

THE WIZARD IN THE HIGH TOWER
ONE
[bookmark: _GoBack]A single groan escaped from his lips, marking the moment that he transitioned from unconsciousness to a state that even he would not have labelled as consciousness, though he would have said that he was, at least, half aware of what was happening around him. Even as that thought entered the forefront of his mind, he mentally shook his head as he tried to shake off the lethargy that came as part of the fact that he had been in the same position for a while.
His eyes widened at that moment, even as thoughts flooded the forefront of his mind. Even he would have to admit that the chief thought that entered his mind at that moment was the fact that he should not be lying in the middle of nowhere at that moment. It was not even the fact that just falling asleep in the middle of a hallway that made him think that, rather, it was the situation that he was supposed to be in.
Harry Potter would readily admit that if his eyes could widen even more at that moment, he would have done just that, but he soon pushed that thought to the back of his mind, even as he pushed himself to the side and against the nearest wall that he could find. At that moment, he intended to prop himself up using the wall, and within another moment or two, he found himself seated with his legs stretched in front of him and his back pressed against the wall.
Even he would have to admit that the expression that he was wearing on his face at that moment was one of horror. It was at that moment that he remembered that he was supposed to be on his way to confront his nemesis after said nemesis had given him a deadline. He blinked at that moment, though that was hardly enough to force him to return to the present.
The dark-haired young man knew that the Dark Lord was not a patient man, and his tendency to destroy those around him when things did not go his way was as much danger to his followers as it was to his enemies. Perhaps, Harry thought to himself, that is why the place that he found himself in was now ruined.
Harry blinked at that moment, even as he realized that what he was seeing did not make any sense. He had no problem recognizing the castle that he was in, having called this place home for the better part of the last eight years, and yet, as he looked at the hallway that seemed to stretch on either side of him, it was that sense of home that he felt for what this place was supposed to be which told him that there was something wrong with the picture he was seeing.
In the end, the only thing that the dark-haired young man could do was blink even as the thoughts entered the forefront of his mind. As he remained seated in the place that he was in, propped up because of the wall that his back was resting against, he found himself staring at the outside world because what was supposed to be stone walls in front of him were just gone.
He knew that he was supposed to be on the first floor of the castle, and it was because such was the case that he was able to see higher than he would have been able to see if he were on the ground floor. 
Harry could feel the heat coming from the sun as it shone high in the sky – and that, in turn, led him to comment to himself that even that was wrong – and the gently chirping of birds in the distance – which is also wrong. As he continued to stare at the image in front of him, the dark-haired young man found himself blinking as he realized that there was no forest in front of him.
‘He could not have razed the forest in one night,’ he thought, ‘and even if he did, there should still be remnants of it.’
Instead of the Forbidden Forest, however, Harry found himself looking at broken land, with what appeared to be pieces of broken masonry and stonework scattered all over it. If he were being honest, Harry would have to admit that he can imagine where those things had come from, after all, he is in a ruined castle, and yet, as that thought entered the forefront of his mind, the dark-haired wizard would have to admit that there was something wrong about what he was seeing.
He turned his attention to his right – and here, he would have to admit that it was a random decision on his part – noting the hallway that seemed to stretch forever. At the same time that he did so, however, he also focused on the direction of the walls, noting how empty they were. Even if it was true that the forces of the Dark Lord had managed to enter the castle, he did not think that they would loot the paintings that were supposed to be hanging on the walls.
Yet another groan escaped from the lips of Harry at that moment, and that sound would have been the only thing that those around him would have needed to hear for them to know that he was about to get onto his feet. If he were being honest, the dark-haired wizard would have to admit that he did not think that there was anyone who was near him at that moment, and as such was the case, he pushed that thought to the back of his mind.
The groan that escaped from his lips at that moment was soon followed by another as Harry then slid his back upward, using the soles of his feet, which he planted on the floor in front of him to push himself upward. As he did so, he found himself able to see even more of what was supposed to be a cleared field in front of him.
Again, it was the sense of home that he felt for this castle that allowed him to almost instantly realize just what it was that he was supposed to be seeing at that moment. Harry told himself that no matter how much the Dark Lord hated Hagrid, even burning down the hut of the man was not going to remove every trace of his existence. At the very least, Harry told himself, the ground where the hut once stood should be singed.
Even Harry would have to admit that there was a part of him that could not help but feel worried when that thought entered the forefront of his mind. 
At that moment, he found himself staring at what appeared to be a large boulder on the same spot where the hut of his first friend should be, but it was not the boulder itself that caused him to stare at it. Rather, it was the fact that, at the top of the boulder, there appeared to be a tree, and even from the position that he was in, Harry could see the roots of the tree wrapped around the boulder.
He supposed that some sort of magic might have caused the roots to envelop the boulder, but the more that he stared at the image in front of him, the more convinced Harry became that such was not the case.
Even he would have to admit that the sense of foreboding that he was feeling at that moment intensified, but he soon pushed that thought out to the back of his mind before he then turned his attention toward his left. Harry blinked when he realized that he should have turned his attention toward that direction first, after all, the first thing that he noticed would be the grand staircase.
He took his first step at that moment, toward the direction of the staircase, and if he were being honest, Harry would have to admit that he expected to see bodies scattered in the hallway on the ground floor. He clenched his fists even as he told himself that some of them might even be those of his friends, but even as that thought entered the forefront of his mind, Harry told himself that he needed to see.
In the end, all of the mental preparation he forced himself to undertake as he made his way toward the edge of the grand staircase turned out to be for naught. There was nothing on the floor of what was supposed to be the grand hallway of Hogwarts, and he meant that quite literally. Not even the polished stone floor of the castle remains there, and he instead found himself staring at broken ground with some patches of greenery growing from it.
Again, Harry can tell that the plants that he was seeing did not grow overnight, and he can tell that they were not placed there by magic. Rather, in the eyes of the young man who had been forced to work in the garden of her aunt when he was younger, what he was seeing at that moment was natural growth that not even magic can mimic.
Harry took a single step forward, but rather than head toward the direction of the first landing of the stairs, the young dark-haired wizard instead walked toward the other side of the grand staircase on the first floor. He did not even bother to mark the moment that he passed through it, however, as he instead proceeded toward the direction of the entrance to the library.
If he were being honest, Harry would have to admit that he had made that decision on the spot, after he had inadvertently seen that the door to the library was still there and it was closed. As that thought entered the forefront of his mind, the young wizard would have to admit that there was a part of him that had to wonder what it was that he expected to see in the place that he was now heading toward.
With a mental shake of his head, Harry pushed that thought to the back of his mind, and by the time that he realized what he was doing, he found himself already standing in front of the closed door. There was no need for him to consolidate his strength before opening the door – or at least, that was what he told himself – so he did not bother with that, and instead, he just turned the knob in front of him before pushing the door open.
There was a part of Harry that would have to admit that he already expected what it was that he found himself staring at, but even if that were the case, there was a part of him that would have to admit that he could not even close his eyes as he stared at the outside world.
It would appear that this whole part of the castle had been destroyed. There was probably ten feet of flooring in front of him before it just disappeared, and instead of the vision of shelves filled with books, Harry found himself looking at the clear sky of the Scottish countryside that seemed to extend without end in front of him.
Harry blinked at that moment, and he was forced to push whatever worries he was having over the loss of so many books from the forefront of his mind to the back. At that moment, the young wizard had to ask himself why what he was seeing at that moment looked far more peaceful than what he imagined the day after Lord Voldemort had taken over the magical world would be.
His location relative to the castle at that moment meant that he could not see Hogsmeade, but there was a part of him that was grateful that such was the case because he had a feeling that the only thing that he would see would be the smoking ruins of a village. Of course, Harry had to consciously tell himself that such was the case because, if he were being honest, the young wizard would have to admit that there was a part of him that wondered if that was the case.
“What is going on?” he asked, and though it was true that he had intended for that question to be a mere thought directed only toward himself, he would have to admit that he did not exert any effort to make sure that the sounds that escaped from his lips at that moment remained as a mere thought at the forefront of his mind.
Of course, Harry knew that there was no way that anyone was going to respond to the words that had escaped from his lips at that moment. There was a part of him that remarked to himself that it meant that he should just speak out loud, but with a shake of his head – and there was nothing mental about the action that had taken – he pushed that thought to the back of his mind.
Instead of focusing on the thoughts coalescing at the forefront of his mind at that moment, the dark-haired wizard instead focused his thoughts on what he was seeing in front of him. 
Again, he cannot help but remark to himself that he expected fires burning in front of him, and as that thought entered the forefront of his mind, Harry would have to admit that the fact that he could not see what he was expecting to see at that moment added to the trepidation that he was feeling. There was something wrong about the image that he was looking at that moment, and he knew what that something was that was wrong, even if he did not want to acknowledge it.
Harry blinked at that moment, forced to return to the present even as he realized that he could suddenly see something from the horizon. At first, he thought it strange that he could see something that started as a dot in the distance, but as he adjusted the glasses that he was wearing, Harry realized that what he was looking at that moment was three dots.
The confusion that he felt at that moment quickly fled from the forefront of his mind as he realized that he was looking at three Muggle aircraft approaching the castle. While it was true that it took him close to five seconds to identify the approaching aircraft as helicopters, it did not take him half that long to realize that there was also something wrong about these choppers.
They looked nothing like the ones that he had seen when he was growing up, and instead of sleek, aerodynamic machines, these looked rickety and barely held together.
Even that, however, was not what made Harry stare at them. Indeed, if he were being honest, he would have to admit that it was the fact that they were approaching at that moment which made him stare even as he told himself that it should not be possible.
Before he had even realized it, Harry was already holding his wand, and as he felt his fingers wrap around its base, the dark-haired wizard had to blink again as he realized that there was something wrong about the wand that he was holding. It was true that he had lost his original wand, but he had become familiar enough with the one that he was using over the past few months that he could tell it was not the one that he was holding at that moment.
Even Harry would have to admit that the next course of action that he took at that moment was also something that he had undertaken before he had realized what he was doing. He turned his attention toward the direction of the wand that he was holding, and even he could not stop himself from blinking when he saw that he wand he was holding was the elder wand.
He blinked again before he could stop himself, and Harry could not help but ask himself how he had gotten his hands on this particular wand. At that moment, even he would have to admit that he found himself lost in his thoughts about that, and he probably would have continued thinking about that before he forced himself to return to the present, even as the sounds of the engines of the coming helicopters forced him to return to the present.
Harry turned his attention toward the direction of where the sound was coming from, and he had to blink when he saw just how close they now were. Indeed, he was sure that the men flying the machines could see him standing where he was at that moment, and that caused him to shudder as he realized that allowing himself to be seen was probably not what he wanted.
With that thought at the forefront of his mind, Harry turned around and quickly disappeared at the side of the library door, which he made sure was closed behind him. As he began to ask himself where he should go next, a voice coming from the back of his head asked him how Muggle technology was able to operate in what was supposed to be an environment saturated with magic.
‘Perhaps that is the reason why their helicopters looked older?’ he asked himself, even as that same voice coming from the back of his head told him that, in general, older Muggle technology can still work in a magically saturated environment.
The musings of Harry were interrupted at that moment when he suddenly heard a louder buzzing sound from the other side of the door that he had just closed. He blinked even as he remarked to himself that, from what he had seen, the helicopters could not already be this close enough for him to hear the sounds of their engines.
Once more, the dark-haired wizard found himself forced to return to the present as the door that he had just closed was suddenly forced off its hinges. Whatever had pushed it was powerful enough that the door was thrown across the entirety of the first-floor atrium and onto the other side. Indeed, the fact that nothing was stopping it at that moment meant that it soon sailed through the air outside the castle before it exploded.
Harry stared in the direction of where the explosion occurred, and the voice coming from behind his head told him that the explosion he had just witnessed was not a magical explosion. 
More explosions followed after that first one, but this time, he could tell that was happening in what was supposed to be the library of Hogwarts. The explosions caused the castle to shudder and rock, and even Harry would have to admit that there was a part of him that could not help but display anger as he realized what was happening.
He did not think that it was possible that the muggles would be attacking Hogwarts at that moment, and yet, the explosion that he was hearing at that moment told him that such was happening. He ran toward the direction of the other side of the castle, and just as he did so, he heard the sound of engines practically on top of him, moving from one side to the other.
Despite the anger that he was feeling at that moment, Harry could not help but feel curious about what was flying over Hogwarts, as he realized from the way that the engine sounds were moving that he was not hearing the helicopters.
Any further thoughts on the part of the young wizard were interrupted at that moment, even as he watched two aircraft turn to their right through a hole in the wall of the castle that he found himself looking at. 
Even at that moment, however, Harry would have to admit that as he stared at the aircraft, he noted that both aircraft were small enough that it was obvious that they only had one person aboard, and they appeared to have propellers in them rather than jets. 
The dark-haired wizard blinked at that moment, even as he asked himself if it was because jet engines do not work in Hogwarts, though he soon pushed that thought to the back of his mind as he told himself that now was not the time to be asking such questions.
There was nothing that forced him to return to the present at that moment; rather, he simply returned to the present by himself, even as he turned his attention toward the direction of the staircase that would lead him up to the castle. At that moment, Harry would have to admit that there was a part of him that was telling himself that he should go up, but before he could even take one step toward the direction that he wanted to go, he had to pause.
That was because it was at that moment that he realized that going up may not be the best option for him. Even he would have to admit that he was not sure what had made him pause at that moment, and yet, within a moment or two of that thought entering the forefront of his mind, he was already moving toward the direction of the stairs that would lead him to the ground floor.
The sound of engines approaching forced Harry out of the trance that he had not even realized he had fallen into. The first thing that he did once he had returned to the present was to ask himself a question that he realized he should have already asked himself, and that was what was happening.
Harry would have to admit that a curse would have escaped from his lips at that moment, if not for the fact that he was able to drown out that part of him that wanted to do that with more thoughts. It was at that moment that he asked himself why the muffles are coming to a ruined Hogwarts, and he would readily admit that he could not find a proper answer to that question.
As he darted past the hall in front of the grand staircase of the castle, he paused slightly so that he could hear the engines of the helicopters, and if he were being honest, the dark-haired wizard would have to admit that the impression that he got at that moment was that the invaders were practically outside the main doors to the castle. 
That, in turn, meant that he had to discard his initial plan of leaving the castle through those doors, after all, if the helicopters were discharging their passengers there, then that would mean that he would be walking right into the arms of the muggles whose purpose for appearing here, Harry was not yet sure about.
The dark-haired wizard again found himself having to fight the urge to allow a curse to escape from his lips as he then remarked to himself that it could not have been something that the Dark Lord had done, and yet, if he were being honest, Harry would have to admit that such was the only thing that he could think of.
With a mental shake of his head, however, Harry forced that thought to the back of his mind even as he burst into what was supposed to be the Grand Hall. Although it was true that he did not intend to, the young wizard found himself forced to pause as he saw what was stretched in front of him, and rather than the four long tables that represented the four houses of Hogwarts, what he could see at that moment was the aftermath of a fire.
Indeed, a moment or two after that thought entered the forefront of his mind, Harry cannot help but remark to himself that some of the burned items in here appear to be from wooden tables. As that thought entered the forefront of his mind, Harry blinked, even as he told himself that it was obvious that a fire had been set here.
The anger that he felt at that moment manifested itself slightly as a wave of magic escaped from him, but it was not as if it was going to change anything. It was also at that moment, however, that Harry realized that the damage that he was seeing at that moment was not consistent with the damage that he knew he would have seen if this fire had been set last night.
With a mental shake of his head, Harry told himself that the damage that he was seeing at that moment was the result of a fire that burned a long time ago, and it had burned for more than just one day.
Harry tightened his grip upon the base of the wand that he was holding – and if he were being honest, Harry would have to admit that it was only at that moment that he was able to remind himself that he was holding the elder wand – before he then turned his attention toward the direction where he had just come from.
Even he would have to admit that he was not sure just what it was that made him turn his gaze toward that direction, but it was also at that moment that he heard the doors to the castle opening. It was, however, not a conventional way of opening doors, because what he heard at that moment was the sound of an explosion. He did not need to see the doors to the castle that he called his home for him to know that the muggles had blown it up.
Harry would have to admit that the urge to turn back and attack those who are trying to destroy his home was overwhelming. Indeed, he would have to admit that there was a part of him that would have done just that, but just as he was about to walk to face the invaders, he found himself forced to pause as yet another voice coming from the back of his head told him that the castle that he is in at that moment is not his home. 
He blinked as he found himself wishing to dispute that statement, and yet, it was also at that moment that, rather than dispute the thought in question, there was a part of him that had to agree with it.
“Then, where am I?” he asked.
Even he was surprised by the question that escaped from his lisp at that moment, but not because of the question that had escaped from his lips. Rather, it was because he had no plans of allowing the words to escape from his mouth, and yet, before he had even realized it, the words had already escaped from his lips.
Harry pushed that thought to the back of his mind. A few moments later, however, as he heard orders coming from the direction of the door that would lead to the hallway outside the Great Hall, the sounds that he heard were more than enough to force him to return to the present. 
Once more, the urge to allow a series of curses to escape from his lips at that moment entered the forefront of his mind, but he pushed that thought to the back of his mind soon enough. Rather than focus his attention toward the direction of the door, Harry turned his back toward it, and after another moment or two, he was running toward the direction of the antechamber that he knew was located in that direction.
Although it was true that he was looking for something to distract himself at that moment, the young wizard would have to admit that the thought of the first time that he had found himself in the chamber that he was now heading toward was not what he would have wanted to think about.
With a mental shake of his head, Harry reminded himself that the first time he had been in this place was during his fourth year, when almost the entirety of the school had turned against him. Of course, that was not what he wanted to think about at that moment, and because that was the case, he soon shook his head – and this time, there was nothing mental about the action that he had taken – so that he could push that thought to the back of his mind.
In any case, Harry found himself forced to return to the present even as he suddenly heard another explosion, and this time, the explosion was far closer to where he was. If he were being honest, Harry would have to admit that he already knew just what it was that he would see before he turned his gaze toward the direction of where the explosion had come from, but he still found himself turning his attention toward that direction.
The anger that he felt at that moment skyrocketed again, even if it was true that he had already expected just what it was that he found himself looking at that moment. The sight of the door to the Great Hall being destroyed, however – and indeed, it was at that moment that he watched as one of the doors fell forward, hitting the floor with a resounding thud before breaking into what seemed like a thousand pieces – caused the anger that Harry was feeling to intensify.
“What are you doing?” he asked, and while it was true that the distance between him and the muggles who were now entering the Great Hall was considerable, he knew that they would have no problem hearing the words that escaped from his lips.
As the men who had just entered the Great Hall were wearing only helmets on their heads, Harry had no problem seeing the confused expressions that appeared on their faces. He did not need to ask them anything for him to be sure that the confusion that appeared on their faces was the result of the question that had escaped from his lips, but while it was true that there was a part of him that wanted to capitalize on that, he found himself unable to do so.
It was because it was at that moment that the soldiers recovered from whatever confusion it was that the words that had escaped from his lips at that moment had caused them. Harry cannot see just when that exact moment was, because the next thing that the dark-haired wizard knew was that he was watching the soldiers point their rifles toward him.
Harry allowed his eyes to widen in surprise at that moment, but even if it was true that he was telling himself that there was no way that these soldiers were going to fire at him, there was a part of him that was already telling him that his shield charm should be able to protect him from the bullets. 
Even Harry would have to admit that he allowed his eyes to widen as that thought entered the forefront of his mind, as he then told himself that there was no way that such would be the case.
The order to fire coming from the soldiers who were confronting him at that moment forced Harry to return to the present, even as he found himself staring at the muzzle of rifles being fired as they were pointed toward him. Even as he blinked at that moment, the dark-haired wizard summoned a shield charm, though moments after he had summoned the same, he threw himself to the side.
Harry would readily admit that there was a part of him that cannot help but remark that the action that he had taken was a waste, after all, there was nothing to shield since he had already thrown himself to the side, and besides, he did not think that his shield would have enough to stop the projectiles sent toward him.
Indeed, Harry would have to admit that he expected his shield to collapse. In the end, even the dark-haired wizard could do nothing but stare in the direction of the flashes of light that blossomed in front of him, even as the bullets fired from the Muggle rifles made contact with his shield. No one had to tell Harry anything for him to realize that the light he was seeing would be the bullets hitting his shield.
More importantly, however, Harry was sure that the reason why there were flashes of light in the first place was that the bullets were unable to shatter the shield that he had summoned.
Harry would have found himself staring in the direction of the shield for the next moment or two before he was then forced to pause as screams suddenly erupted from the ranks of the soldiers who had tried to kill him. The screams that he heard at that moment were more than enough for him to know that the soldiers were panicking, and before he could stop himself, he had already turned his attention back toward their direction.
He had to blink as he watched the soldiers flying in seemingly every direction. Instinctively, Harry knew that what he was witnessing at that moment would be magic forming physical objects to throw the soldiers in the air. If it were possible, the screams that were coming from the soldiers intensified, and as he heard the screams that were coming out of their lips, he could not help but ask himself if he had somehow found someone to help him.
With a shake of his head, Harry forced himself to return to the present, even as he told himself that until he could see what was going on, he was not going to make that assumption. Indeed, it was for that reason that, a few moments later, he turned his attention toward searching for whoever was assisting him, or at least, whoever was attacking the soldiers who had tried to kill him.
He focused his attention toward his side of the Great Hall as he told himself that whoever was attacking the soldiers could surely not be coming from their ranks, but he had to pause, a few moments later, when he realized that he was unable to find anyone.
In the end, Harry was unable to find who had helped him before he was forced to return his gaze toward the direction of the soldiers, as an angry female voice echoed from that direction, “What are you doing?” the female voice asked.
Harry knew that the question was not intended for him, and yet, the dark-haired wizard would have to admit that there was also something about the voice that made him flinch. It took him less than a moment to realize that the reason he flinched at that moment was that he recognized the voice.
He also had to remark to himself that it was obvious that the speaker was a witch, as the voice was not only female, but was magically enhanced so that it echoed all over the Great Hall. 
That thought was still at the forefront of his mind when Harry was then forced to return to the present as even more words escaped from the lips of the woman that Harry was sure he was familiar with. The next words that escaped from the mouth of the woman in question, however, threw him for a figurative loop as he would have to admit that he could not make sense of it.
“The Master had ordered that the Wizard in the High Tower be captured alive and brought to him intact,” the voice said. 
If he were being honest, Harry would have to admit that there was a part of him that wanted to smile as he realized just who was speaking at that moment, and yet, a moment or two after that thought entered the forefront of his mind, he was reminded that the words that the words that had escaped from the witch in question was not words that he expected to hear from her.
His curiosity got the better of Harry at that moment, and before he had realized it, he pushed himself off the floor that he had found himself in after throwing himself to the side. It was easy for him to focus his attention toward the direction from where the voice had come, and even he would have to admit that he had to blink at the sight in front of him.
She turned her attention toward his direction, and Harry noticed that the expression that she was wearing on her face was not only one devoid of any familiarity or softness, but also one that carried with it a small semblance of hostility. 
Even in that small fraction of a moment, however, the dark-haired wizard noticed that rather than the bushy brown hair that he had come to expect of the witch that he was now staring at, she instead had long, flowing brown hair. Even Harry would have to admit that she was far more beautiful than he had ever seen her, but just as he was about to pronounce her name so that he could confirm what he was seeing, the expression that she was wearing changed.
There was something about that look that she was wearing on her face at that moment which made him flinch, but even if that were the case, he was still able to push words out of his mouth, “Hermione,” he said, before he then felt something hit him, and his eyes rolled upward. Even as he was losing consciousness, however, Harry was able to tell himself that he had just been hit by a stunner.
That, however, was the last thought that crossed the forefront of his mind before he knew no more. 
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