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Mary lay along the edge of the pool studying 
the sparkling water. Then looking at him 
she said, "Tell me, Elwood. How old are you?" 
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AEONG CAME MARY 
BY WIIililAM A. KRAUSS 

—About the troubles of a lad named Elwood. Put them 
all together, they spell Mother—Elwood's mother, that is 
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THE most difficult thing for 
Elwood to realize was that all 
those apparently meaningless, 

unrelated elements—Palm Beach, Ha
vana, the wide spaces between Emily's 
teeth, the Marquis de Verblin and his 
fluty voice—led in a straight line to 
the girl from Bayonne. 

It was like fate, like destiny. Rather 
resembling expert chess, it was a pat
tern too complex for the untrained eye 
to follow. 

On an afternoon in September, 
Mrs. Carruthers Gibb Remington-
Hart picked up the phone in her Fifth 
Avenue residence and called Reeves 
at Southampton. 

"Reeves," she said austerely, "you 
will have Gulfwind ready to go to 
sea on October fourth." 

Reeves was captain of Mrs. Rem
ington-Hart's yacht. He said, "Yes, 
ma'am." 

"We shall proceed directly to Palm 

Beach. Then Havana. Then King
ston. I shall want to be in New York 
again on December twentieth. Is that 
clear?" 

The captain was a man of few 
words. "Yes, ma'am." 

"There will be nine in the party. 
You will please inform the steward— 
the Potters, the Dunningtons, the 
Haights, Miss Emily Kerr, and my
self." Mrs. Remington-Hart paused, 
ticked off the names on her fingers. 

"Also," she said, "my son Elwood." 
The redheaded young man on the 

divan—looking, at the moment, par
ticularly harassed and a good deaj 
younger than his twenty-two years-;r. 
was his mother's son Elwood. 

From where he sat, Elwood coul 
hear Reeves' voice scratching on ti 
phone. Reeves was always icily calm 
He never seemed alarmed by Mrs 
Remington-Hart, which was astonish
ing. Though, of course, Reev^ didn't 
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really know her. He had never opposed her, and 
therefore had never seen her faint. She had never, 
sensing the beginning of rebellion, collapsed before 
him, staggering like a great wounded whale. Reeves 
stayed on the bridge, took his orders and said, "Yes, 
ma'am." That was what he said now. "Yes, ma'am." 

And, with a crisp economy of movement, Mrs. 
Remington-Hart hung up. 

Elwood spoke. "But 1 don't want to go to Palm 
Beach." 

NOW this was typical of the kind of rebellion 
Mrs. Remington-Hart so fhoroughly disap

proved. Slowly, ponderously, she turned, aiming 
the amplitude of her bosom at her son. She gave 
him one of those long, searching looks that so un
nerved him. "Why not?" she snapped. 

"Because," Elwood said, gripping his courage, "I 
want to go to the Yale-Harvard football game." 

"You are a Princeton man!" 
She didn't need to tell him that. "I know I am a 

Princeton man. Mother. I assure you that I remem
ber perfectly. But Buzzy Knowles and Bink Sheedy 
are going to the Yale-Harvard game and they've 
asked me to go, too." 

"Sheedy?" Mrs. Remington-Hart said. "Do I 
know anyone named Sheedy?" 

"He's from the West. Wyoming." 
"Ah!" 
Mrs. Remington-Hart was actually one of those 

women who say, "Ah." The syllable, expelled from 
the chest with full lungs, said what most people 
would require forty words to say. Among other 
things, it said that Elwood would forthwith drop 
Bink Sheedy, forget the Yale-Harvard game, and 
prepare to be aboard Gulfwind at the Yacht Club 
pier October fourth for the trip to Palm Beach, Ha
vana, et cetera. 

So Elwood sighed. He returned to his book on 
Equus cahallus—the care and breeding of horses. 
He did not, naturally, argue with his mother. 

But she was not quite through with him. Sweep
ing across the drawing room, she pulled the bell 
cord for Jenks. "Jenks," she said, "a mineral wa
ter." She looked at Elwood. "Something?" she 
asked. It was five o'clock—Martini time, as Bink 
Sheedy said. However, it was imderstood Elwood 
would take mineral water. Someday, perhaps, he 
would ask for a Martini, very dry, and see what 
happened. But not today. Today he ordered min
eral water. He hated mineral water. 

Mrs. Remington-Hart sat facing him. She shaped 
her lips for a pronouncement. "Emily Kerr will 
sail with us." 

"I heard you mention her." A picture of Emily 
flashed into Elwood's mind. Emily had a face as 
long a.s—but without the character of—a horse's. 
She had very wide spaces between her teeth. She 
was six feet tall and coy. Her family was the old 
Kerr family, you know, the original Kerrs. Her legs 
did not change shape between the ankles and the 
knees. Pillars. She revolted Elwood. "That will be 
nice," he said. 

"1 hoped you'd think so." 
Mrs. Remington-Hart leaned toward him. Out

side, night was falling over Central Park. Lights 
were coming on, twinkling. Elwood could hear 
the horns of taxis on Fifth Avenue, a sonata. His 
mother leaned very close to him, breathing ma
ternally. "Emily is a sweet girl," she said, "and 
sound. So very sound. Someday my boy will have 
to marry—" 

Her breath was warm and intimate. She smiled 
slowly, with just a little sorrow peeping through the 
smile. "Someday," she repeated, "my boy will have 
to marry—" 

This was a cue. "Yes, Mother," Elwood said. 
"And the right girl"—there was a sweet, solemn 

pause between each word—"may be, I say may be, 
little Emily. What do you think of that?" 

Elwood felt a thrust of spirit. "I don't know why 
you call her little," he said. "She isn't little. She's 
six feet. More, with heels. I'm five feet ten." 

Mrs. Remington-Hart stiffened. "That's flip
pant," she said. "I use little in the sense of spiritual 
delicacy. I am not considering her physical devel
opment." 

It was, Elwood thought, a good idea not to con
sider Emily's physical development. But he apolo
gized for being flippant. Thoughtfully, Mrs. Rem
ington-Hart said, "We will both cogitate about this, 
Elwood." For a horrible instant a perfume like 
orange blossom seemed to permeate the room, 
inescapable, suffocating. Mrs. Remington-Hart 
smiled like a conspirator and went upstairs to dress. 

DAYLIGHT faded fast. Soon it was dark. The 
butler came in and turned on the lamps. El

wood let his mind wander in melancholy reflection. 
He wondered what Buzzy Knowles and Bink Sheedy 
were doing. Lounging in a bar somewhere, he sup
posed. They were going to dinner at 21 with those 
blond girls from the musical. Bink had telephoned 
at noon and said the girls had a friend, also blond; 
but of course it had been out of the question." His 
mother disliked dining alone. She liked to read the 
paper to Elwood at dinner. Then they talked about 
interesting international news—who was in Nassau 
and in Florida, who at the St. Regis. 

Anyway, tonight was opera night. 
"Damn," Elwood said. "lenks," he demanded, 

abruptly, rebelliously, "is there a drop of gin in 
the house?" 

"Yes, sir," Jenks said, and waited. 
But Elwood faltered. A Martini would constitute 

open mutiny—and there were, you must under
stand, the horses to think of. The horses and the 
recriminations and the fainting spells. "Ignore it, 
Jenks," Elwood murmured. "Just—uh—bring me 
another mineral water, will you?" 

He slumped in his chair; and, not quite by 
chance, he found himself remembering the day 
when, in his seventh year, he had been given his 
first horse. Long, long ago; but a warm, green place 
in his memory— 

Glory, he'd named her, and she had been in every 
way glorious. She was small, matching his own 
smallness; her head was finely boned, her short legs 
slender, her eyes large and soft. And at the stables 
of their summer house in Goshen, his father had 
put an arm around Elwood's shoulder and said, 
"Something you might make a note of, son. The 
more time you spend with horses, the less you'll 
have to spend with people." 

Thinking back, he supposed his father had meant 
the kind of people his mother had a talent for accu
mulating. People like Emily and the Potters and the 
Dunningtons. People like the Marquis de Verblin— 

Elwood shuddered. By a conscious effort he 
ejected the Marquis de Verblin from his mind. He 
remembered Glory; and he remembered Wings, and 
Old Tom, and Dan Boone, and the other horses he'd 
grown up with through the summers at Goshen. 
Wonderful summers, those; Mother'd usually been 
in Europe, and he and his father had had the ram
bling old country house to themselves. Nobody 
about but Gyp the trainer and the horseboys—and 
the horses. (Continued on page 30j 
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