Prose 8
we talked about Maggie's enchantment, about her naivety; how she was naïve when she cut her hair thinking that her aunts and uncles will like it. She thinks that love could be a mutual affair between her and her family. It was not mutual. It was only on one side- her own side.
She says that she wants to live in the present- she wants to forget totally about the future and the past. 

She is very much attracted to Stephen because he plays music. 

Philip tells her if she keeps renouncing her self-  not admitting her nature- that she is fond of literature- art and fun- if she suppresses  her nature, one time it will come and assault- attack her. When music began, she tried harder and harder to detach herself from the group not to fall a prey under the influence of the music. if she falls under the influence of the music, her tight grip over her nature would loose enough, she will get attracted to this music- she will forget all about this self renunciation- self- negation- self abnegation. 
Book 6
Chapter 10 
The Spell Seems Broken
Stephen hardly knew what happened, or in what automatic way he got
through the duties of politeness in the interval, until he was free
and saw Maggie seated alone again, at the farther end of the room. He
made his way toward her round the couples that were forming for the
waltz; and when Maggie became conscious that she was the person he
sought, she felt, in spite of all the thoughts that had gone before, a
glowing gladness at heart. Her eyes and cheeks were still brightened
with her childlike enthusiasm in the dance; her whole frame was set to
joy and tenderness; even the coming pain could not seem bitter,--she
was ready to welcome it as a part of life, for life at this moment
seemed a keen, vibrating consciousness poised above pleasure or pain.
This one, this last night, she might expand unrestrainedly in the
warmth of the present, without those chill, eating thoughts of the
past and the future.

Why she wants to indulger in the present moment- what the past is chill- she wants to be indulged in the warmth of the present. She wants to forget all about the future and the past. 

How does her past figure very important in her?

Stephen was madly in love with her 

A mad impulse seized on Stephen; he darted toward the arm, and
showered kisses on it, clasping the wrist.

But the next moment Maggie snatched it from him, and glared at him
like a wounded war-goddess, quivering with rage and humiliation.

She reproached him for kissing her. she knows that he is attracted to her. 

Chapter 11 

In the Lane

The very beginning of the chapter

Maggie had been four days at her aunt Moss's giving the early June
sunshine quite a new brightness in the care-dimmed eyes of that
affectionate woman, and making an epoch for her cousins great and
small, who were learning her words and actions by heart, as if she had
been a transient avatar of perfect wisdom and beauty.
She was standing on the causeway with her aunt and a group of cousins
feeding the chickens, at that quiet moment in the life of the
farmyards before the afternoon milking-time. The great buildings round
the hollow yard were as dreary and tumbledown as ever, but over the
old garden-wall the straggling rose-bushes were beginning to toss
their summer weight, and the gray wood and old bricks of the house, on
its higher level, had a look of sleepy age in the broad afternoon
sunlight, that suited the quiescent time. Maggie, with her bonnet over
her arm, was smiling down at the hatch of small fluffy chickens, when
her aunt exclaimed,--
George Eliot uses details and mixes them with values. 

Now, Maggie is standing on the causeway. She is in a transition moment. She is in inner conflict- she has to be moral- to renounce her to be true- to stick to her morals. She is rejecting all kinds of pleasure in life. She has inner conflict between self abnegation and self indulgence.  she is standing on the causeway between these two tendencies in her against her nature- she is a funny person- she is very fond of music- she is very fond of life- we have seen her living life at full in the early chapters .

she is standing on the bridge between these two tendencies- this is very metaphoric- 

Chapter 13

Borne Along by the Tide 

Honor and conscience were going to divide them; Maggie, with that appeal from her inmost soul, had decided it; but surely they might cast a lingering look at each other across the gulf, before they turned away never to look again till that strange light had forever faded out of their eyes.
And they went. Maggie felt that she was being led down the garden among the roses, being helped with firm, tender care into the boat, having the cushion and cloak arranged for her feet, and her parasol
opened for her (which she had forgotten), all by this stronger presence that seemed to bear her along without any act of her own will, like the added self which comes with the sudden exalting
influence of a strong tonic, and she felt nothing else. Memory was excluded.

Lucy, Maggie, Stephen , Philip agreed to go on a voyage- a rowing journey down the river. Both Lucy and Philip could not make it. She knew that she was going to be alone with Stephen- she knew how much he is attracted to her and she is attracted to him. She is reckless as a Tulliver-
What about the style and the grammatical aspect of the sentence!!  

These are items of temptation- roses- gardens- memories were totally excluded from the scene as if she was intoxicated n. She does not want to think of the past. 

Is the will of Maggie present in the scene?  Her will is absent. Grammatically, all the sentences are in the passive voice not the active voice because she was not active. It is something beyond her control that driven her through these things. 

It shows how the writer is on the side of Maggie. Maggie was without of will- she was intoxicated. Her will power is not active. She was pushed, driven by some power- out of her control- out of her will power. Her memories are painful for her 
They glided rapidly along, Stephen rowing, helped by the backward-flowing tide, past the Tofton trees and houses; on between the silent sunny fields and pastures, which seemed filled with a natural joy that had no reproach for theirs. The breath of the young, unwearied day, the delicious rhythmic dip of the oars, the fragmentary song of a passing bird heard now and then, as if it were only the overflowing of brimful gladness, the sweet solitude of a twofold consciousness that was mingled into one by that grave, untiring gaze
which need not be averted,--what else could there be in their minds for the first hour? Some low, subdued, languid exclamation of love came from Stephen from time to time, as he went on rowing idly, half
automatically; otherwise they spoke no word; for what could words have been but an inlet to thought? and thought did not belong to that enchanted haze in which they were enveloped,--it belonged to the past
and the future that lay outside the haze. Maggie was only dimly conscious of the banks, as they passed them, and dwelt with no recognition on the villages; she knew there were several to be passed before they reached Luckreth, where they always stopped and left the boat. At all times she was so liable to fits of absence, that she was likely enough to let her waymarks pass unnoticed.

Thoughts mean that she wakes up. She does not want to speak because words are the agents of thoughts. 

The present moment has its own world. She does not want to speak because it might make her thinks, thoughts belong to the past. She wants to live in the present. She wants to escape the past.  It will mar her present moment- the clarity of the picture.

Stephen spoke with deep, earnest pleading. Maggie listened, passing from her startled wonderment to the yearning after that belief that the tide was doing it all, that she might glide along with the swift,
silent stream, and not struggle any more. But across that stealing influence came the terrible shadow of past thoughts; and the sudden horror lest now, at last, the moment of fatal intoxication was close upon her, called up feelings of angry resistance toward Stephen.

Tide stands for the tide of emotions and the young age that always has this tendency towards love, pleasure, towards living the life fully.

 This is how her true nature assaulted her. She is weak in her. She can not any more suppress her nature. Instead, she yields to the core of that nature. Here, Philip proves to be right. It was uphill struggle to suppress her pleasures for the sake of twisted morality- her morality was not a correct morality.   She starts to wake up- it is a moment of wakening. Her past is so disturbing. She has strong feelings. This is her reaction to morality. she was seduced by Stephen- by the means of music- young age- she was only 17- all these things overshadowed her power- her concept of morality- her tendency towards self renunciation-  
 He was the agent of assault. It was through Stephen that her will power is wakened and she was seduced.  

Maggie was paralyzed; it was easier to resist Stephen's pleading than this picture he had called up of himself suffering while she was vindicated; easier even to turn away from his look of tenderness than from this look of angry misery, that seemed to place her in selfish isolation from him. He had called up a state of feeling in which the reasons which had acted on her conscience seemed to be transmitted into mere self-regard. The indignant fire in her eyes was quenched, and she began to look at him with timid distress. She had reproached
him for being hurried into irrevocable trespass,--she, who had been so weak herself.

He tells her that if she leaves him he will suffer. This adds to her misery- ordeal- suffering. She refused his offer of marriage 
Maggie obeyed; there was an unspeakable charm in being told what to do, and having everything decided for her. She sat down again covered with the cloak, and Stephen took to his oars again, making haste; for
they must try to get to Torby as fast as they could. Maggie was hardly conscious of having said or done anything decisive. All yielding is attended with a less vivid consciousness than resistance; it is the
partial sleep of thought; it is the submergence of our own personality by another. Every influence tended to lull her into acquiescence. That dreamy gliding in the boat which had lasted for four hours, and had
brought some weariness and exhaustion; the recoil of her fatigued sensations from the impracticable difficulty of getting out of the boat at this unknown distance from home, and walking for long miles,--all helped to bring her into more complete subjection to that strong, mysterious charm which made a last parting from Stephen seem the death of all joy, and made the thought of wounding him like the first touch of the torturing iron before which resolution shrank. And then there was the present happiness of being with him, which was
enough to absorb all her languid energy.

She is passive not active. She is charmed- enchanted. She does not practice her will power. 

There was to be no rain, after all; the clouds rolled off to the horizon again, making the great purple rampart and long purple isles of that wondrous land which reveals itself to us when the sun goes down,--the land that the evening star watches over. Maggie was to sleep all night on the poop; it was better than going below; and she was covered with the warmest wrappings the ship could furnish. It was still early, when the fatigues of the day brought on a drowsy longing for perfect rest, and she laid down her head, looking at the faint,
dying flush in the west, where the one golden lamp was getting brighter and brighter. Then she looked up at Stephen, who was still seated by her, hanging over her as he leaned his arm against the vessel's side. Behind all the delicious visions of these last hours, which had flowed over her like a soft stream, and made her entirely passive, there was the dim consciousness that the condition was a transient one, and that the morrow must bring back the old life of struggle; that there were thoughts which would presently avenge themselves for this oblivion. But now nothing was distinct to her; she was being lulled to sleep with that soft stream still flowing over her, with those delicious visions melting and fading like the wondrous aerial land of the west. 

To her, these are just sheer visions- not reality. This pleasure is a transient. She is enchanted. Yet, she is going to go back to her struggle, to her full consciousness, to her self-negation. Her thoughts will assault her again. She was reckless- she did not consider the consequences of going alone with Stephen. 
she was being lulled by the  boat- she forgot about the past and the future- she wants to enjoy these moments of enchantments- of visions…. those visions started to fade. she is waken.

How did she wake up?

Chapter 14  Waking

She had fallen asleep before nine, and had been sleeping for six hours before the faintest hint of a midsummer daybreak was discernible. She awoke from that vivid dreaming which makes the margin of our deeper
rest. She was in a boat on the wide water with Stephen, and in the gathering darkness something like a star appeared, that grew and grew till they saw it was the Virgin seated in St. Ogg's boat, and it came
nearer and nearer, till they saw the Virgin was Lucy and the boatman was Philip,--no, not Philip, but her brother, who rowed past without looking at her; and she rose to stretch out her arms and call to him,    
This is her dream. 
Virgin= Virgin Mary 

This is the myth that belongs to St. Ogg's. 

there are two types of memory: collective memory الذاكرة الجمعية-about certain people- certain nations - 

Individual memory  الذاكرة الشخصية
Here, through Maggie's unconscious- in her sleep, she saw the boat- according to the myth- it should be the Virgin crossing from one bank of the river to the other bank. it has a religious dimension .  Instead of the virgin, she saw Lucy in the boat in the shape of the Virgin- in the same situation of the Virgin. The boatman was Philip. These are the two persons about whom she thinks that she has committed a wrong doing. her subconscious is active. This is the creation of her conscious.  She has a sense of guilt. It is very much active within her conscious. It is her sense f guilt that made this substitution between the Virgin and Lucy. She is tortured by her sense of guilt.  

she awoke from her dream very much frightened and tortured by her sense of guilt. 

He had chosen the most effective appeal; but Maggie's will was fixed unswervingly on the coming wrench. She had made up her mind to suffer.
this is irony- no one decides- makes up his mind to suffer- 

No, I don't sacrifice you--I couldn't sacrifice you," she said, as soon as she could speak again; "but I can't believe in a good for you, that I feel, that we both feel, is a wrong toward others. We can't
choose happiness either for ourselves or for another; we can't tell where that will lie. We can only choose whether we will indulge ourselves in the present moment, or whether we will renounce that, for
the sake of obeying the divine voice within us,--for the sake of being true to all the motives that sanctify our lives. I know this belief is hard; it has slipped away from me again and again; but I have felt
that if I let it go forever, I should have no light through the
darkness of this life."
She thinks that by sticking to morality, she will gain a divine living- she will live on the light path not on the dark one. She thinks that it is her fate. She can not choose him. All what she can do is to live a divine life- by being faithful for Philip and Lucy. She thinks that she is destined to suffer. This is her destiny. She can not leave it out. She has to follow her moral code. 

Here, we have the utmost level of disenchantment. She decides to renounce her love and to renounce pleasure.
"Oh, I can't do it," she said, in a voice almost of agony; "Stephen, don't ask me--don't urge me. I can't argue any longer,--I don't know what is wise; but my heart will not let me do it. I see,--I feel their
trouble now; it is as if it were branded on my mind. _I_ have suffered, and had no one to pity me; and now I have made others suffer. It would never leave me; it would embitter your love to me. I _do_ care for Philip--in a different way; I remember all we said to each other; I know how he thought of me as the one promise of his
life. He was given to me that I might make his lot less hard; and I have forsaken him. And Lucy--she has been deceived; she who trusted me more than any one. I cannot marry you; I cannot take a good for myself
that has been wrung out of their misery. It is not the force that ought to rule us,--this that we feel for each other; it would rend me away from all that my past life has made dear and holy to me. I can't
set out on a fresh life, and forget that; I must go back to it, and cling to it, else I shall feel as if there were nothing firm beneath my feet."

She chooses suffering, pain, and self-renunciation. She can not forget about her past. she has to cling to it. She needs to be aware of her past. Her past stands an obstacle that hinders her union with Stephen.

This is the perception of George Eliot- Maggie is the creation of Eliot. 

 Home--where her mother and brother were, Philip, Lucy, the scene of her very cares and trials--was the haven toward which her mind tended; the sanctuary where sacred relics lay, where she would be rescued from
more falling. The thought of Stephen was like a horrible throbbing pain, which yet, as such pains do, seemed to urge all other thoughts into activity. But among her thoughts, what others would say and think
of her conduct was hardly present. Love and deep pity and remorseful anguish left no room for that.

Book 1- 
Chapter 12

It is about St. Ogg's myth that stays in the collective memory of Maggie 

Mr. and Mrs. Glegg at Home 

It is one of those old, old towns which impress one as a continuation and outgrowth of nature, as much as the nests of the bower-birds or the winding galleries of the white ants; a town which carries the traces of its long growth and history like a millennial tree, and has sprung up and developed in the same spot between the river and the low
hill from the time when the Roman legions turned their backs on it
from the camp on the hillside, and the long-haired sea-kings came up
the river and looked with fierce, eager eyes at the fatness of the
land. It is a town "familiar with forgotten years." The shadow of the
Saxon hero-king still walks there fitfully, reviewing the scenes of
his youth and love-time, and is met by the gloomier shadow of the
dreadful heathen Dane, who was stabbed in the midst of his warriors by
the sword of an invisible avenger, and who rises on autumn evenings
like a white mist from his tumulus on the hill, and hovers in the
court of the old hall by the river-side, the spot where he was thus
miraculously slain in the days before the old hall was built. It was
the Normans who began to build that fine old hall, which is, like the
town, telling of the thoughts and hands of widely sundered
generations; but it is all so old that we look with loving pardon at
its inconsistencies, and are well content that they who built the
stone oriel, and they who built the Gothic faÃ§ade and towers of finest
small brickwork with the trefoil ornament, and the windows and
battlements defined with stone, did not sacreligiously pull down the
ancient half-timbered body with its oak-roofed banqueting-hall.

The personal past of Maggie is very much related to the collective past of St. Ogg's= the town to which the mill belongs to. it goes back to the history of her race. It is related to the cultural past of the whole race that has inhibited St. Ogg's.  Eliot uses the myth that Maggie has in her dream. All the people living in St. Ogg's know about this myth. 

This is the myth of St. Ogg's 

But older even than this old hall is perhaps the bit of wall now built into the belfry of the parish church, and said to be a remnant of the original chapel dedicated to St. Ogg, the patron saint of this ancient
town, of whose history I possess several manuscript versions. I incline to the briefest, since, if it should not be wholly true, it is at least likely to contain the least falsehood. "Ogg the son of Beorl," says my private hagiographer, "was a boatman who gained a scanty living by ferrying passengers across the river Floss. And it came to pass, one evening when the winds were high, that there sat moaning by the brink of the river a woman with a child in her arms; and she was clad in rags, and had a worn and withered look, and she
craved to be rowed across the river. And the men thereabout questioned her, and said, 'Wherefore dost thou desire to cross the river? Tarry till the morning, and take shelter here for the night; so shalt thou
be wise and not foolish.' Still she went on to mourn and crave. But Ogg the son of Beorl came up and said, 'I will ferry thee across; it is enough that thy heart needs it.' And he ferried her across. And it came to pass, when she stepped ashore, that her rags were turned into robes of flowing white, and her face became bright with exceeding beauty, and there was a glory around it, so that she shed a light on the water like the moon in its brightness. And she said, 'Ogg, the son of Beorl, thou art blessed in that thou didst not question and wrangle
with the heart's need, but wast smitten with pity, and didst straightway relieve the same. And from henceforth whoso steps into thy boat shall be in no peril from the storm; and whenever it puts forth
to the rescue, it shall save the lives both of men and beasts.' And when the floods came, many were saved by reason of that blessing on the boat. But when Ogg the son of Beorl died, behold, in the parting
of his soul, the boat loosed itself from its moorings, and was floated with the ebbing tide in great swiftness to the ocean, and was seen no more. Yet it was witnessed in the floods of aftertime, that at the
coming on of eventide, Ogg the son of Beorl was always seen with his boat upon the wide-spreading waters, and the Blessed Virgin sat in the prow, shedding a light around as of the moon in its brightness, so
that the rowers in the gathering darkness took heart and pulled anew."
Mythology is always untrue but holds truth. 
Book 7

Chapter 1

The Return to the Mill

Maggie had been kept on her bed at York for a day with that prostrating headache which was likely to follow on the terrible strain of the previous day and night. There was an expression of physical pain still about her brow and eyes, and her whole appearance, with her dress so long unchanged, was worn and distressed. She lifted the latch of the gate and walked in slowly. Tom did not hear the gate; he was just then close upon the roaring dam; but he presently turned, and lifting up his eyes, saw the figure whose worn look and loneliness
seemed to him a confirmation of his worst conjectures. He paused,trembling and white with disgust and indignation.
Maggie paused too, three yards before him. She felt the hatred in his face, felt it rushing through her fibres; but she must speak. "Tom," she began faintly, "I am come back to you,--I am come back
home--for refuge--to tell you everything."

"You will find no home with me," he answered, with tremulous rage.
"You have disgraced us all. You have disgraced my father's name. You
have been a curse to your best friends. You have been base, deceitful;
no motives are strong enough to restrain you. I wash my hands of you
forever. You don't belong to me."
She was turned out by Tom. every one in St. Ogg's started to think that something happened between Maggie and Stephen as she was absent for two days. 
They started to talk about her forgetting all about their past- like the boat that had been drifted along – the tide drifted away their past.  They did not show compassion- no pity- as what St. Ogg did with the woman 
end
