

THE WIZARD IN THE HIGH TOWER
SIX
He would have to admit that it was the sound of more cannons echoing around him that forced him out of the trance that he had not even realized he had fallen into. As he returned to the present, he would have to admit that he could not help but blink, but though it was true that words were supposed to come out of his lips at that moment, the words that were supposed to come out of his mouth at that moment did not manage to do so before another explosion echoed in his ears.
[bookmark: _GoBack]It was an almost unconscious decision on his part to turn his attention toward the direction from which the explosions had come. Even he would have to admit that the expression that appeared on his face at that moment reflected the awe that he felt as he watched a metal behemoth seemingly float in mid-air, the guns attached suddenly erupting in a flash of light and noise as it sent projectiles hurling toward an unknown target opposite where it was floating.
Harry would have to admit that he had not even realized that he had fallen into another trance at that moment, but as he returned to the present, he turned his attention toward the direction opposite the ship that he was staring at. It would appear that he turned his attention toward that direction just in time to watch as three large explosions mushroomed seemingly out of nowhere.
He had to blink as a voice coming from the back of his head told him that he did not want to be the person at the receiving end of those explosions. He had to blink again, a few moments later, as he then asked himself how he was aware of what the result of being at the receiving end of artillery fire would be when he had never experienced it before.
The dark-haired wizard was sure that the expression that he was wearing on his face at that moment morphed into an expression that was the only thing that anyone would have needed to see for them to know that he was battling intense confusion at that moment. With a mental shake of his head, however, Harry forced himself to return to the present, though just because he had managed to return to the present does not mean that he was already fully aware of what was going on.
Indeed, Harry would have to admit that he was only forced to think about what was going on around him a few moments later, when the ship that he had been looking at earlier marked its presence yet again. Naturally, the way for it to mark its presence at that moment would be through the use of the artillery that it was carrying.
There was a part of Harry that would have wanted to do something about the explosions that came as part of the ship firing its gun, and before he had even realized it, the dark-haired wizard found himself looking in the direction of the ship. Even he was sure that the expression that he was wearing on his face at that moment had changed to reflect no small amount of irritation.
It was at that moment, however, that he caught himself, and as he blinked even as he returned to the present, he would have to admit that there was a part of him that had to ask just what it was that he thought he was doing. He did not bother to take his attention away from the floating warship in front of him, even as that voice coming from the back of his head asked him why he was even imagining that he could take it down with just his magic.
Harry was not able to come up with an answer to the question that he had asked himself at that moment before he was forced to return to the present, but this time, it was not the artillery attached to the ship that had forced Harry to return to the present. Indeed, the dark-haired wizard would have to admit that there was a part of him that had to ask just what it was that made him return to the present at that moment.
The sound of the guns of the ship firing once more echoed around him, but even Harry would have to admit that, this time, he was not distracted by the sounds that he heard. Indeed, if he were being honest, the dark-haired wizard would have to admit that despite the explosion that he heard at that moment, he was still able to hear the distinct sound of someone close to him clearing her throat.
Again, he was already moving before he had even realized just what it was that he was doing, and though it was true that there was a part of him that would have been surprised by the action that he had taken, he was not the least bit surprised to see the expression that was on the face of the young woman that he was now looking at.
The expression that was on the face of Isabella, Harry would have to admit, was the only thing that he needed to see for him to be sure that she was aware of just what the thoughts that had just gone through the forefront of his mind at that moment were. As such was the case, Harry would have to admit that there was a part of him that would have wanted to say something about that, only for him to be forced to pause even as the ship that was now behind him fired again.
Of course, because he was looking in the direction of Isabella at that moment, he had no problem seeing the expression that appeared on her face, and that was the only thing that he needed to see for him to be sure that there was a part of her that was going out of her way to give the impression that she was amused.
The fact that she then inclined her head toward him without saying anything simply added to the impression that the dark-haired wizard was operating with at that moment, but he just as easily pushed that thought to the back of his mind as he found himself staring in her direction. 
Silence descended between the two of them, but that was true only insofar as the two of them were concerned, because it was not as if the ship that had been providing their background sounds with its guns had stopped firing its weapons. Even that thought, however, was pushed to the back of Harry's mind, as he then remarked to himself that he was far more interested in understanding the meaning behind the expression on the face of Isabella.
It was for that reason that he did not allow any sounds to escape from his lips at that moment, not even the tiniest of sounds. From the expression that was on the face of Isabella, however, it was clear that she was aware of what the thoughts that were going through the forefront of his mind at that moment were, and because such was the case, she was also determined not to say anything.
In the end, Harry told himself that there was no point in engaging in this staring contest, and it was for that reason that he soon inclined his head toward her direction before he then allowed words to escape from his lips, “What now?” he asked.
From the way that Isabella blinked at that moment, it was clear that even she was not aware of just how she was supposed to respond to the words that had escaped from his mouth, and because such was the case, she just stared in his direction while not even bothering to remove the expression that she was wearing on her visage.
Indeed, the more that Harry looked in her direction, the more he was sure that she schooled the expression that she was wearing to reflect even more of the confusion that she was feeling. He soon pushed that thought to the back of his mind, however, as he then remarked to himself that it was because she was wearing that look on her face that he was aware that the expression she was wearing was theatrical.
It was for that reason that he soon narrowed his eyes, and though it was true that no words escaped from his lips at that moment, he told himself that the expression that he was wearing at that moment was his way of announcing that he was aware of what she was doing. In the end, Isabella removed the expression that she was wearing on her face, replacing it instead with a more neutral expression that was complemented by the tone that she used when she spoke.
“I do not know,” she said, and when he heard the words that escaped from her lips at that moment, Harry would have to admit that he found himself looking in her direction because he would have to admit that while he expected the words that escaped from her lips at that moment, he did not expect the tone that she used when she then added, “I cannot see the future.”
Harry would have to admit that he blinked in response to the word that had escaped from the lips of the woman in front of him, and he would also have to admit that there was a part of him that wanted to tell her that the impression that he got was that she was capable of doing just that. He blinked, a few moments later, however, as he then remarked to himself that even he was not sure how he had come to that conclusion.
There was nothing mental about his shaking his head at that moment, and once he had recovered from that action, he returned his attention toward the direction of Isabella. The expression that she was wearing was a smile, but while it was true that there was some amusement there, it took the dark-haired wizard less than a moment to realize that such was not the reason behind the look that she was now wearing.
That expression that she was wearing was also the only thing that he needed to see for him to be sure that she was expecting him to say something, but if he were being honest, the dark-haired wizard would have to admit that he was not sure just what it was that he was supposed to say. He blinked, a few moments later, before he then inclined his head toward her, “We need to get out of here,” he said.
As he was looking in the direction of Isabella at that moment, he had no problem seeing the expression that appeared on her face. At first glance, that expression was a smile, but the more that he stared at the look that was on the face of the blonde witch, the more that he realized that the expression that he was wearing at that moment advertised the relief that she felt.
Harry did not even need to ask her why that was the feeling that she felt at that moment, 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 ask her why she felt relieved, if only so that he could satisfy his curiosity. He managed to part his lips at that moment, only for him to be forced to pause as the wind around them suddenly picked up.
At first, the dark-haired wizard thought that it was just a normal occurrence, but he had to blink, a second or two after the wind had picked up, because he was sure that the speed with which the wind was roaring around them was becoming unnatural.
Without even realizing it, he turned his attention toward the direction of Isabella again. Although it was true that the wind continued to pick up speed at that moment, there was no need for him to raise his voice as he then asked her, “What is happening?”
The expression that appeared on the face of Isabella in response to the question that he had asked was the only thing that he needed to see for him to be sure that she was asking herself why something as obvious as what was happening was something that he needed to ask about. Even if that were the case, however, he soon pushed that thought to the back of his mind as he had to listen to the words that escaped from the lips of Isabella.
“They’re advancing,” the blonde witch said, and she kept the expression that she was wearing neutral, “they have to move,” before he then inclined her head, but while it was true that Harry got the impression that she was inclining her head toward his direction, he was quick to realize that such were not the case, and that what she had inclined her head toward at that moment would be the ship that was floating in front of them.
The action that Isabella had taken at that moment compelled Harry to turn his gaze toward the ship. It would appear that he had turned his attention toward that direction just in time to watch as the ship began to move forward. As it did so, the gusts of wind that it produced increased in power, but it was not as if it was going to be powerful enough to force Harry off his feet.
“Where are they going?” Harry asked, after another moment or two. Even he would have to admit, however, that the question that escaped from his lips at that moment did so because he was not sure of what it was that he was supposed to say.
The expression that appeared on the face of Isabella in response to the words that had escaped from his lips at that moment was the only thing that he needed to see for him to be sure that Isabella agreed with him. Even if that were the case, however, she inclined her head toward his direction before she then allowed words to escape from her lips.
Naturally, the words that she uttered at that moment were in response to the question that he had asked, and Harry realized that even if such were the case, there was nothing about the tone that she used at that moment that implied that she was irritated as she then said, “I imagine that their ultimate objective would be the capital of the Magic Kingdom.”
Harry blinked in response to the words that Isabella uttered, and while it was true that there was a part of him that told him that it was rude for him to stare in the direction of the blonde witch while wearing the expression that he was wearing at that moment, he would have to admit that he cannot help but keep that expression that he was wearing on his face.
After another moment or two, however, he was able to push more words out of his mouth as he then asked her, “What Magic Kingdom?” before he then allowed an expression to appear on his face, and that look that he was now wearing, he would have to admit, was his way of announcing the fact that even he thought that the words that escaped from his lips at that moment made him sound as if he does not know anything about this world that he found himself in.
Harry blinked at that moment, and as he recovered from that, the dark-haired wizard would have to admit that there was a part of him that could not help but remark to himself that he did not know anything about the world that he had found himself in. Of course, for him to be able to tell that to himself, he needed to acknowledge that he was in a different world, and even at that moment, the dark-haired wizard would have to admit that it was not easy for him to acknowledge that.
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 Isabella, a few moments later, and this time, the tone that she was using carried with it a slightly concerned tone that he realized was her way of asking him why he was asking her such basic questions, “The one founded by magicals at the other side of the Rasputin Line,” she said.
Harry did not bother to stop himself from blinking in response to the words that escaped from the lips of Isabella, and judging from the expression that she was wearing on her face, it was clear that she had realized that the words that had escaped from her lips at that moment made no sense to him. 
It was for that reason that the expression that she was wearing on her face changed to reflect the fact that she was about to push words out of her mouth, but in the end, whatever it was that Isabella would have wanted to say at that moment was something that only she would know, because the two of them were forced to return to the present even as they heard footsteps coming from the direction that they had just escaped from. 
Using his peripheral vision, Harry knew that Isabella also turned her attention toward the direction of where the sounds were coming from at the same time that he did so. He was, however, forced to push any further musings on his part concerning that, as he was forced to return to the present when he realized who had just walked out of the same hole that he and Isabella had walked out of earlier.
While it was true that the dark-haired wizard would have to admit that he did not know the name of the person who had just walked out of the hole, he would have to admit that this was not the first time that he had seen him. As he focused his attention on the direction of the face of the man in question, he could not help but allow a snarl to appear across his face as he remarked to himself that this was the same man who had informed Hermione that she was needed somewhere else.
Perhaps that snarl that he was wearing on his face at that moment was what caused the expression of amusement that the man in front of him was wearing on his face to widen, but if he were being honest, Harry would have to admit that he was not in the mood to remove that expression that he was now wearing on his face.
The silence that had descended between them at that moment was almost complete, and while it was true that the ship that had been firing its artillery had now moved on, Harry could still hear its guns as it continued to fire against whatever target it was that it was firing on.
He was not sure if the expression that he was wearing on his face at that moment changed to reflect that such was what he was thinking about, but after another moment or two, the dark haired wizard remarked to himself that there must have been a change in the expression that he was wearing on his face because the words that escaped from the lips of the man in front of him reflected as much.
“What do you think about the guns in this world, Warlord?” he asked, and while it was true that he paused at that moment, the expression that appeared on his face was the only thing that Harry needed to see for him to be sure that he would have wanted to say something else.
Even if that were the case, however, the man in front of him did not push words out of his mouth, and instead, he simply schooled the expression that he was wearing to reflect confusion on his part. If he were being honest, Harry would have to admit that there was a part of him that wanted to say something, but he was forced to pause, a few moments later, when the man that he was staring at inclined his head.
Harry blinked as he realized that the action that the man had taken was his way of announcing the fact that he was about to say something, and that was made more poignant, a few moments later, when words did escape from the lips of the man in front of him. Judging from the tone that escaped from his lips, he was curious about the answer to the question that he was about to ask.
“Do you know who I am, Warlord?” he asked, before then pausing. 
Harry was quick to realize that it was not just the tone that he used at that moment that told him that the man in front of him wanted an answer. The fact that he paused at that moment, after all, was another indication that such was the case, and as that realization entered the forefront of the mind of Harry, he decided that he should answer the question.
Before he could do so, however, he blinked as he then realized that there was something about the way that the man in front of him was looking at him. It might have taken him a moment or two longer than he would have wanted, but as he looked at the expression on the face of the man in front of him, he realized that this man knew him.
“No,” Harry said, a few moments later, and while it was true that he was expecting a response from the man in response, it would appear that he had decided against pushing words out of his mouth, and because that was the case, Harry was able to push more words out of his mouth, “Who are you?”
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 man was amused, and if he were being honest, Harry would have to admit that there was a part of him that wanted to say something about that expression that the man was wearing.
He was also close to pushing the words out of his mouth when he was suddenly forced to pause because the man in front of him allowed words to escape from his lips before Harry could, “My name is Patrick Osborne,” he suddenly said, and judging from the way that he paused at that moment, the dark-haired wizard was certain that the other man expected Harry to recognize him just from that name.
That, however, was not what happened, and the expression that appeared on the face of Harry at that moment should be more than enough to tell the other man that such was the case.
It would appear that there was no need for Harry to point that out to the man who called himself Patrick Osborne, after all, the expression that appeared on his face at that moment reflected understanding on his part, even as he inclined his head toward the direction of Harry, “In this world, I am a lieutenant in service with the Crown,” he added.
“In this world?” Harry asked before he can stop himself, and if pressed, he would have to admit that part of the reason why that particular thought came across the forefront of his mind at that moment was that he realized that the words that had escaped from the lips of the man in front of him was an acknowledgment of that something which the dark haired wizard was having a hard time acknowledging.
The expression of amusement that appeared on the face of Lieutenant Osborne was complemented by the sound of amusement which escaped from his lips, a few moments later. 
Of course, the sounds that were coming out of the lips of the man in question added to the irritation that Harry was feeling, and after another moment or two, he would have to admit that there was a part of him that had to acknowledge that such was perhaps the reason that Lieutenant Osborne was allowing those sounds to escape from his lips in the first place.
Harry narrowed his eyes at that moment, displaying the irritation and anger that he was feeling. He told himself that because he was keeping his attention focused toward the direction of Lieutenant Osborne at that moment, he should have realized that the expression that he was now wearing was intended for him, but even if that were the case, the sounds of amusement continued to escape from the lips of the man in front of them.
In the end, it would appear that the only reason that Lieutenant Osborne had stopped allowing such sounds of amusement to escape from his lip was that he realized that there was something else that he needed to say. The relative silence that had descended between the three of them did not last for long as the man wearing the military uniform soon allowed more words to escape from his lips.
“Surely, you did not think that this is still your world, Warlord,” the man said, and because there was something about the tone that he used at that moment which made it clear to Harry that he intended for the word that had escaped from his lips at that moment to be an insult, he cannot help but allow hissing sounds to escape from his lips.
The sounds that he made, the dark-haired wizard told himself, were his way of announcing the fact that he was about to push more words out of his mouth. In the end, however, the words that were supposed to come out of his lips were cut off by the words that escaped from the lips of the man in front of them.
“Of course, I already knew that you are not the same one that I knew from my world,” the man said, before he then inclined his head toward the direction of Harry, “If you were, you would have already killed me for calling you ‘Warlord’,” and there was something about the tone that he used at that moment which made it clear that he was serious.
Harry blinked at that moment, and while it was true that there was still a part of him that wanted to feel irritated at that moment, he had to pause because of the words that had just escaped from the lips of the man in front of him.
“Why are you calling me Warlord?” he asked, before he then schooled the expression that he was wearing so that it reflected the irritation that he was feeling at that moment, or at least, that was what he told himself.
The expression that appeared on the face of Lieutenant Osborne at that moment still reflected the amusement that the man in question was feeling, but rather than respond to the words that had escaped from the lips of Harry, he instead turned his attention toward the direction of Isabella before he then asked her, “You knew who he is in my world, don’t you?”
Harry turned his attention toward the direction of Isabella before he knew what he was doing, and if he were being honest, he would have to admit that there was a part of him that expected to see an expression on the face of the young blonde witch that would tell him that the answer was in the affirmative.
There was nothing in the expression that Isabella was wearing at that moment, however, that conveyed that. Indeed, the more that Harry stared at the expression that was on the face of Isabella, the more he became convinced that she had no idea just what Lieutenant Osborne was talking about.
Of course, the expression that was on the face of Isabella at that moment might have been a façade, but even as that thought entered the forefront of his mind, Harry told himself that he did not have the time to go down that particular train of thought. As such was the case, he forced himself to return to the present, even as he once more focused his attention toward the man in front of him, intent on saying something.
Once more, however, he found himself cut off as more words escaped from the lips of the other man, and there was no denying the formality with which Lieutenant Osborne allowed the words to escape from his lips, “With this information that I am about to give you, my debt to you is paid, Warlord,” he said.
Harry blinked in response to the words that had escaped from the lips of the man in front of him, and he is certain that if anyone were to see the expression that he was wearing on his face at that moment, they would have already realized that he wanted to ask the man in front of him just what it was that he was talking about.
Indeed, the dark-haired wizard was about to do just that when he was suddenly forced to pause. Not even he was sure what had made him pause at that moment – it certainly was not the sound of the guns of the ship firing, for that had faded into a tiny background noise considering how far the ship was – but in the end, the effect was the same.
The silence that had descended between the three of them was shattered at that moment by the words that escaped from the lips of Lieutenant Osborne as he then inclined his head toward the direction of Harry.
“If you are looking for Commander Granger, then I am afraid that you need to hurry to the train station,” he said, and while it was true that this man stood at the opposite side of him – not just literally, because it was figuratively as well, considering that he did not think that this man is an ally – there was something about the expression that he was wearing on his face that told Harry that he was earnest with the words that had escaped from his lips.
That remained the case even when, a few moments later, he allowed more words to escape from his lips, “She is going to return to the arms of the man who is considered as the ‘Warlord’ in this world, and, perhaps, if you fail to catch her now, you would never catch her again,” he said.
The dark-haired wizard would have to admit that he wanted to say something in response to the words that had escaped from the lips of the stranger in front of him. He would also have to admit that there was a part of him that could not help but feel irritated with the words that had escaped from the lips of Lieutenant Osborne.
At the same time, however, even Harry would have to admit that there was something about the words which escaped from the lips of the other man that made him realize that he was speaking the truth. As that was the case, he wanted to say something, but he found himself unable to push words out of his mouth, and he was not even sure why.
In the end, the relative silence was shattered by the words that escaped from the lips of Isabella, and even though it was true that the words were intended for the other man, Harry could not help but listen to the words that escaped from the lips of the blonde witch.
“Why are you helping him?” Isabella asked, and it was obvious that she did not even bother to hide the suspicion that she was feeling at that moment.
If he were being honest, Harry would have to admit that it was only at that moment that he realized that he should be suspicious about this man as well. Indeed, while it was true that he turned his attention toward the direction of Isabella when she allowed those words to escape from her lips, he soon turned his attention back toward the direction of Lieutenant Osborne.
The expression on the face of the dark-haired wizard at that moment was the only thing that anyone would have needed to hear for them to know that he was about to push words out of his mouth. Perhaps it was because Lieutenant Osborne had realized that such was the case that he soon allowed words to escape from his lips, cutting off whatever it was that Harry would have wanted to say at that moment.
Of course, the words that escaped from his lips were intended for Isabella as he then said, “As I said, I owe him a debt,” and while it was true that he paused at that moment, he did not bother to wait for either Harry or Isabella to say anything before more words were already coming out of his mouth, “and this information discharges that debt.”
“What debt are you talking about?” Harry asked. Even he would have to admit that the words that had escaped from his lips at that moment had taken him by surprise, but since he had already asked the question, he told himself that there was no point in taking it back.
Lieutenant Osborne allowed a smile to appear across his face as he then turned his attention toward the direction of Harry. The dark-haired wizard would have to admit that he was not sure why, but when he saw the expression that the other man was wearing, he realized that there was no way that he was going to answer the question that Harry had asked.
Just because that was the case, however, does not mean that no words escaped from the lips of the other man, as after another moment or two, he was already pushing more words out of his mouth, albeit the words that escaped from his lips at that moment were not in response to the query that Harry had asked.
Lieutenant Osborne inclined his head toward the direction of Harry, and he once more used that solemn tone that he had been using as he then allowed words to escape from his lips, “I do not think that we would meet again in this setting, Warlord,” he said, and again, he paused. 
Once more, however, just because he had paused at that moment does not mean that Harry was able to push words out of his mouth, and after another moment, the other man then added, “I believe that the next time that we meet each other, we would be doing our hardest to put the other out of his misery.”
Harry blinked in response to the words that had escaped from the lips of the other man, because even he would have to admit that he understood what the meaning behind the words that had escaped from his lips would be. Indeed, Harry would have to admit that there was a part of him that wanted to say something, but in the end, the words that were supposed to come out of his mouth were cut off by the action that Lieutenant Osborne took.
It was at that moment, after all, that the other man turned his back toward the direction of Harry and Isabella before he started to walk away, and the action that the man took at that moment was so surprising that for the next moment or two, Harry found himself unable to even think of what to say or do, other than to just continue to watch as the other man walked away from them.
There might have been a part of Harry that wanted to say something at that moment, but in the end, even that part of him was stunned by what was happening, and he found himself just staring in the direction of where Lieutenant Osborne was standing for the next few seconds or so. 
Indeed, Harry was certain that he would have continued to stare in that direction if not for the fact that Isabella soon forced him to return to the present.
“What are you going to do?” Isabella asked, and while it was true that the words that escaped from her lips at that moment were said with a soft tone, it was still more than enough to force Harry out of the trance that he had not even realized he had fallen into at that moment.
Of course, the first thing that Harry did once he had returned to the present was to turn his attention toward the direction of Isabella, and it would appear that she expected him to do just that, because as soon as her eyes met with his, she did not even give him the chance to say anything before more words were already coming out of her mouth. 
“You cannot go after her,” she said.
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