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Lyra could feel Pantalaimon bristling with anxiety, though he made no sound. For
herself, she was pleasantly excited. The visitor mentioned by the Master, Lord Asriel,
was her uncle, a man who she admired and feared greatly. He was said to be involved
in high politics, in secret exploration, in distant warfare, and she never knew when he
was going to appear. He was fierce: if he caught her in here she’d be severely punished,
but she could put up with that.

What she saw next, however, changed things completely.

The Master took from his pocket a folded paper and laid it on the table beside the
wine. He took the stopper out of the mouth of the decanter containing rich golden
wine, unfolded the paper, and poured a thin stream of white powder into the decanter
before crumpling the paper and throwing it into the fire. Then he took a pencil from his
pocket, stirred the wine until the powder had dissolved, and replaced the stopper.

There came the sound of a bell ringing once from the far end of the hall.

“That’s the Steward’s bell!” said Lyra. “l thought we had more time than that.”

Then she heard heavy footsteps on the dais. The Steward was coming to make
sure the Retiring Room was ready for the Scholars’ poppy and wine after dinner. Lyra
darted to the oak wardrobe, opened it, and hid inside, pulling the door shut just as the
Steward entered.




