

THE WIZARD IN THE HIGH TOWER
FIVE
He could feel the wind blowing from the direction of the hole that he had created in front of him, and that was the only thing that he needed to feel for him to be sure that the way out of the case that he had found himself in was through that hole. Even if those were the thoughts that went through the forefront of his mind at that moment, he had to pause.
[bookmark: _GoBack]Rather than throw himself – literally and figuratively – into the hole that had just been created in front of him, however, he turned his attention toward the direction that he was looking at earlier. If he were being honest, he would have to admit that he found no surprise at the fact that the people who are in the other cells are looking in his direction while wearing the expression that they are wearing.
Harry had to pause at that moment, even as he remarked to himself that the expressions that the other prisoners – even those who had been forced awake because of the sounds of his bombardment spell – were wearing told him that they were expecting him to come to their aid. While it was true that there was a part of him that had to ask why he should come to their aid, he pushed that part of him to the back of his mind before he then waved his wand hand toward them.
Even the dark-haired wizard had a look of surprise on his face when he realized that the action that he had taken at that moment caused the locks on the cells to open, because if he were being honest, Harry would have to admit that he did not think that his action at that moment would result in anything. 
Indeed, the dark-haired wizard was soon remarking to himself that the only reason he waved his hand at that moment was so that he could be seen to be doing something.
That thought was still at the forefront of his mind when he was suddenly forced to return to the present thanks to the almighty cheer that escaped from the prisoners, though somehow, Harry doubted that they were operating as one. Rather, the cheers that escaped from their lips at that moment were spontaneous on their part, as was their next course of action, which saw them leave their cells and make their way toward his.
Harry had to blink when he realized just what kind of a flood it was that he had unleashed at that moment, and by the time that he had recovered from the surprise that he felt, it was already too late for him to assert control because the door to his cell had already been pried open.
Indeed, the dark-haired wizard would have to admit that there was a part of him that had to ask how the door to his cell had remained intact, given how much force was exerted by the prisoners who had opened the door to his cell. Even as that thought entered the forefront of his mind, Harry found himself forced to step to the side so that the throng of prisoners desperate for freedom darted past him and into the hole that he had created with his bombardment spell.
As they darted past him, Harry noted how very few of them would even deign to turn their attention toward his direction so that they could thank him, but with a mental shake of his head, he pushed that thought to the back of his mind as he told himself that it was something that was probably to be expected given the situation that they are in.
In the end, Harry forced himself to push those thoughts to the back of his mind before he then turned his attention toward the direction of the cell where Isabella was supposed to be. If he were being honest, the dark-haired wizard would have to admit that he expected the young witch to have escaped from her cell as well and had already joined the group that was escaping. 
He was so convinced that such would be the case that when he realized that Isabella was still within the cell that she was supposed to be in, he could not help but blink and allow an expression of surprise to appear on his face. 
Considering that Isabella was looking in his direction at that moment, she had no problem seeing the expression that he was wearing on his face, and the small smile that came across her face at that moment was the only thing that he needed to see for him to get the impression that she was aware of what the thoughts that had gone through the forefront of his mind was.
Harry cannot help but blink even as that thought entered the forefront of his mind, but at the same time, he recovered from the confusion that he was feeling at that moment even as he told himself to focus his attention toward the direction of Isabella, and because such were the case, he had no problem seeing the expression of amusement that appeared on her face. It was just a small smile, but it still had the effect of making him remark to himself that she was aware of his thoughts.
With a mental shake of his head, he pushed that thought to the back of his mind before he then turned his attention back toward the direction of the hole that he had made. As he was not observing in that direction, he had no idea how many people had used the hole that he had made to make a break for their freedom, but considering that there were only two people left in this part of the dungeon – himself and Isabella – he would have to say that a lot of people had escaped.
It was at that moment that Harry asked himself why Isabella had not escaped with the others, and it would appear that the confusion that he was feeling at that moment was reflected in the expression that he was wearing upon his face, because that small smile that was on the face of the younger witch widened even more. 
That expression that Isabella was wearing gave him the impression that she was aware of just what it was that he was thinking, but again, that was something that he realized he should already be used to. It was for that reason that he simply allowed a sigh to escape from his lips before he then inclined his head toward the direction of Isabella.
If pressed, the dark-haired wizard would have to admit that the action that he had taken at that moment was his way of asking her if she was not going to run away with the others. He would also have to admit that he fully expected her to understand the meaning behind the expression that he was wearing on his face without him having to say anything, something that he was sure was the case when he saw the smile that appeared on her visage at that moment.
Harry would have to admit that he would have said something at that moment, but he found himself cut off when Isabella inclined her head toward him while keeping that expression that she was wearing on her face. 
When he saw that expression that she was wearing, he was forced to pause and, in the end, the words that were supposed to come out of his lips were cut off, plunging the dungeon that they were into a relative silence that was made more poignant by the fact that only the two of them appeared to be left in the confined space.
That silence that had seemingly enveloped the whole of the confined space that they were in was shattered, a few moments later, thanks to the sudden sounds of explosions coming from the other side of the hole that Harry had opened.
Even he would have to admit that the sounds that they were hearing at that moment were not something that he had expected, and perhaps the most poignant way to reflect that would be the fact that he was already looking in the direction of where the sound had come from before he had even realized just what it was that he was doing. Harry told himself that the expression that he was wearing on his face at that moment was one of confusion, but somehow, he doubted that.
“What is going on?” he finally asked, even as the screams of people – and Harry assumed that he was hearing the witches and wizards who had fled from the dungeon thanks to him – began to join the sounds of explosion and gunfire.
While it was true that the words that had escaped from his lips at that moment were not intended for anyone, the moment that the words had escaped from his lips, he turned his attention toward the direction of Isabella, curious to see just what kind of expression would be on her face. Harry blinked. A few moments later, when he saw that the look that her was wearing reflected the fact that she was aware of just what was going on.
He expected her to respond to the unasked question that he had placed on his face at that moment, but while it was true that Isabella kept that knowing expression that she was wearing – and that was the only thing that Harry needed to see for him to be sure that she was aware of just what it was that he was thinking – she kept her mouth shut.
A hiss escaped from the lips of Harry at that moment, and even he would have to admit that there was a part of him that could not help but remark that the sound that escaped from his lips at that moment reflected no small amount of irritation on his part.
Harry is also certain that Isabella had no problem realizing what the reason behind the irritation that he was feeling at that moment was, but just because such was the case does not mean that she is going to go out of her way to control the irritation that he was feeling. Indeed, after another moment or two, it was obvious that the young witch went out of her way to widen the expression that she was wearing on her face, further fueling the irritation that Harry was feeling.
At that moment, the dark-haired wizard would have to admit that there was a part of him that could not help but wonder if Isabella was going out of her way to irritate him with the actions that she was taking. With a mental shake of his head, however, Harry told himself that even if that were the case, it was not as if he could force her to answer if she did not want to.
Harry would have to admit that it took quite a bit of self-control on his part to stop himself from allowing another hiss that would advertise the anger that he was feeling out of his mouth. Instead, he just focused his attention toward the direction of the younger witch, and the fact that Isabella had gone out of her way to control the expression that she was wearing helped Harry in controlling the expression that he was wearing.
In the end, it would appear that there was no need for him to say anything else, because a moment or two after he decided to start fresh – so to speak – Isabella was already allowing more words to escape from her lips.
“You did not expect our captors to just let us go now, did you?” she asked, but while it was true that there was a smile on her face when she allowed those words to escape from her lips, there was nothing about the expression that she was wearing that would suggest friendliness or amusement.
That thought was still at the forefront of Harry's mind when the next words that escaped from the lips of Isabella forced him to return to the present, even as she then added, “In that sense, it might have made more sense if we had just remained here.”
Harry cannot help but narrow his eyes in response to the words that had escaped from the lips of the young witch, because if he were being honest, he would have to admit that the words that escaped from her lips at that moment sounded like an accusation that he had led those who had escaped to their deaths.
The dark-haired wizard blinked at that moment, even as a voice coming from the back of his head told him that such was not the case. He might have been the one who had made the hole, and he might have been the one who had cast magic that even he was having a hard time understanding to cause the locks in the cells to open, thus allowing the prisoners to escape, but he was not the one who had led them through the hole.
With a mental shake of his head, Harry told himself that he could not help but get the impression that if he had tried to lead the prisoners in their escape attempt, they would have just ignored him.
As that thought entered the forefront of his mind, Harry returned to the present, and he turned his attention toward the direction of the hole. Explosions, gunfire, and screams were still echoing into the cell from the direction of the opening. As that thought entered the forefront of his mind, Harry would have to admit that there was a part of him that had to remark about the fact that subduing the prisoners was taking longer than he expected.
While it was true that no words escaped from the lips of Harry at that moment, the next words that escaped from the lips of Isabella left the dark-haired wizard with no doubt that Isabella had read the thoughts that had just gone through the forefront of his mind.
“Would you have been able to subdue the escaping prisoners if you were at the other side?” she asked, using a tone that suggested not only innocence on her part, but also curiosity. It was the kind of tone that somehow made Harry part his lips in preparation to respond in the affirmative.
Before the words could escape from his mouth, however, he was forced to pause. He blinked once, and when he recovered from that, he focused his attention toward the direction of Isabella and the expression that she was wearing.
That look on the face of the young witch was the only thing that Harry needed to see for him to be sure that she was aware of what the answer that he was supposed to give would be before he had even allowed the words out of his mouth. As that thought entered the forefront of his mind, Harry cannot help but blink, and as he did so, he allowed himself to return to the present even as he softened the expression that he was wearing on his face.
Despite that being the expression that had now appeared on his face, however, he did not bother to hide the confusion that he felt regarding the question that escaped from the lips of Isabella earlier.
“What do you mean, I would have subdued them if I were on the other side?” Harry asked.
For a brief moment, Isabella just stared in his direction, and if he were being honest, the dark-haired wizard would have to admit that the expression that she was wearing on her face at that moment made him stare at her even as he tried to find an answer in the expression that she was wearing. Less than a moment after that thought entered the forefront of his mind, Harry was forced to admit that even he was sure just what it was that he was looking for.
In the end, it would appear that he is not going to get what he was looking for, because it was at that moment that Isabella seemingly returned to the present. As a sigh escaped from the lips of the young witch, the expression that she was wearing on her face changed to one that reminded Harry of someone accepting that she was wrong.
If he were being honest, Harry would have to admit that there was a part of him that would have wanted to ask her the reason behind the expression that she was now wearing on her face, but before he could do so, he was forced to return to the present even as more words escaped from the lips of Isabella.
“No, I suppose you are still not the man that I expected you to be,” she said, and for a brief moment, the expression that appeared on her face was the only thing that Harry needed to see for him to be sure that she felt no small amount of regret at that moment.
It was that regret that she was now displaying which compelled Harry to part his lips and allow more words to escape from his lips, “What are you talking about?” he asked, and yet, even as those words escaped from his lips, he would have to admit that there was a part of him that was sure that she is not going to respond to the words that had escaped from his lips.
Strangely enough, even though he was convinced that Isabella was not going to respond to the words that had escaped from his lips, he still waited for her to push the words out of her mouth. In the end, what he had expected would happen did happen, and there was only silence between the two of them.
“What will you do now?” Isabella asked, and even Harry would have to admit that he was not sure if a long or a short amount of time had passed between the question that she asked and his realizing that she was not going to answer the question that he had asked her.
Harry blinked at that moment, and though he was loath to admit it, the question that Isabella had posed made him think about the action that he was supposed to take next. Before he realized it, Harry found himself looking in the direction of the hole that had been blasted in what was supposed to be the wall of a dungeon.
He can still hear the screams coming from the prisoners who had already attempted to escape, albeit even he would have to admit that the sounds that they are making are much diminished from the crescendo that it had been when it was at its peak. Harry might have mentally shaken his head at that moment, but he forced that thought to the back of his mind, a few moments later, even as he then returned his gaze toward the direction of Isabella.
The expression that she was wearing on her face told him that she was aware of what he was thinking about. Indeed, a moment or two after that thought entered the forefront of his mind, Harry was forced to blink when he realized that she was about to push words out of her mouth, and that was what she did, a few moments later.
“You want to go after her.” The words that escaped from the lips of Isabella at that moment were not a question, and it did not take the form of a question, even though Harry would have to admit that the first impression that he got was that she was asking him a question. He pushed that thought to the back of his mind, however, before he then focused his attention toward the direction of Isabella.
If he were being honest, the dark-haired wizard would have to admit that he was hoping to make her push words out of her mouth, but the smile that appeared on the face of Isabella at that moment was the only thing that he needed to see for him to be sure that she had realized what it was that he was trying to do, hence, the reason that she kept herself from saying anything.
In the end, it was Harry who was forced to allow words out of his mouth, and while it was true that the expression that appeared on his visage at that moment was the only thing that anyone would have needed to see for them to know that he was not amused, he still inclined his head toward the direction of Isabella.
While it was true that no words escaped from his lips at that moment, the action that he had taken should be more than enough to tell Isabella what he wanted to tell her, and judging from the way that she reacted, he would have to say that he succeeded in telling her what he wanted to say.
That was made more poignant, a few moments later, when Isabella parted her lips, but while it was true that she looked as if she wanted to say something, in the end, whatever it was that she would have wanted to say would be something that only she would know because she decided against pushing the words out of her mouth.
Instead, she fixed her gaze in his direction, and if he were being honest, Harry would have to admit that the expression that appeared on her face at that moment was the only thing that he needed to see for him to be sure that she was telling him that going after Hermione would be foolish and would not change anything.
Harry would have to admit that even he was not sure just how much time had passed before he realized that he was not doing anything but just staring at the woman in front of him. When he did realize that such was the case, however, he allowed a sigh to escape from his lips, and that was his way of informing Isabella that he was about to say something.
If he were being honest, Harry would have to admit that he expected Isabella to say something at that moment, and it was for that reason that he paused. The silence that descended between them lasted for several seconds, and, in the end, it was Harry who was the one to shatter the silence as he then allowed more words to escape from his lips.
“Should I just leave my friend alone then?” he asked, and while it was true that he was not aiming for it, the words that escaped from his lips at that moment increased in both volume and agitation, displaying the rapidly fraying temper of the dark-haired wizard.
He focused his attention toward the direction of Isabella, assured that she would allow words to escape from her lips in response to the words that had just been uttered. Even if that were the case, however, he was still the one to shatter the relative silence that had descended between them as he then allowed more words to escape from his lips, “She might be waiting for me even now.”
Although those were the words that had escaped from the lips of Harry at that moment, even the dark-haired wizard would have to admit that there was a part of him that was soon telling him that such was only wishful thinking on his part. Still, with a mental shake of his head, he pushed that thought to the back of his mind as he then told himself that there was no point in doubting himself.
He would have to admit that he had not succeeded in convincing himself when he was suddenly forced to return to the present thanks to the words that escaped from the lips of Isabella, “What makes you think that she is your friend?” she asked.
Harry saw red in response to the words that had escaped from the lips of the young witch, and before he had realized it, he was already focusing his attention toward her at the same time that the look that he was wearing on his face changed to reflect anger. If he were being honest, Harry would have to admit that he expected Isabella to flinch in response to the expression that he was now wearing.
In the end, he was the one who had to pause when he saw the look on her face.
Although it was true that no words escaped from the lips of the young witch at that moment, the expression on her face was the only thing that he needed to see for him to be sure that she was serious about the words that escaped from her lips. That was the reason that Harry found himself staring in his direction for the next moment or two.
In the end, he forced himself to return to the present before he then parted his lips, intending to tell Isabella that Hermione is his friend, but before the words could come out of his mouth, he was distracted by what sounded like a thousand boots running across hardwood floors, and the sounds were approaching them.
It took Harry less than a moment to realize that guards are about to enter the dungeon, but even if that were the case, he found himself unable to move from the position that he was in, and aside from turning his attention toward the direction of where the sounds were coming from, anyone who was looking in his direction at that moment would have said that he did not care about what was coming next.
Harry was forced to return to the present, a few moments later, as the door into the dungeon that he and Isabella were in burst open, and almost at once, a dozen soldiers carrying rifles burst into the room. The men wasted no time in pointing the business end of their weapons toward the direction of Harry and Isabella, but because from where they were standing, neither Harry nor Isabella was doing anything, there was no need for them to pull the triggers yet.
“On your knees, both of you on your knees!” The command that escaped from one of the soldiers forced Harry out of the trance that he had not even realized he had fallen into. 
Even if he had returned to the present, however, the only thing that he did was to turn his attention toward the direction of the soldier who had given the command, and because the man was not wearing any sort of cover on his face, Harry had no problem seeing the expression on the man's face.
It was at that moment that a voice coming from the back of his head told him that it was a brave Muggle who did not wear a mask, given how deadly the gas that the poison swamps are to those who exhibit no magical ability, but less than a moment after that thought entered the forefront of his mind, Harry blinked.
At that moment, Harry would have to admit that he had no idea where that thought had come from, but it was not as if he was afforded the luxury to think about that, because he was once more forced to return to the present thanks to the demanding words that escaped from the lips of the same soldier.
“On your knees!” the screams that escaped from the soldier grew louder, and when he turned his attention toward the direction of the man in question, Harry would have to admit that he cannot help but get the impression that the man was just about ready to order his men to open fire, though before he could follow through with that particular thought, Harry was forced to return to the present as another demand escaped from the lips of the same soldier.
Naturally, the demand was the same, but for some reason, there was something about the words that escaped from the lips of the man at that moment that caused Harry's temper to explode, and just before the man could stop pushing the last sounds out of his mouth, his entire head exploded.
The silence that enveloped the room, the dungeon at that moment was complete, and though it was true that he was also wearing a confused expression on his face at that moment, Harry would have to admit that the confusion that he was displaying at that moment was the result of his not believing that what had just happened was something that he had done.
There was no way that the silence would last for long, however, and after another moment or two, the screams coming from the soldiers returned, though this time, the sounds that were coming out of their mouths were louder and carried even more tension. Indeed, Harry was sure that they were preparing to fire at that moment, which was what led him to glare in their direction.
Almost at once, all of the soldiers inside the room who had the business end of their guns pointed toward his direction fell. Some fell face forward, and some fell backwards, but they all shared one thing in common, and that was that all of them were dead.
“You certainly gave me the impression that you could not even hurt a fly,” Isabella suddenly said, and her tone was dry. Harry would have to admit that it was the tone that she used at that moment that made him turn his attention toward her, even as he schooled the expression that he was wearing to tell her that he was not the one who had done this.
While it was true that no words escaped from the lips of Harry at that moment, the expression on the face of Isabella at that moment was the only thing that he needed to see for him to be sure that there was no way that she was going to believe what he just said. 
When he realized that such were the case, Harry blinked, and a voice coming from behind him told him that there was no point in him arguing with her, though after another moment or two, he fixed his gaze toward her direction before he then allowed more words to escape from his lips, “I…,” he began, before he then paused as he then turned his attention toward the direction of the corpses of the soldiers.
The expression that Harry was wearing on his face at that moment was the only thing that anyone would have needed to see for them to know that he was about to say that he was not responsible for the dead soldiers, but even as that thought went through the forefront of his mind, Harry would have to admit that it sounded hollow even to him.
For a brief moment, Harry found himself wondering why he would feel that way, even as a voice coming from the back of his head told him that he had never killed another human being before. 
Less than a second after that thought entered the forefront of his mind, however, Harry knew that he heard another voice coming from behind his head – and there was no denying that it was his voice – telling him that not only had he killed another human being when he was just eleven, he had already lost count of the number of people that had killed over the course of just the past five years.
Harry blinked even as he consciously pushed that part of his thoughts to the back of his mind, unwilling to even acknowledge what that part of him was saying. He turned his attention toward the direction of Isabella, noting the expression that she was wearing on her face as one that suggested to him that she had no idea how Harry was able to eliminate all of the soldiers that had just been trying to apprehend them.
That expression that was on the face of Isabella at that moment was the only thing that he needed to see for him to be sure that she had no idea how she is going to answer the question that he is about to ask, but even if that were the case, the dark-haired wizard still allowed the words to escape from his lips, because he had no one else to ask the question to.
“What is happening to me?” he asked her.
As he had expected, Isabella placed a confused expression on her visage, and that was the only thing that Harry needed to see for him to be sure that she was not going to be able to answer the question that he had asked. A voice coming from the back of his mind told him that there was nothing that could be done about it, but just as he allowed that thought to enter the forefront of his mind, another voice came barreling – figuratively speaking, of course – to the front of his brain.
‘There is no way that she does not know what is happening,’ the voice said, and though it was true that Harry tried to push that thought to the back of his mind, he found himself unable to control himself, and before he realized it, he was already looking in the direction of Isabella.
The expression that appeared on her face at that moment was the only thing that he needed to see for him to be sure that she had realized the trouble that she was in. Indeed, she soon parted her lips, ready to push words out of her mouth, and Harry was sure that she was going to beg.
If he were being honest, Harry would have to admit that there was a part of him that was looking forward to hearing the desperate pleading words that he was sure would come out of the lips of the young witch, and that part of him was already imagining how he would punish her, but before he could follow through with those thoughts, he was forced to return to the present even as particularly loud explosive sound coming from the direction of the hole echoed in the dungeon.
Harry blinked, and as he did so, that part of him that was threatening to overwhelm him disappeared. There might have been a part of him that had to wonder what that was, but before he could do so, he found himself running toward the direction of the hole, unable to control the curiosity that he felt as a result of that explosion.
Less than five seconds after he had crossed the hole in the wall that he had created, he found himself being buffeted by winds that are coming directly in front of him, and while it was true that it contributed to him pausing at that moment, he would have to admit that what truly made him just stand there and stare would be what was in front of him.
Having grown up in the Muggle world, Harry had seen airplanes before. Indeed, the curious side of him – as well as the side of him that equates flying with freedom – wanted to know how they work. It was for that reason that the dark-haired wizard was sure that what he was staring at that moment was not an airplane.
It was easily larger than any airplane that had ever been seen before, and more importantly, it was practically stationary in the air. It was also not an airship, as there was no sign of tethers on the side of the thing that he was now staring at.
Harry blinked, a few moments later, as he then realized that what he was looking at that moment was a ship, but unlike a regular ship that could only remain in water, this one was floating in the air, as if the air itself was supporting it. 
‘Magic,’ Harry thought to himself, ‘this could only have been possible with magic.’
Harry was about to delve deeper into those thoughts when he felt someone approaching him from behind, but if he were being honest, he would have to admit that he did not need to turn his attention behind him to know that it was Isabella who was approaching. Indeed, he was so sure that it was the young witch who was approaching her that he also did not bother to turn his attention toward her direction before he then allowed words to escape from his lips.
“What is that?” he asked, inclining his head toward the direction of the things that were seemingly floating in midair.
It was only after he had finished asking the question that he turned his attention toward the direction of Isabella, and as he had expected, she was looking in the same direction that he had indicated. Harry, however, would have to admit that he was surprised to see an expression on her face that made it clear that she was not surprised by what she was seeing.
“It’s just a ship,” she said, before turning her gaze toward him. 
The expression that was on the face of Isabella at that moment was the only thing that Harry needed to see for him to be sure that she was about to say something else, but before she could do so, she was forced to pause as the sound of another explosion echoed around them. 
Once more, before he had realized what he was doing, Harry turned his attention toward the direction from which the sound had come. He would be the first to admit that his eye widened even as he watched turrets in front of the ship that he had been staring at swivel, before the three cannons that were housed within the turret opened fire in succession, and he imagined that it sent projectiles down range.
“It seems that the Crown had begun its spring offensive,” Isabella suddenly said, prompting Harry to turn his attention toward her so that he could ask her what she meant by the words that she had just uttered.
There was nothing in the expression on the face of Isabella at that moment, however, that would indicate that she was going to answer the question that Harry had asked, and after another moment or two, the dark-haired wizard would have to admit that there was probably no need for him to ask in the first place.
Around them, the sounds of cannons began to echo as in the distance, explosions seemingly mushroomed out of the ground. 
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