The Long Way Home-Longhorn 70.3 and 1st Tri season recap

Well the 1st half iron race and 1st tri season are in the books for 2008.  Before expounding on the gory long, I mean long, events of the 70.3 in Austin, I would first like to thank all the folks with The El Paso Tri Club, Crazy Cat, my wife and all the friends and fam that made the race season fun this year.  I would also like to blame the hills of San Francisco, the unrelenting heat of Austin, only a few months of bike training, a lifelong love affair with severe muscle cramps, and of course, the Commissioner of the More Taste League, for the less than stellar finishes that left me repeating that old mantra of football losers “We’ll get ’em next year!”   Anyhow, at least next year we’ll have our badass new eptriclub tri-tops, so techniquely the longer I’m on a given course the more advertising our sponsors should go get, so I got that going for me, which is nice.

Longhorn:

Pre-race-  Mix up with the cops and parking lot gates led to a 45 minute traffic jam for the athletes.  Think most of the 2400 folks in the race were a little “frustrated” sitting in the traffic at 5:30 am?  Umm, yeah…people were flippin’ out, yelling out car windows, walking in from like 2 miles out, and generally pissy.  Granted probably about 1900 of them just had to pee, but whatever.

Swim- counter clockwise triangle, about 77 degrees and nice and calm.  Sighted well and went slow and easy.  Looked at my watch coming out of the water and was stoked to see 38 minutes and change.  Many folks since have speculated that the course somehow was up to 250 meters short, my opinion is it is much more believable that all 2400 folks in the race just happened to have a PR swim on the same day, so mark it 8 Donnie.

T1:  long run up the hill to transition, helmet, check: nutrition, check: sunglass, check:  high end dolce & gabbana purse, yeah check.

Bike:  Saw my wife Cara on the side of road at mile 1 with the MAVIC crew.  Figured her bike was broke bad or she just did the sensible thing and was well on her way to the beer tent (turns out it was the former, and yet still made it to the beer tent before me).  First 20 miles were “rolling hills” and nutrition was going good, but somehow my dear friends, the hammy cramps, saw my 6 salt taps an hour and 400 calories of gel and Gatorade, and raised me a nice set of high hammy lockups…sun soon came out and it was all downhill from there, uh I mean up hill.  Well at least I was keeping with my main race strategy----Start Out Easy…and fade

T2:  Is it too late to sign up for the Aqua Bike?

Run:  Took off and thought I’ll just hang tuff (yes just like the NKOTB), and I’ll put all this stuff behind me and have a decent run, yeah ok, not so much.  Where as the bike hills were not really that bad in the overall scheme of things this run course is brutaaal by most any standards (expect for my Naval Academy buddy I saw at mile 2, who happens to have been Navy SEAL, which didn’t really help much) and it was at mile 2.5 or so that the utter and compete delusion that was my hopes and dreams came crumpling down.  With full body muscle cramps in full force now, chest tightening, suckiness etc.  I was left to my own faulty miles per hour calculating devices.  Could not take a deep breath, big time dizzy, yeah, couldn’t shake it. Did my damnist to death march it on in and evenuuuallty did, a finish is a finish I guess.

 “ Mr. Wells congratulations you finished, do you need to go to the med tent?” 

“ Why yes Marylyn I would like a mojito, who gave that unicorn a rainbow anyway?”

 Post Race:  2 IV bags and a shocked look I haven’t seen on a Doc’s face since my glory days in Iraq later, I was on my way to room service.

2009?  NewOrleans70.3? Galveston70.3?  

