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Full Summery :

Fear. Chaos. Panic has consumed the Wizarding World, and every day whispers of an attack are
heard. The riots and rallies of times passed are now common place, and the threat presented by
Reginald Ares has never seemed more real as he lurks in the shadows with his newly named "
Diciples of Change", seemingly waiting for the opportune moment to srike. But beyond this a
civil war is brewing, one that may be more disastrous than the war that everyone fears. The
public has taken it's stand against the Ministry. For the first time in years, the word " Renegade"
is being used.

But amidst all of this anarchy Albus Potter enters his fourth year of Hogwarts, where the castle
stands as the only comfort he has in a world where his father is now a pariah. But in between
strange, sadistic dreams that he can never seem to remember, and a new professor who seems to
have a vendetta against Slytherin House, Albus finds the safe haven of Hogwarts more hectic
than ever. And though he has his friends to depend on, the year is made all the more terrifying
when he learns that he's in more danger than he thought. Someone- for some reason- has a price
on his head. And someone's looking to collect, too.



Chapter 1: Vesnovitch

The waves crashed against the jagged rocks with tremendous force. The crackling of thunder was
nearly drowned out by the sound of the rain pounding against the water, the ominous moonlight
completing the picture of what was surely a foreboding place. In what was seemingly the middle
of nowhere, in the very center of the ocean in which a storm was raging, a small island sat. There
was a crack- not of thunder, but of something far more frightening. The sound of a wizard
arriving.

A man now stood on the very edge of the island. The jagged rocks sat below him, the fierce
winds blowing precariously, as if tempting him to go further. The man began walking through a
trail of gargantuan trees, so wide in berth that they prevented the rain from drenching him
anymore then he already was. He fought his way through the trees and bushes, pushing passed
every single obstacle that nature presented him with. He finally reached a cavern that looked as
though the entrance were sealed by solid rock. The man withdrew his wand, and at that very
moment a flash of lightning illuminated the island.

For a single second Reginald Ares could be seen, his gray and wispy hair dangling in front of his
face, some of it stuck to his cheeks from being sopping wet from the onslaught of rain. His cold
and gray eyes blinked furiously at the sight of the cavern entrance, as if he were unsure if this
were the correct one. After a moment he seemed to come to the conclusion that he was indeed at
the right spot. With his now withdrawn wand- the Dragonfang Wand, the one that was so
instrumental to his plans, he slashed the air. The cavern wall slid upwards at once revealing the
entrance.

He entered the cavern and flicked his wand once more. The cavern wall slid closed again,
blocking out the terrible sounds of the storm outside. A torch on the wall was lit simultaneously,
and the light revealed a dirty and narrow hall. He slid through it and entered a much larger, but
equally dirty room. His base of operations.

There were hooded figures scattered throughout the room, which was also illuminated by several
torches hanging from the walls. There were perhaps fifty people in the room, all of them
laughing or chatting as they were enjoying the dingy atmosphere. In the corner one of the men
was so comfortable that he had taken his dark cloak off, and could be seen dressed in common,
revealing clothes. With the sleeves of his shirt up an indiscernible scar could be seen on his
forearm. It looked something like a faded skull. The hooded figure next to him was laughing
merrily, a folded up newspaper in his hands.

Everyone turned to Ares as soon as he entered, though it was the man with the paper who spoke
to him first.



"Red! Red!" he shouted, his voice impish and absolutely giddy. "Did you see the Prophet? They
announced the new head Auror! Some nobody named Fischer! It's like they want to make it
easier for us!"

A few people near him laughed. Ares paid the comment no mind. He aimed his golden wand at
himself and in a single moment, his robes were crisp and his hair was no longer stuck to his face.
He was completely dry. His mustache was quivering however, and now that his face could be
seen, it was easy to tell that he was angry, or at least agitated. Something was not going his way.

"Did you Red?" the man repeated obsequiously. "And get this! That incompetent fool Weasley
only got two percent of the vote! Hah!"

This time the entire room laughed, all but Ares, whose expression remained quite serious. The
hooded figure with the newspaper meant to speak once more, but Ares cut him off.

"Not now Markson!" he barked, and his voice was so gruff and powerful that it put the thunder
outside to shame.

Markson fell silent at once, as did all who were laughing. Ares began moving through the center
of the room, and his henchmen- though they thought of themselves as followers- all backed up
against the walls silently. They knew better than to engage him in conversation when he was
furious.

Avres reached the end of the large room, and there was yet another concealed entrance here. With
another casual flick of his wand, the stone barrier had raised itself up, and he was descending
down poorly crafted stone cut stairs. The door behind him slid closed, concealing him entirely in
darkness. There were no torches on the walls.

He continued to follow the seemingly endless set of stairs all the way to the bottom, where he
reached a small chamber, completely circular and even grimier than what was directly above it.
The small chamber was not quite as boring as the empty room above it however. In the very
center there was a small stone pedestal, and on top of that, an enormous, thick, leather bound
book.

Ares approached the Foulest Book and stared down at it, his face expressionless. He opened it up
and began flipping through it randomly; the pages were so thick that they emitted dust when they
were turned. Right when he had reached the page that he wanted, his placed his golden wand in
the crease of the Book, where it sat nestled between the two sides of pages. He stepped back.

He then cleared his throat loudly and, in a tone that sounded odd coming from his gruff and deep
voice, began muttering strange incantations in almost a singing voice. None of the words were of
any recognizable language, though the last one seemed to be a name, as he bellowed it angrily.

"VESNOVITCH!"



Nothing happened. Ares remained motionless, the echo of his final word reverberating around
the room. It was just about to die out when something happened. The Book began to glow a faint
blue color, and suddenly, despite there being no wind in the room, the pages began blowing.
Ares watched, his expression still unreadable, as a ghostly figure emerged from the book.

The figure was entirely white and wispy, almost intangible. Only its upper half was protruding
from the glowing blue book, and once Ares adjusted his eyes to the intense light, he could make
out a man. The man had a very thin face and high cheek bones. His hair was long and curly, and
though it was as white as the rest of him, it showed hints of having been something like auburn
when he was alive. The man wore small circular spectacles, of which his beady little eyes sat
behind, eyeing Ares with contempt. Judging from the man's robes, which seemed to be made of
fur, it was easy to see that he was from somewhere cold.

"You rang?" the ghostly figure said in a thick, distinctive Russian accent. His voice sounded
irritated, as though he would not be where he was if given the choice.

"You lied to me Vesnovitch" Ares said menacingly.
Vesnovitch raised a ghostly eyebrow and continued to survey him. "Excuse me?" he asked.

Ares grabbed the Dragonfang Wand from off of the Book, and for a moment Vesnovitch
flickered. He did not fade however- it seemed as though the Foulest Book was capable of
supporting him alone now.

"You lied" Ares repeated through gritted teeth. He then raised the wand up high. "This wand
does not obey me. I get no power from it, no control-"

"Then it does not belong to you™ Vesnovitch said simply. "Earn it."

"It does belong to me!" Ares spat viciously. "l own it! It respects me! | can create them! It's just-

"The Wand is deceitful by design” Vesnovitch said coolly. "And it is, for the sake of the
conversation, an incomplete product.”

"So it's faulty then?" Ares said, his face going white.

"Not faulty, no™ Vesnovitch said. "Incomplete. | based its design off of the Deathstick. Not in
power of course, such power cannot be replicated. But the wand chooses the wizard, such a
statement is not a stable amongst wand makers for nothing."

"So it chooses its master differently than most wands™ Ares said. "'l know this. But the wand does
respect me. It just doesn't work properly in some cases."



"Then it doesn't respect you™ Vesnovitch said, his tone suggesting that he was relatively pleased
with the situation. "Either that, or it only respects you partially.”

"Partially?" Ares asked.

The ghostly image of VVesnovitch fell silent, apparently deep in thought. It raised its hand to its
chin and seemed to rub thin air.

"It is not unheard of for wands to take two masters."

"But this is no ordinary wand!" Ares spat angrily. "Everything I've learned about it indicates just
how unordinary it is! Surely, the regular rules do not apply-"

"You are still thinking of the wand's initial design” Vesnovitch said. "The design based off of the
Wand of Destiny. But whereas that wand seeks power- and only the most powerful can utilize it-

"But | am powerful™ Ares said gruffly, his teeth gritted. "This wand has never been held by one
like me, | can assure you. Every choice that | have made has been chosen for a singular reason,
I've taken every opportunity to possess more power, whether it is as a wizard or as a human
being! As a leader!"

Vesnovitch clicked his tongue impatiently, and then made a patronizing noise. For a second he
seemed like he was going to laugh, though he maintained his composure.

"The living" he said, and he sounded disgusted. "Oh how foolish they are... Perhaps when they
are dead, they will understand. Choosing power is insignificant when compared to the power of
choice. There is more to a wizard than raw talent.”

"Don't feed me that garbage!" Ares said angrily. "I did not summon you for a lecture on human
values! | summoned you for answers!"

"Then don't cut me off and accuse me of not knowing what I'm talking about” Vesnovitch said

icily, and Ares fell silent. "As | was saying, it is highly uncommon, though not impossible for a
wand to take two masters. Typically there would already be some connection between them, but
in this particular case, the Dragonfang Wand may be confused, and is thus splitting its powers."

"But no one else has had it!" Ares said. "I am the only one to use this wand!" he added, waving
the brilliantly golden wand in front of VVesnovitch's transparent face.

"If I may speak™ came a voice from behind Ares.

Ares turned around and squinted his eyes to see who was there. From the light radiating from the
Foulest Book he could make out a hooded figure, it was one of his servants. On closer inspection
he saw exactly who it was.



"What are you doing here Sebastian?" Ares asked his brother, his voice both curious and
frustrated. His question seemed more of a demand for answers than anything however.

"Merely listening” Sebastian Darvy said, his electric blue eyes flickering maliciously in the light
from the center of the room. He pulled his hood down and revealed his filthy mane of blonde
hair. "'l could not help but hear our dear deceased friend mentioning something of interest..."

"I sealed the door behind me™ Ares said darkly.

Darvy ignored this. "The wand having two owners is an interesting theory indeed. You recall, |
hope, the conversation that we had not too long ago? About a certain incident-"

"Not again!" Ares barked, rolling his eyes. Vesnovitch was now silent, picking at his intangible
fingernails and listening to the two brothers bicker. "For the last time Sebastian, | refuse to allow
you to blame your blunders on ancient magic! You were bested by a thirteen year old boy, deal
with it!

"You don't understand-" Darvy tried to rebuttal, but Ares heaved a tremendous sigh that cut him
off.

"You don't understand™ he said irritably. "Children sometimes perform incredible feats of magic
when in danger. What you described is nothing of interest. | would have hoped that you would
have dealt with it better, but that is irrelevant.”

"You weren't there!” Darvy said loudly, and he seemed to have taken his brother's words to heart.
"You didn't see him! His eyes glowing gold, speaking in strange tongues-"

"I'm not doing this with you now" Ares said, turning around on the spot, his cloak sweeping
across the ground and raising dust. Darvy stared at him angrily and looked for a moment as
though he wanted to say something, to continue the argument, but eventually decided against it.

" As | was saying" Ares said to Vesnovitch, who still wore his bored expression and seemed
more interested in the fingers that were not there then whatever it was Ares had to say. "l am the
only one in decades who has used the Dragonfang Wand. It was kept concealed for years. | am
the only one who could have possibly earned the wand's respect, and it shows. | can summon
these creatures, these...these..."

He seemed to be unsure as what to call them.
"Inferi?" Darvy spoke up, still behind his brother.

"Not Inferi” Vesnovitch said calmly. "They are not reanimated corpses. They are creatures who
are all but worthless, beings whose souls have left them but are still bound to this earth by their
insatiable desire for the Wand. For all intents and purposes, they are the barbaric predecessor to



what you wizards call Dementors. Only unlike those foul beasts, they obey a single master and
do not attack the soul, but rather the body."

"But they don't obey me!" Ares said. "I summon them, but I must destroy them immediately
afterwards!"

Vesnovitch merely heaved a sigh. "Then the Wand is split in two. You can summon these beasts,
though they obey another.”

"That is impossible™ Ares said forcefully, his teeth grinding against each other for maximum
effect.

"Well | don't know why you called me if you don't plan on listening to me" Vesnovitch said
dryly. "Honestly, disturbing me for no reason..."

"Fine!" Ares said. "Then away with you...for now."

Ares waved the Dragonfang Wand and the Book snapped itself shut. The blue light began to fade
and the image of VVesnovitch began to flicker.

"Do svidaniya" Vesnovitch said sarcastically, and eventually he disappeared completely. The
blue light faded entirely, leaving Ares alone in the dark chamber with his brother.

"What a waste" Darvy spoke up savagely the moment that VVesnovitch was completely gone. "All
of that work to get the damn book, and it doesn't even give us answers!"

"It gave us answers" Ares said, turning to him. "Just not the answers that we need. Vesnovitch is
under the delusion that | have been careless and allowed someone else to use the Wand; he does
not know how meticulous | am. I will have to discover its faults by myself, it seems."”

"How do you know he wasn't lying?" his brother asked him. "Ghosts are known to hide things,
and he's not very fond of us, is he?"

"He is an echo, not a ghost" Ares corrected him. "And he has no reason to lie. | doubt that the
dead concern themselves very much with the living; if they did he would understand why it is so
important that I uncover his wand's secrets. And what's more, so long as we have the Book we
are a constant nuisance. He understands the only way to be rid of me is to give me what |
want..."

There were several moments of silence after this, where Darvy seemed to teeter on the thought of
saying something. Only when Ares had turned back around did he speak.

"And you're sure?" Darvy asked hesitantly. "About-"

"I am positive™ Ares cut him off. "And that is the last we will speak of the matter, understood?"



Darvy's face turned a faint shade of pink, and he stepped backwards so as to the let the darkness
of the room conceal it, despite his brother not looking at him anyway.

"Don't talk to me like I'm some servant™ Darvy said darkly. "You may have the idiots above us
fooled into thinking that you're some dark wizard, but | know your real intentions, I know what
you really are!”

"You're right!" Ares said furiously, spinning around so fast that his cloak made a whirling sound.
"You're not a servant! Servants actually do their jobs correctly!"

Darvy threw up his arms in anger. "This again!" he said. "You got the Book didn't you?"

"Indeed | did, due to my own prodigious skill" Ares said. "You were tasked with bringing me the
Potter boy, and what did you do? Brought along some silly little girl with him! Then you were
supposed to keep an eye on the younger one, and you failed to do that as well! Perhaps I'll start
giving Fango your tasks! At least he is efficient!"

Darvy sneered. "Fango Wilde is a coward. He fled the battle at the Ministry when that scarred
Auror showed up, he fears vengeance. | stayed, | fought! And you wouldn't even have Fango
Wilde if not for me! Who turned him to our side? Me! Who concocted the Polyjuice Potion that
got them off of his tail! Me! You need my potioneer expertise-"

Ares gave a derisive laugh that quickly turned itself into a scowl. "You think too highly of
yourself. You were nothing when | found you Sebastian, nothing. Just a man with a knack for
mixing liquids. You'd be a bartender if | hadn't found you. If I hadn't saved you from the pathetic
and mundane redundancy that you called a life!"

Darvy looked as though he had been slapped in the face. He ran his hands through his blonde
hair and made an angry noise, though he seemed unable, or possibly unwilling, to say what he
wanted to say.

Ares' lips curled into a smile of satisfaction at his brother's silence. "Now leave me to my
thoughts™ he said, coldness etched into his gruff voice.

Darvy turned on the spot and began walking up the set of stone stairs, muttering incoherently the
entire way. Only when Ares heard the stone door seal itself once more did he turn and let his
mind wander. He stared down at the golden wand in his hand.

This wand was just another way that fate had robbed him. What with the muggle blood that
flowed through veins, making him an incomplete wizard. With the adopted parents who had
forbidden him to have an education, to let the extent of his powers flourish. And here this wand
was, a wand that, according to legend, would make him a leader. Would not just let him reach his
full potential, but would allow him to rule an army...would allow him to change the world that he
knew desperately needed change. And it wasn't even working properly.



He thought savagely of Potter, for it was Potter, after all, who had told him about the Wand in
the first place, though he of course had not known the potential repercussions. Potter, who had
been more of a mentor to him than anyone else. Potter, who had taught him and respected him,
Potter, who was blinded by the insufferable enigma that was morality, who refused to
acknowledge that sometimes the right thing to do was the hardest thing as well. Potter, who
would ultimately, and regretfully, have to die for his plans to come to fruition...

He continued to gaze at the Dragonfang Wand, and he felt the black fang that was a handle burn
within his fist as if tempting him to try again, just one more time. Yes, it knew that he was its
master. One more try, then.

He raised the Wand high above his head and began muttering strange incantations not unlike the
ones that he used on the Foulest Book. The seemingly nonsensical words rang out through the
chamber, and when he had finished, a blinding flash of light had forced him to close his eyes.

At first nothing happened, but then there was a sickening cracking noise. Ares stepped
backwards and looked down at his feet, where he saw that the ground had split. The crack in the
ground widened itself, all the while a terrible humming noise and fiery red light emitting from it.
A hand shot out of the crack.

Within seconds the creature had pulled itself out from the crack. Standing nearly seven feet tall,
the relatively short Ares had to stare up at it. It was like a giant skeleton, only with grayish paper
thin flesh hanging off of its bones, maggots crawling from the eyes of its skull. It was standing
almost lopsided, as if it were trying to stretch itself or become more comfortable. It carried a
putrid smell unmatched by any other odor, and it was flexing its long skeletal fingers curiously,
as if it had been too long since it used them. The crack in the ground sealed itself, and the red
light ceased.

Ares raised the Wand up high so that the disgusting creature could see it.
"Bow to me" he said forcefully.

The skeletal figure merely stared at him, unable to comprehend him.
"Bow" he repeated.

The creature snapped its jaw at him, and then made a thundering roar that sounded almost lion
like. It followed this was an icy screech; a battle cry. It raised its arms up high and lunged at
Ares, its eyes focused on the wand in his hand-

There was an explosion. Ares had struck the wand through the air with little to no effort, and the
blasting curse had been so powerful that the small chamber became full of dust. He cleared the
dust with another wave of his wand, and saw that all that lay on the floor next to him was a pile
of broken bones, a cracked, unmoving skull settled neatly at the top.



He kicked at the pile of bones angrily, and then put his wand back within his robes. Giving the
pile of rubble one final, disappointed glare, he turned and began walking up the stone stairs.



Chapter 2 : The Two Captains

Albus watched as Ares backed up against the tree in fear. The moonlight squeezed its way
through the cracks of the large trees, illuminating both the look of terror on his face and the
golden wand pointed at him.

"No- please don't" Ares stammered, and he actually slid down the tree, nearly curled up in fear.

Albus laughed cruelly. He lowered the wand slightly so that it was now perfectly aimed at the
cowardly man before him, the man at his mercy.

"Please no!"

Albus laughed even louder, but he had now grown tired of the man's begging. It was time to end
this. He gripped the Dragonfang Wand tightly.

"Avada kedavra!"

The jet of green light hit Ares square in the face. He toppled over like a ragdoll, his head
banging against the roots of the massive tree that he had been leaning against. Albus
approached him and looked down at his pitiful, weak face. He could see his reflection in his
victim's lifeless eyes. He had resumed laughing, and his own eyes were glowing golden, though
he knew that behind the light there was nothing there. He was hollow, he had no soul, and he
was-

A door opened. Albus shot up straight; he looked around frantically to make sure he was still in
his bed, and then looked over at the door. It was Lily.

"Mom says get up"” she said. "You need to eat breakfast now."

"Heard of knocking?" he answered her, ignoring what she had said completely. He wiped a bead
of sweat from his face. Why was he panting so heavily?

Lily tossed her long red hair out of her face, then knocked once on the already opened door,
despite the fact that she was already in the room.

"Better? Mom says get up."

And with that she turned around, leaving Albus to untangle himself from his blankets. He was
now trying to remember what he had been dreaming about. Had someone been laughing?
Everything was so blurry...

It took him more than fifteen minutes to get dressed, and though he collapsed back on his bed
and tried to nap, he was downstairs within the hour. Yawning and pulling at his t-shirt to cool
himself off, he entered the kitchen and saw that it wasn't empty. A small red headed figure had
his back to him and he was pouring himself a large glass of orange juice on the counter.



Hugo spun around when he saw him enter.
"Oh hey Al" he said with a bit of a stutter. "Sorry, I don't think I left you enough-"

"It's fine, there's plenty" Albus told him, pouring himself a glass. He realized at once that he had
miscalculated. There was barely half a cup.

"Sorry" Hugo repeated timidly.

"Don't worry about it" Albus said casually, taking a relatively small sip so as to savor it. He was
too distracted to care anyway. He was still trying to remember his dream, though he was having
a very hard time of it. He scratched at his chin, and then realized something. Hugo was in his
kitchen.

"What are you doing here?" he asked him.

"My dad dropped me off" Hugo said, taking a large gulp of his own glass and sitting down at the
kitchen table. "Then he left. He'll be back though. There's supposed to be a big meeting or
something..."

Albus frowned slightly. There hadn't been a single day this summer when there wasn't visitors.
Men and women of all sorts of colors and accents had been knocking on his door, asking to see
his father and eventually having a large conversation in the kitchen. Even on his birthday there
had been a relatively large meeting, and he hadn't been allowed downstairs for a great deal of the
afternoon.

He then realized something else. If Hugo had been dropped off, then surely-
"Albus!"

Rose's shriek echoed through the entire downstairs. Albus groaned as his cousin marched into the
room, her hair tied back into a ponytail and her face exasperated, as if she had been looking
everywhere for him.

"Albus-" she repeated again when she saw him leaning against the counter.
"I heard you" he said dryly.

"Good, | need to borrow Marauder" she demanded.

He raised his eyebrows at her. "Why?"

But she was not listening; she had already spotted her younger brother and had pried the glass of
orange juice from his fingers.

"Hey that's mine!" he argued.



"Hugo you have to learn to share!" she shot out pompously, and she took an enormous swig from
his glass, and then wiped her mouth. "You were saying?" she added, turning back to him.

"I asked why you need Marauder™ Albus said. "Don't you have an owl!?"
"Errol's real old and we think he's sick too. My dad doesn't want him flying long distances..."

"Long distances?" Albus asked, and Hugo was now looking back and forth between them, seeing
where things ended up. "How far? Who are you writing to?"

"None of your business"” she said sharply.
"It is my business! It's my owl! And you're writing to one of those two prats!"

"No I'm not!" she said, but he knew she was lying. And with good reason too. Albus loathed both
of the prats in question, a feeling of contempt that had only been exacerbated when one of them,
Charles Eckley, had begun dating his crush the previous year. Albus had something of a small
revenge however, as he had made Eckley feel like a fool on the Quidditch field in the final
match, though that had done nothing to end the enmity. Rose still knew how unwilling he would
be to have his owl deliver a letter to one of them.

"I'm not writing to either of them!" she said. "And it's not your owl either! It's your family's owl!
And I'm family!"

"Well you can't use him anyway" Albus said smugly. "Because he's out delivering a letter to
Morrison as we speak."

She threw up her hands furiously. "Albus! Why would you do that!"

He narrowed his eyes at her. "I didn't know that you were going to need him" he said. "How can
you fault me for that?"

Now Rose narrowed her eyes and placed her hands on her hips. "Fine!" she said. "Well tell me
when he gets back!"

And with that, she turned around promptly and left, still carrying Hugo's glass of orange juice
with her.

"She gets worse every year" Albus mumbled to himself, and he saw Hugo smile slightly. He then
realized that his cousin no longer had a glass of orange juice. He handed his own over to him.

"Thanks" Hugo said gratefully.

"Don't worry about it" he said, and he left the kitchen to meander through his home. He didn't get
very far however. No sooner had he entered the living room did he hear a loud thundering knock



on the door. Thinking that it was perhaps Hagrid, who had been visiting quite frequently this
summer, he opened the door at once.

It wasn't Hagrid. Instead, a tall and burly man with a large curved nose and sallow skin was
standing in the doorway. He had something of a sour look to him, what with his thick black
eyebrows raised up high and his dark eyes leering downwards, though Albus was used to this
appearance. He had, after all, met this man before.

"Hello Mr. Krum™ he said, and he opened the door wider so that the man could enter.

"Hello™ he replied in his thick Bulgarian accent, and he watched as Albus closed and locked the
door behind him. "Do you know vere your father is?" he added before Albus could do much else.

"I just know he's out™ Albus said. His father was always out for most of the day now."” You want
to wait here until he comes back? | think my Uncle Ron will be back soon too."

Mr. Krum frowned slightly, though whether this was at the idea of his father not being there of
Uncle Ron coming Albus wasn't sure. Every time that his uncle was in the same room as Mr.
Krum Albus noticed that the tension was palpable, and mostly created by his uncle, who stared
maliciously at him for a reason that Albus couldn't fathom.

"I vill vait | suppose™ he said. "If it's not too much trouble.”

Albus was right about to lead him into his kitchen when his mother came down the stairs holding
a large basket of laundry.

" Viktor!" she gasped when she saw Mr. Krum, and she placed the basket down and hugged him.
She quickly turned to Albus. "Have you eaten yet?"

"No..."

"Well you need to hurry up!" she said. "There's going to people coming over and we're going to
need the kitchen and the dining room! So hurry up! And wake James too!"

Albus groaned and began marching up the stairs. Once more, he would be forced to sit upstairs
while a meeting played out underneath him. What's more, this was sure to be a big one, as Mr.
Krum was there. Mr. Krum, as far as Albus knew, was a member of the Bulgarian Ministry of
Magic, or more accurately, the head of their Department for Magical Games and Sports.
Supposedly he had been something of a good Quidditch player in his youth. He was not entirely
sure how his family knew him, though he knew why he was stopping by. Ares.

Ever since his first day back from his third year, the people that had been popping in and out of

his home had talked of nothing but the man who had grievously injured his brother the previous
year. Joseph Devlin, a member of the Irish Ministry of Magic, stopped by every Saturday. lvona
Mazur, the Polish Minister or Magic herself, had stayed for dinner not too long ago. The



conversation was always deep and quiet, though the little that Albus heard was always about
Ares; where he was, what he was doing. To be fair, Albus didn't pay much attention to it. As far
as he was concerned, he knew everything that he needed to know already and all that he really
needed to know was how to stay out of trouble. He had yet to have a year at Hogwarts where he
wasn't in some form or danger.

The appearance of Mr. Krum was especially noted in this case because as far as Albus knew, Mr.
Krum was very busy in his own country, and anything that called him away from their must've
been important. Thus, Albus fully expected for no less than fifty people to arrive for this
particular meeting, including a few of his Hogwarts professors.

He reached James' bedroom door, and the sound of his mother and Mr. Krum quietly talking
downstairs was drowned out. James was blasting the WWN (Wizarding Wireless Network) so
loud that Albus was quite sure that the door was about to be blasted off of its hinges from the
vibrations. The sound of thundering drums and screeching guitars told him that he was banging
his head to his favorite band, Sound of a Thousand Thestrals.

Albus opened the door and saw that James was indeed banging his head to the music. His shirt
was off, revealing his muscular and toned Quidditch physique (including the long white scar
directly down the right side of his chest) and he was moving his fingers exceptionally fast, as
though mimicking the noises coming from his radio.

" James!" he yelled over the music, though now that the door was opened, he was sure that he
had never heard anything louder, and knew that his brother had not heard him. "James!" he
repeated. "Mom says-"

James flicked the radio off and the room turned quiet at once. "Heard of knocking?" he said.

Albus ignored him. "Mom says you need to eat your breakfast now" he said. "We've got people
coming over."

"That short blonde bloke?" James asked. "Devlin?"
Albus shrugged. "Maybe, | dunno. But there's going to be a lot, Mr. Krum's here."

James looked for a moment as though he was going to say something, and then flicked his radio
back on. The song was still playing, and Albus was forced to shut the door so as to avoid a
headache.

Muttering to himself, he made his way back downstairs and heard that the amount of voices had
more than doubled in the few seconds that he had conversed with James. He approached the
dining room and peeked into the kitchen. A tall, pale man with tinted glass that Albus did not
recognize was now there, sitting next to Mr. Krum. They were talking quietly. Across from
Krum was a short balding man, slightly rounder than most, which was wheezing and wiping at



his forehead with a handkerchief. Albus had never seen this man before either. Nor did he know
the woman who was arguing with him- who, Albus realized with a shock, was nearly as tall as
Hagrid.

She had handsome olive skin and beetle black eyes that were oddly reminiscent of the Hogwarts
gamekeeper as well, though her hair was sleek rather than ruffled, and appeared to be graying
slightly. She spoke with an air of great importance to her, and her throaty voice was so clear and
loud that it dampened the other conversation in the room and was much easier to hear.

"Au contraire, Meester Tommelson™ she was saying, flapping her large hand through the air
towards the wheezing man. "l do not believe it eez a matter of knowledge so much as it eez a
matter of ignorance! Ze giants have never heard of zis ' Waddlesworth' character, zey have no
reason to support him or Ares-"

Albus turned his attention away from the gigantic woman and paid attention to his mother, who
had her back turned to him and was apparently busy making tea for the group of people in her
kitchen. She was the only one in the room that he actually knew, and thus he left the kitchen and
decided to head back upstairs, rather than intrude on what were surely several important
conversations. He was just about to walk up the stairs when he noticed that the front door was
unlocked.

His parents had been extremely stringent recently when it came to the protection of the house
this summer, and he was constantly reminded to keep the door locked at all times. Apparently his
father had put additional magical protection around the house, but his parents insisted that every
security measure mattered. Thus, he approached the door and began fiddling with the lock. No
sooner had he done so then did the door open.

Albus backed up away from the door in surprise, and then saw that he was face to face with his
father. They stared at each other for a moment, and then Albus resumed his original plan and
began walking up the stairs.

Things had been very tense between him and his father this summer. Ever since the disaster that
had occurred at the end of the previous year, both of them seemed to have been unwilling to
initiate conversation. Albus knew that his father felt truly horrible for what had happened- it was
he after all who had released both Ares and Fango Wilde from Azkaban (albeit at different times
and for different reasons, but still, he had done it!) and he now knew that Albus knew of his
mistakes. Likewise, Albus could not find himself able to completely forgive him, and he knew
that his father was truly hurting for it. Their relationship seemed more strained than ever, and the
truly sad thing was that Albus would have it no other way. He had once idolized his father,
though now that he saw his mistakes, found it hard to support him. Thus, conversations between
the two were generally short and only brought about by necessity or by taking part in the
conversations of others.



Thankfully, everyone was so busy that it mostly went unnoticed. His brother was far too
obsessed with practicing Quidditch ( he had become especially motivated since losing in the final
the previous year) and Lily was so looking forward to the upcoming year that her nose was
almost constantly buried in books, something which Albus knew was a drawback of her having
spent so much time with Rose. Only his mother seemed to notice the awkward silences that
pertained to her husband and son, and she alone seemed to be determined to do something about
it. She frequently attempted to throw him subtle hints as to spending more time with his father
anyway, all of which Albus managed to successfully repel.

Not spending time with his father was getting harder however, especially since a certain day in
the middle of July. His father had lost his position as Head Auror at the end of the previous
school year, though it was in July that he officially left the Ministry altogether and became
unemployed. It had caused uproar in the media, though according to his mother, his father had
very good reasons for his departure. Though he was now spending more time at home, and at
least usually making it to dinner, he seemed to always be preoccupied with top secret things,
things that seemed to take place in the very countries where the people that now sat in his kitchen
resided.

He collapsed onto his bed and allowed his thoughts to wander. He was still trying to remember
bits and pieces of his dream, though, as dreams tended to do, this one was slowly slipping away,
and any detail, regardless of how vague, seemed to be out of reach. Perhaps there had been
tapping, he thought as he stared up at his ceiling. Yes, there must've been a loud tapping, for he
was certainly hearing that now...

He shot up straight in his bed just as he had earlier in the morning, only now he instinctively
turned to his bedroom window, where a beautiful tawny owl was tapping at it vehemently. He
hurried over to the window and opened it, then watched as Marauder flew onto his bed and
dropped an envelope. Albus picked it up and saw his name scribbled on the front in an extremely
untidy scrawl. He ripped it open and read Morrison's letter at once.

Al,

| got a broom. It's an old one though, or as my mom calls it a "classic". But either way I hear it's
decent even by today's standards. Called a Nimbus Two Thousand. | think | might actually try
out this year. Seriously, I'm not lying this time.

That's pretty lame that you have people popping in and out of your house all the time, though |
suppose that you're at least picking up a lot of information from it. Have you heard about what's
been going on? There are riots and rally's everywhere protesting the Ministry, its crazy.
Everyone's got a different opinion on what to do about this Ares mess. Whatever, I'm just hoping
it blows by; I don't want Hogsmeade trips cancelled this year, regardless of what happened to
me last year.



Anyway, | wrote to Scorpius and he told me that he was waiting on his Hogwarts letter to go to
Diagon Alley. Any chance we could all meet up? I've been so bored all summer; I've just been
stuck in this damn house with my sister.

Later-
Morrison
P.S - No real beard or mustache. Lame.

Albus chuckled at his friend's comment, but the fun didn't last very long. The second that he put
the letter down he heard an unpleasant voice behind him.

"Good, | need to send this now."

He had left his door open and was now paying for it. Rose had pushed her way passed him and
was now trying to get Marauder to sit still so as tie her envelope to him.

"Will you let him rest?" Albus asked, annoyed. "He just got back."

"He'll be fine Albus™ Rose said dismissively. "Owls are very durable” she added, still struggling.
Albus saw that the envelope in her hand was extremely thick, as though she had written several
pages more than usual.

"Got a lot to tell ' Donny'?" he asked menacingly.

"I told you I'm not writing to either of them" she said as Marauder continued to flap around,
refusing to hold still. Albus was quite pleased at the fight he was putting up. "You don't know the
person I'm writing to."

"Oh yeah?" Albus teased. "Then how is he supposed to find him?"

Rose rolled her eyes. "Owls are magical Albus. They find people because the letters we write are
intended for them specifically. Now will you let me do this!" she said, finally managing to tie the
letter to Marauder's leg. He gave a disgruntled hoot.

"Oh yeah, sorry"” Albus said. "I'll get out of your room right away" he added, rolling his own
eyes. He then began petting Marauder's beak, and heard a much more comfortable and relaxed
hoot because of it. "Now when you drop this off" he said quietly to his owl,” | want you to peck
him. A lot. And hard."

"Albus that's a terrible thing to say!" Rose said. "And besides, I told you, it's not Charlie or
Donny, so now you just look like a fool!"

She carried Marauder over to the window while Albus chanted "Liaaaar" in a sing song voice.



Rose let Marauder out of the window, where he dropped two or three feet due to the size of the
letter before flying off. She snapped the window shut and flipped her hair before addressing him.
"Just so you know" she said," You're very immature for your age."

And with that, she walked directly passed him and back out of the room, leaving Albus alone to
collapse on his bed once more and resume thinking.

Albus spent the rest of the day in his room, utterly bored out of his mind. He listened to the
occasional opening and closing of the front door, followed by the sliding of the locks, and that
was about it. He had company however. Hugo and Lily stayed in his room, bothering him with
questions as to why they weren't allowed downstairs and apparently displeased with the answers
that they were getting.

"I told you" he said restlessly as they continued to pester him. "Mountain trolls got in the house;
it's not safe down there. Let the grownups sort it out okay?"

Hugo frowned, though Lily took a much more offensive route.

"We're twelve, not stupid™ she said. "We know that they're having a big meeting down there. Is it
about that guy that everyone's still talking about? The guy that got away last year?

Albus rolled over onto his side and heaved a sigh. "I don't know" he said, and this time he was
only half lying. He really did have no idea what the details of the conversation going on below
him were. "Just don't worry about it."

"I'm not worried' Lily said, though Hugo said nothing, seemingly cementing the fact that he was
a tad bit scared. There was a slight pause before someone opened the door.

Albus rolled back over; ready to chew out whoever didn't knock this time, when he saw that it
was his mother. She was looking flustered, as though she had just got done arguing, though her
face turned more pleasant when she saw her daughter and nephew as well.

"You can come down for dinner now" she said to the three of them. "We're having chicken
stew."

"Meeting over?" Albus asked her.

"Everyone's leaving now. And by the way, | forgot to tell you, here's your letters™ she said,
handing over three envelopes. "Yours is the heavier one, Albus. | have to give James and Rose
theirs too, actually...”

And she turned and left, closing the door behind her. Hugo and Lily immediately began ripping
at their envelopes to see what they needed for the upcoming school year, but Albus surveyed his
envelope curiously. It did indeed seem slightly heavier.



"Advanced Potion Making?" Lily read aloud off of her note. "I haven't studied anything in
Potions this summer! Who would assign that?"

Albus still wasn't listening. He opened his letter and saw the normal list of books, and indeed,
near the top was a book of advanced potion making. There was also the Standard Book of Spells:
Grade Four, and a highly recommended revised edition of One Thousand Magical Herbs and
Fungi. Apart from that there was nothing new however, and Albus could not understand why his
letter was heavier.

"Al, you dropped something™ Hugo said, bending over and picking up a folded piece of paper. "It
came from your envelope..."

He handed the folded piece of paper over and Albus unraveled it. His jaw nearly dropped, and he
saw a silver badge drop out onto his bed. He read the letter first.

Dear Mr. Potter,

We are pleased to inform you that you have been selected to be the Captain of the Slytherin
Quidditch Team. Such an honor has been awarded to you due to your exceptional skill,
leadership abilities, and apparent love for the magical sport of Quidditch.

Let it be known that not only is this an honor, but a privilege as well and certain requirements
must be met to keep said privilege. Quidditch captains are expected to have strong academic
achievement, show maturity, and to set positive examples for other students. Any sign of bad
behavior or faltering grades can result in possible termination from the spot of Quidditch
captain.

It is the job of the Quidditch Captain to plan practices and select members for their house team,
as well as to deal with any situations pertaining to their players. Quidditch Captains are also
expected to show integrity on the field, and to shake hands with their fellow captains.

Bidding you a good day and good luck in your new captainship,
Headmistress Minerva McGonagall

Albus stared down at the loopy signature at the bottom, and then re-read the letter from start to
finish, his breath quickening as he did so. Lily and Hugo were still talking privately, oblivious to
what was going on. He picked up the silver badge and saw a giant "C" engraved on it. He
grinned.

"Hey, where are you going-" Hugo started as Albus bolted from the room. He still had the folded
piece of paper and the silver badge in his hand as he closed the door behind him. Who should he
tell first? His mother? No...James. He wanted James to know first. James, who had failed to
make captain thus far, despite being a sixth year, whereas Albus was only in his fourth.



He saw James running down the hall towards him. Albus raised his hand up to show him the
badge-

"Boom!" James said, skidding to a halt and holding his own silver badge up. "Quidditch Captain.
That's two years in a row I've got me a badge-"

Albus held up his own badge, and James fell silent for a moment. He squinted his eyes to make
sure it wasn't a fake. "How is that possible?" he said when he had confirmed its authenticity.
"You're only like eleven years old..."

Albus ignored his insult, he was too ecstatic at having shut his brother up. They both stared at
each other for another moment, but it was finally James who spoke.

"Okay" he said. "So we're both in charge of our teams now huh? That's okay. I'm more than a
better flier than you, I'm gonna’ prove I'm a better leader too-"

Albus gave a short cold laugh. "We'll see” he said, staring right into his brothers eyes and trying
to look as nonchalant as possible. They both slowly revolved on the spot, circling each other
slightly, until finally James began walking downstairs and Albus continue down the hall, intent
on telling his mother ( who had played Quidditch professionally) of his accolade. He reached his
parent's room and saw the door was opened just a crack. And then he heard what sounded like
sobbing.

He stopped dead in his tracks and put his ear up to the door.
"It's going to be okay Harry..." his mother was saying soothingly.

"My son hates me" he heard his father reply, and Albus realized now this his father was not
sobbing, but sounded quite close.

"Albus does not hate you™ his mother said sternly. "How could you think that! He's fourteen
years old; he's going through a lot right now, that's all! Don't you remember when you were that
age?"

"I was fighting dragons!" his father nearly shouted. "And merpeople..."

There was a brief silence after this, disturbed only by the sounds of the springs of their bed. His
mother had obviously just sat down next to him. ™You just need to spend more time with him,
that's all.”

"I used to be a hero to that kid" he heard his father say, and it sounded like his mouth was behind
his hands. "Now he doesn't even talk to me. He hardly even looks at me. Even James isn't like
this, and he's the one who got-"



"Harry, listen to me" Albus' mother cut him off. "You can't stay his hero forever. Everyone
makes mistakes and Albus sees that. You just have to be his father now. You need to spend more
time with him. The kids got their letters today; you should come to Diagon Alley with us-"

"I don't know if I'll be able to" he said. "'l may have to go to Panama. San has a lead; he thinks
Ares has a base on an island.”

"Well you do what you have to do™ his mother said. "But | think that it's going to take time to
solve this problem with Albus. He-"

Albus walked away from the door, disgruntled, his silver captain's badge squeezed so tightly in
the palm of his hand that it hurt. Quite suddenly, he didn't feel like telling either of his parents
about it.



Chapter 3: Wands and Redemption

Albus eventually did tell his parents about his shiny new badge, but it was more due to necessity
than anything. James bragged about being Quidditch captain so much that Albus doubted very
much if he had learned anything from his attitude the previous year, and Albus felt obligated to
announce his own captainship so as to avoid another bout of "James the Great". Still, he for the
most part remained quiet about it.

He had made no mention of what he had overheard to anyone, and instead, as he tended to do,
mulled it over by himself in his room. The thought that his father was under such an impression-
the impression that his son hated him- was a truly uncomfortable feeling, though he really saw
no way to prove otherwise. He did not, of course, hate his father. But there was no denying that
he now no longer had a hero. He had been hoping to at least spend some time with his father
however, possibly rectify a few misconceptions on their trip to Diagon Alley, but alas, it was not
going to happen.

"Dad's not coming with us?" Lily asked as everyone gathered around the fireplace.
His mother pursed her lips. "No, I'm afraid not" she said. "He couldn't make it. Urgent business."
"But dad doesn't work anymore" Lily said, sounding confused.

"Well don't worry about it" Uncle Ron said, patting her on the shoulder. "We're going to have a
fun day anyway, aren't we guys?" he said, and there was a mutter of agreement in their large
semicircle of people. Uncle Ron was standing behind Lily with his two children and his wife.
Aunt Hermione, who did not have to go in to work today, would be accompanying them the
entire time, as would Albus' mother.

"Line up, line up, plenty of floo powder" Albus' mother said.

James lined up first, looking very lazy indeed. He had just woken up, despite it being relatively
late in the morning. He took a pinch of powder from the bowl that his mother held out, threw it
into the fire, and mumbled "Diagon Alley".

The flames of the fireplace turned emerald green at once. He stepped through and vanished.
"Lily, you next" his mother said. Lily did the same. Hugo stepped up next.

"Now remember Hugo™ Uncle Ron said as his son gazed into the fire. "Keep your elbows tucked
in, chin down, eyes closed...”

"I'll be fine dad" Hugo responded, and he too entered the emerald green flames, vanishing
instantly.

"Albus, you go next™" his mother said, holding the bowl out to him.



Albus took a pinch of the powder, threw it into the fire, and said clearly and loudly "Diagon
Alley!"

He took a step forward and instantaneously found himself revolving rapidly; his eyes closed
tightly, his mouth kept closed and careful not to inhale the soot-

He stepped out of the grate a moment later, smiling at the sensation of travelling by floo.
Stepping aside towards his siblings and Hugo, he took a look around at the familiar Leaky
Cauldron. With something of a shock, he noticed that it didn't seem so familiar.

The pub was nearly deserted, and the few people in the dingy bar seemed to be content with just
having a single drink and leaving. Though not quite silent, the customers all seemed to be
mumbling rather than talking, and Albus had the curious suspicion that some of them were
casting him strange looks. Hugo and Lily seemed to notice this too, as they both looked quite
tense. James on the other hand didn't seem bothered by it at all, and was merely leaning up
against the wall casually.

There was another flash of green and Uncle Ron was in the pub. "Everyone all right?" he asked.

Albus used the several seconds of people answering and Rose arriving to glance at Hannah, the
landlady and Neville's wife. Her round face was looking very sullen as she cleaned a dirty glass
with a rag, peering through her long blonde hair at her lack of customers. She didn't seem to
notice their arrival.

Albus' mother and Aunt Hermione arrived next, and the second that they had done so Uncle Ron
announced to them all " Okay, let's get going!" in a falsely cheery manner.

"Why are people looking at us?" his daughter muttered to him, but her mother shushed her.
"I'll explain in a bit" Uncle Ron said quietly as they walked out of the dingy pub.

They approached the large brick wall with which they usually had trouble with, though Albus
saw that thankfully both Aunt Hermione and his mother seemed to know what they were doing.
They both pulled out their wands anyway, but it was Aunt Hermione who tapped the brick that
revealed the entrance to Diagon Alley.

The street that was now upon them seemed as cobbled and busy as ever; it was definitely more
familiar than the Leaky Cauldron. People were popping in and out of shops complaining loudly
about prices, and children were talking excitedly about new equipment at Quality Quidditch
Supplies. And yet, there was an air of tension that Albus could not quite shake- the strange
feeling that something was going on that he did not know about. People bustling passed him
were all walking in mostly the same direction anyway, as if eager to be somewhere.



"So why were they looking at us daddy?" Rose piped up to her father, who was walking in the
middle near the children. His wife was leading the way, and Albus was bringing up the rear,
straining his ears to listen.

Uncle Ron gave a shrug. "The Ministry isn't very popular these days Rosie. A lot of people think
we go the wrong way about...things. Poor Hannah's even losing customers because of it;
everyone knows how friendly she is with us."

"So people are mad at you?" Hugo said, looking worried.
"Me, your mother, Uncle Harry..."

"Ron!" his wife reprimanded him from the front of the group. "Don't talk like that! No one's mad
at anyone; they just have different opinions that's all...”

But even as she said it a rather young man with short black hair and a weedy expression on his
face walked by them quickly- bumping James on the shoulder as he did so.

"Hey look where you're going!" James said, spinning around from the force. Albus knew that his
brother was never one to back away from a fight, and knew that in a few seconds he would feel
very sorry for this person indeed, for James was quite a good fighter, but the person continued
walking without looking back.

"Watch it buddy!" Uncle Ron called after the person angrily, who still didn't turn back around.
"Don't start a fight-" Aunt Hermione said.
"I'm not starting a fight!" he answered her. "He bumped into my nephew..."

"I can't wait until I'm of age™ James said irritably, still looking backwards and gripping the wand
that he had pulled out. At sixteen, it would only be a year before James could use magic outside
of school.

"I'm sure he didn't mean to bump into you™ Albus heard his mother say, also from the front of the
group. "He was just in a hurry, that's all" she added placatingly.

James snorted in disbelief, and Albus couldn't blame him. The young man who had bumped into
him was not the only one giving them hateful looks. Indeed, the people in the Leaky Cauldron
had been relatively tame compared to a few others, some of whom even made disgusting noises
when they walked by.

Albus noticed that he and his brother were getting the most of it however, no doubt because they
looked like their father, who was most likely the biggest pariah in the entire wizarding world
now. He had not realized it for most of the summer, as he mostly stayed inside, but now that he
was out and about and amidst other people, he realized that his father's drop in popularity was no



fabrication by the media. What he had written off last year as people merely being worried was
now suddenly dawning on him. He was not the only one who no longer thought of his father as a
hero.

With something of a sudden jolt, he realized how hard it must be for his father to walk around
amongst these people- surely, it was much worse for him. Then he realized that his father
probably deserved it. He had, after all, earned this blame. Then he felt guilty for thinking these
things, and then, finally, he frowned at his own conflicting thoughts. He wished he could turn his
brain off like that git Eckley...

"Alright, we all know where we're going?" Uncle Ron said when they had all stopped in the
middle of the street. There was some muttering at this, but he seemed to get the gist. "Got it, we
have no idea. Okay, let's split into groups to see who needs what."

There was a flurry of talking over this, and only Albus remained quiet.
"I can go off on my own" James spoke up loudly.
Uncle Ron chuckled. "That's clever" he said. "Okay, now onto groups-"

"I'm serious” James said. "I'm the only one in my year; | need to go different places. I'm taking
N.E.W.T classes this year."

Albus knew that though James wanted to be off on his own, he wasn't lying at all. He had,
surprisingly, gotten nine O.W.L's over the summer, including four " O's".

"Can he go off on his own Gin?" Uncle Ron said, turning to his sister. Albus watched as his
mother frowned slightly.

"Yes" she said. "But if anyone bumps into you-"
"I know, I know" James said, rolling his eyes. "Curl up into a ball and cry for help right?"

His mother made to argue with him, but he shot off back the other way before she got the
chance.

"That boy will be the death of me™ his mother said. "What with his loud music and the owls
constantly tapping on the windows..."

"Okay back to business" Uncle Ron said, clapping his hands together. "Gin, how about you take
Lily and Hugo to get their things, and me and 'Mione will take these two" he said, nodding his
head towards Albus and Rose. Albus groaned a bit- he did not want only Rose for company.
Unable to voice this however, his mother agreed, and they went down separate streets.

"What do you guys need?" Aunt Hermione said as the four of them began walking down the
cobbled streets.



"They need ice cream” Uncle Ron said, smiling and pointing towards an ice cream parlor a few
shops down.

"Later" his wife told him. "Let's get the essentials first. The Apothecary's up this way..."

Shopping with Aunt Hermione was radically different than shopping with anyone else. She was
quick and efficient, knowing where everything was and not getting distracted by anything. They
were in and out of the Apothecary in ten minutes tops, and even then a great deal of time had
been spent finding Uncle Ron, who had wandered off through the shop much like how a child
would.

Albus was quite pleased with this method of shopping- the quicker the better. He did not want to
spend any more time with Rose than was necessary, for she had complained loudly in the
cauldron shop about wanting a new, solid gold cauldron, and had done everything in her power
to get her parents to buy her a large spell book in Flourish & Blotts. Uncle Ron had been quite
close to budging before Aunt Hermione had been stricter.

Another good reason to speed things up was that Albus quickly felt like he was going to be
attacked. The mean stares that they received increased when inside the shops, and even some of
the shopkeepers seemed to not be particularly fond of them. Aunt Hermione seemed quite
indifferent to it ("It doesn't matter what they think of you," she told he and Rose, "It matters what
you know about yourself!") and seemed keen on keeping her husband out of trouble instead.
Uncle Ron, it seemed, was not as quick to ignore disingenuous passerby. When a young girl
accidentally bumped into Rose (and it truly did look accidental) Uncle Ron yelled at her so
loudly that she ran off almost in tears.

"Do you think my mom is going through the same thing?" Albus asked his uncle as they browsed
through the shelves of the Stationary Shop looking for a particular kind of parchment. "All of
these bad looks?"

"Doubtful” his uncle said. "To be honest with you, most of the stares you're getting are because
of me. Auror's are the least popular people in the Ministry right now. And I'm not going to lie,
it's ridiculous! We catch hundreds of dark wizards, then one slips passed us and suddenly we're
remedial..."

After the stop at the Stationary Shop they had one more place to visit. Madam Malkin's Robes
for All Occasions was further down in Diagon Alley, indeed, not too far off from Knockturn
Alley, and was the principle place of business for robes. Rose had complained that her robes
were getting too short, and thus Albus- who was perfectly content with the size of his robes
despite having grown an inch or two, was forced to wait as she was fitted.

" It still feels a tad bit too tight" Rose said pleasantly as the elderly and stern looking Madam
Malkin took out pins from the plain black robes that she was trying on.



"Let me get a bigger set” Madam Malkin said, and she walked off into a back room.

" Mummy, look at those dress robes!" Rose said, pointing out a nice looking set of light blue
dress robes hanging up in a row of rather boring looking ones.

"We're not here to browse Rose™ her mother said. "We'll come back a different day. Now let's
just get you fitted into your Hogwarts robes."

Rose made a huffing noise, and Albus rolled his eyes and turned the chair that he was sitting in
to get a view of the window. He knew that Rose would not be so difficult or picky- and certainly
would not be addressing her mother as "Mummy" if her friends, particularly those two prats or
Mirra- were here.

Mirra. This thought alone seemed to bring something of a nice feeling to him, despite the day
having been rather boring and mundane thus far. Last year she had kissed him on the cheek. He
wondered if she would do it again when they met at the platform in just a few days...

"What are you grinning at?" he heard his uncle say, and he was snapped out of his thoughts.
"Huh? Nothing™ Albus said, trying to make his expression stony.

"Don't give me that waffle" Uncle Ron said, pulling up his own chair as Madam Malkin returned
and began talking to Rose and Aunt Hermione. "I saw that stupid smile. Who were you thinking
of?" he teased.

"No one- nothing"” Albus said, feeling his cheeks blush slightly. He continued looking out the
window and saw people walking by rather quickly. They all seemed to be in just as much a hurry
as the man who had walked into James.

"What's going on out there?" Albus asked his uncle, glad to have something to change the topic
to.

Uncle Ron stood up and peered out the window. "No idea" he said truthfully. "There must be a
sale on Anti-Auror stickers or something..."

People continued to walk by quickly, and all of them seemed to be rather attentive towards
something as well. Albus noticed that the direction that they were going seemed to be close to
Knockturn Alley.

"What's going on?" Rose said, turning towards the window from several feet away. Madam
Malkin made a slight "tsking™ sound to indicate her displeasure at Rose's lack of attention
however, and she was forced to turn back around.

"Tell me what's happening" she demanded of her father and cousin.



"Rose watch your tone" Aunt Hermione said, though she too was now inching herself closer to
the window, where more and more people were walking by.

They didn't get to find out what the commotion was for several more minutes, for Rose insisted
on trying on yet another set of robes. They finally managed to leave however, with Madam
Malkin shaking her head as she closed the door.

"Alright let's see what's going on here" Uncle Ron said. He led the four of them further down the
street towards Knockturn Alley, where what looked like little more than a hundred people had
gathered.

They entered the crowd and Albus managed to inch his way towards the middle, where he could
see what was going on clearly. At the front of the crowd of people, right at the border of, though
not quite in Knockturn Alley, what looked like a small wooden stage had been erected. The stage
wasn't that high up- maybe only four or five feet off of the ground, but it was certainly wide;
what looked like ten men could stand side to side on it. There was only one man standing on it
however, and he was one of the most peculiar looking men that Albus had ever seen.

He was very thin and appeared to be middle aged, and he had chalk white skin and very pointed
features, including a chiseled chin and a long upturned nose. The most striking feature of his
appearance however was his dark, tomato soup red hair that made him look a bit like Uncle Bill.
His hair was quite long however, draped down over his back even, and was so straight and clean
that it seemed to sparkle in the sunlight. To complete the unique picture he was wearing a
magnificent baby blue suit complete with a yellow tie that clashed perfectly together; he looked
immaculate in every sense of the word.

The man that could have passed for a Weasley, perhaps with a lighter shade of red for his hair,
was facing the crowd and moving his hands demonstratively and enthusiastically. It looked like
he was preaching. His small, beady blue eyes seemed to focus on the entire crowd as he spoke.

"And you see, my fellow wizards, my magical brethren, that even in dark times, it is our unity
that keeps our heads up. It is the shoulder of the wizards and witches next to us that keeps us
from falling into our deep sleep, where we are haunted by the nightmares of our past and where
we dream in vain of our ideal future. But it does not do well to dream my friends. No, not when
what may oppose our world is very real.

"Do you hear their lies, my fellow citizens? Do you read their papers? The Ministry is blinded,
unwilling to fight and unwilling to submit; indecisive. They say that we should not be prepared
for a war. | say...we should always be prepared for war!"

There was a smatter of applause at this, and a great deal of muttering followed after it. Albus
could see at once why people were so attentive. This man, whoever he was, had an extremely
rare gift in his voice. When he spoke it was loud and clear, and with a feeling of such powerful



confidence that it actually gave Albus shivers. What's more, his tone seemed to be extremely oily
and persuasive, and Albus thought at once that this man had never lost an argument in his life.
He seemed like the type of person who, with enough time, could convince someone that they
didn't exist.

"Think back!" the red headed man said, and he was now pacing slowly back and forth on his
stage, a single finger held up high. "Think back twenty years ago. Do you remember the state of
the world? For those of you who were too young, | will give you a good idea of what life was
like. Fear. Chaos. Voldemort had fallen, though he left destruction in his wake. And his
followers are abroad, what happened? Who stopped them from avenging their master? Who
served them justice? The Ministry?"

There was more muttering, though no one seemed to want to answer what was apparently a
rhetorical question.

"No! Your Ministry of Magic gave them deals and let them cooperate! They spared pity and had
mercy, they allowed the men and women- the men and women that murdered and tortured our
loved ones- to walk free! And from what? From technicality! From ' lack of evidence'?"

This was followed by a chorus of loud booing, and Albus took this time to look behind him.
Uncle Ron was a few people back, not saying anything but looking worried. Aunt Hermione and
Rose, it seemed, had stayed out of the crowd.

"Our Ministry has proven time and time again that they are inefficient when regarding our safety,
that they are incapable of protecting us when we need protection! So who will stand up? Who
will face tyranny? Certainly not the Ministry, who in the last twenty years have only successfully
arrested half of the Death Eaters, half of VVoldemort's supporters. Who then? I'll tell you who.
Me. And you."

He continued moving back and forth, only he was now holding his head up seemingly with great
dignity. His next words were spoken more vehemently than his last, and seemed to be directed
more at the sky than at the people below him, all of whom seemed engrossed by him.

"Let the public no longer hide and hope, let us act. As a war brews the soldiers are gathered
together. Who will stand in front of our children? The Ministry, which has stepped aside
numerous times before, and once let the same wizard, destroy what we held dear twice? No, we
must stand in the way. It is our loved ones in danger, let us be the ones who protect them!"

The crowd now cheered in approval. The man rose up his arms as if to embrace them, and
suddenly, his voice became much darker. He sounded angrier.

"For the last twenty years they've called us ' Renegades', labeled us as criminals and accused us
of having no conscience. Oh no, my friends, there is a conscience, and there is more than just
that. There is will. To fight for our peace and our safety is not a choice but a duty, not a matter of



morality but of logic. The people have stood behind an insufficient government for far too long.
But we must be bound together. The wizarding world is comprised of its people- let its people
fight for it. Let its people destroy this new threat!"

There was a sudden intake of breath at this last word, and suddenly people were whispering, still
staring up at the man expectantly.

"Oh yes" the man said. "You know the threat of which I speak. Ares. Every day his army grows,
every day a battle is prepared. The Ministry of Magic does not wish me to tell you this, they call
me a liar. Say | am misinformed. They'd have you believe that Ares is hiding! Hiding from
what!" he asked loudly, and he followed this with a cold laugh. "Hiding from the government
that used to give him gold? From the wizards who taught him everything he knows? Hiding from
the people who have been unable to find him for more than a year now, and were unable to
capture him when he walked up to their faces in their own building, and left of his own accord
just three months ago?"

He said this last part very quickly, as if trying to get his listeners to understand the sarcasm in it.
The whispering stopped, and the silence was now nearly unbearable. People seemed to be
waiting with baited breath for this man's next words.

"Ares is not hiding, my friends," he said, and his voice had returned to normal. "We saw him but
twenty years ago, saw how vicious he was, saw that he did things that made us ' Renegades' look
tame. And now with dark wizards at his disposal, and soon with dark creatures as well, it will not
be long. What he wants I do not know, why he wants it | cannot fathom, but | know this- the
Ministry will not fight it, and even if they do, they will lose. Why? Because they lack the will.

"We are on our own, but we have never been stronger. We need no government, no group of
highly trained Aurors! What do Aurors care!" he asked, and his voice, just as quickly as it had
been lowered, was suddenly loud and angry once more. "Will they die for your young! Will they
protect you every waking hour of every night and day! Don't be foolish my friends, the only
people that can defend the public is the public. The commoner. Those not bound by the burden
of contractual obligations, those who see past the facade of the law, who understand the
difference between dying for a reason and living for nothing! Let our children sleep at night
knowing, not that their safety depends on a stranger, but on their parents! On those who love
them!"

The man, already walking back and forth slowly, now began pacing at a much faster rate, as if
sizing up the crowd; sizing up his soldiers. When he spoke he held his clenched fist up and eyed
them all with determination. His voice had lost its momentary burst of anger however- he was
back to being oily and persuasive, and now, to a certain degree, desperate. There was a note of
pleading in his miraculously infectious words.



"And now I give you an option my fellow wizards and witches, and | beg of you to see the
importance of such an offer. Join Wands and Redemption. Join me and my loyal adversaries, join
me in the fight that our Ministry cannot fight. Some will not agree with you, some will hate you;
they will spit at you and call you a villain! Say that you're no better than that which you fight!
But you will know- you will know what purpose you serve. It is the job of the people to protect
the people. And that is what Wands and Redemption is for. We understand that the right thing
may sometimes be the hard thing. That sometimes we must torture and do even worse...that
sometimes to defeat the enemy; we must fight like the enemy!"

"And some of you will still ask! You will ask me of what purpose you have! And you will ask '
But Warren, I cannot fight, then what can | do?" And | answer you here when | say that you need
not fight. Wands and Redemption is not unreasonable. Not all wizards are born skilled with a
wand. | will not arm you with a dagger to face one with a sword, nor will I give you a wooden
shield to stop a stream of fire. It is your support that is imperative. Donations are always
welcome, but not necessary, no, it's not money. Every wizard can contribute in any way, and that
is what makes us so different from the Ministry that cannot help us. Because we all unite, we all
have different skills. No job is too small, no task is unimportant. As a member of Wands and
Redemption you are wanted, you are needed, and you are appreciated!"

He shook his fist violently as he said his last sentence, and the crowd cheered so loud that Albus
thought, for an instant, that he was in the middle of a Quidditch game. The red headed man
stared down at them for a second; eyeing them all and nodding his head at their reception, and
then stepped down from the stage. He made to speak, and at once everyone turned silent once
more.

"Those of you who wish to donate," he said, now on ground level, his voice just a bit quieter and
less persuasive, " Or wish to join, please see Zydrunas."

He indicated a man to the right of the stage, one that Albus had not even noticed before; for he
had been too enthralled by the speech he had heard. Now snapped out of his trance, he took a
good look at Zydrunas and thought that he had never seen anyone more frightening. He was pale
and tall- not Hagrid's height, but still far from the average height of a normal person. Though
quite far away, Albus thought that if he had to hazard a guess he would say that the man stood at
about seven feet. He was completely bald, though it looked shaved rather than natural, and the
only hair on him appeared to be his bushy blonde eyebrows. He was quite muscular however,
noticeable even through his plain black robes, and he had a murderous look on his face as well-
like he was ready for a fight. Albus found something about him quite comical however. Perhaps
it was the pink plastic bag he was holding to receive donations, or the clipboard in his hand to
take names.

The crowd immediately rushed towards Zydrunas, who eyed them all suspiciously as they threw
gold into the bag, some of them even taking the clipboard and signing up in front of their peers.



"Come on" he heard someone say, and he saw Uncle Ron right behind him, looking very grim.
"Let's get out of here."”

He led him back through the crowd of people. Even with most of them lining up, it was still
something of a hard fight. Albus saw that his uncle was leading him back to Aunt Hermione and
Rose, who had been, it seemed, in the crowd after all. His mother and Lily and Hugo were also
there, though Albus did not see his brother.

They began walking up as a group, Albus still in the back with Uncle Ron and his family, now
joined by Hugo. His mother and Lily walked a little further ahead, though everyone was silent.
Finally, Hugo asked, "Dad, who was that guy?"

Uncle Ron was still looking slightly grim, though he begrudgingly gave an answer. "That was
Warren Waddlesworth™ he said.

Albus, who immediately thought of a penguin with long red hair, suddenly remembered
something. Hadn't the tall woman in his kitchen mentioned him?

"But who is he?" Hugo asked. "Why was he saying those things about the Ministry...?"

Uncle Ron heaved a sigh as Rose also looked at him. Aunt Hermione appeared to be listening,
but was not speaking.

"He doesn't really like the Ministry. Because he thinks we don't do our jobs right. And...He has
this group of people- Wands and Redemption- who do our jobs his way."

Aunt Hermione slowed down slightly and began speaking. "They're going to find out anyway
Ron" she said, and he hung his head slightly. She turned to her children. "Wands and
Redemption is an organization created by Warren Waddlesworth to eliminate dark activity,
though it's separate from the Ministry. They're much more extreme and show much more
disregard for rules and regulations. Its members are known as Renegades, though only a few of
them actually act- most are just supporters.”

"But what do the Renegades do?" Hugo asked. "Auror stuff?"

"Kind of" Uncle Ron said. "And I think I've explained this before. They did catch dark wizards,
but they kind of go the wrong way about it. They don't really care if who they catch is actually
dark, and because they're comprised of people who aren't really suited for that kind of work, they
tend to lack a bit of reason and do things a bit messier. And more vicious."

"So they're criminals?" Hugo asked.
"Basically” Uncle Ron admitted.

"But then why can't you arrest them?"



"Because very few of them actually do things- a lot of them are just supporters like your mother
said. And you can't really arrest someone for agreeing. The one's who actually do something
tend to be very good at not getting caught, and reasonably so. The Ministry isn't going to pay
attention to a dark wizard's murder as much as they would a regular person's. That's just how it
Is..."

"But what about Waddlesworth?" Albus asked. "He's their leader isn't he? You know he's done
stuff. You could've just gone up there and arrested him..."

Even as he said it however, Albus felt a strange twinge in his gut not unlike the one he had felt
when he had been thinking of his father. Really, he didn't want that man to get arrested. He had
made a lot of sense, after all...

"But there's no proof of anything™ his uncle told him. "That's the big problem. Warren is very
smart, there's no getting around it. He knows how to tip toe around. Even back after VVoldemort
fell, when he first formed WAR, he was good at covering his tracks. And he's far from rusty.
They've just reformed, but he's as good as ever. And when we do get him on something, he gets
it pinned on one of his lower guys. | don't know if he's a strong wizard, but he can get other
people to do his dirty work, and if he gets caught, he's got a smart enough mouth to pin it on
them. And they gladly do it. He's got a lot of credibility, Warren Waddlesworth."

"Really, it's one of the things that proves his point" Aunt Hermione spoke up. "The Ministry
needs a significant amount of evidence to arrest someone, even someone as blatantly guilty as
Waddlesworth. But WAR doesn't care. If you're suspected as doing something wrong, you as
good as did it. You can see how that appeals to the public in these times."

"And asked for your question” Uncle Ron added," No, | couldn't just go up there and arrest him.
And believe me, he wants me to."

"What?" Albus, Rose and Hugo said, all shocked. "Why?" Rose asked.

"For publicity” he answered. "You heard him up there, didn't you? Half of the things he says are
all about how the Ministry focuses on the small problems and stands aside, about how they don't
do what's necessary and all that junk. If I arrested him, his supporters would double. 'There's
those damn Auror's' they'd say. 'Arresting people for having opinions when they should be going
after Ares. Just like he was sayin™

Uncle Ron laughed at his own joke, though Albus still had a few questions, one of which was
asked by Rose.

"How did he get so much support in the first place?" she asked. "How do people know about his
group?"



It was her mother who answered her. "Warren was very popular back then just as a
philanthropist.”

"That means he gave a lot of money to people™ Rose said quickly to Hugo, and, Albus noticed, to
himself as well.

"I know what it means" he told his cousin icily, though this was of course not true.

His aunt continued. "Warren's heart is in the right place, it really is. His father was a big investor
in Quality Quidditch Supplies, and his parents live in a different country now, but he's very well
off with that money."

"Never worked a day in his life" Uncle Ron said bitterly. His wife ignored him and kept speaking
however.

"He got a lot of the money after the war, and the first thing he did was donate. So many towns
and cities were destroyed by Voldemort...it was hard to rebuild. But Warren was very polite. He
gave his money to everyone, even had it transferred to muggle money to assist them. They were
told it was financed by their own government, but Warren paid for just about everything. I can
still remember when he announced he would pay for the Brockdale Bridge to be rebuilt, it cost
him a fortune. Not that he cared at all, money was nothing to him."

"But as the Renegade movement picked up steam" Uncle Ron continued for his wife, "He began
realizing that it wasn't all about the money. He wanted justice served. He formed WAR about
two years after Voldemort fell, and some of the things his men did to people were just
despicable. Had them torture Stan Shunpike into insanity, remember ' Mione? Because he
wouldn't give up names? As if that poor kid was really a Death Eater..."

"If it's not about money, then why was he taking donations?" Rose asked.

"Just to get the public involved™ her mother answered her. "If they put in money, then they're
officially supporters, and he can ask them to do certain things. He really doesn't need it at all."

"Why was he paying to have all those cities rebuilt anyway though?" Albus asked both his aunt
and uncle. "Shouldn't the Ministry have done it?"

They tensed up a bit at this. Uncle Ron seemed incapable of answering, though Aunt Hermione,
predictably, recovered quickly and gave an answer.

"Yes, they should have" she said. "But at this point the Ministry was putting all of its funding
towards other endeavors. Auror's for instance, were hired in bulk following VVoldemort's
downfall, partially to replace the many that died and partially to quickly clean up the Death
Eaters that got away. A lot of gold went towards giving them wands if they'd lost them during
the war, training them, giving them supplies, and obviously paying a lot."



"They even considered giving us all Invisibility Cloaks™ Uncle Ron said. "But demiguise hair is
hard to come by, and they're endangered and all..."

"Is that how my dad got his?" Albus asked.

Uncle Ron scratched at his chin. "No, his is a bit older than that. And I'm not proud of all the
money!" he added hastily. "None of us really are. Your dad especially always argued with
Kingsley that too much money was going towards preparing, not rebuilding."

"But can't goblins just make more gold?" Hugo asked.

His father chuckled at this. "It doesn't work like that son. | know it seems like it should- but it
just doesn't. There will never be enough money in the world, and too much of it went to a couple
different branches of the Ministry. That's one of the things that Warren's got right, probably the
only thing in my opinion..."

"Warren's got a lot right" his wife said darkly, and her husband shrugged rather than attempted to
fight what was surely a losing battle. "I'm not an Auror, | can say it. Though I do think that
they're too extreme- way too extreme. And it should also be known that this whole money
situation occurred during a different time. Protection was more likely to raise public morale,
hiring Aurors was a necessity. Everything is socioeconomic."

"Yeah" Uncle Ron added uneasily to Hugo. "Like you mother said, it was a different time.
Everything is sosuconomic."

Aunt Hermione rolled her eyes. "Ron we talked about this! You can't use words that you can't
pronounce or don't know the meaning of."

"l never use words | don't mean!" he bickered back.

"Oh yes you do! The first time you met my parents you mixed up ‘chivalrous’ with ‘chauvinist '
remember?

"l was nineteen!"

He walked a bit closer to her and began playfully arguing, effectively ending all of the
questioning and leaving Albus alone in the back to his thoughts.

Warren Waddlesworth was certainly an interesting person, even if he wasn't a giant penguin. But
more than just unigque looking, his speech had gotten Albus thinking. A lot of what he said had
made sense. The Ministry did step aside...they were not efficient. He had learned this last year.
He was careful not to voice this out loud, for he knew that it was surely disappoint his uncle, but
still, he could not help but envy those people, the ones who had been willing to fight the battle
that the Ministry would not. And Waddlesworth had reminded him of someone too...



It had been Professor Fairhart who had first touched on these things, and Fairhart who had
seemed to side with Waddlesworth when it came down to it. And, now that he thought about it,
didn't Fairhart know Waddlesworth? Wasn't that what his father had said? He knew that Fairhart
had not been, and was not, a member of WAR. He was far too benevolent. True, he may have
killed at the end of last year, but it was necessary wasn't it? They were being attacked weren't
they? James had been dying...

Thinking of these things made him uneasy, but he couldn't help it. Either way, he knew that
Fairhart was not a bad person. He had a great deal of respect for his former Defence Against the
Dark Arts professor, and considered him something of a friend as well. Albus actually had not
seen him all summer however, though he wanted to talk to him badly. He knew that this was
unlikely though, if his father was correct, Fairhart was off in Panama somewhere. And now that
he really thought about it, Fairhart could not possibly have been in WAR. Waddlesworth had
mentioned torturing, and he knew that Fairhart would have never done something like that. Yes,
WAR was much too radical, much too violent. Now that he thought about it, he didn't envy those
people. Or maybe he still did, just a little bit...

"Okay let's stop here" he heard his mother say from the very front of their group, where she was
still walking alongside her daughter.

Albus saw that they had been walking a considerable distance as they were talking; he had not
even noticed his feet moving. They were several streets from Knockturn Alley, and Albus could
no longer see a stage or a group of people. They were back on the normally crowded streets, and
his mother was looking around anxiously.

"Where is he?" she said to herself, and Albus knew she was talking about James. She had
stopped them just a couple of shops away from Uncle George's shop, and she had been clearly
hoping to see him waiting there.

"I'm sure he's fine mom™ Lily said. "James can take care of himself."
"I just don't want him fighting anyone™ she said.

"He'll be fine Gin" Uncle Ron said, leaning up against a shop where several slabs of green meat
were hanging.

"Get your dragon liver!" the shopkeeper, a squat old man was announcing to the street. "Twenty
sickles an ounce!"

Albus too leaned up against the shop. He was not worried about James, though he was still
curious about a few other things.

"Who was that other guy?" Albus asked his uncle, and it was now just the two of them talking,
though Rose seemed to be listening. "The bald one?"



His uncle looked at him inquisitively, and then it seemed to dawn on him. "Oh...that guy" he
said, sounding disgusted. "That was The Hammer."

"The Hammer?" Albus asked, intrigued.

"Yeah. His real name is Zydrunas Kalvaitis; he's Warren's right hand man basically. Remember 1
said he got other blokes to do his dirty work? That ugly old troll is his main one and personal
bodyguard too, so that Warren never gets in trouble. He's brutal. Earned his nickname for a
reason. He's actually been in Azkaban before, a couple of times. Everyone's scared of him."

"Are you scared of him dad?" Rose asked incredulously.

Uncle Ron gave a small chuckle. "Rosie please, there's only two people I'm afraid of. One of
them gave birth to me, and the other one gave birth to you. Personally I'd like a one on one with
The Hammer..."

"How'd he get out?" Albus asked. "Of Azkaban, | mean.”

Uncle Ron gave an enormous frown. "He gave us a lot of good names" he said, clearly ashamed.
"But you know...different time and all.”

There was an awkward silence following this, while Albus watched his mother move around the
street anxiously looking for James. They finally saw him walking towards them holding a bag of
joke shop items. He had indeed been in Weasley's Wizarding Wheezes.

"What took you so long?" his mother asked him sternly.
"I was shopping around, that's all..."
"Well from now on-"

But exactly what would happen from now on Albus didn't get to find out. His mother had been
cut off by an ear splitting noise, so loud that everyone on the street gasped and looked around.
There were more loud noises, as though miniature explosions were happening, and finally -
screaming. Loud, violent screams that seemed to fill the air. Albus turned around on the spot and
noticed that it was coming from the opposite direction- the direction where Waddlesworth and
the crowd had been.



Chapter 4: Anarchy in the Alley

The loud noises and small explosions continued for several more moments before suddenly
ceasing, leaving an extremely confusing silence in its wake. Then, without warning, what
sounded like a stampede was heard, and Albus could see people running towards them in the
distance, all of them looking panicked.

"Stay here" Uncle Ron said, and he ran towards and then through the people, his wand drawn
and his expression fearless.

"Be careful-" his wife started, though she was cut off by the people rushing passed her.

Rose shouted. Hugo looked like he was about to start crying. More and more people were
running passed them, not careful in the slightest to knock any of them over.

Albus stood quite still, seemingly frozen in time, his eardrums going through an auditory
overload as his brain tried to comprehend what was happening. What was going on? Why were
these people running through the streets of Diagon Alley, terror on their faces? And then he
heard it.

"Did they kill him?" someone asked their friend, both of them running as well.
"No the curse missed. | mean I think it did, I was signing up-"

Someone was firing Killing curses. Why Albus did not know, but he knew that his uncle had ran
directly into the fold. This was, apparently, all that his brother needed to hear.

"James you are not going in there! Stay put!" he heard his mother yell, and she actually made to
grab at her son. James brushed her aside and ran through the crowd as well.

"James!" Lily yelled, and she ran after her brother.
"Lily no!"

Rose and Hugo were clinging to their mother, who was looking quite worried. Albus knew that
she was only staying put for her children's sake, and knew that the only reason her children
hadn't ran into the fold is because they were not cursed with the Potter stupidity, the poor
decision making that frequently led to dangerous situations.

Wait a minute he thought. I'm a Potter too! | make stupid decisions too!

No sooner had he thought these words did he feel his feet start moving. He was running now,
fighting against the crowd of fleeing people and going in after his brother and sister.

"Oh no you don't!" he heard his mother shout. "Petrificus Totalus!"



Albus didn't let the shock of his mother firing a spell at him faze him. He instinctively ducked his
head and felt the spell fly passed him. It hit a random pedestrian instead, who toppled over at
once, rigid as a board. People began tripping over him, giving Albus the distraction that he
needed to enter the fray.

He tore through the crowd, bumping into scurrying people and nearly being knocked over
several times. He now had three family members in the chaos, though, he knew, only his uncle
was trained for such a situation. His first and immediate thought was his sister. He had to get her
out of there.

He continued bumping into people, nearly tripping over a young boy who had fallen on the floor.
Albus stopped and helped raise the boy to his feet, but the child was midway through saying "
Thank you' when he continued running, keeping his eyes open for the flash of red hair that
denoted his sister. He caught fragments of conversation as he ran.

"An assassination attempt? But from who-"
"I knew it! I knew it was a bad idea, | knew-"
"Old Waddlesworth knows better than to preach near Knockturn Alley now! That's for sure-"

Albus continued his trek, and he subconsciously pulled out his wand as well, though he didn't see
or hear any spells being fired. Until-

"Stupefy!"

A jet of right light just missed him, and the designated target, whoever he was, fell to the ground.
Suddenly, jets of red light were being fired everywhere. It was as though the first had been proof
that wand work was allowed.

Albus forced himself down, though he was still quite intent on finding his sister. He continued
moving on his hands and knees. He worked his way all the way down another street like this,
and, with a jolt, realized that he wasn't too far off from where the stage had been. He looked and
saw that the stage was but large splinters of wood now. Someone had blown it up.

He glanced around near the broken stage and saw Warren Waddlesworth leaning up against a
shop, of which the shopkeeper was now absent. His brilliant blue suit was splattered with red.
His face was bleeding quite badly. Next to him was the bald man that his uncle had called " The
Hammer". He appeared to be to standing guard over his injured leader. And sure enough, when
someone approached them, he took no time to find out if he was offering help or was a
hindrance. The Hammer seized him with both hands and threw him into the crowd of stampeding
people like a ragdoll, then bent low and made to hoist Waddlesworth up.

Albus continued to look around, realizing that he had grown distracted. The stunning spells were
not being fired as much now; Albus thought that he could raise himself up and risk it. He did so



and saw that a few more people were running towards Waddlesworth, concerned looks on their
faces.

"Move it, kid!" came a threatening, female voice.

Albus was pushed roughly aside. He caught a small glimpse of a tall woman with straight blonde
hair hurrying towards Waddlesworth, along with two or three other people behind her. The
Hammer did not chuck these people into the crowd.

So this was a riot. He had recalled reading about riots the previous year, including one that
occurred just outside of the Ministry of Magic, and now he saw why they received so much
attention. They were quite dangerous. Unconscious bodies were loitered all around him, and
people seemed to be stepping over them with little to no care as they ran away. He glanced back
at Waddlesworth's bleeding face and knew at once what had happened. Someone had stormed
the stage and tried to attack him, and what was happening now was the direct result.

A stunner flew right by him, and Albus ducked down quickly and resumed crawling, cursing
himself for having risked getting hit. He poked his head back to look for Lily and couldn't see
her anywhere. The stage of confusion was passed now, and was replaced with anxiety. Where
was his little sister?

He glanced down and saw a middle aged man with long brown hair lying on the ground, his
hands bound behind his back with thick ropes. They were struggling to get up, though it was
quite hard, considering someone was stepping on their face. Albus looked up and saw that the
foot belonged to his uncle.

"Now you stay right here" he said, his wand drawn. Someone ran passed him and Uncle Ron,
apparently recognizing the person as a threat, took aim with his wand and fired. Thick ropes now
bound this person as well; they fell to the floor with a crash and began struggling to get up.

"I'll be with you in a minute!" he shouted at the person, his foot still pressing down on his first
victim's face. Albus wondered how many of the people laying down on the ground was a result,
not of stunners, but of his uncle.

"Albus?" his uncle said angrily when he had spotted his nephew on the ground. " What the fu-"
"James and Lily!" Albus announced quickly, standing up. " They both ran this way to help you!"

Uncle Ron heaved a tremendous sigh, though even as he did so he raised his wand over his
shoulder and, with accuracy and skill that Albus had never associated with his uncle before, fired
a stunning spell right at someone trying to untie the man on the ground a few feet away. He fell
to the ground in an unconscious slump.

"Where's Rosie and Hugo?" he asked.



"They stayed behind- your family's fine" Albus shouted over the noise. " And | think my mom
ran in too" he added. Now he thought about it, she had no reason to not be involved; all three of
her children were in danger.

"Okay James'll be fine" Uncle Ron said. " Let's split up and find Lily. Send up red sparks if you
do."

Albus nodded, though he wasn't entirely sure that he could send up red sparks. He turned away
from his uncle and began pushing his way through the crowd, though it was still as difficult as
ever. He was not very big and it was quite a struggle to move passed people trying to force
themselves in his direction.

He kept his head low as he had been, though he still kept an eager eye out for his sister's red hair.
Had James perhaps found her and taken her to safety? Was he looking for no one? And where
was James? He recalled the riot on the Quidditch field in his first year. His brother had been the
center of attention then...

Someone bumped into him with a great deal of force. Albus staggered slightly, and then another
bump told him that the first was not an accident. He fell to the ground, his head smacking against
the ground and his hands scraping against the concrete. He bit his lip from the pain, but then saw,
sideways, his sister.

She was leaning up against an abandoned shop several feet away, and she was looking nothing
short of terrified. Her collar was raised up to her chin and she was trembling; she clearly knew
the mistake that she had made. She kept trying to push herself off of the wall and into the crowd
of people, but they were running back and forth passed her so fast that she dared not risk it.

He wanted to call to her, to tell her to stay put until he could come and get her, but then an elbow
collided with his mouth. He turned his head up so that he could see skyward, wondering who on
Earth had singled him out to attack in a riot full of adults twice his size, and then saw who it was.
It was the same weedy looking young man who had bumped into James earlier.

"Geroff me™ he managed to groan with his jaw in agonizing pain, though the man did not budge,
he was still pressed on top of him, ready to strike him again-

And he did. Albus felt his fist hit him square in the eye, and the fact that some nameless, random
hoodlum was the one doing it didn't even occur to him. All that he could think about, was that his
sister was about to get ran over by a stampeding crowd, and here he was, getting punched in the
face repeatedly...

He closed his eyes and more painful blows came, his teeth bared and his fist clenched as he tried
to fight back, though proved unable to. Another blow, and then another, and his sister had surely
seen him by now, was surely going to enter the fold to help him and get herself killed...



He felt a sickening pain that had nothing to do with the young man’s fists. A curious buzzing
filled his ears, and a peculiar- and yet somehow familiar- sensation was crawling up though his
body. Through his closed eyelids he saw flashes of light, and he knew that his eyes were turning
a delicate shade of gold. He knew, somehow, that he would not be in this position for long-

And then it all stopped. He felt an enormous amount of relief as someone picked the man up off
of him. Breathing heavily, he noticed that the buzzing had stopped and that his eyes were now no
longer turning golden. Whatever was about to happen had been stopped halfway due to the
person getting off of him. He sat upright to see who had helped him and saw that it was his
brother.

"Don't-" he punched the man across the face, then pulled him back by his collar, "ever-" another
punch, "touch-" he punched him again, "him-" yet another punch, and Albus saw a tooth fly out
of the man's mouth, "agai-"

Albus leapt up and pulled his brother off of the man, who collapsed onto the ground looking far
worse than anyone that Uncle Ron had stunned.

"No time for that" he told his brother. "Lily-"

James saw her as soon as Albus indicated her. Albus watched as his brother stepped over the
near lifeless person on the ground and approached his younger sister. They had a quick, quiet
conversation and she took his hand. He led her through the crowd of violent people, tripping
someone who had come close to bumping into them as he did so. He managed to bring her over
to Albus, and now it was the three of them together in the very center of the rioting crowd,
sticking close so as avoid being separated and trying frantically to find a way out.

"Lily keep hold of my hand" James said strictly, and he began walking slowly, his sister clinging
to him tightly. "Al, stay a little ahead of- Al?"

But Albus was not listening. He had a pounding headache and his mind was racing. Now that
Lily was at least back with them his thoughts were free to wander towards other things, the most
prominent of which had just transpired. That intense pain on the ground, that odd buzzing; it had
happened before. The strange golden tint that he saw through his eyelids...

"AL!M

Albus snapped out of his daze and looked at his brother.

"What is with you?" James asked him. "Stay focused, we're going to be fine!"
"I know" he replied quickly. "It's just- my eye hurts, that's all"

This was far from a lie. His left eye was indeed hurting very badly, and he knew without looking
that it was black and blue.



James continued to lead them through the crowds of people, which, thankfully, was beginning to
thin slightly. Many people had fled, and many were on the ground, either tied up or unconscious.
Albus knew that his uncle could not be responsible for all of them- Aurors must have show up.
He glanced near the broken stage and saw that Waddlesworth had vanished, as had the people
who were tending to him.

"Over here!" they heard someone yell, and all three of them looked passed a group of people to
see Uncle Ron, his red hair poking up over the heads of those smaller than him.

James led both of his siblings over to him.

"What the hell did you think you were doing?" Their uncle scolded them, though Albus noticed
that it was mostly directed at James. Before his brother could respond Uncle Ron held out a
crumpled piece of paper that may have been ripped from The Daily Prophet. All three of them
stared at it with confused expressions on their faces as people continued to storm by them.

"Grab this and keep holding on to it, it's a portkey."
"A what-" Lily began to ask.
"Grab it!" her uncle demanded, and they all immediately seized the crumpled up piece of paper.

Uncle Ron let go of the paper, which immediately started to glow blue, and the next second
Albus felt the same feeling that he felt just a few months ago, when he had taken a portkey out of
Hogsmeade...

There was a huge jerking motion and he felt as he though has now hurtling through space, with
someone pulling on the back of his collar leading the way. His eyes were closed, though he could
hear Lily screaming next to him...

He hit solid ground and felt his two siblings land next to him. Before he could get up, before he
could even open his eyes and see where they were, he heard a terrible shriek.

"HOW DARE YOU!"

Albus thought that his eardrums might explode. He opened his eyes and saw that they were all in
his living room, and that the cause of the shriek had been their mother. Looking both flustered
and furious, she was pointing a shaky finger at them.

"Are you insane! Running off into the middle of that! Your uncle sent word ahead that he was
making a portkey and | had half of a mind to tell him NOT TO! It would have served you right,
jumping into a riot with killing curses flying around and-"



"Mom | wanted to help Uncle Ron-" James started, and Albus buried his face in his hands. Of the
three of them, James was the only one foolish enough to ever actually attempt to argue back with
their mother. Albus and his sister at least knew when to keep quiet and take it.

"YOU THINK HE NEEDED YOUR HELP! NEEDED HIS NEPHEW DY ING!

James' attempts to battle back after this were less than satisfactory, as eventually his voice
became inaudible from his mothers thundering shouts. For thirty minutes she yelled without
pause, her tone changing only when she seemed close to tears at the idea of losing all three of her
children at once, and then once more to an exasperated tone in which she said, more to herself
then to them " When | tell Harry..."

"All three of you upstairs, now" she said when her voice had completely turned back to normal.
Albus breathed a sigh of relief.

"But mom-" James started.
"To your rooms" she cut him off. "Now. I'll call you down for dinner."

Pleasantly surprised at the thought of still getting dinner, Albus marched his way up to his room
with a very quiet Lily behind him and a very agitated James in front of him. Only when he heard
James' door slam did he collapse on his own bed, touching at his left eye and feeling the sharp
stinging that told him that the bruises were not going to go away quickly.

He lay on his back for some time, letting the events that had transpired over the course of the last
few hours replay in his mind. There was Waddlesworth on the stage, and he was giving a rousing
speech. And then the Hammer had been taking names. Then there was screaming and a huge
riot...and Lily had run in. And then he had been ducking spells and getting ran over, being beaten
to a pulp by the same person who had bumped into James.

Why were the people so rowdy? Now that he thought back to it, what had happened didn't really
fit into the idea of a riot at all. There wasn't exactly vandalism. And what had the people been
fighting? He remembered seeing people attack each other randomly...it had been pure chaos.
Were people so uncontrollable? Are they so naturally violent?

He tried rolling over onto his stomach but found that the pressure of his pillow was too much for
his eye to handle. He ended up lying on his side, staring off into space and wondering what it
would be like when he returned to Hogwarts in just a few days. Would people dislike him there
as well? Was anyone else waiting to punch him in his face just because he looked like his father?

He felt his eye sting again from the mere thought, and then suddenly remembered something
else. His eyes. Through their lids he had seen rays of light, beautiful golden light that had given
him a strange sense of power. It had stopped suddenly- but the feeling still lingered within him.
And it was not the first time either. Just a few months ago something strikingly similar had



happened. He could not mention what had almost happened in Diagon Alley to anyone though.
The only people who knew about it he had sworn to secrecy. If Professor Fairhart could not
explain it, he didn't want anyone knowing about it...

He was finally called down to dinner after what felt like a few hours, and when he sat at the
dining room table in between his two siblings there was a definite air of uneasiness. His father
was home now, and his robes were looking singed and battered; he had been at the riot. Uncle
Ron was sitting next to him, looking very exhausted and eager to eat. Albus watched as his
mother set down plates for all of them, a very stiff expression on her face.

"Where's Aunt Herm-" James started, but his mother cut him off once more.

"You keep your mouth shut while you're eating!" she snapped, and she began spooning mashed
potatoes on his plate.

He mouthed wordlessly but made no noise. Only when their mother had returned to the kitchen
did the silence break.

"She's back at our house with Rosie and Hugo™ Uncle Ron said. " I'm only here because | had to
talk to your dad-"

"THAT INCLUDES YOU RONALD!" Albus heard his mother yell from inside the kitchen, and
Uncle Ron stopped talking and began spooning mashed potatoes onto his plate at once.

Dinner progressed like this for about twenty more minutes. They all sat in silence while their
mother served them, and Albus noticed that of everyone at the table, she seemed most angry at
his father. Once the plates were all cleared, she announced that she was going to bed and stormed
up the stairs much like her daughter would.

"She's not angry at you three™ Albus' father said after she had slammed the door. "She was just
scared that's all.”

"She's angry at someone™ James said, licking his plate clean.

"That would be me" his father said with a wry smile. It was now the five of them sitting at the
dinner table with clear plates, and Albus, free of the distraction of his mother, realized how
withered his father looked. His robes were not the only thing that was destroyed. His smile
looked broken too.

"Why is she angry at you Daddy?" Lily asked.

"Because sometimes your mother and | don't agree on things" he said. "I, for instance, said that
James was old enough to decide if he wanted to help out-"

"Because | am!" James said pompously.



"-And she blew up in my face™ his father finished.

There were a couple more moments of silence before his father began speaking again. "You
three do understand what you did wrong right? We're not angry, we were- we were just
frightened.”

"You weren't there" Albus said quickly, unaware as to how rude he sounded. *"When we were, |
mean."

"I came as soon as I'd heard word that you three ran in. That was very risky of all of
you...regardless of how old" he added sternly to James. "Thankfully by the time that | got there
you were all safe.”

"Is everything over?" Lily asked.

"You mean the riot?" Uncle Ron said. "Yeah that's over. Couple people got locked up, that's all.
This isn't the first time something like this has happened. In Diagon Alley though...a lot of places
got destroyed. There'll be some rebuilding done, that's for sure.”

"But why was there a riot in the first place?" Lily asked, and Albus was glad for this. He did not
want to have to speak, but he still wanted these questions answered.

Uncle Ron gave a large stretch before speaking. "Some idiot stormed the stage and attacked
Waddlesworth."

"Who?" James asked, and Albus remembered that his brother had not witnessed the speech.

"Waddlesworth. Real clean looking guy" Uncle Ron said, clearly forgetting that James had not
been there. "Kind of pointy nose..."

"So wait someone stormed the stage?" Lily asked. "And then what?"
It was her father who answered.

"Rumor has it that they fired a killing curse, but I'd take it with a grain of salt. Most likely
Warren dodged a regular curse, than pushed himself in fron