THE PATH WHIC LOVE LEADS: PART THREE

WINDOWS TO THE PAST: A COLLECTION OF VIGNETTS

____________________________
WINDOW THREE: 

Dark hints of draco’s summer
Draco's isolation

Harry’s secret frustration/ angst

Several months into the Hogwarts semester, Harry was still trying to adjust.

He also realized that his vocabulary needed expansion, because the only word he knew which to describe his feelings with was ‘frustrated’.

‘Frustrated’ however, didn’t even come close to chalking an outline. 

Worse, it didn’t tell him why.

Why, when he should be pushing the limits with what little time he had left, did he feel as if his body and mind had slowed to a crawl, whilst the rest of the world rushed by in a blur?  Why did voices, when they came, seem to drift in from a distance, muted by the strange seizure of his senses which suspended the true buzz of reality away like an indenscadent curtain?   

As usual, as with most of his life, he had no answers. Famous, heroic clueless Harry Potter, whom by sheer blundering was going to save the wizarding world someday.

Instead, he had more trouble getting from day to day than compared to any first year.

So he continued running around in a haze, as if he’d somehow gotten trapped in a dream bubble while the world ran on without him, and somewhere in his subconscious an hourglass had been upturned and the sands of time was running, dribbling into irretrievable past, and there was nothing he could do to stop it.

Feet weighed down with stones, he begun the slow climb towards the 7th year’s dormitory. Mind fogged with pregnant clouds, he begun the sluggish spiral towards unfeeling mindlessness.

By the time he reached the fat lady, he was exhausted by the simple act of climbing up two flights of stairs, the trip which took unbearably long, the effort which seemed so Herculean that he felt as if he never wanted to go down those steps again, only to know that he would again, soon.  

The fat lady smiled and sang out at him in a cheerful voice, and Harry felt sick to his stomach.

But although it existed, he knew it was not a real feeling.

Just as although he should resist, he knew he had no resistance.

Ron’s incessant chatter was wearing thin on his ears. Without Hermione, Harry was left to fend for himself against all of Ron’s smothering affections and constant need for company. Much as he regretted to admit it, all that ‘Harry!’ exclamations were beginning to take on the likeness of cumulative mental indigestion.
