The Case of the Restless Leg Syndrome 

 

    Perry Mason rolled over in his sleep.  The phone rang again and he caught a glimpse of the time as he answered it: 11:52. Only a handful of people knew his private number, "Hello?"

    "Want some company tonight?" a sultry voice asked. 

    "Thought you were tired," he said recalling Della's excuse for not coming over for dinner and after.

    "Can't sleep.  I'm just antsy all over," she said, "You know how I get."

    "Sure," Mason answered and smiled at the thought.  "How long will you be?" 

    "You care if I'm presentable or what the cat drug in?"

    "I don't care if you arrive with little more than the law allows, but you might have a hard time leaving in the morning," he said. 

    "True.  Let me get dressed and fixed up pretty.  Don't want you to get a reputation for letting in bag ladies," she said. 

    "I'll be waiting," Mason said and got up to pretty himself up as well.  It was one thing to wake up with Della and have a prickly beard, but it was another one to greet her with one.  He decided to shave before she got there.  

 

    Mason sat reading a book. It was 12:05 and he expected Della at any time.  He knew from past experience that it took her a good hour to get ready after one of her midnight calls.  But they were always worth the wait. The phone rang and he leaned forward to answer it, "Hello?"

    "Mr. Mason, there's an Evelyn Bagby on the line for you," Paul Drake's night service operator said.  

    "Evelyn Bagby, what does she want?  All right put her on," Mason said and looked at his watch, "Hello, yes it is. Where did you say you found it?" 

    "I opened the cigarette box and there it was."

    "And you say the gun is not yours?"

    "I told you I never saw it before," she insisted. 
    "Check the cylinder, see if it's been fired."
    "I think all the bullets are there."

    "Now be careful with that gun, but smell the barrel," he instructed.  

    "it smells oily," she said after she sniffed the barrel. 

    "Then it hasn't been fired or if it has it's been cleaned but why are you calling me, why not the police?" 

    "I'm afraid.  Well, I just got out of trouble in Riverside only last week."

    "What kind of trouble?"

    "I was tried for stealing some jewelry from Helene Chaney the movie star, but I was acquitted.  Oh Mr. Mason I'm so scared." 

    "Where are you?"

    "In the valley, the Villa Espana apartments," she answered. 

    "Villa Espana, you'd better not stay there tonight.  pack a bag and check in a hotel in Hollywood.  Be at my office at 10 in the morning and bring that gun," he instructed and hung up the phone to wait for Della. 

    At 12:30 the phone rang again.  "It's Evelyn Bagby again."

    "Put her on," he answered a bit annoyed.  

    "Mr. Mason, that man, he tried to kill me, it was on Sunset Canyon.  I couldn't see his face, it was awful, he had no face..." she burbled hysterically.    

    "Wait a minute, do you know where my office is? It's suite 904 Brent Building.  Go there, and come up to the office.  I'll be waiting.  Make sure to bring the gun," he said and hung the phone up.  He glanced at the clock: 12:32.  He dialed Hollywood 2-1799.  

    

    Della Street was just about to walk out the door when the phone rang.  She was tempted not to pick up the call, but her secretarial training took over.  "Hello?"

    "No dice Della, we've got a client coming in.  Meet us at the office and better bring a thermos, this might take a while," he sighed.  

    Her disappointment was captured in one single syllable, "Oh.  I'll be there."

    "I know you will.  Maybe it won't be as earth shattering as she says it is," Mason assuaged.  

    "Right," she replied but her tone wasn't too hopeful.  

    She hung the phone up and looked down at what she'd chosen to wear.  She didn't think it would be too good for business if she showed up in the short royal blue negligee even if she did have a full trench coat on over it.  She'd change into the clothes she'd packed in the briefcase instead.  

    

    By three in the morning Evelyn Bagby was settled in a Hollywood hotel room and Perry Mason was heading back to his apartment.  He'd made sure to personally put her in the room since he didn't want Lt. Tragg picking her up before he got more information from Drake.  It had shot a perfectly good evening though. He slipped his key in the lock and opened the door.  He stepped in and stopped.  He hadn't left candles lit and the familiar scent of Della's perfume had not been in the air when he left earlier.  "Della?"

    She stood in the bedroom doorway dressed in the negligee he'd bought her in Mexico his last trip, "I've just drunk three cups of very strong coffee and I'm afraid I'll have to do some strenuous exercise before I can even think of getting any sleep."  

    Mason cocked his head, took off his hat and set it on the table, "Funny, I was just thinking the same thing." 

    "Great minds think alike," she laughed and wrapped her arms around his neck.  

    "I think royal blue is my favorite color," he complimented. 

    "I thought you liked me in red best?" she asked. 

    "No, I like you in bed better than anything but color wise I like blue," he said and with a single finger slipped the strap off her shoulder to kiss tenderly.  

    "I think I'm going to be late to the office in the morning," she said by way of a come on. 

    "I know you're going to be late, but that's okay, so will I," he promised and with a quick movement had her in his arms to carry her into his room.  

 

