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After more than 2 weeks of rest I have finally summoned up the energy to write an account of Ironman Germany.

 

What a fantastic event and the good wishes from the Kingswood supporters both in the UK and Germany and the hundreds of thousands of spectators lining the streets of Frankfurt and surrounding towns and villages really did make a difference.

 

The trip didn't start too auspiciously as the car refused to start on Dover dockside, the Bromley family missed our 6:45 a.m. ferry and the efforts of the AA man just meant that we could drive on to the next boat with a semblance of a chance that my 150k mile jalopy might start on the other side of the Channel.  No such luck though, and a tow off the boat at the other end scotched my fading plans of watching Lance in the Tour de France stage that was just 50 miles south of our route.  Driving across northern France in pouring rain, 11 degrees and a howling wind left me sympathising with the Tour riders and hoping for a considerable change in the weather for our race in 3 days time.  Did I have enough warm and waterproof kit if it didn't????

 

We got to Frankfurt Thursday evening, just a couple of hours behind schedule but slightly more keyed up than I would really want to be.  A singularly unhelpful concierge in our hotel meant that we finished up lugging Lee's and my bike the mile or so to his hotel where they were prepared to let them into Eric / Lee's room rather than the unlocked lobby at my place.

 

Friday was much more relaxed and finished with a 15 minute paddle with David my son at the gravel pit venue of Sunday morning's swim.  They were just putting out the buoys and the two lap course looked like a long long way with a steep 50 meter bank to run up to transition.  The drive back into Frankfurt was along the first 20k of the bike route.  Fast high quality roads and slightly downhill - I couldn't wait to be purring down there at 22 m.p.h.

 

Saturday I was getting a bit tense.  A nice lunch with my brother in law and wife who live in Munich and who had come to say hello to us all and to wish me well.  A 12 hour round trip on the train for them really made me feel that they were rooting for me, but they decided that the crowds of Sunday wouldn't be their cup of tea.  Saturday night a couple of beers and reassuring words from Rich James.  Just relax and enjoy it.

 

Sunday morning dawned warm and clear.  A slow procession of neoprene clad gladiators waddled down the bank of the amphitheatre surrounding the lake.  There must have been 25,000 spectators, each one roaring their heads off and swinging football rattles wildly above their heads.  Wagnerian-like music crashed from the loudspeakers capped off by a deafening rendition of Deutschland Deutschland Uber Alle.  Then the claxon sounded for the start of the race - the only problem being that I was treading water with Steve Penman 100 meters behind the startline, goggles on the top of my head, having a chat.  Well they said there would be a 1 minute warning!

 

Swim swim, splash splash, gurgle gurgle - then it was over.  I trotted up the bank and their was my own personal supporters club (thanks Maggie, Caroline and David) cheering me on.

 

The bike into Frankfurt wasn't the 22 m.p.h. that I dreamt of, a slight headwind kept it down to 17 m.p.h. and the few people that hadn't managed to beat me in the swim were flying past on the bike.  For the first time in 7 years of triathlon I was wearing a heart rate monitor in a race. It said 130 and with more than 100 miles to go on the bikeI told myself that I had the pace right and they were the ones going too fast.  

 

50k into the bike and disaster nearly strikes.  I approach what turns out to be a sharp left hander in the big ring (as you do), and I'm suddenly confronted by a 400 meter stretch of cobblestone covered hill known as 'The Hell'.  I lunge for the front mech. bar end shifter and as soon as I touch it the whole left aero bar spins on the handlebar and nosedives to the wheel.  'Oh dear' I think to myself.  I get out of the saddle to crank the bike up the hill but the cobbles are so bumpy I loose all traction with the back wheel bouncing around everywhere. I finally stumble upon an appropriate gear and survive the hill without the ignominy of getting off to push (although I'm not sure if I would have got any more traction walking with my cleats - see attached photo for worried looking triathlete caught forever for posterity).  A quick pit stop to rectify the problem and I'm back on the road.

 

The second bike lap (of 2) sees me overtake a few of the more impetuous bikers who streaked past me in the first hour, and it was good to see Lee on lap 2 and some light hearted cat and mouse saw us closing in on Eric on the outskirts of Frankfurt.  By the end of the bike I don't know who was in the worse state, the triathletes, or the fantastic supporters on the roadside, many of whom had been there for 6 hours with their picnic tables groaning under foaming Steins of beer and mountainous plates of Worst.

 

The 3 lap run started hot and got hotter.  Another first as I donned a hat to protect my (allegedly) thinning pate which served to disguise me enough that my family spent the next 4 hours asking Matt, Eric, Lee, Steve and Rich where I was as I ran past them in a trance.  Again a very conservative early pace (or so I thought as the 147 bpm for the first of the laps is my normal heartrate for brushing my teeth).  On lap 2 I thought that I could pick it up a bit (wrong!!!!!) and a foray into the low 150's for 15 minutes left me with the understanding that patience is everything in this game and I backed off to something a bit more sustainable.

 

Lap 3 was torture.  Every drink station my brain said 'just walk a little longer while you have this cup of water/coke/redbull/ice/poweraid', and my legs and feet didn't say anything other than 'why are you doing this to us?'.  I was determined however to look back on the race with the feeling that I couldn't have tried any harder though, and I managed to drive myself back up to 150 b.p.m for the last 3k.  Is it possible to have enough energy left to get out of breath at the end of an Ironman? - I couldn't.

 

Then up the finishing ramp between the grandstands packed with cheering crowds.  From my left I hear the shout that I have been waiting for throughout the run as I and the family finally spot each other.  David vaults the railings and runs the final 50 meters with me (well actually he completely outsprints me) and its near collapse at the finish line.  No tears of emotion this time unlike 12 months ago - I'm too drained to feel anything.  What a great day out though - I thoroughly recommend you try one if you haven't already.

 

Lastly, I could go on for ages about the marvellous support both from people that we knew, and those that we didn't.  The memory of climbing out of the saddle through throngs of cheering people, 10 deep on both sides of the road on the big hills, will stay with me forever.  The run was the same with dancers, bands, families and bemused onlookers packing the course along the river.  The atmosphere was just fantastic.  Thanks to you all - I may return.

 

