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ministry of culture 
of the czech republic

The Ministry of Culture of the Czech Republic 
is the central authority of public administration 
for the area of arts, cultural education and na-
tional heritage. Among those other functions, 
it also administers libraries. Since its creation it 
has supported Czech culture abroad; shielding 
Czech culture and its representation in the 
frame of book fairs worldwide is an insepara-
ble part of this conceptual support.

www.mkcr.cz



the moravian library

The Moravian Library is one of the forefront 
memory institutions in the Czech Republic.
Its creation dates back to the beginning of the 
nineteenth century. It fulfils the basic functions 
of a  library, conducts scientific research and 
representative tasks as well. It has also been 
assigned to represent the Czech book culture 
at foreign book fairs by its founder – the Minis-
try of Culture of the Czech Republic.

www.mzk.cz



Czech Literary Centre is a  state-funded or-
ganisation supporting and promoting Czech 
literature abroad and in the Czech Republic. 
The centre is a section of the Moravian Library. 
The Centre promotes prose, literature for chil
dren and young adults, poetry, drama, comics, 
non-fiction and new forms of literature; acts 
as an information hub for foreign publishers, 
translators, Czech studies specialists, event or-
ganisers and others interested in Czech litera
ture; provides grants for authors to attend cul
tural events abroad; organises residencies for 
foreign translators, Czech studies specialists 
and authors; is involved in the presentation of 
Czech literature at book fairs abroad in cooper
ation with its parent institution.

info@czechlit.cz 
www.czechlit.cz

Czech Literary centre



Baobab

Baobab, an alternative publisher of children's  illustrated 
books, is dedicated to publishing original texts and interest-
ing translations. In their artistic elaboration, he collaborates 
with the upcoming generation of artists.

Plavecká 14, CZ – 128 00 Prague 2
baobabooks@gmail.com
www.baobab-books.net 

Brio, spol. s r.o.

BRIO is the publisher of highly illustrated editions of children ś 
classics and modern tales. Since more than 25 years we have 
been cooperating with leading Czech and Slovak illustrators 
and exported our books to many countries around the world.

Oderská 333/5,  CZ – 196 00 Prague 9 – Čakovice, 
heger@slovart.sk
www.slovart.cz



EuroMEDiA Group, a. s.

Euromedia Group (EMG) was founded in 1991 and it is one 
of the largest companies doing business in the Czech book 
market. It publishes over 700 new titles a  year under the 
following imprints: Kalibr, Ikar, Odeon, Universum, Yoli, 
Esence, Pragma, Laser, Brána, Listen, Pikola, Témbr and 
Granit. EMG also owns the largest book distribution network 
in the Czech Republic, supplying booksellers, bookselling 
networks, e-shops and hypermarkets with the production of 
the majority of Czech publishers.

Nádražní 896/30, CZ – 150 00 Prague 5
diestlerova.petra@euromedia.cz
www.euromedia.cz 

Host publishers

Host Publishers is one of the largest independent publishing 
houses in the Czech Republic, currently publishing about 
150 titles annually. Host brand has become a  guarantee of 
high-quality literature in many genres. In recent years, Host 
has strengthened their list by adding the children’s  literature 
programme. Acclaimed original Czech works for children in-
clude books by Petra Soukupová, Alena Mornštajnová, Petra 
Dvořáková, Irena Hejdová and Olga Stehlíková.

Radlas 5, CZ – 602 00 Brno
blatna@hostbrno.cz	
www.hostbrno.cz 



iNFoA

INFOA is a wholly independent publishing house based in the 
Czech Republic, which is dedicated to producing quality lan-
guage and children’s materials. Founded in 1992, the company 
has enjoyed steady, rapid growth and currently has a list of over 
2000 titles. INFOA language titles cater for both adult learners 
and children, at a wide range of levels and languages. In addi-
tion, INFOA's list includes children's board books, activity books, 
guides and colouring books for children as well as adults.

Nová 141, CZ – 789 72 Dubicko
infoa@infoa.cz
www.infoa.cz

LABYriNT & rAKETA

LABYRINT publishing focuses on art books, fiction and comics. 
The sublabel RAKETA is dedicated to children's books. Labyrint 
also publishes RAKETA, an original children's magazine.

Dittrichova 5, CZ – 120 00 Prague 2
labyrint@labyrint.net
www.labyrint.net



pETrKov

The Petrkov publishing house mainly publishes children's litera-
ture. The main author is Pavel Čech.

Havlíčkovo náměstí 180, CZ – 580 01 Havlíčkův Brod
peternovotny@centrum.cz
www.petrkov.cz

Svět knihy / Book World

Company founded by the Association of Czech Booksellers 
and Publishers. Its main activity is the organisation of the 
annual Book World Prague Fair, the promotion of books and 
literature and the export of Czech books.

Fügnerovo nám. 1808/3, CZ – 120 00 Prague 2
radovan.auer@svetknihy.cz
www.svetknihy.cz



Selection of publishers for 
children and young adults

65.POLE
www.65pole.cz

ACADEMIA
www.academia.cz

ALBATROS MEDIA
www.albatrosmedia.cz

BAOBAB
www.baobab-books.net

BĚŽÍLIŠKA
www.beziliska.cz

BRIO
www.slovart.cz/knihy-v-cestine/
pro-deti-a-mladez/brio.html 

BYLO NEBYLO
www.bylonebylo.com 

CESTA DOMŮ
www.cestadomu.cz/nakladatelstvi

EDITIO KAREZ
www.editiokarez.com 

EUROMEDIA GROUP
www.euromedia.cz

HOST PUBLISHERS
www.hostbrno.cz

INFOA
www.infoa.cz 

LABYRINT & RAKETA
www.labyrint.net

MEANDER
www.meander.cz

MGR. JANA KOSTELECKA – 
JAKOST
www.jakost.net

NAKLADATELSTVÍ LUX
www.lux-books.cz 

NÁRODNÍ GALERIE V PRAZE
www.ngprague.cz

NOVELA BOHEMICA	
www.novelabohemica.cz

PETRKOV
www.petrkov.cz

PIPASIK
www.pipasik.cz

POKETO
www.poketo.cz

POP-PAP
www.pop-pap.cz

PRÁH
www.prah.cz

STATUTÁRNÍ MĚSTO ZLÍN
www.zlin.eu 

VERZONE
www.verzone.cz

SPŠG A VOŠG
www.hellichovka.cz 



EXHIBITION OF EIGHT CONCERTINA BOOKS ON THE THEME 
SMALL/BIG THAT WERE CREATED BY CZECH AUTHORS AND 

ILLUSTRATORS.

The books were created as part of a Czech Literary Centre project (a section of the Moravian Library in 
Brno), which is implemented with the financial participation of the EU through the Ministry of Culture 

of the Czech Republic within the framework of the National Recovery Plan.

Traffic
jamPaT r i k 

a N Tc z a k
av i h a i 
N i z r i The sun sank behind a flatbed truck,

and the moon rose over the cars waiting, stuck.

A driver offered another a coffee,
a woman handed out treats from 
some bakery.

From a black van a band got out
and as they played
we could twist, we could shout.

And then engines started to fire
and again we could go where we 
desired.

But in the jam our memories had fled,
so we forgot the plans we’d made 
earlier of where we would head.

a ShorT  
TalE aBoUT 
waTEr

N i ko l a 
lo G o S ová

m i c h a l 
š T ě Pá N E k

kEEP yoUr 
SoUl UP 

a N d r E a  
Tac h E z y

ja N a  
š r á m ková 

Then Kilian was pretty much at the 
top. Below him he could see the 
whole landscape, the whole way he 
had come. For a long time he just 
stood there. 

He breathed the beauty down into 
his stomach and his throat ached 
with a strange melancholy that 
made him want to sing. He would 
sing a new song that no-one had 
ever heard before.

Suddenly he knew for certain that  
a few steps away he would discover 
a spring of the purest water. How he 
had sought this! Now he saw that 
the stream that wound across the 
hillside, which he had drawn water 

from so many times, sprang from 
just below the mountain top. So the 
stream was the purest source! All 
these days, he had been drinking 
from it...

The path led upward. Upward sounds 
noble, even if you have to go back 
down again. First, though, Kilian 
would have a rest. He would lie down, 
put his hands behind his head and 

close his eyes peacefully. What 
could happen to him? The mountain 
would bear him, the sky would cover 
him. He had drunk water that would 
become a source in him.

Grow UP  
oN ThE doUBlE!
voj T ě c h  
š E da

lU k áš  
cS i cS E ly

After that, Johan decided he had better disguise 

himself. It was already dark, and the clothes-

stealing operation went smoothly. He chose 

women’s clothes so that no-one would recognize 

him. He took delight in how cunning he had 

been, but not for long. As darkness fell, so did his 

spirits. He bemoaned the fact that his mum hadn’t 

recognized him, and also that he had stolen 

and lied. On top of that, he was hungry. And he 

was lost. He had never been so far away on his 

own. He didn’t recognize a single house, tree or 

shop. He couldn’t say: “I’m Johan, take me to my 

mummy!” He was on the verge of tears when all 

at once the darkness was lit up by a neon light. 

A miracle? A wondrous sight? The jolliest hotel 

in the world! Even better with his own eyes than 

it was on the telly. Johan was overcome with 

joy. He immediately went in. There were comets 

suspended above elephant chairs and puppies 

snuffling around on the floor.

“Come here!” said a voice from reception. 

Johan went running up. A frowning little girl 

peeked out: “I’m not a little girl, I’m a grown-up 

who can’t get a job anywhere else – I’m not going 

to explain it again! ID! Quick!”

He was taken aback by her tone. Why was she 

angry? He hadn’t done anything! And that ID thing again? Johan had had enough of 

this. All this finery and he was getting told off again? He wanted to protest, he wanted 

to, but…he just burst into tears.

“What are you blubbing for? Are you a little kid or what?” said the little girl in confusion.

“Yes, I am,” sobbed Johan.

“Rubbish, you’re a big strapping bloke!”

“No.”

“You’re full of it! I’ve got eyes, haven’t I?”

“I’m only eight.”

“Don’t wind me up!” she said, getting riled, but when he started crying even harder, she 

stopped short. 

She took him to the hotel restaurant. When he tearfully ordered five chocolate sundaes, 

she concluded that maybe he wasn’t lying after all. She remembered how she used to 

run around in the woods with her friends. She took such delight in nature, especially 

when they discovered a nest of baby birds or a mouse hole. And if they came across 

deer, she was beside herself with happiness. She thought they were ever so dainty 

and ever so cute. It was as if they stayed baby animals all their life. That was what 

she wanted too. But her parents forbade it. Whether it was bringing animals home or 

climbing trees, they forbade everything. She didn’t understand them. Or the teachers. 

To her, the world of grown-ups seemed like homework: problems, calculations, work 

and no skip-to-my-lou or king-of-the-castle. Flowers were something they used to 

apologize or bribe each other. They thought pigeons and doves were dirty and they 

ran over deer in their cars. She wished never to grow up. And that’s what happened 

– unfortunately… At first she had fun, but as time went on, her friends grew up, her 

parents died and she was left alone. She wanted to meet someone and get a job, but 

everyone thought she was a child and no-one took her seriously. They laughed at her. 

And she laughed less and less. Eventually she grew bitter. And now here was Johan 

sitting opposite her in an adult body, crying into his chocolate sundae… “Hey, kid, what 

did you do that made you grow up like this?” she thought to ask.

Johan was so delighted to be called “kid” that he started talking. And when he had 

told her his story, she was delighted too and told him hers. She talked about the desire 

not to grow up, about the animals, about a scary tower block, an ugly old woman and 

advice to eat her own body weight in food that grown-ups don’t eat… 

“What don’t grown-ups eat? Smurf ice cream?” it occurred to Johan. 

The little girl called the waiter over: “A tub of Smurf ice cream for him and a hundred 

hard-boiled eggs for me!”

As their order was brought over, Johan was looking forward to hugging his mum and 

rolling in a puddle and no-one asking him for an ID card. The little girl was looking 

forward to people saying hello to her, to buying a beer and landing herself a job in  

a bank, and maybe even a husband! And then they feasted… They ate, they drank, they 

stuffed themselves until the guests whispered to each other: Won’t they burst? Will 

another wish come true for them, or does each person only get one? And what then? 

Will Johan wait twelve years to return home? Will Johan teach the little girl how to be  

a child again, since she looks like one anyway? For my part, I hoped they would enjoy 

their meal – that it wouldn’t turn their stomachs and everything would turn out well. 

 

The End

roBiN a roB
m a rT i N a 
T r c h ová

m a r k é Ta 
P i l áTová

i’vE loST 
SomEThiNG

da rja 
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d o r a 
k a P r á lová

In the distance beyond the woods I spotted a fire.
So I set off across the field towards the fire to look for it, but the rain came on 
and there was nothing left of the fire but smoke.
Luckily, some pipes appeared in front of me – those big concrete pipes.
I crawled into one of them to wait out the downpour and warm up a bit.
Something clattered in the pipes.
Whoooo! 
It scared the life out of me. There were three figures crouching in front of me.
Two men and a woman.
“What are you doing here, youngster?” asked the oldest man, shining a torch 
at me.
“I’ve lost something and I can’t find it because I don’t know what it is I’ve lost,”  
I said quite truthfully,
“And now it’s raining and I want to go to sleep.” 

I was afraid they’d hurt me, but they were pretty laid-back.
“Fair enough,” said the first one reassuringly, holding out his hand for me to 
shake. “I’m Yesterday, by the way.” 
“And I’m Tomorrow,” chuckled Tomorrow.
“I’m Letitgo,” said the woman, smiling.
I noticed she was missing a few teeth, but she was sweet.

I wanted to ask what they were doing there, if they had lost something too,  
but Mrs Letitgo 
interrupted my thoughts:
“We live here, in these pipes.
It’s our gaff, the only one we’ve got right now.”
“You know, we kind of lost our way in life...,” Mr Yesterday added, his voice 
growing hoarse.
“I get that, I’m looking for something too,” I said thoughtfully, suddenly feeling 
grown-up.
“There now, let it go,” Mrs Letitgo said to me, stroking my cheek. She didn’t 
smell very nice, but she was almost as kind as my mum.
I felt a pang of homesickness.
“Look,” Mrs Letitgo went on, “tomorrow you run along to school, say hello 
to the janitor and be sure to behave yourself. And most importantly, don’t 
go looking for anything – after all, they’re bound to be looking for you back 
home!”

“And think yourself lucky that there is someone looking for you,” chipped  
in Mr Yesterday regretfully.
I thanked them for their advice, shared their dinner of dry rolls and then we 
settled down to sleep...
“And listen,” remarked Tomorrow as I drifted off, “if you did lose something 
today, then it was the whole day you spent searching, youngster.” 
Saying that, he laughed thunderously.

I spent the night in the pipes with them and in the morning they walked me 
home.
And what a magnificent procession it was!
Mr Yesterday led the way, followed by me and Mr Tomorrow and Mrs Letitgo.
In front of our house there were five police cars with sirens blaring. 
My rescuers took fright at the police, but I grasped Mrs Letitgo’s hand firmly 
and we walked up to them.
 
Dad yelled from a distance that he was going to kill me, but instead he threw 
his arms around me and hugged me.
Mum was crying. And I told everyone in a nice loud voice that these three had 
saved me.
And the mayor, who was standing there as well, declared that in that case they 
deserved something better than just pipes to live in  
and that he would give them the keys to the abandoned cottage.
Mum asked: “Why did you run away from home in the first place?” 
I wanted to tell her I’d lost something yesterday and gone to look for it,  
but I decided it was better to keep quiet. 
After all, tomorrow is another day.  
And I was done in.

Since then I’ve got three new friends, even if they are a good bit older than me. 
They often thank me for getting them better digs and slap me on the back. 
And yesterday Mrs Letitgo even married Mr Tomorrow. They opened up  
a snack bar at the station and moved into the station building.
And Mr Yesterday is helping Mr Smithereen on the building site.
They say they’ve let go of the past.
And I still don’t know what it was I lost that day when I went to look for it –
But you know what?
I’ve let it go now too. We finish folding the boat 

and send it floating down 
the river. 

What’s a kayak? 
I went kayaking with your gran. 
Those were the days.

Grandpa, wake up, it’s raining…
let’s take shelter. Don’t be so 
namby-pamby, little one. 
At least it’ll make you grow 
a bit! But if you insist…

Once, when I was a nipper, your 
grandpa and I got totally drenched. 
I mean totally. 
Grandpa wanted to take shelter, 
but I didn’t go with him – I liked it.

After the rain stopped, we jumped about in the mud 
and Aunt Midge got stuck up to her neck in it… 
We just couldn’t pull her out.

What’s that, Mum?
Gran’s wellies. She 
wore these when 
it rained a lot.

Did it rain all the time when you were 
little? Not all the time. Sometimes it was 
pretty hot. We swam in the river to cool off. 
It was so deep back then!

I’ve got a steamboat! I’ll 
get on board and sail all 
the way to the sea!

Though we had to watch out for 
people bathing in the river. So we 
didn’t run over their heads.

Mum, Dad, the water 
is up to my nose!

So you will, my baby. And 
maybe you’ll meet someone 
along the way…

Když jsem byla malá, chodívala 
jsem k řece, dívat se na parník. 
Čekala jsem, že jednou zastaví, 
vystoupí z něj krásný cizinec a 
vezme mě s sebou do světa.

Měli jsme pět dětí a všecky 
byly pořád u vody. Vůbec 
nechtěly domů.

V řece byly mrňavé rybičky. Tvůj 
táta jednu chytil a přinesl si ji 
domů.

Ale táta mi vyprávěl, že jednou 
chytili tak velkou rybu, že ji 
vůbec nemohli unést!

Tati, mohl by tady 
s tebou Teo chvíli 
chytat ryby?

Pojď, Teo, vezmu tě na lodičku.
Jé, dědo, ty umíš skvěle pádlovat!
Veslovat, Teo. Pádluje se na kajaku.

A vystoupil, babi?
Ano. A zůstal tady 
se mnou.

Jojo, to chytil. To už je dávno. Já jsem 
to asi zapomněla. Tak já už jdu domů, 
dojdi za tátou, ať jde taky…

EvEN GraNdma 
waS liTTlE 

o lGa 
Č E r N á

E va 
vo l f ová
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see you at book fairs

London 
18–20 april 

2023

leipzig
27–30 april 

2023

frankfurt/main
18–22 october

2023


