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FOREWORD 
By Megan Abbott 

 
I come at Walking the Perfect Square backwards. Having 
discovered Moe Prager in The James Deans, Reed Farrel 
Coleman’s critically acclaimed third novel in the series, I 
continued on with Soul Patch and Empty Ever After. Now, I 
turn to the originary novel and it is like a haunting—one of 
those dreams where you walk into a strange house only to 
discover it is your childhood home, aching with nostalgia and 
loss. The experience is doubly poignant, as all the sorrow that 
hangs in every corner of Empty Ever After begins here. It 
recalled for me nothing more intensely than back to back 
readings of Raymond Chandler’s The Long Goodbye and his 
first Philip Marlowe novel, The Big Sleep. You see the darkness 
beginning to spread at the end of The Big Sleep, as Marlowe, 
tainted by his case, famously bemoans, “Me, I was part of the 
nastiness now.” But you would never anticipate the gorgeous 
melancholy, the retreat from the world that marks The Long 
Goodbye. The beginnings and ends resemble each other, but 
don’t fully reveal the plummy depths to which the reader will go 
in following our heroes. As readers, we don’t emerge unscathed 
either. 

The connection to Chandler is only natural. The Marlowe 
tradition is inevitably burned in all PI novelists’ brains. The 
anxiety of influence: do I embrace or reject the gimlet-soaked 
father? Coleman makes the smartest choice of all, and the most 
rewarding for readers. He gives us a detective deeply aware of 
his forebears, vigilant against clichés (but never afraid to play 
with them) and very much his own man. While many of 
Chandler’s “children” operate on the surface of the Marlowe 
tradition, Prager speaks to something deeper and more 
resonant in the detective’s character. For instance, it is 
commonplace that post-Marlowe PIs walk into any situation 
with wisecracks at the ready, but Marlowe’s deeper, wryer 
humor is at root a study of human nature, and a knowing 
tribute to its foibles and peculiarities. Consider Moe Prager 
describing a first dance with a woman: 
 



To call what we did by one name would have been a 
stretch. It was an amalgam of the Lindy, the tango and a 
half-assed polka. In spite of how we must’ve looked, we 
liked it. I liked holding her. She liked being held. I liked 
the way she touched me. My knee was blind to her 
charms. When we were done, we received a round of 
applause. New full glasses awaited our return. We toasted 
to Arthur Murray. 

 
There’s a warmth to the humor (not to mention a Chandlerian 
rhythm to it), which stems out of awareness of the pair’s 
awkwardness in the moment, hesitant interest, a wariness but 
also a gentleness. It draws us to Prager and there are a 
hundred moments like this in as many pages. It is of course 
hard to imagine Marlowe having such an uncomplicatedly 
pleasurable moment with a woman. The Marlowe novels are 
bristling with the sexual anxiety that kicked into life classic 
noir. But Prager’s world is not that world. It’s a world of 
families, friendships, close ties, intimacies. Betrayals can and 
do occur, but Prager’s relationships—romantic, familial, 
collegial, fraternal—are as central to this novel as Marlowe’s 
solitariness is to his.  

Marlowe’s famous isolation, which grows as the series 
continues, extends in large part from his sense that he is an 
anachronism, a knight without meaning. The world around has 
changed, curdled, gone to rot. But while Marlowe is a man 
whose moral code is at odds with his times, Moe Prager’s 
emerges from his, is born from it, accounts for and takes its 
strength from an understanding of the complexities of his 
culture. His sensibility, and his strength as a detective, are 
informed by the complexities he ponders, parses and only after 
great, nearly Talmudic deliberation, will dare to pass judgment 
on. Prager, in 1998, can recall how shocking the Son of Sam 
murders once were, saying, “But serial killing was a nascent 
industry then and its purveyors didn’t seem to grow on trees 
the way they do now.”  But the mood is not one of hermetic 
retreat from a twisted world. He remains engaged, feels he has 
no choice. He will not abandon a world that includes his family, 
his child and the score of striving, essentially good people he 
comes across, to the looming darkness. 



For all these differences, however, Walking the Perfect 
Square’s abiding theme is also deeply Chandlerian: the 
slipperiness of identity. The missing-person case at the heart of 
the novel sends Prager on nothing short of an identity quest. 
Slowly, through the stories shared about him, through the 
evidence Prager uncovers, he “builds” Patrick Maloney, the 
young man whose face he stares at on the posters taped to 
mailboxes and lamp-posts around the city. But the question of 
how close he can ever get lingers. Much as Marlowe habitually, 
obsessively returns to the decadently adorned Geiger house in 
Chandler’s The Big Sleep, Prager circles back literally to 
Pooty’s, the bar that marks the last place Patrick was seen, and 
to the image of the missing-person poster itself, which reminds 
him of the famous Magritte painting. “The point is,” he tells us, 
“It wasn’t a pipe. It was the painting of a pipe. And the poster I 
was looking at wasn’t Patrick Maloney”  

The closer he comes, the more the photo blurs, breaks apart 
before his eyes. Patrick is that elusive figure we see so much of 
in Chandler: Velma Grayle, Orfamay Quest, Terry Lennox, that 
shape-shifter we seek to know even as we secretly realize we 
will always come up empty. It is in this illusory pursuit for 
meaning that the core of the private eye narrative is laid bare. 
The blurry fear that encompasses Prager at the climax of 
Walking the Perfect Square, that moment when he looks in the 
rearview mirror and cannot fathom his own eyes, is the 
quintessential Chandler dilemma: What if there is no there 
there? In Chandler, that possibility broods over the novels. It’s 
all phoniness. It’s all illusion. Hollywood, Los Angeles, women, 
friendship, connections, meaning. It’s all smoke and mirrors.  

In Walking the Perfect Square, however, the promise of 
authenticity remains, if only in the far corners. Its final, 
ruminatory pages carry us through the varied fates of the 
novel’s characters (one cannot imagine this in Marlowe’s 
isolated world), opening up vistas of personal histories that 
entwine with popular culture (Mystery Science Theater, VH-1) 
and give us a longer view of these characters who play bit or 
minor parts in the central drama of the novel. It is a generous 
gesture, and it speaks to Prager’s expansive nature but also to 
the larger view of history he has. Walking the Perfect Square is 
built on a structure of expansion and contraction, of flight and 



return. The novel circles back and forth between 1978 and 
1998, with glimpses in between, demonstrating time and again 
that no life is solitary, that we all, for better or for worse, are 
linked and we’d best hold on to each other, and hold on tight.  

But the more we move away from Philip Marlowe, the 
closer we come to him. Because, for all Moe Prager’s warmth, 
his efforts to understand and make meaning, to find the solid 
ground beneath his feet and be assured that one can fix things, 
make them better, this is a novel steeped in a deeply 
Chandlerian melancholy—a melancholy that never lifts as we 
move through all the Prager novels. A melancholy that haunts 
the reader as surely as the detective-hero. He may find 
authenticity, the solid root of things, the beating heart of the 
matter, and that is comforting. But he also realizes that if 
there’s anything worse than a world built on illusion and deceit 
it’s the understanding that while we may find real connection—
the authentic self, intimacy—it will not last.  It is fleeting.  It 
breaks apart in our hands.  That is when we realize that we 
have one up on Prager. He has no permanence, no anchor.  But 
we do.  We have him. 
 

Megan Abbott 
New York, NY 
February 2008 

 
Megan Abbott is the Edgar Award-winning author of Die a Little, The Song Is 
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anthology, A Hell of a Woman.  Her Damn Near Dead (Busted Flush Press) 
short story, “Policy,” was the basis for her Edgar-winning novel, Queenpin.  She 
has a Ph.D. in English and American literature from New York University.  
Visit her online at www.meganabbott.com. 
 
 
 



 
 
Hofstra University 
Theater Department 
Acting 2.1 Professor Stroock 
Dramatic Monologue 
 

The Lie of Wetness 
by Patrick M. Maloney 

 
Setting:  Boardwalk.  Nighttime.  The sky—moonless, starless.  

Waves of an unseen ocean are heard crashing ashore.  
The solitary figure of a young man—his image 
illuminated by a lone, flickering streetlamp—leans 
over the sea air-ravaged railing.  Contemplating a 
final walk into the womb of the ocean, he speaks . . . 

 
You know what it’s like?  (pause)  I’ll tell you.  You ever been to one 
of those fancy amusement parks like Busch Gardens or Hershey 
Park?  (cups his ear)  Oh, you have.  Then you’ll know what I’m 
talking about.  At these parks they have these huge flume rides.  
Now, I don’t mean the little cute ones with the fake logs.  I mean 
they have these really big ones.  They go like ten stories straight 
up in the air, swoop around a curve and then come flying— 
(gestures with his hand) I mean flyin’ down into a big basin of 
water.  You know the ones I’m talking about?  The boat slams 
(smacks fist into other palm) into this water and boom!  This 
freakin’ wall of water soaks everything and everybody for like 
hundreds of feet around.  Well, it’s like that.  Not the ride, exactly, 
but the waiting on line. 

So you’re standing there waiting your turn as this big line 
snakes around (gestures S shape) and you’re watching big boat 
after big boat go up that freakin’ ramp and come splashing down.  
And there’s like these signs everywhere:  (points to wording on 
imaginary sign)  “Be aware:  You WILL get wet.”  It’s not like you 
need those signs either, because everybody you see getting off the 
damn ride’s so wet they could wring out their sunglasses and make 
a puddle.  But see here, this is the point I’m trying to make about 
how it is; even though you watch everybody getting soaked and 
there’s these signs that tell you you’re gonna get soaked, you tell 
yourself that you’re not gonna get wet.  Nope, not you!  (thumps 
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chest)  Somehow, all of a sudden, you’re fucking waterproof as 
Jesus in plastic slipcovers. 

But then it’s your turn.  And you stick your foot into the boat 
and there’s like six inches of standing water there and you’re up to 
your ankles in it.  Then it dawns on you:  the signs weren’t lying.  
And unlike Jesus, the water’s gonna walk on you.  So you look at 
the bald guy next to you and his toothless girlfriend or the mom 
and her frightened kids two rows up or the fat retarded guy in the 
tight tee shirt sitting alone behind you and you wonder how many 
other people getting on that ride with you told themselves the lie of 
wetness.  Well, that’s my point, you see.  It’s like that; just like 
that.  We don’t come with slipcovers, so we lie to ourselves instead.  
Christ knows I wish we didn’t have to, but we do. 

I have to go now. 
 
Direction:  Young man moves slowly out of flickering light; his 

footsteps can be heard walking down wooden steps.  
When footsteps stop, flickering light snaps off. 
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August 6th, 1998 
 
THINGS THAT HAPPENED on August 6th:  In 1945, Colonel Paul 
Tibbets at the controls of a special B-29 named after his mom, 
Enola Gay, dropped the uranium bomb, Little Boy, on the city of 
Hiroshima—the bomb they dropped on Nagasaki, Fat Man, was a 
plutonium bomb, but since both killed Japanese pretty damned 
well, it’s not a detail most people bother with and since the second 
bomb was dropped on August 9th that doesn’t really count, not 
here, not for our purposes.  My daughter Sarah was born on 
August 6th.  God, I can still remember watching the crown of her 
head appear, red curls even then, and how for once, just briefly, I 
understood about reasons for being.  I’d have to call her later. 

Now I was on my way to Mary the Divine Hospice of New 
Haven to meet Tyrone Bryson.  Until today I’d never heard of 
Tyrone Bryson and from what the sister told me, we wouldn’t have 
much time to cultivate a relationship.  Mr. Bryson, it seemed, had 
taken to heart the mission of Mary the Divine and was doing his 
level best to make his bed available for the next poor soul to die in 
peace.  Apparently, the “in peace” part of the equation is where I 
came in. 

I assured the sister several times that I knew Tyrone Bryson 
only slightly less well than I had known Chairman Mao.  At least I 
had seen Mao on TV.  I said I couldn’t ever quite recall seeing Mr. 
Bryson on the tube.  That was, unless he had starred in a summer 
replacement or a short-lived sitcom.  Sister was not amused, 
explaining that Mr. Bryson had already said we had never met.  I 
asked if we could just clear this all up over the phone, but the 
sister said that was a no-go on two counts; it took a monumental 
effort for Bryson to speak above a whisper and, she was afraid, 
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even if he could belt out a tune like Pavarotti in the shower, 
Bryson had insisted upon seeing me in the flesh. 

When I expressed to sister that relatives, let alone people who 
didn’t know me, were in no position to insist, she bit into me, hard:  
“Lord, Mr. Prager, he is a dying man.  Haven’t you some sense of 
charity?”  She paused long enough for the guilt to start working on 
me.  “And there is the magazine clipping and an old slip of paper 
with your name and a disconnected phone—” 

“What clipping?” 
“It’s quite brittle, so I imagine it’s rather old.  He only showed 

it to me after I explained you might be unwilling to come visit a 
total—” 

“Yes, sister,” I cut her off.  “The clipping, what’s it about?”  
“A missing man, a Patrick—” 
“—Maloney.” 
“Yes, that’s right!”  Sister was impressed. 
“Late this afternoon is the best I can do,” I heard a voice that 

sounded like mine tell the nun.  I think she offered me directions.  
I’m not sure what I said to that.  I do recall hanging up. 
 
THE ONLY THING is, I don’t remember what inning it was.  
Maybe it was the fifth, for some reason the fifth sounds right.  
Whatever inning it was, it had to be the bottom half, because Ray 
Burris was on the mound for the Cubs and Lenny Randle—who 
was more famous for beating the shit out of his one-time manager 
Frank Luchesi than he was for his ball playing—was at the plate 
for the Mets.  I remember Jerry Koosman was pitching for the 
Mets, but that’s neither here nor there, because he didn’t get to 
pitch the top half of the next inning that night. 

It was the summer of 1977, July 13th, I think, and I’m sitting 
with my buddy Stevie in the upper mezzanine at Shea on the third 
base side.  As Randle steps into the batter’s box, I notice whole 
chunks of Flushing and Whitestone going dark over the outfield 
fence.  All the Number 7 trains pulling in and out of the station 
across the street from the stadium stop dead.  The buzz in the 
crowd is starting to build.  Not because Randle got a hit or cold-
cocked the third base coach, but because a lot of other fans are 
beginning to see what I’m seeing; the city going black one 
neighborhood at a time beyond the 410 sign in centerfield. 

Meanwhile, the players and the umps are totally oblivious.  
There’s a three and two count on Randle and . . . Snap!  The lights 
go out in the stadium.  There’s an immediate announcement:  
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Everyone stay calm.  We’re working to correct the problem.  Please 
stay in your seats.  Blah, blah, blah . . . Next thing you know, Jane 
Jarvis, queen of the Shea Stadium keyboards, starts playing 
Christmas songs on the organ and people are singing and I’m 
singing and we’re all happy.  Then, boom, these red auxiliary lights 
come up. 

I look down on the field and the players are still at their 
positions, but Lenny Randle’s not in the batter’s box.  He’s 
standing on first base.  The fucking guy had run to first in the 
dark.  He was still one ball away from earning a walk, yet there he 
was, trying to steal first base.  Even Frank Luchesi, I thought, 
would have appreciated Lenny Randle’s ingenuity at that moment.  
I’ll never forget the night Lenny Randle tried stealing first base in 
the dark. 

My other memories of that year, as I imagine they are for 
many New Yorkers who lived through it, are bleak.  Though they 
are as vivid to me as the sight of Randle on first, they are more 
akin to the reminiscences of an amputee reliving his last few steps 
before his right leg was crushed beneath the wheels of a city bus.  I 
could have told you about the record snowfall that year and how on 
February 17th me and my partner found an old black couple frozen 
to death, huddled in their bed.  My partner thought it was funny 
that they’d have to thaw the bodies out to untangle them.  
Somehow, I didn’t see the humor in it. 

That summer was also the summer of Son of Sam.  Not before, 
not since, have I seen the city quite so panicked.  Even the looting 
that came in the wake of the blackout felt like a day at the shore 
compared to the grip of the .44-Caliber Killer.  As night fell the 
whole of the city would hold its breath, exhaling only at the 
warmth of the morning sun on our cheeks.  But serial killing was a 
nascent industry then and its purveyors didn’t seem to grow on 
trees the way they do now. 

My last shift on the job, I was working crowd control when 
they brought Sam in.  If you look hard at the old news footage, you 
can see me standing just over Detective Ed Zigo’s right shoulder 
and Berkowitz’s left.  Honestly, I was just as surprised as everyone 
else that this chubby postal worker with the wiry hair and goofy 
smile was Son of Sam.  To me, he looked like a cross between an 
overgrown bar mitzvah boy and a Macy’s Thanksgiving float.  
Christ, maybe Jack the Ripper looked like Humpty Dumpty. 

With all that went on that year it’s understandable, even 
excusable, that few New Yorkers would recall the disappearance of 
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Patrick M. Maloney.  We were a tired city; the city that never 
sleeps needed rest.  The local rags and electronic media ran with it 
for about a week, but by Christmas Eve, Patrick Maloney had been 
consigned to the name-sounds-familiar-didn’t-he-win-the-Heisman-
Trophy? bin in most people’s minds.  If he had been a little boy like 
Etan Patz or a teenage girl, maybe the press would have milked it 
a little while longer. 

Looking back, I’m not certain I had heard of Patrick Maloney’s 
disappearance before being brought into the matter.  That’s one of 
the slippery slopes of piecing history back together.  Sometimes I’m 
sure I must’ve read about it in the papers or heard of it on the 
tube.  Surely I must have seen one of the thousands of posters his 
parents put up around the five boroughs.  In my life I have seen 
millions of flyers posted on every blank space New York City has to 
offer.  Yet for all the wives of the Sultan of Brunei, I don’t think I 
can describe a single one. 

I just don’t know.  I was far too busy feeling sorry for myself 
after my second knee operation in three months to be certain of 
much of what happened that December. Back then, arthroscopes 
and MRIs weren’t standard operating procedure.  The docs cut me 
up pretty good.  All of a sudden I had great empathy for the sliced 
lox my parents ate on Sunday mornings.  When people ask why I 
had to leave the job, I tell them I had a severe case of knee-monia.  
It gets a laugh.  The answer I give as to how I hurt the knee is 
inversely proportionate to the amount of alcohol I’ve consumed.  
Sober, I tell them I was hit by a flaming arrow shot by some 
schizophrenic junkie from a housing project roof in Queens.  Two 
drinks, I tell them I injured the knee catching a baby thrown from 
a burning building by its frantic mother.  Shitfaced, I tell the truth; 
I slipped on a piece of carbon paper in the squad room.  That’s me, 
Moe Prager, nobody’s hero. 

So anyway, the department handed me my limping papers—
during the financial crisis, every job cut brought the city a little 
further away from the brink of fiscal collapse—and sent me 
packing.  I had mixed feelings about it.  I was good at the job, but 
never loved it, not the way the Irish guys did.  It wasn’t in my 
blood.  Jews are funny that way.  We have almost religious respect 
for the law, but tend to view the enforcers of it with great 
suspicion.  I had taken the police exam on a drunken dare and 
when I received my letter for the academy, I decided it was time to 
stop knocking around the city university system just to maintain 
my draft deferment. 
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One year I was protesting the war, the next I was throwing 
protesters into paddy wagons.  Though I don’t suppose many would 
admit it, I think cops ranked a close third behind POWs and kids 
with high lottery numbers as the group most happy to see the war 
come to an end.  Those “P-ride I-ntegrity G-uts” bumper stickers on 
our cars were horribly ineffective Band-Aids.  No one enjoyed being 
called a pig. 

For a few years prior to my fall, my big brother Aaron and I 
had begun pooling our resources.  It was always his dream to own a 
family business, a wine store somewhere in the city.  It wasn’t my 
dream necessarily, but I hadn’t done badly hitching my cart to 
other people’s dreams.  Besides, Aaron was really sharp with 
money.  We always joked that he could plant a nickel in the soil 
and grow five bucks.  He was also driven by Dad’s past failure. 

Having managed supermarkets for many years, my dad finally 
invested in his own.  The store went belly-up and my parents were 
forced to declare personal bankruptcy.  The task of lying to 
creditors about my parents’ whereabouts most often fell on Aaron’s 
shoulders.  Aaron never got over the embarrassment of covering up 
for Mom and Dad.  At that moment, however, no one could have 
anticipated the manner in which that embarrassment would bind 
us to Patrick M. Maloney’s fate. 
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Hofstra University—Student Counseling Services 
 
Treating Psychologist:  Michael Blum, Ph.D. 
Patient:  Maloney, Patrick M. ID #077-65-0329 
File #56-01-171 
Transcription of session 11—November 18, 1976 
 
PM:  Good evening, Dr. Blum. 
MB:  Same to you, Patrick.  You seem tense. 
(approx 2 minutes of silence) 
PM:  I’m sorry. 
MB:  Sorry?  What for? 
PM:  For not talking. 
MB:  Sometimes, silence is more eloquent than words.  What were 
you just thinking about, when you were quiet, I mean?  
PM:  Nothing. 
MB:  Okay, fair enough.  Last week, you mentioned you might like 
to write someday. 
PM:  I think about trying it sometimes. 
MB:  Good.  Now, let’s do a little writing.  Imagine yourself in my 
chair looking out at a character played by you.  Your character isn’t 
talking.  Write for me, tell me what he’s thinking, Patrick.  What’s 
going through his head? 
(approx 1 minutes of silence) 
PM:  He’s tense.  He doesn’t know the rules. 
MB:  Are the rules important? 
PM:  Always. 
MB:  Always? 
PM:  How else would he know? 
MB:  Know what? 
PM:  How to be a good patient. 
MB:  Is being good important to him, your character? 
PM: More important than anything.  What could be more 
important than being good? 
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January 28th, 1978 
 
I GUESS MY romance with snow died when I wasn’t looking.  
Then, all romance is like that, isn’t it?  I remember I was watching 
the snow out my apartment window, thinking what hell it was 
going to be to get around.  Luckily I didn’t need crutches any 
longer, but walking with a cane isn’t easy.  Try it sometime.  The 
phone interrupted my cranky contemplation of the atmosphere. 

“I found it!”  Aaron, usually upbeat as a hunk of lead, gushed 
in my ear. 

“Good.  I knew it was you who lost it.” 
“What are you talking about?” 
“That metal comb I lent you when I was twelve.” 
“Will you shut up with that already?” he yelled as he did every 

time I mentioned that comb.  “I never borrowed your damn—” 
“Okay, okay, I’m sorry,” I said.  “I’m not in a good mood.”  
“What’s the matter, your knee?” 
“What else is new?  So . . .” 
“So,” he repeated.  “So what?” 
“Yutz!  You’re the one that called me, remember?” 
“Right.  Listen, I think I’ve got the perfect store for us.” 
“You’ve got my attention.” 
He was almost right.  The store was perfect.  It was on the 

Upper West Side of Manhattan on Columbus Avenue a couple of 
blocks north of the Museum of Natural History.  The area, Aaron 
had checked with several sources in the real estate industry, was 
being highly touted as the next hot spot in the city.  The lease was 
cheap—for Manhattan—and assumable and covered gobs of room 
for expansion.  The place was already a wine shop and the owner 
was willing to sell us the fixtures for next to nothing. 
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“Don’t you see?” Aaron barked at my silence.  “We wouldn’t 
have to sink a big chunk of capital into construction right away.  
That does two things.  First, it gives us more money to put toward 
the purchase of the business.  Second, it buys us some time to 
develop a loyal customer base of our own while building on the one 
the current owner has.” 

I ended my silence:  “How much?” 
He hemmed and hawed, cleared his throat a few times and 

then gave me the news.  Like I said, the store was perfect.  The two 
of us, on the other hand, were still several thousand dollars short 
of mercantile bliss. 

“Are you sure Miriam won’t help us?” he asked about our 
younger sister. 

“It’s not her,” I told him for the umpteenth time.  “She would 
help.” 

“I know.  I know,” he confessed, “it’s Ronnie.  Why’d she marry 
him anyway?” 

“She loves him.  He’s handsome.  He’s sweet and he’s a doctor.” 
“I mean besides that,” Aaron joked.  “Listen, this guy’s willing 

to give us a few more weeks to come up with the money.  Let me 
know if you think of something.  Love ya.” 

I thought of something: jumping out the window.  But not 
enough snow had accumulated to soften the fall.  Frustrating news 
heaped on chronic pain leads a man to entertain funny thoughts.  
One thing being off the job had allowed me to do was think.  I 
hadn’t done much of it since college.  No, I’m not saying cops are 
dumb or don’t think.  What I am saying is that once you’ve learned 
the ropes, uniformed police work is a matter of routine, 
determination and reaction.  Along with the joys of pain, I found I 
was rediscovering my long muted inner voice.  The process of that 
rediscovery was interrupted by a second call. 

“So how’s the knee?” the gruffly affable voice of Rico Tripoli 
wanted to know. 

Rico Tripoli was my oldest buddy from the department.  We 
were in the same class at the academy, but didn’t know each other 
then.  When we got posted to the Six-O in Coney Island after 
probation, Rico and I took to each other right away.  Both of us 
Brooklyn boys without a hook—a friend or family member already 
on the job with some juice, someone who could get you a plum 
assignment or help you when you got jammed up—we sort of 
watched out for each other.  We still did.  Even after they split us 
up six years ago, we would meet for dinner every few weeks. 
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“The knee would be a lot better if I didn’t have to keep getting 
up to answer the god damned phone.  How you doing?” 

“I’m breathin’,” he said. 
“How’s the Auto Crime Task Force working out?” 
“I stepped in shit.  We’re workin’ a career maker.  A year from 

now,” Rico bragged, “I’ll be polishin’ my gold shield.” 
“Get the fuck outta here.  With the city’s budget, you could 

solve the Lindbergh kidnapping and the riddle of the Sphinx and 
they wouldn’t make you detective.” 

“We’ll see.” 
“Yeah, yeah.  So listen, buddy, about dinner, I—” 
“That’s not why I’m callin’,” he cut me off.  “Besides, wife 

number two isn’t so thrilled with our little nights out.” 
“Why not?  You met her on one of our nights out,” I reminded 

him. 
“That’s right,” he said, “when I was still married to wife 

number one.” 
“I guess I see her point.  So what’s up?” 
“How short are you and that wop-hatin’ brother of yours in the 

cash department?” 
“Come on, Rico,” I chided, “not this song and dance again.” 
For going on three years, Rico had tried to buy into the 

partnership with Aaron and me.  Even after the divorce 
settlement, he had the finances to do it.  His maternal grandfather 
had willed him a bundle.  In fact, if we took only a quarter of the 
cash Rico had offered, we could sign the lease tomorrow on Aaron’s 
perfect store.  But in spite of all my arguments on Rico’s behalf, 
Aaron refused to let anyone from outside the family in on the deal. 

“I know,” Rico said, “Aaron doesn’t hate all Italians, only me.” 
“That’s not right.  He hates everybody, but especially you.  So 

why’d you bring up the—” 
“Patrick M. Maloney.” 
“Who the fuck is Patrick Maloney, another investor my 

brother’ll say no to?” 
“Patrick M. Maloney,” he corrected. 
“Jesus, Rico!  Who the fuck is Patrick M. Ma—” 
“What’s a matter, you don’t read the paper no more?  You don’t 

watch TV?” 
“Rico, you don’t stop this bullshit, I’ll shoot you before you get 

that gold shield.” 
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“He’s a college kid that disappeared in the city about six, seven 
weeks ago.  Don’t you have eyes?  His picture’s on every lamppost, 
traffic light pole and bulletin board in the city.” 

“You’ll have to excuse me.  These days I walk around with my 
eyes on my legs, trying to make sure I don’t trip over my cane and 
fall on my ass.  Anyway, what’s this got to do with the store?” 

“I’ll tell you tomorrow over lunch at Molly’s.  You know, that 
little place up by me.”  He hesitated:  “Say one, one-thirty.” 

“You want me to drive all the way up—” 
“It’ll be worth it.  What else you got to do with that knee a 

yours?  In the meantime, go to the library and read some old 
newspapers.  Ciao!” 
 
RICO WAS RIGHT about one thing.  Patrick Maloney’s smiling 
countenance adorned the first lamppost I saw as I left my 
apartment building.  And like a man with a new car becoming 
acutely aware of similar cars passing on the road, I began noticing 
Patrick Maloney’s face everywhere.  Maybe, I thought, I had seen 
him before; when I was in the hospital, perhaps, on one of the news 
broadcasts.  Given the amount of pain medication I had ingested 
during the month after my surgery, I probably could have 
convinced myself I had seen a vision of the Virgin Mary dancing 
the Latin Hustle with John Travolta. 

Maloney was a good-looking kid with a Hollywood smile; all 
square white teeth, rich lips and charm.  His skin was clear and 
clean-shaven but for a trim moustache.  His thick hair carefully 
coifed, not too shaggy or short.  It was dark.  Complexion too, I’d 
guess.  How dark I couldn’t say.  The poster shot was grainy black 
and white.  His clefted chin was squarely perfect, but his slightly 
crooked nose played off nicely against it.  Dressed in a tuxedo as he 
was in the picture, he looked like a happy, handsome boy on the 
way to his brother’s wedding. 

All the papers showed the very same picture.  I had no reason 
to believe there was anything unusual in that.  All the stories said 
pretty much the same things.  Patrick Michael Maloney was a 
twenty-year-old junior at Hofstra University on Long Island.  An 
accounting major, he was a popular if unremarkable student who 
was a low-ranking member of the student government. 

On December 7th, a Tuesday night, the student government 
and several other student groups held a fund raiser at a 
Manhattan bar.  Patrick had bartended during the early part of the 
evening.  After his stint behind the sticks, he joined friends and 
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other members of the student government for drinks.  At 
approximately 1 A.M., after noticing his friend Christine Valentine 
wasn’t looking well, Maloney offered to drive Miss Valentine back 
to campus.  Miss Valentine accepted Maloney’s offer and they made 
their way through the thinning crowd to the door.  Before they 
reached the door, however, Miss Valentine felt herself getting ill 
and ran for the bathroom.  Patrick, she recalled, had shouted after 
her that he would meet her outside when she was finished. 

When Christine Valentine emerged from the restroom and 
exited the bar, Patrick M. Maloney was nowhere to be found.  She 
made a few inquiries as to his whereabouts, but no one seemed to 
have noticed him.  She simply assumed Patrick, a little drunk 
himself, she remembered thinking, had grown impatient and left.  
Though leaving without a word was very un-Patrick-like, she was 
quoted as saying, Miss Valentine didn’t give it a second thought 
until several days later.  She was too drunk and nauseous at the 
time and there were plenty of other available rides back to campus.  
Of the other students who had attended the fund-raiser, none could 
recall seeing where Patrick had gone.  The trail was already pretty 
cold when, two days later, the NYPD was alerted to Maloney’s 
disappearance by his worried parents. 

I would like to say I spotted something unusual in the 
newspaper accounts of Patrick Maloney’s disappearance, but I 
couldn’t.  I had read similar stories before.  As a uniform, I’d 
worked cases that, but for a change of name, sex or hair color, were 
nearly identical.  The cold fact was that, short of a magician’s hat, 
New York City was about the best place in the United States in 
which to vanish.  Sometimes people vanished by choice.  
Sometimes not.  There was one thing in the articles, though, that 
caught my attention:  the Maloneys were from Janus, N.Y., up in 
Dutchess County.  That sort of gave me a clue as to Rico Tripoli’s 
involvement. 

In 1975, Rico, like a lot of New York’s Finest, had fled the city.  
Most moved over the Queens’ border to Nassau and Suffolk 
Counties on Long Island.  Some moved beyond the Bronx to 
Westchester and Rockland.  A few pioneering types had gone even 
further north to discover the rustic charms, relative crimelessness 
and better real estate values in Orange and Dutchess counties.  
Want to guess where Rico had fled?  But clarifying Rico Tripoli’s 
role as facilitator in this did not help me understand what he had 
in mind for me. 
 

13

Walking the Perfect Square



AFTERWORD 
By Reed Farrel Coleman 

 
Even while I was teaching myself to write detective fiction with my 
Dylan Klein series—Life Goes Sleeping, Little Easter, and They 
Don’t Play Stickball in Milwaukee—I was working on two other 
novels featuring NYPD Detective Moe Einstein.  Neither was 
published and neither has seen the light of day for many many 
years.  The first was my obligatory serial killer novel.  The other 
featured many plot and thematic aspects that would later re-
emerge in Redemption Street.  I mention these two unpublished 
works because they help to make the point that some novels—The 
James Deans, for instance—are born whole, while others are the 
product of evolution and confluence.  Walking the Perfect Square 
was most definitely a product of the latter. 

Although I hadn’t looked at or thought much about these two 
unpublished works for years, I could never quite get the Moe 
Einstein character out of my head.  He was, in his original 
incarnation, a little too clever and proficient at his job, and he was 
too much of a loner, too much a derivation of Phil Marlowe.  And 
that last name!  It was way too obvious and smart-alecky.  But Moe 
Einstein had an essential goodness, a loyalty to family and friends 
and, most especially, to the truth, that made him vulnerable to all 
kinds of hurt and opened him up to all sorts of possibilities.  It was 
this aspect of Moe’s personality that stuck with me.  Something 
else stuck.   

Whereas Einstein had to go, Moe seemed just right.  It 
summed up the kind of character that appealed to me as both 
writer and reader.  It was a comfortable, friendly,  working class 
name that harkened back to my parents’ generation.  But Moe, as 
short for Moses, was quite different.  Moses was anything but 
unthreatening—Let my people go or else—and had all sorts of 
useful implications for an author interested in exploring the 
meaning of what it was to be a Jew in the United States during the 
last two decades of the twentieth century.  It is no accident that his 
siblings are named Aaron and Miriam.  The old fashioned nature of 
the name Moe actually helped shape the character, especially his 
obsession with the past.  I’m afraid I chose Prager for less romantic 
reasons.  I liked the sound and rhythm of it and thought its 
sharpness cut well against the softness of Moe. 

The proper first vehicle for the character of Moe Prager also 
developed over the course of many years.  I’ve always been a 
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newspaper reader and would occasionally run across a story about 
a college student, usually male, who had come into Manhattan for 
a night of partying or clubbing only to disappear and never to be 
seen or heard from again.  Even before I turned to a life of crime 
fiction, I would find myself creating myriad scenarios for these lost 
young men; the lives they had led before coming to Manhattan and 
what had actually happened to them.  Some, I imagined, had met 
terribly violent ends.  But a very few, I just knew in my bones, had 
used their alleged disappearances as a means of escape.  

  As early as 1995, I had a pretty firm notion of who Moe 
Prager might be and I had the basic idea for a plot, but what I 
didn’t have was the chops.  I hadn’t developed my craft to a point 
where I was confident that I could pull off a book like Walking The 
Perfect Square.  And this is where my failure to get those two 
earlier, overly ambitious  novels published served me well.  I had 
been trying to shed the Dylan Klein books and move up to a bigger 
house almost from the day Life Goes Sleeping was published in 
1991.  In fact, the two unpublished novels bracketed my second 
Dylan Klein novel Little Easter.  What my failures taught me was 
that ambition unmatched by skill is a recipe, if not for disaster, 
then trouble.  So instead of fighting against the current, I wrote 
the third installment of the Dylan Klein series, They Don’t Play 
Stickball in Milwaukee.  Although unconscious of it at the time, I 
was using Stickball as a testbed for things, both in terms of the 
writing itself and the emotional gravity of the story, that would 
later reappear in the Moe books.  It should be no surprise then that 
central plot of Stickball revolves around a missing college student 
and it is no coincidence that the missing student is related to 
Dylan Klein. 

What ultimately led to my writing Walking the Perfect Square, 
however, was an odd confluence of factors.  Yes, there was another 
one of those stories in the papers of a college student gone missing 
in Manhattan.  Prominent among the other factors were my two 
children, Kaitlin and Dylan, each for different reasons.  My 
daughter was eight, nearly halfway between her birth and leaving 
for college.  I often found myself reliving her birth and imagining 
her at eighteen going off to school.  You will note that Moe is 
pondering this same thing about his daughter Sarah very early on 
in the novel.  And it is this timeline, the echo and sway between 
future and past, that sets not only the tone of Walking, but its 
format as well.  At around this time, my son was entering 
kindergarten and I became friendly with Jim, a dad of one of 
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Dylan’s classmates.  Jim was a retired NYPD sergeant who had 
been, as fate would have it, forced to leave the job because of a 
knee injury.  He had slipped on a piece of paper left on the squad 
room floor.  Once I heard how Jim had been injured, Moe took 
fuller form.   

I realized one of the problems I had with the bulk of detective 
fiction was that too many of the protagonists tended to follow the 
fifty-plus-year-old template way too closely for my taste.  Marlowe, 
Spade, Scudder, and Spenser didn’t need any freshening up at my 
hands.  So I made a conscious choice to move away from the 
haunted, Christian, white guy, alcoholic, gun-crazed, fist-happy 
loner, with or without sidekick.  Moe, I decided, would be a faithful 
family man, a stable man with stable people in his life.  He’d have 
a wife and a kid, a car payment and a mortgage.  He’d have a 
steady source of income, own a successful business that had 
nothing to do with police work.  He’d have been a cop, but not a 
detective.  He’d have been hurt on the job, but not in the line of 
duty.  He would be haunted, but not by something he did on the 
job.  No dead innocents, no stray bullets, no dirty deals in his past.  
The thing that would haunt Moe, that would threaten all he held 
dear would be not an act of commission, but of omission.  I also 
wanted Moe to grow, to change, to age with the series.  I have 
never much cared for the conceit of the static, ageless detective 
whose new case comes right on the heels of his last.   

As I wrote Moe on the pages of Walking the Perfect Square, I 
realized that his voice was very intimate, certainly more intimate 
than I had anticipated.  It was almost as if you could hear his 
internal voice.  On the page, Moe Prager né Einstein, for all the 
years he evolved in my head, was more than I had dared hope for.  
For Moe, it seemed, simply having the reader understand what he 
was going through wasn’t good enough.  He wanted you to feel 
what he was feeling when he was feeling it.  He wanted to live 
beyond the page.  Believe me, I was very surprised by how strongly 
he asserted himself, but that is the magic of writing.  Writers are 
surprised by their own creations quite a bit more often than you 
might expect.  Somehow, Moe has managed to survive five books in 
the series.  Now it is up to you to determine whether or not his life 
is worth pursuing beyond the pages of Walking the Perfect Square. 

       
Reed Farrel Coleman 

January 2008 
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Pawel, Cornelia Read, Lisa Respers France, S. J. Rozan, Sandra 
Scoppettone, Zoë Sharp, Sarah Weinman, Ken Bruen, Stona Fitch, 
Allan Guthrie, Charlie Huston, Eddie Muller, and Daniel Woodrell.  
With a bonus 50-page appendix of essays on female noir pioneers. 

 

 
Includes Daniel Woodrell’s Edgar® Award-nominated 

short story, “Uncle.” 
 

“A Hell of a Woman is not only an exceptionally entertaining 
anthology, it’s an invaluable resource that will be cherished by 

aficionados of the genre.”—Chicago Tribune 
 

“Smart, unsentimental, and unflinchingly brutal.” 
—BUST magazine 



A Fifth of Bruen: 
Early Fiction of Ken Bruen 

By two-time Edgar Award nominee Ken Bruen. 
Introduction by Edgar Award nominee Allan Guthrie. 

 
“[A] beautiful book... [T]his is a must have for all 

[Bruen’s] fans.”  
– Jon Jordan, Crimespree Magazine  

 
“If you love complex, thought-provoking work, then 

you’ll find something in this collection to intrigue you.  
If you love Bruen, there's no doubt, you’ll already have 

cracked the spine.”  
– Russel McLean, Crime Scene Scotland  

 
“[Funeral] is the novel Samuel Beckett might have 

written, if he’d been a Galway Arms regular... A Fifth 
Of Bruen is a must for all true Bruen fans.”  

– Kernan Andrews, The Galway Advertiser 
 

Contains Ken Bruen’s early novellas & anthologies: 
Funeral: Tales of Irish Morbidities / Martyrs /  
Shades of Grace / Sherry and Other Stories /  

All the Old Songs and Nothing to Lose /  
The Time of Serena-May / Upon the Third Cross 

 

And coming in 2009 from Busted Flush Press… 

TOWER 
A new crime novel from 2008 Edgar® Award 
nominees Ken Bruen & Reed Farrel Coleman!  



MIAMI PURITY 
by Vicki Hendricks 

 

Now back in print! 
The acclaimed first novel by the 2008 
Edgar® Award-nominated author of 

Cruel Poetry. 
New foreword by Ken Bruen. 
New afterword by Megan Abbott. 

Trade paperback.  $16. 
ISBN 978-0-9792709-3-2 

 
“Sex and murder, sunny places 

and shady people—Miami Purity 
is a modern noir masterpiece.” 

—Michael Connelly  
 

“Miami Purity is the toughest, sexiest, 
most original debut noir novel ever 

written, and instantly rockets Hendricks 
into the list of all-time great noir authors.  Gripping, super-sexy, and 

unforgettably raw.”  
   —Lauren Henderson  

  
“Shocking and supercharged, both reverent and original, this is the novel that 

amped up a new generation of noir writers.”—George Pelecanos  
 

“The authentic heir to James M. Cain, Vicki Hendricks is the high priestess of 
neo-noir.  A fierce and fearless talent.”—Dennis Lehane  

 
“Miami Purity is as sleek as a well-oiled weasel and tight as the Gordian knot.  

One of the best of its kind from a very fine writer.”—Joe R. Lansdale  
 

“Vicki Hendricks is a true original.  She is undoubtedly one of the most 
important noir writers of the past twenty years, and Miami Purity is one of the 

best crime novels I’ve ever read, period.”—Jason Starr 



Back in print— 
The Edgar Award-winning 
Hoagy & Lulu mysteries! 

 

David Handler’s 
The Man Who Died 
Laughing / The Man 
Who Lived by Night 

Hardback, $26 
Paperback, $18 

 
In the Anthony Award-
nominated series debut, The 
Man Who Died Laughing, 
celebrity ghost-writer Stewart 
“Hoagy” Hoag is hired to pen 
the memoirs of an aged 
Catskills vaudevillian who had 
become half of history’s most 

famous comic duo.  In The Man Who Lived by Night, 
Hoagy’s next job is ghosting the tell-all of British rock 
music’s most infamous bad boy. 
 

“One of my all-time favorite series!” 
—Harlan Coben, New York Times best-selling 

author of Hold Tight 
 

Also available:  The Man Who Would 
Be F. Scott Fitzgerald / The Woman 

Who Fell from Grace.  Available from 
your favorite independent, chain and 

online booksellers.  Order directly 
from Busted Flush Press at 
www.bustedflushpress.com. 

 



Busted Flush Press books are available 
from your favorite independent, chain, 

or online booksellers. 
 

Visit www.bustedflushpress.com to see what’s 
coming from BFP next.  And while you’re there, 

sign up for BFP’s e-mail newsletter. 
 

Coming soon…  
A. E. Maxwell’s Fiddler & Fiora series, 

finally back in print! 
 

Just Another Day in Paradise (summer 2008) 
The Frog and the Scorpion 

Gatsby’s Vineyard 
Just Enough Light to Kill 

 

“The writing is lean and restrained, and Fiddler, 
growing from book to book, gives Travis McGee a 

real run for his money.”—Los Angeles Times 
 

“Maxwell is good, really good, able to create 
believable, engaging, and original characters and set 

them plausibly into a story of nonstop suspense” 
—Chicago Sun-Times 




