Chapter 16: The Potter Lineage 

"HEY GUYS," HARRY SAID, EXHAUSTED, walking into the finely decorated Gryffindor Common Room. 

"Oh, hey Harry. We were wondering where you were..." Hermione trailed off. She took her nose out of her Potions VII book, shut it and set it aside, continuing, "Where were you anyway?" 

"Yeah, where’ve you been?" Ron inquired, crossing his arms across his chest. 

"I was just showing Lula around the school, she doesn’t know it too well, so," Harry answered, choosing not to mention the earlier IMWAE fiasco. Ron and Hermione looked at each other confused. 

"Luna Lovegood?"

"No. Her name is Lula. Lulabelle, actually. You know... The exchange student for Gryffindor?" 

"Ooh." Hermione looked around for an unfamiliar girl. "Well, where is she?" 

"She’s just outside the door actually, but—"

"Oh! Harry you left her out there! That’s positively rude of you," Hermione scolded standing up and about to make her way over to the entrance before... 

"Wwait! Hermione, Ron. There’s something maybe... I should tell you first," Harry said, stopping Hermione by thrashing his hand out in front of her. She stopped, brows furrowed questioningly and pursed her lips waiting for an answer. 

"‘Arry, you’ve been acting bloody odd lately, what’s going on with you?" Ron asked, walking up to where Hermione and Harry were by the fireplace. 

"Well, there’s, just something that’s happened, that I haven’t told you about, something wonderful, something completely out of this world! You guys wouldn’t even bloody imagine it! I couldn’t be more... more—"

"Get on with it, mate. What’s so bloody important that it makes you squeak like a mouse?" 

"Hey, what’s goin’ on down here? We heard a commotion."

"Hey Neville, Ginny," Harry nodded. "We were just talking—" 

"Harry’s hiding something," Ron stated flatly. 

"I am not. I just said I was just going to tell you."

"Well then, say it already!" Ron and Hermione said. Harry was obviously on cloud-happy or something because he couldn’t keep himself from grinning madly for more then a minute. True, he’d known for sometime, but now he was given permission to tell his friends, school mates, everyone! 

Yes, Hermione thought to herself as she smiled broadly, excited by Harry’s enthusiasm. Something, definitely very extraordinary, had happened. 

"Alright, alright, see the thing is—"

"Oy!" came a male voice from the door to the Gryffindor Common Room. "Hey guys," the voice said again, wandering in from the small corridor and toward the fire where everyone was standing around looking expectantly at Harry. "What’s going on?" 

"Hey Seamus. We were just—" Again, unfortunately, Harry was cut off. Because, honestly, there was no order in the Gryffindor House. None, whatsoever. Nope.

"Oh mates, you’ll never believe who I just saw standing out in the hallway next to our entrance door! Blimey, it was the prettiest girl I’ve eva seen. Dark hair, gorgeous eyes... Come to think of it ‘Arry, she looked a lot like—" 

"Me?" Harry put in lamely. He knew this already but everyone kept interrupting him. 

"Yeah! How’d you know? I mean it’s uncanny really. You don’t look exactly alike but you have the similar... aura? Is that the word to use? Anyway—" 

"Seamus! Please, Harry was just going to explain something, and besides all we know of her is that she’s the Gryffindor exchange student." 

"Ah. She did sound foreign." 

"Oh bloody hell."

"Harry?"

"Alright, I’m not even going to try to explain it. Hold on..." With that Harry walked away from the group mumbling incoherently to himself. He slipped through the door and took all but five seconds to return with a lovely, dark-raven-haired girl. 

"Guys... This is Lulabelle," Harry started. Hermione, along with the rest of the group took a step forward to greet the girl, when Harry added, "Lulabelle Potter." 

They all froze. 

"Did... Ddid you just say... PPotter?" Ron stuttered.

"Yeah."

"But, you mean like, Potter, from, another country and in no way, shape or form related to you, to our Harry Potter?" 

"Uhm—" Harry didn’t know quite how to go about telling his friends. 

"Actually, I am related to Harry, if that’s what you’re asking," Lulabelle Potter spoke, her eyes shining. So this was her kin’s friends. "Harry’s father was my father’s twin brother." 

"But— I thought, you didn’t have any other aunt’s or uncle’s in your family Harry?" Hermione began, confused as ever.

"Well, that’s the long story..." Harry admitted. 

"Harry," Lulabelle spoke softly, putting her hand on his shoulder comfortingly, "You haven’t even heard the whole story. It might be best to just get it out and explain it to everyone." Harry nodded his head in agreement taking a deep, long needed breath. "I mean if anyone’s interested that is," Lulabelle added kindly. 

Hermione and Ron exchanged quick glances toward the others and immediately they all scrambled around to find seats. Harry led Lulabelle over to the couch that the lot of his friends had circled around. As she sat down, Lulabelle squirmed next to her cousin admittedly uncomfortable. 

Noticing and feeling his kin’s distress Harry started, "Maybe... Maybe we should all introduce ourselves, get that outta the way and start..." 

"Of course. How rude of us, I’m Hermione Granger, Head Girl—" 

"—And top in her class, sharing the top spot with that of another 7th year student. Yes we know. Besides that," Ron continued, catching Hermione’s death-glare and sticking his tongue out at her, "I’m Ron. Ron Weasley, Gryffindor Quidditch Keeper and Captain, not very good in Potions and best-mate to Harry, here. As is Hermione." 

"That was just lovely, Ron." 

"Can it, Gin." 

"That’s me. I’m Ginny Weasley, Ron’s—" 

"—Baby sister—" 

"—sister. I’m a 6th year, one of the Gryffindor Quidditch Chasers... And that’s all that’s interesting about me." Ginny smiled at Lulabelle, who seemed tickled at the sibling bickering. "And besides Ron, I have 5 other brothers; Bill, Charlie, Percy, George and Fred. And then there’s mum and dad." 

"Wow." Lulabelle seemed exasperated—she was an only child herself and meeting someone with so many siblings was different. 

"This is Seamus Finnegan—you gotta watch out for him, he’s like a Hound dog." 

"Oy! I am not!"

Ron just rolled his eyes as everyone else laughed, including Seamus. "And then there’s Neville Longbottom right there." Neville nodded shyly in Lulabelle’s direction.

"Yes, I remember Neville, Lavender and Dean from IMWAE this morning," Lula said smiling.

"Oh, good, I won’t have to introduce Lave then. (Ron! Lavender scolded jokingly.) Anyway, other’s that aren’t present right now are Colin & Dennis Creevey, Parvati Patil..." Ron went on to name a couple more of their closer friends in Gryffindor. 

"Well, it’s really a pleasure to meet all of you," Lulabelle said smiling at each one of Harry’s friends. 

"Tells us about yourself, Lulabelle," Hermione asked eagerly. 

"Uhm, well, there isn’t much to say... Like you, I’m top in my year and I don’t really have a favorite subject, thought I suppose if I had to pick one it would Potions or Charms. Um, I like all of my classes so far. I come from Salem, Massachusetts in America, I was attending Harpress School of Sorcery—"

"Harpress School of Sorcery! That’s where Lady Courtese’s husband, Stuart, went to school!" Ron said mystified. "Yeah, my father went there when he was my age. Art, Stuart I mean, and him are friends, actually."

"Are you serious! That is bloody wicked! Oh man, will you take me home with you?" Ron gushed. 

"Ron..." Harry groaned. 

"What?" 

"Stop hitting on my cousin!" 

"Oy! I wasn’t hittin’ on ‘er!" 

A pause. 

"Alright, I was, but there were no ulterior motives besides meeting Stuart Shanelly!" 

Another pause and a look from his friends. 

"Okay! Maybe there was one little teeny-weeny ulterior motive." 

"Ronald Weasley!" Hermione scolded blushing, how could Ron just be so blatant in front of Lulabelle like that! 

"What? I’ve never tried a chili dog in my life!"

"Oh, that’s what you were thinking!" 

"Okay guys, I really don’t want to have to beat any of your up," Harry finished. 

"Gettin’ a little protective eh ‘arry?" Seamus said grinning. 

"Hey, I’m the elder of the two of us—" 

"—by 3 months!—" Lula protested. 

"—And it’s my civic duty to look out for my baby cousin," Harry said mocking Ron’s earlier tease of Ginny. 

After several laughs, endless come-ons and flirtations later Hermione finally stopped herself from laughing and got down to business. 

"Okay guys, I want to hear the story." 

"Yeah, tell us Lulabelle." 

"Harry’s dad had a twin?"

"Why didn’t Harry know he had more kin besides those awful Muggles?" 

"Yeah and who—" 

"Guys! Quiet. I haven’t even heard the full story. Alright, Lula, go on." Harry quieted the room. 

"Well, I suppose I should start from the beginning... 

"My grandparent’s, and Harry’s, had three children; Harold Roland, James Walter and Matilda Miriam Potter. James and my father, Harold, were twins, the eldest out of the trio of Potter children. Back then they all lived in an un-plotable acreage somewhere in England. 

"At first no one could tell my father from Harry’s father, them being identical and everything. Everything about them was the same; same unruly onyx hair, brown eyes, chubby little toes—but when they began their toddler years my father’s eyes changed color. While James’ stayed the same color as the earth, my father’s eyes turned green. And from then on everyone was able to tell them apart. 

"Anyway, Matilda, their sister, who was known as Matty, was two years younger then them. When dad and James were 10 they waited expectantly for their Hogwarts letters. James got his a week after their 11th birthday. My father didn’t. Instead Harold, my father, also known as Roland, got a letter from Durmstrang. No letter from Hogwarts ever came addressed to Harold Roland Potter. Our grandparent’s were disgraced that their son had been accepted to a school they loathed. They inquired the Headmaster on it, but he said that he wasn’t in their books. 

"Dad and James were eleven when it happened; April 9th. On 1st September they were to take the Hogwarts Express to Hogsmeade and then from Hogsmeade my father would be sent on another train to Durmstrang, then board a ship—but that wasn’t what happened. Your father, Harry, went to Hogwarts while my father boarded his next train. But he didn’t take the train that would’ve taken him to the boat he was to go on in order to make it to Durmstrang. He took a train to the nearest ship that would take him directly to America. 

"My father had been hesitant to do such a thing as run away. He didn’t want to go to Durmstrang, he knew of the things that happened there, and he didn’t want to go cowering back home. So the week previous to their trip to Hogwarts he applied to Harpress School of Wizardry in America. He had a second cousin there that was of legal age to take care of him so he thought it was the best idea. He was accepted to the school. 

"When Grandmother Dora and Grandfather Walter found out they were furious. So furious that they disowned him. They basically abolished any existence of Harold Roland Potter. They sent everything he owned to him in America, along with his clothes, pictures and anything that reminded them of him. They didn’t burn any of it, they weren’t that horrible, but they made sure that Walter and Dora Potter were known to have only two children; James and Matty. 

"That month they wrote James and told him that he didn’t have a brother. That he’d fled to America and abandoned the family. From my inclination I think that James was at first impressed by what my dad did. He knew how much Father didn’t want to go to Durmstrang. But that evolved into anger over the years and your father, Harry, became distant and cold. He had close friends of course—Sirius Black, Remus Lupin and that Pettigrew—he’d written to my father a couple of times in the beginning of his first few years, but after that he quit. He was angry that his brother had left their family. He began to only know his family as Dad, Mum and Matty. He had no brother. 

"Anyway, my father attended Harpress. There, in his fourth year, he met my mother, Esme Daes. He married her the same year as your parent’s Harry. They had me exactly three months after your mother and father had you; October 31. My father wanted to write his brother and tell him of how much he’d accomplished in America—how he’d graduated from Harpress at the early age of 16, surpassing all of his fellow classmates, with the exception of his best friend Stuart Shanelly, fallen in love with an amazing woman that was two years older than himself, was ready to have a child and was maintaining a great career in the American Ministry of Magic, youngest Auror-Journalist ever recorded in history at only 17 years of age. But he didn’t. As he was about to, every single time, he, for lack of a better word, chickened out. He got cold feet. He was afraid your dad wouldn’t respond. He knew James was angry with him. He knew that. 

"However, back in James’ seventh year at Hogwarts Walter and Dora told James his brother had been killed in a cross fire battle between the American Ministry of Magic and Dark Wizards. The news, from what’s been written in papers and journal entries, almost destroyed James. He had been betrothed to Lily Evans and was the happiest man on earth as Grandmother had written in one of her journals. But the news of his brother’s death crippled his happiness. That’s when he applied to be an Auror for the Ministry of Magic here. He had vowed that he would have his revenge on any Dark Wizard that he crossed paths with. He wed Lily, had you, and still continued to fight Dark Wizards with Lily at his side. They were in the Order of the Phoenix, did you know? 

"Well, to make this a little clearer as to why our grandparent’s told James that Roland died... It was because he was caught in the middle of a Dark Wizard rivalry. He took a hit to the head and was in a coma for a week or so, but that little amount of time was all it took to assume things. People made those assumptions since they couldn’t find his body. They informed Walter and Dora as soon as they could. But Dad didn’t find out about it until he went back to work, where he had been assured that no such accusations or ideas were acted on. 

"A year or so later James and Lily had escaped a very powerful Dark Lord, as you know him to be Lord Voldemort, thrice. Then there was that prophecy that Dumbledore told me about a few days ago when I first met Harry. It didn’t make sense, not until he told me the prophecy about you Harry. It didn’t make sense of why Voldemort wanted to kill you, why he wanted you dead. But it does now. 

"Your parent’s died, Harry, because they had escaped Voldemort three times and had you at the end of July. But that wasn’t the odd part of it. The odd part was that another classmate of yours also began life at the end of July, as did his parent’s escape the Dark Wizard the same number of times. But he chose you. And you didn’t die. And in attempting to take your life he lost his powers and was after you ever since he regained power. But by attempting to murder you, he gave you more power, he gave you a title, he gave you legacy. After his first attempt to kill you, he made the prophecy come true. That was his mistake. And thank God that he made that error. Your legacy isn’t because you were the Boy Who Lived, Harry. Your legacy is because you’re the Boy Who Fought Back. You fought because this wizard did an unjust thing, and you fought back, no matter how depressed, or confused, or angry you became, you fought for your parent’s. You fought for you. 

"Grandmother died shortly after they received the information that my dad was murdered. And Grandfather killed himself shortly after he lost Grandmother—they both felt so horrible for disowning their son like that. It only made your dad, Harry, fight harder against Voldemort. And then Voldemort found them, lost his powers and you became a legend. 

"You didn’t come to live with us because no one knew you had an uncle and aunt. And we didn’t know of you either. Matilda was killed with your parent’s. She had been staying with James and Lily the night Voldemort came. All three of them tried to save you, you know. Three people gave their lives for you in love. And here you’ve helped save the world from Voldemort because of the only act, the only real magic that could have destroyed him; love. Pure, simple, kind and powerful love. The kind that very few people don’t take for granted and find in another.

"Because of you, Harry, the world can love again."

Hermione, Lavender and Ginny were in tears. Ron, Dean, Seamus and Neville were looking back and forth at each other in disbelief and astonishment. Harry was crying. For the first time in his life he didn’t feel weak, he didn’t feel embarrassed and he didn’t feel angry or sad. He was happy. And he was content. Lulabelle hugged her cousin to herself. Everyone else followed suite in a tight, big bear hug. This was definitely going to be a long night. 

- - -

Dawn was always Lulabelle’s favorite time of the day. It was fresh and new—like the world was being reborn. The air was clear, filtered by the rain that had showered Hogwart’s grounds this day’s eve. Each blade of grass was glistening with tiny jewels of water drops, each breeze of air was crisp and refreshing and each magical creature around the grounds was alive and vibrant in their daily chores. 

She walked slowly through the main corridors, looking around, becoming familiar with her new surroundings. This was so very different from the school she went to. Her school was brought into the new age as was all of her classes—Muggle classes mixed in with that of common day and old magic. This school was strictly keeping to the old ways, but teaching what needed to be taught, informing its students what a sorcerer is, what they could be. 

This school had Houses, as they called them. Students were divided among these houses and would then remain so until they graduated. It was almost intimate to feel like you belonged to a cause, to feel you had obligations to live by and to maintain. She wished she had had the chance to attend Hogwarts. She had only met the Gryffindors and had yet to meet the other houses. Or hear of them. 

Lulabelle was quite impressed by everything surrounding her. They had moving stairways, while her school maintained a strong Muggle influence with their moving escalators and elevators. 

Hogwarts had common ground with her school in the sense that both schools had pictures that were able to move and talk, capturing the essence of its individual object of attraction. 

Hogwarts was perched on a small mountain overlooking a beautiful grand lake, all the while housing a giant squid. There was vast ground all around the castle. Spacious is the only word besides beautiful that Lula could think of to describe this school. 

It was 7:50AM and breakfast would be served within ten minutes. Now. If only she could remember how she ended up in the garden and how to get to the place they called the Great Hall. 

Even after a week or two of being here at Europe’s finest school, she still had a sad-hard time trying to figure out where everything was.

"Excuse me?" A voice drawled from behind her. 

Lula swung around coming face to face with what looked like a male version of a Veela. Pretty full lips, silver-blond hair that fell upon his shoulders, shallow-water colored eyes, tall, chiseled face. Perfection. He was one that a girl like her only admired, but would never think of going after; For one, she didn’t have the time for a long-term relationship, for two, she had a gut feeling, no, more of a sense that his attractions strayed elsewhere. 

"You do realize Draco, that even though you’re indeed beautiful, that bored drawl you address people with is enough to turn you into what I know from America as a Pretty Boy; beautiful but very, very vain." 

"You’re too kind in your words, Belle," Draco Malfoy smirked, taking a seat on a nearby swing held by vines from a large oak. He conjured another one and motioned for her to join him.

"I love swings," Lulabelle said as she took a seat. "Reminds me of my childhood."

"Don’t tell anyone, but I like them, too. I never had the real experience of a ‘swing’ until I was adopted."

"Adopted?"

Draco let out a nervous breath. "Well, my parent’s were killed in the Defeat, well, the Last Battle as some call it, it has so many names it’s hard to keep track of all of them. But— They died, and I was adopted by my Aunt Daphnia, my father’s sister."

"Oh, is that Evane’s mother?"

Draco cringed. "Thank Salazar, no. She’s too kind and patient to be his mother. No, his parents are Opal Yvette and Falcon Malfoy. They live in America, obviously," Draco hit himself in the head for making that idiotic comment. "Anyway, he goes to school in New York, at Hubbart’s School for Warlocks and Witches."

"Ah, I see. Why didn’t you go to live with them then?"

Draco stopped swinging, looking at her.

"I don’t really want to think about it," the blond abruptly said, regretting it after he realized he had used an unnecessarily vicious tone. "Sorry. It’s just that I know though, for a fact, that Lord Falcon isn’t too fond of me, or my father’s memory, at that. They used to be real close, you see. Inseparable. But Father sort of, well, he joined Voldemort and the Death Eaters... And of course, Lord Falcon was mildly impressed. 

"I suspect Father only did it to impress Falcon, he had always wanted his older brother’s approval. But then Father got in way too deep and couldn’t dig himself out so to say, and I suppose Falcon blames my father’s death on, well, my father. But honestly, Falcon wouldn’t have survived as Voldemort’s right-hand man like my father did. I, I mean not that I’m bragging or anything, it’s just that Falcon is a lot of talk, expected too much but could never return. He boasted, oh yes, but that’s all he was; talk." Draco looked down. "Kind of reminds me of me, I suppose." 

"Don’t think that, Draco," Lulabelle said, nudging him with her shoulder. "You were an only child right?"

Draco nodded.

"Well then, that doesn’t mean you’re like your uncle necessarily. You just looked up to your father, did what he did, who in turn, did what Falcon did. It’s all a very vicious cycle if you ask me," Lulabelle grinned. "But seriously? Every child wants their parent’s approval when they’re young and their siblings if they have them. Kids want to know that they’re special to the ones they call family, that they love them, whether we’d like to admit to it or not. You’re a good person, I’m sure of it. I mean, if you can befriend a Gryffindor girl, then that pretty much says you’re a little bunny rabbit."

Draco stuck his tongue out in distaste. "Great comparison, really."

"Hey, I was only trying to cheer you up, Fucker."

The Slytherin just rolled his eyes. "In any case. I hate that side of my family. Especially Evane. That fucking asshole. He’s hurt me, I mean, hurt my family by way of his snide remarks... Sorry, I don’t mean to... for lack of a better word, bitch."

"It’s alright, really. I don’t have many friends back home, and the only one I do, we gossip and complain all the time, so, please, commence with the bitching," Lulabelle smiled. 

The Slytherin smiled weakly. 

"Belle?" Draco asked cautiously, ceasing his swing from moving, and looking at her intently. "Would you—? I mean, would you like to," he tried to search for the words he wanted to say. "Would you— Go to the Masquerade Ball with me? Be my date?"

Lulabelle stopped swinging. Blinking rapidly, looking away and then looking back to Draco, she answered, "I— Where’d this come from?"

"A few of my friends were talking last night when I got back to the Common Room, being all mushy, and, mind you, this only happens when I’m not around, saying they were all going to bring someone that they wanted to be with. And you understand where I’m coming from, so I’d like you to go with me," Draco had stood up, pacing about, not looking at the girl beside him.

Something in the way he looked out towards the Quidditch Field, where the Gryffindor Team was practicing, told her that he needed a friend, a guide and someone to bitch to. She smiled softly, walking up behind him and then putting her hand softly on his shoulder. Lulabelle smiled and said, "I’d love to, Draco."
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Review! Every time you neglect to review Draco wants to have a sex change. WAH! Please, think of yourself and your Harry/Draco, male/male loving instincts!! Save Draco’s sex!

