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Victorian Persistence 

Persisting? Resisting? 
Persistent figures, actions and visions in 

Diana of the Crossways by George Meredith.

Excerpts taken from Diana of the Crossways, 1885 (London, Virago, 1980).

Warned of the danger of losing her, he would have done the same again, confessing himself donkey for his
pains. The principle was right, because it was due to the woman. His rigid adherence to the principle set him
belabouring his donkey-ribs, as the proper due to himself. For he might have had a chance, all through two
Winters.  The opportunities had been numberless. Here,  in this beech wood; near that  thornbush; on the
juniper slope; from the corner of chalk and sand in junction, to the corner of clay and chalk; all the length of
the wooded ridge he had reminders of her presence and his priceless chances: and still the standard of his
conduct said No, while his heart bled. (5, 56-57)

The sight of Redworth on the valley road was a relief to them both. He had slept in one of the houses of the
valley, and spoke of having had the intention to mount to Copsley. Sir Lukin proposed to drive him back. He
glanced at Diana, still with that calculating abstract air of his; and he was rallied. He confessed to being
absorbed in railways, the new lines of railways projected to thread the land and fast mapping it.

'You 've not embarked money in them?' said Sir Lukin.

The answer was: 'I have; all I possess.' And Redworth for a sharp instant set his eyes on Diana, indifferent to
Sir Lukin's bellow of stupefaction at such gambling on the part of a prudent fellow.

He asked her where she was to be met, where written to, during the Summer, in case of his wishing to send
her news.

She replied: 'Copsley will be the surest. I am always in communication with Lady Dunstane.' She coloured
deeply. The recollection of the change of her feeling for Copsley suffused her maiden mind.

The strange blush prompted an impulse in Redworth to speak to her at once of his venture in railways. But
what would she understand of them, as connected with the mighty stake he was playing for? He delayed. The
coach came at a trot of the horses, admired by Sir Lukin, round a corner. She entered it, her maid followed,
the door banged, the horses trotted. She was off.

Her destiny of the Crossways tied a knot, barred a gate, and pointed to a new direction of the road on that
fine  spring  morning,  when  beech-buds were  near  the  burst,  cowslips  yellowed  the  meadow-flats,  and
skylarks quivered upward.

For  many  long  years  Redworth  had  in  his  memory,  for  a  comment  on  procrastination  and  excessive
scrupulousness in his calculating faculty, the blue back of a coach.

He declined the vacated place beside Sir Lukin, promising to come and spend a couple of days at Copsley in
a fortnight – Saturday week. He wanted, he said, to have a talk with Lady Dunstane. Evidently he had
railways on the brain, and Sir Lukin warned his wife to be guarded against the speculative mania, and advise
the man, if she could. (4, 48-49)

What that revealed of her state of conscience and her nature, his efforts to preserve the lovely optical figure
blocked his guessing. (16, 159)



[...]  and he had always present to him that picture of the beloved woman kneeling at the fire-grate at The
Crossways, which made the thought of her suffering any wound his personal anguish, so crucially sweet and
saintly had her image then been stamped on him. (17, 165)

 

Redworth took the hint. He stated the title of Mrs. Warwick's book, and imagined from the thoughtful cast of
Rainer's head, that he was impressing THE PRINCESS EGERIA on his memory. (17, 167)

She was mistaken in imagining that her social vivacity, mixed with comradeship of the active intellect, was
the charm which kept Mr. Percy Dacier temperate when he well knew her to distinguish him above her

courtiers. Her powers of dazzling kept him tame; they did not stamp her mark on him. He was one of the
order of highly polished men, ignorant of women, who are impressed for long terms by temporary flashes,
that hold them bound until a fresh impression comes, to confirm or obliterate the preceding. 

The English gentleman replied: 'It was there that I first had the pleasure of an acquaintance which is graven
on my memory, as the words of the wise king on tablets of gold and silver.' (348)

He  went  to  the  window-curtains  and  tried  the  shutter-bars.  It  seemed  to him  that  daylight  would  be
cheerfuller for her. He had a thirst to behold her standing bathed in daylight.

'Shall I open them?' he asked her.

'I would rather the lamp,' she said. (190)

'How brutal men can be!' was one of Diana's incidental remarks, in a subsequent letter, relating simply to
masculine habits. [...] There were, one hears that there still are, remnants of the pristine male, who, if resisted
in their  suing,  conclude that  they are scorned,  and it  infuriates them: some also whose 'passion for the
charmer'  is  an  instinct  to  pull  down  the  standard  of  the  sex,  by  a  bully  imposition  of  sheer  physical
ascendancy, whenever they see it flying with an air of gallant independence [...] Assault or siege, they have
achieved their triumphs; they have dominated a frailer system of nerves, and a young woman without father,
or brother, or husband, to defend her, is cryingly a weak one, therefore inviting to such an order of heroes. (4,
43)

I have studied the faces of the juries, and Mr. Braddock tells me of their composition. And he admits that
they do justice roughly — a rough and tumble country! to quote him — though he says they are honest in
intention.'

'More shame to the man who drags you before them — if he persists!' Emma rejoined.

'He will. I know him. I would not have him draw back now,' said Diana, catching her breath. 'And, dearest,
do not abuse him; for if you do, you set me imagining guiltiness. Oh, heaven! — suppose me publicly
pardoned! No, I have kinder feelings when we stand opposed. It is odd, and rather frets my conscience, to
think of the little resentment I feel. Hardly any! He has not cause to like his wife. I can own it, and I am sorry
for him, heartily. No two have ever come together so naturally antagonistic as we two. We walked a dozen
steps in stupefied union, and hit upon crossways. From that moment it was tug and tug; he me, I him. By
resisting, I made him a tyrant; and he, by insisting, made me a rebel. [...] (14, 131)



Her brilliant beloved Tony, dazzling but in beauty and the gifted mind, stood as one essentially with the
common order of women. She wished to be settled, Mr. Warwick proposed, and for the sake of living at The
Crossways she accepted him – she, the lofty scorner of loveless marriages! who had said – how many times!
that nothing save love excused it! She degraded their mutual high standard of womankind. Diana was in
eclipse, full three parts. The bulk of the gentlemanly official she had chosen obscured her. (5, 56)

Diana gave orders for breakfast to be proposed to him. She lay staring at the wall until it became too visibly
a reflection of her mind. (24, 232) 

Excerpts taken from Beauchamp’s Career, 1875 (London, Constable, 1902).

Nevil listened gravely. The soundness of the head and legs of the country he took for granted. The inflated
state of the unchivalrous middle, denominated Manchester, terrified him. Could it be true that England was
betraying signs of decay? and signs how ignoble! Half-a-dozen crescent lines cunningly turned, sketched her
figure before the world, and the reflection for one ready to die upholding her was that the portrait was no
caricature. Such an emblematic presentation of the land of his filial  affection haunted him with hideous
mockeries.  Surely  the  foreigner  hearing  our  boasts  of  her  must  compare  us  to  showmen  bawling  the
attractions of a Fat Lady at a fair! Swoln Manchester bore the blame of it. Everard exulted to hear his young
echo attack the cotton-spinners. But Nevil was for a plan, a system, immediate action; the descending among
the people, and taking an initiative, LEADING them, insisting on their following, not standing aloof and
shrugging. (3, 24-25)

Now what  does  it  matter what  a  woman  thinks  in  politics?  But  he  deemed  it  of  great  moment.
Politically, he deemed that women have souls, a certain fire of life for exercise on earth. He appealed
to reason in them; he would not hear of convictions. He quoted the Bevisham doctor: 'Convictions are
generally first impressions that are sealed with later prejudices,' and insisted there was wisdom in it.
Nothing tired him, as he had said, and addressing woman or man, no prospect of fatigue or of hopeless
effort daunted him in the endeavour to correct an error of judgement in politics--his notion of an error.
The value he put upon speaking, urging his views, was really fanatical. It appeared that he canvassed
the borough from early morning till near midnight, and nothing would persuade him that his chance
was poor; nothing that an entrenched Tory like her father, was not to be won even by an assault of all
the reserve forces of Radical pathos, prognostication, and statistics. Only conceive Nevil Beauchamp
knocking at doors late at night, the sturdy beggar of a vote! or waylaying workmen, as he confessed
without  shame that  he  had  done,  on  their  way  trooping  to  their  midday  meal;  penetrating
malodoriferous rooms of dismal ten-pound cottagers, to exhort bedraggled mothers and babes, and
besotted husbands; and exposed to rebuffs from impertinent tradesmen; and lampooned and travestied,
shouting speeches to roaring men, pushed from shoulder to shoulder of the mob! . . . Cecilia dropped a
curtain on her mind's picture of him. But the blinding curtain rekindled the thought that the line he had
taken could not but be the desperation of a lover abandoned. She feared it was, she feared it  was not.
Nevil Beauchamp's foe persisted in fearing that it was not; his friend feared that it was. Yet why? For
if it was, then he could not be quite in earnest, and might be cured. Nay, but earnestness works out its
own cure more surely than frenzy, and it should be preferable to think him sound of heart, sincere
though mistaken. Cecilia could not decide upon what she dared wish for his health's good. Friend and
foe were not further separable within her bosom than one tick from another of a clock; they changed
places, and next his friend was fearing what his foe had feared: they were inextricable. (17, 145-146)



'I'll read it,' said he.

He read with more impressiveness than effect. Lydiard's reading thrilled her: Beauchamp's insisted too much
on particular lines. But it was worth while observing him. She saw him always as in a picture, remote from
herself. His loftier social station and strange character precluded any of those keen suspicions by which
women learn that a fire is beginning to glow near them.

'How I should like to have known your father!' he said. 'I don't wonder at Dr. Shrapnel's love of him. Yes, he
was one of the great men of his day! and it's a higher honour to be of his blood than any that rank can give.
You were ten years old when you lost him. Describe him to me.'

'He used to play with me like a boy,' said Jenny. She described her father from a child's recollection of him.
(54, 505-506)


