William Shakespeare
Introduction: Shakespeare’s 154 sonnets first appeared in a collection in 1609. Sonnet 18 is one of the better known. In this sonnet, the poet writes beautifully on the conventional (普通的，常见的) theme that his poetry will bring eternity (永恒) to the one he loves and eulogizes (称赞，颂扬).
Sonnet 18

Shall I compare thee (you) to a summer’s day?                        a
Thou (you) art (are) more lovely and more temperate:                  b
Rough winds do shake the darling buds of May,                       a
And summer’s lease hath (has) all too short a date;                    b
Sometimes too hot the eye of heaven shines,                         c

And often is his gold complexion dimm’d;                          d

And every fair from fair sometimes declines,                         c

By chance or nature’s changing course untrimm’d:                    d

But thy (your)eternal summer shall not fade                          e

Nor lose possession of that fair thou ow’st (possess);                   f

Nor shall Death brag thou wand’rest in his shade,                      e

When in eternal lines to time thou grow’st.                           f

So long as men can breathe or eyes can see,                          g

So long lives this, and this gives life to thee.                          g
Hamlet’s soliloquy (独白)
Introduction: Hamlet is one of Shakespeare’s great tragedies. The selection, taken from Act Ⅲ, Scene 1, is the best known of Hamlet’s soliloquy. “To be, or not to be”, which reveals the inner contradiction (矛盾) of the hero as well as the poet’s penetrating (尖锐的，深刻的) comments on the social reality of his time.
(From Act Ⅲ, Scene 1)

Hamlet. To be, or not to be, — that is the question:

       Whether ‘tis nobler in the mind to suffer

The slings and arrows of outrageous Fortune,
Or to take arms against a sea of troubles,

And by opposing end them. To die, — to sleep, —

No more; and, by a sleep, to say we end 

The heartache, and the thousand natural shocks

That flesh is heir to, — ‘tis a consummation

Devoutly to be wish’d. To die, — to sleep; —

To sleep! Perchance to dream: — ay, there’s the rub;

For in that sleep of death what dreams may come,

When we have shuffled off this mortal coil,

Must give us pause. There’s the respect

That makes calamity of so long life;

For who would bear the whips and scorns of time,

The oppressor’s wrong, the proud man’s contumely,

The pangs of dispriz’d love, the law’s delay,

The insolence of office, and the spurns 

That patient merit of the unworthy takes,

When he himself might his quietus make

With a bare bodkin? Who would fardels hear,

To grunt and sweat under a weary life,

But that the dread of something after death,

The undiscover’d country, from whose bourn

No traveler returns, puzzles the will,

And makes us rather bear those ills we have

Than fly to others that we know not of?

Thus conscience does make cowards of us all;

And thus the native hue of resolution

Is sicklied o’er with the pale cast of thought;

And enterprises of great pith and moment,

With this regard, their currents turn awry.

And lose the name of action.

John Milton
Introduction: Milton wrote altogether 24 sonnets and has generally been considered one of sthe greatest writers of sonnets in the history of English literature. While a few of his sonnets are simply occasional pieces addressed to his friends, most of the others reveal the poet’s innermost thoughts on political or religious or personal problems.

     Milton wrote two sonnets to Cyriack Skinner. The one given below is the second of the two and is one of the better known of Milton’s sonnets. Here the poet not only describes very vividly his sufferings from blindness but with much pride he speaks of having lost his sight in defence of his nation’s political liberty (自由).
Sonnet: To Cyriack Skinner

Cyriack, this three years’ day these eyes, though clear,      西里亚克，三年来，我这双眼睛，
To outward view, of blemish or of spot,                  表面上看来，虽无污垢斑点，
Bereft of light, their seeing have forgot;                  却已失明，忘记了自己的视线
Nor to their idle orbs doth sight appear                   废弃的眼珠终年一片昏瞑，
Of sun, or moon, or star, throughout the year.              从未出现过太阳、月亮或星星，  

Or man, or woman. Yet I argue not                      也没有男人和女人，但我没抗议
Against heaven’s hand or will, nor bate a jot              上苍的旨意，也没有丝毫丧失
Of heart or hope, but still bear up and steer                信心和希望，我仍在奋力前行。 

Right onward. What supports me, dost thou ask?           是什么支撑着我，你也许要问？
The conscience, friend, to have lost them overplied         是良心、朋友，由于捍卫自由

In liberty’s defence, my noble task.                      我用力过度而永远失去了他们。
Of which all Europe rings from side to side.               这神圣的使命已传遍整个欧洲。
This thought might lead me through the world’s vain mask   这信念将引我——若无更好的引路人
Content, though blind, had I no better guide.               满足地——虽然瞎了，在尘世周游
William Wordsworth

Earth Has not Anything to Show More Fair

Introduction: Composed upon Westminster Bridge on September 3, 1892, this is one of the better known of Wordsworth’s numerous sonnets. Here is a vivid picture of a beautiful morning in London, while the silence awakened Wordsworth’s religious belief and made him think of God. The language used is simple and effective.

Earth has not anything to show more fair:                     人间没有比这更美好的景象：

Dull would he be of soul who could pass by                   它是那样庄严，又那样辉煌，
A sight so touching in its majesty:                           谁能经过它的身边而无动于衷：
This City now doth, like a garment, wear                      这城市此刻披着美丽的晨光，

The beauty of the morning; silent, bare,                       象穿着睡衣，袒露而又安详， 
Ships, towers, domes, theaters, and temples lie                 那些船舶、楼阁、剧院、教堂
Open unto the fields, and to the sky;                           次伸向田野，又伸入高空；
All bright and glittering in the smokeless air.                   一切在明朗的空中熠熠闪光。
Never did sun more beautifully steep                         璀璨的朝阳从未这样美丽地
In his first splendour valley, rock, or hill;                      照耀过大地上的峡谷和山冈
Ne’er saw I, never felt, a calm so deep!                       我从未看到或感到这般沉静！
The river glideth at his own sweet will:                       河水正在欢快地自由地流淌
Dear God! The very houses seem asleep;                      亲爱的主啊！万屋似在沉睡
And all that mighty heart is lying still!                        那伟大的心灵也停止了跳荡！
Byron

The Isles of Greece

1

The isles of Greece, the isles of Greece!            希腊群岛啊，希腊群岛啊！

Where burning Sappho loved and sung,            火热的萨弗曾在此恋爱歌唱，
Where grew the arts of war and peace,             这里曾兴起战争与和平的艺术，
Where Delos rose, and Phoebus sprung!       狄洛斯崛立，阿波罗跃出海洋，
Eternal summer glids them yet,                永恒的夏天仍为群岛镀金，
But all, except their sun, is set.                 但除了太阳，一切都已沉沦。
Note: Sappho: an ancient Greek poetess (600 BC)
     Delos: a small Greek island in the Southwest Aegean Sea (爱琴海)

     Phoebus: Apollo, the Greek Sun-god
