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A FRIEND OF Ryans said to him one time, yeah, but at least you dont take any shit from anybody.

Ryan said to his friend, I dont know, the way thingsve been going, maybe its about time I started taking some.

This had been a few years ago. Ryan remembered it as finally waking up, deciding to get off his ass and make some kind of run.

His sister drove him down to the Detroit police car auction, where he bought a 1970 maroon and white Cougar for $250. His sister didnt like the Cougar because it had four bullet holes in the door on the drivers side. Ryan said he didnt mind the holes. Didnt mind; he loved them.

The friend of Ryans who told him about the car auctions was a police officer with long hair and jeans and a big Mag under his leather jacket who worked out of the Criminal Investigation Division at 1300 Beaubien. His name was Dick Speed. He showed Ryan around the Frank Murphy Hall of Justice and what went on behind the courtrooms and told him about serving papers and how a guy could do pretty well if he didnt mind driving around in his car all day. The way Dick Speed explained it, it didnt look too hard.

Ryan met a few processto see if there was a process server look. There didint seem to be one. They could have been working on the line or delivering dry cleaning. Only one of them stood out, a short and sort of fat Jewish guy who wore leisure suits and seemed to know everybody in the Frank Murphy Hall of Justice. His name was Jay Walt. Ryan couldnt figure out what made the guy so sure of himself.

Ryan was thirty-six by then and starting to worry that maybe he was a misfit, a little out of touch with reality, that all the people strapped to their boring nine-to-fives were right and he was wrong.

He had sold insurance one time, for three weeks. He had sold new cars for several different Detroit dealerships; but, each place, the sales manager or the owner turned out to be a pain in the ass. Hed worked construction and driven a truck. Hed been with Local 299 of the Teamsters as a business agent for a while and got into a couple of fistfights that were interesting. Hed worked on the line at Chevrolet truck assembly in Flint, quit before he went out of his mind, and got a job at Abercrombies store in Troy, but only lasted two weeks. One day during the Christmas rush he told a lady if she didnt like the service why didnt she go someplace else. Hed said to her, Why should a nice person like you stand around taking a lot of shit? Ryan was always polite. He had also been into a little breaking and entering when he was much younger and working for a carpet-cleaning company; but it was more for fun than profit: see if he could get away with it. He had been arrested only once, for felonious assaultbelting a migrant crew chief the summer he picked cucumbers up in the Thumbbut the charge was dismissed. He had never served time.

What he got into serving was legal papers and it surprised him he liked it and was good at it. It surprised him that he was patient and had a knack for finding people. He wasnt afraid to walk up and hand someone a writ or a summons. As long as he didnt know anything about them personally it was all right. What they did, whatever trouble they were in, was their business, not his. He was polite, soft-spoken. He never hassled anybody. He would identify the individual and hand over the paper and say thank you, best of luck, and that was it. He couldnt remember many of the faces and he liked it that way.

He decided he liked process serving because he was his own boss. He could work two hours a day or twenty-four; and because he liked it, he usually put in at least twelve. He didnt mind being in the car most of the day. He liked to drive around and listen to music or, about a hundred days a year, a Detroit Tigers baseball game. It didnt matter what place they were in. Ryans ambition, up until the time he was twenty, was to be a major league third baseman. Hed looked good enough to get a tryout with the Red Sox; but he couldnt hit a breaking ball if the guy hung it up there in front of him. They told him hed never make it. He had connected with that Chicano crew chief, though: hit him with a baseball bat on the hardpacked clearing in the cucumber fields when the guy came at him with a knife. Ryan had learned early that in street fighting, if there was no way to get out of it, you hit first and made it count and usually it was over. It was a good thing to know and keep with you.

The only problem he anticipated in his work was taking shit from people who didnt want to be served: people whod give him a hard time, like he was the one taking them to court. But he handled it in a way that surprised him. He just didnt let these people bother him. He realized they were frightened or reacting without thinking. They were so pissed off at the first party, the plaintiff, they had to take it out on somebody and he was standing there, responsible. He realized they didnt mean it personally, so why get mad or upset?

He was told process serving was a dangerous occupation and that most process servers carried a gun. But Ryan never packed. A friend of hisnot the cop, Dick Speed, another onesaid, But look, this guy sees you come in, he knows if he gets served hes going to lose his ass maybe. What if hes got a gun? The guys scared shitless, he sees you come in, bam, youre dead.

Ryan had been threatened with getting his head taken off. He had had guns pointed at him and waved in his face. He had served a guy, in a child-custody case, who had beaten up a couple of policemen. He had walked into the headquarters of a blacks-against-the-world group and had gotten all the looks and the bullshit and had walked out with an adding machine, a repossession.

Youre not even that big, his friend said, that youd scare anybody.

In this work, Ryan told his friend, you can be a boy scout, a humanitarian, you can be an ass chaser, theres plenty of that. I mean broads, ones thatre lonely or grateful. You can lean on people, stick it to them if you get a kick out of that. Christ, like a guy I know, hes in the collection business now, Jay Walt. He likes to torture people, get them to squirm and whimper. You can do that. Or you can wish them luck and not horse them around any. Were all making the same trip, right? Trying to get along. Why should we fuck each other over and make life miserable?

But never get personally involved, he might have added. That was rule number one. Dont get too close and start feeling sorry for people. You want to do that, go work for the Salvation Army.

The second week on the job, when he was still a little nervous, Ryan did buy a .38 Smith and Wesson Chiefs Special; but he never got around to carrying it. He could if he wanted to, it was legal, and it was in his top dresser drawer if he ever needed it. In his wallet he had a shield that was in the shape of a star and identified him as a constable, Oakland County, and business cards that advertised his private practice, search and serve associates, jack c. ryan. He worked mainly in Wayne, Oakland, and Macomb counties, which took in the Greater Detroit and Pontiac areas and as far east as Grosse Pointe and Mount Clemens on Lake Saint Clair.

By the end of his first year, Ryan had a list of attorneys who were sending him their service work. Hed stop by the Troy Municipal Court and pick up a batch there from the clerk two or three times a week and then stop by the Oakland County Circuit Court in Pontiac. He was getting enough business that he didnt have to go all the way downtown to the Detroit courts too often. What surprised him the most, he was organized. He planned his calls carefully, sometimes knocking on a door as early as four in the morning and handing the guy the paper before he had his eyes open. He served on the average of fifteen to twenty legal papers in a twelve-hour day, put upwards of two thousand miles a month on his car, and grossed between twenty and twenty-five thousand a year. Not bad, considering he was getting five or six bucks a service from the courtszip if he failed to serve the paperand twelve or fifteen, plus mileage, from the attorneys. Ryan was good and he knew it, and so did the court clerks and the attorneys who called him to handle the tough ones. They could take Ryans word for it: if a defendant couldnt be found, then he wasnt around anymore, or he was dead. They knew his word was good and that he never signed the affidavit on a service he didnt completelike the Belle Isle Bridge servers, guys who were known to drop a summons in the Detroit River (or a trash can) if locating the defendant appeared too difficult, or if it took them into a rough, inner-city neighborhood.

Ryan lived alone. He had a small one-bedroom unit in a fairly new apartment building in Royal Oak. He had been married once. He married a nice quiet girl who came into her own during the five years of their marriage and turned into a tough little hard-headed woman who liked to pick and find fault and was always right. Hed ask her, Whats it like being always right? And shed say, You should hear yourself. No more Mr. Nice Guy, huh? Boy, have you changed. And things like that. He hadnt changed. He had gone by the book and purposely picked a sweet little June Allyson and discovered too late that when you take the girl next door into a different life she isnt the girl next door anymore. So he said fuck itgoing through the motions of playing house, being someone he didnt want to beand got a divorce.

His sister and brother-in-law, stuck in their little ranch house with four kids and a lamp in the picture window, told him hed probably never grow up: he was like a little brat who always wanted his own way. He had dinner there and listened to them about three times a year. Every once in a while he would ask them what was so great about growing up.

Lately, he was seeing a girl by the name of Rita who was a legal secretary. Ryan told her, with her blond hair, she didnt look like a Rita at all. Rita thought he was nuts. She was a little nuts herself, unpredictable; though Ryan noticed she worked at it. Rita had thought that going out with a process serveractually making calls with himwould be a kicky thing to do. Until she realized Ryan was probably doing the same thing: getting an extra kick out of scoring with a legal secretary, a girl who handed him papers to serve. She wasnt sure, with his straight face, when he was kidding or being serious. So shed tell him he was a nut and that would somehow cover it either way.

Sometimes on Saturdays Rita would ride with him, keep him company, and once in a while shed help him serve a paper. Hed call her and Rita would say, What have you got, another doctor? Doctors, scared to death of malpractice suits, were hard to get to. One time Ryan tried to make an appointment with a doctor and found out the guy was a gynecologist. So he went in with Rita for her rabbit test, the concerned hubby. But when he tried to serve the paper, the doctor actually ran. They followed him out of the clinic, saw him get in his Buick Electra and take off. A mile and a half later they finally caught him at a stop light. The doctor was locking his doors, closing the power-operated windows as Ryan got out and walked around to the Buick. The doctor stared straight ahead and wouldnt look at Ryan when he knocked on the side window. So Ryan lifted the windshield wiper in front of the doctors face and let it snap back to hold the court papers against the windshield. He said to the doctor, This is a domestic litigation. Youre being sued for divorce, not malpractice. Like turning it around and telling the doctor his tumor was benign. The doctor, behind the windshield, seemed to sag with relief. Ryan heard him say, Oh, shit, is that all? Thank you.

Ryan got his picture in the paper when he served a rock group with a summons during their performance at the Masonic Temple Auditorium. He didnt do it as a stunt. It was the only way he saw to get close to them. The lead-in to the picture caption said Show Stopper! Rita had the newspaper photo blown up in a photostat and mounted and hung it in Ryans living room. He showed a nice amount of poise there on the stage in front of the rock group, the freaks gaping at him, the paper extended, and the calm, deadpan expression on his face. Ryan liked the blowup. He would never have thought of hanging something like that in his living room.

The only things he didnt like about the paper-serving business were evictions and repossessions. Kicking people out of their home was awful. Getting ten bucks a room for the job and usually having to bring boxes for all their pitiful junk. Going in and taking a color TV or a chrome and Formica dinette set was bad enough. He couldnt get used to it, sticking it to some poor cluck whod been laid off and was behind on his payments.

He shouldnt have bought the item in the first place, Jay Walt said. Whos supposed to eat it, the bank? The store? No, theyd be out of business carrying deadbeats. They got no choice in the final analysis but go to court.

Jay Walt ran a collection agency now with a high turnover of personnel; he still served some paper, but more as a sideline. Ryan had got to know him, picking up some of his paper work for a split of the fee when Jay Walt was overloaded and Ryan didnt have much to do. In a way, Jay Walt fascinated him; it was like the guy was playing a part, the little hotshot in his tinted glasses and leisure suit. Everything was a big deal, but the guy never paid an invoice sooner than ninety days. Ryan figured he was so tight with a buck he must still have his bar mitzvah money. Ryan didnt know he was being a smart-ass when he thought this; he believed he was being funny. He didnt own a leisure suit and hadnt gotten a dime when he made his first communion.

One time Jay Walt took Ryan along to show him how to handle a repossession. With them were two outside men who waited by the U-haul van and would do the lifting once Jay Walt cleared the way. Unbelievable. He walked right in, brushed past the woman in hair curlers who opened the door, and started looking around, hands on his hips, locating the stereo outfit and the color TV, where the little kid was sitting on the floor with a bowl of Spaghetti-Os watching General Hospital. The woman was asking Jay Walt who he was, what he wanted. Jay Walt said, Honey, all the times weve talked on the phone, were old friends. Allied Credit Service, Mr. Walt. Yeah, now you remember.

The husband came out from the kitchen wiping his hands on his T-shirt. Jay Walt didnt give him a chance.

Whats this, youre on your vacation? Taking a holiday? Your wife said you were working.

What? Im working, the husband said. Over at Ranco, second shift. He was anxious, on the defensive in his own home, not even knowing what was going on.

So how come you havent made any payments?

For what?

For what? The home entertainment center. Hi-fi, speakers, nineteen-inch color TV. Youre four payments behind. I told your wife, I didnt get it last week, on my desk, attention Mr. Walt, thats it, you dont own it anymore.

See, Ive only been working the past two weeks.

You get paid?

We had some bills piling up. Specially doctor bills.

You got some billswhat am I, at the end of the line? Screw Mr. Walt, huh?

We had to pay the doctor. Stevies got this allergy they found out about

Hey, Jay Walt said. Im allergic too. I break out when somebody gives me the runaround, when they lie to my face, tell me they refuse to meet a contractual obligation.

Nobody lied to you. See, I was laid off, I was out five months, drawing just unemployment. What am I supposed to do?

You turn the music off and the TV? Jay Walt asked. No, you stop paying, but you keep entertaining yourselves. He looked over at Ryan by the door. Tell them okay.

Ryan didnt know what he meant at first. The two guys outside. He felt funny motioning to them, like he was part of this.

As they came through the door, Jay Walt said, The TV, the home entertainment setup, the tagre, everything.

The what? one of the outside men said.

The fake shelves.

Now wait a minute, the husband said, getting a little something into it; but he didnt move from where he was standing.

Wait your ass, Jay Walt said. Waiting times over. Come on, get this crap out of here.

One of the outside men unplugged the TV. General Hospital disappeared and the little kid on the floor started to whine, making a sound like he was going to cry.

They drop that TV on the kid, its not our fault, Jay Walt said. Get him out of the way. The mother yelled at the little boy, grabbed him, and marched the bewildered kid out of the room. She had to take it out on somebody.

Jay Walt said to the husband, I was going to give you another month, you know that? But you blew it, give me that shit about the doctor.


I can show you. Stevies got this allergy. The husband didnt know what to do. He was getting frantic.

Forget it, Jay Walt said.

When they were in Jay Walts light-blue Mark IV, Ryan said, He couldve called the cops, you know that? Had you arrested.

Sure I know it, Jay Walt said, but asshole doesnt. Listen, you can tell them, Christ, anything, you wouldnt believe it.

Id believe it, Ryan said. What do you do with his stuff?

Wait twenty-one days, thats the law, put three notices in the paper nobody can find, and supposedly sell it at auction, Jay Walt said. Howd you like a home entertainment center, Jackie? Pretty good speakers, the tagre, everything, seventy-five bucks.

Rita told him he should have taken it, get rid of the Mickey Mouse record player he had. What the heck, seventy-five bucks, if he didnt grab it somebody else would. Ryan said listen, the cluck still had to make his payments; you realize that? Okay, Rita said, so its a shitty deal. Lifes full of shitty deals.

Well, maybe, but he wasnt going to get involved in that kind of stuff. He wouldnt mind having a light-blue Mark IV and an expensive hi-fi setup and a few other things. He wouldnt mind having a box at the ball park, right behind the Tigers dugout, so he could get a good look at the guys as they came off the field and hear some of the things they said. It was possible. But he wasnt going to get a hernia trying, or give anybody else one.

He was doing all right.


At the end of three years hed put 83,000 miles on the Cougar and traded it in on a Pontiac Catalina two-door, light-blue, with air and heavy-duty shocks, forty-six fifty-eight delivered. He was glad to finally get rid of the Cougar, though hed still think about it every once in a while. There werent many cars around with four bullet holes in the door.
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JAY WALT WAS getting a coffee, cream and sugar, to go.

Ryan slid onto a stool between a couple of black girls with coats on, visitors, and hunched over the menu. He didnt feel like talking to Jay Walt in the coffee shop of the Frank Murphy Hall of Justice, ninth floor: Jay Walt talked out loud wherever he was, even on an elevator. When Ryan was with him hed feel people looking at them.

Jesus Christ, hey, where you been? Move down one, honey, okay? You mind? Thank you, sweetheart.

Ryan looked up at the beige leisure suit and trench coat over one armbelt and rings and epauletsand the alligator attach case and the coffee to go with the plastic lid, all of it being wedged in against the counter, close to him.

Whatre you, so busy you dont call your answering service anymore? I been trying to get you, two days I been calling. I figure youre shacked up with some broad filed for divorce. Needs a little sympathy, huh? I know, dont tell me, buddy, I been there.


Jay Walts back filled and stretched the double-knit suit. The black girl next to him looked over. It was close in here, humid, the stools filled shoulder to shoulder.

I figure you had some paper, Ryan said, no hurry. I was going to call you today or tomorrow. But I dont think I can handle it right now.

Jesus, you eat in here? Jay Walt pulled his tinted glasses off to look at the vapor forming.

Not too often. Usually Im downtown, I go around to the Hellas

Eat that Greek shit?

or the Athens. Sounding like he was apologizing.

I grab a cup, Jay Walt said, drink it in the car, make a few phone calls.

You got a phone in the Mark now?

Naw, new Cadillac Seville. Its small, you know, but its okay. With the phone, shit, I could drive to Miami handle all my business I dont have to do personally. Jay Walt was peeling the lid off his coffee to go.

Ryan was hot in his raincoat. He ought to take it off. He looked past Jay Walt to get the waitress. Get something and get out. Jay Walt glistened. His styled hair, like a grayish ace cap, glistened with spray. His nose glistened, and his tinted wire-frame glasses glistened and reflected the overhead light. The waitress wouldnt look this way. Shed made up her mind, nothing was going to make her look. He could get up and leave. He wasnt sure why hed come in here anyway, or why hed come downtown. He hadnt been downtown in a month. He hadnt seen Jay Walt in about two months. He didnt like fast-food counter places with slow service. Tell Jay Walt hed changed his mind.

Christ, walk out if you want. You dont have to explain anything.

Ryan said, Well, I think Im going to give up on getting served.

You want the waitress?

No, never mind. The guy would probably yell at her to get her ass down here, then call her honey and sweetheart and give her a lot of bullshit with everybody listening. Ryan started to turn the stool to ease out of there. Ill call you later on, okay?

Wait a minute, sit still. Jay Walt laid his hand on Ryans arm and left it there. I got you, let me tell you what I want.

Ill come by. Id have to pick up the papers, anyway. Hed do it, just to get out of here.

Its not papers. I want you to find a guy for me.

Ryan could see it coming. A guy ran out on his car payments and took the car, disappeared. Something like that. He said, What do you need me for? Call the police.

Its not that kind of a thing, Jay Walt said. No paper, no summons, anything like that. I just want you to locate a guy for me. A Robert Leary, Jr. Hes probably around sixty. Say fifty-five to sixty-five. Find out where I can reach him and let me know. Thats all. You dont have to hand the guy anything or even talk to him.

So hes not in the phone book or the city directory. Ryan turned back to the counter, but Jay Walts hand remained on his arm.

A lot of people arent. But this guy, he doesnt even have a credit record. Can you imagine that today, no credit record? Not even a rotten one. I put some of my guys on it, thats as far as those shitheads could go, phone book and a credit check. Its going to take a pro, I can see that. So who do I think of first, immediately?

Whatd the guy do?

He didnt do anything. Theres nothing illegal, its a business thing. Client of mine, guy I do business with, wants to find him. Why would you have to know anything about it? You understand?

How much?

Jay Walt finally let go of Ryans arm. He took a sip of coffee and touched a napkin to his mouth. Guarantee you a hundred and a half for three days. No, shit, say two days. Youre fast, the way you work. You dont locate him in two days, you get paid anyway and we talk about it some more, see if theres any point in continuing.

This client of yourshe pays the bills?

Sure he does, hes looking for the guy, Im not. Im helping him out strictly as a favor.

Ryan got out his notebook. How do you spell his name? The guy Im looking for.

Robert Leary. L-e-a-r-y. Junior. J-u-n-i-o-r. Jay Walt glanced over to see if the girl next to him was listening, appreciating him. She was biting into a club sandwich, then wiped some mayonnaise from the corner of her mouth. Last known address 146 Arden Park.

Ryan looked at him with a question.

I know, Jay Walt said, its all colored down there now, but its still a pretty good streetbig houses, mansions. I think a lot of colored doctors must live there, or else its all whorehouses, I dont know.


Ryan was sure the girl was still listening. Dumb guy. Thats what it was, not his confidence, he was just dumb, he didnt have any feelings. Ryan said, When did Robert Leary, Jr., live there? How long ago?

Nineteen forty-one. It was still solid white then, a very classy address.

That was thirty-five years agoyou dont have anything else? Something current?

Jackie, if I had something current Id have called the guy up by now. This is why Im talking to the pro, guaranteeing a hundred and a half.

The Jackie stopped Ryan. Jay Walt was the only person he knew who ever called him that. Ryan didnt consider himself a Jackie. It hooked him, Jay saying it in his loud voice.

You want me to do it, Ryan said, itll be twenty bucks an hour. A hundred and a half gets you one day. But Ill probably have to make some inquiries and theyll have to be followed up the next day or maybe even the day after, so it looks to me like were talking about three hundred guaranteed. If thats too steep for you, then put your shitheads back on it.

Jay Walt was staring at him through his tinted glasses. Whatd I say?

You didnt say anything.

All of a sudden, on the muscle.

Im telling you the terms, my rate on something like this. Ryan kept his voice low, calm but with a little edge to it. Since youre not paying, what do you care what I charge, right? Or do you have to get an okay?

I got a little flexibility in negotiating, Jay Walt said. Naturally. Its pretty much up to me.


So maybe Im low, Ryan said, and we should start over.

No, I think you did pretty good. Youre coming along, Jackie.

Also, a hundred and a half in advance, Ryan said. I dont mean in ninety days, I mean before I do anything.

Ill call the guy, Jay Walt said, have him mail you a check. He hesitated. No, wait a minute

How about if I pick it up? Save him the trouble.

Well, actually, see, he doesnt want to deal with too many people. This guy, hes from out of town, doesnt have a lot of time. Jay Walt was thinking and talking at the same time.

Ryan saw it. If he sends me a check, Im going to know who he is, anyway. Whats his name?

Lets keep it simple. Jay Walt had his billfold out and his thoughts in order. I give you the advance, you wont have to worry about it anymore. We keep the deal simple, strictly between you and me.

Why dont you want me to know who it is?

Jay Walt was holding the billfold open, looking inside.

Ryan watched him. The girl was eating her sandwich, not paying any attention. Hey, Jay? Whats the big secret? Whats it about?

You wouldnt know the guy, anyway. Hes from out of town.

Then whats the difference?

You want the hundred and a half or not?

Ryan didnt ask any more questions.


He got right on it, beginning with the Detroit City Directory for 1941. Then looked up the next few years.

Robert Leary, Jr., was not listed as a resident of 146 Arden Park in any of the volumes. Allen Anderson was the only name that appeared.

Next he visited the records section, Detroit Department of Health. Robert Leary, Jr., finally showed up. Born at Harper Hospital. Parents, Robert J. and Clara Anne. Date of birth ...

Ryan paused, looking at the date. Right thereJuly 20, 1941his job ceased to be routine. Or else somebody had made a mistake. Robert Leary, Jr., at least the one on record, was not sixty years old. He was thirty-five.

Board of Education records confirmed it. Robert Leary, Jr., had attended Cass Technical High School during the years 195758. There was no record of his having graduated.

At the Wayne County Clerks office Ryan found out that Robert Leary, Jr., and a Denise Leann Watson had been issued a marriage license August 11, 1973.

There was no Denise Leary or Watson listed in the telephone directory.

Ryan was in a phone booth in the lobby of the Detroit City-County Building. He called his friend Dick Speed and arranged to meet him at the Athens Bar on Monroe, around the corner from police headquarters.

In an hour, Dick Speed said.

That was fine with Ryan. It would give him a chance to look up probate court records and see if he could learn something about the Allen Anderson family, who were living at 146 Arden Park the year Robert Leary, Jr., was born. There was a connection, or else Leary wouldnt have been listed with that address.

Ryan had another idea. Before he left the phone booth he called both the Detroit News and the Free Press and dictated an insertion for their personal columns in the classified section. Both for tomorrows editions.

He almost called Jay Walt, to tell him what he had learned so far, then decided no, dont appear eager. Make it look easy.

Ryan and Dick Speed had gone to high school at the same time, Catholic Central. Both had played varsity football and baseball and American Legion ball. Both their dads had worked at Ford Highland Park. Ryan remembered Speeds brush cut in 62, the year he graduated from Western Michigan with a Phys. Ed. major. He had tried out as a free-agent defensive back with the Browns, Bengals, Redskins, and Lions and finally put in his application at the Detroit Police Academy. Ryan had thought hed make the pros on his name alone, Christ, Dick Speed, six-one, two-ten; but Speed found out he couldnt back-pedal worth a shit and those skinny black wide receivers would show him a hip and be on their way.

Dick Speed had hair now, layers of it, and choker beads and tight faded Levis and a .357 Mag that was almost as big as Clint Eastwoods.

Sipping his Strohs in the Athens Bar, he told Ryan he was with Squad Six nowa special unit of the Criminal Investigation Division that handled drug-related homicides: a lot of execution-type killings where the guy was tied up and gagged and shot in the head.

Like in the movies, Ryan said.

The movies, shit, Dick Speed said. I mean you cant imagine the mess, a guy gets hit in the head. All over the wall, the floor. Jesus, its something.

You ever get sick?

No, I never did. These other guys, the old pros, theyd wait to see how youre going to take it. But I never have been sick. Knock wood. Shit, knock Formica in this place.

I wanted to ask you if you could do me a favor.

The movies, listen, you want to see the real thing, Dick Speed said, I can arrange it, ride in the meat wagon sometime. Shit, youd die.

Then what would I want to do it for?

Sunday morning earlys the best time. Come back to Receiving with the meat wagon, then stop by the morgue, see all the Saturday night hotshots, the good time they had.

Ryan was polite and listened and made a few comments, but he wasnt buying him beer to learn about dope-related executions or Sunday mornings at the morgue.

Listen, Ryan said, I got to get over to Probate before it closeswhere he had just come fromand I was wondering if you could do me a favor. Look and see if you got a sheet on a Robert Leary, Jr.

Whats he supposed tove done?

Nothing I know of, Ryan said. But if a guys hard to find, I was wondering maybe its because hes got something to hide. Am I wrong?


There could be all kinds of reasons, Dick Speed said. Maybe he owes money, hasnt paid his alimony. You sure this guys still around?

No, Im not, but I started thinkingwhat if hes in jail? Im looking up all the records and hes sitting there waiting.

You know something youre not telling me?

No, its just a thought, Ryan said. Something I mightve overlooked.
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THE TWO-INCH NOTICE that appeared in the Personal columns of the News and the Free Press said:

Robert Leary, Jr.

Urgent!

Call 355-1919

Ryan planned to stay in the apartment all day if he had to. By midmorning he was restless, not used to sitting around. Pacing and looking out the window didnt help much until a Detroit Edison crew came along and started tearing up the street with jackhammers. Watching them dig into the pavement, making gradual progress, was better than only listening to the noise. Theyd stop for a while and stand around in their yellow slickers and hed watch TV, popping from one channel to another to find something interesting. Search for Tomorrow wasnt too bad. He was going to have a sandwich when he got hungry, then decided to cook one of his specials. He sauted onions and green pepper, threw in a can of tomatoes, peas, and cut-up ham, and dished it over Minute rice. He could do a lot with a can of tomatoes: tomatoes and lima beans, tomatoes and corn. Brown some chicken or chuck roast first, put it back in the tomatoes and onions to simmer awhile and dish it out over rice or noodles. Ryan loved it. Rita said everything he cooked tasted the same.

When the phone rang the first time, he took his time walking over to the footlocker that served as a coffee table and cleared his throat before he picked up the phone and said hello.

It was his sister, Marion. She hadnt called in at least six months, but she picked today. She was wondering how things were going, living alone. He had been living alone for four and a half years, but Marion was still wondering and asked him when did he want to come over for a home-cooked meal. Ryan said anytime, you name it. Marion was not that much of a cook. In fact, she was pretty bad. But he always said that, anytime. She never picked a date beforehand but always waited until she got him on the phone and then would have to go and get her calendar and study it and try to remember what nights Earl bowled or had Cub Scouts or an Ushers Club meeting. Ryan told her he was expecting an important phone call, but it still took another ten minutes.

He knew it was a remote chance the guy would see the notice in the personals, or that a friend might see it and tell himif the guy had a friend and if he hadnt moved away and a few more ifs. Still, he had to give it a chance. And if the guy did call and the line was busyhe didnt know anything about the guy, if he was impatient or if hed wait and try again. He wanted at least to cover all the bases, so he could hand in a full report and show them what he did for the three hundred. It surprised him a little that he felt this way, that he was conscientious.

By the time the phone rang again, at a quarter past four, Ryan had decided sitting by a telephone was a pretty dumb way to make a buck, and if the guy didnt call by five, hed go for a ride and lay some paper on somebody.

Ryan said hello and the voice on the other end said, What do you want? There were faint sounds in the background, voices and music. Country music.

Who is this?

Thats what I want to know. Whore you?

My names Ryan. I represent someone whos looking for

What is it?

Ryan. R-y-a-n.

You want Robert Leary, it said call this number. What do you want?

Im trying to tell you, Ryan said. Are you Robert Leary, Jr?

What is it you want?

Tell me something. What year were you born?

What year ... There was a pause. You said call this number. What do you want?

I want to know if Im talking to Robert Leary, Jr.

This is him.

You in a bar? ... You drinking?

There was a pause again and the background sound was blocked out, as though a hand had been placed over the phone.

Hey, Ryan said. You still there?

What do you want?


The voice was low and husky. Ryan pictured it coming from an old man.

You want to see me?

I want to see Robert Leary, Jr. Tell me what year you were born.

Listen, you want to see me or not?

All right, Ryan said. Where do you live?

Meet meyou know where the bus station is?

Downtown?

Yeah. Nine oclock tonight. Park on the roof of the bus stationwait a minute. Another pause, silence. What kind of car you drive? Ryan told him. Okay, park up on the roof, take the elevator down. Go over and standwait a minute. Again a pause, longer this time. Hello?

Yeah.

Go over and wait by the door to the mens room.

Howll I know you? Ryan said.

Nine oclock. You want to see me, be there.

Let me ask you something.

Robert Leary, Jr., or whoever it was, hung up.

Ryan called Dick Speed. He was out on assignment. So Ryan sat around again, wondering if he should bother going all the way down to the bus station. He was reasonably sure the guy on the phone wasnt Robert Leary, Jr. In fact, he knew it wasnt. The guy could have been calling for Leary, though, getting instructions from Leary during the pauses. That was a possibility. So hed have to go down to the bus station, go through the motions, and put in the report.

The second Robert Leary, Jr., called at five to seven, while Ryan was changing his clothes. This time he forgot to clear his throat before picking up the phone.

Your number 355-1919?

Thats right.

Who am I talking to? A slow, quiet voice; maybe a southern accent.

My names Ryan. Whats yours?

You put that in the paper today?

Im the one, Ryan said. Are you Robert Leary, Jr.?

I dont know you, the voice said.

No, I dont know you either, Ryan said. Are you Robert Leary?

Yeah. What do you want?

You mind I ask you when you were born?

There was a silence as the man waited, still on the line.

I want to be sure Im talking to the right party, Ryan said. If you are, all I need to know is where I can get in touch with you, or where you live.

The second Robert Leary, Jr., hung up.

Shit.

Ryan waited around until eight-fifteen. There were no more calls.

Dick Speed returned his call at eleven-thirty that evening.

Ive been trying to get you for a couple of hours.

I had to go down to the bus station.

The bus station?

Its a long, boring story.

Well, this Robert Leary, Jr., I hope to shit you dont have to serve him papers.


Why?

The guys a fucking beauty.

Ryan listened then for several uninterrupted minutes while Dick Speed read the sheets on Leary. Ryan listened and said, reverently, when he finished, Jesus Christ.

Ryan didnt get hold of Jay Walt until the next morning. He said over the phone, I dont think twenty bucks an hour is going to make it. The three hundred for openers, okay, youve spent that. But now, what Ive found out so far, I think its possible I could get killed if I keep at it. But not for any twenty bucks an hour. We make another deal and you tell me whats going on before I tell you anything.

Jay Walt got back to Ryan within fifteen minutes. He said he had to do a little talking, but finally arranged a meeting. Ryan was to go to the Pontchartrain Hotel and ask for a Mr. Perez.

Arent you going to be there?

Well, not right away. He said he wanted to see you alone.

Jay Walt didnt sound too happy about it.
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THERES NOTHING MYSTERIOUS about it, Mr. Perez said with his soft accent. My business is finding lost stockholders. People who own stock in a company but dont know it.

Why dont they know it? Ryan asked him.

Well get to that if youre interested. Mr. Perez uncrossed his legs and pulled himself out of the deep chair. Im sorry, I didnt ask you what you drink. He picked up a glass from the coffee table and moved away.

Nothing, thanks, Ryan said.

Too early, huh? I have my dinner at noon. So I start anytime a half hour before. The way he said my dinner with the soft drawl sounded good, something he enjoyed, though he didnt look like a big eater. He was bony, in fact, with a long, bony nose that was discolored with broken blood vessels. He looked more like a drinker than an eater.

Wheres your home? Ryan asked him.

Baton Rouge, when Im not somewhere else. I also have a home at Pass Christian, on the Gulf. But I havent seen much of it lately, been spending most of my time up this way.


Ryan sat in a straight chair with arms, his damp raincoat across his lap. He was having a hard time typing Mr. Perez. Light-skinned Cuban or old Louisiana Spanish maybe, with a halo of hair that had receded to the top of his head and an air of relaxed self-confidence. The man knew who he was. It didnt bother him that his white shirt was rumpled or his necktie had slipped and was off-center. Ryan watched him go over to a low bookcase that was set up with several bottles of liquor and glasses and a silver ice bucket. Next to the bar, an alcove window of tinted glass reached to the floor, framing a view of the Detroit River and the Ambassador Bridge to Canada. It was still raining, coming down out of a washed-out gray sky that had been hanging over the city for days.

Ryan wondered how much the hotel suite cost. There was a desk piled with folders and papers and a thick briefcase on the chair next to it. Beyond the desk, through an open doorway, he saw twin beds with gold spreads and gold headboards. He bet it was costing the guy a hundred a day, at least. He wondered if the guy was a lawyer. He looked like one: not the corporate lawyer, but the downtown city-hall lawyer.

What do you call what you do?

Mr. Perez was coming back with his whiskey over ice, taking his time.

My title? Well, my card says Im an investment consultant. Hows that sound? Mr. Perez smiled easily.

I suppose youre a lawyer, too.

Why do you suppose that? He lowered himself carefully, holding the lowball glass in front of him, and sank down in the chair.


I guess I just assumed you were.

You hire lawyers, Mr. Perez said. You dont have to be one. Thank God.

Can I ask you, how do you happen to know Jay Walt?

I dont know him. Least I didnt, Mr. Perez said. I used him once before, he was all right. You see, locating people, a very good way to find out about them is through their credit rating. So I generally use somebody in the business. I believe he was the first or second one in the Yellow Pages, Allied Credit something or other. Let me ask you, are you a friend of his?

No, Ryan said.

You dont care too much for him either.

Ryan didnt say anything.

I have kind of a negative feeling myself, Mr. Perez said. Man talks out loud in elevators. I was thinking, theres not much reason to keep him around. Thats if youve got something to tell me.

A few things, Ryan said. But I dont know what Im into yet. I dont know whats going on.

Youre trying to locate a lost stockholder who, I hope, doesnt know hes lost, Mr. Perez said. See, the way I go about it, I pick out a company that was around during the depression, when the value of their stock was quite low or maybe worthless. I go to the company and I say, If you give me the names of any stockholders youve lost track of, Ill see if I can locate them for you, at my own expense. Get the dead wood out of your stockholder list and bring it up to date. See, what happens from time to time, the company will get back a dividend check they sent out. Or their annual report comes back. Maybe the person died and the company wasnt notified. Or moved and didnt leave a forwarding address. The company usually doesnt make much of an effort to find the person. They go through the motions, then after a while, if they still havent located the party, they put the name on their list of lost stockholders.

What I was wondering before, Ryan said, the stockholder, I mean if hes alive, he knows he owns the stock, doesnt he?

Youd be surprised, Mr. Perez said. He mightve put it away thirty years ago and forgot about it. Or he thought the company went broke during the depression. Or, what happens, he inherits the stock but never looks at it to see what it is. Now its buried under some old papers in the bottom of a desk. So, I get the list from the company and go to work.

They just give it to you?

Why wouldnt they? Mr. Perez stared, interested in Ryans answer.

Well, Id think it would be privileged information. I cant see the company taking the chance, exposing their stockholders to, well, they dont know what, do they?

Mr. Perez smiled. You were going to say exposing them to some kind of con. Believe me, Mr. Ryan, theres nothing questionable or suspicious about what I do. Youre right, though. Some companies are hesitant. They feel they have to consider my proposition very carefully, discuss it, get approval from the board, all that. Well, in those cases, what I do, I get on friendly terms with one of the third- or fourth-level executives of the company and ask him to let me have the listhe knows Im not going to do anything illegaland avoid a lot of red tape and confusion.

Whats that cost you?

Not a thing. Oh, I may send him a case of scotch, something like that. Mr. Perez paused, but Ryan didnt say anything. Its done all the time.

So then you try to find the lost stockholder.

Thats right. I locate the individual and I tell him I have knowledge of a certain property in his name thats of some value.

You dont tell him its stock.

No, that might be telling too much. I ask him to sign an agreement first, giving me a percent of the value as a finders fee. He does that, then I tell him what it is.

Can I ask you, what percent do you get?

Well, it depends. Sometimes, if theres a lot of work involved, as much as half. Mr. Perez took a sip of his whiskey and lit a cigarette. He was comfortable in the deep chair, at ease talking about himself. So now the guy scratches his head and tries to think of what it is he owns or if something could have been left to
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