
... two gentlemen come in, leading a tiny, delicate, serious, little lady, with fair 

straight hair and steady eyes. She may be a little over thirty; she is dressed in a little 

barège dress with a pattern of faint green moss. She enters in mittens, in silence, in 

seriousness; our hearts are beating with wild excitement. This then is the authoress, 

the unknown power whose books have set all London talking, reading, speculating; 

some people even say our father wrote the books – the wonderful books. ... The 

moment is so breathless that dinner comes as a relief to the solemnity of the 

occasion, and we all smile as my father stoops to offer his arm; for, genius though 

she may be, Miss Brontë can barely reach his elbow. My own personal impressions 

are that she is somewhat grave and stern, specially to forward little girls who wish 

to chatter. ... Everyone waited for the brilliant conversation which never began at 

all. Miss Brontë retired to the sofa in the study, and murmured a low word now and 

then to our kind governess ... the conversation grew dimmer and more dim, the 

ladies sat round still expectant, my father was too much perturbed by the gloom and 

the silence to be able to cope with it at all ... after Miss Brontë had left, I was 

surprised to see my father opening the front door with his hat on. He put his fingers 

to his lips, walked out into the darkness, and shut the door quietly behind him ... 

long afterwards ... Mrs Procter asked me if I knew what had happened. ... It was 

one of the dullest evenings [Mrs Procter] had ever spent in her life ... the ladies who 

had all come expecting so much delightful conversation, and the gloom and the 

constraint, and how finally, overwhelmed by the situation, my father had quietly 

left the room, left the house, and gone off to his club. 

 


