
ANON(YMOUS) BY NAOMI IIZUKA 
directed by guest artist Josiah Davis 
rehearsals begin January 21 
performing February 23-28 
 
In consideration of the tensions at the southern border of the US and global refugee 
migration at an all-time high, we will explore the memories of the human heart. What are 
the sensations we hold in our heart when everything else has been taken? The stories 
we replay and rewind in our dreams. How do we figure out who we are? What is family? 
What is found family? How do we find home when the location no longer exists?  
 
Looking for twelve (12) actors. All race, ethnicity, gender identity, and ability 
HIGHLY encouraged to audition. It is imperative to the success of this production that 
this cast is constructed with actors of various backgrounds and lived experiences that 
glitter across the diaspora. This request is not to check boxes but to be specific and 
accurate in our representation of the global majority.  
 
Please prepare one (1) side and a short song that you love and showcases your 
voice. It’s okay if you are not a good or professional singer just do your best! All roles 
are not represented in the sides. 
 
Masks are intimately integrated into the costume design and will be performed in an 
outdoor amphitheater. Although there will not be a virtual element to this production, we 
will be taking every precaution to keep you safe according to the COVID guidelines. You 
will never be asked to do anything you are uncomfortable with. ! 
 
Come play with us! 
 
Email josiah.davis@furman.edu (director) or clarebeth.mcconnell@furman.edu (stage 
manager) with questions or if you would like a copy of the script. 
 
Please complete the audition and crew application form prior to January 19. Once you 
submit the online form, you will receive the Zoom link for auditions.  
https://forms.gle/YkG4pa8PY88AUTeo7  
 
  



GUIDE for ANON(YMOUS) AUDITION SIDES 
 
Anon (child) any gender poc 
Sides: put Part 2, 11, and 12 together 
 
Nemasani(mother) - female identifying poc 
Sides: pg12 - all of Part 4 
 
Naja (goddess)  
Sides: all of pg 8, cut all of Anons lines 
 
Calista (teen rich gurl)- female identifying  
Sides: pg 14 - put the 3 big chunks together. Cut “that’s crazy” in last chunk 
 
Mr. Yuri Makus (factory manager) 
Sides: chunks on pg49 
 
Mr. zyclo (shady butcher) 
Sides: chunk on pg36 
 
Pascal (runaway street kid) 
Sides: first 3 lines on pg31 plus the chunk in Part 21 
 
  



side for NAJA

begin

end



Side for ANON

begin

continued



Side for ANON (continued)

Side for ANON (continued)

end



side for NEMASANI

begin

end



side for CALISTA

begin

end



side for PASCAL

begin

continued…



side for PASCAL continued

continued

end



side for MR. ZYCLO

begin

end



side for MR. MACKUS

begin

end



“LOVE’S FINE WIT:” an evening of sonnets 
directed by Jay Oney 
rehearsals begin March 14 
streaming opens April 13 
 
Where there’s a Will, there’s a play!  
  
When a plague outbreak forced the closing of London theatres in the mid-1590s, 
Shakespeare responded by writing his most famous sonnets. Taking our cue from the 
Bard, Furman Theatre Arts offers a selection of 24 sonnets for our final show of 2020-
2021.  
  
Sonnets are plays in miniature, 14-line distillations of dramatic situations where the 
speakers grapple with grief, eternity, politics, failure, sexuality, humor, art, and, of 
course, love.   
  
Alongside some of Shakespeare best sonnets will be poems by Dante Gabriel Rossetti, 
Edna St. Vincent Millay, Sylvia Plath, Wallace Stevens, e.e. cummings, Ezra Pound, 
John Donne, Gerard Manley Hopkins, John Keats, Percy Bysshe Shelley, and others.  
  
“O, learn to read what silent love hath writ:   
To hear with eyes belongs to love's fine wit.”   
	
Seeking eight (8) actors. 
All race, ethnicity, gender identity, and ability encouraged to audition. 
The presentation and rehearsal of this piece will be strictly virtual in nature. 
 
Please prepare one (1) sonnet from the selections provided. Memorization would 
be nice, but, more importantly, make decisions about who you are in the context of the 
sonnet, who you are speaking to and why, and what goals you wish to achieve. 
 
Email jay.oney@furman.edu (director) with questions. 
 
Please complete the audition and crew application form prior to January 19. Once you 
submit the online form, you will receive the Zoom link for auditions. 
https://forms.gle/YkG4pa8PY88AUTeo7  
  



“Love’s Fine Wit:” An Evening of Sonnets 

Where We Got the Title 
 
Shakespeare sonnet 23 
 
1    As an unperfect actor on the stage 
  2    Who with his fear is put besides his part,  
  3    Or some fierce thing replete with too much rage,  
  4    Whose strength's abundance weakens his own heart,  
  5    So I, for fear of trust, forget to say  
  6    The perfect ceremony of love's rite,  
  7    And in mine own love's strength seem to decay,  
  8    O'ercharged with burden of mine own love's might.  
  9    O, let my books be then the eloquence  
 10    And dumb presagers of my speaking breast,  
 11    Who plead for love and look for recompense  
 12    More than that tongue that more hath more express'd.  
 13      O, learn to read what silent love hath writ:  
 14      To hear with eyes belongs to love's fine wit.  
 

On Poetry 
 
Sonnet  
Billy Collins 
All we need is fourteen lines, well, thirteen now, 
and after this next one just a dozen 
to launch a little ship on love's storm-tossed seas, 
then only ten more left like rows of beans. 
How easily it goes unless you get Elizabethan 
and insist the iambic bongos must be played 
and rhymes positioned at the ends of lines, 
one for every station of the cross. 
But hang on here while we make the turn 
into the final six where all will be resolved, 
where longing and heartache will find an end, 
where Laura will tell Petrarch to put down his pen, 
take off those crazy medieval tights, 
blow out the lights, and come at last to bed. 
 
THE SONNET 
Dante Gabriel Rossetti 

A Sonnet is a moment's monument,-- 
Memorial from the Soul's eternity 



To one dead deathless hour. Look that it be, 
Whether for lustral rite or dire portent, 
Of its own intricate fulness reverent: 
Carve it in ivory or in ebony, 
As Day or Night prevail; and let Time see 
Its flowering crest impearled and orient. 
 
A Sonnet is a coin: its face reveals 
The soul,--its converse, to what Power 'tis due:-- 
Whether for tribute to the august appeals 
Of Life, or dower in Love's high retinue 
It serve; or, 'mid the dark wharf's cavernous breath, 
In Charon's palm it pay the toll to Death. 

How I Discovered Poetry  
Marilyn Nelson  
 
It was like soul-kissing, the way the words 

filled my mouth as Mrs. Purdy read from her desk. 
All the other kids zoned an hour ahead to 3:15, 
but Mrs. Purdy and I wandered lonely as clouds borne 
by a breeze off Mount Parnassus. She must have seen 
the darkest eyes in the room brim: The next day 
she gave me a poem she’d chosen especially for me 
to read to the all except for me white class. 
She smiled when she told me to read it, smiled harder, 
said oh yes I could. She smiled harder and harder 
until I stood and opened my mouth to banjo playing 
darkies, pickaninnies, disses and dats. When I finished 
my classmates stared at the floor. We walked silent 
to the buses, awed by the power of words. 
 

On Anne Hathaway 
 
Shakespeare 145 
Those lips that Love's own hand did make  
Breathed forth the sound that said 'I hate,' 
To me that languish'd for her sake: 
But when she saw my woeful state, 
Straight in her heart did mercy come,  
Chiding that tongue that ever sweet  
Was used in giving gentle doom,  
And taught it thus anew to greet:  
'I hate' she alter'd with an end,  



That follow'd it as gentle day  
Doth follow night, who like a fiend  
From heaven to hell is flown away;  
   'I hate' from hate away she threw,  
   And saved my life, saying -- 'not you.'  
 

In his will, Shakespeare left Anne his “second best bed” 
 
Anne Hathaway  
Carol Ann Duffy  
 
The bed we loved in was a spinning world  
of forests, castles, torchlight, clifftops, seas  
where we would dive for pearls. My lover's words  
were shooting stars which fell to earth as kisses  
on these lips; my body now a softer rhyme  
to his, now echo, assonance; his touch  
a verb dancing in the centre of a noun.  
Some nights, I dreamed he'd written me, the bed  
a page beneath his writer's hands. Romance  
and drama played by touch, by scent, by taste.  
In the other bed, the best, our guests dozed on,  
dribbling their prose. My living laughing love –  
I hold him in the casket of my widow's head  

as he held me upon that next best bed.  
 

On Childhood 

Harlem Hopscotch 

Maya Angelou 

One foot down, then hop! It’s hot. 
Good things for the ones that’s got. 
Another jump, now to the left. 
Everybody for hisself. 

In the air, now both feet down. 
 Since you black, don’t stick around. 
Food is gone, the rent is due, 
 Curse and cry and then jump two. 

All the people out of work, 
 Hold for three, then twist and jerk. 



Cross the line, they count you out. 
That’s what hopping’s all about. 

Both feet flat, the game is done. 
They think I lost. I think I won. 

On Grief 
 
Edna St. Vincent Millay  
 

Time does not bring relief; you all have lied    
Who told me time would ease me of my pain!    
I miss him in the weeping of the rain;    
I want him at the shrinking of the tide; 
The old snows melt from every mountain-side,    
And last year’s leaves are smoke in every lane;    
But last year’s bitter loving must remain 
Heaped on my heart, and my old thoughts abide.    
There are a hundred places where I fear    
To go,—so with his memory they brim.    
And entering with relief some quiet place    
Where never fell his foot or shone his face    
I say, “There is no memory of him here!”    
And so stand stricken, so remembering him. 

 
Winter landscape, with rocks 
Sylvia Plath 
 
Water in the millrace, through a sluice of stone, 
plunges headlong into that black pond 
where, absurd and out-of-season, a single swan 
floats chaste as snow, taunting the clouded mind 
which hungers to haul the white reflection down. 
 
The austere sun descends above the fen, 
an orange cyclops-eye, scorning to look 
longer on this landscape of chagrin; 
feathered dark in thought, I stalk like a rook, 
brooding as the winter night comes on. 
 
Last summer's reeds are all engraved in ice 
as is your image in my eye; dry frost 
glazes the window of my hurt; what solace 
can be struck from rock to make heart's waste 
grow green again? Who'd walk in this bleak place? 



On Nature 

The Snow Man  

Wallace Stevens  
One must have a mind of winter 
To regard the frost and the boughs 
Of the pine-trees crusted with snow; 
 
And have been cold a long time 
To behold the junipers shagged with ice, 
The spruces rough in the distant glitter 
 
Of the January sun; and not to think 
Of any misery in the sound of the wind, 
In the sound of a few leaves, 
 
Which is the sound of the land 
Full of the same wind 
That is blowing in the same bare place 
 
For the listener, who listens in the snow, 
And, nothing himself, beholds 
Nothing that is not there and the nothing that is. 
 
 

e.e. cummings 

pity this busy monster, manunkind, 

not. Progress is a comfortable disease: 
your victim (death and life safely beyond) 

plays with the bigness of his littleness 
—electrons deify one razorblade 
into a mountainrange; lenses extend 

unwish through curving wherewhen till unwish 
returns on its unself. 
A world of made 
is not a world of born—pity poor flesh 

and trees, poor stars and stones, but never this 
fine specimen of hypermagical 



ultraomnipotence. We doctors know 

a hopeless case if—listen: there’s a hell 
of a good universe next door; let’s go. 

Sonnets Passing Judgment 
 
Cold-Blooded Creatures 
by Elinor Wylie 
 
Man, the egregious egoist 
(In mystery the twig is bent) 
Imagines, by some mental twist, 
That he alone is sentient 
 
Of the intolerable load 
That on all living creatures lies, 
Nor stoops to pity in the toad 
The speechless sorrow of his eyes. 
 
He asks no questions of the snake, 
Nor plumbs the phosphorescent gloom 
Where lidless fishes, broad awake, 
Swim staring at a nightmare doom. 

 
"The Garden" by Ezra Pound 
Like a skein of loose silk blown against a wall 
She walks by the railing of a path in Kensington Gardens, 
And she is dying piece-meal 
of a sort of emotional anemia. 
 
And round about there is a rabble 
Of the filthy, sturdy, unkillable infants of the very poor. 
They shall inherit the earth. 
 
In her is the end of breeding. 
Her boredom is exquisite and excessive. 
 
She would like some one to speak to her, 
And is almost afraid that I 
will commit that indiscretion. 
  



 
On Religion 

 
John Gillespie Magee, Jr. High Flight 
 
Oh, I have slipped the surly bonds of Earth 
And danced the skies on laughter-silvered wings; 
Sunward I’ve climbed, and joined the tumbling mirth 
Of sun-split clouds—and done a hundred things 
You have not dreamed of—wheeled and soared and swung 
High in the sunlit silence. Hov’ring there, 
I’ve chased the shouting wind along, and flung 
My eager craft through footless halls of air. 
Up, up the long, delirious, burning blue 
I’ve topped the windswept heights with easy grace 
Where never lark, or even eagle flew. 
And, while with silent, lifting mind I’ve trod 
The high untrespassed sanctity of space, 
Put out my hand, and touched the face of God. 
 
John Donne 
 
Death be not proud, though some have called thee  
Mighty and dreadful, for thou art not so,  
For those whom thou think'st thou dost overthrow,  
Die not, poor death, nor yet canst thou kill me.  
From rest and sleep, which but thy pictures be,  
Much pleasure, then from thee, much more must flow,  
And soonest our best men with thee do go,  
Rest of their bones, and soul's delivery.  
Thou art slave to Fate, Chance, kings, and desperate men,  
And dost with poison, war, and sickness dwell,  
And poppy, or charms can make us sleep as well,  
And better than thy stroke; why swell'st thou then?  
One short sleep past, we wake eternally,  
And death shall be no more; death, thou shalt die.  
 

God's Grandeur  

Gerard Manley Hopkins  
 

The world is charged with the grandeur of God. 
    It will flame out, like shining from shook foil; 



    It gathers to a greatness, like the ooze of oil 
Crushed. Why do men then now not reck his rod? 
Generations have trod, have trod, have trod; 
    And all is seared with trade; bleared, smeared with toil; 
    And wears man's smudge and shares man's smell: the soil 
Is bare now, nor can foot feel, being shod. 
 
And for all this, nature is never spent; 
    There lives the dearest freshness deep down things; 
And though the last lights off the black West went 
    Oh, morning, at the brown brink eastward, springs — 
Because the Holy Ghost over the bent 
    World broods with warm breast and with ah! bright wings. 

 
On Love and Age 

 
Shakespeare 138 
 
1    When my love swears that she is made of truth,  
  2    I do believe her, though I know she lies,  
  3    That she might think me some untutor'd youth,  
  4    Unlearned in the world's false subtleties.  
  5    Thus vainly thinking that she thinks me young,  
  6    Although she knows my days are past the best,  
  7    Simply I credit her false-speaking tongue:  
  8    On both sides thus is simple truth suppress'd. 
  9    But wherefore says she not she is unjust? 
 10    And wherefore say not I that I am old?  
 11    O, love's best habit is in seeming trust, 
 12    And age in love loves not t'have years told. 
 13      Therefore I lie with her. and she with me, 
 14      And in our faults by lies we flattered be. 
 
Wendy Cope 
 
My glass can’t quite persuade me I am old— 
In that respect my ageing eyes are kind— 
But when I see a photograph, I’m told 
The dismal truth: I’ve left my youth behind. 
And when I try to get up from a chair 
My knees remind me they are past their best. 
The burden they have carried everywhere 
I heavier now. No wonder they protest. 
Arthritic fingers, problematic neck, 



Sometimes causing mild to moderate pain, 
Could well persuade me I’m an ancient wreck 
But here’s what helps me to feel young again. 
My love, who fell for me so long ago, 
Still loves me just as much, and tells me so.” 
 
Shakespeare sonnet 73 
 
1    That time of year thou mayst in me behold 
  2    When yellow leaves, or none, or few, do hang 
  3    Upon those boughs which shake against the cold, 
  4    Bare ruin'd choirs, where late the sweet birds sang. 
  5    In me thou see'st the twilight of such day 
  6    As after sunset fadeth in the west, 
  7    Which by and by black night doth take away, 
  8    Death's second self, that seals up all in rest. 
  9    In me thou see'st the glowing of such fire 
 10    That on the ashes of his youth doth lie, 
 11    As the death-bed whereon it must expire 
 12    Consum'd with that which it was nourish'd by. 
 13      This thou perceiv'st, which makes thy love more strong, 
 14      To love that well which thou must leave ere long. 
 

On Immortality 
 

Shakespeare sonnet 18 
 

1    Shall I compare thee to a summer's day? 
  2    Thou art more lovely and more temperate:  
  3    Rough winds do shake the darling buds of May,  
  4    And summer's lease hath all too short a date:  
  5    Sometime too hot the eye of heaven shines,  
  6    And often is his gold complexion dimm'd;  
  7    And every fair from fair sometime declines,  
  8    By chance or nature's changing course untrimm'd;  
  9    But thy eternal summer shall not fade  
 10    Nor lose possession of that fair thou owest;  
 11    Nor shall Death brag thou wander'st in his shade,  
 12    When in eternal lines to time thou growest:  
 13      So long as men can breathe or eyes can see,  
 14      So long lives this and this gives life to thee.  
 
Lines Composed on April 23, 2016, on the 400th Anniversary of His Death”   
Wilude Scabere 



 
Shall I compare his language to a grave? 
It is more lively and more flowery. 
His rough-shook words refuse to be death’s slave. 
No tomb’s as showy or so showery. 
A sepulchre, though hard as rock, erodes, 
and shrines do often lose their lustre’s prime, 
while monuments, though nice, make poor abodes, 
and sadly catacombs decay in time. 
But Shakespeare’s language will not go away. 
Unceasingly, his lines play in the mind. 
They pop up even on a summer’s day. 
Unlike a crypt, they will not stay behind. 
Alas, poor Oracle, his song goes on, 
despite all efforts of oblivion. 
 
John Keats 
 
When I have fears that I may cease to be 
Before my pen has glean'd my teeming brain, 
Before high piled books, in charact'ry, 
Hold like rich garners the full-ripen'd grain; 
When I behold, upon the night's starr'd face, 
Huge cloudy symbols of a high romance, 
And think that I may never live to trace 
Their shadows, with the magic hand of chance; 
And when I feel, fair creature of an hour! 
That I shall never look upon thee more, 
Never have relish in the faery power 
Of unreflecting love!—then on the shore 
Of the wide world I stand alone, and think 
Till Love and Fame to nothingness do sink. 
 

On Love 
 
Sonnet 147 
by William Shakespeare 
 
My love is as a fever, longing still 
For that which longer nurseth the disease, 
Feeding on that which doth preserve the ill, 
The uncertain sickly appetite to please. 
My reason, the physician to my love, 
Angry that his prescriptions are not kept, 



Hath left me, and I desperate now approve 
Desire is death, which physic did except. 
Past cure I am, now reason is past care, 
And frantic-mad with evermore unrest. 
My thoughts and my discourse as madmen's are, 
At random from the truth vainly expressed, 
   For I have sworn thee fair, and thought thee bright, 
   Who art as black as Hell, as dark as night. 
 
Shakespeare 130 
 
1    My mistress' eyes are nothing like the sun;  
  2    Coral is far more red than her lips' red;  
  3    If snow be white, why then her breasts are dun;  
  4    If hairs be wires, black wires grow on her head.  
  5    I have seen roses damask'd, red and white,  
  6    But no such roses see I in her cheeks;  
  7    And in some perfumes is there more delight  
  8    Than in the breath that from my mistress reeks. 
  9    I love to hear her speak, yet well I know 
 10    That music hath a far more pleasing sound;  
 11    I grant I never saw a goddess go; 
 12    My mistress, when she walks, treads on the ground. 
 13      And yet, by heaven, I think my love as rare 
 14      As any she belied with false compare. 
 
Edna St. Vincent Millay 

I, being born a woman and distressed 
By all the needs and notions of my kind, 
Am urged by your propinquity to find 
Your person fair, and feel a certain zest 
To bear your body's weight upon my breast: 
So subtly is the fume of life designed, 
To clarify the pulse and cloud the mind, 
And leave me once again undone, possessed. 
Think not for this, however, the poor treason 
Of my stout blood against my staggering brain, 
I shall remember you with love, or season 
My scorn with pity, —let me make it plain: 
I find this frenzy insufficient reason 
For conversation when we meet again. 

Shakespeare sonnet 29 



1    When, in disgrace with fortune and men's eyes, 
  2    I all alone beweep my outcast state  
  3    And trouble deaf heaven with my bootless cries  
  4    And look upon myself and curse my fate,  
  5    Wishing me like to one more rich in hope,  
  6    Featured like him, like him with friends possess'd,  
  7    Desiring this man's art and that man's scope,  
  8    With what I most enjoy contented least; 
  9    Yet in these thoughts myself almost despising,  
 10    Haply I think on thee, and then my state,  
 11    Like to the lark at break of day arising  
 12    From sullen earth, sings hymns at heaven's gate;  
 13      For thy sweet love remember'd such wealth brings  
 14      That then I scorn to change my state with kings.  
 

Of Empires and Monuments 
 
Claude McKay (Harlem Renaissance) America 
 
Although she feeds me bread of bitterness, 
And sinks into my throat her tiger’s tooth, 
Stealing my breath of life, I will confess 
I love this cultured hell that tests my youth! 
Her vigor flows like tides into my blood, 
Giving me strength erect against her hate. 
Her bigness sweeps my being like a flood. 
Yet as a rebel fronts a king in state, 
I stand within her walls with not a shred 
Of terror, malice, not a word of jeer. 
Darkly I gaze into the days ahead, 
And see her might and granite wonders there, 
Beneath the touch of time’s unerring hand, 
Like priceless treasures sinking in the sand. 

Ozymandias  

 Percy Bysshe Shelley  

I met a traveller from an antique land, 
Who said—“Two vast and trunkless legs of stone 
Stand in the desert. . . . Near them, on the sand, 
Half sunk a shattered visage lies, whose frown, 
And wrinkled lip, and sneer of cold command, 
Tell that its sculptor well those passions read 
Which yet survive, stamped on these lifeless things, 



The hand that mocked them, and the heart that fed; 
And on the pedestal, these words appear: 
My name is Ozymandias, King of Kings; 
Look on my Works, ye Mighty, and despair! 
Nothing beside remains. Round the decay 
Of that colossal Wreck, boundless and bare 
The lone and level sands stretch far away.” 
 

Emma Lazarus, The New Colossus 

Not like the brazen giant of Greek fame, 
With conquering limbs astride from land to land; 
Here at our sea-washed, sunset gates shall stand 
A mighty woman with a torch, whose flame 
Is the imprisoned lightning, and her name 
Mother of Exiles. From her beacon-hand 
Glows world-wide welcome; her mild eyes command 
The air-bridged harbor that twin cities frame. 

‘Keep, ancient lands, your storied pomp!’ cries she 
With silent lips. ‘Give me your tired, your poor, 
Your huddled masses yearning to breathe free, 
The wretched refuse of your teeming shore. 
Send these, the homeless, tempest-tost to me, 
I lift my lamp beside the golden door!’ 

 
One last poem 

 
Do not stand at my grave and weep 
by Mary Elizabeth Frye 
 
Do not stand at my grave and weep: 
I am not there; I do not sleep. 
I am a thousand winds that blow, 
I am the diamond glints on snow, 
I am the sun on ripened grain, 
I am the gentle autumn rain. 
When you awaken in the morning’s hush 
I am the swift uplifting rush 
Of quiet birds in circling flight. 
I am the soft starshine at night. 
Do not stand at my grave and cry: 
I am not there; I did not die. 


