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Written 1 day after the race… 
 
This takes way too long to tell in person, so I 
thought I'd tell you how I got to an 18 min per 
mile pace in email form so you can read it on 
the bike...when the kids are napping...etc. :-D 
 
First of all, I had nerves like never before during 
the week leading up to Sunday. I knew my 
coach was right. I needed to get outside on the 
bike instead of camping out on the trainer with 
my DVR but I got increasingly paranoid that I 
was going to crash out on wet roads, get struck 
by lightning, etc, and not be able to race come 
Sunday. I worried incessantly about the 
weather, rain, wind, temp...Wes calmly told me 
I needed to stop worrying so much...that clearly 
worked! :-) On a positive note, race week jitters were helping my regularity so that on Sunday it didn't 
really affect me that I didn't have the prerequisite pre-start BM. :-P The bike made it in the rain on the 
trip down, so that worry was squashed. Then we checked in, only to be told that we were staying in 
room 666. :-X Gave a whole new meaning to "beast mode" I guess! Saturday was uneventful...so glad I 
beat the crowds and checked in on Fri evening! I didn't do the pre-race brick, but I did ride my bike in 
the parking lot for a few min to make sure the gears worked. I figured I walked enough from hotel to 
Ironman village to count for some time on my feet. Slept pretty well Fri night so the fact that I didn't 
sleep very much Sat didn't bother me too bad. 
 
Woke up on time and the nerves weren't as bad...at that point I was just ready to get the day started! 
Transition setup went fine and I didn't forget anything. I went with my gut and didn't wear the wetsuit 
bc I knew it would make me claustrophobic. Little did I know that was one of the things that could have 
kept me from finishing on time! I read several people's wetsuit start time officially said 8:16, even 
though they didn't start til 4 or 8 min later...and I didn't have 4-8 to lose!  
 
Found my fam/friends, they'd sent me some funny pics and messages that morning to calm my nerves, 
plus they showed up in matching tshirts...made me feel special. :-) We talked and they distracted me so 
the hour wait went by pretty quick. I got my pre-swim gel in plus a little more water. Summer was in my 
wave, so that helped my nerves too. I tried to get to the right of the group so I wouldn't get caught in a 
bunch of arms and legs, and it worked ok. Made a few new friends and we encouraged one another (fav 
part of tri's!). I got my head under right away, and went about half way to the first buoy before 
swallowing salt water...first of several times I'd almost lose my breakfast in the swim...but I didn't! I kept 
cycling through negative "there's no way, the paddle boat is too far" thoughts and positive 
thoughts/mantras I'd come up with in the pool. I've learned to come up with hundreds bc my brain will 
only think of a few in actual race day fear. "I can and I will" and "yes you can" (bc I breath every 3rd 
stroke) are my top ones. I also cussed out my negative quitting thoughts thousands of times 
immediately after I thought them over the course of 8:27:41. In the athlete guide, I'd looked at the 
number of buoys (22) so I thought I knew exactly how many I had left...but there were fewer so the first 



half psyched me out bc I thought I had so far to go. Once they changed from yellow to orange and I 
realized not to trust the map I felt better. 
 
Side note: A few months ago, I got an inhaler and Singulair for exercised induced asthma. It hadn't been 
too bad in training so I was hoping it wouldn't be bad on race day. Wrong. I coughed all through the 
swim...well...all through the whole thing. The lifeguards were nice and encouraging though, when they 
checked on me bc of my hacking. I also have to give props to Laura, who helped me at the last OWS by 
encouraging me to set a goal distance for myself to swim before taking a break. By the end, I was only 
taking a break half way or maybe 2 times between buoys...which is great for me considering I freak out 
in open water. Other than coughing, I was able to swim longer without getting too out of breath (so I'm 
grateful for all those long swims!). I was, however, cursing the boats that kept making waves. :-/ But I 
was so glad the weather/wind held off so it was pretty calm. The Swim It life vest on my thigh ended up 
slipping down half way through and I had to stop several times to pull it up...I'll know next time to go 
tighter...but I am glad I had it to give me peace of mind (thanks Wes!). I kept thinking about taking a 
break at a paddle boat but then I remembered you telling me to keep forward movement even if it's 
slow. Looking back, the swim was by far the easiest of the 3 (and at the moment seemed almost 
impossible), which surprises me because it was the one I was most worried about. I thought if I could 
just get safely out of the water, I could control my environment a little more on the bike and run. 
Surprise! I was wrong!  
 
Made it to transition and saw my awesome support group, which cheered me up. Got through transition 
ok and tried to reapply spray sunscreen but my right hand was so weak I couldn't press the top down to 
get the left shoulder lol. At least I tried. I know from now on for longer distance tri's I'm just going to 
have to get a white wicking long sleeve SPF rated shirt to wear once I'm out of the water. My pale skin 
hates me! ;-) Got on the bike without falling while clipping in (always a fear in front of all those people) 
and I was off. 
 
Tried to see my cadence on the Cat Eye, but it wasn't working so I just looked at the clock to see what 
time I started. I started my HR monitor watch late so I had to guess what time I got on the bike and tried 
to remember what the clock said at the swim exit. Fail! The first half of the bike went ok...challenging 
but not impossible. Started raining but I didn't feel slippery. My left hand went numb at around mile 5 
from putting so much weight on them bc I was too weak/chicken to use the aero bars bc of the wind. 
Promise I'll practice more outside to get my core and balance stronger...lesson learned!!! I heard that 
had I started the swim/gotten out of the water sooner the wind wouldn't have been so brutal, but I can't 
change that. I stuck to a Honey Stinger chew + water every 5 min and Nuun every 20 min or so (I wish 
now I had put Nuun instead of plain water in my reservoir...I think I underestimated my need for 
electrolytes!). I hadn't practiced with sodium tablets but I might talk to you about that for the next one! 
I started getting pretty painful saddle sore around mile 15 or so and my lower back was hurting bc I 
wasn't used to sitting up so much (thanks to my chickening out and mostly practicing in aero on the 
trainer!). My right eye was also watering and burning the whole time from the salt 
water/sunscreen/sweat combo. I made it to the half way point without getting off. Stopped before the 
turn (tight radius turns scare me...but apparently clipping out when stopping should scare me more!) 
and a kind volunteer gave me his extra shirt to wipe my eye on. Standing up for a few seconds did me 
good and I was off again into the head wind...ugh. This is when my mind really started getting to me still 
with 28 miles to go, stinging/watery eye, numb hands (both at this point...I loosened my watch when I 
stopped but the damage was already done), saddle sore, tired legs, and still coughing the whole way 
(used my inhaler on the bike and it helped a little). Not gonna lie, I cussed a lot on the bike...followed by 
cussing out my negative thoughts and telling them to go away, then giving apologies, giving thanks for 



being able to do what I'd done so far, and singing to myself the longest songs I knew to pass the time. I 
stopped at mile 33-ish at the aid station, where I fell getting unclipped :-/ and waited for first aid. I got 
more water and headed off. My knee only throbbed for the next 5 miles or so then I didn't feel it. What I 
did feel was wind...and self-doubt. But I managed to talk myself out into keeping positive and made it to 
Stewart Road. A woman passed by on her bike and told a line of 3 or so of us that they were about to 
pull ppl from the course and we had 10 min to finish the last 3 miles. So I went as fast as I could with all 
the turns and forgot to drink water or eat. :-/ We got to a turn in the airport parking lot and I crashed 
out worse this time when trying to go around another bike who slowed way down to make the turn. I 
was trying to keep speed up a little for balance but hit a big crack in the pavement with gravel all over 
and fell on my left side (elbow this time). There were thankfully volunteers at that turn who picked up 
my bike and helped me stand up. I caught my breath and got back on only to find out the chain was 
messed up. So I rode the last .5 miles reeeeeally slow. 
 
I was so mentally defeated after the worst and most painful bike ride ever...plus bummed and sore from 
falling twice. I was not in a good mood in T2. I told myself to keep going and I would just walk if I had to 
til the sweepers got me. I wasn't sure exactly about my time since my watch was off, but I figured I was 
cutting it close. I put on a smile for my supporters when I saw them at the run exit of transition, but I felt 
so defeated. Stopped and went to the bathroom (first time since the swim...dehydrated much?), which 
took a while bc my one piece is hard to get off without a zipper at the top. Only thing I don't like about 
it...otherwise it feels great! Maybe just for shorter tri's in the future though...or til I keep feeding my 
stomach and hips cookies. :-) I put sunscreen on my shoulders at the first stop too and ate some pretzels 
(I'd practiced with them and didn't want to risk eating chips). Had Nuun in my race belt so I drank that 
plus water at stops and felt much better after the first mile. The sun was out in full force then and was 
also mentally getting to me, thinking about 13.1 in the full sun. But it went behind the clouds later, yay! 
Saw a few more supporters half way through the loop and faking a smile made me feel a little better but 
I was still down thinking about 3 loops and how sad if be if I didn't get an official finish and a medal. Not 
gonna lie I almost broke down and cried when you caught up to me around mile 4. But after your pep 
talk something in me told me to suck it up, dig deep, forget about the pain, and keep moving. I kept 
making deals with myself about where I would stop and walk. Sometimes I made it to aid stations and 
sometimes I didn't. But I talked myself into it. I also had a lot more water, chews, Nuun, plus I 
remembered reading about you putting ice in your bra and that helped a lot. :-) Jessica helped me out 
when she ran with me too, getting me back on pace. I'm so grateful yall were there and pushed me to go 
harder! My family and friends were a very much needed whole different kind of support, but they 
wouldn't have known about the time cutoff. You told me I had til 3:50 to get to mile 9 so I just kept 
pushing myself and putting ice in my bra. I'm kind of glad I didn't know just how close I was cutting it (I 
hadn't done the math that I'd only have 2 min to spare...I just remembered the whole course cutoff time 
from last swim wave was 4:47 but didn't think about myself not getting a finish if my time wasn't under 
8:30) or I might have given up again. Knowing that there was a possibility of success fueled me to keep 
running and not stop when I wanted to. When you reminded me it's all mental, it helped me to shut off 
the negative thoughts and pain, get over it, and just go. I started listing things I was still making myself 
run for: the MEDAL, the finish, the shower, the big fat burger and Oreos I'd be eating in a bit. Third time 
around I didn't see anyone I knew, but I was mentally in a strong place by then. At around mile 10 I was 
running near a man and we kept passing one another, encouraging each other on to finish. We ended up 
running next to one another for the last 3 miles and made a deal with each other not to stop running til 
we got to aid stations. I'm still bummed I was too out of it to get his name or look for him after I finished 
to thank him. By the time I thought abt it (after I got some antiseptic for my scrapes) I didn't see him 
anywhere. He was right behind me when I saw you and got all weepy at the finish. :-)  
 



From doing triathlons before, I knew that keeping a 
positive attitude was key, and thought I was prepared for 
that. I had experience overcoming doubt and pain 
before...but this was on a whole new level. I'd never come 
back successfully from being that mentally done before. 
All I know is it takes a village...and I'm so glad I had such 
amazing family, friends, NET family, and an awesome 
coach to push me through it! So thanks for believing in 
me, Coach Becky! :-) 
 
And now...it's time to go make it official and put the 70.3 
sticker on my Jeep. :-P 
 


