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Appendices

1. The Survey Questions

1. Which of the HP books have you read? How did you 'discover' them?

2. Which order did you read them in?

3. When you read a volume, were subsequent volumes available, or did you have to wait for the next instalment?

4. (for books 1-4) Did you think about or discuss the possibilities of the next instalment? What sort of questions did you have?

5. When you read the subsequent instalment, did you find it answered your questions?

6. (for book 5) How do you feel "The Order of the Phoenix" fits in with the earlier volumes?

7. Does it fit with your expectations after Book 4?

8. Was your opinion or your anticipation of Book 5 influenced by debate with friends (both online and 'real-life')?

9. What do you wish for Book 6?

10. Does debate or taking part in online communities help with the wait for book 6? Does the debate shape your anticipations?

11. Is there anything specific you wished for from Books 1-4 that didn't happen in Book 5? How did this affect your reading of it?

12. Is there anything from Book 5 that you wish to be developed in later books?

13. Do you have any hopes or worries about the general 'direction' of the books' plots or characters that has changed since reading the earlier volumes?

14. What would you say to the author with regard to the direction of the later books if you had the chance?

15. Have the films of the books affected the way you read them, and have they affected your wishes for the next book?

2. Longer Fan-Fiction Extracts

a. Full text of “Prisoner of Azkaban” extract
"Professor Snape was at school with us. He fought very hard against my appointment to the Defense Against the Dark Arts job. He has been telling Dumbledore A year that I am not to be trusted. He has his reasons... you see, Sirius here played a trick on him which nearly killed him, a trick which involved me --"

Black made a derisive noise.

"It served him right," he sneered. "Sneaking around, trying to find out what we were up to... hoping he could get us expelled...." 

"Severus was very interested in where I went every month." Lupin told Harry, Ron, and Hermione. "We were in the same year, you know, and we -- er -- didn't like each other very much. He especially disliked James. Jealous, I think, of James's talent on the Quidditch field... anyway Snape had seen me crossing the grounds with Madam Pomfrey one evening as she led me toward the Whomping Willow to transform. Sirius thought it would be -- er -- amusing, to tell Snape all he had to do was prod the knot on the tree trunk with a long stick, and he'd be able to get in after me. Well, of course, Snape tried it -- if he'd got as far as this house, he'd have met a fully grown werewolf -- but your father, who'd heard what Sirius had done, went after Snape and pulled him back, at great risk to his life... Snape glimpsed me, though, at the end of the tunnel. He was forbidden by Dumbledore to tell anybody, but from that time on he knew what I was...."

b. Longer extract from “The Shoebox Project”
On most days, Sirius Black consults James Potter before effecting an idea. On most days, great tragedies do no occur from simple lack of coordination, planning, or revision, or some arbitrary combination of both. On some days, however, Sirius Black skips the consultation step and moves directly into action. He often regrets it later. Most of Hogwarts often regrets it later. This is one such day.

"Where is he, Black?" Snape asks. The light in the hallway is most unflattering to his complexion, waxy, yellow, unclean. He runs his spindly yellow fingers through his hair, which separates greasily into individual, thick strands over his forehead. Sirius shudders. 

"Another night of debauchery for the two of you? Really, really. You are a bad influence."

"He's off shagging your mum, Snivellus, since I got sick of her fat saggy arse," Sirius says casually, rolling up his sleeves with great deliberation and care. "Why do you care? Just hoping he was in the showers so you could catch a quick peek?"

"You're one to talk," Snape drawls. "Trailing around after him like a little puppy, trying to control who he talks to, what he does, with whom he makes nice. It's pathetic." 

"A state of being you know all about, after all." Sirius hopes, very much, that Snape will take just two steps closer and give him a good excuse to punch him right in the nose. It really does present an awfully tempting target, all shiny and out there. He does not, however, throw punches that require any kind of awkward setup, so he's willing to bide his time until Snape makes it easy for him which, as Snape learns quickly and well, might not happen without further provocation. "Do I detect a note of jealousy in your dulcet, harmonious whining?" 

Snape snorts. "Don't worry, Black. Your toys are safe." He gathers his things up into his arms, eyes shifting to uncover the safest, most feasible escape route. Sirius is proud to note there isn't one, unless Snape is willing to venture just close enough to be in range. 

"Don't know about you, Snivellus, but some of us have friends. We call them friends; they call us friends; it's a mutual relationship in which we are friendly. Very complicated. Tough for you, isn't it? Well, keep trying. You'll figure it out someday."

"Oh, I will figure it out," Snape says, very softly, while his black eyes flick up to Sirius's, cold and hateful. "I don't know yet, but I will figure it out. And when I do, this whole school will. I promise you that."

"Well, the student body will be itching to know when you unlock the mysteries of 'friendship,'" Sirius says easily, but a chill crawls down his spine. 

"I think you know what I'm talking about," Snape says.

"I think you're a loony," Sirius says, "and you need to find a hobby." He saunters a little closer, cracking his knuckles. "A hobby other than getting the shit kicked out of you by me because you can't shut up about things that are not your business."

"Not my business, hmm." Snape grins mirthlessly at him, spidery fingers closing around his books, and eyes the space between Sirius and the wall like he might try to break through it. 

Sirius is still trying to decide whether, when the inevitable happens, he will a) stick out a foot and let Snape go flying, or b) try the riskier but probably more rewarding method of lunging sideways and trapping Snape between himself and a wall, when Snape adds, "I'm going to follow him. I know where he goes, and I'm going to find out what he does. And then you'll all be sorry."

Sirius snorts and rolls his eyes. "Oh, right. Because you know so much. Why don't you go jab your head into that big knot on the Whomping Willow, if you're so bloody curious?" It would be wonderful, Sirius thinks, to watch an inanimate object like a tree share in the joy that is giving Snivellus a thumping.

"What's that supposed to mean?" Sirius can almost see the cogs whirring behind Snape's narrow, dark eyes, the calculations, the speculations, spiralling to an unfortunate conclusion. Snape is already clinging to the tiny crumbs of information with the desperation of the starving. Pathetic. Hopeless. Morbidly fascinating. How strange the unsocialized are, eager and withdrawn at once, always unsure of how to stand or what, exactly, their faces are doing on the outside.

"It's supposed to mean you should save me the trouble," Sirius replies, "of bashing your pointy little head in for you." 

"No," Snape says. "The Whomping Willow. That's where he is, isn't he. Right now." His eyes dart to one of the slope-arched windows along the outer hallway, where the sun is dripping low on the horizon. 

"And what if it is?" Sirius says slyly. "Think you're man enough to handle him after hours, is that it?"

"You're up to something," Snape hisses, "you've been up to something for years. Just because no one else is smart enough to notice what's happening right under their noses doesn't mean I don't see it. I do."

****

It won't work. It never works to just sit there and hate it. James knows this. Sometimes he feels like an idiot for knowing this, feels pretentious and wanky and over-mature and wishes he could just kick things and rage and yell and be a proper teenager; but he can't, because it just doesn't work. Driving deep breaths into his lungs, steadying himself against future impact, he dives in one more hopeless time, rolls under a side-swiping bough and smacks the knot with the side of his fist. The Willow quivers and goes still. The side of his hand goes numb. He stares at the entrance to the underground tunnel, a dark, wide, helpless mouth. 

"Bugger all," James whispers. Winded, sprawled on one side, for a moment to dizzy to lift himself and head into the encircling dark, he realises suddenly something he wishes adrenaline kept him from realising. He's frightened. Terrified, in fact. A werewolf isn't Remus, though Remus is a werewolf. It's a great big creature with tight claws and powerful paws and crushing jaws, teeth like knives and a bite that changes everything. 

He's never been afraid of Remus and he hasn't ever been old enough to be afraid of the wolf before now, afraid of the consequences, afraid of the reality of it. It's not just an animal. It's not just a friend with a different shape and different instincts, like Padfoot, or Wormtail. It's a Dark Creature, capable of wrath, ruin and poison, and little else. James recalls the dead squirrels strewn about the forest floor after a night of gliding through the forest, feeling a little sick to his stomach at the messy blood. He draws in a deep, ragged breath. However bad it is for him, right now, he tells himself, it's worse for Severus Snape. And, that not being nearly enough incentive, it's more terrible still for Remus Lupin, changed and snarling and without his mates to calm the fever in his blood. 

James presses one hand to his chest. His heart is moving so fast and so a-rhythmically he wonders that it hasn't leaped already, straight out of his ribcage. "What are you waiting for?" he asks himself out loud. The branches above him shiver against their spell. He dives forward, and into the tunnel, pants tight around his waist, face streaked with dirt and sweat, and precious time running out. 

The first thing he does is slam into a wall, and nearly knock himself out.

The second thing he does is curse, again, mostly because it's good to hear some kind of comforting, familiar sound. He yanks his wand -- Sirius's wand, rather -- out of his back pocket to put a light on, so he can get running again. The light wavers insanely over the root-crawled walls. His heart hammers in his ears. James remembers having a nightmare like this, once, except in the nightmare he wasn't wearing pants and he was being chased by an army of rabbits. He silently thanks God for the existence of Sirius, if only as a pants-lender and a rabbit-chaser, and then remembers that if Sirius did not exist, this nightmarish little excursion would not be occurring at all. 

Over the sound of his heaving breathing, he hears footsteps: slower footsteps, not too far off, echoing. 

And then he hears the howl.

James runs like he's never run before. His glasses slip off his nose, from sweat or current lack of luck or a good combination of both, and are lost behind him. Everything fuzzes out of focus, but he can see enough to know he's going forward, and knows enough to realise if he turns back now, he's already too late. "Don't go up the stairs!" he screams into the shifting darkness in front of him. "Snape! Stay where you are!" 

He comes out into the moonlight over the unsteady floorboards to see footprints, small, disturbing a month's dust. Nausea hits him in one powerful wave. He wants to throw up. 

"Snape!" he screams. "Snape, where are you?" The staircase creaks and sways, and James leaps forward, operating on instinct only, taking the steps three at a time and tripping ungracefully twice. He takes the last five stairs on his hands, scrambling, and swerves onto the landing when his blood goes sluggish in his veins. There's a very small figure in black robes frozen on the floorboards, and a huge silence sawing through his ears. James freezes in the doorway; and then, almost luckily, there's the howl, immediate, enormous, smashing through the rational forebrain into the black, primordial pit of animal fear.

"Bollocks," James says, forcing it down. "Snape!" The dark figure whirls, paper-white, mouth a dark slash in its face. James lunges for him, grabs him by the neck of the robes and drags him away. Snape, he discovers, runs the way he does everything: like a total prat, his big stupid feet every which way. Something growls, ground-shaking, and smashes like a cannonball into the iron-barred door. The whole house shivers under the impact.

"Come on!" James howls, losing all patience, and literally pulls Snape down the stairs. They land in a splintered heap by the lone, awkward banister. 

"Get off me, Potter!" the World's Biggest Idiot shrieks. James, finally doing something he wants to do, has wanted to do since first year, belts Snape a good one upside the ear and shoves him into the open trapdoor. 

Snape hits the root-tangled ground with a loud ooph. The wolf howls out behind them, over and over, hitting the doorframe and the floor and shaking the shack deep into the earth beneath. James winces at the sounds, imagining wolf joints melting into boy-joints in the morning, compiling all his mistakes, crippled by the immensity of his fear.

"A werewolf," Snape says, and breaks James' terrified reverie. "You sent me to be killed by a..." He trails off, voice shaky and small, as realisation hits at last. "Lupin," he spits out. "That's Lupin."

James puts his head in his hands, which are shaking, and keeps his voice calm. "Shut up," he whispers. "Just shut up."

"You tried to kill me," Snape insists, voice rising, hysterical, "you tried to kill me with that monster."

"What the fuck do you know?" James demands. He moves before he can think, grabbing Snape by the collar and throwing him against the tunnel wall. "What the fuck do you know about anything? What the fuck do you know about tonight? What the fuck do you know about werewolves?"

"I know you tried to kill me!" Snape whines. "With -- with that!" 

James holds him by the collar for a moment and then lets go, disgusted and too tired to argue. Snape slides down the wall, boneless. "You ignorant little shit," James hisses. 

"Don't flatter yourself. You're not that fucking important."

"You're a murderer," Snape breathes. "Black -- Black is worse than the rest of you put together. You'll be expelled, you'll be put in jail, they'll have to have that thing put down"

"Snape," James says, very quietly. "Shut up. I just saved your life." It has to be absolutely the worst thing he's ever done in his life, and it hurts to admit even to himself, but he makes himself grind it out anyway. "And I want you to know that I didn't do it for you, because your pathetic, snot-nosed little life isn't worth one tiny constipated turd, in my personal opinion. I did it for Remus, because he's worth a thousand of you and there's nothing I wouldn't do for him. Including this." He gives Snape a last, disgusted look. 

"Now live with it," he finishes, as calmly as he can, before he turns on his heel and sets off down the tunnel, his heart still wild in his ears and Snape's breathing loud and ragged in the darkness.

c. Longer extract from “Sans Merci”
Severus decided that they were probably going to try an illusion. They didn’t want to leave marks, after all. Black was reasonably good at illusion, and maybe they could make him that scared. Surely not if he was forewarned, though. He considered not going, but only briefly. He’d never hear the end of it if he chickened out. He doubted Lupin would be there, but he wouldn’t put it past Black to leave the ladle on the other side of an illusory river of fire, for example. Or between the claws of a very convincing ‘dragon’.

The Whomping Willow trick worked, of course.

The monster was a werewolf. Points for originality. It wasn’t holding his ladle, but had a haunch of raw meat between its paws. There was blood on its mouth. It roared. A wave of rank stench came from its direction; carrion and fur and just wolfness. Severus screamed. Black was a good student, yes, but the skill to carry an illusion beyond sight and into a convincing representation for all five senses took a level of magic that wouldn’t be found in a schoolboy. He had just made a fatal miscalculation. 

The wolf raised its head.

An iron-hard grip clamped round Severus’s forearm, and Severus was pulled backwards—through the door—the door was shut—the beast thumped against it a second too late.

“You stink,” said Potter’s voice, low and vicious. 

Severus realised he had wet himself. No doubt it had happened at the moment he’d been too busy confronting imminent death to notice. 

“A wizard’s debt,” said Potter. “I saved your life.”

“You—you—“

Potter dragged him out, past the tree, and let him fall once they were out of range. He reached into his pocket and pulled out a ladle, which he dropped on the ground beside Snape, spitting on it for good measure.

“I own you, Severus Snape,” said Potter. “Don’t you ever forget that.” 

On moral grounds, a life-debt should be negated if it was engineered.  However, Severus had a nasty feeling that it was one of those primitive and rather unpleasant forms of magic that had little to do with what one might term ‘daylight morality’. If so, the life-debt would stand, a matter of action and reaction that was entirely unaffected by motivation. Just another stunning piece of bad luck to add to all the rest, in fact.

3. Complete Interview with Fan-Fiction Writers

email interview with self, august 20th, 2004

To: heather <heather@compsoc.man.ac.uk>

From: rave@********.com

Subject: Re: from livejournal: please help with dissertation?

[thanks so much for this--they're really cool questions and we loved answering them. good luck on your dissertation!]

Firstly, do you think that the HP series unfinished affects the way you write? Do you feel more inclined to write stories because the main canon is still open, or does it make no difference?

Rave: Okay! uh. Well, for me, the fact that the canon is so open is mildly nerve-wracking. It seems inevitable that something we write is going to get the smackdown from future canon, and it will be pointed out and laughed at. On the other hand, we're obviously not trying to construct a canon here--as you can tell from our missteps with the already established facts of the HP-verse. And it's so fun, having four such dynamic and fascinating characters whose backstory has been left wide open for us. The fun of playing with MWPP kind of overshadows the worry that JK will suddenly bitchslap us with a surprise like "they all used to be women!" or "Peter actually was a transfer student from Minnesota!" 

Jaida: It does allow slightly more room to work in, dealing in this particular era. It's why I, personally, have always enjoyed working with MWPP when they were in school -- there's a lot more freedom, a lot more room, and it's open, at least of yet, to interpretation. You can't really do that with Harry's current timeline, as Rowling so obviously has ever little detail already planned, and we're all merely waiting for the books to come out so we can know them, as well. Still! It's true that a lot of the time I wonder if we will all learn in book six that Remus is a hermaphrodite, or actually James, or secretly Voldemort, or an alien from planet nine in a galaxy far far away. For now, we can only work with what canon we do know -- which is already so much more, since book five, than we knew prior. Still, the good thing about MWPP era is that there definitely is a lot more left unsaid. A much bigger playground, if you will. With hotter tire swings.

Rave: *Way* hotter tire swings.

Similarly, do any of the things JKR say in interviews affect the way you write the characters, or do you base it solely on the books? Does the film canon affect the writing at all? 

Jaida: Frankly, I don't listen to anything Rowling says in interviews. I hear it all on my friends page anyway, about seven hundred times over, with theory this and theory that and frankly, I would just like to read the books and not have Rowling's deranged, cryptic hints seep into my brain and keep me up at nights. I do not wonder what it is she means. All will be revealed in time. It is, however, awesome to know that Ginny's full name is Ginevra, and that her favorite character is Remus, which means she is not actually drowned in the deep end yet, just treading water. But seriously: the characters should be based on the books. Canon, of course, is definitely changed around or tweaked by the hints in interviews, but I have actually never been that good with canon to begin with. I like to focus on the characters, developing them as fully as possible while staying as within character as possible. If that's even possible.

Rave: Definitely agreed--though I should admit that a JK interview really frames pretty much my entire understanding of one of the principal shoebox characters, i.e. when a fan asked "Is Sirius supposed to be dead sexy?" and she said "Yes!" I mean, without that interview, I'm not positive there would *be* a Shoebox. But, yeah. Mostly I agree that the hints are sadistic and designed to wiggle into your brain, whining *could this be important?* and it's safest just to base your characters on the actions of the characters within the books themselves.

As for movie-canon--personally, I'm kind of a canon magpie. I see things that are shiny, and I want them. The scars are a great example—Jaida worked them beautifully into one of the first letters, and they work so neatly with the unbelievably self-conscious Remus that we're writing that they became part of the story. Ditto with David Thewlis's big nose, etc.

Jaida: I like to think that there is method in Rowling's madness so I thought working some of the movie-lore into the book-lore would be a fun mix of canons. Obviously they are slightly different canons, the movie almost an interpretation, and so, Shoebox also being an interpretation, I thought it would be cool to have visual movie hints woven in there. Because we do have movie canon to work with. But no moustache.

Finally, as serial-fiction writers yourselves, has any of the reader feedback so far affected the way you write subsequent episodes? Do you think it's theoretically possible for reader reaction to affect your work?

Rave: Ooh, very good question. Um. Well, I for one have to try very hard not to let it affect me, and I'm not sure how frequently I succeed. Certainly we've been known to play to fans--we'll drop a shout-out to a bizarre fan 'ship or something. We really enjoy writing this, obviously, so we want people to enjoy reading it as well. But I think we also try very hard not to let it affect the direction in which we take the entire story. As tempting as it might be to go "We should have Remus and Sirius shag RIGHT NOW and then everyone will like us!" the truth is that fans have very different expectations/hopes for the places the story will go, so in pleasing one faction we'd inevitably end up pissing off another, and that would thwart our quest for universal love and acceptance. So it's safest just to read and appreciate suggestions that fans give and then, in the end, go off on our own way.

Jaida: Yeah -- being the obsessive compulsive that I have, I have a lot of the parts planned out on a yellow notepad in advance, so that I can make sure fan suggestions don't affect the work as much as possible. Of course, Peter/Toast and Peter/Sock would never be pandered to so blatantly if 1. it were not so funny and 2. fans had not decided to champion one of those two causes. But still, I feel like that's all in good fun, and doesn't really affect Peter's characterization or trivialize his humanity. We have really solid ideas of who the characters are -- and we're lucky our ideas meshed so seamlessly together -- and we have really solid ideas of where we want to go and how we want to get there. It's always thrilling to know so many people are reading, but intimidating also, when you know you can't please everyone. So when writing, we try to think only about writing. We started this for ourselves, frankly, to have fun over the summer and do something new, innovative. That's what it remains -- even though it is a joy and a thrill to be able to share it with so many people.

Rave: You are so eloquent. We should write together, or something.

Jaida: That is a stroke of genius. Let's start now.
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