
There was a scraping as everyone 
drew their cauldrons towards them, 
and some loud clunks as people 
began adding weights to their 
scales, but nobody spoke. The 
concentration within the room was 
almost tangible. Harry saw Malfoy 
riffling feverishly through his copy 
of Advanced Potion-Making. It 
could not have been clearer that 
Malfoy really wanted that lucky 
day. Harry bent swiftly over the 
tattered book Slughorn had lent 
him. 

To his annoyance he saw that 
the previous owner had scribbled 
all over the pages, so that the 
margins were as black as the 
printed portions. Bending low to 
decipher the ingredients (even here, 
the previous owner had made 
annotations and crossed things 
out) Harry hurried off towards the 
store cupboard to find what he 
needed. As he dashed back to his 
cauldron, he saw Malfoy cutting 
up valerian roots as fast as he 
could. 
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