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DANCE, 
PUNK, 
DANCE 

The slug tore into the floor near Pegleg’s good foot 

It Takes an Old-Timer Like Pegleg to Drive Home a Valuable Lesson to a Vicious Varmint! 

By LLOYD LLEWELL 
Author of “Black Silver,” “Darts of Death,” etc. 

LD “Pegleg” Shafer threw a searching 
glance up and down the dark highway. No 
more customers were in sight. 

“Guess I’ll call it a day,” he mumbled, as he 
unscrewed the thick hoses from his two gas pumps. 
Then he stumped heavily with them through the 
steel and glass door of his lonely service station. 

Pegleg hung the hoses inside the door on their 
special hooks, pulled the switch that extinguished 
the outside lights and started to cut himself a hunk 
of his plug of chewing tobacco. 

Suddenly he stopped. His leathery old face 
cocked sideways, he listened to the voice of his 
“Hay-Wire Special.” 

Gingerly he stumped around his little counter, 
making sure that his wooden leg didn’t come down 
too hard on the floor and shake. 

“Dod-bust that damn socket,” he swore angrily, 
as the set suddenly broke into a howling squeal that 
drowned the voice of the police announcer. “Fust 
thing in the mornin’ I’ll solder that there loose 
socket,” he promised himself. 

Carefully he tapped the detector tube back into 
place and adjusted the dial of the regeneration 
control. Pegleg knew every mood and idiosyncrasy 
of his “Hay-Wire Special.” Hadn’t he built it 
himself? And didn’t it look like it? Wasn’t that 
what Danny always said? His boy Danny, the best 
state trooper in the whole of Oregon? And didn’t he 
keep it dialed on the state police station, so that he 
could follow Danny’s movements all— 

“—be careful, boys. The killer is known to be 

armed with a thirty-eight. Nick Carolis is twenty-
eight years old, five foot nine—” 

Pegleg Shafer’s mouth opened angrily. For a 
moment he stared dumbfounded at the set. Then his 
fist banged on the counter. 

“Dod-bust those damn city cops.” 
“Shut up!” 
Pegleg looked up slowly. The color faded from 

his face. But his bright grey eyes under the bushy 
white eyebrows showed no sign of fear. He knew 
Nick Carolis immediately. Those malignant 
burning eyes in the sallow face, that long scar from 
lip to cheekbone, he had seen them before. A week 
ago, when Nick Carolis had stopped at his lonely 
station for gas, he had recognized him then from 
the mug-sheet. He had given his boy Danny the tip. 
And Danny had got his man. But those damn, no-
account city cops had let him get away! 

“Shut off that lousy set.” Nick Carolis 
emphasized his words with an ugly gun in his right 
fist. His thin, cruel lips snarled away from yellow, 
uneven teeth. “Douse that racket.” 

Slowly Pegleg reached over. He lifted his audio 
tube, touched the regeneration control. The set was 
silent. 

He raised his eyes. He stared at the gunman. 
Frantically he was searching for some means to— 

“Reach, you lousy buzzard!” 
The killer slithered on silent feet around the 

counter. Pegleg turned, kept facing him. Then he 
hopped heavily backward on his wooden peg. Nick 
Carolis lifted Pegleg’s old .45 from under the 
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counter and pocketed it. He laughed mirthlessly. 
“So you’re the old buzzard who turned me in,” 

he snarled viciously, his glittering eyes half-closed. 
“By God, I’ll rip you apart. I’ll load your belly full 
of lead, you damn stoolie!” 

His gun jammed into Pegleg’s stomach. His 
knuckles were white spots on his tenser gun hand. 
Pegleg’s eyes seemed to pop wide in abject fear. 

“If you do, you’ll hang. You’ll dance on air. 
You’ll choke. You’ll dance.” 

Pegleg’s voice rose to a quavering, hysterical 
shriek. Desperately he searched for something that 
might help him, for some way to stall along, 
praying that Danny might come, as he sometimes 
did. But no, Danny couldn’t. He was on 99 West. 
He would be on the other highway, looking for the 
killer. 

“You’ll hang, you’ll dance on air—” Pegleg’s 
good knee rattled against the leather knee-cushion 
of his wooden leg. His uplifted arms trembled and 
shook. His lips quivered. 

“You’ll—you’ll dance—” He stuttered and 
stammered as if paralyzed with fear. “You’ll 
dance—” 

Nick Carolis grinned evilly. An unholy light 
glinted in his piggish eyes. He placed his rain-
soaked hat on the counter, then swung himself up. 
His gun remained trained on the trembling old man. 
“Damned if that ain’t a good idea,” he gloated. 
“Dance, you lousy punk, dance. Show me how it’s 
done.” His gun cracked. The slug tore into the floor 
near Pegleg’s foot. “Dance, punk, dance,” he hissed 
throatily. 

Clumsily, staggeringly, Pegleg started to dance. 
Thump-thump-thump, th-u-m-p, th-u-m-p, th-u-m-p, 
thump-thump-thump; over and over. 

 
HE killer laughed, gloated, jeered. His gun-
butt kept time with the old man’s thumping 

steps, rapped heavily on the wooden counter. 
At last, exhausted and unable to stand, Pegleg 

collapsed against the Frigidaire. His hand smacked 
down on the foot release of the door. It swung 
open. 

The killer’s eyes fastened on the food in the 
refrigerator. He slid from the counter. His sharp 
pointed toe caught the old man in the ribs. His gun-
sight ripped the old man’s cheek. 

“Get up, damn you!” he snarled. Again his foot 
shot out. “Get me something to eat, you lousy 

stoolie.” 
Slowly Pegleg scrambled to his feet. Blood was 

crimsoning his white hair. Silently he opened a 
bottle of beer and poured it into a glass. He made a 
sandwich of ham. Another of sausage. 

The killer emptied the glass and ordered the old 
man to fill it again. His teeth bit into the sandwich. 
Avidly Pegleg hoped for an opening. But the 
killer’s gun never left him for a moment. 

“Another glass of beer, barkeep,” Nick Carolis 
jeered, “then on your way to hell!” 

“Stick ‘em up, Carolis!” 
The voice was sharp and crisp. Nick Carolis 

stiffened. The hand with the beer stayed motionless 
halfway to his mouth. 

“Get ‘em up, or I’ll blow your head off.” 
Carolis dropped the gun and glass. His hands 

rose toward the ceiling. His face turned yellow. 
Pegleg picked up the fallen gun, rescued his own 
from the pocket of the killer. 

Then Danny Shafer snapped the cuffs with 
practiced hands. 

“What the devil kept you so long, Danny?” 
Pegleg’s voice sounded irritated. “Damn near too 
late—” 

Danny laughed. “You sure used the old bean, 
Dad,” he praised. “As soon as I heard the whistle in 
my radio, I recognized the voice of your old ‘Hay-
Wire Special.’ And when you started to thump out 
a code for help, I burnt the tires off’n the old bus. 
How’n hell did you do it, without him getting 
wise?” 

“Easy as rollin’ off’n a log,” Pegleg gloated. 
“You young squirts still can l’arn somethin’ from 
us old-timers. When he told me to shut off the set, I 
just lifted the audio tube and shot up the 
regeneration. I knew the old set would squeal like a 
stuck pig and you’d hear it, even if’n she seemed 
silent as a ghost here.” 

Pegleg shaved off a generous helping from his 
plug. “Been threatening to solder that there loose 
socket for durn near a year. But now she stays. I 
knew dod-busted well if I thumped hard enough on 
the floor she’d rock and send you a message.” 

He chewed blissfully for a moment. “Had the 
devil’s own time making this lunkhead make me 
dance. Had to talk about dancing for three-four 
minutes, before he told me to start thumpin’. And 
then he helped me, by rappin’ on the counter with 
his gun-butt.” 
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