I’m Broken

IM Wisconsin -Madison, WI
September 13, 2009
Short Version:

Swim(2.4miles): 1:08:57 (1:48/100M)
T1: 6:56
Bike(112miles): 6:05:08 (18.4mph)
T2: 4:21
Run(26.2miles): 4:40:24 (10:43/mile)
Total time: 12:05:46 Personal Record!!!
Placed: 54/249 M45-49
Placed: 564/~2400 overall

Long Version:

T-3 days (Thursday):

Usual travel day started mid morning and was fairly uneventful.  We had a 2hr flight delay.  This put us in Madison to late in the day to get our packets so we just picked up the bikes from TRI Bike Transport for the teammates I was traveling with, Debbie McGregor and Brian Brode.
T-2 days (Friday):

We decided to sleep in just a bit this morning and headed to the Gatorade swim a little later.  It was a cool crisp morning at the lake.  The water did not look very good.  The buzz around the city was centered on a man in the lake (apparently drunk and drown) that they had not found yet.  What a treat.  The water was a cool low 70s and felt just great with the wet suit.  Aimee, Brian, Debbie and I plunged in and proceed to navigate the shorter course.  All good and were out to packet pickup.  Packet pickup is like this check in at college.  You go from station to station picking up all your materials.  When you are done you have more than you can carry.  Now it is time to figure out what all the bags and tags are for.    Brian had the ultimate hook up for us to drive the course with a Madison local, Stu.  We joined our other teammates Kris and Melissa to drive the course in his mini van.   We set out to drive the course.  This turned out to be a wonderful experience.  From the van the course did not look so bad.  It was about 16 miles out to the double 40 mile section with many rolling hill and lots of turns.  The harder hills were on the back side of the loop.  Not so bad.  Stu has done the course many times and was happy to share his excitement with us about the course.  We closed out the day passing through the expo and getting ready for Saturday check in.
Thanks Stu for your time with us.

T-1 day (Saturday):

For Ironman this is the day to basically check in all your gear for the race.  This includes your bike, biking stuff and running stuff.  You have special needs bags to check in on race morning as well.  This went very smooth and we made another pass through the expo.  There are always some neat items and new technology to view.  We topped off the evening with an early dinner with all of the family and friends that were attending.  This was a blast.  Not just your typical dinner gathering.  Thanks to Kris and Melissa coming up the year before to sign up they found a local restaurant to accommodate us.  They had a lower basement area that we had all to our selves.  There was a lot of eating going on and get this there was some dancing as well.  The dancing was led by Warren (my Road Dog & 2nd time IM spectator), Julie (1st time IM spectator) and my mom (3rd time IM spectator).  This was truly a dinner to remember.  There 21 family and friends all laughing and relaxing before the big day.
Race Day!!!

My taper had gone so well.  I was well rested.  This morning was no different.  My alarm was set for 3:30am but I did not need it.  My eyes popped open and the clock read 1:51.  I was wide awake and wired for the day.  I waited until 3:20 to get out of bed.  I tip toed around in the dark and gathered my morning meal and went for a walk.  Not too many people were up just yet.  I felt great.  The air was again cool and crisp.  It was expected to be in the low 80s for our day.  We had planed on departing at 4:30am.  No issues.  The morning routine was clockwork.  We had a few minor items to take care of upon arriving at the race site.  We dropped our special needs bag.  We all completed our bike set up and hit our tires.  I immediately handed my pump to Rodney.  Thanks Rodney.  This would keep people from wanting to distract me by borrowing my pump.  We found a nice little spot in the terrace where we took a few pictures and made a few more pit stops then it was time to head down to the water.  The water was calm.   It was 6:30 and we were in our wetsuits getting ready to enter the water.  We said goodbye to our family and friends.  The plan was to start inside the buoys where it would be better swimming.  All 6 of us wanted to start together.  We had spoken to Kris and Melissa earlier but entered the water without them.  Debbie (1st IM), Aimee (2nd IM), Brian (4th IM) and myself (3rd IM) headed out to the buoy.  I was looking for Kris (2nd IM) and Melissa (2nd IM).  Can you believe it?  I saw them and we were reunited on the inside of the buoys.   The gang was all together as planned.  Now it was time to take care of business.
The Swim!

We were just about to get started and I was talking to my neighbor and the cannon sounded.  “Oh that is us!”  I yelled.  We were off.  We had prepared Debbie as the rookie for the swim with the anticipation of getting pounded during the swim as most of us had experienced.  Only a few know that I was horrified of the swim start.  I had not done a mass start for 9 years in my first.  IM Louisville was a penguin start as I called (single file jumping off a dock).  So being inside the buoys was the best idea.  We had smooth water.  I had been told this before and Stu mentioned it as well.  Brian had also done Wisconsin before and recommended it.  We all agreed and it worked like a champ.  I was able to draft and look over at the masses on the other side of the buoys.  The only bad spots were at the corners of the rectangle course where everyone made the turn.  I got through it as quickly as possible then returned to the inside of the course where there was smooth water.  During the second loop I had a drunk guy moment.  I was passing one of the buoys and thought I saw a body (head) up under the buoy.  Not sure what it was.  I know it was not part of the buoy and it wasn’t a triathlete holding on because we had red and white swim caps and the image was brown.  I swam even faster.    The swim course was a 2 loop course and another weird thing happened during the second loop of the swim.  My right arm had this tingling sensation in it from my fingers to my shoulder.  Not sure what that was about but it did not hurt so I kept swimming.  I rounded the last corner and headed for shore.  I was swimming very well in my mind.  My anticipation was to come out of the water under 1:15.  Under 1:10 would be a great effort for me.  It is still all relative because each course is different.  So I would not put too much weight in the time itself.  I came out and glanced down…1:08.  I’ll take it!   The wetsuit strippers were just past the water exit.  Down, feet up…in a flash I was out of my wetsuit and headed up the climb to transition.   Yes a 3 story climb up a circular parking garage type ramp, they call the helix.  It was lined with spectators.  I saw my mom and dad half way up.  Most were doing a slow job, some were walking.  The excitement kicked in for me and I was running.  I was out of the water.  
The Bike!

After navigating the helix, I passed through transition making sure I had everything I needed for the journey through Madison, WI.  Transition was really nice as well inside the building on the 3rd floor.   The volunteers were great.  I headed out to my bike and saw my sweetheart Mikel and Julie was there also.  I exited at the other end to go down the other helix.  This would be the time to bring my heart rate down before I began eating for the day.  I enjoyed the crowd on the way out.  I started playing back all the things Stu had pointed out along the bike course.  We approached the first section where he said people would be losing water bottles due to a series of bumps in the road.  He was right on.  There was actually a person there collecting the bottles as the launched into the road.  I settled into my zones and proceed out of town for the first 16 miles before I reached the loop.  This was easy time and people were flying by like there was a fire.  My heart rate dropped and I began to eat.  I made it to the loop.  My plan was to go easier on the first loop and pick up the pace on the second loop.   My first loop went just as planned.  I felt great.  I started the second loop working my plan and saw the first wave of the support crew.  Mikel had a cow bell and a sign, Brittney, Warren, Julie (Sizzle as I have been told), Bean (my sister Lisa), Julie (Debbie’s sister) and Rodney.  The only sign I saw was Rodney’s which said “Food”.  There is a running joke.  I have been at 2 IM events where my clients have fed me food while they were racing.  I ran out and they gave me gels and pretzels.  That made me laugh.  Thanks support crew.  I proceed on in the second loop.  The hills were getting harder.   I kept thinking the hills were much easier in the van.  We all joked that they pumped the hills up a notch for the second loop.  It was at this time I started to have some difficulties.  It was in the late 70s approaching 80 miles.  I also saw Rick and Tiffany (up from Dallas) on the course.  They watched me climb and said I looked good.  That was comforting because, I was getting nauseous.  The urge to hurl up my nutrition was getting stronger.  I slowed down in an effort to minimize damage control.  This went on for a bit reducing my pace considerably.  I did not want to hurl but I also became slightly light headed and dizzy.  At this point I slowed and it subsided to what I felt was still safe.  I did a quick evaluation and came to 1 of 2 conclusions at this point.  It was either heat related or too much salt.  Well, not much I could do about the heat so I cut back my salt tabs.  I had taken in most of my scheduled electrolyte drink at that point as well.  This seemed to help.  Nothing tasted good.  Warm water made me gag; just looking at my gels was not pleasant.  So I sipped my water only because I knew I was now in survival mode.  As I was in the last 10 miles people were flying past me as if I was still.  My mind was still strong at this point but I did not feel good.  I felt if I could just get to the run, it would pass and I could knock this thing out.  I saw the helix.  I was almost back.  I had managed to hold everything inside as well.  A small victory from a nutrition stand point.  I climbed helix and the bike catchers scooped up my bike and I was off.  Again, I glanced at my watch.  I was roughly at 7:15 which meant if I hit my first goal of running 4hrs, I would come in at 11:15.  My second goal was under 11hrs.   I did not put too much thought into this at this point because my stomach just hurt with every step.  It was in a knot.  I still wanted to throw up.  The dizziness had subsided since I had slowed down.
The Run!!
I took my time in transition.  They had some cold water which was great.  I exited ready to tackle the marathon still in good spirits.  I made it about half mile and things started spinning again.  I slowed to a purposeful steady walk wearing a huge smile despite the feelings going on inside.   I did not panic because I knew I needed to start out slower according to my plan.  This would just give me a little more time to gather my thoughts and collect myself.  I hit he first station and only cold water was good.  I took of running out of station 1 and was right where I needed to be at about 8:30-8:45 and the dizziness gone.  Back on track….then about half mile again, the dizziness and light headed feeling not to mention the urge to throw up returned even stronger.  “Head up, walk with purpose and with a smile!”  Station 2 was in sight and just in time.  Again only cold water was the only thing appealing to my senses.  I did not feel hot but I knew it was hot.  I headed out running again locked back in on pace with only the nauseous feeling hanging around.   Then again about half mile into 3…yep you guessed it.  I was at the bottom and feeling the worse I had felt all day.  The urge was at it worst.  I closed my eyes for a few moments while walking with purpose.  My head was up.  I was still smiling.  I made it to station 3 somehow.  My biggest doubts were upon me at this time.  I wanted to quit.  I did not how I could make it 23 miles feeling like this.  So I packed myself down with ice everywhere you can imagine.  The volunteers were pouring it down my shirt.  I put some in my shorts. I put it in my hat.  I had some in my hands.  I took a cup for the road and had some ice water to top it all of.  I set out again.  The next thing I remember was not station 4 but mile marker 7.  I had made it to 7 and things were a little better.  Not sure what happened in between but I was now in survival mode.  My stomach still hurt with every step.  I still felt like I was going to throw up.  All I was drinking was cold water.  I tried some cold coke at a few stations later and it did nothing but make me feel worse.  I managed to hold it together and hooked up with a guy named Jeremy.  We worked it together and pulled each other along.  We were just about back for the first loop which meant 13 miles to go.  I saw Rodney and Warren first as I approached the turnaround.  “I’m broken Rodney, tell me something good.”  He said, “New goal, under 12hrs.”  I asked him could I do that and he promptly replied “YES!”  Next I came up on Brittney, Julie (Sizzle), Bean and Mikel.  Mikel doesn’t run and she will deny it if you ask her but I saw her running along behind the crowd urging me on.  She kept motioning me to go faster.  I was at top speed which was still 8:20-8:40 pacing.  I hit the turnaround and she disappeared.  I told the ladies, “I’m broken”.  They promptly replied, “No your not!  C’mon G-man you can do this!”   As I was leaving the turnaround area headed out for the last 13 miles.  I glanced at my watch and had 2:15 remaining to go under 12hrs.  I just could not do the math.  All I could come up with was 2hr was about a 9min pace.  I just could not figure it out.  So I decided to just keep moving forward.  You remember Jeremy from earlier; well he had gone on ahead because he was feeling better.  Well, now it was my turn.  I scooped him up again and we hung out for a few miles but this time he did not have the strength.  I moved on ahead and he urged me on.  The miles were going by slowly.  I was finally able to do the math when I reached mile 20 and had 64 minutes for 6.2 miles.  That is about 10min/mile.  I was holding about that.  It was great seeing my teammates out on the course to keep me going.  I saw Kris and he told me to keep going.  I saw Aimee at a point where I must have not had my head up and she promptly reminded me to get my head up and get that smile back on my face.  I did with no questions.  She looked great.  I was able to hang with Debbie for a bit.  I came across Brian as well.  The person that pushed me the most was Melissa.  She was hunting me and closing the gap.  We would High-5 on the out and back sections.  She looked good.  I told her ‘I’m broken!”  She said keep going.  So I did.  She ran into her own difficulty around mile 21.  I saw her just after she had a moment.  We were all hurting in our own ways.  We still urged each other on.  I thought it would be neat if she caught me and we ran it in together.  Then I thought what if I can’t go and she leaves me.  I can’t get beat by a girl even if it was “Hammer” her nickname and a whole notha story.  I just could not let that happen.  Even though it would really not matter and that was not why we were out there.  I just wasn’t going to let that happen.  (  I had cleared the station at 22.  I glanced back and she was just about to station 22.  She is not walking through, I have got to run.  So I did.  I made it about half mile as I mentioned before.  I slowed to walk and she was not in sight.  I knew she was coming.  I made it to mile 24.  I had 2 miles to go and 15 minutes to get in under 12hrs.  I pretty much conceded the 12hr mark at this time because I was fighting the daemons.  I did still have a smile on my face.  I was going to finish.  I thought back to mile 3 when I wanted to quit.  I clicked off mile 25 in the same fashion.  I then came across Timmy and Tory who gave me hugs and encouragement as I entered the last part of the race.  The crowd was tremendous.  I could hear family and friends all around.  I was headed down the final stretch.  There is the line.  What at day!!  “Gerald Jackson from Carrollton, TX, YOU….ARE….AN….IRONMAN!!  I had done it.  I did not even know or care what my time was.  It was a huge mental victory to cross the line.
After Race Festivities!!

My post race festivities were hampered quite a bit by the fact I could not eat or drink anything but cold water.  I waited for just a few minutes before going to medical to give Melissa a great big hug on her accomplishments of the day.  Just as I had anticipated she was only a few minutes behind me.  That was very special.  I headed off to medical.  In less then 10 minutes my heart rate was down to 89 which was an indication I was not dehydrated.  My blood pressure was a little low but what do I know I am not a doctor.  I lost 7 pounds which was not enough weight to get an IV.  So they sat me down and said all they symptoms would pass in time.  I was good to go.  I didn’t feel good to go.  They tried to give me stuff to eat and drink all of which just made me want to hurl.  So I got up and left.  Walking was the best thing but I was not real stable.  
So after it was all said and done, I swam my best swim time, a faster bike time than Louisville (Wisconsin was clearly a harder bike course) and overall not quite apples to apples but a PR for my IM distance at 12:05:46.  Wisconsin was a tougher course overall than Louisville and the first IM I completed as well.  So it was a very good day.  

I want to thank all the support I received on the course.  We had family and friends spread all over the course.  Melissa’s parents were out the cheering us on.  Kris’ parents were heckling me on the run course.  They reminded me there was a race going and I had better get running.  Aimee’s parents where out on course as well and were responsible for getting my bike to Wisconsin and back.  Debbie’s sister provided some cheer out on the bike course as well.  My parents, sister were present again for my 3rd IM.  I can’t thank them enough.  There was also Rodney, Brittney, Julie (Sizzle – not to be confused with Debbie’s sister) and Warren (Road Dog) who provided on course entertainment.  I must also mention all the email and Facebook support I received before during and after the event.  Thank you all.  Khai, I know you could not be here because of your injury but we did do this together.  You were with me.  Most special of all Mikel, who has supported me on this journey, thank you.  I am thankful for the abilities God has given me.  I am thankful for finishing and being able to race another day.  It was one of the toughest days of in all my racing but I came out on top.  I am thankful for this day and every day.
Thank you Lord for this day…

gerald
