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            These “Benefits” include the dubious “Right” to be compelled to pay 

            the GST against strong public opposition. Of course, Status Indians 

            (who are also Canadians) are, on the basis of their race, exempt 

            from this tax.

            When I first encountered the GST in action, it was about a week 

            after its implementation. I hadn’t done much in the way of shopping 

            that week, and what little I had done consisted only of groceries, 

            exempt from this, now very much hated tax.

            Going to my corner grocery store, a corner store the like of which 

            you can find on a corner in almost any neighbourhood, in any town or 

            city in the country, I found that I had been preceded by a little 

            boy of about five or six. At least I think it was a little boy, what 

            with unisex clothing and hairstyles being what they are, it is 

            sometimes hard to tell. In any event, the little tyke reaches, with 

            a somewhat grimy little hand, into one of those opened boxes of 

            candies that sell by the each, and extracts his choice. You know, 

            with so many ‘somewhat grimy little hands’ pawing through these 

            candies before one is actually popped into some greedy little mouth, 

            it is a wonder more of these kids don’t get sick from anything other 

            than an overindulgence of sweets!

            Anyhow, holding his choice up for the proprietor’s inspection the 

            kid asks, “How much are these?” The proprietor, a kindly middle aged 

            man, replies, “Those are a nickel each son.” Now I don’t know if 

            this man knew this child or just made the same assumption as did I, 

            in any case the ‘boy’ reaches back into to the box and after 

            removing a second candy there from, drops them both, along with a 

            dime on the counter by the cash register.

            This apparently places a different complexion on things. The 

            proprietor looks down on the tot and says, “I’m sorry but you need 

            another penny, these cost eleven cents.” “But you said,” exclaims 

            the young fellow, “that they were a nickel each, and two nickels are 

            a dime!” Well, the youngster sure knows how to count his change but 

            this does not placate the proprietor who tries to explain, “Yes, one 

            candy is a nickel but two are ten cents and on that I have to charge 

            GST.” Further attempts to explain only caused the child’s face to 

            cloud up with threatening tears welling up, and again he exclaims, 

            “You TOLD me they are a nickel each!”

            Considering the difficulty, if not the outright impossibility of 

            justifying the GST to an adult, one can well imagine the result of 

            trying to explain it to a six year old. Indeed, further attempts 

            only resulted in a single tear rolling down one cheek and the treat 

            of a torrential cloud burst to follow. The proprietor, himself a 

            father, as was inevitable from the outset, finally relented, and 

            sent the tyke on his way, tears forgotten, happily munching the two 

            candies he had exchanged for a dime and no GST. I don’t know, and I 

            didn’t ask, if the storekeeper ate that penny or simply rang the 

            transaction up as two sales.

            The foregoing cutesy little story would normally be of no further 

            import. But it serves to illustrate a very important principle. It 

            is frightening, indeed terrifying, to think that we have a 

            government which not just figuratively, but as illustrated by the 

            preceding story, we now have absolute proof, literally steals candy 

            from babies!
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