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  Living the Dream

 Living the Dream 
Dumbledore and Draco, 100 Words.


Weak as he was, Dumbledore's mind was still as nimble as ever. Young Draco was desperate - he didn't want to do this, and Dumbledore thought he had a better than even chance of talking the boy down. This evening could still end up a victory for the light side.
Draco was sweating, worried, and almost in tears. The boy, and he was certainly still a boy, cruel as he was, was no cold-blooded killer.
Still, having his headmaster at wandpoint? Even facing his the next great adventure, Dumbledore couldn't but think that Draco was living many a students' dream.


   
 
No Afterglow

 No Afterglow
Pansy and Draco, 100 words


As Draco left the room, a self-satisfied look on his face, Pansy tried to put herself back together. It was nothing like she had dreamed about, instead being quick, painful and thoroughly unfulfilling. There was no tenderness, no sweet kisses as they lay together afterwards, no declarations of love - not even a thank you. Tracy must have been lying to her about how great it felt. What a cruel prank.
She smoothed out her clothes and conjured up a handkerchief for her tears. Her last thought before she left was a very unSlytherin one - she would never ride a unicorn.


   
 
Perfection

 Perfection
Dudley Dursley/Millicent Bulstrode, 100 words


Dudley looked at his new bride with reverence. Sure she wasn't a supermodel. She lacked grace. She was one of  them, and boy, didn't  that cause problems with Mum and Dad, although her thinking his cousin was a prat mitigated some of their dislike.
But he had loved her since they met at one of his boxing matches - she loved the primal violence of the sport,  Muggle though it was. She asked him out as soon as the match was done.
What really sealed it for him, though, was that neither could beat the other at arm wrestling.  Perfection .


   
 
The Ashes

 The Ashes
Ron Weasley, 100 words


After that one glorious post-war summer, Hermione went to Australia to visit her parents… and didn't come back. Her marriage to the Aussie Transfiguration master came shortly thereafter. Ron was devastated, and threw himself into Quidditch, and took particular pleasure watching the English national team play the Australians.
Too bad they kept losing.
So he branched out into Muggle sports fandom, hoping see England thrash the Australians at  something .
Harry got him into cricket. It was a confusing sport. But Ron watched every Ashes series he could, and revelled when England won in 2005.
It didn't get Hermione back, though.


   
 
Better Make Sure

 Better Make Sure
Voldemort, 100 words.


" Avada Kedavra! " he shouted.
His greatest enemy fell in a heap. He ordered Malfoy's wife to check to make sure the little wretch was dead - she confirmed it.
Laughing, he strode over to the corpse. So pristine - so peaceful.
Better make sure.
A Slicing Hex later, and the deed was done. The giant was wailing and moaning - another Killing Curse solved that problem.
Time to finally put an end to the war.
He tossed his trophy to Malfoy. "Do something useful. Carry this."
"What about the rest of the body?" asked Malfoy.
He laughed again. "We only need the head."


   
 
Narcissist

 Narcissist
Nymphadora Tonks - 100 words


Everyone thinks being a Metamorphmagus is so wonderful, she thought ruefully. You can disguise yourself easily. You're never too tall for this ride. Any physical flaws? No need to obsess - change anything you don't like.
They don't think that once its known you what you are, virtually every date you have turns out to be some creep who would prefer you as a blonde. Or more buxom. Or looking like their long-lost fifth-year girlfriend.
This pervert, however, took the cake.
Throwing her drink in his face, she said, "I will not change my appearance to look like  you !"


   
 
Branding Issues

 Branding Issues
Voldemort and OC, 100 words


"… so you see, My Lord, this market research clearly shows that it isn't the mayhem, chaos and destruction people object most to. It's your branding."
The Dark Lord looked unimpressed. "Explain."
"The name thing is a problem. People can't say your name, and they think 'You-Know-Who' is silly. The name 'Death Eaters' doesn't make people want to support you." He ignored the angry growling and continued. "But the worst is the symbol. The whole snake-and-skull thing is off-putting. You should get a symbol that's less scary, and more dynamic, like a lightning bolt or…"
" Crucio! "


   
 
Parental Alienation

 Parental Alienation
Ron, Hermione, Hugo and Rose Weasley - 100 words


Ron was certain his children would be just like their mother, and be bookish children he couldn't relate to. Maybe end up as librarians or something like that, so he'd never have anything to talk to them about.
Hermione was certain her children would be just like their father, and be Quidditch-mad sport fanatics, and the only way she'd be able to relate to them was by watching interminable matches of that damned game.
But Hugo becoming a performance artist, and Rose being a rap-bluegrass fusion star? At least both parents were equally unable to relate to them.


   
 
Applied Learning

 Applied Learning
Theodore Nott, Michael Corner and Terry Boot - 100 words


The Slytherins were ecstatic when the Carrows began teaching the Cruciatus Curse. Theodore Nott, in particular, relished using it on students from other houses. Su Li had the shakes for weeks after not getting out of his way quickly enough.
Nott forgot that Slytherins were outnumbered, that Ravenclaw House was already on edge after the disappearance of Luna Lovegood, and that Ravenclaws were  excellent students.
Michael Corner and Terry Boot caught him in a dark hallway one night. His resulting insanity from Cruciatus damage was acceptable collateral damage to having had valuable Dark Arts practice. Wouldn't the Carrows be proud?


   
 
Anticipation

 Anticipation
Parvati Patil - 100 words


This would be the best night of her life.
Parvati was thrilled that Harry had asked her to the Yule Ball. They didn't speak much in class - Harry tended to associate with Hermione and Ron, and occasionally Neville, to the exclusion of all others. Still, he was cute, and he looked so endearingly pleased when she accepted his invitation.
Even Lavender was jealous of all the attention. She was the date of a Champion. Her picture would be in all the papers, and she would spend the whole evening laughing and dancing with a cute, grateful boy.
She couldn't wait.


   
 
Room 101

 Room 101
Lucius Malfoy, 100 words.


Torturing Muggles was more fun in the old days, Lucius thought as he transformed the rats back into pencils. Nowadays it was so  bureaucratic .
Still, he couldn't deny how effective it all was - the shortages, the brutality, the war deaths, the dehumanization of them. It was nothing more than Muggles deserved.
But there was nothing that would ever persuade him that these black overalls  weren't horrible, that the Dark Lord  didn't look silly in that moustache, and that the Thought Police wouldn't be better off calling themselves "Legilimens" like they actually were.
And he hated going by "O'Brien". So undignified.


   
 
Elasticity

 Elasticity
Hermione Granger, 100 words.


A few years after the war, muggleborn-baiting from the usual suspects began again, and punishment was lax.
Her year on the run left Hermione with an elastic sense of legality, a flair for secrecy and research, and no respect whatsoever for pureblood traditions.
Two years later, Draco Malfoy was found unconscious in Knockturn Alley, obliviated and stripped of his magic. Nothing St. Mungo's did could restore it. Other known blood supremacists began showing up the same way.
Most of the DMLE had no clue how to find the culprit. Harry did, but he had an elastic sense of legality too.


   
 
Residency

 Residency
Cornelius Fudge (channelling Richard Hatfield), 100 words.


After the melee in the Department of Mysteries, Cornelius Fudge conferred with Dumbledore, issued a number of edicts, and relocated to Sardinia.
He continued to issue instructions to the Ministry and to direct the war against Voldemort. He issued a statement to the  Daily Prophet that the Ministry's owl post was so efficient that it was just as easy to run things from Cagliari as from London.
When asked if he had a duty to stay in London with everyone else, he said, "Just because I'm the Minister for Magic of Great Britain doesn't mean I have to live there."


   
 
Let Her Down Gently

 Let Her Down Gently
Draco and Pansy, 100 words


"Sorry, Pans, but I'm with Astoria now," he said with a grin. "She's younger, more attractive, and she hasn't had her wand snapped for trying to sell out Harry Potter."
"But you hated him more than anyone!" she wailed.
He shrugged. "True. But no one cares, now that everyone knows Mum saved the Chosen One. Anyway, you'll do all right. You're cute enough in a down-market way. And you can work with the Muggles, since you don't have a wand."
It turned out she didn't need a wand to break his nose with a punch, either.
" Episkey that, Draco."


   
 
Bloody Freaks

 Bloody Freaks
Vernon Dursley, 100 words.


Bloody freaks.
Bloody freaks showing up whenever they want, not obeying society's rules, dressing like a bunch of bloody hippies going to one of their bloody communes. Bloody freaks dropping off their freak spawn on decent people's doorsteps, threatening decent people, and ensuring he couldn't even turn the bastard into a normal person because he had a spot at their bloody freak school.
Bloody freaks attacking his family and making them balloon up or grow a pig's tail or suck their soul.
He can't even write a letter to the editor to complain or they'll scramble his brain.
Bloody freaks.


   
 
V-G Day

 V-G Day
Tom Marvolo Riddle, 100 words


He looked contemptuously at the crowds celebrating in Hogsmeade.
The fools always thought they just fought the Last War, not realizing that there was always a Next War. A Next Dark Lord. Even the bloody muggles knew that. The Kaiser was dead, Hitler was dead, but there was still Tojo. And after him Stalin, and then an endless succession after that. There was always a Next Dark Lord - muggle or magical.
It was a sorry day when the muggles were smarter than proper wizards.
Tom Riddle smiled to himself. Grindlewald wouldn't be the last. Not by a long shot.


   
 
Not This One

 Not This One
Dolores Umbridge and Harry Potter, 100 words


There was a universe where Dolly Jane was beloved. One where her girlish voice and pink outfits reflected one who was always young at heart. Where her determination and single-mindedness won her the heart of a meek but decent wizard who let her manage their household and family. Where love of rules and order resulted in her making the system work for those who were not as able as her to navigate bureaucracy and the Ministry. Where her appointment to Hogwarts was welcomed by children who saw her as a kindred spirit.
Unfortunately for Harry, it was not this one.


   
 
Faculty Performance Review

 Faculty Performance Review
Severus Snape and Millicent Bulstrode, 100 words.


"Alecto Carrow is incompetent," Millicent said firmly.
"You forget yourself, Ms. Bulstrode."
"Respectfully, Headmaster, I don't. She simply repeats endlessly about how Muggles are useless and amimalistic. Fine. We get that. But what are we supposed to do about it?"
Snape raised an eyebrow.
"We're not stupid, Headmaster. We know there's a war on. We know Muggles want to kill us all. Why isn't Professor Carrow telling us what we can do? How we can strike back? How can we arm ourselves if we're taught by incompetents? How we can take the fight to  them ?"
Snape had no idea what to say.


   
 
Welcome to Hell

 Welcome to Hell
Hermione Granger and an unnamed Minister For Magic, 100 words


"Well, we have to appoint  someone . She's smart, engaged, and she'll think it's a promotion. And it will get her out of our hair and maybe shut her up about the bloody house elves."
"Yes Minister."


Hermione beamed as she took her seat in the ICW Headquarters underneath the Palace of Nations in Geneva.
The chairman banged his gavel, and said, "We now recommence the 310th Annual Conference on the Pros and Cons of Maintaining the Statute of Secrecy."
Hermione was so excited. Now she was making a  difference!
The weary Barbadian delegate merely muttered to her, "Welcome to Hell."


   
 
Responsibility

 Responsibility
Minister for Magic Luna Lovegood (channelling Jean Chretien), 100 words


"Well, responsibility is an interesting thing, you know," new Minister for Magic Luna Lovegood said. "When something goes wrong at the Ministry, the civil servants will blame the politicians, and we'll blame them right back. And then the Aurors will blame their Captain, who will blame the Department Head, who will blame the Minister. It used to be that the Minister would just blame Voldemort, but now that he's dead, we can't do that. Previous Ministers blamed the Muggles, but I think that's unfair."
She leaned towards the interviewer. "Now that I'm Minister? I usually say Nargles are to blame."


   
 
Haute Cuisine

 Haute Cuisine
A Dementor and Xenophilius Lovegood, 100 words.


This one's memories were  delicious .
The Dementor feasted upon the memory - flooing to his living room after an interview, a bouquet of daisies in his hand for his wife. The woman who kept him grounded. Kept him sane. Walking to her laboratory. Seeing her, prone on the floor. The smell of charred flesh. Smoke rising from a gaping wound on her chest. Their precious daughter in her neat gingham dress, and neat blond hair, whispering faintly, "Wake up, Mum," over and over. The flowers dropping to the floor. The wail forcing its way out his throat.
It was  exquisite .


   
 
His Own Worst Enemy

 His Own Worst Enemy
Severus Snape, 100 words


Severus Snape had many enemies.
He considered this as he looked at his forearm, the Dark Mark tattooed thereupon, and wondered when his arm would burn with the next summons.
The Dark Lord was an enemy, as was Dumbledore, each keeping him enslaved against the other.
Potter had been an enemy. His spawn was an enemy.
But as the Mark began to burn, his thoughts turned toward his greatest enemy - the rash and stupid young man who, in a misguided quest for power and prestige, allowed himself to be branded like cattle. He was the worst of them all.


   
 
Say It With Flowers

 Say It With Flowers
Molly Weasley, 100 words.


Molly always got flowers for her birthday - a lovely bouquet of roses from Arthur. Later, Charlie would send exotic flowers from Romania, the twins (and then later, George alone) would give her charmed bunches which sang "Happy Birthday". Ron would get her a bouquet of wildflowers he picked himself.
After the war, she started to get an anonymous bouquet of exotic flowers she couldn't identify, but which were more beautiful and fragrant than she had ever experienced. There was never a note.
After she attended the Longbottom-Abbot wedding, though, and saw the floral arrangements, she knew she didn't need one.


   
 
Thesis and Antithesis

 Thesis and Antithesis
Hermione Granger and Harry Potter, 100 words.


"I'm Hermione Granger, by the way, who are you?"
Harry lowered his newspaper. "Harry Potter."
"Is that the Morning Star?"
"My uncle's copy. He's arranged a subscription for me for Hogwarts."
"Is your uncle… red?"
"Yeah. We all are. You want to make something of it?"
"I didn't know there were any Communist wizards. Do they even allow that?"
"Doesn't matter. The Revolution is coming, whatever the wizarding bourgeoisie wants. The dialectic, you know. The working wizard's day is coming. Soon."
"They just banned the Communists in Russia, you know."
"Our victory is inevitable."
"I'm going to find another compartment."


   
 
Divide and Rule

 Divide and Rule
An unnamed official in Her Majesty's government, 100 words


The bureaucrat missed the Foreign Office, and initially regretted heading Number 10's planning committee for the magicals.
But he found the Thomas boy a reliable source of intelligence, with an interesting insight into the various wizard factions, even if he wasn't quite as devious as the bureaucrat hoped.
When Thomas told him that a decade after the war, the Ministry had now a seventy-six percent approval rate, he told Thomas it was time to arrange a slush fund for Lucius Malfoy's faction, to drive those numbers down.
Really, for an old Foreign Office hand, it was just like old times.


   
 
How I Spent My Summer Vacation

 How I Spent My Summer Vacation
Gabrielle Delacour, 100 words


Spent a weekend in Bayonne where I met a nice Muggle boy. Told him he was sweet, but that I had an English beau.
Went to Fleur's wedding. Saw Harry and his silly friends. Danced with Harry - he's so clumsy. Thought of how our wedding will be so much nicer than Fleur's.
Was present when the reception broke up because of a stupid coup d'état. Vowed there would be no coups when Harry and I got married.
Heard the wireless reports from England about Harry on the run. Realized the English are crazy. Hoped Harry would be all right.


   
 
Protective Brother

 Protective Brother
Ron and Ginny, 100 words


"I swear, if he ever makes you cry, I'll kick his arse."
Ginny laughed as she played with her veil. "That's not what the best man's supposed to do, Ron. Now, if you were my Maid of Honour…"
"Hermione's got that covered."
"She looks better in the dress. Although I remember your Yule Ball robes."
"Hey! I rocked that look."
"You were the belle of the ball."
"Shut up! Harry'll never  mean to hurt you, but if he ever does…"
"You'll kick your best friend's bottom?"
"I can always get a new best friend. I only have one little sister."


   
 
False Consciousness

 False Consciousness
Harry and Snape, 100 words - a sequel to Drabble 24


It was sad, really, that Snape couldn't  see .
Of all the professors here, Harry thought Snape would understand the most. Understand how the Houses were just a tool to divide people from their true class interests. Understand how the fruits of his labour, the potions he created, were used by those above him without just compensation. Understand how alienated he truly was.
But despite Snape's obvious proletarian origins, he refused to open his eyes. Refused to cast off his chains.
As Harry scrubbed the cauldron Snape assigned him, he didn't blame him. Snape would arise from his slumber soon enough.


   
 
Silver Lining

 Silver Lining
Alastor Moody, 100 words.


It was sad, it was potentially devastating, but it had an up side.
As Alastor Moody contemplated Dumbledore's murder over a glass of firewhisky, he knew the Order had lost its strongest member, and lost Voldemort's most powerful enemy.
Fortunately, there was now no one to enforce Dumbledore's Rules of Engagement - no lethal force, no retaliation, always try to redeem them…
They were free now. Free to take the fight to the enemy. Free to make the masked bastards pay.
He would miss Dumbledore, but he wouldn't miss the restrictions. Really. Who puts a pacifist in charge of a war?


   
 
These Things Happen

 These Things Happen
Harry Potter and Hermione Granger, 100 words


"Happy 55th!"
She toasts back. "This is my last glass, I swear."
"Ron still in France?"
"He forgot today completely."
He pauses. "Are you happy?"
She sighs, avoiding the question. "Why did we never get together?"
He thinks. "You liked Viktor. Then I liked Cho. Then you had Ron, and I fell for Ginny."
"But not me? You know, Ron hasn't touched me in a decade. Is there something wrong with me?"
"God, Hermione, no. You're amazing. Look, there wasn't a reason. I thought you were great. It's just…"
"Yeah." She sighs again. "These things happen."


   
 
The Wizarding War is an Imperialist War

 The Wizarding War is an Imperialist War
Harry Potter and Albus Dumbledore - a Red Harry drabble, sequel to Drabbles 24 and 28, 100 words


"Both your side and the Death Eaters are enemies of the wizarding proletariat," Harry said. "I'm not helping either of you, not based on any so-called prophecy."
Dumbledore's eyes twinkled as he smiled. "True enough, Harry. But you forget - even if we in the Order are, as you say, bourgeois oppressors of the working class, and even if we are running-dog lackeys of the capitalists, look at the Death Eaters. They're feudalists. Doesn't your dialectic demand that you support the more advanced economic system, as a stepping stone to communism?"
"Damn you, Dumbledore. Fine. Show me these memories."


   
 
Raid

 Raid
100 words


After the Statute of Secrecy, wizards basically viewed Muggles as harmless. What could the Muggles do to Diagon Alley? They couldn't even find it.
When the first airships appeared in the sky over London in 1915, it drew a large crowd into Diagon Alley.
"Look at those balloons! And those other machines attacking them!"
"Aren't they quaint?"
"I hear the local Muggles are afraid of those things. How silly!"
But bombs don't care about Disillusionments or Notice-Me-Nots, and one day a stray bomb killed twelve wizards watching the sky.
They didn't think the Muggles so harmless after that.


   
 
The First Schism

 The First Schism
Helga Hufflepuff and Rowena Ravenclaw, 100 words


"What's wrong with badgers?" Helga asked. "They're cute. They're feisty. They're tougher than you think."
"Really, why not just pick a weasel? Same bloody thing, really. An ugly pest."
"So what would you have my house's symbol be?"
"Godric, Salazar and I thought you'd choose a Puffskein."
Helga scoffed. "A little on the nose, don't you think? Where's your imaginations? Gryffindor - Lion. Slytherin - Snake. Ravenclaw…"
"Hey! I didn't pick a raven!"
Helga rolled her eyes. "Close enough. Lots of  wit and learning there, Rowena."
"Go to hell, Helga."
"There's that wit again."


   
 
Red Star, New Moon

 Red Star, New Moon
Red Harry and Luna Lovegood, 100 words. Sequel to Drabbles 24, 28, 31


"They say you're part of a conspiracy. Some 'Red' conspiracy. Is that because you're a Gryffindor?"
"No, it has nothing to do with the Houses. It has to do with alienation of the working class, capitalist exploitation, and injustice."
"And you're against those, right?"
Harry couldn't help but smile at this odd girl. "Yes."
"Good. I want to join you."
"The revolution always needs allies. But why?"
Luna shrugged. "Daddy always talks about how conspiracies control the world. I think he's right. I think yours will succeed. And I want in on the ground floor."
Harry smiled. A new comrade!


   
 
Failsafe

 Failsafe
100 words


Magic made electricity fail. They knew that.
The so-called 'Death Eaters' spent two years killing Muggles, infiltrating the government and subverting it. There was no way to stop them. They knew that too.
Magic could stop technology - but only if they knew it was coming. And they couldn't be everywhere.
They wouldn't suspect a Samson in the temple scenario.
So they burned that portrait, and set up a dead man's switch at Number 10, and linked it to the one  Vanguard submarine that was always at sea. If someone used magic, it would short-circuit, and then…
Boom. All over Britain.


   
 
Crisis of Demography

 Crisis of Demography
The Minister and an aide, 100 words.


"Minister, it is just as we feared. The population continues to decline. Even with Voldemort vanquished, witches and wizards are not making baby wizards and witches!"
"What do you suggest, Higglesworth?"
"A marriage law, perhaps?"
"No. We're not going to force people to marry and procreate! All that will lead to is fractured families and an increase in murder-suicides. No, we need a 'hearts and minds' approach. Influence people when they're young. Get them to marry early, and make large happy families. We need a teacher - someone powerful, decent, persuasive."


 Daily Prophet : Hogwarts announces new Sex-Ed Professor Molly Weasley!


   
 
Grading on a Curve

 Grading on a Curve
Hermione, George and Fred, 100 words.


"If Professor Umbridge keeps this up, we'll all fail our O.W.L.s!" Hermione cried.
George Weasley, sitting nearby with Fred, shook his head. "Nah. They'd never do that. Fudge'll just fudge the results," he said, laughing.
"Lower the standards," said Fred.
"Have us all pass anyway," said George.
"You mean we wouldn't fail?" asked Hermione.
"Nah."
Hermione thought about this. She'd rather learn in class than not, of course, but she could do it on her own. She'd spent four years doing that around Harry and Ron. If she would pass anyway…
She didn't bother Harry with her defence club idea.


   
 
Magical Mixology

 Magical Mixology
An incompetent bartender, and his supervisor, 100 words.


In an alternate universe, it was another night at the Leaky Cauldron. Patrons drinking, people laughing, drinks exploding.
The bartender was frantically extinguishing the flames with his wand. His supervisor was… correcting him.
"No, you miserable excuse for a bartender. How many ounces of Ogden's are in a Unicorn's Hoof?"
"Three."
"And how many ounces of Mildred's Magical Malmsey?"
"One."
"And how many dashes of Knimbleknock's Bitters?"
"Uhhh…"
"None! None, you idiot! If you want to brew conviviality, bottle conversation and stopper joy, rather than set things on fire, you'll have to work harder at mastering the subtle science of mixology!"


   
 
Unpublished Manuscript

 Unpublished Manuscript
Ron, Harry and two semi-fictional characters, 100 words.


"Septimus, my love, how wrong I was," Lila said, her hair shining like flame against her milky skin, naked and ready against the sheets. "Jimmy was just a stupid, no-talent upper-class twit. Not a brave and handsome genius like you. He could never love me like you."
Septimus shed his robes. Lila's emerald eyes shone with wonder, lust and a little fear. "He really was  nothing compared to you. Now ravish me, you stallion."


Ron looked up at Harry from the manuscript novel they found in Snape's papers. "You realize he's writing about your Mom."
Harry pointed his wand. " Incedio! "


   
 
Unreconciled

 Unreconciled
Severus Snape, 100 words


He didn't need her, Severus thought to himself as she walked away. It was graduation day, and he tried to talk to her. To say he was sorry for what he said, to wish her good luck for the future, to ask if he could owl her, even to congratulate her, albeit through gritted teeth, on her rumoured engagement.
She would have none of it, telling him he'd chosen his friends, and to go talk with them instead.
She's a fickle bitch, he thought, an unfeeling, unforgiving harpy.
He didn't need her.
If only he could make himself believe it.


   
 
Annihilate

 Annihilate
Voldemort - 100 words


He was creative, he was brilliant, he was brutal, he was the greatest dark wizard Britain had ever seen.
And he was going to be immortal.
For all his skill with magic, however, one thing always disappointed him that he hadn't been able to improve: the Killing Curse. Unstoppable, instantaneous, but unsatisfying. While it killed utterly, left residue, husk of the person he wanted dead. What he wanted dead, he wanted  gone . Utterly.
Reducto was blockable, and left viscera. But if he could create a spell to completely  annihilate… 
Something to work on when he got back from Godric's Hollow.


   
 
Job Requirement

 Job Requirement
Luna Lovegood, 100 words


It only took Luna about a month to determine why the Unspeakables hired her.
Some of her friends thought it was because she had a unique viewpoint that would help her work on the bizarre and dangerous tasks the Department of Mysteries handled.
Some thought that it was because Luna simply  saw things that others didn't.
Others simply thought that the Unspeakables were the Ministry weirdos, and saw in Luna a kindred spirit.
Luna knew the truth, however.
People talk about their jobs. Even "Unspeakables" can't help it.
And, well, no one ever believed Luna about  anything .
It was perfect.


   
 
Vanguard

 Vanguard
Red Harry and others, 100 words. Sequel to Drabbles 24, 28, 31 and 34.


"Why should we believe you? The  Prophet says you're a liar and a nutter!" Zacharias said.
Harry shrugged. "What the lackeys of the Ministry say about me doesn't matter. Voldemort is back. We need to organize. Each of you needs to decide: are you going to organize? Train? Fight your oppressors? Fight for the working wizard? Or are you going to beg for whichever scraps the high and mighty like Umbridge deign to give you?"
"You're talking about forming an Army," Ron said.
"Harry's Army," Luna said, smiling dreamily.
"No. No. It'll be the People's Army," said Harry.
"Bloody hell."


   
 
Empty Nest

 Empty Nest
Hermione's mother, 100 words.


Pauline Granger was home. Alone. Theodore was golfing for the weekend in Scotland, and her ladies' weekend in Calais had fallen through, so she was on her own.
She should have had her daughter with her, enjoying what few summer months they had together, but Hermione had been whisked away weeks ago by her wizard friends, and was spending the summer somewhere secret. Still in London, apparently, just not anywhere Pauline or any 'muggle' could go.
Being the mother of any teenage girl was hard, but with a witch like Hermione, Pauline sometimes felt she had no daughter at all.


   
 
True Slytherin

 True Slytherin
Ron, Hermione and Harry, 100 words


"Slughorn sounds like a decent chap," Ron said. "Lots of friends, decent parties. He's actually teaching you. Why's he a Slytherin then? They're all worthless."
"Ronald!" exclaimed Hermione.
"Well, he's not into power so much as influence," Harry said. "He knows practically everybody - Quidditch players, politicians, artists - and they invite him places, send him gifts, introduce him to other influential people."
"So he gets to meet all these cool people, who give him stuff,  for free, and all he has to do is throw some parties, which he was going to do anyway, for no effort? Brilliant! That  is cunning."


   
 
Ron The Death Eater

 Ron The Death Eater
Ron and a rather douchey Harry, 100 words


"Hey, too bad about Lavender dumping you," Harry said haughtily as he grabbed a drumstick from Ron's plate. "And over the holidays, too. That must be awful for you. You could ask Hermione to cheer you up… but she and Cormac hit it off at Sluggo's party.
"Well, I'm going to get together with Ginny for some 'Quidditch practice'. Don't wait up for me. Your sister - she's really limber, isn't she? Good thing your parents love me best.
"Toodles," Harry said, grabbing another drumstick of Ron's.


Ron marched up to Draco Malfoy. "Right, you toss-pot. Where do I sign up?"


   
 
Why Lucius Malfoy Defected

 Why Lucius Malfoy Defected
 [The flip side to Drabble 46]
Goyle Senior, Crabbe Senior, and Lucius Malfoy, 100 words


"Too bad about your wand,  Lucy . First the Dark Lord takes it, then it gets broken. You could get a new one from Ollivander I suppose. He's in your basement," Goyle said.
"Oh yeah, he's not exactly making wands these days, is he?" Crabbe said, laughing.
"Not that you need it. You're not exactly the Dark Lord's favourite," Goyle said.
"Not since Azkaban. It's one thing to get nicked doing his bidding…"
"It's another when you're just stupid. What did they call you in there again?  Luscious? "
Lucius instinctively reached for his absent wand. Crabbe and Goyle just laughed harder.


   
 
Manipulative Dumbledore

 Manipulative Dumbledore
Harry and Hermione, 100 words


"That manipulative bastard! He forged my parents' wills! If I still had the Resurrection Stone, I'd bring him back, just so I could kill him again!"
"That's his quillmanship."
"He gave himself control over their vaults until I turned seventeen!"
"So? You still have your money. He didn't dissipate it. Your parents were what, twenty-one when they died? They probably didn't have wills. Young people usually don't.  I don't. If he hadn't done this, the Ministry would have been your trustee, and can you imagine what Fudge and Umbridge would have done with your vault? Or Thicknesse?"
"Damn it all."


   
 
Interdisciplinary Romance

 Interdisciplinary Romance
Lavender Brown and Neville Longbottom, 100 words.


After the war, Lavender Brown took new notice of Neville Longbottom. He was quite the hero during the war, and he had really had grown up nicely. Plus all that digging in the soil made him good with his hands.
He was still too shy, though.
So one day she ran into him at Dalcastle Flowers and Herbs. She smiled brightly and breathily said, "Hi Neville. I was studying for my Diviner's licence, and I want to learn more about phytognomy - divination by the appearance of plants. But I'm rubbish at Herbology. Can you help me?"
Neville took the hint.


   
 
Pseudocanonical Vicissitudes

 Pseudocanonical Vicissitudes
Hermione, Luna and Ginny, 100 words.
 [Author's note: I don't usually put these in drabbles, but I couldn't help myself. Apologies to JKR, not just for playing in her sandbox, but using her creations to critique her methods of the ongoing updating of the Harry Potter universe.]


"New 'Word of God' coming down, I hear," Hermione said over tea.
"I think of it as apocryphal at best," Luna said with a frown.
"I don't see what's so bad," said Ginny, shrugging.
"Well, of course  you wouldn't. Everyone one of these changes just benefits you," Hermione said.
"Well, I quite like the Quidditch career," Ginny said.
"Well, I don't think it really matters in the long run," Luna said. "In fifty years, no one will remember these changes - they're not canon. At least, I hope they don't. Neither of you got stuck with some husband you've never met."


   
 
He Adores Snarroncodore

 He Adores Snarroncodore
Voldemort and others, AU, 100 words.
 [Authors Note: I apologize to everyone in the world for this next one. I put a bunch of things I never thought I'd write in this one. Crackfic, Marriage Law, slash, and mpreg haters should skip this one.]


Voldemort laughed at his  Incarcerous ed victims.
"Dumbledore: my oldest foe. Severus and Draco: traitors to my cause. And Harry Potter: The Boy Who Lived.
"Now that I have triumphed, I should kill you all. But I am a merciful Dark Lord, and wish to show you my benevolence. By my new Marriage Law, you will all form the harem of one of my most loyal Death Eaters, of a house of proven fecundity, and thanks to my  Fiat Mpreg spell, you will help repopulate this war-ravaged island.
"Behold your new master!" Voldemort shouted as Ron Weasley entered.
The "harem" screamed.


   
 
Welcome to Azkaban

 Welcome to Azkaban, Here's Your Laser Eyes
 [Author's Note: I love Harry betrayed into Azkaban stories - they're my guilty HP fanfic pleasure - but Harry somehow becoming all powerful in the process is a rather bizarre trope, much as I love it. Oh, and usually it's Neville biting the dust, and I couldn't have that. So here's this one.]
Dumbledore and McGonagall, 100 words.


"With Harry convicted of Cormac McClaggen's murder and sentenced to life in Azkaban, we're doomed, Albus!"
"On the contrary, Minerva. It's all unfolding according to the plan."
"What do you mean?"
"There is another prophecy, a hidden prophecy. If the Chosen One is betrayed by his closest friends and imprisoned, he will become all-powerful and defeat the Dark Lord. When the unfortunate Mr. McClaggen drank too much firewhiskey and fell off that bridge, it was easy to frame Harry. Now he will fulfill that prophecy and slay Voldemort."
"Yes, and hate us all in the process."
"Eggs and omelets, Minerva."


   
 
Wands

 Wands
Griphook and Luna, Book seven, 100 words


"It's an injustice that goblins are not permitted to use wands!" said Griphook.
"Oh, I don't know, Mr. Griphook. The Ministry makes us use wands to channel magic into known and controllable patterns. Before we attend Hogwarts, we have accidental magic that can do whatever we want, but after Hogwarts, it's all simple spells. It's very boring. It seems to me we'd be better off learning to control our wild magic than restraining it with wands."
Luna leaned forward. "It's a conspiracy, you know. They're afraid of magic. Wands are pointless. I really only use mine as a reading light."


   
 
Pre-Emptive Counterprogramming

 Pre-Emptive Counterprogramming
Vernon and Harry, AU, 100 words.


"Sit down, my boy. I'm afraid I have some… bad news. You're a wizard, Harry. You have magical powers. That's why all this freakishness happens around you."
"Like the snake?"
"You can't help it, boy. It's what who you are. And they'll take you to their school, and teach you their freakish ways. Wizards are lazy, shiftless leeches on society who've never done a day's work in their lives. But you? You're a Dursley. You've been raised right. When they take you to that damned school, remember who you are. Remember you're better than them. Don't trust any of them."


   
 
Useful Idiots

 Useful Idiots
Red Harry, 100 words. Sequel to Drabbles 24, 28, 31, 34 and 43.


Second year brought a new difficulty for Harry - his fame.
Of course, he didn't care much about fame for its own sake, but it might be handy for promoting the revolution.
The downsides were having people like that annoying Creevey boy always taking his picture, but at least Harry thought Creevey was recruitable. Lockhart, though, was just an annoyance - pulling Harry into the frame of every picture, trying to be a mentor to him, and having no interest in the welfare of the proletariat.
But if Harry could get some publicity for the revolution, Lockhart just might have his uses.


   
 
Who? Whom?

 Who? Whom?
Draco and Red Harry, 100 words.


"You're the Heir of Slytherin, Scarhead! You want to kill us all!" shouted Draco.
"Don't be an idiot," Harry said, addressing Draco but speaking to the crowd. "You have to look at who benefits from all this. So far Colin and Hermione have been attacked - both Gryffindors, both muggleborns, neither of them part of the wizarding bourgeoisie. And who was Slytherin? A pureblood fanatic, oppressing the lower classes."
Harry turned toward the crowd. "You need to ask yourselves - who is going to defeat whom? Will the Heir and his lackeys like Malfoy here win, or will the rest of us?"


   
 
What Is To Be Done?

 What Is To Be Done?
Ron, Seamus and Red Harry, 100 words


"It's not fair!" moaned Ron as he looked in the mirror. "These dress robes make me look like McGonnagal's grandmother. Padma's going to run away."
"Why don't you just get better ones?" asked Seamus.
"My dad couldn't afford new ones. He works harder than anyone, but he's stuck giving me these robes from eighty years ago."
"Meanwhile, Draco Malfoy's dad has never worked a day in his life, and he's given Draco the finest silk robes from Diagon Alley. It's  not fair, is it, Ron?"
"You're bloody right it's not fair."
"So what are we going to do about it?"


   
 
Dumbledore's Will

 Dumbledore's Will
Harry, Hermione and Scrimgeour, Chapter 7, Book 7, 100 words.
 [Author's note: This section of the books pissed me off. Complaining that a month to disburse an estate is too long. Pah! These things take time, you know.]


"Dumbledore died over a month ago. Why has it taken this long to give us what he left us?" Harry asked.
"Isn't it obvious?" said Hermione. "They wanted to examine whatever he's left us."
"Now see here, you ignorant children!" exclaimed Scrimgeour. "Have either of you ever probated a will? It can take months just to organize lists of assets, notify potential intestate successors, submit the application, and get approval of the Wizengamot! It can take  months . Sometimes  years!  We  expedited this for you!" He shook his head and threw three objects at them. "Here are your gifts, you ingrates."


   
 
Administration of Estates Act 1925

 Harry Potter and the Administration of Estates Act, 1925, Section 7, as Amended
Harry and Hermione,  Deathly Hallows, 100 words.
 [Author's Note: I hope I'm reading the Act right. I do Canadian law, not British]


"So Dumbledore was in charge of my parents' estate, right? But he's dead. Can I take over in running it?"
"No, Harry. If an executor dies, and there's no alternate, the dead executor's executor takes over in administering any estate. And so on."
"But Dumbledore's executor was Scrimgeour. And he's dead too."
"And if the Minister of Magic dies intestate - that means without a will, Harry - his executor is the new Minister."
"Which is Thickness."
"And you can bet that this Ministry would take control of Dumbledore's estate. Which means You-Know-Who is in control of your parents' estate, Harry."
" Fuck! "


   
 
Harry Potter and the Goblet of Fraud

 Harry Potter and the Goblet of Fraud
Crouch, Harry, Dumbledore, Mad-Eye, McGonagall and Karakoff, 100 words.


"The Goblet choosing his name constitutes a binding magical contract," Crouch said, sadly.
"But I didn't put my name in!" Harry shouted. "I can't be bound by a contract I didn't enter!"
Dumbledore called for Veritaserum, and it was administered to Harry.
"See?" Harry said afterwards. "I'm not a party to this."
Mad-Eye started to interject, but McGonagall interrupted. "Plus, he's underage! He can't be bound by a contract, he doesn't have legal capacity."
"And it violates the rules!" shouted Karakoff. "It's a fraudulent contract."
"Quite right," Dumbledore said. "Harry, you're free to go."
No one noticed Mad-Eye silently fuming.


   
 
Uninsured

 Uninsured
Harry, Ron and Hermione, before sixth year, 100 words.


"'  HOGWARTS CLOSED! '?" Harry threw  The Daily Prophet away. "What the hell?"
"Its terrible, Harry. They've shut down the school. We're going to have to transfer to Durmstrang!" cried Ron. "I don't want to be a Dark Wizard!"
" Voldemort! " Harry seethed.
"No, not him," said Hermione.
"Umbridge?"
"No."
"What, then?"
"Amos Diggory sued the school for the wrongful death of Cedric. Apparently the jury deliberated for less than three minutes. And the school's insurer cancelled the policy after Quirrell. And the basilisk."
"So what happens next?"
"Hogwarts and Dumbledore have declared bankruptcy. The school's being put up for auction."
"Bloody hell."


   
 
Legal Purge

 Legal Purge
May 2, 1998 and after, 100 words.


The Battle of Hogwarts was on a Saturday.
There was a strong faction among the survivors who thought that after two wars, the yearlong reign of Voldemort, Thickness and Umbridge, and three decades of terror, the time for reconciliation was past, and that the hangings should begin on Sunday. No trials, just the noose for Death Eaters and collaborators.
This side lost to the legalists.
Hanging without trials wasn't quite cricket, after all. The accused had rights to a fair judicial process. But tribunals were easily constituted, and got to work quickly and efficiently.
The hangings didn't begin until Wednesday.


   
 
Immutability

 Immutability
Harry, Hermione and Katie Bell, 1994, 100 words.
 [Author's Note: This is the flip side to Drabble 60.]


"So apparently I  have to compete. Dumbledore says it's a binding magical contract."
"But that's completely ludicrous!" Hermione said. "Any contract can be amended if the parties want. You don't want to compete. The other Champions want to let you out, and so do the  Headmasters . You should be able to get out of this. "
"You're forgetting something," Katie Bell said.. " Magic . Magic, in the form of the Goblet of Fire, is a party to the contract, and if Magic doesn't want to let you out, then you're stuck. I'm afraid you're gonna have to compete, Harry."
" Damn it all! "


   
 
When the Going Gets Weird

 When The Going Gets Weird… 
The new Minister of Magic, sometime in the 2020s, 100 words. Sequel to Drabble 42, Prequel to Drabble 20.


History goes on, even without Dark Lords.
It started with the rains of frogs at Diagon Alley and Hogsmeade. It continued with every spell cast at Hogwarts, not matter the intent, manifesting itself as summoning four-foot budgerigars. By the time Ministry found every room three feet deep in warm marmalade, with no explanation for  any of it, the Minister quit in frustration.
To cope with all this inexplicable and increasing  weirdness, the Ministry turned to the Head of the Department of Mysteries to lead it. Fight weird with weird, after all, and Luna Lovegood? She was one of the weirdest.


   
 
Manipulative Dumbledore 2

 Manipulative Dumbledore 2
Harry and Hermione, post- Deathly Hallows, 100 words.
 [Author's note: Yes, I'm going to this well again. But the Potter Wills are such a fanfic trope, and there's lots of ways you can make Dumbledore being a bastard about them (another trope) lots of fun. I probably find this topic more fun than most other people.]


"That damn Dumbledore! He wrote these horrible wills!"
"Yes, but your parents signed them, and Sirius and Remus witnessed them. They're valid."
"It's bad enough he had control of my vaults, then used them to fund the Order. But he made the trust vest when I turn thirty! Can't I do anything about this?"
"No. There's a giftover provision to your issue - "
"Who don't  exist yet!"
" - so you can't collapse the trust. And according to the will, the trustee is the most senior member of the Order. And the most senior surviving member is now… Mundungus Fletcher."
" Damn it all! "


   
 
Mudblood

 Mudblood
OC, 1997, 100 words.


Julia Primrose, a muggleborn, sadistically tormented by purebloods at Hogwarts in the seventies, left the magical world and became a brilliant virologist. She joined a secret and extremely illegal biological weapons department of the Ministry of Defence.
Using her own blood, she synthesized a targeted, virulent, extremely lethal form of pneumonic plague that the wizards could never cure.
She wasn't ever going to use it, until Voldemort's coup and her cancer diagnosis. She injected herself, and apparated to the Muggleborn Registration Commission.
She died quickly. So did the Ministry. Not long after, so did the rest of them.


   
 
Class Interest

 Class Interest
Hermione and Ron, a Red Harry drabble (cf. nos. 24, 28, 31, 34, 43, 55-57), 100 words.


"I can't believe you're listening to  Harry Potter, of all people, Ron."
"He makes sense. Look, my dad works like a house elf, and what does he have to show for it? Debt and disrespect. Toffs like Malfoy and Zabini, however, are never going to do a thing in their lives. They're social parasites. Harry's right. We have to  do something."
"I'm not a  Communist, Ron!"
"Look, Hermione, out there you're a dentist's daughter - bourgeois. I get it. But here you're a proletarian just like me. The toffs are never going to let you get ahead. Are you with us?"


   
 
Fellow Travellers

 Fellow Travellers
Fred and George, a Red Harry drabble (cf. nos. 24, 28, 31, 34, 43, 55-57, 67), 100 words.


Fred and George weren't quite certain whether they really bought what Harry was selling. All this rot about dialectics and the proletariat and whatnot… It seemed too simplistic to them. Ron bought into it - he was always a resentful sort - and Ginny would always follow Harry, after the basilisk, but to the twins, it just seemed an excuse for teenage rebellion.
They heartily approved of that.
After Umbridge's mandate to "deal with Dumbledore and crush student rebellion", they joined Harry's "People's Army", partly out of fun, partly out of self-preservation. Whatever Harry believed, they were all on the same side.


   
 
Zap! You're Frozen!

 Zap! You're Frozen!
An economic advisor and Minister for Magic Luna Lovegood, 100 words. Sometime after Drabble 64.
 [Author's Note: Credit for this idea comes from Pierre Elliot Trudeau, circa 1974.]


"Minister, these programmes of yours cost  money, and this is the result."
"But why can't we just freeze wages and prices for a short period?"
"You can't cast  Petrificus Totalus on  inflation! "
Luna smiled. "I found at the Department of Mysteries, magic can do pretty much whatever you want it to, if you want it badly enough and are patient enough."


After some months, Luna eventually  was able to cause Inflation to manifest physically in the sub-basement of the Ministry. Along with the Auror corps, she  did Body-Bind it for a time. The knock-on effects were  strange, to say the least.


   
 
School Chums

 School Chums
A rather plummy OC and Voldemort, circa 1969, 100 words.


"Tom Riddle! It's Colin Tanglebriar! Gryffindor '43. I haven't seen you since Hogwarts.
"Oh, it's 'Lord Voldemort' now, isn't it? Ha ha!
"So, Volders, old chap, what are you doing here at the Leaky? Recruiting for your club - what are they called again? The Necrophages? No, that's not it. The sort you're with these days wouldn't understand that.  Death Eaters, that's right!
"Quite the name. Is that what happened to your nose? Necrophagy? You used to be the most handsome of the little Slythies - in a plebby sort of way. Aging, what what?
"Hey! Put down that wand!"
" Avada Kedavra! "


   
 
Deviationism

 Deviationism
Hermione and Dumbledore, sometime in Book 6, a Red Harry drabble (cf. nos. 24, 28, 31, 34, 43, 55-57, 67, 68), 100 words.


"You-Know-Who spent time in Albania in the late forties? And then for most of the eighties?" asked Hermione.
"We believe so," said Dumbledore.
"Enver Hoxha's Communist Albania. Is Voldemort one of them? Is that why  Harry is a Communist? Because of their connection?"
"I don't believe so, although the conspiratorial nature of the Death Eaters has a certain similar flare."
"Would Harry join Voldemort if he thought he was a Red, too?"
"No. Even if Voldemort were a Communist, Harry's an orthodox Marxist-Leninist. He'd call Voldemort a ' Hoxhaist Deviationist ' and say he was objectively fascist. I think we're quite safe."


   
 
