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Except for the occasional sneeze -- while the rare historigersécbptimal for total privacy, it is also unfortunatelgtimal for total
dust -- the library is quiet. The only light flickefrem the tip of James' wand, held trembling with excitenoset the folds of old
parchment. The Map, forever associated with capital lettees, miathing. The four boys crowded around it hold the&iathr until
Remus feels dizzy and Sirius sneezes for the fifth timeagt & blotch of ink takes form in the area labeled, iregogble script,
LIBRARY. Hours of research, practice, trial, error, refinemantl countless failed attempts and wasted paper, drain¢oget
precise concentration and form four pairs of footprigight little shoed feet in total, mounded together in viReahus realizes is the
rare histories section. The names bloom like a stain, tweaoh side. JAMES POTTER and SIRIUS BLACK; REMUS LURIMI
PETER PETTIGREW. James makes a noise like he's just hhashevank of his life. Sirius sneezes a sixth time. Batayuth is
hanging open like he's a fish and Remus thinks dizzilyttlegt are geniuses, that they should be endowed with magsesinch
grants, and it's a bloody shame no one can ever know @heintMap because One, it is A Secret, and Two, it's agsonstany
Hogwarts rules and regulations that the very prospecteftat the onset made Remus' head hurt for days. No beeeviknow the
tale of their creativity, their inspiration, their dedicatiorthe cause. It seems a pity, really, Remus thinks, shaush hard work
should be known only amongst the four of them. Themagiaat's his Boys' Club Wet Blanket spirit talking. Hejgs the regret to
himself.

"We did it," James whispers. His wand shakes erraticallyoKlai us. There we are. Right theReght therelt's fantastic. We're
brilliant. We are the best pranksters ever. Future genesatidl sing our names to the heavelhsok at usWe did it!"

"Well," Remus cautions. "We've only got us to work. Andstit have half the map to finish."”
"Be quiet, Moony," Sirius cautions. "Let Prongsie haveniisnent. They're so rare for him; he deserves his happiness

"They are not rare," James protests, "I have moments all teeltmads of them. Moments all over the shop. It's jusstust that
this one is -- Moony, be quiet for a moment and juskthimout what welid!"

"I amthinking," Remus objects. "I am. It's wonderful. It'stjthere's so much more we codtd I'm just thinking ahead!"

"How's it doing it?" Peter whispers. With the tip of hiand, he prods gingerly at the banner bearing his name.

Sirius gives him a withering look. "Have you been paying atention for the lastear, Wormtail? Honestly?"

"It's just -- | think it's -- well, it always surprisese when it works," Peter mutters, and coughs into his sl&nes rolls his eyes
exaggeratedly and buries his face in the map again. Remus eyeSAhgway," Peter says, with unexpected clarity, "l don't like
this. | mean -- it's that -- there andesnow."

"And theserules as you call them," Sirius drawls, "they apply to us sinvaeen?"

"He has a point," Remus says carefully. Sirius has been staetye-- well,not strange, actually, Remus thinks ruefully. Strange
might be preferable. What Sirius has been is painfully famillark and mercurial, unpredictably and stunningly creeiben

moments of intense
affection and generosity. It's first year all over again,Rechus doesn't know if it's the flat or the family oritereasingly divided
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attention of James Potter, but he does know that he dblesiitt "There are different rules."

"Prongs," Peter appealgduknow. The rules. They can find out about stuff like tiasv. You've been dragging people into
Dumbledore's office for them since first term! Rosier@qielledfor less. | mean, he had a tattoo! And that's nothinghile"

"Oh," James say distantly, "did he? That's nice. Padfook geing to have to do something about this, look, seeitreort of
smears when | move?" He kicks a foot back and forth iaodstrate. "Messy."

"l like the smeariness," Sirius protests. "It makes it adllier."

Remus looks helplessly between them, James and Siriushekak buried in the crinkling swaths of paper and Pet#ing rounder
and fairer and more trembly than ever, doing his slagchest to mount a protest. He's gotten three increasimgiidfiHowlers over
the past month from his mother, screaming at him abowmimg with a dangerous crowd and how he'd

better be prepared to be yanked off home at any moment. Seemeéthing gray in his face, something wary and teriiifi¢kde slope
of his spine, and Remus wants to help him. Carefullyalgs,sThere is more monitoring now. It's all this bussnegh -- what Peter's
saying, that is -- whadtm saying, as well -- | just think we ought to be, yowwndiscreet.”

"Silence, jellyfish-men," Sirius commands, fixing them wittegal stare and pushing his hair out of his eyes. "Hgotéxikh of you!
This is not a time for monkeying around and talk otdistness and tattoos."

"l thought we agreed that it is always time for talk of @dtt James says in some surprise.

"Well," Sirius amends, "yes. Beanwe focus please? This is one of the greatest magical tools@w&ructed by man or beast,"
with a wicked glance at Remus, which Remus cannot wholly appeetand it needs to be completed. Which means we need to
focus. But first, we need to drink this peach concodtian Prongsie found in the Potions closet--" James givesnal gif distracted,
bow-- "and do some sort of pastoral dance. Who knowsrgplpe?" He drops the sticky, ancient-looking bottle Remmus's lap and
returns his attention once more to the Holy Boy's CludilGhe map. Remus stares down at the bottle, which magiocsume kind
of schnapps concoction. Or some kind of rat poison. Whaieis, it smells like rotten fruit and vomit. Remu®ds it warily.
"Dances," James says absently, "always your lookout, Pads s\Whisding, d'you think? From the tracker? It can gednd,who's
that off in the corner -- all blurry -- is that your brer?" Sirius bends in close, narrow, sharp, and nadly c"Well, that's rum, isn't
it? Do you think it's a

sort of -- | don't know, a family thing?"

"Can't be," Sirius replies shortly, "we're not in the samelfarmie we?"

"A scent sort of, thing, | mean, maybe," James says. His isn@ressed up against Sirius's leg, arm casually oves'Sishoulder,
their knuckles grazing with the boyish closeness of twgbar-olds, not seventh-years engaged in unbelievably ibegaity.
Remus bites down the urge to tsk. "Like -- all right,glogn smell if something's a bird, you know, or ifat'sstoat. You know what
I mean? D'you think it's doing something like that? Migé how we could get everyone on there."

"Mm," Sirius murmurs. His eyes scan the page, dark and quibkhought. "Like a -oh. You mean..."

"Yeah! You know."

"--but if that's it, then couldn't we--"

"Right, with..."

"But would it work, you know, because—-"

"l don't know, that's the thing, isn't it? It's--" Jameakes an indecipherable, though clearly deeply meaningfilirget's as if
they're speaking another language, one that requires no \egtiath. "-Youknow. We can't do that. I've got three essays due, for
one thing."

"What are you talking about?" Peter says loudly. His fagerig pink.

"Fixing it," James answers. "Pads, do you think we--"
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"No, it's much...we'd have to, and all that, and that'®gsible--"

"l don't see what you're talking about!" Peter yells, sulydeaping to his feet. "I don't! | don't see what youalkihg about and |
don't see how this works on its own like that! We're gambe in so much trouble. | want to go down to brastkdnd forget this
whole stupid thing! What's

the point anyway? We'll only be here five more monttisthen what? It'll just be lying around? | don't likel want to leave!"
Remus thinks he has never seen anything so brave émfiis life.

Or anything so quivery.

"All right,” James says impatiently, giving Peter a seveok lwver his glasses, "keep your shirt on, PettigrewiliSaoesn't even
glance up. "Look," James continues, "it's for posterity,ahithat. We've been over it a thousand times before, whetlisrdyour
pants this morning?"

"Besides the ob-vi-ous," Sirius sing-songs."

Peter draws in a deep breath, and then deflates. The voicead Patter, while not the voice of reason, has always hislggower
over him. James' convictions are Peter's convictioesa jbke amongst the other Gryffindor boys and it'®apsn amongst the
Slytherins and it's something of a cause for constematimongst their professors, but there it is. There iagdvhas been. Peter just
sags like a balloon lost all its air, darting narrow lotiksither side, and then shrugging.

"That's it." James pats him on the shoulder. "There's ihig"sp

"Reasons," Sirius mutters, and shoots Peter a scornful'lDok't know what you're on about, Pete. S'like he's tglEgyptian."
"Er,"” Remus begins.

"Idea!" James exclaims suddenly, so loudly that Peter jumps aiud Sinips around and Remus almost chokes on the thede vit
organs that attempt to abandon ship by leaping outdhrbis throat. James gives little time for recovery, bukdes all three of
them close. "You see," he explains, "what we're missing -- weae been missing this whole timas—" He gestures wildly,
feverishly, to the map before him. The mass of feet anegtaambble as all four of them lean close. In the hallwayoutstide Filch's
feet stalk back and forth and back again, with lurchingpfdts. James points frantically at them, their names, im@otking with
little sounds like "Bibble!" and "Werghk!" but incapablefofming words in English.

"Brilliant!" Sirius replies suddenly, as if somehow the inspiratias undergone some osmosis through James' skin tathis o
"James, matelamesyou are the moddrilliant wizard in theworld -- except for me, of course -- but that's to be expeeteztyone
falls short eventually -6od, how'd you think of it?"

"What are they talking about?" Peter hisses violently.

“I'm not," Remus replies, "well, | don't -- wetheyknow what they're doing. | think."

"We haven't put any afsin it," James explains. The unspoken finisbbviously-- lingers in the air between them.

"Yes wehave" Peter replies, sounding exasperated. "Look, we're rigte.tB®eryone's there. Our feet, see, and Sirius' are the ones
that are sort of bleeding ink at the ends, like they've bret"

"No," Remus whispers, understanding. "No -- nof-€oursethat's it, it's the simplestoodytrick in the book!"
"Exactly," James says.

"Exactly," Sirius echoes.

"Huh?" Peter demands.

"We haven't put any of ourselves in," Remus repeats. '@biicationsUs."

"It hasn't got the Marauder Mentality," James finally buests "It doesn't know what to look for -- it doesnibkv what a Marauder
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wants!"

"And how can it be a Marauder's Map," Sirius finishes, "witreMarauder's wit -- humor -- cleverness!"
Remus refrains from making any comments.
"Does this mean Wormtail is going to have to go insidentakds again?" Peter moans.

"Good man, Pete," Sirius says, clapping him on the shaulderis ready for anything, should it come in the lifieluty!"

*%k%
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They are beneath the floorboards when they hear the oningais "It's here," Sirius is insisting, "this is whefeund the tunnel,
d'you see, ando | amverysure, so yodlon'thave to look so dubious."

Remus doesn't ask how it is Sirius knows how he labkise moment at all -- it's very dark, and for all Siknews Remus could
look sympathetic, or deranged, or like he's just suffarstioke. Dubious is hardly high up there on thedisranged is well near the
top, though, and stroke is gradually gaining steamidt'tisay it's not here," Remus tries to say patiently. 'aflid was there's a
spider in my trousers."

"I think there is always a spider in your trousers," Sirapies.

Remus is just about to ask him to explain himself wthey hear the creak.

It goes.creeeeaaakkRemus forgets the spider and peers up through thewgéts)ing the light shift in a terrible, dreadful, forebw
way. He nudges Sirius in the side. "Someone's up theréj$ses, feeling loud and echoing through every swelliolipw space
inside him.

"Well, yes, | know," Sirius whispers back. "l bet i@mes, having us on."

"It's not James having you on," a female voice booms fromealiBut it is someone with incredibly good hearing, so'g best
come on up from there."
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"Women have magic powers unbeknownst to man," Siriugiss
"l have noticed," Remus replies.

"Do please consider complying now," the female voice booms atidiave magic powers all over the place that I'm suresgou'
never dreamed of."

"Shows what she knows," Sirius says, almost wickedly. "YMed adds, louder, "we're on our way up. With our hamdise air, shall
we, or can we count on your magic powers to chance keepirttaads hidden?" The floorboards shift ag@ireeeeeak,
creeeeaaaaaaaaaaaaaadkemus wriggles. The spider wriggles.

"Do as you please, Black," the voice booms.

"Hello," Sirius says. "Death knows my name."

"Just let's do as she says," Remus whispers. "Heregathe's up."

"Oh, Moony," Sirius mourns, "the game is never up. |, howeamrup." He reaches up, grabs the loose plank, and shoveroio
than a minute later he's already kicked Remus in the nose, tiven himself three splinters, and fallen backwards Ratous' head.
Remus makes a mental note for posterity: nothing goocewélt come of exploring the castle with Sirius Black.

"Well." A face appears, and a lit wand. "It would seem gmincapable.”

"Sorry, do | know you?" Sirius says airily, shaking sastcand what may very well be several immense termites dnig bfir.
"Black, don't dissemble with me." The woman crosses onagkstriped leg over the other and peers forward at th@din§ her
jangling arms over her knee. Remus helplessly attemptetact himself from Sirius's armpit. "I practically taughtiyto dress, you
little wart. Aren't those boots mine?"

Sirius's mouth falls open. A termite may or may not Haillen into it. Remus doesn't really want to think abbutMcKinnon?"

"In the flesh. Never thought you'd see me again, did you2imMNkweught I'd visit vengeance upon your head for afi¢ttuingbombs
you kept exploding in the changing-roo#® if | didn't knowOh." Her green eyes slant sideways for a moment, coolhytelissted.
"And that's Lupin, | suppose."

"Er," Remus says. "Yes?" And now that he's heard the nandedseremember Marlene McKinnon -- surely she was about $eee
tall, before, all pink hair and immense lungpower andianf intolerance for all things stammering and named Rdmpin? He

shrinks back a little into the hole. He longs, idly, $arius' armpit, despite the smell.

"He looks exactly the same," Marlene says to Sirius, thagkfyioring him again. "Do you still knock about withndes Potter, |
suppose?"

"Do we knock about," Sirius says. "Do we knock? Do we evad @bout." He grins. It's remarkable how he is so capabteking
the most incomprehensible collection of sentences seem v#tigudh a grin. Well, what you lose in coherency you nugkfor
with charm. Or else you're that unfortunate Hufflepuff.Bdhat's his name -- something Doogle. "What, Remus? Rdoas't
change. He just sort of gets bigger when no one's lodking

Remus stares at his feet. He can feel McKinnon's eyes orh@rmtense gaze boring into the very depths of his 3talt wouldn't
be so bad, but he can almost smell her disapproval. Sigisshlooking into the very depths of his soubk; no. That would be
preferable. Rather, she's looking into the very depthésafoul and failing them. She is calling them a wadind pbmediocrity, a
watering hole for the unworthy. The toes of Remus' shoad together. He feels eleven years old.

"Hm," Marlene says. "No, | suppose not. What have you beetkkigpabout, then?"

"Can't tell you," Sirius replies cheerfully. "We'd have tibyou if we did."

"I'd like to see you try." Marlene buffs her black nails ongert and regards them idly. "I scratch like a tiger."

Sirius winks roguishly at her. "I always thought youeve tiger."
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"Eurgh," Marlene says, wincing. "You know you wetevenonce. Don't start with me."

"Well, what areyouknocking about for then, if not for the chance of sebimg your little protégé has grown into handsome and
virile manhood?" Sirius hoists himself neatly out of fllberboards and is just absently sticking a hand backR&mnus when Marlene
quirks her very red lips up to the side and makes senoi

"He's not an idiot, Black," she says impatiently. "Let himmbl out himself."

Sirius blinks. Remus blinks. Marlene doesn't.

"All right then," Sirius says casually, and shoves his hatalhis pocket. "You're avoiding the question."

"l didn't feel like answering it," Marlene shrugs. "Gotaoke?"

Remus sets determinedly about for a boost. There don'ttedssrany. It was fine for Sirius, who could pretty motdw his way out
using Remus as a sort of human stepladder. For thoshaviemnot had the breadth of experience that Remus has ingsasva
human stepladder for Sirius Black, the smell of his &xoit is coming down over Remus' nose -- the particukstyring, grip-like
action -- it is a combination of sensations which hauntdnindark and stormy nights. Remus sneezes, and inhalesl aegmicof
antique dust, and gets a splinter in underneath thelassiit f his palm that feels a little bit like medieval tortBw the time he's
gotten a good grip and hoisted himself up and outjmpgrend with more bugs crawling in his hair than aregefiwing away at the
floor, Sirius and Marlene are smoking a particularlygem wizarding grass that serves also as cinnamon in smdesbakeries in
Hogsmeade. Remus coughs -- he can't help it, there's sngativie in his throat -- but tries to do so quietlyasmot to disturb
them. At least it smells nice, now. Less like foot, andetiee a hot bun. A hot bun held tenderly between the tbagamt.

"Oh, don't," Marlene mutters irritably. "You with your cduiigg. It's ridiculous, you realize. We see you. ¥éeyou," she repeats,
and snorts in the back of her throat. "No need to hawe é production number."

"Er," Remus says. He thinkBut | have bugs in my esophagtSorry," he finishes.

"Here," says Marlene, and stands up with a great deal of n@#idbeots and chains and rustling. Sirius' eyes fotlosvback of her
head. She sticks out one hand and makes a dismissive btilenmnwith her chin. "Come on. Have a boost-up."

Remus takes her hand gingerly. Marlene yanks upward, sineatisly dislocating his arm and flinging him out ofitelt is a very
similar sensation, Remus thinks dazedly, to being a bourldsme sort of medieval catapult. Sirius cackles unhelpdsllige lands.

Oof.
"Gnaa," Remus says in a small voice.

"Next time," Marlene whispers, crouching next to him, "dtmt'bther people get you into any holes you can't climtobah your
own."

"Aiee," Remus agrees.

"Now where were we," Marlene continues. She turns back to Sivipsg her hands -- the implications of which arelost on
Remus. He rolls his shoulder about in its sockegdisig to it go pop. "Ah yes. | was going to explailyéo that it's absolutely none
of my business and here's the bargain: if you don't teirsmyou saw me about, | won't tell anyone that you'réditteegophers
digging holes around here. How's that sound?"

"McKinnon," Sirius says, "you are a man among women."

"And don't you forget it," Marlene finishes. "Remember, Bladlvays have a bargaining piece."

Remus' shoulder snaps back into its proper place.

"And you, too, | suppose," Marlene adds, jerking her toeadt at him. "Though what you'll do with it, | don't km&

"He's not very good at bargaining," Sirius says. "Whidmny, because you'd think he would be -- he's a chitgpdastard.”
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"They all are," Marelene murmurs. "Thalf are."
Who?Remus thinksPeople whose shoulders you've broken?
"So how about it, gophers? Do we have a deal?"

While it has never been a question he directly asked HinReahus has always liked to believe that he has enough moiddo make
any deals with anyone who called him "gopher" and rampantinlpplisliked him.

"Of course," he says, a little breathlessly, mourning the &b what little dignity he ever had.
"We'll see," Sirius says. "Seems to me you've got moresto ldow about another smoke and then we'll talk?"
"How about | don't prevent you from having grandclatt?" Marlene suggests.

"Ooghk," Remus says, which meapsu are singularly convincing

*%%
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"She's something else, isn't she?" Sirius whistles, thgt irawn-out note of admiration and awe that servesashiersal
judgment call, and Remus says, before he can stop himself,

"She doesn't like me!" It's horrible -- pleading and whingt aet-blankety and all the things Remus struggles sorfwirid be, and
has made great strides against, but is, deep down, at the@mething sopping and needy and strong enoughomwiisvay to be

one half of his equation. And he can't help it; it's @a®iheone else is operating his mouth and he's justimgnout these vile little
helpless burps. "l just-"

"She likes you all right," Sirius says, a little bewilder8tls just -- | mean, you were never close, right?"

Neither were youRemus wants to shrieWhy doesn't she like me? How can | fix it? What did I"tdld@n't," he begins. "Do you
think | should get her flowers?"

"Not really a flower kind of girl, McKinnon," Sirius sayull of awe. "No -- no, definitely not."

"Should I write her a card? An apology? Send her oneosktplants they've bred to bite people like pitbulls and loarlike
lampreys?"

"Does it have flowers?" Sirius asks. Remus nods. "Ndeaqup her alley. You're awful with gifts. She wouldrkelbooks, either, so
don't ask her."

"Boots?" Remus asks. "With spikes on the toes for, | dooty, ripping lads' souls out and stacking them, $ikel-skewers?"
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Sirius ponders that. "No," he says, "but you're gettingwer. It's got to have teeth."

It's no goodRemus realized®No matter what | do, she isn't going to like rAad it's not that she doesn't like him -- well, all tigihat
is a necessary part of it -- that really gets him, that really miaike$eel sick. It's that there's no reason -- the decisiso &bitrary --
there's nothing he cato about it -- he's so futile, so helpless, against this gigetice. Heis likeable. He tries sbard to be. Perhaps
he isn't charming like Sirius or confident like Jameswan blithely unaware like Peter, but he does have his cepja@akyou

grovel a tiny voice in the back of his head saysu bow, you scrape, you plead, and when all else yailsbeg. You beg
emotionally. You emotional beggd&hut up," Remus says irritably.

"l didn't say anything," Sirius replies, blinking. "Undethe voices are back. They're not telling you to burnhamy?"
"No," Remus says. "You're the only one who ever tells metto things."

"Why do you even care if she likes you?" Sirius asks yfadsonably. "Do | even need to point out that she's@?s8piffing lass,
but completely mental. Say, I'm hungry. Have you, | damiw, an apple or something?"

The worst thing, Remus thinks furiously, is that he @btypats around his midriff before he can think abaudftcourse he knows
there's nothing there -- Sirius is the one who can prodwzkrhagically from any wrinkle in his clothing, no mattemhsmall -- it's
just so he can look as if he's looking. "l don't. Newerd. I'm -- bother. It's nothing. We should go baske flagged this floor, can
we move on?"

"To food?" Sirius suggests hopefully. "I think to fobtbw about that?"

"You are boring," Remus says. "Boring and predictable." Hestipat he is talking to Sirius, except Sirius isatehing, distracted
by the possibilities of crumbs and cheerful digestion.

*kk

This is the problem with being a bloke, James thinks:taahslistraction. If it isn't one thing, it's another.dlgt it's been one thing --
one really big category thing, he should say -- which giveg to a lot of other littler category things. And thlames adds, is why he
is not a poet, a writer, or a reader, but rather someonsengparkling brilliance lies within action!

Or something like that.

"Concentrate, James, my man," he mutters to himself. He scpelis brow, tries to imagine sticking his attention t® iap before
him with tape or glue or other fun sticky things. Nolult's very clear that what he's supposed to do, whatriigig to do, has no
relevance to what his mind wants to be doing.

Example: right now, he's working on the map. He's addisgaibd bats of Marauder memorabilia, the very first ballkbat ever
made Snape fart, the very first insult Remus ever dareggd"You're -- you're being -- you're beiggically unreasonablé), the
very first banana peel Peter accidentally left on the flofirshyear that sent Lucius Malfoy flying out the windowand so on and
so forth. However, halfway between adding fake moustachartdhyment paper his brain has decided that a much better tséimki
would be: recalling the words to every advertisementgifigim every radio program he listened to as a child.

Zonko's has your favorite toys
Loads of fun for girls and boys
Zonko's is a magic place

Wait until you see Mum'’s face!
Memories she can't erase...

"Oh Zonkooo'’s' James mutters tunelesslis & maaa-giiiic placeBugger this!" He throws the map downathuseless!"
"You are useless," Lily says, appearing behind him. Jamess@agtrangled noise, all high-pitched and unbecoming.th@ke
there." Lily sits and pats him on the ruffled head. "Yoimdwas elsewhere. | won't tell anyone. It is impressivajgh, the tone that

you get." James looks at her sheepishly, and folds thee®ty into his lap. "Why, Mr. Potter," Lily tsks. "Seagis it?"

"Not secrets," James blurts out. "A mapduble your leisure, double your fun with Dolly Drooblelening gum!
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"Well, | saw that," Lily sighs. "Unless your lap is haviagamping trip | doubt it needs a tent."

"Er," James says.

"Let's forget | said that," Lily mutters. "You know, II-meant the map."

"Oh!" James laughs nervously, loudly. It is almost imgadego concentrate over the noise of his brain, whichiigeking Chocolate
Frogs! You'll hop till you drop with Chocolate Frogat about a million silent decibels. "Oh, yes, the map. QRitght. The map.
Not the -- but the map. Ha, ha! Ha -- hold on a minutew'd you know it was a map?"

Lily stares at him. "You just told me yourself."

"Bugger," James says. "It's supposed to be a secret.”

"We're going about in circles,"” Lily says. "You do realize ?hat

James looks at her. All fifty-seven inches of her. Alyfifeven red-head inches of her. Little sparks want to shadtom his
fingertips. To his credit, he doesn't make the pained, dedinoise he wants to. "Lily Evans," he says, "you and |, ealaays
going about in circles.” Lily coughs into her palm. "But thabt what you meant, either."

"No," Lily agrees, "I rather meant the conversation."

That's the problem with being a bloke, James thinks:taohdistractionGringotts, good as goooool#ie folds the map into less of a
tent and more of a pamphlet in his lap and then sets itectaltte.

"You were working," Lily says. "I've distracted you."

"That's all right," James says. "I've been working for a wdnilé I'm not, er, getting anywhere."

"More circles?"

If your tile needs a shower, call on Mrs. Skow&bnstant. Can we have supper."

Lily considers it.Shut up James commands his bra#fau have to shut up now.

"You don't have to look so thoughtful,” James mumble's. filtt like I've asked you to have all my Potter babies."

"All right," Lily says, and takes his arms. "Yes. Let's.

James reallyreally hopes she isn't talking about the babies.

*%%
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Collected Data: What Lurks Behind the Walls. What Pgpg/hen You Pull the Witch's Nose and/or Push her \Bart&c. &c. As
Photographed in Great Style by One Mssr. Remus Lupim, &ssr. Moony, in the January of '77.

Hidden Staircase. Exhibit One.

Hidden Staircase. Exhibit Two.

Pagel3



Hidden Staircase. Exhibit Seven Hundred and Seventy Seve&m ltoFeels Like.

Hidden Staircase. Exhibit Are We Done Yet?
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Hidden Staircase. Exhibit Down Which Mssr. PadftMiit Indeed Push You Given the Chance If You Are Documenting Most
Seriously.

Hidden Staircase. Exhibit Apparently Used For CertaiteADark Activities And Therefore Very Much Not Useful To Ou
Endeavours.
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Secret Hole What We Fell Through. Twice. BEWARE THE TERBIITIRey Are Dedicated Little Buggers.

*kk

When making a map with your three best friends, it's dasi¢$o be the rat of the group. Small, silent and ustfat;s what
Wormtail is. With a twitch of his whiskers and a vehensdtatke of one small pink paw, he disappears behind & séatd into the
network of hollow walls and secret, miniature passagewaydy @sahe ever is for sudden death. He'd like to feel inviultostly,
he just feels terrified.

*%%

"That's the good thing aboaur brand of modern magic," Sirius says, munching on songetirimchy and sweet-smelling. "It doesn't
have anything to do with eye of newt and toe of sna#ilSdon't evemavetoes -- do you know, | think our books are makinagjlit

up. A network of lies, that's what it is -- mass-produciof fake snail toes, sold for ten times the cost to ntadm,tand the rich get
richer while the gullible poor make snail toe potions.e3ive a good charm any day, a good old swish and flick; nats wwhat

magic is all about." He stops for a minute to chew andlswaRemus nods.

"Keep talking," he encourages, as the pause draws out ietitable silence. "Give us some more of that Marauder menitality.

"And it's not to say I'm not good at Potions," Siriustowues, around another mouthful. "D'you remember thnat - of course you
do. Ah, the golden years. Well, year. How many socks tysngale? How many good Slytherin lads had whiskers evegygithe
eye could see?" Sirius sighs, and flutters his lashes. "dndyof my better moments. Not even a Potter Plan,riuhondred per
cent Black. Pure. Undiluted. They'll be singing about thatfor years. Where was 1?"

"I'm not sure,"” Remus admits. "I think it had somethinddawith eye of newt, toe of snail, and your unchartedvpss in everything
from javelin throwing to professional bum scratching."

"Don't flatter me, Lupin, I've never so much as touchedalifaV Sirius wiggles a dangerous brow. "l was talking alRattons. |

would never dismiss the honorable profession if it viiemaorable but I, a miserable failure. It's just thatrittisonorable, you see.
Where's the spontaneity? Where's the vision? Where'sedeatnd true history of it all -- | ask you, whaire the explosions?"

Pagel6



"Potions go 'poof' sometimes," Remus says helpfully.
"Isn't that likeyou" Sirius says. "There's no boom. | like boom."

The paper in front of Remus gives a little fizzle, the squardhment makes just as it's being tossed onto a fire, litid puff of
dark smoke billows up and out from its center.

"Oh!" Remus says, startling backwards.
"What did you do?" Sirius yelps, hurling himself fongda

"I think your enormous ego broke it," Remus murmurspbliees at his handwriting with the tip of his quillreally do think you've
overloaded something. You wanted booming!"

"You're not one to talk," Sirius replies, easing himself latk his chair. "Everything started smelling like chateland then the
paper almost melted. | blamgeu”

"That is a new and exciting development,” Remus sniffs. i#ayy at least it didn't smell like squirrdourssmelled like squirrel."

"l would have said singed dog, actually," Sirius says, wame dignity. "Do you think that did it? Now all weed is Peter's -- |
think Mrs. Norris ate him, actually, that's going to H#taf a problem -- and James. James, James, oh, our deactatieade -- did
you see him at dinner? It's a tragedy, you know, to loveraan."

"I'll keep that in mind," Remus replies dryly.
"It's all right foryou," Sirius continues, "you've a heatrt like iron. Like stolécrumply, like a sweet wrapper.”
"A crumply iron stone wrapper?" Remus attempts.

"But with chocolate inside," Sirius clarifies. "Where mogiminave blood you've got cocoa -- but for those of usfediadhe pangs
of first love--"

"Come now, that's indigestion, | told you that much mudstesuld only bring heartache."”

"--it is a tragedy indeed." Sirius snags the roll of parent from Remus and sniffs it. "Why is it that yosingells like chocolates and
mine smells like a singed dog? Or possibly squirrel?"

"I think it's telling,” Remus says. "Don't crumple itslgssence of Padfoot. It's vital."

“Let me tell you something, Moony, my crumply wrapper chiuBirius explains, "I have seen the essence of Padfoot, had it
nothing to do with parchment.”

"Erhgm," Remus says.

"Oh," Sirius tuts, "you and your Victorian constitutidrwould say it is endearing but unfortunately ihighly disturbingand James
and | make fun of it behind your back. And | won't beybu: there it stands. You are what they call a freakutdig | should be the
one to tell you. It might hurt less. Seek help! SteBlaty & Bewitchedrom under James' pillow! It's going to be all righthe end, |
think, only you've got tavork with usor else we can't win." Sirius tosses himself backwardtimt armchair next to Remus'. It lets
out a gasping groan. "That's the sound of a well-fed meakng furniture,” Sirius concludes. "What's next andgenda for to-
night?"

"That's all we can do, until James comes back with the map." Reushes his hair out of his eyes and yawns. It's beew al&y
and an even longer evening. They had run into Marlene Maitimnce more, right before dinner, and she gave hisotti®f look
one person gives another when they are determined nshioaild grow in a certain spot on their baer againlt was all right that
time, because she was looking at Remus' nose, and the ladRérmgs' nose needs is any hair, so perhaps she was, howeve
inadvertently, doing him a favor. But his luck might hold out, next time. There's no question that, fonés few days, she's
going to haunt Remus' dreams, stomping, disapprojidgmental.
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"You're thinking about McKinnon," Sirius says unexpectedfinrgng lewdly. "If | didn't know you better I'd sayete's a bit of
chocolate left in the old crumply wrapper yet."

"Sirius," Remus retorts, feeling agitated, "that's ridicalbu

"You're girly enough for her," Sirius points out. "Maréeand Moony, sitting in a tree-eee--"

"All right then," Remus says, "I think the ink's dried."

"One day you are going to explode," Sirius says. "It'suatl going to build up inside you. You won't be abléétp it. You'll go mad,
your brain will blow, you'll just make this satisfyipgp soundpop" he demonstrates with his hands, "and then we'll molarn
Moony's passing, but secretly, we'll have seen it comirgjally." Remus gives him a looldp,' he repeats. "Trust me. You'll see.

Pop goes the we -- the -- well, you know."

"If I do I will secure for you ringside seats." Remusibaimself with looking busy. "Perhaps your future irethe fine art of
divination."

"Now that," Sirius says, "is a flat-out ridiculous wastdiwfe."
"You're only saying that," Remus replies vaguely, "becauseopty ever see drapery in your crystal ball."
"The professor says theyVveils" Sirius mutters. "There's no need to bring that rublyisagain, nows there."

"Your future in bridal couture is not really the issueatdy" Remus agrees. "What should be the issue at hdrat igour soul seems
to smell like burnt puppy."

"Endearing,” Sirius says. "Lovably flawed. Enthusiastic. Nwws better, needless to say. | think it fits."

"I think you are entirely too proud of yourself." Remusibsimself with tidying his rolled-up parchment, pusghit against the
table so its edges align. If you don’t do that, sometiomeslayer will get all crumply, and the consequences of dinegs under
these circumstances are -- well, they are not to be pondered.

"l deserve it," Sirius protests. "Come on, man. Objectivetyacientist. Don't you think | deserve it?"

As a scientist, Remus rather thinks they all deserve stata@s. As a person, he thinks their heads are already dangerogslto
inflating and floating away, with their little bodies daingl below. "No."

"Where's Jaaaaames?" Sirius moans, heaving an enormoasdigbllapsing even deeper into the furniture. "The chafrhiy
Evans -- pfah! is what | say to that. We have work tadgee. It's not your fault she doesn't like you, yowwn'

"Lily likes me," Remus says with rare certainty. "You shoualg & much."

“I'm not talking abouter," Sirius says, rolling his eyes, "as you know perfeciw'm talking about, you know. Dagger-eyes. Mad
stockings. You can’t win 'em all, Moony. Sometimes you filtn’t like people. No fault of their own. Look at Mjel Madsen."

"You don't like her because she’s got spots," Remus mutfedsen’t want to talk about this."

"Wrong! | notice her spots because | don't like her. Thepot spots, anyway, they're craters. What has she evetaame though?
Not a thing. | just can’t stand the way she chews. Iterake all squirmy.”

"Pfah," Remus quotes, waving the bit of parchment in wgriiDrapery and spots. Your head is entirely too puffy.

"Veils," Sirius insists, and gives Remus dark looks daihthe rest of the night.

*%%

"Well, I don't know," James says. He looks dubioushhataged parchment before him, but Remus can almost heaidkisrod
heartbeat. It does look rather uninspiring -- blank amd,dalded up like someone's old homework they forgehee start. Yet the
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four of them are gathered about it as if it is the HalgilG®f boyhood. It very well may be. Remus doesn't evea thauch it, James
looking unusually flushed, Sirius nearly vibrating lodeshim, and Peter gnawing his lip with a mousy twitchin#saean what if it
doesn't -- but then what if it does--" James breaks ddikeshhis head and touches the parchment reverently. Thighss is the
moment of reckoning. They've always been very good at mékasg things up, the four of them, almost prodigal. 8hee hitches
here and there, now and then, but that's to be expectediéhthat they might not succeed is always lurking, waibogthey've
always beaten it. Most of the time they just don't acknogdetk there. But this is the ultimate test. Remus doldento think about
it, but it is -- it really is -- their last huzzah.

HuzzahRemus mouths to himself.

"We should," Sirius says.

"I know," James agrees.

"Savor the moment," Peter whispers.

"We ought to have music," Sirius points out. "Moony -eeord. Something -- dramatic."

"No, no," James says, "no, we must have silence." He lickphisThis, men, is the day we have prepared for sire@dhy
beginning. We are on the verge of greatness."

"Even though no one can ever know," Sirius adds.
"Even though no one caverknow," James repeats.

"Well, maybe we can hide it. Make another map. Buried map teea®ualy the worthy shall pass, et cetera et cetera,” Sirius msirmu
as an afterthought. "That ought to be fun, too. | meanydaheisn't even over. We still have time to--"

"The suspense is driving me mad," Remus says dryly. "Musimusic, Sirius is bouncing and Peter is twitching Jenties looks
like he's about to have an aneurysntao we-"

"Shh," James says, clapping a hand over Remus' mouth.dMéauining the moment for everybody."

All eyes turn once more to the map on the table in frottierh. It is the sixth map; the first was to test the mechmanie second to
improve the mechanism, the third to refine the mechanisnfigtinéh to develop the map itself, the fifth to add alsgible players. It
is the sixth map, and it has a little something extit Mischief, perhaps. Passwords. A sense of humoadtotes and plans and
secret passageways, favorite foods and four distinct pditsen According to James, it enjoys insulting Remusers@sond only to
insulting Snape's. It is, Remus must admit, the perfedisgen (if not a bit moody). All they have left to dalecide on a password,
the key, the finalization. But greatness is so close Remusmastdeel it.

Or perhaps that's Peter, twitching.

But even more omnipresent than the rhythm of Siriuglifig thigh is the knowledge that they are bound to eadr @trcreation.
Without even one of the four of them, maps and animatjlegacies disappear. It's the four of them, Remus thim&gpur of them
together. It is at once a delight and a sobering tholtghta wonderful thing to be a part of something dairpan oneself, and a
terrible thing to be inadequate in the face of it.

"You heard what Prongs said. Enjoy the moment," SiriuseBigh Remus' ear. "Stop thinking deep thoughts."

"Well now | can't,” Remus replies. "You've spat on them."

James brings a finger to his lips and whispginibh.They draw in a deep breath all at once.

James taps the parchment with his wand.

"l do solemnly swear," he breathes, a tremble on his lipat 'tam up to no good."

The map unfurls.
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"Oh, beautiful," Sirius murmurs.

"Oh, yes! James breathes.

Remus has to admit, it is pretty spectacular. He feels ljkewd father, absolutely insane and somewhat giddy ioether of
himself. There's a little glow of golden light before theand painstakingly drawn footprints wind their separatesvekyvn two-
dimensional corridors, a microcosm of reality. James' nletisuscrollwork spells out the names.

"We're brilliant," Sirius says.

"I did that," Peter points, delighted. "And that, as wetlu Yot were too big."

"We arebrilliant," Sirius says again.

"All right, men," James says. He steels himself. "Here in thegmeathousand-nine-hundred-seventy-six of our larsho domini, we
are witness to the very first -- the very first --"

"All purpose tool and guide to ultimate mischief,” Remugspdies.
"Right," Sirius agrees. "The Marauder's Map."

"Well," Remus says, into the faint glow and the dry in#d #re wrinkly fruit of over a year's hard labor. "I'd s mischief
managed, eh?"
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