Pt
3. 6. 2018

PRAZSKE JARO
PRAGUE SPRING

73. mezindrodni hudebni festival / 73 International Music Festival

www.festival.cz



PATRONI PRAZSKEHO

JARA

PATRONS OF THE
PRAGUE SPRING

CYRIL
HOSCHL

Pro¢é mam rad hudbu...

CZ Na otdzku, proé mam rad hudbu, nejlépe odpovidaiji slova
slavného pianisty Arthura Rubinsteina, kterymi kdysi odpové-
dél na dopis, jenz jsme mu jako dospivajici kluci s kamaradem
napsali: ,...neni nic krasnéjsiho na lidském byti nez nalézt
spfiznéné duse v tomto vagnim svété, ktery ndm nevysvét-
luje a nikdy nevysvétli, pro¢ existujeme, ktery nds nechdva
trpét, aniz by to bylo z nasi viny, ale ktery ndm prece jen dava
prostredek, jak nds potésit, a to prfedevsim krdsou citd, které
jsou v nds, emocemi, které mame prdvo pocitovat a pfede-
vsim hudbou, kterd je jazykem tak tajemnym a tak mocnym.
Jestlize mdame silu nalézti Stésti, coZ pokladam za mozné, je-li
Uplné nepodminéné, pokud nezdddme nic od Prozietelnosti,
od bohd, které nezndme, mdze zivot tedy byt uzasnym dobro-
drustvim, které stoji za to, aby bylo proZito...”

A&koliv lidsky rozum je obdivuhodnym ndstrojem chapani
svéta, neni to ndstroj jediny. Vyslovit nevyslovitelné ¢i popsat
Nepopsatelné umi nejen poezie, ale i hudba, jez je strukturou
Vynofujici se na pozadi hugicich splavi, vééné sumicich lesd,
dzungli a vétri zenoucich se po nizkych strnistich, pise¢nych
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dundch a zasnézenych planich. Vymezuje se proti nim tak jako
tlukot srdce, jako fad nad chaosem, jako signdl v hlubinach
ocednu ¢i zveést z vesmiru, jenz se vzdaluje od plvodniho
chaosu a pfindsi poselstvi, jez rezonuje s ustrojenim nasich
citl. Co jedinec, to jina hudba, jiné barvy, jina hloubka citd.

Hudba ma ve vyvoji jednotlivce pozoruhodnou viastnost:
zraje s osobnosti. PGvodni peripubertalni vkus se rozsifuje,
mutuje, meéni - tak jako hlas. K moderni ,vazné” hudbé se
dospiva az ¢asem, az kdyz Janacek a Prokofjev zklasi&ti,

o Mahlerovi nemluvé. V pribéhu tohoto vyvoje se vytvaii
citova pameétova stopa, kterd udrzuje kontinuitu s nasi ranou
osobnosti, rozsvéci v nas pri poslechu krasné hudby ono
puvodni rozjitfené védomi, vyvolava stesk, touhu a nostal-
gii a pfivadi nas na stara kolena i k pladi. Nage duge se
rozpinaji od , Zeleni hdjové”, co hrali déde&kovi na pohibu,
pres valciky a polky prvnich taneénich, ¢ardase nadich lasek
a New Orleans nezmérné touhy po Novém svété az po samu
hranici existencidlniho tapani, na kterou narazime u Mahlera,
Stravinského ¢i Schénberga. A nékde po cesté muzeme zUstat



colem Paganinim, romanticky

podlehnout basnikam klaviru Chopinovi, Lisztc?vi 'éi Smetanovi,
alpskym bystfinam, lukam, polim a horam Vv pisnich Franze

Schuberta &i paradoxu kosmopolitniho dedstvi Antonln'cu ]
Dvoidaka. A rozervani démoni v nas budou vidy hledat utéchu

v beethovenovskéem orchestralnim zvuku na hranici klasického
tadu a nové doby. To viechno &ini nase Zivoty ,uzasnym dobro-
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uhranuti éarodéjem housli Nic

Jako kazdy rok, i letos se t&&im na zahajovaci Ii?nvcert, nebot
promény v jeho pojeti jsou nikdy nekongicim pnbef:em o
Prazského jara od jeho prvopocatka. Zejména se viak tesurg
na koncerty komorni a z nich pfedeviim na ty, jez nopra\{up
uréitou nespravedinost v ne zcela odpovidajici prezentaci
nasich umélcy, ktefi pfitom zcela objektivné dosahuji
svétovych kvalit. Pfikladem toho, o &em mluvim, bude jisté
koncert klavirniho dua Vaclav Mdcha-Miroslav Sekera, jehoZ
program se tasteéné bude kryt s neddvnym jedine¢nym
rudolfinskym koncertem sester Buniatishvilli, coz do znaéné
miry umoZni oba vecery porovnat a ocenit $pi¢kovou virtuo-
zitu a interpreta&ni bohatstvi obou &eskych pianistd.

(Modifikovano a kraceno podle stejnojmenné kapitoly v knize

J. Kouteckého Moje treti Igska. Sedmdesdt sedm zastaveni s hudbou.

Gasset 2017, str. 33-35.)

Why I like music...

EN The question of why | like music is best answered by the
words of the famous pianist Arthur Rubinstein, which he
used in response to a letter that my friend and | wrote to him
as adolescent boys: “... there is nothing more beautiful in
the human existence than to discover a kindred spirit in this
vague world, which never explains and never will explain why
we exist, which lets us suffer through no fault of our own,
but which even so gives us the means for delight, especially
with the beauty of the feelings within us, with emotions that
we have the right to feel, and most of all, with music, which
is a language of such mystery and of such power. If we have
the strength to find happiness, which | believe possible if

it is wholly unconditional, if we ask nothing of Providence,

of gods we do not know, life can be an amazing adventure,
which is worth being lived...”

Although human reason is a remarkable instrument for
understanding the world, it is not the only one. To utter the
unutterable or describe the indescribable is the prerogative
of both poetry and music, which is a structure rising out
from a backdrop of roaring cataracts, perpetually whis-
pering forests, jungles, and winds racing across low-lying
scrubs, sand dunes, and snow-covered plains. It stands in
contrast to them as the beating of the heart, as order over
chaos, as a signal in the abyssal depths of the oceans or

a message from outer space, which pulls away from the orig-
inal chaos and brings tidings that resonate with the attire
of our emotions. To each person, a different music, different
colours, different depths of feeling.
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As every year, | look forward to the opening concert, as the
metamorphoses of its approach tell the never-ending story
of Prague Spring from its very inklings. But | am even more
eager for the chamber concerts, and of those, principally
the ones that correct a certain injustice in the less than
appropriate presentation of our artists who have objectively
achieved world-class merits. An example of what | am
referring to can be seen in the concert of the piano duo

of Vaclav Macha and Miroslav Sekera, the programme of
which will partly overlap with the recent unique conf:ert of
the Buniatishvilli sisters at the Rudolfinum, which will allow
a certain degree of comparison between botch [.>erfor_n;.:=l“ces
and an appreciation of the first-rate virtuosity cfnd ric
interpretative experience of the two Czech pianists.
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rad hudbu...” in J. Koutecky. Moj . . Gaget
s hudbou - My Third Love. Seventy-seven Moments with Music.
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