Perry Mason Returns: Like Old Times 


Perry looked about as he waited for Della to finish her shower and change.  She’d declared she couldn’t stand to wear the outfit she’d had on at the jail for another second.  It gave Mason a chance to look around to see how someone could have gotten in and left the items incriminating Della.  While he looked his mind wandered to the day she’d decided to move from her apartment to a house in a nice, quiet neighborhood.  Since she went to work for Arthur Gordon she didn’t need to be as close to the center of attention as she had when she worked as Perry’s confidential secretary.  She no longer had to be able to get to court in as little as half an hour and had tired of living in a cracker box with no garden to putter in or worry about the long walks to and from the parking garage to her apartment.  But now, Mason wished she had still lived in that apartment.  It might have proven more difficult to get into and maybe a chance of finding an eye witness.  


He moved around the living room, a wall full of photographs caught his attention and he went to look them over.  He recognized several of the people in them and the ones with him in them he recalled with fondness.  He didn’t know if it was the situation or the photos that caused his heart to become heavy with sentimentality.  The sound of water running stopped and he warred with himself to keep from going to her.  The second he saw her in the interview room he wanted to just hold her tight, but he held off.  She’d made her decision to live apart from him years before.  He’d not try to push, to presume.  But he couldn’t help but feel a great sense of relief when she came to him for support.  She’d been strong on the phone, almost businesslike when she called, but that was Della, always composed.  In the interview room, safe in his arms, she’d broken down.  He hadn’t seen her that upset since Paul Drake’s funeral.  She’d been in his arms then too.  

“Perry,” she called from her bedroom.


Mason started out of his reverie and went down the hall to her door but did not open it, “Yes?”


“Just wondering if you were really here,” she answered.  “It all seems such an odd dream.” 


“I’m here,” he replied and after a few moments started to go back to the living room.  


“You can come in and talk to me if you want,” she offered.  


Suddenly Mason felt:  shy, guilty, hesitant, he wasn’t sure which.  He’d seen Della, been with Della, in every situation possible but for some reason he was unable to walk through her bedroom door.  He was still standing there when Della opened the door to look him in the eyes, “Well?” 


Her eyes were inviting, totally innocent, and he couldn’t help thinking if he’d only just take her in his arms, kiss her like he really wanted to, take her to bed and give her a real reason to need to shower, it would be the nearest thing to heaven he’d had in years.  But there were priorities now.  Della’s life was at stake and he had a job to do.  If things worked out, if he got her found innocent, if… not if, he chided himself, when.  There was no way in hell Della was guilty and any fool could see that.  The problem was there were a lot of fools in the police department and D.A.’s office.  She still looked at him, waiting for him to either step into her bedroom to keep her company while she finished getting ready or to decline and walk away from her.  He didn’t want to seem forward and didn’t want her to think he no longer cared.  On a gut instinct he stepped forward, took the towel from her and fluffed her hair with it.  He looked deep into her eyes, kissed her tenderly on the forehead, and said, “I’ll be outside checking the grounds.  You take your time and we’ll get dinner ready.  I’ll cook.”  

“I’ll work on the salad,” she teased and ran a hand down his lapel to rest on his chest.  She so wanted to forget everything from the last few days except the phone call to Perry.  It was something she’d wanted to do for so long but never had the nerve or the excuse.  It was as if fate were handing her a reason to have him back in her life, really back, not just down for dinner or a quick hello.  If her life weren’t on the line she’d be jumping for joy and not letting go of Perry’s coat as easily as she did.  But she could see the look in his eyes, could see the embers of the fire they’d always had.  Time was theirs now, but they’d just have to wait a little longer.  

She chuckled and he smiled, “What is it?’  

“Just thinking.  Maybe being accused of murder isn’t so bad,” she joked.  “After all it brought us together again didn’t it?” 

Mason squeezed her hand, “Yes, yes it did.”  

