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Sonnet 128

CXXVIII

How oft when thou, my music, music play’st,

Upon that blessed wood whose motion sounds

With thy sweet fingers when thou gently sway’st

The wiry concord that mine ear confounds,

Do I envy those jacks that nimble leap,

To kiss the tender inward of thy hand,

Whilst my poor lips which should that harvest reap,

At the wood’s boldness by thee blushing stand!

To be so tickled, they would change their state

And situation with those dancing chips,

O’er whom thy fingers walk with gentle gait,

Making dead wood more bless’d than living lips.

    Since saucy jacks so happy are in this,

    Give them thy fingers, me thy lips to kiss.




Glossary

Old, rare, and literary words used in this text, with short plain-English meanings from the Classics Reference Library glossary.


	confounds verb

	confuses or mixes up; also baffles or defeats

	oft adverb

	often (poetic)

	thee pronoun

	you (when speaking to one person, as the object) (archaic)

	thou pronoun

	you (when speaking to one person, as the subject) (archaic)

	thy pronoun

	your (archaic)

	whilst conjunction

	while (archaic)
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