Perth Olympic Triathlon (1.5km/40km/10km) – National Series (race 4) Sunday 3rd Feb
This is the text message I sent my friends and family after the Perth Tri on Sunday...

"Well, bashed a few jelly fish in the swim, killed it on the bike, but all I wanted to do on the run was vomit.  My stomach unfortunately didn't want to play.  I've got no idea what my time was because my watch stopped working.  Ah well, bring on Hobart in 2 weeks.  BIG learning curve!"

Ok, so let me break that message down a bit for you.

The weeks leading up to the race weren't great to be honest.  A few weeks ago I was struggling to run because my left baby cow (calf) had decided to curl up into a little ball like one of those slater bugs and every time I tried to run, it refused to lengthen, therefore sending excruciating pain back up through my leg.  So I spent the rest of that week doing a heap of stretching, some massage and a whole lot of resting the legs... dammit!  Then the weekend before the event was Australia day, so of course we were out like many other Aussies enjoying the sunshine, and playing cricket.  I don't think my back appreciated the game as much as I did at the time, and decided to flare up.  So again I found myself face down on the massage table, over a dozen acupuncture needles in my back, with the added bonus of electrodes attached as well, all in efforts to settle down the inflammation.  On top of that I was swallowing the maximum daily limit of anti inflamms for a week leading up to the event.  Then the real 'tester' of the back was sitting still for the length of the Perth to Melbourne flight (which I find hard at the best of times).
However, the good news was that my back actually felt like it had settled down by the Saturday night.  So I was feeling a lot more confident going into the race.  But (yes there's another but), Sunday morning I woke up feeling average in the stomach... Butterflies? The wrong dinner choice?  The wrong breakfast choice?  Dehydrated?  The heat?  I figure a combination of all of the above.  But the catalyst was the amount of anti inflammation tablets I consumed leading up to the race.  With my heart set on this race, I wanted to do as much as possible to ensure my back was ok on the day. Unfortunately, I couldn’t balance the back pain and the back pain medicine.
7:50am – GO TIME!

THE SWIM - during previous races, I had been freaking out a little bit in the swim.  The added thought of jelly fish wasn't doing much to the cause of trying to settle my heart rate down.  But, as soon as I got into the water, I felt fine.  I started at the back of the pack to avoid the mad dash at the start of the race, and I felt very comfortable throughout the swim, despite the heap of jelly fish that I 'bashed' along the way.  I emerged from the water, sporting a dirty swan river beard (we were warned that the girls tend to come out of the river with what looks like a beard from the dirt and muck that sticks to your body), and headed straight for Matilda (that's the name of my bike).

THE BIKE - the bike leg was 4 laps on a flat course.  A tail wind on the way out, and a head wind on the way back (to be expected in the windy city).  The first lap I wasn't feeling too crash hot.  I felt nauseus.  Who knows what I may have swallowed in the river!!  But, I pulled it together for the remaining 3 laps.  I felt strong, but still felt queasy.  Thinking it could be an accumulation of the lactic acid, I strategically pulled back on the effort, knowing I still had a 10km run to complete in the scorching mid 30 deg heat. 

THE RUN - as soon as I jumped off the bike, I felt extremely ill!!  I really wanted to vomit in transition.  But I had to keep going.  Within 500m the nausea turned into a blinding stitch, and I pulled over to the side after the first aid station to try and make myself throw up.  BUT, I couldn't! I walked a little bit, and then tried to run again, all the time thinking of something a friend of mine says, "Your slowest run is faster then your fastest walk".  Nothing made me feel better.  I zig-zagged across the road to try and find bits of shade to run under, I walked at every drink station to try and get in some water, but it was hard to swallow.  I felt like this was the longest run I had ever undertaken.  My Mum, who's on crutches with a busted ankle at the moment, could have gone faster then me at this point.  It was a physical, mental and emotional bashing out there under the Perth sun!  It helped that my step sister and a friend of mine had turned up, to my surprise, to support me.  They certainly pumped me up and helped me to keep going - thanks guys!
THE FINISH - well, a disappointment is an understatement.  I was very upset with the performance, and for the next few days I was VERY self analytical.  It wasn’t until I returned back to Melbourne and my friends and colleagues were keen to find out how I went, that I started to feel better about the race.  Many of them brought to my attention that I still finished the race despite the excruciating pain I was in.  If truth be told, I never thought of it like that.  A DNF (did not qualify) was never an option for me.  Ultimately, finishing the race in the condition I was in was a big accomplishment.  So, 3 days post race, I’m feeling good about it, and I’m hanging out for the Hobart race in 11 more sleeps.  BRING IT ON!
WHAT HAVE I LEARNT?

* Anti-inflamms are no good for my body if I’m taking them for any more then a couple of days.

* I need to check whether there will be sports drinks at the aid stations prior to the race.  I only had one drink bottle with me on the bike which was full of water.  I did this to keep the weight on the bike low, and I thought there would be sports drinks at the aid stations on the run.  I thought wrong! 
* I need to drink more in the days leading up to the event, especially in extreme heat.
* I put a lot of pressure on myself, especially after the race.  I need to suck it up, and get over it.  I can’t undo previous performances, all I can do is learn from them and use this information for the next race.  Which, I fully intend to do!!
WHAT DO I HAVE TO WORK ON?

* Swim, swim, swim!!!! 

* Pacing for the run.  For events that don’t have each kilometer marked out on the run, I need to know roughly what pace I’m running at, by knowing my own body.

* Transitions still need work!  But it was better!
