…And a Della New Year 

Perry Mason was sound asleep on the sofa, the newspaper half off his lap, the sock feet closest to the blazing fireplace.  Mid-snore turned into a snort as he was suddenly bounced upon and he opened his eyes to see impish green ones glittering at him.  He grabbed Pamela Malloy, soon to be Drake, and started tickling her.  The little girl squealed delightedly and Della Street hurried out of her suite where she’d been watching Pamela but the girl had snuck out.  “I told you Grandpa was asleep and not to wake him up,” she chastised lightly.  


“Horsey!” Pamela demanded and Mason grinned.  


“Not now honey, let him sleep,” Della begged knowing Mason was probably tired after a morning with the little girl at the park.  


“Horseys don’t sleep Della,” Mason informed and sat up on the couch so the little girl could grab hold of his shoulders and hold on.  Della saw there was no use and pushed Pamela up so she had a better seat.  As Perry went galloping as well as he could around the penthouse, she watched to make sure nothing happened.  The doorbell distracted her and she went to answer it.  

Penny and Paul were there, faces flushed from the cold air and ready to get in out of the weather.  Paul smiled at the sight of Pamela on Perry’s back.  As soon as the little girl saw him though, she wanted down, “Paw- Paw!”


Paul took her from Perry, “Were you good for Della and Perry?”


She nodded and he glanced at Della, “Was she?”


“Other than not letting Perry take his usual afternoon nap, she was an angel.  Did you get everything done?” Della asked. 


Penny nodded, “Yep, all signed and ready to be filed.  This time tomorrow we’ll be Mr. and Mrs. Paul Drake.”


Paul decided to ask, “You’re absolutely sure that Pamela was an angel?”


Della nodded, “Yes why?”


Perry answered, “Because he wants us to consider watching Pamela while they’re honeymooning?”


“Something like that,” Paul said sheepishly. 

“We’ll be fine, we’d love to keep her,” Della answered immediately.  


Perry wasn’t so sure though, “I don’t know.  She was fine for a couple of hours but maybe she won’t like it with us, without you two that is.”


Penny agreed, “I’m not sure she’d be good for too long Paul.”


“We’re not leaving her forever.  How about we just go overnight, somewhere here in town so that if it’s not going to work it won’t be a big deal?  If she does okay we can stay longer, but no more than two or three days,” Drake suggested.  It seemed equitable and it was agreed.  


“Penny, come in the kitchen and we’ll make plans.  I know the perfect place for you to stay…” Della said and led the fiancee off.  


Paul shifted Pamela so that she sat on his hip but she squirmed around wanting down so he set her on her feet.  She scurried off to get one of her toys.  Perry favored his bad knee and had to grab the back of the wing chair to take some of the weight off it.  Paul noticed it, “Perry, maybe this is too much.  Pamela is pretty high octane, especially if she gets bored.”

“Nonsense, we’ll be too busy showing her around for her to get bored.  We’ll go to the zoo, the aquarium, the planetarium, and anywhere else she wants to go.  If we run out of those places, Della and I’ll take her to every law firm in town and show her off.  You don’t know what it’s like to have all these proud grandparents show me their brilliant grandkids and me with nothing to show them.  In fact, that’s what we’ll do.  We’ll get her picture taken.  It’s about time Della and I had ours done as well,” Mason schemed.  


Paul shrugged, “Okay, if you really think you can handle it we’ll try it like we said.”


“…we’ve been working hard on the potty training,” Penny was explaining as the men walked into the kitchen.  “She gets put in the pull ups at night but I try to keep her in regular panties during the day so she can tell me.  We’re good at that, but sometimes she waits until the last second to say anything.  So, when she tells you she has to go, she has to go now.  If you think it’d be better to keep her in pull ups all the time go ahead.”


Della shook her head, “But won’t that mess your routine up?  We’d better try to stick with what you have already.”


“Della, we’re going to have our picture taken with the baby,” Perry announced.  


“He said he wants to show her off,” Paul chuckled but inside he was more than pleased.  If he’d have tried his entire life to please Perry Mason he couldn’t have done a better job with the simple addition of a little girl to their family.  


Della grinned, “Perfect.  I know just what we can wear.”


“Matching sweatshirts?” Drake assumed. 


“Precisely.”  


Della hugged Pamela close as they waved goodbye to Paul and Penny in the taxi.  The wedding ceremony wasn’t what she’d dreamed for Paul but that wasn’t what mattered.  He was happy and that did matter.  Perry tugged Pamela’s foot, “What do you want to do first?”

“Horsey!” she squealed.  


“No, no, not here,” Della objected.  “Why don’t we go look for some pretty new clothes for you?”


“Horsey!” she demanded again and pointed at a large carousel picture.  It was an ad for the carousel at the mall.  


“Della, the girl wants to ride the carousel, so we take her to the carousel,” Perry promised. 

New Years Day was no excuse to shut a viable business opportunity down so everything at the large indoor shopping mall was open.  Mason held one tiny hand, Street the other and they headed for the center.  The carousel was full of kids but there were a few open seats.  Mason bought three tickets, put Pamela on one of the horses and he stood next to her to make sure she didn’t fall off in her zest.  Della took a seat on a bench behind the intricately carved horses to make sure Perry didn’t hurt himself trying to keep Pamela from hurting herself.  She’d have her hands full with the two of them.  The ride was fairly long, but it was just going around and around in a circle.  After the fifth time in a row, Perry was starting to get a little woozy and tried to cajole Pamela off the horse.  She didn’t want to budge.  Della couldn’t help but chuckle a little from her perch outside the carousel.  She got woozy after trip three.  She could see Mason deliberating with the child, he didn’t seem to be winning until finally he said something and she nodded brightly.  He helped her down and she hurried off toward Della, “Grandma!” 

Street hugged her tight, “What have you promised her now?”


“A trip to the pet store to pet the bunnies,” Mason said.  


“Just pet the bunnies,” Della insisted more to Mason than to Pamela.  


He held up a hand, “I swear.”


“Uh-huh…  Come on, it’s just around the corner,” she said and they headed off.  


A pair of rabbits later—both boys or so they were told—Della was shaking her head, “Perry, how are they going to get rabbits back to L.A. on the plane?”

He shrugged, “We can keep them here for her.”


“Not in my apartment,” she threatened. 


“Then at the office.  Ken will love them,” he assured. 


“Ken is allergic to fur,” Della reminded, “And these two bunnies have a lot of fur.”


“I’ll pay for his antihistamines,” he insisted and lifted Della’s chin with his index finger, “Della, she’s all ours, we have to spoil her.”


“I’m not saying we shouldn’t, but let’s be a little more practical about this.  If we buy her everything her heart desires we’ll end up with a pony in the parlor and a ballerina on the balcony.”


Mason nodded, “If that’s what she wants, that’s what she gets.”


“You’re incorrigible.  Can we agree to no more extravagant presents today?” Della bargained.  

He sighed.  He knew Della was right but he just wanted to watch the little girl light up at all the new and different things he could show her and buy her.  “Okay, deal.  No more presents today.”


“No, no more extravagant presents.  I plan on taking her shopping for clothes.  After all you’re the one who wants to get her picture taken.”  

“All right, let’s go look at clothes,” Mason said.  


Two hours later, they were still in the same shop.  Della had the child stripped off and redressed more times than he could count.  “Isn’t this a darling coat?” Della asked and showed Mason a pink faux fur coat with matching hat and attached muffler.  


“Don’t they have it in something other than pink?  You’ve picked out nothing but pink all day,” he complained. 


“They have white, pink, lavender, blue, and brown,” Della noted.  


“White or brown, neutrals,” Perry decided.  “She can get more use out of them that way.”

“Use?  It’s for show, it’s not supposed to be practical,” Della grumbled as she went back for the other colors.  

Pamela was starting to get a little weary of all the quick changes and she rested her head on Mason’s knee.  He stroked the red curls, “Tired honey?”

She nodded sleepily.  He picked her up, “Okay, we’ll tell Grandma we need to go home.”  

“Horsey,” she pouted. 

“If you’re sleepy you can’t horsey,” Perry reasoned.  

She started to pucker up, “Horsey!”

Della could hear her cries across the store and hurried over, “What’s wrong?”

“She’s tired and wants to ride the carousel.  I’ll take her.  You buy what you’ve got picked out and we’ll pick up the rabbits on the way out,” he insisted.  

Della nodded and they separated in the large mall.  Perry stood waiting for the carousel to come to a stop when Pamela announced, “Go.”

“Yeah, we’re gonna get on.  We have to wait our turn.”

“Go,” she repeated.  

Mason looked at her, “I said we’re going to go.  We have to wait till the ride stops to get on.”

She shook her head, and with a determined look in her eyes said, “Go.  Mommy said I say GO.”

He was perplexed, “Pamela I have no idea what you’re trying to say.”

A lady who had heard the exchange and watched the two the whole time they were in line saved him, “I think she has to go to the bathroom.”

Dawn broke, Perry looked around for Della.  She was nowhere.  He could hear Penny’s instructions to Della from the day before:  when she says she has to go, she has to go now…  He turned back to the woman, “Do you know where the restrooms are?”

“Go down by the food court and they’re on the right,” she instructed.  

With a quick thank you, Mason picked Pamela up to make the going faster, discovered it wasn’t as fast as he thought and put her back down.  “We’re gonna go to the bathroom, just hold on,” he announced as he practically drug her along.  
A janitor’s cart sat in front of the men’s room: CLOSED FOR CLEANING, thank you.  He was stuck.  The only choice was the ladies room and a fear hit deep in his subconscious.  He didn’t dare go in the ladies room.  But he had a little kid who had to go with him and it was the only possibility.  He looked desperately for Della.  She was nowhere to be found and he didn’t see any women close at hand he could ask for help.  As surreptitiously as he could, Perry Mason went into the ladies room, made sure no one was going to hit him with a handbag and hurried Pamela into a stall.  She stood there.  “Okay you can go now,” he said and started to shut the door.  

“Mommy has to help me,” she explained realizing that he wasn’t sure what he was doing.  

“Oh, okay,” he said panic starting to rise in his throat.  He was totally unprepared for this.  If Pamela had been a boy, no problem, but she was a little girl and he thought a second.   Getting her ready, he set her on the toilet seat.   Pulling the door shut and holding it shut with his hand, he tried to look as inconspicuous as possible but ended up looking like an elephant trying to hide behind a straw.  Several ladies came in, looked him up and down and with as winning a smile as he could muster, he said, “My Granddaughter, she had to go.”  They chuckled at the sight and went about their own business.  
Perry stood their listening, “Pamela, are you done?”

“Not yet,” she said.  

Minutes went by and he heard nothing that sounded like bathroom noises, “Pamela, what are you doing?”

“Going potty,” she said with an exasperated tone. 

“Are you going?” he asked and smiled at another set of ladies who walked in, “Or have you gone?”

“Going,” she answered with a big sigh. 

Mason waited.  He imagined Della Street standing around wondering where they went and hoped he could somehow get a message to her.  One of the ladies looked sympathetic to his plight, “Ma’am, I’m sorry to ask this but could you do me a favor?  My granddaughter is trying to go to the bathroom and she’s been in there a while and…” 
“You want to know whether she’s going or playing.  Let me take a look,” she said and Mason sighed in relief.  

“You don’t know how much I appreciate this,” he explained.  “See, we just got her for Christmas and I’ve never done this before.”

The woman thought that sounded odd, “Got her for Christmas?  You make her sound like a present.”

“Well, you could say that.”

After a few minutes the woman emerged, Pamela buttoned up and zipped, “She’s finished.”

“Thank you.  You can’t know how much I appreciate this,” Mason grinned hoping that the full beard hid as much of his red face as possible.  

“I had two boys so I know what it’s like to get stuck in a public restroom,” she said and went on her way.  

Mason emerged unscathed from the ladies room and headed back to the carousel.  Della Street stood, slightly panicked, amongst a pile of packages.  She spotted them and sighed happily, “Where did you go?”

“She had to go, and you weren’t here,” Mason reported. 

“So she told you she had to go or did you ask?” Della asked wanting to make sure she reported this to Penny.  

“She tried to tell me but another lady had to translate.  I’ll know from now on.”

A couple of the ladies who had seen him in the restroom passed and waved, “Hi!  Is this your granddaughter?  She’s so cute.”

Della agreed but wondered what was going on, “Perry, where did you meet them?”

“The bathroom.  The men’s room was being cleaned so I took her to the ladies room.  It’s very nice in the ladies room,” he recalled.  
Della chuckled, noted the sleepy expression on Pamela’s face, “You know I bet if we just leave now, she’ll not know a thing.”

Mason agreed, picked Pamela up, and her head dropped onto his shoulder.  It left Della with the only free hands to drag packages.  “Don’t forget the rabbits,” he called over his shoulder.

“Yes Mr. Mason,” she answered and followed dragging the bags along.  
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