












minutes she did nothing but call him horrid. Poor Winterboume was fairly

bewildered; no young lady had as yet done him the honour to be so agitated by

the announcement of his movements. His companion, after this, ceased to pay

any attention to the curiosities of Chillon  or the beauties of the lake; she opened

fire upon the mysterious charmer in Geneva, whom she appeared to have instantly

taken it for granted that he was hurrying back to see. How did Miss Daisy Miller

know that there was a charmer in Geneva? Winterboume, who denied the

existence of such a person, was quite unable to discover; and he was divided

between amazement at the rapidity of her induction and amusement at the

frankness of her ‘persiflage.9 She seemed to him, in all this, an extraordinary

mixture of innocence and crudity. ‘Does she never allow you more than three

days at a time?’ asked Daisy, ironically. ‘Doesn? she give you a vacation in

summer? There’s no one so hardworked but they can get leave to go off

somewhere at this season. I suppose, if you stay another day, she’ll come after

you in the boat. Do wait over till Friday, and I will go down to the landing to see

her arrive!’ Winterboume began to think he had been wrong to feel disappointed

in the temper in which the young lady had embarked. If he had missed the

personal accent, the personal accent was now.making  its appearance. It sounded

very distinctly, at last, in her telling him she would stop ‘teasing’ him if he

would promise her solemnly to come down to Rome in the winter.

‘That’s not a difficult promise to make, ’ said Winterboume. ‘My aunt has

taken an apartment in Rome for the winter, and has already asked me to come

and see her. ’

!I don’t want you to come for your aunt,’ said Daisy; ‘I want you to come

for me. ’ And this was the only allusion that the young man was ever to hear her

Q light, flippant conversation
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dying of the perniciosa.
16

‘How long have you been here?’ he asked, almost

brutally.

Daisy, lovely in the flattering moonlight, looked at him a moment. Then-

‘All the evening, ’ she answered gently . . . ‘I never saw anything so pretty. ’

‘I am afraid, ’ said Winterboume, ‘that you will not think Roman fever

ver$ pretty. ‘Ibis is the way people catch it. I wonder,’ he added, turning to

Giovanelli, ‘that you, a native Roman, should countenance such a terrible

indiscretion. ’

‘Ah, ’ said the handsome native,’ ‘for myself, I am not afraid. ’

‘Neither am I -for you! I am speaking for this young lady. ’

Giovanelli lifted his well-shaped eyebrows and showed his brilliant teeth.
17

But he took Winterboume’s rebuke with docility. ‘I told the Signorha. it was a

grave indiscretion; but when was the Signorina ever prudent?’

‘I never was sick, and I don’t mean to be! ’ the Signorina declared. ‘I

don’t look like much, but I’m healthy! I was bound to see the Colosseum by

moonlight; I shouldn’t have wanted to go home without that; and we have had

the most beautiful time, haven’t we, Mr. Giovarfelli!  If there has been any

danger, Eugenio can give me some pills. He has got some splendid pills. ’

‘I should advise you,’ said Winterboume, ‘to drive home as fast as

possible and take one! ’

‘What you say is very wise,’ Giovanelli rejoined. -‘I  will go and make

sure the carriage is at hand. ’ And he went forward rapidly.

Roman fever
I7

The Italian title of courtesy for an unmarried woman, equivalent to the

English ‘Miss ’
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known it at the hotel, and that, after Daisy’s return, there had been an exchange

of jokes between the porter and the cab-driver. but the young man was

conscious at the same moment that it had ceased to be a matter of serious regret

to him that the little American flirt should be ‘talked about’ by low-minded

menials. These people, a day or two later, had serious information to give; the

little American flirt was alarmingly ill. Winterboume, when the rumour  .came  to

him, immediately went to the hotel for more news. He found that two or three

charitable friends had preceded him, and that they were being entertained in Mrs.

Miller’s salon by Randolph.

‘It’s going round at night,’ said Randolph - ‘that’s what made her sick.

She’s always going round at night. J shouldn’t mink she’d want to-it’s so

plaguey dark. You can’t see anything here at night, except where there’s a moon.

In America there’s always a moon.t ’ Mrs. Miller was invisible; she was now, at

least, giving her daughter the advantage of her society. It was evident that Daisy

was dangerously ill.

Winterboume went often to ask for news of her, and once he saw Mrs.

Miller, who, though deeply alarmed, was-rather to his surprise-perfectly

composed, and, as it appeared, a most efficient and judicious nurse. She talked a

good deal about Dr. Davis, but Winterboume paid her the compliment of saymg

to himself that she was not, after all, such a monstrous goose. ‘Daisy spoke of

you the other day, ’ she said to him. ‘Half the time she doesn’t know what she%

saying, but that time 1 think she did. She gave me a message; she told me to tell

you. She told me to tell you that she never was engaged to that handsome

Italian. I am sure I am very glad, Mr. Giovanelli hasn’t been near us since she

was taken ill. I thought he’ was so much of a gentleman; but I don’t call that

very polite! A lady told me that he was afraid J was angry with him for taking

Daisy round at night. Well,  so I am; but I suppose he knows I’m a lady. I
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