Chapter 10: The Process of Understanding Malfoy 

HARRY POTTER SAT DOWN. MAKING sure the door was locked securely to his 7th Year room (all 7th Years were allowed their own room). He then added a silencing charm upon the large oak door, and had his wand at the ready, just in case some random, unknown Itching Charm were to attack him whilst he was looking through Malfoy's Book of Shadows. 

Harry had a little over an hour before he was due to his next class, with, *ugh*, the Slytherins, which was Intro to Wizards & Muggles Alike--The Evolution. Which, personally, to him, seemed quite absurd, considering he had already taken History. Though he did find it fascinating that a relatively famous person's wife was teaching it. So that was one thing to look forward to... Now, about this bloody diary, err, journal. 

The dark-haired Gryffindor opened the book, preparing for the worst when...

Nothing happened. Nothing at all. Not a scary creature jumping out at him, no invisible hand-writing appearing like it did with Tom Riddle's journal... Not even any involuntary movements of his hands to his body in order to scratch some UNMENTIONABLE parts. 

Not that he didn't KNOW those parts of his body. He did. He knew one particularly "unmentionable" part; his arm pits. They are rather crude, come to think of it, Harry thought. Kind of hairy... but not really. Though, when he sweat from an especially tiring Quidditch practice they were rather rank. But besides that... 

Pondering "unmentionable places" wasn't something Harry wanted to get into. He really didn't want to think of himself as crude, per se, but he also didn't want to think about his very own... How to say this?... Genitalia. There. He said it. Genitalia. Private parts of the human body. And not just any private parts. Male private parts. Yes, male private parts which were probably among the listed in the "unmentionables" category.

Enough! Harry scolded himself. He took a large, deep breath in order to calm his rattled nerves. Well, it's now or never...

And Harry began to read...

- - -

12. April

I received this for my Day of Birth (or as the Muggles call it, my birthday) last year from Father. However, I detested the coat of it (it’s snake skin) and the fact that my father had actually had the nerve to kill a snake to have it made. But now... now it’s something I cherish. I don’t have the time to talk about it now, but I’ll write more when I get settled in with everything—my new home, my new room, my new surroundings, my new family. 

My new life. 

 

D.M. 

- - -

28. May 

Part of me wants to believe that they weren’t murdered the way I imagine. That it wasn’t by his hand. I just have so many questions running through my head. So many confusing feelings. 

Feelings I’ve never known, I suppose. 

Father always did say emotions (rage, anger) were too closely linked to feelings (the softer version of emotions; caring, consideration, politeness), which in turn were too close to being connected intimately with something or someone, which again, disables you to do your duty. Feelings were things for girls. Not the Malfoy Heir. 

However, the most despised emotion to my family, the pinnacle of weakness, was love. I suppose I’ve never known what that feels like. What it means. I know no other way to act toward people then what I’ve presented them with in the past 6 years of my schooling at Hogwarts; I’ve been raised to believe only myself and trust no one else. Or so Father told me. But what Father really meant was that I shouldn’t listen to any rubbish from anyone... except him. Sure I can have my own thoughts, emotions and opinions... as long as he approved of them first. 

I was eleven years of age when my training began in the Dark Arts. This isn’t something I’m completely proud of, but I’m not ashamed of it either. I was never trained to kill for anything other than ‘our purpose’—Father said that that was my sole purpose for being created. 

Huh... Created. I wasn’t born from my mother and father’s love making, or purely out of love. They came together to breed. To create the perfect Pureblooded son or daughter. I was to follow everything he said, agree with everything he said, abide by everything he said. 

‘Draco, put the Imperius Curse on them.’ Done. 

‘Draco, you’re a Malfoy, thus meaning you’re free to make your own decisions, and listen to no one but yourself. Now... Go and kill that Mudblood. Why? Because I said to!’ Alright fine, I’ll abide by that. 

And my favorite, ‘Draco, go lick the Master’s boots. They’re dirty.’ Now that’s where I put my foot down, Father. Ow. Alright. Just don’t put the Cruciatus on me again, Father. Please.

I was nothing to them. My father was a well-known, well-feared War-Lord, wanting our people, meaning Purebloods, to gain complete control. ‘As we were meant to be,’ he would say. He took orders from no one, listened to no one, he was his own man, made his own decisions and formed his own opinions. At least that’s what I thought when I was eleven years of age; I thought my father was an awe-inspiring man; a man of intellect. Almost better than a man Muggles called... Sant-y Claws, though I believe it's spelled 'Santa Claus'.

However, when I turned fifteen I gained something I had never had nor experienced before—I broke new ground by coming to my senses and seeing my father for what he really was; a hypocrite. 

‘I’m my own man, I make my own opinions and decisions.’ False. My Grandfather Guthril told him what to believe in, how to go about daily life as a Malfoy. 

‘I take orders from no one, I listen to no one.’ False again, Father. He was the Dark Lord Voldemort’s little lap dancer. He’d rush here and there at his whistle—like some dog, or perhaps I should say at the tap or touch of the Dark Mark on his forearm. 

My father, the great aristocrat, taking orders from someone who had even more of a warped mind then he. 

Voldemort was a complete lunatic and hypocrite as well, I might add. He was the Heir of Salazar Slytherin, himself, yet he was a Half-blood (born to a Muggle man and a witch) and yet (again) he detested people who were exactly like him. Complete prat if you ask me. He preached anti-Muggle-lovers, anti-Muggles-are-equal (Sorry, Arthur Weasley), everything anti-Muggleborns (Mudbloods), anti-Half-bloods (Seamus Finnigan was a goner from the start). Only Purebloods had the right to do this and that. But here he was, taking his rage out on people like his father (Muggles) who didn’t understand what wizards and witch’s were and were therefore frightened by that which they didn’t understand. He took his anger out on his insecurities. My father told me Vol— Voldemort was the greatest wizard he’d ever known or heard of. 

Many other people told me Albus Dumbledore was the greatest wizard ever. 

Who to believe... Who to believe. 

At first, of course, I believed Father. You know, dad being all powerful, influential with his dark threats... Then I grew a conscience (something I never told him, mind you. I valued my life you know). I didn’t believe in what my father’s Master did. I didn’t believe my father. But what did I believe? Did I believe Dumbledore? Should I side with Dumbledore and that prat Potter? How could I go from being what everyone labeled me as, what everyone thought I was, and then change to the side of ‘light,’ of ‘good?’ How could I side with Dumbledore? Salazar! How could I side with Potter? That insolent wretch wouldn’t let me live it down. 

Though I suppose it wasn’t Potter’s fault the Dark Lord fucked up. Seeing as how Potter’s mother loved him, gave her life for him, protected him with ancient magic, that not even Voldemort, let alone Dumbledore, could penetrate. I always blamed Potter for being an attention-seeking little git of a Half-blood. And it continued up until even now, though it meant nothing when I was 16. When I turned 16 I realized around that time that my father wasn’t all knowing, he wasn’t the giver of answers, he wouldn’t make our world any better... I was 15 when I discovered I thought differently than my father, though, I’d never acted on it until my Sixteenth Year. But, regardless, I said empty threats to Potter, berated him with as much malice as I could muster. None of it was true—even I knew they were lies. 

Potter. Such a filthy word to utter in my home. Father said he was the cause of the Dark Lord’s fall. He was absolutely mad to have thought it was a baby that ‘lived.’ Though Potter most certainly did live... that isn’t the point. What lived was his mother’s protection and love. What lived was her protégé. I never knew his parents, but Father and (Aunt) Daphnia spoke mysteriously a lot about them in their journals.

I know that Lily Evans Potter was a kind Muggle-born, top in her class and very brave. Well, actually she came from a long line of Squibs but that’s really just irrelevant now. James Potter, on the other hand, was a Pureblood and remarkably good at almost everything he tried. I’m told he was arrogant at times when he was trying to impress someone, caused a good amount of trouble in his days, received countless detentions but proceeded to be opinionated and brave nonetheless. 

Harry Potter received his mother’s kindness and bravery (unfortunately he didn’t get her brains; he sucks at Potions). From Senior Potter he adopted his fashion of rule-breaking—caused a good amount of trouble (but not out of fun, out of instinctive duty to protect, though, just between you and me, I didn’t just admit that) and has received a good portion of detentions himself. 

How I know all this is absolutely mind-boggling. Maybe one day I’ll give Potter something not even Albus Dumbledore could give to him; his parent’s journals, memory books, and small little trinkets my father stole from their crumbled hideaway in Godric’s Hollow.

Anyway, if anyone were to find out that I, Lucian Draconian Donavan Malfoy d’Laour wished to be nice, actually nice, to Harry Potter, then I bet anyone would agree with me that I’m completely off my rocker by complementing his friend, Granger. 

Hermione Granger, over-achieving Gryffindor 6th Year, soon to be 7th Year. She despises me as she has the right to. After all, I’ve taunted her friends and her—Countless times I’ve called her a Mudblood. That seemed to get a rise out of Weasley more then her—for her, I think, in the beginning, it hurt her. But then, I didn’t give a fuck. I thought, acted and held myself in a different way. Now I know better. The word, Mudblood, may slip out, but it really has no meaning to me anymore (it’s usually just said out of habit). Hermione Granger is, as she’s always been, my equal. Top in her classes, as I am. Though, unlike her I don’t have a family that cares about my well-being. Unlike her I don’t have friends that would put their lives on the line for me like Potter and Weasley would for her. 

And I envy that. I envy that a lot.

Ah, now to Weasley, that little Rodent. I don’t hate him. Never really did. Again, Father’s influence on an easily brainwashed kid. It’s more in fun when I threaten and tease his friends and him. I don’t mean to insult him, however I have said some very ugly words in the past. I know we’ll never get past that but if we did... *shudders* It’d just be too awkward if we were to get along. I’m sure many would agree, as would he. 

Off to bed with me. I’ll write some other time. 

 

 

D.M. 

- - -

7. August 

Today I went walking around London, near the pub that’s the entrance to Diagon Alley. I usually go on strolls when I’m too exhausted to do anything else. Sounds absurd doesn’t it? I don’t expect anyone, let alone my remaining family, to understand how I am. Daphnia’s worried. I know she is. She has been for the past three months. Since my parents passed on. 

Daphnia, my aunt, was what people (people who knew and associated with the Malfoy name) deemed ‘freakish.’ Aunt Lucinda Daphnia Nyokan Malfoy d’Laour was the ‘runt’ of our family (or so Father told me countless times). She was nothing like any of the Malfoys. She wasn’t quick to think like a Malfoy (for example, she wouldn’t use any means to get what she wanted even if it involved hurting someone), and she wasn’t of the right timing breed (she had left Malfoy Manor at the age of fourteen—along with her she brought her wand, her trunk of school possessions and her broomstick. She only had 20 galleons, 6 bronzes, and 3 knuts.) 

When she left the Manor, my Grandfather Guthril and Grandmother Nyoka would absolutely not allow her to take any of their family fortune; her brothers—Falcon (the eldest) and Lucius (my father) wouldn’t lend her a helping hand, they only offered a very sarcastic sympathetic look. They were disgusted with their baby sister. After all, she was nothing like a Malfoy should be. 

My father, Lucius, Lord Falcon (I was never allowed to address him as Uncle or otherwise) and Aunt Daphnia all attended Hogwarts School of Witchcraft and Wizardry. Father and Falcon got letters to both Durmstrang and Hogwarts—but Grandfather Guthril thought it best and less suspicious if they were to attend Hogwarts. Aunt Daphnia, although a Pureblood like Father and Lord Falcon, only received a letter from Hogwarts; Grandfather and Grandmother were terribly displeased; they locked her in her room for the remainder of the summer. 

Of course my grandparents were proud of their two sons. Falcon, whom is four years older then Father and senior to Daphnia by ten years, went willingly to Hogwarts, and to Guthril and Nyoka’s absolute delight he was sorted, of course, into Slytherin. But that wasn’t all. Within his schooling he would become Slytherin Quidditch Keeper his 2nd year, a prefect his 5th year , Slytherin Quidditch Captain 6th year and 2 years later married Opal Yvette, thusly a good thirteen years later they ended up producing a son, Evane, 5 months after my father and mother had me. 

And then there’s Father, Guthril and Nyoka’s 2nd child/son. He was also sorted into Slytherin. He became Slytherin Quidditch Beater his 2nd year, became a prefect his 5th year, betrothed himself to a young Slytherin female in the beginning of his 7th year, became Head Boy his 7th year and two days after Commencement married his betrothed, Narcissa Black (who was still enrolled at Hogwarts as a 7th Year), my mother (now known as Narcissa Malfoy); I was born nine years later. 

But I suppose I should put in all the things many people don’t know. First off, allow me to state the obvious: In Father’s 7th year and on he loathed four well-known 2nd Year Gryffindor’s; Sirius Black (mum’s cousin), Peter Pettigrew, Remus Lupin and James Potter. Everyone had a pretty good idea of why this was; Severus Snape, a close confidant that Father grew up with, was a 2nd Year Slytherin (5 years younger then Father) and constantly threatened, hexed, humiliated and teased by the four Gryffindor’s (more or less, alright more, it was Black and Potter doing the harassing). Father wouldn’t stand for it (so his journal’s say) and of course retaliated against Potter and Black. However, there is a little tidbit that added to this whole rivalry. A small piece of information that no one knew of, except of course Potter, possibly Black and my Father. 

Donavan Lucius Malfoy d’Laour met Narcissa Black (a 5th Year) at the very end of his 6th year, kept in close contact with her over the summer and by the beginning of 7th year they were ‘engaged.’ However, before Mother, and during, I dare say, there was another. 

In Father’s 7th year he noticed, for the first time, an attractive dark-red haired girl with beautiful green eyes. Of course he had to know who she was, what her schedule was like, what house she was from, how old she was¼ what her family background was. To his great dismay she was a Muggleborn, 12 years of age, very busy with classes, and was none other then Lily Evans of Gryffindor House.

But, who cares if she’s a Muggleborn, who cares if she’s five years younger and from Gryffindor, throw the book out of the window and go on your instinct... your animal instinct. So Father supposedly (from his journal’s) threw out the rule book, tried, countless times, to attract her—but to no avail. After months of observing the young Gryffindor he realized she had eyes for someone else. A certain other Gryffindor, though, he made note that the two of them never seemed to get along, always fighting and yelling. Yes, that’s right. A certain Gryffindorella had a thing for a certain James Potter. 

Potter. 

Since Father had found this out he would attempt at every opportunity to out-do Potter, humiliate Potter, anyway to gain the female Gryffindor’s attention. No use. 

By the end of his 2nd year James Potter had made sure my father knew to stay away from the Gryffindor girl. From then on Potter was a nuisance. Along with him were his cronies; Black, Pettigrew and Lupin. 

He became hateful and dark—more so then ever—and thusly did what he thought was his destiny—joined the Dark Lord... Voldemort. But before I go into all of that, I should really get back to what this originally was going to be about: (Aunt) Daphnia. 

At this time, when Father was in his end of 7th year, my aunt was in her 1st year (she was eleven!). She left Malfoy Manor during Christmas break, leaving on a snowy, winter’s night. Though where she was to go wasn’t as clear as, I suppose, she hoped it to be. 

What happened was that she ended up on the steps of Hogwarts School of Witchcraft and Wizardry around (according to her diary) 3 AM. Sometime later Dumbledore found her half asleep and delusional with cold. He, of course, took her in. Aunt Daphnia spent the remainder of her year there, as well as her summer vacation and the next 6 years of her schooling. 

Father always told me she spent her school holidays ‘parading around as a prostitute, trying to earn money’ since she hadn’t any money and lived ‘like a muggle’ back then. I asked him once what a prostitute was, he merely scowled, then started ranting to himself.

When I was very young, around 6 or 7, I asked him what Aunt Daphnia (I couldn’t pronounce ‘Aunt Daphnia’ so it sounded more like ‘Aunty Daphy’ when I referred to her) did on Christmas—I asked him why she couldn’t come visit us—visit me. He simply stated that she turned her back on our family, thought she was better then the rest of us and left when she was just a child. I asked Father, again, why she couldn’t come. He answered that she hadn’t enough money. I asked, why couldn’t we send her money? His answer was a backhand across the left side of my face. He told me not to get ‘cheeky’ (pun intended) with him and to just accept that my aunt wasn’t one of ‘us.’ 

Though, one fortunate day, when I was roaming around Diagon Alley, waiting for Father to end a meeting with the Ministry of Magic, I ran into, who else, but a lady that looked exactly like my Aunt Daphnia (Mother secretly harbored pictures of Daphnia for me). And it was, to my great delight. She noticed me, too. How she did I didn’t know since she hadn’t seen me since I was a baby. 

Though, when I talked to her she told me my mother secretly sent her pictures of me as I grew up. She said that Mother and her never liked each other but one thing they could not argue about or fight about was me. I asked her question upon question until I heard my father’s voice around the corner. She quickly told me she’d contact me through the Floo Network that evening around eleven o’clock and then fled into the nearest tavern. Father came around the corner with a friend of his that I hadn’t ever met before, nodded, telepathically commanding me to follow. 

And of course, I obeyed. Like the good little Malfoy-puppy I was. 

 

 

D.M.
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Review! Every time you neglect to review a story, a kitten dies. Please... Think of the kittens.

