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the unresting wheel sending out its diamond jets of water.
That little girl is watching it too; she has been standing on
just the same spot at the edge of the water ever since I paused
on the bridge. And that queer white cur with the brown ear
seems to be leaping and barking in ineffectual remonstrance
with the wheel

;
pertiaps he is jealous because his playfellow

in the beaver bonnet is so rapt in its movement. It is time
the little playfellow went in, I think ; and there is a very
bright fire to tempt her : the red light shines out under the
deepening gray of the sky. It is time, too, for me to leave
off resting my arms on the cold stone of this bridge. . . .

Ah, my arms are really benumbed. I have been pressing
my elbows on the arms of my chair, and dreaming that I was
standing on the bridge in front of Dorlcote Mill, as it looked
one February afternoon many years ago. Before I dozed off,

I was going to tell you what Mr. and Mrs. Tulliver were
talking about, as they sat by the bright fire in the left-hand
parlor, on that very afternoon I have been dreaming of.

CHAPTER II.

MB. TULLIVKB, OF DORLCOTE MILL, DECLARES HIS RESOLU-
TION ABOUT TOM.

"What I want, you know," said Mr. Tulliver,—"what I
want is to give Tom a good eddication; an eddication as '11

be a bread to him. That was what I was thinking of when I
gave notice for him to leave the academy at Lady-day. I
mean to put him to a downright good school at Midsummer.
The two years at th' academy 'ud ha' done well enough, if
I'd meant to make a miller and farmer of him, for he's had
a fine sight more schoolin' nor I ever got. All the learnin'
my father ever paid for was a bit o' birch at one end and the
alphabet at th' other. But I should like Tom to be a bit of a
scholard, so as he might be up to the tricks o' these fellows
as talk fine and write with ? flourish. It 'ud be a help to me
wi' these lawsuits, and arbitrations, and things. I wouldn't
make a downright lawyer o' the lad,—I should be sorry for


