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The Hon. SEABORN WRIGHT. 

The scene before me, the thousands of men 

and women who look me in the face, calls viv- 
idly to my mind another scene thirty-two years 
ago. I had returned home from college a boy. 
As I stepped from the train in my native city 
the shouts of a great mass of people, assembled 
in the old Howell warehouse, greeted my ears. 

I followed the sound and entered the first great 
Prohibition meeting I had ever attended. Be- 
fore I left that night I had made my first Pro- 
hibition speech. It was not an argument, not 
even an appeal. I simply pledged the people of 
my home town to do what I could in the span 
of my life, be it long or short, to drive from 
our state the greatest of all evils, a business 
which never blessed, which scatters in its path 
only misery, poverty and death. 

I have kept the faith. Sometimes in the meth- 
ods I have adopted I have differed with my 
friends. I have been misunderstood, but this T 
know: I have always struck the blow which 
I believed would be most fatal to the saloon 
as an institution. 

My friends, I am going to talk to you tonight 
of the revolution of 1907, and in order that you 
may understand the causes which brought it 
about aod appreciate fully its tremendous sig- 
nificance, I want to impress upon you first of 
all the great overshadowing truth of all his- 
tory. 

This, then, is the central truth of history, as 

unfolded, plain and unmistakable by the records 
of every nation of the past: The cancer at the 
heart of every leading nation. 

The second truth which floods with light the 
revolution of 1907 and reveals to us its vital 
character—is found in the heart of every living 
nation today. What is it? Sin. 

Let us understand once for all that the sin 
which destroys the individual destroys the state. 
This is the cancer at the heart of every living 
nation today. The man is the state; his char- 
acter is the character of the state. Given a na- 

tion of saloonkeepers and the nation is a drunk- 
ard. Given a nation of gamblers and the na- 

tion as a whole becomes the embodiment of this 
passion. Given a nation of libertines and pros- 
titutes and the nation itself is a mammoth mons- 

ter of lust. The nation is what its people are— 

regardless of its resources, its wealth, its power. 
What is the trouble with this wonderful na- 

tion of ours? Something is wrong—terribly 
wrong. It is not poverty. Ours is the richest 
nation on earth. Our resources, developed and 
undeveloped, have never been equaled by any 
nation dead or living. It is not ignorance. The 

range of our mental view is higher, broader 
than of any people the world has ever seen. 

Let me come to the truth at once—it is sin. 
Sin that is undermining the character of the in- 
dividual citizen, and up through individual citi- 

zenship the body politic, the nation. 
I do not believe in dealing in generalties; bet- 

ter than all assertion or argument is concrete 

example. 
I hold in my hand the April number of a great 

American magazine. In it is the first of a series 
of startling articles dealing with conditions in 
our great American cities—and as I give the 
facts condensed, I want you to carry with them 
this further truth, that the vices which have 

wrought the ruin of every dead nation are the 
sins which are born in and develop in and finally 
master our great cities. They are the hearts of 
the nations—the blood which gives character and 
tone to the body politic is pumped out from 
them, and it carries to the nation as a whole life 
or death. 

If the facts of the article I hold in my hand 
are true—to a horrible trinity of evils, the con- 

ditions existing in the greatest city, save one, of 
our nation are directly and alone traceable to 

them. 
During the past year three great American 

cities, Chicago, San Francisco and Pittsburg, 
have been swept by “waves of crimes,” so-called 
—sudden and unexplained outbursts of criminal 
violence. Women have been beaten down, men 

murdered, even street cars robbed by highway- 
men on the thoroughfares, with all the nonchal- 
ance of the wild and vacant frontier. This thing 
is not new; in some cities it is constantly recur- 

ring—so constantly that it is questionable whether 
these “waves of crime” are not ordinary condi- 
tions, emphasized by chance and the special at- 

tention of the daily press. Why do these condi- 
tions exist? What forces are there, hidden in 
American cities, which are dragging them, ac- 

cording to the record of their own press, into a 

state of semi-barbarism? 
The criminal is a savage, nothing more nor 

less. Civilization builds up painfully our definite, 

orderly rules of life—work, marriage, the con- 

stant restraint of the gross and violent impulses 
of appetite. The criminal simply discards these 
laws and slides back again along the way we 

came up—into license, idleness, thieving and vio- 
lence. He merely lapses back into savagery. To 
understand the matter of crime in great cities 
the first step is to measure the positive forces 
working continually to produce savagery there. 
These forces are today, as they always have been, 
greater than can easily be imagined. 

Hard, indeed, is it to conceive of a condition 
of affairs fraught with such tremendous danger 
in any city of this greatest of the Christian na- 

tions of the earth, and yet the writer declares 
that these conditions are typical of practically 
every great American city. 

I look you in the face, men and women of 
Atlanta, and declare this horrible trinity of evils, 
working the same results, existed in your splen- 
did city until the revolution of 1907 swept all 
save one away. 

This trinity of evils fostered by your city gov- 
ernment, lifted you in 1906 to the pinnacle of 
crime, towering in proportion above every other 
American city. They robbed your women of that 
more priceless than life, they murdered your help- 
less citizens. ^ 

Are we becoming a race of drunkards? The 
people of this Republic spend directly for liquors 
annually two thousand million dollars. It is 
spent largely by the masses of the people, and 
out of it comes poverty, crime, social and political 
rottenness beyond the mental grasp of living man. 

Why does the national government tolerate it? 
Why does the government of Washington and 
Jefferson and Lincoln permit a few thousand 
liquor barrooms to capitalize the appetites, the 
passions, aye, the sins of the people to make 

money out of? The answer is simple and direct: 
The government revenue of $143,000,000 out of 
the untold millions reaped from the wreck and 
slaughter of her children. 

Are we becoming a nation of gamblers? 
When I speak of gambling I do not mean the 

crap-shooting negroes whom our law punishes, 
nor yet the skulking, slick-fingered card shark 
or the newly-developed whist fiend. I speak of 
the dangerous, deadly legions of the rich and 
powerful, who in stock and cotton and produce 
exchanges, at race tracks and in pool rooms, are 

arousing a spirit fatal to the integrity, honesty 
and industry of the people. They toil not, neither 
do they spin, and yet they fix the price of every 
product of labor. The crap-shooter and the card 
shark take only from their willing opponents, but 
the men of whom I speak take by manipulation 
from the innocent who only ask to be left alone. 

Toward these men, what is the attitude of our 

national government? Has it the power to close 
their gambling hells? It has, and yet it permits 
these men to capitalize the spirit of chance ram- 

pant in the American character, to play to the 
insane mania of the people to reap where they 
have not sown, and when trouble comes, rushes 
to the rescue with the.people’s millions. 

My friends, when the future historian, writing 
the history of our wonderful country, reaches the 
year whose departing we are watching tonight, 
I think the chapter will be headed, “The Revolu- 
tion of 1907.” 

The key to the revolution is found in this 
thought: Our governments, whether national, 
state or municipal, shall not license any evil de- 
structive of the manhood and the womanhood 
of our country. Nor shall our government per- 
mit any individual or corporation to capitalize the 
vices of the people. 

Now, I do not wish to be misunderstood in 
what I am going to say about the great reforms 
enacted by your law-makers in 1907. Great ques- 
tions affecting transportation and trade and citi- 
zenship were passed upon and settled, I hope, 
wisely and well. But I declare to you the great, 
the real reforms enacted are those which were 

outlined in no platform or championed by no 

leader, but sprang straight from the great heart 
of the people. 

1 hey owe their existence as laws of our state 
tonight alone to an aroused public conscience, to 
the spirit of civic righteousness in the people. 

On January 1, 1907, there went into effect a 

law striking the first great blow at the vice of 
gambling. I know that prior to this date there 
were laws aimed at this national vice. They were 

obsolete, they served well in their day, but the 
vice had grown beyond the letter or even the 
spirit of our old laws. 

The great law to which I refer is the Boykin 
law, making the dealing in futures in Georgia 
a crime. All honor to the brave young states- 
man who molded into law the sentiment of an 
aroused people. 

Another law to which I call your attention be- 
came effective in August, 1907. This great law, 
following our national law, made it criminal to 


