The Case of the Crossed Circuits

Della Street glanced at the clock.  It was almost seven o’clock and Perry was still dictating.  She wished she’d not skipped lunch to go to the beauty parlor cause now she was about to starve.  In the middle of a sentence her stomach growled loud enough for Perry to stop talking, “What was that?”


She shrugged, tried to look convincing, “Cat outside?”


Perry’s blue eyes bored through her, “More like cat inside.  Della, did you eat lunch?”


“Uh… no,” she replied, “I just had to get my hair done instead and by the time the appointment was over I had to be in court…”


He held up his hand to stop her further excuses, “Get your coat.  We’ll go eat and finish this later.  I don’t want you fainting on me again from lack of sustenance.”


“I only did that that once and it was more from the ear infection than it was the lack of food,” she defended.  


“Still when I saw you crumpled up on the courtroom floor like a sack of wet cement you nearly scared the life out of me and the bailiff and the judge,” Mason recalled.  


“But the district attorney was non-plussed.”  


“Oh that blow hard wouldn’t be phased if a nuclear bomb went off under the prosecution desk.  When he retires I hope they get someone with a little more spunk,” Perry complained and left the desk light on but turned off the other lights.  It might be a while before they get back.  Paul wasn’t in yet but he was out to dinner with some aspiring actress and might not be back in for hours if at all.  


“D. A. Spencer has spunk, just not in the courtroom,” Della Street mentioned casually. 


“Oh really?  How do you know?” Mason asked as they walked out the door and out to Perry’s car.  


“That trial lawyer’s dinner you invited me to last month.  While you were busy talking shop, he was busy being the playboy.”


Perry was incredulous, “Really. Did he get anywhere?”  


Della smacked his arm playfully, “He’s old enough to be my grandfather.  Besides, I was too busy watching you.”


“Me?  What was I doing?”


Della sat back, allowed her head to rest against the seat and smiled, “You were discussing something, some point of law with the others, and you were so animated, so focused, so intense.  You were just as intense as you are in court but it was friendly not defensive.  You know I sometimes forget to take notes I’m so fascinated by you.”  


Perry glanced at her with his ‘aw shucks’ expression she also found irresistible.  “Remind me to dock your pay,” he winked and gave her a peck on the lips before ushering her out.    


Two hours later, after a delicious meal of shrimp and scallop fettuccine and wine and dancing Perry drove Della back to the duplex house/ office combination that he shared with Paul Drake and let her in.  Paul’s car was in the drive but there were no other signs of the detective being home.  Della caught a whiff of perfume though as she crossed Perry’s office to go back to work.  The air vents in the house were shared so the scent was probably coming from the second floor.  “She has money whoever she is,” Della commented.  


“Hmm?” Perry asked confused.  


“Paul’s date.  Can’t you smell that?  It’s c’Elegance, only $100 an ounce and only available at the most posh stores in town,” Della revealed.  


“How does a girl on a beer income know all these champagne details?” Perry asked as he admired his secretary and not just for her legs.  


“Just because I know the scent doesn’t mean I buy it,” she said.  “But remember my friend Janet?  She works the perfume counter at Sax and is always going on about some new fragrance or the other.  She likes to let me sneak the samples.  So I get just enough to know what they smell like but not enough to be associated with any of them.”

“Oh, well, better get this brief over with so we can go on to some other excruciatingly boring piece of office work,” he reminded and Della settled into the spot next to his desk.  She opened the steno pad and read through what she’d already written so she could remind Perry where to start.  “…in the case of Bronson versus the Chapman Manufacturing Company, the plaintiff requested…” She stopped at the sound of creaking above their heads.  Paul’s bedroom was directly above Perry’s office.  Normally they didn’t hear anything, but then normally Paul was either with them or out on the town.  The creaking became rather rhythmic and Della cleared her throat, “…in the case of Bronson versus the Chapman Manufacturing Company, the plaintiff requested…”


Perry took the cue although it was difficult to concentrate as the creaking got faster, “the plaintiff requested… uh… what did the plaintiff request?”  


“It was in the book,” Della refreshed and Perry pulled the law book over.  He found what he was looking for and started to recite, “the plaintiff in the case sued for damages based on a claim that they were permanently injured due to a work related injury but was later proved to have been injured in a completely unrelated fashion…”

A fit of laughter was clearly heard through the heating grate.  A sultry voice purred, “Paul… you’re so…oh yes… Paul…”


Della sat with her pencil poised over the page as if she were going to write that down as well.  She gave Perry a sideways glance and he met hers unable to keep the color from rising in his face.   Just as Perry was about to get on to the point of the dictation, Paul’s voice rang down clear as a bell, but a little harried, “Pilot to co-pilot, permission to land?” 

Perry couldn’t help laughing and Della threatened to cry she was trying so hard not to burst out.  Mason motioned for her to go with him and bring her book.  They went out to the rear entry porch and turned the light on, “Maybe we’ll get something down out here.  It was too close in there anyway.”


Della chuckled, “If that’s what you want to call it.”  


“I suppose… you don’t think we sound that silly do we?” Mason asked. 


“What, you mean when we’re together, of course not.  It never sounds silly to the lovers, only the ones listening in.  After all if Paul overheard…” Della stopped in her thoughts and a sudden horrified idea came to her.  “Perry, he was in his office last Tuesday wasn’t he?”


Mason thought back, “I think so… and you think he overheard.”

“Well if it worked for his room maybe your room comes through in his office.  He did make an odd comment to me the other day.  Asked how things were in Sherwood Forest.  At the time I just thought he was being mysterious Paul but now…  He had to overhear,” Della groaned.  Now that she knew that Paul had overheard her and Perry and their private ‘play’ she was as mortified as Paul would be to know that she and Perry knew about airplanes.  


“I’ll say something to Paul in the morning about switching rooms,” Perry decided. 


“Switching rooms?” Della asked. 


“Of course, that way the transmissions will be one way, not public access,” he reasoned and decided something else, “Might as well pack it in for the night Della.  I don’t think we’re gonna get anything done out here.”


Della closed her book and before Perry could get up, she turned the light off at the switch next to her head.  She cuddled up to him, “I wouldn’t be so sure about that counselor.”  

