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E.M. W. Tillyard |3 Lycidas %83 510, “This is the secret of the
strength of Lycidas and the reason why it is a greater poem than Comus: in

the one calm after struggle, in the other calm of a kind but without the
(W
preliminary struggle.” 5 ->Ti %, ZHREADREDI, B SDEFXNDEE,

O TN 7 poet-priest 73 & DD FRE~DOFEF LEM M SILBIHY, KEDE4D,
AIDEDBAIC K » TOAEHYD, VRIEEKHOIBICLSSHI RETH S, HETELE
5, oo, iy, B, FREOBMOEMLT, KEOHNOHETE, HAEE
BEENDTF—<it Milton OEZL DFICHLNL, DUAWDHOREEXZEZ 5,
ZLTCCNICETEA 2V, WRIGZEODDTEBNTOEEDLELL,

D THAM » 725512, On the Death of a Fair Infant Dying of a Cough
(1625—6) TH-T, BOXIr%E, ZON% EHLOD, BLI#-»>T3, primrose

- - « (2)
DIED L HITEHMGTH »72E%, “yet can I not persuaded me thou art dead” &

20, RACOMICAME L TE EEZ K EINTERDDEI NI -TV S, B
DRMDPREPE, COWDEDRONEETIEROD,, LRV B8« 13 Wiz E
L, dujil Boreas ® Apollo OfzgiA AT, Jove % Truth &Nz, %OFHICHES
5, ERFUVT » 0 —vDMfiAaPF YR VEDT LT ) — 2 B IE 5, $HOBRDIE
i3 “false imagined loss"m’é‘aﬁéﬁ O, M AR EDIEFDRICHD B,

HOEBICE, REBD MK TH 5535, “To scorn the sordid world, and unto
heaven aspirekv’@& 7>, “To slake his wrath whom sin hath made our foe / To
turn swift-rushing black perdition hencg’)’%ﬁ, i+ ) 2 P EDEZDBED CZ N,
WO oMan, Ricd A0 S8ICE, MRARCEZF )R P Ho AR LTSN TS,
“God” LWV IHEGMDTHEDN S, FOKDITELNS BH LMEIOEREL, Ao
TURHI ONIDDTHAD &, HBIKEDLT, VR MOUBHITIT T B, 2D
&t Lycidas, Epitaphium Damonis, Samson Agonistes HiIC HIBLTNE B &
TH-T, BHRBWEMOZHRF) 7 « 0 —=0 pastoral elegyicd, +) v 7S
iCh, D2DWITEDTERBWILLTH Bo WEKEDENDEFEHET T E5DTH
BIPOTH B,
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U v AC, pastoral elegy izi3 “good shepherd” TH2ZF U A DA X Vo,
£ 2 FHEEEMA A Sz, Milton A0 D&M< Edmund Spenser o> The
Shepheardes Calender ® “November” C1%, ¥%K &+ ) A+ HOEKRE UMD
B3, LinLAake LTIHEEDA £ V80, Milton f, & HICKIIC, DRy
i, R IOARCERLT, )2 MROOEREL Lz, 41 FY) 20 AL LTO
WL, 4 %) 2o UMAS oS, 0, AKECIHALTILEHEYT, —R
MModboslLTnb

Milton 13 Lycidas ofliic Epitaphium Damonis &5 pastoral elegy %3 T
WB, ChiET T VilioBnbH Y, Lycidas 12 EHENE0y, LEARZ 0, HED
w403,  Lycidas 12 & @i ghinngs, dL@A 3 20, WExoxgly, Lycdas 724
Edward King &13EREDIC SH0IEE, L& 54 528K Charles Diodati T
hb, TORHNEIE L Lycidas CIZRONIEp -1l 2 1c 5 b0 H %o

L, TOTOO elegy ZHESILDD, [FHROBOZOE] OF —vOHRICHD
WHEFY) R FEOKW, HEFEOBEL LA A VEERTHT I EE D,

Lycidas 31 kTHLL, WENE ThHb, €403, “the high-water mark of
English Poess(fz’ Th T, FOFP &I IHFITNE TN, “For Lycidas is

(7) ®)
dead, Dead ere his prime” “Now thou art gon, and never must return” &

oy DT, KDIEDTE, O a—OWIALY, “thy loss” £HAS
Muse & Phoebus (Apollo) % Jove % Orpheus & Alpheus & Arethusa &
Nymph ZDZ b, WL LREDLOMILHNT, BALLODIELOA f—JICE oM
T, ZONCHEEOAZLMENE LI 6T 203 THS, A Lycidas DIEY
LHoZE, WO EEEE, TORNEOEEE, LI T, BOIET 5,
/T4 Orpheus ®< VIR, FROEHICH %L L2 5 Milton ©, D184
SOMDEZ AN TS, i Z 0 pastoral elegy (CJ¥ £ %51;3 % Orpheus ZHT,
Al T E Y — FEH 5T 5, HOMmNE AL L To Orpheus ©%IC, TEFFA

DILEBIENI A NI 200, LE LD TH -7, #iidEs, LIILEBINS, FHfDI
%Pﬂ%mmw&wmbfwéoWY@mﬁ%t%%Emmme%mnm%éébf,%
OFHHCERKT E o ey — 5, CEiALELLD, L0ERLLVEY, AL, b
gD FHREKE 2 DTHB, LirL 20, REDUHRTE, BV ATHS,
Milton 13, DT AZTF T, KICH I T -4 Orpheus DO#EE7IAEKIC, King
DPFED DA E S LM OAEFEYHIC, FEL TV 5,

KAOENO R £ ok &, WEEE O L XE, Epitaphium Damonis 1CET
bRBETH D, o, w0 EEFEON MR Milton ICL T EL ELCH DK
L,&ﬁ?éoﬁéutMﬁaémawm,Amm&ofﬁ@ﬁ@ﬁijQné%@f
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At mihi quid tandem fiet modo? quis mihi fidus

Haerebit lateri comes, ut tu saepe solebas

Frigoribus duris, et per loca foeta pruinis,

Aut rapido sub sole, siti morientibus herbis?

Sive opus in magnos fuit eminus ire leones

Aut avidos terrere lupos praesepibus altis;

Quis fando sopire diem, cantuque solebit?

Ite domum impasti, domino iam non vacat, agni.

Pectora cui credam? quis me lenire docebit

Mordaces curas, quis longam fallere noctem

Dulcibus alloquiis,.fl.m
(But what is become of me? What loyal comrade will stay by my side, as you often used
to do, through the hard winter weather, in fields still with frost, or under the fierce
sun when plants were dying of thirst, whether our job was to stalk the fully grown
lions, or to scare the hungry wolves away from our high sheepfolds? who now will
soothe the daylight hours with talk and with song? ’Go home unfed, lambs, your
shepherd has no time for you now.” To whom shall I open my heart? Who will teach

me to calm eating cares or to beguile the long night with pleasant chatter.)

Nos durum genus, et diris exercita fatis

Gens homines aliena animis, et pectore discors,

Vix sibi quisque parem de millibus invenit unum,

Aut si sors dederit tandem non aspera votis,

Illus inopina dies qua non speraveris hora

Surripit, aeternum linquens in saecula damnur%lz
(But we men are a hard race: a race harassed by cruel fates. Our minds are unfriendly,
our hearts discordant. It is hard for a man to find one kindred spirit among thousands
of his fellows; and if at last, softened by our prayers, fate grants one, there comes the
unexpected day, the unlooked-for hour, which snatches him away, leaving an eternal

emptiness.)

Ah certe extremum licuisset tangere dextram,
Et bene compositos placide morientis ocellos,
Ex dixisse vale, nostri memor ibis ad astra(.lz'
(Ah, I could at least have held your dying hand and gently closed your lids in peaceful

death, and said 'Goodbye! Remember me as you fly up to the stars.’)

Lycidas T3, ©L 4, HEEFND BIC, WBBHICRAKDOIESS O PO, TNETOD
HEME AR T O TR WD, WD EREN S, pastoral elegy DKM 2 L TWH
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Fame 12189 272013, FYvy70A4 * JICEHMTHO L, FOEZFY SMITF
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Fame is the spur that the clear spirit doth raise
(That last infirmity of noble mind)

To scorn delights, and live laborious days;

But the fair guerdon when we hope to find,
And think to burst out into sudden blaze,

Comes the blind Fury with th’ abhorred shears,
And slits the thin-spun life. But not the praise,
Phoebus replied, and touched my trembling ears;
Fame is no plant that grows on mortal soil,

Nor in the glistering foil

Set off to the world, nor in broad rumour lies,
But lives and spreads aloft by those pure eyes,
And perfect witness of all-judging Jove;

As he pronounces lastly on each deed,

13
Of so much fame in heaven expect thy meed.

BAE LT, KAELTh, REASND BIC, @il KA ZHNNS, PO
g &5 &4 5, 290 Milton 73, #H%hb iﬁé%u@ﬂ?%@fuﬁwﬁ&u
LMK R RIS 7N TH B, Apollo OF A YLHINZ B TH B, K
MECOMIG, BUEOKZ2EATHS, A Apollo TR K THSF ) A
FEA X ORI A

Mﬁ@ﬁﬁH%@itu%Mbéf,wA&LT,M%U%iLmC&%Lifnmw

M 7 72 Sommet VII &, BuHIciEsy U T (BUIRS) ok a L85 Bid, &
HEoTLE -1, 4ol Sonnet XVI X1+, Fame o & Mgl L 720 MEKTE
KB, [MHITEEZELL TN,

How soon hath time the subtle thief of youth,
Stol’ on his wing my three and twentieth year!
My hasting days fly on with full career,

But my late spring no bud or blossom sheweth.

Perhaps my semblance might deceive the truth,
That I to manhood am arrived so near,

And inward ripeness doth much less appear,
That some more timely-happy spirits endueth.
Yet be it less or more, or soon or slow,

It shall be still in strictest measure even,
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To that same lot, however mean or high,

Toward which time leads me, and the will of heaven;
All is, if I have grace to use it so,

14
As ever in my great task-master’s eye.

Octave 2iE SICE A Tih, 4EA WL T REELIEGLER, HODEBREEZ,
sestet |3, B EMOEEICHATRE D &, HBLEIEIL T3, octave ICdH sestet

BB L, octave T3V H v A WBKLVIERAE D b, sestet O IXIFEE
HNTH5,

Sonnet XVI T3, Z4okr2R:ng £ PHRBEONTED, 2V Y FORAE, b
DRSS SN TS,

When 1 consider how my light is spent,
Ere half my days. in this dark world and wide,
And that one talent which is death to hide,
Lodged with me useless, though my soul more bent
To serve therewith my make , and present
My true account, lest he returning chide,
Doth God exact day-labour, light denied,
I fondly ask; but Patience to prevent
That murmur, soon replies, God doth not need
Either man’s work or his own gifts, who best
Bear his mild yoke, they serve him best, his state
Is kingly. Thousands at his bidding speed
And post o’er land and ocean without rest:

{15
They also serve who only stand and wait.

Octave Tli~ # 4 1£253714—301 D, B LWLWEAE L ToOM@EIHH»N, Milton

R & IR S HESE T sestet TlI, B UL <& 4 {£D11728—30fiD yoke %I
ﬁbf,ﬁ%®¥m©%§tb,im%T6%5&b1wéo

Come unto me, all ye that labour and are heavy laden, and I will give you rest.
Take my yoke upon you, and learn of me; for I am meek and lowly in heart:

and ye shall find rest unto your souls.

(16
For my yoke is easy, and my burden is light.

WERO Sonnet THIH DM XIERLMHAFOBMAT, LOFT IZERBL T 5,
Fame [CHT 2R ELAT, B E VW HIBEBENRD B, HZIC Lycidas D HREIT
ktzDid, HY) VT DK Peter ThHbd, BROT MBS, FHOFBTFRENITLE
MOV ERDB, FYAMOBETELOEERLT, AL HHEDFEEZRTE S,

“stern
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bespake(w “the dread voicgﬁ’)’&iﬁﬂdéﬂ'cméo
ZTTREARBMALLTTIREL, WHORAGEICH S priest & U TOMMIZL S
Bo FEROBELEHOHDOTH B, YUlsON[H 4 Bk AR AL T, Milton Off
ANIAEHEE 2t O (R BT T 5, CTIUREATICE ) 2 FHokmERKI i it L 7
pastoral elegy (Z{ICEAASIE U,

Last came, and last did go,

the pilot of the Galilean lake,

Two massy keys he bore of metals twain.

(The golden opes. the iron shuts amain)

He shook his mitred locks, and stern bespake,

H w well could I have spared for thee, young swain,
Enow of such as for their bellies’ sake,

Creep and intrude, and climb into the fold?

Of other care they little reckoning make,

Than how to scramble at the shearers’ feast,

And shove away the worthy bidden guest;

Blind mouths! that scarce themselves know how to hold
A sheep-hook, or have learned aught else the least
That to the faithful herdman’s art belongs!

What recks it them ? What need they? They are sped;
And when they list, their lean and flashy songs
Grate on their scrannel pipes of wretched straw,
The hungry sheep look up, and are not fed,

But swoll'n with wind, and the rank mist they draw,
Rot inwardly, and foul contagion spread :

Besides what the grim wolf with privy paw

Daily devours apace, and nothing said,

But that two-handed engine at the door,

09
Stands ready to smite once, and smite no more.

LL, €OEE+ Y 2 PAMWATICEI T, Peter oI E & W ONTI, T
VAT 4 TONE, ¥ ) TORAEEZIFORL, 16170 H72 500 < 2 LWIED (il
% %, Theocritus, Bion 7 pastoral elegy 12 & & AT LA TH B0, F4
I oICHITL, WHOMC b2 &, FI v 7T « 0 —<D{LHEOIITINA THS -
PTHEELOLDOE, REOIEE{zZ 515 Amaranthus 35| TAZ ETH S, %
@ Nectar &Itic, R, HAEMD TG,

Epitaphium Damonis 12375 Milton O AMBSHT ik TH L, #hd
Lycidas =7 o b X572, LSO EAZFHObDTIZE, & ABEIRT A& —IG
BRCTIRTELHTHEN D, BIEGNM, XDZEL, fhic, AL0HDFKD

s
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AR~ 5, Damon DFER 74, FLOEICOESLTEE, BELONM, I
NTUE -7, FABMFFARBO LRSS, ¥V VT » o—<vOPFF, HDHVIEAF
V2ADT —H—FDT E%EFES,
L ERRSTRBICEBENTTIZIH 548, Moschus i3 Epitaphios Bionos < Homer
L Bion AT, MFEODE, FDWEELHE, “ADFOREDENER > TIN5,
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Both were beloved of a water-spring, for the one drank at Pegasus’ fountain and the
other got him drink of Arethusa; and the one sang of the lovely daughter of
Tyndareiis, and of the great son of Thetis, and of Atreid Menelaiis; but this other’s
singing was neither of wars nor tears but of Pan; as a herdsman he chanted, and

kept his cattle with a song,

ZNIIRAEBEADHDED, MREBFORDENTH S, TN S5E&IEIC Lycidas

® “Alas! What boots it is with uncessant care / To tend the homely slighted

)
shepherd’s trade / And strictly meditate the thankless muse,” %A KEd &, 7

TILZCI, WBAERET L LEOFLEZNBE L LN S,
BXx LIELADHNIZT, WEWEERE BEOFEVORICEDS,

Weep no more, woeful shepherds weep no more,
For Lycidas your sorrow is not dead,
Sunk though he be beneath the watery floor,
So sinks the day-star in the ocean bed,
And yet anon repairs his drooping head,
And tricks his beams, and with new spangled ore,
Flames in the forehead of the morning sky:
So Lycidas sunk low, but mounted high,
Through the dear might of him that walked the waves,
Where other groves, and other streams along,
With nectar pure his oozy locks he laves,
And hears the unexpressive nuptial song,
In the blest kingdoms meek of joy and love.
There entertain him all the saints above,
In solemn troops, and sweet societies
That sing, and singing in their glory move,
And wipe the tears for ever from his ey&s.

Now Lycidas the shepheds weep no more;

CHRIEERD elegy TIREZ ONBWE¥ETH S, 1272 Virgil ® Ecloga V ic, &
A Daphnis ##%( L TRICETEF 205, KFichr4Tob0, REFYILULE

— 55 —
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3, EWVHETANBE, UL, MxAEDDE, 50, EIXEHIEL, Spenser
@ The Shepheardes Calender o ‘November’ 1213, 1 IROFRICE ATHRMNH 5,

Wwhy then weepes Lobbin so without remorse?
O Lobb, thy losse no longer lament(,a)
2

Dido nis dead, but into heauen hent.

Milton DX 5ic, FHLF ) 2 P EOIBREFEREANT, +) 2 M %HOTA, ki
DM ZHi{ pastoral elegy 13{liz il 5700,

U THRTTC 1A REZILEICA LT, Lycidas © WikZid 5, KByl 37Tk
AkInd, FYYT e o—=TE Apollo, 1) A METEF VA FTH L, L LI
12iZ, Lycidas |3 “the dear might of him that walked the an@e@s”(CJ: S>THRA B,
Wiz, BloXREH, BoFEENDIFEDICHE, £ T, “the nuptial song, / In the
blest kingdoms meek of joy and loveg’? 0%, Saints OPIGAZ SN B, TN

Epitaphium Damonis OO0 LR U L, Revelation 197715 &N, TEOILTH S,

And T heard as it were the voice of a great multitude and as the voice of
many waters, and as the voice of mighty thunderings, saying, Alleluia: for the
Lord God omnipotent reigneth.

Let us be glad and rejoice, and give honour to him: for the marriage of the
Lamb is come, and his wife hath made herself ready.

And to her was granted that she should be arrayed in fine linen, clean and
white : for the fine linen is the righteousness of saints.

And he saith unto me, Write, Blessed are they which are called unto the
&)

marriage supper of the Lamb.

Ty, Bion @ Adonidos Epitaphios o, 55U hWrsh, MU, 4
B3Ry o, WidilA, L EWE LHOBICHELENTNDE, WAL EDEow
WBAALNS,

The wedding God hath put out every torch before the door, and scattered the
bridal garland upon the ground; the burden of his song is no more “Ho for the

Wedding;” there’s more of “Woe” and “Adonis” to it than ever there was of thef

wedding-cry.

%7z, Lycidas oA 2L T ARIEDE Amaranthus %2 Sk, % & &%y
DOONICII A% D Nectar 2T %, EbLEREOIERITH DML, K
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@ pastoral elegy ITIZEZBDH XTI,

COREOTFEDEEL D, +Y R MEOMWRAER N, THEDA 2 V2, Epita-
phium Damonis DRV A SE %, LirL, £C TR, DPUR-HEEMNND > T3,
Damon 2§80 AN XL T, “immortales hymenaeos” &N %, #Niz+ ) R
PROTFEOIFERZT TEL, FEUEMD LWHHIE S BN 3, Bacchus 08X
ZHRBL TS,

Quod tibi purpureus pudor, et sine labe iuventus

Grata fuit, quod nulla tori libata voluptas,

En etiam tibi virginei servantur honores;

Ipse caput nitidum cinctus rutilante corona,

Letaque frondentis gestans umbracula palmae

Aeternum perages immortales hymenaeos ;

Cantus ubi, choreisque furit lyra mista beatis,

Festa Sionaeo bacchantur et orgia thyrso.
(Because the blush of modesty and a youth without stain were your choice, and because
you never tasted the delight of the marriage bed, see—virginal honours are reserved for
you! Your radiant head circled with a gleaming crown, the joyful, shady branches of
leafy palm in your hands, you will take part for ever in the immortal marriage-rite,
where singing is heard and the lyre rages in the midst of the ecstatic dances, and

where the festal orgies rave in Bacchic frenzy under the thyrsus of Zion.)

Virgil o Ecloga V' & Daphnis at Heaven’s Gate \ZiELNBEDLHTH S,
Daphnis(Julius Caesar 7#7& 1 b 3) 12 Bacchus O BIAE stchh b, O
%, ZARANIEETOFENS merry-making (convivia Baccho) 2L k5, W -T
NWHEZAND B,

et multo in primis hilarans convivia Baccho,
ante focum, si frigus erit, si messis, in umbra
vina novum fundam calathis Ariusia nectar.

cantabunt mihi Damoetas et Lyctius Aegon,
29

saltantes Satyros imitabitur Alphesiboeus.
(And best of all, we shall have merry-makings where the wine will flow, in winter by
the hearth, or in the shade at harvest time. Qur tankards shall de filled with the fresh
nectar of the Chian grape. I will make Damoetas and Cretan Aegon sing. Alphesiboeus

shall prance like any leaping Faun.)

Damon O A 778, Tuscany W 7z Thyrsis 725 Milton 13, 2 OFEOIP TS,
42 )TEZOHMDFFAFELEMZ TS, RITHED 7 7 VEEDOTHT, n—<DFA DEE
DO—EBROO S RNEFE TR,
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Manso il bhrc & d, ZOoORICH i AT % Phoenixd Love O%b £ %
kL TWA, Phoenix (3 Aurora GCHC#EELRD, LWOKTH S, Samson
Agonistes OFSKILL OIMRIC, BOBEET 5, Zo#d Olympus ic& EE 5, LK
ZziiZfz Cupid DEZELE S TRWVWED, {EROTHMNEANTIREL, £DRALHE,
DR LLEBA TR, RICEDISAID LSO ZENEUTE 5, B O M i3
Cyprian (Aphrodite) & UL T&HED pastoral elegy [CRARES, 587115,
Lycidas % Epitaphium Damonis &350, LA D elegy &, W ZITHATHA
Exdh, LALEROEME LI 5TH S, RFHC, ZOME, &Y 2 P BOFHOM,
FUVRPOPLMDOETH S, COMWFE, HEL+FY A PEOZ oD i@ d 52
RATACTE RS DY, 44 VETRICL, ERICLEZbDOTH 5,

Damon ZHMTOMIC, VFIOEREDIETORBRDT, FRRICVLDITENI L
T A1CiE, Moschus, Bion 250, F)fo Persephone [CHiZ S JEHEAN DU JLE
HEL SN S,
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Nec tibi conveniunt lacrymae, nec flebimus ultra,

Ite procul lacrymae, purum colit aethera Damon,

Aethera purus habet, pluvium pede reppulit arcum ;

Heroumque animas inter, divosque perennes,

Aethereos haurit latices et gaudia potat

Ore sacr(()a.m
(Nothing is here for tears. I shall weep no more. Away with you, tears. Damon dwells
now in the pure ether: pure himself, his home is the ether. He spurns the rainbow
with his foot, and among the souls of heroes, among the eternal gods, he drinks the

draughts of heaven and drains its joys with his holy lips.)

Z® Lycidas & {72812, Milton 04 —2DfERichlibzzEnh s, Samson

Agonistes® Manoa OELETdH 5, Samson DA RIZKOLESKLE S,

Nothing is here for tears, nothing to wail
Or knock the breast, no weakness, no contempt,

Dispraise, or blame, nothing but well and fair,
[)t)
And what may quiet us in a death so noble.

Samson Agonmistes |3 Lycidas X0 b & oiciiplic, LHOEREZOHRDOEL X
AN FF TN B, %D Chorus O, FoFk s, LY L TRER NN
KZERLTWVS,

All is best. though we oft doubt
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What the unsearchable dispose

Of highest wisdom brings about,

And ever best found in the close.

Oft he seems to hide his face,

But unexpectedly returns

And to his faithful champion hath in place
Bore witness gloriously ; whence Gaza mourns
And all that band them to resist

His uncontrollable intent,

His servants he with new acquist

Of true experience from this great event
With peace and consolation hath digzr)nissed,

And calm of mind all passion spent.

TR ¥ Y v 7EREA Euripides OIERZ O TS Chorus sl;”‘l’ SRENE X
N T3, Medea, Alcestis, The Bacchanals %50 Chorus OV DI, 2L
& oo, “unlooked-for” $“this marvellous thing” & - 7&K Bz Samson Agon-
istes DICRML TS, ULALEBEBREZHUL TNTD, B2 2HRIZENLD, “peace”,
“consolation”, “calm of mind” |2# Y X FHHAA(TIZH 3,
g, Comus B4 % Tillyard ©EFE#, “calm of a kind but without the
preliminary struggle” i3, Nativity Ode DXWid %) X%, Paradise Regained
O, BEOFZICH L TKRIE—E, W ERVLTEHEZRBHEYG % Christ Kb HTIZE 3
bOTHAD,
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St.Matthew, xi: 28-30.

Lycidas, 112.
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