Chapter 13: Repercussions of IMWA-E



"CLASS," THE PROFESSOR BEGAN, "IS dismissed."

In any other class, like Potions VII, History of Old Majick, Herbology VII, or even Care of Magical Creatures, the students would be itching in their seats, cracking their knuckles, fidgeting uneasily and sneaking curious, anxious glances toward the clock and would readily leave when told to. However, there is always one or two exceptions to the rule. And those certain exceptions were either for extra credit and, as of now, Professor Lady Courtese Shanelly’s class, Intro to Muggles & Wizards Alike-The Evolution.

Lady Courtese had touched a nerve within each of her students, whether it was for the better or for worse. She had touched them all in some way or another.

Five minutes ago she had dismissed her class, went to sit in her desk and promptly stuck her nose in a famous play by a Muggle named William Shakespeare, titled Macbeth. Five minutes ago, she assumed her 7th Year students had made their way out of her class hastily, not wanting to look back for fear of more lecturing. She didn’t even give a second thought that they might not have moved from their enthralled-on-the-edge-of-their-seats expressions. Their faces were full of wonderment, new thoughts and many, many new ideas. 

Every one of the students now looked around the room at each other, figuring the teacher either didn’t notice that they had not left, or that she was just ignoring them. Silently, they proclaimed Draco Malfoy and Harry Potter as their speakers.

Draco coughed. Nothing. The students exchanged looks.

Harry fidgeted, swallowing, and then squeaking out, "Um, Professor?" 

That did it. Shanelly finally looked over her book at the addressing voice, and, to her surprise, found all of her last class in their seats still.

"Oh my, didn’t I excuse you? I’m terribly sorry. Class is dismissed," the professor flustered slightly. She wasn’t getting senile in her early forties was she?

"Um, no, Professor, you did excuse us. It’s just that—" Harry didn’t know how to go about asking her to continue teaching them, to continue speaking with them, listening to them. 

"Yes, Harry?"

"Well, we were wondering if you’d, um, tell us some more about what you know."

"Oh." She was flabbergasted. Surly these children didn’t want to hear all of her old school stories? She’d been chastised enough in her earlier years for not shutting up and now people were encouraging her to speak? Time had surely become loony. 

"Professor— We were wondering if maybe, perhaps, you could tell us stories, from when you were enrolled at Hogwarts," Parvati Patil from Gryffindor asked.

"Well," Courtese was speechless. "I really don’t know what to say— When I was your age my peers often told me to shut it because I talked so abundantly, I suppose—"

But before the good professor could continue she was interrupted by and old "friendly" face.

"Shanelly, I do believe that classes were dismissed a full ten minutes ago," a straight-faced, tight-lipped, very displeased Professor Severus Snape proclaimed.

The students looked from Courtese to the addressing voice. And they froze. 

Lady Courtese Shanelly simply smirked (She actually smirked! Draco thought in wonderment), leaned against her desk and crossed her arms, all the while giving Professor Snape an amused expression. 

"You cannot just let students stay after all classes have been finished—some may even be late for certain other, more important classes, such as my class," Snape admonished.

"Oh please, Severus. Potions? That class is nothing but stirring and following directions—you could get the same affect by baking pastries, entrées, or even puddings in the Muggle world," Courtese countered, uncrossing her arms and taking a challenging step forward. Hands splayed on hips she waited for his counter action. 

The students followed her every move, took in her every expression as she spoke with Professor Snape. They watched wide-eyed as Courtese openly insulted, it seemed, Potions Classes. Their eyes immediately went to Snape, waiting, knowing he would retaliate. 

"Potions, dear Lady, is not only one of the most, if not the most, precise and intricate of all magical properties but is an exact art. For example," Snape gestured and strode forward toward a cowering Neville Longbottom, continuing. "Longbottom here is incapable of making a decent Sleeping Draught. Why? Because he doesn’t follow directions and has never been able to concentrate properly in my class. AND-" here the Potions Master emphasizes his point, right as Courtese is ready to fire back (interrupting her), and continues. "If he does happen to succeed in making a potion somewhat correctly, it’s due to Ms. Granger who whispers the directions into his ear, even going as far as helping him brew it." By now Snape was directly in front of Lady Courtese.

"Well," Shanelly began. "I wonder if the reason Mr. Longbottom cannot concentrate properly in your class is due to your impervious, and very, annoying codfish sneering?"

Snape’s eyes narrowed. "Why I—!"

"Yes, yes, you’re insulted, I know. You’ve always been so blatant and very, very obliviously conscious of things around you. You were like that in our school years, why should you be any different now?"

"I—"

"—Have changed. Of course you have. You were, once upon a time, cold, arrogant, distant and very much in love with a certain blond we all know—"

"How dare—!"

"—And now? You are colder, more arrogant, somewhat less distant, and still very much in love with D-"

"Would you like to loose a certain attribute to your famously good looks, yet again, Courtese?"

Courtese Shanelly narrowed her eyes. "You wouldn’t dare."

"Oh I would dare."

Students of all Houses sat upon the edge of their seats, enthralled and entranced by the going-ons between Snape and Shanelly.

"Try it, Snivellus, and I may just have to find that old trick wand of mine again." 

Snape fumed. Shanelly smirked. The students gazed in astonishment. 

"I was only warning you Shanelly, that you should have dismissed class, what, twenty minutes ago, now."

Shanelly sighed. She always did have a soft spot for cold-hearted, arrogant little buggers like Severus.

"And I merely stated that you would get the same affect Potions has by baking Muggle pastries—both are a precise art, following directions, that is. What? You thought I insulted you? Oh, I should have known you wouldn’t know good baking when it was served to you. I have no doubt in my mind that you are a magnificent Potions Master, the best I’ve ever met, and by way of that are probably not such a bad chef to boot—that is if you ever gave anything Muggle the chance of day." Courtese smiled kindly at her old classmate. And then, added, as if an after thought,

"Class is dismissed. Again."

- - -

"Did you see the look on Old Snape’s face when Shanelly told him Potion’s sucks!"

"She didn’t actually insult Potion’s, Ron, she simply said—"

"Yes, yes. But did you see his face? It was bloody brilliant—"

Ron, Hermione, Seamus, Neville, Lavender and Harry were all walking toward Gryffindor Tower in order to rest for a bit, eat lunch and then head off to Potion’s. Not that any of them every wanted to take another class again. Except for, of course, IMWA-E. 

"You know, I suspect Snape and Shanelly weren’t actually fighting."

"They were too, Shame, you saw the looks on their faces—"

"Of course I did, Lavender, so did everyone else, but Shanelly said herself that she used to be in Slytherin. And remember when she said she had been in detention with Professor Lupin? She said she was in there because she had used a fake wand on a fellow classmate. And then she mentioned to Snape that she was tempted to get out her fake wand again—"

"So, what, you’re saying that Shanelly snobbed Snape with a fake wand back in their day? How exactly does that help your case Seamus?"

"Oh, Hermione, please. We’re always playing tricks on each other. I mean, just the other day I put roaches in Harry’s bed and he’s fine with it—"

"—That was you!"

"See, Hermione? Harry doesn’t mind. And we’re still friends. I mean, yes, we all play pranks on each other. Yes, we act as if we’re mad, but we know when the other’s just playin’. Ain’t that right, Harry?"

Harry was about to nod when—

"That’s just so interesting, Finnegan. Really, I didn’t think you had those things people call brains in that oversized head of yours," came a drawling voice from in front of them, just as they were passing the library.

"Shove off, Malfoy," Ron said, shoving, coincidentally, past Draco Malfoy.

"Drop dead, Weasel," retorted Blaise Zabini, who was to Malfoy’s left, Pansy Parkinson occupying Draco’s right.

"Hi—" Parkinson began, directing it toward Harry.

"Pansy. We don’t associate—"

"—the hell you don’t, what are you doin’ now!" Ron admonished.

"—nicely, with Gryffindors," Malfoy finished.

Pansy hung her head, obeying. Harry glared at the blond, then smirked, directing his voice toward Parkinson.

"Nice day, isn’t it, Parkinson?"

"Potter—"

"I do believe that I was addressing her, not you, Draco—" Harry enunciated Draco’s name as if it were a filthy name; which, in any case, to Harry, it was.

"You’re treading uneasy ground, Potter. Come, Pansy. Blaise," Draco ordered, turning on his heel, expecting the other’s to follow. Just as they were about to—

"So, Pansy, I hear you’re to take up the position of Keeper for your House? How’s that going?" Harry said again, speaking to Pansy, ignoring Malfoy.

And if it’s one thing Malfoy’s can’t stand (and Potter knew this, he just knew this) it was being ignored.

"Well, yes, actually I—" Pansy began.

"Enough, Potter." Malfoy, strode forward, stopping right in front of Harry. "Stay away from her."

"What, jealous, Malfoy? It really isn’t my fault if your girlfriend finds my conversational skills more jostling than your own. But then again, what else comes out of your mouth but insults and crude retorts?"

"Potter—"

"Look, leave us alone, alright? And we’ll—" Harry began, deciding that conflict wasn’t the way to go.

"—The hell we will!"

"—leave you alone," Harry enunciated for Ron and Malfoy.

Draco’s head cocked to one side, thinking of any benefits for himself.

"What? Scared, Malfoy?"

Draco snorted.

"You wish, Potter." 

And with that the two groups went their separate ways. 

- - -

"I can’t believe the nerve of him! Speaking to me as if I were a squib! I will have you know that I am no squib!"

"Of course you aren’t, Draco," Pansy said from the couch, where she was examining her nails tiredly. Draco had been going on and on about Potter and his "cruel intentions" for an hour and a quarter, so Pansy busied herself with polishing her nails, and silently giggling over the fact that Potter had talked to her and completely ignored Malfoy. She didn’t know what she was more elated about, Potter talking to her like she was actually human, or Potter ignoring Draco and how furious it made said blond. It was all rather funny.

"I mean, I’m a Pureblooded wizard! Of the Malfoy lineage! From the oldest form of aristocracy! I am in no way, shape or form, lower than Harry bloody Potter!"

"Of course, darling," Pansy said automatically. And of course, Draco caught on.

"And I want to fuck him like there’s no tomorrow atop Snape’s desk!"

"Of course, darling," came the response. And then— "Draco!"

Draco rolled his eyes, humphing, and then dropping, dead weight and all, onto the leather couch. 

"I can’t stand Gryffindors. I can’t stand them and I can’t stand bloody Potter. He thinks he’s so special—"

Just then Blaise, Keefe and Xander walked in with Evane Malfoy.

"What’s going on?" Keefe asked, sitting down next to Pansy.

"Draco’s raving on and on about Potter. Again."

"Oh, is that all," Xander said, flipping through Witch Weekly as he claimed a black-leather armchair next to the fire place.

"What do you mean ‘is that all?’ My cousin is talking of this Potter non-stop and you think it’s ‘nothing?’"

"Well, he does it all the time," came Blaise’s response. "Something happens with Potter, he either freaks out or plans revenge, talks on and on about him and his stupid friends regardless, mind you, and then gets over it."

"Sounds to me like Draco’s got a crush on this guy."

All eyes in the room widened, heads slowly looking up as if scared of what they would see. They looked at Evane, then to Draco, only very, very slowly did they turn their attention to Draco. 

His eyes were narrowed, and, deciding against his Malfoy instinct, he kept his mouth shut.

"That’s it." And with that, Draco fled to his room.
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Review! Every time you neglect to review a story, Hermione fails a class. Please, think of Hermione’s self-esteem.

