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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 hit-man buddy Hawk—and spirited along by Spenser’s patented wise-guy remarks, which are the best in the business.”

				—Detroit News and Free Press
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				“Parker’s Spenser mysteries are so dialogue-driven that you don’t realize how well-crafted the plot is until you finish the book, and this is no exception.”

				—The San Francisco Examiner

				“Two things have remained constant throughout Spenser’s relatively long career—his intolerance for the pretentious and his winning way of deflating them with a well-aimed wisecrack. Fans will be happy to discover that both are in ample evidence.”

				—Los Angeles Times

				“Spenser [is] as wisecracking and street-smart today as he was in the beginning.”

				—The Associated Press

				“A guaranteed return on your time and attention.”

				—Kirkus Reviews

				PRAISE FOR ROBERT B. PARKER AND THE SPENSER NOVELS... 
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				“ONE OF THE GREAT SERIES IN THE HISTORY OF THE AMERICAN DETECTIVE STORY.”

				—The New York Times
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				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
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				Spenser teams with Jesse Stone to solve a murder three decades old—one that’s still cold as death.
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				“Delicious fun. Bottom line: A merry Widow.”

				—People

				POTSHOT
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				Chapter 1

				Outside my window a mixture of rain and snow was settling into slush on Berkeley Street. I was listening to a spring training game from Florida between the Sox and the Blue Jays. Joe Castiglione and Jerry Trupiano were calling the game and struggling bravely to read all the drop-ins the station had sold. They did as well as anyone could, but Red Barber and Mel Allen would have had trouble with the number of commercials these guys had to slip in. The leisurely pace of baseball had once been made for radio. It allowed the announcers to talk about baseball in perfect consonance with the rhythm of the game. We listened not only to hear what happened but because we liked the music of it. The sound of a late game from the coast, between two teams out of contention on a Sunday afternoon in August, driving home from the beach. The crowd noise was faint in the background, the voices of the play-by-play guys embroidering on a dull game. Now there was little time for baseball talk. There was barely time for play-by-play. And much of the music was gone. Still, it was the sound of spring, and it took some of the chill out of the slush storm.

				Just after the fifth inning started, Hawk came into my office with a smallish man in a short haircut, wearing a dark three-piece suit and a red and white polka dot bow tie. His skin was blue black and seemed tight on him. I turned the radio down, but not off.

				“Client,” Hawk said.

				“Ever hopeful,” I said.

				I recognized the small man. His name was Robinson Nevins. He was a professor at the university, the author of at least a dozen books, a frequent guest on television shows, and a nationally known figure in what the press calls The Black Community. Time magazine had once referred to him as “the Lion of Academe.”

				“I’m Robinson Nevins,” he said and put his hand out. I leaned forward and shook it without getting up. “Hawk may be premature in calling me a client. We need to talk a bit first, among other things we ought to find out if we can get along.”

				“Whose tab?” I said to Hawk.

				“Guarantee half everything I get,” Hawk said.

				“That much,” I said.

				“I can’t afford very much,” Nevins said.

				“Maybe we won’t get along,” I said.

				“I am dependent largely on a university salary and, as I’m sure you know, that is not a handsome sum.”

				“Depends what sums you’re used to,” I said. “How about the books?”

				“The books are well received, and have influence I hope beyond their sales. Their sales are modest. I make some money on the lecture circuit, but far too often I speak because I feel the cause is just rather than the price is right.”

				“Don’t you hate when that happens,” I said.

				Nevins smiled, but not as if he thought I was funny.

				“What would you like to pay me a modest amount to do?” I said.

				“I have been denied tenure,” Nevins said.

				I stared at him.

				“Tenure?” I said.

				“Yes. Unjustly.”

				“And you want me to look into that?” I said.

				“Yes.”

				“Tenure,” I said.

				“Yes.”

				I was silent. Nevins didn’t say anything else. I looked at Hawk.

				“You want me to do this?” I said to Hawk.

				“Yes.”

				I was silent again.

				“I understand your reaction,” Nevins said. “I sound churlish to you. And you think that there are causes of greater urgency than whether I get tenure at the university.”

				I pointed a finger at Nevins. “Bingo,” I said.

				“I know, were I you that would be my reaction. But it is not simply that I am denied tenure and therefore will have to leave. I can find another job. What is at issue here is that I shouldn’t have been denied tenure. I am more qualified than most members of the tenure committee. More qualified than many who have received tenure.”

				“You think it’s racial?” I said.

				“It would be an easy supposition and one most of us have made correctly in our lives,” Nevins said. “But I am, in fact, not sure that it is.”

				“What else?” I said.

				“I don’t know. I am something of an anomaly for a black man at the university. I am relatively conservative.”

				“What do you teach?”

				“American literature.”

				“Black perspective?”

				“Well, my perspective. I include black writers, but I also include a number of dead white men.”

				“Daring,” I said.

				“Do you know that we are turning out English Ph.D.s who have never read Milton?”

				“I didn’t know that,” I said. “You think you were shot down for being insufficiently correct?”

				“Possibly,” Nevins said. “I don’t know. What I know is there was a smear campaign orchestrated by someone, which I believe cost me tenure.”

				“You want me to find out who did the smearing?”

				“Yes.”

				I looked at Hawk again. He nodded.

				“Wouldn’t an attorney be more likely to get you your tenure?”

				“I am not fighting this because I didn’t get tenure. I’m fighting this because it’s wrong.”

				“If you got the tenure decision reversed, would you accept it?”

				Nevins smiled at the question.

				“You press a person, don’t you,” he said.

				“I like to know things,” I said.

				“Like how sincere I am about fighting this because it’s wrong.”

				“That would be good to know,” I said.

				“If I were offered tenure I would have to assess my options. But even if I accepted it, the process was still wrong.”

				“What was the thrust of the smear campaign?”

				Hawk appeared to be listening to the faintly audible ball game. And he was. If asked, he could give you the score and recap the last inning. He would also be able to tell you everything I said or Nevins said and how we looked when we said it.

				“A young man, a graduate student, committed suicide this past semester. It was alleged to be the result of a sexual relationship with me.”

				“What was his name?” I said.

				“Prentice Lamont.”

				“Any truth to it?”

				“None.”

				I nodded.

				“I imagine you’d like that laid to rest as well.”

				“Yes.”

				“Okay,” I said.

				“Okay meaning you’ll do it?”

				“Yep.”

				Nevins seemed mildly puzzled.

				“Like that?”

				“Yep.”

				“Aren’t you going to ask if I’m gay?”

				“Nope.”

				“Why not?”

				“Don’t care.”

				“But,” Nevins frowned, “it might be germane.”

				“If it is, I’ll ask,” I said.

				Nevins opened his mouth and closed it and sat back in his chair. Then he took a green-covered checkbook out of his inside coat pocket.

				“What will you need for a retainer?”

				“No need for a retainer,” I said.

				“Oh, but I insist. I don’t want favors.”

				Hawk was looking out the window at the slush accumulating around the stylishly booted ankles of the young women leaving the insurance companies on their way to lunch.

				Without turning around he said, “He doing me the favor, Robinson.”

				Nevins was not slow. He looked once at Hawk, and back at me, and nodded to himself. He put the green checkbook back inside his coat and stood.

				“Do you need anything else right now?” he said.

				“No. I’ll poke around at it, see what develops.”

				“And I’ll hear from you?”

				“Yes,” I said.

				“Will you be involved, Hawk?”

				Hawk turned from the window and grinned at Nevins.

				“Sure,” he said. “I’ll help him with the hard stuff.”

				Nevins put out his hand. “I appreciate your taking this,” he said, “for whomever you’re doing the favor.”

				I shook it.

				“You need a ride anyplace?” he said to Hawk.

				Hawk shook his head. Nevins nodded as if to confirm something in his head, and turned and left. Hawk continued to look out the window. The ball game had moved quietly into the eighth inning. Outside my window it was mostly rain now. Hawk turned away from the window and looked at me without expression.

				“Tenure?” I said.

				Hawk smiled.

				“ ’Fraid so,” he said.

			

		

	
		
			
				Chapter 2

				Susan periodically undertook to make my office more homelike, and one of her most successful attempts was the relatively recent introduction of a coffeemaker, coffee canisters, and some color-coordinated mugs. Milk for the coffee then required a small refrigerator, in which I could also keep beer in case of an emergency. The refrigerator, of course, matched the mugs and the canisters and the sugar bowl and milk pitcher. The coffee filters and flatware were in a little drawer in the cabinet that I had built under her direction to hold the refrigerator. Hawk always smiled when he looked at it. Which he was doing now as he made us some coffee.

				“Surprised Susan don’t have you color-coordinating your ammunition,” Hawk said.

				“Well, she does sort of like the .357,” I said, “because she likes how the lead nose of the bullets contrasts with the stainless steel cylinder.”

				“Tasteful in small things,” Hawk said, “tasteful in all things.”

				He poured a pot full of water into the coffeemaker and turned the machine on.

				“Tell me about Robinson Nevins,” I said.

				“Father is Bobby Nevins,” Hawk said.

				“The trainer?”

				“Un huh.”

				Hawk and I both watched the small trickle of coffee that Mr. Coffee was generating very slowly into the pot.

				“A watched pot never brews,” I said.

				“Yeah it will,” Hawk said.

				“You know Bobby Nevins?” I said.

				“Yeah.”

				“He ever train you?”

				“Some,” he said.

				“That how you know the kid?”

				“Un huh.”

				The pot had filled slowly.

				“Tole you it would brew,” Hawk said.

				“Jeez,” I said. “I was sure I was right.”

				Hawk took it from the machine and poured us two cups of coffee.

				“You are a domestic fool,” I said when Hawk handed me a cup.

				“Ancestors were house slaves,” Hawk said. “It’s in the genes.”

				“So how well you know Robinson Nevins?” I said.

				“Bobby come closer to bringing me up,” Hawk said, “than anyone else.”

				“So you’ve known Robinson all your life.”

				“Yes.”

				“Well?”

				“No, not so much. He was around some.”

				“But he came to you when he got in trouble,” I said.

				Hawk shook his head.

				“Bobby did,” Hawk said.

				“He’s still alive?”

				“Yeah. Eighty-two now, still healthy, still hangs out at the gym looking for young fighters.”

				“So Robinson was born to him late.”

				“Yes, only kid. Got divorced when Robinson was pretty small. Wasn’t a good divorce. Don’t know where Robinson’s mother is now.”

				“Kid close to his father?”

				“Bobby loves that kid,” Hawk said. “Kid grew up mostly with his mother. But Bobby paid the bills and saw the kid when he could and when the kid got to be a professor Bobby was walking around talking like the kid had just become heavyweight champ. You know, I don’t know if Bobby ever even went to school. I’m not sure how much Bobby can read.”

				“How about Robinson. He close to Bobby?”

				“I think he’s a little embarrassed by his father,” Hawk said. “He’s close to his mamma and his mamma never had much good to say about Bobby.”

				I nodded.

				“What do you know about his problems?” I said.

				“Just what he told you.”

				“What do you think?”

				“ ’Bout the tenure or the suicide or what?”

				“Any of the above,” I said.

				“Don’t know shit about tenure,” Hawk said. “Kid who died, Prentice Lamont, was a very gay guy. I pretty sure Robinson knew him. Don’t know if Robinson is gay or not.”

				“How gay?” I said.

				“Activist. Ran a little flier service that outed people.”

				“How nice,” I said. “What’s the rumor about him and Robinson?”

				“That they had a big affair and Robinson broke it off and the kid killed himself.”

				“Love unrequited?”

				“That’s the rumor,” Hawk said.

				“Bobby Nevins know this rumor?”

				“Yeah.”

				“What’s he say?”

				“He says fix it,” Hawk said. “He wants the kid to get his tenure.”

				“Bobby got any money?”

				Hawk shook his head. He was holding the coffee mug in both hands, his hips resting against the color-coordinated countertop, the steam from the coffee rising faintly in front of his face.

				“So we’re in this for the donut,” I said.

				Hawk nodded and smiled. When he smiled he looked like a large black Mona Lisa, if Mona had shaved her head... and had a nineteen-inch bicep... and a 29-inch waist... and very little conscience.

				“How’s that work, exactly,” I said. “You take on somebody for no money, and I get to share in the profits?”

				“You the detective,” Hawk said.

				“True.”

				“Whereas,” Hawk said, “I just a simple thug.”

				“Also true.”

				“And you my friend.”

				“Embarrassing, but true.”

				“So.” Hawk spread his hands, holding the coffee cup with his right, in a gesture of voilà. “I try to bring you as much business as I can.”

				“Like this thing.”

				“Exactly,” Hawk said. “And I going to help you with it.”

				“Swell,” I said.

				“So what we going to do first?” Hawk said.

				“Drink some more coffee,” I said.

				Hawk nodded. “Tha’s a good start,” he said. “Then what we going to do, bawse?”

				“Get you diction lessons,” I said. “I always know when you are really jerking my chain, because you start sounding like Mantan Moreland.”

				“Mantan Moreland?”

				“I’m kind of proud of coming up with that one myself,” I said. “Where did the Lamont kid do the deed?”

				“Had a condo in the South End,” Hawk said. “Did it there.”

				“Okay, that’s Boston Homicide. Which means Quirk and Belson.”

				“So we talk with them first,” Hawk said.

				“I’ll talk with them first,” I said. “They’d arrest you.”

				“Bigots,” Hawk said.

			

		

	


End of sample




    To search for additional titles please go to 

    
    http://search.overdrive.com.   


OEBPS/images/cover.jpg
Hush Maongy

Robert B. Parker

BERKLEY BOOKS, NEW YORK





OEBPS/images/cover_fmt.jpeg
Hugh Money

Robert B. Parker

»
BERKLEY BOOKS, NEW YORK





OEBPS/GlobalBackad.jpg
VISIT PENGUIN.COM

Looking for more about
the book you just read?

Need help finding your
next great read?

Visit
PENGUIN.COM/WELCOME

for book recommendations,
reading group guides, videos,
author interviews and more.

PENGUIN.COM/WELCOME





OEBPS/images/Berkley logo_fmt.png
BERKLEY BOOKS, NEW YORK





OEBPS/images/M65AS1208_fmt.jpeg
New York Times bestselling author

ROBERT B.
PARKER

THE JESSE STONE NOVELS

“You’ve got to like Stone.”
—The Atlanta Journal-Constitution

NIGHT PASSAGE
TROUBLE IN PARADISE
DEATH IN PARADISE

STONE COLD
Also includes Sunny Randall

SEA CHANGE
HIGH PROFILE
STRANGER IN PARADISE
NIGHT AND DAY

penguin.com

AR





OEBPS/images/M408JV0109_fmt.jpeg
Robert B. Parker

EXCITING BOOKS FOR YOUNGER READERS!

Chasing the Bear

A YOUNG SPENSER NOVEL






OEBPS/images/M355JV0309_fmt.jpeg
NEW IN HARDCOVER

from the New York Times bestselling author

ln JESSE sTong unlu

Dert B

1@‘

www.ROBERTBPARKER .net

AMEMBER OF PENGUIN GROUP (USA)
WWW.PENGUIN.COM P





OEBPS/images/M308JV0908_fmt.jpeg
THE NEW SPENSER NOVEL FROM

ROBERT B. PARKER

WWW.ROBERTBPARKER.NET

G. P. PUTNAM'S SONS
A MEMBER OF PENGUIN GROUP (USA) INC.

MB0BIV0908





OEBPS/images/M64AS0808_fmt.jpeg
New York Times bestselling author

ROBERT B.
PARKER

DON’T MISS A SINGLE
SPENSER

PLAYMATES
STARDUST
PASTIME
DOUBLE DEUCE
PAPER DOLL
WALKING SHADOW
THIN AIR
CHANCE
SMALL VICES
SUDDEN MISCHIEF
HUSH MONEY
HUGGER MUGGER
POTSHOT
WIDOW'S WALK
BACK STORY
BAD BUSINESS
COLD SERVICE
SCHOOL DAYS
HUNDRED-DOLLAR BABY
NOW AND THEN
ROUGH WEATHER

penguin.com

MB4AS0808





