The Battle of Hogwarts

(Film Version)

Extended

The sound of footsteps echoed round the castle. This was because Severus Snape, the new headmaster at Hogwarts School of Witchcraft and Wizardry, had summoned the whole school to the Great Hall for an announcement. In the Great Hall, the house tables had been stacked up against the walls; a surprise for most students. Snape marched through the hall, grimacing at the anxious students. Alecto and Amycus Carrow stood awaiting his arrival at the front of the Hall. He stepped before the students and said,

“Many of you are surely wondering why I have summoned you at this hour. It has come to my attention that earlier this evening Harry Potter was sighted in Hogsmeade.”

Excited whispers and murmurs erupted from the students.

“Now, should anyone, student or staff, attempt to aid Mr Potter, they will be punished in a manner consistent with the severity of their transgression. Furthermore, any person found to have knowledge of these events who fails to come forward will be treated as equally guilty.

“Now then, if anyone here has any knowledge of Mr Potter’s movements this evening, I invite them to step forward…now.”

He glared at the silent students. Professor McGonagall and Slughorn were particularly nervous as they were Harry Potter’s allies. Suddenly, there was sound of footsteps and Harry Potter himself, dressed in Hogwarts robes, emerged from the crowd of Gryffindor students. Every single student turned to look at him. Snape looked calmly towards him. Harry’s had a look of triumph and of hatred plastered across his face.

“It seems despite your exhaustive defensive strategies, you still have a bit of a security problem, headmaster,” Harry sneered. He waved his wand. The doors to the Great Hall opened and the members of the Order of the Phoenix emerged, Hermione and Ron amongst them. “And I’m afraid it’s quite extensive. How dare you stand where he stood? Tell them how it happened that night. Tell them how you looked him in the eye, a man who trusted you, and killed him! Tell them how you killed Albus Dumbledore!”
In rage, Snape pulled out a black wand which he aimed at Harry. But McGonagall stepped in. Wand in hand, she pushed Harry out of the way and aimed at Snape. The students backed away, stood flat against the wall as McGonagall aimed her wand at Snape. A blast of fire erupted from her wand, flew through the air and bounced of Snape’s Shield Charm. After a pause, continuous fire blasts flew through the air causing Snape to move back a few steps every time he blocked her curse. A fiery snake shot through the air towards Snape. The Carrows attempted to aid Snape. Their wands were already aimed at McGonagall but before they could cast anything, Snape deflected McGonagall’s serpent onto them. With a small moan, the Carrows fell to the floor unconscious. Then, Snape avoided McGonagall’s last curse by flying out of the window in a stream of black.
“COWARD!” shrieked McGonagall. Harry was slightly taken aback by McGonagall’s reaction. Every student clapped and cheered as McGonagall stood before the students, lighting the extinguished torches. Harry smiled but it faded instantly. In his head a high cold voice whispered,

“Harry.”

 The atmosphere had changed in the Great Hall. Above, the enchanted ceiling was echoing with thunder. Harry staggered. He grasped his forehead.
“Potter?” McGonagall looked curiously down at Harry who stood panting. Then the high clear voice of Voldemort rang out through the entire room. Screams of shock ensued from many female students. It seemed to echo off the walls,

“I know that many of you will want to fight! Some of you may even think that to fight is wise! But this folly! Give me Harry Potter! Do this and none shall be harmed! Give me Harry Potter and I shall leave Hogwarts untouched! Give me Harry Potter and you will be rewarded! You have one hour!”
The hiss of Voldemort’s voice remained audible for a moment then silence. Everyone had their eyes fixed on Harry who stood in the centre of the Hall nervously. Then a Slytherin girl who Harry recognised as Pansy Parkinson raised one finger and pointed it towards him,

“What are you waiting for? Someone grab him!”

No one moved. Slowly Ginny stepped forward and shielded Harry with her arms and Harry was reminded painfully of how his mother had done the same 16 years ago. Then more Hogwarts students and Order Members alike stepped forward; wands began emerging from robes. In utter fear and horror, Pansy began fumbling about in her robes for her wand but then McGonagall’s firm voice spoke,

“That’s enough, Miss Parkinson.”

Then she was drowned by a loud wheezy voice,

“Students out of bed! Students out of bed! Students in the corridor!”

“They are supposed to be out of bed, you blithering idiot!” snapped McGonagall as Argus Filch hobbled into the Hall with Mrs Norris, clearly baffled by the crowd of gathered students.

“Oh, sorry ma’am,” Filch dipped his head, disappointed with the lack of punishment. He made for the door but was stopped by McGonagall,

“As it happens, Mr Filch, your arrival is most opportune. If you would, I would like you please to lead Miss Parkinson and the rest of Slytherin House from the hall.”

“Exactly where is it I’ll be taking them to, ma’am?”

“The dungeons would do,” replied McGonagall fiercely. This was followed by cheers and claps as filch left the room, Slytherin house following him begrudgingly. McGonagall now turned to Harry.

“I assume you have a reason for returning, Potter? What is it you need?”

“Time, Professor, as much as you can get me,” replied Harry earnestly. Nodding, Harry turned away but then McGonagall said in a soft voice,
“Potter, it’s good to see you.”

Affection washed over him for McGonagall as he replied,

“It’s good to see you too.”

He patted Neville on the shoulder and said,

“Hold the fort, Neville.”
He then ran into the Entrance Hall and up the Marble Staircase. The crowds of evacuating students made it hard to manoeuvre as he hurried up the stairs. Suddenly, he heard Ron’s voice,

“Harry!”

He turned Ron was hand in had with Hermione as they rushed up the stairs after him.

“Hermione and I have been thinking,” Ron explained. “It doesn’t matter if we find a Horcrux…”

“What?”

“Unless we can destroy it,” finished Hermione.

“Well, we were thinking…”
“Well, Ron was thinking. It was his idea! It’s completely brilliant,” butt in Hermione, smiling.

“You destroyed Tom Riddle’s Diary with a basilisk fang, right?” continued Ron. “Well, me and Hermione know where we might find one.”

“OK,” replied Harry as he fumbled in his robes. “But, take this,” He held out the Marauders Map, “That way you can find me when you get back.”

“Where are you going?” asked Hermione as Harry attempted to proceed up the steps.

“The Ravenclaw Common Room,” replied Harry. “Gotta start somewhere.”

Ron and Hermione nodded in approval then hurried away. Harry’s comment must have been heard by Luna for she appeared right where Ron and Hermione had been and was pursuing Harry up the stairs calling his name,
“Harry!”

Outside, McGonagall was ordering Neville to destroy the wooden Hogwarts Bridge. Neville was excited he was laughing and constantly asking,

“You’re actually giving us permission to do this? To blow it up? Boom?”

“That is correct, Longbottom! Boom!”

“Wicked, but how on earth are we gonna do that?” enquired Neville. Seamus had heard this and hurried over.

“Why don’t you confer with Mr Finnigan? As I recall, he has a particular proclivity for pyrotechnics,” suggested McGonagall, gesturing towards Seamus who confirmed and on McGonagall’s orders hurried away to the bridge. Hogwarts Professors, Hogwarts students and Members of the Order were all rushing to different locations in the Castle to fight. Many were crowding onto the Viaduct Courtyard. All the Weasleys had come to help fight. Mr and Mrs Weasley were marching Percy and Bill out onto the courtyard. Mrs Weasley remained at McGonagall’s side with Professor Flitwick. There was a slight tremble in his voice as he spoke,

“You do realise, of course, we cannot keep out You-Know-Who in definite.”

“That doesn’t mean we can’t delay him,” replied McGonagall sharply. “And his name is Voldemort, Filius, you might as well use it. He’s going to try and kill you either way.”

A brown wand emerged from her cloak and she spun on the spot. Her wand aimed at the Entrance Hall she boomed,

“Piertotum Locomotor!”

There was a rumble; thousands of empty suits of armour sprung from their plinths and marched out onto the Hogwarts Viaduct.

“Hogwarts is threatened,” yelled McGonagall into the night. “Man the boundaries! Protect us! Do your duty to our school!”

She, Mrs Weasley and Flitwick watched as the suits of armour marched onto the Viaduct and stood their swords in hand. McGonagall had a look of excitement on her face.

“I always wanted to use that spell,” she squealed, delighted. With a last confused glance at McGonagall, Mrs Weasley followed Flitwick into the Courtyard with Professor Slughorn and started muttering protection charms under their breaths,

“Protego Maxima! Fianto Duri! Repello Inimicum!”

Jets of silver and white erupted from their wands like a generator creating a massive dome of protection around the Castle. The Dementors that surrounded the castle flew away into the night as the shield closed over the grounds.

Meanwhile, within the castle Luna was pursuing Harry up the stairs that led towards the Ravenclaw Common Room.

“Harry! Wait! I need to talk to you!” cried Luna, panting slightly.

“I’m a bit preoccupied at the moment, Luna!” replied Harry sharply as he proceeded.

“You won’t find anything where you’re going,” said Luna. “You’re wasting your time!”

“Look we’ll talk later, OK Luna?” said Harry grumpily.

“Harry!”

“Later!”

“HARRY POTTER! YOU LISTEN TO ME RIGHT NOW!”

Harry spun round and glared at Luna. She had a look of displeasure. He was a bit taken aback but listened. Luna’s voice returned to its vague, dreamy way.

“Remember what Cho Chang said about Rowena Ravenclaw’s diadem?”

Harry nodded, thinking back to when Cho Chang had spoken to him in the DA room.

“There isn’t a person alive who’s seen it,” continued Luna. “It’s obvious, isn’t it? We have to talk to someone who’s dead.”

Harry slowly walked back down the spiral staircase towards her. The light of the shield closing around the castle was dazzling.

“It’s very impressive, isn’t it?” Luna looked at the shield wondrously.

“Yeah,” whispered Harry.

“If you’re to find her you’ll find her down there,” explained Luna as they entered the courtyard. She was pointing towards the corridors that outlined the courtyard.

“Aren’t you coming?” Harry asked as Luna turned away.

“No, I think it’s best if you two talk alone.”

She then raced off into the Great Hall. Harry entered the corridors cautiously. A beautiful female ghost was patrolling the corridors like a guard. She wore a robe of brightest white; her hair waist-length and brown. She seemed to be ignoring him.

“You’re the Grey Lady, the ghost of Ravenclaw Tower?” Harry asked, clearing his throat.

She reacted instantly. She turned her back on him and floated away.

“I do not answer to that name,” she said in a smooth tone.

“No! Wait! I’m sorry! It’s Helena, isn’t it? Helena Ravenclaw? Rowena’s daughter?” Harry sounded desperate.

“Are you a friend of Luna’s?” enquired Helena as she turned to look at him. She looked at him from head-to-toe uncomfortably.

“Yes,” replied Harry. “And she thought you might be able to help me.”

“You seek my mother’s diadem?”

“Yes,” whispered Harry.

“Luna is kind unlike so many of the others,” said Helena softly. “But she was wrong! I cannot help you!”

She prepared to leave.

“No! Wait! I want to destroy it!” cried Harry, running after her. She halted and turned to him again her expression extremely sombre. Suddenly, there was pain that issued through Harry’s forehead. Helena and the courtyard dissolved.

He was Voldemort. Standing before hundreds of Death Eaters, metres away from the castle. Bellatrix was bobbing excitedly up and down behind him, her wand pointing at the castle. Voldemort’s lipless mouth curled into a smile as he stared lazily at the castle.

“They never learn,” he chuckled sinisterly. “Such a pity.”

“M-my Lord, s-shouldn’t we wait f-for…” a humble Pius Thicknesse dipped his head completely frightened as Voldemort’s gleaming red eyes pierced him. Voldemort turned back to the castle, smirked a whispered,
“Begin!”

Hundreds of jets of light shot out of the Death Eater’s wands flew through the air towards Hogwarts. The sound was ear-splitting when the curses hit the shield.

Harry glanced upwards; he saw the shield becoming weakened. He turned to Helena desperately who was staring at him solemnly.

“That’s what you want, too, isn’t it, Helena?” Harry asked. “You want it destroyed?”

Giving a sharp nod, Helena said softly,

“Another swore to destroy it many years ago; a strange boy, with a strange name.”

“Tom Riddle,” Harry said.

“But he lied!”

“He’s lied to many people.”

“I KNOW WHAT HE’S DONE! I KNOW WHO HE IS! HE DEFILED THE DIADEM WITH DARK MAGIC!!!”

Her face contorted with rage. Her eye-pupils slits like Voldemort’s. She turned her back on him and floated away.

“I can destroy it, once and for all,” whispered Harry. Helena stopped. “But only if you tell me where he hid it. You do know where he hid it, don’t you, Helena? You just have to tell me, please”

She looked at him, her eyes had returned to their brown beauty.
“Strange, you remind me of him a bit,” she whispered. “It’s here, in the castle, in the place where everything is hidden. If you have to ask, you will never know. If you know, you need only ask.”

The Room of Requirement!

“Thank you!” cried Harry as he re-entered the castle. Nodding solemnly, Helena entered the Ravenclaw Tower, further away. He ran through the clamouring students, determined to reach the Room of Requirement. The sooner he destroyed the Diadem, the better.

Meanwhile, in Catwalk towers further away, Kingsley was speaking in his low deep voice to Dean Thomas,

“Tell Professor McGonagall Remus and I will handle this side of the castle…”

He halted. Saw the hundreds of curses crashing against the shield. There was no more than two minutes till the hour was up.

“Hey, Dean, on second thoughts, tell Professor McGonagall we may need one or two more wands this side.”

“Yes, sir,” replied Dean turning away. Fred, George and Mr Weasley had appeared with Tonks and several other students.

“OK, maybe not,” laughed Dean as he left the tower.

“It is the quality of ones conviction that determines success, not the number of followers,” Lupin said wisely.
“Who said that?” Kingsley looked at Lupin.

“Me.”

Lupin gave a smile and went to join his wife. Fred and George were staring at the shield that was slowly wearing away.

“You OK, Fred?” asked George, turning his wand over in his hands.

“Yeah.”

“Me too.”

They both laughed.

Meanwhile, Ron and Hermione had returned to the Ancient Chamber of Secrets. Many years before, it had housed a basilisk but after Harry had murdered it only its skeleton remained. Ron reached in his pocket for his wand, took a deep breath and spoke in Parseltongue,

“Open.”

The door to the chamber swung open with a creak.

“Harry talks in his sleep; have you noticed?” Ron said proudly. Hermione shook her head and whispered nervously,

“No, of course not.”

The Quidditch pitch had been destroyed. Flames were consuming the stands. Death Eaters and Snatchers, Giants and Dementors were awaiting the complete destruction of the shield. Neville was positioned upon the Hogwarts Bridge waiting for the right moment when the Death Eaters succeeded in penetrating the shield. Ginny, Parvati and Padma, Leanne, Katie and Seamus were watching Neville anxiously from the other end of the bridge. Yells from advancing Snatchers caught Neville’s attention. Scabior, Fenrir Greyback and all the others came charging at the shield. Three crossed the shield and exploded into dust.

Scabior held them back and looked loathsomely at Neville who was smirking incredulously.

“Yeah? You and whose army? HA!” he yelled.

Now inside the chamber, Hermione was breathing fast. Ron had a look of determination. He strode up to the skeleton of the mighty basilisk and tore a large fang from its mouth. He turned to Hermione, who reached into her beaded bag and pulled out Helga Hufflepuff’s cup.
She handed it to Ron who gave it back instantly.

“You do it.”

“I can’t!” squealed Hermione.

“You can!” retorted Ron. Sighing, Hermione knelt down in unison with Ron, placed the cup on the stone floor of the chamber and with all her mind stabbed the cup. It broke in too and then water began to pour from every corner of the chamber. Ron and Hermione were drenched. They looked at each other, flung themselves towards each other and kissed each other full on the lips. Once they broke away they were both pink and happy.

Voldemort and Harry had reacted to the destruction of the cup. Harry had stumbled to the floor and Voldemort had let out a scream above the noise of the Death Eater’s curses. Shaking his head, Harry ran onwards to the Room of Requirement.

Voldemort yelled out into the night. A jet of white light shot from his wand and hit the shield with a deafening explosion. Slowly, the shield dissolved into nothingness. Molten shield began to fall from the night sky. Scabior pulled out his wand, an excited expression on his face, and caught the molten lava on the tip of his wand. It disappeared. He glared at Neville. Gulping, Neville inched back a little. Cautiously, Scabior approached Neville; each step he took careful and dainty. He was already a metre away from his watching Snatchers. Realising that the shield was broken, Neville turned on the spot and ran. With a yell, Scabior and the Snatchers raced after him, bounding along the Hogwarts Bridge. Jets of light exploded from the Snatcher’s wands. Having ducked numerous curses, Neville knew he had to do it; a flash of orange erupted from his wand and hit the frame of the bridge. The impact of the curse was spreading; the bridge began to vibrate and Neville saw fiery smoke out of the corner of his eye. With a shriek of fear, Scabior ran faster than he’d ever run, Neville right in front of him. With a deafening boom, the bridge collapsed. Smoke obscured everything! No one could know if Neville had survived.
“Neville!” screamed Ginny. A wand rolled out from within the smoke. After several coughs, Neville emerged from the smoke, blood dripping down his face. Ginny gasped.
“That went well,” Neville laughed, glancing at his blood-stained clothes.

Now the shield was down, the Death Eaters commence their attack. Few remained at Voldemort’s side as several hundred attacked. Giants, Dementors and Acromantulas were approaching the suits of armour their weapons held high. The Giants swung their massive staffs, bellows exploding from their grotesque mouths. Flitwick hurried away along the viaduct towards the courtyard as the Death Eaters shot numerous Killing Curses at the suits of armour. Many Death Eaters soared into the courtyard, setting it ablaze with destruction and flames.

“Get inside! Hurry! Take cover!” yelled McGonagall as wizards entered the Great Hall rapidly. The Death Eaters were pursuing, duelling wizards in the courtyard as well as the Grand Marble Staircase and the Great Hall. Dolohov blasted the roof to the Catwalk towers wide open and murdered one of the Hogwarts defenders there. He then shot a Killing Curse at Arthur Weasley who locked them in a tight duel. Kingsley raised his wand at Dolohov but suddenly a Walden Macnair smashed through the window.

“Immobulus!” yelled Kingsley. Macnair froze in mid air the shards of glass from the window floating around him. Kingsley whipped his wand upwards and Macnair flew backwards into the night.

Death Eaters were blasting their way through and windows. Students were incredibly fearful. The female students screamed as several more Death Eaters entered with a bang. One Death Eater shot a Killing Curse at Harry who was still making his way to the Room of Requirement. It bounced off his shield charm and before the Death Eater could attack Harry screamed,

“Stupefy!”

 Flashes of blue, green, red and yellow were ensuing. Out of the corner of his eye he saw Ginny blasting a Death Eater through the wall into the chaos of the courtyard.

“Ginny!” cried Harry. Ginny spun round and flung herself at Harry; her embrace was warm and comforting.

“Neville!” yelled Ginny. Neville shot a curse at Mulciber who flew across the room and landed at the feet of Rodolphus Lestrange. Recognising the gruff husband of Bellatrix, Neville sent a jet of red flying from his wand. Rodolphus flew back through the smashed window and crashed into a nearby tower.

“Are you all right?” Harry questioned, as he held Ginny’s hand tightly.

“Never better,” replied Neville eagerly. “I feel like could spit fire. You haven’t seen Luna, have you?”

“Luna?”

“I’m mad for her,” Neville replied wildly. “I think it’s about time I told her since we’ll probably both be dead by dawn.”

He disappeared into the fight and Harry heard him yell,

“Expelliarmus.”

He turned to Ginny and pressed his lips against hers.

“I know,” she whispered. She turned and ran up the marble staircase to aid her allies. Then, Harry ran down as he proceeded to the DA room.
The dungeons were crowded with Slytherin students as Filch marched them on. Instantly, Draco Malfoy Apparated and grabbed two Slytherin students by the scruff of the neck. Blaise Zabini and Gregory Goyle struggled as Malfoy dragged them up the marble stair case. They were going to follow Harry.

Explosions issued everywhere; rubble and walls crashed in. As he ran Harry avoided the walls of the crumbling castle. He skidded to a halt; saw a plain wall in front of him. Unbeknownst to Harry, Malfoy, Blaise and Goyle were approaching discreetly watching Harry as he paced three times past the wall and entered the Room of Requirement.

“Come on!” hissed Malfoy when Harry had disappeared behind the door.

The Great Hall was alive with flashing of multi colours as Death Eaters, students, Members of the Order and Hogwarts Professors duelled fiercely. Antonin Dolohov whipped his wand at Padma Patil who flew through the air and landed with a thud on one of the stacked up house tables. Thorfinn Rowle was murdering any enemy in range he stood throwing curses at the students that hurried through attempting to protect themselves. Bellatrix, who was cackling with malice, yelled,

“Avada Kedavra!”

A Hogwarts Professor fell to the floor, his wand rolling from his grip. She laughed. Then a familiar voice yelled,

“Hey, you old sow!”

Bellatrix turned and saw a flash of red issue from McGonagall’s wand. The duel commenced. Flashes of green and red, orange and blue issued from each others wands. Then with a yell, Bellatrix waved her wand. McGonagall shrieked with pain. Her hair was down by her shoulders now and blood was pouring from her skull. She glared at the blood-thirsty Death Eater and with a scream of rage and fury, shot a stunning spell at Bellatrix who flew threw the air into the courtyard.

Harry scanned his surroundings. Stacks of useless, historical objects stood before him. Breathing heavily, he looked round and began to run; he ran in between the frames of old pictures or boxes of rubbish and cages filled with pixies. He could not find it. He searched in every corner of the room; still no luck. He opened boxes and cases; no luck. He looked behind old furniture and stacks of books; still no luck. Sighing, he made for the door when his head started ringing with piercing whispers. Whispers he dreaded. He turned around and saw it; the Lost Diadem of Ravenclaw shone in the little light of the cramped room. He approached and touched its smooth surface with the tip of his finger. Here it was.
“Well, well,” a chilling voice spoke from behind him. Harry glared at Malfoy, Blaise and Goyle. All their wands were aiming at his chest. “What brings you here, Potter?”

“I could ask you the same,” shot back Harry as he reached into his pocket for his wand.

“You have something of mine,” snarled Draco nodding towards his previous wand. “I’d like it back!”

“Well, what’s wrong with the one you have?” questioned Harry his eyes fixed on the wand in Draco’s grasp.

“It’s my mothers!” snapped Draco, turning slightly pink. “It’s powerful but it’s not the same! Doesn’t quite – understand me. Know what I mean?”

Harry remained silent, staring fiercely at the three wizards.

“Come on, Draco!” whispered Goyle into Malfoy’s ear. “Don’t be a prat! Do him!”

“Easy,” replied Draco, turning his normal colour.

Suddenly, Hermione and Ron burst in and Hermione shrieked,

“Expelliarmus!” 
Draco’s wand soared into the air and disappeared into the stacks of rubbish. Furious, Goyle cried,

“Avada Kedavra!”

“Stupefy!”
The Killing Curse bounced of Hermione’s Stunning Spell and hit the diadem that flew through the air and landed with a thud in between an arm chair and a rusty anvil. Furious that Goyle had tried to kill Hermione, Ron pursued Draco, Blaise and Goyle.

“RAAR! THAT’S MY GIRLFRIEND YOU NUMPTIES!” he bellowed as he ran after them his wand held out in front of him. Hermione watched him go, smiling lovingly as he disappeared round the corner. She then turned to help Harry retrieve the diadem. Coughing and wheezing, Harry clambered up the dusty stacks of objects towards the arm chair and the anvil, throwing useless objects aside that blocked the way. He and Hermione reached the arm chair and the anvil and tugged at the Diadem that was wedged tightly between them.
“Got it!” announced Harry as he pulled the diadem out from between the chair and the anvil. They clambered back down and heard Ron scream. A peculiar orange glow was catching their attention then Ron appeared round the corner bellowing fearfully,
“Goyle’s set the bloody place on fire!”

He seized Hermione’s arm and continued to run. Harry turned back to the orange glow that was now burning hot. A flaming phoenix shrieked dangerously as it approached him. He ran after the fleeing couple, glancing back at the fire every so often. He shot a Destruction Curse at the stacks and it collapsed blocking out the fire for mere moments before the fire broke through.
On the other side of the room, Blaise and Draco stared in horror as fire shot out of Goyle’s wand. Goyle was also confused that his wand was not working correctly. The fire was closing in on them so he threw his wand into the fire and followed Blaise and Malfoy who were clambering up a nearby stack of furniture.

Meanwhile, Harry, Hermione and Ron had been cornered by the fire. There was no escape. So they would not perish Harry cast a shield of water and the fire hit it forcefully. Ron collapsed in fear onto something hard. He looked round. Three broomsticks were stacked up against a pile of books. He threw one to Hermione and Harry then shot into the air, avoiding the fire by inches.

Tears were drenching Malfoy’s face as he clambered higher and higher as the fire crackled dangerously below. Goyle too was petrified. As he climbed, he grabbed a loose chair and with an ear-splitting scream he fell into the flames and perished. Draco shrieked and Blaise gave a gasp. They proceeded up faster than ever and reached the top. They saw Harry, Ron and Hermione fleeing on the broomsticks and screamed for help. The box they were standing on gave way and they fell but rapidly they seized a picture frame.

“We can’t leave them!” Harry cried over the crackling flames. Ron looked disgusted.

“You’re joking, right?” he bellowed. Harry was already heading in Malfoy’s direction.

“IF WE DIE FOR THEM, HARRY, I’M GOING TO KILL YOU!” roared Ron as they flew through the air towards Blaise Zabini and Draco Malfoy. Harry and Ron circled them and without warning, Harry snatched Draco onto his broomstick while Ron hoisted Blaise onto the back of his. They followed Hermione to the door that stood wide open ahead. They shot through and jumped off their brooms. The diadem fell from Harry’s pocket and stood in the entrance to the room. Harry scrambled after it and realised he had nothing to destroy it with. Then he heard Hermione’s voice,

“Harry!”

A basilisk fang soared through the air and landed in his grasp. Then, Harry raised it above his head and stabbed it…
He fell back gasping and spluttering. Ron kicked the diadem which was releasing a tarry substance into the approaching fire in the Room. The fire instantly moulded into the face of Lord Voldemort and shot towards them. Ron aimed his wand at the wand and the doors slammed.

Harry lay panting, his body limp as anything. Hermione and Ron glanced worriedly at each other. Sweat was trickling down Harry’s face. Hermione and Ron disappeared. He was Voldemort. He watched as Hogwarts was torn apart by war. Another one had been destroyed and now it was just Nagini they had to kill. He limped towards the few Death Eaters that had remained.
“My Lord?” squeaked Pius Thicknesse once more, reluctantly approaching the evil lord.

“Avada Kedavra!” bellowed Voldemort in frustration. Pius screamed and fell lifeless into the arms of his fellow Death Eaters. 

“Come, Nagini, I need to keep you safe,” Voldemort whispered as the snake wrapped it self round Voldemort’s shoulders; he Disapparated.
He was Harry once more, limp and sweaty next to Hermione and Ron who were kneeling anxiously beside him. Ron stared into Harry’s nervous green eyes. Sighing, Harry said,

“It is the snake! She’s the last one! It’s the last Horcrux!”

Hermione screamed and Harry remembered Godric’s Hollow; he remembered how Nagini attacked them, how Bathilda Bagshot had grossly transformed into the serpent.

“Look inside him, Harry,” whispered Ron. “Find out where he is! If we find him we can find the snake then we can end this!”

Nodding, Harry closed his eyes and looked deeper into the mind of the Dark Lord. Hermione and Ron were gone. He was Voldemort again. He stood in a familiar hut: The Shrieking Shack. He was running a pale finger along his white arm, the Elder Wand in his grasp. Behind him, stood Lucius Malfoy, who was indeed dumbstruck with terror. Nagini was coiling and uncoiling at Voldemort’s feet, hissing viciously.

“M-my Lord, might it be less, uh – might it not be more prudent to call off this attack?” stammered Malfoy nervously. “Simply seek the boy yourself.
“I do not need to seek the boy!” hissed Voldemort, his rage building up. “Before the night is out, he will come to me! Do you understand?”

He strode over to Lucius furiously and slapped him roughly.

“Look at me!” he snarled. “How can you live with yourself, Lucius?”

“I don’t know,” squeaked Lucius meekly as he bowed low.

“Go and find Severus!” ordered Voldemort. “Bring him to me!”

Harry opened his eyes. His glasses were wet. He was drenched with sweat. Ron was so close, Harry felt a little claustrophobic. He got up.

“I know where he is!” he said triumphantly. “The Shrieking Shack!”

There was an explosion nearby and the whole castle shook. Harry noticed the floor give way and saw the faintest sign of two bodies.

“Come on!” he bellowed and they ran through the mounds of rubble and dust and proceeded down the Grand Marble Staircase that was alive with battle.
In the apocalyptic Courtyard, further down, Dolohov was in combat with Remus. Remus’ combative skill was rustier, much rustier. He blocked curses weakly from the bloodthirsty Dolohov. He wasn’t in prime condition to duel. His weariness overwhelmed him and a green jet of light hit him in the chest and he fell to the floor.

“REMUS!” shrieked Tonks, tears pouring down her face. A jet of blue shot Dolohov through the wall of the castle onto the marble staircase.

“Oh, hi, dearie! How’s the werewolf? Dead? HA!” Bellatrix had arrived. Tonks began to duel her in rage and grief.

“Aunt Bella, you are nothing but a killer!” cried Tonks as a jet of fire sprang out of her wand and hit Bellatrix’s shield charm. Laughing, Bellatrix yelled,
“Expelliarmus! It’s too late to kill me now, niece! Avada Kedavra!”

Tonks hit the floor the same time as her wand, right next to Remus, dead.

Harry, Ron and Hermione had run through the battle on the marble staircase, blasting Death Eaters out of the way. They skidded to a halt at the bottom as a Reductor Curse flew past. Harry sent a stunning spell at the Death Eater who conjured it and proceeded into the courtyard. The large giants were swinging their staffs and squashing anyone in their path. The battle was intense. Flashes of all different colours ensued everywhere. In the air, Harry saw Oliver Wood leading Alicia Spinnet and Angelina Johnson on broomsticks into battle with the Death Eaters which were circling the towers, shooting constant curses at the castle. Harry and his friends ran rapidly through the courtyard avoiding the giants’ massive staffs. They shot several curses towards the Acromantulas that had joined the battle.
“Arania Exumai!” screamed Ron frightfully. A jet of blue shot from his wand and one spider flew threw the air and hit the door to the Entrance Hall. Seamus Finnigan was in a tight duel with Amycus Carrow who, like his sister, Alecto, had awoken from unconsciousness.

“Crucio!” shrieked Amycus. Seamus blocked it, then cried,

“Stupefy!”

Amycus crumpled to the floor. Harry, Ron and Hermione flung their wands over the heads and yelled constant curses and charms.

Above, in a tower, Leanne, Padma and Lavender had just taken down Mulciber. Then there was an explosion and the wall at the end of the corridor collapsed. Fenrir Greyback stepped forward brandishing a long brown wand. Lavender, Leanne and Padma bounded away from him and dived behind a wall for cover, avoiding Fenrir’s Killing Curse.

“Listen! Get yourselves out of here! I’ll take the werewolf!” yelled Lavender courageously. “It’ll be alright. I’ll meet you in the Great Hall later,” added Lavender when tears began to flood Padma’s eyes. “Just go!”

Leanne and Padma disappeared down the marble staircase. Lavender flung her wand out in front of her and stepped out from behind the wall.

“Expelliarmus!” she squeaked. A jet of red flew from her wand but merely hit Fenrir’s shield charm.

“Avada Kedavra!” growled Greyback and the flash of green illuminated the corridor. Lavender ducked to avoid the curse and it hit the window by the balcony. Before Lavender could retaliate a jet of white light flew from Fenrir’s wand and hit her chest, sending her hurling through the air off the end of the balcony into the courtyard. She lay motionless and unconscious on the stone floor; her vision was blurred. Fenrir soared off the end of the balcony and landed effortlessly on top of Lavender. His teeth pierced her neck and blood began to spill around her. She moaned quietly as he lapped at her blood. There was a scream from behind them.

“NO!” Hermione, Ron and Harry had stumbled across Lavender’s motionless body that was slowly being drained of life by Fenrir Greyback. When Greyback’s ugly head had turned to look at them, Hermione’s curse was already flying towards him. The blue was reflected in his eyes before he was blasted off his feet through the wall of the courtyard into the depths of the ravine below to his death. Hermione knelt beside Lavender who lay in a pool of red. She stirred feebly and whispered meekly,

“Thank you.”

Then her lavender eyes turned blank and her heaving chest seemed to stop taking its desperate breaths.

“NO! NO!” shrieked Hermione as tears filled her eyes.

“Hermione!” screamed Harry over the din. “We have a job to do, a job that will avenge her death!”

“Avada Kedavra!”

“Reducto!”

 Ginny had prevented their deaths by reducing a Death Eater to ash. Tears trickling down her face, Hermione left Lavender lying lifeless on the edge of the courtyard. As they attempted to leave, cold swept over them and rattling breaths drew their attentions to thousands of Dementors advancing on them from the air.
“Expecto Patronum!” cried Harry but a feeble wisp of silver collapsed from his wand. Then there was a loud humming and a blinding flash of white, and the Dementors flew back through the air into the night.

Harry, Ron and Hermione spun round and saw Aberforth Dumbledore’s Patronus slowly die down. Then they hurried into the grounds…

The Great Hall was exploding with battle, the Weasleys were duelling their hardest, having been driven from the catwalks. An explosion had ensued earlier that had killed someone. Fred Weasley lay motionless and silent as George and Percy defended his lifeless body from any more harm. George’s tears shone on his face as he whipped his wand at a Death Eater. There was a flash of green and the Death Eater flew through the air towards the Entrance Hall.

Severus Snape’s cloak rippled in the wind as he soared through the air towards the Shrieking Shack. The door opened as he landed gently. Voldemort stood, his slit-like nostrils flaring, Nagini around his shoulders, in the centre of the shack. His white spider-like hands stroked the brown surface of the Elder Wand.

“Severus,” he whispered.

Unbeknownst to Voldemort, Harry, Hermione and Ron were crouched outside the shack…silent…still…

“You summoned me, my Lord?” Snape asked.

“Indeed I did, Severus,” said Voldemort as he raised the Elder Wand and Nagini slithered off his shoulders. “I need your help. I do know that I have interrupted the battle you were involved in. The reason I cannot fight is because my wand does not work as well I anticipated. It is not entirely mine.”

“You have performed extraordinary magic, my Lord, in the last few hours –” Snape could not finish for Voldemort had interrupted,

“No! I am extraordinary but the wand resists me.”

“There is no wand more powerful,” Snape said. “Ollivander, himself, has said it. Tonight, when the boy comes it will not fail you I’m sure of it. It answers to you and you only.”

Voldemort approached a stern look on his face.

“Does it?”

“My Lord?” Snape asked confusedly. 

“The wand, does it truly answer to me? You’re a clever man, Severus. Surely you must know. Where does its true loyalty lie?” replied Voldemort quietly.

“With you! Of course, my Lord,” Snape said a trace of nervousness in his voice.

“The Elder Wand cannot serve me properly because I am not its true master,” Voldemort explained, the wand raised. “It belongs to the wizard who murdered its last owner. You killed Dumbledore, Severus. While you live, the Elder Wand cannot truly be mine. You’ve been a good and faithful servant, Severus, but only I can live forever.”

Snape had backed into the wall.

“My Lord?”

The Elder Wand whipped through the air and blood spilled from Snape’s neck. With a strangled gasp, Snape fell to the floor. Grinning, Voldemort pointed at Snape and said quietly,

“Nagini, kill!”

Harry, Ron and Hermione listened through the window wincing as Nagini pounced on Severus Snape. Now bathed in a pool of blood, Snape lay on the old wooden floor, half-dead as Voldemort Disapparated with Nagini on his shoulders. Though they had failed, Harry entered now that Voldemort was gone. The Dark Lord might have even Apparated outside and was ready to kill him at that moment. But as the trio stood in the doorway, there was silence. They looked at Snape who was twitching as he breathed desperately. Harry approached and saw half a dozen gashes on his old professor’s face. He felt a tiny bit sympathetic but still looked back to how Snape had almost given Sirius away to the Dementors in his Third Year and hatred burst inside him. But Snape was whimpering now. Silvery white tears trickled down his bloody cheeks.

“Take them,” he whispered. “Take them, please.”

Harry’s left hand was pressed against the gash on Snape’s neck so he wouldn’t die as fast.

“Give me something! Quickly! A flask anything!” cried Harry. Hermione tossed him a flask from her beaded bag. Harry caught it and pressed it against Snape’s cheek. The silvery white tears, neither liquid nor gas, swirled around in the flask. Harry recognised them to be memories. He had experienced these most of the previous year he had spent at Hogwarts.

“Take them to the Pensieve,” Snape croaked. “Look at me.”

Harry looked into the deep, black eyes he had dreaded for so many years. They seemed to reflect his green eyes.

“You have your mother’s eyes,” whispered Snape. Then he took a last rasping breath and his body became limp and pale. His black eyes turned blank and he lay there in silence.

Harry stuffed the flask into his robes and prepared to leave but then there was a loud hiss; then Voldemort’s voice echoed round the whole room:

“You have fought valiantly, but in vain. I do not wish this. Every drop magical blood spilt is a terrible waste. I therefore command my forces to retreat. In their absence, dispose of your dead with dignity. Harry Potter! I now speak directly to you. On this night, you have allowed your friends to die for you rather than face me. There is no greater dishonour. Join me in the Forbidden Forest and confront your fate. If you do not do this, I shall kill every last man, woman and child who tries to conceal you from me.”

Harry looked up at the castle that looked like a ruin. Sighing, he beckoned to Ron and Hermione and they trudged back up to the Viaduct courtyard. It was deserted apart from the few scattered bodies of Death Eaters.

“Where is everybody?” enquired Hermione. They entered the Entrance Hall and saw the Marble Staircase banisters had been reduced to rubble. Ron approached the doors to the Great Hall that was crowded with the survivors of the battle. The dead lay on medical beds whilst Madam Pomfrey marched round with medicines on trays. A student sat on one of the house tables crying. Next to her Professor Slughorn, was pouring Essence of Dittany on Filch’s arm that was soaked with blood.

“Harry,” Professor Slughorn nodded solemnly as Harry passed. Hermione and Ron had disappeared to the end of the hall. Harry looked ahead of him and his heart sank. Several red haired people were crowded around a body. George’s sobs echoed through the hall. Tears drenched his face. Ron was crying as he kneeled beside Fred’s corpse. Harry rapidly wiped the tears from his face as he stared at Fred’s pale body. Then Harry noticed something. Something he wished he hadn’t seen. Lupin and Tonks were lying side by side on beds, lifeless. Harry looked at McGonagall who was staring at him sadly. Harry left the Great Hall and pulled out the flask.

Dumbledore’s office was just as it had always been. Then Pensieve was there suspended in mid air at the end of the office. Harry hurried over to it and uncorked the flask. The silvery white substance trickled into the Pensieve and Harry dived…

Petunia Evans stood atop a large hill facing her sister Lily Evans. They were no more than nine or ten years old. Lily smiled at her ugly sister then opened her hand. A flower bloomed out of it. Petunia grimaced and yelled,

“Freak!” 

At that she swiped the daisy from her sister’s hand. Lily, tears in her eyes, turned and ran towards the large oak tree that stood at the very top of the hill.

“Come here! I’m going to tell mummy! You’re a freak! You’re a freak, Lily! Come here!” shrieked Petunia as she bounded after her. Then a boy, ten years old, no less, emerged from a large crack in the side of the tree. He was skinny and he had shoulder-length hair that was greasy and parted like a small curtain. Severus Snape looked at Petunia and then at Lily. Petunia skidded to a halt and glared at Snape then turned and ran back to the immense mansion where she, Lily and her parents lived. When she had gone, Snape plucked a leaf from the ground and threw it at Lily. However, it did not float to the ground. It twirled gracefully through the air and landed in her empty palm. Severus and Lily smiled at each other.

The scene dissolved…

Snape and Lily lay on a small bank beside a large lake. Lily giggled as she pointed out the goldfish that glided through the lake. Smiling, she lay back on the grass and sighed looking up at the blue sky.

“I don’t know how or why but I’m doing extraordinary things as if by magic,” Lily whispered. “Petunia is acting odd and rather meanly. How come you made that leaf fly?”

“Because I’m a wizard,” Snape smiled, “and you’re a witch.”

“That’s not a nice thing to say to somebody!” snapped Lily as she prepared to leave.

“No! Wait!” cried Snape. “Come back! You are not a witch! You use magic! That means you have special qualities!”

“That doesn’t make sense,” replied Lily. “How can I use magic? I am not a witch!”

“No, you’re special,” Snape said quietly. “You’re a special girl with extraordinary talents.”

Lily blushed then sat down beside him.

“Your sister is jealous,” explained Snape. “She’s jealous because she’s ordinary and you’re special.”
“That’s mean, Severus!” Lily said crossly. Then they watched as a row of butterflies circled them then flew away into the garden.

The scene disappeared…

The Great Hall. The wonderful glamorous room shone in the light of the floating candles; the enchanted ceiling a wonderful, starry night. Lily was sitting upon the stool, the Sorting Hat upon her head. Snape and the other first years that hadn’t been sorted, watched.

“Gryffindor!” boomed the Sorting Hat. Smiling, Lily got down from the stool and walked towards the Gryffindor Table. She looked at Snape who had a frown on his face. She smiled encouragingly at him then turned and sat between two other Gryffindor boys, one with a mop of black, scruffy hair who wore glasses and one with shoulder-length curly hair. It was Sirius and James.

“Hi, I’m James,” smirked James.

“Hi, I’m Lily,” replied Lily, as she shook hands with James. Smiling smugly, James winked at the golden haired boy opposite him. Remus Lupin looked up from his book and laughed. Peter Pettigrew who sat next to him gave a meek giggle before silencing himself once more. Snape had a look of jealously mingled with sadness on his pale face.

The scene dissolved…

Snape and Lily were marching down the corridors (looking as if they had reached their fifth year of Hogwarts) with stacks of books in their grasp. Suddenly they were pushed roughly aside by James and Sirius who laughed as Snape bent down to pick up all the books. Lily smiled at Snape then glared viciously at James and Sirius. Then she turned and skipped off down the corridor.

The scene disappeared…

Lily and James looked around twenty years old. They were dancing in the park smiling gleefully, oblivious to Snape who stood further away from them in between eyeing them with an icy stare. He had a look of fury and hatred as he backed away into the dark bushes.

Then a hoarse voice echoed through the sky. Trelawney appeared reciting the prophecy of Voldemort’s rise to power that Harry had experienced in four years previously,

“He will return tonight! Tonight, he who betrayed his friends and whose heart rots with murder shall break free. Innocent blood shall be spilt and servant and master shall be reunited once more…”

Then Voldemort appeared in her place; his slit-like nostrils flaring, his scarlet eyes staring straight ahead. Wormtail stood whimpering beside him. 

“Severus,” he whispered.

Suddenly there was a blinding flash of white and then came a fearful voice.

“No! Don’t kill me, please!” cried Snape as he kneeled before Albus Dumbledore, tears filling his black eyes.

“The prophecy did not refer to a woman,” barked Dumbledore his wand aimed at Snape’s anguished face. “It spoke of a boy born at the end of July.”

“Yes but he thinks it is her son!” wailed Snape desperately a single tear trickling down his cheek. “He intends to hunt them down! To kill them! Hide them, hide them all! I beg you!”

“What will you give me in exchange?” enquired Dumbledore as he paced before Severus.

“Anything,” whispered Snape meekly.

Then the Potter’s home at Godric’s Hollow appeared. Upstairs, in Harry’s nursery Lily was crying. The door had been blasted down by Voldemort. She could hear his footsteps approaching. Tears trailing her cheeks, she knelt down beside the cot where Harry sat looking towards her confusedly.
“Harry, you are so loved, so loved,” breathed Lily. “Harry, mama loves you. Dada loves you. Harry, be safe, be strong.”

Then a high cold voice shrieked,

“Avada Kedavra!”

Lily screamed as the curse hit her. She fell to the floor, her wonderful green eyes blank. Then, Voldemort approached Harry his wand aimed at his face.

“Avada Kedavra!”

The baby started to shriek as did Voldemort’s disembodied soul. The evil Lord’s scream echoed round the whole street. The entire house had been blasted apart. Harry lay in his cot whining and screaming, the lightning bolt scar engraved on his forehead.

“You said you would keep her safe!” cried Snape, as Dumbledore’s office came into focus.

“Lily and James put their faith in the wrong person,” Dumbledore sighed. “Peter was traitorous, rather like Voldemort is too you. The boy survives.”

“He doesn’t need protection! The Dark Lord is gone!” snapped Snape.

“The Dark Lord will return,” Dumbledore explained, “and when that happens, the boy will be in terrible danger! He has her eyes.”

He nodded at Snape who was still sobbing uncontrollably.

“If you truly loved her, you would help me protect her son,” said Dumbledore. Snape sighed and said embarrassedly,

“No one can know!”

“I shall never reveal the best of you, Severus, when you risk your life every day to protect the boy,” Dumbledore smiled.

“He possesses no measurable talent!” growled Snape. “His arrogance rivals even that of his father and he seems to relish his fame!”

Suddenly, the scene changed. Snape marched into Godric’s Hollow his greasy hair blowing in his face. He saw one house on the corner of the street that looked as if it had been blasted apart. Reluctantly, he entered as saw at the top of the spiralling stairs the corpse of James Potter. He lay with a look of fear on his face; his blue eyes had gone blank. Snape proceeded along the corridor into the room with the most damage. His worry was building up as he walked through the gaping hole where the door had used to be. His fear was proven justified as he collapsed beside the body of Lily Potter whose tears still trailed her face. Snape screamed into the night with grief and snatched up Lily’s corpse. He embraced her lifeless body in his arms and cried. Harry who lay in his cot, the scar on his forehead, whined as much as Snape.

The scene disappeared…

“Drink the rest,” Snape sat in Dumbledore’s office giving Dumbledore a horribly grey potion. Albus’ hand was blackened and shrivelled and the cracked ring with the Resurrection Stone wedged in the middle was on the table beside him. “It will contain the curse to your hand,” Snape muttered crossly. “It will spread, Albus.”

“How long?” Dumbledore enquired calmly.

“A year, perhaps,” grunted Snape. “I still do not understand why you put that idiotic ring on.”

Shaking his head, he proceeded to the exit.

“Don’t ignore me, Severus,” Dumbledore smiled as Snape’s hand closed around the handle. “We both know that Lord Voldemort has ordered the Malfoy boy to murder me.”
Draco Malfoy’s profile flashed unpleasantly before them.

“But should he fail, one should presume the Dark Lord will turn to you,” Dumbledore continued. “You must be the one to kill me, Severus. It is the only way. Only then, will the Dark Lord trust you completely.”

Snape’s face contorted into displeasure at this. Then, Snape was in the Astronomy Tower, his wand pointing at Dumbledore,

“Avada Kedavra!”

Dumbledore was blasted over the ramparts and fell, out of sight. Dumbledore’s office reformed and Dumbledore was standing now looking deep into Snape’s black eyes,

“There will come a time when Harry Potter must be told something but you must wait until Voldemort is at his most vulnerable.”

“Must be told what?” asked Snape curiously.

“On the night Lord Voldemort went to Godric’s Hollow to kill Harry and Lily Potter cast herself between them, the curse rebounded,” Dumbledore explained. “When that happened, a part of Voldemort’s soul latched itself onto the only living thing it could find…Harry himself.

“There is a reason Harry can talk to snakes,” Dumbledore whispered. “There is a reason he can look into Lord Voldemort’s mind. A part of Voldemort lives inside him!”

“So when the time comes, the boy must die?” Snape asked, clearly perplexed.
“Yes, he must die.”

“You’ve kept him alive so he can die at the proper moment! You’ve been raising him like a pig for slaughter!” Snape said in a surprised way.

“Don’t tell me now that you’ve grown to care for the boy,” Dumbledore sighed. Snape looked disgusted. He raised his wand above his head and muttered,

“Expecto Patronum!”

A silver doe erupted from the end of his wand and bounded through the office then disappearing out of the window.

“Lily!” Dumbledore gasped. “After all this time?”

“Always,” Snape sighed…

Harry lay on the floor of Dumbledore’s office, sweat all over his face. He clutched his heaving chest. Finally, the truth! He had known for a while that he had an odd connection towards Voldemort but never dreamed the Dark Lord had lived within him. He picked himself up and, trembling slightly, left the office and staggered down the marble staircase. On the last set of stairs that led to the Entrance Hall, he noticed Hermione and Ron, heads together and whispering worriedly. They turned around and saw Harry approaching.

“Where have you been?” asked Hermione.

“We’d thought you’d gone to the forest,” Ron said.

“I’m going there now,” Harry said courageously.

“What? No! You can’t give yourself up to him!” Ron gasped, seizing Harry by the shoulders.

“There’s a reason I can hear them,” Harry explained. “I think I’ve known for a while but I think you have too.”

Then, Hermione’s eyes flooded with tears and she cried,

“I’ll go with you!”

“No, kill the snake! Kill the snake and then it’s just him!” Harry said back. Then he felt himself being dragged into a tight embrace. Hermione’s hug seem to last an age. Eventually, she let go and she and Ron watched as Harry proceeded into the courtyard. He walked across the viaduct into the grounds, past Hagrid’s hut and into the towering forest. He felt weakened, as if he was slowly leaving life as he went along. Then suddenly, he realised what the Golden Snitch had meant. He fumbled in the pouch on his belt and pulled it out. There it was, the single phrase:

“I open at the close.”

“I’m ready to die,” Harry muttered to himself. He pressed the Snitch to his lips extremely hard. Then the Snitch split in two. Harry breathed excitedly,

“The Resurrection Stone.”

There it was the jagged crack down the middle. The Resurrection Stone hovered above the ring. Harry closed his fist around the Stone and stuffed the Snitch’s halves back into the pouch. He closed his eyes and focused only on four people:

Remus Lupin. Sirius Black. James Potter. Lily Potter…

Cautiously, he opened his eyes. Four figures stood in a circle around him; the one facing him was Lily Potter, her arms outstretched. Harry approached her and reached out but it was if there was nothing. Lily was a ghost; no, not a ghost. A figure revived from the dead. His ponders were interrupted by Lily’s voice. It was smooth and it echoed in his ears,

“You’ve been so brave, sweetheart.”

She smiled lovingly towards Harry. He looked round at the others who were smiling as well.

“Why are you here?” asked Harry. “All of you?”

“We never left,” smiled Lily. Nodding vaguely, Harry turned to Sirius who looked younger than when he had died.

“Does it hurt?” asked Harry childishly. “Dying?”

“Quicker than falling asleep,” said Sirius, chuckling at Harry’s question.

“You’re nearly there, son,” piped up his father. Harry looked up at his father, tears in his eyes.

“I’m sorry,” he sighed. “I never wanted any of you to die for me, and Remus,” he looked at Lupin, who wore a sombre expression, “your son –”

“Others will tell him what his mother and father died for,” interrupted Lupin. “One day he’ll understand.”

He turned away from Lupin and wiped the tears from his eyes. He looked from his father to his mother whose eyes were too wet with tears.

“You’ll stay close to me,” Harry whispered.

“Until the end,” replied James, nodding.

“And he won’t be able to see you?” Harry said looking around at them questioningly.

“No,” replied Sirius. “We’re here, you see.”

His pale finger was pointing at Harry’s heart. Harry smiled at his godfather who stood, sadly before him. Lily smiled and let a tear trickle down her cheek.

“Stay close to me,” Harry said quietly.

“Always,” she whispered.

Then he let the stone slip from his grasp and his parents, Sirius and Lupin vanished.

Voldemort rubbed his long, white fingers along the wand’s surface as if it was a jewel that had to be treated with care. He breathed heavily as if waiting impatiently. As a matter of fact, he was. He was waiting for Harry. Harry was his highest priority now. The death of Harry was of most importance.

“There’s no sign of him, my Lord,” Macnair called, waddling over who had been searching the forest. Folding his arms, the Elder Wand still in his firm grip, Voldemort turned to his Death Eaters and sighed,

“I thought he would come. He was foolish to have not to.”

His hairless scalp glinted slightly before a cracking twig brought his attention. All the Death Eaters looked past Voldemort at a faint figure, walking slowly towards them. His face lit up, Voldemort turned his head slowly and glared at the figure which was unmistakeably Harry Potter! Hagrid, who was bound tightly in ropes, had noticed too and screamed,

“HARRY! NO! WHAT’RE YOU DOIN’ ‘ERE!”

Glancing at Nagini, who was slithering close by Hagrid clearly prepared to kill, Harry looked at the piercing red eyes of Voldemort.

“Harry Potter………the Boy Who Lived………come to die?” Voldemort croaked sinisterly, raising the Elder Wand. Harry heard the faint whispers of the Horcrux that was Nagini, penetrating him, giving him an aching pain. He squeezed his eyes close trying to forget it but he knew he was going to die so what was the need?

He opened his eyes an inch to look at Voldemort one last time before it happened. The Elder Wand was aimed at Harry and Voldemort wasn’t hesitant to shriek,

“Avada Kedavra!”

There was a blinding flash of green light, like a green spotlight, and then everything was gone.

Through his closed eyelids, Harry still saw white light. He opened his eyes and saw he was in an immense dome-shaped room that, in colour, was an eerie white. Harry scrambled to his feet and brushed the dust off his jeans. He looked round and heard a faint groaning. A weak moan came from one of the benches that lined the large platform-like thing he was standing upon. Cautiously, he approached and crouched low so he could see what was groaning beneath the bench. The thing underneath the bench made him scream. It was a small body of a small creature and to Harry it seemed like a crouched child. He recognised the face however. It was flat, with slits for nostrils and gleaming red eyes. It moaned and cried as it lay, wheezing on the pearly-white floor. Harry fell back stupidly then he looked up. A tall figure with half-moon spectacles on his crooked nose was standing before him. His beard and hair were long and white; his robes and wonderful blue. His eyes were shining with happiness.
“You can’t help,” he said looking disgusted at the foetus on the floor beneath the bench. “Harry, you wonderful boy. You brave, brave man. Let us walk.”

Harry followed his old professor along the platform. As they marched along, Harry stopped and looked back.

“Professor, what is that?” asked Harry inquisitively.

“Something beyond either of our help,” Dumbledore replied without looking behind him. “A part of Voldemort sent here to die.”

“And exactly where are we?” enquired Harry.

“I was going to ask you that,” Dumbledore chuckled as he escorted Harry through the pearly white room. “Where would you say we are?”

“Well, it looks like Kings Cross Station,” Harry said thoughtfully, “only cleaner and without all the trains.”
A small grin spread across Dumbledore’s bearded face.
“King’s Cross is that right?” he laughed. “This is as they say your party. I expect you now realise that you and Voldemort have been connected other than fate since that night in Godric’s Hollow all those years ago.”

“So it’s true then, sir,” Harry said. “A part of him lives within me, doesn’t it?”

“Did,” smiled Dumbledore. “It was just destroyed many moments ago by none other than Voldemort himself. You were the Hocrux he never meant to make, Harry.”

Still smiling, Dumbledore approached a nearby bench and sat upon it. A little confused, Harry followed and sat beside the aged man.

“I have to go back, haven’t I?” said Harry, sighing.

“Well, that’s up to you,” Dumbledore grinned broadly at him and, to Harry, he looked so much younger.

“I have a choice?” asked Harry, now completely baffled.

“Oh, yes,” Dumbledore chuckled. “We’re in Kings Cross, you say. I think if you so desired you’d be able to board a train.”

Harry thought hard about what to say as he sat looking into those deep, blue eyes.

“Where would it take me?” Harry replied finally.

“On,” Dumbledore laughed as he stood up again twiddling his long-nailed thumbs. Harry looked at his previous headmaster wondrously. The old man who had sent him on a mission to destroy seven Horcruxes seemed to be acting strange and bonkers. Suddenly, in his ears, he heard a distant train whistle. He glanced behind him absent-mindedly then stood up and watched Dumbledore walk away.

“Voldemort has the Elder Wand,” Harry told the professor.

“True.”

“And the snake is still alive.”

“Yes,” said Dumbledore without looking back.

“And I have nothing to kill it with,” Harry moaned and he shook his head. Dumbledore turned and round and looked deep into Harry’s green eyes. He stroked his beard for a moment then said,

“Help will always be given at Hogwarts, Harry, to those who ask for it. I’ve always prized myself on my ability to turn a phrase. Words are, in my not so humble opinion, our most inexhaustible source of magic. Capable of both inflicting injury and remedying it. But I would, in the case, amend my original statement to this:

“Help will always be given at Hogwarts to those who deserve it.”

Dumbledore smiled again.

“Do not pity the dead, Harry,” Dumbledore advised. “Pity the living and, above all, all those who live without love.”

Harry stood there with questions filling his brain.

“Professor, my mother’s Patronus was a doe, wasn’t it? The same as Professor Snape’s,” Harry explained. “It’s curious, don’t you think?”

“Actually, if I think about it,” Dumbledore replied, “it doesn’t seem curious at all. I’ll be going now, Harry.”

Harry raised an eyebrow inquisitively as his old headmaster began to disappear into the blinding light of the room.

“Professor?”

Dumbledore turned around with no look of frustration or hurry but a look of calm and passiveness.

“Is this all real, or is this just happening inside my head?” Harry asked.

“Of course it is happening inside your head, Harry,” Dumbledore laughed. “But why should that mean it is not real?”

There was a flash of light and Dumbledore’s silhouette disappeared.

“P-Professor? What should I do?” spluttered Harry. “Professor…”

Voldemort’s eyes opened. He was lying on the rotten leaves; the Elder Wand had rolled out of his hand. Bellatrix was crouched beside him crying his name out anxiously,
“My Lord! Are you hurt? Come, let me help! My Lord!”

“I don’t need your help,” snarled Voldemort as he got up slowly.

“No, come,” Bellatrix offered but then Voldemort shoved her roughly onto the floor. She whimpered as she fell to the floor. Voldemort pointed at Narcissa and she slowly approached Harry who was laying a few metres away. Harry had survived however if Voldemort found out – he couldn’t bear to think about it. He heard the crunches of the dead leaves as Narcissa approached him.  Bellatrix, who was scrambling to her feet, hissed,

“The boy! Is he dead?”

Nervously, Narcissa crouched down beside Harry and raised a long-nailed fore finger. Harry felt it slip through his robes and press down on his heart. He prepared for her to scream, “He’s alive! He’s alive!” but instead she crouched very low so her black and dyed blonde hair brushed his cheek. He heard in her forced breaths, Narcissa was trembling.

“Is h-he alive?” breathed Narcissa fearfully. “Draco, i-is he alive?”

Trying to remain as still as possible, Harry gave a slow nod. He felt her forced breath become distant and she heard her cry,

“HE IS DEAD!”

Neville limped across the rubble that was mounded in the courtyard. The sorting hat lay, torn and dusty, ahead. Blood dripped from the large gash on the side of his head. He picked up the sorting hat with his bruised hands and dusted it off. Suddenly the torches that outlined the apocalyptic courtyard burst into flames and Neville saw a procession ahead, Voldemort leading them. A sinister smirk was on his flattened face as Nagini slithered alongside him. Hagrid and Bellatrix marched behind him; Hagrid’s face was stained with tears; Bellatrix wore a look of glee and sang, “He’s dead!” as they entered the courtyard. Ginny and the survivors of the battle were crowding outside now.

“Who is that? Hagrid’s carrying? Neville, who is that?” Ginny asked nervously as Neville gulped sadly.

“Harry Potter…is DEAD!” announced Voldemort.

“NO! NO!” Harry could never imagine Ginny scream as loud and as shrilly. She bounded forward but was dragged back by Arthur.
“Silence!” bellowed Voldemort and there was a bang. Everyone fell silent.
“Stupid girl! Harry Potter is dead,” repeated Voldemort sinisterly. “From this day forth, you put your faith in me.”

A tear trickled down McGonagall’s face. Ginny was utterly beside herself. She lay at her father’s feet, flushed and panting.

“Harry Potter is dead!” cheered Voldemort. His Death Eaters cackled and snarled. “And now its time to declare yourself. Come forward and join us, or die.”

He looked piercingly at the group of shocked wizards. All remained still; no one moved a muscle as they stood, looking at Voldemort in horror and fear.

“Draco!” sounded Lucius’ cracked voice from the opposite crowd of Death Eaters. “Don’t be stupid! Draco!”

“Come, Draco,” Narcissa urged softly. Everyone was looking at Draco Malfoy who stood, shaken and frightened. Glancing back, he reluctantly moved forwards towards Voldemort’s outstretched arms.
“Ah, well done, Draco, well done,” snarled Voldemort, placing a cold hand on Draco’s shoulder. Shivering with fear, Draco waddled into the crowd and into his mother’s arms. They stood facing the other wizards. Neville, who had been looking at the floor, looked at the evil lord and limped towards him. Hermione gasped with shock and her eyes filled with tears as Neville stood before the Death Eaters.

“Oh, well, I must say, I’d hoped for better,” Voldemort sneered as he stared at Neville who stood covered in blood from the gash on his head. “And who might you be, young man?”

“Neville Longbottom,” said Neville courageously as he stood with the Sorting Hat in his right hand. Every single Death Eater cackled and jeered but not as much as Bellatrix who was pointing her wand at Neville, binding him tight ropes and squealing with malice as she jumped up and down laughing and smirking.

“Release him, Bella!” ordered Voldemort and Bellatrix waved her wand. The ropes disappeared and Neville stood to his fullest height, glaring at Voldemort.

“Well, Neville,” Voldemort laughed, “I’m sure we’ll be able to find a place for you in our ranks –”

“I’d like to say something!” snapped Neville crossly, his hand curled into fists. Everyone was looking at the boy who stood covered in blood, confronting the most dangerous dark wizard of all time. Voldemort’s slit-like nostrils flared and his lipless mouth curled into a furious grimace.

“Well, Neville I’m sure we’d all be fascinated to hear what you have to say!” growled Voldemort.

“It doesn’t matter that Harry’s gone,” said Neville, shaking his head.

“Stand down, Neville!” called Seamus from the crowd.

“People die every day!” shot back Neville. “Friends, family: yeah, we lost Harry tonight. He’s still with us, in here!”

He pressed a bruised, cut hand down upon his heart.

“So is Fred…Remus…Tonks,” he sighed. “They didn’t die in vain! But you will! Because you’re wrong!” he shouted pointing at Voldemort who was laughing baring ugly, yellow teeth. Harry’s heart did beat for us! FOR ALL OF US! THIS IS NOT OVER!”

Then, from the Sorting Hat, he pulled out the silver, sleek Sword of Gryffindor! Voldemort reacted, instantly.

“Avada Kedavra!” he bellowed. Neville reached into his pocket and pulled out his wand and the curse hit his shield charm forcefully. At that moment, Harry rolled from Hagrid’s arms. Voldemort spun round and saw his enemy standing, alive, before him. Harry waved his wand at Nagini and screamed,
“Confringo!” 

A jet of orange sprang from his wand and erupted in flames atop Nagini but bounced off her into the crowd of fleeing Death Eaters. In trails of black, one by one, Death Eaters began to retreat. However, many remained to fight. Voldemort shrieked with fury as he shot several Blasting curses at Harry who was running through the courtyard towards the Entrance Hall. His eyes livid with fury, Voldemort spun round when he heard a shriek from Bellatrix,

“Lucius! Lucius! Come back! COME BACK AND FIGHT!”

Lucius was running along the courtyard towards his son and wife who were already proceeding across the Viaduct. Glancing back, Lucius grabbed his wife and son and in a stream of black disappeared into the sky. Voldemort could see many Death Eaters were fleeing but all he could think of was Harry. The battle commenced! Flashes of green and red, blue and orange issued all over the courtyard. Harry ran towards Hermione and Ron and screamed, “I’ll lure him into the castle! We have to kill the snake!”

“You’ll need this!” boomed Neville as he ran towards Voldemort and Nagini,h with the Sword of Gryffindor, who were approaching. With a roar, a jet of red shot from Voldemort’s wand and Neville was thrown backwards into the Great Hall. Hermione screamed as Voldemort slowly advanced. The trio spun round and Hermione and Ron pelted off in another direction while Harry bounded up the marble staircase, several floors up, and disappeared down a corridor, flooding with rubble and dust. He ran along the corridor his wand held out in front of him. He skidded to a halt and he emerged into another corridor where he could see the marble staircase led downwards. Suddenly, he heard a hiss. Nagini! Voldemort was approaching! Harry fumbled in his robes and pulled out the basilisk fang he’d used to destroy Rowena Ravenclaw’s diadem. He crept towards the banister then jumped out and shot a Stunning Spell at Voldemort who with a yell blocked it. In absolute anger, Voldemort flung the Elder Wand above his head and several jets of green repeatedly shot towards Harry who narrowly blocked every single one. Then, Voldemort disappeared and then reappeared at the top of the second set of stairs above. Harry spun round and shot a Disarming Charm. The red collided with the green and sparks of the different colours flew. Harry glared at Voldemort as they duelled, Voldemort slowly advancing on Harry, the curse travelling along the connection. Harry glanced back and saw Nagini, hissing, ready to pounce. Harry broke off the duel and it flew into the air. It hit the ceiling and with the sound of an explosion the ceiling collapsed on top of the marble staircase; it now blocked Harry’s eye contact with Voldemort. When the explosions ensued, Nagini had retreated a few stairs downward. Harry, the basilisk fang held high, ran towards the serpent who bared her hideous fangs. Voldemort had seen Harry’s intention and with a roar of mingled anger, a burst of energy exploded from the Elder Wand. Harry was blasted off the edge of the banister onto a separate staircase further away, the fang falling from his grip. There was a flash of green and the fang exploded. Harry scrambled to his feet and Disapparated just as Voldemort shot a Killing Curse at him. Voldemort flew into the air in a stream of black, destroyed the ceiling and entered a separate tower where Harry had Apparated to. They were on the catwalks.
Nagini slithered along the stairs but reacted as a stone knocked her thick body. She slithered across the floor to the edge of the top step where she saw Hermione, her wand in one hand, a piece of rubble in another. She threw a stone towards the sinister snake and it hit the snake’s head. It pounced. Hermione jumped back and pelted down the stairs into a separate corridor. Nagini’s sinister eyes pierced Hermione as she approached. Hermione backed into a wall as Nagini slithered towards her. Unbeknownst to her, Ron was behind the snake. He raised his basilisk fang and…
Nagini spun round, whipping Hermione in the face with her tail, and rounded on Ron. Hermione sprinted from the corridor and helped Ron fight the evil snake.

In the Great Hall, Neville had just awoken from unconsciousness. He glanced around at the duelling wizards before noticing a glittering silver sword hilt under a table dotted with sparkling rubies. He scrambled across the floor and closed his hand over the hilt as the flaming body of a Death Eater flew towards him.
The Dark Lord shot a jet of Destruction towards Harry who deflected down upon the bridge and collapsed onto the floor, his glasses falling off his face. Seizing his glasses, Harry pushed them on to his eyes and felt fabric wrap round his wrists and his chest. It clasped him tight around the neck as well and he realised Voldemort was capturing him in the folds of his cloak. To his horror, Harry was raised into the air and pulled towards Voldemort. Voldemort aimed the Elder Wand at his enemy and growled. He seized Harry by the chin and whispered sinisterly,

“Why do you live?”

“Because I have something worth living for!” snapped Harry.

Meanwhile, in the Great Hall, Ginny was in combat with Bellatrix who was cackling as curse flew from her wand. With a yell, she shot a dangerous curse towards Ginny who blocked it nervously. With a squeal of malice, Bellatrix shot the Killing Curse towards Ginny who screamed. Molly Weasley who had been fighting nearby with her husband and sons had noticed and sprinted towards Ginny. She flung her wand out and a shield of pure blue formed. The curse hit it! Molly pushed her daughter back and pointed her wand at her sniggering advisory.

“Not my daughter, you *****!” snarled Molly, as a jet of blue erupted from her wand. Bellatrix’s snarl faded and she whipped her wand into the air. The curse soared towards the ceiling and with a crash the ceiling exploded right above Molly. Molly spun on the spot and pointed her wand at the tumbling rubble and it hovered an inch from her wand tip. She waved her wand and the rubble shot towards a nearby Death Eater who was crushed by the incoming rubble. Bellatrix seized her chance and began her onslaught but it was blocked by Molly. Flashes of blue, red and green erupted from the pair of them. Then, Bellatrix shot a strong Destruction Curse towards Molly who narrowly blocked it and was forced backwards a few steps. The sinister witch cackled at the top of her voice, pointing at the worn out, sweaty Molly as she stood shakily at the other end of the table. In a fit of absolute fury, Molly flung her wand out in front of her and screeched loudly,

“Avada Kedavra!”

Gasping, Bellatrix froze and rapidly waved her wand in a funny way. The curse crashed against her shield charm, followed by four more in a row. Clearly stunned by Molly’s use of Dark Magic, Bellatrix stared at the elderly mother, the malice on her face. Seizing her chance, Molly flung her wand above her head and a jet of blue blasted from the end and hit Bellatrix squarely in the chest. The look of horror still plastered across her face, Bellatrix’s arms were thrown back over her head, the wand flying from her grip. She stood their as still as a statue, as solid as stone. She breathed in a horrible exhilarated breath before there was a flash of flaming red that shot from the end of Molly’s wand. Bellatrix’s stony body exploded into shreds and the world was finally rid of the sadistic Bellatrix Lestrange.
Several floors upward, in the catwalks tower, Voldemort was torturing Harry with physical blows, unaware that Bellatrix was dead. Harry’s face was distorted with bruises and cuts as was Voldemort’s sinister face. He slapped Harry hard across the face, causing Harry to fall a little bemused to the floor of the bridge. Voldemort strode over, seized Harry by the throat and threw him to the other side of the tower.

“You know, you were right!” Harry shouted as he scrambled to his feet, at the same time receiving a blow to the face. “When you told Snape that wand was failing you! It will always fail!”

There was a flash of white light and Harry was thrown backwards towards the wall that had been blasted apart, revealing the gaping abyss down below. Voldemort’s face was white with cold anger and malice as he approached Harry.

“I killed Snape!”

“But what if the wand never belonged to Snape?” suggested Harry. “What if its allegiance was always to someone else? Come on, Tom,” he added as Voldemort looked at him face to face, “let’s finish this the way we started it…TOGETHER!”

He seized Tom Riddle’s neck and jumped off the edge of the destroyed wall. They fell quicker and faster than anyone had ever fallen before; as they soared into the abyss, Harry clinging onto Voldemort as tight as anything, Voldemort began to fly. He flew in a stream of black around the castle, away from the abyss, smashing through the clock tower and crashing into the roof of Ravenclaw Tower. Voldemort distorted Harry’s face as they flew uncontrollably together through the towers of Hogwarts castle. Finally, Harry pushed Voldemort down on to the roof of the Great Hall and they sprang a part rolling into the deserted courtyard, their wands falling out of their grip. Though Harry’s vision was blurred and uncertain, he heard the battle rage within the Great Hall. He looked up to see Voldemort, lying several metres away, crawling up to the Elder Wand that lay before him. Harry rose into a kneeling position and snatched up Draco’s wand. Though injured and weak on the outside, Harry felt strong and healthy on the inside and he flung his wand out in front of him. The green eyes met the red and Voldemort, with a yell, fired the Killing Curse, while Harry blasted his Disarming Charm at Voldemort. With the sound of a cannon going off, the spells collided and the confrontation began.

Meanwhile, Ron and Hermione were showering Nagini with curses as they entered the Entrance Hall. Ron shot a Killing Curse at Nagini but it merely brushed over the snake like a broom. Suddenly Ron and Hermione tripped over a large piece of rubble as Nagini pounced, her fangs prepared for the taste of their blood. With a loud hiss, she shot through the air towards Ron and Hermione but then a figure, with a gash on the side of his head, appeared from the Great Hall, the Sword of Gryffindor in his hand. Neville! He raised it above his head and struck Nagini. Nagini exploded into black ash and Neville stared down at Hermione and Ron then saw two other people. Through the open doors of the Entrance Hall, he saw Harry and Voldemort in combat in the courtyard. Voldemort, however, had broken off the duel due to the cause of his last Horcrux being destroyed (but of course Neville didn’t know). The evil Lord was breathing rapidly, his chest heaving as he knelt, shocked. Harry looked back and saw Neville and every single combatant in the Great Hall now looking at them. Suddenly there was a yell, and a flash of green. Harry shot the Disarming Charm just in time and it forced the curse backwards; backwards on Voldemort. The Elder Wand out in front of him, Voldemort continued to force the Killing Curse onwards but, no. It was rebounding. The green light filled the fissures of the wand and Voldemort’s right arm blackened horribly. Dry and rotten, Voldemort gasped as the black spread across his body and as the Elder Wand sprang from his grasp, flew in an arc, in the air and Harry, with unerring skill leapt into the air and snatched it. He landed once more to see Voldemort, his face screwed with pain. His mouth opened wide in a strangled scream, his hands a gross black. Fragments of his skin were leaving his body as he knelt there, dying. He looked as if he was being shredded. He knelt, glaring at Harry, his eyes livid with pain and fury that he had been defeated as he sank to the floor, letting out bellows of agony. Now, he seemed to scream the loudest, for now he exploded in to nothingness, shreds of his skin disappearing into the air….    
