June 6th, 2006:  

Two, two, YES, two race reports in one! Now that I am finally back and settled after a two-week trip over thousands of miles via plane and automobile, I can write a little. First I traveled to Ixtapa, Mexico for another ITU Continental Cup race. I arrived in Mexico on Wednesday and as I stepped off the plane I was hit with the harsh reality that is humidity. Living in Colorado I have grown accustomed to heat without the humidity. In Mexico, not the same. The thermometer read somewhere in the mid-90's F the entire time I was there and that was topped off with incredible humidity (add about 10 degrees of perceived heat). I thought the best idea might be to just stay out of the heat for as long as possible and only deal with it on race day. So, the air conditioner was set around 65F in my hotel room and that was just about perfect.

Race day was on Saturday and it turns out, little did I know, that it was the Mexican Pro National Championships as well. This is both good and bad as it bring out the best guys from the region, but it also makes it tougher to do well. The swim was a ocean swim with a beach start providing the athletes with the added challenge of getting out and in through some surf. Luckily I was raised by a body-surfing god as a child and learned the proper way to duck under waves before they ruin your day. Given this knowledge I had a good swim start and that put me in a great position for the rest of the swim. I ended up 4th out of the water and then just had to run the long, sandy half mile to the first transition area. I was NOT feeling very well at this point and lost a little time to the three guys ahead of me. I kept them just barely close enough to get onto their bike pack and make a go at it in the lead group. 

Over the course of the 40k (2-lap), our bike pack eventually became 12-15 guys deep. The riding strategies were much like that in Honolulu... fast, slow, fast, slow, etc. I had a bit of trouble staying on comfortably and was in no shape to make my full rotations at the front. Most people aren't too fond of that strategy, but unfortunately for a guy that's not too strong on the bike, it's not really a choice, it's survival! But I managed and went onto the run feeling just slightly under par. The heat hadn't done too much damage but now it was time to really test it out.

Every 600 meters of the run (which was 4 laps of 1.25k) had aid stations full of cold baggies of water that were meant to be ripped open and sprayed or swallowed. I did not miss one aid station for 6.2 miles and if I had I may not be here to write about it! I would drink a little, spray a little and then chuck the baggie. Most of the guys were in survival mode throughout the run just trying to get to the finish line. I had slightly more left in the tank so I gave it a little juice and managed to finish in 6th position. That is one place out of money but I fulfilled my goal of earning more ITU points. Considering the circumstances I have no complaints about my performance. In addition I moved myself up to the 12th ranked ITU pro in the US and 115 in the world. Of course this changes weekly, but I'll take it for now!

Now comes the fun part... as I crossed the finish line my legs and brain decided they no longer were interested in staying upright. I wobbled and shook until two finish line assistants each took an arm of mine and literally dragged me to the medical tent located about 50 feet away. There they set me down in a chair with some ice cold towels and a bottle of water and sports drink. I sat with chills and a foggy head for about 5 minutes. Branden came into the tent shortly after to talk about the race and I had to give him the "hold on a second" pointer finger and dart behind the grouping of chairs. I found myself vomiting for a few minutes with a doctor holding me upright. I was then assisted to the "athletes who are almost dead so they need to lay down" area. I put my head on a bag of ice for just a couple minutes and then felt 10 times better. I helped myself out and recovered quite nicely after that. Don't worry mom, I drank my fluids!

After the race in Mexico we boarded a plane to Southern California to avoid coming back to altitude before our next race the following weekend. Branden and I flew to Ontario, CA after a plane cancellation and several hours of waiting. There we temporarily moved in with my friend, Jessica and trained in the nice weather. We had a couple runs along the Back Bay in Newport Beach, rode our bikes along the Pacific Coast Highway and swam open water in the Newport Harbor. Not too shabby. On that Wednesday several friend and I made the drive up to San Francisco to race the Escape from Alcatraz Triathlon and enjoy a couple days in a GREAT city.

Alcatraz is a race that has become a staple in my racing season. It is the only race I have done every year and is a wonderful opportunity to see friends and family. As a matter of fact, my father and two great friends, Jessica and Debi, have been to the race 4 years in a row and the tradition continues! The race covers a 1.5 mile swim, 18 mile hilly bike, and an 8 mile hilly run. It's not an easy race by any means! In addition the pro field was being called "the best field ever assembled" by the race directors. It really was something else. It had two World Champions, two Olympic Champions, National Champions, and many other individual champions... and that's just on the men's side!

After being shipped out on a boat with 1500 other triathletes we park just off the island of Alcatraz. The professional men and women gather themselves on the edge of the boat staring down into the 55F degree waters of the San Francisco Bay.  As the horn blows all the pros jump in the water simultaneously and the race has begun. This year the water was a bit choppy but the currents were quite calm. All of that equaling a relatively common swim time for the lead swimmers. I put it together on the swim and managed to only lose two minutes (or just over) to the top swimmers in the field. That is certainly the closest I have ever been in this distance race. 

After exiting the water it's a half mile or so to the first transition area. I grabbed my bike and helmet and started out on the dreaded bike course. It's 18 miles of up or down with a relatively flat area in the middle 3-4 miles. Not being the best cyclist in the field I knew I had to push hard just to give myself a fighting chance on the run. I managed a bike split that was around 30 seconds faster than my best from previous years, but still lost another couple minutes to the faster guys. I'll take it though.

Now comes the part of the race I NEED to do well in, or it's over... the run. I went out like I wanted to run the 8 miles in 8 minutes, but came to my senses (with a little help from my burning legs and lungs) and took the edge off the effort. I got myself into a nice, steady rhythm and started reeling some of the faster swimmer/cyclists in. I passed about the number of guys that passed me on the bike and crossed the line in 13th place. I am very pleased with this finish and only hope that I can keep this streak going. It's a heck of a lot more fun to be content with a race than indifferent, that's for sure!

All in all it was a great trip away from home for social and athletic reasons. I am refreshed (although now I believe I am coming down with a cold), energized and looking forward to more training and racing this season! The only negative being that I had my camera and my best pair of sunglasses tolen from my check-through bag in Mexico. Lesson learned!

Now that I have returned home, I have purchased a new bicycle and will be racing and training on that for the remainder of the season. I have three weeks until I leave again for Long Beach, California and the US Pro National Championships. Also, I have applied to numerous World Cup ITU races and am hoping dearly to be accepted to them and represent the US. Wish me luck!

I hope this wasn't too long for you all, but I appreciate you reading on. Talk to you soon!

