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Part one.

The Beginning of the End
The summer of 2000.
“Okay, just hold on. You’re doing great, she’s a big one!”
It’s May 26, 1975. The clock in the corner of the room reads ten minutes past five.
"... and she's here! Congratulations, Mrs. Hlaváčová. It’s a little girl, 3,850 grams and
57 centimetres.” That’s how it all started.
An innocent creature, a sweet child. Well-behaved, independent, and obedient, taking her first steps
when nine months old. “What was her first word”, you ask?
“Water!!!”
No… not really. I’m just kidding.
I’m not actually sure what it was.
I’d have to ask…
“Mummmmm, what were my first words?”
Words? Hmmm... Let me think.
It’s clear that movement always made me the happiest! Best to put my head down, into the water!
The years went by, and I was happily playing on the streets of Diviška in Blansko. My only worries
becoming the captain of my squad or winning a bike race.
Turning six marked the decisive moment for me to choose a discipline in sport.
“Okay, Yvetta, what sport would you like to play? It’s time to channel all your excess energy into
something sensible,” said my dad.
“But dad, why?!”
Not a week had passed, and I was already enrolled in a local swim academy.
“Do you know what the
breaststroke looks like?” asked
my coach.
“No, I don’t.”
“Okay. Can you show me the
front crawl instead?”
“Alright, I’ll give it a go.”
“That was actually the
breaststroke, Yvetta.”
“Ah, I see.”
As time went by, the training became more and
more frequent. Twice a week at first. Then three
times, five times,
twice a day…
Years went by.
1985
“Yvetta, a sports school is interested in you in Brno. You’d have to pass their entrance exam. A lot of
children are applying, you getting in wouldn’t be a sure thing. Do you want to give it a try?”
I wasn’t sure.
OKAY, I’LL GO.
I think even my father was surprised by my choice.
I was told they would be taking ten swimmers to put in one class. Only 3 of the 10 would be girls.
My entrance exam was difficult, but it didn’t present any issue for me. I had been well-rounded since I
was young. I watched the other children out of the corner of my eye at gym class. They didn’t seem to
be any better than me.
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you transfer and you’ll be home after seven. You can do this.”
Rrrrrrrrrrrrrrring.
5:15 a.m.
“Yvetta, get up. You’re going to miss your train!”
Quick! Tea, bread, schoolbag, and we’re off!
“Better to sit in the back, that way you can get off easier and go straight to town. I’ll go with you again
tomorrow, and then you’re on your own.”
I’m not going to tell you how many times I missed the train, fell asleep, arrived late, or was forced to
walk out of despair. All that would make for a long story, and I still have so much I want to tell you.
Yet, people truly looked at me funny when they saw this 170 cm (5.5 ft) little girl as she headed home
from school with her mandatory schoolbag on her back. No one ever wanted to sell me my train ticket
at the cheaper children’s price. Because of my height they wouldn’t believe me when I said I hadn’t
even turned 10 yet.
Good God, I’m hungry. But I’ve only got 10 crowns (approx. $0.25)!
I was always hungry after trainings and the portions I was given at school were never enough. I would
go to the store and buy something sweet. It always made me feel better right away.
And... I missed my bus. So, what now? I would take another bus to the small village of Kuřim. In
Kuřim there was no bus connection to Blansko, but if I didn’t make it home by seven, my dad would
come and find me. If only I had had a telephone. My dad would say, “Here are 10 crowns. If anything
happens, use them to call me!”
I always spend the money on food. I was constantly suffering from hunger. I was too embarrassed to
tell my father I no longer had the money. I didn’t want him to think I was wasteful. For this reason, I
never asked for more money.
At home they always made fun of me, saying I wasn’t strong enough to even carry my schoolbag to
school. I was thin and tall. Nothing but arms and legs.
My nature at that time was such that I would have rather frozen, waiting at the bus stop, than ask
someone for two crowns, so I could place a call.
Maybe I could have just gone to the pub across the street and asked
for help?
NEVER!
The pub owner was even my father’s good friend, so he surely wouldn’t have left me, a small girl, to
freeze outside.
Yet, my abnormal shyness forbade me from attempting any solutions other than waiting for my dad to
come or walking all the way home.
I also had a very difficult time being the centre of attention. It was hard for me not to draw looks from
others because of my height. The looks drove me crazy.
By age 14 I was 187 cm (approx. 6.1 ft) tall.
As a small child I would purposefully lose my swimming races, preferring to take second or third
place. I didn’t want the attention that came with winning first. I never told anyone how I felt. It’s
actually here and now that I’m finally airing it out.
Yet, I was strong, sure of myself, and possessed a desire to win when I was with other children.
Everything was different as soon as I was in the presence of adults - all it took was one adult and I’d
become an unassertive introvert. It’s hard to say
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It was the only path open to me. I wanted to swim, so I had to let up and work harder in certain areas.
For me it was better than being the target of egoism.
I waited ten years for success, and every year I would say to myself, “I have to be successful this year,
it’s the last one I’ll be able to endure, both physically and financially”. Even though I broke several
Czech records every year, regularly placed within the top three at the Swimming World Cup, fought
for medals at both the World and European Aquatics Championships, I never took home a large
amount of money. For me success meant winning gold at the World Championships or breaking a
new record. Only this type of success could push me further and automatically catapult me to the top.
I quietly admired Angela. I admired her for the way she handled everything and that she knew
how to approach every race with such vigour. I had something to learn from her.
In the end, a French journalist even published an interview and study conducted on the
grounds of our friendship. The subject read, “Friend and Adversary”.
Angela wasn’t very popular in the world of swimming, but which successful person is?
Personally, I tried to first get to know her well before judging her as the other swimmers had. It’s
impossible to open up to someone when you first meet them. This especially rings true for people
competing against one another, whether it’s in sports or at work. You have to maintain a certain
distance. Unfortunately, sometimes you just have to let people think you’re “bad” or
“strange”. It’s impossible to endlessly explain everything to everyone. If I was to try, I would do
nothing other than spend my entire life trying to defend myself.
I remember an experience I had when someone close to me told me how, when we first met, they
thought I was conceited because of the things they had read about me in newspaper interviews. It
wasn’t until they got to know me that their mind changed to thinking I was actually a rather modest
person. “Simply put, you’re not like what they portray you as in the media.”
In my defence, I always tried to speak the same as I am to you now. An overwhelming majority of the
media, however, tried for a very long time to make me out to be a rebel. They tried to place me in the
role of the bad girl, they must have thought their articles were easier to write and more entertaining to
read in this way. I was an ideal victim. I was always able to push through the injustice, speak my
mind, and continue on swimming. This three-piece combination was truly vicious, but I didn’t want to
let up. The result was understood as the “REBEL”. If someone creates an opinion about me based on
a single interview, where my words are taken out of context and everything sounds differently than
when I said it, I’m not even the slightest bit interested in trying to defend myself to that person.
Another reason why I strove to raise myself above this reality was that I believed it was all just a
matter of time before everyone would get to know me for who I really was. Now, we’ve arrived at
another one of my reasons for writing this book.
Everything takes time and patience.
Yes. You can judge me – but not until you’ve finished reading this book.
In Alexandria, the days came and went in relative ease. I didn’t take the training very seriously. My
shoulder hurt and I spent more time just trying to finish each swim than I spent trying to win.
I slept like a baby on race day, staying in bed for almost 10 hours, which is something I would not
usually do. In those days, my average time spent sleeping was somewhere around five hours. The new
mattress, which I uncompromisingly requested upon reception, was truly worth it.
The start of the race went as they usually do, but I unusually remained in the back. I was completely
shattered. I could barely swim, and the pain in my shoulder was only getting worse. I wasn’t able to
take proper strokes, which, of course, is a quite fundamental part of swimming. My entire body and
all my muscles still hurt from the last race.
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I tried to calm myself by saying I would only attempt to finish one round and then see where to go
from there. By the end of the first round I remained in the back of the twelve-pack – but I was still
swimming. That was the deciding factor. Contrary to the World Aquatics Championships, this race
was held in the Mediterranean Sea, which is rather disgusting. Waves, dirty water, and an array of
little creatures swimming about. I stopped thinking about my pain and how tired I was. Instead, I
focused on a book I had read about Lance Armstrong in which the author describes the difficult
moments of a race. I stopped feeling sorry for myself. As my competitors began to drop back due to
the waves, I was making my way to the front. One kilometre from the finish line, only five of us
remained, and only three of us swam the final meters of the race. Neck and neck. Britta, Angela, and
I. With desperation I looked for the sign with the word “Finish” in large lettering, signalling the end
of the race. Yet, I couldn’t find it. The tempo was unbelievably quick over the course of the entire
race and, to my amazement, it continued to intensify. On my left swam the 10-kilometre World
Champion, Britta Kamrau, and next to her swam the 25-kilometre World Champion, Angela Maurer.
My strength was waning. I began to feel content with maybe only placing third. It was then that I
realized I had given up the fight for gold. In my head I screamed at myself, “COWARD!!! Swim,
fight, don’t give up!”
Once again, I began repeating lines from the Lance Armstrong book to myself, they gave me
indescribable strength. They motivated me so much so, I yelled, “NOOOOOOOW”, in the water and
took off. I leaned into my strokes, drew out the absolute final strength from my body, and moved to
the front of the race. I was no longer interested in Angela or Britta. I became indomitable with belief
in myself. I just kept repeating, “You can do it, you can do it!”
The finish line was in reach. Only a few meters to go. It was obvious I was going to win. My final
strokes and… Finished!
I did it! My first victory at the Swimming World Cup, and I achieved it in a race stacked with
dominating competition! I left Britta and Angela a good 10 meters behind me.
I was as happy as I ever could be. I hadn’t been prepared in any way to win. That only made my win
that much sweeter. I couldn’t stop smiling the entire round, and Arabic music was playing
everywhere. Quite spontaneously I began to dance and swing with the rhythm. Everyone on the pier,
who had been waiting to congratulate the victor, began to clap and joined in on my dancing. I
completely stole the show. I swallowed up the atmosphere with a few giant gulps. I was asked to
interview for Egyptian television. I must have sounded like František Venclovský. I didn’t forget to
mention how happy I was with every answer I gave. Maybe it’s because I had waited so long to win at
the World Cup in long-distance swimming. I had already won several times in pool races, but, until
that day, I had yet to win in long-distance.
My victory was announced twice. Once at the finish line and for a second time at a later celebration.
When we had finished dinner and the time had come to announce me as the winner, one of the race
organizers came to me and asked if I wouldn’t be willing to dance as I had done before. I turned to
him with a startled look in my eye. What?
No, that’s not how it works. There’s no way!
By then the moment had passed, and I was too embarrassed to dance again. It’s not something I can do
on command!
He started to beg, saying the television program and its sponsors were requesting that I dance.
“It was so great!
Please,” he pleaded. I shook my head. “There’s no way you’re being serious.”
They were.
They announced the winners from 10th to 1st place. By the time the 2nd place winner was being
announced, my song from the beach was already beginning to play. The thought, “This is the end of
me,” flashed through my mind.
So... In the end, I danced. The atmosphere was amazing. Some people laughed, some clapped, and
others danced... Some did all three at once. It’s safe to say that everyone present that night will
remember my first victory. Even today, they continue to remember me for my song and dance.

64

It was a reality that made me sad, but there was nothing I could do about it. We all
made our choice. My choice was to swim.
I admit that I was faced with fear while in the open ocean. It’s rather unpleasant when the waves are
throwing you around with no concern for your well-being. You see lightening in the sky and the sea
turns into a great chasm, instantly transforming into your greatest enemy. Or you can’t stop from
thinking about some underwater giant, swimming up from below to take a bite out of you. In the best
case scenario, there’s no giant, but thoughts of being carried away by a strong current, pulling you
into its depths forever, may also cross your mind.
Is there time to rest? When swimming you can’t rest for even a second. Should you stop, you still
need to tread water or work on your breathing, making sure your head is above water as you try to
slow your pace. Then, take into account the rhythm of the sea and its waves. Plus, there’s no way for
you to communicate with anyone.
I often came in contact with this question:
“Aren’t you afraid to swim in the sea?”
“Well, yeah. I am, but what am I
supposed to do? Give up?”
A week in Brazil was waiting me. Seven days where I could hopefully move myself closer to achieving
my dream. It wasn’t too much for me to handle, but it wasn’t an easy task either.
I knew I needed to do something. A radical action, a change. I still had no plan at that time. Various
scenarios were playing out in my head, yet I was still never exactly sure what would happen.
I tried to answer a few fundamental questions:
Where will I be able to train the best?
Who would be my best trainer?
Where am I going to be
happy?
Where do I want to
live?
Looking back, it’s interesting that when I left the epicentre of professional sports in 1995 and ended
up on my own with no trainer, it was right there in Brazil in 1997 that I got to know my new, German
trainer, Stefan Hetzer. I worked with him remotely for almost four years. However, training without a
trainer present was starting to grow old. It was like swimming with a handicap. I missed my trainer
cheering me on, their support, consultation right when I needed it as well as their participation at my
races.
Stefan always prepared my trainings according to my performance at that given time, but he wasn’t
able to judge my current state of mind or swimming condition. The trainings were given to me and
they were unchangeable. However, I often needed to adjust them a bit, but I never skipped or left
them out. I always stuck to our plan out of principle. I held on through the pain, tiredness, exhaustion.
I looked at my trainings as if they were dogma, I never made even a single change on my own. One
hundred percent discipline. Today, I look back at this and see it as a great mistake and self-repression.
I didn’t listen to my emotions nor my body. At the time, however, I took the trainings as a test of my
quality and discipline.
It worked at the time. There was no reason to change it. Yet, I had the feeling that my commitment
and determination as they were would have been enough to break the records I did. Plus, it became
obvious to me that I wouldn’t be able to keep up with that kind of pace for another year. I was forced
to put in more and more effort as time when by. So much so, I eventually began to think there was no
good reason for me to keep it up. In those days, I focused on swimming in a pool for the 50, 100, and
200-meter races, yet, in total, I was swimming 18 kilometres a day – and that was all on top of my
trainings outside the water. It didn’t make sense to me, but I believed in Stefan’s advice.
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Italy
Moving to Genoa came with unexpected complications. The day before I was supposed to leave, my
car had been broken into. My locks were damaged, and the documents I had haphazardly thrown in
my car had been taken. This resulted in me leaving for Italy by bus and with a two-day delay.
The final stop on the bus route was in Bologna, where I stayed at a friend’s for three days. I needed
some time to adapt a bit and catch my breath. At that time, I couldn’t speak a word of Italian, and it
was the first time I had ever travelled completely alone. No trainer, friends, boyfriend – travelling off
into the unknown. It was something new for me. These weren’t like my other races where my food,
hotels, and daily program would be arranged for me.
My friend told me about the mentality and habits of the Italian people, I wanted to fit in as
much as possible. On my third day, I bought a train ticket to Genoa, where Filippo was already
waiting for me.
He greeted me in such a pleasant manner. He was remarkably friendly, I felt as if I had already been
travelling to Italy for years.
He took me straight to my apartment as I had arrived quite late in the evening. It was wonderful to
stay in a place with a view of the sea. I boarded together with a French swimmer (and his girlfriend),
who had already been training with Filippo for the same reasons as me. It was nice to meet someone
with my same state of mind. In total, I trained in Italy for two years. His premature return was due to
the fact that Filippo’s charge, Luca Baldini, had to involuntarily end his career. He suffered from
genetic heart issues that became apparent when he turned 28. These issues forced him to end his
professional career as an athlete.
For Luca, this was a terrible wound and complicated life test. He fought for an entire year, but in the
end, it was hopeless. Instead, he was taken up on the opportunity to train the junior team in Rome. As
confirmed by Luca, he’s living a different life, one he had to come to terms with, but he isn’t longing
for any changes.
Personally, I don’t think he’s quite as happy as he was before. He achieved everything there was in
swimming. He was a several-time winner of both the European and World Championships, meaning
he could have ended his career well before then. However, Luca loved the path to success – maybe
even more so than success itself. He loved the adrenaline, travel, races, and constant challenges which
became an irreplaceable part of his life. The desire to win and conquer oneself. That’s just how it is.
Give up on your hopes of having a normal life for one minute of victory. The unbelievable euphoria
provided by years of hard work and patience.
There is no path to happiness, happiness is
the path. Happiness is the path,
not the finish line at the end.
That is how I would define the thought process of a champion. Gold medals are just the cherry on top. If
you don’t live for the path, but just the results, you will never become a champion.
The greatest defeat in the life of an athlete is possessing the gift to be the best in the world, just to later
discover you’re sick and need to withdraw from the array of possible victories.
Hopefully, the pain surpasses the reach of the betrayals and love lost. A reality, in which you don’t want
to participate, but you are forced to humbly share your lot.
For me it was a shock! I couldn’t believe that Luca would never again hear the Italian national anthem
from the winner’s stand.
When I trained with Luca, he acted as my example and source of strength.
My first week in Genoa, we were meant to train in the sea. It was an everyday thing for me,
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Mexico
Ideals are like stars; you will not succeed in touching them with your hands. But like the seafaring man
on the desert of waters, you choose them as your guides, and following them you will reach your
destiny.
Carl Schurz
It’s hard to say if I had some form of ideals. Rather, I would say I had some ideas.
Ideas about my career, life, relationships, and other people. Unfortunately, I can’t say whether my ideas
eventually took their final form in the end.
It’s a good thing to have goals, but ideas or notions regarding the path leading to them are pointless.
Especially since the path is turning a completely different direction than what you were planning.
When I flew to Mexico, I also had my ideas of what the race and living there would be like.
However, reality proved to be worse than I ever could have imagined.
I was one of the first swimmers to ever fly to Mexico. A hoard of journalists and television
representatives were waiting for me at the airport.
For the first time in a long time, a sporting event was being held in Chiapas. The local president was
looking to please the people, and apart from the sacks of potatoes every citizen received during his
election campaign, he also promised to clean the Sumidero Canyon, where the race was meant to
begin. Two hundred tonnes of waste!
Unfortunately, they also based a crocodile breeding farm out of the Canyon. Anything for the
return of the crocodiles! Crocodiles in nature!
Come on! Why’d it have to be there? Are you kidding me!?
The race organizers took me to a wonderfully luxurious hotel. Since I was the only swimmer to arrive
at that point, I decided to get a good night’s rest, relax, and begin my training the next day.
I only left my room to go to dinner. The buffet and local cuisine left me more than satisfied.
I went early to bed, because I was tired from the long time spent travelling. I had had to transfer
planes twice, and spent more than one full day on the move.
The other swimmers slowly began trickling in. It wasn’t until the day before the actual race that every
swimmer made it to Mexico. We met in a classic line-up. Anyone looking to score any points in the
final rankings for the World Cup was sure to be there.
Various greetings and the eventual award ceremony took place.
Undoubtedly, I came in first. All of Mexican television was at my back, along with half of the audience
members.
The phrase “the sooner the better” sometimes rings true!
A young, tall, Czech woman was working there in Mexican television after having married a rich, local
businessman.
Her name was Veronica.
When she told me everything about bookkeeping in the television industry, I didn’t want to believe
my ears. Not only did bookkeeping take over the news industry, but also accounting and a substantial
part of all operations.
I couldn’t understand how a state-owned business could run on this system. It’s even worse than
Czech politics, and that’s saying something!
Mountains of paperwork, accounts, and documents no one was checking, all stacked together in one
pile. I’d best stop there.
She introduced system and order to the television industry. Truly an admirable woman! At the age of
thirty-three, she had achieved the impossible and something unprecedented in Mexico. She also
managed to study tourism and knew more about Mexico than your average local.
I devoured every one of her stories about the cities and the overall situation in Mexico.
We hit it off right from the start, and she invited me to her place after the races had ended. I accepted
her invitation with excitement.
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I love to absorb the atmosphere of the place I’m travelling, right next to a family’s living room
fireplace. I wanted to familiarize myself with the culture, local customs, and even the opinions of the
local people. I wanted to hear directly from the Mexican people what they thought of the president and
the current situation there.
The type of news reporting accessible to us in the Czech Republic is often distanced from reality and
has been mediated. Yet, here I was with the opportunity to hear what was truly going on, without any
changes made to the truth.
I was most entertained by the process a local Mexican had to go
through to get a driver’s license. They just get in the car and drive
away!
No driver’s licenses existed! You can probably imagine how well that translated to the
situation on the roads, not to mention the technical condition of vehicles.
We trained in the pool, and the day before the race, we had the chance to take a trip of the Canyon by
boat. First, they showed us all the memorable spots. After examining the route and local wonders, we
jumped into the water and went for a swim.
As a swimmer you always want to get your toes wet in the water, where you’ll be racing, before the
big day comes. A chance to psychologically tune yourself to the area.
The organizers let us in on everything we needed to know... yet, the crocodile farm and history of
rubbish piles were somehow left out of the conversation.
I didn’t find out about these two facts until after the
event when I spoke with Veronica. Ignorance truly is
bliss.
The day of the race they came to pick us up at the hotel and took us to the starting line where we
were to meet up with our Mexican escorts.
Per usual, we met together a few minutes before getting in the boat. It was then, at the last minute, they
realized they didn’t have enough people to provide escorts. They didn’t have anyone to take me by boat
to the starting line!
I was freaking out right before the race was meant to start.
You’ve got to be kidding me! How is it possible you don’t have anybody to take me? Am I supposed to
swim the 16 kilometres there by myself? When you come in contact with an organization as poor as
this, there really isn’t anything you can do but laugh.
There’s point in even explaining how unprofessional their actions were.
A pointless waste of energy.
It was such a far distance! So much money spent, and effort
wasted. There’s simply no way for a race like this to function
without some form of transportation.
There’s no way!
How could a person hope to perform at their best when they are forced to deal with superfluous
problems right from the start? Especially, to top it all off, I ended up on a boat with a complete
amateur!
However, when I look back and try to focus on the positive side, I’m glad that there was at least
someone to pilot the boat for me. The actual race organizer ended up being the one to take me to the
start, which was a noble act, if not for his poor boat driving skills.
The start of the race was located near the middle of the Canyon. It truly is unusual to leave all your
things on a boat and jump into the water.
I already knew that swimming this race was going to be hell, but I tried not to focus
too much on that thought. GO!
I made my way to the front of the pack.
I even swam right past all of the men!
My stroke was right on point.
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My temperature tends to rise after a great excursion. It then goes down after a few hours.
It’s interesting that my natural temperature rests at 35.2 °C (95.36 °F), and sometimes even at 34.8 °C
(94.64 °F). According to doctors, this low temperature translates to hypothermia.
I would say that I’m not capable of comparing myself to normal people, because I’ve never been
normal, and my body was forced to adapt to my lifestyle. Having a low core temperature is an
advantage, as bacteria is created at higher temperatures, and I had managed to lower my temperature
with many years of training. It’s hard to say what’s best, you first need to be aware of your medical
condition and lifestyle.
According to the rule of duality, scientific and technological progress, without which life can no
longer be imagined, begin to have a detrimental effect on the human organism. Scientific and
technological progress are not possible without breaking the laws of nature, and a person who
subordinates their life progress embarks on a path of contradiction and inconsistency against nature.
We all know that we need to brush our teeth and wash our hands before eating, but that’s about where
our knowledge ends. Although we may know something more than this, we simply do not want to
accept it for whatever reason.
True talent isn’t characterized by you never falling down. Rather, by the fact that once you fall down,
you find enough strength to get back up again and keep going.
If I was to compare the health of athletes today with what it was like twenty years ago, it’s with
surety I would say we have come great lengths. Today, an athlete ending their career in their forties
is quite common.
What’s the difference? Paying greater attention to regeneration? A change in one’s health regimen?
Even though some supplement products contain partial chemicals, I must admit they make a distinct
difference in helping athletes in improving their performance and perfecting regeneration. However,
it’s important to distinguish the difference of healthy nutrition for athletes and that of ordinary people.
After submitting to the strain of training every day for six hours, athletes aren’t capable of
replenishing the vitamins their body needs only via their diet.
After a person turns thirty, they begin to grow older and need to regenerate cells and organisms. An
athlete needs to flush out lactic acid as well as all the toxins and harmful substances from their body,
which they’ve taken in through eating, their lifestyle, and the environment around them. If you would
like to extend your career in sports along with your youth, you will need to work with an expert.
There are physicians today who understand and admit that other doctors in their field often increase
cholesterol standards and other data points in order to guarantee a flow of patients and medicine sales.
Here, the goal is no longer to heal, but to maintain clients.
These physicians then decided they would only treat patients, never abuse them, which led to
cellulose diets, alternative medicine, and the like.
Most doctors remain fixed only on medicines that ease one’s pain, but don’t directly treat the illness.
They are missing knowledge about supplement nourishment, and they don’t provide information
about vitamin development and progress during their medical practice.
The well-known and successful Dr Kučera wrote:
Our health can be greatly jeopardized if we believe the current medical official opinions and myths of
the food industry, which agree that we do not need a special supply of vitamins, minerals, trace
elements, etc., when eating “right” (which is commonly called “a balanced diet”). This has been
proclaimed by the current official administration for decades and is characterized by a considerable
negative attitude towards the use of food supplements. Therefore, the administration does not allow
manufacturers of food supplements to use
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The dinghy kept pulling away.
Denis wasn’t swimming at a fast pace, but he was slowly
making his way to the dinghy. He could barely breathe.
The fear that our boat would pull too far away, and the dinghy would get lost in the waves plagued
every second he was in the water.
Finally, he made it to the dinghy.
He clawed his way in, started it up, and caught back up to us!
Everybody was able to take a breather.
This time around, he fastened the boat with extra care, using two knots.
My frequency of strokes stayed the same. No one had any idea what torture I was going through.
I didn’t mention a thing to
anyone. Why didn’t I?
No one would help me anyway, and I didn’t want them to pity me.
It felt like forever.
I tried to just focus on France. I thought of the white rocks and the sandy beach, where I would climb
out of the water and run away! Nobody was going to get me back in the water ever again.
The crew on the boat cheered and clapped for
me. It didn’t change how I felt in the slightest.
I only wanted to finish the swim!
I was no longer interested in the world
record.
Time from time, I would catch a glimpse of Ruda with his head hanging low, rocking back and forth. It
was as if he was living through the torture with me.
He wasn’t able to do anything.
He sat, uninterested, as he fought with every wave and passing minute.
The only members from my team to not vomit were Denis and Geo.
By this point, I had already swum a total of 3 hours.
I hadn’t eaten anything. I would sometimes take a cup of something to drink, but most of it would just
fall away around my mouth.
My time and pace were outstanding.
There was no pain in my shoulder and my strength wasn’t waning in any way.
The cold was bearable. I was only aware of my stomach and the vomiting that never ended.
My stomach was in awful pain the entire time and I became terribly oversensitive. My hormones were
flying around as if they were on a playground swing. I didn’t understand why.
It wasn’t until much later that I figured it out.
I stopped in the water and looked down at my legs to see them
lightly covered in blood!
Good Lord!
My period came right as I was swimming!
Strike two!
Whhhhhyyyyyy?!
Haven’t I suffered enough?
I stopped paying attention to it. I felt as if I was mentally growing weaker, but I didn’t want to
ease up on the task at hand. I continued to pound the water with the same intensity in order to
maintain my tempo.
I no longer had any idea where I was.
I tried to use my mind to distance myself as far as possible from what I was doing.
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Just don’t slow down!
I refused to accept the obvious fact that I didn’t have a chance to finish given the
circumstances. I didn’t want to admit to myself I was worn-out.
“I have to keep going!
I simply have to hold on. I can handle another stupid four hours!
I don’t care what happens next after I get there, but I have to hold on
and make it to France!”
Dufi never stopped encouraging me. Every five minutes she would hold up a
sign showing my time, distance, speed, and frequency.
Dufi knows pretty much everything about me and always has. We’re like twins. I was
freezing away in the water and Dufi had a cold.
I was swimming and Dufi’s shoulders hurt.
They hurt, so I could go on. Our symbiosis was more than extraordinary.
However, this time around, she wasn’t picking up on how I was feeling. My speed and tempo were so
convincing that it didn’t even occur to anyone how much torture I could possibly be going through.
“The dinghy is off again!”
Ruda screamed at the entire crew!
There was terror in their eyes as they watched the boat floating
400 meters away. The edge of the dinghy had cut the rope in two.
Michael could only shake his head in dismay and continue along the course as
planned. Leaving me there and going back for the boat was out of the question.
Denis cried out in desperation,
“I can’t do it! I can’t go on!”
The sea had grown much rougher than before.
There were times when the dinghy was completely lost.
If he was to jump into the water, there was no guarantee he could swim the 400 meters, but if he did,
how long would he be able to keep it up?
The current was strong and continued to hit the boat broadside.
“Screw it!” panted Ruda.
Denis stood and watched as a shot at the world record and 120,000 crowns (approx. $5,000)
disappeared. Out of nowhere he took off his shirt and jumped into the water!
He hit his first pace and immediately regretted it!
Unfortunately, now it was too late. The boat was pulling away and was faster than the dingy, which
continued to lifelessly rock up and down in the waves.
Ten minutes went by and he couldn’t continue, yet the dinghy was still far away.
Another ten minutes later and I was 700 meters from the place where Denis had
jumped into the water. He lost his strength and stopped believing that he could
ever make it to the dinghy.
I don’t even want to think about what might have happened.
If I had been on the boat, I never would have let him jump into the
water. I know exactly who he is as a swimmer
and what the sea is capable of.
The Channel is one of the most treacherous bodies of water and has already taken many victims.
I, however, wasn’t aware of any of thing that was going on, nor did I even have
the opportunity to influence the situation in some way. Twenty minutes passed
and an absolutely shattered and terrified Denis made it to the dinghy.
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Všechnopárty
(Czech interview-style TV Show)

speaking with Jan Rosák

It’s from my own experience I can say that top-level athletes are punctual and successful in other lines
of work, because they are patient and used to difficult work. An unwritten code of trust and
understanding of “fair play” is prevalent among them. Sports have taught them to uphold moral,
humane values. They learn early on to take their life into their own hands and become independent.
They create their own ideas about life and fight for their dreams and opinions.
Even though they might not be successful on a world-wide scale, they will receive more than you
ever wished for. There’s good reason for playing sports. and each of us should at least try to get
away from this cybernetic world and play a bit.
Playing sports provides contact with nature, where you will learn to communicate with your body on
many different levels. When I see children, who are out of breath after having climbed a flight of
stairs, or they don’t know how to ski or swim, because they spend every day sitting in front of a
computer or television, it makes me sad inside. These children are unbalanced and hypersensitive,
with a tendency having of depression. It’s logical to find these children lacking the balance required
by their body and soul.
Movement!
Another phase with which these children are forced to fight with is their health problems.
Scoliosis and premature back pain, caused by their flabby muscles not being able to fulfil the
functions they should, make for a few examples. Overweight or malnutrition and frequent illnesses
are also common.
Playing sports helps children to strengthen their defensive power and immune system. Sports teach all
of us how to better live and manage our lives. They teach us to never give up and keep fighting!
Even though I underwent a hard training regime and suffered many injuries, I’m currently 33 years
old, but I feel better than any 18-year-old. I didn’t do drugs and I never smoked, and I never looked at
alcohol as a way of solving my problems or as a form of entertainment.
Once, I wasn’t sick over an 8-year time period and I didn’t need to take antibiotics – even with my
constant swimming in cold water and trainings. It was by playing sports I was able to get rid of both
my allergies and eczema. I don’t have any serious problems or pain. Also, I don’t have to take it easy
with any movements when playing sports even today. Playing sports is worth it for all of these
reasons: search around, try something new, and stick to it!
You can take warning from and apply my mistakes to your own life in hopes of being much more
successful than I was.
Actually, that is the reason why I am writing this book. I want to pass along my thoughts and
experience to you. You are going to face a long path, full of obstacles, disappointments, pain, loss of
motivation, possible loss of health, bad influences from others, painful relationships, and the loss of
those close to you, but you need to remember to always carry on.
Never give up the fight until you’ve exhausted every weapon and option at your disposal.
Even though you will always run into someone envious of you, someone who isn’t hoping for
your future success, you have to fight for your dreams and how you feel.
Even when it feels like victory is impossible or terribly far away.
Every failure and bad experience you encounter is just another test, helping you to achieve your
desired goal, something only the strongest will accomplish. Only those who never stop believing in
themselves and in every new day will achieve their goals of becoming better and better.
This is the purpose of life.
Each of us is living a life in their very own dream, playing out within their own mind. Each of us can be
found living in a completely different world than those around us.
I have found that having a trainer is an amazing comfort, and the inability to take responsibility
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Champion of Croatia

– world record holder for the fastest swim across the English Channel (2006)
– inauguration into the International Swimming Hall of Fame in USA - (5/2008)
– record holder for the longest upstream, open-water river swim (142.2 km)
– participant and medallist in the world’s toughest and longest, open-water river swim on the
Paraná River in South America (88 km)

– holder of three records from the European Masters
– European Swimming Championship two-time medallist
– World Swimming Championship two-time medallist
– female swimmer of the year (1995)
– first Czech swimmer in history to swim the 200m freestyle under two minutes
– five-time Champion of South America
– champion of Great Britain
– champion of Croatia
– champion of Egypt
– 60 Czech swimming records broken during her career
– holds 82 titles from the Czech Republic Swimming Championships in swimming pool racing
– holds 20 titles from the Czech Republic Swimming Championships in marathon swimming
– World Cup winner in the 100m individual medley, 100m butterfly, and 10 km marathon race
Yvetta broke records in the Czech Republic in the following disciplines:
50 m, 100 m, 200 m (butterfly)
50 m, 100 m, 200 m (freestyle)
100 m (individual medley)
10 km, 15 km, 20 km, 25 km (marathon swimming)

I was always very cautious in selecting sponsors. I
focused on quality, never quantity.
I would like to thank my sponsors for sticking with me when I needed them most.
I will never forget you.

