July 10th, 2006:   

I've decided that a new interesting and fun thing to do is to start my updates with a quote. Unfortunately, I have to kick this off with a quote that is telling of my past weekend at the World Cup in Edmonton. Mike Ditka once said, "Success isn't permanent, and failure isn't fatal". I am taking that away from this race as I did not perform like I had hoped.

I made the trip up to Edmonton on Thursday morning, which is just a short 2:15 flight from Denver. I arrived at the home-stay that was arranged for me by one of my friends. Sandra picked me up from the airport and we took a tour of the course and I got settled in at the house. Truthfully I could have showed up a day later and been just fine on time. I was worried about missing the pro meeting after my experience in Qatar (yes, I missed the pre-race meeting before my FIRST World Cup race!). So, this time I arrived in plenty of time and it paid off in the amount of rest that was available to me. I got my workouts done early in the morning and watched a lot of television in the afternoon. Granted, it was Canadian television so it ended up being a lot of episodes I had already seen (they're about 2 weeks behind us on American television shows). But, they are in the middle of their football season, so I could get a little football fix!

The race came around on Sunday late afternoon and I had been mentally preparing for three full days. I got to the race, only slightly out of my normal early-morning start mode. Eating was a little tricky and the general timing of everything was a tad off for me, but I better get used to it. Regardless, the race was about to begin and the clouds opened up and it began to rain on us. After we had been in the water, warming up, for about 10-15 minutes, they told us the start would be delayed by 15 minutes. They had us stand around and then walk back up to transition area for introductions, etc. In this time we managed to get very cold. As we scrambled around for jackets and pants, the rain continued to fall. The race was going to start as long as their was no lightning. I was getting excited to race in adverse weather as it usually means good things for me.

After the march down to the start line and the introductions, the race was ready to begin (see photo below.... I'm #39). The gun went off and I hit the water at full speed and was churning my arms over as fast as I could. After about 100 meters I picked my head up and looked to see where I was and unfortunately was not too happy with what I saw. I put my head back down and hammered along for another 100-200 meters and checked it out again. Still, not good. I was feeling good enough and was not worried about my fitness or preparation, I think I may have just started in a bad position and let it get worse from there. To add insult to injury, I was kicked pretty hard in the lip and punched by a swinging arm in the nose. The combination of these two gave me a nice fat lip and watery eyes. It's nothing abnormal in an ITU swim, but uncomfortable nonetheless. 

I arrived at the shore after two laps of 750 meters in about 48th place (out of 65 athletes). This is not the place to be if you want to have a good race in a World Cup. I knew I had a chance to get on the pack if I ran as hard as I could up the hill to transition and then hammered the first mile or so of the bike. I did just that and still came up short. I was watching the second pack pull slowly away from me and realized that I was about to ride my bike along for the next 40 kilometers. I put in a good effort for about 8 miles and realized I was losing about 1 minute per lap (6 laps total) and decided it would be better for me in the long run to call it quits for the day. There were a number of factors going into this decision, most of them being quite boring actually. It is not my proudest moment, but as I pulled in through my second lap I got off my bike and took off my helmet. The announcer said over the loud speaker that I had "retired" and that made it official. So, I put my running shoes on and got a good run in as a training session/ mental recovery run. I went out in the woods for 45 minutes or so and collected myself. As I returned to the race venue, the men were just going onto the run so I watched a couple Americans finish in 2nd and 3rd.

After arriving home, after a quick exit from the race site, I talked to my family members, closest friends and my coach to clear the air that I was not injured, mentally distraught, or beaten so badly that I hadn't finished yet! After that I went to dinner with Sandra and Glenn (my home-stay parents) to a great Steak and Seafood restaurant nearby.

An easy, early-morning trip home and I'm back in The Springs for a good block of training before my next race, Salford World Cup in Great Britain. That race will be held on the 30th of July. Then I'm looking at another World Cup in Hungary on the 13th of August. The Bridgeport Continental Cup on August 5th has been removed from my schedule. 

I know many of you watched the race on the Internet and I really appreciate it. One of these days I might actually put it together at a World Cup event and make it worth tuning in! Until then, I'll keep you all updated on my training and racin

