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JUDGE DOMESTIC RELATIONS COURT FRIEND AND COUNSELLOR
TO MEN AND WOMEN WHO BRING TROUBLES THERE

By Jane Whitaker.
They call the man who presides

over the Court of Domestic Relations
a judge, but so often it has seemed
to me as I have sat in this court and
listened to his untiring endeavors to
straighten out domestic tangles and
inject into marriage relations that
have reached the rocks the sweet-
ness and patience with which they
should have been imbued, that it
would be better to call him a friend
and counsellor.

We have come to think of a judge
as the man who passes sentence ac-
cording to the cold letter of the law,
but if Judge Fry presided over this
court in that fashion there would be
many homes today that would be
hopelessly broken up that now are
being built strong in the light of a
new understanding and tolerance
that the home builders gained when
they stood in the Court of Domestic
Relations.

Some of the problems that come
into this court seem hopeless ones
viewed without the understanding of
human nature that Judge Fry pos-
sesses.

A woman whose face is just a little
soured by many disappointments has
had her husband brought into court
the day after he was released from
the Bridewell, where she had had him
sent three months before.

The husband stands there sullen.
Drink has been his misfortune. It
was when he was drunk that he
struck his wife and she had him sent
away. Through the long weeks in
the Bridewell he has nursed bitter-
ness and perhaps, too, a feeling of
shame and a desire to do better when
he once more gets the chance.

But the wife hasn't given him that
chance. She hasn't had any faith jn
him. She has determined that the
law shall either force him to take
care of her or he shall spend his time
fu the House of Correction,

Judge Fry talks to her. "Are you
willing to give him one more
chance?" he asks. "If he doesn't
drink and goes to work and provides
for you, are you willing to live with
him and give him another chance?"

"I gave him a chance before, and
he didn't do right," the woman an-

swers sullenly.
"Yes, but he has been in the Bride-

well and has had time to be sorry for
what he has done. He is going to try
to do the right thing by you now, I
am sure."

"I am willing to work and I'll keep
away from drink," says the man.

"What do you say, madam?" the
judge asks. "You must plead for him
or I will have to send him to the
Bridewell again."

The woman looks into the kindly
face of the judge and her harsh ex-

pression softens.
"All right," she says. "I don't want

to be harsh on him. I only want him
to treat me right. I'll give him an-
other chance."

Two people are before the court
who should never have been there.
The woman is the embodiment of
ideal motherhood. Her face is sweet
and tender; her voice is low and mu-
sical. The man by her side is hand-
some and intelligent, but his nerves
are shattered by over indulgence in
drink.

"I did not want to have him ar-
rested," the woman says, "but I must
have support for my children. We
are now depending on my father, who
is past 70, and it isn't fair."

"This man should take a liquor
cure," the judge says. "Haven't you
some relative or friend who would
pay for a cure for you. You don't
want to be sent to the Bridewell, I
know, but something must be done
for you. You are not in a physical
condition to work at present."

"I don't want my relatives to know
of this," the man stammers. "I am
trying to keep it away from them,"
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