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Quotation from May Sinelair, "The Thres Brontes":

It is impossible to write of the Three Brontaes
and forget the place they lived in, the black-gray,
naked village, bristling like a rampart on the elean
odge of the moor;the street, dark and stecp as a
gully-elimbing the hill to the Parsonage at the top;
the small oblong house, naked and grey, hemmed in
on two sides by the graveyard, its fibe windows
glush with the wall, staring at the graveyard where
the tombstones, grey and naked are set so elose that
the grass hardly grows between. The chureh itsel? is
& burying graound; ita wall s are tombstones, and
its floor roofs the forgotten and unforgotten dead,

A low wall and a few feet of barren garden divide
the Parsonage from the graveyard, a few feet befween
the door of the house and the door in the wall where
the dead were earried through. But a path leads beyond
the graveya rd to " a 1little and lone green lanc"

Emily Bronte's lane that leads to the opsan moors,

Tt is the genius of the Brontes that made their
Plase immottal: but it is the soul of the place that
made their genius what it is. You eannot exaggerate
its imposrtanse. They drank and wers saturated with
Haworth. When they left it they hungered and thirsted
for it; they sieckened till the hour of their return,
They gave themselves to it with passion, and their
works ring with the shosk and intershange of two
immortalities., HMaworth is saturated with them&% Their
8ouls are heneeforth no more to be disentagled from
its soul than their bodies from its earth. All hheir
poetry, their passion and their Joy 1s there, in the
Place of their tragedy, visible, palpable, narrow as
the grave and boundless.



Last Lines--- Bmily Bronte,

No eoward soul is mine,

No trmbler in the world's storm-troubled sphere:
I see Meavne's glories shine,

And faith shines equal, arming me from fear.

0 God within my breast,
Almighty, ever-present Deity!
Life that in me has rest,
As I--undying Life--have powere in Thee!

Vain are the thousand ereeds
That move men's hsartsiunutterably va n;
Worthless as wither'd weeds,
Or idlest froth amid the boundless main,

TPo waken doubt in one
Holding so fast by Thine infinity;
80 surely anehor'd on
The steadfast roek of immortality.

With wide-embraecing love
Thy spirit animates eternal years,
Pervades and bwoods above,
Changes, sustains, dissovles, ereates and rears,

Though earth and man were gone,
And suns and universes eease to be,

And Thou were left alone,
Every existence would exist in Thee,

There is no room for Death,
Nor atom that his might eould render void:
Thou-~-Thou art Beinf and Breath,
And what Thou art may never be destroyed.
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