The Case of the Dream Team 


It was another after midnight session at the Mason Law Office and Della Street struggled to keep awake.  Perry had been dictating for an hour straight without let up and her writing hand was threatening to cramp up on her.  When he came to the end of a paragraph she had to stop him, “Perry, breathe a few minutes will ya?” 


Mason looked at her, noticed she was massaging her writing hand, “Arthritis bothering you?”


She gave him a perturbed look at the intimation that she was getting old, “No, it’s just you’ve been going an hour straight and I need a break.  It is almost two in the morning.”


“Right you are.  Truth be told I’m done with that section anyway.  Why don’t you go in and take a nap on the couch while Ken and I go over the other information?  It might be a couple hours before I’m ready to add anything else to this,” he suggested.  


Della’s eyes were so heavy and as much as she wanted to stay with the group she had to admit the idea of some sleep was more appealing, “All right, but just a short nap.  Get me up in half an hour.” 

“Half an hour, I’ll set the alarm,” Mason nodded as he followed Della into the outer office.  She curled up on the sofa as he pulled a blanket and pillow out for her.  She was already asleep as he tucked her in and left her with a tender kiss on the forehead.  


Della Street sat at the defense table anxiously looking at her watch.  Court would be in session in less than a minute and Perry was nowhere to be found.  She exchanged glances with the defendant who sat next to her.  Mason’s papers were already set out in front of his seat as if he’d be right back.  She wasn’t sure where he was.  He’d rushed off in the middle of lunch after sending Ken to pick up some more potential evidence.  The bailiff called the court to order, “All rise for the honorable Judge Crane…”

Judge Crane was an imposing man, steel grey hair, bushy black eyebrows, piercing blue eyes, and an eternally disapproving expression.  He regarded the court, sat down prompting everyone else to do the same, and noted the lack of a defense attorney. “Is the attorney for the defense in court?”


Della Street stood up to answer, “Your honor, Mr. Mason and Mr. Malansky are on their way.  They’ve been unavoidably detained elsewhere.”


“And you are?” he asked. 


“Della Street, secretary for Mr. Mason,” she replied confidently. 


“Do you know how long they will be detained?” 


“No sir, I do not.”


He looked at the district attorney who stood there with a smug expression on his face.  “Then Miss Street I suggest that unless the defense wishes to be in contempt of court you find either Mr. Mason or Mr. Malansky immediately.”


She chewed her lip a second, “I’m afraid I don’t know where either of them are at this time your honor.”


He sighed, “I realize that Mr. Mason is well known for his courtroom theatrics but they will not be tolerated here.  The defense either starts now or I make certain neither show up in court again.  Is that understood?”

“Yes sir.  Uh…” she glanced at the table.  All of Perry’s notes were there, she’d been in on all the meetings, knew everything about the case.  She picked up the yellow notepad, “Defense would like to recall Jerome Bix.” 


The judge seemed satisfied and sat back as Della Street began her cross examination, “Mr. Bix, in previous testimony you stated that you and your wife were a happily married couple.  Is that true?”


“Yes,” Bix answered.  


“And that even though she was often gone on recreational trips as part of her duties as a travel agent, she had never given you any reason to suspect or believe that she might not be a faithful spouse?”


“Of course she was faithful.  I loved my wife, she loved me.  How many times do I have to say that?” he shot back.  


Della smiled to defuse the situation, “All right.  State’s exhibit three, the wedding ring, is quite a large ring, not easily dismissed like a plain gold band.  Did your wife ever take the ring off, even to wash dishes?”

Bix shook his head, “No.  She couldn’t get them off because her fingers would swell up after she woke up and got moving around.” 


Della nodded, went over to where a pile of pictures sat on the evidence table.  She picked them up, looked through them and found what she was looking for.  “Then Mr. Bix can you tell me why in this photograph taken on the cruise to Mazatlan entered into evidence as state’s exhibit five, Denise Bix does not have any jewelry on?” 


The prosecuting attorney’s head popped up.  Della kept going, “In fact, she’s not got a wedding ring on in any of the pictures taken on the cruise.  How would Mr. Perkins have seen her wedding rings if she didn’t wear them?”

“I don’t know.  Perhaps she took them off in the morning before she got dressed and forgot to put them on for those photos,” Bix said.  


Della turned to another line of questioning, “Your wife was fond of outdoor activities wasn’t she?”

“Yes, she loved to swim, hike, sunbathing, golf…” 


“And she tanned beautifully,” Della complimented. 


“Yes she was so beautiful…” Bix recalled with a sigh.  


“And you were so lucky to have a wife as faithful, devoted as you were to her,” Della commented.  She went back to the evidence table, picked up another photograph.  “Yes, she was beautiful, but not in this photograph.  Not after she’d been brutally beaten over the head.  Do you notice anything unusual in this photograph?” 


Della handed the crime scene photo to Jerome Bix.  He flinched at the sight of the close up of his wife’s body, bloody and beaten.  A close shot of her hand showed no wedding ring.  He shook his head, “No, nothing unusual.”


“You don’t think it’s unusual that a woman who loves the outdoors, loves sunbathing, swimming, and spends a great deal of her time on cruises to warm climates has no tan lines on her ring finger, the same ring finger that you claim she never left unadorned.  In fact, she rarely wore her wedding ring didn’t she Mr. Bix?  She never wore it on the cruises so as to appear an eligible single.  That is how Mr. Perkins knew her.  Not as your wife, but as a single attractive woman just as interested in him as he was in her.  How many times had she done this Mr. Bix?” she pressed with as much intimidation as she could muster. 


Bix was trapped, “More times than I can count.  But what does it matter.  So he didn’t steal her ring? He could have killed her just because she’d lied to him and he couldn’t take it anymore.”

“But her ring was found in his mail slot Mr. Bix.  Now if he had no knowledge of that ring why would he have it in his mail slot unless someone wanted him to look guilty?  Who else would want to kill her?  Who had she lied to, continuously lied to, and intended to continue lying to?” she demanded. 


Bix started to turn purple with rage.  He lurched forward nearly getting at Della’s throat before the bailiff pushed him back in the chair.  He was held down by the officer of the court.  “I couldn’t take it anymore.  I was a laughingstock, a laughingstock.  I couldn’t even go get a loaf of bread without someone laughing at me behind my back…” 


Della drew up proudly, “Your honor…”


The judge stopped her, “Mister prosecutor?” 


“Your honor we’d like to drop the charges against Fred Perkins…”


Della smiled smugly as she turned back to her client.  She knew she could do it all the time….

Sunlight streaming through the east windows in the office stabbed through her eyelids and she woke up.  It took her a second or two to realize where she was and to recall that she was supposed to only be taking a thirty minute nap.  The clock read six-fifteen.  She got up, went to the bathroom, and was running a pick through her hair when she smelled the fresh coffee.  Perry was sitting behind his desk still pouring over the photographs in the case.  Ken came in, his eyes red and bloodshot from the night’s work.  “Morning Della,” he greeted and handed her the mug of coffee he’d originally poured for Perry. 

“Ken, Perry, I thought I was going to take a thirty minute nap?” she asked. 


“No, you were going to sleep until we had something new to add to the case.  We didn’t get anything new,” Mason countered.  

“Perry…” Della started to argue but Ken stopped her, “He said someone would have to go into court bright-eyed and bushy-tailed and out of the three of us you were the brightest and the bushiest.”


She gave Mason a sideways look, “The brightest and bushiest?” 


“Nothing but a pure compliment, dear,” he said quickly.  But now that you’re awake we can order breakfast.  Ken why don’t you call up the diner and get the usual?”


Malansky nodded wearily and went into his office.  Della hitched one leg on the edge of Mason’s desk.  She looked at the photographs of the case they were working on as she sipped the coffee.  She chuckled, “You know it was funny…  I had one of those goofy dreams again.”


“Which one:  the pink elephant that wants to sue because he’s not grey or the one where you’re being chased by office machinery gone wild and get caught in a giant steno book?” Mason asked with a twinkle in his eyes.  


“Neither,” she answered with a shake of her head. “This time I was in court and you and Ken were no where to be found and the judge was very angry so I went ahead with the defense.”


Mason was intrigued, “So, how did you do?”


“I won of course.  I wouldn’t dare jeopardize the reputation of the Mason Law Office.  It was all quite simple,” she explained.  “You’d already figured out what was going on and I just did what you do.  Of course it was probably something I suggested in the first place since men never do pick up on these things.”


Mason started going back through the photos of the murder, “So what did you pick up on?”


“That a happily married woman who supposedly never takes her wedding ring off would have a tan line and the deceased in my dream didn’t.  She tanned well but no line.  Meant she didn’t always wear her ring and probably meant they weren’t so happily married…” Della said and stopped abruptly as Mason’s hand hit the desk so hard that she jumped and caused coffee to slosh on her pant leg.  


“That’s it.  Della darling, I love you.  KEN!” 


Malansky stuck his head in Perry’s office door, “What?”


“Cancel breakfast.  I need you to go get blow ups of all these photos and concentrate on her wedding ring finger.  I need every picture of the trip she’d just been on and blow ups of her left hand,” he ordered. 

The younger man was confused, “Okay…”


Della Street waved him off, “Wait, I’ll do the photos.  You two go get some sleep.  You need it more than I do.”


Mason raised his hands in surrender, “Ken, we have our orders.  The head of the firm tells us to go to bed, we go to bed.”


“Head of the firm?” Ken asked still in the dark.


“Ken, the two of us spent all night beating our brains out trying to find an answer to this case.  Della went to sleep and solved the whole thing in a dream.  She’s obviously a lot smarter than us.  So from now on, she’s head of the firm.”  

Della smiled, “Do I have the name on the door changed before lunch or after lunch?”


Mason laughed and hugged her before heading out with Malansky to get a few hours sleep before court convened at 10.  
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