 

The Case of the Miss Adventure

 

    Della Street managed to shut the door behind her before starting to half run down the hall to the fire stairs.  Halfway down the first flight she nearly tripped when her shoe fell off so she grabbed it and took the other one off and ran the rest of the way in her stocking feet.  

 

    Paul Drake had just settled back in the driver's seat and laid his head back to rest while watching the building when a shoe came sailing at the convertible and smacked him in the head, "Hey!" 

    Della Street hopped into the passenger side and before she got the door shut half-shrieked, "Drive!"

    "Della, what the..."

    "Drive!" she repeated, the panic so evident in her face that Drake gunned the car into traffic and nearly hit an oncoming car.  

    After he got the car under control and had gone about a block he said, "What happened beautiful?"

    Della's heart was beating so fast she was getting light-headed.  She took four deep breaths before explaining, "I had just answered the door and taken the package when I heard someone else in the apartment.  I managed to hide behind the kitchen door when it flung open and I could see the shadow of a gun on the wall through a mirror.  After that I was so scared I just ran." 

    "And the package?" Drake asked. 

    Della looked down at her hands, sick at what she saw, "I never got rid of it."

    "Oh brother," Paul complained, "We are in so much hot water."

    "Ya think?" Della asked meekly.

    "Honey, I don't think; I know.  Some junior detective you make," Drake teased but his tone was serious.

    Della pouted, "Perry'll kill me.  All I had to do was hide the stupid package but I couldn't figure out... couch cushions.  I could have just stuffed it down the couch.  DAMN!"  

    She was disgusted with herself and said, "Give me a cig will ya Paul?"

    Drake pulled his pack out his pocket and handed it to her, "Take the whole pack.  I think you're gonna need it."

    Della's hands were shaking and Paul reached around her shoulders to tug her closer.  She calmed down at the affectionate gesture.  Drake smiled, "Hey, you're still my favorite girl Friday.  Why don't we leave Perry and head to Vegas? That way we'll both be out of this mess."

    Della shook her head, "You know that'd never work.  Perry'd track you down just to find out what happened to this package."

    "Don't sell yourself short Della.  He'd move heaven and earth to find you if you ever went missing.  In fact, I don't even want to think about what would happen.  He'd snap and I'd have to try to get him unsnapped.  

    "After this fiasco he'll be snapped all right, and I'm gonna be the one who gets it."

    "Perry's not that much of a dictator.  He knows things happen.  Hey, if it had been me I'd have split just the way you did."

    "You would have?" Della asked thinking it might not be so bad after all. 

    "Yeah, well I probably would have just dropped the package first, but I'd have split just the same."

    "Swell," she moaned. 

    They drove around for a while until a sign caught Drake's eye, "Hey, I know what you need.  Nothing like a big ice cream soda to settle your stomach."

    Della gave him a sideways glance, "More like your stomach.  I couldn't eat anything now.  Might as well take me to Perry and get it over with.  And from now on I swear I'll not volunteer to help on anymore subterfuge."

    "Oh yes you will," Paul Drake corrected. 

    "No I won't," she insisted. 

    "You couldn't say no to Perry if you tried.  Don't feel bad, I can't say no either.  But you'll do it cause you like the thrill of adventure.  You might be scared now, but give it a day or two and you'll be all hepped up for something new."     

    "How can you be so sure?" Della asked smugly.  

    "Because I feel the same way everytime I get myself stuck in one of his predicaments," Drake assured and patted her hand.  

    Della blew smoke and leaned her head against the seat as Drake's convertible went through the mild afternoon air.  The ice cream did sound enticing, but she knew she'd just worry until she faced Perry.  "You know, the bad thing is, you're right.  We're both along for the ride and enjoying every roll of the wheel.  I just hope the wheel isn't gonna roll over me..." 

    "It's not," Drake said and pulled into the parking garage for the Brent Building.  He just hoped that when Perry found out that Della had a key piece of evidence in a murder trial that she shouldn't even know existed and she was toting it back that they wouldn’t all end up in the clink.     

          
 

 

