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long time his place of residence. But his aunt had a headache — his aunt had almost always a
headache — and now she was shut up in her room, smelling camphor, so that he was at liberty
to wander about. He was some seven-and-twenty years of age; when his friends spoke of him,
they usually said that he was at Geneva “studying. ” When his enemies spoke of him, they
said — but, after all, he had no enemies; he was an extremely amiable fellow, and universally
liked. What I should say is, simply, that when certain persons spoke of him they affirmed
that the reason of his spending so much time at Geneva was that he was extremely devoted to
a lady who lived there - a foreign lady — a person older than himself. Very few Americans -
indeed, I think none - had ever seen this lady, about whom there were some singular stories.
But Winterbourne had an old attachment for the little metropolis of Calvinism; he had been
put to school there as a boy, and he had afterward gone to college there — circumstances
which had led to his forming a great many youthful friendships. Many of these he had kept,
and they were a source of great satisfaction to him.

After knocking at his aunt’s door and learning that she was indisposed, he had taken a
walk about the town, and then he had come in to his breakfast. He had now finished his
breakfast ; but he was drinking a small cup of coffee, which had been served to him on a little
table in the garden by one of the waiters who looked like an attache. At last he finished his
coffee and lit a cigarette. Presently a small boy came walking along the path — an urchin of
nine or ten. The child, who was diminutive for his years, had an aged expression of counte-
nance, a pale complexion, and sharp little features. He was dressed in knickerbockers, with
red stockings, which displayed his poor little spindle-shanks; he also wore a brilliant red cra-
vat. He carried in his hand a long alpenstock, the sharp point of which he thrust into every-
thing that he approached - the flowerbeds, the garden benches, the trains of the ladies’ dres-
ses. In front of Winterbourne he paused, looking at him with a pair of bright, penetrating lit-
tle eyes.

“Will you give me a lump of sugar?” he asked in a sharp, hard little voice — a voice im-
mature and yet, somehow, not young.

Winterbourne glanced at the small table near him, on which his coffee sefvice rested,
and saw that several morsels of sugar remained. “Yes, you may take one,” he answered;
“but I don’t think sugar is good for little boys. ”

This little boy stepped forward and carefully selected three of the coveted fragments, two
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The young lady glanced at him again. “Yes, sir,” she replied. And she said nothing
more.

“Are you — a — going over the Simplon?” Winterbourne pursued, a little embarrassed.

“I don’t know,” she said. “I suppose it’s some mountain. Randolph, what mountain are
we going over?”

“Going where?” the child demanded.

“To Italy,” Winterbourne explained.

“I don’t know,” said Randolph. “I don’t want to go to Italy. I want to go to America. ”

“Oh, Italy is a beautiful place!” rejoined the young man.

“Can you get candy there?” Randolph loudly inquired.

“I hope not,” said his sister. “I guess you have had enough candy, and mother thinks

]

so too.’

“I haven’t had any for ever so long — for a hundred weeks!” cried the boy, still jumping
about.

The young lady inspected her flounces and smoothed her ribbons again; and Winter-
bourne presently risked an observation upon the beauty of the view. He was ceasing to be em-
barrassed, for he had begun to perceive that she was not in the least embarrassed herself.
There had not been the slightest alteration in her charming complexion; she was evidently nei-
ther offended nor flattered. If she looked another way when he spoke to her, and seemed not
particularly to hear him, this was simply her habit, her manner. Yet, as he talked a little
more and pointed out some of the objects of interest in the view, with which she appeared
quite unacquainted, she gradually gave him more of the benefit of her glance; and then he
saw that this glance was perfectly direct and unshrinking. It was not, however, what would
have been called an immodest glance, for the young girl’s eyes were singularly honest and
fresh. They were wonderfully pretty eyes; and, indeed, Winterbourne had not seen for a long
time anything prettier than his fair countrywoman’s various features — her complexion, her
nose, her ears, her teeth. He had a great relish for feminine beauty; he was addicted to ob-
serving and analyzing it; and as regards this young lady’s face he made several observations.
It was not at all insipid, but it was not exactly expressive; and though it was eminently deli-
cate, Winterbourne mentally accused it — very forgivingly — of a want of finish. He thought it

very possible that Master Randolph’s sister was a coquette ; he was sure she had a spirit of her
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own; but in her bright, sweet, superficial little visage there was no mockery, no irony. Be-
fore long it became obvious that she was much disposed toward conversation. She told him
that they were going to Rome for the winter — she and her mother and Randolph. She asked
him if he was a “real American” ; she shouldn’t have taken him for one; he seemed more like
a German — this was said after a little hesitation — especially when he spoke. Winterbourne,
laughing, answered that he had met Germans who spoke like Americans, but that he had not,
so far as he remembered, met an American who spoke like a German. Then he asked her if
she should not be more comfortable in sitting upon the bench which he had just quitted. She
answered that she liked standing up and walking about; but she presently sat down. She told him
she was from New York State — “if you know where that is. ” Winterbourne learned more about her
by catching hold of her small, slippery brother and making him stand a few minutes by his side.

“Tell me your name, my boy,” he said.

“Randolph C. Miller,” said the boy sharply. “And I'll tell you her name” ; and he lev-
eled his alpenstock at his sister.

“You had better wait till you are asked!” said this young lady calmly.

“I should like very much to know your name,” said Winterbourne.

“Her name is Daisy Miller!” cried the child. “But that isn’t her real name; that isn’t
her name on her cards. ”

“It’s a pity you haven’t got one of my cards!” said Miss Miller.

“Her real name is Annie P. Miller,” the boy went on.

“Ask him HIS name,” said his sister, indicating Winterbourne.

But on this point Randolph seemed perfectly indifferent; he continued to supply informa-
tion with regard to his own family. “My father’s name is Ezra B. Miller,” he announced.
“My father ain’t in Europe; my father’s in a better place than Europe. ”

Winterbourne imagined for a moment that this was the manner in which the child had
been taught to intimate that Mr. Miller had been removed to the sphere of celestial reward.
But Randolph immediately added, “My. father’s in Schenectady. He’s got a big business. My
father’s rich, you bet!”

“Well!” ejaculated Miss Miller, lowering her parasol and looking at the embroidered
border. Winterbourne presently released the child, who departed, dragging his alpenstock a-

long the path. “He doesn’t like Europe,” said the young girl. “He wants to go back. ”
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Miss Miller slowly rose. “See here, Eugenio!” she said; “I'm going to that old castle,
anyway. ”

“To the Chateau de Chillon, mademoiselle?” the courier inquired. “Mademoiselle has
made arrangements?” he added in a tone which struck Winterbourne as very impertinent.

Eugenio’s tone apparently threw, even to Miss Miller’s own apprehension, a slightly iron-
ical light upon the young girl’s situation. She turned to Winterbourne, blushing a little — a
very little. “You won’t back out?” she said.

“1 shall not be happy till we go!” he protested.

“And you are staying in this hotel?” she went on. *“And you are really an American?”

The courier stood looking at Winterbourne offensively. The young man, at least, thought
his manner of looking an offense to Miss Miller; it conveyed an imputation that she “picked
up” acquaintances. “I shall have the honor of presenting to you a person who will tell you all
about me,” he said, smiling and referring to his aunt.

“Oh, well, we’ll go some day,” said Miss Miller. And she gave him a smile and turned
away. She put up her parasol and walked back to the inn beside Eugenio. Winterbourne stood
looking after her; and as she moved away, drawing her muslin furbelows over the gravel, said
to himself that she had the tournure of a princess.

He had, however, engaged to do more than proved feasible, in promising to present his
aunt, Mrs. Costello, to Miss Daisy Miller. As soon as the former lady had got better of her
headache, he waited upon her in her apartment; and, after the proper inquiries in regard to
her health, he asked her if she had observed in the hotel an American family — a mamma, a
daughter, and a little boy.

“And a courier?” said Mrs. Costello. “Oh yes, I have observed them. Seen them -
heard them — and kept out of their way. ” Mrs. Costello was a widow with a fortune; a person
of much distinction, who frequently intimated that, if she were not so dreadfully liable to sick
headaches, she would probably have left a deeper impress upon her time. She had a long,
pale face, a high nose, and a great deal of very striking white hair, which she wore in large
puffs and rouleaux over the top of her head. She had two sons married in New York and an-
other who was now in Europe. This young man was amusing himself at Hamburg, and,
though he was on his travels, was rarely perceived to visit any particular city at the moment

selected by his mother for her own appearance there. Her nephew, who had come up to Vevey
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expressly to see her, was therefore more attentive than those who, as she said, were nearer to
her. He had imbibed at Geneva the idea that one must always be attentive to one’s aunt. Mrs.
Costello had not seen him for many years, and she was greatly pleased with him, manifesting
her approbation by initiating him into many of the secrets of that social sway which, as she gave
him to understand, she exerted in the American capital. She admitted that she was very exclu-
sive; but, if he were acquainted with New York, he would see that one had to be. And her
picture of the minutely hierarchical constitution of the society of that city, which she presented
to him in many different lights, was, to Winterbourne’s imagination, almost oppressively striking.

He immediately perceived, from her tone, that Miss Daisy Miller’s place in the social
scale was low. “I am afraid you don’t approve of them,” he said.

“They are very common,” Mrs. Costello declared. “They are the sort of Americans that
one does one’s duty by not — not accepting. ”

“Ah, you don’t accept them?” said the young man.

“I can’t, my dear Frederick. I would if I could, but I can’.”

“The young girl is very pretty,” said Winterbourne in a moment.

“Of course she’s pretty. But she is very common. ”

“I see what you mean, of course,” said Winterbourne after another pause.

“She has that charming look that they all have,” his aunt resumed. “I can’t think where
they pick it up; and she dresses in perfection — no, you don’t know how well she dresses. I
can’t think where they get their taste. ”

“But, my dear aunt, she is not, after all, a Comanche savage. ”

“She is a young lady,” said Mrs. Costello, “who has an intimacy with her mamma’s
courier. ”

“An intimacy with the courier?” the young man demanded.

“Oh, the mother is just as bad ! They treat the courier like a familiar friend—like a gen-
tleman. I shouldn’t wonder if he dines with them. Very likely they have never seen a man
with such good manners, such fine clothes, so like a gentleman. He probably corresponds to
the young lady’s idea of a count. He sits with them in the garden in the evening. I think he
smokes. ”

Winterbourne listened with interest to these disclosures; they helped him to make up his

mind about Miss Daisy. Evidently she was rather wild.
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“Well,” he said, “I am not a courier, and yet she was very charming to me.’

“You had better have said at first,” said Mrs. Costello with dignity, “that you had
made her acquaintance. ”

“We simply met in the garden, and we talked a bit. ”

“Tout bonnement! And pray what did you say?”

“I said I should take the liberty of introducing her to my admirable aunt.”

“I am much obliged to you.”

Lk

“It was to guarantee my respectability,” said Winterbourne.

“And pray who is to guarantee hers?”

“Ah, you are cruel!” said the young man. “She’s a very nice young girl. ”

“You don't say that as if you believed it,” Mrs. Costello observed.

“She is completely uncultivated,” Winterbourne went on. “But she is wonderfully pret-
ly, and, in short, she is very nice. To prove that I believe it, I am going to take her to the
Chateau de Chillon. ”

“You two are going off there together? I should say it proved just the contrary. How long

had you known her, may I ask, when this interesting project was formed? You haven’t been

1

twenty-four hours in the house. ’

“I have known her half an hour!” said Winterbourne, smiling.

“Dear me!” cried Mrs. Costello. “What a dreadful girl!”

Her nephew was silent for some moments. *You really think, then,” he began earnest-
ly, and with a desire for trustworthy information — “you really think that — ” But he paused a-
gain.

“Think what, sir?” said his aunt.

“That she is the sort of young lady who expects a man, sooner or later, to carry her
off?”

“I haven't the least idea what such young ladies expect a man to do. But I really think
that you had better not meddle with little American girls that are uncultivated, as you call
them. You have lived too long out of the country. You will be sure to make some great mis-

take. You are too innocent. ”

“My dear aunt, I am not so innocent,” said Winterbourne, smiling and curling his mus-

tache.
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“You are guilty too, then!”

Winterbourne continued to curl his mustache meditatively. “You won’t let the poor girl
know you then?” he asked at last.

“Is it literally true that she is going to the Chateau de Chillon with you?”

“I think that she fully intends it. ”

“Then, my dear Frederick,” said Mrs. Costello, “I must decline the honor of her ac-
quaintance. I am an old woman, but I am not too old, thank Heaven, to be shocked!”

“But don’t they all do these things — the young girls in America?” Winterbourne in-
quired.

Mrs. Costello stared a moment. “I should like to see my granddaughters do them!” she
declared grimly.

This seemed to throw some light upon the matter, for Winterbourne remembered to have
heard that his pretty cousins in New York were “tremendous flirts. ” If, therefore, Miss Daisy
Miller exceeded the liberal margin allowed to these young ladies, it was probable that any-
thing might be expected of her. Winterbourne was impatient to see her again, and he was
vexed with himself that, by instinct, he should not appreciate her justly.

Though he was impatient to see her, he hardly knew what he should say to her about his
aunt’s refusal to become acquainted with her; but he discovered, promptly enough, that with
Miss Daisy Miller there was no great need of walking on tiptoe. He found her that evening in
the garden, wandering about in the warm starlight like an indolent sylph, and swinging to and
fro the largest fan he had ever beheld. It was ten o’clock. He had dined with his aunt, had
been sitting with her since dinner, and had just taken leave of her till the morrow. Miss Daisy
Miller scemed very glad to see him; she declared it was the longest evening she had ever passed.

“Have you been all alone?” he asked.

“I have been walking round with mother. But mother gets tired walking round,” she an-
swered.

“Has she gone to bed?”

“Noj; she doesn’t like to go to bed,” said the young girl. “She doesn’t sleep — not three
hours. She says she doesn’t know how she lives. She’s dreadfully nervous. I guess she sleeps
more than she thinks. She’s gone somewhere after Randolph ; she wants to try to get him to go

to bed. He doesn’t like to go to bed. ”



