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As for the decorations, do as you will. I will avoid the 
parlor if they are too gaudy and obnoxious. Do not expect 
me to be festive or celebrate the season with you.
S. Snape
[Letter left on the mantle. November 14]
Severus -

Believe me, I am not behaving toward you as I 
did toward Sirius and James, nor am I looking 
to make you part of my (non-existent) pack; 
with you, perhaps I am looking more for for-
giveness than acceptance.  I may have let them 
down in small ways during my life, but I never 
failed them as I failed you.  Not that I'm not 
saying I wouldn't like being friends with you, 
or, if that is too much to aspire to, at least be-
ing non-hostile acquaintances.  But I am fully 
aware that I've done things which have caused 
you to suffer, and I wish I could make that up to 
you, even though I know it's impossible.
Lest you think I am motivated solely by a sense 
of guilt, let me assure you that isn't the case.  
You are a fascinating man, Severus.  I would be 
both more blind and far more stupid than even 
you credit me with being if I didn't realize that, 
and I wish to get to know you better.
Thank you for your indulgence on the decora-
tions.  They will be neither gaudy nor obnox-
ious.  I suppose I just want to mark the season as 
being special, with the war having ended and 
blessed freedom finally at hand.

Yours,
Remus

[Excerpt from Severus' personal journal. Evening, Novem-
ber 15]

One would think after all this time, I would no longer care 
whether anyone apologized, admitted they were wrong, or 
acknowledged the burdens that have been placed on me since 
my youth. To hear someone - anyone - say "Yes, I know, 
and I understand" scarcely seems possible, and yet, that is 
what Lupin has said.
It is ironic that I was alleged to have sought attention 
and recognition. I am not certain who began the rumor that 
I craved the Order of Merlin, although I would not be 
surprised if Albus was behind it to explain what happened 
at the end of Lupin's term at Hogwarts. It was not a 
bit of shiny metal I wanted. It was justice, old and new. 

It was acknowledgment that I was right. It was not to 
feel as if I had failed in my duty to protect the denizens 
of Hogwarts because Harry damned Potter was above 
following the rules.
What I wanted was to atone for my past mistakes and to 
make the world a right and orderly place. What I wanted 
was for someone to say "You did a good job. Thank you." 
I kept trying, doing everything he asked no matter what the 
cost, and it was never enough. Others received his attention 
and praise for far less effort.
I do not know whom I mean by "he": my grandfather, the 
Dark Lord, or Albus. It is true of them all.

Letter left on the mantle. Middle of the night, November 
16]

You have the dubious distinction of being the only person who 
ever came close to acknowledging fault where I am concerned; 
everyone else is content to cast me as the villain. Even 
Albus never acknowledged the weight of the burdens he 
placed on me, although I have no doubt he was aware of them. 
Perhaps he assumed I was strong enough not to require 
such acknowledgment. Then again, people have always had a 
way of making assumptions about me.
I would find guilt easier to understand than fascination. 
Again, you have the distinction of being the only one to 
think such of me.
As for the decorations and the season, I find no cause 
for celebration nor anything special about it, and I have no 
interest in seeing garland and fairy lights strewn every-
where. The war may be over, but freedom is relative.

S. Snape

[Note left on the kitchen table. Morning, November 17]

Severus -

I will try not to make assumptions in the future, 
as hard as that can be. But I do acknowledge, 
freely, both my fault and my fascination. 

I promise to keep the decorations to a mini-
mum.  And yes, I do understand about freedom 
not being all that it might seem.  As a Mug-
gle song from our youth said, sometimes all it 
means is that you have nothing left to lose.
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Just to let you know, I will be away tomorrow, 
possibly overnight.  I have to go to St. Mungo's 
to have some tests done.  No doubt you will en-
joy the peace and quiet.

Yours,

Remus

[Note stuck to Remus' bedroom door. November 19]

[Note left on the kitchen table. Late afternoon, November 
19]

Severus -

Nothing to be concerned about, really.  I'm a 
werewolf approaching forty, and as you know, 
there are various physiological conditions 
which can begin to affect werewolves of that 
age, especially ones who have been infected as 
long as I have.  I also spent a year living feral, 
then several months incarcerated; I've found 
the transformations increasingly painful over 
the past year, and I just wanted to make certain 
I wasn't developing arthritis or any other de-
generative condition.

I hope you are managing to get some sleep.  If 
the cocoa helps, please take all you need.

Yours,

Remus

What sort of tests, and why were they necessary?

[Note left on the mantle. November 20]

Don't be stupid. Cocoa is not a useful remedy against 
insomnia or nightmares.
In what ways has the transformation become more painful? Have you developed symptoms of arthritis? Symptoms of 
other conditions? Are the Healers concerned, or was 
this a routine examination?

[Note scribbled in the margin of an MS entitled An Order 
for War - Albus Dumbledore and the Wizarding Wars]

[Letter left on the kitchen table. Morning, November 21]

Severus -

According to my Mum, there is nothing choc-
olate can't cure.  I shall be very wounded to find 
out she was wrong!

I've been having far more joint pain and stiff-
ness following my transformations, yes.  The 
Healers say that I probably will develop arthritis 
at some point, but for the moment, just mak-
ing certain that I take it easy on the day af-
ter the moon, specifically by staying warm and 
moving as little as possible for twelve to twenty-
four hours, will suffice.  Other than that, they 
think I'm fine, or as fine as someone who has 
been a werewolf for thirty-five years can expect 
to be.  I've been put on some dietary supplements, 
as well. Apparently my time in Greyback's pack 

Lorem ipsum dolor 
sit amet, consectetuer 
adipiscing elit. Mae-
cenas in purus. Aenean 
rhoncus purus eu erat. 
Donec et justo. Integer 
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and my dislike of the feral diet has led to some 
malnutrition.  And here I thought I was only 
missing my morning tea.

Yours,

Remus

[Note left on the mantle. Afternoon, November 21]

Your mother was wrong.
What sort of dietary supplements have you been given? 
Doubtless anything you received from St. Mungo's 
is swill. I suppose it would be best for all concerned if I 
began brewing the Wolfsbane Potion for you again. I 
will no longer have to worry about you breaking free of the 
room and ripping my throat out, and you may gain some relief 
post-transformation. If not, I have a salve meant to work 
on arthritic joints. It provides heat, and I have tweaked 
it so that it penetrates deeper than the weak, watered-down 
rubbish from the apothecary.

[Letter left on the mantle, which has been decorated with 
a tasteful evergreen garland tied with blue and silver 
bows. Evening, November 21]

Severus -

Well, my heart is broken, if you must know.  If 
one can't rely on the wisdom of one's Mum, 
what is there left to believe in?

Other than you, of course.  Thank you, your 
offer of the Wolfsbane is not only appreciated, 
but I wish to do something to pay you back for 
the trouble as well.  I am also very grateful for 
the offer of the salve; on the morning after, 
I sometimes think the creaking of my joints 
could wake the dead.  At the least, I have got-
ten some annoyed looks from a few of the por-
traits.

My dietary supplements are mostly herbals; the 
bottles are in the cupboard in the kitchen, if 
you'd like to take a look.  I would appreciate your 
advice, as well, if there is anything you believe 
they have overlooked.  I know that your exper-
tise in potions is far superior to most Healers.

Thanks again. I am def initely in your debt.

Yours,

Remus

[Note left on the kitchen table along with a half-empty 
cobalt blue jar with a hand-made label reading "joint 
salve" in Severus' distinctive script. November 22]

Here is the salve. It should help with any joint pain after 
the transformation as well as if you have twinges during 
certain types of weather. I will provide more when you run 
out.
There is no need to take so many supplement pills. I can 
brew a tonic that will provide what you need in one daily dose, 
and it will be more efficacious than what the Healers have 
provided.
I do not need or want recompense, but if you wish to pay me 
back, taking that "rocking around the tree" song out of your 
seasonal music rotation would be a start.

S. Snape

[Letter left on the kitchen table. Morning, November 23]

Severus -

Thank you for the joint salve; it worked  
fabulously.  I used some last night before bed on 
my shoulders and knees, and I woke completely 
pain-free for the f irst time in months.  If you 
were ever interested in marketing and selling 
your salve, you'd be very rich indeed!

Again, I am in your debt, and I would be very 
grateful for the tonic.  I f ind swallowing all 
those pills very tedious, but drinking a single 
glass of something would be much easier.  I've no 
doubt that anything you make would be much 
better than what I was given at St. Mungo's.

"Rocking Around the Christmas Tree" has been 
removed from my collection, as well as all other 
songs by that artist and other songs which 
resemble it from a musical standpoint.  So you 
see how grateful I am for everything you have 
done.  If there is anything else, please do let me 
know.

Yours,

Remus
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[Note left on the kitchen table. November 25]

I already am very rich indeed, especially since I have no 
intention of moving out and leaving you with the entire estate, 
thus I have no need or desire to sell my salve. I have had 
my fill of dealing with people for one lifetime, and becoming 
a tradesman would be as bad as, if not worse than being a 
teacher.
Your tonic will be ready in a few days. I have been preparing 
the recipe; now I must order a few ingredients which I do 
not already have in stock.
As I said, I do not need or want recompense; that you 
removed the obnoxious "song" is enough. The research and 
preparation of the tonic has given me something productive to 
do ["in the middle of the night" has been scratched out].

S. Snape

[Letter propped on the mantle. November 26]

Severus -

True, you are very rich indeed; I tend to have 
a hard time remembering that we both are.   
Having lived on so little for so long, having 
what I want when I want it is something that 
I've still not grown used to.  I doubt I ever shall!

With respect to the salve, I did notice that the 
jar was half full. Have you been having any diff 
iculties of your own?  If you will excuse my in-
quisitiveness (and no, I know you won't, but I will 
ask regardless), perhaps if you are having pain, 
it might be contributing to your nightmares?  
I cannot help but notice that you are often up 
late at night.  If you ever feel like company, do 
come knock on my door.  I'm often up very late 
myself.

Thank you again for the tonic.  I'll f ind a way 
to repay you somehow! 

Yours,

Remus

[Note left on the kitchen table. November 29. Once again, 
the parchment is wrinkled as if it had been wadded up, 
and there are numerous scratch-outs.]

The nightmares have nothing to do with why I require the 
salve.  In my time as a double agent, I was tortured when 
I failed the Dark Lord experienced the Cruciatus 
more than once was occasionally punished took a certain amount 
of curse damage that has had lingering effects. I am not 
up late because of the curse damage, however. I sleep little 
because I wish to avoid waking up screaming my throat raw 
the nightmares and because I cannot stop thinking about the 
past long enough to let myself sleep have insomnia. I see no 
reason to inflict my sleeplessness on someone else, thus I 
will remain in my own quarters.

And I repeat: I do not want repayment. I do not want 
an overeager werewolf with delusions of honor following me 
around, attempting to repay a non-existent debt.

S. Snape

[Letter left on the kitchen table. Early morning, November 
30]

Severus -

Curse damage?  I've heard that repeated expo-
sure to things like Cruciatus can cause long-
term diff iculties.  I'm sorry that you've been the 
victim of such.  I suppose in a way, it's not unlike 
my own lingering pain from my curse.  As to 
the insomnia, that's very diff icult, I'm sure. I've 
rarely had to deal with it myself and def initely 
nothing long term, but I would assume the ac-
cumulated effects combined with your pain is a 
combination that is incredibly unpleasant. 

Very well, I will not continue to irritate you about 
the matter of repayment.  But I am grateful, 
and as you have helped to ease my difficulty and 
pain, I would not find it any burden at all to 
offer company if you ever require it on those 
nights when darkness - any Darkness - might 
be drawing in too closely.

Yours,

Remus
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[Excerpt from MS entitled An Order for War - Albus 
Dumbledore, Severus Snape, and the Wizarding Wars, 
by R. J. Lupin]

There are brutalities to war, prices which 
are paid that can't be felt or seen by any-
one except those who pay them.  There 
are scars no eye can detect, suffering 
which continues long after the battles are 
over and the medals are handed out, after 
the losers are dead and buried, and the 
winners go home to their rewards.  The 
blood spilt on the battlefield isn't the only 
suffering, nor, perhaps, even the largest 
part of it.  Indeed, even those who seem 
stoic and unaffected bear their marks and 
will bear them always in silence, their 
pain unknown to others.  A loss of sleep, 
the presence of pain... it's the price of war 
that some people, heroes never remarked 
on or rewarded, will carry for the rest of 
their lives.  And while the visible cham-
pions will be lauded, their pain given 
surcease, no one will know the suffering 
that marks men like Severus Snape.

[Note left on the kitchen table accompanied by a goblet. 
Morning, December 2.]

Here is your last dose for the month.

Yes, the combined effects are unpleasant. The damage is not 
merely from the Cruciatus. There are people on both sides 
of the war who are creative, shall we say, with their spell 
work, and I was a double target. As for the darkness, 
I have lived and dealt with it by myself for twenty-five 
years. I do not require anyone else's assistance.

S. Snape

[Note left on the mantle. Late evening, December 3]

Severus -

The Wolfsbane did its normal eff icient job 
keeping the wolf at bay, and it was most pleas-
ant to transform right in my own bed rather 
than having to worry about dragging myself 
upstairs or sleeping on a cold stone f loor.  Be-
tween the warmth and comfort and your excel-
lent salve, I feel better today than I have after 
any transformation in years. 

You def initely got the worst of both worlds 
from the war, which is horribly unfair.  Yes, I 
know that life is rarely fair, but it still seems to 
me that you deserve to be recognized for what 
you sacrif iced and still continue to sacrifice.  
Unfortunately, I also know that as much as the 
populace needs heroes, they also need scape-
goats.  I think the price we both had to pay 
afterwards shows that being Dark in any way 
is a guarantee that heroism isn't something to 
which we can aspire.

I've been accused of being overly optimistic  
before and of seeing too much of the good 
in people.  Those who have said such probably 
know me least well, since they never see just how 
hard it is to keep from giving in to the hope-
lessness that I have very often felt.  Perhaps 
you're right, Severus; everyone can share the 
light, but we all walk in our Darkness alone.

Yours,

Remus

[Note left on the kitchen table. December 4]

Many people feel I have not received what I deserve, but 
they are not thinking about recognition for my sacrifices. 
Believe me, I do not expect recognition, much less for my 
actions to be regarded as heroism. I have too ["much blood 
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on my hands" is scratched out] many burdens to qualify. 
Best to leave that to Potter and his ilk.
You are overly optimistic. I have no use for optimism or hope. 
I have not been able to rely on either for decades, and I 
parted ways with them long since. I am alone whether in 
darkness or not, and I have accepted that fate.

That is why I want this house. It is large and secluded, 
and I need never see anyone again. I will be able to live the 
rest of my life in peace and quiet - alone.

S. Snape

[Excerpt from a balled up piece of parchment in the rub-
bish bin in Remus' study.  There are many strike-throughs 
and inkblots]

Alone.  Alone alone alone alone.  He wants to 
be alone, and I... what do I want?  Why must I 

communicate with him? Why do I worry?  Why 
does he matter to me when all he wants is the 

one thing I don't want - eternal solitude?  I 
thought... well, maybe.  Hoped?  Dreamed?  

Stupid.  I'm def initely stupid, just as he said.  It 
doesn't matter what I do. He doesn't want me 
around, he'll never forgive me, he'll never see 

me as anything but a monster.  Why do I care?  
It shouldn't matter. 

It matters.  It matters more than I ever could 
have imagined.

[Letter left on the mantle. December 5]

Severus -

I am going away for a few days, perhaps as 
much as a week.  Perhaps you're right. I have 
been overly optimistic, and in ways that I am 

only now f inding are probably even more fu-
tile than I had imagined.  I suppose I need to 
think.

No matter what, though, don't forget that 
you are a hero.  I may not know much, but I do 
know that.

Yours,

Remus

[Letter written on December 6, never sent]

Lupin,

What the devil is going on now? What is all this "you need 
to think" nonsense? Is that some sort of euphemism for 
going back for more tests? If you're going to die, do me the 
courtesy of giving some advance warning so I won't be caught 
unawares when I find your corpse.
I am not best pleased by this. You put up decorations - and 
I meant to tell you to stop leaving notes in the parlor where 
I must subject myself to the sight of Christmas cheer - 
and then you run off and leave me stuck with seasonal decor. 
It is hardly fair, and you shouldn't be surprised to return 
and find it all chucked in the rubbish bin.

S. Snape

Slug & J iggers

10 oz peppermint	
14 sickels

3 bushels teatree	
2 farthings

1 jar ground monkey bone	 24 galleons 

2 dozen pirate toe nails	 12 galleons 

3 jars of moonbeam	
123 galleons 

1 bushel of unicorn main	 125 galleons

[List jotted on the back of an old receipt from Slug & Jig-
gers, crumpled up and thrown away on December 8]

bee pollen for immune system

butcher's broo
m for circulation

milk thistle for liv
er

red clover (needed?)

for salve - comfrey and feverfew running low

n.b. Check Spirulina's Herbology Compendium 

for source of 
vitamin C and calcium.
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[letter written on December 9, never sent]

I could have you thrown out of the house for this, you 
know. You packed your bags and left, which could easily be 
interpreted as an intention to move out, and I'm certain I 
could find a lawyer who would agree. You're damned lucky I 
haven't begun proceedings to claim the estate as mine.

S. Snape

PS - I drank all your cocoa, and I have no intention of 
replacing it.

[letter written in the wee hours of the morning on Decem-
ber 12, never sent]

This is hardly fair. I had only just got used to talking 
to you, and now you've gone. You're no better than any of 
the rest of them; you get what you want from me, and then 
you're off. I should count myself lucky I hadn't done 
something so colossally stupid as develop any sort of attach-
ment to you, but I knew this would happen.

I suppose, then, I ought to thank you for reminding me of 
a fundamental truth of my life: no one ever stays. Not my 
grandfather, not Albus. For all the pretty words used 
to lure me in, it's always the same in the end. I am always 
alone. I was in danger of forgetting that for a time thanks 
to you, but now I remember, and I shan't forget again.

I have always been an outsider and never more so than now; 
for all your prating about people forgiving me, I know bet-
ter. I know how I am regarded, and I refuse to subject 
myself to that manner of scorn, loathing, and rejection. 
Enough is enough. I am tired, and while my life may not be 
much, I want to spend what is left of it in peace.

But I can have no peace while you are in this house, not 
when I find myself weakening when you are here and miss-
ing you when you leave. I cannot decide whom I hate more 
for it: you or myself.

[Letter left on the mantle, along with a package of expen-
sive chocolates. December 12]

Severus -

I returned rather early this morning. I hope I 
didn't wake you;was trying very carefully to be 
silent.  I noticed that the cocoa was gone; I do 
hope that it helped you to sleep.  I've ordered 
more, and it should arrive this afternoon with 
my other foodstuffs.

I'm sure you found your peaceful time alone to be 
restful, and I'm sorry to be inf licting my pres-
ence on you again, but I'm afraid I'm here to 
stay.  I would apologize for my abrupt departure, 
but I suppose you were just as glad I was gone.   
For my part, I missed our exchanges; strange as 
they might seem to outsiders, I f ind our "con-
versations" to be the highlight of my days.

Yours,

Remus

PS - The chocolates are from the finest con-
fectioners in Germany.  That's where I went, 
by the way.  I wanted to f ind out if Mum was 
right about chocolate curing everything, or if 
you were.
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[A cobalt blue stoppered bottle with a hand-written la-
bel reading "take two spoonfuls once daily" is left on the 
kitchen table along with the unopened package of choco-
lates. December 15]

[Note left on the kitchen table, December 16]

Severus -

Thank you for the supplements. It is so much 
better than taking all those pills!  Your talents 
never fail to impress me.

I'm sorry if you didn't like the chocolates. 

Yours,

Remus

[Letter left on the mantle, December 19]

Severus -

Your supplements are def initely doing the job. 
I'm feeling better already.

I noticed you've not replied to me.  Is there some-
thing wrong?  Have I done something to make 
you especially angry with me?  If so, I'm sorry, 
and I'd be more than happy to do whatever  
I can to make it up to you.

Yours,

Remus

[Note left on the kitchen table. December 20]

Even if I wanted you to "make it up" to me, you could not. 
Just leave me alone.

[Note left on the kitchen table. Late evening, December 
20]

Severus -

How do you know I couldn't if you won't let me 
try?  And I did try leaving you alone; for some 
reason, it's almost as though you seem to be  
angry with me for it.

Yours,

Remus

take two spoonfuls once daily




