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			Part 1

			New York

			“It is better for you not to know this than to know it.”

			—Aeschylus, Prometheus Bound

			“Quick…ain’t no time for fooling around and moaning.”

			—Mark Twain, The Adventures of Huckleberry Finn

		

	
		
			Chapter 1

			Raising the Stakes

			"What am I going to do with the rest of my life?” I asked no one in particular.

			I don’t know why it occurred to me at that very moment to ask directions. It wasn’t as if I expected anyone in the room to answer my question, much less provide me with any kind of useful road map to my future. And looking around, would I actually want any of these assholes to give me life instruction? The obvious, to paraphrase Conan Doyle, need not be stated.

			“Is that a rhetorical question?” Goldblatt asked, as he glared at the cards in his hand, as if staring at them hard enough would miraculously change the crap he was no doubt holding into a winning hand.

			“I thought this was a card game not group therapy,” growled Klavan, as he pushed several multi-colored chips to the center of the table, where the growing pile now represented close to fifty bucks, a large pot for the relative chump change stakes we were playing at. “I’m raising ten bucks. Any of you losers got the cojones to see me?”

			“Too rich for my blood,” squeaked Stan Katz whose Wally Cox voice sounded much like chalk scraping across a blackboard. I’d met him for the first time an hour or so earlier when Goldblatt introduced him to the game as such: “This is Stan. He does my taxes, so he’s good with numbers.” Evidently, that’s all the recommendation he needed to join what had been for the last few months a semi-regular bi-weekly poker game. The idea was Goldblatt’s. He felt it would be a good bonding experience. I like poker, though I am certainly no fan of bonding experiences, so I acquiesced in large part because it passed the time and kept me from feeling too sorry for myself as a result of evenings left with nothing to do since I’d recently pretty much given up hanging out at dive bars. Goldblatt even begrudgingly agreed to include Klavan, not one of his favorite people in the world. “I know he’s a friend of yours though I have no idea why, so you can ask him if he wants to play. But tell him I’m not putting up with any of his bullshit.” I didn’t ask him what kind of bullshit he was referring to so, leaving out this last part, I invited Klavan and he jumped at the opportunity to redistribute Goldblatt’s—and everyone else’s—wealth.

			“I’m in,” said a much too enthusiastic Doug Garr, a friend from my college days at Columbia. We’d reconnected a year or so earlier when I bumped into him on Broadway just as he was about to disappear into the subway. He was actually a working journalist, which meant he was able to eke out a living by writing for magazines, newspapers and writing or ghostwriting nonfiction books. He was on his way to the gym, to play squash and I was, well, I’m not sure where I was going. Which brings us back to my initial question I was now sorry I asked.

			“What about you, O’Mara?” Klavan asked, peeking over the cards held at eye level. “You in or out?”

			T.J. O’Mara, another old acquaintance of mine, was a former cop turned local prosecutor who was now looking to change careers once again. I met him when he was a beat cop and he caught me repoing a car. When I explained what I was doing he looked the other way and we’ve been friends ever since. The last time we’d had lunch he told me he was considering “the writing game,” as he called it. “I’ve got stories up the wazoo just waiting to be told,” he said.

			“I’m sure you do,” I agreed.

			“And how difficult can it be to write them up?” he asked.

			“Not difficult at all,” I assured him, trying hard to suppress a smile. “I’m sure any moron can do it.”

			“Yeah, and from what I’ve been reading a lot of them are,” he said. “I figure I’ll take a few classes, just to get the form and all that shit, then sit down, write up a few stories, get myself an agent. And there you have it.”

			If it were that easy, we’d all be best-selling authors, but who was I to burst his bubble?

			“So, T.J., you in or out?” Klavan persisted.

			“I think I’ll sit this one out,” said T.J., tossing his cards face down on the table.

			“What was it you said you did for a living?” asked Kenny Glassman, a friend of Klavan’s who owned a small bookstore in lower Manhattan. The bookstore was this close to going under, but family money was keeping it afloat, Klavan explained to me earlier. “He’s a good guy in a bad business, but he’ll come out okay. His folks just bought the building, so he’s existing rent-free, which is the only way to make it in the book game, unless you’re buying and selling rare books, like me.”

			“He’s a private detective,” Goldblatt piped up. “We’re partners,” he added quickly, puffing up his ample chest, as if no one had slipped him the memo that private detecting was not exactly at the top of anyone’s list of preferred occupations, mine included.

			“You in or out?” growled Klavan, peering at the rest of the players over his black-framed eyeglasses, which were balanced precariously near the end of his nose. I thought he was bluffing, but I couldn’t be sure. He was used to bidding on rare books, so he knew how to project a poker face. Still, his being so anxious which was probably meant to make us believe he had a winning hand, was doing just the opposite for me. When people try too hard, and when they try not hard enough, they’re lying. The truth, I’ve found, if there is one, lies somewhere in the middle.

			“I’m thinking,” said Goldblatt, still eying those cards, which he now shuffled back and forth hoping, I guessed, they would somehow miraculously morph into the straight I figured he was aiming for.

			“I’m not a private detective…” I protested, pushing the appropriate number of chips toward the center of the table. I wasn’t about to let Klavan or anyone else for that matter steal that pot without a fight.

			“Then what are you?” asked Kenny, whose thick nasal, heavily accented voice left little mystery as to which borough he hailed from.

			“Not one of those guys who peeps through windows and rummages through garbage, are you?” kidded Garr.

			I ignored him, though those were things that were not beneath me, so long as I was being paid for doing them.

			“Therein, Kenny, lies the problem,” I said.

			“Fucking identity crisis,” exploded Klavan. “Can we just leave it at that and finish the damn hand before we help Swann figure his way out of the morass that is his sad, pathetic life.”

			Please note that this insulting commentary was from someone closest to being my best friend, although I would never say that to Goldblatt who I was sure believed he held that unenviable position.

			“Okay, I’m in,” announced Goldblatt, pushing an indeterminate number of blue chips into the growing pile of reds and whites. “Hey, where’s the dip?”

			“There is no dip,” replied an exasperated Klavan, in whose apartment we were playing, his living room, to be precise, which also doubled as his library. It gave the game a comfortable feel, amongst all those books.

			“Where there are chips there should be dip,” said Goldblatt. “It’s one of the immutable laws of life.” Kenny, not knowing any better, had generously brought along a few bags of chips along with the two six-packs of beer he’d offered to provide.

			“You want fuckin’ dip go out and get it,” snapped Klavan.

			“Easy, Ross,” I said. “Goldblatt, forget the damn dip. We’re here to play cards, not feed our faces.”

			“Okay, okay. But I have to tell ya, every game I’ve ever been in there’s been some kind of edibles, usually provided by the host,” he added, never missing an opportunity to needle Klavan.

			Klavan shot him a look that was at least as lethal as an AK-47.

			“We can call out for pizza,” Kenny offered, obviously trying to bring peace and tranquility to the land. Good luck with that.

			“I could go for some pizza,” said Doug. “I know a great place in the neighborhood.” He checked his watch. “And I don’t think it’s too late for them to deliver.”

			“Could we please just finish this goddamn hand,” pleaded Klavan, whose face was turning a bright shade of red. Now, I was sure he was bluffing.

			“You boys are pretty serious about your poker, aren’t you?” said T.J. who, with a big smirk on his face, was balancing back and forth in his chair. He was out, so what did he care?

			Me, I was enjoying myself, too. Maybe because I was having a pretty good night for a change. The buy-in was fifty bucks, the stakes relatively low—two bucks maximum, until the last round, when you could go as high as ten. That’s where we were now. Being ahead for the night, I figured with a high flush in hand it was worth it to see Klavan’s cards.

			“I’ll raise it another five,” I said, not wanting to scare him out of the game.

			Goldblatt looked me in the eye with an accusing squint. “You’ve got some hand there, don’t you, Swannie?”

			“You can pay another five bucks to see it,” I snapped, ignoring the fact that I hated being called Swannie and he knew I hated it. But in poker, anything goes, trash talk, psychological warfare, any kind of distraction, so I let it slide.

			He shook his head. “I’ll let you and Klavan duke it out.”

			“Kenny?” Klavan said, nodding in his direction.

			Kenny shook his head and folded his cards.

			“Looks like it’s just you and me, Ross.”

			He eyed me, then the pot, then back to me.

			“It’s only five bucks,” I taunted.

			“I’m hungry,” he said, folding his hand, then laying it on the table. “Garr, call that place you know. But no friggin’ anchovies. They’re an insult to the world of fish.”

			The pizza arrived and, as the big winner for the night, I uncharacteristically sprung for it, though Klavan, still grumbling about playing with “amateurs” added a generous tip. We ate in the kitchen, at a large wood top table, because understandably Ross did not want any flying cheese or sauce to land on any of his precious books. And with Goldblatt on board, that was a very plausible outcome.

			We finished the pizza in record time, washed it down with imported beer then returned to the table for another hour or so of poker

			By the time the evening ended, just short of midnight, I was up about a hundred bucks, well beyond the price of the pizza. This made the third game in a row I’d come up a winner and I was sure Goldblatt, who’d lost every week, though he managed to stem the bleeding this particular evening by bowing out of any hand he was guaranteed not to win, was about ready to call for a federal investigation.

			As Klavan dutifully emptied the rooms of the detritus of beer bottles, pizza boxes and paper plates, and Goldblatt studied the pizza stains on his shirt as if he were trying to decipher some arcane code Stan pulled me aside.

			“I understand you’re in the business of finding people,” he said, his squeaky voice whispered so low I had a little trouble hearing him.

			“I guess.”

			“That’s what Goldblatt told me.”

			“Then it must be true.”

			“I’d like to speak to you about something.”

			“Sure thing.”

			“Not here, though.” He handed me his card. “Can you call me tomorrow?”

			“You know, Stan, I do my own taxes and if it’s about handling my money, well, there isn’t enough for me to handle much less anyone else.”

			“No. It’s something else. And if you don’t mind, I’d appreciate it if you didn’t say anything to Goldblatt about this.”

			I took the card, slipped it into the pocket of my T-shirt. “My lips are sealed.”

			“Thank you. And for the record, you’re a pretty good poker player.”

			“No offense, Stan, but I’m only as good as my competition is bad. And believe me,” I said, “it doesn’t get much worse.”

			He smiled. “Thanks.” He backed away, his index finger pressed to his lips. Was he thanking me for taking his card or for denigrating his poker prowess, I wondered?

			I mimicked his gesture, and backed into the living room, where Goldblatt and Garr were putting on their jackets. It was mid-spring and though the days had warmed up a bit, the nights were still chilly. Still, I had worn only a sweater, figuring the brisk walk home would keep me warm enough. Not to mention the wad of ones and fives swelling the size of my wallet.

		

	
		
			Chapter 2

			There’s a Sucker Born Every Minute and There Are Sixty Minutes in Every Hour

			Stan’s office was in one of those fancy mid-town glass buildings. Not only was I required to show I.D. but also to pose for what turned out to be a grainy, out of focus photograph that was then transferred to a sticky label. I was ordered to paste the label onto an item of clothing so it was clearly visible to anyone who might be curious enough to find out if I had permission to be where I already was. The irony was that the photo, which was dark and muddier than a bad cup of Joe, made me look like the very imaginary terrorist they were ostensibly trying to deny admittance. What, I wondered, could be so important in this decidedly non-descript skyscraper that such security was necessary? Was there a secret floor filled with CIA operatives? A branch of the Federal Reserve where ingots of gold bullion were stored? A top-secret government operation aimed at world domination?

			It turned out Stan’s 23rd floor office was not his alone, but rather one he shared with a dentist in one wing and a small boutique law firm in the other.

			“I’m here to see Stan Katz,” I announced to the receptionist, a well put-together middle-aged woman who looked as if she pretty much ran the operation for all three tenants.

			“Your name, please?” she asked, barely looking up from a large, official looking journal in front of her.

			“Henry Swann, with two ns.”

			She searched for my name, running her finger down the book. I spotted it before she did. “If you take a seat, I’ll let him know you’re here, Mr. Swann, with two ns,” without a hint of irony.

			Before I could settle my ass comfortably onto one of the plush cream-colored couches, Stan popped up from a doorway almost directly behind the reception desk.

			“Henry. Thanks so much for coming. Let’s go into my office.”

			Unlike the night before when he was dressed casually in jeans, sport shirt and crewneck sweater, this morning Stan was all business, duded up in a grey, pinstriped suit, white shirt and red necktie.

			“Pretty impressive,” I said.

			“Oh, this,” he said, looking down with unhidden enthusiasm at his attire. “For some reason people trust a man in a suit.”

			“That’s a mistake,” I said, as I moved toward the window so I could get a better look at the view. “Some of the biggest crooks I’ve come across shopped at Brooks Brothers. And the red tie, nice touch.”

			“Trump always wears one,” he said, with not the least hint of irony.

			“That would be reason enough,” I said, as I peered out over an unobstructed view of the Hudson. It was a clear day, so I could see all the way into Jersey, and looking downtown, I could even make out a small piece of the Statue of Liberty.

			“Can I get you something?”

			“I’m good,” I said, backing away from the window.

			“You’re sure? I’ve got water, coffee, tea, soda…”

			 “I’m fine.”

			“Please, have a seat.” He gestured toward a black leather couch in the corner of his spacious office. I was impressed. It was not the only expensive leather item in the office. There was also an Eames chair, which I happened to know cost a few grand, as well as another plush, black leather chair which also didn’t come cheap. Stan did all right for himself and he wasn’t shy about showing it. What he was doing in a penny ante poker game with the likes of us when he could easily have been a high roller in some Atlantic City or Connecticut casino, was a mystery to me

			I sat. He took a seat opposite me in that matching black leather chair.

			“That was fun last night, wasn’t it?” he said, as he nervously fiddled with the knot of his tie.

			“Stan, you don’t need to small talk me. It’s a waste of your time but more important, it’s a waste of mine. You didn’t ask me here to rehash last night’s hands.”

			“You’re right. It’s just this is a little difficult. A little embarrassing, actually. I’m not even sure you’re the right person to talk to about it.”

			“You want me to say this is all confidential, right?”

			He nodded.

			“Then it’s all confidential. What’s said in this office stays in this office. Now, what’s going on?”

			“I want you to find somebody, which is what you do, right?”

			“It is.”

			“I guess I should start at the beginning.”

			“That would be lovely,” I said, getting myself ready to hear another sad story of betrayal and loss. It’s what I specialize in. Happy, contented people want to have nothing to do with me. I repel them like a human can of Raid. It is the people on the edge of desperation who seek me out, who need my help, who crave my attention. They are drawn to me and I to them. They are my people and I am theirs. It’s like I am a magnet and they are shards of free-floating metal. Under any other circumstance they avoid me like I am a carrier of some contagious, life-threatening disease. But when there is trouble, I am their man. Or at least that’s what they think. I am their human life-saver, the person who will, they hope, keep them afloat. It is a heavy responsibility and if I thought too much about it, too heavy. So I don’t.

			“A year or so ago, I met a woman at a party. We kind of hit it off. We got to together a few times, you know, like after work, and we got to know each other. She was smart and beautiful and…”

			Could I stand to hear another tale of infidelity? Of hearts broken? Promises unkept? Betrayal? Not really. So I put him on fast-forward. “You’re a married man, aren’t you?”

			“How did you know?”

			“The ring on your finger is a dead giveaway, my friend.”

			He reached over with his right hand and twisted the ring, as if trying to embed it further into his finger.

			“Yes. I am. And I love my wife very much. Oh, no, no, no. Please don’t get the wrong idea.”

			“This other woman…”

			“Yes. But she’s not the other woman like you mean. Her name is Sheila. And yes, I was attracted to her. She’s a beautiful woman. But nothing happened. I swear. It couldn’t. Not only am I married but I have two kids. So I don’t want you to get the wrong idea. This isn’t really about her. About Sheila, I mean. It’s about the man she introduced me to. He was a friend of hers. His name is Rusty Jacobs. Anyway, Rusty and I hit it off. He was a former lawyer who’d became a sports agent. At least that’s what he told me. I love sports, so we had that in common. He told me all kinds of amazing stories about working with these people. But he wasn’t happy dealing with demanding athletes and duplicitous owners, not to mention his fellow agents. He wanted to get into another line of work. He was intrigued by what I do, which in case you didn’t know is money management. Do you know how that works?”

			“If you mean knowing how much money is in my wallet at any particular time, yes. Anything beyond that, not so much.”

			“It’s really rather simple. People entrust their money to me and I invest it for them. Depending on the client, I’m either very cautious, making conservative investments, or if someone is out for a higher return, I put them in somewhat riskier ventures. But I always invest their money as if it’s mine. I’m friends with all my clients and I feel a moral responsibility. Their future is in my hands. Their family’s future is in my hands. It’s all about trust. I take my responsibility very seriously. They are part of my family. I would never do anything to break that trust.”

			I did not want to tell him that the last people in the world I would trust would be my family, so instead I kept my mouth shut and let my body language do the talking for me by uncrossing my legs and crossing them again the opposite way, then leaning back into the plush chair, my hands on the armrest. It felt good. I could have lived in that chair.

			“I know what you’re thinking,” he said.

			“Really? What would that be, because most times I don’t even know what I’m thinking?”

			“Bernie Madoff, AIG, derivatives, Ponzi schemes.”

			I nodded. “They crossed my mind.”

			“That’s not me, Henry. I am scrupulously honest. You could probably pick that up last night. It’s why I’m such a bad poker player. The bluff is not something I can pull off very successfully.”

			“When someone tells me that I immediately check my wallet to make sure what little money I have is still there.”

			“I know. I know. But in this case, it’s true. And you can probably add naïve and way too trusting to the package.” He paused a moment, took a deep breath and continued. “It’s why I asked to meet with you, why I need your help.”

			“I’m probably way ahead of you, but why don’t you finish telling me why I’m here.”

			“I need you to find Rusty Jacobs. He disappeared a week ago, and when I went through the books, I found that there’s some,” he hesitated a moment, “money missing.”

			“How much money?”

			He paused and took another breath. “A million. Maybe more. I haven’t done the final calculations yet.”

			I whistled.

			“I know. It’s a lot of money. The thing of it is, it’s not my money. It’s my clients’ money. And I can’t replace it. I would if I could.”

			“You mean you don’t have the money to cover it?”

			“That’s right. I need you to find him and my money, I mean their money. I can hold things off for a week maybe even two or three, but after that the shit is going to hit the fan. I’ll be ruined. So will many of my clients, my friends. And I’m the one who’ll go to jail because I’m the one responsible. I really need you to help me, Henry. Will you do it?”

			I could smell the desperation flooding off his body, like the pungent aroma of garlic off Goldblatt after an Italian meal. I had him where I wanted him, which was with his hand poised on his wallet. “I don’t work for free,” I said as casually as I could manage, trying to leach the excitement and anticipation from my voice.

			“I know that. I didn’t expect a freebie. I’m not broke I just don’t have a spare million lying around. What’s your rate?”

			“A grand a day,” I lied, “and I’ve got a one week minimum. Anything less than that isn’t worth my time.”

			“That’s steep.”

			“You want quality, you pay for quality.”

			I actually said that with a straight face. I was proud of myself. “Besides, Goldblatt has to get his cut. We’re partners.”

			“No, no, no. Goldblatt can’t know anything about this.”

			“Why’s that?”

			“Because I can’t let it get out that people’s money isn’t safe with me. If that happened, I’d flipping Big Macs across the street.”

			“Like I said, Stan, he’s my partner.”

			“I don’t care if you split your fee with him, I just don’t want you to tell him where it came from. Why don’t you just think of it as a freelance job? From what I hear about you, Henry, you’re not in this for the love of the profession. And from your question last night, I take it that you have some serious concerns about the direction of your life. In addition to your regular fee, I’d be willing to offer you a five percent finder’s fee, if you get back my money. That might give you a little more time to ponder the direction of your future.”

			My future. Oh, yes. That. Did I really want this to be my future? Sitting around listening to sad tales of woe, then trying to fix things for other people. Trying to put other people’s lives in order while mine dangled over the edge of an abyss? I was pushing fifty, had very little in the bank—wait, make that practically nothing—was partnered with a man who required a bib when he ate and was forever hustling for a buck—okay, the latter was true of me, too. And the other side of my coin? Alone. Floating in the ether. Untethered. If I died in my sleep how many days or possibly weeks would it take for someone to find me? And then who would it likely be? Goldblatt? The next-door neighbor, alerted by the stench of death seeping out from under my apartment door? Is this where I’d be ten, fifteen, twenty years from now, if I would be anywhere at all?

			I waited a moment so it would look like I was considering Stan’s offer. I wasn’t, of course. I would have taken the job for half the amount and no finder’s fee. And, in fact, I had no qualms about keeping it quiet from Goldblatt. He did business on the side and didn’t split it with me. I didn’t expect him to. I knew he’d scream bloody murder about this, though, if I told him, because he’d insist that the only reason I got the job was because he brought Stan into the game last night. But screw him. This was business, which has its own set of rules, which in most cases means no rules at all.

			“Okay. I’ll do it. But I’ll want the seven grand up front and I’ll need to know everything you know about Rusty Jacobs and that means everything. And about you and this woman.”

			So, he told me. And it wasn’t much. He kinda new where Jacobs lived, “somewhere on the Upper West Side.” Kinda where he went to school, “one of those Ivy League schools, maybe it was Dartmouth or Penn. He led me to believe he went to Harvard, or maybe it was Yale Law School.” He grew up in the suburbs on Long Island, or maybe it was Westchester. Kids? Stan wasn’t sure. He thought maybe he saw a photo of a young girl on Jacobs’s desk, but he couldn’t be sure it was Rusty’s kid. “It might have been a niece, or the child of a friend of his. But I don’t think he was married. Divorced. Yes. I’m pretty sure he was divorced. If he had been married, that is.”

			I listened to all this with my head buried deeper and deeper into my hands, as I occasionally awoke from my stupor to jot down a note or two.

			Finally, I could take it no longer.

			“Stop!”

			“That’s all you need?”

			“You’ve given me nothing. Zilch. Zero. Nada.”

			“I’m sorry. I’ve given you everything I have.”

			“Yes. And that’s nothing. He might have been this he might have done that. Jesus, Stan, when you took him on, you trusted him, didn’t it cross your mind to get a resume, references, anything?”

			His head dropped. He was embarrassed. He should have been. Men do stupid things when women are involved. Wait. Let me amend that. They do stupid things all the time, but especially when women are involved.

			“I guess his only reference was Sheila.”

			“And that was good enough.”

			“At the time, yes.”

			“Okay. What do you know about her? And how can I find her? And please don’t tell me you don’t know.”

			“Oh, I do. I do. We haven’t been in touch in a while, but I definitely know how to find her.”

			“Like to share that information with me?”

			“Of course.” He pulled out his cell phone, found what he was looking for, grabbed an index card from his desk, scribbled down some information, and handed it to me.

			“Shelia Flannigan. That’s her number.”

			“Home or work?”

			“Both. She works from home.”

			“What does she do?”

			“She’s a recruiter.”

			“For the army?”

			He smiled. “An executive recruiter. Large companies hire her to find the proper candidates for corporate positions. She’s very successful. I think that’s probably how she met Rusty, but you’d have to ask her.”

			I looked at her number, a 917 prefix. “This is her cell. You got a landline for her?”

			“Just the cell. But that’s enough, right?”

			I ignored his question. Why? Because it was stupid. Of course it wasn’t enough, but it was all he had.

			“You’ve spoken to her about this, right?”

			“No.”

			“Why the hell not?”

			“I told you. I didn’t want this” he stumbled for the right word, “matter to get out. The truth is I haven’t been in touch with her in a few weeks. But I’m sure she doesn’t have anything to do with any of this.”

			Alarm bells started to ring in my head. His money disappears, Rusty Jacobs disappears. Sheila Flannigan disappears. Freud said there are no coincidences. Freud was a genius, ergo he knew what he was talking about.

			“Why’s that?”

			“I just know it. I don’t even think she knew Rusty all that well. Besides, I didn’t want to tell her about it because I didn’t want her to feel responsible.”

			“She is responsible, you idiot. She introduced you to him.”

			“She was just trying to do him a favor. And me, too.”

			“Some favor. One that cost you a million bucks, your reputation and probably your business, not to mention the very real possibility of jail time.”

			“I know. I know. I am an idiot. But can you help me?”

			“I don’t know, Stan. Someone who’s smart enough to fleece you out of a million bucks is smart enough to cover his trail pretty good. The best con men always have excellent exit strategies. They don’t stick around waiting to get caught. You wouldn’t happen to have a photograph of either of them, would you?”

			He thought a moment. His eyes lit up. “Yes. Yes, I do. I have one of Sheila and me at a reception. It’s on my phone.”

			“Good. Email it to me. What about Jacobs?”

			“No. But maybe we can get one of those sketch artists, you know, and we can come up with something.”

			I laughed. Amateurs. Can’t live with ’em, can’t live without ’em.

			“I don’t think that’s a viable option at this point, Stan.”

			“I know. I know. I’m just grasping at straws. But as you can tell, I’m desperate. I don’t know what I’ll do if you can’t find him…and my money.”

			“I know exactly what you’ll do. You’ll do what everyone else does who’s gotten robbed. You’ll call the police and let them take care of it. They’ve got resources I don’t have, Stan. And there’s the FBI. You could save yourself a whole lot of dough if you just skipped me and went to them. I’m not one to look a gift horse in the mouth, not that I run into that many, but in this case that’s what I suggest you do.”

			“I told you why I can’t do that. I don’t want this advertised all over the goddamn world. The New York Post, the Times, Fox-News. Haven’t you seen The Wolf of Wall Street? No. I don’t want that. I want you to find him, Henry. Here, I’ll even give you a check for the first week. That’s seven grand.”

			Before I could say anything, he pulled out his checkbook and began writing. At that point, I didn’t have the option of saying no. Well, maybe I had it, but I certainly wasn’t going to use it. Not when I saw that check for seven grand with my name on it.

		

	
		
			Chapter 3

			A Meating of the Minds

			"What was all that about the other night?” Goldblatt asked, as we entered E.J.’s on 73rd and Third Avenue, just a few minutes before noon. It was our weekly meeting, lunch every Friday, and we were at what passed as an upscale diner Goldblatt discovered after what I assumed was a good deal of painstaking culinary research. But only, of course, after I protested that I was tired of eating in greasy spoon joints of the kind he favored. So, E.J.’s was his idea of a compromise. He was especially fond of the daily specials which included according to him “exotic” numbers like pulled pork sandwiches and shrimp po’ boys. I pointed out those dishes weren’t particularly exotic, but he countered with, “they are for a diner.” He was right.

			I wasn’t crazy about the idea of a weekly meeting, which seemed to me was just an excuse to expense a meal with the added penalty of having to actually watch him eat once a week, but Goldblatt insisted. “If we’re going to have a business we have to run it like a business.”

			“If we ran it like a business then we’d have an actual office,” I pointed out, but he simply ignored that irrefutable logic.

			Eleven-forty-five was a little early for lunch, but there was a method to Goldblatt’s seeming madness. “We beat the Upper East Side mothers with their bratty little kids, we get the freshest food, we don’t have to stand in line, and we get a good booth, with a little privacy, so we can discuss our business.”

			I refrained from pointing out we hadn’t actually had any business to discuss for some time now because what was the point?

			As soon as we sat in a roomy both near the back of the restaurant, Goldblatt’s eyes lit up when he saw the daily special menu insert. “Yessss,” he shouted, pumping his fist in the air triumphantly, as if he’d scored the winning Super Bowl touchdown. “It’s my lucky day. They’ve got the pulled pork sandwich with sweet potato fries. And chocolate mud cake!”

			“You’re just living la vida loca, aren’t you?”

			The waiter appeared, took our order, and it didn’t take long before Goldblatt came back to the question I neatly managed to sidestep as we walked in.

			“So, having a mid-life crisis, are we?”

			“What do you mean?”

			“That question you asked the boys the other night about what you were going to do with the rest of your life.”

			“That was just to throw you guys off, so I could steal the pot.”

			“Bullshit. You meant it. You’re questioning your existence, aren’t you?”

			“I know exactly why I’m here.”

			“Why’s that?”

			“To make your life a living hell.”

			“You’re doing a bang-up job of it, Swann.”

			“It’s some of my best work.”

			“Just so long as you’re not questioning our relationship.”

			“Why would I question one of the best relationships I’ve ever had? You think I want to do this kind of work the rest of my life?”

			“It’s what you’re good at. It’s what defines you.”

			“I hope not. I look back it bears no resemblance to what I wanted my life to be, where I wanted to go.”

			“You think you’re unique? How many people end up living life they imagined they would? How many people you think are happy with their lives?”

			“If you’re going to measure by using me as an example, damn few. Maybe no one.”

			“That’s my point, my friend. You make the best of what you’ve got, or don’t have. That’s how you get by. And you keep busy, doing what you do best, so at the end of the day you can feel like you’ve accomplished something. Like you made a difference.”

			“You been spending your afternoons watching Dr. Phil?”

			“Common sense, my friend, common sense.”

			Our order arrived. His face broke into a smile and I had to smile, too. I don’t know why. Maybe because I envied Goldblatt the fact that he still had something that could make him smile. He paused a moment to shove some food in his mouth and I thought, damn, he sometimes does make sense. Sometimes. And just a little. But sometimes just a little is enough.

			He wiped some barbecue sauce from his chin with his napkin, snapping me back to reality. “A couple years ago I got this gift from a chick I was seeing. It was a T-shirt that said, ‘What if the hokey-pokey is what it’s all about?’ That’s life in a nutshell, my friend. It’s all hokey-pokey. I’m not telling you anything you don’t already know, right?”

			No, he wasn’t.

			“Okay, end of amateur shrink hour. Let’s get down to real business.”

			The talk of business inevitably led to talk of the lack of business, with Goldblatt lamenting he was in the midst of a puzzling dry spell. Obviously, I wasn’t going to mention Stan, despite the fact he was Goldblatt’s friend.

			“I got nothin’,” he admitted, as he bit into his pulled pork sandwich. I averted my eyes as a dollop of barbecue sauce sprung from between the two halves of the bun and dribbled down the napkin he’d been wise enough to tuck into his shirt.

			“Me, neither,” I lied. Lies come frighteningly easy to me, but I tell myself it’s only because it’s a necessary tool of the trade. For me, the trick is to convince myself that any lie I tell is for the greater good, which let’s face it, means good for me. This is not a good thing and it is not something I am proud of. The consequences of this kind of thinking are dangerous. I know that. And still, I cannot help myself. What’s good for Swann is not always what’s good for anyone else. And yet, what’s good for Swann is what’s good for Swann and that’s the way it is and that’s the way it’s going to be until it isn’t any longer.

			“I feel like I’m letting us down. It’s my job to be the rainmaker and it’s dry as a Sahara out there.”

			“Something’ll come up,” I said, in a rare attempt at trying to lift someone’s spirits other than my own.

			“It always does. But still, I gotta get myself out there because opportunity does not come a knockin’.”

			He took another bite. “Hey, I think I know what I can do.”

			“What’s that?”

			“Go on Facebook and put out the word.”

			I buried my head in my hands. “Please. Not that.”

			“What’s wrong with Facebook? That’s the way everyone communicates nowadays. We gotta get in step with the times, Swann. You might not believe this, but I’ve got over 300 friends.”

			“That beats me by about 299.”

			“You’re not on Facebook, are you? ’Cause if you are, then I gotta friend you.”

			“No, I am not on Facebook.”

			“You gotta get with the program, my friend. This is the 21st century. If you aren’t on Facebook or LinkedIn or what’s that other thing? Oh, yeah, Twitter, then you’re nowhere. Yeah, Twitter. I can put the word out there, too You know, tweet it. I got a guy who does all that Social Media stuff for me. He’s a former client. Had a few problems with the IRS, but I took care of that.”

			“Leave me out of this, okay.”

			“You mean, what you don’t know won’t hurt you.”

			“Exactly.”

			“So you don’t care where we get our clients.”

			“Bingo.”

			“You’re right. You shouldn’t be worrying yourself about this aspect of the business. All your acumen should be going into following through with our cases. As soon as I get to a computer, I’ll take care of everything.”

			“Which brings me to a subject that’s be gnawing at me.”

			“What’s that?”

			“You don’t have an office and I have no idea where you actually reside…”

			“That surprises me because as someone who makes a living finding people you’d think you’d have figured out where I live.”

			“First I would have to give a damn.”

			“Obviously, from your question, you do.”

			“Idle curiosity. You gonna answer the question or not?”

			“What question was that?”

			“When you say you’re going to go to your computer exactly where would this computer be?”

			“First of all, I didn’t say my computer, I said a computer. And to answer that question, there are computers all over. Libraries. Internet cafes. Hotel business centers.”

			“Are you telling me you don’t have your own computer?”

			“I didn’t say that. I just said I have a network of computers all over the city. And,” he pulled his phone out of his pants pocket, “I’ve got this little wunderkind, same as you. A smart phone. I’m never out of touch.”

			“I’ll try not to take that as a threat.”

			“Take it any way you like. As a matter of fact, that reminds me, as soon as a little cash comes in, I’m gonna get me one of those iPads. Handy little fuckers. In the meantime, I think we oughtta brainstorm as to how to drum up some business. Times are tough, Swann, the unemployment rate is still hovering around seven, eight percent, which means it’s a perfect time for us to take advantage of the situation. I think maybe advertising might be the way to go.”

			“The New York Times? The New Yorker?”

			“Not quite our demographics, but I like that you’re aiming high. The best way is always word of mouth. I think we have to network more.”

			“And how would you go about that?”

			He took another bite of his sandwich, releasing another torrent of barbecue sauce, which this time landed on the table. To make up for what was lost, he squirted more onto his sandwich then took another bite.

			“Parties. We need to be invited to more parties. That’s where all the best connections are made.”

			“When
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