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Melanie Joan Hall is a best-selling author in a bind. Her publisher needs her to tour on behalf of her newest blockbuster, and Melanie Joan needs a bodyguard-cum-escort to protect her from an overbearing ex-husband whose presence unnerves her to the point of hysteria.





Sunny’s cool demeanour, cop background, and PI smarts are an instant balm for the older woman. She begins to sense that Melanie Joan’s ex - a psychotherapist - is not your basic stalker, and when an incident at a book signing leaves the ex-husband bloodied and the author unconscious, it’s clear the stakes are high.





Deciding that the only way to crack the case is from the inside, Sunny enters therapy herself, only to discover some disturbing truths about herself… while putting her life on the line.
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Robert B. Parker (1932-2010) has long been acknowledged as the dean of American crime fiction. His novels featuring the wise-cracking, street-smart Boston private-eye Spenser earned him a devoted following and reams of critical acclaim, typified by R.W.B. Lewis’ comment, ‘We are witnessing one of the great series in the history of the American detective story’ (The New York Times Book Review).





Born and raised in Massachusetts, Parker attended Colby College in Maine, served with the Army in Korea, and then completed a Ph.D. in English at Boston University. He married his wife Joan in 1956; they raised two sons, David and Daniel. Together the Parkers founded Pearl Productions, a Boston-based independent film company named after their short-haired pointer, Pearl, who has also been featured in many of Parker’s novels.





Robert B. Parker died in 2010 at the age of 77.





CRITICAL ACCLAIM FOR ROBERT B. PARKER


‘Parker writes old-time, stripped-to-the-bone, hard-boiled school of Chandler… His novels are funny, smart and highly entertaining… There’s no writer I’d rather take on an aeroplane’


– Sunday Telegraph





‘Parker packs more meaning into a whispered “yeah” than most writers can pack into a page’


– Sunday Times





‘Why Robert Parker’s not better known in Britain is a mystery. His best series featuring Boston-based PI Spenser is a triumph of style and substance’


– Daily Mirror





‘Robert B. Parker is one of the greats of the American hard-boiled genre’


– Guardian





‘Nobody does it better than Parker…’


– Sunday Times





‘Parker’s sentences flow with as much wit, grace and assurance as ever, and Stone is a complex and consistently interesting new protagonist’


– Newsday





‘If Robert B. Parker doesn’t blow it, in the new series he set up in Night Passage and continues with Trouble in Paradise, he could go places and take the kind of risks that wouldn’t be seemly in his popular Spenser stories’


– Marilyn Stasio, New York Times
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Joan, Dave, Dan…


I’ll tell them I remember you.
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I always loved Richie’s hands. They looked like such man’s hands. I knew that I was guilty of gross gender stereotyping, but I kept my mouth shut about it, and no one knew. His hands rested on the table between us, the right one on top of the left. They were still. Richie was always still. It was one of the things that had made it hard to be married to him. I knew intellectually that he loved me, but he was so contained and interior that I used to crave even the most unseemly display of feeling. He was still now, sitting across the table from me, telling me he’d met someone else. We were divorced. It was fine for him to see other people. I saw other people too. But this was a somebody else he’d met. This was more than seeing other people. This made me feel like my center had collapsed.


‘Somebody, like walk into the sunset?’ I said.


‘She wants to get married,’ Richie said. ‘She has a right to that.’


‘And you?’


Richie shrugged. ‘I’m thinking about it.’


‘Three kids and a house in the western suburbs?’


‘We haven’t talked about that,’ Richie said.


‘What about Rosie?’ I said.


‘She likes dogs.’


I looked at the hamburger I had ordered. I didn’t want it.


‘Rosie would still want to visit,’ I said.


‘I love Rosie,’ Richie said.


‘Has Ms Right met her?’ I said.


‘Yes.’


‘They get along?’


‘Very well,’ Richie said. ‘Rosie loves her.’


She does not.


‘Rosie will remain my dog,’ I said.


Richie smiled at me. ‘We’re not going to have a custody fight over a goddamn bull terrier, are we?’


‘Not as long as we remember she’s mine.’


‘She’s ours,’ Richie said.


‘But not hers.’


‘No. Mine and yours,’ Richie said. ‘She lives with you and visits me.’


I nodded. Richie was quiet.


‘How long have you been seeing Ms Right?’ I said.


‘About three months.’


‘Three months?’


Richie nodded.


‘You’re sleeping with her?’ I said.


‘Of course.’


‘Do you love Ms Right?’ I said.


‘Her name is Carrie.’


‘Do you love Carrie?’


‘I don’t know.’


‘And how are you going to find out?’ I said.


‘I don’t know.’


Richie had ordered a club sandwich, on whole wheat, toasted. He hadn’t eaten any of it. The waitress stopped at our table.


‘Is everything all right?’ she said.


‘Fine,’ Richie said.


‘Can I get you anything else?’


‘No,’ Richie said. ‘Check will be fine.’


‘Do you want me to have your food wrapped?’ the waitress said.


‘No thank you,’ Richie said.


The waitress looked at me. I shook my head. She put a check on the table and went away looking regretful. Richie and I looked at each other.


‘Whaddya think?’ he said.


I shook my head.


‘I know,’ Richie said.


He looked at the check and took some bills out of his wallet and put them on the table.


‘The thing is,’ he said, ‘I can’t get past you.’


‘Oh?’


‘I mean, we’re sort of spinning our wheels.’


‘You could call it that,’ I said.


‘I mean this is a nice woman, and she’s happy with who and what I am.’


I nodded.


‘But I can’t get past you,’ Richie said.


‘I face somewhat the same problem,’ I said.


‘We need some kind of resolution, Sunny.’


‘I thought the divorce was supposed to be some kind of resolution,’ I said.


Richie smiled quietly. ‘I did too,’ he said.


‘But it wasn’t,’ I said.


‘No. It wasn’t.’


‘So what are we supposed to do?’ I said.


‘I’m serious about this woman.’


I nodded. It was difficult for me to speak. The room around me seemed insubstantial, as if I were drifting in space.


‘But,’ he said, ‘I can’t imagine a life without you in it.’


‘So,’ I said. ‘What the hell is this, a warning that you’re going to try?’


‘I guess it is,’ Richie said.


The room was nearly empty. There was only one other table occupied, by three people calmly having lunch. The waitress stayed away from us. Discreet. I looked at the money that Richie had stacked neatly on top of the bill.


‘I miss Rosie,’ Richie said.


‘She misses you.’


I was quiet. Richie was perfectly still, his hands folded motionless on the table. We were so silent that I was aware of his breathing across the table.


‘Are we really talking about the dog here?’ Richie said.


‘No,’ I said, ‘we goddamned sure are not.’
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Melanie Joan Hall, wearing a considerable hat, sat across from me having breakfast in the dining room of the Four Seasons Hotel. Beside her was the Vice President, Publicity, for Scepter Books, which, very successfully, published Melanie Joan. Beside me was Upton Lake, the publisher’s Corporate Counsel.


‘If I may cut to the chase,’ Lake said, ‘we are asking Ms Hall to tour on behalf of her new book.’


I nodded.


‘She was originally scheduled for fifteen cities, but because of the tragic events in New York and Washington…’


‘And Pennsylvania,’ I said.


‘And Pennsylvania. We are now asking her only to go to cities where she can drive.’


‘Prudent,’ I said.


‘And we need a competent escort to drive her.’


‘Admittedly, I’m a swell driver,’ I said, ‘but why me?’


‘My ex-husband won’t leave me alone,’ Melanie Joan said.


Too bad I can’t say the same.


‘Melanie Joan has requested security,’ the Vice President, Publicity, said.


The two women were entirely unalike. Melanie Joan was zaftig and blond in a tight flowery dress with a skirt to mid thigh. The Vice President, Allison Birmingham, was a tall, thin woman wearing a black suit and eyeglasses with green rims. Lake was sporting the full-dress New York corporate look: crisp white hair, ruddy complexion, navy blue suit, red tie, blue striped shirt with a white collar. There was not a question in my mind that if he removed his suit coat he would be wearing wide red suspenders.


‘Are you familiar with Melanie Joan’s books?’ Allison said.


I nodded. I had read one on an airplane once and been unable to finish it, but there seemed no need to share that.


‘Her new book is just out,’ Allison said. ‘It is going to be her biggest book yet. We’re printing seven hundred and fifty thousand copies. And we are asking her to go on a ten-city promotional tour on behalf of the book.’


‘Not as many perhaps as, say, Steve King, but a substantial number.’


Steve.


‘So Melanie Joan is in the big leagues.’


Allison said, ‘Absolutely.’


Melanie Joan smiled modestly. She was having a toasted bagel. So was Allison. So was I. It wasn’t just weight watching. I knew that all three of us had ordered something that could be eaten neatly. Upton was having bacon and eggs and home fries and buttered toast. Men!


‘Is your ex-husband dangerous?’ I said.


‘I don’t think we know that,’ Melanie Joan said. ‘He is very certainly annoying.’


‘I can probably help with the danger part,’ I said. ‘I don’t know what I can do about making him less annoying.’


‘And you’re prepared to drive city to city with Ms Hall?’ Upton said.


‘That would have something to do with how much you are prepared to pay me,’ I said.


‘We will pay you your usual rate, plus expenses,’ Upton said. ‘Ms Hall, of course, travels first class. So you would as well.’


‘Where would we go?’ I said.


Melanie Joan rattled off the cities in an almost expressionless tone: ‘Pittsburgh, Cleveland, Cincinnati, Dayton, Louisville, New York, Philadelphia, Baltimore, Washington, D.C.’


‘Good heavens,’ I said.


‘The tour should take two weeks,’ Allison said. ‘It is scheduled to end October thirtieth.’


‘Four cities a week.’


‘Yes.’


‘And you think your ex-husband will be able to keep up the pace?’


‘I don’t know that he won’t,’ Melanie Joan said.


‘You’re all from New York, why come up here and offer me the job?’ I said.


‘Melanie Joan still lives here,’ Allison said


‘And, I might need you beyond the book tour,’ Melanie Joan said. ‘If we get along all right.’


‘A test run,’ I said. ‘At the publisher’s expense.’


Melanie Joan smiled.


‘Maybe,’ she said.


The girls were talking too much, Lake needed to reassert himself. ‘I called your police commissioner,’ he said.


‘Oh,’ I said.


‘Oh?’ Melanie Joan said.


‘Pat Reagan used to be my father’s partner.’


‘Your father was a policeman?’ Melanie Joan said.


‘Yes. He retired as a Captain.’


‘We checked you thoroughly,’ Upton said. ‘Nepotism aside, we’re prepared to offer you the job.’


‘You’d be gone at least two weeks,’ Allison said.


‘Do you have children?’ Melanie Joan said.


‘No,’ I said. ‘I have a dog.’


‘Will that be a problem?’


‘I’ll miss her,’ I said. ‘But she can stay with her father.’


‘Your husband?’


‘No.’


I must have said no with more attitude than I intended. Everyone was silent for a moment.


‘So can we count on you?’ Allison said.


‘Certainly,’ I said.
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‘The sonovabitch,’ I said to Spike, ‘has someone else.’


‘He’s thinking of having someone else,’ Spike said and gave Rosie a french fry under the table. She ate it at once and turned her laserlike gaze back upward at Spike. Rosie was an English bull terrier, a miniature, and when she sat like that she looked a bit like a small black-and-white pyramid, albeit a beautiful one.


‘It’s not right,’ I said. ‘And don’t give her french fries.’


‘Aren’t you and Richie divorced?’ Spike said.


He gave Rosie another fry.


‘Yes, but we had an arrangement.’


‘Un huh.’


‘Well, goddamnit, we did.’


‘Is it anything like the arrangement you had with Brian Kelly?’


Rosie elevated without visible volition onto Spike’s lap and lapped his ear.


‘That was different,’ I said.


Spike smiled. He got another french fry off his plate and handed it to Rosie.


‘Well, it was,’ I said. ‘I wasn’t planning to walk off into the sunset with him.’


‘You never thought about it for a moment?’ Spike said.


‘Well, of course, sure, naturally you think about it.’


Spike was big and powerful in a bearish sort of way. He wasn’t bald yet, but his hair had begun to recede visibly. If she couldn’t be with me, or Richie, Rosie wanted to be with Spike. She was busy again, lapping. Spike turned his head, to avoid death by saliva. He smiled at me again and didn’t say anything. We were in his restaurant; not his actually, but the one that he had free reign to manage. I had a salad, which I wasn’t eating. Spike had a lovely cheeseburger and fries, which he was sharing with Rosie.


‘Oh, all right,’ I said.


‘Oh, all right?’


‘All right, he’s not doing anything that I didn’t do.’


Spike nodded.


‘But at least I didn’t tell him about it.’


Spike nodded again, and smiled again. I wanted to strangle him. Rosie had both forepaws on the table now, her black oval eyes fixed upon the remaining french fries.


‘So I’m mad,’ I said, ‘because Richie didn’t mislead me the way I did him.’


‘You think?’ Spike said.


‘Oh, fuck you,’ I said.


‘Good point,’ Spike said.


‘But, my God, Spike, what if he does marry the damned hussy?’


‘You want to be married to him again?’


I was quiet for a long time. Spike had a large bite of cheeseburger.


Finally, I said, ‘I don’t know.’


‘Does he want to be married to you again?’ Spike said.


‘I don’t know.’


A man and woman came to the table. Mr and Mrs Business: dark suits, briefcases, smooth hair, round glasses. The man’s smooth hair was gray. The woman’s smooth hair was blond, and other than that, allowing for anatomy, they looked interchangeable.


‘Are you the manager?’ the man said to Spike.


‘Sometimes,’ Spike said. ‘But not right now. Right now I’m doing psychotherapy.’


The man looked puzzled.


‘We’re having a problem with our waitress,’ the woman said.


‘Leave her a big tip,’ Spike said, ‘and call me in the morning.’


‘That’s your response?’ the man said.


‘It is,’ Spike said. He held another french fry for Rosie.


‘That’s disgusting,’ the woman said, ‘feeding a dog from the table in a restaurant.’


‘She’s not having trouble with her waitress,’ Spike said.


‘I’ll tell you one thing right now,’ the man said. ‘We’ll never be back here.’


‘Promises, promises,’ Spike said. He smiled at both of them. But there was something in the smile. The man almost flinched. The woman took his arm.


‘Come on, Brett,’ she said. ‘Let’s not get down to his level.’


Spike took Rosie off his lap and stood, and sat her on his chair. When he straightened he was still smiling his smile. He pointed at them and then at the door.


‘Beat it,’ he said.


The man started to speak, stopped. The woman pulled on the man’s arm until he turned and stalked out with her. Spike picked Rosie back up and sat down and put her back in his lap.


‘I guess the customer isn’t always right,’ I said.


‘I hate it,’ Spike said, ‘when I’m doing therapy, and somebody bothers me.’


‘I wouldn’t have guessed that,’ I said.


Spike grinned. His eyes were pale blue. They looked amused. They always looked amused. Almost.


‘You gonna leave Rosie with him when you go off with this author?’ Spike said.


‘Yes.’


‘Even if his girlfriend might pat her?’


‘I hate that,’ I said. ‘But… yes.’


We were quiet while Spike finished the cheeseburger. The fries were gone too. He pushed the empty plate close to Rosie so she could lap it.


‘Here’s what I think,’ Spike said. ‘I think Richie won’t commit to this broad any more than you would commit to Brian Kelly.’


‘And that would be, why?’ I said.


‘That would be because you are both connected to each other in ways you don’t even understand yet.’


‘And you think we will?’


‘You’d better,’ Spike said.
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We were on the Mass Pike passing through Lenox, with me driving, heading west with the cruise control set at seventy, two good looking babes in a rental Mercedes, talking.


‘Sometimes I think it’s so inconsequential,’ Melanie Joan said, ‘in the face of the terrorist horror: my books, my silly marriage problems, all of it.’


‘It is probably consequential to you,’ I said.


‘But what does it matter compared to the awfulness of September eleventh?’


‘I don’t imagine anything much matters compared to eternity,’ I said. ‘It’s probably best to keep on doing what you know how to do.’


‘But doesn’t it make you feel vulnerable?’ Melanie Joan said.


‘Sure,’ I said. ‘And angry, and vengeful and scared, and appalled.’


‘And what do you do with all those feelings?’


‘I experience them.’


‘And move on?’ Melanie Joan said.


‘Yes.’


We stopped at the West Stockbridge tollbooth. I paid and tucked the receipt over the visor. We were in New York State now.


‘When we first met,’ Melanie Joan said, ‘someone asked about your husband and you were very brusque.’


‘True.’


‘Are you having trouble with your marriage?’


‘I’m divorced,’ I said.


‘Do you feel like talking about it?’ Melanie Joan said.


‘You first.’


Melanie Joan was staring out the window at the rural New York landscape. Up a low hill a large billboard announced the prospect of a motel with a pool and an entertainment center only fifty miles hence.


‘It seemed so simple a thing,’ she said. ‘I was smart, I was a cheerleader, I would go to college, meet the right man – in my circles that’s why girls went to college – and happy ever aftering.’


I smiled encouragingly.


‘And I did,’ Melanie Joan said. ‘In fact I’ve met the right man a number of times.’


‘And married them?’


‘Every time,’ she said. ‘They’re bastards, aren’t they?’


‘Not always,’ I said. ‘Richie’s not a bastard… I don’t think.’


‘Do you ever see each other?’


‘Yes. Once a week, on Wednesday nights, when we can.’


‘How civilized,’ Melanie Joan said.


‘We share custody of a dog, Rosie.’


‘Children?’ Melanie Joan said.


‘No. Just Rosie.’


‘What kind?’


‘A miniature English bull terrier.’


‘I’m not sure I know what they look like.’


‘Spuds McKenzie?’ I said. ‘In the beer ads?’


Melanie Joan shook her head.


‘Well,’ I said. ‘They’re unusually beautiful.’


‘My first husband wasn’t so bad,’ Melanie Joan said. ‘He was nice, really. He just never got over being a college kid. He was still drinking beer, and playing ball, and chasing girls, you know?’


‘You divorced him?’


‘Yes. I got tired of feeling like a date for spring weekend.’


I nodded. Melanie Joan was a striking woman, despite the big hair and the short skirts. She was older than I was, with good cheekbones and lovely skin. Men looked at her, but, then, men look at everyone.


‘Number two was a novelist with very little libido.’


‘Don’t you hate when that happens?’ I said, just to be saying something. ‘Have I heard of him?’


‘I doubt it. That was another part of our problem.’


‘You were the more successful writer?’ I said.


Melanie Joan nodded. ‘And he saw my success as a sellout,’ she said.


‘Probably needed to,’ I said.


‘Probably.’


Melanie Joan looked out the window for a moment.


‘Of course in his terms, I probably am a sellout. I write sort of high-end bodice rippers.’


‘Bodice rippers?’ I said.


‘Feminine romances,’ Melanie Joan said.


‘Can’t they be good?’ I said.


‘They might be, I don’t know. Mine aren’t.’


‘Because?’


‘Because I can’t make them good. I have a talent for telling a story that several million people will want to read. But I’m not a terribly good writer.’


‘So,’ I said, ‘you’re doing the best you can.’


‘Yes,’ she said. ‘I suppose I am.’


‘Which means you’re not selling out. You’re working at capacity.’


Melanie Joan laughed. ‘I hadn’t thought of it that way,’ she said. ‘You’re very clever.’


‘A trained detective,’ I said.


‘It has been some sort of downward spiral,’ Melanie Joan said. ‘Each time I married I made a worse choice than I had before.’


‘Which one is the stalker?’ I said.


‘Third,’ she said, and smiled without much amusement. ‘And last.’


‘It’s too soon to give up,’ I said.


Melanie Joan shook her head and didn’t answer.


‘Do you really think you can protect me from him?’ she said.


‘Sure,’ I said.


‘But you’re this slender thing.’


‘I’m quick,’ I said.


‘How did you get to be a detective?’ Melanie Joan said.


‘My father was a policeman,’ I said. ‘I liked the work. But there was too much structure. So I left and… voila.’


‘It’s hard to imagine a beautiful girl like you…’ Melanie Joan shook her head. Mystified.


‘It is,’ I said. ‘Isn’t it?’
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‘Do you actually think of yourself as Melanie Joan?’ I said.


We were sitting at the bar off the lobby in the Stouffer’s Tower Plaza on Public Square in Cleveland.


‘Melanie Joan is part of the public persona,’ Melanie Joan said. ‘Like the big hair and the tight dress.’


It was quarter to ten at night. We were drinking cosmopolitans. The bar was quiet. It was nearly full but it opened onto the lobby and the vast high arch of the lobby tended to absorb noise.


‘When he watched me get dressed for a signing or something,’ Melanie Joan said, ‘my first husband would call it “putting on Melanie Joan Hall.” When I’m alone, I suppose, I’m probably still a little girl named Joanie.’


I smiled, and sipped my cosmopolitan. I looked at it with the translucence from behind the bar shining through it. Mostly I drink them because they look so pretty.


‘So what do you wear when you are just being Joanie?’ I said.


‘I’m almost never just Joanie anymore. Sometimes, in moments of maturity, I’m Joan. When I’m being Joan for long enough, I dress pretty much like you.’


‘That well?’ I said.


‘You dress very well, Sunny, as you know. Everything is stylish, everything is well cut, you have a wonderful figure, so everything fits, and you look at ease with your clothes and yourself.’


‘I don’t think so,’ I said.


‘Your ex-husband?’ Melanie Joan said.


‘Yes, well, not really, I suppose. I suppose really it’s me.’


‘And you don’t feel like talking?’


‘Forgive me,’ I said. ‘I don’t.’


‘Of course,’ Melanie Joan said.


A large sort of clumsy-looking young man came toward us. He had pale skin and small eyes and dark hair that fell fetchingly over his forehead.


‘You ladies far from home?’ he said.


Melanie Joan’s face tightened and she seemed to shrink in on herself.


She said, ‘Sunny.’


I was already facing him. I took my purse from the bar and put it in my lap and opened it. Melanie Joan turned slowly toward him.


‘I’m from Indianapolis,’ he said.


I could see Melanie Joan’s shoulders relax.


‘Hello,’ she said. ‘I’m Melanie Joan. This is my friend Sunny.’


Back in character.


‘What kind of name is Sunny?’ he said.


‘Mellifluous.’


He gave me a big smile.


‘Hey that’s good,’ he said. ‘I like confident girls.’


‘I’ll bet,’ I said.


He looked blank for a moment, then readjusted his smile.


‘My name’s Marc,’ he said.


‘Hi, Marc,’ Melanie Joan said.


‘Can I buy you ladies a drink?’


Melanie Joan said, ‘Certainly.’


Marc looked at me. I shook my head.


‘Hey, aren’t you supposed to be sunny?’ Marc laughed happily at how clever he was. ‘Your name’s Sunny.’


‘Sunny is short for Sonya,’ I said. ‘I’m being very Sonya.’


Marc had no idea what I was talking about, but I could see him decide that he was not going to get me into bed tonight. He turned to Melanie Joan.


‘What are you drinking?’


‘I’d love another one of these lovely cosmopolitans,’ she said.


‘You got it,’ Marc said and gestured to the bartender.


‘Another one for the lady,’ he said, ‘and a Crown and Coke for me.’


The bartender looked at me. I shook my head. The bartender went and mixed the drinks and brought them back.


‘So what do you do?’ Marc said.


‘Melanie Joan.’


‘Melanie Joan,’ Marc said. ‘What do you do?’


‘Nothing,’ Melanie Joan said.


Marc frowned, his small eyes squinching up. He took a needful pull on his Crown and Coke.


‘Nothing?’


‘Nope,’ Melanie Joan said, ‘not a thing.’


‘You married?’


‘Not at the moment.’


‘I’m separated,’ Marc said.


He drank some more Crown and Coke, his eyes already checking to see if the bartender was standing by. His suit, I noticed, fit him badly.


‘Were you married long?’ Melanie Joan said.


‘I was never married,’ Marc said. ‘The old lady was married but not me, you know what I mean.’


‘No, I don’t,’ Melanie Joan said.


‘Well, ah, I mean, I was sort of, ah, footloose, you might say,’ Marc said.


‘I might,’ Melanie Joan said.


Marc ordered himself another drink. Melanie Joan declined another.


‘So,’ Marc said, ‘how come your friend’s such a sourpuss?’


‘Maybe because she thinks you’re a boring jerk,’ Melanie Joan said.


‘Hey,’ Marc said. ‘That’s no way to talk.’


‘You asked,’ Melanie Joan said.


‘For crissake, I just bought you a drink.’


‘You did,’ Melanie Joan said, ‘didn’t you?’


She opened her purse and took out a five-dollar bill and handed it to him.


‘Beat it,’ she said.


He held the bill for a moment, then let it drop to the floor.


‘Fuck you,’ he said, and turned and walked back to his table.


‘Ah, the single life,’ I said.


Melanie Joan nodded, watching Marc move clumsily away.


‘It seems that you started out being Melanie Joan and switched to Joan in mid sentence.’


‘He wasn’t a fan,’ she said and smiled at me.
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Melanie Joan, in full Melanie Joan Hall regalia, was seated at a table in the open space, near the cash registers at the front of the Regal Bookstore in Shaker Heights. A patient line of people, mostly women, ran back among the aisles of the bookstore.
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