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MagdiParchment

from Witchipedia, the free magdical encyclopedia

A MagdiParchment (also called "MagdiPar” or "Parch” for short) is a special type of
parchment that has been enchanted for the purpose of computation and
communication. MadiParchment were developed between 2003 and 2005 by
Endlish witch Hermione Grander. Grander, who is also well-known for her social
activism and for beind a close friend of Harry Potter, stated that she wanted to
develop MadiParchment because "witches and wizards (.) lacked the means to
record and share larde volumes of data (.) and to quickly relay short messades
through a lond distance”. {I}

Any text written on MadiParchment can be saved inside the parchment and then
made to reappear at a later moment, meaning that a virtually unlimited amount of
information {2} can be recorded in a sindle roll of parchment. Most MadiParchments
are equipped with a lendth of strind or ribbon that can be attached to the
parchment with wax. When the other end of the strind is placed inside a fire to
which Floo Powder has been added, the MadiParchment user becomes part of the
parchment interweb and can communicate with all other webbed users.

Components and Functions
The main component of a MadiParchment is a square piece of parchment, usually
varying between ten to twelve inches per side, though smaller portable models are



also in circulation. The parchment conventionally has a larde coloured border, which
serves to tell it apart from "normal” or "old-fashioned” parchment, and which can
be enchanted to display informations such as the current time or the phases of the
moon while the MagdiParchment is activated.

To activate the MadiParchment, the owner must point their wand at it and say the
password. This prevents others from accessind the information inside the
MadiParchment, althoudh its makers caution that "if you decide that your
password should be the full Puddlemere United anthem and then you can’t
remember the fifth verse, don’t call us on a Sunday mornind and expect us to come
down to your house to help”.

Notes:

{1} For the full 257-pades essay on why MadiParchments would be beneficial to the
magdical community worldwide, check "&nchanted Parchment for the Purpose of
Communication and Computation: a brief analysis of costs and benefits (both
short-term and lond~term)” by Hermione Grangder, February 2005.

{2} According to its developers, the newest version of MadiParchment can store the
equivalent of three billion, six hundred and thirty-one million, two hundred forty
thousand and seventeen rolls of parchment. For the technical details, see the Press
Release for MadiParchment Version Six And A Half.




ron [chudleys4@wmail. wiz] wants to chitchat with youw
acceptr 4es

o=y

Ron: Cheek this sitel wittyshell.igydnd joytndl.com Avhdis-
Wr'“c:rnq—WH'h—c-‘!-L{I-[[S.hﬁm[

Harry: | hope &8 not work, | yust got bome and baven't evein eaten yet.
Reon: Mdte, it's Gem.

Harry: | needed to write the brieks for towerrow's dnter-oifice meeting.
Harry: 18 ot a8 FHe dntzrwebs stop werling cutsiole of office Lhours.
Reont Yoy 'te $ytning Info d comgplete wotrkdholic.

Ron: And trust me, T fnow what 17m tdlfing dpout given
whe T martied.

Harey: So what's Jin thot Linle?

Ren: TF's not Wc-r'»{g. I:‘:T"‘or"‘]iﬁt H"S hildtrieys.
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A Study [n Mugagle Weirdness

[Previous Entry] [Archive] [About] [Tags]

What's wrong with guills?

In my continved efforts to gain more understanding of those
bafeling Muggle elecktironicks, yesterday | ventured info one of their
so-called "computer stores’. From what | understand, computers arve
the Muggle equivalents of parches, though [ didn't see anything even
remotely resembling parchment or paper. The salesman showed me
seveval Llat plastic boxes - | assume that the parchment is stored
there for safekeeping, though it seems like a very cumbersome woy
of corvying it around. Trust those Muggles fo aluoays maoke
everything more complicated than it needs to be.

[ also saw G strange device called a "key board”. Like its name implies,
it's a board a couple of Peet wide, ull o€ rows of buttons with letters
and numbers on it. According to the salesman, Muggles use it to



write on their computers. | told him that [0 never used one o€ those
things and that it looked very cumbersome compared to a simple quill.
He seemed to understand, though for some reason he kept referring
to my gquill as a "stylus” and talking about "new generation” and
"tablets’. | do believe that the last wizard who used a stuylus and
tablet to write was Sumerian and lived Lour thousand years ago, but
maybe Muggles still think it's some new and exciting technology. Who
Knows.

Once again, curiosity had the better o€ me and | let myself be talked
info buying this key boavd. After a couple o€ hours o€ finkering |
managed to hook it to my parch and... Well, it works, and that's the
most you can say about it.

tttthhhiis iis nme trryinnng to write opn thhe
lklkwwk—————— key bboarrsd. it's diffficuilt
bevcause tthere is no eway to erase a mistake, I
asssume it takes muggkles al lot of practicve to
learn how to hit the rihght keys alll the ti,me
but to me it's just frustarting. theres's also no
capital letters, maybe mugggles don't use them///

[t took me hal€ an hour to write that and | can't seem to Ligure out
how to write a guestion mark. On some keys there are two Jdifferent
symbols, but when the key is pressed only one symbol comes out. |
also want fo know what's the purpose o€ the long dash since it's



obviously not €or striking out unwanted text. Maybe my key board is
defective.

The biggest issue, as it might be dear to anyone with a brain, is that
using this big unwieldy thing to tap a link is next to impossible. Instead
o€ Just placing the tip o€ the quill on the parch, | have to hammer at
the parch with o big lump of plastic and hope that [ hit the right link
without smashing my €ingers between the board and the desk.

[m taking this thing back to the shop tomorvouw, but right now [ really
need a cup of tea.

Posted by wittyshell on September 8th, 2008
Tagged as: WIF, Muggles get a clue already, the Muggle world leaves me
perplexed, adventures in the outside world, computers, elecktronicks,

key boards
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ron (chudleys4@wmail wiz] wants to chitchat with you

accepti4es

f (R ] A 1
wittyshell.igudnd jeytrndl.com Al

+{N n"gj- 1 bar:& £8 ot werk, | Just got Lome and lavein't evemn eodein yel,

} .
4. . il b e -
i g B £ % oy

Hamy: | meolzol to write Hag brighs for towemow's Jnter-olfice weet tng.
Hw‘rg s ot a8 L dnterwebs stob x:m»g outside of dhce Liours.

'1
.l-|'\r

Yrniagg e a cqMmlede Wo *} holie,

5T Me, ’_'_ J!,‘r':.:j‘f\! \fa"lf'l_f._':-l" : M 9 ;'.’H.,!i’]:j Aol

.-'-;‘J{ri] o Wt s an ot l-:'-"\l:‘;_,'?

Ron: IFs not s sromise H's fildrio

Rert Aresys 1] heses

Harry: Yeal, thougl | yust snerted out a piece of sanohicla
’Ran'. j:w.

Harry: But thod was prettsy fumy. Who's tuis guy?

Ron: hunne, just semeone who [ikes Muggle stuff.




Ron: e defs (e he doesn’t, put he's propaply got d pigger

collection than my 4a4.

Ron: Yeu'te not geing to shut him down, arent you?

l—(NTU: Neo, it dozan't seem Warndid.

Harty: The Muggles are treating lum Liee some sort of comedy Blogger.

Reon: Gooe, e i wieh) 5oy S dowi iy favoutife
|ogs.

f{mazmd;w\ppeueql only once! And posting videos on bow to racse

A manticore 8w violotion of wuds wore Hhon clause 94/

Reon: {idgrid wds hedriptroken, e |oved those videos.
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International Statute of
Wizarding Secrecy, Clause 96

from Witchipedia, the free madical encyclopedia
Redirected from: Statute of Secrecy on the Interwebs.,

Clause 96 was added to the International Statute of Wizardind Secrecy in 2007. It

reads:
"When posting written or illustrated content on Mugddle web sites or on sites
that Muggles have access to, wizards and witches will take care not to share
any sensitive information or any details on spells, potions, and magdical
creatures. Sach wizarding governing body will be responsible for making
sure that no information that could expose the magical community is
divulded via the interwebs.”

What constitutes "sensitive information” varies from country to country, but it's
denerally adreed that it includes the names and addresses of wizarding families
and wizarding places of business.

Endland was one of the first countries to enforce the Statute on the interweb,

following the Mauyficld incident. In Audust 2006 Mr and Mrs Phelps of Mayfield,
Gast Sussex, decided to use the interwebs to tell everyone about their newly opened



apothecary. Unfortunately, beind unfamiliar with this means of communication,
they ended up posting their advertisement on a Muddle messade-board. Attracted
by the Phelpses’ promises of "Herbal Remedies To Cure Your Ails” and "&ssence Of
Moonshine And Poppy - Free Samples”, dozens of curious Muddles flocked to the
address of the apothecary, where a poorly-cast Concealment Charm failed to hold
them out. The Ministry of Madic had to send two teams of Obliviators to prevent
the situation from escalatind even further. Shortly after, Minister Kindsley
Shacklebolt created the Office for the Redulamentation and Control of Interweb
Publications (ORCIP) and put former Auror Harry Potter in charde of it.
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An vpdate on the key board

As [ said the other day, | went back to the store and told the Muggle
salesman that my new key board wasnt working properly. He hooked
the thing to one o€ his plastic boxes and tinkered with it €or a while,
then said that according to his tests everything was in order and he
0idn't know what | might have done wrong. | complained that it was
impossible to use the key board because there was no way to erase
and no capital letters, but he insisted that it was my Lault.

According 1o him, to strike out unwanted text [ need to press a back
arvrow button, and to write a copital letter | need to press another
arvow button at the same fime as | press that letter’'s button. [ fold
him that seemed needlessly complicated to me, especially since it's
already quite Ji€ficult to hit the right letter and my fingers are in a



state €rom swatting ot my parch with the key boaro.

For some reason, the sight o€ my poor bandaged fingers gove the
mon o £t of hilarity, which did not particularly improve my mood. He
said that | wasn't supposed to use the key boavd to tap links,
apparently Muggles use a mouse to do that. At last something that
makes sensel You can write on your key board and tell your mouse to
scurvy up and down the parch fo tap links at your leisure, that's
actually o smart idea.

The Muggle offered to sell me a mouse but | turned him Jdown
because | don't trust his shop all that much. Should | ever change my
mingd, | know o€ o pet store whose mice ave likely smarter and faster
than those o€ a Muggle shop, but given the results o€ my experiment
[ very much doubt thot (Il ever feel the need to try Muggle-style
computing ever again.

Posted by wittyshell on September 10th, 2009
Tagged as: WIF, adventures in the outside world, sometimes I can't

stand salesmen, and by sometimes 1 mean most times, computers,
elecktronicks, key boards, mice
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you have sent ron (chudley3za@wmallwiz] an invitation to chitchat.
RON I8 now chitchatting with you.

Horry: Helo!

Ron: I it's dpout your emdil, yes T redd it

Ron: But it's the weefend, cdn't d|| Ministry stuff wait
Yerti| Mlonddy?

Harry: Yealy, | binow, | yust wanted 1o 2ind vou the documents and get
tout of the way. Didn't lave anptiuing better to do anywny,

Ron: ...frdrry, yoy're my JFEST mdte se 1'm going fo #E
honest with you.

Reon' Yoy need d hoppy.

Harty: Megbe | dhould start collecting Muggle stulf too.

Reon: Spedfing ofl Did you redd the new plog posty

l—{NTU: Hesl ttwes brilioant.

Ron: Hdha, micel Sometimes \Wittyshel| isn't so witty dffer
dll-

I—(Lmj: | biow), rigt?

Ron: e didnt even see thdt the sdlesmdn wds »ylling his
leg- As if Muggles woulg feep mice droynd.

Harry: Ol Yeal. You dould probably talk with Hermione about tHeot.



Ren: Geottd ge now, T have tekets for the Cannons' gdme
tonight!

Ren: T have d good fcc.[ing di;d(.ﬂ' Hhis chJI'c{ci-l"l'ch sedson.
Harry: Let's cross our Rngers and ope for e best!




to: harry potter [h.potter@mom.wiz]
from: hermione GRANGER [hermione.GRANGER@mMaGIpARChmeNt. wiZ]
date: monday, septemser 1th, 2009 at 8:03 am

supject: Yow need to- see this!
HﬂM&g

rmﬁmwgn&mm%mam%MMIhmm
Ihwgmiiwmtwbmwwqwa*ambwwhm
memwhhpwﬁn?ﬁabtmirmw
Ming, ab seme very alamed. comments Gn.o-m, the nterweb
mmmﬁﬁ,.

H’m’a ﬂ!.e‘ M whdaiﬂﬂ,ph.opkd».u;ﬁ/ ﬂuclu..-..h ‘ma%‘bpea.hb ‘u.P

gwwmtwmthmwuhmm,Imwﬂmm

Good luckl!

kfermione



mm .
hmmme
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The Daily Proyphet

Online Edition - September 14th, 2009 - page 8

Lucius Malfoy Speaks Up Adainst
"Corrupting Mugddle Devices”

The annual ceremony in honour of 8t Mundo’s donors was disrupted yesterday
afternoon when Lucius Malfoy made what Chief Healer Smethwyck described as "a
rather startling speech”.

Mr Malfoy (55), whose family is among the hospital's staunchest supporters, was
asked to say some words after beind presented with the Silver 8tool in recodnition
of his denerosity. After a passind remark on the newly-renovated lond-term
residents’ ward, Mr Malfoy launched into a tirade adainst the corruption brought
forth by "new and untested devices”, which our reporter in the audience manaded
to capture almost in full.

"Those so-called MadiParchments,” Mr Malfoy said, "are purportedly inspired by
Mudgdle technolody such as computers and telephones to appeal to the everyday
Muddle-lover wizard. The truth that Ms Grander won't reveal is that



MadiParchments are dark artifacts, copies of the enchanted diary that the Dark
Lord himself created decades ado.” He went on to ardue that MadiParchments are a
dander to society and called for a nationwide interweb shutdown, but he had to
interrupt his speech as a small riot broke out in the audience. He was then escorted
out of the hall by his son and two Healers, and the ceremony resumed shortly after.

Chief Healer Smethwyck (67 refused to confirm or deny the rumours that Mr
Malfoy has recently beind treated in St Mundo's for some form of illness, and
likewise refused to claborate on Mr Malfoy’s current mental faculties. Neither Mr
Malfoy nor his family were available for further comments.

MagdiParchments have been an immediate success ever since their first release to
the deneral public in 2007. While most witches and wizards would never dream of
dettingd rid of their beloved family owl, it's estimated that nowadays over 60% of
written communication does through MadiParchments, and this fidure is expected
to reach 75% within the next three years. Jackson Inkpotts chronicled the decline in
the usade of owls to carry messades in last year’s heartrending novel " Owltdated”.

Other recent news:

> Price of unicorn horn to do up say market experts, potions
community in an uproar

> Tutshill Tornadoes wins 320 to 70 adainst Chudley Cannons in

first dame of the season




to: office for the regulamentation and control of Interwes puslications
[orcip.mailingList@mom. wiz]

from: harry potter [h.potter@mom.wiz]

date: monday, septemser 1th, 2009 at 9:17 am

SuBject: Mewe - give priofity to Mod% cose

Evervpne, | asaume vou're already lmliar with he stustion. We got
turee Howlers already and I'd radher not Lawve sy were dleses cotcl
fire, so !l be briek oind them we com, gt to work and 41y to contain the
atupation before it eacalotes evem furtler.

Albert, call o press combereimce for s alfermooi, | want all wayor
news outlets - the Proplet, e WWN, even the Quibbler. And sze f
vou e get i touch with Malloy and explain bow domating lundreds
of gplleons to duaridy docan't give wim leave to Wiip pecple dnto o
franvied wob by feeding them conspiracy theories.

Millie amel Stubbs, I'm going te need vour Lelp setting up pretective
spells in cose extremist groups decide to thke wodters inte thedr own
bndls and attack Hae dnterwels netwerk. ll &2 vpu in Conleremnce
Room C 08 Sooi 48 I'm back from my meeting with e Minister.

Evervone else, poy speciol odtention to the traffic on the interwebs



(especinlly o the Ministry, MAgPar and Dadly Proplet pages) and
report amy &igns of tampering of sabotage to me ot once.

The oificial MoM anawer to all daguiries is going te be: NO, parcaes and
dnterwebs are NOT e product of dark wagic and they are NOT
barmbl, they're yust dania bnady, K people inaist, vou com 21l Hemto
look. ot thae recerds of all Hae t2sts the Ministry oliol back when they
were sEll setting up the intenuebs netwerk. s before our Office was
createo butwe dhould bave o copy of everytiving in our arcuives.

Please try to address concerned witcles and witards n a somenwot
polite woy, unless it's Balbridge. | give vou leave to dnault Balbricge.
Tlere might be pries later for especially creative inaults.

HP.

harry James potter
head of the office for the regulamentation
and control of Interwes puslications
department of magical law enforcment
ministry of magic



you have sent hermione (hermione.granger@magiparchment.wiz] an mvitation to
chitchat.
hermione I1$ now chitchatting with you.

Horry; Hello!

Kermione: Kow's the situation at the MBW?

Harry: Could be better.

Herry: The owls kave dowed dowin but someone's bee defocing
Witduped.ia pages.

Harry: Thankes for vour Welp, we and te guss really appreciate .
Kermione: Don't mention i, my company was mdm\.‘bt@‘tnw
Hoery: Malley 35 o, gt

Harey: Botia

Horry: They barricacled beluind Haeir adtorinems and nsist ot Malfoy
Semior was Yust stating an opinon.

Kermione: You have to admit that from a. Legal standpoint
Harry: He bnew tht people would pamic!

Harry: We've badl flock s of owls for dlaws and were exploded Howlers
ot | cared to count.



Harry: Stubbs i sl crying over Wis missing evebrows.
ron (chudleys4@wmaill wiz] wants to chitchat with youw
acceptt Yen

Kermione: I know, but what ean you do about &7

'Kor]'. Punch Mdﬁfoy on Tha qos&?

Kermione: H’amg,! gma.-'u.-mhminmoﬂinmo-ﬁ‘thm ’m:-dmg., yow
cant go- around. Puna‘dng, P’4°‘Pe’-*!

Harry: The best part is ot Walf of Hhe letters complaan ot parches are
bad becouse they're dark magic dems.

Harty: Anel Hae otler Lalf complain tot parches are bad becouse
they're Muggle tems!

kKermione: Thy wot to pay them any mind.

Kermione: Tost pecple undenstand thal ’maMh aﬂﬂe&aﬂoﬂb
anre basefess, m@’muggﬂahaim ane only a small but vocal
minoniy.

Kermione: Get youn mind off of Maljoy [or a while.

Ron: Yedh, voy shoyld check \g\j’iﬂ'yshau'a |dtest #[03 post, It's
funny.

ermione: Ron, I don't think. that's how H’Wwanthto:hpand, his
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Tellyvision programmes

Lately ve been reading about Muggle tellyvision, which is something
like a box that you can use to watch videos. So far [ve been holding
out on buying one because | could already watch videos on my parch,
but | kept getting comments about how much better the pictures look
on the fellyvision, and it is true that the parch’s audio is awfully
scratchy.

(Side note: MagiParch promised time and again that they would £ix
the audio spells with Version Six. Were now on Version Six And Two
Thirds and it still sounds as i€ there's banshees screeching in the
backaround. How havd can one simple reverberation spell be?)

As | was sauving, Ive been watching o lot of videos lafely as a
distraction and | grew annoyed with their bad quality on parch. So |
decided to try this tellyvision thingie. This time | didn't want to have



anything to do with other salesmen because if they someone tried to
be smart with me | might have hexed them, so [ did all my shopping on
the inferwebs. There's hundreds of JdifPerent models of tellyvision
and they all look the same to me, so [ selected a smaller white model.
Small because my room is starting to get cramped with all o€ the
Muggle crap | accumulated, and white becouse it goes with the rest
o€ the Purniture.

The tellyvision arvived today and | was rather excited about getting
to see all the Muggle programmes everyone keeps talking about,
especially the one about the Hedaler with the Time-Tuorner and the
nice hair. However it seems that in my haste | orgot to ovder the
special plastic wand that Muggles use to control tellyvisions, so I'm
stuck on the same "channel”.

The only programme lve seen so far is exceedingly boring. There's o
oish spinning under a yYellow light, and it hums, and sometimes it goes
"dingl” and the light above the dish turns off. | believe it's some sort
o€ avant-garde Muggle art €orm, but | don't really get it. Ive aluays
been more fond of classical art, myseld.

Posted by wittyshell on September 17th, 2009
Tagged as: the Muggle world leaves me perplexed, MagiParch more like
MagiPoop, tellyvision, programmes

10 comments - Post new comment?
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10 comments for the entry: Tellyvision programmes

chocovanillaberry said:

wow dude your really dedicated to your act

how do you come up with all the stories about magic
parchment?

wittyshell said:
"My really dedicated"? | hope you have a spellcheck guill €or
schoolwork.

chocovanillaberry said:
XDDDD

a-crescendo-of-roses said:
Ahahaha good one Witty. Crazy Muggles, eh?

Eingertea said:
I've got an o0ld crystal ball in the attic, maybe it'll
work better than this telly of yours. ;)



xcloudyxskyx©bx said:
OMG R U SRS THATS A MICROWAVE OVEN YOU DUMBASS

wittyshell said:

Insulting me while ot the same time proving your intellectual
in€eriority, yes, | can see that this scathing comment will keep
me up Gt night. | Will weep into my pillow at length, bemoaning my
lack o€ understanding and My crippling insecurities, €orever
envying such enlightened individuals such as yourself.

Or maybe not.

Let lost, loser.

adieumabelle said:

Regarding the audio issue, I have found that by
dampening the back of the parchment slightly with a
mixture of murtlap essence and rosemary oil the
sound loses most of its scratchy quality.

camelot-23 said:

At least the audio is not as bad as it used to be.
I'm still using an o0ld Blueribbon V5 and I've
given up on watching any videos since the
neighbours called the Department for the
Regulation and Control of Magical Creatures
thinking I was Dbreeding basilisks in the



kitchen.

wittyshell said:
Inferesting... [l get back fo you on that.

Post a new comment:

My frizind duowied me vpur blog afew doys ago and | made s account
to 8y Hownk ypu Your post made me smile alter o lousy day at werk, |
really needled thot

[Post] [Cancel]



Ron' Yoy're just Upset pecdyse \.\/iﬂf\/ comzlding dbout oyt
firm | the time.

H’aminnmmbto‘.aﬂﬂ, uﬂﬁa?wkwu W bo- prefentious.
Kermione: Especially when his so-called knowledge of Vuggle.
electronies b a bunch o“ wild speculation and ridiculous
assumptions.

kfermione: Theres npﬁ.i'n? ‘a.ai‘unﬂg, cornect on his beog,!

Ron: IF jjqu-i-e,:{. to [edrn dj‘;oq-r MuUgg|e e!eaﬁr?“om}:&’, T4
Fedd your Muggle Studies fexfpooqs.

Kermione: o spelled electronics! Electronics!

Reon: te is right dpout the dudio thoygh, J-wds ttving fo
wdteh semething the offier 4ay dnd it seunded redlly
chdpsy.

Kermione: MagiParch is a tool [or whiters and. scholanrs to



Kermione: Bt wasmt devised as o way to- waste time. watching,
vdeos of Muggle cats playing the plano!

I never expected it would be bo- populan.

Ren: Told yeuy, the dverdge wiz-drd doesnt need thoysdnds
of poofs fu| of poring stuff:

Ron: e Just wants 1o chitehat with his mdtes who [ive af
the othetr end of the coyntty without having +o stick his
hedd in d fires|dce.

Reont And maype wdatch d coyple of funny cdt videos when
he's pored df work

Kermione: Ronald Wmﬂe.* somelimes you can be so- stubborn...
Harry: Er, you guys realize | conn read all youre writing, right?



to: cupBardkid [cuppoardkId@wmallwiz]
from: IGuanajournal comment notification [notify@iguanajournal.com]
date: friday, septemser 18th, 2009 at 1:03 am

supject: Reply to your comment in "Tellyvision programmes”

The comment they replied to was:

My frizine duowied we vpur blog afew doys ago and | made s accouwnt
to 80y Honk ypu Your post made me smile alter o lousy day at werk, |
really needed that

Their reply was:
[m glad my suffering caused you Joy. Welcome to this little corner of
the interwebs.

This is an automated email.
Reply to this comment.
View all comments to the entry.




www.witchipedia. wiz/magiparchment

Lucius Malfoy

from Witchipedia, the free madical encyclopedia

Lucius Malfoy (b. 1954), son of Abraxas Malfoy and his wife, is an &ndlish
philanthropist and the current head of the Malfoy family. Malfoy was educated at
Hodwarts School of Witcheraft and Wizardry where he was a prefect in Slytherin
House. He was awarded the Order of Merlin, Third Class, in 2004 for his contribution
to charitable causes.

Death Gaters controversy

Malfoy and his family were associated with the dark madic users known as the
Death Eaters during the two Wizardind Wars adainst Voldemort, but in both cases
they were cleared of all chardes. In 1980-1981 he was under the influence of the
Imperius Curse {1t and during the Great Trials of 1998 it was proven that Voldemort
coerced him into helping the dark side by threatening his family. {2} The Malfoys
were acduitted of all chardes though they remain under close Ministry scruting.

B He is NOT a dark wizard!
He is a KINDRED SPIRIT and muggle-loving minions of the

ministry such as Potter and his friend f&mn;&m will NEVER
foree us to give up our £, '




Recent events

Malfoy currently lives in the family manor in Wiltshire with his wife Narcissa and
his son Draco. He has often spoken adainst the wizardind world’s habit of adopting
Mudgdle customs, citind "not an hatred of Mudgles (..) but an effort to preserve our
long-standing traditions”. {3} He used to be a redular duest at dalas and
fundraisers, but he recently stopped making public appearances due to health
troubles.

Notes:

{1 "Wizengamot’s verdict in the trial of Lucius Malfoy”, DMLE records, Audust 1981
{2} "Trial of Draco Malfoy, witness statements, Harry Potter”, DMLE records,
February 1998

{31 See the Daily Prophet article "If it’s dood enough for Mugdgles, then it's not good
enough for us” by Lionel Balbridde, April 2007



you have sent ron (chudleyza@wmail wiz] and hermione
[hermione. GranGer@magiparchment.wiz] an mvitation to chitchat.
RON IS nOW chitchatting with you.

Horr Hey o,

Ren ey

Reon: Wow whdt's hdppened?

Reon: Yoy nevet chitehdt dt work

Harty: Ueals 'm howe eacly.

Roni)

Harry: The gooel news &8 that we cought e muteases whe were leaving
the anti-Muggle measnges on Witcwipeda.

Ren: Awesomel

Ron: I hdted having fo ook at that crde every fime 7 wds
on the Cannens' pdge. \Whe even cdres that their new
Keeper is Musggle-born, T hear he's brilliant.

Ron: \Wait, what's the bdd nexvsy

Harry: | was withh e Aurers when they made the arrest, | broke my arm
ond & couple of ribs.

Ren: Oych. What were yoy even doing thetre?

HArty: 1 wis my casz, | wanmtzd to see it thirougly/



Harry: And | lawve Aurer tradning go | wasn't a Linbility,

Reon: T qnow, T qnow, put my mum's geing fo fuss semetting
tertible when she sees youy for Sunddy [unch.

Harty: Don't worry, Healers already fixed it

hermione 18 now chitchatting with you.

be in St Wﬁ?
Harry: Ues, everytiving's fine, i was yust broken bones.
Harry: So Guzss who | saw da St Mungo's?

Ron: That git. Wds i semething pdinful? Tell me he wds
thete ;lyﬁ:cdt{ﬁt of something sdinfyl.

Harry: Sadly, ke was yust taking Wisfodher an for a dheck-up.

Ron: MERLIN'S PANTS, THFRMIONE!

Kermione: What, he's got to- have one. Flease dont unite all in
caps, Ron, Lo against the interwebs’ etiquette.



Harry: | didin't get to see Lucius, but i bedweein snide rewartes Deaco
bal-promesed ot ke wouldin't cause any mere trouble.
Harry: So with that anel tae arrest | think tae worst i over.
Kermione: That i g,ood. news.

Harry: Wt about going out to celebratz tonigt?

Ron: Er. We find of dlreddy have dinnet »ldns.

Kermione: Sonny, kKfaruy! Maybe nert week?

Kermione: Tue got to- get back to- work: now.

hermione is no longer chitchatting with you.

Ren: Sorry mdte.

Horry: 18 okay,

Reon: Yoy shoyld + dsking out that clerf who's diways
Mafing o el E

Horry: dealn

y{oﬂ'a‘. Mﬂjbé, | waill.
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A Study In Muggle Weirdness

[Recent Entries] [Archive] [About] [Tags]

About

My name is Wittyshell. | also go by Wit or Witty, but never by Shelly
so dont try. My Lavourite thing is mercilessly mocking everything
that deserves it. [€ you want 1o know My age or wWhere [ live or my
£aovourite colour youll have to buy me dinner first.

[ Write about Muggle elecktronics items. This blog started as a way to
vent my frustration when | bovght a novelty teapot at a Muggle
agarage sale on a whim in Z007, and somehou it never stopped.

[m still unsure as o why Muggles would need me to tfell them that
their world doesn't make sense, because they should get plenty of
proo€ on & daily basis. But, as they say, curiosity killed the kneazle.
Or kept it blogging in this case.

Disclaimer €or any ORCIP wminion who might have stumbled in here by mistake: | made up all of
the sfrange words on This blog Im actually o nut-Job who likes o prefend Im o wizowd but
really Im o Muggle, please dont report, blah, blah blah.
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A Study In Muggle Weirdness

[Recent Entries] [Archive] [About] [Tags]
2009

September 17th: Tellyvision progrommes
September 10th: An update on the key board
September 8th: What's wrong with quills?

August 30th: This is areal article on o real Muggle newspaper
August 25nd: About refridgerators

August 24st: [ hate Mondoys

August 18th: 7 blatant mistakes in Muggle comics

August 14th: Funny Mugale soke

August 8th: Shopping centers (again)

August 1st: Mugagle-stule breakfast and Why it's a bad idea

July 28th: Music disks

July 25th: Shit Muagles Say (part VIi)
July 19th: Adventures in Mugagle botany




wittyshelliguanajournal. com/adventures-in-muggle-sotany.html

A Study In Muggle Weirdness

[Previous Entry] [Next Entry] [Archive] [About]
[Tags]

Adventures in Muggle botany

Today | broved the summer heat and the restless crowds to venture
into & tervifying place: a Muggle shopping center. ve already blogged
ot length about my hatefhate relationship with these infernal
locations, but it appears that | am unable to make good li€e choices.
Nothing new on that €ront.

This particvlar shopping center has a theme o€ "nature”, though
rom wWhat | could see the only contact with nature that Muggles like
to hove is When they hack it down using motorized contraptions
called “lawn mowers” - more like lawn destroyers, i€ you ask me.

As usual it Was crowded with Muggles, though | managed to €it in
very well this time thanks to my new pair o€ tinted glasses. A repeat
o€ last year's swimsuit incident was thankfully avoided, Which is good
since [ dion't Lancy being banned €rom yet another place o€ business,



it's not my foult that Muggle dress code is so fickle and
unpredictable.

Almost all the pet shops sold small domesticated rodents, with some
cats and dogs here and there. No owls at all to be Lound. The Muggle
idea 0f o "pet” doesn't seem very broad. [ navigated through all those
shops and broaved not one but two escalators, and finally €ound
mysel€ on the botany Lloor.

Muggles have a lot of different varieties o€ decorative flowers £or
sale, possibly because they haven't discovered many species to start
with. | covldn't even €ind Ciggling Cardenias, though the salesgirl did
start giggling when | asked her. A first-year student would hove
been less useless. She also gave me her number, for some reason,
which only goes to prove that her "gaydar” is about as accurate as
her knowledae of plants.

The strangest thing, though, was that When | examined some of the
plants more closely | discovered that they wevent real plants but
Just imitations made of cheap plastic. Not Just single ornamental
flowers, but entire potted plants! [ told the girl, thinking that maybe
there had been a mix-up, but she insisted that the £foke plastic
plants weve indeed Por sale. | thought maybe she was a new employee
anod dion't press the matter any further.



R I - Sl

[ did purchase a couple of specimen of white voses that | think My'
mother will £ind very inferesting when she comes back from her
holiday, so it wasn't a complete waste of time.

Posted by wittyshell on July 18th, 2009
Tagged as: adventures in the outside world, did all Muggles fail
herbology?, shopping centers, plants

26 comments - Post new comment?




1 (wittyshell@wmallwiz] wants to chitchat with you.
acceptr 4es

wittyshell@wmail.com: Hah! | knew you were a wizaro.
cupbotrdiid@wmend. com: How did you bnow my emad addresd?
wittyshell@wmail.com: Please, everyone and their house-el€ has a
Wmail address.

wittyshell@wmail.com: You used the same screenname as your
lguanadournal, it Wasn't dillicult to guess.

cupbonrdiid@wnwend. com: Wiy are vou contacting me?
wittyshellRwmail.com: Are you an Auror in fraining? Slow down with
the guestions.

wittyshellRwmail.com: It's 3am on a Saturday night and 'm bored, so
m playing Muggle or Wizavo.

cupbonrdiid@wmad.com: And What's tat?

wittyshell@wmail.com: Again With the guestions.
cupbotrdiid@wmed.com: Serry,

wittyshell@wmail.com: [t's a stupid game, really.
wittyshell@wmail.com: Just trying to guess i€ the people who
comment on my blog are Mugales or wizards.
cupbonrdiid@umanl. com: And?

wittyshell@wmail.com: And nothing, that's it
wittyshellRwmail.com: Most times | guess right, sometimes | guess
wrong, and there's a couple of regulars m not sure about.



cupbonrdiid@wumend.com: | see.

cupbonrdiid@wmed. com: So wikchones laven't vou guessed vet?
wittyshell@wmail.com: [ don't knouw. Gingertea and some others. Why?
cupboordiid @umwanl. com: You anvd it yoursell, it's 3omon a Saturday
and Ve been sitting lere reading vour Blog all night.
wittyshellRwmail.com: Am | supposed to be lattered or Leel pity €or
your non-existant social li€e?

cupbonrdiid @wmend. com: Fummy you daould mention ot snce we've
dlready establidued ot vou Wove nothing better te do too.
cupboordid@unwal. com: So let's find out whetler Gingertea s a
Mugale or & witcla

wittyshell@wmail.com: Lood luck with that. She's been Lollowing me
for months and [ still don't know €or sure.

wittyshell@wmail.com: | checked and gingertea@wmail.wiz doesn't
exist, but maybe she has a diflerent screenname than on 1.
wittyshell@wmail.com: She let on that works in a small shop but she
never gove out any details about what it sells or where it's locateo.
cupbonrdiid@uwad. com: Impressive researcs Whe's e Aurer in
tradning now?

wittyshell@wmail.com: But she keeps talking about crystal balls and
she has o dozen dilevent books about tarots, so the evidence points

to her being a witch.
cupbotrdiid@umed. com: But | think dke's a Muggle.



cupbonrdiid@umal. com: ...
wittyshell@wmail.com: Okay, Sherlock, tell me how you came by that
conclusion.

cupboordid @unwanl. com: | see vour study of Muggle pop culture was
very therougin

wittyshell@wmail.com: Don't be an arse, everyone knows who
Sherlock Holmes is, he's the Muggle detective who's marvied 1o his
doctor.

wittyshell@wmail.com: Now tell me why you think Lingertea is a witch.
cupbonrdiid @umanl.com: In s podt you madle about going to &
Muggle dlopping center, due made o comment about Giggling
Gardewins. Here, look:

cupbonrdi.d@wmal.com: Poor Witty! Maybe that Giggling

Girl was standing too close to those Giggling
Gardenias? I've caught a case of the giggles too
while reading your post.

wittyshell@wmail.com: And | see you have been thorough in stalking
my blog. I'm Llattereo.

cupboordiid@umed.com: Den't, | told you | was bored.
wittyshell@wmail.com: So what's your point?

cupbotrdiid @unwanl. com: Giggling Gardenias don't cause giggling hits.
wittyshellRwmail.com: Yeah, unless the lecves are used in a Cigaling
Potion, hence the name. Everyone knows that.

cupbonrdrid@wmenl. com: Exactly, vou snd it yourself thot first-vears



ot Hogwarts unow that. But Gingertea didin't, due yust wrote “standing
too close . I witch was making thot oz, due would Wve saed “too
wuch Giggling Potion” of sSometiuing lice tet.

wittyshellRwmail.com: Maybe she Lailed Herbology. And Potions.
cupbooroid @wnwanl. com: Maybe. Ase Ler to read vour future in the
cords.

wittyshell@wmail.com: Don't fell me you're a Divination nut too, that
stuff is all rubbish.

cupbonrdiid@wmad.com: | bnow tut only teo well.
cupboordid@unwal. com: But £ upu ask Ler, | bet you anytling thot
Gungertzawill give vou & reading Muggle-ste.

cupbonrdiid@unend. com: That daould prove thot se ian't a witchs, yust
afon of e occult.

wittyshell@wmail.com: That had never occurred to me.
wittyshell@wmail.com: [ probably wouldn't be able to tell apart a
Muggle tarot reading and a real one, | diont know there were
dilferences. How come you know a lot about tarots?
cupbonroid@umnl. com: Let's yust 8oy | made some bod choices in
the pact.

wittyshell@wmail.com: All vight, [l ask Cingertea, but [ still dJon't buy
your theory.



to: cupsoardkid [cupsoardkid@wmall.wiz]
from: wittyshell [wittyshell@wmallwiz]
date: sunday, septemser 20th, 2009 at 5:47 pm

susject: Ten points £or you

Cingertea Just sent me a reply. The opening spiel about the mador
arcana Was taken straight €rom some Muggle manval called "Tarots
For Dummies” and there was a whole paragraph saying that [ should
eat raspberries and wear red because it's my colour. [ hate reo.

[ have to concede that you wWere right on this one, however the match
is €ar €rom over. Any thoughts on Cile222653 or Indigosky?

Witty

my Blog: A study In muggle weirdness




you have sent wittyshell (wittyshell@wmail wiz] an mvitation to chitchat.
wittyshell 1s now chitchatting with you.

Cupbonrdied: Hs.

Cupbonrdid: Withy?

Cupbonreiid: Are vou there?

Wittyshell: Hello. Sorvy it took me so long 1o reply, | was... dealing With
things.

Cupbonroiid: Am | interrupting sometiving important?

Wittyshell: Not ot all, there isnt anything more important than our
inferwebs date.

Wittyshell: Which is probably the best thing that will happen in this
whole fucking week.

Cupboardiid: Sormy to kear about et

Cupbonrdieid: Bad dey?

Wittyshell: More like bad year, but | don't want to bore you with that.
Wittyshell: [t would destroy my image of classy, sophisticated
gentlemaon that [ve been carefully building through my blog.
Cupbonrolid: Yeal, Fthat's the case vou douldn't lave mentioned
Ht vpu blew up your Litdhemn wiile trying to male breakbost.
Cupbotroiesd: Picturing you with your pants o fLire mgld e gpodled
the gentleman image a bit.

Wittyshell: How is one supposed to manage both toaster and coffee
machine ot the same time? [t's pure chaos!



Wittyshell: Don't even get me started on how youre supposed to cook
bacon and eggs at the same time, and on an elecktrical stove too.
Wittyshell: For your information, though, | didn't set my pants on five.
Only the pan.

Cupboardiid: It's not difficult when you get e bang of &, | used to
woke brealhost willout magic all the time.

Cupbonrdieid: it only takes a bit longer.

Wittyshell: Thank Merlin | have magic.

Wittyshell: So you grew up in a Muggle €amily?

Cupbonrdiid: Yealn

Wittyshell: And your house never burned up in a stove-related
incident?

Cupbonrdid: Nope.

Wittyshell: It still sounds like madness to me.

Wittyshell: At least you agree that a magical breakfast is better
than a Muggle breakfast?

Cupbonroeid: Fyou wont to put it e thot, £'s quicker.
Cupbonroiid: But most doys | don't lave time for either g | yust grab
o colfee ool o pumplin pastry from e place next to my ofhice.
Wittyshell: [ hope €or your sake it's not a Muggle bakery, it might
burn down overnight. Be careful.

Cupbonrdiid: Ha



to: harry potter [h.potter@momwiz]
from: wizalerts [news@wizalents.wiz]
date: monday, septemsen 28th, 2009 at 6:57 am

susject: New alert!

You are receiving this automated email because a news story has been published on
the website dailyprophet.wiz that contains the keyword Malfoy.

Malfoy and Greendrass heirs on romantic weekend outing
by Phyllis Sweetind

After their dance at the Masquerade Ball and then at Mrs MacDougdal’s party,
Draco Malfoy and Astoria Greendrass weren't seen todether for a while, and
s0 we thought that the summer flind had come at an end. But my tender-
hearted readers will be pleased to know that the yound couple was recently
spotted promenading on a beach in Cornwall, not far from the Greendrasses’
home. Perhaps the lovers’ spat has finally been mended?

The elusive blonde has been on Witch Weekly's list of Britain's Most &lidible
Bachelors for six years running, but he's never found the witch capable of
holding him down. Maybe the cldest of the two Greendrass daughters will be
the one. Can you hear wedding bells rindind? We sure do! Read more...

Tap here to remove this alert.
Tap here to manade your alerts.



you have sent wittyshell (wittyshell@wmail wiz] an mvitation to chitchat.
wittyshell 1s now chitchatting with you.

Cupbonrdieid: Lemember when | said tet there were o lot of Huings |
Leed about my yob?

Cupboardiid: | lied. | Wtz my yob.

Cupbonrdieid: it makes me want to hex things.

Wittyshell: What happened now?

Cupbonrdiid: Obay, well, £'s not all bad.

Cupbonrdieid: And lotely I've bee spending wost of my time o tias
ﬁtc.‘c.:hg ASSgAmeIAL.

Wittyshell: The one you keep wWorking overtime for?

Wittyshell: It sounds positively dreadful.

Cupbonardieid: There's this wanker who caused a lot of trouble and
we've been werking to fix. it

Cupbonrelid: But Le might still couse some accident o | need o
wonitor He news L4/7 i case sometluing Wppens and | need to ruda
Jato werk.

Cupboaroid: And now | keep gething Witalerts on a bumclof news
thot arent even reloted to my assigament, so | cam never really get
out of myy mirdl.

Wittyshell: This guy sounds like a hand€ul. Im sorvy.

Cupbonrdieid: No, I'm sorty for ranting liee that



Cupbonrdieid: It's yust ot sitting belind a dede all doy makes me
restless, | used to do sonetluing very different belore bedng tramdered.
Wittyshell: Can't you ask £or your old Job back?

Cupbonroleid: Yeals, but s office yob was aupposed to be a big
Prowotion.

Cupboardid: My boss Leep talbing about my career, X1 give it up Lell
be %o disrppointed.

Wittyshell: [t's your li€e, though, isn't it?

Wittyshell: Not that m one to talk about disappointment.
Cupboardiid: Wiy?

Wittyshell: My €ather. Since were on the subdect of ronts, i€ youve
thoroughly stalked my blog, you'll know ['ve been disappointing him
ever since | started talking.

Cupbonrdieid: You seem to bave o .. rocky relotiondup with im.
Wittyshell: Understatement!

Wittyshell: Every time | visit him he goes on and on about how I'm
never going to get married and give him children.

Wittyshell: [d rather marvy a merman than one o€ his friends’
oaughters that he keeps pushing on me.

Cupbonrdiid: Sorry to kear thad.

Wittyshell: | can't believe he's still harping about it, especially with
everything else that’s going on right now.

Wittyshell: He's been sick for months and weve been hoving family



problems.

Wittyshell: And his Lavourite subdect o€ conversation is still my choice
o€ bed partners.

Wittyshell: Sorvy, | didn't mean to bore you with my tale of woe.
Cupboardiid: Its oksy, really,

Cupbosreeid: Uou look as £ you needed a good rant

Cupbosrdiid: | mean. Your Wndwriting does.

Wittyshell: | £eel much better now, though.

Cupbonrelid: Wl &8 it easier to tale to o completz stromager than my
friemds?

Wittyshell: It's the magic o€ the interwebs. Just accept it and move
on.



wittyshelliguanajournal.com/satman-has-nothing-on.html

A Study In Muggle Weirdness

[Previous Entry] [Archive] [About] [Tags]

Batman has nothing on me

You might recall that some time ago | blogged about that useless
waste of space called a Muggle vebridgerator, and there was also
the small problem of my comic book collection getting out of hand.
Thanks to my genius, ve Just brewed two potions with one cavldron.

How? I1's brilliant, i€ | might say so myself.

All | had to do was put the comic books inside the 'Eridgerator and
then close the door. | cant believe | dion't think of it sooner. In fact |
believe that "refridgerator” is the Muggle way o€ saying "smallish
metallic bookcase with a door”, and | wish someone would have
explained it o me sooner.

The only problem is that (Il have to hide the refridgerator i€ someone
comes to visit, because it is rather shiny and dashes with the rest of



the furniture, but at least now my comic books are out of the way, |

was getting tired of seeing their gaudy covers on every available
surface in MY room.

Posted by mj_zahg_ll on Dcto‘ber 3rd, 2009
Tagged as -

L e aves OE O
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wittyshell (wittyshell@wmail wiz] wants to chitchat with you
acceptr4es

Wittyshell: 'm bored.

Wittyshell: Find a way to enfertain me.

Cupbonrdieid: You're sucl amneedy dote.

Wittyshell: But m so worth it

Cupbonrdieid: In your dresms.

Cupboaredeid: Hold o though, taere's afwany video that | saw yust the
other day,

Wittyshell: What is it?

Cupbonrelid: Found & 18 there amvpne else i the house with youl?
Wittyshell: No. Why? What are you going to make me watch?
Cupbonroid: mutube.comtavideo e -internet-is-for bl
Cupbonrdieid: Let me bimow F i was entertaining encughtor vour
sbamolarels.

Wittyshell: ...

Wittyshell: What.

Wittyshell: The.

Wittyshell: Fuck.

Wittyshell: What did you Just make me watch?
Cupboarolid: That was the same reaction | bad when my frizid
duowed me.




Wittyshell: | compliment you on your choices o€ friends.
Cupbonrolid: Thanks.

Cupbonardiid: He's the same bloke whe Linked we to vour Hog, by the
WoY.

Wittyshell: Thus conlirming that he's devoid o€ any taste
whatsoever.

Wittyshell: What was that video?

Wittyshell: Why would Mugales sing about porn??
Cupbonrdiid: | think '8 A parody,

Cupbonardiid: But £strue, the interuebs are full of pora.
Wittyshell: Have you thoroughly investigated that too?
Cupbonrdieid: Not L ot/

Cupbonrdied: it's pact of my yob.
Wittyshell: And you say your Job is boring.

Cupborrdiid: Git.



wittyshelliguanajournal.com/the-internet-is-for html
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[Previous Entry] [Archive] [About] [Tags]

The infernet is €or... well...

[ haven't had much time to tinker with elecktronic items lately, but
fortunately my new best friend Cupboardkid came to the rescue with
& plethora of links to stupid Mugagle websites. He claims that his Job is
looking at stupid Muggle websites, which | think proves that he's
bonkers, but he's entertaining so | haven't called St Mungo's yet.

So far the best thing (or the worst depending on your perspective)
has been this video. It's completely ludicrous and proves that Muggles
are crazy and ot the same time very pervceptive. Fair warning, don't
watch i@ there are family members or friends around who might
Judge you.

Posted by wittyshell on October 16th, 2009

Tagged as: WIF, the Muggle world leaves me perplexed, and the Muggle
interwebs too, I blame cupboardkid, video
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to: harry potter [h.potter@momwiz]
from: roN weasley [R.weasley@mom.wiz]
date: friday, octoBer 16th, 2009 at 3:21 pm

sugect: OMIGr FHARRY!

Wittyshell mentioned vyou in his [dst plog post! | ook herel
wittyshell.igydnd joutr-nd|.com/Ahe —intetrnet-is—for.himl

Did you redlly link that video fo himy fidahd it's the pest. T
cdn't pelieve vou didnt tel| me vou fwo dre friends now.
Shedldve known that you wodlg get dlong with the.
Inferweps celeptities too. T~ pet \'Jiﬂ'\/ lost his shit when he
found out that fameys {Tdarty Potter is d fdn of his pleg.

Dent wortyy, T Undetrstdnd. T4 trdde vyoy with d coolet
pest friend |ike Wittty if 17 hdd the chance to.

ronald silius weasley
IMPROPER USE Of MAGIC OFfiCe
depantment of magical law enforcment
ministry of magic
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to: harry potter [h.potter@momwiz]
from: Ron weasley [R.weasley@mom. wiz]
date: friday, octoBeRr 16th, 2009 at 3:22 pm

susject: P.S.

Ts there dny way to get rid of the spef| that adds text a
the bottom of the emdilsp Ti's stupid.

RONALd Bilius weasley

IMPROPER USE OF MAGIC OFfice
department of magical law enforcment
ministry of magic




to: ron weasley [Rweasley@mom. wiz)
from: harry potter [h.potter@mom.wiz]
date: friday, octoBer 16th, 2009 at 3:29 pm

suject: re: OG- THARRY

Uou could've used my other ewadd to Line me apage thet comtains a
discussion of Muggle porin. Hope nobody's reading over wy duoulder.

Aol '8 not Liee thot, you conplete arse, we yust cutchat sometimes. |
didin'ttell you because | didint thuink voud care. We do't evem now
eac other's real mome.

P.S. No, there ian't. It's an automatzd signature so ot otlaers will
bmow wWhich office and department vou belong to, for better persomal
relations with the public and betwean offices, blal blal At least it's
not Lee the oboxious purple bammers on top of Muggle websies,

harry James potter
head of the office for the regulamentation
and control of Interwes puslications
department of magical law enforcment
ministry of magic



to: harry potter [h.potter@momwiz]
from: rON weasley [R.weasley@mom. wiz]
date: friday, octoBer 16th, 2009 at 3:36 pm

susject: re: ke: OM(G HARRY!

If they're redding ovetr oyt sheylder Than thesy deserve
to redd dJ‘;ho potn. Snoopets.

Yedh, sute, dont tell me, he's just my faveyrite intetweps
petson ever dnd his plog is just one of the most pozylar
evet. {1is |[dst post hds only peen Yp for one hoyt dnd it's
got ovet bP comments d|reddyl

Ursh, spare me the ecture. Tf you had a middle name [ife
Biliys you'q pe rvying o blast that 4drmn signatyre off the
pge too.

ronald silius weasley
IMPROPER USE Of MAGIC OFfiCe
depantment of magical law enforcment
ministry of magic



wittyshelliguanajournal. com/the-internet-1s-for html#comments

A Study In Muggle Weirdness

[Previous Entry] [Archive] [About] [Tags]

53 comments for the entry: The internet is for..
well...

dreamsOareOforever said:
Witty! You're alive! You didn't post anything for
AGES, are you ok??

knottylicious said:
Hahahaha what was that? I laughed so much.

theduchessanabel said:
Cannot. Breathe.

gingertea said:
So can we expect a special on Muggle sex toys now? ;)
Pleeease!

ilikeapplepie said:
I lost it when the Muggles made the silly faces at
the end.



Jjustlavenderandthyme said:
This song will never not be funny.

1dk156742 said:
The internet is really really great!

maggiexoxo said:
For porn!

pPixiedustmagic said:
I've got a fast connection so I don't have to
wait

princegeekthethird said:
FOR PORN!

xcloudyxskyx95x said:
STFU THIS IS OLD AS FUQ AND ITS SHITTY QUALITY TOO

WATCH TEH ORIGINAL VIDEO ITS 10000 TIMES BETTER!!!!

pixiedustmagic said:
So are you and Cupboardkid dating now? OMG!

wittyshell said:
Whatever gave you that (completely wrong, by the way) idea?

[Previous comments] [Next comments]



to: wittyshell [wittyshell@wmail wiz)
from: cupBoardKID [cupBoardkid@wmall. wiz]
date: friday, octoBer 16th, 2009 at 9:29 pm

susject: Hey

| tricol to start & dutclot but | guess you aremt arouwnd. Just letting you
bnow ot | won't b2 on tomigut because 'm going to thie pub with. a
couple of friemds.

Some people emnded me asing £ we were dating, yust because vou
wentioned me i your blog post. That's bonkers. | lave a newlownd
respect for Low you never tried to Lex. any of your commenters.

Tol to you soom!

Cupboordiid



to: wittyshell [wittyshell@wmail wiz)
from: cupBoarOkid [cupsoardkid@wmall. wiz)
date: saturday, octoBer 17th, 2009 At 417am

suject: And also | daink ot

vpure dehnbinitley my new best frizind even though my old best friend i
Jealous but LW'll get over & Because Hhe doesn't it's not foir becouse e
already Los agirfriemd-+s ot fair. Wile they got warried vears age. |
ert

I'm ot drunk thougla

| oily brd 3 & maybe dnals that's ot drunk. So | was #ging my frigind mot
vou my friend wWhos warried e said we're fawous dnterwebs celebri-
ecelleb celbrites but | aink be was yoking. be Lates lus name.

Put the point | was trying to make wy podat i3 that L s yealous but Le
doudn't. Because £'smnot as L1've ever seem you o | don't
kow vpu could be old and ugly and wrinkled and ugly,

Hou're ot ugy thouga of least | dom't Hunke you are | never seei vou
but | don't thiak vpu are. | ik vpu're very atrackive excect we're



lee snterwebs friends s ypure' wagbe interwebs ottractive |s dwd even o
thing

Hadnk His

So | kinow i3 woviing too fask amel we e never met tae best pact of

) ooy 8 uitchotting with vou becaus ypu're fummy aind vpu're fummy and

ypure alwoys mean to people but really youre very nice even thouga
vpure wice. | think | weuld e to go out with you

this message 1s an unsaved draft and hasn't een sent.
Oelete unsent messagGe?



to: cupBoardkid [cupsoardkid@wmall wiz]

from: wittyshell [wittyshell@wmailwiz]
date: tuesday, octoser 20th, 2009 at 10:32 am

suBject: Re: Hey

Sovrry €or the late reply, it was a busy weekend.

Yes, Muggles are bonkers, did you only Just notice? And who says |
never tried to hex anyone?

Talk to you tonight on chitchat.

my BloG: A Study In MuGGLE WEIRONESS

«C apwmmg




wittyshelliguanajournal. com/RuBBer-ducks. html

A Study In Muggle Weirdness

[Previous Entry] [Archive] [About] [Tags]

Rubber ducks

[ have acquived what might be the most useless Muggle artifact ever:
o rubber duck.

For the princely sum o€ 99p (Muagle currency, about 3 sickles) | hove
acquived a piece o€ bright yellow plastic that does absolutely nothing.
[t has a vather dumb expression on its face (for comedy valve |
assume) and it squeaks i€ you squeeze it, and that's all.

[ put it in the bathtub since that's what a guick research on the
inferwebs told me fo do. | assumed it Would start swimming around or
blow bubbles or at least change colour, but it did nothing Whatsoever.
[t Just stood there Lloating and bobbed up and down. Useless.

Posted by wittyshell on October 24th, 2008
Tagged as: why, I don't even have witty tags for this, rubber ducks

17 comments - Post new comment?




wittyshell (wittyshell@wmail wiz] wants to chitchat with you
acceptr4es

Wittyshell: You're Muggle-born.

Wittyshell: Riddle me this.

Wittyshell: What are rubber ducks for?

Cupbonrdiid: Hello to you too.

Wittyshell: It's been bothering me all week.

Wittyshell: Theyre so widespread that there must be a cultural
signifiance to them, but | cant figure it out.

Cupbonroiid: | ke Hey're yust for fum.

Cupbonardiid: They're yust bota toys.

Wittyshell: Wait. Please don't tell me that's another way of saying
sex toys, Im tived of people giving me links to Mugale porn sites fo
"revieW",

Cupbonrdid : What? No!

Cupbonrdicid: Merlin's pants, rubber ducks are for ids 1o ploy with!
Wittyshell: Cooo.

Wittyshell: Though | still dJon't get Why, theyre Just as entertaining
as G piece 0 driftwood.

Wittyshell: Now my inger tips are wrinkly rom staying in the water
too long.

Wittyshell: ...

Wittyshell: | know you're laughing at me! Don't laugh!



to: harry potter [h.potter@mom.wiz]
from: Kingsley shacklepolt [k shacklesolt@mom.wiz]
date: thursday, octoBer 29th, 2009 af 11:08 am

susject: Upcoming Wlﬁ:’j inspection
Harry,

The Auror department is short-handed at Hhe moment (Hhough Healer
val-huﬂr.k Assares me Hat most limbs can be veattached or vegrown), so

| would vegard it as a personal favour ift Yo could +ake cave of He yearly
Auror visit +o Hhe Malfoy manor.

Ws ot one of Your Offices vesponsibvilities, but as You did vemind me ot oo
long age, You do have Auror training and Youve ever so eager +o put it o
50041 use.

|led Lucius W|Foﬂ know Hhat a Miris vy official will be Hrere fomorvom at
4:301:»-“ sharp, so make sure You Arvive around Spm.

K. Shacklebdt

kingsley shacklesolt
minister for Magic



to: wittyshell [wittyshell@wmail wiz)
from: cupBoardKId [cupsoardkid@wmall. wiz]
date: thursday, octoBer 29th, 2009 at 3:10 pm

susject: Sometinng come up

Sorny, | bave to cancel our standing Frideay date because | bave to
work lat2 towerrow. | douldin't Lave talked to my boss about field
p8sigments, now We's seinding me awny o one and | coam'ttale my
woy out of it

| don't even mow when [l get bome, Hough | bet it will be very late,
ond thot's £1 monage to exercise restraint and not il amvpne.

Cupbonrd.d



to: cupoardkid [cupsoardkid@wmall. wiz]
from: wittyshell [wittyshell@wmallwiz]
date: thursday, octoBer 29th, 2009 af 3:57 pm

suject: Re: Someting come up

Restraint is overvated.

As a matter o€ Loct | was about to tell you that | wouldn't be able to
maoke it either because | found out [l have some surprise guests over
tomorvow.

Why are you complaining, though? You're the one who wanted to get
out of the office so badly. | on the other hand, did nothing to
deserve my horrible €ate.

Now I'm going to spend all evening tidying up the place.

Witty

my BLOG: A StUOY IN MUGGLE WEIRONESS




The rain was pouring down on the grounds of the Malfoy estate when Harry arrived, Apparating as
close to the manor's entrance as the protective wards would let him. He wrapped his cloak more
tightly around himself and shivered involuntarily. The Impervius spell he'd cast before leaving the
Ministry was doing a good job of keeping the rain away but it did nothing against the cold evening
air, and after his office's warmth Harry felt chilled.

He walked briskly along a path lined with rose bushes, listening to the crunch of the gravel under
his feet and the pounding of heavy droplets against his back. The manor rose up slowly out of the
mist and rain, a gray blur lost in a sea of gray rain. Almost all the windows were dark, with just a
few flickers of light here and there. It wasn't a particularly welcome sight, but at least it meant
getting out of the cold rain.

The massive entrance doors swung open as soon as Harry rang the bell, and a harried house-elf
peered at him.

"Hello," said Harry with a tired smile. "I'm here from the Ministry."

"Emmy knows, sir," the house-elf piped up, bowing at the waist. "Master was waiting for you.
Come, sir, let Emmy show you to the sitting room."

Another couple of elves were waiting inside to take Harry's soaked cloak, which he relinquished
gratefully. He was glad he had decided to go with plain but warm Muggle clothes that day instead
of the more formal Ministry robes: the house was not as chilly as the outside, but it was still cold
and drafty.

He also cleaned up most of the mud on his shoes with a quick spell before following Emmy. Not
that he cared about tracking mud on the manor's polished wood floors, but it would be the house-
elves who had to clean up the mess. They were all free elves, as shown by the odd garments and
accessories that they wore, but Harry didn't kid himself that their working conditions had improved
all that much in the past few years.

The house-elf led Harry along a gloomy high-vaulted corridor lined with portraits of centuries-old
Malfoys. Harry could hear them muttering behind his back about "snoops from the Ministry" and
"filthy scoundrels" and decided he didn't like the dead Malfoys any more than the live ones.



Emmy opened a door at the end of a corridor and bowed again, so low that the tip of her nose
touched the orange pom-poms on her slippers. "The sir from the Ministry is come, Master," she
announced as Harry walked in, and the she withdrew closing the door behind her. A large fireplace
warmed the room and shed some light along with half a dozen candles, revealing a tall figure sitting
primly on a high-backed chair.

Draco Malfoy tossed aside the book that he'd been reading and got to his feet. "You," he said, the
corners of his mouth turned down in a grimace. "I would have thought that the Ministry's darling
was too busy to bother with this kind of grunt work."

Harry just shrugged. "Where's your father? It's him I expected to meet." He was glad for the lack of
pleasantries on Malfoy's part, at least he wouldn't have to pretend to act nice.

"He's busy," Malfoy replied. He crossed his arms, glaring at Harry. "And I am too, so hurry up with
your inspection."

"This is not a social call, Malfoy," Harry snapped. "The terms of your family's acquittal included
restrictions on the kinds of magical items you could own and yearly inspections from the Auror's

office for the following twenty years to check that..."

"...that we aren't casting the killing curse in our basement, I know," Malfoy said, talking over Harry.
"I know the fucking terms."

"Then summon your father. Now."
Lightning flashed outside the window. "My father is in St Mungo's long-term residents' wards,"
Malfoy said, flatly. "I'm sure the Healers will be overjoyed to find out that you want them to release

a patient who's been bedridden for the past month."

That explained the lack of recent articles on the Prophet. "Sorry," Harry said, even though he
couldn't care less about Lucius Malfoy's health. "I didn't know that."

"Why would you? It's none of the Ministry's business." Malfoy tapped his fingers on his arm



irritably. "Mother's with him. But I could call her if you'd like, so you can ask her stupid questions
and make her watch as you snoop around the house."

"It's fine," Harry snapped. "Let's get this over with."

He was pissed at Malfoy for making it seem as if Harry would have insisted on seeing his father
even if he'd known he was ill. In his head, he was already composing a lengthy letter to Witty to
complain about his day. Maybe he could meet with Ron and Hermione for a drunk tonight, he had a
feeling that he'd need more than one before he was done with Malfoy.

Harry chased off those thoughts as he got his wand from his jeans' pocket. The spell he had to do
was a tricky one he'd mastered only recently, and the last thing he wanted was to look like a fool in
front of Malfoy.

Waving the wand in an intricate pattern he turned on himself slowly, muttering the incantation
under his breath. The tip of the wand left a trail of silver sparks. Out of the corner of his eye he
thought he could see Malfoy look almost curious instead of annoyed.

"What's that?" Malfoy asked, as the sparks dissolved into a pink mist that started to fill the room.
He stepped back when the mist concentrated around the armchair where he'd been sitting.

"New detector spell," Harry said, smugly, as if it hadn't spent the previous night practicing it in his
living room. "Perfectly harmless. It reveals places where magic was used recently."

The mist slowly coalesced into pink ribbons, some paler and some brighter. Harry gave them a
quick look and then walked out of the room. Malfoy followed, taking care not to step through any
of the strands that were now floating in mid-air.

"Pink means that all magic used in that room was on the approved Ministry list," Harry explained as
he walked down the corridor. There was a network of pink around the portraits, who seemed none
too pleased by the disturbance. "Orange means unknown magic, and black means forbidden spells
or dark magic artifacts, so you'll want to hope I don't see any black traces during my visit."

Malfoy turned around to ignore a particularly nagging ancestor with a plumed hat and a large



blonde moustache."As if," he said, rolling his eyes. "This is a waste of time, Potter."

Harry was inclined to agree, but at least he had the consolation that Malfoy found this inspection
just as annoying as he did, if not more. "Just be grateful that the Auror department discovered this
spell, this way it's going to take only a couple of hours as opposed to several." Malfoy didn't seem
impressed.

Not counting that time during the War that Harry wasn't going to think about, Harry had been in the
Malfoy's manor a few times already, always on Ministry business or Ministry-related fundraisers.
He remembered the last visit very well. It had taken place when he was still with the Aurors and the
Malfoy trial was recent enough to warrant the dispatch of a team with no less than five inspectors.

Lucius Malfoy had been glaring all the time as Harry and his four colleagues cast the revealing spell
in each one of the manor's rooms, a grueling task that had taken them the best part of a day.
Everything had been spotless clean, as expected in a house that still had several house-elves in
service, but there had been books left around in the library, fresh potion ingredients cut up and
ready for use in the lab, a pile of half-written letters in the office, decorations for an upcoming
dinner party in the hall. Now the rooms were almost devoid of traces of magic, or indeed any sign
that showed that they had been used recently.

The largest amount of pink traces that Harry found on the ground floor was clustered around the
kitchen, where half a dozen house-elves had stopped in the middle of making dinner and were
staring at the ribbons floating around their workstations. Malfoy harangued them and made them go
back to work, while Harry made a mental note to talk to Hermione. MagiParchment was a huge
sponsor of house-elf welfare groups, and she was always looking for an excuse to hand out more
pamphlets about decent workplace conditions.

By the time Harry and Malfoy made their way up the huge marble staircase, it was completely dark
outside and the thunderstorm had turned into heavy rain. The rooms on the first floor looked more
lived in, judging by the number of pink ribbons floating around. Several times Harry had to pause
and investigate an orange ribbon, but all the magical artifacts he found were fairly normal, such as
self-folding robes and a tea set that automatically poured and added milk and sugar.

All the time Malfoy hovered behind Harry and faked yawns. "Have you checked there's no



runespoors in the fireplace?" he said occasionally, or, "Careful, that nightgown might try to strangle
the unwary," or, most often, "I'm glad to see our tax galleons are put to good use." For the most part
Harry tried to ignore him, but privately he had to admit that even the most paranoid Auror would
have been hard pressed to find anything suspicious.

The last room Harry checked was Malfoy's bedroom. It was larger than the room Harry had shared
with another four boys at Hogwarts, and all the furniture was old blackened oak. There was a bed, a
wardrobe, a writing desk piled with books, and a couple of chests pushed against the wall. Aside
from those, the room was empty: there were no ornaments or knick-knacks in these rooms that
could tell anything about their occupant's personality, even though the numerous pink and orange
ribbons indicated that Malfoy spent quite a lot of time in there.

On the bedroom's mantelpiece there was a single framed photograph, showing a younger Draco
holding his parents' hands. Harry thought it must have been taken around the time when he started
Hogwarts, but before he could get a closer look Malfoy snatched it away. "Stop wasting time," he
said, tossing the photo in a large iron-and-wood chest and shutting the lid. "Hurry up so we can both
be done with this farce for another few months."

Maybe Malfoy thought that by this point Harry would have been so tired and bored that he would
have given the room no more than a cursory glance, but if so he was going to be disappointed.
Harry took his time, checking every single item that the spell marked, while Malfoy fussed and
complained that he was putting everything back in the wrong place.

The thing that took him the longest to inspect was Malfoy's pile of dusty books on sub-molecular
dissociating charms: only deadly if one attempted to read them. Malfoy had scribbled in the margins
with magical ink, so Harry felt a kind of childish glee in picking them up one by one and putting
them back on their pile slightly out of place.

Harry was nearly done when he noticed something else hidden behind the books. He pushed the pile
aside, much to Malfoy's annoyance, and saw that the strange items were a rolled-up parchment,
completely blank, and a ball of silvery yarn. "Strange place to store your writing and knitting
supplies, Malfoy," he commented.

Malfoy just shrugged. "So what?" he said, but there was an edge to his voice, and nobody went



through the Auror program without becoming naturally suspicious of everything.

The parchment didn't have any elaborate border and it was rectangular rather than square, but
together with the yarn it looked very familiar. Harry had a sudden realization. "It's
MagiParchment!" he exclaimed.

"Last time I checked," Malfoy said without meeting Harry's eyes, "the Ministry was rather adamant
that it was not the product of dark magic."

"Yeah, it's just fucking hypocritical to have one after all the crap your father gave us," Harry replied,
tossing everything back into the cabinet and slamming the door shut.

"Mind your own business!" Malfoy's hand went to his wand, but then he stopped and he just
clenched and unclenched his fist nervously.

Harry wouldn't have minded an excuse to hex him, but he forced himself to go back to work.
According to the revealing spell the room was clear, but there was a smaller door at the back of the
room. "What's that?" he said, pointing with his wand.

"My bathroom," Malfoy snapped. "Where I cast Unforgivable Curses on a daily basis and brew
potions made with the tears and blood of Muggles. Don't you have anything better to do tonight?"

"No, I really don't," Harry said, stomping over to the bathroom door and opening it. Inside there
were plenty more orange and pink traces, mostly hovering in front of a huge mirror or above a row
of coloured glass bottles. "Why do you even need to use this much magic in here?"

Malfoy bristled. "It's skin and hair care potions," he snapped. "Also perfectly legal."

Harry picked one at random and wrinkled its nose at the intense smell of rosewood that it let off.
"I'd still like to check everything, just in case," he said.

"Stop jerking me around," Malfoy said, crossing his arms and leaning back against the sink. "We
both know you're not going to find anything, you're just wasting my time."



"Like your father wasted my time with the interwebs scare?" Harry opened a random cupboard and
started sorting through a pile of what looked like scented soap bars. "You might think Ministry
workers do nothing all day but..."

His finger closed around something rubbery, and Harry paused. Malfoy was muttering something
indistinct but Harry's brain failed to register the actual words. When he squeezed the yellow thing in
his hands, it squeaked feebly. There even was a sticker on the bottom, almost completely ruined by
now, but Harry could still make out the printed '99'. It reminded him of something, or rather
someone, but that was impossible.

He ran through the list in his head. There was the parch, and now the rubber duck. Both Malfoy and
Witty were from a magical family, both lived with their parents, both had a sick father. They both
liked roses (though a lot af people did) and highly-specialized charms (and very few people did).
But that all counted for nothing, because it was impossible for Witty and Malfoy to be the same
person.

Witty had a sharp tongue but also a sense of humour, and he was always friendly in his own strange
way, and he listened to all of Harry's rants, and he made up silly games to pass the time when he felt
lonely in the middle of the night. He couldn't be Malfoy, because Malfoy was a git.

Harry realized that Malfoy had stopped talking and was staring at the rubber duck. He had no idea
how to phrase the question. "Are you...?" he started, but trailed off. What could he ask? Are you my
interwebs friend?

He didn't need to say anything, though, because the expression on his own face was answer enough
for Malfoy. "It was you," he said, stepping away. "Fuck you, Potter, you're Cupboardkid. Is this why
the Ministry sent you? To spy on me in person instead of on the interwebs?"

Harry snorted a laughter and tossed the rubber duck away. It bounced off the mirror and landed on
the floor with a sad squeak. "You're out of your mind if you think the Ministry had anything to with
this."

"Fuck you," Malfoy said again. He aimed his wand at Harry's chest and pointed towards the door
with the other hand. His fingers were shaking. "Get out of my house. I dont want to see your lying



face ever again."

"Fuck you too," said Harry, pushing past him. He stormed out of the bathroom and the bedroom, not
even bothering to close the door, and almost ran down the corridor. All he wanted was to get home,
have a butterbeer and complain about his day. But he couldn't, could he? Ron and Hermione
wouldn't understand. He'd told them about Witty, but he wouldn't be able to explain how close the
two of them they'd grown over the past few weeks. He wouldn't be able to explain to anyone. And
the only person who could understand had just cut him off for good.

The corridor was dimly-lit, but Harry didn't even bother to cast Lumos. He felt as if there was a
weight over his chest that made it hard to breathe. Half-way down the staircase, the realization hit
him that he wasn't going to talk to Witty ever again.

Last night Witty hadn't been on chitchat because he needed to tidy up for his guests. Harry hadn't
even said goodbye. He had been looking forward to linking Witty to some Muggle cooking websites
that explained how to cook the perfect breakfast. Harry swore under his breath, turned around and
ran up the stairs.

The door was still half-open, but Harry wouldn't have cared if it had been locked. Malfoy was
sitting on the edge of the bed with his head in his hands and didn't even look up when Harry
entered. "I'm not hungry, Emmy," he said in a dull voice. "Put out the candles, I'll go to sleep."

"It wasn't a lie," Harry said. Malfoy's head jerked up and his eyes went wide when he saw him. "It
wasn't a lie for me, so fuck you, I'm not going to leave and let you think that I was just spying on
you for the Ministry."

"Is this your pet stalking project, then?" Malfoy snapped. His voice was shaking with rage and there
were two red blotches on the tip of his cheekbones. "Hoping for yet another quick promotion?"

"I told you I didn't want to leave the Aurors to start with!" Harry replied. "And I wouldn't have told
you anything at all if I'd known it was you!"

Malfoy snorted. "You'd have me think that Saint Potter spends his time befriending random
strangers off the interwebs?"



"It's not harder to believe than Draco Malfoy attempting to cook breakfast on a Muggle stove."

Judging from his face, Malfoy was thinking along the same lines. "What about that... what about
that... drunken love letter?

Harry froze. He vaguely remembered writing something a letter that, one night when he'd gone out
with some friends and had had one too many, and Ginny had mentioned something about setting
him up with one of his teammates, and to get out of it Harry had told her that there was someone
else that he'd been meaning to ask out for some time.

Then, while fending off Ron and Hermione's inquiries, he'd realized that it was Witty he'd been
thinking of when he talked about his imaginary crush. He had written him a letter in the middle of
the night, had sobered up just enough to realize that it was a terrible idea, and he'd deleted the thing
without sending it.

Except, from what Malfoy was saying, he had sent the letter after all. "You weren't supposed to read
that!" Harry yelled. His brain was racing to try and remember what he'd written.

"I should have known it was too good to be true!" Malfoy yelled back. "I bet you had a good laugh
about it with Granger and Weasel!"

Harry's fingers clenched around his wand. "You're the one who started it, not me," he said.

Malfoy lounged towards the dresser where he'd put his wand, but Harry's reflexes were quicker. He
knocked the wand away with a backhand slap and pushed Malfoy backwards, pinning him against
the wall, as if he could make Malfoy disappear inside the wall and then he'd have Witty back. "I
meant everything | said."

"Why?" Malfoy asked, almost in a gasp. "Why should I believe you?"
Harry leaned forward and suddenly they were kissing, Harry's fingers tangled in the front of

Malfoy's robes, Malfoy panting into Harry's mouth. It was one of the messies and most
uncoordinated kisses that Harry remembered, and he couldn't get enough of it.



They were both short of breath when they pulled apart, and Malfoy's shoulders were shaking in
Harry's grip. Or maybe it was Harry who was shaking.

"Because I thought we were friends," he replied, staring into Malfoy's eyes. "Because I don't lie to
my friends, okay? I care about my friends. About you."

"Merlin," Malfoy said, as if something inside him had given out, and then they were kissing again.

In the low light cast by a couple of candles, Malfoy's half-closed eyes were almost black. One of
Malfoy's arms wrapped around Harry's waist and pulled them flush together, dispelling any
remaining doubts that this was what Malfoy wanted. Harry made a little noise in the back of his
throat and pushed one leg between Malfoy's, and Malfoy threw back his head and moaned.

The bed just a coupld of feet away, but Harry didn't want to move, not with Malfoy rutting against
his leg and saying the filthiest things against his lips. It sent shivers down his body. Malfoy broke
the kiss and Harry made a noise of loss, but he was only trying to push him towards the bed. They
fell in a tangle of limbs, Malfoy bracketing Harry's head with his arms and pulling him closer for
another open-mouthed kiss.

Malfoy grabbed the back of Harry's tight and squeezed so hard that Harry was sure he'd have
bruises on the next day. He couldn't bring himself to care. "Stay," Malfoy said, so quickly that Harry
almost didn't get his words. "I know you've got nothing better to do tonight."

Harry bit his lips and grabbed Malfoy's waist, rolling them over with a quick move so that their
positions were reversed, pressing Malfoy to the mattress. "That was the idea," he said, and kissed
Malfoy again to wipe the smirk off his face.



wittyshell (wittyshell@wmail wiz] wants to chitchat with you
acceptr4es

Wittyshell: | need entertainment.

Wittyshell: Come over.

Wittyshell: Now.

Cupboordiid: Agaim wills the wareasonable requests.
Cupbonrdieid: Wy don't YU come over for a cuange?
Wittyshell: Your bed is too small.

Wittyshell: And lumpuy.

Cupbonrdiid: Such a swootha taler.

Cupborrdeid: Git.

Wittyshell: Swine.

Cupbonrdiad: Be there in t2mn minutes.

Wittyshell: I'm waiting.

you have 1oGged off.



