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	Song
	

	Text: 

http://www.victorianweb.org/authors/crossetti/song.html
Image: http://www.humanitiesweb.org/human.php?s=l&p=c&a=i&ID=12 
	


When I am dead, my dearest,
Sing no sad songs for me;
Plant thou no roses at my head,
Nor shady cypress tree.
Be the green grass above me
With showers and dewdrops wet;
And if thou wilt, remember,
And if thou wilt, forget.

I shall not see the shadows,
I shall not feel the rain;
I shall not hear the nightingale
Sing on as if in pain.
And dreaming through the twilight
That doth not rise nor set,
Haply I may remember,
And haply may forget. 
	Robert Browning. 1812–1889
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	Porphyria's Lover
	

	Text: http://www.bartleby.com/101/720.html
Image: http://www.scottmccloud.com/comics/porphyria/porphyria.html 
	


	THE rain set early in to-night,

  The sullen wind was soon awake,

It tore the elm-tops down for spite,

  And did its worst to vex the lake:

  I listen'd with heart fit to break.

When glided in Porphyria; straight

  She shut the cold out and the storm,

And kneel'd and made the cheerless grate

  Blaze up, and all the cottage warm;

  Which done, she rose, and from her form

Withdrew the dripping cloak and shawl,

  And laid her soil'd gloves by, untied

Her hat and let the damp hair fall,

  And, last, she sat down by my side

  And call'd me. When no voice replied,

She put my arm about her waist,

  And made her smooth white shoulder bare,

And all her yellow hair displaced,

  And, stooping, made my cheek lie there,

  And spread, o'er all, her yellow hair,

Murmuring how she loved me—she

  Too weak, for all her heart's endeavour,

To set its struggling passion free

  From pride, and vainer ties dissever,

  And give herself to me for ever.

But passion sometimes would prevail,

  Nor could to-night's gay feast restrain

A sudden thought of one so pale

  For love of her, and all in vain:
So, she was come through wind and rain.
	Be sure I look'd up at her eyes

  Happy and proud; at last I knew

Porphyria worshipp'd me; surprise

  Made my heart swell, and still it grew

  While I debated what to do.

That moment she was mine, mine, fair,

  Perfectly pure and good: I found

A thing to do, and all her hair

  In one long yellow string I wound

  Three times her little throat around,

And strangled her. No pain felt she;

  I am quite sure she felt no pain.

As a shut bud that holds a bee,

  I warily oped her lids: again

  Laugh'd the blue eyes without a stain.

And I untighten'd next the tress

  About her neck; her cheek once more

Blush'd bright beneath my burning kiss:

  I propp'd her head up as before,

  Only, this time my shoulder bore

Her head, which droops upon it still:

  The smiling rosy little head,

So glad it has its utmost will,

  That all it scorn'd at once is fled,

  And I, its love, am gain'd instead!

Porphyria's love: she guess'd not how

  Her darling one wish would be heard.

And thus we sit together now,

  And all night long we have not stirr'd,

  And yet God has not said a word!



	Lord Alfred Tennyson. (1809-1892),

	
	



	The Lady of Shalott
	

	Text & Image: http://charon.sfsu.edu/TENNYSON/TENNLADY.HTML
	


	(1) On either side the river lie 
Long fields of barley and of rye, 
That clothe the wold and meet the sky; 
And through the field the road run by 
To many-tower'd Camelot; 
And up and down the people go, 
Gazing where the lilies blow 
Round an island there below, 
The island of Shalott. 
 (2) Willows whiten, aspens quiver, 
Little breezes dusk and shiver 
Through the wave that runs for ever 
By the island in the river 
Flowing down to Camelot. 
Four grey walls, and four grey towers, 
Overlook a space of flowers, 
And the silent isle imbowers 
The Lady of Shalott. 

(3) By the margin, willow veil'd,
Slide the heavy barges trail'd 
By slow horses; and unhail'd 
The shallop flitteth silken-sail'd
Skimming down to Camelot: 
But who hath seen her wave her hand? 
Or at the casement seen her stand? 
Or is she known in all the land, 
The Lady of Shalott? 

(4) Only reapers, reaping early, 
In among the bearded barley 
Hear a song that echoes cheerly 
From the river winding clearly; 
Down to tower'd Camelot; 
And by the moon the reaper weary, 
Piling sheaves in uplands airy, 
	Listening, whispers, " 'Tis the fairy 
The Lady of Shalott." 

(5)There she weaves by night and day 
A magic web with colours gay. 
She has heard a whisper say, 
A curse is on her if she stay 
To look down to Camelot. 
She knows not what the curse may be, 
And so she weaveth steadily, 
And little other care hath she, 
The Lady of Shalott.
(6) And moving through a mirror clear 
That hangs before her all the year, 
Shadows of the world appear. 
There she sees the highway near 
Winding down to Camelot; 
There the river eddy whirls, 
And there the surly village churls, 
And the red cloaks of market girls 
Pass onward from Shalott. 

(7) Sometimes a troop of damsels glad, 
An abbot on an ambling pad, 
Sometimes a curly shepherd lad, 
Or long-hair'd page in crimson clad 
Goes by to tower'd Camelot; 
And sometimes through the mirror blue 
The knights come riding two and two. 
She hath no loyal Knight and true, 
The Lady of Shalott. 





	(8) But in her web she still delights 
To weave the mirror's magic sights, 
For often through the silent nights 
A funeral, with plumes and lights 
And music, went to Camelot; 
Or when the Moon was overhead, 
Came two young lovers lately wed. 
"I am half sick of shadows," said 
The Lady of Shalott. 

(9) A bow-shot from her bower-eaves, 
He rode between the barley sheaves, 
The sun came dazzling thro' the leaves, 
And flamed upon the brazen greaves 
Of bold Sir Lancelot. 
A red-cross knight for ever kneel'd 
To a lady in his shield, 
That sparkled on the yellow field, 
Beside remote Shalott. 

(10)The gemmy bridle glitter'd free, 
Like to some branch of stars we see 
Hung in the golden Galaxy. 
The bridle bells rang merrily 
As he rode down to Camelot: 
And from his blazon'd baldric slung 
A mighty silver bugle hung, 
And as he rode his armor rung 
Beside remote Shalott.
(11) All in the blue unclouded weather 
Thick-jewell'd shone the saddle-leather, 
The helmet and the helmet-feather 
Burn'd like one burning flame together, 
As he rode down to Camelot. 
As often thro' the purple night, 
Below the starry clusters bright, 
Some bearded meteor, burning bright, 
Moves over still Shalott.
(12) His broad clear brow in sunlight glow'd; 
On burnish'd hooves his war-horse trode; 
From underneath his helmet flow'd 
His coal-black curls as on he rode, 
As he rode down to Camelot. 
From the bank and from the river 
He flashed into the crystal mirror, 
"Tirra lirra," by the river 
Sang Sir Lancelot. 
	(13) She left the web, she left the loom, 
She made three paces through the room, 
She saw the water-lily bloom, 
She saw the helmet and the plume, 
She look'd down to Camelot. 
Out flew the web and floated wide; 
The mirror crack'd from side to side; 
"The curse is come upon me," cried 
The Lady of Shalott.
(14) In the stormy east-wind straining, 
The pale yellow woods were waning, 
The broad stream in his banks complaining. 
Heavily the low sky raining 
Over tower'd Camelot; 
Down she came and found a boat 
Beneath a willow left afloat, 
And around about the prow she wrote 
The Lady of Shalott. 
(15) And down the river's dim expanse 
Like some bold seer in a trance, 
Seeing all his own mischance -- 
With a glassy countenance 
Did she look to Camelot. 
And at the closing of the day 
She loosed the chain, and down she lay; 
The broad stream bore her far away, 
The Lady of Shalott. 

(16) Lying, robed in snowy white 
That loosely flew to left and right -- 
The leaves upon her falling light -- 
Thro' the noises of the night, 
She floated down to Camelot: 
And as the boat-head wound along 
The willowy hills and fields among, 
They heard her singing her last song, 
The Lady of Shalott. 
(17) Heard a carol, mournful, holy, 
Chanted loudly, chanted lowly, 
Till her blood was frozen slowly, 
And her eyes were darkened wholly, 
Turn'd to tower'd Camelot. 
For ere she reach'd upon the tide 
The first house by the water-side, 
Singing in her song she died, 
The Lady of Shalott. 


	(18)Under tower and balcony, 
By garden-wall and gallery, 
A gleaming shape she floated by, 
Dead-pale between the houses high, 
Silent into Camelot. 
Out upon the wharfs they came, 
Knight and Burgher, Lord and Dame, 
And around the prow they read her name, 
The Lady of Shalott. 
	(19)Who is this? And what is here? 
And in the lighted palace near 
Died the sound of royal cheer; 
And they crossed themselves for fear, 
All the Knights at Camelot; 
But Lancelot mused a little space 
He said, "She has a lovely face; 
God in his mercy lend her grace, 
The Lady of Shalott." (1842)




The ending of 1833 version: 

They cross’d themselves, their stars they blest, 
Knight, minstrel, abbot, squire, and guest. 

There lay a parchment on her breast, 

That puzzled more than all the rest, 

The wellfed wits at Camelot. 

‘The web was woven curiously, 

The charm is broken utterly, 

Draw near and fear not,--this is I, 

The Lady of Shalott.’
	John Donne (1572-1631)
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	The Flea
	

	Text and Image: http://www.luminarium.org/sevenlit/donne/flea.php 
Right: Woman Catching Fleas. c.1630.
Georges de la Tour. 
Musée Historique, Nancy
	



MARK but this flea, and mark in this,
How little that which thou deniest me is ;
It suck'd me first, and now sucks thee, 
And in this flea our two bloods mingled be.
Thou know'st that this cannot be said
A sin, nor shame, nor loss of maidenhead ;
    Yet this enjoys before it woo,
    And pamper'd swells with one blood made of two ;
    And this, alas ! is more than we would do.

O stay, three lives in one flea spare,
Where we almost, yea, more than married are.
This flea is you and I, and this
Our marriage bed, and marriage temple is.
Though parents grudge, and you, we're met,
And cloister'd in these living walls of jet.
    Though use make you apt to kill me,
    Let not to that self-murder added be,
    And sacrilege, three sins in killing three.

Cruel and sudden, hast thou since
Purpled thy nail in blood of innocence?
Wherein could this flea guilty be,
Except in that drop which it suck'd from thee?
Yet thou triumph'st, and say'st that thou
Find'st not thyself nor me the weaker now.
'Tis true ; then learn how false fears be ;
Just so much honour, when thou yield'st to me,
Will waste, as this flea's death took life from thee.
	William Shakespeare (1564–1616)

	Romeo & Juliet
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	The Courting Sonnet
	

	Image: Romeo and Juliet (1968) 
	


	ROMEO AND JULIET, Act 1 Scene 5 ll. 43-52 

	ROMEO  O, she doth teach the torches to burn bright! 

	It seems she hangs upon the cheek of night 

	Like a rich jewel in an Ethiope’s ear; 

	Beauty too rich for use, for earth too dear! 

	So shows a snowy dove trooping with crows, 

	As yonder lady o’er her fellows shows. 

	The measure done, I’ll watch her place of stand, 

	And, touching hers, make blessed my rude hand. 

	Did my heart love till now? Forswear it, sight! 

	For I ne’er saw true beauty till this night. 

	[. . . ]

	

	(The Courting sonnet -- their first conversation) 

	ROMEO [To JULIET] If I profane with my unworthiest hand (1)

	This holy shrine, the gentle fine is this: (2) 

	My lips, two blushing pilgrims, ready stand (3) 

	To smooth that rough touch with a tender kiss. (4) 

	JULIET Good pilgrim, you do wrong your hand too much, (5)

	Which mannerly devotion shows in this; (6) 

	For saints have hands that pilgrims’ hands do touch, (7) 

	And palm to palm is holy palmers’ kiss. (8) 

	ROMEO Have not saints lips, and holy palmers too? (9)

	JULIET Ay, pilgrim, lips that they must use in prayer. (10)

	ROMEO O, then, dear saint, let lips do what hands do; (11)

	They pray, grant thou, lest faith turn to despair. (12) 

	JULIET Saints do not move, though grant for prayers’ sake. (13)

	ROMEO Then move not, while my prayer’s effect I take. (14)

	Thus from my lips, by yours, my sin is purged. 

	JULIET Then have my lips the sin that they have took.

	ROMEO Sin from thy lips? O trespass sweetly urged!

	Give me my sin again.

	JULIET You kiss by the book.

	


	Anonymous

	Barbara Allen
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	4 versions
	

	Image: deMartelly, John - American (1903-1980) For The Love Of Barbara Allen

	


Barbara Allen version 1 (from Child’s Ballads 84B) 
84B: Bonny Barbara Allen

(source: http://sniff.numachi.com/~rickheit/dtrad/aidx/aidxB.html) 
84B.1
IN SCARLET TOWN, where I was bound,


There was a fair maid dwelling,


Whom I had chosen to be my own,


And her name it was Barbara Allen.

84B.2
All in the merry month of May,


When green leaves they was springing,


This young man on his death-bed lay,


For the love of Barbara Allen.

84B.3
He sent his man unto her then,


To the town where she was dwelling:


‘You must come to my master dear,


If your name be Barbara Allen.

84B.4
‘For death is printed in his face,


And sorrow’s in him dwelling,


And you must come to my master dear,


If your name be Barbara Allen.’

84B.5
your name be Barbara Allen.’

84B.5
‘If death be printed in his face,


And sorrow’s in him dwelling,


Then little better shall he be


For bonny Barbara Allen.’

84B.6
So slowly, slowly she got up,


And so slowly she came to him,


And all she said when she came there,


Young man, I think you are a dying.

84B.7
He turnd his face unto her then:


‘If you be Barbara Allen,


My dear,’ said he, ’Come pitty me,


As on my death-bed I am lying.’

84B.8
‘If on your death-bed you be lying,


What is that to Barbara Allen?


I cannot keep you from [your] death;


So farewell,’ said Barbara Allen.

84B.9
He turnd his face unto the wall,


And death came creeping to him:


‘Then adieu, adieu, and adieu to all,


And adieu to Barbara Allen!’

84B.10
And as she was walking on a day,


She heard the bell a ringing,


And it did seem to ring to her


‘Unworthy Barbara Allen.’

84B.11
She turnd herself round about,


And she spy’d the corps a coming:


‘Lay down, lay down the corps of clay,


That I may look upon him.’

84B.12
And all the while she looked on,


So loudly she lay laughing,


While all her friends cry’d [out] amain,


So loudly she lay laughing,


While all her friends cry’d [out] amain,


‘Unworthy Barbara Allen!’

84B.13
When he was dead, and laid in grave,


Then death came creeping to she:


‘O mother, mother, make my bed,


For his death hath quite undone me.

84B.14
‘A hard-hearted creature that I was,


To slight one that lovd me so dearly;


I wish I had been more kinder to him,


The time of his life when he was near me.’

84B.15
So this maid she then did dye,


And desired to be buried by him,



And repented her self before she dy’d,



That ever she did deny him.
Barbara Allen version 2
(source: http://ingeb.org/songs/barbaraa.html ) 

Was in the merry month of May 
When flowers were a bloomin', 
Sweet William on his death-bed lay 
For the love of Barbara Allen.  

2. Slowly, slowly she got up, 
And slowly she went nigh him, 
And all she said when she got there, 
"Young man, I think you're dying."  

3. "O yes, I'm sick and very low, 
And death is on me dwellin', 
No better shall I ever be 
If I don't get Barbara Allen."  

4. "Don't you remember the other day 
When you were in the tavern, 
You toasted all the ladies there 
And slighted Barbara Allen?"  

5. "O yes, I remember the other day 
When we were in the Tavern, 
I toasted all the ladies there, 
Gave my love to Barbara Allen."  

6. He turned his pale face to the wall, 
And death was on him dwellin'. 
"Adieu, Adieu, my kind friends all, 
Be kind to Barbara Allen."  

7. As she was walkin' through the fields, 
She heard the death bells knelling, 
And every toll they seemed to say, 
"Hard-hearted Barbara Allen."  

8. She looked east, she looked west, 
She saw his corpse a-comin'. 
"Lay down, lay down the corpse," she said, 
"And let me gaze upon him."  

9. "O mother, mother make my bed, 
O make it long and narrow, 
Sweet William died for me today, 
I'll die for him tomorrow."  

10. Sweet William died on a Saturday night, 
And Barbara died on Sunday, 
Her mother died for the love of both, 
And was buried Easter Monday.  

11. They buried Willie in the old church yard, 
And Barbara there anigh him, 
And out of his grave grew a red, red rose, 
And out of hers, a briar.  

12. They grew and grew in the old churchyard, 
Till they couldn't grow no higher, 
They lapped and tied in a true love's knot. 
The rose ran around the briar. 
Barbara Allen version 3
 http://sniff.numachi.com/~rickheit/dtrad/pages/tiBARBALN5.html 

It being late, all in the year,

the green leaves they were fallin'

when young Johnny rose from his own country,

fell in love with Barbara Allen.

Get up, get up, her mother says,

Get up and go and see him,

Oh, mother dear, do ye not mind the time

That you told me how to slight him.

Get up, get up, her father says,

Get up and go and see him,

Oh, father dear, do ye not mind the time

That you told me how to shun him.

Slowly, slowly she got up,

and it's slowly she put on her,

Slowly she went to his bedside,

And slowly looked upon him.

You're lyin' low, young man, she says,

And almost near a-dyin'

One word from you will bring me to,

If you be Barbara Allen.

One word from me you never will get,

Nor any young man breathin',

For the better of me you never will be,

Though your heart's blood was a-spillin'.

Look down, look down, at my bed foot,

It's there you'll find them lyin'

Bloody sheets and bloody shirts

I sweat them for you, Allen

Look up, look up to my bed head,

and there you'll find them hangin'

my gold watch and my gold chain

I bestow them to you, Allen

As she was goin' home to her father's hall,

she heard the death-bell ringin'

And every clap that the death-bell gave,

It was "Woe be to you, Allen"

As she was goin' home to her mother's hall,

She saw the funeral comin'

Lay down, lay down that weary corpse,

'Til I get lookin' on 'im

She lifted up the lid off the corpse,

and bursted out with laughin'

and all his weary friends around

Cried "hard hearted Barbara Allen"

She went into her mother's house

Make my bed long and narrow

For the death-bell did ring for my true love today

It will ring for me tomorrow

Out of one grave there grew a red rose

Out of the other a briar

And they both twisted into a true lover's knot,

And there remained forever

Ref. Barbara Allen version 4 (by Art Garfunkel) 

All in the merry month of May, 

When green buds all are swellin'. 

Sweet William on his deathbed lay for love of Barbara Allen. 

He sent his servant to the town, 

The place where she did dwell in. 

Saying, "Master dear has sent me here if your name be Barbara Allen." 

Then slowly, slowly she got up and slowly she went to him, 

And all she said when there she came was, "Young man, I think you're dying. 

"Don't you remember the other night when we were in the tavern? 

You drank a toast to the ladies there and slighted Barbara Allen." 

He turned his face unto the wall, 

He turned his back upon her. 

"Adieu, adieu, to all my friends. 

And be kind, be kind to Barbara Allen." 

As she was wandering on the fields she heard the death bell knellin'. 

And every note, it seemed to say, 

"Hard-hearted Barbara Allen!" 

The more it tolled the more she grieved, 

She bursted out a-crying. 

"Oh, pick me up and carry me home. 

I fear that I am dying." 

They buried Willy in the old church yard and Barbara in the new one, 

And from William's grave, there grew a rose, from Barbara's, a green briar. 

They grew and grew in the old church yard, 

Till they could grow no higher, 

And there they tied in a true lover's knot, 

The red rose and the briar. 
	Edgar Allan Poe  (1809 - 1849)
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	The Tell-Tale Heart
	

	Text: http://www.literature.org/authors/poe-edgar-allan/tell-tale-heart.html
Image: http://www.poedecoder.com/essays/ttheart/ 
	




TRUE! nervous, very, very dreadfully nervous I had been and am; but why WILL you say that I am mad? The disease had sharpened my senses, not destroyed, not dulled them. Above all was the sense of hearing acute. I heard all things in the heaven and in the earth. I heard many things in hell. How then am I mad? Hearken! and observe how healthily, how calmly, I can tell you the whole story. 
It is impossible to say how first the idea entered my brain, but, once conceived, it haunted me day and night. Object there was none. Passion there was none. I loved the old man. He had never wronged me. He had never given me insult. For his gold I had no desire. I think it was his eye! Yes, it was this! One of his eyes resembled that of a vulture -- a pale blue eye with a film over it. Whenever it fell upon me my blood ran cold, and so by degrees, very gradually, I made up my mind to take the life of the old man, and thus rid myself of the eye for ever. 

Now this is the point. You fancy me mad. Madmen know nothing. But you should have seen me. You should have seen how wisely I proceeded -- with what caution -- with what foresight, with what dissimulation, I went to work! I was never kinder to the old man than during the whole week before I killed him. And every night about midnight I turned the latch of his door and opened it oh, so gently! And then, when I had made an opening sufficient for my head, I put in a dark lantern all closed, closed so that no light shone out, and then I thrust in my head. Oh, you would have laughed to see how cunningly I thrust it in! I moved it slowly, very, very slowly, so that I might not disturb the old man's sleep. It took me an hour to place my whole head within the opening so far that I could see him as he lay upon his bed. Ha! would a madman have been so wise as this? And then when my head was well in the room I undid the lantern cautiously -- oh, so cautiously -- cautiously (for the hinges creaked), I undid it just so much that a single thin ray fell upon the vulture eye. And this I did for seven long nights, every night just at midnight, but I found the eye always closed, and so it was impossible to do the work, for it was not the old man who vexed me but his Evil Eye. And every morning, when the day broke, I went boldly into the chamber and spoke courageously to him, calling him by name in a hearty tone, and inquiring how he had passed the night. So you see he would have been a very profound old man, indeed , to suspect that every night, just at twelve, I looked in upon him while he slept. 

Upon the eighth night I was more than usually cautious in opening the door. A watch's minute hand moves more quickly than did mine. Never before that night had I felt the extent of my own powers, of my sagacity. I could scarcely contain my feelings of triumph. To think that there I was opening the door little by little, and he not even to dream of my secret deeds or thoughts. I fairly chuckled at the idea, and perhaps he heard me, for he moved on the bed suddenly as if startled. Now you may think that I drew back -- but no. His room was as black as pitch with the thick darkness (for the shutters were close fastened through fear of robbers), and so I knew that he could not see the opening of the door, and I kept pushing it on steadily, steadily. 

I had my head in, and was about to open the lantern, when my thumb slipped upon the tin fastening , and the old man sprang up in the bed, crying out, "Who's there?" 

I kept quite still and said nothing. For a whole hour I did not move a muscle, and in the meantime I did not hear him lie down. He was still sitting up in the bed, listening; just as I have done night after night hearkening to the death watches in the wall. 

Presently, I heard a slight groan, and I knew it was the groan of mortal terror. It was not a groan of pain or of grief -- oh, no! It was the low stifled sound that arises from the bottom of the soul when overcharged with awe. I knew the sound well. Many a night, just at midnight, when all the world slept, it has welled up from my own bosom, deepening, with its dreadful echo, the terrors that distracted me. I say I knew it well. I knew what the old man felt, and pitied him although I chuckled at heart. I knew that he had been lying awake ever since the first slight noise when he had turned in the bed. His fears had been ever since growing upon him. He had been trying to fancy them causeless, but could not. He had been saying to himself, "It is nothing but the wind in the chimney, it is only a mouse crossing the floor," or, "It is merely a cricket which has made a single chirp." Yes he has been trying to comfort himself with these suppositions ; but he had found all in vain. ALL IN VAIN, because Death in approaching him had stalked with his black shadow before him and enveloped the victim. And it was the mournful influence of the unperceived shadow that caused him to feel, although he neither saw nor heard, to feel the presence of my head within the room. 

When I had waited a long time very patiently without hearing him lie down, I resolved to open a little -- a very, very little crevice in the lantern. So I opened it -- you cannot imagine how stealthily, stealthily -- until at length a single dim ray like the thread of the spider shot out from the crevice and fell upon the vulture eye. 

It was open, wide, wide open, and I grew furious as I gazed upon it. I saw it with perfect distinctness -- all a dull blue with a hideous veil over it that chilled the very marrow in my bones, but I could see nothing else of the old man's face or person, for I had directed the ray as if by instinct precisely upon the damned spot. 

And now have I not told you that what you mistake for madness is but over-acuteness of the senses? now, I say, there came to my ears a low, dull, quick sound, such as a watch makes when enveloped in cotton. I knew that sound well too. It was the beating of the old man's heart. It increased my fury as the beating of a drum stimulates the soldier into courage. 

But even yet I refrained and kept still. I scarcely breathed. I held the lantern motionless. I tried how steadily I could maintain the ray upon the eye. Meantime the hellish tattoo of the heart increased. It grew quicker and quicker, and louder and louder, every instant. The old man's terror must have been extreme! It grew louder, I say, louder every moment! -- do you mark me well? I have told you that I am nervous: so I am. And now at the dead hour of the night, amid the dreadful silence of that old house, so strange a noise as this excited me to uncontrollable terror. Yet, for some minutes longer I refrained and stood still. But the beating grew louder, louder! I thought the heart must burst. And now a new anxiety seized me -- the sound would be heard by a neighbour! The old man's hour had come! With a loud yell, I threw open the lantern and leaped into the room. He shrieked once -- once only. In an instant I dragged him to the floor, and pulled the heavy bed over him. I then smiled gaily, to find the deed so far done. But for many minutes the heart beat on with a muffled sound. This, however, did not vex me; it would not be heard through the wall. At length it ceased. The old man was dead. I removed the bed and examined the corpse. Yes, he was stone, stone dead. I placed my hand upon the heart and held it there many minutes. There was no pulsation. He was stone dead. His eye would trouble me no more. 

If still you think me mad, you will think so no longer when I describe the wise precautions I took for the concealment of the body. The night waned, and I worked hastily, but in silence. 

I took up three planks from the flooring of the chamber, and deposited all between the scantlings. I then replaced the boards so cleverly so cunningly, that no human eye -- not even his -- could have detected anything wrong. There was nothing to wash out -- no stain of any kind -- no blood-spot whatever. I had been too wary for that. 

When I had made an end of these labours, it was four o'clock -- still dark as midnight. As the bell sounded the hour, there came a knocking at the street door. I went down to open it with a light heart, -- for what had I now to fear? There entered three men, who introduced themselves, with perfect suavity, as officers of the police. A shriek had been heard by a neighbour during the night; suspicion of foul play had been aroused; information had been lodged at the police office, and they (the officers) had been deputed to search the premises. 

I smiled, -- for what had I to fear? I bade the gentlemen welcome. The shriek, I said, was my own in a dream. The old man, I mentioned, was absent in the country. I took my visitors all over the house. I bade them search -- search well. I led them, at length, to his chamber. I showed them his treasures, secure, undisturbed. In the enthusiasm of my confidence, I brought chairs into the room, and desired them here to rest from their fatigues, while I myself, in the wild audacity of my perfect triumph, placed my own seat upon the very spot beneath which reposed the corpse of the victim. 

The officers were satisfied. My MANNER had convinced them. I was singularly at ease. They sat and while I answered cheerily, they chatted of familiar things. But, ere long, I felt myself getting pale and wished them gone. My head ached, and I fancied a ringing in my ears; but still they sat, and still chatted. The ringing became more distinct : I talked more freely to get rid of the feeling: but it continued and gained definitiveness -- until, at length, I found that the noise was NOT within my ears. 

No doubt I now grew VERY pale; but I talked more fluently, and with a heightened voice. Yet the sound increased -- and what could I do? It was A LOW, DULL, QUICK SOUND -- MUCH SUCH A SOUND AS A WATCH MAKES WHEN ENVELOPED IN COTTON. I gasped for breath, and yet the officers heard it not. I talked more quickly, more vehemently but the noise steadily increased. I arose and argued about trifles, in a high key and with violent gesticulations; but the noise steadily increased. Why WOULD they not be gone? I paced the floor to and fro with heavy strides, as if excited to fury by the observations of the men, but the noise steadily increased. O God! what COULD I do? I foamed -- I raved -- I swore! I swung the chair upon which I had been sitting, and grated it upon the boards, but the noise arose over all and continually increased. It grew louder -- louder -- louder! And still the men chatted pleasantly , and smiled. Was it possible they heard not? Almighty God! -- no, no? They heard! -- they suspected! -- they KNEW! -- they were making a mockery of my horror! -- this I thought, and this I think. But anything was better than this agony! Anything was more tolerable than this derision! I could bear those hypocritical smiles no longer! I felt that I must scream or die! -- and now -- again -- hark! louder! louder! louder! LOUDER! – 
"Villains!" I shrieked, "dissemble no more! I admit the deed! -- tear up the planks! -- here, here! -- it is the beating of his hideous heart!" 
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