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Maggie Tulliver has two lovers: Philip Wakem, son of her fathers enemy, and Stephen Guest,
already promised to her cousin. But the love she wants most in the world is that of her brother
Tom. Maggies struggle against her passionate and sensual nature leads her to a deeper
understanding and to eventual tragedy.



Tess of the D'Urbervilles (Penguin Classics) Scenes of Clerical Life (Oxford World's Classics)



Emma, “So Many Books in One. --SpoilersI was struck senseless by this book. As much as I
have enjoyed other books from this era, I somehow could not anticipate a novel of 1860 would
feel so contemporary. In the greatness and insipidness of human character, the grinding
realities of property and class, and the complexities of family relationships.I am not sure if I am
heartened or depressed to discover how little has changed. This book had me riotously
laughing, lying awake worrying over Maggie and Tom, and rereading passages in sheer awe of
Evans' powers of observation.All of this, though, for the first 2/3 of the book. Which marked
some of the very finest reading I've ever stumbled across. I was surprised then, to find the last
1/3 rather loathsome. We had already experienced a slow build of several characters, the move
from childhood to adulthood, scandal, destitution, alienation, oaths, violence, comedic side
shows, sickness, death, riches, and changes of fortune. It was really quite enough for any one
narrative. But all of this seems tossed aside when Evans decides to make this a love story, and
not any love story, but one indulging in every miserable glance and half-glance and thought of a
glance, wallowing in the depressed entanglements from every conceivable angle. I felt I lost
Maggie completely in this storyline. Earlier she was marked by her intellect and spirit, but by the
end we only hear of her looks and conscience. And while earlier Evans was making a point of
how Maggie's life was circumvented by her gender, she seems to become a bit infatuated by
Maggie's beauty herself and abandons the more interesting components of her character. If this
book is autobiographical it is all the more curious, as Evans herself never so succumbed to the
opinion of the petty masses, even if they plagued her. I also lost Evans' voice in the final part of
the book, which abandoned its sense of humor and prior acerbic distance from human
foibles.And when the misery of this plotline is thoroughly wrung out, so no drop remains to fall on
its numb readers, Evan literally brings in a flood to drown out all other senses. I actually feel
cheated of having all the earlier characters—with their mad idiosyncrasies and turns of speech—
so meanly snatched away so all those pages would be crowded with the stupid man Stephen
Guest. I think Aunt Glegg is bitter to have been denied some last words, too.And it really is
those character portraits that continue to haunt me, in the best way. For as irritating and narrow-
minded as some persons were, they were at all times believable, and never wholly despicable.
They make some of the best portraits in English literature, as Evans seems to have circled her
characters with equal parts ruthlessness and tolerance. I sensed an understanding—at times
made explicit—that a human can never escape her peculiar personality and capacity, but only
hope they will meet kindly with fate. Which I find one of the most fascinating elements of this
book, one that has already made me turn over some of my views on equally confounding people
I have encountered in 2015.The way money determines a person's reality and mood is another
brilliantly exposed theme. My favorite passage is in book four: "But then, good society has its
claret and its velvet-carpets, its dinner-engagements six weeks deep, its opera and its faëry
ballrooms; rides off its ennui on thoroughbred horses, lounges at the club, has to keep clear of



crinoline vortices, gets its science done by Faraday, and its religion by the superior clergy who
are to be met in the best houses: how should it have time or need for belief and emphasis? But
good society, floated on gossamer wings of light irony, is of very expensive production; requiring
nothing less than a wide and arduous national life condensed in unfragrant deafening factories,
cramping itself in mines, sweating at furnaces, grinding, hammering, weaving under more or less
oppression of carbonic acid—or else, spread over sheepwalks, and scattered in lonely houses
and huts on the clayey or or chalky corn-lands, where the rainy days look dreary. ... Under such
circumstances, there are many among its myriads of souls who have absolutely needed an
emphatic belief: life in this unpleasurable shape demanding some solution even to unspeculative
minds."Which is why I will now turn my attentions to "Felix Holt, The Radical," and see if Evans
elsewhere fulfilled the political promise that was set forth but never delivered here. For whatever
mad brilliance and disappointment this book offers, I end it feeling thoroughly obsessed with
Mary Ann Evans, and wondering how I lived so long without her. Thus begins a summer of
George Eliot.”

James M. Rawley, “So sad it terrified me. This is a deeply sad book, and that was all the spoiler I
needed. I could see from page minus 20, somewhere in the introduction, that Maggie was (as
the song says) born to lose. The details of how she lost, I thought and feared, would be
impossible to take: after hurting me for five hundred pages, the book would kill me with its last
ten.I was wrong, in fact. The book's a tragedy, but it has a cozy, cheery ending for a tragedy. I felt
better when the book was over. I forgot how good Victorians were at writing upbeat endings,
even in their saddest stuff. I forgot, too, that there's a large mixture of dialect comedy in the book,
along with excellent suspense, so Eliot knows how to keep her readers laughing and stay
popular. She made a fortune off this book.But let's look at some complaints that have been
made. The heroine, Maggie Tulliver, is extremely bright -- and as a woman, she can't be sent to
school by her rich but totally unintellectual country parents. Her much dumber brother is sent to
school, hates school but ends up making good money, misunderstands and refuses to speak to
his intelligent sister.That is the theme of the book: how the brother hurts the sister because he is
a practical man who doesn't understand or respect intelligence. The reader has her nose rubbed
in this theme from the beginning to the end. At the beginning, nine-year-old Maggie absent-
mindedly forgets all about the rabbits her thirteen-year-old brother asked her to look after while
he was away. He asked another farmworker to look after them too, and the farmworker also
forgot. The unreliable farmworker is (to the brother) just a loser employee, but Maggie he
punishes for her absent-mindedness. He refuses to speak to her, and of course the reader is
very close to being on the brother's side. The rabbits die. They don't get saved by luck or by
some other guy. They die of starvation.In other words, Eliot does not desert her theme or cover it
with sugar. Intelligent girls can be absent-minded to a murderous degree, and no one thinks girls
deserve an education in any case. A practical money-making man is obviously superior to a
dreamy girl who deserves no education in the first place. Look: the girl kills rabbits! The boy gets



practical things done! Maybe, reader, you'll agree that the girl would be better off dead.That's
how deep the hook is sunk to begin with, and the following narrative only sinks it deeper. When
she grows up, Maggie commits herself to an intelligent hunchback, but then falls in lust with a
handsome, shallow man who likes her looks. Maggie's love is wrong. She knows that with her
head and heart, but her head and heart aren't all there is to her. She wants the guy. Obviously,
and many readers agreed at the time the book was written, and still agree now, Maggie is no
good. She's slutty. She would be better off never having been born. When her brother got mad at
her about the rabbits, he forgave her because he was thirteen and because, among tough
country people, dead rabbits don't register very heavily. But when he's an adult and she's a slut,
he never speaks to her again, just like George Eliot's own brother never spoke to her again when
she started living with a married man.That is the theme of the book. The theme of the book is not
that intelligent women are lovable because they're so smart and never act slutty because, at
nineteen, their passions are totally under their intelligent control. Jane Austen's themes are a tiny
little bit like that, because she doesn't mind always leading up to a happy marriage (and I
underline _always_). Eliot wanted to make a slightly different point: you don't have to like us, but
don't you have to let us live? Can't we, like men, do some good even when we're bad guys in the
bedroom and don't much care about cute little animals?The struggle to ask these questions
makes this a scary book. The reader is afraid she will be hurt and disgusted even more than she
has been already. In fact, the book ends tragically but calmingly.Or does it ever end? People
complain that Eliot moralizes too much, but how can she have moralized too much when the
moral point she wanted to make is still not made, when her heroine Maggie is still seen by some
as a dislikeable rabbit-killing slut, a century and a half after she was created? How can Eliot
have argued too much when all her argument failed to get her point across?Perhaps her point
will always fail to get across. That would be sadder than THE MILL ON THE FLOSS.”

pathfinder, “So glad I read this!. I have read a lot of the classics but I hadn't read this, I don't
know why. How I loved it!!! For me it was much easier to read than some of the others and I really
must make an effort to read more of George Eliot. This seemingly quite simple book covers so
many issues and inequalities faced by women in the culture of this time. I often find these books
a bit predictable but not this one. In fact I loved it so much I have promised myself I will read it
again!”

mrs m.k.stirk, “The Mill on the Floss. Oh my goodness. George Eliot (Mary Ann Evans) is the
greatest English novelist of all time. How well and with what humanity and humour she
understands the human spirit. Her heroines stand alone as ideals of feminine nobility of spirit,
but the supporting casts of frail humanity resonates as truly today as it did at the time of writing.
When you read a novel by Mary Anne Evans you feel your life has been enriched.”

Holly Hughes, “A riveting read!. I had been wondering about reading the Mill on the Floss for



ages and I am glad that I did. It is a beautiful example of Nineteenth Century Literature. The story
follows the fate of the Tulliver family who own the Mill and in particular the children Tom and
Maggie. Tom the son and heir is seen as the future of the family and his father has high hopes for
him. Maggie although apple of her father’s eye, is an emotional and wilful child who has unruly
hair and unladylike brownish skin whose future is much less certain. Bright and with a thirst for
education her progress is hobbled by the fact that she is female. The story becomes centred in
her struggle for happiness and love in an age where she is bound by honour and duty to accede
to family loyalties.”

The book has a rating of  5 out of 4.3. 1,677 people have provided feedback.
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