Iroman Lake Placid Race Report (by Anne Christine Kreter):
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So I have not read Donald's RP yet – wanted to do mine b/f I lost all train of thought and figure out what was important to me and not just others too. Sorry it is late, but better late than never. I have been imbibing in alcohol, fried foods and other unhealthy revelries post race and boy does it feel good. So here goes my race report, it might actually be longer than my race... 
 
Ironman training was hard for me. I gave up a lot of what makes me happy to do this. I cut back on the going out and boozing, curtailed my wing/beer intake, let my "single ready to mingle" status plummet and devoted a lot of time to training – time that was precious to me because of my commute and my travels for work. The first few months I was miserable – I kept saying to myself "why am I doing all this? For one day of fun?" I got sick, I got frustrated, and I doubted myself quite often. I saw very little of my non-tri friends and every moment it seemed was about training, which just led to frustration. 
 
I am not sure when this miserable feeling went away, but it did. I started to look at the race with a different attitude, not just a 14 hour event that had taken over my life. I found fortitude and strength in long rides and runs; they offered me time to think. Long training opened so many windows of thought for me and allowed me to be thankful for who I was and what I have overcome to get where I am today. My first triathlon was with TNT (on my brother's mountain bike) after a serious battle with eating disorders had left me confused and sheltered. I feel in love with the sport, the people and the carefree nature that the program embodied, never knowing one day I would do an Ironman. 
 
Why did I sign up for the Ironman? I don't know, because Matt and Donald told me to? I really can't remember why, I just new this was what was next. I needed a bigger challenge, something more satisfying, yet almost intangible. Something that would challenge me mentally and physically and allow me to question my own capabilities. This race did just that – it pushed me beyond my expectations. Some people shook there heads, saying I should tackle a ½ Ironman before the full. I asked why? Like Julia says, if you are going to go you might as well go all the way.  
 
When I look back on this race, there is very little I would change. I can say with 100% certainty this was one of the best days of my life. I went into this race with few expectations; the vision to finish was all that mattered to me. I wanted to enjoy every moment, cherish each minute because I knew I would never have this opportunity again. Even if I do decide one day to do another race, nothing is ever like you first time. 
 
I smiled, laughed, sang - I asked people who were wearing "Go Michael" shirts to cheer "Go AnneChristine." I tried to get to spectators to meet me at the finish line with a cold beer they have been imbibing in each time I passed them on the run; unfortunately I had no luck with that. I made sure to cheer on my friends as we crossed paths throughout the day and I looked forward to each opportunity I was able to see my special cheer squad scream for me. 
 
I had FUN, but I was scared to death for this race 2 weeks leading up to it. I read Chapters 8 & 10 from the book Going Long a million times, as Matt promised me this would help. I also visualized the course over and over again. I can't even describe how many times I picture the bears in my head or the Hazelton OAB. Matt said to think about the course over again in your head – I did this and probably gave myself a headache with so much thinking, but I believed it really helped. 
 
DAY BEFORE RACE :
 
Breakfast – English muffin with Jelly, Cheerios & coffee, water
Lunch – Tuna Melt & French fries 
Supper – Vegetable lasagna, 2 glasses wine
 
I had a great night sleep – finally! I really needed this and was really lucky to wake-up knowing I got plus 8 hours rest. After we ate breakfast I did a quick brick. :25 min ride, :07 min run. I wanted to make sure the gears were working on my bike and loosen up the legs a bit. I felt extremely lethargic and this made me worry a quite a bit. After the brick, I went down to transition. As you will note from the pictures, I was one of the first people there. I wanted to get there early and drop my bike and T1 & T2 bags off before the mass crowds. This made me VERY nervous – probably the most nervous of the whole weekend. Seeing everything set up and dropping all my stuff off made it seem "real." So I went back to the hotel to hide, read Going Long, watched TV and took a nap. 
 
I met my cheer squad for lunch, which helped break up the day (which seemed forever long) and eased my mind. I know what I ate for lunch was not the healthiest option, but it was one way to distract me – bad food = yum! Lunch with my friends really relaxed me and took my mind of the race. I headed back to the hotel room for some down time for the remainder of the day. I read Going Long again, visualized the course with a map, set up my special needs bags and race morning gear and watched some TV. 
 
For supper we went to a local Italian restaurant. I was going to order in, but figured getting out would be good for the mind and ease my tensions a little. Well, it would have if the people at the table next to us did not have to scare me to death! They kept talking about their daughter (loud enough so 3 tables over could hear) who would be doing the race and "how sore she would be, why someone would do this, it's just abuse to your body, not an easy course, I wonder if she will walk tomorrow, etc…" Hence, glass of wine #2. I was in bed by 9:30 with an ok nights sleep – tossed and turned a bit – anticipation one might call it. 
 
RACE DAY :
 
I woke up at 4 am – was kind of stirring in my sleep anyways. I choked down a turkey sandwich on whole wheat bread with cream cheese – not a great breakfast treat, but I knew my body would thank me later. Drank one Infinit sports drink, salt pills, sports legs and water. Got dressed and was out the door by 5am. 
 
SWIM: 
Goal – 1:00 – 1:10
Fuel – 1 gu 10mins b/f the swim, water
Results – 1:05:06
 
I was NERVOUS. I don't think I have ever seen so many swimmers in the water. I found a spot towards the front, but off to the right. It was crowded and I knew I would need to make a spot for myself in this rumble. I wanted to keep my HR down and make sure my kicking (my powerhouse) was kept to a minimum – I wanted to use as much upper body, rotate my hips and save the legs for the bike (and also catch some serious draft off these huge men). The cannon went off and so did I – I was crushed by some guys. Legs pulled, jabbed in the side – even my goggles came off and I thought I lost a contact. At one point I sat up and screamed "Stop it, can't anyone be nice around here." Let's just say no one was playing nice, then again I was mostly around white caps (men). I swallowed a lot of water on the swim, but felt ok. I was able to find the tow line and stay just right of it ¼ mile into the swim. This helped tremendously. I waved to the crowed on my 2 nd loop as the announcer called out my name – I felt like a celebrity! 
 
I probably could have swum a little harder, but wanted to be conservative (I thought of this as a 14 hour day – no need to go all out in the first hour). I would not change my position for the swim; just wished people were nicer maybe. Food wise I felt stable, struggled a bit with the excessive water swallowing. I did not train much for the swim, so all in all I will take it! 
 
T1:
Goal – paced turnover, not too fast, steady and calculated
Fuel – none
Results – 7:27
 
I had no clue what transition would be like. All I knew was it was "a naked party." Boy were they right. I had a peeler take my wetsuit off me, so that saved time. I was a bit in shock after the swim – the crowds were HUGE and cheering – I was taking it all in and it was COOL! I tried to get a sense of the air temp to figure out if I wanted arm/leg warmers. A lady helped me put on my bike shorts, jersey and arm warmers, while I put on my shoes. I shoved a pb&j in my shirt pocket and a spare tube/co2 in the other. I was a little confused with the whole process and had put so much clothing in the bag b/c of the uncertain weather, it made it a little stressful. Could have saved tons of time in here, but I was still nervous and just wanted to make sure I was prepared gear wise. 
 
BIKE:
Goal – 6:40
Fuel – 2 gus (only for back-up), 1 sports bottle w 3.5xinfint concentrate, 1 pop-tart, 1 pb&j
Special Needs – 1 sports bottle w 3.5xinfint concentrate, 1 pop-tart, 1 pb&j, 1 tube, 1 co2
Results – 6:31:29
 
I wanted to pace myself well – I am not a strong biker and knew this could make or break me. I saw all my friends on my way out of town for loop one, which made me so happy. It was a bit chilly out so I had put on arm warmers – Looking back I wished I had put on my leg warmers too. I am always cold and it took me a very long time to warm up. 
 
Matt had warned me to only drink water for the first 20 mins of the bike until your stomach settles from the swim. I watched my cateye and strictly abided by this. My plan was to use my concentrated bottle (which was marked in 3rds with electrical tape) and pour 1/3 of it into my aero drink each hour. I would then grab water from the aid station and pour that into the aero drink to water the concentrate down. Less weight to carry on my bike was the strategy and this worked the entire ride. I only carried 1 water bottle and my aero drink the entire way! 
 
Jay had told me to go slowly up the first two hills after the run OAB, he warned me people would pass me, but I would be much better off come loop 2. People passed me, I kept my pace and made sure my upper body stayed relaxed. I was pretty nervous for the wet down hill that was approaching, I hate going downhill fast when dry, and so I was not looking forward to it in these conditions. Luckily my one training ride in LP was poring rain, so I had done it before which gave me a small bit of confidence. The ride along Upper Jay seemed nice and I took it easy, paced myself well. I made sure I had ½ pb&j and took in my sports drink nutrition. The hills from Upper Jay to Wilmington were long, but I expected them and did not go out extremely hard – I new my legs would have to face them again on loop two – conserve, conserve. Hazelton was expected, but I did feel the hills on this were a bit harder than I remembered during training - more rollers than I could recall. I made sure to take in lots of sports drink on the OAB, as the last 10 miles were hilly and I knew I would not get much nutrition in as I would be working hard. The last 10 miles seemed easier than I when I rode them during training. Maybe it was the anticipation of hating them so much. I felt like I was at the cherries and the bears in no time flat. And the people cheering you on up mama and papa made them not even seem like hills. However, the hill after Cobble Mountain Lodge felt like a killer – I saddled off. 
 
At the special needs bags I looked down at my cat eye – HOLY SMOKES – a little over 3 hours. That was exhilarating and nerve racking as I was excited I could bike so fast, but nervous I had pushed myself too hard on loop one. I thought to myself, I can't change what I did, but I can slow the pace down a bit for loop 2. I quickly exchange bottles and did not take anymore solid food along with me – actually tossed the remaining half of my pb&j away. I forgot to take off my arm warmers, so ¼ past the special needs it hits me. I did not want to turn around, but I knew it was getting hot, so I took them off while riding through town and shoved them down my sports bra. I went from an A to a C in no time flat  I took in the crowd, waved as I rounded the turn for the high school as the announced my name. Once again, I felt like a celebrity. 
 
I had an extremely hard time taking in nutrition on loop two. I felt "full" which must have been nerves b/c I had drank so much of this stuff during training and my body was use to it for all the long rides I had done. I kept spitting up, like the acid reflux, but still kept taking in my nutrition. I figured it was better to take in all the nutrition and spit up a little, than not take it in and suffer later. I also wanted to go a bit slower that the last loop – I had not clue I would go that fast round one. I def wanted to save some leg for the run. I got stung by a bee going down on of the hills in Upper Jay – ouch! – right through my bike shorts. I have never been stung by a bee, so I was afraid I might have a reaction – one more thing for me to worry about for 56 miles…at least it kept my mind occupied. This time around I felt comfortable (besides my stomach) – I did not push too hard and played my cards well climbing hills. I kept thinking about the run and what my strategy should be. It did get hot out there at some point and I would dump water on me to cool off. It helped me, as my body then did not have to work as hard to keep me cool. Loop two went by quickly – the only hill I can remember hating is the one after Cobble Mountain – grr! I was very happy with my pace and my mental tackle with the hills. I could not believe I beat my estimated time by almost ten minutes – I will take that any day! 
 
I never took anything other than my two concentrated sports drinks and ½ pb&j during the ride. I was comfortable with this food/nutrition plan and did not want to try anything new. Even the bananas made me a bit nervous. I did have to teach myself how to pee on the bike, as I could not find port-o-johns. YES, I peed myself – ha – I know, so GROSS! And once I figured out how to do it, the rest was history – see ya later port-o-johns! I saw lots of friendly faces along the ride which made a HUGE difference! THANKS! I also think training alone most of the time helped me for race day – I had been so use to riding by myself that on race day I was comfortable out there alone. For once I felt like I actually could decently ride a bike – it is the one thing I struggle with and I felt very proud of myself when the 112 miles was complete. 
 
T1:
Goal – easy transition, keep HR down, try to take a gu if possible
Fuel – 1 gu
Results – 5:21
 
I was just SO excited to get off the bike – my worst leg was over or so I hoped. I still had lingering stomach issues and used the rest rooms immediately. I threw on my run clothes and was off. Pretty simple, minus the wobbly legs from the bike. I took a gu b/f the run and made sure I had adequate supply of salt. 
 
RUN: 
 
Goal – 5:30 
Fuel – a bag of salt tabs, vitamin b6, 5 gus
Special Needs – 1 sports bottle w/ water, long sleeve shirt, sneakers, socks, 5 gus, bag of salt tabs
Results – 4:03:24
 
I had paced myself b/w 9:30 -10:00 miles during training, with my longest solo run being 21 miles (in the worst humidity ever), so I was fairly comfortable with the pace I was setting or so I felt. I set my goal high b/c I did my last marathon in 4:16 and went by the standards of "adding a ½ to hour on a previous marathon time." My stomach was still sick, so I stopped at the first 5 port-o-johns at least. I kept taking in ½ gu every :15 mins (I had my watch set to beep for this to remind me – this helped a ton). The first few aid stations I ran through – needed to make up the time I spent in the bathroom, so I would grab water and keep running. Eventually my stomach issues subsided a bit, enough so I could concentrate on my form and HR. I wanted to stay in the 170's – I knew if I exceeded this, I would only suffer later. The only time it did exceed this was climbing the hills, but this I had basically anticipated. I did not want to walk at all and kept telling myself that this was my promise to myself. I wanted to run each hill, I had done so many hill work-outs might put it to good use. I never walked besides at an aid station and that was only to make sure I took down the whole cup of water or Gatorade. I was happy! 
 
Loop two I was chaffing, so I grabbed a load of Vaseline and smeared it everywhere. I wrapped my long sleeve shirt around me – I was told if it got cold or dark this would be a life saver. I felt good and comfortable in the pace I had run the last ½ so I decided to try and keep this. I was focused more on making sure I was taking in enough calories and liquid and told myself I was "allowed to walk" through aid stations – I really did not want to walk any part of the race, but this I thought was detrimental. I took some caffeine in on the 2 nd loop, but quickly realized my stomach did not like it – burp, burp, and burp. I would just stick with gu, water and Gatorade. If felt good and strong much of the last leg. It was great to see all the people cheering – I was having fun. At mile 23 mile hands started to get swollen and light – I knew this was a sign that I needed salt and so I took some chicken broth. Tada! I was back in action. 
 
The only time I felt like I wanted to walk was mile 25 – this one seemed forever. I think I was so excited to be almost done, that I just wanted to see the end. I did not walk – why walk at 25?!? When I saw Scott at 25 ½ and he told me to speed up – I did! I was afraid I might collapse before I got to the finish line, but heck it was worth it. I kicked my legs in and when I came around into the chute and saw the time posted I was elated to say the least. I never expected to finish in that time, nor did I have any idea (I forgot to set my watch b/c I had set it to timer for food). As I rounded the corner to the finish line I saw all my friends cheering – I could not be happier. I was almost there! As I crossed that finish line and heard my name being recognized, there was no better feeling. I had done it – I was an Ironman. 
 

Only later did I find out I PR'ed my marathon in my Ironman :-)
 
END RESULT: 11:52:46!!!!!!
 
So what would I change...not much! I might have swam a bit faster, I could have had quicker transitions, my stomach could have cooperated a bit better on the run – these are all should haves, would haves, could haves. All in all, I could not have asked for a better race or a better experience. Just to cross that finish line was a joy in itself. And as I look back, I had fun doing it all – there is not one moment when I really doubted myself, was sad or wanted the day to end. 
 
Was it worth it – HECK YEAH! Not only did I learn so much about myself these past few months, but the day was incredible, inspiring and amazing. Who would have known a little over a year ago I didn't even know what my big chain ring was?!? Was it a struggle at times? Yes, but sometimes things seem more rewarding when you have to really earn them. Was the time and efforts of training worth the end result? That day will live with me forever and even though I struggled to find a balance in life, it was worth it. Do you still believe No Coach, No Plan, Just F-ing Train? Yup – in all honesty I think this is what got me through most of the day. I was comfortable being alone and relying on my own sources, as I had through training. Did I sign up for 2007? Nope, one day of glory is good for now. I am happy with what I did and can't look back with regret – why change that?  It is hard to explain how 12 hours can be worth so many months of training and discipline, but it is. I am happy I took on this challenge, happy I completed the race, happy to carry this experience with me for the rest of my life. 
 
Thanks to all the cheerleaders and support crew – you guys rock! I def would not have has as much fun or as great of a time without you there. Tri-dad Brennan - words cannot express my thanks - I would have forgotten most of my race gear without you! Thanks Donald & Julia for putting up with me – No Coach, No Plan just AC asking a MILLION questions. I would have been lost without you and with your undying faith in me, even when I doubted myself. Thanks Matt for showing me the way and giving me support and inspiration to push when times got tough and to always have FUN – you make me proud! 
 
That's it – see ya at the bars... and maybe in the park! 

ACK
-- 
anne christine 

help me find a cure: http://www.active.com/donate/tntnyc/ACKreter 

