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The building of the Erie Canal was 

for its time a greater marvel than the 
Apollo Eight moonflight. But Stan 
Rubenstein missed the boat when re-
porting on this in the January HGN. 
A tax laid on the lands within 25 
miles of the Canal was the financial 
device that put the "go" in the 365-
mile project. 

The Canal was the first epical en-
gineering feat for the United States, 
though it was entirely a New York 
State project. It insured the winning 
of the West for the U. S. Costing 
about $7 million, it saved New York 
State shippers $1 million in its first 
year of operation. 

The first ditch was completed in 
1825, long before the heyday of Henry 
George. But the promise of rising 
land values gripped virtually all New 
Yorkers those days, and landowners, 
merchants, bankers were ready to 
donate lands of their own to get the 
idea moving. Obviously the eight mil-
lion acres of land along the projected 
waterway to Lake Erie would surely 
increase in values with completion. It 
was natural to fix on a land tax. 

Those early settlers had high stand-
ards of business and performance. The 
highest leaders of the state were 
named canal commissioners and given 
continuity so as to bring off the job. 
They had authority to borrow up to 
$400,000 a year - enough to keep the 
work moving. This gave a firm finan-
cial footing to the enterprise, with its 
bonds backed by LVT. 

The effect on the settlers of these 
new lands was uneven. In some places 
land values rose 400 times, and quick-
ly. There the burden was not felt. At 
the furthest remove of the tax area 
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some farmers felt the tax as trouble-
some. Today LVT experts would rec-
ommend that the land values tax be 
graduated as to distance or population. 

For the sake of accuracy let it be 
said that tolls were laid on cargoes 
shipped by canal, and at Rochester the 
tolls laid on flour consignments went 
a long way towards paying the inter-
est on the bonds. Of course the fan-
tastic increase in New York City land 
values owed much to the enormous vol-
ume of trade opened at her back door. 
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Oh, Henry George! (a one-act play) 

Scene: Biafra. Nancy Hall ('On Be-
coming a Georgist," Jan. HGN) is con-
fronting a dying Biafran child, who 
has the huge eyes and swollen belly of 
kwashiorkor—a child the same age as 
Mrs. Hall's nine-year-old daughter. 

Mrs. Hall: (kindly) No, my dear, I 
can't give you anything to eat—I must 
adhere to principle. I know you are 
starving, but you don't seem to realize, 
you require justice, not handouts. I can-
not really help you by providing the 
food that you should have an oppor-
tunity to provide for yourself. Saving 
your life wouldn't help you at all—I 
would simply injure you, and even de-
stroy you as you starve, by eroding your 
sense of responsibility and self-respect. 
We wouldn't want that, would we? If 
I were to contribute to you in any way 
other than that of instituting justice, I 
would help postpone the day when 
justice will prevail. So, I'll organize a 
class in fundamental economics and 
write a letter about land value taxation 
to my local paper—that will be much 
better than a meal, now, won't it? 
(Gratefully the child dies.) 

Curtain 
Mrs. Hall has "said a mouthful"—

but not the kind of mouthful that will 
save anyone today. Her kind of sim- 
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