Saturday, September 18, 2004:  We headed up to Baraboo to watch Eric and Smrz in the Devil’s Challenge Sprint Tri.

Friday, September 17, 2004:  After work I took Beth and her bike out to Transition to begin the long road toward making her saddle issues go away.  What a blast.  People were just milling in and out on into the evening.  It was charged, buzzed, whatever.  Energy.  Some others who’d done Imoo stopped in, and we just all shared experiences over chips and guacamole.  I had a blast.  Beth got some new aero bars to start.  She has new pedals on the way.  Once all that’s in place, she and John will decide on the fate of her current saddle.

Thursday, September 16, 2004:  Much better on stairs today.

Wednesday, September 15, 2004:  They put my name up on the marquee at school! That was so nice.  I’m still in the clouds.

Tuesday, September 14, 2004:  Imoo ’05 filled up in 13 hours for next year.  I have this weird feeling of having no direction.  I’m not signed up.

Monday, September 13, 2004:  I’m a slow movin’ good feelin’ man.  Did all the post race stuff down at the Terrace.  I’m here, but I’m not really here.  I’m somewhere else, and I don’t know where this somewhere is, exactly.  But I know I like it.

OK, I’m back at the computer again, and it’s late.  Man, I can’t sleep.  Is this some sort of post IM body chemistry thing? I just posted this at the message board:

My first Ironman post: The thank you's 

Posted by JDJ on 9/13/2004, 11:55 pm
 

I write this now, not much more than 24 hours after finishing, because it gives me plausible deniability. If I've forgotten someone or some group, I can just say that I made the post not much more than 24 hours after finishing. I'll talk about the day itself in my next post. 

OK, well, you know, it’s been quite a trip. First, the thank yous. As former Ironman Hawaii champion Scott Tinley once said, “This is not an individual sport. No one gets to the starting line of an Ironman, don't even think about the finish line, without a support network.” 

Nothing could be more true in my case. Thank you to my friends, most of whom aren’t triathletes, for sensing how important this was to me, and keeping my head in the game simply by showing interest. The humble Norwegian in me never really broke out into the open (personality wise); thus, I'd be lying if I said it didn’t matter. 

Thank you to my Grandmother for keeping me properly respectful of the task at hand by always finding creative, metaphorical ways to remind me of the fact that I might die. How the demand for funeral directors hasn’t quadrupled in the wake of the Ironman boom is beyond her . . . . . . but, you know, I came close in late June of ’03, so her words were instructive. 

Thank you to the centerstreetmedia.com Message Board community for tolerating my politically charged rants and everything else about me that can tend to be annoying. It was a great place to ‘be,’ as it were . . . . . and, while virtual, the backing I felt was quite real. 

Thank you to Don Carlson, the greatest PT of all time, for keeping my body together (and for being the person who sat me down and helped me see how silly I was being, what with a not-quite-crushed femur and all, for trying to pursue IM Wisconsin last year). 

Thank you to John Chandler; without whose running-background-influenced, all-encompassing philosophy of how to approach any endurance event, I would have been lost. 

Thank you to my Mom. What can you say? She’s all about throwing one’s self into what one feels magnetized to in life . . . . . . a skill that’s quite handy in the pursuit of the 141st mile. Her passion for pursuing passions has been a compass for me. 

Thank you to my Dad. Cliché as it might sound, the words to describe why don’t happen (since they’re not there), but I can try by simply writing this: He knows why I need something like this to pursue in my life. And, again, I couldn’t explain what I’m talking about if I tried, but he and I understand it together without having to try. 

Thank you to my brother Jeff who talked to me virtually every week for updates on the training, my thoughts along the way, and just about anything else you could think to ask of someone getting ready to do one of these crazy races. It was great to just verbalize the Ironman wing of my mind to him on a regular basis, and I think I’m only now able to take stock of how helpful those phone calls really were. 

Thank you to the Tuesday night TriWisconsin fastride group at Lake Park. 27 miles per hour may not have a whole hell of a lot to do with mile 90 of an Ironman, but it was a refreshing type of riding nonetheless. 

Thank you to my swim coach, Rob McCabe, and the head coach of the Shorewood Swim Club, Dave Westfahl. You want to LITERALLY talk about not getting to the starting line? Remove these guys from the equation and that’s exactly what you’d be looking at. 

Thank you to John and Sean, co-owners of Transition Cycle in Pewaukee. They are the source, that’s all there is to say. But, of course, I’ll say a couple more things. You want to talk about two guys who are truly interested in seeing happy, content cyclists leave their store? Look their way. I’ve learned more from them about riding than any two people out there. The bike is not my primary sport, but it’s the most important of the three in that you spend more time spinning than you do swimming and running combined. Needless to say, I’d be wandering around in the tall grass without the two of them. 

Thank you to Brett Alberty who took it upon himself to remove a heavy load from my shoulders. First, Brett took over the centerstreetmedia.com Message Board’s administrative duties (along with Nick Weyer, who I also thank) when I felt I needed to get myself in a more focused daily routine in the last month before the Ironman. Brett also took over my actual classes (as he is a certified social studies teacher) for the two days of work I missed leading up to and coming off of the race. Having not just an actual teacher working with my students, but an actual teacher with skills and talent and confidence [and all the other things we look for in the classroom], allowed me to write the following: I didn’t once worry about work because I didn’t have to. 

Thank you to those who were on the course: Beth, Mike, Mary, Dad, Dick, Lisa, Katie, Thea, Ian, Leah, Alison, Mitch, Sonny, Nick, all the volunteers (there’d be no race without them), and the literally thousands of people who yelled my name (our bib numbers had our names on them) out there, particularly in the last ten miles. You guys take my breath away. 

It would probably appear odd to thank your wife and one of your best friends together as opposed to separately . . . . . particularly since one half of said pair is . . . . . your wife. It’s tradition in Ironman circles to laud praise upon the spouse for all her understanding while you were away on 6 hour rides or two hour runs, etc. The only problem with this formula in my personal equation is that my wife has already done two Ironmans; hence, she’s not so much in need of the praise being that she quite understands what’s up. Mike Karbouski, my good friend and long ride training partner, has done two Ironmans as well. I choose to thank these two together, being that this is an Ironman specific missive, because doing so just makes sense. When you have unfettered access to the collective experience of people like Beth and Mike, you really get to cheat the ‘Ironman rookie’ label. Mike’s advice on course management, his general philosophy on how to preserve the necessary patience while out there, and his constant willingness to take on ALL of my super-specific questions . . . . . . well, it gave me a head start when I didn’t deserve one. He is a fantastic training partner and an even more fantastic friend. He and his girlfriend Mary (a major thank-you worthy Iron-Super-Fan) actually flew out to Penticton, British Columbia, a few weeks ago to watch Beth do Ironman Canada . . . . . . and then they were AGAIN out there for another full day watching me do my race (Just watching an Ironman is an endurance event in and of itself). What can you say about Beth? She’s the one who got me into the sport. She’s the one who inspired me to take the plunge and sign up for an Ironman in the first place. She’s shepherded me through it all . . . . . bike flat anxiety, the fundamentals of the swim start, how to handle aid stations on the run, and that’s just the little stuff. The truth about Beth is that she’s my one person advance team. She goes out and tests the Ironman experience waters, forging all the trails overgrown by first-timer ignorance . . . . . and then I get to stand on her shoulders (so to speak), avoiding all the minefields (which are long and wide in this sport) by listening closely to what she’s learned. Even as I was in my final weeks of training, there she was, out there again, forging new trails once more by becoming the first of our little group to pack up bike and all for a two time zone, two country journey with an Ironman as a destination (And, by the way, even though it would have made things ten times easier for her out at Ironman Canada, she would not let me come with her because she strongly believed that such a trip would interfere with my taper). To say that Beth “takes care of me” is an understatement of epic proportion. The biggest asset I had going into this past weekend was the fact that I was calm. Really, there was very little actual nervousness for me. I was calm because I was prepared, in every category, in every department, and on every level you can imagine. Only one person can claim credit for having a hand in contributing (in part, or as a whole) to the preparation for each and every one of those categories, departments, and levels.

And that one person would be Beth. 

My sun rises and sets with you baby.

Some of the emails I’ve gotten . . . .

From Mike Schommer

John – 

A huge congratulations on this fantastic achievement. I was following your progress yesterday on the IM site, and have also seen the csm posts. I got the sense from reading your post that you would have liked to be a little faster. Yesterday’s weather couldn’t have helped. I should tell you about a fellow competitor, Pat Linnihan. I swam against Pat in high school. Actually, when I was a senior and he was a freshman he was on my heels in the breaststroke. He went on to become an excellent distance freestyler. Broke 5:00 in the 500 free at the state meet and went on to swim collegiately at West Point. Like you, Pat’s a tremendously driven and self disciplined person. I’m certain his preparation was similar to yours and he’s all about suffering to get the job done. His time? 12:27.

Seeing the similarities in your results and Pat’s just confirms to me what a bitch of a race this is. Bask in the admiration of friends and family – you deserve every bit of it. 

I hope any physical problems are short lived, and congrats again on an awesome race.

Mike
From Alberty . . . . 

I'm on standby if you need me to work tommorow morning or all-day. Things are going great here, you've definitley got some classes with very different and unique personalities to them. The discussions thusfar with them have been great. I gotta run and get ready for 7th hour. Call if you need me to step in tommorow. Congratulations again, you should know you were the talk of the lunchroom today. 
From Lisa Nash . . . .

Dear Ironman, 

I've decided that I will call you ironman from now on. No more Jacobson or anything like that, just ironman. I just wanted to send you a little note to let you know that I am completely in awe of your accomplishment. I truly feel that I witnessed something amazing on Sunday. It was one of the most inspiring, incredible things I've ever seen. Partly because of all the people doing it, but mostly because of you. I think that it goes without saying that I think the world of you and believe that you're an amazing person. However, it's days like Sunday that remind me how much I admire your strength and courage. I've seen you put in the time and I know how much all this means to you and I am so proud of you. I'm so grateful that you allowed me to be a part of your journey. I have learned so much from you and I can only hope that I can follow the great example that you have set, in sport and in life. I know that I'm sounding really Hallmarkish, but I don't do it very often and I just feel like this is a great opportunity to tell you how much I appreciate you and how much I admire your achievements. I'm just so happy for you and really excited about the whole thing. Okay, I think that's good with the sappy stuff, mostly what I'm trying to say is that you just kick ass. I hope that you're doing well. I imagine you're a little (a lot) sore, but hopefully feeling good. I'd love to sit down and talk it all through and see you and stuff. I don't know how you're feeling about lunches this week, it's totally fine if you want to wait until next week. But, I do have Thursday free this week. Next week I will have Tuesday and Thursday free. Let me know if any of that works for you, if not, we can find something else. Okay, I'll talk to you soon and once, again, congratulations, you completely owned that race, you were incredible. 

Lisa 
Monday, September 06, 2004:  Today’s a day off.  Now we’ll really dial it down (and, after Sunday’s race, still have like a 15+ hour week in all likelihood).  Someone posted at the TriWis message board last night about all of Sugar River Rd. being loose gravel.  It made me freak a little, but then Beth put it in perspective, “Ironman North America isn’t going to let 2,000 people go down that road on loose gravel.  They’ll take care of it.”  It made sense to me.  

Being that overall time is tertiary (manage the day = #1; have fun, I kid you not, HAVE FUN = #2), I’ll pick up my bike and walk with it on the damn thing if I have to.  But Beth’s right, the prospect of anyone actually having to do that (go down a hill that could get you to 35 mph easily on LOOSE GRAVEL) seems pretty insane.  

I presently suffer from modestly containable excitement.  Steady, steady.

Tuesday, September 7, 2004:  AM—30 minutes in the water doing some drilling and swimming.  Just a touch.  PM—43 minute ride followed by a ten minute run.  Felt powerful.  S=0.30/b=12.1/r=1.2/h=1.23

Wednesday, September 8, 2004:  17.4 pleasant miles with IM Canada finisher Beth Jacobson!!!  Very nice.  Spun pretty easy, which is what I wanted.  B=29.5/s=0.30/r=1.2/h=2.32

Thursday, September 09, 2004:  AM—Beth went with me to the pool this morning.  What’s up with that girl? I went 28 total minutes, mixing swimming and drilling along the way.  Beth had me practice a couple deep water starts.  It was fun.  PM—Wow, Beth’s amazing.  She went out on a 20 minute run with me.  I felt great.  B=29.5/s=0.58/r=3.7/h=3.20

Friday, September 10, 2004:  Rode an easy 8 miles before taking off for Madison.  Felt good.  Did a couple pickups.  That’s it.  The training is done.  Time to go be an Ironman.  What else is there to say? B=37.5/s=0.58/r=3.7/h=3.50

Saturday, September 11, 2004:  This is the worst kind of confession, but here goes . . . . . . I had only one moment the entire day when I thought about  the anniversary.  The day before your first Ironman will bring about such selfishness, I guess.  Noticed a tire gash on my bike while in the elevator. Hemmed and hawed and asked like five trusted bike geeks (Pingl, Knoll, etc.) what they’d do in my spot.  Got pretty much a unanimous response (Jim Pingl= “What’s calmness worth to ya?”)  Went ahead and had the tire changed by tech support, and that was that.  It was one of those new Ironman brands that we had slapped on there.  It has that waxy sheen on the surface, so I had to take my Pick n’ Save discount card and shave it down to the rubber (like I saw Huenink do for Heather’s tire at Transition Cycle earlier this summer).  It runs narrower than the Specialized I had on there (the one that got the gash mark), which will likely feel different, but I’m fine.  It’s peace of mind, and a pro did the change.  

Put the bike in transition, checked the bags, had lunch, chilled in the room, went to the pre-race meeting (and some of the elite athlete talk that came before), chilled in the room some more, and then headed out to Tutto Pasta with Beth, Mike, Mary, Dad, and Dick Leonard who came up with Dad today.  It was nice.  Very relaxing, or at least as relaxing as it could be (for me).  I’m actually fairly calm, believe it or not.  

So here we go.

Sunday, September 12, 2004:  I actually slept pretty well.  I probably went down around eleven o’clock, got up a couple times to pee, and actually woke to the sound of my alarm at 4 AM.  I was extremely calm.  There’s so much to do---eat, fill the water bottles, eat some more, etc. . . . . that you don’t really have  time to just burn nervous energy.  We headed out onto the dark streets of Madison . . . . along with about two thousand of our best friends!  We dropped off the special needs bags and went down to body marking.  I think I’m going to volunteer for this job next year.  It would probably be my only complaint of the day, but I don’t think they had enough body markers.  The line we were in took about ten minutes.  The first little gremlin of nervousness crept into my gut when I thought I’d be scrambling to get my bike set up because the body marking would put me behind schedule (We’d gotten there at 5:20 AM.  I’m arriving at 5:10 AM next time, just in case).  So I decided to check the time on my 13 year old, beaten down (rubber band holding together), buttons missing, Timex Ironman watch.  I pressed the light glow button since it was dark.  The face flickered and then went blank.  Nothing.  Dead.  I own the damn watch for 13 years, it’s named after the freakin’ sport that I’m finally about to do, and it dies 90 minutes before its big day was about to start!  That’s tragedy!  I calmly asked Beth if I could see her little girly small faced Timex IM watch.  She looked kind of perplexed and handed it to me.  I played with the functions for a bit.  Figured out what buttons did what (pretty much the same as mine except the start and reset buttons were interchanged by comparison).  And then I took my dead male watch off and barely got her girl watch around my wrist (Beth has small arms).  “I need to keep your watch,” I said, “Mine just died.”  My friend Rick Flayter was behind us in line.  He jokingly shouted out, “That’s a bad sign, Jacobson.”  Again, he was joking.  A stranger might have thought that a weird thing to say to someone before his first IM (Rick’s done like 4 or 5), but it’s how Rick and I relax, by making weird jokes.  I returned in kind, now with a small audience between us (there’s not much else to do in a body marking line) by saying, “Noooooo. This watch here? This dead thing? This is the technical problem of the day.  That’s it.  I’m in the clear!”  Everyone laughed, and suddenly a lady with a magic marker was asking me to drop my pants.  

I entered transition.  Things went super smooth.  I loaded up my bike with tire-air, food, water, Gatorade, more food, tubes, and CO2 cartridges.  It took about 10 minutes.  I headed back to the transition entrance/exit where Beth was waiting.  We went directly into the Monona Terrace and staked out a spot on the floor (there weren’t many left).  I took my Uncrustables into the T1 room and put them in my bag.  Then I had to pee so I waited in a line again, but this time only for a couple minutes.  I think the Porta-John to athlete ratio was pretty damn favorable.  I then body glided up, slapped on some sunscreen, and just sat . . . . . really calm.  I made some jokes with Beth (I don’t remember what . . . . stupid stuff . . . . getting her to laugh relaxes me).  Before you know it, the girly-watch said 6:30.  I stood up, pulled  the wetsuit up over my hips (leaving the top down until I got closer to the water), gave Beth a big kiss, told her I’d see her on the course, and proceeded to begin the long march down the Monona Terrace parking helix [that would ultimately lead me into the lake].  Man, they weren’t kidding in the athlete meeting.  It takes a while to get down there.  I got a zip on my wetsuit about 30 feet from the shore, and that stretch took at least five minutes all by itself, but I finally stepped over the mat (where I would later discover my good friend Nick Weyer was working with his dad on the timing end of things) and into the water at around 6:53 AM.  


I swam out to about 20 yards off the ski ramp (shoreline side) and about 10 yards off the starting line (the start of what would, in my estimation, be at least 100 yards of extra swimming on the day).  They’d asked us to seed ourselves, and the athletes around me claimed to be among the 70 minute-ish crowd, so I planted myself (in a sort of hydroponic sort of  way) where I was.  Again, I  just so surprisingly calm.  I had a moment where I  sort of floated there (the Quintana Roo wetsuit made me into a human bobber, no need to actually tread in the deep water where we all were), looking at the crowd . . . . . . thousands of people lining the lakefront and the upper level of the Terrace.  You’d think it would all come down on you like a ton of bricks.  ‘Holy shit!!  We’re doing this!’  Instead, I honestly just smiled.  This is what I’d wanted.


The red flag went yellow.  Athletes started to proclaim that we were “going to go any second.”  About three minutes later, the announcer’s voice started to crescendo, I lifted the girly watch out of the water and put my thumb on the start button . . . . . . . and the cannon fired.


The swim portion of an Ironman, from my single experience, is essentially what you think it’s going to be: Crazy.  2,188 athletes (the biggest IM field ever) all moving forward together, the one time of the day where we’re all within a hundred yards of one another . . . . . . it’s a rush looking back upon it.  Fortunately, I’d trained my mind ahead of time to err on the side of calm and not give into the adrenaline free flow that my body wanted so desperately to release into my system.  I kept remembering the McCabeisms and Westfahlisms . . . . roll, stay on top of your catch, stay long, pull all the way through the hip . . . . . and, even though I got punched in the temple once, kicked in the head twice, had my ankle grabbed three times . . . . . my butt pushed, my body bumped, my whole rhythm just plain jostled and interrupted in general . . . .  so many damn times that I can’t quote a number . . . . . I held my own.  No one was doing anything intentionally, at least as far as I could tell.  We were just all wanting the same thing:  to get around the buoys and back onto land.  It probably didn’t help that my time of 71 minutes was right smack in the middle of the densest group of finishers.  There are a few interesting aspects to the whole endeavor, though.  For instance, I doubt  there’s any other venue whereby you can roll and slide all over the bodies of attractive women in a socially acceptable, circumstantially plausible way.  I did a little of that---by accident of course, I swear.    

The turns were crazy.  Everyone would condense into like a 3 yard portal, splay back out, and then condense again.  On the second loop I just thought, “To hell with this,” and swum approximately a pool length wide.  That front stretch of approximately 900 yards was the smooth portion of the swim for me.  I had virtually no contact, and I maintain that I got to the end of the buoy line as fast if not faster than if I’d stayed in the scrum, as it were.  


I hit the shore, a great feeling---although I can honestly say now that the whole experience was fun.  I never got all out of sorts.  Calmness prevailed.  But anyway, I hit the shore, checked the girly watch, smiled at my time (I was honestly thinking I’d be like 80 minutes), found a couple of wetsuit peelers (What a great invention!!) and started trotting up the helix that I’d come down a little more than an hour earlier.  I heard Beth yell.  I also think I heard Lisa Nash scream.  Pretty cool.  I got into the bag room of T1, grabbed my stuff, hit the changing room (aka, the Naked Man Fiesta) and methodically took to what I’d already rehearsed in my head a hundred times.  Drop wetsuit, pick up towel,  dry torso, jersey on, dry feet, socks and biking shoes on, open tupperware, eGel flasks in right pocket, open other tupperware, three Uncrustables in back pocket, open riding glasses case, riding glasses on, helmet on, helmet strapped, put wetsuit and any other stuff in bag, cinch, GO!!!


I exited the Terrace, grabbed a token hit of sunscreen from the sunscreeners, and started my bike cleat trot into the long transition area.  I got to my bike pretty quickly, pulled it off the rack, and trotted it down to the mount line.   Going down the opposite helix was actually quite nice.  Everyone was cool.  No one took any big risks to save a second.  There was a big bunch of tension leading up to this portion of the race during the inaugural event in ’02.  I’m here to say that it’s no big deal at all.  I came off the spiraling descent and hit the road!  Wow! Crowds instantly.  I think I heard Beth again, but couldn’t be sure.  All the composure people showed on the helix was abandoned by a few riders now that we were on the open road.  If I can presently claim experience certification and volunteer some Imoo biking advice, I’d start with this:  Chill on the first mile.  There are bumps, tight lanes, and adrenaline spewing like Old Style at a frat party.  Yikes.  The road’s few well labeled bumps in that first mile clearly hadn’t been heeded as I saw countless Gu flasks (invariably the ones that velcro to the top tube, confirming my suspicion that using the jersey pockets is the way to go), tubes, water bottles, etc.  I even saw a complete rear saddle water bottle cage!  Either the rider didn’t know it had dropped or didn’t think it worth the trouble to go back and get it.  I was hoping that it wasn’t the latter.  Regardless, check that the screws are tight, dude!

We did the slipping and streaming through the technical bike path portion---some people riding kind of dangerously, but most people exercising the right kind of caution.  Finally, we could just spin.  Around the Alliant Energy Center, I noticed two things:  One, my new front tire had a different sort of feel as compared to my old Specialized (now gashed) tire.  It was no big deal, but it made me hesitant through some of the turns (which may have been a good thing).  I suspect that there’s less contact area for the IM tire.  That’s all.  By 20 miles I wasn’t even thinking about it.  The second thing I noticed was that it was HOT.  I’d spent  the past three months riding in some of the most mild weather seen in Wisconsin for years . . . . . . my last Verona Loop ride three weeks earlier had begun with tights, arm warmers, and 49 degrees.  

This was different.  It registered quickly, and the mind went to work.  I began a long conversation with myself:  “You’ve been spouting off for weeks about ‘managing your day,’ and ‘respecting the distance,’ and how you’d rather ‘err on the side of caution instead of erring on the side of being too rich with the pace’ . . . . . ‘time doesn’t matter in your first Ironman, blah, blah, blah, blah, BLAH!’  Well, here you go.  Your first test is now, right here.”  From that point on, I can proudly say that I did what I intended to do.  When the temptation to fly hit, I coasted instead,  used the free speed afforded  me by the rollers, geared down, whatever.  On climbs, I found a high cadence gear and spun---typically passing people with ease.  I layed into the water/Gatorade/Succeed tablet combo early and often.  The full 112 miles would reveal the following stats:  14 bottles of water, two bottles of Gatorade, ten Succeed tablets,  15 eGels (at 150 calories per), 3 Uncrustables (I had some trouble with the solid food, so I fell short of my goal of 5), one Cliff Bar (again, solid food), approximately two full bananas (taken in cut sections by volunteers) and a good handful of the medium sized braided pretzels in my Bento Box.  I learned later that I was one of the lucky ones.  Even though my body had pretty much declined to keep accepting solid food by mile 90, others hadn’t been permitted to get that far.  One of my TriWis fastride training partners threw up six times on the FIRST loop alone---always in reaction to solid food attempts.

A very pleasant surprise, just past Cross Plains, was seeing my colleague Mitch Ost and his wife Sonny.  They’d come over with their bikes and gotten out on the course.  I was on the first loop cruising along, beginning to think about the three big climbs that happen between Cross Plains and Verona---then I looked over to my right . . . . . and there were Mitch and Sonny! I just said, “Mitch Ost!”  I think I scared him, but they both gave me a big, enthusiastic yell as I passed.

Beth, Lisa, Dad, Dick, Mike and Mary were amazing.  They got themselves out to Bitch Hill (Where Bennett and Holmes were in Devil costumes, offering plates of bacon and pancakes to riders . . . . . I saw Bennett sprinting alongside some guy just ahead of me. The poor dude was apparently from Holland because Bennett kept screaming something like, “Come on Dutch Boy!! Have some bacon and pancakes! You know you want ‘em! Come on!”  Hilarious.  Those two can never do the race again.  They’re too much of a tradition on the hill now.)  But anyway, back to my crew.  It was so amazing to see those guys, such a surprise.  An incredible boost.  Mike caught my eye and just calmly smiled at me, then he spoke in a normal tone of voice, but clear enough for me to hear, “Smart.  It’s hot.”  That was so reassuring.  Beth and Lisa were practically breaking wine glasses.  Pretty hard to miss their voices.  It was like ‘controlled freaking out,’ and I fed off of it.  Seeing Dad and Dick, who made it their quest to run a marathon together twenty years ago, was just special.  I even got a little emotional when I went by Dad and he just gave me this big thumbs up and a huge grin.  Again, they just all caught me off guard in such a cool way---I smiled right through the most difficult work of the day!  

By simply doing my low gear/high cadence spin, I passed probably a dozen people on each of the big climbs (including ‘Dutch Boy’).  Amazingly, Beth, Lisa, Dad, Dick, Mike, and Mary, got themselves over to Verona ahead of me (Was I going that slow?).  Again, a major, welcome rush (as is the case with Verona as a whole).  I did a quick stop to reload at special needs, and was back out on the course.  As I got to about mile 60 I realized something that started to concern me, I hadn’t needed to pee yet.  This seemed weird.  In fact, I knew it wasn’t right, especially for me.  I kept cranking the water and Succeed.  My first ever ‘pee on the bike’ finally happened at mile 75.  I was able to go twice more before getting back to T2, testament to how hot it really was (as I can be easily expected to go a half dozen times or more in a given century+  ride).  

One thing that caught me off guard was the way I felt when the course marshals came by.  God! I thought I had a guilt complex problem when seeing a police officer on the highway! That’s nothing.  The marshals would come by and, even though I’d been careful to observe all the rules, I’d instantly assume that I’d done something wrong---nervously playing back in my mind the last several minutes of riding.  At one point, heading toward Mt. Horeb on the second loop, a marshal’s motorcycle rode up about fifty yards ahead of me, just staring at some guy on his bike.  Finally, I couldn’t stand it.  I looked back over my shoulder at a rider who was compliantly staying out of my box, the requisite 3 bike lengths back, and I said, “I feel like we’re the kids in the back of the room waiting for the teacher to leave or something.”  He laughed and then jokingly replied, “Hey! I’m a teacher! Watch it!”  So, of course, I had to keep it going, “Hey, I’m a teacher too!”  For some reason, we both thought this was hilarious.  Between stolen glances over my right shoulder, I noticed that the motorcycle had taken off---so my new teacher friend and I started moving in and out of a series of ‘boxes’ held by slower moving bikes ahead of us.  The coast was clear.  I was so paranoid that, later in the evening, I essentially made poor Beth go down to the Terrace and check my name for penalties.  There were none.

I caught my crew once more  on the big climbs.  Again, it was such a help.  I can’t express it enough.  I turned into Verona one last time, hung my left instead of going into a third loop, and plunged into the last 16 miles.  It went quickly.  It’s hard to express the feeling I got when I came off the bike path and saw Monona Terrace, set against the lake where we’d started our day.  That first mile, the same stretch of road that I’d headed out on six+ hours earlier, had been pretty nerve wracking.  But now that it was the 112th mile, I  was experiencing arguably the most fulfilling riding I’ve done in my life.  The Terrace loomed, got larger, the crowds bigger, and suddenly I was up the helix and into T2. 

Once in the changing room, I sat down with a volunteer who emptied my bag for me (You really do get pampered) and helped me through everything.  Again, the mental rehearsals really made a difference.  Helmet off, riding glasses off, bike jersey off, tri-jersey on, cap on, bike shoes off, socks off, dry feet with paper towels, body glide feet, socks on, running shoes on, riding (now running) glasses back on, open tupperware, get three eGels and a sealed baggie of Succeed tablets, Succeed tablets in back pocket, take a hit of water from the water bottle I stored, up and out the door (my volunteer packed my discarded stuff . . . . . bless him), hit a PortaPotty, and out onto the course!

I was superdeliberate in the early miles.  Very calm (How many times can I use that word?).  People were everywhere calling my name.  I stopped rubbernecking once I remembered that my first name was on my bib number.  But what a cool idea.  I made like ten thousand new friends.  The first few miles were incredibly smooth with stops at every aid station for water.  I took a Succeed and an eGel at mile four.  The volunteers were incredible, always offering encouragement.  I thanked everyone I encountered.  “We wouldn’t be able to do this without you guys,” I’d say.  

State Street is all that it was hyped up to be.  Major energy.  There was Beth, Lisa, Mike, Mary, Dad, and Dick.  Big smiles.  High fives.  Great stuff.  Then, just like on the bike course, they’d shock me by being out on some unexpected remote part of the course---in the strangest places, always surprising me.  And just like on the bike course, it was  a great rush.  I saw Mitch and Sonny coming off of Observatory Drive for the first loop.  I saw my former student and athlete Katie Kircher out around Camp Randall.  I saw my former student and athlete Thea Petersen out by Picnic Point.  There was former student Leah Drexler-Dreis and former student Ian Elfe! (I got three emails later that night from other former students who’d seen me, but I hadn’t seen them).  

The miles clicked along well enough for the first third of the marathon, probably in the 8:20 range.  I caught up to my friend, Andy, along the lakefront heading out to Picnic Point on the first loop.  He was having troubles.  He ran with me for a while and then needed to walk.  I told him to hang in there.  I saw more people who were walking, quite frankly, than running.  The day’s heat was visiting payback upon the IM masses in a very non-discriminatory way.  No one was sacred—from the slowest age groupers to a couple people who were obviously pros. 

I know the miles began to slow to around nine.  I could just feel it.  I kept hitting the aid stations, took some more Succeed, etc.  But my body was beginning to fight me.  I hit my special needs bag halfway, the rehearsal kicked in----shoes off, socks off, vaseline on the feet, new socks on, shoes on, Go!  I was 2:08, or thereabouts, at the half marathon.

And that’s when the dealmaking began.

In a racewalking event, you get in trouble from the officials if you have both feet off the ground at the same time.  By definition (at least in my mind) being airborne, if only for a split second, is thus considered a form of running.  That became the deal.  The aid stations were now my legal walking ground.  Fuel up with whatever your body is willing to accept.  Anything goes now---Coke, cookies, fruit, (I’d grown pretty burnt out on the eGels—but I’m convinced they saved me on the day), water, ANYTHING . . . . . . . . and you can WALK it.  But once you leave the aid station air space, you must always be violating racewalking rules.  No exceptions.  Both feet off the ground on each stride.

By mile 17, the quads were screaming with every step.  I’d managed to find a way to get dehydrated in spite of my uber-hydration-Succeed-tabbing.  My history as a runner was always one where I just ‘bled’ hydration.  It just fell out of me it seemed, always worse than my teammates.  Fortunately I’d been a 1500 meter runner at the University of Illinois---an event where dehydration simply isn’t an issue since I rarely had races lasting more than three minutes and fifty seconds.  But, of course, we were a long, long way from 1500 meter running now.

That last ten miles was really something.  I interacted totally with the volunteers.  High fived as many people as I could.  Enjoyed the presence of my crew when I encountered them.  If someone passed me, I said, “Looking good.  Keep it up.”  If I passed someone (which I was doing with alarming frequency, even now at like 12-13 minute ‘running’ miles), and if I thought that that someone was up for the commentary, I’d offer what I sensed were the appropriate words of encouragement.  I was in pain, approaching severe dehydration, holding up on totally trashed quads . . . . . . . and honestly having the time of my life.

I don’t know that I can describe the finish.  As luck would have it, I came onto the Capital square with no one in front of me or directly behind me.  I had the crowd of thousands all to myself.  I started to get pretty emotional as I headed toward the last turn.  I knew that once I went around the corner I’d be face to face with the finishing chute, something I’d been wanting to see for two years.  I made the turn, and what I had expected to be crying manifested itself as screaming instead . . . . . at the top of my lungs . . . . fists up around my shoulders . . . . at the crowd.  It was the good kind of screaming.  Not the “Get the hell out of my yard” kind of screaming.  But it was definitely screaming.  No words.  Just “Ahhhhhhhhhhh!  Ahhhhhhhhhhh! Ahhhhhhhhh!”  I don’t know where that came from, but it felt incredible.  The announcer said, “And here comes number 1169, John Jacobson!”  The crowd went nuts, I broke the finishing tape they had up for me. Whoa!

When I was 17, I won the Illinois High School Association’s Class A state cross country meet as an individual.  The title had eluded me as a junior, in spite of the fact that I’d been undefeated going into the race (and thus, heavily favored to win).  There were certainly some amazing moments experienced as a runner for the University of Illinois (we won four straight Big Ten track and field team titles, etc.), but I’d always maintained that winning that state cross country race in 1982 was the athletic highlight of my life.  The meet typically draws five to six thousand spectators.  It has a great tradition behind it as its been held on the same course for over 30 years.  The single biggest reason why Illinois will never go to 5000 meters for its high school cross country is the state meet.  The extra 100+ yards would mess up a true tradition.  Anyway, you win there, and you’ve had an opportunity to experience something truly special.  

Well, I can honestly say the following: Finishing in  728th place in a time of twelve hours, forty minutes, and fourteen seconds, at the 2004 Ironman Wisconsin . . . . trumps the state cross country title . . . . . . and most other things I can think of . . . . . I’m damn near ready to say EVERYTHING . . . . . but I should probably give that some more thought.  Regardless, there’s surprisingly little debate in my mind over what the athletic highlight of my life now is.  I just never dreamed that it would come less than five months from my 40th birthday.  Again, the words to describe it are hard to find, a problem I don’t typically have.  People will just have to trust me.

The finish area volunteers were, predictably, amazing.  They steered me to an area where I had my picture taken.  I was a little dazed, but, of course, smiling.  I saw my good friend and Masters swim partner, Tom Zak.  We hugged.  I found my way to the opening in the snow fence, and then the hugging continued.  The first, of course, was Beth.  She about killed me.  No one has gone through it all with me (understandably) as she has.  So her squeeze packed a highly emotional punch.  As she let me go she whispered into my ear, “You’re an Ironman.”  Creative as ever, I smilingly replied, “I know.”

Then there was Mike . . . . . then Mary . . . . then Lisa . . . . then Dick . . . then Dad (even though he’s not a huggy type of dude, he was pretty willing in this case, which was cool).  It was all just . . . . . . so . . . . . . cool.  Words continue to elude me, but I think that makes my point.

I didn’t get to enjoy the moment like I’d planned.  A few minutes into the post-race reveling I started to have real trouble breathing.  When it progressed to the point of being downright scary, I just whispered to Beth, “Take me to the medical tent.”  She did.  The staff calmly and caringly took over, even though the place was a madhouse . . . . . the day’s heat combined with the 140.6 miles had definitely left them with their hands full.  They put me on this ventilator thing (which I later saw being used on at least a half dozen others, which, selfishly, helped me feel like less of a freak).  Apparently the respiratory event I was experiencing (and had sort of experienced a couple years earlier at Pigman) was typical of someone who was dehydrated.  My doctor decided that I needed an IV of saline.  Another effect of severe dehydration (or, maybe it was just ‘dehydration,’ I don’t know if I’m deserving of the word severe) is that your veins kind of shrivel, making them hard to find.  Well, I’ve never had hard-to-find veins, so the ‘probing’ with the needle [that seemed more like something you’d use to inflate a basketball] was a little uncomfortable.  But once the IV was flowing . . . . .  oh baby!  That’s good stuff.

They let me go with my nurse---- my former student and athlete and fan-out-on-the-course-earlier-in-the-day, Thea Petersen! How wild is that?  She brought me back to Beth and the rest of the crew.  Smiling all the way, we got my bike and gear (Again, I had Beth go alleviate my paranoia by going down to the results board and confirming that I had no penalties).  In my room, I sat down on the bed and just stared at the floor, incredulous . . . . but happy.  I took a shower and went down to the hotel bar where Mike, Mary, and Beth were waiting (Dad, Dick, and Lisa needed to get on the road).  They’d ordered me a cheeseburger and fries (per my request . . . . . I had this unbelievable meat craving).  We ate and talked and ate and talked some more.  They headed down to see the midnight finishers.  I opted for the room.  I just didn’t think I could physically get myself down there.

I went horizontal on the bed, alone in the dark . . . . . the kind of dark that only a hotel room seems able to provide.  My mind raced and danced and jumped and ferreted about like a hyena on espresso . . . .sensory overload in a sensory minimized environment.  Good stuff.  Good stuff indeed.  

The sleep that came surely snuck up on me . . . . . which was just fine.  I didn’t have time to set an alarm which . . . . again . . . . was fine.  

There was no workout scheduled for the morning.---JDJ

B=149.5/s=2.09/r=29.9/h=16:30
Sunday, September 05, 2004:  Went just a scosh over 7.5 miles---just under 8 minute miles.  Felt good.  Actually, felt better as it went along (as I was able to get water out of the Atwater Beach fountain).  Sticky and muggy.  Good! Some last minute practice before next week.  Beth was just heading out on her bike (for only 30-40 minutes, she swore!) as I came in.  We both agree that things on the Waterford need a major overhaul---new saddle, aero bars, et al.  And then there was one (week).  I’m intent on making this week highly positive.  Positive thoughts bring on a good time, and it is my ultimate objective to have fun out there, to control the distance the entire time . . . . . . for all 140.6 miles, through thick and thin, through the adrenaline rushes and the bad patches . . . . . . victory is achieved through control.  B=101.2/r=18.2/s=1.53/h=10.22------------Look at what you’ve done:

Month of September ‘03= 20 training hours; Month of October ‘03= 25:06 training hours; Month of November ‘03= 30:25 training hours; Month of December ‘03= 35 training hours

Week of . . .
Type
Training Hours

Planned/Actual
Week of . . .
Type
Training Hours

Planned/Actual

January 5th
Build A
7/7
May 17th
Base II, Week 4
18/18

January 12th
Build A
10/10
May 24th
Base III, Week 1
9/7:43

January 19th
Build A
12/12
May 31st
Base III, Week 2

Trek 100 Week
13/13

January 26th
Build B
6/6
June 7th
Base III, Week 3
16/16

February 2nd
Build B
11/11
June14th
Base III, Week 4
Tin Man Week
20/20:05

February 9th
Build B—50 mile time trial
13/13
June 21st
Base IV, Week 1
9/7:05

February 16th
Build C
7/7
June 28th
Base IV, Week 2
15/17:24

February 23rd
Build C—Postalman Triathlon week
12/12
July 5th
Base IV, Week 3

Lactic Edge Triathlon Week
20/20

March 1st
Build C

A little meltdown, but it’s OK.
14/7
July 12th
HYF Week (Train only as much and as intensely as you feel.)

Jeff’s wedding
X/7:01

March 8th
HYF Week (Train only as much and as intensely as you feel.)
X/4
July 19th
Base IV, Week 4
22/21:45

March 15th
Transition Week

 
10/10
July 26th
Base V, Week 1

Stacy’s wedding
9/9

March 22nd
HYF Week (Train only as much and as intensely as you feel.)
X/2:20
August 2nd
Base V, Week 2
15/15

March 29th
Base I, Week 1
9/9
August 9th
Base V, Week 3

Pigman Half Ironman Week
18/16:56

April 5th
Base I, Week 2
11/11
August 16th
Base V, Week 4
20/17:55

April12th
Base I, Week 3
14/14
August 23rd
Taper
8/8:05

April 19th
Base I, Week 4
16/16
August 30th
Taper
10-12/10:22

April 26th
Base II, Week 1
9/9
September 6th
Taper
X

May 3rd
Base II, Week 2
12/12
Ironman Wisconsin is Sunday, September 12th

May 10th
Base II, Week 3
15/15


Through all training completed the week of August 30, 2004, the previous year’s training comes to 523 hours and 12 minutes = 21 days 19 hours and 12 minutes 

Saturday, September 04, 2004:  Rode to the end of the U and back, probably the last 2+ hour ride until the big day.  Spent some time going over my piles, T1, special needs bike, etc.  Everything looks to be in place!  Oh, I got stung by a bee right where they normally take blood out of your left arm, right on the vein.  It happened as I was heading into River Hills north of Kletzch Park.  No big deal.  We don’t know if the stinger is still in there or not.  Beth   put baking soda on it for a while (as I took a two+ hour nap in the afternoon).  B=101.2/r=10.7/s=1.53/h=9.22

Friday, September 03, 2004:  AM Masters swim that culminated in 12 x 100 on the 1:50 for #’s 1-5, 1:45 for #’s 6-9, and 1:40 for #’s 10-12.  Felt real good.  B=65.8/r=10.7/s=1.53/h=7.16

Thursday, September 02, 2004:  Rode an hour easy and then ran a half hour easy.  What a nice, easy day it was today.  B=65.8/r=10.7/s=0.55/h=6.18

I haven’t been to the message board in several weeks, but I got a tip that Beth had posted this yesterday  . . . . .

I am Ironwoman...hear me Roar (Again) 

Posted by MBJ on 9/1/2004, 2:44 pm
 

I just returned from Penticton, Canada where I completed my second Ironman. It was a great experience and I am very happy to have completed another Ironman journey. I am grateful for each of my experiences because I know that nothing is guaranteed to me. I have difficulty articulating the satisfaction and sense of accomplishment that comes from completing an Ironman, so just let me say that I'm ecstatic. 

It is a daunting goal and one I could not of done, once again, without John. John is amazing at providing the right amount of support and "tough love". There are many ups & downs in training for an event of this magnitude. John can share my enthusiam when things are going good and can show me the logic, reason, and humor in situations when they are going bad. He takes care of so many details (cleaning house, grocery shopping, taking my bike in for maintenance, etc.) for me so I can just train. He was also a great training partner. I became a much better bike rider this year by "sucking off" his back wheel as long as possible on training rides. I was extremely nervous the week leading into the race and he helped me overcome that by reinforcing my confidence. John was able to provide all of this to me while also training for his own Ironman. 

John, I thank you for all your help and support. I don't take it for granted. I absolutely could not have done it without you!!!! The best part is that we get to do this again in less than two weeks. I can't wait until you too can experience this feeling!!!!!! 

Beth Jacobson

So I decided to post . . . . .

I'll drop in here for just a moment, and then I'm gone until after my IM 

Posted by JDJ on 9/1/2004, 9:11 pm
 

I was told via email that Beth had posted, so I thought I'd pop in and say "Hi" to you all (In my 'farewell post,' I did say that I might do this, in my defense). 

Things are coming together nicely. I'm ready to go. In fact, if I could fast forward to the 12th, I'd go there in a couple days. But, alas, life isn't a VCR---so I'll enjoy this next week+ of taper as best I can (Tapers are more annoying than anything, but the rest is needed). 

I can vouch for Beth's journey. It was something to witness. Her having gone to the mountaintop and back, TWICE now, certainly does help me gain the proper perspective for the daunting task before me. 

If any of you ever decide to do one (and keep in mind that I haven't done one yet), here are the big conclusions I've drawn after what essentially amounts to 2 years of preparation:

1--Bike, a lot . . . . . and then bike some more. Unlike Lance's book, it is about the bike. 

2--Find your aerobic cruise zone on the swim, and, well . . . . cruise. Even the pro's don't really race that leg.

3--Eat, eat, eat, eat, eat, hydrate, hydrate, hydrate, hydrate, hydrate. The run is not about what kind of runner you are (although I've found that some natural ability does come in handy, but only to a limited extent--Please see rule #9); rather, it's about how well you adhered to this rule while you were out on the bike. 

4--Speaking of the bike, did I mention that you should ride yours . . . . . a lot?? 

5--Uncrustables may be for spoiled little kids whose parents don't want to take the time to cut the crust off their P, B & J's (Mom always told us to just deal with it, and we did) . . . but they are a freakin' GODSEND to IM'ers who are following rule #3.

6--A gallon+ of Gatorade will make you puke. Use H2O and sodium/potassium tablets 

7--Ride 'B###h Hill' out near Cross Plains, then stare at the sun and realize what a freak of nature Lance Armstrong is to able to ride 25 times as far at 15 mph. There is no greater athlete in the world. I'm sorry. I'm deaf to you if you haven't ridden it and still want to try and convince me otherwise. 

8--Find your aerobic cruise zone on the bike, and, well . . . . cruise some more. I've seen way too many IM people who get all geeked out on the bike, blast off, nail a huge leg . . . . . and then do a 6 hour marathon. I'm intent on not being one of them. Translation: I will err on the side of being conservative on the bike. That's not a goal, it's a must. 

9--A PR book that holds a 1:48 800, 3:41 1500, 4 minute mile, and a 14:01 5000 . . . . along with 50 cents . . . . will get you a Coke in an IM. No one cares, and for good reason. It doesn't mean shit. I'm not nearly as good at this mega-endurance thing as people think I am. I ran sort of fast around a track 17 years ago. Sunspot activity on race day has more meaning. The closest I expect to get to Hawaii in '05 is if they pick up the option on that stupid looking new cop show (that I think was just on TV, if I'm not mistaken) and run it for a second season. I've met poeple with little to no formal athletic background who kick ass in this sport. If you're looking for a reason to NEVER do one, your athletic background is off limits in the excuse column. It doesn't matter. This is not a competitive experience for me. Those who know me may think that's BS, but I swear it's not. This is personal.

10--Find your aerobic cruise zone on the run, and, well . . . . cruise (aka, 'survive') yet one more time. If you are a former runner, DO NOT think like a former runner. Put another way, learn to appreciate the fact that a per mile pace of 2-3 minutes slower than your normal steady state pace is, in fact, kick ass fast. Always adhere to the John Chandler philosophy of demonstrating discipline and restraint for more than half the distance. Just because you want to "go" doesn't mean you should. And if the feeling creeps up on you in the first 18 miles, then it actually means the opposite (You feel like you want to "go"--->This, in fact, means that you should NOT go. Stay steady).

11--Did I mention the bike??? 

See you all in a couple weeks.


JDJ

Wednesday, September 01, 2004:  Happy September.  Happy first day back with students.  The kids seem pretty good---even if there’s a hell of a lot of them in each class.  But I digress.  Good ride out to Virmond and back.  Rode some tempo in stretches.  Nice night.  B=49.8/r=6.9/s=0.55/h=4.46

Tuesday, August 31, 2004:  AM—Swam on my own.  Did 10 x 200 on the 4:00 with #’s 5 and 10 on the pull buoy to practice siting.  Felt smooth.  Rolled mostly 3:16-3:19 with the pull buoys in the low 3:20’s and #9 at around 3:04.  Felt good.  Good roll, good staying on top of the catch.  Good swimming.  Did some kicking and drilling after #10.  MD—Rolled easy, sort of ( a couple of pick ups) out to the end of Santa Monica and back.  Felt great.  B=20.1/r=6.9/s=0.55/h=3.02

Monday, August 30, 2004:  55 minute run.  Felt great.  These new shoes will do just fine.  Beth went 14:10 at IM Canada.  I really haven’t had a chance to speak with her yet.  We talked briefly after she finished last night, and then she got a hold of me today just before I had to go into a meeting---so we really couldn’t talk (She wanted to know if I wanted an Ironman Canada cap).  I’m picking her up at the bus station tomorrow.  Sounds like Karbo, Mary, and Mel all had a great time out there.  R=6.9/h=0.55

Sunday, August 29, 2004:  Rode 45.9 miles up to Pioneer and back.  Felt great.  Had to put on the arm warmers and tights.  It was like sixty degrees.  Spent some time getting the transition stuff and special needs things into piles.  Beth is out there as I write!! She was 1:27 out of the water, which she’ll be pleased with.  I’m fielding calls from Karbo and watching it online.  I stopped in at the Wollmer’s to use the bathroom on my way in from Pioneer and caught the last couple miles of the men’s marathon in Athens.  Unreal! What a shocker.  Meb!!!  B=99.1/s=1.43/r=3.5/h=8.05

Saturday, August 28, 2004:  Rainy and like 60 degrees all day.  Good day for a taper week day off.  Got a pair of Brooks Trance NXR’s last night.  They’ll work just fine.  They already feel broken in.  Saw “Collateral” today.  Michael Mann is a genius.  Feel a little under the weather, but no big thing.  I’m laying low.  Beth hits IM Canada tomorrow.  Just talked to her.  She’s doing fine, ready to go.  I’m kind of jealous.

Friday, August 27, 2004:  AM—Masters swim.  Lots of 50’s (drilling, kicking, descends, etc.) because a storm knocked out the power last night and the pump stopped the water flow (and the heat, although it wasn’t that bad) which made the shallow end too shallow for flip turning.  It was fun, though.  I felt a good touch.  PM---Ran 27 minutes.  Would have gone 37, but I started to have just an inkling of left calf pain.  I stopped immediately and walked the 1.5 miles home, whereupon I immediately put the calf on ice.  It’s fine, but my left running shoe is pretty shot, and I suspect that it’s as much the culprit as anything.  I think it’s time to  get a new pair of shoes, even though it’s only two weeks before the race.  The shoes I presently have may no longer be runnable. B=53.2/s=1.43/r=3.5/h=5.20

Thursday, August 26, 2004:  Today was the first day on the clock at Shorewood.  It was nice to see everyone, and annoying at the same time.  They have no idea where I’m at right now.  The usual pre-school buzz just wasn’t working for me today.  My mind is elsewhere.  I sat through the meetings, and endured some strangeness, like Todd Ross cornering me and talking, ad nauseum, about his pal who had six flats at Imoo last year.  Then there was the slew of people who said, “How was your Ironman?”  That got old quickly.  “It’s in a couple weeks,” I’d reply, pretending to be busy with something else so that we didn’t need to talk about it.  The weirdness continued when I was about to leave for my ride, and Beckers sees me in the Jean’s office and proceeds to go into this huge, graphic story about how he saw some guy get hit by a truck just about a mile from my accident of last year.  I let him finish and then just said, “Well, I’m going to go ride my bike now.”  Oh, and get this! In 15 years of teaching, I’ve had a total of two classes with 28 students, and only three other sections with 27 students.  Everything else has been 26 or below, and the vast majority of my sections have been under 24.  What’s my student load for this year? 31, 31, 30, 28, and 24.  Looks like written homework is a thing of the past!  The budget cuts just keep on making my life easier.  I had a great ride today.  Felt strong as hell.  Spun easy to the top of Steve’s hill, rode wind aided tempo at 20-24 mph up to Virmond Pk.  Rode easy to just past Concordia and back to Virmond.  Rode in-your-face wind tempo (18.5-21 mph) all the way back to the top of Steve’s hill, and then brought it in easy.  I’m thinking about Beth constantly.  She called last night to tell me that Penticton is beautiful.  She’s probably driving the course as I write this. B=53.2/s=0.48/h=3.58

Wednesday, August 25, 2004:  It was so unbelievably hard to say goodbye to Beth at the airport yesterday.  We cried like babies.  Well, she cried.  I cried later on in the car.  Had to project confidence in front of her.  I think she needed it.  She said, “You’re my pillar.”  God, that was so hard.  But now she’s probably driving through the Canadien Rockies with her Dad, beginning to soak it all up.  How very cool.  They should arrive in Penticton sometime this afternoon.  They stayed in Seattle last night.  I’m taking a day off.  This is it.  School starts tomorrow (with staff development stuff, the kids don’t come until a week from today). I wrote Jill the following email today  . . . . . .

Jill,

Well, it's been an emotional past several days, and it's been so for reasons that I don't imagine anyone will understand---but that's OK. I finished the core of my IM training this past weekend with a Saturday 80 mile ride on the actual IM Wisconsin course followed by an 18 mile run back here in Milwaukee on Sunday. Now it's time to taper---which is to say, I still train. I just start to scale back the stress load so as to muster up the full benefit of all this work. It's been a long road, two years essentially---and a full throttle effort since last December. I was reflecting on it all with 5 miles left in the 18 miler, and it caught me off guard somewhat. I almost started crying. I expect the actual day to be a lot of fun, but this has all been just as much about the journey as anything else. Sorry if I sound like a hippie there. It's just what's going on with me right now. 

At the same time, Beth (who is now in British Columbia) was going through all the usual stress of being in the week before an IM (Something I've not quite yet experienced, but have seen many others go through these past few years). I must admit that I was happy to put her on the plane with her Dad yesterday. She needs to just be out there, that's all there is to it. But it was tough to say goodbye to her. I've been at every one of her big triathlon events. My absence at this one will be a first for her . . . and me. 

She really didn't want me to go (to BC), knowing that it would be just about the worst thing for my taper. And selfishly, on that count, I didn't want to go. I need to be here, getting things ready, resting---and the trip would have been anything but restful. When you sherpa for someone doing an IM, it's exhausting. I've done it twice now. Also, I start work tomorrow. Being that I'm taking off two days in the first two weeks of regular classes for my own IM, I don't think it would have gone over very well if I'd of taken off all of the first five days---although we don't actually have kids in the classrooms until a week from today (9/1). So anyway, I'm here and my wife's in your country of residence (although on the other side).

That's about it. I talked to the 31 year old Jason last night. He was in a very nice mood. It was cool. I'm glad to hear he's been back at work. That reminds me, Beth and I saw 'Napoleon Dynamite' the other day. You'd like it if you haven't seen it yet. I have to admit, the main character (Napoleon) somewhat reminds me of Jason.

Peace out lil' sistuh,

JDJ
She replied a little later.  She’s going to Cincy to see Mutti and Grandpa for a few days.  That’s cool.  

I’ve finally started reading It’s Not About the Bike by Lance Armstrong.  It’s every bit as captivating as everyone’s been telling me it would be.  I’ve become this quasi-outcast in the tri community for not having read it.  I must admit that it’s hard to put down at times.  It seems like a good thing to be reading right now.   I’ve been having a hard time reading news for several weeks.  The war, the pettiness of this campaign (there are so many important things to discuss and no one seems to be discussing them), I don’t know.  I feel fried by all of it, distanced . . . . . all the more wanting to just get lost in a long ride where things make sense to me.  Spin at the same cadence in a higher gear and, guess what? You go faster!  If this were Iraq, I’m sure I’d go faster, but probably right into a roadside bomb---or if this were the campaign, no one would talk about how fast I was going.  They’d be all tuned in to whether or not I really went as fast as I claimed I did back in Vietnam . . . . or the Alabama Air National Guard . . . . or some other bullshit.  Most days, I go straight for the sports section, and I have great difficulty stomaching anything on TV other than Jim Lehrer and his people on PBS (although I do sneak peaks at local weather reports).  The Olympics have been nice to have around.  Inspiring stuff, for the most part.  It’ll be interesting to see how this all plays out in 7 days.  There’s a strange calm I feel that may not be entirely deserved.  Check it out, I’m a political science teacher, a week away from having students in my classroom, with courses that are largely dependent on current events----and I’ve developed a distaste for current events.  This will be a neat trick.  I’ve been frustrated with my Dad, on and off, for the past 10+ years because, even as he held political office, he didn’t seem too swayed or inspired one way or the other by the dynamic of the political world around him.  It’s not that he seemed above it all, or that he didn’t care (I strongly believe that he cares more than most people)----he just didn’t let it all get to him.  You turn on the TV, hit the cable news graveyard,  and see people screaming at each other over this and that---real time media in a real time world that expects real time responses.  Everyone’s supposed to have an opinion on everything, and God forbid that what someone thinks doesn’t fit a liberal or a conservative profile.  We can’t have that!  Dad just cruises, raises an eyebrow at what offends his 50% pureblood Norwegianism, and returns to his crossword puzzle.  Meanwhile, everyone else (including me, on way too many occasions) is fronting a shitload of know-it-all-ism, and passionate partisanship, and whatnot.  I don’t hate to write it, I really don’t---I think I’m becoming more like my dad.  I suspect that it just might make me a better teacher for some reason.  I’m glad he’s going to be there in Madison on the 12th.  He gets it---more importantly, he gets me.  He knows that I need a metaphorical mountain on the metaphorical horizon---and that it usually needs to be athletic in nature (the metaphorical mountain needs to be a pursuit requiring some physical test---Maybe I should just start being literal).  I may not run as fast as I did back in the day, and surely I would have been better at this triathlon thing had I taken it up in the early 90’s----But what’s truly important is the pursuit.  I prefer to think of myself as becoming more reflective and quietly philosophical, not necessarily cynical.  Is throwing yourself into the full life of IM preparation a type of avoidance? Is it an indicator of cynicism? If you’re out on long rides and going to bed early for masters swim then you don’t have as much time to think.  I’ve learned to be OK with that.

Tuesday, August 24, 2004:  Did some easy swimming, drillwork, kicking, and a 3 x 100 descend on 2:00.  Good touch.  Now, it’s time to take Beth to the airport.  B=15.8/s=0.48/h=1.50

Monday, August 23, 2004:  Day one of the taper.  An hour easy on the Serotta.  Felt the weekend in the legs, which is fine.  I take Beth to the airport tomorrow for her trip to IM Canada.  B=15.8/h=1.02

Sunday, August 22, 2004:  I’m an emotional wreck, but in a good way.  I’ve finished Base V.  I’m done with the core of my training.  It’s time to taper.  Two years in the making, we’re here.  I ran 18 miles (at 8:20 pace).  Toward the end, I started imagining myself over the last several miles of IM Wisconsin, and I damn near started crying.  Beth is going through huge stress on her saddle issue, changing it right and left, but I think we’ve settled upon a decision.  Deena Kastor just ran a great race to get 3rd in the Athens marathon.  I just feel like crying, and I’m still 3 weeks away from the day.  This too shall pass.  I have a feeling that the taper will come with a few of its own stresses.  For now, though, I’m just going to enjoy some reflection upon what I’ve done to get to the point that I’m at---poised to do an Ironman. B=207.9/s=1.54/r=21.8/h=17:55

Week of . . .
Type
Training Hours

Planned/Actual
Week of . . .
Type
Training Hours

Planned/Actual

January 5th
Build A
7/7
May 17th
Base II, Week 4
18/18

January 12th
Build A
10/10
May 24th
Base III, Week 1
9/7:43

January 19th
Build A
12/12
May 31st
Base III, Week 2

Trek 100 Week
13/13

January 26th
Build B
6/6
June 7th
Base III, Week 3
16/16

February 2nd
Build B
11/11
June14th
Base III, Week 4
Tin Man Week
20/20:05

February 9th
Build B—50 mile time trial
13/13
June 21st
Base IV, Week 1
9/7:05

February 16th
Build C
7/7
June 28th
Base IV, Week 2
15/17:24

February 23rd
Build C—Postalman Triathlon week
12/12
July 5th
Base IV, Week 3

Lactic Edge Triathlon Week
20/20

March 1st
Build C

A little meltdown, but it’s OK.
14/7
July 12th
HYF Week (Train only as much and as intensely as you feel.)

Jeff’s wedding
X/7:01

March 8th
HYF Week (Train only as much and as intensely as you feel.)
X/4
July 19th
Base IV, Week 4
22/21:45

March 15th
Transition Week

 
10/10
July 26th
Base V, Week 1

Stacy’s wedding
9/9

March 22nd
HYF Week (Train only as much and as intensely as you feel.)
X/2:20
August 2nd
Base V, Week 2
15/15

March 29th
Base I, Week 1
9/9
August 9th
Base V, Week 3

Pigman Half Ironman Week
18/16:56

April 5th
Base I, Week 2
11/11
August 16th
Base V, Week 4
20/17:55

April12th
Base I, Week 3
14/14
August 23rd
Taper
8

April 19th
Base I, Week 4
16/16
August 30th
Taper
10-12

April 26th
Base II, Week 1
9/9
September 6th
Taper
X

May 3rd
Base II, Week 2
12/12
Ironman Wisconsin is Sunday, September 12th

May 10th
Base II, Week 3
15/15


Saturday, August 21, 2004:  We got the bike case last night.  It was a bit of an ordeal figuring everything out, but I think we’re there.  Got up early, drove out to Verona, did two loops (a lot of tempo) feeling pretty darned good.  It was 49 degrees when I started riding.  What a summer!  I know this course.  I’m ready to ride it in an IM.  The next time I see it will be September 12th.  Did a lot of riding in that IM effort zone.  Felt very, very, very doable.  Oh, and I saw two llamas having sex!  B=207.9/s=1.54/r=3.8/h=15.25

Friday, August 20, 2004:  AM—Masters swim.  Good, fun, workout.  I was tired.  We did a lot of shorter, IM-based work.  I just went freestyle on the butterfly portions (being mindful of the shoulder).  B=129.5/s=1.54/h=10.20---I then went out for my first run since Pigman.  The legs are back.  This needs to be the model.  Several days off after longish efforts (for running).  I went 30 minutes and felt just fine.  My new dilemma (although it doesn’t compete with Beth’s saddle issues) is that there’s some concerning wear on the left New Balance 1122, the place where I always break down my shoes first.  I just looked at it on a whim before the run.  I’m through the sole just a tad on the back, outside part.  Again, totally normal for the way I wear my shoes.  So, what to do? We’re a little more than 3.5 weeks out, and these shoes are nicely broken in.  The New Balance store is holding a pair for me until Monday (I don’t know if I can make that).  We’re talking another 80+ miles of running at 8+ minute pace average over the next 25 days.  Do I start in with a new pair, or stay with these on the assumption that it can’t be all bad (slow pace, no massive mileage, and the fact that the 1122 are stability monsters as it is)??? I’ll think on it.  B=129.5/s=1.54/r=3.8/h=10.50

Thursday, August 19, 2004:  Woke up, set up my bike, headed out on this strange ride.  Ran into a lot of people I knew who were in these neighborhoods I’d never seen before, yet they were all so close to my home? Then I woke up.  Yes, I dreamt a ride! Or, at least, the first part of a drug trip-like ride.  Got up and did a real ride to the end of the U and back with tempo segments along the way.  Finally felt a little zip in my legs (although I still consider myself to be in recovery mode).  Cold out again.  It was like 65 when I left.  Man am I hoping for a moderate day on the 12th because I have no real warm weather prep time to speak of.  Beth’s been looking at the Penticton temps all summer, and they’ve had day after day in the 90’s.  I don’t quite know what to tell her.  The funniest part of today’s ride was blowing snot out a nostril on the way in, only to look over at this disgusted, quite attractive, bikini-clad sun bather (she must have been freezing).  Ahhhh well!  I’m going to ride with Beth tonight.  She wants a training partner so that she can stop thinking about her saddle issues.  B=107.2/s=0.56/h=7.51-------------Rode with Beth for 91 minutes.  I don’t think I took her mind off the saddle issues, but when we got back she put the bike on the trainer and we started tweaking the saddle position.  We may (emphasis on ‘may’) be close.  B=129.5/s=0.56/h=9.22

Wednesday, August 18, 2004:  AM:  Hey! I know I trained this morning.  Masters swim.  Good session.  Main set was 4 x 200 on 3:30 (I hit them anywhere from 3:09 to 3:18), a minute break, and then 3 x 200 on the 3:20 (3:05, 05, 07).  Good stuff.  It came out to 56 minutes of pool time.  I then took a nap and got on the bike for 24+ miles, easy, once again.  I really need the recovery from Sunday.  One wonders where I’d be had I gone for broke.  I just kind of spun through the Bay and Fox Point, mostly in those subdivisions on the Mellenger route.  Very pleasant.  Good wind coming out of the south today.  It’s actually in the low 80’s, warm for this summer.  B=72/s=0.56/h=5.42

Tuesday, August 17, 2004:  I’m in some sort of Twilight Zone thing.  I did that training with the baby goat and the rooster today, but somehow mentioned it on Monday.  I’m too tired to make the change.  I did drive home from Cedar Rapids on Monday.  I think the whole email exchange on Team Wisconsin Multisport went down on Tuesday.  It’s beginning to get to be a blur.  I did not train on Monday.  Or is this all a dream?

Monday, August 16, 2004:  Drove home.  I’m tired.  Beth and I continued out good talking about our emerging philosophy of why we do this sport.  She’s freaking still, but things are starting to come under control.  She’s getting her piles in order, starting the packing process.  I took today off.  Rick Flayter (who went 4:29 yesterday!!) asked me to join the elite club called “Team Wisconsin Multisport.”  He talked to me about it yesterday and then followed that up with this email which I had in my inbox when I got home today . . . .

Hi John, 

Well, as I mentioned at the race on Sunday, we have an opening for our team and, talking it over with Terry, we would like to extend an invite to you to join the team for next year. The requirements are that you attend at least one team practice a week and, of course, you wear the Team Wis Multisport gear for racing. 

Let me know if you’re interested. We have a ton of sponsors and benefits that go along with being part of the team.

Oh, and of course you would have to quit Tri-wis...........hope you don't mind. 

Rick

This is emblematic of my problem.  Here I am, a retired middle-distance/distance guy on the verge of turning 40.  I have some decent running PR’s to my name (the only one of which, in my view, that has any eye catching potential is the 4:02 mile).  I won some high school state titles, competed in the Big 10, won a few big road races in my 20’s and early 30’s, ran into the injury bug (probably as a result of all the 58 second 400 meter repeats I’ve done over the years), and now I’m on this journey of self discovery in this sport that totally opens me up to a whole new form of athleticism (Endurance . . . . with a big fucking capital “E”)---but people have a semblance of an understanding of who I am . . . . or, rather, who I was . . . . and there’s this assumption that (1) I’m geeked to manufacture the same kind of race specific intensity for this new sport and (2) I’m going to be really good at this new sport.  Well, I’m beginning to realize that (1) is no longer what I’m about.  I’ve had my days of massive intensity directed at an allegiance to other competitors or, worse, the CLOCK!!! It sounds cocky, but . . . . been there, done that.  The IM pursuit, for me, is about something within.  Moreover, regarding (2), I don’t necessarily think that a 4:02 mile plus 50 cents is worthy of anything more than a Coke (out of a non-hotel vending machine, no less) when it comes to IMing.  I’m not so certain that I am that good at this, really! What does proficiency in a race that lasts a little more than 4 minutes have to do with an IM? Think it through---I chew through calories and hydration at an abnormally high rate (I was in control yesterday, but was constantly haunted by the feeling that I was just barely staying ahead of the calorie/hydration game), and I’ve proven very vulnerable to the volume requirements for this sport.  It wears me down, sometimes it really wears me down.  Beth (a 10K runner in college!) handles it much better than I do.  Team Wisconsin Multisport is a new club, a TriWisconsin breakaway group of elite triathletes---guys like Rick, Jim Pingel, the Lanza twins, and Terry Labinski (arguably one of the 5 best 40-44 year old IMers in the nation, in my view---He went 4:12 yesterday, I think).  I want to go to Europe next July!!!  This is how I responded to Rick’s invitation . . . .

Rick,

Your offer is more flattering than you may know, seriously. I've had nothing but respect for what you guys have put together this year, and the results on race day are proving your point. My TriWisconsin 'youth' gives me a perspective that's somewhat unique, I think. I recognized the absence of an elite category almost from the get-go, and thought it to be a genuine weakness in the (Tri Wisconsin) organization. My membership this year is, ironically, founded more in what underwrote this weakness---Put another way, I'm in the club for the socializing element it provides, nothing more. Put yet another way, my TriWisconsin membership holds no real bond of loyalty. I'd join another club in a second without giving it much of a second thought. Now, having written that, I don't consider what you all have created to be just "another club." Therein lies my conflict. 

I came into multisport three years ago essentially looking for a new hobby after it became clear to me (and two ortho's and three trusted PT's) that all the years of 58 second quarters, the 1500 meter runner high-toe striking foot posture, etc.----the sum total of it all (along with heading into my late 30's) simply wasn't going to permit me to maintain the running volume I'd need to produce a 2:22:00 (aka, Oly Trials qualifying) marathon. I started off doing some sprint tri's (on the LeMond!!), did OK for what little training I was actually doing, got enticed by the endurance aspect of the sport (by my wife and all you guys----Again, I'm an expert IM spectator!), and decided to throw my hat in the ring. One nice Giant Flayter TCR and a mushed left thigh later, I had to put the plans on hold for a year. And now, much to my surprise, excitement, and [somewhat] controlled terror, I'm less than 4 weeks away from having it happen. How in the hell did we get here?

I regard Team Wisconsin Multisport to be a genuine elite triathlon team---regardless of whether or not that fits your mission statement. I hope you take this as a compliment because that's the intent. Put as candidly as I can think to put it, I don't consider myself worthy of that status . . . . . . not yet anyway . . . . . and maybe not ever. We'll see. The best way to understand me right now is this: I can honestly look you in the eye and say that I got ten times more satisfaction out of yesterday's 5:29 (where I was under control the whole time, holding the distance in check, not letting it own me) than I did my 5:06 death march (nary 5 miles at 7:00 pace away from a 4:45!!!) of two years ago. I know that that sounds weird. All I can tell you is that, after some high school state titles, some Big Ten track titles, some fairly decent road race victories, and a smattering of respectable tri-sprint performances . . . . . it's how I feel. I don't know why. It just is. I do know that I enjoy a 4 hour ride more than just about any other athletic activity in the world. The pre-gun buzz at a triathlon is, in a way, more fun for me than any of the serious running races I did back in the day. But it's all more personal . . . . a kind of journey within, so to speak. I view September 12th the same way.

It's no bullshit, really. Believe me when I say---I have too much respect and admiration for what you guys are doing to accept your invitation while also existing in this frame of mind (which, again, I really like!). That's the honest to God truth. It always bugs me when I make what I consider to be a generous offer to someone and I get a terse reply, of any type, so please take the verbosity in this email as a sign of my gratitude for your offer---as I simultaneously turn it down. Maybe, in a few years, I'll change. If there's a spot open at that point (and you're still willing to make the offer), perhaps I'll join then. I fully understand that no such guarantee exists and hold no expectation that it will. I grasp the opportunity you're providing as just that, an opportunity, with a window----I realize that it's not an open ended invitation. Nonetheless, I think it would be wrong for me to say "yes.".

I'd still like to buy you a pizza and some beer after the season's over and pick your brain on any number of tri-related things. I'm still interested in learning, getting better within the strange parameters of my present mindset, etc. (Note the bike that I did buy for myself)---but we'll save that for October or so. Please feel free to just forward this to Terry as I expect it might be kind of hard to convey my meaning. I hope I explained it somewhat decently.

Have a great last week of volume and a solid taper. I'm off for a three hour moderate ride (My days of being able to head out whenever I want are down to single digits. We start back to work next week).

Later,

John Jacobson

I did train today.  47.4 miles EASY, and I had a sort of depleted feeling near the end (even with consuming a lot of food).  Just rode up about maybe 7 miles short of Port Washington and back.  Speaking of coming back, I had to rescue a baby goat and a full grown rooster.  They were just walking in the road out in front of that farm just that’s north of Virmond Park.  They were just traipsing around like a couple of best buddies.  I got off my bike and shooed them into a ditch (the baby goat complied quickly with a few verbal protests while the rooster copped a little attitude, but ultimately saw things my way).  I got the farmer guy out of his house and he put them back in their pen, from which they had obviously escaped.  All in a day’s training!  B=47.4/h=3.08

Sunday, August 15, 2004:  Well, it couldn’t have gone any better.  So much to write, but I’m not in the mood right now.  I’m just happy, that’s all.  I was ~ 5:29:23.  34:30ish on the swim, 18.7 mph cruising on the bike, and 1:50 on the run, which I totally controlled.  The whole thing was IM-esque in approach, which is what I wanted.  Cleared out two full flasks of eGel on the bike, 1.5 Clif Bars, and about half a Bento Box of pretzels.  Dusted off 4 Succeed caps, 4 bottles of water and a bottle of Gatorade.  On the run, I put down a Gu at mile 3 and another at mile 9 (along with an orange slice).  I hit a Succeed cap at mile 4 and mile 8.  The only thing that remotely resembled a problem was a hot spot that emerged on my left foot.  My run time is probably a minute slow since I stopped just past 8 miles, leaned against a farmer’s mailbox, and removed the quick laced shoe and my sock to rub some flemmy saliva into the area.  It was fine from that point on.  Vaseline will be in T2 and also in the special needs bag on September 12th.   Oh, that reminds me, here’s my current list for Imoo . . . 

Transition I
Special Needs I
Transition II
Special Needs II
General

Helmet

Riding glasses

Bike shoes

Socks

Bike gloves

Regular towel

Bike Jersey

Lotion

2 eGel flasks

Uncrustables (2)

contacts

ON BIKE

Two tubes

3 CO2’s

pretzels

1 Clif Bar

Succeed tabs (capped)

Full front bottle

Full lower bottles
Uncrustables (2)

Hamburgers (2)

Extra pretzels

2 eGel Flasks

Clif Bar

Succeed tabs (capped)

lotion


Running shoes

Socks

Number/tri-belt

Hat

vaseline

regular towel

sealed Succeed tabs

E Gels (2)

Water

Tri Jersey


Socks

E Gels (2)

Vaseline

Water

paper towels


Pump

Food

Wax paper

Baggies

Wetsuit

Goggles

Body Glide

Lotion

Sunscreen

Chip band

Pre-race vitamins

It’s subject to change, of course.  Hey, I thought I wasn’t going to write a lot! Oh well. The run felt fine, but I don’t think there’s any way to make a 13 miler feel great under half IM conditions, no matter how conservative, so I refrain from using that word.  I guess “control’ is most fitting (or, perhaps “controlled”?).  I was very methodical the whole day.  I had to really hold myself back on the bike.  I got passed by maybe a dozen or so people, and I felt more than capable of going right with every one of them.  But this was about discipline, showing the distance that I could own it, as opposed to the opposite scenario of two years ago.  The swim was great.  I just fully employed Rob’s advice from last week (the adjustment he made on my catch) and the shoulder was not issue at all.  The 35-39 men were the 10th of 11 waves, so I was pretty much swimming over people the whole time from about 700 yards on.  I sited well (on a clockwise course, not my forte since I’m a left-sided siter) and just cruised.  If I can stay out of trouble, I think 70 minutes is very reasonable in four weeks.  What else is there to say? This is going to be hard.  Today drives that home even more, but it’s now something I can envision, something I can forsee happening.  I don’t know if that was the case up until today, odd as that may sound.  I had a great talk with Beth on the phone tonight.  She’s freaking a little over her saddle position.  I’m freaking a little over the prospect of having to double everything I did today, and the fact that her bike case still hasn’t arrived—(and she flies to Canada in a little more than a week!!!).  But we agreed that this whole IM pursuit----actually, the whole triathlon thing in general---is a personal quest for us.  We both were serious athletes in college.  We lived the totally consumed life of people who pursue their sport full time (and manage to get college degrees on the side, somehow).  This is different.  We have friends who are out there living like we lived 20 years ago.  I admire them, but I don’t want to emulate them.  I got more satisfaction from today’s 5:29 than I did from my 5:06 death march of two years ago.  I’m fascinated by the sport’s ability to test one’s discipline---which, for me, boils down to a taming of my inner-1500 meter runner.  Today was a victory in that regard.  4 weeks from now will be an uber-version of the same struggle.  But the others, the ‘competitors’ out there . . . . . they can just keep on flying by.  I’ll give them a wave and a heartfelt smile, because I really am happy for them as they pursue their struggle.  I have my own, and I gather a fulfillment from it unlike anything I’ve felt as an athlete for years.  Plus, it’s not all bad.  I estimate that, at 8:10 pace (taking water at all 12 stops) I passed about 200-250 people on the run.  There is a payoff to being disciplined!  B=195.9/s=1.36/r=28.1/h=16:56---[Note: I warmed up today with a five minute swim]

Saturday, August 14, 2004:  Low grade headache all night last night.  Felt terrible getting out of bed today.  Got myself moving-----drove out and looked at the bike course (which is slightly different than it was two years ago due to some bridge work in Shellsburg).  This event is just so cool.  I think it may be my favorite race, even though I’ve only done it once and had a major bonk 8 miles into the run.  It’s just beautiful, well organized, lots of positive people.  Very cool.  Picked up my race info and popped the two Tylenol that were in my goodie bag.  That helped.  Decided to take the day off.  This weekend is about tomorrow.

Friday, August 13, 2004:  Rode easy up to the end of Santa Monica and back.  A third straight day in tights and arm warmers.  61 when I rolled out.  I’m tired.  I decided to skip Masters swim this morning in exchange for another 90 minutes of sleep.  I’ll be fine in the water.  Pigman is the major test of my will to be reasonable, to not get caught up in a struggle between the emerging IM’er and the 1500 meter runner within.  Think like 35-37 in the water, easy through T1 (putting on jersey, loading up jersey with food, just like next month), spinning at 18ish, easy through T2, and then 8:00-8:15 pace.  I should come in around 5:35, and feel pretty good in so doing.  Picked up the rent a car and drove to Cedar Rapids.  B=139.9/s=0.57/r=15/h=11:22

Thursday, August 12, 2004:  One month to go.  Wow. Rode into some new territory today.  Got out on Freistadt going West.  Went all the way out to 145 (Fond du Lac Ave.).  Awesome.  The little town of Freistadt is very cool.  This is what you have to like about biking.  You just get to explore.  On the way, I hit the Donges Bay Rd. hill three times.  Also, it was pretty rolling going out on Freistadt, so that was cool.  It was 53 degrees when I rolled out (and it never really got much warmer).  It was also pretty windy.  I dressed accordingly and had no problems.  Great ride.  58.9 miles.  R=15/ b=119.7/s=0.57/h=10.01

Wednesday, August 11, 2004:  AM—Masters swim.  OK, two things.  One, I have what appears to be tendonitis in my left shoulder.  Rob gave me some band exercises and good advice (elbow UP when you enter!!! = Roll dammit!), but the performance on that side is now definitely different than it is on the right.  Two, the training is wearing on me.  I need to be strong and diligent.  Pigman is coming at a good time.  All in all, this morning’s swim was fine.  R=15/b=34.2/s=0.57/h=5.02

Here’s an email that Jill sent me . . .

John,
I forgot to mention last week that Mutti thinks you might be doing drugs based on that mass email you sent a few weeks ago. I think it started with why you like Britney Spears or someone like her. .

Here's my week: 

My first master's student defended last week and is now out of my lab -- hurray! I have no tolerance for high maintenance people. My Ph.D. student sent me the final draft of her dissertation today so hopefully she'll be ready to go in Sept. She already has a job (she's in clinical and I've only supervised her for a year because her primary advisor moved to another university). 

I'm in the middle of the 2nd week of an 8-week program that is supposed to get you ready to run a 5K. I found it online. They also have other programs like 10Ks and marathons. I have no plans to run a road race but liked the structure of this program. Maybe because it is only 3 days a week and generally doesn't take more than 30 minutes. Or maybe because it starts out with more walking than running. It is the former that I enjoy so it has been easier for me to stick to it. 

I'm feeling some loathing for my colleagues today. Some just seem preoccupied with making life difficult at least for me. And others just want to zap my enthusiasm. 

I haven't written a single thing except email since I returned from home. And really I haven't written much since I got back from Ireland. I have a grant registration due on the 15th. I have no enthusiasm for it. I have spent all of my good thinking time these past 2 weeks reading drafts of other people's work (students prepping for defenses, colleagues' papers, a textbook review). That is my downfall. I cannot get my stuff to the top of the priority list; I always do everyone else's first. 

I used to be really good at delay of gratification. It is a trait that is supposed to be stable. I now suck at it. Why? It is one of the things interfering with my writing. I know that I can write all day every day of this week and yet I still will not be all that much closer to having a paper completed. And after all of my hard work, one of my co-authors will come through and change everything I've worked so hard at. It just isn't a rewarding experience. I should parse down the goal into smaller steps that might yield some satisfaction sooner. 

Anyway from the state of mind that I'm obviously in the best thing for me to do would be to get my 20 min. walk, 5 min. tempo done. And get out of this place. Or go home and walk the 2nd Dr. Phil family. They are seriously messed up.

Jill 

Here’s how I replied . . . .

Jill, 

You need to stop being so negative. Really. Did you read the email you sent me? Go to your "Sent" box and look it over if you haven't. I'm not writing this for my benefit, I can take it. I'm pointing this out for you. My God! I'm depressed reading what you wrote. I can only imagine how you must feel actually living/writing it! You know, there actually is something to be said for the long cherished Norwegian tradition of suppressing your feelings---particularly when they're unpleasant. I'm not saying that this should be a way of life, just something you permit yourself every now and then. There's a negative tone and/or angle to virtually everything you wrote, even the 5K training stuff (Which I thank you for including and encourage you to continue). 

But anyways, have you ever tried it? Looking at the sunny side for the sake of looking at the sunny side, that is? I know this violates your Holden Caulfield-ish perspective, an abrogation of the "duty of the non-phony" as it were----but, really, have you tried it ever? 

The problem with immmersing yourself in the practicality (the unadulterated and utter REALITY) of the world's various dysfunctions is that it will ultimately beat you down. There's no way to win---no way at all. I've tried. You remember all that "old me" stuff from about a decade ago? The arty, fatalist thing? It didn't work. It wasn't me. And, dare I say, such comprehensive negativity isn't you either. Your sense of humor is too sharp. Your inclination to find a way to get at things that give you joy is too transparent. 

No one's going to think you're less intelligent if you're not so cynical all the time----and, if I may, it seems sometimes as if that's what you're doing, proving (perhaps to yourself more than the rest of us) that you're really smart. Cynicism is the easiest way to do that. Society programs us to take a thumbs up view of things, even when it's all but obvious that we shouldn't be. It's uncanny. So when we go down that road, viewing things through the positive looking glass, we feel party to a big conformity blob. The masses, by and large, aren't particularly bright. That's elitist, but it's also true. So when we occasionally behave in a way that equates with their way of being, it feels dumb. Cynicism cleanses that 'sin' in a flash. But, again, there's a price. Pretty soon, you're left only with the ability to view things cynically. It gets to be kneejerk. It also gets to be a part of your identity, what you think people expect out of you (and maybe even what they actually DO exepct out of you, I don't know). But it's never a life sentence. Unlike a real prison, you can walk away any time you want. But it will mean some compromising on your part. 

Now don't think I'm suggesting a mass sugar-coating on all your emails, all our conversations, etc. I'm not. Don't "produce" anything for me or anyone else for that matter. If you're going to shift a paradigm, do it for yourself. You're Jill! We're going to love what you say no matter what it is . . . . because what you say is consistently interesting, frequently hilarious, and thus usually pretty damn entertaining. Truth be told, I do expect the cynicism out of you, and, selfishly, it's fascinating for me when I experience it. I always think, "God, I live life with such blinders on" after reading your stuff. We don't actually talk that much, but I've also gotten that same vibe after some of the phone conversations that we've had. You often leave me in awe . . . . and quite conscious of just how unaware I'm capable of being. 

What you should look for is a little more nuance---a blend of the way you are with some more stop-to-smell-the-roses (Or, as Stuart Smalley would say, a little less "Stinkin' thinkin") Don't think that you 'just shouldn't send emails,' or anything like that. Sweeping conclusions have no place here. We're siblings; hence, we're stuck with each other (and that's a good thing). Sending cynical emails is better than none at all---and I won't lecture you again unless you want me to. I also apologize if I sound overly judgemental. It's all from the heart, I swear. Again, I'm here either way. My genuine concern is for you, not for my own email reading comfort. I swear this to be the case. Please take me at my word. I know I have a way of sounding like I have selfish motives when, in fact, I frequently don't. This is one of those times. 

I suggest that you find something, away from work, that you can throw yourself into. I know work's crazy for you at this phase in your career, so "throwing yourself into" something might not be like, for instance, training for an Ironman. But a pursuit that's shallow (and I consider IM training to be pretty much that---quite selfish as well) is a medium for escapism. Dad's got golf. Mom's got dancing. Jason's got TV (and that shouldn't really be an option for you). I'm not actually sure what Jeff's got, but with a new wife and all, maybe he doesn't have to have anything right now. And maybe you already do have something. I don't know. I may be blowing smoke here. But in the words of Leonardo DiCaprio in Titanic, "Life's a gift." We do this little lap around the planet before heading off to become lumps of coal. I'm as agnostic as they come, but try thinking like the angel Gabriel when he got to walk the planet. He lived life for all it could give him because he fully embraced the tenuous nature of it all. 

Did you ever see "Pushing Tin"? We could do what John Cusack and Billy Bob Thornton did in the wake of that 767 that was landing. Give it some thought. 

And be good to yourself. 

Love, 

John 

PS---Don't be hatin' on me now! Our relationship has always been characterized by a type of candor that, quite honestly, I don't enjoy in the real world. This is fine as I don't know that I'd much enjoy the real world if everyone was coming at me like I just did you. At the end of the day, all you need to know is this . . . . . Remeber that day . . . . back in Rowe . . . . .with the Red Wagon we were pulling in the yard? Remember? We joke about it, but there's a nasty little truth to it all that I've NEVER told anyone before. But you deserve to know . . . . . . I actually was choking. It's one of my most vivid childhood memories. I'm not supposed to be here. This is all gravy, and you ladeled it on!

Then I wrote Beth this email . . . .

Bethy,

I know the gearing thing is on your mind, and I've been thinking about it as I feel it my duty to be involved to whatever extent I can be involved---being that we're each other's confidants on the whole IM 'journey' thing.

I've come to the conclusion that you should do the change and ride on it for a bit. Changing back will require little effort, and could be achieved without your even having to go out to Transition. At least this way, you'll know. Otherwise, you'll be guessing, asking yourself "I wonder how that lower gearing would have felt?" And, as you pointed out, you were going to run the lower gear cassette anyway had it not been for me taking it.

You've got 2 and a half weeks. You can either torture yourself with 'what ifs?' . . . .or you can just go and do the easy things that help to eliminate the 'what ifs?'. All things considered (saddle positions, not being able to run for 8 weeks, etc.) I think this situation falls into the second category. It's one of the easy things--- something you can control with little or no real effort . . . . . and it involves no significant committment, time or money-wise, and it can be just as easily reversed if you so choose.

The alternative, if you're honestly up for it, is to say, "I climb well enough with things as they are. I'm leaving it. This is my taper. I'm eliminating this matter as a distraction." I surely support whatever decision you make, but I strongly encourage that, if you make THIS decision, you do so with a promise (to yourself) NOT to look back upon it and second guess. If you can honestly do that, then good. If you suspect that you can't, then switch up the cassettes and see how it feels.

Just my two cents.

Love,

Johnny

I finished all my photocopying and got my room totally set up today, three weeks to the day before I see a student.  I will be prepared going into Imoo!  Headed out for a ride around 6 o’clock.  Met up with Karbo near the pig’s house, and we rode together up until Port Road.  Stopped in Klode Pk. to pee and saw Chandler.  He updated us on his status.  He had a second stroke-like event a couple weeks ago.  Unbelieveable for a guy who hasn’t missed a day of running in 23 years.  It was 55 degrees!!! The high today was like a 60, which is a record.  It’s freakin’ August? What up? R=15/b=60.8/s=0.57/h=6.26
Tuesday, August 10, 2004:  Cruisable ride up to the end of the U and back.  R=15/b=34.2/h=4.05

Monday, August 9, 2004:  I just ran 15 miles, yo! R=15/h=2

Here’s the sketch for the week . . . .

Monday:  2 hour run

Tuesday:  One hour in pool/One hour easy ride

Wednesday: Two loops and run the difference to 5 hours

Thursday:  Easy one hour ride

Friday:  Masters swim---An hour of just riding or some riding and some running.-------Travel to Pigman

Saturday:  Pigman

It should come out to more than 18 hours.

Week of . . .
Type
Training Hours

Planned/Actual
Week of . . .
Type
Training Hours

Planned/Actual

January 5th
Build A
7/7
May 17th
Base II, Week 4
18/18

January 12th
Build A
10/10
May 24th
Base III, Week 1
9/7:43

January 19th
Build A
12/12
May 31st
Base III, Week 2

Trek 100 Week
13/13

January 26th
Build B
6/6
June 7th
Base III, Week 3
16/16

February 2nd
Build B
11/11
June14th
Base III, Week 4
Tin Man Week
20/20:05

February 9th
Build B—50 mile time trial
13/13
June 21st
Base IV, Week 1
9/7:05

February 16th
Build C
7/7
June 28th
Base IV, Week 2
15/17:24

February 23rd
Build C—Postalman Triathlon week
12/12
July 5th
Base IV, Week 3

Lactic Edge Triathlon Week
20/20

March 1st
Build C

A little meltdown, but it’s OK.
14/7
July 12th
HYF Week (Train only as much and as intensely as you feel.)

Jeff’s wedding
X/7:01

March 8th
HYF Week (Train only as much and as intensely as you feel.)
X/4
July 19th
Base IV, Week 4
22/21:45

March 15th
Transition Week

 
10/10
July 26th
Base V, Week 1

Stacy’s wedding
9/9

March 22nd
HYF Week (Train only as much and as intensely as you feel.)
X/2:20
August 2nd
Base V, Week 2
15/15

March 29th
Base I, Week 1
9/9
August 9th
Base V, Week 3

Pigman Half Ironman Week
18

April 5th
Base I, Week 2
11/11
August 16th
Base V, Week 4
20

April12th
Base I, Week 3
14/14
August 23rd
Taper
8

April 19th
Base I, Week 4
16/16
August 30th
Taper
10-12

April 26th
Base II, Week 1
9/9
September 6th
Taper
X

May 3rd
Base II, Week 2
12/12
Ironman Wisconsin is Sunday, September 12th

May 10th
Base II, Week 3
15/15


Sunday, August 08, 2004:  Out at Williams Bay, a one hour open water swim with Beth.  At around 40 minutes, I felt my left shoulder was performing at about 50-60% of what it should have been.  I’m comtemplating calling in Don.  This thing all dates back to the 20 x 200 on 4:00, which I did weeks ago.  So I’m not terribly concerned.  This is maybe the kind of thing that could cost me 5 minutes in the water, but it seems smart to try and do something about it now.  I continue to be comforted by the various epiphanies of August 5th.  I’m really sizing this whole experience up in a different way now.  It’s a good, perspective-saturated type of being, something I need.  The first marathon of my life in ‘95 was a blow up (the second in ‘00 was excellent) predicated on not respecting the distance.  The first (and, to date, only) half ironman of my life was a blow up predicated on not respecting the distance.  And I think I was playing into the pattern here, but I’m confident that I’ve gotten around it.  I don’t have an impressive track record of rookie experiences in endurance events.  As I like to say to Beth when I’m really, really tired, “I come from a middle distance background.”  It’s true.  I do.  Big Ten 1500 running is a whole different flask of testosterone,  one that has nothing to do with IM-ing----but one that gets in the blood.  The competition on September 12th is, like most IM’s, with myself.  In my specific case, it’s a competition between the angel on one shoulder telling me to manage my day and be conservative, and the devil on the opposite shoulder reminding me that I’m a former 4:02 miler and should be kicking ass.  The 4:02 was 16 years ago, and September 12th will be anything but a track race.  Pigman is this week.  We’ll see just how management oriented I am.  The whole goal there is to exercise control at all times.  My guess is that I should be somewhere around 5:20 to 5:30.  B=168.7/s=2.38/r=15.6/h=15

Saturday, August 07, 2004:  75 mile volume ride with Beth.  We got up into some new stuff (for me, not her), Covered Bridge Road, etc.  Nice ride.  Ran 5 minutes to give myself the 5 hours.  B=168.7/s=1.38/r=15.6/h=14

Friday, August 6, 2004:  40 minutes of time in the pool.  Tired.  B=93.6/s=1.38/r=15/h=9

Thursday, August 05, 2004:  Rode warmup to the top of Steve’s hill and then hit from there to Port and back all the way home ~ 52 miles of good tempo riding.  Quoting an average is tough because there were serious winds directly out of the north (the high today is 68).  So going up, I was happy when I saw 19 or high 18 on the speedometer.  Coming back was a big chain ring, 22-24 mph (on less effort) fiesta.  Got in, changed, and headed out for 25 minutes of running, which would have been furthers, but my lower back got super tight.  I stopped to stretch a couple times, which helped---and would have sustained me in a race, I’m sure---but didn’t seem worth the effort (or any potential consequential downside) for a training day.  Train smart.  B=93.6/s=0.58/r=15/h=8.20------------I had some epiphanies out there today.  I have to handle this thing correctly.  I can’t just race out on the bike and hope to hold on.  I’ve strongly come to believe that IM’s don’t work that way, especially for rookies.  I need to do more than just say, “Time doesn’t mean anything to me.”  I have to really find a way to feel and believe it.  A 72 minute swim, a 6:13 bike (18 mph), and a 3:45 run, along with 9 minutes for T1 and 5 minutes for T2 . . . . . that all equals 11:24.  That seems reasonable.  It’s distracting because Karbo went 11:11 last year and I feel that I should be faster than him.  But that’s messed up thinking.  It really is.  Karbo, it would appear, has great skill at the IM distance with respect to his not having a real athletic background beyond high school.  Just because I ran in college, won some state titles in high school . . . . it doesn’t mean anything to the IM gods.  This is a whole different deal.  I have to be me.  

Wednesday, August 04, 2004:  The latter part of the day yesterday was pretty hard on me.  Weird muscle spasms all over the place, a big headache, a little blood in the urine.  I felt pretty beat up.  So I made today easy.  I pulled out the Zurich and threw it on the trainer and just spun for an hour.  Watched some of “Real Time with Bill Maher,” “Sifl and Olly (the tape Royce loaned me)”, and Sportscenter.  It was something different.  B=36.7/s=0.58/r=12/h=4.50----------Tomorrow’s a big day.  Oh, I posted this  at the message board the other day . . . .

Good bye for the rest of the summer, in all likelihood. 

Posted by JDJ on 8/2/2004, 11:44 am 

Fellow posters and watchers, 

For the next several weeks (at least three, perhaps for as long as the big Ironman day itself= 6 weeks from yesterday), I'm going into a simplify mode in order to get myself ready on all levels. I'll still check email (although probably only daily as opposed to my addicted 12 times a day), but I'm going to minimize or altogether eliminate my CSM.com posting. I'll be back. I'm having a nice time on the board. I just want to pare down the extras in an effort to be fully focused. The reality of this whole IM undertaking is beginning to take hold. Say what you will about Ford F-150's smacking you around, but it takes the pressure off of anything that you expect of yourself in the athletic arena. No such bad luck this year (thank God, because I really do want to do this). 

I hope to hear of things continuing as usual. This is your board, and I think some really good, occasionally intense, often funny . . . . stuff has been going on here throughout the summer. 

So keep it up, and I'll see you all later in August or, possibly, not until mid-September. 

I've asked a couple of our regulars to monitor matters here while I'm away. They'll get in touch with me should there be any need for me to hit this site. I don't expect there to be. Keep at the exercise of free speech---be you a fan of Bush, Kerry, Nader, or Aguilera . . . . it's the best damn deal we've got going! 

Yours in posting,
JDJ

Tuesday, August 03, 2004:  AM:  Great masters swim.  Big breakthrough.  Rob noticed that I was crossing over my left arm.  We straightened that out  (Think like you’re pulling a rope . . . . feel your middle finger enter first) and all of a sudden I was pushing my hip out of the way at the end of my stroke, REALLY rolling, almost sort of hopping on top of the water.  Very cool.  We did a main set of 9 x 100 on the 2:00 with a descend every 3 x 100.  My fast 100’s were 1:24, (then we made the correction), 1:18!, and 1:16!  Those are my two fastest 100’s ever! Felt great.  I need to apply this breakthrough to longer swimming now.  I will.  So I took Beth to work, came home, and headed out for a 12 mile run, about 8 of which was with Nick Pierson.  He’s thinking of joining the Marines.  We talked about the pros and cons, the ups and downs.  He’s quite a kid.  It will be interesting to see what he does.  B=19.6/s=0.58/r=12/h=3.50

Monday, August 02, 2004:  Just an easy 19.6 with Beth..  Just cruised.  B=19.6/h=1.18

Sunday, August 1, 2004:  Read the Sunday paper for 90 minutes on Williams Bay beach while Beth swam in open water.  It was very nice.

Saturday, July 31, 2004:  Rode 37+ miles, some of it slowly as Chandler informed me (while he was running and I was cruising at 8 mph) that he had  another stroke-like episode last week.  Damn.  I rolled pretty good, mostly in the 19-20 mph range.  Then I ran 41 minutes to give me the 9 hour week.  Stacy gets married today.  B=85.1/s=2/r=15.3/h=9

Friday, July 30, 2004:  Masters swim.  Did 3 x (3 x 50 fast on 1:30, 1 x 100 recovery ~ 2:30).  This was good.  It blew the cobwebs out.  I think I can control the shoulder thing by stretching it some before I swim.  R=10.1/s=2/b=48/h=6.02------George W. Bush is affecting my training! The message board went abuzz last night about this interview that Bill O’Reilly did with Michael Moore.  In it, Moore asked O’Reilly if he’d send his own kid to fight in Iraq.  Some of the posters at my board took offense at the question (posed by the interviewee to the interviewer), and my chord had been struck . . . . . on this very subject . . . . once again.  I actually lost sleep last night, and this is my recovery week.  My return posts got pretty nasty, particularly to Brett Alberty (BA) and John McAdams (JMM).  I finally decided to just hug the whole thing out, put it all on the table . . . hopefully as an exit strategy.  Here’s what I wrote . . . . .

My terrorism post #1: An apology (of sorts) to BA and JMM, and a revelation 

I think Britney Spears is hot. I'm sorry. I do. 

Selfishly, I could give two shits about the negative image she projects to young, teenage girls. 

If she were to dump that dancer guy for me (and if I was single, I guess---Sorry about that, Beth), my leave of absence application would scald a lazer-directed path onto the Shorewood Superintendent's desk so fast . . . . . well . . . it'd be really fast, like I suppose lazers are. 

Such is life in the innocuous lane---where I find myself more and more often these days . . . . for these are the days that try my soul. I lose myself in 110 mile bike rides, 90 minute runs, thousands of yards of swimming . . . Sometimes I think the only honor (for me) in Ironman preparation is that it gives me a seemingly healthy way to be the very person I so often criticize, detached.

I sit in on a few conference calls for a couple of the campaigns where I lend a hand, from the cheap seats--no billable hours---just me offering my two cents whenever I'm asked or whenever I feel it appropriate to chime in. On three occasions this summer, I've even submitted a few written talking points (but only when asked). The political consulting gig isn't exactly a plane in a tailspin, but, if I'm the metaphorical pilot, I've been fumbling for the ejector button for some time now. The industry very nearly pulled me out of teaching [as a full time venture] a couple years ago. Now, there's very little left for me in the will department. I'm weary. I'm tired of attending to punditry. I'm tired of spin. 

I'm tired. 

Unlike the fantasy images of giggly early morning cafe latte sipping and raging late night Twister contests with her most esteemed Oops!-I-did-it-againness, the whole issue of military service triggers me into anything but a distant place. For reasons I've discussed, and for some that I'd rather not discuss, I seem to take leave of my rationality when the topic comes up. The entire matter, for lack of a better way of putting it, is deeply personal. I ask only that this reality be respected, which is to say, I ask that you all accept my resignation from further discussion of it. You can all go on, and JMM/BA, this isn't an attempt to steal the last word on the subject. Please, if my posts have left you with the urge to respond, do so. I will not respond. You guys (along with SFW) hold down a particularly valuable place in this virtual community. For my sarcasm and condescension (but not my point of view), I do apologize. 

And here's the death blow you can all use on me down the road (should I ever try to get into it again). My hypocrisy runs deeper than you might imagine. About a month ago, one of my mentors at the U of I called me up and made me an interesting offer. He informed me that he'd taken a leave from his professor duties to go to work for a private firm that had been subcontracted by the U.S. Department of Education. Part of his job was to round up a team of professional educators in the states to go over to Baghdad for a year (or perhaps more) to work hand-in-hand with the newly formed Iraqi Ministry of Education. It would be a curriculum development situation. Working with the attendant Iraqi individuals, a quasi-national curriculum would be developed (for implementation in 2007) on all subjects, including Civics (the essential study of the concept of democracy, in this case) and World History. This was where I came onto my former professor's radar. He called, informed me that I'd have to interview, but assured me that the job was mine if I was interested. Not wanting to immediately burn a bridge, I asked for a couple days. 

I really didn't need them. I sent a few emails, made a few calls . . . . and found that I'd live with other Americans on a compound in Baghdad (near the new government's various nerve centers). The compound would be guarded by Iraqi police, not U.S. soldiers. The degree to which we integrated ourselves into daily life was up to us. We could go from the compound to the office and back . . . . under escort . . . . . or, presumably, I could head out on ten mile runs. There would be no restriction. I would be a foreign civilan businessman living in Baghdad on a government approved work visa. I wouldn't have been an employee of the U.S. Federal Government, technically. These jobs had been farmed out to a private educational consulting firm, the company now (temporarily) employing my former professor. 

My base salary would have been $35,000 a year (a significant pay cut), but, to spice up the appeal, the U.S. Department of Education would install a $72,000 annual stipend to supplement this base salary---and the 72 grand would be tax free. 

I'd have no food bill, no rent, no monthly expenses whatsoever. The job would pay $107,000 annually, which, after the taxes on the 35,000 dollars from the private sector, would amount to about 100 grand in the bank, locked and sealed. 

My first day on the job would have been July 12th, so now you know what I said to the offer. 

That was my chance to serve (and, unlike U.S. soldiers, profit). I said no. 

I said no because, for lack of a better way of putting it, the idea scared the living hell out of me---instant cotton-mouth once I really let my mind's eye wander through an imaginary day. I don't cage up well. Knowing my own lack of discipline in such situations (the plate at the Mexican restaurant may be hot . . . . but come on . . . . TOUCH IT!), I figured I'd adhere to the compound-only/office-only lifestyle until maybe about October . . . . . then I'd start taking a few short walks . . . . . . and, knowing my luck . . . . . . . well, next thing you know someone's linking the orange jump suit video of me to this very board (which BA would have administrated in my absence, by the way). 

Head today, gone tomorrow. Pardon the pun. 

So I've talked a good game, but the chips actually did fall for me in the service arena . . . . . and I turned my back. 

I turned my back because I could. I don't make $107,000 per year. I don't need to. I'm comfortable, very, very comfortable. I want for very little. 

I am, in the end, case to my own point.

My terrorism post #2: Why I thought, back in October of 01, I'd vote for Bush 

I worked a great summer job in 1986. I did landscaping for a commercial real estate company. Good money, 9 bucks an hour (this was Champagin, Illinois in the mid 80's), the kind of job that the Athletic Department got for its non-revenue sports athletes (Translation: You could still make the good money, but you'd actually have to show up for and, worse, do the work . . . . unlike basketball and football players . . . . And no, I will not offer more details . . . . my blood runs Orange and Blue). We were outside, it was active, no chance of falling asleep . . . and our boss bought rounds at happy hour on Fridays (I always got the run in the AM on those days). 

But perhaps the biggest treat was getting to work with a guy named Robert, a PHD candidate in accounting at the U of I, he was in his early 30's, a native of Nairobi, Kenya . . . . one of the most fascinating people I've met to this day. Robert had it all: Connections (He never did tell me how he scored the job, being that he wasn't an athlete), his education paid in full by his employer back home, a beautiful fiance waiting for his return, mistresses galore in the Champaign-Urbana area, a whip-smart ability to break down the complicated components of just about any situation (be it politics or how to fix a lawn mower, it didn't matter), and a sense of humor that (I kid you not) once made me laugh so hard I vomitted (pardon the nasty imagery, but it's true). 

We 'crewed' together that whole summer . . . . long days running a 5,000 gallon tank of water over newly placed sod, drilling fence-posts, mowing, putting down brick walkways, etc. We even subcontracted a few private jobs (secretly using company equipment) on the weekends (for 15 bucks an hour, cash). 

That summer ended, Robert graduated the following May, and we kept in touch by mail. He worked his way up the ladder (although he started as a VP, what with the PHD and all) at the bank in Nairobi that had sponsored his studies. By 1996, he was its president. I later learned, in true Robert fashion, he purchased a tribal chiefdom for himself. Although polygamy has long since been illegal in Kenya, it happens in the countryside in open view of authorities (who turn a blind eye, either due to kickbacks from carpetbagging chiefs like Robert, or because they're doing it themselves). This, of course, permitted Robert to continue (at least via one medium) one of his vices, women (Some others were cigarettes, whiskey, Little Kings Ale . . . ). I had raised my concern when we were coworkers, "Does your fiance know about your activities over here?" I asked. He glibly dismissed me, waving a Winston Light with his left hand, "She understands. This is normal in my country." 

On August 7, 1998, President Robert Kiptum . . .Chief Robert Kiptum, was working in his office. We'll never know what he was doing, exactly, when it happened. It was Volvo sized chunks of the American Embassy's first floor crossing the street at approximately 150 miles per hour, powdering the picture window of Robert's office, and essentially shredding both him and his secretary in a nanosecond. Not all the deaths on that day were actually inside the target building. 

I always took comfort in knowing that he literally never knew what hit him. He didn't have time to be afraid, only time to die. 

We all know the story now, Al Qaeda was responsible. I've lived in America my whole life, and I don't personally know a single victim of the far larger, much closer 9/11 attacks. But I knew this guy in Nairobi who was killed by operatives of the same organization, a little more than three years earlier. 

The arrest made the other day is heartening, but it barely qualifies as a diamond in the rough. 

For me, the place I've been in these past several months . . . . it doesn't have a damn thing to do with knowing Robert. The personal connection is not a pre-requisite for feeling how I so often feel. 

We do know who was responsible for my friend and the 200 others who died that day. We do know who was responsible for the U.S.S. Cole, and when George W. Bush went into Afghanistan in October of 2001 to get him, I thought I'd found a new label for myself. I was becoming a Bush Republican, which meant I was a Democrat who had taken to this new guy, someone who finally had the guts to go where we all knew the threat really was. 

Word up, the war in Afghanistan is the good war. People who opposed our invasion in the weeks after 9/11 sounded, quite frankly, out of touch . . . pacifists without a clue . . . domestic America-haters (because it really doesn't take much cerebral effort to hate the most powerful country in the history of the world, especially when it legitimately exercises its right to self defense . . . . Correct?) So there I was, poised to make the Party switch for one guy's willingness to be the 'cowboy' we needed---someone who wouldn't intellectualize himself out of a moment of opportunity. 

But, of course, intellect wasn't a factor--either way. For reasons that still remain unclear, President Bush frittered away the opportunity. Instead of 80,000 troops, he committed 15,000. Instead of a full frontal manhunt, he relied upon employing Afghan mercenaries (who, days earlier, had been serving the opposing masters, as it were)--a decision that leaves a particularly bitter taste in light of what we now know about bin Laden's movements around Tora Bora at the time in question. My President moved virtually all of our Arabic speaking special forces out of theater . . . . . for what we now recognize as a much larger . . . . . gut-checkingly less important, far more confusing objective. 

It's not confusing because Saddam Hussein's a really, really bad dinner guest (Actually, that's inappropriate--he's a monster, absolutely. I, for one, don't cringe when my President calls him evil). It's not confusing because he probably had designs on being a bigger threat . . . . one day. 

It's confusing because of the timing. It's confusing because of the awkward way in which it intruded upon a meaningful (and blatantly more threatening) operation that was already in progress. It's confusing because it leaves so many of us . . . . who may very well have been on board with its prosecution under different circumstances . . . . it leaves so many of us with our hands in the air, dumbfounded, saying (while we gesture toward Kandahar), "What--What are you doing? It's over there! There!" 

In the end, George W. Bush practically abandoned one noble pursuit (done in a half assed way) for one that had not yet had the chance to become noble (only much grander is scope, and in a quarter-assed way, at best). 

So, in Robert's memory, I got pissed at everyone. Maybe I just wanted everyone to be pissed at me. I don't really know, and it no longer really matters. Anyway, I present to you the underpinning of my Ralph Nader musings from several weeks ago. 

But that passed, and although I'm certainly not entranced by Senator Kerry, I do realize that he's the only real alternative. I don't know if he has the answers, but I do know he's earned the right to find them, simply by virtue of his stepping up and saying, "Pick me." It's sad that it's come to that. Perhaps its inexcusably cynical. Again, I don't know. 

War is a serious thing---just about as serious as you can get. Understanding that, I'll be bold for a moment and make the following claim: I just admitted that I was poised to become a Bush backer. I explained why that didn't happen. I have never, not once, read (or heard) why I ought to change my mind back to where it was a few years ago.

Consider that a challenge (And you'll be happy to know that there are no criteria for accepting it!)

Thursday, July 29, 2004:  Happy 9th anniversary to Beth and me.  Rode easy for a little more than 17 miles, up on Santa Monica into Fox Point a ways and back.  R=10.1/s=1/b=48/h=5.02

Wednesday, July 28, 2004:  Masters swim.  I struggled a little today.  Tired, and I think it’s now safe to admit (here only) that I’m training with a limiting factor---a mild ‘injury’ (I’m hesitant to use that word, as it may be too strong---let’s call it a ‘nagging ache’) in the left shoulder.  I don’t move water as well on that side, at least right now.  I’m not worried, though. R=10.1/s=1/b=30.7/h=3.57

Tuesday, July 27, 2004:  10.1 mile run in 1:20 in the AM.  Felt great, better than I’ve felt on a run in a long, long time.  I actually held back.  Was 8:15 pace for the first couple miles, then proceeded to cut it down and just sort of float through the 7:30’s.  Good run.  PM—TriWis lakefront FASTRIDE!  Felt awesome.  Really got after it.  I pulled everyone most of the time.  Lots of 26+ mph stuff out there tonight.  R=10.1/b=30.7/h=2.57

Monday, July 26, 2004:  Wow.  Base V is here.  Hard to believe.  It really seems like just the other day I was getting all philosophical about Base I beginning, the impending end of spring, and now . . . .  it’s time for the last go around before the taper.  It’s a little scary.  On the other hand, it’s not at all.  God, I’m ready—that’s all there is to it.  If I could get the world to revolve around me, I’d call the Imoo people and say, “Let’s move this thing up to August 15th.”  Then I’d take three weeks to taper off the work I’ve done, and go at it.  But life ain’t so simple, this thing still goes down on September 12th, a good month and a half from now---so patience is key.  The body is well enough, I guess.  My left shoulder is sore, but I think that can be kept in check.  My running is coming.  All things continuing to progress as they are, I should be fine enough by race day.  I’ve got Pigman in a few weeks.  That’ll be a nice measure of course management.  The goal will be to finish under total control---float/glide the swim, cruise the bike at 18-19 mph (I rode that course in just under 21 on the LeMond two years ago), and waltz through the run around 8:00 to 8:15 pace.  I’d expect to finish around 5:15, give or take 5 minutes.  And I hope for that to feel like a tempo training day, like I could do it again.  This week will be recovery.  That means that today is off, completely---and I need it.  I’m really tired.  But, not to sound cliché, it’s a good kind of tired.  I know the Verona loop---like Lance gets to know stages of the Tour, and I have a decent enough idea of the out and back section.  I’ve gotten things to where there’s little mystery to the bike leg for me, and that lets me sleep well at night, at least for now.  

I had this weird thing happen earlier.  I was overcome with this urge to do something bad, something rebellious.  I felt the cage of this lifestyle (that I genuinely enjoy) very intensely for some reason.  I don’t know what it was.  Maybe just the day, letting down for a moment---taking stock.  Didn’t Chris (or some other character) in Northern Exposure once say, “Sometimes you have to do something bad, just to know you’re alive.”  It was something like that, I swear.  It was the episode where someone stole the tapes from the radio station.  Anyway, the number of things I can’t do—like commit felonies, drink, smoke, etc.----they far outweigh (and outnumber) the bad things I can do.  So what did I do? Something stupid.  I punched up the digital cable---acquired last year to be able to get OLN so that the Tour could be viewed . . . . . . . I punched it up, dialed up the iControl Adult channel, coded in the number, and ordered “Pick up Lines 76” for $9.95.  I turned the TV off (and ran a tape, just in case Beth wants to view it later or something---you never know), guilt ridden as hell.  Beth will know I did this once she sees the cable bill (which is now $9.95 bigger . . . . and better?? Hmmm.  We’ll see).  How stupid is this? Can I find a rationale? I have no sins to commit.  Ironman’s grips Monk me into this way of being.  Should fundamentally corrupt souls pursue this sport? Or is this sport the only hope for fundamentally corrupt souls out there? Oyyy veyy.  


Whatever, I’ll just show Beth this when she asks about the bill.  It’s the best I can do for an explanation.  Maybe she’ll find it intriguing.  I can only hope.  Fortunately, she’s an open minded gal.


So here’s the plan for this week . . . . .

Monday:  Day off= 0

Tuesday:  1:20 run in AM and TriWis fast ride in PM= ~ 2:50

Wednesday: 1 hour of Masters swim followed by a two+ hour easy ride.=6

Thursday: Day off

Friday: 1 hour of Masters swim followed by an hour run= 8

Saturday or Sunday= 1 hour easy ride.=9

We’ll see if I get to 9.  I haven’t hit my last couple down weeks, which is no big deal as the point is to be down.

Week of . . .
Type
Training Hours

Planned/Actual
Week of . . .
Type
Training Hours

Planned/Actual

January 5th
Build A
7/7
May 17th
Base II, Week 4
18/18

January 12th
Build A
10/10
May 24th
Base III, Week 1
9/7:43

January 19th
Build A
12/12
May 31st
Base III, Week 2

Trek 100 Week
13/13

January 26th
Build B
6/6
June 7th
Base III, Week 3
16/16

February 2nd
Build B
11/11
June14th
Base III, Week 4
Tin Man Week
20/20:05

February 9th
Build B—50 mile time trial
13/13
June 21st
Base IV, Week 1
9/7:05

February 16th
Build C
7/7
June 28th
Base IV, Week 2
15/17:24

February 23rd
Build C—Postalman Triathlon week
12/12
July 5th
Base IV, Week 3

Lactic Edge Triathlon Week
20/20

March 1st
Build C

A little meltdown, but it’s OK.
14/7
July 12th
HYF Week (Train only as much and as intensely as you feel.)

Jeff’s wedding
X/7:01

March 8th
HYF Week (Train only as much and as intensely as you feel.)
X/4
July 19th
Base IV, Week 4
22/21:45

March 15th
Transition Week

 
10/10
July 26th
Base V, Week 1

Stacy’s wedding
9

March 22nd
HYF Week (Train only as much and as intensely as you feel.)
X/2:20
August 2nd
Base V, Week 2
15

March 29th
Base I, Week 1
9/9
August 9th
Base V, Week 3

Pigman Half Ironman Week
18

April 5th
Base I, Week 2
11/11
August 16th
Base V, Week 4
20

April12th
Base I, Week 3
14/14
August 23rd
Taper
8

April 19th
Base I, Week 4
16/16
August 30th
Taper
10-12

April 26th
Base II, Week 1
9/9
September 6th
Taper
X

May 3rd
Base II, Week 2
12/12
Ironman Wisconsin is Sunday, September 12th

May 10th
Base II, Week 3
15/15


Sunday, July 25, 2004:  I’m tired.  Went to Lake Geneva and swam an hour in the lake.  My left shoulder’s sore.  Came home and rode easy for almost two hours.  Again, I’m tired.  B=285.5/s=2.22/r=14.9/h=21:45

Saturday, July 24, 2004:  Rode two Verona loops and then into Madison and back---not quite the entire Imoo course.  Ran 12 minutes afterwards.  Beth did 3 loops today! Damn.  That’s 120 miles.  I feel like a schmo doing only 109.  B=258.2/s=1.22/r=14.9/h=18.54

Friday, July 23, 2004:  Easy 32 mile spin.  Just getting the legs loose for tomorrow’s uber-ride.  B=149.4/s=1.22/r=13.4/h=12.06

Thursday, July 22, 2004:  Good work today.  Rode warmup pace to the top of Steve’s hill and then hit tempo (19-22 mph) up to Port Washington.  Tooled around on the bike path up there for a bit and tempo rode back home.  So that’s 61.4 total miles in 3:21 with 45 of it at around 20+ mph.  Good stuff.  Then I went out and made it a 4 hour day with 39 minutes of running.  This may be a lesson.  8 minute pace was not the ‘shell’ threshold.  Instead, it ended up being around 8:15ish.  That’s that.  If 8:15 is what it is so that I’m contained, then 8:15 is what it is.  I think that by intentionally starting conservatively, I may run myself into a comfort zone of 8ish pace.  We’ll see.  For now, I’m content to accept what my body tells me, 8 minute pace may be a tad rich for 26 miles.  B=117.1/s=1.22/r=13.4/h=10

Wednesday, July 21, 2004:  AM—Masters swim.  Culminated with a 1000 yeard time trial in 16:05.  I was kind of tired, but pleased.  Good stuff.  I have a sore left shoulder. B=55.7/s=1.22/r=8.7/h=6

Tuesday, July 20, 2004:  AM—8.7 mile easy run in 1:10.  Felt solid.  Kept it at 8 minute pace pretty much throughout.  Rode with Beth for just under 20 miles afterwards.  Then we headed out to Transition to get Beth’s new compact gearing any my new rear cassette (giving me some lower gears).  In the evening, we saw Mike Magnuson read from his book, Heft on Wheels.  Very cool.  B=55.7/s=0.19/r=8.7/h=4.57

Monday, July 19, 2004:  Rode for 36.1 miles up to the end of the U and then over on Fairy Chasm and home.  Felt a little like I haven’t been on a bike for a few days, which, well, what a coincidence.  Mike Magnuson, author of Heft on Wheels, called last night to see if we could get together for a ride (I’d made contact with him after reading his book.  He wasn’t just calling out of the blue).  We may be able to get a ride in tomorrow.  I’m embarrassed to hit the road with him since I’ve got this annoying pedal squeaking problem which I was supposed to get fixed tomorrow.  We’ll see.  I went into the pool and swam and did drills for 19 minutes to give me a 2.5 hour day.  B=36.1/s=0.19/r=0/h=2:30

Sunday, July 18, 2004:  Flew home.  I’m tired as shit.  Sleep is needed heading into a 22+ hour week next week.  Got an early flight back to O’Hare, which was nice.  Back at it now!  Here we go! Let’s top off Base IV this week and then head into Base V.  There are no more distractions that will take me out of my training routine---Not like there’ve been all that many to begin with (Cincy and now Tulsa---which we planned around quite nicely, I thought).

Saturday, July 17, 2004:  Jeff’s big day started early for Beth and I with an hour run through various subdivisions south of 71st St. in Tulsa.  Got kind of lost coming back, but it worked out.  Very nice, very methodical.  I need to rekindle my love of super-slow running for the first two miles or so of a virgin run (a run that doesn’t have any training immediately before it).  Beth forced me into that this morning (it’s the way she prefers to run in the early AM . . . . at least for the first few miles)  The humidity down here is Cincinnati-esque.  It builds on you, even on a mild morning like we had.  But I was happy to have just gone out and run an hour.  I have a couple things in mind for next week as we endeavor upon this ‘rebuild the run’ project.  The wedding went fine, as weddings so often do.  After the reception I went out with Lal, Andy, and Tom to some, ahem, establishments (the first of which was definitely an aluminum siding patched together brothel, of sorts--- So we played pool).  The place was unreal. There was no alcohol allowed on the premises, but you could drink out in the parking lot.  Very weird.  The women got fully nude, which I’d never seen before in a club (of the 4 I’ve been to in my life---all but one of the occasions seemingly circulating around someone else getting married--oddly).  But Lal found out that a ‘lap dance’ occurred upstairs and was 280 dollars for an hour. Hmmmm.  Tommy got a little nervous about us pretty boys getting an ass kicking (We stood out), but I noticed some slow patrols outside, put two and two together with the no alcohol thing, and confidently declared, “We’re in the safest fucking place in all of Tulsa.  Boys, I guarantee you that it works like this.  The deal with the precinct captain is, ‘I get 20%, and don’t ever allow anything to happen that would cause any of my guys to actually have to fucking come down there.  Everything stays under the radar.’ ”  I don’t know, I’m capable of being pretty full of shit when I want to be, but I think I just might have called this one correctly.  280 bucks for a lap dance? An hour? And it took us what? A minute to figure all this out?  No way do the police not know what’s up there.  I’ll tell you, I’m no big fan of the strip club seen, but Lal’s recently divorced and was rearin’ to go---so we did end up going to this place called ‘Night Trips,’ which was wild.  Tom got a welt mark on his ass from this one girl who just took off his belt and whipped him, fucking hard! It was a much more upscale seen---pretty boys abound.  R=20.1/b=37.1/s=2/h=7.01

Friday, July 16, 2004:  Traipsed around Tulsa (not striking me as a triathlon town) helping Jeff get ready for the wedding.  I rode around on a golf cart at their wedding party outing (golfing).  No swings for me.  I’m not willing to risk it with the back.  Too many lingering memories from five years ago when I hurt my back golfing.  I’ve got too much invested to mess up any training on a game I suck at.

Thursday, July 15, 2004:  Flew to Tulsa, saw the fam, chilled.

Wednesday, July 14, 2004:  AM—Masters swim.  Started out tired but finished very strong with 15 x 100 on the 1:50 (first 6), 1:45 (next 5), and 1:40 (last 4).  I was over 1:30 only three times, staying in the high 1:20’s (1:21 on last one) for most of it.  It’s wild because I really am profoundly tired, quite broken down from the past couple weeks.  PM—Easy 16 mile ride with followed by a 47 minute (good) run with Beth.  B=37.1/s=2/r=12.8/h=6.01----------That’s it for a bit.  We’re off to Jeff’s wedding in Tulsa.  I’m going to try and run on Saturday morning.

Tuesday, July 13, 2004:  AM—Swam on my own for 2400 yards, mixing various drills, kicking, and siting work.  Good swim.  Very tired.  PM---Headed out for a leisurely ride which had to make a pitstop at the new Wheel and Sprocket on Santa Monica---where I learned that I had a rusted out bottom bracket (which was promptly replaced).  My bike’s making this weird clicking sound, definitely torque related.  I don’t know what that is, but I’d like to get it looked at.  But anyway, I’d been having some shifting problems the last few rides, and now that’s (hopefully) settled.  I am just soooo tired.  All Star Game party at Royce’s tonight.  B=21.1/s=1/r=6.9/h=3.11

Monday, July 12, 2004:  How did it get to this? Two months to go.  My oh my oh my oh my oh my oh my.  The safe wall of more time than I can imagine is thinning out, turning into hanging curtain.  It’ll be here before we know it.  This is a much needed down week.  We have Jeff’s wedding in Tulsa on the weekend.  We’ll fly out Thursday and return on Sunday.  I really need today to be off.  I’ll get in a few hours on Tuesday and Wednesday and then hope for some light running or swimming while we’re gone.  You know, then Beth came home from work and was heading out to train, and I thought, “Why not?”  So I ran 7 miles.  The calf thing may just be a calf thing that I have to endure.  It wasn’t bad, but it was ‘about,’ as it were.  R=6.9/h=0.50

Sunday, July 11, 2004:  This would have been Mom and Dad’s 40th anniversary.  Weird.  We stayed in Verona last night and met up with Karbo for two more Verona loops today.  I’m really getting a feel for this course.  I hurt badly for much of the day, suffering.  Beth amazes me.  Her distance runner background must do something for her.  I have this catch phrase I use on her when I’m all loopy and out of sorts, “I come from a middle distance background.”  Today was about callousing, and I really started to bomb some of those hills!! B=254.6/r=13/s=2.34/h=20.03

Saturday, July 10, 2004:  The Lactic Edge Triathlon!!! My first complete triathlon in 22 months.  Damn.  The swim went great= 14:10 for 1000 yards—which is like 1:25’s.  I love having no turns and a wetsuit.  The bike was also good.  21.6 mph for 26 miles.  The second I got off the bike, I knew there would be trouble.  I had a massive case of what Beth later called ‘bootie lock.’  Unreal.  It was like I couldn’t run.  And for the first two miles, I really didn’t run.  That’s about the best I can describe it.  I’m a former 4:02 miler and the best I could manage was 47:30 for 6 miles.  Things (=that area at the top of the thigh, just under the butt) finally ‘unraveled’ around 2 miles, but any time I tried to push beyond 7:30 pace, it all bunched up again.  The good news is that I was able to run 7:45’s in a way that felt just find, like I could literally do it all day----and isn’t that what we’re after here, huh?????  So it’s humbling to be proficient at my non-background events, only to actually lose ground in what’s supposed to be my strength---but that’s the life we choose.  More than anything, it feels great to actually complete a triathlon.  It’s been a while, Devil’s Challenge in September of ’02.  Never got the chance to toe up last year.  Beth and I went out for an easy 16 miles afterwards.  Oh, and we both got 3rd in the 35-39 age group.  Unbelievable! We got these cool glasses!  B=176/r=13/s=2.34/h=15.09

Friday, July 09, 2004:  4000 yards in the pool.  20 x 200 on the 4:00 with every fifth on a pull buoy to practice siting.  Felt good, bad, good again, bad again, and finally good.  Ranged fromm 3:17 up to 3:34 (used the last one as a warmdown = 3:44).  Good volume.  Now it’s off to Point for the Lactic Edge and then for more of the Verona loop.  B=135/r=7/s=2.20/h=11:48

Thursday, July 08, 2004:  Rode an easy 1:26 with Beth and John Mellenger for the first half.  John showed us some good side roads in and around the North Shore.  B=135/r=7/s=1/h=10.28

Wednesday, July 07, 2004:  35 sloppy, rainy cold (60 degrees) miles with Knetzger.  It started OK, but then just became a constant medium drizzle.  The worst thing about rain rides is that it takes you like another hour just to clean up afterwards.  I ran 40 minutes, mostly on grass, with no problems afterwards.  Encouraging.  B=113.9/r=7/s=1/h=9:02

Tuesday, July 06, 2004:  Oh man was this not the most tired masters swim of all time.  I could barely turn over---but I managed to find my way up and down the lane for 2600 yards which included a descend ladder of 600, 400, 200, all on the 1:45 per hundred (I only hit the 200).  Oh well, it’s to be expected.  I’m just fried, that’s all.  B=78.6/r=2/s=1/h=6.14

Monday, July 05, 2004:  Out to the Verona Loop with Karbo and Beth.  We rode it twice.  I handled the descents a lot better, but I still have a ways to go.  Ran 16 minutes on the Verona path afterwards.  Felt VERY good.  Very encouraging.  B=78.6/r=2/h=5.14

Sunday, July 04, 2004:  This is a day off.

Saturday, July 03, 2004:  Eassssssssssy 34.4 miles up to the end of the U and back.  B=255.3/r=5.4/s=1.25/h=17.24

Friday, July 2, 2004:  116.7 mile ride up to Port and back . . . . . twice.  Rode the first loop with Ken Knetzger who is back in town visiting.  Rode the second loop, a little harder, alone.  Ran 14 minutes on grass afterwards.   Averaged mid-17’s, although the second loop was probably more like mid 18’s.  Good day to ride, very pleasant.  Longest ride ever!  B=220.9/r=5.4/s=1.25/h=15.05

Thursday, July 01, 2004:  Yeah, you know what? Time for a day off.  I’m fried, probably still leftover stuff from Tuesday.  I contend that yesterday had nothing to do with it.  The drive (where I was a passenger) was easy, the day mild, and I sat virtually all of the time.  Who knows? I spent most of the day preparing our house for the July 3rd party.  We’re planning a long ride tomorrow on the Imoo course, so the real prep had to be today.

Wednesday, June 30, 2004:  Masters swim before heading to Wrigley with the boys.  Main set was 12 x 100 on the 1:50, 45, and 40 (in sets of 4).  At the game, I was tired, very tired.  Fortunately it was a pleasant day (mid 70’s) and we weren’t in the sun.  Saw Roger Clemmons pitch.  But the Cubs lost to the ‘Stros.  B=104.2/r=3.7/s=1.25/h=8.05

Tuesday, June 29, 2004:  AM—36.5 miles with tempo (19-20 mph) riding from the top of Steve’s hill to Concordia and back.  B=73.8/r=3.7/h=4.52---MD—25 minute swim just to get a feel.  PM---TriWis ride.  Empty legs the whole time.  Rode hard out, the group decided to take the alternate route back.  I just spun easy home.  I’m really empty.  Rest, dial back, it’ll be fine. B=104.2/r=3.7/s=0.25/h=7:05

Monday, June 28, 2004:  AM—37.3 mile ride followed by 30 minute grass run with no problems.  I think this is the formula for running, for now.  Good morning of reintroductory work.  B=37.3/r=3.7/h=2.46

Saturday, June 26, and Sunday, June 27, 2004:  Took these days off to really just get myself ready to go for the next cycle.  This time in Cincinnati has been relaxing, good fun (and food and drink) . . . . just what the doctor ordered at this juncture in the game.  I sit here now, just back from Mitchell Airport, ready and revved to get back on it!

Friday, June 25, 2005:  We are now closer to Christmas 2004 than we are Christmas 2003.  We did an hour of purely drill based work in the 18 2/3 yard Deupree House East pool!!  B=66.5/s=3/r=1/h=7.05

Thursday, June 24, 2004:  Flew to Cincinnati to see the family!

Wednesday, June 23, 2004:  AM—Masters swim with a main set of 4 x [200 on 3:20; 4 x 50 on 1:05].  200’s were 3:04, 09, 06, and 2:53.  Good swim.  Rode out past Concordia and back, spinning up at 20+ mph from the top of Steve's hill and back.  B=66.5/s=2/r=1/h=6.05

Tuesday, June 22, 2004:  AM—One hour straight swim.  Slow.  Wasn’t turning it over, although I had my moments of good glide.  Flip turns the whole time!  Came home and headed out the door for a ride up to Virmond Pk and back.  Rode easy.  Still tired from the volume of Base III.  Came home and ran an easy 8 minutes on grass with no problems.  B=30.1/s=1/r=1/h=3

Monday, June 21, 2004:  Either today or yesterday is/was the longest day of the year.  I’m incredibly tired.  This is a down week, hopefully nine hours, to start Base IV . . .

May 24th
Base III, Week 1
9/7:43

May 31st
Base III, Week 2

Trek 100 Week
13/13

June 7th
Base III, Week 3
16/16

June14th
Base III, Week 4
Tin Man Week
20/20:05

June 21st
Base IV, Week 1
9

So I’m taking today off because I can.  Went to see “The Day After Tomorrow,” which has probably set the global warming cause back twenty years because it’s so incredibly bad.

Sunday, June 20, 2004:  Real easy 3:20 ride.  Explored a little (up around Brown Deer golf course and then up Green Bay Ave to Mequon Rd . . . as well as a bunch of subdivisions).  Hey, this was my biggest training week ever! B=279.8/s=2.36/r=6.2/h=20:05

Saturday, June 19, 2004:  Tinman.  Swam and rode, but didn’t run.  The calf is close, but this simply would have been stupid.  The run course is extremely hilly and we’ve established that downhill running is a part of the problem.  Enough said.  I swam well, 36:45 on a course that most everyone agrees is 3-4 minutes long.  That’s about right for me right now.  The best part is that I felt like I could have swam like that all day.  I think the ’03 IM goal of 66 minutes is a possibility.  The bike was a humbling reminder of the fact that I do only really one fast ride per week and am otherwise a volume rider.  A number of the Team Wisconsin Multisport guys I know were riding in the 21-23 mph range.  I rode at just under 19 mph.  Now, some considerations—(1) I rode in IM mode, which is to say, I didn’t bury the needle at any point.  I rode as if I’d be doing this for 112 miles.  Knowing that I wasn’t going to race, I used the day as a model for September 12th.  (2) The course is very challenging, not just because of the hills, which are everywhere---but because of the condition of the roads.  It’s safe to say that I was in anything but ‘go for broke’ mode.  I rode cautious when in doubt.  I still damn near crashed at the base of a wicked hill that went into an immediate right hand turn.  All in all, this was a valuable day.  I learned a number of things.  It was nice to get in a lake with a lot of people again.  Hadn’t done that since September ’02.  Sean set me up on Friday afternoon (on our way out) with some bibs and good advice on the fire-balls issue.  Jeff gave some good advice as well, translation???? I am the Neosporin on balls king!! It works!  B=230.1/s=2:36/r=6.2/h=16.45

Friday, June 18, 2004:  Early AM:  38.4 miles on a lovely morning before heading up to Mirror Lake for the Tinman.  The scrotal area went back and forth from being on fire to being calm.  I don’t know, man.  Whatever I did to deserve this, whichever Tri Gods I pissed off, dude! What mea culpa do I need to offer?  I’m comforted by the thought that I’ll get through this somehow.  It’s just a quiet confidence, I guess---but riding should be more fun than it is.  It’s not that it’s not fun (although sometimes it just isn’t), just that it could be a lot more enjoyable sans the flaming ballsack and/or feeling that I’m sitting on a piece of shrapnel in the lower part of my ass.  Lessons learned (I think) today= Don’t put Body Glide on your special spots AND the chamois.  Again, I think this too shall pass—but it’s a literal and figurative pain in the ass/balls at present.  The calf? Hmmmm.  We’ll see.  I have little confidence that I can get through the 13.1 miles tomorrow without risking some real damage.  Right now, I’m anticipating a 3+ hour day, which will leave me with a 4ish hour type ride on Sunday, something I should expect to do in IM training over the course of a weekend.  It’s time to be tough.  B=174.1/s=2/r=6.2/h=13.06

Thursday, June 17, 2004:  AM—Easy hour spin in the freaking fog along the Lake.  Is it summer? Am I in London? What up? It’s like 62 degrees outside.  Also, now I have this chafed scrotum, out of nowhere? How did that happen? B=135.7/s=2/r=6.2/h=10.43

Wednesday, June 16, 2004:  AM—Masters swim with a main set of 6 x 200 on the 3:35 for the first three and then 3:30 for the last three.  Good stuff.  The flip turns are getting better!!! B=93.7/s=2/r=2.5/h=7.40--------PM:  Fog rolled in and the trainers rolled out for 90 minutes (mainly talking with Beth and some channel surfing . . . . landing on the end of “Identity” starring John Cusack).  Then we ran for 30 minutes.  I had to tame the calf some, but I think we’re making progress.  Soft surface seems to help.  Deliberate massage with the stick also seems to help.  We’ll see about Saturday.  Was at Transition Cycle today for a couple hours.  We’re going to go with a whole new gearing selection to give me some spinning options on the Verona Loop.  B=118.7/s=2/r=6.2/h=9.40

Tuesday, June 15, 2004:  AM—26.1 mile ride down to the flooded part of River Rd. and back.  That whole road’s under water from about a quarter mile past the turn all the way around the bend.  B=63.2/s=1/r=2.5/h=5.02---PM:  TriWis ride.  Got on it pretty good.  B=93.7/s=1/r=2.5/h=6.40

Monday, June 14, 2004:  It’s the first real day of summer---and here we go!  Masters swim.  Tired, but I rallied for the main set of 3 x 400 on 7:00.  Good pool time.  Then I hit the bike for 37.1 miles where I warmed up to the top fo Steve’s hill and then spun at 20+ mph for the next 25 miles . . . . . and then warmed down.  Then I ran 20 minutes easy.  I have to watch the downhill running (for the calf).  I was originally going to run 27 minutes, but I felt a twinge and walked it in (in a raging storm, by the way).  No damage done.  This running thing is going to be a chess game.  B=37.1/s=1/r=2.5/h=3.23

Week of . . .
Type
Training Hours

Planned/Actual
Week of . . .
Type
Training Hours

Planned/Actual

January 5th
Build A
7/7
May 17th
Base II, Week 4
18/18

January 12th
Build A
10/10
May 24th
Base III, Week 1
9/7:43

January 19th
Build A
12/12
May 31st
Base III, Week 2

Trek 100 Week
13/13

January 26th
Build B
6/6
June 7th
Base III, Week 3
16/16

February 2nd
Build B
11/11
June14th
Base III, Week 4
Tin Man Week
20

February 9th
Build B—50 mile time trial
13/13
June 21st
Base IV, Week 1
9

February 16th
Build C
7/7
June 28th
Base IV, Week 2
15

February 23rd
Build C—Postalman Triathlon week
12/12
July 5th
Base IV, Week 3

Lactic Edge Triathlon Week
20

March 1st
Build C

A little meltdown, but it’s OK.
14/7
July 12th
HYF Week (Train only as much and as intensely as you feel.)

Jeff’s wedding
X

March 8th
HYF Week (Train only as much and as intensely as you feel.)
X/4
July 19th
Base IV, Week 4
22

March 15th
Transition Week

 
10/10
July 26th
Base V, Week 1

Stacy’s wedding
9

March 22nd
HYF Week (Train only as much and as intensely as you feel.)
X/2:20
August 2nd
Base V, Week 2
15

March 29th
Base I, Week 1
9/9
August 9th
Base V, Week 3

Pigman Half Ironman Week
18

April 5th
Base I, Week 2
11/11
August 16th
Base V, Week 4
20

April12th
Base I, Week 3
14/14
August 23rd
Taper
8

April 19th
Base I, Week 4
16/16
August 30th
Taper
10-12

April 26th
Base II, Week 1
9/9
September 6th
Taper
X

May 3rd
Base II, Week 2
12/12
Ironman Wisconsin is Sunday, September 12th

May 10th
Base II, Week 3
15/15


Sunday, June 13, 2004:  Hey, you know, I rode the loop for the first time exactly 3 months before Imoo!  Today’s ride was easy, again with Beth, and agonizing for the right side of my ass which was rubbing a seam on the Asics shorts (the same shorts I rode in problem free for over 70 miles yesterday).  What the fuck??  This saddle soap opera is pissing me off.  I ran for an easy two minutes afterwards.  I think the calf will be good so long as it gets warmed up by a ride.  I can’t honestly say how much running I’m going to be doing without a ride coming first.  I’m beginning to not see the point.  Man this ass thing is pissing me off.  But the calf thing is encouraging.  Take the good with the bad, I guess.  B=196.7/r=8.3/s=2.35/h=16

Saturday, June 12, 2004:  I’m no longer a Verona Loop virgin!!  Rode it today (and the out and back from Monona Terrace).  Finally! I was planning on riding it only a couple days after the accident last year.  Been a long time coming.  I need work.  I need to talk to John about getting a lower gear selection (for three of the hills on the course) and I handled the descents well enough—but much more practice is needed.  Beth was along with me, which was nice as she’s done it a number of times, obviously.  I feel good.  This was a good day.  72.9 miles of riding.  B=162.6/r=8.1/s=2.35/h=13.42

Friday, June 11, 2004:  Masters swim (after being out past 12 last night at Ilo’s party).  Felt pretty good.  Paced myself well.  The flip turn oxygen threshold came a little later today, so that’s cool.  I’ll keep at it.  Time to go into school, make an appearance at the faculty picnic, turn in my stuff, and start summer.  Beth and I are off to Madison tonight.  Tomorrow, weather permitting, she’ll do the Horrible Hilly 100(K) and I’ll ride the IM course.  If those roads are wet, no way.  It continues to just pour here for like the 36th straight hour.  Calf feels better, but is clearly nowhere near runnable.  I think I’m looking at keeping this a 16 hour week, as originally scheduled (5 tomorrow and 2+ on Sunday).  I’m not certain if the whole ‘add on hours to make up for lost time’ is such a good idea.  Beth said it yesterday, “Lost time is lost time.”  B=89.7/r=8.1/s=2.35/h=8.55

Thursday, June 10, 2004:  45 minute run on a shitty, rainy day before Don went to work on my messed up right calf.  I don’t know man, this calf thing is getting to be a real situation.  I may not be doing a whole lot of running in my IM prep.  Swam for 5 minutes in Pewaukee Lake, trying out a new QR wetsuit, which I bought.  It’s just raining and raining all day today.  B=55.7/r=8.1/s=1.35/h=5.55------------I hit the trainer for two hours in the early evening before going to Ilo’s end of the year faculty bash.  Man, I kind of resent this day.  It’s just rained and rained—and sat around 55 degrees or lower for the whole time.  What up?  Peace.  Serenity now.  B=89.7/r=8.1/s=1.35/h=7.55

Wednesday, June 09, 2004:  A big old flip turn fiesta at Masters swim! Main  set was 12 x 100 on the 1:55 for 1-6, 1:50 for 7-9, and 1:45 for 10-12.  I had to go to open turns for the last two as I was getting crazy ass tired and, thus, sloppy.  Last final exam of the school year is this afternoon! B=55.7/r=2.4/s=1.30/h=5.05-------I think I’m going to get out the door super early tomorrow morning and spin for about 2+ hours.  Then I’ll run for a while.  If I get in at least 2:30 of training for the day, then that will put me at 7:35 for the week.  Then I can go with masters swim on Friday morning followed by a two hour ride, which will give me 10:35 going into the weekend.  Say five hours on Saturday and another 2:30 on Sunday, and I’m set.  

Tuesday, June 08, 2004:  MD—Good powerful 30 minute swim where I started doing flip turns every other 100.  I think I may have something here!  PM—The TriWis ride! We got on it.  Oh yes we did!  There was a fucking squirrel in our apartment when we got home.  It had chewed through the damn screen in our window, gotten into the trash, hauled out some fried chicken bones, and was snacking on the damn window sill INSIDE of our apartment.  It saw us and freaked and went out the hole it had chewed into the screen.  Unreal.  B=55.7/r=2.4/s=0.30/h=4.05

I wrote the following today about Ronald Reagan . . . .

The Reagan you think you knew 

He was masterful behind a podium. I've never seen a President handle the media the way Reagan could. Clinton had the polish, but we often couldn't get around the idea that the polish was worn on his sleeve---like a salesman who was damn good, but, at the end of the day, was most certainly a salesman---not someone you'd trust with the keys to the house. While probably not at all fair, politics is perception, and the perception of Reagan was, for most Americans, authentic (Even with those who were his political enemies). I just had lunch with a good friend, and we agreed--the uber-President (in terms of public persona) would be a Reagan/Clinton blend of sorts. Someone with Clinton's diverse outreach and Reagan's comprehensive charm. I don't know. We'll never know, and that's why it's so important in our society when a President passes--because that aspect of history is forever relegated to conversation and books--but never again to the actual person. You can sit Jimmy Carter down in a chair and ask, "What were you thinking about when this happened? Give us a feel for how that got decided??" Etc. But with Ronald Reagan this window is closed. 

Of course, in truth, it's been closed for some time. 

Dixon, Illinois' favorite son, in many ways, has been gone for about a decade now. He was understandably out of the public eye as his own family said its long goodbye. His death is a punctuation mark on a final sentence that had already been written. Alzheimer's robbed us of his post-Presidential legacy---a reality that I predict will be seen as tragic in the eyes of historians a generation from now when post-Presidential legacies will take on an entirely different meaning as compared to today. Former Presidents are only going to live longer as medical technologies give us increased access to their varied perspectives. Love him or not, Bill Clinton is just now heading into his late 50's. George W. Bush, at the oldest, will be in his early 60's when he leaves office--and his former President father is preparing to jump out of an airplane--something over which most of us (with me at the front of the line) would bolt to the nearest exit door if ever faced with the prospect. 

The revisionism on President Reagan began while he was still in office. Look closely at the chief executive behind the legend of his so called policies. Legend is frequently code for myth, and it's worth noting a few of the ways in which we commonly get Reagan all wrong. Was he pro-life? Maybe. He said he was. He even once alluded to the idea of there being a constitutional amendment banning abortion. But this little essay is already longer than any policy he put forth on the subject--at least any policy that got any actual play in Washington. Yet I can show you textbooks that lead with paragraphs on his abortion views, as if nothing else occupied his thoughts during the day. The proof is in the policy, Ronald Reagan was pro-life like 99% of all pro-lifers are pro-life: it was something he believed in principle, but not in action. 

He was a great anti-government crusader, yet, if you do your homework, you'll see that the size of the federal government actually grew under the direction of his pen. And, again, I can show you high school history textbooks (including the one currently used where I teach) that will leave you with an impression that's almost completely the opposite.

He raised taxes more times than he cut them, although he cut them more aggressively for the rich than he did the poor. Again, fire up the high school history textbooks and get a totally different story, one of a cut taxes at all costs President. I'm yet to see a major publisher mention his tax increases in print. 

Does it trickle down? Don't ask me. I dropped Econ 101 in favor of a more interesting history course that was being offered at the same time. My family probably benefitted from Reaganomics, which are simple enough to understand (even if you prefer to read about the American Revolution as opposed to supply and demand). On the other hand, I know five dozen families of students I've taught for the past 15 years who most certainly could show you, in tangible ways, how his tax policies hurt them---directly, almost pointedly in some cases. 

A good (GOP card carrying) friend once said to me, "I was once a Democrat, then I grew up and saw the world for what it really was, saw how it all really worked. Then I became a Republican." My response was, "If you want to see the world how it really is, find occasion to hang around some people who aren't middle class. Then you really will see how it works, because you've already got the version of the world you know best down pat." 

Reagan was once a Democrat, something we often forget. To this end, even though I disagreed with him more often than not, he came with an air of unique credibility. In this party-affiliation-is-God political arena we now play in, I doubt very much if I'll ever see it again.

Anybody seen John McCain lately??? 

But enough about all that. I hate to pull this trump card, but for those of us on the left who were alive, walking, and thinking complex thoughts at the time--there's a neo-Reagan era sort of a feeling that we all admit to (sometimes only in secret), Reagan was probably what the country needed in 1981. There are far too many reasons to offer, and they all play out as debatable in the end (of course), but most of my non-GOP-card-carrying friends will concede, Carter had not earned the right to have a second term---which is sad (if not emblematic of the cruel nature of the game) because he is truly an honorable statesman in my view. Jim Morrison, had he still been alive at the time, might very well have called the late 70's a White Anglo-Saxon Protestant Maelstrom of chaos coming to a head after years of Vietnam, Kent St., Jackson St., Shuttle Diplomacy, Saigon falling, Embassy hostages, and disco . . . . . and, just like in 1920, there came a call for something that appeared normal--something that shirked off all the intellectual complexity of the day--something that just said, "Look. Let's pull this together. We can do it." 

Even the best of us need a pep talk, and Reagan was, after all, the Gipper. 

And that's the thing that drives me crazy, I liked him, even when I couldn't stand reading his policies. He made me feel good about being an American--which, nary a pinch of jingoistic salt in the national soup, I must guiltily admit to having been a sucker for in my late teens (You try growing up in the 70's). I voted for Mondale in 1984 (when I was 19, thus making it my first time in a polling place that wasn't about Sally Ann being our new class treasurer), and felt kind of bad about it immediately after pulling the lever. I look back upon that decision now, 20 years later, having never voted for a Republican in a federal election, and realize that it was just the silly folly of rebellion. My vote had more to do with being 19 than Walter Mondale. I grew up around a lot of Republicans. I'd show them! I was intent upon proving to myself that I did indeed possess free will. That and I lived in Madison, Wisconsin, at the time (where voting for Reagan was akin to turning over one's first born to a pack of rabid hyenas). Had I actually taken a moment to conceive of a world view, I would have voted for Dutch---because he was indeed what was best for us at that time. And I write this in spite of the offensive moralizing inherent to his social ideals, his quasi-irresponsible fiscal policy, and the fact that (let's face it) he either knowingly broke the law or turned a blind eye to it with respect to the Iran-Contra affair (And, I'm sorry, but if you claim otherwise, watch your choice of words, because I don't think you can exonerate him without absolutely insulting him at the same time). 

He was right for one reason, because he felt right---and, in the early 80's, that was of paramount importance to this nation. Shallow? Sure. You can have that. I concede it all to you. Is shallow good, on occasion? In rare circumstances, you're damn right it is. 

He raced the Soviets in an already out of control arms race, something that gave the left fits in the night. But he did it at precisely the time that it should have been done (if it was to be done at all)--when they were down. If you really want to win a fight, if victory truly is your only option, then you do kick when the opponent is on the floor. Anything less qualifies you as a first class wimp, and the Cold War had no room for such types. The world had been living on borrowed time since 1949 when the USSR first developed an atomic bomb. The ultimate hubris possessed by the anti-Reagan camp was the belief that the tactic to smother the Soviets with a massive military buildup was irresponsible. Quite the contrary, it was a truly humanity conscious course that previous administrations didn't have the guts to pursue. A world of two adversarial nuclear powers is a standoff with two cowboys pointing six-guns at each other on opposite sides of the saloon. If one of the cowboys can bring out a grenade launcher with his free hand, then he should do it---he should do it to preserve the peace of the bar room. And, with a style that evoked images of slaughtering the cows, that's what Reagan did.

Ever since, we've been enjoying the steaks. 

This is his legacy, the only thing I expect we'll see in the high school history books in a few more generations. As bad as Al Qaeda and all this other business is, we wake up these days without questioning the existence of a tomorrow. If that sounds melodramatic, then you're simply too young to remember what it really felt like to live during the Cold War---or you're old enough to apply some convenient revisionist history of your own. 

Peace,
JDJ

Monday, June 7, 2004:  Easy 26 mile ride followed by an 18 minute run in my New Balance 1122’s (aka, the “Boats”).  They’re quite stable!  B=26/r=2.4/h=2

So here’s the deal.  When you look at the week of March 1st and the week of May 24th, you get a total of 8:17 that I’m short on the overall plan.  Ought I try to make that up? Say in two hour blocks for the next four weeks?  Hmmmm.  Let’s see.  It’s a game.  If it doesn’t happen, it doesn’t happen—but one thing’s for sure, the triathlon season is indeed happening, and it’s happening now.

Week of . . .
Type
Training Hours

Planned/Actual
Week of . . .
Type
Training Hours

Planned/Actual

January 5th
Build A
7/7
May 17th
Base II, Week 4
18/18

January 12th
Build A
10/10
May 24th
Base III, Week 1
9/7:43

January 19th
Build A
12/12
May 31st
Base III, Week 2

Trek 100 Week
13/13

January 26th
Build B
6/6
June 7th
Base III, Week 3
16

February 2nd
Build B
11/11
June14th
Base III, Week 4
Tin Man Week
20

February 9th
Build B—50 mile time trial
13/13
June 21st
Base IV, Week 1
9

February 16th
Build C
7/7
June 28th
Base IV, Week 2
15

February 23rd
Build C—Postalman Triathlon week
12/12
July 5th
Base IV, Week 3

Lactic Edge Triathlon Week
20

March 1st
Build C

A little meltdown, but it’s OK.
14/7
July 12th
HYF Week (Train only as much and as intensely as you feel.)

Jeff’s wedding
X

March 8th
HYF Week (Train only as much and as intensely as you feel.)
X/4
July 19th
Base IV, Week 4
22

March 15th
Transition Week

 
10/10
July 26th
Base V, Week 1

Stacy’s wedding
9

March 22nd
HYF Week (Train only as much and as intensely as you feel.)
X/2:20
August 2nd
Base V, Week 2
15

March 29th
Base I, Week 1
9/9
August 9th
Base V, Week 3

Pigman Half Ironman Week
18

April 5th
Base I, Week 2
11/11
August 16th
Base V, Week 4
20

April12th
Base I, Week 3
14/14
August 23rd
Taper
8

April 19th
Base I, Week 4
16/16
August 30th
Taper
10-12

April 26th
Base II, Week 1
9/9
September 6th
Taper
X

May 3rd
Base II, Week 2
12/12
Ironman Wisconsin is Sunday, September 12th

May 10th
Base II, Week 3
15/15


Sunday, June 06, 2004:  It’s the 60th anniversary of D-Day, and President Reagan died yesterday.  Humbling stuff-----I’m at my hours for the week, and, although it’s tempting to just go out and train on this beautiful day, I’m going to stand down, but I have a plan!

Saturday, June 5, 2004:  Trek 100.  Felt great.  Spun up for long stretches and then tethered back to Karbo and Beth.  After this experience, I genuinely feel that I could ride a similarly terrained course (rolling) at 20 mph for 100 miles.  B=161.6/s=2.37/r=5.8/h=13.03

Friday, June 04, 2004:  Masters swim in AM.  Main set was 3 x [2 x 200 on 3:30, 1 x 100 on 2:05].  The 200’s were 3:15, 3:15, 3:13, 3:13, 2:58, 2:48.  Good stuff, even though I felt very tired in the early stages of the workout.  B=61.6/s=2.37/r=5.8/h=7.13

Thursday, June 03, 2004:  Ran 46 minutes easy along the Lakefront (stopping to stretch the calf several times) and then spun easy up into Bay and back for a little over an hour.  Stopped and visited with the Wollmers for a bit.  Felt sharp.  No saddle issues.  B=61.6/s=1.35/r=5.8/h=6.11

Wednesday, June 2, 2004:  AM—Masters swim.  Had one of those fish out of water days (at times), but did get to work on siting with a pull buoy for parts of the main set.  PM—Rode on the trainer just for the hell of it.  Watched “The Shield.”  I can’t wear the Asics shorts on the Zurich’s saddle.  Ugghhhh.  It’s not too bad.  Should be OK.  B=44.7/s=1.35/h=4.16

Tuesday, June 01, 2004:  MD—Jumped in the pool at lunch and swam 2000 yards in just over 35 minutes.  Felt good.  PM—Group ride with TriWis.  Really felt good.  Hammered.  I hit Steve’s hill at like 21 mph the hole time and dropped the group by like 100 yards.  Wow.  B=29.7/s=0.35/h=2.16

Monday, May 31, 2004:  The IM Gods are testing me.  What the fucking hell?  Today, I did a thirty second ride before major mechanical failure (probably brought on by my pre-tornado-backseat-back-wheel-stuffing antics of yesterday) on that part of your gearing that allows you to coast . . . . . . . it all just went to shit, and then so did my back whilst fiddling with all of the mess on the sidewalk.  I ended up taking the bike up to Wheel and Sprocket.  Hopefully, it will be ready to ride tomorrow.  No ride today, though.  I’m taking this as yet another sign.  This weekend, from a training perspective, has been a train(ing) wreck.  

Sunday, May 30, 2004:  Fuck this.  Massive rain, then freakin’ tornadoes!!! Then more massive rain.  Then hale.  A horrible time getting my bike packed into the back seat of the rental car (I MUST master the back wheel take-off and put-back-on----I absolutely fucking MUST master it----I certainly DO NOT have it mastered at present).  Ohhhhhh, I don’t know.  More massive rain, massive wind, maybe even a tornado or so to go along with the first fucking one.  Who the fuck knows.  I think the saddle sore may benefit from no ride today.  My calf is still tender from that fucked up run (after almost killing the kid) on Thursday.  No pools are open.  Oyyyy.  So I say goodbye to everyone and drive up to Milwaukee.  My back gets progressively more and more sore as I drive.  The seat in the car? Mom’s futon? I have no fucking idea.  By the time I get home, I’m horny as hell.  After a little session with Beth, my back is even worse.  There’s massive fog all the fuck over Milwaukee (horns blowing off the lake constantly), my back hurts, I’ve got this scorching irritation on my inner thigh (probably from riding in the Asics shorts yesterday without washing them first) that all the Tinactin in the fucking world won’t cure---MY BACK!!!  Will this saddle sore thing get under control? Jesus Christ?! I’m falling apart.  I must get that back wheel thing down.  No ride today.  No Goddamn training today.  If today isn’t a sign, then there is no God.  I still believe in God, thank God.  B=95.7/s=1/r=8.3/h=7.43 (1:17 short of the 9 hour projected)

Saturday, May 29, 2004:  Rode from Mom’s to Dad’s and back.  Nice roll.  The saddle sore on the left side is very much there, but getting better (I hope).  I actually bought some Asics biking shorts at Vitesse in Normal yesterday.  They seem to be working out OK.

Friday, May 28th:  Day off.  Traveled to Livingston Cty to see the fam.

Thursday, May 27, 2004:  In a blink, it can all change.  Driving home from work tonight, three young boys were playing catch with a football on the sidewalk along Lake Drive.  The ball went into the road and I nearly killed one of them..  I totally locked the brakes, and the car came to a halt just inches from the boy’s chest.  I got out of the car and we all talked about it (They were like 8 years old).  They were very, very sorry.  Hopefully, they took something from the chat.  Earlier in the day I'd tolerated one of the most inappropriate moves I’d ever seen by a parent, which was enough to call it a bad day---but almost killing an 8 year old? Whoa.  The fact that my calf cramped up at the 64 minute mark of an 80 minute run didn’t seem all that big of a deal..  I walked home from the Summerfest grounds.  I think I stopped the run in time.  I’ll lay off running for a few days (and just take the bike to Cornell).  What a day.  B=60.7/s=1/r=8.3/h=5.48

Wednesday, May 26, 2004:  AM—Masters swim.  Good morning!  6 x 200 on the main set.  I hit 3:10, a bunch of 3:08’s, and then 2:58 at the end.  PM—Easy ride with Beth up to Mequon Rd. and back (along River Rd.).  We rode barely at 15 mph.  We’re tired.  b=60.7/s=1/h=4.44  

Tuesday, May 25, 2004:  TriWis ride.  Good one.  Really got on it. B=30.5/h=1.40

Monday, May 24, 2004:  Oooooh.  Day off.

For the next week, I’m definitely taking Monday totally off.  That’s about all I have planned right now.

Sunday, May 23, 2004:  Rode indoors for 19 miles (fog and cold), but then the gates opened, it got sunny and the temperature went up like 15-20 degrees.  We rode outside for 20 miles (going in and out of these psychotic temperature shifts---some that had to be ranging at least 20 degrees).  Followed this up with a 27 minute transition run.  Felt much better than last week.  I hydrated and ate this time.  Hey, that’s Base II, in the books! S=1.57/r=12.4/b=232.5/h=18

Week of . . .
Type
Training Hours

Planned/Actual

January 5th
Build A
7/7

January 12th
Build A
10/10

January 19th
Build A
12/12

January 26th
Build B
6/6

February 2nd
Build B
11/11

February 9th
Build B—50 mile time trial
13/13

February 16th
Build C
7/7

February 23rd
Build C—Postalman Triathlon week
12/12

March 1st
Build C

A little meltdown, but it’s OK.
14/7

March 8th
HYF Week (Train only as much and as intensely as you feel.)
X/4

March 15th
Transition Week

 
10/10

March 22nd
HYF Week (Train only as much and as intensely as you feel.)
X/2:20

March 29th
Base I, Week 1
9/9

April 5th
Base I, Week 2
11/11

April12th
Base I, Week 3
14/14

April 19th
Base I, Week 4
16/16

April 26th
Base II, Week 1
9/9

May 3rd
Base II, Week 2
12/12

May 10th
Base II, Week 3
15/15

May 17th
Base II, Week 4
18/18

Saturday, May 22, 2004:  Whooooo.  5 hour ride, all but 20 minutes of which was indoors (Low 50’s, rain, and then massive fog which caused the aborting of the outdoor segment after the first 2:30 on the trainer).  We viewed “Six Feet Under,” “The Sopranos,” “Deadwood,” and some of the movie “Adaptation.”  Damn.  I can’t believe it.  S=1.57/r=9/b=193.3/h=15.10

Friday, May 21, 2004:  Good masters swim session in AM.  Hit 16 x 50 in descending time intervals by set of 4.  Let it roll at the end.  PM—It’s raining cats and dogs out there.  An hour in front of “The Shield”.  S=1.57/r=9/b=106.3/h=10.10---------It’s supposed to rain all day Saturday.  Hopefully, the temperature will get high enough to do some outdoor riding in it.  Otherwise, whoa!

Thursday, May 20, 2004:  AM—56 minute ride in front of the season finale of “The West Wing.”  With sunlight, I could have ridden outside.  It’s already 70 degrees at 5 in the morning.  I went 14.9 miles.  PM—Ran nine miles.  Yeah! I had this weird episode in and around 3 miles where everything started spinning.  I somehow managed to stay upright, and it passed.  Weird.  B=89.5/r=9/s=0.57/h=8.10

Wednesday, May 19, 2004:  AM—Masters swim that culminated with 3 x 400 on the 7:15.  My last one was in 6:00! Yeah!  PM—Was going to do my long run but decided to go with Beth on a trainer ride, just so we could catch up and talk (which we don’t do much of when we’re each in the middle of 18 hour training weeks).  It was nice.  IM training makes us like strangers in the same house.  I haven’t done laundry in a month.  I haven’t worn underwear to work in a week.  Damn the man.  B=74.6/s=0.57/h=6

Tuesday, May 18, 2004:  TriWis ride.  It’s certainly changed, the lakefront scene.  I’m definitely the best rider there.  Rode up most of the time.  John H. and I broke off pretty much any time it got really rolling, which was fine.  Good ride.  B=65.8/h=3.53

Monday, May 17, 2004:  (  Here we go with the 18 hour week while working full time.  What a great day to start.  80 degrees and sunny.  Rode 36.7 miles in 2:16, hitting up spots along the way.  Felt good.  B=36.7/h=2.16

The plan for the next week is simple—Get in two hours a day (or average that amount) through the work week.  Ride 5 hours on Saturday.  Ride 2:30 on Sunday and run a half hour.  I’ll brick a half hour run onto the back of the TriWis ride on Tuesday.  I’ll run 70 minutes on Thursday.  I’ll swim Wednesday and Friday.

Sunday, May 16, 2004:  Happy birthday to Beth!! The IM Canada girl is 38 today! We rode for 2+ hours, easy, and then I ran for 29 minutes (and felt quite bonky, but pushed through it—slowly—It will come, and I need to EAT and DRINK on the bike, even on easy days).  Then we went out to gather up some bike stuff at the TriWis open house at Wheel and Sprocket.  Got a new trainer for Beth, some more biking shorts, new arm warmers, etc.  Fun day.  I’m tired as shit.  B=188.2/r=15.1/s=2.01h=15

Saturday, May 15, 2004:  Woke up with a sore throat.  Chose to ride in and then out.  Went 2:21 inside and 2:09 outside.  Watched “The West Wing,” “The Shield,” and “Lance Chronicles.”  Met up with Pam Miller on the ride outside and spoke with her for about an hour.  Good day.  B=156.5/r=11.5/s=2.01/h=12.31

Friday, May 14, 2004:  AM—Masters swim.  Some backstroke and butterfly work, and then a main set of 9 x 100’s.  Last 100 in 1:24.  PM—1 hour run out through the Summerfest grounds, in and around the warehouse district, and back.  Nice course.  B=81.9/r=11.5/s=2.01/h=8.01

Thursday, May 13, 2004:  Poured down raining in massive sheets like five minutes before I was going to head out.  I said ‘fuck it.’  I’ll swim in the AM and hit an hour run at lunch before heading out to Eric’s graduation dinner tomorrow night.

Wednesday, May 12, 2004:  Masters swim.  Felt very good.  Some back stroke stuff and then a long main set (450, 350, 250).  B=81.9/r=3.9/s=1/h=6

Tuesday, May 11, 2004:  AM—Hour ride in front of “Deadwood.”  PM—I had every intention of riding outdoors, and then massive fog rolled in.  Oh well.  Rode 1:30 with an hour at 22 mph-ish.  Felt good.  Ran 30 minutes afterwards.  Felt great.  B=81.9/r=3.9/h=5

Monday, May 10, 2004:  2 hours in front of “Six Feet Under” and “The Sopranos.”  Man, Tony is really getting out of control.  B=35.2/h=2

The hardest part about this week is that Wednesday and Friday evenings are pretty much taken away from me.  One night is my fault (agreeing to go to the Brewers game with Carey like a month ago—although they are sweet seats and its pretty much free---also, I think I have to be home around 4:00 to meet the bed delivery guys) and the other isn’t (Eric’s graduation dinner).  So here’s a possible plan . . . .

Monday:  AM=Masters swim/PM=2 hour ride--------3 hours total
Tuesday:  AM=Easy spin for an hour/PM=TriWis ride and half hour transition run---------------6 hours total
Wednesday:  Masters swim----------7 hours total

Thursday:  PM:  One hour run followed by 30 minute ride (or vice versa, weather permitting)----------8:30 total

Friday:  Masters swim-------9:30 total

Saturday:  4:30 ride---------13 hours total

Sunday:  1:30 ride followed by a half hour run-----15 hours total

Sunday, May 09, 2004:  I’m freakin’ tired! 38 minute run followed by 39 minute spin.  I’m this tired and the biggest part of this base phase is still in front of me! B=140.1/r=17.3/s=2/h=12

April 26th
Base II, Week 1
9/9

May 3rd
Base II, Week 2
12/12

May 10th
Base II, Week 3
15

May 17th
Base II, Week 4
18

Saturday, May 08, 2004:  It’s rainy and cold out.  I rode 4 fucking hours on my trainer! I watched a lot of TV (including the series finale of “Friends,” which really needed to go---but I was kind of sad nonetheless).  B=129.8/r=12.3/s=2/h=10.43

Friday, May 7, 2004:  Masters swim.  Lots of breast.  Lots of 50’s.  Good work.  Took Justin and Stacey out for dinner at Koerpers.  They’re dentists now!  

Thursday, May 06, 2004:  Grandpa Gene is 91 today.  Amazing, I call him to wish him a happy birthday and Mutti tells me that he’s in Detroit doing some work at a seminar to get colleges and universities to do a better job of promoting manufacturing education.  He’s 91!!!  Roger Bannister broke 4 minutes 50 years ago today.  I ran 50 minutes on the lake loop and then some---and felt damn good doing it.  B= 57/r=12.3/s=1/h=5.43

Wednesday, May 05, 2004:  33.5 miles in front of “Six Feet Under,” which we’re back into, and “The Shield.”  Good ride.  Rode with Beth for a while. B=57/s=1/r=5.5/h=4:53

Tuesday, May 04, 2004:  AM—1:20 in front of “Deadwood.”  Tired.  S=1/r=0/b=23.5/h=2.20------------PM:  11 minute warmup; 6 x hill circuit at the tennis courts (hitting them all in 47-50), warmdown.  B=23.5/s=1/r=5.5/h=3

Monday, May 3, 2004:  AM—Masters swim with a main set of 3 x 150 on 3:00, 3 x 100 on 1:55, and 4 x 50 on 55.  PM—Tired.  All this no sleep, bad-bed bullshit is getting the better of me.

(
