Fred and George they all left Zonko’s and began they journey to Honeydukes.

On their way, Harry noticed the way Ron and Hermione’s would walk shoulder to shoulder when there was ample room for each of them to walk side by side, ‘ To each their own, I guess .’ thought Harry. 

Shifting his eyes from his best friends, he saw that Ginny and Dean were walking hand in hand, but look up he saw that Ginny was keeping tabs on him with a glance backwards every now and again.

Arriving at Honeydukes, they were all surprised to see that there was hardly anyone there. However when they went inside to ask the cashier what was going on, they saw sitting on the cashier stool was none other than Cho Chang. When she looked up and saw that Harry was by himself with the others she brightened up and straightened her uniform. “Welcome,” Cho said greeting everyone.

“Hey, Cho.” Harry replied, “Why isn’t there anyone here?”

Giving Harry a bat of her lashes and a sultry smile she explained that the Ravenclaws had decided to set up three Honeydukes shops instead of one. To deal with the influx of students that there was going to be, “So far everything been going smoothly.”

“That’s brilliant,” Ron said and made Cho blush a bit, “who came up with that idea?”

“I did,” Cho said softly as several first years piled into the shop.

Ginny giving Cho a questioning look asked, “But why are you here?”

Looking at the ground and mumbling something Cho said, “Detention, I was caught walking in the restricted section of the library with out permission.” 

Ginny saw that she was back to looking at Harry again and, ‘ By all that’s magical, did she just lick her lips ?!’ Ginny thought when she saw Cho eyeing Harry as if he was a prime cut of beef.

Elbowing Hermione, Ginny whispered something in her ear and then jerked her head towards Cho. Hermione watched, then wide eyed she let out a half snort and said, “That boat has sailed, Ginny.”

“Yeah, but...” 

“Don’t worry about it, Harry can take care of himself.” Hermione said in a supportive manner.

Sitting on a bench in the fake Honeydukes, Harry began to think about a war in Hogsmeade, ‘ If there is an attack on Hogsmeade, then the tunnel to Hogwarts is both a strength and a weakness. And if Wormtail knows of the tunnel then we should collapse it as soon as possible .’

Someone sat next to him on the bench and Harry turned to stare into beautiful almond shape eyes. Cho was only an arms length away and was gazing deeply into Harry’s eyes when she asked, “Harry? Do you still like me?”

“Of course I do.” Harry said with a nervous edge to his tone. Ginny was currently biting viciously into a chocolate lollipop, as she watched Cho move in for the kill. However, the only thing that was stopping her from going over and snatching that prissy little busy body’s hair was Hermione’s steady hand on her shoulder.

“So do you think we can...”

“No.” said Harry in a calm voice

“But why?” Cho asked with some hurt showing in her eyes.

Sighing, Harry tilted his head back and said in a sad voice, “Because I’ll never be what Cedric was, and that’s who’ll you compare me to.” Harry couldn’t believe that those words actually escaped his mouth. Looking at Cho, he saw that her eye were beginning to tear up and her shoulders shook ever so slightly. “I’m sorry...I didn’t mean to say that.”

“Yes you did.” Cho smiled at him through her tears, “And your right. I’m sorry, Harry.” Cho said offering her apology, then she stood up and began to walk behind the counter, “Look, I’ve got to get back to work. I’ll see you around, okay?”

“Yeah,” Harry almost said in a mechanical way. He followed his friends outside as Ron and Dean tromped in the direction that Hermione pointed out for them.

Ginny hung behind and asked Harry, “Are you okay?”

“No, I’ll never be okay.” Harry said, then realized that he had said it out loud and slumped his shoulder while Ginny looked at him in a critical way.

“Talk to me, Harry. If something is bothering you, you should be able to talk to someone about it.” Ginny said as the walked slowly down the abandoned street.

The feeling in Harry stomach began again and a wild thought raced through his head, ‘ Would I be able to protect you if we were attack right now ?’ Harry knew the answer was ‘yes, but probably at the cost of his own life’ and he shuttered to think that he would be willing to give up the hope of a nation just so that one person...one person who he...felt strongly for, could live.

The two had been walking for a minute in silence, when suddenly Harry spoke up and said, “Do you know you have something on you lips, and it’s been there ever since Honeydukes?”

Confusion reigning supreme in Ginny mind, she licked her lips and sure enough found a smear of chocolate on the corner. Not even Dean had mentioned that to her and he was the closest to her throughout their time in Honeydukes. About to speak her mind, Ginny was interrupted by two cries of dismay.

“Dear Merlin, no!” came Ron’s voice from just over the ridge, a ridge that Harry seemed to remember. 

As the two made it to the top Harry groaned inwardly at the sight that he beheld. ‘Sickly pink’ wasn’t even close to describing the building that stood in front of him. Windows shaped like hearts with frilly boarders and bright pink paint made this building look like a dead flamingo with overly bright plumage. A curtain of shimmering hearts and stars made up the entrance to this ‘den of bad memories’ as a sign covered with bows, glitter, streamers and floating hearts proclaimed in neon purple light “Welcome to Madam Puddifoot’s - Lover’s Lane!” Even the carpet looked as if it should have belong to the frill of some old English aristocrat jacket.

“Ha, ha.” remarked Ron nervously as he took a step back from what, in his mind, looked like when a woman’s make-up case explodes. “Nice one Hermione, you got me with this! Your pulling my leg right?” asked Ron, as Hermione sent him one of her special glares that seemed to beg him to disagree with her. “Right? We’re...not going in there, right?” Ron was pleading at this moment and it also seemed at if Dean was doing the same.

Moaning in dismay, Ron blubbered, “You’re not kidding are you?”

“No, now march!” said Hermione as Ron began to actually cry.

“Harry, mate! Please, help me!” Ron whimpered as he passed under the glittery curtain and disappeared.

All that was left was Dean, Ginny, and Harry. And Dean was trying his best to convince her that this was the wrong place to go. “Love...” Dean started, but was cut off with an up raised hand from Ginny.

“Don’t you ‘love’ me, get in there!” Ginny pointed while Dean’s face went two shades lighter.

“Wwww...why doesn’t he get to come.” Dean complained, as Ginny steadily steered him to the shimmering, glittery curtain of death. 

“Simple,” Ginny answered, “because I’m not here with him.”

Whimpering and hanging his head Dean prepared himself for Madam Puddifoot’s torture chamber. And Harry called after them saying, “I’ll be at the Three Broomsticks, alright?”

“Okay,” said Ginny as she began to push an unwilling Dean through the doorway, when someone called out Dean’s name.

“DEAN! DEAN THOMAS!” they all recognized the voice, as Seamus came running up the hill out of breath, “Dean...huff...your parents...huff...called...huff…something important! Dumbledore say for you...huff...to come quickly.”

Deans eyes went wide as he looked at Ginny. “Go! I’ll meet up with you,” Ginny said calmly as she recognized the slight fear in the boys eye, what with the threat of Deatheaters looming over everyone. Dean hesitated as he gave Harry a long stare that seemed to convey something that the emerald eyed boy could quite understand.

Seeing Dean’s indecision, and finally understanding what his friend was feeling, Harry walked him to the bottom of the hill, away from Ginny , “What I said last night still stands, Dean. And just because she likes green doesn’t mean red any less important, okay?”

“Right.” Dean sighed as the tension in his body lessened slightly, nodding his head and grasping Harry shoulders tightly, “Take care of her, okay?”

“Cross my heart.” Harry said, as he watched both Dean and Seamus take off back to the portal entrance of the Room of Requirement. Trudging back up the hill, Harry saw Ginny sitting outside the bench with small tear track streaking her face.

Looking up she smiled and said in a voice filled with tears, “Looks like Dean found a way out of this one.”

“Yep.” Harry said while pulling out a small handkerchief and dabbing her tears away.

“Well? Shall we?” Ginny said as she waved her hand to wards the glimmering doorway.

Mussing his hair and groaning slightly Harry said, “Yeah, sure.”

Entering the glittery door way the two stumbled upon the owner and hostess of the café, Madam Puddifoot herself. Harry thought he would die from holding in his laughter as the older woman was dressed in an Aphrodite costume with little cherubs floating about her head holding a swath of white silk.

“Ah, children!” said the elderly woman as she adjusted her glasses and smoothed her robes, “come, come! I have the perfect place for you!” Bustling around the other tables, she lead them to a secluded spot in the back with a window. Ginny sat down and watched as Harry began to giggled softly.

“What’s so funny,” Ginny asked in confusion, while Harry shook his head from side to side.

Finally able to breath and talk, Harry said, “Are you sitting on what I think you’re sitting on?”

Standing up and looking at her seat, Ginny also let out a string of giggles as she saw what looked to be giant mushroom that seemed to be growing out of the ground. 

“Hello, Alice.” Harry chuckled while waving his hand around, “So…this is wonderland.”

“What are you going on about?” Ginny smiled, as she sat back down on the mushroom and Harry sat on his.

“Muggle book.” Harry offered as a explanation, and Ginny just tilted her head and gave him a knowing look.

However, before she could reply a waitress with silvery angel wings came over and asked in a far away voice, “What will you have?”

Harry was about to order when he felt something bonk him on the head and make a squeaking noise. Looking at their waitress Harry was surprised to see Luna Lovegood, holding a plastic pink mallet that said “Love Mallet Version 1.1".

“Luna? You got detention, too?” asked Harry with some worry in his voice.

“Nope!” Luna said while doing a little pirouette on the spot, “I’m working.”

Ginny raised an eyebrow and said, “But why here, Luna?”
Bopping Ginny on her head with the mallet, which made the squeaking noise again, Luna said ‘as if it was obvious’, “Where else is cupid going to work?” Not able to hold it in any longer Ginny giggled and Luna said with a smile, “See my work is never done!”

“Uh...Luna? If you don’t mind me asking? What’s with the mallet?” Harry asked as he eyed the pink plastic mallet that hung in a holster on her waist.

“Oh...well I came here with my own bow, but Madam Puddifoot didn’t have the arrows to go with it,” Luna said sounding disappointed, on the other hand…Harry felt relieved, “so she transfigured my bow into my ‘love mallet’. And I’ve been using it to make people fall in love.”

“Wow, that’s...uh, that’s great, Luna. But, then why did you hit me and Ginny on the head. We’re just friends.” Harry stated as Ginny looked at the menu.

“Whatever you say, Harry.” Luna winked at him before bopping him on the head again. “Now what will you have?”

“I’ll have a coffee, black.” Ginny said while handing the menu to Harry.

“I’ll have a fruit splash with a piece of cake.” Harry decided.

“Okay, so that’ll be one pico pocco, a zanabaram and a slice of pie.” said Luna as she walked away.

“Wait,” called Harry but Ginny only laughed as Luna ignored him.

Sitting back down Harry rubbed the spot where Luna had bopped him. However when he looked at Ginny he saw that he face was drawn with worry. “Don’t worry so much, you’ll get wrinkles.” Harry said with a snicker.

Ginny kicked at him from under the table and missed, but smiled none the less. Then she became serious again when she said, “I just can’t help but think if his parents are...”

“They aren’t,” Harry said while picking at the table setting.

Ginny moved closer to Harry and asked in serious tones, “How can you know?”

“Because if it was really serious, “ Harry paused and took a deep breath, “He wouldn’t have sent Seamus, he would’ve come himself.”

Ginny thought through the logic of this comment and saw that Harry was right, and almost instantly her feeling and doubts seemed to lift away. Soon they were engaging each other in conversation while waiting for Luna to reappear with their order.

“What about Professor McGonagall?” Harry asked, as Ginny led him on.
“Well, I heard from the painting with the three nuns that she snogged Dumbledore once.” Ginny said softly.

“No, seriously?”

“Yeah,” Ginny nodded her head vigorously, “it seems she became inebriated and professed that she had always found him very sexy, and that’s when she kissed him. Of course Professor Dumbledore, was quite shock as she had quite literally ‘passed out’ in his hands.”

Bending over to Harry after she said that Ginny said, “Uh, I have to powder my nose. I’ll be right back,” Getting up from the table she walk overt to the loo and disappeared.

As soon as she was gone Ron slid into her seat with a grin that went from ear to ear. “So, Harry? Anything you want to tell me?” Ron said in a smug voice.

“We’re just friends, Ron.” Harry said through a sigh of annoyance.

“Friends my freckled butt! You’re here, aren’t you? With her, aren’t you? And where is Dean? I hope you didn’t hurt the poor bloke too much.” Ron carried on, not even paying attention to Harry. However, when Ron turned his attention back to Harry and saw that his best mate look as if he could commit murder, Ron told Harry, “Why don’t you ask her for a kiss, if you think you and her are ‘just’ friends?”

“What does that have to do with anything?” Harry replied wildly

“A friend can kiss a friend without anything happening between them.” Ron said in his ‘professor’ voice.

“Oh yeah, Ron. As if I’m going to go up to her and say, ‘Oh, gee! Now you can kiss me, Ginny. Because we’re just friends’.” Harry said with sarcasm dripping from his voice.

“What’s this about I hear about kissing?” asked Ginny as she stood over the two.

“Uh...I was just telling Ron about that story you told me,” Harry said sheepishly, “Er...I hope you don’t mind?”

“No,” said Ginny while rolling her eyes and moving out of Ron’ s way, as he got up from the seat to let her sit down. When she was seated, Ron began puckering his lips and making faces at Harry from behind her.

“Know what, Ginny?” Harry said while glaring hard at Ron.

“What?” Ginny replied.

“I’m so glad I don’t have older brothers!” he said while making threatening motions with his butter knife.

“Tell me about it.” Ginny said, as Luna came over with two drinks and a slice of warm pie. “Luna? We didn’t or...” Ginny had been interrupted when Luna had, once again, bopped her on her head.

Turning toward Harry, Luna brought back her mallet as he said, “Wait! I didn’t say,” she bopped him on his head twice, “anything.”

“Enjoy!” Luna smiled, spun around, and went on her merry way bopping people on the head with her plastic mallet.

Harry laughed and Ginny followed, and soon both were back to conversing with each other about all sorts of topics. Time flew as they had tried and finished each others drinks and shared the pie. Soon it would be time for the party and the group wanted to make it in time. However, when Harry and Ginny were about to leave they heard a commotion that had erupted from the front room.

Standing over Ron, fists on her hips with an angry look was Luna as she shouted, “Are those knickers you’re trying to hide, Ron?”

“What!?” Ron sputtered. “No...wait, what! Luna!” Ron said as Hermione looked ready to tear his heart out. “What? It’s just a napkin! Honestly!” Ron pulled it out with a flourish and almost had a heart attack as a pair of small pink knickers appeared in his hand. 

Dropping the knickers, as if there were on fire, Ron seemed on the edge of complete and total mental melt down, as Luna commented, “So…you really did have knickers in your pocket.” Hermione grabbed a fist full of Ron shirt and Luna followed them all the while bopping Ron on the head or the back — if she couldn’t reach his head. Ginny and Harry brought up the rear as they thought this might end in blood.

But when they reached the doorway to outside, Luna was there standing under it, letting the glitter coat her head and holding on to the knickers that had begun to revert back to a napkin. While Ron and Hermione were in a tight embrace, in the middle of the street, kissing. Spinning around Luna smiled and said in a wise tones, “Sometimes love just needs a little push in the right direction.” And before she left, she took Harry and Ginny’s hands clasped them together and bopped them each with her love mallet.
“What?! What are you talking about!” Harry said in confusion, he couldn’t fathom how accusing Ron of having knickers in his pocket could have lead to the couple kissing passionately. Shaking his head in utter disbelief Harry began walking toward the couple before he realized something was different…
Looking down at his hands, he noticed that Ginny was holding his hand. Realizing their position the two slowly released their hands as Ginny said, “We should see what the whole Dumbledore wanted with Deant.”

‘Who?’ Harry pondered as he looked at Ginny’s face. Harry face went slack as it dawned upon him, like a tidal wave crashing into him, what he just thought. In that moment the prophecy, the deatheaters, Voldemort and all those negative feelings that he had forgotten while in Ginny’s presence all came flooding back into him.

An epiphany, in all it splendor and magnificence, can sometimes bring about sorrow and pain. Harry knew this now, because standing before Ginny he finally figured out what ‘feeling’ had been eluding him since the beginning of this trip. It was ‘longing’. A longing for someone’s touch, a longing that yearned to hear her voice and be in her presence.

‘I can’t believe it,’ Harry thought as the idea that the answer was staring him in the face all along, grieved him deeply and almost cause him to cry out in sadness. He watched as she walked over to Ron and Hermione. Emotionally numb, Harry walked over to the group and heard Ron saying, “Let’s get to the party.”

“Sure,” Harry said not really think. Hand in hand Hermione and Ron went down the street laughing and conversing, and at an intersection they took a left heading towards the party. Ginny and Harry were following, but Harry stopped at the intersection as a stray thought crept into his mind, ‘ An intersection will divide forces of they were to come through here, unless they are a trained group .’

Standing at the left part of the intersection Ginny said, “Come on, Harry! The party’s this way.”

“I’m not going.” Harry said in an even tone, which left no room for negotiations. He had felt the longing only get stronger, as he heard the worry in her voice.

“But,” she had said, but was cut off by a sharply raised hand. Not know why she wanted him to come along Ginny began to feel a knot in her throat. She turned her back on Harry, afraid of what she might do if she could see him.

“Tell Dean,” came a strained voice as he choked out the words, “Tell Dean, I’m sorry and give him my regards.”

Ginny heard the words and almost felt the raging emotions that were behind them. ‘ Say I love you Harry, I want you !’ screamed a small voice in Ginny head.

With eyes misting up and throat clenching shut as wave after wave of emotion pounded him he staggered up the street and said, “Tell Dean that he’s a very luck man, and tell him that I could only wish to be as lucky as he is!

Hearing those words Ginny’s heart shattered, and she spun around quickly only to face an empty street and softly whispered, “I love you Harry. I want you.”

*~*~*

The Three Broomsticks never looked emptier than it did now. Most of the table and chair had been taken to the party and only Madam Rosemertta was left to clean up. However, in one of the booths nursing his fifth butterbeer was a young man who look as if the worries of the world rested on his shoulders.

“Harry, dear? Aren’t you going to join you classmates at the party?” Madam Rosemertta asked with a worried tone.

“If I’m in you way Madam, just tell me and I’ll scoot off to my dorm.” Harry replied in a neutral tone.

‘That’s no better,’ thought Rosemertta as she flicked her wand and cause several chairs and tables to shrink. Another flick sent them to their proper places as she came over to the booth that Harry was in and sat down.

Suddenly the door opened to the pub and a large shaggy haired man walked in. Walking over to the booth where the two were sitting the man looked down and the grin he had soon was replaced with a scowl as the man saw the look on Harry face.

Looking up at the bushy bearded man Harry said, “Hiya, Hagrid”

“Hello yerself,.’arry,” Hagrid replied as he nodded for Madam Rosemertta to leave. 

“No, don’t go we were having such a good conversation,” said Harry as he took a swig of his butterbeer.

“Now ‘arry, I know butterbeer can’t do that to ya.” Hagrid said as he place a hand on his shoulder.

“That’s my fault,” Rosemertta said quickly, “I may have given him a tall glass of Ogden’s Finest.” Nodding his head in understanding, Hagrid said good night to her and turned back to Harry.

“What’s got ya so backwards, that ye needed teh do this teh yerself?” Hagrid asked, thinking Harry was beyond answering his question.

“Love, Hagrid.” Harry blurted out and continue on by saying, “and not the fleeting kind, but the kind that has you screaming and cursing the moon as your world is turned upside down.”

“Oh.” Hagrid muttered in surprise, while he pulled up a chair and said, “ That  kind o’ love huh?...humph, that kind o’ love kin drive a man teh kill or...be killed.” 

“Exactly, and that’s that’s why I can’t have that love right now.” Harry choked out. “But if I don’t reach out for it, now...” Harry said putting his hand out over the table, then snapping it shut and hanging his head when he said, “I may lose my chance to ever have it.”

“Lose yer chance?” Hagrid said picking Harry’s head up and staring into his bleary eyes, “Yer father, must ‘ave lost his chance fer love almost every year, until number seven rolled around.”

“‘arry if there is one thing I know abou’ love! It’s that...if it’s meant teh be,” Hagrid said wiping the wetness from Harry’s face, “then there is no force in this world, magic or otherwise, that’ll stop it from ‘appening.”

Wrapping his arms around the large man and giving him a tight hug, Harry said, “Thank you, Hagrid!” Leaving his butterbeer on the table, standing up, walking to the door and opening it with a renewed sense of belonging, Harry said as he put his coat on, “I hope I didn’t miss too much of the party.”

*~*~Fin~*~*

