
Sonnet for Auditions
SONNET 34

Why didst thou promise such a beauteous day,
And make me travel forth without my cloak,
To let base clouds o’ertake me in my way,
Hiding thy bravery in their rotten smoke?
‘Tis not enough that through the cloud thou break,
To dry the rain on my storm-beaten face,
For no man well of such a salve can speak
That heals the wound and cures not the disgrace:
Nor can thy shame give physic to my grief;
Though thou repent, yet I have still the loss:
The offender’s sorrow lends but weak relief
To him that bears the strong offence’s cross.

Ah! but those tears are pearl which thy love sheds,
And they are rich and ransom all ill deeds.



Huckleberry Finn  Piece for Auditions
[Scene: Huck and Jim got separated while rafting down the Mississippi.  
When Huck finds his way back to the raft again, Jim has fallen asleep.  
Huck wakes Jim up and convinces him that his memories of their 
separation were merely a dream. Then Huck asks Jim to interpret that  
dream. Jim has just finish doing this when Huck points out the refuse on 
the deck which is proof that Jim was not dreaming.]

“Oh, well, that’s all interpreted well enough as far as it goes, Jim,” 
I says; “but what does these things stand for?”

It was the leaves and rubbish on the raft and the smashed oar. You 
could see them first-rate now.

Jim looked at the trash, and then looked at me, and back at the 
trash again. He had got the dream fixed so strong in his head that he 
couldn’t seem to shake it loose and get the facts back into its place again 
right away. But when he did get the thing straightened around he looked 
at me steady without ever smiling, and says:

“What do dey stan’ for? I’se gwyne to tell you. When I got all wore 
out wid work, en wid de callin’ for you, en went to sleep, my heart wuz 
mos’ broke bekase you wuz los’, en I didn’ k’yer no’ mo’ what become 
er me en de raf’. En when I wake up en fine you back agin, all safe en 
soun’, de tears come, en I could a got down on my knees en kiss yo’ 
foot, I’s so thankful. En all you wuz thinkin’ ’bout wuz how you could 
make a fool uv ole Jim wid a lie. Dat truck dah is trash; en trash is what 
people is dat puts dirt on de head er dey fren’s en makes ‘em ashamed.”

Then he got up slow and walked to the wigwam, and went in there 
without saying anything but that. But that was enough. It made me feel 
so mean I could almost kissed his foot to get him to take it back.


