
! I rode to the Woodlands with Misty on Thursday morning.  We left Nacogdoches 
at about 10 am and arrived in The Woodlands around lunch time.  We went straight to 
pick up our packets and saw Becky, Kyle, and WP walking across the street to go to the 
movie as we were driving in to park.  We were very excited to have seen them right 
away.  There was no line when we got there.  We got our packets, shopped in the 
Ironman store, and walked around the expo area for a little while.  By the time we left 
the expo the line was starting to get long.  We were glad we got there when we did.  It 
was already 1:30 or 2:00 when we got our packets, and we hadn’t eaten.  I picked a 
terrible Mexican food restaurant on the waterway, and we sat outside directly in the hot 
sun eating bad Mexican food.  Bad idea.  
! Originally Misty and I were going to drive to The Woodlands and back on 
Thursday just to pick up our packets, so neither one of us had booked a hotel room for 
Thursday night.  We ended up staying together at a different hotel that night than either 
one of us was staying for the next 2 nights.  Lesson:  Book hotel for Thursday-Sunday.  
It all worked out though.  After a few missed exits and turns and a detour through some 
older Woodlands neighborhoods we found our hotel, La Quinta.  We checked in, 
unloaded our bikes (Misty did all the work), and changed into our NET shirts and 
headed to the Ironman welcome banquet.  
! We met up with the rest of the NET group at the Marriott lobby at 5, and Kyle 
gave everyone their GPS tracking devices to wear on the bike and showed us how to 
use them.  Thank you Kyle!  We took a group picture and went into the banquet to eat.  I 
had been having terrible headaches all week.  My head did not hurt all day Thursday, 
but it started again as we were lining up to go to the banquet.  I thought it was sinus, 
and I was getting concerned about how bad I would feel Saturday during the race if my 
head hurt like this then.  Everyone else seemed to be feeling great.  The banquet food 
was good.  We sat at a table in the back and could not hear anything that Mike Reilly or 
anyone else on the podium was saying.  They were using a microphone but the 
speakers made their voices sound muffled like the parents on Charlie Brown.  We went 
back to our hotel and were going to organize our gear bags for Saturday, but I decided 
to wait until Friday after the practice swim and final bike and run workouts to pack my 
gear bags.  Misty gave everyone an awesome goody bag with chips, candy, drinks, 
tylenol, and IM stickers.  I snacked a little on that and went to sleep.  
! Friday morning we got up a 6:30, ate breakfast, and headed to North Shore Park 
for the practice swim.  Here we met up with Jessica Malone, Bryan, and Kasey.  I wasn’t 
nervous about the practice swim until I got into the water.  There was a buoy about 500 
yards down.  We were just going to swim out to the buoy and back.  I don’t know why 
but as soon as I started to swim, my chest got really tight and I started to panic.  I 
treaded water for a little bit hoping to calm down and try swimming again, but everytime 
I took a breath water splashed in my face and in my mouth if it was open.  I felt like I 
was going to drown.  I knew if I could get going I would eventually settle down.  So I 
tried swimming again and made it out almost to the buoy one stroke and breath at a 
time.  My goggles fogged up so I stopped at a kayak, unfogged them, and swam back to 
the shore.  By the time I got back, I was just about to be settled down and calm.  I was 
hoping I had gotten all the swim panic out of the way.  Then we all went and got our 
bikes.  I was trying to put the front tire on my bike since we had to take it off to load it 
and I wasn’t really sure how to put it back on.  A nice man nearby with a bike like mine 



came over and showed me how to put it on.  Then he assessed my bike to make sure it 
was good to go and showed me that my back tire was on crooked.  He taught me how 
to check it and how to fix it.  I was so glad he was there to help.  We rode around some 
beautiful neighborhoods in The Woodlands (where I discovered the Cat Eye on my bike 
wasn’t working) and all went together to rack our bikes and turn in our gear bags.  Misty 
and I put our stuff in our gear bags on the tailgate of John’s truck.  Just standing there in 
the heat putting our bags together we were pouring sweat.  I couldn’t imagine how we 
would do the IM in the heat the next day sweating as we were standing still.  I went to 
get something out of the truck and my bike pump fell out onto my toe.  All week I had 
been running into things, stubbing my toes.  I ran over my own toes with my buggy in 
the grocery store earlier in the week and now this.  It was ridiculous the injuries my poor 
toes had been through.  But none were broken just sore and bleeding now from the bike 
pump.  We walked our bikes to transition where we saw Kyle, Becky, and WP.  Kyle 
fixed my Cat Eye and Misty’s too.  Thank goodness we saw them.  The transition area 
of IM was different than anything I had ever seen in a triathlon.  I had been wondering 
how it all worked with the gear bags and changing tents and all, and I finally understood 
the IM transition process.  It was a little overwhelming and I felt my chest tighten again 
and like I might hyperventilate from just the magnitude and anticipation of the next day.  
We were headed back to the IM store to buy more IM stuff when we ran into Kasey and 
her parents and had lunch with them at Hubble and Hudson instead.  I wanted to go to 
Lululemon where they had all the 2013 IMTX participants name’s on the window of the 
store and find my name, so Misty, Bryan, Kasey, and I headed over there.  I sat down 
and rested while everyone else was shopping and started looking at a book.  It was 
called V is for Vulnerable.  It was an ABC book for adults.  I opened the first page and it 
said: “A is for Anxiety.  Anxiety is experiencing failure in advance.  Tell yourself enough 
vivid stories about the worst possible outcome of your work and you’ll soon come to 
believe them.  Worry is not preparation, and anxiety doesn’t make you better.”  I really 
felt like someone was watching over me.  The stranger helped me with my crooked bike 
tire, and Kyle fixing the Cat Eye.  I didn’t break my toe, and now a message about 
anxiety that I very much needed right then and there.  
! Our plan for the day was to get everything turned in and get back to the hotel and 
rest.  My check-in time at my hotel where I was staying the rest of the weekend was at 
2pm.  Misty’s check-in time was at 4pm.  So, we went to my hotel.  I had two rooms 
reserved.  She took a room and I took a room.  We went and took showers and got 
dressed for dinner.  Finally we got to rest.  I watched the 2011 Ironman Awards video 
again for the 10 millionth time (I never get tired of watching that one), watched a video 
of the run course for the first time, and charged my GPS for Saturday.  That’s how I 
rested.  We left so she could get checked into her hotel before we met the NET group 
for dinner at Jason’s Deli.  I sat by Kyle, Becky, WP, and Becky’s parents at dinner.  I got 
some valuable information from Kyle.  We were talking about the weather and how hot it 
would be the next day for IM.  Kyle recommended that I take in plenty of electolytes 
throughout the day and not just drink water all day.  Very good advice.  
! After dinner, my sister Cheyenne came and picked me up at Jason’s Deli with my 
daughters, Brittany and Blake. They had just made it into The Woodlands when we 
were finishing dinner.  I was very happy to see them.  We went to meet my mom and my 
sister Allison for dinner at Kirby’s Steakhouse.  I sat with them while they ate, and then 



we went back to our hotel.  I stayed in a room by myself and went to bed right away. It 
was about 9:30 when I turned out the lights.  I was up and down to the bathroom every 
hour til about 1am before I finally went to sleep.  
! My alarm went off at 4am.  I got up and had my usual triathlon breakfast, coffee 
and a peanut butter sandwich.  Cheyenne and the girls were up and ready, and we left 
at 4:45. I wasn’t sure how the traffic would be or where we would park, and that made 
me a little anxious.  We were there early enough that parking and traffic were no 
problem at all.  As we were walking up to transition, I heard what I thought was the voice 
of Ironman, Mike Reilly.  Looking back I’m not sure if it was or not because I heard the 
same voice at the swim start a mile away not too long after I left transition.  I became a 
little emotional and cried for a second before pulling it together so I wouldn’t look like a 
blubbering idiot. I went into transition and put air in my tires and filled up my water 
bottles.  I saw Kasey.  There weren’t many people there yet, but by the time I was 
leaving to head over to the swim, transition was full.  I was glad I was leaving as it was 
getting chaotic with all the people.  Chey and the girls were waiting for me.  They were 
hungry and in need of coffee, so we walked over to HEB which was across from 
transition to get them something to eat, but it was closed.  So, we walked over to the 
swim start.  On the walk to the swim start, we had to walk through some wooded areas, 
and it was still dark outside.  My daughter, Blake, who was walking ahead with me 
started making up scary stories and telling them in a spooky voice as we were walking 
through the trees.  That kept my mind off the swim.  They were pretty good stories.  I 
was impressed with her story telling abilities.  I saw Terri and Larry Cawley as soon as 
we got to Northshore for the swim, got my body markings, went to the port o potty and 
then to the swing set area to meet up with the rest of the NET group.  At this point I was 
still thinking I had no business doing an Ironman.  I was starting to get nervous.  So I 
started thinking positive thoughts.  I remembered at the Galveston 70.3 on the dock 
before the swim, I heard one woman consoling another woman who was more nervous 
than I had ever thought about being if you can imagine that.  She said that what helps 
her is to remember that no one is making her do the race.  She is doing it because she 
enjoys it and for the accomplishment.  Don’t let fear take away the joy of doing what you 
love or stand in the way of your dreams.  
! It didn’t seem like we waited long for the swim start.  The time passed very 
quickly.  Misty and her family huddled for a prayer, and I said a prayer as well alone.  
Becky and Kyle left to get in the water.  I hugged my family and made my way over to 
the water with Kasey and Misty.  We wanted to get in the water last towards the back to 
avoid swimming in a crowd.  After the National Anthem, the volunteers made us get in 
the water.  We found a dock way back from the mass of swimmers and started from 
there when the cannon went off.  I started swimming.  I was breathing on the right side 
only at first.  It seemed like 5 minutes of swimming had past before I even got up to the 
yellow start buoys.  I was thinking at this point that I might not make the cut off, but I 
was not panicking which was good.  I swam wide, closer to the shore than the buoys.  I 
had heard Becky was planning on doing that to avoid being kicked in the stomach so I 
thought I would do the same to avoid being swam over.  It wasn’t long until I got into a 
good rhythm.  I was breathing on both sides which is something I have never been able 
to do in an open water swim, and I was very focused on my form and high elbow.  Then 
I remembered the wetsuit swimmers who started at 7:10.  They would be catching up 



and passing soon.  No, they were already closing in.  So there was a period of time 
during my swim that I felt like I was dodging wetsuit swimmers.  One of the reasons I 
don’t like the swim of a triathlon is that I am afraid of being swam over.  I don’t like the 
idea of someone grabbing my ankle and pulling be back while they swim on top of me.  
If ever I was to be swam over, I think IM would be the most likely place for it to happen 
which is why the IM swim scares me so much.  It’s not that I can’t swim that far.  The 
wetsuit swimmer dodging occurred all before the first turn buoy.  After that I got into a 
rhythm again and swam on.  After the turn and heading back towards the bridge, I was 
swimming well, feeling very strong and fast.  I looked up and realize I was swimming 
perpendicular to the swim course towards a big white house.  I wasn’t sighting.  I 
needed to sight.  Also, I quit worrying about the other swimmers around me and getting 
out of their way.  I found that if I accidentally touched another swimmer or if they 
touched me we were very kind and courteous to each other, apologizing and swimming 
on.  I remember thinking how nice everyone was in the water which was completely 
different than the way I had profiled IM swimmers to be in my mind.  But, I didn’t realize I 
was towards the back in the swim.  I still thought I was in the mid to upper range of 
swimmers at this point as well.  It could just be that the swimmers towards the back are 
friendlier with the same goals of just surviving the swim and making the cut off.  I just 
kept swimming, made the turn to swim through the canal, and stayed focused on my 
form.  I heard my mom cheering for me, and I stopped and waved at her.  I had 
survived.  The hard part was over for me.  I hate to say I was disappointed, but I really 
thought I had swam faster than what the clock said.  I got out of the water a couple of 
minutes under 2 hours.  I got my bike bag from a volunteer and went into the changing 
tent.  The volunteer helped me get my socks, shoes, helmet, and glasses on.  Then I 
got slathered with sunscreen by other volunteers.  Brian was coming out of the men’s 
changing tent at the same time as I was coming out of mine.  He had finished the swim 
just before me.  It was always great to see my teammates throughout the race.  We 
gave each other some moral support and a pat on the back, and I went on and got my 
bike while he was getting his sunscreen on.  I was surprised that there weren’t very 
many bikes left in transition at this point because I still thought I was ahead of a lot more 
people.  I realized I was going to have to make up for lost time on the bike.  I still had a 
14 hour goal at this point as well.
! I felt great the entire bike ride.  I kept a pretty fast average pace for the first half 
of the ride.  I was trying to stay above 20 mph.  My plan was to hydrate well with water 
and electrolytes, and by the first water station I already needed to pee which I already 
knew was going to be a problem.  Also, I had never gone through a water station before 
without stopping and was a little concerned about that as well.  When I got to the water 
station, I held out my hand for the Perform drink, but I dropped it.  I grabbed for the 
second one from another volunteer. I held on to it but I swerved really sharp to the left 
and missed an orange cone by about 1 millimeter.  I thought I was going to crash but I 
didn’t.  I had predetermined that when the need to pee arose that I would not stop to go 
to the restroom.   And when that time came, I checked to make sure there was not 
anyone close behind me, and I went for it.  It was much easier to do than I had 
anticipated and so convenient.  Had I not peed on my bike, I think that I would have had 
to stop 7 times.  That would have taken me at least 40 more minutes on the bike.  I was 
very proud of myself as disgusting as that may sound.  It did not bother me a bit.  I just 



made sure I got a bottle of water at the water stops to rinse off with.  After that the water 
stops were easy, at least until mile 90.  I kept it in the 18 to 24 range for the most part.  I 
passed a lot of people but in the first half of the ride but I still had not seen anyone from 
NET.  I was hoping I was going fast enough to catch up to someone from home, 
especially since I wasn’t going to stop and rest for any reason, and I figured the others 
from NET probably would.  I saw the guy with from the motivational group message we 
got from Elyse with the man boobs hanging out the sides of his tri top.  I had thought 
that was a joke, but he really was doing it!  I was thinking, “okay I can do this.”  I started 
becoming very emotional around mile 50.  The night before when I had met my family 
for dinner at Kirby’s, we were reminiscing about my dad and telling funny stories about 
him.  I thought about him a lot on the bike portion of the race and how proud he would 
have been and how much I missed him. I remember the mile marker because I started 
crying after I passed the volunteers at mile 50.  I was blown away by the support and 
dedication of all of the volunteers, and I still couldn’t believe I was doing the Ironman.  It 
was all so overwhelming to me, and I was actually doing it!  I made it to special needs.  
By this time, I had a pretty good pattern going.  I was just taking a water and a Perform 
at every water station and sometimes a bonk breaker or a banana.  My original nutrition 
plan had completely gone out the window.  I was just taking whatever they provided.  I 
would drink the Perform between stations and use the water to cool me off and rinse off 
my bike and shorts.  At some point the citrus flavor of the Perform started taking a toll 
on my sensitive teeth.  I realized this when I could no longer chew a bonk breaker and 
had to eat bananas only.  I felt like I had no enamel left on my teeth.  The wind was 
unbelievably strong on the second half of the bike ride.  After special needs and turning 
on that long rode back that gets really gravelly and rough for a while, a girl named 
Michelle came by me.  I only knew her name because her race number was on her 
back.  I don’t know how old she was, but I thought she was about my age.  I decided I 
was not going to allow her to get ahead of me.  MUST BEAT MICHELLE!  So she and I 
played “cat and mouse” for a while.  I would pass her and then here she would be back 
and pass me again.  I guess I finally got the best of her because after a while I didn’t 
see her again.  Finally, at the water station at mile 80, I saw someone from NET.  I saw 
Kasey getting off her bike at mile 80, and I hollered at her.  She was all smiles of 
course.  I was feeling better about my race now because I knew I had made up for a lot 
of lost time on the swim.  I was not going to stop at all; however, at the mile 90 water 
stop I reached to take a banana, but it was green.  So I stopped to trade it for a yellow 
banana, and I nearly lost it when I did.  My legs nearly crumbled underneath me when 
they hit the ground.  It was a near catastrophe, but I somehow stayed up on my feet.  I 
just forgot that my legs had been pedaling for 90 miles and weren’t ready for an abrupt 
stop.  I swapped out my banana and got on my way.  At some point between mile 90 
and 100, I turned around when I heard a familiar voice yelling my name.  It was Misty!  I 
was so excited to see her.  We chatted briefly about the race so far.  I had not seen her 
when I passed her as she was coming out of a port o potty.  We strategized about the 
run a little.  She was wanting to stay together, but I knew from a previous running 
experience with her that I wouldn’t be able to hang with her, and I would never want her 
to hold back for me although at this point I still planned on using the 9/1 intervals I had 
trained for on the run.  I continued to push myself to the end on the bike.  One guy I 
passed made a comment about how awesome the chicks from Nacogdoches were.  I 



think Nacogdoches made a pretty impressive showing.  Towards the very end of the 
bike, I saw the Hammer crew with Sheryl, Micah, and Colleen Hill.  The next thing I 
knew I was dismounting the bike, and Misty was right behind me.  We went into 
transition together. 
! I had decided I wasn’t going to rush in transition.  I wanted to take a few minutes 
to stretch.  I got all changed.  The volunteer did pretty much everything for me.  She 
even rubbed down my disgusting sweaty body with sunscreen which I thanked her and 
apologized for repeatedly.  We grabbed a water.  I went to the potty and we were off on 
the run.  I was so glad that Misty went on and ran her race.  She definitely didn’t look 
like someone who just swam 2.4 miles and rode 112 on the bike.  She looked like she 
was starting fresh on a run.  I, on the other hand, did not.  It was just SO HOT!!!!!  My 
plan was just to run from water stop to water stop and eat, drink, and walk the water 
stops.  I made it to at least 3 stops in this pattern.  My mentality changed a bit.  On the 
first lap I walked a little more than I had planned, but I did run way more than I walked.  I 
can’t remember if I caught up to Kyle on the first lap or the second.  I think it was the 
first.  I saw him ahead of me, and I thought I would just run til I caught up to him and 
stop and walk with him for a little while.  I wanted to see how things were going with 
him.  He was walking, but I thought I would never catch up to him.  He walked really 
fast.  I did catch up to him, and I walked with him a while.  When we got to a water stop, 
he grabbed his nutrition and walked on.  I stopped and got what I needed and finished it 
while walking, but he was already so far ahead I had to run to catch up again.  My 
running plan was going out the window quickly, especially when I read the sign 
someone had put out that said “Embrace the Suck!”  which pretty much summed up the 
first lap of the run with the heat and all.  There were two guys standing along the run 
course in front of the apartments about a fourth of a mile before the waterway.  They 
were high fiving and cheering runners as they went by, very enthusiastically.  On the first 
lap, I am ashamed to admit, I was slightly annoyed by the duo, but they were there with 
the same enthusiasm on my second and third laps, too, and, they had been there all 
day and would still be there for the other runners after I finished.  By the third lap, I was 
overwhelmed with their commitment as spectators.  Seriously, the IM volunteers and 
spectators are amazing!  As I made it back to the waterway on my first lap, I was 
anxious to see my family.  They were standing under the bridge.  I saw my brother first, 
and I gave them all a big sweaty hug.  I dropped my sweaty band off with them because 
it was hurting my head, and I ran on at least I ran around the corner where they couldn’t 
see me anymore and started walking for a bit.  The second lap of the run was pretty 
uneventful.  I discovered the broth at the aid stations.  I got broth every time from then 
on out.  Sometimes it was hot, sometimes cold.  It was SO GOOD!!!!  My teeth were still 
hurting so I could only eat soft things.  I wanted pretzels so bad, but every time I tried I 
couldn’t eat them.  It hurt too bad.  I had watermelon on a couple of stops which was a 
nice refreshing treat, but I mostly stuck to gels, water, and chicken broth.  I saw a guy 
getting some electrolyte pills at one stop, and I tried that, too, for the first time.  But I 
don’t remember what they were called.  My stomach got cranky on the second lap, and I 
stopped at a port o potty in the neighborhood with the big beautiful homes.  I just sat 
there on the pot for at least 5 to 10 minutes with the door wide open trying to make 
something happen.  I could not shut the door. It was too hot.  Nobody ever even looked 
at me for which I am very thankful.  I just sat there watching people run by.  I finally gave 



up and continued running/walking, walking more at this point.  I got back to the 
waterway and saw my sister Cheyenne and my brother and Brittany and Blake.  I knew 
that Mark and the boys would be there soon and worried about them, whether they 
found a place to park and if they would be able to find the run course.  This is really 
gross but I have to include it because it was part of my experience.  Sorry.  I had been 
smelling something gross, but I couldn’t figure out what it was.  I finally figured out the 
source of the smell after I had again hugged each of my family members when I ran by 
them under the bridge.  I had poo poo on the back of my hand, and I know it wasn’t 
mine because I had not poo pooed.  It must’ve been from the port o potty I sat in, but I 
didn’t realize the back of my hand had become contaminated.  I cleaned it off with a 
sponge and some hand sanitizer at the next aid station, but I was worried that I might 
have somehow ingested it or gotten it on my family when I hugged them.  If I did, we 
were all okay because no one got sick or anything.  Thank goodness!  That was 
disgusting.  I had gone under the scaffolding on the second lap heading up to Landry’s 
when I saw my babies.  They caught me walking, but I immediately started running 
again when I saw them sitting on a concrete ledge.  I had been looking for them but for 
some reason I was surprised to see them.  That was pretty awesome.  When I came 
back through the scaffolding I saw the rest of my crew walking across the top of the 
bridge.  They asked me what mile I was on.  It was 17.  I was getting close, just one 
more lap. On the third lap, and the second, too, I would get really winded while running 
almost asthmatic, I guess, even though I’ve never had asthma.  I was kind of scared to 
run.  I didn’t want to fall out before I made it to the finish line.  Maybe I was being overly 
cautious.  I don’t know.  On the third lap, it was very dark as I made my way through the 
last wooded area on the course.  I happened to be all alone on the darkest part of the 
course, and I started getting really spooked recalling the scary stories Blake had been 
telling me on our walk through the dark woods on the way to the swim start.  
Approaching the waterway on the last lap, I was so thankful that I was almost done.  
Many of the people around me were on their 2nd lap.  On the waterway,  I could hear 
Mike Reilly and see the lights of the finish line.  I was getting so close!   It was really 
exciting!  When I came back through the scaffolding after the loop at Landry’s, Kyle was 
coming through the opposite direction.  I wasn’t expecting him to be so close with me 
run/walking and him walking, but he was just right there.  That’s some fast walking. 
!  I finally got to turn for the finish line.  I had thought I would have to run a block or 
two to get to the chute to the finish line, but it was just right there!  UNBELIEVABLE!  I 
saw the Hammer’s and Colleen and ran up and hugged them.  Then my family was 
there and I hugged one or two.  I didn’t want anyone else to cross the finish line at the 
same time as me because I was afraid I wouldn’t hear Mike Reilly say my name, so I 
kept running.  I high fived almost everybody along the chute.  Allison was around the 
corner.  I ran past her and she called me back for a hug.  I went back and hugged her 
but all I could think about was getting across the finish line.  When I got to the finish line 
I was listening for my name, and I heard it.  Micah Bobo from Douglass, Tx.,  You are an 
Ironman!  Party in the USA by Miley Cyrus was playing or so I was told.  I did not hear 
that.  I did not cry like I thought I would.  I felt pure joy.  It was wonderful and amazing!  I 
don’t know what to compare it to.  
! Post Ironman:  I thought I would be really hungry afterwards, but I wasn’t.  I did 
eat a chicken burrito they had for the athletes just because I thought I should probably 



eat something.  I sent my sister Cheyenne to get my bike.  Mark went to get his truck 
and pick me up in front of the movie theater.  After he picked me up, we rode down to 
transition and got my bike from Cheyenne.  I thought I would never go to sleep that 
night.  At about 11:50, I started panicking because I forgot to tell my sister to get my 
gear bags out of transition.  It was too late to go back.  So I figured I would just pay Kyle 
and Becky whatever it cost for me losing the GPS, and I would have to buy new biking 
shoes.  I was kind of hoping I could go by the next morning and they would have my 
stuff.  I was up past 1:30 in the morning I know, and I was the first person awake in our 
room the next morning.  I thought that was crazy.  I wasn’t nearly as sore as I expected 
to be, but the next morning, I thought it was very odd that I had about 200 whiteheads 
on my chin, no kidding.  I guess I released a lot of toxins.  When we got in the truck to 
leave the next morning, my gear bags were there.  I was so glad!  We stopped and got 
breakfast at a restaurant in the Woodlands, but I still didn’t have much of an appetite.  
! Next Ironman:  2015 and I WILL run the marathon in 9/1 intervals.  I cannot wait!  
I with I was doing it again in 2014!


