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Hb, Vav - FromEETchnL, “Death be not proud” &9 EBIAEVFED
BRI EZEDHI,

ZO#HTIE, EiL® “Death is going to die” W9 RH L ¥ v L ORI W
ML, TR MM OND Y Y LF OB RS D0 TN VDA 54 F
AR OREEZTTWDL I LIIHETE LV, Lo LRAOBKRTEDO 5%
BREIHOPEEL Lizv, FHEFEOMEMT, TV Y EBEAD Y = —7 ZE 7 IZILH
TRERTRAVPLORMERI L7z, PZNEW 50T 252 LIEEFEORAZ B
RABEETHAL ). L, b, EEVPHRATVWDL Y3y - ¥ DD I

— 103 —



FEBERTRE KB Bl

DWTHLRIZL, TV~ O ZFHli§ NS RGP H 2 L) Il bh b,
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£9 BERONOELFICT, RO L HIZFHED.

“Are we dead now?” Will said to the boatman.

“Makes no difference,” he said. “There’s some that came here never believing
they were dead. They insisted all the way that they were alive, it was a
mistake, someone would have to pay; made no difference. There's others who
longed to be dead when they were alive, poor souls; lives full of pain or misery;
killed themselves for a chance of a blessed rest, and found that nothing had
changed except for the worse, and this time there was no escape; you can’t
make yourself alive again. And there's been others so frail and sickly, little
infants, sometimes, that they' re scarcely born into the living before they come
down to the dead. I ve rowed this boat with a little crying baby on my lap
many, many times, that never knew the difference between up there and down
here. And old folk, too, the rich ones are the worst, snarling and savage and
cursing me, railing and screaming: what did I think I was? Hadn't they
gathered and saved all the gold they could garner? Wouldn't I take some
now, to put them back ashore? They d have the law on me, they had
powerful friends, they knew the Pope and the king of this and the duke of that,

they were in a position to see I was punished and chastised:--But they knew
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what the truth was in the end: the only position they were in was in my boat
going to the land of the dead, and as for those kings and Popes, they d be in
here, too, in their turn, sooner than they wanted. I let' em cry and rave; they

can’ t hurt me; they fall silent in the end. (pp.287-288)
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Balthamos said quietly, “The Authority, God, the Creator, the Lord, Yahway,
El, Adonai, the King, the Father, the Almighty—those were all names he gave
himself. He was never the creator. He was an angel like ourselves—the first
angel, true, the most powerful, but he was formed of Dust as we are, and Dust
is only a name for what happens when matter begins to understand itself.
(p.31)

M) & TAIEF] & 3] b [Yv—o=q] bAEECTIERL [RKfE] o0&y T
HoLEFRL, THABOREMTH L [FA M 10> TAE ST E RV E
W, ZOMFICE Y [AIHERL] oM X 2 KMALEIX. FHOFEIHET 2 MR E
Al I, ZToOMxEL#ET 5,

L L. ZOH RO 2D TH A ) e TOHEZE TV~ V1, &
ez i3 EOHVETH B EBR5,

The Authority considers that conscious beings of every kind have become
dangerously independent, so Metatron is going to intervene much more

actively in human affairs. (p.61)

HLEEEZXBNTLNEZHT2H 5@ LMD A NI NG IAFT LI LICED
el O WEE R RDAA Uy WMARF ISR ) B2 B2 T HEBVBRAET L7259 L) BE
DIKD 72 DITHER IR LIEE WD BfF LD TH Do T OVEmHTIE, M IIHER
i “The Authority” TH V)., EHEZIEBE) ZoOMZ2ZLEL TWEHRM “Metatron” =%
BEETWD, L, ROGIAZANIS 5L H12, 2 tari@hroTu—<H
KR WIRIBE N EAR G B2 B S50 TH 5,

“Metatron is proud,” Baruch went on when he had recovered a little strength,

“and his ambition is limitless. (p.61)

—H A=V F 4 A bR AMAEESHASHEL, S E Dk
EFHRELVALAD)—F—IZT7 A IV THY, BOLXRED LI THDEH, 2%
b o BRI REEIRT,

“But what does Lord Asriel intend? What is this world, and why has he come
here?”

“He led us here because this world is empty. Empty of conscious life, that is.
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We are not colonialists, Mrs. Coulter. We haven't come to conquer, but to
build.”

“And is he going to attack the Kingdom of Heaven?”

Ogunwe looked at her levelly.

“We' re not going to invade the Kingdom,” he said, “but if the Kingdom
invades us, they had better be ready for war, because we are prepared. Mrs.
Coulter, I am a king, but it's my proudest task to join Lord Asriel in setting
up a world where there are no kingdoms at all. No kings, no bishops, no
priests. The kingdom of Heaven has been known by that name since the
Authority first set himself above the rest of the angels. And we want no part
of it. This world is different. We intend to be free citizens of the Republic of
Heaven.” (pp.210-211)

o 0flETREMAIE, “a world where there are no kingdoms at all” THY#T
EL L9 [HREOVWGWIR] ZoTHY, Tk [KROMFE (the Republic of
Heaven) | &IFATW S,

Fido [gititome] & TRoWMERZ] Lv) 2 o0FH, L, gy ¥
N 1R E DT & S8 2 RHEF DL E ZITHRNT VDL LHBETE S, HOW 5
M. 2 F ) ZEEZ BT, HHELTFLTE 2L F) ZAANOHEMZ 2032 DL EOM
JEIZHAN TV B REMER D TH 5,

22 BIROBEHA
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ZOFRFRCANEHZHFTHHMEL L THFY X POFEIHERIL IR EE 2D 9
b0 Ll ZOEIFRE W) BREMEN LB 2 LI2 X ) NHIZIE - 724 3 H 4k
CHWREMEAIN TR D, AM2S [E] & L [ T2z HERLE W) F
FIH L, TN= Y B OERZ RS %,

How can you know so exactly? Do you have a history of all those years?

Oh yes, said Atal. Ever since we have had the sraf, we have had memory and
wakefulness. Before that, remembered nothing.

What happened to give you the sraf?

We discovered how to use the wheels. One day a creature with no name
discovered a seedpod and began to play, and as she played she—

She?
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She, yes. She had no name before then. She saw a snake coiling itself through
the hole in a seedpod, and the snake said—

The snake spoke to her?

No, no! It is a make-like. The story tells that the snake said, “What do you
know? What do you remember? What do you see ahead? And she said,
“Nothing, nothing, nothing.” So the snake said, “Put your foot through the hole
in the seedpod where I was playing, and you will become wise.” So she put a
foot in where the snake had been. And the oil entered her blood and helped her
see more clearly than before, and the first thing she saw was the sraf. It was so
strange and pleasant that she wanted to share it at once with her kindred. So
she and her mate took the seedpods, and they discovered that they knew who
they were, they knew they were mulefa and not grazers. They gave each other
names. They named themselves mulefa. They named the seed tree, and all the

creatures and plants. (p.224)

FEROBIRICIZFEIEL VI SROERIZT 572 B, BORRIZIYF A+ (LiLo
FIHXXTIX “the sraf’) & W) FEHOMBWEICMMNEL oz LAERELTW
2\,

Dby & 2HFEICKT 2 —2OMRIER LOEEIZ SN D LMMORE S 2wk
) 2B MO 5 Z LD WTER LTz, Tz ZORFEHRBRAR Y D
ZELWIRTE R, [BRHIOZE®EEE] . ZDXHIT—DDMBRPHEIWEFETIZR L.
RFIIZHEPFHFINAREIZLEZRELTVWEDTHS, €L T, ZOMROHEZ
ZPMHROLMEEZHENICLTLE D FELOTHY, [FEHEOEIIRREET S| &
TOERBRDOTH %,

“This will undo everything. It's the greatest blow you could strike. The
Authority will be powerless after this.” (p.310)

3 EXO&HK
FEIIZLT AHOBRAMNIES 2. LA L. ZOMHIZA 4 Zithl] 3 5 721255

CIITERE LSO E 5 D) ) b0 HEOKE X, X OHERM %R Z BRI 12 E 5
L. FEZHERL L) EFHREDVR D,
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31 EXOHKE
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YR EMEDTF HNT W5,

“The Society thinks that your daughter is the most important child who has
ever lived. They think that a great crisis will come before very long, and that

the fate of everything will depend on how she behaves at that point” (p.59)

“T cannot call the witch's word exactly to mind,” said Fra Pavel wearily. ‘I
had not seen torture before, as I said to the Court yesterday, and I found it
made me feel faint and sick. So exactly what she said I cannot tell you, but I
remember the meaning of it. The witch said that the child Lyra had been
recognized by the clans of the north as the subject of a prophecy they had
long known. She was to have the power to make a fateful choice, on which the
future of all the worlds depended. And furthermore, there was a name that
would bring to mind a parallel case, and which would make the Church hate
and fear her.” (p.66)

HELIIFEZDOLDOTH), WhLLHRONAEZDFHFS LV 74 713, BT
WP NEEZBR L CWL2F ) XA MHEOREZBTEGRTH Y., HEEPL RN
ERKOREMETH D G FEeoTLE ). /2 REIOL) REMETHD
DOBRBEE V2L, FRRPHFERIC L > TRFICHR I TR nr L EF 2 L9,
“The Child is father of the Man” & F o727 — X7 — 2O BB VI Z S 575,
WHLRBHERDBETIZH ) DEFOHEZWOD LKA, F)ALFEDEMTH D,
TN HZOEREZTHNT VD 2 EPHRETE S,

32 SATDED
TNTIR. 74 F0fiar L IEEARMICBIMEZD7ES 9. TR 74 FORDEET
BT X %o

“But now I think I know. And finding you again is just a sort of proof. What
I got to do, Roger, what my destiny is, is I got to help all the ghosts out of the
land of the dead forever. Me and Will—we got to rescue you all. I' m sure it s
that. It must be. And because Lord Asriel, because of something my father

said--+ Death is going to die, he said. I dunno what 1l happen, though. You
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mustn’ t tell em yet, promise. I mean you might not last up there. But—"
(p.309)

[FEHDOMFIHARX % 22T TETORREF T ] T EABAEMICTT [ T 2504 &
HIELTVBETHDTH D, “Death is going to die” EWIHIME DI ZICASN S,
WITHETH A, LPULBRICL > TRBEREZLIZENTV S, Lo TIO@REE
ABIEIZEDIE V) HEZHORFFTRZAESND WMDY D 50 €O EETEIC PRI
THLEANRDNTATHRDOTH 5,

33 EEBLEE

ZOLS HANNZ s AMEED Sk & KZ NIRRT 555 A1 2 01
I L o TARMEZR L) HO TSI Lve LAL.TA FITIEKRELREDLD 5o
ZMid. Lyra Silvertongue & \»9) FHRED T A F L 7 H3 52 1= LD H %4 3%%’)’Iéh“(
WL [WREDOBAN] THHZ L7, 2FDIE, BHEZED, BEO L FRRICE
NTWHEVH) ZETHD, L L, BEDOENIIALIRZ B2 T, b\#?&é&%’]‘%%
L E RV T4 TR S ) ETORPMBRLMLEZRE) LT 5,

“Liar! Liar!" the harpy was screaming. “Liar!”

She flew around again, aiming directly for Lyra’s face; but Will took out the
knife and threw himself in the way. No-Name swerved out of reach just in
time, and Will hustled Lyra over toward the door, because she was numb with
shock and half-blinded by the blood running down her face. Where the
Gallivespeans were, Will had no idea, but the harpy was flying at them again
and screaming and screaming in rage and hatred:

“Liar! Liar! Liar!”

And it sounded as if her voice were coming from everywhere, and the word
echoed back from the great wall in the fog, muffled and changed, so that she
seemed to be screaming Lyra’ s name, so that Lyra and liar were one and the
same. (p.293)

[F4F] L) RHN [EOE (FA4T7—)] EMIZBLEE, T VDOEREL
TOMBNFICHNRF 2R L ED 2 28V, Y2 — 2 AT ES25, TORHAXAT
“this man’ s art and that man’ s scope” EFHUOE ) DTIEHRWIES I Hy

FTATIEHSORLEELETLEEZ DO LWV FRRET LI NUNESES % 2524
b FNHOIE. WEORMERMT S L) flidik R729 7201258 O MR CTHE—

— 110 —



The Amber Spyglass& 2V a v « ¥ ¥ XHFDIE#H

BRI T D, ZNUE, BINAOSEIIRMENTWS,

And ye shall know the truth, and truth shall make you free. (p.306)

HOAFRRIE [HE] 252 L 33, BoTIhWL, TORLHLHFEEZRD
TWbH I EWGHh5b,

“Harpies,” he said, “we can offer you something better than that. Answer my
questions truly, and hear what I say, and then judge. When Lyra spoke to you
outside the wall, you flew at her. Why did you do that?”

“Lies!” the harpies all cried. “Lies and fantasies!”

“Yet when she spoke just now, you all listened, every one of you, and you kept
silent and still. Again, why was that?”

“Because it was true,” said No-Name. “Because she spoke the truth. Because
it was nourishing. Because it was feeding us. Because we couldn’t help it.
Because it was true. Because we had no idea that there was anything but
wickedness. Because it brought us news of the world and the sun and the

wind and the rain. Because it was true.” (p.317)

74 7 DEHAER SWCEDOEI [FE] 2 SIS N D &) Fagh) Rl RHVE
Tk, LhL. TOEME, HOAKKREBIC [HEZEL] ZL2DTH5,

3-4 EIROHEMA

[PE] 2SR ENDLDIZIVA, ZORIIE) RLDESL)H ? ZALREMICWEN
E, N4 Ly b® “Tobe or not to be” & WIHIFLLEMAICR>TLE S, LA L.
TV DT4 713, [HEOFHESE] OFREZT, ZHikb,.

“This is what' 1l happen,” she said, “and it’ s true, perfectly true. When you go
out of here, all the particles that make you up will loosen and float apart, just
like your deemons did. If you' ve seen people dying, you know what that looks
like. But your deemons en’ t just nothing now; they re part of everything. All
the atoms that were them, they ve gone into the air and the wind and the
trees and the earth and all the living things. They Il never vanish. They re
just part of everything. And that' s exactly what 1l happen to you, I swear to

you, I promise on my honor. You'll drift apart, it s true, but you'll be in the

— 111 —



FEBERTRE KB Bl

open, part of everything alive again.” (p.319)

6 ORIIITEOWED SR ENT, FHOR/NMIE L 20 BRICEYGE LK E &
DICHET D, LVIDOPHEELRDTHA I LAL., T VIITORETDL, Hb
[HH] #"$»2 2 2R3 5, ZREIHROHHL VI LS. 94 FTORRL-HE
W LTH, BRIZ ST 2L RET 5, 74 72 XHTL2ERIIS O

“Because the land of the dead isn’ t a place of reward or a place of punishment.
It' s place of nothing. The good come here as well as the wicked, and all of us
languish in this gloom forever, with no hope of freedom, or joy, no sleep, or
rest, or peace.

“But now this child has come offering us a way out and I m going to follow
her. Even if it means oblivion, friends, I'll welcome it, because it won't be
nothing. We'll be alive again in a thousand blades of grass, and a million
leaves; we' 1l be falling in the raindrops and blowing in the fresh breeze; we' 1l
be glittering in the dew under the stars and the moon out there in the physical
world, which is our true home and always was.

“So I urge you come with the child out to the sky!”

Lol 74 723 L2 0EHIEHITTE 9o

But her ghost was thrust aside by the ghost of a man who looked like a monk:
thin and pale, with dark, zealous eyes even in his death. He crossed himself
and murmured a prayer, and then he said:

“This is a bitter message, a sad and cruel joke. Can’t you see the truth? This
is not a child. This is an agent of the Evil One himselfl The world we lived in
was a vale of corruption and tears. Nothing there could satisfy us. But the
Almighty has granted us this blessed place for all eternity, this paradise, which
to the fallen soul seems bleak and barren, but which the eyes of faith see as it
is, overflowing with milk and honey and resounding with the sweet hymns of
the angels. This is Heaven, trulyl What this evil girl promises is nothing but
lies. She wants to lead you to Helll Go with her at your peril. My companions
and I of the true faith will remain here in our blessed paradise, and spend
eternity singing the praises of the Almighty, who has given us the judgment

to tell the false from the ture.”
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Once again he crossed himself, and then he and his companions turned away

in horror and loathing. (pp.320-321)

fg o B3R E A TH, R TRENICS 25 L3, ZALBEATH S,

4 L. BETIIFED

S FETOEBEOKE, FE135 v DHoly Sonnets (1633) D—RIZEREED % %
R\,

Death be not proud, though some have called thee
Mighty and dreadful, for, thou art not so,

For, those, whom thou think’ st, thou dost overthrow,
Die not, poor death, nor yet canst thou kill me;

From rest and sleep, which but thy pictures be,

Much pleasure, then from thee, much more must flow,
And soonest our best men with thee do go,

Rest of their bones, and soul’ s delivery.

Thou art slave to Fate, “chance, kings, and desperate men,
And dost with poison, war, and sickness dwell,

And poppy, or charms can make us sleep as well,
And better than thy stroke; why swell’ st thou then?
One short sleep past, we wake eternally,

And death shall be no more, Death thou shalt die.

FEM L, BEZHICT AL | M TRA LW ?
ZABRBDOLRHRWVE, Bl

N2 3D | THHADTIE R |
BB > THE LRV |

REEIRD X, BHIZZ-L D, O EDOFH |
HbH, BRENZD > LW LICHENTWBIZT,
FERZANFERO BRI RICCoMEERZ TR L,
Bz ZoNOWKOES X, LD HH,

BHNE, SRR RS, ML 72 Ao |
i L L AR e D
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TANYRULTH EIIRDZENTE S,

BHIO—BINFTo <72, 26, BEZIITTLHAETRW
EAD—EDIRY THESIZKEICHED S |

b, v, B L, BHETIE, Ll

(FEFHR)

ERRoFEDAIC, T EORBEOHETH S “Death’s Duel” [FEE DFB ] 12H
WTHRIIES LWHETE 2 K MOMFIZHET 2720 0BIX LWERAICT Ehne
I L TW5b, “Death thou shalt die” Z# 7)< I “Death is going to die” &=
bEBFERIZLEBZZ2DTH S, [PEHOEES] THUMHEIIEEDOE D SFEHR I N7z
T B[] & TEE] 1ICmb TRERNEFEIEL TV,

The first ghost to leave the world of the dead was Roger. He took a step
forward, and turned to look back at Lyra, and laughed in surprise as he found
himself turning into the night, the starlight, the air---and then he was gone,
leaving behind such a vivid little burst of happiness that Will was reminded of
the bubbles in a glass of champagne.

The other ghosts followed Roger, and Will and Lyra fell exhausted on the dew-
laden grass, every nerve in their bodies blessing the sweetness of the good soil,
the night air, the stars. (p.364)

LT, FYOMRTHL IV v OWRETHHRITIFEL LTRIFANLN, BB
LW EFRIIE IR TV S,

5 $%&4%£%3

L) FHEIINT 22O REMRE—RITRICL2E LTH, 2hTid 4] i
AV HERDTHA I Do BICAAY N - BVIZERLIZEE A NN F 4 T LI fil
N7275, TV HFERZAEROLFEOERIZZOBBEEALZ L IIH D, Y2 —7 A
T b [5%EEL] CLoEKReBINUEZ, TV ZNEHAL T,
THE R oLeeld T4 FI2ED.

“Lyra, child, you rest when this is done, you hear? Life is good, and death is

over—-" (p.385)
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“When you stopped believing in God,” he went on, “did you stop believing in
good and evil?”

“No. But I stopped believing there was a power of good and a power of evil
that were outside us. And I came to believe that good and evil are names for
what people do, not for what they are. All we can say is that this is a good
deed, because it helps someone, or that's an evil one, because it hurts them.

People are too complicated to have simple labels.” (p.447)

FLEE W) XPNIAREW R REETIE 2 < ANSRIL2AT WO N2 517
WROPHRBHLEDBENTHAIEATI—IEF o
ZLT, —RmHOMPEELTD [4055] T Lzl d s,

Had she thought there was no meaning in life, no purpose, when God had
gone? Yes, she had thought that.

“Well, there is now,” she said aloud, and again, louder: “There is now!” (p.452)

DL, Ty FRIZHoTHHINR - Fr 2 FEETWD,

)

T4y T TN [FHOEEGE] THEEOFEHICHFALEEL SO HE R
HFTWb, 2TOZLIE, TN UPFATLLELOEREEEEZZITTCNDE I L OHBER
EWHEWZ X5, PO EE] &, EFMELVHIENPL RS LEIRORE 2w
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“What work have I got to do, then?” said Will, but went on at once, “No, on
second thought, don' t tell me. [ shall decide what I do. If you say my work is
fighting, or healing, or exploring, or whatever you might say, I' Il always be
thinking about it. And if I do end up doing that, I' ll be resentful because it 1l
feel as if I didn’t have a choice, and if I don’ t do it, I' 1l feel guilty because I
should. Whatever I do, I will choose it, no one else.”

“Then you have already taken the first steps toward wisdom,” said Xaphania.
(p496)
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“Not when they re young. As you grow up you start thinking, well, they
might be this or they might be that:-*And usually they end up something that
fits. I mean something like your real nature. Like if your deemon’ s a dog, that
means you like doing what you' re told, and knowing who' s boss, and following
orders, and pleasing people who are in charge. A lot of servants are people

whose deemons are dogs” (p.457)
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