The Case of the Midnight Confession

 

    Perry Mason slept deeply, peacefully, blissfully unaware that he was being watched.  Over by the window in the shadows Della Street sat, an hour or so now, just watching him breathe.  Eight years of longing was strangled in her throat, the words unable to be spoken aloud.  How did she tell him what he meant to her, and had always meant?  The pretense of no longer being in love with him had been so thinly veiled then she still couldn’t understand how he didn’t see through her. She had simply told him she no longer wished to be in a relationship with him, yet he had never questioned her, never demanded an explanation or challenged her reasons.  Why?  Had he really never loved her the way he claimed he did that he could just let her walk away after over twenty years?  Or had he simply kept his promise to her that if there ever came a time that she didn't want him he wouldn't stand in her way, wouldn't make her give him what she couldn't or wouldn't give anymore.      

    She had banked on that eight years ago when he accepted the post as judge and she realized that the lifestyle they had would no longer be acceptable to the general public.  She knew if she told him her true reasons he would simply tell her she was being silly, try to make her 'respectable', or not accept the post.  None of those were acceptable suggestions, so she'd not said a true word, simply explained that she didn't want to move to San Francisco, didn't want to be a judge's secretary, and the greatest lie of them all, that she didn't want him anymore. It was a moment frozen in time.  He had just stood to leave, turning only to say, "I'll always be here for you.  Never forget that."  And with that he was gone, and she was heartbroken.  

    Only Paul,jr. and Arthur Gordon knew that she'd nearly had a nervous breakdown from the pain of her decision.   They both helped her cope in their own way.  Paul kept her company as much as he could, checked on her daily sometimes hourly when she was really low.  Gordon, dear Gordon, had given her a job so demanding she barely had time to sleep.  But the days passed and eventually after almost a year, Della was able to think of Perry and not cry.  She even got to where she could call him to just talk and not be afraid of what she really wanted to say.  

    But oh what the time had done to Perry. It was a shock for her to see him nearly a year and a half later at Paul's birthday party she'd arranged.  His hair had gone stone gray, he'd put on an extra hundred pounds, but the worst blow of all were his eyes.  They were still that brilliant blue but it was as if they no longer found amusement in things, no longer saw life worth living, and most of all they were deeply hurt at the mere sight of her.  She nearly confessed everything that first visit.  If it hadn't been for the scandal that had devastated Judge Moffett's career a week earlier she would have. He'd been caught with his secretary of a decade at a spa in Colorado.  When Perry was a lawyer he could afford to be scandalous.  After all he could simply sue for libel or slander.  But a judge, especially an appellate court judge, was under constant scrutiny.  

    But now it didn't matter anymore.  One call and he was true to his word.  He'd come running to her, no questions, no explanations needed.  He was simply here in her house, her guest room, and she was truly a free woman with the trial over and done.  No, not free, she realized.  Her heart still belonged to the man who took up the entire bed.  And according to all the information she could find, no one had taken her place in his heart.  She had casually read the San Francisco papers, scanning the gossip columns and digesting every inch of court news.  Nothing.  Perry seldom appeared anywhere except court or charity functions.  No one accompanied him and he always left alone and early.  The few photographs of him were pictures of a stern and almost disapproving man not the man she loved at all.  He didn't smile for the camera, didn't pose with lovely ladies of the event, or discuss cases beyond 'no comment'.  And that's how he appeared when he first saw her after she called from the jail; no smile, all business, little in the way to encourage her.  But when she started to break down, his arms had held her for the first time in eight years and she didn't ever want him to leave and he didn't seem to want to let her go. If she could only just tell him how miserable, dismal, and stupid she'd been.  But how could he understand?  She moaned a little at the thought of how much pain she'd caused them both. 

    "Della?" 

    His voice startled her out of the reverie she'd gone into.  She froze.  He'd caught her sitting in his room, watching him.  

    "I'm sorry," she managed without giving away too much of her emotions but once the words were out she couldn't stop, "Oh Perry I'm so sorry."

    Even in the dark Mason could hear she was in tears.  He was starting to roll out of the bed when she got up and rushed to him, "I'm so sorry." 

    Before he could do much more than react, Della was in his arms.  Hot tears drenched his pajama top and he held her tightly.  "Shh," he whispered too choked up to say anything.  For a long time they remained locked together, he just relished holding her, smelling her hair, listening to her sobs.  Finally she was able to compose herself and pulled back a little so she could see him in the moonlight, "Forgive me?"

    He smiled at her, reached up to brush away the tears, "For what?"

    "Lying. I lied eight years ago when I told you I didn't want to be with you anymore, lied and I've spent eight years in hell ever since," she blurted incoherently.  

    Perry closed his eyes, leaned forward to rest his forehead on hers, "Thank God."

    He had words to say, but they were just words.  He decided to show her what he wanted to say.  Her lips were salty from the tears and the most delicious thing he'd ever tasted. She was unused to the beard and tried hard not to laugh but she was so delighted at his reaction she couldn't help it.  He laughed as well, "I'll shave it off."

    She shook her head, "No, don't you dare.  I love it.  I love it and I love you.  I love every inch, every ounce, don't change anything, please... just forgive me."

    "Oh Della," he said and his own tears spilled out, "forgiving you is the easiest thing I've ever done.  I just want to know why? Why did you lie all these years?"

    Della sniffed, found she couldn't look in his eyes as she explained, "I couldn't be the reason your career as a judge might not fly.  Don't you see, with me there would have been scandal or the constant threat of scandal.  It would be used against you in your decisions and you needed to be the best judge the appellate court had ever had."

    "Says who?" Mason asked a little angry she hadn't confided in him. 

    "Says me.  For so long I've watched you, been with you side by side and saw how much you love the law.  You love it more than you'll ever love anything, even me.  I've accepted that all these years and loved you even more for it.  But to see that love jeopardized... I couldn't do it.  I had to make sure you could be who you needed to be," Della said.  

    "So you sacrificed your love for mine," Mason answered succinctly.  

    "Something like that," she answered.  

    If he was supposed to be mad he didn't care.  He pulled Della close to him so her head rested against his shoulder, "I have only one other thing to say to you.  Della Street you are the most maddening woman, and I love every inch, every ounce, every gray hair.  And if you ever leave me again..."

    "I won't.  I can't.  I'd die, I'd simply die," she vowed and relaxed against him more than totally happy.  

    "I feel like a man reborn," he declared and realized that he was a sorry sight for a lover. Still, that's what he intended to try, "Della, do you have a bigger bed in this house?"

    She laughed, "Yes, mine is a king."

    He smiled, "Don't you think we'd be more comfortable in it?"

    "I was hoping you'd ask," she answered and found herself a little shaky as they stood.  He drew her next to him.  She grew stronger, complete again. As though they'd never been apart even a day they walked together to her room.  

        

         

    

 

