
The Journey to my First Ironman  
 

When I first signed up to do Ironman Texas, everyone that was close to me, 
friends, family and coworkers thought I was crazy. But if you had asked me what I 
thought, I would have told you that I was super stoked. During the whole training 
process, I only had a handful of workouts that really just tore me down and made 
me feel like I was never going to be able to finish this race. Never in my life did I 
think I had what if took to become an “Ironman.” But now I know that it has to come 
from within your own self to see what you are capable of. 
 
Thursday 
 When I arrived in The Woodlands to pick up my packet and sign in, I got very 
emotional.  I started to tear up and I couldn’t even speak. It was because I was 
excited to be there, with everyone that was going to be doing the Ironman. I was so 
happy, that there were no words to describe how I felt. When I went to sign in, the 
man had already congratulated me for doing nothing. I said, “Sir, I haven’t even done 
the race yet.” He said, “You are already stronger, braver and more stupid than me. 
Congratulations you’re one step closer to your goal just by signing your name in.” I 
gathered everything I needed, which I have to say included a very awesome 
backpack that I love. Emily and I then walked around the expo and everyone had his 
or her compression socks, tights and arm sleeves on. I was in the presence of some 
crazy people, and I loved it. Becky told us that we needed to be resting and just 
taking it easy, but for some reason I just couldn’t do that. I was aching to walk 
around and talk to people and see everything going on. I just couldn’t rest. We then 
had the banquet, which if I could have videotaped it, I would have. That was an 
amazing experience in itself. The food was good. The whole NET team had a great 
time. We always do when we are together. Even little WP was keeping us on our 
toes and laughing.  We couldn’t really hear anything they were saying, but that’s 
okay because we are all okay.  
 
Friday 
 Friday we had to check in our bikes and do 3 quick workouts, just to get 
some nerves out. Well we stayed out in Tomball, which was about 30 minutes away. 
So by the time I had gotten to The Woodlands, I had completely missed the swim. I 
told myself that it was okay to miss the swim. I knew that I wasn’t going to swim in a 
wetsuit anyway. So then transition for the Ironman was completely different than 
any other triathlon I had done. You had a bike bag, which I put my athlete tracker (I 
will have to tell you about this thing later), bike shoes, helmet, sunglasses, socks and 
a towel. Then I had a run bag, which had my race belt, bib, running shoes, zensahs, 
and a new pair of socks. This was foreign to me and I wanted to make sure that I 
hadn’t forgotten anything. I think I walked back and forth to both bags 6-7 times. I 
was paranoid, but I shouldn’t have been because in the morning I could access them 
again. I noticed when I was setting my bags down, that people had put bright duck 
tape on their bags. I thought to myself, “Why didn’t’ any of us think of that. That is 
very clever.” I told myself to tell Becky that, I of course forgot.  When I brought my 
bike in they checked my bracelet to make sure I was the right person and then took 



a photo of just my bike. I thought it was odd, but then Emily explained it could be for 
insurance stuff, just in case. Then the nice lady walked my bike to my spot and 
helped me put it up. She was really sweet, just like ALL of the other volunteers. She 
then asked, “Hey were y’all wearing red shirts at the banquet last night, because y’all 
looked like a team that was having a lot of fun.” I thought to myself there were so 
many people at the banquet for her to notice something like that. It made me feel 
special. I then ran for a little bit to get a little bit of the excitement out. Then went 
back to the hotel showered and then Emily and I saw Great Gatsby. It was excellent, 
so if you haven’t seen it, go now and see it. You will not be disappointed. After that 
we ate dinner with the team at Jason’s Deli. We all ate a very good meal and the 
WHOLE table was smiles. I don’t think a single one of us was nervous at that time (at 
least not showing it anyway.) Then went back to the hotel and made sure I had 
everything, made a list and went over it at least 5 times. 
 
Saturday 
  The time was finally here, 0400, that is. Way to early, but I wasn’t feeling 
tired at all. I was super excited and I don’t think anything was going to change that 
feeling at all. I had a bagel with peanut butter, a banana and a bonk breaker. I drank 
some PowerAde perform and some water. I also made sure that I went number 2, 
because there was no way I was leaving the hotel without going poop. Lol. I got all 
dressed up in my NET top and shorts. I was feeling fantastic. Got all ready to go and 
then we were on the way to The Woodlands. When we arrived there was already 
traffic, but I figured that was going to happen. We parked in the parking garage and 
we were on the way to transition. I had to pump up my tires because on Friday I had 
to deflate them some because I didn’t want the tires to pop in the heat. Luckily I 
brought my own pump because the line to borrow would have sent me panicking. I 
then met Kasey and her dad was sweet enough to drive us all to the swim start. 
When we got there we dropped off our special needs bags. I then needed to go to the 
bathroom. But of course the lines for the port-o-potties were already ridiculous. 
When I finally when poop for the second time, I went to our meeting place. Most of 
the team had already gotten in the water, but I had to see my family before I started. 
My mom gave me a huge hug and I could tell she was trying not to cry. I told her that 
everything was going to be okay and that I would see her at the end of the day and I 
was going to be an Ironman. Then Kasey, Bryan and I snuck in a picture and we 
were on our way. We waited in line with Jessica and Misty and then we at the 
water’s ledge. 
 
Swim: When I stuck my toe into that water, I thought, “This is ridiculous, I sure hope 
this water warms up.” As soon as I was in the water up to my head I knew that I was 
going to be hot at the end of the swim. I no longer saw anyone from my team and I 
had to tell myself that it was going to be okay. As soon as the cannon went off, I 
thought this is what it must be like to be a salmon swimming up stream. There were 
hands, bodies, legs, and heads going everywhere. At that point I was sure that 
nobody knew how to swim. It took me forever to find any kind of rhythm because it 
was just complete chaos going on. There was no escape from the hands and feet. I 
have never wanted to quit any kind of swim race before, but at this point that was all 



I could think about, was quitting. I couldn’t see the buoys at all. It felt like it was 
never going to come to an end. When we got close to the first red turn buoy, I was 
praying that it was over already, but I knew there was so much more swimming to 
do. At 56 minutes I had to stop and hold onto a canoe because I was mentally 
exhausted. I stopped for one minute and was on my way into the canal. That one-
minute rest was everything I needed for the last push of the swim. I couldn’t seem to 
get away from this one guy that I was sure didn’t know how to swim, he kicked me 
in the left cheek 3 separate times. So I gave him some nasty elbows to the back and 
side. When I was almost to the end a dead fish slapped me in the face. At that 
moment it felt like life was slapping me in the face saying, “What were you thinking 
for doing this.”  I swam around it and then helped a lady who was screaming like she 
was dying. It was in blood to help, so I helped her swim to the side and then kept 
going. I got to the steps and all I could hear was my name being screamed and I 
knew it was my sister Rachel. Nobody has a voice like that. It made me smile bigger 
than I had smiled that day. Mostly because I was done with the swim part and 
during almost the whole swim I kept saying, “This swim is the reason I will never do 
another Ironman.” 
 
Swim: 1:25:23 
 
T1: 4:14; It was awesome. I got inside the tent and the ladies in there were helping 
me put on my helmet and shoes. I thought this is awesome. One lady started rubbing 
sunscreen on me. It felt like a little “spa” moment in the middle of chaos. 
 
Bike: When I finally got to my bike, which was 22 rows of bikes from the transition, I 
was excited because Micah and I had ridden the course a couple of weekends prior. 
So I felt like I was ready to handle the ride again. This was great thought until I got 
into the thick of the bike. First my tracker wouldn’t turn on, so I had to stop and 
figure it out, which took a little bit of time. Then I hopped back on and kept going. 
Micah and I hadn’t ridden the course exactly, so the first part I was not familiar with. 
But when we got to the first aide station I was excited because I could start counting 
the miles down and the course was looking familiar. It was awesome to be out on 
the course. There were people cheering us on even though it was hot out there and 
we were nowhere near civilization. The sun was slowly beating down on me and it 
was definitely starting to take a toll on me. I slowing down and I could feel it. Kasey 
passed me and then Misty passed me. I told myself to keep up with them but I 
couldn’t. I was dehydrated and I knew it. There was no way I was going to be able to 
catch back up to hydration. I drank 18 bottles of perform. I had the chills; I wasn’t 
sweating and was just going through these hot to cold spells. I could have literally 
fallen asleep on the bike. I could tell that I was starting to slow down because I had 
to stop at every aide station and get off my bike. More and more people were 
passing me but even though I was trying my hardest to keep up some kind of pace, I 
couldn’t. Then I saw the dreaded DNF truck full of bikers. They were pissed and I 
could tell that they were upset and cussing. I didn’t want to be part of that truck, so I 
tried to hustle. On the way back, there was literally NO SHADE. At one point I had to 
climb up a hill and sit by a fence. A man was nice enough to cross 1488 with a bottle 



of water and ask if I was okay. At that point I knew that I needed to hurry. The last 
12 miles were literally the LONGEST 12 MILES of my LIFE. I didn’t think they would 
ever be over. When I finally was told just 2 flat miles left, I booked it. When I got to 
the dismount line I started to cry because it was over. I didn’t think the bike was 
ever going to be over. My family and Emily kept asking if I was okay. I told them I 
was fine and that I was glad the bike was over. All they kept saying was, “We 
thought something happened, your tracker stopped at 61.6 miles and never turned 
back on. We thought that you were dead.” That’s all I kept hearing. So I had to tune 
them out. When I was handed my run bag, the lady told me that I had to cross the 
timing mat within the next 8 minutes or I was going to be DNF. This was another 
time that I thought I was never going to do another Ironman again. 
 
Bike: 8:47:09 (seriously didn’t think it was going to take this long, but I am just glad 
I finished) 
 
T2: 8:59; When I walked into the tent, all I wanted to do was lay down and sleep, I 
am sure that a nap was going to be awesome. But I didn’t have the time for a nap. So 
once again the ladies helped me put on my shoes and rubbed me down with 
sunscreen again. 
 
Run:  When I walked out of the tent, Catie was there. So was being great, she kept 
saying. “I know that you can do this. You’re doing awesome right now. Just think you 
are on the last portion. I am SO PROUD OF YOU!!” That made me know how much 
everyone cared. I couldn’t walk right away, no matter how much I wanted to. So I 
would do this weird jog. Then finally I met this girl, her name was Jessica and she 
was from Utah and this was also her first Ironman. We talked and ran the whole 
time. When I started she was already on her second lap. So I only got to run with her 
on two laps. But having someone to talk and run with made it easier to actually run. 
It was hot, but my legs were not hurting at all. We would walk the aide stations and 
run in between. I knew that I was going to finish this Ironman, even if I had to leave 
everything out there on the course. I had to make it to mile 17 by 2150. I made it by 
2127. I was excited because at that point I knew that I was going to complete this 
thing. When it became dark, I had just started my last lap. I saw my dad and he kept 
telling me how proud he was and that made me very happy. He made sure I was 
drinking water and eating something so that I wouldn’t pass out. I love that man!! I 
always knew that I was terrified of being chased, but running a race in the dark took 
it to a whole new level. Everyone was chasing me. Lol. When I made it to the other 
side of the lake, I knew that I only had 3 miles to go and that I was going to make it. I 
saw Jessica and I pinched her on the butt and told her, “I will be at the finish line 
waiting for you. WE CAN DO THIS!!” I was trying to give us both some 
encouragement. I had never run a FULL marathon, and I was at mile 25 and I 
thought to myself. I am about to run my first full marathon after swimming for 2.4 
miles and biking for 112 miles. What was I thinking, all I knew that I felt awesome. 
When I came through the tunnel and saw the tape on the ground that spelt out 
FINISH, I could do nothing but sprint because I thought that the finish was just up 
the hill, man was I wrong. Lol. I sprinted up the hill, down the hill in the chute and 



then back up. It was a feeling that is completely indescribable. Every person was 
they’re cheering you on and everyone wanted to give you a high five. I didn’t even 
know these people, but I knew I wanted to give them a high five. When I saw Mike 
Reilly, I started crying. Because I was just waiting to hear, “Jessica Morrow, You are 
an Ironman.” That was seriously the greatest sentence that I have ever heard. I saw 
my family and Emily and was just beyond excited. I knew that I had completed 
something that I had trained for, for months. IT was finally coming to end and after 
everything I went through during the race, I didn’t want it to end. Even though that 
sounds silly. When I crossed the finish line there was a man there waiting to help 
me? He walked me to get my medal, shirt, hat and finisher’s picture taken. We 
waited for Jessica Malone to finish. I knew that we had done it. She was crying and I 
was crying and that was all we could do. Was stand there happily crying.  I was 
upset because the rest of our team was not there at all. I wanted to see everyone and 
give him or her hugs and congratulate them. But I had my people there, so I was 
excited. 
 
I definitely had, “The walk” for a few days. I also got a nasty race on my whole body 
(which I swore was from the dead fish,) cuts and bruises all over. But every bit of it 
was worth it! 
 
Run: 6:14:50 
 
Finisher’s time: 16:40:34 
 
I seriously am still overwhelmed by the whole thing. I am incredibly proud of every 
single one of us. I want to thank my family and Emily for coming and being the best 
spectators out there. I want to thank Misty, Bryan, Kasey, Micah, Jessica, and Kyle 
and of course the best coach out there, Becky. I couldn’t have done it without these 
wonderful people. If you would have asked me that day if I wanted to do another 
Ironman, I would have laughed in your face and said never again. But today, almost 
a week later I am still smiling and ready to do another one. So Ironman Texas 2014, I 
am going to tackle you again. This time I am taking you down. 
 



 


