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埃德蒙·斯宾塞

青春正当时

清新的春天！爱情强大君王的

传令官，他的盾徽辉煌闪耀，

百花在大地上绽放出春天，

衣装绚丽多彩、壮丽辉煌。

去找我爱，她无忧无虑地安睡，

在她冬天的闺房里，尚未醒来；

告诉她，欢乐时光永不停步，

除非她抓住他额头上的发梢。

因此，叫她赶快自己梳好妆，

去爱神可爱的队伍里迎候爱神；

到时，无论谁错过她之所恋，

爱神都以忏悔的露珠来惩罚。

所以抓紧，甜蜜恋人！青春正当时；

因为没人能唤回流逝的光阴。

Edmund Spenser

Whilst It Is Prime

Fresh Spring, the herald of loves mighty king,

In whose cote armour richly are displayed

All sorts of flowers, the which on earth do spring,

In goodly colours gloriously arrayd —

Goe to my love, where she is carelesse layd, 

Yet in her winters bowre not well awake;

Tell her the joyous time wil not be staid,

Unlesse she doe him by the forelock take;

Bid her therefore her selfe soone ready make,

To wayt on Love amongst his lovely crew;

Where every one, that misseth then her make,

Shall be by him amearst with penance dew.

Make hast, therefore, sweet love, whilest it is prime;

For none can call againe the passed time.
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威廉·莎士比亚

金色太阳从未如此甜美吻过

金色太阳从未如此甜美吻过

玫瑰花上那些清新晨露，

当那些清新光线像你的目光，

猛击流满我双颊的夜露。

皎洁的银月不曾有一半月光，

穿透大海那透明的胸怀。

恰似你的脸映照我一双泪眼；

你在我挥洒的每滴泪里闪现，

每滴泪如一辆马车将你搭载：

你便在我的悲痛里乘车凯旋。

只要看一看我脸上喷涌的泪水，

我的悲伤恰好显示你的荣耀。

但切莫自恋：你要把我的泪水

当成镜子，让我不停落泪哭泣。

William Shakespeare

So Sweet A Kiss the Golden Sun Gives Not

So sweet a kiss the golden sun gives not

To those fresh morning drops upon the rose,

As thy eye-beams, when their fresh rays have smot

The night of dew that on my cheeks down flows:

Nor shines the silver moon one half so bright

Through the transparent bosom of the deep,

As doth thy face through tears of mine give light;

Thou shin’st in every tear that I do weep:

No drop but as a coach doth carry thee;

So ridest thou triumphing in my woe.

Do but behold the tears that swell in me, 

And they thy glory through my grief will show:

But do not love thyself; then thou wilt keep

My tears for glasses, and still make me weep.
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罗伯特·彭斯

一朵鲜红的玫瑰

啊，我之所爱像一朵鲜红的玫瑰，

在六月里吐蕊绽放；

啊，我之所爱像一支乐曲，

奏出甜美的旋律。

我可爱的女孩儿，你那么美丽，

我爱你爱得如此深情，

我将永远爱你，我之所爱，

直到海洋枯干。

直到海洋枯干，我之所爱，

直到太阳把岩石熔化；

我将永远爱你，我之所爱，

只要生命之沙流不尽。

好吧，再见，我唯一所爱，

好吧，暂时分别；

我会再来，我之所爱，

哪怕相隔一万里！

Robert Burns

A Red, Red Rose

O my luve is like a red, red rose,

That’s newly sprung in June;

O my luve is like the melodie,

That’s sweetly played in tune.

As fair thou art, my bonie lass,

So deep in luve am I;

And I will luve thee still, my dear,

Till a’ the seas gang dry.

Till a’ the seas gang dry, my dear,

And the rock melt wi’ the sun;

And I will luve thee still, my dear,

While the sands o’ life shall run.

And fare thee weel, my only luve,

And fare thee weel a while

And I will come again, my luve,

Tho’s it were ten thousand mile!

6
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7 Music 音  乐 8

珀西·比希·雪莱

音  乐

我渴望那神圣的音乐，

饥渴的心如一朵濒死的花；

乐音倾泻，像施了魔法的美酒，

音符在一阵银色的阵雨中奔放，

像一片荒芜的原野，渴望甘霖细雨，

我喘息，我晕眩，等那音符再次唤醒。

让我啜饮那甜美乐音的烈酒，

多些，啊，多些，——我仍未解渴。

它松开被烦恼捆在我心头，

要闷死我心灵的那条毒蛇。

这溶解的旋律，流经每根血管，

融入我的心房和脑海。

仿若一朵枯萎的紫罗兰，

曾在银色的湖畔吐露芳香，

当酷热的正午喝干它带露水的花萼，

却没有雾气替它解除饥渴——

紫罗兰死去，飘散的香气

飞上风的双翅，吹过蓝色湖面。

Percy Bysshe Shelley

Music

I pant for the music which is divine,

My heart in its thirst is a dying flower;

Pour forth the sound like enchanted wine,

Loosen the notes in a silver shower;

Like a herbless plain, for the gentle rain,

I gasp, I faint, till they wake again.

Let me drink of the spirit of that sweet sound,

More, oh more, — I am thirsting yet;

It loosens the serpent which care has bound

Upon my heart to stifle it;

The dissolving strain, through every vein,

Passes into my heart and brain.

As the scent of a violet withered up,

Which grew by the brink of a silver lake,

When the hot noon has drained its dewy cup,

And mist there was none its thirst to slake — 

And the violet lay dead while the odour flew

On the wings of the wind o’er the water blue — 
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9 Music 音  乐 10

仿若有个人从一只魔杯里啜饮

冒泡、起沫、沙沙作响的美酒，

好比一位万能的神女把杯斟满，

再以其神圣之吻邀心上人痛饮…… 

As one who drinks from a charmed cup

Of foaming, and sparkling, and murmuring wine,

Whom, a mighty Enchantress filling up,

Invites to love with her kiss divine...
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11 Bright Star 明亮的星 12

约翰·济慈

明亮的星

明亮的星，但愿我能像你一样坚定——

却并非独自璀璨、高悬夜空，

并以永恒不闭的眼帘，守望，

像大自然耐心、不眠的隐士，

凝望涌动的浪涛，尽教士之责，

为尘世的人居海岸洗礼沐浴，

或凝望从群峦和荒野之上——

刚刚轻柔飘落的白雪面罩，

不——却依然坚定，依然不变，

头枕在我美丽爱人成熟的胸脯，

去永远感受它温软的起伏，

永远在甜美的不安中醒来，

安静，安静地，听她温柔的呼吸，

永远这样生活，否则，昏厥而死。

John Keats

Bright Star

Bright star, would I were steadfast as thou art —

Not in lone splendour hung aloft the night

And watching, with eternal lids apart,

Like nature’s patient, sleepless Eremite,

The moving waters at their priestlike task

Of pure ablution round earth’s human shores,

Or gazing on the new soft-fallen mask

Of snow upon the mountains and the moors —

No — yet still steadfast, still unchangeable,

Pillow’d upon my fair love’s ripening breast,

To feel for ever its soft fall and swell,

Awake for ever in a sweet unrest,

Still, still to hear her tender-taken breath,

And so live ever  — or else swoon to death.
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13 La Figlia che Piange 那个哭泣的女孩 14

托马斯·斯特恩斯·艾略特

那个哭泣的女孩

“少女，我该怎么称呼您？”

站在楼梯的最高层通道——

倚靠在一只花园的瓮上——

编织，编织你头发里的阳光——

面带一种痛苦的惊讶抱紧你的花——

把花扔在地上，转过身

双眼露出一种难以捉摸的怨恨：

但编织吧，编织你头发里的阳光。

所以我本想让他离开，

所以我本想让她站那儿伤心，

所以他会离开，

好似灵魂离开撕裂、青肿的肉体，

好似抛弃它享用过的肉体。

我应能找到

某种方式，无比轻盈和灵巧，

某种我们心领神会的方式，

简单而不忠实，就像一次微笑和握手。

她扭转身，却带走秋日的天气

Thomas Stearns Eliot

La Figlia che Piange

“O quam te memorem virgo ”

Stand on the highest pavement of the stair —

Lean on a garden urn —

Weave, weave the sunlight in your hair —

Clasp your flowers to you with a pained surprise —

Fling them to the ground and turn

With a fugitive resentment in your eyes:

But weave, weave the sunlight in your hair.

So I would have had him leave,

So I would have had her stand and grieve,

So he would have left

As the soul leaves the body torn and bruised,

As the mind deserts the body it has used.

I should find

Some way incomparably light and deft,

Some way we both should understand,

Simple and faithless as a smile and shake of the hand.

She turned away, but with the autumn weather
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15 La Figlia che Piange 那个哭泣的女孩 16

迫使我好多日子都在幻想，

好多日子，好多小时：

她的头发散在双臂，双臂抱满鲜花。

我奇怪他们怎么会在一起！

想必我错过了一个手势、一个姿势。

有时，这些深思仍能令

烦恼的子夜和正午的静谧感到吃惊。

Compelled my imagination many days,

Many days and many hours:

Her hair over arms and her arms full of flowers.

And I wonder how they should have been together!

I should have lost a gesture and a pose.

Sometimes these cogitations still amaze

The trouble midnight and the noon’s repose.
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17 The Rhodora 杜鹃花 18

拉尔夫·沃尔多·爱默生

杜鹃花

假使有人问，这朵花从何处来。

五月，当海风刺透我们的孤独，

我在树林里发现艳丽的杜鹃花，

在一潮湿角落展开无叶的花朵，

令荒原和舒缓的小溪感到欢欣。

紫色的花瓣落入池塘，使黑色

池水沾染花瓣之美，变得欢快。

红雀可以来这里让羽毛乘凉，

向叫它盛装失色的花儿求爱。

杜鹃花！若有贤哲问你为何

把这魅力耗损在天与地之间，

亲爱的，告诉他们，倘若双眼为观看而生，

那美貌便是它自身存在的理由。

啊，玫瑰的劲敌，你因何生在那里！

我从未想过去问；也从不知晓；

但我以浅薄的无知猜想，

恰是把我带去的同一种力量，把您带来。

Ralph Waldo Emerson

The Rhodora

On being asked, whence is the flower.

In May, when sea-winds pierced our solitudes,

I found the fresh Rhodora in the woods,

Spreading its leafless blooms in a damp nook,

To please the desert and the sluggish brook.

The purple petals fallen in the pool

Made the black water with their beauty gay;

Here might the red-bird come his plumes to cool,

And court the flower that cheapens his array.

Rhodora! If the sages ask thee why

This charm is wasted on the earth and sky,

Tell them, dear, that, if eyes were made for seeing,

Then beauty is its own excuse for Being;

Why thou wert there, O rival of the rose!

I never thought to ask; I never knew;

But in my simple ignorance suppose

The self-same power that brought me there, brought you.
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19 O Captain! My Captain! 啊，船长！我的船长！ 20

沃尔特·惠特曼

啊，船长！我的船长！

啊，船长！我的船长！我们可怕的航行已结束，

　船经受住每一次折磨，赢得我们寻求的战利品。

　　靠近港口，我听见钟声，人们尽情欢腾，

　　　当眼睛追随沉稳的龙骨，这艘船坚定、勇敢。

　　　　可是心啊！心啊！心啊！

　　　　　啊，渗出殷红的血滴！

　　　　　　我的船长躺在甲板上，

　　　　　　　人已僵冷，死去。

啊，船长！我的船长！起身，听这钟声；

　起身——旗帜为您飘荡——军号为您奏响，

　　花束和系着丝带的花环为您备下——海岸的人群为您聚集，

　　　他们为您欢呼，晃动的民众，转过渴望的面孔；

　　　　在这里，船长！亲爱的父亲！

　　　　　这手臂垫在您头颅下方！

　　　　　　这是甲板上的梦境，

　　　　　　　您已僵冷，死去。

我的船长没有回答，他双唇苍白、宁静，

　父亲感觉不到我的手臂，没有脉搏，也没有遗愿；

Walter Whitman

O Captain! My Captain!

O Captain! My Captain! Our fearful trip is done,

The ship has weather’d every rack, the prize we sought is won,

The port is near, the bells I hear, the people all exulting,

While follow eyes the steady keel, the vessel grim and daring;

But O heart! heart! heart!

O the bleeding drops of red!

Where on the deck my Captain lies,

Fallen cold and dead.

O Captain! My Captain! Rise up and hear the bells;

Rise up — for you the flag is flung — for you the bugle trills,

For you bouquets and ribbon’d wreaths — for you the shores crowding,

For you they call, the swaying mass, their eager faces turning;

Here, Captain! dear father!

This arm beneath your head;

It is some dream that on the deck

You’ve fallen cold and dead.

My Captain does not answer, his lips are pale and still,

My father does not feel my arm, he has no pulse nor will;
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21 O Captain! My Captain! 啊，船长！我的船长！ 22

　　这艘船安然无恙地抛锚，结束航行、终止航程；

　　　胜利的船，带着赢得的目标，从可怕的旅途返航。

　　　　啊，海岸，欢腾！啊，钟声，响起！

　　　　　但我，迈着哀痛的步履，

　　　　　　走在甲板上，船长躺在那里，

　　　　　　　人已僵冷，死去。

The ship is anchor’d safe and sound, its voyage closed and done;

From fearful trip the victor ship comes in with object won;

Exult, O shores! and ring, O bells!

But I, with mournful tread,

Walk the deck my Captain lies,

Fallen cold and dead.
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23 The Road Not Taken 未选择的路 24

罗伯特·李·弗罗斯特

未选择的路

黄色树林里分出两条岔路，

可惜，两条路我无法同时踏足，

身为一个旅行者，我站立良久

向一条路深处极目眺望

路在一片矮树丛处转弯；

那选择另一条路，同样公正合理，

或许还有更好的理由，

因为它长满青草，少有人踏足；

尽管那条路有人走过，

两条路真的大体相同。

那天清晨，两条路同样静卧

在足迹从未踏过的树叶丛中。

啊，我留待他日走第一条路！

即便清楚路如何引向前路，

却疑惑是否会走回头路。

从此历经多少岁月，我将在

某处，一声叹息里讲述此事：

林间分出两条岔路，而我——

Robert Lee Frost

The Road Not Taken

Two roads diverged in a yellow wood,

And sorry I could not travel both

And be one traveler, long I stood

And looked down one as far as I could

To where it bent in the undergrowth;

Then took the other, as just as fair,

And having perhaps the better claim,

Because it was grassy and wanted wear;

Though as for that the passing there

Had worn them really about the same,

And both that morning equally lay

In leaves no step had trodden black.

Oh, I kept the first for another day!

Yet knowing how way leads on to way,

I doubted if I should ever come back.

I shall be telling this with a sigh

Somewhere ages and ages hence:

Two roads diverged in a wood, and I —
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25 The Road Not Taken 未选择的路 26

选了一条少有人走的路，

这使前路全然不同。

I took the one less traveled by,

And that has made all the difference.
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27 From Spring Days to Winter 从春时到冬日 28

奥斯卡·王尔德

从春时到冬日

（配乐）

明媚的春天，树叶变得翠绿，

啊，画眉鸟在欢唱！

在纷乱的光泽里，我寻觅

我双眼从未见过的心爱之人，

哦，快乐的鸽子有金色的翅膀！

在盛开的红色、白色花丛中，

哦，画眉鸟在欢唱！

我心爱之人第一次映入眼帘，

哦，欢乐的完美幻影，

哦，快乐的鸽子有金色的翅膀！

黄橙橙的苹果像火焰一样闪光，

啊，画眉鸟在欢唱！

哦，嘴唇或里拉琴难以描画的爱神，

竖琴吹奏着爱情与欲望的玫瑰，

哦，快乐的鸽子有金色的翅膀！

但如今，随着降雪，树木变成灰色，

Oscar Wilde

From Spring Days to Winter

(For Music)

In the glad spring when leaves were green,

O merrily the throstle sings!

I sought, amid the tangled sheen,

Love whom mine eyes had never seen,

O the glad dove has golden wings!

Between the blossoms red and white,

O merrily the throstle sings!

My love first came into my sight,

O perfect vision of delight,

O the glad dove has golden wings!

The yellow apples glowed like fire.

O merrily the throstle sings!

O Love too great for lip or lyre,

Blown rose of love and of desire,

O the glad dove has golden wings!

But now with snow the tree is grey
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29 From Spring Days to Winter 从春时到冬日 30

啊，画眉鸟如今在悲鸣！

我心爱之人已死：啊！呜呼哀哉，

看，我躺在她沉默的脚下，

一只断了翅膀的鸽子！

啊，爱神！啊，爱神！你被杀死——

温柔的鸽子，温柔的鸽子，重新回来！

Ah, sadly now the throstle sing!

My love is dead: ah! well-a-day,

See at her silent feet I lay

A dove with broken wings!

Ah, Love! ah, Love! That thou wert slain —

Fond Dove, fond Dove return again.




