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“It's a good thing I didn't,” she whispered back. “We
wouldn’t have seen the Master put poison in the wine otherwise.
Pan, that was the Tokay he asked the Butler about! They're going
to kill Lord Asriel!”

“You don’t know it’s poison.”

“Oh, of course it is. Don’t you remember, he made the Butler
leave the room before he did it? If it was innocent it wouldn’t
have mattered the Butler seeing. And I know there’s something
going on — something political. The servants have been talking
about it for days. Pan, we could prevent a murder!”

“I've never heard such nonsense,” he said shortly. “How do
vou think you're going to keep still for four hours in this poky
wardrobe? Let me go and look in the corridor. I'll tell you when
it’s clear.”

Hec fluttered from her shoulder, and she saw his little shadow
appear in the crack of light.

“It’s no good, Pan, I'm staving,” she said. “There’s another
robe or something here. I'll put that on the floor and make myself
comfortable. I’ve just gof to see what they do.”

She had been crouching. She carcfully stood up, fecling
around for the clothes-hangers in order not to make a noise, and
found that the wardrobe was bigger than she'd thought. There
were several academic robes and hoods, some with fur around
them, most faced with silk.

“I wonder if these are all the Master’s?” she whispered.
“When he gets honorary degrees from other places, perhaps they
give him fancy robes and he keeps them here for dressing up...
Pan, do vou really think it’s not poison in that wine?”

“No,” he said. “I think it is, like you do. And I think it’s none



of our business. And I think it would be the silliest thing you've
ever done in a lifetime of silly things to interfere. It’s nothing to
do with us.”

“Don’t be stupid,” Lyra said. “I can’t sit in here and watch
them give him poison!”

“Come somewhere else, then.”

“You're a coward, Pan.”

“Certainly I am. May I ask what vou intend to do? Are vou
going to leap out and snatch the glass from his trembling fingers?
What did you have in mind?”

“I didn’t have anything in mind, and well you know it,” she
snapped quietly. “But now I've seen what the Master did, I
haven’t got any choice. You're supposed to know about
conscience, aren’t vou? How can I just go and sit in the Library
or somewhere and twiddle my thumbs, knowing what’s going to
happen? I don’t intend to do that, I promise you.”

“This is what you wanted all the time,” he said after a
moment. “You wanted to hide in here and watch. Why didn’t 1
realize that before?”

“All right, I do,” she said. “Everyone knows they get up to
something secret. They have a ritual or something. And I just
wanted to know what it was.”

“It’s none of our business! If they want to enjoy their little
secrets you should just feel superior and let them get on with it.
Hiding and spying is for silly children.”

“Exactly what I knew you’d say. Now stop nagging.”



