The Case of the Golden Band 

 

    "You have everything set?" Mason asked Della Street. 

    She checked her list, "Baby borrowed, sitter hired, and I'm leaving now to get your apartment set up."

    "You forgot something," Mason pointed out. 

    "Huh what?"

    "You're an old married woman remember?" he said and pulled out a slightly worn gold band, no longer perfectly round.  "Give me your hand," he ordered.

    Della held out her left hand and watched as he slipped the band on her ring finger.  Surprisingly, it fit and was quite comfortable. Mason said quietly, "With this ring, I thee wed." 

    Their eyes met in silence for a moment before he let go of her hand.  Della admired it, "So does this make me Mrs. Perry Mason?" 

    "No, it makes me Mr. Della Street," he replied, back to business. "You'd better get going.  I'll be home in about an hour."

    Della kissed him, "You'd better.  No more office shenanigans for you.  You've got a demanding wife and a baby to support now."  

    With that she walked away but turned to give him a wink before leaving.  

 

 

    Perry put the key in the lock and opened the door.  He could smell fresh coffee and...cake?  With a smile he called, "Hello honey I'm home."

    Della Street hurried out of the kitchen clad in an apron and carrying a baby cup.  "Hello dear.  Have a hard day at work?"

    "Just awful.  That secretary of mine is a beast," he teased and pulled Della close to give her a passionate and tempting kiss.  

    When they parted Della said, "We have a baby Perry remember?  We're not supposed to be this happily married anymore."

    "I know, in real life we'd be divorced by now and you'd be collecting alimony and child support," he said and tapped her on the nose.  

    "That's what you think," Della replied and turned her attention to the dark haired toddler in the play pen.  "I guess I'd better introduce you two.  Daddy, this is Gwen, Gwen, this is Daddy."  

    Mason went over to beam at the toddler but she didn't know what to make of Perry.  She didn't look too happy.  "Uh-oh.  I don't think she likes me," Perry said.

    "You spend too much time at the office and never play with her that's why," Della explained. "You play with her for a little while and she'll come around.  Why don't you try to give her her bottle and see if she'll take it from you."

    Perry took the cup and gave her his best winning smile, "Drink for Perry?"

    Gwen didn't budge.  He could practically hear her thinking as they stood staring at each other.  Mason found one of her toys and tried to get her attention.  She was not impressed.  After fifteen minutes it was clear she was going to be a hard sale. "Della, I can't get her to like me," Mason complained. 

    "Here, let's put her on the floor and see what she does," Della suggested.  Perry spread the blanket on the rug and waited for Della to take the little girl out of the pen.  She seemed to like Della well enough, but she was used to Della.  Perry set the toy in front of Gwen and hopped it away from her.  Gwen's eyes followed it.  "You keep at it and I'll do some more rearranging," Della said and went into the kitchen.  She didn't have to redecorate completely but Mason was a bachelor and needed to look married so she had brought a few of her things to make it appear as if the apartment was a joint effort.  After all, she didn't know how long they would have to keep Hannah Barton in the apartment before they found out what they needed to know.  

    Della could hear Perry cajoling the little girl until finally she heard a rattle.  When she went back in Perry beamed at her, "She took it."

    "Good job.  She's a very good baby.  Jill says she hardly ever cries," Della remarked as she got down on the floor next to Perry. Gwen's attention was on her rattle and Perry patted her back.  She gave him a toothy smile.  Della grinned,"Isn't she a sweetie?"
    "Wonder if she'll come over to me?" Mason asked and patted her again to get her attention.  "Come on Sweetie, come on over here."  She turned to crawl toward him and with Perry's urging got close enough to let him pick her up.  He was triumphant, "Ah, that's a girl.  How's that?"

    "Just your fatal charm.  Come on I promised her Mommy I wouldn't spoil her," Della said and Perry handed Gwen back but he wished he could spend more time with the little girl.  The doorbell rang and the action began.  

 

    It was almost eight by the time Perry got back from International Airport.  When he opened the door he smiled.  Della was on the couch with Gwen in her lap.  The baby was just starting to nod off.  Della shushed him, "She's just about to go to sleep."

    Perry tiptoed over to look at her.  The baby's eyes were so heavy she just couldn't keep them open and even the arrival of Perry Mason wasn't going to keep her out of la la land for long.  He sat beside Della so he could look at the baby's face.  He whispered, "She's a little doll."

    "Mm-hm. I called Jill after you left and she was going out to dinner since the baby was taken care of.  She said she'd come by and pick her up after-wards.  I didn't think you'd care." 

    Mason shook his head, "No, that's fine.  I wish I'd gotten home sooner though.  I'd have liked to played with her a while."  

    Della looked at him, "You know you're just a big kid Perry."

    "Nothing wrong with that.  You eaten yet?"

    "No, I have dinner in the oven.  I thought we'd eat after she went to sleep.  That way I can keep an eye on her out here," Della said.  Only a few more minutes and Gwen was out.  

    Perry offered, "Let me put her down Della."

    Della was wary, "Don't jostle her too much or she'll wake up."

    "I know, I know," he said eagerly and gingerly took the baby out of Della's arms to tuck her close to him.  She was practically weightless in his arms.  He wanted to just sit and hold her for a while but he was hungry and dinner smelled good.  He thought the playpen was in pretty bright light, "Della, can you move the pen over closer to the bedroom where the light won't shine in her eyes?"

    "Huh?  Oh sure," she said and got up to fold the pen and reposition it.  She laid the blanket out and Perry laid Gwen down as gently as possible.  He wondered, "Think she'll be warm enough?"

    "She's fine. There was a draft over there but there isn't any here.  Let's leave her alone and eat."  

    Della and Perry both set about getting the food on the table as quietly as possible.  When they got to eat they spoke in soft tones, "Did you find anything out at the airport?"

    "I found out that David Selkirk and Katherine Collins checked into the flight to Sonora, Mexico but they never got on the flight.  Two men with badges took the boy and Ms. Collins away.  I have Drake looking for them now," Perry said as he worked on his chicken parmigiana.  It was delicious.  

    Della kept glancing at the baby.  She had changed positions but not woken up.  When they finished eating Perry told Della to leave the dishes.  "Let's just enjoy an evening at home alone," he said and decided that it was a perfect night for a fire.  Besides it would match the mood he was in and he shut off most the lights as well.

    Della settled back on the couch and watched him.  She twirled the ring on her left hand thoughtfully.  When Perry came to sit next to her and pull her close she asked, "Where did you get this ring?"

    "Oh, just somewhere," he replied and took her left hand in his to look at it.  

    "It's engraved: Everlasting Love, Albert," Della said noting that Mason's father's name was not Albert.  She had thought perhaps it had been his mother's ring. 

    "It was in a box I bought at the police auction a couple of months ago.  I thought about pawning it or selling it but then I thought it might come in handy," he recalled. 

    "Handy, for what?" Della asked.  Mason's mind worked in curious ways. 

    "Oh, an emergency wedding or something.  Good thing I had it," he said.  "It fits pretty good."

    "Like it was meant for me," Della said.  

    Perry ran a thumb over her ring, "We could make it permanently attached." 

    Della smiled.  She knew he'd say that.  She'd been thinking the same thing ever since he'd proposed they pose as husband and wife.  Having Gwen for a little while just made it more realistic.  This is what her life would be like if she were married to Perry and had a baby.  She'd sit home waiting for him to tell her about his day while he'd be out till all hours and running off as soon as he got home if something happened.  It was a nice dream, but she preferred reality.  She slipped the ring off and handed it to him, "Perry, you know how I feel. The last few hours have been... an experiment of sorts. I didn't like the results.  It's not that I don't love you, you know I do, and truthfully, being married has nothing to do with a ring or a piece of paper.  I'd go nuts sitting here day after day even if I did have a house full of kids to keep me busy when all I really want to do is be with you, helping you."

    "Just because we're married doesn't mean you'd be stuck here.  You could still be my secretary," Mason argued.

    "And be looked at as a nagging, clinging wife who doesn't trust you far enough to let you go to work with another secretary?  I don't think so.  And then there'd be those people who would want to know why we didn't have children.  After all, it would be expected.  By continuing to work as your secretary, people would say I'd be denying you the joys of fatherhood.  No Mr. Mason, I think I'll just stay your secretary--at least in the public eye."

    Perry knew his pleas would fall on deaf ears.  He'd made them whole heartedly but knew they'd be declined.  He was only slightly disappointed.  After all, it wasn't like she was saying she wanted things to change.  He took a look at the ring, started to stick it in his pocket.  Della stopped him, "One thing though, promise me that if you ever need to use it again you'll remember it belongs to your first wife."

    Mason held up his right hand, "I promise."  He bent to kiss her and intended to go further but Gwen's strident tones reminded them both that they weren't alone.  

    

 

