The Case of the Rushing Fools


Della Street pulled the car over to the curb and in her best call girl manner said, “Need a ride mister?”


Perry Mason grinned brightly and ushered his companion to follow him, “Ken Malansky, meet the most beautiful woman in the world:  Della Street.”  


Della rolled her eyes at his compliment and laughed, “Hello Ken.”  


Ken Malansky smiled back.  He could see that she was special, and not just to Perry Mason.  Mason decided it would be best if he didn’t attempt to go to the passenger side of the car and opened the back door to slide across so he could watch Della as she drove.  Ken got in behind her.  “Where to?” she asked tipping her imaginary cabbie hat.  

“They impounded my truck,” Ken recalled. 


Mason motioned forward, “Onward to the impound lot.”  


“You might want to be careful, the roads are pretty slick around here,” Malansky offered helpfully.  


Della and Perry exchanged glances via the rear view mirror and with barely a fishtail, Della got the Marquis out on the street.  Mason enjoyed the view from the back seat, “Get hold of Paul?”


Della shook her head, “No dice.  He figured while you were teaching you wouldn’t be taking any cases.  He can’t get away from the government job down in Barbados.  Guess it’s just up to you and me this time.”


“Hmm, better and better,” he replied nonchalantly as they started to slide around a sharp curve.  He didn’t want Ken to realize he was worried, but not about Della’s driving.  Without Paul for the leg work it would be harder to gather information.  He and Della were hardly up to the task if it got too hairy.  


Ken Malansky paid close attention to the road.  Mason didn’t seem phased, but he had no clue who this woman was and she seemed to think the car was a Sherman tank and could go where it wanted when it wanted without a problem.  “On the right,” he provided quietly.  

Perry noticed he seemed a little paler than he had before he got in the car, “You need sustenance.  You’re white as a ghost.” 

Malansky didn’t want to seem edgy, “I think if I can just get home and get a shower and some sleep I’ll be better.”  

Della glanced at him in the mirror, “Oh Perry, he’s just scared of my driving.  Don’t worry I’m a very cautious driver.”

With that she brought the car to a stop on a patch of ice and caused it to shift to the side into a parking space as if she meant to do it that way all along.  Ken looked at Mason in awe.  Mason cocked his head at her, “She drove an ambulance during World War II.”  

Ken nodded, “Nice to know you have first aid training.”  

“Let’s go get your truck,” Mason chuckled.  

Perry waited till Della got her coat off this time, “Have you talked to Kim yet?”


Della came out of the powder room, “I left a message for her to call.  I imagine she has classes now.” 

Mason thought a second, “She shouldn’t.  She should have had moot court scheduled for this afternoon.”


Street shrugged, “Guess I’ll try again.”  


“Please do.  Something about that girl troubles me,” Mason confided.  “I just can’t figure out what.”


Della glanced over at him.  Her luggage was still sitting in the middle of the living room floor.  “Do I have time to unpack or do I need to talk to Kim first?”

Perry hesitated.  He wanted to say he needed the interview that second, but he had had her on the run since she’d arrived.  “No, settle in first.  I have to remember you’re not Paul Drake.”  


Della smiled, “You know it’ll be odd, nice but odd.”


“What?” Perry asked confused. 


“Odd to handle the case without him, nice because that means we’ll have the whole suite to ourselves,” she intimated making sure she had his complete attention when she said it by placing her hand on his forearm.  


A twinkle settled in the lawyer’s eyes, “I hadn’t thought of that.  Yes, it will be nice to handle the case alone.”  


Della Street checked her watch.  She’d made an appointment with Kim MacDonald to speak to her at the local University Park Café.  Della sipped her gourmet latte.  It was all the rage but honestly she would have preferred a nice plain cup of stout coffee.  Perry wouldn’t have realized she was worn out and she wouldn’t have admitted it, but she really could have used a nap.  She watched the kids coming and going and tried to imagine Perry as one of them.  It was hard.  Most of them were laughing, playing around, acting like young people.  Over in the corner was a girl with thick glasses, a stack of books, a pad of paper, and so absorbed she didn’t realize she poured salt in her coffee instead of sugar.  She even drank it without realizing it.  Della chuckled.  That was Perry all right.  So absorbed he didn’t even know the rest of the world was revolving.  A shadow passed her booth, “Della Street?”

Della looked up at a dark haired, steady eyed girl of about 25.  She smiled, “Yes, please sit down.  Would you like something to drink?”


The girl shook her head, “No, thanks.  Are you Mr. Mason’s secretary?  He’s mentioned you a couple of times in class.”


Della was astonished, “He has?  I hope it was complimentary.”

“Oh, it was.  He just said that a lawyer is only as good as his staff and he had the best secretary so we’d all have to get by on our own merit,” Kim complimented.  Della made a note to mention it to Mason as well as her first impression of Kimberly MacDonald.  She was quiet, calm, her eyes had a calculating manner behind them, hardly the look of someone who had just recently nearly been sexually assaulted.  Della decided to cut to the chase, “Both Mr. Mason and I are sorry circumstances have put Ken Malansky in jeopardy.  As his girlfriend, I imagine you are very worried about him.”

Kimberly looked down at her hands, “Yes.  I had no idea that he would react the way he did.  After all, Frank really didn’t…  I mean, I got away from him after all.  Ken didn’t have to confront him at all let alone kill him.”  


“You sound certain he did it,” Della said. 


“It was a locked room, and he was the only one there. Who else could it have been?”


“Ken insists there was someone else.  He was pushed from behind before he found Frank.  You wouldn’t know anyone else who would have been there would you?”

Kimberly thought a second.  She shook her head, “No.”


“What about your brother. Surely he would have had something to say to Frank?” Della asked


“Scott didn’t know.  I didn’t tell anyone except my roommate.  I told her not to tell anyone but when Ken came by last night she told him and that’s when he went to find Frank.  I ran to get to the Moot Court because I knew that was where Frank was going to be practicing his summation.  By the time I got there it was over.”  


“And you didn’t tell Ken or Scott because you were afraid this might happen?” 


Kim paused to think a moment, “No, I didn’t tell them because… Well, I don’t know if you’ve ever been in that situation but I just couldn’t… I felt so ashamed and stupid for getting myself stuck like that.  I knew Frank was a creep, I don’t know why I thought we could have a normal discussion.  I just didn’t want them to make a bigger deal out of it than it was.  I guess I sort of blew that didn’t I?”


Della watched her.  Kimberly sounded convincing, she looked sincere, but why was Della’s ‘radar’ going off.  It just didn’t ring as true as it should have.  


Della was glad that Perry suggested they order room service instead of going out.  She had been going non-stop since she’d arrived in Denver.  Deciding to eat in her pajamas she fluffed her hair and walked into the main room where the waiter had set up the food on the table.  She poured a glass of wine and waited for Perry to join her.  He’d decided to change out of his suit into what he lounged in—another suit.  It always tickled her.  


“So what did you think of Kim?” Mason asked from his bathroom. 


Della wondered which opinion she should give him, “She’s pretty.” 


Mason grumbled, “I know that.” 


Della shrugged at him when he came out in the black turtleneck and dark pants, “Something about her bothers me, reminds me of someone.  But I can’t figure out what.”


Mason stopped beside her on the way to his seat at the table and squeezed her shoulder.  Della continued, “She’s smart, pretty, and I can see why Ken likes her.  But there’s something… she looks vulnerable, but she isn’t.  Her eyes are always watching, as if she were planning, calculating to make sure whatever move she makes it’s the right one.”  

Perry listened at Della’s impression, reflected on his own as he stood looking in the large mirror.  He finally said, “She reminds me of Laura.”  


At the mention of his former love Della said nothing just chewed in silence.  Mason sat down at his plate but didn’t touch the food.  It was a few moments before Della spoke again, “So what about this Amy that Ken talked about?”

Perry smiled, “I like her.  She’s got spirit, drive, and an unswerving left hook.  She reminds me of someone too.”  


“Oh, who?” Della asked curiously.  


“Oh a girl I fell in love with,” Mason replied.  “Della Street.”  


She sighed and held her hand out for him to take.  He ran his thumb gently from her wrist to forefinger before she reminded him, “Your food’s getting cold.”


He released her hand and started eating.  They didn’t expect anyone to disturb them so when an insistent knock at the door interrupted their meal, it took a second for either to react.  Della was closest to the door and she got up to answer it.  Amy Hastings stood in the doorway. “I’m looking for Perry Mason,” she said by way of introduction.  She was tall, a model beauty, and there was a bright gleam in her eyes, “You must be Della Street.  I’m Amy Hastings, Ken’s fi—nancier.  Mr. Mason, I think I’ve got a lead.  I went down to the Moot Court to look around and while I was there I spotted someone lurking around.”


“Ken’s down there,” Mason said. 


She shook her head, “No, it wasn’t Ken, it was someone else.  I chased him out of the building but lost him when he hopped a bus.”


Mason considered the information, “Just because a person runs from a crime scene doesn’t mean he’s guilty?”


“But he ran like he was guilty.”


“Miss Hastings, how many Nancy Drew books have you read?”


She looked him straight in the eye, “All of them.”  


Mason didn’t smile but there was a smile in his eyes that Della didn’t miss, “Miss Hastings… Amy, I know you want to help, and believe me you have more than you know, but chasing people down just because they run from a scene might cause more problems than we can deal with right now.  It might jeopardize your life and the case.”


She cocked her head, squinted cat like as she thought, “All right Mr. Mason, have it your way.  I’ll let you get back to dinner.  Good night.”


Della closed the door behind her, “Think she’ll do what you told her?”


Mason regarded his dearest friend, “Would you?”


Della smiled and shook her head, “No.


After dinner Della settled on the sofa with Perry to watch the late news.  Perry slipped an arm around her, drew her close to him, “Tired?”


She rested her head on his shoulder, “Mmm-hmm.”


He kissed her forehead and could feel her relax.  Just when he thought she was asleep, she popped up to look at him, “Perry, promise me something.  Promise me you’ll never let me go on a cruise without you ever, ever again?”


Perry looked deep in her eyes, “I promise.” 

Turning off the TV, he stood and led her to his side of the suite.
