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Zahrady nejen

.Zahradky je mozno zakladati nékolikerym
zpUsobem; nejlepsi je ten, Ze se na to vezme
zahradnik.

Proti vsemu zdani zahradnik se nerodi
ze semene, vyhonku, cibule, hlizy ani stupru,
nybrz vznika zkusenosti, okolim a pfirodnimi
podminkami.”

Karel Capek, Zahradnikiy rok

Zahrada! Jedno slovo a takove bohatstvi
podob, tolik predstav a obraz(! Od zahradky,
kam jsme jako déeti béhaly babi¢ce pro petr-
zel alibecek, az po honosné a dechberouci
zahrady zamkd a palacU, se zdobnymi altany,
starymi sochami a dovadivymi vodotrysky.
Zahrady jako utocisté pfed prachem a vyhni
letnich ulic. Mista odpocinku a milych setka-
ni. Odzy kazdodennosti, v nichz mdzeme na
chvilku zastavit ¢as a zapomenout na Zivot
padici za zdi. Stale nds doprovazeji a pripo-
minaji nam tu prvni, kterou jsme ztratili. Snad
proto, vejdeme-li do néjaké obzvlaste krasné
zahrady, vydechneme: To je raj!

A pravy raj a radost je i pro ilustratora
zahradu kreslit. VZdyt jaky jiny ndamét by mu
mohl poskytnout tolik prostoru a volnosti?
Tolik fantazie a barev! Hra svétel a stin
na kefich a v korunéach stromd, cizokrajné
a fantaskni kvéty a v nich utajeny sveét vil
mensich nez malicek.

Okouzleni usedame na lavicku ve sma-
vém loubi riZzovych keft a mané sivzpome-
neme na rlze, jez spolec¢né péstovali K4j
a Gerda. Jsme znovu zasazeni silou jejich
pribéhu, stejné jako osudem slavika, ktery
vénoval zivot rUzi a se zpévem ji odevzdal
i nach své krve. Myslime na obé&tavou péci
Malého prince o jedinou kvétinu, ktera vy-
rostla na jeho malé planetce.

V trave si vSimneme blankytné mod-
rych zvonk{ a vybavi se nam Jaromilova
zahradka. Jediné misto, kde chudy sirotek
nachazel utéchu, mezi svymi kvétinami. A tu
zatouzime spolu s nim sledovat kouzelneho
ptacka a moci alespon nahlédnout do kra-
lovstvi kvétin. Najednou si pomyslime, jak
krasné by bylo byti zahradnikem, byt némym

jako Bajaja, a kazdé rano nosit kvétiny do
princezninych komnat a jen tak, mimocho-
dem, pfemoci svého draka.

V klidu zahrad, kde stromy Sumi a kvé-
tiny kvetou stejné jako pred tficeti, padesati
nebo sto lety, propadame se Casem zpét
do détstvi a znovu v nas ozivaji pfibéhy, jez
jsme slychavali, stejné jako vzpominky na
pratelstvi a dobrodruzné vypravy do pra-
lesa kerfl, mezi nimiz se az k zemi sklanély
obtézkane vétve tresni.

Béda ale odvaZlivci, ktery podlehne
kouzlu a rozhodne se navstivit konkrétni
zahradu svého détstvi. | za pfedpokladu, Zze
ji nalezne tam, kde byla, zklaman zjisti, ze
hora, na kterou kdysi Splhal, je jen kopecek
s par kameny navrcholku, staré tfesné byly
pokaceny a omlazeny a kouzelna zaba na
pramenije jen malou kameninovou soskou.

Co zbyva naSemu ztroskotanciv ¢ase?
Snad vylézt na pldu a oprasit polozapome-
nuté knihy, jejichz ilustrace zUstavaji stale
stejné, tak jako viiné srpnovych trav. Prave
v téch obrazcich je pfece otisknut kus na-
Seho détstvi, kousek té nasi davné zahrady.
A tak pfiprohlizeniilustraci znovu Zasneme
nad krasou no¢niho meésta, jez z komina
pozoruji pastyrka a kominicek. Stejné jako
maly cisaf se bojime ¢erneé smrtky, ktera
PO nas uz uz natahuje ruku. Ptame se, pro¢
zlaty slavik nezpivé, a chceme, aby nam
Uspavac s duhovym destnikem pfricaroval
pohadkové sny. Sny, ve kterych pasacek
veprl ziska princeznu a kde kresadlo pri-
volava psy s o¢ima jako mlynska kola.

Kazdy z nas si pamatuje svoji nejobli-
bengjsi ilustrovanou knihu a néladu jejich
pribéhl. Vyjevy z ni se uz davno staly nasi
soucasti a zOstanou v nas po cely zivot.
Tak jako ma zahradnik pfi zakladani kazdé
zahrady zas a znovu pfilezitost stvofit novy
kousek raje, ma ilustrator pfi tvorbé kazde
knihy to vyjimecné privilegium oslovovat
svymi obrazy nejcitlivejsi a nejvnimavejsi
publikum ze vsech. Je to jedna z nejkras-
néjSich Zivotnich cest, ktera mu umoznuje si
i v dospélosti hrat a snad si i uchovat néco
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malo z toho velkého udivu a radostného
prekvapeni nad zdanlivé obycejnymivécmi,
které je pro déti tak pfirozené.

Jako zahradnik ziskava dovednosti
s kazdou vypéstovanou kvétinou, uci se
i ilustrator s kazdou kresbic¢kou a realizo-
vanou knihou. Clovék se ale nestane za-
hradnikem tim, Ze bude pobihat po svété
a nahodné vysazovat tu petrkli¢ a tamhle
tulipan. Aby vznikla zahrada, ktera bude mit
krom zelené ijiné kvality, je tfeba znat ucel,
jemuz ma slouzit. Védet, pro koho je uréena
a jak rozlehla by méla byt. Byt obeznamen
s typem pudy i charakterem terénu. Stejné
tak vytvarnik mize nakreslit tisice obrazka,
ale nestane se ilustratorem. Je tfeba osvojit
si praci s konkrétnim textem, mit pfedstavu
o budoucim &tenafi a s ohledem na néj vy-
vazit pomer ilustraci a textu, zvolit techniku
a styl kresby a predevsim mit nakladatele,
ktery ilustratorovi pomUze a's péci vytvore-
nou knihu vysle do svéta, k jejim ¢tenariim,
aby se teprve u nich mohla rozkosatit a pfi-
nést své plody. V tom je Uloha nakladatelt
zcela nezastupitelna. Bez nich by vSechny
ilustrace zUstaly jen sazeni¢kamiza oknem,
jimZ nebylo dano vyrust a dozréat.

Rozhodovat dnes o tom, jaké ilustrova-
né knihy pro déti vyjdou a jaké ne, znamena
nejen nest zitra odpoveédnost za bohatost
a kvalitu nasi knizni détske ilustrace, ale také
se podilet na prvnich &tenarskych zazitcich
tisicU déti. llustrator spolu s nakladatelem
spoluutvari svéty a poselstvi, ktera do dét-
skych hlavicek zapadnou jako seminka do
hliny, aby tam zUstala a rostla spolu s ¢love-
kem. A to je moc velikéa a dulezita véc. Proto
prosim, vénujme détskym kniham ¢as, zau-
jeti a prostor, které jim nalezi, a nenechme
se pfi tom sveést podruznostmi, které jsou
z hlediska ¢asu zcela nepodstatné. Knihy
i jejich détsti ¢tenafi si to zaslouzi.

Co mam rada nailustraci? Jeji rozmanitost.
Vzdy se snazim volit techniku a styl kresby
s ohledem na konkrétni zadani. Pokud si ale
mohu vybrat, vitézi vétSinou obyc&ejna tuzka.

Pfesné takova, se kterou jsme vsichni kreslili
prvni ¢ary a hlavonozce a pozdéji zkouseli
psat do pisanky. Rada pouzivam kresebny
nastroj ,nekresebnym” zplsobem. Bavi mne
pozorovat, jak vznika prostor pouze klade-
nim jednotlivych valérd Sedé vedle sebe. D&
se tak skvéle modelovat objem i atmosféra.
Kdyz se pak v kresbé objevi linie, pfirozené
upouta pozornost stejné jako barevny ak-
cent. Sed grafitu si s barvou dobie rozumi.
At uz je to akvarel nebo digitalni coloring,
oboji kresbu rozzafi a pfinese do ni dalsi
vyrazovy aspekt.

Gardens inside us and out

“Gardens may be created in several ways;
the best is to acquire a gardener.
Contrary to what one might expect,
a gardener is not grown from seed, shoot,
bulb, root or sucker, but arises out of ex-
perience, the surroundings and natural
conditions.”
Karel Capek, The Gardener'’s Year

Garden! A single word, and such a wealth
of forms, so many ideas and images! From
the garden where, as children, we ran to
get parsley and lovage for granny, to the
spectacular and breath-taking gardens
of chateaus and palaces, with decorative
gazebos, old statues and playful fountains.
Gardens as refuges from the dusty, scorch-
ing summer streets. Places to rest and for
pleasant encounters. Oases of the everyday
in which we can let time stop for amoment
and forget about the life hurtling by outside
the walls. Still they follow us, reminding us
of the first garden, the one we lost. Maybe
that is why, when we enter a particularly
beautiful garden, we sigh: this is paradise!
For an illustrator, drawing a garden really
is paradise and a joy. What other subject
can provide so much space and freedom?
So much imagination and colour! Plays of
light and shade on the bushes and in the
treetops, exotic and fantastic flowers and

in them the secret world of fairies smaller
than our little finger.

Enchanted, we sit down on abenchin
a laughing arbour of rose bushes and find
ourselves remembering the rose that Kai
and Gerda grew together. Once again we
are struck by the strength of their story, as
well as by the fate of the nightingale who
devoted his life to the rose and, singing,
even gave up to it the scarlet of his blood.
We think of the selfless care that the Little
Prince took of the only flower that grew on
his little planet.

In the grass we notice the sky-blue
harebells and remember Jaromil's garden.
The only place where the poor orphan found
consolation, among his flowers. We long to
follow the magic bird with him and to be able
to at least glimpse the kingdom of flowers.
Suddenly we think how wonderful it would
be to be a gardener, even a dumb one like
Bajaja, to bring flowers every morning to
princesses’ chambers, and to slay a drag-
on just like that, in passing. In the calm of
a garden, where the trees rustle and the
flowers bloom just as they did thirty, fifty or
a hundred years ago, we fall back through
time into our childhood, and the stories we
used to hear come alive again, just like the
memories of friendships and adventurous
excursions into the jungle of bushes, and
among them the laden cherry tree boughs
bending to the earth.

But woe to those bold people who
succumb to the magic and decide to visit
a garden from their childhood. Even if they
find it where it used to be, they will find to
their disappointment that the mountain they
once climbed is only alittle hill with a couple
of stones on top, the old cherry trees have
been cut down and renewed, and the magic
frog on the spring is just a little stone statue.

What else can those shipwrecked in
time do but go up to the attic and dust off
the half-forgotten books whose illustra-
tions remain just the same, like the smell of
August grasses. In these pictures a piece

of our childhood is imprinted, a piece of
our long-ago garden. And, looking at the
illustrations, we are once again thrilled by
the beauty of the city at night, which the
shepherdess and the chimney sweep watch
from the chimney. Like the little emperor we
are afraid of black death, which is already
reaching out a hand to us. We ask why the
golden nightingale does not sing, and we
want the Sandman with his rainbow um-
brella to conjure up wonderful dreams for
us. Dreams in which the swineherd wins the
princess, and where the flint attracts dogs
with eyes like millwheels.

We all remember our favourite illustrat-
ed book and the atmosphere of its stories.
The scenes from it long ago became part
of our present, and will stay in us all our
life. Just as each garden that a garden-
er creates brings another opportunity to
create a new bit of paradise, the illustrator,
with the creation of each new book, has
the exceptional privilege of addressing the
most sensitive and perceptive audience of
all. It is one of the most beautiful paths in
life, allowing one to play even as an adult,
and hopefully even preserve something of
that great amazement and joyful surprise
at apparently ordinary things that comes
so naturally to children.

As a gardener gains skills with each
flower grown, so the illustrator learns more
with each drawing and book created. How-
ever, one does not become a gardener
by running about the world and planting
a primrose here and a tulip there. In order
to create a garden that has other qualities
apart from greenery, one needs to know
the purpose it is to serve. To know who it is
designed for and how big it should be. To
be acquainted with the type of soil and the
character of the terrain. In the same way,
an artist may draw thousands of pictures,
but will not become an illustrator. One has
to learn how to work with a specific text, to
have an idea of one's readership and, taking
itinto account, to balance the proportion of
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illustrations to text, to choose a technique
and a drawing style and above all to have
a publisher who will help the illustrator and
send the carefully-created book off into the
world, to its readers, which is where it will
bloom and bear fruit. In this the role of the
publisher is utterly irreplaceable. Without
publishers, all the illustrations would only
ever remain seedlings on the windowsill,
never allowed to grow and mature.

To decide today which illustrated
books for children will be published, and
which will not, is not only to bear respon-
sibility tomorrow for the wealth and quality
of our children’s book illustration. It is also
to share in the first reading experiences
of thousands of children. The illustrator,
together with the publisher, helps to create
the worlds and the messages that fall into
children’s heads like seeds into the ground.
They will stay there and grow as the person
grows. And this is a huge and very important
thing. Let us thus devote the time, enthu-
siasm and space to children’s books that
they deserve, and let us not be led aside
in this by secondary considerations that
are from the point of view of time entirely
inessential. Books and the children who
read them deserve it.

What do | like about illustration? Its varie-
ty. I always try to choose a technique and
drawing style with regard to the specif-
ic commission. If | can choose, however,
the winner is usually the ordinary pencil.
Just like the one that we all used to draw
our first lines, heads on legs, and later to
write in our exercise books. | like to use
drawing tools in a ‘non-drawing’ way.
| like to watch how space is created merely
by putting different shades of grey next
to each other. This is an excellent way of
modelling the volume and atmosphere.
When lines then appear in the drawing, they
naturally draw attention, as does a colour
accent. The grey of graphite goes well with
colour. Whether it is water colour or digital

colouring, both light up the drawing and
bring it a further expressive aspect.
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