UK Ironman 2010.
The training had gone well, but I had a few injury concerns for my neck and lower back.  All in all I was happy with the training I had done. The thing that was playing on my mind was that I had never before swam 2.4 miles, cycled 112 miles or ran 26.4 miles alone, never mind all together.
The drive from Plymouth to Bolton became an epic 8 hour journey with my wife and 15 week old baby (who was thankfully a little angel all the way). It should have been 4 hours but the traffic jam called the M6 had different ideas.  Upon arrival at the hotel they didn’t have our booking, but very luckily fitted us in. 

Registration went without any bumps and that was it; my bags were handed in and the bike was racked. All I had to do now was rest and get ready. The hotel had different ideas – with a party going on below our room I had very little sleep, but nevertheless I was up at 3am to have my breakfast; including a cinnamon waffle at a mere 400kcal!  An energy drink later I got dressed and headed to Pennington Flash for the beginning of the Ironman.

The weather was cloudy the whole day – absolutely perfect. After a mass walk to the lakeside, I went out to the start and treaded water, but then we were off.  The water was warm but murky.  The swim was rough for most of the first lap, with arms and legs everywhere!  By the second lap I finally had some room. I was planning on 1:30 for the swim, but was very happy with 1:12. A short jog to T1, and that was it – on to the bike.  I must admit the course profile looked horrific on the website, but the 16 miles to the looped section was flat as a pancake compared to Devon.  People were over taking me, but to myself I kept chanting “race your own race!”
I kept my heart rate below 80% and got to the loop section in an hour so 16Mph average was ok. The infamous hill on Sheep House Lane was no problems; I kept my heart rate under 80% and plodded up it, and kept on plodding.  I admit I had to turn my distance off my speedo because I was just mileage watching.  Before I knew it the first loop was done.  Then my back tyre went down – Damn!  I got off to change it and put the new tube in, and when I inflated it the new inner tube exploded – Damn! So another new one in, bike together and back to it. The remainder of the loop went well; my nutrition plan was working with bottles of Gatorade and Powerbars going down ok. My legs were getting tired if I got out of the saddle so I stayed seated most of the ride.  I met a guy called Andy on the last loop who was struggling up Sheep House Lane, so I chatted with him and we managed to get to the last feed station before he had to stop for a comfort break.  So I carried on alone.  At the 106 mile point I met a guy riding on a flat. I stopped and gave him my last inner tube, Co2 and tyre levers.  I never got his race numbers but I hope he managed to finish. Oh – according to my Garmin 310xt T2 was after 113.7 miles! Ouch.  Into T2, a little sit down before the run.

The run took us through dark muddy woods for 2 miles before breaking out onto the road and the trek to Bolton town centre, I was feeling really good and over taking a lot of people walking.  The route would take me close to the finish to get a wristband, run almost back to the start get another band and then the home straight back to the finish.

I kept eating bananas, coke and water.  I tried a few gels but these were getting extremely sickly. I got to the first turn around point in good time and headed back to the beginning.  Soon afterwards at the 15 mile point I started feeling sick so I had to start walking, I walked and ran for the next 3 miles, I then forced a gel down, and bucked up. I managed to start running again at 9 min/miles.

I was on the final leg now and chatting to other competitors. I was half a mile away and people were shouting for me to hurry up and I could still make it. When I turned the final corner I heard the commentators counting down to 13 hours.  I hit the red carpet with 10 seconds to go and everyone around me screaming for me to run. I sprinted as hard and fast as I could, and ran under that clock at 12:59:59 to the sound of the words “Graham Florey you are an Ironman”.
So I completed the race sub 13 hours.  My goal was 13:30 hours, So I was extremely happy with that. My wife and Family that had come were fantastic support.  The Marshalls, feed station crews and supporters along the route were absolutely amazing and a big thankyou to them all.

Now it’s all over, looking back it was an amazing experience, once in a life time? For me yes!

