
The Methods of Mr. Sellyer

been growing in me and that I 
couldn’t resist, “That book— 
‘Golden Dreams’,” I said, “you 
seem to think it a very wonder­
ful work?”

Mr. Sellyer directed one of 
his shrewd glances at me. He 
knew I didn’t want to buy the 
book, but, perhaps, like lesser 
people, he had his off moments 
of confidence.

He shook his head.
“A bad business,” he said. 

“The publishers have unloaded 
the thing on us, and we have to 
do what we can. They’re stuck 
with it, I understand, and they


