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More Ghosts 
 
Are we to be scared to death every time we venture into the street? May we be allowed to 

go quietly about our business, or are we to be assailed at every corner by fearful apparitions?  
As we were plodding home at the ghostly hour last night, thinking about the haunted 

house humbug, we were suddenly riveted to the pavement in a paroxysm of terror by that blue 
and yellow phantom who watches over the destinies of the shooting gallery, this side of the 
International. Seen in daylight, placidly reclining against his board in the doorway, with his blue 
coat, and his yellow pants, and his high boots, and his fancy hat, just lifted from his head, he is 
rather an engaging youth, than otherwise; but at dead of night, when he pops out his pallid face at 
you by candle light, and stares vacantly upon you with his uplifted hat and the eternal civility of 
his changeless brow, and the ghostliness of his general appearance heightened by that grave-
stone inscription over his stomach, "to-day shooting for chickens here," you are apt to think of 
spectres starting up from behind tomb-stones, and you weaken accordingly—the cold chills 
creep over you—your hair stands on end—you reverse your front, and with all possible alacrity, 
you change your base. 
 

New Year’s Day 
 
Now is the accepted time to make your regular annual good resolutions. Next week you 

can begin paving hell with them as usual. Yesterday, everybody smoked his last cigar, took his 
last drink, and swore his last oath. To-day, we are a pious and exemplary community. Thirty 
days from now, we shall have cast our reformation to the winds and gone to cutting our ancient 
short comings considerably shorter than ever. We shall also reflect pleasantly upon how we did 
the same old thing last year about this time.  

However, go in, community. New Year's is a harmless annual institution, of no particular 
use to anybody save as a scapegoat for promiscuous drunks, and friendly calls, and humbug 
resolutions, and we wish you to enjoy it with a looseness suited to the greatness of the occasion. 
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