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				“Parker’s brilliance is in his simple dialogue, and in Spenser. Here is a character who is fearless, honest and clever but never preachy. He’s self-deprecating, sometimes sensitive; hard-boiled but never boorish. And he doesn’t take himself too seriously.”	—The Philadelphia Inquirer

				PRAISE FOR ROBERT B. PARKER’S SMALL VICES... 

				“A fine, fast story... the best Parker in years.”	—Toronto Globe and Mail

				“Parker gives us a painful and powerful description of a man, once a master of his body, now handicapped by it, struggling to rehab in some semblance of what he was before.... The outcome is enormously satisfying, close to perfect.”	—St. Petersburg Times

				“One of the best... a straightforward story that’s well-paced. Spenser and Hawk are truly great characters.... But the real joy of reading Parker is the nonstop repartee between Spenser and almost everyone he encounters.”	—The San Francisco Examiner

				“Parker’s snap, crackle, pop prose keeps things moving, but the novel also offers insight into the singular blend of violence and compassion that motivates Spenser. He’ll always keep coming back for more—and so will his legion of fans.”	—Orlando Sentinel

				“Parker keeps the crime-fighting moving in a direct and satisfying fashion.”	—Chicago Tribune

				“It’s a tribute to Parker’s professionalism that he takes a device as old as Sherlock Holmes—the death and rebirth of the detective—and infuses it with renewed urgency and moral weight, showing the thoroughbred form that put him and Boston on the PI map in the first place.”	 	—Kirkus Reviews

				PRAISE FOR ROBERT B. PARKER AND THE SPENSER NOVELS... 

				“A MASTER OF MURDEROUS IRONY.”
—Los Angeles Times

				“ONE OF THE GREAT SERIES IN THE HISTORY OF THE AMERICAN DETECTIVE STORY.”
—The New York Times

				Now & Then

				Investigating a case of infidelity sounds simple—until it plunges Spenser and his beloved Susan into a politically charged murder plot that’s already left three people dead.

				“This is vintage Parker, filled with banter and repartee, swagger and rule-skirting... a page-turner.”	—The Boston Globe

				Hundred-Dollar Baby

				Deadly complications arise when Spenser crosses paths with a runaway girl he helped years ago.

				“Parker in top-notch form.”	—The Seattle Times

				School Days

				When a young boy is accused of a mass murder, only his grandmother is convinced of his innocence.

				“Crackling prose and juicy repartee.”	—Entertainment Weekly

				Cold Service

				When his closest ally is attacked, Spenser redefines friendship in the name of vengeance.

				“One hot mystery.”	—The Washington Post

				“DETECTIVEDOM’S MOST CHARMINGLY LITERATE LOUT.”
—People

				“EVERYONE INTERESTED IN MYSTERY AND CONTEMPORARY WRITING IN GENERAL SHOULD READ AT LEAST ONE OF THE SPENSER NOVELS.”
—Library Journal

				Bad Business

				A suspicious wife and a cheating husband pose a few dangerous surprises for Spenser.

				“A kinky whodunit... snappy... sexy.”	 	—Entertainment Weekly

				Back Story

				Spenser teams with Jesse Stone to solve a murder three decades old—and still cold as death.

				“Good and scary. This [is] superior Parker.”	—The Boston Globe

				Widow’s Walk

				Spenser must defend an accused murderess who’s so young, cold, rich, and beautiful, she has to be guilty.

				“Delicious fun. Bottom line: A merry Widow.”	—People

				Potshot

				Spenser is enlisted to clean up a small Arizona town.

				“Outrageously entertaining... a hero who can still stand up for himself—and us.”	—The New York Times Book Review

				Hugger Mugger

				Spenser hoofs it down south when someone makes death threats against a Thoroughbred racehorse.

				“Brisk... crackling... finishes strong, just like a Thoroughbred.”	—Entertainment Weekly

				Hush Money

				Spenser helps a stalking victim—only to find himself the one being stalked... 

				“Spenser can still punch, sleuth, and wisecrack with the best of them.”	—Publishers Weekly

				Sudden Mischief

				A charity fund-raiser, accused of sexual harassment by four women, is wanted for a bigger offense: murder... 

				“Smooth as silk.”	—Orlando Sentinel

				Small Vices

				Spenser must solve the murder of a wealthy college student—before the wrong man pays the price... 

				“His finest in years... one can’t-put-it-down story.”	 	—San Francisco Chronicle

				Chance

				Spenser heads to Vegas to find the missing husband of a mob princess—but he’s not the only one looking... 

				“As brisk and clever as always.”	—Los Angeles Times Book Review

				Thin Air

				Spenser thought he could help a friend find his missing wife. Until he learned the nasty truth about Lisa St. Claire... 

				“Full of action, suspense, and thrills.”	—Playboy

			

		

	
		
			
				THE SPENSER NOVELS

				Sixkill

				Painted Ladies

				The Professional

				Rough Weather

				Now & Then

				Hundred-Dollar Baby

				School Days

				Cold Service

				Bad Business

				Back Story

				Widow’s Walk

				Potshot

				Hugger Mugger

				Hush Money

				Sudden Mischief

				Small Vices

				Chance

				Thin Air

				Walking Shadow

				Paper Doll

				Double Deuce

				Pastime

				Stardust

				Playmates

				Crimson Joy

				Pale Kings and Princes

				Taming a Sea-Horse

				A Catskill Eagle

				Valediction

				The Widening Gyre

				Ceremony

				A Savage Place

				Early Autumn

				Looking for Rachel Wallace

				The Judas Goat

				Promised Land

				Mortal Stakes

				God Save the Child

				The Godwulf Manuscript

				THE JESSE STONE NOVELS

				Split Image

				Night and Day

				Stranger in Paradise

				High Profile

				Sea Change

				Stone Cold

				Death in Paradise

				Trouble in Paradise

				Night Passage

				THE SUNNY RANDALL NOVELS

				Spare Change

				Blue Screen

				Melancholy Baby

				Shrink Rap

				Perish Twice

				Family Honor

				THE VIRGIL COLE/
EVERETT HITCH NOVELS

				Blue-Eyed Devil

				Brimstone

				Resolution

				Appaloosa

				ALSO BY ROBERT B. PARKER

				A Triple Shot of Spenser

				Double Play

				Gunman’s Rhapsody

				All Our Yesterdays

				A Year at the Races

				(with Joan H. Parker)

				Perchance to Dream

				Poodle Springs

				(with Raymond Chandler)

				Love and Glory

				Wilderness

				Three Weeks in Spring

				(with Joan H. Parker)

				Training with Weights

				(with John R. Marsh)

			

		

	
		
			
				SMALL

				VICES

				ROBERT B. PARKER

				[image: Berkley%20logo.eps]

			

		

	
		
			
				THE BERKLEY PUBLISHING GROUP

				Published by the Penguin Group

				Penguin Group (USA) Inc.

				375 Hudson Street, New York, New York 10014, USA

				Penguin Group (Canada), 90 Eglinton Avenue East, Suite 700, Toronto, Ontario M4P 2Y3, Canada (a division of Pearson Penguin Canada Inc.)

				Penguin Books Ltd., 80 Strand, London WC2R 0RL, England

				Penguin Group Ireland, 25 St. Stephen’s Green, Dublin 2, Ireland (a division of Penguin Books Ltd.)

				Penguin Group (Australia), 250 Camberwell Road, Camberwell, Victoria 3124, Australia (a division of Pearson Australia Group Pty. Ltd.)

				Penguin Books India Pvt. Ltd., 11 Community Centre, Panchsheel Park, New Delhi—110 017, India

				Penguin Group (NZ), 67 Apollo Drive, Rosedale, North Shore 0632, New Zealand (a division of Pearson New Zealand Ltd.)

				Penguin Books (South Africa) (Pty.) Ltd., 24 Sturdee Avenue, Rosebank, Johannesburg 2196, South Africa

				

				Penguin Books Ltd., Registered Offices: 80 Strand, London WC2R 0RL, England

				

				This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents either are the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously, and any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, business establishments, events, or locales is entirely coincidental. The publisher does not have any control over and does not assume any responsibility for author or third-party websites or their content.

				

				SMALL VICES

				

				A Berkley Book / published by arrangement with the author

				

				PRINTING HISTORY

				G. P. Putnam’s Sons hardcover edition / March 1997

				Berkley mass-market edition / March 1998

				Berkley premium edition / February 2009

				

				Copyright © 1997 by Robert B. Parker.

				Lyrics from the song “Route 66” by Bobby Troup, copyright © Londontown Music, Inc., 1974. Reprinted with permission.

				

				All rights reserved.

				No part of this book may be reproduced, scanned, or distributed in any printed or electronic form without permission. Please do not participate in or encourage piracy of copyrighted materials in violation of the author’s rights. Purchase only authorized editions.

				For information, address: The Berkley Publishing Group,

				a division of Penguin Group (USA) Inc.,

				375 Hudson Street, New York, New York 10014.

				

				ISBN: 978-0-425-16248-4

				

				BERKLEY®

				Berkley Books are published by The Berkley Publishing Group,

				a division of Penguin Group (USA) Inc., 

				375 Hudson Street, New York, New York 10014. 

				BERKLEY® is a registered trademark of Penguin Group (USA) Inc. 

				The “B” design is a trademark of Penguin Group (USA) Inc.

				

				30 29 28 27 26 25 24 23 22 21 20 19 18

				

				If you purchased this book without a cover, you should be aware that this book is stolen property. It was reported as “unsold and destroyed” to the publisher, and neither the author nor the publisher has received any payment for this “stripped book.”

			

		

	
		
			
				For Joan: You may have been a headache, but you’ve never been a bore.

			

		

	
		
			
				Through tattered clothes small vices do appear; Robes and furred gowns hide all. Plate sin with gold, And the strong lance of justice hurtless breaks; Arm it in rags, a pygmy’s straw does pierce it.

				—KING LEAR

			

		

	
		
			
			

			
				chapter 1

				THE LAST TIME I saw Rita Fiore she’d been an assistant DA with red hair, first-rate hips, and more attitude than an armadillo. She’d had a drink with me in the downstairs bar at the Parker House, complained about men, and introduced me to a blowhard from the DEA named Fallon, who answered more questions about the cocaine trade than I’d asked. This time we were alone, in a conference room on the thirty-ninth floor of the former Mercantile Building, with a view of the coastline that extended north to Greenland and south to Tierra del Fuego. She still had red hair. She still had the hips. And she was still tougher than Pat Buchanan. But she wasn’t a prosecutor anymore. She was the senior litigator for Cone, Oakes and Baldwin, and a member of the firm.

				“Coffee?” she said.

				“Sure.”

				I had decided that I was more alert with coffee than without it. So I decided to have a couple of cups each day, to keep my heart rate up. This one would be my third, but my heart was still a little sluggish. Rita sent a female underling for the coffee, and leaned a little back in her chair and crossed her legs. Her skirt was a little short for business, just as her hair was a little long. I knew Rita knew that, and I knew she didn’t care.

				“Still got the wheels,” I said.

				“Yeah, and I’m still spinning them.”

				“Beats the view out of Dedham District Court,” I said.

				“Oh, yeah. Professionally I’m a big goddamned success. But am I married?”

				“Gee,” I said. “I wish I could help.”

				“You had your chance.”

				I grinned.

				“Reminds me of an old joke,” I said.

				“I know the joke,” Rita said. “And never mind.”

				The female underling came back with two coffees in real cups, with a cream pitcher and sugar bowl on a silver tray. Everything bore the firm’s initials.

				“Discourages the clients from stealing stuff,” Rita said.

				I put some sugar in, and some cream, and had a sip. It was lukewarm.

				“I thought you got married,” I said.

				“I did. Twice. Both jerks.”

				“Probably ought to stop doing that,” I said.

				“Marrying jerks? Yeah, I should. But you eliminate the jerks, and who you going to marry?”

				“A woman needs a man like a fish needs a bicycle,” I said.

				“How come that’s the only feminist remark guys can quote?”

				“There’s another one,” I said, “something about whore to her husband, slave to her children? Have I got it right?”

				Rita grinned at me.

				“Could you maybe just shut the fuck up?” she said.

				“Sure.”

				Rita drank some of her coffee and made a face.

				“Limoges china on a silver tray and they can’t get the coffee hot,” she said.

				I looked out the window. The ocean was gray today, and the far sky was the same color, so that the horizon was hard to distinguish and the distance just seemed to fade away. I could see the wake of a nearly indistinguishable power boat as it pushed past one of the channel markers in the outer harbor.

				“About a year and a half ago, when I was still prosecuting, we had a guy named Ellis Alves. Charged with the murder of a Pemberton College student named Melissa Henderson.”

				“I remember,” I said. “You got a conviction.”

				“Yeah, what a challenge. He’s black, had two priors for sexual assault. She’s white, honor student at Pemberton. Father owns eight banks. Her grandfather was once Secretary of Commerce.”

				“And?”

				“And I did what I was employed to do. I prosecuted. I won. Ellis is now at Cedar Junction. Forever.”

				“Way to go, Rita.”

				“Yeah. It was easy. He had a public defender one year out of law school, Yale, I think. Kid named Marcy Vance. Serious. Talbots suits. Just a little lipstick. Knew more law probably than I’ll ever know. Knew nothing at all about criminal defense. I could convict Santa Claus if she was defending.”

				She finished her coffee and put the cup aside.

				“You’re not smoking anymore,” I said.

				“The patch worked for me. I been off three and a half years.”

				“Good,” I said.

				“What do you care,” Rita said. “You’re in love with Susan.”

				“This is true,” I said. “But it’s not monomania.”

				“Nice to know,” Rita said. “Anyway. I didn’t like the case, but it was there to be cleared and I cleared it. While I was clearing it, I was interviewing here, and a couple weeks after I cleared Ellis right over to Cedar Junction, I came to work here and started drinking coffee out of china cups.”

				“So?”

				“So last spring who shows up here, wearing more makeup, but still dressing Talbots? My old adversary, Marcy Vance. And as soon as we get reintroduced she starts in on me about Ellis Alves. He was framed. She was too green to conduct a proper defense. He was the victim of racial discrimination.”

				“You believe her?”

				“I believe Alves had a lousy defense. I believe it is easy to get a conviction on a black man whose victim is a rich white woman.”

				“You believe he was innocent?”

				“Most of the people I’ve convicted aren’t.”

				“True,” I said.

				“But Marcy says he didn’t do it. She admits freely that he’s a bad man and probably a career criminal and probably guilty of a lot of other things. But she says he did not have anything to do with the Henderson kid.”

				“If she’s right it means somebody else did. And got away with it.”

				“Yeah.”

				We were quiet for a moment. The power boat was out of sight now, out in the bay somewhere. The gray sky seemed to have lowered, and the panorama had closed in considerably as we talked.

				“You think she’s right?” I said finally.

				“I’m not sure she’s wrong.”

				“Ah ha,” I said. “So there’s more to this than just the chance to flash your legs at me and remind me of what I missed.”

				“Well, that’s the primary purpose, but the firm is also prepared to employ you to look into the matter of Ellis Alves at our expense.”

				“And if I find out he didn’t do it?”

				“Then we would be very happy to have you ascertain who did.”

				“Probably would have to anyway,” I said. “It’s a sure way to prove he didn’t do it.”

				“Let’s be clear on this,” Rita said. “The firm’s not hiring you to clear this guy. The firm’s hiring you to establish the truth.”

				“And you a lawyer,” I said.

				Rita smiled.

				“I know, I’m not comfortable with the idea either,” she said. “But there it is.”

				“Well, okay, if that’s the way you feel,” I said.

				Rita took a thick cardboard envelope off her desk and handed it to me.

				“Trial transcript,” she said.

				“I’ll read it,” I said. “Though not happily. And I probably ought to talk with Marcy, and then I ought to talk with Ellis. How’s Ellis feel about white people?”

				“He feels that some of them put him away for life.”

				I nodded.

				“Be better if I can talk with him here,” I said.

				“Why?”

				“Bring him in, sit in a conference room, give him a decent lunch, have Hawk join us. Anybody in Corrections owe you a favor?”

				“Hawk?”

				“Might ease the black-white thing a little.”

				“Yeah, I can pull that off. He’ll probably have to be shackled.”

				“Leg irons only,” I said. “And no guards in the room.”

				“Ellis is kind of a dangerous guy,” Rita said.

				“You can be right outside,” I said.

				“Yeah... Hawk with anybody?”

				“Always, and not for long,” I said. “I don’t think he’s husband material.”

				“No,” Rita said, “he’s not. Be a hell of a weekend, though.”

				“I’ve heard that about you,” I said.

				“Really? Where?”

				“I think it was written in pencil on the wall of a holding cell in the Dedham jail,” I said.

				Rita grinned.

				“And the sad thing is, I wrote it.”

			

		

	
		
			
				chapter 2

				“AND I HAVE to face it,” Marcy Vance told me, “a lot of this is my fault.”

				We were sitting on stools at a high table for two in a sandwich shop on State Street, looking at the lunch menu.

				“How so,” I said.

				“Have you read the transcript?” she said.

				I nodded.

				“He wanted to plea-bargain,” Marcy said. “I told him no. If he were innocent, we should fight. He said they were going to convict him anyway. I wanted to prove him wrong, prove to him that the system would work. I even put him on the stand. He’s not an articulate man, but I believed in his innocence and I felt that, you know, truth will out.”

				“Everybody starts out young,” I said.

				I was considering the club sandwich.

				“I started out younger than most,” she said.

				She was a lanky woman, still younger than most. Not thirty yet, with pale skin and green eyes, and straight brown hair efficiently cut. There was a hint of freckles that no suntan had ever intensified. Her hands were big, with long fingers. She wore no jewelry, and her only makeup was a pale lip gloss.

				“And I asked one of the detectives in cross-examination a question that permitted him to mention Ellis’s record. The judge allowed it. Said if I were going to ask questions to which I didn’t know the answer, I was going to have to live with the consequences.”

				“But it’s Ellis that’s living with them.”

				“Yes.”

				It was a given that if I had a club sandwich, I would get some of it on my shirt. What was under consideration was whether I cared or not, which was related to how I felt about Marcy. Which I hadn’t decided.

				“Why do you think he’s innocent?”

				“He said so. I believed him.”

				“That’s it?”

				“And it doesn’t fit. His previous assaults were on black women in his neighborhood. The rest of his record is all of a piece. Petty street crime, extortion, possession with intent, that sort of thing, all within a mile of Ruggles Station.”

				The waitress was rushed. She didn’t want to wait for me to evaluate my feelings about Marcy before I ordered. Marcy ordered carrot soup. I played it safe.

				“Ham on light rye, mustard,” I said. “Side of coleslaw. Decaf coffee.”

				The waitress flat-heeled away at high speed and slapped our order on the service counter. There were maybe ten other order slips already there.

				“Ellis own a car?” I said.

				“No.”

				“He got a credit card?”

				“I don’t know. Why?”

				“Could rent a car if he had a credit card. Hard to do without one.”

				“I never thought...” she said.

				The waitress hurried back. Put a white mug of decaf in front of me, and a Diet Coke in front of Marcy.

				“Be good to know how he got out to Pemberton,” I said.

				“He says he wasn’t there.”

				“Be good to know where he was.”

				“He says he was with a woman, doesn’t know her name. Her place. Can’t remember where it was. They were drinking.”

				“Hell of an alibi,” I said.

				“Don’t you think if he’d done it, he would have had a better one?”

				“Not necessarily. Not everybody in jail is a thinker.”

				I drank a little coffee. It was just as good as if it were caffeinated. Or almost just as good. At least it was hot.

				“What was the case against Ellis?” I said.

				“Two eyewitnesses picked him out of a lineup.”

				“Two?”

				“Yes, a Pemberton undergraduate and her boyfriend. They said they saw him drag Melissa Henderson into a car near the campus.”

				“They call the cops?”

				“No, not then,” Marcy said. “They thought it was just some kind of lover’s quarrel, and they didn’t want to seem racists, you know, a black man and a white woman?”

				“Which was a racist thing to worry about,” I said.

				Marcy frowned, and looked puzzled, and looked as if she wanted to argue. She settled for a shrug.

				“But they appeared after Melissa turned up murdered,” I said.

				“Yes. They went to the Pemberton Police and reported what they’d seen.”

				“How’d they connect to Ellis?”

				“Pemberton Police got an anonymous tip.”

				“And they grabbed Ellis and put him in a lineup and the two witnesses pick him out.”

				“Yes.”

				“And the arresting officers find the victim’s underwear in Alves’s room.”

				“Yes. The DNA tests proved they were hers.”

				“What’s Ellis say about that,” I said.

				“Says the police planted them.”

				“They ever find the rest of the clothes?”

				“No.”

				The waitress rushed by again and dropped off some carrot soup for Marcy and a ham sandwich for me. There was a small paper cup of coleslaw on the platter beside it. Marcy got a dinner roll with her soup.

				“There’s something else,” Marcy said. “It sort of got me what you said about the eyewitnesses not calling the cops—that it was a racist assumption anyway.”

				“You sort of thought deep in your heart that Ellis was guilty,” I said. “So you overcompensated because you know that it was an impure racist thought that you were harboring.”

				“How did you know?”

				“I’m a trained sleuth,” I said.

				“I was terrified of him, too.”

				“Probably with good reason,” I said.

				“Maybe, but I was, no, I am, ashamed of it.”

				“Well, you’ve confessed it to me,” I said. “Maybe that’ll help. You got a home phone in case I need to reach you after hours?”

				“Yes. I’ve written it out for you. And I wish you wouldn’t laugh at me.”

				“Sorry,” I said. “It’s a character flaw. I laugh at nearly everything.”

				She handed me a piece of lined yellow paper with her name and address and phone number handwritten on it with a felt-tipped pen in lavender ink. Maybe Marcy was more exotic than she looked.
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