Tav -yl TR ;
WOk ®mZ

XX

74Uy 7 7)<y (Philip Pullman, 1946 - ) & THio®EW'E s (His Dark Materials) @
BETd B TR R (The Subtle Knife) (3. Bl L TROBRICH 2 £\ IH HTZYHFRA
WZ2ihe S b, TYFRXZGTHRY Y a3V v (BenJonson, 1572/3-1637) @ T4z
(The Alchemist, 1610) & \» 9 i EH» N TWwW3B L, Y a v - ¥~ (JohnDonne, 1572 - 1631) 1%
PEMDA A —L 2O THOEEAFH2EBNTVS, BRTHL K 2=V 70 Ihy—- Ky
Y —y ) =Rk "&EFHDLA) (J. K Rowling, Harry Potter and the Philosopher’s Stone) &>
HEMioOMENZOFEFHONTWES, T2, Va7 RV D 7472 TV XAV
(Luc Besson, The Fifth Element) &9 WHEITIX, 312 MEHIGHE) &) HBMiOBKRYED
MU DREZIC 2> T3, ZDXHIc, BfUZ, TR ER U SSMBy EiF s n 5
REVZ B,

ZDild. 74 7OEBS Y — XD RO Ry 12DV TEZEL T, ToRRy TiE.
LRI TARI I — ) LWIMED X ) REFENEL T 20, (EHEIZZDARY ¥ — LHEMICHE
WERE R TWw 5, HEZ T TR ORI O W THIREICHE T 2 2 L IENEETH B &
b, ZOMWIFE 2RO I ETHREINLE I ETHAL ), LrLuds, ZYFRR
PIREAY a v v by MITEZL Tw L L Ttk MRy 1<k 1T 5 THkomEaE; & T2
7Y — OBFREHSM L VI B CHERTELZ L) ICBONIDTH B,

DTSSR £y M T omE], & TR ¥ —; EOBIRMEERERL. A7 ¥ —
EHADPIT OV T L T Db D TH S, 1 ETIE, ART I —IZOVTEET S, H2
BT, MO EARY F— L ORRZMER L. BI3ETIE, HEL TR Y 7ML DA
DWTHEET 2, FAFETIE, Pav - Froffrey MIEeMioBEO HINEMRET 5,

ARY HZ—1x, NRDOHEMS W, ARIZBDORITFEDLHIICLTLEI RS L WHEELE LTH
DNT V5, FEAMAi7 525> 7 TMRORIR]) 2375 20 k) BEED X9 BAELZTFNAL
LoD, ZOMAEMHMEIZL 2w,

EB1E ARTI—ER AL

ARy Y —1% TSl THIOTELT 2 ARICE o TIEFICRA L WIFETH 5, FHUZ
ED X B ERDPLU T THEZRL T E LW,
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1—-1 WMEOLSRHBEE
ARY Y —DONRZMERT 5 &, ST TE, Bir. BIFAF (spectral) ) &) #EH
TRIN, "FEOXIHIITIE) ) THETH DL L3005,

[t might have been a good land to live in, but for the spectral forms that drifted like

mist over the grasslands and congregated near streams and low-lying water. (p.128.)"

WD IFRATHE N E o 7208, Blczeh 2 2Ly TE 2 L) Ichk b,

The Specters seemed to be earthbound, without the power of flight, luckily for the witches.
Later that day, they saw what the Specters could do. (pp.128 - 129.)

1—-2 AEOB#HEERSS

ARY Z—=DAREFERZICE > TEA LD, 625859 (gorging on) b D23 ARID K
H7: 3 @ (something, some quality the man had, his soul, his daemon) TH->7T., ZNnzHBX
SN NI MR L 2 RBEIC E B (with perfect indifference) Z & TH 5,

What was happening to him? Serafina hovered above the water a few feet away, gazing
horrified. She had heard from travelers in her own world of the legend of the vampire,
and she thought of that as she watched the Specter busy gorging on——-something, some
quality the man had, his soul, his daemon, perhaps; for in this world, evidently damons
were inside, not outside. ---, but the man only turned his head slowly and looked down

with perfect indifference at his little son drowning beside him. (p.130.)

AR7 7 =DM LT 2 DIFAMDIFES) (attention) ZEWIEKLH 2, o YA W
KiFgkHrTdbdh s,

“What the hell are those things?” said Lee.
“The people call them Specters.”

“What do they do, exactly?”

“You've heard of vampires?”

“Oh, in tales.”

1 TRl OUESCT ¥ A ME TR, Philip Pullman, The Subtle Knife, (Copyright 1997. Revised
Knopf trade paperback edition: September 2002) 255 LT3,
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“The Specters feast as vampires feast on blood, but the Specters’ food is attention. A
conscious and informed interest in the world. The immaturity of children is less attractive
to them.”

“They’re the opposite of those devils at Bolvangar, then.”

“On the contrary. Both the Oblation Board and the Specters of Indifference are bewitched
by this truth about human beings: that innocence is different from experience. The Oblation
Board fears and hates Dust and the Specters feast on it, but it’s Dust both of them are

obsessed by.” (p.279 - 280.)

ARY Y —cBbin s &AM, BERNZRIGHHC 20, HIZ) D5, MABIZEA LR %
(7%,

Their eyes were open; some were standing, though most had sat down; and a terrible stillness
hung over them. As the last of the Specters drifted away, sated, Serafina flew down and
alighted in front of a woman whose cheeks were red and whose fair hair was glossy.
“Woman?” said Serafina. There was no response. “Can you hear me? Can you see me?”
She shook her shoulder. With an immense effort the woman looked up. She scarcely seemed
to notice. Her eyes were vacant, and when Serafina pinched the skin of her forearm, she

merely looked down slowly and then away again. (p.131.)

L2L, AR Z =13 L TARBZETOTIE AL, EE35 02N> TLEIDOTH B,

They’re true parasites: they won’t kill their host, though they drain most of the life out
of him. (p.136.)

AR Y —ZEL L) B, Wb B OLOENEZRET 2 FoXEZARHICHET 5, A
Ry =il EE, EREBL, AP RLIERTEL, EETTE X1k,

The little snow bunting demon lay twitching on the rock as the Specter moved toward the
witch herself, and then whatever Lena Feldt had undergone before was doubled and trebled
andmul tiplied a hundredfold. She felt a nausea of the soul, a hideous and sickening despair,
a melancholy weariness so profound that she was going to die of it. Her last conscious
thought was disgust a life; her senses had lied to her. The world was not made of energy
and delight but of foulness, betrayal, and lassitude. Living was hateful, and death was

no better, and from end to end of the universe this was the first and last and only
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truth. (p.314.)

1-3 ARVI—E=ZBEFAMICFvIA—EEWSHIEROBPHICHRLE

ARY Z =D THB L 72Dk, “HERTT, Fv ¥ —+ (Cittagazze) EWHMHETH D,
Z I NI EZ T BICARY ¥ — 2 MBS BT H 5, Fv ¥ 0 —LIFER L 2HliT
Hote, AR —DBIc XD, BELEIEbNL,

[t had once been a happy one, he explained. The cities were spacious and elegant, the
fieldswell tilled and fertile. Merchant ships plied to fro on the blue oceans, and fishermen
hauled in brimming nets of cod and tunny, bass and mullet; the forests ran with game,
and no children went hungry. In the courts and squares of the great cities ambassadors
from Brasil and Benin, from Eireland and Corea mingled with tabaco sellers, with commedia
players from Bergamo, with dealers in fortune bonds. At night masked lovers met under
the rose-hung colonnades or in the lamplit gardens, and the air stirred with the scent

of jasmine and throbbed to the music of the wire-strung mandarone. (p.134.)

“But it went wrong,” he said. “Three hundred years ago, it all went wrong. Some people
reckon the philosophers’ Guild of the Torre degli Angeli, the Tower of the Angels, in
the city we have just left, they’re the ones to blame. Others say it was a judgment on
us for some great sin, though I never heard any agreement about what that sin was. But

suddenly out of nowhere there came the Specters, and we’ve been haunted ever since. (p.135.)

All the trust and all the virtue fell out of our world when the Specters came.” (p.135.)

7, FHEELLRMPOWLHED LI b DEF->TEY., Z2zflio TH DR AA>T
TERBTEZB X9k ol, ZL T, ZOMXDE I DL I RbDElioTARY ¥ —
HF v AN —XIRBAIE T LEo7, TI T, DOTHEETERL AT AL bIc k-
TR T RIS 2HHICEDb > TLE-> 2 EICHEA L. BOEmICORIF 2w,

We create nothing, we have built nothing for hundreds of years, all we can do is steal
from other worlds. Oh, yes, we know about other worlds. Those philosophers in the Torre
degli Angeli discovered all we need to know about that subject. They have a spell which,
if you say it, lets you walk through a door that isn’t there, and find yourself in another
world. Some say it’s not a spell but key that can open even where there isn’t a lock. Who

knows? Whatever it is, it let the Specters in. And the philosophers use it still, I
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understand. They pass into other worlds and steal from them and bring back what they find.
(p. 135.)
“that Guild of thieves.” (p.136.)

1—4 ARVI—RFFEBLBZEDREW

AR T —DFRE D VZLFED—DIF, ARV —PFELEEDRENIETHD, Tk,
FEDIBARI Y —DBRZBZI VBTN, FEHOMELE JEOME) (the innocence
of children) 2327 & —%ZFgAHF 2 OIRAKDOMEL (the greatest mystery of all) TH 2 &
MHRTEZITH S,

“Why don’t the Specters harm children?” asked Ruta Skadi.

“That is the greatest mystery of all. In the innocence of children there’s some power
that repels the Specters of Indifference. But it’s more than that. Children simply don’t
see them, though we can’t understand why. We never have. But Specter-orphans are common,

as you can imagine — children whose parents have been taken; (p.136.)

ARY G —=HEb AR FESPIMSFET 2. ZNETA TV 2R W ARTH %,
CDGEE. FAEVDPRBONITIHET 256 TR, Y4BV ZUIVS N EDZ Lt %

1/)3)0

“.-- You know what T think? I think what they eat, the Specters, is people’s damons.”
“But children have damons too. And they don’t attack children. It can’t be that.”
“Then it must be the difference between children’s damons and grownups’,” Will said.
“There is a difference, isn’t there? You told me once that grownups’ demons don’t change
shape. It must be something to do with that. And if these soldiers of hers haven’t got
demons at all, maybe the Specters won’t attack them either, like Sir Charles said---.”

(p. 225.)

1—-5 ARVI—%=ENDZAE

AR I —1Z ERD LI ICRAZBEOHOE I RO L I L TLE I MENFETH S I L0559
o, RADHIZIEZNS 2 NHBEY T2, 20U, 794 7O, 2=y —RATH
%O

“How do you command the Specters?” the man said. ---.

“Simple,” she said. “They know I can give them more nourishment if they let me live
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than if they consume me. I can lead them to all the victims their phantom hearts desire.

e (p.310.)

Pk, COETIE, ARTZ I =L HEZYIS NS 2701, Z DA Rz L 7.
EI)R6, AT Y =3, RANELZS> T ANBZINEBOCIALEFELE LIRNTEZ ) TH 5,

E2E WHROEREARYY—EDERF

COEMICES T2 TR X, 7=V —FEHDT 7 2 AV N=LHEHL L, JEHEEFI
BYRBIC IR L VR TH B, ZOETIE, MO R], OFHEE2YIS I L TH S,

2—1 HmEIANDEERE

MR ERI D HEFES L “the subtle knife” TH B, T “subtle” &) EBRIZOVTHOE
ORI DD > 7D TH LN TH S & B & OB#MEDHER T E 72, 0EDIZX 5 &
“the subtle Alchemist” d X J Iz T CHAEMPLHABL 721 &\ ) B CTEBANT 2 P4 %
BELLTHVUONE LI THB, £, Nv-Pavy ol TE&mitis oTANTH 354
D4 EiIE “Subtle” TH 2B, DX HIZ, “the subtle knife” @ “subtle” 1XFHE:AlT & B
MEERILZ5ETHL I EDMBRTE S,

ZIVCIBIEPS RS & ZOMAMDEIZET 2 15 b BB 2 HE I 2D TIRE VS ) b,

In fact, a swirl of cloudy colors seemed to live just under the surface of the metal:
bruise purples, sea blues, earth browns, cloud grays, the deep green under heavy-foliaged
trees, the clustering shades at the mouth of a tomb as evening falls over a deserted graveyard

---. If there was such a thing as shadow-colored, it was the blade of the subtle knife.

FitoFEH Ik, Mok (bruise), /K (sea). + (earth), 22 (cloud) 24 A —2 I¥ 2EH
127> T3, ERMHRIMTIEH 225, KDOEE (the deep green under heavy-foliaged trees)
EARX—YIRLRBP ULy T4 —D DR Z 77259 (“Who has seen the wind?”) @
EIICHEEL 22 3 TELZD S Litav, 5610, #a (“shadow-colored”) &9 o Mg,
EVIFEDLLIE, HBNOFEHLE DR >TWE 77 P DA T7micB % ) 2uliflx¥s
AJREME D WE T E B\,

FRIDBESNDWTIE, & SICHEM & OREEZIER T2 2 L8 TE %,

But the edges were different. In fact, the two edges differed from each other. One was

clear bright steel, merging a little way back into those subtle shadow-colors, but steel
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of an incomparable sharpness. Will’s eye shrank back from looking at it, so sharp did it
seem. The other edge was just as keen, but silver in color, and Lyra, who was looking
at it over Will’s shoulder, said: I seen that color before! That’s the same as the blade
they was going to cut me and Pan apart with - that’s just the same!”

“This edge,” said Giacomo Paradisi, touching the steel with the handle of a spoon, “will

cut through any material in the world. Look.”

“The other edge,” the old man went on, “is more subtle still. With it you can cut an
opening out of this world altogether. Try it now. Do as I say - you are the bearer. You
have to know. ---.” (p.181.)

LRI k3 & FRIOWHICIZZNENDOR WD 5 Z EB3bh 5, BEIFHICHE fifgkTT
S AE, HEC LRI EICZLT 2 a oV Th D, TOREE LM VIE T20014ET
HOMy DE/ VADOAVEZHBAIEEH, ZoMOHS5WwrYWEL LYI2ME103H 5%, ZDOH
. BHEOFNEDBH S 5128 (nore subtle still), HADELEL T 2R 2] > TRz >
{BHI0H %, HRZY2 & v)FRIZ, LTORBEZ UL X DR 2 b s,

“Ah---1t’s the knife that will cut anything. Not even its makers knew what it could do.
Nothing, no one, matter, spirit, angel, air - nothing is invulnerable to the subtle knife.

Marisa, it’s mine, you understand?” (p.312.)

ZoflE, WE (matter) 1200 TldZ <, EPRMEPELAIZBULZ I LB TELIDTH %,
29 LAl DR E, SR Lz EIGHE) & OB 2 RE T B ITREME DS

2—2 ®WROSFOLF
LR TEZL MO, HETHLPENZIDTII LRI Z)ITHS, ZOHAIZENSDIZ
S¢H F (the bearer) ZFTH-T. FH FTH2HIND 5,

1”

“Your fingers!” Lyra breathed. “Oh, Will -”

His little finger and the finger next to it fell away with the rope. (p.176.)

“If only we had some bloodmoss,” she was saying, “what the bears use, I could make

it better, Will. T could. ---.” (p.177.)

T AVIE, HRIZHID R Z 9 & LT, MEEEFZER->TLE), Ll 2RI Z0HADF
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”

“Now,” said Giacomo Paradisi, “here you are, take the knife, it is yours.

“I don’t want it,” said Will. “I don’t want anything to do with it.”
“You haven’t got the choice,” said the old man. “You are the bearer now.”
“I thought you said you was,” said Lyra.
“My time is over,” he said. “ The knife knows when to leave one hand and settle in
another, and I know how to tell. You don’t believe me? Look!”
He held up his own left hand. The little finger and the finger next to it were missing,

just like Will’s. (p.180.)

FREEOFHIC XuF, MRl ) FIFHAINERDTH > CAMORETIZRV, SFHFIE. K
FOMELFEEZRIDTHS, 2L T, ZOXRB»GIE, TzliT) Z ENRMDTH FITkh D
G THD I EBHHTE L, ZOMEIRT EVIITAHZI BARDTELAZRAFVRAIDA XA —
PEERDLIETHAI,

2—-3 ARYH—LER

MO RNIBI DS L OWEBNFEHETH L AR F—EFESCHBRLTW S, —2I2id, il
Lo TARZ Y —PHBIT 2HERICKE ST ETHD, GITiE, ZOFAZZNART Y —%iR
BT2RMORBTH D L7, UTORIEZRTCATAHAL),

“The Specters are afraid of the knife?”

“Very much so.” (p.167.)

ARG H —DMERE TN T B Z EDHERTE B,
2R Z—DHBDFERICOWTIEM ToR 2R TAR LI,

“You see, I was intrigued by that haunted world where the Specters fed on human
consciousness. [ wanted to know what they were, how they had come into being. ---. I found
that the philosophers there, centuries ago, had created a tool for their own undoing:
an instrument they called the subtle knife. It had many powers - more than they’d guessed
when they made it, far more than they know even now — and somehow, in using it, they had
let the Specters into their world.

“Well, T know about the subtle knife and what it can do. And I know where it is, and

I know how to recognize the one who must use it, and I know what he must do in Lord Asrial’s
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cause. I hope he’s equal to the task. So I have summoned you here, and you are to fly me
northward, into the world Asrial has opened, where I expect to find the bearer of the

subtle knife.” (p.215.)

DLE. E2FTld, AR Y — LMD R OBIRIEDIRIC S D 72,

EBI3E BEETRAVZIVEEDESH

His Dark Materials® =FF{EICIDHEOE R & L <, #HE (the Magisterium) &7 A2 7 A4 (Lord
Asrial) ED¥FRH 2, 7T AV TINZHS (the Church) D% Higa, Mok 217 %
LAFRAELL T 5,

“And what do you hear of the Church?”
“They’re in complete confusion. You see, they don’t know what Lord Asrial intends to do.”

(p. 42.)

3—-1 EiRDHERR
7 AV TN EMe % RET 2HAHITRATH A9 . ZOMAHAD—DIC THREEOHEER) 23Z0F
5N5,

Every philosophical research establishment, so he’d heard, had to include on its staff
arepresentative of the Magisterium, toact as a censor and suppress the news of any heretical

discoveries. (p.124.)

3-2 FHIBUE
P37 b 2 R 557 % L0 ) REBHTTHHS L5 DY A € 2Y) ) BETHEMZ 7]
L. ZNZ2ETITBLTw5, LaL, 72U 7V S Haud, FHzBIEIcLTws Evn)
RIS 72 5,
“..-. Ah, T long for my arrows to kill those fiends from Bolvangar, and every Bolvangar
in every world! Sister, why do they do it? In every world, the agents of the Authority

are sacrificing children to their cruel god! Why? Why?” (p.274.)

Bz, b 04RG2S 5 LI TABITO TS5 L,
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They cut sexual organs, yes, both boys and girls; they cut them with knives so that they
shan’t feel. That is what the Church does, and every church is the same: control, destroy,

obliterate every good feeling. (p.50.)

3—3 BRADOHEE
B FFELC IR T B HE 2T TV B2, BEACIZ ABIDSHIET & 2w H AR T10 H AR 7 ANRE 2 R
LT3 LMETE 2,

[t is the Magisterium, the Church. For all its history - and that’s not long by our lives,
but it’s many, many of theirs - it’s tried to suppress and control every natural impulse.

And when it can’t control them, it cuts them out. (p.50.)

BRE, 20X RAROBZBUICK T 2R E L CORLITH L TR DMEZRTT>TE T,
“..-. He showed me that to rebel was right and just, when you considered what the agents
of the Authority did in His name---. And I thought of the Bolvangar children, and the other
terrible mutilations I have seen in our own southlands; and he told me of many more hideous
cruelties dealt out in the Authority’s name - of how they capture witches, in some worlds,
and burn them alive, sisters. Yes, witches like ourselves:---

“He opened my eyes. He showed me things I had never seen, cruelties and horrors all
commi t ted in the name of the Authority, all designed to destroy the joys and the truthfulness
of life. (p.272.)

3—4 XEEEBHROWIL
ZDXDBEMNELEZDOMEBRTH 2EEITNT 27 20 7OV & OBIHEIZ It L EIR T H
LIEDDDD, FHUI, EXICKELEEHB EORIBEGRTH B,

“There are two great powers,” the man said, “and they’ve been fighting since time began.
Every advance in human life, every scrap of knowledge and wisdom and decency we have has
been torn by one side from the teeth of the other. Every little increase in human freedom
has been fought over ferociously between those who want us to obey and humble and submit.

(p. 320.)

3-5 REEEF
W< LT ARERDESRITIZ O DRI S RLT 2 & RS N5 & DI > TE
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DTHL, ZORERFHRS EONIZTHRTHY, 7LD DEMRD ZFHEICHHET 3
TeEhoTw3, TAY TNV E ZICHIEEHBDITNT BN ZHEBL X9 EEfTICTBEL TV
5DTH 2,

“But you know about our God? The God of the Church, the one they call the Authority?”

“Yes, I do.”

“Well, Lord Asriel has never found hisself at ease with the doctrines of the Church,
so to speak. I've seen a spasm of disgust cross his face when they talk of sacraments,
and atonement, and redemption, and suchlike. It’s death among our people, Serafina Pekkala,
to challenge the Church, but Lord Asrial’s been nursing a rebellion in his heart for as

long as I've served him, that’s one thing I do know.’
“A rebellion against the Church?” (pp.45 - 46.)

L22L, 7R 7ZAMOEABANOEWIE, BICHBEE L CORESEZWE T2 2 LicibE 5k,
ZNUE. 2D ZHHAESVIALT AR T 2082 b HIFL T3, Z1d’ “the Authority” %
By eThh, A=V VT4 LIEARITIEEVENLELETH 5,

“I think he’s a waging a higher war than that. I think he’s aiming a rebellion against
the highest power of all. He’s gone a searching for the dwelling place of the Authority
Himself, and he’s a-going to destroy Him. (p.46.)

ZOXI)RBENGFEETOHEL X5 L3272 7 VO ORPLUE— T TH 5 9 H
Iz AL OFETHH ., FHEZAGT 2N RWE His dark materials) DFFfEZMES
TRRPANERDERTH 2500 Lk v, FHEMRL TOIYEICIE, —a—1FY/ tvbh
2 X9 RN OWE DT 2 EBIERMEFE B BIKEL T b, L2 ) ThHIuX, Zoft
RoOMRZ B520E= 2 — PV 2 2 & D DRDETHREL ICZIL L AR TH H . 2TOFEFARIC
HET 2R H 2, L2 AH. ARORERIZ, 5 H % TXLAE & PRl E & DG D IR
NTW5, ZOEPITKIEFZITE 9 LW REEWDI7 2 Y POV RS 1 5 8 & BT
5,

“I know a great deal about this world now, Mr. Scoresby. I know, for example, about Dust.
I see from your expression that you have heard the term. It is frightening your theologians
to death, but they are the ones who frighten me. I know what Lord Asrial is doing, and
I know why, and that’s why I summoned you here. I am going to help him, you see, because

the task he’s undertaken is the greatest in human history. The greatest in thirty-five
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thousand years of human history, Mr. Scoresby.” (pp.214 - 215.)

DL, ZoETIE, . He L7 2) 7P UVHIE OMEICOWTEZEL 72,

FTAE Igv - - FoOFEHERMm

BT THOMAE T OOBEELFEREZ o LTw5, —2F, ORI Z - 7%
CETHY, HREARZY—ZHHREETLES>RIETHE, COODHEMWELTLES
72 2 LIS OBED S TIUT RO R 2 FIE L LM TE R WILEH 5,

4—-1 BEOREHBOESR

BREM DK 2 HINE, PUAICEZ SRR S TR EROWETH 2 HonEz IS¢
52LThHD, HHuLEIE, REAHET20ETOH). M boEThH2, ZOHEH
TEHRBIHECIBIL 72 & & SR "B o) 2 TV 79— (K, LWPAR, Zo8lH»
SIRET 3 L. MBOFAIZ, BHEOHICHYET2bDEFZ L), 06 T2, MO,
FHORTOWEEZY S Z L3 TE S L, ZHZY DAL S AR Y —2BAIEL I LICD
LolttEEZons,

“This should be a solemn occasion,” Giacomo Paradisi said. “If we had days and weeks
I could begin to tell you the story of the subtle knife, and the Guild of the Torre degli
Angeli, and the whole sorry history of this corrupt and careless world. The Specters are
our fault, our fault alone. They came because my predecessors, alchemists, philosophers,
men of learning, were making an inquiry into the deepest nature of things. They became
curious about the bonds that held the smallest particles of matter together. You know
what I mean by a bond? Something that binds?

“Well, this was a merchantile city. A city of traders and bankers. We thought we knew
about bonds. We thought a bond was something negotiable, something that could be bought
and sold and exchanged and converted:--.But about these bonds, we were wrong. We undid

them, and we let the Specters in.” (pp.186 - 187.)

4—-2 Yav- -FreEgEei

iz, MoK AN TS 2 BEHEOLDZ OYRETIIMIBOMATH 2 2 L 2 A TE
72o L2, ZOMMBOMRBIANMD LM 2 WAIE 2 L) RENGFETH L AR ¥ — %z HEL
SRR, FHEEEAS E2ER G, RS, AR —FHBIINTE T L LT, £
KEFICR§ 2 HE L U CRINICHEEL T3 056 Th 5, ffomalx, 428, HFICHEEZH
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BHERBL IR0, 22TEY ay « Y vDiEFr ey MCZDOFRIED R ZF ZBLTHRI,
UFoZyoihsnilzlTaXI,

Study me then, you who shall lovers bee

At the next world, that is, at the next Spring:
For I am every dead thing
In whom love wrought new Alchimie.
For his art did expresse

A quintessence even from nothingnesse,

From dull privations, and leane emptinesse:

He ruin’d mee, and I am re-begot

0f absence, darknesse, death; things which are not.

All others, from all things, draw all that’s good,
Life, soule, forme, spirit, whence they beeing have;
I, by lovers limbecke, am the grave
0f all, that’s nothing. Oft a flood
Have wee two wept, and so
Drownd the whole world, us two; oft did we grow
To be two Chaosses, when we did show
Care to ought else; and often absences

Withdrew our soules, and made us carcasses.

But I am by her death, (which word wrongs her)
0f the first nothing, the Elixer grown;2
(R dH, BEERHRLTATN, RO BAE LR 2EB7H, RKEOZ LR X, /EdH,
CDOBEIFEDML AL L T2, BEDOTTE DM 7 B 2 Rk L 7. /B DZEI3 D 5
SZALWIICR M L 7207, /D0 REZPEE T ZBE1 72, /ISBEZBIRS 7,
ZL T, Bddfo 7, SRZ. L FE DEDEEDLR VLD, MO b DIXT T, WEH
SIEDH L bDEML LI, e B LR L DR L, AREET 28I 2R >Tw 5,
SULDL, BEE, 77230 TELAY, TRTOYDEELL, ke hokol, Kt

2 “ANocturnall upon S. Lucies Day, being the shortest day” , 11. 10 - 29. 33X 7 % A M 3. The Elegies
and the Songs and Sonnets of Jonhn Donne, ed. Helen Gardner, Oxford Clarendon Press, 1965. 75 5l
LT3,
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L TR DR NE 2D TH 5, b, Lk, MR OFEEZHHET 2 TbH Y, 2hinz
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DNT V5, FEAMifGiz b oG- 7 THORR 2320 X ) REEO L) BEAEEZIFNAL &

MIREVZBREREFTZA LI, otttz #FEEEZ RSB B ORGS0 0w
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Cayv -yt TR,

“But I'm thinking now that Lyramight be what you heard those ghasts speak of - this £sahaettr.

Not the witches, not those angel-beings, but that sleeping child: the final weapon in

the war against the Authority. Why else would Mrs. Coulter be so anxious to find her?”
(p. 275.)

74 7 ZZNHNHEEOSIRZHR L, ANEHICEO L W2 NEZRRL TSN R LD
YUTHhH, NHORE LD TEANRRDTH 5,

Lena Feldt gasped, “She will be the mother - she will be life — mother - she will disobey
- she will -~

“Name her! You are saying everything but the most important thing! Name her!” cried
Mrs. Coulter.

“Eve! Mother of all! Eve, again! Mother Eve!” stammered Lena Feldt, sobbing. (p. 314.)

Z 9 L. His Dark Materials\3 55 3~ e < .
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