Chapter 5: Deciphering Between Punishment & Justice

HE AWOKE SORE AND CONFUSED in the Hospital Wing—how he got there, he couldn’t remember. He tried to lick his mouth; it felt so dry, though when he did that he flinch from the sudden pain.

"What in the—" He reached up, touched his lip and realized it was cut and swollen. He swished his tongue around and felt that the cut continued from his outer lip into his mouth. He also discovered that his front, bottom tooth was chipped.

He groaned and fell back into the bed he was placed in and felt around for his glasses on the shelf next to him. Oh right, he mused, agitated, Remus fixed my eyes for the war. Sometimes old habits don’t die-hard.

"Well, Mr. Potter, you’re up finally." Madam Pompfrey

"How’d I get here?" Harry asked as he lifted himself up into a sitting position. Madam Pompfrey handed him a mirror. He took it and looked—

"Well, from what I understand Ms. Granger, Mr. Weasley, Mr. Malfoy and yourself got into a bit of a brawl. Care to explain what you remember Mr. Potter?"

He was looking at some distorted version of himself. He felt worse then he looked but it looked worse then he’d normally imagined it to be.

"Oh uh, well Ron said something to Malfoy, Malfoy got angry and went for his wand. So, naturally, I intervened, knocking him over. He was struggling of course, putting up one hell of a fight if you ask me. And then the prat—" Madam Pompfrey eyed him. "I mean, then he punched me. And then I just remember Hermione charming my mouth so it was clean and then easing the pain. Then I was here."

"Interesting. Well that’s similar to what your friends reported."

"Am I going to die?" Harry dramatically swept his hand to his forehead and fell back into bed. Thus earning a hefty laugh from Madam Pompfrey. 

It was rather odd, Harry always thought, that since he was in Quidditch his first year, he had made at least one stop in the Hospital Wing each year. So naturally, Madam Pompfrey and he made the best of it with jokes, witty cracks and the like.

"Fortunately not today, Mr. Potter. However, from my knowledge, I believe Draco Malfoy could arrange that. Though, you’d have to make an appointment through Ms. Parkinson first. I hear his schedule is rather booked for the next year." 

With that Madam Pompfrey patted his head as if he were 13 years old all over again and left him the things he’d need to take care of his wound. He was studying to be a Mediwizard (He knew he was a shoe in to be an Auror; though being trained to be a Mediwizard was something he wanted, just in case someone was injured) so he needed to know both Muggle and Wizard medical procedures.

Harry got up and collected his things. 

"What the—" Harry was gathering his belongings on the table when he noticed two cards lying on the chair that was next to his bed.

Wonder if they’re mine, Harry thought. Oh. Yes, I guess they are. Harry found on one of the cards that his name was scrawled in beautiful black calligraphy that could only belong to Hermione while the other one was printed in black ink in all capital letters. Must be from Ron, Harry smiled to himself. Though, it doesn’t look like his handwriting. Harry shrugged, sat down on his bed, and opened Hermione’s first. 

- - -

Oh Harry! I cannot believe that Malfoy hit you! Of all the low—Anyway. Ron had no right to say that about Malfoy’s parent’s! I mean honestly, he thinks just because Malfoy’s an evil tosser that he can be evil right back. You think he’d learn by now that the better person ignores the pest and doesn’t stoop to their level. I haven’t talked to Ron just yet on this subject, but wait until I get him alone! I’ll give him a piece of my mind on that subject. Did you see how angry Malfoy was when Ron said those horrible things about his parent’s? Something with Malfoy is amiss, I’m telling you. Yes he’s still crude and annoyingly persistent when he pesters us, but something doesn’t— doesn’t feel right with him. You know? Oh well, maybe I’m just looking too much into it. Ron and I stayed in the Hospital Wing as long as we could, but Madam Pompfrey wanted us to let you rest (that and the fact that Ron was bored and started braiding your hair [sorry about that!]). We both hope you get better and wake up before the Sorting Ceremony begins! We’ll be saving you a spot at our table!

With love,

Hermione

- - -

Harry smiled, fingering the three or four braids that Ron had put in his hair. 

Ah, sweet ‘Mione. 

Harry put the card back into its original envelope, stuffed it into his pack and started opening the other one.

Alright, this must be from Ron—

Harry opened up the card.

Get well.

That was all the card said. ‘Get well.’ No signature. No sign whatsoever about who it could’ve been from. 

"Right—"

"Mr. Potter—" Harry closed his eyes at the sound of the voice from behind him. He took a breath, shoved the card, and envelope, into his pack, stood up and turned around to the addressing voice.

"Professor," Harry acknowledged.

"I trust everything between Mr. Malfoy and yourself is settled." That wasn’t a question.

"Hopefully."

"Hopefully, isn’t good enough. Each year the two of you come back to Hogwarts, each year you and he get into a physical banter, and each year one of you ends up in the hospital wing at least once because of the other. Now let me set the rules. This is your last year. I won’t have you distracting Mr. Malfoy from his studies." The professor raised an eyebrow. "Is that clear?"

"Yes, Professor Snape."

"Good." Snape lifted his head and nodded. "See you at the Sorting."

Harry nodded as Snape exited the hospital wing. 

"Yes, it’s absolutely clear you want to fail me but you wouldn’t dare because that would mean you’d have to go through, yet another, year of my painful presence. I’m not my father you know." Harry was walking out of the wing, muttering to himself. 

He walked down the corridor, down the ever-changing stair cases, and directly to the Great Hall. Before he went in, he heard shouts behind him.

"Har-ry!"

" ‘Arry!"

He turned around and was almost knocked over when a mass of red hair hurled into him.

"Ow! Okay, Ron, yeah I get the idea—you were worried! No need to come outta nowhere like a raging ball of fur!"

"Ron! Careful, you might hurt him!"

Ron rolled his eyes and let his friend out of the tight embrace. 

"So, Harry, how’s your mouth? Looks like shit."

Harry nodded sarcastically. "Yeah, thanks. I’ll always know where to go when I need a lifter-upper."

"Ron!" Hermione said in a pained expression. ‘Harry, you look fine. You look better then you did when we took you in.’

"Yeah, I agree with that, Harry." Ron nodded. "Though when you blacked out I thought we’d never make it to the Hospital Wing; you weigh a ton!"

"I do not. I only weigh 165."

"And that’s average for a Quidditch player, Ron. You should know that. How much do you weigh anyway, Ron?" Hermione pried, mocking Ron.

"I don’t know, how much do you weigh, ‘Mione?" Ron mocked her in return.

"A lady never reveals such things."

"Neither do gentlemen."

Harry snorted at the last comment.

"What?" Ron playfully smacked Harry’s arm. 

"Com’on guys, lets go, I’m starving."

As they three entered the Great Hall, they heard the Slytherin table laughing and shouting at them.

"Hey look! Potty’s got a big boo-boo!"

Harry looked over and glared, then turned away.

"Oh don’t pay them any attention Harry," Mione comforted, walking over to her usual seat across from Ron and Harry, next to Parvati Patil. "So," she started. "What are your resolutions for this year?" The question was directed toward Harry and Ron.

"Pardon?" Ron asked baffled.

"Your New Year’s Resolution, what are they?"

"Um, ‘Mione, that’s usually during New Year’s Eve—isn’t it?"

Hermione rolled her eyes. "I mean your New Year, as in your new year at Hogwarts."

"Ooh."

"Well?"

"Uh—you first, Ron. I insist."

"Gee, thanks Harry," Ron said dryly. "Alright, uh, my New Year’s resolution for my new year at Hogwarts, and my last, mind you, is to pass Potions and have the girl I fancy accompany me to the Masquerade Ball."

"The Masquerade Ball?"

"Yeah, the new ball. You know the one we get in celebration due to the fact that Old-Moldy-Voldy is gone." Ron hardly ever called the Dark Lord by the name of Voldemort, instead taking a more humorous approach so no one around him was uncomfortable.

"Oh," Hermione was, for the first time ever (besides 2nd year when Ron got his first Howler), speechless.

"So, who’s the girl?" Seamus Finnegan asked curiously from next to Harry.

"Well I can’t tell you that."

"Why not?"

"Because."

"Because why?" Neville Longbottom asked from across Seamus.

"Because it’s a bloody secret! That’s why! Ya can’t just go ‘round tellin’ people these kinds of things!"

"Sure you can, Ron." Seamus grinned. "Besides, everyone knows—" at this point Ron was beet red with embarrassment. "—that you fancy Lavender over there." Seamus pointed down the long table to the very end where a pretty brunette sat talking quietly with her friends.

"Uhh—"

"So, Ron," Harry started off trying to take all the attention away from ‘who’ Ron liked. "Wanna hear my resolution?"

"Yeah—bet I know what it is- To rest and relax and not have to always look over your shoulder when you go skinny dipping in Hogwart’s lake!"

Many a girl around them blushed at the thought of Harry being completely nude and glistening with moisture like some ethereal water god. It really was a delicious thought.

Harry shrunk a little in his chair, blushing profusely.

"Uh, well, who doesn’t go skinny dippin’ every now and then?" Seamus said quickly, seeing Harry’s obvious embarrassment. Only then did Ron notice his best friend’s distress.

"True, And with that said—" Ron went on and on about who he thought should make what on the Gryffindor Quidditch team this year. Harry spaced off making a silent resolution as he looked over at the Slytherin table.

I’ve got to tell him. Dumbledore said no one explained to him what happened to his parents—said it was my job if anyone’s. What in Godric’s name am I going to do?

Malfoy looked up suddenly and glared full force at Harry.

Happy New Year at Hogwarts to you, too.

And with that, Harry stabbed at his ‘happy-faced’ pudding.
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