Part Four
Halloween, 1975

An old chocolate frog trading card.

*k%k

"D'you know," James says, tugging at the whitescaprouting from beneath his nostrils for the urapte
time, "it's a marvel old Dumbledore gets anythiogel with all the itching and the tangling and tlettigg
caught on things."

"Well, maybe he uses something other than spint gukeep his whiskers on," Sirius suggests. "Aysn,
know, he is Ageless and Wise. These may be obsthels learned to master. Hurry up, lad, we'regytorbe
late for our own party."

"Well, whatever. | am trying, you know. This isah --ah--" James sneezes emphatically. He sniffs, wipgs hi
nose on the elaborate sleeve of his costume, @add® it with disgust. "I think maybe I'm allergiognuhh.”

"Well, if it makes you feel better, you look tefgihandsome.” Sirius favors his best friend witlianing
smile, pulls down his immense hat and fluttersayislashes. "I've always had a thing for older men."

"Oh my, Minerva," James says, in a passable iroitadf Dumbledore's sparkling baritone, "I don't Wnibat

Page 1



that's appropriate intra-staff conversation." Siackles lecherously and slaps his bum, and then--

"On the contrary," says a faintly amused and mictker version from in front of them. "I encouradefarms
of flattery from my underlings."

Albus Dumbledore has an uncanny habit of appedonthe tail ends of the bawdiest conversations, or
manages to be standing just behind you the minutenyention his name. Behind the half-moons of lasses
his eyes are very blue. James attempts to scogaviigp from the floor and hopes against hopegtaatbther
McGonagall costume and not actually McGonagall Jigth arm in the headmaster's.

The stern cough and well-concealed flicker of armes@ signal the worst has, indeed, happened. "tibey
say," Professor McGonagall murmurs, "that imitai®the sincerest form of flattery."

James' eyes dart to Sirius. They've known each &@héong enough to communicate wordlessly, eyebro
twitches, lip quirks, a flash of teeth, a nervaus of the earlobe, a scratch to the side of the.nbs anyone
else they're just fidgety boys. To James and Sihieg have just had a lengthy conversation extenfdin
beyond their current dilemma.

James rubs underneath his nose, disturbing thergivhite whiskersbon't do anything stupid, Sirius.
Sirius scratches behind his edrhat could possibly make things worse than rightho

James presses his teeth to his lower lip, beaftinghiicklishly over his chestiust don't do anything stupid,
Sirius, and don't say anything stupid, either.

Sirius rearranges the spectacles on his nose, mudlggm into a more severe resting pl&arry, it's as good
as done already.

James toys with the hem of his -- Dumbledore'sbes:Bugger.

Sirius brushes his thumb against the corner ofrfuisth, back straightening to familiar, prim postukad how
much firewhiskey d'you think we should sneak fiarta

James wrinkles his nosBetter make it butterbeer.

A cough from the motionless pair in front of theamsnons their attention forward again. Sirius flitks
fingers through the front of his haBhowtime.

"Professor McGonagall!" he exclaims, bringing taball the warmth and suavity that his good bregdind
fortunate genetics have given him, and trying twig the little edge of panic in his voice. "Yowkn |
thought this night couldn't get any more beautidud then you stepped round that corner.” Theae is
explosive little noise from James.

Minerva McGonagall regards him impassively overtthyeof her spectacles, but the side of her mowitcles.
"Mr. Black. This is -- | hardly know what to say."
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"Say| do, Professor! | shall never give up until you acampt” Sirius cries. He has quite the nature for
dramatics, dropping onto one knee and sweepinbdttered black hat off his head. He's always beenl git
this, at wild theatricals and mad improvisationngjs that would be impertinent and stupid from areyelse
but that from him -- and he knows this, it isn&tjgonceit -- are charming and often mesmerizirgall to do
with confidence, he reminds himself. "You are thdyavoman who has ever managed to hold my complete
attention. | can't stop thinking about you, | caadit, | can't sleep, | do nothing but pine andl stear clothing--

"l was under the impression that | had never exaed yourpartial attention for more than a half an hour."
McGonagall raises her chin slightly, the cornehef severe mouth twitching more energetically tbeer.

"Oh, no," Sirius breathes, rapturously. On an iesahim, he grabs her hand. McGonagall shoots & glar
Dumbledore, who shrugs. Always innocence beneatlfidint smell of lemon. "Professor, if ever | sedistant
in your class, I'm probably dreaming of our futlife together: frolicking by the ocean in the sanéi§ahiti,
skiing hand-in-hand down the mighty Alps, feedinlpi@ble orphans in the slums of Bombay--"

"The resemblance is absolutely breathtaking," €aysbledore, and Sirius notices with a faint glowrafmph
that his shoulders are shaking. "Really, Minerta like watching you be propositioned by your cwm."

"Well, I'm hardly observing any kind of effort frogour evil doppelganger,” says McGonagall, who nreto
Sirius's delight -- has a pink blush staining thygstof her cheeks. "Really, it's like he doesrérevare.”

"My counterpart,” James sighs, most gravely, "Hesady used every poetic turn of phrase the boskida
offer! How can [, choking upon my own beard, hopeompete with his protestations of love undyingluihe
end of time?" Dumbledore makes a sound like choKiBgt!" James continues, "the war is not over,reifehe
battle is done!" Falling to his knees, praying toatever gods of mischief might actually give a Bumgh that
he doesn't trip over the troublesome beard, his t&y@is, myopic and wildly passionate, upon Dumined
chuckling face. The reaction is one of surprisecghtruly divine, from all witnesses. A crowd iatgering,
which only fuels each action, the next more ludisrthan the one before. "l am all confused, Heatimasit
is like looking into a mirror --"

"Loves to do that, you know," Sirius explains istage whisper. "Does it all the time. Like heavanhim,
heaven on earth--"

"-- and seeing for the first time the truth!" Janstssps his hands to his chest, nearly loses thaheitangle of
white hair, but manages to extricate them with fartgnity. "We had no other way than to put alt eggs in
one basket--"

"And aren't we handsome? What you said, aboutitfeerest form of flattery." Sirius bats his lashes.

"--and hope that our desperation would not go unadt"

Professor McGonagall bites back a snort of laugthtarthreatens to shatter her calm like the gteez a
creme brulee. Dumbledore's cheeks are rosy withregped amusement. "l was not aware," he murnhes, t

calmest poker face of them all despite the evesgaretwinkle in his eye, "that we taught play-agtin our
institution."
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"Oh no, Professors," James protests. "We are mestl
"We are so in earnest that it is vgrginful,” Sirius agrees.
"Painfully earnest,James confirms. "In fact we'd best have off frdlasses Monday to recover."

Sirius elbows him violently, eyes straight aheadn't push it James pokes out his tongue as discreetly as
possible.

The professors look at each other.

"How painful, exactly, would you classify your eastness?" Dumbledore inquires archly. "I ask metely
ascertain whether we should release you withouigesaor have you locked up for your own good.”

"Painful enough to merit euthanasia?" McGonagalitens, and the Headmaster treads serenely on ber fo
The onlookers cackle, and Sirius spares a momenistothem dead before barreling on.

"Oh, terribly painful,” he says, very sincerelyiké -- like having one's foot gnawed off by a fleplworm. But
of course, no physical pain, no description | carddjure could possibly compare to the, er, thegpani the
love that | know can never be--" He springs tofbet, still clutching McGonagall's hand, hopingtttiee
movement will catapult him into inspiration. "Fgrainful though it is, to beg the favor of a womamoacould
never deign to love me in return, 'tis better teehved and lost, er, and so on--" He fumblesnsges mouth,
closes it -- James is eyeing him in slowly growpamic,come on, Padfoot, do somethingand finally thinks
to hell with it

Sirius launches himself forward, and kisses hisdHs#faHouse full on the mouth.

McGonagall makes a strangled noise and flailsrat fiheir hats knock together. So do their specta@eius
decides after a panic-filled moment that his pa@nmhade perhaps too well, yanks himself back, amtg
ardently at her. She looks, he thinks with greatiaation, rather magnificent: bright red, helplesth
confusion and probably rage, and yet altogetheossession of her dignity. "I'm sorry, Professquisk --
couldn't hold back any longer! | love you! Andetrs me up inside!" Considering the Deed Doneysgrabs
James's wrist and flees down the hall, pursuedassrof laughter and a shriek of "Mister Bladk¥elve
million pointsfrom Gryffindor!" floating down the corridor aftéhem.

*k*k

"l heard you and Professor McGonagall shared a passdionate embrace."” Remus is wearing a towelANo.
sheet? And there are leaves in his hair. Or somgthi've heard all about your escapades -- thejirever the
school, you know; marriage proposals and histraied madcaps and the like -- that you launchedsgtfiat
her like a lamprey and near on sucked her face @fell, sucked her face off h&ace" Remus adjusts the
leaves curled against his ears. They're drooping.

"And you went down on one knee in front of Dumblexj@ames," Peter chimes in. His voice is mufflekid
another white sheet, draped lumpily over him, twelmles revealing Peter's blinking, awe-filled eyéow'd

Page 4



you do it? How'd youlo it?"
"Whydid you do it?" Remus revises. He's wearing san@al well, brown and strappy over his fidgetirgf.fe
"Elementary, my dear Moony," James replies. He shesohis moustache casually.

"You just love doing that, don't you." Sirius shakes head. "Dirty moustache-stroker. Don't getiusat.
Facial hair isn't a good look for you."

"He says that because it hides my lovely face,"e¥awhispers loudly.

"You're such an idiot. Anyway." Sirius turns hiseaition to Peter and Remus, who are regarding hitmav
mix of admiration and horror, respectively. "Of cge, there's a full and very reasonable explandtian
mostly does not involve me being drunk. Don't ladbkne like that! She's really a terribly attractiveman, you
know, for her age."

"I was so afraid | was going to have to do it tonilhledore, just to keep up,” James says. "Overaitigev
wanker."

"Well, it worked! We didn't get detention, did we?"
"No, we only got twelve million points!"

"That's ridiculous, we don't even have twelve millpoints. She's bluffing. To hide her love. Mooase you
meant to be cupid?”

"Don't be silly, he's a wood-nymph," James cutsimiling reasonably at Remus. "Aren't you?"

"Er," Remus says.

James frowns. "Guess you're not a wood-nymph, then?

"No."

"Or cupid?" Sirius asks, hopeful.

"No."

"l already guessed cupid," Peter explains. "But het cupid. He's not Zeus, either, and he's raotkat-man --
though | thought that one was a little farfetcheté¢gin with." Somewhere beneath his own sheegr et
chewing his lower lip. "And he isn't Julius Caeaad he isn't about to flash any of us, either,@otask."

"Of course he's not about to flash us." Sirius gritt'sMoony"

"To save you all the endless heartache,"” Remusbgedim--"
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"No, no, you absolutelgannottell,” Sirius insists. "l won't allow it."

"It's obviously hopeless." Remus folds scarred ayues his chest. One scar runs the length of mesafon from
elbow to pinky; three short horizontal lines, atdff his wrist. "I should have just gone with Ghdgtmber
Two."

"Uhm, hold on, what was that bloke's name?"

"Come on." James nudges Sirius with his elbow.th@re won't be anything left at the feast. Aivdasn't the
one delayed by endangering McGonagall's reputdtion.

"This doesn't mean | give up!" Sirius grabs Remyshle hand and Peter by the ghost flap. "I'm gtikssing!"

"Hm," Remus mutters.

*kk

"I've got it!" Sirius says around a mouthful of taxbeer. Remus ducks just in time. "Me last wegdrdfran
out of towels!"

"No," Remus says.

"Good one, though," Peter encourages. "Don't govaaw.”

*k%k

"No, really, Moony thistime, I've got it." Sirius blows a bubble the safénis head and green like the back of a
luna moth. When it pops and sticks all over higlygzerched glasses he manages, "That bloke wido sai
Eureka!"

"That was Euclid." Sirius gets the feeling the ordgson Remus hasn't throttled him is all the cladeas
placating him. "Euclid did not wear a toga."

"Bugger,"” Sirius says.

*kk

"Me when I'm drunk? I've done some pretty arse--"

"NO_”

*kk
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"I could swear | was like that one time when I--"

"NO."

*k%k

“I'm not giving up." Sirius tries to look nonchatamhile glancing eagerly out the window. James&ranging
his beard somewhere and Peter has gone off tckénsihe bathroom and it's almost time to headwthe
Shack for the night -- a yearly ritual, and therefbloly. Already the clouds are the spectral Hakolave color,
yellow and gray and silver and shifting across dess into darkness.

"Of course not, no." Remus reaches up to settléeehiges more neatly behind his ears.

"It's on the tip of my tongue,” Sirius insists.

"So's some of that gum from earlier." Remus motwitk his thumb and Sirius sucks it off hurriedly.

"Just so long as you don't tell me."

"You have until morning.”" Remus smiles the grimlenaf a much-beleaguered entity.

"Bugger,"” Sirius says.

**%x
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*kk

The Shrieking Shack is always cold, but on thigifriOctober night Peter, wrapped only in a blarset the
sheet from his costume, feels somehow warmed,tanohily partly to do with the enormous quantités
sweets and butterbeer that the four of them hamswued. He's had a good day, and he's gratefaéto for it.
Stuffed with chocolate and various permutationsgbg it is hard to muster up the requisite All B8oDay
chill, but they are doing their best, and Petertwam help them in thanks for their friendship.

*kk

"Ooh, I've got a good one!"

"Is it the one about the nearly-headless ghostumzthat onsn't good Wormtail."
"Shut up. This is a good one. It's about--"

"Don't tell us what it's about! Just tell us thergt"

"Righto. So once upon a--a dark and stormy nighis-ittle kid named, er, Mark. His Mum says to hiMark,
go down to the butchers' and get us a shrakeisfbveur, um, our liver, that we're having for pap tonight."

"Eww, shrake's liver? What kind of a mothgthis woman?"

"l like shrake's liver."

"Yes, well, you are a Dark, Inhuman Creature. Whows what-all you like?"

"You know, | do find myself developing a strangawing for human flesh."”

"Shut up and listen to the story! You two have espect. Honestl\ganines'

"So0--so down she goes. He goes. He goes to thadngcand there's the liver. Oh wait, his mumlg given
him seven sickles, | forgot that bit. So he goesug he says, 'How much is the shrake's liver?'thadutcher
says 'lt's seven sickles, but we've also got aetpumpkin pastries on sale for seven sicklesls'w

"Why is the butcher selling pumpkin pastries?"

"His wife makes them. Anyway so Mark goes, well rigiht! Because he loves pastries. So he buys thigm
the money, and he starts home. Then just as @ he remembers that his mum asked him forea!li

"He knewthat though, right? | mean, he was jaskingabout the price of shrake's liver, presumably rienk
he was supposed to buy shrake's liver."

"He was forgetful, Sirius, do shut up."
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"Yeah, shut up. Anyway, luckily at this point hespas an undertaker's. And--um--outside the undatsak
there's an open coffin with an old witch inside."

"Eurgh!"

"In the sun and everything?"

"Is it kind of like a pub sign? Corpses Within, lstpf thing?"
"No! No, it's just, um, a sample.”

"A sample? A sampleorpse&”

"It's a Muggle undertaker! | don't know. Anywayfjtisen Mark has a brilliant idea. So he gets ositvwand
and he cuts out the old lady's liver."

"Ewww"
"Wormtail, this is a vile story."
"But exciting! ...In a cannibal kind of way. Stop king at me like that!"

"Anyway, um, he cuts out the liver and takes it lkpand his mum fries it up for dinner. And it's thest
delicious thing they've ever eaten."

"And yet they don't suspect it's not shrake's ®er

"He knowsit's not shrake's liver, idiot, he just stole it."

"But you said he's forgetful!”

"You lot are the worst audience in the world. Tleay it up and then the sun sets."”

"Because they ate the liver?"

"No! Because it'sight timeé The sun goes down and Mark and his mum go to Aed.then they wake up. He
wakes up. And he hears this thumping. Thump, thumpnp. Oh no wait! No he doesn't. He hears a voice
from outside, and it says: 'Mark. Maaaaaaark! lutside! | want my liver baaaaaack!"

"It's atalking shraké#’

"Sirius, you are not allowed to talk anymore."

"Please, you two--"

"--So! So Mark is terrified, obviously, so he rusnsd hides in the closet, yelling for his Mum, there's no
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answer. So he's hiding there in the darka's breathing like that?!

"Moo ha ha ha ha ha ha

"Fuck off, Sirius! You aren't funny at all. Anywap as he's hiding there and he hears a creeeegdkeamthe
same voice says 'Mark, Maaaaark! I'm inside! | waptliver baaaack!" He totally freezes. Not eveeabhing.

Not moving at all. And then, now's when he heatsinip. Thump. Thump.

"And the voice goes 'Mark, Maaaark! | can see yauant my liver back! And the door to the cupbomrflung
open!

"Sweet Jesus augh'

"What?What?!James??"

"l could swear | just felt something--claws--"
"Moo ha ha ha ha ha ha

"Sod off, Sirius! God. | almost had a coronary.”
"What's outside the cupboard?”

"Well, no one knowsbut when the neighbors came in the next day, fikeyd the bodies of Mark and his mum,
and they both had thestomachs and livers torn out.

"Oooh."

“Lovely.”

"That's a nice one, Wormtail."

"But so wait, actually welo know what it was, right? | mean, it was the oldyld
"Black, you are determined to ruin everything!"

"I think he should be beaten."

"Too right he should. Pillow, Mr. Prongs?"

"Thank you very much, Mr. Wormtail."

"No, no! Not the costume! My stockings'll get rinsoooh nooooe"

"Moo ha ha ha ha ha

*kk
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On the white folds of fabric tugging across Renfys'the book rests, a permanent fixture of his Tifee title is
worn away with age and time and the binding crackiEdhas his right pointer finger stuck into thatee to
keep the page. Just below where his thumb restaibiieed away lettering is just legibRoe.It is one of
Remus' irrational life long dreams to read Poeisdirends while they are actually paying attention

*kk

" Argh, get off, you've beaten me, all right? YounwOw. All right, Remus. S'your turn.”

"D'you have one of those Muggle stories again?"

"Those aren't scary 't all, Muggle stories are nagescary as Wizarding ones."

"l don'thaveto read it, you know."

"Well, you know, | was only saying."

"Go on, Moony, read it."

"Only if you're sure it won'boreyou."

"C'mon, Remus, you know what | meant.”

"Well. All right. The Telltale Heartby Edgar Alan Poe."

"Didn't he write that Raven poem? Nevermore, ahtl al

"Shh."

"Right, sorry."

"True! -- nervous -- very, very dreadfully nervdusad been and am; but why will you say that | aadfThe
disease had sharpened my senses -- not destroyetidulled them. Above all was the sense of hgaaute. |
heard all things in the heaven and in the eaitteard many things in hell. How, then, am | mad?rki&a@ and
observe how healthily -- how calmly | can tell yitlne whole story."

"Doesn't sound calm to me."

"Put a sock in it, Sirius."

"Sock. In. Put. Go on, Moony."

"It is impossible to say how first the idea enteneglbrain; but once conceived, it haunted me dalyraght.
Object there was none. Passion there was noneed lihe old man. He had never wronged me. He hael ne
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given me insult. For his gold | had no desire.imkht was his eye! yes, it was this! He had the efa vulture -
- a pale blue eye, with a film over it. Whenevefelt upon me, my blood ran cold; and so by degreesry
gradually -- | made up my mind to take the lifetloé old man, and thus rid myself of the eye foréver

"Sounds like that -- right, you remember, don't y&yangs -- that Moody fello--mmph.”
"Handy sock."

"Now this is the point. You fancy me mad. Madmewwmothing. But you should have seen me. You should
have seen how wisely | proceeded -- with what cauti with what foresight -- with what dissimulatid went
to work! | was never kinder to the old man thaninigithe whole week before | killed him. And eveight,
about midnight, I turned the latch of his door ape&ned it -- oh so gently! And then, when | had enad
opening sufficient for my head, | put in a darktémn, all closed, closed, that no light shone ant] then |
thrust in my head. Oh, you would have laughed &hs®v cunningly | thrust it in! I moved it slowly very,
very slowly, so that | might not disturb the oldmgasleep. It took me an hour to place my wholelveighin
the opening so far that | could see him as he jpnthis bed. Ha! would a madman have been so sifas?
And then, when my head was well in the room, | driie lantern cautiously -- oh, so cautiously utausly
(for the hinges creaked) -- | undid it just so mtitht a single thin ray fell upon the vulture efed this | did
for seven long nights -- every night just at midrig but | found the eye always closed; and seei$
impossible to do the work; for it was not the oldmwho vexed me, but his Evil Eye. And every magnin
when the day broke, | went boldly into the chambed spoke courageously to him, calling him by namee
hearty tone, and inquiring how he has passed titg.r6o you see he would have been a very profolthd
man, indeed, to suspect that every night, justalvie, | looked in upon him while he slept.”

"So what happened then?"

"Well he'stelling us, isn't he, Peter?"

"He's telling us about a mad stalker is what redlsg us."
"What he'drying to tell us."

"Upon the eighth night | was more than usually waug in opening the door. A watch's minute hand @sov
more quickly than did mine. Never before that nigadl | felt the extent of my own powers -- of mgaaity. |
could scarcely contain my feelings of triumph. ik that there | was, opening the door, littlelitye, and he
not even to dream of my secret deeds or thoughts."

"You know what that means. -- Ow! That hurt!"

"| fairly chuckled at the idea; and perhaps he ti@ae; for he moved on the bed suddenly, as iflsthriNow
you may think that | drew back -- but no. His rowms as black as pitch with the thick darkness,t{fer
shutters were close fastened, through fear of mshp@nd so | knew that he could not see the ogenfithe
door, and | kept pushing it on steadily, steadilyad my head in, and was about to open the lantdran my
thumb slipped upon the tin fastening, and the ddah Isprang up in bed, crying out -- 'Who's ther&epit quite
still and said nothing. For a whole hour | did natve a muscle, and in the meantime | did not hiarik
down. He was still sitting up in the bed listenirgjust as | have done, night after night, heaikgmo the
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death watches in the wall."

"What's a death watch in the wall?"
"Shh!"

"You're one to talk, Sirius."

"Well, it's interesting now."

"Presently | heard a slight groan, and | knew is e groan of mortal terror. It was not a groapaih or of
grief -- oh, no! -- it was the low stifled soundattarises from the bottom of the soul when oveigécmvith
awe. | knew the sound well. Many a night, just admght, when all the world slept, it has welledfupm my
own bosom, deepening, with its dreadful echo, ¢neots that distracted me."

"He's batty."
"You can sayhatagain.”

"I say | knew it well. | knew what the old man fedind pitied him, although | chuckled at hearnéw that he
had been lying awake ever since the first sligiserovhen he had turned in the bed. His fears kad kbver
since growing upon him. He had been trying to faifieym causeless, but could not. He had been s&ying
himself -- It is nothing but the wind in the chimn-- it is only a mouse crossing the floor," bisimerely a
cricket which has made a single chirp.™

"I know how that feels -- Ow! Stop throwing that!"

"Yes, he had been trying to comfort himself witbgh suppositions: but he had found all in vainiritain;
because Death, in approaching him had stalkedhistblack shadow before him, and enveloped thénmwict
And it was the mournful influence of the unperceighadow that caused him to feel --although hénaegaw
nor heard -- to feel the presence of my head witmenroom."

"Ooh."

"When | had waited a long time, very patiently,vaitit hearing him lie down, | resolved to open ttelit- a
very, very little crevice in the lantern. So | opént -- you cannot imagine how stealthily, stejth until, at
length a simple dim ray, like the thread of thadspj shot from out the crevice and fell full upbe wulture
eye. It was open -- wide, wide open -- and | grawiolus as | gazed upon it. | saw it with perfedtidictness --
all a dull blue, with a hideous veil over it thaiiled the very marrow in my bones; but | could se¢hing else
of the old man's face or person: for | had dire¢ckedray as if by instinct, precisely upon the dathapot. And
have | not told you that what you mistake for masdnis but over-acuteness of the sense? -- nowy, trsare
came to my ears a low, dull, quick sound, suchwatah makes when enveloped in cotton. | knewsband
well, too. It was the beating of the old man's hdamcreased my fury, as the beating of a driimwates the
soldier into courage."

"Definitely Mad Old Moody; this Poe fellow must'k@own him."
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"But even yet | refrained and kept still. | scaycketeathed. | held the lantern motionless. | thed steadily |
could maintain the ray upon the eve. Meantime #iksh tattoo of the heart increased. It grew garcknd
quicker, and louder and louder every instant. Tidentan's terror must have been extreme! It grewddopl
say, louder every moment! -- do you mark me wakve told you that | am nervous: so | am. And nbtha
dead hour of the night, amid the dreadful silerfcdat old house, so strange a noise as this ekoigeto
uncontrollable terror. Yet, for some minutes longesfrained and stood still. But the beating gitewder,
louder! | thought the heart must burst. And nowea mnxiety seized me -- the sound would be hear by
neighbour! The old man's hour had come! With a Igeltl | threw open the lantern and leaped intortiem.
He shrieked once -- once only. In an instant | geaphim to the floor, and pulled the heavy bed dwer. |
then smiled gaily, to find the deed so far dond, Bar many minutes, the heart beat on with a nedffound.
This, however, did not vex me; it would not be lietlarough the wall. At length it ceased. The olchmaas
dead. | removed the bed and examined the corpse héaevas stone, stone dead. | placed my handthpon
heart and held it there many minutes. There wasuhgation. He was stone dead. His eye would troof@eno
more."

"Couldn't do that to Moody though, could you."

"If still you think me mad, you will think so notger when | describe the wise precautions | tookife
concealment of the body. The night waned, and keahastily, but in silence. First of all | dismeenéd the
corpse. | cut off the head and the arms and tree ldgen took up three planks from the flooringlo#
chamber, and deposited all between the scantlirigen replaced the boards so cleverly, so cunpjrigat no
human eye -- not even his -- could have detectgdrang wrong. There was nothing to wash out -stein of
any kind -- no blood-spot whatever. | had beernviaoy for that. A tub had caught all -- ha! ha! WHérad
made an end of these labors, it was four o'closkit-dark as midnight. As the bell sounded therhaeohere
came a knocking at the street door. | went dowoptn it with a light heart, -- for what had | nosvfear?
There entered three men, who introduced themselitsperfect suavity, as officers of the policesriek
had been heard by a neighbour during the nighgisies of foul play had been aroused; informatiaal lheen
lodged at the police office, and they (the offi¢drad been deputed to search the premises. | smiltat what
had | to fear? | bade the gentlemen welcome. ThelsH said, was my own in a dream. The old man, |
mentioned, was absent in the country. | took mitasis all over the house. | bade them search +cheaell. |
led them, at length, to his chamber. | showed themtreasures, secure, undisturbed. In the entmsi my
confidence, | brought chairs into the room, andrédghem here to rest from their fatigues, whitaylself, in
the wild audacity of my perfect triumph, placed own seat upon the very spot beneath which repdeed t
corpse of the victim.

"The officers were satisfied. My manner had congththem. | was singularly at ease. They sat, argWwh
answered cheerily, they chatted of familiar thirst, ere long, | felt myself getting pale and vadithem
gone. My head ached, and | fancied a ringing ineamg: but still they sat and still chatted. Theging became
more distinct: -- It continued and became morarntist| talked more freely to get rid of the fegjirbut it
continued and gained definiteness -- until, at flepgfound that the noise was not within my e&is.doubt |
now grew very pale; -- but | talked more fluentiynd with a heightened voice. Yet the sound incetasand
what could | do? It was a low, dull, quick soundanach such a sound as a watch makes when envealoped
cotton. | gasped for breath -- and yet the offid¢erard it not. | talked more quickly -- more vehehe but the
noise steadily increased. | arose and argued afifbess, in a high key and with violent gesticutais; but the
noise steadily increased. Why would they not bee@drpaced the floor to and fro with heavy stricesif
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excited to fury by the observations of the menut-the noise steadily increased. Oh God! what codtaf? |
foamed -- | raved -- | swore! | swung the chair mpchich | had been sitting, and grated it upontibards, but
the noise arose over all and continually increakegtew louder -- louder -- louder! And still timeen chatted
pleasantly, and smiled. Was it possible they heat@ Almighty God! -- no, no! They heard! -- thayspected!
-- they knew! -- they were making a mockery of noyriar! -- this | thought, and this | think. But a&hing was
better than this agony! Anything was more tolerdabén this derision! | could bear those hypocrltarailes no
longer! | felt that | must scream or die! and nevagain! -- hark! louder! louder! louder! louder!

"Villains!" | shrieked, 'dissemble no more! | adrtiie deed! -- tear up the planks! here, heretis the beating
of his hideous heart!"

"WOW. n
"Yeah."
"Better than the Raven poem."

"Oh, yes."

*kk

Sirius shivers happily and sprawls his legs casjempart, heedless of the skirt. This has goetbib favorite
holiday that doesn't involve mistletoe. He and Jatmeve had a good run today, and if there's a wépish it
off with a bang, he's going to make sure it happ&hsere's a chill in the air, their little lanteraie flickering,
and the wind skims the wires of the piano. He hibsarms reflexively for warmth but grins widelgahing in
toward them so that the firelight glows menacinglyhe hollows of his face.

*kk

"All right, it's me now.Moo ha ha-"

"Stop that.”

"--Sorry."

"Oh, | suppose you can go, if you must."”

"You won't regret it. --So there's this gorgeous$ gight. And she lives with her parents in ohy,dadon't
know, let's say Surrey."

"Evans lives in Surrey!"
"I knowthat, idiot. So this girl, right, this lovely redad, she lives in Surrey with her parents and astyriittle

baby sister and her big black dog, who is her &edtfavorite companion and with whom she snuggtetou
sleep every night, cuddling against him in flimsghiwear and stroking his big old fuzzy head--"
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"Fuck you, Black."

"What? Don't get shirty, Potter, it's only a stdfyhat's the matter, are ydughtene®"
"No, butyoushould be--"

"Oho! Someone's not getting into the Halloweenigpir

"And someone else isn't getting irgnythingunless it's #@ruising-"

"Honestly, the pair of you. | want to hear the gt@irius?"

"Sorry."

"Thank you very much, Mr. Moony, it's nice to kntlmat someone around here still has some respettidor
lost art of storytelling. --Where was 1? Right, Hus girl, and her dog--"

"You saidthat bit, about twelve separate times--"

"--s0 this one evening her parents decide to gdavuhe night, okay, and so they leave this helpldeautiful
girl, sixteen years old, alone in the house withherible little baby sister. They figure it's aljht, because
she's got this bloody great dog around to protecfriom whatever, and so they just remind her & lall the
doors before she goes to sleep.

"So out they go, and the girl goes round the hooigeet all the doors and windows, and she locktak up,
except there's one in the cellar that won't shiig'sSnot too worried though, as it's in the cedlad all.”

"Why doesn't she just charm it shut?"

"Must you ask stupid questions? She's not alloweatbtmagic outside of school! She'prafect It could be
extremely damaging! The point is so she goes bpskaus, has a bit of supper, and changes intaigatie,
which is very short and terribly flattering, ancesturls up on the sofa to go to bed, her slendgefs lightly
caressing the dog in its favorite place right bemvthe ears--"

"Don't you everdaretalk about Evans like that!"

"James, will you please have some dignity? Puttthiag away, you'll have someone's eye out. Tim's about
Evans. It's a Folklore."

"Prongs, you're ruining his story!"

"You are, you know, James. But Sirius, | don't khjou can say something is 'a folklore," and youeha
admit you're being somewhat gratuitous.”

"For God's sake, Moony, is anyone going to let eliehis story?"
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"l haven't saidanythingd"

"And for that | am profoundly grateful, Wormtail. M&n the revolution comes, you will not be eateny Vigo
on?"

"Fine, don't let me stop you, you great canine @eryv

"Thankyou. All right. So she drifts off into a peacefiéep, right. And then about two hours later, shkes
up to hear something coming from the bathrodrip. Drip. Drip."

"I know whatthatis!"

"You're a sick man, Peter Pettigrew."

"l meant the tap!”

"Will you lot shutup? So she hears this noise, right. But it's dakalbout two on the morning, and she doesn't
want to get up, she's a bit frightened--anywayfghees, as our clever Peter has, that it's justalp leaking, as

it does, because this imaginary redheaded giigs good in Domestic Charms as she is in albtiesr

subjects. So she just kind of wants reassurancghessticks her hand over the side of the bedtthgredog,

and it gives her hand a nice, reassuring lick, beeat is a Good Dog."

"Padfoot, you are foul and disgusting."

"This isnot about mgJames Potter, how many times do | have to teiPydonestly, Moony, can we bulnym
in the floor?"

"No."
"Why can't you all be quiet? We'll never get to stgry like this!"

"The rat has a point. Whgan'tyou all be quiet? Except Moony, who has kindlyaafed from correcting my
grammar for at least thirty percent of this stong again, my gratitude is boundless."

"I've not said onsvord about your grammar."

"You said | was 'gratuitous.™

"That has nothing to do with grammar! Do you evenw what it means?"
"Shh!"

"Of course | do. Anyway! So. Reassured by her Ipg] she goes back to sleep. She dozes for a,\ahite
then suddenly she's awakened agaiip. Drip. Drip. And this time there's another noise: a sound lige/s on
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"She's a little bit more frightened now, so shedkirf sits up, but it's so dark in the house andsde scared
and groggy to get out of bed, so again she putbdmed down for reassurance. And the dog lickdlit, a
protective and sweet, and, comforted, she fall& bateep.

"Then suddenly she's awokagain This time the dripping is insistent and the clagvhoise is so loud it
sounds like it's inside her head. She's terrifnean. So she reaches out her hand, but the doghsretRightq
she thinks, I'll just go look at it, it's only aijpy tap."

"It's not a drippy tap, is it."

"Shh!"

"Shut up, Peter--"

"So she goes into the bathroom. It's too dark éoasg/thing. Trembling, she reaches for the lightl she
fumbles around and finally gets it on. The firghthshe sees is her dog, tied up inside the tougbaard,
scratching frantically at the dodkritch. Skrrriiitch”

"How is it scratching if it's tied up?"”

"Potter, | willkill you. It justis. Christ. So there's the dog, scratching and shingygand the girl starts to panic.
So she turns round. Slowly. And there, hanging ftbencurtain rod, is the mutilated body of heresist
dripping blood onto the flooDrip. Drip. Drip. And on the wall of the shower, written in bloatie sees:
Humans can lick too, my lovély

"Ugh."

"Phwoar brilliant! "

"Thanks, Pete."

"Bloody disgusting."”

"Nonce."

"You wouldthink so, Prongs, just because it's about Evatimgédicked--ugh, that's disgusting."

"Don't be such a nonce, Wormtail, and anyway, relrerit's not about Evans!"

"You know, Pads, at first | thought the dog wasnfdtle avatar in this story, but now I'm startitythink that
maybe you're the murderer.”

"I am not! Good God, Moony, what are you insinug®h

"You're just--also inordinately fond of licking pele. Youare, you know!"
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"Not helpless sixteen year old girls! -- Well, aaity. But not while pretending to be a dog! --Waealttually--"

"You know, in the version | know, the murdekes the dog. Skins it alive actually. That's the diiygp And
there isn't a sister.”

"Look, Prongs, it's a little thing I like to callristic License. If you don't like it, tell your owbloody story."
"Fine! Maybe | will."

"Go on, then."

*k%k

James toys with the end of his long white beardemmianaging to lounge in his heavy purple robesirigk
him the rickety bedframe creaks back and fortthetiowling Hallowe'en wind. He and Sirius detonated
seventeen dungbombs at breakfast alone, and thiofeaem -- an aptly unlucky number -- in Snagesks.
The last challenge of the evening is his story kefstuffed on Pumpkin Pie and too much candy to
contemplate, their lanterns snuff out and theiadre divide them.

*k%k

"Yeah, what've you got for us, James?"

"More beating hearts and Moody eyes and batty Rogip?"
"The Telltale Heart is aclassic Sirius."

"Pfshh--Ow!"

"You're just scoffing ‘cause you nearly wet downiyleg. | saw you."
"I did not!"

"You did too."

"You're just as nutty as Poe."

"It's aclassid"

"You know what's also a classit®e Clabbert's Paw’’
"Ooh."

"Once upon a time--"
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"No, that's not right. You can't start a ghosttweith 'Once upon a time.™
"All right then, once upon a stormy night, how'attfor you?"
"Much better."

"Once upon a stormy night for Sirius' sake, whéanaily was just setting down to dinner, there camaock
upon the door. 'Will you get it mother?' the oldmveho was head of the house by the way asked s \ii
get it," their only son said, light of their headglight of their home, et cetera. He opened th@ dnd there in
the doorway stood a weary, grizzled old soldier, wi¢h the rain and tired with all the traveling had been
doing what with being a soldier and all.”

"This isn't scary."

"Well notyetso just be quiet and let me tell the story."
"But you're telling it wrong."

"You've had your turn.”

"Fine, fine, ruin a perfectly good Clabbert's Pgw,ahead.”

"Sothe family invited the poor tired soldier in fonder and a few drinks afterwards. The soldier foasl of
his firewhiskey, just like you Sirius, ha, and aftiee third glass he warmed up a bit in eye argtony and on
the fourth drink took from his pocket something ppad up in a handkerchief. 'D'you see this?' hak saiding
it up in the candlelight. 'What is it?' asked tbha.sThe soldier unwrapped it and let fall to theléza grizzled
mangy old Clabbert's paw mangled from where itl@eh cut off many many years ago, though the blibod,
still lookedfresh The old woman gasped and the son was nat'rabyrfated because it was spiffing cool and
the old man couldn't help but see the glint oflasgerous nails and leaned in a bit closer, agifid to it by its
curling wicked fingers."

"Get on with it, the Clabbert's paw, ugly, bloodght."

"Sothe soldier told them that it wasn't just any @laft's paw but one that had been charmed once algmgto
give three people three wishes each. 'lt was tdliesature of fate,' the soldier said, 'to semah could
change his own without sending him down the patihetruction.' '‘But how do you know all this?' the
woman asked, having recovered valiantly. 'Becamselam,’ the soldier replied, 'l am the second petso
have had his three wishes.' 'And did it ruin yaigr, sir?' the old man asked. 'l will tell you haetlg,’ the soldier
replied, 'that I wish | had never laid eyes upadas tigly, bloody Clabbert's paw.™

"There it is, ugly and bloody agai-- Ow!"
"Sobefore the soldier left late that night he saith® old man, "Thank you for your hospitality, gead | saw

the way you were drawn to the paw over the tableelans, despite your kindness, | must give thidrt's
paw, along with its last three wishes, to you.' dlteman was surprised and nervous but secretiglded;
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three whole wishes could help his little hut ansifailing broomstick business and he wouldn't adly to his
fate like the other two. Besides, he told himgéi, soldier was still alive, wasn't he? And he kabkt as a
Frisbee and all that. However he decided to askHesand his son what they thought about usingattsé.
'We could use it for something very small,’ the soggested, 'just enough to clear us of our debtddm't be
too much to ask for, and wouldn't we all be hagmn®' The old man was delighted with his son'secleass--"

"--what was he doing living with his parents s@h, a fine strapping young lad like that?"

"--delighted with his son's cleverness and so besglactly as his son suggested. 'l wish for threwelhed
galleons to clear us of our debts," he told théokiat's paw. But nothing happened.”

"Talking to a Clabbert's paw'll do that to a man."

"The next morning there was still no money. Thermlh shrugged, and wondered if perhaps the oldesold
had been mistaken in how many people had usedathédpfore him. He put the paw in his bedside draamer
went down to breakfast.”

"What was he having?"
"Porridge."
"Disgusting. Should've wished for some eggs anahic

"Later that day some grave looking wizards in datkes showed up at the house. The old woman Iet thea
sinking feeling deep in her stomach. 'It's your,'sthre grave wizards said. 'There's been an adcidénclaim
no responsibility, but please accept this small séithree hundred galleons and our condolencesdp khe
matter quiet.™

"Oh-ho, now that's uncanny."

"Sothe old man and the old woman went into a longoplenf mourning, spending all the money on a grand
funeral for their son which is really ridiculousrite because he's dead anyway, isn't he, what gotdes a
shiny coffin for if they're putting it in the grod"

"Now you're talking sense, Prongs."

"The days passed into weeks and the weeks intohm@st weeks do and one night, after crying for siapon
her pillow, the old woman sat up straight in bétlisband,’ she said, 'Husband, | have an idea!s&fadbled
through the bedside drawer and pulled out the @glstpaw, which was uglier and fouler and morestsd
than ever. 'l wish for our son back,' she samjsh for our son to come back to us!" The old mas Worrified.
He knew immediately that, in her grief, his wifedh@een very non-specific and thought instantlyhefrtson --
rotted and falling to pieces and with bits of shaoffin hanging off him too -- walking up the lanad
smashing the door in. Still, for a time, nothingppaned and they could hear nothing in the darkinesthe
sound of their own breathing. Just as the old mas fimally relaxing the wind shifted and the clowds over
the moon and, as an owl began to hoot in a tregdmutheir window just like crying, they heardtite sound of
footsteps scraping down the road, lifted high m shillness of the night. The old woman leapedadited and
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ran towards the door, struggling with the locks #relbolt. The old man could do nothing but sibis bed and
clutch at his covers and shudder and he saw jushewindow a disfigured shape stumbling downrtiea,
falling, reaching out, stumbling, grasping with pdmgers and getting closer and closer and clbser.

"And closer and closer and closer."

"Sothe old woman screamed from downstairs 'Husbaglg, he with the bolt! | can hardly reach it!" bbéet
old man couldn't move, the Clabbert's paw clasjggdly in his hands. What was he to do? The rotteaster
that was his son was about to be let in and his wids downstairs lifting the bolt with all her migind there
he was helpless in his bed, rigid with terror anas, until he realizedhe paw had one more wish left.
Holding the paw high above his head he cried butish my son were back in the grave!' just asdiiewoman
threw up the bolt and pulled open the door and--"

"And?"

"And?'

"--and there was nothing outside but the fallirgyvies rattling at the door."

**%
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*k%

Sirius lies totally still, staring sightlessly intlke dark, shadowy peak of the Shack's ceilingckiet move. It's
not an issue of comfort, it's an issue of Thingd Hre Waiting in all the hidden corners, horriblgking dead
Things that are just drooling for him to exposeatfor a finger so that they can strip the flesimfihis bones
and--

Thump.

Sirius sits bolt upright, clutching his sheet. Wiad whistles eerily through the cracks in the weodvall. It's
never been this dark ever, anywhere, in the hisibtiie world, Sirius thinks.

Thump.

"Prongs!" hisses Sirius as quietly as possibldhijadpa thumb into the hulk of cloth that he hopesh-my God,
oh my God- is still James. "Oi, Prongs! Proooongs. Are potake?"

James lets out a phenomenal snort and flops ostoduk, breathing noisily through his nose likeeatt rattle.
Snoring, at a time like this. Completely obliviaesDoom, which even nothumpscloser. Sirius curses and
crawls back into his defensive position, gnawingwdsively on his thumbnail. James sleeps likedbad 6h
my God oh my Gqgdthere'll be no waking him at this particularggaOn other occasions, Sirius has tried
everything, up to and including judicious applicatof saliva, but it's no use when James is sndileghat.
Thump.

"Christ!" Sirius launches himself frantically asHast hope, which is Remus, huddled comfortabéjresy the
far wall. "Moony! Moony! You awake? Moony?"

"nghf," says the bundle, muffledly. "Go 'way."

"No," says Sirius. "Something is Thumping. Wake Mpony. Moony Moony Moony."

Thump.

Remus groans low and long and rolls over ontoilis. $1is face comes out of the carnivorous shadotesa
brief slant of moonlight. Sirius is relieved to $gemus’' nose, mouth, cheekbones and chin arellah sact.
Nothing has eaten him. Nothing has eaten y@inRemus rubs blearily at his eyes. "S'the mattee?dsks.

"Time is it?"

"l don't know." Sirius grasps him by the shouldétssten, Moony, you've got to just -- shh! Be quie and
listen."

"But what's going--" Sirius clamps his hand ovenfRe' mouth.
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"Wait for it," he mouths.

The silence stretches infuriatingly across the rodsitaunting him, Sirius knows, teasing him,lpnging the
agony of just waiting for it. Clouds shift over theoon. The sound of the Shack creaking back ard &or
unstable foundations is less frightening than tlemese it obscures, the silence buried deepersiteace which
is more unbearable the more it lasts. Sirius cam his own heart pounding, and the steadier beReaius'’
heart against his forearm, just speeding up fragrstbth of slumber.

Thump.

Sirius nearly jumps, the floorboards shaking beméan. "There,” he hisses. "Did you hear it? Iksser now.
Moony, it's getting closer.” He almost expects Renaulaugh at him, but instead Remus' eyes turn ked
narrow, pupils dilated. He looks wild and uncertanmd on edge, predatory, or instinctive. This lste-at-night
Moony with his senses still blurred, his intuitistill confused. This is a scenting-the-air Moonjyoareminds
Sirius it isn't always a boy he's friends with,unétingly proper and often too reasonable to dglang at all
with. This is a sharp-faced Moony, the color of éy&s more gold than brown and the hard line o€heek
and his jaw pressed forward, scythe-pale in theNifig Hour.

"I hear it," Remus says.

Thump.

It's somewhere near Sirius' left leg now, as khibws the way to win is to divide and conquer.dgtsng to
come around from behind, Sirius realizes, andjdlag to slip between Remus' leg and his own lafjits
going to get them both before they can warn onéh@noOutside a wolf howls. Remus' nose twitches.
Thump.

"I'm not frightened," Sirius insists, out loud, geirough. "Are you?"

Thump.

"Remus, say something." It doesn't help to see Restaic in his element, the brittle cut of his jeahis ear,
against his neck. Sirius wonders if Remus is afedignything but the moon and decidespoobably not.

Thump.

"Is it the shrake's liver? Do shrake's livers th@hp

"l don't think so."

Thump.

"It can't be the Clabbert's Paw, that only hadehreople and the three wishes."

"Can't be."
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Thump.

"Remus. Remus, it's the Telltale Heart. yosir bloody Telltale Heaytsodo something!" Sirius clutches
Remus' shoulder, almost feeling the brush of somgthameless crawl up against his spine.

Thump.

It grabs the back of his robes with spindly fingeo$ a moment later. Sirius opens his mouth ideasyowl,
trying to leap free, but the hand is strong andifidirm, dragging him back to the floor. For a mom8irius
doesn't remember hearts don't have hands. "It'sigbthe groans. "Oh God, it's got me, with itggéns and --
waitaminute.”

"Thump,” Remus says.

Sirius considers this new development for preciselyen seconds, which is how long it takes fohkgrt to
start beating again, and then says with deadly cdlapin, you are about to learn the meaning diuntping.”

Remus cackles, slightly hysterically, and triesvtaggle away on his elbows, which is tragicallyfingent to
someone fleeing the mighty wrath of a Black. Siguabs him by the ankle, snarls, and launches tlimse
forward to belt Remus round the ear, making theleveback creak and shudder under them.

"Aghn,"” Remus says, "you nutter, you'll wake uprgoee!"

"Good, then they'll get to see you die," Siriusssay bite you!"

He does.

Remus makes a noise of indignation, struggles mgh senacks the heel of his hand into Sirius's chiéélbe a
glorious shining bruise by morning. With a greaave of his shoulders, Remus flips Sirius head beets and
straight into the rickety door. It bursts open,kiag on ancient hinges, and suddenly they're @ltnt onto the
landing. Sirius's knee smashes into the banisemu® yanks at Sirius's hair. Sirius yelps and fhipsself
away, and then he abruptly remembers that thegitate top of the stairs.

There is a little moment of dread. They glanceagheother; and then gravity, as it inevitably déaésks in.
Thump thump thump thump thump.

At the bottom of the stairs Remus groans at theyshaurst of pain in the back of his head. Sirgawled
heavy beneath him, lets out all the air in his kimgone longJngh For a full minute they lie where they fell,
taking inventory of each and every twisted musalé smashed joint and smarting bone, the littlepesaf
skin peeled off their shins, the cracks in theudkles, the splinters in their rears. Slowly tha&hcalms,
swaying back and forth with almost melodic rhythhg lullaby of an ancient spell.

"Am | as heavy as | feel?" Remus winces.
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"Heavier," Sirius says.
"Do you have a splinter in your--"

"A whomping great oneéight in my," Sirius says. He shifts, trying to pull lasm free from where Remus' chest
has it trapped, against the bottom step. "Unghgays again. "Unnngh.” Remus finds himself rolliregching
out a shaking arm to steady himself, splayed \adrtger Sirius, splayed vertical. The smell of wawd candy
and the faint tinge of somewhere-blood dances ttrdhe air.

"Erm," Sirius ventures after a time, having aséeéd that he still has most of his limbs, althosgime of them
are either numb or should be numb. "How do you kifgweu're paralyzed?"

"Well, for one thing, you can't move." Remus' voisénches away and miles off. Sirius forces hirhiel
breathe, pushing down the shaking in his diaphrag,tries to shift again, at which the whompingagr
splinter digs gleefully into the back of his thigh.

"Gnnaaa!" he says, with feeling, and twists to yahk. The draft that lifts and scatters the leageross the
rough floorboard nips at his ears, but over hinpdsaRemus, warm, still, a pressing-down that ik kttangely
heavy and strangely comfortable. He looks up abches Remus' eyes, and for no reason his stomasts tw
hotly and he has to blink and catch his breath.

"l think it's not a splinter, | think it's my waridhe says rather hoarsely, making his voice ag hgtpossible.
"Can you -- er. Off?"

Remus pauses to contemplate. "Can | off?" he naytéerif thinking aloud. "Think so," he decidesafiy,
rolling to one side and hitting the floor with aophof breath and anophof dust. His face disappears into a
cloud of shadow. Sirius can still hear him, breaghiaspy and low, and remember the rise and fdhaif
chests unevenly together.

"One inch to the left,” Sirius murmurs. His laughas half-hearted as the joke. There's little ugleabout
when a chap can hardly move himself below the atetigne tells himself. That's why there's no laughte
below the ache of pain and the other ache, intdegausive, nameless. He closes his fingers arbiswarand,
pain tracing the lines of his veins all the wayhignarm. "Broken anything?"

"Twisted my wrist, maybe."

"Let's have a look." Sirius drags himself forwaad]izzying moment of silence as he reorients hragtio new
angle. Remus has his arm clasped against his ctildying flat, profile still in sharp relief opale shadow
against darker shadow. His fingers dangle unevagdynst his elbow. He has the look of a woundethahi
something still and patient but ready to turn, veiltd snapping. Sirius reaches out, slow, slow tanches the
back of Remus' hand. The back of Remus' hand hagwgdo do with his wrist, starting to swell antll dut the
skin around the bone.

"I'm fine," Remus says. "I'm fine."

"Bollocks," Sirius says sharply. "Can you even myguar fingers?"
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Remus manages a little gasp of laughter. "Er. Thdreest, | don't really want to try. Maybe?"

Sirius hisses in sympathetic pain, catching hislolip between his teeth. He splays out his fingseoft against
the papery skin of Remus' wrist, the small bonesatland the delicate blue veins tracing out undeme
Remus feels the odd heat of his fingerprints, sgaagainst the bruise. "It's twisted. We shouldyget back--"

"No," Remus says softly. "Wait."

Sirius pauses. Against Remus' throbbing wrist bartbeats through his hand. Remus closes his dgesan
feel it, deep as the roots of trees uncoiling:daees stretching and knitting together, twining, thack and
ache of healing. Sirius stares at him, uncompreignd

"Werewolf thing," Remus says, trying to be easy, s voice cracks a little in pain. "We don't hhé -- we
don't break very easily. And we heal fast." The masffled crackle as the last small bone shunédfitato
place. Remus breathes out, shaky and unsteadyieaid his wrist, which is still angry red but higrdwollen
at all.

Sirius blinks and shifts.
"Er," Remus says. "Fixed?"

"Whoa," Sirius says. His eyes are on Remus witimge, warm intensity; the lines of their bodiestrtegether
like water. "I get it."

"What," Remus says, unnerved. "Get what?"

"You're Aristotle,” Sirius explains. Remus' moutbrks for a moment before Sirius starts laughing, émd
rumbling and infectious, which means Remus starighing too, and then he's gasping for breath angs$s
twitching like a beached fish, sobbing with laughtsd James and Peter appear at the top of ting stdbing
their eyes. With the sound of James yelling "Whathell are you two doing?" Remus, with Siriussadying
hand and gulps of laughter against him, is gladpfwe, that he isn't as good at pretending toesasiJames is.

K%k
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Remus was here.

Cowritten by -Ei-dorkorific andﬂ-ladyiaida.
Qdorkorific specializes irSirius; ﬂlad jaida specializes ilRemus
dorkorific. ladyjaida
& dorkorific_isMlle. Artiste ; aladyjaida is Mlle. Bits-n-bats.
The handwriting of Remus J. Lupin, Severus Snape andsJRotter is done bgh'-ladyiaida.

The handwriting of Sirius Black, Peter Pettigrew and Liyais is done b‘;Qdorkorific .
Don't worry; Peter won't be stupidifie@itust us on that one.

We would like to take a moment to tha&wind'inn for leaping down the stairs Witﬂ,lady'aida's bra on his head.
all characters herein are the intellectual property of j.k. r@wBoholastic and warner brothers.

http://www.livejournal.com/community/shoebox_project
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