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OVIALLY and without hesitation, 
Noah Webster, whose books sell as 
well as those of Jack London, defines 
the word “optimist” as “one who holds 
the doctrine of optimism.” This is 

undoubtedly true, but with exceptions. One of 
these exceptions is my friend Henry Packard. 
Henry doesn’t hold the doctrine—he hangs onto it 
like a bulldog attached to fourteen inches of a 
tramp’s trousers. 

Henry, who is a sport manager of some fame 
and a discoverer of no mean dimensions, finds 
silver linings in the darkest clouds and orchids in 
cabbage patches. In fact, Henry is so optimistic 
that he is able to enter the subway during any 
crush hour and actually vision that happy day 
when not only will there be ample room for 
everybody, but also air as pure as that found on 
any mountaintop. 

Neither Peggy—my blond wife—nor myself 
had heard or seen of Henry Packard for several 
weeks. I put this down to his stalking some new 
marvel with a salt shaker in one hand, and didn’t 
worry. Intuition whispered that most probably he 
was shaping up some near-champ destined to set 
the sporting world on its ear and cause 
considerable barber-shop gossip. I decided I 
would wait until he looked me up, but as it 
happened it was I who went to him. 

Early one afternoon in July I lunched at the 
Hoozis Club, consuming time and soup and 

occasionally thinking of Henry. I was engaged in 
this occupation when a heavy hand fell athwart 
my shoulders. After I had stopped coughing I 
looked up limply and perceived beside me the 
grinning countenance of Alf King, the sporting 
editor of the Morning Wow and the blithesome 
comrade of my carefree and youthful hours. 

Without waiting for an invitation, Alf pulled 
out a chair, sat down, gave an order to the waiter, 
looked at his watch, rubbed his left ear, chuckled, 
grinned some more, and spoke: “Top of the 
afternoon, Bud. How is Mrs. Spencer? How is the 
world treating you?” 

“Not very often!” I answered, rubbing my 
shoulders against the top of the chair. “Haven’t 
you forgotten something—the fact that my back 
isn’t a punching bag?” 

Alf smiled. “What’s a slap on the shoulders 
between friends? Bud, have you heard the latest 
exploit of our mutual acquaintance. I refer to one 
Henry Packard, Esquire. This is a peach!” 

I stared across the table, shaking my head. 
Alf chuckled again. 

“You haven’t? Bud, it seems the old codger 
has returned to this first love—pugilism! One of 
the boys at the office saw him over at his camp in 
Woodknoll. Guess the name of the egg Packard 
has under his wing?” 

I shook my head again and informed Alf that 
guessing and fox-trotting were two diversions I 
invariably passed up. He grinned broadly, rubbed 
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his right ear, looked at his watch, asked the waiter 
for another plate of butter, and hunching his chair 
an inch closer to the table, spoke in a confidential 
whisper: 

“Packard has taken on ‘Shadow’ Shannon. 
Not only has he made himself the Shadow’s 
manager, but he has actually signed him for a bout 
with ‘Kid’ Kaufman at the Hoboken Open-air 
Arena next Thursday night. Can you beat it?” 

I felt that I couldn’t. The name of Shadow 
Shannon was perfectly familiar to me. The youth 
was a featherweight of considerable reputation, all 
of which, however, was not as bright as gold. The 
Shadow was reputed to be one of the trickiest 
boxers that ever drew on a glove. In sporting 
circles he was spoken of as being twice as 
slippery as a basket of eels, as treacherous as an 
Apache gunman, and as honest as a Sicilian 
bandit. 

In his brief career Shannon had had at least a 
dozen managers. All of them had within a short 
length of time asked him to close the door quietly 
on his way out. It was said that the Shadow would 
double cross a relative as readily as his worst 
enemy. 

“Poor Henry,” I muttered. “It looks like 
second childhood to me.” 

Alf finished toying with a baked apple and 
looked for the sterling mark on a spoon. 
“Somebody ought to put the old boy wise. 
Somebody ought to tell him he’s nursing a 
rattlesnake. You have more time than I, Bud. Why 
don’t you run over to Jersey some afternoon and 
tell Packard to lay off before he gets cleaned out 
and mixed up in some sort of a scandal?” 

 
 

II. 
 

HEN I arrived at my West End Avenue 
domicile the same evening, friend wife 

took up the matter where Alf had left off. 
“Bud, dear,” Peggy murmured, when 

osculation resigned in favor of conversation, “I’ve 
been thinking of that nice old Mr. Packard. I’ve 
been wondering why he hasn’t been up to see us 
for ever so long. Do you suppose we offended him 
the last time he was here?” 

I laughed. “After that dinner you sat him 
down to? Not a chance! As it happens our friend 

is in the throes of making a silk purse out of a 
cauliflower ear. In other words, I strongly suspect 
that he has been entirely too busy to leave his 
Jersey fireside.” 

Peggy looked at me with a pair of blue eyes 
worth twice as much as Mr. Morgan’s income tax. 
“I think,” she observed, “it would be only polite 
and proper of you to look him up. Why don’t you 
go over to Woodknoll Saturday afternoon when 
I’m shopping?” 

“If you’re going shopping, darling,” I made 
haste to reply, “don’t you think I had better trot 
along beside you? You know I have a horrible 
fear that you will overdraw your account and get 
yourself in a jam down at the bank.” 

Peggy sniffed. “Indeed? Well, you need not 
worry on that score. I will use only the blank 
checks left in my book and not another one more.” 

She left me to tango back to the kitchen and 
the veal cutlets that were calling to be turned over. 

 
 

III. 
 

ATURDAY afternoon found me invading 
Jersey, the home of the vaudeville joke, the 

home of the mosquito, and the residence of the 
Palisades. The trolley I boarded at the ferry took 
me as far as the Woodknoll stop. After I alighted, 
all I had to do was to walk a few miles along a 
road filled with sunshine and mud. 

Reaching the Chateau Packard, I discovered 
my friend lounging on the veranda, smoking one 
of his infamous cigars and watching a couple of 
butterflies in a mid-air flirtation. The minute he 
saw me he rushed down the steps and seized my 
hand in a hearty grip. 

“Well, Bud, this is a pleasant surprise! Come 
on up on the porch and have a chair. Have two 
chairs! Have a cigar. What brought you over?” 

“The suggestion of my wife, one ferryboat, 
and a trolley with four flat wheels,” I answered, 
shoving his cigar in my pocket to give to the 
janitor to even up an old grudge. “Why haven’t I 
seen you of late? Are you so enamored of Jersey 
that you dislike leaving it if only for an hour or 
two?” 

He sat down beside me, hoisted his feet to 
the veranda rail, and drew a long breath. “It isn’t 
that, Bud. It’s something very different. It’s 
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something that begins with the letter S fore and 
aft. To be precise, it is Shadow Shannon, the 
featherweight king. I’m his manager now, and, 
being such, I don’t think it advisable to leave his 
side if only for the space of ten minutes. There is 
no telling what he might do during my absence.” 

He smiled, and I felt relieved. 
“Then you know,” I asked, “that the Shadow 

is not what you might call the soul of straightness 
and honesty?” 

Packard ran a hand over his white topknot 
and narrowed his eyes. “I know,” he answered 
enigmatically, “that he has a reputation for being 
as crooked as a bent hairpin. I know that he would 
sell me out in a minute, but I know also that he is 
one of the fastest, cleverest, most scientific one-
hundred-and-twenty-six-pound boxers that ever 
slipped his hand into a glove.” 

I looked at my friend suspiciously. “If you 
know he is not on the level why have you 
appointed yourself his manager?” 

The most optimistic man in the world looked 
up at a passing cloud. “Why?” he countered. “For 
one reason because the person who can double 
cross me is welcome to anything he can get away 
with. Another reason is that if he can put Kaufman 
away next Thursday night he’ll be in line to take a 
crack at the champ. Still another reason is that I 
stand to make considerable money through his 
victory. Come on around to the gym and take a 
peek at him. I’ve typed a few pages of copy and 
have six or seven photographs of Shannon that 
you can give to Alf King for the Wow. This way, 
Bud.” Packard had converted one of his elderly 
barns into a modern gymnasium. It was equipped 
with every contrivance, convenience, and 
appliance necessary for the training of an 
enterprising leather pusher. A couple of high-
powered arc lights made the place shine like a 
diamond. When we went in I discovered a crowd 
of forty or fifty people squaring off an oblong 
space in which Shannon was sparring with one of 
his handlers. 

“Now that I’ve got a live wire,” Henry said 
complacently, the yaps come from all over to 
watch him. And the way they stare! I made a 
mistake in not charging admission. Well, it’s good 
publicity, at any rate.” 

We pushed a way through the crowd and 
took up a position in the first ranks, watching 

Shadow Shannon foil nature by making a 
complete monkey out of his sparring partner with 
a skillful deftness that was good for open mouths, 
round eyes, suppressed gurgles, and frequent 
cheers. 

I looked him over with a critical eye. There 
was no doubt the Shadow was a good one. He was 
built along slim, clean lines, and, like most 
featherweights, was wonderfully fast with feet and 
hands. He had an aggressive, subtle style of 
offensive fighting and packed a hefty punch. 

Shannon tucked his partner away after I had 
looked at him for a few minutes, dashed some 
moisture from his brow, and after an amused look 
at the rubes from shifty black eyes, threw on his 
bath robe and wandered toward the showers. 

“Well, what do you think of him?” Packard 
asked, after he had shooed the last of the 
onlookers out into the open air. “You know 
enough about ring craft to understand this boy is 
no slouch. If he fights fair and straight next 
Thursday night he can knock Kaufman out 
without any great difficulty. I’m so sure of it that 
I’m going to lay a thousand at best ringside odds. 
If Mrs. Spencer needs a new hat or a gown, Bud, I 
advise you to grasp the opportunity. It might 
never come again.” 

We left the gymnasium and sought the 
veranda. Henry insisted that I stay for supper, and, 
knowing what friend wife’s shopping expeditions 
meant, I accepted. The guest of honor was the 
Shadow himself in sweater and flannel trousers. 
Also present was Joe Bryan, one of the sparring 
partners of the establishment and a young 
gentleman that Shannon was very friendly with. 

I liked Bryan’s looks no more than I liked 
those of the featherweight. Together they 
impressed me as being a pretty smooth pair of 
rascals, and I wondered how Henry could eat and 
converse with them with apparently a mind 
untroubled and free from any worry. 

“What is your opinion of Kid Kaufman?” I 
asked the Shadow after the corn-starch dessert. 
“Do you anticipate any difficulty in winning?” 

Shannon laughed loudly and exchanged a 
look with Bryan, who grinned. “The Kid,” he said 
contemptuously, “is nothing in my young life. 
He’s got a glass jaw. He’ll hear the birdies singing 
pretty melodies the minute I slam over a right 
hook. All I need is the opportunity. What say, 
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Joe?” 
Bryan grinned darkly. “You tell ‘im! If you 

don’t win in a walk that sweater you’ve got on is 
red!” 

Later, when I left the Packard camp and 
journeyed back to the land of the eternal flat 
hunter, I pondered the remark Bryan had made. It 
struck me as being both odd and cryptic. The 
sweater the Shadow had worn was red. 

 
 

IV. 
 

N Thursday morning a pair of seats good for 
admittance and ringside chairs at the 

Hoboken Open-air Arena drifted in with the mail, 
together with a short note from Packard, urging 
me to be present. 

“Here, Jewel of My Turban, are two tickets 
for the battle tonight,” I said to Peggy, exhibiting 
the pasteboards. “Darling, this is your cue to wind 
your arms gracefully about my neck and beg that 
you be allowed to accompany me.” 

My better half, to my surprise, favored me 
with a haughty glance. “If you were a fortune 
teller,” she said with a smile, “you’d, be bankrupt 
in a week, Bud. I admit I would like to see nice 
old Mr. Packard again, but as for going with you I 
haven’t the slightest desire. I have something of 
far more importance to do.” 

I gave her a Sherlock Holmes stare. “Ah! 
Cards with the newlyweds on the second floor, 
eh?” 

Peggy giggled. “I made a mistake. You’d be 
bankrupt in a day. No, it isn’t that. Since you will 
learn about it later I may as well tell you now. I’ve 
just discovered the duckiest hat you ever saw! I’m 
going in tonight to try it on. Madame Sonya, who 
runs the shop, calls it a chic chapeau. Bud, what’s 
the difference between a hat and a chic chapeau?” 

I forced a rueful laugh. “About twenty dollars 
in price. Buy it, sweetheart, if you must, but try to 
remember your husband’s name is Spencer and 
not Vanderbilt.” 

Peggy pursed coral lips. “Would you call me 
extravagant?” she inquired sternly. “Would you 
say that I was a spendthrift?” 

I shook a sober head. “No, darling, I might 
think it, but I am sure I would never say it—to 
your face, at least.” 

 
 

V. 
 

HEN I reached the office I called up Alf 
King and mentioned the ticket. Alf said he 

would be glad to sit next to me if I kept my hands 
out of his pockets, and after a few more feeble 
attempts at comedy told me to meet him on one of 
the platforms of the Manhattan and Hudson tube 
station. 

I found him at the rendezvous the same 
evening, and together we submarined over to the 
Jersey shore, where we managed to discover a 
street-car conductor who spoke English and 
informed us of the maiden name of the trolley that 
passed the front door of the Open-air Arena. 

The trolley came along in no time at all—
forty minutes, to be exact—and took us to our 
destination. We found the arena and also a half 
million or so spectators endeavoring to push a 
way through a door easily large enough to 
accommodate two people when entering at the 
same time. 

The Kaufman-Shannon combat had drawn as 
well as a three-alarm fire. By the time Alf and I 
had managed a squeeze-formation play 
reminiscent of our football days, and had made a 
touchdown inside the arena, my coat was torn in 
two places and half of my editorial friend’s cravat 
had been divorced from the other half. 

“I feel perfectly qualified,” Alf said pantingly 
when we at last discovered and fell into our 
ringside seats, “to write a vivid and accurate 
historical novel, dealing with the mobs of the 
French revolution. I say, Bud, is my collar here or 
is it there?” 

I set fire to the only cigar that remained 
unbroken, and considered the battleground. The 
Hoboken Open-air Arena had evidently once been 
a baseball diamond or an athletic field. Its roof 
was the July sky and its floor old mother earth. 

The ring was erected in the center of the 
inclosure. Back and away from it, bowl-shaped, 
tiers of decrepit benches loomed up like the 
bleached bones of some ancient monster. I 
thought of Manhattan’s fire laws, and mentally 
decided that the arena could be easily emptied in 
at least three days if everybody ran and not 
walked to the nearest exit. 

O 
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“I wouldn’t place a bet on the star bout,” Alf 
said, “for love or money. It’s a cinch the Shadow 
has got something framed for the occasion. And 
whatever way the wind blows be sure that Packard 
will be holding the wrong end of the bag.” 

A florid gentleman, seated directly in front of 
us, heard the remark and turned his head. “That’s 
the truth,” he said gloomily. “I got it for a fact that 
the result of the big bout depends on the odds. If 
the last-minute odds are big on Kaufman and 
small on the Shadow, Shannon’s betting agent 
will grab the Kaufman money and the Shadow 
will leave himself open so he can pick a punch to 
send him to dreamland. Watch and see if I ain’t 
right.” 

Alf scowled at the man. “That sounds like 
Shannon,” he admitted. “Perhaps you can advise 
us as to the manner in which the Shadow will 
become aware of how his own money was 
placed.” 

The florid gentleman winked elaborately. 
“Sure. Just keep your glims on that empty seat 
over there and wait until about the end of the 
second round.” 

Alf and I followed the stranger’s glance with 
our own. Sure enough, at the very end of the line 
was an unoccupied front-row chair, situated just 
below the press seats. 

“Evidently knows something,” Alf 
whispered. “Watch that chair.” 

With a feeling of sympathy for the guileless 
Henry, I watched the first prelims. They were the 
usual order of talent that gave the audience a 
chance to try out its voice. A couple of 
welterweight colored men furnished some mild 
diversion, and the evening wore along placidly 
until the advent of the main mill. 

Kid Kaufman entered the ring first with his 
seconds, went to his corner, and dropped down on 
a stool. The house gave him a good hand. He was 
a small, fair-haired individual with a not 
unattractive face and a lithe, well-built figure. Alf 
informed me that he was one of the best of the 
present crop of featherweights, but could not 
compare with Shannon. 

The Shadow climbed through the ropes a few 
minutes later. With him was Henry as his chief 
second, his handlers, some buckets, fans, towels, 
and the usual miscellany of the roped inclosure. 

Watching Shannon closely, I observed him 

move his head slightly and cast a surreptitious 
glance at the empty seat just below his corner. 
That he was no prime favorite with the mob was 
immediately evident. The crowd booed him, set 
imaginary dogs snapping at his heels, and made 
remarks that could easily have been used for the 
basis of libel lawsuits. 

The referee delivered last instructions to both 
contestants; they shook hands gingerly and retired 
to their corners while the ring was cleared. A 
minute later the gong sounded and the bout was on. 

 
 

VI. 
 

HE first round caused no one present to tear 
out any valuable hair or go insane with 

excitement. Both seemed more anxious to brush 
up their ballroom footwork than to inflict 
punishment or do any actual damage. The round 
ended with a wonderful exhibition of fox-trotting 
and the annoyed howls of the gallery. 

“Poor Henry Packard,” Alf sighed. “I hope 
he hasn’t any money up on this!” 

I looked at the optimistic Henry, who worked 
over the Shadow, and saw he was apparently as 
cheerful, unruffled, and entirely satisfied with 
himself and the world in general as usual. 

“Many a smiling face,” Alf said, sensing our 
friend’s composure, “hides an aching heart!” 

The second round was a repetition of the 
first, except for the fact that there were two or 
three emotional minutes when Kaufman and the 
Shadow, weary of dancing alone, drew together 
and did a bunny hug. 

“Let’s go home,” Alf said testily. “I can 
employ my time to better advantage by arguing 
with the hall boy than sitting here getting an 
eyeful of the latest dance steps. If this is what they 
call a boxing exhibition my second cousin is one 
of the best admirals in the Hungarian navy. Let’s 
blow, Bud.” 

“One more round,” I pleaded. 
Alf stiffened. Moving my head, I saw that he 

was staring at the front-row vacant chair that was 
now no longer vacant. Hunched up in it was Joe 
Bryan, dolled up in eighteen dollars’ worth of 
nifty suit and wearing a red rose that was as big as 
a small saucer. At the same minute I perceived 
him, I detected the quick flicker of the Shadow’s 

T
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crafty eyes and a savage smile that drew his lips 
together. Then the gong rang for the beginning of 
the third stanza and Packard, quitting the ring, 
wore a smile that stretched from ear to ear. 

“Now they’re at it!” Alf roared. “Go to it, 
Kid! Send him to the clinic! Right in the pantry 
with the old left, and stick some steam behind it! 
Kiss him with your right! Atta boy!” 

The shrieks of the audience were deafening. I 
gripped the arms of my chair and stared at the ring 
as if I were hypnotized. Forgetting all about their 
dancing lesson, Shannon was going after 
Kaufman with horse, artillery, and infantry. 

Even as I watched, petrified, he rushed his 
opponent across the ring, stung him with a dozen 
blows so rapid that the eye couldn’t follow them, 
and rocked him with a body punch that made 
Kaufman bend almost double. 

“Cover up!” Alf bawled, tearing the 
remaining half of his necktie from his collar and 
dropping it in my lap. “Cover up! Clinch! 
Clinch!” 

My editorial friend’s advice, although well 
meant, was not heeded. While it was still being 
delivered, Shannon, with a marvelous exhibition 
of footwork, feinted down the Kid’s guard, and, 
stepping in with the rapidity of three flashes of 
lightning, shot a hook over to the exact point of 
Kaufman’s jaw. He followed it with a terrific 
short-arm jab of his left to the pit of the other’s 
abdomen. The Kid hit the floor with a crash that 
shook the arena. 

Through the stunned silence that followed 
the tolling of the fatal seconds I became vividly 
conscious of two things. One was that Packard, 
below the ropes, was lighting a fresh cigar with 
every evidence of intense satisfaction. 

The other fact was that Mr. Joseph Bryan, his 
face the tinge of custard pie, was staring at the 
fallen figure of the gladiator above him with 
mouth open so wide that it seemed a five-ton 
truck could have been driven in without difficulty. 

 
 

VII. 
 

EVERAL nights later, upon returning to West 
End Avenue and Peggy, I found the 

complacent Henry in our one-by-minus-one living 

room. He was listening to jazz on the phonograph 
and fumigating the place with one of his worst 
cigars. After I had opened the window and had 
favored Peggy with the first kiss of the evening, I 
pulled out a chair and sat down beside him. 

“Well, Bud,” Henry asked with a jovial 
smile, “what did you think of the fracas of the 
other night? Entertaining, wasn’t it, while the 
round lasted? Everybody seemed to go home 
satisfied, with the possible exception of Shannon. 
The foolish boy bet twelve hundred dollars of his 
own money on Kaufman to win and then knocked 
him out!” 

I stared dumbly. 
“You see,” Packard continued, giving the 

wife another one of his respectful, admiring 
glances, “Joe Bryan was the Shadow’s betting 
commissioner. Joe was instructed to grab the best 
odds on either Shannon or Kaufman. If he bet on 
Shannon the Shadow was to win, of course. But if 
he bet on Kaufman, then the Shadow was to roll 
over and play ‘out.’ I might mention that he was 
to make known how the bets were placed by the 
color of the rose Joe was to wear. A red rose 
meant Kaufman was to be knocked out. A white 
rose meant the Shadow was to take the count 
himself. Get the point?” 

I shook my head feebly, and exchanged a 
glance with Peggy, who was in on the story. 
“But,” I protested, “Shannon obeyed the message 
of the rose. The flower that Bryan wore was as red 
as claret.” 

Henry chuckled and looked affectionately at 
his cigar. “I know he did. I gave the merchant 
running the florist shop outside the arena a five-
dollar bill. I told him to sell Bryan a red rose 
regardless of the color he asked for.” 

I blinked bewilderedly. 
“And,” Henry added, “it worked like a 

charm. For a long time I was aware of something 
that Bryan himself did not know. While, 
doubtless, he is aware of it by this time, I strongly 
suspect the next time the Shadow wants the same 
stunt worked he will pick out an accomplice who 
isn’t color-blind. Remember the crack he made 
about the sweater that night you were out for 
dinner, Bud? It went right over the Shadow’s 
head—but not mine. It didn’t escape the old fox. 
Bud—not by a jugful!” 
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