
How to connect a printer

For those who are devoted to fishing, I can recommend no finer

sport than catching dolphin.  Of course, it must be done on a thin

line with reel and pole.  A No. 7, O’Shaughnessy tarpon hook is

just the thing, baited with an entire flying-fish.  Like the bonita,

the dolphin’s fare consists of flying-fish, and he strikes like

lightning at the bait.  The first warning is when the reel screeches

and you see the line smoking out at right angles to the boat. 

Before you have time to entertain anxiety concerning the length

of your line, the fish rises into the air in a succession of leaps. 

Since he is quite certain to be four feet long or over, the sport of

landing so gamey a fish can be realized.  When hooked, he

invariably turns golden.  The idea of the series of leaps is to rid

himself of the hook, and the man who has made the strike must

be of iron or decadent if his heart does not beat with an extra

flutter when he beholds such gorgeous fish, glittering in golden

mail and shaking itself like a stallion in each mid-air leap.  ’Ware

slack!  If you don’t, on one of those leaps the hook will be flung

out and twenty feet away.  No slack, and away he will go on

another run, culminating in another series of leaps.  About this

time one begins to worry over the line, and to wish that he had

had nine hundred feet on the reel originally instead of six

hundred.  With careful playing the line can be saved, and after an

hour of keen excitement the fish can be brought to gaff.  One

such dolphin I landed on the Snark measured four feet and seven



inches. “And those that have gone before?” she demanded. 

“Those that have won the ground from where we are fighting. 

Had they no need of patience?  Was the cry never wrung from

their lips: ‘How long, oh Lord, how long?’  Is it for us to lay aside

the sword that they bequeath us because we cannot hope any

more than they to see the far-off victory?  Fifty years I have

fought, and what, a few years hence, will my closing eyes still see

but the banners of the foe still waving, fresh armies pouring to

his standard?”  “I think we shall be married in July,” said Lord

Chiltern.“I do not think he will marry Madame Goesler.”“I was so

afraid you would not be back before I went,” said the child.  “I

ought to have gone this afternoon, but Papa let me stay till the

evening.”
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