[image: ]
[image: ]

I reached for the book the people from Ladies' Day had sent.
When I opened it a card fell out. The front of the card showed a poodle in a
flowered bedjacket sitting in a poodle basket with a sad face, and the inside of the card
showed the poodle lying down in the basket with a smile, sound asleep under an
embroidered sampler that said, "You'll get well best with lots and lots of rest." At the
bottom of the card somebody had written, "Get well quick! from all of your good friends
at Ladies' Day," in lavender ink.
I flipped through one story after another until finally I came to a story about a fig
tree.
This fig grew on a green lawn between the house of a Jewish man and a convent,
and the Jewish man and a beautiful dark nun kept meeting at the tree to pick the ripe figs,
until one day they saw an egg hatching in a bird's nest on a branch of the tree, and as they
watched the little bird peck its way out of the egg, they touched the backs of their hands
together, and then the nun didn't come out to pick figs with the Jewish man any more but
a mean-faced Catholic kitchen maid came to pick them instead and counted up the figs
the man picked after they were both through to be sure he hadn't picked any more than
she had, and the man was furious.
I thought it was a lovely story, especially the part about the fig tree in winter
under the snow and then the fig tree in spring with all the green fruit. I felt sorry when I came to the last page. I wanted to crawl in between those black lines of print the way you
crawl through a fence, and go to sleep under that beautiful big green fig tree.
It seemed to me Buddy Willard and I were like that Jewish man and that nun,
although of course we weren't Jewish or Catholic but Unitarian. We had met together
under our own imaginary fig tree, and what we had seen wasn't a bird coming out of an
egg but a baby coming out of a woman, and then something awful happened and we went
our separate ways.
As I lay there in my white hotel bed feeling lonely and weak, I thought I was up
in that sanatorium in the Adirondacks, and I felt like a heel of the worst sort. In his letters
Buddy kept telling me how he was reading poems by a poet who was also a doctor and
how he'd found out about some famous dead Russian short-story writer who had been a 
doctor too, so maybe doctors and writers could get along fine after all. 
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Soon he came out alone on the summit of Amon Hen, and halted, gasping for breath. He saw as through a mist a wide flat
circle, paved with mighty flags, and surrounded with a
crumbling battlement; and in the middle, set upon four carven
pillars, was a high seat, reached by a stair of many steps. Up he
went and sat upon the ancient chair, feeling like a lost child
that had clambered upon the throne of mountain-kings.
At first he could see little. He seemed to be in a world of mist
in which there were only shadows: the Ring was upon him. Then
here and there the mist gave way and he saw many visions:
small and clear as if they were under his eyes upon a table,
and yet remote. There was no sound, only bright living images.
The world seemed to have shrunk and fallen silent. He was
sitting upon the Seat of Seeing, on Amon Hen, the Hill of the
Eye of the Men of Númenor. Eastward he looked into wide
uncharted lands, nameless plains, and forests unexplored.
Northward he looked, and the Great River lay like a ribbon
beneath him, and the Misty Mountains stood small and hard as
broken teeth. Westward he looked and saw the broad pastures
of Rohan; and Orthanc, the pinnacle of Isengard, like a black
spike. Southward he looked, and below his very feet the Great
River curled like a toppling wave and plunged over the falls of
Rauros into a foaming pit; a glimmering rainbow played upon
the fume. And Ethir Anduin he saw, the mighty delta of the
River, and myriads of sea-birds whirling like a white dust in the
sun, and beneath them a green and silver sea, rippling in
endless lines.
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COMMENTS FROM INTERESTED PARTIES The comments sent by interested parties merely repeat the arguments presented by the Commission in the opening decision . Consequently , they will not be reproduced in this Decision . COMMENTS FROM THE FRENCH AUTHORITIES The French authorities ' arguments focus on a fundamental point , namely that the specific scheme established by the State for FT did not confer any advantage on the company . The French authorities acknowledge that FT was subject to a special scheme in relation to business tax from 1991 to 2002 inclusive , but they consider that the scheme gave it no edge and in no way affected public resources , resulting in an overtaxation of FT compared with the ordinary - law situation . The French authorities base this conclusion on the following three points : between 1991 and 1993 inclusive , FT was subject to a levy for the benefit of the general budget which , according to the French authorities , was , was equivalent to payment of business tax and included ( inter alia ) the amount of the business tax itself ; the French authorities stress that Law No 90 - 568 established once and for all a single tax scheme applicable to FT from 1991 to 2003 .
Zviera na odstrel (z b. zb. Krá: Zo života a piesní Krá)

Krá, dokopaný na kaliku
s hlavou prestrelenou guľkou intelektu
na mieste oslepený v paľbe očí
vlastnými rebrami pribitý k zemi
s priedušnicou, ktorá ho priškrtila
ešte i v poslednom dychu
vlastným srdcom dotlčený do bezvedomia

zbadal, ako ho život prebodáva, záblesk sna
zatiaľ čo sa topil vo vlastnej krvi

sťahovaný váhou čriev
vydal srdcervúci výkrik, čo boli v podstate jeho korene odtŕhajúce sa
od prazákladného atómu
rozovrel ústa a akoby z odstupu sa tým výkrikom nechal rozpárať

potom, zmetený medzi ostatné pozemské odpadky

ešte stihol slabučko a z diaľky zachytiť: „Je to chlapec!“

Vtedy sa všetko obrátilo na čierne

(Hughes, [2006], s. 13-14)

Ted Hughes: A Kill

    Flogged lame with legs
    Shot through the head with balled brains
    Shot blind with eyes
    Nailed down by his own ribs
    Strangled just short of his last gasp
    By his own windpipe
    Clubbed unconscious by his own heart

    Seeing his life stab through him, a dream flash
    As he drowned in his own blood

    Dragged under by the weight of his guts

    Uttering a bowel-emptying cry which was his roots tearing out
    Of the bedrock atom
    Gaping his mouth and letting the cry rip through him as at a distance

    And smashed into the rubbish of the ground

    He managed to hear, faint and far - ‘It’s a boy!’

    Then everything went black.

[image: ]

[image: ]
7

image4.png
rych miestach pretrhla a zbadal mnoZstvo vyjavov. Boli malé
a jasné€, akoby lezali pred nim na stole, a jednako sa zdali vzdia-
lené. Bolo ticho, nikde sa ni¢ neozyvalo, existovali iba tie ob-
razky. Svet akoby sa zmf$til a zmlkol. Sedel na Stolci videnia na
Amon Hene, na vrchu Oka Numenorc¢anov. Dival sa na vychod
do Sirych neprebadanych uzemi, na bezmenné pliane a na ne-
preskumané lesy. Dival sa na sever a lezala pod nim Velka rieka
ako stuha a Hmlisté hory stali malé a strohé ako vystrbené zuby.
Dival sa na zapad a videl rozlahlé pastviny Rohanu a ierny hrot
veze Orthanc v Isengarde. Dival sa na juh a rovno pod nohami
videl Velku rieku, ktord sa vo vinach ritila vodopadom Rauro-
su do spenenej priepasti a nad vodnou triestou rozihranu
trblietavi dihu. A videl Ethir Anduin, mohutnu deltu rieky,
a myriady vtakov, kruziacich v sinku ako biely prach, a pod nimi
Lelené a strieborné more, Ceriace sa v nekonecnych Wch. :
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* Na velkoleposti Spevu o mne sa velkou mierou podiela ficir-
w0 2 hravost jeho slovnika. Bésefi sa v tomto ohlade stotosfiu-
¢ so zdlubou v lingvistickych hrackdch, krord je charakeeristickd
e polovicu 19. storotia, ale aj pre Dickensa, Melvilla a Tiwaina.
\ devitnistom storoéi anglicky jazyk explodoval. Bolo to zrejme
v dosledku technickych inovicif a bohatstva Anglicka spolu s ex-
panziou jazyka z Britského impéria do celého sveta, ako aj Sire-
nim 2 sistavngm vjvojom paralelnych vetiev jazyka v Spojenych
och, Indii, Kanade a Australii. Bolo to aj storogie masového
sirastu gramotnosti. Ked vydavatelstvo Wordsworth publikova-
o Lyrické balady (Lyrical Ballads), len priblizne 40 % anglickych
muiov a menej ne# 25 % Zien sa vedelo podpisat. V devitndstom
storodi sa Tudia, predovietkym v Spojenych stitoch, udili &frat,

¢o sa uitipacne spomina aj v Speve o mne:

Dalo ti 10 zabrat, kjm si sa naucil éirat?
Bol si pyiny, ze si pochopil zmysel bdsni?

Toto naméhavé osvojenie si jazyka a vjvoj technolégii, ktoré pri-
niesli lacné knihy, asopisy a noviny, urite sposobili ist opojenost
slovom, ktord sa objavuje u spisovatelov v polovici 19. storocia,
a keord v anglickom jazyku nem obdobu. Azda len s vynimkou
Chaucerovych verdov (1343-1400) a Shakespearovych hier (1564-

1616), infch dvoch momentov, ked nové technolégie priniesli
novej vrstve obyvatelstva divoki zmes uéeného a ludového jazyka.
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A large part of the brilliance of “Song of Myself” is the raffishness and playfulness of its diction.
The poem belongs in that way to the mid-nineteenth century’s love of linguistic play that also
characterizes Dickens and Melville and Twain. The English language exploded in the nineteenth
century. This must have been a function of English wealth and technical innovation, mixed with
the expansion of the language through the British Empire to much of the world, and the
emergence and continued development of parallel branches of the language in the United States
and India and Canada and Australia. It was also the century of the development of mass literacy.
When Wordsworth published Lyrical Ballads, something like 40 percent of English males could
produce a signature, and less than 25 percent of English females. In the nineteenth century,
espedially in the United States, people were learning to read, a fact that shows up, poignantly,
early in “Song of Myself”:

Have you practiced so long to learn to read?
Have you felt so proud to get at the meaning of poems?

This hard-bought acquisition of language and the development of technologies that delivered
inexpensive books and magazines and newspapers must account for a certain word-drunkenness
in the English language writers of mid-century that is unlike anything else in English except
perhaps the verse of Chaucer and the plays of Shakespeare, two other moments when new
technologies were delivering a wild mix of learned and vernacular language to a new class of
people. Paul Zweig, in his study of Whitman, reports on a librarian in the New York Public
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Naéiahla som sa za knihou, ktort mi poslali z redakcie La-
dies’ Day.

Ked som ju otvorila, vypadla z nej otvaracia karticka. Na
vonkajiej strane bol pudlik v kvietkovanom zupane, ako sedi
so smutnym vyrazom v kosi pre psov, a vnutri bol ten isty
pudlik, ako lezi v kosi a tvrdo spi, pricom sa slabo usmieva
pod vysivanou prikryvkou s textom: ,Na vas bal vsetok vam
najviac pomoze odpo¢inok.“ Na spodny okraj karty niekto
levandulovym atramentom dopisal: ,Skoré uzdravenie Zela-
ju vietci Vasi dobri priatelia z Ladies’ Day*.

Prelistovala som si jednu poviedku, potom dal$iu, az som
natrafila na pribeh o figovniku.

Ten figovnik rastol na zelenom travniku medzi domom is-
tého Zida a klastorom, a ten Zid a pévabna mniska sa stre-
tavali pri tom strome a oberali zrelé figy, az jedného diia
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zbada’lvi, 7e v hniezde na konéri stromu sa liahne vtak, a ked
to vtacatko pozorovali, ako sa vykltva z vajca, dotkli sa je
den dry.hého chrbtami ruk, a potom ta mniska uz nechod)ile-l
s tym Zidom oberat figy a namiesto nej tam chodila katolic-
ka kuchynska sluzka s nepeknou tvarou, ktora vzdy, ked figy
natrhali, vietky ich spoitala, aby si bola ista, & si Zid nena-
oberal viac, a ten bol od ztrivosti cely bez seba.

Pomyslela som si, Ze je to krasny pribeh, najma ta ¢ast o fi-
govniku v zime pod snehom a potom aj na jar, ked je ovesa-
ny zelenymi plodmi. Ked som sa dostala na poslednt stranu,
bolo mi smutno. Tuzila som preplietat sa pomedzi tie ¢ierne
vytlagené riadky, ako ked preliezate cez plot, a zaspat pod
tym nadhernym velkym zelenym figovnikom.

7dalo sa mi, ze Buddy Willard a ja sme ako ten Zid a ta
mniska, hoci sme, pravdaze, neboli ani Zidia, ani katolici, ale
unitari. Stretli sme sa pod nasim vlastnym imaginarnym fi-
govnikom, no nevideli sme vtaka vyliezajticeho z vajca, ale
dieta vyliezajuce zo Zeny, a potom sa stalo nieco strasné
a my sme sa pobrali kazdy svojou cestou.

Ako som lezala vo svojej bielej hotelovej posteli a citila
sa opustene a slabo, pomyslela som si na Buddyho Willarda,
ako lezi v tom sanatoriu v Adirondackskom pohori a citi sa
este opustenejsie a slabsie nez ja, a mala som pocit, 7e som
ta najvacsia mrcha na svete. Buddy mi v listoch opakovane
pisal, Ze ¢ita basne od istého basnika, ktory bol zérove.h le-
Kér, a 7e sa dozvedel o istom slavnom ruskom autorovi po-
viedok, ktory bol takisto lekar, takze lekari a spisovatelia by

hadam aj mohli spolu dobre "VChéd.sz' BRI O TR TS S
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Onedlho sa ocitol na vrchole Amon Henu. Zastal a lapal po
dychu. Ako cez hmlu videl Siroky plochy kruh, vydlazdeny vel-
kymi kamenmi a obklopeny rozpadavajicim sa opevnenim.
Uprostred bol na Styroch vytesanych stipoch vyvySeny stolec,
ku ktorému sa vystupovalo mnohymi schodmi. Frodo po nich
vystupil hore a sadol si na to starobyl€ kreslo s pocitom strate-
ného dietata, ktoré sa vydriapalo na tron horskych kralov.

Sprvu videl malo. Zdalo sa mu, Ze sa ocitol v hmlistom svete,
kde su len tiene. Bol v moci Prstefia. Potom sa hmla na niekto-




