
Ironman 2013 

 

As the weekend has come to an end I still can’t believe I am an IRONMAN!   This whole 

journey started a year ago at Ironman 2012.  My mom and I went to the finish line the last 

hour of the race to cheer in the last finishers.  It was then I decided to take on this 

challenge for myself.  Training started January 7
th

 2013.  I knew this was going to be a 

big commitment but I was ready to take it on.  I wanted to get to that finish line on May 

18
th

.   

 

The swim started at 7:00AM on May 18
th

 2013.  My plan was to get in the water and wait 

about two minutes after the cannon went off to start.  I wanted the mass of people to start 

and get out of my way so I had a clear path so swim.  I was in the water hanging back 

from the crowd as the cannon sounded.  Everyone took off and I stayed where I was.  I let 

everything sink in; I was at the start line of an Ironman.  I had to take a couple deep 

breaths to hold back the tears then I myself was off on the swim.  I think I ended up 

waiting something like 30seconds to actually start swimming, which was more then 

enough time.  I was able to find my bubbles along the way and avoid some people.   I still 

got ran into, ran over, hit, and even kicked, but I kept moving along.  Rounding the first 

turn buoy there was this guy I couldn’t seem to loose.  I would swim one way and he 

would follow and run into me.  So I would go the other and again he would find me and 

run into me.  I wanted to yell at him to figure out how to swim straight but decided 

against that.  I finally lost him turning into the canal and the last .4miles of the swim.  

The canal ended up being a very crowed place with not only swimmers but spectators as 

well.   I knew my family was somewhere along the shore and I wanted to make sure I 

didn’t miss them.  As I would turn to take a breath I would look for them and eventually 

spotted them in the distance in their highlighter yellow shirts.  As I got closer I sat up and 

started to wave to get their attention so they new I was almost out.  With one last turn to 

go I was out of the water and on dry land.  The swim took me a total of 1 hour 31 minutes 

and 11 seconds 

 

T1 was crazy!!  I wasn’t in a big hurry to head out on my bike, the volunteer however 

thought I should have been.  When I got into the changing tent she grabbed my bag from 

me and dumped everything out on the ground.  She immediately started stuffing my 

pockets with all my nutrition, and even decided to read the notes to me that my parents 

had written for inspiration.  After 6 minutes and 10 seconds in T1 I was on the bike.   

 

The bike started off Great!  I think it was because I was still so excited about my swim 

time that’s all I could think about for the first 20 miles.  My plan for the bike was to eat 

something every 15 minutes and get new water and perform at every aid station whether I 

needed it or not.  This way I would always have cold drinks.  I didn’t stop on the bike 

until I reached the special needs bags at mile 56.  At this point I got off to stretch, use the 

bathroom, and reload all my nutrition.  It was here that I saw Misty, which was nice.  I 

got to talk to her for a little bit before I was off on the bike again.  She caught up with me 

not too much farther down the road and we ended up playing cat and mouse awhile 

before she finally passed me for good.  I had to stop again at about mile 80 because my 

back water bottle cages kept coming loose.  I didn’t want them falling off so I decided to 



stop so I could tighten them down.  Once I got that slight problem fixed I was back on the 

bike and ready to finish what was left of the 112 miles.  The hardest part for me on the 

bike was the last 10 miles.  I knew were we were in The Woodlands and that I was so 

close to the end yet 10 miles of hills stood in my way.  I push through and finally made it 

back to transition with a total of 7 hours 17 minutes and 32 seconds on the bike. 

 

T2 was a little calmer the T1.  As I got off my bike there was someone there who took it 

from me along with my shoes and helmet.  I took off straight down the middle isle to get 

my run bag and into the changing tent.  Once in the changing tent I decided to take my 

time.  I got some water and cooled down and even read my own notes this time.  I put my 

shoes on and had one of the volunteers help me fill up my water bottles.  After 9 minutes 

and 26 seconds in T2 I was finally ready to start my marathon. 

 

As I came out of the tent to start the run I saw that my family had made there way down 

to watch me get started.  It was very nice to have them all there and cheering for my as I 

started the last part of the race.  The beginning of the run was the hardest part of the race 

for me.  I was so hot and couldn’t seem to cool down.  I wanted to run walk a 4/1 on the 

course but that messed up almost right away.  I could seem to run any at all until I got 

cooled down.  After a couple miles I found the ice cups and started to pour ice 

everywhere.  Down my front, down my back, in my hat, everywhere I could think of to 

keep me cool.  Once I got cooled down I was ready to go.  I switched my watch to a 3/2 

run walk and set in to the finish.  At one point I thought about moving it back up to the 

4/1 I had practiced but I didn’t want to ruin the good thing I had going so I just left it.  By 

the 3
rd

 lap of the run my feet really started to hurt.  They had been so wet all day from all 

the water I had poured on myself and felt like they were starting to blister badly.  I 

couldn’t decide what hurt less walking or running so I just kept pushing forward.  I 

finally made it to the fork in the path where until this point I had been going to the left to 

complete another lap.  I was so excited to get to turn to the right and be just minutes away 

from accomplishing my dream.  The crowd was unbelievably thick and loud.  As I ran up 

the chute to the finish line I felt like I was the only one there and all the cheers and yells 

were for me.  I crossed the finish line in 15 hours 3 minutes and 21 seconds.  I wouldn’t 

have traded a second of this day for anything because I can now saw I AM AN 

IRONMAN!!!     


