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— CHAPTER ONE —

The Hogwarts Express

Luna stood nervously on platform 9% of the King’s Cross Station, her father by
her side. Xenophilius Lovegood was an eccentric looking man, with a wild mop
of hair and a twinkle in his eye. He smiled at her, and she knew he was proud of
her for taking this step starting her magical journey.

As Luna made her way through the crowds of students and parents, she
spotted a familiar face - Ginny Weasley. The two girls had grown up in the same
village, and had known each other for years. They greeted each other warmly,
excited to be starting their first year at Hogwarts together.

"I can't believe we're finally here," Ginny exclaimed, her eyes shining with
excitement. "I know," Luna replied, her own excitement mounting. "I can't
wait to learn new spells and discover all the secrets of Hogwarts." The two girls
chatted excitedly as they boarded the Hogwarts Express, looking forward to the
adventures that lay ahead.

Luna and Ginny found an empty compartment and settled themselves
within.

"So, Luna," said Ginny, "are you excited for our first year at Hogwarts?" "I
am," replied Luna dreamily. "I can't wait to learn new spells and discover all the
secrets the school has to offer." "Yeah, me too," said Ginny. "My brothers have
all gone to Hogwarts before me, so I have a pretty good idea of what to
expect." "That's great," said Luna. "I don't really know anyone else here, so it's
nice to have a familiar face." "Of course," said Ginny with a smile. "I'll show
you around, introduce you to some people. It'll be great, we'll have a lot of
fun." "Thanks, Ginny," said Luna gratefully. "I'm looking forward to it."

As the Hogwarts Express chugged on, they chatted excitedly about their
families and their shared interests. Ginny regaled Luna with tales of Quidditch

matches she had seen, while Luna shared her own peculiar fascinations with the



strange and unusual. They laughed and enjoyed each other's company, thrilled at
the prospect of beginning their journey together.



— CHAPTER TWO —

The Sorting Ceremony

Luna stood among the other first year students in the Great Hall of Hogwarts.
The high ceilings and the house tables filled with students made her feel small
and insignificant. She was excited, however, to find out which house she would
be sorted into.

The sorting began, as the sorting hat was brought out and placed on the
head of the first student. Luna watched as student after student was sorted, each
one finding their place among the four houses of Hogwarts.

Finally, it was her turn. She walked nervously up to the hat, and placed it on
her head. After a moment of consideration, the sorting hat shouted out
"RAVENCLAW!" Luna was overjoyed as she made her way to the Ravenclaw
table, taking a seat among her new housemates.

As the sorting continued, Luna noticed Ginny Weasley being sorted into
Gryffindor. She looked excited and a little nervous as she took a seat at the
Gryffindor table, alongside her brothers Fred, George and Percy. Luna couldn't
help but notice that Ginny's youngest brother, Ron, was absent, but she didn't
dwell on it much.

After the sorting ceremony was finished, the students were welcomed by
the headmaster, Albus Dumbledore. He stood at the podium, his long white
beard and twinkling blue eyes commanding attention.

"Welcome, students,” he began, his voice booming with warmth and
wisdom. "You have all taken the first step on an incredible journey. A journey
that will be filled with challenges, but also with great rewards. I want to remind
you that your house is not just a place where you will sleep and eat, but a family.
A family that will support you, guide you and help you become the best version
of yourselves."

"I urge you to remember that unity is key. We are all different and come

from different backgrounds, but it is our diversity that makes us strong



Remember that cooperation is essential, not just within your own house, but
among all houses. Together we can make Hogwarts a better place. A place where
everyone is valued, respected and supported.”

"You are all special, each and every one of you. And I have no doubt that you
will all make a difference in your own unique way. So, let us embrace our
differences and work together to make this a magical school year. Welcome to
Hogwarts!"

Dumbledore's words left a deep impression on Luna, she felt excited and
motivated to start her journey in this special place.

As Dumbledore introduced the new professor for Defense Against the Dark
Arts, Gilderoy Lockhart, Luna's mind raced with the snippets of information
she had gathered about the professor. The name had graced the pages of the
Daily Prophet and even her father's own journal, The Quibbler. Accolades and
achievements were abundant, yet whispers of inconsistencies in his past left her
intrigued.

Lockhart stepped forward, a charming smile spread across his face as he
addressed the students. "Welcome, dear students, to the class that will change
your lives forever. Defense Against the Dark Arts with the one, the only,
Gilderoy Lockhart!" he declared, striking a dramatic pose.

"As you all know, I am a renowned wizard, an expert in the field of defense
against the dark arts. I have defeated werewolves, outwitted dark wizards, and I
have written many best-selling books," he proclaimed with a flourish. "And
now, I am here, at Hogwarts, to share my knowledge and expertise with you
all."

Pausing for effect, he scanned the hall, ensuring that all eyes were upon him.
"I assure you, my dear students, that by the end of this term, you will be able to
defend yourselves against any dark magic, and you will have the confidence to
face any challenge that comes your way. This will be a year you will never
forget."

Luna couldn't shake off a feeling of skepticism. Lockhart’s words were too
self-indulgent for her liking. Nonetheless, she resolved to keep an open mind
and observe him closely, determined to make her own judgement about the
wizard before her. Excitement and curiosity bubbled within her as she looked
forward to her classes and getting to know her new professor, eager to discover

how much truth was held in the rumors circulating in her father’s journal.



— CHAPTER THREE —

Ravenclaw Common Room

After the feast, the students were led to their dormitories by their respective
Heads of House. Luna followed the other Ravenclaw students as they made their
way towards the entrance of the Ravenclaw tower. The door was adorned with
the symbol of an eagle, the house emblem. Professor Flitwick, the Head of
Ravenclaw, stepped forward and spoke the password, "Wit beyond measure is
man's greatest treasure."

But before the door could open, a voice called out from within, "And what
is that, if not the power of a riddle well-solved?"

Professor Flitwick stepped forward, a twinkle in his eye, and replied, "The
answer to the riddle is "intelligence'."

With a satisfying click, the door opened, revealing the Ravenclaw common
room, a serene space filled with blue and silver. Luna felt a sense of belonging as
she stepped inside, surrounded by her new housemates. It was a place where she

knew she would thrive, where wit and intelligence were valued above all else.



— CHAPTER FOUR —

Classes

The next morning, as Luna laid in her four-poster bed in the Ravenclaw
dormitory, the sound of the Hogwarts bells echoed through the castle, signaling
the start of a new day. She rose from her bed, quickly donning her robes and
making her way down to the Great Hall for breakfast.

As she entered the hall, she couldn't help but notice the palpable excitement
in the air. Students were chatting animatedly, and the house tables were abuzz
with activity. Luna made her way to the Ravenclaw table, where she was greeted
warmly by her new friends from the previous night. They scooted over to make
room for her, and Luna helped herself to a plate of food.

Just as she was about to take a bite, a loud, screeching voice filled the hall.
All eyes turned to the Gryffindor table, where Ron Weasley sat, a letter that
appeared to be a howler, clutched in his hand.

"RONALD WEASLEY! HOW DARE YOU STEAL THAT CAR! I AM
ABSOLUTELY DISGUSTED!YOUR FATHER IS NOW FACING AN INQUIRY
AT WORK AND IT IS ENTIRELY YOUR FAULT! IF YOU PUT ANOTHER
TOE OUT OF LINE WE'LL BRING YOU STRAIGHT HOME! Oh, and Ginny
dear, congratulations on making Gryffindor. Your father and I are so proud."

Luna was uncertain if she had caught the entirety of Ron's howler, but she
could sense the gravity of his situation and felt a twinge of pity for him. The
atmosphere during breakfast was tense and uncomfortable, and Luna couldn't
help but notice Ron's efforts to avoid eye contact with anyone. As she finished
her meal, she couldn't shake the feeling that this was only the start of an
eventful year at Hogwarts.

After breakfast, Luna made her way to her first class, Transfiguration. As she
settled into her seat, she took in her surroundings with a serene curiosity. She
had always held a fascination with magic and its potential to shape the world,

but had never received formal instruction. As the class began and Professor



McGonagall delved into the intricacies of Transfiguration, Luna listened intently,
scribbling notes and asking inquisitive questions.

Next, Luna had her first lesson in History of Magic. Professor Binns was a
ghost who had been teaching at Hogwarts for centuries, and his lectures were as
dry as the ancient tomes he taught from. Despite the monotone drone of his
voice, Luna tried her best to pay attention and take notes, for she knew that
knowledge of the past was essential in understanding the present.

After lunch, it was time for Luna's first Defense Against the Dark Arts class.
To her surprise, she saw that Ginny Weasley was also in the class. Ravenclaw and
Gryffindor shared the class, and Luna was pleased to see a familiar face among
the sea of unfamiliar ones. The new Defense Against the Dark Arts teacher,
Professor Lockhart, walked into the classroom with a flourish, his smile almost
blinding, and his confidence almost palpable.

"Welcome, my dear students," Professor Lockhart began, his voice full of
charm and self-importance. "I am Gilderoy Lockhart, your new Defense Against
the Dark Arts professor, and I must say, I am thrilled to be here at Hogwarts, the
most prestigious wizarding school in the world. I have had many adventures in
my lifetime, and I have defeated many dangerous creatures and Dark wizards. I
have faced werewolves and mountain trolls, and I have even disarmed the most
notorious Dark wizard of our time. My books about my experiences are best-
sellers, I assure you, and I have graced the cover of Witch Weekly, a five-time
winner of the Most Charming Smile award. But enough about me, let's get to
know each other. I'm eager to hear about your experiences."

Luna and Ginny exchanged a knowing glance as they listened to Professor
Lockhart's grandiose introduction of himself. As he announced a test on the
material he had just "covered", Luna couldn't help but feel a sense of unease as
she saw that all the questions were about Lockhart himself and his supposed
accomplishments.

Despite her doubts, Luna tried her best to answer the questions, studying
with Ginny and helping each other with the answers. They handed in their test
papers, unsure of what to expect. As they walked back from the class, Ginny
turned to Luna with a sense of foreboding and said, "I have a feeling this year is
going to be quite eventful." Luna nodded in agreement, her thoughts already
turning to the next day and the mysteries that it might bring,



Returning to the Ravenclaw common room at the end of the day, Luna felt
tired but satisfied with her first day of classes at Hogwarts. Yet, she couldn't
shake the feeling that there was something amiss with their new Defense Against

the Dark Arts professor, and she knew she would have to keep a close eye on

him.



— CHAPTER FIVE —

School Life

As the wecks flew by at Hogwarts, Luna found herself immersing herself in her
studies. She attended her classes diligently and made a few new friends amongst
her fellow Ravenclaws. Of all her classes, Charms proved to be her favourite,
and in her free time, she could often be found in the library, delving deeper into
the subject and secking out new knowledge.

But her interests were not limited to just Charms. Luna discovered a talent
for Magizoology and spent many of her afternoons in the Care of Magical
Creatures class with a group of Hufflepuff students. However, there was one
class that proved to be a challenge for her - History of Magic. Professor Binns, a
ghost, had been teaching at Hogwarts for centuries and Luna found his lectures
dry and unengaging, often struggling to keep her eyes open during his class.

As the days grew shorter and the leaves on the trees began to turn golden
and red, Luna's thoughts turned to Halloween. As a lover of all things strange
and unusual, she relished the opportunity to celebrate the spooky holiday. She
had heard whispers of a grand feast to be held in the Great Hall, and her
imagination ran wild with possibilities of what it might entail. She couldn't wait
to see what surprises Hogwarts had in store for its students on this most
magical of nights.

In October, the air at Hogwarts grew crisp and chill, and Luna found herself
layering on extra robes before venturing out to her classes. One morning, as she
made her way to the Great Hall for breakfast, she spotted Percy Weasley
administering a potion to Ginny, remarking how she looked "pale and unwell."
Luna felt a pang of empathy for her fellow first-year as she watched Ginny's face
flush with the potion's heat. Ginny coughed and her eyes watered, but in mere
moments, her complexion was restored to health and she looked invigorated
and full of life. Smoke still billowed from her ears, giving the impression of her

red hair being alight with flame. Luna recognized the potion as a Pepperup,



typically given to students who had caught a cold. She was surprised to see
Percy administering it to Ginny, as she did not appear to have caught a cold.
Luna couldn't shake the feeling that something was amiss, but shrugged it off,

attributing it to her imagination, and resolved to focus on her studies.



— CHAPTER SIX —

Halloween

As Luna trudged back from her lesson in the Care of Magical Creatures, her
mind was abuzz with the knowledge of the different types of owls and their
habitats. She was ecager to put her newfound understanding to use in the
upcoming classes. As she passed Hagrid's hut, however, her attention was caught
by the sight of Ginny sitting on a bench near the chicken coop, her head bent in
concentration over something in her hands.

"Ginny, what are you doing out here?" Luna asked, approaching her. Ginny
looked up from her diary, a small frown creasing her forehead. "Just writing,"
she replied, quickly tucking the small book into her bag.

"Everything all right?" Luna inquired, sensing that something was amiss.
Ginny shrugged noncommittally. "Just some stuff," she murmured, avoiding
Luna's gaze.

As Ginny and Luna discussed the intricacies of the winged beasts they had
studied in their Care of Magical Creatures classes, Luna couldn't help but notice
a certain air of distraction about her friend. Ginny's gaze seemed faraway and
her answers to Luna's questions were short and vague. Eventually, with a half-
hearted excuse, Ginny bid Luna farewell and made her way back towards the
castle, leaving Luna to ponder over her odd behavior.

Later that night, Luna took her seat at the Ravenclaw table in the Great Hall,
her eyes scanning the room, taking in the spooky decorations that adorned the
walls and ceiling, a fitting tribute to the Halloween feast. As she looked around
the hall, she noticed Fred and George Weasley, who were secated at the
Gryffindor table. However, one familiar face was missing, She turned to Ginny,
who was sitting with her. "Where's Ron?" she asked. Ginny shrugged, a
nonchalant expression on her face. "He's not here," she said, as if it was no big

deal. But Luna couldn't shake the feeling that something was amiss. She didn't



dwell on it too much, knowing that Ginny would eventually open up to her if

something was truly troubling her.



— CHAPTER SEVEN —

Mrs. Norris

As Luna and her fellow Ravenclaws walked towards the entrance of their tower,
they were met with a gruesome sight. Mrs. Norris, Filch's feline companion, lay
still on the ground, her body twisted in a grotesque manner. The message
painted on the wall beside her was even more alarming: "The Chamber of
Secrets has been opened. Enemies of the heir, beware."

Luna felt a shiver run down her spine as she read the ominous words. She
couldn't help but notice a group of Slytherins nearby, huddled together and
whispering amongst themselves. One of them, a blond boy, caught her eye and
sneered, muttering something about "mudbloods" being next. The hatred in his
words was palpable and Luna couldn't shake off the feeling of uncase. This was a
clear indication that something was amiss at Hogwarts and she knew that the
school's darkest secrets were about to be revealed.

Before Luna could fully grasp the gravity of the situation, Dumbledore
arrived on the scene. Approaching the motionless and stiff cat with a grave
expression, he spoke in a voice that carried throughout the corridor. "I assure
you, Mr. Filch, that Mrs. Norris has not been killed," said Dumbledore. "She
has merely been petrified."

The students around them looked on in confusion and fear as the
headmaster's words confirmed that something sinister was afoot in the halls of
Hogwarts. Luna couldn't help but wonder who or what could have committed
such a heinous act, and the message scrawled on the wall seemed like a warning,

a warning to all who opposed the mysterious "heir."



— CHAPTER EIGHT —

Chamber qf Secrets

In the midst of Binns' monotonous lecture on goblin rebellions of the
seventeenth century the next day, Luna's hand shot up, her curiosity piqued by
the recent events that had occurred. "Professor Binns, may I ask about the
Chamber of Secrets?" she queried, her voice ringing clear through the
classroom.

The ghost of a professor let out a sigh, his translucent eyes rolling in
annoyance. "Not this again," he muttered. "I have already covered this topic
with the second years. If you have any further questions, I suggest you direct
them elsewhere." And with that, he returned to his lecture as if nothing of
significance had been brought up.

Luna exchanged a perplexed glance with her classmates, wondering why
Binns was so dismissive of the topic. She couldn't shake the feeling that there
was more to the Chamber of Secrets than just a tall tale, but she knew better

than to push the matter with the unresponsive professor.



— CHAPTER NINE —

Quidditch Match Mayhem

While Luna and Ginny took their seats in the stands of the Quidditch pitch, the
young Ravenclaw couldn't help but feel out of place. Though she had never been
particularly interested in the sport, Ginny was a devoted fan of the Gryffindor
team, and in particular, their Secker, Harry Potter.

The match was intense, with the rain pouring down and a bludger that
seemed to have a vendetta against Harry, targeting him relentlessly throughout
the game. But Harry refused to back down and continued to hunt for the
Golden Snitch, his determination detectable even from the stands.

Just as Harry was closing in on the Snitch, the bludger made one final dive
and hit Harry in the arm with a loud crack. The crowd gasped as Harry fell to
the ground, unconscious. Professor Lockhart rushed onto the field, eager to
show off his supposed skills. But instead of healing Harry's arm, his spell only
caused all the bones in Harry's arm to disappear, leaving the spectators
horrified.

As Ginny and Luna looked on in shock, Harry was lifted from the Quidditch
field and conveyed swiftly to the Hogwarts infirmary. Ginny's heart was heavy
with concern for her housemate, but Luna could not shake the sense of unease
that had settled upon her. She knew that Professor Lockhart's actions were not
simply a mistake, but a reckless and dangerous display of incompetence. The
thought of what other hazards may be lurking within the halls of Hogwarts,

waiting for a moment of carelessness to strike, weighed heavily on her mind.



— CHAPTER TEN —

The FirstVictim

As Luna and Ginny sat in the Great Hall, discussing the events of the previous
day, a commotion broke out. Colin Creevey, a first-year Gryffindor, had been
found petrified. Panic and fear spread throughout the school, as all sorts of
rumors began to circulate.

Dumbledore addressed the school, assuring them that measures were being
taken by the Hogwarts board members to ensure their safety and that the school
would not be closing for now. However, he also announced a new club that
would be starting up, run by none other than Professor Gilderoy Lockhart. The
Dueling Club was to teach students defensive spells and give them a chance to
put their skills to the test.

Ginny was excited about the club, but Luna couldn't shake off the fecling of
uncase that had settled in her stomach. With a petrified student and an unknown
reason, it seemed that Hogwarts was far from the safe haven it once was. As she
sat in her classes, she couldn't help but glance over her shoulder, wondering
when the next attack would come. The bludger and now the petrification of

Colin, the atmosphere in the school was tense and filled with fear.



— CHAPTER ELEVEN —

The Dueling Club

"

"Welcome, my dear students, to the first meeting of the Dueling Club
Professor Lockhart declared, his charismatic grin spreading across his face. The
students, including Luna, sat in their seats, eager to see what the lesson would
entail.

"Now, before we begin, I think a little demonstration is in order," Lockhart
continued, his eyes scanning the room. "Professor Snape, would you be so kind
as to join me?" He gestured to the Potions master who was standing at the back
of the room.

A sneer crossed over Snape's face as he made his way to the front of the
class, his wand at the ready. "I hardly think a duel with you would be much of a
demonstration," he said, his voice laced with disdain.

Lockhart chuckled, "Oh come now, Professor Snape, there's no need for
such hostility. I'm simply looking to liven up this class a bit," he said, winking at
the students.

Professor Snape's lip curls in disdain as he raises his wand, "Expelliarmus,"
he utters in a cold tone, pointing it at Lockhart.

The spell hits its mark, Lockhart is thrown back with a force and his wand
flies out of his hand and into the hands of a startled Lavender Brown. The
students watch in shock, some of them gasping at the turn of events. Lockhart
hesitantly gets back to his feet, a sheepish grin on his face. "Well done,
Professor Snape, well done. You caught me off guard," he says, retrieving his
wand. “Of course, it was blatantly obvious what you were planning, but I believe
this was a good demonstration for the students.”

"Now then, let's have some volunteers for a friendly duel exercise,"
Lockhart continues, looking around the room. "How about you, Mr. Weasley?

And you, Mr. Potter?"



Snape interjected with a sly smirk upon his face, "I hardly think Mr.
Weasley's wand is suitable for this kind of activity. We don't want the students
accidentally killing one another. Perhaps Mr. Malfoy would be a more suitable
opponent for Mr. Potter."

”Yes. Yes. Potter, Malfoy, your turn,” said Lockhart.

Malfoy sneered as he stepped forward, wand at the ready. "Serpensortia,"
he commanded, and a large, menacing serpent appeared on the floor before
him.

The students recoiled in shock and alarm, but before Snape could act,
Lockhart, with a flourish of his wand, aimed it at the beast and shouted an
incomprehensible incantation. The snake became agitated, and lunged towards
Justin Finch-Fletchley, who yelped in terror.

Harry muttered something under his breath with lightning speed and the
snake halted its attack. Professor Snape, with a swift and precise movement,
banished the serpent with a flick of his wand.

Lockhart, for a moment, looked at the scene with a flicker of surprise in his
eyes, before quickly composing himself with a grin. "Well, that was certainly
exciting, wasn't it? Next time, let's make sure to keep the creatures a bit
more. .. manageable," he said, chuckling nervously, but Luna couldn't shake the
feeling of unease that had settled in the pit of her stomach. Something about the
incident felt off, and she couldn't help but wonder what Harry had whispered to
the snake to make it stop its attack. Parseltongue, the ability to speak to snakes,
is a rare and often associated with dark magic. Was Harry truly capable of such a
thing? She couldn't shake off the feeling of uncertainty, and it lingered long after
the class had ended.



— CHAPTER TWELVE —

MoreVictims

It was a dark and stormy night, and Luna had just finished her History of Magic
homework when she heard the commotion. She made her way to the common
room, where she saw a group of students huddled together, whispering and
looking worried.

As Luna sat in the common room, she listened to her fellow students discuss
the recent petrification of Justin FinchFletchley and Nearly Headless Nick. The
atmosphere was tense and filled with fear, and the name of Harry Potter kept
popping up in the conversation.

"I heard from Peeves that he's the heir of Slytherin," one student whispered.
"That's why he was able to control that snake during the Dueling Club."

"That's ridiculous," another student replied. "Harry's not like that. He's a
Gryffindor, not a Slytherin."

Luna listened to the conversation, but didn't contribute. She didn't know
Harry well enough to have an opinion one way or another, but she couldn't
imagine him being capable of such a heinous act. The petrification of Justin, a
fellow Ravenclaw, hit too close to home. She knew that something was wrong,
but she didn't know what.

As the whispers and rumors swirled around the Ravenclaw common room,
Luna couldn't help but feel a sense of unease. Her thoughts turned to Ginny,
who she knew held a fondness for Harry Potter. She couldn't help but wonder if
Ginny knew something she didn't.

Determined to understand the truth, Luna sought out Ginny the next day,
finding her sitting alone in the Great Hall, staring at her plate of food. "Hey,"
Luna said, sitting down across from her. "You okay?You seem a bit out of it."

Ginny looked up, her eyes filled with worry. "It's Harry," she said.
"Everyone thinks he's the heir of Slytherin. They all think he’s running around
getting people petrified."



Luna's heart sank. She didn't want to believe that Harry was capable of such
a thing, but she couldn't deny the evidence that seemed to be pointing in his
direction. "Do you think he's guilty?" she asked softly.

Ginny shook her head. "I think he’s not. He ... he just can’t be. I know he’s

not,"

she said firmly, her eyes filled with conviction. As Luna looked at her
friend's determined expression. She wanted to believe her, but couldn't help but

wonder if there was more to the story than anyone knew.



— CHAPTER THIRTEEN —

Valentine’s Day

It was a chilly February morning, and the Great Hall was adorned with red and
pink decorations, signaling Valentine's Day. As the students of Hogwarts sat
down for breakfast, they were greeted with an unusual sight. Gilderoy Lockhart
stood at the front of the room, a wide grin on his face.

"Good morning, my dear students!" Lockhart exclaimed, his arms spread
wide. "Happy Valentine’s Day! I know that many of you have already sent me
your cards, but for those who haven't, I have a special surprise for you. My
friendly, card-carrying cupids will be roving around the school today, delivering
your valentines to your chosen recipients. And the fun doesn’t stop there! I'm
sure my colleagues will want to join in on the spirit of the occasion! Why not
ask Professor Snape to show you how to whip up a Love Potion? And while
youre at it, Professor Flitwick knows more about Entrancing Enchantments
than any wizard I've ever met, the sly old dog!"

The students received the announcement with various levels of enthusiasm
while the professors exchanged skeptical glances. Ginny, who was sitting next to
Luna, started scribbling a card immediately, and Luna couldn't help but ask,
"Who’s it for?" "Harry," Ginny replied, a small smile playing on her lips. "Are
you sure that’s a good idea? With everything?" Luna asked, a hint of concern in
her voice. "It’s just a poem, relax,” Ginny said, trying to brush it off.

Ginny cagerly dropped her valentine into the designated box for the card-
carrying cupids to collect, her heart fluttering with anticipation. She couldn't
wait for Harry to receive her heartfelt poem and hoped it would bring a smile
to his face amidst the recent troubles at Hogwarts.

Later, as the card-carrying cupid sang out Ginny's poem, Luna could see the
expression on her friend's face change from one of excitement to one of horror.

The cupid had kicked Harry's backpack, causing its contents to spill out onto



the floor. Among the books and papers, Luna spotted a familiar object - Ginny's
old diary.

Ginny's face turned bright red as she realized that Harry now had possession
of her personal diary. She stammered an excuse and quickly took off, leaving
Luna standing alone in the corridor, confused and concerned for her friend.

Luna followed Ginny down the corridor, she could see that her friend was
visibly upset. "Ginny, what's wrong?" Luna asked, placing a hand on her
shoulder. "Is it Harry? Did something happen with your valentine?"

Ginny shook her head, her eyes downcast. "It's nothing," she mumbled.
"Just a mix-up with my valentine, that's all."

But Luna knew her friend well enough to know that there was something
more going on. She didn't press the issue, however, allowing Ginny the space to

process whatever was troubling her.



— CHAPTER FOURTEEN —

The Exams Period

The months passed by with a sense of uncase hanging over the school. The
petrification of Justin Finch-Fletchley and Nearly Headless Nick had been a
shock to everyone, but it was nothing compared to the horror that gripped the
school when Hermione Granger and Peneclope Clearwater were both found
petrified in a corridor near the library. The students were on edge, and the final
exams loomed like a dark cloud over the school. Luna spent her days reading
and studying, trying to push the fear and uncertainty out of her mind. She
couldn't help but wonder who was behind the petrification and if anyone was
safe. With each passing day, the sense of dread grew stronger, and the questions
remained unanswered.

When Professor McGonagall's voice echoed throughout the castle, "All
students are to report to their common rooms at once, all teachers are to report
to the teacher's lounge immediately." Luna knew something was amiss, and her
gut told her that Ginny was at the center of it. Without hesitation, Luna made
her way towards the teacher's lounge, determined to find out what was
happening.

Luna pressed her car against the door of the teacher's lounge, her heart
pounding in her chest. She could hear the muffled voices of the professors
inside, discussing something in hushed tones. Suddenly, a phrase caught her ear:
"Ginny Weasley... taken to the Chamber of Secrets... her skeleton will lie
forever." Luna's blood ran cold. She couldn't believe what she was hearing. Was
Ginny really gone? Had she truly been taken to the Chamber of Secrets? Luna
felt her eyes fill with tears as she stumbled away from the door, her mind reeling
with fear and grief.

Luna's heart felt heavy as she made her way back to the Ravenclaw common

room, her mind racing with the news she had just overheard. She could hardly



believe that Ginny, her dear friend, had been taken. Tears streamed down her
face as she imagined the worst, her heart aching with grief.

As she entered the common room, her fellow Ravenclaws looked up in
surprise at the sight of her, tears streaming down her face. Luna couldn't bring
herself to speak, her throat tight with emotion. It was then that Professor
Flitwick entered the room. "Luna, my dear," he said, concern etched on his
face. "What is the matter? What has upset you so?"

Luna struggled to find her voice. "Ginny," she managed to choke out. "I... I
overheard the teachers talking, They said she's been taken and that... that..."

Professor Flitwick's expression softened as he placed a comforting hand on
Luna's shoulder. "My dear, you mustn't believe everything you hear," he said
gently. "Ginny is alive and well. Madam Pomlfrey is taking care of her in the
hospital wing."

Luna's tears slowed as she processed the information. Relief flooded through
and she looked up at Professor Flitwick with a watery smile. "Thank you," she

said, her voice still thick with emotion. "Thank you."



