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DAISY MILLER



I

Isvicre’nin kiiciik Vevey kasabasinda, son derece rahat bir otel vardir. Aslinda
burada cok otel bulunur; ciinkii gecimini turistleri agirlamakla saglayan bu
kasaba, —bircok ziyaretcinin hatirlayacagi {izere— her turistin gérmesi gereken,
harikulade mavi bir golin kenarina kurulmustur. Tebesir beyazhigindaki
cepheleri, yiizlerce balkonu ve catilarinda dalgalanan bir diizine bayrag ile
modern otellerden tutun da; eskiden kalma, adi, binanin pembe ya da sar
duvarina Almanca’yr andiran harflerle islenmis kiigiik Isvigre pansiyonuna ve
bahceye kondurulmus garip goriiniimlii yazlik evine kadar, bu yapilarin hemen
her tiirliisii g6l kiyisim boydan boya siisler. Fakat Vevey’deki otellerden biri,
hem daha seckin hem daha agirbagh havasiyla sonradan gorme bircok
komsusundan ayrilarak iinlenmis, hatta bir klasik haline gelmistir. Bu bolgeye,
haziran aylarinda ¢ok sayida Amerikali turist gelir; hatta yilin bu vaktinde
Vevey’in bir Amerikan kiy1 seridi halini aldig1 sdylenebilir. Newport ve
Saratoga’ya ait bir manzarayi, bir yankiy1 akla getiren sesler ve goriintiiler
vardir. Orada burada dolasan 6zenle giyinmis genc kizlar, muslin elbiselerin
hisirtisi, sabah saatlerinde durmadan calan dans miiziginin giiriiltiisii, yiiksek
perdeden konusma sesleri her an duyulabilir. Bunlarin izlenimini muhtesem
Trois Couronnes Oteli’nde edinir, kendinizi ister istemez Okyanus Evi ya da
Kongre Salonu’na dogru ilerlerken bulabilirsiniz. Ancak Trois Couronnes’in —
eklemek gerekir ki— biraz 6nce sdylediklerimle uyusmayan baska karakteristik
ozellikleri de wvardir; elcilik katiplerini amimsatan zarif Alman garsonlari,
bahcede oturan Rus prensesleri, el ele tutusmus, dadilarin gezdirdigi kiiciik
Polonyali cocuklar, Dent du Midi’nin karh zirvesi ve Chillon Satosu’nun o
giizelim kuleleri.

iki ya da ii¢ y1l 6nce, Trois Couronnes’in bahcesinde oturmus etrafindaki, az
once bahsettigim zarif goriintiilerin kimilerine tembel tembel bakinan geng
Amerikali’'nin bu benzerlikleri mi yoksa farkliliklari m1 aklindan gecirdigini
bilemiyorum. Giizel bir yaz sabahiydi ve gen¢ Amerikali etrafina nasil bakiyor
olursa olsun bu goriintiiler ona etkileyici goriinmiis olmaliydi. Bir giin 6nce
Cenova’dan kiiciik bir vapurla burada otelde kalan teyzesini ziyaret etmeye
gelmisti. Uzun zamandir Cenova’da yasiyordu. Fakat teyzesinin bas agris1 vardi;
—aslinda teyzesinin basi neredeyse her zaman agrirdi— simdi de kendisini odasina
kapatmis, kafur kokladigindan, o da etrafta gezinmek icin 6zgiir kalmisti. Yirmi
yedi yaslarindaydi; arkadaslari ondan bahsederken genellikle Cenova’da
“okudugunu” soyliiyorlardi. Diismanlar1 ondan bahsederken —aslinda diismani



yoktu— oldukca cana yakin ve herkesce sevilen biri oldugunu ileri siiriiyorlardi.
Benim soylemek istedigim, bazi insanlar, onun Cenova’da ¢ok vakit
gecirmesinin sebebinin orada yasayan ve kendinden yasca biiyiik yabanci bir
bayana kars1 besledigi giiclii duygular oldugunu belirtirlerdi. Cok az Amerikali —
hatta samirim hi¢ kimse— hakkinda tek tiik hikayeler anlatilan bu bayani
gormemisti. Aslinda Winterbourne’un, Kalvinizm’in bu kiiciik baskentine
eskiden beri siiregelen bir baghlig: vardi, kiiciik bir cocukken burada bir okula
gonderilmis ve ardindan yine burada koleje gitmis ve bu yillarda bircok saglam
dost edinmisti. Kendisine biiyiik mutluluk veren bu dostluklarin bircogunu
korumustu. Ve bunlar, onun icin biiyiik bir doyum kaynagiydi.

O giin, teyzesinin kapisini calip onun rahatsiz oldugunu 6grenince, sehirde
biraz yiirliylis yapmis ve sonra kahvaltisin1 yapmak iizere otele geri donmiistii.
Kahvaltisim heniiz bitirmis, otelin bahgesindeki kiiciik bir masada atase kilikli
bir garsonun servis yaptig1 kahvesini yudumluyordu. Kahvesini bitirince bir
sigara yakti. O sirada, patika boyunca yiiriimekte olan dokuz on yaslarinda bir
afacan kendisine yaklasti. Yasina gore ufak tefek bir yapiya sahip bu ¢cocugun
yash bir yiiz ifadesi, soluk bir teni, sert ve minyon bir yiizii vardi. Zayif, celimsiz
bacaklarini ortaya cikaran kisa bir pantolon ve kirmizi goraplar giymis; ayrica
parlak, kirmizi bir kravat takmisti. Elinde, yaklastigi her seyi; ciceklikleri,
bahcedeki banklari, kadinlarin elbiselerinin etek uglarim sivri ucuyla diirttiigii bir
baston tasiyordu. Winterbourne’un 6niinde durdu ve insanin igine isleyen parlak
kiiciik gozlerini ona cgevirdi.

“Bana bir kesmeseker verir misin?” diye sordu sert ve tiz bir sesle; cocuksu
fakat her nasilsa yash bir ses tonu vardi.

Winterbourne kahve servisinin bulundugu yanindaki kiiciik masaya goz att1 ve
icinde birka¢ tane kesmeseker kaldigini gordii. “Evet, birini alabilirsin,” diye
cevapladi;; “Fakat sekerin kiiciik cocuklar icin pek yararh oldugunu
sanmiyorum.”

Kiiciik cocuk 6ne cikip, goziine kestirdigi seker parcalarindan iiciinii dikkatle
secip, ikisini pantolonunun cebine, digerini de hemen agzina ativerdi. Bastonunu
Winterbourne’un iskemlesine bir muzrak gibi saplayip kesmesekeri disiyle
kirmaya ugrasti.

“Ah kahretsin, sert-t-mis!” diye bagirdi, “sert” kelimesini kendine 6zgii bir
bicimde seslendirerek sdylemisti.

Winterbourne, ¢cocuga samimi bir sekilde yaklasabilecegini hissetti ve babacan



bir tavirla, “Dikkat et de, dislerini acitma,” dedi.

“Agzimda aciyacak kadar dis kalmadi. Hepsi dokiildii. Sadece yedi disim
kaldi. Diin gece annem dislerimi sayarken bir tanesi yine kendiliginden
diisiiverdi. Annem, bir disim daha diiserse beni dovecegini soyledi. Elimde degil.
Hep bu eski Avrupa yiiziinden. Buranin kahrolasi havasi yiiziinden diisiiyor
dislerim. Amerika’da hi¢ disim diismedi. Hep bu oteller yiiziinden.”

Winterbourne keyiflenmisti. “Eger li¢ seker yersen, annenden dayak yiyecegin
muhakkak,” dedi.

“O zaman bana yemem icin sahici seker vermesi gerek,” diye yamtladi kiiciik
arkadasi. “Burada hi¢ seker yiyemiyorum. Amerika sekeri en iyisidir,” dedi
heyecanla.

“Peki, en iyi cocuklar da Amerikali cocuklar midir?” diye sordu Winterbourne.
“Bilmiyorum. Ben Amerikali bir cocugum,” dedi ¢ocuk.

“Ben senin en iyilerinden biri oldugunu diisliniiyorum,” diyerek giildii
Winterbourne.

“Peki sen Amerikali misin?” diye sordu neselenen c¢ocuk. Sonra da
Winterbourne’un Amerikali oldugunu sdylemesi {izerine, “Amerikalilar en
iyisidir,” dedi heyecanla.

Winterbourne, arkadasina iltifati icin tesekkiir etti; bu sirada bastonunu bir
kenara koymus olan ¢ocuk, ikinci sekerini agzina atarken bir yandan da yeni
arkadasim izliyordu. Winterbourne da asagir yukari bu yaslarda Avrupa’ya
getirilmis oldugu icin aklindan c¢ocuklugunda bu ufakliga benzeyip
benzemedigini gecirdi.

“Ablam geliyor,” diye atildi ¢ocuk birdenbire. “O da Amerikal1.”

Winterbourne patikaya dogru baktiginda giizel bir gen¢ kizin yaklastigim
gordii. “Amerikal kizlar, kizlarin en iyileridir,” dedi kiiciik arkadasina negseyle.

“Benim ablam en iyisi degil,” dedi cocuk. “Beni siirekli azarliyor.”

Winterbourne, “Sanirim bu onun degil, senin hatan,” dedi. Bu sirada genc kiz
da iyice yaklasmmsti. Uzerine pastel renkte kurdeleler ile siislii, bolca firfirh
beyaz muslinden bir elbise giymisti. Sapkasi1 yoktu; elinde kenarlar1 koyu renk
nakislarla siislenmis genis bir giines semsiyesi vardi; géze carpacak, hayran



olunacak kadar giizeldi. “Ne kadar da giizel!” diye diisiinen Winterbourne
kalkacakmis gibi sandalyesinde dogruldu.

Genc¢ kiz, Winterbourne’un, goéle tepeden bakan bahce korkuluklarinin
yanindaki sandalyesinin oniinde durdu. Kiiciik cocuk bastonunu simdi de bir
sirtk gibi kullaniyor, onun yardimiyla cakillarin istiinde atliyor, tozlar
kaldiriyordu.

“Randolph,” dedi geng kiz, “sen ne yaptigini saniyorsun?”

“Alpler’e trmaniyorum,” diye cevapladi Randolph. “Alpler’e bdyle
tirmanilir!” diyerek bir kez daha atladi. Sicrayan cakil taslarindan biri
Winterbourne’un kulagina carpti.

“Bu sekilde ancak Alpler’den asagi inilir,” dedi Winterbourne.
“O bir Amerikali!” diye bagirdi Randolph cocuksu sert ses tonuyla.

Geng kiz bu aciklamaya hic ilgi gostermedi, kardesine dik dik bakti. “Biraz
sessiz olsan iyi edersin,” dedi sadece.

Winterbourne bunu bir tamisma firsati olarak diigiindii. Ayaga kalkti ve
sigarasini firlatarak yavasca genc kiza yaklasti. “Bu kiiciik bey ve ben tanistik,”
dedi nazik bir bigimde.

Cenova’da nadiren ortaya c¢ikan belirli sartlar disinda, genc¢ bir adamin geng ve
bekar bir bayanla konusma 6zgiirliigiine sahip olmadigin1 gayet iyi biliyordu.
Fakat burada, Vevey’de giizel bir Amerikal1 kizin bir bahcede gelip Oniinde
dikilmesinden sonra daha uygun bir firsat olabilir miydi? Ne var ki, bu giizel
Amerikali kiz, Winterbourne’un séylediklerini duyunca, sadece ona sdyle bir
bakmakla yetinmis; sonra da kafasim cevirip korkuluklarin iizerinden golii ve
karsidaki daglari izlemeye koyulmustu. Winterbourne biraz fazla ileriye gidip
gitmedigini merak etmis; fakat geri ¢ekilmektense sohbeti ilerletmek gerektigine
karar vermisti. Soyleyecek baska bir sey diisiiniirken gen¢ kiz tekrar kiiciik
cocuga dondii.

“O sopay1 nereden aldigini bilmek istiyorum,” dedi.
“Satin aldim!” dedi Randolph.
“Onu Italya’ya gotiirmek istedigini sdylemeye calismiyorsun herhalde.”

“Evet, onu Italya’ya gotiirecegim!” diye aciklad: cocuk.



Gen¢ kiz elbisesinin 6niine bir géz atti ve bir iki kurdelesinin diigiimiinii
diizeltti. Sonra gozlerini tekrar ufakliga cevirdi. “Onu bir yerde biraksan daha iyi
olur,” dedi.

“Italya’ya m gidiyorsunuz?” diye sordu Winterbourne biiyiik bir nezaketle.

Geng kiz ona yeniden bakarak, “Evet bayim,” diye cevap verdi ve bagka bir
sey sOylemedi.

“Simplon Daglari’nin... lizerinden mi geciyorsunuz?” diyerek devam etti
Winterbourne biraz utanarak.

“Bilmiyorum,” dedi kiz. “Sanirim bir dagin oradan gececegiz. Randolph,
giderken lizerinden gececegimiz dag hangisiydi?”

“Nereye giderken?” diye iisteledi ¢ocuk.
Winterbourne, “Italya’ya,” diye acikladu.

“Bilmiyorum,” dedi Randolph. “Ben italya’ya gitmek istemiyorum.
Amerika’ya gitmek istiyorum.”

“Ah, Italya cok giizel bir yerdir!” diyerek cevap verdi gen¢ adam.
Randolph yiiksek sesle, “Orada seker yenilebiliyor mu?” diye sordu.

Ablasi, “Umarim yenilmiyordur,” dedi. “Bence yeterince seker yedin, annem
de boyle diisiiniiyor.”

“O kadar uzun zamandan beri yemiyorum ki; tam yiiz haftadir!” diye cocuk
mizmizlandi. Hala hoplayip ziplamaya devam ediyordu.

Gen¢ kiz firfirlarim kontrol etti ve kurdelelerini tekrar diizeltti. Winterbourne
bu manzaranin giizelligi karsisinda birkac¢ kelime daha etmeyi goze aldi. Geng
kizin en ufak bir utanma belirtisi gostermedigini anlamaya basladiginda kendisi
de utanip sikilmaktan vazgecmisti. Etkileyici yiiziinde sinirlendigini ya da
heyecanlandigim belli eden en ufak bir degisiklik belirtisi yoktu. Winterbourne
onunla konusurken bagska bir tarafa bakmasi ya da onu 6zellikle dinlemiyormus
gibi davranmasi, gen¢ kizin yalmzca aliskanligi ve genel tavriydi. Fakat biraz
daha konusup gen¢ kizin tamamen ilgisiz goriindiigli manzaranin icinde ilgi
cekebilecek bir iki seye isaret ettikten sonra, gen¢ kiz bakislarini giderek daha az
kacirmaya bagladi ve Winterbourne, bu bakiglarin tamamiyla rahat oldugunu ve
bir cekinme ifadesi tasimadigini gordii. Fakat, genc kizin gozleri o kadar icten, o



kadar samimi ve masumdu ki; bu bakislar1 kendini begenmislik olarak
adlandirmak olanaksizdi. Gozleri hayran olunacak derecede giizeldi ve
Winterbourne, bu sarisin geng¢ kizin yiizii —teni, burnu, kulaklari, disleri— kadar
giizel bir yiizli gercekten uzun zamandir géormemisti. Kadin giizelliginden biiyiik
bir zevk alir, onu gozlemlemek ve ¢oziimlemekten haz duyardi ve bu genc kizin
yliziiyle ilgili olarak da birka¢ gozlemde bulundu: Kesinlikle tatsiz ve yavan
olmamakla beraber, tam olarak anlamli bir yiiz oldugu da sdylenemezdi.
Oldukcga narin bir yiiz olmasina ragmen Winterbourne’a birkac rétusa ihtiyaci
varmis gibi gelmisti.

Randolph’un ablasinin ugari bir kiz olma ihtimalinin oldukga fazla oldugunu
diisiindii. Kendine 6zgii bir havasi oldugundan emindi; fakat isiltili, tatl,
ifadesiz, minyon yiiziinde alaya ya da ironiye dair bir sey yoktu. Cok gecmeden
sohbete kendini kaptirmisti. Winterbourne’a kendisinin, annesinin ve
Randolph’un kis icin Roma’ya gideceklerini sdyledi. Gen¢ adama gercekten
‘Amerikali’ olup olmadigin1 sordu; kendisine hi¢c de ©yle gelmedigini,
konusmasini duyduktan sonra, daha cok bir Alman’a benzedigini —bu ciimleyi
biraz tereddiit ettikten sonra— sOylemisti. Winterbourne giildii; ardindan
Amerikal1 gibi konusan Almanlar ile tamistigini, fakat hatirladigi kadariyla,
simdiye kadar bir Alman gibi konusan Amerikali’ya hi¢ rastlamadigini ekledi.
Daha sonra gen¢ kiza heniiz kalkmis oldugu iskemleyi isaret ederek, oturursa
daha rahat edip etmeyecegini sordu. Geng kiz ayakta durmaktan ve gezinmekten
hoslandigim1 sdylese de biraz sonra oturdu. New York eyaletinden oldugunu
belirterek ekledi, “Nerede oldugunu biliyorsaniz elbette.” Winterbourne, kizin
yerinde duramayan kiiciik kardesini yakalayip yaninda durmasini saglayarak
genc kiz hakkinda daha ¢ok bilgi edindi.

“Adin ne senin evlat?” dedi Winterbourne.

“Randolph C. Miller,” dedi cocuk sertce. “Sana onun adini da séyleyeyim,”
dedi ve bastonuyla ablasini isaret etti.

“Sana sorulana kadar beklesen iyi edersin,” dedi ablas.
“Isminizi 6grenmeyi gercekten ok isterdim,” dedi Winterbourne.

“Adi1 Daisy Miller!” diye bagirdi cocuk. “Ama bu onun gercek ismi degil; yani
kartvizitinin tistiindeki ismi degil.”

“Sizde bir kartimin olmayisi ¢ok iiziicii,” dedi Daisy Miller.

“Onun asil adi Annie P. Miller,” diye devam etti kiigiik cocuk.



Kiz kardesi, Winterbourne’u isaret ederek, “Hadi ona ismini sor,” dedi.

Ancak Randolph bu konuya kayitsiz kalarak kendi ailesiyle ilgili bilgiler
vermeye devam etti. ”Babamin ismi Ezra B. Miller,” dedi. “Babam Avrupa’da
degil; o, Avrupa’dan cok daha iyi bir yerde.”

Winterbourne bir an i¢in ¢ocuga 6gretilen bu tavrin, babasinin Tann katinda
oldugunu ima etmek icin olup olmadigim diisiindii. Fakat Randolph hemen
ardindan, “Babam Schenectady’de. Orada biiyiik bir isi var. Benim babam
zengin, biliyor musun?” diye ekledi.

“Yaa!” diyerek gecistirdi Daisy Miller, bir yandan da indirdigi semsiyesinin
islemelerine goz gezdiriyordu. Bu arada Winterbourne ¢ocugu serbest birakmis,
kiiciik cocuk da bastonunu yol boyunca siiriikleyerek oradan uzaklagsmisti.
“Avrupa’dan hi¢ hoglanmiyor,” dedi genc kiz. “Geri donmek istiyor.”

“Schenectady’ye mi demek istiyorsunuz?”

“Evet, dogruca eve gitmek istiyor. Burada hi¢ arkadasi yok. Sadece bir cocuk
var, fakat o da siirekli 6gretmeniyle dolasiyor; oynamasina izin vermiyorlar.”

“Sizin kardesinizin 6gretmeni yok, dyle mi?” diye sordu Winterbourne.

“Annem ona bizimle birlikte seyahat edecek bir 68retmen tutmay1 diisiindii.
Anneme c¢ok iyi bir 6gretmen tanidigini sdyleyen bir bayan vardi, Amerikali bir
bayan, belki tanirsiniz, Bayan Sanders. Sanirim Boston’dan gelmis. Bize bu
ogretmenden bahsetti ve biz de onun bizimle seyahat edebilecegini diigiindiik.
Fakat Randolph bizimle birlikte seyahat edecek bir 6gretmen istemedigini,
vagonlarda ders yapamayacagini soyledi. Zamanimizin neredeyse yarisi trende
geciyor. Trende tamistifimz bir Ingiliz bayan vardi; ismi galiba Bayan
Featherstone’du, tanirsiniz belki. Randolph’a neden benim ders vermedigimi,
onun deyimiyle, neden onu egitime tabi tutmadigim bilmek istedi. Bana kalirsa
o0 bana, benim ona 6gretebilecegimden c¢ok daha fazlasim 6gretebilir. O ¢ok
akilli bir cocuk.”

“Evet,” dedi Winterbourne. “Oldukca akillh gériiniiyor.”

“Italya’ya varir varmaz annem ona bir Ogretmen bulacak. Italya’da iyi
ogretmenler var

midir?”

“Cok iyi 6gretmenler olduguna eminim,” dedi Winterbourne.



“Ya da bir okul bulacak. Ogrenmesi gereken seyler var. Yalmzca dokuz
yasinda. Koleje gidiyor.”

Ve Daisy Miller, aile meseleleri ve diger konular hakkinda konusmaya devam
etti. Oldukca parlak yiiziiklerle siisledigi olaganiistii giizellikteki ellerini
kucaginda kavusturmus, giizel gézleri kah Winterbourne’unkilerle bulusuyor,
kah bahcede dolasan insanlarda ya da manzara iizerinde geziniyordu.
Winterbourne’la, sanki onu uzun zamandir taniyormus gibi konusuyordu. Bu
durum gen¢ adamin hosuna gitmisti. Bu kadar konuskan bir gen¢ hanimla sohbet
etmeyeli uzun zaman olmustu. Aslinda gelip yanina oturan bu yabanci geng
kizin kendisiyle cene caldigi sdylenebilirdi. Oldukca sessiz olmasina, etkileyici
bir sakinlik icerisinde oturmasina ragmen dudaklar1 ve gozleri siirekli hareket
halindeydi. Yumusak, ince ve uyumlu bir ses tonuna sahipti ve konusmasi
kesinlikle arkadascaydi. Winterbourne’a annesi ve erkek kardesiyle Avrupa’da
gezdigi ve gezmeyi planladig1 yerler hakkinda bilgi verip, seyahat sirasinda
kaldiklar cesitli otellerden soz etti. “Trendeki su Ingiliz bayan,” dedi, “Bayan
Featherstone, bana bizlerin Amerika’da otellerde kalip kalmadigimizi sordu. Ona
Avrupa’ya gelene kadar hayatimda hi¢c bu kadar c¢ok otelde kalmadigimi
anlattim. Gercekten de hic¢ bu kadar ¢ok otel gormemistim, burada her yer otel,”
dedi. Ancak Daisy Miller’in sesinde bu durumdan sikayetci oldugunu belli eden
en ufak bir iz yoktu, aksine her seyden memnunmus gibi goriiniiyordu. Bir kere
alisinca aslinda otellerin gayet iyi yerler olduklarini ve ayrica Avrupa’nmin da
harika bir yer oldugunu séyledi. En ufak bir hayal kirikligina bile ugramamusti.
Bu belki de daha o6nceden Avrupa hakkinda pek c¢ok sey duymasindan
kaynaklaniyordu. Buraya defalarca gelen bircok arkadasi ve ayrica Paris’ten
gelen bircok elbise ve aksesuari vardi. Ne zaman Paris’ten gelen bir elbisesini
giyse kendisini Avrupa’daymis gibi hissediyordu.

“Insanlarin dileklerinin gerceklesmesini saglayan sihirli sapkalar gibi,” dedi
Winter-bourne.

“Evet,” dedi Daisy Miller bu benzetmeyi irdelemeden. “Elbise, hep burada
olma istegi uyandirirdi bende. Fakat artik boyle bir istekte bulunmaya ihtiyacim
yok. Giizel elbiselerin hepsini Amerika’ya yolladiklarina eminim; burada
gordiigim elbiseler deyim yerindeyse cok kd&tii. Hosuma gitmeyen tek sey
buradaki sosyal hayat. insanin faaliyette bulunacag bir dernek bile yok; varsa da
ben nerede oldugunu bilmiyorum. Siz biliyor musunuz? Bana kalirsa bir yerlerde
bir dernek mutlaka vardir, ama ben heniiz rastlayamadim. Sosyallikten her
zaman ¢ok hoglanmigimdir ve ayrica sosyal cevrem de her zaman genis
olmustur. Sadece Schenectady’de degil, New York’ta da bircok tamidigim vardir.



Her kis New York’a giderdim. Orada bir y181in arkadasim vardi. Gegen kis benim
icin on yedi yemek diizenlendi ve bunlarn iiciinii de erkek arkadaslarim verdi,”
diye ekledi Daisy Miller. “New York’ta, Schenectady’de oldugundan daha fazla
erkek ve elbette daha fazla kiz arkadasim var,” diyerek devam etti kisa siire
sonra. Bir an icin yeniden durdu, civil civil gozlerinin tiim giizelligi ve kibar,
tath giiliimseyisiyle Winterbourne’a bakti. ”Benim her zaman oldukc¢a fazla
erkek arkadasim olmustur,” dedi.

Zavalli Winterbourne eglenmis, akli karismis ve kesinlikle etkilenmisti.
Ashinda bu tip konusmalarin ahlak yoksunluguna o6rnek olarak gosterildigi
durumlar disinda, hic¢ kendisini bu sekilde ifade eden geng bir kiza rastlamamisti.
Ama Daisy Miller’t Cenova’da dedikleri gibi “densizlik”le mi suclayacakti?
Cenova’da cok sey kaybedecek ve Amerikan tarzindan bile uzaklasacak kadar
uzun yillar yasamisti. Bazi seyleri dogru diizgiin degerlendirebilecek yasa
geldiginden beri, Amerikali oldugu bu kadar belirgin olan baska bir gen¢ kiza
rastlamamisti. Kesinlikle cok etkileyici ve ayn1 zamanda sasirtici derecede de
konugkandi! Sadece New York eyaletinden gelen geng giizel bir kiz miydi, yoksa
cok fazla erkek arkadasi olan giizel kizlarin hepsi boyle miydi? Ayni zamanda
entrikaci, utanmaz ve yalanci bir genc kiz miydi? Winterbourne bu konuda

artik sezgilerine giivenemiyor ve mantig1 da ona yardimci olamiyordu. Daisy
Miller inanilmaz derecede masum goriiniiyordu. Bazilari, ona Amerikali kizlarin
son derece masum oldugunu sdylemis, ama 6te yandan baskalar1 da tamamen
aksini, cok da masum olmadiklarini iddia etmislerdi. Winterbourne, Daisy
Miller’in hosca vakit gecirilebilecek bir gen¢ hamim oldugunu diigsiinme
egilimindeydi, genc ve gilizel Amerikali bir arkadas. Fakat simdiye kadar bu
tiirden bir geng kizla bir iligkisi hi¢ olmamisti. Burada, Avrupa’da yasca Daisy
Miller’dan biiyiik iki ti¢ kadin tamimmisti. Ama bu kadinlar, sayginliklarini
kaybetmemek adina kocalariyla birlikte olan, insanin ciddi iliski kurdugu vakit
hayatinin tepetaklak olabilecegi bastan cikarici, tehlikeli kadinlardi. Fakat bu
gen¢ kiz bu anlamda cilveli biri sayilmazdi, heniiz fazlasiyla masum ve saf bir
Amerikali’ydi sadece. Winterbourne, Daisy Miller’a uygun diisen bir tanimlama
bulabildigi icin minnettardi. Sandalyesinde arkasina yaslanarak ona, geng¢ kizin
simdiye kadar gordiigii en etkileyici burna sahip oldugunu soyledi. Giizel bir
Amerikali genc kizla arkadaslik ederken nelerin normal kabul edildigini ve kizin
sinirlarinin neler oldugunu merak etmisti. Bunlar1 6grenme yolunda oldugu, kisa
siire icinde belli olmustu.

‘Su eski satoya gittiniz mi?” diye sordu gen¢ kiz, uzakta duvarlar parlayan
Chillon Satosu’nu giines semsiyesiyle isaret ederek.



“Evet, birka¢ defa gordiim,” dedi Winterbourne. “Siz de gormiissiiniizdiir
sanirim.”

“Hayir, gitmedik, ancak gitmeyi miithis istiyorum. Kesinlikle gidecegim.
Buradan o eski satoyu gormeden ayrilamam.”

“Oldukca hos bir yolculuktur,” dedi Winterbourne, “ve rahat bir yoldur.
Arabayla ya da kiigiik buharh vapurlarla gidebilirsiniz.”

“Trenle de gidilebilir,” dedi Daisy Miller.
“Evet, trenle de gidilebilir,” diyerek onayladi Winterbourne.

“Yardimcimiz, ziyaretcileri satoya kadar gotiirdiiklerini sdyledi,” diye devam
etti genc kiz. “Gecen hafta gidecektik fakat annem vazgecti. Cok ciddi bir
hazimsizlik sorunu var ve bu yiizden gidemeyecegini sdyledi. Randolph da
istemedi; eski satolarin onu pek ilgilendirmedigini soyliiyor. Fakat onu
kandirmay1 basarabilirsek, sanirim bu hafta gidebiliriz.”

“Kardeginiz tarihi eserlere ilgi duymuyor demek?” dedi Winterbourne
giilimseyerek.

“Eski satolarin umrunda olmadigimi séyledi. O sadece dokuz yasinda. Hep
otelde kalmak istiyor. Annem onu yalniz basina birakmaya korkuyor ve
yardimcimiz da onunla kalmayacagi icin fazla yer ziyaret edemiyoruz. Ama
orayl ziyaret edemezsek cok yazik olacak,” diyerek yeniden Chillon Satosu’nu
isaret etti.

“Bana kalirsa bir seyler ayarlanabilir,” dedi Winterbourne. “Bir 6gleden sonra
Randolph’la kalabilecek birini bulamaz misiniz?”

Daisy Miller bir an Winterbourne’a bakt1 ve sonra oldukca sakin bir ifadeyle,
“Kegke siz onunla kalabilseydiniz!” dedi.

Winterbourne bir an duraksadi. “Ben daha cok sizinle Chillon Satosu’na
gelmeyi tercih ederim.”

“Benimle mi?” diye sordu gen¢ kiz ayni sakinlikle.

Cenova’daki genc kizlar gibi kizararak ayaga kalkmadi. Ama fazla cesur
davrandiginin farkinda olan Winterbourne, gen¢ kizin bundan alinmig
olabilecegini diisiindii. “Annenizle birlikte,” diyerek cevapladi oldukca saygili
bir ifadeyle.



Fakat goriiniise bakilirsa Daisy Miller’in goziindeki sayginhgini ve
goziipekligini yitirmisti. “Yine de annemin gelecegini pek sanmiyorum,” dedi.
“Ogleden sonralan cikmaktan hoslanmaz. Peki, siz az 6nce sdylediginizde ciddi
miydiniz; satoyu ziyaret etmek konusunda yani?”

“Biitlin samimiyetimle,” dedi Winterbourne.

“O zaman belki bunu ayarlayabiliriz. Eger annem Randolph’la kalirsa,
Eugenio da kalir.”

“Eugenio kim?” diye sordu genc adam.

“Eugenio, bizim yardimcimiz. Randolph’la kalmaktan hoslanmiyor; goérdiigiim
en miigkiilpesent adamdir. Fakat miikemmel bir yardimcidir. Annem kalirsa o da
Randolph’la birlikte otelde kalir ve bdylece biz de satoyu ziyaret edebiliriz.”

Winterbourne bir an icin miimkiin oldugunca sakin bir sekilde diisiinmeye
calisti. ”Biz” kelimesiyle sadece kendisini ve Daisy Miller’1 kastediyor
olabilirdi. Bu program, gen¢ kizin giivenini kazanmak icin o kadar uygun
goriiniiyordu ki; Winterbourne, genc kizin elini 6pmesi gerektigini hissetti.
Biiyiik ihtimalle de bunu yapacak ve biitiin plam bozacakti ki; bu sirada baska
biri, tahminen Eugenio goriindii. Uzun boylu, zarif, biyikli, kadife bir ceket
giymis gozalic1 bir kostek takmis, yakisikli bir adam Winterbourne’a sertce
bakarak Daisy Miller’a yaklasti. “Aaa, Eugenio!” dedi Daisy Miller arkadasca
bir ses tonuyla.

Eugenio, Winterbourne’u bastan asag: siizdiikten sonra genc kizi ciddi bir
ifadeyle egilip selamladi. “Kiiciikhamim, ©6gle yemeginin hazir oldugunu
bildirmek isterim.”

Daisy Miller yavasca ayaga kalkti. “Iste gordiin mii Eugenio?” dedi, “O eski
satoya her haliikarda gidecegimi s6ylemistim.”

“Chillon Satosu’na mui kiigiikhamim?” diye sordu yardimci ve “Kiigiikhanim
bunun i¢in plan m1 yapt1?” diye ekledi Winterbourne’a kiistah gelen bir tavirla.

Gortintige bakilirsa Eugenio’nun ses tonu, Daisy Miller’in kendisine bile, genc
kizin durumunu imali bir bicimde hatirlatma konusunda basarili olmustu. Geng
kiz biraz kizarak Winterbourne’a dondii, “Fikrinizi degistirmeyeceksiniz degil
mi?” diye sordu.

“Oraya gidene kadar yiiziim giilmeyecek!” dedi Winterbourne.



“Bu otelde kaliyorsunuz degil mi?” dedi Daisy Miller. “Gercekten
Amerikalisimz?”

Usak, Winterbourne’a diismanca bir ifadeyle bakiyordu. Gen¢ adam bu
bakiglarin, en azindan Daisy Miller icin bile asagilayici oldugunu diisiindii;
bakislar geng kizi “birini bulmus” olmakla suglar gibiydi. “Sizi, hakkimdaki her
seyi anlatacak biriyle tanistirmaktan mutluluk duyarim,” diyerek giiliimsedi,
teyzesinden bahsediyordu.

“Bir giin gideriz elbette,” dedi Daisy Miller. Ve giiliimseyerek arkasini dondji.
Glines semsiyesini acarak, Eugenio’nun yaninda otele dogru yiiriimeye basladi.
Winterbourne, gen¢ kizin arkasindan uzun uzun bakti ve o muslin elbisesinin
firfirlarim cakillarin {izerinde siiriikleyerek ilerlerken, gen¢c adam kendi kendine,
onun bir prenses oldugunu soyledi.



I1

Winterbourne, Daisy Miller’a, onu teyzesi Bayan Costello ile tanistiracagi
vaadinde bulunarak gerceklesmesi pek miimkiin olmayan bir sey icin s6z
vermisti. Yagh bayanin bas agrilari gecer gecmez Winterbourne onu
apartmaninda ziyarete gitti ve saghgiyla ilgili birka¢ sorudan sonra otelde bir
anne, kizi1 ve kiiciik oglundan olusan Amerikali bir ailenin dikkatini ¢ekip
cekmedigini sordu.

“Bir de usaklarn var degil mi?” dedi Bayan Costello. “Evet, dikkatimi cekti,
onlar gordiim, duydum ve uzak durdum.”

Bayan Costello yiiksek sinifa mensup, hali vakti yerinde bir duldu. Bu korkung
bas agrilarini siklikla cekmiyor olsaydi, gencliginde, etrafina biiyiik ihtimalle
cok daha derin bir etki birakmis olacagini ima eder dururdu. Uzun soluk yiizli,
kalkik burunlu ve basiin iizerinde biiyiik buklelerle topladigi oldukca giir,
bembeyaz saclari olan bir kadindi. Ogullarindan evli olan ikisi New York’ta,
digeri ise su an Avrupa’da yasiyordu. Bu gen¢ adam Hamburg’da giiniinii giin
etmekle fazlasiyla megguldii; bircok sehri gezmesine ragmen annesinin, ziyaret
etmek icin tercih ettigi sehirlere cok nadiren ugruyordu; bu yiizden Vevey’e
ozellikle kendisini gérmeye gelen yegeni, yakinlarim diye bahsettigi kisilerden
cok daha diisiinceliydi. Winterbourne, Cenova’da insanin teyzesine karsi her
zaman ilgili olmas1 gerektigi fikrini edinmisti. Bayan Costello, yegenini uzun
yillar gormemisti ve gen¢ adamin ziyaretinden duydugu memnuniyeti,
Amerika’nin bagkentinde biiyiik bir gayretle edindigi sosyal cevrenin sirlarini
onunla paylasarak acikca belirtiyordu. Kendi sinifinin disindaki insanlara karsi
cok secici oldugunu kabul ediyordu, fakat yegeninin de New York’ta sosyal
cevresi olsaydi bunun boyle olmasi gerektigini anlardi. Teyzesinin New York’ta
yasayan toplumun sinifsal yapisini, kendince bircok farkli yoniiyle anlattigi
detayli konusmasi Winterbourne’a oldukca sikici gelmisti.

Gen¢ adam, teyzesinin ses tonundan Daisy Miller’in toplumsal statiideki
yerinin diisiik oldugunu anladi. “Onlardan pek hoslanmiyorsunuz korkarim,”
dedi.

“Fazlasiyla siradan insanlar,” diye belirtti Bayan Costello. “Insamn, kabul
etmeyerek, sadece gorevini yapacagi tiirden Amerikalilardan.”

“Demek onlar kabul etmiyorsunuz,” dedi gen¢ adam.



“Edemem, sevgili Frederick. Keske edebilseydim ama edemem.”
“Geng kiz gercekten ¢ok giizel,” dedi Winterbourne bir anda.
“Elbette cok giizel, fakat ¢ok siradan.”

“Ne demek istediginizi anliyorum elbette,” dedi Winterbourne bir siire
sustuktan sonra.

“Hepsinde olan o etkileyici giizellige sahip,” diye devam etti teyzesi. “Bu
giizelligi nereden aldiklarini anlamiyorum ve miikemmel giyiniyor. Hayir, ne
kadar iyi giyindigini bilemezsin. Bu zevki nereden edinmis olabileceklerini
bilemiyorum.”

“Fakat sevgili teyzecigim bir Komanci yerlisi degil ki bu genc kiz.”
“O, annesinin usagiyla samimi olan bir geng kiz,” dedi Bayan Costello.
“Usakla samimiyeti mi varmis?” diye sordu gen¢ adam.

“Ah, annesinin de ondan asagi kalir yam yok! Usaklarina sanki yakin bir
arkadaslan gibi, bir beyefendiymis gibi davraniyorlar. Usaklariyla birlikte yemek
yiyorlarsa hi¢ sasirmam. Muhtemelen bu adam gordiikleri en kibar, en iyi
giyinen adam. Herhalde gen¢ kizin kafasindaki ‘kont’ kavramina uygun
diistiyordur. Aksamlar1 onlarla birlikte bahcede oturuyor. Ayrica sigara iciyor.”

Winterbourne, Daisy Miller hakkinda karar vermesine yardimci olacak bu
bilgileri ilgiyle dinledi. Bu kizin biraz yabani oldugu meydandaydi. “Ben bir
usak olmadigim halde bana karsi ¢ok tatliydi,” dedi.

Bayan Costello, “Onunla arkadas oldugunu bastan sdyleseydin iyi ederdin,”
dedi kibirle.

“Bahcgede karsilastik ve biraz konustuk.”

“Toyut bonnement! Aman Tanrim, peki ona neler séyledin?”

“Bana, harika teyzemle tanisma onurunu vermesini soyledim.”

“Ah! Sana gercekten minnettarim.”

“Sayginligimi garantilemem icin bunu yapmam gerekirdi,” dedi Winterbourne.

“Peki, onun sayginhigini kim garantileyecek?”



“Ah teyze, cok acimasizsin,” dedi gen¢ adam. “O cok tath bir kiz.”
“Bunu ¢ok inanmig gibi s6ylemiyorsun,” dedi Bayan Costello.

“Tamamen gorgiisiiz oldugunun farkindayim,” diye devam etti Winterbourne.
“Fakat fevkalade giizel bir kiz ve kisacasi ¢ok tatli. Buna inandigimi kanitlamak
icin de onu Chillon Satosu’na gezmeye gotiirecegim.”

“Ikiniz birlikte oraya mu gideceksiniz? Bana kalirsa bu tam tersini ispatlar. Bu
ilgin¢ fikri olustururken onu ne kadar zamandir taniyordun sorabilir miyim?
Buraya geleli daha yirmi dort saat bile olmadi.”

“Onu taniyali yarim saat olmustu,” dedi Winterbourne giiliimseyerek.
“Aman Tanrim!” diye bagirdi Bayan Costello. “Ne kadar korkunc bir kiz!”

Yegeni bir siire sessizlesti. “Yoksa gercekten sey mi diisiindiiniiz...” diyerek
bagladi ciimlesine ictenlikle, giivenilir bilgiler almak istegiyle, “Gercekten?..”
Fakat yeniden sustu.

“Neyi diisiindiim mii bayim?” diye sordu teyzesi.

“Onun er ya da gec bir erkegin kendisini ‘kapmasini’ uman genc kizlardan biri
oldugunu mu diisiiniiyorsunuz?”

“Bu tiir gen¢c hanimlarin bir erkekten ne bekledikleri hakkinda en ufak bir
fikrim bile yok. Fakat bana kalirsa, senin deyiminle bu gorgiisiiz Amerikah
kizlara takilmasan iyi edersin. Cok uzun zamandir iilke disindasin. Biiyiik bir
hata yapman kac¢inilmaz. Cok safsin.”

“Sevgili teyzecigim, sandiginiz kadar saf degilim,” dedi Winterbourne, bir
yandan giiliiyor bir yandan da biyiklarim buruyordu.

“0O zaman sen de kabahatlisin.”

Winterbourne diisiinceli bir sekilde biyiklarimi burmaya devam ederken,
“Zavalli kizcagizin sizinle tanigmasina izin vermeyeceksiniz o halde?” diye
sordu en sonunda.

“Bu genc kizin Chillon Satosu’na seninle birlikte gelecegi dogru mu?”
“Kesinlikle, bunu istedigini saniyorum.”

“O zaman sevgili Frederick,” dedi Bayan Costello, “onunla tanisma serefini
reddetmek durumundayim. Yagh bir kadin olabilirim, ama Tanr1’ya siikiir boyle



bir yanhsa diisecek kadar bunamadim.”

“Fakat Amerika’daki biitiin genc¢ kizlar boyle seyler yapmiyorlar mi1?” diye
sordu Winterbourne.

Bayan Costello, bir an yegenine bakti ve “Torunlarim bu sekilde davransinlar
da goéreyim!” dedi suratin eksiterek.

Bu ciimle konuya biraz acgiklik getirmisti, c¢iinkii Winterbourne’un New
York’taki gilizel kuzenlerinin “miithis cilveli” kizlar olduklarim duydugunu
hatirladi. Bu nedenle, eger Daisy Miller, bu genc¢ bayanlara taninan 6zgiirliik
sinirinl agityorsa muhtemelen bu gen¢ kizdan her sey beklenebilirdi.
Winterbourne onu yeniden goérmek icin sabirsizlaniyor ve onu diizgiin bir sekilde
degerlendirmedigi icin kendine kiziyordu.

Gen¢ kiz1 tekrar gormek icin sabirsizlansa da, teyzesinin onunla tanismay1
reddettigini gen¢ kiza nasil anlatabilecegine dair hicbir fikri yoktu. Fakat
oldukca kisa bir siirede Daisy Miller’la konusurken dolambach bir anlatima
gerek olmadigini anlamusti.

Winterbourne o gece genc kizi bahgede yildizlarin altinda, elinde simdiye
kadar gordiigii en biiyiik yelpazeyle tembel tembel, bir peri gibi gezinirken
buldu. Saat on olmustu. Gen¢ adam aksam yemegini teyzesiyle yemis, yemekten
sonra da bu saate kadar onunla oturmus ve yanindan ancak ayrilabilmisti. Daisy
Miller onu gordiigiine ¢cok memnun olmusa benziyordu; gen¢ adama bunun
simdiye kadar gordiigii en uzun gece oldugunu soyledi.

“Biitiin gece yalniz miydiniz?” diye sordu gen¢ adam.
“Annemle birlikte yiirliylise cikmistik, fakat o yoruldu,” diye cevapladi.
“Yatmaya mu gitti?”

“Hayir. Uyumaktan hoslanmaz,” dedi geng kiz. Hi¢ uyumaz —ii¢ saat bile. Bu
kadar az uykuyla nasil yasadigim hi¢c anlamadigini sdyler. Annem korkung
derecede evhamlidir. Bence sandigindan daha fazla uyuyor. Simdi Randolph’un
pesinden bir yerlere gitti; onun uyumasi icin ugrasiyor. Randolph da uyumaktan
hi¢ hoglanmaz.”

“Dua edelim de anneniz onu ikna etsin,” dedi Winterbourne.

“Elinden geldigi kadar onunla konusmaya gayret edecektir, fakat Randolph,
annemin onunla konusmasindan hoslanmaz,” dedi Daisy Miller yelpazesini



acarak. “Eugenio’yu, onunla konusmasi icin ikna etmeye calisacak. Ama
Randolph, Eugenio’dan ¢ekinmez. Eugenio harika bir usaktir, ama Randolph’a
s0z geciremez. Saat on birden 6nce yatacagini hi¢ sanmam.”

Gortintige bakilirsa, Randolph’un uyanik kalma cabasi gercekten de basarili
olmustu ki; Winterbourne gen¢ kizla uzun zamandir gezinmesine ragmen
annesine rastlamamiglardi. “Beni tamistirmak istediginiz hammefendiye
bakiniyordum ben de,” dedi geng kiz. “Teyzenizden bahsediyorum.”

Winterbourne’un teyzesi hakkindaki gercegi kabul etmesi ve gen¢ kizin bunu
nereden 6grendigi konusundaki merakim belli etmesi iizerine, Daisy, Bayan
Costello hakkindaki her seyi oda hizmetcisinden 6grendigini sdyledi: Cok sessiz
ve disiplinli biriydi; beyaz saglarim toplar, hi¢ kimseyle konusmaz ve yemegini
asla otelde yemezdi. Iki giinde bir bas agrisi tutardi. “Sanirim bu cok tath bir
tamimlama oldu, bas agris1 falan!” dedi Daisy negeli tiz sesiyle. “Teyzenizi
tammmaylr o kadar cok istiyorum ki. Onun nasil biri olabilecegini tahmin
ediyorum ve ondan ¢ok hoslanacagimdan da eminim. Cok asil bir hanim olmali.
Bir bayanin asil olmasindan hoslanirim; ben de asil biri olmak igin ¢ok
cabaliyorum. Elbette biz de asil kisileriz, ben ve annem. Herkesle konusmayiz —
ya da onlar bizimle konusmaz. Sanirim ikisi de aym kapiya cikiyor. Her neyse,
teyzenizle tanismaktan ¢cok memnun olacagim.”

Winterbourne utanmisti. “O da ¢ok mutlu olurdu,” dedi, “fakat korkarim ki bas
agrilar tanismaniza engel olacak.”

Geng kiz karanlikta ona bakti. “Her giin de basi agrimiyordur sanirim,” dedi
sevimli bir tavirla.

Winterbourne bir an sessiz kaldi. “Bana her giin agridigin1 soyliiyor,” dedi,
sonunda ne diyecegini bilemeyerek.

Daisy Miller durdu ve gen¢ adama bakti. Giizelligi, karanliga ragmen
secilebiliyordu; kocaman yelpazesini siirekli acip kapatiyordu. “Benimle
tanismak istemiyor!” dedi birdenbire. “Neden acikca sdylemiyorsunuz?
Korkmaniza gerek yok. Ben korkmuyorum!” Ve kiiciik bir kahkaha atti.

Winterbourne’a gen¢ kizin sesi titremis gibi geldi; gen¢c adam iiziilmiis,
sasirmis ve mahcup olmustu. “Sevgili gen¢ bayan,” diye karsi cikti. “Teyzem
burada bozuk saglik durumu yiiziinden hi¢ kimseyle tanisamadi.”

Geng kiz bir adim att1, hala giiliiyordu. “Korkmaniza gerek yok,” dedi tekrar.
“Neden benimle tanmismak istesin ki?” Sonra yeniden sustu; bahce



korkuluklarinin yaninda, {izerinde yildizlarin parladigi géliin tam karsisindaydi.
Goliin tistiinde belli belirsiz bir parlaklik vardi, uzaktaki daglarin sekilleri zar zor
seciliyordu. Daisy Miller gizemli manzaraya bakip kiiciik bir kahkaha daha
ativerdi. “Tanrim! O gercekten asil biri!” dedi.

Winterbourne, genc kizin gercekten incinip incinmedigini merak etti ve bir an
icin genc kizin, kendisini rahatlatmasini saglamak amaciyla naz yapiyor olmasini
diledi. Geng kiza teselli etme amaciyla da olsa bir yaklasma firsati dogmus
olmasindan memnuniyet duydu. Bir anda teyzesini —sadece stzle de olsa— bunun
icin feda edebilecegini hissetti; teyzesinin kendini begenmis, kaba bir kadin
oldugunu kabul edebilir ve onu Onemsememeleri gerektigini soyleyebilirdi.
Fakat cesaret ve saygisizhigin tehlikeli bir karisimi olan bu konuya tesebbiis
etmesine firsat kalmadan, geng kiz yiiriimeye devam ederek, biitiiniiyle farkli bir
ses tonuyla, “Iste annem! Bence Randolph’u yatirmay: basaramadi,” dedi. Biraz
uzakta, karanlikta belli belirsiz secilen ve yavas, tereddiitlii adimlarla ilerleyen
bir kadin golgesi belirmisti. Golge birdenbire durdu.

“Anneniz  oldugundan emin misiniz? Bu karanhkta onu nasil
secebiliyorsunuz?” diye sordu Winterbourne.

“Herhalde kendi annemi taniyabilirim!” diye bagirdi gen¢ kiz bir kahkaha
atarak. “Hele de iistiinde benim salim varsa! Annem hep benim kiyafetlerimi

giyer.

Sozii edilen kadin yiiriimeyi keserek, adimlarini yavaslattigi yerde gezinmeye
bagladi.

“Bana kalirsa anneniz sizi gérmedi,” dedi Winterbourne, “Ya da,” diye ekledi
Daisy Miller’in bdyle bir sakayr hos gorecegini diisiinerek, “belki de sizin
saliniz1 kullandigi icin sugluluk duyuyordur.”

“O cok eski bir sal!” diye yamtladi gen¢ kiz sakince. “Ona isterse
giyebilecegini sdylemistim. Buraya gelmeyecek, ciinkii sizi gordii.”

“Bu durumda,” dedi Winterbourne, “gitsem iyi olacak.”
“Hayir, buna gerek yok,” diyerek kalmasi icin 1srar etti geng kiz.
“Korkarim anneniz sizinle dolasmami onayliyormus gibi gériinmiiyor.”

Daisy Miller genc adama gayet ciddi bir bicimde bakarak, “Bunu benim icin
degil, kendiniz icin —hatta onun icin soyliiyorsunuz. Her neyse, kim icin
oldugunu bilmiyorum. Ama annem, erkek arkadaslarimin hicbirinden



hoslanmaz. O kadar cekingendir ki, ne zaman bir erkek arkadasimi tanistirmak
istesem, bir sorun c¢ikartir. Yine de ben her zaman onu erkek arkadaglarimla
tanistirmanin bir yolunu bulurum. Eger tanmistirmazsam,” diye ekledi geng kiz,
yumusak, sakin sesiyle, “samimi davranmadigimi diisiiniiriim.”

“Beni tanistirabilmeniz icin,” dedi Winterbourne, “tnce ismimi bilmeniz
gerekir.” Ve bunun iizerine geng kiza ismini soyledi.

“Aman Tanrim! Ben bunun hepsini bir seferde sdyleyemem ki,” diyerek bir
kahkaha atti gen¢ kiz. Bu arada, onlarin kendisine dogru ilerledigini goériince,
bahgenin korkuluklarina dogru ilerleyip korkuluklara yaslanmis, sirti doniik,
dikkatle golii izleyen Bayan Miller’in yanina varmiglardi. “Anne!” dedi geng kiz
kararli bir sesle. Bunun iizerine Bayan Miller dondii. “Bay Winterbourne,” dedi
Daisy Miller, gen¢ adami samimi ve hos bir bicimde takdim ederek. Bayan
Costello’nun da dedigi gibi, basit olmasina ragmen, gen¢ kizin —Winterbourne’u
oldukca etkileyen— kendine has bir zarafeti vardi.

Annesi ufak tefek, zayif bir kadindi. Siirekli etrafi kolacan eden goézleri, ufak
bir burnu ve ince telli kivircik saclarinin orttiigii genis bir alm vardi. Bayan
Miller da kiz1 gibi sik giyinmis; kulaklarina oldukcga biiyiik bir ¢ift elmas kiipe
takmisti. Winterbourne’un gorebildigi kadariyla ona selam vermemis hatta
yliziine bile bakmamisti. Daisy, annesinin yaninda durmus, salim diizeltiyordu.
“Burada boyle dolanip ne yapiyorsun?” diye sormustu geng kiz; fakat sectigi
kelimelerdeki sertlik sesinin tonuna yansimamisti.

“Bilmiyorum,” dedi annesi, tekrar gole dogru donerek.

“Bu sali bu kadar begenecegini hi¢ diisiinmemistim,” dedi genc kiz hayretle.
“Evet, begendim!” diye cevapladi annesi kiiciik bir kahkahayla.
“Randolph’u yatirabildin mi peki?” diye sordu genc kiz.

“Hayar, bir tiirlii kandiramadim,” dedi Bayan Miller gayet nazik bir bicimde.
“Garsonla konusacagim diye tutturdu. O garsonla konusmayi ¢ok seviyor.”

“Ben de Bay Winterbourne’a bundan bahsediyordum,” diye devam etti geng
kiz. Sesindeki tondan, Winterbourne’a gen¢ kiz sanki kendisini yillardir
taniyormus gibi geldi.

“Evet!” dedi Winterbourne. “Oglunuzla tanisma serefine erdim.”

Randolph’un annesi sessizdi, biitiin dikkatini géle vermisti. Ama nihayet



konustu. “Su uykusuzluga nasil dayandigim bir tiirlii anlamiyorum.”
“Her neyse, en azindan Dover’daki kadar kotii degil,” dedi Daisy Miller.
“Dover’da ne olmustu?” diye sordu Winterbourne.

“Neredeyse hi¢c uyumamisti. Sanirim biitiin geceyi otelin lobisinde oturarak
gecirmisti. En azindan gece saat on ikide hala yatakta degildi; bundan eminim.”

“Yarim civariydi,” diye diizeltti Bayan Miller hafif bir vurguyla.

“Giin boyunca ¢ok uyuyor mu peki?” diye sordu Winterbourne.
“Bildigim kadariyla fazla uyumuyor,” diye cevap verdi Daisy.

“Kegke uyusaydi,” dedi annesi, “Fakat uyuyamiyormus gibi goériiniiyor.”
“Bana kalirsa, Randolph gercekten yorucu bir cocuk,” dedi Daisy.

Bundan sonraki birkag dakika bir sessizlik oldu. “Daisy Miller,” dedi annesi az
sonra. “Oz kardesin hakkinda bu sekilde konusman hi¢ hos degil!”

“Ama yorucu bir ¢ocuk anne,” dedi Daisy sesinde en ufak bir sitem
olmaksizin.

“Daha dokuz yasinda,” diye tisteledi Bayan Miller.

“Her neyse, satoya onunla birlikte gitmeme gerek kalmadi,” dedi genc kiz.
“Oraya Bay Winterbourne ile birlikte gidecegiz.”

Gayet sakin bicimde yapilan bu aciklamaya, Daisy’nin annesi hicbir tepki
gostermedi. Winterbourne, 6nceden planlanmis bu gezintiyi genc¢ kizin annesinin
icten ice hi¢c de onaylamadigina emindi, ama kendi kendine onun basit, kolay
ikna edilebilecek biri oldugunu ve saygili birkac¢ ciimlenin Bayan Miller’in bu
hosnutsuzlugunun iistesinden gelebilecegini diisiindii. “Evet,” diye stze basladi,
“kiziniz bana, ona rehberlik etme serefini verdi.”

Bayan Miller’in siirekli etrafi kolacan eden gozleri, birka¢ adim 6tede kendi
kendine sessizce mirildanan Daisy’ye c¢evrilmisti. “Trenle gideceksiniz
herhalde,” dedi Bayan Miller.

“Evet, ya da vapurla,” dedi Winterbourne.

“Bu konuda pek bilgim yok,” diye devam etti Bayan Miller, “o satoya hig
gitmedim.”



“Gitmemis olmaniz gercekten iiziici,” dedi Winterbourne, Bayan Miller’la
arasindaki buzlarin erimeye basladigini hissederek. Buna ragmen kiziyla beraber
gelmek isteyebilecegi ihtimaline karsi da kendini hazirlamisti.

“Oraya gitmeyi uzun zamandir istiyoruz,” diye devam etti; “Fakat bir tiirlii
kismet olmadi. Hakli olarak Daisy her tarafi gezip gérmek istiyor. Fakat burada
tanmistigim, su an adim hatirlamadigim bir hanimefendinin diisiincesine gore,
buradaki satolar1 gérmek isteyecegimizi sanmadigim, italya’ya gidene kadar
beklememiz gerektigini diisiindiigiinii sdyledi. Bu durumda, orada gezilecek ¢ok
yer varmig gibi goriiniiyor,” dedi Bayan Miller giderek artan bir 6zgiivenle.
“Elbette, sadece en oOnemlilerini gormek istiyoruz. Ingiltere’de birkacin
gezmistik,” dedi.

“Evet, Ingiltere’de gercekten ok giizel satolar vardir,” dedi Winterbourne.
“Ama Chillon Satosu da bir o kadar goriilmeye degerdir.”

“Eger Daisy’nin cam bir sey yapmak istiyorsa,” dedi Bayan Miller, kizinin ne
kadar girisken oldugunu vurgulayan bir ses tonuyla, “bunu gerceklestirmek icin
yapmayacagi sey yok gibidir.”

“Sanminnm bu gezi onun cok hosuna gidecek,” dedi Winterbourne. Biraz
onlerinden ilerleyen genc kizla bas basa kalma ayricaligini elde etme istegi
giderek sabirsizlanmasina neden oluyordu. “Anladigim kadariyla, siz bu
gezintiye katilma arzusunda degilsiniz?” diye sordu Winterbourne.

Daisy’nin annesi géz ucuyla bir an gen¢ adama bakarak sessizce yiirlimeye
devam etti. Sonra da, “Sanirim bensiz gitse daha iyi olur,” dedi sadece.
Winterbourne kendi kendine Bayan Miller’in annelik anlayisinin, goliin 6biir
tarafindaki eski sehirde yasayan genc kizlarin —sosyal iliskiler séz konusu
oldugunda 6ne cikip, agirhigini koymasini bilen— uyanik ve dikkatli annelerinin
anlayisindan daha farkli oldugunu diisiindii. Fakat diisiinceleri, Bayan Miller’in
korunmasiz kizinin kendi ismini epey degisik bir sekilde telaffuz ettigini
duymasiyla boliindii.

“Bay Winterbourne,” diye mirildandi Daisy.
“Buyrun bayan!” dedi gen¢ adam.

“Beni sandalla gezdirmek istemez misiniz?”
“Simdi mi?” diye sordu gen¢ adam.

“Elbette!” dedi Daisy.



“Annie Miller!” diye araya girdi annesi.

“Izin vermeniz icin size yalvariyorum,” dedi Winterbourne biiyiik bir
heyecanla. Ciinkii bugiine kadar hi¢ genc ve giizel bir kizla yildizlarin altinda
sandala binme keyfini tatmamusti.

“Gitmek istedigini sanmiyorum,” dedi annesi. “Artik iceri girse daha iyi
olacak.”

“Bay Winterbourne’un beni gezdirmek istedigine eminim. O kadar istekli
goriiniiyor ki!” dedi Daisy.

“Sizi Chillon Satosu’na yildizlarin altinda sandalla gétiirecegim.”
“Inanmiyorum!” dedi Daisy.
“Haydi artik!” diye araya girdi annesi.

Daisy, “Winterbourne, yarim saattir benimle konusmuyorsunuz,” diye devam
etti.

“Annenizle ¢cok hog bir sohbete dalmistik,” dedi Winterbourne.

“Beni sandalla gezdirmenizi istiyorum!” diye 1srarla tekrarladi Daisy. Hepsi
durdular ve genc kiz doniip Winterbourne’a bakmaya basladi. Daisy yelpazesini
sallarken yiiziindeki giiliis o kadar etkileyiciydi ve giizel gozleri o kadar hog
parhiyordu ki, genc adam bundan daha giizel olunamayacagim diisiindj.

“Iskeleye bagl neredeyse yarim diizine sandal var,” dedi genc adam, bahceden
gole dogru inen basamaklar isaret ederek. “Koluma girme serefini verirseniz,
gider, iclerinden birini seceriz.”

Daisy giiliimseyerek duruyordu; saglarim arkaya savurarak bir kahkaha atti.
“Erkeklerin kibar olmalarindan gercekten hoglanirim!” dedi.

“Bunun kibar bir teklif olduguna sizi temin ederim.”
“Size bir seyler soyletmeye mecburdum,” diye devam etti Daisy.

“Gordiigiiniiz gibi, ¢cok da zor degil,” dedi Winterbourne. “Ama korkarim
benimle dalga geciyorsunuz.”

“Hi¢ sanmiyorum beyefendi,” dedi geng kiz ¢ok nazik bir bicimde.

“O halde sizi sandalla gezdirmeme izin verin,” dedi Winterbourne, genc kiza.



“Bunu soyleyis sekliniz ne kadar da giizel!” diye bagird1 Daisy.
“Yapmasi ¢ok daha giizel olacak.”

“Evet, sahiden de giizel olurdu!” dedi Daisy. Ancak gen¢ adama eslik etmek
icin hicbir harekette bulunmadi, sadece oldugu yerde giiliimseyerek duruyordu.

“Saatin kag¢ olduguna baksan iyi edersin,” diye araya girdi annesi.

“Saat on bir hanimefendi,” dedi yabanci aksanh bir ses karanlikta yaklagarak.
Winterbourne doniince, bu iki bayana refakat eden adami gordii. Yeni gelmis
olmaliydi.

“Eugenio,” dedi Daisy. “Sandalla gezmeye gidiyorum.”

Eugenio egilerek selam verdi ve “Bu saatte mi kiiciikhanim?” diye sordu.
“Bay Winterbourne ile birlikte gidiyorum. Hemen simdi,” dedi geng kiz.
“Ona gidemeyecegini soyle,” dedi Bayan Miller, usaga dénerek.

“Bana kalirsa bu saatte sandalla gezmemelisiniz, kiiciikhanmim,” dedi Eugenio.

Winterbourne, bu giizel kiz, usagiyla keske bu kadar samimi olmasayd: diye
diisiindii; ama hicbir sey sdylemedi.

“Sanirim bunun dogru bir hareket olmadigini diisiiniiyorsun,” dedi Daisy
yiiksek sesle. “Eugenio hicbir seyin uygun oldugunu diisiinmez ki zaten.”

“Hizmetinizdeyim,” dedi Winterbourne.

“Kiiciikhamim yalniz basina gitmeyi mi planliyor?” diye sordu Eugenio, Bayan
Miller’a.

“Hayir, bu beyefendiyle!” diye cevapladi Daisy’nin annesi.

Usak bir an icin Winterbourne’a bakti, giiliimser gibi oldu ve sonra biiyiik bir
ciddiyetle egilerek “Kiiciikhanim nasil arzu ederlerse!” dedi.

“Ben senin yaygara koparacagini sanmistim oysa!” dedi gen¢ kiz. “Bu
durumda gidip gitmemeyi 6nemsemiyorum artik.”

“Gelmediginiz takdirde bizzat ben yaygara koparacagim ona goére,” dedi
Winterbourne.

“Istedigim tek sey birazcik yaygarayd: zaten,” dedi geng kiz yeniden giilmeye



baglayarak.
“Bay Randolph yattilar,” dedi usak, olduk¢a soguk bir ses tonuyla.
“Daisy, biz de artik gitsek iyi olacak,” dedi Bayan Miller.

Daisy, Winterbourne’a bakip giiliimsedi, bir yandan da yelpazesini sallamaya
devam ediyordu. Birka¢ adim attiktan sonra gen¢ adama doniip, “Iyi geceler,”
dedi. “Umarim hayal kirikligina ugramigsinizdir veya sinir olmussunuzdur ya da
buna benzer bir sey!”

Winterbourne, genc kiza bakti, uzattig1 elini operek, “Kafami karistirdiniz,
sasirdim,” diye cevap verdi.

“Umarim bu yilizden uykusuz kalmazsiniz,” dedi genc¢ kiz ve iki bayan,
Eugenio’nun esliginde otele dogru ilerlemeye basladilar.

Winterbourne arkalarindan bakakaldi; akli gercekten de karismisti. On beg
dakika kadar genc¢ kizin asir1 samimiyet veya ani kaprisler arasinda gidip gelen
gizemli davraniglarini anlamaya caligsarak, géliin kenarinda oyalandi. Varabildigi
tek kesin sonug, genc kizla bir sekilde “cikmaktan” son derece zevk alacagi
diisiincesiydi.

Iki giin sonra Winterbourne, gen¢ kizla birlikte Chillon Satosu’nu ziyaret
etmek icin yola cikti. Daisy Miller’1 yardimcilarin, hizmetcilerin ve turistlerin
aylak aylak oturup cevreye bakindiklar otelin biiyiik lobisinde bekliyordu.
Burasi, gen¢ adamin tercih edecegi bir yer degildi, fakat Daisy buray1 secmisti.
Uzun eldivenlerinin diigmelerini ilikleyip, kapali olan giines semsiyesini bigimli
viicuduna bastirarak merdivenlerden ucarcasina indi. Geng kiz sik, ama 6lciilii
bir seyahat elbisesi giymisti. Winterbourne, hayal giicii genis ve eskilerin
duygusal dedigi tiirden bir adamdi ve genc kizin elbisesini ve merdivenlerden
hizli ve kendinden emin adimlarla inisini seyrederken sanki aralarinda romantik
bir seyler yasaniyormus hissine kapildi. O an genc kizla bir yerlere kacacaklarina
inanabilirdi. Gen¢ kizla birlikte orada toplanmis o tembel kalabaligin arasindan
gectiler; hepsi de genc¢ kizi sert bir bicimde siiziiyordu fakat genc kiz
Winterbourne’a katilir katilmaz umursamaz bir tavirla onunla sohbet etmeye
bagladi.

Winterbourne’un tercihi Chillon’a trenle gitmekti, ancak genc¢ kiz negseyle
kiiciik vapurla gitmek istedigini, vapurla seyahat etmeye bayildigim1 soyledi.
Suyun iistiinde hep tath bir esinti, ayrica gruplar halinde insanlar olurdu. Vapur
yolculugu uzun siirmemis, fakat genc kiz Winterbourne’a bir siirii sey anlatacak



vakit bulmustu. Bu kisa yolculuklar gen¢ adama bir kagis —bir ¢egit macera—
gibi geliyordu ve genc kizin olagan 6zgiir davranislarina razi olsa da, geng kizin
da bu yolculukta ayni hisleri duyacagini umut etmisti. Fakat bu konuda hayal
kirikligina ugradigim itiraf etmeliydi. Daisy Miller oldukca negeli ve
etkileyiciydi, fakat hi¢ heyecanlh goériinmiiyor, kipirdamadan oturuyor ne geng
adamin ne de bagkalarinin bakislarindan cekiniyor; ne gen¢ adama baktiginda ne
de etraftaki insanlar ona baknginda yiizii kizariyordu. Insanlar, gen¢ kiza
gozlerini ondan alamayarak bakiyorlardi ve Winterbourne, giizel arkadasinin bu
havasindan biiyiik bir keyif aliyordu. Geng kizin yiiksek sesle konusabilecegi,
giilebilecegi, hatta vapurda gezinmek isteyebileceginden endiselenmisti. Fakat
genc kiz hi¢ yerinden kalkmadan bircok konuda kisisel diisiincelerini anlatirken
Winterbourne endiselerini unutuvermis, gozlerini geng¢ kizin yiiziine kilitlemis,
giilimseyerek oturmus onu dinliyordu. Bu, gen¢ adamin simdiye kadar duydugu
en tatll, hos gevezelikti. Gen¢ kizin “basit” biri oldugu fikrini kabul etmisti;
fakat gercekten diisiindiigii gibi basit ve siradan biri miydi yoksa sadece giderek
giizel kizin siradanligina mi alisiyordu? Sohbeti biiyiik olciide felsefecilerin
nesnel bakis olarak adlandirdigi havadan sudan konulardan olussa da, arada
sirada daha kisisel bir hal aliyordu.

“Neden yiiziiniiz bu kadar asik?” diye sordu geng kiz, gozlerini
Winterbourne’un gozlerine dikerek.

“Asik yiizlii miiyim?” diye sordu gen¢ adam. “Bana agzim kulaklarimdaymis
gibi geliyor.”

“Beni, cenazeye gotiiriilyormus gibi bir haliniz var. Eger bu bir giiliimsemeyse,
agziniz kulaklarimza ¢ok yakin demektir.”

“Glivertede denizci dans1 m1 yapmamu istersiniz?”

“Neden olmasin, ben de sapkanizla para toplarim. Boylece seyahat
masraflarimizi da ¢ikarmis oluruz.”

“Hayatimda hi¢ bu kadar keyif almamistim,” diye mirildand1 Winterbourne.

Bir an Winterbourne’a bakan gen¢ kiz giilmeye basladi, “Size boyle seyler
sOyletmek cok hosuma gidiyor. Tuhaf birisiniz!”

Vapurdan inip satoya vardiklarinda kisisel konusmalar sohbete hakim olmustu.
Daisy, yeraltindaki kemerlerle siislii odalar1 gezdi, elbisesinin eteklerini
hisirdatarak merdivenlerden indi, kalelerin kenarlarina geldiginde kiigiik bir
c1glik atarak tirpertiyle geri dondii ve biitiin dikkatini Winterbourne’un kendisine



bu satoyla ilgili anlattig1 bilgilere verdi. Fakat Winterbourne, genc¢ kizin eski
feodal uygarliklart ¢ok da umursamadigini ve Chillon Satosu’nun karanlik
geleneklerinin gen¢ kiz iizerinde pek bir etki birakmadigini gordii. Baska
ziyaretciler olmaksizin sadece goérevli muhafizin esliginde gezinme sansim elde
etmislerdi ve Winterbourne, gorevliyle acele etmemeleri, istedikleri her yerde
durup oyalanmalar1 konusunda anlagsmisti. Winterbourne’un comert davrandigi
gorevli de bu anlasma sonucunda onlara karsi comert davranmis ve en sonunda
onlar kendi baslarina birakmigti. Daisy Miller’1n diisiinceleri mantik ve tutarlilik
acisindan pek de dikkate deger sayilmazdi; ¢linkii s6yledigi her sey icin bir
mazereti vardi. Chillon Satosu’nun bakimsiz pervazlarinda gezinirken
Winterbourne’a, ailesi, gecmisi, zevkleri, aligkanliklari, gelecege dair planlariyla
ilgili beklenmedik ani sorular sorarken ya da kendisine sorulan sorulara cevap
verirken bir¢ok farkli bahane bulmustu. Kendi zevkleri, aligkanliklar1 ve planlar
soz konusu oldugunda Daisy Miller en kararh ve en uygun aciklamalari
yapmaya zaten hazirdi.

“Umarim hakkimda yeteri kadar bilgi sahibi olmussunuzdur,” dedi genc kiz,
Winterbourne’a, gen¢ adamin ona anlattigi mutsuz Bonivard’in hikayesini
dinledikten sonra. “Bu kadar cok sey bilen birine hi¢ rastlamamistim,” dedi geng
kiz. Bonivard’in hikayesi goriiniise goére genc kizin bir kulagindan girip
otekinden c¢ikmisti. Daisy, ciimlesine Winterbourne’un kendileriyle birlikte
seyahat etmesini ve kendileriyle “takilmasimi” arzu ettigini sdyleyerek devam
etmis ve bu durumda kendilerinin de bir seyler 6grenebileceginden séz acmisti.
“Bizimle birlikte seyahat edip Randolph’a 6gretmenlik yapmak istemez
misiniz?” diye sordu geng kiz.

Winterbourne bunun iizerine higbir seyin kendisini bundan daha fazla memnun
edemeyecegini; fakat ne yazik ki bagka islerinin oldugunu séyledi.

“Baska isler mi? Buna inanmiyorum!” dedi Bayan Daisy. “Baska isler demekle
neyi kastediyorsunuz? Siz ¢alismiyorsunuz ki.”

Gen¢ adam ¢alismadiginin dogru oldugunu, fakat bir iki giin icinde Cenova’ya
geri donmesini gerektiren randevular1 oldugunu séyledi.

“Iste. bu cok koti, inanmiyorum!” dedi gen¢ kiz ve bagka seylerden
bahsetmeye basladi. Fakat birka¢ dakika sonra Winterbourne gen¢ kiza eski
giizel bir séminenin motiflerini gosterirken, genc kiz, konuyla ilgisiz bir sekilde,
“Cenova’ya doneceginizi sOylediginizde ciddi miydiniz?” diye soruverdi kendini
tutamayarak.



“Yarin Cenova’ya dénmek zorunda olusum ne yazik ki can sikici bir gercek.”
“Gercekten cok kotiisiiniiz Bay Winterbourne,” dedi Daisy.
“Tam ayrilirken boyle s6zler sdylemeyin liitfen!” dedi Winterbourne.

“Ayrilirken mi!” diye bagirdi gen¢ kiz. “Daha yeni tamistik. Bir yanim sizi
burada tek basiniza birakip, dosdogru otele gitmemin ¢ok daha dogru olacagini
soyliiyor,” diye devam etti. Bunu izleyen on dakika boyunca Winterbourne’a
onun ne kadar kotii biri oldugunu sdylemekten bagka hicbir sey yapmadi. Zavalli
Winterbourne’un saskinlig1 yiiziinden okunuyordu; simdiye kadar hicbir geng kiz
Winterbourne’un tavirlar1 nedeniyle bu kadar rahatsiz oldugunu belirtmemisti. O
andan itibaren geng kiz Chillon Satosu’nun manzarasi ya da goliin giizelligiyle
ilgilenmeyi birakmis, gen¢ adamin bir an Once goérmek icin acele ettigini
diisiindiigii Cenova’daki gizemli bayana karsi savas acmisti. Daisy Miller, boyle
bir bayanin varhigini nasil bilebilirdi? Boyle birinin varligini reddeden
Winterbourne, bunu anlamakta epeyce zorlaniyordu ve gen¢ kizin sonug
cikarmaktaki hizindan duydugu saskinlikla onunla inceden inceye alay
edisindeki samimiyetin yarattig1 memnuniyet arasinda gidip geliyordu. Biitiin bu
olanlardan sonra Winterbourne, genc kizi masumiyetin ve edepsizligin
alisilmadik bir karisimi olarak goriiyordu.

“Bir seferde li¢ giinden fazla izin vermiyor mu size?” diye sordu Daisy, alayh
bir bicimde. “Peki, yazin tatil yapmaniza izin veriyor mu? Bu kadar ¢ok calisip
izin alamayan biri daha yoktur. Bana kalirsa bir giin daha kalacak olursaniz, sizi
gormek icin vapurla pesinizden gelecektir. Cuma giiniine kadar bekleyin liitfen,
hem boylece ben de kiyiya gider, onun gelisini gérmiis olurum!”

Winterbourne genc kizin gosterdigi huysuzluk karsisinda hayal kirikligina
ugramasinin hata oldugunu diisiindii. Simdiye kadar farkina varmadiysa da, geng
kizin konusmasindaki kisisel ilgi kendini belli etmeye baslamisti. Sonunda
Winterbourne’a, kisin Roma’ya gelmeye s6z verirse, ona “takilmay1”
birakacagim sdylerken son derece acik bir hal almisti.

“Bu tutulmasi zor bir séz degil,” dedi Winterbourne. “Teyzem kisin kalmak
icin Roma’da bir daire tuttu ve kisin gelip onu gérmemi simdiden rica etti.”

“Teyzeniz icin gelmenizi istemiyorum,” dedi Daisy. “Benim icin gelmenizi
istiyorum.” Bu ciimle gen¢ adamin Daisy’den teyzesi hakkinda duyup
duyabilecegi ilk ve son climle oldu. Gen¢ kiza ne olursa olsun Roma’ya
kesinlikle gelecegini sdyledi. Bunun iizerine Daisy onunla ugrasmay: birakti.



Winterbourne ile Vevey’e donmek {izere trene binip yola ciktiklarinda hava iyice
kararmisti ve geng kiz yolculuk boyunca oldukca sessizdi.

Winterbourne, aksam teyzesi Bayan Costello’ya 6gleden sonray1 Daisy Miller
ile birlikte Chillon’da gecirdiklerinden bahsetti.

“Su usaklar1 olan Amerikalilar m1?” diye sordu Bayan Costello.
“Neyse ki usaklar1 evde kaldi,” dedi Winterbourne.

“Seninle yalniz m1 geldi?”

“Tamamen yalmzdik.”

Bayan Costello kafur sisesinden bir nefes cekerek, “Ve bu genc kizi bir de,”
diye soylendi, “benimle tanistirmak istiyorsun!”



I

Chillon’a yaptig1 geziden bir giin sonra Cenova’ya geri donen Winterbourne,
Roma’ya ocak ayimin sonuna dogru gitti. Teyzesi birkac haftadir oradaydi ve
Winterbourne, ondan iki ii¢ mektup almisti. “Gecen yaz Vevey’de hayran
oldugun o insanlar buraya geldiler, usaklariyla ciimbiir cemaat,” diye yazmuisti.
“Bagka insanlarla da yakinlik kurmus gibi goziikiiyorlarsa da, usaklari en yakin
arkadaslar1 olmaya devam ediyor. Geng bayan ise, sOylentiye yol acacak bicimde
gezip tozdugu baz iiciincii sinif Italyanlarla oldukca samimi. Bana Cherbuliex’in
Paula Méré romanin getir ve ayin yirmi {iciinden sonraya kalma.”

Olaylar dogal seyri icinde gelisseydi, Winterbourne Roma’ya varir varmaz
Daisy Miller’in adresini bulup, gen¢ kizi ziyarete gidecekti. “Vevey’de
olanlardan sonra onlar1 kesinlikle ziyaret etmem gerektigini diisiinliyorum,” dedi
gen¢ adam, teyzesi Bayan Costello’ya.

“Eger Vevey’de ve baska yerde olanlardan sonra arkadagligini devam ettirme
arzusundaysan bunu yapmakta 6zgiirsiin. Ne de olsa erkekler istediklerini yapma
ozgiirliigiine sahipler!”

“Burada neler dondiigiinii sdyler misin Tanrn askina?” diye i1srarla sordu
Winterbourne.

“Genc¢ kiz yalmz basina yabancilarla dolasiyor. Sonrasinda olanlar hakkinda
bilgi almak icin bagkalarina bagvurmak zorundasin. Neredeyse yarim diizine
Romal1 basit, su bilinen servet avcisiyla tanisip, onlar1 baska insanlarin evlerine
gotiirdii. Ne zaman bir partiye katilsa, yaninda iyi goriiniimlii ve kibar bir
beyefendi oluyor.”

“Peki annesi nerde?”
“En ufak bir fikrim yok dogrusu. Gercekten berbat insanlar.”

Winterbourne bir an diisiindii, “Cok cahiller, ama ¢ok da masumlar. Buna
dayanarak kotii olmadiklari sdylenebilir,” dedi.

“Diizelemeyecek kadar gorgiisiiz ve kaba insanlar,” dedi Bayan Costello.
“Oylesine bir gorgiisiizliigiin kotii olup olmadig1 ancak felsefecilerin bilecegi bir
sey. Fakat her haliikarda hoslanmamaya yetecek kadar kétiiler ve bu kisa hayatta
bu kadar da yeterli.”



Daisy Miller’in etrafinin yakisikli erkeklerle sarili oldugu haberi, genc kizi bir
an once gidip gérme arzusunu iyice artirmisti. Geng¢ kizin, gonliinde silinmesi
imkansiz izler biraktigini diisiiniip bos hayallere kapilmis degildi, yine de su
siralar diisiincelerine girip ¢ikan, hayalinde canlandirdig1 geng kizla —ki eski bir
Roma evinin penceresinden bakarak kendi kendine 1srarla Bay Winterbourne’un
ne zaman gelecegini soran oldukca giizel, geng bir kizd1 o— hakkinda yapilan ve
kulagina gelen dedikodular ile bu geng kiz arasinda ¢ok da benzerlik kuramayisi
Winterbourne’un canini sikmisti. Bu durumda Bayan Miller’a Daisy hakkinda
duyduklarin1 séylemeden once biraz beklemeye karar verdi ve hemen ardindan
bir iki arkadagini ziyaret etti. Arkadaglarindan biri, birkac¢ kisi, cocuklarim
okuttugu Cenova’da gecirmis, Via Gregoriana’da yasayan oldukca becerikli bir
bayandi. Winterbourne, onu {iciincii katta glineyden gelen giines 1s181yla
aydinlanmis, kiiciik kirmizi renkli bir misafir odasinda buldu. Hizmetci iceri
gelip “Bayan Mila!” diye seslendiginde Winterbourne geleli on dakika bile
olmamisti. Bu seslenisin ardindan odaya once kiiciik Randolph Miller girdi ve
odanin ortasinda soyle bir durup Winterbourne’u siizmeye bagsladi. Hemen
ardindan giizel ablasi kapi esiginden girdi ve ardindan yavasca ilerleyen Bayan
Miller goriindii.

“Senin kim oldugunu biliyorum!” dedi Randolph.

“Daha bir siirii sey bildiginden eminim!” dedi Winterbourne ¢ocugun elini
sikarak. “Egitimin nasil gidiyor?”

O sirada ev sahibesiyle selamlasmakta olan Daisy’nin, Winterbourne’un sesini
duymasiyla basini o yana cevirmesi bir oldu. “Aman Tanrim!” dedi genc kiz.

“Size gelecegimi sdylemistim,” dedi Winterbourne giiliimseyerek.
“Bana pek inandiric1 gelmemisti,” dedi Daisy.

“Ben size mecburum,” diyerek kahkaha att1 gen¢ adam.

“Beni gormeye gelebilirdiniz!” dedi Daisy.

“Daha diin geldim.”

“Buna inanmiyorum,” diye karsilik verdi gen¢ kiz.

Winterbourne’un goézleri buna itiraz eden bir giilimsemeyle gen¢ kizin
annesine dondii; fakat Bayan Miller bu bakiglara karsilik vermek yerine bir
koltuga oturarak gozlerini ogluna dikti. “Bizim kaldigimiz yer buradan cok daha
biiyiik,” dedi Randolph, “Biitiin duvarlar altin kapl.”



Bayan Miller sandalyesinde rahatsizca kipirdandi, “Seni getirirsem, bdyle
yakisiksiz seyler sdyleyecegini biliyordum,” diye homurdandi Bayan Miller.

“Sana sOylemistim!” diye cevap verdi Randolph. “Simdi de sana sOyliiyorum
bayim!” diyerek sakayla karisik Winterbourne’un dizine hafifce vurarak ekledi.
“Hem de daha biiyiik!”

Daisy, bu sirada ev sahibesiyle neseli bir sohbete dalmisti; Winterbourne da
genc kizin annesiyle birka¢ kelime konusmaya karar vererek, “Vevey’deki son
goriismemizden beri iyisinizdir umarim,” dedi.

Bayan Miller, simdi ona, daha dogrusu cenesine bakiyordu. “Cok da iyi
degilim bayim,” diye yanitladi.

“Hazimsizlik ¢ekiyor,” dedi Randolph. “Bende de var. Babamda da. Ama en
kotiisii benimkisi!”

Bu aciklama Bayan Miller’1 utandirmak yerine rahatlatmis goriiniiyordu.
“Karacigerimde bir sorun var,” dedi. “Sanirim buranin havasindan, 6zellikle de
kis mevsiminde Schenectady’ye oranla daha sert bir iklimi var buranin.
Schenectady’de yasadigimizi bilmem biliyor musunuz? Gegenlerde Daisy’ye,
Doktor Davis gibi birini bulamayacagimi sdyliiyordum ve bulabilecegime de
inanmiyorum. Doktor Davis, Schenectady’de bir numaradir, herkes saygiyla
bahseder ondan. Cok isi olmasina karsin benim icin yapamayacagi sey yoktur.
Benim hazimsizligim gibisini gormedigini, fakat mutlaka tedavi edecegini
sOyledi. Her seyi deneyeceginden eminim. Biz Schenectady’den ayrilirken o da
yeni bir tedavi ilizerinde calisiyordu. Bay Miller, Daisy’nin Avrupa’y1r kendi
gozleriyle gormesini istedi. Fakat Bay Miller’a Doktor Davis olmadan devam
edebilecegimi sanmadigimi yazdim. Schenectady’deki en basarili doktordur
kendisi ve orada bir siirii hastalik var. Bu sorun uykularimi da etkiliyor.”

Winterbourne, Doktor Davis’in hastasiyla yaptigi uzun hastalik sohbeti
sirasinda Daisy de ev sahibesiyle durmaksizin gevezelik ediyordu. Gen¢ adam
Bayan Miller’a Roma’y1 nasil bulduklarini sordu. “Hayal kirikligina ugradigimi
sOylemeliyim,” diye cevapladi Bayan Miller. “Roma hakkinda c¢ok sey
duymustuk, bana kalirsa haddinden fazlasim1 duymusuz. Fakat elimizde degil,
daha farkh seyler gérmeyi beklemistik.”

“Biraz sabirli olun, giin gectikce buradan hoslanacaginiza eminim,” dedi
Winterbourne.

“Her giin biraz daha cok nefret ediyorum buradan!” diye bagirdi Randolph.



“Sen Hannibal’in bebekligine benziyorsun,” dedi Winterbourne.
“Hayir, benzemiyorum!” diye yanitladi Randolph.

“Pek de bebege benzer bir halin yok,” dedi annesi. “Fakat Roma’dan daha
giizel yerler gordiigiimiizii sdyleyebilirim,” diye devam etti. “Ornegin Ziirih,”
diye cevap verdi Winterbourne’un sorulari iizerine. “Bence Ziirih harika bir yer
ve orasi hakkinda Roma hakkinda duyduklarimizin yarisim bile duymamistik.”

“Gordiigiimiiz en giizel yer City of Richmond’d1,” dedi Randolph.

“Gemiden bahsediyor,” diye acikladi annesi. “O gemiyle karsiya gectik.
Randolph o gemide ¢ok iyi vakit gecirdi.”

“Gordiigiimiiz en giizel yer orasiydi,” diye tekrarladi kiiciik cocuk. “Fakat
yanlis yone dondii!”

“Bazen dogru yone dénmemiz gerekir,” dedi Bayan Miller hafifce giilerek.
Winterbourne, en azindan kizinin Roma’da bulunmaktan zevk aldigini
umdugunu sdyledi ve Bayan Miller, bunun iizerine Daisy’nin Roma’dan olduk¢a
etkilendigini belirtti. “Bunun buradaki insanlardan

kaynaklandigini saniyorum; insanlari bir harika. Daisy her tarafi geziyor,
bircok arkadas edindi. Elbette benden daha cok geziyor. Buradakilerin ¢ok
sicakkanli, dost canlis1 insanlar oldugunu soylemeliyim; Daisy’yi hemen
aralarina aldilar. Sonra bir¢ok geng beyle de tanisti. Roma’nin bagka higbir yere
benzemedigini soyliiyor. Elbette bircok beyefendiyle tanmismak, bir gen¢ kizin
hosuna giden bir durum olsa gerek.”

Bu arada Daisy dikkatini yeniden Winterbourne’a yoneltmisti. “Bayan
Walker’a sizin ne kadar huysuz biri oldugunuzdan bahsediyordum,” dedi.

“Peki, kanit olarak ne One siiriiyorsunuz acaba?” diye soran Winterbourne,
kendisinden bir asiginkine benzer bir cosku igine girmesini talep etmesine cani
sitkilmisti. Oysa, Roma’ya gelirken duygularinin verdigi sabirsizlikla ne
Bolonya’ya ne de Floransa’ya ugramisti. Siipheci bir arkadasinin Amerikal
kadinlarin —6zellikle de giizel olanlart ki bu da, saptamanin dogruluk payin
artinnyordu— talepkarlik konusunda en 6n siralarda yer aldiklarini, minnettarlik
konusundaysa cok gerilerde kaldiklarini séyledigini hatirlad.

“Vevey’de ne kadar aksiydiniz,” dedi Daisy. “Hicbir sey yapmadiniz. Size rica
ettigim halde Vevey’de kalmadiniz.”



“Sevgili gen¢ bayan,” dedi Winterbourne dokunakl bir sekilde, “bu kadar
yolu, sitemlerinizi dinlemek icin mi geldim?”

“Ne dedigini duydunuz mu?” dedi Daisy ev sahibesine donerek, bir yandan da
bu bayanin elbisesindeki fiyonklardan birine diigiim atmakla mesguldii. “Hic bu
kadar tuhaf bir sey duydunuz mu?”

“Tuhaf mi tathm?” diye mirildandi Bayan Walker, sesinin tonundan
Winterbourne’un tarafini tuttugu anlasiliyordu.

“Her neyse, bilmiyorum,” dedi Daisy, Bayan Walker’in kurdeleleriyle
oynayarak. “Bayan Walker, size bir sey s0ylemek istiyorum.”

“Anne,” diyerek araya girdi Randolph. “Sana sdyliiyorum, gitmeliyiz, yoksa
Eugenio ortalig1 ayaga kaldiracak!”

“Ben, Eugenio’dan korkmuyorum,” dedi Daisy, basin1 arkaya atarak, “Bayan
Walker,” diye devam etti, “partinize gelmeyi cok istiyorum.”

“Bunu duyduguma ¢ok memnun oldum.”

“Cok hos bir elbisem var.”

“Bundan hig siiphem yok.”

“Ama sizden bir iyilik isteyecegim; bir arkadasimi getirmek istiyorum.”

“Arkadaslarimzdan biriyle tanismaktan mutluluk duyarim,” dedi Bayan
Walker, Bayan Miller’a giiliimseyerek.

“Onlar benim arkadaslarim degil,” dedi Bayan Miller mahcup bir edayla
giilimseyerek. “Onlarla hi¢ konusmadim!”

“Bay Giovanelli, benim samimi bir arkadasim,” dedi Daisy sesinde en ufak bir
tereddiit, kiiciik yiiziinde en ufak bir endise olmaksizin.

Bayan Walker bir an sessiz kalarak, acele Winterbourne’a bakti. Sonra da “Bay
Giovanelli’yi gormekten mutluluk duyacagim,” dedi.

“Kendisi bir italyan’dir,” diye devam etti Daisy tath bir durulukla. “Cok iyi bir
arkadasim ve diinyanin en yakisikli erkegidir, elbette Bay Winterbourne’u
saymazsak! Pek cok Italyan arkadasi var, ama Amerikalilarla tamsmay1 da
istiyor. Onlar1 ¢ok sevdigini sdyliiyor. Hem oldukga zeki, tath ve sevimli biri!”

Bu harika beyefendinin partiye getirilmesi gerektigi kararina varilmasinin



ardindan Bayan Miller da gitmek {izere ayaga kalkti. “Sanirim otele donsek iyi
olacak,” dedi.

“Sen otele geri donebilirsin, ben biraz yiirliyecegim,” dedi Daisy.
“Bay Giovanelli’yle birlikte yiiriiyecek,” diye atild1 Randolph.
“Pincio’ya gidiyorum,” dedi Daisy giiliimseyerek.

“Bu saatte yalniz basina mi1?” diye sordu Bayan Walker. Aksamiizeri olmustu,
bu saatler, sokaklarin arabalarla ve dalgin dalgin gezinen insanlarla dolu oldugu
saatlerdi. “Bana kalirsa bu pek de giivenli sayllmaz,” dedi Bayan Walker.

“Ben de aym fikirdeyim,” diye katildi Bayan Miller. “Her an sitmaya
yakalanabilirsin. Doktor Davis’in sana soylediklerini aklindan ¢ikarma!”

“Gitmeden Once ona ilag versen iyi olur,” diye uyard1 Randolph, annesini.

Herkes ayaga kalkmisti. Daisy giizel dislerini ortaya cikaracak sekilde
giilimsiiyordu, egilerek ev sahibesini Optii. “Bayan Walker cok harikasiniz,”
dedi. “Ama tek basima gezmeyecegim, bir arkadasimla bulusacagim.”

“Arkadasin, senin sitmaya yakalanmani Onleyemez,” diye sdylendi Bayan
Miller.

“Bay Giovanelli’yle mi bulusacaksiniz?” diye sordu ev sahibesi.

Winterbourne, genc kizi izliyordu; bu soru tizerine dikkat kesildi. Daisy orada
durmus giiliimsiiyor, sapkasinin fiyonklarini diizeltiyordu. Winterbourne’a bakip
giilimseyerek hic tereddiit etmeksizin cevapladi. “Evet Bay Giovanelli, yakisikli
Giovanelli’yle bulusacagim.”

“Sevgili genc¢ arkadasim,” dedi Bayan Walker, genc kizin elini tutup yalvaran
bir ifadeyle, “Ne olursunuz bu saatte yakisikli bir Italyan ile bulusmak igin
Pincio’ya gitmeyin.”

“Kendisi Ingilizce biliyor,” dedi Bayan Miller.

“Tanrim beni bagisla!” dedi Daisy. “Yanlis bir sey yapmak istemiyorum. Bunu
c¢ozmenin kolay bir yolu var,” dedi Winterbourne’a bakmay: siirdiirerek. “Pincio
sadece yiiz metre uzaklikta ve eger Bay Winterbourne goriindiigii kadar nazik
biriyse bana oraya kadar beraber yiiriimeyi 6nerebilir!”

Winterbourne nezaketiyle ilgili s6zii hemen dogrulamak icin 6ne atildi ve geng



kiz da onun kendisine eslik etmesine comert bir sekilde izin verdi. Geng¢ kizin
annesinin oOniinden yiiriiyerek merdivenleri indiler. Winterbourne, Vevey’de
tanistigl silislii usagin icinde oturdugu Bayan Miller’a ait arabanin kapinin
oniinde bekledigini fark etti.

“Hosca kal Eugenio!” diye seslendi Daisy. “Ben yiiriiyiise ¢cikiyorum.”

Via Gregoriana’dan Pincian Tepesi’nin diger tarafindaki giizel bahceye giden
yol aslinda oldukca kisaydi. Fakat havanin giizel olmasi, ayrica yayalarin,
arabalarin ve sokaklarda tembellik eden insanlarin neden oldugu kalabalik bu iki
Amerikal1 gencin yiiriiyiisiinii iyice yavaglatmisti. Hi¢ de hoslanmamasina
ragmen, bu durum, Winterbourne’a keyif verdi. Yavasca ilerleyip tembel tembel
etrafina bakinan kalabalik, gen¢ adamin kolunda aralarindan gecen bu giizel ve
genc bayandan goziinii alamiyordu. Winterbourne, tek basina bu kalabalikta
yliriiyebilecegini sdyleyen Daisy’nin aklindan neler gectigini merak etti.
Gortintige bakilirsa geng kiz, Bay Winterbourne’un gorevinin sadece onu kendi
elleriyle Bay Giovanelli’ye teslim etmekten ibaret oldugunu diisiiniiyordu. Fakat
Winterbourne boyle bir sey yapmamaya karar verdi.

“Beni gormeye neden gelmediniz?” diye sordu Daisy. “Oyle kolay
kurtulamazsiniz.”

“Trenden heniiz indigimi size daha 6nce s6ylemistim.”

“Tren durduktan sonra da uzun bir siire beklemis olmalisimz!” dedi geng kiz
hafif bir kahkaha atarak. “Sanirim uyuyakaldiniz. Ama yine de Bayan Walker’1
ziyaret edecek zamaniniz olmus.”

“Bayan Walker’1...” diyerek aciklamaya calistt Winterbourne.

Genc¢ kiz, onun soziinii keserek: “Onu nereden tanidiginzi biliyorum.
Cenova’dan tanmyormussunuz. Bana oyle soyledi. Beni de Vevey’den
taniyorsunuz. Vevey de Cenova kadar iyi bir yer. Bu yiizden beni gérmeye
gelmeliydiniz.”

Gen¢ kiz Winterbourne’a bundan bagka soru sormayip basina gelenleri
anlatarak gevezelik etmeye basladi. “Oteldeki odalarimiz bir harika; Eugenio,
Roma’daki en iyi otel odalar1 oldugunu soyliiyor. Biitiin kis1 burada gecirmeyi
planlhiyoruz; sitmadan 6lmezsek elbette. Diisiindiiglimden ¢ok daha giizel bir yer,
buranin korkunc¢ sessiz bir yer olacagini ve zamanimin bunaltici, sikici
gececegini ve siirekli durgun olacagindan su resim ve eski eserleri anlatan
korkung yash adamlarla birlikte gezecegimizi diisiinmiistiim. Ama bu durum



sadece bir hafta siirdii ve su anda cok egleniyorum. Bir¢cok insanla tanigtim ve
hepsi de cok etkileyiciler. Buradaki insanlar oldukca seckin. Her iilkeden insan
var: Ingilizler, Almanlar, Italyanlar. Samrim en c¢ok Ingilizlerden hoslandim.
Konusma tarzlar gercekten cok hosuma gidiyor. Ama cok tath Amerikalilar da
var. Hi¢ bu kadar misafirperver insani birarada gérmemistim. Her giin farkli bir
etkinlik yapiliyor. Cok fazla dans olmuyor, ama hicbir zaman her seyin danstan
ibaret oldugunu diisiinmedigimi de sdylemeliyim. Her zaman sohbet etmekten
daha ¢ok hoslanmisimdir. Sanmirnm Bayan Walker’in evinde sohbet etmek
firsatin1 fazlasiyla yakalayacagim, odalar1 o kadar ufak ki.” Pincian Bahgesi’nin
kapisini gectiklerinde geng kiz Bay Giovanelli’nin nerede bekliyor olabilecegini
merak etmeye basladi. “Dosdogru manzaraya bakan 6n kisma gitsek iyi olacak,”
dedi Daisy.

“Onu bulmaniza kesinlikle yardim etmeyecegim,” dedi Winterbourne.
“O zaman ben de sizin yardiminiz olmadan bulurum,” dedi Daisy.
“Beni burada birakmayacaksiniz herhalde!” diye atildi Winterbourne.

Geng kiz o bildik kahkahalarina boguldu. “Kaybolmaktan ya da ezilmekten
korkmuyorsunuz ya! Hah, iste Giovanelli, orada su agaca yaslanmis duran.
Arabalardaki kadinlari seyrediyor. Siz hi¢ hayatinizda bu kadar etkileyici bir sey
gordiiniiz mii?”

Winterbourne biraz uzakta kollarim kavusturup, bastonunun iizerine yaslanmig
ufak tefek bir adam gordii. Yakisikh bir yiizii, ustaca taktig1 bir sapkasi, tek cam
gozliigli ve ceketinin yakasindaki diigme iligine tutturdugu kiiciik bir cicek
vardi. Winterbourne bir an adama baktiktan sonra Daisy’ye donerek, “Bu adamla
konusmak konusunda ciddi misiniz?” diye sordu.

“Bu adamla konusmak konusunda ciddi miyim? Neden, onunla isaret diliyle
iletisim kuracagimi sanmiyorsunuz herhalde?” diye cevap verdi Daisy.

»

“Liitfen beni anlayin,
ediyorum.”

dedi Winterbourne. “Sizinle yalmz kalmay1 arzu

Daisy durdu ve yiiziinde en ufak bir tedirginlik belirtisi olmaksizin
Winterbourne’a bakti. Geng kizin etkileyici gozlerine ve gamzelerine bakarken
gen¢ adam, “Ne kadar da giizel bir kiz!” diye diisiindii kendi kendine.

“Bunu sOyleyis biciminizden hoglanmadim,” dedi Daisy. “Cok hiikmeder
gibi.”



“Yanlis ifade ettiysem beni affedin. Amacim sadece niyetimin ne oldugunu
anlamanizi saglamakti.”

Genc kiz iyice ciddileserek gozlerini Winterbourne’a dikti. Bu kez gozleri her
zamankinden daha giizeldi. “Bir erkegin bana hiikkmetmesine ya da yaptiklarima
karismasina hicbir zaman miisaade etmedim,” dedi.

“Bana kalirsa hata yapiyorsunuz,” dedi gen¢c adam. “Bazen bir erkegin
soylediklerine kulak vermelisiniz, elbette dogru olanin.”

Daisy, glilmeye baslayarak, “Erkekleri dinlemekten bagka bir sey yapmiyorum
ki zaten!” diye cevapladi. “Soyler misiniz peki, Bay Giovanelli sizce dogru
erkek mi?”

Ceketinin yakasina kiiciik bir cicek tutturulmus olan beyefendi iki arkadasin
geldigini gormiis ve biiyiik bir hizla gen¢ kiza dogru ilerlemeye baglamisti.
Daisy’yi oldugu gibi Winterbourne’u da basini egerek selamladi. Hos bir
giiliimsemesi, zeki bakislar1 vardi; Winterbourne, adamin hic de ¢irkin bir adam
olmadigini diisiindii. Buna ragmen Daisy’ye, “Hayir, bu dogru kisi degil,” dedi.

Daisy’nin insanlar1 tanistirma konusunda dogal bir becerisi oldugu asikards; iki
arkadasinin isimlerini séyleyip onlar tanistirdi ve her birini bir yanina alarak
yiiriimeye basladi. Ingilizceyi biiyiik bir ustalikla konusan Bay Giovanelli —ki
Winterbourne, sonradan Amerikan Ingilizcesini Amerikali mirasyedi genc
hanimlarla pratik yaparak gelistirdigini 6grenecekti— gen¢ kiza bir yigin kibar
sacmaliklardan bahsetti. Davraniglar1 asiri derecede medeniydi. Hicbir sey
sOylemeyen gen¢ Amerikali, insana ugramis oldugu hayal kirikligina oranla daha
cana yakin goriinme imkam veren Italyan zekdsinin miikemmelligi iizerine
diisiindii. Elbette Giovanelli, cok daha 6zel bir bulusma beklentisi icindeydi, bu
randevunun {i¢ kisilik bir geziden ibaret olacagini ummamisti. Buna ragmen,
uzun vadeli planlarina daha uygun oldugundan can sikintisini belli etmedi.
Giovanelli’nin, davranislarina dikkat ettigini goéren Winterbourne bundan
oldukca memnun oldu. “O bir beyefendi degil,” dedi kendi kendine geng
Amerikali, “o sadece iyi bir beyefendi taklidi. Olsa olsa bir miizisyen, ucuz bir
yazar ya da ticlincii simif bir sanatcidir. Yakisikli olmasi kimin umurunda!” Bay
Giovanelli gercekten yakisikliydi, fakat kendi iilkesinden olan bu giizel bayanin,
gercek bir beyefendiyi sahtesinden ayirt edememesi Winterbourne’u olaganiistii
sinirlendirmisti. Giovanelli sohbeti ve sakalariyla kendini sevimli gostermeye
ugrasiyordu. Kendisi taklitse bile, cok usta bir taklit oldugu kesindi. “Buna
ragmen, iyi bir kiz bunun farkina varabilmeli!” diye diisiindii. Ve sonra bu genc
kizin gercekten iyi bir kiz olup olmadig1 sorusuna déndii tekrar. Iyi bir kiz,



Amerikan tarzi kiiciik bir cilvelesme sézkonusu olsa bile, biiyiik olasilikla
kendisinden daha alt siniftan olan bir yabanciyla bulusur muydu? Bu bulusma
giindiiz vakti ve Roma’nin en islek koselerinden birindeydi; ama bu sartlardaki
bir bulusmaya gitmeyi se¢cmek ahlak kurallarim hice sayan bir tutumun
gostergesi sayllmaz miydi? Garip goriinse de Winterbourne, genc¢ kizin
“amorosuyla” bulusacagi sirada, kendisinin de ona eslik etmesi konusunda bu
kadar caba gostermesine ve bu istegi yerine getirmeyi biiyiik bir hevesle kabul
etmis olmasina gercekten sinirlenmisti. Gen¢ kizin cok terbiyeli bir bayan
oldugunu kabul etmek imkansizdi; bellibagh nezaket kurallarindan yoksundu. Bu
nedenle gen¢ kizin, ask romanlar1 yazarlarinin “kural tamimaz tutkular” olarak
adlandirdig1 duygularin esiri oldugunu kabul edip, ona gére davranmak, durumu
oldukca kolaylastiracakti. Geng kizin, ondan kurtulmak icin can atiyormus gibi
davranmasi Winterbourne’un onu 6nemsememesine yardimci olacak, Daisy
Miller’1 fazla Gnemsememeyi becerebilmesi ise Winterbourne’un aklin1 bu gencg
kiz ile mesgul etmesini engelleyecekti. Ancak Daisy kiistahlik ve masumiyetin
esrarli bir karisimini sergilemeye devam ediyordu.

Gen¢ kiz yaklasik on bes dakikadir kendisine eslik eden iki kavalyeyle
ylirtiyor, Winterbourne’a goriindiigii kadariyla Bay Giovanelli’nin sdylediklerine
cocuksu bir neseyle cevap veriyordu. Bu sirada bir araba, Pincio’nun etrafindaki
yolda ilerleyen tasitlarin arasindan ayrilip, kaldirima yanasarak durdu. Ayni anda
Winterbourne arabanin icinde oturan kisinin, arkadas1 Bayan Walker —az &nce
evinden ayrildig1 bayan— oldugunu ve kendisini eliyle isaret ederek yanina
cagirdigini fark etti. Daisy Miller’in yanindan ayrilarak acele Bayan Walker’in
arabasina dogru ilerledi. Winterbourne onu, yiizii kizarmis, heyecanli bir halde
buldu. “Bu gercekten ¢ok korkung,” dedi Bayan Walker. “Bu kiz boyle seyler
yapmamalil. Burada sizinle, iki erkekle yiirtimesi ¢cok yanhs. Herkes doniip ona
bakiyor.”

Winterbourne kaslarimi kaldirarak, “Bu durumu bu kadar biiyiitmenin yanlis
oldugunu diisiiniiyorum,” dedi.

“Esas, kizin kendini mahvetmesine izin vermek yanlg!”
“O ¢ok masum,” dedi Winterbourne.

“Cok cilgin!” diye bagirdi Bayan Walker. “Annesi kadar kafas1 calismayan
birini gordiiniiz mi hi¢? Gittiginizden beri, su an bile bunu diisiinmekten
kendimi alamiyorum. Onu bu durumdan kurtarmay1 denememek bile cok {iziicii
diye diisiindiim. Arabay1 hazirlamalarin1 sdyleyip sapkami taktim ve miimkiin
oldugu kadar hizli bir sekilde buraya geldim. Tanr1’ya siikiir ki sizi buldum!”



“Bizimle ne yapmayr diisiiniiyorsunuz?” diye sordu Winterbourne
giilimseyerek.

“Ona arabaya binmesini soyleyip yarim saat kadar buralarda dolastiracagim ki,
etraftakiler onun tamamen utanmaz, ahlaksiz biri olmadigini goérsiin. Sonra da
onu sag salim oteline birakacagim.”

“Bunun ¢ok iyi bir fikir oldugunu sanmiyorum,” dedi Winterbourne, “yine de
deneyebilirsiniz.”

Bayan Walker denedi. Winterbourne, yanlarindan gecerken Bayan Walker’a
sadece giiliimseyerek selam verip, arkadasi Giovanelli’yle yoluna devam eden
Daisy’nin pesinden gitti. Daisy, Bayan Walker’in kendisiyle konusmak istedigini
ogrenince, zarif bir sekilde adimlarinmin yoniinii degistirerek Bay Giovanelli’yle
birlikte arabaya dogru yiirimeye basladi. Arabanin yanina vardiginda Bayan
Walker’a yanindaki beyefendiyi onunla tanistirma firsatim yakaladigi icin ¢ok
memnun oldugunu belirtti. Tanistirma isini hemen halledip, hayatinda Bayan
Walker’inki kadar giizel bir gezinti sali gérmedigini soyledi.

“Begendigine sevindim,” dedi Bayan Walker tath tath giiliimseyerek.
“Arabaya binip sali sana vermeme izin verir misin?”

“Hayir, tesekkiir ederim,” dedi Daisy. “Siz gezinirken, bu sali {istiiniizde
gormek beni cok daha memnun edecek.”

“Arabaya binip benimle gez,” dedi Bayan Walker.

“Bu harika olurdu, ama ben halimden cok memnunum!” diyerek yanindaki
genc adamlara bakti.

“Harika olabilir sevgili ¢ocugum, ama buranin kurallarina goére uygun bir
davranis degil!” diye iisteledi Bayan Walker; ellerini kavusturup ciddi bir tavirla
one egilmisti.

“O halde olmali!” dedi Daisy. “Y{iriimezsem o6liiriim!”

“Annenle yiiriisen daha iyi olur tathm!” dedi Cenovali bayan ses tonunu
ylikselterek; sabri iyice tagmusti.

“Annemle mi?” diye atildi gen¢ kiz. Winterbourne gen¢ kizin bir satagma
kokusu aldigimi anlamisti. “Annem hayatinda on adim bile yiirimemistir. Hem
ayrica biliyorsunuz ki,” diye ekledi giilerek, “ben bes yasimi ¢oktan gectim.”



“Daha akli basinda davranacak kadar biiyiiksiin. Ayrica hakkinda konusulacak
kadar da biiyiidiin sevgili Daisy Miller.”

Daisy Miller, Bayan Walker’a sinirli bir sekilde giiliimseyerek “Hakkimda
konusulacak kadar mi1? Siz ne demek istiyorsunuz!”

“Arabama binersen sana a¢iklayacagim.”

Daisy gozlerini yanindaki adamlara cevirerek ikisine de acele birer bakis att.
Bay Giovanelli hafifce 6ne arkaya sallaniyor, ellerini ovusturuyor ve bir yandan
da giiliimsiiyordu. Winterbourne ise bunun cok tatsiz bir durum oldugunu
diisiindii. “Ne demek istediginizi 6grenmek istedigimi sanmiyorum. Bundan
hoslanacagimi da sanmiyorum,” dedi Daisy biraz sonra.

Winterbourne, Bayan Walker’in gezinti salina sarinip bir an once oradan
ayrilmasini diledi; fakat Bayan Walker, daha sonra Winterbourne’a sdyleyecegi
lizere, genc kizin kendisine meydan okumasindan hi¢ hoslanmamisti. “Cok
pervasiz bir genc kiz oldugunun diisiiniilmesini mi tercih edersin?” diye {isteledi
Bayan Walker.

“Aman Tanrim!” diye bagirdi Daisy. Tekrar Bay Giovanelli’ye bakti sonra da
Winterbourne’a dondii. Yanaklarinda hafif bir pembelik vardi; fevkalade giizel
goriiniiyordu. “Bay Winterbourne?” diye sordu hafifce giiliimsedikten sonra
basini geri atip Winterbourne’u tepeden tirnaga siizerek, “acaba sayginligimi
korumak icin arabaya binmem gerektigini mi diisiintiyor?”

Winterbourne kizardi; bir an icin ne diyecegini bilemedi. Geng¢ kizin kendi
“sayginlig1” hakkinda bu sekilde konustugunu duymak tuhafti. Fakat kendisi,
karsisinda gen¢ bir bayan bulundugunu unutmadan, kibar bir bicimde
konusmaliydi. Bu durumda yapilabilecek en kibarca davranissa sadece dogruyu
sOylemekti ve Winterbourne’a gére dogru olan da —onu okuyucuya tanitmak icin
verdigim birka¢ ipucu diisiiniildiigiinde— Daisy Miller’in Bayan Walker’in
tavsiyesine uymasiydi. Winterbourne genc kizin zarif giizelligine bakti ve sonra,
“Bence arabaya binmelisiniz,” dedi.

Daisy sinirli bir kahkaha atarak, “Hi¢ bu kadar acimasiz bir sey duymadim.
Eger bu davranisim uygunsuzsa Bayan Walker,” diye devam etti, “o zaman ben
de bastan asag1 uygunsuz biriyim ve bu nedenle de benden timidi kesmelisiniz.
Hosca kalin, size iyi gezintiler dilerim!” Ve zafer kazanmis bir havayla veda
eden Bay Giovanelli’yle birlikte arkasini dondii.

Bayan Walker gozlerinde yaslarla geng¢ kizin arkasindan bakakaldi. “Arabaya



binin bayim,” dedi Winterbourne’a yanindaki koltugu gostererek. Gen¢ adam
Bayan Walker’a, genc kiza eslik etmesi gerektigini hissettigini séyledi; bunun
lizerine Bayan Walker, Winterbourne’a, kendisine bu iyiligi yapmay1 reddederse
onunla bir daha asla konusmayacagin belirtti. Bu konuda ciddi oldugu belliydi.
Winterbourne, Daisy ve Bay Giovanelli’ye yetiserek, elini genc¢ kiza uzatt1 ve
Bayan Walker’in ona eslik etmesi konusunda 1srarci davrandigim soyledi. Geng
kizin gayet rahat bir sekilde, Bayan Walker’in biiyiik bir hosgoriiyle
vazgecirmeye cabaladig1 pervasiz hareketlerine devam edecegini sanmisti.
Halbuki gen¢ kiz Winterbourne’a goz ucuyla bakip sadece elini sikmis,
Giovanelli ise kendisini oldukga abartili bir sapka hareketiyle ugurlamisti.

Winterbourne, Bayan Walker’in arabasindaki yerini aldiginda cam oldukca
sikkin gortiniiyordu. “Bu davranisiniz hi¢ de akillica degildi,” dedi samimi bir
ifadeyle. Bu arada araba da diger tasitlarin arasina girip trafige karisti.

“Boyle bir durumda,” diye yanitladi Bayan Walker, ”akilli davranmay1 degil,
samimi davranmay1 yeglerim.”

“Ama samimiyetiniz onu sadece incitti ve gitmesine neden oldu.”

“Cok da iyi oldu,” dedi Bayan Walker. “Sayginhigim tehlikeye atmakta bu
kadar kararliysa, bunu ne kadar cabuk 6grenirsek o kadar iyi olur; ona goére
davranirz.”

“Kotii bir niyeti olmadigindan eminim,” dedi Winterbourne.
“Bir ay once ben de senin gibi diisiiniiyordum. Fakat cok ileri gitti.”
“Ne yapiyor peki?”

“Burada yapilmamasi gereken her seyi; oniine gelen erkekle flort ediyor, kim
oldugu belirsiz italyanlarla gizli sakli yerlerde oturuyor, biitiin bir gece aymn
kisiyle dans ediyor, gece saat on birde ziyaretci kabul ediyor. Ziyaretciler
geldiginde annesi gidiyor.”

»

“Ama kiictik kardesi,
uyumuyor.”

dedi Winterbourne giilerek, “gece yarisina kadar

“O da gordiiklerinden 6rnek aliyor olmali. Bana, kaldiklar1 otelde herkesin bu
gen¢ kizin dedikodusunu yaptigi ve bir bey otele gelip Daisy Miller’1
sordugunda hizmetcilerin kendi aralarinda giiliistiigii séylendi.”

“Hizmetcilerin ne dedigi umurumda bile degil!” dedi Winterbourne 6fkeyle.



“Zavalli kizin tek hatasi,” diye ekledi hemen, “cok cahil olmasi.”

“Dogustan kaba,” dedi Bayan Walker. “Bu sabahi diisiinelim mesela. Vevey’de
onunla ne kadar vakit gecirdiniz?”

“Birkac giin.”

“Vevey’den ayrilmak zorunda olusunuzu kisisel bir olay haline getirmesi cok
yerinde bir davranis o halde!”

Winterbourne bir siire sessiz kaldi; sonra “Sanirim Bayan Walker, siz ve ben
Cenova’da ¢ok uzun bir siire yasadik,” dedi ve Bayan Walker’dan, arabasina
binmesini hangi niyetle istedigini kendisine sdylemesini rica etti.

“Daisy Miller’la olan arkadashgimzi sona erdirmenizi, onunla flort
etmemenizi, kendisini teshir etmesine daha fazla firsat vermemenizi, kisacasi
onu yalmz birakmanizi rica edecektim.”

“Korkarim bunu yapamam. Ondan ¢ok hoslaniyorum,” dedi Winterbourne.
“Daha da 6nemlisi, onun bir skandal yaratmasina yardim etmemelisiniz.”
“Benim ona kars1 hissettiklerimde skandal yaratacak bir durum yok.”

“Onun anladig1 sekliyle bunun olacagi muhakkak. Yine de ben diisiindiiklerimi
sOyledim, bu nedenle icim rahat,” diye devam etti Bayan Walker. “Bu gencg
bayanla yiiriimeye devam etmek istiyorsaniz, sizi arabadan indireyim. Hala bir
sansiniz var.”

Araba, Pincian Bahgesi’nin Roma duvarinin iizerinden gecen ve giizel Villa
Borghese’ye tepeden bakan boliimiinden geciyordu. Yakininda, birkag
sandalyenin bulundugu genis bir bahce duvar1 vardi. Uzaktaki banklardan
birinde Bayan Walker’in onlara dogru yaklasirken kafasini 6biir tarafa cevirdigi
bir bay ve bayan oturuyordu. Ayni anda onlar da kalkip bahce duvarina dogru
yliriimeye basladilar. Winterbourne siiriiciiye durmasini soyleyip arabadan indi.
Bayan Walker bir an ona sessizce bakti; sonra da Winterbourne sapkasini
kaldirip onu selamlarken kibirli bir havayla oradan uzaklasti. Winterbourne
oldugu yerde durarak go6zlerini Daisy ve kavalyesine cevirdi. Kimseyi
gormedikleri apacikti; birbirleriyle fazlasiyla megguldiiler. Alcak bahge duvarina
ulastiklarinda bir siire Villa Borghese’nin kocaman cam agaclarina baktilar;
sonra Giovanelli duvarin genis cikintisina ahigkanlikla oturdu. Batmaya
hazirlanan giinesin, bulutlarin arasindan sizan isiklari piril piril parlayan oklara
benziyordu. Bunun iizerine Bay Giovanelli, giines semsiyesini Daisy’nin elinden



alarak acti. Geng¢ kiz biraz daha yakina gelince Giovanelli de semsiyeyi geng
kizin ilizerine tuttu; bir siire sonra da gen¢ kizin omuzlarimin iizerine kadar
indirdi. Boylece ikisinin de baslar1 Winterbourne’un géremeyecegi bicimde
semsiyenin altinda kalmisti. Gen¢ adam biraz daha oyalandiktan sonra yiiriimeye
bagladi. Fakat semsiyeli cifte dogru degil, teyzesi Bayan Costello’nun kaldig:
eve dogru.



IV

Ertesi giin otelde Daisy Miller’r sordugunda en azindan hizmetciler arasinda
bir giiliisme olmamas1 Winterbourne’un kendini iyi hissetmesine neden oldu.
Fakat Bayan Miller ve kiz1 otelde degillerdi ve ertesi giin tekrar ziyaretlerine
gittiyse de yine onlar1 bulamama talihsizligine ugradi. Bayan Walker’in partisi
liclincli giliniin aksamindaydi ve ev sahibesinin yaptig1 son goriismelerindeki
soguk tavrina ragmen Winterbourne davetliler arasindaydi. Bayan Walker,
Avrupa’da yasarken, Avrupa toplumunu kendince incelemeye 06zen gosteren
Amerikali hanmimlardandi ve bu vesileyle topladig1 bircok degisik insan
numunesinin neredeyse her biri bir ders kitabi sayilabilirdi. Winterbourne partiye
katildiginda Daisy Miller heniiz yoktu; fakat az sonra genc¢ kizin annesinin
partiye yalnz basina, oldukca mahcup ve pisman bir yiiz ifadesiyle katildigini
gordii. Bayan Miller’in saclari, sakaklarinin iizerinde her zamankinden daha ¢ok
bukleyle siisliiydii. Bayan Miller, Bayan Walker’in yanina dogru ilerlerken
Winterbourne da onlara yanasti.

“Gordiigiiniiz gibi yalniz geldim,” dedi zavalli Bayan Miller. “Cok tedirginim,
elim ayagima dolasiyor; ilk defa bir partiye tek bagima katiliyorum, 6zellikle de
bu iilkede. Randolph veya Eugenio veya baska birini getirmek istedim, fakat
Daisy tek basima gelmem icin iisteledi. Ancak ben yalniz gezmeye aliskin
degilim.”

“Peki kiziniz bize katilmay1 diigsiinmiiyor mu?” diye sordu Bayan Walker imali
bir bigcimde.

“Aslinda Daisy coktan hazirdi,” dedi Bayan Miller, kizinin basina gelen
olaylar1 anlatirken her zaman yaptig1 gibi, felsefi olmasa da, tarafsiz bir tarihgi
havasiyla, “Parti icin 6zellikle yemekten once giyindi. Fakat yaninda partiye
getirmek istedigi su italyan beyefendi var. Piyano calmakla o kadar mesguldiiler
ki, piyanonun basindan hi¢ kalkamayacakmis gibi goriiniiyorlardi. Yine de ¢ok
gecmeden geleceklerini saniyorum.”

“Bu sekilde gelecegini duyduguma iiziildiim,” dedi Bayan Walker.

“Aslinda ona, eger lic saat sonra geleceklerse yemekten 6nce giyinmesinin
hicbir anlami olmadigim sdyledim,” diye yanitladi Daisy’nin annesi. “Bay
Giovanelli’yle oturup cene calmak icin bu kadar sik bir elbise giymesinin ne
anlami var, ¢c6zemedim.”



“Bu korkung bir sey!“ dedi Bayan Walker, arkasina déniip Winterbourne’un
duyacag1 sekilde. “Kendini nasil da afise ediyor. Onu uyarma cesaretini
gosterdigim icin benden intikam aliyor. Buraya geldiginde onunla kesinlikle
konusmayacagim.”

Daisy saat on birden sonra geldi fakat o, bdyle durumlarda birinin gelip
kendisiyle konugmasini bekleyecek tiirden biri degildi. Gézalic1 giizelligiyle, bir
yandan giiliimseyerek, bir yandan etrafindakileri bir iki s6zle selamlayarak,
elinde biiylik bir buket cicek ve yaninda Bay Giovanelli’yle ilerledi. Bu sirada
herkes konusmay1 birakmis ve dénmiis, onu izliyordu. Geng kiz dogrudan Bayan
Walker’in yanina gitti. “Korkarim hi¢ gelmeyecegimi diisiiniiyordunuz; bu
nedenle size haber vermesi i¢in annemi yolladim. Bay Giovanelli’nin gelmeden
once bazi parcalari

calmasini istedim; biliyorsunuz, kendisi gercekten cok giizel sarki soyliiyor ve
sizden, ona sarki soyleyip soyleyemeyecegini sormanizi rica ediyorum. Bu Bay
Giovanelli; size daha dnceden tanistirmistim, fevkalade bir sesi ve ayrica cok
hos bir repertuari var. Bu aksam 6zellikle hepsinin iizerinden ge¢cmesini istedim,
otelde harika vakit gecirdik.”

Biitiin bunlan herkesin duyabilecegi, hos ve neseli bir sesle anlattiktan sonra
ev sahibesine ve etrafa bakinmaya basladi, bir yandan da elbisesinin omuzlarini
diizeltiyordu. “Tanidigim birileri var mi1?” diye sordu.

“Sanirim herkes seni taniyor!” dedi Bayan Walker, imali bir ifadeyle ve sonra
da Bay Giovanelli’yle alelade selamlasti. Buna karsilik gen¢ adam Bayan Walker
ile selamlasirken son derece nazikti. Giiliimseyerek egildi, biyiklarin1 burarak
bakislarini etrafta gezdirdi ve yakisikh bir italyan’dan bir aksam partisinde
yapmasl beklenen biitiin davranislar1 sergiledi. Sonradan Bayan Walker’in
kendisinden kimin sarki sdylemesini istedigini bir tiirlii bulamadigini sdyledigi
Bay Giovanelli, giizel bir sekilde dort bes sarki sdyledi. Goriinlise bakilirsa
kendisine ricada bulunan Daisy degildi. Daisy piyanodan uzakta oturuyordu ve
Bay Giovanelli’nin sesine hayran oldugunu herkesin icinde itiraf etmesine
ragmen, hic de sessiz sayllmayacak bir ses tonuyla konusuyordu.

“Odalarin bu kadar kiiciik olmas1 ¢ok kétii, ne yazik ki dans edemeyecegiz,”
dedi Winterbourne’a sanki onu bes dakika 6nce gérmiis gibi.

“Dans edemedigimize iiziilmedim. Ben dans etmem,” diye cevapladi
Winterbourne.



“Elbette dans etmezsiniz, ¢iinkii cok ciddisiniz,” dedi Daisy. “Umarim Bayan
Walker’la yaptiginiz gezintiden memnun kalmigsinizdir.”

“Hayir, hi¢ memnun kalmadim; sizinle yiiriimeyi tercih ederdim.”

“Giftlere ayrildigimiz ¢ok daha iyi oldu,” dedi Daisy. “Bayan Walker’in
boylesinin daha uygun olacagin iddia ederek benim arabasina binmemi ve Bay
Giovanelli’yi yalniz birakmami istemesi kadar sacma bir sey duydunuz mu hic?
Insanlar ne kadar farkh diisiiniiyor! Boyle bir sey yapmak, Bay Giovanelli’ye
kars1 biiylik kabalik olurdu; kendisi neredeyse on giindiir bu yiirliyiisii
yapmaktan bahsediyordu.”

“Boyle bir seyden size bahsetmemeliydi bile,” dedi Winterbourne. “Bu {ilkenin
gen¢ kizlarindan birine sokaklarda yiirimeyi teklif etmeye asla cesaret
edemezdi.”

“Sokaklarda m1?” diye bagirdi Daisy o tath bakisiyla. “Peki bu durumda ona
nerede ylriimeyi teklif edecekti? Ayrica Pincio sokak sayilmaz; hem ben,
Tanr1’ya siikiir ki, bu iilkenin genc kizlarindan biri degilim. Buradaki genc kizlar
anladigim kadariyla zamanlarini sikici seylerle ugrasarak geciriyorlar ve neden
onlar yiiziinden aliskanliklarimi degistirecekmisim, anlamiyorum.”

“Korkarim sizin aligkanliklarimz florte giriyor,” dedi Winterbourne gayet ciddi
bir ifadeyle.

“Elbette dyle,” diye yamitladi geng kiz, her zamanki giile¢ bakislariyla. “Ben
miithis capkinimdir! Giizel olup da ¢apkinlik yapmayan bir kiz goérdiiniiz mii
hi¢c? Ama simdi de bana giizel bir kiz olmadigimi sdyleyeceksiniz korkarim.”

“Siz cok giizel bir bayansiniz, fakat ben sadece ve sadece benimle flort
etmenizi dilerdim,” dedi Winterbourne.

“Ah! Tesekkiir ederim, cok tesekkiir ederim, ama siz benim flort etmeyi
diistinecegim son erkeksiniz. Daha 6nce de soyledigim gibi siz fazla ciddisiniz.”

“Bunu cok sik tekrarliyorsunuz,” dedi Winterbourne.

Daisy memnuniyetini belli edercesine giiliimsedi. “Eger sizi kizdiracagima dair
en ufak bir imidim olsa yeniden séylerdim.”

“Bunu yapmayin; kizdigimda her zamankinden daha ciddi olurum. Yine de
benimle flort etmek niyetinde degilseniz, en azindan piyano c¢alan arkadasinizla
da flort etmeyi birakin. Burada bu tiir seyleri anlamazlar.”



“Ben hicbir seyi anlamadiklarini sanmistim!” diye atild1 Daisy.
“Bekar genc bayanlar s6z konusu oldugunda hayir.”

“Bana kalirsa bekar genc¢ bayanlarin floért etmesi, yasimi almis evli kadinlarin
flort etmesinden ¢ok daha uygun,” dedi Daisy.

“Buranin  yerlileriyle birlikte yasiyorsamz, buranin adetlerine gore
davranmanz gerekir. Flort etmek tamamen Amerikalilara 6zgii bir adettir;
burada bodyle bir sey yok. Bu yiizden yaninizda anneniz olmadan Bay
Giovanelli’yle goriismeniz...”

“Aman Tanrim! Zavalli annecigim!” diyerek araya girdi Daisy.
“Siz flort ediyor olmasaniz bile Bay Giovanelli’nin niyeti bagka.”

“Onun bana akil 6gretmek gibi bir niyeti oldugunu sanmiyorum,” dedi Daisy
nese icinde. “Ayrica ¢cok merak ediyorsaniz, biz flort etmiyoruz; sadece ¢ok ¢ok
iyi iki arkadasiz, ¢cok yakin iki arkadas.”

“Eger birbirinize asiksamiz o zaman baska elbette,” diye cevap verdi
Winterbourne.

Bu ana kadar Daisy, Winterbourne’un kendini samimiyetle ifade etmesine izin
vermisti. Bu yiizden Winterbourne’un, onu bu ¢ikisla sok etmek gibi bir niyeti
yoktu. Fakat gen¢ kiz aninda ayaga kalkti, gézle goriiliir bir sekilde kizardi. Bu
durum, Winterbourne’un Amerikali kizlarin diinyadaki en tuhaf wvarliklar
oldugunu diisiinmesine neden oldu. “Bay Giovanelli en azindan bana bu kadar
kotii seyler soylemiyor,” dedi Daisy, Winterbourne’a bir bakis atarak.

Winterbourne hayretler icerisinde Daisy’ye bakakalmisti. Bu arada Bay
Giovanelli de sarki sdylemeyi bitirip piyanodan kalkti ve Daisy’nin yanina geldi.
“Diger odaya gecip bir ¢ay almak istemez misiniz?” diye sordu Giovanelli o hos
giilimsemesiyle Daisy’nin oniinde egilerek.

Daisy, Winterbourne’a dondii ve tekrar giilimsemeye basladi. Bu nedensiz
giiliise bir anlam veremeyen Winterbourne’un kafasi iyice karismisti; yine de bu
giiliimseyis, Daisy’nin yiiziiniin icgiidiisel olarak eskisi gibi yumusak ve tath bir
hale gelisi, kendisini affedisinin bir belirtisi gibi goriiniiyordu. “Bay
Winterbourne’un bana cay i¢cmeyi teklif etmesi goriilmiis sey degildir,” dedi
Daisy, o muzip ifadesiyle.

“Ben sOyleyecegimi sdyledim,” diye yamitladi Winterbourne.



“Acik bir cay1 tercih ederim,” diye cevap verdi Daisy, sonra da Giovanelli’yle
beraber Winterbourne’un yanindan ayrildi. Gecenin geri kalanini bitisik odadaki
pencerenin pervazinda oturup konusarak gecirdiler. Piyanoda ilging bir seyler
calimyordu, fakat konusmaya dalan genclerin ikisi de bunun farkinda bile
degildi. Daisy vedalasmak icin Bayan Walker’in yanina geldiginde, Bayan
Walker, gen¢ kiz partiye ilk geldiginde bos bulunup onu engelleyemedigi igin
hissettigi rahatsizlig1 6zenle telafi etti; genc kiza sirtim1 doniip, onu salonun
ortasinda Oylece birakti. Bu sirada Winterbourne kapinin yaninda duruyordu;
olan biten her seyi gormiistii. Daisy’nin rengi solmus, goézlerini annesine
cevirmisti, fakat Bayan Miller siradan bir gorgii kuralinin agikca ihlal edildigi az
onceki durumun farkinda bile degildi. Aslinda bizzat kendisi bu gorgii kuralini
yerine getirdigine dikkat ¢cekmek gibi uygunsuz bir istek icinde goriiniiyordu.
“Iyi geceler Bayan Walker,” dedi, “gercekten giizel bir gece gecirdik.
Gordiigiiniiz gibi Daisy’nin partilere bensiz gitmesine izin versem de, bensiz
ayrilmasini istemiyorum.” Daisy solgun ve asik bir yiizle kapinin yanindaki
yuvarlak alana yoneldi. Winterbourne ilk defa genc¢ kizi bu kadar {izgiin ve
afallamuis, bir o kadar 6fkeli gormiistii. Kendi adina epeyce liziilmiistii.

“Bu ¢ok acimasizcaydi,” dedi Bayan Walker’a.
“Bir daha asla benim salonuma giremez,” diye yanitladi ev sahibi.

Winterbourne genc kizi artik Bayan Walker’in salonunda goremeyecegini
bildigi icin miimkiin oldugu kadar sik Bayan Miller’in oteline ugruyordu. Fakat
bayanlar nadiren oteldeydiler, Winterbourne onlar1 otelde buldugunda ise sadik
Giovanelli hep yanlarindaydi ve bu parlak zekal kiiciik Romali, Daisy’yle
birlikte salonda yalmz oluyordu. Anlasilan Bayan Miller, Italyan’1, kizim kontrol
altinda tutmanin 6nemli bir araci olarak goriiyordu. Winterbourne ilk basta biraz
da saskinlikla Daisy’nin Giovanelli’yle yalniz oldugu durumlarda kendisinin
gelisinden hicbir sekilde utanip sikilmadigimi fark etti. Fakat artik Daisy’nin
kendisini sasirtmayacagini hissetmeye baslamisti; Giovanelli’yle bas basa
gecirdikleri anin boliinmesinden rahatsiz olmusa benzemiyordu; Daisy her iki
beyefendiyle de sanki tek bir kisiyle konusuyormus gibi negeli ve rahatti.
Konusmasinda her zamanki gibi kiistahlik ve cocuksulugun o tuhaf karigimi
vardi. Winterbourne kendi kendine, Daisy’nin, Bay Giovanelli’yle gercekten
ilgileniyorsa, konusmalarinin mahremiyetini korumak igin ©zel bir caba
gostermeyisinin tuhaf oldugunu diisiindii. Zaten ondan hoslanmasinin nedeni,
daha cok, bu cocuksu sayilabilecek kayitsizlig1 ve bitmek tiikenmek bilmeyen
sakaciligiydi. Nedenini agiklamakta zorlansa da, Daisy, Winterbourne’a asla
kiskanchik etmeyecek bir genc kiz gibi geliyordu. Okuyucuyu da alayla



giiliimsetme riskine girerek sunu belirtmeliyim ki, simdiye kadar ilgilendigi
kadinlar diisiintildiigiinde, pek c¢ok olasiig1 goze alarak, sik sik onlardan
korkmasi —gercek anlamda onlardan korkmasi— gerektigini hissetmisti. Daisy
Miller’dan korkmasi gerekmedigini anlamasi kendini iyi hissetmesini saglamisti.
Ne var ki bu hissin Daisy’yi yiicelten bir his olmadigin1 da eklemek gerekir; bu,
ayni zamanda Daisy’nin ¢ok siradan, basit bir gen¢ kiz olduguna dair inancindan
ya da daha cok endisesinden ileri geliyordu.

Fakat Daisy’nin Giovanelli’den ¢ok hoslandig: ortadaydi. Adam ne zaman bir
seyler sOylese ona bakiyor, siirekli olarak sunu ya da bunu yapmasini istiyor ve
devamli gen¢ adamla sakalasip ona satasiyordu. Geng¢ kiz, Winterbourne’un
Bayan Walker’in kiiciik partisinde kendisine soyledigi can sikic1 sozleri
tamamen unutmus gibi goriiniiyordu. Bir pazar giinii 6gleden sonra teyzesiyle St.
Petrus kilisesine giden Winterbourne, degismez arkadasi Bay Giovanelli’nin
esliginde biiyiik kilisenin oralarda gezinen Daisy’yi fark etti. Hemen geng kiz1 ve
kavalyesini isaret etti Bayan Costello’ya. Yagh kadin gozliigiiniin yardimiyla
onlara bir an baktiktan sonra soyle dedi:

“Bugiinlerde seni bu kadar dalginlastiran sey buydu demek?”
“Dalgin goriindiigiimiin farkinda bile degilim,” dedi gen¢ adam.
“Kafan ¢ok dolu goriiniiyor, bir seyler diisiiniiyorsun.”

“Peki, beni diisiinmekle itham ettigin sey

nedir?”

“Su genc¢ bayanin, Bayan Baker, Bayan Chandler, adi neydi? Daisy Miller’in
su kiiciik vitrin mankeniyle olan gizli goniil macerasini.”

“Bu kadar aleni bicimde yasanan bir iliskiyi gizli bir goniil macerasi olarak m1
adlandiriyorsun?” diye sordu Winterbourne.

“Bu, onlarin akilsizhigi, bu sekilde davranmak marifet degil,” dedi Bayan
Costello.

“Hayir,” diye devam etti Winterbourne teyzesinin az 6nce soziinii ettigi dalgin
halini dogrularcasina, “ben bunun gizli bir goniil macerasi olarak kabul edilecek
bir sey olduguna inanmiyorum.”

“Bircok insami bu konuda konusurken duydum, genc¢ kizin ona kapildigim
sOyliiyorlar.”



“Cok samimi olduklar kesin,” dedi Winterbourne.

Bayan Costello tekrar taktig1 gozliigiiyle geng cifti inceledi. “Adam gercekten
cok yakisikli. Olan biteni anlamak zor degil. Sanirim onun diinyadaki en asil ve
en mikemmel erkek oldugunu diisiiniiyordur. Onun gibi birine hig
rastlamamistir; bu adam, usaklarindan bile daha iyi. Bana kalirsa bu adami Daisy
Miller’la tanistiran da usaklaridir. Bu durumda bu gen¢ adam Daisy Miller ile
evlenmeyi bagarabilirse, yardimcilar: da yiiklii bir komisyonu hak etmis olur.”

“Daisy’nin onunla evlenmeyi diisiindiigiinii sanmiyorum,” dedi Winterbourne.
“Ayrica onun da Daisy’yle evlenmeyi umut ettigine inanmiyorum.”

“Daisy’nin hicbir sey diisiinmediginden emin olabilirsin. Altin cagda yaptiklar
gibi, saatlerce, hatta giinlerce keyfe keder yasamay1 siirdiirebilir. Bundan daha
bayagi bir sey diisinemiyorum. Ayrica her an sana nisanlandigini
soyleyebilecegini de sakin aklindan ¢ikarma,” diye ekledi Bayan Costello.

“Bu Giovanelli’nin umdugundan ¢ok daha fazla olur bana kalirsa,” dedi
Winterbourne.

“Giovanelli de kim?”

“Su ufak tefek Italyan. Ona, kendisi hakkinda sorular sorup, bir seyler
ogrenme firsati buldum. Goériiniise gore saygideger bir gen¢ adam, anladigim
kadariyla da bir avukat. Fakat birinci sinif denilebilecek bir semtte oturmuyor.
Onlar usagin tanistirmis olma ihtimali tamamen yok degil. Daisy’den epeyce
etkilendigi de oldukca acik. Eger Daisy onun diinyadaki en miikemmel erkek
oldugunu diisiiniiyorsa, o da bu gen¢ hanimin sahip oldugu gibi bir zenginligi,
ihtisam1 ve liiksii hi¢ bu kadar yakindan gérmemistir. Hem ayrica Daisy, ona
harikulade giizel goriinmiis ve ilgin¢ gelmis olmali. Onunla evlenme hayalleri
kurdugundan siipheliyim. Bu, ona gerceklesmesi imkansiz bir sey gibi goriinmiis
olmali. Daisy’ye yakisikli yiiziinden bagka verebilecek hicbir seyi yok. Ayrica
bir de su gizemli dolarlar diyarinda yasayan zengin Bay Miller var. Hem,
Giovanelli, Daisy’ye sunacak bir unvan olmadigini da biliyor. Keske bir kont ya
da marki olsaydi! Onu aralarina kabul etmelerini saglayan sansina sasiyor
olmal.”

“Sanirim bunun nedenini yakisikliligina baglamistir. Ayrica Daisy Miller’in da
canl ne isterse onu yapan bir gen¢ bayan oldugunu diisiiniiyordur,” dedi Bayan
Costello.

“Daisy ve annesinin,” diye devam etti Winterbourne, “heniiz bir kont ya da



marki yakalama diisiincesine sahip olacak —nasil desem-— Kkiiltiir seviyesine
ulasmadiklar1 cok dogru. Diisiinsel olarak bu kavramdan yoksun olduklarina
inaniyorum.”

“Ah! Ama Daisy’nin kavalyesi buna inanmaz,” dedi Bayan Costello.

Winterbourne, o giin St. Peter’s’da Daisy’nin “gizli goniil maceras1” ile ilgili
arastirmasinda yeterince kanit topladi. Roma’da yasayan bir grup Amerikali
hanim, biiyiik siitunlardan birinin dibinde portatif bir iskemlede oturan Bayan
Costello’yla konusmaya gelmislerdi. Aksam duasi, yakinda bulunan koronun
sOyledigi etkileyici ilahiler ve buna eslik eden org sesleriyle ilerliyordu. Bu
sirada Bayan Costello ve arkadaslar1 arasinda da zavalli Daisy Miller’in bu sefer
gercekten cok ileri gittigi hakkinda hummali bir sohbet devam ediyordu.
Winterbourne duyduklarindan hognut degildi, fakat kilisenin genis
merdivenlerini cikarken Oniinde beliren Daisy’nin su¢ ortagi Giovanelli’yle
birlikte iistii acik bir arabaya binip Roma’nin sokaklarina dogru ilerledigini
goriince, gen¢ kizin gercekten de cok ileri gittigini diisiinmekten kendini
alamadi. Winterbourne genc¢ kizin tamamen yoldan ¢iktigina inandigindan degil,
bu kadar giizel, masum ve savunmasiz oldugunu diisiindiigii Daisy’nin kendini
gercekten seviyesiz bir duruma diisiirdiigiinii duymasi nedeniyle onun adina ¢ok
liziilmiistii. Bunun {izerine gen¢ kizin annesini olup bitenlerle ilgili olarak {istii
kapali bir bigcimde uyarmaya karar verdi.

Bir giin Corso’da muhtesem giizellikteki koridorlarin1 gezdigi Doria
Sarayr’ndan heniiz ¢ikmis —kendisi gibi turist— bir arkadasina rastlamisti.
Arkadasi, Valazquez’in sarayin odalarindan birinde asili duran harikulade
“Masum X” portresi hakkinda kisa bir siire konustuktan sonra, “Bu arada ayni
odada daha farkh bir tiirde bir baska tablo daha seyretme zevkine eristim; gecen
hafta bana gosterdigin su giizel Amerikali gen¢ kizdan bahsediyorum,” diye
devam etti. Winterbourne’un sorular iizerine her zamankinden daha da giizel
goriinen Amerikali geng¢ kizi bir arkadasiyla birlikte, Papa’nin bir portresinin
sergilendigi kuytu bir bolmede otururken gordiigiinii anlatt.

“Arkadas! kimdi peki?” diye sordu Winterbourne.

“Yakasinda cicek tasiyan genc bir Italyan. Kiz fevkalade giizel, ama gecen giin
soylediklerinden anladigim, onun {ist sinifa mensup bir genc kiz olduguydu.”

“Zaten Oyle!” diye yamtlad1 Winterbourne ve bilgi kaynaginin gercekten Daisy
ve Giovanelli’yi bes dakika kadar kisa bir siire 6nce birlikte goérdiigiinden emin
olduktan sonra, bir arabaya atlayarak Daisy’nin annesini ziyarete gitti. Bayan



Miller oteldeydi; Daisy’nin olmadigi bir zamanda geldigi icin {izgiin oldugunu
soyledi.

“Bay Giovanelli’yle bir yerlere gittiler. Hep Bay Giovanelli’yle birlikte dolagir
oldu,” dedi Bayan Miller.

“Cok samimi olduklarini fark ettim,” dedi Winterbourne.

“Ah! Sanki birbirleri olmadan yasayamayacaklarmis gibi! Ama Bay Giovanelli
gercek bir beyefendi. Daisy’ye artik kendisini nisanlanmis saymasi gerektigini
soyleyip duruyorum.”

“Peki Daisy buna ne diyor?”

“Daisy nisanh falan olmadigini sdyliiyor. Ama olabilir de!” dedi Daisy’nin
annesi. “Ciinkii dyleymis gibi davranmaya devam ediyor. Ama Bay Giovanelli
soz verdi; nisanlandiklarim Daisy sdylemezse o sOyleyecek. Bay Miller’a bu
konuda bir mektup yazmak isterdim; siz benim yerimde olsaydiniz yazmak
istemez miydiniz?”

Winterbourne kesinlikle yazmak isteyecegini belirtti. Daisy’nin annesinin o
hep sozii edilen bir ebeveynin sahip olmasi gereken ihtiyatla hicbir ilgisi
olmayan bu yaklasimi onu o kadar sasirtmisti ki, onu Daisy’ye g6z kulak olmasi
icin uyarma girisiminin tamamen anlamsiz oldugunu hissedip bundan vazgecti.

Bundan sonra Winterbourne, Daisy’yi kaldig1 otelde bir kere bile bulamadi.
Ayrica genc kiza ortak arkadaslarinin evlerinde rastlamak gibi bir sansi da
olmadi; ciinkii —daha 6nce de sezdigi gibi— etraftaki asir1 siipheci insanlar genc
kizin cok ileri gittigine karar vermislerdi. Daisy’yi davetlere cagirmaya son
verdiler. Tutucu Avrupalilara, Daisy Miller’in gen¢ bir Amerikali olmasina
ragmen, gen¢ bir bayana uygun davramislar sergilemedigi ve buradaki
Amerikalilar tarafindan bile kendisine anormal goziiyle bakildig1 gercegini
aciklamak istediklerini imali bir bicimde belirtiyorlardi. Winterbourne, kendisine
kars1 soguk davranan ve onu bilingli bir sekilde dislayan bu insanlar karsisinda
Daisy’nin neler hissettigini merak ediyor ve bazen Daisy’nin bu durumla ilgili
hicbir seyin farkinda olmadigindan siiphelenerek kiziyordu. Kendi kendine,
Daisy’nin dislanma konusunda diisiinebilmek ya da bunun farkina varabilmek
icin fazlasiyla hafif ve cocuksu, ¢cok cahil ve mantiksiz, fazlasiyla dar goriislii
oldugunu soyliiyordu. Bazen de o zarif ve sorumsuz bedeninde, yarattig1 etkinin
farkinda olan, s6z dinlemez ve tutkulu bir kisilik tasidigina inaniyordu.
Winterbourne kendi kendine, Daisy’nin bu kiistahliginin masumlugundan mu



yoksa oldukca gorgiisiiz bir sinifa mensup gen¢ bir insan olmasindan mi
kaynaklandigini soruyordu. Daisy’nin masum oldugu diisiincesine sadik kalmak
genc adama gore giderek fazlasiyla gereksiz bir kibarlik oluyordu. Az 6nce de
soz etme firsatim oldugu gibi, Winterbourne’un Daisy s6z konusu oldugunda
mantigini kullanamaz hale geldigini fark etmesi, kendi kendine kizmasina sebep
oluyor; Daisy’nin tuhaf davraniglarinin ne kadarinin aileden ya da milliyetinden
ileri geldigi, ne kadarimin kisisel oldugunu kesinlestirmek icin dayanilmaz bir
istek duyuyor olusuna epeyce cam sikiliyordu. Fakat hangi acidan bakilirsa
bakilsin, Winterbourne genc kizla bir iligski yasama firsatini elinden kagirmist1 ve
artik cok gecti. Geng kiz Bay Giovanelli’ye tamamen “kapilmigti.”

Daisy’nin annesiyle yaptig1 goriismeden birkag giin sonra, Winterbourne, genc
kizla “Sezar’in Saray1” olarak bilinen, artik iistiinde sadece ciceklerin actig1 o
giizelim harabede karsilagti. Roma’ya heniiz gelmis bahar havasini ¢iceklerin o
mis kokular1 doldurmus, Palantine Tepesi’nin engebeli yiizeyini heniiz ciliz
cimenler kaplamisti. Daisy, tizeri yosun tutmus mermerlerle kapl, etrafi tarihi
yazitlarla gevrili bu genis harabe tiimseklerinden birinin {izerinde geziniyordu.
Roma, hi¢ su anda oldugu kadar giizel gériinmemisti Winterbourne’a. Bir siire
sehri uzaktan cevreleyen sekil ve renklerin biiyiileyici uyumunu seyretti.
Havadaki yumusak nemli ¢imen kokusunu igine cekmesi yilin bu en canly, taze
zamanini daha iyi hissetmesini sagladi. Bulundugu mekanin eski zamanlara ait
havasi gizemli bir bicimde varhgini yeniden hissettiriyordu. Daisy,
Winterbourne’a daha once hi¢ bu kadar giizel goriinmemis gibiydi; fakat bu,
Daisy ile her karsilastiklarinda hissettigi bir duyguydu. Giovanelli genc kizin
yaninda yiiriiyordu, o da alisilmisin disinda yakisikli goriiniiyordu.

“Cok yalniz oldugunuzu diisiiniiyorum!” dedi Daisy.
“Yalniz m1?” diye sordu Winterbourne.

“Ne zaman gorsem yalmz basiniza geziyorsunuz. Sizinle yiiriiyecek birileri
yok mu?”

“Maalesef ben arkadasiniz kadar sansh degilim,” dedi Winterbourne.

Giovanelli bastan beri Winterbourne’a dikkat c¢ekici bir nezaketle yaklasmis,
sOylediklerini saygiyla dinlemis, sakalarina kibar bir gsekilde giilmiistii.
Winterbourne’un iistiin bir gen¢ adam oldugu diisiincesini dogrulamaya
niyetliymis gibi goriiniiyordu. Hicbir sekilde kendini kiskancg bir asik durumuna
diisirmemis; oldukca nazik davranmis, ayrica ondan beklenmesi gereken
alcakgoniilliigii gostermekte hicbir zaman tereddiit etmemisti. Hatta bazen



Winterbourne’a dyle geliyordu ki, Giovanelli kendisiyle 6zel olarak konugsa ve
anlayisina giivenerek, zeki bir adam olarak bu gen¢ bayanin ne kadar siradis biri
oldugunu bildigini ve kendini evlilik ve zenginlik gibi hayallere kaptirmadigini
sOylese kafasi rahatlayacakti.

Bu karsilasmalarinda, Giovanelli Daisy’nin yanindan ayrilarak bir badem
cicegi filizi koparip 6zenle yakasina yerlestirdi.

“Bunu neden sdylediginizi biliyorum,” dedi Daisy, bir yandan Giovanelli’yi
seyrederken. “Ciinkii onunla ¢ok fazla dolastigimi diisiiniiyorsunuz.”

“Herkes boyle diisiiniiyor, eger bilmek istiyorsaniz elbette,” dedi
Winterbourne.

“Elbette bilmek istiyorum!” diye atildi Daisy, ciddiyetle. “Fakat bunu
inandirici  bulmuyorum. Sadece c¢ok sasirmis gibi yapiyorlar. Aslinda
yaptiklarimla zerre kadar ilgilendiklerini sanmiyorum. Ayrica ¢ok fazla da
dolagsmiyorum.”

“Bununla ilgilendiklerini er ya da ge¢ anlayacaksiniz. Bu durumun hig
hoslarina gitmedigini, yeri geldiginde size can sikici bir tavirla belirtecekler.”

Daisy bir an Winterbourne’a bakip “Can sikici derken neyi kastediyorsunuz?”
diye sordu.

“Hicbir sey fark etmediniz mi?” diye sordu Winterbourne.

“Sizi fark ettim. Sizi ilk gordiigimde fark ettigim, bir semsiye kadar kati
oldugunuzdu.”

“Digerleri kadar kat1 olmadigimi goreceksiniz,” dedi Winterbourne giilerek.
“Peki bunu nasil gérecegim?”

“Otekileri gérmeye gittiginizde géreceksiniz.”

“Bana ne yapacaklar ki?”

“Size soguk davranip sirt cevirecekler. Bunun ne demek oldugu hakkinda bir
fikriniz var mi?”

Daisy dikkatle Winterbourne’a bakiyordu; kizarmaya basladi. “Bayan
Walker’1n o gece yaptiklarindan mi bahsediyorsunuz?”

“Kesinlikle!” dedi Winterbourne.



Genc kiz, kendisini, koparttig1 badem cicegi goncasiyla siisleyen Giovanelli’ye
bakti. Sonra tekrar Winterbourne’a donerek, “Insanlarin bu kadar kaba
davranmalarina miisaade edeceginizi sanmazdim,” dedi.

“Bunu nasil engelleyebilirim ki?”
“Bir seyler soyleyebilirsiniz herhalde.”

“Bir seyler soyleyeyim,” dedi bir an durduktan sonra. “Annenizin bana
nisanlandiginiza inandigini séyledigini s6ylersem.”

“Evet, 0yle diisiiniiyor,” dedi Daisy gayet sakin bir bicimde.

Winterbourne giilmeye bagladi. “Peki Randolph buna inamyor mu?” diye
sordu.

“Bana kalirsa Randolph hicbir seye inanmiyor,” dedi Daisy. Randolph’un
siipheciligi Winterbourne’u daha da eglendirdi. Bu arada Giovanelli’nin
kendilerine dogru yaklastigim gordii. Bunu Daisy de gérmiistii. Winterbourne’a
donerek, “Soylediginiz gibi, ben nisanlandim,” dedi Daisy. Winterbourne,
Daisy’ye bakti, giilmeyi birakmisti. “Buna inanmiyorsunuz!” diye devam etti
Daisy.

Bir an sessiz kalan Winterbourne, “Evet, inaniyorum!” dedi.
“Hayir, inanmiyorsunuz. Tamam o zaman nisanlanmadim!” dedi Daisy.

Geng¢ kiz ve rehberi sarayin etrafini gevreleyen citin kapisina dogru ilerlediler.
Boylece, daha 6nce burayr gérmiis olan Winterbourne da o sirada onlardan
ayrildu.

Bir hafta sonra aksam yemegi yemek iizere Caelian Tepesi’nde bir villaya
giden Winterbourne, oraya vardiginda kiraladig1 arabay1 geri gonderdi. Gece
muhtesemdi, bu nedenle gen¢ adam Constantine Kemeri’nin altindan gecip
Forum’un belli belirsiz aydinlatilmig tarihi yapilarini seyrederek eve kadar
yilirimeye karar verdi. Gokyiiziindeki ay batmaya yiiz tutmus oldugundan,
yeterince parlak degildi; yine de bu durumu ince bir bulut perdesine biiriiniip,
151811 farkli yonlerden yayarak dengelemis gibi goriiniiyordu. Villadan
ayrildiginda saat on birdi. Winterbourne geceleyin karanlik bir halkay1 animsatan
Colosseum’a yaklasti. Bir manzara asigi olan gen¢ adamin aklina, bu tarihi
yapinin icerisinin soluk ay 1siginda kesinlikle gormeye deger olacagi geldi.
Ciplak, siislemesiz kemerlerden birine dogru yiiriirken kemerlerin yakininda



duran istii acik bir arabaya —kiiciik bir gezinti arabasina— gozii ilisti. Heybetli
yapinin icindeki acik ve genis gosteri alaninin karanlikta kalan kismi arasindan
ilerleyip sessiz ve aydinlik arenaya cikti. Burasi Winterbourne’a simdiye kadar
hi¢c boylesine etkileyici goriinmemisti. Bu devasa gosteri alaninin yarisi
tamamen karanlikta kalmis, diger yarisi ise nispeten berrak bir alacakaranlikta
uykuya dalmisti. Oldugu yerde durup Byron’in Manfred adli eserinden {inlii
dizeleri mirildanmaya bagladi. Fakat Manfred’den yaptig1 alintiy1 heniiz
bitirmemisti ki, Colosseum’a yapilan gece ziyaretlerine her ne kadar sairler
tarafindan onay verilse de, doktorlarin buna siddetle karsi ¢iktiklarim hatirladi.
Tarihi bir atmosferin varlig1 kesinlikle hissediliyordu, fakat bu tarihi atmosferin,
bilimsel olarak ele alindiginda, mikrop yuvasi pis bir ortamdan asag1 kalir yani
yoktu. Winterbourne hemen oradan ayrilma niyetinde oldugundan, mekanm daha
iyi gorebilmek icin arenanin ortasina dogru yiiriidii. Ortadaki kocaman hag
karanlikta kalmisti, ancak yanina yaklasinca ne oldugunu segebildi. Sonra da
hacin tabanim olusturan alcak basamaklarda iki kisinin oldugunu fark etti;
basamaklarda oturan bir kadin ve tam karsisinda ayakta duran bir adam.

Hemen ardindan 1lik gece riizgarinin da etkisiyle kadinin sesi ayirt edilebilecek
bir yiikseklikte kulaklarini oksadi. “Bize, su eski aslan ya da kaplanlarin az sonra
midelerine indirecekleri Hiristiyan azizlerine baktig1 gibi bakiyor!” Daisy
Miller’1n tanidik sesinden duymustu bu ciimleyi.

“Cok a¢ olmadigini iimit edelim,” diye yamtladi zeki Giovanelli. “Once beni
yemesi gerekir, seni de tatli niyetine yer!”

Winterbourne aniden gelen sesin yarattigi korkuyla irkildi. Yine de sesin
tanidik olusu icini rahatlatmisti. Sanki Daisy’nin akil sir ermez davranisglarinin
lizerine her seyi tamamen acgikliga kavusturan bir simsek cakmisti. Boylelikle
bilmecenin de ¢oziilmesi kolay olmustu. Daisy, bir erkegin, karsisinda saygili
davranmaya Ozen gostermesi gereken genc¢ kizlardan degildi. Karanlikta
kaldiklan icin genc kiz ve kavalyesini belli belirsiz géren Winterbourne,
kendisinin aydinhkta kaldig: icin kolaylikla goriinebilecegini aklina getirmeden
genc kiz ve arkadasina bakti. Daisy Miller’a uygun sekilde davranmak icin
gereksiz yere sarf ettigi cabalarn diisiiniip kendi kendine kizdi. Tekrar ilerlemek
icin hamle yapacakken, bir siire duraklayip diisiindii; bunun nedeni Daisy’ye
haksizhik ettigini dlisiinmesi degil, simdiye kadar Daisy’yle ilgili
diisiincelerindeki tedbirli yaklasiminin ani bir degisiklige ugramasiyla ortaya
cikabilecek beklenmedik davramiglarinin uygunsuz diisebilecegi tehlikesini
hissetmesiydi. Bunun iizerine girise dogru gitmek icin arkasim1 dénmiistii ki,
Daisy’nin yeniden konustugunu duydu.



“Bu Bay Winterbourne’du! Beni gordiigii halde gérmemis gibi davraniyor!”

Ne kadar da akilli, kiigiik bir diizenbazdi. Incinmis bir masum roliinii nasil da
iyi oynuyordu! Fakat Winterbourne, Daisy’yi gotrmezlikten gelemezdi. Geri
doniip biiyiik haca dogru ilerledi. Daisy ayaga kalkti; Giovanelli de sapkasini
cikardi. Winterbourne olaya artik sadece saglik acisindan bakarak, boylesine
narin, hassas bir genc¢ kizin gece vakti bu sitma yuvasinda vakit gecirmesinin
tamamen bir delilik oldugunu diisiinmeye basladi. Kiiciik, kurnaz bir diizenbaz
olsa da ne fark ederdi? Bu, sitmadan 6lmesi icin bir neden degildi. “Ne kadar
zamandir buradasiniz?” diye sordu Winterbourne neredeyse kaba sayilabilecek
bir ifadeyle.

Ay 1s181inda cok giizel goriinen Daisy bir an Winterbourne’a bakti. Sonra,
“Biitiin gece buradaydik,” diye cevap verdi tatlilikla. “Hig¢ bu kadar giizel bir sey
gormedim.”

“Korkarim,” dedi Winterbourne, “sitmanin giizel oldugunu diisiinmezsiniz.
Insanlar bu hastaliga iste bdyle yakalamyorlar.” Giovanelli’ye dénerek, “Sizin,
Roma’nin bir yerlisi olarak bdylesine korkung bir akilsizhiga nasil riza
gosterdiginizi anlamiyorum.”

“Kendi adima pek korktugumu séyleyemem,” dedi yakisikl italyan.

“Sizin adimiza korktugumu ben de sdyleyemeyecegim! Bu genc¢ bayandan
bahsediyorum ben.”

Giovanelli, bi¢imli kaglarin1 kaldinp giiliimsedi. Ama Winterbourne’un
kendini azarlamasina ses ¢ikarmadi. “Sinyorinaya buraya gelmemizin tehlikeli
olabilecegini soyledim. Fakat sinyorina ne zaman tedbirli davrandi ki?”

“Ben hi¢ hastalanmadim ve hasta olmaya da niyetim yok!” dedi sinyorina,
“pek Oyle goriinmesem de, saglikliyim! Kolezyum’u ay isiginda goérmeye
mecburdum. Bunu yapmadan eve donmek istemiyordum; ayrica ¢ok giizel vakit
gecirdik, 0yle degil mi Bay Giovanelli! Eger bir tehlike varsa, Eugenio bana ilag
verebilir. Onda her derde deva ilaglar bulunur,” diye cevap verdi Daisy.

“Size miimkiin oldugu kadar cabuk eve gidip o ilaclardan birini almanizi
Oneririm,” dedi Winterbourne.

“Bu soylediginiz gercekten cok akillica,” diye cevap verdi Giovanelli. “Gidip
arabanin hazir olup olmadigina bakayim,” dedi ve hizl adimlarla uzaklast.

Daisy de Winterbourne’le birlikte Bay Giovanelli’yi takip etti. Winterbourne



genc kiza bakip durmasina ragmen o, en ufak bir mahcubiyet belirtisi
gostermiyordu. Winterbourne sessiz kalmayr tercih ediyor, Daisy ise
Kolezyum’un ne kadar giizel oldugu hakkinda gevezelik ediyordu. “Boylece
Kolezyum’u ay 1s1ginda gérmiis oldum! Bu harika bir sey!” dedi geng¢ kiz
neseyle. Sonra Winterbourne’un suskunlugunu fark ederek ona neden
konusmadiginmi sordu. Winterbourne cevap vermek yerine giilmeye basladi.
Kemer altinda uzanan karanlik yollardan birinden gectiler. Giovanelli, 6n tarafta
arabanin yanindaydi. Daisy bir an durarak Winterbourne’a bakti. “Gecen giin
nisanlandigimi soyledigimde buna inandiniz m1?” diye sordu.

“Gecgen giin neye inandigim cok da énemli degil,” dedi gen¢ adam giilmeye
devam ederek.

“Peki simdi neye inaniyorsunuz?”

“Sizin nisanlanip nisanlanmamanizin benim igin cok da fark etmedigine
inantyorum!”

Winterbourne kemer altindaki karanlik yolda genc kizin giizel gozlerinin kendi
lizerine dikildigini hissetti; goriiniise gore bir cevap vermeye hazirlaniyordu.
Fakat Giovanelli acele etmesi icin Daisy’yi uyardi. “Cabuk olalim,” dedi. “Gece
yarisina kadar otelde olursak giivendeyiz demektir.”

Daisy arabadaki yerini aldi ve sansh Italyan da Daisy’nin yamna oturdu.
“Eugenio’nun haplarim sakin unutmayin!” diye seslendi Winterbourne sapkasini
kaldirirken.

“Sitmaya yakalanip yakalanmamak umurumda bile degil,” dedi Daisy tuhaf bir
ses tonuyla. Arabaci kirbacini saklatti ve dogru diizgiin onarilmamus tarihi yolda
ilerlemeye basladilar.

Winterbourne —hakkini vermek gerekir— gece yarisi Kolezyum’da Daisy
Miller’t yaninda gen¢ bir erkekle gordiigiinii kimseye sdylemedi. Bununla
birlikte birka¢ giin icinde bir erkekle birlikte o gece Kolezyum’u gezdigi
haberini kiiciik Amerikan camiasinin biitiin mensuplari 6grenmis ve bu olay
lizerine yorum yapmisti. Winterbourne otel calisanlarinin bu durumdan haberdar
oldugunu, Daisy otele vardiginda otel gorevlisiyle arabacinin kendi aralarinda bu
durumla ilgili sakalastiklarin1 tahmin edebiliyordu. Yine de Daisy’nin bu geri
kafali hizmetcilerin diline diismesi Winterbourne’u artik eskiden oldugu gibi
ciddi bicimde endiselendiren bir olay olmaktan ¢ikmisti. Bir ya da iki giin sonra
hizmetcilerin verecegi ¢ok ©nemli haberleri vardi: Daisy korkung¢ derecede



hastaydi. Winterbourne bu sdylenti kendisine ulastiginda ne oldugunu daha iyi
ogrenmek icin otelin yolunu tuttu. Oraya vardiginda iyi niyetli iki ya da iig
arkadasin kendisinden ¢nce geldigini ve Bayan Miller’in salonunda Randolph
tarafindan agirlandiklarim gordii.

“Ablam1 hasta eden gece vakti yaptig1 gezintiler,” dedi Randolph. “Geceleri
hep disariya cikiyor. Boyle bir sey yapacagim hi¢ diisiinemezdim; zifiri karanlik
oluyor. Mehtabin c¢iktigi zamanlar disinda burada geceleri bir sey goérmek
imkansiz. Ama Amerika’da ay1 her zaman gorebilirsiniz!” Bayan Miller ortalikta
goriinmiiyordu; en azindan simdi kizina gereken ilgiyi gosterip ona eslik
ediyordu. Daisy’nin durumunun cok kritik oldugu ortadaydi.

Winterbourne sik sik Daisy’den haber almak icin otele ugruyordu. Bir
defasinda Bayan Miller’la karsilasma firsati olmustu; oldukca endiseli olmasina
ragmen —Winterbourne’u sasirtacak kadar— kendine hakim goriiniiyor, kiziyla
dikkatli ve 6zenli bir hemsire gibi ilgileniyordu. Winterbourne’u gérdiigiinde ona
yine Doktor Davis’den bahsetti. Bu sirada Winterbourne da kendi kendine Bayan
Miller’in her seye ragmen o kadar korkung bir anne olmadigim diisiindii. “Gecen
giin Daisy sizden bahsetti,” dedi Bayan Miller, Winterbourne’a. “Cogu zaman ne
dediginin farkinda olmuyor, ama o sirada farkindaydi bana kalirsa. Bana size bir
mesaj iletmemi; o yakisikli italyan’la asla nisanlanmadigini séylememi istedi.
Daisy hastalandigindan beri Bay Giovanelli ortalarda goriinmediginden, buna
cok memnun oldugumu sdylemeliyim. Onun tam bir beyefendi oldugunu
diistinmiistiim, fakat bu yaptiginin pek kibar bir davranis oldugunu séyleyemem.
Bir bayan bana, Daisy’yi gece disariya cikardigi icin ona kizgin olmamdan
cekindigi icin gelemedigini sodyledi. Kesinlikle kizgimm ama benim bir
hanimefendi oldugumu biliyor olmali. Onu azarlamaya tenezziil bile etmem. Her
neyse, Daisy nisanlanmadigini soyledi. Bunu bilmenizi neden istedigini
bilmiyorum, ama bunu size iletmemi istedigini {ic defa tekrarladi. Sonra size
Isvigre’de birlikte o satoyu ziyaret ettiiniz zamam hatirlayip hatirlamadigimzi
sormami istedi. Ama ben boyle mesajlar iletmeyecegimi séyledim ona. Bu arada
nisanlanmadigina ¢ok sevindigimi de belirtmeliyim.”

Fakat Winterbourne’un daha 6nce de belirttigi gibi, artik bunun hicbir 6nemi
yoktu. Bir hafta sonra bu zavalli geng kiz gecirdigi agir hastaliga yenik diiserek
son nefesini verdi.

Daisy, Roma Imparatorlugu’na ait duvarin goriilebildigi, selvi agaclarimin ve
gir kir ciceklerinin etrafi siisledigi kiiciik bir Protestan mezarhiginda topraga
verildi. Winterbourne, —gen¢ kizin pervasiz davranmiglarinin yol actig1 skandal



nedeniyle umdugundan ¢ok daha fazla insandan olusan— yash bir grupla birlikte
mezarin basinda duruyordu. Az 6tede durmus Giovanelli’yi géren Winterbourne
arkasim1 donmeye firsat bulamadan, Giovanelli, Winterbourne’un yanina iyice
yaklasmisti. Gen¢ adam epey solgun goriiniiyordu, bu sefer yakasinda cicek
yoktu ve bir seyler sdylemek ister gibiydi. En sonunda, “Hayatimda gordiigiim
en giizel, en arkadas canlis1 genc¢ bayandi o,” dedi Giovanelli. Bir an durarak,
“Ve en masumu,” diye ekledi.

Winterbourne, Giovanelli’ye bakip az ©once sdylediklerini tekrarladi. “En
masum mu?”

“Evet, kesinlikle en masumu.”

Winterbourne ¢ok iizgiin ve bir o kadar da sinirliydi. “Tanr’’nin belasi! O
zaman ne diye onu o mikrop sacan yere gotiirdiin?”

Giovanelli her zamanki gibi sogukkanlh tavrindan 6diin vermeyerek bir siire
yere baktiktan sonra, “Kendi adima korkmuyordum ve Daisy de gitmek istedi.”

“Bu mazeret degil!” dedi Winterbourne.

Kurnaz italyan goézlerini tekrar yere indirdi. “Eger yasasaydi, hicbir sey elde
edemeyecektim. Benimle asla evlenmeyecekti, bundan eminim,” dedi
Giovanelli.

“Seninle asla evlenmeyecek miydi?”
“Bir siire bunu umut ettim. Ama hayir, eminim, evlenmeyecekti.”

Winterbourne, nisan papatyalar1 arasindaki cimle ortiilii tiimse8e gozlerini
dikmis, genc¢ Italyan’i dinliyordu. Winterbourne arkasimi doniince o da agir
adimlarla Winterbourne’un yanindan ayrildi.

Gen¢ adam bu olaydan sonra apar topar Roma’dan ayrildi; ama ertesi yaz
teyzesi Bayan Costello’yu yine Vevey’de ziyaret etti. Bayan Costello, Vevey’e
bayiliyordu. Winterbourne gecen siire icinde sikca Daisy Miller’t ve onun
anlagilmasi gii¢ tavirlarim diisiindii. Bir giin teyzesine ondan soz etti; Daisy’ye
haksizlik ettigini diisiindiigii i¢in vicdanen kendini rahat hissetmedigini soyledi.

“Bunu anladigimi sanmiyorum,” dedi Bayan Costello. “Senin haksizlik etmis
olman onu nasil etkiledi ki?”

“Olmeden 6nce, o zaman bir tiirlii anlayamadifim bir mesaj génderdi bana.



Ama simdi anliyorum. Daisy’nin birinin yakinhigina, onu takdir etmesine
ihtiyac1 vardi,” dedi Winterbourne.

“Daisy’nin birinin yakinhgina karsilik gosterecegini sdylemenin daha kabul
edilebilir bir ifadesi mi bu?” diye sordu Bayan Costello.

Winterbourne bu soruya cevap vermedi. Bunun yerine, “Gecen yaz bana
soyledigin seyde hakliydin. Gercekten de bir hata yapmama ramak kalmusti.
Yabanai iilkelerde gercekten de ¢ok uzun siire yasadim,” dedi.

Yine de Cenova’ya geri dondii ve orada kalma niyetiyle uzaktan yakindan
ilgisi olmayan agiklamalar yapmaya devam etti. Uzerinde yogun bicimde
“calistig1” bir rapor oldugunu anlatiyordu ki bu, oldukca ilgisini ¢ceken yabanci
bir hanimla olan yakinlagmasinin bir igaretiydi.



DAISY MILLER



I

At the little town of Vevey, in Switzerland, there is a particularly comfortable
hotel. There are, indeed, many hotels, for the entertainment of tourists is the
business of the place, which, as many travelers will remember, is seated upon the
edge of a remarkably blue lake —a lake that it behooves every tourist to visit. The
shore of the lake presents an unbroken array of establishments of this order, of
every category, from the “grand hotel” of the newest fashion, with a chalk-white
front, a hundred balconies, and a dozen flags flying from its roof, to the little
Swiss pension of an elder day, with its name inscribed in German-looking
lettering upon a pink or yellow wall and an awkward summerhouse in the angle
of the garden. One of the hotels at Vevey, however, is famous, even classical,
being distinguished from many of its upstart neighbors by an air both of luxury
and of maturity. In this region, in the month of June, American travelers are
extremely numerous; it may be said, indeed, that Vevey assumes at this period
some of the characteristics of an American watering place. There are sights and
sounds which evoke a vision, an echo, of Newport and Saratoga. There is a
flitting hither and thither of “stylish” young girls, a rustling of muslin flounces, a
rattle of dance music in the morning hours, a sound of high-pitched voices at all
times. You receive an impression of these things at the excellent inn of the “Trois
Couronnes” and are transported in fancy to the Ocean House or to Congress
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
secretaries of legation; Russian princesses sitting in the garden; little Polish boys
walking about held by the hand, with their governors; a view of the sunny crest
of the Dent du Midi and the picturesque towers of the Castle of Chillon.

I hardly know whether it was the analogies or the differences that were
uppermost in the mind of a young American, who, two or three years ago, sat in
the garden of the “Trois Couronnes,” looking about him, rather idly, at some of
the graceful objects I have mentioned. It was a beautiful summer morning, and
in whatever fashion the young American looked at things, they must have
seemed to him charming. He had come from Geneva the day before by the little
steamer, to 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 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 countenance, 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 cravat. He carried in his hand a long alpenstock, the sharp point of which he
thrust into everything that he approached —the flowerbeds, the garden benches,
the trains of the ladies’ dresses. In front of Winterbourne he paused, looking 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 I don’t think sugar is good for little boys.”

This little 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-fashion, 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 night, and one came out right afterward. 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.”

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—any American 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 of his alpenstock, stood looking about him, while he attacked a
second lump of sugar. Winterbourne 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,” 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 Winterbourne. 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, straightening himself in his seat, as if he were prepared to rise.

The young lady paused in front of his bench, near the parapet of the garden,
which overlooked the lake. The little boy 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 not a little.

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

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

“That’s the way they come down,” said Winterbourne.
“He’s an American man!” cried Randolph, in his little hard 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 presented. He got up
and stepped slowly toward 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 aware, a young man was not at liberty to speak to a
young unmarried lady except under certain rarely occurring conditions; but here
at Vevey, 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 should 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 it somewhere,” she said after a moment.
“Are you going to Italy?” Winterbourne inquired in a tone of great respect.

The young lady glanced at him again. “Yes, sir,” she replied. And she said
nothing more.

“Are you—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
Winterbourne presently risked an observation upon the beauty of the view. He
was ceasing to be embarrassed, 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 neither 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 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 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 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, 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 leveled 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 information 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 along the path. “He doesn’t like Europe,” said the young
girl. “He wants to go back.”

“To Schenectady, you mean?”

“Yes; he wants to go right home. He hasn’t got any boys here. There is one boy
here, but he always goes round with a teacher; they won’t let him play.”

“And your brother hasn’t any teacher?” Winterbourne inquired.

“Mother thought of getting him one, to travel round with us. There was a lady
told her of a very good teacher; an American lady —perhaps you know her— Mrs.
Sanders. I think she came from Boston. She told her of this teacher, and we
thought of getting him to travel round with us. But Randolph said he didn’t want
a teacher traveling round with us. He said he wouldn’t have lessons when he was
in the cars. And we are in the cars about half the time. There was an English lady
we met in the cars —I think her name was Miss Featherstone; perhaps you know
her. She wanted to know why I didn’t give Randolph lessons— give him
‘instruction,’ she called it. I guess he could give me more instruction than I could
give him. He’s very smart.”

“Yes,” said Winterbourne; “he seems very smart.”

“Mother’s going to get a teacher for him as soon as we get to Italy. Can you get
good teachers in Italy?”

“Very good, I should think,” said Winterbourne.

“Or else she’s going to find some school. He ought to learn some more. He’s
only nine. He’s going to college.”

And in this way Miss Miller continued to converse upon the affairs of her
family and upon other topics. She sat there with her extremely pretty hands,



ornamented with very brilliant rings, folded in her lap, and with her pretty eyes
now resting upon those of Winterbourne, now wandering over the garden, the
people who passed by, and the beautiful view. She talked to Winterbourne as if
she had known him a long time. He found it very pleasant. It was many years
since he had heard a young girl talk so much. It might have been said of this
unknown young lady, who had come and sat down beside him upon a bench, that
she chattered. She was very quiet; she sat in a charming, tranquil attitude; but her
lips and her eyes were constantly moving. She had a soft, slender, agreeable
voice, and her tone was decidedly sociable. She gave Winterbourne a history of
her movements and intentions and those of her mother and brother, in Europe,
and enumerated, in particular, the various hotels at which they had stopped.
“That English lady in the cars,” she said, “Miss Featherstone asked me if we
didn’t all live in hotels in America. I told her I had never been in so many hotels
in my life as since I came to Europe. I have never seen so many—it’s nothing
but hotels.” But Miss Miller did not make this remark with a querulous accent;
she appeared to be in the best humor with everything. She declared that the
hotels were very good, when once you got used to their ways, and that Europe
was perfectly sweet. She was not disappointed— not a bit. Perhaps it was because
she had heard so much about it before. She had ever so many intimate friends
that had been there ever so many times. And then she had had ever so many
dresses and things from Paris. Whenever she put on a Paris dress she felt as if
she were in Europe.

“It was a kind of a wishing cap,” said Winterbourne.

“Yes,” said Miss Miller without examining this analogy; “it always made me
wish I was here. But I needn’t have done that for dresses. I am sure they send all
the pretty ones to America; you see the most frightful things here. The only thing
I don’t like,” she proceeded, “is the society. There isn’t any society; or, if there
is, I don’t know where it keeps itself. Do you? I suppose there is some society
somewhere, but I haven’t seen anything of it. I'm very fond of society, and I
have always had a great deal of it. I don’t mean only in Schenectady, but in New
York. I used to go to New York every winter. In New York I had lots of society.
Last winter I had seventeen dinners given me; and three of them were by
gentlemen,” added Daisy Miller. “I have more friends in New York than in
Schenectady —more gentleman friends; and more young lady friends too,” she
resumed in a moment. She paused again for an instant; she was looking at
Winterbourne with all her prettiness in her lively eyes and in her light, slightly
monotonous smile. “I have always had,” she said, “a great deal of gentlemen’s



society.”

Poor Winterbourne was amused, perplexed, and decidedly charmed. He had
never yet heard a young girl express herself in just this fashion; never, at least,
save in cases where to say such things seemed a kind of demonstrative evidence
of a certain laxity of deportment. And yet was he to accuse Miss Daisy Miller of
actual or potential inconduite, as they said at Geneva? He felt that he had lived at
Geneva so long that he had lost a good deal; he had become dishabituated to the
American tone. Never, indeed, since he had grown old enough to appreciate
things, had he encountered a young American girl of so pronounced a type as
this. Certainly she was very charming, but how deucedly sociable! Was she
simply a pretty girl from New York State? Were they all like that, the pretty girls
who had a good deal of gentlemen’s society? Or was she also a designing, an
audacious, an unscrupulous young person? Winterbourne had lost his

instinct in this matter, and his reason could not help him. Miss Daisy Miller
looked extremely innocent. Some people had told him that, after all, American
girls were exceedingly innocent; and others had told him that, after all, they were
not. He was inclined to think Miss Daisy Miller was a flirt—a pretty American
flirt. He had never, as yet, had any relations with young ladies of this category.
He had known, here in Europe, two or three women—persons older than Miss
Daisy Miller, and provided, for respectability’s sake, with husbands —who were
great coquettes— dangerous, terrible women, with whom one’s relations were
liable to take a serious turn. But this young girl was not a coquette in that sense;
she was very unsophisticated; she was only a pretty American flirt.
Winterbourne was almost grateful for having found the formula that applied to
Miss Daisy Miller. He leaned back in his seat; he remarked to himself that she
had the most charming nose he had ever seen; he wondered what were the
regular conditions and limitations of one’s intercourse with a pretty American
flirt. It presently became apparent that he was on the way to learn.

“Have you been to that old castle?” asked the young girl, pointing with her
parasol to the far-gleaming walls of the Chateau de Chillon.

“Yes, formerly, more than once,” said Winterbourne. “You too, I suppose, have
seen it?”

“No; we haven’t been there. I want to go there dreadfully. Of course I mean to
go there. I wouldn’t go away from here without having seen that old castle.”

“It’s a very pretty excursion,” said Winterbourne, “and very easy to make. You



can drive, you know, or you can go by the little steamer.”
“You can go in the cars,” said Miss Miller.

“Yes; you can go in the cars,” Winterbourne assented.

»

“Our courier says they take you right up to the castle,” the young girl
continued. “We were going last week, but my mother gave out. She suffers
dreadfully from dyspepsia. She said she couldn’t go. Randolph wouldn’t go
either; he says he doesn’t think much of old castles. But I guess we’ll go this
week, if we can get Randolph.”

“Your brother is not interested in ancient monuments?” Winterbourne inquired,
smiling.

“He says he don’t care much about old castles. He’s only nine. He wants to
stay at the hotel. Mother’s afraid to leave him alone, and the courier won’t stay
with him; so we haven’t been to many places. But it will be too bad if we don’t
go up there.” And Miss Miller pointed again at the Chateau de Chillon.

“I should think it might be arranged,” said Winterbourne. “Couldn’t you get
some one to stay for the afternoon with Randolph?”

Miss Miller looked at him a moment, and then, very placidly, “I wish you
would stay with him!” she said.

Winterbourne hesitated a moment. “I should much rather go to Chillon with

»

you.
“With me?” asked the young girl with the same placidity.

She didn’t rise, blushing, as a young girl at Geneva would have done; and yet
Winterbourne, conscious that he had been very bold, thought it possible she was
offended. “With your mother,” he answered very respectfully.

But it seemed that both his audacity and his respect were lost upon Miss Daisy
Miller. “I guess my mother won’t go, after all,” she said. “She don’t like to ride
round in the afternoon. But did you really mean what you said just now —that
you would like to go up there?”

“Most earnestly,” Winterbourne declared.

“Then we may arrange it. If mother will stay with Randolph, I guess Eugenio
will.”



“Eugenio?” the young man inquired.

“Eugenio’s our courier. He doesn’t like to stay with Randolph; he’s the most
fastidious man I ever saw. But he’s a splendid courier. I guess he’ll stay at home
with Randolph if mother does, and then we can go to the castle.”

Winterbourne reflected for an instant as lucidly as possible—“we” could only
mean Miss Daisy Miller and himself. This program seemed almost too agreeable
for credence; he felt as if he ought to kiss the young lady’s hand. Possibly he
would have done so and quite spoiled the project, but at this moment another
person, presumably Eugenio, appeared. A tall, handsome man, with superb
whiskers, wearing a velvet morning coat and a brilliant watch chain, approached
Miss Miller, looking sharply at her companion. “Oh, Eugenio!” said Miss Miller
with the friendliest accent.

Eugenio had looked at Winterbourne from head to foot; he now bowed gravely
to the young lady. “I have the honor to inform mademoiselle that luncheon is
upon the table.”

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 ironical light upon the young girl’s situation. She turned to
Winterbourne, blushing a little —a very little. “You won’t back out?” she said.

“I 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.
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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 another 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 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 exclusive; 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’t.”



“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 gentleman. 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. “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.”

“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 pretty, 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 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
earnestly, and with a desire for trustworthy information “you really think that—"
But he paused again.

“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 mistake. You are too innocent.”

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

“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 acquaintance. 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 inquired.



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 anything 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
seemed 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 answered.

“Has she gone to bed?”

“No; 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.”

“Let us hope she will persuade him,” observed Winterbourne.

“She will talk to him all she can; but he doesn’t like her to talk to him,” said
Miss Daisy, opening her fan. “She’s going to try to get Eugenio to talk to him.
But he isn’t afraid of Eugenio. Eugenio’s a splendid courier, but he can’t make
much impression on Randolph! I don’t believe he’ll go to bed before eleven.”

It appeared that Randolph’s vigil was in fact triumphantly prolonged, for
Winterbourne strolled about with the young girl for some time without meeting



her mother. “I have been looking round for that lady you want to introduce me
to,” his companion resumed. “She’s your aunt.”

Then, on Winterbourne’s admitting the fact and expressing some curiosity as to
how she had learned it, she said she had heard all about Mrs. Costello from the
chambermaid. She was very quiet and very comme il faut; she wore white puffs;
she spoke to no one, and she never dined at the table d’hote. Every two days she
had a headache. “I think that’s a lovely description, headache and all!” said Miss
Daisy, chattering along in her thin, gay voice. “I want to know her ever so much.
I know just what your aunt would be; I know I should like her. She would be
very exclusive. I like a lady to be exclusive; I'm dying to be exclusive myself.
Well, we are exclusive, mother and I. We don’t speak to everyone—or they don’t
speak to us. I suppose it’s about the same thing. Anyway, I shall be ever so glad
to know your aunt.”

Winterbourne was embarrassed. “She would be most happy,” he said; “but I
am afraid those headaches will interfere.”

The young girl looked at him through the dusk. “But I suppose she doesn’t
have a headache every day,” she said sympathetically.

Winterbourne was silent a moment. “She tells me she does,” he answered at
last, not knowing what to say.

Miss Daisy Miller stopped and stood looking at him. Her prettiness was still
visible in the darkness; she was opening and closing her enormous fan. “She
doesn’t want to know me!” she said suddenly. “Why don’t you say so? You
needn’t be afraid. I'm not afraid!” And she gave a little laugh.

Winterbourne fancied there was a tremor in her voice; he was touched,
shocked, mortified by it. “My dear young lady,” he protested, “she knows no
one. It’s her wretched health.”

The young girl walked on a few steps, laughing still. “You needn’t be afraid,”
she repeated. “Why should she want to know me?” Then she paused again; she
was close to the parapet of the garden, and in front of her was the starlit lake.
There was a vague sheen upon its surface, and in the distance were dimly seen
mountain forms. Daisy Miller looked out upon the mysterious prospect and then
she gave another little laugh. “Gracious! she is exclusive!” she said.

Winterbourne wondered whether she was seriously wounded, and for a
moment almost wished that her sense of injury might be such as to make it



becoming in him to attempt to reassure and comfort her. He had a pleasant sense
that she would be very approachable for consolatory purposes. He felt then, for
the instant, quite ready to sacrifice his aunt, conversationally; to admit that she
was a proud, rude woman, and to declare that they needn’t mind her. But before
he had time to commit himself to this perilous mixture of gallantry and impiety,
the young lady, resuming her walk, gave an exclamation in quite another tone.
“Well, here’s Mother! I guess she hasn’t got Randolph to go to bed.” The figure
of a lady appeared at a distance, very indistinct in the darkness, and advancing
with a slow and wavering movement. Suddenly it seemed to pause.

“Are you sure it is your mother? Can you distinguish her in this thick dusk?”
Winterbourne asked.

“Well!” cried Miss Daisy Miller with a laugh; “I guess I know my own mother.
And when she has got on my shawl, too! She is always wearing my things.”

The lady in question, ceasing to advance, hovered vaguely about the spot at
which she had checked her steps.

“I am afraid your mother doesn’t see you,” said Winterbourne. “Or perhaps,”
he added, thinking, with Miss Miller, the joke permissible “perhaps she feels
guilty about your shawl.”

“Oh, it’s a fearful old thing!” the young girl replied serenely. “I told her she
could wear it. She won’t come here because she sees you.”

“Ah, then,” said Winterbourne, “I had better leave you.”
“Oh, no; come on!” urged Miss Daisy Miller.
“I’m afraid your mother doesn’t approve of my walking with you.”

Miss Miller gave him a serious glance. “It isn’t for me; it’s for you —that is, it’s
for her. Well, I don’t know who it’s for! But mother doesn’t like any of my
gentlemen friends. She’s right down timid. She always makes a fuss if I
introduce a gentleman. But I do introduce them —almost always. If I didn’t
introduce my gentlemen friends to Mother,” the young girl added in her little
soft, flat monotone, “I shouldn’t think I was natural.”

“To introduce me,” said Winterbourne, “you must know my name.” And he
proceeded to pronounce it.

“Oh, dear, I can’t say all that!” said his companion with a laugh. But by this



time they had come up to Mrs. Miller, who, as they drew near, walked to the
parapet of the garden and leaned upon it, looking intently at the lake and turning
her back to them. “Mother!” said the young girl in a tone of decision. Upon this
the elder lady turned round. “Mr. Winterbourne,” said Miss Daisy Miller,
introducing the young man very frankly and prettily. “Common,” she was, as
Mrs. Costello had pronounced her; yet it was a wonder to Winterbourne that,
with her commonness, she had a singularly delicate grace.

Her mother was a small, spare, light person, with a wandering eye, a very
exiguous nose, and a large forehead, decorated with a certain amount of thin,
much frizzled hair. Like her daughter, Mrs. Miller was dressed with extreme
elegance; she had enormous diamonds in her ears. So far as Winterbourne could
observe, she gave him no greeting —she certainly was not looking at him. Daisy
was near her, pulling her shawl straight. “What are you doing, poking round
here?” this young lady inquired, but by no means with that harshness of accent
which her choice of words may imply.

“I don’t know,” said her mother, turning toward the lake again.
“I shouldn’t think you’d want that shawl!” Daisy exclaimed.
“Well I do!” her mother answered with a little laugh.

“Did you get Randolph to go to bed?” asked the young girl.

“No; I couldn’t induce him,” said Mrs. Miller very gently. “He wants to talk to
the waiter. He likes to talk to that waiter.”

“I was telling Mr. Winterbourne,” the young girl went on; and to the young
man’s ear her tone might have indicated that she had been uttering his name all
her life.

“Oh, yes!” said Winterbourne; “I have the pleasure of knowing your son.”

Randolph’s mamma was silent; she turned her attention to the lake. But at last
she spoke. “Well, I don’t see how he lives!”

“Anyhow, it isn’t so bad as it was at Dover,” said Daisy Miller.
“And what occurred at Dover?” Winterbourne asked.

“He wouldn’t go to bed at all. I guess he sat up all night in the public parlor.
He wasn’t in bed at twelve o’clock: I know that.”



“It was half-past twelve,” declared Mrs. Miller with mild emphasis.
“Does he sleep much during the day?” Winterbourne demanded.

“I guess he doesn’t sleep much,” Daisy rejoined.

“I wish he would!” said her mother. “It seems as if he couldn’t.”

“I think he’s real tiresome,” Daisy pursued.

Then, for some moments, there was silence. “Well, Daisy Miller,” said the
elder lady, presently, “I shouldn’t think you’d want to talk against your own
brother!”

“Well, he is tiresome, Mother,” said Daisy, quite without the asperity of a
retort.

“He’s only nine,” urged Mrs. Miller.

“Well, he wouldn’t go to that castle,” said the young girl. “I’m going there with
Mr. Winterbourne.”

To this announcement, very placidly made, Daisy’s mamma offered no
response. Winterbourne took for granted that she deeply disapproved of the
projected excursion; but he said to himself that she was a simple, easily managed
person, and that a few deferential protestations would take the edge from her
displeasure. “Yes,” he began; “your daughter has kindly allowed me the honor of
being her guide.”

Mrs. Miller’s wandering eyes attached themselves, with a sort of appealing air,
to Daisy, who, however, strolled a few steps farther, gently humming to herself.
“I presume you will go in the cars,” said her mother.

“Yes, or in the boat,” said Winterbourne.

“Well, of course, I don’t know,” Mrs. Miller rejoined. “I have never been to
that castle.”

“It is a pity you shouldn’t go,” said Winterbourne, beginning to feel reassured
as to her opposition. And yet he was quite prepared to find that, as a matter of
course, she meant to accompany her daughter.

“We’ve been thinking ever so much about going,” she pursued; “but it seems
as if we couldn’t. Of course Daisy —she wants to go round. But there’s a lady



here— I don’t know her name —she says she shouldn’t think we’d want to go to
see castles here; she should think we’d want to wait till we got to Italy. It seems
as if there would be so many there,” continued Mrs. Miller with an air of
increasing confidence. “Of course we only want to see the principal ones. We
visited several in England,” she presently added.

“Ah yes! in England there are beautiful castles,” said Winterbourne. “But
Chillon here, is very well worth seeing.”

“Well, if Daisy feels up to it—" said Mrs. Miller, in a tone impregnated with a
sense of the magnitude of the enterprise. “It seems as if there was nothing she
wouldn’t undertake.”

“Oh, I think she’ll enjoy it!” Winterbourne declared. And he desired more and
more to make it a certainty that he was to have the privilege of a tete-a-tete with
the young lady, who was still strolling along in front of them, softly vocalizing.
“You are not disposed, madam,” he inquired, “to undertake it yourself?”

Daisy’s mother looked at him an instant askance, and then walked forward in
silence. Then, “I guess she had better go alone,” she said simply. Winterbourne
observed to himself that this was a very different type of maternity from that of
the vigilant matrons who massed themselves in the forefront of social
intercourse in the dark old city at the other end of the lake. But his meditations
were interrupted by hearing his name very distinctly pronounced by Mrs.
Miller’s unprotected daughter.

“Mr. Winterbourne!” murmured Daisy.
“Mademoiselle!” said the young man.
“Don’t you want to take me out in a boat?”
“At present?” he asked.

“Of course!” said Daisy.

“Well, Annie Miller!” exclaimed her mother.

“I beg you, madam, to let her go,” said Winterbourne ardently; for he had
never yet enjoyed the sensation of guiding through the summer starlight a skiff
freighted with a fresh and beautiful young girl.

“I shouldn’t think she’d want to,” said her mother. “I should think she’d rather



go indoors.”

“I’'m sure Mr. Winterbourne wants to take me,” Daisy declared. “He’s so
awfully devoted!”

“I will row you over to Chillon in the starlight.”

“I don’t believe it!” said Daisy.

“Well!” ejaculated the elder lady again.

“You haven’t spoken to me for half an hour,” her daughter went on.

“I have been having some very pleasant conversation with your mother,” said
Winterbourne.

“Well, I want you to take me out in a boat!” Daisy repeated. They had all
stopped, and she had turned round and was looking at Winterbourne. Her face
wore a charming smile, her pretty eyes were gleaming, she was swinging her
great fan about. No; it’s impossible to be prettier than that, thought
Winterbourne.

“There are half a dozen boats moored at that landing place,” he said, pointing
to certain steps which descended from the garden to the lake. “If you will do me
the honor to accept my arm, we will go and select one of them.”

Daisy stood there smiling; she threw back her head and gave a little, light
laugh. “I like a gentleman to be formal!” she declared.

“I assure you it’s a formal offer.”
“I was bound I would make you say something,” Daisy went on.

“You see, it’s not very difficult,” said Winterbourne. “But I am afraid you are
chaffing me.”

“I think not, sir,” remarked Mrs. Miller very gently.

“Do, then, let me give you a row,” he said to the young girl.
“It’s quite lovely, the way you say that!” cried Daisy.

“It will be still more lovely to do it.”

"3

“Yes, it would be lovely!” said Daisy. But she made no movement to



accompany him; she only stood there laughing.
“I should think you had better find out what time it is,” interposed her mother.

“It is eleven o’clock, madam,” said a voice, with a foreign accent, out of the
neighboring darkness; and Winterbourne, turning, perceived the florid personage
who was in attendance upon the two ladies. He had apparently just approached.

“Oh, Eugenio,” said Daisy, “I am going out in a boat!”

Eugenio bowed. “At eleven o’clock, mademoiselle?”

“I am going with Mr. Winterbourne—this very minute.”

“Do tell her she can’t,” said Mrs. Miller to the courier.

“I think you had better not go out in a boat, mademoiselle,” Eugenio declared.

Winterbourne wished to Heaven this pretty girl were not so familiar with her
courier; but he said nothing.

“I suppose you don’t think it’s proper!” Daisy exclaimed. “Eugenio doesn’t
think anything’s proper.”

“I am at your service,” said Winterbourne.
“Does mademoiselle propose to go alone?” asked Eugenio of Mrs. Miller.
“Oh, no; with this gentleman!” answered Daisy’s mamma.

The courier looked for a moment at Winterbourne —the latter thought he was
smiling— and then, solemnly, with a bow, “As mademoiselle pleases!” he said.

“Oh, I hoped you would make a fuss!” said Daisy. “I don’t care to go now.”
“I myself shall make a fuss if you don’t go,” said Winterbourne.

“That’s all I want—a little fuss!” And the young girl began to laugh again.
“Mr. Randolph has gone to bed!” the courier announced frigidly.

“Oh, Daisy; now we can go!” said Mrs. Miller.

Daisy turned away from Winterbourne, looking at him, smiling and fanning
herself. “Good night,” she said; “I hope you are disappointed, or disgusted, or
something!”



He looked at her, taking the hand she offered him. “I am puzzled,” he
answered.

“Well, I hope it won’t keep you awake!” she said very smartly; and, under the
escort of the privileged Eugenio, the two ladies passed toward the house.

Winterbourne stood looking after them; he was indeed puzzled. He lingered
beside the lake for a quarter of an hour, turning over the mystery of the young
girl’s sudden familiarities and caprices. But the only very definite conclusion he
came to was that he should enjoy deucedly “going off” with her somewhere.

Two days afterward he went off with her to the Castle of Chillon. He waited
for her in the large hall of the hotel, where the couriers, the servants, the foreign
tourists, were lounging about and staring. It was not the place he should have
chosen, but she had appointed it. She came tripping downstairs, buttoning her
long gloves, squeezing her folded parasol against her pretty figure, dressed in the
perfection of a soberly elegant traveling costume. Winterbourne was a man of
imagination and, as our ancestors used to say, sensibility; as he looked at her
dress and, on the great staircase, her little rapid, confiding step, he felt as if there
were something romantic going forward. He could have believed he was going
to elope with her. He passed out with her among all the idle people that were
assembled there; they were all looking at her very hard; she had begun to chatter
as soon as she joined him.

Winterbourne’s preference had been that they should be conveyed to Chillon in
a carriage; but she expressed a lively wish to go in the little steamer; she
declared that she had a passion for steamboats. There was always such a lovely
breeze upon the water, and you saw such lots of people. The sail was not long,
but Winterbourne’s companion found time to say a great many things. To the
young man himself their little excursion was so much of an escapade —an
adventure— that, even allowing for her habitual sense of freedom, he had some
expectation of seeing her regard it in the same way. But it must be confessed
that, in this particular, he was disappointed. Daisy Miller was extremely
animated, she was in charming spirits; but she was apparently not at all excited;
she was not fluttered; she avoided neither his eyes nor those of anyone else; she
blushed neither when she looked at him nor when she felt that people were
looking at her. People continued to look at her a great deal, and Winterbourne
took much satisfaction in his pretty companion’s distinguished air. He had been a
little afraid that she would talk loud, laugh overmuch, and even, perhaps, desire
to move about the boat a good deal. But he quite forgot his fears; he sat smiling,



with his eyes upon her face, while, without moving from her place, she delivered
herself of a great number of original reflections. It was the most charming
garrulity he had ever heard. He had assented to the idea that she was “common”;
but was she so, after all, or was he simply getting used to her commonness? Her
conversation was chiefly of what metaphysicians term the objective cast, but
every now and then it took a subjective turn.

“What on earth are you so grave about?” she suddenly demanded, fixing her
agreeable eyes upon Winterbourne’s.

“Am I grave?” he asked. “I had an idea I was grinning from ear to ear.”

“You look as if you were taking me to a funeral. If that’s a grin, your ears are
very near together.”

“Should you like me to dance a hornpipe on the deck?”

“Pray do, and I'll carry round your hat. It will pay the expenses of our
journey.”

“I never was better pleased in my life,” murmured Winterbourne.

She looked at him a moment and then burst into a little laugh. “I like to make
you say those things! You’re a queer mixture!”

In the castle, after they had landed, the subjective element decidedly prevailed.
Daisy tripped about the vaulted chambers, rustled her skirts in the corkscrew
staircases, flirted back with a pretty little cry and a shudder from the edge of the
oubliettes, and turned a singularly well-shaped ear to everything that
Winterbourne told her about the place. But he saw that she cared very little for
feudal antiquities and that the dusky traditions of Chillon made but a slight
impression upon her. They had the good fortune to have been able to walk about
without other companionship than that of the custodian; and Winterbourne
arranged with this functionary that they should not be hurried—that they should
linger and pause wherever they chose. The custodian interpreted the bargain
generously —Winterbourne, on his side, had been generous— and ended by
leaving them quite to themselves. Miss Miller’s observations were not
remarkable for logical consistency; for anything she wanted to say she was sure
to find a pretext. She found a great many pretexts in the rugged embrasures of
Chillon for asking Winterbourne sudden questions about himself —his family, his
previous history, his tastes, his habits, his intentions— and for supplying
information upon corresponding points in her own personality. Of her own



tastes, habits, and intentions Miss Miller was prepared to give the most definite,
and indeed the most favorable account.

“Well, I hope you know enough!” she said to her companion, after he had told
her the history of the unhappy Bonivard. “I never saw a man that knew so
much!” The history of Bonivard had evidently, as they say, gone into one ear and
out of the other. But Daisy went on to say that she wished Winterbourne would
travel with them and “go round” with them; they might know something, in that
case. “Don’t you want to come and teach Randolph?” she asked.

Winterbourne said that nothing could possibly please him so much, but that he
unfortunately other occupations.

“Other occupations? I don’t believe it!” said Miss Daisy. “What do you mean?
You are not in business.”

The young man admitted that he was not in business; but he had engagements
which, even within a day or two, would force him to go back to Geneva.

“Oh, bother!” she said; “I don’t believe it!” and she began to talk about
something else. But a few moments later, when he was pointing out to her the
pretty design of an antique fireplace, she broke out irrelevantly, “You don’t mean
to say you are going back to Geneva?”

“It is a melancholy fact that I shall have to return to Geneva tomorrow.”
“Well, Mr. Winterbourne,” said Daisy, “I think you’re horrid!”
“Oh, don’t say such dreadful things!” said Winterbourne, “just at the last!”

“The last!” cried the young girl; “I call it the first. I have half a mind to leave
you here and go straight back to the hotel alone.” And for the next ten minutes
she did nothing but call him horrid. Poor Winterbourne was fairly bewildered; no
young lady had as yet done him the honor 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? Winterbourne, 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.
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’t she give you a vacation in summer? There’s no one so hard
worked 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!”

Winterbourne 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 Winterbourne. “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
make to his invidious kinswoman. He declared that, at any rate, he would
certainly come. After this Daisy stopped teasing. Winterbourne took a carriage,
and they drove back to Vevey in the dusk; the young girl was very quiet.

In the evening Winterbourne mentioned to Mrs. Costello that he had spent the
afternoon at Chillon with Miss Daisy Miller.

“The Americans—of the courier?” asked this lady.

“Ah, happily,” said Winterbourne, “the courier stayed at home.”
“She went with you all alone?”

“All alone.”

Mrs. Costello sniffed a little at her smelling bottle. “And that,” she exclaimed,
“is the young person whom you wanted me to know!”



I

Winterbourne, who had returned to Geneva the day after his excursion to
Chillon, went to Rome toward the end of January. His aunt had been established
there for several weeks, and he had received a couple of letters from her. “Those
people you were so devoted to last summer at Vevey have turned up here,
courier and all,” she wrote. “They seem to have made several acquaintances, but
the courier continues to be the most intime. The young lady, however, is also
very intimate with some third-rate Italians, with whom she rackets about in a
way that makes much talk. Bring me that pretty novel of Cherbuliez’s —Paule
Mere— and don’t come later than the 23rd.”

In the natural course of events, Winterbourne, on arriving in Rome, would
presently have ascertained Mrs. Miller’s address at the American banker’s and
have gone to pay his compliments to Miss Daisy. “After what happened at
Vevey, I think I may certainly call upon them,” he said to Mrs. Costello.

“If, after what happens —at Vevey and everywhere— you desire to keep up the
acquaintance, you are very welcome. Of course a man may know everyone. Men
are welcome to the privilege!”

“Pray what is it that happens—here, for instance?” Winterbourne demanded.

“The girl goes about alone with her foreigners. As to what happens further, you
must apply elsewhere for information. She has picked up half a dozen of the
regular Roman fortune hunters, and she takes them about to people’s houses.
When she comes to a party she brings with her a gentleman with a good deal of
manner and a wonderful mustache.”

“And where is the mother?”
“I haven’t the least idea. They are very dreadful people.”

Winterbourne meditated a moment. “They are very ignorant—very innocent
only. Depend upon it they are not bad.”

“They are hopelessly vulgar,” said Mrs. Costello. “Whether or no being
hopelessly vulgar is being ‘bad’ is a question for the metaphysicians. They are
bad enough to dislike, at any rate; and for this short life that is quite enough.”

The news that Daisy Miller was surrounded by half a dozen wonderful



mustaches checked Winterbourne’s impulse to go straightway to see her. He had,
perhaps, not definitely flattered himself that he had made an ineffaceable
impression upon her heart, but he was annoyed at hearing of a state of affairs so
little in harmony with an image that had lately flitted in and out of his own
meditations; the image of a very pretty girl looking out of an old Roman window
and asking herself urgently when Mr. Winterbourne would arrive. If, however,
he determined to wait a little before reminding Miss Miller of his claims to her
consideration, he went very soon to call upon two or three other friends. One of
these friends was an American lady who had spent several winters at Geneva,
where she had placed her children at school. She was a very accomplished
woman, and she lived in the Via Gregoriana. Winterbourne found her in a little
crimson drawing room on a third floor; the room was filled with southern
sunshine. He had not been there ten minutes when the servant came in,
announcing “Madame Mila!” This announcement was presently followed by the
entrance of little Randolph Miller, who stopped in the middle of the room and
stood staring at Winterbourne. An instant later his pretty sister crossed the
threshold; and then, after a considerable interval, Mrs. Miller slowly advanced.

“I know you!” said Randolph.

“I’m sure you know a great many things,” exclaimed Winterbourne, taking him
by the hand. “How is your education coming on?”

Daisy was exchanging greetings very prettily with her hostess, but when she
heard Winterbourne’s voice she quickly turned her head. “Well, I declare!” she
said.

“I told you I should come, you know,” Winterbourne rejoined, smiling.
“Well, I didn’t believe it,” said Miss Daisy.

“I am much obliged to you,” laughed the young man.

“You might have come to see me!” said Daisy.

“I arrived only yesterday.”

“I don’t believe that!” the young girl declared.

Winterbourne turned with a protesting smile to her mother, but this lady
evaded his glance, and, seating herself, fixed her eyes upon her son. “We’ve got
a bigger place than this,” said Randolph. “It’s all gold on the walls.”



Mrs. Miller turned uneasily in her chair. “I told you if I were to bring you, you
would say something!” she murmured.

“I told you!” Randolph exclaimed. “I tell you, sir!” he added jocosely, giving
Winterbourne a thump on the knee. “It is bigger, too!”

Daisy had entered upon a lively conversation with her hostess; Winterbourne
judged it becoming to address a few words to her mother. “I hope you have been
well since we parted at Vevey,” he said.

Mrs. Miller now certainly looked at him —at his chin. “Not very well, sir,” she
answered.

“She’s got the dyspepsia,” said Randolph. “I’ve got it too. Father’s got it. I've
got it most!”

This announcement, instead of embarrassing Mrs. Miller, seemed to relieve
her. “I suffer from the liver,” she said. “I think it’s this climate; it’s less bracing
than Schenectady, especially in the winter season. I don’t know whether you
know we reside at Schenectady. I was saying to Daisy that I certainly hadn’t
found any one like Dr. Davis, and I didn’t believe I should. Oh, at Schenectady
he stands first; they think everything of him. He has so much to do, and yet there
was nothing he wouldn’t do for me. He said he never saw anything like my
dyspepsia, but he was bound to cure it. I’'m sure there was nothing he wouldn’t
try. He was just going to try something new when we came off. Mr. Miller
wanted Daisy to see Europe for herself. But I wrote to Mr. Miller that it seems as
if I couldn’t get on without Dr. Davis. At Schenectady he stands at the very top;
and there’s a great deal of sickness there, too. It affects my sleep.”

Winterbourne had a good deal of pathological gossip with Dr. Davis’s patient,
during which Daisy chattered unremittingly to her own companion. The young
man asked Mrs. Miller how she was pleased with Rome. “Well, I must say I am
disappointed,” she answered. “We had heard so much about it; I suppose we had
heard too much. But we couldn’t help that. We had been led to expect something
different.”

“Ah, wait a little, and you will become very fond of it,” said Winterbourne.
“I hate it worse and worse every day!” cried Randolph.
“You are like the infant Hannibal,” said Winterbourne.

“No, I ain’t!” Randolph declared at a venture.



“You are not much like an infant,” said his mother. “But we have seen places,”
she resumed, “that I should put a long way before Rome.” And in reply to
Winterbourne’s interrogation, “There’s Zurich,” she concluded, “I think Zurich is
lovely; and we hadn’t heard half so much about it.”

“The best place we’ve seen is the City of Richmond!” said Randolph.

“He means the ship,” his mother explained. “We crossed in that ship. Randolph
had a good time on the City of Richmond.”

“It’s the best place I’ve seen,” the child repeated. “Only it was turned the
wrong way.”

“Well, we’ve got to turn the right way some time,” said Mrs. Miller with a
little laugh. Winterbourne expressed the hope that her daughter at least found
some gratification in Rome, and she declared that Daisy was quite

carried away. “It’s on account of the society —the society’s splendid. She goes
round everywhere; she has made a great number of acquaintances. Of course she
goes round more than I do. I must say they have been very sociable; they have
taken her right in. And then she knows a great many gentlemen. Oh, she thinks
there’s nothing like Rome. Of course, it’s a great deal pleasanter for a young lady
if she knows plenty of gentlemen.”

By this time Daisy had turned her attention again to Winterbourne. “I’ve been
telling Mrs. Walker how mean you were!” the young girl announced.

“And what is the evidence you have offered?” asked Winterbourne, rather
annoyed at Miss Miller’s want of appreciation of the zeal of an admirer who on
his way down to Rome had stopped neither at Bologna nor at Florence, simply
because of a certain sentimental impatience. He remembered that a cynical
compatriot had once told him that American women —the pretty ones, and this
gave a largeness to the axiom— were at once the most exacting in the world and
the least endowed with a sense of indebtedness.

“Why, you were awfully mean at Vevey,” said Daisy. “You wouldn’t do
anything. You wouldn’t stay there when I asked you.”

“My dearest young lady,” cried Winterbourne, with eloquence, “have I come
all the way to Rome to encounter your reproaches?”

“Just hear him say that!” said Daisy to her hostess, giving a twist to a bow on
this lady’s dress. “Did you ever hear anything so quaint?”



“So quaint, my dear?” murmured Mrs. Walker in the tone of a partisan of
Winterbourne.

“Well, T don’t know,” said Daisy, fingering Mrs. Walker’s ribbons. “Mrs.
Walker, I want to tell you something.”

“Mother-1,” interposed Randolph, with his rough ends to his words, “I tell you
you’ve got to go. Eugenio’ll raise—something!”

“I’m not afraid of Eugenio,” said Daisy with a toss of her head. “Look here,
Mrs. Walker,” she went on, “you know I’'m coming to your party.”

“I am delighted to hear it.”

“I’ve got a lovely dress!”

“I am very sure of that.”

“But I want to ask a favor —permission to bring a friend.”

“I shall be happy to see any of your friends,” said Mrs. Walker, turning with a
smile to Mrs. Miller.

“Oh, they are not my friends,” answered Daisy’s mamma, smiling shyly in her
own fashion. “I never spoke to them.”

“It’s an intimate friend of mine—Mr. Giovanelli,” said Daisy without a tremor
in her clear little voice or a shadow on her brilliant little face.

Mrs. Walker was silent a moment; she gave a rapid glance at Winterbourne. “I
shall be glad to see Mr. Giovanelli,” she then said.

“He’s an Italian,” Daisy pursued with the prettiest serenity. “He’s a great friend
of mine; he’s the handsomest man in the world—except Mr. Winterbourne! He
knows plenty of Italians, but he wants to know some Americans. He thinks ever
so much of Americans. He’s tremendously clever. He’s perfectly lovely!”

It was settled that this brilliant personage should be brought to Mrs. Walker’s
party, and then Mrs. Miller prepared to take her leave. “I guess we’ll go back to
the hotel,” she said.

“You may go back to the hotel, Mother, but I’'m going to take a walk,” said
Daisy.

“She’s going to walk with Mr. Giovanelli,” Randolph proclaimed.



“I am going to the Pincio,” said Daisy, smiling.

“Alone, my dear —at this hour?” Mrs. Walker asked. The afternoon was
drawing to a close —it was the hour for the throng of carriages and of
contemplative pedestrians. “I don’t think it’s safe, my dear,” said Mrs. Walker.

“Neither do I,” subjoined Mrs. Miller. “You’ll get the fever, as sure as you live.
Remember what Dr. Davis told you!”

“Give her some medicine before she goes,” said Randolph.

The company had risen to its feet; Daisy, still showing her pretty teeth, bent
over and kissed her hostess. “Mrs. Walker, you are too perfect,” she said. “I’m
not going alone; I am going to meet a friend.”

“Your friend won’t keep you from getting the fever,” Mrs. Miller observed.
“Is it Mr. Giovanelli?” asked the hostess.

Winterbourne was watching the young girl; at this question his attention
quickened. She stood there, smiling and smoothing her bonnet ribbons; she
glanced at Winterbourne. Then, while she glanced and smiled, she answered,
without a shade of hesitation, “Mr. Giovanelli—the beautiful Giovanelli.”

“My dear young friend,” said Mrs. Walker, taking her hand pleadingly, “don’t
walk off to the Pincio at this hour to meet a beautiful Italian.”

“Well, he speaks English,” said Mrs. Miller.

“Gracious me!” Daisy exclaimed, “I don’t to do anything improper. There’s an
easy way to settle it.” She continued to glance at Winterbourne. “The Pincio is
only a hundred yards distant; and if Mr. Winterbourne were as polite as he
pretends, he would offer to walk with me!”

Winterbourne’s politeness hastened to affirm itself, and the young girl gave
him gracious leave to accompany her. They passed downstairs before her
mother, and at the door Winterbourne perceived Mrs. Miller’s carriage drawn up,
with the ornamental courier whose acquaintance he had made at Vevey seated
within.

“Goodbye, Eugenio!” cried Daisy; “I’'m going to take a walk.”

The distance from the Via Gregoriana to the beautiful garden at the other end



of the Pincian Hill is, in fact, rapidly traversed. As the day was splendid,
however, and the concourse of vehicles, walkers, and loungers numerous, the
young Americans found their progress much delayed. This fact was highly
agreeable to Winterbourne, in spite of his consciousness of his singular situation.
The slow-moving, idly gazing Roman crowd bestowed much attention upon the
extremely pretty young foreign lady who was passing through it upon his arm;
and he wondered what on earth had been in Daisy’s mind when she proposed to
expose herself, unattended, to its appreciation. His own mission, to her sense,
apparently, was to consign her to the hands of Mr. Giovanelli; but Winterbourne,
at once annoyed and gratified, resolved that he would do no such thing.

“Why haven’t you been to see me?” asked Daisy. “You can’t get out of that.”

“I have had the honor of telling you that I have only just stepped out of the
train.”

“You must have stayed in the train a good while after it stopped!” cried the
young girl with her little laugh. “I suppose you were asleep. You have had time
to go to see Mrs. Walker.”

“I knew Mrs. Walker—” Winterbourne began to explain.

“I know where you knew her. You knew her at Geneva. She told me so. Well,
you knew me at Vevey. That’s just as good. So you ought to have come.”

She asked him no other question than this; she began to prattle about her own
affairs. “We’ve got splendid rooms at the hotel; Eugenio says they’re the best
rooms in Rome. We are going to stay all winter, if we don’t die of the fever; and
I guess we’ll stay then. It’s a great deal nicer than I thought; I thought it would
be fearfully quiet; I was sure it would be awfully poky. I was sure we should be
going round all the time with one of those dreadful old men that explain about
the pictures and things. But we only had about a week of that, and now I'm
enjoying myself. I know ever so many people, and they are all so charming. The
society’s extremely select. There are all kinds—English, and Germans, and
Italians. I think I like the English best. I like their style of conversation. But there
are some lovely Americans. I never saw anything so hospitable. There’s
something or other every day. There’s not much dancing; but I must say I never
thought dancing was everything. I was always fond of conversation. I guess I
shall have plenty at Mrs. Walker’s, her rooms are so small.” When they had
passed the gate of the Pincian Gardens, Miss Miller began to wonder where Mr.
Giovanelli might be. “We had better go straight to that place in front,” she said,



“where you look at the view.”
“I certainly shall not help you to find him,” Winterbourne declared.
“Then I shall find him without you,” cried Miss Daisy.
“You certainly won’t leave me!” cried Winterbourne.

She burst into her little laugh. “Are you afraid you’ll get lost —or run over? But
there’s Giovanelli, leaning against that tree. He’s staring at the women in the
carriages: did you ever see anything so cool?”

Winterbourne perceived at some distance a little man standing with folded
arms nursing his cane. He had a handsome face, an artfully poised hat, a glass in
one eye, and a nosegay in his buttonhole. Winterbourne looked at him a moment
and then said, “Do you mean to speak to that man?”

“Do I mean to speak to him? Why, you don’t suppose I mean to communicate
by signs?”

“Pray understand, then,” said Winterbourne, “that I intend to remain with you.”

Daisy stopped and looked at him, without a sign of troubled consciousness in
her face, with nothing but the presence of her charming eyes and her happy
dimples. “Well, she’s a cool one!” thought the young man.

“I don’t like the way you say that,” said Daisy. “It’s too imperious.”

“I beg your pardon if I say it wrong. The main point is to give you an idea of
my meaning.”

The young girl looked at him more gravely, but with eyes that were prettier
than ever. “I have never allowed a gentleman to dictate to me, or to interfere
with anything I do.”

“lI think you have made a mistake,” said Winterbourne. “You should
sometimes listen to a gentleman—the right one.”

Daisy began to laugh again. “I do nothing but listen to gentlemen!” she
exclaimed. “Tell me if Mr. Giovanelli is the right one?”

The gentleman with the nosegay in his bosom had now perceived our two
friends, and was approaching the young girl with obsequious rapidity. He bowed
to Winterbourne as well as to the latter’s companion; he had a brilliant smile, an



intelligent eye; Winterbourne thought him not a bad-looking fellow. But he
nevertheless said to Daisy, “No, he’s not the right one.”

Daisy evidently had a natural talent for performing introductions; she
mentioned the name of each of her companions to the other. She strolled alone
with one of them on each side of her; Mr. Giovanelli, who spoke English very
cleverly —Winterbourne afterward learned that he had practiced the idiom upon a
great many American heiresses— addressed her a great deal of very polite
nonsense; he was extremely urbane, and the young American, who said nothing,
reflected upon that profundity of Italian cleverness which enables people to
appear more gracious in proportion as they are more acutely disappointed.
Giovanelli, of course, had counted upon something more intimate; he had not
bargained for a party of three. But he kept his temper in a manner which
suggested far-stretching intentions. Winterbourne flattered himself that he had
taken his measure. “He is not a gentleman,” said the young American; “he is
only a clever imitation of one. He is a music master, or a penny-a-liner, or a
third-rate artist. Damn his good looks!” Mr. Giovanelli had certainly a very
pretty face; but Winterbourne felt a superior indignation at his own lovely fellow
countrywoman’s not knowing the difference between a spurious gentleman and a
real one. Giovanelli chattered and jested and made himself wonderfully
agreeable. It was true that, if he was an imitation, the imitation was brilliant.
“Nevertheless,” Winterbourne said to himself, “a nice girl ought to know!” And
then he came back to the question whether this was, in fact, a nice girl. Would a
nice girl, even allowing for her being a little American flirt, make a rendezvous
with a presumably low-lived foreigner? The rendezvous in this case, indeed, had
been in broad daylight and in the most crowded corner of Rome, but was it not
impossible to regard the choice of these circumstances as a proof of extreme
cynicism? Singular though it may seem, Winterbourne was vexed that the young
girl, in joining her amoroso, should not appear more impatient of his own
company, and he was vexed because of his

inclination. It was impossible to regard her as a perfectly well-conducted
young lady; she was wanting in a certain indispensable delicacy. It would
therefore simplify matters greatly to be able to treat her as the object of one of
those sentiments which are called by romancers “lawless passions.” That she
should seem to wish to get rid of him would help him to think more lightly of
her, and to be able to think more lightly of her would make her much less
perplexing. But Daisy, on this occasion, continued to present herself as an
inscrutable combination of audacity and innocence.



She had been walking some quarter of an hour, attended by her two cavaliers,
and responding in a tone of very childish gaiety, as it seemed to Winterbourne, to
the pretty speeches of Mr. Giovanelli, when a carriage that had detached itself
from the revolving train drew up beside the path. At the same moment
Winterbourne perceived that his friend Mrs. Walker —the lady whose house he
had lately left— was seated in the vehicle and was beckoning to him. Leaving
Miss Miller’s side, he hastened to obey her summons. Mrs. Walker was flushed;
she wore an excited air. “It is really too dreadful,” she said. “That girl must not
do this sort of thing. She must not walk here with you two men. Fifty people
have noticed her.”

Winterbourne raised his eyebrows. “I think it’s a pity to make too much fuss
about it.”

“It’s a pity to let the girl ruin herself!”
“She is very innocent,” said Winterbourne.

“She’s very crazy!” cried Mrs. Walker. “Did you ever see anything so imbecile
as her mother? After you had all left me just now, I could not sit still for thinking
of it. It seemed too pitiful, not even to attempt to save her. I ordered the carriage
and put on my bonnet, and came here as quickly as possible. Thank Heaven I
have found you!”

“What do you propose to do with us?” asked Winterbourne, smiling.

“To ask her to get in, to drive her about here for half an hour, so that the world
may see she is not running absolutely wild, and then to take her safely home.”

“I don’t think it’s a very happy thought,” said Winterbourne; “but you can try.”

Mrs. Walker tried. The young man went in pursuit of Miss Miller, who had
simply nodded and smiled at his interlocutor in the carriage and had gone her
way with her companion. Daisy, on learning that Mrs. Walker wished to speak to
her, retraced her steps with a perfect good grace and with Mr. Giovanelli at her
side. She declared that she was delighted to have a chance to present this
gentleman to Mrs. Walker. She immediately achieved the introduction, and
declared that she had never in her life seen anything so lovely as Mrs. Walker’s
carriage rug.

“I am glad you admire it,” said this lady, smiling sweetly. “Will you get in and
let me put it over you?”



“Oh, no, thank you,” said Daisy. “I shall admire it much more as I see you
driving round with it.”

“Do get in and drive with me!” said Mrs. Walker.

“That would be charming, but it’s so enchanting just as I am!” and Daisy gave
a brilliant glance at the gentlemen on either side of her.

“It may be enchanting, dear child, but it is not the custom here,” urged Mrs.
Walker, leaning forward in her victoria, with her hands devoutly clasped.

“Well, it ought to be, then!” said Daisy. “If I didn’t walk I should expire.”

“You should walk with your mother, dear,” cried the lady from Geneva, losing
patience.

“With my mother dear!” exclaimed the young girl. Winterbourne saw that she
scented interference. “My mother never walked ten steps in her life. And then,
you know,” she added with a laugh, “I am more than five years old.”

“You are old enough to be more reasonable. You are old enough, dear Miss
Miller, to be talked about.”

Daisy looked at Mrs. Walker, smiling intensely. “Talked about? What do you
mean?”

“Come into my carriage, and I will tell you.”

Daisy turned her quickened glance again from one of the gentlemen beside her
to the other. Mr. Giovanelli was bowing to and fro, rubbing down his gloves and
laughing very agreeably; Winterbourne thought it a most unpleasant scene. “I
don’t think I want to know what you mean,” said Daisy presently. “I don’t think
I should like it.”

Winterbourne wished that Mrs. Walker would tuck in her carriage rug and
drive away, but this lady did not enjoy being defied, as she afterward told him.
“Should you prefer being thought a very reckless girl?” she demanded.

“Gracious!” exclaimed Daisy. She looked again at Mr. Giovanelli, then she
turned to Winterbourne. There was a little pink flush in her cheek; she was
tremendously pretty. “Does Mr. Winterbourne think,” she asked slowly, smiling,
throwing back her head, and glancing at him from head to foot, “that, to save my
reputation, I ought to get into the carriage?”



Winterbourne colored; for an instant he hesitated greatly. It seemed so strange
to hear her speak that way of her “reputation.” But he himself, in fact, must
speak in accordance with gallantry. The finest gallantry, here, was simply to tell
her the truth; and the truth, for Winterbourne, as the few indications I have been
able to give have made him known to the reader, was that Daisy Miller should
take Mrs. Walker’s advice. He looked at her exquisite prettiness, and then he
said, very gently, “I think you should get into the carriage.”

Daisy gave a violent laugh. “I never heard anything so stiff! If this is improper,
Mrs. Walker,” she pursued, “then I am all improper, and you must give me up.
Goodbye; I hope you’ll have a lovely ride!” and, with Mr. Giovanelli, who made
a triumphantly obsequious salute, she turned away.

Mrs. Walker sat looking after her, and there were tears in Mrs. Walker’s eyes.
“Get in here, sir,” she said to Winterbourne, indicating the place beside her. The
young man answered that he felt bound to accompany Miss Miller, whereupon
Mrs. Walker declared that if he refused her this favor she would never speak to
him again. She was evidently in earnest. Winterbourne overtook Daisy and her
companion, and, offering the young girl his hand, told her that Mrs. Walker had
made an imperious claim upon his society. He expected that in answer she would
say something rather free, something to commit herself still further to that
“recklessness” from which Mrs. Walker had so charitably endeavored to
dissuade her. But she only shook his hand, hardly looking at him, while Mr.
Giovanelli bade him farewell with a too emphatic flourish of the hat.

Winterbourne was not in the best possible humor as he took his seat in Mrs.
Walker’s victoria. “That was not clever of you,” he said candidly, while the
vehicle mingled again with the throng of carriages.

“In such a case,” his companion answered, “I don’t wish to be clever; I wish to
be earnest!”

“Well, your earnestness has only offended her and put her off.”

“It has happened very well,” said Mrs. Walker. “If she is so perfectly
determined to compromise herself, the sooner one knows it the better; one can
act accordingly.”

“I suspect she meant no harm,” Winterbourne rejoined.

“So I thought a month ago. But she has been going too far.”



“What has she been doing?”

“Everything that is not done here. Flirting with any man she could pick up;
sitting in corners with mysterious Italians; dancing all the evening with the same
partners; receiving visits at eleven o’clock at night. Her mother goes away when
visitors come.”

“But her brother,” said Winterbourne, laughing, “sits up till midnight.”

“He must be edified by what he sees. I’m told that at their hotel everyone is
talking about her, and that a smile goes round among all the servants when a
gentleman comes and asks for Miss Miller.”

“The servants be hanged!” said Winterbourne angrily. “The poor girl’s only
fault,” he presently added, “is that she is very uncultivated.”

“She is naturally indelicate,” Mrs. Walker declared.
“Take that example this morning. How long had you known her at Vevey?”
“A couple of days.”

“Fancy, then, her making it a personal matter that you should have left the
place!”

Winterbourne was silent for some moments; then he said, “I suspect, Mrs.
Walker, that you and I have lived too long at Geneva!” And he added a request
that she should inform him with what particular design she had made him enter
her carriage.

“I wished to beg you to cease your relations with Miss Miller —not to flirt with
her— to give her no further opportunity to expose herself—to let her alone, in
short.”

“I’m afraid I can’t do that,” said Winterbourne. “I like her extremely.”
“All the more reason that you shouldn’t help her to make a scandal.”
“There shall be nothing scandalous in my attentions to her.”

“There certainly will be in the way she takes them. But I have said what I had
on my conscience,” Mrs. Walker pursued. “If you wish to rejoin the young lady I
will put you down. Here, by the way, you have a chance.”

The carriage was traversing that part of the Pincian Garden that overhangs the



wall of Rome and overlooks the beautiful Villa Borghese. It is bordered by a
large parapet, near which there are several seats. One of the seats at a distance
was occupied by a gentleman and a lady, toward whom Mrs. Walker gave a toss
of her head. At the same moment these persons rose and walked toward the
parapet. Winterbourne had asked the coachman to stop; he now descended from
the carriage. His companion looked at him a moment in silence; then, while he
raised his hat, she drove majestically away. Winterbourne stood there; he had
turned his eyes toward Daisy and her cavalier. They evidently saw no one; they
were too deeply occupied with each other. When they reached the low garden
wall, they stood a moment looking off at the great flat-topped pine clusters of the
Villa Borghese; then Giovanelli seated himself, familiarly, upon the broad ledge
of the wall. The western sun in the opposite sky sent out a brilliant shaft through
a couple of cloud bars, whereupon Daisy’s companion took her parasol out of
her hands and opened it. She came a little nearer, and he held the parasol over
her; then, still holding it, he let it rest upon her shoulder, so that both of their
heads were hidden from Winterbourne. This young man lingered a moment, then
he began to walk. But he walked —not toward the couple with the parasol;
toward the residence of his aunt, Mrs. Costello.



IV

He flattered himself on the following day that there was no smiling among the
servants when he, at least, asked for Mrs. Miller at her hotel. This lady and her
daughter, however, were not at home; and on the next day after, repeating his
visit, Winterbourne again had the misfortune not to find them. Mrs. Walker’s
party took place on the evening of the third day, and, in spite of the frigidity of
his last interview with the hostess, Winterbourne was among the guests. Mrs.
Walker was one of those American ladies who, while residing abroad, make a
point, in their own phrase, of studying European society, and she had on this
occasion collected several specimens of her diversely born fellow mortals to
serve, as it were, as textbooks. When Winterbourne arrived, Daisy Miller was
not there, but in a few moments he saw her mother come in alone, very shyly
and ruefully. Mrs. Miller’s hair above her exposed-looking temples was more
frizzled than ever. As she approached Mrs. Walker, Winterbourne also drew near.

“You see, I’ve come all alone,” said poor Mrs. Miller. “I’m so frightened; I
don’t know what to do. It’s the first time I’ve ever been to a party alone,
especially in this country. I wanted to bring Randolph or Eugenio, or someone,
but Daisy just pushed me off by myself. I ain’t used to going round alone.”

“And does not your daughter intend to favor us with her society?” demanded
Mrs. Walker impressively.

“Well, Daisy’s all dressed,” said Mrs. Miller with that accent of the
dispassionate, if not of the philosophic, historian with which she always
recorded the current incidents of her daughter’s career. “She got dressed on
purpose before dinner. But she’s got a friend of hers there; that gentleman —the
Italian— that she wanted to bring. They’ve got going at the piano; it seems as if
they couldn’t leave off. Mr. Giovanelli sings splendidly. But I guess they’ll come
before very long,” concluded Mrs. Miller hopefully.

“I’m sorry she should come in that way,” said Mrs. Walker.

“Well, I told her that there was no use in her getting dressed before dinner if
she was going to wait three hours,” responded Daisy’s mamma. “I didn’t see the
use of her putting on such a dress as that to sit round with Mr. Giovanelli.”

“This is most horrible!” said Mrs. Walker, turning away and addressing herself
to Winterbourne. “Elle s’affiche. It’s her revenge for my having ventured to



remonstrate with her. When she comes, I shall not speak to her.”

Daisy came after eleven o’clock; but she was not, on such an occasion, a
young lady to wait to be spoken to. She rustled forward in radiant loveliness,
smiling and chattering, carrying a large bouquet, and attended by Mr. Giovanelli.
Everyone stopped talking and turned and looked at her. She came straight to
Mrs. Walker. “I’m afraid you thought I never was coming, so I sent mother off to
tell you. I wanted to make Mr.

Giovanelli practice some things before he came; you know he sings
beautifully, and I want you to ask him to sing. This is Mr. Giovanelli; you know
I introduced him to you; he’s got the most lovely voice, and he knows the most
charming set of songs. I made him go over them this evening on purpose; we had
the greatest time at the hotel.”

Of all this Daisy delivered herself with the sweetest, brightest audibleness,
looking now at her hostess and now round the room, while she gave a series of
little pats, round her shoulders, to the edges of her dress. “Is there anyone I
know?” she asked.

“I think every one knows you!” said Mrs. Walker pregnantly, and she gave a
very cursory greeting to Mr. Giovanelli. This gentleman bore himself gallantly.
He smiled and bowed and showed his white teeth; he curled his mustaches and
rolled his eyes and performed all the proper functions of a handsome Italian at an
evening party. He sang very prettily half a dozen songs, though Mrs. Walker
afterward declared that she had been quite unable to find out who asked him. It
was apparently not Daisy who had given him his orders. Daisy sat at a distance
from the piano, and though she had publicly, as it were, professed a high
admiration for his singing, talked, not inaudibly, while it was going on.

“It’s a pity these rooms are so small; we can’t dance,” she said to
Winterbourne, as if she had seen him five minutes before.

“I am not sorry we can’t dance,” Winterbourne answered; “I don’t dance.”

“Of course you don’t dance; you’re too stiff,” said Miss Daisy. “I hope you
enjoyed your drive with Mrs. Walker!”

“No. I didn’t enjoy it; I preferred walking with you.”

“We paired off: that was much better,” said Daisy. “But did you ever hear
anything so cool as Mrs. Walker’s wanting me to get into her carriage and drop



poor Mr. Giovanelli, and under the pretext that it was proper? People have
different ideas! It would have been most unkind; he had been talking about that
walk for ten days.”

“He should not have talked about it at all,” said Winterbourne; “he would
never have proposed to a young lady of this country to walk about the streets
with him.”

“About the streets?” cried Daisy with her pretty stare. “Where, then, would he
have proposed to her to walk? The Pincio is not the streets, either; and I, thank
goodness, am not a young lady of this country. The young ladies of this country
have a dreadfully poky time of it, so far as I can learn; I don’t see why I should
change my habits for them.”

“I am afraid your habits are those of a flirt,” said Winterbourne gravely.

“Of course they are,” she cried, giving him her little smiling stare again. “I’m a
fearful, frightful flirt! Did you ever hear of a nice girl that was not? But I
suppose you will tell me now that I am not a nice girl.”

“You’re a very nice girl; but I wish you would flirt with me, and me only,” said
Winterbourne.

“Ah! thank you —thank you very much; you are the last man I should think of
flirting with. As I have had the pleasure of informing you, you are too stiff.”

“You say that too often,” said Winterbourne.

Daisy gave a delighted laugh. “If I could have the sweet hope of making you
angry, I should say it again.”

“Don’t do that; when I am angry I'm stiffer than ever. But if you won’t flirt
with me, do cease, at least, to flirt with your friend at the piano; they don’t
understand that sort of thing here.”

“I thought they understood nothing else!” exclaimed Daisy.
“Not in young unmarried women.”

“It seems to me much more proper in young unmarried women than in old
married ones,” Daisy declared.

“Well,” said Winterbourne, “when you deal with natives you must go by the
custom of the place. Flirting is a purely American custom; it doesn’t exist here.



So when you show yourself in public with Mr. Giovanelli, and without your
mother—”

“Gracious! poor Mother!” interposed Daisy.
“Though you may be flirting, Mr. Giovanelli is not; he means something else.”

“He isn’t preaching, at any rate,” said Daisy with vivacity. “And if you want
very much to know, we are neither of us flirting; we are too good friends for that:
we are very intimate friends.”

“Ah!” rejoined Winterbourne, “if you are in love with each other, it is another
affair.”

She had allowed him up to this point to talk so frankly that he had no
expectation of shocking her by this ejaculation; but she immediately got up,
blushing visibly, and leaving him to exclaim mentally that little American flirts
were the queerest creatures in the world. “Mr. Giovanelli, at least,” she said,
giving her interlocutor a single glance, “never says such very disagreeable things
to me.”

Winterbourne was bewildered; he stood, staring. Mr. Giovanelli had finished
singing. He left the piano and came over to Daisy. “Won’t you come into the
other room and have some tea?” he asked, bending before her with his
ornamental smile.

Daisy turned to Winterbourne, beginning to smile again. He was still more
perplexed, for this inconsequent smile made nothing clear, though it seemed to
prove, indeed, that she had a sweetness and softness that reverted instinctively to
the pardon of offenses. “It has never occurred to Mr. Winterbourne to offer me
any tea,” she said with her little tormenting manner.

“I have offered you advice,” Winterbourne rejoined.

“I prefer weak tea!” cried Daisy, and she went off with the brilliant Giovanelli.
She sat with him in the adjoining room, in the embrasure of the window, for the
rest of the evening. There was an interesting performance at the piano, but
neither of these young people gave heed to it. When Daisy came to take leave of
Mrs. Walker, this lady conscientiously repaired the weakness of which she had
been guilty at the moment of the young girl’s arrival. She turned her back
straight upon Miss Miller and left her to depart with what grace she might.
Winterbourne was standing near the door; he saw it all. Daisy turned very pale



and looked at her mother, but Mrs. Miller was humbly unconscious of any
violation of the usual social forms. She appeared, indeed, to have felt an
incongruous impulse to draw attention to her own striking observance of them.
“Good night, Mrs. Walker,” she said; “we’ve had a beautiful evening. You see, if
I let Daisy come to parties without me, I don’t want her to go away without me.”
Daisy turned away, looking with a pale, grave face at the circle near the door;
Winterbourne saw that, for the first moment, she was too much shocked and
puzzled even for indignation. He on his side was greatly touched.

“That was very cruel,” he said to Mrs. Walker.
“She never enters my drawing room again!” replied his hostess.

Since Winterbourne was not to meet her in Mrs. Walker’s drawing room, he
went as often as possible to Mrs. Miller’s hotel. The ladies were rarely at home,
but when he found them, the devoted Giovanelli was always present. Very often
the brilliant little Roman was in the drawing room with Daisy alone, Mrs. Miller
being apparently constantly of the opinion that discretion is the better part of
surveillance. Winterbourne noted, at first with surprise, that Daisy on these
occasions was never embarrassed or annoyed by his own entrance; but he very
presently began to feel that she had no more surprises for him; the unexpected in
her behavior was the only thing to expect. She showed no displeasure at her tete-
a-tete with Giovanelli being interrupted; she could chatter as freshly and freely
with two gentlemen as with one; there was always, in her conversation, the same
odd mixture of audacity and puerility. Winterbourne remarked to himself that if
she was seriously interested in Giovanelli, it was very singular that she should
not take more trouble to preserve the sanctity of their interviews; and he liked
her the more for her innocent-looking indifference and her apparently
inexhaustible good humor. He could hardly have said why, but she seemed to
him a girl who would never be jealous. At the risk of exciting a somewhat
derisive smile on the reader’s part, I may affirm that with regard to the women
who had hitherto interested him, it very often seemed to Winterbourne among
the possibilities that, given certain contingencies, he should be afraid —literally
afraid— of these ladies; he had a pleasant sense that he should never be afraid of
Daisy Miller. It must be added that this sentiment was not altogether flattering to
Daisy; it was part of his conviction, or rather of his apprehension, that she would
prove a very light young person.

But she was evidently very much interested in Giovanelli. She looked at him
whenever he spoke; she was perpetually telling him to do this and to do that; she



was constantly “chaffing” and abusing him. She appeared completely to have
forgotten that Winterbourne had said anything to displease her at Mrs. Walker’s
little party. One Sunday afternoon, having gone to St. Peter’s with his aunt,
Winterbourne perceived Daisy strolling about the great church in company with
the inevitable Giovanelli. Presently he pointed out the young girl and her
cavalier to Mrs. Costello. This lady looked at them a moment through her
eyeglass, and then she said:

“That’s what makes you so pensive in these days, eh?”

“I had not the least idea I was pensive,” said the young man.

“You are very much preoccupied; you are thinking of something.”
“And what is it,” he asked, “that you accuse me of thinking of?”

“Of that young lady’s—Miss Baker’s, Miss Chandler’s—what’s her name?—
Miss Miller’s intrigue with that little barber’s block.”

“Do you call it an intrigue,” Winterbourne asked, “an affair that goes on with
such peculiar publicity?”

“That’s their folly,” said Mrs. Costello; “it’s not their merit.”

“No,” rejoined Winterbourne, with something of that pensiveness to which his
aunt had alluded. “I don’t believe that there is anything to be called an intrigue.”

“I have heard a dozen people speak of it; they say she is quite carried away by
him.”

“They are certainly very intimate,” said Winterbourne.

Mrs. Costello inspected the young couple again with her optical instrument.
“He is very handsome. One easily sees how it is. She thinks him the most
elegant man in the world, the finest gentleman. She has never seen anything like
him; he is better, even, than the courier. It was the courier probably who
introduced him; and if he succeeds in marrying the young lady, the courier will
come in for a magnificent commission.”

“I don’t believe she thinks of marrying him,” said Winterbourne, “and I don’t
believe he hopes to marry her.”

“You may be very sure she thinks of nothing. She goes on from day to day,
from hour to hour, as they did in the Golden Age. I can imagine nothing more



vulgar. And at the same time,” added Mrs. Costello, “depend upon it that she
may tell you any moment that she is ‘engaged.”

“I think that is more than Giovanelli expects,” said Winterbourne.
“Who is Giovanelli?”

“The little Italian. I have asked questions about him and learned something. He
is apparently a perfectly respectable little man. I believe he is, in a small way, a
cavaliere avvocato. But he doesn’t move in what are called the first circles. I
think it is really not absolutely impossible that the courier introduced him. He is
evidently immensely charmed with Miss Miller. If she thinks him the finest
gentleman in the world, he, on his side, has never found himself in personal
contact with such splendor, such opulence, such expensiveness as this young
lady’s. And then she must seem to him wonderfully pretty and interesting. I
rather doubt that he dreams of marrying her. That must appear to him too
impossible a piece of luck. He has nothing but his handsome face to offer, and
there is a substantial Mr. Miller in that mysterious land of dollars. Giovanelli
knows that he hasn’t a title to offer. If he were only a count or a marchese! He
must wonder at his luck, at the way they have taken him up.”

“He accounts for it by his handsome face and thinks Miss Miller a young lady
qui se passe ses fantaisies!” said Mrs. Costello.

“It is very true,” Winterbourne pursued, “that Daisy and her mamma have not
yet risen to that stage of —what shall I call it?— of culture at which the idea of
catching a count or a marchese begins. I believe that they are intellectually
incapable of that conception.”

“Ah! but the avvocato can’t believe it,” said Mrs. Costello.

Of the observation excited by Daisy’s “intrigue,” Winterbourne gathered that
day at St. Peter’s sufficient evidence. A dozen of the American colonists in
Rome came to talk with Mrs. Costello, who sat on a little portable stool at the
base of one of the great pilasters. The vesper service was going forward in
splendid chants and organ tones in the adjacent choir, and meanwhile, between
Mrs. Costello and her friends, there was a great deal said about poor little Miss
Miller’s going really “too far.” Winterbourne was not pleased with what he
heard, but when, coming out upon the great steps of the church, he saw Daisy,
who had emerged before him, get into an open cab with her accomplice and roll
away through the cynical streets of Rome, he could not deny to himself that she



was going very far indeed. He felt very sorry for her —not exactly that he
believed that she had completely lost her head, but because it was painful to hear
so much that was pretty, and undefended, and natural assigned to a vulgar place
among the categories of disorder. He made an attempt after this to give a hint to
Mrs. Miller.

He met one day in the Corso a friend, a tourist like himself, who had just come
out of the Doria Palace, where he had been walking through the beautiful gallery.
His friend talked for a moment about the superb portrait of Innocent X by
Velasquez which hangs in one of the cabinets of the palace, and then said, “And
in the same cabinet, by the way, I had the pleasure of contemplating a picture of
a different kind— that pretty American girl whom you pointed out to me last
week.” In answer to Winterbourne’s inquiries, his friend narrated that the pretty
American girl —prettier than ever— was seated with a companion in the secluded
nook in which the great papal portrait was enshrined.

“Who was her companion?” asked Winterbourne.

“A little Italian with a bouquet in his buttonhole. The girl is delightfully pretty,
but I thought I understood from you the other day that she was a young lady du
meilleur monde.”

“So she is!” answered Winterbourne; and having assured himself that his
informant had seen Daisy and her companion but five minutes before, he jumped
into a cab and went to call on Mrs. Miller. She was at home; but she apologized
to him for receiving him in Daisy’s absence.

“She’s gone out somewhere with Mr. Giovanelli,” said Mrs. Miller. “She’s
always going round with Mr. Giovanelli.”

“I have noticed that they are very intimate,” Winterbourne observed.

“Oh, it seems as if they couldn’t live without each other!” said Mrs. Miller.
“Well, he’s a real gentleman, anyhow. I keep telling Daisy she’s engaged!”

“And what does Daisy say?”

“Oh, she says she isn’t engaged. But she might as well be!” this impartial
parent resumed; “she goes on as if she was. But I’ve made Mr. Giovanelli
promise to tell me, if she doesn’t. I should want to write to Mr. Miller about it—
shouldn’t you?”

Winterbourne replied that he certainly should; and the state of mind of Daisy’s



mamma struck him as so unprecedented in the annals of parental vigilance that
he gave up as utterly irrelevant the attempt to place her upon her guard.

After this Daisy was never at home, and Winterbourne ceased to meet her at
the houses of their common acquaintances, because, as he perceived, these
shrewd people had quite made up their minds that she was going too far. They
ceased to invite her; and they intimated that they desired to express to observant
Europeans the great truth that, though Miss Daisy Miller was a young American
lady, her behavior was not representative —was regarded by her compatriots as
abnormal. Winterbourne wondered how she felt about all the cold shoulders that
were turned toward her, and sometimes it annoyed him to suspect that she did
not feel at all. He said to himself that she was too light and childish, too
uncultivated and unreasoning, too provincial, to have reflected upon her
ostracism, or even to have perceived it. Then at other moments he believed that
she carried about in her elegant and irresponsible little organism a defiant,
passionate, perfectly observant consciousness of the impression she produced.
He asked himself whether Daisy’s defiance came from the consciousness of
innocence, or from her being, essentially, a young person of the reckless class. It
must be admitted that holding one’s self to a belief in Daisy’s “innocence” came
to seem to Winterbourne more and more a matter of fine-spun gallantry. As I
have already had occasion to relate, he was angry at finding himself reduced to
chopping logic about this young lady; he was vexed at his want of instinctive
certitude as to how far her eccentricities were generic, national, and how far they
were personal. From either view of them he had somehow missed her, and now it
was too late. She was “carried away” by Mr. Giovanelli.

A few days after his brief interview with her mother, he encountered her in that
beautiful abode of flowering desolation known as the Palace of the Caesars. The
early Roman spring had filled the air with bloom and perfume, and the rugged
surface of the Palatine was muffled with tender verdure. Daisy was strolling
along the top of one of those great mounds of ruin that are embanked with mossy
marble and paved with monumental inscriptions. It seemed to him that Rome
had never been so lovely as just then. He stood, looking off at the enchanting
harmony of line and color that remotely encircles the city, inhaling the softly
humid odors, and feeling the freshness of the year and the antiquity of the place
reaffirm themselves in mysterious interfusion. It seemed to him also that Daisy
had never looked so pretty, but this had been an observation of his whenever he
met her. Giovanelli was at her side, and Giovanelli, too, wore an aspect of even
unwonted brilliancy.



“Well,” said Daisy, “I should think you would be lonesome!”
“Lonesome?” asked Winterbourne.

“You are always going round by yourself. Can’t you get anyone to walk with
you?”

“I am not so fortunate,” said Winterbourne, “as your companion.”

Giovanelli, from the first, had treated Winterbourne with distinguished
politeness. He listened with a deferential air to his remarks; he laughed
punctiliously at his pleasantries; he seemed disposed to testify to his belief that
Winterbourne was a superior young man. He carried himself in no degree like a
jealous wooer; he had obviously a great deal of tact; he had no objection to your
expecting a little humility of him. It even seemed to Winterbourne at times that
Giovanelli would find a certain mental relief in being able to have a private
understanding with him—to say to him, as an intelligent man, that, bless you, he
knew how extraordinary was this young lady, and didn’t flatter himself with
delusive, —or at least too delusive— hopes of matrimony and dollars.

On this occasion he strolled away from his companion to pluck a sprig of
almond blossom, which he carefully arranged in his buttonhole.

“I know why you say that,” said Daisy, watching Giovanelli. “Because you
think I go round too much with him.” And she nodded at her attendant.

“Every one thinks so—if you care to know,” said Winterbourne.

“Of course I care to know!” Daisy exclaimed seriously. “But I don’t believe it.
They are only pretending to be shocked. They don’t really care a straw what I
do. Besides, I don’t go round so much.”

“I think you will find they do care. They will show it disagreeably.”
Daisy looked at him a moment. “How disagreeably?”
“Haven’t you noticed anything?” Winterbourne asked.

“I have noticed you. But I noticed you were as stiff as an umbrella the first
time I saw you.”

“You will find I am not so stiff as several others,” said Winterbourne, smiling.

“How shall I find it?”



“By going to see the others.”
“What will they do to me?”
“They will give you the cold shoulder. Do you know what that means?”

Daisy was looking at him intently; she began to color. “Do you mean as Mrs.
Walker did the other night?”

“Exactly!” said Winterbourne.

She looked away at Giovanelli, who was decorating himself with his almond
blossom. Then looking back at Winterbourne, “I shouldn’t think you would let
people be so unkind!” she said.

“How can I help it?” he asked.
“I should think you would say something.”

“I do say something;” and he paused a moment. “I say that your mother tells
me that she believes you are engaged.”

“Well, she does,” said Daisy very simply.
Winterbourne began to laugh. “And does Randolph believe it?” he asked.

“I guess Randolph doesn’t believe anything,” said Daisy. Randolph’s
skepticism excited Winterbourne to further hilarity, and he observed that
Giovanelli was coming back to them. Daisy, observing it too, addressed herself
again to her countryman. “Since you have mentioned it,” she said, “I am
engaged.” Winterbourne looked at her; he had stopped laughing. “You don’t
believe!” she added.

He was silent a moment; and then, “Yes, I believe it,” he said.
“Oh, no, you don’t!” she answered. “Well, then—I am not!”

The young girl and her cicerone were on their way to the gate of the enclosure,
so that Winterbourne, who had but lately entered, presently took leave of them.

A week afterward he went to dine at a beautiful villa on the Caelian Hill, and,
on arriving, dismissed his hired vehicle. The evening was charming, and he
promised himself the satisfaction of walking home beneath the Arch of
Constantine and past the vaguely lighted monuments of the Forum. There was a
waning moon in the sky, and her radiance was not brilliant, but she was veiled in



a thin cloud curtain which seemed to diffuse and equalize it. When, on his return
from the villa (it was eleven o’clock), Winterbourne approached the dusky circle
of the Colosseum, it recurred to him, as a lover of the picturesque, that the
interior, in the pale moonshine, would be well worth a glance. He turned aside
and walked to one of the empty arches, near which, as he observed, an open
carriage —one of the little Roman streetcabs— was stationed. Then he passed in,
among the cavernous shadows of the great structure, and emerged upon the clear
and silent arena. The place had never seemed to him more impressive. One-half
of the gigantic circus was in deep shade, the other was sleeping in the luminous
dusk. As he stood there he began to murmur Byron’s famous lines, out of
“Manfred,” but before he had finished his quotation he remembered that if
nocturnal meditations in the Colosseum are recommended by the poets, they are
deprecated by the doctors. The historic atmosphere was there, certainly; but the
historic atmosphere, scientifically considered, was no better than a villainous
miasma. Winterbourne walked to the middle of the arena, to take a more general
glance, intending thereafter to make a hasty retreat. The great cross in the center
was covered with shadow; it was only as he drew near it that he made it out
distinctly. Then he saw that two persons were stationed upon the low steps which
formed its base. One of these was a woman, seated; her companion was standing
in front of her.

Presently the sound of the woman’s voice came to him distinctly in the warm
night air. “Well, he looks at us as one of the old lions or tigers may have looked
at the Christian martyrs!” These were the words he heard, in the familiar accent
of Miss Daisy Miller.

“Let us hope he is not very hungry,” responded the ingenious Giovanelli. “He
will have to take me first; you will serve for dessert!”

Winterbourne stopped, with a sort of horror, and, it must be added, with a sort
of relief. It was as if a sudden illumination had been flashed upon the ambiguity
of Daisy’s behavior, and the riddle had become easy to read. She was a young
lady whom a gentleman need no longer be at pains to respect. He stood there,
looking at her—looking at her companion and not reflecting that though he saw
them vaguely, he himself must have been more brightly visible. He felt angry
with himself that he had bothered so much about the right way of regarding Miss
Daisy Miller. Then, as he was going to advance again, he checked himself, not
from the fear that he was doing her injustice, but from a sense of the danger of
appearing unbecomingly exhilarated by this sudden revulsion from cautious
criticism. He turned away toward the entrance of the place, but, as he did so, he



heard Daisy speak again.
“Why, it was Mr. Winterbourne! He saw me, and he cuts me!”

What a clever little reprobate she was, and how smartly she played at injured
innocence! But he wouldn’t cut her. Winterbourne came forward again and went
toward the great cross. Daisy had got up; Giovanelli lifted his hat. Winterbourne
had now begun to think simply of the craziness, from a sanitary point of view, of
a delicate young girl lounging away the evening in this nest of malaria. What if
she were a clever little reprobate? that was no reason for her dying of the
perniciosa. “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 Winterbourne, “that you will not think Roman fever very
pretty. This 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. But
he took Winterbourne’s rebuke with docility. “I told the signorina 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. Giovanelli? If there has been any
danger, Eugenio can give me some pills. He has got some splendid pills.”

“I should advise you,” said Winterbourne, “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.

Daisy followed with Winterbourne. He kept looking at her; she seemed not in
the least embarrassed. Winterbourne said nothing; Daisy chattered about the
beauty of the place. “Well, I have seen the Colosseum by moonlight!” she



exclaimed. “That’s one good thing.” Then, noticing Winterbourne’s silence, she
asked him why he didn’t speak. He made no answer; he only began to laugh.
They passed under one of the dark archways; Giovanelli was in front with the
carriage. Here Daisy stopped a moment, looking at the young American. “Did
you believe I was engaged, the other day?” she asked.

“It doesn’t matter what I believed the other day,” said Winterbourne, still
laughing.

“Well, what do you believe now?”
“I believe that it makes very little difference whether you are engaged or not!”

He felt the young girl’s pretty eyes fixed upon him through the thick gloom of
the archway; she was apparently going to answer. But Giovanelli hurried her
forward. “Quick! Quick!” he said; “if we get in by midnight we are quite safe.”

Daisy took her seat in the carriage, and the fortunate Italian placed himself
beside her. “Don’t forget Eugenio’s pills!” said Winterbourne as he lifted his hat.

“I don’t care,” said Daisy in a little strange tone, “whether I have Roman fever
or not!” Upon this the cab driver cracked his whip, and they rolled away over the
desultory patches of the antique pavement.

Winterbourne, to do him justice, as it were, mentioned to no one that he had
encountered Miss Miller, at midnight, in the Colosseum with a gentleman; but
nevertheless, a couple of days later, the fact of her having been there under these
circumstances was known to every member of the little American circle, and
commented accordingly. Winterbourne reflected that they had of course known it
at the hotel, and that, after Daisy’s return, there had been an exchange of remarks
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. Winterbourne, when the rumor 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. I shouldn’t think she’d want to, it’s so plaguy dark.
You can’t see anything here at night, except when there’s a moon. In America



there’s always a moon!” 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.

Winterbourne 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 Winterbourne paid her the compliment of saying 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’s saying, but
that time I 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 I was angry with him for taking Daisy round at night.
Well, so I am, but I suppose he knows I’'m a lady. I would scorn to scold him.
Anyway, she says she’s not engaged. I don’t know why she wanted you to know,
but she said to me three times, ‘Mind you tell Mr. Winterbourne.” And then she
told me to ask if you remembered the time you went to that castle in
Switzerland. But I said I wouldn’t give any such messages as that. Only, if she is
not engaged, I’m sure I’m glad to know it.”

But, as Winterbourne had said, it mattered very little. A week after this, the
poor girl died; it had been a terrible case of the fever.

Daisy’s grave was in the little Protestant cemetery, in an angle of the wall of
imperial Rome, beneath the cypresses and the thick spring flowers.
Winterbourne stood there beside it, with a number of other mourners, a number
larger than the scandal excited by the young lady’s career would have led you to
expect. Near him stood Giovanelli, who came nearer still before Winterbourne
turned away. Giovanelli was very pale: on this occasion he had no flower in his
buttonhole; he seemed to wish to say something. At last he said, “She was the
most beautiful young lady I ever saw, and the most amiable”; and then he added
in a moment, “and she was the most innocent.”

Winterbourne looked at him and presently repeated his words, “And the most
innocent?”

“The most innocent!”

Winterbourne felt sore and angry. “Why the devil,” he asked, “did you take her



to that fatal place?”

Mr. Giovanelli’s urbanity was apparently imperturbable. He looked on the
ground a moment, and then he said, “For myself I had no fear; and she wanted to

gO.J!

“That was no reason!” Winterbourne declared.

The subtle Roman again dropped his eyes. “If she had lived, I should have got
nothing. She would never have married me, I am sure.”

“She would never have married you?”
“For a moment I hoped so. But no. I am sure.”

Winterbourne listened to him: he stood staring at the raw protuberance among
the April daisies. When he turned away again, Mr. Giovanelli, with his light,
slow step, had retired.

Winterbourne almost immediately left Rome; but the following summer he
again met his aunt, Mrs. Costello at Vevey. Mrs. Costello was fond of Vevey. In
the interval Winterbourne had often thought of Daisy Miller and her mystifying
manners. One day he spoke of her to his aunt —said it was on his conscience
that he had done her injustice.

“I am sure I don’t know,” said Mrs. Costello. “How did your injustice affect
her?”

“She sent me a message before her death which I didn’t understand at the time;
but I have understood it since. She would have appreciated one’s esteem.”

“Is that a modest way,” asked Mrs. Costello, “of saying that she would have
reciprocated one’s affection?”

Winterbourne offered no answer to this question; but he presently said, “You
were right in that remark that you made last summer. I was booked to make a
mistake. I have lived too long in foreign parts.”

Nevertheless, he went back to live at Geneva, whence there continue to come
the most contradictory accounts of his motives of sojourn: a report that he is
“studying” hard —an intimation that he is much interested in a very clever
foreign lady.



DAISY MILLER UZERINE...

Daisy Miller, “Papatya Kiz” ilk bakista bir ask 6ykiisii. Ya da, bu uzun 6ykiiye
anlat1 gelenegi ve tiirii icinde bagka bir yer bulmanin giicliigiiyle bu metni bir agk
oykiisti olarak tamimladik diyelim. Ama karsimizda daha c¢ok “askin
imkansizlig1” 6ykiisii oldugunu, en azindan son sayfay1 kapatirken anliyor okur.

Gelgelelim bu imkansizlik, ne varolugsal bir imkansizlik ne de askin zaten
miimkiin olmadig1 yollu bir ‘felsefenin’ dykiiye yansimasi. Henry James Daisy
Miller’da iki insan arasindaki iliskinin son tahlilde sinifsal bir iliski, daha
dogrusu sinif engellerine carpabilecek bir iligki oldugunu sdyliiyor; tabii iki cins
iki ayn sinifa mensupsa.

Henry James’in oykiisii 19. yy. ikinci yarisindaki Amerikan toplumu ile Bati-
Gliney Avrupa toplumlan arasindaki zitliklarin cenderesinde sikismishgin
oykiisti olarak da anlagilabilir. Tarihte bir toplumun bir doniisiim riizgarina
kapildigi, yerlesik yapilarin, deger ve anlayislarin altiist oldugu ya da sosyal
yapida agirhiklarin kaydigi dénemler vardir. Ozellikle Gec-Victorian dénemin
sonuna dogru, yeni zengin orta sinif sosyal alanda yiikselip o zamana kadar
soylu, aristokrat ziimreye ayrilmis sosyal alanin icinde boy gdstermeye baslar.
Bir tiir tehdit, istila gibi algilandigina hi¢ kusku yok bu hareketin.

Amerika’da dogup Fransa ve Ingiltere’de yasamis olan Henry James’in
lilkesinden bir benzetmeyi kullanmak istersek, yerlilerin saldirilarinda konvoyun
arabalarim1 ¢cember yapan Vahsi Bati yolcularn gibi, soylu, aristokrat ziimre bu
alttan gelen dalgaya kendini simsiki kapamistir, demek miimkiin. (Amerika
kokenli iist simftan Bayan Walker, son boliimde, davete, yamindaki Italyan
asigiyla gelen Daisy Miller’a, onu fark etmis olmasi halinde girmesine engel
olmus olacagim sdyler. Daisy Miller’1 arabasina davet ettigi bir sahnede de,
Italyan’1 [Giovanelli] orada birakmasinin uygun olacagini hatirlatir.)

Ama Bayan Walker Amerikan iist sinifinin Bati Avrupa’ya ve yeniyetme sinifa
tepeden bakan goziidiir ve bu goéz Henry James’in bakisini temsil etmeyen,
dahasi ayrimci ve ‘aski’ imkansizlastiran icine kapanma refleksinin goziidiir.
(Daisy de alt sinifa yakin olmaliydi; yoksa kendisinden biiyiik olasilikla daha alt
siiftan olan bu adamla; Italyan A4sik Giovanelli ile tamsir miydi?)
Winterbourne’un, siirekli bas agrisindan muzdarip teyzesi Castello, bu tecrit
etme ve kapanmanin bir bagka temsilcisidir. Winterbourne ‘Papatya Kizr’,
teyzesi ile bir tiirlii tanistiramaz. ‘Cember olmus konvoyun en direncli arabasidir



o’ ve siirekli bas agrisi, hastalikli, émriinii doldurmak iizere olan bir sinifa isaret
eden giiclii bir metafor olarak anlasilabilir.

En az bu teyze ve Amerika’nin gozii olan Bayan Walker kadar, Daisy Miller ile
tutuk, cesaretsiz ve alabildigine mesafeli bir iliski yasayan Winterbourne da,
cemberin bir parcasidir; disarida, tehlikeli alanda dolasan; oteki sinifin
kapabilecegi toy bir kisi.

Henry James, bir tiirlii bir agk 6ykiisii olamayan bu “ask dykiisiinde,” olaylari,
bugiiniin sevilen bir kavramiyla ‘minimal’ diizeye indirgenmis, agir, durgun bir
anlatimla, goriiniirde hareket eden bir toplulugun estetigini sunar. Hayatiyetini
yitirmis st zlimre Kkisileri, artik oteliyle, goliiyle, seyirlik bir manzaraya
doniigmiis bir tatil beldesinin peyzajinda, peyzaj lizerindeki firca izleri gibidirler.
Bundan olacak, biitiin ©6yki, insanlarin birbirlerini seyrettikleri kiigiik
‘manzaralardan’ ibaret bir tatil katalogu gibi yansir okura: “Winterbourne
siirliciiye durmasini soyleyip arabadan iner. Daisy ve kavalyesi ileride
Collesium’da bir duvarn iistiinde oturmuslardir. Daisy’nin Italyan (Romali)
sevgilisi tuttugu semsiyeyi 6nce Daisy’nin iistiine tutup sonra omuzlarina kadar
indirir. Winterbourne uzaktan semsiyenin arkasinda ne oldugunu géremez. Okur
da bu konuda bir aciklama bulamaz. Sezan’in, Monet’nin kir manzaralarina
benzer bir goriintii vardir karsisinda. Ama bu kez kirin yerini sivrisinegi ile tinlii
Roma Collesiumu almistir; Daisy Miller’1 éliime gotiiren sitma da agksiz bir
hayatin o6liimle esit oldugunun simgesi gibidir; ciinkii Daisy Roma’daki
sevgilisiyle nisanlanmamis, sanki hep kapiyr Amerikali Winterbourne’a acik
tutmustur. Oradan giremeyecegini bile bile...

Daisy Miller bu tablolar dykiisiinde bir tiir arabulucu mudur? Avrupa’nin ve
Amerika’nin sematik diisiince ve ényargilarla istila edilmis zihninde ‘Latin Asik’
hep ya Italya’da, ya da Giiney’de, Latin Amerika’dan bir yerlerde yasar.
Amerikali’nin, Kuzey, Orta Avrupali’nin tahayyiiliindeki kendi erotik parcasidir
Latin Asik; onun olamadigim diisiindiigii sey. Henry James, Daisy Miller ile
Italyan Giovanelli arasindaki biraz stilize edilmis iliskiyi éne gikartirken, bu
icine kapanmis, kéhne sinifa dudak biikerek bakmakla kalmayip, o bilincalti ya
da bilingdis1 bir yerde yarattigi, isi giicii agsk olan “6tekinin de” bir kurgu
oldugunu mu soyliiyor? O manzaralar i¢inde bir renk. Bu durumda ‘Papatya Kiz’
oliiler, manzaralar diinyasi ile hayaller diinyasini birlestiren suskun bir ¢icek mi?

Veysel Atayman
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