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E AND Bulldozer are settin’ 
in a lobby in a Nome hotel 
waiting to catch a boat for 
Seattle when Side-Show 

Sheedy comes in. It don’t take no figgerin’ 
to understand how Sheedy got his 
nickname. Sure, runnin’ a side-show in a 
circus. He brought shows to Alaska in the 
early days and most of the minin’ camps 
knowed him. 

He was supposed to be harder’n the 
hubs of hell, but I happen to know he’d 
adopted three kids and put ‘em through 
school, that he was takin’ care of a sick 
wife and a mother who was a hundred 
years old. The wife was in a hospital and 

the mother in a old lady’s home. So when 
people started to laugh when Side-Show’s 
creditors caught up with him, I didn’t 
think it so funny, specially as I happened 
to know some of said creditors had 
throwed the hook into him when they got 
him across a barrel. 

Side-Show has a leathery face that 
don’t show what’s goin’ on inside of him. 
It ain’t hard to imagine him standin’ up 
before a crowd and puttin’ his hands on 
the shoulders of some beautiful gals in 
tights and sayin’, “It’s always customary 
at a place of amusement of this kind to 
present some special form of 
entertainment that can be seen at no other 
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time and at no other place. These three 
beautiful girls will depict, with faithful 
exactness, some of the old-time French 
works of art—living pictures, ladies and 
gentlemen—” 

Maybe you’ve heard him. He’s been 
all over the United States at different 
times. As soon as he sees me he comes 
over. “I’ve always liked you, McGee. 
When my side-show people were giving 
you a laugh, you were giving them one, 
too. And you paid, while it didn’t cost 
them nothin’.”  

“Whistlin’ in the dark as usual,” I says 
to him. “You ain’t foolin’ me none. Tight-
Wad Jackson has got you on the run.” 

“Yes, he has, No-Shirt,” Side-Show 
says, “and I’m just about out of gas. But 
I’ve been through it before and I’ll go 
through it again.”  

“What’s the play?” I ask. 
“I had an idear the natives would go in 

for horse operas—you know, Western 
pictures.” 

“Sure. Punchers, horses, sheriffs, 
buckety-buckety, and all that,” I answer. 

“I get an outfit and some reels of good 
stuff, a little sound equipment and start 
out. Naturally I have to run my face for 
some of my supplies,” he explains. “I get 
pretty much in the hole, but I expect to 
pull out in the long run. The first two 
villages I hit go big for the pictures. Tight-
Wad hears about it. He’d been thinkin’ of 
doin’ somethin’ like that for years, but was 
afraid to gamble. Afraid he’d lose his 
money.” 

“And as soon as he heard you were 
cleaning up, he was all for it,” I suggest. 

“That’s right,” he answers. “Natives 
are loyal. He knows if I once make the 
rounds, they’ll wait for me to come again, 
and it’ll be hard to muscle in. He bribes a 
shaman, or medicine man, to put a curse 
on the shows in the next villages. As a 
result not a soul shows up except a couple 

of white trappers. Then Tight-Wad throws 
a scare into my creditors and I’m cut off at 
the pockets. They’re sellin’ everything at 
auction—highest bidders get it all.” 

“That’s tough,” I tell him. 
“Yep, but I’ve had it tough,” Side-

Show says. “I hope it don’t go for a song, 
though. I’d like a few dollars over the 
amount of the debts to send south. The 
wife’s in a bad way.” He gets hold of 
hisself and says, “S’long.” Then he goes 
on his way, and you’d think he had a 
million dollars in the poke. 

“I know what you’re thinkin’, No-
Shirt,” Bulldozer says. “You’re sayin’ 
‘this here’s a worthy cause and I should do 
somethin’ about it!’ ” 

“Well,” I admit, “Side-Show ain’t a 
bad cuss at that. He never refused a drink 
or kicked a dog. Tight-Wad never bought 
a drink nor missed kickin’ a dog.” 

“Keep out of it,” Bulldozer warns. 
“Every time you get in a soft mood, 
somethin’ happens. You’ve got me 
worried. First thing you know you’ll be 
askin’ Side-Show what he wants for the 
business, then folks will be callin’ you 
Horse-Opera McGee.”  

“Oh, no, I ain’t goin’ to buy any horse-
opera outfit,” I tell him. “Don’t you worry, 
Bulldozer, I ain’t that big a fool.”  

“I’m glad to see your moral fiber is 
stiffenin’,” he tells me. “There are times 
you do the damnedest things.”  

There ain’t much to do at Nome just 
then. Most of the boys are on the creeks or 
workin’ for dredge outfits. I think maybe 
I’ll go out and see how my old friends, the 
Lee Brothers, are gettin’ along, when 
somebody asks why don’t I wait for the 
sale of the assets of the defunct Arctic 
Portable Shows. It sounds reasonable, so 
me and Bulldozer set in. 

The official auctionin’ off the stuff 
hands everybody a list of the assets. I 
glance over ‘em and read, “One portable 
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generator; one projector; one sound 
machine; one Eskimo umiak capable of 
carrying two tons. One outboard motor.” 
There’s a lot more, film, screens, campin’ 
outfit and everything a man would need 
who was movin’ a complete show from 
town to town. 

They ask for bids, as is and where is. 
“Where is?” somebody inquires. 

“Tied up at the Nome waterfront,” the 
official answers. “How much am I bid?”  

Tight-Wad Jackson rubs his skinny 
hands together and says, “Five hundred 
dollars.” 

“Why, damn it!” Side-Show Sheedy 
storms: “The umiak and outboard cost 
more’n that.”  

“Silence,” the official roars. “Five 
hundred dollars bid once. Five hundred 
dollars bid twice. Five hundred dollars—”  

“Six hundred,” somebody yells. The 
voice is mighty familiar. By golly it’s 
none other than No-Shirt McGee’s. 

“You horse’s neck,” Bulldozer hisses 
in my ear. “Now you’re in it.” 

“Oh no I ain’t,” I snap. “I’m just 
forcin’ Tight-Wad to hike up his bid.” 
Tight-Wad gives me a dirty look and 
clears his throat. 

“Six-fifty,” he says. 
“What’s the use of takin’ up a lot of 

time?” I snort. “The stuff is worth three 
thousand at least. This penny ante stuff 
gives me a pain in the neck. I bid fifteen 
hundred dollars.” 

“Sixteen hundred,” says Tight-Wad. I 
got a hunch he is determined to get it at all 
costs. It’s a swell break for Side-Show. 

“Eighteen hundred,” I snap. 
I wait. The expression on Tight-Wad’s 

face is something to write home about. 
“Eighteen hundred once,” the official says. 
“Eighteen hundred twice. Eighteen 
hundred—three—” He waits, lookin’ hard 
at Tight-Wad. “Eighteen hundred three 
times and sold to Mr. No-Shirt McGee. 

You have the cash, of course, Mr. 
McGee?”  

It’s a question. I edge over to 
Bulldozer. “Have we?” I asked. 

“Damn you,” he mutters. “Between us 
we’ve got it and more. But why in seven 
kinds of hell—?”  

“I’ve got the cash,” I tell the official. 
Side-Show comes up and says, “Well, 

you’re in the show business, McGee.” He 
grins. “It’ll be a liberal education.” 

“Don’t I know it,” I yelp. “Didn’t I 
win a medicine show in a poker game 
years ago? And didn’t I have no end of 
grief?” 

 
E AND Bulldozer go over to the 
bank and get out enough money to 

cover things. Then we go down and look 
at what we’ve bought. It don’t look 
promisin’. “What’re you gain’ to do with 
it?” Bulldozer asks. “We’re stuck to the 
tune of eighteen hundred dollars. And I 
can have a lot of fun in Seattle on my half 
of it.” 

“I’ll give you a note for your half,” I 
tell him. “That’ll put you in the clear.” 

“Oh, no,” he protests. “When I make a 
fool of myself you always stick with me. 
It’ll never be said a Craig deserted a 
pardner who was a mental case. Now, let’s 
get out from under, take our loss and be 
normal people again.” 

“No,” I says, “I ain’t takin’ no loss. 
We’re goin’ to finish the circuit Side-
Show Sheedy started on.” 

“Do you mean go up amongst the 
Eskimos?” he asks. “All you’ll get is grief. 
No-Shirt, I’m goin’ to have you examined 
before a jury of six.” That’s a lunacy 
proceedin’ in Alaska. 

“Hop to it,” I say. 
Well to make a long story short, Side-

Show Sheedy comes down, sets up the 
outfit and starts it goin’. By golly, it’s a 
pretty good set-up at that. Bulldozer has a 

M



SHORT STORIES 4

hand for mechanical things, though there’s 
a big difference between projectors and 
tractors. 

We run through all the pictures and it 
takes most of the night. “There you are,” 
Side-Show says. “Good luck. You’ll need 
it. And God bless you. You’ll need His 
blessing too. But if you work it right you’ll 
have a lot of fun and see some new 
country. I wish I was goin’ along. If I can 
raise the money I want to buy out you 
boys.” 

“Start passin’ the hat right now,” 
Bulldozer urges. “Maybe you can head 
this proposition off. I fear the worst.”  

We load the umiak with grub and the 
equipment a few days later. We stow 
plenty of gasoline and oil along the 
bottom, and are all set. Most outboard 
motors hang over the stern. But the 
Eskimos work it different. They cut a hole 
through the bottom of the skin boat about 
four or five feet from the stern. They build 
up a four-sided bulkhead to keep the water 
out of the umiak, then they lower the 
motor through the hole. It works pretty 
fine, except you have to lift the thing up 
every time the umiak lands. 

There’s quite a surf rollin’ as we cross 
the bar and most of the tugs and lighters 
are stayin’ inside, but at half-speed the 
motor kicked the umiak right along. I’m in 
the stern with a steerin’ paddle to lend a 
hand if the motor conks out. But it don’t. 
Pretty soon we’re well beyond the surf 
line. She’s got nearly two tons aboard, but 
she rides fine. 

After awhile we step the mast and 
break out a sail. We haul up the motor so 
the propeller won’t be a drag and I steer a 
course with a paddle. We’re headin’ for a 
place called Muktuk, which means the 
black skin of the whale. Muktuk is pretty 
good eatin’—if you’re an Eskimo, or if 
you’re a white man and are hungry 
enough. 

It seems a tradin’ ship comes in there 
every year with trade goods. If ice 
conditions are bad, and the Eskimos figger 
the trader can’t get through, they come to 
Muktuk. An umiak can be put on a sled 
and hauled over the ice to a lead. You 
can’t put a schooner on a sled, and if you 
go too far in, you’re liable to be caught 
and carried into the Arctic basin.  

Me and Bulldozer are prayin’ for a bad 
year in the hopes we’ll have plenty of cash 
customers. And sure enough as the days 
pass it looks as if we might get a break. 
We see plenty of pack ice and some of it is 
black with walrus. 

Bulldozer is all for attackin’ one of the 
big brutes and gettin’ hisself a pair of 
tusks, but I know what they can do to a 
fast umiak. It’d be plain murder in a 
loaded one. Two days out from Muktuk 
we see heavily loaded umiaks headed for 
the tradin’ post. We follow them down a 
narrow lead with the roar of the pack in 
our ears. Pilin’ on the sail we managed to 
keep up with ‘em and land at the same 
time. 

The beach is lined with umiaks, turned 
up on their sides, and kids playin’ ‘round 
to keep the dogs from chewin’ on the skin 
coverin’s. Fat squaws move around, most 
of ‘em with kids tucked in their parka 
hoods. 

A white kid comes down to the beach 
and wants to know who we are. His 
father’s the school teacher there. We tell 
him and in no time he passes the word. 
Most of ‘em have seen motion pictures on 
Coast Guard ships that happen to visit the 
different villages in the summer time. 
Each kid legs it for his old man to ask if he 
can go to the show. 

“That means the whole family will 
come,” the school teacher says. “I’d 
suggest you lease the Siberian Fur Trading 
Company’s storeroom for a theatre. It 
won’t cost you but a few dollars, and there 
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are planks and boxes that can be turned 
into benches.” 

“What’s a fair admission price to 
charge?” I ask. 

“Oh, let them give what they feel like,” 
the teacher advises. “That’s the easiest 
way. Of course most of them have no 
money.”  

Me and Bulldozer rent the buildin’ and 
put up posters on the outside. There’s a 
handsome devil on a horse—Two-gun 
Harry, I think his name is. Ridin’ 
alongside of him is a girl with golden hair. 
Her hat’s slid off’n her head and is hangin’ 
down her back. Damned if she don’t look 
fetchin’. 

While the young sports and kids are 
lookin’ at the poster, the young girls are 
dividin’ their time between the poster and 
Bulldozer. They keep lookin’ him over 
and gigglin’. “I believe you could settle 
down here,” I tell him. “You’ve certainly 
made a hit.” 

“Maybe you’d like a sock on the 
nose,” he snarls. “There’s one that looks 
like she had a lot of white in her that ain’t 
so bad, though.” 

“Yeah, but her mother ain’t got a lot of 
white in her,” I warn him, “She’s as broad 
as an axe handle is long. What time will 
we have the first show?”  

“Eight o’clock tomorrow mornin’,” he 
answers. “They ain’t got nothin’ to do 
until the tradin’ ship gets here, and they 
are all hollerin’ to see a show.” 

 
IGHT O’CLOCK in the mornin’ I line 
up to sell tickets. Bulldozer is at the 

door to take tickets. They want things 
done just as they’re done outside and we 
have to stand for it. A family of seven 
comes up and the squaw shoves a white 
fox fur through the window, I look the fur 
over. It’s prime, I give her a box of candy 
for change and we’re both satisfied with 
the deal. 

Some carved ivory cigar and cigarette-
holders come next. The Eskimo don’t 
expect no change and I don’t give him 
any. After all, it costs plenty to bring the 
theater into the Arctic. 

Pretty soon a family and a half-dozen 
dogs come up. I sell ‘em tickets, but a few 
seconds later there’s a roar at the door. 
“Listen, you—” Bulldozer is sayin’. Then 
he yells at me. “How do you say, ‘No dogs 
allowed’ in Eskimo.”  

“You got me there,” I answer. “Send 
for the teacher’s kid.”  

In a few minutes the teacher’s kid 
shows up. He explains the situation and 
the Eskimo comes back to the window and 
shoves some carved ivory at me, and holds 
up ten fingers. I give him ten tickets and 
no change. He hands ‘em to Bulldozer, 
then yells at his dogs to go inside. 

“He thinks he has to pay for his dogs,” 
I yell at Bulldozer. “So, after all, I guess 
we might as well admit we’re licked.”  

“You should’ve admitted that before 
we ever left Nome,” I tell him. 

“You can’t beat ‘em,” the teacher’s kid 
says. He’s only been in the Arctic two 
years, and he hasn’t forgotten his Outside 
wisecracks and fresh-kid attitude.  

Pretty soon Bulldozer looks inside and 
says, “How do you say, ‘Standin’ Room 
Only’ in’ Eskimo.”  

“Tell ‘em Peechuk,” I answer. So he 
yells Peechuk for five minutes. That don’t 
discourage ‘em any. They line up for the 
second show at the window. 

I take a look into the cash box, which 
same is a crate somebody shipped a piece 
of machinery in. They’d paid in ivory, fur, 
a husky pup which I didn’t have the heart 
to refuse. I had to haul him out of the cash 
box, however. He wasn’t house broke. It 
cost a fur to find that out. There was 
smoked fish, and a mess of clams 
somebody had just cut out of the stomach 
of a walrus they’d just killed. 

E 
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They thought they was doin’ me and 
Bulldozer a special favor. The last man to 
arrive was the teacher. We made room for 
him, as a guest. “When’s this schooner 
due,” I ask him, “and what’s her name?”  

“She’s the Dawn. A man named Tight-
Wad Jackson owns her,” he answers. 
“Jackson usually sends her in ahead of all 
other craft so he can skim the cream of the 
trade goods.” 

A great light suddenly dawns. That’s 
why Tight-Wad wants the movin’-picture 
outfit so bad. He wants to tie it in with his 
tradin’ schooner. 

“Come on in,” Bulldozer yells, “the 
crowd’s gettin’ anxious to see a show.” I 
got inside and closed the door. The air 
ain’t quite thick enough to hang your coat 
on, but you could cut it with a knife. 
Twenty-five or thirty dogs didn’t help 
none. But they were paid-in-full 
admissions. 

I’m standin’ in the rear when the hero 
gallops onto the screen. A dog yelps, but 
the hero dismounts, the horse shifts out of 
the picture, and the hero runs up the 
ranchhouse steps and starts knockin’ on 
the door. 

The gal ain’t in. Hero looks a little 
puzzled, and the Eskimos all groan. They 
want the gal in. A dog somewhere in the 
middle of the crowd calls another dog a 
dirty name. The other dog bares his lips 
and says, “So’s your old man.”  

Their respective owners give the dogs 
a kick in the belly and the dogs yelp. The 
hero gets onto his horse and rides down to 
the barns. There’s the heroine lookin’ at a 
bunch of nags. She waves and the hero 
rides to her. They gallop down to look at 
the nags and pretty soon the whole works 
are gallopin’ straight at the camera. An 
Eskimo man who’s seein’ his first movie, 
figgers he’s goin’ to get run down and he 
ducks for cover. The dogs cut under the 
seats, takin’ turns around people’s legs 

with their chains. 
Then we get a shot of the band of 

horses gallopin’ away in the distance. The 
dogs all commence to whine and howl. 
“Haw! Haw! Haaaaaw!” Bulldozer roars. 
“They think them horses are reindeer or 
somethin’ to eat. That’s one for the book.”  

The next shot shows the girl and hero 
walkin’ side by side across a lawn. All at 
once the girl’s dogs come boundin’ out to 
meet her. She’s that kind of a girl—rich, 
with a kennel full of blooded dogs. 

A gaunt, hungry-lookin’ critter in the 
fourth row bares his teeth and snarls. He 
thinks he can lick the whole pack. And 
when the picture dogs start barkin’ at him, 
you can almost hear him say, “Sissy!” 

 
E MAKES a sudden lunge and gets 
away from his owner. That’s the 

signal for every dog in the show to make a 
break and try and get a set of fangs into 
the picture dogs. The first one takes a 
flyin’ leap through the air and tries to set 
his teeth in what looks like a dog’s throat. 
His timin’ is perfect and he hits the throat 
all right. His fangs go through the screen 
and he lands in a heap on the floor. Every 
dog in the place is now up front, snarlin’ 
and fightin’. Sometimes they get a hunk of 
screen. At others, they get a piece of real 
dogs. 

Bulldozer loses his head. Instead of 
shuttin’ off the projector which would 
have instantly made the screen dogs 
disappear, he’s thinkin’ only of the screen. 
He jumps down off’n the projectin’ room 
platform and charges hell bent for the 
screen, kickin’ dogs right and left and 
bowlin’ over Eskimos. 

I heard him bellow with pain just once, 
then he came back down the aisle on the 
dead run. “This is enough for me,” he 
roars, “you know what you can do with 
your picture business, No-Shirt.” As he 
reached the light outside I noticed the seat 
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of his pants was gone and he was bleedin’ 
copiously. 

Eskimos dragged out their dogs, and I 
finished the show, using the upper half of 
the screen and some of the wall, which 
happened to be whitewashed. 

As soon as the show ends, the crowd 
piles out. There’s a line waiting, but every 
customer that’s just seen the show, gets in 
line again. There’s all kinds of excitement 
as I take my place at the ticket window. 

“No dogs!” I yell. 
“Other boys take dogs,” a native who 

could speak English said. “We take dogs. 
Lotsa fun! No dogs. No go.”  

“A sitdown strike, eh?” I muttered. 
“All right, but you’ve got to pay double 
for ‘em.”  

Soon the place is packed tight. And it’s 
the same thing all over again, and one 
wolfish critter used to goin’ for a caribou’s 
throat makes a flyin’ leap at the horse’s 
throat. He scores a bull’s-eye and sets his 
teeth in the screen. Down come the 
remains of it. I stop the show, remove the 
shreds and project the picture on the wall. 
Well, I’ve got to admit it’s fun watchin’ 
them dogs take a flyin’ leap at a horse, 
only to hit the wall and fall back. 

In the next two days I run every 
picture twice, and they’re still hollerin’ for 
more. I’m beginnin’ the third day of the 
McGee season of horse-opera when a dog 
fight starts right below the projector. An 
Eskimo makes a dive for his dog, misses 
him and hits the platform. 

Sure, you’ve guessed what happened. 
The machine, still runnin’ shifts around. 
This is the effect, the horses start gallopin’ 
along the front wall, switch to the side 
wall, gettin’ smaller and smaller until they 
are opposite the platform. And twenty-five 
dogs leapin’ over Eskimos, snarlin’ at the 
horses and makin’ dives at their throats. 

The fight’s on, and before I can do 
more’n shut off the juice, they’ve knocked 

the platform down and me and the 
projector are on the floor, with dogs 
millin’ around above. A dog takes a bite at 
the projector, grabs a hot. part and howls 
bloody murder. I’ve lost most of my 
clothes when a strong arm reaches down 
and hauls me clear. It’s Bulldozer. 

He carries me to the teacher’s house, 
and ties me down hand and foot. “You 
McGees don’t know when you’re licked,” 
he pants. “You’re a mental case right 
now.” 

 
HEY bind up my wounds and by that 
time a strange Eskimo is at the door. I 

understood some of the dialect, but the 
teacher has to piece it together for me. “He 
says he and his people have come a long 
way. They have heard about the dogs 
chasing lots of horses. He says he has been 
told it is lots of fun.”  

“Tell him,” Bulldozer says, “the 
machine that makes the horses run on the 
wall is broken, and the operator, No-Shirt 
McGee, is sick in the head. Tell him we 
are taking a plane back to Nome this 
afternoon.”  

“Hah! Haah! That’s a good one,” I 
yelp. “There ain’t no plane due here.” 

“Oh, yes there is,” Bulldozer says. “I 
used the teacher’s short-wave radio, said I 
had an insane man, and chartered one. It’ll 
be here in an hour.”  

By golly he was right. “We’re going to 
walk right out,” he says, “leave things as 
is, take our loss and forget it.”  

“I might as well take the box-office 
receipts,” I said. “Pack ‘em up.”  

The pilot don’t even have to cut his 
motors. That’s how ready Bulldozer was. 
Well, it seems the story has got around 
Nome, and when we land, Side-Show 
Sheedy is on hand. “Come here, Side-
Show,” Bulldozer says, “have you got a 
dollar in your pocket?”  

“Sure, but not much more,” Side-Show 
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answers. 
“Well, for the consideration of one 

dollar, herewith acknowledged as paid, as 
the legal documents say, you get all the 
rights and title to the equipment and good 
will of the Horse-Opera McGee Theater 
Project. The HOMTP. All you have to do 
is pile on that plane and start to work. 
Better take a couple of dozen big sheets 
along for screens. We’ve done the ground 
work, and all you have to do is cash in. If 
you move fast, you’ll make another clean-
up before Tight-Wad’s schooner arrives. 
I’m no advertisin’ man, but I figger the 
show will be known the length and breadth 
of the Arctic when them Eskimos scatter 
to their homes.”  

“You’re certainly fine to me, boys,” 
Side-Show says, “and I’ll never forget it.” 

“Neither will we,” Bulldozer says 
sadly. The plane refuels and takes off, with 
Sheedy gettin’ a ride on the cuff. 

 
E AND Bulldozer go back to the 
hotel, with our box-office take and 

wounds. While he gets busy with pencil 
and paper I’m lookin’ over the take. Pretty 
soon he says, “What with the price you 
paid for that outfit, plus the grub and fuel 
we bought to get to Muktuk, plus the 
money I had to pay out for plane fare, I 
figger we’re in the red twenty-five 
hundred dollars. A fat chance I’ve got of 
goin’ South and spendin’ the winter 
amongst the California palms and pretty 
girls.” 

 

“You forget the box-office take,” I 
remind him. “I’ve been lookin’ things 
over. We skimmed the cream of the 
carved-ivory crop, and got some likely 
lookin’ furs besides. Right here in Nome 
we ought to get three thousand dollars for 
the lot. Outside it’ll run five thousand or 
better. It looks as if we’d go Outside.”  

Bulldozer throws up his hands in 
defeat. “You can’t beat a fool or a McGee 
for luck,” he groans. “If you fell in a 
sewer, you’d come up with a pocket full of 
nuggets.” M 


