Ironman Triathlon, Bolton, Sunday 2nd August 2009
The first bout of sneezing came on Thursday 23 July, this was the first time I thought that a years worth of training for Ironman could be in jeopardy.  Friday was the full on nose blowing every 10 minutes, Saturday seemed to ease up.  Sunday the head and eyes started to ache and my sides were stone cold.  Monday I felt so bad that I stayed in bed and Tuesday wasn’t much better.  Wednesday I felt well enough to go to work and Thursday I managed a short swim, this aggravated my throat and I developed a cough.  Not the best last week of a taper!  Friday we drove to the Midlands to stay with my Wife’s parents where I spent the night coughing.  Saturday we set off for Bolton.

As we approached the car park/field the traffic was at a standstill. We eventually got into the water logged field only for the car to get stuck in the mud.  Luckily some local scallies helped to push me out. I cautiously drove to the other end of the field.  I was the last one; they closed the field and then allowed cars to park on the road that I had just spent an hour queuing on, thanks!

A short walk with the bike down towards the reservoir and another field that resembled Glastonbury.  Registration was straight forward and quick albeit muddy.  They announced that the race brief would be in the Reebok stadium in Bolton.  So back to the car for more mud surfing.  At this point I was still coughing so I bought some medicine, that helped.
I went to bed at 1900, my 2 year old daughter thought that screaming the hotel down was much more interesting than going to sleep.  She eventually went to sleep at 2000, I on the other hand didn’t sleep a wink until I got out of bed at 0330 for my breakfast of muesli and room temperature milk.  I left the hotel at 0400 to go to the Reebok stadium.  I was then bussed to the start.  When I got to transition I had enough time to put drinks on my bike and ensure the tyres were still pumped up.
Next was to put the wet suit on and walk 400m to the reservoir.  We entered the water at 0550, this was the first time I’d seen the reservoir.  All my open water training had been in the sea so it was quite pleasant not to taste salty water.  It was at this point I realised my 30 metre waterproof watch, actually wasn’t.  From this point I had no idea what the real time, or race elapsed time was.  They set us off at 0610 (apparently) because they were waiting for everyone to get in the water.  There was no starting gun, but as soon as I saw the other 1500 people swimming in the same direction I joined them.  This was going to be the first time I’d ever swam 2.4 miles.  This time last year I couldn’t even swim a stroke of front crawl. After the first 5 minutes of people swimming over me I got into a rhythm. After 1 hour and 48 minutes I got out of the water.  I could physically feel the blood drain down from the top of my body and down to my legs.
I walked to transition, got into my bike gear and then really started shivering.  I got on the bike and it felt like it had square wheels and every nut and bolt was loose.  After ½ mile, both me and the bike settled down.  It was a 3 lap course and after an initial down hill there were 2 steep climbs one after the other.  After that the next section was exposed and very windy but settling onto the aerobars helped.  I was eating and drinking every 15 minutes: Gatorade, water, nutri-grain bars, power bars and marmite rice cakes.  The volunteers had mixed the Gatorade from powder so the strength varied from very weak to very undrinkable.  I had strapped my Garmin GPS to the handlebars and used that purely as a timer. The bike was fairly uneventful and I finally finished pedalling after 7 hours and 53 minutes.  It wasn’t until the last 3 or 4 miles of the bike that I thought about the Marathon.  It was also at this time that my left knee started to ache.  After about 400m of the run my knee really started to hurt.  This was the first time I thought I wouldn’t be able to finish.  I pressed on, stopping occasionally to stretch out.  The run was fairly flat. 10 miles from the reservoir to a park outside Bolton town centre, 8 miles back the way you had just come then turn and run back to the park, out of the park and into Bolton itself.  During the run my brain had just 3 commands, run, walk, drink.  Nothing else mattered.  I was forced to use a run/ walk strategy as I was so tired and my knee was crying out for me to stop.  Finally the end was in sight, the red carpet up to the finish.  This had a great atmosphere, it was starting to get dark, the floodlights were on and the crowd were cheering.  The man with the microphone called out my name and then those words that I had waited 14 hours and 37 minutes to hear: ‘You are an Ironman’.
The cough hadn’t affected me and my knee soon recovered.  Would I do it again? Yes.
