
HOUR IN MORALS COURT SHOWS
ARE FAR AWAY FROM

; By Jane Whitaker.
A new play is staged. It is adver-

tised as a problem play. Newspaper
critics call it shocking and conse-
quently a vast number of people
crowd the theater. And when the
audience disperses after the perform-
ance you will hear a constant repeti-
tion of this sentence:

"It certainly is strong, but it's
overdrawn; no woman would be as
weak as that and there aren't any
men in real life who lure girls away
like that."

And the departing audience be-

lieves what it is saying. Yet the fact
remains that the strongest problem
play ever staged has not dared to
tell the truth when it deals with the
sex question. It has skirted the edge
of it yes but it carefully furnishes
perfume to the audience that they
may not be annoyed by the odor of
facts.

"But in the theater of life there is
no delicate pruning. In the Morals
Court, where the sex problem plays
itself day after day to an audience
that crowds the aisles, there is no
perfume to stifle the odor of existing
conditions.

Go there with me for just one hour.
A woman has been arrested accused
of soliciting. She denies it. The judge
is inclined to believe her despite the
fact that life has stamped on her face
that all may read just what life has
done to her. She is about to be freed
for lack of evidence. And then she
says something to strengthen her
case and the thing she says is so vile
that it could not be printed. From a
woman with liberty staring her in
the face she has become a creature
found guilty and convicted by her
own tongue.

A girl stands before the judge. She
is young. She is uneducated. Hah!
of what Is said to her she doesnt un-
derstand.

"I want a continyance," she says
she has heard that word often for
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she has been arrested often.

"Why do you want a continu-
ance?" the judge asks. "Have you
any witnesses?"

That is a word she does not under-
stand. She turns with a child-lik- e

confidence and perplexity to the very
detective who arrested her. He ex-

plains. No, she hasn't any witnesses.
And she pleads guilty, but she hasn't
any money to pay her fine. She wants
a "continyance," so she can get some
money.

Judge Goodnow listens kindly.
"You know you've been here a num-
ber of times and I have to fine you.
It will be $10 this time. But I'll give
you until tomorrow morning to get
the money."

The girl smiles her thanks and
leaves the courtroom and in the cor-
ridor a man stops her. "How much
did you get?" "Ten dollars," she an-
swers and waits. He turns away and
she goes on. She has got to find that
ten dollars, but then she may have
a good night and she has until the
morning.

A man and woman have been ar-
rested in a raid. The man has a
lawyer. The woman hasn't. The evi-

dence given by the detective, though
it may and usually does differ from
that of the girl or the man, is con-
clusive, and the judge says:

"This is the first time you have
been before me. I am going to fine
you $3. The next time it will be
more. Remember now, if you are
brought here again I will have to fine
you heavily."

"What about the man?" the law-
yer of the man says.

"Same for him. Treat the man
and woman alike," the judge answers
laconically.

One of life's derelicts a woman
who has reached the place where she
barters her body for fifty cents or
for twenty-fiv- e if she cannot get
more, and lives in some one of the
tumbledown houses on the West or
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