The Case of the House Mother (Winter 1947)

 

    Paul Drake tried to get into the house through the back porch quietly, but he tripped over the milk bottles stacked up to be set out.  Making it to the kitchen table he flopped down and pulled the handkerchief away from his upper left arm.  It was pretty well blood soaked from the bullet wound.  He was about to pick up a dishtowel that was handy to replace the kerchief when Della exclaimed, "Paul what happened?!"

    "Jealous husband," he grimaced and set his cigarette in the ashtray.  

    "Let me look," she said and helped him take his jacket off.  It was just a flesh wound but it was bleeding pretty steadily.  Della had Paul's shirt off by the time Mason came in.  She was busy cleaning the arm, "Do you have any peroxide or rubbing alcohol?"

    "Nope, just drinking alcohol," Mason replied.

    Della snorted, "Figures.  Hold this tight and I'll be right back."  

    Perry took the dishtowel, gave it a twist; Paul yelped, "Hey, don't cut off the circulation." 

    "Gotta stop the bleeding," Mason said and took a drag off Drake's cig.  He coughed, "Damn, those are nasty."

    "Better than those menthols you puff," Drake replied.  

    Della returned with a waste basket full of supplies that included cotton gauze and old stockings.  Mason watched her set everything out.  "Sorry but I'm all out of petticoats to rip up," she joked as she worked.  "I expect part of your fee from this case as payment for my emergency services."

    Drake was sheepish, "Uh, this wasn't a case." 

    "But you said it was a jealous husband," Della answered naively. 

    Mason chuckled, "He was on a date.  Some detective!"

    "Hey I don't do background checks on a girl for a dinner date," Paul excused.

    "Just for that I ought to let you bleed," Della declared disgustedly, "But I don't want you to drip all over my kitchen floor."  

    Mason and Drake looked at each other.  Perry said, "Funny how your name isn't on the deed."

    "No," she drug out, "But this is the office and I'm head of the office staff am I not?"

    "Okay, you have a point.  This is your kitchen," Mason grinned.  "And you are the lady of the house."

    "Good, then let me have your shirt and jacket and I'll try to patch it up."  

    Paul shook his head, "You'll make a wonderful mother one of these days." 

    "Huh-uh, I have my hands full with you two, no time for kids," she announced.  "Besides, they only need you for a little while. I have a feeling I won't be able to leave you two alone for a minute, and I'll love every second of it." 

    

