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INTRO


Here it is, my first book. And once again, I'm doing it the way I like to approach my new adventures: diving in and learning how to swim. This book is me, or more so, who I once was. Not a philosophical guide to live by, but rather a bird's-eye view of myself. It will lovingly tell you everything that has happened to me and how I decided at the many crossroads of life's pathways. I warmly invite you to have your own adventure with my story. And it's quite a wild tale that I want to tell you while sitting here in front of my blazing fireplace, warming my knees. Outside, in the wilderness, it's -37 degrees today, giving the Yukon winter its unique beauty and turning it into a land that forgives almost nothing.


My book will take you roughly up to my 30th year and took more than 15 years. The richness of events and experiences has not diminished thereafter, so this Holly Life simply couldn't be put into a single book.


During the initial stage of my journey, I felt the impact of past generations and the effect of their choices. Yet, it also reveals how my unconventional and sometimes mischievous ways of thinking shaped my own path and the situations I encountered. This led to both favorable outcomes and moments of complete chaos.


It certainly was never boring. I have a wonderful life, and the fact that I get to experience all this, surprises even a lifelong adventurer like me very much. Our unique world often changes faster than we can perceive it, and we are required to make decisions that we do not seem to be capable of in the moment. Trust that everything is in flux is only gained over time.


Now you can wander joyfully through my little book, find things that resonate with you, and maybe it opens your heart to new ways you haven't walked yet. Maybe it gives you courage for a step you always wanted to take. But mostly I hope you can laugh as childishly as I did while writing this. The whole drama of a boy who wanted to learn to fly but landed in the trenches between two world powers and was ultimately swept into the real wilderness by the flow of life.


I wish you a beautiful journey and sincerely hope that reading my book enriches your life.


Driftwood Holly









HOME


The art of being myself… begins in Oberwiesenthal, a small energy place in Saxony’s Ore Mountains of Germany, where peculiar characters have settled for centuries.


I was born in Zwickau, but immediately transported to my new home. By my grandpa, in a Trabant. My daddy Heri had already gone ahead and so it remained the task of my grandfather to dig little Holly through the Winter Wonderland to the top of the highest mountain in the country. The ‘carton de la Papp’ (yes, we had a car out of pressed cardboard in the GDR) had no 4 wheel drive and needed real drivers. I don't remember this trip of course, but when I get stuck in the Yukon winter with my little ones today, I can literally taste the atmosphere in the Trabi when the word „responsibility” takes on a completely different meaning. If you were stuck in the old days, nobody came. Just like the Yukon wilderness. You have to get „unfucked” by yourself.


The resort town and wintersport center of our country was located on the socialist Fichtelmountain at 3982 feet. After traveling to 40 countries and thousands of places during my life, I can say now, there was hardly a better place to be a kid. And I am still that kid today. A childish man who never gets tired of looking behind every curtain. The peace that socialism harbored gave us unrestricted freedom of movement, unnoticed by us at the time, of course. My parents had good work, the village cop was not the brightest and always too slow. And there was something very abundant: children. The streets were safe and full of them, an unbelievable wealth from today's perspective. Nobody could shoot you out of the street game with a mouse click. There was still real laughter, shoving, stealing, hiding, and when mom called you home by screaming your name out of the window, you were deaf. One rather took the furious Mother than to miss even one act of this street carnival. Television was limited to DDR1 and DDR2 and only emptied the streets on Sundays at 2 pm when Professor Flimmrich showed one of the DEFA films. The films of the GDR are still strange but so wonderful today.


I always had heroes in my life, not too many but I felt comfortable around some characters and there was a kind of energy exchange, which of course could be dismissed as friendship. But if I look back from today, I can say that between us there was a closeness that was more like a little love.


My mother could never stand one of them. But that's how love is... Jens, called „the bull”, was much older than me and came from a family that wasn't really one. I was, I think, the first who really listened to him and I found he knew so much more than all the others who, because of my smallishness, preferred to knock me down the slope rather than play with me. He was tall and an excellent bodyguard with wiry strength to pick the locks that remained closed to me. I enjoyed him and he was happy to teach me and be a friend.


My second hero was my ski jumping coach Joachim Loos. An old man, from a children's perspective, who was able to charm you, always, with amazement. He was the first magician in my life. A romantic who created atmospheres in which people talked with hand puppets or marveled at his mini spruces, which he had planted between his double window. He had invented „skiing in the summer”. It went wonderfully on a special grass with short skis, polished with shoeshine. We were proud as knights when we went to this secret hillside in the height of summer and googly eyed tourists asked us, „Where do you want to go with those skis in this weather?” „Skiing, stupid!” and on we went, laughing like children, convinced that we would get a good head start for the season because we knew „Mr. Loos”.


He took 20 pfennigs from us for every bad word that left our mouth and gave it back to us as cookies and cocoa for the Christmas party. And in my opinion, he is responsible for the development of most of the imitation equipment in German ski jumping that is still used today. A wonderful person who always believed in Holly as a person, despite my initial slim athletic performance. And there were not many of them who did bother to help me because I was loud, flimsy and maybe a bit annoying? I kept visiting him later in life, like many other GDR athletes who trained with him. This was the compliment for Achim, which he had never received from sports officials. He was simply different, he was alive, searching and finding. There was hardly a moment that was not special next to him and even when he scolded you, you felt respected. He was the first really different person and so much more alive than all the other „straighteners”.


Thank you Achim, also on behalf of all the others who never had the chance to say that.
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WAITING AT THE WINDOW


Oberwiesenthal probably also invented Christmas, and even today, many years after the fall of communism, only one cheap blinking plastic fairy light has made it to the land of candles and wood carvers. Did you know that Santa Claus was green until a caffeinated drink in a red can was marketed?


The winter time had always transformed the small town into a fairytale. Probably the most intense memory of this time was waiting for my dad. At that time, he was a physiotherapist for the Olympic winter sports team and disappeared with the colorful leaves in the fall, reappearing with the spring birds. Every now and then, he came from the mystical world that was very distant to me for many years to get the laundry done, make mom happy, and bring me a little gift from „The West”. I sat on the wide window frame in the kitchen, the one where he would first appear. It was always dark, and mom and I had made it all cozy, with enough macaroni, incense charming the room, and blankets to wrap ourselves up in. And then we waited there.


Across the street was a lantern, fat snowflakes floating in its light cone. We kept looking at each other, and there was so much tension that these moments are still burned into my kids' brain. And then he came out of the dark. Mostly dragging heavy bags and making the first new tracks through the snow.He appeared like a Santa Claus that always liked me, then again mom didn't tell him everything I had done...


I usually offered to help him unpack right in the hallway to get my gift faster. He never made me wait long, and I happily went to bed with my new toy so he could take care of mom and make sure my sister would get born.


I think this story belongs here because I really enjoy telling it. The loving closeness to my mother during this time and the excitement and joy when my father came home have become truly vivid childhood memories. Until I was 18, I tried to become the ski jumping world champion at the sports school. My father suggested that I become a Nordic combined athlete, a mixed event of ski jumping and cross-country skiing, because there were fewer competitors, given my not-so-great talent. So I did.


These 12 years of GDR competitive sport were very, very full, and it was a time in which I could do almost anything with my body. I wasn't really that good, but I belonged to a club that hosted incredible talent. The GDR was somehow great for sport. The worst thing about my sports career was that my dad worked at the same club. Every one of my trainers, teachers, and educators quickly found their way to him to complain about my unruliness. None of the other children had their parents close so I always had to pay twice for every misbehavior.


During this formative time, I discovered the sweetness of „the girls”, who completely distracted me from my plans to become world champion. Oh dear, can you imagine what goes on in a boarding school with 300 young pubescents? Now honestly, would you have focused on getting constantly exhausted from sport or would you try to hang out with the crowning glory of creation?


But there was an army of guards standing in the way of all this fun. We were not allowed in their rooms, and there was a strict separation between the genders. It was very hard to sneak into a dark corner of a TV room and steal a kiss. And so it happened that I was caught practicing my first French kiss in the hallway, but not with a girl! No, with my buddy. Yes, it always started with the boys. I can still laugh heartily today that we preferred to educate each other because we still just froze in the presence of a princess. But from then on, I was constantly in love with one or more of these young women who didn't just look like goddesses in their race outfits, but also liked me more than the boys ever did. Being with them was way more harmonious and fulfilling for me. That never changed in my life until today; you will find me with the females.


By the way, I didn't become a world champion. I was fired for not listening and just not having it in me to go all the way to the top like some of my buddies did. And to the top they went, and they made sports history. I was lucky to be a part of this.
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ALMOST CHAMPION


The greatest gift of competitive sports, aside from free trips to the Eastern Bloc, eating tropical fruits in winter, and having access to the best sports equipment, is the awareness of one's own body. You can move so skillfully, know your limits, constantly push them, and develop a very intimate relationship with your own body. This is a significant reason why, despite some doubts about the competitive sports system, I still consider it a valuable form of youth development. I put in a lot of effort to become something more, but I simply didn't have what it takes. And „learning to fly” next to Jens Weißflog, Matti Nykänen, and Andi Goldberger was not all that enjoyable. It was more like a car race against Ayrton Senna.


However, I did become the German ‘almost champion’ in Nordic Combined, and not winning the title was just as dramatic as it sounds. On competition days, we were usually served a nice meal in one of the local restaurants. We enjoyed wild meat with red cabbage and dumplings. I usually felt awful on those days, tortured with a form of stage fright, and could hardly keep the food down. We had to hike a steep hill of about two kilometers to reach the ski jump.Surprisingly, I felt quite at ease, while usually, during this phase, I would experience my first signs of weakness. But this time, the ascent was smooth, and I soon found out why, still being under the impression I was in good shape.


So, we arrived at the ski jump on top of the mountain, and before we began our very individual and often spiritual warm-up, I took a close look at the ‘hill’.You talk to the ski jump and believe that if you establish some warm connection with it, it will launch you far down into the valley and keep you safe at the same time in this insane endeavor. So, I started with my self-motivating ritual and meditation mix. Everyone was watching each other. What wax were others using? Did they talk to one another? And where's the balance between warming up and getting fatigued? In between, swallow the dumpling again and just breathe. At some point, it was time to change into our ski jumping equipment. We usually had our suits already on, but not the gloves, helmets, and jumping boots, which were like elephant feet. So, I grabbed my backpack...


„Wait, which backpack? Oh, no, I left it in the restaurant!” The thoughts racing through my mind at that moment were beyond belief. The situation just couldn't be real. This was the highlight of the competition year, and I was without my gear. Time seemed to stand still. I was in a daze as I made my way to my coach. „I left my ski jumping gear in the pub!”, I said.He just took a long look at me, probably thinking, „You probably won't win anyway…”, then came his calm response: ¡What should I do about it now?” I was frozen and felt dead.


Slowly, this rigor mortis turned into action – and what action it was. I raced down the hill like someone running for their life. My mediocrity had granted me a pair of worn-out sneakers that were now paying off. I slid down that two-kilometer slope at full speed without even considering the possibility of a fall. I hit the wall of the restaurant with my windblown frozen hair, grabbed my backpack, and went back. A Wartburg car (for those unfamiliar, a mid-range East German car) happened to pass by, billowing two-stroke smoke. „I need to get up the hill”, I said, and the panic in my eyes probably made the driver think of something more serious than just an East German championship. He stammered: „Okay” and I was already in the car. „Thank you.” Off we went.


Where no car had ventured before, this savior now attempted to climb this hill. Stopping was not an option. Somewhere on the way, the force of gravity and the snow brought us to a halt. I was relieved when the car stuck to the incline, and hanging on the door, I whispered: „Thank you.”


I never found out how he got back down, and if you were the driver and recognize this story, please contact me. You drove an „almost champion”!


So, onward. This time, the rest of the uphill race was a bit more challenging because I had all my gear with me. I ran until I was out of breath, and I could hear the start numbers announced over the loudspeakers at the ski jump, getting closer and closer to my number. Upon reaching the top, I hastily put on my gear, grabbed my skis, and sprinted up the tower. I had already been announced, but at this point, everyone could see me. My coach lowered his head, and they gave me a few bonus seconds... Strap on the skis and go. I was in the track, racing at breakneck speed down the inrun towards the takeoff. The jump that followed was more like an attempt to catch my breath. I flew, laid back, exhausted, in the air carried by my skis, and flew far. Bang! Sensation!


Leading after the first round. Back then there were no lifts, and we walked up the hill, and halfway there, at the judges' tower, I met my coach. I had the eyes of a leader, and then he said, „Well, you're finally for once properly warmed up”. This sentence has also remained a lasting memory. I can laugh about it now, but back then, it pierced my heart. I then finished second after the ski jumping, with a relatively small gap behind the first-place athlete and me.


Back then, under the „Gundersen method”, the first to cross the finish line in the cross-country race would win the overall event. My coach's affection for me was now boundless. I was the inferior cross- country skier, and I felt sick, chased, ready for defeat.Still, I set off with the goal of not being overtaken and earning a medal. This was my chance to go to the youth competitions in the Soviet Union and secure my place in the A-Team. I could see the competitor who started behind me in his Dynamo Klingenthal racing suit, and I ran without any strategy. And he stuck with me, as if in a dream, one where you can't escape no matter how hard you try. Almost at the same moment that the one behind me gasped for breath, the leader in front of me appeared, his running style falling apart. What was happening? Here I was, with the opportunity to turn the tables. The coach yelled, „He's done. He's done!”


Just one kilometer downhill to go, and then the final sprint.


I overtook him up the hill, but his skis were faster on the downhill, and I ended up in second place again. Another two hundred meters, and he was crying. I pushed myself to catch up, swerved in the finishing area, and briefly took the lead. Then, just as I was about to win, an unexpected twig from the course marking got caught in my binding and wouldn't let go. I hobbled with that darn thing to the finish line and won my first watch with just two meters behind a very likable champion. Years later, I learned that this same young man got testicular cancer, just like me. The second intense experience we shared. This time around, we both became champions.
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