

THE WIZARD IN THE HIGH TOWER
THREE
He stared at the brunette in front of him while wearing an expression that was the only thing that anyone would have needed to see for them to realize that he had no idea how he was supposed to respond to the question that he had been asked. The expression that was written on the face of the woman in front of him at that moment was also the only thing that he needed to see for him to be sure that she had also realized the meaning behind the look that he was wearing.
Of course, just because she had realized what the meaning behind the look that he was wearing on his face at that moment was does not mean that she is going to accept that answer. As he stared in her direction, he cannot help but remark to himself that the reason that he knew that such were the case would be the look that she was wearing on her face, and the fact that she was not allowing words to escape from her mouth, preferring instead to just stare in his direction.
[bookmark: _GoBack]Harry would have to admit that there was a part of him that would have wanted to smile at that moment, even as he remarked to himself that part of the reason he was sure of what the meaning behind the look that she was wearing on her visage at that moment was how close he is to her.
As that thought entered the forefront of his mind, Harry would have to admit that the part of him that wanted to laugh manifested itself, but he pushed that part of him to the back of his mind.
Harry returned to the present at that moment, focusing his attention toward the direction of the woman in front of him, but while it was true that there was a part of him that would have wanted to widen the smile that he was wearing on his face at that moment, he found himself forced to pause as that same voice coming from the back of his head told him that the brunette in front of him would not appreciate him placing a smile on his face at that moment.
As that thought entered the forefront of his mind, Harry also fought the urge to allow a sigh to escape from his lips. He did not bother to remove his expression from the face of the woman in front of him, however, as she continued to stare in his direction. While it was true that no words were coming out of her mouth, it was obvious to Harry that she wanted to say something, and he would have to admit that he knew that because of his relationship with her.
Of course, that expression that she was wearing on her visage at that moment was the only thing that Harry needed to see for him to be sure that this Hermione in front of him would readily claim that she did not know who he was. Indeed, there was nothing about the look on her face at that moment that would seem to imply that she was playing with him as if this was some sort of theater that he had not even realized he had signed up for.
Harry also used the moment that he was staring in the direction of Hermione to study her face and figure in general. The young dark-haired wizard would have to admit that there was a part of him that had to blink as the realization that this Hermione is more beautiful than before, with her long, sleek brunette hair, and a toned figure that the uniform that she was wearing only highlighted.
He was forced to return to the present at that moment as he heard a disapproving tone coming from the direction of the woman in front of him. He had to blink before he turned his attention toward her direction, and as he had expected, she was wearing a disapproving expression on her face, but it was not as if she was going to say anything, and again, Harry knew that such was the case because of the look that she was wearing.
If he were being honest, Harry would have to admit that it was the fact that she was reacting as he had expected she would that made him think to himself that the woman in front of him was not just some lookalike of his friend. He blinked at that moment, and even he would have to admit that the first thought that entered the forefront of his mind at that moment was anger at what Hermione was doing.
Indeed, angry words would have escaped from his lips at that moment, if not for the fact that he was forced to pause when she saw the expression that appeared on his face, because that look that she was wearing was the only thing that the dark-haired wizard needed to see for him to be sure that she was amused by his reaction.
That, however, was not the reason that he soon schooled the expression that he was wearing into a more neutral expression, or at least, that was what he told himself. What mattered to Harry was that, a moment or two later, he was able to turn the expression that he was wearing on his visage into a neutral expression, even though it was obvious from the look on the face of Hermione that she expected the action on his part.
Harry parted her lips, prepared to push angry words – because while it was true that he was able to control the expression that he was wearing on his face, the same was not true for the anger that he was feeling – though before he could push the words out of his mouth, he was force to return to the present as he then realized that she turned her attention away from him.
There were several people in this place – and here, Harry reminded himself that they are in some sort of dungeon – that she could have turned her attention toward, but Hermione seemed to have picked Isabella, and Harry realized that such were the case because when he followed the gaze of his old friend, she found herself looking in the direction of the old witch.
More importantly, it would appear that he focused his attention toward the direction of the younger witch just in time to watch as she flinched because she realized that Hermione had turned her gaze toward her direction. Indeed, while it was true that Harry is not familiar with Isabella, the expression that she was wearing on her face at that moment was the only thing that he needed to see for him to be sure that she was afraid.
Harry would have to admit that there was a part of him that could not help but ask why that was the case, because the Hermione that he knew would not have hurt a prisoner. A moment or two after that thought entered the forefront of his mind, the dark-haired wizard found himself turning his attention toward the direction of Hermione, because there was a part of him that could not help but comment to himself that the Hermione that he knew would not even be in this position.
While it was true that he allowed not even the tiniest of sounds to escape from his lips when he turned his gaze toward the direction of the image of his friend, it would appear that this Hermione had realized that he was looking in her direction, and after another moment or two, she deliberately turned her gaze toward his direction.
The expression that she was wearing on her visage at that moment was the only thing that he needed to see for him to be sure that she had realized that he would turn his attention toward her, prompting Harry to blink. No words may have escaped from the lips of Hermione at that moment, but the expression on her face told him what her thoughts at that moment were.
‘I knew you would turn your gaze toward me and become angry when I threatened one of your people,’ the expression on her face seemed to say.
Harry had to pause at that moment, however, as he then remarked to himself that even the thoughts that had just gone through the forefront of his mind at that moment were just him talking to himself. There was no way that he could be sure that those were indeed the thoughts that had gone through the forefront of the mind of the brunette in front of him.
Of course, the expression that Hermione was wearing on her face at that moment did nothing but reinforce that presumption on the part of Harry, who could do nothing but stare in her direction while wearing a confused expression that he did not even bother to remove from his visage.
This time, the expression that was on the face of the Hermione in front of him seemed to reflect no small amount of amusement on her part, and as that thought entered the forefront of his mind, Harry would have to admit that there was a part of him that wanted to say something. In the end, the words that were supposed to come out of his mouth were cut off when Hermione returned her attention toward the direction of Isabella.
Whimpers echoed around the dungeon that they are in, and naturally, the sounds escaped from the lips of Isabella. It was the kind of sound that would have made people want to turn their attention toward her, and if he were being honest, Harry would have to admit that the impression that he got was such was what Isabella wanted in the first place.
Harry would also have to admit that there was a part of him that wanted to turn his attention toward the direction of the younger woman, but instead, he focused his attention toward Hermione. Less than a moment after that thought entered the forefront of his mind, he was already telling himself that keeping his attention focused toward her direction was the right thing to do.
That was because, despite the expression that she was wearing on her face – one that was designed to make it appear as if she was enjoying what she was doing – Harry could tell that she was just going out of her way to keep that expression on her visage. Underneath that wide smile that she was now wearing on her face, Harry could see that she was not enjoying herself, and yet, she kept that expression on her visage as she looked at Isabella.
Using his peripheral vision, Harry was able to see the look that appeared on the face of the young witch, and it was obvious that she was under a lot of pressure just from Hermione looking at her while wearing that look on her visage. It was a moment or two after that realization had entered the forefront of the mind of Harry that he then realized that Hermione was doing what she was doing at that moment to pressure not just Isabella.
The sound that escaped from the lips of Harry at that moment was intended to make Hermione turn her attention toward his direction, and his earlier thoughts about how what Hermione was doing at that moment was intended to pressure him seemed to be confirmed when he saw her turning her gaze toward him. The expression that she was wearing on her face was the only thing that Harry needed to see for him to be sure that she expected him to turn his gaze toward her.
There was nothing in the expression that the brunette witch was wearing at that moment, however, that conveyed the fact that she was about to push words out of her mouth. As that was the case, it was obvious that she was waiting for him to be the one to shatter the relative silence that had descended between them, and for a brief moment, Harry thought that it was because such was the case that he could just keep his mouth closed.
Of course, that thought fled from the forefront of his mind, a few moments later, when he saw the expression that appeared on the face of Hermione, because the look that she was wearing on her visage at that moment was the only thing that he needed to see for him to be sure that she would have returned her attention toward the direction of Isabella if not for the fact that he stopped her.
“Who are you?” he asked, and if he were being honest, Harry would have to admit that the only reason he asked that question was that he could not think of anything else to say at that moment.
As he kept his attention focused toward the direction of Hermione at that moment, he had no problem seeing the expression that appeared on her face, and there was no denying the amusement and triumph that was figuratively dripping from the look that was on the face of the beautiful brunette.
Indeed, the more that he looked at the expression that Hermione was wearing at that moment, the more that he realized that she expected the question that he had asked, but before he could follow through with that particular thought and wonder as to the implication behind the same, the beautiful brunette witch was already pushing more words out of her mouth.
“You gave the impression that you are already aware of who I am,” she said, before she then inclined her head toward him.
Harry narrowed his eyes in response to those words, and if he were being honest, he would have to admit that there was a part of him that wanted to lose his temper. He pushed that thought to the back of his mind, however, before he then allowed more words to escape from his lips, “The person I mistook you to be would never allow herself to cause anyone fear,” he said.
From the expression that appeared on the face of the brunette witch in front of him, Harry could tell that the words that had escaped from his lips had caused her to think about the meaning behind what he had said. There was a part of him that was disappointed that she had to pause at that moment, but it was not as if he was able to follow through with the thoughts that were coalescing at the forefront of his mind because he found himself distracted by the sound of footprints.
Before he had realized it, Harry found himself already looking in the direction of where the sound was coming from. There was a part of him that told himself that he should not be surprised that the footsteps were coming from the direction of the entrance to the dungeon, though he could not help but narrow his eyes when he realized that the man who had entered the room was looking at him with a smirk on his face.
It was as if that expression that he was wearing was daring Harry to do something stupid, and if he were being honest, the dark-haired wizard would have to admit that there was a part of him that wanted to take him up on that offer. He pushed that thought to the back of his mind, however, as he simply kept the look that he was wearing on his face.
The look that appeared on the face of the man who had just entered the dungeon was the only thing that Harry needed to see for him to be sure that he had no intention of turning his gaze away from the wizard inside his cell. That, Harry told himself, was fine with him, because there was no way that he is removing his gaze from the man who was at the other side of the steel bars that he was trapped in.
Indeed, it would appear that the two of them would engage in as taring contest, if not for the fact that Hermione interjected herself in what was happening, and because she was looking in the direction of the man who had just entered the room, it was obvious that the words that escaped from her lips were intended for her, “What is it, Lieutenant?” she asked.
The expression on the face of the other man was the only thing that Harry needed to see for him to be sure that the other man was reluctant to end this staring contest, leading Harry to wonder why he was being engaged in a staring contest in the first place.
That was something, however, that he will not find an answer to, because he was soon forced to return to the present thanks to the fact that the man with whom he was engaging in that contest not only turned his gaze away from Harry, but soon allowed words to escape from his lips as well.
Even though it was true that the words which escaped from the lips of the man was directed toward Hermione, the black-haired wizard still had to listen to the words that escaped from the lips of the other man as he then said, “My apologies, Commander,” and when he heard the words that escaped from the lip of them an, Harry had to blink.
He still did not get the time to think about the implication behind those words, however, as more words escaped from the lips of the other man, and again, he was addressing Hermione at that moment, “His Grace is asking for you,” he said, and judging from the expression that appeared on the face of Hermione when she received the news, that was not something that she was looking forward to.
Hermione turned her attention toward the direction of Harry, and it was easy for him to see the expression of irritation that had appeared on her face. Indeed, the dark-haired wizard would have to admit that the fact that he is close to her meant that he had no problem realizing the meaning behind the expression that had appeared on her face, but before he could proceed with those thoughts, he was once more forced to return to the present.
“Very well,” she said, and while it was true that there was a tone of finality behind the words that escaped from her lips at that moment, it was clear that she was reluctant to just leave this place. That thought was still at the forefront of the mind of Harry when he was suddenly forced to return to the present, thanks to the words that escaped from the lips of Hermione, “Leave these alone, I want to finish their interrogation myself.”
There was nothing about the words that escaped from the lips of Hermione at that moment that suggested to Harry that he should be thankful that such was the case. Indeed, the expression that appeared on her face at that moment when she turned her attention toward the direction of Harry was the only thing that he needed to see for him to be sure that she was promising him that he would not like it when she returned.
Even if that were the case, however, she refrained from keeping her attention focused toward his direction, and after another moment or two, she was already walking back toward the direction of the exit. If he were being honest, Harry would have to admit that there was a part of him that expected her to turn her gaze toward his direction, and he placed a disappointed expression on his face, a few moments later, when that did not turn out to be the case.
Indeed, Harry found himself staring in the direction of where Hermione had disappeared, and when the other man who had entered the room allowed words to escape from his lips, Harry found himself forced to turn his gaze toward him. Less than a moment after he had done so, the dark-haired wizard had to stop himself from allowing an expression of anger to appear on his face when he saw the smirk that he was wearing.
“You are not the first prisoner to stare at the Commander like that,” the man said, and there was no denying the implication behind the words that had escaped from the lips of the man. It was the kind of implication that made Harry see red, but even if it was true that the expression that he was wearing on his face changed to advertise such a case, the man at the other side of the steel bars simply allowed more words to escape from his lips.
Indeed, the next words that escaped from his lips made it clear to Harry that the objective of the other man was to make him angry, and it was for that reason that Harry forced himself to think about something else even as the other man allowed more words to escape from his mouth.
“If even the highest members of the nobility cannot get their hands on her, what makes you think that you can?” the other man asked, and again, there was no denying the amusement that he was feeling at that moment. Harry had to blink, a few moments later, when he then realized from the expression on the other man was wearing on his face that he was amused by what was happening.
That amusement was reflected in the next word that escaped from the lips of the other man as he then inclined his head toward the direction of Harry, “Unless, of course, you are the Wizard in the High Tower,” he said. There was something about the expression that appeared on his face at that moment that was the only thing that Harry needed to see for him to realize that the other man was hoping that Harry would reply in the affirmative.
“I don’t know what you are talking about,” Harry said, and he was about to launch into a protest at that moment, when he was suddenly forced to pause, and even he would have to admit that what made him pause would be the expression that appeared on the face of the man at the other side of the steel bars keeping Harry in this cell that he was in.
That expression that was written on the face of the man in question was the only thing that Harry needed to see for him to be sure that the other man did not believe the words that had escaped from his lips, and because that was the case, Harry found himself bracing for another round of questioning.
All of that preparations that he had forced himself to undertake, however, turned out to be unnecessary, because the man who was supposed to ask him questions simply inclined his head toward the direction of Harry before he then allowed more words to escape from his lips, “Well, if that is how you want to play that game, then there is nothing that I can say that will make you admit that you are the warlock that we are looking for.”
The expression that appeared on his face at that moment reflected a surprising amount of helplessness, and yet, there was no denying the amusement he was feeling at that moment as well.
If he were being honest, Harry would have to admit that there was a part of him that cannot help but want to punch the man in the face, and that thought was still at the forefront of his mind when he was suddenly forced to return to the present, thanks to the word which escaped from the lips of the other man, “Commander Granger is going to be so disappointed about this,” he said.
The tone that he used suggested to Harry that even the other man did not think that such would be the case, but rather than allow himself to respond to what he interpreted as a sort of provocation from the other man, Harry merely returned to the present, before he then schooled the expression that he was wearing so that it reflected steel.
If anything, however, the other man found amusement behind the expression that Harry was wearing on his face, and after another moment or two, he inclined his head toward the direction of the dark-haired wizard before he then added, “Oh well, we will know soon enough if you are the one that we are looking for,” and there was nothing on the expression that he was wearing at that moment that would suggest that he was just saying that.
In the end, Harry found himself staring in the direction of the other man, and he would have to admit that there was a part of him that wanted to ask what he meant by the words that had escaped from his lips.
After another moment or two, however, the other man made it unnecessary for Harry to ask anything as he simply allowed more words to escape from his mouth, “If you are the one that we are looking for, then escaping from this place would be as easy as walking out of the door for you.”
Harry blinked at that moment, even as he remarked to himself that he was taken aback by the words that had escaped from the lips of the other man. Indeed, he was so taken aback by it that by the time he had recovered from the surprise that he felt, the other man was already walking back toward the direction from which he had come.
If he were being honest, Harry would have to admit that he would have preferred it if the man in question had not turned his gaze toward the direction of Harry again. He would have liked it if it were Hermione who turned her attention toward him, of course, but not this man.
Proving, however, that he is not going to get what he wanted, he found himself forced to pause when he saw the expression that appeared on the face of this man before he left the dungeon, and the reason why he did was that the man in question turned his attention toward his direction before he inclined his head toward Harry in a fashion that even the angriest part of Harry would have labelled as a friendly gesture.
Of course, that was something which caused the anger and irritation that Harry was feeling to just intensify, but judging from the expression that he is wearing on his face, that was what he wanted in the first place.
In the end, even Harry would have to admit that he was not sure just what it was that he was supposed to say, even as the other man disappeared through the exit. Harry found himself staring in the direction of the exit, and even he would have to admit that he was not sure just how much time had passed before he was able to return to the present. Even then, the only reason that he was able to do so was that it was at that moment that more words echoed in the dungeon.
“What do you think of their security measures to make sure that we do not escape?” Isabella asked, and in response to the words that escaped from the lips of the young witch, Harry found himself turning his gaze toward her direction before he had even realized it.
There was no denying the amusement that was on the face of Isabella at that moment, and Harry would have to admit that there was a part of him that was surprised by the expression that appeared on her face at that moment, because it did not look as if it was one that would be worn by a young witch who had been cowering earlier just because another witch was looking at her.
That image became more absurd in the eyes of Harry when he then told himself that the other witch who was doing the looking was the kindest witch that he had ever known.
As that thought entered the forefront of his mind, a hiss of anger escaped from the lips of Harry, and though it was true that he went out of his way to make sure that the sound that he made at that moment was as silent as possible, it cannot be denied that the sounds that he made was heard by the other people who are awake to hear the sounds which escaped from his lips.
The anger that he felt at that moment was directed toward whoever had made Hermione act the way that she acted when she was in front of him, because there was no way that she was going to act the way that she did if not for the fact that she was being pressured to do so. At that moment, Harry found himself clenching his fists, but even if that were the case, he was soon forced to return to the present even as he turned his attention toward the direction of Isabella.
If he were being honest, Harry would have to admit that there was a part of him that had to ask why he turned his attention toward the direction of Isabella at that moment, because he was sure that she would not have been able to answer the question that he wanted to ask. Indeed, he was about to tell himself to turn his gaze away from her at that moment that he looks at her, but he was forced to pause when he saw the expression that she was wearing on her face.
He cannot be sure, of course, but to Harry, the expression that was on the face of Isabella at that moment was the only thing that he needed to see for him to be sure that she was daring him to ask her what the meaning behind the expression that she was wearing on her face at that moment was.
Harry blinked at that moment, and as he focused his attention toward the direction of Isabella, he found his control slipping bit by bit as he asked himself if Isabella would know the answer to the question that he wanted to ask in the first place. In the end, he found himself forced to part his lips, but before the question could escape from his lips, Isabella was already pushing words out of her mouth.
“Do you think she is the same person as the one that you knew from before?” she asked him.
The words that escaped from the lips of Isabella at that moment made him stare in her direction, and after another moment or two, he found himself allowing words out of his lips as he asked her, “Do you know why she is acting that way?”
Whatever response it was that he was expecting to hear from her, Harry would have to say that it was not the one that he got, because rather than allow words out of her mouth, the young witch simply placed a confused expression on her face. Of course, after another moment or two, she schooled the expression that she was wearing so that it was the only thing that he needed to see for him to be sure that she was somewhat amused.
While it was true that there was a part of Harry that wanted to lose his temper at that moment, he forced that part of him to the back of his mind. It would appear, however, that even though it was true that he was able to stop himself from losing his temper, the witch that he was looking at was aware of just how close he was to allowing that figurative dam to break.
An apologetic expression – and Harry would have to admit that he was not sure how he knew that such was the meaning behind the expression that appeared on the face of Isabella at that moment  - appeared on the face of the young witch at that moment but before Harry could delve further into those thoughts, he was forced to return to the present as more words escaped from the lips of the young woman.
“I have not experienced the tender embraces of Commander Granger before, but I believe that she was not acting,” Isabella said. She paused yet again, and yet another apologetic expression appeared on her face before she then added, “I believe that is how she acts normally.”
If she were being honest, Harry would have to admit that there was a part of him that wanted to contest the words that escaped from the lips of Isabella, but after another moment or two, he told himself that there was no need for that, because it was not as if anything was going to change if he were to exhibit righteous indignation at that moment.
Even if he had decided against pushing words out of his mouth at that moment, however, that did not mean that he was able to return to the present. Indeed, after another moment or two, Harry found himself forced to return to the present, because it was at that moment that the only other person who was in the dungeon at that moment allowed words out of his mouth,
“I’ve seen her in action,” the wizard said, and the words that escaped from his lips at that moment were intended to make people turn their attention toward his direction. In that regard, Harry had to wonder if the expression that appeared on his face at that moment – and the fact that he shuddered as he remembered that event that he was referring to – was just theatrical.
He knew, however, that now was not the right time to ask him about it, and because that was the case, he soon pushed that thought to the back of his mind before he then parted his lips. Harry already knew just what it was that he was going to say at that moment, but just because he knew what it was that he was going to say does not mean that he was able to say those words.
Once more, he found himself cut off as the only other wizard in the room allowed words to escape from his lips, and there was no denying the anxiety that was dripping from the words that were coming out of his lips at that moment. When he heard the sounds that were coming out of his mouth, Harry had to admit that he could not help but remark to himself that there was no way that what this wizard was feeling was just theatrical.
“I saw her kill five giants in as many seconds,” the man said, “before she then demolished a section of a fifteen-foot-high wall.”
Harry blinked at that moment, and if he were being honest, he would have to admit that the first thought that entered the forefront of his mind was pride at the abilities that Hermione was supposed to be demonstrating, but he then blinked as he realized that what the man was saying at that moment did not sound like the Hermione that he knew.
He was about to push words out of his mouth when he was suddenly forced to pause as he realized that he could feel something against his left sleeve. Harry would have to admit that he was not sure why he had not felt it before, but he soon pushed that thought to the back of his mind as he then felt himself removing the Elder Wand from his sleeve. For a brief moment, he found himself just looking at the piece of elder wood.
Indeed, that moment would have lasted longer if not for the fact that Isabella soon allowed more words to escape from her lips, and the words that the young witch uttered made Harry turn his attention toward her before he had even realized what he was doing.
“Looks like the next immediate course of action had already been decided,” she said, and when Harry saw the expression that she was wearing on her face, he was struck by the fact that there was nothing about the look on her visage at that moment that would suggest that she was making an idle observation.
If he were being honest, Harry would have to admit that he did not need Isabella – or anyone else – to tell her just what it was that she was supposed to do next, as after another moment or two, he told himself that it would be easy to escape from this place now that he had gotten his hand on his wand.
It was true that there was a part of him that had to ask why his captors had not removed his wand from his body, but he pushed that thought to the back of his mind as then returned to the present, and at that moment, more words escaped from the lips of Isabella, “Whether you are going to go after her or not after you have escaped from this place is still up to you,” she said.
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