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TBC's Two Years of Terror!
By Cassandra Thickquill

When you look around you in
the streets, dear reader, what do
you see? Perfectly normal,
respectable witches and wizards,
am | right? Possibly a Muggle or
two, for those who live in such
communities,  but  generally
speaking, youre looking a a
reasonably smart and dignified
person, even then. A nice, gentle
street, filled with nice, gentle
people. Is that what you're
looking at? Look again.
Because underneath this calm,
socialy acceptable exterior is a
menace unlike any the wizarding
world has known since the rise of
the Dark Lord, He-Who-Must-
Not-Be-Named.

What could possibly
constitute such a threat to society
as we know it? A resurgence of
support for those who follow the
Dark  Arts? Some new
figurehead, taking up the reigns
of the empire once belonging to
Lord Thingy? Or even an
enclave of You-Know-Who's
supporters, trying to restore him
to power? The answer, in fact, is
al these and more; a group of
cunning, ambitious Dark Arts
fanatics, who seem to worship
You-Know-Who in much the
same way as a young witch
might once have adored Gilderoy
Lockhart.  The name of this
hotbed of  rebellion and
adoration? The Basilisk Cafe, or
TBC as it is more commonly
known.

Early last week, this reporter
received a communication from
these Dark Arts followers,
inviting myself and a 'guest' to
what was only termed ‘a specid
event'. Despite the great
personal and professional risk,
this opportunity to infiltrate close
to the central leadership of this
‘organisation’ was too good to
pass up, as was the chance to
discover just what these deluded
souls find so appealing about the
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greatest threat ever to assault
wizarding society. | fear the
events that unfurled are not for
the light of heart, so those of you
of a nervous disposition may
wish to turn to the Quidditch
Corner before | continue.  Still
with us? Good to know our
readers are willing to go the
distance in the search for truth,
just as we are. But, onward with
the investigation.

Our first contact with these
rebels was, understandably,
cautious. Gaining entry to the
GTDE House was smple
enough, through the large oaken
door with the intimidating snake-
shaped knocker, which we found
unlocked and unguarded.
Evidently, these people do not
expect trouble, and feel safe and
secure in their mansion home.
We were able to gain access to
the man house  without
challenge, just as we were hoping
to, we wanted to take the
opportunity to investigate the
house without fear of interruption
or molestation. Hopefully, this
lack of visible security will make
it easier for the Ministry Hit
Wizards to do their work, once
this report comes to light.

After several hours of quiet,
careful  investigation of the
building, we had found very little
that would incriminate those who
dwell inside this enormous
house. The house appeared to be
as slent as it was grandiose,
without a single soul to be found
anywhere.  Which was a fact
made all the more surprising by
the range of facilities that were
standing unused; as well as an
undisclosed number of large,
two-person bedrooms, there was
also a pool, games room, home
cinema, and a fully-stocked bar,
al of which were as deserted as
the last. The most suspicious
item we had found by this point
was a plush basilisk toy, and
even that was far too cute to
belong in the home of any true
supporter of the Dark Arts.
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Then, as | bent down to
inspect the soft toy a little closer,
the floor gave way beneath me,
launching me full-speed down
what felt like some nightmarish
perverson of a Muggle roller-
coaster. For those not familiar
with such a device, imagine a
long, interminable dlide, which
banks, loops and turns as often as
possible in an attempt to
disorient the passenger. It felt
like an hour before | finaly hit
rock bottom, although in
hindsight it most likely took far
less time than that. Now, | found
myself in some dark, cold room,
amost certainly miles
underground, without my wand
or quill, and very much aone, as
the trap that snared me was
efficient enough to grasp only the
intended target — me. Because
by now, | was in no doubt that
this was all some elaborate plot
to get me into this hidden room,
and | had fallen for it.
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ready. It wasn't long before
| redised that | must be
inside the inner sanctum of
the suspiciously-named
TBC Crew', made up of
TBC's six most senior
members - Bragg, Mindy,
Phishie, Rose, Sapphire and
Star. All of them known for
their mi schievousness,
cunning, and total lack of
mercy.

"Nice of you to drop by,"
one of them said, although |
was unable to determine
which.  The groans that
accompanied the comment
were similarly hard to place.
But before long, | was able
to make out differences in
the shapes on the chairs,
athough still not enough to
recognise them, even from
the research | had been able
to do. But | could tell that
one of them was clutching a
notepad and quill, and

As my eyes adjusted to the
gloom, | redised that — to my
horror — | was not alone. There
were Six chairs around me,
surrounding me, and each chair
was occupied by a dark figure,
whose faces | wasn't yet able to

make out. For several long
moments, the only sound in the
room was my own breathing,
which was coming in long,
hissng gasps, a the six
mysterious figures watched me
patiently, waiting for me to be

seemed to be sketching a
picture while they sat there,
and one of the others was
gently stroking a long,
snake-like creature; surely,
this was one of their dreaded
Hit Basilisks, which surely
meant if would be a highly
trained and efficient killer.
A third was twirling their
wand threateningly in their
fingers, reminding me al the
while that | lacked my own.
Continued on Page 2
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"We were beginning to think
youd turned down our offer..."
sad the one who was twirling
their wand, who seemed to be
their leader. She was certainly
the one who ended up doing most
of the talking, anyway.

"O-Offer?" | stammered,
unsure of exactly what she
meant.

"Well, to join our celebration,
of course!" another voice said.

"What celebration?' | asked.

"And they say journdists do
rescarch before they do an
investigation..." came a mocking
sigh.

"Maybe we should just start
again, from the beginning..." said
the first shape again, before
casting a charm, "Lumos!"

Now that | could finally see
the people in the chairs around
me, | found myself even more
intimidated than | was before.
The six figures were sat in
identical chairs, all of which
seemed to be made of Muggle
plastic, and with the ability to
rotate, without moving the seat. |
now could make each form out
from the next — Rose, clutching
her dreaded Badilisk; Phishie,
with  her evil-looking whip
clutched to her side; Mindy,
trying hard to suppress what
could only be a giggle; Bragg,
looking  menacing  without
actually doing anything;
Sapphire, who was the wand-
twirler | noticed before, and
finally Star, who seemed to be
taking great pains to ensure my
precarious position was captured
inart for al to see.

"Isn't that better?" asked
Sapphire, with a less than subtle
mocking tone, as she returned her
wand to a holster on her hip.

"We invited you here,
Cassandra — can | cal you
Cassandra?' Bragg asked, and
then carried on without waiting
for an answer, "To set the record
straight.  You've started a lot of
stories in your little articles, and
made a lot of people nervous...
So, given that we're celebrating
the second year since we were
formed, we decided it was time
to invite you in for a little chat,
see if we can't sort out our
problems, calmly and maturely.”

Quite reasonable you might
think, reader — until you
remember that | had, in fact, been
lured there under false pretences,
and was even now trapped, in a
room containing six armed
people, known throughout the
land for their dangerous nature.
Nevertheless, this was a unique
opportunity to get inside the
mind of the notorious group, so |
eagerly fumbled for my
parchment and quill. After acurt
nod to signal that | could start, |
dovein with my first question.

"So, why was it that you al
decided to spurn  decent
wizarding society, and turn to the
Dark Side?' | asked, trying to
make my statement as bold as
possible. | could amost feel the
tension in the room, as | seemed
to step over the bounds with my
very first question, although |1

could have sworn | heard
someone mutter darkly,
something about 'Tom in a
thong'.

"I joined because |
have aways felt more in
tune with the 'bad guys..."

was the first answer,
coming direct from
Sapphire herself, "The

good guys are aways so
flat and two-dimensional,
whereas the baddies seem
to have some depth to
them, something
interesting that made them
the way they are. What
exactly could have made
them 'Good' that wasn't
there?'

"For me, it was the
men," Mindy continued, "I
tried dating the classic
"good guys', but they get

so0 boring, so fast. All the time
with: 'don't say that, don't go
there, don't throw a hex at my
mother just to see her dance!'
Blah blah blah, right? The Dark
Side just has way more avenues
for me to find someone who
shares my, well, diverse
interests.”

"But why him?" | blurted out,
perhaps a little unwisely, "lIs
there some reason, or is it just a
case of 'bad boy syndrome'?"

"Because, if you can get past
the killing urges, he's one of the
most interesting people you'd
ever meet," opined Rose
"Everything about him leaves me
wondering - and there's so much
that still has yet to be explained.”

"As well as that,” chimed in
Star, looking up from her
sketchpad for the first time, "He's
tall, dark, handsome, mysterious,
good with a wand and — | can't
deny it - the bad boy thing
doesn't hurt. Plus, he's got a
great personality when he's not
bent on destroying everyone.”

Already, | felt 1 had made
progress! Quite apart from being
willing accomplices to his evil-
doing, the answers | was being
given led me to believe that they
were merely taken in by You-
Know-Who's legendary ability to
charm and influence those
around him. With that in mind, |
decided to test their loyalty, with
another question.

"Wouldn't you be better off
with someone like Hogwarts
Professor, Severus Snape?' |
asked, "He's certainly not your
squeaky-clean type..."

"What are you taking
about?' spluttered Rose, almost

straight away, "I am with
Professor Snape!”

"Exactly! We can't dl
have him..." Star agreed,
"He and Rose will forever be
paired in my mind. Besides,
the greasy hair/long nose
look just isn't my cup of
basilisk beer."

"What made you come

up with the idea of a
‘Basilisk Cafe' in the first
place?' | asked, quickly
moving  on. I was
disappointed with the
answers | had, but not yet
ready to give up.

"Well, a number of

reasons, love." Phishie
replied, "For one, we were
tired of being persecuted for
our adoration of one Mr
Riddle. You think the Salem
Witch Hunts were bad? Try
saying 'Yes, | love a Dark
Lord', on a message board
with the name "Gryffindor"
in the title — no disrespect
intended to our former home
- gryffindortower.net - of
course.  We dreamt of a
place where we could
embrace our Slytherin side,
debate the merits of
intelligent bad boys, play
Strip Twister and enjoy the
facilities of an always-open
bar. So, the Cafe was born,
and we haven't looked back
since."

"TBC was born,"
Sapphire added, "for al the
Tom Riddle fans who
wanted their own niche to
call home. So on July 24th
2002, we created The
Basilisk Cafe as a Yahoo
Group and it expanded from
there.  Since then, we've
moved over 3 forums,
spawned a website that
became a domain, and added
new members regularly, to
both the group and to the
Crew itself.”

"Is the cafe a very closed
group, or is it easy to
become a member?' was my
next question.

"The Cafe is not a closed
group at al," Sapphire
answered, "but that doesn't
mean we dont have
standards. We prefer
intelligent people over

Continued on Page 4



Minister in Veela Shock!
By Symphonia Greene

Charles Demescene, Minister
for International Co-operation,
was found last night to be hard at
work, striving well into the early
hours of the morning to improve
international wizarding relations.
Unfortunately, those relations
had very little to do with his post
a the Ministry.

When we received an
anonymous tip to investigate the
Ministry offices at two in the
morning, we were naturaly
sceptical. There is a saying in
the press — never trust a source
that isn't willing to put their
name to their information. It
rarely steers a journalist wrong,
but in this case, we were glad to
have disregarded the advice it
gives.

The first few offices we
checked were deserted, as one
would expect at that time of the
morning. A lone Vroom Broom
sweeping up the last of the day’s
dirt, but no other signs of life at
al. For some time, it looked as
though this was all part of some
elaborate joke, and not a
particularly funny one at that.

But then, the chance we took
coming into the Ministry paid
off, and paid off handsomely.
When we came to the
Department for International Co-
operation, it became clear very
quickly that one office was most
decidedly not as deserted as the
others. Quite apart from the light
coming from behind the door,
there were unmistakable signs of
life in the sounds that were
echoing down the corridor, too.
Not so long ago, we would have
been immensely concerned that
someone might be raiding the
Ministry, and that we were about
to find ourselves caught up in the
midst of some Death Eater plan.
But fortunately, those days are
now behind us forever, so we
steeled ourselves for whatever
fate might await us, and opened
the door to the office in question.

The sights that we saw inside
this office cannot be reproduced
here, for reasons of taste and
decency. But the identities of
those found inside were easily
confirmed — the Minister for
International Co-operation, as
mentioned above, and Miss

Annette Renard, who some of
our male readers will no doubt
remember as the leader of the
group of Veela who caused such
a commotion a the last
Quidditch World Cup.

From what you have heard so
far, you could be forgiven for
thinking that this could well be
some  clandestine  meeting,
arranged by the Minister to
further diplomatic relations with
this influentidl member of
another nation. While | am
unable to explain the scenes
inside that office in any detail,
suffice to say internationa
harmony was not on the agenda.
In fact, there was very little
harmony on display a all,
athough there was certainly
expression.

The Minister was so focussed
on his ‘work’ that he failed to
even notice that the door had
been opened, which alowed us
to hear some dazzling political
invective, the likes of which the
Prophet has rarely been privy to.
Unfortunately, just as we
attempted to use the Transcribing
Charm to make a record of this
tense political commentary, we
were spotted by Miss Renard,
who clearly was not as occupied
as the Minister was. The only
thing noted down by our Charm
was French, difficult to trandate,
and unfortunately unprintable.

With that delightful comment
made and on the record, Miss
Renard recovered her clothes
with as much dignity as she was
able to muster, and stormed out
of the room, knocking over my
assistant Regulus on her way out
of the door. She has not been
seen since the incident, but my
sources inform me that she has
returned to her family in France.
However, our priority was to
speak with the Minister, and find
out more about the events of the
night.

The Minister, clearly tired
from his previous exertions,
could only give us a very brief
statement, where he liked us to a
certain  unsanitary breed of
insect, and threatened us with
legal action should any of
tonight’s events be relayed to the
general public. But asyou know,
the Prophet will never shy from
bring the truth to our beloved
readers.

Murderer Still Missing?
By Tobias McClaggan

The Ministry team reporting
on last week’s breakout from
Azkaban Prison today report that
there is only one inmate still
unaccounted  for; Bellatrix
Lestrange, one of the most high-
profile of You-Know-Who's
surviving Lieutenants, and the
killer ~of several innocent
wizards, including one-time
Azkaban prisoner Sirius Black.

The Aurors in charge at
Azkaban Prison seemed to be at a
loss to explain how Ms Lestrange
was able to escape from her cell,
which was one of the most high-
security rooms in the entire
facility. While security at the
prison is understandably weaker
than it was when being operated
by Dementors, this is dill the
first escape since the
aforementioned Black was able
to sneak past the Dementors. |If
Black were still aive, perhaps he
could shed some light on how
this latest escape occurred.

With many members of the
public feeling Lestrange is the
most dangerous witch aive
today, the Ministry will no doubt
seek to recapture her as a top
priority, just as they once did
with the fugitive Black. They
will also wish to avoid the
debacle that ensued at that time,
as Black evaded capture for
nearly three years, and was even
able to walk directly into the
Department of Mysteries before
meeting his untimely death at the
hands of Lestrange. While Black
was eventually found innocent,
their inability to capture him
while a fugitive is still seen as a
source of embarrassment to some
at the Ministry, and rightfully so.

Now that the on-site team of
Aurors has concluded their
investigations, the focus will

shift to the Aurors searching
for Lestrange here in Britain.
The Ministries of other
nations have been aerted to
the escape, but it is widely
expected that Lestrange will
return to Britain, in the
hopes of gaining the
assistance of some of You-
Know-Who's remaining
supporters.

With al entry points into
the country under twenty-
four hour supervision, it
would be difficult for any
fugitive to enter the country,
but the Ministry still advises
caution; Lestrange  has
access to friends and
resources that few would
wish to have clam to, and
the Ministry’'s best efforts
may well prove insufficient.
Should a sighting of
Lestrange be confirmed, the
Ministry informs us that
announcements will be made
over the WWN, and advices
anyone who hears such an
announcement in their local
area to remain in their
homes, and not to venture
outside unless absolutely
necessary.

But amongst al the
warnings and the mass
hysteria that this escape is
causing, there remains one
guestion yet to be answered.
When Lestrange's cell was
checked, a scrap of
parchment was found in one
corner, bearing only four
words - ‘She won't be
back’. Aurors bdieve that
this indicates the presence of
an outside element, which
may have aided Lestrange in
her escape. But why would
anyone wish for such a
character to find a way out
of the confines of Azkaban
Prison?
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dunderheads, as Professor
Snape puts it. Even the
fangirls are welcome, as long
as they aren't the kind who
would use the phrase 'lykomg!
Draco is teh HAWTNESS!
without being satirical. We
aso like people who know
how to have fun, and aren't
going to wimp out on us just 8
hoursinto a party."

"We've always been a very
accepting group,” said Star,
"but to realy fit in they need to
have a mischievous side, and
be good at being bad - that's all
that counts really. Of course,
it doesn't hurt if they happen to
be cute!”

Interesting  answers,  but
nothing that was going to give
me the deep, meaningful insight |
was looking for. If | was truly
going to get into the heads of this
wily crew, | was going to have to
take arisk; | was going to have to
try to come between them, and
ask questions that made each of
them question their own,
individual role in the group.
With that in mind, | ploughed on
with my next question.

"What does each of you bring
to the team that makes you
invaluable?"

"All of us have got our own
special traits and our own
individually kooky personality,”
Rose said, with a wide grin,
"Together, we make a really
effective — and really incredibly
weird - team!"

"Star's flirting ability will
liquefy any guy that stands in our
way, Andrea is a genius with her
whip, Rose is married to the best
potions master Hogwarts has
ever seen, Sapphire's a natura
born leader, no one would
question her, Bragg has the
people skills that could get us
anywhere, and as for me, | bring
the funny. Who would ever
expect anything evil out of the
funny one?' Mindy finished, at
which point Bragg seemed to
suffer a coughing fit, athough
the sound of the coughs bore a
striking resemblance to the words

‘Me. | would' However, if
anyone ese noticed the
similarity, they chose not to

comment.

"Well, what are the future
plans of The Basilisk Cafe?" |
asked next. Perhaps | would be
able to discover some clue about
what these people were planning
next; something about the next
mysterious  killing on their
grounds, perhaps.

"Oh, wouldn't you like to
know..." Bragg muttered darkly,
but refused to comment further.

"Well," Sapphire cut in, "We
can tell you we're planning some
new additions to the forums, and
we've got a couple of new
features planned for the site
itself... At the moment, we're all
geared up for the anniversary
celebrations, but we've also got a
lot of big things planned for
when the summer's over!"

"And of course, there's the
usual - controlling the known
universe, probably finding a cure
for the common cold and
perfecting Tom cloning..." Star
added, athough it was the first of
the three aims that caught my
attention.

"Contralling the Universe?' |
spluttered, quite unable to control
myself.

"Of coursel" Phishie said,
"We wouldn't be a very good
Dark Legion if we weren't going
to try to take over the world, now
would we?"

"l suppose not," | was forced
to admit, "So, do any of you have

any personal plots for World
Domination?"

"If 1 told you, | would have
to kill you," was the only
answer Phishie seemed willing
to offer.

"Nothing | redly fee
comfortable showing off just
yet..." was Mindy's attempt,
while Star weighed in with an
even more enigmatic reply.

"What makes you think |
haven't dominated it already?"
she said, with a coy wink.

"Well, going back to the
Cdfe itself..." | started, trying
a fresh tack, "If there was
anything you could change

about it, what would it be?"

"More Basilisks and all-out
randomness!"  Rose  started,
"Because that's what | love about
it

"Personally, I'd like to see
more members adding to the
archives ..." Bragg said, "As
well as more appearances from
some of our less frequent
visitors. To say nothing of more
drink, more parties, and more
sexifu  GTDE barmaids, of
course!”

"I wouldn't change a thing!"
said Star, "l love it the way it is!
| just wish | had more time to
spend here!"

Continued on Page 5

Umbridge Sghting a Hoax
By Amanda Houghton

Last week, the wizarding
world held their bresth in
collective terror, as a
sighting of former Ministry
favourite — and current
Ministry fugitive — Dolores
Jane Umbridge was reported
in Helgd's Copse, close to
Muggle London.

After a thorough and
gruelling investigation, the
sighting has been confirmed
as false by ateam of Aurors,
headed by no less than war
hero Kingsley Shacklebolt,
who stated that ‘If she was
here, I'd make damned sure
| wasn't. Now, get out of
my face, before | turn you
into the wvulture you were
born to be!’

The sighting was
origindly reported as an
‘exclusive’ in The Quibbler
magazine. The Quibbler, in
traditional  fashion, has
declined to print a retraction,
claiming that yet another
Ministry cover-up is in
progress. Redly, Mr
Lovegood... Get a new act.
Just because you managed to
get it right once, doesn't
mean it'll work every time...

Zonko'sin Buy-out Shock!
By Martin Bumblesworth

Amazing scenes yesterday at
Gringotts, as Zonko's attempted
to complete the fina stage of
their long-awaited acquisition by
joke-industry sensation,
Weadley's Wizard Wheezes.

The buyout, which has been a
topic of conversation in the
business world for quite some
time, was first suggested soon
after the establishment of the
WWW brand, back in 1997. At
the time, it was the established
Zonko's chain looking to buy up
the competition, praising their
‘initiative and  inventiveness',
while widely rumoured to look
down on some of their more
‘inventive’ advertising practices,
like turning the Vice-Chairman
of Zonko'sinto a canary.

However, not long after that
famous incident, it became clear
that the less established brand
was far from ajoke, and Zonko's

were certainly not laughing.
With newer, fresher product
lines on offer, it wasn't long
before the younger, leaner
outfit started eating into the
sales of the former pranks
colossus. Now, it is the
newcomers buying the more
experienced firm, after many
months of tense negotiation.

However, the Weasley
Brothers seemed to want a
little fun with their former
rivas, and as the Zonko's
Chairman put pen to
parchment yesterday, he
found himself holding the
latest WWW creation; a
Quirky Quill. This device,
available now for 1 Sickle,
substitutes  the  bearer’s
words for others, without the
writer even being aware of
it. Thisresulted in the name
of ‘Seymour Flesh’ being
entered into the contract,
instead of the name of the
Chairman!
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"I see..." | muttered, as |
wrote down the notes. So far,
this wasn't working the way | had
hoped. Nothing | was able to say
would get them to break ranks,
with all the answers pointing to a
happy, content team. Worst of
al, Sapphire was beginning to
glance evermore frequently at a
golden watch; clearly, the time
dlotted for this interview was
nearing its end. As there was no
longer time to gain any deep,
penetrating insights before |
would no doubt be rudely
gected, | asked if there was
anything any of them wanted to
say about the anniversary of their
organisation, which had been
mentioned at the start of the
interview.

"Oh, it's going to be a great
time..." Sapphire told us, "Weve
got a chat party organised, with a
fully-stocked bar  containing
every kind of drink known to
man... At least one new area to
unveil on the TBC site, and
maybe a few more surprises to
come, too..."

"I'm just looking forward to
getting everyone together to have
a good, old-fashioned GTDE
party, realy. And who knows?
Tom might even pop by for a
visit..." Phishie said, provoking
giggles of delight from 5 of the
people sat around me.

But once the laughter had
stopped, Sapphire dowly rose
from her chair, and retrieved her
wand from its holster. The intent
was clear — this interview was
over, and it was time for me to
leave, before my welcome was
worn out. | expected the wand to
be wused to open some

passageway to alow my exit, but
there was one last card yet to be
played. Reluctantly, | climbed to
my feet, and was soon followed
by the rest of the crew.
Suddenly, aloud - and somewhat
over-dramatic - crack split the
air, and both Star and Rose
Disapparated, presumably to join
the party that had just been
mentioned. For a moment, | was
intensely sorry that | never
learned to Disapparate, but | soon
realised that Anti-Apparation
wards would surely have been
putin placeif | had, anyway.

"So... Where's the way out?"
| asked, when no entrance
seemed to be visible.

"Oh, it's over there.." said
Mindy, pointing at a tiny hole in
the wall, which seemed to lead
into a series of underground
tunnels, and was clearly nowhere
near large enough for a child,
much less a grown person.

"But... How will I get in
there?" | said, clearly confused.

"Trust us.. That won't be a
problem..." Phishie pointed out,
somewhat threateningly.

"You see..." Bragg continued,
"Although we're happy to give
you an interview, and a few little
soundbites  for  your little
newspaper, we cant help
noticing that you've run one or
two stories in the past that could
- just maybe - be misconstrued
as."

"An al-out cafe-bashing,"
Sapphire accused, quite without
any basisin fact whatsoever.

"So, we couldnt possibly
pass up this chance to extract a
little... poetic justice* Mindy
said menacingly.

“W-What are you taking
about?’ | said, stammer well in
place once again.

“Oh, just this...” Sapphire
said, before she raised her wand
and chanted, “Nasutio!”

At which point, dear reader,
the Queen of the Café turned me
— doubtless through some Dark
Arts charm learned from her
Lord and Master — into one of the
most insulting, degrading
creatures | can imagine. A
Niffler. A nosy, disgusting, dirty
little creature, which is about as
useful to wizarding society as a
wand made out of Muggle
candyfloss. As if being turned
into such a creature would be

anything like poetic justice for a
respected journalist like myself!
No doubt some misguided
attempt at humour was at work,
but the joke was no doubt lost on
me. However, as the four
remaining members of the team
laughed their utmost at their
juvenile prank, | made good my
escape; the gap in the wall was
now sufficient for me to run
through, and | took my
opportunity to leave, before
anyone decided to turn me into
something else altogether.

And there, | feel, | should
bring my expose to an end. |
could, of course, elucidate on the
five weeks | spent trapped in the
dark, lightless catacombs of the
GTDE Mansion, trying
desperately to make my way to

the freedom and the light.
Or, perhaps some details of
the countless days of aimless
wandering, trying to both
evade detection and find
something approaching
civilisation. | could even
inform you of the further
fortnight | spent in the home
of an edely witch,
desperately trying to find a
way to communicate my
plight to her  while
constantly being expected to
find some small trinket that
had been lost. But these
details, while hopefully of
interest to those faithful
readers who have missed me
during my absence, are al
inconseguential to the
greater message | wish to
convey here.

These Dark Arts
supporters — GTDEs, as they
seem to prefer being called —
might  seem  charming,
sophisticated and  witty.
They may even seem ‘fun’,
and dare | say it, ‘cool’. But
this is just the public face.
The one they want people to
see. At the core of each and
every one of them, a black
heart is beating, full of
mischief and malevolence.
Be dfraid, reader. The
GTDEs are coming, and they
will  not be silenced,
subdued... or stopped.

‘Five Mages' to Split?
By Frederick Alderman

There was a sensation today
a the headquarters of the WWN
today, as ‘Five Mages lead
singer Peter Foyle announced
that they were abandoning their
coming tour of Ireland, and
postponing al public
appearances until further notice.

Rumours of a split have
dogged the popular band in
recent years, with public
arguments and private vendettas
disrupting what was once the
hottest name on everyone's lips.
At their height, fans were
screaming their names from the
rooftops. Now, it is the
management team who must be
screaming.  The latest delay was
said to be the result of an
unnamed illness in the band, but
such vague explanations

have never been enough to
calm the fears of the devoted
fans. Many experts have
speculated that this ‘illness
is a cover-up to hide yet
more interna strife in the
band, especialy after press
accusations last month that
Foyle may, in fact, be a
werewolf. However, you
may rest assured that this
latest potential cover-up will
not go uninvestigated.

This paper, and myself
personally, have never failed
to bring you the truth, and |
expect to find the facts
behind this latest furore in
very short order indeed.
Keep reading this very paper
for more — after all, if | can
find pictures of Celestina
Warbeck sunbathing, | can
find the truth here.



M ontr ose M agpies 290
Puddlemere United 640

While it won't go down in
history as the greatest match ever,
last night's match could well be
remembered as a turning point in
this season’s Quidditch Cup. The
stage was certainly set for a
spectacular  display of flying
prowess, with the league-leading
Montrose Magpies entertaining
second-placed Puddlemere
United. If Montrose could pull off
the win, it would mean a nine-
point gulf would open between the
two teams, so Puddlemere found
themselves in  a win-or-die
situation right from the off. But
even with the stage set in that

manner, nothing could have
prepared me for watching the
match that unfolded.

The first fifteen minutes were
sow, pondering and tactical; the
two titans sizing each other up in
the opening act, ready for the feast
of flying that was to come. A
mere two goals were scored, both
by the Montrose Chasers, but
neither side was realy playing at
their magnificent best.

Then, just as the crowd were
starting to get a touch restless, a
glimmering ray of hope. Oh no,
wait. That wasn't hope — that was
the Snitch! A very early first
sighting, made by Montrose's star
Seeker, Fiona Arbor. Although
the Snitch eventually dlipped from
her grasp — not least because of
some excellent Bludger work by
the Puddiemere Beaters — it
seemed to give both teams the
spur they needed to get their own
game back on track. Within five
minutes of the  sighting,
Puddlemere had stormed back into
a 30-20 lead, whipping the crowd
into a frenzy. Finaly, it seemed,
the game was on.

For the next one-and-three-
quarter hours, there was a genuine
masterclass on show from both
sides. At times, it seemed even
the Bludgers had trouble keeping
up with the play, such was the
ability and speed of the Chasers
on the pitch. Every one of the six

Chasers were flying a custom-
fitted Nimbus Two-Thousand-
and-One, and it showed - Muggle
hairyplanes had nothing on the
sheer arborne talent that was
present over Montrose Park last
night. Shirley Robinson and Eric
Burnstein both notched up 5
goals a piece for Puddiemerein a
15-minute period, with Pauline
Zane matching the feat for
Montrose. Everyone got on the
scoresheet in that flurry of goals,
but the highest scorers must
surely have been the crowd
watching the display.

However, as good as the
Chasers were, the difference
between the two sides over this
period of the play was
undoubtedly Puddlemere's
Keeper - fan favourite Oliver
Wood, who only came into the
first team this year, after playing
with the reserves since joining
the team straight from Hogwarts.
He pulled off a string of
magnificent saves, including one
effort where he managed to
evade both bludgers and till
defend his goa. There were
doubts at the start of the season if
the youngster could fill the shoes
of the retiring Gregor Flagstaff,
but he continues to confound his
critics. Surely, with an
international  weekend coming
up, it can't be long before the
manager of Quidditch England
pops his head into Oliver'sfire.

But with the show on display
from the Chasers, nobody
seemed to be keeping an eye on
the Snitch.  Nobody, that is,
except Ross Dennis, the
Puddlemere Seeker, who shot
through a three-flyer melee in a
doomed attempt to snatch the
Snitch, after it was sighted close
to the Montrose Right-Hand
Goahoop. One headlong dive
later, the Seeker was suddenly in
need of attention from the
Mediwitches at pitchside. A
cracked collarbone was the result

of the heroic action, but
fortunately the problem was
quickly resolved.

Once the play resumed, it

looked like Montrose might be in
some difficulties of their own;
the disruption to the play seemed
to have upset their Chasers, who
seemed unable to string their
passes together into the strong
atacking play we had seen
previously. The Puddlemere
Chasers, on the other hand, had
no such difficulty, and started to
build up an even more impressive
lead. Before the break in play,
Puddlemere were leading by 360
points to 270. But 11
unanswered goals from their
Chasers soon saw this lead
stretched to an overwhelming
200 points — a gulf that not even
a captured Snitch would be able
to overcome.

Montrose were doomed, and
their players seemed to know it.
Despite a brief fightback led by
Zane, this match was over as a
contest long before the Snitch
was sighted again; a now
lacklustre Montrose attack could
only find another two goals to
add to their taly, while
Puddlemere replied to each goal
in kind, just to prove that the
game was theirs for the taking.
By the time Dennis finally caught
the Snitch - after another eye-
wateringly unwise dive across
the field - the crowd were more
than ready to have the game
brought to a close.

All in al, the game lasted a
not inconsiderable three and a
half hours, which was more than
enough to satisfy the fans in
attendance. Montrose's fans will

undoubtedly look on this as
a missed opportunity to
move clear of their nearest
rivals, while Puddlemere
will no doubt be celebrating
what they will see as the
turning of the tide. Which
set of fans has the correct
analysis, only the next few
months will tell. But come
May, when the Cup is
handed over to the eventual
champions, | have no doubt
we will look back on this
game as one of those that
had a real effect on the
destiny of that trophy.

Montrose:

Seeker: Fiona Arbor (C)

Chaser: Alice Callins

Chaser: Simon
Arkwright

Chaser: Pauline Zane

Beater: Richard Cooper

Beater: Andrew Busey

Keeper: June Suffolk

Puddlemere:

Seeker: Ross Dennis

Chaser: Marlon Turnpike

Chaser: Shirley Robinson

Chaser: Eric Burnstein

Beater: Sandra
Cunningham (C)

Beater: Ricky Lonsdale

Keeper: Oliver Wood

Referee:
Sean Douglas

Player of the Match:
Oliver Wood



