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The “Spug” Movement Is a
Necessary Movement

The Society for the Prevention of Useless Giving Finds
Co-operation in San Francisco

“Spug” is the unattractive nickname of a society which is
doing a useful service in discouraging the giving of useless pres-
ents. The full name of the organization is the “Society for the
Prevention of Useless Giving,” or S. P. U. G., “spug.” ;

The society was organized last year and has just begun its
1913 campaign to discourage the habit of indiscriminate and un-
necessary gift making. .

It would be.harsh and cruel to stifle the generous instincts of
Christmas time, and this society does not do that. It does aim,
however, to prevent, as far as possible, the giving of useless pres-
ents and the useless giving of presents. :

But what is important, most important, in the movement is
the discouragement and prevention it gives to gift making among
employes. A custom has developed, born illegitimately out of the
Christmas spirit, of clerks and shopgirls and operatives in factories
giving presents to their superiors, to forewomen, petty bosses and
department managers. The vice of this practice is that employes
who can not afford affectionate remembrances for their loved ones
are coerced into contributing to funds to buy gifts for persons for
whom they have no affection and ofttimes little regard. The pen-
alty implied for a refusal to contribute to such a fund is discharge
or abuse by the superior.

The large department stores of San Francisco have caught the
spirit of the “spug” movement and have issued orders that there
shall be no departmental gift giving among their employes, no
clerks shall contribute to funds for their superiors and no superiors
shall accept gifts from their subordinates.

That is the only way to stop this practice of gift making,
which sullies the sacred name of Christmas.

Christmas is the purest holiday we have, the holiday on which
affection rules dominant, the day on which we can show our love
for our friends by a tangible gift which at no other time we could
make with such easy courtesy.

Yet the spontaneous Christmas spirit must not be dulled by
the idea that it is a day of extortions or coercion. No gift must be
made that does not come from the heart, and no gift can come
freely from the heart when it comes grudgingly from the purse.

The Anti-Defamation League
| And Its Purpose

America Has Just Protested Against Russian Treatment of
Jews, Yet Are We So Very Much Better?

The Anti-Defamation league has been organized to protect
the good name of the Jews.

It has been organized in the United States, in the country
which has been united in its protests to Russia against the treat-
ment accorded the Jewish race and the one unfortunate Jew,
Beilis, just acquitted of the imaginary crime of “ritual murder.”

What will Russia think when it hears that in this country the
Jews have found it necessary to protect their good name by the
organization of a body known as the Anti-Defamation league?

Yet there is need for such a league, although it is to be hoped
that the need will not long exist. The most prominent Jews in
the United States are members of the executive committee, and
the organization founded under the auspices of the Independent
Order of B’nai B'rith, the great Jewish order.

The aim of the league is “by organized effort to bring about
the abatement of the defamation of the Jew, and ultimately to put
an end to unfair discrimination against all citizens.”

The league asks for the earnest support and co-operation of
all broadminded men and women, regardless of creed.

Broadminded people will respond to the call of the league,
and the purposes of the organization will be quickly accomplished.

But it is a stain against the name of the American people that
such a league should have to be established. »

Let the stain be quickly removed, let the defamation of a race
which has given the world its models of idealism, industry, patience
and efficiency be stopped.

;Rah! Rah! Rah! Adventure!

The All-American team of athletes is now traveling toward
the old habitat of buccaneers and pirates and kidnapers and
marooners, but, according to the veracious sporting authorities,
one member of the team nearly lost his trip because of a roving
band of kidnapers who were on his trail.

Mr. Templeton, a young scholar in the classics of javelin
throwing, matriculated at Stanford university, was, because of his
prowess, nominated as a member of the team. But his college
contemporaries did not want to see Mr. Templeton brave the Pa-
cific. They knew that the deep sea abounds in dangers, sea ser-
pents, whales, sharks, snarks, atolls, coral reefs and the temptation
daily to bet on the ship’s log.

From such hazards did the Stanford students want to save
their best point getter—also, they wanted him for the field days
next spring, when Stanford university will compete with its worthy
rivals, the University of the Pacific, the University of Nevada and
the University of Southern California.

So, according to the romantic story that appeared in the sport-
ing columns, a plot was plotted in the dim recesses of the Stanford
campus and it was decided to kidnap Templeton on the eve of his
departure.

But virtue triumphs. When the liner sailed the dock swarmed
with students who would have shown no more compunction in
kidnaping Templeton, so the narrative goes, than a customs in-
spector shows in clipping an aigrette. But the brave young athlete
circumvented his kidnapers by boarding the steamer from a launch
in the bay.

Adventure!

Rah, rah, rah, Adventure!

Rockefeller’s Income Tax

How much income tax will John-D. Rockefeller pay to the
government?

We believe that he will pay all that his conscience tells him
that he ought to pay. We should like to know just what his con-
science will tell him,

He realizes, of course, that the government which lays the tax
protects him in the POSSESSION of his property and that the tax
is reasonable insurance.

He has shown his sense of public duty very emphatically by
the giving away of many tens of millions, and by the effort to give
away and tie up for the public benefit a fortune that would prob-
ably amount to five hundred millions, if not more.

Just what his income is the amount of the tax that he pays
will tell us. It will be an interesting revelation.

No matter how big the income is, the public need not worry,

t is better to have one John D. Rockefeller drawing fifty million
dollars a year and reinvesting it while he sips milk and selzer, than
to have fifty Coal Oil Johnnies or John W, Gateses drawing a
million a year each and spending the money to set a bad example
on race tracks, in gambling houses and other disorderly resorts.
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Thing in Life—*‘A
Change of World”’ Is
Desirable—The Hap-
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if That Change Did
Not Come.
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Train declared he should do so.
He believed he had overcome
death. He believed he had ac-
quired the life habit, and he
meant to prove that there was no
need of changing bodies.

But his body is now dust.

RECRIMINATION
AID Life to Death, “Me-
S thinks if I were you,
1 would not carry such an
awesome face
To terrify the helpless human
race

And if, indeed, those wondrous Mary Baker Eddy and Helen
tales be true Wilmans and Wallace Wattles 3
Of happiness beyond, and if ( and Eleanor Kirk all talked this
knew same philosophy; all believed
About the boasted blessings of they had entered upon life cter-
that place, nal in this body on earth.
I would not hide so miserly all Yet all are gathered to their
trace fathers. All “changed their
Of my vast knowledge, Death, if worlds.”
I were you. All live, on other planes in
But like a glorious angel I would higher states of Consciousness.
lean No doubt all come near the
Above the pathway of each sor- old scenes and influence those
rowing soul, whose minds are tuned in the
Hope in my eyes, and comfort in same key, at times.
my breath, Yet they have experienced that
And strong conviction in my change which we call death.
radiant mien, To me this change seems de-
The while I whispered of that sirable.
beauteous goal. I have seen three mature peo-
This would I do, if I were you, ple pass through the change, and
O death!” to each onme it meant deliverance,

and each face wore an expres-
sion of peace and joy and satis-
faction after the great event had
taken place.

Said Death to Life, “If I were
you, my friend,
I would not lure confiding souls

each day The most glorious musie, if
With fair, false smiles, to enter played continpally, ceases to
on a way please the ear. The most appe-
So filled with pain and trouble tizing food loses its taste if con-
to the end. tinuafly taken, and life would

1 would not tempt those whom I
should defend,

Nor stand unmoved and see
them go astray.

Nor would I force unwilling
souls to stay

Who longed for freedom, were 1
you, my friend.

But, like a tender mother, I
would take

The weary world upon my shel-
tering breast

And wipe away its tears, and
soothe its strife.

I would fulfill my promises, and
make

My children bless me as they
sank to rest,

Where now they curse—if I were
you, O Life!”

pall upon the happiest heart if it
underwent no change of death.

The good swirnmer enjoys his
sez bath best when lightly clad.

How much more delightful
must be motion in space when
the body is cast aside.

We hagve many bodies; the
physical one meant only for
earth.

The astral body, meant only
for the astral plane; the desire
body, which is the vehicle our
emotions have made, and which
will eventually drop away, as
the others will, and leave us in
the spiritual body. In each of
these bodies we will have new
and wonderful experiences. And
we will pass onward from plane
to plane, meeting those who have
been dear to us om earth, and

.learning new truths and gaining
new powers to help us when we
again, after long periods of time,
return to finish the work we

Life made no answer, and Death
spoke again:

“l would not woo from God's
sweet nothingness

A soul to being, if I could not

bless & : leave undone here now.
And crown it with all joy. If Each ome of us ought to think
unto men

of these things, calmly and with
reverence and with faith in God’s
great goodness; we should, in
the midst of all our pleasures
and pursuits and ambitions and
occupations, give a little time
every day to happy thoughts of
that wonderful change called
death; and we should know that
just as we think of it, and fust as
we think of life here, so will that

My face scems awesome, tell me,
Life, why then

Do they pursue me, mad for my
caress,

Believing in my silence lies re-
dress

For your loud falsehoods?
Death spoke again.)

(So

“Oh, it is well for you I am not

fair, life be to which d )

Well that T hide behind & ‘voice- bty e din:t:uf:d:ve::
less tomb il hells

The mighty secrets of that other fhc mll &: “E 1 m‘ ;1:::
place, good will, generosity, patience,

Else would you stand in im- o ’1 ARAZY
potant despair grititude, love, reverence, indus-

try, truthfulness, admiration of
the beautiful, the seeking for
beanty in all things, order and
system and harmony—all these
qualities are stones which are
being laid in the Mansion in the
Skies which we will occupy.
Anger, revenge, hate, ill will,

While unfledged souls straight
from the mother’s womb
Rushed to my arms, and spat

upon your face.”

The main object of most hu-
man beings is to avoid death,
and yet death is the only certain

hing in Life. greed, and all the other mnlovely
Froks the. bowr. we . draw the fanlts of human nature, build
first breath we are going forward hells for souls to dwell in wntil

they work their way out into
fairer realms.

Choose your material with
care, then, and give a little time
every day to thinking your

to meet death.
Instead of regarding death as
a foe, would it not be more sensi-
ble to think of it as a friend?
One who comes to take us on

a delightful journey? heaven into shape, ready for the
There are some advanced occupagcy of your soul when it
metaphysicians who talk and passes onward.

write about the possibility of liv-
ing continually and perpetually
in this body. George Francis

And think of death as your
great, good. beantiful Guide, not
as your hideous enemy.
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Elbert Hubbard is writing an opera. What brand of hosiery will it
advertise?

The imslication is that Huerta does not know an ultimatum when he
sees one.

Stanford university wasn’t napping on Saturday, even if it was kid-
naping on Wednesday.

1t looked for a while as if the Giants wouldn't play the White Sox
here, but the overshoes.

Uncle Sam will lick the
Now if he'd only buy the stu

pareels.

Alameda county doesn’t want any more secret marriages. In these
days of single blessedness it lhcgsld b: thlgkﬁll to take what it can get.

From the wide variety of remedies offered for the Mexican situation
judge that physicians were treating the country instead of poli-

Ladies of Crete wore slit
came of them!

gowns 2,000 years ago—and look what be-
o % & ;

With the election booths down San Francisco's streets will look less

like adjunects to summer ruoru; X
? *

Mr. Sweek of Portland is to be minist Siam. euph
name he‘lmve no difficulty in muﬂ.:aﬁ’ to m'%r?t“ hdh::‘:
Bangkok. 5 &
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From the way amusement companies want to t at the
one would conclude there must be a patent of o:ly:: mhb::g
created pier, dovik
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.. WONDER SONG ..

By LILIAN LAUFERTY

Joy of AII the morning glow and beauty of the night.
Come with me a~gypsying across the Fields of Wonder,
Let us fare o'er all the world to part the skies asunder,

There to learn the mystery of m thunder;
to scan the foaming wave moon o e

us live!

Listen to my plesding when new i3 leadim

Earth to ioy'md wilgcfy, hearts to and lizht.

me, beloved, past the plains of unbelieving,

Follow, sweet, o’er gloomy hills of clamorous deceiving,
te the stars are calling thru the sunset falling,

Andw ﬁtthlcl 'seo‘ft-hucd afterglow love's mystery is weaving.

HA.RKEN to my calling when the dusk is falling,




