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“Remus?  Remus, wake up!”  Remus heard the worried voice of his mother, then a different, calm voice that he didn’t recognize.
“Don’t worry, Mr. and Mrs. Lupin,” the voice said soothingly.  “He’s a strong, resilient boy.  But that werewolf took a big chunk out of him, and he needs to rest for a while.  Perhaps it would be best if you left the room…”
Remus struggled to remember how to speak.  He didn’t want his parents to leave.  His head felt like it weighed a ton, though, and everything ached.  Surely it wouldn’t hurt to rest for a few more moments…
Remus awoke to the feeling of a cool hand stroking his forehead.  His mother’s soft voice whispered, “Remus?  Are you awake?”
Remus blinked groggily.  “Where am I?  What happened?”
“You’re in St.  Mungo’s, sweetie,” His mum said.
“Don’t call me sweetie.  Why am I in St. Mungo’s?”
“You were attacked by a werewolf, sw-dear.  His name is FenrirGreyback.”
Remus gulped.  “A…a werewolf?  Was it a full moon?  Am I…?
“Yes,” she said.  Remus’s dad appeared at her shoulder.
“The next full moon is in a little under a month,” he said, his forehead creased with worry.
“What am I supposed to do?” Remus asked, “Will I completely lose control of myself?”
His mum’s eyes filled with tears.  “We…” her voice broke.  “We’ll have to prepare a room for you.”
Remus narrowed his eyes.  “Will you lock me in, so I can’t hurt you?”
His dad put a hand Remus’s shoulder.  “We don’t have to talk about this right now, son.”
“Yes, we do!” Remus shouted, “It’s kind of important!”  At the sound of his raised voice, a healer came hurrying into the room.
“Remus,” she said, with a worried glance at another sleeping patient, “I know this news must be distressing for you, but there are other patients trying to recover too!  Please calm yourself, for the sake of your roommates.”
Lupin gritted his teeth.  HE was already becoming a wild animal, even before full moon.  Then an awful thought struck him. “How am I supposed to go to Hogwarts?”
His parents didn’t reply.  They just looked at each other sadly.
“Will I be an outcast the rest of my life?”  This time Remus didn’t shout.  His voice was quiet and full of despair.
“We’ll send an owl to Headmaster Dumbledore,” his mother said, wringing her hands hopelessly.  “Albus Dumbledore is a good man, but it hardly seems fair to ask him…”
“But you will ask, right?” Remus had been looking forward to going to Hogwarts for as long as he could remember.  He couldn’t wait to meet other wizarding kids his age.  Being an only child was very lonely for Remus.
“We’ll send him an owl,” Mr. Lupin said.
Remus left St. Mungo’s the next day with instructions about exactly what to do when the full moon rolled around.  Remus was completely lethargic when he got home.  All he could think about was Dumbledore’s response to the letter, and when it would come.
Remus was eating lunch when his father’s grey owl fluttered down onto the table.  Remus was slowly eating his bloody steak.  He just couldn’t bring himself to eat anything cooked anymore, but his hunger cravings disgusted him.  When the owl touched down, he eagerly pushed aside the meat and grabbed the letter strapped to the owl’s leg.  He read it out loud:
Dear Mr. and Mrs. Lupin,
I would be delighted to have Remus attend Hogwarts, despite recent developments.  I have set up a safe haven in Hogsmeade for him to go to every full moon.  I would prefer if we didn’t tell anyone about what Remus is, however, for I believe some parents may be a bit alarmed.
	Best Wishes,
Albus Dumbledore

	Remus leapt up from the table.  “Mum!  I can go!  I can go to Hogwarts!”
	Remus’s mother came hurrying into the kitchen.  “That’s wonderful!  Can I read the letter?”  Remus handed it to her.  “Hmm, I wonder where he plans on putting you in Hogsmeade,” she mused.
	“I don’t care!  I’m just glad I can go.  Summer’s nearly halfway over and I’m finally old enough to go!”
	“Yes, and I’m sure your father will be happy to hear about this.  And, Remus, dear?”
	“What?”  Her voice was sounded so serious, Remus stopped dancing around the table.
	“You need to be very careful that no one discovers what you are.  They would be very frightened, and you might not be able to go to school at Hogwarts anymore.”
	“Of course, Mum.  I’ll be careful.”

*	*	*
	
“Remus, man, I can hardly wait for full moon!  We should totally go into the Forbidden Forest-“
	Remus whirled around and shoved a hand over James’s mouth.  “Shut up!  There are people all around us!”
	“Ah, don’t be such a worrywart, Moony,” James said, shoving Remus’s hand off his mouth.“They’re all too worried about O.W.L’s to pay attention to me.”
	“You should be worried about O.W.L’s too, James!  They’re sort of a big deal!”
	James ignored him, catching sight of Peter Pettigrew.  “Hey, Wormtail!” He called, walking away from Remus, “I was just in astronomy.  Guess what Friday is!”
	“James!” Remus moaned.  Sirius came up behind Remus.
	“Is James shooting off his mouth again?” he asked, chuckling.
	“It’s not funny!”
	“Whatever you say, Moony.  By the way, is full moon Friday night?”
	“Shut up about it, will you?”
	Sirius only grinned, and followed Remus up to Gryffindor tower.  “I need to get some work done,” Remus said, setting down his bag next to one of the squashy armchairs.  “I’ll be missing classes on Friday, and I don’t want to get behind.”
	Sirius shrugged.  “Whatever floats your boat.  Hey, Prongs!” he shouted, catching sight of James entering the common room. “Exploding snap?”
	“You’re on,” James said, carelessly tossing his books to one side, and pulling a deck of the dangerously unbalanced cards out of his back pocket.
	“You really should be studying, you know,” Remus said, “The O.W.L’s will be coming up sooner than you think.”
	“Don’t worry, Moony,” Sirius said, tapping his head.  “It’s all up here.”
	“Besides, you’re the prefect.  Us ordinary kids don’t study.  We’re too stupid anyways,” James laughed, jerking his hand back as the cards exploded.
	“Ha, I win!” Sirius gloated.  Remus rolled his eyes and returned to his books.  Peter Pettigrew sat down beside Remus.
	“Remus,” he said worriedly in his high, squeaky voice.  “Will you help me with the transfiguration homework?  I just don’t understand the swish and flick thing McGonagall was talking about…”
	“Sure, Peter,” Remus said, leaning over and pointing to something in Peter’s textbook.  “See, here is where the book mentions it and the swish and flick is supposed to make the transfiguration cleaner-“
	“Hey, Wormtail,” James interrupted, “Are you ready for Friday?”
	“Yeah!” Wormtail replied excitedly, “Look what I got!”  He pulled a tiny sweater from inside his school bag.  
	Sirius was disgusted.  “You got a sweater?”
	Peter was defensive.  “It’s going to be cold Friday night!  It is November, after all.  The nights get cold!”
	“Wormtail, rats don’t need sweaters.  Rats don’t wear sweaters.  Anyways, how are you going to put it on once you change into a rat anyways?”
	“Oh,” Peter’s plump face fell.  “I hadn’t really thought about that.”  Remus left them to their bickering and returned to his studying.  
	That Friday, Madam Pomfrey smuggled Remus out of the castle.  She led him over to the Whomping Willow, a violent tree with wild branches flailing all over the place.  She picked up a stick and prodded a knot at the base of the trunk.  All of the branches froze mid-flail.  “Go on, then,” she said, giving Remus a shove.  There was a small opening amid the roots.  This was the secret entrance to Remus’s Hogsmeade haven.
	Remus crawled through the small opening into a cramped tunnel.  He had made this journey many times before.  The tunnel led to a large house in Hogsmeade with boarded up windows and doors.  The village people thought it was haunted, because they could hear Remus howling in it every full moon.  This evening, however, Remus didn’t plan on staying in the “Shrieking Shack” as it was called.  James, Sirius, and Peter soon joined Remus in his house, and they settled down to wait for when the moon rose overhead and Remus assumed his wolf form.
	All three of Remus’s friends were unregistered Animagi.  An Animagus was a witch or wizard who could transfer into a certain animal at will.  All Animagi were supposed to be registered in the Ministry of Magic, along with what animal they turned into and what their markings were.  Remus’s friends changed into animals because it was much safer for animals around werewolves than it was for humans.  Remus and his friends liked to go on little adventures during full moon, when Remus was free from classes.
	As the moon rose higher and higher and Remus began to twitch uncomfortably, his friends assumed their animal forms.  James turned into a stag with magnificent antlers.  Sirius turned into a large, shaggy black dog with fur the exact same color as his hair.  Peter changed into a little rat with a wormy tail.  He did not, after all, have his sweater on.  Peter was the one who had to worm through the wild and violent branches of the Whomping Willow to press the knot that freezes the tree. 
	Remus headed out of the tunnel, a brown wolf, followed by the stag, which had to bend its head to fit through, the shaggy dog, and the rat, which grabbed hold of the dog’s tail and was dragged along.  Once back on Hogwarts grounds, the stag took the lead, racing along towards the forest.  The wolf stopped.  It sniffed the air.  There was a human out and about, this late, on the grounds.
	This was the reason Dumbledore had to isolate Remus during full moon.  He almost completely lost control of himself.  If he scented a human, he became overcome with the urge to hunt that human down, and bite it, thereby condemning that human to a fate similar his.
	Remus charged toward the smell of human.  The shaggy dog moved to block him.  The wolf snarled at the dog.  The wolf charged around the dog.  The stag leapt in front of the wolf.  None of the other animals wanted Remus to bite this human.  In the end, it was the whiny little rat that saved them all.  The rat leapt from the dog’s tail to the wolf’s back.  It dug its claws in and crawled up the wolf’s back until it was sitting on the wolf’s head.  It sunk its teeth into the wolf’s ears until it howled.  This gave the dog and the stag the chance to rush in and drag the wolf back into the tunnel.  Once the scent of the human faded, Remus gained a little more control over himself.  He tucked his tail between his legs and slunk back through the tunnel.  Remus curled up, and waited for the moon to go down.  His friends slunk back to the castle.

*	*	*

	“We are not going out next full moon,” Remus hissed.
	“But, Moony-“
	“But, nothing.  That was way too close a call for my liking.  What if I had bitten that human?  What then?  That human would be tainted, just like me.  And, Dumbledore would discover that I betrayed his trust.”
	“Come on, Moony,” James coaxed, “It wasn’t that close.  Me and Padfoot were right there.  We’d never let you do anything you’d regret.”
	“No,” Remus said firmly, “Never again.”
	The next full moon, Moony, Wormtail, Padfoot, and Prongs ran into the Forbidden Forest.
