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The Purple Parasol

'^\Y ^^^^ Rossiter did not

like the task. The more
he thought of it as he

whirled northward on the

Empire State Express the

more distasteful it seemed to grow.

"Hang il all," he thought, throwing

down his magazine in disgust, " it 's like

police work. And heaven knows I have n't

wanted to be a cop since we lived in

Newark twenty years ago. Why the

dickens did old Wharton marry her?

He 's an old ass, and he 's getting just


