Chapter 8: Overhearing & Observations 

WALKING ALONG THE CORRIDOR, DRACO Malfoy strolled hastily to his first class of the day. However, before said blond turned the corner to make it to Potions VII, he heard three very distinct Gryffindorish voices, and, of course, being a Malfoy, he stopped and zeroed in on the conversation.

"Sucks to be him ‘Arry," said the Weasel to Potter. "But, yeah, something’s up."

"No shit Sherlock. The question is what." Potter responded.

"I really think we shouldn’t look too much into this, guys. I mean, if Malfoy’s having problems with his friend’s he can work through it himself. After all it’s not like a couple of Gryffindors like us will be openly welcomed in helping him get his clan back."

How observant Granger, Draco thought.

"She’s right, Harry. As much as I hate the stupid Ferret, and as bad as I feel for most likely insulting him, we can’t just jump into his life and act like we’re his friends. Cause we aren’t." 

Draco heard a forced heave of breath. It was Potter. 

"You’re right..." Potter said, seemingly trailing off. 

"...But you’re going to pursue this Malfoy-dilemma anyway, aren’t you?"

"Look ‘Mione, it’s more then what it seems, I know it. I know there’s nothing but hate circulating through his cold, stone heart, and he may be a stupid poncey git, but he is human. He’s our peer. He does have feelings whether he likes people to know it or not."

"Well, can’t say we didn’t warn you, mate," Weasel said. "You’re playing with fire. Literally."

"I know." A pause. "You guys better get to class. I might be a little late. Got that date with... Well, you know." 

"Alright, see you later, Harry. And be polite, courteous, and don’t say anything asinine."

"Like he’s going to do that, ‘Mione. Do everything I’d do if I was in your position, mate."

"Don’t you mean, ‘don’t do anything I wouldn’t do?’"

"No." 

"Bye Harry!"

The sound of a struggle and a shuffle of feet was heard on the other side of the corner. Granger must have pulled Weasley into the classroom. Then, 

"If I don’t try to reach out to Malfoy who will?" said the Hero of the Wizarding World.

Potter, the ever-caring Gryffindor. Trudging through territory with that brave heart of his. 

Going into unknown land. 

The stupid-fucking-ponce. 

After the rollage of eyes, Draco turned the corner and into the classroom. 

"Ah, Mr. Malfoy."

"Professor," Draco acknowledged Severus Snape with a slight nod. As he walked in he caught sight of Granger and Weasley sitting together in the front row. Next to the Weasel was an empty seat that he guessed they were saving for the other 1/3 of their trio. 

Draco looked around to his usual seat in the back of the class—he liked watching the other students—though he would never admit to it, he considered himself to be very insightful. While sitting in the back he was able to watch his fellow peers and to an odd extent, he found that the little things they did for each other or said was admirable. He also noticed a lot of things that other’s, that were normally close to them, probably wouldn’t notice at all. 

For example, Seamus Finnigan tapped his fingers thrice on his knee, then paused, then thrice again and so on and so forth when Professor Snape was describing a very crucial ingredient to a particular potion.

Hermione Granger bit her bottom lip and shook her foot to some unknown beat whenever Snape was talking about the Unforgivable Curses (which he did quite often). 

Vincent Crabbe cracked his knuckles approximately five times every day in each class. 

Goyle usually slept with his eyes open in Potions—Snape was never dumb enough to call on either Crabbe or him. 

Weasley always stretched and twitched his nose when Snape was in between speeches. 

And Saint Potter always seemed to do a double take when Snape would tell him he answered a question correctly. And when the class was assigned to read a chapter, Potter’s lips would move while he was reading. He also tended to run his hands through his unruly black hair every time he yawned. Did he even know what a comb was? 

The class continued, still no sign of Potter. Who exactly had he been to see? Who was this date he was talking about? 

WHY would anyone go on a date with Potter? 

During the first part of class Snape had been discussing everything they had gone over last year—he had yet to get to the things they were going to do this year. That’s when Potter decided it best to show up. 

"Ah, Mr. Potter. Late I see, as usual. A weeks detention should do."
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