
HER HAIR WAS platinum blonde, and she was
gorgeous.

          Over one azure-blue, gentian-fringed eye a
smart little white felt hat dipped roguishly. The roguish
white hat just came to the shoulder of Mr. William
Dudley Dewey, known to his intimates as Willie the
Dip. To the close-packed subway car her dainty,
feminine body was jammed tightly against Willie’s. He
couldn’t help looking down at her and admiring the
soft curve of her hips and the flaunting swell of her
firm, rounded breasts.

She wore a thin frock that clung to her intimately,
and it was cut low enough at the throat to vouch-safe
all and sundry a generous glimpse of the smooth, satiny
valley between her bosoms—a glimpse that made
Willie the Dip yearn for the opportunity of closer
inspection. Also, she wore a flashing diamond-and-ruby
clasp-pin that caused Willie’s educated fingers to itch
for possession.

Willie the Dip turned his attention away from the
stout, asthmatic man on his left. He had been intending
to lift the stout man’s wallet, but the platinum blonde
was far more interesting. So was her diamond-and-ruby
clasp-pin. To relieve her of it represented a difficult
problem, and Willie the Dip doted on difficult problems.
In his profession he was an artist, with an artist’s sincere
respect for tough jobs ingeniously accomplished.

A more clever pickpocket than Willie the Dip didn’t
exist; he admitted it himself, with becoming modesty.
Try as they might, the cops had never been able to pin
anything on Willie. Which was entirely due to Willie’s
unique system. When he lifted the bill-fold of an
unsuspecting victim in a crowded subway train, Willie
the Dip’s sentient fingers would extract the money; and
then the flattened wallet would be deftly slipped into
the pocket of some other unsuspicious and innocent
passenger. Willie had been arrested a number of times,
but he’d never been caught with the goods.
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SO now Willie turned away from the asthmatic stout
man and focused his slightly-protruding eyes upon

the delectable figure of the platinum blonde who
snuggled so closely alongside him. He sniffed
appreciatively of the expensive perfume she used, and
noted with approval her red, kiss-inviting lips. Then
he felt her fingers driving into his right-hand coat
pocket.

Willie the Dip’s hand flashed up and caught her
wrist before she could jerk away. Her face whitened,
and she stared up at him with dismay and horror,
written in her azure-blue eyes.

Still keeping her trembling hand imprisoned in his
pocket, Willie the Dip grinned down at her. “I don’t
keep my valuables in that particular pocket, sister,”
he said in a casual, conversational tone that reached
her ears and no others. “And besides, you’re very
clumsy. I could feel your fingers the minute you tried
to frisk me.”

The train was slowing down for a station stop.
The platinum blonde’s lips were trembling. “Wh—
what are you g—going to d—do with m—me?” she
faltered.

“Let’s get out at this station and talk it over,” Willie
suggested. And still pinioning her hand in his pocket,
he led her through the crush to an exit just as the train
stopped. Together they emerged upon the station
platform and stood there until the train had roared off
into the distance like a twinkling underground comet

A uniformed policeman stood at the far end of the
station. The girl saw him, and her entire body trembled,
“You—you aren’t going to t—turn me over to the p—
police?” she cried desperately.

Willie looked her over. Frightened and shrinking,
she seemed even more desirable than before. Her
warmly-curving breasts were boldly outlined beneath
her frock as she drew a panting, panic-stricken breath.
The diamond-and-ruby clasp-pin twinkled with the rise
and fall of her bosom.

“I might not turn you over to the cops—on one
condition,” Willie said tentatively.

She looked at him with her appealing blue eyes.
“Oh—anything! I’ll do anything you say if—if you
don’t have me arrested!”

“Will you come with me to my apartment and have
a little drink? I’d like to ask you some questions about
yourself— how you happened to become a pickpocket,
where you live, whether you’ve got a boyfriend—-”

“I—I’ll go with you,” she surrendered.
He released her hand from his pocket and held it

in the crook of his arm. Together they ascended the

stairs into the warm summer night above. Willie’s
apartment was just three blocks away. They talked the
entire distance without a word of conversation.

HE unlocked the front door of his flat, snapped on a
light and stood politely aside while the girl entered

ahead of him. He followed her, closed the door and
locked it. She stared at him with widening eyes. “Why,
why do you lock me in?” she demanded fearfully.

He laughed innocently. “So you won’t run away, of
course,” he answered. “Now, take off your hat and sit
down and make yourself comfortable while I go get a
drink.”

He left her and went into his dressing room. He
removed his coat, donned a flowered silken robe and
returned with a bottle and two glasses. He poured two
stiff shots and handed one to the platinum blonde. She
accepted it wifh trembling fingers and drank it with a
faint moue of distaste. But the minute the mellow Scotch
started coursing through her veins, she seemed to lose
most of her timidity. Color flooded back into her piquant
features, and her blue eyes took on a new sparkle.

Willie the Dip tossed off his own Scotch and sat
down beside the girl on the davenport “Tell me,” he
asked earnestly. “Why are you a pickpocket!”

She faced him and tried to smile. “I—I’m really not
a pickpocket,” she confessed. “I’m a stenographer. But
I’ve been out of work a long while, and I—I’m broke. I
just had to do something—I have no family, no friends
I can turn to.” Tears welled suddenly into her eyes. “T-
tonight was the first time I ever—did anything so
terrible! I—I’m so ashamed——!”

“There, there!” Willie consoled her, slipping an arm
about her waist. “I knew you weren’t a professional.
You haven’t got the touch. It’s all right. You’re safe now.
I’m not going to have you arrested.” His eye fixed upon
the diamond-and-ruby pin nestling at the border of her
frock, close to the vee that exposed her creamy breasts.
“Tell me,” he asked idly “If you were broke, why didn’t
you hook that pin?”

Her eyes widened, “Oh~I couldn’t! It’s an heirloom!
I couldn’t ever part with that!”

“I see,” he nodded understandingly. “It’s a pretty
thing, isn’t it?” His fingers caressed the pin— and then
slipped into the opening of her frock to touch more
exquisite treasures within.

The girl blushed and panted a little. “You—you
shouldn’t do that,” she whispered. But she made no
move to push his hand away.

Encouraged, Willie leaned close to her and kissed
her on the neck. The thrill of that contact between his
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lips and her warm, silk smooth flesh raised goose-
pimples of pleasure on his spine. Abruptly he seized
her chin and tilted her face backward. Her red, Cupid’s-
bow lips opened enticingly. He clamped his mouth over
them and lingered there until the room swam.

She leaned against him weakly. Willie’s free hand
strolled along her rounded thigh intimately. Then he
noticed the faint dew of perspiration on her upper lip.
“You’re warm?” he whispered. “Wouldn’t you be more
comfortable if you— took your frock off?”

She looked at him coquettishly. “I might —if I had
another drink,” she answered.

Willie the Dip sprang up and poured her another
slug of Scotch. She accepted it and drained it. Then
she stood up, and with an air of shy bravado shrugged
herself completely out of her clinging dress. Willie’s
eyes widened avariciously as he drank in the exposed
contours of her delectable body. Rounded, silk-clad legs
melted into thighs that were sheer marble poems. Her
flat hips were encased in the frilliest, laciest panties
Willie had ever looked through. Her firm, full, yet
girlish breasts strained behind the useless confinement
of a web-thin gauze brassier.

She smiled at him naughtily and pironetted slowly
before him. “Do you like me better this way?” she asked
him daringly.

“You’re a knock-out!” he breathed, and grabbed at
her. He strained her bare body backward and pressed a
hot kiss on her willing lips. Then he kissed her
shoulders, her smooth arms, the soft hollow beneath
her chin, leaving smears of lipstick on her wherever
his mouth had tarried until she looked as though she
were coming down with a bad case of measles.

His educated fingers were fumbling and inept, for
once, as he worked at the snap-hooks that fastened her
brassiere. Eventually he succeeded, and the frothy
garment fluttered like a butterfly to the floor. He stared
at the rising beauty of her bared breasts like a man in a
trance. Then he picked her up and carried her over to
the davenport. Her arms went about his neck in sudden
capitulation. She panted passionately, gustily ...

AFTER a while, Willie the Dip said “Aren’t you
hungry darling? I am.”

She nodded sleepily. “I could stand a snack of
something.”

“Okay. Let’s get dressed and go downtown,” Willie
suggested quickly. His pulses were beginning to
hammer a little now. Here’s where his artistry would
come in! He would relieve her of that diamond-and-
ruby pin; and then, on some pretext, he would ditch

her. And she wouldn’t dare complain to the police about
him. She was too afraid of being arrested as a
pickpocket, herself!

She arose from the davenport “You can help me
on with my dress if you want to,” she said charmingly.

Willie picked up her discarded frock from the center
of the floor and brought it over to her. As he carried the
garment, his fingers came into contact with that clasp-
pin. He could have unfastened it right then and there,
and slipped it into his pocket; but Willie was too much
the artist for such crude work. Any sneak-thief could
steal a pin from a dress. But it took a master craftsman
to lift the same pin from the dress when its owner was
inside it.

Willie the Dip stood there while the platinum
blonde adjusted her step-ins snugly about her slender
waist. He watched in helpless fascination as she stooped
over and picked up her brassiere, then adjusted it over
the swelling mounds of her creamy breasts, tucking
the seductive, pliant flesh into the twin cup-shaped
gauze molds and snapping the catches.

He handed her the frock. She raised it over her head,
arms up-stretched so that her deliciously pointed breasts
strained through their sheer confining nests. The dress
slipped down over her shoulders. She wiggled a
naughty, delicious wiggle. The dress descended like a
proscenium curtain falling before a stage after the show
is over. She patted the frock’s clinging folds until it
clung to her like a smooth sheath.

She went to a mirror and dabbed her passion-
swollen lips with carmine. She touched rouge to her
smooth cheeks and patted her pert nose with a powder
puff. She smoothed her platinum hair and adjusted the
saucy white hat roguishly over one azure-blue eye. Then
she turned to Willie the Dip. “I’m ready now,” she said.

He went into the dressing room and exchanged his
flowered silk robe for his street coat. He put on his hat.
He returned to the platinum blonde. “Okay, let’s go,”
he smiled.

He unlocked the front door. The diamond-and-ruby
pin was still glittering at her breast. He reached out
and switched off the light, plunging the apartment into
solid darkness.

IN THE gloom he found the girl and drew her close
to him. “Just one more kiss in the dark before we go,

baby,” he whispered. She raised her face to his. His
lips met hers. His hand strayed toward the front of her
dress and stole inside, gently cupping a smooth breast.
For an instant they clung together. Then he released
her, bringing his hand reluctantly from her swelling
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bosom. And of course, as he withdrew his hand he
also withdrew that diamond-and-ruby pin!

That, he told himself pridefully, was Art.
They left the apartment and went downstairs.

Willie the Dip was feeling so proud of himself that,
with a grandiloquent gesture, he hailed a passing taxi.
He assisted the platinum blonde into the cab and
followed her. “Broadway, buddy,” he told the cabby.

Before a glittering cafe downtown, Willie helped
the blonde girl from the cab and paid the driver. Then
he guided her into the restaurant. They found a cozy,

secluded table. To a hovering waiter, Willie gave his
order. He ordered magnificently, spectacularly.

Then, while they were waiting for the food to arrive,
Willie looked at the girl with a wry smile. “Will you
excuse me just a moment, baby?” he asked. “I just
remembered I’ve got to phone a man about a dog.”

She smiled back. “Go ahead. I’ll be waiting for you.”
Willie got up from the table and walked toward the

back of the cafe. He wandered casually out through the
rear entrance. He looked up and down the street.
Whistling, he strolled off, with the girl’s clasp-pin safely

“I don’t keep my valuables in that
pocket, sister,” he grinned.
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in his trousers-pocket.
Willie the Dip was feeling pleased. Luck was with

him. He looked at his watch. It was just about time for
the theater crowds to be emerging. He grinned to
himself. When luck was with a man, it paid to string
along. The after-theater jams had always been good
pickings for Willie. Who could tell—perhaps he could
lift a well-stuffed wallet or two before he went home
to sweet repose!

Already he had dismissed the platinum blonde from
his thoughts. He wasn’t even worried as to what she’d
do when the food arrived— and she had no money to
pay for it.

He ambled along Broadway. At Times Square the
crowds began to thicken. The shows were disgorging
their audiences now. Willie the Dip’s educated fingers
began to tingle expectantly.

And then, suddenly, a shrill, asthmatic voice said
“There he is, officer—that’s the man! Arrest him! He’s
the one who picked my pocket in the subway tonight!”

WILLIE whirled—and faced the apoplectic figure
of the stout, middle-aged, asthmatic man who

had stood alongside him in the crowded subway train
earlier that evening—the man whose bill-fold he had
contemplated lifting! A great wave of righteous
indignation swept over Willie the Dip. He looked at
the detective in plainclothes who accompanied the stout
man.

“What’s the idea?” Willie complained, aggrieved.
The detective grinned derisively. “You aren’t going

to pull the injured-innocence gag, are you, Willie?”
Willie the Dip said “How do you get that way? I

haven’t done anything!”
The detective grunted sarcastically. “Maybe not.

All I know is, this gentleman was on a subway train
this evening and suddenly found his pocket had been
picked. He came to headquarters and told us about it.
We took him through the Rogue’s Gallery and showed
him pictures of all the pickpockets. When he saw your
mug, he accused you. He says you were right alongside
him in the crowded car.”

“Maybe I was. But that doesn’t prove anything.
And besides, I actually didn’t pick his pocket!” Willie
protested vehemently.

“Then you won’t mind if I frisk you, Willie!” the
detective grinned again. “Not that it’ll do much good.
You’ve probably disposed of that stolen leather purse

hours ago.”
“Go ahead and frisk!” Willie challenged.
The detective ran his hand over Willie’s clothing.

He delved into Willie’s inside pocket. He raised his
brows. “Haven’t even got a wallet of your own tonight,
have you, Willie?”

Willie the Dip turned pale and grabbed at his breast
pocket. His jaw dropped in sheer perplexity. “I—I did
have——” he stuttered.

But the detective wasn’t listening to him. Instead,
he was plunging his hand into the right-hand coat pocket
of Willie’s well-tailored suit The plain-clothes man’s
brawny red fist emerged—with a billfold!

The stout, asthmatic man gave a squeal of
satisfaction. “That’s it! That’s my wallet! That’s the
one he stole from me!” he yelled.

Willie the Dip turned slowly green. “How—how
the hell did that get in my pocket—?” he wailed. And
then, abruptly, he remembered something——

HE remembered the platinum blonde! He
remembered how he had caught her as she dipped

her hand into his right-hand coat pocket! And like a
searing flash of lightning everything was clear to him!
She was a pickpocket—a professional—and she had
used Willie’s own personal technique! She had stolen
the billfold from the stout man, taken the money from
it— and then slipped it into the unsuspecting pocket of
Willie the Dip!

Willie clutched at his breast pocket. “Now I know
where my wallet went!” he moaned in sudden agony.
“She got it!”

The detective stared at him. “Whatever you’re
getting at, it sounds screwy to me,” he said “Come
along—I’m going to call the wagon!”

Willie went along. And as he was dragged toward
the nearest police-call box, his trembling fingers
plunged into his trousers pocket and found the diamond-
and-ruby clasp-pin he had stolen from the platinum
blonde. He drew it forth and smiled brokenly. At least
he’d got that much out of the deal; and when he got out
of jail a year or two later, he could hock it for enough
to give him a stake while he started in business again—

He looked at the pin. And as he looked at it, it
slipped from his fumbling fingers and fell to the
concrete sidewalk; fell—and shattered into a hundred
white-and-red fragments.

It was glass!


