June 15th, 2005:  

Escape from Alcatraz in San Francisco, California. This race was one of the biggest reason I even started triathlon four years ago. I saw it on television and thought that I would really like to do something like that. I've done this race every year since that fateful television session! I love it as much the fourth time as I did the first time. Not only because it's a great race, but because of the city's atmosphere and the friends and family that come from all over to watch and race. This year was no exception as several good friends from So. Cal came up and my father flew from New Jersey. Not to mention several friends from around the country were racing and it is always good to see them as well. The tradition continues!

Oh, right, the race. I guess I should talk about the performance as well. I should pre-cursor all performances with the fact that this was the best professional field I've ever seen in my life. The race was a virtual who's who of triathlon. No less than 5 Olympians from 2004 in Athens, numerous world champions, etc. 

Well, the pro field of 35 men and 24 women jumped off the boat into the chilly, but tolerable, San Francisco bay around 8am. Water temp: 56 degrees F. That's enough for you to realize it's cold, but not enough to take your breath away. The swim was a bit long due to us waiting for a huge barge to float by before we could start, letting us drift in the current for a few minutes. Ultimately the swim ended up nearly 2 miles instead of the original 1.5 miles. I was out of the water in 31:15 with a pack of athletes, crossing the timing mat 27th.

After a bit of a jaunt to my bike I set off on 18 miles of hills around the outer edge of San Fran. I didn't feel particularly great but still managed my personal best on the bike course. I got off my bike in 51:56, posting the 20th fastest split. At this point I was around 18th place or so.

I took off out of the second transition, really wanting to run a fast split for the final leg. After the first two miles or so, I began to not feel so well and realized I would be happy with holding the position I had. Five miles into the race there is a 400 step "sand ladder" that takes you off of Baker Beach and back onto the main, single-track trail to head home. This was a killer! You would think that after three previous "escapes" that the sand ladder would be easier.... WRONG! The sand ladder has become harder and harder every year I've competed in San Fran. It's a walking challenge, not a running one. Regardless, I made it through the sand ladder in 2 minutes, 17 seconds. Then headed home for the last 3 miles with whatever I had left, which wasn't really that much. My run split was 47:52, just under a minute faster than my best time, and the 15th fastest run of the day,  but I had hoped for a little better.

I finished the race in 17th place and a time of 2:16:16. I realize that I must be happy with the finish but I can only hope that next year is a better "feeling" after the race. The race still remains one of my favorite races of my season, and continues to be a staple in my pre-season race plans. 

Miss you all and I hope to hear from many of you soon!

