THE PATH WHICH LIFE LEADS (PWLL)
By Melancholy

EPIC PROLOGUE

Swallowed by light but seduced by darkness

Swallowed by darkness but longing for light

Embrace of ice and fire coexisting together

Reach for it and it disappears

Pull away and it invites you in

Intriguing…the future is yet obscure

Or has it been already written

Is there a connection
Between everything we have had together?
Everything we were, everything we will be?
If it is all about fate
Then dream and hope do not matter
Would you sacrifice your life, my love

For the perfect dream
Would you drown in your dreams

Even as you know you would awaken
And a dream would remain a dream

It is too painful to sleep
And the moonlight shines upon you

I remain deep inside your love

Whether or not you are hear with me

Eyes reflecting a world of only shapeless colours

Release it, cry it out, even if you have to perform the forbidden
Roses…lofty and beautiful
With such forbidding air
A red rose bush bleed off their colour in the rain and turns white

A white rose bush watered in blood absorbs the colour and turns red

Drink it or drain it, still an altering in the veins
Can you still call it the same flower after all that?

And despite it all, I still adore you, delicate flower.

But do you still see me as yours

It’s a sad but true reason

That we have danced

And each has lead the other

Yet perhaps it was the music that had lead us all along

Don’t speak don’t ask me questions

Just hold me tight

For the deeper you love the more painful it will be

And the longer you dance the more drawn out the pain.

When we look, my love do we truly see?

How can you not know the truth?

How can you not see…

Me?

THE PATH WHIC LOVE LEADS: PART THREE
WINDOWS TO THE PAST: A COLLECTION OF VIGNETTS

____________________________
WINDOW ONE: REUNION
Hogwarts, 7th Year.

The chatter in the hall suddenly subsided into an expectant murmur, for the great headmaster of Hogwarts had stood up and was about to give his speech.

Harry leaned as backwards as he could possibly go on his bench, stretching his legs out in front of him to aid his balance. Being in seventh year had one disadvantage; you had to sit right at the back of the Great Hall during the start-of-term feast. At 5’8, Harry wasn’t all that tall, and he’d found that he had to move his body around quite a bit whenever Ron ‘Tree Tall’ Weasley sat next to him to be able to see clearly at the High Table. Right now, Harry had more reason than ever to balance precariously on his hind bone, one of his favorite figure in the whole world was about to speak.      
“Welcome, students of Hogwarts.”

“I ask for your attention, which I think, would not be so very hard now that you have satiated yourselves from a splendid repast. A few short start of term notices are thus in order:”

“As ever, the out of bound areas comprises of the Forbidden Forest for all years, and the village of Hogsmeade for students third year and below.”

“I would like to inform you as well, that there is a new strain of Canary Creams running rampant. These new treats are considerably more malevolent  then their predecessors in that it allows the eater to spout a temporary Fire Breath spell, and as its unfortunate but not unforeseeable consequence have resulted, to date, in a rather high damage rate both to person and property.” 
“For this reason, the Canary Creams have been added to the list of forbidden objects, making it a total of eight hundred and seventy four items which uses are not considered appropriate in the compounds of the school. This list, as always, remains with our caretaker Mr. Filch, and may be perused by any student although, and if I may say this with the best of my years as a teacher and headmaster behind me, I am quite sure that despite best measures, these…” the headmaster waved a hand and a rather tempting looking yellow desert appeared in the air and hovered harmlessly about; “…will somehow find their way into the school within a number of days, if not already.”  The man concluded, bright eyes twinkling behind their silver framed specs as he spoke, and his long silver beard nodded vigorously in assent to its owner’s speech.

This prompted a laugh from the crowd, and Harry grinned at Ron’s back as the lanky redhead was elbowed and hollered at from their classmates at the Gryffindor table. Seamus Finnegan was jabbing Ron on the shoulder, singing “Ronald Weasley, there’s good old fellow! Make Fred and George proud of you! You’ve got to get us some of these new Puffs before any of the other houses lay their hands on it.”    
The rest of the table that overheard them laughed and offered several more comments about Ron’s hard task ahead of living up to his notorious predecessors, and having to fill two pairs of shoes and therefore do twice the amount of mischief, before Dumbledore’s voice once again cut evocatively through the chirpy crowd of students.

“Last but not least, the chosen Head Boy, whom I hope you will all strive to give your absolute cooperation to for the coming year…” 

Another wave of whispers came out from the four tables, except this time it was excited and eager. The practice of announcing the Head Prefect had been implemented two years ago during Harry’s fifth year, and was always the pinnacle following many months of conjecture and speculation of who the Head Boy or Girl might be. Since none of his friends had reveled obtaining any owls from Hogwarts during the holiday notifying them of being selected for the post, it had become clear early on that the lucky candidate was not from Gryffindor.

Harry had been listening to his friends throw the names of likely contender around all through his journey on the Hogwarts Express. He’d been too preoccupied with his own brooding about his having leaving Hogwarts by the end of the year, Hogwarts, which was the place Harry loved most in the world, to join their lively enthuse of guesswork. He did agree however with Hermione’s skilled assessment that the likely candidate would probably be Lance Saunders, a seventh year boy from Ravenclaw. 
Lance was handsome, well mannered and charming, and one of the smartest boys in Hogwarts. Harry didn’t know the gilded haired youth very well, but they’d smiled at each other a few times when bumping into each other in corridors. Harry thought that Saunders did seem quite the embodiment of what a Head Perfect should be, but he also agreed with Ron’s loyal proclamation that Hermione, herself a perfect, would have made an excellent Head Girl, if not a little too strict for the student’s taste. Hermione had blushed very prettily, and proceeded to pummel Ron, to the laughter and catcalls of everyone else in the cabin.
Harry turned his head and behind him and gazed at Lance’s broad back on the Ravenclaw Table, silently giving the tall, winsome boy his congratulations. With his cherubic face, deep blue eyes and golden curls Saunders certainly looked like a person born to do much more than be a face in the crowd. It seems that many students had the same frame of mind, as Harry noticed that the looks from students across all four tables had drifted towards the Ravenclaw’s direction. Harry noticed with a small smile that the red cheeked Saunders was already receiving pats on the back from his closest companions, and the entire Ravenclaw table was on tether hooks, their faces gleaming with barely held back expectancy.
“Student of Hogwarts, it is my great honor to give to you,” Dumbledore’s voice rang resonant, effortlessly filing every corner of the Great Hall, as the sea of students was swallowed up by a collective holding of breaths. 
“…the new Head Prefect of Hogwarts…”
It wasn’t much of a speculation sport this year, Harry mussed to himself, since there’s only one likely candidate.

“Mr. Draco Malfoy.”

*********

The silence in the hall was so tense that it was practically a roar, for all the analogous ways that it affected Harry’s senses. He had problems remembering after that what precisely happened following the implausible announcement that his favorite, usually clear-headed headmaster just made. 
He did remember whipping his head round to the Slytherin table with such force that it was a wonder he didn’t suffer some sort of whiplash as the result. 
Malfoy!?
His eyes searching out for the familiar white-blond head which seemed to elude his sight,

Harry didn’t even bother to look at Ron when he heard his best friend’s goblet slip from Ron’s fingers and clatter to the floor. It the only sound made, amplified a thousand times in the pall of the moment, a discordant resonance of the shock, and, dare he say horror, of the situation. 

The only verbal protest, fitting perhaps, that it should have come from Gryffindor, the antithesis of Slytherin House. 

Ron could always be relied on to adequately communicate his feelings for Malfoy, even when words failed him. He’d been working on those feelings for six years after all, polishing his grudges until they shone as gold in the gilded goblet he’d just drooped.
Malfoy!?
Harry felt like an eternity had slipped passed him before he finally located the slim blond figure, whom had actually the whole time been sitting directly opposite Harry’s eye view on the Slytherin table. Harry didn’t even see him until he caught the direction of another Slytherin boy’s gaze which directed him to the face he was seeking. 
Harry’s eyes widened as he realized that he’d actually swept past Malfoy’s figure a few times and completely missed him, something that had never happened before, something which by some perverted law of nature had always been forbidden. Malfoy’s obnoxious streak usually had a tendency to manifest it self in a puffed up chest, squared shoulders, and a swagger that spread his too fair limbs all over the place, needlessly taking up too much space. 

Hell, the whole of Malfoy was a waste of space. 
But though Malfoy might be called a lot of (bad) things, but he wasn’t somebody that you’d just sweep over and not see. Besides, the git was tall, to Harry’s everlasting disgust, and as colorless as a ghoul. For six long years he’d been looking at the face of the smug bigot he was so well acquainted with, the thorn in his side and pebble in his shoes, cause of a constant ache to him and his friends. It was a face which was usually incredibly easy to spot, the same way ones eyes were always helplessly drawn to the most disturbing parts of a scene before you actually looked at anything else.  
Draco Malfoy, Full Time Git and Pain-In-The-Ass Extraordinaire, a tall, blond, evilly handsome doppelganger of his cold blooded father, and probably twice as nasty. 

Harry thought that he was very well acquainted with Bleached Ferret Malfoy. 

Malfoy!?
He didn’t know this Malfoy. 
The impersonator had the posture all wrong, for starters. His neck had been bent at an angel that hung his head disconsolately over his chest. He stooped his shoulders, hunching into the table as if his body wished he part of the furniture. What arms that Harry could see were loosely hanging by his side. Sitting like that, the stooping blond had shrank by inches and looked practically swallowed up by the raven wings of his robes.

The one sitting hear tonight facing him two tables away was a stranger. Harry knew that even before the blond head which was bent down low and staring unseeingly down at the table lifted itself to reveal an expressionless face. 

Malfoy!?
Harry had always felt that ‘expressionless’ was just another emotion, a subtle one. Everyone had ‘expressionless faces’ which actually said a million things if you looked hard enough. It wasn’t that Harry had never seen an expressionless face on The Ferret before. He’d seen it plenty of times alright, intensely cold and devoid of sensation, with a faint malice burning in his eyes and ever nuance of his face somehow twitching with antagonism and a veiled warning that fairly screeched ‘Get away from me!’, even as it reveled nothing at all. Malfoy’s classic expressionless face in fact, usually displayed him at his most dangerous. People usually ran when they saw such a look on his face 
But there was nothing remotely antagonistic in that face tonight, nor any of the usual range of malevolent expressions that usually twisted up the pale youth’s features. 

He did not even look tense, just defeated.  

Malfoy!?
Harry suddenly recalled Hermione’s passing comment just as Hogwarts Express was pulling into the small station which was their destination. She’d said that it was surprising that Malfoy had not wandered into their carriage this trip, flanked with bolder sized cronies and spitting out his usual diatribe of invectives. Malfoy had always been as predictable as clockwork where Harry had been concern, but this year he’d not even been seen wondering around the coaches at all. It was the only trip in six years which they’d passed in relative peace. (Relative because Ginny at some point had suddenly begun screaming at Neville when his toad jumped up and landed on her face and everyone else had landed on the carriage floor screaming with laughter and foretelling Ginny’s eventual marriage to an enchanted prince who would still on occasion burst into deep throated songs and be inordinately fond of lily pads.)    
Harry couldn’t imagine what could have made him alter his habits so dramatically. He watched, dumbstruck, as the Slytherin boy visibly made a conscious decision to pulled himself together. The transformation was practically a metamorphosis. He watched as the slate grey eyes took on a steely expression, face setting into a dogged sort of determination. 
He watched, in a dazed sort of amazement, at the other boy’s shoulders squaring beneath his black robes, spine stretching supple as he rose from the bench, graceful as a cat. Malfoy stood still for a lingering second, tall and silent, blazing quiet energy and an inherent dignity, his eyes unmoving but seeming somehow to take in the whole hall, seeming somehow to judge each soul and find it wanting. Then he begin the walk to the High Table, each step ringing on the stone floor like the hollow herald to a ghostly king. 
The harsh echoing sound of his footsteps against the smothering silence from the rest of the school vaulted the dramatic moment of the situation almost into the realm of the ridiculous. It would have been unbelievably cliché if not for the fact that everyone was so taken it by it. As it was, Malfoy did have a faintly ironic expression hovering about his features somewhere. 
Indeed, one such as him would not be slow to catch on to such subtleties.
Harry knew from experience that in the overwhelming silence as hundreds of eyes watched you, any short stroll would probably feel like the longest of journeys, and his sympathy sighed for the silky haired blond before his common sense raped him on the shoulders and reminded him that it was a Malfoy he was feeling sorry for.
Perhaps the fact that surprised Harry most was the fact that Slytherin House was every bit as dumbfounded as the rest of the hall. Malfoy had obviously not told a soul about his newly elevated prestige. For the first time in the six years that Harry had been at Hogwarts he was seeing Slytherin House speechless and gaping, a picture so rare and unheard of that he would have found time to appreciate the moment, had he not been busy trying to warp his mind around the fact that Malfoy had been given a chance to strut…and elected not to. 
It was an incongruity which for some reason he found extremely disturbing, because it disturbed the balance of a life he had become comfortable with, and as he took in the collective expressions of the other Houses, he was filled with a growing sense of foreboding of change, sweeping irrevocably through Hogwarts with her sieves, altering everything which Harry held sacred.
Ultimately kicking him out of his only home, separating him from his only family.

His own Gryffindor’s all wore shell shocked expressions, with warring shades of scowls that ranged from worry to disgust. He quickly threw a worried look at his best friend who was still thoroughly pole axed, mouth working soundlessly. Hermione looked worried, if not somewhat speculative. Harry knew he didn’t have to worry about her. If anything, it was Hermione who practically babysat her two best friends one way or another through their last six years in school. 

The Hufflepuff’s were gaping almost ridiculously, and as Malfoy stalked passed their table those nearest to the tall blond shrank back a little in their seats and some drew their breaths, as if the very air around the Slytherin was chilly and less easy to breath. Of all the Houses, Hufflepuff was the most afraid of him, and probably the one who stood to suffer the most from the tyranny that was Draco Malfoy. Harry winced as he saw the quaking first years, newly initiated into their House respond to the cloud of fear that eloped the industrious House. They would probably have the worst time of it, Harry thought sympathetically.
No, not Hufflepuff. A quick glance at the faces from the next table confirmed this.
The pupils of Ravenclaw House had mocked the inky color of their winged mascot by turning a pale, ghostly white. Bloodless faces stared out into a harsh reality that none of them wanted to believe, and tear stained eyes marked the bitter disappointment in not a few of them. For some years now Ravenclaw had given up hoping for glory in Quiditch and, ever efficient, had begun to concentrate on harvesting House Pride in a way more advantageous to them. The last two Heads Prefect have been from Ravenclaw; it was commonly felt that they made good leaders, independent but not indifferent, ambitious but not ruthless. Cho Chang had been the last Head, would be undoubtedly sad to know that her legacy had not been passed down after her to another Ravenclaw.

Harry’s experience with Ravenclaw House was that they were very proud and driven, and they would take tonight’s news very harshly indeed. In a rare moment of insight he suddenly realized that Ravenclaw had many similarities with Slytherin, as both Houses being predisposed to high levels of intelligence, and by default, ambition. Perhaps that being the reason why the two houses hated one another with a passion that ran deeper and darker than the juvenile posturing that Gryffindor and Slytherin suffered each other with in the hallways. Whilst the Slytherin-Gryffindor rivalry was more openly hostile, it was one of made of taunts, pranks and jokes. The Slytherin-Ravenclaw contention was deeper and darker, and much more subtle. It had power at its core, and who got more of it. 
In many ways, the Ravenclaws were just as forbidding as the Slytherins, minus the affinity for the dark arts and preferring to plot covertly behind the scenes rather than to ostentatiously take over the stage. 
Harry’s eyes lighted back on Saunders, who had turned his head to watch the new Head Boy walk up the short stairs to the High Table. Harry felt his eyes widened at the expression of undulating hatred that sat on the handsome boy’s face, contorting the smooth planes into twisted gnarls of abhorrence. The once charismatic blue eyes radiated a palpable hatred, but stayed as cold as steel, clenched fist biting into fistful of black robes.  It was a terrible sight to behold, and he felt his own soul shrink at the hatred that he was exposed to, even if he was not its recipient. The halls of Hogwarts surely, had no place for such? He knew the true answer to that, remembered Tom Riddle and Cedric Diggory. 
But as always with such awareness, it was easier to forget.. Over the years, he had become very proficient at forgetting. It was only a few days ago for example, that he’d realized his time was running out. 

He, who’d always thought he had the rest of his life ahead of him now that he’d discovered a world beyond the claustrophobic closet at No.21 Private Drive. 
The silence in the Hall was deafening. Even the teachers wore tense looks and stayed deadly silent, thought Harry was sure that they would have been aware of the announcement before any of the students did. He again felt that sweeping sense of confusion and foreboding as he watched Malfoy, who had come to stand in front of his Headmaster to receive his badge and scroll, turn slowly to face the Hall. 
Draco Malfoy, the Pride of Slytherin, had yet again taken his place in the highest rung on the ladder of societal aspiration, worthy of worship and self absorbed postulations, effortlessly proving yet again his merit as their de-facto leader, just had he had last year when he had become a House Prefect, and the year before when he became the Captain for Slytherin. And now he had climbed even higher, elevated above them all on the High Table, staring down on everybody else with those implacable slate grey eyes. 

Those dark grey eyes were always staring down. 
He felt a shiver go down his spine as he realized that Malfoy’s eyes had rested on him from across the hall, expressionless and gently probing. Slightly apprehensive, he gazed back, unaware of the tension which suddenly gripped his own throat. 
Those eyes… were such an incredible color. Sleet and slate. Granite encased in ice. 

Surely he wasn’t admiring them?!

No, of course not. Malfoy has beady, unsettling eyes which he used to unnerved his opponents. That why.

A cheer broke out suddenly from one side of the Hall, and Harry tore his gaze away to stare gratefully at the commotion. The Slytherin table had shaken out of their stupor and were madly celebrating their stunning windfall. The smug looks and arrogant glances they threw at the other silent Houses in the Hall made Harry’s wand itch with a goodly number of curses which were conjuring themselves up quite effortlessly in his head. 
And to think he always felt he had a memory problem when it comes to remembering spells. 

There was still no response from those eyes however. The enigmatic new Head Boy of Hogwarts stood silent and straight, displaying neither tension nor gratification, looking for all manner and purpose as if he was a beautiful sculpture carved of stone and responding to neither loathing nor cheers. His stillness and his impassiveness begun to corrode the Slytherin’s elation however, till the cheers became confused, then muted, and finally fell completely silent. Harry watched in slow motion as Malfoy surveyed his handiwork on the gaping hall, and satisfied, abruptly turned around and walked back to the Slytherin table, sitting down without uttering a  word. 
This time, there were no comments or well wishers.
Tense moments dragged on, making the hall pregnant with a heavy stillness that dragged weights across his chest. To Harry’s staggering consternation, Dumbledore blithely announced the end of the Feast and ordered the Prefects to herald out the first years without taking any steps to ease the discomfort of his students or his staff, and the overly greasy Head of Slytherin, Snape looked far from happy at the answered supplication of House Pride he’d just received and would have to be crazy not to be ecstatic about. Slimy Snape loved any sort of House honors, and the Head Boy was the one highest honors conferred, outside of the Quiditch and House cup. 
As Harry absently followed the crowd of friends back to their dorm, his mind was so preoccupied with previous dinner events that he did not listen in on any of the chatter by his friends, and only just managed to wave a goodbye to Hermione, who had moved into the prefects dorm since last year. His mind whirled upon a single thought.
What’s going on with Malfoy? Why is he so different this year? 

As he was changing into pajamas Harry thought back on the unimpassioned grey eyes that he’d stared at in the hall, and the way they had seemed to stare back, although it was highly doubtful that Malfoy had managed to pick Harry out all the way from the back of the hall. 
It was an absolutely perplexing start to the new year, Harry thought as he turned himself to bed. It made him uneasy. He was a boy who craved normalcy more than others of his age would, and Malfoy wasn’t behaving normally. 

He should have know that the Slytherin would always ruin his peace.

***

He walked alone to his new chambers.  No longer would he be with the others. 

The corridor was long and narrow, interspaced with torches burning green fires enchanted to reflect the House he honored. The emerald flames flared slightly on their narrow altars in perfunctory greeting as he walked past them, his footsteps falling in muted, measured steps. 

Without incantations, the richly carved wooden doors swung open, and he walked into the small drawing room proceeding it. Unlike normal dorms his room did not have a portrait hanging guard over it and needed no passwords to operate. It was instead secured with wards which recognized only him. A fire immediately roared in the hearth under a huge crest of Hogwarts that hung above it, gleaming a burnished silver. Two doors stood on opposing sides of the hall, the one on his right leading to his bed chambers, the left would lead him to his study.
He turned to the right, and the doors swung open before he reached the dragon headed knob. This year the Head Prefect’s chambers would be furnished in Slytherin green, as was natural for all Heads to adopt their House colors. But aside from the banners and the furnishings in green, the walls and floor gleamed the onyx black that has always been his preference. 

He smiled at cunning magic it must have taken to create a room which was able to sense its inhabitant’s aesthetic preferences. Even the chambers at Malfoy Manor, one of the oldest and most powerful magical abodes in England, did not have such power within its walls. It was indeed a great spell, and he wondered a little at what would be required of him as Head to be allowed such discrepancy in living standards compared to what other students are used to. There must be more then, than the list of simple duties he’d read though when he accepted the post, to warrant the perceived need for so much comfort and seclusion. 

He stripped himself of robe and clothes, leaving them in the haphazard heap they had drooped to on the gleaming black floor. 
It didn’t matter to him what would be required, as long as he had solitude in return, and privacy was the paramount privilege of those who were lucky enough to enjoy the status he now did. Privacy was, after all the sole reason he held the honor. 

A boon, Dumbledore had said when he had handed him his letter of appointment, for someone who needed the time to reflect, away from an environment which dictated his actions, and those who called themselves his friends. 

Away from the trappings of honor. He smiled at the irony.
A honor unearned and undeserved, like all the other trappings in his life. 

When had he started to think like this?

Not that he had not enjoyed watching the agonizing death of that conniving Ravenclaw, Lance Saunders, ambitions, denied forever because of a foolish old wizard’s misguided sense of compassion . Or Red Face Weasley, looking remarkably like a scarlet haired monkey who’s tail had just been chopped off.

His mind absently registered that the satin sheets were cool beneath his skin, and he folded his hands behind his head, gazing dispassionately into the dissipating clarity of the chambers as the fireplaces burned out their emerald flames.
He had a year to decide.

Or perhaps more aptly, a year more to live.

Somehow, time had slipped away from him, who once was so impatient for time to pass, who had once thought that he had forever.

Sometime, he had ceased thinking of himself as the embodiment of Slytherin, or the heir of Salazar, and any sense of identification eluded him, even that of his own name.
At some point, he had gazed back and realized that the Draco Malfoy which he watched in his minds eye, walking easily along the corridors with Slytherin behind him, mixing potions with the patients born of one who was confident of prefect results, exhilaratingly seeking the Snitch on broomsticks against Harry Potter, was a different person from who he was now.
Although Potter’s face too had looked…different this year. Compellingly different, in fact. He had not been able to miss the way the startled Gryffindor had gawked at him earlier in the Hall through emerald eyes that sparkled intense, indiscernible emotions. 
Ah, Potter. So easily surprised. 

He smiled into the darkness as the face conjured itself up effortlessly in his mind.   
Boy Who Lived, who’s choices are all so… simple. 

So… pure.
***

