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The Decantey of Tokay

: yra and her demon m
‘ oved through th
darkening Hall, taking care to keep gto onz

side, out of sight of the kitchen. The th

great tables that ran the length of the Hraeﬁ
‘ v‘vere laid already, the silver and the glas
catching what little light there was, and the long benih S
were pulled out ready for the guests. Portraits of form::
Masters hung high up in the gloom along the walls. Lyra
reached the dais and looked back at the open kitchen door
and, seeing no one, stepped up beside the high table. The
places here were laid with gold, not silver, and the fourteen
seats were not oak benches but mahogany chairs with velvet

cushions.
Lyra stopped beside the Master’s chair and flicked the biggest

glass gently with a fingernail. The sound rang clearly through the

“You’re not taking this seriously,” whispered her dzmon.

“Behave yourself.”
Her demon’s name was Pantalaimon, and he was currently in

the form of a moth, a dark brown one so as not to show up in the

darkness of the Hall. dic
“They’re making too much noise to hear from the kitchen,




Lyra Whispered ba(f:.k . ”»
bell. Stop fussing. i
theBﬁl;Stshee put her palm over the ringing crystal anyway, apq
t:laimon fluttered ahead and through the ?hghtly open dogr
'P?Itlhe Retiring Room at the other end of the dais. After a Momeng
0 -

ed again. ;
= :’P}‘l;xeearre’s no one there,” he whispered. “But we must be

«“And the Steward doesn’t come in g

qm(c:lr(;)uching behind the high table, Lyra darted along and
through the door into the Retiring Room, where she stood up
and looked around. The only light in here came from the ﬁrepla.ce,
where a bright blaze of logs settled slightly as she looked, sending
a fountain of sparks up into the chimney. She had lived most of

““her fife in the College, but had never seen the Retiring Room

before: only Scholars and their guests were allowed in here, and

never females. Even the maidservants didn’t clean in here. That
was the Butler’g job alone.

Pantalaimon settled on her shoulder.

It was a large room, with an oval table of polished rosewood on
which stood various decanters and glasses, and a silver smoking-

mill with ara k of pipes. On a sideboard nearby there was a little
chafing-dish and a basket of pPoppy-heads.

“They dg themsely ’ '
s emselves well, don’t they, Pan?” ghe said under

 one of the green leather
rself nearly lying down, but she sat up again and
e under her to look at the portraits on the walls
. lars, probably: robed, .

: bearded and g]
their fr : : d gloomy, they
ogﬂﬁ;mes m Skan disapproval,

armchairs. It wag so deep




say, because before she’d finished the que
outside the door.

“Behind the chajr — gyicr red Pantalaimon, and in a
flash Lyra was out of i

Ly nd crouching behing iy, It
wasn't the best one for hiding behing: she’d chosen one in the
very centre of the room, ang unless she kept very quiet. .

The door opened, and the light changed in the room: one of

the incomers wag carrying g lamp, which he put down on the
sideboard. Lyra coyld see his legs, in thejr dark green trougers
and shiny black shoes, I Was a servant.

Then a deep voice said, “Has Lord Asrie] arrived yet?”

It was the Master. As Lyra held her breath she saw the
servant’s demon (a dog, like almost all servants’ dzmons) trot in
and sit quietly at his feet, and then the Master’s feet became
! visible too, in the shabby black shoes he always wore,

“No, Master,” said the Butler. “No word from the Aérodock,
either.”

Stion she hearq voices

“I expect he’ll be hungry when he arrives,
into Hall, will you?”

“Very good, Master.”
“And you’ve decanted some of the special Tokay for him?”

“Yes, Master. The 1898, as you ordered. His Lords
partial to that, I remember.”

“Good. Now leave me, please.”
“Do you need the lamp, Master?”

“Yes, leave that too. Look in during dinner to trim it, will
you?”

Show him straight

hip is very

The Butler bowed slightly and turned to leave, his da?:m-on
trotting obediently after him. From her not-much-of-a-hiding
Place Lyra watched as the Master went to a large oak wardrobe
in the corner of the room, took his gown from a hanger, and
pulled it laboriously on. The Master had been a powerful man,



but he was well over seventy NoW, and b

and slow. The Master’s dzmon had ¢, fo:?vemems .

soon as his robe was on, she jumpeq e fof 3 raye ,anZtlff

and settled in her accustomed place op p;; rig;:;m the yy, dm;%
Lyra could feel Pantalaimon bristling wit, an)jhoulden ]

made no sound. For herself, she wag pleasantl;ety» t.h

visitor mentioned by the Master, Lord A eXCiteq The

‘ Sriel, wa ho, tng
man whom she admired and feared greatly. He yyq : cle ,
e

involved in high politics, in secret exploration, in distan gy
and she never knew when he was going to appear. He g, ﬁe:.tcre‘,
if he caught her in here she’d be severely punished, byt g Coul:
put up with that.
What she saw next, however, changed things compleely,
The Master took from his pocket a folded paper and laid it oy
the table. He took the stopper out of the mouth of a decanter
containing a rich golden wine, unfolded the paper, and poureda
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 and stirred the wine until the powder had
dissolved, and replaced the stopper. ot
His dzmon gave a soft brief squawk. The Master replied inan
undertone, and looked around with his hooded, clouded €yes
before leaving through the door he’d come in by.
Lyra whispered, “Did you see that, Pan?” -
“Of course I did! Now hurry out, before the Stewailfd.CO .
But as he spoke, there came the sound of a bell ringing
from the far end of the Hall.

“That’s the Steward’s belll” said Lyra. “I thové
more time than that.” s back.

i ff
Pantalaimon fluttered swiftly to the Hall door, and s¥!

of“The Steward’s there already,” he said. “And yo! can't
Othe!' door. 5 ”

Ough p

ht we b

-



The other d
; r door, the one t?‘e Master had entered and left by.
opened on to the busy corridor between the Library and th’
Scholars’ Common Room. At this time of day it wasythro :;

. . . n

with men pulling on their gowns for dinner. of hurryi 1 ge
bricf . ) ying to leave
papers or briefcases in the Common Room before moving i
Hall. Lyra had planned to 1 ’ A
. 0 leave the way she’d come, banking on
another few minutes before the Steward’s bell rang. ,

. And if sllle hadn’t seen the Master tipping that powder into the
wine she might have risked the Steward’s anger, or hoped to avoid
being noticed in the busy corridor. But she was confused, and that
made her hesitate.

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. She had no fear for Pantalaimon: the room
was sombre-coloured, and he could always creep under a chair.

She heard the Steward’s heavy wheezing, and through the

" crack where the door hadn’t quite shut she saw him adjust the
. pipes in the rack by the smoking-mill and cast a glance over the

-

decanters and glasses. Then he smoothed the hair over his ears
with both palms and said something to his demon. He was 2
servant, so she was a dog; but a superior servant, so a superior
dog. In fact, she had the form of a red setter. The da?:mon seemed
suspicious, and cast around as if she’d sensed an 1.ntruder, but
didn’t make for the wardrobe, to Lyra’s intense relief, Lyra was

1 i her.
afraid of the Steward, who had twice beaten '
Lyra heard a tiny whisper; obviously Pantalaimon had

squeezed in beside her.

don’t you listen to
“We’re going to have to sty

here now. Why

o his job to
She didn’t reply until the Steward had left. It was his )



aitj )
cholary gint::iht high ta » She oy h
of feet ¢ Hall, the I of vojceg thet‘;r ;he
« : utf
t’s -
womdn’tahagood thing 1 gig 't she Whispereq }, k
ve ack, «
B Sze’lll‘ot:a T but poigop, the wine Otherwis
to kil L org Xici i Sked the Bygje, about They're goin
“You dopy know jp'g 1
U's poisop »
“Oh ; Poison

the corridor. Pll tell yoy when
1t’s clear.” '

He fluttered from her shoulder, ang
appear in the crack of light.

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

She had been crouching. She carefully stood up, feeling
around for the clothes-hangers in order not to,make a noise, l:md
found that the wardrobe was bigger than she'd t!mzu?hrt.a’rl(‘mirg
were several academic robes and hoods, some with fu
the‘r‘rl"moscti fac?? tv:;:es:ll]:e all the Master’s?” she whnspetl;e;iy-

i rv degrees from other places, perl_laPS
“When he gets honorary eg'rkc sns them here for dressing up...
give him fancy robeS. an(.i 3‘6 ep; :con in that wine?” 3
Pan, do you really think i’ r.mﬁpé ou do. And I think it's none

“No,” he said. “I think it iy y

she saw his little shadow




i

. L , >
e the silliest thing you've

««s. And I think it would b '
o terfere, It’s nothing to

Cour busin | DR
. lifetime of silly things to in

ever don¢ ina
. N
do with us. i
«Don’t be stupid,
. : . n'”
them give him poISOTE \
«Come somewhere else, then.

' Lyra said. “I can’t sit in here and watch

«You're a coward, Pan.”
«Certainly I am. May I as
going to leap out and snatch the g

What did you have in mind?”’ |
«] 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 you? 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 I
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
se‘cr'ets you should just feel superior and let them get on with it
ngglg anld spying is for silly children.” '

xactly wh ’ : '

The th of t;;fnk;etv:ny;)iill(:ciaf)‘, . Nowhs'top el
on the hard floor of the Warc(l) ; ZW ol UHC.OmeI'table
righteously twitching his tem L picien el
robes. Lyra felt 5 mixture of tlll)Orary antenﬂae. T
and she would have liked noth; oughts contending in her head,

¢ demon, byt ghe was pr “(;g oetter il share thém with

: proud too. Perhaps she should try to

k what you intend to do? Are you
lass from his trembling fingers?



that; but meetings of the Cabinet

Overcome the entire west of E
the far North: when she
expedition to Lapland. . .

“Pan,” she whispered.

“Yes?”

“Do you think there’ll be a war?”

“Not yet. Lord Asriel wouldn’t be dining here if it was going
to break out in the next week or s0.”

“That’s what I thought. But later?”

“Sssh! Someone’s coming.”

She sat up and put her eye to the crack of the door. It was the
Butler, coming to trim the lamp as the Master had ordered him
to. The Common Room and the Library were lit by anbaric light,
but the Scholars preferred the older, softer naphtha lamps in the

Retiring Room. They wouldn’t change that in the Master’s
lifetime.

10

L /.‘".‘
R
T —

e P ‘ il "'b_,:ﬂ_""
o




med the wick,
listened carcfully at the
andful of leaf from the s

The Butler trim
as well, and then
helping himself to a h

He had hardly replaced the |
door urned, making him jum
jaugh. The Butler hastily stuffe
urned 10 face the incomer.

«pord Asriel!” he said, and a sh
Lyra’s back. She couldn’t see him from where sh

tried to smother the urge to move and look.
.4 Lord Asriel. Lyra always heard

«Good evening, Wren,” sal
h voice with a mixture of pleasure and apprehension. |

o dine. I'll wait in here.”
looked uncomfortable.

the Master’s invitation only, and Lord Asriel
Butler also saw Lord Asriel looking pointedly
ket, and decided not to protest.
know you’ve arrived, my lord?”
g me some coffee.”

he handle of the other
yra tried not 10
his pocket and

id when t
p nervously. 1
d the leaf into

iver of cold surprise ran down
e was, and she

that hars
arrived t00 late t
The Butler
Retiring Room at
knew that; but the
at the bulge in his poc
«Ghall I let the Master
«No harm in that. You might brin

“Very good, my lord.”
The Butler bowed and hastened out, his dzmon trotting sub-

missively at his heels. Lyra’s uncle moved across to the fire and
stretched his arms high above his head, yawning like a lion. He was
wearing travelling clothes. Lyra was reminded, as she always was
when she saw him again, of how much he frightened her. There
was no question now of creeping out unnoticed: she’d have to sit
tight and hope.

Lord Asriel’s demon, a snow leopard, stood behind him.

“ E
‘Are you going to show the projections in here?” she said

Guests entered the

quietly.
- Y::lsl. I¢1l create less fuss than moving to the Lectur;e Theatre.
ey’ll want to see the specimens, too; I’ll send for the Porter in

11




4 minute, This is a by
“You should rest.”

He s > ]
: tretched oyt N one of the armchaj
NO longer see hijs fac i

e,
“Yes, ves. I should

d time, Stelmarin.”

There was g knock :
ey » and the Buyt]
beanng a coffee-pot ol

; and a cup,
“Thank you, Wre

n,” said L, et
See on the tabjc? ord Asriel. “Is that the Tokay I cap

“All good things pass awa
ask the Porter to send u
you?” |

“Here, my lord?”

p the two cases I left in the Lodge, would

“Yes, here, man. And I shall need a screen and a projecting
lantern, also here, also now.”

The Butler could hardly prevent himself from opening his

mouth in surprise, but managed to suppress the question, or the
protest.

“Wren, you’re forgetting your place,” said Lord Asriel.
“Don’t question me; just do-as I tell you.”

“Very good, my lord,” said the Butler. “If I may suggest it, 1

should perhaps let Mr Cawson know what you’re planning, my

lord, or else he’ll be somewhat taken aback, if you see what 1
mean.”

“Yes. Tell him, then.”

Mr Cawson was the Steward. There was an old and well-

Me 1n with a gjjyer tray \

the \
y. Leave the tray here beside me. Oh, |




hished pvaln m and the Butler. The Stcward ?w"a.s
o {es t0 ingratiate

the superior. but t ‘ y
pimeclf with the Scholars, and ma hem. He would
ing the Sreward that he

he dchighted to have this ¢
Lnew more ahout what was go!

He bowed and left. Lyrawa
at once, and pourt

hetween h

ng on in the Retiring Room.

rched as her uncle poured a cup of
J another before sipping
ns? A projecting

ow the Scholars that was $O

urgent and jmportant?
Then Lord Asriel stood up and
aw him fully, and marvelled at the contrast he

plump Butler, the stooped and languid Scholars. Lord Asriel was

2 tall man with powerful shoulders, a fierce dark face, and eyes
It was a face

that scemed to flash and glitter with savage laughter.
1o be dominated by, or to fight: never a face to patronize or pity.
All his movements were large and perfectly balanced, like those
of 2 wild animal, and when he appeared in a room like this, he
seemed 2 wild animal held in a cage to0 small for it.
At the moment his expression was distant and preoccupied.
His dzmon came close and leant her head on his waist, and he
hoh?d down at her unfathomably before turning away and
walking to the table. Lyra suddenly felt her stomach lurch, for
Lord Asnd had taken the stopper from the decanter of Tokay and
was pouring 2 glass. :
K‘\To!ﬂ
h;:‘ a‘:dum:n:’e;.forc she could hold it back. Lord Asriel
“Who's there?”
“She couldn’t help herself. She tumbled out of the wardrobe
ﬂ“’ﬂwﬂed up to snatch the glass from his hand. The wi
out, splashing on the edge of the tabl el
e and the carpet, and

turned away from the fire. She
made with the

13




then the glass fe])
hard i Smashed, |, Seiz

: ed her wry
‘Lyra! What the hell are yo, A . ang t\r,g‘qtl
“1. et f ¢ OIng_; ’
om 80 of me and tell yoy)»
I'll break your arm

first. Ho
«p . § W dare .
Pve just saveq your life!” YOou come j, heres»

. m i
. Crying oyt -
“W . ng like thunder. ; louder, e My
‘ hat dn‘d you say?” he said more quietly

That wine jg Poisoned '

»" she muttered pe

: er uncle looked { -
restrained fury, and she didn’t d it

. ks
‘I came in JUst to see what the room was like,”
know I shouldn’t have. But I wa

. S going to go out before anyone
came 1n, except that I heard the Master coming and got trapped.
The wardrobe was the only plac

€ to hide. And I saw him put the
powder in the wine. If T hadn’t —”

There was a knock on the door.

“That’ll be the Porter,” said Lord Asriel. “Back in the

wardrobe. If I hear the slightest noise I’ll make you wish you
were dead.”

She darted back there at once, and no sooner had she pulled
- the door shut than Lord Asriel called, “Come in.”

 As he’d said, it was the Porter. .
“In here, my lord?”

Lyra saw the old man standing doubtfully in the doorway, and
behind him, the corner of a large wooden box.

“That’s right, Shuter,” said Lord Asriel. “Bring them both in
and put them down by the table.”

14




d herself to feel the pain in her
gh to make her cry,
he gritted her teeth

le, and allowe
[t might have heen enou
d. Instead
felt looser.
of spilled liquid.

I! Look what you've

[ara relaxed @ It
choulder and wrist,
if she was the sort of girl who crie

wed the arm gently until it
h of glass and the glug

you careless old foo

and me
Then came a cras

«[Damn you, Shuter,

done!”
[.vra could see, just. He

dcca;\tcr of Tokay off the table,
had done it. The old man put the

¢ uncle had managed 1o knock the
and made it look as if the Porter
box down carefully and began

to apologize.
«I'm truly sorry, my lord - [ must have been closer than |
thought -
s mess up. Go on, before it soaks

«Get something to clear thi
into the carpet!”
The Porter and his young assistant hurried out. Lord Asriel
moved closer to the wardrobe and spoke in an undertone.
make yourself useful. Watch

“Since you’re in there, you can
in. If you tell me something

the Master closely when he comes
interesting about him, I'll keep you from getting further into the

trouble you're already in. Understand?”

“Yes, Uncle.”

“Make a noise in there and I won’t help you. You're on your

”

own.
He moved away and stood with his back to the fire again as the

Porter came back with a brush and dustpan for the glass and a

bowl and cloth.
“I can only say once again, my lord, I do most earnestly beg

your pardon; I don’t know what -”

“Just clear up the mess.”
As the Porter began to mop the wine from the carpet, the

Butler knocked and came in with Lord Asriel’s manservant, a

15
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© She whispereq.

“It might be » Ming, wasn’t jr>»
voice, “And is v Pantalaimon syig

technician to operate it?»
“No. I’ll do it my
dinner yet, Wren?”
“Very nearly, I think, my lord,” replied the Butler. “If |
stand Mr Cawson aright, the Master and his gucsts won:"tl:
disposed to linger once they know you’re here. Shall I take the
coffee-tray?”
“Take it and go.”
“Very g‘OOd, my lord.”

self. Thank you, Thorold. Have they et ]

|

With a slight bow, the Butler took the tray and left, and Thorold |

went with him. As soon as the door closed, Loord Asriel looked across

the room directly at the wardrobe, and Lyra felt the force of his }
glance almost as if it had physical form, as if it were an arrow ora §

spear. Then he looked away and spoke softly to his demon.

16




Imly at his side, alert and elegant and

en surveying the room before turning,
door from the Hall as the handle
d an intake of

She came o st e
dangerous, her green ey

like his black ones, to the
wrned. Lyra couldn’t see the door, but she hear

breath as the first man came in,
wMaster,” said Lord Asriel. “Yes, I'm back. Do bring in your

RUESIN, I've got something very interesting to show you.”

17



