The Case of the Dimwit Defender


“Della Street?  You can’t even type,” Ken Malansky complained as he hurried around the side of his truck to climb in.  


Amy Hastings shook her head in disbelief, “Kenny… never mind.”


“Never mind what?” he asked almost afraid to know what she was trying to say.  


“Don’t you know who Della Street really is?” 


Ken stared at Amy blankly, “She’s Perry Mason’s secretary.  She has been for over forty years.”  


Amy was astounded, “You’re kidding right?”


He threw up his hands, “No, he told me himself that she started as his secretary in 1947, my math isn’t brilliant but I do know that’s 42 years ago.” 


Amy was practically speechless, “Kenny… what do you think Della’s been doing all these years as his secretary?” 


“She does what secretaries do, take dictation, type, make coffee…”


“Look beautiful, attend parties, sit on their employers’ knees…” she added.  


Ken shook his head, “No, no, no.  They…”


“Travel together, go dancing together, and always share the same hotel suite,” Amy finished definitively.  


“But, they’re… I mean, he’s Perry Mason,” Malansky said trying to fathom the picture that was forming in his head.  


“And she’s Della Street.  He’s a man, she’s a woman, and they are a couple.  Really Ken for someone so smart you can be awfully dumb.”


“If I’m so dumb how come you stick around me?  You got your bail money back,” Ken grumped.

Amy curled an arm around his to take his hand, “Maybe I like my men the strong silent type.”


Her eyes were glittering with mischief.  Ken had to admit he loved that look about as much as it drove him nuts.  “So, you contend that Della Street and Perry Mason are a romantic couple?” 


“Not only romantic, but intimately so,” she assured.  “Remember when I chased Eugene from the Moot Court?  I went up to report to Mr. Mason what I’d seen.”


“You didn’t walk in on them did you?” Ken asked utterly horrified.


“Will you use what little brains you did get?” she chastised.  “No.  They were getting ready to eat dinner and Della was wearing a lovely pajama set.”


“And from that you concluded they were sleeping together?”


“No, I concluded that when I went back the next day to talk to Della while Perry was out of the suite.  She was in the middle of getting dressed in one bedroom and couldn’t find one of her earrings.  I started helping her look and found it in the room Perry Mason sleeps in.”


“So, she could have dropped it,” Malansky reasoned.


“In the middle of a very rumpled bed?  Both sides rumpled?  When I found it I told her which room it was in and that was all but the way Della took it and didn’t say anything said more than if she’d just come out and said, “Perry and I are lovers.”  


Ken chuckled, “Okay so they’re lovers.  What’s your point?”


“Just that when he told you that I could be your Della Street, it was Mr. Mason’s way of approving me being everything to you that she is to him: lover, companion, best friend, and chief snoop,” Amy said smugly.  Ken realized it would be impossible to get her to just go sit at home and wait for him to come around.  She’d be with him every step of the way no matter what he told her to do.  Ken reflected on how much Perry relied on Della and began wondering how well Amy would do in secretarial school.  Maybe Della could give her some lessons…    
