Those Who Wait

Part 3  Trumph
Chapter 21:   Agelena labrynthica
Later on 31st July 1999

It was cold at their destination.  Severus came to, knowing he had been drugged.  He was naked and slumped over a parapet, wind blowing through his hair, his arms spread before him.  He could feel his fingers wrapped around a stone edge, its sharpness cutting his flesh.  Why could he not let go of it?  His watch-strap was snagging on the stone.

He raised his head, expecting to see open land below but found he was looking down on a vast interior space.  It reminded him of Hogwarts’ subterranean chess room and for a moment he wondered if he was in the castle.  But no chessmen were in view; just a sad expanse of corpses, laid out in rows, ready to be interred.

“British Museum?” he asked, wondering if they were in an Egyptology storeroom, because the floor below was a mass of sarcophagi.  The scene swam before his eyes; he was not fully conscious.
“No, you’re not in London” a cold voice announced.

His arms relaxed and he looked around, expecting to see Phineas Nigellus because the voice has sounded similar – not as high as Voldemort’s but still with that ready sneer.  Instead he saw a face that was new to him.  It belonged to a wizard dressed in thick dark velvet.  He had a long face, a pointed chin, and a hooked nose that jutted proudly like a raven’s bill.  His twinkling eyes were as black as Severus’s but slanted in a manner that recalled Lily Evans.  It made him look like a cross between a Viking sea-warriror and a Chinaman, and the Chinese effect was enhanced by his mandarin-style hat.

“How do you like my garden, Snape?” the wizard asked.  “My pretty maids all in a row.”  He waved his wand at the mummy cases and their lids floated off in unison, rising into the air.
“I might like it more if I had clothes.”

“Oh I can’t allow you clothes.  What treasures I found in your pockets!”
Sadly Severus registered the loss of his travelling potions as well as his wand.  “Are they dead?” he asked, trying to see if bodies were in the cases spread below.

“Yes and no” the wizard replied.  “Let’s see.  Let’s examine The Fool.”  He flicked his wand towards the first sarcophagus and a giant-sized playing card obediently peeled away and stood up to face them.  Severus recognised the card – it was The Fool from the tarot’s Major Arcana.  At another wand flick it disintegrated, revealing–

“Slinkhard.”  Severus’s voice was a hoarse whisper, and his teeth had started to chatter.

“Yes.  He’s one of the dead ones” the wizard said dully.  “Poor stupid Wilbert.  Not as stupid as one would suppose – he knew of our ancestors being Erklings.”

So it was true – just as Olive Green had been a Lethifold Animagus so too had this man’s ancestors had magical creatures amongst its Animagi.  Wilbert Slinkhard had been killed for knowing that and yet this wizard had just boasted about it.  It meant, perhaps, that the wizard liked to boast?  It must also mean that Severus was doomed; that they all were.  Who else was lying below?  Hermione?  Severus tried to close his mind but it was skittering, unsettled.  Closure was impossible and the wizard’s next words made him wonder whether his greatest fear had been magically read or guessed.

“You want to know about the Granger girl” the wizard said.  “She is not dead.  We will get to her eventually.”

“She’ll freeze to death before we do.”
It was quite possible.  Severus was freezing already, shoulders hunched and his arms wrapped around his upper body, his skin mottled blue.
“No” the wizard stated flatly.  “She will die only when I choose.  I make the choices here, Snape.”

He waved his wand again and revealed the other bodies beneath their tarot-card coverlets – Mr Zonko, the Magician; Septima Vector, the High Priestess; Minerva McGonagall, the Empress; Elphias Doge, the Hierophant; Harry and Ginny entwined together, the Lovers; Bathilda Bagshot, the Chariot; Alastor Moody, Strength; Peter Pettigrew, the Hermit; Rita Skeeter, Wheel of Fortune; Hermione Granger, Justice; Sybill Trelawney, Death; Jotto, Temperance; Kingsley Shaklebolt, the Devil; Pius Thickness, the Tower; Filius Flitwick, the Star; Ludo Bagman, the Sun; and Aberforth Dumbledore, Judgement.

“Why my elf?” Severus demanded.  “He is innocent.  Let him go.”

“And allow you to call him?” the wizard said.  “Innocent is he?  When we took Flitwick the elf tried to interfere; he tried to warn the High Priestess.  No, we will not be letting him go.  I think he is dead, anyway.  The potion I gave him didn’t agree with him.”

“You’ve poisoned him?  You’ve killed him.”

“Ah, yes; you asked about the dead” his captor said.  “Slinkhard, Doge, and Pettigrew are dealt with already.  As is Hopkirk.  And Bagshot – she barely stayed alive long enough for me to kill her.”  He laughed mirthlessly, and added “For the others I have given them Draught of Living Death–”

“No–!”

“You fear for your Justice girl?  Do not worry.  It was not your special recipe.  It might be too much for an elf but I doubt it will hold the humans too deep.  I do not have your skill with potions.  That was Olive’s forte.”

Severus looked again at the faces.  Aberforth and Zonko looked dead already, and possibly Jotto did too – being small he wasn’t easy to see at a distance, and when Severus tried to focus a wave of nausea hit him.  He looked for Hermione.  Her face looked relaxed but very white, and he didn’t trust this wizard to keep her alive.  Time was surely running out.  “What do you want?” he asked.

“Want?  From you?  What could I want from you?” the old wizard asked jeeringly.  “You have already taken what I wanted.  Olive dead.  Her father dead – yes, Gustavus – the man known as Ronald Green – died in July, while you were being patted on the back by your governors and told what a good job you had made of your first year.  Poor Gustav, my young brother, succumbed to his long-broken heart.  Then Axel knew.  He knew we could not come to him.  He felt the numbering of the days.  He knew he had to ask for help.  He chose you – the man on the fence.  All I want from you is the return of what is rightfully ours.”

“You know I don’t have it with me” Severus said, knowing now that this man was Cornelius Grunwald.  “You must release me and all these people.  Then I will give you your ring.”

“I didn’t expect you to bring it” Cornelius said.  “I’m going to kill you and put you with the others.  It’s just a question of you earning your slot.  You’ll see that you’re not having number two – The Magician.  I sent you that card; but I’ve now given ‘two’ to Zonko.  I’m reserving another space for you.”

Severus looked carefully along the rows.  Number four was empty, and so were numbers twelve, eighteen, and twenty-one.

“Yes, it’s a pity about the gaps” Cornelius added, as if he was showing off a flowerbed and looking at spots where the seed had failed to germinate.  “Twenty-one was for Stevens.  The little Mudblood gave us the slip.  I think she’s flown west.  I don’t intend to follow her.  I’ll get her one day.  Eighteen is Hopkirk’s but he’s in the hospital morgue.  Quintinious was good as Madam Zonko – no one suspected.”

“He was too thin.”

“He was not!  Zonko’s wife has lost weight – since we took control of their lives.  Quintinious is very skilled at disguise – he will find a way to get Hopkirk.  He won’t let me down – not my son.  Don’t think that number four is yours, Snape.  How impertinent that would be.  Number four belongs to Dumbledore, but we have not yet obtained his body from Hogwarts.  We’ll get it when we collect the ring.  When you are mine forever, here, and I am in control of the castle.”

“They’ll never let you control Hogwarts.”

“Of course they will” Cornelius chuckled.   “Can you really see old Sprout standing up to me?  Pity it won’t be Flitwick.  He’s just the right size for a puppet.”

He began to laugh uncontrollably at this and Severus drew himself up to his full height, watching him and wondering if he could make a grab at a wand.  Cornelius was not holding a wand, he was holding a pack of playing cards, cutting them and shuffling them.

“You’re a fortune-teller” he sneered.

“I can tell your fortune” Cornelius sneered back.  “I am not a fortune teller, though I have made such artefacts – packs of pretty cards, and orbs for fools.  I thought of giving The Fool to Trelawney, but when I recall the prophesy Death is what she’s earned.  Why did you have to interfere, Snape?  If only you’d not heard her you’d not have been the death of the Evans girl, and you’d not have felt obliged to be Dumbledore’s puppet.  You could have helped Voldemort.  And Olive would have had her wish.”

“You’re deluding yourself” Severus said.  “Olive thought she would be his bride, and she was utterly mistaken.  She didn’t know what the Dark Lord really intended.  Didn’t you wonder about his name?  Didn’t you guess?”

“Beyond death?”  There was a forlorn bitterness in Cornelius’s voice but contempt too, as if he thought Voldemort misguided.  “What of it?” he said.  “We had already beaten death.  Look at the Ministry’s Brain Room.  Look at the Ravens Criag library.  It is done, Snape!  And he knew it.  He could take from it, and add to it.”

“To what?”

“To the knowledge.”

Severus hunched again, leaning against the parapet, teeth chattering.  How could he make Cornelius understand – Voldemort didn’t want merely to add to and dip into accumulated wisdom; he didn’t want to father heirs to some pure-blood intellectual eternity, he wanted eternity for himself.  And only for himself.  There would be followers, but they would be born and die, they would fall by the wayside as he ceased need of them, and new ones would come in their place.

“We’ll do without him” Cornelius said with fresh determination.  “It is no great hardship to do without him.  We will go back to being what we were – greatness in secret.  But you, Snape!  You could have assisted his cause and been part of the new world.  Look at you now!  The man who wants to make Slytherin House draw level.  Slytherin House is the pinnacle of British magery, yet you speak as if it comes a poor fourth in a four-horse race.”

“All the Houses have their merit” Severus said as if he was admitting an unpleasant fact.  “When Salazar broke away he made a momentous gaffe.  He thought to show how Slytherin was master, but all he showed was how it differed.  And how – in other people’s opinions – it erred.”

“The opinions of fools are not worth having.”

“The support of the majority must be won” said Severus.  “When did Severus Snape ever have time for fools?  But, I am not speaking of fools.  No man is master if he is not acknowledged master.  What king is king merely by wandering the street, yelling ‘I am the King’?  He makes himself a laughing stock; he does not make himself ruler.  Salazar Slytherin cast Slytherin House down into the dust when he abandoned Hogwarts.  He dashed his House so low that people – people nowadays – think it is the haunt of cowards and liars.  I intend to show its greatness.  I intend to show its rightful place amongst the four.  Give me back the living and come and get your ring.”

“You think you can get away as easily as that?” Cornelius asked him, and he flicked his wand again.

Severus fell backwards, screaming, his legs in a foetal crouch.  He had once glimpse of a smoky ceiling, and then he knew no more.  He had fainted.

He was in a warmer room when he came too.  The floor was wooden and creaked as he turned over.  The room was dark; it might have been hung all around with deep blue curtains so that no windows and doors could be seen.  And the ceiling was blue too, and looked as if it was diamond studded, twinkling like stars in a night sky.  Real diamonds?  Severus couldn’t believe they were.  He found himself looking at Capella and cursed it, turning instead to try to see his watch.  The effort made him vomit, but after that he felt better.  His brain felt clearer.  There was enough light to make out the time – ten minutes to ten.  But evening or morning?  Was it the same day or the next?  His watch must have stopped.  Or had this wizard brought a halt to time itself?

Footsteps came up to him and a hand reached out to his bound wrists.
“Longines” a voice said, studying the watch.  “Stopped.  Mine would not have stopped.  I suppose this was all your parents could afford.”

So time hadn’t stopped – Cornelius Grunwald was not that clever.  Severus sat up and noticed there were other figures in the room – Harry and Hermione hung in midair, conscious but unable to speak, wrapped round and round in silken thread as if a spider had caught them.  They were watching him, and both looked afraid.  Cornelius walked away again, towards a young man in a Harlequin suit who poured a glass of wine and set it on a table.
“That’s enough” Cornelius said to him.  “Keep an eye on the street, Quintinious.”

“Yes, father.”  He Apparated away in a twinkle of gold as Cornelius reached for the wine.  Over a dozen wands were laid out next to the glass.  Severus supposed his was amongst them.
“I suppose you don’t feel very comfortable here” Cornelius said.  “I should have made it a belfry.  But I think you’ve done enough damage with bells.  Ding, dong dell, the bat is with the bell.  What can he hear?  His own death knell.”

“It was you, wasn’t it” said Severus, hazarding a guess.  “It was you who devised the Snakes and Ladders game.”

“Like it, did you?”

“And the maze?”

“Yes.  That too.”

“And the rooms that move in the library?”  Severus was certain that Cornelius was not the maker of the Ravens Craig library but he thought he’d try saying this and see what happened.

Cornelius drank half the wine and set the glass down.  “My noble ancestor Balthazar” he said in a ringing tone, “Rescued the library.  My noble ancestor Juliana Gaunt created the moving rooms.  My noble ancestor Athelstan Peverell created the revolving room in the London Ministry.  It is nice of you, Snape, to lay all the greatness at my door, but I cannot claim all of it personally.”

“Then why Devices of Devizes?”

Cornelius looked puzzled; then he understood.  “Why not?” he asked.  “One has to live somewhere.”

In pokey rooms in an obscure town, Severus wondered?  A shop over a Muggle shop?  No.  How does that fit with fine robes, and portraits, and a library?  How does that fit with the making of large precision instruments?  The Grunwald family had fallen almost as low as the Gaunts.  And then, latterly for these Grunwalds, their fortunes had revived.  That must have been due at least in part to the patronage of Voldemort.  If only he, Severus, had known about them he might have been forewarned.  But they had been invisible.  Yet the Malfoys had known them.

“Why is it–?”

“Questions, questions!” Cornelius snapped.  “Curiosity killed the cat.  That is an English proverb.  Did you not know?  You would be alive now, but for your curiosity.  You had to pry into our affairs.  Olive warned you not to.”

“How can you be so proud of your family and yet not want people to know of it?”

“Flattery will get you everywhere?  That is another English saying” Cornelius sneered.  “An erroneous one.”

“But if I am to die, what’s the harm in knowing?  May I have a glass of wine?”

“Yes, I expect you’re thirsty now.  No, you may not.  And if that is the best you can do with your interrogation it is a poor show.”

“I just thought the question worth the risk.  Why is it” Severus ventured, returning to his earlier question, “That I never saw you in my visits to the Malfoys?  Why were we not all friends?”

Cornelius looked at him as if he was a fool and said “You make the elementary mistake of assuming that we Grunwalds would be interested in friendship with the Malfoys.”

“They were your neighbours.”

He had touched a nerve.  “They used us!” Cornelius hissed.  “They liked to patronise my shop, yes.  They liked to ask Gustav to do jobs for them.”

“They gave him a home.”

“A tiny cottage!  Barely bigger than the space I could have provided.  If his daughter had not been due it would hardly have been worth his while to take it.”

“But he did take it.”

“He did” Cornelius whispered, hating to admit it.  “Olivia liked the cottage.  She liked the pastures.  She liked to watch the horses.”

“I never saw horses.”

“You were a nothing!  You were not even at school.  Abraxas liked to race horses.  Gustav took over running the book, for a percentage.”

“Gambling.”

“Yes.  Abraxas used to bend the odds at times.  He would alter markings, or even hide one horse and substitute another.  All sorts of tricks.  Hector Lestrange put him under Crucio one day, when he found out he’d bet on the wrong animal and been duped of eight hundred Galleons.”

“And what about you?”

“I, too, liked to gamble” Cornelius admitted.  “I was a better gambler.  My losses were far less than Hector – I was better at seeing through Abraxas’s sleights-of-hand.  Sometimes, no matter how devious he was, I won.  I enjoyed the thrill of it.”  He fell silent.
Severus feared the silence; he spoke to get Cornelius talking again.  “But in my time the horse racing had stopped” he said.

“It was a rare event” Cornelius said.  “Rare indeed, by then.  The Malfoys had already developed a new passion, and Gustav had already–”

He stopped, this time because he didn’t know what to say, and Severus realised Gustavus had already made a mess of the new job the Malfoys had given him.

“Muggle hunting” he said.  “I remember.  Regulus and I guessed what was going on.  Gustavus, I take it, supplied the Muggles.  I presume one of them turned out to be someone famous – the Duke of Norfolk, or the Prime Minister.  Someone whose ill-treatment might not go unnoticed.”

Cornelius clapped his hands and spread his arms as if to call for silence.  “Let’s play a game” he demanded.

“Then my guess is correct.”

“Your conversation bores me.  No, your guess was wrong.  Let’s play a game instead.  I like games.”

“And you like jokes?  You are Tommy O’Hod?  Hugo Adair?  Madam R Carter?”

“Sometimes.”  Cornelius smiled, happy that Severus had realised.  “I do have helpers” he admitted, “Delivery boys.  But yes, I like jokes.  And, as I say, I like games.  I have devised one just for you.  Special one.  Not snake this time.  And not filthy bats!  Mind game.  Word game.”
Severus could guess what Cornelius had planned.  The tarot card on sarcophagus number twelve gave it away.  Hangman.
“I have my own rules” Cornelius said.  “And yet I will be fairer than Abraxas.  Tough but not deceitful.  We will play the word game Hangman, but every time you win a letter the gibbet will grow.”

“No!”

“Yes.  That way you will have to guess.  But I will be kind to you – you know only English.  We will limit ourselves to that.  If you win I will release the Granger Mudblood.”

“If I lose?”

“You all die of course.”

“Why not release Harry too?”

Cornelius Grunwald smiled a dreadful, hollow smile.  “Ah, Snape!” he chided, “I thought I was granting you a boon.  It is the Mudblood that you love.  I will give her her life.  Potter?  No.  How can I let go free the wizard who killed the man my Olive loved.  No, Snape.  You will not go down in history as the man who always saved Harry Potter.  You will not even save the life of your meddling servant.  The best you can hope for is that the woman you love lives to love another.  And you will not mind because you will be dead.  How merciful old Cornelius is.”

There seemed no way out.  He didn’t have a wand and Jotto was too ill to help even if he could call him.  At least he might be able to save Hermione.  “I accept your terms” he said.  “But I am disappointed.  I thought that you – joker, trixter, bold gambler – would chance the bigger game.  Especially as you have altered the rules so brutally!”

“What do you mean?  Bigger game?”

“You win, you kill us.  I win, we all go free, and you give me the deeds of Ravens Craig for the Vectors.”

“What?  Stake all on this?” Cornelius said, affronted.  “Why?”

“For the fun of it” said Severus.  “For the hell of it.  If you win, you have the joy of it.  If you lose?  You fly away.  And you will have put right the old wrong.  The old Vector / Slytherin breach.”

“How do you know I am the owner of Ravens Craig?”

“Do you deny it?”

“No, but I didn’t acquire it to give it up.  You ask too much.”

“Do I?” Severus asked sadly.  “It is merely a matter of restoring an ancient property to the rightful owners.  And, speaking of that, I will do my part.  I will give up the ring.  You need only tell me time and place, and it’s yours.  I am not a thief.”

“No” said Cornelius.  “You do not know what you are asking.  Not that it matters, because you will not win.”
“Then what have you to lose?”

Cornelius grew angry.  He threw the cards aside and pulled his wand, slashing it through the air.  Severus found himself spreadeagled on a sticky web, prey for an Acromantula if one happened by.
“Very well!” Cornelius shouted.  “We play – your stakes; my rules – my brutal rules!  I choose the key word.  And now we begin!  Are you ready, Snape?  Don’t worry; it will soon be over.”

Stuck fast agaist the strands of silk Severus thought about it.  He looked at Hermione, pale and immobilised, and ill-looking.  And Harry looked little better.  He had no idea how Jotto was.  Yes he was as ready as he would ever be.  He was trapped and wandless; what else was there to do?
He nodded and Cornelius said “Here it comes – English word – twenty-eight letters.”
He waved his wand.  A row of lexicon tiles appeared, staring at Severus with blank, white faces, floating in a line in midair.  Thoughtfully Cornelius manoeuvred Harry and Hermione so that they could see the tiles, like viewers in an art gallery.
“Not fair, Grunwald!” Severus snarled, appalled at the word’s length.  “It’s some spell or ingredient.  There are hundreds of them!”

“What if I were to tell you that this is a word even in the Muggle world?” Cornelius said.  “Come.  Trust me.  Harsh, but fair.  You have half-a-dozen chances.  Begin.”

F*** this Severus sighed to himself.  This is how it ends?  How ludicrous?  Forgive me, Hermione.  If this is a spell I’ll never guess it.  If it’s not?  Who knows?  “E” he said aloud, trying to sound brave about it.

Considering it was the most common letter in English usage it gave him very little, but the tiles rotated rapidly and when they came to rest Es had appeared in the eighth and eighteenth positions.  Next to the tiles a wooden platform appeared and Severus tried not to look at it.  “A” he said determinedly.

This gave him the first, eleventh, twenty-first, and twenty-fourth letters, and the upright post of the gibbet.  He tried not to think about that as he said “R” and the remaining tiles spun.

It was a disaster; it gave him only one letter – in the twenty-second position, just after an A.  It also gave him the top post.  The hangman’s giblet looked close to completion and the word was unguessable.  Think, he demanded!  It has more of an A-sound than an E-sound.  Do I chance the other vowels?

He seemed to be incapable of thinking, so he chanced O and then U.  Both gave him nothing, and Cornelius laughed, but he also seemed sad about it.  “In compensation you can ask a question” he offered.  “A free question; no penalty.”

“What is the word–?”

“Don’t be a fool, Snape!  You can ask me one of those burning questions you always wanted answered.”

“Why was Olive imprisoned?”

“I refuse to answer.  Ask a different question.”

Severus thought about it.  “Why was it so very funny about Flitwick being a puppet?” he said.  “It’s too obvious a joke for a person of your intellect–”

“Disallowed!  Ask a different question.  Don’t try my patience.”

Severus thought again.  There were several things he wanted to know.  He wanted to know about the ferry disaster, but he was sure that would be disallowed and bring Cornelius’s wrath upon them all.  So he asked about a small thing that continued to puzzle him.

“Why Bagman?”
Cornelius considered carefully before he answered and Severus thought that the question would also be disallowed, and wished he’d chanced asking about the ferry.
A wince of pain crossed the old wizard’s face; remembering was not a comfortable process.  “Because he, like me, knows his family history” he said at last.  “Gustav bagged Bagman – Odo Bagman.  Terrible mistake!  He thought he was a Muggle.  Odo was wearing Muggle clothes and had changed his appearance.  Unfortunately he continued to be taken for a Muggle and was made the subject of that day’s hunt.  He was carrying a wand and when he was ‘caught’ they found it.  Abraxas got frightened.  Odo was by then coming to his senses.  Soon he worked out a lot of what had happened.  He demanded his wand and was told they never knew he was carrying one, so it must be lost.  They insisted they would not have done what they had done if they had known he was a wizard.  He didn’t believe them.  There was a big scene.  Later Abraxas had to give Bagman a new wand and a considerable sweetner not to take proceedings.  Meanwhile he refused to pay Gustav and Gustav kept telling him it was an innocent mistake.  Abraxas wouldn’t listen.  He wouldn’t pay, and he wouldn’t see the truth of it.  The breach between us and the Malfoys was never to heal … That is all.  Continue the game.”

Severus looked at the tiles again.  The interlude of the story had relaxed him.  He looked at the half-formed word with a refreshed mind.  Unfortunately the letters still meant nothing to him.  What if this was some Muggle technical word; some modern thing that belonged to the world of electronics or molecular biology?  Yes, it might be just such a construction!  Cornelius was not English – his origins were German and they were famous for butting syllables together to make long, composite words.  Severus decided to check.

“Can I ask a question?” he said.  “A non-penalty question?”

“If it is a fair question.”

“Is the word a composite word – many syllables or smaller words concatenated?”

This pleased Cornelius; it gave him a chance to show off.  “Such as swingometer?” he suggested.  “Hypoglycaemia?  Sexploitation, hatchback?  There!  I have reduced your burden by four whole possibilities.  You can cross those off the list.  And yes, it is a composite word.  Now play on.”

Severus, despairing and excited all at once, let out a long sigh.  Cornelius had given something away.  His suggestion of hypo had made Severus think of prefixes.  And this word began with an A.  What if it was prefixed?  It couldn’t be ante but it could be anti.
“I” he said.  He was rewarded with five Is and the corner brace of the gibbet.  The Is were at the fourth, sixth, fourteenth, twenty-third, and twenty-sixth positions.  The Illustrious I’s, he said to himself.  “N” he said aloud, in a trembling voice croakier than a bullfrog.

The nasty smile vanished; Cornelius looked displeased.  Ns appeared on the second, nineteenth, and twenty-fifth tiles.  A trapdoor appeared in the centre of the platform, directly under the position of the rope.  But there was as yet no rope.  Severus wasn’t so interested in the gibbet now, he was looking at the cluster of letters on tiles twenty-one to twenty-six.  They spelt ariani and as his fingers made tiny movements, counting out numbers of letters, he was pretty sure he knew what ariani fitted.  His eyes found Cornelius and his mind fought hard to project the word.  He could ask for the letter M and be more confident of his guess, but it would award him the rope and Cornelius would hang him.  It was time to risk the guess and win the game.

Or perhaps still lose it.

“Antidisestablishmentarianism” he said coldly.
The remaining tiles spun.

“No!” Cornelius screamed, flashing his wand like a sabre.

The tiles kept spinning.  Cornelius was bewitching them, not letting them rest – he couldn’t bear the idea of losing.

In his mind Severus formed the incantation “Sectumsempra” but it failed to hurt Cornelius.  He then tried forming a disarming spell, but still it failed.  Angry and defeated he blinked and looked at the tiles.  “Specialis revelio!” he growled.
The tiles halted; Cornelius staggered as his own spell was flung back at him.  The word gleamed across the room and the hangman’s rope appeared, twisting like a newborn snake, reaching for the nearest neck.  Cornelius ignored it, slicing his wand through the air, making a whiplash cut towards Severus.
And suddenly Severus had transformed and the silk web no longer felt hostile.  In his Animagus form he scurried floor-wards, dropped off the web and ran across the room while Cornelius was finally paying attention to the threat of the noose.  The old wizard was ducking and diving interspersed with desperate calls of “Homenum revelio” but because Severus was an albino spider he was almost impossible to see.  In a single flowing movement Severus re-transformed and scooped up the wands in his long, straw-coloured fingers.  “Expelliamus” he thought savagely as Cornelius found time to send a Cruciatus Curse in his direction.
The curse grazed past him and as Cornelius’s wand flew through the air Severus bound his captor in tight black cords, and fired off spells from the bundle of wands to free Hermione and Harry.  They fell gracefully, landing like caterpillars in broken cocoons.
Severus wondered what to do.  Could he find his potions in this unknown building?  Where had Quintinious gone?  He didn’t know that at that moment Aurors were Apparating into Dufftown High Street and beginning to break through the defences of a shop that sold toys.
Chapter 22:   What Lies Behind

8th August 1999

It was early August and Severus was sitting in the Head’s roof garden.  Since their rescue from Dufftown they had spent a week in St Mungo’s and were now mostly resting in the hospital wing at the school.  Some were in better shape than others; Harry and Severus had recovered in hours, Septima and Minerva were still a bit shaky; and, sadly, Mr Zonko and Aberforth had not survived.  And that was why Hermione was not yet up and about – she was still grieving for the dead.  Nadine had come to visit Severus to talk it over.

“She just can’t do it like you” Nadine reminded him.  “Hermione won’t try Occlumency.  She’ll live out her grief.”

“She’ll be marked by it.”

“Denying grief didn’t stop you being marked by it.  Not entirely.”

“I just don’t want to see her suffering the pain.”

“You can’t prevent it.  She needs to deal with it her way.”

He nodded, knowing she was correct.  Jotto poured tea for them and Nadine told Severus what she had heard about the rescue.
“Phoebus King put Widdershins under a curse” she said.  “Widdershins finally admitted that the man he knew as Quinn lived somewhere near Hogwarts.  That narrowed the search a lot.  They knew he didn’t live in Hogsmeade, so after a quick check in Zonko’s they started combing Dufftown.  They got in through the toyshop and found it connects to where you were in the horologist’s.  Kadar put up a good defence but he couldn’t hold off all the Aurors.  Did you know he worked in the Brain Room?”

“Someone spoke about a wizard from the Brain Room but I didn’t know who they were talking about” said Severus.  “Unfortunately I put the Aurors on the wrong scent – I tipped them off about a wizard called Mumps, who turned out to be nothing to do with this.  All we knew of Kadar was that he was someone abroad – someone who went to Durmstrang.  And his name wasn’t even Quintinious – or so we thought.”

“It was a chapter of accidents!”

“It ruddy well was.  And since when has Phoebus King been an Auror?”

“Since Easter, according to Alastor.”

“And since when have you and Alastor been an ‘item’?” he added archly.

“We are not an ‘item’ ” Nadine said, blushing.  “Where did you pick up a phrase like that?  We’ll admit to being good friends.  Yes, okay, very close friends.  Why shouldn’t I have some romance in my life?”

“He’s too old for you.”

“That’s rich, coming from you!”

“What curse did Phoebe use on Widdershins?  Do you know?”

“Some toenail thing, Alastor said.  Very painful, apparently.  It worked a treat.  (Severus smiled).  And, as his reward, poor Mr King was the only one to get hurt in the Dufftown raid.  Twisted ankle!  He slipped – said the floor was covered in big wooden rings.”

Hearing that, Severus laughed.  To clothe himself he had wrenched the curtains down; he remembered rings pinging everywhere and bouncing off his head.  Then after a few hasty spells there followed a frantic hunt for potions and the bitter discovery that Cornelius had shredded his clothes and smashed all the bottles in the pockets.  When the Aurors broke through to Severus they had found him dressed toga-like and continuing with spells to raise the survivors’ core temperatures.  He wondered whether anyone had noticed his Animagus form.  Cornelius didn’t seem to have spotted it because his revealing spell kept falling wide of the mark.  Hermione knew what animal it was but she probably didn’t know the colour.  And what about Harry – had Harry spotted it?  Unlikely.  Severus’s secret was probably still intact – partially.
A noise below caught their attention and Jotto peered over the parapet.  “Professors Sprout and Granger just gone into the teachers’ roof garden, master” he said, “With Mr Weasley.”

“Which Mr Weasley?”

“Mr Bill.”

“Thank you, Jotto.  Have a cup of tea; warm yourself up.  I feel like I’ll never be warm again.”

“That’s because you keep refusing breakfasts” said Jotto.

Severus had had little appetite that week; he was too worried about Hermione.  It was cheering though, to know she was up and dressed.  He could guess why Bill had arrived.  Following his arrest Cornelius Grunwald had agreed to the handing over of Ravens Craig to Septima Vector, and he had allowed Bill Weasley the use of his Gringotts key.  Bill had owled to say he would be bringing Septima the deeds.

“Septima told Hermione she’s a bit daunted about inheriting Ravens Craig” Nadine said.  “She said she wouldn’t want to move there and give up her house.  And is it right that you’re now the legal owner of this castle?”

“I am” said Severus.  “Aberforth bequeathed it to me.  It’s an odd feeling, being Headmaster and owning the castle.  It’s starting to feel like too much responsibility.”

They finished their tea and went down to the hospital wing to see how the patients were doing.  Septima was opening a long legal-looking envelope, and sitting next to her Hermione was glancing through The Daily Prophet.  Severus could see that breakfast was over in the ward so he walked the length of it, saying good morning to people, but all the time his eyes searched for Hermione.  Her face still looked pinched.
“Good morning, ladies” he said, drawing level with them.  “Sleep well?”

“Yes, thank you” Minerva replied.  “Septima did alright, too.  I heard her snoring.”

“I do not snore!”

“Where is Sybill?”

“Gone back to her tower” Hermione said.  “She’s feeling better.”  She handed back Minerva’s newspaper and added “Should be nice today.  The forecast is sunny spells; dry.  Breezy; especially towards evening.  I might go for a walk; soon as I’ve had a nose of Septima’s post.”

“I’ll leave you to it then” said Severus.  “I need a word with Ludo and Kingsley.”

The envelope contained several sheets of parchment.  Bound together with tape and sealing wax were the deeds to Ravens Craig and an abstract of title.  Septima let her see it.  Hermione noticed that the owner prior to Cornelius Grunwald had been Ignotia Zurhost, and before her Rosabel Zurhost.
“Zurhost” she said.  “ZH – HZ.”

“What was that?”

“Oh, nothing.  Just more of Sinistra’s mirror image thinking.  There’s a letter here.  Did you know?”

“Let’s see.  That’ll be about the consideration.”

The letter was from Quintinious Bardhylus Kadar acting as agent for Cornelius Grunwald, making over ‘the property known as Ravens Craig and sometimes popularly referred to as Myriad Mansion, twenty acres south by east from the Cairn of Ben Soach in the Parph of Sutherland’ to Professor Septima Remiglia Vector of Tobermoray Cottage, Dufftown Road, Hogsmeade, in the Rannoch.
“ ‘In consideration of the sum of One Galleon’!  Yes, he’s put it in writing, just as Matilda said” Septima said.  “He’s a very thorough young man.  If I was in a Ministry cell the last thing I’d think about is obeying my lunatic father’s commands.  Matilda’s at the bank now, paying the Galleon.  And what’s this?”

There was a further sheet of parchment which Septima studied carefully.  Hermione sat back, listening to the buzz of conversation from the group of wizards around Ludo’s bed.
Septima’s words broke in on her thoughts.  “I don’t know what I’m going to do with the place” she sighed.  “I don’t want to live underground.”

“But you promised me you’ll visit.”

“Oh yes.  I want to see the library bit of it.  Ah-ha!  Guess what this is, Hermione.  The formula for reordering the rooms.  Apparently there are lots of pathways through the library.  And you can use key words to line up cells containing books on your chosen subject.  Very clever.”

“We thought there was only one pattern.”

“Yes, and you even got that wrong!  You and your precious Professor.”

“We got through.”

“You got the right pattern for the wrong reasons.”

Hermione made Septima clarify that, and didn’t know whether to laugh or be annoyed at what she discovered.

“I think I know what I’ll do” Septima said at last.  “I’ll make the property over to my relatives – probably to Carillon – but on the understanding that Hogwarts staff and senior students can use the library.  It can be a library annex – as long as Severus lets me have access to it too.”

“You think he’ll do that?  When you explain to him how he’s not as clever as he thinks he is?”

Septima looked over to the wizards clustered around Ludo.  “Yes, I think so” she said quietly.  “Severus and I go back a long way.  Oooh dear; look.  I think Ludovik’s getting his knuckles wrapped about Portkey authorisations.”

Kingsley had given Ludo a severe talking to about forging a Portkey authorisation for Quintinious Kadar and Ludo was looking very sorry for himself.
“I never thought it’d allow him to kidnap you all” he said.  “He said he just needed it urgently for his old mum who can’t Apparate and has long journeys to hospital.”

“His ‘old mum’ is a young witch called Columbine and she lives in Tallin” Kingsley said sternly.  “It would be a bloody long way to St Mungo’s.  Glory be, Ludo!  You can’t take everything at face value.”

“I was hoping Quinn could help me get a better job.  I could do with it you know” Ludo admitted.  “It’s not much fun in Transportation.  Not on my grade.”

“He played you like a harp.”

“The Grunwalds were good at that” said Severus.  “Look at that user Cornelius!  Axel was good but not clever enough – a disappointment to his uncle, so he went out and farthered Quintinious; and chose a bride who was heir to Ravens Craig, which in the fullness of time became his.  And his bride was none other than the sister of the woman he eloped with in 1910.  He went from Rosabel who very inconveniently drowned, to her younger sister Ignotia.  If that’s not using people I don’t know what is.”

“He angered the Grindelwald family in so doing” Kingsley said.  “He left his family in a mess – the Grunwalds were always being pressured to get him to return.”

“By pressured you mean killed off.”

“Yes.  The Grindelwalds weren’t a nice bunch.”

“Well, Kingsley?” Severus sighed, “Are you going to finish the tale by telling us what Olive Green did that was so bad?”

“If Ludo consents.”

Ludo shrugged.  “No skin off my nose” he said.  “It was my old man that was up to hanky-panky.  He’s no longer around, nor is my mother, so it can’t hurt anyone.”

“But that’s not it” Harry protested.  “We know about the Muggle hunting, and that your dad was hunted.  That wouldn’t put Olive in prison.”

“No, it doesn’t” Kingsley agreed, and he pulled from his pocket a photograph.  “This was taken using a Prison Prism” he said.  “They weren’t as good as cameras.  History Glasses is what they used to be called over here, and some people – confusingly – used to call them Looking Glasses.  Once cameras came out no one bothered with Prison Prisms in their original form – they just became museum pieces.  Now to explain this photo – this is one of the ones Alastor lost.  The background is a toyshop, and above it was Devices of Devizes.  And this lad here–”

“–Is Draco Malfoy.”

“No.  You’re a generation out, Harry” Kingsley warned him.  “This is Lucius Malfoy.  And it is with him that my theories begin.”

“Theories?  I thought you had answers.”

“Wait and see what you think of them” said Kingsley.  “This is the story of Olive and Lucius.  Olive and her protégé.  Being children they naturally went to the toyshop.  And so did Muggle children – the toyshop in Devizes was a Muggle shop.  Olive’s father and her uncle used to give her lots of toys.  Cornelius even made a few, but mostly he used to bewitch toys bought from the shop below.  Olive used to tease the Muggle children, showing off her toys and bragging about them.  She said she showed off to pay the children back for making fun of her.  Funny clothes, funny-looking parents, odd behaviour, et cetera.  You can guess how it was.  There came a point, though, when her boasts and revenges turned nasty.  One little girl was terrified by a glove puppet that she said came to life.  And another was half-suffocated by a teddy bear.  Olive and Lucius used to think up pranks to frighten ‘the Mudbloods’.”

“Olive and Lucius?  Together?”

“They were on friendly terms when he was a small boy” said Kingsley.  “Olive was older.  I presume he was keen to see what she could do.  This isn’t just surmising.  I’m going by what you’ll find in the Muggle press and what was recorded in the Courts.  Olive always denied it; claimed she and her family were the victims – of verbal abuse mainly, fuelled by hatred, or prejudice, or perhaps just plain fear.  I think the truth is all the children took everything too far.  Then there was Gustavus’s blunder and the rift between the Malfoys and the Grunwalds.  That turned nasty too.  Olive was determined on revenge; she tried to poison Abraxas.”

“Bloody hell!”

“It didn’t work.  Somehow the Malfoys knew.  But she managed to steal a wand while she was in Malfoy Manor and I reckon Lucius spotted her take it.  She stole Abraxas’s wand.”

“So Lucius hexed her!”

Severus looked at Harry and shook his head.  “I bet he didn’t” he said.  “Not immediately.  He’d wait and see what she was up to.”

“You knew Lucius very well, didn’t you” Kingsley observed.  “I think the same.  I reckon he followed her, all the while wondering if he could set a trap.  His father was tucked up in bed, recovering, so Lucius could do as he pleased.  And where was Olive?  Well very shortly she was heading off to school – to a Muggle school where the police were doing a road safety demonstration.  They had the playground marked out as a road – kerbsides, zebra crossing, the lot.  They had a car – police car – and a bobby on a bike, and more constables in plain clothes to act as pedestrians.  Olive watched it all and saw her moment; she fired a spell and the car went out of control, injuring two children and a teacher.”

“Blimey!  Did she really, though?”

“It wasn’t proved, but the Ministry suspected a banishing spell had been used” Kingsley said.

“A banishing spell?”

“Yes.  Just that.  It was sufficient to send the car out of control and cause injury.  There wasn’t a lot of space in the playground.  The police never did road safety that way again.  Olive got away with it but some of the children had spotted her loitering at the fence.  That’s how she came to be questioned by the Ministry.  She insisted she was just looking, and no wand was found in her possession.  It was found later.  And whose wand was it?”

“Abraxas’s” said Harry.

Kingsley smiled, shaking his head.

“Odo’s” said Severus, since it was clear that Abraxas was not the answer.

“My old dad’s!” Ludo said.  “I remember him being questioned about something.  He was a bit worried, naturally, but the facts made no sense.  We’d moved to Blandford by then and he had umpteen witnesses of where he was whenever it was.  He didn’t know whether the Malfoys had used his wand or whether he’d genuinely lost it that day of the hunt.  He’d had his pay-off from the Malfoys and didn’t want to stir it up.  So he kept stumm.  The Ministry dropped the case – lack of evidence.”

“The Ministry never worked out that Lucius planted Odo Bagman’s old wand on Olive” said Kingsley.  “He must have transfigured it to make it look like the one she’d stolen.”

“That’s a lot of suppositions, Chief Auror.”

Kingsley gave a small bow and said “Yes it is, Headmaster.  But it fits the facts, and it fits the Olive we’ve come to know and love.  Oh how I wish I’d bothered to notice her at school, but I just didn’t.  Her and Malfoy … why didn’t I see anything?  Sense anything?  I wasn’t interested; I wrote them off as Slytherins and paid no more attention.  You know what it’s like; you steer clear of the other Houses.  But innocuous though Olive seemed, we know she was a bad lot – poisoner, liar.  We know her family were involved in – well, let’s see … lately there’s been kidnapping, murder, and attempted murder…  And in the past you’ve see them assisting Voldemort.  Yes, I’ve made suppositions about this tale of events but I’ve checked the evidence too.  Young Olive let her childish enthusiasm take her over.  Many of us know what it’s like to let our enthusiasm run away with us.”

A pained smile crossed Severus’s face and he made a short stiff nod of acknowledgement.
Kingsley continued.  “The Muggle baiting carried on” he said.  “One boy was injured and one killed, falling from a tree.  A branch broke – supposedly.  And, funny thing, Olive happened to be nearby.  Again no wand was found.  But perhaps the Grunwalds got worried because they moved from Wiltshire to London.  And surprise, surprise the baiting shifted too – a while later the puppet thing was tried again, and that put the Ministry on alert.  They kept a special track of Olive.  The evidence was mostly circumstantial but there was such an accumulation of it.  Finally they had enough to put her away, so they did!  She pleaded innocence again, and misunderstanding, and prejudice – and Dumbledore believed her.”

“Did he?  With all that evidence?”

“Yes, he would” Hermione said to Harry.  She had wandered over, and tagged onto the edge of the group, listening.  “You should read Elphias’s book” she said.  “Then you’d see there are some parallels.  That’s what blinded Dumbledore to the evil side of Olive.  He saw a nice girl wronged; a talented family abused, merely because they were odd.  Even now his portrait doesn’t like to talk about it.  The death of his sister and his father – what lay behind it – is too painful.  That’s why he didn’t suggest we talk to Aberforth.  Aberforth knew a little of this, he used to go to the Malfoys’.”

“He was never friends with Malfoy!” Harry insisted.

“I didn’t mean he knew enough to tell us all this, I meant Dumbledore didn’t want us talking to Aberforth.  He didn’t want the family history picked over – all the Muggle problems.”

An unexplained smile appeared on Kingsley’s face and Severus guessed that the reason Albus didn’t want Aberforth questioned was not entirely as Hermione surmised.

But Kingsley didn’t elaborate, instead he said “I think in our haste to protect Muggles we overlook the plight of some of the wizard families.  It’s easy for the wealthy ones – they can make themselves as remote as they please, and they can have their children tutored and keep more control of them.  But for those of humbler means, those who have to live amongst Muggles, life must be problematic.”

“Are you saying the Statute of Muggle Protection was misguided?” Hermione asked.

“Not misguided” said Kingsley, “Not wrong in any sense.  Very necessary!  I’m just saying real life is complicated, and one statute doesn’t solve everything.”

“You’d never get an equivalent for wizards” said Severus.  “I know what it’s like to live in a Muggle street and walk side by side with them to school.  It’s not the upbringing I would have chosen.  I suppose it hardens attitudes about class, and blood status, and so forth.  But I don’t see how that can be helped; any move to help wizards infringed by Muggles will be taken as a thumbs-up to the fanatics.  It’ll rekindle the blood status arguments and the battles.  People take simplistic attitudes about these things.”

“That’s an argument for doing nothing.”

“It’s not meant to be.”

“I don’t know about that” said Harry.  He was adamant that anyone cosseted at Hogwarts would soon forget how hard life was for the poor of the wizarding world.

Severus insisted he hadn’t forgotten, and that although he appeared to take no thought for them part of the problem was that he wouldn’t know how to improve their lot.  “I don’t want to see the wizarding world repeat the blunders of the past” he said.  “It’s a pointless waste.”

Kingsley watched, amused.  It was interesting to see them argue.

“You can’t stop all bloodshed” Ludo insisted.  “There will always be Dark wizards.”

“Yes, of course there will.  But there’s no need to hand them a ready-made cause…”

Titcha arrived and put an end to the argument by saying there were visitors to see the convalescents.  “Fred, George and Ron Weasley” he said, “And Professor and Mrs Lupin.”

Severus looked down the ward.  “I’m sure they’d like visitors” he said.  “Show them up please, Titcha.  And ask the kitchen elves to bring more coffee.”

“I think I’ll give this a miss” Hermione whispered to Severus.  “I’m not in a Fred ’n’ George mood.”

He watched her pull on a cloak and set off for a walk.  “I’m going with her” he said to Harry.  “I’ll see the others later.  Can you see that everyone helps themselves to refreshments?”

“No problem” Harry said.  “See you at lunch?”

“Yes.  In the anteroom to the Hall” Severus replied, as he hurried away.  “One o’clock.”

He caught up with Hermione as she was going past the library.  They walked and walked.  Eventually they found themselves at the top of the Astronomy Tower, leaning on the parapet, looking towards the lake.

“It was just over a year ago” Severus said to her, “That Filius told me I had it all.  I’d got to the pinnacle – the top job.  I’d no idea what the year had in store.  And nor had he.  I almost killed him with my meddling.  And you.  And Minerva, and Septima–”

“Don’t beat yourself up about this.”

“Why not?  Why didn’t I just leave things alone?”

“No.  You couldn’t” Hermione said.  “You’d already been sent The Magician’s card – the one you thought was from Sybill.  It had already started.”

“Had it?  Perhaps it had.  I apologised to Sybill about that card.  I don’t think she took in a word I said.”

Hermione wasn’t surprised.  “Probably the notions of ‘Snape’ and ‘apologies’ blows her mind.  Cornelius wasn’t going to stop until he’d got you, you know.  He was already bewitching the Zonkos.”

Severus thought about it and finally said “No; that’s not how it was.  I’d already started collecting information.  I did something that triggered the Grunwalds’ revenge.  I did.”

“Okay.  If you want to be the villain, be it” Hermione told him sternly.  She was upset but refused to cry, and stood tall, wiping away a tear and holding her head high to let the breeze cool her face.  “But – think on this” she said, “Olive Green’s number was already up.  So was Voldemort’s.  Those deaths are not your crimes!  They were a necessary part of the Downfall of the Dark.  They were inevitable.  If they triggered revenges, that was inevitable too.  Don’t keep blaming yourself about it.”

“Then don’t keep blaming your self about Hopkirk, Zonko and Aberforth” he said.  “I know you are, and I know the pain too well.  I had Lily’s death on my conscience.”

Hermione confessed to being puzzled about her feelings.  “I didn’t know it would be like this” she said.  “We’ve known death before; we’ve known the sadness of it.  But I – I never–?”

“Felt involved?”

“Felt responsible!”

“You just have to accept that life isn’t tidy” he insisted gently.  “We didn’t intend them harm.  I didn’t start my enquiries thinking ‘half a dozen people will die, but too bad’.  That wasn’t how I pictured it.  The truth is I didn’t picture it at all.  I got caught up in the fascination of it.  All my years of devious deeds, and what has it taught me?  Nothing!”

Hearing that Hermione realised she had become hooked too.  “I was just as fascinated” she said.  “Just as determined to tie up the loose ends.  I made enquiries – asked questions.  I did as much stirring.”

“On my behalf.”

“Yes, okay, on your behalf!  But, you know what?  Even without you I might still have beavered away.  If you’d died, or been arrested, say, and I’d been–”

“–Free–”

“–Yeah, ‘free’.  I might still have tried to work it out.  It would have taken longer – Bathilda would have died of old age and maybe Aberforth would have too.  But there would still have been the other murders.  And I don’t think I would have guessed antidisestablishmentarianism.  And I still don’t know what it means.”

He couldn’t help smiling.  Hermione always got annoyed when she didn’t know something.

“I’ve told you” he said softly.  “It’s something to do with the separation of church and state.  I don’t know exactly what it means.  I only know of it because it was the longest word in the English language.”
He took her in his arms and hugged her, debating all the ‘might have beens’.  If only they had known that the playing card in Peter Pettigrew’s dead hand had been The Hermit, and if only they had known that Wilbert Slinkhard’s snorkel had been jammed shut using The Fool.  If only … might they have seen a pattern earlier?  Sensed a plot earlier?  Alerted Kingsley earlier?  Might Kingsley have thought to investigate the Dufftown shops?  Might they have thought of ‘The Horologist’ or ‘Toytown’ being the home of the instrument maker?

“Without my finger in the pie it wouldn’t have got to the final word game” he said.  “Some far more worthy wizard would have taken you to The Catherine Wheel, and Lorchan Hopkirk would have seen you, because there would have been no disguises.  Hopkirk would have given you the news on the spot, and ‘Madam Zonko’ would have killed you instead of him.  And that would be it – game over.  Do you think Krum made a mistake over Quintinious’s name or was it deliberate?”

“I find it hard to think he deliberately misled us” said Hermione.  “Quirinius?  Quintinious?  Perhaps he remembered it incorrectly, or wrote the wrong thing.  Quirinious is just another wizard name, isn’t it.  Viktor was more focussed on ‘Seeker’ and ‘star’.  And to be fair, Sev, I’d asked him about ‘Bardhylus’ not ‘Quintinious’.  I’m glad Grunwald couldn’t get Lorchan and Dumbledore.  I’m glad he couldn’t fill all his sarcophagi.  Even Charmian gave him the slip – good for her!  Are we at the end, do you think?  The end of the revenges?”

“I cannot really know” Severus said honestly, “But I’d be very surprised if anything else starts up.  Fenrir Greyback is still on the loose but he’s no interest in Dark-Side politics.  His support of the Death Eaters was dependent on them allowing his grizzly pleasures.  I think we’re as safe as we ever can be.”

“Then now’s the time to plan for the future.”

“Are we having a future?”

“Thanks to you and antidisestablishmentarianism, yes.”

“Does that mean I’ve answered your questions?”

“That was done and dusted ages ago.”

“Damn” he said, “I wish I’d known.”

He kissed her.  They seemed to be there for hours.
A discrete cough sounded from the direction of the doorway.  It was Titcha.  “Professor Scamander to see you, sir.  He in office with Professor Lupin.”

“Offer refreshments and say I’ll be down directly” Severus said.  “Coming down too?” he asked Hermione.

“No, I’ll tidy up and see you at lunch.”

“Feeling better?”

“Yes … Sev?”

“Yes?”

“How about if we get married on the thirty-first of December?”

“Anything you like” he said, giving her a hug that was considerably more bone-crushing than the last one.  “Anything your heart desires.  Now, dry your eyes and put on your glad-rags – we’ll announce it at lunchtime.”

He felt ten feet tall as he walked down to the office.  Remus and Rolf Scamander were staring out of the window, sipping mugs of tea.  Remus was pointing out places in Hogsmeade.
“Severus!” Rolf said, turning and shaking hands, “Last time you saw me I was a pirate–”

“–Dancing with a blue fairy.  How is Luna?”

“Fine.  You look fine too.”

“I owe you my thanks” said Severus.  “I hear you actually saw our kidnap.”

“Couldn’t believe my eyes!” said Rolf.  “A Harlequin lassoed you and you were gone.  Just like that; whoosh!  Luna gasped, someone screamed and all hell broke loose.  I told Arthur what I’d seen, and he and Tonks were at the Ministry in seconds.”
“They wouldn’t let me pitch in” said Remus.  “But Tonks could of course.  But the rest of the Aurors were all out on a case, all along the river.”

“Were they?” said Rolf.  “I never knew that.”
Severus looked from one to the other and gave a rueful smile.  “Unfortunately yes” he said.  “They were following up a clue I’d given them that put them totally wrong.”

“No, it couldn’t have done” said Remus.  “They’d found Arty Widdershins, you see.  Then they switched to the search for you.”

“Were you in ‘The Horologist’?” Rolf asked, “Or in ‘Toytown’?”

“In a way we were in both” said Severus.  “The shops are all one, though you’d never know.  They were run by two brothers.  The eldest was our captor.  I suppose I shouldn’t say more until the court case is done.  Can I offer you lunch?”

“No thanks.  I must be off” said Rolf.  “Just wanted to see you’re alright before I go on holiday.  We’re off to Dalmatia tomorrow.  Griffin hunting.  Oh, not killing.  Just watching; maybe collecting.  Luna’s dad’s coming too.  Couldn’t leave the old boy behind.”

He took his leave and Severus and Remus sat for a while, chatting.  Severus spoke of Filius and Minerva captured because they’d heard what Wilbert had said about Erklings.  And Bathilda killed because she knew so much, and Rita polished off too, in case of what she’d learned from the old historian.  And Alastor captured because Cornelius presumed he’d been providing information.
“What had Pius’s crime been?” Severus wondered aloud.  “He knew of Devices of Devizes.  And Pettigrew’s?  He must have known of Olive’s affinity with rats.”

“Rats?  I don’t understand.”

“Ah; you will in a few weeks time, Remus, when the results of a piece of research are published.”

“What was Ginny’s crime?”

“Probably nothing at all; she was holding Harry’s hand when the Portkey touched us, just as Hermione was holding mine.  As for Kingsley – he was Chief Auror.  The Auror life is a risky one.”

“Tonks won’t give it up unless I give up being a House Master or unless we start a family.”

“Will you?”

“No, Severus.  I don’t think it wise for a werewolf to father children.  I have to allow Tonks her Ministry career – she’s always loved being an Auror.”
Yes, thought Severus; I think I’d like it too.  Harry was right, heading the school won’t entertain me for ever.  “I’m going to get ready for lunch soon” he said.  “It will be in the anteroom.  I want to make a statement.  A public thank you.  I hope Minerva and Septima will be well enough to be there.”
“Is Hermione better?”

Severus explained that physically she was fine, it was grief that ailed her.

“That’s something we all have to learn to live with” said Remus.  “I’ll see you downstairs then.”
Severus called Jotto to lay out his new silk robe and went for a shower.  As he dressed he thought of Elphias Doge, killed because of the parallels he knew of between Dumbledore’s family and Olive’s Muggle baiting, and Aberforth captured for the same reason and dead because he was too old to survive the ordeal.  What did Kingsley know about Aberforth?  What was the secret of the visits to the Malfoys’ estate?  Severus suspected it had something to do with goats.  He could remember the night when he, a mere schoolboy, had caught sight of Voldemort at Malfoy Manor.  He had been afraid, and had taken shelter behind a large billy-goat.  Was it possible – could he tell if he checked in the Pensieve – was it possible that the rest of the goats had been nannies?

I could put my theory to Kingsley, Severus thought.  No, I won’t; and I won’t tell Hermione and Harry – I’ll let Aberforth keep his secret.  And now?  It’s time to chivvy that Damsel in Perpetual Distress out of the North Tower.

Chapter 23:   The Announcement

8th August 1999

The elves were setting out a buffet when he walked side by side with Sybill Trelawney into the Hall’s anteroom.  Witches and wizards arrived and came to say hello and shake his hand.  Sybill melted away to find a drink and be with Minerva and Septima.  Fred and George Weasley lumbered in with Ron.  They looked at Severus and began to argue.
Eventually the twins approached and George said “Look, Professor; I just want you to know I didn’t mean anything by it.  I didn’t know it’d tie up the entire Auror force.”

“What are you talking about, Fred?” Severus asked.

“I’m George” said George.  “See?  I’ve got the scar” and he pointed to three lines running in parallel from cheekbone to chin.  “That’s the nub of it” he said meaningfully; “That git, Widdershins.  I thought I heard ‘Dry Dock’ so that’s what I said to Savage.  He sent the entire team hunting along the river.  And looking out old maps!  There isn’t much in the way of docks, you see; not any more.  It was an endless job.  But they did find the party, eventually.  It was in some place in Silvertown.  Mr Exhaust, or something.”

“Who is this Mr Exhaust?”

“It’s a car thing” Fred said, annoyed.  “Take no notice, Prof.  Poor old Dry-Dock here is babbling.  Melinda says what he heard was probably drei-dolch.  She says dolch is dagger.”

“Merlin’s beard!  So this drei-dolch–”

“–Might be an incantation, yes.  That’s why that Widdershins scum is known as Art Deco.  He knows this curse that cuts you–”

“Taught to him by a man called Quinn.”

George gave Severus a very surprised look.  “Prob’ly, yeah” he said.  “You know about Quinn?  You knew what they were up to then.”

Apart from coining entrance money and trading illegal substances Severus had no idea what the pay parties were in aid of.  Ginny, Harry and Hermione joined them and George went on with his explanation.
“It’s very simple” he said.  “Widdershins used to work for a building company.  Wandworks, I think it’s called.  You must know it; it advertises in the Prophet.”

“It builds and repairs wizard homes.”

“Exactly!  So in time anyone who works for it gets to know loads of addresses.  Widdershins started keeping note of empty homes or people going on holiday, and, for a small fee, letting other people know about them so that they could use them as squats.  Then he got the idea that the Muggle homes in East London would be a better bet.  There are hundreds and hundreds of Muggle flats, and there are always plenty of young people wanting to leave home.  He’d take over an empty flat and rent it out.”

“But how did he get away with it?” Hermione protested.  “He’d have to modify memories and do all sorts.”

“No, not as much as you think” Kingsley said, joining in the conversation.  “Muggles who live in those tower blocks often don’t know their neighbours – not if they’re the young, rootless type.  Sometimes it pays not to know – to keep your head down and not interfere.  Anyway, Mr Widdershins didn’t worry about that.  He took his rent – month or whatever, in advance – and moved on.  If it went wrong why would he care?  He had a few scuffles with Muggle yobs up to the same trick, but he didn’t come off badly.  Being shot at was his worry, knife attacks held no terror.  He could free-run and he could Disapparate.  What Muggle could beat that?  So beware if you have an empty house – you never know who might move into it.”

Severus, Hermione and Harry exchanged looks – they were all thinking much the same things – ‘Horace Slughorn’ and ‘Lempaura’ and ‘Grimmauld Place’.

“We won’t leave it too long before checking on Lempaura” Severus said, as he and Hermione turned discretely aside.  “Now, what do you think?  Has everyone got food and drink?”

They looked around.  Yes, now was the perfect moment.  A few paces took Severus to one end of the room and he tapped his wand against his glass.

“Ladies and gentlemen” he said.  “I don’t intend to say much – not in numbers of words – but I do intend to make two statements of extreme importance.  Firstly I want to extend my thanks to everyone who helped rescue us from the clutches of – to quote the Prophet’s headline – ‘The Little Shop of Horrors’.  My thanks to you all; your swift action saved our lives … Now for my second announcement – Hermione, come here please.”  He took her hand as he said “It is my proud pleasure to announce that Professor Hermione Granger has consented to become Mrs Snape!  The wedding will be on the thirty-first of December.  So note that date now, because you will all be invited.  Your millennium celebrations will be here – at Hogwarts!”

There was a cheer and Filius proposed a toast.  And then the day filled with nothing but congratulations and questions about the wedding plans.
At the end of the day Hermione hauled herself up the stairs to the Headmaster’s Tower.
“Do I get the pleasure of your company tonight?” he asked her.

“Oh I think so” she said.  “No more secrets now.  I wish my parents knew about the wedding.  I should have gone to Hogsmeade and phoned them.”

“If you’re up to it we could call on them tomorrow” he said, as he flopped into an armchair in the sitting room.  “We ought at least to go to Lempaura and make sure we don’t have squatters.”

“Of course I’m up to it” Hermione said.  “Will they be okay coming here for the wedding?  What about the Muggle-repelling charms?  Will you lift them?”

“They will lift when we get your parents inside the boundary” he explained.  “They’re going to learn an awful lot coming here.  It’s unlikely that you’ll be able to keep them unaware of the Dark.  Should we have the wedding elsewhere?  With fewer guests?”

“Oh no” said Hermione.  “I want Septima, and Minerva, and Harry – all the staff.  And we can’t miss out Tonks and Nadine.  Nope, my mum and dad’ll just have to find out the truth.”

“Then perhaps we should start straight away the process of telling them.  And of showing them the school.  There’s an awful lot of truth to unfold.”

“Could we?  That would be great!  Hey, talking of the truth–”

“Oh, okay” he groaned, too tired to argue.  “I admit it.”

“Admit what?”

Severus looked very guilty.  He thought Hermione meant he could perform wandless magic, and he had famously told her he could not.

“Oh, that!” she said.  “Yes, I noticed that!  Why did you lie to me?”

“Because it’s hit and miss – sometimes I can and sometimes I can’t.  And because I was afraid you would never believe me if I told the truth – that I hadn’t attacked Filius.  If you knew I had the potential to, you wouldn’t have believed I didn’t.”

“I would have thought ‘Nasty old Professor Snape strikes again’.”

“Naturally.  I was afraid, Hermione.  A lot was riding on that moment when we were after Horcruxes.”

“So it boils down to you lied, because you were afraid I’d think you untruthful.  Err, is that daft, or what?”

He laughed nervously and asked her what she had really intended to say about ‘the truth’.

“Ah, well, you won’t like this” she said.  “You know that Greek key pattern that we thought we’d discovered through Ravens’ Craig’s library cells?  Septima said we were wrong.  It was when I told her you’d expanded the original route by a factor of one and hit on the solution; and she said we were idiots.”

“But it worked.  The 1 in the floor – the Roman numeral.”

“It was most probably an I not a one.  It was probably at tribute to Iobates and Iocaste, and all that murderous bunch!”

“Well?  So?  How were we wrong?”

“If you multiply something by a factor of one it stays unchanged.”

“Bugger mathematicians!” Severus said fiercely.  “But … I didn’t exactly mean that, I meant go one cell wider, and then one cell wider.  You knew what I meant, irrespective of what I said.”

Hermione was kicking off her shoes and rubbing her tired feet.  “Yes.  I knew what you meant” she said.  “I can still remember that day.  In fact … I didn’t so much listen to what you said as tuned in to what you intended.  Septima, hearing it second-hand, took the words literally.”

“That proves it then” he snarled.  “Hermione Jean Granger is the only witch in the world I could ever contemplate marrying.  You are the perfect partner.  Don’t ever leave me!”

***
The following morning Hermione phoned home and suggested to her parents that they make a visit to the school.  Hugo and Jean Granger spent a week at Hogwarts with Severus and Hermione as hosts.  At times Severus or Hermione slipped away to Lempaura to check on the building work that Wandworks had started, but most of the week was taken up with walks in the grounds and the surrounding countryside, visits to the villages, and the lengthy process of telling Hermione’s parents the events about the last eight years.  Harry and Ginny joined them at times, Irma and Argus were often in the school, and they sampled Hagrid’s rock cakes one day at teatime, but most of the time the Grangers were with their daughter and their future son-in-law.
They found it hard to believe many of the things they were told.  They also found it frightening.  At one point they suggested to Hermione – as calmly as they could – that she leave the wizarding world and look for an ordinary job.  When she refused they found a quiet moment to raise the matter with Severus.  He took them on a tour of the library.
“You expect Hermione to give up this?” he asked, waving an arm at the rows of books.  “The magical world exists whether or not Hermione is part of it.  At times our world will pose dangers.  We have powers, and powers can be misused.  But to ask Hermione to deny her powers, to ask her to turn her back on these wonders, is asking too much.  She is talented and she is brave – I suspect she will always choose to stay with this.”

“You could lead a quieter life; a less hazardous life.”

“You mean we go out looking for trouble?  We are the foremost school, so talented troublemakers and talented heroes tend to come our way” he reminded them.  “But the wizarding world is small; one simple newspaper can capture most of the significant events in Britain, day by day.  No, I can’t see Hermione closing her eyes to current affairs even if she lived as a witch-hausfrau in a remote village.  Even now, this week, she has been pestering the Ministry about elf rights.  Hermione may not stay teaching for ever.  She’s enjoying it at the moment but there are other things she wants to achieve.”

“You won’t mind that?”
“Why should I?  If each day brings her home to me what more could I ask?”

Hugo and Jean looked at each other, unsure.

“Well, there’s children – motherhood – family” Jean began.
“That will be for Hermione to decide, and she has plenty of time to make those decisions.”

They left the library and strolled through the school to his office.  The windows were open.  Far below Hermione was riding a broomstick, laughing with Irma Pince.  Argus was watching, cradling Mrs Norris; and Crookshanks was taking giant leaps, trying to catch Hermione’s robes.
“Ginny Weasley said that cat is twenty years old, and it still behaves like a youngster.”
Jean had been thinking over the ‘plenty of time’ remark.  Her comment confused Hugo.  “You mean Crookshanks, dear?” he asked.
“No; how could I?  I mean that pretty cat – the caretaker’s.  Are all animals long-lived in your world?”
“Ah?”  Severus was caught out.  To say that Mrs Norris was really Argus’s married sister, trapped in her Animagus form by a wicked curse of her husband’s was not likely to inspire confidence in the Grangers.  “I’m not sure of the exact age of that cat” he said, “But yes, some of our animals live a long time.  Now, I promised to show you that underground chessroom.  Shall we go?  And did you see the interview I gave to Witch Weekly?  I’ll get my elf to read it to you – practice is always good for him…”
Chapter 24:   A Dozen Years On

4th July 2011

Severus was just leaving as the newspaper reporter arrived.  He Apparated away from Suffolk as she flew over the hill, circling Lempaura and choosing a landing point in the front garden next to a black BMW Mini Cooper that was tucked under laurel bushes.  Jotto answered the door to her and explained that Professor Snape had gone to a meeting in London.

“Serves me right for not checking” she said.  “Is Mrs Snape free?  I suppose she’s at work.”

But in this Cedrella Mockridge was more fortunate, because although it was a Monday Hermione had taken holiday.  The Snapes were having a dinner party to celebrate the end of Severus’s Headship, and the retirement of Irma Pince and Argus Filch.  Hermione had decided to make the day the start of a week’s break away from her Ministry job.  She had been working at the Ministry for almost a year, and now Severus and Harry were going to do the same – they were at last going to join the Auror Office.

Jotto showed Cedrella through to the garden.  It was very different to the garden of a dozen years earlier.  The steeply sloping site was terraced into flower beds through which a path zig-zagged, and the beds were crammed with herbs and flowering shrubs, many of which had been of Nadine’s choosing.  Up by the house the patio was gone.  In its place was a cluster of ornamental fruit trees beneath whose pendulous blossom the Snapes lay in late spring on any day that was warm enough to be outside.
Hermione lay there now, because in full leaf the trees were better than sun umbrellas.  “Hello” she said to Cedrella.  “I’m sorry but you’ve just missed Severus.  He’s gone to his last governors’ meeting.”

“Do you mind if I pick your brains then?” the reporter asked.  “I’d like to check a few facts about the school.  There have been so many staff changes.”
Jotto adjusted a sun-lounger to an upright position and she sat, going over her notes.

“From the top down, then” she said, “Professor Flitwick will be Head – from August the first.  Professor Goshawk becomes Deputy.  And from next September the Houses are headed by Professors Longbottom, Goldstein, Prewett, and Goshawk.  Professor Sprout retires, Neville Longbottom takes over Herbology and Gryffindor, Hesperus Prewett is doing Defence, and Ilana Goldstein takes over Charms and Ravenclaw.  And there’s a new Librarian and a new Caretaker–”

“–Miss Wood and Mr Wilkes.”

“Yeah … Nah”.  She shook her head, lost.  “I’ve still got a gap somewhere.”

“Astronomy” Hermione said.  “Brian Blane; that’s who you missed out.”

“Yeah, that’s the other newcomer.  So Professor Jewkes still keeps your old job, Arithmancy?”

“Yes.  You still call it my job?”  Hermione found that amusing and reminded Cerella she had left Hogwarts a year ago.
“Yeah, I know.  Funny, isn’t it” the reporter said.  “Hogwarts will be strange without any Professor Snapes.  Hey, talking of your job, wasn’t there some talk of you joining the Wizengamot?”

“No?  Not really.  Why?”

“You were the motive force behind Wright’s Elf Emancipation Statute.”

Hermione admitted that the Fair Deal for House-Elves was a very pressing concern she had wanted to see implemented.  “I was fortunate that Ernulf Wright championed it for me” she said.  “I’ve got quite enough on my plate with the Law Liaison Office, and I don’t want to give that up – it’s a very important function.  Wizengamot membership would produce a conflict of interest.  Anyway it eats up time – I couldn’t do two jobs.”

“Dumbledore managed it, though.”

“Yes, because he was Head of the school.”

“Then your husband could have done the same.  I heard he was offered membership, and turned it down.”

“That’s because he always had it in mind to join the Aurors” Hermione admitted.  “Severus couldn’t be a Wizengamot member as well as an Auror – conflict of interest again.”
“How will you feel about working with your husband?”

“Fine.  I’m used to working with him.”

“Do you think he’ll be sad to leave the school?”

“Probably, yes.  But he’ll also look forward to the new job.  A very different job – more active.  There comes a point in life where you have to move on.”

“Mmm; you did that too of course” Cedrella said thoughtfully.  “Did it take you long to adjust to leaving Hogwarts?”

“I can’t really remember now” Hermione said.  “When Septima Vector died it made a difference to me.  It closed a chapter.  I knew I must start preparing to move on too.  I think it’s good that Severus is doing the same.  And Pomona – she’s retiring.  She’s got grandchildren and great-grandchildren.  Septima said she didn’t want to work forever, and Pomona is of the same view.  Every now and then you have to sweep out the corners of your life and start afresh.  Take on a new challenge – wake up to a new day.”
Although she had reservations, Hermione was genuinely pleased that Severus and Harry were leaving Hogwarts.  Ginny felt much the same.  Both witches knew that the Auror careers posed dangers.  That was mainly why Hermione and Severus had decided against having children.  They had been married for eleven-and-a-half years and the Snape household consisted of Severus, Hermione, Jotto, a retired but still active Titcha, Crookshanks, and Oncus.

Harry and Ginny had made the opposite decision, their family now numbered three plus Hedwig, Dobby, Kreacher, a labrador called Sirius and two cats, Cato and Pushkin.  Their eldest son was ten-year-old James Sirius; next came Albus Severus; and the youngest child was a daughter, seven-year-old Rose Hermione.

The reporter finished her interview and said she would catch up with Severus in the autumn.  “Give him a chance to start his new job” she said, “And maybe sum up his Hogwarts years.  He can give me his views on the new regime.  Perhaps he’ll have some juicy titbits to tell me that he daren’t say now.  It’s a pity he won’t be there when the Potter boys start.  That could have been fun.”

She was gone by the time Severus returned from his meeting and Hermione was supervising preparations for when Irma and Argus and her parents arrived later that afternoon.

“Well, it’s done” he said, as he kissed Hermione hello.  “Filius has the talisman, and my new will is registered.”  He flourished a piece of parchment and read out “As of today, if and when we are no more,
… the property known as Hogwarts Castle and Grounds and its access rights to Ravens Craig’s Myriad Library will be vested in the person of Harry James Potter or his assigns.

“How did Harry react?” Hermione asked excitedly.  “Pleased?  Worried?”

“Bit of both” said Severus.  “And not too much of either – typical Potter.  But he and Ginny are the ones producing offspring so it’s sensible to prepare for the torch passing to them.”

“Does that mean Auror Snape and Auror Potter won’t be taking too many risks?”

Severus gave her an ironic grin.  “Well what do you think?” he said.  “Harry is bound to take risks.  I am bound to be more cautious.  You don’t get rid of me that easily.”

The End

Author’s Notes

Because ‘Villain of the Piece’ was based on only the first six Harry Potter novels and had no elder wand etc ‘Those Who Wait’ similarly shared a different outcome for the characters to that in ‘Deathly Hallows’.  There was no death of George, nor of the Lupins, although Remus Lupin retired in June 2011 and will not live much longer (werewolves, sadly, are not long lived).

Now this tale is done and I hope you have enjoyed it.  I have no plans to write further sequels but if any exploits of Auror Snape and Auror Potter occur to me I will be compelled to put pen to paper again; (I think Professor Snape has me under a Chronicling Curse – it must work a bit like the book owned by the old witch in Bath – the book you could never stop reading).
Now for some specific notes:
Chapter 5

“Oddsbodikins!” said the sergeant of police, taking off his helmet and wiping his forehead.  “Rouse thee, old loon, and take from us this vile Toad – a criminal of deepest guilt and matchless artfulness and resource…” – from ‘The Wind in the Willows’ by Kenneth Grahame.

Chapter 8

Severus’s interview with Cedrella Mockridge was inspired by details from J K Rowling’s interviews included in the television programme ‘A Year in the Life of J K Rowling’, broadcast on British television at Christmastime in 2007.

The watercolour painting that Cedrella saw on the staircase in the Head’s Tower is ‘Snape, Suffolk’ by John Tookey, 1986.

Chapter 10, 19 and 22
Art Deco was a period in the early 20th century (mainly in the 1920s) during which applied arts were characertised by bold colours, flamboyant design, and motifs that were more often angular than curvaceous.  Many styles took their inspiration from ancient cultures in Africa, and Central and South America.  Art Deco differed radically from Art Nouveau which was characterised by a flowing curvaceousness – leaf-shapes, ovals, and whiplash lines inspired by organic and natural forms.  If Art Nouveau is given the label ‘feminime’ Art Deco can be considered its male equivalent.  Often seen in Art Deco motifs are the three parallel lines, and they have their origin in side-on views of step-pyramids.  The tomb of Tutankhamun was discovered during the Art Deco period, so shapes and forms from ancient Egypt found their way into Art Deco.
Chapter 16

Shells

Patella cochlear

East and West Coasts of South Africa   A 65mm pear-shaped shell that, internally, has a resemblance to the shape of a human ear.

Concholepas peruvianus

Peru and Chile   A 130mm wide shell resemling one half of a bivalve and growing by extending (unequally) from the apex, forming a wide side and a narrower side.  Grey/white, banded with growth lines.
Chapter 17

Snape’s telephone conversation actually took place – Jeremiah Dyall’s words were said by a friend of my husband, and Snape’s words were my husband’s replies – he is a terrible tease!

Chapter 19

Peasegood Buildings – inspired by Peabody Buildings, London, which were financed by the Amercan philanthropist George Peabody 1795-1869, a merchant and financier born in South Danvers, Massachucettes.

Chapter 21
Antidisestablishmentarianism

Opposition to proposals to remove the status of the Anglican Church as Britain’s state chuch.

This word was once claimed to be the longest word in the English language.  Sometimes in early attempts to usurp its position further prefixes have been added, producing word such as counterantidisestablishmentarianism.

Spiders
Agelena labrynthica

Colour

Brownish; red-brown carapace has paler bands, herring-bone pattern on abdomen

Body length 
up to 12mm

Web

untidy sheet with tubular retreat at one corner; not sticky, but insects become entangled and are taken to the tunnel for consumption; the spiders are sensitive to vibrations and retreat to the tunnel for safety

Habitat
 
Common on heathland with gorse, throughout England, Wales, and most of Europe

Tegenaria gigantea (the big black-looking House Spider)

Colour

Dark brown with long brown legs, carapace has rows of darker marks and pale edge, abdomen has central pale line with comma-shaped marks extending out

Body length 
up to 18mm (large body plus long legs make the spider appear huge)

Web

no web; uses speed – this spider moves very fast

Habitat
 
In houses and outhouses, but also under logs, on banks and other protected situations, throughout milder parts of Europe.

Chapter 22
The Police Road Safety lesson in the School Playground – This was inspired by one that actually took place at my primary school.  (Fortunately there was no Olive Green to hurt us!)

Afictionado,

Sussex, England
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