This is the baby journal of
Patrick Malfoy-Potter
Stop it, Harry! My son will not be called Patrick!
Abraxas Malfoy=Potter

Then he will also not be called
Abraxas!

May –
Month 1

Dear Baby,
I can’t believe you’re coming. Your father says there’s no point in writing this down as you won’t
be able to read for quite a few years (though he says Malfoy’s start reading before other
babies. But you aren’t a Malfoy; you’re a Malfoy-Potter so I don’t know how that famous
intelligence gene will adapt.). He’s also saying I shouldn’t use such big words like “gene” because
you won’t know the meaning of it.
He’s trying to say he loves you and I love you too.
Love,
Dad.

Son,
Don’t listen to your dad. What does he know about Malfoy genes?
I’m told that I’d started reading by the time I was 3. I’m sure you’ll be
faster. Take that Potter!
Potter is your dad by the way. And I’m the Malfoy, which makes you
Malfoy-Potter. The first ever.
Never forget you were special since before you were born, my son.
Yours,
Father

Dear baby,
Your Aunt Hermione wants me to tell you that this baby diary was her gift.
Your father has already started taking advantage of the fact that he can boss
people around for the next few months; he made your Uncle Ron move the couch for
him ten times today.
But don’t be fooled; Uncle Ron only did it because Aunt Hermione was there and
he’s scared of her.
Love,
Dad.

Son,
Your uncle Ron is very mean some times. Please do piss on him
whenever you want.
Yours,
Father.

Draco! You can’t say that to our son!

Harry! This is my page, stick to yours!

Dear baby,
I’m really glad you can’t hear us yet. There was too much shouting going around the
house today. I don’t know why your father doesn’t want to tell your Grandparents
about you. He was very happy with telling your other Grandparents and even
accepted your Grandma Molly’s hug without any complaint.
I think I’ll just have to think like a Slytherin this time. This will obviously mean
groveling for forgiveness once everything is done because your father hates it when I
go behind his back.
Love,
Dad.

Son,
Your Grandfather Lucius wants you to know that should you be born
with the Potter hair he’ll disown you.
But you don’t have to worry, your Grandmother, henceforth to be known
as Grand’Mere, threatened to shave his off if he even thought about
disowning you again. I do believe you have their approval.
And it’s not that I was scared of telling them, it’s just that I knew they
still weren’t completely comfortable with the fact that I’d married your
dad. But apparently all of that doesn’t matter anymore.

Now I’m going to make your father drive down to the city and get me
that delicious cheesecake because he just can’t go behind my back.
Let that be a lesson to you too.
Yours,
Father

Draco, I just got you that cheesecake yesterday!

Harry, you are once again on my page! Go away!

Dear Baby.,
Remember that cheesecake that your father made me get.
He ate all of it.
Even the slice I hid for myself in the study.
I’m pretty sure cravings shouldn’t start so soon,
Love,
Your hungry dad.

Son,
If you ever doubt how much I love you, know that I am enduring the
back ache with a smile, or something like that. Unfortunately your dad
has been reading up on a lot of books and I’ve been ordered to rest a
lot.
Sometimes your dad forgets who he’s married to.
But that’s okay, I have fun reminding him.
Yours,
Father

Baby,
We heard you today.
I don’t think I’ve ever heard anything more beautiful.
Can’t wait to meet you.
Lots of love,
Dad
Harry, you do realize there are still a lot of months left?

My page, Draco.
Oh. Whatever.

Son,
I’m going to agree with your dad on this one.
It really was very beautiful.
When they first did the spell and there was no sound I was so very
scared, I don’t think I’ve ever been more relieved than when I heard
you. Your dad cried the entire time. He’s a sap, these Gryffindor’s always
are. You better be in Slytherin.
Yours forever,
Father.

Baby,
I feel really bad sitting here and writing this to you as your father is throwing up in
the bathroom but the last time I checked on him he threw the soap dispenser at me
so I’m going to stay outside.
Where it’s safe.
And don’t worry, he might be cursing you now but I don’t think he’ll remember it when
you’re here.
At least, I don’t think he will. And forget what he said about Slytherin, we’ll love you
no matter what house you’re in.
Even hufflepuff.

So there’s no pressure on you.
Don’t listen to him! If I’m throwing up the entire day, you have to be
in Slytherin. There will be no compromise on that, but I can be bribed
if someone got me a new cashmere sweater.

Take note baby I’m going to teach you an important life lesson now – when a
Slytherin asks you for a gift and say they want only one make sure you get them at
least three. Four if you really want to get into their good books.

June –
Month 2

Son,
I can’t go near potions anymore. Do you know what I’ve been advised to
do to pass the time?
Knit.
Granted it was your Grandma Molly who gave me that suggestion but
still. I do not knit. Malfoy’s do not knit!
I think I’m going to go terrorize the garden gnomes.
Yours,
Father

Dear Baby,
I accidently asked your father how many times in a day he has to go to the bathroom.
Apparently that was the wrong thing to say.
The couch in the study isn’t as comfortable as it looks. I don’t know how he managed
to lock all the guest rooms.
Luckily, I know how to apologize.
I’ve had years of practice.
Love,
Dad

Son,
Knitting is more difficult than it looks.
But I’ve got more supplies and I will keep trying till I get it right.
Or till I get your dad to wear whatever I’ve made.
Whichever comes first.
And apparently this is how I’m going to spend my birthday!
Yours,
Father

Dear Baby,
Your Grandmere (what’s wrong with Grandma?!) came over today to keep your
father company. I think she’s scared he’ll do something crazy because of sheer
boredom and I don’t doubt that at all. Ever since he scared those garden gnomes two
weeks back I haven’t seen one anywhere near our garden.
And yesterday he organized my sock drawer. That’s what he did on his birthday!
If he touches my shoes, I think we might have problem. I hope she can handle this.
Love,
Dad.

Son,
Okay, first off, I only touched your dad’s sock drawer because it was
open. And there was no order to his socks!
I’ve been craving a lot of jam lately. Preferably with those chips your
dad loves eating.
I wonder if he’ll get them for me.
Yours,
Father.

Baby,
Your Aunt Hermione went through this book yesterday and said we were doing it all
wrong. Apparently we’re using it as a diary while it’s supposed to be used as a
milestone marker or something.
Your father told her we can do whatever we want in it.
I don’t think she’ll be able to sleep at night knowing we’re using the book wrong.
As for milestones, today your father ate five jam and pickle sandwiches.
Love,
Dad

Son,
I really wish you’d stop making we want to pee so much. It’s really very
annoying. Especially when I’m out shopping with your Grandmere. She
finds it all very funny because apparently watching your progeny go
through pregnancy is a sweet revenge for the times I troubled her before
I was born.
Parents are sneaky; I have a valid excuse now.
Yours, always to be found in the loo,
Father.

Baby,
Today I came home from work to find an ice cream maker in the kitchen with your
Father and Grand’Mere staring at it.
Even Amicus, our owl, was flying around the kitchen hooting at the machine.
It took the three of us an hour to get it started (I would have done it faster alone
but they have so much fun looking at everything) but the end result was delicious.
Your father already has plans to mix gross varying flavors together. Thankfully, this
might put an end to all the midnight runs I’ve been making.

On the other hand, I really do like helping your father in any way I can. He has a
tendency to tire himself out trying to get everything done on his own.
He looks so adorable right now, curled up on the couch with a book.
I hope you have his hair. It shines golden in the firelight.
Love,
Dad

Son,
Muggles have the most marvelous inventions. I don’t think I’ve ever eaten
so much ice-cream before.
Your dad refuses to try all the flavors. Where’s that Gryffindor courage
now?
Besides, raspberry and cheese isn’t as bad as it sounds.
Yours,
Father

Our darling baby,
We can see you now. Or at least the change in your father.
It’s barely there but it’s enough.
I can’t stop looking at it and like every other day all I’ll be thinking about at work will
be the two of you.
The medi-witch said that by now your own magic should start developing and we’ll
start seeing signs soon. I can’t wait to see what you’ll do. I bet it’ll be marvelous.
Love,
Dad

Milestones – (Happy, Hermione?)
 We can see you now! Or at least see you growing.
 You’re
 Your

not making me thrown up so much anymore. Thank you.
grandparents approve of you.

 We still don’t have a name. Sorry. But I promise we’ll name you something nice so
you don’t get made fun off at school.
 Downton

Abbey has started again. I can’t tell you how happy I am

about that. Maybe next year we can see it together.

July –
Month 3

Baby,
Apparently eating for two also means having monopoly on the telly.
Yeah, I don’t understand that logic either. But I’d rather endure hours of “What not
to wear” than upset your father.
Also, it gives me time to catch up on my paperwork as I’m back home early these days
to help around the house as much as I can. If left to his own devices your father would
clean every room in the house twice a day.
Love,
Your bored dad.

Son,
If you’re born with the Malfoy complexion you will never have to worry
about what to wear as we look good in everything.
If not, then, let’s keep our fingers crossed, shall we.
Muggle telly has quite a lot of good shows.
Downton Abbey has to be my favorite, that Matthew Crawley is a
real gentleman. And he looks good in every colour.
Sadly, he doesn’t have your dad’s eyes or his beautiful smile or the
adorably floppy hair

Nor does he have the glasses or strong arms or the kindest and bravest
heart I’ve ever seen.
These hormones are making me sappy.
Yours,
Father

I love you Draco.
My page, Harry! How many times must I remind you?
.
I love you too.

Baby,
The weather’s started getting better. It’s nice enough now that we can sit outside
and enjoy the sun. I can’t wait to sit with you in the garden next year, enjoying the
sun and fresh air.
We’re under the big old tree in the backyard and while I’m catching up on some work
your father’s busy teaching your cousin Teddy, who we’re minding, the merits of
potion making and why it’s a noble profession. I don’t think Teddy’s really paying a lot
of attention. He’s busy looking at your father’s stomach.
We tried to explain to him about you and how he’ll have a new cousin soon but I don’t
think he really understands.

Teddy is amazing; he’s smart for his age and can already change his appearance.
I think you’re very lucky to have him as an older brother.
I know he’ll take good care of you.
Love,
Dad

Son,
Your Aunt Hermione is coming over today to take me to some exercise
class in Diagon Alley. Apparently it’s especially for expecting wizards.
She said it’s important to keep up with regular exercise as my food
intake has increased. She said the medi-witch also agrees.
Why was she talking to our medi-witch?
Hmm.
Yours,
Father

Baby,
I think your Aunt Hermione has been banned from our house till further notice. I’m not
sure yet, but when I came back from work I found your father putting up a notice on
the door saying “Granger-Weasley’s not allowed.”
At least Ron can still come over.
I wonder what happened.
I doubt he’ll tell me. They keep doing this so I’m not going to bother too much about it.
Love,
Your confused Dad.

Son,
You can throw up on your Aunt Hermione as many times as you want.
As many times!
You have my blessing.
Yours,
Father
Draco,
I don’t think you can order your son to do things like that. And this isn’t a diary! It’s a
journal to keep track of the baby’s progress. The two of you are doing it all wrong!
- H.G.W.

HARRY!! Why is she writing in this book?! And on my page?!

Guys,
Can anyone tell me what’s happening?
.
.
.
.
.
I want some cheesecake.

Dear Baby,
Your Grandparents are coming over today for lunch. Your father’s been running around
getting everything ready since the morning. I keep telling him to sit down and relax
but he’s so full of energy he gets restless. I think there was some merit in your Aunt
Hermione’s idea of making him join an exercise class. I still don’t know what happened,
but he’s still very angry about it.
I think I’ll go remind him to sit down again.
Maybe we should look into getting a house elf for the next few months.
Love,
Dad

Son,
Your dad just loves to worry, don’t listen to him. Though the idea of
getting a house elf does have some merit. I might finally get a break
from cooking, your dad can’t cook to save his life. Once, I went for a
seminar to Paris and he lived on take out for two weeks!
Your Grand’Mere brought me my favorite cookies, she baked them
herself. Don’t tell your dad, but I like her cookies more than your
Grandma Molly’s. But then your Grandma Molly makes the most
brilliant cupcakes.

Yours,
Forever,
Father.
P.S. Your Aunt Hermione is now allowed back in the house. But
only because she had the newest edition of Most Potente Potions and
I’ve been waiting for that for weeks.
Months even.
These Gryffindor’s sure know their way around an apology.

My dear lovely baby,
I have no words, nothing at all to express how excited I am at this moment, even
though only your father can feel you moving.
The look on his face is enough for me to last a lifetime on.
Though I really can’t wait to feel you move for myself, maybe I should think about
taking paternity leave for the next few months.
Hmm. I’m pretty sure your father would kick me out if the two of us were stuck at
home together all day long for the next five months.
I love you so much,
Dad.

Son,
My darling little boy.
I can’t even begin express how I’m feeling right now but I think your
dad’s done a really good job of it.
I have completely forgiven you for the morning sickness, the exhaustion
and the cravings. Everything. So don’t worry, we’ll be starting from a
clean slate when you get here.
With all the love in the world, yours,
Papa.

Milestones - because your Aunt Hermione still insists on it.

I

can feel you move. I can already tell you’ll be a Chaser. Or

Seeker. Thank you for giving me this gift on your dad’s birthday. It
made the day even more special than it already was.

 Milly, your father’s Papa’s old house elf will be joining us from next month.
Apparently she helped raise your father.
I

think I might have to go shopping for new clothes soon. Ugh. Do

you know how hard it is to find a good tailor these days?

August –
Month 4

Baby,
The worst has happened. I’ve been waiting for this ever since we found out we were
having you and now it’s actually happening.
Your Aunt Pansy is coming to stay for the weekend.
Why does this happen to me?!
I think I’m going to be staying with your Uncle Ron for the next two days. Their
couch is so uncomfortable! (I’ve had to
spend one too many nights there in the past.)
Yours, sad and already sleep deprived,
Dad

Son,
For being a Gryffindor, your dad can be a downright coward at times.
Pansy will be a wonderful Aunt, I can already tell. In fact, we’re
going shopping today, I want to buy new clothes and she wants to buy a
gift for you.
I can’t wait! Also, Milly makes the most delicious pancakes, I’d
forgotten how delightful they were!
Love,
Papa

Baby,
It’s a little difficult for me to write right now because I can’t stop laughing. The
Healer had warned us this would happen but we hadn’t expected you to start using
your magic so soon.
Though I must say, turning your Aunt Pansy’s hair purple was a very Gryffindor-ish
act. And I know your Papa approves, not what you did but because your magic is so
strong already. And your Aunt Pansy has decided to stay at a hotel for the rest of
her visit.
She should have known better than to comment on your papa’s increasing waistline.
You’re already a Potter through and through.

We don’t let anyone make fun of people we love.
Love, your very proud,
Dad.
P.S. – Unfortunately, now I have to go shopping with your Papa tomorrow.
Maybe I can bribe your Aunt Hermione to go in my place.
Then again, we don’t really want a repeat of the Diagon incident. Your papa needs to
learn we can’t keep banishing people from our house.

Son,
You’re such a Slytherin already! I’m so proud!
Though, you really didn’t need to turn Pansy’s hair that unflattering
shade of purple. On the bright side, at least you didn’t turn it red.
Your dad should know that I’m equally un-excited at the prospect of
going shopping with him. All he does is whine and keep asking if we’re
done. I think I’ll ask your Grand’Mere.
Love,
Papa.

My dear Baby,
Your Grand’Mere wants to start working on the nursery already. But
your Grandma Molly disagrees, she think we should wait a few more
weeks.
I think this is going to lead to an interesting discussion.
Apparently, no one thinks it’s important to ask us before making such
decisions.
Your ever suffering,
Dad.

Son,
You dad has a habit of being melodramatic. I don’t know why they call
it a Slytherin quality, but then again he did almost get sorted into that
house. Another reason why you should be in Slytherin.
Besides, if we don’t want the nursery to be prepared now we can say no,
it’s our house.
You dad is just scared of your Grandmothers.
Love, always,
Papa

Baby,
It’s been a long two weeks, sorry we weren’t able to keep you up to date. Not that
you’ll know the difference, but still.
Okay, so what’s happened in the past two weeks, I think we can have brief milestones
here? I’ll just go get your Papa first; he hates being left out of these.
Why are we doing this now? And of course I’ll hate being left out of
it!

We forget to write in this for two weeks, we need to keep baby up to date.
Well, we were busy weren’t we?

BABY DOESN’T NEED TO KNOW ABOUT WHAT WE WERE

DOING!
Will you relax? I’m not saying anything!

Okay, let’s do this – Milestones!
 Baby did magic for the first time! Now you
do it all the time. Even when I want
something as simple as coffee.

Your Grandma Molly thinks you’re going to even more
powerful than Dumbledore, who was a great man.
Your grandfather Lucius agrees. But then they also think
you’re


going to be as powerful as Merlin. As well as being the
best Quidditch player the world has seen.
 I have new clothes! I think I might need more
soon. You’re growing big so fast!

Milly learned the hard way that she should knock
before entering a room. Not that you need to know about that.


 Please, please for the love of everything that’s
holy stop making me pee
so much! I can’t take it anymore!

September –
Month 5

Son,
Why does everyone think I’m an invalid? If I want to, I can most
definitely move the sofa around till I’m happy with the way it looks!
Though, to be honest, I’m a little glad you helped me out when it came
to moving the bed, which was a little too heavy.
But we don’t need to tell anyone that.
It can be our little secret.
Lots of love,
Papa

Baby,
Every day I come back home from work to find the house rearranged, it’s getting a
little confusing now. Not that I’m going to say anything about it because I like
sleeping on the bed and I think you’re the one who caused the horrid vase to come
flying at me the last time I said something about Papa.
I don’t know whether I should be glad there’s someone else protecting your Papa
besides me or I should feel cornered because it’s two against one now.
When you’re here, you better take my side in an argument to make up for that vase.
Love, forever,
Dad.

Son,
Your cousin Teddy’s coming to stay with us for the next week, he’s very
excited to meet you. His favorite game these days is to try and see if he
can provoke you to do magic. Last night you summoned the entire pack
of Exploding Snap cards from the living room to Teddy’s room.
Life certainly has gotten easier for me, I barely have to do any work
at all.
Love, always,
Papa.

Baby,
Teddy wants to call you Monkey. He refuses to tell us why but he’s quite adamant
on it. He even took Milly’s help and learned how to spell Monkey and made this card
for you.
Monkey Malfoy-Potter,
I lve u.
Yur cusin,
Teddy.
Yours,
Dad.

Son,
I want to start painting your nursery soon except, I don’t know what
color you’ll like. I don’t want to paint it some color that you won’t like,
though your Grand’Mere assures me that you won’t really care. I beg to
disagree. Maybe we can come with a system to work together? I can
show you the color swatches and if you like one, just give a kick. How
does that sound? And don’t worry, we’ll only call you Monkey at home.
Love,
Papa.

Baby,
I think we’re finally going to start working on your nursery soon; just as we can find a
way to get rid of your grandmothers for a few days. It’s a little difficult to decide on
a color palette when two grown ladies are busy being snarky to each other.
We thought they’d gotten over this after our wedding but apparently babies drive
everyone crazy.
Hopefully your birth will help patch things up again!
Love, your ever hopeful,
Dad .

Son,
It’s 3 am and I’m wide awake, alone in the kitchen. I don’t want to wake
your Dad up, he’s had a long day at work. Did you know he’s an
Auror? Your dad’s the one who catches all the bad guys and puts
them behind bars.
He’s a real hero but he hates being called that.
I can’t sleep. Every time I try I have vivid nightmares, things I’d
rather not think about. If your dad knew he’d worry about me so I try
to leave the room before waking him up, which is easier said than done,

Also, it’s getting harder to find a comfortable position to sleep in, you’re
getting bigger and there’s only so much pressure my back can take.
Maybe at the next Healer’s visit we’ll be able to see you! I’ve heard
Muggles have things, multisound machines I think your dad calls them,
that helps them see the baby’s growth.
These Muggles really do know how to invent the most ingenious things!
Like the ice cream machine and . . . uh-oh.

Sorry baby, your papa’s going to go and sleep now. As will you, so no kicking now.

Baby,
I’m alone at home, your Aunt Pansy decided to kidnap your papa and treat him to a
day of being pampered. Hopefully there will be no random bursts of magic from you
today otherwise next time I’ll be the one who’ll have to go to the spa with your papa.
And that’s not very relaxing for him at all.
I just want him to sleep peacefully for once; he’s been so tired lately.
I keep telling him to rest but when has he ever listened to anyone?
Love,
Dad!

Son,
Let me tell you about another great Muggle invention – foot massagers.
Your dad sure does know how to buy the best gifts! I don’t think I’m
ever taking my feet out of this again.
Ever.
Love, your very relaxed,
Papa

October
– Month 6

Baby,
You waved at us today!
It was brilliant, you’re so big already and the Healer said you are very healthy and
growing just perfectly. And she told your papa to stop eating the grilled chicken he’s
grown so fond of. (I’ve been telling him that for weeks!)
We even ran into some old school friends at the Healers. Neville was in my house at
school and Blaise was in your papa’s house. We’ve invited them over for dinner today
to catch up.
Love,
Dad!

Son,
It seems like it’s the season for babies! Neville and Blaise just gave us
the good news, we can’t be happier for the two of them! It really was
unexpected when they got together at our wedding, your Uncle Ron
almost had a heart attack. I told him to check before entering any room
but he never does listen to me. After that for a while he even knocked
before entering a room in his own house! These Gryffindors!
Lots of love,
Papa

Baby,
I think we’re finally starting work on the nursery tomorrow. I have a surprise planned
for your papa but it’s going to take another few weeks to get ready.
Your cousin Teddy has been going around telling everyone that you’re called Monkey.
Now even your other cousins are calling you Monkey. Last night, your papa called you
monkey.
I’m going to apologise in advance but I think it’s going to stick.
Sorry!
Love,
Dad

Monkey Son!
I’m sorry! Teddy keeps saying it and it’s just stuck on my tongue. Don’t
worry, we would never subject you to the humiliation of naming you after
a tree climbing animal. Walking is a little painful now because of my
swollen ankles but your dad’s always ready to give me foot rubs so I don’t
mind it much. I can’t even blame you for making me pee so much
anymore because I’m guzzling water by the liter all day long!
Love, your ever thirsty,
Papa.

Monkey,
I cant wait to meet u! we
can play all day long with Milly.
Luv,
Teddy.

Baby,
Hermione is a life saver! She got us passes for the Quiditich World Cup, I completely
forgot about it even though your Papa’s been reminding me for weeks. England’s
finally in the Final! I know chances are slim but it’s guaranteed to be an interesting
match!
Plus, it’ll be a nice distraction for your Papa who’s been going crazy because we won’t
allow him to enter the nursery. I want it to be a surprise for him.
I hope the two of you like it!
Love,
Dad

Son,
I’m going crazy out here! Your dad won’t let me see what’s happening in
the nursery, I’ve been banned from that entire corridor. In my own
house! The injustice of it all!
It seems like everyone is in on it but me. Important things to keep in
mind – Malfoy’s are good at revenge. Let’s see how your dad feels on
seeing his study rearranged. That ‘will teach him!
Love, your disgruntled,
Papa.

Baby,
I woke up today to find your papa trying to sneak into the nursery. He seems to
think he can override the wards I set on the room. I let him work at it, he’s been a
little restless lately and he isn’t sleeping as much as he should because of the leg
cramps.
We have another visit to the Healer’s today; I can’t wait to catch a glimpse of you
again! Your papa’s convinced you have the Malfoy nose, I don’t know how he can tell.
Wave to us again!
Love,
Dad

Son,
I think you might end up with no nursery because I’m this close to
blowing the door down. Even Milly won’t help me and I thought that
was her job!.
The only silver lining today is going to the Healers. Maybe I’ll make
your dad take me for ice cream after St. Mungo’s. He owes it to me.
Love,
Dad.

Baby.
I have no words.
He made it rain, your Papa made it rain! How can he even do that? How can you even
do that?! Thankfully the Ministry still doesn’t know he’s responsible for it but it
won’t take them long seeing how his, and yours, magical signature is all over it!
Oh my god.
You’re going to be a perfect little Malfoy.
Love,
From your very befuddled,
Dad

Son,
I don’t know what the fuss is all about.
It’s only been one day.
And what harm can a little rain cause?
Seriously, I think your dad just likes to worry.
I didn’t even the get ice cream I wanted.
Love,
Papa.

Baby,
It’s been two days now.
They’ve had to close off streets in London.
The Ministry’s talking about intervening except, no one is able to make it stop!
.
.
And your papa still wants ice cream.
Love,
Dad

Milestones!


It’s difficult to get decent ice cream these days!

 Your papa made it rain for a grand total of two and half
days. They had to obliviate a few muggles who had snow
fall in their area.


You definitely have the Malfoy nose.

 The nursery is done! Your grandmothers love it; I can’t
wait to see what you think.
Oh, boo.

November
– Month 7

Baby,
I’m now officially on holiday till next February. Your papa thinks I don’t need to start
staying at home so early but I can already tell he’s started getting more tired every
day. The Healer said it’s normal so I’m not too worried but I’d rather be at home where
I can help out. Not that he lets me.
You move a lot these days, he says it’s a deterrent to his sleep but I know he loves it.
Teddy loves it too! But now I think he’s convinced that you’re a monkey because of
how much you move.
Love,
Dad.

Son,
Why don’t you like sleeping at night? I hope you know that in the real
world everyone sleeps at night. Give it a go for once so that I can sleep
a little too.
Maybe I’ll go wake up your dad, it is partially his fault I can’t sleep
right now. He should be sitting here with me!
It’s only fair.
Love,
Papa.

Baby,
Singing to you helps you fall asleep. We tried everything last night – drinking warm
milk, walking around the house, eating cookies (apparently cookies are important) but
nothing was working till your papa got exasperated and starting singing to you.
I think I fell asleep while listening to him sing too.
It was beautiful. But that doesn’t mean you should stay awake just to listen to him.
If you sleep all night then I’m positive he’ll sing to you whenever you want.
Try it out.
Love,
Dad.

Son,
It seems like everyone is trying to get rid of me today. First your dad
woke up early and didn’t tell me why. Then your grandparents arrived
and everyone locked themselves in the study. Only Pansy wants to spend
time with me.
Fine then, I don’t need these people. I can go out and have fun without
them too!
Love, your irritated,
Papa.

Baby,
I hate doing this to your papa.
But it’s really important that he leave the house today, at least for a few hours.
I think Pansy’s managed to get him to agree to have lunch at that new place in
Diagon Alley.
That should give us around three hours to get everything set up. I really do hope
we’re able to do it in time!
Love,
Dad!

My darling son,
They threw me a baby shower! I don’t have words, no I’m not crying! It’s
the reaction to the confetti that Weasley threw.
Everyone’s here and there are so many presents!! I wanted to open them
now but your dad said that I need to wait for some time. It was such a
complete surprise for me, I had no idea they were planning something
like this.
I wonder when your dad learned to keep secrets from me. It means I’m
slipping I need to take up the slack! We can’t have these Gryffindors

thinking they can get one on us.
I do love him a lot though.
And you, I do love you a lot too.
Just a few more weeks and then we’ll all be together!
Now I’m going to try and sneak a few gifts up to the bedroom so that I
can open them without interference.
Love,
Always,
Papa.

Proprty of Teddy
Lupin.

Monkey,
I’m sowwy but this book is
mine now!
Love,
Your cusn,
Teddy.
.

Baby,
It seems like your cousin didn’t like the fact that there was a book for you and none
for him. He’s fine now; Draco went out and brought him about 10 empty scrapbooks
when Teddy asked why his parents didn’t make him a book. Beneath that cold
Slytherin exterior, your Papa’s just a big old Hufflepuff. You’re too old to understand
but just know that like you have us, Teddy has a lot of other people who love him very
much.
And I know you will too.
Love,
Dad.

Son,
We have a mini-Slytherin in the making! I’m so proud of Teddy, it’s
never easy to stage a coup but he almost managed. He had this book for
an entire day!
He’s brilliant.
I don’t think you could get any luckier in terms of the elder sibling
department.
Love,
Papa.

Baby!
We forgot to tell you about the baby shower! It was marvelous (your Papa’s words),
we got so many amazing things. I’ll leave the actual list to your Papa who spent
hours going through everything and pretending like he wasn’t touched by the amount
of thought everyone had put into the gifts. In other news, it’s now been two weeks
since I took leave and we haven’t had a row.
Yet.
I’m going to keep my fingers crossed.
Love,
Dad.

Son,
When did you get so heavy? It feels like my back get’s weaker by the
day. At least your dad’s home to keep giving me back rubs. And foot
rubs. And fetch me an extra pillow, ice cream, that magazine I don’t
subscribe to and pizza from the deli at the other end of Diagon
Alley.
Why was I so against him staying at home?
Love, your confused,
Papa.

Gifts for Abraxas Malfoy-Potter

Monkey Malfoy-Potter

 A silver pocket watch, cashmere baby blanket – Grandfather Lucius.
 Baby rattle, rocking horse [made by hand!] – Grandpa Arthur
 What seems like a lifetime supply of diapers – Uncle Ron
 “What to expect when you’re expecting” and other assorted reads –
Aunt Hermione.
 Dozens of baby sweaters, in both our house colours- Grandma Molly
 Baby Carriage – Grand’Mere
 Coupons for Babysitting – Aunt Ginny
 Pranks for Toddlers, The entire box set – Uncle George [This

belongs to Teddy now who’s been told to practice all he wants on
George].
 Entire set of baby clothing – Uncle Bill and Aunt Fleur
 Huggable Pacifier – Aunt Hermione
 Dragonhide Booties – Uncle Charlie
 Gladrags baby jacket – Aunt Pansy
 Baby changing station – Uncle Neville and Uncle Blaise
 Loads of baby necessities – Grandma Molly and Grand’Mere,
Aunt Hermione

December –
Month 8

Baby,
I love your papa, I really do.
Just, please, don’t completely take after him? I can only handle one Draco Malfoy.
Who, by the way, feels like going skiing right now.
He can barely spend 30 minutes without complaining about how much his back hurts!
Honestly, I shouldn’t even be surprised. If there’s one person who’s sure to do things
the opposite way it’s him.
There’s only one person who can talk some sense into him now.
Your Grand’Mere.
Love,
Dad.

Son,
I honestly don’t understand what’s wrong with skiing. I feel like a little
bit of exercise would do me some good. After all, isn’t that what all of
them have been insisting I do for the past few months.
Geez, you just can’t make people happy around here.
She wants me to go on a walk around the property with her. I’ll show
her, and your dad, that I’m more than capable of doing that!
Love,
Papa.

Baby,
He slept through the entire night. I got to sleep through the entire night.
Your Grand’Mere really does have brilliant ideas. I don’t know why Draco was so
scared of telling them about you. Sometimes, he has this habit of building things up
in his head when in reality they aren’t really that big a deal.
Sure, your Grandfather Lucius still hates me.
But at least he isn’t trying to kill me anymore.
I count that as a step forward!
Love,
Dad

Son,
Apparently by now it’s okay if you aren’t moving so much anymore.
I would like a little warning the next time so that your Dad and I
don’t rush to the healer’s because we’ were worried out of our minds.
On the other hand, she showed us another image of you. You really are
quite big now son, with your ten fingers and ten toes.
And a nose just like your dad’s.
Love,
Papa

Baby,
We just realized that we have no idea what to do when the moment comes that you’re
ready to be born. I mean, it’s all good to say we’ll rush to St. Mungo’s but shouldn’t
we at least have a practice run first? And what if for some reason I’m not with your
Papa when it happens?
What then?
I can’t believe we’re so unprepared!
How will we take care of you!!!!
!!!!
Dad!

Son,
I can’t believe your dad thought we don’t have a plan! Like your
Grandma and Grand’Mere wouldn’t have a plan already in place.
He really does have little faith in their abilities.
I’m bored which is why I think I’m going to have some fun now. Your
dad’s gone to get me some ice cream and left your Uncle Ron in charge.
There’s little in the world I love more than to scare Ronald Billius
Weasley.
Love,
Papa.

Baby.
I can’t believe he did that.
I came home, carrying four tubs too many of that stupid ice cream he likes, to find
your Uncle Ron lying on the floor while your Papa was howling with laughter on the
sofa. Even Milly was hiding in the kitchen and laughing.
It took me ten minutes to revive Ron and find out that apparently Draco thought it
would be funny to scare Ron into thinking that he’d gone into Labor early.
I can’t even be angry because scaring Ron makes your papa so happy and he’s been
troubled by the back pain so much lately.
Love, your ever sighing,
Dad.

Son,
Your grandmothers think we should mock runs of what to do when I go
into labor. I think it’s a fantastic idea and it really is quite fun to shout
and scream like I’m in pain while everyone around is running around.
Though, I really don’t like the gleam those ladies got in their eyes when
I said this was so easy. It’s a look that guarantees pain in the future.
I’d rather go over the memory of Ron falling faint to the ground. It’s
one that I will cherish forever.
Love,
Papa.

Baby,
Your Uncle Bill was the next one to fall prey to the “BABY IS COMING!” prank
that your papa’s playing on everyone these days.
Bill didn’t faint, which works for him unlike Ron.
He instead figured it would be more fun to help Draco deliver the baby at home.
I came back in from the garden to find Draco hitting Bill on the head with a pillow
repeatedly while he shouted, “I’m not a woman! Babies don’t come out that way from
men!”
I think Bill needs to brush up on his biology.
Love,
Dad.

Son,
Till now I’ve done the “BABY IS COMING!” test, not prank
Harry, on five people. I have accumulated the results below so that once
you’re here we can read them together and enjoy ourselves.
 Ron Weasley – Fainted. Had I really been in labor I would have
had to get myself to the hospital without any help. Score – 0/5.
 Pansy Parkinson – Started shouting louder than me and running
around the house. Apparently babies and couture don’t work together.
Score – 0/5.
 Bill Weasley – I’m not even going to say anything. Score – 0/5.

 Lucuis Malfoy – He grabbed hold of my hand and gave me a
lecture on the history of Malfoy’s and how another was ready to be
born. Four hours later I was still at home and he was still talking.
Score – 0/5.
 Arthur Weasley – Floo called his wife and got me ready to leave.
Then he fainted. Score – 3/5.
As you can see I am clearly surrounded by people who don’t know what
to do in the event that I do go into labor while I’m with them.
Love,
Papa.

January
– Month 9

Son,
I’m so bored. There’s nothing to do! The nursery is apparently ready, not
that I’ve seen it. I’ve made Milly clean the living room twice. People
keep dropping in a lot these days. Apparently my “BABY IS
COMING!” test has gotten really famous and everyone wants to know
how they score.
They’re all zeroes – Neville, Blaise, Luna, Charlie. Except for your
Aunt Hermione because god forbid she gets a zero in anything.
Love,
Papa.

Baby!!
You could be here any day now! The healer had warned us (after telling us to stop floo
calling her for every small thing) that you might be born early. Something to do with
wizarding pregnancy.
I don’t really care as long as you’re here and you and your papa are healthy.
Don’t tell him, but it really is a lot of fun to see your papa’s expression every time
Hermione says that sometimes pregnancies have been known to carry on for longer
than nine months.
He loves you, but I think he’s ready to hold you in his arms now.
Love,
Dad.

Son,
Malfoy’s like to do things early.
I’m just saying, there’s no pressure at all but I would like to able to see
my toes again.
And sleep on my back.
And not have to pee so much.
. . .
I do love you though.
Love,
Papa.

Baby,
Uncle Ron and Aunt Hermione are coming over for dinner; they know how restless
Draco’s been the past few days.
I hope they get your Grandma Molly’s famous Lemon cake, I think he’s been craving
that a little lately.
I wonder if we can get . . . . . .

Guys,
He’s here.
They’re both okay.
- Harry.

A few years later . . .

Baby,
I am so happy that you are coming.
Now I can also be the big brothr like Teddy.
Love,
James Sirius Malfoy-Potter
Age 6 and half.

