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At the Sign of the Cat and the Fiddle 
CONDUCTED BY E. WYE 

I F I could have my way I'd establish a continuous line 
of these wayside inns—each one, of course, bearing the 

Sign of the Cat and. the Fiddle—from Miami clear up to 
Eastport, and from St. Augustine along the Old Spanish 
Trail to San Diego; thence, like Missions, to the Canada 
border; thence eastward through the lake and forest country 
of the voyageurs; thence criss-cross, down and around, over 
hills and plains, to the point or place of beginning. I'd have 
these mystic halting places on our road from Poverty to 
Wealth Abounding within easy prospect of each other, like 
the mountains flashing the signal-fires that announced the 
end of the War of Troy. 

Adele Bonnyclabber dropped in for afternoon tea the 
other day, after three hours on the links, and sinking wearily 
(yet not ungracefully) into her favorite easy chair told me 
that she thought of making another trip to Europe. "I 
just want to think I may lend a hand in solving those deep 
Economic questions over there in which dear Europe is so 
interestingly engaged. My cousins, Lulie Girardeau and 
Cathie Edwards, want to go too and have written me asking 
if I would chaperon them. Wouldn't it be great, we three 
women appearing on the scene at the psychological moment, 
asitwere? The Girardeaus, you know, are from Missouri 
and the Edwardses from Virginia. We all belong to the 
Colonial Dames and have entrée to Diplomatic circles—
Court circles one cannot count upon now-a-days, they have 
been so reduced, don't you know? But Diplomacy always 
has had a flair for me. Now that Votes for Women have 
triumphed—and you remember how I worked for that dear 
consummation—I believe that a new field is open to us, 
some of us, I mean, Diplomacy r Women—or would you 

E say Women for Diplomacy? Emblem thinks well of my 
idea. By the way, his Lordship's wife has written him to 
return home at once. Such alarming reports about what 
the Laborites intend to do! Emblem is simply delighted 
that Lloyd George is down and out—and correspondingly 
exhilarated over the Tories' solid position. I don't believe 
he'll hurry home at all. Between you and me, this Labor 
scare is all fiddlesticks. Academically speaking, I believe 
in the taxation of Land, like everybody else. One comes 
to "seethe Cat," of course. But from the study I've made 
of Labor from the 14th century down I believe there's 
absolutely nothing to fear What a mull Russia has made 
of the whole thing! No, the Reform of the World lies in 
the hands of the upper educated Classes. I am convinced 
of that. Well, as I was saying, I'm going to try for Secre-
tary of Legation somewhere, preferably in some small, quiet 
Capital, where I may find time to write a short History of 
the World socially and diplomatically considered. But how 
I've been talking! Do you think well of my plans?" 

Old Michael O'Shea, the last of the Howling Dervishes, 
tells me that he sees in the recent friendly bout between the 
Republicans and the Democrats a thorough vindication 
of the self-perpetuating Rules of the political prize-ring. 
"Men may come and men may go," says Mike, "but the 
Game goes on forever—like the love for hooch," he added. 
"In the good auld days of Him-y George and the heroes of 
1886—including Dr. Edward McGlynn, God bless his mim-
ory—your two auld parties were not so safe, sound and 
respictable. Today it is all respictability and gintlemanli-
ness. Thin a little David like Hinry George could queer 
the whole show with his sling and pebbles. Where's the 
warrior today to put the fear of God into the Philistines—
'to up wid a brick,' as Royal Andrews says, 'and hit em such 
a lick dat de people over Jordan hear em holler!' 

"Me frind, th' United Labor Party was the finest example 
of spontaneous combustion that this country and Tammany 
Hall iver seen. It should be alive this day to teach youse 
young politicians where the Voting Strength of the people 
lies. Today 'tis only honor amongst gintlemen and, as I 
said before, th' observance of the Rules of the game. And 
phat is the game? 'Tis a practice game ivery two years, 
with the public admitted on showing their Credintials and 
intrance tickets. I'm admitting some interest and emotion 
on the public's part whin one of the contistants is knocked 
out timporarily and put to sleep—much hurrahing and 
joshing all along the line as the public leaves the ringside 
and rushes for trolleys home. Where's the soul in the game? 
Who really cares which side wins, outside of the receivers of 
the gate-money—the gate-money which the Game Chicken 
and the Dead One divide in the spoils of office, according 
to the Rules? Me boy, listen to this: 

'The Dimiocrats, the Dimiocrats 
The G. 0. P. did rout— 

But phat they fought each other for 
I could not well make out; 

Yet iverybody says, says he, 
It was a famous victory!' 

"I'd rather experience the Defeat of 1886," concluded 
the old man, "than all the victories of all the prisent par-
ties." "Including the Single Tax Party?" I ventured. 
"Me frind, that'll not be a true party until Single Taxers 
ginerally join hands to make it one. At prisent 'tis but an 
aspiration." 

* 	* 	* 	* 	* 	* 

At the Sign of the Cat and the Fiddle we often discuse 
the Theatre. The question raised the other night was, 
"When is the Land Question to make its first appearancs 
on any Stage?" Immediately there rose clouds of smoke 
as every one round the fire pulled furiously at his pipe. 
What the devil! Professor Dowdy was willing to bet that 
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at least a dozen eminent dramatists had made plays touching 
on or appertaining to the Land Question. "Shakespeare, 
Goethe, urn urn, Tolstoy, not to mention the author of Job, 
the master dramatist of the Bible, and James A. Herne. 
Here are five as a starter." Mrs. Dowdy wanted to know 
if The L2n's Paw had ever been dramatized. Somebody 
suggested that The Story of my Dictatorship had been 
made into a play and acted in Australia. Then the wind 

I volunteered the information that an eminent play-
wright, well known as a Single Taxer, had said that he stood 
ready to write a big Single Tax play as soon as, in his opin-
ion, the public was ready to receive it. "Bad cess to him!" 
flared up the Dervish. "Any one could do that, but it 
takes a genius to manufacture an audience!" "That is what 
the Little Theatre movement is doing, manufacturing an 
audience," said I, coming to O'Shea's assistance. -"Mean-
while," observed the Professor, "what about the box-office?" 
Larry Wiggins took the floor—Greased Lightning Wiggins, 
as we call him. "I'll guarantee you a Single Tax play and 
guarantee you a sympathetic audience if you will find me 
a theatre." This caused something of a sensation. "What 
I mean is this. •A fellow I know has just gone broke trying 
the theatrical game. There isn't a manager in New York 
who isn't having the life squeezed out of him by the ground 
landlord on which his theatre stands. What's the use of 
talking? It all comes back to the same old story. Then 
open up your own theatre? How'lI you do that in any 
place larger than Arden or Fairhope—unless you have a 
barrel of money to throw away on culture, the fine arts 
and the institution of landlordism? See here, over in Lon-
don the same thing is happening too. This is from the 
Daily Mail: 'Theatre rents, bid up by speculators during 
the war, are still at absurd heights. For a theatre off the 
beaten track £310 a week is being asked aiid paid. Before 
the war £65 a week was the rent. From £350 to £500 a 
week is the average rent of London's theatres today. With 
the majrity of productions it is impossible to make any-
thing but a loss in the face of these rents."' At this point 
Larry paused. "Let me read you some Lines I have 
written on this subject," he said, drawing a piece of paper 
from his pocket; and before we knew it we had all settled 
down and were listening to what he called 

ECONOMICS BEHIND THE SCENES 

The theory of "lessening returns" which troubles the Stage 
of our day 

In plain economics, I think, works out rather often this way: 
The fellow whose grip's on the ground starts lowest but 

comes out on top— 	 - 
The virtual Owner is he both behind and in front of the drop. 
His cue is for ground-rent, and lo, the forces of nature let 

loose 
In dozens of ways devotedly work for his ultimate use. 
At the manager's window he waits; on the stage like a spirit 

glides he, 

Whispering in ghostly asides, "How they work, all these peo-
ple, for me!" 

The showman exhibits his show—the money he fancies is his 
Starts slipping away from his hands, falling into a final 

abyss— 
For our friend of the ground-rent lurks round to absorb the 

receipts and the fat, 
Whilst the showman attempts to look pleased, tho' wonder-

ing where he is at. - 
I believe I'd stay out of this business unless I owned palpa-

ble ground; 
That is the one only method to make these adventurings 

sound; 
That way no longer's mere chance, no longer the moth 

goeth in 
To be singed by the heat and the flare and be lost in the 

hubbub and din. 
That way I should like to make entrance and take with the 

Ground Lords my stand— 
The play I should play every critic would say was the "hit" 

of the Land. 

"Good boy! bravo!" exclaimed the Dervish, "I've a - 
piece of me own I'll read to ye next Hallowe'en." 

* 	* 	* 	* 	* 	* 

Talking of the drama, several of us made up a theatre 
party the other night and went to see R. U. R., that unusual 
play presented by the Theatre Guild at the Garrick. A 
Czechoslovakian dramatist named Karel Capek is the au-
thor, and one surmises that he wanted ,  to have his say 
about the sociological results of the Great War and of the 
subsequent upheavals in Central Europe. What struck all 
of us as worth while was the welcome change of theme in 
this play from the usual stuff one gets at the theatre, as 
well as the courage of the producers. If this play sets a 
fashion and is succeeded by a raft of imitations we should 
be grateful, for a kind of audience may finally emerge which 
will be able to appreciate something like sense and thought 
when encountered in the theatre andmay make an oppor-
tunity for our above-mentioned playwright friend with his 
"big" play on the Single Tax. 

Well, of course we were amused at the sophomoric floun-
dering of Mr. Capek in the rough sea of Economics. For 
just what is he trying to show? R. U. R. stands for Ross-
urn's Universal Robots, the trade term of a company which 
manufactures creatures made of flesh and blood, highly 
intelligent, but soulless and without power to reproduce 
their kind. Turned out by the million from the vast fac-
tory they are sold everywhere and do all the work of the 
world. 

In time the Robots develop human traits and rise in 
rebellion against their masters and exterminate the human 
race with the exception of one man. Unable to propagate 
their species and faced themselves with extermination (for 
their lives are short) they beg this man to find the scien-
tific formula which has given them life. But the formula 



has perished and he is unable to rediscover it. This gives 
the idea of the play in a few words, which are here tran-
scribed from the Drama Calendar. 

Now are we to understand that Mr. Capek would have 
the R. U. R. represent the workingmen of the wrld rising 
in rebellion against their masters? If so why should he 
suggest that their victory will be speedily followed by their 
own extinction? That doesn't sound plausible. It appears 
to us that the author, though he has in mind (perhaps from 
personal observation) the old saw that the worm will turn, 
yet lacks the artistic power, to realize and vitalize a Revo-
lution when he sees it. Undoubtedly the Robots under-
took a Revolution, and succeeded in it, as is very stirringly 
shown in the play. Then in Truth's name, why not allow 
them to enjoy the fruits of it? But there's the rub. Our 
guess is that even the progressive Theatre Guild would 
not have stood for that denouement, even if the dramatist 
had outlined it. 

It is suggested that in the dim future the two survivors, 
a Robot and a Robotess in whose souls the emotion of love 
has entered will have multiplied their kind into the Coming 
Race. But that possibility, I am free to say, left our 
crowd from the Cat and the Fiddle very indifferent as we 
filed out of the theatre. 
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