Ironman USA, Lake Placid 2010
(A long race report for a long race) by Crystal Drummond

Luck, luck and more luck.  That is the best way to describe the half year of my life that I dedicated to this event:  Ironman USA, Lake Placid July 25th, 2010.

Lucky for me, the spring weather was so fantastic:  getting outside for cycling in March:  what a treat!  Lucky for me the summer was hot and humid: excellent training for a race known for its humid conditions.  Lucky for me race day dawned overcast and moderate temperatures…

Lucky for me, I married a man who is unbelievably supportive, patient and loving.  Lucky for me, my 3 kids were understanding of all the hours of training and subsequent hours of fatigue.  Lucky for me, my family and my mom and dad were there to cheer me on in Lake Placid; even my sister’s family drove down to surprise me and brought everyone crazy wigs and shirts with my name on them to wear (and, lucky for me, I didn’t have to wear one!).

Lucky for me, I had a great friend and training partner, Indra, to keep me company during the long hours of training (even a 200km ride!).  Lucky for me, I had great coaches and lane mates at Duck swim workouts to train with (Nicole, Kathy, Paul, Steve, Mark).  Lucky for me, I had great running workouts from Coach Steve at Speedplay and Speedplay athletes to push me through them.  Lucky for me, I had plenty of advice from good friends and fellow triathletes (Tom, Karen, Norm, Richard, Paul and Paul) to follow (most of the time…) 
Lucky for me, I found nutrition for the bike that I liked the taste of.  Lucky for me, I found just the right tri attire with lots of pockets that allowed me to stash gels, salt tabs and my spare kit.  Lucky for me, I found tri shorts that allowed me to ride long and comfortably (well, as comfortable as anything can be while on a skinny saddle for 6 hours)…
I’ll admit it.  Not all of my luck was good.  Like cracking my Zipp wheel rim during a spring training camp in Florida with some friends.  Like working through a knee injury all spring, and then working through a shoulder injury.  Like getting the flu the week prior to the race.  

Fast forward to:  July 25, 2010: Race Day.
The day was overcast, warm and very humid.  However, we all breathed a sigh of relief that there were no thunderstorms as were predicted to cancel the swim (well, at least I was breathing a sigh of relief!)   The swim start, was, well, chaotic.  There were 2700 athletes trying to warm up in the area equivalent to the ARC pool.  I tried to find a few other women athletes who were lining up near the front to start with, thinking that they would be less aggressive.  I think that it worked.  At least, I didn’t get beaten up too badly during the start. The swim out was like riding a wave.  It was phenomenal.   I thought that the current must be behind me.  Well, no, on the way back, I thought the same thing!   The way back was still crowded and reminiscent of a busy warm up at a big swim meet.  When I got out of the water after the first loop, to run across the tiny beach for the first loop split, I was amazed at my time: 27:45.  I was feeling so great!  Back into the water for the second loop.  I ended up swimming for a long time between two guys who were crowding me and I tried to get out of that position but couldn’t.  I ended up stopping and swimming over top of about 5 guys to get to some open water (did I say that women were less aggressive?:))   I finally had some room to myself to swim on the way back on the second lap…isn’t that crazy?  After 3 km, I could finally breathe to the side without getting a mouthful!
The end of the swim was bittersweet for me.  I was leaving my comfort zone to take on the monster bike ride.  I loved the long run to transition with all of the spectators!  What a rush!  I probably needed to take it a bit slower to allow my brain to function though, as in transition, I grabbed my “run” transition bag, ran to the change tent and dumped it before I realized my mistake.  I stuffed everything back in and raced back to the bag racks to grab my “bike” bag amid shouts of “you’re going the wrong way!”  Rookie mistake!  
Finally out on the bike.  I blew past a guy going down the steep descent at the beginning and made the hard left turn without a problem (you would never believe it Norm).  I had everyone’s advice on my mind to take it easy on the first loop.  The guys continued to blow past me...  this is the problem with being a swimmer.  A little hard on the psyche, but I had prepared myself for this.  The rain started just after the big descents (my good luck again!) but nothing crazy.  I know that the course is beautiful and scenic, and you DO get the FEELING that you are riding in a postcard. The ride at times was very lonely as I biked for long sections without seeing any spectators or other riders.  I did see friends Karen and Andy out on the course.  That was a little boost.  The long negative flats and the hills riding back into town quickly scrubbed my average speed but didn’t drain me.  I felt pretty good coming into the special needs bag area.  I stopped for my special mix of nutrition and hopped back into the race.  Coming through the town with all of the spectators lining the barriers, I was by myself, and able to enjoy the full effect of the crowd’s support.  Blowing kisses to my kids and my little nephews, I was on to loop #2.   Surprising me on loop #2 was Adam Johnson, a coach from Toronto who has helped me with lots of advice over the years.  Adam ran up a small hill beside me quietly asking me about my race so far and reminding me to hydrate.  He didn’t have to tell me, I was on it!  I was making myself drink every 10-15 min.  I was slowly getting more and more distended, and I was worried about running with a big huge belly.  On the second loop, I had the pleasure of passing a few guys.  However, a couple of very strong women in my age group passed me.  The thought went through my mind: I will see you on the run!  Great positive thinking, eh?  Short lived.  I ran out of salt tabs in the last hour, so then I was consumed with worry about cramping up.  I only started to cramp in the last few miles on the bike, and by then, I was having panic attacks about the run…
I spent WAY too much time in the change tent for T2… was I delaying the inevitable???  I started out on the run with a lot of trepidation… would I turn into one big cramp and have to start walking right away?  Would I be reduced to the “Ironman shuffle” for 42km?  Luck was on my side again.  In Lake Placid, you start off the run with a HUGE (did I mention HUGE!) downhill, and then you hit another big downhill which makes you feel like you are a superstar. The cloud cover was still providing some relief with the temperature and I really did feel ready to rock in the run until I hit the River Rd. out and back section.  Then, the Imodium from the night before and the morning of, sadly, failed me.  I had to hit the portapotties.  I passed the same woman from my age group 3 times on that road inbetween my portapotty stops.  Looking on the bright side, it gave me something to obsess about other than tired legs or sore feet!  The first loop felt pretty good otherwise, except, you guessed it, coming back up those crazy ass hills.  I made a deal with myself that if I ran up them this loop, I could walk up them the second loop, you know, reward myself for being strong by being a wuss (you have all done the same thing I’ll bet!)  But, wouldn’t you know it?  Lining the HUGE hill were all kinds of spectators… including the NRG coaching staff (who all know me by name), Adam Johnson again, and a top marathoner friend of mine.  I couldn’t even think about walking in front of them!  The best thing about finishing the first loop (besides getting to come DOWN those HUGE hills again!!) is that you get a little boost from being on your second loop, while others are struggling with their first (is that mean of me to say???).  The River Rd. bushes and portapotties were visited by me three more times on the second loop, and then, finally, I saw the 20 mile marker.  Yay! My mind screamed: that meant ONLY 10km to go!  I told myself: 10km is manageable; 10km is short; 10km is close!   I then took a gel with a little caffeine in it.   Going up those huge hills on the last loop were tough.  I’ll admit that I walked up a short section of the first one, but ironically, I kept up to the guy that I had been running with.  When I started running again, I blew past him.  I think the caffeine, the crowd, and the knowledge that I was only 2 miles away from finishing carried me up the HUGE last hill.  The final out and back section down Mirror Lake Drive and another surprise, seeing friend Steve Q cheering me on!  I knew that I was going to finish soon and I knew that my time was going to be good.  What a high!   When I entered the stadium for the last 200m, I think my brain took another vacation; for some reason, I was really worried about my number showing for the finish line photo.  It had fallen off during the run and was tucked into my shorts.  I pulled out my number and held it in front of me as I hit the finish line and smiled for the photo.  Then, I realized, I was done! I was an Ironman!  I didn’t even get to hear them call out “Crystal Drummond, you are an Ironman!”

Guess I will have to do it all again.

So…lucky for me, I didn’t get pummelled in the swim start.  Lucky for me, I didn’t flat out in the bike.  Lucky for me, I didn’t bonk in the run.  
Lucky for me, there was only one woman in my age group faster than me that day.  Lucky for me, there was more than one Kona spot, and I WILL get to do it all again in Hawaii in October at the World Championships for Ironman.  
Most importantly though, lucky for me, I looked great in my finish line photo!
