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1. If	  I	  Fell	  –	  The	  Beatles	  

If	  I	  fell	  in	  love	  with	  you,	  
Would	  you	  promise	  to	  be	  true	  
And	  help	  me	  understand?	  

'Cause	  I've	  been	  in	  love	  before	  
And	  I	  found	  that	  love	  was	  more	  

Than	  just	  holdin'	  hands.	  

"It's like this," I started again. "You and I...we're special, all right? We're really, 
really...and I don't want to ruin that! You're important—too important. I 
couldn't...without you..." I took a deep breath, trying to talk in more than just 
useless fragments that made no sense at all. My mouth didn't want to cooperate, 
though. "I'm not going to lose you over this," I finally got out, my voice hard. "I 
refuse to. So we're doing it right or we're not doing it at all. That's it." 

	  

2. The	  Shape	  You’re	  In	  –	  Eric	  Clapton	  

You've	  got	  to	  take	  it	  easy,	  take	  it	  slow.	  
We	  don't	  want	  the	  whole	  world	  to	  know	  

About	  the	  shape	  you're	  in.	  

There, with her clothes crumpled, her hair a mess and the strong scent of alcohol in 
the air, laid Elisabeth Saunders, curled up in a ball in front of the portrait hole. 

She wasn't moving, but I could see the uneven falls of her chest, so I knew that at 
least she wasn't dead. I stood frozen in my spot behind James, watching Elisabeth's 
curled up form from behind his shoulder. For a few seconds, James seemed too 
stunned to move, as well. Then I heard him sigh deeply and he strode towards her 
fallen form. Not knowing what else to do, I followed. 

"Holy shit, Lizzie," James was murmuring as I slowly approached, wiping a few 
stray blonde locks from her face. 

	  

3. Boys	  –	  Ringo	  Starr	  

Ah,	  boys,	  	  
What	  a	  bundle	  of	  joy. 

It was clearly a stupid question, seeing as Amos was perfectly dry and everyone 
who had been out in that downpour was positively dripping all over the Great Hall, 



but I was panicked and mumbling. Not that it really mattered anyway. Amos wasn't 
paying any attention to me. He was too busy glaring at James. 

Merlin, oh Merlin. What a bloody wonderful time for him to finally decide to become 
jealous. 

When I'm in pain! 

James for his part was glaring right back at Amos until I deftly nudged him hard in 
the ribs, breaking their eye contact. Still, sneers were well in place. "Fancy seeing 
you here, Diggory," James bit out sarcastically. "Might want to take a few steps 
back, though. Lily and I are a bit of a mess. Wouldn't want to blotch up that perfect 
appearance of yours any, now would you?" 

Oh, brother. Just what I need right now. Male competition. 

 

4. Everybody’s	  Gotta	  Learn	  Sometimes	  –	  The	  Kogis	  

Change	  your	  heart,	  look	  around	  you 	  
Change	  your	  heart,	  it	  will	  astound	  you 	  
I	  need	  your	  loving	  like	  the	  sunshine 	  

And	  everybody's	  gotta	  learn	  sometime	  

Her questions were quiet, but I could hear them clearly, perfectly, painfully. I had 
never felt so close to casting up my accounts as I did then and I knew that if I hung 
about much longer, the pair of them would eventually walk out of the Owlery to an 
interesting sort of surprise waiting on the doorstep—me, a heap of sick, or possibly 
both. And for the first time, I no longer had any desire to be listening. James's 
prolonged silence was answer enough for the most prominent questions that were 
already pounding in my head. There were more questions—there were always more 
questions—but I honestly, truthfully, in the highest of degree of reality, did not 
think I could handle any more. 

	  

5. I	  Wanna	  Be	  Your	  Boyfriend	  –	  The	  Ramones	  

Hey,	  little	  girl	  
I	  wanna	  be	  your	  boyfriend	  

L— 

Was stuck in the greenhouses again tonight. Saw these, thought of you. 
Clever of Sprout to be growing roses, isn't it? And red ones, as well. 
I think this might be fate telling you something, Infallible. 

See you in the morning. Feel free to ask me out again then. 

Your potentially-considering-boyfriend, 
J. 



P.S – Try placing a finger over the 'potentially-considering' bit. 
P.S.S – Looks good, doesn't it? 

 

6. See	  My	  Way	  –	  The	  Who	  

Some	  way,	  some	  day,	  I'll	  find	  a	  way	  
To	  make	  you	  see	  my	  way	  

Even	  if	  you	  don't	  think	  like	  I	  do	  
You	  know	  that	  it's	  true	  

	  

"Look," I said, grappling for a bit of sense and serenity so that I might be able to 
pull this off. I let out a small sigh. "I'm not usually one to be calling people out on 
their bullshit, all right? I really haven't got the right, seeing as I'm usually the one 
spouting it. But this time, I'm calling you out, and if you're any sort of mate to 
James and any sort of logical human being, you'll listen to me." 

It didn't take long for Sirius's smirk to slip into a frown. "You know, Evans—" 

"Quiet," I ordered, sticking up a silencing finger. "You've talked enough. It's my 
turn now. We're going to practice your listening skills. Maybe you'll be able to use 
them in some future conversations you may or may not be having, yeah?" 

 

7. I’m	  Looking	  Through	  You	  –	  The	  Beatles	  

You	  don't	  look	  different,	  
But	  you	  have	  changed.	  
I'm	  looking	  through	  you,	  
You're	  not	  the	  same.	  

"It was slow," Sirius started to explain, his voice low. "Didn't really notice at first. 
He'd come see the lot of us after being at the hospital and wouldn't say a word 
about his mum. We let it go, figuring he just wasn't ready. But then he started 
coming up with these cock-brained ideas—really dumb, dangerous things—that he'd 
try to pass off as some mad adventure. James was like that sometimes," he told 
me, shrugging his shoulders. "He'd come up with these sort of shit-stupid 
escapades and decide we had to do them. But this was different. This was all the 
time and he was serious about them. Before, we'd get halfway through planning a 
stunt before laughing it off and deciding we'd rather live a little while longer. But 
James refused to let these go. Then he'd get pissed at us when we tried to talk 
some sense into him. He..." Sirius trailed away for a second, scratching idly at the 
back of his neck. He looked uncomfortable. "I've had some pretty shit stupid ideas 
myself," he went on a moment later, sounding not exactly sheepish, but...I don't 
know. Something. "And yeah, I've pushed it to the edge a couple of times. But 
that's the thing—James was always the one to rein me in. If Jamesthought it was 



going too far, it probably was. It works both ways. But then...he wouldn't listen. It 
was as if he didn't care if he'd get hurt, be killed. 

	  

8. Rocks	  Off	  –	  The	  Rolling	  Stones*	  

I	  hear	  you	  talking	  when	  I'm	  on	  the	  street, 	  
Your	  mouth	  don't	  move	  but	  I	  can	  hear	  you	  speak. 	  

What's	  the	  matter	  with	  the	  boy?	  

He was weird. 

He was acting so, so weird. 

And I don't mean that he talks about strange things or that he was being 
particularly odd in his movements or anything like that. I mean that he was just 
acting strange in regards to me. It was like...Merlin, I don't even know how to 
describe it. It was like...it was like he was showing me off or something. Like I was 
some sort of trophy he was particularly interested in rubbing in other people's 
faces. 

*This	  song’s	  lyrics	  don’t	  exactly	  fit,	  I	  know,	  but	  I	  chose	  it	  anyway	  because	  I	  always	  
imagine	  this	  music	  playing	  in	  the	  background	  during	  the	  date	  (if	  Commentarius	  were	  
a	  movie,	  I	  think	  that	  would	  this	  scene’s	  soundtrack).	  	  

	  

9. Save	  The	  Last	  Dance	  For	  Me	  –	  The	  Drifters	  

You	  can	  smile-‐every	  smile	  for	  the	  man	  
Who	  held	  your	  hand	  neath	  the	  pale	  moon	  light	  

But	  don't	  forget	  who's	  takin'	  you	  home	  
And	  in	  whose	  arms	  you're	  gonna	  be	  

"I'm going to kiss you now," he whispered gruffly, leaning closer. "I'm going to kiss 
you right now so that when you go on this disaster of a joke tomorrow, all you're 
going to be able to think about is this right here, this very moment." 

I closed my eyes, suddenly far too overwhelmed to keep looking at him. James let 
out a throaty chuckle, leaning over even farther. Then his mouth was at my ear, his 
lips and his breath making a mess of my already melting insides. He continued on. 

"Every second, every minute, this is all you're going to think about." I tried—but 
probably failed—to hold back my pathetic whimpers as his lips stroked against my 
ear. "You're going to be so full of me, there won't be any room for him. When you 
walk with him, when he talks to you, all you'll be thinking about is me. If he makes 
you smile, if he makes you laugh, I'll be there, always the real reason behind it. 
You'll try to fight it at first—you're too bloody stubborn to do anything else—but 
sooner or later, you're just going to give in and accept it. And when you finally can't 
take it anymore, when the truth has at long last hit, the day will be over and you'll 



shake his hand because that's the polite thing to do and then you'll come find me. 
And then I can do this again." 

My body went limp against the wall. Before I could string any coherent syllables 
together, James kissed me, dropping his arms from the wall and instantly putting 
them around me, pulling me against him. He might have muttered something else, 
but I couldn't have possibly been expected to hear it over the frantic beating of my 
heart. 

 

10. How	  Do	  You	  Feel	  –	  Jefferson	  Airplane*	  

Oh,	  how	  my	  heart	  beats,	  I	  don't	  even	  think	  I	  can	  talk	  
How	  do	  you	  feel	  

I died. 

I just...died. 

Or at the very least, my poor, little, suspicious heart did. First it flipped, then it 
flopped, then it did a little flailing dance and the girlish figure in my stomach joined 
right in and they twirled about together in this mess of giddy glory until there was 
no more dancing to be done and then I just...died. Right there on the bench outside 
Honeydukes in the middle of Hogsmeade. It was just too much. Too much. 

Now I ask you—how can anyone not positively adore this idiot? 

*Again,	  not	  exactly	  the	  proper	  lyrics,	  but	  the	  right	  mood	  for	  the	  scene.	  At	  least	  it	  is	  
what	  I	  think.	  	  

	  

11. All	  of	  My	  Love	  –	  Led	  Zeppelin	  	  

Ours	  is	  the	  fire,	  all	  the	  warmth	  we	  can	  find	  

He	  is	  a	  feather	  in	  the	  wind	  

All	  of	  my	  love,	  all	  of	  my	  love	  

Oh	  all	  of	  my	  love	  to	  you	  now	  

"I'm really—really—glad to be going to Hogsmeade with you tomorrow," I started, 
staring directly at James. There were a few spots of absent raindrops dotting his 
glasses. His eyes were still bright behind the lenses, though. That kept me going. 
"You keep asking me if I'm going to change my mind, but I'm not. Not tonight, not 
tomorrow. So unless you decide I'm not worth the trouble—which, let's be honest, 
no one would blame you—you're stuck with me. Sorrowfully and truly stuck with 
me." I gave him a smile, growing more confident as his eyes began to twinkle. "I 
may be slow," I muttered ruefully, "but I know what I want. And unfortunately, 
right now that's you. Sorry." 



I kissed him again before he could say anything to all that, not certain if I was 
exactly ready for a response right about then. James didn't seem to mind. He took 
over the kiss quickly, wrapping his spare arm around my waist and pulling me 
closer. That was all well and fine for a while, until he decided that he'd like to do so 
with both arms and promptly dropped the umbrella down to his side. 

I jumped away with a screech as the rain pummeled down on us. 

"James!" I grabbed his arm, trying to jerk the umbrella back up. "What are 
you doing? Put it back up! Up!" 

James laughed, loud and free 

	  

Bonus	  Track:	  C’Mere	  –	  Interpol	  

It's	  way	  too	  late	  to	  be	  this	  locked	  inside	  ourselves	  
The	  trouble	  is	  that	  you're	  in	  love	  with	  someone	  else	  

It	  should	  be	  me.	  
Oh,	  it	  should	  be	  me	  

“C'mere," he told me, motioning with his hand.	  

	  

	  

	  


