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o Daisy Miller »

You receive an impression of these things at the excellent
inn of the Trois Couronnes, and are transported in fancy
to the OES&LWS Hall, But at the Trois
Couronnes, it must be added, there are other features that
are much at variance with these suggestions: neat German
waiters, who look like secretarics of legation, Russian
princesses sitting in the garden; little Pglish boys walking
about, held by the hand, with their governors;ja view of
the sunny crest of the Dent du Midi and the icturesque
towers af the Castle of Chillon.

I hardly know whether it was the analogies or the
differences that were ermost in the mind of a young
American, who, two or three years ago, sat in the garden
of the Trois Couronnes, locking about him. rather idly.
at some of the graceful objects I have mentioned. It was
a beautiful summer mormng, and in whatever fashion the
young American jooked at things they must have seemed
to him charming. He Ra me from Geneva the day
before by the little steﬁ o see his aunt, who was
staying at the hotel — ‘Geneva having been for a 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
ath wander_phout. He was some seven-and-twenty

years of a.;ge. When his friends spoke of him, they usually
safd that he “was at Gepeva studyinig ; when his enemies

spoke of him, they said — bui, after ali, he had no enemies ;'
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+ Daisy Miller »

he was an extremely fellow, and universally liked.
What 1 should say is) simply, that when certain persons
spoke of him they afitmed that the reason of his spending
s0 much time at Geneva was that he w_g.z;xxggy_ﬂ_v_%:xo_ted
to.a lady who lived there — a foreign lady — a persdn older
than himself. Very few Americans — indeed, T think none
— had ever seen this lady, about whom there were some
singular stories. But Winterbourne had an old attachment
Tor the little metropolis of Calvinism; he had been put to
school there as a boy, and he had afterwards gone to cotlege
there -~ circumstances which had led to his forming a great
many vouthful friendships. Many of these he had kept,
and thev were a source of great satisfaction to him.
ATter knocking at his aunt's door, and learnmg 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 attaché. 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 countenance: a pale complexion, and sharp
little features. IHe was dressed in knickerbockers, with red
stockings, which displayed his poor little spindle-shanks; he
also wore a brilliant red cravat. He carried in his hand a
long alpenstock, the sharp point of which he thrust iato

3 4



ol“t“-

5«2.1?4 fﬁ‘/

(RS R A I — 41 e A—— (L BRI 8 4 £ 1R
o BORBA —BHEAGH—BEBA—K RBEX
AT FBAFHEARLEWRR IR EEE - KRB L AR
ST RHE 8 7 5 T R () B M T A IR A
WP o (G ERBRE  —EREIAE - FEEERZT -
B AR T RO B AT - B SN INH KA
EBERGRERRENLH - E—BABE—5F » BARE
E&_o

R B RER > DB TS REED
ABOEE RER T~ » MEEACRE o ERHECEES
BEH RiEAreE B gy —3F /N 8 35 RIBINE o 55—/ FREnaE
Re— BB U B B R o (IR H TR 1190
FRRLEIED AR - BT & MEERBE T B/ FELAN
AEH o SETHHERBIE, - BRANBREMEAA
BBEL SRR TEA o BTSRRI IS » A s
ERAAET o BATRES 0 I E KA - TR
EHE—RREHBUR o —B R » —BEER LSS
RS & MR L— AR E AT BT Ik ANE
B - (B BENELS - QAR TRS B~ M2 A

[ 2 ) RMZBA MRS & » B4 0 LA RS -

5 8



o Daisy Miller «

everything that he approached—the flower-beds, the garden-
benches, the trains of the ladies’ dresses. In front of Winter-
bourne he paused, locking at him with a pair of bright,
penetrating little eyes,

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

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

This tittle boy stepped forward and carefully selected
three of the coveted fragments, two of which he buried in
the pocket of his knickerbockers, depositing the other as
promptly in another place. He poked his alpenstock, lance-
fashton, into Winterbourne’s bench, and tried to crack the
lump of sugar with his teeth.

“Oh, blazes; it’s har-r-d!” he exclaimed, pronouncing the
adjective in a peculiar manner.

Winterbourne had immediately perceived that he might
have the honor of claiming him as a fellow-countryman.
“Take care you don't hurt your teeth,” he said, paternally.

“I haven’t got any teeth to hurt. They have all come
out. I have only got seven teeth. My mother counted them
last mght, and one came out right afterwards. She said she’d
slap me if any more came out. I can’t help it. It’s this old
Europe. It's the climate that makes them come out. In
America they didn’t come out. It’s these hotels,”
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« Daisy Miller »

Winterbourne was much amused. “If you eat three
lumps of sugar, your mother will certainly slap you,” he said.

“She's got to give me some candy, then,” rejoined his
young interlocutor, “I can't get any candy here—and Ameri-
can candy. American candy's the best candy.”

“"And are American little boys the best little boys ?” asked
Winterbourne.

“I don’t know. I'm an American boy,” said the child.

"I see you are one of the best!” laughed Winterbourne.

“Are you an American man?” pursued this vivacious
infant. And then, on Winterbourne’s affirmative reply —
“American men are the best!” he declared.

His companion thanked him for the compliment; and the
child, who had now got astride his alpenstock, stood looking
about him, while he attacked a second lump of sugar, Winter-
bourne wondered if he himself had been like this in his
infancy, for he had been brought to Europe at about this
age,

"Here comes my sister!” cried the child,;in a moment.
“She’s an American girl”

Winterbourne looked along the path and saw a beautiful
young lady advancing. “American girls are the best girls!”
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» Daisy Miller »

he said, cheerfully, to his young companion,

“My sister ain’t the best!” the child declared. “She's
always blowing at me.”

“I imagine that is your fault, not hers,” said Winter-
bourne. The young lady meanwhile had drawn near, She
was dressed in white muslin, with a hundred frills and flounces,
and knots of pale-colored ribbon. She was bareheaded; but
she balanced in her hand a large parasol, with a deep border
of embroidery; and she was strikingly, admirably pretty.
“How pretty they are!” thought Winterbourne, straighten-
ing himself in his seat, as if he were prepared to rise,

Th2 young lady paused in front of his bench, near the
parapet of the garden, which overlooked the lake. The little
bov had now converted his alpenstock into a vaulting-pole,
by the aid of which he was springing about in the gravel,
and kicking it up a little.

“Randolph,” said the young lady, “what are you doing?”

“I'm going up the Alps,” replied Randoiph. “This is the
way!” And he gave another litle jump, scattering the
pebbles about Winterbourne’s ears,

“That's the way they come down,” said Winterbourne.

“Iie’s an American man!” cried Randclph, in his hard
little voice,

The young lady gave no heed to this announcement, but
looked straight at her brother. “Well, I guess you had
better be quiet,” she simply observed.

It seemed to Winterbourne that he had been in a manner
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« Daisy Miller «

presented. He got up and stepped siowly towards the young
girl, throwing away his cigarette. ‘“This little boy and I have
made acquaintance,” he said, with great civility. In Geneva,
as he had been perfectly awate, a young man was not at
liberty to speak to a young unmarried lady except under
certain rarely occurring conditions; but here at Vevay, what
conditions could be better than these?—a pretty American
girl coming and standing in front of you in a garden. This
pretty American girl, however, on hearing Winterbourne’s
observation, simply glanced at him; she then turned her head
and looked over the parapet, at the lake and the opposite
mountains. He wondered whether he had gone too far; but
he decided that he must advance farther, rather than retreat.
While he was thinking of something else to say, the young
lady turned to the little boy again.

“I shouid like to know where you got that pole?” she
said.

“I bought it,” responded Randolph.

“You don't mean to say you're going to take it to Italy?”

“Yes, I am going to take it to Italy,” the child declared.

The young girl glanced over the front of her dress, and
smoothed out a knot or two of ribbon. Then she rested her
eyes upon the prospect again. “Well, I guess you had better
leave 1t somewhere,” she said, after a moment.

“Are you going to Ttaly?” Winterbourne inquired, in a
tone of great respect.

The young lady glanced at him again. “Yes, sir,” she
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¢ Daisy Miller »

replied. And she said nothing more.

“Are you-a-going over the 3Simplon?” Winterbourne
pursued, a httle 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. 1 want to go to- America.”

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

“Can you get candy there?” Randoiph loudly inguired.

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

“l 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 Winterbourne presently risked an
observation upon the beauty of the view. He was ceasing
to be embarrassed, for he had begun to pergeive that
she was nol in the least embarrassed herself. There had
not been the slightest alteration in her charming com-
plexion; she was evidently, neither offended nor fluttered.
If she looked another way when he spoke to her, and
seemed not particularly to hear him, this was simply her
kabit, her manner. Yet, as he talked a little more, and
pointed cut some of the objects of interest in the view,

s 1 NN



i L AF 2 &

T o

[ YRR TR E A LA 4 | RS
FREEREE TR o

BURKARE > |30 T RS BN o B2 >
M RMEFRE—Z gk > |

TSI IBFM o

FEAR - ) EEEEmE MR o

FRHE o | NEEARR - 7 RBAREEBARE - B8
BAEIXE © |

M BARNRRRTEYML | ) BHEETM -

[ B ESBIMAE » I MR TR o

FRFSHBHE  JBEETR - [ RIGREEES o @
BLBER - |

[REEFABARECE —BRF—SREHT ! J
e % > — TR o

SR BEFEFAE XM LGB > LT T80 8 - 8
TH—~& BEEFRERGRRE SRR o My EEEN
RBEAEK » TREVNBEE » HRGRANTEREEX
o —Bet HEAE o S ALK BV AR

|5 8



= Daisy Mitler »

with which she appeared quite unacquainted, she grad-
ually 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 fgﬁsh-for feminine beauty; he was
addicted to observing 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 delicate, Winterbourne
mentally accused it—very forgivingly-——of 2~ 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 own; but
in her bright, sweet, superficial little visage there was no
mockery, no irony. Before 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,
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