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					Disclaimer (or: What you are reading  

					
here – and what you are not)  


					This book tells of my personal journey. It is based  

					
on a true story, real experiences, real emotions –  


					and yes, real stumbles (literally). Some people I  

					encountered along the way appear with their real  

					
names. Others are not mentioned by name – not  


					because I forgot them, but because privacy is  

					sometimes worth its weight in gold.  

					The stories are as I experienced them. They are not  

					
a scientific study, but a view through the heart –  


					with all its highs, lows, doubts, and triumphs. If  

					you recognize yourself somewhere: That's either a  

					nice coincidence... or you were really there.  

					This book is meant to motivate, encourage, and  

					bring a smile to your face. It doesn't want to step  

					
on anyone's toes – even though that's almost part  


					of the deal with tap dancers.  

					Oh… and since )’m more of a tap dancer than a  

					
writer – and English isn’t my first language –  


					please be kind when it comes to spelling and  

					grammar.  

					)f you do spot any mistakes… feel free to keep  

					them.  
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					Foreword  

					Starting over in the middle of life? Why not.  

					
This book tells the story of my personal journey –  


					from the moment I laced up my first pair of tap  

					shoes at 35, to the day I stood on the podium at the  

					World Championship.  

					)t’s a story about dreams, doubts, sweat, and  

					
euphoria – and about the truth that it’s never too  


					late to surprise yourself.  

					Of course, it doesn’t have to be tap dancing.  

					I hope this story inspires you to follow your own  

					path.  

					No matter how old you are or what others say:  

					You’re capable of more than you think.  

					Take the first step…  

					6

				

			

		

		
			
				
					
Chapter 1 – Dancing? Not Me!  


					Do you remember that one boy from your school  

					days?  

					Not the top of the class, but not the one who  

					always had detention either. Not the one everyone  

					admired, but also not the one no one remembered.  

					Just a guy who was kind of… normal.  

					Exactly. That guy was me.  

					Born in 1984, somewhere in the Swiss Midlands, in  

					a village near Winterthur. No Hollywood, no  

					
glamour, no drama – just a perfectly average place  


					with meadows, cows, and neighbors who knew  

					exactly when you got home at night. I grew up with  

					an older brother. Even though we were quite  

					different, we spent a lot of time together as kids.  

					We were often outside for hours, building tents or  

					spying on the neighbors in our undercover agent  

					role-playing missions. Together, we also  

					experienced the dawn of the console era. Let me  

					just say: ꢀF)FA and GoldenEye forever!ꢁ  

					
Our family was – how shall I put it – solidly classic.  


					No golden faucets, but also no dry crispbread with  

					margarine for dinner. Just average. And I mean  

					that lovingly. I was an average student, had an  

					average number of friends, did average-length  

					7

				

			

		

		
			
				
					homework (which I completed in an average,  

					
highly minimalist way), and looked – well –  


					average too. Okay, maybe a tiny bit better than  

					average… but that’s a matter of taste.  

					Outdoors, however, I was unstoppable. On the  

					playground. On the sports field after school. Or  

					racing around on my bike, taking part in semi-legal  

					dares with my friends. I was always up for some  

					
mischief – as long as it wasn’t boring. ) loved  


					
variety. Soccer, ice hockey, basketball – I tried it  


					all. You could say I was athletic and had a wide  

					range of interests. But as soon as something  

					became too repetitive, I was out. I could only really  

					commit to something if I was burning for it. And  

					
honestly? That didn’t happen often. Patience was  


					not my strongest muscle. )’m thinking about how  

					
many model kits I wanted to build – and how many  


					I actually finished. Most of the time, I gave up at  

					the painting stage.  

					
But then – at around 18 – something happened: I  


					discovered the gym. And I discovered my biceps.  

					Both of them, in fact.  

					I became a gym junkie. Pumping, pressing, lifting,  

					
flexing, measuring – every single day. Who needs  


					books when you’ve got a mirror? ) was addicted to  

					
progress, to shape, to protein shakes – ꢀchocolate-  


					cardboardꢁ was my favorite flavor. My goal: a body  

					of steel.  

					8

				

			

		

		
			
				
					My result: a fractured elbow. And not just a little  

					
crack – a full shutdown. Nothing worked anymore.  


					For quite a while.  

					And suddenly I saw how fast all those pumped-up  

					
muscles faded – like a balloon slowly deflating.  


					That was my aha moment. Was I really going to  

					train for the rest of my life just to like what I saw in  

					
the mirror – and maybe impress a few others?  


					
Would I ever be able to stop?  


					) realized: this couldn’t be it.  

					Hanging up the dumbbells was easy. Saying  

					goodbye to my beloved mirror image? Not so  

					much.  

					
Then came the next big turning point – the real,  


					important one: I became a father. Wow!  

					Our first daughter arrived in 2011, the second in  

					2015. And suddenly, all priorities shifted.  

					
No more weights, no more protein bars – just  


					diapers, toys, and toddler gymnastics (as a  

					spectator, of course).  

					My biggest hobby became my family. I was all in,  

					
heart and soul. Well – after a bit of adjustment  


					time, to be honest.  

					And diapers… well, ) wouldn’t call myself a  

					
ꢀdiaper-changing expert,ꢁ exactly.  


					I hardly had time for sports during this phase, but I  

					
trained different muscles – patience, empathy,  


					responsibility.  

					The important ones, really.  

					9

				

			

		

		
			
				
					Tap dancing?  

					Nowhere on the radar. Zero. Nada. Dancing was  

					
something other people did – at parties, often after  


					a few drinks, and rarely gracefully.  

					I danced at weddings, at most. And even then, only  

					in ways that would never be caught on camera.  

					But you know what? That’s the whole point.  

					) wasn’t the kind of guy where people said, ꢀOf  

					course he’ll be a world tap dancing champion one  

					day!ꢁ  

					Quite the opposite.  

					) was the guy people looked at and said, ꢀ(im?  

					Seriously?ꢁ  

					And that’s exactly why )’m telling you this story.  

					Because ) want to show you that you don’t need a  

					perfect résumé, a child prodigy gene, or a silver  

					spoon in your mouth.  

					I started out completely normal. Average. With  

					rough edges.  

					
With phases where I was super motivated – and  


					others where ) didn’t even have the energy to pair  

					up my socks.  

					But then, years later, there came a moment where  

					something clicked.  

					
And what happened next changed my life – and led  


					me to write this book.  
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Chapter 2 – The First Step: How It All  


					Began  

					Do you believe in love at first sight?  

					
Or have you ever seen something – maybe in a  


					
store, online, or in a holiday brochure – and  


					instantly thought:  

					ꢀ) need this!ꢁ or ꢀThat’s where ) want to go!ꢁ  

					Well, if you ask me… at least when it comes to tap  

					dancing, my answer is a clear NO.  

					It all actually began when I was a tender 17 years  

					old and met my future wife. She was the ice  

					princess at our local rink, and I was trying to make  

					it as a hobby hockey player. But since this book  

					isn’t supposed to be a cheesy love story, let’s fast  

					
forward a bit – to the evening when she took me  


					on a date to our local theater.  

					And what was on the program?  

					
Right – a tap dance performance featuring none  


					other than Daniel Borak, a multiple-time world tap  

					dance champion. Think of him as the Cristiano  

					Ronaldo of tap dancing.  

					Why did my sweetheart choose a tap show for our  

					date?  

					Because she herself used to tap dance as a child.  

					11  

				

			

		

		
			
				
					
Back then, she danced with Liba Borak, Daniel’s  


					
mother – a former prima ballerina from the Czech  


					Republic who opened her own dance school over  

					40 years ago.  

					So there we were, sitting close to the stage.  

					
The curtain rose – and the stage exploded. From  


					zero to one hundred. Rhythmic music started, and  

					dancers (with Daniel in the middle) began to work  

					the floor like there was no tomorrow. Their legs  

					and feet twisted and flew, the metal taps under  

					their shoes created pounding, clicking, scraping,  

					and rattling sounds from every direction. They  

					moved so fast that ) couldn’t even see their feet  

					
move – only the sounds gave it away.  


					Honestly, I was almost overwhelmed.  

					To avoid sensory overload, I started focusing more  

					on the music, the graceful arm movements, the  

					facial expressions, and the ever-changing  

					formations.  

					When we left the theater, my wife asked me what I  

					thought.  

					Tough question.  

					The performance was certainly impressive:  

					stunning costumes, great music, infectious  

					rhythms. And suddenly I understood why the word  

					ꢀtappingꢁ always made me think of my mom. She  

					was a passionate seamstress. I remember her  

					sitting in her workroom, talking about having to  

					12  

				

			

		

		
			
				
					
ꢀtopstitchꢁ something (in German steppen – the  


					
same word as for tapping) – and her sewing  


					machine made almost the same sounds as the  

					dancers on stage. Funny, right?  

					Looking back, the show was wonderful. And the  

					way Daniel danced, impressive!  

					That it didn’t blow me away probably had to do  

					with the fact that ) simply wasn’t ready for it yet –  

					my ꢀdance literacyꢁ back then was limited to  

					wedding dances and swaying arm-in-arm. I just  

					didn’t grasp how difficult and fascinating tap  

					dancing really is.  

					The spark didn’t fly.  

					So much for my ꢀfirst contact.ꢁ  

					Then things went quiet on the tap front…  

					…until after our kids were born.  

					Our daughters were three and six when they  

					suddenly developed an interest in ballet.  

					
Lucky us – Liba Borak offered baby ballet classes  


					just a few minutes’ drive away.  
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					Fig. 1: The logo of the dance studio  

					We visited the school for a trial lesson. The studio  

					was in the basement of an apartment building,  

					with a beautiful wooden floor and a long mirror  

					wall. In the entrance area there were benches and  

					chairs. What immediately caught my eye were the  

					countless trophies, certificates, diplomas, and  

					photos from competitions and performances.  

					
World champions everywhere – and not in ballet,  
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					but in tap dancing.  

					Wow. Our girls were thrilled.  

					After the trial lesson, it was official:  

					Plié, chassé, en pointe... every week.  

					Before and after the ballet class, other kids and  

					adults would lace up their tap shoes.  

					
Our daughters watched them with great curiosity –  


					and soon they wanted to try too.  

					Said and done.  

					From then on, I drove the girls not just once but  

					twice a week to the studio.  

					At the very start, we were told: here, we train for  

					competitions.  

					
All the choreographies – solos, duos, trios,  


					
formations – would be performed at the Swiss Tap  


					Dance Championships.  

					The girls were instantly fired up.  

					
The timing was perfect. It was January – the start  


					of the season.  

					You pick your category, begin training, and work  

					toward the big event:  

					The Swiss Championship in September. In a  

					different city every year.  

					That year: Fribourg.  

					As a family, we suddenly had a shared athletic goal.  

					15  

				

			

		

		
			
				
					At first, I drove the girls to the studio once a week,  

					where they learned steps and worked on  

					choreographies. I sat in the waiting area with my  

					laptop and got some work done. A thick yellow  

					curtain separated me from the action and shielded  

					the kids from parental gazes.  

					Music and rhythmic tapping became the  

					soundtrack of my work sessions.  

					As summer approached, training intensified.  

					Accordingly, I also spent more time in the  

					basement of the dance studio.  

					The girls’ progress was clearly audible. Even  

					though ) couldn’t see much behind the curtain, )  

					could tell that the steps were becoming more and  

					more in sync with the music.  

					What started out as wild noise slowly turned into  

					something harmonious, rhythmic, and precise.  

					By now, our entire house had turned into a tap  

					studio.  

					
Wherever our kids were – they were hammering  


					toes and heels into the floor.  












































