THE FINAL TITHE
It was tax time, and the collectors had to deal with the usual greed—those who would hide what they still pos​sessed behind tricks.  A one-legged man danced up to a collector on two legs, in fear that if the collector knew that he had only one leg left he would have to surrender that.  He had stuffed the false leg with bloody ground meat in an attempt at deception.  The collectors laughed at this clumsy attempt at fraud and fined the man his left ear.  All along the avenue the queue of cripples stretched and into the distance and on out of sight; for the State, having taken all else of value from the masses, had been reduced to taking cuts of meat from their bodies.  Sometimes an eye was popped, some​times a hand was cut off, depending entirely upon the tax​payer’s indebtedness to the government.  Some​times so little was left of a taxpayer that he or she was brought forward on a stretcher, a mere skeleton with no more than a tenth of a life left, like a final tithe.  In such case, the skin was stripped and the bones collected, resulting, finally, in death.  The collectors were disgusted with the greed of these people, who showed signs of rational self-interest, rather than the altruism taught in the State schools.  Without the flesh of the masses, it was won​dered, how could the elite meet to eat?  It was an eternal question, but above their pay scale, and they tried not to think of what would happen when no one was left but the elite themselves.  
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