


At the Sign of the
“A and Eagle”

Our trade-mark, the “A and Eagle,” now seen within the covers of
your official publication, recalls traditions of long standing—

—ideals upheld through sixty-seven years of public
service,

—nearly three-quarters of a century devoted to the
manufacture of quality products,

—an organization whose operations represent the
largest industry of its kind in the world.

Famed far and wide are the fourteen different products manufac-

tured and distributed by Anheuser-Busch — among them BUD-
WEISER and A-B GINGER ALE.

' 3 —a safe and healthful beverage with body
BudWEISer and delightful flavor maintained the same
as ever. Thoroughly aged—not green or unfinished. The nation’s
favorite for over half a century. Mild and mellow. Delicious.

A'B @WS% —a ginger ale that has that ‘“some-

thing” which makes you like it
better than any that has ever passed your lips. Refreshing flavor,

with all the elements of quality of the famous Irish Ginger Ale,
without the price. '

Anheuser-Busch, St. Louis

A FEW OF THE PRINCIPAL BUILDINGS OF OUR PLANT
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We Want Them Then!

»

By 0. -i;a;ﬁéﬁce Hawthorne

S -

~ J KNOW that even ‘now we can not hope
- =} "To oecupy their thoughts the whole day through:

"7 2. Though Bower is but ten and Bob is six

-~ . ,And darling baby, Dick is only two,
.- i -Already edch of them has learned to seek
-". """ Conipanionship beyond our humble door;
Some subtle force is drawing them away
can restore.

And what we lose life never

metimes to understand

That children do not love us less because
Their little souls are following the plan
Of Providence and heeding nature’s laws;
Birds leave the downy nests that nurtured them
Before their wings areé strong enough to fly,
For in no other way could they become
Such hardy, graceful gailors of the sky.

T IS so hard so
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BUT this I ask: When each glad day is done

‘And instinct brings our children home again, -
ttle hearts to know how much
Their mother and their daddy want them then!
When bedtime comes, and what the day has brought
Of good or ill is freely, frankly told,

Let us not fail to help them understand

Which things are gilded trash and which are gold.

F

WE CAN not guide them through the busy hours
When work prevents our sharing in their play—
But oh, how precious is that comradeship

Which sanctifies a home at close of day!

Though we must lose so much of what we prize

As life’s inexorable course is run,

I pray that we shall never cease to hold

Our children’s loyalty when day is done.

Oh, help their i

M it e










































































































































































































































86

Pen sketch taken from
an actual scene in
Rainier National Park,
Washington.

ELKS Travel 74
Bureau can help *
you considerably if you are interested in tak-

ing any of the many interesting tours to the great
National Parks or West Coast Cities.

Long or short tours including all accommodations
can be made at very reasonable cost—if booked early.

SPECIAL TOURS for ELKS

Are you interested in a special Western Tour for ELKS
this Summer, visiting the Canadian Rockies, Pacific

Northwest, California, National Parks, Colorado
Rockies, etc. -

O-r.a.special European Tour for ELKS, sailing July 8th,
- visiting the Mediterranean, Italy, Switzerland, France,
Belgium, England, returning September 1st.

Insure congenial companionship by joini . P
ELKS and their familios, p by joining a tour for

Just write, telling where you
would like to go, what you
would liketospend and mention
your Lodge Number, if you
will. Full information will be
returned promptly. '

w]i’o Service Fees Asked—or Permitted

FOREIGN TRAVEL BUREAU

THE ELKS
50 East 42nd Street MAGAZINE

New York City

ELKS FOREIGN TRAVEL SERVICE
50 East 42nd St., New York City

Pleasc send me infq about Sp

ial Elks Tours and list of Transoceanic Sailings

The Elks Magazine
Joshua L. Bragg, U. S. A.

(Continued from page 84)

Cubans shivered in light overcoats, but Mr.
Bragg staged his debut in a palm beach suit.
Like a crash-draped hippopotamus he descended
the gangway, thereby adding to the hilarity of
nations and the misconception of American
character. He glared about him, expecting to
be plucked, thoroughly plucked, but reserved
his constitutional right to holler cvery time a
feather came out; or even to holler first, pro-
vided the Cuban pirates made a balk.

PERHAPS a hundred and fifty Americans de-
barked, of whom a hundred and forty-five
were decent orderly folks, going about their
affairs without notoriety. The other five fought
their way ashore, wrangling for every inch of
invaded . territory, and proclaiming a noisy
Americanism. Side by side with Mr. Bragg went
the son of a man whom our country has de-
lighted to honor. This inconspicuous youth dis-
appeared and nobody saw him. But everybody
saw Mr. Bragg, everybody heard Mr. Bragg,
everybody scuttled out of Mr. Bragg’s path or
got run over. Cubans merely shrugged their
shoulders at ““ El Sefior Americano,” and caught
the idea which Mr. Bragg intended to convey,
that he was an American through and through.
“Tll buy you a drink,” says Mr. Bragg to the
mule trader from Missouri with whom he had:
formed an aggressive alliance. .

It seemed good once more to caress his rotunda
against a bar, to order booze and have the booze
appear. .

“This ain’t so bad,” Mr. Bragg admitted.

Their day’s convivialities developed various
and versatile concoctions for Mr. Bragg and his
friend to sample. Somebody introduced ghem
to a daiquiri—dye-ke-rce, pronounced swiftly,
and syphoned slowly through a straw.

Mr. Bragg took a table and heeded the pre-
monitory symptoms of crushing ice, with the
merry, merry jingle of its stirring. Then he
meditated profoundly upon the liquid in his cock-
tail glass, and tried to imagine its taste. The
mystery seemed of a pinkish salmon color, with
clear bits of ice to give it translucency and
sparkle. As Bragg applied his suction to the
straw, its upper glow began to fade and white
frost gathered on top, like an ice-floe above a sea
of glaciered roses. Trickles pf dllgted pink
went seeping down through arctic crevices, down
to the very bottom. His straw blubbered and
gurgled. Nothing more came up and Mr. Bragg
waked at the end of a long delicious dream.
“Gee! That’s great!”

The daiquiri made him feel fine. He glanced
around with a mellowness of mood and craved
to make friends with somebody. At another
table sat a dark-faced man, sipping his coffee and
reading a New York paper. Evidently a Cuban

* who understood English. So Mr. Bragg waived

formalities, and moved to the Cuban’s table.

“Have a drink? On me?”’

“You are very kind, sir,” the Cuban an-
swered. “But I drink only coffee at this hour.”

Thereupon Mr. Bragg entered into discussion,
just entered, because it was due to Cuba that
Cuba should know his views. .

“See here, friend. What’s the straight o’ this
squabble? What’s the fuss about? You folks
ought to realize that the U. S. A. handed you
your freedom on a silver platter, and v

Mr. Bragg said a lot more, plenty more, in
plain words. He believed in being plain. The
Cuban’s few remarks didn’t count. Mr. Bragg
did the talking, and was still talking when the
Cuban excused himself, and hurried out.

This frequently happens in Havana; and no
Cuban enjoys having it flung in his teeth by
two-day tourists that the U. S. A. bestowed this
boon of freedom, and they must crawl upon their
knees in token of servile gratitude. With a tem-
perate American, however, any Cuban will
discuss relationships between their countries,
never minimizing or discounting our effective
encouragement which set Cuba on her feet.
Cuba’s practical gratitude—and one of our prac-
tical reasons for intervention—has been demon-
strated by a ten-fold increase of trade.

Upon the Obispo in Havana stands a small
shop kept by a lovable old Spaniard, more an-
tique than any time-stained relic that gathers
dust along his shelves. He is a tiny wisp of
dignity surrounded by his drowsy atmosphere of
















