Micro Memoir prompt - Close to a Crime
Kit Dwyer

Between patients at the Orthodontia office, I glanced out our-floor to-ceiling windows that overlooked the parking lot across the street from our office building. The other assistants and I were guessing the crowd there might be due to the Father Dowling Mysteries show that had been filming in Denver. We couldn't see any recognizable stars to be sure. At the start of our thirty-minute lunch break, I grabbed my brown paper sack and headed outside, hoping for a peek from the sidewalk. I was curious to watch cameraman, boom operators, and hear directors doing their thing up close. I walked past the other dental-related offices on our floor and pushed the button to call the elevator. 
When the door opened, I almost stepped right into the car, but when I looked up, I froze. There as big as ever, taking up more than half the small elevator car was a man that looked just like Perry Mason!  He took one look at me, leaned back with his cane in both hands and stared right into my eyes with one eyebrow raised. When he did that, I knew it was really him, my beloved Raymond Burr.   
“Excuse me!” I said stepping back away from the elevator door, stammering and chocking to find any words. Then they rushed out in a rapid flood of blubbering admiration.  “Why, you’re Raymond Burr! I’d know you anywhere.  Oh, my goodness.  Oh, my goodness! Mister Burr, I ‘ve seen everything you’ve ever done on TV and Movies for my whole life. I just love your work!” 
I didn’t move, so neither could he. 
As if I was someone he was investigating to solve a crime, me gave that famous slight-smile from behind his salt and pepper goatee.
“Oh, my goodness!” I said trying to regain composure. “Did you want this floor? Oh, I’m in your way, I’m sorry. Can I help you in anyway?” 
Slowly, in a low tone he answered, “Well, yes, thank you. I’m looking for Doctor Simon’s office.” 
“Yes, you’re in the right place, his office is just across the atrium, there,” I pointed out. 
“Thank you, young lady.”
“Well, I’ll be going. This is surely a treat. I love your acting, I really do! I can’t believe it’s you.”  
I nearly fainted in a star-struck stupor as Mister Mason limped slowly out of the elevator and made his way to his appointment in peace. 
I forced my jaw shut and told myself not to stare after him. I looked side to side to see if anyone had been watching. What an idiot I must have sounded like. When I heard Doctor Simon’s office door closing, I knew it was over. I don’t know how I made it down to street or what I saw there, or even how the day ended.  I only know, I saw and spoke to Raymond Burr, and almost shared an elevator with the man himself.  
What a day! 
  

