
Breeding Lilacs out of Dead Land: Prologue.

by Areola

Most of the things you recognise belong to J. K. Rowling. No money is 
being made. Whatever you recognise and does not belong to J. K. 
Rowling (quotations, references etc), has probably been deliberately 
burrowed from known fiction writers (to whom I say thank you and tries 
to credit in my footnotes). The rest is probably mine. 

I wish to thank for several people who had been working with me on the 
story- Sean Roberts, Crooked Cat, Seraphina Snape and Abby Jaggers 
for beta-reading at this stage or another- my beloved Doly, for reading, 
commenting, inspiring me, and being of great assistance, and especially
to Azazello, my wonderful beta- we should all be blessed to have a beta 
of her capability and dedication.

-The story's title, is a line taken from T. S. Eliot's poem, "The Burial of 
the Dead".

Prologue.

"A man doesn't have time in his life
to have time for everything.
He doesn't have seasons enough to have
a season for every purpose. Ecclesiastes
Was wrong about that.

A man needs to love and to hate at the same moment,
to laugh and cry with the same eyes,
with the same hands to throw stones and to gather them,
to make love in war and war in love.
And to hate and forgive and remember and forget,
to arrange and confuse, to eat and to digest
what history 
takes years and years to do."

-- A Man in His Life, Yehuda Amichai.

http://ashwinder.sycophanthex.com/viewuser.php?uid=576


Hermione Granger’s naked body was sprawled across the dewy grass, 
not far away from the Owlery. Dew encrusted her skin, glowing from her 
thick, tangled hair, shining in her long, pale eyelashes. Congealed blood
was smeared on her thighs, and a scarlet ribbon of blood also trickled 
down from the corner of her mouth. Her body, cream-white against the 
grass, was cold and damp. She was a stain of obsession – white 
nothingness upon the grim, wavering sea of grass. Her bruised lips 
wore the bluish hue of death. Above her the owls were slowly retreating 
into the Owlery, beaks stained with blood after catching their night’s 
prey. Hogwarts lawns were quiet, disturbed only by the low hum of 
morning.

The sound of approaching footsteps fractured the crystalline silence. It 
was an old, purple-clad wizard, who walked into the scene, his white 
beard cascading down his chest, his usually silver-blue eyes darkened 
with worry. Albus Dumbledore kneeled by the chilling body of his 
student. Carefully he took her left hand, still clutched around an object, 
and released her hold of the thing. A time-turner. The girl’s final project 
consumed so much of her time that Minerva had applied to the Ministry 
with a request to grant her brightest student a time-turner. An irony, 
indeed.

Albus Dumbledore removed his cloak, spreading it over the naked girl. 
Then, with a flick of his wand, he summoned a stretcher, moving 
Hermione onto it. The poor child.

Several minutes afterwards both the old man and the young girl were 
gone from sight, unseen by anyone but the owls who were hurrying 
back into the darkness of the Owlery.

* * *

Albus Dumbledore was startled by the sight of the thin, haunted figure, 
which seemed to sneak into his office. He looked at her, sighed, and, 
adjusting his glasses, offered Hermione Granger a seat. The girl was 



excruciatingly pale, but it wasn’t the pallor of the fair skinned, but of 
those who were slowly dissolving: one raw pigment after another, 
loosening from the thick, gluey connector that was holding them 
together, and fading away. She wasn’t whole. No whole person could 
walk out on him, thought Dumbledore. “Please, have a seat, Miss. 
Granger,” he offered kindly, “and perhaps a Lemon Drop?”

“No thank you, Headmaster.” 

He breathed deeply. “I trust that you are feeling better?”

Her face twisted. Bare agony. Bitter laughter. Then she moistened her 
lips and looked at him. “I’m fine, Headmaster, really. That’s what I 
wanted to talk to you about.” 

A courteous, sad smile was somehow wavering along her face, like a 
mask of composed feelings.

“Of course, Hermione.”

“Well,” she reconsidered, “there’s another thing I wanted to ask you.”

He lifted his eyebrow. “Please ask, Hermione.”

“Did you know?”

Dumbledore chose his words carefully. “I knew… something. A long time
ago, when Professor Snape came to me to confess of his… former 
activities, he told me of a girl he raped. A girl he never knew before, who
sobbed his name and told him that he was forgiven. It seemed to be the 
last provocation for him. That girl had made him come to me.”

Hermione gaped, holding back the tears that threatened to pour down 
her face. “Does he know… it was me?”

Dumbledore sighed. “I hardly think so. He told me he couldn’t make out 
your face.”

“Were you expecting me…? Near the Owlery…?”

“The Hogwarts staff have been looking for you ever since you went 



missing.”

“So… they know?”

“Only Poppy, Minerva, and myself,” Dumbledore answered. “The rest 
have only been told you were found.”

“Right. I’m… Headmaster,” she coughed. “Can I please have a glass of 
water?”

“Of course, dear.”

She grasped the glass he conjured with both of her hands, sipping 
slowly, carefully. Then she set the glass on the table and turned to look 
at him. “I’m leaving.”

“Leaving?” Once again, she managed to surprise him.

“Yes. I don’t think I can go on… like that. Facing him. Facing… this 
situation. Voldemort.” She shuddered as the name brought up the 
memory of the creature’s inhuman, snake-like face. “It's just… I need to 
be gone. I’m sorry. I need to leave the Wizarding World, and now that 
I’m physically capable… there’s no reason for me to stay any longer."

“What about your friends…? Your studies…?”

“Maybe you can…” She moistened her lips once more. “I don’t know… 
let a rumour spread… that I was attacked by Death Eaters or 
something…”

He watched her severely. “This is not the Hermione Granger I used to 
know.” 

Hermione agreed. “No, it’s not, Headmaster. You don’t know what it’s 
like… or you would never expect me… to be… her.”

“Why don’t you tell me then? I have often found that talking about the 
things that disturb you usually help with one’s unburdening.”

“No,” she shook her head, with an odd determination. “It might sound 
like a paradox but the memory is the only thing I have left for myself. Of 



myself. It’s as much privacy I‘m ever going to achieve in my own body. 
So no, I don’t wish to talk about that.”

“I see.”

“So… would you give me your permission to…?”

“Would you stay if I didn’t?”

“No,” she admitted. “I wouldn’t. Would you give me your blessing then?”

“I would wish you luck. And happiness. Is there any help I can offer?”

Her eyes, large and sorrowful, clung to his. “Yes. Would you please 
make sure they don’t know? I don’t want anybody to come after me.”

“Yes, Miss. Granger. I will.”

She was solemn. “Thank you, Headmaster. For everything” 

“You’re welcome, Hermione. Your secret is safe with me.”

Chapter 1 - Black Milk of Daybreak.

A thin veil of rain shrouded the streets of London – like a greyish, wet, 
angsty prelude to a horror story. The rain clung like mist to the woman’s 
tangled hair. Her lips formed a curse, then she was reminded of the 
small child’s presence beside her. A little, pudgy hand, clad in a knitted-
wool glove, was reached out to hold her larger one, and the woman 
forced herself to smile.

“I’m tired, Mum,” complained the little girl, screwing her normally bright 
face. 

“I know, darling,” Hermione answered tiredly. “There’s not much left to 
walk.”

“My legs are hurting.”



“Mine too.”

“I’m tired.”

“I heard you the first time.” 

“But I’m still tired!”

Hermione rolled her eyes. “You’re way too insistent to be an eight-year-
old, Aubrey.”

“I walked way too much for an eight year old!”

“Will you just be quiet for now?” Hermione asked wearily.

“My legs are hurting!”

Well, Aubrey had regressed to five years old pose again. And she 
deserved that, Hermione thought bitterly. Even the wisest, most mature 
child had the right to be a child. Aubrey had never had enough of this 
seemingly simple, obvious luxury in her short life. Pregnant at 
seventeen and a half, having deliberately withdrawn from the Wizarding 
World, believed to be dead by her best friends and disowned by her 
parents, Hermione Granger had barely survived. The wish to get as far 
away as possible drove her abroad, and she found herself spending her
slender savings on a plane ticket to the United States. Apparition was 
not an option. Using magic, she could have been tracked, and 
Hermione had every intention of letting people believe she was gone for
good. Dumbledore had given her his promise, but Hermione, being her 
diligent and calculating self, didn’t want to take any risk. The British 
Wizarding World held no future for her or her unborn child – only war, 
bloodshed and destruction. Running away was probably cowardice, but 
she was too wounded, too spent at the time, to let the notion of a 
possible cowardice be a consideration. 

So she fled, and built herself a new life out of the broken, lost one. The 
first year was the hardest- there were not many possible jobs for a 
runaway teenager with no graduation diploma, and Hermione settled for
waiting. Then, when her pregnancy made the long hours of moving 
around and serving costumers impossible, she compromised for a 
junior’s job in a vulgar, seedy, hairdressing salon. 



Aubrey’s delivery was long and painful one. After 38 hours of labour, 
Hermione was spent. Later, she could barely assemble a picture of 
herself, walking out of the hospital with the too small, too fragile infant 
curled against her body. She remembered a deadly weariness. 
Soreness- as if her body were spent to the point where the shell of her 
skin became too thin to contain the fatigue and the pain and the anger. 
The memory of the strength she must have acquired, the strength that 
enabled her to step out of the hospital and go on with her life, had 
faded. Sunk inside her body and soaked to her bones, so she could not 
summon the taste, the feel or the sight of it. It somehow became the 
acknowledgment that there were some things you just had to do. 

Luckily enough she had a neighbour who was of great help in taking 
care of Aubrey- thus enabling Hermione to go back into the job market. 
This time around she found a small, part-time job as a secretary in 
which she excelled. Due to her natural wit and talent and her never 
fading self-discipline, Hermione had slowly climbed up the clerical 
ranks, and at twenty-seven, she had a rather comfortable position, a 
boss who adored and depended on her, and a salary that made it 
possible to dream of a college education for Aubrey. 

And she had Aubrey. She was too logical and probably too cynical to 
stamp her baby with a title such as: “What seemed like the most terrible 
experience of my life became my…” well, maybe salvation, or light, or 
anything of the sort, but Aubrey was – she usually closed her eyes as if 
in a prayer when thinking the words – Aubrey was hope molded out of 
flesh and blood. Aubrey was consolation. Like a bandage to an open 
wound. But Aubrey was also a nuisance at times. Every child was, and 
Hermione was comforted a little by the thought. 

“Mum! When will we be there?”

“Decrease five digits from the last estimation I gave you last time you 
asked and you’ll have it.”

Aubrey pouted her lips. “That’s five minutes. Tell me again about the 
place we are going to?”

The first time she confronted Aubrey with the information was somewhat
awkward. Her rational, clever, perceptive child refused to believe there 



was anything like magic in the world. Considering Aubrey was eight 
years old, her utter refusal to believe magic existed was somewhat 
saddening. Hermione then had no choice but to pick up her long 
neglected wand, which she kept in a locked drawer in her nightstand 
table, and amaze her sceptical child with a simple levitation charm. And 
then a repairing charm, and small 
transfigurations, Accio! and Lumos! And, oh God, she had gone rusty. 

“Why now?” Aubrey was curled in a ball on the sofa, black eyes still 
wide with wonderment for all the marvels she had witnessed. 

Sometimes, Hermione thought, her child was too clever for her own 
good. Or for her mother’s comfort. Hermione bit her lips, gathering her 
legs to her body, and turned to look at her bright daughter. 

“Well," Aubrey tilted her head, eyes narrowing with concentration, "is it 
something bad?”

“Yes, darling, I’m afraid it is.” Hermione had never treated her daughter 
like a small, incapable child. She always followed the notion that 
whatever information Aubrey was clever enough to ask for, she might as
well be able to handle. Hermione had encouraged Aubrey to learn and 
explore, delighted to see that her daughter’s hunger for knowledge 
matched her own. Ever since she had been a baby, Hermione had 
provided Aubrey with stimulation, following her advances and supplying 
her with means to fire her rich imagination. She had guided Aubrey 
through the foreign, fascinating world of letters and numbers, and then 
left her to choose her interests, accompanying her child along whatever 
path she decided to take. Aubrey was a prodigy, probably brighter and 
quicker than Hermione herself had ever been. Hermione was clever 
enough to encourage her, while letting her do things in her own time and
pace. When the question of her motives to return to the British wizarding
world had arisen, Hermione wished she had also protected Aubrey from 
the pain that might follow the understanding. A burden Aubrey was not 
mature enough to carry, though mature enough to understand. 

“Mum?”

“Yes, yes. I’m with you Darling, Just… thinking for a moment,” She 
outstretched her hand to ruffle Aubrey’s surprisingly blond hair. The 
curls were soft, fine and perfect. Hermione sighed, choosing her words. 



“Well… you remember what I told you about magic, now do you?"

The child shook her head in affirmation.

"So… aside from being used to summon objects, light small fires, 
transfigure articles and the likes, magic can also be used to cause great
harm… The story I'd like to tell you is not so different than those you can
ordinarily find in a book- the main difference is…" she sighed, carefully 
picking up her words, "the main difference is, that instead of opening 
with 'once upon a time', the story I'd like to tell you started thirty years 
ago and has no happy end…" Hermione tightened her lips, watching her
bright, attentive daughter. 

Aubrey complied. "So thirty years ago there was a great, evil wizard…" 
she said, her dark eyes clinging to her mother's, as if looking for 
approval. 

Hermione nodded. 

"So what about this wizard?" 

There was a sparkle of amusement in Aubrey's eyes, and the gaping, 
eager attentiveness brought by curiosity. Sighing, Hermione buried her 
face in Aubrey’s hair, breathing the mixture of fresh mud, strawberry 
flavoured lollypops, sugar and milk wafting from the child. She knew she
was avoiding Aubrey’s question, and Aubrey knew it too, subconsciously
distracting them both from the topic. It was easier to pretend everything 
was nothing but a fairy-tale. The truth was so much like one that the 
pastel, silver and gold colouring of a legend was almost invited. As well 
as Aubrey’s sniggering. The child knew it was something bad. She told 
her at last, not sure whether to expect fear or disbelief, and surprised to 
meet the fascination of those who never faced true evil. Sometimes 
Hermione forgot Aubrey was just a child. The thought made her 
shudder. 

Gaining her composure at last, she made her best to explain the 
situation to Aubrey. 

“So this wizard Voldmort is now very strong and you want to go back 
and help defeat him?” the girl had finally asked. 



Hermione moistened her lips. “I think I should.” 

She was guilt ridden ever since she bumped into the creased, yellowing 
copy of the “NY Ensues”- New York’s magical community’s daily 
newspaper. The paper was resting on the small porch in the back of her 
apartment, edge caught in the rusty iron strips of the posterior staircase.
Hermione could imagine a barn owl’s orange eyes flickering in the 
darkness. Like a daydreamed omen.

The American wizarding world paid little attention to the British 
community’s distress. Flipping frantically through the pages, with haste 
Hermione didn’t know she acquired or maybe didn’t allow herself to feel 
for such a long time, she located a small report concerning the firm 
struggle “of our brothers in the U-K” against the dark wizard known as 
Lord Voldemort. 

Lord Voldemort. Of all things, it was the deliberate and explicit mention 
of the dark wizard’s nickname, the carelessness in which it was used, 
that made Hermione realize she was needed. There was a fight to be 
fought and the American wizarding world wasn’t going to fight it. But she
would. She had to. 

Aubrey seemed to understand her mother’s reasoning. Hermione didn’t 
know what to make of the child’s quiet approval. Aubrey was eight. She 
wasn’t supposed to understand or approve. Hermione wasn’t supposed 
to cling to her child’s solemn confirmation. Aubrey was like a pond of 
undisturbed light among a chaos of shadows and hardly discerned 
figures of sharpened claws and teeth. She wondered when the world 
had begun looking like that again, yet it was only inevitable. 

Within two weeks Hermione Granger purchased a couple of plane 
tickets to England, packed up their belonging, wrapped up her life in the 
United States and was off to… well, maybe to meet her destiny, though 
her rational attitude toward life had barely allowed her to indulge in such
sentiments. 

It was one of those rainy, taxi-forsaken days when she and Aubrey 
arrived in London. They managed to go some of the way using the 
public transportation systems, but there was no escaping from some 
walking as the last underground station was located about a quarter of a
mile from the Leaky Cauldron. Aubrey, tired and spent from the last 



day’s frantic activity, was more short-tempered and impatient than usual.
She clung to Hermione’s coat, demanding, then pleading to know when 
they’d finally arrive. The child, who had been ecstatic at the beginning of
the day, faded into an angry, exhausted imitation of herself. Aubrey was 
on the verge of tears when at last, the signboard of the Leaky Caldron 
came into sight. 

Her small fingers dug into Hermione’s coat with desperate anticipation. 
“Is that it?”

Hermione nodded, and followed the now excited Aubrey through the 
front doors of the establishment. Tendrils of heat curled outside the open
door, enwrapping themselves around the woman and child. Hermione 
closed her eyes as a vapour of warmth, smelling of food and ale and 
open fire, stroked her cold skin. 

Several heads rose to stare at the two figures dressed in Muggle 
clothing. Aubrey, her fingers still secured in Hermione’s coat, lifted her 
gaze with an unspoken question. “These people look weird,” she 
whispered. 

“Maybe we look weird to them.”

“They are staring at us …”

“Well, you may stare back at them if you wish.” She smiled at Aubrey, 
and taking her hand, led her toward a side-table. 

The waiter, little more then a teenaged witch, eyed the muggle-looking 
mother and child suspiciously.

“Can I get you anything?”

Hermione looked at Aubrey. “Is there anything you’d like to eat darling?”

“Hot-chocolate, please”

Hermione turned to the waitress. “Hot chocolate, one butterbeer and… 
mm… what soup do you serve today?”

“Rich pea soup.” 



“Then I’d also like to order some soup.”

“Is that all?”

“Yes, that’ll be it, for now. Thank you very much.”

The waitress nodded courteously and left them.

Aubrey observed the place with huge, black-milk eyes. “See anything to 
your liking?”

A crease appeared in Aubrey’s brow, a sure sign she was immersed in 
thought. “It looks like we’re in a story, or that we’ve returned back in time
to the Middle Ages and… it’s pretty.”

“Pretty?”

Aubrey frowned. “I knew you’d laugh,” she accused. “It’s pretty, like… 
like an old castle, you know. It’s not really pretty but it makes you think 
of… stuff.” She stared at the table’s surface and nervously brought her 
thumb to her mouth, biting down on her fingernails. 

Hermione outstretched her hand, pulling Aubrey’s fingers away from her
mouth. The child had the most destructive habit of chewing off her nails 
when she was tired or nervous or distracted. “Stop that, Aubrey. You’ll 
end up hurting yourself.”

“I’m sorry, Mum.”

“Madam-“ their conversation was interrupted by the waitress voice, 
“your orders-“

“Why, thank you.” Hermione watched the young woman placing their 
drinks on the table. Aubrey reached for the steaming mug, tightening 
her fingers around the china as if trying to absorb the heat. Soft mist 
that swirled off the hot liquid entrapped in Aubrey’s fine locks, covering 
her skin with a thin film of humidity.

Hermione watched Aubrey while sipping her almost boiling soup. A 
couple of times she tried to offer the child a sip of the broth, unsurprised 



when Aubrey turned down the offer. Her daughter didn’t have much of 
an appetite, and she tended to eat even less when feeling unsettled in 
any way. Though she still had some childhood fat about her, Aubrey 
Granger was very thin. ‘And definitely not thanks to my exquisite 
genome,’ Hermione thought. She had managed to keep an 
approximately trim figure during her school years, but never bothered to 
regain her former shape after giving birth to Aubrey. In a way, it suited 
her. This plump, lush version of her was softer, inside as well as outside;
she was easier, prepared to accept the inevitable and better acquitted to
fight her hopeless wars -if she chose to fight them. It definitely served 
her means now, upon returning to the Wizarding World. The girl she 
once had been was no more. It would have been painful to be 
recognized as herself. No, she preferred to let time conceal the fact and 
meet the people she left behind on her own terms. She wanted to meet 
them as the woman she became, not as the girl she once was. 

She finished her soup, then, as an afterthought, ordered herself and 
Aubrey more food. Hermione noted food had become something of a 
whim for her. Aubrey refused to eat, and then compromised by picking 
at her food with a fork, at her mother’s demand. 

Forty-five minutes later Hermione settled the bill, rather relieved when 
the young waitress didn’t recognize her name on the Gringotts account. 
She signed for a room, and pretty much coaxed the half-sleeping 
Aubrey upstairs. Only then, after her daughter was carefully tucked into 
the double bed, did she let herself relax. A deep and comfortable 
armchair was set in front of the mantel and Hermione sank into it, 
exhausted. It had been a long day, and from what she knew about 
herself, tomorrow was not going to be any improvement. Tomorrow she 
was going back to Hogwarts, to meet her ancient, seemingly omniscient
headmaster, her old allies and foes, and inevitably, the father of her 
child.

* The chapter's name, "Black Milk of Daybreak" is taken from the 
opening line of Paul Celan's poem, "Fugue of Death". 

2 - What was Lost in the Sea. 



“Mum, I need to pee…”

Hermione groaned, yawning, and turned over to face Aubrey. Darkness 
curtained the child’s fair features. “Then go to the loo, sweetheart.” She 
stifled a gape. “It’s at the end of the room.”

“But it’s dark, Mum….”

“It’s night so it’s dark.” Hermione’s head was spinning from the lack of 
sleep. She shut her eyes, letting her eyelids form a partition between 
the waking and dreaming world. She remembered having good dreams:
dreams smelling of Aubrey’s lactic skin, and wood consumed by a dying 
fire. 

“I’m afraid to go in the dark…”

Hermione moaned, forcing herself into a state resembling wakefulness. 
She sat up, shifting several tangled locks out of her face, and lowered 
her feet to the floor. ‘I forgot to braid my hair…’ she noted. It would be a 
sheer hell trying to unknot it in the morning. “Well, come along 
darling…” 

She accompanied Aubrey to the small bathroom, and leant against the 
lintel while the child relieved herself. 

“Mum…”

Hermione bolted upright, shaken out of her light slumber. “What is it 
Aubrey?”

“I think the mirror is snoring…”

She yawned. “It’s night, the mirror’s asleep, and you should be as well.”

“But… but it’s snoring…!”

“I promise to explain everything in the morning. Now wash your hands, 
we should go back to sleep, there’s a long day ahead of us tomorrow.” 

“It’s today…”



Hermione sighed, wondering what exactly Aubrey was trying to tell her 
now. The child was definitely a night person. Hermione had no idea how
could anyone think straight at 3AM. “Today…?”

“It’s after midnight… so tomorrow is today.”

“Right, Aubrey. Did you wash your hands?”

Aubrey frowned, extending her wet palms. “I just did.”

“Well, hop back to bed.”

She followed Aubrey under the heavy quilts. 

“Goodnight, Mummy.”

“Goodnight, darling. Sweet dreams.” 

Morning came with swirling rays of lemony light cascading into the 
room. Hermione shifted a little, untying the slender limbs that were 
interlaced with hers. The pale light was forming Aubrey’s face out of 
greyish darkness. Her lips were slightly parted, soft and pouting and 
pink- a splash of stinging colour against the pallor of her skin. She 
looked like a china doll, put to sleep and covered up by a loving hand. 
Hermione smiled, gently stroking the curve of Aubrey’s cheek. 

“Wake up my little polar bear. Rise and shine.”

Aubrey yawned, stretching her arms and making a soft cry of frustration.
“’m tired…”

“I can see that.”

“I hate morning people.”

“Well, it saddens me that you’re entertaining such negative emotions at 
such a young age, but it hardly matters. Now get up, you lazy bunny-
rabbit.”

Waking Aubrey was never easy. Today was no exception. Hermione 



teased and coaxed, and by eight thirty managed to tuck Aubrey into 
jeans and jumper. She brushed her daughter’s teeth, struggling to get 
the job done as Aubrey insisted on conversing with the mirror. 

“Come on,” she ordered several minutes afterwards. “Wear your gloves,
it’s cold outside.”

“I’m wearing them…!” Aubrey exclaimed. 

“The scarf!”

“Here.” She wrapped the knitted wool around her face, black eyes 
sparkling behind it. 

“Good. Coat?”

Aubrey outstretched her arms, letting Hermione encircle her, sticking 
her hands into the garment’s sleeves. 

“Ready to go, young missy?”

“I’m up and about!”

“Now, remember the instructions?”

Aubrey rolled her eyes. “Yeah, yeah, yeah. I shouldn’t let go of your 
hand and you’ll kill me if I dare to get lost.”

“Good. Let’s go then”

The two left the pub, ignoring the prying eyes of early customers. 
Outside in the back yard, Hermione showed Aubrey the way into Diagon
Alley. The girl watched the cavity broaden by the second, and 
spellbound, stepped through the hole and into the street beyond. 
Diagon Alley, Hermione noted, was already decorated for Christmas. 

Hermione remembered her first time in Diagon Alley. Aubrey had been 
correct in her description of the pub and its inhabitants a day earlier. It 
was like a yellowing page ripped out of a fairy-tale book. A thin layer of 
imaginary gold rimmed the edge of her sight, brought, perhaps, by the 
complicated Christmas ornaments.



She let Aubrey lead the way, following her as the child halted to get a 
better look at this and that, apologetically smiling at a random seller who
was overwhelmed by Aubrey’s endless flow of questions. 

“This way, little magpie. We’re heading to that enormous white building 
over there.”

“Gringotts?” Aubrey questioned.

Hermione nodded. She had supplied Aubrey with several books about 
the Wizarding World and the girl was a quick and thorough reader. 

“Cool! So now we’re going to meet real goblins and ride those little 
wagons that move fast like in a rollercoaster?”

“Hopefully not.” Hermione cringed at the thought. “All we have to do is 
change some Muggle money into magical currency.” 

Aubrey seemed disappointed, but said nothing. Fast enough, she was 
at one of the mahogany desks, pestering a goblin clerk who reluctantly 
answered her questions.

“So Gringotts runs on the Wizarding World’s money?” she asked. 

“Well,” answered the scowling goblin, “I hardly believe I am in position to
answer that question.” 

“Then you have sources from outside? I mean, in Muggle bank they’re 
doing all sorts of investments, like… a bank is really more then a huge 
safe and it’s a big establishment-“

The goblin groaned desperately. “Is there anything I can do to make you
shut your mouth, young Miss?”

Aubrey considered his words. “Well, can I try these scales?” She eyed 
the metal scales hungrily. 

“Definitely not-“

“Is it really true that you hate the wizarding kind?”



“Merlin’s beard! Okay, you can try it if you promise to be extra careful.”

“Oh, I will be super-duper extra careful!” Aubrey was shining with joy. 
“Thank you so much! I promise you won’t regret it, Sir!”

The goblin looked hopeless. “And I promise you I already regret it.”

In the meanwhile, Hermione changed a fair amount of Muggle money 
into wizard gold, having a goblin clerk magically transmit her savings 
from her United States Muggle account to her old Gringotts’ vault. As 
last, she called Aubrey (to the child’s latest interrogation object’s 
greatest relief), and they exited the bank. The two were heading toward 
Madam Malkin’s. 

The older lady scanned the mother and child with suppressed curiosity. 
“Can I help you, Madam?”

Hermione smiled. “It’s Miss, please, and yes, we’ll be extremely grateful 
for your help. We need some winter clothing… warm cloaks, boots…”

“A whole wardrobe, I see?”

“Yes, yes. Thank you.”

“You’re quite welcome, dear. May I take your measurements?”

Aubrey was fascinated by Madam Malkin’s enchanted measuring tape 
and made the older witch explain exactly how the enchantment used on 
the tape worked. 

“You have a pretty bright daughter over here,” Madam Malkin 
commented.

“Why, thank you, Madam,” Hermione saw the unspoken questions in the
witch’s eyes and was careful to give only the prosaic of answers. She’ll 
have lots of answering to do later and she wasn’t prepared to begin with
it just now. They left a very curious Madam Malkin behind, and after a 
short break at Florean Fortescue’s, had finally made their way to 
“Flourish and Blotts”. 



“Oh!! That is so great, Mum!”

“I know darling, I know.”

Without much ado, Aubrey was roaming the many aisles, picking at 
tomes and squealing happily. Then, after making her daughter swear 
she wouldn’t leave her sight, Hermione was satisfied to pick up a 
volume of advanced Arithmancy and immerse herself in reading.

* * *

Harsh wind dishevelled his hair, kissing away the last snowflakes that 
still clung to it. It was snowing at Hogsmeade when he Apparated. 
London was cold, and wet, perspiring water from its pores, but it didn’t 
snow. A shame, really, as he was quite fond of the soluble, white 
substance. Nevertheless he had arrangements to take care of in 
London, and not much to look forward to at Hogwarts. Professor Flitwick
was lurking in the great hall, levitating Christmas decorations onto the fir
trees Hagrid had dragged in. Albus would be sure to look for him and 
attempt to infuse some holiday cheer into the gloomy Potions-Master – 
the one thing Snape wished to avoid. As much as he liked the older 
wizard, he knew that Dumbledore derived a wicked pleasure out of 
bullying Snape into forced cheerfulness. Snape had no intention to 
provide the headmaster with further entertainment. 

Cheer was infectious, he decided, observing the decorated street. 
Snape couldn’t quite tell when it began to bother him. It wasn’t the 
actual merriment that was disturbing. Not even the artificial colours that 
stained everything, as if Christmas cheer was a garment one’s 
supposed to wear. It was… maybe his incapability of sharing it, which 
made him feel less and less human every year. He was left with the 
stereotype, being the Hogwarts resident Grinch, the story of himself 
rather then the crude reality – a monk surrounded by his unholy shell of 
cynicism and darkness. It was fun, really, until it wasn’t. That was when 
he had to get away. Having to purchase some rare potions’ ingredients 
was as good an excuse as any other. 

The cold air ripped his lungs. Snape coughed. He’d have to be careful. 
The Snape dynasty was notorious for dying of romantic diseases. Like 



tuberculosis. Or pneumonia. He smirked, tightening his scarf, and 
stepped out of the low shelter of the apothecary and into the hooting 
wind. It was cold. It was always cold.

Snape thought he might indulge himself with a visit at Flourish and 
Blotts. Books were such a rare pleasure. Not merely what they held 
inside, but their essence, the simple idea of a book, the smell of it, the 
roughness of the leather beneath his calloused fingertips, the image of 
himself seated in front of a burning fire, reading. Long hours on top of 
the oak tree, away from the yells and the anger and the scorn. Reading.
Entering Flourish and Blotts, he was surrounded by the subtle, earthly, 
deep scent of the books. Somewhat headily, he walked along the 
shelves, eyes scanning gilded titles, tasting their leather bound spines 
with his fingertips. 

There was something… he couldn’t quite say. Then he heard the joyous
chirp, and a fuzz coloured head blurred in front of eyes. He tried to 
avoid the impact, but it was too late. A lump of miniature limbs bundled 
in fleece and wool bumped into him. It fell, squeaked, and was 
surprisingly quick to regain its composure. What appeared to be a little 
girl moved to her feet, mumbling her apologies. “I’m so sorry, sir! I didn’t 
mean to-“ She lifted her eyes, and meeting his glare, she scowled. 

The girl pouted. “You are glaring at me!”

He stifled a gape and his glare deepened. “It’s hardly a surprise after 
you just stumbled into me.”

“Well, I didn’t do it on purpose, so you shouldn’t be so angry.”

“I happen to dislike being bumped, thank you.” Merlin! He was arguing 
with an…. How much? Seven? Eight years old? Snape was used to 
having his stare be enough to scare a small child halfway to his 
premature death. Seeing how the little schoolgirl stood her ground 
against him was more then a little unnerving. A Muggle, blonde, 
American, fuzzy little thing. She didn’t know she should be scared of 
him. He almost found it funny.

“You are a very unpleasant man,” the girl notified him at last. “You might 
like to improve your manners.”



“Really?” he snapped. “And this comes from a girl who lacks the grace 
to avoid bumping into a by-stander located more than a yard away from 
her?”

“Bumping into you has nothing to do with my manners! I was-“

“AUBREY VICTORIA GRANGER! You apologise to Professor Snape at 
once and stop pestering him!”

Severus Snape lifted his gaze. A short, rounded woman in her mid-
twenties stood several meters away from him, arms crossed, her glare 
fixed on the blond child. She looked… familiar. The big, brown eyes. 
Bird’s nest hair. And what was the girl’s name? Aubrey 
Victoria Granger?? Blast. This couldn’t be. She was supposed to be 
dead – for more than eight and a half years now. She was a wish 
somehow fulfilled and twisted into distorted reality. He probably 
only wanted her to be alive. There were so many casualties in the 
passing years…

“You are staring, Professor.”

Snape narrowed his eyes. “Am I… Mrs Granger?”

“Quite the case,” she blushed, moistening her lips, and shifted a lock of 
stray hair beyond her ear. It was a longer, he noted, and not a bit less 
frizzy, probably burnt by the sun into the colour of congealed honey. 
“And that is Miss Granger,” Hermione added.

He stood for a moment, staring at her. He knew he was supposed to 
feel something. He guessed that having a most distinctive intellectual 
idea instead of emotional reaction was one of his many faults. He knew 
she was there, and that she was alive, after so many years, unlike so 
many others- he knew that this version of herself made him conjure 
images that were strictly good: plump, ripe, sun-warmed plums; quiet 
halls, scented of lavender cleaning floor-wash; being over warmth, 
soaked with sweat under his quilt with Aniko half-singing half-mumbling 
a lullaby. Yet he couldn’t assemble all these fractions of cognitively 
identified reality into a feeling. To hell with it. Maybe it was just too much
to contain. 

“…Professor?”



“What is it?” Snape barked in response. 

She shied away. “Well, nothing…” Hermione’s hand came to rest on the 
child’s shoulder. Following its movement, he was reminded of the 
presence of the annoying little… thing. 

“You are afraid of this morose, angry man!” the girl commented, 
obviously puzzled. Snape frowned. Little children weren’t supposed to 
muster this kind of vocabulary. On the other hand, it was her child. The 
child of the brightest, one of the most annoying students he ever taught.
Snape was curious to see what kind of answer Hermione Granger 
would give her child. 

“Of course I’m not!” came Granger’s response. 

Typical Gryffindor denial. He snorted, accidentally meeting the child’s 
devilish gaze. Then he understood. The little vixen was distracting her 
mother out of a tricky situation. Snape assumed there would be no 
apologies in line. Amused, he looked at the child again. The little 
Granger had the most unusual complexion. Her flawless, cream 
coloured skin carried an odd, very light olive hue. She had a blond 
mane, so pale it almost looked silvery – it would probably darken with 
age – as well as pale eyebrows and eyelashes. Her eyes, on the other 
hand, were the darkest, bottomless black ponds. She wasn’t pretty, nor 
was she ugly- but she had this strange quality about her weird 
combination of colours and features that mislead one to think she’s 
actually beautiful. Right now, the girl was following him with these huge, 
unwavering eyes of hers. It was the kind of stare, which was engraved 
into a person’s subconscious, only to be summoned at odd moments in 
order to symbolize an emotion that, Severus Snape was sure, never 
appeared in the young Granger’s eyes. The image of the blonde, 
strange child, quietly reflecting his own inner turmoil, was disturbing. 

“Well, Professor.” Hermione Granger took a moment to compose 
herself. “I’m sorry for any inconvenience my daughter might have 
caused you. Aubrey-," she turned to the child, deliberately ignoring him, 
“I trust you picked something for yourself?”

“Sure, Mummy.” The girl lifted up a heavy volume that looked 
suspiciously like a well-known essay, concerning the philosophy and 



etiquette of Alchemy. The famous nineteenth century Potions Master, 
Douglas Reilly, wrote the book. 

Snape raised an eyebrow. “You might like to know Reilly had indeed a 
great mind, but he knew very little about potions making.”

Granger stared at him, her arms closing around the girl’s shoulders in a 
protective manner. “I happened to read that essay, Aubrey, and I can 
guarantee you there’s no fault in Reilly’s work.”

“Not surprising, Miss Granger, since you always were one to over 
estimate an a-priori thesis rather then an actual field work.”

“What are you suggesting, Professor?”

“Suggesting?” Snape said coldly. “I am merely saying that being the 
Gryffindor know-it-all you are, you probably found that living a-priori is a 
bit challenging.” 

He saw Granger clench her jaw. There were shadows playing in her 
eyes. A storm so intensive and mixed up he couldn’t note the individual 
emotions. Snape wondered whether she’d choose to react. She didn’t. 

“Very well, Professor Snape, it was a pleasure meeting you again,” she 
said. “Goodbye. Come on Aubrey, we’re leaving. Aubrey-” 

The child raised her head. Once again, she met Snape’s glare with 
equal determination. “You are not a nice man,” she told him. And with 
that, she turned her back on him and went to join her mother. 

Fascinated, he watched Miss Granger pay for several books. She 
collected her daughter and the newly purchased items, and stepping 
outside the entrance, she was gone. A vision diluted in the northern 
wind; the warm vapour of his breath misting away in a white cloud. How 
very odd. As if the encounter was almost… random. The idea irritated 
him. Seeing her was annoying- for his lack of willingness to allow a 
different emotion. 

Hermione Granger was supposed to be dead. Hadn’t it been 
Dumbledore who hinted that the young Gryffindor didn’t survive the 
Death Eaters’ attack? Snape remembered all too well the night of her 



disappearance. It had been in May- winter’s chill had been slowly 
dissolving from the walls and spring had been inflaming the castle’s 
interiors- itching and burning like a rash. Snape, enclosed in his office, 
had been flipping through Baudeliare’s ‘Les Fleurs du mal’. He had a 
soft spot for Muggle literature. Muggles had a keen sense of tragedy, 
which the Wizarding kind lacked. It suited him. Soothed him as well. And
Snape was always one to appreciate accuracy. It didn’t soothe him that 
day, though. 

His spring allergy, another Snape trait, had been in full bloom. His eyes 
had been flaming, itching, his nose swollen and dripping constantly. The
palms of his hands had been red with some mysterious eczema. A new 
one, Snape had decided, as he couldn’t remember the last symptom 
from passing years. If possible, he’d probably looked even more 
hideous then ever. The coughing and sneezing had drained the power 
from his body and left Snape feeling weak and ridiculed. He had 
deducted something like fifty house points that day and reduced a fourth
year Hufflepuff into tears, but the obscure itch that had been haunting 
him since the morning had refused to subside. It seemed like the allergy
had driven him insane, as well as insufferable. When Dumbledore’s 
head had appeared in his hearth, breaking the news of Hermione 
Granger’s disappearance, Snape had been hardly surprised. After all, 
something had been… meant to happen. Maybe the Snape blood was 
old and thick enough to foresee the future. It was the hollow part of his 
soul, which pulled him toward this unknown end of past or future – 
towards her, maybe, or towards his own destruction. Pulled him, the 
way the moon pulls the sea. Darkness reaching for darkness.

He, and every other member of the staff, had immediately gone looking 
for Miss Granger. The first night of searching produced nothing. 
Hermione Granger was nowhere to be found. The conclusion had been 
simple. Ever since Voldemort’s break into the Ministry two and a half 
years ago, the Death Eaters’ actions had become more and more 
profound. Several disappearances had occurred, and there have been 
numerous deaths. Snape told himself that Miss Granger had become 
yet another statistic. Confronting faceless victims was always easier. 
Not for the first time, he found himself remembering the other faceless 
girl. Muffled sobs in the dark, strands of hair pouring between his fingers
– his fellow Death Eaters watching. She had told him she forgave him 
and he laughed at her. There could be no forgiveness for him. The day 
after, he went to see Dumbledore. They met on Honeydukes. Amusing, 



wasn’t it? The way some scars never faded. The other girl, his ashen 
haired Margaret, she was a scar. He had the strangest feeling that 
Hermione Granger was going to be a scar, too.

The Gryffindor know-it-all was too young to die. Too bright, though he’d 
never admit it out of his own free will. She actually reminded him of 
himself at her age: bright, a little remote from the other students due to 
her exceptional brilliance. She was also different. Hermione Granger 
had the conscience and principles and all these God-damned Gryffindor
ideals that young Severus Snape never managed to acquire. That was 
the reason she had to live. She had to live to best him – to be the 
person Severus Snape could never be, or even the person he might 
have been, if circumstances had been different. It was such a fucking 
waste, and he hated Voldemort more then ever. 

That night, he had returned to his rooms, feeling absolutely devastated. 
Snape had been sitting in front of the fire, staring at his exposed 
forearms - first at the Dark Mark, then, at the thin, white scars he had 
carved there himself. He hadn’t hurt himself in years. Hadn’t felt the 
urge. That night he had wanted to do it again. Ah, such sweet 
regression. And just thinking that Hermione Granger, annoying, know-it-
all Hermione Granger, had the power to reduce him to that. Even 
Voldemort, sick and distorted as he turned out to be in this renewed 
form, couldn’t cause him such anger or despair. Well, in a way, he did, 
but had it not been for Hermione Granger… He had drunk himself to 
sleep that night.

Now, almost nine years after she had gone, believed to have died of the
numerous injuries that had been inflicted upon her by Voldemort and his
sadistic entourage, Hermione Granger had the nerve to pop back into 
his life. 

She had changed considerably. The mental picture that played behind 
his eyelids was that of a teenage girl, clumsy and gawky, with none of 
her awkward and coltish limbs quite in place. She had filled out – there 
were now dark circles under her eyes, which were much less eager, and
much more cautious looking. There was a hidden trace of pain written 
upon her features. She looked like some ancient archetype of the great 
priestess, modernized and drawn down to earth. Somehow it felt… 
unholy, seeing her like that. Like something he wasn’t meant to see. 
This new Hermione Granger, sad and changed, and with a child - of all 



things - wasn’t meant to happen. And what a child, at that. A girl so 
strange and unique it reminded Snape of an omen: something that 
emerged out of one of Trelawny’s divination books. 

“At first, a certain absurd, irresistible hilarity overcomes you. The most 
ordinary words, the simplest ideas assume a new and bizarre aspect. 
This mirth is intolerable to you; but it is useless to resist. The demon 
has invaded you...” He thought of Baudelaire’s words. Baudelaire, 
indeed. An odd circulatory. Snape decided he could use a drink. To the 
Leaky Caldron, then.

With an Irish whiskey swirling in his glass, he pondered the poet’s 
words.

“With snow for flesh, with ice for heart, 
I sit on high, an unguessed sphinx 
begrudging acts that alter forms; 
I never laugh, I never weep...“

The lyrics suited the girl, in a way. She was an obscure materialization 
of beauty, false or true, it didn’t matter. Conceived as a dream of stone, 
where poets comes to grieve… A vision that comes true differently in 
each person's mind. What a strange, strange girl. Snape had the most 
unsettling feeling that this omen of a child must mean something. So he 
sipped his whiskey, until the child’s ethereal looks became mundane, 
and the sudden grief that filled him upon encountering Hermione 
Granger faded a little. Then he Apparated back to just outside of 
Hogwarts grounds and retreated to his chambers. The timeless light of 
the girl’s wide eyes kept drilling into his conscience. 

* The chapter's name is, of course, a paraphrase on E. E. Cummings' 
"Maggie and Milly and Molly and May". 

3 - The River is a Strong, Brown God.



At least Aubrey had the grace to wait until they were out of the 
bookstore before she started interrogating her, thought Hermione, 
annoyed. 

“So who is that bad man and why are you afraid of him?” asked Aubrey, 
pulling the fabric of Hermione’s coat. 

“Aubrey, you don’t have to pull my coat in order to ask a question,” 
Hermione told her angrily. 

“You’re not answering.”

Hermione sighed. “Okay, darling. But stop pulling my coat or you’ll rip it 
open.”

“’Kay.” The child was now observing her with curiosity. 

“Well…” Hermione began, “first of all I think you should know this man is
Professor Severus Snape. As you’ll be seeing him in the future, better 
give you a name to call him.”

“Severus Snape…” Aubrey tested the words. “It suits him. Like…he is 
very snappish. And severe."

Hermione agreed. “Seems like he is"

"What about the Professor thing?”

"Professor Snape teaches Potions at Hogwarts, that is the British 
magical community’s School for-“

“Witchcraft and Wizardry,” Aubrey completed. “Sounds cool.”

“Does anything sound other than ‘cool’?”

Aubrey snorted. “Was Professor Snape your teacher?”

“Yes, he was.”

“He doesn’t look like a very nice teacher,” frowned the girl.



“No, he wasn’t. Professor Snape was my most terrifying and demanding
teacher. I really liked his lessons, though. He is very clever and 
knowledgeable. I learned a lot from him.”

“Yep. I see what you mean. But you didn’t like him. You still don’t like 
him.” 

“He is not very likable.”

“Did he hurt you?”

Hermione swallowed a groan of frustration. The child noticed too many 
things. “No, he didn’t hurt me,” she lied, hoping Aubrey would choose to 
play her more adult self and not insist on exposing her mother’s lie. 
“Well, come on, darling. Hurry up. It’s cold out here and we should really
be going.”

“Going where?”

“Hogsmeade, and from there, to Hogwarts. We’ll travel there by Floo. 
Now tell me, what do you know of the Floo network?”

“Oh, I read about it in one of the books you gave me. It’s a wizarding 
implementation that was….” And on Aubrey went, all the way back to 
the Leaky Caldron. 

As Tom, the bartender, informed Hermione after selling her some Floo 
powder and granting her permission to use his establishment’s fireplace,
Hogsmeade was no longer as safe as it used to be. She sighed, 
messing her already dishevelled hair. “What should I do then? Are there 
any kind of safety measures I might apply?”

“I’m afraid not, Miss,” Tom said. “Unless you wish to wait for one of the 
Aurors going there… There might be some guy here that’s… Just 
gimme a moment Miss. Oi!! Ackart!! I’ve got a lady here that’s going to 
Hogwarts! Needs some escorting from a big bad Auror. Thought that 
since you’re going there yourself you could use some company.”

A dark haired man in his mid forties raised his head. He just took a sip 
of his ale, and lifted the tankard with a mocking, hearty toast. “Of 



course, Tom. Hullo, Madam. Just let me finish my ale here and I’ll take 
you to Hogwarts.” The man, Ackart, emptied his tankard with one large 
gulp and set it on the table. 

“Right.” He stood up, and approached Hermione, offering her a large 
hand. “John Ackart at your service.”

“It’s nice to meet you, Mr. Ackart. I’m Hermione Granger and this is my 
daughter, Aubrey.”

Tom, listening to their short exchange, frowned at the mention of her 
name. “Granger… Sounds familiar…”

Hermione gave him a nervous smile. “It’s a common surname, really.”

Tom shrugged. “If you say so…”

“Mr. Ackart?” She turned to the Auror. “My child and I are ready. Will we 
be going there by Floo?”

“My original intention was to Apparate near Hogwarts grounds, but I 
think that with the child, we’ll have to take the Floo.”

“Well,” said Tom, “have a Happy Christmas the both of you. Ackart, see 
you soon.”

Hermione smiled and wished him a Merry Christmas. Even Aubrey, who 
spent most of the short conversation immersed in her potions text, was 
reminded of her manners and raised her head to wish Tom a Merry 
Christmas. It was fortunate enough that the child was distracted, 
Hermione thought. One could never know when Aubrey might decide to 
intervene and maybe spill out some information that her mother would 
rather have had Aubrey keep to herself. 

To Hermione’s great discomfort, John Ackart had insisted on making 
conversation all the way from the Leaky Caldron’s fireplace to the broom
closet on the Hogsmeade Auror Headquarters. Hermione answered his 
questions shortly, relieved when Aubrey manipulated the conversation 
by questioning Ackart about his work as an Auror. 

“So how can you tell someone is a dark wizard?” She asked.



“Well,” Ackart began, “First of all, there are certain kinds of devices we 
Aurors use that are capable of detecting evil. It’s all very complicated, 
but most of these implements work by-“

“-Tracking the bad intention of a person because they are enchanted to 
sense evil. It uses a spell that was developed in the fourteenth century 
and is very complicated, because it works by identifying feelings and 
emotion via the chemicals, which the body produces, and then it 
analyses them in order to-“

“That will be enough, darling,” Hermione told her daughter. “Mr. Ackart, 
please continue.”

The elder man smiled. “That’s impressive knowledge, young lady. You 
might want to be an Auror yourself, someday.”

Aubrey looked at him with expression of self-importance. “Thank you, 
Mr. Ackart, but I think I’m really much more into research.”

He nodded politely. “I’m sure you’ll make a fine researcher, Miss 
Granger.” At that, he turned to Hermione. “So what is it you’re doing in 
Hogwarts?”

“I… I have some business with the headmaster,” Hermione answered 
reluctantly. 

“Oh, really? ‘Cause I must warn you there might be some problem 
approaching the old man. He’s been very busy lately, and of course, 
guarded night and day, as is the castle. In fact, I really doubt whether 
they’ll let you in at all. Being with me is going to help you all right, but 
you’ll have to get through examination and we’ll probably have to ask 
you to entrust your wand…”

She smiled wearily. A forced, wry smile. “I’ll be fine, Mr. Ackart. Really. 
But thank you for your concern. I appreciate that.” 

“Ah, you’re welcome, Madam,” he said, gesturing towards the small 
display of flying brooms. “What will be your choice of broom? We don’t 
have much to offer, but I can guarantee you that they are all taken care 
of well.”



Hermione shrugged, picking a broom at random. She was never much 
of a flyer, and was glad that both Aubrey and Ackart agreed to make the 
short ride to Hogwarts together. She was afraid to take Aubrey on a 
broom herself. Hermione felt immensely awkward, seated on a broom 
once again. Ackart gave her a reassuring smile. She didn’t to return it.

Hermione was tired and cold, fighting to maintain her balance with the 
frosty winds pulling her in every direction. Wind ran through her hair. 
Her lips, swollen and dry from the cold, cracked at last, forming a slit of 
sore flesh in the middle of her lower lip. Hermione licked the thin drizzle 
of blood that oozed from the wound. The wind kept shrieking and 
shrilling in her ears, a wall of discordant sound between her and the 
present. She was overwhelmed by memories; lurking amidst the trees, 
waiting for the right moment to steal her soul, like the ancient’s well-
cherished demons. 

She, Harry and Ron, returning from Hogsmeade, pockets full of sweets, 
lips tasting of butterbeer and chocolate frogs. Holding a new book. The 
boys talking about Quidditch. Again. Always Quidditch. Harry had such 
sweet laughter, she remembered. A bit childish and nasal, pouring from 
his throat with soft bursts. The kind of laughter that means liquorice 
flavoured kisses and sweets and all sorts of childhood related things. 
Ron was different. He was nastier and somehow funnier and he lacked 
Harry’s sometimes-stupid innocence. This innocence that made Harry’s 
laughter so endearing. Ron- she was reminded of him whenever she 
met anyone with red hair. 

So she found herself cataloguing everything that was Ron related- many
things, indeed. Awkward snogs in the hallway. First overture into sex: 
they never actually did it, but he made her come, then at some other 
time she took him in her mouth and made him come, too. She never 
really minded the taste. Quarrels. They decided they would be much 
better off as friends. It was actually sweet, afterwards. Calmer. Between 
her and Ron, between the three of them. Snow ball fights. Summer 
evenings near the lake. Her hair smelling of spring and humidity and 
water. Looking back, she almost thought she could cry from craving this 
mellow simplicity. Oh, she just hated that. Hated, hated, hated. With 
Venom. The thin shell of her private Pandora’s box threatened to break 
once again. 



Later. Once Aubrey is tucked into bed and the night’s crawling in 
Hogwarts corridors, she’ll have her emotional breakdown. Bleed her 
soul on the cold flagstones, and be god damn fucking sorry for herself. 

Several minutes later they landed in front of Hogwarts’ grand marble 
staircase. Aubrey was quick to climb off the broom and snuggle against 
Hermione. 

John Ackart nodded toward Hermione. “That’s it, Madam. Hope you 
enjoyed the ride.”

She answered him while stroking Aubrey’s blond mane, “I was never 
very fond of brooms, but at least it looks like I landed in one piece. Quite
impressive on my side. Anyway…” She shifted a stray lock that was 
penetrating her left eye. “I am enormously grateful for your company. I 
can’t begin to describe how much I was relieved to have an escort to 
Hogwarts. Thank you so very much Mr. Ackart.”

“Oh, don’t even think of it, Mrs Granger. It was the least I could do.”

“But I’m not any less grateful.”

Aubrey joined. “Yeah, me too! And riding the broom was so-” a 
threatening look from Hermione made her change her mind, “-so 
wonderful.”

“Well, I’m glad you enjoyed it, young lady. May I walk you in, then?”

Absentmindedly, Hermione allowed Ackart to take her arm. Hogwarts, 
she noted, seemed to have remained the same, and wrongly so. 
Hermione didn’t know she could feel such anger. Ridiculous, really, as 
teenage-girls had already understood - awhile back, in the early sixties -
that the sun will go on shining and the birds will keep singing whether 
they were broken hearted or not (body and soul included). Why, then, 
should Hermione Granger’s downfall bother anyone? She wanted to 
scream. It was all so damn beautifully normal. A glass universe waiting 
to be broken. Weren’t they all, in a way?

Hermione rebuked herself. Not the time for pseudo philosophic 
musings. Ackart was escorting her and Aubrey toward the Auror 
standing guard by the door. Aubrey’s hand was sticky and sweaty in her 



palm. It was supposed to be the fucking Christmas break. Why were 
there so many people? Damn. She was retreating into cursing: the 
incapables’ last asylum. She should think. She would be able to think if 
her head didn’t hurt so much. The possibility of breaking was almost a 
presence, haunting her. Everything came down into the metaphor of 
being hunted. Haunted. 

“Your wand, please?” Hermione offered her wand to the Auror, 
managing a weak smile. Maybe her face will someday fixate in this 
hollow, sorrowful smile – that should at least be comfortable. The place 
looked like a field Auror station. Was the situation so severe that the 
Ministry saw fit to place Aurors at Hogwarts? Probably yes. Considering 
it was the Christmas break, there weren’t enough people to make the 
place noisy. Echoes kept floating like ghosts thorough the entrance hall, 
but the soft rumble of the present Aurors had infiltrated the solemn 
silence. Aside from Ackart and the Auror that was interrogating her this 
very moment, Hermione located another three Aurors. One, tall and 
lanky, was crowded among the shadows in the corner of the hall. 
Another two were playing chess on the marble staircase. A slow day, 
she determined mockingly. 

“Very well, Madam,” said the Auror, reaching her back her wand. He 
gave a wry glance to the dishevelled, Muggle clothed, Hermione. “What 
are you doing in Hogwarts this time of the year?”

“We are here to see the Headmaster Dumbledore!” Aubrey stated in a 
prominent American accent.

“Is it, Madam?”

Hermione confirmed her daughter’s statement.

The Auror looked at her with disagreement. “Well, that’s quite a request,
don’t you think?”

She sighed, forcing herself to relax. There really wasn’t much she 
should have expected, looking the way she did, Muggle and tired; an 
overall impression of neglect. “I’m aware of the fact that I’m asking a lot,
but this meeting is very important to me, I came a great distance in 
order to see the Headmaster, and I certainly mean him no harm. Please,
take my wand if that’ll help…-“



“Look, Madam. I don’t suspect your intentions, but Headmaster 
Dumbledore is a busy man-“

“You bet!” interrupted a cheery, female voice. “Headmaster Dumbledore 
is head over feet busy singing Christmas carols to his phoenix. Come 
on, Paddock, stop being such a tightarse. I know you’re just trying to do 
your job, but no point inventing danger where there isn’t any.” 

Hermione lifted her eyes to meet Madam Hooch’s jolly gaze. The elder 
witch took Hermione’s arm, sweeping her toward a familiar staircase. 
“Come, dear, this way…”

Paddock followed them immediately. “I’m really sorry, Madam, but you 
can’t do-“

“Can’t I? For your information, it was the Headmaster’s direct order to 
bring this young lady and her daughter to him.”

“Really?” The Auror was astounded. “Then why didn’t he send anyone 
to notify me?”

Madam Hooch stopped her rapid pacing. “What do you think I am, then?
A goat?”

“No, Madam, of course I don’t think you’re a goat, I was only saying 
that…”

“On your way, Paddock dear. Please remember you have a job to do.”

“But Madam…”

Aubrey, who so far was satisfied to lumber after her mother, uttered a 
noisy sigh and looked at the Auror tiredly “The lady told you we are 
going to see the Headmaster, sir. You are delaying us.”

“AUBREY!” Why was her voice so shrill and sharp? Hermione couldn’t 
help but wonder desperately, while Aubrey mumbled a reluctant 
apology. 

“Well, here we are!” trumpeted Hooch. Hermione noted they were in fact



standing in front of the stone gargoyle that guarded Dumbledore’s office.
“The password is skiving snacks, love. Now, come on Paddock. There is
a bunch of deadly Death Eaters lurking near the entrance hall. You 
wouldn’t like to leave Hogwarts exposed, would you?”

Aubrey watched the couple walk away. The child’s eyes, Hermione 
reflected, bore a certain kind of amusement that was a little disturbing, 
considering her young age. Hermione fastened her grip in the girl’s 
hand, for reassurance. Aubrey was drifting away so quickly from the 
young child she was supposed to be. The girl, sensing her mother’s 
distress and worry, turned to look at her. Black throbbing with warmth. 
Hermione had never seen that other set of black eyes smiling this way. 
As a young girl she had sometimes doubted whether he was even 
capable of doing so. 

She leaned to press a kiss to Aubrey’s crown, and relieved, took her 
daughter’s hand and stood before the stone gargoyle. 

“Skiving snacks!”

With a shrill creak the statue moved aside, exposing the dimly lit shaft 
that lead to the headmaster’s office. They stepped in, climbing the spiral
staircase. The torched light was shining in Aubrey’s hair, splashing 
sparkles of molten platinum. Silvery light mixed with shapeless shadows
forming hallucinatory demons out of blank darkness. Up, she thought, 
up the spheres, confess your sins, and be welcome. Headmaster 
Dumbledore will take care of all you un-christened, innocent babies. 

“Can I?”

Aubrey’s voice shook Hermione out of her reverie. She blinked, seeing 
the child’s hand was clutched around the gryphon head knocker. 

“Of course, darling.”

Aubrey knocked.

“You’re welcome, ladies,” came Dumbledore’s voice from behind the 
doors. 

The Headmaster’s office remained unchanged, just the way Hermione 



remembered it. The soft buzz of dozens of silvery devices was vibrating 
in the air, eyes of former headmasters following her every step from 
their unchanged position on the office walls. Albus Dumbledore, ancient 
and paradoxical as ever, watched her from behind the half moons of his 
glasses. “Hermione.” He rose from behind his mahogany desk and 
approached the two. “And Aubrey.”

He offered a veiny hand to the child, intentionally ignoring the 
thunderstruck Hermione. 

Aubrey shook the old wizard’s hand with confident force. 

“It’s a pleasure to meet you, Miss Granger,” Dumbledore told her.

“It’s a pleasure to meet you too, Headmaster Dumbledore,” Aubrey 
replied. “Mum isn’t feeling so very well,” she informed him. “I think you’d 
better say something to her.”

Dumbledore raised one eyebrow, obviously amused at the child’s 
comment. “Then I shall attend to your mother, Aubrey.” 

“Good.”

“Would you like to entertain a friend of mine in the meanwhile?”

“I would be honoured.”

Dumbledore smiled, reaching his hand to his phoenix familiar. The 
magnificent bird napped peacefully on his regular spot on top of the 
clothes hanger, but rose immediately at his master’s request. “Aubrey,” 
said Dumbledore, “this is Fawkes, my phoenix. Fawkes, this is Aubrey 
Granger, I believe you remember her mother, Hermione.”

The wise bird looked at the guests. Then, to both Hermione and 
Dumbledore’s surprised, Fawkes left the headmaster hand and landed 
on Aubrey’s shoulder. 

Dumbledore blinked with amazement. “It seemed like my phoenix is 
quite taken with you, young lady. Astonishing indeed, as he rarely trusts 
people other than myself.”



Aubrey seemed delighted to hear that. 

“Well, why don’t you two go and play near the fire while I talk to your 
mother? You can sing Fawkes some Christmas carols. He will adore 
you for that.”

“Sure, sir! I’ll sing to him every Christmas carol that I know!”

“Very good.”

Hermione watched Aubrey settle herself near the fire, Fawkes happily 
nestled in her lap as a cat might enjoy doing, joyfully talking to the 
phoenix. Hermione looked at Dumbledore.

The headmaster sighed. “I believe I now have a competitor. Never seen 
the bird so taken before.”

“Aubrey is a special child.”

“She is yours, dear. I doubt she can turn out differently.”

Hermione closed her eyes. A single tear escaped her shut eyelids, 
rolling down her cheeks. After all she has been through, these few 
words of kindness had the power to break her. “I’m sorry,” she mumbled,
“It’s just… it’s just…”

“Hush child,” Dumbledore’s arms enclosed her, pulling her head against 
his shoulder. “You have every right to cry.”

“But… but Aubrey-“

“I believe she’ll understand, Come,” he told her, conjuring a plush 
armchair with a flick of his wand. “Sit.”

Having set an example, Dumbledore took his seat behind the mahogany
desk. “A Lemon Drop?”

“No, thank you, headmaster.”

“Call me Albus, please.”



She nodded. “Albus, then.”

“Some tea?”

“Please.” 

At Dumbledore’s silent request, a tray loaded with a steaming kettle, 
three china mugs and some biscuits, appeared on the table. He poured 
the tea, offering Hermione a mug, then forced some tea and biscuits on 
Aubrey’s usually lacking appetite. Dumbledore promised her she could 
feed some biscuits to Fawkes, not forgetting to mention the bird disliked 
eating alone. That seemed to do the trick. Hermione smiled. It was an 
exhausted smile, but genuine nonetheless. 

Dumbledore retuned the gesture, and then gave Aubrey a quick glance. 
“Shall I cast a silencing sphere?”

Hermione nodded. “Thank you for your thoughtfulness.”

He cast the sphere, verifying that Aubrey wouldn’t be able to hear their 
conversation. Then, focusing his attention in Hermione, Dumbledore 
sighed. “Should I, Hermione, ask you what is it that you have been 
through that you see fit to thank me for a simple act of practicality? No,” 
he added, observing her response. “I rather thought not.”

“I’m…” she began. “I’m so very tired.”

“I know, dear. I can see.”

“Am I so transparent?”

“I would have been worried of you weren’t.”

She frowned for a moment, attempting to compose herself. “Where 
should I begin, then?”

“You owe me no explanation, Hermione.”

“Yes, I do!” she protested. She felt so weak, so defenceless under his 
merciful gaze, and fought to maintain her last shreds of dignity. It didn’t 
matter that Dumbledore hadn’t found it necessary. It was Hermione who 



needed to preserve a certain image of herself if she were to be able to 
go on. “I was seventeen,” she said quietly, “under your care, and I chose
to run away, forcing you to accept my choices. Now I’ve come back, 
grateful that you will take me in, as if nothing had happened. I owe you 
an explanation, I’m afraid.”

“Oh, child… you didn’t force me to accept any of your choices. I merely 
acknowledged the fact that you were mature enough to make your own 
decisions. Though I must admit that had I known you were expecting a 
baby, I might have made another decision…” his voice trailed off, while 
his gaze rested on the child that was sitting near the fireplace. “I 
wonder- did you know of… Aubrey, when you left?”

Hermione frowned. “No, no. I didn’t.”

“Could the knowledge have caused you to change your mind?”

“I don’t know… Maybe yes… maybe not. I was seventeen. The thought 
of facing- everything so shortly after… was terrifying. I was terrified. All I 
wanted was to run away... to disappear. I thought maybe if I wasn’t 
recognized then it would be like it never happened. If nobody 
recognized me as myself, then I wouldn’t be… her. Me. I still feel that 
way, sometimes.”

“I see. It should have been very difficult to come back.”

“It is. Everything is so… wrong. So much the same, and yet so different. 
I feel as if I grew out of Hogwarts while here, time didn’t move at all.”

Dumbledore eyes were sad and dim. “I’m afraid it did, my dear child. 
You’ve witnessed the changes yourself.”

“Yes, I have.” She looked at him determinedly, taking a steadying 
breath. “That’s the reason I’m here, Head- Albus. There is a war going 
on. I… had to go, then. I turned my back on the cause nine years ago. 
Now I’m strong enough to face what happened, so I have come back to 
fight. I know I probably don’t have much to offer... I’m not a graduate 
and I’m rusty from not using magic for almost a decade. I have a small 
daughter to take care of, but there surely is something I can do. I can… 
do research, or help one of the teachers, in order to make one more 
available to the fight, or I could… clean up the old Headquarters or do 



some secretarial job-“ She knew she was babbling and was grateful to 
Dumbledore when he stopped her.

-“It’s all right Hermione. I promise you I won’t let a mind such as yours 
be wasted on cleaning.”

“So… so it’s all right?” 

Dumbledore looked at her, somewhat amused. “Your lack of confidence 
surprises me, Hermione.”

“Oh.” She was crushing the fabric of her shirt between her fingers, but 
stopped immediately when she realized Dumbledore was following her 
nervous movements. “I’m not…. It’s… Look, it’s hard. I’m, my magic… 
Gosh…” Hermione buried her face in her palms. 

“I’m sure you’ll have all the time you need to muster your magic once 
again.”

“Thank you… Albus.”

“You’re welcome, dear. Now, I believe there is something you can do- if 
you’re willing, of course-“

“Oh, I’ll do anything as long as I can be of any help to you!”

Dumbledore chuckled softly. “Why don’t you listen to my offer before 
you agree to it?”

Hermione blushed. Always the over-eager Gryffindor, she mused quietly.
“Of course, Albus.” His private name still tasted strange on her lips. 

The old wizard silently approved. “Well, as you are… probably aware, 
Professor Snape is doing a very important job for the order.”

Cold sweat was emerging from her pores, slowly soaking the thick 
layers of fabric covering her body. Hermione nodded. “Please, 
continue.”

“Severus is still a comparatively young man, but I’m afraid his efforts for 
the cause have cost him a great deal. I’ve often found myself wishing 



there could be someone… to take some of his burden. As I remember, 
you were an outstanding student. I understand you have probably 
rusted a bit, but I believe that taking over the younger potions classes 
won’t be too difficult a mission? You could stay here at the castle, and 
there is a good pre-school program for younger children like Aubrey at 
Hogsmeade.”

Hermione blinked once, and then twice. She did suppose that upon 
returning she'd have no choice but seeing Severus Snape this time or 
another. Today's encounter was proof enough. But working side by side 
with the man who’d haunted her dreams was more than she could 
digest. Cold, phantom fingers sneaked to envelop her heart and push it 
upward until she could almost vomit her memories. This was sick. She 
couldn't possibly do it. But she had too. Or wanted too. She had forgiven
him, after all, for both of their sakes. Meeting him was one thing- she 
could push the horror aside and let it, momentarily, be. The thought of a 
long-term professional relationship, however, made her guts clench in 
protest. Hermione swallowed, raising her eyes to look at Dumbledore. "I 
honestly don't know if I can do it."

The old wizard sighed. "I was afraid you’d say that. Is there a chance 
you might let me try to convince you?"

"You may try."

He smiled gently. "First of all, I’d tell you that the young man who raped 
you and the Severus I know today is not the same person. I hope you 
do remember our conversation on the eve of your departure, when I told
you of Professor Snape's reaction to your… act of forgiveness-"

Tears wallowed in her eyes. "How could I forget?"

"Indeed. And he’d been repenting for the iniquity he’d caused you, and 
others, ever since."

Hermione gave the Hogwarts Headmaster a quizzical look. "He 
definitely isn't showing it."

"Well, Severus is not one… to demonstrate feelings easily. Emotional 
communication comes with great difficulty to him. And do not forget, my 
dear child, that for him, as important as you were, you were none-the-



less faceless. He had no name to give you at the time, nor could he 
connect between you, Hermione, his student, and the girl he’d raped 
and caused him, post factum, to switch sides and loyalties."

"You are defending him."

Dumbledore agreed, after some thought. "Yes, I appear to be. And I'm 
sorry. It was not my intention to underrate the horror you must’ve been 
through. What I'm trying to say, Hermione, is that the Severus I know is 
safe for you to work with, and there is no reason you should be afraid of 
him."

"I wish I could," she said quietly. "I do wonder whether the exposure 
would numb the pain or the fear- I hesitate to put a name to my feelings.
And I do trust your opinion." Hermione sighed loudly. "Very well. Does 
Professor Snape…? Do you think he’ll agree?”

“He will if I tell him to. That should be none of your concern, my dear. All 
that matters is- do you agree?”

“Well, I seem to have just done so.” She knew Snape was important to 
the cause. If their morning encounter was any evidence, then she could 
tell for sure his state was deteriorating. He looked older, sicker. More 
tired and spent than the last time she’d seen him- as his student. Pale 
and hollow-eyed, as no man of his mid-forties should look. Maybe, just 
as much as she wanted to run away from him, she also wanted to save 
him – maybe it was some automatic mechanism imprinted upon her 
bare soul that made her want to reach for this lost kitten of a man (well, 
lost rottweiler perhaps) and redeem him. Stupid woman, she thought. 
Stupid mother. Go back to your un-christened demon babies and bring 
them salvation. 

She was supposed to hate him, wasn’t she? Maybe she did hate him. 
Despised the man he’d been and perhaps remained, the man who’d 
taken her so brutally. And she’d forgiven him, for the sake of her own 
sanity, she’d had to forgive him. Because she could see he’d needed 
forgiveness –because somebody had to forgive him. It wasn’t fatalism 
that made her think so. Hermione Granger was many things, but had 
never been a fatalist. It was… sometimes she’d lain awake at night, 
listening to Aubrey’s low breathing in the next room, with the city several
stories below them, making soft, guttural noises, like a big satiated 



canine, and the world made sense. So she could continue to forgive 
Severus Snape, could even wish him well, or offer him her help. 
Because some things were right, even though so many others weren’t.

Dumbledore watched her carefully. “I must admit that I didn’t expect you 
to agree at all.”

Hermione shrugged. “I’ve come to you empty-handed. Maybe it’s my 
strict sense of pride that forces me to accept… whatever route to 
redemption you might offer. Maybe I’m simply masochistic. And don’t 
forget that this is a very comfortable arrangement for me. I’ve had to 
make many compromises in the last nine years. This can very well be 
one of them.” 

“I remember that back then you were determined to forgive him. I 
thought it might be the shock. Don’t get me wrong, Hermione, I believe 
that the Severus we know now is a good, honourable man, but he did 
rape you – in this time or another – you had every right to feel... 
whatever it is women might experience in these cases.”

“I never said I did not hate him…” She sighed. “Oh, it’s just so 
complicated… I hated the man who did that to me, and for a while, I 
hated the man he became. Maybe I still do. But, you see, I believe 
people change, and maybe he needed me, my forgiveness, in order to 
change, and I… I was left with so little. Forgiving him was somehow the 
only form of defiance I had left at the time. I don’t pretend to make 
sense, or say you should turn the other cheek or tell anybody what to 
do… but it was the right choice for me. I didn’t have the power, nor did I 
have the time to hate anyone. Hate is so consuming… I found out soon 
enough that I needed to preserve my power.” 

“Which brings us back to Aubrey.” Again, they both looked at the child. 
She was now sprawled on the thick carpet in front of the fire, managing 
a one-sided conversation with Fawkes. The bird nodded, nibbled the 
biscuits the child offered him and made voices suspiciously close to a 
purr when Aubrey stroked his feathers. Dumbledore groaned sadly. “I 
seem to have lost my bird’s favours to an eight year old.” 

Hermione laughed. “I seem to have lost my daughter’s heart to your 
bird.”



“Well, look like we’re in this together. Hermione,” Dumbledore told her, 
sobering at once. “Forgive me for my prying, but- am I right assuming 
Aubrey is Professor Snape’s child?”

“Yes,” she said. “I’m afraid you’re right. I was never able to say for sure- 
there were… there were… several of them, though he was the first 
and… Well, all during the pregnancy I hoped it would turn out to be him-
someone that I knew and respected- at least… before, and he was on 
our side. It seemed the lesser of all possible evils. Then Aubrey was 
born, and she had his eyes- even in the first days, you know, her eyes 
never wore the infants’ shade of blue. The nurse put her in my lap, a red
and wrinkled newborn, and she opened her eyes to look at me, and that
was that. They were Professor Snape’s eyes. I noticed other things as 
well, as she grew up. She has his hands, for example, and his frame. I 
even think she’s got his skin colour, though I have no idea where the 
blond hair came from. She has his brilliance. Professor Snape is the 
cleverest man I ever met. I think Aubrey has the potential to best him. 
And she always liked to concoct things out of our food storage, if that 
means anything.”

“Well, I do happen to remember that the Snapes have a special skill for 
potions…”

Hermione smiled knowingly. “So, to your question: yes. I believe Aubrey 
is Professor Snape’s daughter.” 

“And do you mean to tell Severus he is a father to a child?” 

She sighed. “Honestly, Head- Albus, I don’t know. In one way, I feel I am
obligated to tell him. On the other hand, I find myself asking, what for? 
Him, knowing about Aubrey. He didn’t ask for that. He didn’t even know 
we ever… He surely won’t be happy to find out he has a daughter; I 
hardly think he’s qualified to be a father…”

“Were you qualified to be a mother when giving birth to Aubrey?”

“It’s not the point,” she answered exhaustedly. “What I mean is that… 
look, ever since Aubrey was old enough to express herself, she has 
asked me about her father. I tried to tell her as much of the truth as I 
could… I told her he didn’t know of her, and that he is a very clever 
man, and she got his eyes and his intellect… Don’t you see, Albus? 



Aubrey longs for a father. And what do I have to give her? Severus 
Snape, a man who takes pleasure intimidating little children, a man 
who’d probably despise the idea he has a child!”

“I can see what you mean, Hermione, but don’t you think that at least he
has a right to know?”

She cried in exasperation. “I do, Albus, but what for?”

“I will risk sounding Gryffindor and clichéd, but I think you should do it 
simply because it’s the right thing to do. Severus might not be pleased, 
but we can’t prevent him from knowing because we feel we can foresee 
his reaction.”

She sat quietly for several moments, nestling her mug between her 
palms, as if drawing strength and calm from its warm presence between
her hands. From its empirical quality. “Yes, you are right,” Hermione said
at last. “I will tell him.”

“Do you want my assistance?”

“No,” she said fiercely. “It’s my duty and I will see to it.”

“Very well, Hermione.” The Headmaster’s eyes were soft and comforting
beyond the half moons of his spectacles. The lowering sun, a splash of 
vivid colour upon the fraying sky, shone softly in his silver-white mane. 
Clever, ancient Dumbledore. She wanted to crawl into his chocolate-frog
card and live forever in the cellophane world it promised. 

“It seems to me that you two had a very long day,” he told her.

“Yes,” Hermione answered quietly. “We have.”

“There’s a set of free rooms in the teacher’s quarters. I believe it will do 
for the night –and if you are indeed interested in my suggestion, even 
longer. I hope you will forgive me my little meddling- but I sent over the 
house elves, to see it’s ready for your usage.”

She laughed unhappily. “I am much more likely to be angry with you for 
using house elves to prepare my lodging. Thank you, Albus. You can’t 
imagine how grateful I am.”



“As I already told you Hermione, you are most welcome. Don’t even 
think of it. Shall I see you to your rooms, now?"

* The chapter's title, is taken from T. S. Eliot's poem, "The Dry 
Salvages". 
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parents' marriage.

4 - Your Golden Hair Margarete, Your Ashen hair Shulamith.

He woke with a splitting headache. No wonder, after turning straight to 
the vodka. In normal circumstances, Severus Snape was a whiskey 
drinker. Drink that was refined and precise; a sharp stab of taste and 
smell. An intellectual stimulation of the senses, if you liked. Vodka was a
bad habit he had picked up from a Russian fellow-student at university. 
Snape often found that it suited his darker moods. Vodka, especially the
cheap types, was strong, brutal and mean. It knocked out the senses, 
burned the throat and diffused itself from one's pores leaving a heady 
scent of alcohol-absorbed sweat and bitter defilement. Not to mention a 
bloody hangover. He was now entertaining one. 



Last night, which began with Baudeliare and a Jameson, ended up with 
vodka and Bukowski. What degradation. The book lay abandoned on 
the floor, face down, with few of the pages crushed under its weight. 
Snape could blurrily remember himself throwing away the book, 
ridiculously pained by the words. He returned to Hogwarts, already 
slightly drunk, and skipped dinner. Alone in his rooms, he could drown 
peacefully in the wavering abyss of his self-conjured despair. Bukowski 
too. An intoxicating dive under the collective skin of sweating humanity, 
fighting to breathe as the beautifully spun words wound around his 
windpipe, suffocating him. He came back to his senses smelly, sweating
alcohol and poetry, and hung over. Of course. 

Snape rose slowly, fighting a wave of nausea as he pushed his bed 
covers aside. The stench of Vodka was everywhere. He closed his eyes.
Behind his eyelids were the words. The young Dolores Haze – Bloody 
hell. He really had to stop reading Muggle literature – then the young 
Granger child. And her mother. The insinuation made him slightly sick. 
Damn Muggle authors. Damn the Muggle born. Wand… on the night 
table. Lucky he was so meticulous. Spying made it necessary, though 
he was already a neat person by nature. Snape grasped his wand. 
“Accio hangover potion!”

The vial landed on his bedcovers. He uncorked it, gulping the bitter 
liquid. The substance had magically flooded his system with H2O, 
melting away the residues of the alcohol. The room still smelled of 
Vodka, and Snape was still somewhat dizzy, but the awful headache 
was gone, and so was the dryness in his mouth. He rose to his feet, 
shedding whatever clothes he still wore, and walked straight to the 
bathroom. The suite of rooms he had in the dungeons was equipped 
with an impressive bathtub, which Snape kept ignoring. Today was no 
exception. He stepped into the shower; turned on the hot water and let it
scorch him back to sanity. Hot. Boiling water. Agony. Pain blossomed 
where the heat met his skin. This was reality. This was sanity. 

Out of the shower, he stared at his blurred reflection in the mirror. 
Vicious stains of black and white against the glass. He found himself 
reaching for the mist-covered surface, fingers trailing along the 
coagulated vapour. 

the blackbirds are rough today



like
ingrown toenails
in an overnight
jail---

Now it was him through the words. Ugly. Unchanged as ever. Looking 
more and more like the father he hated, as the years went by. How 
sweet a revenge that he should be moulded in the vile form of Justin 
Snape. The sins of the fathers… Looked like they were both black-
hearted bastards. No matter how far or how hard he ran, it was always 
Justin’s face that stared back at him from the mirror. Justin was his 
son’s atonement. He would have probably appreciated the tribute, had 
he been alive. He wasn’t. Had the courtesy to die almost twenty years 
ago, hardly eighty years old. Maybe the Snapes’ infamous health (or the
lack of it, to be more accurate) accounted for it. He hoped his mother 
had several years of happiness before she passed away as well. 
Disgusted with himself, Snape turned away from the mirror. 

...The blackbirds kept eating his heart with small bites, looking at him 
with crimson blood pouring down their dark eyeballs. 

Taking a brief look at the ancient horologe, he noted it was already time 
for lunch. Snape was never very fond of eating, but he knew he had to 
replenish his energy reservoir in order to keep his normal functioning. 
Sometimes, it seemed to him that the basic actions, which comprised 
his daily routine, became automated. He was the sum of all his 
mundane occupations, a being defined by the operational instructions of
the activity called living. Breath, eat, sleep, and then the secondary 
functions: move, talk, interact, and integrate in the great web that is the 
humanity that surrounds you. 

With cold resolution, Snape got dressed, and made his way to the great 
hall. 

The green, red and silver of Christmas already adorned the hall. The 
Christmas decorations somehow clashed with the temperate silence 
that filled the room. Few voices interlaced the stillness, soft echoes that 
mingled in the corners and dissolved a little before they could make 
themselves understood. Several students who remained during the 
Christmas break sat at their house tables: the additional table, back in 
the of end of the hall, accommodated its usual diners; Aurors, 



wanderers, widowed mothers and their children, orphaned and 
homeless by the hands of the Death Eaters; all sort of people who were 
fighting for the cause and who had made Hogwarts castle their 
temporary home. Their presence was a nuisance he was used to. An 
itch you forgot to scratch because you were so used to it, it became a 
part of your existence.

Moving along, he heard a rapid rumble coming from the staff table. The 
voice was suspiciously sweet and childish, and Snape scanned the 
table with mild annoyance. That reshaped into something darker when 
he recognized the two additional diners. Great. Absolutely great. For 
nine out of twelve months he was forced to eat while listening to the 
constant noise of the student body. Now, when school had finally 
emptied to some degree, he had to suffer nothing less than a young girl 
attending the staff table. And he didn’t even want to begin analyzing his 
feelings concerning the presence of one, Hermione Granger. Wouldn’t 
Albus be delighted? The thought of Albus being overjoyed by his own 
misery was the last straw. Snape decided to beat a strategic retreat 
back to his rooms. 

“Severus! I was hoping you would join us today!”

Fuck. He was caught. “Good afternoon, Albus.”

Yes, the Headmaster was delighted. “Come and sit with us, dear boy!” 
he invited the acerbic Potions Master. “I am sure you will have noticed 
we have guests- in fact, Miss Granger told me two met by chance 
yesterday.”

“Indeed, we did,” Snape confirmed, taking his regular place three seats 
to the right from the headmaster. Knowing Dumbledore, he had very 
little doubt that the little girl’s being seated right next him was a 
coincidence. The child immediately lifted her gaze from her plate, at 
which she had been staring with painfully familiar despondency, and 
gave Snape a measuring glance. “You are the nasty man we met 
yesterday,” she told him. 

He sneered. “I’m delighted to know I made such a good impression.”

“No, you didn’t,” she answered with an air of the utmost seriousness. 



He ignored her, and with grim determination, began heaping food on his
plate.

“Making a new acquaintance, Severus?” Minerva, who was seated to 
his right, teased him.

“Already jealous, Minerva?”

“Oh, not at all, my dear. You enjoy your new friend.”

Snape snorted, focusing his attention on his plate. There was 
considerable amount of food to be dealt with. Unfortunately, he didn’t 
have much appetite. Back in his adolescence, Snape learned that his 
appetite and his body’s requirements were hardly ever synchronized. 
His mother, because of her lurid past, never once allowed him to skip 
his meals or to have food left on his plate. Therefore, at the time he 
arrived at Hogwarts, Severus Snape was more than happy to eat as 
much as he pleased. Soon enough, though, he found that eating only as
much as he pleased meant he began to suffer the consequences of 
malnutrition. Consequently, Snape learned how to supply himself with 
the precise amount of food that would enable him to keep going. 

The memory made him think of his mother. Aniko used to hide dried 
slices of bread underneath the mattress –in the pillowcase, canned 
goods in the closet. Food could be found, hidden in the most 
unexpected places, stolen from the house-elves, who never stopped 
suspecting the stuttering Muggle their master had inflicted upon them. 
Justin used to hit his wife whenever he discovered another hidden stash
of rotting food. He was a violent person, and therefore believed he could
beat the habit out of Aniko. Or perhaps he simply enjoyed the beating. 

Snape turned his gaze back to his food with even less appetite. 

“You don’t like to eat,” a mellow, childish voice informed him. 

He immediately glared at the child.

To Snape’s astonishment, she smiled. “It’s okay,” said the girl in a 
reassuring manner. “I don’t like to eat, either.”

“And how is that supposed to console me?” He shot at once.



She shrugged, not the least insulted. “Just thought you’d like to know.”

“Well, I didn’t.”

Minerva, who had been keeping track of their short conversation, gave 
Snape a wicked smile. The woman definitely earned her Animagus 
form. 

Snape finished his lunch, ignoring the low hum of conversations all 
around him. Once or twice, he thought he heard Granger urging her 
child to eat. It made him think of his mother, but he forcefully pushed the
memories away. Aniko existed in a dark cranny of his mind. A pale, 
golden haired Shulamith, that extended her arms to enfold all the 
cremated ghosts of his childhood and youth, and stare back at him with 
accusing eyes. She never forgave him for joining the Death Eaters. 

He left the hall, haunted by his private ghost, and missed Hermione’s 
attempt to catch his attention. 

* * *

Fire was swirling in the hearth. The warm glow was licking the edge of 
Snape’s wooden desk, softly whispering along the brim of the paper he 
was grading. Fifth years’ essays. Those were the worst. Especially 
those students that could already see the end to their Potions days 
approaching and let themselves slip. Those he treated with vengeance. 
Not that Snape could be blamed of being nice or even civil to any of his 
students. By the multitude, he found that they were a bunch of 
dunderheads, lacking both the will and the talent required of Potions 
students. There were several exceptions during the years – Miss 
Granger came to mind, though he would never admit it willingly – but 
the lots of them were nothing more than incapable fools. Of course, the 
fact he hated his position wasn’t helping. 

Severus Snape had never pretended to be a good teacher. The job had 
been inflicted upon him by Dumbledore, who saw it as a means to save 
Snape from the Death Eaters’ round-ups that followed Voldemort’s fall, 
whilst filling in a worrying gape in Hogwarts’ staff. Hogwarts’ last Potions



Master had been one of the war’s many victims, and the young 
Literature and Chemistry student, formerly one of the best Potions 
students Hogwarts had ever known, seemed to be a likely, though slim 
substitute. Nonetheless, appointing Severus Snape as Hogwarts 
Potions instructor suited Dumbledore’s purposes, and thus he ignored 
the obstacles and made his involvement in the fight against Voldemort a
platform from which to enable Snape’s appointment.

Over the years, Snape’s teaching became a matter of gratitude. 
Dumbledore wished him to continue teaching Potions, and so he did. It 
was also a matter of caution. As long as he didn’t see Voldemort’s 
corpse with his own eyes, Severus Snape was not going to count him 
as dead. There hadn’t been enough humanity left in the creature for him
to die. Snape had been right of course, and when Voldemort regained 
his power, Snape slipped back to his former position among the Dark 
Lord's servants once again taking the role of a double spy. Thus, he 
retained the position he was so unqualified to fulfill, scaring another 
generation of incapable witches and wizards.

At forty-eight, an age that was supposed to be a wizard’s prime, he was 
bitter, unhealthy and overwrought. Justin Snape died at seventy-two. 
Severus expected it to be even earlier for him. Not that he minded. If 
truth were told, Snape’s personal indifference concerning his possible 
death seemed to amuse him from time to time. Again, he found himself 
surrendering to the firm grip of the narrative – the tragic story of his life 
rather than the reality of it. An inevitable retreat for a man who reflected 
his life through a filter of carefully composed words. 

A soft knock on the door cut off his reverie. Snape straightened at once, 
pushing aside a clutter of fifth years’ essays. “Enter!” His voice left no 
doubt as to the reception expecting the misfortunate intruder. 

Annoyed, he watched a pudgy figure slip into the room. She closed the 
door behind her with a quiet tap, and turned to face him. 

“Miss Granger….” He drawled in his silkiest voice, satisfied to note she 
has shivered. “To what do I owe the honour of this unexpected visit?” 

Hermione Granger moistened her lips. Pink tongue briefly applying spit 
to her childishly swollen mouth. Completely innocent gesture, of course,
so he was amused to be reminded of Anna, her pupils dilated with 



arousal, rippling and damp in front of him. The sound of Granger’s 
breathy, somewhat girlish voice obliterated his memory of Anna at once.
“My apologies for the interruption, Professor-“ she said, “I tried to catch 
your attention at lunch, so I could settle on a time when we’re both 
free… but you left so swiftly- anyway,“ she took a calming breath, “we 
need to talk.”

“Well, unfortunately for you, I happen to be busy at this time-“

“It’s important,” she blurted out.

Snape glared at her. “I’m sure you think it’s important.”

Granger clenched her jaws. “Yes, I do. And I believe you’ll find it 
important too, if you’d only listen. Now,” she said, taking a seat in front 
of the large oak desk, “please forgive me my rudeness.” 

He knew there was no actual reason for him to avoid talking to her- no 
reason other than his own relentless ghosts, and the confusing, 
intimidating sense of unreality that her presence caused him. The 
blackbirds were hovering above Hermione Granger, ready to tear her 
heart, ready to poke her eyeballs; the blackbirds were ready to feast on 
his sanity. There was something about her that made him feel almost 
afraid – from the moment he had seen her until this very moment; a 
sense of unreality: as if she was a piece of destiny about to fall into 
place, and safe as long as she was dislocated. Being terrorized made 
him defensive, and he hated himself for reacting this way to a woman 
that was about twenty years younger than he. “What do you want, Miss 
Granger?” Snape asked at last. “It rather be good, as you’re already 
wasting my precious time.”

“As I already said, I’m sorry for the interruption-“

“Please, spare me.”

She nodded. Her expression was grave and restrained, and yet she 
reminded him of a nervous, jumpy schoolgirl. Hermione Granger still 
made an impression of eagerness. Maybe those were his memories 
misleading him; maybe her skin, that seemed to glow with water, so soft
it looked mellow and trembling. “Very well,” she said, crossing her arms.
“You may not like what I’m going to tell-“



“Miss Granger!” he barked. “Would you please just get to the point?”

“I’m trying!” There was a streak of genuine despair in her voice that 
made him want to run away. Or soothe her, if he only knew how. 

“Why do you have to make it so difficult?” she asked him. Her voice was
trembling and she buried her face in her hands. 

He swore inwardly. Knowing she was close to breaking down, he felt a 
certain urge, merely a curiosity, to drive her over the edge. Snape 
wondered how this new Hermione Granger would look when broken. 
Then she looked at him and he knew he could not, would not, hurt her 
deliberately. Not now. “Please continue, Miss Granger,” Snape 
encouraged her gently. 

She lifted her gaze. Her eyes were big and sad. “Well-“ Granger raised 
a hand to shift a wild lock that escaped the loose bundle at her nape. 
“As I… well… The day I was gone… It had been a Hogsmeade 
weekend. I believe the rumor went that I’d been kidnapped by Death 
Eaters. Some sort of a Death Eaters attack. But there was no attack, 
was there?”

Her eyes clung to his, questioning, almost pleading. For she already 
knew the answer. There had indeed been no attack. None that he knew 
of. The knowledge had maddened him at the time. Was there was an 
attack planned that he didn’t know of? That he had never even heard 
of? Weeks later he had still been trying to draw information from his 
fellow Death Eaters, yet there hadn’t been a single clue to hint 
something ever happened at all. Snape shook his head. “No, there was 
no attack.”

Hermione smiled unhappily. “But you see, there was. Only not then. The
attack in which I was involved occurred twenty years earlier, during the 
summer of 1978.” 

“Miss Granger, what are you trying to tell me?”

“When I went to Hogsmeade, I had a time turner with me. I'd had it since
the beginning of the year, in fact. I used it to cover up for the extra hours
I did for my graduation project. That day, something went wrong. 



Something went terribly wrong.”

He heard fingernails slowly notching along a blackboard, into black 
flesh, into human flesh, rotten by time; he could see legs swinging 
underneath the escritoires. The sweet rumble of his mother, half English
half Hungarian; singing him lullabies, crying softly in the corner after 
she’d been beaten black and blue. 

Hermione Granger continued. “At first it seemed as if nothing had 
happened. Only when I went looking for Harry and Ron, I finally 
understood something wasn’t right: I didn’t know anyone. I went to look 
for one of the teachers, then… then it didn’t matter anymore.” Her voice 
held a certain note of unhappy finality. “I heard a scream, and people 
were running everywhere, frenzied- it was sheer craziness. I didn’t know
what to do. The next moment, a Death Eater was coming at me. I hit 
him with the first curse I could think of. He fell, but then there was 
another one. I couldn’t turn my back on them without being hit with 
something. Everything happened so fast. At last, I was hit by a cruciatus
and I stumbled- somebody, a Death Eater, grabbed me and dragged me
over a racing broom.”

Granger stopped speaking. He realized that she wouldn’t look at him. 
Snape had the most disturbing notion he had already knew what she 
was going to tell him. Yet he needed to hear it from her own lips. 

“We landed in a meadow. I have no idea where. It was already dark –the
moon was a thin scrap. Barely any light at all. Weird what things you 
notice in these situations. I think the Death Eaters circled me. There was
some interchange. Laughing. I was hit with another crucio. Then they 
urged a…” her voice broke slightly, forming two different cords that 
dissonance, then dissolved back into each other, as she calmed herself.
“They urged a man to play with me- when I saw your face I knew it 
was… before. You were-“ she closed her eyes for a moment, “so young.
Maybe it gave me an impression of innocence. Amidst the horror, I felt 
sorry for you. I told you I forgave you, and you laughed at me. But it 
didn’t matter, you see. I needed to forgive you. Then… I… there were 
others, after you…” Hermione Granger breathed deeply. “I was weak 
and bruised –I remember fainting several times. When another Death 
Eater came to finish me, as he believed I had no longer use to them, 
you stopped him, claiming I’m already dead. I think – I knew, you saved 
my life. Then, at the end, you approached me, and stroked my hair… 



and you called me you-“ 

“Margaret… my ashen haired Margaret…” he whispered. “I never 
knew…”

“Well, you know now…” she was whispering, too. She was serene and 
sad, tears pouring quietly down her cheeks. Long ribbons of salty, liquid 
sorrow, skimming along the edges of the horror that was impossible to 
contain. 

Snape’s head was whirling. His nerves were throbbing with echoes of 
long buried memories. He could never, ever forget her. It was true that 
he never tried, but while other memories had slowly faded, the memory 
of her remained vivid and bleeding in his mind. He couldn’t remember 
her face, but he remembered the taste of the night, the exact shade of 
her voice, crying, sobbing, her words wrapping around his soul. 
Her pain. She was trying to keep her voice down, but when he thrust 
into her virgin body, she couldn’t repress a scream. Plunging in, he felt 
delicate tissues tear underneath him. Behind, Snape could hear his 
fellow Death Eaters cheering. 

A wave of nausea had taken over him. He had felt sickness at his 
colleagues' perverted enthusiasm, at his own arousal. The concept of 
taking a woman against her will was repulsive and fascinating at once. 
Taking such pleasure out of her writhing body, out of knowing she was 
writhing in agony underneath him, was something he despised himself 
for. He told himself he had been forced to do so, but deep inside lurked 
the knowledge that this craving for violence was a part of him. 

Growing in a home where pain was a silent promise, he became 
blunted. Indifferent. Violence was comprehensible. In a way, Snape 
couldn’t imagine himself living without it. It was a need – part of 
whatever idea of twisted normality he would ever be able to conjure. He 
knew he was stained, long before he ever laid his hand on a victim. 
Later, he turned aside, staring into the bleak darkness of the moor. 
Stained. Black and blue, and now: also deep, viscous red. Snape 
shrugged away the thought, and rising to his feet, rejoined the Death 
Eaters. 

Indifference seemed to be the most logical reaction. He couldn’t afford 
to care, so he didn’t care. It was to be the same with her – she was just 



another toy to pleasure a mindless child, and then be thrown away, 
crushed and broken. He fucked her mindlessly, barely hearing the quiet 
sobs that played along the unfolding scene. Then she spoke, lisping 
through her bruised lips. 

“It…d…doesn’t mat-ter….”

“What?” he nearly stopped amazed to hear her talking. Some of the 
victims cried or pledged, but she had simply lain there from the 
beginning. Limp, dumbstruck and hopeless.

“I-I said… it doesn’t m-matter…I f..f-forgive you.”

He laughed. Laughed so loudly that his lungs hurt. Then he hit her 
across the face, never even slowing his rhythm. “Stupid… girl.” A thrust, 
deep, and fierce. She cried. “Stupid… stupid… girl.” He plunged himself 
deep, wishing to hurt her. 

She raised her hand, fingertips brushing along his cheekbones before 
he caught her. The force of the grip almost broke her fingers. “You… 
know… nothing… of… me,” he said.

She gaped, crying, and then raised her eyes to look at him. “Yess, I d-
do, Severus S-snape, a-and I f-forgi-ve you.”

His last thought as he came, spilling his seed inside her, was that the 
girl was insane and that her hair had the weirdest colour in the weak 
moonlight. It looked like ashes. 

“Professor…?”

There again. The stupid girl couldn’t keep her mouth shut. He leaned 
forward, not looking at her, hands shaking with suppressed violence. 
“Don’t talk to me.”

She tried to reach him, stretching her hand to touch his shoulder. His 
fingers closed around hers’ in an instance, nearly crushing them. “Don’t.
You. Dare. Touch. Me.” He released her hand, satisfied to note that she 
cringed away from him.

Hermione Granger sighed. His sudden violence seemed to knock her 



back into some composure. Perhaps she remembered that when 
dealing with a dangerous monster you had to be alert. “I’m sorry, 
Professor, I should perhaps leave alone now, unless…”

Her voice was drilling into his brain. He wanted her to shut up. To go 
away and let him be. What else could she possibly want from him? A 
bloody apology? Crawl on his knees asking for forgiveness? Did she 
want him to acknowledge the iniquity he did to her? Revenge was a dish
better served cold. Did she seek revenge? No. She forgave him. Even 
back then, she forgave him, though Merlin knows he didn’t deserve it. 
Every saint needed a demon to fight. Well, St. Granger, look what a 
beaten, worn dragon you found yourself. Snape closed his eyes, letting 
the tiredness override him. “What is it, Miss Granger? Not for a moment 
I am fooled to think you believe I enjoy your presence.” He clenched his 
fists. “Please finish whatever it is you came here to do and go.” 

“It’s all about you, isn’t it?” she spoke quietly, her voice calm and angry 
at once. “Isn’t it? All about your guilt, and your suffering. Did you ever 
consider the possibility that I didn’t come here to torture you?”

“So what did you come here to do?”

She breathed deeply. “What I came here to do, Professor, is tell you that
you have a daughter. I believe Aubrey is your child.”

“What??” His weary demeanor snapped at once. 

“Aubrey- my daughter; remember, the little, fluffy, blond chatterbox? I 
believe she’s yours.”

“That’s impossible.”

“Is it?” She sounded tired, unhappy and hurt. 

“How can you possibly tell?”

“Just take a second look at her,” Hermione explained tiredly. “Aubrey 
has your eyes, your hands… your frame – she certainly doesn’t have 
mine,” she snorted. “Aubrey even has your temper and some of your 
defiance, for want of a better word.” 



Snape forced himself to conjure up the image of the chatty, annoying 
little girl. Black, defiant gaze. Milky skin tinged with olive. Fine, thin, 
blond strands. He didn’t doubt it would darken with time, to the shade of 
ripe wheat. Aniko’s golden hair. She looked so much like Aniko… Yes, 
the circumstances were absurd, but the little child could be his 
daughter. 

Hermione interpreted the hesitation on his face as skepticism. “There 
were many men, and I could never quite tell where did the blond hair 
came from-“

“My mother,” he cut her short. “She seems to have taken after her. I 
wonder how I didn’t see the resemblance in the first place. Wait a 
minute; I believe I have a picture of her somewhere…” He was now 
rummaging through his drawers, looking for the picture, maybe looking 
for distraction. “There,” he said at last, offering Granger a black and 
white photograph. “My mother. Aniko Goldstein Snape.”

She frowned at the name. “I always figured you came from a pure 
blooded family-“

“I do, Miss Granger. The Snape line is an ancient dynasty stretching 
back to Mediaeval times. My mother, however, was a Muggle. She was 
about fifteen when my father claimed her… One could say she was 
something of a pet project to him. Due to rather obscure circumstances, 
he happened to be in Europe at the end of the Muggles’ World War Two.
He found her in a refugee camp. She was alone in the world, barely 
more then a child – not in much of a state to resist. As it happened, she 
was very beautiful – enough for the Germans to ignore her race and 
make her their whore instead of sending her directly to the Gas 
Chambers. My father was also fascinated with her beauty. So he took 
her to England. Married her, to my grandparents’ utter disappointment, 
produced several offspring, me included, and made her life as miserable
as possible until he had the kindness to die.”

Hermione stared at him with puzzlement, grief written all over her face. 
Snape responded with a glare.

“Your mother is a very beautiful woman.”

“Was,” he corrected her coldly. “She died almost twenty years ago.”



“I’m sorry.”

Snape didn’t bother to acknowledge the courtesy. 

“I can see what you mean… about the resemblance. They are indeed, 
very much alike.” Granger was looking at the picture, at the woman who
answered her exploring eyes, with a blank, empty gaze. 

Aniko. Dead, fair Aniko. And now there was this little girl, starring at him 
with his own eyes out of Aniko’s heart shaped face. Aubrey… Snape 
examined the name in his mind. Her features had verily bore an elfin 
quality. It was a slight transformation from Aniko’s doll-like face into 
something that was less beautiful but much more potent. A Pixie. A 
magical creature. How could she possibly be… his daughter? Snape’s 
head was throbbing with the knowledge. Having children was one thing 
he never planned on doing. There was no way he was ever going to 
produce another Justin Snape. This – and the knowledge that being the 
last male Snape alive, he was going to let the Snape bloodline vanish 
with him – gave him a certain amount of serenity. He had never 
entertained the thought that a child of his could turn out to be nothing 
but another twisted image of his father. Of himself. But this girl... 
Unafraid to speak her mind, babbling away like a magpie. Bright. 
Untouched. She looked… happy. Snape raised his head, and found 
himself drawn to the deep pools of Hermione Granger’s eyes. 

“I hope you didn’t come here expecting me to be overjoyed?” he 
snapped nastily. “Because I’m not.”

“Oh, please rest assured, Professor. I never expected anything of that 
sort from you.” For the first time during their conversation, Granger's 
voice was tinged with a faint hue of cynicism. 

“So what do you expect of me?”

“Nothing, really. I simply thought… that you had the right to know.”

“And what the hell am I supposed to do with that piece of information?”

“That, Professor, is completely up to you.”



“What do you mean?”

She smoothened her messy hair, hands dropping to rest about her full 
bosom. “I mean, that if you’d like to get to know Aubrey, I won’t deny her
from you. I don’t, on the other hand, have any demands from you. 
Whether you chose to acknowledge her as your daughter is your 
decision and yours alone, but I must warn you though, that sooner or 
later I’m going to tell her who her father is. Therefore, I hoped you would
have… some interest in her.” She quieted, lowering her eyes, slowly 
withdrawing into herself like the empty peel of an orange. 

Snape watched her with disbelief. The damn woman had just offered 
him a part in her child’s life. Didn’t she know he was bound to destroy 
everything he had ever laid his hands on? Cruel, joyless laughter 
bubbled inside him. Did he want anything to do with the girl? The mere 
idea was pointless, not to mention the fact he never liked children to 
begin with. “Well,” he said eventually, “what good can possibly come 
from any relationship I and your daughter might establish? Surely even 
you can’t be foolish enough to hope I might change my skin and begin 
to play daddy?” His dripped sarcasm. 

Granger's eyes, still reddened and sore from crying, flashed with anger. 
To Snape’s amusement, she remained calm and composed as she 
answered him. “No, Professor, I never thought you would change your 
skin, or even be delighted with the thought you might be a father to a 
wonderful, charming, beautiful girl such as Aubrey. Unexpected as it will 
probably sound to you; I didn’t even make the offer for your own benefit.
Nevertheless, I believe both you and Aubrey can benefit from getting to 
know each other. But- that is not the point. The point is that sooner or 
later, Aubrey will find out you are her father. I don’t want to present her 
with the person she learned to know as the acerbic Potions Master as 
her father. I rather let her know you as…” she bit her lower lip, “as the 
person you are, whatever you may be, than let her undergo the shock of
adjusting, once again, to new circumstances. I won’t force her on you, 
and it will be her choice whether to approach you once I tell her who her
father is, but I think it will be much, much better, if you get to know each 
other as you really are, in the first place.” Her words had finally faded as
Snape broke into ridiculing applause. 

“What an impressive speech, Miss Granger.”



“I wouldn’t honour that last remark with a reference. Now, to the actual 
issue- would you be kind enough to… allow me to tell Aubrey you are 
her father, and spend some time with her-“ she sighed. “Would you 
please give her a place in your life?” 

“Do you have any idea what you’re asking for?” His baritone was low 
and soft, and threatening- whisper of silk against sharp metal. 

“Are you waiting me to redeem you from whatever evil you blame 
yourself for?” she asked mockingly. “Does the idea of being evil make 
you feel omnipotent? Is it a certain kind of compensation? Or perhaps, 
telling yourself you are evil is simply an excuse to shut the world away?”

Her words hit him like a sharp blow. Or better to say – pain coming out 
of sheer darkness, being beaten by someone you had trusted never to 
throw those words in your face. So he had trusted Hermione Granger to 
be someone she wasn’t. Too bad. Snape clenched his teeth. “Very 
observant on your side,” he reflected. “I trust that this will be all?”

“You didn’t answer my question.”

“What question?”

It finally occurred to him that she was beautiful when Hermione Granger
eventually cracked. Not in the superficial sense, as he preferred his 
woman trim and shapely. But that she was vivacious, and furious and so
very much alive that she was breathtaking.

“Oh, you black hearted, evil, wicked –“ 

“Careful now, Miss Granger, or you might not be pleased with the 
consequences.”

“Are you threatening me?”

“Threatening? It wouldn’t be a very subtle form of persuasion, would 
it?” 

“For Christ's sake,” she cried, “why can’t you just be civil to me?”

“Maybe I’m not a civil person.”



“No,” she replied, fatigue creeping into her voice. “You are quite 
insufferable.”

“I suppose I am.” Snape felt surprisingly placated when he answered 
her. “And as to your request- I assume it is reasonable enough to 
accept. Nevertheless, I believe I should warn you not to develop any 
expectations- nor raise the child’s. Though it seems to me that your 
daughter has a much more accurate perception of me than you do.” 

“Possibly. And she is your daughter too. Perhaps you should start 
referring to her by her given name.”

“Perhaps I should.”

Granger rose to her feet, wrapping her arms around her body. “Well 
then… Professor. It was a… productive conversation.”

He lifted an eyebrow. “It was?”

“I believe we will discuss this further?” She looked at him with her large, 
expressive, brown eyes as if looking for reassurance. This mannerism 
irritated him, and therefore Snape refrained from addressing her fears. 
For the sheer malice of it. “Goodnight, Miss Granger.”

“Goodnight, Professor.”

And with Hermione Granger finally gone, Snape, sickened with guilt, 
stumbled to the basin at the corner of the room, and threw up.

* The poem Snape is reminded of standing in front of the mirror is "The 
Blackbirds are Rough Today", by Charles Bukowski. 

* The chapter's title is taken from Paul Celan's “Fugue of Death”. 

5 - Reflections of Quiet Things

Back in the small suite Dumbledore had allocated her and Aubrey, 



Hermione found her daughter drowsing in front of the fire. Fawkes, who 
had become Aubrey’s unofficial babysitter, rested on the child’s 
abdomen. The bird opened one yellow eye to inspect the newcomer, 
and then, realising it was Hermione, went back to sleep.

“Well, hello Fawkes, good evening.” Fire playing upon his red down, 
nesting in Aubrey’s lap, the bird virtually reminded her of Crookshanks. 
The cat was one of the things Hermione missed the most. She was 
relieved to learn that her beloved familiar spent the last years of his life 
in the care of Arabella Figg – a woman who adored felines. 

Hermione’s own parents were mildly fond of pets –as long as those pets
belonged to other people. Crookshanks had been an unwelcome 
addition to the Granger’s household. Mr and Mrs Granger had agreed to
tolerate Crookshanks only as long as she kept the destructive hairball 
secured in her room and not a minute longer than the two months of the
school holiday that were strictly necessary. Back at the time of her 
thirteenth birthday, the Grangers had secretly hoped their daughter 
would purchase some ancient book for a present and that would be all. 
As Hermione had been ranting at them for months about getting herself 
an owl, the Granger couple had also been mentally prepared to deal 
with a bird. After all, it seemed that an owl was a kind of necessity in the
wizarding world. Both of her parents were strict and pedantic people, 
but they had loved her dearly and wished to grant their daughter every 
commodity that seemed to be required to a young lady in her situation. 

Loved her dearly… indeed. Not dearly enough, it became evident, to put
up with a pregnant daughter who refused to do the right thing and have 
an abortion. Her parents refused to go through the public humiliation for 
the sake of what they called Hermione’s “crazy whims”. But no, she was
being rash, over eager to judge them. The Grangers would have 
probably reconsidered had she given them the opportunity to do so. It 
was also somewhat comforting to know they believed they were acting 
on her behalf. Partly autosuggestion on their side, perhaps, but their 
concern was nonetheless genuine. Life had more subtexts to them than 
black and white. That’s not to say she had been able to justify her 
parents’ behaviour. However, she could understand their motives, and 
thus live in peace with her memories. It was hard accepting the fact you 
loved someone who treated you so unfairly. Understanding the 
circumstances that eventually resulted in incident sometimes made it 
easier to accept. Rage was like unicorn’s blood- it sustained one’s life, 



but the existence it provided could have barely been called living. She 
wanted more than that. She needed more than that. 

Hermione took a brief glance at her wristwatch. Eight-thirty. Aubrey’s 
bedtime was nine, and the girl usually insisted on delaying it – but 
Hermione rather doubted whether Aubrey would put up a fight today. 
Children everywhere had the most pathetic and innocent belief that 
adults could do whatever they wanted: therefore, they presumed, 
imitating the adults would grant them the opportunity to avoid a much-
needed shower (for example). Even Aubrey, clever as she was, could 
not be convinced that childhood was definitely the better option. Well, 
Hermione thought, youth was wasted on the young, and childhood on 
the children. 

Leaning over the sleepy child, she planted a soft kiss on Aubrey’s 
cheek. “Come, darling; time to brush your teeth and go to bed.” 

“I don’t want to go to bed…” Aubrey whimpered sleepily. “I’m not tired…”

Hermione chuckled. “Well, I guess that means you’ll have to go to sleep 
wakeful. Now come on, child, your mouth needs some attention or else 
the bad bacterium might sneak in and terrorize your teeth into a 
very, very nasty caries.”

“’M tired…” she protested. “You can brush my teeth tomorrow?”

“Really? So now you’re tired? Would Carius and Bactus consult the fact 
that you are too tired and come only when you’re exuberant enough to 
have your teeth brushed?” 

“Carius and Bactus are stupid,” Aubrey determined, already much more 
awake. 

“That’s no excuse. The fox and the cat thought Pinocchio was stupid 
and look what happened to them.” 

“You’re evil.”

“You have no idea. But now I am going to be evil to you and brush your 
teeth.” 



“Mum…!”

Hermione sniggered as Aubrey slowly straightened, shifting Fawkes 
from her lap and placing him on the carpet.

“That’s much better,” Hermione said.

“Fawkes doesn’t have to brush his teeth,” Aubrey complained. 

“That’s because he doesn’t have any.”

“How can you tell?”

“Well, maybe Dumbledore brushes Fawkes's teeth. If he has any.”

“He hasn’t,” Aubrey admitted at last, almost disappointedly. “Fowls lost 
their teeth when they stopped being reptiles and became birds.”

“So maybe Dumbledore brushes Fawkes’s beak.”

Hermione managed to drag her sleepy daughter to the bathroom, where
she had thoroughly brushed Aubrey’s teeth. Fawkes watched the ritual 
with mild fascination. 

“Fawkes thinks you’re obsessed about my teeth,” Aubrey informed her 
afterwards. 

Hermione found this latest exclamation a little suspicious, but didn’t 
bother to voice her doubt. “I’m a daughter of two dentists,” she said, “I 
have every right to be obsessed about your teeth.”

“Being aware of the problem doesn’t mean you don’t have to solve it 
later."

“As it happens, I don’t see it as a problem. Be thankful I didn’t have 
psychologists for parents, or I might have asked you to paint me how 
you feel about the matter and then determine that your reluctance to 
having your teeth brushed originates from a suppressed trauma you 
cannot possibly remember.”

“Blah,” was Aubrey’s response.



“Exactly.” She ushered Aubrey into the larger bedroom, where a four-
poster bed stood facing a hearty fire, and tucked her girl – already 
dressed in her pyjamas after the shower she took earlier – into the bed. 
Fawkes, who followed them quietly during the whole time, stood several
centimeters from Aubrey’s shoulder.

“Now, say goodnight to Fawkes,” Hermione told her. 

Aubrey rose a little, attempting to kiss the phoenix’s beak. “Goodnight 
Fawkes.” 

Fawkes stood the child slobbery kiss with impressive grace. Then, 
rubbing his head against her forehead, he gave Hermione a small nod, 
spread his magnificent wings and flew out of the room. 

“I wish he was mine…” The girl sighed.

“Fawkes doesn’t belong to anyone, you surely know that.”

“Yes, but… you know… like, I wish I could have my own pet…”

“We’ll see, darling. Now go to sleep.” Hermione bent to kiss Aubrey’s 
forehead and watched the heavy eyelids close. She was almost able to 
sense the dreams that wavered behind them. Her baby. So sweet and 
fresh and pure: rose petal coated with dew –some banal image that a 
childhood-sick, semi-pedophile poet had invented to describe this utter 
beauty. God. She envied that, amongst so many other things. Maybe 
Aubrey was for that, too. To remind her what she couldn’t have; to 
remind her what she could have had, and to be all those things, 
because Hermione wouldn’t. And to give Hermione a valid excuse to 
wallow on the past. Almost tricked myself, she thought quietly. I’m 
becoming too observant for my own good.

Last night, after everything was – at least permanently – settled, 
Hermione had let herself break. She did it out of an emotionless, 
calculated decision to release pressure: she would break now, so she 
would be clear-minded and calm enough to move forward. Having 
checked that Aubrey was peacefully sleeping in her bed, Hermione 
locked herself in the bathroom, stripped of her clothes, turned on the hot
water and sat underneath the stream of the shower. The noise of the 



water hitting the floor, covered the sob that ripped out of her lungs. The 
pain was a tightly strung nervy bundle in the base of her throat, and she 
untied it little by little, every cry breaking another fiber and releasing the 
impossible pressure on her chest. She knew there were tears, but these
were gone with the water. 

Today was different. Hermione stripped while in her bedroom, tucking 
the cast off clothes into the laundry basket, then stepped to the 
bathroom wrapped in a towelling robe. She took her time unbraiding her
heavy plait, and watched the thick strands float on the water surface as 
she lay in the bathtub. Back in her school days, Hermione Granger was 
barely the person to indulge herself in hot baths. During the years it had 
become a matter of practicality: where else she could relax, clean and 
read in the same time? The bath she had in her New York flat was not 
as luxurious as this one, but nonetheless, Hermione made it her 
business to take at least one steamy, hot bath a week. She would wait 
for Aubrey to fall asleep, grasp the current book she was reading, and 
settle in the small bathtub. 

Today she was attempting to read a potions textbook in order to refresh 
her memory. If she was about to take over the lower Potions classes 
any time soon, she needed to make some serious rot learning. 
Dumbledore had great confidence in her abilities, which was both 
reassuring and frightening. She would not disappoint him. But there was
more than just that at stake: Dumbledore had given her an important 
job. Hermione needed to be able to do this job, for the cause, and most 
significantly, for herself. She needed to prove to herself that she was 
capable and valuable. And in a way, she would also be doing it for 
Aubrey.

A younger Hermione would have sneered at the thought of taking over 
Snape’s lessons in order to ease his burden. Babysitting him, in fact. 
Perhaps, Hermione mused, it was all the inevitable babysitting she did 
over the last years that made the assignment easier. Dealing with a two 
months old baby was much more difficult than dealing with fifty year old 
or so Severus Snape. A Snape didn’t wake you four times a night 
screaming and demanding to be fed. On the other hand, a baby didn’t 
make a habit of insulting you, either. Her thought trailed back to the 
conversation in the dungeons. Somehow, it had been both harder and 
easier than anything Hermione had imagined. 



Entering his office had been difficult. It was like crossing a translucent 
border: stepping out of a mirror and learning that your glass hands had 
materialized into flesh and blood. She was beaten with the reality of 
him: greasy, brilliant, sarcastic, unhealthy. Insufferable. He looked angry
– not that he ever looked otherwise – and his eyes were wild, big and 
fluid and bloodshot. He reminded her of the wolf who ate away his own 
leg in order to break free of the trap. He reminded her of the man who 
had raped her. Yet she knew this was a different man, and an exhausted
one at that, and she herself was too old and agony-ridden to be afraid of
him. 

Getting the Potions Master to listen to her was tiring and annoying. It 
never occurred to her before, but Severus Snape was a very irritating 
person. Dealing with him when he didn’t want to be dealt with was 
nearly impossible. Unless you were relentless and determined to deal 
with him just as much as he was determined to avoid you. Eventually, 
she had simply seated herself in front of him. To some extent, she was 
grateful for Snape’s impossible manner. The anger distracted her, kept 
her from being overwhelmed by her fears. That was not to say the task 
had become any easier. Even after she had defined the limits of their 
conversation for him, Snape had retained his offensive demeanor. He 
had cruelly provoked her- Hermione couldn’t tell whether he did it in 
order to discourage her, urge her to finish and make herself scarce, or 
avenge what he perceived as rude violation of his sacred privacy. 

Then, at last, she had managed to tell him about the attack. He grew 
painfully silent –it was particularly galling because it reminded her of 
Aubrey’s luminous reticence when the child was fascinated with 
something. Hermione had never recited that night’s events before. 
Putting it into words was somehow hurting and somehow dull, as she 
had expected some cathartic relief that was now probably too late, or 
she was too cynical to come to. 

She had cried nonetheless, if only because it felt appropriate. 

Snape seemed to be much more bewildered. She didn’t know what to 
expect of him, and thus, had settled for expecting nothing at all, but 
seeing him so enraged was unnerving. He remembered. 

She looked at him. For several moments, he seemed to forget she was 
even there. Snape was impossibly pale and quiet, but she could almost 



see the demons fighting underneath the calm surface, fighting to break 
free. He was something wild, raw and violent and sweet, like the rich 
dampness of the forest’s earth. Or maybe other realms’. Another tide of 
tears welled in her eyes. He wasn’t supposed to experience such agony.
Not the man with her baby’s eyes. Not Snape. She tried to reach him, 
and was warded off by the suppressed, clean violence behind his 
words. And his self-hatred. He wanted her to go away, but she wouldn’t, 
not even if it was an option. Hermione could not leave him alone, not 
like that. 

She –well, Hermione wasn’t sure exactly how she felt about Snape. She
didn’t pity him: he deserved more than that. Feeling sorry had also 
seemed inappropriate. But she had looked at this strong, steady man, 
curled into a white-knuckled fist of rage and agony, and some hidden 
string inside her had snapped. The concept of having Severus Snape 
crushed and broken was wrong. More than that: Hermione 
Granger couldn’t turn her back to such obvious anguish. For Christ's 
Sake, she had even fed and took care of neutering all the stray cats that
roamed around her apartment –to her neighbours’ outright disapproval, 
and despite her own utter lack of time and resources. What a pricking 
saint you are, Granger. Go nominate yourself for a Noble Prize, for 
saving stray animals and lost men. Well, Severus Snape was not hers 
to save, and she’d be a bloody idiot if she tried. He was poisonous. 

What had immediately led Hermione to doubt her own sanity when 
pleading with Snape to acknowledge Aubrey. The man had already 
proved beyond any doubt that he was as socially adept as bubotuber 
pus. He could thus hardly be trusted to handle an eight-year-old girl. On 
the other hand, Aubrey wasn’t just any eight year old girl. She might not 
have found Snape a nice person, but contrary to whatever anybody 
would have expected, she didn’t fear him either. But how long would it 
take him to fracture Aubrey’s shield of self-confidence? He used to 
break his students spirit on mere principle. As far as she knew, Snape 
might take Aubrey’s refusal to be afraid of him as a deliberate challenge.
God. But he wouldn’t hurt her on purpose, or would he? No, no. 
Hermione didn’t think so. Snape was cruel and misanthropic and surely 
unqualified to be a father, but she rather doubted he would intentionally 
hurt Aubrey. Intimidate her? Sure. Irritate her? Definitely. He might 
reduce Aubrey to tears, but hurt her? Hermione didn’t think so, however 
it was certainly something she couldn’t quite be sure of. 



She remembered him being very protective toward his students. No 
matter how much he had resented Harry and for whatever unfair 
reasons, Snape had done everything in his power to protect him, when 
he happened to be in real danger. His sense of duty and some sort of… 
twisted honour came before any personal views he might have had. 
Hermione knew for certain that Severus Snape could be trusted with her
daughter’s life. She was less assured whether he could be trusted with 
her daughter’s heart. Even so, Aubrey’s heart was hers to give. 
Hermione could only give her the possibility of choice. And as she had 
already told Snape, allowing Aubrey to make up her mind now, seemed 
the least of all possible evils. The best she could do was carefully take 
care of Aubrey’s emotional safety and hope Snape would be wise and 
openhearted enough to accept what the girl had to offer him.

Hermione sighed, and rising a little, rubbed her fingertips against each 
other. The water-wrinkled skin told her she had indulged herself long 
enough. Time to get up, soap herself and wash her hair. She was out of 
the bathtub within several minutes, standing in front of the vapour-
covered mirror and adjusting her wand in her hand. She was back in the
wizarding world, and therefore, bound to live with magic. The best time 
to begin with, was always now. Hermione breathed deeply, fighting the 
urge to reach her hand and wipe the soft cover of fume that misted upon
the glass surface. ‘Arescere’, she thought. ‘Arescere’ was the command,
which activated the drying charm. Very well. Hermione pointed her 
wand, and using the swish-and-flick sequence she had so well 
mastered during her studies, pronounced the incantation. The mirror 
cleared a little. Hermione scanned the results. Not amazing success 
maybe, but not a complete failure. Another try.

“Arescere!”

The glass surface had cleared the rest of the way. Good. Her face, 
flushed and plump, was peering at her from the mirror. 

“Don’t you agree you need to lose some weight, dear?” 

Hermione jumped, startled to hear the mirror talking to her. Talking 
mirrors were one thing Hermione never missed about the wizarding 
world. To tell the truth, she found it to be a rather annoying installment. 
Charming a mirror to speak instead of finding a passable alternative to 
quill using – which was difficult to master and incredibly dirtying – was, 



in Hermione’s opinion, a stagnated, stupid anachronism. Not to mention 
the mirrors being terribly rude from time to time. The wizarding kind, she
had learned, was endowed with a strange sense of humour. 

Hermione gave the mirror a cold smile. “I appreciate your advice, but I’m
rather satisfied with my current appearance, thank you.” 

“Well,” answered the mirror with critical tone, “you can’t possibly hope to
catch yourself a decent husband looking like that.”

“Then it’s sheer luck I’m not looking for one. Silencio!” 

Something of the mirror’s disapproval kept lingering in the steamy room,
but the obnoxious item stopped talking to her. Relieved, Hermione went 
through another familiar charm, this time, one she had used to comb her
hair. It was actually a spell designed to loosen complicated knots, untie 
fishermen nets et cetera, but Hermione found it particularly helpful when
dealing with her hair. Maybe because she was so practiced with the use
of the charm, the spell worked immediately: combing and unknotting her
wiry hair. She had then braided it into a thick plait, and fastening its tip 
with a ponytail holder, stepped out of the bathroom. 

Hermione’s bedtime ritual was swift and efficient. She treated herself 
with a body-lotion, then applied some facial moisturizer, spreading the 
cream with even, sure strokes. Paying attention to her skin was another 
thing Hermione hadn’t bothered to do when she was younger. She 
began doing so only when a colleague told her that her skin simply 
demanded some attention and dragged Hermione to shop for some 
cosmetics. Hermione had ended the trip with a small tube of moisturizer 
and an impressive heap of books. Her friend, who was loaded with all 
kind of preparations, wrapped up in pink bags that swished and rustled 
like kisses of cellophane, told Hermione she was hopeless. Lavender 
would have had agreed with her. Hermione’s disregard of her 
appearance drove the petite blonde crazy. It was like… telling her 
mother she didn’t wish to have children. It had practically equaled a 
complete and proclaimed denial of her femininity. 

Lavender, with whom she had eventually formed a delicate, cautious 
friendship, used to rant continuously about the other girl’s neglectful 
manner. Once, Hermione remembered, she had allowed Lavender 
make up her face and hair –they had been seated in front of each other 



on the blonde’s bed, all sorts of cosmetics and make-up products 
sprawled on the covers amidst them. She remembered the metallic 
shine of the containers: all sorts of glossy, fancy plastics. A dash of 
lipstick, it had tasted sweet and viscous and feminine on her mouth; 
some eye-shadow, then mascara. She had blinked furiously when 
Lavender touched the mascara to her eyelashes, hopelessly smearing 
it. The boys were beside themselves with shock when she climbed 
down to the Common Room. Hermione laughed at the memory.

Ron had almost choked on his butterbeer while Harry had the sweetest, 
funniest look of childish surprise splashed over his face. They were 
such… boys. In a manner that never failed to hearten her. Ridiculous 
and sweet and clumsy and deliberately foolish. She had missed them so
much. 

The last couple of days had been frantic. Not so much full as 
emotionally stressing. Hermione wrapped herself in the quilt, allowing 
the warmth to slowly dissolve some of the tension in her muscles. Never
one for much subtlety, she had made her identity known in the curtest 
possible way. Arriving with Aubrey at the breakfast table that morning, 
she had made a short announcement, letting her presence be known, 
and set to eating her breakfast. There wasn’t much fuss- her 
succinctness didn’t encourage any. But there was quiet conversation –
McGonagall’s quiet, steady concern, Anna Vector’s subtle inquiry. 
Professor Flitwick’s dwarfish, cordial amusement. Dumbledore seemed 
to find it entertaining. It wouldn’t take long now, Hermione was aware, 
for her old schoolmates to learn she was back. 

She knew that the right thing to do would be to break the news to them 
herself: especially to Harry and Ron. They definitely deserved that. 
Notwithstanding that, Hermione was relieved to have the rumor industry 
doing the job instead of her. She had often wondered what Harry and 
Ron’s reaction would be when they learned she was alive and at 
Hogwarts – that she had never died in the first place, but had chosen to 
leave them in the dark as to her true circumstances. How would they 
react when they finally understood that she- …Hermione swallowed, 
flinching away from the term – how would they react when they 
understood that she had betrayed them? 

She had faced Dumbledore – it had been difficult but she had navigated
her way through the conversation, assisted by the old wizard, and 



survived it. She had faced Snape because she had to. No point dwelling
further on that. But she really, really didn’t want to go through the same 
procedure, again, with Harry and Ron. 

And that’s the end of my Gryffindor righteousness, she realized with a 
tint of self-humour that her younger self had totally lacked. Well, life was
weird, strange and dubious. One was bound to eternal frustration trying 
to see a moral pattern in the way things worked. A sense for both the 
tragic and the absurd was more to the point. Hermione fell asleep with 
that in mind. Beauty was something you had to catch, rather like 
butterflies. Happiness too. Hermione dreamed of a green meadow and 
a laughing Aubrey, trying to catch a white butterfly in her hand.

* The chapter's title, taken from F. G. Lorca's poem, "Debussy". 

* Arescere – "dry up", in Latin. 

6 - My Tongue of Frozen Doves (Will Never Taste of Flame).

He tried to recall if Justin had ever suffered insomnia. No. Severus didn’t
think so. Justin Snape enjoyed the sleep of the innocent. It was Aniko 
who could never fall asleep.

“Whenever I is closing my eyes,” she told him, “kutyak to come. Dogs to
come barking on me, barking, barking… always barking…” Aniko 
sighed, “but you is to go to sleep now, Severus. Anyu to watch over; not 
going, staying.” 

There was a song Aniko used to sing to him, about a patched cow and 
children going to the village, where a heap of sweets were waiting for 
them – Hungarian, of course. Justin had never approved of Aniko’s habit
of speaking Hungarian to the children. However, as Severus was the 
youngest, Justin had probably thought it was safe to allow some 
pampering. 

Aniko had a sweet, whispering voice, he recalled. A voice designed for 



murmurs and telling secrets in the dark. She had always sung slightly 
out of key, as if she couldn’t quite capture the tune, and Severus could 
have listened to her for hours and hours, singing to him when he 
couldn’t sleep. Her voice was a faint rustle that clung to Hogwarts’ walls,
drifting to embrace the insomniac Potions Master. There shall be no rest
for the condemned. His own purgatory was a sleepless prison of black 
milk nights, stretching, everlasting, relentless. Tonight was just another 
link in the chain that never allowed him to climb up the spheres. He 
halted, standing by a window where silvery moonbeams poured into the 
darkened hallway. Was this the life in which Hermione Granger wanted 
him to find a place for her daughter? 

Snape frowned at that thought, then scowled at the narrative. Too 
melodramatic. Spies were supposed to die painful, torturous deaths, but
in truth, there were enough of them to survive the war, only to find 
themselves fighting off their imaginary demons. That would be a 
pathetic enough death for the likes of him. And the idea would keep him 
amused for a while. Not that it was likely to come true. Sometimes spies
did come to the sort of death literature predicted for them. Voldemort 
was too pompous a creature to enjoy the beauty of subtlety. And too 
proud to acknowledge the fact that no horror he could ever provide for 
Severus Snape would have sharper teeth and sharper claws than 
Aniko’s barking dogs. Marvelous. 

He sat on the windowsill; legs drawn to his body, and watched the snow-
covered lawns. Somewhere in the distance, wavered Hogsmeade’s 
Christmas decorations. Colourful, shimmering lights, tearing holes in the
sky’s fabric. Hundreds of Hanukah candles burning against the ghetto 
night. I am becoming morbid, he decided. He could probably tell the little
fuzzy mouse some holocaust tales in order to frighten her. Snape closed
his eyes. Granger made her request seem so… plausible. So possible. 
As if the blackbirds never ate away his heart. As if he was whole man. 
The stupid girl. It seemed like she had always treated him as if he was 
whole. Snape remembered scant encounters in the Order’s 
headquarters. Even back then, she had never hesitated to trust him. 
One of the few, actually, that did trust him. It didn’t bother him then. She 
was only a child, a pupil, and one he especially disliked. Her 
observation of him meant nothing in the practical aspect. Granger had 
no direct relation to his personal life. 

This, now, was different. Her trust was a burden Snape was reluctant to 



take. She didn’t know him. She didn’t know he was like Justin and 
therefore bound to fail her. And her daughter. Their daughter. If 
Hermione Granger didn’t have the brains to stay away in whatever hole 
she escaped to, it was her problem and her problem alone. But bringing 
a young child with her? Then throw this child into the company of the 
snide Severus Snape? Damn her. His contact with children had always 
been limited to student-teacher relationships, a position from which he 
could rarely inflict too much damage. Snape had no idea what kind of 
bond Granger expected him to form with the child, but he had no doubt 
it would be too intimate for him. It most probably wouldn’t be 
what she would call intimacy, but for Snape there was only one 
definition to the word. Intimacy was the point where you had to push the
other person away. Before they’d be close enough to hurt you. Before 
you’d be close enough to hurt them. 

He swore quietly. There ought to be a way he could manage the child. It 
was his duty. The least he could do to atone the iniquity he did to her. 
No matter he would rather have her send him to some suicide mission. 
Granger wanted him to acknowledge their child, and so he would. 
Though Snape only wished he knew how. 

* * *

Morning light fell in strange patterns upon his face. Snape blinked. 
Within an instant, he was entirely awake. The faint lemony light that 
washed the hallway told him it was merely six in the morning. He had 
slept for three hours. And was frozen to the marrow. Snape touched a 
finger to his lips. Chapped. The skin would crack with the slightest 
movement. Cursing inwardly, he cast a quick warming spell, then a 
healing spell, to close the incision that ripped his lower lip immediately. 
Fuck that. 

His organs were stiff and unyielding. He forced himself to straighten, 
then stood up, shaking his limbs in order to infuse blood to those parts 
of his body that were crushed due to the awkward position in which he 
fell asleep. Hopefully, none of the students who stayed in the castle 
during the Christmas break had seen him. Although, it was only 
secondary concern. More important than this was the fact he fell asleep 
unintentionally. For already more than a decade, Snape knew his body 



was crumbling. The atrophy was silent and undetectable: very slowly, he
was falling apart. No use hoping for quick, torturous death by the hands 
of Voldemort.

Grimacing, he made his way toward the great hall. He never liked eating
in the mornings – he rather use them for sleep, when he was able to 
sleep – but it looked like his body could use some extra nourishment. 
Besides, he had nothing better to do –grading fifth years’ essays surely 
didn’t count. Much to Snape’s surprise, he was preceded to the staff 
table. Seraphina Sinistra was already seated in her usual place, diving 
into a plate full of food. Well, He could handle the Astronomy Professor 
easily enough. So he managed her, by ignoring her completely.

Snape ate slowly, purposefully, shooting random glares at the unlucky 
person who dared to roam into the hall while the Potions Master was 
eating. By the time he finished his first cup of coffee, the staff table had 
filled considerably. Martha Sprout, always an early riser, arrived at the 
great hall by six thirty. Filius Flitwick appeared next, then Almery Hooch 
and Albus Dumbledore. Anna, who arrived several minutes later, gave 
him her quick, insinuating smile, and sat in her usual place, at the other 
end of the table. At seven thirty, the staff table was humming and 
buzzing, its occupants’ voices drifting to hover above the great hall. By 
then, Snape was half way through a steaming bowl of over sweet 
porridge. He really didn’t think he could manage anything heavier this 
godforsaken hour. He lifted another spoonful of porridge, and watched 
the thick liquid trickle down the metal margin. It landed in the bowl, gruel
splashing on the china brims. 

Minerva, by his side, gave him the scowl she had usually reserved for 
recalcitrant students. “Your table manners are in dire need of 
improvement, Severus.”

“Such a sharp observation, Minerva,” he told her, eyes never leaving the
thin trickle of gruel. 

“You’re disgusting. For Merlin’s sake, nobody forces you to eat it!”

“Yeah, you’re lucky,” agreed a cheerful voice to his left. “Mum always 
makes me finish my porridge,” she added, a bit sadly. 

“Bad for you,” he answered automatically, then grasped at whom he was



talking.

A pair of brown eyes met his gaze with quiet understanding. That only 
served to make him feel sicker. 

“Sir?” It was the child, looking at him questioningly. His hands were 
shaking. Metal hit wood when the spoon he was holding crashed into 
the table. Some of the porridge was smeared on the girl’s white, delicate
fingers. She didn’t seem to mind. Snape flinched and turned to leave the
table, stumbling as he shoved off the chair. “I’m sorry-,” he mumbled. 
“Seem to have lost my appetite.”

He left the great hall with uncharacteristic ungainliness, clumsy in his 
haste to leave. Unable to stand the presence of other human beings, he
retreated to his private laboratory. For several hours he busied himself 
in babysitting the current batch of Wolfsbane, then concocted a new 
batch of Pepper-up potion for Poppy’s supply. Afterwards, because he 
felt like torturing himself a little, he read frantically through Celan’s 
works. The flames were embroidering forgotten ballads on the walls 
when Albus Dumbledore’s head popped up inside the fire. 

“Severus.”

Carefully, Snape lowered the book, fixing his gaze on the older wizard. 

Albus smiled. “Good evening, Severus. I trust that I’m not interrupting 
anything?”

“I imagine that even if you had, you would carry anyway.”

The old man chuckled. “The advantage of being old acquaintances. May
I come in?” and within an instant, Dumbledore was standing inside 
Snape’s living room. “Charming, as usual,” he commented, eyeing the 
drinks cabinet. “Would you mind…?”

“No, not at all,” said Snape exasperatedly, “make yourself comfortable 
with my drinks, I believe you have a better acquaintance with my Old 
Ogden’s than I do.”

“Well, well, well, Severus, you do keep a fine Firewhiskey for a whiskey 
drinker.”



“I enjoy the diversity,” he explained coldly. 

Dumbledore poured himself a glass. “Shall I pour you a finger?” 

“Why don’t you simply offer me a Lemon Drop and be done with it?”

The old wizard frowned. “Well, I always figured that Lemon Drops go 
better with Tequila. Shall I pour you Tequila then? You seem to keep a 
lovely Sierra Gold.”

“I am too old for Tequila and certainly so are you. Now leave my drinks 
alone, as I do feel the urge to get drunk from time to time and I’ll be 
extremely upset to find that my store is empty, should the time come 
when I actually need it.”

Dumbledore sipped his drink with a quiet salute, poured himself another
finger of Ogden’s, then made himself comfortable in the additional 
armchair. He gave an inquiring look at the tome still resting in Snape’s 
lap. 

“You’ve been reading Celan again.”

“Well,” Snape answered acidly, “at least I’m not reading Dante.”

“That’s hardly an excuse.”

Snape rolled his eyes.

“The resemblance between you and your daughter is practically 
amazing. I saw her roll her eyes just the other day and couldn’t help 
thinking of your young self.”

Snape froze at once. Its core being consumed by the fire, a heavy log 
cracked, sending shimmering embers to brush the rim of his robe. 

“There is really no need to look so stricken, Severus,” Albus’s voice 
ripped the silence open. “I do have my reasons for coming to see you.”

“She. Is. Nothing. Nothing. Like. Me.”



Dumbledore gave him an amused look. “No, Severus. Aubrey is very 
much like you. But you, you are nothing like your father. Are you sure 
about that Lemon Drop?”

“Positive.”

“You don’t have to look so angry. You might make me feel I’m actually 
bothering you.”

“Probably because you are. What do you know of Justin anyway?”

“Didn’t you ever wonder what he did in Europe during what Muggles call
World War two?”

“I see. Grindlewald. Well, spare me that one, Albus, because I really 
don’t wish to know.”

Dumbledore sighed. “Maybe some day you will.”

He didn’t bother to answer. The old man was looking for a loose thread, 
from which to start a conversation. Snape had no intention to provide 
him with any. The mention of the girl shocked him. He should not have 
let it surprise him. He should have known Albus better. Yet obviously, he 
didn’t. For a Gryffindor, Albus Dumbledore actually had some very 
striking Slytherin qualities. Bringing Justin to the conversation was a 
typically Slytherin move. Some used to say that the Headmaster could 
not be trusted. Snape knew better than that. Albus Dumbledore could 
always be trusted –to aim toward his own means. As long as you 
remembered that, you were safe from the lion. And not forgetting he 
was after all, a Gryffindor. He did have a very Gryffindor moral code. 

Albus Dumbledore and Tom Riddle were in reality very much alike. They
were both strong, cunning men, both enormously powerful wizards. 
They had the kind of power that never came without a price. However, 
while Voldemort’s power was focused to fulfill its owner’s selfish 
interests, Albus Dumbledore was working toward a greater good. Very 
simple, in a way – Voldemort’s system was running on inner circulation. 
He was bound to blow himself up this time or another. Albus’ magic, on 
the other hand, was immanent, synchronized with the moving, ever-
forming entity that was, perhaps, Spinoza’s nature. Or the Gryffindor 
moral code. It made him trustworthy. It also made him incredibly nosy.



“So how have you been?”

Snape raised an eyebrow. It appeared that Albus came to check up on 
him. An exquisitely shrewd mother hen. His acerbic demeanor was 
enough to make most people withdraw. Albus, however, compelled 
Snape to use more complicated methods. With Albus it was a matter of 
withholding information instead of parrying off unwelcome intruders. 
Sometimes it even gave him an odd sort of relief. While Albus was 
wavering his kindly spider’s web around the struggling Severus, 
Snape’s efforts were focused on breaking free. The web became the 
issue, rather than the obscure truth it was meant to capture. This time, 
not even the sticky threads managed to define the form of the pain 
behind. No use conjuring questions, as there were no answers to be 
given.

“I’m fine, headmaster,” he said after long seconds of tense silence. 

“Of course. That is probably why you look so well.”

Mildly bored, partially horrified, Snape let his fingers roam along the 
edge of the book. Thin paper was cutting into his index finger’s tip. 

“You might like to stop that, Severus.”

Snape frowned, touching the finger to his lips. Blood. Its taste was 
potent and obscure and sharp all at once. 

“Aubrey is a lovely child.”

He answered automatically. “I hate children.”

“You might find getting to know her to be an enriching experience.”

“I doubt that very much. What are you trying to do Albus, soften the 
stone heart of the vile Potions Master?”

“No,” said Dumbledore amusedly, “I simply wish to remind him that 
being the great wizard I am, I might place a red-coloured piece of wood,
shaped to look like a heart, in his chest, so that the vile Potions Master 
might feel free to use his own frozen one.”



“Attempt to humour me, Albus?”

“Never. I was only trying to approach… the man that is moved by Paul 
Celan’s words.”

Snape tsked. “You’re becoming romantic, Headmaster.”

“Really? You learn new things every day. I, for example, would never 
have guessed a word such as ‘romantic’ is even part of your 
vocabulary.” 

“Then perhaps it’s the Ogden’s talking.”

“Not at all, Severus my boy. It’s simply… an old, childless man, well past
his prime, who is speaking to you now. Perhaps you should consider… 
listening to him.”

“A confession?”

“Advice. From someone who cares. Don’t argue, Severus, just…. 
consider.” Dumbledore sighed, and reaching for his wand, summoned 
the whiskey snifter and one fine crystal glass. “Now,” he began, “I 
believe we have several other matters to... discuss.” 

Snape eyed him warily. “If you feel you have to sedate me in order to 
break me the news,” he snarled, “then the answer is definitely no.” 

The headmaster ignored this last comment. “Please, have some 
whiskey, Severus, it really is superb.”

“I know that,” he snapped, snatching the decanter. “It’s my whiskey.”

Dumbledore merely twinkled at him. 

Snape downed the Jameson’s in one shot, never halting to appreciate 
the lingering taste of the fine liquor. “Enough?”

“What about another finger?”

He let the old wizard refill his glass. “I’m a Snape, you know. If nothing 



else, we have great stamina wherever alcohol is involved.”

“I’m willing to take that risk. Would you like some more Jameson’s?”

“I think I’ll pass. Thank you.” He scowled at the headmaster, wondering 
what could be so terrible to make him want his Potions Master well 
dosed. “Please, Albus. Don’t let me interrupt you.”

The headmaster smiled wearily. “Well, I won’t beat around the bush. 
There are issues, which I need to bring to your attention. First of all, I 
wish to inform you that a formal meeting of the Order will be held about 
one week’s time from now. The meeting is meant to allow us to discuss 
further plans and allow some necessary coordination between the 
different factions. This is not, and I repeat, this is not a simple formal 
meeting. Therefore, your presence will be required. The exact timing is 
not yet agreed, to avoid its detection by… disturbing elements, but I 
expect you to show up to the meeting with your report to hand.”

An Order meeting. He hated these, as they were crowded with people – 
the noise, the stench, the heavy tangibility of them that wouldn’t 
dissipate from his clothing and hair even long after the blasted thing 
ended. Crowded with insipid chatter, an exoskeleton of bland courtesy 
that he despised. And yet, attending the Order’s meeting was a regular 
enough duty. It definitely didn’t explain the alcohol. Onward… 

“The second, but nonetheless important matter,” Dumbledore continued,
“is the disturbing state of your general health.”

Snape blinked. “What about it?” He asked icily. 

Dumbledore picked his words carefully. “It occurred to me, as well as to 
other members of the staff, that your condition is gradually 
deteriorating.”

Snape leaned forward, and stated the now empty glass on the coffee 
table. “As you and Poppy are well aware, Albus, I am practically 
disintegrating. That is no news to you. Would you mind getting to the 
point, then?”

“Of course Severus, to the point then. Now, as I am well aware you are 
practically disintegrating, I have decided to appoint you some 



assistance, so you can loosen up a little and get some much needed 
rest.”

Snape was staring at him expressionlessly. “You did what?”

“I took the liberty of appointing Miss Granger to act as Potions Teacher 
to the lower classes, in order to take some of the weight off your 
shoulders.”

“No.”

“Severus, please be reasonable-“

“Reasonable?” he barked. “I won’t have the little Gryffindor know-it-all 
taking over my classes and that’s the end of it.”

Dumbledore’s calm expression had changed smoothly into one of grave
seriousness. “Severus, you’re spent to the bone, unhealthily gaunt, 
suffering only Merlin knows what kind of allergic reactions and 
Voldemort knows how many Cruciatus bursts. How long will you be able
to keep functioning like that?” 

A wave of tiredness washed over Snape’s body, pulling him back to the 
leather-covered armchair. “Please, Albus. I am old, weary and sick, it 
may be either bad genetics or an over-dose of Cruciatus. Both, I 
suspect. There is no way I can possibly come out of this alive, and I 
would be a liar if I told you that such knowledge upsets me. Letting me 
handle my affairs the way I see fit, is the least, and honestly, the only 
thing you can do.”

“Perhaps it is the best thing I can do for you, Severus, and if I had only 
you to think of, perhaps I’d let the matter lie. Perhaps you would be far 
away from here, working on your various researches, receiving the 
academic recognition you deserve. Perhaps Miss Granger would be 
finishing her doctorate thesis now and marrying the wizard of her 
choice, and I’d be just the old, barmy, meddling sorcerer I am. But that is
not the situation. We need you, Severus, the wizarding world needs you 
and it needs you alive. And if, in order to keep you alive, I must disturb 
your sacred privacy, then I shall do so.”

They sat quietly for long moments. Snape observed that Dumbledore 



pulled a Lemon Drop out of a hidden pocket and chewed on the sweet. 
He didn’t offer Snape one, though. This time, it was Snape who opened 
his mouth first.

“Why Miss Granger, then?”

“Because she is capable,” the headmaster told him. “Because there is 
no other person I could spare from the fight, and no other person I could
trust to fill this job adequately. Because…” And here he paused for a 
second, “…Because she needs it.”

Snape clenched his jaws. “Pour me another finger.”

The elder man obliged.

“If you expect me to be polite to her just because-“

-“I’d say that her being the mother of your child is a sufficient enough 
reason for you to act civilly, but no, I shan’t expect you to be polite. I 
wouldn’t like to place such a heavy burden upon your thin shoulders.”

“Good.” He breathed deeply. “Anything else you’d like to tell me?”

“No, Severus. You don’t have to worry.” Dumbledore rose to his feet, a 
little stiffened from the prolonged sitting. “That will be all for today.”

Snape watched the ancient wizard as he stepped toward the fireplace, 
tweaking a pinch of Floo powder. Dumbledore looked old and tired, and 
surprisingly prosaic, disarmed of his constant shield of sizzling magic. 
“Good evening, Severus.”

“Good evening, Albus.” 

Carefully, Snape picked up the still open tome of Celan’s work and 
closed it. 

* The chapter's title, is taken from F. G. Lorca's "Sonnet".



7 - To See a World in a Grain of Sand

“Aubrey darling, what do you think of Professor Snape?”

The girl looked at her mistrustfully.

Hermione groaned. This was going to difficult. 

“Why are you asking?” Aubrey’s huge eyes were narrowed with 
suspicion. 

“Well, maybe I’m just curious.”

“And maybe you’re not.”

“Maybe I am.” This was sheer idiocy. 

The girl watched her with accusation written all over her elfin face. 
“You’re hiding something from me.” Her fingers were curled in Fawkes’ 
feathers and she stroked the bird slowly, allowing his heat to soak 
through her skin. 

Hermione moistened her lips. “You know how it goes, darling. You’ll 
answer my question then I’ll throw you a carrot.”

“I don’t like carrots.”

“I meant metaphorically.”

“I know. And I don’t like metaphorical carrots either. I’m not a donkey.” 

“Really? How do you know that?”

“I have small ears and donkeys haven’t. Maybe you are a donkey. You 
have big ears.”

“No, I don’t!” Hermione protested.

“Yes, you do!”



“My ears are perfectly normal! Tell her, Fawkes!”

They sat in the small living room, sharing the striped couch in front of 
the fireplace. Fawkes showed up several hours after they returned from 
breakfast. The bird had been treated to some of the chocolate-chip 
cookies, which Hermione had baked earlier, after which Aubrey had 
picked him up and carried him to the living room, to be nested in her 
lap. 

“He is not a cat, you know,” Hermione commented, putting her book 
aside.

“Well, I do know that,” Aubrey answered carefully, “but perhaps Fawkes 
doesn’t.” 

Hermione sniggered. “If you say so, darling.”

She stretched out her hand, to stroke Aubrey’s soft blond hair. The child 
was mellow and responsive, curling into her touch like an overgrown 
kitten. Her breath smelled of milk and cookies. Once again, Hermione 
found herself pondering at children’s amazing ability to flex themselves 
into every possible situation. The myth, she decided, was true to a point.
Children did indeed possess a surprising ability to heal their own souls. 
The rest was autosuggestion, or simply, ignorance. Aubrey, for instance.
The child seemed to be under the impression she was participating 
some reality-TV show, designed to present an alternative, magical 
reality. In a way, it was the same for all Muggle born. One unfortunate 
encounter with Professor Snape was enough to cure most of them of 
their misgivings, but actual sobriety came only with the knowledge that 
their powers came with a price tag. Yes, Hermione thought, someday, 
when Voldemort is finally jinxed into Friday the thirteenth, it might even 
be fun to frighten little children into eating their food by threatening the 
Dark Lord would come after them if they didn’t. Aubrey, too, would be 
forced to work that out soon enough. My poor child… I wanted to give 
you a normal life and here I’m dragging you back, an unknowing 
Sancho Panza, my beloved Dulcinea. 

“Mummy?” Aubrey’s voice tugged at the end of her consciousness. “Is 
everything all right?” 



“Yes, darling. Everything is just fine.”

“’Kay. What’re you reading?”

Hermione breathed, handed the tome to Aubrey. “It’s a Charms 
textbook… I thought I better pick up from where I left off. No use being a
witch and living in the Wizarding World without using magic, isn’t it?”

Aubrey frowned. “I’d say there’s no use being a witch without using 
magic. But that what you did, right?”

“Right.” She shifted a blond strand out of Aubrey’s eyes. “You know, 
sometimes there are many factors involved in choosing the most 
accurate, logical course of action. And sometimes it’s not the logical 
course of action one wishes to take. You see, doing the logical thing… is
not always the logical thing to do.”

The child was very quiet. “So leaving here was not… a logical 
decision?”

“Not from some ways of looking at it… but from others… yes, it was.”

“I don’t understand.”

“You don’t have to.”

“You’re saying that because you think I’m just a child.”

Hermione smiled gently. “No, not at all. I’m saying it because… what 
seemed logical for me, at a specific time, in specific circumstances, 
might not seem logical to you. It might not even seem logical to me, 
when I’m thinking about it today. But it was logical to me back then, and 
that was the important thing.” 

“So… now you regret… leaving?”

“No, no. I didn’t say so. Leaving was right to me then. The only 
thing that seemed right to me then. It’s not actually possible to regret it, 
you see, because I’m a different person now. The person who decided 
to leave does no longer exist.”



“Metaphorically speaking…” Aubrey added with a grin. 

Hermione confirmed, “That’s right, darling.” For several minutes they sat
side by side, absorbing the domestic tranquility of their surroundings. 
The suite Dumbledore had given them was small and simple: two 
bedrooms, one, fairly large bathroom, a modest kitchen, though properly
equipped, and a cozy space that was their living room. It contained long 
shelves, stretching along the walls, where Hermione planned to house 
her personal collection of books; a pair of mis-matched sofas, one big, 
velvety and forest-green, and the other smaller, covered with striped 
chintz. A low, battered coffee table stood in front of the fire, and a little 
glass fronted cabinet, which seemed like an appropriate home for 
African artifacts, china miniatures and all sorts of dust-catchers that 
were supposed to add decorative touches, was placed in the corner. It 
wasn’t a pretty room, but it was homely, and undemanding. Hermione 
had grown up in a house that was more like a show-house; she had 
never been sure whether she was the one who was supposed to add 
the last, artistic touch to the perfect picture, or was it the other way 
around, and the furnishing was meant to highlight her and her parents? 
The small flat she had in New York and so the accommodation 
Dumbledore had provided her with, were different. It was designed to 
serve its inhabitants, and was, therefore, inviting and comfortable.

In a way, Hermione thought, maturity was nothing but the wisdom to 
recognize a cozy spot and be pleased to inhabit it. This room, this 
moment, with the warm sweetness that was Aubrey tucked against her 
side and the Scottish winter buffeting the castle’s protecting walls, was a
piece of reality Hermione was ready to be locked in. That ought to be 
possible someday. Some other time. But not today. 

“Aubrey,” she asked quietly, “what do you think of Professor Snape?”

The short exchange that followed ended with the fizzy taste of laughter, 
but also with a hollow note of uncertainty. 

Aubrey was watching her under hooded eyes. The darkness of the irises
made it almost impossible to read her expression. “Mother,” she said 
with a guarded tone, “why are you asking me about Professor Snape?”

“Because…”Hermione retorted carefully, “there’s something I need to 
tell you… that concerns him. Now, would you please answer my 



question, darling?”

Aubrey folded her knees, curling into a little ball around Fawkes. “I think 
he is… unpleasant. He is not very nice… and I don’t think he likes me…
though it looks like he doesn’t like anybody and not just me… I think he 
is… unhappy, you know… he is… an unhappy man.” She stared at her 
knees, fingers softly caressing the bird’s down. “You’re going to tell me 
that he is my father, aren’t you?”

Hermione blinked. “Not, I’m --I-- Aubrey…”

“You’re telling me Professor Snape is my father,” Aubrey repeated. “I 
know when I’m right.”

“Well,” she moistened her lips one more time, “I suppose that is what I’m
trying to tell you, but…”

“You didn’t expect me to guess,” Aubrey completed. Her voice was faint 
and remote. 

“What made you… think that?”

“Well, you see, like… growing up without a father… I’ve been always… 
like, wondering? Who my father could be?” Aubrey glanced at her, 
looking for assurance.

Hermione nodded.

“So… like, every time I walked in the street, and I saw a tall man with 
dark hair and dark eyes, I was thinking… maybe it’s him, that’s my 
father. Always, I mean, since I was very little I’ve been doing that, 
and…” She shrugged, “and then you told me we were moving here, 
leaving the US, and I knew my dad was British… I kept looking, 
everywhere we went. I thought… when we first met Professor Snape, 
that it might be him. Like… he seemed to be qualified for the job. He 
looked smart, and he’s very tall and brooding and his eyes are like mine.
But then, well, he was your teacher and stuff and he wasn’t being very 
nice to me so I thought, maybe it’s not him. Well, can’t always have 
what you want, right?”

“Aubrey, love…” Hermione was worrying her lower lip. “Professor Snape



doesn’t dislike you-“

“I didn’t say he dislikes me. He just… well, doesn’t like anyone, I 
suppose.” The girl’s index finger was tracing a path along Fawkes’ 
head. 

“Do you… Do you dislike Professor Snape?”

Aubrey blinked with surprise. “Why, no. Why should I dislike him? He 
didn’t do anything bad to me.” 

“So… Are you okay with that? With Professor Snape being your father?”

“I… well, I don’t know. I don’t really know him…”

“Do you wish to get to know him, then?”

Aubrey looked at her with sort of quiet desperation. “Look, Mum… I 
know you want everything to be fine for me and that… But I don’t think 
Professor Snape really wants to know me.” 

“He didn’t know you were his daughter until very recently.”

Aubrey moaned. “But don’t you see? He didn’t even like me before. I 
don’t really think he wants me to be his daughter… or anything else, to 
him.”

“Sometimes we don’t really have a choice in these matters,” Hermione 
tried to explain. 

Aubrey sniffed. “Well, I don’t want a father who doesn’t want me in 
return.”

Sensing her daughter’s insecurity, Hermione reached for Aubrey, pulling 
the child against her. Fawkes, a bit ruffled, seemed to glare at 
Hermione, and then resettled himself in Aubrey’s lap. 

“Oh, darling…” She kissed Aubrey’s golden crown, smoothing the soft 
locks out of the girl’s face. “You see, child, in some issues… we are not 
always given a choice. You didn’t choose to be Professor Snape’s 
daughter, nor he your father. You don’t have to want to be related to 



each other in order to be bound to each other – you already are. 
However, the way this relationship is going to develop is completely up 
to the two of you to decide. I won’t tell you Professor Snape is overjoyed
by the idea he has a daughter, but I talked to him, and he is willing to 
get to know you. And yes, he might be reluctant, but it doesn’t mean you
should be too. I do believe that a relationship must maintain a certain 
level of… reciprocity, but reciprocity doesn’t mean that both sides should
feel the same or get the same thing out of their relationship. I think what 
I’m trying to say is that you should take what you want to take out of this
relationship, and give what you’re willing to give, without considering 
Professor Snape’s reaction.” 

She curled her arms around Aubrey, pulling her into tighter embrace. 
The child shifted, reshaping her position to fit more closely against 
Hermione. Their entangled bodies produced a golden, slow heat, which 
melted into the sofa. “I think…” Aubrey started, “I think I understand 
what you mean, though… you can’t expect me to simply go around and 
start playing daddy’s little girl.”

Hermione stifled a babbling laughter. Snape put it almost precisely the 
same. The two had no way of knowing each other a week before, and 
yet were so much alike. “Of course I don’t expect you to do that, darling.
The only thing I’d like you to do is- probably not to let Snape scare you 
out of being yourself. Just remember that his bark is worse than his 
bite.”

“I will,” Aubrey promised solemnly. “It’s just… well, why him?”

“That’s… that’s,” she stammered, “that’s complicated.”

“And you’d explain to me everything once I’m old enough to 
understand,” Aubrey mocked.

“True, true.”

“I am not a baby, you know,” Aubrey snuggled closer. 

Hermione frowned, considering her next words. “Well,” she began, 
“you’re right, and indeed, you are no longer a baby. And even so, you 
are eight years old, and that’s young… very young, to me, if not to you. I
know you feel you’re ready to be exposed to whatever information I 



might come with, and perhaps, it’s even true. No, I don’t think you’re 
ready to face certain things, but it seems like you disagree with me, and 
since I’m not going to share some things with you, I won’t argue that 
point. Who knows, maybe you’re even right and I’m wrong. But another 
important thing is, that I am not ready to share this with you, because I 
feel that you are too young, and this feeling has… a very emotional, 
irrational edge to it. So, I might be wrong, but this is how I feel, and 
there is no point trying to convince me otherwise.”

“You’re saying that to make me feel better,” Aubrey accused her. 

“That’s correct,” Hermione admitted, “but it doesn’t mean I’m making it 
up.”

Aubrey twisted her face. “Being adult is so complicated,” she said, half 
scoffing, half serious. 

“Be careful with your expression, precious,” Hermione warned her, “or 
else you might end up looking like something pickled.” 

“Ewww,” was Aubrey’s response. “Fawkes thinks your imagery is 
disgusting.”

“Fawkes may think whatever he like, but just remind him these were my 
chocolate chips cookies he was eating so enthusiastically.”

“Mummy-“ she began after some intense thinking, “What am I supposed
to do, I mean, how am I supposed to behave around Professor Snape?”

“First of all, you supposed to get that thumb out of your mouth.” 
Hermione took the girl’s hand in hers, inspecting the damage. She 
noted some raw skin, and Aubrey had managed to tear out the external 
edge of her fingernail, but luckily, there was no bleeding. Apparently, the
thought about Professor Snape and his new role in her life made the girl
nervous. Hermione continued. “Secondly, and more to the point, I think 
that when meeting Professor Snape, you should simply be… yourself. 
Though it might be wise to consider being a little more respectful,” she 
added with a grin. 

“That’s what they always tell you when you meet new people,” Aubrey 
protested, “and what happens if those new people don’t like your real 



self? Nobody ever has an answer for that.” 

“Oh, Aubrey…” Hermione sighed, “you know what, if somebody doesn’t 
like your real self, he can simply go to a place I am not supposed to 
mention in front of little girls, okay?” 

“You mean ‘hell’?”

“Aubrey Granger, please watch your language, and yes, that what I 
meant.”

“Not saying a word I already know just because I’m little is a silly thing to
do. But, Mum… it’s-“

“-Thumb out of mouth.”

Aubrey groaned, letting her hand drop. “Sorry. I just… it’s just… Dunno. 
I don’t even know… like, how am I supposed to call him? And… well, 
should I buy him a Christmas present, or should I say hi and good 
morning and stuff whenever I meet him… and would he be taking care 
of me when you’re at work or something or I don’t even spend time with 
him at all? That’s just… dunno. Really confusing.”

“Right…” Hermione bit her lower lip, chewing on it nervously. “I can’t tell 
you I have answers to all of your questions, not immediately, that’s for 
sure, but I can promise you they will all be answered in time. This is one
of these situations when you simply have to… go on with, and see what 
happens. I believe that addressing Professor Snape by his title will be 
the simplest thing to do right now. I also believe we should give him 
something for Christmas, so ideas for a present will be most welcome…
Greeting him is up to you. Will he be taking care of you when I’m busy? 
Well, that’s up to him. At the moment, he’d probably refuse, but that 
shouldn’t worry you. Will you be spending time with him? Yes, I think 
you should, though I wouldn’t like to force you into it.”

Aubrey frowned. “Well, I don’t think we should get him any sort of food,” 
she said. “He doesn’t really like to eat. By the way, who is on our 
Christmas list this year?”

Hermione made a little cry of frustration. “What makes you think we 
already have a list?”



Aubrey blinked. “Probably the fact that it’s four days to Christmas and 
we usually make a list a month before?”

“Remind me to let you read David Yum. As to the list-“ she reached her 
hand to her wand, and quickly summoned parchment, quill and an 
inkwell. “We still don’t have one, but soon we will, and you’ll get to 
practice using a quill. Come on,” she added, moving off the sofa and 
seating herself at the coffee table, “right here –Fawkes can sit on the 
table.” 

Three hours and an obscene amount of stained parchment rolls later, 
Hermione and Aubrey produced a readable, relatively clean Christmas 
Presents list. 

Aubrey looked at the list, her face twisted into very Snape-like 
expression of grim annoyance. She lifted the quill with ink-stained 
fingers and gave it a look of utter disgust. “This is stupid.” 

“Language.”

“Sorry Mum,” she answered determinedly, “but there isn’t a better word 
that can describe how stupid is using this.” 

“Well, I never said that being a witch has only advantages.” 

“Yes, but this is…”

“Sheer idiocy,” Hermione finished the sentence. “I’m afraid I have to 
agree with you.” 

“Mum?”

“Yes, darling?”

“You have a black spot on your nose.”

“Oh, sorry.”

“Now you smeared it. It’s on your left cheek too.”



“Great.”

“When are we doing our Christmas shopping?”

“I don’t know. Probably as soon as I manage to find someone who 
would go with us to Hogsmeade.”

“Why do we need an accompaniment?” 

“Because it’s not safe to go there alone.”

“Because of Voldemort?”

Hermione nodded. “Yeah, because of him.”

“Maybe we can ask Professor Snape?”

She was going to decline the idea immediately, then stopped, and gave 
it some further consideration. Her first notion was to ask some of the 
castle’s temporary inhabitants to accompany her, perhaps even arrange 
a small expedition of people who wished to go to Hogsmead in order to 
do their Christmas shopping. Nowadays Hogwarts was populated with a
fair amount of capable witches and wizards. However, it was now 
reasonable to assume that most people had already done their 
Christmas shopping. They would now be busy with some actual 
preparations rather than Christmas shopping. Aside from that, asking 
Snape to join them at Hogsmeade had its own benefits. First of all, it 
would enable all three of them to be together in a neutral environment. 
Secondly, they would have the advantage of an actual purpose to their 
gathering. This kind of meeting, Hermione knew, was usually awkward 
because none of the participants had any idea what to do with 
themselves. Calling it a shopping trip gave meaning to the time they 
would spend together. 

On the other hand, Snape’s presence might turn their traditional 
Christmas shopping into something very awkward.

She turned to Aubrey. “Would you like me to ask Professor Snape to 
come with us? I’m not saying it’s a bad idea, but I must warn you it 
might not be... fun as we used to. That is, if he actually agrees.”



“Oh, well,” the child looked thoughtful. “I think we should give it a try. If 
we don’t like it, we simply won’t invite him next year.”

“Oh. Well, okay then. Would you like to come with me to ask him to join 
us? I would prefer to use the Floo, but I’m afraid his hearth is Floo proof 
and won’t allow us to contact him.” 

Aubrey shrugged. “I’ll go with you, no problem. Do you think Fawkes 
can come with us?”

* * *

“You knock,” Aubrey whispered.

Hermione laughed quietly. “Come on, darling,” she whispered in return. 
“He’s just an over-grown pet bat. He won’t eat you.”

Fawkes, seated on Aubrey’s shoulder, seemed to agree with that.

“I wouldn’t like to have a pet bat that size. But there-“ the child raised 
her hand, and determinedly, knocked on the heavy oak door of 
Professor Snape’s chambers. 

It was Professor MacGonagall who had directed them to Snape’s private
quarters, after they failed to find him in his office. As with the other 
Heads of Houses, Professor Snape’s rooms were located near his 
Slytherins. The mother and daughter had to roam deep into the dank 
dungeons, where the smiling ghosts of long forgotten victims were 
shrieking joyfully. Hermione uncovered the hidden tunnel that led 
underneath Serpents Tower and partially under the lake, and the two 
had stepped into this forsaken realm of wavering shadows and trickling 
lamplight. The ancient door, behind which Professor Snape’s residence 
was located, was almost lost among the shadows. 

“No answer,” Aubrey said silently.

“Try again.”

She did.



A soft mutter was coming from behind the door, then they heard Snape’s
baritone – low, vibrating, and obviously irritated.

“No Potions aids are given during Christmas, if you were stupid enough 
to fail your end of term exams it is strictly your problem, and honestly, I 
am hardly surprised! Go and bother somebody else, before I sober up 
and Obliviate you out of existence!” 

Aubrey flinched. “He’s scary!”

“He just wants people to think so.”

Hermione knocked again. “Professor?” She called, “it’s me and Aubrey. 
We would like a word with you.” 

They heard another stream of obscenities, after which, the wards were 
finally lowered. “Enter!”

Cautiously, Hermione pushed the door open, hearing the locks give in 
with a murmured click. Clutching Aubrey small hand, they walked inside,
into a warm, darkened living room. 

The dim light given by the swirling fire exposed the back of two 
armchairs, both leather-covered and comfortable looking. The 
flagstones of the floor were covered by thick carpet an unusual shade of
green. The carpet seemed old, and extraordinarily fine. Its lush, rich 
thickness contrasted with the ascetic quality of the room. Books, 
Hermione noted, hundreds of books covered the walls, some secured 
behind glass doors, some standing on open shelves. The only thing, 
which broke the monotony of the bookshelves, was the shape of the 
drinks cabinet, what probably explained the alcohol stench that 
encompassed the room. Blinking, she watched Snape’s gaunt figure 
materialize out of moving darkness, overwhelmed by the potent image 
of a black panther waiting to attack its prey. Then the impression was 
gone and there was only an almost skeletally thin man, too tall and too 
pale, with shadowed eyes and beaky nose, smelling of sweat and 
whiskey. 

It was Aubrey voice that broke the silence. “You stink.” 



Professor Snape snorted. Hermione’s pupils widened with disbelief.

“I look hideous as well,” he noted with a sneer, “and I’m nursing a hellish
hangover. Now, you impudent whelp, after stating the obvious, is there 
anything else you wish to tell me?”

“In fact, there is.” 

“Well, out with it!” Snape barked. 

Hermione gritted her teeth. “Don’t you speak like that to your daughter,” 
she demanded coolly, “it’s not her fault you’re drunk and suffering a 
hangover.” 

Snape gave her a cruel smile, exposing yellow, crooked teeth. “No,” he 
said, “it’s your fault for deciding to keep her.”

“How dare you??”

“Hangover,” he reasoned shortly. 

Hermione swallowed. For a moment, it all seemed pointless. There was 
no way this horrible man could ever adjust into anything remotely 
resembling a parent figure. An uncle. A friend. She was just wasting her 
time, unable to control her temper, and dragging her innocent child 
along with her, all in the name of some ridiculous, false hope. She was 
stupid, totally and utterly stupid. Stupid for approaching him, stupid for 
coming back, stupid for leaving the shelter she had so carefully built to 
herself and her child over the years. A noble, 
honourable Gryffindor stupidity. 

“All right,” Hermione began, “if that’s all you have to say-“ Then she felt 
a small tug to her left sleeve. 

“Mum,” Aubrey pleaded quietly. 

She shut her eyes, and then opened them. The warm, sickening 
darkness of Snape’s chambers was like a liquid shifting around her. 
“Okay, darling,” she sighed. “Let’s see if you can do it your way.”

Aubrey nodded and smiled at her, then turned to Professor Snape. 



“Well, like you were saying, there is something else we wish to tell you.” 

The girl’s expression, Hermione observed, settled into grave 
seriousness. “As you know, it’s four days to Christmas. I don’t expect 
you to understand this because you are an unhappy, angry man, who 
probably hates Christmas and doesn’t give presents to anyone…-," At 
that, both Snape and Hermione shot her a deadly glare. “But mother 
and I,” Aubrey continued, “didn’t manage to do our Christmas shopping 
on time, and so we have no presents to give. Therefore, we should do 
our Christmas shopping really soon, meaning something like tomorrow. 
So you see, we’ve decided to go to Hogsmeade to do our shopping. 
But…-” and then she gave Snape a severe look. “It is dangerous for us 
to go alone to Hogsmeade!”

Snape coughed at her melodramatic exclamation. “And what does it 
have to do with me?” he inquired snidely. 

Aubrey smiled. “Well, you see,” she told him, ”because going alone to 
Hogsmeade is so dangerous, we thought the best solution will be to 
have a strong, smart wizard to come with us! That,” she added, eying 
him a bit doubtfully, “will be you. Now you’re going to ask me why should
this bother you? I have an answer to that too. First of all, by 
accompanying us, you get to be very important and stuff. Secondly, you 
get to do a good deed, which will help you get to heaven after you die. 
And thirdly, I am your daughter and you have responsibility to me and it 
will be immoral even of you to say you don’t mind if I’m slaughtered by 
evil Death Eaters. Mum, stop laughing! You’re ruining the impression!”

“Well,” Hermione managed between laughs. “That was just…” She held 
her abdomen, stifling another laugh. “That was just a superb 
performance.”

“If that is so,” responded an irritated Aubrey, “why are you laughing?”

“She is laughing,” Snape interrupted, “because your over melodramatic 
act has given your show… quite a parodical quality. Which some people
find amusing.” 

“Well.” Aubrey folded her arms grimly. “That wasn’t very supportive of 
her.”



“I’m sure your mother didn’t mean to hurt you.”

Aubrey sighed, watching Hermione with a kind of amused 
hopelessness. “I guess you’re right,” she admitted. “Well, so are you 
coming with us tomorrow or not?”

“Well,” Severus Snape chuckled, “As you put it yourself, it will be 
immoral even of the likes of me to present calmness towards the vile 
notion of… you being slaughtered by evil Death Eaters." 

“Good. So we will expect you at – Mum!” Once again, Hermione felt her 
sleeve being tugged. “Professor Snape says he is coming with us. We 
should tell him when are we leaving!”

“Oh.” Hermione composed herself, still astounded at Snape and 
Aubrey’s short conversation. “I believe ten o’clock will be fine? Meet us 
at the entrance hall, after breakfast?” 

“Ten o’clock will be perfectly fine, Miss Granger.” 

Snape’s voice, Hermione noticed, lowered into a mixture of formality 
and tenderness. Suddenly nervous, she found herself twisting a stray 
lock of hair around her finger. Then she became aware of her actions, 
and stopped abruptly. Hermione forced herself to smile; it felt fractured 
and so girlishly, stupidly unsure. “That will be all, then,” she somehow 
managed to say. “See you tomorrow?”

“Tomorrow.” He nodded, giving her and Aubrey a courtly smile. 
“Goodbye, Miss Granger, young lady-“

“It’s Aubrey,” the girl told him, “you should call me Aubrey.”

Snape pursed lips. His expression was grim and enigmatic, and his 
gaze never left the girl’s identical eyes. 

Hermione placed her arms around Aubrey’s shoulders.

“Well… Aubrey,” he said at last. “Right. Aubrey. So I believe you should 
call me Severus.”

Aubrey nodded in agreement. “Goodbye, Severus. Have a beautiful 



day.”

* The chapter's title is taken from W. Blake's poem, "Auguries of 
Innocence". 

8 - The Snows of Tyrol, the Clear Beer of Vienna.

"S'hobn breges oich di yamen, s'hobn tfises oichet tzamen 
Nor tzu undzer pain kein bissl shain, kein bissl shain …"

-- Ponar, Alex Wolkoviski.

"The snows of the Tyrol, the clear beer of Vienna
Are not very pure or true.
With my gypsy ancestress and my weird luck
And my Taroc pack and my Taroc pack
I may be a bit of a Jew."

-- Daddy – Sylvia Plath.

…Aniko was standing in a middle of a graveyard, shrouded in the blond-
silvery ropes of her hair. Smoke ascended above the incinerators, 
carried by the frozen wind to caress her lips and tangle in her hair. She 
spoke words the colour of ashes, her lips had the taste of ashes and her
tears were black from the coals. Then she outstretched her hands, 
extending her palms, and there was blood trickling down her fingers, 
blood splattering into the black, bubbling cauldron. 

Lowering his gaze to look into the cauldron, he saw the surface of the 
liquid bubbling, and out of the cauldron, rose the naked Justin Snape, 
his skin encrusted with dripping blood. Justin turned around to the 
waiting Aniko, and his lips found her ash-flavoured mouth. He kissed 
her, franticly, hungrily, like a madman, and Aniko was slowly fading, 
slowly dissipating as the tombstones around them began to glow, 
brighter and brighter and brighter… 



…He heard soft, bright words, interwoven into an old Yiddish lullaby 
Aniko had used to sing to him. Yet it wasn’t Aniko’s voice, but a younger,
clearer one that swallowed the R’s, and couldn’t pronounce any of the 
laryngeal syllables. He opened his dream-eyes to see Aubrey Granger 
hovering above him, with paper wings glued to her back and wire halo 
cutting into her forehead. Young Severus opened his mouth to protests 
but she only smiled and kept on singing…

Snape woke up with a start. Cheshire Cat smiles were following him 
from the fireplace, and the cloth of his pyjama trousers was burning hot. 
He remembered falling asleep in his bed –he had no idea how he had 
come to be sitting in the armchair in front of the fire. Snape scanned his 
surroundings. No books. So he hadn’t been reading anything. Probably 
just strayed out of the bedroom, and moonstruck, stumbled into the 
couch. He used to do it as a child, wander half-awake half-asleep 
through Snape castle. The habit lasted for several years until Justin 
caught him one night. His father definitely knew how handle such 
problems to his satisfaction. 

And you are no better… 

He stood up with swift motion, driven by anger and a weird self-
awareness, which sometimes resembled catatonia. He was no good. 
Snape wondered if the strange, ominous child had known it. His child. 
What time was it? He reached for the ancient pocket watch, a family 
heirloom that was always rolling around someplace nearby. Half past 
nine. Fuck. Cursing, Snape strolled to the bathroom, where he wisely 
avoided looking into the mirror. Twenty minutes later, showered, shaved,
and enshrouded in his billowing robes, Severus Snape made his way to 
the entrance hall. 

The temperature, he noted, had dropped during the night. The massive 
oak doors at the entrance – usually open to welcome newcomers – 
were now closed against the chill. ‘Robust Auror’, whose name Snape 
never bothered to learn, sat at his regular place, flipping through the 
Prophet. Two of his fellows sat on the marble staircase playing chess, 
while the other three were nowhere to be seen. Neither were Granger 
and the child. He thought about the other day. The hangover had made 
him nastier. Less subtle. He was close enough to chasing them away, 
when the girl made her little speech. Afterwards, he could not refuse. 



Aubrey was right, as a matter of fact, though it was only a minor point, 
since she had actually amused him, and made him feel guilty and angry,
and out of his depth all at once. She was too much – seeing her was too
much… maybe accepting was the simple way out, the coward’s way: 
the only possible way to avoid direct confrontation. 

Tendrils of silvery laughter trickled into the entrance hall, closely 
followed by the miniature figure of Aubrey Granger. Accompanying her 
was Dumbledore’s lovesick phoenix. The pudgy bird made some 
saddening imitation of flying, hovered above the girl’s head for several 
seconds, then landed on her shoulder with a thump. 

“Professor – Severus!” The child exclaimed, rushing toward him. She 
looked like a swollen rag-doll, tumbling around wrapped in dozen layers 
of cloth and wool. “Good morning!”

Snape nodded briefly.

“Oooh!” She cried, observing his clothing, “you’d freeze your poor ears 
to death out there! Here, let me help you!” The child pulled his robe, 
signing him to get down on his knees so she could reach his face. 
Snape, too astounded to refuse, obeyed her.

Pouting her lips she approached him, seemingly considering the best 
way to bring Snape to his long awaited, spy’s tortured death. Her little 
hands reached to touch his face, and he held his breath, fighting the 
urge to push her away. Small, chubby fingers: uneven nails, bitten down
mercilessly. She smelled of fresh milk and dough and chocolate. The 
scent was heady and so was her nearness. He wanted to throw up but 
controlled himself. She smiled, and then those plump hands of hers 
were tugging and pulling his scarf, rearranging it around his face. 

“Now, I know these things come with a cap, right?” She didn’t wait for 
his answer, but leaned forward, tugging his cloak’s hood and pulling it to
shadow his face. “That’s better!”

Snape choked. The stupid girl had embalmed him within his own 
clothes, barely allowing a small slit for his eyes. “Now tell me how, 
exactly,” he growled, “am I supposed to breathe?”

The girl smiled again. “You don’t. The cold air’s not good for your lungs. 



It hurts to breathe it. Besides, you’re much prettier like that.” 

Sneering, he raised his hand to tear off the ridiculous arrangement.

“Don’t!” The child’s hand shot immediately to grasp his larger one, her 
face twisted into a scowl. “I told you, it’s cold and you’ll freeze.”

He cringed almost automatically, withdrawing his hand at once. Even 
though covered by a dragon hide glove, the child’s touch scorched his 
skin as if it was raw flesh she was touching. The burn lingered, biting off 
his dermis like vampire kisses. His eyes flashed, and recognizing the 
danger, the girl jumped, retreating at once. 

“I’m… I’m so sorry, Sir,” she stuttered, “I didn’t mean to-“

“-Hullo darling!” Granger’s voice, loud and clear, flowed in their direction.
“Sorry about the delay – Minerva caught me on my way here and she 
wanted me to-," She halted, bending to check up on her surprisingly 
unresponsive child. “Aubrey, dear? Is everything all right?”

Her hand came to rest on the girl’s cheeks, lifting her face so she could 
look into her eyes.

Snape used this interlude in order to back up. Curious, he watched 
Hermione’s gaze smooth those creases of fear and caution that masked
the child’s features. He wasn’t surprised when Hermione turned to look 
at him, and answered her with a quizzical glance. Her quick withdrawal 
promised some later continuation that Snape didn’t look forward to. He 
heard some quiet murmur, after which, Fawkes flew out of the hall, 
followed by the girl’s longing gaze. She watched the bird until he 
disappeared from sight. . 

“Well.” Granger straightened, her left hand still resting on Aubrey’s 
shoulder. “If we’re all ready…” She gestured toward the double doors. 

Snape shrugged.

The walk to Hogsmeade began quietly and uneventfully. Granger 
coaxed her daughter – with a mild success – into her usual chatter, 
though, judging by the low rumble that speckled the edges of his 
consciousness, the little fuzz-ball had yet to regain her full confidence. 



They talked for a while, chatting idly, until something caught the child’s 
attention and she asked for her mother’s permission to roam a little 
onward.

“Will that be alright?” Granger, who finally gave up her attempts to 
interest Aubrey in any kind of conversation, was looking at him, asking 
for permission. 

He made a low grunt, failing to see a reason to respect her need for 
additional reassurance with an answer. But of course, she was too 
foolish to catch on the hint.

“Do you think it would be safe?”

“You tell me, Miss Granger – do you find that, as long as she is in your 
line of sight, you consider Aubrey safe?”

Hermione nodded. “You’re right. It was a foolish question. You may go, 
darling, but take care that I can always see you.” She watched Aubrey 
rush onward, happily plodding in the white, untouched snow. Then she 
turned to look at Snape. A tiny muscle in her temple was twitching, and 
her full, pale lips tightened. “I would like to know what happened earlier 
to make Aubrey so uncharacteristically quiet.” 

“Uncharacteristically quiet?” He repeated with a snarl. “You’ll have to 
define that for me.” 

She moistened her lips. “Don’t play these petty games with me, 
Professor. When I found you, Aubrey was afraid, and I would like to 
know why.”

“I told you I am not a nice person. Considering you spent almost seven 
years in my classroom, I believe you should be able to work that out.” 

Hermione breathed deeply, as if trying to calm herself. When she turned
to face him again, her expression was unmistakably grave. “I will tell you
only once, so I hope you’ll listen carefully, Professor. I can’t say that I 
approve of your acerbic manner, nor of your teaching techniques, but 
those are not for me to judge, nor is your character or your depressing 
choice to treat me as one of your many pupils. You may scorn and jeer 
at me, you may evade my questions and think of me as a disoriented 



child, but when I’m asking you about my daughter, and why she is might
be scared of you’ all of a sudden, when its clear enough she wasn’t 
scared of your before, you will not try to distract me, and you needn’t 
give me any obscure, dishonest answers either. When I’m asking you 
about my daughter you will answer me directly and to the point. Is that 
clear?”

Narrow eyed, he watched her make her little speech, rushed words 
forming a soft, intangible cloud of vapour as her warm breath misted 
into the frosty air. The nip of the cold was burning red blush unto her 
rounded cheeks, suddenly colouring and deepening Hermione 
Granger’s rather ordinary features. Her anger, her insolent words, 
punctured Snape’s well-composed armor of indifference. Anger was 
familiar in his short range of emotional experiences. He knew how to 
interact with anger. 

Amused – perhaps another default reaction – he looked at her. “Clear 
enough, Miss Granger, though I cannot tell why you would think an 
exaggerated melodrama will do anything to improve the impression? 
But of course, I’m forgetting this is a Gryffindor I am facing. A pity, really,
as you are such a talented actress.” 

“You wouldn’t recognize a genuine feeling even if it slapped you in the 
face, wouldn’t you?”

“Please, add ‘emotionally incapable’ to my list of advantages and spare 
me your infectious enthusiasm.”

“I would,” she said, “if you’d answer my question.”

For a moment, he wondered whether she manipulated him into 
submission, cleverly parrying the obstacles he put in front of her, to aim 
her saber to his heart. But, no, Snape decided at last. She was too 
Gryffindor and honest in her tantrums to do such a thing. “Nothing 
happened,” he told her at last, his face impassive against Granger’s 
severe expression. 

“Don’t, Professor,” Hermione shook her head. “Simply… don’t. I know 
my daughter, and though I don’t pretend to know you, I could sense 
something had passed between the two of you. Look,” she turned 
around to face him. “I don’t blame you for anything, I don’t think you hit 



her or insulted her on purpose. I know you wouldn’t hurt her 
intentionally. But, I also know that for some reason, she was suddenly 
afraid of you by the time I arrived, and Aubrey is not an easy child to 
scare off. So please, I don’t want her to be afraid of you –I don’t want 
her to be afraid at all. And if she is afraid of something, I need to know 
why, so I can help her, and you.”

“I don’t need your help,” he spat.

“Maybe you don’t, though I doubt it. But even if you don’t need my help, 
Aubrey needs it, and perhaps she even needs you to use my help, in 
order to help her.”

“I would not be your pet project.”

“I don’t want you to be, I simply want you,” she waved her hands in 
desperation. “I just want you to be… whatever it is you need to be to 
make my child happy. So please, tell me, Severus, what happened that 
made her afraid of you?”

He despised her usage of his given name in order to pursue an artificial 
sense of intimacy. “I don’t remember granting you the permission to call 
me Severus,” he remarked. 

“You didn’t. I took it deliberately.” 

“I would prefer you to refrain from using it.”

“I would prefer you to answer my question rather than try to distract 
me.” 

“Don’t flatter yourself.” 

Maybe if she weren’t staring at him so intensely he’d be able to come up
with sufficient answer. Her open, direct manner made him automatically 
withdraw. Hermione Granger’s straightforwardness was catalyzing him 
into defensive offense –when the other side was occupied protecting its 
frontline, it couldn’t possibly be busied with Snape. 

Granger was quiet for several minutes, as if sensing his inner turmoil. 
Instead, She focused her attention on Aubrey, eyes slightly narrowed in 



order to prevent the sharp light that shot off the snow from blinding her. 

“I pushed her away,” Snape said after a while, talking to no one in 
particular. “She tried to take my hand, prevent me from damaging her 
bizarre rearrangement of my scarf and hood and I,” he shrugged, 
“frightened her I suppose. I’m not very fond of… being touched.”

“Did you… physically push her?”

“No. But I would have probably done so, if she didn’t have the sense to 
retreat on time,” he admitted in self-disgust. 

Granger nodded. She moistened her lips, a gesture Snape learned to 
recognize as a sign of nervousness, and spoke. “I’m sorry.”

He watched her suspiciously. “What would you be making an apology 
for?” 

“I’m sorry,” she repeated. “Aubrey can be very… open sometimes. Very 
informal. She doesn’t mean to hurt anyone, she’s simply…” Hermione 
sighed. “Had I only known –I would have told her she shouldn’t 
penetrate your personal space. I’m so very sorry.” 

Snape snorted. 

“No, really-“ she continued, “I promise I will make the subject clear-“ 

“That will be enough, Miss. Granger.”

“Okay, okay, I’m sorry. Why don’t we talk about something else?”

“Why don’t we avoid talking at all?”

Hermione blushed, and for several minutes seemed to be contented to 
simply walk by his side. Then, she burst into laughter. “Sorry, sorry, 
really, I am,” she stammered between one wave of uncontrollable 
laughter to another, “but situations like these really make me nervous 
and so I simply have to talk. Oh please don’t be furious with me.” 

Snape glared at her – partially for the lack of a better response. She 
insisted on maintaining a peculiar air of companionship, one he refused,



or perhaps was incapable of bearing. This kind of friendly camaraderie 
was not in his nature, while, aside from that, it was also intimidating. He 
knew how to handle large numbers of people, but he didn’t have the 
inherent knowledge, nor did he have the will, to function as a member of
a group – small as it might be. “Fine,” he said at last, not bothering to 
mask his anger. “Talk.”

“Oh, I can’t just… you know, talk,” she babbled, “I mean… I don’t 
know… is there anything in particular you’d like me to talk about?”

“I would like you not to talk at all.” 

“Please?” 

He made a little sound in the back of his throat, torn between anger, 
desperation and partial amusement. Hermione Granger was a 
mechanism, the workings of which Snape could not yet decipher. 
Perhaps letting her talk would lead him closer to the key, then he could 
pull her apart and shove her out the back door of his mind. “All right, tell 
me about… Aubrey.”

“Oh, Aubrey.” She chuckled, stumbling over a low, snow-covered heap 
that turned out to be a rotting trunk. “Well, Aubrey… what can I tell you 
about Aubrey… how odd, I can usually talk for hours and hours on end 
when it comes to Aubrey, then you suddenly raise the subject and I’m 
foolishly lost for words… Aubrey, well, she is the light of my days, the 
fire of my nights, my death, my life…”

Snape raised a brow. “Quite disturbing references,” he noted. “And 
incorrect at that. Perhaps: my mother had a great deal of trouble dealing
with me, but I think she enjoyed it?”

Hermione laughed. “And I thought you’d be one to say humans are the 
only animals that have children on purpose with the exception of 
guppies who like to eat their young.” 

“And you would ask me to be gentle with the young?” 

“I will remind you that children are always foreigners,” she said gently. 
Her eyes were big and vivid when she spoke those last words; luminous
with insolent compassion that made him cringe inwardly. Snape was 



relieved Granger didn’t notice his reaction. She continued. 

“Aubrey is a strange experience for me,” Hermione told him. “I always 
meant to have children, lots of them, in fact. I was an only child and my 
parents kept a tidy, neat household, so inevitably, I dreamed of big, 
shabby Victorian house, crowded with children and noise and animals. It
seems like we’re never free of the hope that we might be able to 
compensate ourselves for what we missed through our own children. 
But then, well, life rarely happens the way you want it to, and I found 
myself six months pregnant, broke and living in New-York City –that’s 
the part where you supposed to say: ‘it must have been terrible for you, 
Miss. Granger,’ but I guess we can skip the sympathy, considering, after
all, it’s you.” She smiled at him, clearly enjoying herself. “So by the time 
the contractions began I was literally lost. I pushed an unfortunate 
pensioner out of the way in order to get in the taxi, only to find out later 
that I had no way to pay the driver. Luckily enough, he was a kind man 
and accepted my condition with understanding. The labour was sheer 
hell, and afterwards they put this little, red, screaming bundle in my 
arms and cheerfully informed me I had a girl!”

Granger shook her head in disbelief. “I think I laughed like a maniac. 
Just… couldn’t stop laughing. And Aubrey was lying there in my arms, 
quietly, seeming very mature, inspiring this… weird sense of wicked 
melodrama, then she looked at me, with those huge, compelling black 
eyes, and I thought: ‘Very well, baby, we are partners on this absurd 
adventure. So if you don’t mind, I’m going to fall madly in love with you, 
simply because…’” Granger stopped for a moment, looking for the right 
words, “’simply because…. You are my life, and I need you to be my 
reason to live it.’ Aubrey, of course, obeyed, and…” 

She halted, wrapping her arms around herself. “It wasn’t the least what I
expected. I wanted flowers and tears of joy and a loving husband 
nervously clutching my hand while I delivered and I wanted my eyes to 
rest on my newborn baby and feel my heart swell with love –I wanted it 
to be romantic, and sticky and mushy as that. I never expected the 
reality of having a baby to be anything but mundane, and of course I 
knew labour was going to be painful, but… Saying I was a little, foolish, 
brokenhearted girl can sum it all up. But –not exactly. When I left the 
hospital I was… almost catatonic, unresponsive, exhausted to the bone,
but not… not precisely desperate. It was all so strange; my baby was 
strange; being a mother was strange. Not in the wide-eyed, 



wonderment-seized meaning of the word, but with an air of oddity, of 
stupid, little, pink fluffy animals with venomous bite that can kill a grown 
man. Like a Monty Python’s movie. Monty Python – they are Muggle 
artists-," she added, noting his frown. 

A quick smile lit up her face, and Snape readied himself for another 
dose of jabber, when she suddenly frowned, as if reconsidering. “I am 
babbling, am I?”

“Enthusiastically so,” he answered dryly. 

“Am I boring you?”

He sneered. “No more than should be expected.”

“I apologise… As I already told you, I can become quite talkative when it
comes to Aubrey.”

“I see.”

They were half the way to Hogsmeade when Aubrey raced toward them,
holding something small, black furry and squirming in her hand. 

“Mummy!” she cried, tugging Granger’s cloak with her free hand, “I 
found something! Can you tell me what is that?”

Hermione leaned to examine the small creature, brows knitted with 
concentration. “Mmm…” Snape noted she was intentionally tempering 
her voice, “I have no idea what it could be. Why don’t you ask Professor
Snape?”

What the child held was obviously a niffler. Snape was hard pressed to 
believe the woman who once was Hermione Granger, head girl and top-
student, wouldn’t recognize a niffler. He gave Granger an irate glance, 
scowling when he saw the mischievous glint in her soft brown eyes. The
child, careful not to stand too close to Snape, had cautiously 
approached him. 

Aubrey coughed ceremonially, piercing him with brief, anxious glances. 
“Ah, amm… Sir? Can you please tell me what this is?” 



A muscle in his jaw jerked nervously as she lifted the niffler to him. 
Snape cleared his throat, watching the little black fur-ball struggling and 
squirming against the solid wall formed by the child’s palm. “This,” he 
told her reluctantly, “is a niffler. It is a small, fluffy creature, as you can 
well see for yourself, and it usually likes to wallow in dirt. Nifflers are 
known for their strong attraction for everything shiny, and therefore, are 
very useful for finding treasures. During the cold season they can 
normally be found hibernating in their burrows, so it’s quite a surprise to 
me that you managed to find one this far into winter.” 

Cold as his explanation might be, Aubrey’s face ignited with the 
knowledge. She flashed him a luminous smile, then leaned to brush her 
cheek against the fine, lush fur of the niffler. Her eyes closed for a 
moment and her expression settled into one of almost feline 
satisfaction. The little sound she uttered was cat-like too, half a yawn 
and half a low, vibrating gurgle. A magical creature wrapped in an ugly 
Muggle coat, standing on the snow-covered ground not far away from 
the forbidden forest. She was a daydreamed hallucination, a butterfly 
who wandered across the wire fence and into the ghetto. 

Szeretned megsimogatni? 

Snape shook his head violently. The girl couldn’t possibly have said that.
It was his own imagination fooling him. Then Aubrey spoke again.

“Do you want to hold it?” She extended her arms, offering him the curled
niffler. “It’s really soft and warm and cute.”

Snape was about to refuse when Hermione nudged him with an 
imploring look, encouraging him to accept the niffler. Glaring, Snape 
took the furry animal, holding the niffler in safe distance from his body.

Aubrey gave him a toothy smile. “Touch it to your cheek.”

“I think I’ll pass.” 

“Oh, come on, Severus, Sir! Don’t be such a coward, it won’t bite you.”

Aubrey’s eyes were fixed on him, cautiously meeting Snape’s reluctant 
gaze and wordlessly, persistently, pleading with him to accept her 
tribute. Those coal black eyes pried into him, and the child examined his



reaction with her mind’s sticky fingers, producing a response that was 
both polar and acquiescent. He almost expected her to chuckle at a 
picture of his eleven year old self, frightened and unloved and anxious 
for recognition. A picture that, if he was lucky enough, existed in his 
mind alone, only to lie there buried forever. It was probably for that 
eleven-year-old’s sake that Snape brushed his cheek against the soft 
fur. How strange, that he was still able to empathise. 

The girl’s smile broadened, which made her face look almost simian. 
Snape hurried to give her back the niffler. 

“Nice, isn’t it?” 

He made a low grunt. Let her interrupt it however she wished. The 
child’s enthusiasm repelled him. He heard Granger ask the girl to return 
the niffler to the place where she found it, and found it difficult to 
determine whether he was relieved to see Aubrey move away once 
more. It meant another session of Hermione’s tales, and as much as 
this late encounter with the child unnerved Snape, her mother was even
more emotionally exhausting to deal with. He listened to Granger’s 
prattle for the rest of the way, amazed to find he was following her 
tortuous narrative. 

She spoke of Aubrey’s early years, painting little, banal moments – 
Aubrey’s first words, Aubrey’s first steps, her first smile – with bold 
colors of nostalgia that had yet remained unobtrusive, plausible to a 
man of Snape’s sarcasm. Even amusing at times. She related to 
Aubrey’s magical abilities, telling him about the girl’s supposedly 
unnatural talent of summoning items at will, encouraged by a spiritualist 
kindergarten teacher that was portrayed as Sybil Trelawny’s American 
version. She spoke about being a single mother and the difficulties of 
handling a gifted child, who, at six, roamed into her mother’s bookshelf, 
this act leading to the automatic dilemma of suitable and unsuitable 
reading material. He expressed his opinion on the matter, and suddenly 
they were discussing the issue of censorship, then absolute versus 
relative moral – Granger enthusiastically defending Kant’s moral theory 
against Snape’s persistent deflecting of her arguments. 

She was a quick and inspired debater – her rhetorical skills were lesser 
then his, but what she lacked in flow, she compensated for with 
enthusiasm and faith. The passing time, Snape discovered, had 



changed her. She was still more direct than he approved of, and his 
more sarcastic comments were lost on her as she disapproved of them, 
or insisted on taking them as a subtle form of sublimation; she in a 
permanent rush, a haste that often contradicted her thorough manner, 
and still too fond of demonstrating her knowledge. But even so, Granger
was subtler, and in many ways, calmer. She had greater self-
knowledge, something that resulted in new, appealing self-restraint, and
she had a quick wit that Snape enjoyed. And she was confident, no 
longer afraid of him or of possible failure, open to the contingency of 
making a mistake. She had her own pile of mistakes behind her, and so 
was less judgmental and more understanding toward others. All in all, 
twenty-seven year old Hermione Granger managed to inspire the 
impression of ripe maturity. It was hinted with subtle contributions of 
pink, enthused blunders, mixed up with the breathy quality of her voice, 
and nonetheless –it was somehow painfully soothing to him. As if the 
toothy teenager he had once known was not yet completely gone. 
Reassuring. 

However, when she asked him to join her and Aubrey during their actual
shopping, he refused. They were standing in Main Street; the child 
hopping cheerfully around them like a nervous Snidget; snowflakes 
were speckling Granger’s tangled mane of hair, and she gave him a 
Christmas-card smile that nailed him unto the pastel, cardboard reality 
of the situation. An honest smile, indeed, dripping Christian smugness 
and self-righteousness. 

Snape thought he’d rather decompose with fleas in his eyelashes, 
barefoot in the Polish winter. 

He made his departure brief and polite, then Apparated to Diagon Alley, 
where he could buy Anna a Christmas gift that would make her smile 
knowingly and obliviate him of Hermione Granger’s silvery, infantile 
laughter.

* The poem brought on the beginning is "Ponar", the song of Vilna 
ghetto, referring to Ponar (Panerai in today's Lithuania), a slaughter site 
during World War II. An eleven-year old boy, Alex Wolkoviski wrote this 
prize-winning melody in a ghetto contest. Wolkoviski, presently Tamir, is 
a composer in Israel.



Here's a rather free translation of the Yiddish line brought on the 
beginning: 

"Even sea has shores and every prison has walls, only our suffering has
no borders, has no end."

Aside from being a spine-tingling poem, Ponar had also been 
composed; if there's any chance you might be able to put your hands on
a version of this beautiful, beautiful song (Chava Alberstein's cover is 
the best), a heartbreak is therefore assured. 

* "The light of my days, the fire of my nights, my death, my life…" 
Hermione is misquoting Nabokov's Lolita's opening line: "Lolita. Lights 
of my life, fire of my loins, my sin, my soul." 

* "My mother had a great deal of trouble dealing with me, but I think she 
enjoyed it." – Mark Twain. 

* "Humans are the only animals that have children on purpose with the 
exception of guppies who like to eat their young." – O’Rourke. 

* "Be gentle with the young." – Juvenal.

* "Children are always foreigners." – Emerson. 

* Te ocors shimogotni estet? - is Hungarian, of course. Any Hungarian 
speakers/readers- I apologies for the spelling, my valuable source goes 
only as far as speaking the language. Corrections, therefore, would be 
most welcome. 

9 - Thousand Christmas Trees.

Snape Disapparated without further ado. His briefness, it seemed, 
blended quite authentically with his intimidating, almost Dickensian air of
old-fashioned darkness, which was rather deliberately narrated. A 
supposed contradiction, Hermione assumed, as a character of Snape’s 
stature could only be expected to prolong his or hers departure, but 
nonetheless probable. 



Somewhat disappointed, Hermione watched him leave, realizing that 
she would miss his conversation. Snape was far from being pleasant 
company, but he had provided her with something she had missed for 
almost nine years now – an intellectual challenge. Being able to use her
sharp wit, experimentally stretching the limits of her mind in order to 
understand a complex idea, was a pleasure Hermione had been denied 
of for God knew how long. Books were excellent stimulants, but they 
teased her intellect only to a certain degree, in a certain way that was 
linear and coherent but not elastic and capable of holding a substance 
at more than one edge. 

One of the reasons Hermione had always preferred reading Plato to 
other philosophers was his superb use of dialogues in order to convey 
an idea; thus allowing him to jump backward and forward through the 
text’s inner narrative in order to view his themes more carefully and 
thoroughly. Snape, she observed, was a compelling Socrates. She 
could not yet hope to beat him in an argument, at least not right away, 
but not for one moment had he tried to override her intellectually in their 
conversation. He was a teacher, not a dictator. 

There should have been someone in his life to bring this side of him out 
more. Knowing there was no one like that made Hermione clench her 
fists in frustration. Then it occurred to her she was thinking of Snape as 
another Eustace to be pilled out of his thick dragon hide. Snape wasn’t 
a lost kitten, he wasn’t hers to save and she’d be damned if she was 
going to treat him as… how did he put it? A pet project. No, he deserved
better than her pity. 

Reluctantly, locked inside the storming train of her own thoughts, she 
bade him farewell, arranging to meet him in the Three Broomsticks in 
four hours. Aubrey, sensing her mother’s distress, remained quiet, 
seizing the opportunity to make Hermione go where she wanted in the 
small wizarding village. 

They had spent long hour at Zonko’s before moving along to 
Honeydukes, where Aubrey stuffed too many sweets into a paper bag, 
eager to try each new, bizarre thing. In the meantime, Hermione found 
herself toying with a sugar quill, unconsciously summoning the taste of 
lips sticky from sucking on one, sweet and wet and hot on her mouth. 
The other day, she had seriously debated with herself whether she 



should send Christmas gifts to Harry and Ron. Creating the impression 
she wish reintroduce herself into their lives as if nothing had happened, 
was something Hermione meant to avoid at all costs. Things had 
changed; she had turned her back on Harry and Ron, betraying their 
trust in her and their friendship, deceiving them to believe she was dead
– gone for good. She didn’t want and didn’t expect Ron and Harry’s 
forgiveness. In fact, she didn’t believe she deserved it. But ignoring 
Harry and Ron and what the three of them had shared, would be equally
insulting. Besides, knowing Ginny Weasley, Hermione had little doubt 
she and Aubrey would receive something from the Potters. 

That was the way the Weasley women’s minds worked, she thought, 
remembering Molly’s Christmas gift on her fourth year, after Rita 
Skeeter’s articles had been published. They might have been angry, 
they might have been insulted, enraged and reluctant, but the Weasley 
women were always faithful and would always, no matter what, send a 
Christmas present. 

Taking the latter into consideration had tipped the scales. If Harry and 
Ginny Potter were to send her and Aubrey a present, so would Molly 
and Arthur and Ron and Victoria Weasley. Which meant a considerable 
amount of shopping. From what Hermione was given to understand, 
Harry Potter, the former boy-wonder of the Wizarding World and now a 
trained Auror and notable member of The Order of the Phoenix, had 
chosen to reproduce himself like… well, like a Weasley, which was not a
big surprise, when you considered that his wife was one. Over the 
seven years since twenty-year-old Harry Potter and nineteen-year-old 
Virginia Weasley had been married, the couple had given birth to five 
children, including one pair of twins. According to the latest rumor, Ginny
Weasley was pregnant again and another Potter was expected into this 
world in about four months. None of this surprised Hermione, who knew 
that the one thing the Boy Who Lived had truly craved was a family to 
call his own. The war was no excuse to delay. Harry, she had been told, 
was determined not to let Voldemort deflect his course of life. 

Ron, on the other hand, was slower to settle down. Two years ago he 
married Vicky Frobisher – the Gryffindor who flew better than him and 
dared to rank Charms Club higher in her priorities than Quidditch – and 
the couple now had one baby daughter. Propriety demanded Hermione 
should give something to both children and parents. 



Three and a half hours later, she had managed to find a gift for each 
little Potter. A finely embroidered baby blanket for little Kathleen 
Weasley was folded in a plastic bag (successfully shrunk by Hermione) 
together with a pair of woolen socks and a Gryffindor coloured scarf for 
Albus. For Harry and Ginny she purchased a hardcover, illustrated 
volume of fairy tales, the kind which never failed to keep Aubrey busy 
for several much needed rest-hours (with so many children, Hermione 
concluded, the Potters could probably use a rest) and for Ron and 
Vicky… well, she hoped a vase would do, since she didn’t have the 
slightest idea what she should give them. There was also something for 
Professor McGonagall, as well as for each of the teaching staff and the 
kind John Ackart. In fact, the only subject who kept giving her troubles 
(how unexpected, she thought bitterly) was Severus Snape.

“Why don’t we buy him something to drink?” Aubrey suggested. “His 
rooms smelled like he likes it.” 

Well, her daughter was definitely observant, but lacked the perspective 
that should have led her to the inevitable conclusion that giving alcohol 
to a person who drank before six in the evening was a bad idea. 

“I… don’t really think it’s a good idea, darling,” she told Aubrey. “I’m sure
Professor Snape has… enough to drink of his own.” 

“Why don’t we just buy him a book, then?”

Hermione flung up her hands, then allow them to drop. “And what book 
would possibly be the right one? You saw his chambers. He probably 
has enough books to fill a new wing of the library.”

Aubrey, who already witnessed the wonder that was Hogwarts’ library, 
seemed fascinated with the idea. 

“Aside from that,” Hermione added, “we have no idea what he likes to 
read.”

“Oh, he likes to read lots of things!” Aubrey told her. 

“Is it? And how would you know that?”

Aubrey’s expression was this of utter exasperation. “I looked.” The child 



was subtle enough not to add an ‘of course’ to the equation. 

“You mean, pried.”

“Whatever.”

“Okay,” Hermione answered. “You looked into Professor Snape’s 
personal library. So what did you see?”

“Oh, all sorts of things. He really likes hard covers – he has lots of them.
Some of his books are old stuff, with gilded titles and all. I mean, it’s not 
all old, just looks like it was made long time ago. These were mostly 
contemplative, wizarding stuff, textbooks and essays with long names 
like… ‘Theorems in Transfiguration’s Arithmancy.’ Then he had this long 
shelf full with poetry books, it’s easy to recognize them because they 
are usually very thin or very thick and has all sorts of… well, weird 
names. He also has… amm… dunno, classics, you know? Melville and 
Hardy and Bronte and Dickens and Fielding and Golding and Joyce 
and-“

“I get the point, my beloved little Deus Ex Machina. You are too 
observant for your own good.”

“I have a photographic memory,” Aubrey corrected, “and the book 
Snape is currently reading… it was on the rug in front of the fire… 
amm…gah…a weird name, too, ‘Poppy and Memory’ something. 
Looked like poetry stuff.” 

“Should be Paul Celan’s. He’s a German poet. I didn’t read him, though 
–never finished reading through the classics.”

“Maybe we should buy Professor Snape a poetry book.”

“And were shall we do that?”

“Well, duh, in the bookstore?”

“The Hogsmeade bookstore is a wizarding bookstore.”

“So?” Aubrey questioned. 



“Once you’ll read wizarding literature you’ll understand.”

“There was no wizarding literature in the bookstore.”

Hermione smirked. “Good, you see my point.” She then sighed. “Oh, 
let’s buy him a pink shirt or something. At least that will be funny.”

All of a sudden, Aubrey’s eyes lit up. “I know just what we should give 
him!” 

“Really?”

“Yes!” She exclaimed. “We should give him ear warmers!” 

* * *

Christmas at Hogwarts was bound to be a magical event. The 
Sugarplum Fairy had decorated the castle, sprinkling sugar powder on 
the castle’s lawns, hanging ropes of licorice ivy and placing chocolate-
buttons mistletoes all over Hogwarts. The great hall was gilded with 
caramel dusting; illustrated by the melting colors of apple and 
strawberry ice cream. 

Aubrey, wearing her new dress robes, was drinking in the sight – a fairy 
queen sculpted out of a huge sugar cube, gazing down her lollipop 
kingdom. Hermione bit her lower lip not to smile stupidly. Her daughter 
was so beautiful and the moment so clear and exquisite that the urge to 
smile was almost happiness –almost a feeling by itself. Almost joy. Life 
will go on but the cambric handkerchief will float in the air forever, and 
the wide-eyed girl in the yellowing black and white photograph will be 
forever smiling to the boy, forever leaning into the kiss. 

“Beautiful, right?” She heard herself saying. “I remember my first 
Christmas at Hogwarts. It was like stepping into a fairy-tale.”

Aubrey tore her gaze from the picturesque sight of the Great Hall. 
“That’s right,” she agreed. “Almost makes you wonder…”

Hermione wrinkled her brows. “What do you mean?”



The child turned to look at her. “Don’t you know? Once you’ve got into 
the fairy’s world you’re locked there for hundred years. That’s risky. And 
besides, in mystery books and stuff, when something is really pretty, it’s 
usually means things are going very, very wrong.” 

“And I always thought education was a blessing.” 

Aubrey giggled, though Hermione doubted whether she understood her 
intention. “Shall we, precious?” She offered her hand to Aubrey. 

“Sure!”

Hand in hand they stepped together into the Great Hall. Magical ivy 
wound around the supporting beams all through the hall, entwined with 
glittering lights, which were swirling and dancing like pixies in the twilight
– deflecting a traveler from his course. Fir trees and spruces adorned 
the hall, bowing under the weight of the Christmas decorations. 
Hermione noticed the familiar soft snowflakes that floated in midair, 
dissolving little before they touched the light-halo, which glowed upon 
the room. The central table, designed to house the teaching staff and 
whichever students remained in Hogwarts during the Christmas 
holidays, was replaced by a larger, stockier one, capable of seating the 
fifty diners or so who participated in the annual Christmas feast. 

Some of the faces Hermione recognized: the Hogwarts staff –
Dumbledore bestowed his familiar twinkle upon her; Anne Rivers, a war 
widow, several years older than herself whom Hermione had befriended
–Anne had two children, about Aubrey’s age, and the two woman had 
enjoyed one or two brief conversations that carried the promise of 
possible friendship; John Ackart, who waved to her, patting the free seat
next to him in clear invitation, and several more people she had met 
once or twice during the last couple of days. Snape, Hermione 
perceived, sat between Professor Vector and a dark man who Hermione
recognized as an Order member. Snape and Vector, so it seemed, were
engaged in private conversation. He spared both her and Aubrey the 
minimal courtesy of acknowledging their existence, giving them a small 
nod, then refocused his concentration on Vector’s speech. 

They sat next to John Ackart, who gentlemanly rose to pull out the 
chairs for them. She thanked him, allowing the Auror to kiss the back of 



her hand. 

It had taken Hermione several years before she could once again enjoy 
male attention. With her body soul violated, relearning to live in her own 
skin had been a tasking mission. However, once she managed to settle 
the delicate issue of her sexuality, Hermione found she was able to 
enjoy the company of the opposite sex. Considered a fairly attractive 
woman by those who preferred the generous type, she had her share of
admirers. Hermione didn’t have the leisure to consider a serious 
relationship, but male company and whatever it resulted in were 
something she indulged in from time to time. 

Ackart had an open, honest face, a quality Hermione found likable in a 
man; he was very friendly; of ordinary intellect maybe, but he didn’t 
seem to be in awe of her own intelligence; he liked Aubrey and he made
his interest in Hermione quite clear. It was too early to consider 
anything, but Hermione thought that perhaps in a month or so she might
let him take her to dinner and, then, if the mood took her, take her to 
bed. 

“So how are you doing, the both of you?” he asked her. “I see you’re 
quite settled.”

Hermione smiled politely. “Headmaster Dumbledore was kind enough to
let us stay. We are incredibly grateful for his hospitality.” 

“Indeed. Dumbledore is a great man, don’t know were would we be 
without him. Old Fudge was a good enough Minister for peace times, 
but you could see he didn’t know what to do with himself once the war 
began. He’s okay now, though. Backing up the Headmaster, puts the 
Aurors in Hogwarts. Bad times, I tell you. I’ve been wondering how 
come a young, bright witch shows up from nowhere just like that in this 
era. Doesn’t seem like the most reasonable thing to do –no offense, of 
course.”

“I don’t blame you for thinking so,” Hermione reassured him. “Although –
when a just war is being fought, there are some societies that will unify 
rather than disintegrate. Rightful cause calls individuals to unite.”

“So you came to help-,” he concluded. “Very noble of you, Miss 
Granger.” 



Since it was partially the truth, she didn’t bother to correct him. Their 
conversation didn’t last much longer, cut short by Dumbledore’s polite 
cough. The Headmaster rose to his foot, gently tapping the rim of his 
wine goblet with his small spoon. The crystalline chink rippled in the air: 
bright, cheerful and silvery. 

“Dear friends!” He started, deep voice booming and carrying along the 
table. “Dear students and staff, dear guests and ghosts. In life, says an 
Irishman’s philosophy, there are only two things to worry about, either 
you are well, or you are sick. If you are well, there is nothing to worry 
about, but if you are sick, you have two things to worry about: either you
will live, or you will die. If you live, there is nothing to worry about, if you 
die, you have two things to worry about; either you will go to heaven or 
to hell. If you go to heaven, there is nothing to worry about, but if you go
to hell, you'll be so busy shaking hands with your friends, you won't 
have time to worry. So don’t worry.” Dumbledore lifted his goblet, now 
full of red, rich wine. “Merry Christmas! Slainte!” 

The rest of the feast continued with jolly chatter, wine in abundance – to 
those who were allowed it (Hermione allowed Aubrey one sip, after 
which she screwed up her face in disgust, complaining it was bitter) – 
and was concluded by a session of Christmas caroling, led by none 
other than Dumbledore, who sang shamelessly out of key. At eight thirty,
Hermione found herself taking her leave, with Aubrey, who was tired yet 
painfully exuberant, grumbling all the way to their dwellings. 

She brushed the child’s teeth, running a gentle cleansing spell in order 
to get rid of the garish scents of food and drink that curled in Aubrey’s 
hair. Fawkes, who came to greet them, had disappeared little time after 
Aubrey fell asleep. 

Afterwards, Hermione was left to load their traditional stockings with 
sweets and hang them from the mantelpiece; arrange Christmas 
presents under the fir tree Hagrid had been more than happy to provide 
her with, and take care the room was ready to welcome Christmas 
morning. She tidied the room, in careful sequence, like a small child 
putting her dolls to bed and the sun to sleep bellow the horizon –softly 
closing the lid over the porcelain ballerina, with the chiming melody 
carefully tucked inside the trinkets box. 



Recumbent on the couch Hermione slumbered a little before she finally 
made it to the bathroom. The last few days seemed to stretch from tooth
brushing to tooth brushing. Strange, how the most mundane, 
unimportant things came to form a delicate structure of normality. Of 
identity. How prosaic – the dentists’ daughter having her life defined and
bordered by her toothbrush. Oh, hell. Hermione flung that thought aside;
it was too sarcastic for Christmas Eve. 

Letting her hair down, she combed it peacefully. Being held in a twist 
kept it relatively free of knots so there was no reason to use magic in 
order to untie her plaits. She then braided it loosely, and heading to the 
bedroom, changed into her nightgown –an old flannel rag that was 
thinning under her elbows and was exceedingly comfortable. Wrapped 
up in her quilt, heavily asleep, she didn’t see the flames in the hearth 
turning green and a peculiarly encased box being carefully put down 
under the decorated Christmas tree. 

* * *

“Merry Christmas!”

A squealing bundle, wrapped in worn-out cotton that barely showed the 
fluffy design of rabbits and teddy bears on it anymore, landed on 
Hermione’s bed. “Mummy! It’s Christmas morning!” Aubrey cried in 
exultation. “Wake up, wake up! We should open our presents!”

Hermione moaned, burying her face in the pillow. The one morning she 
would rather have indulged herself with a little more sleep, Aubrey shot 
out of bed like a bullet and came to wake her. She sighed, turning a little
to face her jumpy daughter. “Please not so loud, darling,” Hermione 
mumbled. “I can hear you well enough.”

Aubrey chirped, crawling under the heavy quilt and throwing her arms 
around Hermione’s recumbent figure. Aubrey’s small face was buried in 
soft bosom, nose and forehead pressed against soft, linen-covered 
flesh. She giggled, snuggling into Hermione’s warmth. The heady 
fragrance of sleep and innocence drifting from Aubrey’s body mingled 
with her own scent, of heat soaked sheets, feminine sweat and sweet 
residues of the perfume she sprayed on herself the other night. 



Hermione made a small, throaty sound of placation. “Don’t you want to 
sleep a little bit more?” she suggested to Aubrey without much hope.

“Wanna open ma’ gifts…” the child mumbled against Hermione’s lap. 

“Alright, alright.” Hermione rose carefully, loosening Aubrey’s firm grip. 
“Did you put something on your feet?”

“Yea. I’ve got socks on.”

“Okay. Would you please be a good girl and hand me my flannel robe?”

“Sure.” Aubrey hopped off the bed, and removing Hermione’s robe from 
the modest clothes hanger, offered it to her mother.

“Thank you, precious.” Standing up, Hermione wrapped herself in the 
tattered cloth, yawning lazily. “So how many presents have we got this 
year?”

“Oh, quite a lot actually!” She laced her fingers in Hermione’s, flesh 
warm and still little moist from sleep. “Come see.”

Hand in hand, they entered the living room. The Christmas tree, lovingly
decorated by the two of them, stood in the middle of the carpet, some 
distance from the hearth, its ornaments glowing in the soft light that 
streamed from the fireplace. Outside the window, snowflakes were 
swirling in the dull, greyish light of morning. 

“Pretty…” She heard Aubrey whispering, and nodded in agreement. 

“So, shall we sit to open our presents?”

“Yea!”

Aubrey placed herself in front of the fire, scanning the small 
accumulation of gifts that were scattered underneath the tree. Her lips 
tightened with fastidious curl, as she reached for the first package, 
reading her name on the greeting card attached it. “Dear Aubrey,” she 
read aloud, “Best wishes to you and your mother, may you have a 
Merry Christmas! Hope to meet both of you soon, the Potters. Signed, 
Ginny, Harry, Lily, James & Sirius, Rose, Arthur, Hedwig and Snaffles 



the dog. They have a dog!” Aubrey said dreamily.

“Many people own a dog. Come on, darling, open the present and see 
what they brought you.” 

The Potters’ gift to Aubrey turned out to be a fluffy, white angora scarf. 
The girl’s fingers were caressing the knitted wool, lovingly skimming 
along its silky length. “That’s…. nice…” she whispered. 

“Yes, it is.”

They slowly went through their presents; Hermione flipped lovingly 
through ‘Hogwarts, a History’ the newest edition, which Dumbledore has
given to Aubrey; the child giggling at the description of each and every 
magical trick sent to her by Ron and Vicky Weasley. There weren’t many
presents and they were modest by any standard, but they were still 
magic, and carefully unwrapped from their holiday clothing. At the end, 
there was only the large, strangely wrapped box, which mingled with the
rest of the presents. Curious, Aubrey reached for the box when 
Hermione stopped her.

“Don’t, Aubrey. This box literally steams with magic. It might be jinxed to 
harm us.”

Aubrey frowned. “Look, there’s a card attached to it… over there. Why 
don’t we take a look at it?”

“Okay,” Hermione agreed. “Just give me one minute.” She hurried to the
bookcase, pulling out an advanced spell book. Hermione flipped through
the pages until her eyes rested on a relatively simple counter curse, 
designed to detect dark magic. Drawing her wand, she pointed it at the 
box, murmuring the incantation. There was magic buzzing around the 
box, but not the dark sort. She looked at Aubrey. “It looks clear, but let 
me open the card first.” 

With that, she reached for the greeting card, pulling it out of its 
envelope. “Miss. Aubrey Granger, that’s for you,” she told Aubrey, “I 
came upon the attached fur ball during my latest visit to Diagon Alley. It 
occurred to me you might find it to your liking –knowing your mother’s 
strange appreciations, I dare to hope she won’t mind. Best Regards, 
S.S. I believe this is from Professor Snape,” Hermione mused, 



observing the sharp, barely readable scribble. “It’s definitely his writing. 
Well, okay, you can open it.” She handed Aubrey the card and the box. 
“Nice of him to think of you.” 

Aubrey scanned the box, which was wrapped in thin, bluish, and 
somehow breathing paper. With deliberate caution, she loosened the 
wrapping, just to discover a cardboard box made from a similar, 
breathing material underneath. “What is it?” she wondered, giving 
Hermione the strange wrapping paper.

Hermione’s eyes narrowed. “It looks like oxygenic paper. It designed to 
allow clear, ionized air inside the wrappings while keeping a 
temperature set in advance. There must be something alive inside.” 

Evidently intrigued now, Aubrey opened the box, shifting the pulsing, 
oxygenic cardboard aside in order to expose a sleeping, furry, baby 
Kneazle. 

“Oh!” Gaping, Aubrey looked at the animal, spellbound by the light 
rhythm of its breathing. 

Moistening her lips, Aubrey leaned forward to get a better look at the 
Kneazle. Judging by its size, which matched that of a half-grown cat, the
cub was several weeks old. Hardly more than a baby. It had spotted, 
thick fur of almost every possible colour, from milky white to copper red 
to gray and yellow; prominent ears that reminded her of a caracal, and a
lion-like tail. It was rather ugly compared to its feline closest relative, the
cat, but incredibly cute and practically begging to be stroked. All that 
lush, fluffy, soft fur. 

How odd, Hermione mused quietly, of Snape to be so perceptive as to 
the little child’s wishes. He saw Aubrey looking longingly at Fawkes and 
brought her this Kneazle baby, this small, groggy fur ball. This Kneazle, 
that slowly opened one of its golden eyes to look at the two figures 
fussing over him.

“Hello, Cookie,” Aubrey murmured, “You’re looking a little drowsy…” She
reached out a pudgy finger to rub the Kneazle’s pointed head. 
“Welcome to our place – our means me; Aubrey, and Mum. Her name is
Hermione but you can refer to her as Mum, I don’t think she’ll mind.” 



The Kneazle gurgled as Aubrey’s fingers came to rub behind his ears. 

“So what will you call him?” Hermione asked, watching Aubrey picking 
up the sleepy feline and gently putting him in her lap.

“Why don’t we call him after Professor Snape? He’s the one who gave 
him to me after all. We can call him…” and she looked quizzically at the 
baby Kneazle, “we can call him Snappy!”

Hermione had somehow managed to suppress a laughter. “Well, 
darling, I hardly think Professor Snape will appreciate it…”

Aubrey frowned. “Oh, well, okay. I suppose you’re right. So what else 
could we call him?”

Hermione scanned her memory looking for a suitable name. Then her 
eyes rested on Professor Snape’s note and she grinned. “You know 
what, why don’t we call him ‘Furball’? I think that might amuse Professor
Snape. Not to mention that he really looks like one.”

“Furball,” Aubrey repeated, rolling the nickname on her tongue. 
“Furball… well, all right, he can be Furball. Don’t you think, Cookie?”

Furball gurgled in response.

“He’s not very lively,” Aubrey noted. 

“It’s a typical Kneazle behavior,” Hermione explained. “They are known 
for their somewhat bi-polar tendencies. Either they are awake and 
exuberant –which will practically mean the end of our furniture, or they 
are sleepy and groggy. Right now it means Cookie likes you and feels 
comfortable dozing in your lap.” 

“Really?” Aubrey cooed. “You like me, Furball?”

The Kneazle gave the girl an angry look, as if asking why she bothered 
him with stupid questions. Aubrey giggled in return. “Oh, he 
is so adorable!” she squeaked, mooning over the sleeping Kneazle that 
was curled up in a ball in her lap. “And so clever and silky and cute. I 
hope Fawkes likes him.”



At that, Hermione became serious. “Aubrey, darling –you know Fawkes 
is Professor Dumbledore’s familiar, don't you?”

The girl worried her lower lip, biting on it softly. “I do, why?”

Hermione smiled, incidentally stroking Aubrey’s hair. The silver-blond 
strands fell on the child’s face, curtaining it with mystical scarf. “Fawkes 
cares for you very much and I believe he wants to help you acclimatize, 
but he is also attached to Professor Dumbledore. This is why I believe 
that, someday soon, Fawkes will be once again spending most of his 
time with his human. You are not the only person,” Hermione said, as 
the realization suddenly dawned on her, “who needs Fawkes. And… as 
much as it might surprise us, I believe Dumbledore needs Fawkes more
than you do, at least now that we are settled and you have Furball.”

“So… Fawkes won’t be coming here anymore?”

“I didn’t say so,” Hermione answered quietly, “Fawkes will keep coming, 
only not for such long periods of time. Besides, the Christmas break will 
soon be over. I will have my job to do and you’ll be in day-care. You 
won’t need Fawkes as much as you do now.”

“Day-care?” Aubrey bawled her eyes out, probably in tribute to the 
afternoon childcare facility she had attended before she started 
kindergarten. Hermione hadn’t been very fond of the place either – but 
she hadn’t the money to spare and the facility was relatively safe. 
Magical daycares, on the other hand, were nothing like that, and Aubrey
needed to learn about the place she would soon be attending. 

“Magical children don’t go to school the way Muggle kids do, at least not
all of them,” Hermione told her. “Some go to Muggle primary schools, 
some stay at home under the care of a governess or a parent, and 
some attend all sorts of pre-Hogwarts programs. You’ll be attending one
of those. I haven’t been there yet, but Anne tells me it’s a very good 
place –David is going there for the second year running, and so are all 
the children old enough who live in the castle. Dumbledore enables 
Flooing to and from there once a day, so it’s completely accessible to 
us.” Hermione tightened her lips, trying to remember all the information 
she had received concerning the Hogsmeade daycare facilities. “The 
school day starts at eight and ends at six, there will be some studying – 
Maths, English, Latin, some wizarding History, basic Alchemy… nothing 



you can’t handle. Lessons are taught in study groups rather than actual 
classes –you’ll be learning with your equals in intelligence rather then 
those of the same age,” Hermione reminded herself to talk to the 
management in order to make sure Aubrey wouldn’t be too distanced 
from kids her own age. “Then you’ll be introduced with some different 
exercises… classes, workgroups, some unsupervised socializing et 
cetera.” 

Aubrey nodded, considering the information in her mind. “That sounds 
okay.”

“I’m glad you approve.”

The child snorted. 

“I really do. I could try to arrange for you to attend a Muggle school if 
you prefer.”

She shook her head. “That’s okay. This wizarding… thing- looks 
alright.” 

“Good.” Hermione leaned forward to plant a kiss on Aubrey’s blond 
head. Then, as an afterthought, she wrapped her arms around Aubrey 
and pulled the child to her lap, resting her chin on Aubrey’s crown. 

“Mum?”

“Yes, darling?”

“I think I should thank Professor Snape for the Kneazle.”

“And see what he thought about those ear-warmers,” Hermione added, 
sniggering. 

“Stop laughing!” Aubrey protested. “It was a good idea and he needed 
them!”

“You don’t hear me disagree, now do you?” 

“Mmm…” Aubrey whimpered, clinging to Hermione’s body. 



“We can send Professor Snape a thank-you note,” said Hermione, 
interrupting Aubrey’s indecisiveness as a reluctance to face Snape. 

“On, no, that would be really impersonal... like.” 

“You should stop using that addition. It’s almost as bad as defining every
second thing that catches your eye as ‘cool’.”

“You’re just pedantic.” 

“You say so because you’re lazy and would rather stick to your bad 
habits.”

“I say so because you’re pedantic.” She shifted a little, giving a whiff of 
scent from her body in airy caresses of milk and lavender and the well-
defined, subtle sawdust scent that was the baby Kneazle. 

“Shall we go and thank Professor Snape now?”

Aubrey leaned into Hermione’s body. “Oh, that’s ‘kay… you don’t have 
to come with me. I think I’ll go there later… Do you think I could take 
Furball with me?”

“I think you’d better let Furball stay here for a while, at least until he 
adapts to his new home… We’ll bring some sand for Furball to relieve 
himself, so he can be comfortably confined to our dwellings, and within 
a couple of days you could give him the grand-tour of the castle.”

“Sure… Mummy?”

“Yes, darling?”

“Do you like Furball?”

“Do you think I’d let him stay if I didn’t like him?”

“Yea, I mean… I know… but he’s cute, isn’t he?”

“Yes. He is very cute.”

“So do you like him?”



Hermione laughed. “Oh no, I won’t be cooperating deliberately with your
pester-Mummy latest scheme. Now, tell you what – why don’t I go to the
library and bring you something to read about Kneazles and you’ll enjoy 
some quality time bonding with Furball?”

Aubrey smiled devilishly. “Cool.”

“Ahem…”

“It sounds great Mum, really.”

“Good. Now go pester Furball. I’ll be back within half an hour or so. I’d 
like to stop at the kitchens and ask the house elves for some 
ingredients. We can make a chocolate cake and you could take some to
Professor Snape. Is that okay?”

Aubrey wriggled out of her lap. “Sure Mum, now go away, Furball won’t 
communicate to me when you’re around.”

“Really?”

“Yea. He says adults never understand anything.”

“Great. Next thing he’ll ask you to draw him a sheep.” Hermione rose to 
her feet, smoothening the creases out of her t-shirt and pulling her cloak
from a nearby hanger. “Well, I’m going, don’t let Furball get his claws 
anywhere near the sofas. Love you.”

* The chapter's title, taken from R. Frost poem "Christmas Trees – A 
Christmas Circular Letter". 

10 - Daddy.

"…At twenty I tried to die
And get back, back, back to you.
I thought even the bones would do.



But they pulled me out of the sack,
And they stuck me together with glue.
And then I knew what to do.
I made a model of you,
A man in black with a Meinkampf look

And a love of the rack and the screw.
And I said I do, I do.
So daddy, I'm finally through."

--Sylvia Plath, Daddy.

Hot, wet lips closed around his cock. Residues of former orgasms that 
liquefied his muscles, the warmth of relaxation and the proximity of 
another human body, drifting with the obscure promise of sex, all 
concentrated and focused in the leaking head of his cock, gloriously 
milked by Anna’s laryngeal muscles. Had she decided to live off this 
extraordinary talent of hers instead of teaching Arithmancy, she could 
probably make a fortune. Her deep, throaty laughter purred around him, 
spreading a low vibration from the purple head to the sac of his balls. 
She rose up a little, supported on her elbows, and gave him a knowing 
look. She couldn’t actually smile, not with his cock half way down her 
throat, but her face created the impression of a smile; feline, idle and 
contented. Watching him watching her like that, was a firm confirmation 
that every woman looked better with a thick cock stuck down her throat. 

Her fingers, cupping and stroking his balls, were brownish and always 
slightly suntanned, even in the depth of winter. Her hair, the colour of 
ripe nuts with the occasional silver hair intertwined into its dark silkiness,
poured down Snape’s sinewy thighs, emphasizing the pallor of his skin. 
Anna purred, and the golden flecks in her almond shaped eyes danced 
and melted. 

He had known Anna Vector for almost thirty years now. She was a 
Raveclaw, a few years older than Snape, and when he came back to 
Hogwarts she had already been teaching there for two and a half years. 
They had formed a brief, though not unaffectionate relationship until the 
time Voldemort had been supposedly defeated, and then had somehow 
renewed their former relationship from their schooldays. 



It had always been fun, dry, and uncomplicated with Anna. Amazing sex,
distinguished, perhaps, by to the exceptional meeting of two great 
minds, a very solid affection and a lack of any obligation, which suited 
them both. Just the way it suited them when she was a sixth year 
prefect, and he, a fourth year Slytherin, rejected by his peers and 
desperate to prove himself. Anna Rosier thought he was funny, and so, 
their occasional Arithmancy tutoring became somewhat more as she 
one day teased him into fucking her, laying with her back on the table, 
legs sprawled open, and laughing at the dark, brooding boy who was 
pounding into her. 

There were no romantic notions from either side, but they had both 
found their brief encounters satisfying. Thus, it had continued well into 
Anna’s seventh year, long after they were both romantically involved 
with others. She was clever, perceptive, had the most interesting ideas, 
and a spunk that most women lacked. What had always amazed him 
about Anna was her open admission of her own sexuality. When it 
occurred to her that fucking her fourteen-year-old pupil might be fun, 
she didn’t hesitate to suggest it to him, nor when she decided she’d like 
to try anal sex or other variations. And it was Severus she came to in 
order to experiment. They shared the most intimate knowledge of each 
other’s pleasures, and minds that allowed them to exploit this 
knowledge for their own benefits. 

When they became involved for the second time, Snape was amused to
find that Anna, now a wife and mother of three, still possessed all her 
former exuberance that he remembered. Her husband, Conrad Vector, 
whom she loved dearly, was most conveniently missing during the 
greater part of the year. His continuous absence left Anna to indulge in 
her favourite activities – satisfying her diverse physical and intellectual 
hungers. Severus Snape was quite willing to fulfill both of them.

He knew she loved to have him calm and docile at her will, with the 
underlined peril of a possible outburst. Whether he was dangerous or 
not, capable of enforcing his will on her, or better to say, interested in 
doing so, was unimportant. She liked to think of him as her incompletely
tamed dragon, and Snape rather let her think of their encounters in 
terms of violence rather than of sexuality. The sex he could enjoy was a 
representation of force, twisted and manipulated to produce pleasure. 
He found it difficult to tell whether that was a safety measure or simply 



the absence of any ability to act otherwise; the way a child who had 
never been loved was incapable of recognizing affection. Severus 
Snape wasn’t sure whether he could recognize love himself, not 
anymore. 

The intensity of the suction around his cock increased, coordinated to fit
the force of his thrusts. Anna wanted him to come – helpless, 
unleashed, unrestrained – in her mouth. So he didn’t hold himself back, 
nor did he have any mercy on Anna’s throat when he fucked her mouth. 

By the time he spurted his seed down Anna’s larynx, Snape was fully 
awake. Then he sank back into the mattress of her double bed and into 
sweet, post-orgasmic oblivion.

Anna rose at last, wiping a ribbon of thick cum that trickled down the 
corner of her mouth. Her lips, usually Mona-Lisa curled, were swollen 
and slippery. “Good morning, Severus. Merry Christmas.”

He stretched slightly, flexing his long, skinny limbs. “Good morning, 
Anna.”

She looked at him appreciatively. Her cinnamon coloured nipples were 
taut with arousal, two erect pins nailed to her drooping, but ample 
breasts. Like couple of calligraphic ornaments. The rest of her body, 
however, was firm and taut: the body of an athlete. The contrast 
between her loose, delicious breasts to her trim body was a 
contradiction Snape found irresistibly arousing. “Come here,” he told 
her, not bothering to wait for Anna’s response as he grabbed her thighs 
and easily pulled her across his body and over his face. Her scent, 
heady and salty, attacked his nostrils. Chuckling, he lowered Anna’s 
towards him; he was engulfed in moistened, slick flesh, nose rubbing 
against her entrance. She was already deeply aroused. 

“Talking about large noses,” she noted, undulating over his face before 
Snape’s grip tightened, stilling her movements. Tilting his head, he 
closed his lips around her clitoris. Grazing his teeth over the sensitive 
nub derived a stifled cry from Anna’s tightly closed lips. Deeply aroused 
indeed. He knew she wanted to spring, rub herself against and over him
to a harsh orgasm – and was ready to let her do so – but on his own 
terms. 



“I want you to scream for me,” he told her, lips moving along the 
lubricated swells of her cunt. “Scream like the wanton slut you are.”

“Tut, tut, Severus,” her heard her suppressing a chuckle, “you know I 
don’t scream before nine PM.” 

“Well then, you’ll have to relinquish your fastidious tendencies this time 
at least, unless you rather come on your right hand… And no,” he 
added, “I won’t be watching.” 

“Wouldn’t you like to watch me make myself come?”

“Yes,” he answered, kissing her clitoris and slowly encircling it with his 
tongue, “I’d like to watch you make yourself come very much… but not 
today.”

“Very well. Remove your hands: I’m going to have your finger marks all 
over my thighs as it is.” 

“And what lovely sight would it make.”

Carefully, Snape loosened his firm grip, Anna’s moisture slicked cunt 
molding over his face. Soft flesh melted to hold him, strong muscles 
flexing and clenching to allow a steady friction. She arched, and her 
breathy cries were all around him, half synchronized with her flowing 
movement. Anna’s orgasm, sharp and crude, took the obscure form of 
Severus’ angular face underneath her. She closed her eyes, and taking 
a deep, calming breath, moved over to lie beside him. 

“That was good,” Anna murmured, rising to kiss the sticky residues of 
her own pleasure off Snape’s lips. “I love it when you talk to me; I can 
come on your voice alone…”

“Words of seduction, Anna?” His eyes wore the soft hue of mocking 
affection. 

“Not at all. You have a beautiful voice.” Tongue skimming along Snape’s 
jawbone, Anna gave him another slow lick. He saw her move a little, 
grabbing her wand, and scolded as she Accio-ed a pack of cigarettes. 

“Do you have any idea what kind of poisons are you inhaling when 



smoking one of these?” He muttered, snapping one of the white paper 
sticks between his fingers.

Anna lifted a brow, but said nothing. Carefully, she rested a thin 
cigarette in the shallow valley at the center of her lower lip, covered it 
with her upper lip, and applying a mild suction, leaned over Snape, who 
lit the cigarette with a murmured Incendio. She inhaled the toxic smoke, 
blowing it in soft grayish flow. Anna uttered a deep, throaty sigh. “Good,”
she said, taking another breath. “Now that I satiated my nicotine craving
we can talk.”

“I’ll take my leave.”

“Oh no you won’t,” Anna exclaimed, readjusting her wand. “Hurry 
somewhere?” Smiling viciously, she climbed unto Severus’ lap. “I’d hate 
to spend Christmas morning on my own.”

Her nipples brushed against his chest and he felt his cock stir in 
response. Raising his hand, Snape picked the cigarette off her lips, 
crushing it in his palm. “Don’t ever blow those offensive fumes in my 
face.”

“Come on, baby, you breathe worse than that down there in your lab.”

Snape snatched her wand. “And please allow me to remind you that I 
find such girlish behavior in a woman is repulsive. As to the pet names 
you choose to inflict upon me… I guess this is your bizarre attempt at 
Sadomasochism?”

Anna planted a soft kiss on his mouth, noticing Severus’ manifest 
disgust at the smell. “So, tell me… Should I be expectant as to the 
content of these boxes under my Christmas tree?”

“I’m sure Conrad did his best to delight his faithful wife.”

“Conrad sent me a reducing trunk. I complained that the library is taking 
too much of the living space so he bought me one of these boxes that 
can be used to store material almost ten times of the original container’s
size.”

“How very thoughtful,” Snape noted.



“How utterly boring.”

“What about your children?” 

“Amarlyn is practical as her father, which means a scarf or socks or a 
book… anything of that sort. Joshua is laboring over his PhD, so he 
can’t be expected to remember what time of the year is it. Quinlan on 
the other hand, has his own wife, so he might actually send something 
enjoyable.”

“You should learn to be more restrained in your materialism.” 

“Old habits die hard. I heard you accompanied Hermione and that girl of
hers to do their Christmas shopping at Hogsmeade. Strange child she 
is, don’t you think?”

He pondered her question silently, flinging it back to Anna who frowned, 
sucking on her lower lip as if looking for the crushed cigarette. 
“Hermione Granger had an… exquisite mind. Intelligence I haven’t seen
in a student for many, many years. Probably not since I tutored you. 
Having her as my pupil was both demanding and delighting. She is one 
of those students who remind me why I decided to become a teacher in 
the first place. The girl, on the other hand, compels me. You should 
really take the time to talk to her, Severus. You might find her amusing.”

“But you don’t?”

“Oh, she’s amusing enough once you overcome her enthusiasm. 
Interesting in the way an extremely talented lab-rat might be… 
Unfortunately, I look for different qualities in a child, or in a person, and 
she’s simply too sweet. Too much of a caricature. But you, my dear, are 
very fond of intelligence. I’d say she’d be a sharp change from the usual
mediocrity you so despise to teach.” 

“Hermione Granger was too sweet for her own good.”

“No, no. You’re wrong. Hermione Granger was obnoxious and excitingly 
so. It was thrilling to teach her. But her child is… too sneaky to be 
obnoxious. Do you get what I mean?”



“Perhaps.”

Anna cocked her brow. “Perhaps you are like that too, even though all 
too often you like to pretend bluntness.” 

“It has it advantages.”

“Oh, I’m sure it has.” She laughed softly, a low, vibrating purr that shot 
straight to his balls. Her laughter echoed around him as he reached her 
waist to shift her and impaled her on his cock.

* * *

Back in his quarters, Snape went through the small pile of presents that 
had accumulated in front of the fire. He debated whether he should just 
throw them into the flames instead, and losing the argument, sat on the 
rug intending to classify his annual heap of Christmas’ junk. 

Aurelia sent him another set of cufflinks, and his nephews added two 
cambric shirts. Quentin, if he were alive, would have probably sent him 
a new cloak, advisably fur trimmed, as befitting the first-born and the 
head of the family. Claire hadn’t spoken to her younger brother for more 
than thirty years now. Bright, beautiful Claire, Severus mused, how 
suitably you were named. The only Snape – with the exception of 
Aubrey Granger – who bore any resemblance to Aniko. The hell with 
that. 

Snape snorted, and moved on to Dumbledore’s gift, which turned out to 
be a bottle of Crème de Menthe. Disgusting. Just the kind of atrocity 
one could expect from Albus. Minerva had bought him another stupid t-
shirt with Dr. Seuss’s illustrations (Mugglery stagnates, he remembered 
one of Anna’s paraphrases), while Hermione and Aubrey Granger sent a
couple of ear-warmers. He flung those aside. Another gift from Flitwick 
and Sprout, accompanied by one of Hagrid’s rock cakes (which went 
immediately into the fire), and fifteenth century volume concerning blood
magic from Anna, probably taken straight out of the Rosier private 
collection and sent over to him. It looked like Anna felt especially 
sentimental this Christmas. No wonder, with Amarlyn finally on her own. 



It made Snape happy that he had bought her that ridiculously expensive
platinum and emerald necklace. Anna adored ridiculously expensive 
jewelry, and Justin’s last will had ensured that Severus would be able to 
throw as many galleons as he felt like over a necklace. If Aniko had any 
say in the matter, Snape wouldn’t have inherited a single Knut. 

Severus Snape made it his obligation to spend his father’s money in the
ways that Justin would have least liked. The money of the man who had
preferred to let his son attend Hogwarts with greying underwear rather 
than spend the very last of that family fortune, which he had managed to
lose. Snape didn’t need to use the money in order to purchase 
necessities nor luxuries for himself, but he didn’t mind spending it on 
jewelry for Anna, some financial support for the occasional exceptionally
poor Slytherin, and, of course, Vodka. The only liquor mean enough to 
compete with Hagrid’s home brew. It was the only substance that could 
knock him out after a Death Eaters’ gathering. And Voldemort hadn’t 
summoned him for over two weeks now. Snape had emptied the last 
bottle the night of the Granger girl’s return. Time to acquire, or distill, 
some more. 

He could start the distillation process later today –after he’d caught up 
with some of his reading and finished marking the seventh years’ 
advanced class essays. Snape forced himself to get up from the rug 
and sank into his favourite armchair. Kicking the Christmas presents 
aside, he stretched his long legs in front of the fireplace. His meetings 
with Anna always left him somewhat feeble. She was demanding both 
on the physical and intellectual fronts, and relentless until she got her 
full satisfaction. Snape adored that quality about his mistress, but it was 
getting harder for him. For many years now she had provided him with 
the only pleasures he could afford, and he was secretly grateful to her. 
More importantly, she didn’t let him screw her out of pity, but because 
she truly enjoyed his lovemaking. Recently, however, he found himself 
growing increasingly, tired and weak. His emotional and physical 
resources were being drawn slowly out of him. By Voldemort, by his 
spying tasks, by Hermione Granger and her child. Their child. Anna still 
pleasured him greatly, but her company had come to take more than it 
gave him. More like work than recreation. And worst of all, he was now 
too tired to mind Anna’s approaching loss. 

Lingering images of the sex they had shared, her heady perfume, 
remembrances of soft caresses, kept stinging his skin. Her detaining 



actions had enfolded him, somewhat like jetlag. He couldn’t break free 
of his incorrect time perceptions, as if he had become programmed to 
fall asleep while he should be awake. Snape found the image amusing, 
satisfied to sit in his armchair and let his imagination roam freely, 
curiously following patterns of shadow and light which fell along the 
bookshelfs covered walls and ran frantically in every direction. The 
latest edition of Ars Alchemia lay untouched on his worktable.

A soft knock on the door woke him from his reverie. Too tired to be 
furious, he lowered his wards, calling out for the annoying interrupter to 
enter. Snape scowled. Firelight was flickering over silver-blond hair. 

“Good morning Professor –Severus,” she greeted him, gently closing 
the door behind her. “Merry Christmas.” 

Snape glared at her. “What are you doing here?” Not very subtle, he 
thought, but on the other hand, he wasn’t looking for a conversation. 

The child lifted her right hand, nervously biting on her knuckles. “I, 
amm… came to thank you… for Furball.”

“Furball?” Snape repeated, distorting Aubrey’s childish, American 
accented lilt as he imitated her with his dangerously smooth baritone. 

“Furball, the Kneazle,” she explained, “That’s what we called him…” 

“Ah. That ridiculous hairball.”

His observation seemed to annoy her, but she ignored that. “Anyway,” 
she continued, “it was very thoughtful of you –“

“Stop chewing your nails,” he snapped. “It’s disgusting.”

Aubrey glared at him, but dropped her hand at once. “Sorry. So, as I 
was trying to say… like… bringing me Furball was really very sweet of 
you…”

He snorted. “Don’t get too excited. You’d be foolish to think I paid it any 
more than a passing thought. The silly thing was simply there…” Snape 
waved his hand dismissively. His voice trailed off as the girl’s face lit up 
with a smile. The soft glow of the dying embers was reflected in her 



black, liquid eyes.

“I-,” she began softly, eyes wavering with hesitation, “I know it’s not easy
for you to have someone else acting nice, but-“

Straightening up with a precise, vicious move, Snape mesmerized the 
insolent little brat with a sharp glare. “You pretend to know a great deal 
for an eight-year-old child,” he growled. “I bet you think affection is little 
more than a matter of petting your current hairball. But don’t be 
mistaken. Emotions, or better say – the human psyche, is much more 
complicated than that.” 

“So why don’t you tell me…? Please?” The child’s face twisted into an 
expression Snape could almost recognize as compassion. He could 
hate her for that alone. Blast her. Damn her and her interfering. She was
getting too close; her mind was reaching into the septic spot where even
the lightest touch would make him scream. What the hell did she think 
she was doing, attempting to breach his defenses, mock the abused 
child he could still see whenever he looked in the mirror. The child who 
was being slowly swallowed by the forbidding image of Justin Snape. 
He hated her. He hated her for making him remember – he hated her for
being so pure, innocent and untouched. He hated her for watching him 
with his own eyes, with Justin’s eyes, but without knowing a single, 
single thing.

“Tell you what? You stupid girl,” he snapped at last, scanning her with a 
scornful look. “Did you imagine coming here, thanking me – the unlucky 
bastard who had the misfortune to provide half your set of 
chromosomes – after which I would fall on my knees and declare my 
undying devotion? I don’t want you. If I had anything to say in the 
matter, you would never have been born at all.”

Her expression, at that, changed from misunderstanding, to disbelief, to 
shock, to horror, to hurt. The child’s lower lip quivered, and he could see
the faint gleam of liquid in her huge, now wavering eyes. And then she 
ran away. Without uttering a single word she fled off the room, not 
bothering to look at him twice, not bothering to close the door behind 
her. The heartbreaking sob that echoed off the stonewalls was nothing 
but a pale reverberation. It didn’t make him feel as good as he had 
imagined it would, either. For a moment, he contemplated going after 
her, then he heard an all too familiar voice speaking from inside of him 



and it hardened his resolve. What a sick, pathetic bastard you are, 
Severus Snape, he thought. My belt is too good for you.

He was shivering. “Please, Father, please, please I’m sorry, I’m so 
sorry, please don’t hurt me, please don’t –I promise I’ll-“

“Shut up! You are the bane of my existence, Severus Patrick Snape. A 
disfigured, ungrateful son: I should have known you’d bring me nothing 
but grieve. Incapable of the simplest task of relieving yourself where you
should. Just look at you- stinking, disgusting, soaked in your own urine. 
You make me sick…”

“I’m sorry, Father, please, I know I-“

“ Lower that rag you call underwear and bend over the table. Accio! 
cane…” SMACK. “Come on, you dirty little brat. I want to hear you…“

“…T-Thank you… F… father” 

“Thank me for what?”

…A strong, accurate whip, biting into his flesh.

“Thank you f-for… sh-sh-showing me…” 

…Soon, Severus knew, the cane would rip the tender skin, and thick 
blood would ooze from the cuts. 

“…I can’t hear you…”

“…My p-place…”

…SMACK

“…Th…-thank you… for your… dis-discipline…” 

…Another stroke. This time it was harder.

“Stop whining like a little girl, you pathetic excuse for a Snape. Take 
your pain like a man. Take it like a Snape. Scream one more time and I 
–,"



…And there was pain. Sharp and cutting where the cane met his skin, 
obscure where the words hit his brain, transformed into tiny molecules 
of self loathing and hatred. Pain, until there was nothing left but a 
bleeding marrow, wailing like a baby, stamping in oxygenized urine; the 
faint scent of congealed blood mixed with the more prominent odor of 
his body wastes. There was no stopping Justin Snape. There was no 
denying him. And there was no way out, because he deserved it…His 
father was right. Five years old Severus was indeed, a pathetic excuse 
for a Snape…

Sick, Snape fought the pain. All of a sudden he realized he was 
clutching his left forearm, where the Dark Mark was burning into his 
flesh. Voldemort was summoning him. It was not the time to be 
wallowing in his dirty pool of memories. Still holding his arm close to his 
body, Snape rose to his feet. His Death Eater’s robe and mask were 
waiting for him neatly folded in his wardrobe. He took them, and 
pinching a bit of Floo powder, stepped through the green flames and 
into Dumbledore’s office. 

“Severus-," the elder wizard lifted his gaze from the parchment he was 
currently engaged with and looked at Snape. “Should I lower the 
wards?”

Snape nodded. “That would be most appreciated.” 

Putting on his Death Eater’s attire, he heard Dumbledore uttering the 
spell designed to lower the castle's magical shield. Nobody – save for 
the six members of Council – knew that Hogwarts' legendary wards had 
been lowered on Severus Snape's behalf.

“Thank you Headmaster.”

The ancient wizard sighed. “Thank you, Severus. Take care of yourself.”

Snape didn’t answer. Instead, he pressed his thumb to the dark mark. 
The magical tattoo, merely another example of Tom Riddle’s genius, 
Apparated him straight to the front gates of the old Riddle Mansion. 

“Snape-” Rodolphus Lestrange, who had Apparated to the Mansion 
shortly before him, greeted Snape with a brief nod. 



Snape acknowledged the presence of the elder man. Even though 
Lestrange was several years his senior, twelve years in Voldemort’s 
service – which Lestrange had never left – seemed to agree with him. 
He and his wife done everything in their power to compensate for the 
lost years. The introvert, quieter Rodolphus; by reading through all the 
Herbology researches published while he was locked up, slowly 
resettling back to his schooldays hobby of nursing and growing magical 
orchids: the outgoing, sometimes crude and never satisfied Bella, 
indulging in her favorite sexual activities. 

It was a common knowledge Bellatrix Lestrange took great pleasure in 
inflicting torture on innocents, but it was also slightly less well known 
that Bellatrix preferred willing partners. She was ready to play both top 
and bottom, and reminding him of Anna a good deal, Snape had taken 
up some of her more offensive invitations. Bella was a terrible person 
according to any moral code in existence, but also the only person with 
whom he could live out a certain part of himself, which he never 
normally showed in public. 

Lestrange, for his part, seemed uncaring or unknowing. When he once 
opened the wrong door, watching his wife being beaten, and smeared 
with Severus Snape’s cum, he simply closed it quietly, and never uttered
a single word about the matter. Bellatrix Black Lestrange was one of the
two women Severus Snape cherished. Sometimes he cherished her 
husband’s silent understanding as well. 

The two walked into the castle side by side, sharing a strange kind of 
undisturbed reticence. Lestrange, Snape knew, would never plague him 
with questions. Very unlike the man who now welcomed them into the 
Mansion. 

Lucius Malfoy, in all his silvery, polished splendor, stood in the entrance 
hall of the restored Riddle house and greeted the approaching figures. 
“Rudolph and Severus, my old friends,” he called, waving them in with a
grandiose gesture. “We were waiting for you to join us.”

“We?” Snape offered with a snarl. 

Malfoy didn’t take any notice of this. 



“And since when, Lucius, are you functioning as the Dark Lord’s receipt 
clerk?” 

“Severus, my dear boy,” Malfoy tapped him on the shoulder with feigned
affection. “Just as snide as ever. Well, I see some things never 
change.” 

Snape shuddered at Malfoy’s deliberate closeness, noting both his own,
miscalculated reaction, and Malfoy’s knowing expression. The two were 
gone within a second. Bloody Merlin. If he was incapable of keeping up 
his façade in front of Lucius’ crude intrusions, how in fucking hell was he
going to withstand Voldemort’s Occlumency? He would no doubt find 
out soon enough. 

Slowly, and very skillfully, Snape forced himself to extinguish the more 
basic and primal functions of his mind. The inner storm that rushed over 
the wastelands of his psyche was the first to be put down. Then he 
deliberately shut the receiving end of his subconscious, following into a 
higher level of cognition, successfully blocking every access to his Id 
and then some of the prime functions of his Ego. Smoothly, he slid into 
a sharpened state of complete awareness – his keen senses were 
almost painfully heightened, and so the higher, complicated functions of 
his exceptional mind. It was a shield almost no one, save for Albus 
Dumbledore, perhaps, could penetrate. Good enough, as there was 
almost nothing left behind, and the leftovers were nothing but the 
shattered and smashed pieces of an abused boy. 

To Snape’s surprise, Voldemort seemed to be almost at ease. His 
narrow, insect-like figured who skimmed through the meeting room, 
applying orders and scanning the results of former missions, reminded 
Snape of the calm, charismatic Tom Riddle he had met almost thirty 
years ago. Riddle had been verging on beautiful, but his beauty was not
the quality young Severus Snape had been enticed by. It was his quiet, 
aristocratic demeanor, his refusal to accept the slightest imperfection, 
and the coolness in which he inflicted his painful punishments, that 
captured Snape's younger self. Tom Marvolo Riddle drawn seventeen 
years old Severus Snape like the flame tempts the moth. The heat was 
scorching his delicate, brown wings, and wallowing in his agony, he 
craved for more. More of that sweet, excruciating pain, of the burning, 
beautiful, utterly beautiful light that shone along his disfigured body and 
consumed him into purity. And someplace, in the darkest corner of his 



mind, Snape allowed himself to acknowledge the inevitable 
resemblance between Tom Riddle and Justin Snape. 

“Severus,” Tom Riddle’s low, slightly husky voice, turned, as the years 
passed, to a semi-reptilian lisp. Riddle, as it seemed, had lost his beauty
and coolness somewhere along the line together with his sanity. What 
was left from the handsome, enigmatic man was the pale echo of his 
spellbinding charisma. 

Snape approached the towering figure of Lord Voldemort. The scene 
was set to display Voldemort’s relatively new sense of melodrama. 
While Tom Riddle had enjoyed playing situations designed along a 
somewhat humoristic line – in the twisted sense of Heironymus Bosch, 
perhaps, Tom Riddle’s modern avatar was toying with ideas that were 
closer to Goya’s Black Paintings. 

A magically bound Muggle girl was sprawled on the table, like a dish 
carefully arranged to arouse the diner’s appetite. Her eyes moved 
frantically around the room, from closed face to a closed face, but aside 
from that, her body was unmoving: stilled by the spell. The girl, however,
as interesting as she was, was nothing but a decoration. She would be 
used and then Avada Kedavra-ed in due time. Currently, she only 
served to liven up the scene. 

Tom Riddle had been refined in his tastes. Voldemort was extravagant. 
The sight forced on him insulted Snape’s sense of subtlety, and would 
have probably made him sick, were he capable of such a strong 
emotion at the moment. 

Snape put the idea that was the girl aside, to be dissected and 
pondered later, and bowed to Voldemort. The half-human entity that 
frightened the Wizarding World for the best part of Snape’s life 
presented his skeletal hand to the kneeling man. Snape pressed his lips
against the cold, somewhat damp skin. A strange sensation indeed, 
almost like kissing a corpse. 

“So, Severus…." He began, “what good news are you delivering me 
today?” 

Adjusting his brain to Voldemort’s crude prying, Snape spoke quietly. He
was careful to guard his mind, while sustaining a smoke screen of 



artificial, alternate truths. The Order had supplied him with tiny bits of 
information, a dull catch for a man of Voldemort’s insatiable hunger. 

The first Cruciatus met an unresponsive, catatonic Snape. His body 
writhed with pain and his lips formed a scream, but no cry ever shot out 
of his ripped lungs. Somehow, the pain had only emphasized the hollow 
emptiness behind the exoskeleton of his intensified cognition. 
Nonetheless, Snape could note the exact direction from which the whiff 
created by the gracious motion of Voldemort’s robes blown across his 
face as the Dark Lord rose up. Could sense the tickling prying of the 
other man’s heat, penetrating his intimate space, while Voldemort 
encircled him. 

“You have disappointed me time and time again, Severus,” he hissed, 
towering over Snape’s body like the forgotten Babylonian, Nimrod 
watching his other, fallen, self, torn into million different languages. 
“Your continues failures,” he went on, “will not go unpunished!” 

The second Cruciatus was better and worse. It drilled inward, while 
being blown outward, distorting him into a paradox of human pain, the 
pumping vacuum where body and mind should have stuck together like 
the dermis’ different layers. Like dermis to flesh to bone. He couldn’t tell 
when the excruciation ended, or when it began. The pain was an ever-
renewing entity, ever present, ever becoming. It could not be stopped, 
as it had never began –as it has always been. It had never been at all. 
And afterwards, he probably looked even worse than ever. Lucius didn’t 
once urge him to partake the bound girl who was served up after the 
formal meeting was over.

Mustering his last reserves of strength, Snape Apparated back, close to 
Hogwarts grounds. His muscles were stiff and unyielding, as if working 
through the first effects of an agonizingly slow paralyzing poison. The 
numbness would soak into his veins carried by the blood system, until 
either his heart stopped functioning or his lungs failed to pump air. Air 
would be defining the empty, clutching spaces of his internal organs. 
Hollow, he made his way to a hidden entrance at the bottom of the cliff. 
Snape was almost surprised to notice his movements, although rigid, 
were deadly accurate. A strange sensation of amusement filled him, 
spinning like a liquid through the flute of his empty soul, and then 
perspiring out of his pores. Ha ha.



His rooms, as he reached them, were still enveloped by the child’s 
fragrance. Lactic, sweet: the heady scent of carbohydrates. Snape 
halted. The distinct smell of the girl’s fear attacked his nostrils. It didn’t 
take much longer to his hyper-sensitized nose to detect her pain. It 
nearly knocked him over. Frozen, he stepped into the bathroom, where 
a small mirror spat his reflection back at him. 

The skin was a bit pale. Not the dark, bronze shade he expected to find 
there. But then, that was really the only difference. Out of the mirror, 
staring back at him, was Justin Sebastian Snape. The merging was 
finally completed.

Then he heard the accusatory cry of Hermione Granger. 
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11 - God Has Pity on Kindergarten Children.

"God has pity on kindergarten children,
He pities school children -- less.
But adults he pities not at all.

He abandons them,
And sometimes they have to crawl on all fours
In the scorching sand
To reach the dressing station,
Streaming with blood."

As much as was possible, and in light of the actual circumstances – she
found that fact surprising, Hermione had enjoyed her Christmas so far. 
Aubrey’s radiant presence; her contagious enthusiasm; the perfect 
scenery provided by an old castle and a Scottish winter, were enough to
fill the awkward silences Hermione was expecting. Hermione knew 
these had everything to do with the lack of two people without whom, 
her former recollections of Christmas in Hogwarts were destined to 
remain incomplete.

Ever since her arrival she had tried to push every thought of Harry and 
Ron out of her mind. She had been partially successful. Sometimes the 
denial wore a practical façade – she’d be wondering about Christmas 
presents and what should she buy them. Sometimes she managed to 
sever the link between past and present – her emotions would leak out 
of the broken channel and flow elsewhere, and they would let her be. 
Sometimes they wouldn’t. 

She was nearing the Hogwarts kitchens, where she had gone to ask for 
some ingredients to make a chocolate cake, and her thoughts drifted. 
She had long ago learned how to obscure her feelings, to wrap their 
sharper edges with a cloth so it won’t hurt so much when piercing her 
heart. It became something more like a dull itch; the presence of her 
past coiling around her rather than soaking her in. Her younger self 
stood beside her in the kitchens, graciously offering the house elves 
their liberty while the older woman asked them for some sugar, eggs, 
butter and cooking chocolate. Harry had used to blush like a ripe 
tomato, and Ron, torn between choked astonishment to hysterical 



laughter, stood frozen in his place, staring at her with horror in his eyes. 
The redheaded prat. She loved him as only a girl of sixteen years old 
could love a boy. With the completion and eagerness of youth – blindly, 
wholeheartedly and totally. 

And she had betrayed that love, or the remnants of it. Turned her back 
on the two people who endangered their life for her, and at that point, 
probably would have been ready to make the universe circle backward 
in order to help her. They might have even let her go- but it hadn’t been 
enough to enable her to face them. At the time, it seemed like it nothing 
would ever be sufficient. Like there would never be enough time until 
she could bear to have familiar eyes resting on her disfigured body. But 
there – it had turned out to be possible, and yet she was still cowering 
away from Harry and Ron.

Hermione sighed. She couldn’t escape them forever. Not even for as 
long as she might have liked. A meeting of the Order would be held in 
several days time and Dumbledore had simply told Hermione that she 
would be expected at Number 12 Grimmauld Place at that time. Well, 
Dumbledore was indeed fond of his role as Deus ex machina. And 
would she, perhaps, be kind enough to bring some more of those 
wonderful cookies to the meeting? If not for his legendary sweet tooth, 
Hermione might have suspected the ancient wizard of pulling out a 
weak excuse for his lack of subtlety. Hermione laughed, somewhat 
bitterly, but was forced to stop as her breath caught in her chest and she
found herself hyperventilating. God. She forgot that Hogwarts corridors 
were meant for hormone-crazed teenagers and not for overweight 
mothers. Readjusting, she levitated some of her cargo, watching it 
closely all the way back to her rooms. That was better.

Aubrey was nowhere to be seen. She had probably gone to thank 
Professor Snape, as she had mentioned doing earlier. Perhaps she had 
gotten carried away with the idea and didn’t want to wait for the cake. 
Perhaps she wanted to be finished with it as soon as possible. 
Hermione scanned the room for a note, relieved to find a piece of 
parchment scribbled with Aubrey’s disorganized handwriting. 'To 
Mummy' – it read, ‘I went to see Professor Snape. Love you a bunch, 
Aubrey. V. Granger. P.S. Take care of Furball.’ Hermione smiled at that, 
turning to look for the Kneazle. 

Furball, she discovered, was lying on the sofa, burrowed into the heap 



that was Aubrey’s blanket. She could feel his yellow eyes resting on her,
following her every motion until he finally decided she was safe. At that, 
the Kneazle rose to his feet, arched his splotched back, and jumped 
gracefully to the floor. Attentive, he circled Hermione, and brushing 
against her legs, lifting a hopeful gaze to look at the pile she was 
carrying. 

Mrrrfff?

“Oh no!” Hermione told him, placing her cargo on the kitchen’s counter. 
“This is a chocolate cake.” 

Mifff. 

“Alright. A chocolate cake In Progress.”

She saw Furball prepare himself, and with one fluid motion, the Kneazle
was on the counter, sniffing at the closed bag. Ha! Unceremoniously, 
she pushed him aside, watching the feline land steadily on the floor. He 
didn’t seem to mind her rudeness, but once again, brushed against 
Hermione's leg. 

“A sycophantic piglet,” she murmured, pulling out a low bowl from the 
cupboard. “There.” 

Pouring in some milk, she placed the bowl near the basin, 
absentmindedly stroking Furball’s head as the Kneazle bent foreword to 
lap up his milk. 

“I know it’s not ideal, but I don’t store anything here suitable for a 
Kneazle. I promise to improve, though. The house elves will be happy to
spare you some meat scraps and Aubrey will probably stuff you until 
you’re as fat as Crook was… Do you want to watch me make a 
chocolate cake?”

The Kneazle mirfffed kindly as Hermione washed up his empty bowl and
started preparing the ingredients. 

“There- you can lick this,” she offered some time later, allowing him to 
lick some whipped cream off the end of her spoon. “Like it?” Hermione 
tasted the foamy mixture herself, nodding in agreement. “I like it, too. I 



swear these damn sweets will be the end of me, but I can’t resist the 
temptation… Do you think I need to diet? No, don’t answer that,” she 
hurried to silence the Kneazle, “I already know the answer. Wretched 
metabolism. Wonder where Aubrey is? She can eat whatever she wants
without gaining a single pound. Furball? Do you think she’s still with 
Professor Snape?” 

Mrrrfff. 

With a flick of her wand she lit the oven and brought it to the right 
temperature, then put the cake tin inside. Within ninety minutes the 
viscid batter would be transformed into a steaming chocolate cake. 
Hermione wondered whether she ought to be worried as to Aubrey’s 
whereabouts. However, remembering that whilst Hogwarts might not be 
an entirely innocent castle, it certainly wasn’t a harmful one, she 
decided to let the matter lie for the moment. Picking up several Potions 
textbooks, the Ministry’s curriculum for each of the three lower classes 
(a copy of which she had retrieved from the library) a notebook, a pen 
and a cup of coffee, Hermione sank onto the sofa. Madam Pince 
couldn’t provide her with any documentation concerning Potions 
classes’ actual progress, and had given her a detailed account of 
Snape’s repeated refusal to help with any written detailing of his work. 
Snape’s syllabus would merely be another thing she would have to ask 
of him when they met –better sooner than later, as the new term was 
about to begin within nine days. 

Hermione sipped her coffee, peacefully taking notes and running lesson
plans through her head. Apart from his cruelty, she remembered Snape 
having been a good teacher. He was snide, intimidating and 
inaccessible, but no fifth year had ever failed Potions under his 
supervision. And his advanced classes were a sheer intellectual 
pleasure. Harry, who somehow managed to scrape into advanced 
Potions in his sixth year, needed only one term before he admitted 
failure and dropped out. Aurory was glad to accept him with or without a 
Potions NEWT. Nevertheless, Hermione knew she could never be the 
teacher Snape was, even if she did approve of his attitude -which she 
didn’t. She’d have to find her own teaching style. 

Back in school, Potions was one of Hermione’s favourite subjects. To 
the Muggle born girl who watched wand being flicked with total 
amazement – trying desperately to capture the single moment when a 



notion became reality – Potions was a wonder. The demonstration of 
magic being done and applied instead of swished and flicked – an 
empirical form to this evasive power that was strong enough to defy 
reality and adjust it to its whims. Potions you could sense and smell and
touch. Potions were… fun. And Snape would probably suffer an 
apoplexy has any of his students ever shown the nerve to enjoy his 
lessons. Hermione giggled at the thought.

So she wanted to show her students that Potions could be fun. To share
her fascination with the subject, rather than frighten them into learning it.
It was a vague framework at best, but once she could define to herself 
what she wanted to do, working the concept into practicality became 
possible. For the better part of ninety minutes, Hermione found herself 
forming half-materialized notions, tailing her progress with a route of 
scribbled notes that stretched into the tenth's and eleventh's page of the
notebook. When her ninety minutes of bliss were finally ripped away by 
the shrill cry of the alarm clock, she forced herself to put the notebook 
aside and turned to check on the cake. Stabbing a knife down the 
fragrant sponge, she watched it slide out of the cake tin cleanly. 

Satisfied, Hermione levitated the hot cake tine out of the steaming oven.
Furball, who had supervised her actions from afar, gave an appreciative 
sniff of the warm, scented fumes. Aubrey would stand long minutes on 
the pads of her toes; nose up in the air, absorbing the sweet, heady 
aroma of baking. And the child was still missing. A haunting sense of 
urgency nudged the edge of Hermione’s consciousness. Aubrey 
shouldn’t have been missing for so long, unless she had met a friend on
the way and joined him – and even so, it was well understood between 
them that Aubrey was always to tell Hermione if that happened. 

Worried, she reached for her cloak. Hogwarts was enormous place. 
She’d have to establish some pattern to her search, unless she wanted 
to find herself wandering the corridors of the third floor eight hours from 
now, without even leaving the wing. 

So, as Aubrey had been to see Professor Snape, first stop had to be the
Slytherin dungeons. Hermione rather doubted that she’d find Aubrey in 
Snape’s rooms, but being as he had been the last person she’d knew 
for sure to have seen Aubrey, the Potions Master might be able to 
provide Hermione with some information as to her daughter’s 
whereabouts. 



The dimly lit tunnel leading to the Potions Professor’s quarters was 
humming and echoing with the furious motions of the Great Lake above.
Cautiously, she knocked on Snape’s door – once and then twice. No 
sound could be heard from the other side of the massive oak door. 
Hermione knocked again, calling for Snape, but still, there was no 
answer. The Potions Master’s chambers seemed to be deserted. So 
where to go next? Where would Aubrey possibly have gone? Which of 
the castle inhabitants might she have visited? There were Anne and her 
children… and perhaps Fawkes. Hermione made a quick calculation. 
The guests’ rooms were closer to the dungeons than the Headmaster’s 
office. She would start with Anne, then head to Dumbledore’s office, if 
she didn’t find Aubrey at her friend’s apartment. 

Suppressing her rising panic, Hermione made the way to Anne’s small 
suite of rooms back on the second floor. David, Anne’s nine-year-old 
son, greeted Hermione at the door. 

“Oh, hello, Miss Granger! How do you do?” 

Hermione gave the boy a weary smile. “Oh, how do you do, Dave. Tell 
me, is there any chance I might find my daughter here?”

Dave shook his head. “Sorry Miss, but Aubrey’s not here.”

“Did you see her earlier?” she asked hopefully.

“Nope, Miss. Sorry…”

Hermione sighed, biting on her lower lip. “Do you have any idea where I 
should be looking for her?

The boy frowned a little. “Well, she always talked about checking on the 
greenhouses. And she really likes the swinging staircases too –“ 

Dave was interrupted by his mother’s joyous cry. “Hermione, darling!” 
Anne Rivers, a soft halo of chestnut-coloured hair emphasizing her fair 
features now lit up with a smile, stepped into the doorway. “Finally 
decided to drop by, haven’t you? Why didn’t you invite Miss Granger in, 
David? Please, step inside, dear. I’ve just brewed up and we’ll have tea 
in a matter of seconds-“



Hermione groaned. “I’m really sorry, Anne, but we’ll have to postpone 
this for another day. Aubrey is missing… well, I suppose I’m just 
exaggerating and nothing has happened, but she left our place nearly 
two hours ago to talk to Professor Snape, and hasn’t come back yet. I 
went looking for her in the dungeons but Snape’s gone and his rooms 
are locked and warded – I can hardly believe he’d let her stay there on 
her own. I hoped she might have bumped into Jack or Dave on her way 
back, so I came here to see if you know anything… but apparently she 
isn’t with any of your boys either…”

Anne nodded, giving Hermione an understanding smile. “I can see why 
you’re worried, dear. It’s happened to me more times than I care to 
remember with Jack and Davie. However, Hogwarts is a huge place. It 
is most likely that Aubrey simply lost her way, or got fascinated with 
something and forgot herself. It happens to children a lot.”

Hermione sighed. “You’re right, of course. So how am I to find her?”

“Well - you can, of course, go straight to Dumbledore,” Anne told her. 
“He has a crystal ball that can show him the whereabouts of every 
person in the castle. It comes with the title of Headmaster, I believe. I 
went to the Headmaster the first few times I lost one of the little 
monsters, but the truth is he’s pretty busy and I’d rather not bother him 
with such minor things if I can avoid it. So now I simply go to Filch, and 
Mrs Norris tracks down the boys for me.” 

Hermione smiled gratefully. “Thank you, Anne. I’ll keep that in mind. 
Filch is in his office, right?”

“Unless he’s stalking the hallways looking for some victims. Good luck 
with him –and please Floo me to say everything is all right, okay? I’ll be 
waiting to hear from you.” 

“Of course.” She then swallowed, contemplating her words. “Anne, I … 
just want you to know how grateful-“

“That’s all right, dear.” Anne leaned foreword to give Hermione a brief 
hug. “We single mothers should take care of each other. Now go and 
find your lovely daughter.”



Filch, to Hermione’s irrational relief, was found in his office, and had 
almost been kind when she explained her problem. Aubrey’s fondness 
of Filch’s familiar almost made the caretaker ready to forgive Aubrey for 
being yet another filthy brat to defile his immaculate corridors. 

Mrs Norris, agile and ageless as ever, listened carefully to her master’s 
request. Her eyes, huge and yellow, wavered like a couple of flashlights 
in the darkness of Filch’s office. Jumping off the caretaker’s lap, she 
signed for Hermione to follow her, leading the plump woman out of the 
small office and into a long, winding hallway. Filch, who was making 
strange noises that reminded Hermione of dried bones rattling and 
squeaking in the dark, was lumbering behind them. 

Snow began falling outside the castle, carried by shrill wind that 
battered the old walls. A low, dry scream was moving through the 
building’s foundations – a cancer slowly consuming its host. The soft 
taps of Mrs Norris’ paws were muffled completely by the wind’s 
continuous howl. The cat, dusty gray against the flagstones, flowed 
gracefully from room to corridor to staircase, like a sleek, shining seal, 
skidding through an underwater tunnel, light splinters falling on its back, 
illuminating his elegant undulations. 

At last, Mrs Norris stopped at the foot of an old marble statue, not far 
away from the Ravenclaw dormitories. With one smooth hop, she 
disappeared behind the medieval figure. Confused, Hermione turned to 
look at Filch. The caretaker snorted. Only after a second glance did she 
notice the blackened niche, nearly hidden behind the statue’s midriff. It 
was small and uneven, barely big enough for a child of Aubrey’s size to 
crawl in. The little alcove seemed to be the result of an accident, now 
covered up and almost completely concealed by the sculpture. 
Hermione approached the hole, frowning. What was Aubrey doing 
crouched in this little cavity, as if she’d been hiding away from the 
world? 

“Aubrey darling?” Somewhat awkwardly, Hermione found herself 
climbing up the marble stand. In order to avoid the figure’s right hand 
pocking into her eyes, she was forced to kneel down the stone pulpit. 
Only little light managed to reach this musty corner of the castle, and 
with Hermione crouched in front of the small alcove, the weak sunrays 
that spilled into the entry were now blocked. She cursed inwardly, 
reaching for her wand, then dropped the notion as she heard the low, 



shallow breathing coming from inside. “Aubrey…? Sweetie?”

A muffled sob shivered through the liquid black. 

Damn, damn, damn. She forced herself to breathe. Be calm. Be 
rational. Hermione fought the blurry, red haze, which threatened to blind
her. Something happened to her baby. Something had made her baby 
cry. A surge of violence flooded her body with adrenaline. Not now, she 
thought, soothing her raw, quivering anger into submission. Aubrey 
needed her to be calm. Hermione moistened her lips, ignoring the sharp
pain that made her guts clench. “Darling…” she spoke quietly, “Aubrey, 
sweet… I know you’re in there. Please, come out and let me hold 
you…” 

“Leave me alone!”

“Aubrey, please. You know I can’t leave you alone, please talk to me…”

The silence stretched for several moments. Darkness shifted and 
adjusted around them, allowing her imagination to form pictures out of 
husky voices and awkward movements. Aubrey was sobbing quietly, 
and Hermione wanted to cry as well. Her joints were sore, and she 
could almost taste Aubrey’s sorrow drifting in the humid, cold air. 

“Aubrey… Darling,” she heard herself speaking, “I don’t know what 
happened, but I promise it will get better if you’d let me be with you…”

“Just leave me alone! You can’t make it go away…” Aubrey’s voice was 
weak and ruptured – two layers of bleeding melody refusing to be 
stitched together. 

Hermione sighed. “No, I probably can’t make it go away,” She admitted. 
“Whatever pains you, I can’t make it cease, at least not until you tell me 
what it is. But I can hold you close to my heart and call you all sorts of 
silly endearments and you won’t be so cold and lonely. Can’t you see? 
It’s always worse when you’re cold and alone.”

Aubrey sniffed. “I want you to go away.”

“No, you don’t want me to go away. You’re simply too weak and too tired
to reach for me and let me help you. Please, love, I know how it feels 



when it’s too raw and too fresh to let anybody touch it, but we’ll make it 
better, Aubrey.” 

“It hurts.”

“I know it hurts,” she pleaded, whatever it may be, whatever Aubrey 
might be talking about, “but it gets better. Come on, darling, please let 
me help you… there,” Hermione whispered, drawing away so she could 
help the little figure out of the moldy niche. She stood up, her knees 
quivering under her weight, and assisted Aubrey to her feet. 

The child was a mess. Her hair, tangled and uncombed, was entwined 
with straps of dirt: dark and grainy against the fine, blonde strands. Dirt 
was sullying Aubrey’s elfin face, diluted into mud by the tears that were 
running freely down her cheeks. Her clothes were thoroughly 
dishevelled, clinging to her fragile form in a stack of stained fabric and 
unkempt wool. Breathing deeply, Hermione knelt and pulled Aubrey to 
her arms, placing her own cool cheek against the child’s wet, feverish 
one. Aubrey sobbed, and Hermione tightened her embrace, allowing the
girl to crawl deeper into her embrace. Little fingers were digging into her
flesh, looking for warmth and reassurance, and Hermione let herself 
sink to the floor, Aubrey enwrapped in her as if they had never been 
disconnected. 

Murmuring softly, she let her voice work a soothing rhythm into the girl’s 
troubled mind, waiting for the desperate sobbing to subside and be 
replaced with the small hiccups of the aftermath. They sat in the empty 
hallway until the coldness chased them away. 

Back in their chambers, where the fire was burning off the cold, she 
coaxed Aubrey to speak.

* * *

The waters of the Great Lake, buffeted by the gales and storms above, 
were soaking through the moss-covered walls and dripping onto the 
floor with the small taps of thousands and thousands of clocks. Tiny and
huge, fancy and shabby, old and new – Captain Hook’s confiscated and 
shattered collection coming to life at once. They were all ticking in her 



head: invisible pendulums monitoring her heartbeat in a pitiable attempt 
to allay her anger. 

The fucking bastard. Frozen glass emulation of a man. She was going 
to castrate him, then let him choke on his own amputated organs. How 
utterly, utterly cruel could a person be to say such horrible things to a 
child? Hermione tried to choke down the nervy bundle of tears that 
threatened to block her throat, failing miserably as a shrill cry escaped 
her lips. She stopped breathless, leaning against the wall. There was a 
certain part of her that wished to collapse, loosen the tight strings that 
kept her standing and simply sink to the floor and cry her heart out. 
Another part of her was enraged. She could almost feel the angry 
movement underneath the skin, clean rage sizzling in her veins like raw 
magic. 

How could he? The question played in her mind time and time again. 
How inhuman should one be to stick in that dagger, then deliberately 
twist it? Oh God. She didn’t know she could hate him so much. It was 
literally consuming. Not even back then did she hate him so. No, she 
hated him more, but she didn’t feel so damn helpless. His assault on her
was real, and it left literal wounds she could watch healing. More than 
that – the memories were hers to handle. She could reach inside and 
sew the punctured blood vessels, evacuate the passageways and allow 
white blood cells to kill the infection. She could do nothing of that sort for
Aubrey. Just hold her child tight and wish she could take away the pain. 
Oh, Severus Snape was a dead man, if only because Hermione would 
rather kill the scum than let him see her cry. 

Composing herself into a fragile impersonation of calm, she stood in 
front of the massive door of Snape’s chambers, outstretching her hand 
to knock. Once or twice during her frantic voyage to the dungeons, it 
occurred to her Snape might still be missing. If that were the case, she’d
simply drop to the floor, and wait for his return. She tapped the oak 
surface, first with cold restraint, and then, when no answer came from 
inside, harder. It became harder to hold her rage leashed. 

“Open the door, Snape, I know you’re in there…!” She cried in 
frustration, fingernails notching a path down the moldy, rotting oak. Her 
fingers closed around the doorknob, and she turned it open, expecting 
to slam her bodyweight against the unyielding wood plane. When the 
door slid open, Hermione lost her balance. Breathing heavily, she 



steadied herself; almost stumbling across the thick, green carpet. Shit. 

The room was morbidly quiet. The low, neglected fire, chased some of 
the darkness away, but mostly it seemed more of a companion to the 
shadows. These were no longer hiding in the corners, but freely roaming
the living room, swirling along the blunt poles of better-lit areas. Snape, 
expressionless and composed, sat in his armchair, and stared blankly at
the dying fire. Judging by his lack of reaction, he could well be totally 
unaware of her presence.

She sobbed. “You cruel, malicious, heartless, bastard. Can’t you even 
look at me?”

His eyelids fluttered. Hermione thought she could see a flicker of 
response in Snape’s black, lifeless irises, before he became completely 
inanimate again. 

“If you think that by ignoring me you’ll make me go away you’re in for a 
nasty surprise. I’m warning you, Snape, I have no time for these petty 
games of yours.” 

This time, he raised his head to look at her. “Jó estét, Miss Granger. 
May I remind you my office hours extend from six to eight every Monday
and Tuesday, and are held in my office? And five points from Gryffindor 
for disrespect.” 

“That’s pathetic,” she spat. “Even for you. Now stop this foolishness and
explain yourself.” 

Snape leaned into the backrest. “I’m, tired,” he dismissed her. “Go 
away.”

“The hell I’m going away, you insolent bastard. You’ve hurt my daughter 
beyond every possible measure and I’d like to know why.” Tears were 
streaming down her face and her voice was husky and sore. 

“She forgot her place.”

“The fuck with that! Do you honestly think that’s a reason to tell her you 
that if things were up to you, she would never have been born?”



“Mmm…” Snape was removing invisible lint from his robe. “That seems 
pretty rash.” 

“Rash?” she cried out. “Rash?? That was cruel and vindictive and 
spiteful!” 

“Oh, well. The world isn’t a nice place. Sooner or later she’d have to 
face cruder realities. I was merely toughening her up.” 

“How can you say such things?” Hermione clenched her fists. “She is 
but a child!”

Chemically enriched blood was flooding her system, making it harder 
and harder to keep her fury under control. She wanted to beat the man, 
to tear his cold, indifferent demeanor with her bare hands and hurt him 
until she herself was numb. Shutting her eyes, Hermione let her 
fingernails dig into the skin of her palms. “You sick, twisted fuck.”

“Miss Granger!” Snape roared, jumping to his feet in one stiff movement.
“I will tolerate no such language in my classroom! Apologize at once and
take your leave!” 

The blood was screaming in her brain, whirling in front of her eyes until 
she saw nothing but the bloodstained figure of the monster who raped 
her and crushed her daughter’s heart. “Apologize?” Hermione 
screamed, hurling her fists in his chest, “Apologize to you? You sadistic, 
insolent bastard. I would never, not in a thousand lifetimes apologize 
to you!” She flung her weight on Snape, knocking the unresisting 
Potions Master to the ground. Crying, Hermione went down with him, 
fingers digging in the soft material of his robes, slashing the side of his 
face with sharp nails and drawing blood. The tears that kept flowing 
down her cheeks landed on the sallow, torn skin. Snape hissed at the 
contact, jaws tightening, then let his head drop. 

“Do you hear me?” She cried, her voice shattering into sharp slivers of 
vitreous pain. “I would never, ever, apologize to you. You ruined my 
Godamned life and I forgave you, but if you think you’d hurt my 
daughter and survive you’re fucking wrong! To hell with you Snape, 
answer me!” 

Hermione stopped, gulping air until her head swam with the oxygen, 



unable to replenish her broken voice. Her lungs were heaving under the 
pressure, suffocating around these small, insolent fists of air she 
managed to pump in. The world spun around her, in an endorphins' 
induced haze and short, cutting breaths. 

Snape, who reclined motionless underneath her body, was limp and 
cold as a corpse. Her hands, buried in the fine fabric of his robe, were 
shaking. She tightened her grip, as if the contact could pour some calm 
into her, and then opened her eyes, to look at the man she had been 
assaulting. 

Sweet Jesus. 

A deep cut ran from his left temple to his jaw. Blood was oozing from the
open wound, down Snape’s chin, and along his white, graceful neck. 
Some blood was trickling into his hairline, staining the unblemished 
whiteness before it disappeared against the raven black strands. 
Snape’s hair was dishevelled, as was the neckline of his robe. His eyes,
these big, inky eyes that bore grave-holes into her heart, were shut, and
translucent dampness was shining in the long eyelashes. 

“Oh God, oh God…” she heard herself whispering. “Oh God…” Still 
shaking, Hermione brought her hand to cup Snape’s angular face. His 
breath, she noticed, came out with small, deliberate heaves. Carefully, 
she rose up, shifting her weight off Shape’s body, and came to rest by 
his side. Supported on her elbow, Hermione bent foreword to gaze into 
the taut, stern face of her former Potions Professor. The blank 
expression he wore at the beginning of their conversation was gone, 
replaced by that of restrained, trembling agony. 

She breathed. Fuck you, Snape. This was just good enough to be 
another maneuver. Only it wasn’t. Couldn’t be. She still wanted to hurt 
him. She wanted to protect him as well. Perhaps cure him of his own 
demons so she could destroy him with clear conscience. Damn, damn, 
damn the man. Hermione shook her head in despair, leaning forward, 
examining her mixed feelings of rage and sorrow, projected on Snape’s 
face. Frowning, she trailed her index finger down his forehead, along 
Snape’s prominent, protruding nose, stroking the bitter, surprisingly soft 
mouth. 

Snape quivered, dry sob escaping his lips. She wished he'd gone to 



hell. Oh God. Giving in to her mother instincts, Hermione coiled around 
Snape’s body, pulling his head against her breasts, legs wounding to 
envelope his torso. She felt Snape shivering, trying to withdraw, and 
tightened her grasp. “It’s okay,” she murmured, “you can let go, it’s okay,
I’m here now… You’re not alone anymore, I’m here with you…” Her 
voice was a low, smooth hum, merely a sound as it brushed beyond her 
lips. “Hush… that’s okay, I’m going to take care of you….” 

The air around them vibrated with her half-formed words, whispered just
loud enough to reach Snape’s skin before it dissipated. He was 
surprisingly light, nestled against the soft curves of her body; angular 
planes submerging into responsive, trembling warmth. Hermione was 
troubled to learn there is so little of him. Almost six foot and two inches 
tall, sweeping along a corridor in his black, billowing robes, Severus 
Snape was an intimidating figure. Lying on the floor, his face buried in 
her chest and his breath coming in ragged, hollow sobs, he was but a 
man. Cruel and hateful, whole and broken, strong and weak, and 
strangely beautiful. 

Drained of her previous energies, Hermione felt empty. A vacuum 
opened inside her – hollow space in her abdomen, sucking tears and 
pain to bubble in her vacant womb. She held Snape close, breathing the
earthy scent of him, feeling her chest rise and fall under his cheek. 
Somehow, she was satiated. So maybe Snape was another one of her 
un-christened, demon babies. Maybe he was hers to save after all. 
Maybe he was simply, eventually, hers. She couldn’t define the actual 
reason behind her actions. Perhaps she was weak; to let Snape’s 
anguish undermine her justified fury. Nevertheless, his pain quelled her 
indignation. And when the angry haze of wrath finally subsided, 
Hermione was able to notice the thing that escaped her all along. Snape
wasn’t mocking or jeering her. He wasn’t trying to provoke her 
anger. Not now. Not today.

That someone, that some thing, could break a man of Snape’s stature, 
made her sick. Hermione wanted to scream her objections, but 
helplessness weakened her throat muscles. What kind of world was 
this, which drove her victimizer into her arms, and let him cling to her 
like a man drowning? Literature provided you with reasoning, not 
because the reality it pretended to reflect was reasonable or functioning 
according to detectable logic. Literature provided you with reasoning 
because it could. Because you demanded to receive one. In reality, 



Hermione knew, people were driven behind themselves for the sake of 
capricious whim. And reality left her puzzling at her own motivations 
long after she surrendered her heart. 

“Do you know what I think,” Harry had once told her, “I think that we 
make our decisions in the first few seconds, then spent our entire time 
trying to talk ourselves out of it. That’s what taking us so long, not the 
other way around. I think some people spend their entire life puzzling at 
one decision they made, or trying not to act on something they know 
they can’t avoid. And you know what… I think it’s stupid, because I 
would never have been clever enough to open Sirius’ package in time, 
or listen to you when you told me we shouldn’t be rushing into the 
Ministry. But I can savour the scent of Ginny’s hair when she clings to 
me after we’ve made love, and I can do whatever I can to make sure the
bastards never prevent me from grabbing whatever happiness this petty
world has to offer me. So, you see- some things we cannot change, but 
we can sure as hell try to make the best of it.” 

She had been appalled by the notion. Or perhaps it had been Harry’s 
determination that made Hermione realize that her close friend was no 
longer a boy. Harry had been angry and restless for so long that when 
he finally settled down it was with an air of bitter realism, which 
somewhat baffled her. She made some weak protestations- 
uncomfortable that the small, bespectacled, always slightly misplaced 
boy she had met on her first train ride to Hogwarts should be this sober, 
wiry teen. She, like the rest of them, would rather have dealt with the 
boy instead of the man he became. Oh, Harry. It seemed like you knew 
better than I ever gave you credit for.

The fire-stained dimness poured into her eye sockets, snuggling in the 
valley between her breasts, where Snape’s head was rested; crawling to
claim the narrow spaces separating and perhaps distinguishing Snape’s
body from her own. Dimness was now blurring the rush contradiction 
between the man’s sharp, serious profile to the warm, wool clad body 
that cradled it. She heard herself humming, an old Muppets’ tune she 
used to sing to Aubrey when the child couldn’t sleep- it reminded 
Hermione of her own childhood, of rainy evenings spent in front of the 
telly and being crazily in love with Kermit the frog. 

…Rainbows are visions, 
They’re only illusions, 



And rainbows have nothing to hide 
So we've been told and some chose to believe it
But I know they're wrong 
Wait and see…

She could almost hear Kermit’s booming, cheerful voice chanting the 
lyrics, as somewhere in the castle the rain should have been tapping on 
a far off windowpane. Warm, thick steam had risen from the closer 
drainage channel, clouding the narrow alley underneath their small New
York apartment. Infant Aubrey would close her eyes, and maybe 
Hermione could track down Snape’s sorrow and let her warm breath 
stroke its glass-cold surface. As if from a distance, she heard her voice 
trail, and her eyelids slipped down… “Everything is going to be all 
right,” everything is going to be all right… In her arms, Snape was finally
relaxing. His retching subsided, and his taut, lean body had flexed, as if 
melting into her generous curves. Hermione wasn’t aware to the fact 
that she’s been crying until the flames flashed green and the sudden 
light shot off her wet face. 

Albus Dumbledore hadn’t said much, but simply bent forward, extending
his hand to wipe the dampness that coated Hermione’s cheeks. 

“He is not well,” she murmured.

The old wizard nodded in quiet agreement. “What do you suggest, 
Hermione?”

She tightened her grip of Snape’s limp body, softly stroking the dark 
head. Snape's breathe was even, but she could almost imagine the 
black gaze, confused and unfocused, being scattered over the room. 
Snape’s lack of response – however expected – was nonetheless 
frightening. “I’d like to see him to the infirmary,” she told Dumbledore. “I 
think… I think today was too much…” she shook her head. “I was 
looking for him earlier, where do you reckon…?”

“A Death Eaters' meeting,” came Dumbledore’s quiet answer. 

“I should have known… No, I couldn’t…” Hermione breathed deeply, 
and then sighed. Cautious not to move Snape more than was strictly 
necessary, she shifted to seating position. Snape’s fingers dug into her 
biceps, but Hermione didn’t bother to remove his hands as she pulled 



him upward with her. He shifted obediently, curling into a ball and tiredly 
resting his head on her shoulder like a small child might do.

Hermione raised her eyes to look at Dumbledore. “He’s not responding,”
she said quietly. “It looks like a post traumatic reaction. Did it ever occur 
before?” 

The Headmaster frowned. “In a way- but not quite so… severely.” 

Hermione was silent for long time, processing the information. Her 
hands kept moving along Snape’s head, tucking stray locks behind his 
ears, removing tear-stained hair off his face. Bowing her head, she 
placed her lips on the high, serious forehead. “Everything’s going to be 
okay,” she murmured. “I promise.” 

Then, sobering up, she turned to face Dumbledore. “All right. Let's take 
him to Madam Pomfrey.”

God has pity on kindergarten children,
He pities school children -- less.
But adults he pities not at all.

He abandons them,
And sometimes they have to crawl on all fours
In the scorching sand
To reach the dressing station,
Streaming with blood.

But perhaps
He will have pity on those who love truly
And take care of them
And shade them
Like a tree over the sleeper on the public bench.

Perhaps even we will spend on them
Our last pennies of kindness
Inherited from mother,

So that their own happiness will protect us
Now and on other days.



--Yehuda Amichai, God Has Pity on Kindergarten Children.

A/N - 2

As some of you might have noticed, I've changed the spelling of the 
name "Oniko" – which turned to be a mistake on my part – to "Aniko". 
The explanation to this mistake is somewhat lengthy, and originates 
from the fact Aniko's characters is loosely based on my grandmother, 
also named Aniko. Following a correspondence with Hungarian speaker,
who had been kind enough to correct my spelling and grammatical 
errors on chapter 8 (and on next chapters), I went to check the correct 
spelling of my grandmother's name, which all those years I had thought 
to be "Oniko". 

It appears, that the only written documentation of my grandmother's 
given name (she had changed it to Hanna when she immigrated to 
Israel), is engraved on a Star of David shaped medallion: a jewel she 
had ordered on a goldsmith's shop during her stay at Bergen Belsen at 
1949, a refugee camp- formerly an extermination camp. 

12 - Where the Hermit-Thrush Sings in the Pine Trees. 

Moonbeams slanted through the arched windows, floating in the 
darkness like visionary sea creatures. It then sank to lay on the rows of 
beds that lined the hall, moving along flowing cotton screens as if in 
order emphasize the shape of the unmoving figures behind them. Albus 
Dumbledore’s gaze strayed along the blackened room, and then 
roamed back to the still body of his Potions Master. At some point during
the last forty-eight hours, Severus’s haunted eyes had finally closed, his 
grip on Hermione Granger’s hand had finally loosened, and he fell 
asleep.

The Mental Specialist who had been immediately summoned over from 
St. Mungo’s, gave orders that no sleep potions whatsoever were 
allowed, declaring the interaction with the medication he treated 



Severus with, would deflect its action. The NRP, or the 
Neurotransmitters Rehabilitating Potion, was a recent development 
influenced by modern Muggle psychiatry themes, which worked by 
magically normalizing the neurotransmitters’ activity on the subject’s 
brain. In order for the NRP to work to its full potential, the patient had to 
be temporarily clean of any additional drugs. 

The expert healer told the three of them that aside from 
casting Enervate! which might lead to some serious mental side-affects, 
there was nothing that could immediately be done to shake Snape out 
of his temporary, coma-like condition. The NRP, he continued, was 
given in order to improve Snape’s mental state over the next twenty-four
hour period. The catatonia, which was a somatic reaction to 
psychological situations, reflected the patient’s current status. Incapable
of dealing with situations which his life presented him, his psyche had 
chosen to retreat until he was strong enough to react. The moment 
Snape felt safe enough, the healer explained, he would abandon this 
temporary retreat and rejoin the living world. They were left with no 
further instructions other than to try and induce an atmosphere of safety 
and acceptance. Hermione left shortly after, though she did stop at 
Snape's bedside several times during the following days. Her daughter, 
on those rare occasions when she joined her mother at the Hospital 
Wing, was extremely quiet. 

The old wizard didn’t pretend to know what had passed between his 
Potions Master and his former student. Walking in on them on the other 
night was something even he had not expected. Rumour held that Albus
Dumbledore was omniscient. That was hardly true. Phineas Nigellus 
Black, his own Headmaster, would have dismissed this idea with a 
snort. Albus Dumbledore, the hot-blooded, temperamental Gryffindor – 
omniscient? How ridiculous. But the years had taught him patience and 
had also taught him attentiveness. The things one could learn by simply 
being attentive to one’s surroundings were amazing. People rarely paid 
as much attention as they should; everyone was too busy driving toward
their own ends, too busy to contemplate the whole picture. His age gave
him the perspectives he had lacked at seventeen, fifty, and even eighty. 
This, and the readiness – which was difficult to master – to acknowledge
the sheer power of coincidence to shape hearts and events. At his 
advanced age, Albus Dumbledore was ready to put Occam’s Razor 
aside and allow contradictions to exist simultaneously. 



There was not much more he needed to know, in order to put two and 
two together and track the chain of events leading to Severus’s 
breakdown. He had his suspicions over the last couple of days, and 
when Hermione repeated the conversation that had preceded Severus’s
withdrawal, ending with her physically assaulting him, Albus nodded 
sadly, and for several minutes remembered, not for the first time, the 
man who had been Justin Snape and the man he had become. 
Breaching the Snapes’ defense in order to protect the wife and any of 
the four children from their abusive father was impossible. Even by the 
time Justin had lost most of the Snape family fortune, the name Snape 
was still enough of a threat to hold back the enquiries of the great Albus 
Dumbledore. 

None of Justin’s children escaped their childhood unharmed. Quentin 
was a violent, angry boy: he governed his Slytherin schoolmates 
courageously, assisted both by his undeniable charisma and 
considerable firmness, which sometimes bordered on cruelty. Clair was 
less of a social star, and more private and introverted. The first and last 
Ravenclaw Snape, Clair had read a lot – preferring her fantastic realms 
to these of reality – and achieved outstanding accomplishments in 
almost every subject. Aurelia had taken after her elder brother. She 
wasn’t as aggressive as Quentin, nor she was as charismatic, but she 
was charming in her own way and knew how to use her distinguished 
Snape intellect in her own way. Severus had some of each of their 
qualities and also lacked some characteristic that each of them had. He 
had Quentin’s firmness, but lacked his charisma; Clair’s introvertedness 
and self-righteousness, but not the inner calm that made her safe and a 
Ravenclaw. He was ambitious as Aurelia, but not as charming. And he 
was the cleverest of the four, the youngest, and the least socially skilled.
Quite the explosive combination. Add two Gryffindor pranksters into the 
equation, and Severus Snape’s Hogwarts career was practically 
doomed. 

Albus Dumbledore was probably the one least surprised at young 
Snape’s decision to temporarily remove himself from the Wizarding 
World. Since Snape senior had flatly refused to fund his son’s 
attendance at Muggle University, Severus Snape applied for a 
scholarship. Being the prodigy he was, he was granted the cost of his 
combined honours course in Chemistry and Literature. 

It was the hazardous and strange lure of power, which drew him back to



the Wizarding World and into Tom Riddle’s arms. The right person was 
sent to recruit him, but it wasn’t until Severus was exposed to Riddle’s 
deadly radiance that he was doomed. Dumbledore never shared this 
observation with Snape; he knew there was no need, in fact, but Tom 
Riddle had often reminded him of Severus’s own father. Had Riddle 
been able to provide Severus the reassurance he had been so 
desperate for? Or perhaps it was the pain Severus could no longer 
imagine living without? Perhaps it was for both reasons. Most probably, 
it was. 

When Snape turned to him – to the great, powerful, supposedly 
omnipotent Albus Dumbledore, the same wizard who could not shelter 
young Severus from his abusive father – Snape was a broken man. 
“Take my wand,” he had pleaded with him, “take it.” And Dumbledore 
remembered shaking his head, stuffing the wand back into the hand 
where it belonged. 

“No, my dear boy. There are still many good things you can do with this 
wand. Keep it.”

And Severus kept the wand; using it to atone for the injustices he did as 
a Death Eater, in memory of a young girl whose face he could not even 
remember. How far did one have to escape before he faced those 
demons he’d been running away from? Some people were lucky 
enough never to finish their circling of the globe, where they should find 
their ghosts had been waiting for them all along. And some people cut 
their journey and turned back. During the past few days, Dumbledore 
had frequently found himself wondering as to the real motives behind 
Hermione Granger’s return to the Wizarding World. He wasn’t sure 
whether the girl knew it herself, but Albus Dumbledore had the most 
persistent hunch Miss Granger was looking for closure. It certainly 
explained her sudden concern for the man who had raped her. Whether 
her motivation could actually be fully verbalized was something 
Dumbledore doubted. But she seemed to be looking for a raw, bleeding 
wound, which she could seal, and Snape had provided her with one. It 
rarely mattered who was the one bleeding. And she most probably 
attended to Snape because he needed to be taken care of.

Once again, the crude incidental randomness of the circumstances was 
shaping the picture. Severus Snape needed someone to take care of 
him. Hermione Granger needed to be needed. But alas, it wasn’t that 



simple. People could hardly ever act as an appropriate substitute for 
stray animals or even little children. Severus needed someone to take 
care of him; that was true enough. Nonetheless, he needed someone to
take care of him for himself, and not out of selfish, though absolutely 
legitimate need. 

Truth – people had blindly provided their peers with their own 
misdirected hungers all the time. In the end, it had been these 
unrequited energies that set the world in motion. Hermione Granger 
might be able to heal herself through Hogwarts’ Potions Master, but 
what would become of Severus Snape once she was done with him…? 
Dumbledore frowned at the darkness. Selfish, old man, that is what you 
are, he told himself. Universal justice probably demanded that Hermione
Granger collect her payment in whatever way she saw fit. She surely 
had the moral right. But Albus Dumbledore was sitting in the dimness of 
the Hospital Wing, concerned about the well being of the man he had 
once taken in. Worrying over the supposed sinner who had been, in 
fact, the only human being who ever needed him as much as Albus 
Dumbledore needed to be needed. In an odd way, the one human being
Albus Dumbledore had ever given life to. 

Severus was breathing slowly. Sleep had granted him the grace of 
smoothening out his harsh features into an expression of calm Albus 
Dumbledore couldn’t remember having seen him wear for many years 
now. The Potions Master’s breaths were deep and placid; matching the 
slow rhythm of Miss Granger’s who was lying in a nearby bed. The girl 
wouldn’t, couldn’t let go of Snape. And neither will you, you old, 
sentimental fool. 

Dumbledore was slightly surprised to hear footsteps in the dark. Then 
he recognized the rhythm of his Arithmency Teacher’s springy, graceful 
walking. 

“Anna,” he said quietly, “isn’t it late for you to be down here?”

Never one for shyness, she leaned to brush her lips against 
Dumbledore’s crumpled cheek. “No more than it is late for you, 
Headmaster.”

Quietly pulling a chair next to his bed, she sat by his side. Dumbledore 
didn’t miss the somewhat wary look she gave Hermione's jumper, left for



some reason on a nearby bed. But Anna was a Rosier, remarkably 
subtle at that, and didn’t say a thing. She did speak in response to 
Dumbledore’s amused glance. “I knew I’d lose him sooner or later,” she 
admitted with a serenity that never ceased to intrigue Dumbledore, “I 
simply didn’t think… I would lose him like this.” 

There was no need to ask for explanation. 

“You’re in love with him, aren’t you?”

Anna laughed quietly: the soft, delightful ripples of her laughter babbling
into the dimness. “I might be a Ravenclaw, but the core would always 
remain Slytherin. I don’t think you’re omniscient, Headmaster, and I 
would rather not be tricked into admission I’m not willing to make. 
Please be kind enough as to allow me to keep my secrets.” 

Dumbledore nodded sadly. “I am sorry, Anna. It was not my intention to 
hurt you.”

She shrugged. “Well, I seem to be easily hurt nowadays.” 

They sat silently for several moments. “Were they involved when she 
was a student?” she asked.

“You are underestimating me, my dear girl, if you believe I would have 
allowed such a thing. You are underestimating yourself as well. Do you 
think your lover’s having an affair with another woman would have had 
escaped you?” 

“No, no,” she agreed. “But then the child…”

“Is Severus’s story to tell.”

“Of course.” Anna huffed, crossing her arms over her chest as if she 
were cold. His strong, elegant, often restless Arithmancy Professor had 
obviously been bothered.

“What is the matter, Anna?” he asked softly. 

“Oh,” she shook her head. “Nothing out of the ordinary, really, 
Headmaster. Dark times, the Dark Lord hovering over our heads, a 



former student returns from the dead with my lover’s child…”

“Is that bitterness I hear?”

“Only partially. And not even on the larger part. Did you know the 
Rosiers have seers blood?” she asked suddenly. “It’s very far up the line
and I’m probably working myself into believing my hunches are more 
than merely the hormonal drift of a middle-aged witch, but… I’m worried 
Albus. We have been marching on the spot for so long that Gaia is 
restless,” she stopped, shaking her head with bitter scorn. “Look at me. 
I’m beginning to sound like Sybil.”

Dumbledore sighed. “That is understandable, dear. I know what you’re 
talking about. Sometimes… I should confess, I see omens all the time. 
But you’re correct; the times are indeed –shifting. Yes,” he hushed her 
with a swift gesture, smiling. “The centaurs have been telling me so ever
since Harry Potter set foot on Hogwarts’ grounds… But now I also have 
the opinion of a Rosier seer, haven’t I?”

“Rosier amateurish, perfunctory seer.” 

“Amateurish? Perhaps. But not perfunctory, Anna dear. Now tell me 
about Conrad?”

“Conrad and why did I apparently chose him over your pet spy, or simply
Conrad Vector?”

Dumbledore chuckled. “Tell me of Amarlyn, then.”

Anna blinked tiredly. “Marly is fine. Taken with University life, that is. She
sent me some sensible, practical Muggle walking shoes for Christmas, 
claiming I’d never purchase a pair if I were left to my own dubious 
tastes. She was never one to appreciate the lure of stiletto heels,” Anna 
gave an unhappy laugh. “I am getting old, that’s the problem, shoved 
into sensible footwear and receiving a reducing trunk from my husband 
as a Christmas present. Then I see my lover brood unconsciously over 
another woman, for whatever prosaic reasons, and I begin to ponder 
over my past choices and regret I haven’t done things otherwise. And I 
do love Conrad,” she added after some afterthought. “He is good for 
me. He stabilizes me. Severus and I… we are too much alike. In due 
time, we would have mingled into each other, and forgotten everything 



about the other person ever being there… we’d simply forget the other-
one is presence. Severus is good for me for short periods… for those 
brief hours when we’re both looking for relief. I admit to wanting him 
more than he wants me… But it wouldn’t have worked. Not even if he 
loved me.” 

Dumbledore shook his head. “I was not expecting an explanation, Anna.
Your choices were legitimately yours to take. You owe me nothing at all.”

“Oh, it’s not like that.” She waved her hands with frustration. “Damn, I 
wish I had a cigarette now. What I’m trying to say is, Headmaster… that 
I don’t want you to think I hurt Severus, or left him on his own. I am a 
mother, you know. I would have strangled everyone who tries to hurt my
babies. I admit to making my choices selfishly… Quite a silly admission 
as Severus was never even in the picture when I married Conrad. But 
I’d like you to understand that I’m not good to him for anything more 
than what we already have, and I don’t and never had in me the things 
to make him happy. I want you know that I’m sorry that I cannot. For 
him, and somewhat for me. And for you.” 

The older wizard was quiet for a long time, watching the man lying on 
the bed beside him. “You humble me, Professor,” he said at last, his 
voice quiet and restrained. 

Anna smiled sadly. “I won’t be swayed by your sweet words of 
temptation, Headmaster.”

“Really?” Dumbledore allowed a faint hue of amusement creep into his 
voice. “If that is so, then I believe I’ll just have to work my magic on 
someone who does.”

The Arithmancy Professor outstretched her arm to take his own veiny 
hand in hers. Her fingers were warm and dry and soft, and had very 
much induced the impression that was, for the lack of better word – 
Anna Rosier Vector. “Severus is going to be just fine,” she assured him 
gently. “He’s been through so much and went too far to miss the end of 
this.”

“Yes. You are right, of course.”

Anna stood up, and once again, leaned to kiss Albus’s wrinkled cheek. 



“So don’t worry, Headmaster. Nodens and Sulis will be with him.” 

“Thank you, Anna.”

“You are welcome. Goodnight, Headmaster.” He thought she was 
leaving, but Anna had suddenly stopped, turning to face Dumbledore. 
“You need your sleep as much as I do,” she told him quietly. “Please, 
Headmaster.” 

He simply shook his head. “Goodnight, Anna.”

“Very well. May the Gods be with you and grant you serenity. You 
deserve it, Albus. Goodnight.” 

Elegantly, she exited the hall, closing the door so gently behind her that 
the whispered click of the bolt was swallowed by the steady, quiet 
rumble of the night. 

* * *

He was in the Honeydukes Sweetshop. 

His first visit to the place after two years of departure from the Wizarding
World brought to mind a description from a Muggle folktale, telling of a 
house made of sweets. A house with walls of wafer, windowpanes of 
crunchy biscuits, a thatched roof of creamy nougat chunks, with 
coloured chocolate-buttons and toffee-moss dotting the outer walls of 
the cabin. 

He remembered his younger self thinking the place was Magic. 

He remembered entering the sweetshop on his twenty-first year, with 
the memory of his ashen haired girl still swirling in his mind and the 
knowledge that the wretched Albus Dumbledore was waiting for him 
inside. He knew the old wizard would hand him over to Azkaban once 
he had heard Severus’s confession, and though he feared the prospect,
the knowledge was somewhat relieving. So it was with a sense of relief 
that Snape welcomed the heady, dizzying scent of sweets, which 
clouded his brain the moment he set foot inside the sweetshop.



And here he was once again, roaming the many shelves of sweets, with
the intoxicating scents of chocolate, marzipan and toffee surrounding 
him. Dumbledore’s voice was playing somewhere in the background. 
After their meeting, almost thirty years ago, in this place, Snape could 
no longer enter the Honeydukes without sensing the presence of the 
old, wizened wizard, lingering on the taste buds of his mind. 

Once more, he was pacing along the aisles of the one place in which he
always felt secure and sheltered and trusted. The one place where he 
ever felt warm. How strange it should be a sweetshop. 

“I’ll be waiting for you at Honeydukes, February the 11th at two thirty 
pm.” read Dumbledore’s script. “The shopkeepers are members of the 
Order, and nobody will ever think spying on us there. Please destroy the
message after memorizing its contents. A. D.” 

“Here, have a toffee,” those were Albus Dumbledore’s first words to the 
young Death Eater standing in front of him.

He then popped a honey-coloured toffee into his mouth, and chewing on
it thoughtfully, gave Snape a sober look. “Well, young man. I’ve been 
given to understand you have something to share with me.”

And Snape did. 

The ancient wizard’s voice was floating in the back of his brain in those 
very moments. Unconsciously, Snape reached for a honey coloured 
toffee. The sweet, glutinous substance stuck to his gums, and he peeled
it by slowly sucking it off. The toffee’s rich, heavy, sweetness filled his 
mouth. Closing his eyes, Snape let himself drift. By the time he opened 
them, he was comfortably curled into a ball, crouched in a dimly lit 
corner of the shop with the toffee’s flavour still filling his mouth. Albus 
voice was now like slow, rhythmic breathing, embracing him like a 
visionary womb. 

He found that his face was flushed. Lifting his hand, Snape touched it to
his cheek, sensing the lingering warmth of Hermione Granger’s body 
still clinging to his skin. She was breathing too, somewhere nearby; 
though not close enough for him to see her. Snape frowned at the 
memory that sneaked in to claim his attention. She was crying and 



yelling at him, or perhaps it was Justin? Justin was insulting the little 
child and making her cry. It was a deed worthy of Justin. An arrow of 
pain shot through Snape’s midriff, bending him almost in half. Fuck fuck 
fuck fuck…. Hurry, back to the Honeydukes, there, a Lemon Drop… 
he’d chew the lemon drop and think of Albus, think of Albus and 
everything will be alright… she promised him so. Te jó isten…! He 
clenched his teeth. Oh, God, make this pain go away… Behind the blur 
of whirling emotions, he could see a faint glimpse of the infirmary. 
Hermione Granger’s concerned face hovered over him and her lips 
moved with words he could not discern. And there was the child, sitting 
on a nearby bed, watching Snape with guarded gaze.

No. No. The sight of her scorched his corneas. She’d look at him until 
he was blinded and there would be only Justin Snape in the mirror.

With a strenuous effort, Snape willed himself back to Honeydukes, 
where it was safe and warm and smelled of sweets- like Albus’s office. 
He could not leave. Not yet.

Shaking, he lay on the floor, allowing his guilt and self-hatred to wash 
over him and dissolve into the scent of baking fudge. Once he regained 
his composure he could experiment with the shops varied merchandise. 
As a Hogwarts student, his allowance was small and meager, cut down 
to almost nothing by Justin’s miserliness. He’d have to watch his 
Slytherin housemates exploring the sweetshop and its contents from 
afar, declining these few offers to join them – when he ever received any
– because he had no money to spare. And now he had Honeydukes to 
himself. 

Fizzing Whizbees, Droobles Best Blowing Gum, Canary Creams, Acid 
Pops, Ice Mice, peppermint creams shaped like toads, Fudge Flies and 
Sugar Quills…

Like being eleven years old again. And for some time, his body 
reshaped and gained the form of his eleven-years-old self. Sleep took 
over him floating in mid-air, Fizzing Whizbees popping in his mouth, and
slowly cradled him down. Lying on the wooden floor of the sweetshop; 
Hermione Granger’s perfume lingering in the air around him, he fell 
asleep, and for once, Snape could not remember having nightmares.



* * *

He drifted slowly into wakefulness, as if, for some reason, he had 
consumed medic-chocolate before falling asleep. The sugary scents of 
Honeydukes were gone, and the cold realization of his whereabouts 
sank into his bones like October frost. There was the pungent smell of 
medication; the sharp-sweet fragrance of Lemon Drops and Albus. And 
mysteriously, a waning fragrance that was roses and expensive soap 
and feminine sweat, which was entirely Hermione Granger’s. Why her 
scent should be awaiting him when he woke up, Snape couldn’t tell. Nor
why he should find it soothing instead of terrifying.

Reluctant to face whatever awakening had been awaiting him, Snape 
opened his eyes. And swore. “Holy shit, Albus! What the hell have you 
done to yourself?” 

The shift had almost been visible. From strong, powerful wizard, Albus 
Dumbledore transformed overnight into a fragile, worried old man. His 
crumpled skin was pale and dry like old parchment; his hair dropping in 
limp, lifeless strands from his skull, and his eyes were faded, and oddly 
dim. 

“Good morning, Severus. Judging by your eloquence, you impress me 
as being well: seeing you’re back to your old charming mannerisms.”

“Don’t fuck with me, Albus. You look like shit.”

Dumbledore smiled calmly. “What a cheering welcome into this bright, 
new afternoon. Though I must admit to being disappointed with myself 
for providing you a reason to stray off topic.” 

Snape felt himself dissolving into the mattress, in useless heap of bones
and what little flesh. “Do you know what you look like? You look old, and
you look worried and unhealthy. God damn you, Albus,” he said with a 
strained voice. “You look human, and it scares the hell out of me.” 

“Well, at least I’m not looking – how did you put it? – Old, worried and 
unhealthy, on a daily basis. Which you do, by the way.” 

Snape groaned. “This conversation is-“



“-Your way of avoiding the truly burning issues,” Dumbledore summed 
up. “That’s all right, my dear boy. I will not pry. Not until… Not before 
we’re both ready.” 

He looked at the old man, fighting the urge to shut his eyes so he 
wouldn’t have to see the sorrow and the tiredness flickering in those 
blue depths. Suddenly cold, Snape wrapped himself with the heavy, 
winter blanket, afraid of what he might find in Dumbledore’s gaze. He 
was tired and guilty, and sickened to understand he had no idea how to 
face Hermione Granger and her child. Couldn’t face Justin. All the roads
lead to Acheron.

He knew that Aniko’s ghost would walk through the Polish winter 
forever, looking for the village that no longer existed. He knew that 
Quentin would die, time and time again. He knew that the black birds 
would eat away his body, never stopping until Justin’s bloodied, 
disfigured soul, was exposed underneath. 

Snape breathed deeply before facing Dumbledore once again. “I am 
exhausted.”

“That’s to be expected after going through such an emotional 
breakdown,” Dumbledore told him sympathetically.

“That’s not what I mean and you know it.” 

The older man’s expression became serious. “I have never known you 
to be a coward,” he said gravely. 

Snape made a choked sound in the back of his throat, not a cry, nor 
laughter either. “You have never known me to be anything but a coward,
Headmaster. First my cowardice drove me to the Dark Lord’s service, 
then, when I could no longer take anymore, I cowered and turned to 
you. And you kept ignoring my flaws, determined to divert me, or 
perhaps to provide me with some twisted image of myself that I could 
live with. I confess that seeing myself in your eyes was the closest thing 
to serenity I have ever experienced. But the truth is, Albus, this war is 
never going to end. Not for me.” 

“I have disappointed you, Severus, and for that, I apologize-“



“-There is nothing you should apologize to me for.”

“Please, let me be the judge of that. Moreover, my dear boy, you must 
know that some of our sins are strictly ours to envision and figure out, 
and no protestation would ever change that.” Dumbledore gave Snape a
tired glance, and then continued. “It was not in my power to grant you 
the redemption you needed. Over the years, I have found that whether 
or not it was my duty to redeem you, it doesn’t matter at all. I wanted to 
redeem you, and discovered it was not in my power. That is a load from 
which even you can’t unburden me. We are human, Severus, and 
therefore, never omnipotent. We keep regretting the things we could not
have managed, and I imagine we always will. I don’t wish you to 
unburden me from the load of not being omnipotent. I don’t wish you to 
unburden me from the load of being human, that is. Nonetheless, the 
fact I did not succeed in redeeming you, is not to say you are hopeless. 
It is not to say you should, or have the moral right to give in. I therefore 
beseech you, Severus, go and find your redemption. There is still hope 
for you.”

Snape shut his eyes. “I am tired, Albus. So tired, you could not imagine. 
Sometimes I honestly don’t think I mind about the cause anymore 
because I’m so fucking spent. It’s hard to tell when, but somewhere 
along the line survival stopped being something you do on an instinct 
and became a struggle. Oh, Blast! Hear me, I’m practically whining. My 
point is- I don’t mind. Don’t tell me about redemption because I’m too 
exhausted to care, and if I wasn’t exhausted, I wouldn’t be listening to 
you either, because I’ve grown tired of false hopes. Est ubi gloria nunc 
Babyloniae? Spare me. I hardly mind.” 

“It is unfortunate then, that I do,” Dumbledore answered him calmly. 
“And I won’t give up on you. Even if you wish I had.”

“You should be attending to your school.”

“Ah! Such luck that it is my school so I can attend to it the way I see fit. 
Here, I see Poppy approaching to check on you… I’ll just go see to 
some of the other patients while you are treated, then we can dine 
together.” And the Headmaster glided behind the white screen of the 
partition, leaving Snape to the mercy of Madam Pomfrey. 



The mediwitch stood on his bedside, watching him with a dry, practical 
expression. The truth was that Snape was generally fond of the small, 
laconic woman. She attended to her duties competently and skillfully, 
harbored a genuine concern for the student body, and refrained from 
bothering Snape more than was absolutely necessary, which was 
already more than enough. Right now, however, he barely felt in the 
mood to have any sort of company. Therefore, he allowed Poppy to 
attend him, answered her questions with grunts and monosyllables and 
was grateful when she finally left him alone. Unfortunately, Dumbledore 
didn’t care to do so either. The ancient wizard had reappeared several 
minutes after Poppy was gone, with a house-elf carrying two dinner 
trays at his side. The food was placed on a small, collapsible table, and 
Dumbledore sank back to the chair in which Snape had found him upon 
waking up. 

Reluctantly, Snape shifted to a sitting position, rearranging the blanket 
around his body.

“Bon appetit!” The older boomed cheerfully. “I see we have your 
favourites!”

He snorted. “We have a sample of everything served for dinner in the 
great hall.” 

“Well. Then it must contain your favourite!” Dumbledore answered 
cheerfully, refusing to be put off by Snape’s chilly demeanor. 

“I don’t have any favourites.”

Dumbledore lifted an eyebrow. “If I remember correctly, there are certain
dishes you despise less than others. We can consider those as your 
favourites.” 

Snape eyed the food mistrustfully. Some baked potatoes, sausages, 
cooked vegetables, eggs, pudding, pumpkin juice… nothing out of the 
ordinary. He watched Dumbledore reaching for the black pudding. The 
concept of British food was something he always found repulsive. Aniko 
had used to cook him… Rakott krumpli, lecsó and töltött paprika, 
with mákos tészta and palacsinta for dessert. Basic, rural food, simply 
done out of simple ingredients, almost as if she wished to annoy the 
house-elves. Hogwarts food was basic enough so not to bother him, but



the taste of Aniko’s cooking lingered. Haunted him. Like her ghost. Like 
the father he grown to be. Snape choked on his food, spitting out the 
half chewed bacon. “I can’t eat this,” he blurted, “I’m sorry.” 

Dumbledore frowned. “Is there anything else in specific you’d like to 
eat?”

He thought of Aniko’s palacsinta. Odd, as he usually didn’t think of 
sweets when being asked about food. His mother’s crepe had been thin 
and light, but nonetheless precise with its doughiness and its light 
sweetness. Aniko would have made her own white cheese if Justin 
would have only allowed it. And raisins. He loved the raisins. But Aniko 
was long gone, dead at fifty-five after long years of abuse, taken swiftly 
and brutally by a deadly cancer: an appropriate end to a woman who 
had barely known a moment of happiness. 

“Severus… Severus!” Dumbledore’s voice penetrated the thick haze of 
his thoughts. 

“Yes… I’m sorry, Headmaster. I’ve been drifting.”

“I asked you if there’s anything in specific you would like to eat.”

Snape shook his head. “No, no. The food here will do fine.” Reaching for
a scone, he covered it with some jam, then took a bite of the pastry. Hot,
and doughy and tasteless. Hunger was a growling pain in the bottom of 
his stomach, an animal he had to satiate, but nonetheless, eating made 
Snape want to throw up. Even though his body’s demand for food 
reminded him that he was a part of the living world, he’d rather be 
hungry. 

“Do you have any plans for New Year's Eve?”

He blinked. Dumbledore’s question came as a complete surprise. Snape
swallowed the bit of pastry he had been chewing, and turned to glare at 
the Headmaster. “You know I don’t have any.” 

“The Order’s meeting will be held on the afternoon of December’s 31. 
We’ll be gathering in 12 Grimauld Place. I hear a party is planned after 
the meeting.”



“A vile notion,” Snape grumbled automatically. “Who is responsible? Let 
me guess. It sounds like something Mrs Potter might like throwing… 
with the help of her annoying brothers, that is.” 

Virginia Weasley Potter, like her mother before her, was gifted with the 
ability to handle large numbers of people. Apparently, she enjoyed doing
so. Putting a possible career aside in order to marry Potter and raise 
their children, the obnoxious girl seemed fond of managing her 
accompaniments as well. That was how the Order had now come to 
enjoy her skills. 

“It looks like you are correct,” Dumbledore confirmed. “Seeing that our 
plans for New Year's Eve are compromised due to the coming meeting, 
young Ginny has been kind enough to throw a party. I, for once, am 
extremely grateful.”

“Of course.”

“I glad to see you’re excited at the prospect.” 

Snape managed another scone, buttered this time, and some 
vegetables. “Is there a reason,” he began, his eyebrows knotting, “Why 
was Miss Granger sitting at my bedside?”

The Headmaster looked at him quizzically. “Do you remember the 
events leading to your hospital admission?”

Was Dumbledore referring to the half-witted woman’s jumping on him, 
or her irksome decision to treat him like a baby once his control had 
been shattered and his higher-brain stopped serving him? Than yes, he 
remembered it all too well. Damn her, for treating him like incapable 
child; damn her for showing up at the moment when he was the 
weakest, and thwarting his defenses. Damn her for staying, and damn 
her for being so soft and so warm he could not let go. Damn him for not 
wanting to let go. For wanting her to stay forever. “I never wanted her 
to-,” he blurted out, voice trailing in mid-sentence. “It doesn’t give her 
the right…-”

“Doesn’t give her what right, Severus? To care for you? To be worried 
about you? To wish you well?”



“She shouldn’t. By all means, Albus…! The woman is ought to hate me.”

“But she doesn’t. While you refuse to let go of your old grudges.” 

Snape scowled. “What are you trying to say, Albus?” 

Dumbledore gave Snape a guarded gaze. Something about him sizzled,
like the low hum of magic in a young wizarding child. “What I shall say 
is, that perhaps you have something to learn from Hermione Granger.”

“That’s absurd.” 

Dumbledore only shrugged. “Tell me, Severus, when you look in the 
mirror, who is it that you see.”

“That is cruel.”

“All right,” the Headmaster agreed. “We’ll try it from another angle. Can 
you please tell me what terrified you so much the other day, that you 
had to withdraw?”

“I don’t know what you mean.”

“Yes you do,” Dumbledore answered quietly. “Why were you threatened,
Severus?”

“It was… I didn’t. I wasn’t threatened. It was because, I was sick.” He 
clenched his fists. “The child. She came to me, and I pushed her away. I
was cruel. I knew I was hurting her and carried on anyway. I wanted to 
hurt her. She was getting too close; I needed to make sure she’d never 
attempt to reach for me again. And that felt good, crushing her like that, 
like the little, annoying insect she was, avenging the discomfort she put 
me into. Avenging what Justin… what Justin…” A ribbon of blood trickled
down his palm, but he didn’t notice it. “It felt right. Fuck it all to hell. I’m a
sick, sadistic bastard, Albus. I deserve everything he ever did to me. He 
knew I worth shit. I am just like him. And I hated him so much, Albus. 
I hate him so damn much.” 

“You hate him so much,” the old wizard picked up the dying echo of 
Snape's words, “that you never went on with your life. You hated him so 
much that you let him make you hurt Aubrey, in a similar, though not so 



severe way as he hurt you. Tell me, my dear boy, where has your hatred
led you?”

“Stop it, Albus.”

But he didn’t. “Your hatred led you to the exact point where you looked 
in the mirror and you saw Justin Snape. It led you to destruction. Don’t 
you agree with me, then, when I tell you it might now be the time to take
a different path?” 

“There is no different path,” he managed through gritted teeth.

“Yes there is,” Dumbledore objected. “The path Hermione Granger 
chose to take the day she was raped.”

“She was but a child. She didn’t know what she was doing.”

“That’s behind the point. The important thing is where did that choice 
take her?”

“I fail to see your point, Albus.”

“Once again you evade me. But I respect your intelligence, and have no
doubt you’ll be able to complete the process without me. Just give it 
some thought, Severus.”

Shaking, Snape let his fists unclench, staring at the blood smeared on 
his left palm. “She despises me.”

Dumbledore shook his head quietly. “You are the only one who despises
yourself.” 

“I’m returning to my chambers.”

“I believe Poppy is the one you should approach on the matter.”

“That’s what I’m about to do.”

“And ask her to attend to your hand as well.”

“Of course.”



* The Chapter's title is taken from T. S. Eliot's "The Waste Land". 

* Nodens - British God. God of healing; related to the Irish god Nuada.

* Sulis - British Goddess. Goddess of healing, she presided over hot 
springs in Aquae Sulis (modern Bath); often conflated with the Roman 
goddess Minerva.

13 - Chapter 13 – Men Row, Women Must Sail

"No-one was more cherished, no-one tortured
Me more, not
Even the one who betrayed me to torture,
Not even the one who caressed me and forgot."

--I Don't Know if You're Alive or Dead. Anna Akhmatova.

In those forty-eight hours, Hermione had visited Snape several times, all
the while, not managing a proper sleep, haunted as she was by Snape's
words to Aubrey and the man's broken expression when he’d finally 
collapsed. Dumbledore, however, didn't leave his Potions Master even 
once. For all that she knew, the only times the old wizard had left the 
Snape's bedside were those emergencies that required his immediate 
presence. Aside from that, there was no way of removing him. It had 
been said that an unconscious person wasn’t aware of their 
surroundings: Hermione could see the logic behind that argument and 
discounted it nonetheless. Deep in her heart of hearts she knew Snape 
could feel Dumbledore's presence and would miss it once he was gone. 
Aubrey could always tell whether her mother was around. Even deeply 
asleep, she was aware of Hermione’s presence. In Hermione’s opinion, 
Snape was no different. He would know. Hence, she didn't say a word, 
thoughtfully watching the two when she left. 

It was with great worry and some strange, grotesque fascination she 
had observed the elder wizard’s concern engraving itself onto his 



features. Dumbledore’s halo had slowly dulled, and the wrinkles in his 
face had deepened over the last couple of days. She found herself 
wondering what Harry and Ron would have said, if, as an answer to 
their constant questioning of Dumbledore’s motives to trust Severus 
Snape, she had simply told them that the Headmaster loved the Potions
Master like a son. Hermione wondered whether either of the men were 
aware of it. 

So it seemed like Snape was not alone after all. 

Reassured by that knowledge, Hermione retired to her rooms once 
more. A quick shower and she sank into her bed. Sometime during the 
mid-afternoon, she could remember small arms curling around her 
body; little, cool fingers brushing the heated skin of her inner arm. 
Aubrey’s faint, lactic scent surrounded her, and Hermione went quickly 
back to sleep. 

Later, when they were both seated in front of the fire – Hermione with a 
book in her lap, and Aubrey playing with Furball – did the child ask 
about Professor Snape. 

“Is he all right, now?” she inquired, emotions masked behind a carefully 
blank expression. Some day in the future, it occurred to Hermione, 
Aubrey would make a great Slytherin, or at least, a great liar. She 
pushed that disturbing notion aside.

“Professor Snape should be fine now,” Hermione heard herself saying. 
“At least that’s what I’ve been told. He's supposed to be back with us 
once he wakes up.” 

Aubrey seemed to consider something. “Is it… is it because of me?” she
asked after few minutes of silence. 

Hermione creased her brow. “Why are you asking, darling? You surely 
can’t blame yourself for Professor Snape’s condition…?”

The child sighed with frustration. “I knew that’s what you’d say. And no, I
don’t blame myself or anything. Well, okay, so maybe I do, but it’s not 
like I care, like… he didn’t care about what he said to me, right?”

“Not exactly.” Hermione moistened her lips. “All I can share with you is 



my personal impression, but… I think that your presence, or the things 
you told Professor Snape upset him a great deal for some reason. It’s 
true that he hurt you deliberately, but I don’t believe he would have done
so unless you triggered something very private and personal within 
Professor Snape. That is not to say I condone what he did- not at all; 
what he said to you was cruel, brutal, and inappropriate in every 
possible way. I’m only saying that he… acted for a reason, unjustified as
it was. And I also think that knowing how much he hurt you, hurt him as 
well-”

“Why should hurting me hurt him?” Aubrey asked with some bitterness. 

“Well, didn’t you ever say something nasty to a friend, which you 
regretted later?”

“Yes, I have, but I mean…” The girl frowned. “I felt bad because I cared 
about them.” 

“Or because you were ashamed of your behaviour and knew it was 
wrong of you to act the way you did.” 

“So Professor Snape felt bad because he knew he was mean to me?”

“Yes. I think that is one of the reasons. And that’s how, in my opinion, 
you affected his current condition. By making him face guilt he couldn’t 
stand.”

“Well, he deserves it,” Aubrey determined, crossing her arms.

“How very Slytherin of you.”

“Slytherin of me?”

And, at that point, Hermione was glad to stray into a discussion 
concerning the different houses of Hogwarts and their qualities. 

* * *

Having left the infirmary a short time after being diagnosed as physically



capable by Poppy, Snape stalked back to his quarters, where the 
distinctive scent of Hermione Granger and her daughter's milky 
innocence kept lingering, along with the poignant, stale stench of 
alcohol. Where the smirking echoes of his guilt were burnt into the walls 
and into his taste buds, reminding Snape he could never run far 
enough, repent long enough, or suffer deeply enough to pay for his 
crimes. That there was, indeed, no rest for the wicked. Only for Justin 
Snape, and for him alone. 

Young Severus Snape had had several reasons to join Voldemort's 
service. The education he’d received at home, as the youngest son of 
one of the noblest pureblood families, then at Hogwarts, in the house of 
Slytherin, made it easy to go along with Riddle's propaganda. Riddle's 
undeniable charisma played an integral part in Snape's final decision to 
become a Death Eater. But the last incentive, as far as Snape was 
concerned, was Justin's approval. Joining the Death Eater's ranks, 
Snape had become once again his father's son. That is, since deep 
inside, Severus Snape knew Justin was right all along. But if his father 
would approve of him, if his father, only this one time, would be pleased 
with him, then he’d be redeemed. Because Justin Snape, cruel, 
heartless bastard that he was, had been his son's only salvation and 
Severus's only route to forgiveness. 

How wrong, Snape mused, pouring his first glass of whiskey, how 
fucking stupid can one man be.

Justin had never offered, and probably never would’ve offered Severus 
his approval. Even if he had, Snape was able to acknowledge at last, it 
would hardly have made a difference. But life had given him another 
chance. By throwing a young, innocent, silly girl in his path, Merlin only 
knew way, Severus Snape had been granted the opportunity to reform. 
She hadn't asked him whether he wanted her forgiveness; she hadn't 
questioned herself whether he deserved it –he most probably hadn't; 
she hadn't explained, nor had she looked away from him when he’d 
laughed at her. A faceless child with her hair bearing the colour of 
ashes. Hermione Jane Granger. His ashen haired Margarete. His 
victim. 

Slightly dizzy, Snape reached for the closest bookshelf, an empty shot 
glass still held in his wand hand, and reached for a random book. Some 
essays in Transfiguration. Like Potions, it was a subject calling for strict 



attention and sharp sense of observation, and, therefore, one of his 
favourites. He hoped it would be enough to distract him. He sank in the 
high armchair in front of the fireplace, and pouring himself another finger
of whisky, began reading. The flames ascending above the embers 
made him think of animals and objects shaping and reshaping. 
Transfiguration was one of Granger's favourite classes too, or wasn't it? 
Minerva could probably tell- The hell with it! Snape slammed the book 
with uncharacteristic carelessness – he usually treated his books with 
almost reverence – and tossed the offensive object aside. 

The hell with her. She should have stayed away; back in the safe 
burrow she’d dug for herself and her daughter, away from unforgivable, 
irredeemable monsters like him. There was no place for her girl where 
the living image of Justin Snape wandered freely, and could nearly bite 
the child's beautiful, red heart in two. He supposed he was being selfish-
selfish and cruel, while Granger was being careless and stupid. Or 
really? Snape found himself looking at his hands? Too pale, too 
feminine, as his father had once put it, to belong to Justin. Could she 
really expect him to react the way he had? Could he really expect if of 
himself? And, nevertheless, it hadn't prevented him from wishing her 
away from there, where she couldn't remind him of the guilt that had 
never really faded.

They’d told him that Muggle born witches weren’t actually humans and 
therefore, they should not treat them like humans. They’d said the same
things about Muggles and half bloods. His mother was Muggle. He was 
a half blood. It was the name Snape that had made everything different. 
Aniko was Jewish- the Germans had also said Jews were nothing but 
parasites. Dehumanization was a comfortable enough excuse for any 
atrocity. Until her. Until, by forgiving him, Snape had no longer been able
to deny his victim her humanity and had been forced to acknowledge 
her pain and his own shame and disgrace. His own guilt, that had been 
beyond imagination. By the time he’d turned to Dumbledore, Snape had
been ready to be sent to Azkaban, or even better: to have been 
subjected to the Dementor’s kiss. At that time he’d rather have died than
suffer the shame of his actions. But Albus shook his head, and stuffed 
Snape's wand back into his hand, claiming there were many good 
deeds he could still do with his wand. 

No death, then, but restitution. No easy escape, but a long life of 
tribulations and atonement. Snape had been terrorified at the prospect, 



and also, relieved in a sense. Suffering was something he had a great 
deal of experience with. So he’d spent his days wallowing in his literary, 
narrated misery, nurturing his keen sense of tragedy, while engaging in 
the metaphorical, endless game of chess he and his ghost had 
managed since probably forever. That is, until Hermione Granger had 
had the spunk to return to the Wizarding World, with none other 
than his child, to remind Snape, once again, that she was human. That 
they both were human. 

And now he’d done the worst possible thing and had hurt her child. 
Granger had given birth to Aubrey against all conventional wisdom; the 
girl, therefore, must mean everything to her. What a terrible way to 
remunerate the woman who’d given him a second chance in life. Far 
worse than that: the child herself hadn't deserved what he’d said to her. 
Was no more than a victim of the blasted circumstances, which had led 
her to say the wrong things to the wrong man –which had led her to be 
the biological daughter of the wrong father. 

The magic in a young wizarding child could sometimes bend reality 
when they wished strong enough. Over the years, this no longer 
continued to happen, as one's magic was too used to be launched 
through a wand and could not be directed with the power of sheer will. 
There was no point, then, in wishing the things he’d said, unsaid, or the 
past undone. Snape did wonder, though, at the power of both words and
magic to mold the future. 

Unsure as to where he should begin, he approached his potions store, 
and reached for a sober-up potion, to clear the alcohol from his blood. 
With the years and the increasing amounts of drink he consumed, the 
sobering remedy had begun to lose its power over his body, but was 
helpful nonetheless. Snape gulped the contents of the small, opaque 
glass vial, putting it aside for repeated use. He then took a quick 
shower, the scalding water clearing away the rest of the fogginess, and 
set out to look for Granger. 

Snape's first guess – the guests' rooms on the fourth floor – appeared to
be mistaken. Dumbledore, it seemed, had located Granger and the girl 
in a small set of rooms on the teachers' wing. Feeling more nervous 
than he had in years, Snape reached his hand to knock on the modest, 
wooden door. If he had any luck, the child wouldn’t be there, and he’d 
be able to deal only with Granger. Aubrey was a whole different story 



and he still had no idea what to do about her. 

"It's open...!" Granger's lucid, somewhat childish voice poured from 
inside, skimming along against his highly strung nerves. Almost as if she
intended to torture him. Not knowing it was him. 

Clenching his jaw, Snape opened the door. Light, too much light, hit his 
orbs and made his pupils narrow in a cat-like manner. The fire burning in
the hearth spread moderate heat, shining off the bushy hair of the 
woman, who also seemed to spread too much light. His glowing, angelic
St. Granger was sitting on a green, velvet sofa, reading some heavy 
book Snape couldn’t see properly. Her eyes were narrowed as well, but 
with clear mistrust. 

"Professor Snape."

"Miss Granger."

She didn't invite him in. He hadn't expected her to. Or perhaps he had. It
seemed to be in her character, to invite the scorpion in, only to have the 
sting stuck into her soft, lush belly. 

"I need to have a word with you."

Granger looked at him suspiciously. "All right, Professor. Come on, have
your word, I'm listening." 

Stiffly, he closed the door behind him. Since she didn't invite him in, 
though, he didn't step much further inside. 

Granger was still examining the volume in her lap.

Snape cleared his throat. "I would be grateful if you could put that book 
aside momentarily."

She bookmarked the page she was currently reading, and set the tome 
aside. "Very well," Granger said, interlacing her arms across her chest. 
"My time is not unlimited." Her eyes, big and brown, bore into Snape's 
very marrow, writing an indictment across his white, spongy skeleton. 

He wanted to tell her that he knew, that she was indeed right, and that 



Justin was right as well –she was looking at him in a way that made him
defensive, and he had no doubt that any other time he would have 
sneered at her and scorned her, only because she made him feel weak 
and unsure of himself. This time, however, he couldn't. Nevertheless, 
Severus Snape wasn't sure what he could do. He pursed his lips. "I 
want- I think that I-" He cleared his throat once again, forcing himself to 
look her in the eye. "I'd like to offer my sincere apology for hurting your 
daughter. What I said was- it was unforgivable. I would understand if 
you chose to…" his voice trailed, his words lost somewhere between the
airless cage formed where his lungs should’ve been and the strange 
expression of… helplessness, or mercy or just the hell with her- on 
Granger's face. 

It was that mien of naked emotion, on Granger's part, that drove Snape, 
at last, to continue. "I should say…," he uttered with great difficulty, "it 
was not the way to acknowledge the person who- gave me whatever 
chance I’ve had to a moral existence. I'm sorry that you spent your 
forgiveness on me," Snape added quietly. "It is rather clear that it was 
wasted."

Hermione looked at him. "I wasn’t here, at the time, to direct you or tell 
you what to do, with my forgiveness . It was your decision to make it a 
platform from which to move on to a moral existence, not mine. All I 
could’ve done was to forgive you. Nor it is my actions now which 
determine whether it has been wasted." She shook her head, sighing. 
"You’ve offered me your sincere apology, and I accept it. What you 
choose to do, knowing that I have accepted your apology, is once again,
your own decision to make. But more importantly, Professor, it is not my 
forgiveness you should be asking now- it is Aubrey's. I cannot, and will 
not grant you Aubrey's forgiveness."

Snape nodded. "Fair enough. I thank you for your time, Miss Granger."

"You're welcome, Professor."

* * *

“Wha’ do I need to ‘ave ma’ teeth brushed dow?” Aubrey complained, 
her mouth full of foam. 



“Because,” Hermione explained, “I don’t expect you to take the time 
brushing your teeth once you’ve started your pyjama party. Now lean 
over and spit… very good.”

Empty mouthed now, Aubrey raised her eyes to look at her mother. 
“Does it mean I can’t eat anything until tomorrow?”

“Tonight will be an exception,” Hermione told her. “Now, have you 
already decided what nightgown you would like to take?” 

Aubrey bit her lower lip in concentration. “Well… I like the azure with the
girl Smurf, but what about the one with the bunny-rabbits? Oh, which do
you think will be best?”

Hermione tried to mask an expression of impatience. From past 
experience, she knew Aubrey had already settled for one of the gowns, 
but was reluctant to accept her decision. Right now, putting a stop to the
child’s hesitation had depended completely on Hermione’s making the 
right choice of nightgown. If she succeeded in matching Aubrey’s own 
choice, the headache would be over. If she were mistaken, it would start
all over again. Hermione took a deep breath, trying to guess what would
be Aubrey’s current preference. The Smurf girl was big nowadays. “I’ll 
go for the Smurf girl,” she told Aubrey at last, praying to be proved right. 

Aubrey’s grave expression brightened a little. Hermione sighed with 
relief. 

“Well, hurry up and get dressed,” she ordered Aubrey. “The Order 
meeting is at seven thirty and I’d like to be there on time.”

“Oh, you just hop over the fireplace and get there,” Aubrey, who was 
quickly adopting Wizarding time-calculation methods, argued. 

“Not so simple, sweet. Most of Hogwarts fireplaces are Floo proof to the
outer world, and since there won’t be a mass travel through Professor 
Dumbledore’s fire, me and some other people who don’t want to 
Apparate will be using a Portkey. The last Portkey is enchanted to act at
seven and fifteen. I ought to be in the Great Hall in time to take it.” 

“Oh…” Aubrey looked somewhat disappointed. During the last couple of



days she had Flooed to and from several hearths inside the castle and 
had grown very fond of this transportation method. “So when will you be
back?”

“I don’t know, darling. The meeting might go on for some time.”

Ten minutes later, Aubrey was dressed in her Smurf girl nightgown and 
ready to go. 

“Remember, Aubrey,” Hermione told her as they were making the way to
the airy, redecorated classroom in which the children of the Order would
spend the night. “If anything goes wrong, if someone is pestering you or 
you suddenly feel ill- if there’s anything you’d like to ask, go to Mrs 
Boots or Miss Laurence, they are in charge of you. Play nicely with the 
other children, and don’t forget your manners. I’ll be picking you up in 
the morning. Is there anything else you’d like to ask me now, darling?”

Aubrey nodded. They were now standing in front of the room where 
children were slowly arriving, either by themselves, or accompanied by 
a parent. Inside the room, Hermione could see many coloured, stuffed 
cushions, soft looking mattresses and all kind of wizarding goods. 

Aubrey shook her head. “It’s okay, Mum.”

“Will you be all right?” Hermione kneeled, cupping Aubrey’s cheek and 
leaning forward to press a kiss to her forehead. 

“I’ll be fine. Mummy…” Aubrey hesitated for a small second. “Why are 
you afraid to go to that meeting?”

She blinked. “Afraid? Why should I be afraid?”

“That’s what I’m asking you…” Aubrey answered, looking sad and 
confused. “You know… I can stay home if you liked.” 

“No, no,” she hurried to protest. “I am fine and the meeting is going to 
be fun. Don’t worry yourself over me, all right, precious?” 

“Sure… if you say so.”

Hermione smiled. “I say so. Very well, darling. I’ll be going now. Kiss me



goodbye.”

Aubrey giggled, kissing Hermione on the cheek.

“Good. See you tomorrow, love. Take care.” 

“See you tomorrow, Mum. Goodbye.” 

Unnerved by Aubrey’s sharp observation, Hermione walked the rest of 
the way to the Great Hall. Was her distress showing so clearly? She 
forced herself to relax. Yes, there was a good reason why she was 
trying to keep her moral record impeccable. Failing to live up to her 
moral standards had made her disgusted with herself. God, but her 
palms were sweaty. Troubled, she tightened her cloak around her waist, 
willing her insecurity and distress to stay close to her body – where they
would be hidden from the world. She could almost hear Snape’s saying 
something along the lines of; stupid Gryffindor. Strangely, she found the 
image reassuring. A sarcastic Snape was an important milestone in 
Hermione Granger’s idea of normality. 

Anne, who like Aubrey, sensed Hermione’s unease, suggested 
accompanying her to the Order’s meeting. Hermione, wanting to accept 
the offer, had refused. She didn’t deserve to have Anne at her side to 
cling to. She didn’t deserve to have her burden eased. And she could 
not allow herself the mind-numbing oblivion of being comforted. Not if 
she wished to stay focused. 

Feeling uncharacteristically introverted, she joined the three other 
people who were portkeying to the meeting: one of the Aurors, who had 
a mild case of the flu, a middle-aged woman Hermione didn’t recognize,
and a young man, who seemed to be suffering the temporary 
consequences of a nasty curse. Professor MacGonagall, who was in 
charge of the portkeying, was also waiting in the Hall. The Deputy 
Headmistress greeted Hermione with a warm smile. “Are you all ready?”
she enquired in her dry, laconic manner. “Very well. Please, touch your 
hand to this spoon. The Portkey will be activated within ten, nine, 
eight… seconds.”

Hermione extended her arm to touch the Portkey. It wasn’t soon enough
before she felt familiar pull behind her navel and was violently thrown 
into the entrance hall of the family home of the Noble and Most Ancient 



House of Black. Cringing, Hermione readied herself to listen to Mrs. 
Black's flow of insults, giving MacGonagall a surprised glance when it 
didn’t come. 

“Remus Lupin removed it,” Minerva said quietly. “It’s thought to be the 
last thing he did before… well, before.” The tartan-clad witch tightened 
her lips. 

Hermione swallowed. Her throat was suddenly very dry. Dumbledore 
had preceded to tell her about her former DA Professor’s faith, but 
Hermione could not yet grasp the enormity of his actions. She 
remembered Remus Lupin after the premature death of Sirius Black – 
the man was a hollow embodiment of his former self, and remained that 
way until the day she left. Shocked, but unsurprised, she listened to 
Dumbledore as the old man told her about Remus’ decision to take his 
own life. The werewolf had apparently never recovered from the 
heartbreak of the death of his childhood friend and lover. Horrified, 
Hermione tried to stretch her mind to contain the notion of such love. 
The only comparison she could come with was Aubrey. How could she 
blame Remus? She didn’t, and resolved to visit his grave once the snow
melted. You couldn’t talk to the dead, but in their presence, you could 
sometime stare at your own private demons. 

Compelled by a new sense of self-awareness, Hermione gave Minerva 
MacGonagall a brief nod, and followed her into the dining room, where 
the Order’s meetings where held. 

The large room was already crowded with people. The Order, Hermione 
noticed, had grown considerably during the last nine years. Some of the
people she recognized as her own, grown-up schoolmates: Neville 
Longbottom stood several feet away from her, chatting with a witch 
Hermione recognized as Penelope Clearwater; Susan Bones, standing 
beside a former Hufflepuff student, and her aunt, Amelia Bones, as well.
Luna Lovegood, and two other Ravenclaws… the red head of a 
Weasley... Hermione held her breath, then let it out, relieved, as she 
realized it was Percy. She remembered few of the others from her past 
visits to the Headquarters: Mad-Eye Moody; Andromeda, Ted Tonks and
their daughter; Mundungus Fletcher. Some were missing. Wilhelmina 
Grubbly-Plank. Bill Weasley. Remus Lupin. Sirius Black –How could he 
be forgotten? And there, among the crowd, the ghost of Harry Potter, his
arm wrapped around the waist of a very redheaded, very pregnant 



Virginia Weasley. Hermione stared at them as if transfixed. 

Harry was still thin and still short. Yet while the teenager she 
remembered had been gaunt and fragile, this man seemed solid, and 
somehow worldly – an Auror instead of a hero. Ginny who stood beside 
him, was inch and a half taller, and practically aglow with her pregnancy.
Ginny had changed considerably, but since she turned into the woman 
Hermione always imagined she would become, the change was hardly 
noticeable. 

They were beautiful. Having to look at them was so unfair, Hermione 
wanted to scream. That I should be this fat, sweaty witch, with hardly 
even my past to call my own, and you should be Ginny and Harry 
Potter- that you should be what faith has meant you to be… She hated 
them so much. She hated herself so much. Then she was being slightly 
pushed, and a smiling woman with dark, curly hair and creamy 
complexion was apologizing to Hermione. 

“So sorry, Miss, I seem to be very clumsy lately, are you all right? Is that 
seat taken?” The woman chattered onward, not waiting for any kind of 
reply. “That’s wonderful…Ron! Darling! Come over. Strange, you seem 
to be about my age but I can’t place you, oh, my manners. I’m Victoria 
Weasley, you can call me Vicky-“ 

The world was bound to spin. For Christ's sake, she had earned her 
share of unrestrained melodrama. Earned all the cries and elegies and 
disoriented panic that came with the worn out narrative. Why was she 
suddenly calm then, and smiling at him? How could she be so 
nonchalant and cool and so thoroughly numb that his face had barely 
fractured the upper layer of her denial? When they had last met, they 
had made each other into stupid, awkward teenagers. Was it so 
surprising then, that meeting Ron Weasley would make her into a 
foolish adult? 

“Hello Hermione,” clear, emotionless, cutting- she dissected, “long time 
no seen. How do you do?”

A courtesy. 

She smiled in return. “Long time indeed. How do you do, Ron?” 



“Oh, I know who you are!” Victoria Weasley had suddenly exclaimed. 
Her voice – sweet and musical – created a crude dissonance when 
clashing against Ron and Hermione's awkward reticence. 

Hermione wanted to strangle the thin, petite woman. 

“Ronald had told me so much about you!”

Somewhat dizzy, Hermione gave Ron a quizzical look. “Has he?” she 
wondered. “I hope only good things.”

“Of course,” Vicky reassured, “please, come and sit with us-“ she 
invited. “I’m sure you and Ronald have a good deal of catching up to 
do.”

Hermione declined- even before she noticed Ron’s strained expression. 
“I am- I’m here with Anne Rivers,” she blurted out, “She’s a friend of 
mine… Please forgive me….” Ungainly, she cut her way through the 
crowd, as far away as possible from Ron’s towering figure. Anne, whom 
she found at the other end of the room, took one look at her and 
ordered Hermione to sit down. 

“Here, love,” she said, thrusting a mug of cooling coffee into Hermione’s 
shaking hands. “Mrs Potter had been serving some refreshments 
earlier.”

Hermione drank quietly, letting her gaze roam to a blank spot of moss-
covered wall, where she willed it to stay. Ron voice kept ringing in her 
mind as Dumbledore opened the meeting, and it seemed to echo the 
old wizard’s words, just as Ron’s face were flowing down her corneas. 
He looked older, and for some reason- closed, as someone who had 
been hiding a secret or strong emotion behind empty face might look. 
His lush, wavy hair was thinning, but it was still the vivid red she 
remembered. His eyes were still the same glinting brown, and still, held 
a ghost of their former mischief, like happiness long gone but not yet 
forgotten. They were still the eyes of the boy she had loved. 

Hermione could feel, or perhaps imagine Ron, staring at her during the 
entire meeting. Even after most of the crowd had disappeared, and only 
a selected few stayed in the room to listen to Snape’s report, she could 
feel Ron staring at her. Molly and Arthur Weasley had watched her too: 



Harry had also watched her and Ginny as well, but their gazes were 
unimportant, weightless, like snow that melted before it touched the 
ground. There was only another pair of eyes she was aware of, but 
those were avoiding her. Incapable of looking at her in the face after 
launching such a direct apology earlier. It made little difference, since 
she could hardly sink into Severus Snape’s bottomless gaze and lose 
herself. 

There wasn’t an exact moment when she felt she could no longer bear 
it. Only the suffocating knowledge she was being watched. Mumbling 
her apologies, Hermione rose from her seat, stalking toward the door.

The entrance hall was empty. Perhaps the ghost of Remus Lupin had 
been hiding there, somewhere. Perhaps he hadn’t. The room was still 
far too hot. Not bothering to tighten the cloak around her body, 
Hermione slowly unbolted the many locks on the entrance door, 
stumbling into the cold, windy night. 

Grimy windows watched her like huge, omniscient eyes, floating in their 
darkened eye sockets. The derelict buildings all around seemed to nod 
in agreement. And the rushing, chilly wind, howled. The wind always 
howled, because it was always Sirius Black, wasn’t it? Hermione 
wanted to cry. Soft rain began pouring down, caressing her face with icy,
wet strokes. She let it engulf her, feeling the water stream down her 
cheeks like tears. The wind howled. Like the wind always does.

“Hermione.” 

Dolt. She would be back inside in a while, composed and ready to face 
an inquiry. You stupid git, Ron. Why can you never let me be? 

“Yes?”

“Saw you leaving the room,” he stammered. “You didn’t look so well. Are
you feeling all right?”

“Yes, fine.” 

“Well, just wanted to make sure you’re okay.” He shrugged, in a very 
Ron, very boyish manner, and came to stand beside her. “It’s been a 
while.”



“Indeed.”

“It was quite a surprise to hear you’re back.”

“Wasn’t it.” Her throat was tight and hurting, but she forced the empty 
words through. 

“It certainly was. We were given to think you are dead.” 

Hermione ignored this last statement, waiting for Ron’s voice to 
dissipate in the cold, night air. 

“Is that all the answers you’re going to give me?” he asked quietly, a 
lower, desperate note undermining his outer shell of calm.

She closed her eyes, the intensifying rain falling on her heavy eyelids. 
“What do you want to know?” 

“You ran away, didn’t you?”

“Yes, I did.”

“What were you running away from?” 

“It’s… it’s hard for me to talk.”

“It’s damn hard for me to have you back,” Ron growled. “Talk, 
Hermione. Please.”

She uttered a low, bitter laughter. “I was raped. I felt sick with myself. I 
couldn’t look you in the face. I wanted to be gone. I wanted to be in a 
place where nobody knew the girl who had been ruined.”

When he finally replied, Ron’s face was strained with controlled 
emotion. “We didn’t know.”

“How the hell could you?” she parried.

“You could have told us.” he counteracted. 



Hermione swallowed the thick liquid that threatened to run from her 
nose; her tears were wiped away by the pouring rain. “I couldn’t.”

“We were your friends.” his voice was low and dangerous. 

“I know.”

Ron shrugged, and she recognized the unstable tension behind the 
motion – electricity gathering in the air in order to form a thunderbolt. 
The wind screamed in her ears, a shrill, desperate cry, blowing the 
raindrops hither and thither, like swirling snow. Ron cried. “Did it never 
occur to you that we could help you?” he yelled against the violent wind.
“Did it never occur to you that I would have done anything, anything, to 
make you feel better? God damn it, Hermione!” Ron was shouting. “I 
loved you and you cast me aside, together with the rest of the world!”

Hermione sobbed. “It wasn’t that simple!”

“Yes it was! All you had to do was come to me! I would never have let 
anything hurt you!”

“I couldn’t!” she wept desperately, sniffing and wiping her running nose 
with the back of her sleeve. “I was broken and damaged and disgusting.
I didn’t want you to see me like that!” 

“I would have helped you!”

“You would have freaked out!”

“Perhaps,” he answered with a cry, stumbling a little as the wind thrust in
his face, “but it would have been my choice! To hell with it, Hermione, 
why didn’t you come to me??” 

“I told you I couldn’t!” Hermione retched, nauseated, as if her body was 
trying to squeeze all the air out her lungs. “What do you want from me?”
she asked with a broken voice. “It doesn’t matter anymore. The girl you 
knew is long gone. Please let it drop and go away.”

He clenched his jaws. “Are you telling me I should forget you?”

“There is no ‘me’ for you to forget. You don’t know me, Ron! You don’t 



know the woman I have become. Go back to your wife and let me be.” 

“That’s impossible.”

“It fucking is possible!” she screamed. “Just leave me the hell alone!” 

His eyes, she saw, were big and sad and luminous. “Is that what you 
really want me to do?”

“What else can I possibly want you to do?” Hermione cried. “Stop 
playing in-love schoolboy, Ron. We are twenty-seven years old for 
Christ's sake. Things had to change for both of us. You are married. 
We’ve both moved on in our lives.”

Ron fists were clenched. Locking air in deadly traps. “So it was all a 
lie?”

She shook her head desperately. “Ronald Weasley, why do you always 
have to be so thick?” The tears choked her throat. 

“I loved you,” Ron chanted hoarsely. “You should have come to me.”

Hermione sobbed. “I loved you too, don’t you see? That’s why I couldn’t 
come to you.”

“You should have. I would have taken care of you”

“I know, Ron!” she cried in frustration. “What else do you want me to 
do? Crawl on my knees and beg for your forgiveness?”

“No,” he shook his head. “I guess you’re right.”

“Wasn’t I always…?” Hermione noted bitterly. 

“Most of the times.” Ron swallowed. “Hermione… couldn’t we just…?”

“No.” 

“Why are you shutting me off?”

Hermione wiped her face, only to have more rain wetting them. 



“Because you are looking for a girl who no longer exists, ” she told him. 
“She died nine years ago. Please let her be.” 

“If that’s what you want.”

“That is what I want.”

She watched him turn away from her – broken heart stuffed into long, 
graceful frame. “Goodbye, ‘Mione.”

“Goodbye, Ron.” 

* The chapter's title is taken from R. Graves' poem "Sail and Oar". 

14 - A Celebration of Something Not To Do.

He noticed her leaving the room. Granger’s departure wasn’t a 
sequence of actions Snape had followed (as he refused to be watching 
her in the first place) but more of a substance. Better say – the lack of it,
as Snape was constantly aware of Granger’s presence and had been 
alerted once it was removed. Ronald Weasley, he noted, had followed 
her shortly after. The Weasley boy had the ancestral right, or something 
along those lines, to follow her; to make her nervous; to make her cry. 
Was he beginning to feel possessive toward Hermione Granger? 
Somehow, they seemed to be relating to each other through the pain he
caused her. Connected by Granger’s stubborn determination to defy 
him. It was enough of a bond for Snape to attempt trapping it in a cage 
of finely spun words, but hardly more than that. Several words, wistfully 
accurate, were but and all Granger had belonged to him. His claim on 
her was no more than this flimsy definition of shared pain. When did it 
come to be hardly enough? Damn the woman for getting under his skin. 

The double doors of the hall closed behind Weasley’s back. The friction 
of the wooden surfaces resulted in a knock, which was hard enough to 
distract some of the attenders. Not Snape, though. He finished his brief 
report, gave Dumbledore a short nod, and without frivolous mannerism, 
sat back in his place.



Albus Dumbledore took over the session with an acquired smoothness. 
The wizened wizard's managing the Order’s meetings had become, 
over the years, a matter of protocol. Dumbledore was a talented 
speaker, gifted with the capability to force a room full of people into 
subdued silence. Hogwarts current Headmaster was not, however, the 
actual leader of the fight. Most ignored it, some admitted it reluctantly, 
but the true leader of the campaign against the Dark Lord and his 
minions was Harry James Potter. 

Albus Dumbledore wasn’t a man of war. He thrived during peace times, 
where his quiet strength and deep fountain of wisdom would come to full
use. But he was not a warrior. Dumbledore, Snape suspected, had 
known grief and joy, fury and sorrow, and above all, great, flowing love, 
for all living things. But the older wizard hadn’t ever known hatred. 
Something in his ancient, spongy bones, refused to sustain it. And war- 
war demanded you to exterminate your enemies, and in order to kill; 
you had to be familiar with the concept of taking a life out of hate- of 
loving so much – that you had to hate those who inflicted pain and 
sorrow on your beloved. Dumbledore was a creature of many 
contradictions, but his core was simple – like an old, strong, English oak
tree. This paradox was an oxymoron Albus Dumbledore could not 
contain. 

Potter, on the other hand, could. No, it wasn’t Potter the boy, who was 
stronger than Albus Dumbledore. The child Potter, Snape remembered, 
had been a nervy bundle of sizzling, unfocused power, who could not 
concentrate all his different emotions in order to channel enough power 
through his wand. It was the grown up, Auror Potter; it was the husband 
Potter, who could finally gather his magic and the force of his charisma 
into a deadly fist of magic. It was Harry Potter, the father of five children,
who had enough love in him to produce enough hate. And this man was,
indeed, more powerful than Albus Dumbledore. Snape could never 
actually bring himself to like the man. Potter reminded him too much of 
a humiliation he would rather forget. But then he grew older, and the 
striking resemblance to James Potter, dead at twenty-two, had finally 
subsided. Potter himself settled down, and Snape no longer had to 
teach him. Somewhere along those years, he found he could regard 
Potter from a safe distance. That the mere sight of the boy no longer 
unnerved him. That it was all right. Thus, along with the Hogwarts 
Headmaster, Snape had become one of Potter’s steadier supporters. 



He was reassured of his choice once again as Potter came to speak. 
Words didn’t came too fluently to him, his knowledge was wide on these
subjects in which he was interested, and sparse on others, but he was 
clear minded, had the sharpest sense for strategy, and knew whatever it
was a person had to know, to make people follow him blindly. Potter 
spoke with clarity and enthusiasm, and Snape usually followed his 
speech keenly. Not today, though. For the second time this evening, 
Snape wished Granger in hell. It wasn’t characteristic of her to leave a 
meeting in mid-session. Though he told himself several times that 
Granger had probably joined the giggling bunch of dunderheads who 
were attempting to decorate 12 Grimmauld Place for the coming party, 
Snape could not forget her troubled expression as she had turned to 
leave the room. 

Granger’s actions the other day had cornered Snape into a certain kind 
of response: she had created a friction, and he had therefore been 
bound to react. There was no pattern to his awareness of her, only the 
inability to block the knowledge that she was there. Admitting that 
Dumbledore was right, and he was working himself to death seemed to 
be the easier explanation. The notion he was losing control was much 
more bothering. 

He made it through the meeting by reciting an excessive part of 
Candide. A satire designed to point out the fallacy of Leibniz's theory of 
optimism and the hardships brought on by the resulting inaction toward 
the evils of the world, Snape usually chose to ignore the historical 
context, and enjoy Voltaire’s novella as a gothic tale about human 
stupidity. One of his university Professors had once been shocked at her
student's thoroughly demagogic analysis of the work. He wrote the 
essay whilst in an exceptionally dark mood, bantering with Nikholai who 
had been drunkenly reciting Akhmatova’s White Flock. Snape’s essay 
brought him a double alpha. Nikholai returned to the USSR, and one 
day, his letters ceased to arrive. 

Several minutes before Candide was forced into the army, the meeting 
had ended. Snape allowed the words to sink to the bottom of his mind 
as he rose to exit the room, not wishing to find himself engaged in some
obligatory occasional conversation. Looking for some fresh air, he 
crossed the entrance hall – bereft of its Mistress and still too quiet after 
all these years – and turned to the door. Unlocked. Probably just 



another Muggle-lover smoking a half-time cigarette under an aging 
cornice. 

The wind, lashing and cruel, howled in his ears once he opened the 
door, carrying needle-sharp raindrops to slap his face. Not minding the 
weather, Snape stepped into the vicious rain. The cold was bliss. Or he 
willed it to be. Around him there was Muggle neglect –he remembered it
all too well from his University days. Artificial filth – plastic, and paper 
bags and all sort of other Muggle inventions that were unnatural: rotten 
leftovers; overgrown weeds denting the edge of the pavement. It 
seemed like a night for Firewhiskey. 

For quite some time, he stood brushing the edges of the storm, ignoring 
the rain that soaked his cloak, and the wind, which was disheveling his 
hair. Noticing the rounded figure, he was inclined to dismiss it as a trick 
of his mind, a mirage created by the rushing storm. Then she turned to 
look at him, and he could only answer her gaze with mindless 
amusement – expression that survived just long enough before Granger
turned her head once again. 

Ten minutes passed, and then another ten. Snape’s robes were soaked 
and so was his hair, flattened to his head, dripping water. He was 
shivering, -a counteract to prevent hypothermia, but staying outside in 
the cold for much longer wasn’t a clever idea. His lower lip was already 
cracking. Snape turned to leave, then was reminded of Hermione 
Granger, who was still occupying the same spot, possibly staring into 
space. How long had Granger been outside? He took several steps 
toward her, stopping some distance from the crouched figure. 

“It’s cold,” he grunted. “You should get inside.”

“Right.”

Snape turned to leave; sure she was following him. Several feet from 
the door, he noticed her absence. “Granger!” He called above the 
shrieking wind. “Do you have a death-wish? Gather your wits and come 
over.” 

She didn’t bother to respond. Irritated, Snape retreated his steps. 
“Stupid woman. If you want to get yourself worked up, there are much 
safer ways to achieve a satisfying result than hypothermia. Come on, 



you idiot: we are going to improve our acquaintance with a wonderful 
Muggle invention called vodka.”

“Leave me alone, Snape. Regardless of what you may think, alcohol is 
not the answer to all the world’s problems.”

“Be surprised, Miss Granger. Now come along,” he ordered her in his 
most scathing voice. “I have no wish to drag you.” 

Snape didn’t watch her turning to follow him – or else he might have 
been scorched by the expression of sheer helplessness that stained her
pale features – and walked away. 

“Where are we going?” she asked him.

“First, to retrieve your outer cloak, as it’s clear you were silly enough 
leave the house without it. Then we shall Apparate to a place that I 
know of- it’s a Muggle pub, called The Eagle and the Child, or The Bird 
and Baby as it is known in Oxford. I’ll give you the exact set of 
Apparating coordinates once we’re ready to go. I used to go there as a 
student. I still do.” He opened the door, waiting for her to step in. 
Granger seemed surprised by the automatic courtesy, but held her 
tongue. 

“Get your cloak, and take off your outer robes- I take it you do wear 
Muggle clothes underneath. If you don’t, I can assure you anyway that 
Oxford has already seen its share of peculiarities, and I doubt if 
anybody will pay any attention.” 

Quickly, he removed his winter-cloak and robe, hanging it on the coat 
peg, which was already occupied by several cloaks. Luckily, Granger’s 
was amongst them.

“Had anyone told me I’ll someday see Professor Snape in a t-shirt and 
jeans I’d probably have sent them to St. Mungo’s. 

Snape glared at her. Her eyes and nose were reddened and swollen, 
and her hair clung to her skull in a miserable imitation of a drowned rat. 
Ignoring her distress, he growled. “As opposed to common belief among
Muggle borns, Wizarding anachronism stretches only to a certain 
degree. It’s winter, it’s cold, and a wizard would be mad not to wear 



anything underneath his robes. Are there some more witty notions you’d
like to share with me, or can we Apparate?” 

“I’m sorry, Pro-”

“Cease this stupid apologising this instant- people seem to be making a 
habit of apologising to me recently, and I can’t say I care about it.” 

“Afraid to set your villain façade aside?”

He snorted. “Playing with fire once you proved you can’t stand the burn 
is pathetic.” 

“Your banal use of this cliché is pathetic.”

“Yes,” he agreed. “But I’m willing to pay the price for following this line of
argument. The question is, are you?” 

“You grant yourself the privilege of benevolent judgment.” 

She obviously didn’t expect Snape to throw his head backward and 
burst in laughter. “And of course, there’s no one more appropriate than 
you to be the judge of that.” Sobering quickly, he gave her a scornful 
look. “Now belt up. I do not appreciate idiotic blubberers. At least, not 
while I’m still sober. These are the coordinates,” he told her as they 
exited the Black family house. “Do try not to get yourself splinched.” 

He Disapparated with a sharp pop, balancing himself quickly and 
moving aside as Hermione Granger Apparated beside him on the small 
back lane. She landed unevenly, and before she could steady herself, 
Granger was tumbling forward. He lunged toward her, catching her in 
his arms, just before she landed in a heap on the damp flagstones. 

Snape cursed quietly while helping her to her feet. “Silly girl! Why didn’t 
you tell me your apparition skills had gone rusty?” 

“Oh, shut up, Snape. It was none of your business.” Hurrying to distance
herself, she straightened her cloak, shifting a stray curl behind her left 
ear. 

“You could have splinched!” He rebuked her. “Did it occur to you for a 



moment that the Ministry is closed for the holidays, and you might stay 
halved for the next twenty-four hours for any passing Muggle to see?” 

“Well, and to think that I thought you cared about what might happen 
to me.” 

Snape narrowed his eyes. “Cynicism does not become you.” 

She tightened her jaws, sniffing hard. “Many things do not become me, 
Professor.”

He was surprised at Granger’s sudden seriousness. “It is true-,” he 
admitted. “But there are measures to everything. And I find that – more 
than anything else – cynicism does not suit you.” 

“Perhaps you’re right. Does it bother you? Me, being sarcastic?” 
Moistening her lips, she shifted her gaze, deliberately not looking at 
him. 

Snape contemplated his answer. “Try asking me again, after we had at 
least five shots.”

“Five shots?” She cried. “You must be crazy. I’m going to drop dead 
after the second shot.”

“Really? How depressing. So you’ll just have to sit quietly and watch me
drink.”

“Where are we going from here?” 

“Follow me.”

He led Granger through the back lane and into the street, where they 
walked in silent companionship to number 49. Affectionately known to 
locals as the 'Bird and Baby', this famous old pub was a hotchpotch of 
tiny, old-fashioned rooms, which lead eventually to a large conservatory 
area at the rear. 

Leaving Granger in one of the small rooms, Snape found the barman, 
and after a short conversation, was back to Hermione with half sized 
bottle of Stolichnaya, and two shot glasses in his hand. 



“Well,” leaning forward, Snape poured the placid, translucent liquid to 
the glasses. “Four things that Mother Russia has been blessed with- or 
so my dear friend Kolya used to say. Blood-crazed dictators, its 
literature, a fucking awful climate. And vodka.” He signed for Granger to 
pick up her drink. In return, she closed three chubby fingers around the 
glass. A small, child-like hand, lifting a shot-glass full of vodka. The 
image was sweet and disturbing. 

Snape nodded. “Let us drink to Mother Russia. Na Zdorovye!” 

“To Mother Russia,” Granger chanted.

Snape emptied the glass with one gulp. Granger, who did the same, 
was now coughing violently. 

“Dear God!” she exclaimed, “that stuff could paralyze a grown 
elephant.” 

“Exactly. Being born in Murmansk, Kolya used to pour the first shot in 
October, and stay drunk until mid May.” 

“Well, Murmansk is on the Arctic circle,” Granger protested. “We’re in 
Oxford.” 

“Which is the reason I do bother to sober up from time to time.” Snape 
remarked laconically, pouring them a second shot. “Your turn, Miss 
Granger.” 

“Oh,” she stammered. “Oh.”

Snape glared at her. “Well, come on.” 

Granger seemed to consider her next words. “All right,” she said at last. 
“You said cynicism does not become me, and you were right, of course. 
I hope you’ll excuse my melancholy, then, or perhaps simply being tired 
and angry and wishing to have cynicism as resort. Let’s see if I 
remember correctly- Some say the world will end in fire, some say in 
ice. From what I’ve tasted of desire, I hold with those who favor fire. But 
if it had to perish twice, I think I know enough of hate, to know that for 
destruction ice, is also great. And would suffice. To each of the two, I 



guess.”

Snape nodded in agreement. “For each of the two. Cheers. Now if I’m 
allowed to ask,” he said few minutes later, watching tears of nausea 
wetting Granger’s face. “Why Frost?” 

“Talkative now, aren’t you?” She shook her head. “Please, forget that 
last comment. I’m irritated and not myself right now. Why Frost… 
Probably because he seemed to know loneliness and loss, and I seem 
to be… lacking the words to put my own loss and loneliness in focus. 
He expresses it for me. Don’t you ever feel that way about an artist?”

She was all too accurate. “Perhaps,” he told her after a while. 

“What is your poem?”

“What do you mean?” he retorted.

“Your poem.” Granger frowned, looking for an accurate definition. “The 
one poem that… explains you as an entity. That you’d choose as an 
epigram to your life. Do you have one?”

“Well…” His eyebrows knotted in concentration. “Not me as a whole, 
but- there might be a poem I find myself pondering from time to time… 
Hell, I’m not drunk enough for that.” Snape reached for his third shot. 
“To poetry?”

Hermione shook her head. “To letting others forge our symbolism of 
misery. For allowing others to impersonate our emotions for us.” 

“All right.” And with that, Snape lifted the glass, and downed his drink. 

In front of him, Granger was blinking back the tears in her eyes. “I think I
reached my limit,” she told him. “One more shot of this and I’ll be 
stumbling to the dungeons first thing in the morning, begging you for a 
hangover potion.” 

“Knowing when to stop is a virtue,” he commented dryly. “Knowing how 
to beg is also a virtue.” 

“So kinkiness turns you on?”



“Excuse me?”

“Oh, come on, Professor!” she protested in a sloppy manner, waving her
hand in a way to indicate a nearing state of intoxication. “What’s the 
point in being drunk with you if I can’t squeeze some embarrassing 
admission you’d blush to repeat in the morning?” 

“The point in getting drunk-” he told her, “is to not mind. You see, I can’t 
say drinking makes me forget, but it numbs the sharp edges. For a 
while. So do stop pestering me, and concentrate on ignoring your own 
problems.”

“Not a chatty drunk, are you?” 

“I cannot say. It’s been a while since I got drunk in company.”

“How long?”

“Years. Probably… not since my university days.”

Granger processed the information. “With Kolya?”

“With Kolya.”

“You were a student here in Oxford?”

“Is that a question?” he snarled. 

“Perhaps. What did you study?”

“Literature and Chemistry.”

Granger gaped stupidly. “I’d never have imagined you attending a 
Muggle University… and studying Literature…” 

He snorted. “That will teach you never to trust an overdeveloped 
imagination. Now, why are we talking about me? Why are we talking at 
all?”

“Because you invited me for a drink, and I am a chatty drunk.” 



“Then I won’t repeat that certain mistake.”

She shrugged, index finger brushing the gilded rim of her empty glass. 
“You said there’s a poem…”

“I said no such thing.” Glowering at her, he poured himself another 
shot. 

“Okay. Then just… this poem. Can you recite it?”

“It’s long.”

“Do you see me hurrying anywhere?”

“All right. I see your point.” Snape reached for the glass, downing his 
fourth shot. “Fine. By the time I’ll finish this, I’ll be drunk enough not to 
regret reciting the blasted thing. Now shut up and let me try to 
remember the opening lines.”

Granger leant into the backrest of her seat, watching him with her 
prominent, brown eyes. Not pretty in any way, he thought, only very big, 
and slightly sunken. It was the expression they held – like a soft, 
distinguishably feminine hand nestling a ripe fruit: plum or apple or pear 
– that made you think her eyes were beautiful. It was this restrained 
expression of eagerness, glowing and childish and enthusiastic; like a 
little child who could hardly contain his anticipation, or a woman about to
reach climax, to fool the observer. So sweet. Snape sighed, and with 
heavy heart, let his lips form Celan’s words.

“Black milk of daybreak we drink it at nightfall
we drink it at noon in the morning we drink it at night
drink it and drink it
we are digging a grave in the sky it is ample to lie there
A man in the house he plays with the serpents he writes
he writes when the night falls to Germany your golden hair Margarete
he writes it and walks from the house the stars glitter he whistles his 
dogs up
he whistles his Jews out and orders a grave to be dug in the earth
he commands us strike up for the dance



Black milk of daybreak we drink you at night
we drink in the mornings at noon we drink you at nightfall
drink you and drink you
A man in the house he plays with the serpents he writes
he writes when the night falls to Germany your golden hair Margarete
Your ashen hair Shulamith we are digging a grave in the sky it is ample 
to lie there

He shouts stab deeper in earth you there and you others you sing and 
you play
he grabs at the iron in his belt and swings it and blue are his eyes
stab deeper your spades you there and you others play on for the 
dancing
Black milk of daybreak we drink you at nightfall
we drink you at noon in the mornings we drink you at nightfall
drink you and drink you
a man in the house your golden hair Margarete
your ashen hair Shulamith he plays with the serpents

He shouts play sweeter death's music death comes as a master from 
Germany
he shouts stroke darker the strings and as smoke you shall climb to the 
sky
then you'll have a grave in the clouds it is ample to lie there

Black milk of daybreak we drink you at night
we drink you at noon death comes as a master from Germany
we drink you at nightfall and morning we drink you and drink you
a master from Germany death comes with eyes that are blue
with a bullet of lead he will hit in the mark he will hit you
a man in the house your golden hair Margarete
he hunts us down with his dogs in the sky he gives us a grave
he plays with the serpents and dreams death comes as a master from 
Germany

your golden hair Margarete
your ashen hair Shulamith.” 

He finished, stretching out his hand to pour himself another shot. Only 
after gulping the drink, he could focus his attention on the woman. She 
was staring at him, an odd expression of anguish darkening her 



features, brow creased with concentration. “That is…” she began… 
“This is painful.”

Snape looked at her with evident boredom. 

“I…” Granger was biting on her lower lip. “That poem... it’s almost 
offensive. As if the author scorns you for daring to forget. Please, 
Professor- you should not… perhaps I’m wrong to feel obliged to 
response –this sleepless sitcom culture we, Muggles, consume 
everywhere educates us to manifest our opinions but rarely teaches us 
to how to listen. Maybe I’m forgetting the value of silence, but… do you 
know – no other person has ever made me feel like that. That I should 
justify my behaviour all the time. Heavens, I’m overreacting. I’m 
probably drunker than I feel.”

He sneered. “The reason you feel obliged to constantly justify your 
choices to me is because I don’t automatically approve of your every 
action. I thought you’d have the grace to grow out of this annoying habit.
Seems like I’ve been mistaken.” 

Snape probably expected her to be offended, so he was surprised when
she wasn’t. “You’re wrong, Professor. It is true that for a long time I 
longed for approval. It hadn’t been easy for me in Hogwarts as a Muggle
born. I felt under great pressure to prove that I was worthy of my 
schoolmates who had grown up with magic-“

He snorted. “Foolish girl. You were twice as talented as any of them, 
and you should have known that.”

Granger appeared to be surprisingly serene. “Do you know it’s the first 
compliment you ever paid me?” Hermione said softly. She didn’t wait for 
Snape’s response, however. “I knew I was… capable. Nonetheless I 
was also shy, and insecure. I changed over time. By my fifth year I was 
relatively sure of my skills. But I still looked for your approval. One 
reason was that you never offered it, and could hardly be expected to 
offer it. Another one was that I looked at you as… sort of a role model. 
Not for human relations needless to say, but as a brilliant man and as 
my teacher. And last- you were simply incredibly annoying and insolent. 
It was challenging.”

Reluctantly curious, he fixed his gaze on her. “You were a schoolgirl. 



One could have expected that what you have been through… should 
have cured you from your apparent misgivings.”

“Why?” she asked him. “Are you any more approving now than you 
have been? Or any less brilliant and offensive?”

“No, you fool. I just ruined your life, that is.”

She nodded in agreement. “You know what they used to say – life 
happens. I could not let the tragedies of my past prevent me from 
moving forward.” 

“How endearing.”

“Now who’s being cynical?”

“Unlike you, it would be uncharacteristic of me not to display any sort of 
cynicism.” 

“Of course.” Contemplatively, she reached for a glass, frowning as she 
saw it was empty.

Snape gave her a questioning look. “More vodka? Something else?”

“Let it be something weaker. For me at least. And perhaps something to 
nibble?”

Laughing, he rose to his feet. 

“Stop that! I have every right to be fat!”

“Well, as long as I never hear anything from you about malnourishment, 
I believe I can respect that. What would you like to drink?”

“Lager will be just fine.” 

When he returned several minutes later with their drinks and some pork 
scratchings, she looked somewhat dizzy – her soft, generous limbs 
were jammed against her seat, and she was watching him with eager 
gaze. “Oh, God!” she mumbled, reaching for the pork scratchings. “Do 
you know how long it is since I ate any of these?” Granger demanded, 



dreamily chewing on the dry roasted crackling. “You evil, evil man. 
You’re going to make me fat.”

“Correct me if I’m mistaken, but isn’t this the purpose of all Muggle junk 
food?”

“No, at least not directly. Muggle junk food is made to make money. 
Getting people fat is only an entertaining side benefit.”

“Really?”

“Would I lie to you?” She smiled widely, as much as her lips could 
stretch while not actually open. “What are you drinking?”

“Whiskey,” he answered, lifting his Jameson’s.

“I though we came here for the vodka.”

“True, but now that we have quite enough vodka to get me slightly 
drunk, I can move on to finer drinks.” And he eyed Hermione’s lager with
clear disgust. 

“Criticizing your companion’s choice of drink does not make you more 
attractive. Especially when you’re the one to move to whiskey after 
consuming an industrial amount of taste-bud numbing poison.”

“Fortunate, then, that I’m not attempting to be attractive.”

Granger uttered an amused sigh. “Wrong wording, my mistake. 
‘Bearable’ would be more accurate.” 

“If bearable is what you’re looking for, I recommend you might look 
somewhere else.”

“Point taken.” She sipped her drink. “Let’s play a game.”

“A game?”

“Don’t look so startled. I’m drunk and you’re drunk, why not make the 
best of it?”



“I guess it depends on what you’re defining as ‘best’.” 

“Having a civil conversation is sufficient?”

“Barely. What kind of game were you thinking of?”

“It’s not painful, I assure you. Three questions- no, let’s make it one for 
each round, so not to burden you. Any question is acceptable, and the 
other person must answer it.”

“No.”

“Please, it would be fun. You’d get to ask me all these compromising 
things and I can ask if you think I’m too fat and you’d have to give me an
honest answer.”

Snape shook his head. “I don’t think it’s a good idea.”

“It probably isn’t,” she agreed with him. “But it can still be amusing.”

“Or dangerous.” 

“Afraid of little honesty?”

He sneered. If Granger believed she was going to be able to trick him 
into a dare, she was clearly mistaken. He was too old for that. “Yes I 
am,” he told her, “and if you had any brains, you’d be as well.”

She was suddenly serious. “I’m not going to use… whatever knowledge 
I might gain against you. You know that, don’t you?” 

He chose to ignore her.

“Severus…” she was now leaning slightly forward, “I’m never going to 
hurt you, you must be… aware of that?”

“Don’t be ridiculous,” he growled. 

“So…would you…?”

“Blast. All right, if that’s the only way to make you shut your mouth.”



“Of course!” She seemed smug. “There has to be something in that for 
you too, doesn’t it? Would you like to begin?”

“I’d like you to shut up.”

“Then it means I’m asking and you do the talking.”

“Fine.”

Granger shrugged, making herself comfortable in her seat. “Okay. Let’s 
start with something easy.”

Snape found himself wondering how ‘easy’ might be defined in 
Hermione Granger's lexicon. On the other hand, she was a Gryffindor. 
Impaling a man on a verbal dagger, then twisting it to inflict the greatest 
possible pain, was a Slytherin art. Gryffindors hardly knew how to use 
their fists correctly. 

“Well…” She bit on some more crackling, watching him closely. “Why 
Literature? I can understand Chemistry, but not Literature. Now, bear in 
mind that you’re expected to give a full, detailed answer.”

Snape considered her choice of question. Artificially innocent, and yet, 
much too personal for his liking. “I chose to study literature,” he told her, 
“because it was my chance to indulge in something I actually loved. I 
knew I had a talent for Potions, so Chemistry seemed to be a logical 
back up, but Literature… I love words. They fascinate me. I could never 
write; my wizarding blood probably runs too thick and too old to allow for
any kind of artistic creativity – but being able to academically and 
intellectually peruse my interest in literature,” his voice became strained,
and he fought to keep it even. “Being able to do so, I felt…” redeemed, 
he thought and refrained from using the word. “It gave me a great 
pleasure.” 

Granger worried her lower lip. “I… think I can understand what you’re 
talking about.”

Do you? He thought. Did you ever know such deprivation that 
discovering a new, fascinating academic skill gave you such 
happiness? Well, perhaps she did. She was Hermione Granger after all.



She coughed. “It’s your turn now.”

“Is it.” Was there anything he wanted to ask her? It would be strange to 
acknowledge that there were things he wanted to know, and even 
stranger to actually ask any question. Snape settled for something 
marginal. “You named your daughter Aubrey. That is usually considered 
a masculine name. Any reason for that?”

Hermione smiled at the mentioning of her daughter. “Aubrey. I was in 
love with the name ever since I was young. Truth is, I hoped my baby 
would turn out to be a boy so I could name him Aubrey. The name 
makes me think of… golden autumn, and lemony morning sky. Of early 
spring, and the first blossoms. It has… clarity about it, and simplicity, 
and a certain kind of sweetness, not manifested, but nonetheless 
existent. I wanted my child to be all those things. I wanted to bestow 
upon her all the good images that relate to this name in my mind. I 
wanted her to be… happy, and luminous and quiet and bright with joy. 
So I named her Aubrey.” She watched him closely, those eyes of her 
seeming to absorb and preserve every tiny splinter of response on a 
hidden film of memory. “My turn now. What is… your biggest regret?” 

Snape scowled at her. “That’s private.”

Granger grinned. “I know.”

“Insolent brat. Oh, very well. My biggest regret…” Snape pinched the 
bridge of his nose. “How unexpectedly, I became a Death Eater. There 
are many things I did, in the Dark Lord’s service, which I regret now, but 
the thing I regret the most is- betraying my mother. Aniko was a strange 
creature – as far as I know, her English vocabulary did not stretch 
beyond hundred words. The Wizarding World was something she never 
understood, and in fact, never wished to understand. Therefore, there is 
no telling how she became aware of the nature of… my new loyalties. 
My father of course, mocked her notions and told me to ignore her. But 
I… could not defy her any further. She told me, that she would not be 
the mother of a Nazi beast. That I was no longer her son. She was 
right.” Snape didn’t wait for Granger’s response, unwilling to withstand 
any fake empathy, or any nonsensical cooing. Instead, he asked her the
first question that came to mind. “Why were you upset when I found 
you?” 



Granger hissed, as if his words hit a raw spot. Intoxicated by her own 
poison. “I had an argument… with Ron. Ronald,” she corrected. “I’m not 
so sure what I should call him right now. He was… angry with me for 
running away- for throwing away all that we had together then. For 
betraying it. His anger was justified; I could not… protect myself. It was 
like being naked in front of him. And I think- this conversation made me 
understand that he still loves me. Or rather loves the person I once was.
I pushed him. I hurt him. Again. And I have this bitter taste of missing 
him in my mouth, because I was suddenly forced to face what might 
have been – should have been – and it’s hard for me to deal with it.” 
She reached for another piece of pork crackling, chewing it as if the 
rhythmical movement of her jaws or the explosion of flavours in her 
mouth would take away the worst of the sting. “Me now. What drove 
you… to hurt Aubrey, the other day?” 

This was only getting worse. Snape took a sharp breath, trying to sort 
out an appropriate answer. “I don’t know. Not precisely. Her actions 
provoked a sense of self-awareness I could not deal with. I think she 
came too close and so I just had to push her away. Fuck that! And be 
quiet! I know that’s not the answer you want. Why did I hurt her? 
Probably because I’m a prick who knows of no better way to handle 
people. It was the most natural response for me, and so I acted. And 
yes, I'm damn sorry for the things I said.”

Granger nodded. “That’s… an acceptable answer.”

“Good for you. So why did you come back?”

She tucked a stray lock of hair behind her ear. “I came upon a discarded
newspaper- it was the New-York’s magical community’s issue. There 
was a short note, concerning the British Wizarding World’s continuing 
struggle against its current Dark Enemy. Dry, heartless, laconic report. It
made me realise I was needed- that there is no one else to fight this 
battle for us. A Gryffindor sense of morality, you might say. I suppose it’s
true. Aside from that, this week helped me see that I need this form of 
closure. I left the Wizarding World at a moment of personal catastrophe,
but my wounds were left open. I need to close the cycle in order to be 
whole again –as much as I’m ever going to be whole, but that’s enough 
for me.”



“It’s a brave decision.”

“It’s an inevitable decision,” Granger said. “It had to be taken.” She took 
another sip from her drink. It occurred to him she looked tired- that he 
had been looking at her for quite a long time now, without 
comprehending the sadness that had embedded the dark circles under 
her eyes and had curved premature lines unto her skin. This tiredness 
should have distracted her; numbed her senses, but it only made her 
aim more accurate. She answered his gaze with a steady, 
straightforward look. “My turn.”

He confirmed. “Your turn.”

“Who hurt you so?”

His fist clenched around an empty shot-glass. A nasty crack was 
zigzagging down the thick glass. “That’s none of your business. Don’t 
ask me more, unless you’re willing to face the consequences.” 

Granger nodded. “All right. I take that question back. Tell me instead, 
what would be the consequence had I pressed that particular point?”

He watched her with narrowed eyes. “I would have fucked you, or hit 
you, or both, until I could no longer remember and I could no longer 
breathe and I could no longer feel.” 

“I would… take that into consideration.” Granger took another sip of her 
drink. 

“Good.”

“Good.” Snape watched her with growing amusement. It seemed like 
they were sitting there, exploring the limits of the pain they could legally 
cause to each other. The pain that they could willingly take. Something 
about this woman, about Hermione Granger, made it possible to endure,
while making it much, much more difficult. For some reason, he heard 
Albus’ words floating in his mind. 

…Perhaps you have something to learn from Hermione Granger. Tell 
me, my dear boy, where did your hatred lead you? 



…Won’t you agree with me, then, when I tell you it might be the time to 
take a different path…? 

Snape let his gaze trail along the rounded face, noting the big, 
expressive eyes; the somewhat flattened nose; the generous, pale lips. 
Sparse freckles dotted her nose and cheeks, creating a somewhat 
childish impression. Simple. Open. Illuminated. Annoyingly so, because 
it was something he could not touch. Snape frowned, opening his mouth
to speak. “Why did you forgive me?”

Granger seemed slightly surprised at his question. “Oh, that’s easy,” she
said. “I forgave you because you needed you be forgiven.”

His voice turned frosty. “Care to explain, Miss Granger?”

“Not at all.” She watched him closely, as if trying to work out Snape’s 
sudden remoteness. “Buddhism points out three marks to conditioned 
existence,” she began slowly. “One of them is Anicca: All things and 
experiences are inconstant, unsteady, and impermanent. Every thing is 
made up of parts, and is dependent on the right conditions for its 
existence. Everything is in flux, and so conditions are constantly 
changing. Things are constantly coming into being, and ceasing to be. 
Nothing lasts. I believe in that. I also believe in the existentialist doctrine
that existence takes precedence over essence. We are altering the 
world as we go. Magic is nothing but the empirical materialization of this
notion. I suppose that in retrospect one might say that making such a 
decision on my part was impossible, taking my condition at the time into 
consideration – I think it actually worked the other way around. I was so 
terrified, so horrified and scared, that I could barely think coherently. 
That’s where my more… call it baser instinct, or some inherent 
knowledge of the universe every human being is born with, kicked in.” 

Granger sighed. “I can see you’re finding this explanation extremely 
foolish and over melodramatic, but I would appreciate it if you could 
restrain your contempt for a bit longer. Anyhow, as I was saying, I 
believe that it was partially due to those circumstances that I was able to
take said decision. The look in your eyes-,” she breathed deeply. “You 
needed me to forgive you. It was the right thing to do, and so, I did it. 
And post factum, I’m glad of it. I would have forgiven you at the end 
anyway, for myself, for Aubrey, for my sanity. But at that moment- I 
forgave you because I could. Because you needed me to change the 



world for you.”

* The chapter's title is taken from Charles Bukowski's poem "Young in 
New Orleans". 

* The Poem Hermione is reciting to Snape is Robert Frost's "Fire and 
Ice". The Poem Snape is reciting is Paul Celan, "Fugue of Death". 

* The short description I brought of Voltaire’s Candide, is borrowed from 
an unknown writer on essaycrawler. The short explanation 
about Anicca is taken 
from: http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Buddhism#Principles_of_Buddhism, to 
anyone who might wish to gain some basic knowledge of Buddhism. 

* For the short illustration I gave of The Bird and the Baby I should thank
a tourist's guide for Oxford, somewhere on the net, which is lost to me, 
now that I moved to new computer. Being meticulous as ever and 
saving the information, I can now copy-past it for your sake: "Being one 
of Oxford's oldest pubs, The Bird and the Baby acted as the lodgings of 
the Chancellor of the Exchequer during the English Civil War, when 
Oxford was the Royalist capital. More recently, it was the celebrated 
meeting place of famous authors. The writers C.S. Lewis, J.R.R. Tolkein
and C. Williams, who formed their own literary group called the Inklings,
used to meet in the Rabbit Room every Tuesday morning from 1939-
1962." If you wish to learn more, I'm sure the WWW can provide you 
with information aplenty. 

15 - Hands of the Stranger and Holds of the Ships.

There wasn’t much talking afterwards. Snape retreated into a private, 
alcohol-infused reverie, from which Hermione had no chance of pulling 
him. Feeling suddenly tired, she was reluctant to try. Forty-five minutes 
later, they were on the Knightbus, on their way back to Hogwarts. The 
night ride was calmer than she remembered. The magical vehicle 
skimmed undisturbed through the streetlights-dotted darkness; floor 
softly vibrating under the bed in which she lay. Snape, who sat in a bed 
next to her, gazed blankly out of the window. Hermione glanced at her 



wristwatch. One thirty. 

“Happy New Year…” she murmured.

“What?” Snape didn’t move, but she noticed the faint echo of a jolt, 
tightening a muscle down his spine. 

“I said, Happy New Year. It’s hour and a half after midnight.” 

“A Happy New Year, then.”

“Here-,” it was a while after that when a small vial was stuffed into her 
hand. Frowning, Hermione turned to examine the bottle.

“A sober-up potion. To prevent a hangover. Just drain the vial.” 

“Oh, thank you.”

“I wouldn’t like to have you roaming down my dungeons at seven AM 
looking for a hangover potion.”

She looked at him. Blackened contours against blacker night. “I wonder 
if that was a joke. You almost sounded kind.”

“My mistake.” 

The Knightbus parked in front of Hogwarts’ entrance doors, fumes from 
its exhaust system melting the thin layer of snow underneath the 
wheels. Thanking the conductor, Hermione lumbered down the vehicle. 
The sober-up potion she had recently taken cleared her foggy brain to a
certain degree, but her movements remained somewhat awkward. 
Snape was right behind her – a dark, towering figure, sleek and graceful
as a jungle cat, despite having just consumed industrial quantities of 
alcohol. The man was a breathtaking mixture of contradictions – a 
quality defined by its constant changeability. One moment insolent and 
crude, and in the next, lucid and still, and just about tangible. 

The Knightbus was gone with a coughing rattle, leaving behind a puddle
of slushy snow. It was colder, much colder than in Oxford, and the frost 
was biting and reddening her exposed face. The clear moon revealed a 
rosy sting on Snape’s cheeks too. He wasn’t looking at her, but 



Hermione had the hunch he was letting himself be stared at, as if trying 
to determine how much of this he could stand. 

“What are you thinking about?”

Slowly, he shifted his gaze, looking at her. “A girl asked you: What is 
poetry?” he quoted laconically. “You wanted to say to her: You are too, 
ah yes, you are. And that in fear and wonder, which prove the miracle, 
I'm jealous of your beauty's ripeness, and because I can't kiss you nor 
sleep with you, and because I have nothing and whoever has nothing to
give must sing... But you didn't say it, you were silent, and she didn't 
hear the song.”

Hermione screwed up her face, and then shrugged. “I wonder if reciting 
poetry isn’t just another way for you to evade me. But whatever it is you 
meant- no, whatever it is that I heard, it is not true.”

“Is it, Miss Granger?”

Hermione arched an eyebrow. “Insecure?”

He snorted.

“So you’re just a coward, that is,” she told him. “Afraid to admit you have
something to give, and afraid to take in return. Afraid to kiss me.”

Snape’s eyes widened at Hermione’s remark, but she only graced him 
with a quizzical look, refusing to provide contra to his startled 
annoyance. “Well, that’s all right,” she continued. “Neither of us is very 
capable of rhyme and reason at this point. We should probably get 
inside.”

Snape nodded. If she expected any sort of reaction, she was in for a 
disappointment. Silently, they entered the hall – the tall Auror Hermione 
had learned to recognize as Frank Fawcett, greeted them sleepily, ran a
brief check to detect traces of dark magic, then returned to his quiet 
slumber. Judging by the faint smell of alcohol drifting around Fawcett, 
the young Auror was up to a considerable hangover. Hermione looked 
at Snape questioningly. The Potions Master uttered a low snarl. 

“I shall walk you to your rooms,” he told her.



“There really is no need…” 

He didn’t listen to her, so she gave up, drawing comfort from the 
nearness of another human-being while in the Hogwarts darkened 
corridors. 

“The Staff Quarters?” 

“Yes.”

They halted in front of her doorway. Hermione moistened her lips. 
“About Potions classes: your syllabuses-,”

As much as she was able to notice in the dim light, Snape seemed to be
amused. “Timing, Miss Granger.” 

“Tomorrow, then?”

“Not too early.”

“Of course.” 

Snape bowed his head in brief courtesy. “Goodnight.” 

“Goodnight, Professor Snape.”

He was gone in an instant, robes whirling as he exited the hallway. Swift
but graceful, she thought. 

Granger, you’re nuts. 

Hermione yawned, un-warded the door, and stored the memory of the 
evening for a thorough checkup some time later. 

* * *

Hermione knocked on the wooden door of Snape’s chambers, taking a 
calming breath. “Good morning Professor Snape! Rise and shine! It’s 



one in the afternoon!”

“Quiet!” a grumpy answer shot from inside. There was a soft rustle, 
followed by a murmured set of incantations. The massive oak door 
clicked open. 

Hermione stepped into Snape’s quarters, ready, by now, to face the 
suffocating heat of the spacious living room. Snape, however, was 
nowhere in sight. She frowned, and then, after a moment of hesitation, 
went on, toward the partly open door at the end of the room. 
“Professor?” Hermione asked quietly.

“Quiet, I said!”

Tucking an unruly lock of hair behind her ear, she pushed the door 
open. It creaked softly, almost accusatorily. Snape’s bedroom was even 
dimmer. Hermione blinked, letting her eyes adjust to the darkness that 
encompassed her. Several minutes were gone before she could discern
Snape’s figure, recumbent on a wide, unmade bed. As much as 
Hermione could tell, he hadn’t changed his clothing since yesterday 
night. The mixed stench of vodka and cigarettes lingering around him 
was another indication. 

She breathed. “All right, sleepy,” she told him, hands on her hips. “Time 
to wake up.”

“Didn’t. I. Tell. You. To. Be. QUIET??” Snape barked. 

“Several times indeed,” she said while making her way through the 
room, lighting up the small array of candles. “Why, for Merlin’s sake, 
didn’t you use a sober-up potion? Or at least a hangover potion?”

“Why the hell do you think I didn’t?” he growled. 

“Does it actually need answering?”

Snape snarled. “Well, if you really must know, I've developed resistance 
to alcohol-effects reducers over the years. I still use them, but the 
influence has dulled considerably. I could strengthen the potions, of 
course, but I'd rather not compromise my body stamina any further.” 



“Have you ever thought of just reducing your alcohol consumption?” 
She was now searching through his armoire, fingers brushing against 
fine fabrics. All, seemingly, black. 

Snape, who was slowly regaining his composure, moved to seating 
position. “What exactly do you think you’re doing in front of my 
wardrobe?” he roared, noticing her present occupation.

“I’m picking up clothes,” Hermione explained calmly. “So you’ll have 
something to wear once you’re out of the shower.”

“Shower?? Are you mad, woman?”

“I’m here, taking care of you. I believe that is answer enough. Now get 
up and off to the shower. You smell like a pub.”

“I’ll do no such thing!”

“Yes-you-will. Unless you want me to drag you in and wash your hair.” 

Snape snorted.

“Come on, Snape. You might be the greasy git, black-hearted Professor,
but I’m the Mummy-Monster. You don’t stand the chance against me. 
Better give up and spare your dignity.” 

She pulled a clean shirt and trousers out of the closet, leaning to check 
the lower drawers for some underwear. Neatly placing the folded clothes
on the bed, Hermione turned to face the now highly irritated Snape. She
had been woken up by Aubrey, who sprang into the room after having 
an adventurous night, and spent the next couple of hours listening to 
her daughter’s enthusiastic chatter. A while ago, she had put Aubrey in 
Professor Sprout’s care – the motherly Herbology Mistress was happy 
to give Aubrey a tour of the greenhouses – and headed to Professor 
Snape’s room, to retrieve the syllabuses as they had arranged. 

Hermione entertained, or so it seemed, a pretty cheerful mood. The 
night before had been something of a revelation to her, and while she 
didn’t know exactly how to describe her feelings, she was satisfied to 
simply let things lie. Snape, Hermione knew, could effortlessly ruin those
shaky foundations of friendship with one sharp whip of his tongue – 



could easily break her heart, if he wanted to. She hoped he wouldn’t. 
That was not to say she had any idea how to refrain from provoking him,
or that she even wanted to. If they were to establish any sort of working 
relationship, Severus Snape would simply have to accept Hermione 
Granger the way she was. 

“Well?” Watching him with her best ‘I’m-not-pleased-with-your-
behaviour’ glare, Hermione tried to will Snape to his feet.

“Well what?” he snapped. 

“Please don’t make me give you the ‘shower-is-good-for-you’ speech.”

Snape arched an eyebrow. “Do you actually have one?”

“I have several. One concerns the importance of personal-hygiene, 
second on people relations and social customs, third involves a certain 
rubber-duck – I’m sure I have it in our luggage somewhere if you feel it’s
necessary, and the fourth is the well-known encouraging speech one 
gives one's troops before marching into battle, that consists of: to the 
shower. Now.” She grinned at Snape. “Should I bring the rubber-duck? It
quacks when you squeeze-” 

“Shut up!” Snape roared. “You've won, I surrender!”

Hermione beamed. “Told you there’s no overcoming the Mummy-
Monster.” 

“I pity your daughter.”

“Our daughter,” she corrected him. “Now get up. I’ll start a fire and run 
some cleansing spells while you shower. Then we’ll have lunch and go 
through your syllabuses.” 

“I knew you have some ulterior motive,” Snape grumbled. He stood up, 
running a hand through his dishevelled hair. 

“I’m working for the common good,” Hermione informed him. “And I am 
a Gryffindor. Ulterior motives are for cunning Slytherins.”

“Tell the Headmaster.”



“Dumbledore is the exception that proves the rule.”

“Is that so?” he asked sarcastically.

“Did you ever know me to behave like a Slytherin?”

“Very well, Miss Granger-,”

“Hermione,” she said. “You can’t call me ‘Miss Granger’ after just being 
threatened with Ducky.”

“Ducky?”

“It’s Aubrey’s rubber-duck, the one that quacks when you squeeze-,”

“Fine. Hermione.”

She smiled. 

* * *

Milking Snape for information proved to be a tasking, yet not impossible 
mission. Uncomfortable in the intimidating, leather-covered armchair, 
Hermione sat on the carpet, scrolls of parchment spread out in front of 
her along with a steaming mug and a saucer full of biscuits. Snape was 
recumbent in his armchair, legs descending to the floor, sipping his 
black coffee. They were discussing Potions: Hermione interrogated 
Snape for his plans and his expectations as to the progress of the lower 
classes, diligently taking notes, and every so often, bantering Snape, 
who sneered, and delighted her with a sharp reply. She couldn’t tell 
when, but somewhere along this time, she found herself leaning against
Snape’s leg, pleased to wallow in his warmth while managing a relaxed 
conversation. 

“So how would you define the Wizarding World’s scientific community’s 
current paradigm?” she asked, resting her head against Snape’s calf. 

“Probably by the lack of any,” he said with sarcastic amusement. 



“Ontology is a rather neglected area in the wizarding Weltanschauung, 
and so is epistemology. The power to change the universe deflects 
many of us from wondering at its workings. There can hardly be a 
scientific paradigm where there is no conception of objectivity and 
subjectivity.”

“You present it as an issue of self-definition?”

“It is, in a way. How can you define an organizing theme to a scientific 
research if the researchers refuse to acknowledge a research method? 
You must remember that Muggle science stemmed from philosophy, 
while wizarding science is merely the identification and development of 
magical processes.” His hand moved to rest in her hair. She had 
braided it, as she did every morning, but as the day progressed, wiry 
strands escaped their restrictions, surrounding her face with a soft halo. 
Snape was crushing a stray lock of hair between his thumb and his 
index finger, as if studying a strange, exotic texture. She then felt his 
fingers moving along her head; callused, rough fingertips, 
absentmindedly massaging her scalp. Making a small sound in the back
of her throat, Hermione leaned forward, pressing her cheek to the long, 
sinewy leg. 

A sweet glow of sleepiness washed over her, strumming a hollow note 
of longing somewhere of the back of her mind – an insistent claim 
that this should have been familiar. Though it wasn’t. So sweet, she 
wanted it to correlate some past memory, perhaps because this sugary, 
liquefied sleepiness Snape made her feel was intimidating. Perhaps 
because she wanted more. Hermione yawned, pressing closer, and felt 
Snape stiffen against her cheek. He removed his hand at once, drawing 
abruptly away as if gathering away every trace of warmth he just shared
with her.

”Professor?” she asked, worried. “Severus…? Is everything all right?”

He was saying something in a voice so low she couldn’t discern his 
words. “If you’ll be so kind as to remove yourself…” 

Hermione breathed in, drawing away at once. Something inside her 
clenched and squeaked, but she ignored the soft tremble. Wrapping her 
arms around her body, she leaned towards the fire, cold now that Snape
had distanced himself. It would be hard enough to pick up their former 



conversation. However, she hardly felt like doing it. Time for the heavy 
cannons. God knows they had enough to discuss. Supporting her body 
on her right hand, Hermione pivoted. Snape’s face was serene and 
expressionless. 

“What do you reckon we should do about Aubrey?” 

“We?”

Hermione merely sighed. “You.”

At least he had the grace not to avoid the issue completely, claiming he 
didn’t know what the hell she is talking about.

“I don’t know,” Snape answered at last. “I told you once- I don’t think it’s 
a good idea.”

“Coward.”

“You said so several times yesterday and I haven’t opposed you.”

“Oh, great. Why don’t you recite another poem and be done with it? 
Please- I have every proof I need for your ability to gracefully evade a 
subject.” 

“What a sharp observation.”

“You’re not enigmatic as you might like to think,” she said quietly. “You 
simply intimidate whoever it is who tries to reach you.” Hermione now 
turned around to face him fully. “I won’t say I’m not afraid of you, 
because in many ways, I am. However, I won’t be scared off. Too much 
is laid on the scales for me to be scared off. I can’t walk away from you; 
it is not an option. So please- you can make it easier on both of us.” 

“I can make it easier on you,” he corrected coldly. 

She shook her head with quiet desperation. “Do you really think so?”

Snape sighed. “Yes. But only most of the time.”

“Good.” Hermione wanted to give him an encouraging smile, but 



suspected her good intentions would only be lost on him. “Now what are
we going to do about Aubrey?”

“How should I know?” He hissed. “She is your child.”

“Does it mean you’re going to follow my advice?”

“It merely means I’m going to listen.”

“Very well.” Hermione nodded in acknowledgment. “I suggest you 
should go and apologise to her. Explain what happened to make you act
the way you did. Be honest. No need for sweet-talking. She’ll forgive 
you.”

“She is a child!”

“Yes she is, Severus, but it doesn’t mean she’s stupid, nor does it mean 
she’s incapable of empathy. Perhaps she won’t understand everything 
you tell her- but she recognizes and appreciates honesty. And there’s no
lying to her. She can detect a pretense from miles. You were a child 
once; don’t you remember what it was like to be treated as an idiot just 
because you were young?” 

Snape snorted. Hermione thought she saw some hidden emotion 
flickering in his eyes, but it was gone so quickly she could not be sure. 
“Well?” she asked. “We can do it together. I’ll bake some cookies and 
you can come over for tea. Hell, I can make dinner. Aubrey nags me she
wants pasta – considering she’d rather starve most of the time, it’s a 
miracle. And I really miss some good fish. Do you eat tomato sauce? Is 
there anything you’d like to eat?” She was sitting back on her heels now,
watching him eagerly, all roiled up with the idea of having someone to 
dinner. 

Snape rolled his eyes. A gesture she learned to associate with Aubrey. It
made her giggle.

“You look like a love-sick poodle.” 

“Does it mean you’re coming?”

“As long as you’ll refrain from drooling on me.”



Good. He was amused. Hermione was learning quickly enough that if 
she wanted to keep Snape under control her best tactic was to keep him
amused. Intellectually stimulated was good as well, but when facing a 
difficult issue, amusement was the recommended path. She wondered if
he’d ever let her reach for him when they were both free of all these 
thin, cellophane layers of pretense. “I’ll promise not to drool,” she 
whispered, “if you’d promise to behave.” 

“Fair enough.” 

“Do you want us to go through the things you might say to Aubrey?”

“I thought you said no pretense.”

“Yes, I had,” she answered, “but that’s not to say you shouldn’t come 
prepared.”

“Really,” Snape echoed dryly.

“So…? Do you want me to help you with that?”

He glared at her. “Do I appear like a damsel in distress?”

“No. But I hardly think any of this is going to be easy.”

“Gryffindor altruism?”

“My Gryffindor ulterior motives, as you so aptly put it.” 

“Fine, and no. Providing a safe ground for such an encounter is more 
than enough. I think I’ll be able continue from there.” 

“I’m glad you feel this way.”

He didn’t answer.

Hermione continued. “I’m glad that you’ve agreed to this. I’m grateful, in 
fact.”

Snape’s face was its usual blank. She didn’t expect to see anything 



there aside from the shadowy illusion of expression, created by the slow
dance of the flames. Her words sank into the angular plains of his face, 
instead of being reflected by his facial expression. 

“I don’t want your gratitude,” he lashed, voice cool and scathing. “Nor do
I want your forgiveness.” 

Hermione nodded, refusing to let him hurt her. I wonder why it is my 
kinder words that hurt you. But perhaps ‘hurt’ was the wrong definition. 
‘Unease’ seemed to be more accurate- somehow reflected in Snape’s 
posture. It was seemingly relaxed but not… entirely. I offer him kindness
and he throws it in my face, as if he doesn’t know what to do with it… 
How many people have you driven away like that? And who hurt you so 
badly? I’d like to make them pay. 

“You might not want to have my gratitude or my forgiveness,” she said 
after a while, “but you have them nonetheless.” And so he could try to 
drive her away. Hermione knew she wouldn’t let him. “So is there 
anything specific you’d like to eat?”

“Whatever you’ll make will be just fine.”

“You can bring something too, you know.”

Snape seemed surprised at this idea. “How can you tell I won’t try to 
poison you?”

“Well, since you’ve been kind enough to protect us against being 
possibly slaughtered by evil Death Eaters, I see no reason for you to try 
and poison us now.” 

“All right-,” he said. “I might bring dessert.”

“Oh. That should be interesting.”

“When food is described as interesting I usually become suspicious.”

Hermione grinned. “You’re right. Well, I hope none of my cooking will 
look interesting to you.”

Snape nodded.



“So? Next Friday is fine with you? School begins on Monday and we’re 
all going to be rather busy during the week.”

“Friday evening would be fine.”

Hermione smiled, beginning to gather her things. “We’ll probably have 
time to settle everything later into the week. I warn you to expect me 
with tiring reports and endless questions as to the lower classes 
schedules.”

“I see myself warned,” Snape concluded dryly. 

“Good. Later, then?”

He flinched at the expression. “I shall expect to speak to you then."

* The chapter's title is taken from Dylan Thomas' poem "Ears in the 
Turrets Hear". 

* The poem Snape is reciting on the beginning is Vladimir Holan's "She 
Asked You".
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Chapter 16 – All the Towers of Ivory.

When you’ll come to sleep with me
wear a black dress
with a strawberry print 
and a black hat, decorated with strawberries
Carry a basket full of strawberries
and say, in a sweet, high-pitched voice;
Strawberries, strawberries
who wants some strawberries?
Wear nothing underneath the dress.
Later
strings will raisen you
visible or invisible, and lower you straight
unto my cock.

--Strawberries. Yona Volach.

The past week had been surprisingly tedious. Snape was indeed 
exempted from teaching Potions to first, second and third years, but that
was hardly an improvement, considering that he had to put up with the 
newly appointed Professor Granger, who had replaced said burden. The



woman was a whirlwind. A combined mess of exuberance, enthusiasm 
and intelligence, blunted by strict morals, amusing when she was 
disoriented, sometimes deliberately foolish (a thing Snape could never 
approve of), and sometimes crude –as she had never been taught the 
value of subtlety and had a difficulty in controlling her feelings. Lively, 
and lovely, and painfully responsive. Granger’s heated, enraged 
reactions, so easily coaxed, almost made Snape feel that he was alive 
himself. She tired him- but it was the exhaustion one might feel after a 
long, demanding physical exercise. A warm, liquid glow that slowly 
dissolved the lactic amino induced tension, and made it possible 
to breathe again. After so long, he mused, the fresh air seemed 
intrusive. 

She came down to his office several times during the week, watching 
him watch her from his envisioned seclusion of cold, musty darkness. 
Granger talked about letting others form one’s symbolism- she reminded
him of the girl with the strawberry basket, stepping straight out of his 
childhood legends and into the gray, smog shrouded street. Wearing a 
black, strawberries-print dress, chanting with that sweet, high-pitched 
voice- like a recalcitrant schoolgirl, supposedly innocent, pouting her 
cherry lips and lowering her gaze, with her gray tweed skirt shortened, 
to expose all that lush, creamy skin. Hermione Granger – never a tease 
– what probably made the thought that the strawberries girl might be 
wearing nothing under her dress only more arousing. Though why he 
should be seeing her in some semi-erotic images was behind Snape. 
Generally, he didn’t think of Granger in any way as an erotic creature. 
First of all, she was fat and voluptuous where he preferred his women 
trim and shapely. Crude – when he would rather have her subtle. All in 
all – in Snape’s opinion, Hermione Granger looked like someone you’d 
trust your secrets with, not like somebody you’d like to fuck. 

“Wouldn’t you like to know how I managed my first class of Slytherins 
and Gryffindors?” She was leaning forward, palms spread on the 
wooden surface of his desk, smiling cockily. 

“Why would I like to know that, for Merlin’s sake?”

“Don’t you believe in the adage that a problem shared is a problem 
halved?”

“I believe that sharing a problem is the act of a fool.” 



“Why, thank you Severus, that was extremely supportive.”

“I am known for my helpfulness. Now go on, spit it out. I know I’ll have 
no peace until I’ve listened to your blabbering.” 

Hermione grinned. “It was a third year class, as you probably know. I 
was lucky enough to be introduced to several characters, such as 
Mackenzie Pinkstone- who apparently follows her great grandmother's 
liberal notions and Julian Greengrass, who does everything in his power
to oppose her-,”

“The Slytherin-Gryffindor lovebirds,” Snape interrupted. “They have 
been principally wrapped around each other's necks since their first day 
at Hogwarts. If you were to ask the Headmaster, he’d tell you that 
someday in the future, these two would form a charming couple.” 

“Which you rather doubt.”

“Naturally.” 

Her vivid, bright eyes clung to him, looking for any form of 
encouragement. It occurred to Snape that only a while ago it would 
have seemed weakness to him. As dependency. Maybe it still was, but 
not as far as it concerned Hermione Granger. Even so, he refused to 
urge her – to integrate in Granger’s ready-made pattern of 
conversation. 

She waited for several seconds, then, realizing Snape wasn’t going to 
cooperate, she continued. “All in all, it was a relatively quiet lesson- it 
bore no resemblance whatsoever to some of the livelier classes I 
remember.” She smiled. “Pinkstone and Greengrass were bickering 
continuously- it only ended after I deducted five points from each house.
At that, I believe, Greengrass attacked Miss Pinkstone with a rather 
nasty hex – but not before she tampered with Mr Greengrass’ potion. I 
gave them both a detention with Filch, thus establishing my reputation 
as Snape’s cruel substitute. I believe it ended their recent session of 
exchanging compliments. Aside from that- all went well. Pinkstone and 
Greengrass were, as you predicted, the only ones to brew the Swelling 
Solution antidote correctly – well, Miss Pinkstone that is, as she 
succeeded in rendering Julian’s potion useless. Even so, most of the 



concoctions were passable. I think I’ll use Pinkstone’s antidote on the 
second years in tomorrow’s lesson. Which reminds me, I had the most 
wonderful idea-,”

Snape rolled his eyes. It was barely Thursday and Granger 
overwhelming flow of so-called brilliant ideas showed no sign of abating.
She had been more enthusiastic about the subject than Snape could 
ever remember himself being. Perhaps, if the damn war was ever won, 
provided he had survived, he could entrust her with the Potions teaching
job, and retire to complete his Literature degree. Suddenly sobering, he 
felt like laughing at the thought. To hell with her. Granger was actually 
making him think of a possible future. Who are you trying to fool? He 
asked himself. He should fuck her. If only to get her out of his system. 

Friday at noon found Snape carefully blending the mixture for thin, airy 
crêpes. The doughy sweetness of Aniko’s palacsinta kept haunting him 
– he might as well try to duplicate it. All in all, Snape rarely ever cooked. 
As a student, he didn’t have much choice but to cook and thus had 
acquainted himself with the mysteries of Muggle cooking, but it was 
hardly something he missed. Cooking, in Snape’s mind, had too much 
to do with poverty and the necessity to sustain himself, so that he never 
came to fully enjoy it. It had too much to do with Aniko, which was never
good or bad, only enormously burdening, as if there would never be 
anything else aside the memory of her. Now was somehow different. A 
girl with Aniko’s features took the tangible edge off his visions, and her 
mother’s wide-eyed gaze and strawberry stained prattle was something 
to wait for. Flour, eggs, milk, sugar, white cheese and raisins –Granger’s
lips might taste like raisins. Precise, fruity sweetness. Snape shook his 
head, and scowling, removed a light crêpe off the hot pan. 

He remembered Aniko working in the kitchens: wide, absentminded 
gestures, slender hands, delicately attached to her china-doll body, 
waving in the air. Her air, loosely plaited, falling down to her narrow 
waist, strands the rich colour of ripe wheat accenting the faded blue of 
her gown. She stirred a pot, shaking a low pan with the sharp precision 
that was almost a genetic tribute- there was another golden woman 
before her, stirring dishes with a toddler hanging from her apron, and 
then another and then another. She was born to do just so- stir a dish 
with that precise move of her wrist, just like he himself was born to flick 
a wand. Cooking was quite like Potions making. Or was it not? Snapes 
had been brewing Potions for many generations now. They were all 



sharp and precise, by habit if not by practice; some would say it made 
them look graceful. But none of them had Aniko’s angelic airiness. 
Hermione Granger lacked even the Snape precision. True, she was 
accurate enough and her Potions making was superb- but that was by 
choice and self-discipline and had nothing to do with inherent 
knowledge. He wanted it to be a permission to think less of her. It 
wasn’t. It only served to stress her already unnerving difference. 

It occurred to him that he might add egg to the white cheese and store 
some of the blintzes to be baked later – probably share them with Anna.
Then, on the other hand, Anna hardly appreciated simple, unabashedly 
sweet foods. She seemed to be avoiding him these last couple of days. 
Usually, they’d seek each other's company – meet somewhere in 
between the Potions and Arithmancy classrooms or over dinner – then 
spend the rest of the night in her rooms. During the past week, however,
Anna simply hadn’t been there. It bothered Snape, but not as much as it
might have done in the past. He wondered whether he should find her 
and allay some of the tension that had built inside him over the passing 
week with violent, unemotional sex. Probably not. That would just mean 
another thing to bother him.

The two days he had spent under Poppy’s care had seemed help him. 
Once the NRP kicked in, the mediwitch set herself to treat Snape’s 
various winter ailments. His nose was no longer running, his lips were 
treated with the same balm Poppy was consistently forcing on him and 
Snape was consistently losing, and even the annoying eczema had 
been somehow relieved a little. Soon enough, Snape had no doubt, he’d
be back to his stable condition of mild wreckage, but it was good to feel 
relatively healthy from time to time. A shame, really, that just when he 
felt himself capable of extracting a full response out of his mistress, she 
wasn’t available. But then, it wasn’t his libido kicking, but somewhat 
more of an urging restlessness that might, or might not, be materialized 
as sex. Perhaps he was spending too much time with Granger. Her 
exuberance seemed to infect him –twisted into a mocking falsification of
the notion it came to imitate. 

Snape grunted, putting the last rolled crepe in the long, narrow platter, 
the house elves had been glad to provide him with. Sweetened, creamy 
white-cheese, dotted with raisins was spilling out of the loosely rolled 
edge of a crepe. Rich, sugary vapour of fresh pastry was drifting off the 
still hot blintzes, mixed up with the tangy, lemony scent of the cheese. It 



smelled of Aniko. It smelled of sweets. It smelled like home, if there had 
ever been such a thing for him. 

Running a few cleansing spells, Snape cleaned the lab table’s surface; 
setting his own glass cauldron, and the pan he had borrowed from the 
house elves, aside. It should have been an amusing image, he thought: 
the Potions Master cooking sweets in his private laboratory. Returning to
his quarters, Snape levitated the tray behind him, then put the crepes 
under a temperature maintenance charm. Shower was a brief, curt 
affair. He dressed quickly, pulling a clean robe over faded jeans and a t-
shirt, and picking up the pastry platter, exited his rooms. 

As he had no intention to be seen carrying a tray full of food, he used 
several of the less familiar shortcuts, which ran through the castle. 
Luckily, aside from Mrs Norris who blinked at him from a darkened 
corner, Snape met none of the students or the teaching staff on his way 
to Hermione’s rooms. Grateful that he did not have to use his spare arm 
to Obliviate! anybody, Snape knocked on the wooden door of the 
Grangers' living quarters.

“It’s open!” Granger’s voice came from inside, accompanied by loud, 
cheerful singing. Snape opened the door.

“Rubber ducky, you're the one
You make bathtime lots of fun!”

Hermione sighed, approaching him with wide steps. “That’s Aubrey,” she
told Snape, sighing as she unceremoniously took the tray he was 
carrying. 

Quack Quack!

“And Ducky,” she added. 

Snape raised an eyebrow.

“She somehow found this Psychology dictionary in our library. I believe 
Aubrey had just came upon the entry for ‘regression’ and decided to 
experience it. Well, not exactly, but it definitely gave her some ideas. As 
I told you, Aubrey wasn’t very happy to hear that you were coming to 
dinner. I sent her to the shower a while ago so she spitefully decided to 



take a bath.”

“And you’re putting up with it?”

She stopped, turning to look at him. “No reason to feed her indignation. 
If I won’t give her something to chew on, she’ll give up eventually and-,”

“-Rubber ducky, I'm awfully fond of you!”

“Aubrey darling, please lower your voice a little. I don’t think you want all
the Hogwarts’ teaching staff to take part in your bathing experience.” 

Aubrey’s voice lowered a little, making Hermione smirk. “You see- as 
long as I pretend ignorance, she wouldn’t defy me openly. Much easier 
to manage that way.” 

Snape nodded, slightly amused, and then grew serious, as he recalled 
the reasons behind the girl's quiet defiance. “I wouldn’t like you to think 
I’m trying to beat a retreat, but if Aubrey is so set up against me, don’t 
you think it would be a better idea to let the matter lie for the moment?”

Hermione seemed to consider her answer carefully before opening her 
mouth to speak. “When one becomes a parent, I believe that the most…
significant statement one makes by deciding to have a child, is that I 
know good enough. I know good enough to direct this human being who
I’m going to deliver into this world, know good enough to tell my child 
when they are wrong or right- I know better than my child, in fact, so that
I can help her through her first steps and raise her to be capable to take 
the same decision I took when I decided to keep her. So yes, Aubrey 
has definitely spoken her mind on the matter, but as it happens, I am the
parent and it is my duty to prevent her from doing what I think is a big 
mistake.” Granger raised her eyes to look at him. “You might not have 
Aubrey’s back-up here, but you have my full support, and Aubrey will 
pull through at the end of things.”

“Very well.” 

Hermione smiled. “Good. Now let me see what you brought… Oh my, 
that’s just looks delicious…” She reached her hand, bringing a finger 
coated with sweetened white-cheese to her mouth. “You’re wicked,” she
accused, tearing a cheese dripping edge. “Oh my!” Some white cheese 



trickled down her chin and Hermione wiped it with her finger. “You’re 
going to make me fat. That’s brilliant.” 

“I thought dinner was ahead?” He felt stiff and formal against her 
mellow, domestic openness, not quite able to tell whether the 
contradiction amused or annoyed him.

Granger sniffed. “I know,” she complained. “Well, that’s all your fault. 
Can I put it in the fridge, or should it stay outside?” 

“I put it under a temperature maintenance charm. I think another anti-
dehydrating spell should suffice.”

She nodded. Snape noticed it took Hermione few seconds to recall the 
right spell. Her wand work was accurate and her casting was good, but 
she lacked the sureness and the flow of a trained wizard. 

Sensing she was being followed, Granger lifted her gaze to him. “I know
it’s not brilliant,” she said quietly, “but I’m improving.”

It was as though she felt it necessary to justify herself. Feeling he was 
being asked to approve her actions made Snape feel uncomfortable. 

“Severus? Is everything all right?”

He grunted. Was she really so intuitive, or was he finally losing his self-
control? Either way, Snape thought, it was bad. 

Granger had apparently decided to ignore Snape’s lack of response. 
Still smiling, she ushered him into the living room, inviting him to sit 
wherever he pleased while she pulled Aubrey out of the shower. “Can I 
serve you anything? Coffee? Tea? Cocoa?”

“Coffee will be fine.”

“Just a minute, then.” 

It was several minutes before Snape heard her calling from the kitchen. 
“How do you take your coffee?”

“Black.”



Hermione chuckled. “Typical.”

“Then I assume you drink your coffee with sugar and cream?” he 
bantered.

“You assume right.” Leaning forward to hand him the steaming mug, the
loose collar of her jumper slipped down to reveal a wide expanse of 
water-glows, creamy skin. A little mole at the base of her neck drew his 
attention, as well as another one, half covered by the wool of 
Hermione’s jumper, which was located on the inner curve of her left 
breast. She smelled of cooking – of standing a long time in an 
overheated room, until the cheap fragrance of her body lotion mixed 
with the sour-sweet scent of her sweat. Blood was rushing to his loins. 
Snape swore quietly. Blast. Just like a sixteen-year old all over again. 

Granger, for her part, seemed unaware or uncaring. Her smile, when 
she finally straightened up, carried a hint of amusement, but it was so 
ambiguous that Snape thought he might have only imagined it. All in all, 
Hermione Granger was not the kind to play games. He watched her as 
she entered the bathroom, soft wool clinging to the contours of a curvy, 
generous bottom. 

Low, muffled voices, could be heard coming from behind the closed 
door. A loud squeak- Snape assumed it was the rubber duck’s 
contribution, was followed by an angry complaint. Not long after, came 
the unmistakable sound of running water and the bathroom’s door being
opened. Snape heard soft footsteps, barely noticing the child’s small 
figure as she crossed the living room and quickly disappeared behind a 
closed door. Hermione appeared shortly after her, water splotching the 
front of her jumper and the rims of her sleeves thoroughly soaked. 
Granger smiled apologetically. “Ducky was upset at the prospect of 
leaving the bath,” she informed him. “I sent Aubrey to get dressed, and 
now it seems, I need to change, myself. You’ll be all right waiting here 
for another couple of minutes, won’t you?” 

Snape nodded.

“Great. Then- I’ll be back to you soon. Oh, there’s Furball,” Hermione 
nodded toward the multicoloured hairball that stepped out of the girl’s 
room. “He’ll keep you company.”



Rebuffed, Snape watched the silly animal approaching him; yellow, 
feline eyes staring into his face with a quizzical gaze. The Kneazle 
stopped at the foot of the couch, stiffened, and with surprising ease that 
contradicted its somewhat clumsy appearance, jumped onto the sofa. A 
second later, the cub was nuzzling Snape’s hand, thrusting its furry 
head into the Potions Master palm. Snape glowered at it. The Kneazle 
was unaffected. 

“Bonding?” A trail of scent reached his nostrils as Granger leaned 
behind him. Outstretching her hand, she stroked the Kneazle’s head, 
rubbing the back of its enlarged, ludicrous ears. 

“I think Furball likes you.”

“I think your Kneazle is delusional.” 

“For liking you?” Hermione’s hand brushed Snape's cheek as it moved 
to shift an unruly curl out of her face. Luckily, he was spared from 
answering, as exactly at that moment, the door to the girl’s room had 
been opened. 

Aubrey Granger, wearing some sort of a tricot shirt that appeared to be 
stolen from one of the house elves, above a short, bright, green skirt, 
stood on the doorway giving them both a grim, defiant look.

“Put something on your feet, darling,” Granger, the incarnation of 
calmness, told her daughter.

“I’m fine,” Aubrey muttered. 

Hermione sighed. “Look, sweet, we’ve gotten this far without a scene, 
so naturally, I was hoping we could save the fireworks for the big, nasty 
confrontation. Please- I’ll even give you the satisfaction of knowing that 
I’ve noticed your disastrous choice of clothing and that I highly 
disapprove of it. Now be a good girl and carry out your own part of the 
bargain.” 

Aubrey growled, crossing her arms over her chest. “That’s not fair.”

“Life’s never fair, darling. Now go and put on some socks.”



“You’re exploiting my kindness.”

“And you’re doing the same to my patience. Socks. Now.”

The child made a short cry of annoyance, then turned on her heels and 
once more, disappeared into her room.

Snape scowled. “Are you sure-,”

“If you’d ask me one more time whether I think it’s a good idea,” 
Granger cut him. “I’ll give my wand to Aubrey and leave you two to 
settle this matter on your own.” With that, she moved from behind him 
and crossed the room, seating herself on the other sofa. “Everything’s 
going to be all right,” she repeated. “You came around and so will 
Aubrey. Hello, darling. Welcome back to the civilized world. Please 
acknowledge Professor Snape’s presence and take a seat.” 

“Good evening Professor Snape,” the child chanted dryly, then moved to
sit on the stripped sofa, as far as possible from Hermione.

Granger coughed. “Well- dearly beloved, we gathered here today, in 
order to-,”

“He stole my Kneazle.”

Hermione frowned. “Repeat that, please?”

“He. Stole. My. Kneazle.”

“Ahem.” Hermione blinked. “First of all, you won’t speak of Professor 
Snape in third person – it is highly impolite. Secondly, Professor Snape 
didn’t steal your Kneazle; it is your Kneazle who chose to pester 
Professor Snape. Now, if you don’t mind, I’d like to finish my sentence, 
okay?”

Aubrey glared angrily. 

“Good. Now, as I was trying to say, I believe you two have a matter to 
settle. Aubrey, please listen to what Professor Snape have to say.” 
Hermione moistened her lips, looking at him. “Severus, the stage is 



yours.”

Snape cursed under his breath. Sitting there in front of them he felt 
immensely awkward. A trained dancing bear; his natural tendencies 
seared out of him so he would walk on two feet in front of a cheering 
audience. Fuck that. Again, he was a pilgrim making his way through St.
Granger’s labyrinth; she was so sweet and innocent in her sadism. No 
whips or blood for her sainthood- she would burn him on the bonfire of 
his own humiliation. But then, he was getting melodramatic. Granger 
was really not the kind of woman to demand sacrifices. The child, 
however, might be. He looked at her. Blond. Fair skinned. Some might 
say lovely, though he did not find her beautiful, or even pretty. Too thin –
eyes too dark in a face, which was too pale. She had been glaring at 
him, her upper lip curled in a manner that was partly a sneer, partly 
defiance. 

Snape retorted with a similar glare. An angry look from him was usually 
enough to make a first-year tremble. Yes, it was a matter of narrative as 
well – they feared him because they knew they should fear him. 
Because he gave them something to be afraid of. Aubrey Granger, too, 
had a reason to be afraid of him. Yet she chose to be angry. Even so, 
Snape expected the girl to drop her gaze after a while. She didn’t. What 
a strange, irksome child. His child. He wondered whether it was really 
important to know he could have been like that, had the circumstances 
been different. Did it matter to know it could have been different; even if 
post factum, it all went wrong. Perhaps it mattered. Snape breathed 
deeply. 

As if from afar, he heard himself talking. His words were probably cold 
and detached; there was only a certain amount of vitriol his system was 
able to swallow down before he got infected: only a certain proximity to 
which a man could embrace his Boggarts before they stuck a dagger in 
his belly. “So-,” he clenched his jaws. “I offer you my sincere apologies 
and hope you could find it in yourself to forgive me.”

“So…” the girl worried her lower lip, “you don’t… prefer, that I wasn’t… 
born… right?” 

“As I told you, Miss Granger, I wasn’t… thinking clearly at the moment. I 
can’t tell you that I was happy with the knowledge that I have a 
daughter, or that I know how to deal with you – as I obviously don’t, but 



telling you that I would have rather seen you unborn was a statement 
that resulted from my own complexes, and has nothing to do, 
whatsoever, with yourself. As it is, you bring a great joy to your mother –
you are liked and appreciated by most of the castle's inhabitants, and if 
I’m given to understand correctly, you have even managed softened a 
little the stone-heart of our cherished caretaker, which is something to 
be revered. You should pay no attention to what the bitter, vitriolic 
Potions Master told you in a fit of anger.” 

The child exhaled, face twisted in expression of deep concentration. 
“Well, you see- I understand now that you have your own issues and all 
that, and that those issues might make you biased sometimes, but-
but… You shouldn’t… it doesn’t make it right. Mum says we all deserve 
a second chance so I’ll give you one, but you should see, well… don’t 
know,” she screwed her face, “maybe I’m not a very good person for 
thinking so, but well, someone can’t always say ugly things and then go 
and say he’s sorry. It doesn’t work like that. And something more- well, 
you say I shouldn’t pay attention to what you say. Maybe you’re right. 
You haven’t been very nice to me since I’ve first met you and there’s not
really a reason I should care- but, well, I do. And I don’t think I can 
change that. I don’t think I can be friends with somebody and not care 
about what he thinks of me or what he tells me- or not care that he 
doesn’t think twice before he insults me.” She lifted her gaze to look at 
him, eyes narrowed with emotion that was part annoyance, part turmoil. 

He scowled. The girl had a point. It was exactly the reason Snape was 
careful to avoid intimacy of any sort. It wasn’t in him to be thoughtful, 
and he knew it. Other people rarely held enough interest for him to 
bother to be aware of their feelings. He was never a social creature – 
the functioning of large number of people was behind him, so was 
functioning as part of a group. As far Snape was concerned, being a 
Death Eater, as well as part of the Hogwarts teaching staff, was about 
interacting with and against a single authority. He was never a 
component in a larger, enveloping camaraderie, and it never occurred to
him he should have been. He had several friends over the years – 
Owen, when both of them were too young to suffer or cause any notable
damage to each other; Kolya, who knew some things can’t be forgiven, 
and therefore, didn’t bother to forgive Severus; Lupin, who wasn’t 
actually a friend, but with whom Snape had sometimes talked- Lupin, 
who life had beaten so harshly that the werewolf had grown numb. 
Anna, who was too self-centered and satisfied with her own life to be 



hurt by his words. 

Snape’s relative freedom of speech was very important to him. Aside 
from the comparative abundance in which he was allowed to speak his 
mind, it was the lack of expectations that he relished. Having 
established his image as the greasy, evil bastard, no niceties would be 
expected; none would be surprised when he launched another nasty 
comment. Snape wouldn’t have to live to anybody’s expectations. There
would be no one to fail. He didn’t want the child to care about him, nor 
did he want to care about her. To have any sort of obligation toward 
Aubrey Granger that might turn against both of them. Again, Snape had 
doubted his sanity in agreeing to Hermione’s scheme. Damn her- she 
had seemed so clear and fresh and right: beautiful the way only 
something right can look like, that there was no denying her. And she 
trusted him. And she didn’t mind that his fingers were golden thorns, or 
that everything he touched turned to be cold, dead metal.

Snape exhaled, trying to shake off the disturbing images. He should be 
focusing on the girl and of whatever he was going to say. Telling her to 
go to hell was apparently not an option. “Very well, Miss Granger- 
Aubrey,” he corrected himself. “I can… understand your logic. I would 
certainly not exploit your conciliatoriness and make a habit of offending 
you – however, I can’t promise I’d always be pleasant or even 
thoughtful. Yet I can assure you I’ll do my best to be considering.” 

The child bit on her knuckles thoughtfully. “But you don’t want to, don’t 
you?”

“I believe I should.”

“Mum put you up to this.”

Snape glared at the girl. “It has nothing to do with your mother.”

“It’s all right, Severus,” Granger said with quiet resolve. It was the first 
thing she said during the whole conversation. “I talked you into this and I
stand by my decision.”

Aubrey grumbled. “Well, then you can be friends with him.”

“Then perhaps I will.”



“You know what I think?” Aubrey continued.

“Right now I don’t, but I have no doubt that you’re going to let me know 
soon enough.”

The child crossed her arms. “I think you don’t have enough to do, so 
you’re meddling with other people's business and sticking your nose 
where you shouldn’t.”

Hermione’s face, Snape noticed, settled into angry expression. “That 
was rude, Aubrey.”

The child’s cheeks flushed violently. “Making me be friends with 
someone that doesn’t like me just because you were stupid enough to 
have sex with him and get pregnant is even more rude!”

Granger tightened her lips. “That is way out of line. Please get to your 
room and think over what you just said.”

Aubrey collected herself carefully, moving to her feet with mustered 
calmness. “I was right and you know it,” she said defiantly. 

“Don’t answer me back.” 

“Fine!” 

Aubrey slammed the door behind her. 

* The chapter's title is taken from Nick Cave's song (I'd call it a poem: 
Cave wrote it to be sung), "Straight to You".

* Pinkstone, Carlotta. 1922 – Present. Famous campaigner for lifting the
International Confederation of Wizard’s Statute of Secrecy and telling 
Muggles that wizards exist (taken from the HP lexicon).

17 - Between Us Now and Here.



"Between us now and here-- 
Two thrown together 
Who are not wont to wear 
Life's flushest feather--

Who see the scenes slide past, 
The daytimes dimming fast, 
Let there be truth at last, 
Even if despair."

--Between us now. Thomas Hardy.

Hermione cringed at the loud bang. Well, that seemed to be the end to 
her plans, with the dinner she had envisioned disappearing with the 
sound of the door slamming angrily behind the back of her eight-year-
old daughter. And the man she cooked it for was looking slightly 
amused. As if Severus Snape had ever shown any emotion that wasn’t 
brutally neutralized, and then probably not even the single emotion he 
had momentarily experienced. She wanted to cry with frustration. 
Knowing frustration was very likely a temporary substitute for those 
feelings she could not afford herself to entertain right now – fury, hurt, 
despair – only increased Hermione’s anger. 

Hugging her knees to her chest, Hermione looked at Snape. “Well, 
aren’t you going to say something?” 

He arched an eyebrow. “What do you expect me to say?”

She sniffed hard. “Something, anything. God. I’m always messing things
up, am I?”

Snape frowned, his brow wrinkled, as if he was trying to solve a very 
difficult problem. “If you’re looking for comfort, I feel obliged to warn you 
I am not the right person.” 

“Who is the right person?” She asked him, her voice thickened with 
tears. 

Snape sighed. “I honestly don’t know. Well,” he inclined his head courtly.



“I think it’s time I was going -”

“Fine! Just fine!” Hermione cried. “Things go crashing downhill and the 
mighty Snape walks away!" 

Snape rose to his feet. Sleek, flexible and graceful, completely silent as 
he moved swiftly across the room to face her. “Now listen to me-,” 
Snape's hiss, reminded Hermione of the tomcats that had congregated 
in the dark alley by her New York apartment, hissing and spitting as they
moved around a she-cat in heat, forming a magical circle. His eyes were
dark and dangerous – cat’s-claw eyes, glazed with light-reflecting 
substance, which was piercing the darkness. Kneeling in front of her, 
Snape brought their eyes to the same level. Hermione cocked her head 
slightly. 

“I have never known you to play games,” he told her, “so I’ll credit you 
by assuming this is not the case now. Therefore, I shall not even attempt
to hypothesize why you might be looking up at me. I cannot give you 
what you need-”

“-What do I need, then?” She cut him, lips tightened with anger. “As it 
seem you know so much better than me. Come on Severus, spit it out, 
make my life easier, shorten my quest to self-fulfillment.” 

Snape gave a strained groan. “I. Don’t. Know,” he growled. “Perhaps if I 
had it in me to see what you need and provide you with it, things would 
have been different. In many ways. But I am what I am, and I refuse to 
have you relying on me when I’m bound to fail you.” His tone was cool 
and scathing, as if he wanted the words to cut. “Am I making myself 
clear, Miss Granger?”

Snape's gaze became too much to bear. Moistening her lips, Hermione 
lowered her eyes, blinking back the tears. Suddenly chilled, she 
wrapped her arms around her body, failing to soak the dim heat that 
drifted from Severus. “It’s strange, you know. That being with you, I 
should feel so alone. So bereft when you’re so near.” She inhaled. A 
single tear rolled down her cheek, and Hermione tilted her head to wipe 
it dry on her sleeve. “Why don’t you ask me?” she whispered. “I can tell 
you what I need.”

“Because,” Snape answered coolly, “I don’t want to be the one to give 



it.” 

Hermione had buried her face in her arms. What a pleasant, pleasant 
man. Expose your belly and he would nail you to the wall, your blood 
pooling at his feet. Sobbing, she heard Snape hiss. 

“Bloody Merlin, woman. Granger, look at me-,” he swore silently. “Come 
on, stop being an idiot.” Obviously annoyed now, Snape extended his 
hand, cupping Hermione’s tear-stricken face and forcing them upward. 
“Now listen to me, you silly girl. This is not a good idea.”

“Right.” She swallowed back her tears. “That’s what you keep saying. 
Why don’t you just walk out and leave, then?” 

Snape rolled his eyes with desperation, as if he was talking to extremely
dense child. “Maybe it has to do with the fact that you would not let 
me?”

She snorted. “I find it hard to believe my approval, or the lack of it, 
would have stopped you.” 

“I’m still here.”

“That’s right,” she agreed, lifting her gaze to meet his. “You’re still here. 
But not because I told you to stay.” 

Snape jaws clenched. “Very well, Hermione. Tell me what you need.” 
His face was an almost clear mask of self-control, subverted by the 
hinted shade of brutal violence. It should have scared her. It only made 
her think him beautiful. A wry smile quirked the edges of Hermione’s 
mouth. Raising her hand, she had once again wiped her face dry using 
the cloth of her left sleeve. “Hold me,” she told him at last. “I need you to
hold me.” 

Snape glared at her, but nevertheless, extended his arms tentatively, 
pulling her into his embrace. His left hand came to rest on Hermione’s 
right shoulder blade, the other hand wound loosely around her waist. 
Frowning, Snape applied some pressure on Hermione’s back, drawing 
her closer until her cheek came to rest against his shoulder. Coiling her 
arms around his neck, she felt Severus flinch. Even though, he made no
sign that he was about to retreat. Encouraged, Hermione tightened her 



grip. “Are you all right?” she mumbled against the starched fabric of his 
robe. 

“I thought it should be me asking that question?” His voice, although 
strained, carried a tinge of amusement. 

“There’s no pattern to such things,” she said, letting her hands drop. 
“Come, sit beside me on the sofa.” 

He nodded. Somewhat stiffly, Severus moved to sit by her side, careful 
to put some distance between them. 

“Hold me,” she murmured, crawling into Snape’s lap as he opened his 
arms to hold her. It felt good, Hermione decided, curled into a ball with 
Snape enveloping her – every soft curve flexing against an angular 
plane; her tears soaking his robe. It felt warm. 

“Is this some kind of closure?” Snape asked her.

Hermione shook her head. “No. It’s like ping-pong. Yesterday it was my 
turn to hold you, now you’re taking care of me.” 

Snape inhaled. Hermione could feel his chest rising, and then falling 
sharply under her cheek. “Why me?” he asked her. “It doesn’t make 
sense.” 

His heat permeated through the sensitive skin of her fingertips, now 
trailing along Severus's bicep. Fidgeting a little, she pressed herself into 
his body. “Does it?” 

“I,” Snape paused, “I couldn’t tell.”

“Well, but I can, and being the only one who’s able to tell is good 
enough for me.” Hermione closed her eyes, submerged in the restless, 
dynamic quality that was Snape and being close to Snape. He was like 
the wind locked in a fist – intensive, violent exuberance under a pristine 
shell of calmness. The contradiction was alluring, as well the knowledge
that she could palm this mixture of strength and vulnerability and make 
it flex into the curves of her hand. Pleased, Hermione let herself be held 
– let Snape adjust to the sensation of touching another person 
affectionately. 



He was surprisingly pliant, perhaps working his muscles into watery 
submission. The Zen wolf who became one with the trap in order to get 
free. Hermione's smile was silenced against Snape’s robe. Well, she 
thought. It was a start. 

“Are you hungry?” Hermione asked him after a while.

Snape made a low chuckle. 

“Well,” she explained defensively. “There’s food, and I’m hungry, at 
least.”

“What’s with… Aubrey?”

Hermione sighed. “Right now she’s angry and hurt and probably hates 
me for abusing my position and being unfair to her- but she’ll come 
around. She knows I never punish her for her thoughts or feelings, but 
the way she chooses to express herself. Once she realises her mistake,
she’ll apologize and we can discuss things clearheadedly.”

“And what will you tell her?”

Hermione didn’t attempt to avoid the subject. “I’d tell her that my past 
mistakes are irrelevant to the current situation.” She sighed. “That’s not 
what you wanted to hear, now didn’t you?”

Snape straightened uncomfortably. Hermione took it as a sign to move 
aside. Still clinging to him, she spoke. “I’ve though of this so many 
times,” she said quietly, her voice hardly more than a whisper. “You, 
myself, and Dumbledore… are probably the only people in the entire 
world who know for sure about the true circumstances of Aubrey’s birth.”
Hermione moistened her lips. “People can guess. They can make 
speculations. I don’t care for them. Severus…- nobody has to know. 
Least of all Aubrey. There is absolutely nothing for her to gain from 
learning the truth. Nothing. When she’s old enough, if you’d allow me, 
I’d tell her we had an affair when I was attending Hogwarts. That should 
be simple enough. Not dignified maybe, but hopefully, credible. Can you
see my point?”

“Unfortunately, I do.” 



“Food, then?”

“Is there anything else you can think about?”

“Snogging.”

“Very well, Miss Granger. What’s on the menu?”

* * *

They had a quiet, reserved, though not unpleasant dinner. Hermione 
talked while serving the dishes- it seemed to be an urge she could not 
muster. Snape was uncharacteristically polite, but maybe ‘restrained’ 
was a more accurate definition. His relative lack of response had finally 
taken the edge off Hermione’s nervousness and made reticence 
somewhat more possible. It was… nice, she concluded afterward. To be
able to share the silence with another person. Few words, food – that he
hardly ate but appeared to enjoy, some wine, his company, which was 
dark and brooding. Above all, there was the silence, which stretched 
between them like worn out cotton – clingy and soft and welcoming, like 
a burning fire and a heated room, where a rainstorm is raging outside. 

“Maybe you could… say goodbye to Aubrey,” Hermione asked after 
retrieving the unsurprisingly full diner-tray from the child’s room. 

Snape, on his way out, already wrapped in his cloak, gave her a 
quizzical look. 

“This part of the evening, where it concerns Aubrey, still needs some 
kind of closure,” Hermione explained. “She won’t listen to me right now- 
not before I talk to her and that could take a while, but she might say 
goodbye to you. We've made some progress, Severus. Don’t let it all be 
wasted.” 

He nodded, obviously tired. “All right. What am I supposed to say?”

She smiled softly. That a man so sharp and apt with words would be 
struck speechless by an eight-year-old girl. “Just go to her, take your 



leave. Remind her of your presence. That should be all.” Hermione 
wanted to reach her hand and touch his cheek, but sensed it would 
probably be too much for him to process. “Go,” She encouraged Snape.
“She’s only a child. She won’t bite you.”

He sneered, and with that, stood before the girl’s door, knocking politely.

No answer came.

“She probably thinks it’s me,” Hermione whispered. “Just make your 
identity clear.”

Snape gave Hermione a sharp glare, then followed her orders. 

“Oh-,” Aubrey’s voice came from inside, muffled from crying. “Come in, 
then.” 

Hermione watched Severus step into the dimly lit room, hand extending 
to pivot the door behind him. It remained partly open, allowing both the 
milky darkness and the room's two inhabitants' muffled voices to escape
outside. Hermione sat herself comfortably against the wall, listening to 
the awkward conversation that played between the man and the child. 

“Well, you wanted in…” Aubrey sounded tired, her voice tainted with 
faint accusation. 

“Yes, I did,” Snape answered stiffly. “I came to take my leave.” 

“You mean Mum made you come and say goodbye.”

Hermione could almost imagine Snape glaring at Aubrey. Astounded, 
she heard his voice come quietly, almost softly. “Your mother has good 
intentions.”

“She knows nothing!”

Snape cleared his throat. “Whether she does- or doesn’t, her intentions 
are nonetheless good. Your mother is acting on your behalf.”

“By making me be friends with you?” Aubrey asked angrily. “You can sit, 
you know. There…” Hermione could hear Snape’s robes rustling as he 



moved to sit, probably on the edge of Aubrey’s bed. She pictured them 
in her mind, sitting in mid darkness, each on either side of the bed, 
Aubrey wrapped in her quilt, Snape enveloped in his cloak, not looking 
at one another while their words formed a shaky bridge in the tear-
salted dark. 

“So…” Aubrey’s voice trailed. “What are we going to do…?”

“What do you mean?” Snape’s tone was sharp. The kind of sharpness 
Hermione had learned to treat with caution. 

“Is it… is it safe for me to… like you? even a little bit?”

“I don’t know.”

“You said you’d try.”

“I will. That won’t make me likable.”

“Mum likes you.”

“Your mother likes all sorts of things,” Snape said snidely. Nevertheless, 
he was amused, and Hermione smiled at his observation. “I wouldn’t 
recommend for you to use your mother’s peculiar tastes as a standard.”

“Well, if I chose to like you, that’s my problem, right?”

“Silly girl.”

“Language,” Aubrey chanted with sing-a-song voice, obviously enjoying 
herself. 

Severus snorted.

“This is impolite,” the girl noted absentmindedly. “Did you like your 
parents?”

“This is none of your business.” Snape’s voice was layered with ice. 
Hermione stiffened. Judging by Aubrey’s voice, the child was apparently
aware to the danger as well. 



“I didn’t mean to, didn’t mean to-,” she stuttered. “We don’t have to talk 
about it, if you don’t like.”

“I don’t. Fuck- excuse me, listen, girl,” Snape took a deep breath. “This 
is… a delicate subject. Surely not one I wish to discuss, but you have no
way of knowing that. I understand why you should be afraid of me as I 
did everything in my power to scare you, but I can only hope that in due 
time I’ll to repair some of the damage and convince you that there’s 
no-,” he paused, considering his words. “Admittedly, thinking me 
completely harmless will be inaccurate and probably unwise, but I hope 
you will see that I am not going to endanger your well-being or 
happiness in any way at all. Ever.” 

Hermione stifled a sob, softly biting on her lower lip that cracked in a 
little smile. And the bloody fool is still wondering why him. From inside, 
she heard her daughter speak. 

“That’s alright. I know. Well, it’s not exactly feel safe- like this boy from 
my class in New York who couldn’t trust any dogs after one bit him? But 
he knew some were okay, and in the end, he learned to trust them 
again.” Aubrey made the sound she always made when picking her 
words carefully. “Like… I’m sorry, for asking about your parents. I won’t 
do so again.” 

For a while, there was silence. Snape was the one to speak up, this 
time. “My father,” he began slowly, his deep, beautiful voice, was 
studiedly devoid of any emotion. Hermione was immediately curious 
and began to listen intently. 

“Justin- that was his name,” Snape continued. “He was a harsh man. 
We had – many disagreements. At the end, I went away. It is still not 
easy for me to talk about him.”

“Did he hurt you?”

“Yes.” The answer was short and a cutting. 

Aubrey’s voice was quivering with pain for him. “But you still loved him?”

“I did.”



“And your Mum?”

“Aniko – my mother – was… Different. Sweet. Beautiful. Ethereal.”

“Was she like Mum?”

Snape inhaled. “No. Your mother is kind– strong-minded. Brilliant. Down
to earth. I think that above all else- your mother is happy.”

“And your Mum… wasn’t?”

The soft sound of tongue clicking on a moistened palate, then falling on 
stern lips could be heard in the silence. “Aniko- was hardly ever happy. 
At least not that I could remember.” 

“Why do you call her by her first name?”

Snape was slow to respond. “Probably because I feel she no longer 
belongs to me.”

“But, but…” the girl seemed to be perplexed, “she’s your mother…!”

“There are sins, Aubrey, which one does, that have the power to sever 
even the deepest bond. I made my choices and paid for them dearly. 
Don’t ask for explanations. I won’t give you any. Not today.”

For long, heavy moments, they were silent. Then Aubrey spoke. “It’s 
okay. I’ll try not to… ask you things you can’t answer.” 

“I appreciate that. Shouldn’t you be asleep by now?”

“I probably should. But Mum’s so happy that we’re talking that she 
doesn’t mind letting me stay awake over my bedtime. I bet she’s 
eavesdropping on us right now.”

“Really.” Snape was amused.

“Really really!” Aubrey answered with equal amusement. 

“Well-,” Snape cleared his throat, “I suppose that I’ll take my leave now, 
if you’ll excuse me –“



“Don’t you want to give me a goodnight kiss?”

“Definitely no.”

“So can I hug you?”

“Is there a specific reason people find me particularly huggable today?” 
Snape remarked snidely. 

The bedclothes rustled and swished under Aubrey’s shifting weight, and 
Snape have been given a wet, noisy kiss. 

“You are not supposed to wipe your cheek!” the child protested. 

“You are not supposed to be drooling all over me.” 

“Goodnight, Severus.” 

“Goodnight, Aubrey.” 

A grainy sound was produced as the fabric on Snape’s robe met the 
thick carpet on the room’s floor. It told her Snape had stood up. 

He met her on the entrance with a contemptuous glare. Hermione 
giggled. “That was really sweet.”

“That was horrifying.” 

She beamed at him. “I’m proud of you.”

“Don’t try to make me sick.”

“If you wish to let my pride sicken you, this is utterly your problem." Still 
smiling, she outstretched her hand, signaling him to help her up. Snape 
obeyed reluctantly. They were now standing in front of each other, 
Hermione's head thrown backward so she could meet Severus's gaze- 
he was so much taller then her. Their height differences didn't seem to 
matter most of the time – Hermione's constant movement, her procyonid
frenzy, compensated for her lack of impressive physical datum. Until 
they were so close that all of a sudden, the top of her head was level 



with his chest, and the ethereal residues of their bodies' heat mixed 
together. 

"Look-" Hermione had to move a little further than she wanted in order 
to be able to meet Snape's guarded gaze. "I know that sometimes… 
sometimes it is easier to be treated harshly, if only because that is what 
we expect- what I learned to expect. Then when I had suddenly 
encountered kindness, I was overwhelmed – I didn't know how to 
respond and ended up being cold, detached or untrusting. It had been 
easier to think I had been deceived, rather than accept that someone 
had acknowledged our… it's hard to find the right term for this – New 
York is such an enormous place, remembering that the other woman 
walking on the other side of the street is a human being just like 
yourself, or perhaps- remembering that this woman is a human-being 
who isn't an exact copy of yourself, sometimes seems to be the only 
notion that enables you to contain the concept of other human-
beings…" Hermione moistened her lips. "I'm straying off the subject 
here. Anyway, what I wanted to say is that… that… after stagnating for 
so many years, we become rusty. We might not be able, or ready, to 
accept another person's acknowledgment of our humanity… of our 
being lovable. It hurts; it hurt to be treated kindly after knowing nothing 
but disregard for such a long time. Our circumstances are different and 
I'm aware of that, but I… I know you-" her voice was trembling, "deep in 
my heart I know you, and I know you haven't been broken beyond 
measurement."

Snape shrugged. "Touching."

She had known that he would hurt her, and therefore was ready to take 
the insult. The stab became blunt, and the pain slowly crumbled 
delicate, blood-engorged tissues of mellowness inside Hermione's 
womb and up her midriff. "That's okay, Severus," she murmured as they 
walked to the door. "As I already told you, I won't be scared off."

He closed his eyes, as if the weight of thousand regrets made his 
eyelids as heavy as lead. "I do not deserve your kindness."

"Well, that's for me to decide," she whispered. "I only wish you hadn't 
hurt me so much in the process."

"I'm sorry. For everything."



Hermione closed her eyes, failing to hold back the tears. "Apology 
accepted."

She heard him walk away.

Several points to be related following the discussion on WIKTT:

* Hermione's willingness to expose Aubrey to Snape: first and foremost, 
I have great belief in children's ability to sense and recognize people 
who are dangerous or unhealthy to them in any way. It doesn't mean I 
intend for children to run freely in the streets following nice strangers 
(God forbid), but I think it enough for Hermione – knowing the Snape of 
her youth (who was not the Snape who raped her) was an honourable 
person, supported by Dumbledore's current backup as to Snape's 
personality and by her own hunch – to encourage Aubrey to befriend 
with Snape.

* Hermione's forgiveness to Snape on the time of the act: giving the 
matter some thinking (do believe me I also gave it much thinking when I 
wrote the initial chapters of "Breeding Lilacs" and once again when 
those chapters been through beta-reading), it occurred to me, or at least
that's what I've come to think, that people doesn't submit this act of 
Hermione to moral judgment, but rather to self-comparison. Would I, 
were I to be there instead of Hermione, would have acted the way she 
did? I don't know whether my answer would have been yes, especially 
seeing how angry I still am of inequities done to me in the past. I have 
forgiven these people, or perhaps just telling myself I had, but 
sometimes I'm still furious and tearful and wish I could revenge them for 
the way they had disfigured my soul. Hermione, on the other hand, does
have the knowledge her actions caused Severus to change his course 
of life, and turn back to the light. If this is not enough of a payment, I 
don't know what is. 

But I'm straying off the subject here- the issue I was relating was 
Hermione's forgiving Snape on the time of the act. Myself I have 
imagined Hermione crying, still dazed, shocked and terrorized, with this 
man she suddenly recognizes as her younger Potions Professor 
towering over her. She can see the desperation and sadness in his 
eyes, and perhaps because this is the only act of defiance she has left; 



perhaps because that's the only things she KNOWS to do; perhaps 
because his desperation makes him less her victimizer on more a 
human in some absurd way: she forgives him. There, on the spot. 
Sometimes I believe I would have done the same. Sometimes I don't.

* Hermione's singing Disney songs to Snape instead of kicking him in 
the balls: I can only talk out of personal experience, but personally I find 
that I cannot hold my anger, however justified, against a hurting person. 
I will talk to them later, demanding to receive an explanation, but when I 
see them hurt, my first instinct is try and stop the pain. And don't you 
dare calling me Mama Theresa, I'm not. I'm quite a bitch, in fact.

* Hermione's insistence to ignore Snape nastiness. Well, folks, let me 
introduce you to Severus Snape, a Potions Master: an overgrown, 
sadistic, egomaniacal child. Just read the canon. My Snape is also 
mentally fucked up, was an abused child, and suffers steady bursts of 
Cruciatus and other such niceties. If you believe this kind of person's 
defenses can be lowered by brutal attempts to breach them, you may 
try to write it in your own fic- but PLEASE: do not attempt to go into any 
form of mental therapy. 

The only way to reach a person who had been so badly hurt is 
compromise- once and once again. Ignore (and by "ignore" I don't mean
swallow and move on, but explain plainly and clearly you were hurt and 
that you demand they won't repeat their behavior, knowing they 
probably would) whatever nasty things they might have said to you and 
try, one more time, to reach for them. They hiss, they bite, they bark, 
they are poisonous: think twice before trying to interact with this kind of
person. You probably don’t want to. But if you do, that's the way to do it. 
Slowly, insistently, and never forgetting the antiseptics. Because both of 
you are going to bleed. A lot. 

My Hermione, after she had given the matter lots of thinking, came to 
realise that she believes the right thing to do, and difficult as it may be to
everyone involved, is to acknowledge Snape's fatherhood of Aubrey. 
With this decision taken, she is determined to do everything in her 
power to turn Snape into someone safer for her daughter. And so it 
appears to be, herself. 

* And a somewhat late installation to sum things up- the person who 
raped Hermione was not her teacher and not the man she found upon 



returning to the Wizarding World. The man who raped seventeen-year-
old Hermione Granger was 20-22 Severus Snape, a Death Eater, an 
abused child, who hated the world, himself, and the girl who dared to 
forgive him. The man who raped seventeen-year-old Hermione Granger 
is probably the same ex Death Eater Snape who's depicted in many 
other HG/SS fics, in his youth. Is it easier to ignore the past iniquity one 
did to other women, than the injustice he did to you? 

All in all, I believe people can and do change. And I believe in 
forgiveness. I have forgiven, under different circumstances, in order for 
me to be able to breathe freely. The person Hermione meets when she 
comes back to Hogwarts might not be a nice or likable person, but he 
definitely not a rapist, an abuser (no more than the canon Snape, that 
is), or anything of the sort. 

- I also wish to assure you I won't stop posting the fic because of 
negative criticism. Many people told me this is not the way sane people 
would have handled the situation: I'm actually sure that sane, 
complete, whole people would never have found themselves in this 
situation. Rape, and so does abuse, does not leave whole people to 
handle any situations at all. 

So no, I won't stop posting, no matter what other people has to say, as I 
am assured of my story and of my character's behavior. However, I 
would remind you that criticism is welcome (not as in: "I promise to 
accept", though), and you can always drop your notes. 

With that said- on to chapter 18. 

18 - Make Your Pain an Image of the Desert.

"The Dark Lord is growing restless," Snape said dryly." The wind outside
growled and battered the panes of the high windows at the back of the 
Headmaster's office, as if attempting to emphasize Snape's words. "And
he is growing tired of the evident lack of information," he added. "From 
me in particular. I do not believe he is completely aware of my true 
loyalties by now – Voldemort's most obvious weakness is his tendency 
to believe that he is impossible to deceive. He's having hard time 



realizing that I've managed to defeat his Legilimency. The Dark Lord's 
vanity is probably only thing to keep me alive by now, as I'm no longer 
useful to him. I'm sorry, gentlemen, but the Morrigan demands blood. 
There is no other way of playing this game."

Mad-Eye, nestling a teacup full of Ogden's aged Firewhiskey in his 
large, calloused hand, nodded in agreement. "The ravens on the grove 
near my winter lodge have been freaking out recently- one of those 
fools, got himself trampled by some bloody Muggle vehicle, ended up 
sprawled all over the damn Muggle road, a mess of blood and feathers. 
They are clever creatures – they throw their nuts onto the roads, so the 
Muggle machines go over them and crack the nuts open. But this bird- 
he wasn't careful enough. Something distracted him…" And Mad-Eye 
sipped his Firewhiskey, scanning the spacious room with his magical 
eye. 

Low buzz of wizarding machinery filled the room, like the scent of 
sweets and pastry that drifted here and there in Honeydukes. The rich, 
lemony light of day, which usually lit every corner of the Headmaster's 
office, was replaced by fire-warmed darkness. Mixed with the cream and
gold decorations of the room, it inspired an atmosphere of almost 
unpicked reality, with gold and silver threads descending from its 
unravelled rims. Seated across the room, were the members of The side
of the light’s highest Council of War, also known as the DA – 
Dumbledore's Army – a label once jokingly applied to it by Harry Potter, 
and which had somehow stuck over the years. Snape had never cared 
for its origin. Following Mad-Eye's example, he scanned the room, his 
gaze resting briefly on each of its few occupants. 

Albus Percival Wulfric Brian Dumbledore, Headmaster of Hogwarts 
School of Witchcraft and Wizardry, sat in his usual place, his 
magnificent phoenix on his left shoulder, observing the meeting from 
behind his claw-footed mahogany desk. The ancient wizard, Snape 
noted, manifested his regular hearty detachment. 

In front of Dumbledore and slightly to the right, under the portrait of 
Cathriona Bonham, sprawled on an overstuffed armchair, was former 
boy wonder and current Chief of Staff, the Auror Harry James Potter. 
The young man showed a characteristic air of clashing qualities, from 
the harsh curve of his jaw and the electrified hum of magic that 
surrounded him, to the inviting impression given by the clingy, worn-out 



cloth of his Auror's robe, and his easy smile. Potter, who never declined 
an offer of food – a habit that somehow reminded Snape of Aniko –, was
currently nibbling on a saucer of biscuits, which he took with a strong, 
hot coffee. 

Next to Potter, sat Boadicea O'Byrne. The current head of Department 
of Mysteries, who had qualified as Unspeakable, was brilliant and 
restrained, gifted with the sharp instincts of a predator and the indrawn, 
intellectualized bloodlust of a human-being. She was a beautiful woman,
with full, sensuous lips, high cheekbones, curved, well-shaped figure, 
and too much of a Ravenclaw for Snape to actually find her attractive. 
Pure intellect, with none of her passion directed toward human relations.
A frigid bitch, if one wished to use a cruder term. Anna had once thought
it would be fun to ask her former schoolmate to join them in a sexual 
threesome – O'Byrne, though in no way unskilled, had been passionless
and sleek and all too relaxed, an intellectual fuck was probably the best 
way to describe her. Afterwards, she had poured the three of them some
Remy Martin – a cultured drink, she had claimed, referring to her 
schoolmate's many years affection for malt. Anna's taste for the burn, 
however, was just another thing Snape adored about his lover. He found
himself amused at the Unspeakable's comment. 

O'Byrne was one of the two women currently attending the DA- the 
second woman was Maggie Trimble Macmillan; Marlene McKinnon's 
baby sister who had been attending Hogwarts at the time of Voldemort's
first rise. Marlene, almost twenty years older than her sister, was a 
member of the Order of the Phoenix. Maggie had been seventeen when
her older sister's work for the Order had finally ended with the brutal 
murder of Marlene, Marlene and Maggie's parents, and Marlene's 
husband and children by the hands of the Dark Lord's supporters. 

The child of a well-known Dark Arts researcher Quentin Trimble and the 
famous herbologist, Phyllida Spore, Maggie was a clever, good-natured,
stubborn Hufflepuff, about four years Severus's junior. She had been a 
prefect, then Head Girl, but resigned from that position when her 
parents were murdered. After finishing Hogwarts, Maggie Trimble spent 
the next ten years of her life dedicating herself to meticulous study of 
the Dark Arts. When at first, she attempted to join Aurory, Trimble's 
application was denied by current head of Auror Headquarters. It took 
Alastor Moody's intervention – back then, he had been one of the most 
important figures in the Auror Headquarters personnel – to pass 



Trimble's request. In Aurory, she had met the ten years younger Liam 
Macmillan, uncle of Ernie Macmillan, married him, and the two now had 
three children. 

Due to her delicate position during the second rising of Voldemort, 
Trimble Macmillan's membership of the Order has been kept a secret. 
Now, almost fifteen years after the Dark Lord's reincarnation, and retired
from Aurory in order to oversee a small, elite group of Defense against 
the Dark Arts Experts, Maggie Trimble Macmillan was a highly 
esteemed witch and an important DA member. Right now, she was 
sitting in front of the fire, the light of the flames entwining in her lush 
mane of red, silver-streaked curls, accenting the circles under her 
brown, expressive eyes. 

A few feet away from her, still swearing under his breathe – something 
about his damn ravens – was the last member of the small Council of 
War. Mad-Eye Moody had barely changed over the years, Snape noted 
to himself: he was still crazy, still paranoid, and still sipped his own 
blasted Firewhiskey from his own blasted teacup. 

"So…" Dumbledore gathered the silence in his words, bottled it, and put
it aside for the moment. "What exactly are you telling us, Severus?"

"What Severus is telling you," O'Byrne interrupted, "is that if we wish to 
keep Professor Snape useful as a spy for any time longer, we must offer
some kind tribute – to Voldemort."

"Very cleanly stated," Snape said acidly. 

Dumbledore nodded. "And what is your opinion on the matter, 
Boadicea?"

"I say no. Voldemort suspects Severus. I can hardly believe he would 
provide him with any more useful information at this stage, no matter the
sacrifices on our side. I say, 'End the game'. Now."

Snape narrowed his eyes. O'Byrne had a point, but they were walking 
on a very thin line and every piece of information that might be gained at
this stage could affect the delicate balance of the scales. 

Dumbledore's eyes moved to Trimble Macmillan who sat in front of the 



fire. "Maggie- what is your opinion?"

Macmillan removed her gaze from the swirling fire in the hearth. "The 
information Severus had brought us so far had been priceless," she said
quietly. "Knowing what a crisis point we're standing at, it is highly 
possible to assume every piece of intelligence can turn the ends of the 
equation. Therefore, I believe that the decision we are about to take 
should be Severus's decision. He knows the Dark Lord best. If he says 
there's a chance that sacrifices on our side might produce results, I say 
we should listen to him."

The Headmaster gave Trimble Macmillan a nod of acknowledgment. 
"Very well, Maggie. Alastor?"

Mad-Eye shrugged, coughing a little as the movement made him choke 
on his Firewhiskey. "Who's on our spare list?" he growled. "Think we 
could give him Fudge?"

"No, Alastor. I believe we have already been through that issue several 
times." Dumbledore shook his head, giving his old friend a somewhat 
desperate look. "Myself, I should let you know; I oppose Severus's 
suggestion," the ancient wizard told them with quiet resolution. "I believe
Severus should terminate his spying at once. As Boadicea had already 
said, Voldemort is suspicious, and not likely to provide us with any more
useful information. Voldemort's suspicion also puts Severus, who is one 
of our greatest warriors, at an enormous risk, which I wish to prevent. 
Thirdly, and as all three of you have managed to ignore – something 
which I find incredibly bothersome, the only way to even momentarily 
satisfying Voldemort involves sacrificing someone of our own. Betraying 
a friend or an ally – perhaps an innocent – something I hoped we should
never have to do. But of course," Albus continued, his bright, silver-blue 
eyes resting on Harry Potter, who watched him closely in return. "That is
not for me to decide. You listened to us express our opinions on the 
matter, Harry. You know what each of us think. The choice is up to you. 
What should we do then? Should we send Severus back into the 
snake's den, buying Voldemort's trust with the blood of our friends, or 
should we cut off Severus's spying activities at once?" 

Snape looked at Potter. Hardly more than a child, barely twenty-seven, 
still vibrating of youth. And where were you at twenty-seven? asked the 
little blackbird in his head. It only then occurred to Snape that Potter 



was Hermione's age- had once been, in fact, one of her two best 
friends; a parent, just like Hermione. He had seen her earlier- she and 
Aubrey came down to the lab and helped him concoct a batch of 
Unrequited Love Potion, ordered by Poppy in honour of the coming 
Valentine's Day.

The child, it appeared, had shown genuine interest in the fine art of 
potions making. Therefore, he let her chop some roots, then stir the 
bubbling cauldron, surprised at the ease and grace she demonstrated. 
Aubrey Granger moved around a cauldron like a true Snape. He 
remembered her mother in her time, sharp, accurate and eager, never 
missing a single ingredient and always reaching a perfect concoction, 
but it wasn't with the natural grace which thirty-five generations of 
potions making imbued one. 

"You mean, about a thousand years of carefully inspected pureblood 
crossbreeding?" Hermione teased, interrupting Snape's line of thought 
by wrapping her arms around his waist.

He merely shrugged at Granger's statement, nevertheless stiffening at 
the deliberate touch. Hermione made a point of touching him 
affectionately over the previous weeks. It was never more than a casual 
hug or a peck on the cheek, but every time she touched him, Snape 
found himself unnerved, as if she were pulling the ground under his feet 
and forcing him to walk on water. He closed his eyes for a moment, 
adjusting to the foreign sensation of simply being held – of warmth 
simply being warmth – for the sake of nothing at all. Perhaps it was 
pain, too.

"I know I'm not beautiful," Hermione murmured, referring Aubrey's 
natural grace with a hint of jealousy in her voice, "I might not be graceful
and delicate, and I also work franticly when preparing a potion, but I do 
produce a fine concoction." 

Snape quirked an eyebrow. "You are correct in all but one thing," he 
murmured, able to feel Granger's warm breath on his back. Whenever 
she exhaled, it seemed, her abdomen was drawn inside, as if she was 
pulling her body away from his. Gathering away her warmth only to be 
poured into the contours of his spine a moment later, when she filled her
lungs with air. 



"Tell me where did I go wrong, then," came Granger's muffled voice. 

"You said you aren't beautiful," Snape answered. "You should know 
better than that."

"Well, that is very kind of you."

He sneered. "Have you ever known me to be kind?"

"No, actually," Hermione admitted.

"So don't expect an encore."

"I won't."

She held him for few minutes longer, both of them watching the girl 
leaning over the massive cauldron, giving the simmering batch of 
Unrequited Love Potion a precise stir every 10.7 seconds. 

Hermione, he knew, was momentarily under siege from the current 
bunch of flea infested Potters and their redheaded, Weasley mother. 
Surely Granger could not be allowing his bright, beautiful daughter to be
friends with Weasley and Potter's little hybrids? As sure as hell she 
could… and she would probably say it was educational too – an 
introspective view into the local fauna; be kind to your inferiors; liberate 
the House-Elves. If good intentions were bricks, she could have paved a
road to an Emerald City. Sometimes Snape thought that Hermione 
Granger ought to be waiting on the other side of one of the 
Department's of Mysteries closed doors, along with Life, Death, Time 
and Mind. That the man who once was Tom Riddle should cease 
existing upon seeing her, because she was too much for him to bear. 
But she was only too much for Severus Snape to bear – Severus 
Snape's personal demon, his private Nemain; her hands red from the 
river, where she had been washing bloodstained linens. His ashen 
haired Margaret. 

With that in his mind, Snape returned to reality, hearing Potter breathe in
deeply, and then exhale. The swish of air flowing past his lips was the 
only sound in the room. The young man was painfully quiet before he 
finally spoke. "First, Headmaster, I'd like to take the liberty to speak for 
my friends here," Snape snorted at that, receiving a sharp, irritated 



glance from Potter, who kept talking. "And to tell you that none of us are 
ignoring the grave sacrifices that should be made- if I decide Professor 
Snape's spying should continue."

One thing to say in the boy's favor, Snape thought, was that he never 
avoided taking full responsibility for his own decisions. 

Potter went on. "But perhaps what you're forgetting, Albus, is that this 
sacrifice that I might command will be made for the common good. This 
is war we are fighting, and wars are never fair. Thinking that wars have 
losers and winners, is something creatures like Voldemort do. We know 
better." The Auror shook his head. "As to my decision- I tend to agree 
with Maggie here- Snape knows Voldemort best. If he thinks there's still 
something useful he can learn through spying, then his spying should by
every means continue. So what are you saying, Professor?"

Snape arched an eyebrow. "Are you asking me to make your decision 
for you, Potter?" he drawled. "I told you what the facts are. There is a 
strong possibility I'll be gaining some new, critical information, there's 
also a strong possibility I'll be Aveda Kedavra-d by Voldemort, and take 
an innocent life away with me. Tough choice, isn't it, Potter?"

The younger man's eyes darkened with rage, but just as always, he 
didn't rise. "All right," Potter said. "Professor Snape, when is the next 
Death Eaters' meeting?"

The last time Voldemort has summoned him had been a week and a 
half ago. "The next meeting should be held in several days time," Snape
informed him. 

Potter nodded. "Very well. You will attend the meeting. We need to 
decide on the name you should give Voldemort when this meeting 
occurs. Since this council won't be gathered again this week, we should 
make that decision now. Any ideas, fellow DAs?" 

Dumbledore was slumped back in his majestic armchair, his usually 
twinkling eyes dim, chewing diligently on a Lemon Drop. O'Byrne brow 
was wrinkled in concentration, as if she was considering a list of 
possible candidates. Mad-Eye had been scanning some buzzing, silvery
object on the other side of the room, all the while, fixing his magical eye 
on Dumbledore. Trimble Macmillan, on the other hand, was tapping on 



her lower lip. "Kingsley Shacklebolt," she said quietly. "He is our best 
option if we want to obtain Voldemort's trust. He put almost as many 
Death Eaters in Azkaban as Moody did in his day, he has killed and 
disabled about the same number, and Voldemort and his supporters 
have been after him for ages. He and his family were placed under a 
Fidelius charm about five months ago." She sighed. "Merlin only knows I
love Kingsly dearly- fuck Merlin, I won't attempt justifying doing this to a 
friend of mine. But the facts remain just the same. Kingsley is our best 
choice. I only wish we had a way to remove his family –"

"I veto this idea!" Dumbledore cried. "There is one pre-Hogwarts boy in 
the Shacklebolt household!"

"I veto your veto!" Potter called in return. "Maggie is right. Kingsley is 
our best option and you know that. War has no winners."

The clever, old wizard sank back into his armchair. 

Potter closed his eyes. "Boadicea, I need for you to find us the name of 
the Shacklebolt’s secret-keeper. Professor Snape, a supply of your 
strongest Veritaserum would be most welcome. Headmaster-" Potter 
stood up; his hand extended tentatively to touch the elder wizard's 
veiny, parchment's skinned fingers. "I'm so sorry."

"That's all right, my dear boy," Dumbledore told him quietly. "You were 
correct. War has no winners. Only losers. I had managed to forget that, 
Harry. I should thank you for reminding me."

Potter nodded, returning to his place. His nod was a signal to 
Dumbledore to take over the conversation once again. "Very well, 
ladies, gentlemen, I believe we have settled all urgent matters. An 
evening meal will be served in the blue dining room to anybody who's 
interested. Myself- I believe I shall now retire to my room. Kindly excuse
my early retirement. It has been a trying evening…"

Several voices hummed their approval, but none made any notable sign
of approaching the aging wizard. There seemed to be a mutual 
agreement, that the great wizard was beyond most of their reaches. 
Nevertheless, no one was surprised to see the Potions Master helping 
the Headmaster out of his seat, and ushering him out of the room. 



"Potter was indeed correct," Snape murmured as he helped 
Dumbledore move out of his heavy outer garment of purple and gold 
embroidered brocade. He folded the rich cloth; his movements sharp 
and accurate, not giving away even the slightest hint of emotion. "The 
boy made a difficult decision. Wistfully right, and even though it might be
one he would regret for the rest of his life, he still had the courage to 
take it."

"True Gryffindor courage," Dumbledore said, and Snape wondered if, for
the first time, he heard a hint of sarcasm creeping into the Headmaster's
voice. Dumbledore's fingers, thin, and delicate, glided to untie the laces 
at the front of his robes. Snape moved to his side, freeing one veiny, 
crumpled arm, from the thick cloth, then another, until Albus was 
standing in front of him wearing only his old-fashioned underwear. Thin, 
exceptionally tall frame. Sunken chest covered by his beard, which was 
a beautiful mane of cascading Santa-white curls. Loose belly. Knobbly 
knee caps. There was hardly enough flesh to keep the rustling old 
bones together. And so, Snape kept talking about Potter, as if the 
younger man's courage would be enough to fill the empty holes of Albus
Dumbledore's rapidly weakening body. 

"If I am to die," Snape continued, "before all of this is over, tell Potter I 
was proud of him." He drew a long, flannel nightshirt out of an ancient 
armoire and pulled it over the older wizard's head. 

"Here's something I never thought I'll hear you say," Dumbledore told 
him, sitting heavily on his high, grandiose four-poster bed. Crouching, 
Snape leaned to remove the older man's footwear, lifting Dumbledore's 
feet to the bed. 

Then, as if in an afterthought, Snape chuckled. "Repeat it to anyone 
before you have verified my death, and I'll deny it." 

Dumbledore's pale eyes drifted slowly down the embroidered silk of his 
bed curtains, until they had met Snape's dark, unwavering gaze. 
"Sometimes, during the previous weeks, I have found myself daring to 
hope you might find it in you- to make plans for the future."

"I-" Snape halted, pulling himself a low, curved stool that probably 
adorned the room ever since the Bonny Prince Charlie had tried but 
failed to gain English crown. "I admit I have entertained… several 



notions, but…" He lowered his head, thumbing the bridge of his nose. 
"Hope is elusive and deceptive. No Albus, I am not going to live it out 
and I better not fool myself," Snape finished bitterly." 

"Ah, my dear child," the old wizard sighed. "If it were not for hopes, the 
heart would break."

"He who lives on hope will die fasting," Snape retorted.

"Well," Dumbledore watched him amusedly, "you seem to plan on dying 
anyway."

Snape tightened his lips, extending his hand to remove the 
Headmaster's half-moon shaped spectacles. Stripped of the protective 
lenses, Albus's eyes seemed small, exposed – almost naked, carefully 
nestled in their fist-like eye-sockets. "Perhaps death should come as a 
relief," he said to those pale, vulnerable eyes. "Even if I'd live to see the 
end of this- I'm not sure I'd know what to do with my life. They say life is 
the greatest gift: I've been raped into existence, hated my childhood, 
boyhood and youth, and was a bitter adult for all I can remember. I don't
wish to go on like that, but- I would probably be able to do so. What I am
not able to do-" he shrugged his shoulders. "She is not like anything I 
have ever known before. I am- compelled. She leaves me speechless. 
That is not- that's not what I intended to say." Snape shook his head. "I 
don't think I'm ready. I don't know if I'll ever be ready."

"Man can be such fuckwits," Albus said calmly, light-blue eyes twinkling 
softly.

Snape gaped at the vulgar expression coming from Albus Dumbledore's
lips. 

The ancient wizard's eyes twinkled. "You won't believe some of the 
expressions I've picked up from Minerva over the years." 

"Is that so?" Snape remarked sarcastically. "So now I'm a fuckwit?"

"I'm afraid to say you are, Severus. If you want something, go and get it.
If she is your happiness, grab her and never let her go. And for Merlin's 
sake, stop blubbering about being ready- have you ever known a baby 
ready to face the cold air outside their mother's womb?" He roared. "Life



is what happens to you when you're not ready!"

Snape glared at him. "You are missing my point!"

"And what would be your point? Aside from being afraid to live?"

"My point – Albus – I don’t know if I can." He breathed deeply. "I've 
grown numb. Well, why am I talking about this anyway? Am I expected 
to sing you a lullaby?" The Granger girl had once asked him to sing to 
her, and Snape found himself chanting a Leonard Cohen song that 
always reminded him of Aniko.

…Well I lived with a child of snow 
when I was a soldier, 
and I fought every man for her 
until the nights grew colder. 

She used to wear her hair like you 
except when she was sleeping, 
and then she'd weave it on a loom 
of smoke and gold and breathing…

And Hermione stood in the doorway, with her hair falling to her waist in a
mess of wet curls after just having taken a long bath, smiling softly. The 
firelight from the living room wrapped her small, ripe figure. Like a veil of
glowing liquid. 

A soft flutter of wings fogged the vision as Fawkes, now a mere chick, 
landed on Dumbledore's pillow. 

The Headmaster smiled. "You have insulted my song-bird, Severus, by 
suggesting you should sing me a lullaby." 

Snape made a sound in the back of his throat. "I offer my sincere 
apology to your song-bird, if that is, indeed, the case." 

"Fawkes wishes to let you know your apology had been accepted."

"Albus, if I remember correctly, we have just celebrated your hundred 
and sixty-fourth birthday last spring?"



"Well," Dumbledore said, "there comes a certain age when a man's life 
takes a surprising turn, and we find ourselves walking once again the 
paths our youth and childhood had led us through."

"If you are referring what the Muggle call Alzheimers or Senility," Snape 
told him icily, "I should inform you that those are ailments unknown to 
the Wizarding kind, and therefore there is no reason you should be 
suffering them." 

"You're an impudent child," Dumbledore said kindly. "But I love you 
nonetheless. Very well, Severus. This old man needs his sleep, and you
need to keep your reputation as the castle's resident vampire, lurking 
the corridors and scaring the living hell out of my student body."

Snape smirked.

The Headmaster seemed to smirk as well. 

* The chapter's title is taken from Yehuda Amichai poem "Do Not 
Accept". 

* Morrigan was the Celtic goddess of war and death who could take the 
shape of a crow or raven. She is associated with the sometimes 
frightening aspects of female energy, and is wife to Dagda. As one 
aspect of the Celtic triple goddess, Morrigan is seen washing bloody 
laundry prior to battle by those destined to die.

* Nemain; One of Morrigan's three incarnations. Nemain – Frenzy.

* "If it were not for hopes, the heart would break." – Thomas Fuller. 

* "He who lives on hope will die fasting." – Benjamin Franklin.

19 - Like the Quiet Drift of Petals from a Magic Rose.

Anna was almost raw that night, and surprisingly tender by the end. He 



went to her after leaving Dumbledore's quarters, finding Anna skimming 
through a pile of advanced seventh year essays. The edge of her quill 
was brushing her thin, yet amazingly sexy lips, soft locks of brown hair 
framing Anna's high cheekbones and accenting the deep, earthy colour 
of her skin. Leaning forward, Snape brushed his lover's hair aside and 
pressed his lips to Anna's nape. He was satisfied to see a tremor of 
satisfaction passing down her spine.

It was good, passionate sex, the kind of sex to leave scars of 
possession all over his body and a sense of glowing, sweet numbness. 
Only afterwards, when he already was half asleep, he felt Anna 
sneaking under the covers and taking his limp cock into her mouth, 
kissing, teasing and biting for a long hour until he grew painfully hard 
again – a thing Snape thought impossible after what they had just 
shared. Slowly, almost tenderly, Anna brought him to the edge, milking 
every drop of pleasure out of his stiffening body. It was almost as if she 
was making love to his cock.

Anna's smile when she came up – a trickle of semen dripping down the 
corner of her mouth – was evil and teasing as ever. Snape pulled her 
down to a searing kiss. "What was that for?"

"A goodbye present," she said softly. "Goodbye fellatio if you'd like."

"What the fuck, Anna-"

She hushed him, sealing his lips with her index finger. "Don't be rude, 
my love. I thought of holding a romantic, candlelit dinner. But we were 
never like that. Nothing fancy for the both of us." Anna closed her lips 
around an imaginary cigarette, lying on the bed beside him. "I wrote to 
Conrad a week ago. I told him that with Marly finally out of home, I think 
it's time we moved in together on a more permanent basis. That I 
wanted someone to hold me from behind when I'm a sleep and to tell 
me that he loves me over his morning Prophet."

Snape blinked, moving his hands through his long, greasy hair. "Very 
well, I can see your reasoning; but why – why now, like this…" he shook
his head. 

Anna smiled sadly. "You really don't get it, don’t you?"



He glared at her.

"While I have no objection whatsoever to sharing you with other women,
Severus, I have no intention of being number two on your list."

"What is this bloody nonsense?" 

Anna watched him with amusement tingeing her lovely complexion. 
"Things aren't the way it had used to be any more. We have grown 
apart. I believe it is time for each of us to go our separate ways."

Snape groaned in frustration, turning on his side to face Anna. "This is 
because of Granger, isn't it?"

Anna leaned to remove a stray hair out of his pale, aquiline face. For 
her, he was always beautiful. "It is because of me," she said tenderly. "It 
is because of me being selfish and egoistical. I need to be adored, to 
have someone who needs me the way you once did, the way Conrad 
still does."

Snape let his eyelids drop, and sank into the pillows. "I have been unfair
to you, Anna."

She sneered. "It was never about fairness."

"Not in the beginning, perhaps, but I've come to like you."

"Then you would have known I never fancied fairness." She sat, pulling 
the blanket to cover her breasts. Their delicious, soft fullness was no 
longer his to watch or touch. It was hidden from him behind a thin 
covering of cloth. 

"Indeed I do." Slowly, turning his back on her, he moved to his feet.

"Let's not unman each other part at once," he heard Anna quoting, 
uttering the cruel words with soothing, gentle voice. "All farewells should
be sudden when forever."

Snape turned around to gaze at his former lover's back. Tanned, 
beautiful olive skin lovingly dented by the soft strokes of shadow that 
emphasized Anna's curved figure and darkened the hazelnut colour of 



her hair. 

"If this is what you wish," he said.

Anna nodded. "This is what I wish."

"You were my host at the ‘Mermaid’," he murmured quietly, while putting
on his clothes. "I could never tipple a drink more fine then your Canary 
wine, Anna." 

"That's sweet, Severus. Thank you."

He leaned forward to press a kiss to her nape once again. "Farewell, 
Anna."

"Isn't it a bit melodramatic?" she wondered, and then sighed. "Goodbye,
Severus. I'll see you tomorrow at breakfast. Until then, may the Gods be
with you." 

She didn't turn around to watch Snape close her bedroom door behind 
him.

* * *

"Good morning Severus!" The child landed on the seat beside him, 
which was automatically heightened to fit her smaller size.

Snape glared at his steaming black coffee. "Where is your mother?"

"She said she needed to take care of few things and that I should eat 
my breakfast with you." 

Snape rolled his eyes. Great. Absolutely, fucking marvelous. Having 
breakfast with Aubrey, meant that he would be in charge of the child's 
diet, and had to make sure the child actually ate something. And not just
any thing, if you don't mind. Oh, no. Granger had very clear opinions 
about what children should eat for breakfast. Granger, in fact, had very 
clear opinions about what little children – her little child, to be accurate –
must eat for every single meal on the menu, an idea that had very little if



anything, to do with her daughter's actual preferences. Aubrey, on the 
other hand, sticking with the adage that said that a problem shared is a 
problem halved, refused to eat anything unless Snape ate it as well.

Suppressing a sigh, Snape turned to glower at the girl. "Very well, 
Aubrey. Your mother's instructions state clearly that you have to 
consume something from all of the major food groups. So what would 
you like to begin with?"

The child eyed the porridge. "Err… perhaps carbohydrates?"

Snape gave her a sharp glare. "As you are well aware, your mother's 
instructions also state that the sweets should come at the end of the 
meal. Next choice."

She sighed. "Well, it was worth a try, wouldn't it?"

Perhaps it was time for some life lessons. Snape adopted his didactic 
voice. "When dealing with Hufflepuffs, Gryffindors, or even a Ravenclaw,
this kind of attempt might have seen success. Dealing with a Slytherin 
however, you are bound to fail. Remember, you must always respect 
your Slytherin housemates if you wish to survive your first year in 
Slytherin house. That is, unless they are pureblooded inbreeds you 
would rather use as your bodyguards."

Aubrey screwed up her face thoughtfully. "Mum says I'm a certain 
Gryffindor. But, aside from that, seeing as you're my father and all that 
stuff, do you really think I'd have any problem surviving in Slytherin? I 
mean, who would be stupid enough to mess with their Head of House's 
daughter?"

"Which only stresses my point about your being sorted into Slytherin." 

"Bah." 

"That will not exempt you from eating your breakfast," Snape had coolly 
reminded his daughter. "You'll be allowed to eat the porridge after you 
have consumed at least two items of high nutritional value. If you 
choose wisely, those two items will consist equally of fats and proteins. 
That, hopefully, will be the end of our mutual suffering. So take your pick
and consider what you wish to eat." 



Aubrey took Snape's warning with the utmost seriousness. Her black 
gaze scanned the table carefully, assessing the various dishes with the 
caution and attention to details of a Muggle surgeon. Fascinated by the 
child's strange, exotic mannerisms, he didn't notice Anna was staring at 
him for a moment from the other side of the table, nor did he notice her 
sad smile, or the momentary expression of tenderness that tinted her 
face when she watched him observing his daughter. 

At last, Aubrey picked two pieces of bacon and two egg-halves and 
distributed them between her and Snape's plates. "Okay," she told him. 
"The egg has protein, the bacon has fats and the porridge will be the 
carbohydrate part of the meal. Right?"

Snape snorted. "And where are the items with high nutritional value?" 

Aubrey rolled her eyes. "The bacon of course. It's tons of calories."

"I believe that what your mother meant by 'high nutritional value' was not
the energy rate of the product," Snape noted dryly.

"Well, she didn't actually say so, didn't she?" Aubrey inquired. "So we 
can't actually know what she meant, right?"

Snape smirked. "You do have a point. Well, bacon, egg and porridge it 
is. Now, what will you drink- water, cocoa, or pumpkin juice?"

The child made a big show of making up her mind, and then settled for 
the cool, sweet pumpkin juice. 

Easily, perhaps because they were so naturally correlated in their eating
habits, Snape and the girl slipped into a slow, comfortable rhythm of 
dining and conversing. Hermione, or so it would seem, had told her 
daughter one story too many about her own schooldays, and now the 
child was determined to concoct a Polyjuice Potion. To make this recent 
fantasy possible, Snape was being asked to volunteer his own private 
lab.

"This was not even remotely funny," he informed his daughter. "Please 
finish you egg yolk so we can move on to the porridge."



"But I'm serious!" Aubrey cried. "I'm doing it out of pure scientific 
interest! You should encourage me!" 

"I hereby encourage you to grow up, reach your eleventh birthday, be 
accepted into Hogwarts and into Potions class, where you could safely 
and peacefully concoct a Boil Cure Potion, under proper supervision, 
together with your idiotic classmates," Snape retorted calmly. 

Aubrey groaned. "But I can already do that!"

He arched an eyebrow. "Really?"

She nodded. "Mum taught me."

"So why wouldn't your mother teach you to concoct a Polyjuice Potion?"
A devious spark lit up in Snape's eyes. 

Aubrey glared at him. "What's the point being your daughter if I can't 
even make advanced potions and stuff?"

"Who says there is a point being my daughter?" Snape replied.

"So you won't let me do Polyjuice 'cause it's too complicated?"

"I won't let you use my lab because I hate annoying little children."

Aubrey had skillfully ignored Snape's last statement. "So I want to do 
the Draft of Peace."

"That's OWLs Level."

"I know that!" The child looked frustrated. "Then what about a Wit-
Sharpening Potion?"

"Only if you get your mother to agree."

A bright smile lit Aubrey's elfin face. "Oh, she said it's all right as long as 
you're there to keep an eye on me."

A muscle in his jaw flinched. A certain Gryffindor my arse. "I have 
changed my mind," he told her, noticing the child's pupils widening in 



apprehension. "I think I shall let you concoct the Polyjuice Potion after 
all, and then let you test it on yourself once the brewing is 
completed. Draco dormiens nunquam titillandus," Snape added 
wickedly. 

The child scowled. "You wouldn't dare. Mum would hex you."

Snape opened his mouth to speak; cursing silently as the nasty crack 
on his lower lip ripped open and the blood began to well out of it. 
Reaching for his wand, he was about to murmur the incantation that 
would heal the wound when a small, tentative hand, was extended to 
attach a stained napkin to his lips. Aubrey's eyes, big, black and 
expressive, were asking him for permission. For approval. He could see 
the child's eyelashes flutter, covering then uncovering the wobbly, 
glittering substance of her eyeballs. A small, pink tongue was sneaking 
out to moisten the girl's lips – the way Hermione always did when she 
was nervous. Did he want to let the child into his world? Did he want this
blond, American, Muggle, fluffy little creature to be a part of his life? Or 
better ask- could he, by shaking his head, push her away and prevent 
Aubrey and the knowledge her existence from their slow occupation of 
every aspect of his life? Snape thought not.

Aubrey smiled at his short nod. Her face literally livened with the smile. 
She reminded him of the female fox he used to watch as a child, coming
out of her well hidden burrow. The fox's marble-gold eyes were blinking 
at the dim light that managed to penetrate through the thick foliage, then
momentarily flashed when she located him – small, thin, human-cub, 
sitting on a nearby tree stump and watching her curiously. Severus liked
to think the fox was smiling at him. The girl smiled now, with all of the 
fox's animalistic exuberance: her eyes bright and shining, lips spread 
wide to expose a set of white, smallish milk-teeth; some of them already
missing, ready to be replaced by permanent ones. The tiny, invisible 
hairs on her brows and arms were standing erect, as if to capture the 
most elusive changes of humidity, temperature and voice in the 
spacious room. 

"In New-York," she began hesitantly, gently removing the linen from his 
bleeding lips, "winters are cold, too. Real cold. Mum got me this 
pocketsize tin container of Vaseline- it's really good for cracked lips, 
mine always do and it is really painful sometimes. Now I use this balm 
Madam Pomfrey gave me… there, just wait a minute…" the child 



reached for a hidden pocket in her school robe and pulled out a small 
glass flask. Smiling widely, she handed it to Snape. "This stuff 
is awesome, really. You should use it on daily basis- just put some on 
whenever you feel your lips are getting sort of dry, you know?" 

There would probably be no point in telling the girl how many times he 
had received exactly the same awesome balm from Poppy, and how 
many times he had lost it, broken the flask in which it was contained, or 
simply forgotten to use it. He thought of other things as well: of a dark 
haired boy offering his minor tributes – a fallen bird's nest he had found; 
a pretty rock; an interesting dust-covered brooch he located in the attic 
– to a dark haired man, and being rejected, time and time again, until he
stopped offering his tributes. Until the boy simply stopped coming. He 
found himself thinking of another boy, this one brownish-skinned and 
about Aubrey's age, who lived with his parents in a protected house: a 
place all three of them thought safe. And wasn't safe at all. Not even a 
little bit. This little boy's older sister, Regina Shacklebolt, was currently 
sitting at the Gryffindor table and eating her breakfast. The little flask, 
still pulsing with his daughter's body heat, felt like something sacred in 
his hand. 

The hall seem to grow quiet around them, as if the scene were only to 
be interpreted in the following second by subtitles, like in old, black and 
white silent movies, entirely his mind. Only to have the silence broken, a
moment later, when a stream of owls cascaded into the Great Hall, the 
candlelight reflecting off their rain streaked wings. The child, easily 
distracted, lifted her gaze, curiously watching a light--coloured, beautiful 
northern falcon, which glided across the hall. Her gaze was following the
bird until it finally landed on the table, spraying water everywhere as it 
shook off its magnificent down. A thin envelope, Snape noted, was 
attached to the Lestrange's family bird.

"Looks like that letter is for you," the child said expectantly. Aubrey, for 
some unknown reason, had derived a great pleasure from the mundane
task of breaking wax seals and was overjoyed to find out Snape was a 
regular recipient of many breakable wax-seals. Overwhelmed by the 
insistent pestering of an eight-year-old girl, Snape had finally 
surrendered and allowed Aubrey to break open the wax seals on the 
letters he received; though not before verifying each and every one of 
them was clear of any sort of dark magic. 



Why any of the Lestranges would send him a letter was beyond Snape. 
Bella had little trust in Owl Mail since it could be traced and had always 
preferred to use Floo, while Rodolphus would usually approach him 
before or after the Death Eaters' meetings. 

Frowning, Snape ran the usual series of revealing charms, detecting no 
dark magic. Even so, he had no intention of entrusting a letter of vague 
purpose in his daughter's hands. "I'm afraid this seal would be one I 
should best see to myself," he advised Aubrey. 

She screwed up her face, but didn't say a thing, recognizing the 
enigmatic expression of suspicion on Snape's face. 

Swiftly, he broke the seal, an elegant finger brushing aside the two parts
of the purple wax medallion, an orchid – the Lestrange family symbol – 
still adorning it. Folded inside, was a short note, written in Rodolphus's 
clear, somewhat angular script.

"Dear Severus," it read.

"My magical Phalaenopsis Giganteans are showing peculiar signs of 
early wilt – knowing this species does not wilt before spring equinox, 
when then, they die at once – I am gravely worried. 

Being of great assistance to me in the past, I should be enormously 
grateful if you would agree to meet me at Étrangeté Mansion, as soon 
as is convenient.

Sincerely yours,

Rodolphus Alain Lestrange."

That was a peculiar request. Snape frowned, carefully folding the high-
quality parchment and encasing it back into the envelope. It was true 
Snape had once brewed a special tonic designed to improve one of 
Lestrange's more delicate species absorption of light, sometimes giving 
him a Potions Master's advice concerning this or that patent fertilizer 
Lestrange had been perfecting, but never anything to suggest Lestrange
should be enormously grateful to his fellow Death Eater, and certainly 
not ask his advice on a purely Herbology issue. Intrigued, Snape tried 
looking for a code or a hidden message in Lestrange words. There 



seemed to be none. Was it a trap, then? Rodolphus Lestrange was 
definitely not the kind to contact someone like this without a reason. Or 
set traps of his own volition. No, the Lestrange heir was happy to be 
tending to his orchids, nowadays, as well as years ago. It had been 
Lestrange's younger brother, Rabastan, who inherited all the Lestrange 
bloodlust, and more than that, Lestrange's beautiful Black bride, 
Bellatrix, that had been Rodolphus's downfall.

Snape then felt a small tug at the end of his sleeve. "Severus? 
Severus?"

He had sharply turned his head, fixing his gaze at the child who looked 
at him worriedly.

"Is everything all right?" she asked in a little voice.

He considered his answer carefully. Over the short time he spent with 
Aubrey Granger, Snape had learned Hermione's words were true. 
Aubrey was perhaps a child, but it didn't make her stupid, nor did it 
make her incapable of empathy. Perhaps she didn't understand 
everything he told her- but she recognized and appreciated honesty. 
And there was no lying to her. She could detect a pretense from miles. 
He laced his fingers. "Truth is," he said, "I am not sure. The content of 
this note… demand some further clarification, which, in fact, rather 
worries me."

The child swallowed. "This is about… it's about what you do in the war," 
she stated quietly. "Isn't it?"

He glared at her. "What exactly did your mother tell you?"

She answered with a similar glare. "Nothing. There's books, in the 
library, you know, from after the first war. And there's stuff in your rooms,
and in your lab, and the tattoo on your hand-" she wrapped her small, 
pudgy fingers around his forearm as Snape automatically withdrew. 
"Silly," she snapped angrily. "We don't mind about that stupid thing!"

"You foolish girl, what do you know about the Dark Mark?" 

"The Dark Mark is delivered by a spell known only to Death Eaters, who 
send it up in the sky when they kill," the child quoted with fastidious 



squint of her lips. "It takes the shape of an emerald skull with a serpent 
protruding out of its mouth. Upon joining the Dark Lord's service, a 
Death Eater is required to have the Dark Mark carved unto the skin of 
his left forearm as a sign of respect and acceptance of his new loyalties.
The Dark Mark acts both as an Apparating device, and as an alarm 
sign, as it summons all Death Eaters to-"

"Stop showing off your knowledge," he cut her. It had been obvious the 
girl had read all these parts of Albrick Elderberry's transcripts from the 
Death Eater's trials that were available from the restricted section. In 
any event, she wasn't old enough to understand, accept or forgive his 
past or present, especially not when he was about to deliver another 
man and his child to their certain death. 

Aubrey, as usual, didn't seem to take any offense. "So what are you 
going to do now?"

"I am going to see the Headmaster," he informed her. "Immediately. I'm 
afraid you will be forced to disappoint your mother and tell her you 
weren't able to finish today's dish of carbohydrates –unless you believe 
you can manage your porridge without me overseeing to it?"

Aubrey blinked. "Oh no, Sir! I'd be too concerned about your well-being 
to finish my porridge!"

"Just as I suspected. All right. I shall walk you to the additional table 
where you can sit with the Rivers boys and their mother until you all 
Floo to Hogsmeade." His tone left no place for argument and Aubrey 
accompanied him silently. 

There, at the other end of the Great Hall, sat old, scarred wanderers, 
next to young mothers who were breastfeeding their screaming infants. 
An aging witch was chatting idly with two of the Aurors who were taking 
a half hour break to have a quick breakfast, while at the other side of the
table; someone was reading parts of the Daily Prophet aloud. Aubrey's 
question was almost swallowed by all that noise. 

"Will you be okay?" she asked once again, this time louder, her words 
barely reaching his ears. 

"Of course I shall," he answered angrily. 



The child appeared to be dissatisfied with his answer, but was swept 
away by one of the Rivers boys, whom Snape had learned to recognize 
as David. 

* * *

Having consulted with Dumbledore, he was now treading in the knee-
deep snow outside Hogwarts castle. Snowflakes hit his face and the 
wind shrieked in his ears as he made his way out of Hogwarts grounds 
in order to Apparate in front of Étrangeté Mansion. 

One out of the two powerful Norman Magical families who had been 
accepted into the separatist British Wizarding World, the Lestranges had
decided to locate their family estate along the eastern coast, several 
hundreds miles down from their relatives, the Malfoys. The two families 
had kept close ties ever since. Marrying the Black cousins was a 
calculated decision on both sides,– killing three birds with one stone – 
assuring blood-purity, preventing degeneration through mésalliance, 
and even while doing so, keeping the two Normans families traditional 
connections alive.

Malfoy Manor and Étrangeté Mansion, Snape knew, had been built at 
about the same time. But while the Lestrange's castle kept its gothic 
style, Malfoy Manor had been rebuilt and redecorated time and time 
again over the years, until little resemblance remained between the two 
buildings. Étrangeté Mansion had somehow reminded him of the Snape 
family house; a moss-covered, gloomy fortress, watching over the land's
end and onto the dark, stormy sea. 

With these memories unpicking the rims of his mind, Snape strode 
toward the wooden gates of the castle that were keyed to recognize 
him. It was opened, and Snape walked into the large, somber stone-
yard. Held in confiscation by the Ministry of Magic for many years, many
parts of the house were still suffering disuse and neglect. The 
Lestranges, who took back over the house some ten years ago, weren't 
actually interested in rebuilding. Rodolphus had taken care of his 
beloved greenhouses while Bella saw to the living-quarters, but none of 
them had taken any interest in the building beyond what was 



immediately necessary. A shame, since such an historical representative
should have been taken care of appropriately. 

The knocks of his heels against the flagstones were carried along the 
yard like a choir of lucid, greyish-blue imaginary doves. Rain was falling,
soft and elusive, caressing Snape's face as he made his way to the 
greenhouses, where he was sure to find Rodolphus.

Lestrange, as could be expected, was seated on a renaissance stone 
bench next to a medium height orchis, his dark head bent over the 
plant. The beautiful flower, its creamy-textured petals dotted black and 
white, was carefully planted in a magically adapted container, and 
enveloped by a wet, transparent magical bubble. 

"Severus…" Lestrange raised up his head. "Come, look." Tapping on the
stone bench, he invited Snape to take a seat. Lestrange's fingers had 
easily penetrated the magical bubble, and shining with moisture, 
caressed the soft leaf of the plant with what seemed to border on 
reverence. Snape leaned forward to observe the leaf. A refined, 
aristocratic rot was somewhat crumpling its edge, in a way that only an 
expert like Lestrange could have noticed. 

Snape nodded.

"It took me a while to understand the problem," Rodolphus explained. 
"She's an Indonesian flower. The English water is too thin for her. It 
should be enriched with minerals. The magical composition of the water 
is also different. I have been able to produce an exact imitation of the air
in those areas in which the plant usually grows – air pressure, magical 
combination, humidity, light-penetration – I have checked everything, it's
the water's composition I forgot." Once again, Lestrange reached 
through the livid, moist bubble of magic, which was encasing the flower, 
and caressed its petals.

Snape arched an eyebrow. "Producing an accurate water combination 
for a magical plant is indeed a Potions Master's job, but you do not 
require a Potions Master's service in order to prepare your water for 
you, Lestrange."

Rodolphus's clear, pale blue eyes were fixed on Snape in an instant. "I 
would like it to be perfect," he said in a flat tone, "that is why you will 



have to encase the fluid you will prepare very, very carefully. You would 
use a sealed, weightless glass container, magically sterilized and self-
vacuumed to ensure the purity of the said fluid. The container would be 
carried by an ordinary post-owl, sent from the Hogsmeade Owlery by 
one of the Hogwarts' staff or students. I shall expect it on the next 
couple of weeks. Is that clear, Severus?" All this time, Lestrange's eyes 
didn’t leave Snape's for even the slightest second. 

He could feel the blood draining from his face. There was only one thing
he wanted to know – perhaps only for the sheer knowledge that wishing 
to understand this part of his story was an integral part of the narrative 
of Severus Snape's life. "Why?"

Rodolphus sucked on his inner cheeks, brow furrowing. "You see, 
Severus. You have always treated my black orchid kindly, and for that I 
should thank you. I know she isn't always easy. You are one of my very 
few friends: your wit and intellect I have enjoyed and admired over the 
years-," there he halted for a moment, apparently contemplating his next
few words. "Perhaps," Lestrange finished, "I simply wish to purchase my
Bella a better place in hell."

Snape nodded. "Please deliver your wife my best regards. Seeing that I 
won't be able to meet her at the forthcoming gathering."

"I shall," Lestrange promised. "Now go. And don't forget the adapted 
water for my Phalaenopsis Gigantean."

* The chapter's title it taken from Dylan Thomas's poem "Clown in the 
Moon".

* "Let's not unman each other part at once; all farewells should be 
sudden when forever." Lord Byron. 

* Snape calling Anna his host at the 'Mermaid', as well as claiming he 
never tippled a finer drink than her Canary wine, are references to 
Keats's poem, "The Mermaid Tavern". 

* Aubrey's description of the Dark Mark is borrowed from the HP 
Lexicon. 



20 - Uncloud the Borealis of Your Eye.

Hermione was bent over a low stool; her tongue stuck in her cheek in 
utter concentration, holding the edge of the linen – which covered her 
wax coated shin – between the tips of her fingers. Once again, she was 
mentally cursing the Wizarding World's anachronism, for inventing 
mirrors which told you you should lose weight while you were perfectly 
happy with your appearance, but not a practical charm to remove 
excess body-hair. 

"Mum!" Aubrey's voice, loud and cheerful, had broken Hermione's 
concentration as the child entered the room. "Are you going on a date?" 
she asked while removing her scarf and gloves, taking off her cloak, and
seeing her mother's rebuking glare; hanging it on the clothes-hanger. 

Hermione considered her answer. "Well," she said, "you could say so. 
Sort of."

"Oh." Aubrey shrugged, tossing her schoolbag onto the sofa and sitting 
down. "You haven't had a date since we left New York," she noted, 
pulling her knees up to her chest. 

Furball, drawn by the commotion in the living room, was now poking his 
nose out of Aubrey's room, where he spent the morning and afternoon 
sleeping. Yawning, the Kneazle attempted to sharpen his claws on the 
back of the stripped sofa.

"Furball!" Hermione cried, brandishing a wax-dripping knife. "You 
useless excuses for a magical animal! Aubrey, do something!" 

The child, rolling her eyes at her mother's helpless yowls of despair, 
moved lazily, and bending over the backrest of the sofa, shooed off the 
destructive feline. She chose to remain leaning over the backrest, 
scanning the tiring process of hair-removal like a scientist watching his 
extremely stupid lab rats. Aubrey's dark eyes bore a critical, severe 
expression. "That's masochistic," she said at last, after long minutes of 
prolonged, melodramatic silence. 



Hermione gave her an annoyed look. "That's exactly what you told me 
the last time. Waite until you'll grow up, and start looking like a female 
ape. Then you'll come begging me to wax your legs."

"I would never do such thing," Aubrey said solemnly.

"You will – wait and see."

The girl pursed her lips as Hermione tore off another strap of wax-
covered linen, this time coated with all the tiny hairs that had been 
brutally detached from the skin of her front thigh. Satisfied with the 
result, Hermione dumped the cloth in the bin. 

"I don't think Severus will be happy that you're dating some other guy."

"Well, I'm not dating some other guy."

Aubrey appeared to be surprised. "So you're dating Severus?"

Hermione was currently attempting to scan the surfaces of the back of 
her thighs, contemplating a logical way to wax them without help. 
"Mmm? What did you ask, darling? If I'm dating Severus?"

"Yeah."

She shrugged. "Perhaps. Anyway, I wouldn't call it a date. It's not going 
to be anything official."

"So are you going to leave me with Anne?"

"Yes. I talked to her earlier and she agreed to take care of you. You'll 
spend the night at her place."

Aubrey smiled deviously. "So it's that kind of date."

"You're too young to know what you are hinting by saying those kind of 
things," Hermione informed her. "So, what did you mean by saying 
Snape won't be happy seeing me dating anyone else?"

"Just what I said," the girl repeated, apparently in despair at her 
mother's childish eagerness. "That he likes you, so he wouldn't like you 



to date other guys. By the way- does he actually know you two have a 
date? 'Cause he got this letter at breakfast and hurried to see Albus…"

Hermione frowned. "He was busy teaching all day. I saw him at lunch, 
and met him several times in the Potions Classroom, in between 
lessons." 

"Well, alright, then."

"Did anything unusual occur?" she asked.

"Dunno. There was this letter," Aubrey explained, "a big, beautiful one; 
in a narrow envelope- he wouldn't let me break the seal. The seal was 
purple, with a picture of an orchid stamped on it. From someone called 
Lestrange. Said something about his… oh, well. It had a long name that 
sounded like Latin. He asked for Severus's help-"

"You know you are not supposed to peek at other people's letters, don't 
you?" Hermione inquired. 

Aubrey glared at her. "It was important! It's not like you could've find 
things out from him if you were to ask nicely, you know!" 

"Okay, I can see your point. So that was it?"

"Yes. That fellow long-name-Lestrange just asked Severus to come 
quickly and help him."

"And what did Severus do?"

"Told me he ought to take care of it at once, put me in Anne's care and 
said he was going to see Albus about it."

Hermione nodded. "And was definitely back here at Hogwarts to teach 
the ten o'clock Ravenclaw-Hufflpuff fourth-year class. I should ask him 
about that. Perhaps I might even get an answer. Which brings us to the 
more important question: how exactly am I going to wax the back of my 
thigh?"

"Maybe we can call Miss Spinelly," suggested Aubrey, referring to the 
Grangers' young, talkative neighbour back in New York, who always 



helped Hermione in waxing her legs before important dates. "We could 
connect her stove to the Floo or something and bring her here." 

Hermione sighed. "Anti-Muggle legislation, darling. The last time I 
checked, Nadine was a Muggle."

"Then how 'bout Anne? Can't Mrs Rivers help you with the waxing?"

Hermione's face brightened at the idea. "You’re a genius, Aubrey! How 
come I didn't think of this before! Anne would be the perfect solution! 
Throw in a pinch of Floo and we'll see if Anne is capable of pulling off 
some sticky piece of cloth!"

* * *

Several hours later, Hermione was sitting at the dressing table in her 
bedroom, staring at her naked figure after silencing the mirror. Her hair, 
still dripping from the shower, had fallen almost to her waist when wet. 
Some water was dripping on the floor, splotching the soft, burgundy 
coloured rug that carpeted the bedroom. Misty creatures of vapour kept 
descending from the shower, sneaking through the half-opened door 
and breathing on the glassy surface of the mirror in front of her. 
Hermione trembled when the vapour touched the water glazed skin of 
her back.

The rooms were almost hollow with silence- Aubrey had even insisted 
on taking Furball with her to the Rivers' place and as Anne didn't seem 
to mind, Hermione had given her permission. Back in New York, she 
might have played a CD to make the stillness easier. Back in New York, 
this kind of silence would have been impossible. Hermione found the 
quietness unnerving, while at the same time, reassuring. She felt the 
heat of the fire at her back; a soft, tickling caress, like eyelashes of 
warmth, brushing her skin. A fire was never just a fire the way silence 
was never just a silence. They were always the story they told us, or the
story we told ourselves through them. Hermione bit her lower lip, 
knowing her nervousness had probably more to do with her plans than 
with anything else. 

Snape was not an easy person. The man she had once easily 



categorised as a cynical misanthrope had now appeared to be 
something much more complicated and enigmatic than merely that. 
Wanting to solve him was one thing, and Hermione recognized the trap 
and was clever enough to wait until she was sure there was more to 
Snape's appeal than his mysterious demeanor and her own wish to be 
needed. He had the same quality as a prism – holding the light's rays, 
breaking and channeling them – not a mystery, but an eloquent physical
mechanism. Beautiful; which was not to indicate he was harmless. 
Another appealing quality- not to be sneered at, only carefully 
weighted. 

He was her intellectually equal, and therefore, able of following her 
wherever her mind took her. More then that, he was able to recognize 
her as an intellectual being, to grasp the many possibilities and notions 
that were Hermione Granger and consolidate them in his mind into one, 
vivid concept. There had been other people with whom she could talk, 
other people who equaled her intellectually, and that Hermione had 
enjoyed their company –but they had not possessed the same dryness 
to ignite her so easily, the same cool, cynical manner that seemed to 
provide such a perfect contra to her own emotional warm-heartedness. 

She was physically attracted to him – if someone would have told her 
nine years ago she would find herself attracted to the man her friends 
called a greasy git when he was their Potions Professor at school, 
Hermione would have laughed in their face. She knew he was attracted 
to her as well, although Severus hardly did anything to indicate he was 
interested in anything more than friendship. Perhaps he wasn't. 
Hermione was relatively sure Snape wouldn't mind a quick, emotionless 
fling. If that were the case, she would simply have to swallow her pride 
and move on. If he could become interested in something more- well, 
she hoped he would, and was willing to take the risk. 

Above all, there were two things: first of all, a feeling of a wrapping, 
enveloping sensation of rightness. As if the universe was moving to 
bring them together. Hermione might call herself a sentimental fool and 
that was definitely not a notion she was ever going to share with Snape,
but when he held her, when she wrapped her arms around him and 
rested her head against his back, there was a sense of belonging, which
Hermione couldn't relate to anything she had ever experienced before.

Secondly, and the most important of all, was knowing that her child 



adored him. Aubrey's approval was the last, and the only thing she 
needed to be assured of her decision. 

Hermione looked at the mirror once again, scanning the woman in front 
of her, so different from the girl who ran away nine years ago. The 
woman he raped. She frowned, wondering if it should matter now. The 
memories of that horrible night had never completely gone. She would 
still wake up at night dripping cold sweat and cry herself to sleep. 
Hermione guessed they would always be part of her. Part of what she 
had with him, through Aubrey. But not part of what they might have. She
shook her head. Some wounds, she decided, were better left 
untouched. It would heal with time, or never heal at all, but sometimes 
even the most carefully sterilized fingers could cause infection.

The image at the mirror was not the one she would have liked too see. 
Too plump. Too short. A face too round and too plain. The honey 
coloured hair now darkened by dampness; her complexion fair, if not a 
little pinkish. Average sized breasts, their sides disfigured by stretch 
marks; a swollen belly covered by stretch marks as well. Rounded 
thighs, but small, delicate ankles. Not pretty. Not ugly. Not anything out 
of the ordinary. She reached her hand for a bottle of body-lotion, 
absentmindedly applying the cream to her upper arms and torso.

Her mother, Hermione remembered, used to pay such importance to 
those feminine prettying rituals. She would spend hours and hours in 
the bedroom before going out, applying all sorts of mysterious 
preparation to her skin and face in order to look beautiful and 
glamorous. "You must be ready to pay the price if you want to be 
beautiful," she would tell her daughter, on those occasions when 
Hermione would go out with her parents, forced into some sort of smart 
dress that would turn her insides upside down. Mother, a modern 
Cleopatra, so extremely disappointed when showed not a sign of 
interest in her magical kingdom of fragrant bottles and tubes.

Yes, it had taken Hermione quite some time to develop an interest in 
such things, and then, Victoria Granger haven't been there to teach her 
daughter how to apply mascara or lipstick properly. 

Putting on a matching bra and pants, she turned to pick up her clothes. 
Usually, Severus saw her moving around the castle in her old, worn out 
jumpers and jeans, or in one of the practical, rather ugly robes she 



purchased on Madam Malkins'. Hermione wanted tonight to be different 
–what was probably the only, and probably still a very weak excuse for 
wearing her favourite forest-green, skimpy dress. She sighed, and 
hanged back the dress. Her mother, claiming dresses were feminine 
and appealing, used to have a dress for every day of the week hanged 
in her wardrobe. Hermione, claiming dresses were impractical, used to 
have some evening dresses, and even so, only few of them. Well, 
Hermione thought. No man was even worth giving up the opportunity of 
defying one's mother for him. Never even mind the fact that you and 
your mother haven't even been spoken for nine years in row… 

Finally giving up, she had settled for jeans and a soft angora sweater, 
debating whether she should put on some scent. That, Hermione 
remembered, had been the reason she had ridiculed her mother, then 
her roommates, all those years ago. Going through all this trouble, and 
what for? She did it once, when she was going to the Yule Ball during 
her fourth year- probably only because she had been so very surprised 
to actually be invited by someone, and to have Viktor Krum of all 
people, take her to the Yule Ball! Well, that was something. And the 
reactions were indeed flattering. But Victor had liked her for what she 
was. So did Ron, after him. She still thought it was foolish to try and 
make people like you for some kind of pretense that wasn't going to last 
anyhow. And it didn't prevent her from wanting to be prettier, if only for 
one night, this night, for Severus. 

The person saying women were only prettying up for other women was 
a complete fool, Hermione decided, sprinkling some perfume on her 
pulse points. Other women could indeed appreciate the effort, but they 
had also knew it was all artifice, which was, all in all, beside the point- 
she was not trying to bed another woman here, or was she?

Ready at last, or at least, as ready as she ever could be, Hermione 
wrapped herself in her cloak, and warding the door behind her, existed 
her chambers. 

The way to Snape's rooms had always seemed to provide her with 
many metaphors: a likely result of such an imposing choice of living. It 
could be a compared to a pilgrimage; it could have been a scientist's 
journey to the centre of the earth, or Orpheus's search for Eurydice; a 
quest, or vagrancy. The torch light drifting along the walls and the great 
lake, storming restlessly above, kept providing the perfect setting to 



whatever scene the random passengers might have played in their 
minds. 

Taking a deep, calming breath, Hermione knocked on Severus's door. 
They had sat next to each other on dinner, with Aubrey, chattering idly, 
seated between them. When she told him she might drop in later, he 
didn't seem to mind. Well, he probably assumed she wanted to certify 
this detail or that, which concerned her about lessons plans for 
tomorrow. Or perhaps discuss some interesting research she had come 
across, the way she usually did. She wondered whether he was upset- 
Lestrange was a Death Eater, and meeting him, even on a personal 
basis, especially considering Severus had seen fit to consult with 
Dumbledore before going, might have upset him. It was as good time as
any to try and ask him.

"I know you're out there, Granger. Stop dawdling in front of my door and
get in."

Although she was nervous, Hermione found herself smiling, and pushed
the door open. Snape's rooms, she was surprised to note, were free of 
the smell of alcohol. As if to mock this observation, her eyes fell on a 
bottle of Jameson's, and an untouched shot-glass full of amber liquid. 
Snape himself, was sitting in front of the low fire, his wand's arm 
hanging from the armrest and his wand held in a loose grip. She 
couldn't see his face as he was sitting with his back to her, but 
Hermione could discern the feral intensity undermining the calm 
surface. 

"Severus." Tentatively, she moved to stand behind him, placing her 
hands on his shoulders. He stiffened, but relaxed slowly, as she began 
kneading the painfully taut muscles of his nape and upper back. 

"Is that good?" Hermione asked quietly, not whishing to fracture the 
sweet, mellow silence that stretched between them.

Snape nodded. "You smell of sap… some green leaves, freesia…" His 
sensitive nose twitched. "Moss. Peony. Orris."

Hermione shrugged; her thumbs working into the flesh of his back, 
summoning fresh blood liven up the aching areas, releasing bulbs of 
lactic-amino induced tension. "Do you like it?"



"It's pleasant," he said, low, beautiful baritone rumbling in the over 
heated room, turning the skin of her arms into goose flesh. "Sweet, but 
none too offensive." He quieted as she pressed a sensitive spot, letting 
his head fall forward, in an abundance that was somewhat childish and 
almost stupidly endearing in her eyes. 

"Stronger?"

"Yes."

Hermione had to move to the soles of her feet in order to reach his back
now. "I'm afraid this isn't working too well," she let him know. "We'll have
to move to a more comfortable territory if you wish to continue."

"Very well." Silent and graceful as a jungle cat Snape moved to his feet. 
He was surprisingly quiet, but not wanting to disturb the easy balance in
which things had been conducted so far, Hermione avoided any further 
inquiry. Following him, they moved into his bedroom, where Snape sat 
on the large bed, knees drawn close to his body, the way Aubrey used 
to do, and stared into the unlit fire. Lighting up the fire with a flick of her 
wand, Hermione sat behind him. "I think you might like to dispose of 
some of your exoskeleton, in the cause of making it easier for me." 

Snorting, Snape took of his robe, then, with a hasty shrug, he removed 
his shirt too, and lay down, his face turned away from hers. His back, 
Hermione noted, was even paler than his face. White, slightly olive-
tinged skin stretched over protruding shoulder blades and a very 
prominent back-bone. He was well-built, but his thinness was the most 
noticeable thing about Severus's appearance – that, and the long, ugly 
scars that crisscrossed his back. 

"I didn't know," Hermione whispered.

"Don't be foolish," he hissed. "You weren't supposed to know. You had 
no way of knowing."

Her brow furrowed, and she was holding back the tears. "I'm sorry. I 
know you hate to hear that, but I'm sorry anyway." 

"Here is something I can never quite understand," he said in a dry, 



detached manner. "You were never beaten or whipped. You don't bear 
scars, which disfigure you. What the fuck are you so damn sorry about- 
you and Albus, especially you, of all people. Hermione, you have your 
own tragedy to wallow in, why is it that you cannot resist this 
overwhelming desire to say sorry." 

She moistened her lips, picking the right words: a woman picking blood-
red tulips in the meadow. "My own tragedy, as you put it- has nothing to 
do with it. Probably because the kind of sorrow I express and the kind of
'sorry' you hear from me are altogether different. I am not sorry for what 
happened to me – sorry is too small a word to describe what I feel. It's 
probably too small a word to describe what I feel toward the monster 
that left those signs in your back. What I meant… When I told you I was 
sorry, wasn't that I was capable of experiencing what you felt back then, 
when those scars were inflicted – it must have been –I don't know what 
it must have been." She breathed deeply. "I meant that it pains me to 
see those scars, that it pains me to see you scarred like that. That I'm 
sorry that anyone ever did such a despicable thing to you."

Severus seemed to be frowning. "What about your scars, Hermione?"

She sighed. "It's there, too. Sometimes I think I'm empty and disfigured 
from inside, like the ancient olive tree. Then something reminds me how
much I have. And if it is the monster you're talking about – it does no 
longer exist. Not if you're asking me. It died, Severus, together with the 
girl I once was." 

Biting on her lower lip, she reached her index finger to touch the edge of
a nasty looking scar, where the ripped skin had been joined together 
unevenly. It began just bellow the rib-cage, trailing up across Severus's 
back, above the left shoulder-blade and ending just over the sharpened 
ridge of his collarbone. Snape froze at once. 

"Is that all right?"

He blinked. "I don't know."

Hermione touched another scar. This time, an ugly swell of reddened 
flesh, stretching from nape to tailbone. The scar tissue, she discovered, 
had an extremely soft texture, as if the skin never finished to form a 
scab, and the scars- those of the body, as those of the heart, would 



never actually heal. It made her think of all of her un-christened babies, 
forever waiting for redemption, baby skin growing on Snape's back, as if
saving this man would save some of her own ghosts, too. 

Severus, underneath her fingers, shuddered. 

"Are you okay?"

She saw his Adam's apple bobbing; eyes veiled behind a curtain of 
lanky, black hair. "I'm fine."

Leaning forward, Hermione placed her lips between his shoulder 
blades. He smelled of resin, sweat, and the storm outside. The 
damaged skin of his back was soft and warm under her lips. She tasted 
it gently, rubbing the faint saltiness between her tongue to the roof of 
her mouth. Sweet, salty, heady. Human. Following the prominent line of 
Severus's spinal column with soft, airy kisses, she felt him stiffen, then 
force himself to relax under the gentle touch. His hand, she saw, was 
clenched around a fist of linen, long, aristocratic fingers digging into the 
sheets. 

Getting a little closer, Hermione outstretched her arm to cover Severus's
hand in her own. Unmoving, she set there for a while, her thigh against 
his side and her hand covering Snape's larger, paler hand; both 
breathing silently. Very slowly, Severus's fingers finally loosened their 
deadly grip, releasing bulbs of crushed cloth. The lump of struggling 
emotions in her abdomen fisted and clenched. Hermione wanted to say 
something but found herself gaping. Gently, she caressed the valleys 
and ridges of the back of his hand, letting her index finger sink into the 
low depressions between the prominent edges of two metacarpal 
bones. 

They sat together this way for some time. Long enough for the silence 
to take on an uncomfortable edge. 

Hermione swallowed. "Severus… please turn around. I am beginning to 
feel rather silly." 

"Well, I always told you you were a silly girl," he answered. It wasn't said
with humour, but he said it without any venom either, as if he simply felt 
it necessary to cover for the silence. 



She frowned. "I hoped you would change your mind. Now please turn 
around," Hermione repeated. "I'd like to be able to look you in the face."

Snape obeyed with a feral growl, quickly turning over and sinking back 
to the mattress. His hair, sprawled over the white sheets, was framing 
his gaunt face and shoulders in a dark halo, accenting the pristine 
whiteness of his skin. There were no scars to disfigure his arms and 
torso, only a light dust of fine dark hair that disappeared behind the 
button of his trousers. Outstretching her hand, Hermione brushed a lock
of ink-black hair out of his face. For a single second, Snape's lips closed
to kiss the outer curve of her palm. She trembled at the touch. 

Wide-eyed, she watched Snape moving to sitting position, withdrawing 
a little, so they wouldn’t collide as he rose up. His eyes were dark and 
expressive and intense. She might not be able to decipher his gaze, but 
her body responded to the way he looked at her. Bending forward, 
Hermione leant one palm against his shoulder for support, and bringing 
their faces close, let her mouth brush Snape's lips. Soft. Hot. 
Heartbreakingly sweet. She could feel his breath on her lips, coming 
hard and shallow out of his chest. Drawing closer, Hermione opened her
mouth tentatively, reaching her tongue to moisten the contour of 
Snape's lips. 

A muscle in his jaw flinched. "Hermione…"

She blinked, unsure. "Am I doing something wrong?"

Snape shook his head. "No, fuck. It's just-" Then his hands were in her 
hair, bending her head backward, his mouth wounding and possessing, 
fingers pressed unto the gentle skin of her neck, staining it with ugly red 
marks. She wanted, was able, to meet his hunger with equal need – this
lump of lust and despair raging inside her was shuttered when he was 
finally kissing her fully, tongue battling with her own, lips moving over 
her mouth with the skill and accuracy she had been craving, for God 
knew how long. 

But that wasn't the thing she came for. Not now. Not like that. Not from 
this and with this man. With a cry of frustration, Hermione detached 
herself from Severus, uncoiling the arms she had thrown around his 
neck and withdrawing back a little. She was breathing hard now, her 



cheeks flushed and her hair falling around her face in an unruly mass. 

"I'm sorry," Hermione murmured, removing some stray locked out of her 
eyes. She moved her hands though her hair. In front of her, Snape was 
swiftly withdrawing back into cold, introspective demeanor, all traces of 
former emotions hastily erased from his face. She would have to say 
something quickly if she wanted to repair things between them. "Look," 
Hermione began awkwardly, biting on her lower lip. "That was brilliant, 
really. But it's not what I want." She cried out in frustration as Severus 
said nothing at all, only bent to pick up his shirt.

"I don't want to be just another, meaningless fling to you. I don't want to 
be someone you fuck then throw aside in the morning. I'm not looking 
for just sex. If sex was what I wanted, there are other places I could get 
it. What we did just now- I'd love to go on from there, now or some other
time. But," Hermione moistened her lips. "I won't simply be fucked. Not 
with you. You should know that before we move any further. That is, if 
you are still interested." 

Snape stopped in mid-movement, dropping down the shirt and turning 
to face her. Outstretching his hand, he cupped her face, his thumb softly
caressing her cheek. "Have I already told you you're a silly girl?"

Hermione nodded. "Yes you did," she whispered. "Please make love to 
me."

"I don't think I know how it's done."

"I'm not sure I know either." 

Snape grunted. "We sound like two blabbering fools."

"I don't care."

"I should have seen that coming. How very Gryffindor of you"

Hermione glared at him. "That was a perfect love scene until the 
moment you opened your big mouth."

"My sincere apologies for being so emotionally fucked up. Exaggerated 
melodrama disturbs my ulcer. This is probably why I can't make love," 



his voice was dripping sarcasm. "The term nauseates me."

The corner of Hermione's mouth turned up with a crooked smile. "Very 
well. Following that logic, I could make love to you, while you, on the 
other hand, could simply shag me."

Snape frowned, the harsh lines of his face deepening with the severe 
expression. "Words are used… very easily nowadays. And Merlin knows
I have used them in abundance- but never directly, always as a tool, 
always as a means to saying something else all along. I have been 
twisting words for ages. Now you, you seem to be so free with your 
words-" he raised his hand to stroke her cheek, "so very openhearted 
and honest. Like a small child- nobody has ever beaten the sincerity out
of you. When I think of how many people of my sort there are in this 
world – I fear for you. You should not be allowed to wander freely in a 
world where monsters like me might hurt you."

She shut her eyes tightly. "Don't talk like that. That is not true."

He arched an eyebrow. "Is it?" Outstretching his left arm, he had shown 
her his forearm, where the Dark Mark clashed angrily against the pale 
skin. 

Without uttering a single word, Hermione leaned forward, and closing 
her eyes, pressed her lips to the ugly tattoo. 

"Thank you."

"You idiot," she murmured. "Do not speak of it." 

Snape nodded, then placed his index finger under her chin, leaning 
forward to kiss her mouth. This kiss was slow and gentle, even with the 
sense of urgency that was underlining their actions. Moaning, Hermione
opened her lips to allow his tongue to enter her mouth; sweet, hot 
dampness flexing and melting against wet, slippery flesh. Coiling her 
arms around Severus's neck, she took the kiss a step further, exploring 
this lush, skilled mouth. 

In the meanwhile, she felt herself being lowered to the bed, Snape's 
fingers winding under the soft wool of her sweater and gently releasing 
cloth from skin. Hermione arched her back, helping Severus to pull the 



jumper from her torso, and then breaking their kiss as he tugged it over 
her head. There was not much time left for her to draw breath, as his 
mouth was back on hers within a split second, crushing and devouring 
with feverish urgency. Hermione had imagined their first encounter 
being calm and prolonged, and almost attempted to slow him down, 
claiming she wanted sweet, claiming she wanted slow, claiming she 
wanted something else. She didn't.

Her desire was enough to equal his. She moaned as Severus moved 
down her body, unceremoniously unclasping her bra. He was gentle at 
first, wetting an erect nipple with his tongue; then cruder, when she 
gaped in response as he bit on her nipples. Her breasts – never very 
sensitive, apart from her nipples – were kneaded and crushed. He 
wasn't gentle as he closed his long, beautiful fingers around the soft 
flesh, and she didn't want him to be gentle – not anymore – knowing 
that tomorrow her breasts would be covered with red and blue marks. 

Leaving her breast after he had momentarily satisfied himself, Snape 
lowered himself to remove Hermione's shoes and socks, and then 
roamed up her body again, to unbutton her jeans and pull them off her 
legs. Removing her knickers, Severus spread her legs open, watching 
Hermione's moistened, highly sensitive center. Lying like that in front of 
him, with those dark, unfathomable eyes slipping into the most hidden, 
intimate places of her body, she felt exposed like she had never felt 
before. She felt naked. And extremely aroused. 

"You're shivering," he noted. 

Her mouth was dry. "I might be. I thought this was going to be frantic."

Reaching his hand, he touched her swollen clitoris. Nothing but a gentle
caress of the engorged nub. Electric flows of pleasure ran through 
Hermione's body. Crying, she arched her back into the touch that was 
already gone.

Snape seemed amused. "Perhaps it is."

Hermione shook her head. "I want to come with you inside me."

He chuckled. "Impatient, are we?"



"No, no," she denied. "Just hopelessly romantic. We'll have plenty of 
time for other things later- but the first time, I want to come with you 
inside of me." 

"Very well." Turning his back to her, Snape removed his socks, and then
stood up, quickly disposing of his trousers and underwear. He was 
aware of her intense observation as he turned around, and stood silent 
for long minutes, allowing her to look at his naked body. Very tall, very 
pale, well built, but almost impossibly thin. She loved his cock, and the 
almost Schielen way the reddened organ contrasted with the whiteness 
of his body. 

"Is that satisfactory?" he drawled. 

Hermione sat up on her knees, reaching to take that thick, beautiful 
cock, in her hand. "Lovely," she murmured, and then leaned forward, 
licking a drop of salty, lucent pre-cum with the tip of her tongue. 
"Beautiful." Closing her eyes, she brushed her cheek against the pulsing
erection, caressing it affectionately, admiringly, in a gesture that was 
almost childish. Severus, above her, shut his eyes in reverie. Hermione 
could feel his fingers digging into her scalp, allowing him to guide her 
back unto the bed, where he bent over her, kissing her full, pale lips. 

"Now," she whispered, reaching her hand to guide him.

He nodded, and with one, smooth stroke, plunged into her body. 
Hermione cried, being so deliciously filled and stretched, wrapping her 
legs around his body and arching to meet his thrusts as he drove into 
her. She could hear herself mumbling, urging him to fuck her, telling him
how much he pleased her or simply giving her delight a vocal 
expression. She could see the sounds she made reflected in Severus's 
dark eyes that glinted with amusement- rapidly replaced by glazed, 
exposed pleasure. 

It was wet and sweaty and sticky – sharp, accurate thrusts; shallow 
panting, humid moans; quivering flesh. Breathing heavily, Hermione 
reached her hand to stroke Snape's cheek, fingers trailing down the 
angular curve of his cheekbone, caressing the stern, sensuous lips and 
the strong, sculpted chin. A thin film of sweat covered his face, and she 
brought her moistened finger to her lips. Leaning, Severus captured her 
mouth with a deep, breathtaking kiss. Panting, Hermione stared at him 



with glassy, wide-eyed eyes, feeling her climax build inside her body, 
clenching her internal organs and slowly roaming down her body to 
close like a fist around his pounding cock. "Dear God, dear God… that 
is so sweet," she cried, "so good, Severus, just keep fucking me, so 
sweet, oh, God….!"

Her orgasm swept over her, in wave after wave of compelling pleasure. 
Every muscle in her body tensed, and she arched forcibly, throwing 
back her head and shutting her eyes in complete abundance, aware of 
nothing but the man who was rocking in and out of her body – a 
complete stranger; an integral part of her being; the core and the reason
of her pleasure. When he came, too, several seconds after her, 
Hermione seemed to wait for him on the other side. Relatively relaxed in
the ethereal glow of aftermath, her vagina still clenching around his 
cock, Hermione was focused enough to appreciate the expression of 
sheer heaven and sheer hell on those remarkable face of his. Once 
again, Hermione thought Severus Snape was indeed beautiful. 

And when he dropped motionless onto her body, she wrapped her arms 
around him, and together, they drifted into sleep. 

* The chapter's title is taken from Gorge Barker's poem "Turn on your 
side and bear the day to me". 

* Schielen = Egon Schiele like. Schiele is one of my favourite artists, 
and since I am quite the didactical type, I let myself copy-paste the 
following note from Art-Beat (http://www.art-beat.net): 

"EGON SCHIELE. Throughout his short career (1890-1918), Egon 
Schiele's oil paintings captured his bravely defiant, provocative and 
rebellious nature, causing some critics to refer to him as the James 
Dean of Austrian artists!
When imprisoned for his immoral paintings and drawings, Egon Schiele 
was totally unrepentant. Hindering the artist is a crime, he shouted from 
his cell! Egon Schiele's favorite subjects were female nudes and self 
portraits.
Schiele worked at his art with furious commitment, seeming to know he 
had but a short time to paint. Unfortunately, it wasn't until just before 
Egon Schiele died of flu in 1918 that his oil painting began to get the 



recognition so richly deserved.
Today Egon Schiele is justifiably ranked with painters such as Oskar 
Kokoschka and Gustav Klimt as one of the most important artists to 
come out of Europe."

Some examples of Schiele's art can be found here:
http://community.webshots.com/user/egonschiele 
or here:
http://www.ilnudo.it/Schiele/Egon.htm.

A/N

I just want to say how enormously grateful I am to all of you, who keep 
reading and reviewing "Breeding Lilacs". I never expected the story to 
evolve this kind of commotion, nor did I expect it to touch people they 
way it seem to have touched. I'm happy I could make it enjoyable, and 
hopefully, even little more than that to some of you.

Thank you for sharing your reading experience with me. 

21 - What God Cannot Promise Us.

"He who seeks finds; and to him who knocks, the door will be opened."
-- Matthew.

Soft, feathery kisses, trailing down his quickly exposed torso had woken
Snape out of his light sleep. Having Hermione Granger in his bed was 
something that he could only accurately describe as painful – Snape 
had held her for a long hour after she fell asleep and simply listened to 
her breathing, but it certainly brought no improvement in his own 
troubled sleep. Not wanting to wake Hermione after already rousing her 
from sleepiness to wakefulness for the better part of the night, shagging 
each other senseless, he slipped out of bed and into the living room, 
and settled in front of the fire with a heavy volume of Poe's work. Snape 
had fallen asleep with the book open his lap, Poe still brilliantly narrating
the fall of House of Usher and the flames dancing upon his face. 



That was how, he supposed, Granger had found him. She had 
apparently put the book aside, sticking a temporary bookmark in-
between the thick, rim-gilded pages, then was free to attend the man 
who was recumbent on the armchair in front of the fireplace. Slowly 
opening his eyes, he saw Hermione was crouching between his legs, 
her small, childish hands busily untying the loose tie of his robe. Her 
head was bent forward, and her hair, all this untamed, honey colored 
mass, still wild from sleep, pouring down her naked shoulders. She was 
something made of honey, caramel and maple – lush, fluid, and 
unbearably sweet. She left sticky, perfumed residues on one's fingers. 
He could still taste her on her tongue after last night. 

Exposing his groin, Hermione bent over, covering the sensitive skin of 
his inner thighs, and then the sac of his balls with soft, open mouthed 
kisses. She was slow and thorough, deliberately evading his already 
erect cock. Teasingly, Hermione took his balls sac into her mouth, 
simply cradling Snape's testicles by her warm, wet tongue, then began 
caressing them softly, using her tongue and her inner cheeks. 

She was good, Snape reflected, probably not Anna's standard, who 
would swallow him whole, then tease and bite, and leech his orgasm in 
a way that was almost excruciating- but there was hardly anyone who 
could compete with Anna's skill when it came to giving a good blow-job. 
The thought had reminded Snape of something Kolya had once said- 
about having many ways to do one thing, and wanting to explore them 
all, but in the end, Kolya added, you discover it was always this first, 
initial fantasy you always come back too, that this is the way that 
pleases you the most. Then perhaps Anna's style would always be the 
way he'd like to be sucked off, Snape mused- he didn't think Hermione 
would mind some guidance, always being such an eager student. 
Making love, on the other hand – fuck the term to eternal damnation –, 
doing whatever he did last night, wasn't something that could be 
repeated with a woman who wasn't Hermione. 

She had probably seen that thought in his eyes when she lifted her 
gaze, that very moment, with the intention of taking his cock in her 
mouth. Had probably seen it, because she smiled, a wide, tender, 
stupid, beautiful smile, just a second before she bent forward again and 
swallowed him all the way down her throat. 

Shutting his eyes close, Snape ignored the urge to bury his hands in 



Hermione's hair and fuck her mouth. Tempting as this wild mane of hers 
was, looking as if was created for such purpose, he didn't know how 
Granger was going to react to such move on his side. Grateful for the 
pleasure she was giving him, he wanted to enable her to derive as 
much pleasure as possible from the act. It was hard and intense, but 
somehow mellow and blurry, focusing as the suction around his cock 
grew more intense; Hermione's tongue flicking up and down its hard 
length. 

Snape was panting, gasping, fucking her mouth with short, hard strokes,
when she suddenly rose up, and thus allowing a sharp blast of cold air 
to caress his moistened, bereft erection. Without further ado, Hermione 
sat in his lap, her pupils widening until they almost reached the golden 
rim at the edge of her brown pupils as she impaled herself on his cock. 
Tight, sleek, hot, elastic- so fucking tight that all coherent thoughts flew 
out of his brain.

Hermione was so small, that even when sat in his lap, she didn't rise 
over him. All Snape had to do in order to kiss her was cup her face and 
take her lips with his. So he kissed her, molesting her mouth, hardly 
keeping himself from bruising Hermione's full, soft lips. He felt a 
compelling urge to tell her what having her like that made him feel- to let
her know how good it was fucking her; how good was possessing her; 
how damn good it was waking beside her, and waking again with her 
crouching between his legs. "Yet the tulips were too red in the first 
place," he remembered Plath's words through the piercing pleasure of 
orgasm. "Even through the gift paper I could hear them breathing." The 
sensation along with the words, accompanied by Granger's plump, 
delicate fingers, wandering upon his breathing, petal-like exposed flesh, 
was enough to devastate him. 

So he buried his fingers in Hermione's wiry, bird's-nest hair, resting her 
head against his shoulder. Her breaths, humid and shallow, were licking 
the curve of Snape's left collarbone as Hermione slowly climbed down 
from her climax. 

She yawned. "Good morning, Severus." 

He chuckled. "Good morning, Miss Granger."

Short, childish fingers, curled in the fine, thin hair covering his chest. 



Leaning, she kissed a small, taut nipple, then returned to her 
absentminded play. "Did I disturb your sleep?"

Snape shook his head. "It was nothing out of the usual and has nothing 
to do with your presence."

"Oh."

"Hermione…" His brow furrowed, and he breathed deeply, feeling the 
weight of her head rising and falling under his chest. "There's something
I need to tell you."

She became very attentive. "I'm listening."

"I received a letter the other day- I have no doubt you have already 
managed to identify the letter's sender thanks to our daughter's keen 
eye. Perhaps you are even aware of its content – I was in a great hurry 
and Aubrey is very difficult to distract."

Hermione nodded. "She told me Rodolphus Lestrange wrote you, 
asking your advice concerning a long-Latin-named article. Having 
received this letter, she said, you automatically sent her to Anne Rivers 
and went to consult with Dumbledore."

Snape confirmed. "Aubrey might make a valuable Unspeakable one day
unless she decides to turn her talents to research," he noted amusedly. 
"Lestrange had indeed written to me asking my help producing a water 
combination suitable for one of his orchids. It was an odd request, 
knowing the full extent of Lestrange's expertise. It might not have 
seemed so strange considering his shipment instructions, but then, why 
he should wish to alert me as to the Dark Lord's intentions concerning 
my fate is not much more comprehensible."

Hermione sat frozen in his arms for long moment of silence. "Does that 
mean you're going to terminate your spying?" she asked at last, her 
voice weak and frail.

"Apparently so."

He could hear her swallow. "Oh God," Hermione whispered, her voice 
leaking into his Supra-Sternal-Notch. "Oh God. Thank you very much for



everything," she quoted. "I have no complaints whatsoever." 

Frowning, Snape was vaguely aware of warm, soluble wetness, gluing 
the tear-salted skin of Hermione's cheek to the curve of his neck. "This 
is not the end of it."

She raised her head a little. "What else could there be?" she asked him,
her big, expressive eyes now bloodshot and swollen with tears. "You're 
safe. You're not going there anymore…" Hermione mumbled. "You are 
safe now. That's all that matters."

Looking at her, he continued in a dry, emotionless tone. "Voldemort, or 
so I suspect, has been suspicious of my loyalties for quite some time. 
Knowing that, and expecting to be summoned later this week, I brought 
the issue in front of our side’s Council of War. This information is, of 
course, highly classified, and you should realize that I'm not supposed 
to be sharing it with you under any circumstances. After some 
consultation, the Council has decided I should continue my spying, 
momentarily satisfying Voldemort's hunger and assuring my position in 
his inner circle by providing him with some very sought-after 
information. According the Council's decision, I was to reveal Kingsley 
Shacklebolt's and his family's hiding place. Two of Shacklebolt's children
are attending Hogwarts these days," Snape told the woman in his arms. 
"A younger son, Aubrey's age, is living with him and his wife. I was 
about to deliver this boy to his death. If Lestrange hadn't stopped me, 
this boy would have been murdered by the end of the week." 

Hermione was quiet, just the way he expected her to be. Soon enough, 
Snape knew, she would collect herself, and terrified, draw away from 
him, shocked that she had just let this kind of monster into her body. But
she just moistened her lips, a characteristic motion, and raised her gaze
to meet his eyes. "If this is highly classified information, why are you 
telling this to me?"

He swallowed. "I thought you needed to know."

"I know now."

"What do you want me to do, then, now that I know?"

He glared at her. "You should run away, you fool."



Hermione cocked her head. "You don't want me to run away, so stop 
giving me stupid answers."

Snape let his head drop forward. "It could have been Aubrey."

She thought of all the other children, all of her un-christened demon 
babies, who kept waiting for her, their silvery laughter forever echoing in
the green valley, forever trying to breach the walls of her heart. The war 
had made her blunt and empty; she was incapable of saving all of them,
and grateful, oh so grateful, to have her little piece of the world safe and
secure. At least for now. "It could have been Aubrey," Hermione said at 
last, "but it isn't Aubrey. I think… that many times, we humans tell 
ourselves, that there was nothing we could have done to prevent the 
disaster coming. Nothing we could have done to avoid the earthquake 
or prevent the war; we surely couldn't disobey our commander's order 
and prevent the slaughter. All of this," she continued. "It isn't true. We 
always saw the animals run when they felt the movement of the earth 
below them and we could have made peace with our enemy and 
disobeyed our commander and be thrown in jail. Fact is, we didn't. We 
only pretend not to understand our part in this great mechanism called 
living or nature or God. We can, however, take responsibility over our 
own actions. Over our own choices, whether they are right or wrong, or 
both. And those actions don't have to be only right or only wrong- I've 
learned that over the years. So I cannot even say I did everything in my 
power to secure the safety of my child- had I wanted to do that, I would 
have stayed in the US, where it's safe for us. But I decided to come 
back, knowing that I'm needed over here. That is why…" Hermione 
breathed deeply. "That is probably the only reason I am in some way 
capable of overlooking the Shacklebolt boy. Because some decisions 
aren't only good and aren't only right. Because we're in war, and war 
demands victims, and the Shacklebolt boy is not our Aubrey."

"I know."

"If you need me to forgive you, all you have to do is say."

"I can't. And it's foolish, however I put it."

Hermione shrugged. "Then I'll forgive you anyway." Rising a little, she 
pressed her lips to his forehead. "If God was not full of mercy, mercy 



would have been in the world, not just in Him," she quoted Amichai. "So 
that's what I'm here for, Severus Snape. And I forgive you. I forgave you
a long, long time ago."

* * *

Time had passed in a different manner now that both Hermione and 
Aubrey Granger had become a major part of his life, while spying was 
no longer a part of it. Sometimes Snape had found himself wondering 
whether this was normality: hiding ancient tomes concerning the Dark 
Arts from the reach of a curious eight-year-old; reading poetry to a 
sleepy woman, her head rested in his lap, both of them sitting in front of 
a roaring fire on a dark, snowy night; to find her in his bed when he 
returned from another endless night of fruitless, insomniac wandering – 
roaming Hogwarts corridors like a blind mole, chewing on his worries 
until his limbs were cut off from his body, only to come back and find her
there, serene and peaceful in her sleep. To stroll by the lake with 
Hermione at his side, feeling the soft squeak of the new grass under his 
feet, watching the child run several meters in front of them, and the 
chilly wind of early spring messing his lover's hair. 

It could have been happiness. It might have been the right term in other 
circumstances. But words were like boomerangs. The demon on the 
other side of the wall heard you, gathering the words you uttered so 
freely, then playing them in your ears at these moments when you felt 
there was nothing good left in the world, in order to increase your 
torment. So Snape called it serenity, and ignoring his frustration at being
locked in the castle – unable to serve the cause the way he had once 
been used too – hoped it would last, if only one more day, one more 
hour, one more minute of bliss.

Going public was a peculiar, uncomfortable affair, yet even amusing to 
some degree in Snape's eyes. If it depended on him, they would have 
never gone public- he and Anna had kept their relationship a secret for 
about thirty years – whoever knew, knew, whoever didn't knew, didn't, 
and that was the end of it. However, things were not going to be that 
way with Hermione. Snape never expected their involvement with each 
other to remain a secret, but nevertheless, being a calculated, cautious 
creature, he did expect Hermione to consult with him before making 



their affair publicly known. With Hermione being the Gryffindor she was, 
Snape decided retrospectively, it had been probably too much to expect.
It had taken Hermione no more than several hours after they had first 
parted from each other – following the night they spent in his rooms – 
before she approached him in the Great Hall at dinner, and ignoring the 
Hogwarts staff, the student body, and the rest of the castle's inhabitants,
climbed to the soles of her toes and unabashedly pressed her lips to his
mouth. 

Following shortly afterwards, was the Valentine day annual ball; an 
event Dumbledore was keen on holding in defiance of the war, which 
was escalating each year. His lover, as Snape expected, joined the 
decoration team, dragging himself and their always-eager child along 
with her, to the Great Hall. This time, probably due to Hermione's 
insistent flow of creative ideas, some of the nauseating broken-heart red
and strawberry-lipstick pink was replaced by a ninety-sixties’ style décor.
He helped Hermione levitate a giant blinker ball to the transparent 
ceiling, for which he was rewarded with an adoring gaze. When he dryly
offered distributing some of Martha Sprout's finer leafs' mixtures, 
however, an idea also inspired by the spirits of these times, Snape 
received nothing but a sharp glare. 

The ball itself was rather amusing- the first Valentine ball ever Snape 
could be tortured into admitting he enjoyed. Hermione was a vivacious, 
jumpy ball of life and energy, lovely and completely silly in her evening 
gown of green silk. Aubrey, too, had insisted on seeing what everything 
was all about, and was literally ecstatic to be levitated three feet in the 
air, so she could dance her first waltz with her father. Legs kicking in 
mid-air; wavering, multicolored lights reflecting in her silver-blond mane;
held carefully in his arms and levitated by her mother in the same time, 
Aubrey was beaming at him, her face lit up with joy. 

They had taken the child to Anne Rivers' quarters shortly after that and 
had quickly returned to the ball. Nevertheless, the way the girl had 
looked at him, kept haunting Snape. No child had ever looked at him 
like that before. 

February was followed by gloomy March and with March, came the 
Easter holiday. The Christian festival had usually found him reading 
Celan in front of a dying fire, spitefully lighting up Sabbath candles and 
watching the wax melting on those occasions when his eyes finally 



failed him and he could no longer read. 

"You have been drinking again." It was Hermione, and she was 
becoming mixed up with the shadows. Only her voice was high, sweet 
and distinguishable. It was frigging Easter. Easter was his time of the 
year to drink and mourn. One of these times, at least. The stupid woman
should have left him alone.

Snape gulped his vodka. "I always drink. What do you want?"

"It's the holidays," she said quietly. "At these times of the year people 
should be together with their loved ones. I thought you should come to 
our place. Aubrey and I have boiled some eggs. You can help us paint 
them."

"It's not a fucking holiday for me," he snarled. 

Hermione seemed confused. "I know it's not a cheerful occasion, but-"

"Hermione," he cut across her. "Has it even occurred to you for a 
moment I'm not even a Christian?"

She shook her head.

"Two-thousand years ago," he drawled icily, "a fellow named Yeshuah 
died a very painful, public, and celebrated death. A death so celebrated, 
that one third of the known world is still celebrating it. A death so fucking
celebrated, that one thousand, nine hundred and forty years afterward, 
six-million people were murdered in the most brutal, abominable, 
despicable way, and all because of this fellow's death. So no, I hereby 
decline your kind invitation, Hermione. I have nothing to celebrate. So 
please do me a favour and fuck off."

She did. That is why, probably, Snape was incredibly surprised to see 
Aubrey on the morrow, carrying Furball, a box with some chocolate 
rabbits, and a book about the holocaust she had found only God knows 
where, entering his rooms, and sitting herself comfortably on the carpet 
in front of the fire. That weekend, Hermione had cooked dinner on 
Saturday, and blushing, asked him to light up two white candles she put 
in an old, silver candlestick. She had found it, Snape assumed, 
somewhere in the castle. Aubrey, from across the table, was smiling at 



him out of Aniko's face. But while Aniko's smile was stained with sorrow, 
Aubrey's face was bright with happiness. It seemed like getting to know 
a happy child was almost enough to know what happy childhood 
meant. 

In April, when the snows had finally melted and the first blooms 
sprouted from the thick earth, Hermione took him to visit Remus Lupin's 
grave. The small, modest grave was located under a cherry-tree, not far 
from the greying cottage of the Lupin family, where an older, squib 
brother, named Romulus Lupin and his Muggle wife and children had 
now lived. Greater-stitchworts, their long, willowy stems softly trembling 
in the breeze, were sparsely carpeting the fresh grass near the moss-
covered tombstone. Wrapping himself in his cloak as if wishing to hide 
away from the world behind an impenetrable shell, Snape watched his 
ashen haired Margaret sit at the foot of the grave of a man he once had 
almost called a friend. 

"Only the dead have seen the end of the war." 

"What did you say?" Hermione raised her eyes; the early spring sun 
shining in their brown, sorrowful depth, as if it was shining upon a bright 
new day of golden promises. What a cruel oxymoron. 

"Nothing," he told her. "I said nothing." 

Hermione shook her head. "The frigging war... You know, Severus- it 
now occurs to me I never actually knew Remus Lupin very well, but then
–he was one of my favourite teachers, one of my favourite men, and I 
appreciated him a great deal. If I'd been here at the time he committed 
suicide I'd probably have condemned his action as cowardly- but then, I 
wouldn't have Aubrey and you to teach me what love is; to make even 
the imaginary prospect of losing a beloved one possible. I thought I had 
loved before. Now I know I've been deluding myself." 

Hermione went quiet for a while, as if to allow the shock of her subtle 
and unintentional declaration to tear a hole through his heart. Yet this 
was impossible, noting she was unaware of actually having said that 
she loved him. Then she continued. "Now that I know, I can only think 
how foolish and hasty I would have been for thinking such a thing. And 
how utterly devastated Remus Lupin must have been. Plato was right- 
only the dead have seen the end of the war. It is not Remus that I come 



here to grieve, but also Remus. And it's not only grieving I came here to 
do, but also to show gratitude for what I have been lucky enough to 
keep, lucky enough to get, and to pray. In a graveyard, you see. I'm a 
strange creature." She smiled sadly, softly. 

"I borrowed one of your books..." Hermione told him. "There, wait a 
moment..." She pulled a thin volume out of the folds of her cloak. 
Dusting it carefully, Hermione opened the book, and handed it over to 
Snape, who was standing about a foot from her. "Would you please 
read it to me?"

He nodded. The cool wind was biting his exposed hands, scorching the 
irritated skin, already inflamed due to his spring allergy. He sniffed, 
inclining his head to shift a straying lock that penetrated his left eye, and
focused on the yellowing, worn page. 

"My child wafts peace.
When I lean over him,
It is not just the smell of soap.

All the people were children wafting peace.
(And in the whole land, not even one
Millstone remained that still turned).

Oh, the land torn like clothes
That can't be mended.
Hard, lonely fathers even in the cave of the Makhpela*
Childless silence.

My child wafts peace.
His mother's womb promised him
What God cannot
Promise us."

* The chapter's title is taken from Yehuda Amichai's poem "My Child 
Wafts Peace". This is also the poem Snape is reading at Hermione's 
request. 

* Thank you very much for everything, I have no complaints 



whatsoever." – Hugh Redmond.

* "Yet the tulips were too red in the first place, even through the gift 
paper I could hear them breathing." – Sylvia Plath, Tulips. 

A/N 

Some of you have complained about typos/grammatical, and word 
usage problems in "Breeding Lilacs" and I'm sure that if some have 
complained, the rest have noticed. Official answer is that I'm working on 
it and the situation will be rectified. However, it might take a while and 
so I've decided to go on posting, with the intention of reposting in the 
near future, and so, posting the final chapters after they have been 
proof-read. Objections, complaints, ideas etc- this is the place. 

Just to make things clear: I have no problem whatsoever to be informed 
about typos/grammatical mistakes and the likes. On the contrary: if you 
see an error, you're more than welcome to alert me, and I'll correct it. 
My note is intended to tell those of you who are very much bothered by 
those mistakes, that the story will be corrected, it would only take a little 
time, since I don't want to delay the posting :-). 

A/N

Before reading the next installation of BLooDL, I'd like to recommend 
you this nice little parody one of my more enthusiastic flamers wrote, 
called: "Mowing Weeds". Yay! I'm a celebrity!

You can find "Mowing Weeds" 
here: http://adultfan.nexcess.net/aff/story.php?no=23934

22 - The Slaughtering Knife. 

"And he said, Take now thy son, thine only son Isaac, whom thou 
lovest, and get thee into the land of Moriah; and offer him there for a 



burnt offering upon one of the mountains which I will tell thee of." 

-- Genesis, 22:2. KJV.

It had been a beatiful day – one of those days that made the child 
almost suspicious, whilst pleasing her fundamental sense of beauty. The
sun was rising high in the sky, shining in the many puddles that covered 
the road. It was goldening their water until they looked like thousands of 
mirrors spread upon the ground, dazzling the toad that was hopping 
from stone to pool to stone in order to cross the road. 

The other children were heading in front of her. Their footsteps were 
printed on the rich, brown earth; their loud, cheerful voices drifting 
behind them, leaving a route she could track later. Therefore, she felt it 
was all right for her to halt for several moments in order to observe the 
toad, surprising as it was to see the nocturnal animal roaming out of its 
shelter this time of the day. 

It was a chubby, clever looking creature – a suitable depiction of Liu 
Hai's three-legged toad companion: Ch'an Chu. The amphibian was a 
relatively small example of its spcecies, with dark, almost black skin. 

Some hardly visible red lines, arching above the toads beetle-like eyes 
like eyebrows, identifyed it as Na Dubh-Puinsean. The black poison. 
The magical toad, the girl knew, was called after the dark colour of the 
poison produced from the poison glands behind it's eyes, and was 
extremely rare. Ancient wizards used to spread its poison on the tips of 
their wands ahead of battle, cococt hallucinatory compounds using a 
single drop of the night-black liquid to assure hazy visions of the future. 

Hazy visions of the future, the child mused, assuming she could in some
way ensure that no permanent damage would be caused to the brain, 
sounded really cool. Severus would probably know something about 
that. Or have something about that in one of his books, always 
considering that he probably wouldn't cooperate with such a scheme. 

She heard a splash, and her eyes were immediately attracted to the 
toad which was jumping into the nearby puddle, on its way to the other 
end of the narrow, dirt road. The girl gave the toad a last long look, 
noting to herself the direction in which it went as well as any landmarks. 



She then rose to her feet, dusting off her robes, and jogging lightly, 
turned to join her schoolmates, already some hundread feet ahead of 
her. She didn't notice the five men in the black robes and the white 
masks hidden among the trees, and would have probably just marked 
them as a crazy Wizarding version of the KKK had she saw them. Her 
mother would have probably told her she was rather accurate. 

* * *

Danu Goldenberg, teacher at the Hogsmeade primary school, 
Apparated near the Hogwarts grounds at eleven thirty am, her face 
white with worry. Her quickened step became a hasty run as she 
crossed the green lawns and hurried up the marble staircase and into 
the entrance hall. None of it was reason enough for Auror Paddock to 
urge a search of Mrs. Goldenberg, but she didn't have time to be angry 
at his inconsiderate approach as she raced to the dungeons and into 
the Potions class, which that young woman well remembered from her 
own schooldays. There, she located Hermione Granger standing in front
of a full attentive class, lecturing peacefully about the twelve uses of 
dragon blood. 

"Miss Granger!" Danu breathed heavily. "I must have a word with you. 
Now." 

Frowning at the unexpected interruption, Hermione Granger dismissed 
her class at once. Offering a seat to her child's teacher, she conjured a 
glass of fresh pumpkin juice and seated herself in front of the panting 
woman. "Is everything all right?"

"I'm sorry to say it is not," Danu answered, gratefully gulping the cool, 
sweet liquid. "Aubrey has been missing since eleven fifteen this 
morning. She did not return from a journey we made to the outskirts of 
the village. She might just be missing; perhaps she has even appeared 
at school by now, but you can never be sure about those things 
nowadays."

The Potions teacher nodded. "The Floo in the primary school is kept 
regularly open, right?"



"Yes, Miss Granger."

"Very well," Hermione said. "So the first thing we'll do is confirm whether
Aubrey is there or not."

Danu Goldenberg looked at the younger witch. Hermione Granger's 
usually flushed cheeks were colorless and her pupils slightly widened, 
but aside from that, she looked completely calm – a composed mask of 
self-restraint.

Grimly, the two women exited the potions class, and began making their
way to the Headmaster's office, where the only Floo in Hogwarts open 
to the outside world was located. 

"Who was on the journey aside from you and the children?" Hermione 
asked.

Danu, understanding the question, had described in full detail the trip's 
security arrangements. 

"How come you didn't notice my daughter was missing until after you 
came back to the school?" A hint of accusation stained Granger's soft, 
high-pitched voice. 

The teacher sighed. "Aubrey is a curious child; she likes to check on 
things she sees. She might have gotten carried away-"

"-And it was your duty to take care that she didn't," Hermione cut across
what Mrs. Goldenberg was saying, her voice cool and restrained. She 
stopped in front of the Headmaster's office before Danu could apologise
for her lame wording and explain that she wasn't trying to lay the blame 
upon the child's shoulders. 

"Ice Mice," Hermione barked. 

The scowling gargoyle jumped aside, exposing the spiral staircase 
leading to Dumbledore's office. 

The spacious room smelled – as Danu remembered from her one-time 
visit at the place – of Lemon Drops and tangy metal, from all the small 
machines the Headmaster used to collect and which adorned the many 



shelves of his office. Dumbledore, consisting of all his grandfather-like 
niceties, was seated in his usual place behind the huge, claw-footed 
mahogany desk. The Headmaster seemed uncharacteristically serious 
as he asked his secondary Potions teacher what the problem was. Miss 
Granger was short and to the point with her explanation, and soon 
enough, both of them were kneeling in front of the enormous fireplace, 
sticking their heads into the flames, which turned green. There was no 
good news to be had from the Hogsmeade Primary School. Aubrey 
Victoria Granger had still not returned.

* * *

A dark, brown bird, with golden head and no white at all under its 
magnificent wing coverts, glided through the open double doors and into
the entrance hall. Its eyes, as well as its beak – short, dark, and hooked 
with yellow cere – were cruel and wicked. The bird's wings, when it 
spread it in order to glide on the last gust of wind that came from 
outside, were almost eighty five inches long. The Golden Eagle, or in its 
scientific name, The Aquila Chrysaetos, scanned its surroundings with 
its telescope sharp eyes, ignoring the angry glares it received from a 
noisy group of Aurors scattered below it. The three men and two women
were trying to get a better view of the somewhat swollen envelope 
which was attached to its left claw, arguing about ways to remove and 
anti-jinx it. Making a graceful loop, the bird floated into an arched 
hallway, and then dived all the way into the Hogwarts dungeons. 

* * *

Severus Snape was working in his private lab, doing his best to 
decipher the DNA scan result of an Indian Naga snake. The sheet he 
was now holding was produced by the bloody Muggle machine 
Hermione had made him purchase- a personal computer! Merlin's balls! 
How those things had changed since his university days. It was a 
blasted thing, Snape decided, and a damn useful one. 

Seeing that Voldemort as a human being was almost invulnerable after 
he had slowly extinguished every trace of humanity in order to assure 



his immortality, it seemed to Snape, and several other experts as well, 
that the best way of deflecting the Dark Lord's shields was to find a way 
harming his reptilian aspects. 

Spying had left Snape very little time for research, and so he focused 
his efforts on what he knew best – potions. Now, having more time to 
think and contemplate his steps, he found himself experimenting with 
some of the Muggle sciences he thought he had given up years ago. It 
appeared like he had much to catch up with. Hermione was enthusiastic
about introducing him into current Muggle science. Together they were 
covering years of rift, digging into Genetics, Materials Processing and 
Structure Characterization, Cell Biophysics, Nonlinear Physics of 
Complex Systems, Computational Quantum Chemistry and so on, until 
Aubrey had interrupted, demanding they explain what they were fussing
about. If only she were several years older, the girl could have probably 
helped them find a way defeat the Dark Lord. 

Aubrey was still a throbbing, old wound, and Snape assumed she would
always remain one. The more she became his own, the stronger the 
resemblance grew: the more painful was the acknowledgement. She 
was a strange, delicate pain, pulsing along the counters of long sealed 
memories. Perhaps she was the epitome of another kind of childhood, 
but even so, there was no escaping the bitter memory of his own early 
years. The tulips will always be too red and too vivid for the eye to 
stand. The grass always too fresh and too green. Hermione could prattle
as much she wanted about diverse psychology, but he, Severus Snape, 
really didn't like children. With one exception – his own. This was not to 
say things became easier. Just the opposite. 

Scowling, he was disturbed out of his reverie by a loud scratch on the 
door. Annoyed, he pointed his wand, watching the door open and a 
large, impressive bird, gliding into the room. The Golden Eagle, a fat 
envelope attached to its leg, swept with a flutter of wings to the 
upholstered sofa where Snape now sat, and staring at the Potions 
Master with its big, yellow eyes, outstretched its claw, for the letter to be 
untied. 

Recognizing the beautiful Aquila Chrysaetos, Snape's face paled at 
once. He reached for the long envelope, casting one, then two and 
three charms in order to reveal the presence of any dark magic and 
deflect any possible curse. There appeared to be none.



The envelope – made of rich, thick paper – contained some soft, fluffy 
substance. Snape's lips were a thin line of resolution when he opened 
the letter, pulling out a brief note, written on a similarly fine, expensive 
paper. 

Small, wormy, reptilian letters. Quick, yet indecisive quill strokes, written 
in black ink. It looked like bird's droppings. Voldemort's handwriting. A 
muscle in his jaw clenching, Snape forced himself to read it.

"Such beautiful tresses. She begged me not to cut them. 
Lord Voldemort."

Sickened to the stomach, though not completely sure why, Snape 
turned back to the envelope he had left lying on the sofa. Turning the 
envelope upside down, he shook it a little. For a brief second, firelight 
shone in a moonlight coloured ripple – fire locked in ice. Then the spark 
had subsided, and Severus Snape was left staring at the ten inch-long 
braid that was his daughter's pride, lying on the floor of his private 
laboratory. 

* * *

Her head was throbbing. Soon enough, Hermione was sure, she'd begin
to hear voices. She was fucked up. So thoroughly fucked up. First the 
diagnostic charm results, than that. This wasn't the time. So totally, 
totally not the time. And she was so absolutely fucked up. 

The hellish, literary circularity- she would have thrown it into the bonfire 
of the Samhain night, dancing around the whirling flames, her arms 
dripping with the innocent blood of her all her un-christened babies. The 
Goddess of the narrative deserved no less. Oh God, how much she 
wanted to strangle the tall, willowy witch, who so sweetly, in such a 
helpless, feminine manner, told her what a curious child Aubrey was, 
and oh, their security arrangements were so strict and meticulous, she 
really didn't know how could the child simply disappear. 

It was just impossible. 



Or wasn't it. 

She simply had no idea. She must be back at the School by now. Surely
Aubrey, such curious child, she was, had been carried away by 
something interesting she saw, then realized she was lagging behind 
and hopped back School. Then why wasn't she fucking back at the 
bloody school? 

The rational part of Hermione's brain told her there was no point in using
any of the Unforgivables on the teacher. Mrs. Goldenberg's shame 
seemed to be torturing her better than any of Hermione's wand work 
might have done. But she needed some physical, or 
magical, whatever release. For the first time in her life, Hermione found 
herself empathizing with Severus's habit of deducting house points as a 
way of releasing tension. There was no time for it now, however. She 
had to keep Severus informed. Hermione ran to the dungeons, shoving 
students out of her way, hardly keeping from falling down of the more 
tricky staircases. In her haste, she almost didn't notice the obvious 
notching signs on Snape's laboratory's door – and wouldn't have noticed
them in the first place, unless the door itself was open, which was, in 
itself, surprising.

Slowing a little, Hermione entered the lab, scanning its sterile, partly-lit 
spaces in search of Severus. He was nowhere to be seen. Hermione 
breathed heavily, still panting from the effort, and called his name. 
"Severus? Professor? Are you here?" No answer. Then a small, strained
movement at the edge of the room, near the burning hearth, caught her 
eyes. Half hysterical by now, Hermione stumbled into the wide, over 
stuffed sofa. She felt the sharpened edge of the upholstered furniture 
stab her belly, causing a wave of nausea to rise in her. Her sight was 
losing focus when she saw Severus crouching in front of the fireplace, 
holding a thin, golden braid in his large, calloused hands.

"What is it you're holding?" she heard herself whispering.

Snape inclined his hand towards a piece of crushed paper that was 
tossed on the sofa. Hermione leaned over to pick it up, opening and 
smoothing the parchment with shaking hands. Her voice, once she tried 
to speak, was caught in the hideous trap of rage and terror that had 
been formed in the bottom of her throat. She tried again. "W…why…" 
the words were coming harsh, sore and painful. As if they were burnt 



skin she was trying to pill from the back of her throat. "W..Why…my b-
baby?"

Snape didn't speak.

Hermione closed her eyes, helplessly blinking away a tear that trickled 
down her face. "S-Severus, p-please talk t-to me. I need you t-to talk t-o 
m…me."

Still, there was silence. She could hear herself sobbing, as if from 
outside. Oh God. How much she needed him to hold her right now, and 
the bastard was simply seating there, staring at that creepy piece of 
hair… shaking. Oh God, Oh God. Oh God. 

Forcing these transparent strings that held her limbs together, to loosen 
up, Hermione felt her knee caps unlock. She collapsed on her knees 
beside the sofa, her hands spread on the cold floor in order to support 
herself, and began to make the short, yet impossibly long way, toward 
the man who was crouching in front of the fire. Snape was cold and 
unmoving when Hermione finally reached him. His fingers were closed 
around the small braid, his hand clenched into a fist, but aside from that,
he could have been a marble statue. Hermione didn't mind. As long as 
she could wrap her arms around him and cry like a maniac, all of this 
really didn't matter. 

Later, she remembered that somewhere during the time they sat 
together like that, Severus's erect form had softened a little, and he 
hugged her, resting her head against his shoulder. He didn't utter a 
sound: it was not his way, and there was no need to, as Hermione had 
been sobbing and wailing enough for the two of them – for that was her 
way. Only when the flames turned green and Dumbledore's head 
appeared in the fireplace, did she quiet for a moment.

"I have just received a message from the Burrow," the older wizard 
reported to them shortly, his face bearing a grave expression. "It 
appears that Virginia Potter had gone for a quiet visit on her mother 
shortly before she is due. She and Molly were the only people in the 
house at the time. Molly was murdered, while Ginny had been 
kidnapped."

Hermione gaped. "Sweet Jesus."



Severus, after being silent for more than an hour, arched an eyebrow. 
"Sweet Jesus indeed. I trust Potter has been informed?" he asked 
Dumbledore.

The Headmaster nodded.

Snape lifted the small, delicate braid he was holding all this time, 
moving his thumb along its fairy-wing soft length. "Very well. Voldemort 
knows he cannot put his hand on me, nor can he touch Potter. That's 
why he chose secondary, easier targets. His intention is to use Aubrey 
and Mrs. Potter as bait, and for that, he has to keep them alive. I don't 
give a damn about Virginia Potter but my child is coming home. I hardly 
believe I can do that without Potter."

He bent his hand, reaching his index fingers to lift Hermione's chin. "I 
need to go and talk to Potter," he murmured softly, leaning to kiss away 
some of her tears. "I promise to come back to you as soon as possible."

Hermione nodded. 

He turned to Dumbledore. "Albus, please take care of Miss Granger 
here while I go and talk to Potter."

"I'll be honoured to take care of Hermione," said Albus, offering his 
handkerchief to Hermione who quickly blown up her nose. "There, my 
dear." 

Supported by Severus, who helped her to her feet, Hermione Flooed to 
the Headmaster's office. Dumbledore had been there to support her 
from the other side, quickly leading her to an armchair he had conjured. 
Snape, who Flooed to the office seconds after, had only delayed to kiss 
Hermione goodbye, before Flooing to the rebuilt cottage at Godric's 
Hollow. 

* * *

Harry James Potter, holding his infant son, was sitting on the striped 
couch in Hermione's living room at Hogwarts castle. His three-year-old 



daughter's dark head was resting in his lap, while his elder daughter, red
haired but bespectacled like himself, was reading one of Aubrey's fairy 
tale books. His twins, looking rather devious and rather resembling the 
two late marauders after which they were named, were sitting in front of 
the mantle, uncharacteristically quiet. Hermione, who sat on the other 
sofa, was tiredly resting in Severus's arms, as if seeking protection from 
the cruel world that had stolen her baby away from her. The silence, she
noted with a frail edge of her consciousness that kept working for some 
unknown reason, was growing heavier by the minute. For Hermione's 
utter surprise, it was Severus who opened his mouth to speak. 

"The resemblance is remarkable," Snape commented quietly, inclining 
his head toward Lily Potter who sat on the green and white striped sofa, 
reading a book. "She is an exact copy of your mother."

Harry lifted his gaze from the toddler he had been holding, staring at his 
former Professor with surprise. "Do you really think so?" he asked 
eagerly. "Some people tell me they look a lot like each other, but there is
actually no one now who remembers well enough…" At that, Harry 
blushed (Hermione was slightly surprised that a man nearing his thirties 
could still blush like that, and then reminded herself, that after all, it was 
Harry Potter they were talking about) then lowered his gaze. "I'm sorry," 
he mumbled.

Snape shrugged. "Think nothing of it."

Harry, Hermione noticed, had now bent to pick a biscuit from the saucer 
she placed on the low table, putting it in his mouth and chewing slowly. 
Yes, she remembered Harry's sweet-tooth, Harry's infamous incapability
of refusing food when it was placed in front of him; a memory of years of
deprivation and neglect. Harry's children, Hermione noticed as well, 
were all a little plump, all looking like naturally thin children who had 
been given a lot of food, in order to compensate for the hole in their 
father's belly, which would never be filled. Once again, Harry lifted his 
gaze, this time looking at her and Severus, as if measuring the concept 
of his former friend and his former teacher together. "Ron…" he began, 
stammering, "Ron, he had…told me, you told him you were… you 
know… unwillingly…"

Underneath her, Hermione felt Snape stiffen. She placed her palm on 
his chest, signing to him that she wished to be the one to handle this 



issue. "It's a long story, Harry, and it will be told some other time, once 
our loved ones are back."

Harry nodded. "All right. It's been a while," he said quietly, rocking his 
son. 

Hermione agreed. "Indeed, it has." 

Snape snorted.

"Severus," she cried angrily, "if I wasn’t such a total wreck right now, I 
would tell to keep your nasty suggestions to yourself. Seeing as I am 
wrecked, please try for once to be considerate and not share your 
charming commentaries with rest of us."

The bastard had merely sneered.

"Good." Hermione sighed. "I'm with you Harry." 

The younger man didn't seem to be much more responsive. "Dunno," he
shrugged his shoulders. "It's kind of strange situation. I am so tired and 
bereft. We should outline a tactical move and all I can think of is when 
she might be coming back. Rose and Arthur won't fall asleep without 
their Mummy singing to them. I cannot fall asleep with half of my bed 
empty." 

Hermione reached for the recent handkerchief she had been using, this 
time one of Snape's stock – the one Dumbledore had given her was 
completely soaked up by now – and blew her nose loudly. "What did she
used to sing to them?" 

A genuine smile lit up Harry's face. A smile that reminded her of the thin,
misplaced boy she had seen on the train so many years ago; his eyes 
wide with wonder, hardly able to process the fact he was allowed into all
this magic. "Some old Wizarding lullabies. I remember sitting by Lily's 
cradle fascinated the first time she sang them. It was… magic." 

Hermione smiled as the word hit an exposed nerve in her mind, sending
waves and waves of images. From her childhood in the clean, well-lit 
suburb, learning to ride on bicycles, with her father running behind her 
down the leafy street; taking care she would not fall and injure herself, 



to her youth in Hogwarts; she, Harry and Ron, managing a snowball 
fight in the snow; concocting Polyjuice Potion in the girls' toilets. Going 
with Viktor to the Yule Ball; kissing Ron the second time- the time she 
actually began to see stars. A sunny afternoon with Ron and Harry, just 
after they have began their seventh year, staring at the sky. Aubrey- her 
first smile, her first steps, talking, joking, materializing into a thinking, 
interacting human being. Then Severus, too complicated for trying to 
repeat in words- the sex, because it was sweet and searing and 
sometimes frenzied and he could make her feel deprived while actually 
having him as no other man did. Severus, because the deprivation of 
the desert would always exist along the intoxicating revelation of cool, 
fresh water. Because it would always be magic. Looking at Harry's eyes,
Hermione saw the same knowledge reflected behind the thick, heavy 
lenses. "Would you sing me one of those lullabies?"

He smiled. "You know I have the voice of a crow, but…here's one of my 
favourites." Blushing a little, Harry cleared his throat, caressing baby 
Arthur's soft cheek with his thumb, and began to sing. 

"A golden haired witch
Had one day trespassed 
The mischievous fairies 
Unspoken, well hidden realms

How fair she was, this witch,
The fairies silver-molded hearts,
Were craving for her gold woven tresses. 

Mischievous creatures, o' greedy fairies,
They had misled her then to Loch Awe.

Thus they wove the witch's hair,
Silver and gold 
And sweet fairies smiles,
Into the bright trail of the moon upon the water

And when dawn rose
And sun kissed the morning's dew from the grass
The golden haired witch
Was gone, lost in the loch
And with her



The mischievous fairies were gone too." 

Harry was partly right: he was never meant to sing. But his voice carried
such sincerity and feeling that by the end of the song, Hermione face 
was wet with tears all over again, and buried in Snape's chest.

Harry, who was doing his best to keep up a pretense of serenity for his 
children, was speaking to her softly. "That's all right, Hermione. 
Professor Snape and I will be getting them back, I promise you."

She nodded silently, encouraged by Harry's words, and also, by 
Severus's reassuring embrace. 

Harry kept speaking. "Do you think me and the children could stay 
here? I don't want to go back to an empty house." 

"You'd be welcome," Hermione said, giving him a weak smile. "We'll 
conjure some extra beds, and of course there's the sofas and Aubrey's 
room. Come, I'll help you put this lot to bed." 

Snape had gently released her from his protective grip, watching 
Hermione as she moved to pick up Lily Potter who had fallen asleep 
with the fairy tale book on her knees. Crouching, she took the 
redheaded girl into her arms, and carried her to Aubrey's room.

Thus, a bit by bit, the Potter children were put to bed, tucked in, kissed 
and sang too, with Snape's towering figure in the background being 
enough of a threat to stop an endless stream of questions about their 
mother –when it could not been avoided otherwise. Only then could 
some serious conversation be managed. 

Acknowledging both of the men as being key figures in the fight against 
Voldemort and therefore much more informed than herself, Hermione 
laid on the bed, resting her head on Snape's knee, and carefully listened
to the two of them talking. 

Harry, sitting on a conjured seat near the fireplace, was the one to 
begin. "What do you reckon would be Voldemort's motives in making 
this move?"

Snape frowned, tapping his lower lip with his index finger. "We have less



information than I would have liked, but from what we know, I would say 
the dark Lord knows we are getting stronger and believes his best 
chance is to tempt us into striking now, when we are not yet ready. He 
thinks he can do so by kidnapping two of the people who are closest to 
the highest ranking personnel on our side. The immediate meaning of 
this is one- we should ignore this provocation."

Hermione stiffened at once. Harry's features froze. "That is not an 
option."

Snape glared at him. "I know, you idiot boy. Why do you think I'd be 
summoning you, if it was that an option?" 

Harry took a calming breath. "What are our other options?"

Snape snorted. "Not many. One option is finding my daughter and your 
wife's whereabouts, sneak in there and get them out. Those kinds of 
plans work only in bad Muggle films. The second option is going to the 
Ministry and wait for Fudge to do something – which is just as useful as 
the first option, but will not feature in any Muggle film, only in the Daily 
Prophet, which is much less convincing if you ask me." Severus was 
silent for a moment, and then continued. "Third option- open war. 
Attacking Riddle House and Malfoy Manor on two comparable fronts. 
Risky, but plausible. Once you command it, there will be no capable 
Auror left in the Ministry. That should give us enough human resources. 
You would lead one front, Macmillan and Shacklebolt will take the other. 
If we're lucky enough, we'll find them alive and this will be the end of 
Voldemort's reign of terror."

Harry was chewing on his inner cheeks. "What about Shacklebolt's 
son?"

Snape looked him in the eye. "Fuck Shacklebolt's son. This 
is my daughter you're talking about. If you want to live up to your 
Gryffindor ideals in delivering the woman you love to her certain death, 
that is fine with me, but I will personally put you under Imperius- you, 
and the rest of the Wizarding World, before I'll let you abandon my 
daughter. And do not be mistaken Potter, my Imperio is much, much 
stronger than the Dark Lord's. But aside from that, let's drop this 
disturbing issue for a moment to talk about something much more 
pleasant: morality. Bet you never heard of morality from a Slytherin. No 



wonder, it's really not in our range of expertise. Thus I admit- I am not 
one to talk about morality, my hands are stained red by the blood of my 
victims. But what sort of a man is it, who abandons his loved ones for 
the sake of an ideal, a flesh and blood woman for the sake of a concept,
somebody else's boy for the sake of his own wife, what kind of man that 
is, to speak about morals, I do not know."

Harry's head dropped. "I don't know if you're right, Professor," he said at
last, shaking his head. "You were always better than me on those 
things. I can't argue with you now. But I'm going to summon the Council 
and we're going to war by the end of this week. Even if the only reason 
we do it is because we both just want to see them alive." He inhaled, 
rising to his feet. "I wish I could feel that at least I'm morally right. I feel 
somewhat better that you do. I'll be with my boys. Goodnight, Professor,
Hermione."

Snape nodded, while Hermione bade Harry goodnight, watching the 
Auror's crouched back as he exited the room, and quietly, closed the 
door behind him. It was not Harry the child, nor Harry the boy, who she 
had remembered from her youth. He was still an innocent, perhaps in a 
way that only those who had been tainted from the start could be. And 
he was literally collapsing under the responsibility he was carrying, now 
that the one stable support he had been counting on all along was 
brutally removed. Nevertheless, Harry, who had always been a master 
of contradictions, was radiating power and authority: even when he was 
broken.

"A penny for your thought?" Severus's long fingers, the place where 
they connected to the palm of his hand always slightly reddened and 
sore for his skin being over-sensitive, entwined in the wiry locks of 
Hermione's hair. 

"He's changed," she answered quietly. "He's no longer the boy I knew."

Severus seemed to be amused at her observation. "I quite agree," he 
told her. "Unlike the boy you once knew, this man actually thinks before 
he spurts into action."

"You're cynical when every other man would have been sober and at 
least attempted some kind of serious response."



Snape chuckled. "Well, I am not every other man, now am I?"

Suddenly cold, she crawled to his lap, nuzzling her way into Severus's 
body like a lost cub. Fumbling, Hermione reached between their bodies,
adjusting herself so she could rub his cock through the heavy cloth of 
his robe and jeans. Sex was safe, just like poetry, only it was theirs, 
creating their own symbolism with their own bodies. She wasn't sure 
what that was, with Snape looking at her with those big, enigmatic eyes;
his erect, dripping red cock being the only piece of exposed flesh aside 
from his pale face –and herself, wriggling out of her jeans and pants, 
with her upper body completely clothed, leaning over him. Perhaps it 
was fucking. Perhaps it was comforting. Perhaps it was making love.

"Fuck me," she pleaded with him, rubbing her dripping folds against the 
length of his erection. 

"No."

Hermione cried in frustration, allowing the dripping tip of Snape cock to 
circle her clit. "Comfort me."

He shook his head. "No."

"You bastard."

Taking him in her hand, she inserted about two inches of the pulsing 
cock into her body, clenching her vaginal muscles around its highly-
sensitize end. Heightening and removing herself from him, Hermione 
looked at her lover's face once gain. "Make love to me."

She saw the tip of his tongue, peeking out of his mouth for a single 
second, to wet his dry lips. "No," Snape voice echoed in her ears once 
again. "I won't make love to you. But I'll make mercy to you. Now come 
here." And with that, he gripped her hips, and buried himself in her 
warmth. 

* Na – the. Dubh – black, dark. Puinsean – poison. Gaelic.

* Indian Naga – In Buddhism and Hinduism, Nagas are a race of semi-



divine snakes with great powers. (And thanks to the HP lexicon). 

I'd like repeat my warning from chapter 4: If you find attempts to 
emphasize the similarity between JKR's Wizarding World and the 
twentieth century's thirties Nazi Germany, unnecessary or unpleasant, 
then please do not continue. 

I also think I should warn you that this chapter's opening might be a little
unnerving.

With that in mind, you may, or may not, continuo. 

Chapter 23 - The Trial by Existence.

"The memory of my father is wrapped up in
white paper, like sandwiches taken for a day at work.

Just as a magician takes towers and rabbits
out of his hat, he drew love from his small body,

and the rivers of his hands
overflowed with good deeds."

--My Father, Yehuda Amichai.

It was the longest five days of Severus Snape's life. What began with a 
golden braid, continued with a pulled out fingernail – thoroughly bitten, 
as was to be expected – and then Aubrey's left hand ring finger, its nail 
bitten to the flesh too. If, upon seeing the fingernail, Hermione went 
chalk white – running to the lavatory, where she vomited up her 
breakfast together with what felt like the marrow of her soul – the 
amputated finger had simply caused her to faint away. She seemed to 
be suffering from some sort of stomach-bug just lately, throwing up in 
the mornings. Now, with Aubrey being kidnapped, Madam Pomfrey had 
sharply ordered her to lie in bed, rest, and for Merlin's sake, start taking 
proper care of herself! Knowing Poppy to be practical woman, Snape 



was somewhat worried by all this unnecessary fuss. However, it was no 
normal situation for a woman to have her daughter kidnapped only for 
the child to be apparently slowly disassembled, in order to be sent back 
to her mother in pieces. 

Hermione, however, didn't seem very keen to follow Poppy's orders, 
which was quite uncharacteristic. Thus, after he searched the blasted 
castle for three damn hours, Snape had been furious to see Hermione 
collapse into her own living room, wrapped in her travel cloak; bluish 
depressions circling her eyes. 

Snape hurled himself towards her in order to catch her before she 
collapsed, then led Hermione to the velvet couch, sitting her down none 
too gently. 

"What the hell do you think you're doing?" he growled.

Hermione shut her eyes, her head dropping backward and into the 
backrest. "I'm making arrangements," she told him quietly.

"Arrangements?"

She sighed. "Did you ever give a moment's thought to what might 
happen if we lose?"

"I'll die"

"Good for you, you big oaf. What about me? Do you expect me to 
commit suicide once you are gone from this world? Like an Indian 
widow?" Hermione shook her head, massaging her throbbing temples. 
"I must admit it sounds appealing, an easy escape-"

"Shut the fuck up," his rage was acidic- digesting flesh, bones, soul, 
memories; all fogging away in turgid cloud of smoke, descending above 
the incinerators. His own private Auschwitz. 

"You shut the fuck up, you suicidal, egomaniacal, egoistic…" Hermione 
took a calming breath. "I'm sorry, so damn sorry. I'm swearing a lot 
lately, now am I? Swearing is the last refuge of the illiterate – my father 
always used to say that. I feel so hopeless Severus. I love you so much;
I've been through so much. Loosing you now would be disastrous. But I 



there is no such choice for me, giving up was never an option, 
especially not now."

"I ask you once again Granger," he growled, "what the hell do you think 
you're doing?"

She sighed, and grasping his hand, spread his fingers over her belly. 
"I'm pregnant. For month and a half now. The recent months have been 
so full of events that I have probably missed a pill or two. I didn't even 
suspect the possibility before Monday, which was also the day I went to 
see Poppy – the day my other baby was kidnapped. I was going to tell 
you today, perhaps tomorrow. The moment I was sure I could survive if-"
her voice shut down, like a Muggle television going off, not able to 
transmit anything but whirling, coughing snow.

He stared at her blankly. "Please continue."

Hermione blinked. "Do you really need me to finish the sentence?"

"I'm afraid I do."

She swallowed. "I needed to make sure I could survive, if everything 
was lost, and you were dead. I needed to make sure I could survive if 
we win and Aubrey comes back to me but you are still dead. I will be 
leaving the Wizarding World in either of those events."

"I don't want you to walk away again. You belong here, at Hogwarts."

"I belong where you belong. And if you belong in the other side of the 
veil, I belong there with you."

He breathed deeply, not ready, never ready, for this kind of statement. 
"You know, there is no afterlife in the Jewish religion. That is probably 
the reason people are being asked to atone for their sins in this world- 
there will be no eternal suffering waiting for them on the other side of the
grave. We should ask for forgiveness today, do our good deeds today, 
regret our sins today. Live our life, love our loves and mourn our deaths 
today. Hermione-" He looked at her, cupping her face, moistened with 
tears, in his hand. "Our lives happen today. And your life will keep rolling
whether I shall be there to share it with you, or not. I won't be waiting for
you on the other side of the veil, and so I don't want you to be mourning 



over me for the rest of your life, nor do I want you to deny yourself the 
home and the happiness you and my daughter deserve."

Hermione nodded silently, moving her hands through her hair in a 
gesture that indicated how much she was tired. "What-" she moistened 
her lips, "what happens if you do come back? You do realise I'm going 
to have this child?"

"It would be hard to expect otherwise from a woman who kept the child 
of the man who raped her," Snape noted dryly. "Never mind the man 
she slept with willingly." 

"I thought you made mercy to me," she commented, her tone 
uncharacteristically dry.

"Well," Snape said, "It was in the throws of passion. I was being 
romantic. Or better say, horny." 

"No." She leaned to kiss his lips. "You were making mercy to me 
because I needed someone to fold me under his wing."

"You needed a cock."

"Sometimes it can be just the same," Hermione said tenderly. "I want 
you to be the father of my children. Aubrey, and this child, and those 
who follow them." She cocked her head, her eyes lighted for a moment 
as she drank in the sight of him. "I want to have your children. I am 
overjoyed to be carrying your baby. It sickens me that I can be so happy
and so terrified on the same time. I can hardly hold those two 
contradicting emotions at once. My heart is not big enough."

Snape watched her with quiet resolution, wanting the visual reality of 
her to be burned into his eyes. "You're wrong," he murmured, hardly 
aware that he allowed the words past his lips. "Your heart is wide 
enough to include all the wretched, the poor, the leprous, and the 
Severus Snapes of the entire world. For whither thou goest, I will go; 
and where thou lodgest, I will lodge: thy people shall be my people, and
thy God my God. Co ya'ah'se li adonay ve'co yosif, ci ha'mavet yafrid 
beyni leveynech."

She looked at him with big, tear filled eyes. "The Lord do so to me, and 



more also, if ought but death part thee and me…?"

Snape nodded, allowing himself one more moment of wallowing in the 
mellow warmth she offered before moving to serious matters. "Now 
please try to take care of yourself while I'm not around to watch over 
you, and obey all of Poppy's orders. I have a war to start- it would be 
much easier if I didn't have to worry that you might be foolishly strolling 
down Diagon Alley making some idiotic arrangements, when the only 
thing you have to do is ask for the passcode into Snape's Muggle bank 
account with Barclays." 

Hermione glared at him. "Oh, just go and attend your stupid council. I 
don't need your damn money – I have my own, not to mention the fact 
that I did reasonably well before. The only things I need are you and 
Aubrey, safe secure, and here with me. If I have that, I promise I'll wish 
for nothing more in my entire lifetime." 

"And you believe God grants us such wishes?" he asked her, his voice 
so bitter it seemed he had just bit from a poisoned apple.

"No," Hermione admitted. "But I pray anyway. And wish on falling stars 
as well. Probably because this is what I know. Maybe because I'm afraid
to miss the brief second, which occurs once in a million lifetimes, in 
which he listens." She sighed. "And now I'm babbling. Do go, Severus. 
I'll be waiting for you when you come back. I know you don't want to 
hear that, but truth is I'll be waiting you forever. Now go, I need to cry in 
private; I have a lot in my heart, as wide as it might be."

* * *

The voices on Council – also known as Dumbledore's Army among its 
members – were predictably divided. Sitting in his usual place, isolated 
from the others behind a thick curtain of shadows, Severus Snape 
watched the same argument erupt for what would be the second 
and last time this week. 

O'Byrne, as was to be expected, had vetoed the strategy. Dumbledore 
vetoed as well. Mad-Eye was supporting the attack reluctantly, while 
Trimble-Macmillan had been debating. Encountering the resistance of 



half his Council, even Potter voice wasn't able to tip the scale. 

"This is irrational," hissed O'Byrne. "You two are acting against every 
possible logic. Just several months ago we were about to willingly 
abandon Shacklebolt and Shacklebolt's son and wife to the slaughtering
knife for much less, and now you two are ready to declare open war 
because your daughter, Professor, and your wife, Auror Potter, have 
been kidnapped? Excuse me, but that's not only irrational, that's also 
immoral."

"I believe you're right on that one," Macmillan's soft, earthy voice could 
be heard from the fire's direction. "The issue being a moral issue, rather 
than a logical one."

"I'm sorry Maggie," O'Byrne said coolly, "but you have been out of your 
mind. This is war. We are not discussing morals here, only practicalities.
What works- what doesn't work. That's all there is to it, unless you wish 
to count the bodies."

"Not exactly," Macmillan corrected. "Over the years, I have learned that 
practicality and morality always go together. At least when it concerns 
commanding people. Because people are interested in morals. You see,
some of us were actually Gryffindors and Hufflepuffs."

Snape arched an eyebrow in amusements. It had seemed like the 
Hufflepuffs had finally found their place in God's magnificent creation.

"What are you saying, Maggie?" growled Mad-Eye.

Macmillan smiled softly, her Earth-Goddess smile that reminded Snape 
of Hermione. "What I'm saying is," she told them, "that once you give 
people a good reason to fight, they'd fight. And once you give people a 
just reason to die, they'll fight to the death for your cause. That's the flaw
in Voldemort's strategy- he gives people reason to fear him- he 
promises them reasons why they had better serve him. Promises them 
fortune and power and glory. But he gives them no noble cause to die 
for. And now he has provided us with a noble cause to offer our people- 
all we have to do is show them the golden braid of an eight-year-old 
child, or her amputated finger. Tell them their loved ones are going to be
next, and not only will they die for you; they will kill Voldemort for you. I 
support Severus and Harry's plan. Count me in." 



O'Byrne exhaled loudly. "That's crazy."

"Nothing ventured, nothing gained," Snape quoted.

O'Byrne threw the loose edge of her brocaded shawl behind her 
shoulder. "Suicidal lunatics."

"Does it mean you’ll withdraw your veto?" Potter asked.

O'Byrne gave the young Auror and Commander a piercing glare. "It 
means my veto is meaningless."

Potter sighed. "Headmaster? Please?"

Dumbledore's voice was strained and cold when he finally spoke. "Do 
not plead with me, boy. I was not ready to sacrifice few for many, let 
alone, many for few. I believe Maggie is right and that there might be a 
chance this crazy scheme can see us victorious, but I do not approve of 
your motives. Once again, Ladies and Gentlemen, I must ask you to 
excuse my early departure." His eyelids failed for a moment, as if the 
ancient wizard was encountering unexpected difficulties trying to keep 
his eyes open. "My health –I shall leave you now…"

Snape was surprised to see how much of his weight the older man 
rested on his arm as he silently walked Albus to his rooms. Slowly, he 
helped the old magician remove his heavy clothes, folding and putting 
the rich garments aside, then tucking the frail, fragile man into his bed. 
Fawkes, red and gold and in his prime, watched Snape from his usual 
place near Dumbledore's cushion.

"You were hard on the boy," Snape noted, leaning forward to remove 
Albus's spectacles and put them on the night table beside the bed. 

Dumbledore's features turned harsh and severe, even when deprived of
their usual armour of glass and silver. "He deserved it."

"You weren't hard on me."

"Harry Potter is not my boy," Albus answered quietly. "Maggie is smarter
than she looks. She had managed to make the issue appear as a matter



of morals, while it isn't so at all. It's a matter of proper presentation. The 
best commanders are those who sell the best illusions to their troops. 
The best reasons to die for. For my part, Severus, I am too old to listen 
to Maggie's and Harry's speeches on the battle's eve, and be convinced
I have reason to die. I am going to die anyway. I am too old to believe I 
have good reason to deliver all those young men and women to their 
certain death just because Harry Potter's wife and unborn child had 
been kidnapped and will surely be brutally murdered. But I have seen 
you holding the woman you love, clinging to a piece of your daughter's 
hair; with my own eye I have seen my son – in spirit if not in flesh – 
agonizing over his child. It is not a matter of morals, Severus; it is a 
matter of egoism. And because I have seen my son agonizing I will 
reluctantly, against every moral code I have, deliver those people into 
battle. Because I am selfish and I know that my end is near." 

Snape gritted his teeth. "This is not true-"

"Do not waste your words to me in denying the inevitable," Dumbledore 
preached him. "We'll be marching to war on the day after tomorrow, and 
tomorrow night you'll be spending with your lady. This precious time 
should not be spent in idle talking."

Snape rolled his eyes. "I am surrounded by hopelessly romantic 
Gryffindors."

"An adequate punishment for your many sins," Albus said calmly. 

"That was uncalled for."

Dumbledore grinned. It had taken a while before his crumpled features 
had settled once again into a serious expression, as if the time was 
slowing the ancient muscles, withholding them from forming the 
expression their owner wished them to form. "I'd like you to tell me, 
Severus," the wizened wizard asked him then, "did you find your 
redemption?"

Snape looked at the old, parchment skinned face, fighting to gather the 
words into an answer the man he was talking to would be pleased to 
hear. 

Dumbledore, good, old, omniscient Dumbledore, was impossible to fool.



"Don't tell me what you think I'd want to hear," he rebuked the younger 
man. "Tell me the truth, Severus. All my life I wanted nothing but the 
truth. Seeing it will soon be over isn't going to change that."

Snape closed his eye. "All right, then. You are asking me if I found my 
redemption. I am not sure what to tell you. The final battle is nearing- I 
never believed I would survive for so long, or know such happiness. If I'll
die the day after tomorrow, I'll die a man who knows the meaning of 
happiness. Have I found my redemption? I have so much blood on my 
hands, Albus- when my sins and good deeds will at last be measured in 
heaven, I don't think I shall be chosen for resurrection when the 
Messiah is finally sent down to earth. But then, maybe if I bring back the
girl while she's still breathing, maybe if I kill the dragon for my love, 
maybe then I shall have my redemption." 

Dumbledore blinked, once, and then twice, and reaching his arm, he 
rested the old, shivering, open palm on the Potions Master's bent head. 
"Here am I," he whispered the ancient words. "Who art thou, my son?" 

"I am Jacob thy first born," Snape mumbled, not bothering to wipe dry 
the tears that moistened his face. "I have done according as thou 
badest me: arise, I pray thee, sit and eat of my venison, that thy soul 
may bless me."

"Come near, I pray thee, that I may feel thee, my son, whether thou be 
my very son Jacob or not."

Closing his eyes, he felt the crumpled, curdled tips of Dumbledore's 
fingers roaming his face, rebirthing Snape's merciless features for him 
as he followed the contours with mercy: as he reincarnated them with 
love. Not raped into being, but loved into existence. Sired to a father 
who could want him. A father who welcomed his tears and wiped him 
with his old, calloused hand. 

Dumbledore spoke quietly. "Please bow your head so I can bless thee."

Bowing his head, Snape felt Dumbledore's hand moving to rest on his 
crown one more time.

"God give thee of the dew of heaven, and the fatness of the earth, and 
plenty of corn and wine," Dumbledore repeated Isaac's words, this time 



knowingly, willingly, uttering them in front of the right, true son. "Let 
people serve thee, and nations bow down to thee: be lord over thy 
brethren, and let thy mother's sons bow down to thee: cursed be every 
one that curseth thee, and blessed be he that blesseth thee. And may I 
add," Dumbledore continued, "since the land that sired your mother's 
ancestors isn't the land that sired mine…" The old man sighed, his 
eyelids shutting for a moment. "May the road rise to meet you. May the 
wind be always at your back. May the sun shine warm upon your face, 
and rains fall soft upon your fields. And until we meet again, may God 
hold you in the hollow of His hand."

Snape closed his eye, thus missing the sight of a single, crystalline tear,
which rolled down Albus Dumbledore's wrinkled cheek and disappeared 
within the white, cascading mane of his beard. 

* * *

The movement inside Hogwarts castle was swift, smooth and discreet. 
Not one Auror, soldier, trooper, or simply a fighter of the cause was 
allowed into the students' corridors. To the outside observer, it might 
have seemed as if nothing had happened to touch the castle, not to 
mention the castle population being doubled at least by half. 

Trimble Macmillan's elite troop was located in the Slytherin dungeons, 
along with the banshees, the werewolves, the vampires and the dark 
elves who fought on the light's side: an introspective, intellectual lot, all 
gifted with high sense of moral purpose – one that might have 
sometimes seemed foggy and suspicious to the naked human eye.

The Hogwarts Aurory headquarters; its members still keeping their 
everyday routine in the entrance hall, was moved into the Astronomy 
Tower, which had thus filled at once. Those of the centaurs who many 
years ago had joined Firenze and Dumbledore in the fight against 
Voldemort, were now gathering on the edge of the Forbidden Forest, 
and hidden in the blue mists, were waiting. The giants, half a mile away 
from the centaurs' camp and somewhat deeper in the forest, were 
waiting as well. So was a unit of Veelas, on top of the Northern Tower, 
ten elves, three dozens Leprechauns, and all of the Hogwarts castle's 
House Elfs, who were determined to die protecting their beloved 



master. 

All of these, along with three hundred witches and wizards – some 
young, some old, some clever, some not so clever, some gifted and 
some squibs- some about to die without ever knowing love, and some 
who would live a life full of happiness – were waiting patiently for the 
final battle. Waiting for Hogwarts ancient wards to be removed, for the 
first, and hopefully the last time in the school’s thousand years or so 
documented history, so that each of them would be able to Apparate to 
the place where he would fight for the safety of his loved ones. For their 
own right to live a life free of danger, to love and marry whomever they 
chose, and not to be hunted for the blood flowing in their veins. For the 
right to raise up their head and walk proudly- no matter who were their 
ancestors. Because their ancestors were the people they were. 

"Very noble reasons," he told Hermione, "but just like the Americans at 
the time, our troops wouldn't go to battle because others, many others, 
are murdered in the most despicable way, or for the most despicable 
reasons, but because the recent blow hit too close."

"Isn't it just the same as with Kingsley Shacklebolt's son?" she asked, 
hugging Snape from behind. The two of them were now standing in front
of the window in her living room, watching the dark, empty lawns.

He laughed bitterly. "It would have been, if you could say it had taken six
million Allies' soldiers to destroy the Nazi death machine. But no. All the 
Allies had to do in order to assure some of their generals' places in 
heaven, was to send some planes to bomb Auschwitz. Much easier than
bombing Berlin or Munich or Dresden, wouldn't you say? Particularly 
when taking into consideration the British already knew the exact layout 
of the camp. But history is a bitch. Power is a bitch, or perhaps it was 
simply unlucky and to be born a Jew at that time."

"That… that…" she mumbled.

"That war was over a long time ago," Snape murmured, into the cold 
night. 

Hermione shook her head. "Sometimes I really don't think so at all. Tell 
me, Severus… did it ever occur to you how much Voldemort and Hitler 
are alike?"



Snape frowned. Even though she couldn't see his face, Hermione could 
feel the muscles of his back tensing. He was watching the darkened 
lawns, his thoughts wandering from the battles about to take place when
the sun rose, to the woman standing beside him, and her question, 
lingering between them. "Many times," he answered after a while. "Ever 
since Aniko told me she wouldn't be the mother of a Nazi beast. The two
of them – obsessed with blood purity. The two of them – half-blooded. 
Riddle through his mother, Hitler through his great-grandfather. The two 
of them – essentially fascist nationalists: I do believe Riddle once loved 
the Wizarding World and would have given his life for it. But unlike 
Hitler," Snape continued dryly, almost as if he was reciting a text that he 
had read so many time he had learned it by heart, "Riddle, even though 
he grew up in a Muggle orphanage, never had trouble getting what he 
wanted. You could never blame him for merely being a frustrated artist."

"So what are you saying?" Hermione asked quietly.

"I'm saying nothing at all. Just reciting the points."

Hermione moistened her lips. "Voldemort hasn't offered up any wide-
scale plan for the genocide of Muggle born wizards and witches." 

Snape snorted. "That's because the Dark Lord believes anything 
Muggle to be so beneath his notice that he probably never even heard 
of the Holocaust, never mind that Riddle would have been old enough to
meet Hitler. I'm quite sure that had he heard of him, he might have 
stolen a Time-Turner from the Ministry, and would have traveled back in 
time to meet the man who would then have become his one and only 
Muggle friend."

"Holocaust jokes are cruel and hurtful thing."

"Seeing that principally, although not technically, I am a Jew, I think I 
have every right to make them." 

"And my child had been kidnapped, so I can joke about that too?" 
Hermione asked accusingly, tears pooling in her eyes.

"Laughing can sometimes make things easier," he said softly. "Though 
probably not for you. I told you once cynicism does not become you. 



The reason, Hermione, is that cynicism does not make things easier on 
you: it only makes them harder."

"It doesn't make it easier on you too," she blamed. "It only provides you 
with a temporary shelter where you can hide away from your feelings."

"Sometimes a temporary shelter is all we have," Snape said, his voice 
devoid of any emotion.

"You have me."

"I know."

"Make love to me tonight."

Snape nodded, turning around and take her chin between his thumb 
and his index finger. "Now," he said softly, "and on other days."

* * *

His miniature, delicate hands moved inside the lucid fluid, cast about in 
the darkness, and slid against the soft, pliant walls of his constantly 
narrowing world. Drifting, he kicked his way toward the the sound that 
had become a source of joy and comfort in the last days, fine, tickling 
sound, that moved up and down his fragile spine and orbited his heart 
with a glow. Forward, toward the fine, tickling voice that made him 
sleepy and happy and hypperactive… Forward, against the elastic, soft 
wall of his world, until the sound could almost touch him and he could 
almost tase the words-

…Rainbows are visions, 
They’re only illusions, 
And rainbows have nothing to hide 
So we've been told and some chose to believe it
But I know they're wrong 
Wait and see…

Then came the other voice, the voice he knew and loved just as well, 
now tired and unhappy – like the life the voice's owner was hardly, 



painfully infusing to him. Bubbling around him, the other voice was now 
saying: "We should sleep now Aubrey, sweetie. Everything will be fine 
tomorrow, I promise. Everything's going to be okay, wait and see, just 
wait and see…"

* The chapter is named after R. Frost's poem, "The Trial by Existence". 

* "For whither thou goest, I will go; and where thou lodgest, I will lodge: 
thy people shall be my people, and thy God my God." Ruth, KJV 1:16.

* "The Lord do so to me, and more also, if ought but death part thee and
me." Ruth, 1:17. 

* The quotations inserted in Snape and Dumbledore's exchange are 
part of Isaac's blessing to his firstborn, Esau, which was stolen by 
Jacob, his second son. The scene appears in the book of Genesis, 
chapter 27 (KJV). 

A/N

First of all, I'd like to apologise for the delay: I had a Passover to 
celebrate, clogged inbox to unclog, some real-life tasks to attend to, etc.
Aside from that, I was also making some changes in BL- all of them 
meant to undo the moral ambiguity of Snape's character. One main 
change can be found on chapter 3: The River is a Strong, Brown God, 
in Hermione's reaction to Dumbledore's work proposition. The second, 
and more important change, was made in chapter 13: Man Row, 
Woman Must Sail. Those changes were made after a lot of thinking, 
once I came to acknowledge the fact that even though I wished to 
provide my readers with nothing but what I view as possible reality, I 
have never meant for Snape's morality to be foggy or unclear.

Enormous thank you to the wonderful Bambu, who beta read those 
additions. 

I'd also like to apologies to those of you who were put off by the severed
finger on the last chapter. My intention was and is not to receive my 
readers' attention by flooding them with disturbing images, but merely, 



to describe a situation in the most realistic way I can. War is not nice. 
Nor it is pretty or photogenic. I live in a war torn country, I should know. 

Until twenty and something years ago, fanatic terrorist used to sneak 
into houses in the city next to the place where I live, and butcher 
children and parents in their sleep. This is war. War is running to the 
shelter every few months or so, sometimes every night, when you hear 
the siren breaking. War is living by the siren. War is climbing up the 
buss, never knowing if you'd reach your destination. War is two soldiers 
making the wrong turn, only to be lynched by a crazy, blood lusted mob. 
War is a buss full of school-children, exploding in the middle of the 
street, with not one amputated finger of eight-year-old child, but many, 
smashed against the road. War is my mother telling me, that while she 
carried me, her greatest wish was to have a girl. A boy will be recruited 
to the army at eighteen and a half, and might be, someday, sent to the 
battle. And die. War is to hold on to the people you love and remind 
yourself, in any way that you know, that you are alive. Yes, people make
love in the middle of war. So do my Snape and Hermione. 

As to pursuing my religious beliefs through the last chapter: seeing I am 
an atheist, I can hardly see how it can be said. I'll say one thing 
concerning my lack of belief, and I hope that would be enough to shut 
this argument down: my and my family's relationship with God, ended 
almost sixty years ago, when he sent my entire grandparents' family on 
my mother's side to die in the gas chambers. We're not speaking to 
each other ever since. I don't think we ever will. I highly respect 
everybody who do believe in God, and think everyone has the right to 
stick to every kind of belief or religious ritual they see fit. Amen.

And now, on to chapter 24.

24 - The River is Within Us, the Sea is All About Us.

The sun was slowly pouring lemony light into the pre-dawn sky, mixing 
drinks of night and early morning into a beautiful concoction of blue, 
purple, pink, orange and gold. Some of this clear, bright liquid, leaked 
down Hermione's bedroom window, staining the bedcovers, trailing 
along quilt coated body; along Severus's recumbent, sleeping form. 



Every word of any importance had already been said. He made love to 
her. She made love to him, so may other times before. And inside her, a 
new life was putting down tiny roots into her womb. 

A man doesn't have time in his life to have time for everything. 

Lost in thoughts, Hermione almost didn't notice that for the first time, 
Severus had fallen asleep before her. She watched him sleep for a 
while, before she fell asleep herself, and was hardly surprised to have 
nausea dragging her out of bed, little before dawn. Severus was still 
sleeping when she came back from the toilet. A brief look at the early 
morning sky told Hermione the hour was between five to six in the 
morning. Ribbons of light crept to stain the darkness of the sky, in what 
was a beautiful, colourful prelude to a day of acid green and blood red. 

The final battle. Almost against her wish, Hermione's body summoned 
the sense of utter dirtyness, of filth and insanity, the taste of spite and 
blood and seminal fluids. Of men's – whom she didn't knew – semen, 
dripping from between her legs, mixing with her own blood; of the 
inhuman, or perhaps utterly human, knowledge, that nothing clean had 
remained in this world. And this knowledge was like a huge, swirling 
pool, in which they were all going to dip their hands up to their forearms,
glazed eyed fools hopping into battle like the lemmings rush into the 
sea.

"Hermione…?" She heared Severus's worried voice, echoing from 
behind the green hills, miles and miles aways from her. "Hermione??"

"Oh God…" She murmured, hardly aware he had jumped off the bed, 
and with two steps crossed the room and swept her into his arms. "I 
think most of them are not even scarred enough to know what kind of 
scars they are going to have. It's kind of…" she shook her head, 
sobbing, "You have to know what war is like to be considered 
responsible for your decision to take part in it. Or else you can't really be
considered aware to what you have agreed to."

Snape chuckled. 

"Stop that," Hermione cried. "Don't you know you're hurting me?"



"Perhaps you should ask all unborn babies whether they'd like to be 
born or not," Severus answered acidly. "That would save all of us much 
trouble."

Hermione wailed, turnind around to bury her face in Severus's chest. "I 
never wanted to fight any of these stupid battles. I didn't want to go after
the Philosopher's Stone in my first year, didn't want to ride to the 
Department of Mysteries on my fifth year…" Her nose and eyes were 
leaking, the salty, lucid fluid, and the thick, gluey liquid mix up, and 
smear on Snape's exposed torso. "I was always so afraid, even though I
let Harry and Ron believe I wasn't. And I know I should be fighting on 
this battle too, but I'm glad I'm not, I'm glad I finally have reason to stay 
behind –and yet I am afraid. Being there I could verify nothing happened
to them – I didn't always succeed, but I could do something; I could 
have told myself afterward that I did everything in my power to assure 
they would come out of this alive. But I can't follow you there; If you'll 
die, I will be wondering for the rest of my life if there was something I 
could have done to save you. I'm afraid to lose you. I'm afraid of the 
guilt. I'm afraid of me!"

"You are pregnant and therefore over-emotional," Severus tried to calm 
her, in what was supposed to be a reassuring manner. "It's simply your 
hormones speaking."

"My hormones?" Hermione screamed. "My hormones?" 

"Indeed," Severus replied camly, "which is also the reason I let you 
spread this disgusting substance all over me." 

Insulted, Hermione withdrew immediately, and still sobbing, wipped her 
cheek with the back of her hand. 

Snape's cold, indifferent mask cracked at once, and he pulled her to his 
body, rocking Hermione as she cried silently. "Now, that you have 
regained your some of your senses," he whispered, "I think it might be a
good idea to take a shower. Aside from this, there is something I need to
ask of you, and I won't insult you by saying that we both have a long day
ahead of us."

* * *



It was ten past six by the time he dragged her out of the steaming 
shower in her living quarters and down to his private laboratoy, were 
Hermione was then seated on the big, over-stuffed couch, forced to 
watch Severus searching his library with uncharacteristic urgency. 

"Ha! There it is!" Snape pulled an old, leather-wrapped tome out of a low
shelf, dusting it with the end of his sleeve. "Tell me, Miss Granger, what 
do you know about the three fates?"

"Allowing me to answer a question?" Suspicious, but eager as ever to 
demonstrate her knowledge before this man, Hermione recited those 
facts she knew. "The three fates: three daughters of Nyx who decided 
the fates of men and gods alike. Clotho spun the thread of life, Lachesis
measured its length, and Atropos cut it. Together, they were known as 
the Moerae. The three of them share one eye. Why are you asking me 
that?"

Severus handed her the open book. Hermione frowned, scanning the 
yellowing, aging parchment, attached to the spine in a way that 
indicated the book had been manufactured somwhere in the late 
Middle-Ages. 

"The Eye of the Fates." Hermione read, her mind automatically 
translating the Latin, in which the book was written, to modren 
English. "An exquisite concoction desgined to enable the temporary 
opening of a window into one's fate… …It takes five days for the potion 
to mature … The vision, praise be the power of the fates, then floats 
onto the potion's surface…" Hermione blinked, closing the book gently 
even though she wanted to slam it, then lifted her gaze to meet 
Severus's eyes. "I should probably thank you for the offer, but I shan't. 
This is cruel. To be able to watch you while doing nothing. I hardly think 
I'll be capable to wish you farewell, much less, follow the fight from afar."

Severus leaned to take the book. "You don't seem to pay attention to 
what you read, Hermione. I have brewed The Eye of the Fates five days
ago, on the day Aubrey was kidnapped. Today, two hours and thirty-four 
minutes from now, you might add to the potion a single lock of Aubrey's 
hair, and watch your daughter. Perhaps for the last time. If- if I come 
back alive, but she's gone…" Severus closed his eyes. "My request 



have been selfish. Please forgive me, Hermione. Perhaps there is still 
time to find someone else to watch over the child-"

"Oh-" Tears were gathering in her eyes again, and again, Hermione let 
them spill. "Oh, well, I-…I didn't even think it might be an option. The 
war, this… damn situation. Of course I'll watch the potion. I'll watch it for 
the both of us." 

* * *

By the time Hogwarts' famous wards were finally removed, Hermione 
was drained of tears. Head spinning, she watched the castle's lawns – 
now dotted with hundreds and hundreds of people, all ready to Apparate
– and felt too weak and too emotionally spent to wish for anything but to
have her loved ones come back to her alive. Coiling her arms around 
Severus's neck, she pulled him to her for what might be their last kiss. 
Their lips met gently, brushing against each other, with a soft, feather-
like touch. This kiss, she thought – memorising it, memorising him – it 
tasted of morning dew, of ashes, and of soft, pricking rain. 

Then Harry Potter, not five feet away from her, raised his hand, 
ordering his
half of the army to Apparate. Maggie Trimble Macmillan did the same 
thing on the other side of the lawn. And with the endless echo of 
hundreds of people Apparating at once, Hermione Granger was left 
almost by herself in front of Hogwarts castle, craving for the warmth of 
her man's body, where he just stood, barely a second ago. 

Her brows throbbing, Hermione forced herself to move, lifting her left 
leg, then her right leg from the ground. Merlin…! Her limbs, all of them, 
seemed so heavy. Slowly, she made her way back to the entrance hall, 
where a considerable guard of Aurors was left to protect the students 
and rest of the castle inhabitants who were prevented, for whatever 
reason, from fighting. Looking at her Muggle wristwatch, Hermione 
noticed the time was right to make the last preparation for The Eye of 
the Fates. 

With that in mind, she prolonged her journey, climbing down and down 
the spheres into the Slytherin dungeons, where a devilish potion would 



be waiting for her, demanding her to sit and look her personal boggart in
the eye for long, long hours. 

It didn't take long to make the potion ready, yet the preparation seemed 
to take forever. At last, Hermione poured the clear, tear-like liquid into a 
wide, shallow, clay cauldron. Standing motionless above the ancient 
basin, she lifted the single, moonlight colour hair, held between her 
thumb and index finger. Releasing it, Hermione watched the hair floating
down, until it touched the surface of the liquid. The colourless fluid 
stirred a little, invisible wind blowing, and waves covered the thin, silvery
hair. At that, the potion turned mirror-silver, and reflecting upon its clear 
surface, Hermione could see her bright, beautiful daughter. 

The picture, disturbed only by the soft ripples caused by Hermione's 
breathe, showed Aubrey, leaning against the swollen, pregnant belly of 
Ginny Weasley. The woman and the child were sitting in a small, musty 
looking room, that almost made Hermione hear water leaking softly 
down the wall and pooling at the corners. Aubrey's hair, which was 
brutaly cut, surrounded her pale face in a dirty, unwashed tangle, the 
way Ginny's once beautiful red curls had used to surround her full, 
freckled face. 

Bluish circles were shadowing Aubrey's big eyes; closed, as she was 
apparently asleep. Hermione wondered whether the kicking and beating
of the baby inside Ginny's womb were relaxing the sleeping Aubrey. 
Perhaps, she thought, the baby was asleep too. Even inside the lamp-lit
dirt, Hermione thought with her heart bleeding, the two formed a 
beautiful, innocent sight. Even there, they seemed to remind each other,
remind the woman watching them, that there was still cleanness in the 
world.

Suddenly it occurred to Hermione that seeing the place where Ginny 
and Aubrey were located might have given Harry and Severus some 
critical information, then her first wave of enthusiasm subsided, when 
she realised that if this was an option, the whole damn war would have 
been fought differently. There must have been a way to contradict the 
potion, make it impossible to use on wider scale or something of the 
sort. Curious, Hermione reached for the book, flipping through the 
yellowing pages until she reached her destination. There. The Eye of 
the Fates. Nothing in the basic formulation design were to indicate any 
specific difficulties… The potion concocting process was little more 



complicated than specialist's level, and little less complicated than 
Master's level. There were few truly gifted Potions Masters in today's 
Wizarding Worlds, but Hermione was sure there were enough Potions 
students capable of brewing this specific potion. 

On to ingredients, then. Some of them rare: three phoenix tears. 
Fawkes would have given his to Severus. Some of them illegal- almost 
thirty drops of unicorn blood. Even so, Hermione noticed nothing out of 
the ordinary. And then she saw it. One drop of blood, drawn from the 
aorta of a man, who loves the person whose fate the potion is designed 
to follow. For all Hermione knew, Severus Snape loved only four people 
in his entire life. His mother, Aniko Goldstein Snape; his Russian friend 
Kolya; the man who became his adopted father: Albus Dumbledore; 
herself, and now – the clearest of evidence lying in front of her – their 
daughter, Aubrey. 

She thought she had no more tears. Well, Hermione shrugged her 
shoulders; I also used to think a heart can break only once. But then, 
hers had been broken time and time and time again. And so there were 
more tears. Feeling too weak to stand, Hermione had attempted to 
conjure an armchair, ending up with a checkered cushion-seat. She 
decided it would do. Her hands trembling, Hermione lowered the clay 
bowl to the floor, and then, sinking to the pouffe, sat to watch over her 
daughter.

The time passed slowly, seconds and hours pouring into each other in 
an endless loop of insanity. Aubrey and Ginny had slept, and then woke 
up; talking so quietly Hermione couldn't hear them. Somehow, they 
seemed to be comforted by each other's low, soft voices. By being able 
to cling and crawl to each other. How foolish, how utterly selfish that she
should be jealous of Ginny for being able to give her daughter this little 
solace. Hermione knew the battle was storming outside. She wondered 
whether they had knew it as well, whether they had this little hope to 
hold to, for Ginny to apply like a bandage to their open wounds. Aubrey 
was up, walking a little, helping Ginny up on her feet, too. Then they 
were back sitting in their darkened corner. Talking in mute voices. Ginny 
singing to Aubrey the same lullaby Harry sang to them, only few nights 
ago, about the witch and the fairies and the loch. 

Then this fragile, greyish tableau came to a halt, when all of a sudden 
the door to the chamber crashed open and Severus burst into the room,



a stream of silver sparks hitting him straight in chest and redeeming him
useless. 

Hermione shrieked, almost knocking over the bowl the ball as she leant 
forward to look at its trembling surface. Aubrey, she saw, was running to 
her father's twisting body, wailing like a banshee. Seeing Severus in 
obvious pain through the Cruciatus he was just hit by, there was no way 
of stopping the girl –although Merlin knew the pregnant Ginny had 
desperately tried to do so. 

The reason for Ginny's wild struggle appeared not only five seconds 
later, depicted by in the intimidating, skeletal figure of no other than Lord
Voldemort himself.

"No!!" Hermione cried. No sane universe would allow her to see her 
daughter unprotected, in the same room with that monster, and the man
she loved, lying helplessly, writhing with pain, on the floor. Hermione 
screamed and cried, her hands fisting hopelessly in her hair, tearing off 
honey-coloured locks, fingers twisted into the worn-out denim of her 
jeans, into the soft skin of her thighs, until blood began oozing. 

"Severus…" she heard the soft, reptile hissing of the creature, carefully 
circling her love and child like calculated, inhumanly clever animal."Did 
you really think you can turn you back on me and live it out? Crucio!"

Severus's eyelids fluttered, his whole body arching with the despicable 
pain of the curse. Aubrey howled.

Voldemort ruby eyes focused on the little girl. Hermione bleeding heart 
jumped to her throat. She thought that soon enough she'd choke on the 
blood flooding in rivers from her pierced aorta. 

"And who would you be…?" murmured the monster. "I remember… a 
woman of your appearance. It must have been Justin's Muggle wife. 
Foolish woman she was, condemning her son for joining me. Perhaps if 
it wasn't for her, I'd still have my loyal servant."

Aubrey took a deep breathe. 

"Shut up!" Hermione screamed, on the other side of the tear-like liquid. 
"Shut-up, Aubrey! There is no talking back to Lord Voldemort! Shut up 



and go back to Ginny!"

For a moment, Hermione thought that this is what being God must feel 
like- watching your children from above, bound to allow them make their
mistakes, unable to interfere. But what was the point in being God, 
then? If you couldn't prevent your children from digging their own 
graves? Or perhaps the right question was what kind of God were you, 
digging your children's graves by allowing monsters like Voldemort to 
roam on the face of the earth? 

Being no God, and so, bound to for her share of foolishness in trying to 
achieve the impossible, Hermione simply kept on crying. "Shut up!" she 
pleaded with her unhearing daughter, "don't speak up to him, Aubrey! 
Just shut up!"

But Aubrey was deaf to her, and so, the child had answered Lord 
Voldemort. "Hello. My name is Aubrey Victoria Granger," the child told 
the abominable creature in a shaking voice. "You killed my father. 
Prepare to die!" At that, with the determination and rage of a wounded 
animal, the girl did the one thing no one had expected her to do- 
throwing herself to the side, she picked up a long, cylindrical piece of 
ebony wood Hermione had recognised as Severus's wand, and pointing
it at Voldemort shouted at the top of her lungs: "Wingardium Leviosa!"

God only knew whether it was the was the wand-work, the charm, or 
perhaps the natural magic every underage wizard naturally have 
shimmering in their bones, but at Aubrey's incantation, the darkest 
wizard of the age, was lifted four feet above the ground, his head 
crashed in the ceiling, than levitated and knocked against the left wall, 
by the determined Aubrey. 

"By Salazar Slytherin himself--!" blood trickling down his nose, 
Voldemort swore frantically. Still racing in the air, the creature had 
adjusted his wand, and aiming to Aubrey, cast a deadly Cruciatus. 

Hermione, Ginny, and Aubrey all shrieked at the same time, as the 
silvery spray of the curse enveloped the child in an iron cage of searing 
pain. Even Severus's body, lying unconscious on the floor, seemed to 
arch with the inhuman torment his daughter was experiencing.

"VOLDEMORT!" 



Some people saved your soul- Harry James Potter, Hermione knew, 
would save her loved ones. For Hermione Granger, it was enough to 
call it salvation. For a brief moment, she saw the hate burning in 
Voldemort's eyes, as he lifted his wand to cast the third and last 
unforgivable on the boy who had kept defying him simply by living. 
Then, apparently, he changed his mind, turning around and pointing his 
phoenix-feather cored wand to the powerless, yet now conscious spy. "If
I am going to leave this world, he murmured, "at least I am going to take
an old friend with me.… Ava-"

But before the snake-like creature could complete the incantation, a 
loud pop was heard – a sure sign the anti-apparition shield cast on 
Riddle House was finally breached – and Albus Percival Wulfric Brian 
Dumbledore, his magnificent phoenix standing on his left shoulder, 
appeared between Lord Voldemort and Severus Snape's body. "Not so 
fast Tom."

Snape screamed.

That second, Voldemort's incantation was completed, and a silent, 
deadly green bolt of light hit Albus Dumbledore, Headmaster of 
Hogwarts School of Witchcraft and Wizardry, straight in the chest. When
a second later, Voldemort had fallen too, defeated by Harry 
Potter's Avada Kedavra, no one was interested in the body of the man 
who had once been Tom Riddle. All of them were now crowding around 
the dead body of the late Headmaster of Hogwarts School, Albus 
Dumbledore. 

* The chapter's title it taken from T. S. Eliot's "The Dry Salvages". 

* "Hello. My name is Inigo Montoya. You killed my father. Prepare to 
die." The Princess Bride. Script: William Goldman. 

25 - Kaddish.

"O Captain! my Captain! our fearful trip is done,



The ship has weathered every rack, the prize we sought is won,
The port is near, the bells I hear, the people all exulting,
While follow eyes the steady keel, the vessel grim and daring;
But O heart! heart! heart!
O the bleeding drops of red,
Where on the deck my Captain lies,
Fallen cold and dead."

--O Captain! My Captain! Walt Whitman.

Albus Dumbledore's last will was simple and short on words. He was a 
humble person, who owned little, and wanted little. Wishing that he had 
said everything that needed to be said, in this world, Dumbledore had 
endowed all of his property to Severus Snape, excluding this or that 
item he wished to give one of his many acquaintances. The late 
Headmaster's property, it appeared, had consisted of his modest 
savings; entrusted in a Gringotts' safe-box, an ancient, cozy town-house
in the middle of Hogsmeade, and most of the contents of his office. A 
Colourless, insipid description of a man who had been so vigorous and 
vivacious in his life. Albus had also left his funeral arrangements to 
Snape.

Around them, the Wizarding World was drunk on the sweet poison of 
victory. Himself, Snape had finally killed the dragon, bringing his 
daughter back alive. And Albus Dumbledore was dead. War crowned no
winners, Snape remembered. That was, indeed, true. 

As far as Snape was concerned, Dumbledore had actually Apparated to 
Malfoy Manor, where he fought side by side with Macmillan, Mad-Eye 
and Shacklebolt. It was with that knowledge that Snape made his way 
down into the Riddle House' dungeons. He was doing his usual work: 
back in the shadows, Severus Snape was stabbing his enemies in the 
back and pulling the fine threads of fate, as he was driving slowly but 
hastily towards his own personal ends. 

He wasn't ready to encounter Voldemort – the general belief had been 
that the Dark Lord was fighting the battle at Malfoy Manor. Apparently, 
the creature was hiding in the shadows, waiting for his pray. They 
duelled for one long hour, Snape avoiding Crucios and Avada Kedavras 
and launching some himself, coaxing Voldemort – who fell into the trap 



of the cruel biting of Snape's tongue – to reveal the hiding place of 
Ginny and Aubrey. 

At last, standing in front the dimly lit cell where his child had been 
locked for the past week, Snape was finally hit with a deadly Cruciatus, 
the shock wave shoving him against the rotten oak door, breaking the 
locks open and throwing him on the cold, musty flagstones. He didn't 
see what happened next, his body twisting and writhing in the agony of 
the Cruciatus – Hermione and Ginny told him later how Aubrey had 
thrown herself forward to save him, demonstrating the true courage of a 
Gryffindor –something he probably had never wanted to see. Then, with 
the sound of the air cracking to allow Albus Dumbledore to materialize 
inside the low, damp cell, Snape regained his consciousness. 

And screamed. 

To have it all over, a second afterwards, with both Albus Dumbledore 
and Tom Riddle lying dead on the cold, damp-covered stone floor.

With power Snape didn't know he acquired, he had forced himself to 
move, shoved backward by a crying, shivering Aubrey, who crawled into
his body, seeking for comfort, safety and warmth. 

"Father…" she sobbed. "Daddy…I knew you'd come to save us."

Gaping, Snape closed his arms around the small, quivering body of his 
daughter, his fingers digging into the worn, dirty cloth of her robe.

"Are we going home now?" she asked, her tear-washed face buried in 
the curve of his shoulder.

"Soon, child," he promised her. "Soon we'll be going home." 

With Aubrey curled in his arms, refusing to let go, Snape reached the 
massive hearth in the dining room of Riddle house, Flooing directly into 
the Three Broomsticks, where an anxious crowd of witches and wizards 
who hadn't participated any of the battles were waiting, sipping their 
Firewhiskey and Butterbeer and talking nervously. Appearing at the 
hearth, dirty and wounded as he was, holding the little child in his arms, 
Severus Snape was overwhelmed immediately by a rain of question. 
Adjusting his wand, he pointed it toward no one in particular-



"Any of you who have guts enough may Apparate to Malfoy Manor or 
Riddle House – now – and help finish the Dark Lord's armies. The rest 
of you, get the fuck out of my way! Before I hex you all out of existence! 
NOW!" 

And what had worked on Hogwarts students for more than twenty years 
did just fine for the Hogsmeade population. The busy crowd cleared out 
at once, evacuating a path for the notorious Potions Master of 
Hogwarts. 

Exiting the noisy pub, Snape wasted no time, and headed to the Aurory 
headquarters, where he could borrow a broomstick. With the Chief 
Auror's permission, he picked a good, reliable racing broom, and 
securing his still crying daughter, kicked the ground and raced into the 
clear blue sky.

The castle's grounds were still empty, partially covered by the bluish 
mists that crawled out of the Forbidden Forest; creeping in between the 
shortly cropped grass stems. Hogwarts itself was so quiet, one could 
almost believe it lay in a hundred years of magical sleep, with a waking 
man once again stepping into the castle's grounds. Aubrey silent sobs 
alone had fractured the glassy stillness. 

Crossing the wide lawn with the weeping child held in his arms, Snape 
climbed up the marble staircase, glaring at the Aurors who dared 
blocking his way and flooding him with questions. Knowing those people
were ready to fight and had only stayed in order to protect the castle, he
removed the edge of his cloak, slightly uncovering Aubrey's face. 
Allowing the Aurors who remained in Hogwarts one look at his 
daughter's tear-streaked face, Snape had thus let them know the war 
was indeed, over. Behind him, someone was crying with joy, and the 
student body was suddenly flowing into the corridors, flooding the 
hallways and pouring unto the entrance hall. Snape barely noticed 
them. All that mattered now was to bring the child back to her mother. 

The door to his private office, the Golden Eagle's claws still marking it, 
was closed and warded. Seeing that Hermione's magic was still 
somewhat rough and would probably never return to its full extent, it 
was rather easy for him to lower the wards. Gently, uncoiling one arm 
from around Aubrey who was quick to crawl deeper into his embrace, 



Snape pushed the door open and stepped in. There, sitting on the floor 
on a strange looking pouffe she had conjured, lay his Hermione, curled 
in a shivering, trembling ball. 

Treading softly, yet forcefully enough to make noise that would alert her 
of their presence, Snape approached the recumbent figure, kneeling 
beside the small, plump woman who had become inconceivably 
important to him during the last few months. 

"Hermione," he whispered, reaching his hand to remove a stray lock off 
her tear washed, rounded, beautiful face. "Look at me. I have killed the 
dragon for you."

She blinked – dim light flashing in the tears caught in her damp 
eyelashes – and turned her face to look at them. 

Aubrey, slowly releasing her hold in Snape's neck, was looking back at 
her mother. 

"Aubrey,-"

"Mummy,-"

Carefully, Snape put the child down, watching her bundle herself against
her mother's lush, full body, small fingers tangling into the tricot of 
Hermione's shirt; her nose stuck against her belly, like a small, lost 
kitten. No words had been spoken, but when Hermione extended her 
arms, pulling him into the circle, Snape let himself drop, encompassing 
both woman and child in his embrace. 

Locked in this artificial, mellow, quivering womb, there was no time for 
grieve or for sorrow. And not for long hours afterwards. 

* * *

Hermione was bent on praising her Christian Lord she didn't believe in, 
for a victory he didn't win them, just in case she might need his help 
someday: Snape accepted it quietly. Maybe the woman he loved was 
somewhere, somehow, partly a Jew –doing things just-in-case; 



preparing herself for trouble that might, or might not, come.

Being the main and almost only beneficiary of Albus's last will was 
something he hadn't expect. It made it impossible for him to give his 
grief a full expression. Damn you, Albus. Why couldn't you just give me 
one of your many books, which I could take back with me to the 
Elizabethan manor where I spent my youth, climb up the three flights of 
stairs and read until there was no longer me and no longer you? But he 
didn't. Instead, the frigging, dead old bastard had loaded Snape with his 
funeral arrangements. 

"How would you like to bury him, then?" Hermione asked him, her big, 
brown eyes full of sadness. She, like him, like so many others, was 
unable to celebrate the victory properly with the ground still red with the 
blood of their loved ones. For her, it has been not only Albus 
Dumbledore, but Ron Weasley too; John Ackart, who had been so kind 
to her upon first arriving to Hogwarts; a few of her former schoolmates: 
inhabitants of the castle she had befriended. It was lucky, in some ways,
Snape thought, to love only few people. Less people to lose, your heart 
safer, less fractured. 

"I wouldn't like to bury him at all," he answered at last, voice strained 
and icy.

Hermione bit on her lower lip. "I'm sorry Severus. Would you like me to 
take care of the arrangements?"

"No. He had left them for me; therefore, I'll do it. Not to mention you 
have enough weighing on your shoulders as it is." 

"No more than you," she said quietly. "Well, a proper Wizarding burial 
ceremony consists of cremation- would you like to do that?"

Cremation. His guts clenched: he could see a cloud of greyish smoke, 
smelling of burnt human flesh ascending to touch the cloudless bottom 
of an expressionless winter sky. Sickened, his pupils widening with 
horror, Snape turned to stare at her.

"Oh God!" realising her mistake, Hermione was now blurting an apology.
"I didn't think of that…" 



"That you didn't think," he spat, "seem quite obvious. Now please be 
quiet, I must think, I can't think… Merlin!" Snape suddenly straightened. 
"Very well. I have reached a decision. I will give him a Jewish burial. No 
coffin. No flowers. No other such nonsense. He came to the world 
naked, and naked he shall return. What time it is?" he asked Hermione, 
who reached for her Muggle wristwatch.

"Eleven AM. Why are you asking?"

"Jewish burial should be immediate and on the spot," he said with calm 
finality of a man who finally reached a resolution. "According to the 
Jewish law, we actually had to bury him two days ago, immediately at 
the end of the battle. But we'll bury him now. Would you please notify 
Minerva and Aberforth Dumbledore of my decision?" he asked 
Hermione.

"Of course I will." She had then moistened her lips, swallowing. "I know 
you won't like to hear that, but I… think you made the right decision. I 
think Albus would have approved of it."

Snape nodded. "Thank you."

"You're always welcome, Severus. I love you."

* * *

Albus Dumbledore's funeral was held on a chilly, dull, spring afternoon. 
The sky was soft and cloudless: a pale, whitish grey, as if rich milk had 
been poured into a fist of storm clouds. 

The funeral, by Severus Snape's request, was small and humble. Earlier
that week, Minerva McGonagall, now Headmistress of Hogwarts School
of Witchcraft and Wizardry, had given a speech to the public, in which 
she had spoken about Albus Dumbledore the warrior, Albus Dumbledore
the great wizard, the wizened Headmaster and the clever, sensitive 
leader. 

This event was altogether different.



Albus Dumbledore's last resting place was located on the edges of the 
Hogwarts ground, on the top of a hill, under a low, ancient olive tree, just
where the bluish mists drifting from the Forbidden Forest could reach it 
on rainy days. Gathering in front of a hole which had only recently been 
dug in the ground – earth spilling beside it like fresh blood – was a small
assembly. All of whom were people Albus Dumbledore had known, 
cherished and loved. Amongst them were his long time friend, former 
Auror Alastor Moody, who lost his left arm in the last battle; Minerva 
McGonagall, who had been his Deputy and taught students by his side 
for more than fifty years now; Maggie Macmillan, whom Albus 
Dumbledore loved like a daughter; Harry Potter, the boy the late 
Headmaster had been protecting since babyhood. And a few others as 
well. 

Severus Snape, his black robes ripped on the shoulder, supported by 
his lover, Hermione Granger, who was dressed in a similar manner, was
standing in front of that small gathering, holding a small prayer book. 
The rushing wind was disheveling his hair – which he had chosen not to
cover – playing mercilessly with the raven locks. Eyes unblinking, he 
turned his gaze to the body of Albus Dumbledore, wrapped in a white, 
linen shroud, who was lying on a narrow stretcher alongside the open 
grave. Then he cleared his throat, fixing his eyes at the prayer book.

"Yeetgadal ve'yeetkadash she'mah rabbah."

"Amen." Hermione Granger's sweet, high-pitched voice, had echoed 
clearly after the low, beautiful baritone of the man on her side. Rising 
her head, she signed for the rest of the mourners to do the same.

Hesitantly, the members of the crowd had followed Hermione's example.

Snape swallowed. "B'almah dee v'rah kheer'utah, v'yamleekh 
malkhutah, b'chahyeykhohn, uve'yohmeykhohn, ba'agalah u'veez'man 
karev, ve'eemru: Amen."

This time, the response was somewhat quicker, still awkward, as not 
few people were left wondering as the strange, raw words, strangely 
pronounced by the Hogwarts Potions Master. The crowd was echoing 
"Amen," several eyes brimming with tears, responding to a prayer, 
which meaning they did not know.



At that, Hermione took the small prayer book in her slightly trembling 
hands, silently asking for the attendees' attention. Her big, expressive 
eyes were washed with bare sorrow. "Please follow me," she said 
quietly, leaning to read from the little black book. "Amen," Hermione 
read, her voice loud and clear, "May His great Name be blessed forever 
and ever."

"Amen. May His great Name be blessed forever and ever," the 
attendees echoed her words.

Nodding, Hermione Granger passed the smallish, black book back to 
Snape, who shifted a stray lock out of his gaunt, stern face. "May His 
great Name be blessed forever and ever," he read. "Baruch Hu, beyond 
any blessing and song, praise and consolation that are uttered in the 
world. Now respond: Amen." 

"Amen," uttered the mourners.

Snape continued. "May there be abundant peace from Heaven, and life,
upon us and upon all Israel. He Who makes peace in His heights, may 
He make peace, upon us and upon all Israel. Now respond: Amen."

"Amen." 

The tall, redheaded wizard, who stood silently beside Minerva 
McGonagall during the Kaddish, had removed a worn out leather bag 
from his left shoulder, taking out an ancient bagpipes out of the shabby 
looking sac. 

Bringing the mouthpiece to his lips, he played a long, hollow note. The 
cry swept through the Hogwarts ground, rising the above the peaceful 
surface of the Great Lake and climbing up to the summit of the 
Astronomy tower, where it dissolved into the clear cloudless sky. 

The bagpipes kept on weeping their sad, timeless tune, while Albus 
Dumbledore's body was lowered into the earth and covered with earth, 
and stones, not flowers, were adorning his last resting place. 

* Anyone who's interested can find the full version of the mourner's 



Kaddish in this address: http://www.jewfaq.org/prayer/kaddish.htm. The 
Kaddish, which is the Jewish prayer for the dead, mostly consists on 
repeated glorifying of the Lord, and doesn't have much to do with the 
event involved, i.e: funeral. That is, because the Kaddish is actually 
acknowledgment of God's eternal grace and goodness, although the 
suffering the mourners are currently experiencing. Myself, I chose to 
shorten the prayer as it brought in the story, for this reason as well as 
the actual wording irrelevance to the plot. However, atheistic as I may 
be, I have the utmost respect to my ancestor's traditions and their 
struggle over the centuries to stick with their religious identity, and can 
think of no better way to depart from my loved ones than with Kaddish. 

As to the Kaddish practicalities: it is the prayer the closest male relative 
supposed to recite for his late parent/loved-one, and is traditionally 
recited by the firstborn son. Being one of the more important prayers, 
the Kaddish is said in the presence a quorum, meaning: a crowd of ten 
men. Being good Jews, they would, of course, cover their heads and 
wear a praying shawl. Since my Snape is not a good Jew and is merely 
following an ancient tradition in a secular manner, I didn't find it 
necessary to stick to the mundane practicalities of the more orthodox, or
even of those who have more knowledge of the subject.

The transcript of the Kaddish you'll find in my story is also relatively 
different than most of the transcript you'll find over the net. The reason 
to that is my choice to use the Sephardic diction of the Hebrew 
language –the diction currently used in Israel, which is more Semitic 
and therefore probably closer to the original Hebrew's diction, rather 
than the Ashkenazic diction that American and European Jews use. 

~ BTW- the most accurate diction of the Hebrew language currently 
used, is the Yemeni. I am incapable of it, lacking the ability to pronounce
laryngeal sounds properly, but it's relatively much closer to the 
Sephardic diction than to the Ashkenazic one. 

To Jessie, who had been there for me.

Enormous thanks to all of you who followed BL, without letting 
themselves be distracted by the pettiness and the narrow-mindedness 
that followed the posting of this story. 



For open-mindedness, I suppose. And because it is proven that 
people can live together although having different truths. 

Epilogue

"Dad, where are we going?" 

It was two months later, at the beginning of August, when Severus 
insisted they should be taking a day off their miscellaneous duties in 
order to visit a place, which he wanted them to visit for a quite 
sometime. Hermione – curious, but knowing she wouldn't get any 
information out of her partner by interrogating him – had prepared 
herself and Aubrey for the trip. Filled with enthusiasm by the prospect of
family trip, she aired their walking shoes, packed sandwiches and 
summer fruits in plastic containers, and even some Muggle money in 
case they got stuck.

Seeing all this fuss, Snape simply rolled his eyes- a gesture Hermione 
found, to his endless frustration, incredibly endearing. "We are not 
moving, woman," he told her. "At least not before Minerva officially 
acknowledges my resignation and appoints you as the new Potions 
Professor."

Hermione beamed at him. "She has just done that! I received the letter 
this very morning!"

"Really? That is something I'd like to see." Moving around the breakfast 
table, Snape seized the letter his lover was waving teasingly in front of 
his eyes. 

Sunrays were streaming down the open window, washing Hermione's 
kitchen with yellow, cheerful light. Summer filled the small suite of rooms
Dumbledore had allocated her only seven months ago with light and 
warmth, and Hermione herself was persistent in bringing the summer in;
placing china vases, full of flowers, in every corner; opening the window 
for the warm, sweet breeze to blow inside. Following a whim, she had 
made a trip to London and refreshed her wardrobe, purchasing several 
new day-gowns of soft, clinging materials that emphasized her ripe 



figure. She was wearing one of those now, made of yellow combed 
cotton, with thin shoulder straps and wide, wavy skirt, that seemed to 
lick her tanned, curved shins. 

"Well, are you going to open Minerva's letter or keep staring at me?" 
she teased him.

Severus snorted, unceremoniously opening the narrow envelope, 
unfolding the thin sheet it contained, and briefly scanning it. 

Hermione was now looking at him in a way to indicate she was 
expecting a response.

"What?" he snapped.

"Don't you have anything to say? No, Yo jolly ho, my disastrous teaching
career has finally come to an end? No – look fellows, I'm no longer 
forced to be teaching incapable dunderheads, come, I'll buy you a 
drink?"

"You seem to be doing just fine for me."

Hermione stuck out her tongue. 

"That is highly immature-"

"-Good Mornin' Mum, Good Mornin' Dad…" Aubrey, disheveled and rosy
from sleep, strolled into the kitchen. "Furball says hey."

"Your ugly hairball can definitely be bothered to come into the kitchen if 
he wishes to be fed," Snape muttered over his black coffee. 

"Yeah, Furball loves you too," Aubrey murmured, sinking into her regular
seat right beside Snape and reaching for his coffee. For some reason 
Hermione could never figure out, the child developed keen fondness for 
her father's bitter brew.

"Severus!" she cried. "Don't you dare go letting her drink that poison!"

"This isn't poison," Snape glared at her. "This is a fine, exquisite mixture 
of-"



"I know," Hermione cut him. "I heard the tourist-guide explanation 
before, and she's still not going to drink it. Aubrey darling, it will be 
cocoa, juice, weak tea or water for you."

Great. Now Aubrey was glaring at her as well. 

All right, Hermione thought, at least the little Snape kicking in my womb 
is on my side, seeing that I'm not poisoning him on regular basis. 

Still screwing her face, Aubrey settled for some cooled orange juice, 
which was left in the larder. Pouring herself some juice, she joined her 
parents at the small table, sipping loudly from the cylindrical, high 
Muggle glass. 

It seemed to be a just another normal Saturday morning in the Granger-
Snape household. Quiet – as both Severus and Aubrey were both late 
sleeppers and likely to scowl at Hermione for making too much noise – 
light and airy, with the breeze blowing into the intimate corners of the 
small flat, waking it to life. Soon enough, Hermione mused – now that 
Severus's resignation was finally accepted – they planned to move to 
Hogsmeade, into Dumbledore's cozy little cottage, which Snape had 
inherited.

The first time they visited the little cottage, they went there with the 
intention of selling it- an idea which was automatically rejected by 
Hermione once she found Severus brooding over a small treasure of 
Lemon Drops, unable to break free of the swirling loop of images in 
which he was trapped. Later that night, lying in his arms after they made
love, they had discussed their future plans. Now that the war was over, 
Severus seemed to be determined on doing three only things: spending 
the rest of his life with her; assuring the name Snape would die with 
him, and gaining his Literature degree. She didn't want to take any of it 
from him. If Severus wanted the child in her womb to carry the name 
Granger, Hermione had no problem with that whatsoever. She didn't 
want this child, however, to be their last. Hermione had every intention 
to conceive as many children as possible in the time she had left. 
Severus had some difficulties dealing with that idea. Nevertheless, he 
didn't protest. 

He had also seemed to be considering something ever since – an inner 



turmoil that had lasted until he reached for her last night, telling 
Hermione that they'd be visiting a place on the morrow. That 
announcement had lit Hermione's overdeveloped curiosity, but since 
she was no longer a young girl, she avoided enquiring of Severus, 
focusing her energies on preparation.

"How are we going to reach our destination?" she asked him, shrinking 
what seemed to be half of the house into her side-bag.

"I hope you are aware that I won't be helping you to enlarge any of 
these items," Snape stated coolly, ignoring her question. 

Hermione coughed. "Our traveling arrangements, dear?" 

"Floo to Hogsmeade," he answered. "Then we'll take the Hogwarts 
Express." 

Hermione frowned. "The Hogwarts Express has only three official stops.
Hogsmeade, Kings Cross, and The Village of Cernunnos, and that's 
way down in Cornwall. Are we going to London, then?"

Snape said nothing, and so Hermione removed her light traveling cloak 
from the clothes hanger, watching Severus help Aubrey into the child's 
smaller garment. One by one, they used the living room's now open 
hearth, to Floo to the Hogsmeade station, where the Hogwarts Express 
was just storming into the platform. 

The ride was quiet and uneventful, with the elder witch Hermione 
remembered from her own schooldays stopping at the entrance of their 
car, offering her goods for sale, and the long, narrow corridors 
surprisingly quiet, without a mass of expectant Hogwarts students filling 
them with exuberant noise. She had the strangest sensation she was 
traveling back in time, or perhaps traveling through a path of unexplored
memories, all being so similar, yet significantly different from something 
she had very clearly stamped on her mind. This time, however, unlike 
other times before, the difference was welcome. It curled along the 
mellow contours of a pastel-coloured picture, where she sat on an old-
fashioned swing, with her tall, dark-haired wizard standing behind her, 
and their daughter seated at her feet, pink roses in her short, wheat-
gold hair.



They didn't leave the train at London, the way Hermione had expected, 
nor at any of the minor stations. When, at last, the Hogwarts Express 
raced, sounding, into the village of Cernunnos' train station, Hermione 
was both amazed, and unsurprised in the least. Waking the sleepy 
Aubrey, they climbed down the train and into the platform, walking into 
the Wizarding village that was smaller and more ancient even than 
Hogsmeade.

The village of Cernunnos was a small, misty place. It had smallish 
houses hiding like little animals in the ground, dwarfed by huge, ancient 
oak trees, whose foliage darkened the face of the sky. People, all of 
them magical, were roaming the main street- old, short witch, traveling 
with her familiar, a Great Dane; two young boys, about Aubrey's age, 
who were chasing each other across the street, cursing and shouting; a 
small group of giggling teenager girls. 

Aubrey, spellbound, was drinking in the sight. Hermione, a little bit more 
experienced and practical, turned to look at Severus. 

The face of the man she loved was hardly fitted to demonstrate 
emotions. Severus Snape was born with a set of harsh features, and the
ability to show emotions, using this set of severe facial characteristics 
had been cruelly taken away from him. He hardly ever smiled; Hermione
hoped that someday, he'd learn to do it again, but didn't expect – could 
not afford herself to expect – much more. There was no need to. His 
eyes, those black, bottomless black pools Hermione once thought could
express no warmth at all, seemed to hold in them all the warmth of the 
world if one only knew how to read them. 

"You're doing it again," Aubrey's voice cut across the building tension.

Hermione blinked. "What, darling?"

"Staring at each other," explained the child, scowling. "Like the couples 
who snog in the library do. That's really icky. Please stop."

Severus glared at his daughter. "Well, next time you see a couple snog 
in the library, simply deduct five house points from each student's 
house. Unless they are Slytherins of course; in this case you should tell 
them they'd better find some discreet place to take their activities to. Tell
them your mother gave you permission to do so-"



"I definitely did not-" 

At this stage, Aubrey chose to interrupt. "Dad, where are we going?" 

"The place we'll be visiting is located about a mile from here," Severus 
answered. "We'll walk. Come."

They had a prolonged, lazy stroll in the bright August sun, Severus fully 
answering Aubrey's persistent flow of questions concerning the fauna 
and flora of the place. Smugly, Hermione watched her partner in life 
providing a her and their daughter a detailed history of the low mound 
just over the road in his best lecturing tone, then telling Aubrey about 
the white, little flower she stuffed into his hand. He seemed to know this 
place- not the knowledge driven out of dusted books and gained inside 
a darkened library; but the kind of knowledge one picked up outside, in 
the meadow; under the bright, blazing sun. 

At last, the wide dirt track bent into a large, open meadow, where the 
sun streamed down generously, coaxing tiny, colorful flowers out of the 
grass-covered earth. Hermione stopped, closing her eyes, and let the 
sweet breeze – finally allowed to blow freely – dishevel her hair. She 
stood there for a moment, and then opened her eyes, breathing deeply. 

There, on the edge of the valley, bordering a thin grove of various trees, 
stood a modest Elizabethan Manor house. Blinking, Hermione turned to 
look at Snape. Who didn't say a word, but simply signed for them to 
follow him. 

Standing on the doorstep, with Severus and Aubrey by her side, 
Hermione felt somewhat like a trespasser, with Snape's accented 
silence and his refusal to give away any information as to their 
destination. 

It was clear between them that he was not a completely whole person. 
Sometimes, annoying as Hermione might have found it, Severus still 
called her by her last name, attempting to distance her: he wouldn't 
always be nice or agreeable and he could be downright nasty when in 
the mood. Hermione never approved of his behavior- he knew she 
never would, and that's how they lived – with the knowledge that both of
them might be lacking something essential. Loving him, she was ready 



to accept that, but nonetheless, it was unnerving. Some times, more 
than others. 

"Can I…?" Aubrey reached her hand to the finely engraved onyx-
knocker, designed as a raven-head.

Severus nodded.

The girl knocked three times, pleased with the rhyming echo she 
produced.

"One moment please." A soft, feminine voice drifted from inside, asking 
them to wait. Several seconds later, the locking charm warding the 
ancient door was removed, and the beautifully carved door had begun 
to gently pivot. Much to the two females among visitors' surprise, a 
white, blue-eyed cat, sneaked out of the thin crack formed between the 
wood plane and the lintel, followed by another cat, bigger, sleeker and 
grey. 

Hermione was so fascinated by the two magnificent felines, that her 
attention was distracted when the door was finally completely opened. 
Severus had to take her hand in order to remind her of their 
whereabouts. Blushing, she raised her eyes, encountering the pale, 
light-blue gaze of a woman in her mid sixties. 

It was a tall, willowy lady, her once wheat-colored hair, almost 
completely white now, collected in a lose braid that descended almost to
her knees. She had long, narrow face, with high cheekbones; long, 
straight nose, and thin, soft lips. Her features seemed to be an odd 
grafting of Severus's and Aubrey's faces – almost pretty, but not quite – 
endowed with the same graceful, feline quality to her movements, which
made Snape a spectacle in the classroom. 

Baffled, Hermione gaze wandered to Severus, whose blank, empty 
expression was slowly cracking. His lips were moving, but the words, 
uttered in this low, skin-shivering voice, were coming only brief seconds 
later, unsynchronized with the movement of his lips. 

"Hello, Clair," Severus Snape greeted his elder sister. "This is my 
partner in life, Hermione Granger, and our daughter, Aubrey Granger. I 
fought on Harry Potter's side in the final battle against the Dark Lord, 



after spying for Albus Dumbledore for twenty eight-years." Breathing, he
looked into her eyes. "Am I welcome into your home?"

Clair Snape Hainsworth's lower lip was slightly trembling. A third, tabby 
cat, sensing its mistress' distress, appeared on the doorway, rubbing 
against the elder lady's calf. She blinked, surveying the woman and 
child on her brother's side. At last, her eyes roamed back to Severus's 
face. "My home is thy home, Severus. Hermione, Aubrey- this is thy 
home, and the Snape land is thy land, for as long as ye shall live and 
thy descendents after thee. Please step in and be welcome."

Confused – Aubrey's little hand held in her palm – Hermione stepped 
into the Snape Manor house, where the man who was now standing 
beside her, spent most of his childhood and youth. 

It was a large, spacious place, with low rooms consisting of curved 
ceilings and many windows, all of which were open; to allow the 
summer sun to stream in and light what would have been a warm, cozy 
dimness. The furniture, Hermione noted, was sparse, but every piece of 
furnishing was well kept, tastefully placed, beautiful and antique. All in 
all, the house inspired a sense of expensive comfort, with the only 
exception being the cats' hairs covering every piece of upholstered 
furniture. The cats' faint, yet distinct scent was drifting in the air, as well 
as the animals themselves, drowsing, playing, staring and causing 
mayhem, in each and every corner of the house. 

Aubrey, squeaking with joy, had at once asked for her aunt's permission 
to play with the creatures, and was now engaged rubbing the soft, 
silvery fur of two beautiful Russian Blues. 

Clair, excusing herself, went to the kitchen to bring some refreshments, 
asking Severus and Hermione to make themselves comfortable while 
she was gone. 

"Shall we sit?"

Nodding, Hermione sat on a low sofa beside Severus, leaning against 
his warm, wiry body. Watching her daughter play with the two felines, 
her gaze traveled up the partially-lit wall of the living room. It landed, at 
last, on a large, bewitching portrait of a young woman in her mid-
twenties. 



The woman-child in the painting, who looked at Hermione with big blue 
eyes the colour of the sky in June, seemed to be somehow familiar. 
Then the memory struck her. Aniko Goldstein Snape. The picture 
Severus had shown her long ago, in their first conversation, was an old, 
black and white Muggle photograph. This, however, was a magical 
portrait, yet the woman in the painting remained unmoving.

Perplexed, feeling as if she was invading someone's privacy, Hermione 
scanned the portrait. She remembered with some reverence the sad girl
in the picture. Nothing, however, could prepare her for the naked pain 
and beauty reflected in those childish, angelic features. 

Clair Hainsworth, who just entered into the room, noticed Hermione's 
stare. "My mother," she said quietly. "Our father used to say she was his
private demon and his private angel, created to haunt him. That she 
would follow him into the after world, where he would see her face 
forever, burning in the eternal flames of his jealousy."

Severus lips pursed. "She would have followed him nowhere."

Clair eyes where full of quiet understanding as she leaned to place a 
tray loaded with the season's fruits on the coffee table. "As you might 
remember," she said, "I quite agree."

"Where is Justin's portrait?" Snape asked.

"I gave it to Aurelia," Clair told him. "She says father is happy there, 
preaching to his great-grandchildren when they come to visit their 
grandma, being the same insufferable bastard he always was. He was 
very proud of you, you know, hearing you managed to choose the 
winning side." Clair's voice was tainted with sarcasm in a way that 
accented the resemblance between her and her brother. 

Severus snorted, reaching his hand for take a ripe peach. 

Clair looked at him melancholically. "It appears he has forgiven you, 
although you haven't forgiven him."

"Have you forgiven him, Clair?" Severus's tone, Hermione noted, was 
casual, masked by the wet, mundane sounds of tearing up the juicy fruit



he had been chewing on. 

Clair Snape Hainsworth had shifted her eyes, unwilling to look at her 
brother. "Some things can not be forgiven," she said quietly. "All in all, 
Severus, I believe I simply had to learn to live with my memories. I came
to this understanding once I realized that no matter how much I might 
crave for completion, parts of me would still be fractured."

"You are a clever woman."

"I have been taught much," Clair said. "My husband died on the first 
war, but you should be able to meet my children and grandchildren 
some day soon."

"I will be delighted." 

Clair then smiled, turning to face Hermione. "I'm sorry to ignore you, 
sister. It had been a while for Severus and me."

"Say nothing of it," Hermione told her in a reassuring manner. If she had
indeed felt so calm and happy for Severus, or rather envious, Hermione 
wasn't sure. She had still several open Pandora's boxes to close – 
including Harry, who, claiming his place in her heart once again, 
demanded to have explained of the circumstances leading to her and 
Severus's becoming a couple; including her parents, whom, Hermione 
realized, she needed to talk with at least one more time, if only to finally 
stitch together the open wound. She had no doubt things were going to 
be difficult and awkward. 

And there was Severus, stepping into his sister's home and heart, as if 
nothing had ever happened. Yes, she was jealous; jealous and happy 
for him at the same time. Knowing admitting her contradictory feeling 
was the best she would have; Hermione leaned into the backrest, and 
followed the exchange.

* * *

They were talking for a while when Clair Snape turned to look at her 
younger and only surviving brother. "Now what, Severus? Do you want 



me to accompany you to mother's and father's graves?"

Snape quirked an eyebrow. "I'm quite sure I can find the way. Over the 
hill, under the English Oak?"

"Yes," Clair nodded. "I've planted roses on their graves- they are 
enchanted to bloom all year long. Mother's are pure white and Father's 
are blood red."

Snape blinked, taking Hermione's hand in his. "How appropriate. Would 
you please take care of Aubrey while we go visit the graves?"

"Happily." His sister, suddenly sorrowful, leaned to brush her lips over 
Snape's cheek. "Go and make peace with them," she pleaded with him 
quietly. 

"Perhaps."

* * *

They had climbed up and then silently down the low hill, walking hand in
hand towards the ancient English Oak that seemed to tower over the 
two greying tombstones of Justin and Aniko Snape. The rose plants, just
the way Clair had told Severus, were indeed there, pure-white and 
blood-red, contrasting and completing each other while never creating 
an absolute, synergic whole. 

"What do you think of?" Hermione asked, watching Severus sinking to 
the grass, hugging his knees to his body.

Snape frowned. "Justin-" he began, "then myself. My mother…" Severus
shook his head. "She was so beautiful. The kind of beauty to make you 
delude yourself that if you could have a taste of it- could you possibly 
own it, you would be whole. How can I possibly blame him for taking 
her? Yet he would, ever, never, be whole. The fucking bastard. He 
blamed her for it, said she was his demon- he tortured this broken-
winged angel for not being able to save him. And me-" He raised his 
face to look at her, "I am no different. Sometimes I believe you are the 
missing flagstone in this broken mosaic labyrinth that is my life. Than I 



suddenly realise that I'm still empty and hollow- that even you can't 
make me a whole man, and this, all of this, seem so ridiculous and 
meaningless."

Brokenhearted for him, Hermione sat beside the man she loved, leaning
her head against his shoulder. Severus stiffened, the way he sometimes
still used to do, but didn't push her away. Quietly, he accepted the touch,
as a tribute, as a source of comfort, and forced himself to relax. 
Hermione sighed, moistening her lips. "Do you know the joke telling 
about the couple who went to a masquerade as a Swiss cheese?" 

Severus scowled. "This is an old one. Why are you asking?"

She smiled softly. "The story tells how one of them wore a perforated 
shirt, while the other simply stank. It's the same with us. Even together, 
we aren't whole- not you, nor me. It's only fools who believe another 
person can make them complete. That's not to say what we have is 
meaningless- you make me happy. Being happy makes life worth living. 
The two of us being perforated, each in different places- we can 
sometimes lie in bed at night and fill each other's cavities. There are all 
sorts of ways two people can help each other without being everything 
to each other. I actually believe it's much healthier this way. You 
understand that –or I'll make you understand. Either way, you are not 
your father." 

For a moment, he seemed amused. "Thank you, Professor Granger."

She kissed his cheek. "You're welcome, Mr. Snape."

* Cernunnos – god of fertility and animals; referred to as the "horned 
one". 
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