Dates appear in reverse chronological order. To follow this ‘training’ (if it can be called that) chronologically, go to the end of the page and scroll up.  

Friday, December 31, 2004:  I had a dream last night that made me believe in the idea of qualifying for Kona in 2006.  Beth and I walked 1:02.  Then we met up with Karbo, Mary, and Eric and Stefanos for an awesome 6 course dinner.  Walk=4.27

Thursday, December 30, 2004:  Walked 1:25 with Beth.  I went 2 hours yesterday.  I’m actually tired from all of it.  What does that tell you about how much of a freakin’ fat ass I am??? Walk=3:25

Wednesday, December 29, 2004:  I’m convinced that the first step to getting this weight off and then getting after some real triathlon training will be to be smart, out of the box . . . . . not prone to the stupidity that tends to closely follow the unbending mind of a former Big Ten athlete.  We really are stupid.  We can go out, live through our 20’s and most of our 30’s . . . . and still somehow expect that things should be just ducky when we decide we want to run.  I weigh 195 pounds after a pizza and 190 pounds in all reality (the morning after).  I have a fucking gut, dude! I did this to myself, going crazy in these three months since the IM.  Now it’s time to get back to business (Actually, it’ll be time on the 3rd of January).  Yet I still have the foot posture and toe strike zone of a 145 pound 4 minute miler.  Bad combo.  That’s going to get me hurt quick.  I am not permitted to land run until I get a morning weight of 175 pounds.  And even then it needs to be gradual.  I have the pool for swimming and water running and the trainer for volume riding.  But I can achieve a running like existence outdoors.  It’s called walking.  And I’m going to begin doing it.  And I’m going to freaking count it as training.  I’m also going to join Beth’s yoga class.  I’m also going to get back into a regular diet of push ups and set ups.  And it’s all going to count as training.  So the grid is temporarily not relevant, because there’s a whole new mission.  I want to break 4:45:00 at the Muncie Endurathon in July.  I believe that, in order to have a fighting chance at doing that, I need to be below 165 pounds.  I really need to be lighter, but165 is a start.  Now, here’s the big question:  Done with the thesis, out of the consulting gig, done with the IM??? Did I subconsciously make myself fat for a new challenge?????? Hmmmmmmm. W=190

Tuesday, December 28, 2004:  Saw Jill off on her flight, said goodbye to everyone, and headed back up to Milwaukee. W=190 [This is what I suspected to be more the case]

Monday, December 27, 2004:  You know what, we went down to Alvin today to visit with Mel.  We sat in his kitchen for seven hours just talking.  It was great.  Time flew.  We got back to Pontiac and had some Monicals Pizza.  It’s the best pizza there is.  We really weren’t that hungry, but it’s just so damn good.  So I get back to the hotel room and decide to bust out the brand new scale I bought yesterday at ‘Bed, Bath, and Beyond’ [I also got a coffee bean grinder].  I stepped on it and saw that I weighed 195  pounds.  Wow!  195 pounds!! I am so fat, man.  Granted, I probably got an extra bump from the freshly eaten pizza, so I’m probably a good five pounds less . . . . . . but . . . . . 195 pounds!! Dude!

Sunday, December 26, 2004:  Went down to Bloomington-Normal with Jill, Beth, Mom and Jason.  Tooled around.  Bought a kick ass coffee bean grinder that will make whole beans into espresso-fine grounds.  Bought a scale.  It will become my AM master.  ‘w’ (starting January 3rd) will be for morning pre-workout weight.  We ate at Monicals and then later that night at Mona’s.  Big day, big eating.  Oh, at Borders I picked up the Les Miserables CD and an issue of Pro Cycling Magazine.  Training? What’s that?  Alberty v Huffman for the Pick ‘em Bowl next week! 

Saturday, December 25, 2004:  Merry Christmas!  We walked outside for about 15 minutes (up and down the length of the Wal Mart once we got across 116.  Very cold and windy.  Some revelations:  [1] I’ve gained at least 15-20 pounds since the IM.  [2] Running at this weight has a better than 50% chance of causing injury problems.  [3] It probably wouldn’t wise to run until such time as I can be at a more agreeable weight.  [4] Water running (while not as efficient of a calorie burner) will suffice along with swimming and trainer riding.  [4] Nothing means anything without the discipline/party-day lifestyle in place, locked down, no questions asked . . . . . screw being sentimental over being 40 on February 7th.  One party day a week.  That’s it.  [5] I think I should buy a scale.  [6] The discipline/party-day lifestyle needs to be kept in check.  It’s not Atkins.  You can’t just eat whatever whenever as long as it conforms to the technical rules.  Portions must be reduced.

Friday, December 24, 2004:  OK, let’s get back to this some way, somehow.  Rode 45 minutes (11.9) miles with Beth in the Pontiac Holiday Inn Express Exercise Room! We just moved the bikes and the trainers down there to do it.  It was nice (hot).  I’ll do this again tomorrow.  The deal is becoming more and more clear, January 3rd is reality, January 3rd is basic, January 3rd is when the mission begins and total submission enters into the equation.  I somehow believe that it will be for real.  I am one fat freakin’ slob, dude.  B=11.9/h=0.45

Tuesday, Wednesday, and Thursday, December 21-23:  No training.  The monster in the mirror is you.

Monday, December 20, 2004:  Man, I’ll tell you what, I’m lost.  I’m one lost triathlete dude.  I can’t seem to find real motivation that sustains me for more than a week or two.  Look at this . . . .

Week of . . . . . 
Training hours
Notes

November 29th
5/5
Base it up

December 6th
5/4:43
Base it up

December 13th
6/3:40
Base it up

I had a three day period last summer where I did more training than I’ve done in the past three weeks.  Granted, I didn’t have to work, the weather was great, and I was uber-focused on Imoo,  but really.  Come on!  That’s fucking ridiculous.  No training today.  Dead tired in the AM, dead tired in the PM, dead tired.  I’m probably so tired because my eating and sleeping habits are for shit and I’m fat.  I’m fully convinced that I’m in some sort of post-IM wandering phase . . . . and it’s fun, but it’s discombobulating.  Nonetheless, there’s no reason why I can’t just join my scheduled training already in progress and fit in fine within a few weeks.  I’m a little depressed by the weight gained.  Then again, it’s not as if I’ve been attempting to ever do anything but gain weight (or so it would seem).  Needless to say, this is it . . . . the moment . . . . almost 40 . . . when Jacobson men start to put it on.  If objective number one is to be ready for a decent half IM in July, then larger objective (number 0? Number ‘undefined’?) is to avoid the path taken by previous generations (who, at times, have shared my name).  If I can just hit an hour a day for the rest of this week then I’ll have my six.  I’m going to just do whatever diet-wise until January 3rd.  Then, it’s time.  It’s time to be in the zone, one party day a week, no exceptions.  You use two in a week, then you have to compensate for the deficit in a later week.  A party day is defined as eating and drinking whatever you want whenever you want.  The other six days are discipline . . . no sweets, no soda . . . . calories in must be greater than or equal to calories out (And, for some time, it’ll need to just be greater than).  If you’re ever going to see 10 ½ hours for an IM then you need to race at 150 pounds, probably 35+ pounds less than where you are now.  Lance’s discipline will be mine (6 days a week unless someone wants to hand over 15 million a year) or whatever.  How about MY discipline will be mine.  The thesis is done, the IM is done, the job is in a very controllable place . . . . . the business end of things is done (for all practical purposes) . . . . 40 is waiting . . . . . This is the transition.  This is the deal they never tell you about until it arrives on your front doorstep with a smart ass grin on its face and enough attitude to fill ten skateboard parks . . . . . “Hi asshole.  I’m middle age.  Now let’s get you into some sweatpants to accommodate that beer gut.”  Freakin’ hell!  There’s got to be another path.  The manuscript notes are in place, calling my name, and I’m ready to answer . . . . . but only in a ‘Heft on Wheels’ sort of way.  Only if being cool means NOT having to have the inspirational soda and chips and pizza, etc.  The zone needs me back, sooner or later.  It needs me or I’m going to be wincing at pictures of myself in two years.  It can happen just like that.  I’ve seen it before with guys far younger than me.   But here’s the deal in the meantime, it’s December 20th.  I train.  I put in my time at a minimal level of intensity (enough to call it training), and I do it purely for fun (which is the way it should be anyway, but that’s another story).  I do that, and there are  no rules until January 3rd, at which point there are all the rules . . . . training first, diet first . . . . . job, personal life, and all that other bullshit comes second.  I live to train once again.  It’s December 20th.  I’ve got two weeks.  On down the road, who knows? I’ll need ways to overcome these challenges if we move to Scotland, but we’ll cross that bridge if the opportunity presents itself.  I can bike and run (and hopefully swim???) over there.  I’m not buying a house.  I’m not having any kids.  I’m not leaving my job for the private sector.  I’m going to teach, ride, run, swim, and write.  That’s it.  That’s the deal you get with me.  So, in the spirit of all this  . . . . how about the counter (Chef’s view of the kitchen) on Wednesday night!?? How about Stefanos on New Year’s Eve with the tri-guys???  How about all the typical holiday calorie festing in between????  How about it? Huh? The fuck about it???  I’ll either get up tomorrow morning or hit the bike tomorrow afternoon to start making it official.  December 20 to January 2nd=Train to eat.  January 3-July 16 . . . . . . . . . . train to live. 

Friday, Saturday, and Sunday (December 17-19) represent the difference between last year and this year.  Last year, I wasn’t an Ironman.  I would have gotten everything ready, made sure I was ready to travel with the bike (or I would have frontloaded the week on training to make sure I didn’t need the bike).  This year, I didn’t think to front load, I didn’t bring the bike, I just did holiday travel.  That’s it.  We had a blast, though.

Week of . . . . . 
Training hours
Notes

November 29th
5/5
Base it up

December 6th
5/4:43
Base it up

December 13th
6/3:40
Base it up

December 20th
6
Base it up

December 27th
7
Base it up

January 3rd
7
Base it up----Tax season begins

January 10th
8
Base it up

January 17th
5
Recover

January 24th
8
Up

January 31st
10
Up, up

February 7th
6
Recover

February 14th
9
Up

February 21st
11
Up, up

February 28th
6
Recover

March 7th
10
Up

March 14th
12
Up, up

March 21st
7
Recover

March 28th
12
Up

April 4th
14
Up, up

April 11th
8
Recover

April 18th
13
Up

April 25th
16
Up, up

May 2nd
9
Recover

May 9th
12
Up

May 16th
14
Up, up

May 23rd
9
Recover

May 30th
14
Up------------Trek 100 week

June 6th
17
Up, up

June 13th
9
Recover

June 20th
Taper
Aurora High Clif week

June 27th
12
Swim and bike intensive for first half of week.

July 4th
Taper
Bring it down to get ready

July 11th
Taper
Muncie Week.  The A-Race of the year

Thursday, December 16, 2004:  Rode for 1:10 in front of “The West Wing” and some of Jim Lehrer.  B=62.5/h=3.40

Wednesday, December 15, 2004:  Walked around with Beth.  Hey! That’s not training!!!

Tuesday, December 14, 2004:  An hour in front of random TV.  Felt good.  B=42.7/h=2.30

Monday, December 13, 2004:  Cranked out a goood 1 ½ hours on the LeMond in front of various things, but, most importantly, the penultimate episode of “The Wire.”  They got Stringer!  I don’t believe it.  B=25.7/h=1.30

Sunday, December 12, 2004:  Maybe it’s age, I don’t know, but the calf issue is an issue worthy of my complete and full respect.  After a whopping 3 minutes of running today (after what had to be an adequate 70 minute spin warmup and full stretching . . . . . but not enough Teamstick on both calves), full respect was earned.  I’m intent upon not getting back into the water until Winter break, so this next week will be nothing but riding.  Since I fell short of my week’s ‘volume’ (cough, cough) goal by 17 minutes, I’ll shoot for 6:17 this week.  That’ll be tough as the holiday travel begins Friday night and I hadn’t planned on taking the bike to the twin cities.  We’ll see.  I’d like to ideally get all this done in the AM, and I’d like to have 6:17 of it done by Friday afternoon.  I have the thesis back, so that will take some of my evening time this week.  Not much to do, just some busy-work polishing (Whew! The walk to the mailbox was beginning to become  a terrifying ritual.  Also, she wants me to try and publish it.  Cool.)  The computer on the Lemond is acting all weird, which has me damn near ready to throw the whole thing out the window, but I won’t.  I’ll stay dedicated to giving a full 6+ weeks to road geometry spinning before getting back on the Serotta.  2 down, sort of.  Oyyyy! What the hell is this calf thing? I’ll fully work out the tissue with complete stretching every morning, including intensive stick time.  This morning I really worked out the knot from earlier in the week with the stick, and didn’t really pay much attention to the ‘good’ calf.  3 minutes into the run, the good calf had become the new bad calf and the bad calf (the one that had gotten all the stick time) was just fine.  So I’m thinking that a week of no running but lots of tissue attention along with a super conservative comeback starting next Monday . . . . should do the trick.  It did last spring.  B=70.7/r=2.3/h=4.43

Week of . . . . . 
Training hours
Notes

November 29th
5/5
Base it up

December 6th
5/4:43
Base it up

December 13th
6
Base it up

December 20th
6
Base it up

December 27th
7
Base it up

January 3rd
7
Base it up----Tax season begins

January 10th
8
Base it up

January 17th
5
Recover

January 24th
8
Up

January 31st
10
Up, up

February 7th
6
Recover

February 14th
9
Up

February 21st
11
Up, up

February 28th
6
Recover

March 7th
10
Up

March 14th
12
Up, up

March 21st
7
Recover

March 28th
12
Up

April 4th
14
Up, up

April 11th
8
Recover

April 18th
13
Up

April 25th
16
Up, up

May 2nd
9
Recover

May 9th
12
Up

May 16th
14
Up, up

May 23rd
9
Recover

May 30th
14
Up------------Trek 100 week

June 6th
17
Up, up

June 13th
9
Recover

June 20th
Taper
Aurora High Clif week

June 27th
12
Swim and bike intensive for first half of week.

July 4th
Taper
Bring it down to get ready

July 11th
Taper
Muncie Week.  The A-Race of the year

Saturday, December 11, 2004:  AM:  90 minutes in front of the HBO David Cross special, some Sportscenter, and some more of the Tour (I’m still on the ’04 Prologue).  Gave some thought to riding outside, then thought better of it.  Rode around 17-18 mph for much of the time.  B=53.2/r=1.9/h=3.30

Friday, December 10, 2004:  Lazy

Thursday, December 9, 2004:  AM—Rode 12.5 miles and then ran 16 minutes.  Walked in on the calf, which was smarting.  But I think I shut it down in time.  It may just be that pre 8:00 AM runs are not for me . . . for the time being.  B=27.5/r=1.9/h=2

Wednesday, December 08, 2004:  AM—15 miles in the AM in front of Sportscenter.  B=15/h=1

Monday and Tuesday, December 6 and 7, 2004:  No training

Sunday, December 05, 2004:  OK, so week one down then!  Rode for an hour in front of ‘Sportscenter,’ ‘This Week,’ and the Tour.  Feeling more and more like a cyclist again after just a week.  That’s encouraging.  B=68.3/r=4.2/h=5

Week of . . . . . 
Training hours
Notes

November 29th
5
Base it up

December 6th
5
Base it up

Saturday, December 04, 2004:  Happy Birthday Dad!  Rode for 1:10 in front of Sportscenter and some of the ’04 Tour Prologue.  Beth rode with me.  Then I went out for an easy 20 minute run (felt good) down around the art museum and then up the lakefront.  Hey! A 90 minute training day! What do you know?  B=52.7/r=4.2/h=4

Friday, December 3, 2004:  Victor Conte spilled the beans today, on purpose.  I took the day off.

Thursday, December 02, 2004:  Watched “The West Wing” (a very good episode) while spinning base for an hour.  B=34.5/r=1.8/h=2.30

Wednesday, December 1, 2004:  Day off

Tuesday, November 30, 2004:  15 minutes on the trainer followed by a slow 15 minutes (over 8 minute pace, and that’s just the way it’s going to have to be for a while) running in the crisp, late November air.  B=19/r=1.8/h=1.30

Monday, November 29, 2004:  Here we go.  An hour on the trainer.  Felt like a fat, out of shape man.  B=15.3/h=1

Friday, November 26, 2004:  What a day! Got the back worked on by Don and (prior to that) finished the rough draft of the thesis.  Training could be just around the corner!  What about this?

Week of . . . . . 
Training hours
Notes

November 29th
5
Base it up

December 6th
5
Base it up

December 13th
6
Base it up

December 20th
6
Base it up

December 27th
7
Base it up

January 3rd
7
Base it up----Tax season begins

January 10th
8
Base it up

January 17th
5
Recover

January 24th
8
Up

January 31st
10
Up, up

February 7th
6
Recover

February 14th
9
Up

February 21st
11
Up, up

February 28th
6
Recover

March 7th
10
Up

March 14th
12
Up, up

March 21st
7
Recover

March 28th
12
Up

April 4th
14
Up, up

April 11th
8
Recover

April 18th
13
Up

April 25th
16
Up, up

May 2nd
9
Recover

May 9th
12
Up

May 16th
14
Up, up

May 23rd
9
Recover

May 30th
14
Up------------Trek 100 week

June 6th
17
Up, up

June 13th
9
Recover

June 20th
Taper
Aurora High Clif week

June 27th
12
Swim and bike intensive for first half of week.

July 4th
Taper
Bring it down to get ready

July 11th
Taper
Muncie Week.  The A-Race of the year

Monday, November 22, 2004:  My back hurts.  Screw this.  I’ll try tomorrow.

The whole week of Sunday the 14th to Saturday the 20th was a week of unadulterated sloth.  I went on a few walks, that was it.  I will be like a big unchiseled block of fat on Monday.

Sunday, November 14, 2004:  Beth and I talked about the Euro being so shitty against the dollar and how we might want to just wait until the Tour finishes, go straight to Paris for about a week, chunnel over to London for a few days, sleeper car it up to Edinburgh for a few days, and then just explore Scotland for about a week.  Anyway, if this were to be the case . . . . and it looks likely at this point, it would free up the middle of July.  That means I could finally do the Muncie Endurathon, something that’s eluded me for the past two years (due to a truck and a wedding).  So, try this on for size . . . .

Week of . . . . . 
Training hours
Notes

November 22nd
5
Base it up

November 29th
5
Base it up

December 6th
6
Base it up

December 13th
6
Base it up

December 20th
7
Base it up

December 27th
7
Base it up

January 3rd
8
Base it up----Tax season begins

January 10th
8
Base it up

January 17th
5
Recover

January 24th
8
Up

January 31st
10
Up, up

February 7th
6
Recover

February 14th
9
Up

February 21st
11
Up, up

February 28th
6
Recover

March 7th
10
Up

March 14th
12
Up, up

March 21st
7
Recover

March 28th
12
Up

April 4th
14
Up, up

April 11th
8
Recover

April 18th
13
Up

April 25th
16
Up, up

May 2nd
9
Recover

May 9th
12
Up

May 16th
14
Up, up

May 23rd
9
Recover

May 30th
14
Up------------Trek 100 week

June 6th
17
Up, up

June 13th
9
Recover

June 20th
Taper
Aurora High Clif week

June 27th
12
Swim and bike intensive for first half of week.

July 4th
Taper
Bring it down to get ready

July 11th
Taper
Muncie Week.  The A-Race of the year

Saturday, November 13, 2004:  Since I can’t do much, and since I’m presently procrastinating my grad school work, here’s a rough sketch of the first phase of my training (when I start it).  I’m going to be very forgiving with the next week.  There’s a lot going on.  So I’ll set this up for a launch date of November 22nd, Thanksgiving week!

Week of . . . . . 
Training hours
Notes

November 22nd
5


November 29th
5


December 6th
6


December 13th
6


December 20th
7


December 27th
7


January 3rd
8


January 10th
8


January 17th
5
Down

January 24th
8
Up

January 31st
10
Up, up

February 7th
5
Down

February 14th
8
Up

February 21st
11
Up, up

February 28th
5
Down

March 7th
9
Up

March 14th
12
Up, up

March 21st
6
Down

March 28th
10
Up

April 4th
13
Up, up

April 11th
6
Down

April 18th
11
Up

April 25th
14
Up, up

May 2nd
6
Down

May 9th
12
Up

May 16th
15
Up, up

May 23rd
6
Down

May 30th
13
Up--------Trek 100 week

June 6th
16
Up, up

June 13th
Taper


June 20th
Taper
Week of Aurora High Clif Half Ironman

June 27th
??? 
Maintain or go to Europe???

July 4th
???
Maintain or go to Europe???

July 11th
???
Maintain or go to Europe???---Muncie Endurathon is this week.

Friday, November 12, 2004:  I have whooping cough.  Damn.  I’m supposed to wait a few days until I start.  

So there’s really nothing much to say until Friday, November 12th, the day I get back into it . . . . . the day that marks the 2 month point since Ironman Wisconsin

Saturday, November 6, 2004:  I’m sick again.  This Friday is 2 months since Imoo.  That seems like a good day to try all of this again.

Friday, November 5, 2004:  Slept in instead of swimming.  I’m a lazy bum.  I’ll ride it off this weekend.  Got a PT treatment today.

Thursday, November 4, 2004:  Rode for an hour watching “The Wire” while also wondering if I’m going to move to Canada.  Jill lives there.  Maybe she’ll take me in.  b=31.6/s=0.30/h=2.30

Wednesday, November 03, 2004:  4 more years.  Oyyy

Tuesday, November 02, 2004:  Happy election day.  Voted as the 7th guy in the 50th ward.  Incredible lines.  Rode 15.8 miles in front of The West Wing (I think Leo died) and part of the news.  I’ll be up all night tonight. B=15.8/s=0.30/h=1.30

Monday, November 1, 2004:  Swam for the first time since Imoo.  Went a half hour, almost all of it drill based (with an emphasis on body positioning).  S=0.30---------Judgement day is tomorrow.

Thursday, October 28, 2004 through Sunday, October 31, 2004:  Well, we were going to do morning power yuppie walks, but that just never materialized.  Cincinnati proves again to be one of my favorite cities.  And Bush isn’t as dominant there as people make it out to be.  Lots and lots of Kerry support as far as the eye could see.  The big dinner of uber-liberals (my family) on Saturday night was awesome.  So, in short, I succeeded in gaining weight and having a good time in general, but not much else.  To the pool tomorrow.

Wednesday, October 27, 2004:  I’m a bigger, fatter slob . . . . but a bigger, fatter slob on his way to party with the crazy radicals in Cincinnati! Yeah boy!

Tuesday, October 26, 2004:  I’m a big fat slob
Monday, October 25, 2004:  Well, OK.  I really, really stretched and got warmed up.  Then I went down to the lakefront to run on grass.  And I committed to Ironman pace running, like 8 minute-ish stuff.  It went well enough for a little over 20 minutes, and then, like clockwork, the calf went bad right around 3 miles.  Even though I was running a different course from the other day, I began walking at Lake and Linnwood, the same 1 ½ mile point from my home.  Wow.  Who would of thunk it? I need to take a step back.  This whole Las Vegas Marathon thing may have been a post-Ironman gun jump of sorts.  I need to just not run for while.  In the meantime, I need to get at this calf with some PT, get back on the unrefined sea salt in the hydration, check the orthotics for possible breakdown, and (next week) begin the multisport training again.  Vegas? Hard to say.  Right now, I don’t see the purpose in running at all for several weeks.  If this were some big A-race kind of thing, then sure, I’d crank it out and train with all the pain-in-the-ass BS that goes with training hurt . . . however, this is anything but an A-race.  It’s a leftover from a much, much, much bigger deal (the  Ironman).  They say it’s typical to go through a ‘lost’ phase after your first Ironman.  I shrugged that off when I first heard about it.  Now I understand.  As an athlete,  my face belongs on a milk carton.  I couldn’t be any more lost.  In fact, I don’t ever recall being this lost.  When I retired from the serious running, at least I knew that that’s where I was.  I know there’s more Ironmanning out there, but not until ’06.  This time right now is the tall grass.  The one sure thing is this:  Running under these circumstances is a chore, and the running I need to be ready to do on down the road can be done quite well if I just ride and swim for a while.  My ability to run isn’t going anywhere.  This Vegas thing seemed like a good idea a few weeks ago.  Maybe it still is, but I won’t get there in a traditional manner.  If I do it (and I think that that’s now a big ‘if’) then it’ll be off of straight triathlon training.  November 1st was always in the back of my mind as a good return to pool/bike date. [mfw=2.9]  So I’ll go to Cincinnati for a few days, come home, and get at it.  Here’s a rough sketch:

The rest of this week:  Do middle aged yuppie couple walks with Beth, either here or in Indiana on the way to Cincy, in Cincy, or all three.

Next Monday:  Ride an hour on Election Eve (either in the AM on the trainer or PM on the trainer or outside, weather permitting)

Next Tuesday:  Do about a half hour of swimming with major drill/get-wet-again emphasis.

Next Wednesday:  A PM ride of an hour.  Skip the AM stuff as I’ll probably be up all the night before

Next Thursday:  Same as Tuesday

Next Friday:  Off

Next Saturday:  Ride an hour

Next Weekend:  Ride an hour one day and take the other day off.  

Sunday, October 24, 2004:  Man oh man, am I a big piece of it.  It’s a beautiful day, my calf is not right for running, but I could be cycling.  But no, there’ll be no cycling today for me . . .  because I just can’t get my fat ass out the door.  I actually think I looked thin at the wedding last night.  I checked my vain self out a few times in the bathroom mirror for vain-ass people.  But, and this is the scary part, I know.  I know the truth.  I know I’m a freakin’ slob with no excuse for taking up the space I take up and breathing the air I breath.  In the words of Khruschev, “God sees me.”  In the translated version, I am God.  I see myself.  I know.  I try and try and try to muster up something reminiscent of motivation to get out and do something that might amount to a version of fitness that might be helpful for this marathon thing in January . . . . but then it just doesn’t happen.  I wonder seriously if I’ve made a huge mistake, getting other people excited to go and do this thing.  Or are they really that excited? Are they just different versions of me, talking a big game because no hotel reservations have been made, no plane tickets purchased, no entry fee checks mailed????  I don’t know.   This week involves some real travel (to Cincy).  November 1st had been originally assigned as the ‘back to tri training’ day.  But I’m going to at least try and get ahead of the game somewhat.  The Zurich’s on the trainer, waiting for me to ride it in the early morning.  I need two serious days of grad school work, so the training needs to be AM.  I’ll try and run again on the morning of our layover in Indiana on Thursday morning.  Until then, cycling only.  If I have to, I’ll go to Vegas on only a few miles of running a week---and rely on the riding (and ultimately some swimming) to do the job.

Saturday, October 23, 2004:  Just sort of focused on having a good time at Joe’s wedding, because if I focus on the fact that my run to injury ratio is presently 1-1, then, well, that’s depressing.  Fortunately, the wedding was a blast.  It was cool to have Corless in town as well (He had to go to another wedding).

Friday, October 22, 2004:  I don’t know.  I ran.  Got 3 ½ miles into it, and had to stop.  My right calf seized up.  Not a good week.  Mfw=7.5/bikemfw=16.7[1.01 hours]

Thursday, October 21, 2004:  All hell broke loose.  No run.  Hacked sites, etc.

Wednesday, October 20, 2004:  The spot on the left achilles needs another day, so I busted out the Serotta for the second ride since IM Wisconsin.  Rode for 16.7 miles.  Felt good.  The highest my pulse got was 150 going up Steve’s hill.  Mfw=4/bikemfw=16.7 [1:01 hours] mhr=150

Tuesday, October 19, 2004:  My left achilles is a bit sore.  No need to be a hero right now.  I’ll try to get on some grass tomorrow.

Monday, October 18, 2004:  Ran 4 miles in 27:57!  When was the last time I did that (averaged under 7 minute pace for any distance)????  Felt good.  Very Octoberish day (windy, cloudy, 50 degrees).  Mfw=4/mhr=162

Sunday, October 17, 2004:  Day off.  Came home from Livingston County after visiting the family

Saturday, October 16, 2004:  4 ½ miles around 7:25 pace on a blustery October morning.  It was good.  I’ll take tomorrow off.
Week of . . .
Planned miles
Planned long run

October 11th
15 (15)
4 (4.5)

October 18th
18
5

I think the best week to go next week is as follows . . . M=3, T=4, W=OFF, TH=5, F=3, SA=OFF, SU=3 . . . TOTAL=18

Friday, October 15, 2004:  Day off

Thursday, October 14, 2004:  Ran 3 ½ miles with the new heart rate monitor!!! Max HR was 160.  9.5 mfw.

Wednesday, October 13, 2004:  Ran 3 miles easy with Beth, who is thinking about running the Las Vegas Marathon.  6 miles for week.

Tuesday, October 12, 2004:  No run tonight.  I’ll go three tomorrow morning.  Saw Dom in the parking lot today.  Told him about Vegas.  He’s intrigued.  But he thinks it may be too late for a Boston qualifier.  I think it’s within the deadline.
Monday, October 11, 2004:  Well, it’s been 4 weeks and one day since Ironman Wisconsin.  Since that time, I’ve managed to do one bike ride (30.7 miles EASY in 2:04 with Steve Wollmer and Beth----on the 3rd of October last week) and get alarmingly out of shape.  But that was sort of the point.  I’m no longer young; thus, I fear the tentacles of middle age grabbing me toward Fatmanland, so a goal is needed to tide me over this winter.  I’ve qualified for the Boston Marathon before, but never gone to run it.  I’m not doing an Ironman in ’05, probably just a half ironman in June before Beth and I go to Europe for a month.  An Ironman will almost definitely happen in ’06, so this is a nice opportunity to play around.  I’ve decided to run the Las Vegas Marathon, which was my first marathon ten years ago (shortly before I turned 30).  It just seems fitting.  My goal is simple, qualify for Boston so that I can go run it on the 18th of April.  I need to run 3:20:59 or faster.  I went 3 miles tonight, which felt kind of awkward, but got better as I went along.  Man I’m fat.  I stopped over at CrankDaddy’s Bicycle Works afterwards to buy a new watch/heartrate monitor (which Beth is teasing me about).  Also, I started looking to see if anyone would be interested in doing Vegas with me.  So far, I’ve asked Eric Gietzen, Steve Wollmer, and Ken Knetzger. 

Miles for the week= 3

 Here’s the plan . . . .

Week of . . .
Planned miles
Planned long run

October 11th
15
4

October 18th
18
5

October 25th
21
6

November 1st
25
7*

November 8th
29
8

November 15th
33
9

November 22nd
37
10

November 29th
40
12

December 6th
40
14

December 13th
40
16

December 20th
40
12

December 27th
40-45
18

January 3rd
40
12

January 10th
40-45
20

January 17th
30
8-10

January 24th
taper
26.2

*Resume 1-2 swims per week with goal being a minimum of one hour of water time per week.  Resume riding with goal being 2 hours per week of primarily base riding (15-18 mph) with the option to go uptempo or light interval on occasion.

