Sandringham Gatorade Sprint Triathlon (750m/20km/5km)
In the words of George Costanza, “The sea was angry that day my friends, like an old man trying to return soup at a deli!”  I took one look at the water and saw the white horses cantering across the ocean.  My heart rate jumped several beats as I made my way down to the beach.  I am still struggling with my irrational phobia of the ocean swim (this is in no way belittling anyone’s fear of the water, I just don’t know where mine has come from, and I have an issue with the lack of control over my thoughts and emotions, but I will beat it!).  I think I’ve narrowed it down to the waves being the issue, and that I battle to get a clear breath.  I’ve gotten over the initial surprise of swimming with others around me, but the waves are my biggest obstacle now.

So I stood on shore watching the guys begin their race, trying to keep my heart rate under control and waited to be called up to the starting line (this time we got a hot pink swimming cap! Pretty sure that cap won’t be resurfacing for training sessions).  The siren went, and I casually walked into the water, not to act all “Fonz-like”, but to try and avoid the mad flurry of girls trying to bounce over the crashing waves.  I started out ok until I copped a bucketful of the bay’s water, and that’s when my air of coolness washed away as well as my pride.  I started choking and reverted to breast stroke, the whole time trying to talk myself into continuing to head for the large yellow buoy which seemed to be sitting on the horizon and mocking me!  I kept going and managed to get a few freestyle strokes in there, but most of the time it just felt like I was trying to stay afloat.  Once I cornered the second buoy and was on my way back in again, my confidence lifted, and I managed to swim freestyle most of the way back to shore, where my fabulous friends were waiting to cheer for me as I commenced the ridiculously lengthy run uphill back to transition.  Straight away I had shoved the swim to the back of my mind, and grinned at the thought of making up precious time on my bike.  Time to shine!

I’ve said it before and I’ll say it again, the bike is my strongest and favourite leg.  However, my transition was slow, and the start of my bike leg started sluggishly.  I tried for the first time clipping my shoes into the pedals and doing them up whilst riding.  I’ve now learnt that this technique does not work with the shoes I’ve got (that’s ok, this was a learning experience, which is why I like doing the smaller races in preparation for the big events).   The start of the ride was slow as we were cycling into a head wind, and my legs were a little lazy from the run up the hill to transition.  BUT, once I turned the corner about 2km down the road it was game on!  I tucked in tightly and just let my legs do the talking.  I tell you what… it’s an awesome feeling when I get in my zone on the bike.  All I can hear is the sound of my wheels spinning (WHOOSH, WHOOSH), the voice in my head just pumping me up to keep pushing harder, and the sound of others puffing as I zip past them on my little red, black and white machine.  I was now in my element!  I was moving along smoothly, but in the last 5kms my hamstring started to tighten, my first thought was “I can’t slow down, I’m making up too much ground, keep pumping”, but a close second thought was “if you don’t ease up a little, you won’t be able to run, and you’ll wreck yourself for Perth in 3 weeks”, so I backed off and let my legs spin a little to give them a break.  When I jumped off the bike at the transition, I knew I’d made the right decisions and I was ready to run at a 4min50sec kilometer pace, which I NAILED!! Right on the money I ended up with a 5km run of 24:12, which I’m stoked with as that was the pace I had planned/hoped to keep.  I finished the run with a little bit left in the tank, so I also know I can go harder next time.  
I reflect on my races by being tough on myself.  I assess my weakest points over and over (and over) again, and to be honest, I do get angry at myself.  Some people may view this as negative and self destructive.  I want to stress that it’s not at all.  I need that time to be frustrated, but then I move onto constructive criticism, and work out how I can get better at those weaker points.  Then I finish with the positives from the race and can’t wait to start training again so I can improve for the next race.  It’s important for me to be self analytical, it’s a fantastic motivator for me, and yes I am my harshest critique, but, by having a crack at myself, it makes me stronger and more determined, and just like a quote I stumbled across this morning, “storms make oaks take deeper root”, I am going into my next race smarter, stronger and more determined than the last! BRING IT ON!

WHAT HAVE I LEARNT?

* To listen to my body during the race.  I like to smash it on the bike, BUT, for some reason my legs weren’t up for it.  I listened, backed off, and was able to still complete my run successfully. 

* My shoes are no good already clipped in.  Glad I learnt this in a practice race… these are the races to be testing that kind of thing!
* Monitor my run kilometer by kilometer.  It helped me stay on track and keep pace.

WHAT DO I HAVE TO WORK ON?

* One might take a stab in the dark and say, SWIMMING?!  It’s true, I need help out in the ocean.  I’m all over it already! Searching for a good swim coach to help me in the open water.
* TRANSITIONS!! They are incredibly slow!  It is something that I haven’t put too much thought into thus far, but, now its time to start searching for those valuable seconds that I can wipe off.
