But, soft! what light through yonder window breaks?
It is the east, and Juliet is the sun.
Juliet is bright as the sun.

Arise, fair sun, and kill the envious moon,
Who is already sick and pale with grief,
That thou her maid art far more fair than she…

The moon is sick because it is so jealous of Juliet’s beauty.
Two of the fairest stars in all the heaven,
Having some business, do entreat her eyes
To twinkle in their spheres till they return.

Her eyes are so bright they could take the place of stars.

See, how she leans her cheek upon her hand!
O, that I were a glove upon that hand,
That I might touch that cheek!

I wish I were Juliet’s glove so I could touch her cheek.

thou art
As glorious to this night, being o'er my head
As is a winged messenger of heaven

Looking at Juliet on the balcony is like looking at an angel up in heaven

that which we call a rose
By any other name would smell as sweet;

Roses smell good no matter what we call them.
Call me but love, and I'll be new baptized;
Henceforth I never will be Romeo.

If you love me, I will be baptized again with the name of “Love.”
With love's light wings did I o'er-perch these walls;

I flew over the walls with wings of love

Alack, there lies more peril in thine eye
Than twenty of their swords:

Your eyes are more dangerous than twenty swords.

I am no pilot; yet, wert thou as far
As that vast shore wash'd with the farthest sea,
I would adventure for such merchandise.

If I were the captain of a ship, I would sail across the sea to find a treasure like you.

O, swear not by the moon, the inconstant moon,
That monthly changes in her circled orb,
Lest that thy love prove likewise variable.

Don’t swear on the moon – it changes every month.

It is too rash, too unadvised, too sudden;
Too like the lightning, which doth cease to be
Ere one can say 'It lightens.’
Our love is like lightning – it comes and goes

quickly.

This bud of love, by summer's ripening breath,
May prove a beauteous flower when next we meet.
Now our love is like a flower bud, but hopefully when we meet again it will be a blooming flower.

My bounty is as boundless as the sea,
My love as deep; the more I give to thee,

My love is as deep and endless as the sea.

Love goes toward love, as schoolboys from
their books,
But love from love, toward school with heavy looks.

When I am coming to see you, I run fast like a kid leaving school.  However, when I leave you, I am more like a kid dragging my feet slowly to school.  

Good night, good night! Parting is such
sweet sorrow.
Leaving you is sweet and sad at the same time.

