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				“Robert B. Parker’s long line of Spenser novels... are pretty much the most comfortable-feeling books around, built on familiar characters—sensitive-tough private eye Spenser, his sensitive-lovely psychiatrist girlfriend, Susan Silverman, and sensitive-deadly hitman buddy, Hawk—and spirited along by Spenser’s patented wise-guy remarks, which are the best in the business.”	—Detroit News and Free Press

				More praise for Robert B. Parker’s
SUDDEN MISCHIEF... 

				“After so many years in the big leagues, Parker has lost nothing off his fastball... Once again, it is Parker’s agreeable community of continuing characters, combined with the unending combination of sharp wit and stylish discourse he gives to them, that makes the central trio of Spenser, Susan and Hawk such pleasant company.”	—Salt Lake Tribune

				“Quickly pulls in the reader.”	—San Antonio Express-News

				“The series [has] a resonance and depth beyond what we associate with genre fiction.”	—Boston Globe

				“Parker writes as mean a page as ever.”	—Kirkus Reviews

				“Ranks with the best of [the Spenser novels].” —Rocky Mountain News

				“Crackling dialogue, sardonic humor... an absorbing plot.”	—The News & Observer

				“[Parker’s] novels are as up-to-date as today’s newspaper front pages.”	—Buffalo News

				“Plenty of drama, violence, feeling, and passion.”	—Forbes

				THE SPENSER NOVELS... 

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

				THE PROFESSIONAL

				One cad is blackmailing the wives of some of Boston’s wealthiest men—and now he may be killing them too. It’s up to Spenser to find out... “Beautifully written.”	—Chicago Sun-Times

				ROUGH WEATHER

				At a society wedding, the bride is snatched away—and Spenser must delve into a mess of family secrets... “As usual, Parker’s crisp, unadorned style is superb. Parker remains a major figure in American crime fiction.”	—The Associated Press

				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

				BAD BUSINESS

				A suspicious wife and a cheating husband pose a few dangerous surprises for Spenser. “A kinky whodunit... snappy... sexy.”	—Entertainment Weekly

				“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

				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
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				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
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				“Be well aware,” quoth then that Ladie milde,

				“Least suddaine mischiefe ye too rash provoke”
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				WE WERE AT the Four Seasons Hotel, in the Bristol Lounge. Bob Winter was playing “Green Dolphin Street” on the piano. I was drinking beer and Susan was doing very little with a glass of red wine. There were windows along the Boylston Street side of the room that looked out on the Public Garden, where winter was over, the swan boats were being cleaned, and had there been a turtledove awake at this hour we’d have almost certainly heard his voice.

				“I need a favor,” Susan said to me.

				Her black hair was shiny and smelled slightly of lavender. Her eyes were impossibly big, and full of intelligence and readiness, and something else. The something else had to do with throwing caution to the winds, though I’d never been able to give it a name. People looked at her when she came in. She had the quality that made people wonder if she were someone important. Which she was.

				“You know I’m the only guy in the room knows the lyrics to ‘Green Dolphin Street,’” I said, “and you want me to sing them softly to you.”

				“Don’t make me call the bouncer,” she said.

				“At the Four Seasons? You’d have to tip him before he threw you out.”

				“It’s about my ex-husband,” Susan said.

				“The geek?”

				“He’s not a geek,” Susan said. “If you knew him, you’d kind of like him.”

				“Don’t confuse me,” I said.

				Winter played “Lost in Loveliness.” The waitress looked at my empty beer glass. I nodded. Susan’s glass was still full.

				“He came to see me last week,” Susan said. “Out of the blue. I haven’t seen him in years. He’s in trouble. He needs help.”

				“I’m sure he does,” I said.

				“He needs help from you.”

				My second beer came. I thought about ordering a double shot of Old Thompsons to go with it but decided it was more manly to face this moment sober. I drank some of my beer.

				“Okay,” I said.

				“I...” She stopped and looked out the windows for a moment. “I guess I’m kind of embarrassed to ask you,” she said.

				“Yeah,” I said. “It is kind of embarrassing.”

				“But I am going to ask you anyway.”

				“Who else?” I said.

				She nodded and picked up her glass and looked at it for a moment and put it down without drinking.

				“Brad is being sued by a group of women who are charging him with sexual harassment.”

				I waited. Susan didn’t say anything else.

				“That’s it?” I said.

				“Yes.”

				“And what was it you thought I could do about it?”

				“Prove them wrong,” she said.

				“Maybe they’re right,” I said.

				“Brad is on the very edge of dissolution. If he gets dragged into court on this kind of thing... he hasn’t got enough money to defend himself.”

				“Or pay me,” I said.

				Susan nodded. “Or pay yes,” she said.

				“That’s encouraging,” I said.

				“I don’t love him,” Susan said. “Maybe I never did. And he hasn’t been in my life for years, but...”

				“But you used to know him and you don’t want to see him destroyed.”

				“Yes.”

				“And you don’t know what else to do, or who else to ask.”

				“Yes.”

				“So,” I said. “I’ll take the case.”

				“And the fee?”

				“If I get him off, you have to ball my socks off,” I said.

				“And if you don’t get him off?”

				“I have to ball your socks off.”

				The something I had no name for flickered in Susan’s eyes.

				“Sounds fair to me,” she said.

				“Okay, I’m on the case,” I said. “Tell me about him.”

				“His name is Brad Sterling.”

				“Sterling?”

				Susan looked down at the table.

				“He changed it,” she said.

				“From Silverman. As in sterling silver, how precious.”

				“How un-Jewish,” Susan said.

				“How come you kept his name?”

				“When we were first divorced I guess it was just easier. It was on my license, my social security card, my checking account.”

				“Uh huh.”

				“And I guess it was a way of saying that even if I weren’t married, I had been.”

				“Like a guy wearing his field jacket after he’s been discharged.”

				“Except that the jacket will still keep him warm.”

				“You wish you’d gone back to your... what’s the correct phrase these days?”

				“Birth name,” Susan said.

				“Thank you. Do you wish you’d kept your birth name?”

				“I suppose so, but by the time I was healthy enough to do that, I was healthy enough not to need to.”

				“Susan Hirsch,” I said.

				“Sounds odd, doesn’t it.”

				“Makes me think of sex,” I said.

				“More than Silverman?”

				“No, that makes me think of sex too.”

				“How about Stoopnagel?”

				“Yeah,” I said. “That makes me think of sex.”

				“I think I’m seeing a pattern here,” Susan said.

				“That’s because you’re a trained psychologist,” I said. “Tell me about Sterling.”

				“I was a freshman at Tufts,” Susan said. “He was at Harvard, my roommate and his roommate were cousins and we got fixed up.”

				Susan was many things, and almost all of them wondrous, but she was not succinct. I minded this less than I might have, because I loved to listen to her talk.

				“He was a tackle on the Harvard football team. The only Jew ever to play tackle in the Ivy League, he used to say. I think he was kind of uneasy being Jewish at Harvard.”

				I made eye contact with the waitress and she nodded.

				“He was very popular, had a lot of friends. Got by in class without studying much. I really liked him. We were married the week after graduation.”

				“Big wedding?”

				“Yes,” Susan said. “Have I never talked about this with you?”

				“No.”

				“Didn’t you ever want to know?”

				“I want to know what you want to tell me.”

				“Well, I saw no point to talking to you about other men in my life.”

				“Up to you,” I said. “I don’t need to know. And I don’t need to pretend there weren’t any.”

				She didn’t speak for a time. She slowly turned her wine glass by the stem and looked at me as if thinking about things.

				“I always assumed it would bother you,” she said.

				“I’m entirely fascinated with you,” I said. “And what you are is a result of what you were, including the other men.”

				She was quiet again, looking at me, turning her glass. Then she smiled.

				“It was a very big wedding at Memorial Chapel at Harvard. Reception at the Ritz.”

				“Brad’s family had money,” I said.

				“Not after the reception,” Susan said. “Actually, Brad’s father ran a salvage business in Chelsea. But by the time I came along he’d moved the family to Wellesley. Brad went to Harvard. His sister went to Bryn Mawr.”

				The waitress brought me another beer. Susan took a sip of her wine. Racing to catch up.

				“Then what?” I said.

				“Then not much,” Susan said. “His father bought us a little house in South Natick.”

				“Just across the line from Wellesley.”

				“Yes. Brad’s mother was ten minutes away on Route 16.”

				“Perfect.”

				“And Brad got a job with an advertising agency in town.”

				“You?”

				“I stayed home and wore cute aprons and redid my makeup every afternoon before he came home for supper.”

				“Supper?”

				Susan smiled.

				“I know,” she said. “It was pathetic. I couldn’t cook. I didn’t want to learn. I hate to cook.”

				“Is that so,” I said.

				“The house was a four-room Cape with an unfinished attic. I could stand in the hall and see all four rooms.”

				“You can do that now,” I said. “In your apartment.”

				“Yes, but I live there alone.”

				“Except for Pearl,” I said.

				“Pearl is not a person,” Susan said.

				“Try telling her that.”

				“I hated the house. I hated being alone in it all day, and then when he came home I got claustrophobic being with him all night, sharing the same bedroom, the same bath.”

				“Space is nice,” I said.

				“The feeling is still with me. It’s why we don’t live together.”

				“The way we live seems about right to me,” I said.

				“I know, but... when I married Brad, if people moved to twin beds you figured divorce was imminent.”

				“You didn’t work.”

				“No. It would have embarrassed Brad to have his wife working. It would have implied he couldn’t support her.”

				“Children?”

				“Oh, God, yes. He wanted me to have children.”

				“And you didn’t want to.”

				“Not then.”

				“Because?”

				“I never knew. I just knew I couldn’t.”

				“You know now?”

				“It’s something I’ve had a hard time thinking about,” she said. “I must have sensed that this wasn’t the right marriage to bring children into.”

				“Not so long ago you wanted us to have a kid.”

				“This isn’t about me,” Susan said.

				“You think I’d try to rescue Brad from the feminists if you didn’t ask me?”

				“I know,” Susan said. “But it’s a part of my life I don’t like to talk about.”

				“Like the part where you and I were separated?”

				She was silent looking into her nearly full wine glass.

				“If you had a patient,” I said, “who couldn’t talk about certain parts of her life, what would you tell her?”

				Susan continued to look into her wine glass. Her shoulders looked stiff and angular. She didn’t speak.

				“I withdraw the question,” I said.

				She didn’t look up from her wine glass.

				“Thank you,” she said. Her voice was tight.

				“Got an address for Brad?” I said.

				Silently she found a business card in her purse and took it out and handed it to me. The card read Brad Sterling, Promotions. Nice card. Good stock. Raised lettering. Not the kind of card you passed out if you were on the verge of dissolution. Unless you didn’t want people to know you were on the verge of dissolution. Susan sat quietly while I looked at the card. Her shoulders hadn’t eased much. She didn’t look at me.

				“You sure you want me to look into this?” I said.

				“Absolutely,” she said.

				I nodded. This thing showed every sign of not working out well for me.

				“I’ll get right on it in the morning,” I said.
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