
118 THE SILVER QUEEN.

ing our own coffee to-day. Swinburne

says

—

" There is a bitterness in things too sweet."

Polly's father is here. He brought a

Chicago capitalist with him, and the

Sure Thing has been sold for sixty-one

thousand dollars. I was sorry to learn

of tlie sale, for it will take away from

the camp one of the richest and rar-

est flowers that has ever adorned these

hills.

Since the great fire, we have all

moved to the Tortoni, on the border

of the Bad Lands. The parlor is very

small, and last night when Harry and

the "Silver Queen," as we call her

now, were talking while I pretended to

be reading a newspaper, I could not

help hearing some of the things they

said. Harry wanted her photograph,

but she would not give it. She said


