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THE MODERN STORY OF THREE BILLY GOATS GRUFF

OR, HOW RHODE ISLAND GOT IT’S STRUCTURAL DEFICIT

by Rick Harris

Once upon a time in a land called the State of Rhode Island and Providence Plantations, there was a very important bridge that all had to pass.  The name of the bridge was the Great Revenue/Taxation Bridge.  Under the Great Revenue/Taxation Bridge lived a very mean Troll.  The Troll was a very greedy, large, and tenacious creature.   In short, he was not nice at all. To make matters worse, the Troll was also short sighted. This became a major problem as you will learn as the story progresses.

Now in the Kingdom of Rhode Island, there were many great services to help individuals to live a happy, healthy and free life.  Although not perfect by any means, the land faired better than many other little neighboring countries in helping its residents and guests.  Of course, to support these services, revenue was needed which was obtained primarily through a process called Taxation.

Over the years, the Troll became more obstinate in its willingness to let things change and gradually the land of Rhode Island’s methods of getting revenue fell behind many other lands and became poorly maintained and broken.  Three things in particular contributed to this sorry state (no pun intended) and that’s our story.

One year, a billy goat named Abusive Tax Loopholes (we will call him A. T. for short),  came upon the Great Revenue/Taxation Bridge and wanted to cross.  A. T. walked cautiously toward the bridge knowing full well that things could go ill for him. He truly did not want to cross and meet up with the terrible Troll. But cross he must for how would he explain to certain major corporations that they may actually have to contribute to the community needs of the land of Rhode Island.  He tentatively stepped on the bridge.  Low and behold nothing happened.  He took another step and then another. With each step he gained confidence that nothing would happen.  Suddenly, he heard a terrible noise behind him and felt the hot breath of the Troll on the back of his neck.  He was absolutely terrified, but remained determined to cross.  Now the Troll was in his glory.  As last someone dared to step foot on his bridge.   

“Who goes forth on my bridge” said the Troll.

The goat replied; “It is I, Abusive Tax Loopholes, A. T. For short”.  

“Well A. T., I am so glad you have come upon my bridge for I am very hungry and I know you do not have the funds to pay the toll.  It looks like I will have a very tasty meal indeed..” 

Now the goat was a pretty smart and cool cookie.  Without any hesitation at all, he replied: “Mr Troll, you may very well eat me and you might even have a somewhat satisfying meal.  I am sure I am quite tasty and, I would like to please you very much for you are obviously a very smart and pleasant Troll.  But, before you start your feast, you might want to consider one important fact.”

“What fact is that?” asked the Troll.

“I happen to know that my brother, Antiquated Sales Tax will be passing this way shortly.  He is much bigger and fatter than I am and much tastier, too!” said A. T.

Now the Troll thought about this for awhile, after all he thought himself quite smart and good looking too.  In fact, the Troll had no conceptual word for vanity and actually was quite an arrogant being.  This was precisely what A. T. was counting on.  Finally the Troll made up his mind.

“I will let you pass.  Be gone now,  before I change my mind!”  said the Troll. 

And so, A. T. crossed the Great Revenue/Taxation Bridge, passed through the General Assembly Forest, and into the land of Public Law.  Some time passed and the Troll was getting a little worried that he had played the part of “the fool”.  He was also getting more and more grumpy with each passing hungry moment.  Then he heard footsteps.  

“At last,.” mumbled the Troll to himself, “my meal has arrived.”

Antiquated Sales Tax approached the Great Revenue/Taxation Bridge with a degree of confidence, being somewhat larger than his brother A. T.  One wouldn’t call his steps gingerly in nature, but he was confident that he could handle anything that came out from under the bridge. He walked forward a few steps onto the worn wooden planks.  Suddenly, he heard a terrible noise and felt the hot smelly breath of the largest, meanest Troll he had ever seen.  Perhaps, he thought to himself, that this was not such a good idea after all.  But like his smaller brother, he was quick witted and possessed more than his share of confidence.

“Who goes forth on my bridge?” said the Troll.

The goat replied; “It is I, Antiquated Sales Tax..”  

“Well Mr. Antiquated, I am so glad you have come upon my bridge for I am very hungry and I know you do not have the funds to pay the toll.  I must say your brother was right.  In the words of the famous comedian, Billy Crystal, ‘you look simply marvelous’.  I will have a very tasty meal indeed,” said the Troll.

Antiquated quickly sized up the situation and decided that he was not going to be able to physically combat this troll with any certainty of the outcome.  He would have to use his wits. Without any hesitation at all, he replied: “Mr Troll, you may very well eat me and you might even have a somewhat satisfying meal.  I am sure that my brother explained that all of us Goat brothers are quite delicious.  I can tell from looking at you, that you are a very fine example of the Troll species and clearly a tribute to your clan.  But, before you start your feasting on me, you might want to consider a simple fact.”

“What fact is that?” asked the Troll.

“I happen to know that my older brother, Tax Breaks To The Rich, (Rich for short), will be passing this way shortly.  He is much bigger and fatter than I am and much tastier, too!” said Antiquated.
Now being contemplative, as trolls go, the Troll thought about this for awhile.  Even though the Troll was now very hungry he said, “I will let you pass.  Be gone now,  before I change my mind!”

And so Antiquated Sales Tax crossed the Great Revenue/Taxation Bridge, passed through the General Assembly Forest and into the land of Public Law.  The Troll did not have to wait long before hearing footsteps.  The Troll could tell that this was a very large beast and his mouth watered in anticipation.  

Clump, Clump Clump.  “Oh, boy, I eat well tonight,”  whispered the Troll.

Tax Breaks For The Rich was now well onto the Bridge.  He was so large and strong, he feared nothing.  He once fought a whole army of Advocates for the Poor and won without even breaking a sweat. After all, wasn’t he the Epitome of Greed, the Great Sultan of Excess, the Big Kahuna, the Original Fat Cat?

Halfway across the bridge, Rich heard a terrible noise and felt the hot stinky breath of a troll of gargantuan proportions.  The Troll, so excited with anticipation, had not even opened his eyes.  He licked his lips ready to take a bite without even asking for the toll.  The last thing the Troll saw as he opened his eyes to feast was a very large mouth.  The Troll who had lived under the Great Revenue/Taxation Bridge for so long, was no more.   

And so, Tax Break For The Rich crossed the Great Revenue/Taxation Bridge, passed through the General Assembly Forest and into the land of Public Law. Such a sad story. Can it be true? Will the land of Rhode Island become a quagmire of unfair tax breaks, a tax shelter caterer for the most wealthy, and a place where there is much suffering by the poor?  Some believe this land already exists, but only you, the reader, can decide. 

Unfortunately this story does not end by the words “and everyone lived happily ever after”.  But end it must.

The End.  

(Watch for these other exciting stories including: “One Dollar Flew Over the Cuckoo’s Nest”, “The Day Rhode Island Government Stood Still” and “We Miss You Charley Dickens.”)
For more information about how Rhode Island got its structural deficit, go to www.povertyinsitute.org and follow links to State Taxes and Budgets.  Also watch our Website for updates.  www.rinasw.info
