The Case of the Birds and the Bees

    

    Paul Drake was on a dead run when the ear-splitting shriek came from Perry Mason's office.  Only Della could make a sound like that and he was expecting anything from murder to the toilet overflowing as he ran out the door and smacked into his ten year old son.  Paul Drake, jr. spun around and landed in a heap in the hallway.  Drake noted that he had come from Mason's private door and he also noted that his son had a look of absolute guilt on his face.  Helping him stand up he said, "Come on, let's go see what you did."

    "Uncle Perry made me do it," he stammered as they walked. 

    "Uh-huh," he said and half-drug, half-carried his son down the hall.  

    He used the special key to open the door and found Della Street beating Perry over the head with her steno book.  He was laughing so hard he was coughing and the smoke from his lit cigarette rolled out like dragon's breath.  

    "What gives?" Drake asked as he pulled junior through the doorway. 

    "Your son, that's what gives," Della Street said, mad as he'd ever seen her, and starting to advance on the boy with the steno book.  

    Paul ducked behind his father and peeked out, "It wasn't my idea."

    Paul senior stopped her, "Okay, before you beat my child, what happened?"

    Perry managed to stop coughing, "He put his pet snake in her drawer."

    "Pud?" Paul asked. 

    "It's true, but I didn't want to," junior excused and looked at Mason for help. 

    Perry was innocent, "I told him to just leave it in the drawer for safe keeping.  I didn't want it to get loose in the office."

    Della Street's eyes were slits, "You, you, you... BOYS!" 

    With that she turned on her heel and stormed out of the office to go cool off in her own.  

    Paul senior and Perry started laughing.  Paul junior wasn't so confident.  He waited a few minutes and went out to confront her.  "Aunt Della, I didn't mean to scare you.  Honest.  Uncle Perry suggested I keep the snake in your desk until I could go get a box from dad."

    Della huffed as she calmed down.  There was no way she could be truly mad at the boy.  She sighed, "It's all right Pud, but next time Uncle Perry 'suggests' you stash things in drawers, can you make sure they are his drawers and not mine?"

    "Okay," he agreed and went around to give his aunt a hug.  

    Mason came out, a little sheepish, "Is it safe?"

    Della's eyes turned hard, "Not for you it isn't."

    "It was just a joke Della.  Good grief, I keep you penned up in this office so much you can't even have fun.  I know," he decided suddenly. "how about we all go camping?"

    "Camping?" Della asked not really relishing the idea of sleeping in a tent, especially in the fall.  

    "Really, can we camp and fish and hike?" Pud asked his eyes as big as saucers.

    "Sure, we'll get a cabin and the four of us will go up.  That is if Aunt Della isn't too afraid of the snakes and the spiders?"

    Relieved that they would be under a proper roof Della smiled, "Snakes and spiders nothing.  You just make sure you clean the fish I catch." 

    Mason and Drake the elder looked at each other, "You fish?"

    "I'll fish you three right out of the lake," she promised.  

 

    The cabin was a four bedroom deluxe accommodations model with two baths and a private dock.  Father and son took the bedrooms and connecting bath on one end of the cabin; Della and Perry took the opposite end. 

    "How come you always find these great cabins?" Drake asked as he chewed on one of the apples they got on their way up to the lake. 

    "Because I have clients who like to show their appreciation beyond remuneration," Mason said. 

    Della translated, "In other words, he got a free weekend instead of money for a case."

    "Not just a free weekend," Mason said.  "We can pretty much call this cabin ours for the next 5-7 years." 

    "5-7 years?" Drake asked. 

    "An appreciative guilty client," Della corrected. 

    "Wow!" Paul junior said as he looked out at the dock, "Can I go out and check the place over?"

    "Make sure you have that whistle," Drake reminded. Pud showed his father the police whistle help keep track of the boy when they were out.  Lt. Tragg had given it to him after finding out the boy got lost once on a fishing trip.  It was shrill enough to be heard a good mile off.  

    The three watched the boy rush out the door and out into the sloping ground to the lake.  "He certainly does like it out here," Mason remarked. 

    "Why not, good clean air, no smog, no traffic, kid can't ask for much better," Della said.  

    "So, what's for supper?" Drake asked.

    "I thought we'd start with a real buffet," Mason said and pulled out the provisions, "Beans and wienies."

    "Beans and wienies," Paul complained.  

    "Better than nothing unless you want to go start catching fish this late in the evening.

    He shook his head, "Beans and wienies it is."

    

    Pud could barely keep his eyes open but he loathed falling asleep.  Perry Mason was telling stories and he struggled to stay awake but it just wasn’t going to work and he flopped sidewise to land half on his dad, half on the sofa.  Mason took it as a hint, “I think it’s time for bed.”


Della Street looked over at her favorite nephew with appreciative eyes, “Ya think?” 


“I know,” Paul senior said and snuffed out his cigarette in the ashtray before turning to pick Paul junior up.  He was heavier than he’d ever been but it didn’t matter, his dad could still hoist him up.  The day he couldn’t do that anymore would be the worst day of his life.  Della stopped Paul, “I’ll help get him down.”


“I’ll get him undressed Della; I think he’d be horrified to find out you did it,” Drake revealed. 
Della chuckled but inside she sighed in disappointment.  Pud had finally gotten too old to be coddled by his aunt.  She knew the day would come but had dreaded it.  She flopped back down on the sofa to rest against Perry Mason’s outstretched arm.  She leaned into his shoulder and spent several long moments just breathing the various smells that always relaxed her and they were all those she associated with Perry Mason.  She let out a small moan of contentment.  


“Happy?” Perry asked. 


“Mmm-hmm,” she answered.  


“Ready for bed?” he asked quietly.

“Only if you are,” she said and nuzzled closer.  


“Always, but I thought maybe you’d want to check in on Pud before…”


“He’s getting to be a big boy Perry; he doesn’t need me anymore,” she answered, the hint of despair in her voice.  


Perry thought a second, kissed the top of her head, “Della, I don’t care how old he gets, he’ll always need you.  You’re the closest thing he’s got to his mother.  That bond will never be broken.”


“I guess,” she sighed but she did feel better.   

Paul promised Pud they’d be up extra early to go out on the boat by themselves and he was true to his word.  He’d had Della make breakfast up the night before so they could just grab it and go: Paul with his thermos of coffee and Pud with a half gallon of milk and they were off. As they watched the sun come full day and the morning dew began to burn off neither said much, just sat there concentrating on the fish—or lack thereof—but it was one of the best mornings they could each remember.  The fried egg sandwiches were gone as were the peanut butter ones and both were starting to think about lunch and what excuse they were going to use when they got back empty handed.  Pud swatted a mosquito and the resounding slap startled Paul into talking, “Having a good time?”


“Yeah sure,” Pud said and then lapsed back into a contemplative silence.  He kept looking off at the cabin across the lake from where their boat was anchored.  He could see Uncle Perry lounging on one of the deck chairs with a book—probably a law book—and Aunt Della come out dressed in a beach cover up to give him a drink.  Perry grabbed Della playfully and she ended up in his lap to give him an engulfing kiss.  Pud looked away at his bait can, “Dad?”       


“Yeah?” Paul asked and checked his line. 


“Can I ask you something?”


“Sure, what is it?”


“You won’t get mad or anything?” Pud asked. 


Paul looked sideways at his son who wasn’t looking at him.  By the hang of the nearly white curly head it sounded like this was gonna be good, “I promise I’ll let you ask and explain before I get mad or not.  Good enough?” 


Pud thought a second, nodded and sighed, “Is Aunt Della a whore?”


Paul was flabbergasted and was about to give his son a tongue lashing for being smart alecky when he caught a glimpse of his son’s eyes.  They were confused, hurt, and wanting an honest answer.  Drake senior counted to ten in his head before saying anything, “Why would you ask that?”


Pud shrugged, “At school… I heard some older guys talking.  They said that their folks said that when a woman sleeps with a man and they’re not married that she’s a whore.  And they always sleep in the same room.”

Paul froze a moment or two.  He didn’t want to press and ask if the boy knew what Della and Perry did while in the same room.  He was going to assume he literally meant sleep and not have sex at this point.  “So if a woman’s a whore, what’s the man?” Drake asked just wanting to know what else his son had heard.  


“They said lucky but I wasn’t quite sure what they meant,” Pud answered.    


Senior tried not to laugh but he managed a wry grin.  “Pud I am going to say this to you one time and one time only and I want you to remember it: Della Street and Perry Mason love each other very deeply.  I don’t know two people more perfect for each other and they love you more than you’ll probably ever know. If I had any doubts that they had anything but a positive influence on you I wouldn’t have asked them to be your godparents.”


“So if they love each other so much why don’t they just get married?” Pud asked with an almost whine in his tone.

Paul reeled in his line again, let it give him time to think, “They’re happy the way they are. Who’s to say that if they did get married they’d stay happy?”


“I thought everyone got married when they were in love?” Pud asked confused.


“Takes a special bond for that and marriage isn’t always the best thing for two people.  Now you take Perry and Della.  Each one of them are strong willed and set in their ways, have been for a long time.  They work together every day, sometimes they want to spend their evenings together and sometimes they want to spend time doing other things apart.  When you’re married it doesn’t usually get to work out that way,” Paul said but didn’t find it a very satisfactory answer.  It was hard to explain to adults let alone a ten year old kid.  “Let me ask you this: which would you rather have, Uncle Perry and Aunt Della happy together the way they are now or have them get married and be unhappy because they can’t get along for some reason?”


Junior knitted his eyebrows together, “But they wouldn’t necessarily be unhappy being married would they?”


“You never know.  They might be happy as clams, and they might argue like cats and dogs.  But why would they want to take a chance changing the way they get along just to make it easier for you to answer your friends?  After all, that is what this is all about isn’t it?” Drake asked.  


Pud nodded, “Yeah.”


“That’s good.  Now I have a question for you, does knowing that Della and Perry love each other, share a room, and aren’t married make you ashamed of them being your aunt and uncle?” Paul asked.  It was a hard question, but it was something he had to know in case he needed to have a discussion with his two best friends.  

Pud shook his head, “No.  I think they’re the greatest couple I know.  I’ve been to some of my friends’ houses and their folks all argue or don’t even talk to each other.  Della and Perry are the only ones I know who treat each other nice all the time.”  

Drake senior smiled, “Then that’s what I want you to know.  It’s more important to learn how to treat each other with respect and love than it is to put a ring on a girl’s finger and call her your wife but have no respect for her or her needs.  I’m not saying I don’t want you to get married and have kids some day but when you do I want you to be like Della and Perry and be nice to each other, really nice and not be like your friends’ folks.  Got that?”


Pud nodded.  He still had questions but at least now he could work some of them out himself and not have to ask his dad.  Still it was good that they could talk.  He’d remember that.  His stomach growled, “Is it time for lunch yet?”


Drake grinned, “That’s my boy.  Hey, what about the fish we didn’t catch?”


“How about we just say we cut what we caught for bait?” 


“Fish or cut bait huh?  Son, I like the way you think,” Drake remarked and hugged the boy close.  He hoped their little talk had been a constructive one.  

