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(hapter1

on was excited. who wouldn'

be after learing about the Hogwarts

Wizard Chess Championship? Students

were going to play other members of
_ their own House first and establish a
champion. Then the champions would play off against each
other, along with members of the staff. “The winning profes-
sor plays Dumbledore,” Ron said, as he explained all the rules
in exquisite detail to the members of the Gryffindor common
room who had yet to make their escape. “And then the staff
and the student Hogwarts champions go to the real chess
tournament in Bulgaria.” He decided not to mention the prize
money for the top placers in Bulgaria. He didn’t always miss
the looks even Harry and Hermione

gave him sometimes when he com-
plained. But it would be nice to see
Mum’s face if he could put a sack of §
Galleons in her lap, instead of always

N
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having to make do.
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It would have been nice to walk into Mr. Ollivander’s

W

of people signed up per house. What about you, Hermione?”

¥

as a First year and get a wand that was really his. Then “I'm going to help Professor Binns,” she said. “He’s going

i
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he glanced at his sister, sitting as close as Harry would
let her. Ginny ought to have better than the leftover junk
that all her brothers had already been through. Mum did
her best, but there just wasn’t enough for everybody
sometimes. And Ginny had to have some new things, just
because she was a girl.

Filled with dreams of glory and (maybe) money, Ron
pored over the rules again in silence, barely noting the
looks of gratitude as he finally shut up. The games between
the House champions and the staff would be timed, though
that usually wasn'’t his problem. Students who were elim-
inated in the earlier rounds would be asked to help, or
more to his liking, allowed to observe the games higher
up the ladder. Ron had never seen anyone but McGonagall
play, though he knew that Dumbledore did. His father got
him chess magazines sometimes and they went over old
games during the summer when there was time. But the
other members of the staff were a mystery to him.

“What are you going to do for the tournament, Harry?”
he asked absently.

“Go practice Quidditch,” Potter answered. “Even if | have
been banned. You've slaughtered me enough already.”

“You're not that bad,” Ron said. “You'll probably win a
couple of games. Besides, we need to have a minimum number

T T ol T O

to play, but he needs someone to move the pieces. It’ll
help my game to watch him.”

Something’s got to, he thought to himself, but decided not
to say it out loud. If Granger gave chess half the concentration
she did to anything else, she could play a lot better.

“Look, we'll be your cheering section,” Harry said. “I'll
sign up if | have to, but as soon as | get wiped off the
field I'll come watch you. | won’t have any idea what I'll
be looking at, mind, but I'll be there.”

Ron nodded. “The games for Gryffindor begin in a week.
| wonder who else is going to play?” Lee Jordan might; strat-
egy at Quidditch and chess weren't all that different.

He was worse than usual at his classes for the next few days.
Of course it was in Potions that he was the most absent-minded.

“Mr. Weasley, do try to pay attention. Even Mr. Long-
bottom has completed the assignment adequately. Five
points from Gryffindor and a detention this evening.”

Ron glumly complied that night, though he brought along
his chess set in case he was left unsupervised. Professor
Snape spotted it immediately, unfortunately, and made him
set it aside. Washing cauldrons was not his idea of a pleasant
evening, but it wasn't as bad as it could have been as Snape
spent most of the time scowling at papers instead of him.

Just before he was dismissed, the Potions Master asked him

BOOBOOEE
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a question. “Mr. Weasley, what sort of set do you have?”

W

had been there before her. Ron recognized most of the

¥

At first he didn’t want to show anything that meant so titles already, but thanked her anyway. They were all

i
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much to him to Snape, who would only sneer at it, but he
grudgingly obeyed.

“That’s a better one than | expected you to have, given
the condition of the case,” the professor said, looking at
the pieces intently.

“They were Grandfather’s,”
ing the old man who had taught him how to play. “He left
them to me because I'm the only one besides Dad who
really likes the game. Mum does, some, but she usually
doesn’t have time.”

“I would imagine not,” Snape said, with only a little bit
of sting to it. “If you don’t mind some advice, Mr. Weasley,
| would suggest that you play more than just Gryffindors
this next week. There will be time for non-tourney games
and plenty of boards once the first eliminations are over.
You will also be able to observe members of the staff
playing the week after that. Filch, for instance, has a very
unpleasant endgame just when one thinks it’s over.”

Ron’s jaw dropped open to hear something helpful from
the greasy git. “T-thank you, sir,” he managed, then
packed up his chess set and left.

Once he was back in the Gryff common room, he found
that Hermione had snagged a few books on wizard chess
out of the library, though she complained the Ravenclaws

T T ol T O

Ron said, fondly remember-

basic ones, but it couldn’t hurt Hermione to have some
idea of what was going on.

During the next few days he quickly became aware of
his potential rivals. Draco Malfoy made himself odious as
the uncrowned chess king of Slytherin, though nobody
had played any games yet. Ron bit back a number of
rejoinders. Maybe next week | ought to play him and find out
if there’s anything to back up the mouth.

He thought McGonagall’s classes were great. She’'d
given up on getting anyone to care about Transfigura-
tions for a while and talked about chess. Ron listened
carefully, since she was the one who had designed the
chess trap to guard the Philosopher’s Stone.

“The All-Wizards’ Tournament is held every five years,”
she began. “Each school sends one student and one
member of the staff to represent them. Of course, any
wizard may enter if they like, though players who are
already rated are placed in the eliminations differently
than those who are not. The only allowed transfiguration
during a game of chess is when a pawn reaches the eighth
row and may become any piece it likes, though usually a
queen is chosen. However, some players have made that
piece a knight instead. Unfortunately there have been
some unallowed transfigurations during a game. One of

BOOBOOEE
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them led to a wizard’s duel between Auguste Dupin and work altogether during that time. Those of you who aren’t

an American from New Orleans in the mid-nineteenth cen-
tury in the streets of Paris. Mr. Weasley, since you were so

kind to bring your set with you to class today, would you

please allow me to demonstrate?”

Hermione mouthed busted! at him. Ron took his case up
to Professor McGonagall and set out the board and pieces
at her direction.

“Pawns are usually bespelled to transform on the eighth
square. Most of the other pieces are resistant to any spells
at all for obvious reasons,” the teacher said. “I shall
attempt to change this pawn into a rook while it’s on the
third square. Watch.”

She chanted a spell and waved her wand. The pawn
writhed for a moment, shook all over, and then sighed as
it stayed a pawn. Then it bent over, briefly pulled down
its trousers, and stood up again.

“I see the Weasley sense of humor extends everywhere,”
McGonagall said with a sigh. “But most professional
grade wizard chess pieces do have some kind of reaction
set into them against being transformed improperly. As
an additional precaution, no wand use will be allowed in
the tourney area, not even by the staff. Part of the main
hall will be cordoned off for student and staff play.

“Student play begins next week. The champions and the
staff will play the week after. This does not eliminate school-

T

playing are encouraged to review what we’ve done so far.
Those of you who are playing—well, try to think about
something besides chess every once in a while. Remember
only one person from each house will be playing in the
second week. Of course, there will be some observation
time allowed for the rest of you even if you don't make
it past the preliminaries. However, your schoolwork must
come first. | will be playing the week after next, but you
will still be responsible for your work. Some members of
the staff aren’t playing and will be supervising your study.”

She passed out the Gryffindor schedule to nearly every-

e. “The other students will get next week’s schedule
from their own head of house. A copy of this will also be
posted in the Gryffindor common room. Mr. Weasley, a
word with you after class, if you please.”

Ron couldn’t think of anything he'd done wrong this
time, but felt guilty out of reflex. Once the other students
were gone, he started packing up his set.

“Oh, don't look so doomed, Mr. Weasley,” McGonagall
said dryly. “I only wished to ask if you'd like a bit of coach-
ing when and if you slaughter the rest of your fellows. And
don'’t get vain, you're not the only one | plan to speak to.”

“Um, yes, | mean of course...” Ron stuttered.

“Good. Since you will obviously be playing the first
week and possibly the week after, | suggest you take this
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assignment sheet and get some of it done ahead of time. “Pick one. Do it. Then pick another one,” advised Hermione,

W

e e e e e e
: 5

I would like to see most of it completed before | schedule who sat down and plunked her books on the table next to his.
“Which one?”

“It doesn’t matter.” She closed her eyes and stabbed

i

any coaching sessions.”
“Yes, Professor.” Well, that was plain enough. If he

wanted any help, he’d better do what she said.

Snape discussed the tournament in his class, too. His
threats were more obvious. “Don’t expect to get out of any
work,” he said in his usual unpleasant manner. “Most of
you will be eliminated early anyway. You do need to know
that there will be no Potions Class the week after next. Don’t
cheer too loudly or you'll wake up some of your fellow stu-

down blindly with one finger. “That one.”

It was the Potions sheet, of course. Ron sighed, and
decided Granger was right. All he really wanted to was
to get out his pieces and run through a few games from
memory. But if Snape was going to be playing or judging,
or worse, both, it couldn’t Aurt to have as much of his
stuff turned in as possible.

dents. | will be holding office hours after the tournament is
over for the day for the few of you who actually care about
keeping up. The Slytherin schedule will be posted in the

EX.
3
i
b

House common room. | suggest you make notes.”

b

A ASATASATATAS

Ron didn’t know that the Potions Master played. Maybe

A0SR CHILLAIIIRE

he was going to be one of the judges, which was even
more frightening. Draco smirked as if he'd already won.

OO O0T

Once class was over, though, Malfoy looked sober enough
as Snape spoke to him in a low voice. Probably telling him

VAV AN AV AT AV AN

the same thing McGonagall told me, he thought ruefully.

i

Everyone in Potions got an extra assignment sheet,

FAVA

too. In fact, he picked up one in every class, including
History. He took them back to the Gryffindor common
room and looked at them blankly. There were a dozen

things he’d rather be doing.

L.. | I.I...I-I.l.l.l.l.l-l-l.l.l.l -I-I.[.I.I.I.l-l.l.l.l.l.l-l-l.I.I.l-l-l.I.I.I-I.I-I.[.I.I.I.l-l-l.l. .

*. :

- ..-I-I.‘._--..I-I-l.-.--I-I-I-f-.-..I-I-I.--.I.I.I-I.--.-.l'l--.-.ltl-l-ll--.l.I-I-f-.--.l-l-l- CE‘}I y

B "I.IIIIJ-.I.I.I.I.}-.J’I.I. JJI.I.I.I-JJI.I.I.I.-.JJI.I.}JJI.I.I.}-.-.I.I.I.I.JJJI.I |

=
7y




%Eﬁbbt}gpwﬁg T

3%

|

oA
.."'
||
|

Potter, it wouldn’t be right.

It didn’t take long. Harry barely avoided the fool’s
mate that Ron set up just as a joke, but didn’t have an
organized strategy to manage Ron’s concerted attack.

“Can | just resign now?” Harry asked, as they both listened

(hapter 2

Warning: contains graphic descriptions of
castling, with one really ugly pawn exchange.

to the whines of his fallen pieces at the side of the board.
“I don’t think we're supposed to,” Ron said. “Let’s just
play it out.”

B &
a Ty

Na f@lll dd‘J$, the Gryffindor

tournament began under McGona-

Then Potter’s king pulled out his sword and dramatically

—
e

stabbed himself. “I've never seen it do that before,” Harry said.

W
’58,.

gall’s supervision. All games were

SAva

“Neither have I. | guess he wants it to be over, too.”

P
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e e of the mainihed Only one game remained in this round for him, but

that was set aside for the different

e

AL

. . that was scheduled for tomorrow, and it was still only
houses to determine their own champion.
_ early afternoon. Potter fled the scene of the massacre, no
Just as Ron thought, Lee Jordan was playing, too. But _ . ' ‘
doubt heading directly for his broom. Ron briefly con-

o e L -

he looked at the schedule, and they weren’t going to meet

o il e i et o e e I e s sidered homework, shuddered in horror, and wandered

pleased that Potter actually did win a couple of games at Blalulooking jonsamecnefol AU S

ing Snape’s advice. Big deal.

BB OODE

first, though in the third round a couple of days later they

were matched together. Malfoy sat by himself staring at a board already set up,

“Well, this won’t take long,” Harry said ruefully. “I should and obviously trying to figure his way through the prob-

have volunteered the way Granger did. She doesn’t have lem in front Of him. Apparently Crabbe an *I'e hadn't
to do a thing till next week.” :

Ron just nodded. Friends were important, but this was see them anywhere

.I-I-l.l.l.l.l.l-l.l.l.l .I-I-[.I.I.I.l-I-[.I.I.I.l.l-l.l.l.l.l-l.l.l.l .I-I.[.I.I.I.I.I-[.I. .

chess. Besides, if he became house champion, the games “Quick match?” Ron asked, bracing

next week would be scored as well as tallied as wins, himself for the usual Malfoy malice.

losses, or draws. As much as he wanted to go easy on “Sure,” Draco said with a smirk.;

m==u .Ii I.l. - .‘l.l.I.'I;I', 27
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“This mess is no good.”

W

It was like Quidditch, in a way. You had to make the other

¥

Ron thought Malfoy was giving up too easily. Just by side react to your moves, not the other way around. He bent

i
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glancing at the game he saw several possible lines of
attack. But that wasn’t his problem, so he helped Draco
set up the board for a fresh game.

The pieces were quiet. No doubt they were from the
school borrow chest, and had been handled by so many
people they’d given up having any opinions of their own.
Malfoy drew white, but Ron didn’t mind. He wanted to
learn his opponent’s style more than anything else, and
wasn't that worried about actually winning.

Draco’s opening was conventional, and so was his. As
the game proceeded, Ron realized that Malfoy was actu-
ally pretty good. A few moves later, he saw that Draco
was re-creating a classic game from the All-Wizard’s
Tournament in Paris ten years ago. Fortunately, Arthur
Weasley followed the sport. 4 good thing Dad and I replay
some of those games, Ron thought. Now what if I try for a
queen’s gambit instead of leading with the bishop like Duvalier
did back then? It certainly can’t hurt!

Malfoy squinted, apparently stymied once Ron started
changing his play. He became more hesitant about his moves.

He must have a good memory to get this far, but there’s more
to playing than that. But the game was no cakewalk, and Ron
knew he’d better not follow that classic game too closely him-
self. “Play the pieces, not the player,” Dad always said.

T T ol T O

down over the table and created a pattern he liked better.

At last Malfoy had to admit defeat, though it took check-
mate to do it. “Good game,” Draco said with obvious reluc-
tance.

“Well played,” Ron said, feeling the same way at having to
be polite. Once Malfoy got up and left, Ron put the pieces
back the way they’d been when he’d gotten here. / wish /
had as good a memory for schoolwork as I did for chess, he
thought. Then he looked at the problem, and began figuring
out what to do. Once he started, the opposing pieces moved
by themselves. Apparently getting back into their proper
position reset the spell of whoever had set up the problem.

“Amusing yourself, Mr. Weasley?” Professor Snape said
in a silky voice.

Ron was startled. “Yes sir. Malfoy went off after we
played each other, and this looked interesting.”

“A pity you don’t find your other studies so enthralling.”

“Umm...” At least he'd gotten the Potions homework
turned in.

“Never mind,” Snape said. “I am, of course, over-
whelmed with gratitude that you took my advice about
playing others. Any thoughts about what you've learned?”

He was about to blurt out what he’d seen about Draco
so far, then realized that Gryffindor would probably lose

BOOBOOEE
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points if he said what he really thought. “Yes, sir. But |

W

“I have a book in my quarters that may prove useful,”

e e e e e e
: 5

think I'll keep them to myself for now.” the Professor said. “You might want to have a look at it

i

Snape’s eyebrows raised a fraction of an inch. “Discretion from tonight and have another go at it after that.”

a Weasley. The world must be coming to an end. Carry on.” “Thank you!” he said. Wizard chess books didn't have

BOOBOOEE
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Ron was distracted for a moment, but got back to busi-
ness after almost losing his queen. As it was, he ended up
having to force a draw to avoid getting smashed.

Then the pieces arranged themselves into a new pat-
tern. As tempting as this problem looked, he needed to
play more with real people. / might come back to this if |
have time, though, Ron thought.

Getting mowed down by a relentless Ravenclaw girl
certainly was educational, Ron realized a couple of hours
later. He would rather have missed the lesson if given the
chance, but in a way he was still glad he’d played her. He
made some quick notes on a scrap of paper while he still
remembered the specifics. He set up his own pieces on
a spare board and replayed it, though he had to ignore
catcalls and insults as he tried to figure out what he could
have done differently.

“I see you have met young Miss Brentwood,” Professor
McGonagall said dryly as she leaned over the board.

“I just wish I knew how she got a Bludger to whack me
on the head,” Ron said. The girl had set up one of the

sneakiest pawn-swaps he’d ever been the victim of, and

pages of diagrams like Granger said Muggle ones did. One
photo per game was all that was needed. Of course, that was
what made them expensive, too. It took a long time for each
game to slowly play itself out, along with the commentary.
Of course McGonagall would have better books than the
library. Why hadn'’t he asked her in the first place?

At last the long day was over. Ron ate with good appe-
tite and chattered about the tournament, blithely ignoring
the glazed eyes of his companions. “The board that played
by itself must have been a teaching board,” he added. I
hope it’s still there tomorrow. | only have one more game
on the schedule, but I still have a lot of work to do.”

As soon as dinner was over, he went to McGonagall’s office.
She handed him the book. "I suggest you look at games 15
through 23,” she said. “But don't stay up late tonight doing it.
You need enough sleep to play Mr. Jordan tomorrow.”

That sounded like she thought he could manage well
enough without the book for that particular game. But
once back in the bedroom he shared with Potter and the
others, he looked at it for a little while anyway.

In

“Turn off the lights and go to sleep!” Potter finally begged.

SOOBHOOL

it had all gone downhill from there. How could he sleep? Moves and countermoves danced in

|
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his head. But it wasn't fair to everyone else to make them stay

W

to trap him. Jordan must have been thinking of a possible

¥

up, and he didn’t feel like getting out of bed and reading in line that he hadn’t, since the next chance he could, the

i
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the common room. Finally he drifted off, only to dream of
being a knight again like he’d been in the chess trap.

The next day he played Jordan in the final game that
would settle the House championship. Ron got white, but
didn’t know if that was really an advantage. Some of his
best play came in reaction to what others did. He decided
to follow McGonagall’s strategy in the chess trap and see
if Lee could match it. You're doing the same thing Draco did,
part of his mind argued. Yeah, but if Jordan changes on me
I can change right back. That’s what chess is REALLY all about.

Unfortunately, Jordan had studied the game, too. The
Quidditch commentator used a lot of the same moves that
Ron had used to win it. Now I have to learn how to defeat
myself! Ron thought grimly.

Then he remembered last night’s dream. Last night—no,
last knight! he thought. He moved his king side knight
further out into the middle. Knights were a lot more pow-
erful than some people thought they were. They could
leap over obstacles that blocked other pieces, even
a queen. And it had been a knight’s sacrifice that had
beaten McGonagall the first time. Did Lee really under-
stand what a knight could do?

A few turns later he moved one of his pawns ahead. If
nothing else, that appeared to distract Jordan from trying

T T ol T O

Quidditch commentaor castled.

There were two schools of thought as far as protecting
the king went. Some felt it was necessary to keep that
piece surrounded at all times. Ron thought it was better
to leave the king a few spaces to maneuver. Better a stale-
mate than checkmate any day!

Lee belonged to the siege-mentality type. But threat-
ening the back row with a possible fork or two might
force his opponent to move some of those pieces. Ron just
hoped they would be the right ones.

Then it happened, as it sometimes did. He could see
the whole game four or five moves ahead of where it was
now. He knew what Jordan would do. Most of the time
things weren’t as clear as today, and sometimes he was
totally wrong—but when everything came true, it was
wonderful in a way that even Quidditch wasn't.

Jordan struggled, but soon the outcome was obvious.
The pieces on Ron'’s side of the board started gloating early,
but he silenced them with a glare. Lee sighed, looked at
the board, and tipped his king over. “You got me this time,
Weasley. Well-played. And congratulations on becoming
the Gryffindor champion. Make us all proud next week.”

“Thanks. I'll do my best.” Then he told the Quidditch
commentator his theory about Draco Malfoy. “Some good
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players start out that way, if they have the memory for it.
But if | remember the game, too, then | can mess him up.”

“Nothing wrong with that!” Jordan said enthusiastically.

“But I'm going to have trouble with that Ravenclaw girl,”
Ron added. “Say, have you played any of the Hufflepuffs?”
It would be just his luck to have one of them put a spike in
his plans while he was worrying about the others.

“No. But I've heard someone named Abercrombie is
probably going to be it. If he hangs around, play him
today,” Lee advised.

“I think I will, if I can find him,” Ron said. “And | want
to play the Ravenclaw again. Sometimes you learn more
from when you lose than when you win.”

“Then | learned a lot today!” Jordan said.

Ron shrugged. No matter how good anybody was,
there was always someone better. Once they both told
McGonagall the results of their game, the Transfiguration
professor took Ron aside and congratulated him. “I was
quite pleased to see you play others when you didn’t have
any other matches,” she said.

He looked down, unwilling to admit that it had been
Snape’s idea.
| think,” he finally said.

“If you mean Miss Brentwood and Mr. Malfoy, | regret

“I'll be playing a couple of them next week,

to say you're right. Have you gotten the Transfiguration
homework done?”
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“and | can beat him half-asleep.”

“Umm... if | get it done tonight, may I turn it in tomorrow
and get some coaching then?” he asked. Some of the staff
members were drifting in to get some play in, or so he thought.
And he hadn't really figured out what Brentwood was doing
yet, even with the book McGonagall had loaned him.

The professor sighed. “Certainly. The more types of
play you're experienced in, the better. I'd like to see you
go to Bulgaria. And don’t worry about expenses. If you
become the Hogwarts student champion, your fees, room
and board will be covered. | also have a slush fund for
anything else that might come up.”

Ron felt his face go hot. He hated being reminded how
poor his family was. “Thank you, Professor,” he said. He
hadn’t thought what being a champion might cost.

“Well, then. Go play some chess,” she said crisply.

That he could manage. He played Draco again, who
was smirking about becoming the Slytherin champion
later that day. “I only have to play Zabini,” Malfoy said,

Ron concentrated on following Draco’s playing style. He tried
to guess which classic game Malfoy was replaying, but didn’t
recognize the game at all. His opponent’s moves were pretty
fast, as if following a preplanned route, while Ron had to stop
and think about his. That would become important next week,
when the clocks would be up and actual score kept.

He was still able to figure out where things were going,
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though. A little voice inside his head offered temptation.
Let him win this one. Let him get overconfident, and crush him
next week, when the game will count. Ron shook his head.
He wasn’t that kind of player and hoped he never would
be. The game was more important than the players.

Draco’s face clouded and he stopped braggﬁng as the (hd[)t@f}
game proceeded. Some of the pieces on his side began

shouting advice, sure sign of a player in trouble. His

hﬂt lll@@k(’lld, Draco Malfoy

moves came more slowly, as if he was off the map again.
read a letter from his father with dread.

OO0

Malfoy said nothing at all when he finally tipped his
He was champion of Slytherin—wasn'’t

Cavavs

king over. Ron didn’t think that was a good thing. Maybe
= that good enough? But he knew that

=L

I'd better be careful where | go by myself for the next days, in

3

somehow word had gotten out about

S

oo

case | run into Crabbe and Goyle.

S aT,

Ron thanked Draco for the game, only to be met by more

o

stony silence. Malfoy went off to his next game against

e

Zabini. /'d better not hang around and watch, he thought.
When the standings were posted that night, Ron was

BB OODE

champion for Gryffindor, Malfoy for Slytherin, Brentwood
for Ravenclaw, and whoever Abercrombie was for Hufflepuff.
Ron kicked himself for not trying to play him earlier. Just

because Hufflepuff didn’t have the reputation for it didn’t

-
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mean they couldn’t produce a good chess champion.

A

o

That weekend he hurriedly put together homework for
McGonagall, turned it in, and enjoyed the coaching ses-

sions. His head hurt sometimes with all he was learning,

but he didn’t mind—chess was interesting!
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damned game by now. Just because Father wants to waste

W

For no particular reason Draco was afraid. Maybe / ought

¥

his time with this nonsense, does that mean | have to as well? to show this letter to the Professor and have him come with me.

i

If he wants to go to the All-Wizards’ Tournament, why doesn’t
he just go and leave me out of it He had to be careful about
showing how he felt, though. Professor Snape was already
aware of it, judging by the cutting remarks the older man
had made in their private playing sessions. Once Draco
had let slip how important this was to his father, though,
Snape had sighed and let him work with the teaching
board his father had sent.

If Snape wasn’t here, | would have given up a long
time ago. Only the Gryffs can trust Dumbledork—every-
one knows the Headmaster thinks Potter’s the greatest

thing since the invention of fire. Even with all the sarcasm,

T T ol T O

Snape had already defused some unpleasant situations at
Malfoy Manor itself that Mother hadn’t been able to deal
with. Father sometimes bragged how Voldemort could
bring the Professor to his knees any time the Dark Lord
wished; but didn’t that show more strength than the way
Lucius Malfoy willingly bent his own?

I'm not a child any more, Draco thought. / can’t go crawl-
ing for help every time something seems odd. He read the rest
of the instructions in the letter, and sighed as he put the
note in a small chest near his bed.

Late that night he crept out of Slytherin and to the third
floor of the main hall. He didn’t have a special cloak like

BOOBOOEE

SOOBHOOL

the one he’'d heard that Potter had, but had learned that

Mrs. Norris was especially fond of herring. It hadn’t been

Snape understood a lot of things none of the other teach-
ers here at Hogwarts ever would.

Draco bent his head to the letter again <9 Aacve
m c’z‘z

hard to convince Mother to include a can or two in the
packages she sent from home.

The hall on the right was empty. Potter and his friends
must have been out of their minds to come here when that
horrible beast of Hagrid’s had been chained up in the place.

Go down through the trap door, a mental voice directed.

Draco did as he was told, then walked through another
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empty chamber. Again the voice told him which way to
go. I don’t like this, he thought, but kept following the

instructions. He hated the way he was shaking. Surely it
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embraced him like a brother and sunk inside. e
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Nobody heard Draco Malfoy scream. ““‘“ :
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Ron awoke on the first morning of the second week of

was only the cold breeze making him shiver.

W

e e e e e e
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Finally he was in one of the basements. It was so dark.

i

He couldn’t make himself move forward. / should have told
Snape after all, he thought. He knew that he wasn’t partic-
ularly brave. Vince and Greg never suspected, but when
he was by himself he had to face the truth. the tournament. He was surprised he’d been able to sleep

“Master Draco,” said the soft voice, this time out loud. at all. He bolted down a quick breakfast and showed up

“Who... who is there?” he asked, his voice going high.

“S-someone to help you with chess.” A ghost appeared.

Now that he could deal with. The Manor had an entire
squadron of ghosts, many of them far more frightening
than this one. He stepped closer.

The pale shade became more solid. Draco blinked. He

over half an hour early. Even if he didn’t win, he'd get to
play and watch a lot of chess for the next week. It was
going to be the most fun he’d ever had.

He looked at the schedule. The first two days would be
devoted to cross-matches between the House Champions,
while the staff played only each other. Matches between

was surprised the fellow was still hanging around. “I the champions and the staff would be played the second

EX.
3
i
b

b

know who you are,” he said. two days, while the last day would be used to settle any

A ASATASATATAS

ties between students or staff.

SIS SIGAIEILEIIIIGIICILILIN,

“Yes. | s-see you do. | died here, after all. And H-He
thought | might be useful again someday.” Ron went to his assigned table. Abercrombie, the Huf-

Draco could manage this. “You mean, you'll tell me fle-puff champion, was already there. The large young man

OO O0T

the moves the way Binns will be telling Wormy Hermie didn’t look too bright, but his pieces were well-disciplined

when he plays.” and quietly marched down the board. Ron had to work

VAV AN AV AT AV AN

“No. Another ghost out in the open w-would be to avoid getting knocked down, but after a long struggle

i

detected. | have to cover up better than that.” The spec- defeated the simple, but highly effective strategy.

FAVA

tre moved closer. “They said you were really good at this,” Abercrombie said.

Draco stepped back, suddenly terrified. “No, wait! | “You're not half-bad yourself,” Ron said, after the result

can win on my own!” Then his back was against the wall of the first game was recorded. “Um... after the tourna-

and he couldn’t remember where the door was. The ghost ment, let’s play some more. I'd give you some advice now,

L.. | I.I...I-I.l.l.l.l.l-l-l.l.l.l -I-I.[.I.I.I.l-l.l.l.l.l.l-l-l.I.I.l-l-l.I.I.I-I.I-I.[.I.I.I.l-l-l.l. .

*. :

- ..-I-I.‘._--..I-I-l.-.--I-I-I-f-.-..I-I-I.--.I.I.I-I.--.-.l'l--.-.ltl-l-ll--.l.I-I-f-.--.l-l-l- CE‘}I y

=
7y

R S




w.

STEOOOVTOCOOOD 5%%5555

15

Tl

PG n e Ry BE SR e

rﬁ

Qe

i

AT

but I'm not entirely insane.”

W

succeed if he stops sneering at you and plays slower. As long

¥

“Sounds like a plan,” the older boy said. “Well, here as he’s winning, he’ll make lots of nasty shots at you.”

i
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goes game number two. You're white this time.”

Ron had to watch himself this time. Abercrombie was a
fast learner. Both black bishops were soon out and slant-
ing back and forth through white’s back row, despite Ron’s
attempt to use his pawns to screen his stronger pieces.
What a tactic! he thought to himself. He was glad he finally
found a way to surprise both pieces with his knights.

But in all his worry about those blasted bishops, he
hadn’t been paying attention to the rest of his back row.
He fretted when Abercrombie van his queen up out of
nowhere to threaten the white king, and barely kept it
from being checkmated. Then he sat for a bit without
making any move. He looked at the situation fresh, as if
it was on the teaching board he'd played last week. He
nodded to himself as he fially figured it out, then moved
out one of his bishops.

Just as the lunch bell rang Abercrombie sighed with
disgust and tipped over his king. But it wasn't at all the
same as it had been with Malfoy. They sat together at
lunch and compared notes on the other players.

“You'd better look out for the Ravenclaw girl,” Ron said.
“Watch out for her pawns. And it helps if you know some of
the classic games with Malfoy. Do something to break up his
pattern, if you can figure out what it is. You'll know if you

T T ol T O

The Hufflepuff boy nodded. “I should have played some
of the others last week the way you did. That was smart.”

“I got some good advice,” Ron said hastily, though he
didn’t mention who'd given it.

After lunch he sat down against Miss Brentwood. /t’s
going to be a long afternoon, he thought, and reminded
himself about pawns.

It was dark already once they were done for the day,
one win, one loss, and one draw later. Ron counted him-
self lucky to have done that well, actually. He was begin-
ning to understand the Ravenclaw’s pattern and came up
with a good strategy against it, based on some of the
games in McGonagall’s book.

The Transfigurations Professor congratulated him that
evening. “You and Miss Brentwood are nearly tied. Malfoy
is next, and then Abercrombie. Your matches with Malfoy
tomorrow will probably be the deciding factor. She will play
him in the morming and you will play him in the afternoon.”

He told McGonagall what he’d noticed about Malfoy
the week before. “He knows the classic games really well.
If Dad and | didn’t go over them, | could be in trouble. But
if I spot the game he’s using, or break up his pattern some
other way, then I have a good chance. I've done it twice so
far. And he really doesn’t like chess, | don’t think.”
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“Mr. Weasley, few people feel about chess the way you do.
Fortunately, | am one of them. You might wish to play one
of the staff members, as some of them will come in early as
well. Remember, you only have to play each staff member
once, but do try to get them in when you can, since there are
more staff members than students, and we are playing each
other for two games out of three. But do not underestimate
Mr. Malfoy. He is quite capable of luring you into compla-
cency. | observed him with Abercrombie, and his play was
more subtle than you give him credit for.”

He hadn’t thought of that. Of course a Slytherin might
build up an opponent’s confidence when it didn’t matter,
only to drop on him like a rock when it did. He tried to
forget that he'd considered doing the same thing.

Ron went to the tourney area first thing after breakfast.
Technically, he could have gone to a class or a study room,
but somehow that wasn’t really an option. And besides,
McGonagall had said it would for the best.

He remembered what Snape had said about Filch. He
felt awkward approaching the surly caretaker, but he
might as well get it over. As he got closer, he saw that Filch
had an extraordinary set. All the pieces were cats, from
the Siamese queen to the row of Persian kittens as pawns.

Ron sat down and absentmindedly scratched under-
neath the black queen’s throat. He was amazed when the
piece began to purr.
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“That’s the best way of getting these pieces to behave,”
Filch said. He almost smiled.

“They’re beautiful!” Ron said.
like them!”

“Had these made special. Cost me a lot of Galleons, but

“I've never seen anything

they were worth it.”

After a bit more chitchat, they began to play. Ron soon
discovered that Filch’s strategy was strictly opportunis-
tic, based on sweeping as many pieces out of the way
before he did much of anything else. Soon the air was
filled with the cats’ yowling, which soon turned to grim
silence pierced by the occasional hiss.

Ron struggled to make what he could of the game. He
passed up several opportunities for slaughter on his own
account and kept his mind on the main objective. Once
they got to endgame, though, he found out that Snape
had been right. He nearly lost the game by not paying
attention to his king. For once he wished he’d castled the
damn thing. But after a bit of smash-and-grab on his own
part using his bishops the way Abercrombie had, he man-
aged to bring things back into order. (For the moment he
mentally christened his bishops Vinnie and Greg.)

Then Filch crushed one of the bishops and seemed to
be going after the other one, when Ron spotted how to
open up a path to the back row. He took the rook’s pawn
with his bishop, as if he couldn’t think of any other way

PRESEERR

rd ; *l R ‘.I.IIIIJJI.I.I.I.}-.J’I.I. JJ-.I.I.I.JJ-.I.I.I.-.JJ I.I.}JJ I.I.I.-.JJ I.I.I.I.JJJ I.

15

BOOBOOEE

SOOBHOOL

|

e
=




w.

STEOOOVTOCOOOD 5%%5555

15

Tl

PG n e Ry BE SR e

rﬁ

Qe

i

AT

to get the piece out of the way of Filch’s knight. Filch’s

W

He walked over to Professor McGonagall, who was playing

¥

rook took the bishop, his own rook took Filch’s, and the Binns. Ron waved hello at Granger, who was moving the pieces

i
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caretaker stared down at the board, obviously unhappy
at what he saw there.

Filch took his time looking. Then he finally moved one
of the back pawns to leave an escape path for his king.
Ron blocked it with his queen.

At that the caretaker tipped over his king. “Sneaky little
bastard,” Filch mumbled to himself. “But then I should
have figured that out, the way you and your friends get
around me into places where you shouldn’t go.”

Ron couldn’t argue with that. Dodging Filch and Mrs.
Norris was great fun. He quietly picked up the pieces,
petted them till their fur lay down properly, and said,
“Thank you for the game, sir.”

“Well, at least you know how to soothe them properly,”
Filch said with grudging approval. “Maybe you aren’t a
total brat after all.”

Ron gave the man a quick grin. How he loved playing so
many different people! The more he played, the more he
learned. He wandered over to watch Brentwood and Malfoy.
Ron worried when he saw how much trouble the Ravenclaw
girl was having against the Slytherin. He didn'’t recognize the
game that Malfoy was using at all, or even the style. How
sneaky could you get! A good thing he was watching this

now. / wonder what he’ll pull on me this afternoon?

T T ol T O

for the discorporate History Professor, then sat and watched
for a bit. The game was almost over, so Ron decided to wait
and let McGonagall know what was going on with Malfoy.

The Head of Gryffindor soon checkmated her fellow staff
member. “Have you seen any good games lately?” she asked.

“I played a gory one with Filch. | love his set, though.”

“A lot of people have trouble with it,” she said.

“I bet the pieces like you,” he said. “But I got the queen
purring right at first, and that must have helped.”

McGonagall looked pleased. Ron added, “And Malfoy
pulled a big surprise. | played him a couple of times
last week and I thought | knew what he was up to, but
it turned out to be wrong. He’s playing really different
today. The Ravenclaw was going down for the third time,
or maybe the second, when I saw her. What's really weird
is how quiet he was. Usually he smirks and brags when-
ever he thinks he’s winning.”

Granger, who was setting up the board for Binns’ next
game, looked up. “You're right. He natters on like that
whenever he gets good marks in Potions, too.”

“Maybe he’s just paying more attention to the game,”
Ron said gloomily.

“I think 1 will watch your games this afternoon.” McGo-
nagall’s lips were thinner than usual. “Professor Snape
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again. One of his bishops was gone, so he couldn’t send d

them out to play Vinnie and Greg the way he had with So%

can play me tomorrow.”
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Ron was glad to hear it. He wanted to see how the
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Potions Master played, and he hadn’t been able to so far.

“Yes, the Hogwarts Express is back,” Professor Binns
said with a faint chuckle. “I want to watch those games
tomorrow myself.”

Hogwarts Express? Who did they mean by that?> Ron won-
dered. He was about to ask when the bell rang for lunch.

After everyone had eaten, well, except for Binns of
course, Ron sat down at a chessboard with Draco. He
hadn’t been worried before. Now he was.

The first game was a disaster. He couldn’t figure out
what Malfoy was doing at all. The style was nothing like
the way Draco had played before. But Ron blamed himself.
I should have figured he was only pretending to lose last week.
Play the pieces, not the player, like Dad keeps telling me.

The next game was better. Ron threw out any ideas
about what he thought Draco was going to do and took
the initiative more. It was funny how Malfoy hadn’t crowed
over his first victory, though. He wasn’t even bragging
about how badly he'd fooled everybody.

In fact, Draco didn’t say much at all. Ron tried to get
Malfoy to talk, but only got mumbled comments. Last
week Draco had been full of insults about the Weasleys
and so on as long as he thought he was winning.

Close to the end of the game Ron felt himself in trouble

T T ol T O

=
7y

Filch. What if I go out and slaughter everything that moves the
way that Filch did? | bet Draco won’t be expecting that. It was
fun to go pawn-hunting, even though doing it in such a
random fashion was against everything he’d been 