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(© by McClure Newspaper Syndicate.) 

HE paradox of Ed Cooke's po- 

sition was one that had amused 

the town folk over a long period 
of time, 

At thirty-five Ed Cooke was undoubt- 

edly the community's outstanding fig- 

ure. At thirty-five, this boy, whom 

they had seen grow from a tow-head- 

ed youngster to a bizarre, poetic-look- 

ing fellow, was anything but what he 

appeared to be. In spite of his shock 

of blond-gray hair, his tendency to 

loose clothing and flowing ties, his 

rather rolling gait and easy air of 

nonchalance, he was a self-made mil- 

lionaire. And the paradox was that 

this up-and-coming fellow, whose wid- 

owed mother had kept a notion store, 
and whose success was entirely a mat- 

ter of his own aggressiveness, was 

at thirty-five as much under the thumb 

of his parent as he had been at fif- 

teen, 

The town looked on and rollicked 

with laughter. Ed Cooke und his 

mother now occupied a fine six-room 
suite in the small city's best hotel. 

As a matter of fact, Ed Cooke was 

a silent partner in the ownership of 

this hotel. As a matter of further 

fact, Ed Cooke was the sometime si- 

lent and the sometime articulate part- 

ner in pretty nearly every enterprise 

in that up-and-coming oil community. 

He had his finger in practically ev- 

ery financial pie in the district, was 

president of two banks, on the board 

of directors of every local corporation 

worthy of the name, owned real es- 

tate that had grown in value from a 

cost price of thousands to a selling 

price of hundreds of thousands, was 

the largest share-holder in the city's 

newest skyscraper and owned out- 

right the two largest motion picture 

theaters in the state. 

He was a local figure. He was more 

than that. New York capital reckoned 

with the operations of Ed Cooke. 

And he was more than that. The larg- 

est institute for the blind In the Mid- 

dle West was the result of his direct 

endowment. At thirty-five he was an 

important philanthropist. Some said 

that his mother directed entirely this 

aspect of his activities. That was 

true. But so did she direct pretty 

nearly every other aspect. 

When Ed Cooke came home to his 

mother, after a day of high finance 

or big business, he was just any small 

boy, and Mrs. Cooke, who at sixty 

looked like a large, lean, calculating 

eagle, reigned with a free, bold hand. 

It was, “Ed, 1 won't be kept wait- 
ing for dinner.” “Ed, you're to take 

me to the movies tonight” “But 

mother, 1 have a directors’ meeting.” 

“The directors meeting will keep. We 
are going to the movies.” 

And to the movies they 

There certainly was no 
tion to the local 

and his mother. 

son. 
“Mother, may I go out to the coun- 

try club this Sunday with some of the 

boys for golf?” 

“No. 1 promised the old ladies at 

my deaf institution to bring you out 
there.” 

“Mother, how would you like to 

take a trip to Hawaii with me? I need 
a rest.” 

“I'd hate it. We'll 

Springs for your rest.” 

And to Cedar Springs they would 
go. 

People said that Ed Cooke had nev- 
er dared contemplate marriage. They 

were forced to admit further, how- 

ever, that so far as anyone knew, the 

hem of romance had never brushed 

by Ed's way. That is, until he wne 
once seen out with a telephone girl 
in one of his banks. A little, demure, 

brown-eyed girl named Betty Sim- 

mons. 

At that, gossip ran high. A cham- 

bermaid in his hotel reported to an- 

other chambermaid that Ed kept a 
Journal under lock and key, and that 
in this journal there was pasted a 
picture of Betty Simmons. That, too, 

spread like wildfire through the town 
and then died down again. Nothing 
happened, 

Ed had a little system which he em- 
ployed with his mother, a psychologi- 
cal device. Let Ed so much as say to 
his mother, “I don't feel like going 
downstairs in the big dining room to- 
night. Let's have dinner in our 
rooms,” and sure as fate, Mrs, Cooke, 
whose vitality at sixty was amazing, 
would up and prepare for a descent 

into the dining room. 

Through long years Ed had come to 
learn this streak In his mother. Her 
uncopgeious expression of her strong 
self-will. She loved him with a pas 
sion that was ruthless. She tried to 
kill the thing she loved. And for 

years on end Ed, who was by nature 
an executive, an aggressor, a success. 

person, lived under the blight of her; 
thrived In spite of her; achieved, 
where a lesser man would have gone 
down to his defeat. 

with every inch of the pressure of 

her passionate love for him, the moth- 
er of Ed Cooke, unconsclously, of 
course, tried to destroy him, And yet 

the boy, with ineffable sweetness; 
with an inextinguishable fortitude, 
struggled on against the odds of the 

did go. 

exaggera- 
interpretation of Ed 

He was a henpecked 

go to Cedar 

  

a 

mother from whom he had Inherited 
so much of that fortitude, 

And then, to the stupefaction of all, 

when Ed was not yet even in his for- 

tieth year, this fellow, so perennially 

good-natured, so tolerant and indul- 

gent of his mother, so successful in 

his enterprises, so outstanding in his 

community, suffered what is technical- 

ly known in the phraseology of be- 
wildered doctors as a “nervous break- 

down.” 
Ed Cooke went to pleces. His re- 

sistance seemed suddenly to snap. The 

sound of a person entering the room 

was enough to send him into tears. 

He took on a melancholia. The mere 
sight of his mother would induce a 

hysteria which his doctors regarded 

as most acutely serious. Ed Cooke 
was in a bad way. 

Forbidden to enter her son's apart- 

ment, deprived of what she consid- 

ered her divine right to succor this 

child who was begot of her very be- 
ing, Mrs. Cooke felt abject terror lay 

hold of her heart. She was frightened 
into a new kind of submission. She 

was catapulted into a new kind of si- 

lence. It was nothing for her to 
crouch outside the closed apartment 
of her son for six, eight, and even ten 

hours at a time, until doctors and 

nurses dragged her away by force. 

She took to puttering among his be- 

longings. She took to sitting for 

hours with one of his neckties, or one 

of his kerchiefs, spread In her lap. 

She took to fumbling among his 

drawers for this and that, searching 

for objects which might give her 

solace, even venturing, in her frenzy, 

to pry open locks that she might 

browse further. 

One day she found the journal 

about which the chambermald had 

tattled, and for hours she sat with It 

open on her lap, reading, 

great retching tears of those who 

have scanty tears to shed, moaning 

into her hands and beating in a curil- 

ous fashion, with her long, strong 

hands, against her breast. 

After that, there was some talk 

among the physicians and nurses of 
sending Mrs, Cooke away. But there 

were limits to her submissions, 

defeated them one and all. Planting 

her big body firmly In the room ad- 

Joining that occupied by her son, she 

refused to move. She defiled them. 

She snapped her fingers at their in- 

sistings. She rose in all the curious 

power that was hers, and she won. 

Mrs. Cooke would not leave her rooms 

adjoining those occupied by her strick- 

en boy. 

In the weeks and weeks of his 

struggle with the adverse health that 

had overtaken him, 

watched and in her pecullar way, 

prayed. It 
pray. Submission 

to Mrs. Cooke. 

of her make-up. 

Then one day, 

came so haltingly 

Pleading was not part 

no one was ever to 

know how, the mother of Ed Cooke 

forced her way into his bedroom. He 

was seated there alone in a chair be. 

side a window, looking with unseeing, 

lusteriess eyes upon the scene below, 

“Ed.” said his mother, and ap- 

proached him without preamble, “what 
is this I hear about you and a girl 

called Betty Simmons? 

It was as if she had struck him In 

his already stricken face. It was as 

if the pallor that was already there 

had receded into a still more devas- 

tating kind of pallor. It was as if 

hearing his mother’s words the very 

heart of Ed Cooke had turned In the 

grave of his body. 

And then automatically this sick 

man, her son, employed with his poor 

tired brain, the formula of psychology 

he had so often employed before. “I 

don’t care a thing for Betty Sim- 

mons,” he said, the lle fluttering from 

his lips like 80 many dead leaves, “I 

never want to see her again” 

And true to precedent the figure of 
the mother of Ed Cooke straightened, 

and out came her dominating volce. 

“I want you to marry her,” she sald. 

“She is the only girl I have ever 

known whom I want you to marry. 

That is that” 

After an incredible half hour with 

his mother, playing his game as 

he had never played it before, Ed 

Cooke appeared reluctantly to acqul- 
esce to the demands of his parent. 

That was the beginning of his con- 

sistent and complete convalescence, 

The marriage of Ed Cooke and Bet. 

ty Simmons is In its tenth year of 
fine fruition. 

People say, of course, that the moth- 
er of Ed Cooke managed his marriage. 

Ammonia Ends Slumber 

Upon entering a street car at Phila- 

delphia at midnight, a young man told 

the conductor he desired to leave the 
ear at Queen lane in Germantown, 

whereupon he sat down and promptly 
went asleep. As the car neared Queen 

lane the conductor shouted lustily. 

Getting no response he shook the 

sleeper by the shoulder. Still no re 
sults. He then produced a small phial 

and held it under the slumberer's nose, 
and instantly he awoke and hurried 
off the car, Then the few other pas- 
sengers were told that the phial con- 

tained a solution of ammonia and that 
“it wakes 'em up when nothing else 
will.” 

Unlikely Contingency 
When Robert Underwood Johnson 

attended Earlham college, in Indiana, 
he had two favorites among the lee- 
turers there—Henry Vincent, an ‘Eng. 
lHshman, and Wendell Phillips, the 
orator and abolitionist. Johnson 
asked them to write in his autograph 
book. Vincent wrote his name first, 
and added the words: “Let Justice 
be done though the heavens fall” 
When It came to Phillips’ torn he 
wrote on the opposite page: “If jus. 
tice be done the heavens will not fall” 
~Kansas City Star, : 
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THE CENTRE REPORTER, CENTRE HALL, PA. 

Recalling a Case | 
of Doughboy Nerve 

I was attendant in a hospital in| 
France and a doctor who had just! 
been relieved from front line duty] 
was dressing a patient who had lost 

both legs, and recognized him ns a 

man he had attended at the front, 

The doctor turned to me and stated: 

“Delaney, this fellow has more nerve 

than any man I've ever seen, 1 

crawled to him one night on the 

Meuse-Argonne front and found him] 

sitting in the mud with one leg 
underneath him and one dangling on| 

the side. I gave him an antitetanus| 
and found both legs so near ampu-| 

tated by a shell fragment that there| 
was nothing holding them but the 
tendons. 1 opened my instrument 

bag and severed the tendons from] 

the left leg and started bandaging 

the stub. When about half through| 

the man asked me to hurry, ns sev: 

eral of his buddies were laying] 
around calling for help. He had 

picked up my scalpel and severed 

the few tendons and remaining flesh 

that held his other leg on, and asked 

me {f there was anything else that 

he could do to hurry my work so 
that some of his comrades could be 

relieved. That's what I call nerve." | 
The patient only smiled as the doctor] 
talked on to me, and then remarked: 

“It hurts worse now than it did then, 

doctor.” —Rudicel Delaney, Five Hun 

dred and Forty-third Engineers, V. 

WwW. F. 

Bird Choked by Ring 
While hiking over the Burgoyne 

trail, Peter Sage of Lee, Mass, says 

the Boston Globe, came across a 

efforts to fly without suc 

cess and appeared exhausted Sage 

took it home, but it died in two days 

revealed a gold ring 

had choked] 

The ring was complete 

ly covered by the feathers. After it} 
had been removed and cleaned the! 

lettering *“M. G. H. to L. 8. W."” was| 

found inside. It is supposed the 

mother bird picked up the ring after! 

it had been lost and when the older 

bird attempted to feed its young the! 

ring slipped over the head, eventual-!| 
ly causing death by starvation. 
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Beggnr Woman Spare 

per or my children will 

to eat today. 

Housewife 

me a cop 

have noth 

Young But 

Have you spent your house 

money already?—Lustigel 

Kolner Zeitung. | 

it Is only 

Right the First Time | 
“1 won't marry you, and 

know why? 

“No. I ean't 

“That's why." 

do you 

think.” 
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“My Husband Laughed 
When I Said I Wanted 

Gold Medal ‘Kitchen-tested’ Flour 

But When He Tasted My Rolls and 

Cakes He Was Only Too Glad to 

Get the Second Sack.” 

Says MRS. W. F. ROWE, Fern Hill, Minn.     

“My husband laughed when 1 
said I wanted Gold Medal ‘Kitch- 
en-tested’ Flour — but when he 
tasted my rolls and cakes he was 
only too glad to get the second 
sack. 

“I shall never want to use any 
other flour. 

“And of all the compliments I 
have had on my cookies, bread 
and rolls from guests at my house! 
I always tell them I use your 
recipes and Gold Medal ‘Kitchen- 
tested’ Flour.” 

A New-type Flour that Ban. 

ishes ““ Good Luck” and “Bad 

Luck” from Baking — Gives 

Sure Results Every Time 

DAY more women are 
using GOLD MEDAL“ Kilchen- 

tested” Flour than anyother brand. 
Chiefly because they find this all- 
purpose flour always gives uni- 
form good results, whenever and 
however they use it. 

It will bring this same success in 
your baking. Because all GoLp 
MEebaL Flour is ** Kilchen-tested” 
before it comes to you. Breads, 
cakes, biscuits, pastries are baked 
from every batch—in a home oven 
just like your own. 

And only the flour that success- 
fully passes this ‘‘ Kilchen-test” is 
allowed to go out to you. You get 
only the flour that has been tested 
for baking success in advance! 

15 All-Star «< Kitchen-tested” 

Recipes Given FREE Inside 

Every Sack 
12 of America’s most famous 
Cooking Authorities have joined 
with Betty Crocker in preparing a 
new set of unusual recipes. You 
find 15 of these interesting new 
“ Kilchen-tested’’ recipes inside 
every sack of GoLp MEDAL 
“Kilchen-tested”’ Flour. And new 
ones appear every 3 months, 
You'll enjoy making these new 
baking creations—every one has 
been simplified and *‘ Kilchen- 
tested” for perfection. So ask for 
GoLp MEDAL “* Kilchen-lested” 
Flour today and get the full set of 
recipes Sree. 014 

WASHBURN Crossy COMPANY 
of 

Gurenar Mnis, Inc, MizaroLs, Mpa. 

Listen in to Betty Crocker, 10:30 A. M. (Eastern Standard Time), Wednesdays and Fridays 
N. B. C. Stations WBAL-WRC-WFI 

GOLD MEDAL FLOUR 
“Kitchen-tested’’ 

Every Wednesday Night at 9:00 (Eastern Standard Time), Gold Medal Fast Freight —Coast-to-Coaste 
Columbia Stations WCAO-WMAL-WCAU 
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WHAT A GUN 
y never saw anything like it before. Three 

shots, 20 gauge, light weight, fast, easy to 

swing, pointsitself-that's’ “The Sportsman”. 
Made by Remington. For quail, grouse, 
pheasants, snipe, woodcock, rabbits 

and all upland game, there's never 
been such a gun. And as a sporty 
gun for ducks—well just try it. 

/ 
  

  

THE SPORTSMAN 
SPECIFICATIONS : Toke down, hammerien 
solid breech; $0 spouse, 
safety; 85 inch plain barrel in reguler grade; 
siso supplied with solid or ventileted rib, 
cylinder, modified or hill choked. Top of re. 
ceiver matted. American walnut pistol grip 
stock end foreend both finely checkered 
Berre! and receiver in rich, glowry black Baigh, 

Regular stock dimensions 14 inches long, 0% 
inches drop et heel, 
Weight sbout 6 Tbe, 

Price, plain barrel 
solide . 
ventilsted rib | 

3 shots, cross-bolt 

iN inches ot comb. 

$54.75 
$65.05 
sas     

Act quickly if you 

want it for this season 
HIS beautiful gun has just gone on the market. It is 

finer than anything you were ever offered at the 

price. The receiver is handsomely decorated with flying ducks 

on one side and pheasants on the other. Naturally, the de- 4 

stock get him to order it from his jobber at once. Don't delay. Act 

now. Send in the coupon for a complete description of “The Sportsman” 

~the shotgun sensation of the year. 

Remir 
Originators of Kileanbore Ammunition 

mand is tremendous by hunters who are itching to shoot it this 

season. Go to your dealer today. If he hasnt “The Sportsman” 

ingion, 
  

REMINGTON ARMS COMPANY, Inc., llion, New York 

Please sond me o folder with a complete description of that new gun, “The Sportuman™, 

Name 

Towa. 

State.      


