The decision to travel to Las Vegas for this Age Group World Championships Triathlon was fairly easy, despite 5 months at sea this summer limiting my training some-what. After all, how often do most people qualify to pull on the national colours and compete on such amazing courses? I might not get the chance again and so off to Nevada we go! 

The Long Course World Championships Triathlon should consist of a 4km swim, 120km cycle and 30km run.  Pitching up at 0530 on race morning, we were told that the swim had been cancelled due to the water and air temperature being too low; the race would now be a Bike/run time trial. Disappointing considering that we travelled for a triathlon but a bit of added excitement nonetheless. Each competitor would start on their bike, at 5 second intervals and at number 168, I was off fairly early on. 

My race started poorly. The foot that I'd been standing on (not clipped to my bike) had become clogged with gravel and so I couldn't fit it into my pedal. Annoying as everyone wants to get off to a flyer; but after picking out some of the dirt (with my leg up over the cross bar as I rolled along), I got clipped in and was off. My start was amongst 6 or 7 other GB athletes so I immediately set about catching them again and going past all bar one, who I was to have an 80km tussle with! Departing Lake Las Vegas and heading out into the stunning scenery of Lake Mead National Park, I quickly got into my stride and felt like I was flying. Picking off one cyclist after another, i was really enjoying myself on the smooth roads, in light winds. My nose began to bleed after about an hour which was a minor (but messy) setback; it didn't stop until the end of the race when I finally got to poke a tissue up there! 

Climbing back out of the National Park but still moving along at a steady pace and having covered around 80km, things started to go bad.  A pain in my stomach got steadily worse until I was sick. This was worrying because I still had nearly 4 hours of racing ahead of me and I needed the food and drink that I'd now left on the side of the road (and on my shoulder)! Worse still was that every time I then tried to eat or drink, it came back out instantly.  The following 40km cycling was seriously uncomfortable. The stomach pains remained and as I tried to force down some food and water with limited success, it was now me being passed by other racers. My goal for the race had now switched from any sort of finishing time or position to simply finishing the race and honestly, it wasn't looking good. 

Finally making it into Transition in 3 hours 45 minutes, I ditched my bike and helmet, put my run shoes on and stumbled out of the tent and out onto the run (via a porta-loo for another bowel emptying!). 

Still with one hand futilely massaging my stomach, luckily the  first 2km of the run course was downhill, so gravity did the work for me. Shuffling back up the hill, soon the pains eased a little and I was able to settle into my stride, picking up the odd bit of banana, biscuit or pretzel here and there. Up and down the same 2 hills 4 times completed the 30km run. I found it really tough having only really competed in flat run races before but the encouragement offered by the other GB athletes and all of the supporters on the course kept me going. Nose still bleeding and stomach still out of sorts, I crossed the line in 6 hours 23 minutes. My finishers photo is far from pretty as I'm on my way to my knees and then offered a wheel chair!!! 

So, probably not the race of my life but a great experience to race a tough course in GB colours and just to finish the race, followed by 2 great nights in Las Vegas!
