

THE WIZARD IN THE HIGH TOWER
FOUR
The sounds of her footsteps stayed at the back of her mind, but if pressed, she would have to admit that she was aware of the sounds that she was making at that moment. Of course, she would not admit that the reason she was paying attention to the sounds that she was making as she moved forward was so that she would not lose herself in the thoughts that were going through the forefront of her mind at that moment.
[bookmark: _GoBack]As she suppressed the urge to sigh, she pushed that thought to the back of her mind, but as she had expected, the moment that she pushed the thought to the back of her mind, another series of thoughts coalesced at the forefront of her mind. As that was the case, she was soon thinking about those things, and the sigh that threatened to escape from her lips earlier once more made that threat, though she was able to stop the sound from coming out of her lips.
Hermione would have paused at that moment if not for the fact that a voice coming from the back of her head reminded her that she was supposed to head to the command room where she had been summoned. The urge to allow that sigh to escape from her lips returned to the forefront of her mind, but once more, she was able to stop the sound from coming out of her lips as she instead focused her attention upon the wizard that she had just left behind.
The sight that she had been suppressing managed to escape from her control at that moment, and it escaped from her lips. If the brunette witch were being honest, however, Hermione would have to admit that she found herself less concerned about the sigh that had just escaped from her lips, and more with the thoughts that were now forming at the forefront of her mind.
Although it was true that she would never admit it – at least, not in front of the wizard that she was supposed to be interrogating – there was something familiar about the wizard that she had just left behind. That sense of familiarity that she felt, Hermione knew, had nothing to do with the said wizard insisting that they knew each other, after all, she felt that familiarity even before he had said anything.
With a shake of her head – and there was nothing mental about the action that she had taken at that moment – Hermione pushed that thought to the back of her mind before she then forced herself to return to the present. The fact that she was unsuccessful in that endeavor, which she had given herself, was something she interpreted as her mind telling her that it was fine to be lost in her trance at that moment, hence the reason she did not try again.
While it was true that she was half-lost in a trance of sorts, the brunette witch was still able to stop the hiss that threatened to escape from her lips even as her thoughts turned once more to the wizard that they are keeping a prisoner. Although she would readily admit that she did not want to think about that sense of familiarity that she seemed to have with him, before she had even realized it, that thought was already at the forefront of her mind.
Even Hermione would have to admit that, at that moment, her thoughts turned toward the possibility of where she had met him before, and if she were being honest, Hermione would have to admit that it was at that moment that she remarked to herself that the wizard that they had captured could not possibly be their target.
Of course, they would still ask him if he is the Wizard in the High Tower, because while he may not be the warlock that they are looking for, there is a high possibility that he is familiar with their target. The wizard in question, after all, was captured in the ruined castle that was said to be the home of the Wizard in the High Tower.
With a mental shake of her head – and Hermione would have to admit that there was a part of her that could not help but feel triumphant that she was able to keep the action that she had taken as a mere mental action – she pushed that thought to the back of her mind. At that moment, Hermione reminded herself that she was supposed to be thinking about where she had possibly met the wizard that they are now keeping prisoner.
If she were being honest, however, the brunette witch would have to admit that she cannot come up with an answer, and as she once more found herself suppressing the urge to sigh, she found herself also thinking about her past.
She was born a witch, but neither of her parents is magical. Instead, they were as normal as they could be, and neither of them is even noteworthy enough to have a dossier with the Imperial Intelligence Services until the day that she was born and the Crown had been informed that she is a witch.
Hermione knew that her parents had been devastated when they were informed, but it was not as if they had a choice. The Crown demands that all wizards and witches found in its territory should not only be registered but also fall under their jurisdiction.
Before she realized it, Hermione had already moved her left hand toward the collar that was wrapped around her neck, but rather than place an expression of disgust or rebellion on her visage, the look that appeared on her face at that moment was something that she would have considered a smile. She knew that most wizards and witches who had the collar of the Crown around their necks resented it, but not her.
Hermione acknowledged that it was because her experiences with the Crown were different from those of a typical witch. Even she was not aware if there was some sort of cosmic plan at play when she was born – though she would have to admit that she liked to think that there was – but because she was born just five days after the Crown Prince, she was selected – along with five others – to belong to him from the day that he was born.
Even though she and her ‘sisters’ are witches, it would not do if the companions of the Crown Prince are not a notch or two below perfect, and it was for that reason that Hermione and her sisters were educated to the highest standards. Indeed, Hermione knew for a fact that the education that she got was better than that of an ordinary noble, even if it was true that she and her sisters were restricted.
A smile crossed the face of the brunette witch at that moment, even as she reminded herself that, unlike most daughters of nobility, her education regarding bedroom matters was more detailed and personalized. After all, she belonged to the Crown Prince, and only the Crown Prince should matter to her.
When the Crown Prince decided to go to the military, she and the others naturally followed, honing their magic to serve their Master, and forming the core of a group that became the spear of the Crown Prince. With a mental shake of her head, Hermione then remarked to herself that when the time comes for the Crown Prince to select a bride, she and her sisters would be there to ensure that she is nothing but perfect for the man that they serve.
Hermione blinked at that moment, forcing herself to return to the present, before she paused.
Of course, that pause lasted only for the briefest moment, and as soon as she realized what she was doing, the brunette witch shook her head – and this time, there was nothing mental about the action that she had taken – as she then told herself that her past activities left no chance for her to have interacted with a wizard who may or may not be a minion of the Wizard in the High Tower.
With a semi-conscious blink, the brunette witch forced herself to walk toward her destination, and even she would have to admit that there was a certain sense of comfort when she heard the sounds that she was making as she headed toward the command room.
Even she would have to admit that there was a part of her that would have wanted to allow a sigh to escape from her lips at that moment, but she refrained from doing so even as her thoughts turned toward the man that they are supposed to be hunting.
‘The Wizard in the High Tower,’ she thought, though within a moment or two of that thought entering the forefront of her mind, Hermione was already telling herself that she doubted that the warlock that they are hunting referred to himself using that moniker, unless, of course, he thought highly of himself.
If she were being honest, Hermione would have to admit that there was a part of her that would have preferred it if the warlock they are hunting thinks highly of himself. If that were the case, then he would be more prone to make mistakes, and the more mistakes he makes, the easier it will be to catch him.
There was nothing mental about Hermione shaking her head, a few moments later, as she then remarked to herself that the warlock that they are hunting had already proven himself to be skilled enough to avoid mistakes.
They had been hunting him for the past two years, ever since the Crown Prince had heard – through his intelligence network – of his existence, and the rumor that the warlock in question was to be blamed for everything that had happened.
With yet another shake of her head – and again, there was nothing mental about the action that she had taken – Hermione told herself that it was improbable that such were the case, however, because one warlock – as powerful as he may be – could not be the reason for everything that is happening.
As she continued to walk forward, she cast her thoughts east. Hermione knew that there was less than one hundred kilometers that separated where she was standing at that moment from the frontlines of this war that the Crown had been fighting against its bitterest enemy in the form of the Magic Union.
A moment or two after that thought entered the forefront of her mind, Hermione would have to admit that there was a part of her that was remarking to herself that the Magic Union was founded at almost the same time that George Washington placed the Crown of the Kingdom of Columbia across his brow.
That had been more than three hundred fifty years ago, and while powerful witches and wizards live longer, she doubted that even a vaunted ‘Wizard in the High Tower’ would have lived longer than two hundred years. With a shake of her head – and again, there was nothing mental about the action that she had taken – Hermione told herself that the claim that the warlock that they are hunting is responsible for everything is a sham.
A frown came across the face of Hermione, a few moments later, as she then remarked to herself that it is also possible that the moniker is an inheritance of sorts. If that were the case, then it stands to reason that the warlock that they are hunting has an organization, which means that they have members.
She blinked at that moment, and while it was true that there was a part of her that would have wanted her to pause at that moment, Hemione pushed that thought to the back of her mind even as she allowed a smile – and even she would have labelled that expression that appeared on her face as predatory – to come across her face.
“If there is an organization, then it means that there are members, and if there are members, then at least one of them will know where the warlock that we are hunting would be,” she said, not even bothering to make sure that the words that escaped from her lips at that moment was something that only she could hear.
Of course, she knew that she was the only one who would have heard the words that escaped from her lips at that moment, which was part of the reason that she had allowed herself to speak out loud in the first place.
Although it was true that she did not bother to increase the pace at which she was walking toward the command room, there was a change in the sounds that she was making as she walked forward. Perhaps one or two of her sisters would have realized what the meaning behind the change in the sounds that she was making at that moment was, but she soon pushed that thought to the back of her mind as she found herself climbing up the stairs that would lead to the command room.
While it was true that she was wearing a military uniform at that moment, Hermione reminded herself that she was not part of the military that was prosecuting their war against the Union. It was for that reason that not a single sentry who was on duty saluted her when she stepped on the floor, but they did acknowledge her presence, after all, they opened the door for her, even if it was true that they said nothing.
The command room that Hermione found herself in was not as filled as she thought it would be, but then she blinked as she realized that, given the time of the day, it was probably more surprising that there were more than a dozen people in the command room in the first place. With yet another mental shake of her head, she pushed that thought to the back of her mind before she then turned her attention toward the direction of the man who was at the center of the room.
She can tell how the men who were inside the command room were deferring to him, even though it was true that there was no one who was close to him, but even Hermione would have to ask if the reason that she allowed those thoughts to the forefront of her mind is that she already knew that people inside the command room would defer to him.
With yet another mental shake of her head, Hermione made her way toward the direction of the man in question, and although it was true that he did not bother to turn his gaze toward her direction when she entered the room, he did turn his attention toward her when he realized that she was now heading toward him.
If she were being honest, Hermione would have to admit that she would have wanted to be the one to be the first to speak.
It would appear that he was happy with letting her do that, which was why she was the one who allowed words to escape from her lips, a few moments later, “Your Grace,” she said, before inclining her head toward his direction, and she acknowledged the action that she had taken by giving her a nod, though he still did not allow words to escape from his lips.
The silence that descended between the two of them at that moment was complete, though it would appear that he did not like to keep that way and after another moment or two, he allowed words to escape from his lips, “Commander Granger,” he said, before he then inclined his head toward the direction of the large table in the middle of the room, prompting Hermione to turn her attention toward that direction.
She recognized what she was looking at within moments of her turning her attention toward that direction. The pieces that were on the table represented the various units that had been committed to this particular front, and their positions at that moment.
Hermione blinked at that moment, even as she reminded herself that this is not something that a witch like her – even one who is supposed to be serving the Crown – are allowed to see, but the man who had instructed her to look in the direction of the table is a subordinate of the Crown Prince, and he is familiar with the way that the Crown Prince does things.
“What do you think?” the words that escaped from the lips of Duke Philip Alexander Hamilton forced Hermione out of the trance that she had not even realized she had fallen into at that moment, and before she realized it, she had already turned her attention toward the direction of the man in question and the expression that he was wearing on his face.
She paused at that moment, though before he could push words out of his mouth, Hermione was already speaking again, “It looks like there has been no change in the position of the Crown’s forces, Your Grace,” she said, before she then blinked and asked, “They are still consolidating supplies?”
Although it was true that no one said anything in response to the words that had escaped from her lips at that moment, Hermione knew that most of the people who are in the room at that moment would have expressed some sort of distress or alarm at the fact that a witch is talking about the things that she had already said.
The expression that was on the face of the Duke of New York, however, was the only thing that she needed to see for her to be sure that not only did he not care about the meaning behind the word that had escaped from the lips of Hermione, but also that what she had said at that moment was what he wanted to hear in the first place.
Indeed, that was made more poignant, a few moments later, when he then inclined his head toward her even as he kept that smile on his face. He soon removed that expression that he was wearing, however, as he then allowed more words to escape from his mouth, “I have just assumed control of this front, Hermione, and I have my marching orders, but I cannot do what I am ordered to do without my units prepared.”
Hermione inclined her head toward his direction at that moment, though before she could say anything else, the Duke of New York was already pushing more words out of his mouth, “I have been told that you were in the dungeons?” he asked, but because that was a question that Hermione could answer with a simple nod, that was the only answer that she gave him.
The expression that appeared on the face of the Duke at that moment was the only thing that she needed to see for her to be sure that he wanted to push more words out of his mouth. Hermione parted her lips at that moment so that she could push words out of her mouth, but the words that were supposed to come out of her lips at that moment were cut off with the new words that escaped from the lips of the Duke.
“Were you able to learn anything about the target that His Highness had sent you here to find?” he asked.
If she were being honest, Hermione would have to admit that there was a part of her that wanted to ask him if he was cleared to ask the question that he had just asked, but with a mental shake of her head, Hermione reminded herself that there was no need for her to ask that question. The Crown Prince had told her that everything that she would learn about the Wizard in the High Tower would have to be shared with the Duke of New York, after all.
“The wizard that we caught is still refusing to cooperate, Your Grace,” Hermione said, and while it was true that she paused at that moment, she still did not allow him to push words out of her mouth as she then allowed more words to escape from her lips, “I assure you, he will not be as reluctant as he is now soon.”
At that moment, the brunette witch would have to admit that there was a part of her that asked if she should tell the Duke about the sense of familiarity that she felt with the wizard in question, but with a mental shake of her head, Hermione pushed that thought to the back of her mind as she then remarked to herself that there was no need for her to do that.
A moment or two after that thought entered the forefront of her mind, she forced herself to return to the present before she then schooled the expression that she was wearing to present a determined expression. The brunette witch told herself that the determination that she was wearing on her face at that moment was reflected in the tone that she used as she allowed more words to escape from her lips.
“I request permission to return to the dungeon, Your Grace, so that I can begin interrogating the prisoners,” she said, before she then schooled the expression that she was wearing to once more reflect how serious she was.
As she was looking in the direction of the Duke at that moment, she had no problem seeing the expression that appeared on his face at that moment. That look that he was now wearing was more than enough to tell the brunette witch of just what it was that he was thinking, and for the next moment or two, it was the only thing that she could use to determine just what it was that he was thinking because he said nothing.
After another moment or two, however, the Duke of New York allowed a sigh to escape from his lips, and Hermione could tell that there was nothing theatrical about the sound that he made at that moment. When that thought entered the forefront of her mind, Hermione would have to admit that she blinked, but before she could push words out of her mouth, the Duke was already pushing words out of his mouth.
“Of your present subordinates, who would be the best in interrogation?” he asked.
She would have to admit that she blinked in response to the question that she was asked. Hermione would also have to admit that she cannot help but ask herself why the Duke would even ask her that question, and before long, she was telling herself that it was possibly because he did not trust her. Hermione pushed that thought to the back of her mind, however, she then told herself that if that were the case, then he would not have asked about her subordinates.
In the end, she simply allowed more words to escape from her lips as she then said, “Lieutenant Osborne would probably fit that description best, Your Grace,” before she paused so that she could see the expression that he was wearing on his face.
If she were being honest, Hermione would have to admit that she was also searching for any indication on his visage that would tell her just what it was that he was thinking. In the end, the brunette witch would have to admit that she failed in that regard, because the look on the face of the Duke of New York remained as impassive as it was.
In the end, the brunette witch told herself that she needed to push words out of her mouth, and it was for that reason that she soon parted her lips to push words out of her mouth, “Your Grace,” she began, “While my subordinates are competent and efficient, I assure you that I would be the best option for interrogation.”
She saw the smile that appeared on his face at that moment, and Hermione would have to admit that she blinked when she saw that expression. The brunette witch would have to admit that there was a part of her that had to ask if the look that appeared on his face at that moment was his way of telling her that he is aware of her familiarity with the wizard that they are talking about.
Before she could proceed with that train of thought, however, Hermione found herself forced to return to the present even as more words escaped from the lips of the Duke, “I have no doubt that such is indeed the case, Commander,” he replied, but then he paused, giving Hermione the time to think to herself that there is a ‘but’ coming, and it would appear that she did not have to wait long for that second part to come out of his lips.
First, the Duke of New York inclined his head toward the direction of Hermione, before he then allowed words to escape from his lips, “Unfortunately, you will not be available for this interrogation,” he said.
There was no denying the confused expression that appeared on the face of the brunette witch at that moment, and if she were being honest, Hermione would have to admit that part of the reason that anyone could have seen the confused expression that she was now wearing was that she did not bother to hide the same from anyone who was looking at her.
“His Highness is asking for you,” the Duke said.
Hermione could not help but blink in response to the words that had escaped from the lips of the man in front of her, and even she would have to admit that she was not aware of when she allowed the expression that she was wearing to turn into a wide smile that was the only thing that anyone would have needed to see for them to know that she was incredibly happy.
Of course, she soon remembered her place, and the brunette witch clamped down on the excitement that she was feeling at that moment. She schooled the expression that she was wearing so that it was as neutral as possible, before she then inclined her head toward the direction of the Duke.
“Has His Highness given a timeline, Your Grace?” she asked, but even she would have to admit that the words that escaped from her lips at that moment was her way of distracting herself, because even if the Crown Prince had not given a timeline, she would still have done her best to get back to his side as soon as possible, even if it meant crossing the Atlantic on a broom.
The expression of amusement that formed across the face of the Duke of New York at that moment was the only thing that anyone would have needed to see for them to know that he was aware of what was fueling that expression that appeared on her face, but in the end, he chose not to make an issue of it as he instead inclined his head toward her direction.
“He has not, but I do not think you need to worry about that,” the Duke said, and while it was true that he paused at that moment, he soon allowed more words to escape from his lips as he then added, “His Highness intends to cross the Atlantic with his main fleet tomorrow, according to his instructions, and he intends for you to meet him in Barcelona in ten days.”
Hermione blinked at that moment, but she soon pushed the thoughts that were coalescing at the forefront of her mind before she then inclined her head toward the direction of the Duke of New York, “It will take me three days to get there, Your Grace,” she said, and while it was true that she paused at that moment, it was not as if the Duke of New York said anything, allowing the brunette witch to allow more words to escape from her lips, “I would think that I still have time.”
The expression that appeared on the face of the Duke of New York at that moment was the only thing that she needed to see for her to be sure that he agreed with the words that escaped from her lips, but there was also something about that expression that he was wearing that made her just stare in his direction.
She parted her lips at that moment so that she could push the words out of her mouth, but in the end, whatever it was that she would have wanted to say at that moment was cut off as the Duke of New York then allowed more words to escape from his lips, “I would have thought that you would want to arrive in Barcelona early and make sure that the city is ready to receive His Highness.”
Hermione found herself blinking yet again in response to the words that had escaped from the lips of the Duke, and after another moment, she inclined her head toward his direction as she schooled the expression that she was wearing. That look that appeared on her face at that moment was the only thing that anyone would have needed to see for them to realize that she agreed with the words that had just escaped from his lips.
“There are numerous nationalist factions in Barcelona,” Hermione suddenly said, before she then reminded herself that, unlike most of Europe, the revelation of magic had little effect in Spain. It did not fracture into a collection of small quasi-states like the country that was once known as France, or had transformed into a collection of independent duchies, counties, and earldoms collectively known as the German Confederation.
Instead, Spain remained a Kingdom, even though it was true that it also lost their colonies when it fought a five-year war with the Crown at the beginning of the century.
Hermione returned to the present at that moment, before she then allowed more words to escape from her lips, “and then, there are the monarchists, republicans, communists, and anarchists,” she shook her head, “I wonder why he picked that city.”
“From what I can tell, the eldest daughter of King Felipe XIV is also in the city,” the Duke said, causing Hermione to blink, and it was obvious from the expression that appeared on his face that he was aware of the expression that appeared on the face of Hermione at that moment. The next words that escaped from his lips confirmed that such was the case, as he then said, “Come now, you knew that he would need to get married.”
Hermione did not respond to the words that had escaped from the lips of the Duke at that moment, but if she were being honest, she would have to admit that the expression that she was wearing at that moment should be more than enough to tell just what it was that she wanted to say. The smile that appeared on the face of the Duke of New York, a few moments later, confirmed that to the brunette witch.
While it was true that there was a part of her that wanted to say something else at that moment, she allowed a sigh to escape from her lips, and that was her signal that she was just going to push  the words that wanted to escape from her mouth to the back of her mind. She turned her attention toward the direction of the Duke before she then allowed a theatrical sigh to escape from her lips, and she knew that he was aware that it was just theatrical.
“Very well, Your Grace,” she said, “I would leave for Barcelona tonight.”
***
He stared at the wand that he was holding in his hands, the expression that he was wearing on his face was the only thing that anyone would have needed to see for them to be sure that he was surprised at what he was holding at that moment. He blinked even as that thought entered the forefront of his mind, but even if that were the case, it was not as if he could change the expression that he was now wearing on his visage.
Harry would have to admit that what made him return to the present at that moment would be the sound of someone pointedly and audibly clearing her throat, and he could tell that the sound had come from his left side, so he turned his attention there. The expression that was written on the face of the witch that he found himself looking at was the only thing that he needed to see for him to know just what it was that she would have said at that moment.
Perhaps it was because Isabella had realized that Harry could tell just what it was that she wanted to say that she refrained from pushing words out of her mouth. He stared in her direction for another moment or two, almost certain that words would soon come out of her mouth, but after close to ten seconds, he realized that she was not going to say anything, and because of that, the relative silence that had descended between them was something that he would have to shatter.
“What is it?” he asked, and though it was true that he tried to keep the expression on he was wearing as neutral as possible, even he would have to admit that he could not hide the tiny tidbit of irritation that he was feeling at that moment.
If pressed, Harry would have to admit that even he did not know where the irritation that he was feeling at that moment was coming from, and it was because such was the case that she soon pushed that thought to the back of his mind before he allowed another sigh to escape from her lips.
In his mind, Harry told himself that the action that he had taken at that moment was his way of pushing the irritation that he was feeling out of the forefront of his mind. He did not allow his thoughts to linger on that, however, as he soon focused his attention toward the direction of the wand that he was holding, and even Harry would have to admit that there was a part of him that had to ask why they did not take this away from him.
He blinked at that moment, even as a part of him would have to admit that he asked himself if this was a trap or something. He closed his eyes at that moment, before he focused his magic toward the direction of the wand that he was holding, and less than a second or two later, he opened his eyes as he remarked to himself that there was nothing about the wand that he was holding at that moment that felt unnatural.
Indeed, if he were being honest, he would have to admit that the more he held the wand, the more he could not help but remark to himself that it felt more unnatural for him if he were not to use the wand that he is now holding.
Harry opened his eyes at that moment, but rather than turn his attention toward the direction of Isabella, he instead focused his attention toward the direction of the only other person who was awake in the dungeon at that moment. The expression that he was wearing on his face at that moment was the only thing that he needed to see for him to be sure that he did not know what a wand is.
With a mental shake of his head, Harry pushed that thought to the back of his mind before he then allowed more words to escape from his lips, “Do you know what this is?” he asked.
The expression that appeared on his face at that moment was the only thing that he needed to see for him to be sure that the other wizard was not lying when he allowed the next words to escape from his lips, “No,” he said, before he then shook his head, and the expression that appeared on his face at that moment was the only thing that he needed to see for him to be sure that the other wizard was getting ready to push words out of his mouth to convince him.
Harry shook his head at that moment, and that action that he had taken was his way of telling the man who was looking at him that he was not interested in whatever it was that he would have wanted to say at that moment.
The dark-haired wizard narrowed his eyes at that moment, before he then turned his attention toward the direction of the wall behind him. If he were being honest, he would have to admit that he had no idea what was on the other side of that wall. With a mental shake of his head, however, he pushed that thought to the back of her mind before he then gathered his powers and whispered, “Bombarda Maxima.”
He watched as a jet of light erupted from the tip of his wand, and because it was pointed toward the direction of the wall, it was inevitable that it would hit the wall. That, however, was what Harry was aiming for in the first place, and as the sound of an explosion echoed inside the dungeon, he felt cold wind rushing into his cell from the hole that resulted from his blasting curse.
Harry would have to admit that a smile came across his face, even as he remarked to himself that the fact that he was feeling wind at that moment meant that what was at the other side of the wall that he had made was freedom, and as that thought entered the forefront of his mind, he allowed the smile that he was wearing on his face to widen.
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