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NIGHT AND DAY




‘If Spenser is the invincible knight, the timeless hero of American detective fiction, then Jesse Stone is the flawed hero of the moment, the man whose deficiencies define his humanity’


New York Times Book Review







‘Robert B. Parker is … inexplicably little read here. I’m always plugging him because of the pleasure to be had once you’ve discovered him … Parker cranks out four of these snappy numbers a year – and they’re all glorious’


Daily Mail







‘Robert B. Parker is back and right on form … Short, sweet and full of delicious skulduggery’


Independent on Sunday







‘What an economic, pared-down writing style he has … Every word he writes is vital … It all hangs together and draws you in … I liked it’


shotsmag







‘Parker has struck pay-dirt again with Jesse Stone … [his] laconic style … provides deep insights into his characters. And plenty of depth to the storyline. Don’t confuse sparse prose with lack of detail. Parker, the uncrowned Dean of American crime fiction, has had a long time to hone his skills. And he has not lost any pace in the process. Get ready for his usual roller-coaster ride’


Tangled Web UK







‘Parker remains the master of the easy-reading, compelling thriller’


Crime Time









THE SPENSER NOVELS


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
hooking for Rachel Wallace
The Judas Goat
Promised hand
Mortal Stakes
God Save the Child
The Godwulf Manuscript


THE JESSE STONE NOVELS


Stranger in Paradise
High Profile
Sea Change
Stone Cold
Death in Paradise
Trouble in Paradise
Night Passage


THE SONNY RANDALL NOVELS


Spare Change
Blue Screen
Melancholy Baby
Shrink Rap
Perish Twice
Family Honor


ALSO BY ROBERT B. PARKER


Resolution
Appaloosa
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)
hove and Glory
Wilderness
Three Weeks in Spring
     (with Joan H. Parker)
Training with Weights
     (with John R. Marsh)







ABOUT THE AUTHOR


Robert B. Parker is world-renowned as an internationally best-selling author. Born and raised in Massachusetts, he completed a Ph.D. in English at Boston University. He married his wife Joan in 1956. He began writing his Spenser novels while teaching at Boston’s Northeastern University in 1971. In 1997 he won an Edgar for Best Novel for Promised Land and wrote his first Jesse Stone novel, Night Passage. Parker was named Grand Master by the Mystery Writers of America in 2002.






For Joan:
Only you beneath the moon
and under the sun.








1


JESSE STONE sat in his office at the Paradise police station, looking at the sign painted on the pebbled-glass window of his office door. From the inside it read FEIHC, or it would have, if the letters hadn’t been backward. He tried pronouncing the word, decided he couldn’t, and stopped thinking about it. On his desk was a glamour head shot of his ex-wife. He looked at it for a time, and decided not to think about that, either.


Molly Crane came from the front desk and opened the door.


“Suit just called in,” she said. “There’s some kind of disturbance at the junior high school and he thinks you and I ought to come down.”


“Girls involved?” Jesse said.


“That’s why he wants me,” Molly said.


“I understand,” Jesse said. “But why does he want me?”


“You’re the chief of police,” Molly said. “Everybody wants you.”


Jesse glanced at Jenn’s picture again.


“Oh,” Jesse said. “Yeah.”


Jesse stood, and clipped his gun to his belt.


“Though you sure don’t dress like a chief,” Molly said.


Jesse was wearing a uniform shirt, blue jeans, Nikes, a dark blue Paradise police baseball hat, and a badge that said Chief. He tapped the badge.


“I do where it counts,” he said. “Who’s on the desk?”


“Steve,” Molly said.


“Okay,” Jesse said. “You drive. No siren.”


“Oh, damn,” Molly said. “I never get to use the siren.”


“Maybe when you make sergeant,” Jesse said.


There were two Paradise police cruisers parked outside of the junior high school.


“Who’s in the other cruiser,” Jesse said as they got out of the car.


“Eddie Cox,” Molly said. “He and Suit have seven to eleven this week.”


They walked into the school lobby, where a thick mill of parents was being held at bay by two Paradise cops. Most of the parents were mothers, with a scatter of fathers looking oddly out of place. When Jesse came in they all swarmed toward him, many of them speaking to him loudly.


“You’re the chief of police, are you gonna do something?”


“I want that woman arrested!”


“She’s a goddamned child molester!”


“What are you going to do about this?”


“Do you know what she did?”


“Did they tell you what happened here?”


Jesse ignored them.


He said to Molly, “Keep them here.”


Then he pointed at Suit and jerked his head down the hallway.


“What’s up,” Jesse said when they were alone.


Simpson’s real name was Luther. He was a big kid, with blond hair and a round face. He wasn’t as young as he looked, but he was young. He was called Suitcase after the baseball player, Harry “Suitcase” Simpson.


“This is weird,” Suit said.


Jesse waited.


“Mrs. Ingersoll,” Suit said, “the principal. Christ, she was principal when I was here.”


Jesse waited.


“There was some kind of after-school dance yesterday,” Suit said, his voice speeding up a little. “Eighth-grade dance. And before the dance, Mrs. Ingersoll took all the girls into the girls’ locker room and picked up their dresses to see what kind of underwear they had on.”


Jesse stared at Suit for a time without speaking.


Then Jesse said, “Huh?”


“That’s what the girls claim.”


“Why did she do that?” Jesse said.


“Don’t know,” Suit said. “But when the girls got home a lot of them told their mothers, and …” He gestured toward the crowd.


Jesse nodded.


“Where’s Mrs. Ingersoll?” Jesse said.


“In her office.”


“You ask her about this?” Jesse said.


“She called in and said there was a disturbance. So we came down here and found what you see. It was like a damned lynch mob. We sort of wrangled them into the lobby, and Mrs. Ingersoll went in her office and won’t come out, which is when we called you … and”—Suitcase looked a little uncertain—“because of the, ah, nature of the alleged crime, you know, we thought Molly should come, too.”


Jesse nodded.


“How about the girls?” Jesse said.


“That got, ah, checked?” Suit said.


“Uh-huh.”


“I guess they’re in class,” Suit said. “I haven’t had time to do a lot of investigating. Me and Eddie had our hands full with the parents.”


Jesse nodded.


“Isn’t this swell,” he said.


Suit shrugged.


Jesse walked down the corridor to the lobby. The crowd of parents was silent now, standing in angry vigil.


“Get them down to the auditorium,” Jesse said to Suit. “Get the names of their daughters and ask the girls to go there, too. You need help, call Steve, tell him to send some.”


“You gonna talk to Mrs. Ingersoll?” Suit said.


“Yep.”


“Then you coming to the auditorium?” Suit said.


“Yep.”


“You know what you’re gonna tell the parents?”


“Not a clue,” Jesse said.
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JESSE BROUGHT Molly with him when he went into Mrs. Ingersoll’s office.


“Chief Stone,” Mrs. Ingersoll said when he came into her office. “How lovely to see you. And this is?”


“Officer Crane,” Jesse said.


“How do you do, Officer Crane,” Mrs. Ingersoll said.


Molly nodded.


Mrs. Ingersoll smiled brightly.


“Have you dispersed those foolish people?” she said.


“We’ve asked them to wait in the auditorium,” Jesse said. “And we’ll ask their daughters to join them there.”


“My goodness,” Mrs. Ingersoll said.


“Tell me about this situation,” Jesse said.


Mrs. Ingersoll was sitting behind her big desk. The desktop was immaculately empty.


“Situation? Chief Stone, I fear that it overstates things to call it a situation.”


“Tell me something,” Jesse said.


“I have very little to tell,” Mrs. Ingersoll said. “I’m not angry at these parents. They are concerned with their children’s well-being, as am I.”


Jesse waited. Mrs. Ingersoll smiled at him. Jesse waited. Mrs. Ingersoll smiled.


“The girls say you picked up their skirts and checked their underwear.”


Mrs. Ingersoll continued to smile.


“Did you?” Jesse said.


Still smiling, Mrs. Ingersoll leaned forward and folded her hands on her desk.


“I have given twenty years of my life to this school,” she said, “the last five as principal. Most people don’t like the principal. Being police chief, you may understand. The students think I’m here to discipline them. The teachers think I am here to order them about. Actually, of course, I am here to see to the well-being of the children.”


Jesse nodded slowly. When he spoke his voice showed no sign of impatience.


“Did you look at their underwear, Mrs. Ingersoll?”


“I have done nothing illegal,” she said brightly.


“Actually,” Jesse said, “that’s not your call, Mrs. Ingersoll.”


Her eyes were big and bright. Her smile lingered.


“It’s not?”


“You’ve been accused of an action,” Jesse said pleasantly, “which, depending on the zeal of the prosecutor, the skill of the defense, and the political inclinations of the judge, might or might not be deemed a crime.”


“Oh, Jesse,” she said. “That’s absurd.”


“Did you check their undies, Betsy?” Jesse said.


She continued to smile. Her eyes continued to sparkle. But she didn’t speak.


“Would you care to come down to the auditorium with me and thrash this out with the kids and their parents?” Jesse said. “Try to keep this from turning into a hairball?”


She remained cheerfully motionless for a moment. Then she shook her head.


“Do you know who my husband is, Jesse?” she said.


“I do,” he said.


“Well, I’m going to call him now,” she said. “And I’d like you to leave my office, please.”


Jesse glanced at Molly. Molly’s lips were whistling silently as she stood studying the view from the window behind Mrs. Ingersoll. He looked back at Mrs. Ingersoll.


Then he said, “Come on, Moll, let’s go talk to the girls.”


As they left the office, Mrs. Ingersoll picked up the phone and began to dial.
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“I’D LIKE to drag her down to the station and strip-search her,” Molly said. “Give her a little taste.”


Jesse smiled.


“That option remains available, Moll,” Jesse said. “But we probably need to talk to the victims first.”


“I know,” Molly said, “I know. But if it were one of my kids …”


The auditorium was subdued, as if the parents and the children were a little frightened by the circumstance they’d created. It was a small auditorium. Jesse sat on the lip of the stage.


“I’m Jesse Stone,” he said. “I’m the chief of police. We can do this several ways. I can talk to you all, together, right here. Officer Molly Crane and I can talk to the girls separately, alone, or separately with a parent”—he grinned at the scatter of fathers—“or parents.”


A hard-faced woman with brittle blond hair and a dark tan sat next to her daughter in the front row. She put up her hand. Jesse nodded at her.


“What does Ingersoll have to say?” she asked.


“Mrs. Ingersoll has neither affirmed nor denied anything,” Jesse said. “So I thought I’d ask you.”


The parents and children sat still in the auditorium. Eddie Cox and Suit leaned against the wall. Molly stood beside Jesse, resting her hips against the stage.


“Would one of the girls who were, ah, examined, like to tell us about it?” Jesse said.


The daughter of the brittle blonde looked down and didn’t say anything. Her mother poked her. She continued to look down and shake her head.


“Me.”


Jesse saw her, in the middle of the third row, a dark-haired girl, just developing a cheerleader’s body if all went well.


“What’s your name?” Jesse said.


She stood up.


“Bobbie Sorrentino,” she said.


“Okay, Bobbie,” Jesse said. “Is that your mother with you?”


“Yeah,” Bobbie said, and nodded at her mother. “Her.”


“Okay,” Jesse said. “Tell me about it.”


“I gotta stand?”


“Nope, stand, sit, up to you.”


“I’m gonna stand,” she said.


Jesse nodded.


“They got this stupid Wednesday-afternoon dance,” Bobbie said. “You know, keep the kids off the street. Teach them manners.”


She snorted at the thought. Several of the girls giggled.


“But if you don’t go and everybody else goes, you feel like a dweeb, so we all go.”


Jesse smiled.


“And the boys went,” Jesse said.


“Yeah,” Bobbie said, “sure.”


Jesse nodded.


“I remember,” he said.


Bobbie stared at him a moment, as if it had never occurred to her that Jesse had ever been in junior high.


“You go here?” Bobbie said.


“No, Arizona,” Jesse said. “But school is pretty much school.”


Bobbie nodded.


“So, before the dance,” Bobbie said, “Old Lady Ingersoll lines us up and marches us into the girls’ locker room and starts checking us out.”


“What did she do,” Jesse said.


“She picked up my skirt,” Bobbie said, “and looked at my panties.”


There was a small, uneasy stir in the crowd of kids and parents.


“She tell you why she did that?” Jesse said.


“She said”—Bobbie lowered her voice in mimicry—“ ‘Proper attire includes what shows and what doesn’t.’ ”


“Did she say what would have been improper?” Jesse said.


“She said anyone wearing a thong should leave now, because they’d be sent home if she saw one,” Bobbie said.


“Anyone leave?” Jesse said.


“Couple girls,” Bobbie said.


“Thongs?” Jesse said. “Or silent protest?”


His face was perfectly serious. Bobbie grinned at him.


“Or nothing,” she said.


Most of the girls giggled.


“That’d probably be even more improper,” Jesse said.


Some of the mothers joined in the giggle.


“Anyone object to the, ah, panty patrol?” he said.


“I did,” Bobbie said, “and a couple other girls, Carla for one, and Joanie.”


“And Mrs. Ingersoll said?”


“She said it was all between us girls, and she was trying to save us from being embarrassed, if somebody saw.”


Jesse took in a deep breath and let it out.


He said, “How old are you, Bobbie?”


“I’ll be fourteen in October.”


“Thank you,” Jesse said. “Anyone have anything to add? Carla, Joanie?”


No one said anything.


“Parents?”


One of the fathers got to his feet. He was a husky guy, with the look of someone who worked outdoors.


“Can you arrest her?” the man said.


“What’s your name, sir?”


“Charles Lane,” he said.


“I’m not sure quite what the charge would be, Mr. Lane,” Jesse said. “Molestation generally requires sexual content. Assault generally includes the intent to injure. There might be something about invasion of privacy, but I don’t know that it would hold.”


“We are not going to let this go,” he said.


“No, sir,” Jesse said. “I wouldn’t if I were you.”


“So what would you do?”


“I am going to talk to someone from the Essex County DA’s office,” Jesse said.


“You think we should get a lawyer?” Lane said.


Jesse grinned.


“That’s pretty much what I’m doing,” Jesse said.
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JESSE HAD made sangria. He and Jenn sipped some as they sat together on the small balcony off his living room, looking at the harbor. It was early on a Saturday evening. Jenn had brought Chinese food, which was still in the cartons, staying warm on a low temperature in Jesse’s oven.


“You know,” Jenn said, “I realized the other day that we’ve been divorced longer than we were married.”


“Yes,” Jesse said.


“And yet, here we are.”


“Yes,” Jesse said.


Jesse had made the sangria in a large glass pitcher, with a lot of ice. It sat on the low table between them, the condensation beading on the pitcher and making small tracks down the glass.


“I can’t imagine life without you in it,” Jenn said.


“Can’t live with them,” Jesse said. “Can’t live without them.”


“There are people who are doing worse than we are,” Jenn said.


It was still daylight, and Jesse could see several people in rowboats scattered around the inner harbor, bottom-fishing for flounder. Jesse drank some sangria.


“And some doing better,” Jesse said.


“Yes,” Jenn said, “of course.”


In one of the rowboats a young boy hooked a fish and hauled it in hand over hand. His father helped him take it off the hook.


“Is everything all right, Jesse?” Jenn said.


“It never is, Jenn,” Jesse said.


He drank some sangria.


“But it’s not worse than usual?” Jenn said.


Jesse looked at her and smiled.


“That might be our motto,” Jesse said. “It’s not worse than usual.”


Jenn nodded.


“Are you seeing anyone these days?” she said.


“Several people.”


“Anyone special?”


“They’re all special,” Jesse said.


“Because they have sex with you?”


“Exactly,” Jesse said.


“Am I special?” Jenn said.


“Yes,” Jesse said. “Even when we don’t have sex.”


“Is anyone else special like that?”


“No.”


They were quiet for a time, drinking sangria, as the sun went down and the small boats came into the dock, and the lights went on in the boats moored in the harbor, and across the harbor in the houses on Paradise Neck.


“Maybe we should think about supper,” Jenn said.


“Sure,” Jesse said.


“We could eat out here,” Jenn said.


Jesse nodded.


“You gonna spend the night, Jenn?”


“If I may,” Jenn said.


“You may.”


“I think we should have sex before we eat,” Jenn said. “I do so much better on an empty stomach.”


“You do well in any condition,” Jesse said.


“Does it make me especially special?” Jenn said.


“One of the many things,” Jesse said.
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THE ADA was a tall, athletic-looking woman named Holly Clarkson. Like a lot of assistant prosecutors, she was young, maybe five years out of law school, and earning some experience in the public sector before she sank comfortably into some law firm somewhere as a litigator.


“You want to arrest the principal of the junior high school?” Holly said. “And charge her with what?”


Holly always wore oversized round eyeglasses as a kind of signature. Today she was dressed in a beige pantsuit and a black shirt with long collar points.


“Whatever you can come up with,” Jesse said.


“And you actually want to put her in jail?”


“Yes.”


“You do know that her husband is the managing partner of the biggest law firm in the state,” Holly said.


“Jay Ingersoll,” Jesse said. “Cone, Oakes, and Baldwin.”


“Correct,” Holly said. “And she is accused of picking up the skirts of some junior-high girls and checking their underwear.”


“Yes.”


“That’s idiotic,” Holly said.


“It is,” Jesse said.


“I admit,” Holly said, “that it would be fun to see her do a little time, get her attention, so to speak.”


“It would be,” Jesse said.


“But you can’t arrest somebody because it would be fun,” Holly said.


“I can’t?”


“No,” Holly said. “And if we started prosecuting people for being idiotic …”


“Be a hot one for the press and the talk shows,” Jesse said. “Elevate your profile.”


“I’m not that ambitious,” Holly said. “And if I were, the approval of Jay Ingersoll would be more valuable to me than anything the press could give me.”


“You got kids?” Jesse said.


“Not yet,” Holly said. “First I need to get married.”


Jesse nodded.


“Sure,” Holly said. “I know if it were my kids I’d want to strangle the bitch. But to prosecute her for … whatever we come up with, and get buried in paper by a platoon of lawyers from Cone, Oakes. You know what they’ve got for resources?”


“More than Essex County?” Jesse said.


“More and better. Not everybody on staff in our office is a legal eagle like me.”


“Anybody in your office got a death wish?” Jesse said.


“No,” Holly said. “And if they did, Howard would fire them before they got a chance to enact it.”


“The DA doesn’t want to start anything,” I said.


“The DA wants to get reelected next year,” Holly said.


“How about by being tough on crime?”


“When people say that, they mean tough on street crime. And tough on scary black kids with tats. They do not mean tough on annoying school administrators,” Holly said.


“These are thirteen-year-old girls,” Jesse said.


“Oh, please,” Holly said. “I’ve been a thirteen-year-old girl, Jesse. They aren’t adults, but they aren’t innocent babies, either. You know as well as I do that thirteen-year-old girls can be sexually active.”


“And why is that the school’s business,” Jesse said. “What happened to readin’ and writin’?”


“Parents dump it on the schools,” Holly said. “ ‘Where were you when my Melinda was bopping little Timmy behind the back stop?’ ”


“And the panty patrol is supposed to prevent that?”


“Of course it won’t,” Holly said. “But Mrs. Ingersoll is, after all, an educator.”


Jesse nodded.


“I never liked school,” he said. “But in fact this may not be a problem with schools. This may be a problem with Mrs. Ingersoll.”


“It may,” Holly said.


“She shouldn’t get away with it,” Jesse said.


“Shouldn’t?” Holly said. “You and I don’t live in a world of should and shouldn’t, Jesse.”


Jesse grinned at her.


“I know,” he said. “But we should.”
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MOLLY BROUGHT Missy Clark into Jesse’s office. Missy was wearing running shorts and a cropped T-shirt and cowboy boots. There was dark makeup around her eyes, and a big gold hoop in her right ear. She was thirteen. Jesse gestured her to a chair. Molly lingered in the doorway.


“What can I do for you?” Jesse said.


Missy sat and looked at Jesse, then looked at Molly, and back at Jesse.


“I gotta talk to you alone,” Missy said finally.


Jesse nodded.


“Officer Crane normally stays when there’s a woman alone with me in the office. Prevents misunderstandings.”


“Misunder—? Oh,” Missy said. “No. You’re not like that.”


Jesse smiled.


“That’s right,” he said. “I’m not.”


He nodded at Molly and she went away. Missy looked at the open door.


“You may close the door if you’d like,” Jesse said.


Missy got up and looked out into the corridor to see that Molly wasn’t lurking there. Then she closed the door and went back to her chair. Jesse clasped his hands behind his head and leaned back in his chair.


“So,” he said. “What’s up.”


“I saw you at school the other day,” she said.


“Yes,” Jesse said. “I saw you, too. Second row, at the far end to my right. Wearing a yellow sundress with small blue flowers on it. You didn’t seem to be with your parents.”


“Mrs. Ingersoll won’t let us wear jeans or anything,” Missy said. “How come you noticed me.”


“I’m the chief of police,” Jesse said. “I notice everything.”


“You were nice to us,” Missy said. “You were nice to Bobbie Sorrentino, when she talked.”


“Why shouldn’t I be nice to you?”


“‘Cause we’re kids and she’s the principal.”


Jesse nodded.


“You came along to that meeting even though your parents weren’t with you,” Jesse said.


“I didn’t like that she made me pull my dress up,” Missy said.


“Don’t blame you,” Jesse said.


Missy looked around the office. Jesse waited. Missy studied the picture of Jenn that sat on top of the file cabinet to Jesse’s left.


“That your wife?” she said.


“Ex-wife,” Jesse said.


“How come you got divorced?” Missy said.


Jesse smiled at her.


“None of your business,” he said.


Missy nodded.


“She fool around?” Missy said.


“Answer stands,” Jesse said.


“I was just wondering,” Missy said.


Jesse nodded. He smiled at her again.


He said, “The way this usually works, Missy, is the cop asks the questions.”


Missy nodded. Neither of them spoke for a time. Missy looked again at Jenn’s picture.


“Is she that reporter on Channel Three?” Missy said.


Jesse didn’t answer.


“She is. I seen her lots of times,” Missy said.


Jesse waited. Missy looked around the office some more.


“I gotta tell you something,” Missy said.


“Okay.”


“You can’t tell anybody,” Missy said.


“Okay.”


“You can’t tell anybody I even talked to you,” Missy said.


“Okay.”


“You gotta promise,” Missy said.


“Sure,” Jesse said. “I promise.”


“Even if I told you something like a murder or something, would you still not tell?”


Jesse shook his head.


“I’d tell,” he said.


“Well, it’s not a murder.”


“Good,” Jesse said.


“And I trust you,” Missy said.


“Thank you,” Jesse said.


They were quiet. Missy seemed to be gathering herself.


“I …” She stopped and took a breath and started again.


“You know what swinging is?” she said.


“As in the swinging lifestyle?” Jesse said.


“Yes … you know, wife-swapping.”


“I know what that is.”
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