
 
 

Ironman Wisconsin and the Vagina Monologue 
 

Race Report – Susan Farago 
September 10, 2006 

 
Time 13:49:36 
Swim (2.4 miles)   1:14:00 

    T1       0:08:39 
Bike (112 miles)   6:25:29 

    T2       0:10:07 
Run (26.2 miles)   5:51:23 

        
 Experience Painful but priceless 
 

 
 
I have never been so “non-committal” to a race before in all my life. I signed up for this race in 
September 2005 (since these races sell out a full year in advance) and it seemed like a good idea at 
the time. But July 2006 rolled around and I was finding myself humming and hawing and not really 
wanting to do the race. I even checked into the race refund policy. I had until the end of July to make 
up my mind. One week before the refund deadline I decided to quit being such a weenie and go for it. 
 
I had been training up to this point and already completed two half-ironman distances earlier in the 
year. So I figured 8 weeks should be sufficient to ramp up to do an Ironman. HA! Only an experienced 
long-distance endurance athlete would come up with the hair-brained idea that 8 weeks should be 
enough time to train for an Ironman. This was going to be a packed 8 weeks! 
 
Training ramp-up was coming along nicely until “the bike crash”. 
 
 
**The Bike Crash – Saturday, Aug 27** 
 
Two weeks before Ironman Wisconsin, I was doing my long last weekend of training (long ride on 
Saturday, long run on Sunday). I was riding with a group of friends on Saturday and we were nearing 
the end of the ride with about 8 miles to go. I was following too closely to Leary’s back wheel and I 
ended up touching my front wheel with his back wheel. I cranked my front wheel away from his back 
wheel so I wouldn’t take both of us down. With a WHAM! I hit the pavement. Since we were on a very 
busy road in Austin (Parmer Lane), I jumped up and got back on my bike faster than I fell off because 
I didn’t want to bounce off the hood of a car passing by. Luckily the lane of traffic was, at that moment, 
clear. I did a quick “bike check” and realized I would have to rewrap my left handlebar since the tape 
was split from the fall. CRAP! I just rewrapped it a few weeks ago! Then I did a quick “bodily check”: 
arms were working , left knee was bleeding a bit but nothing to worry about, shin was scraped up, left 
palm scraped up. OK. Everything seemed to be working. But wow did my crotch hurt! I figured I would 
have a nice bruise in that area since it seemed my crotch took the brunt of the fall when my bike seat 
rammed up into the right side of that area. But I wasn’t exactly in a position to “look” so I would deal 
with it when I got back to the car. 
 
We finished the ride but by the last mile I was very uncomfortable sitting on my seat. I put on my 
tennis shoes and we did a 20 minute run followed by a 10 minute soak in the pool. After that I decided 
I better “have a look”. So wrapped in nothing but a towel in the parking lot of our friend Fred’s 
apartment complex, I bent over to check things out. I couldn’t believe what I saw. Long story short 
(and a trip to the emergency room AND 5 stitches later), I had split in the skin on the right side 



between my outer “lip” and inner “lip” – 2 inches long by a half inch deep. The nurse in the ER said, “I 
can’t believe that happened! I ride my bike and never thought this was possible.” I said, “Well have a 
good look because you DON”T want this to happen to you!” as I pointed between my legs, my feet in 
the stirrups. Any shred of modesty I had left was completely gone at this point. How the heck was I 
supposed to ride 112 miles in two weeks with THAT?!? 
 
For the next week I didn’t train. I couldn’t swim with the stitches in, running was mildly uncomfortable 
(can someone tell me WHY in this modern day we still use fishing line for stitches?!?!), and biking was 
out of the question. Suddenly the race I was mediocre about doing seemed like it wasn’t going to 
happen, which of course made me want to do it! 
 
I removed the stitches 1 week before the race. Yes…I removed them myself – hey, I sew and I figured 
it couldn’t be that hard (and it wasn’t). I started swimming and running after that and things felt OK. 
The Wednesday before the race I got on my bike for the first time. This was my “race-no race” 
decision point. I rode 90 minutes (approx 24 miles) and surprisingly enough things felt OK. I still felt 
bruised and I wasn’t sure if things had healed enough to actually ride 112 miles. But I decided to go 
for it. I still had 4 days before the race to continue to heal. The race was back on. 
 
 
**Pre-Race Weekend – Friday, Sept 8 and Saturday, Sept 9** 
 
Leary and I flew into Minneapolis, Minnesota airport a few days earlier to stay with family, and drove 
to Madison on Friday. We endured a packet pickup and registration process that lasted 1 hour 31 
minutes (yes, I set my watch), we enjoyed hanging out with friends at the Race expo and spaghetti 
dinner/race meeting, and we took in the sights of Madison and all things Ironman. 
 

   
Race registration took FOREVER! 

 

   
Pre-race pasta dinner, enjoyed with Texas Iron friends Vicki and Jim. 



 
Dinner #2 – room service including THE official pre and post race meal of chicken wings – YUM! 

 
 

    
Texas Iron athletes at their finest  �     Jim, Susan, Cheryl, Vicki 

 
 

    
All things IM: Lon and Leary and “friend”, Cheese anyone?, LeeAnn the IM Volunteer! 

 



  
I found my dream bookshop. They even made me an “Iron Woman Latte” (latte with cinnamon)! 

 

   
 

Leary and I checking out the swim course! Followed by all of us checking out the hotel hot tub! 
 
 
 
**Race Day – Sunday, Sept 10** 
 
Rather than give blow by blow account of what happened throughout the day, below is a summary of 
the day and each event (swim, bike, run) along with some bulleted highlights – odd or funny things I 
remember thinking or seeing. 
 
 
PRE-RACE A.M. 
 
Here it was, race day, and I was surrounded by family and things were great (except for the weather). 
Leary dropped me and my parents off at Monona Terrace Convention Center – the scene of the race 
start and the transition areas. Leary and my cousin Petra then went to find a place to park. So first 
thing was to drop off my special needs bags for the bike and run. We walked a few blocks up towards 
the capital and found where to drop the bags. Then we walked back to Monona Terrace so I could put 
my water bottles and food on my bike and pump up the tires (I dropped my bike off the day before). In 
the mean time we met up with Leary and Petra and we all headed into Monona Terrace to find a warm 
place to stand and wait for race start. It was so crowded but we managed to find a bit of room and 
warmth in a stairwell. It was still about an hour to race start but it was cold and the winds were picking 
up. 
 
Very few of the athletes were prepared for this type of weather and I was already adjusting my plans 
on what to wear on the bike. I took Leary’s blue wind breaker and put it in my T1 (swim to bike) bag so 
I was set there. I was hoping the weather would be warmer on the run so I did not add anything to my 
T2 bag (bike to run). I would just have to wing it. 
 



It was 6:35am, just 25 minutes to race start. I put on my wetsuit and we walked down to the swim 
start. My family found a spot to sit on the bleachers while I went for a 5 minute jog to try to get my 
muscles moving. I stopped to do some push-ups in a parking lot and it struck me how funny it must 
look to see someone in a sleeveless wetsuit doing push-ups between two cars  �    But hey, I just had 
stitches in my crotch so just TRY to make me embarrassed about anything else! 
 
The national anthem was sung, the cannon for the pros went off (15 minutes before the age group 
athletes), and the announcer told the remaining athletes to get in the water. I kissed Mom, Dad, and 
Leary “bye” and made my way to the water. This was to be the start of a very long day. 
 

 

I would later find out what the exact weather stats were for the day, but here they are so you 
have an idea of what we dealt with the entire day. Some points of interest: 
• Temp high for the day was 59, low of 53. 
• Race start temps were 57.2. Wind 6.9mph. 
• Wind speed was 10mph with a max of 20 (gusts up to 23). 
• Wind speeds were greatest from 9am to about 3:30pm. Isn©t that when we spent the most 

time on the bike?!? 
• At 5:30pm, temps were down to 53 degrees  - when most of us were still schlepping our 

way around the run course. Winds were still around 10mph, with gusts up to 18.5mph. 
• I don©t have any record of wind chill temps but I would bet that with the wind, it put the 

temps into the upper 40©s as the sun set. 
• They only recorded .46 inches of rain. I think their rain gage was under a tree or 

something because it rained the entire day! 
• It©s official. I have no Minnesota blood left in me and I have a whole new appreciation for 

garbage bags. 
 

 

   
Dropping off special needs bike bag, staying warm in the stairwell, time to put on the wetsuit! 

 

  



The swim hasn’t started and we are already getting wet, photo with Dad and Mom before heading into 
the water. 
 
 
THE SWIM (2.4 miles) 
 
Treading water in a deep-water swim start is always nerve wracking. Bodies bumping into bodies, the 
anticipation of the race start and getting pummeled by rubberized arms and legs. Ah, good times! I 
walked down the makeshift rubber ramp, dove into the water to get around all the athletes who were 
tentatively standing around – debating on whether to get in or not, and I swam through the sea of 
wetsuits before I found “my place”, just on the inside of the buoy line. I saw Cheryl on my way to my 
spot and it was nice to see a familiar face! 
 
The swim course is a rectangular shaped affair with four huge triangular orange buoys that mark each 
of the corners. Two loops completes the swim course. But when looking at the course from the shore, 
it looks very far between buoys and it would seem that one loop would suffice to complete the 2.4 
miles.  
 
Only after a few minutes of treading water, the 1 minute warning was given…and then KABOOM!!!! 
The cannon went off and so did everyone in the water! 
 
 

 
Ironman mass swim start – 2,400+ athletes at once. It’s like swimming in a blender! 

 
 
Swim Highlights: 

�  The water was really choppy with a pretty good current on the back side of the course. Was I 
worried? Heck no!! Most of the open water swimming I had done this season was at Hippie Hollow 
on Lake Travis. Big water with lots of chop. I was used to these conditions – just like Hippie 
Hollow, minus the naked people (HH is a nude beach!) 

That’s 
Me! 
�  



�  Unlike the air, water temps were pleasant – 73.9 was the official reading. The weeds were a bit 
gross on the swim out to the start line (ewww) but I just told myself not to look down. 

�  I pretty much swam inside the swim buoys, keeping them to my right rather than to my left. 
Swimming around the 4 major corners of the course was a regular punch-fest as people would 
stop swimming right at the turn points – like a veritable log jam. 

�  There was a nice current pushing us out on the first length of the rectangle. But we paid for it on 
the way back with waves, wind, and current against us. 

�  Coming out of the water, I checked my swim time on my watch. It said “15 minutes”. WOW! That 
must be some sort of record! Then I remember getting hit several times during the swim and so 
someone must have hit my watch and stopped the timer. I was “off” the rest of the day  �  

�  When I wasn’t being swam over, or swimming over people, I kept my swim form in mind: keep my 
head down, lift the hips, rotate through the hips, reach full with the arm, “grab” as much water as 
possible, etc. etc. etc. At least it kept my mind occupied! 

�  There was a “Danskin” moment when the two women I was swimming behind accidentally 
bumped into each other. They both abruptly stopped swimming and I could hear them apologizing 
to one another as I nearly swam into the back of them both. Save the apologies for the shoreline 
ladies and get out of my way!!! 

�  Can I just say that I love the wetsuit peeler volunteers?! I dropped to the ground and they had that 
wetsuit ripped off and me back on my feet before I even realized what was going on. 

 

     
Me waiving to Mom and Dad after the swim. Checking my watch – WOW! A 15 min swim! Not! 
Crowds lining the 3-level helix we had to run up on the way to T1 (transition from swim to bike). 

 
 
THE BIKE (112 miles) 
 
To me, the Ironman is all about the bike. The swim is a warm-up to the bike, then I do THE BIKE, and 
then the run is a cool down from the bike. Of course I have to be honest that when mile 112 rolls 
around, I am very ready to get OFF the bike. And today would be no different…except that feeling 
came at mile 30. Wanting to get off the bike 30 miles into a 112 mile ride means one thing: It was 
going to be a long ride. 
 
The bike course at Ironman Wisconsin is…well…a butt-kicker. There are no mountain passes or 
altitude changes, rather what makes it tough are the relentless rolling hills, the slowing down and 
speeding up through corners and intersections, and the technical nature of the course with hair pin 
turns and fast descents. Another athlete asked me my opinion about the bike course a few days 
earlier and I replied with, “It’s tough. You’ll get your money’s worth.” Like the swim, it is a two loop 
course starting from Madison and heading out to the town of Verona. From there, the loop begins 
through the farmlands and countryside. A lot of people turn out to cheer, mostly in Verona and Mount 



Horab. And just when you think you’re in the middle of nowhere, with nothing but the company of 
cows and horses, there will be a family or small group of people sitting at the end of their driveway, 
enjoying coffee and cheering on the athletes. 
 
So with the swim done and the bike next, the only thing I was a little apprehensive of was the weather 
– more specifically, how to stay warm. I went into T1 and put on my arm warmers and the 
windbreaker I got from Leary the day before, and with socks, helmet, and sunglasses (I asked the 
volunteer to change out my lenses from the dark ones to the orange ones so I could see where I was 
going), I was running out of T1 in Monona Terrace and into the parking ramp where my bike awaited 
me. Of course I zinged into a port-a-potty on the way. Little did I realize I would be spending a LOT 
more “quality time” visiting port-a-potties on the run course. 
 
I forgot that the run to my bike and then the run with my bike to the bike mount line felt like a 5K. Good 
grief!!!! I finally got on my bike, road down-down-down the other 3-level helix, and I was finally out on 
to the course. Unfortunately, with the rain and cold wind, it didn’t take long for me to feel mentally and 
physically beaten down. Not a good sign. But I hung in there and finally finished the &#^*^$(#  route. 
 
Bike Highlights: 
�  I did a great job of staying on top of my calorie intake during the bike. What I FAILED to do was 

take in enough water. I wouldn’t find this out until I got out on the run course and discovered my 
stomach stopped working. But I should have figured this out while on the bike because my energy 
levels were dropping near the end of the ride. 

�  Due to the wet conditions, there were a lot of flat tires and quite a few crashes. Normally I am 
aggressive on the bike descents but not today. My decision was validated when I tried to apply my 
breaks just before a sharp turn and they didn’t work. Normally my brakes are very responsive but 
this time as I applied more and more pressure to the break pads, I could almost hear them say, 
“Oh, you want us to slow you down? Now? Well, OK but we’re going to take our time.” I made the 
turn but felt the shot of adrenaline kick in as I nearly missed the corner and came close to taking 
out the volunteer standing there. Lesson learned. 

�  The only person from Texas Iron I saw was Joe Gardner. He always teases me about beating me 
on the bike so I was completely tickled with myself when I passed him at mile 56. He was stopped 
in the “special needs bags” area getting some stuff out of his bag. I yelled at him, “Hey Joe!” and 
smiled as I went whizzing by. Right after I did that I realized that I just gave him ammunition to 
chase me down. Had I kept my mouth shut, he wouldn’t have known I passed him and 
consequently wouldn’t have a sense of urgency to catch me. Darn! He caught me awhile later. 
Truth be told it was great to see him. We chatted for a minute or two and then he took off. He 
looked very strong and I was happy to see him chase down the cyclists in front of us. Me? I didn’t 
have it in my legs. I was too cold. (Race results would later show that I still “beat” Joe on the bike 
– only by about 90 seconds. He kicked my butt on the overall race time, but I still got a tickle 
because at least I beat him at something  �  ) 

�  I saw Leary, Mom, Dad, and Petra twice in Verona. It was so nice to know they were out on the 
course and their cheers gave me a much needed boost. I yelled the status of things to Leary as I 
rolled by: on the first loop -> “I’m cold but OK.”; on the second loop -> “I’m getting really tired and 
still cold.” I could tell he was worried. 

�  I didn’t “hear” from my crotch until around mile 80, but it was more of an, “OK, are we getting off 
the bike soon?” rather than a, “Get off NOW!” I could feel pressure where the stitches had 
been…but nothing more. Whew! 

�  Spectators on the course included pirates, men dressed as women (one guy had a sign that said 
“Free at the finish line” – wonder if he actually had any takers?), one woman with a drum – 
pounding out a slow beat that helped get the cyclists into a rhythm when climbing the steepest hill 
on the course at Mount Horab. And of course, lots of cows…but they didn’t know they were 
considered spectators. 

�  Some athletes were so scantily clad all they had on were bathing suits or singlets. Their skin was 
a bright pink as a result. 

�  The spirit of most athletes on the course was that of commiseration. Athletes seemed to help one 
another more than usual, even if it was just a simple “way to go” or “looking strong”. We all just 



wanted to get through this. But of course there was the occasional jerk (male of course) who 
would go whizzing by, the “whump, whump, whump” of his disk wheel sounding his presence. This 
would be the same guy who would end up changing a flat down the road, or in some cases, would 
be hauled off by an ambulance (I saw two instances of this) because he overshot a corner and 
ended up in a ditch. I don’t mind people riding fast, just don’t endanger other cyclists. 

�  It was mentally tough to keep going since I was so cold. And rather than getting faster as I usually 
do around mile 80 of a long bike ride, I started to slow down. My legs just wouldn’t GO! 

�  At one point I attempted to climb out of the saddle. I swerved and nearly crashed because my 
arms and legs weren’t working properly – too stiff and cold. So I decided that wasn’t a good idea 
and remained in the saddle for the rest of the ride. 

�  I saw a woman with tube socks over her hands. I was envious since I could no longer shift my bike 
with my fingers and had to use the palm of my hands because my fingers were frozen. I wondered 
if I should have kept my wetsuit on! 

�  I passed a woman who was stopped with her bike on the road at the base of the big hill at Mount 
Horab. She had her head down and may have been crying. There was a squad car behind her. I 
turned around and yelled back to her, “KEEP GOING – YOU CAN DO IT!” She looked up at me 
and gave a weak smile. I smiled back. 

�  I was in a zone climbing the last set of hills before heading back to Madison. Tons of people lined 
the hills – Tour de France style - shouting and yelling, “Come on! You’re almost there! Looking 
strong!” I heard them, but didn’t see them as I completely zoned out everything but a small spot 
just in front of me. In retrospect it felt like I was bonking. I told myself to snap out of it and focus – 
just get to the top. 

�  Finally! Relief heading back into town – yeah I’m going to finish the bike! Then I heard a loud 
“ping” as I went over the bazillionth bump in the road. A bolt on my bike seat broke. I said out loud 
to no one in particular, “Are you flipping kidding me?” Luckily I was only approximately 4 miles 
from the finish line. My bike seat wobbled back and forth and I decided to sit up and put my weight 
to the front of my seat to stop the rocking. My crotch was not amused. 

�  I went around and around up the helix and back in towards the Convention Center. I’m used to 
flying off my bike and running into T2. Not this time. As I got off my bike I was shocked to see how 
stiff I was. I literally hobbled, bow-legged across the timing mat and handed my bike to a 
volunteer. I continued this modified running form into the Monona Terrace and into T2. 

�  Andrea Fisher best summed up the new “fad” out on the bike course: 
“I’ve decided to invest in the “aero garbage bag”.  It seemed to be the “thing” last week.   $5,000+ 
dollar bikes, $2,000+ dollar aero wheels, top of the line aero helmets and a BIG ASS FLAPPING 
GARBAGE BAG over the rider.  There’s gotta be a better way….” 

 
 

     
Mom, Dad, Petra, and Leary trying to stay dry and out of the wind in Verona as cyclists completed the 
2 loop course through town. Flags blowing horizontally indicating there was indeed wind! 
 



     
Starting out with a dry jacket despite the rain…and ending up soaked to the bone. 

 
   

THE RUN (26.2 miles) 
 
No matter how many times I tell myself not to think of the run as a “marathon” in an Ironman, when I 
set foot out onto the run course, the first words through my mind are, “Holy crap, I can’t believe I have 
to run 26.2 miles now!!!!” This particular day was made worse by the fact that it was STILL raining!!! 
 
In keeping with the “two loop” theme, the run course follows suit with two 13.1 mile loops starting at 
Monona Terrace and heading out past the Capital, through UW-Madison Campus, into and out of the 
big sports stadium, through downtown, and then out along the lake and back. Again, it’s a great 
course for athletes because there is a lot to “see” along the way (unlike, say Hawaii which is more or 
less lava fields – ugg!) and it’s great for the spectators because they can see their athletes multiple 
times. 
 
Before I headed out onto the run course, I took my sweet time in T2 trying to get warm and put on 
whatever remaining dry clothes I had. (My T2 time would be around 8 minutes which seemed like a 
lifetime. I would later find out that the longest T2 time by an athlete for the day was 93 minutes!!) I 
opted to keep my Texas Iron singlet and arm warmers on, even though they were soaked, because 
quite frankly I didn’t have anything else to put on. But I did manage to score a dry rain jacket. I ran into 
T2 and my mind was frantically spinning – What can I put on to keep dry? What can I put on? I don’t 
have anything! Then it occurred to me that I just saw Leary and family. THEY would have dry clothes 
– even if it was what they were wearing. I told the volunteer helping me in T2 to “hold on” and that I 
would be right back. She stood there rather dumbfounded as I ran out of T2 and back into the hallway 
where I just saw Leary. My eyes scanned frantically. They were gone! Wait! I saw LeeAnn in the 
doorway and I screamed to her. I proceeded to apologize to the volunteer who’s ear was right in front 
of my mouth. Sorry! I got her attention (if any of you have ever ridden with me, I yelled with the same 
volume and intensity as when I yell “Car Back!”, so that should give you an idea  �   ). Leary came 
running over and I said, “Give me your jacket!” No questions asked, he pulled off the windbreaker he 
had on (which he got at a dollar store the day before) and handed it to me. I ran back into T2 
changing area and the volunteer who was standing there with my bag thought I had decided to quit 
the race. “Not a chance”, I said. 
 



     
Running through T2 to change out of bike gear and into running gear. Giving a “high five” to family. 
Leary’s “third outfit” – each time I saw him on the course I yelled at him to give me his jacket so he 

changed clothes as often as I did  �  
 

      
Note the jacket Leary was wearing on the bike course. Note the (same) jacket I was now wearing on 

the run course in the UW-Madison Stadium. 
 
 
 
Run Highlights: 
�  Despite having dry pants, dry socks (on my feet and an extra pair over my hands), dry shoes (for 

the time being), and Leary’s wind breaker, I was still cold on the run. I vowed NEVER to complain 
about being hot again  �  

�  I visited EVERY port-a-potty between miles 1 and 6, including running into a fire station to use 
their bathroom. The fire fighters were sitting outside watching the event, and I came running up 
and said, “Can I please use your bathroom NOW!?” One guy escorted me to the facilities. It was 
so nice and clean and warm inside I had all I could do not to just stay put. It was at this time I 
realized my stomach was NOT going to cooperate at all. Let’s just say that I unloaded what was in 
my lower intestinal tract while the contents of my upper intestinal tract kept threatening me with 
that “throw up” feeling. 

�  I saw Andrea running back towards the capital and heading for her second loop as I started my 
first loop. She looked great and I yelled, “Way to go Andrea” as we passed each other. She didn’t 
recognize me, however, because I had the hood of my windbreaker pulled up over my face and at 



that moment I looked more like Kenny from the South Park cartoon. See photos below if you need 
a visual  �   

�  I saw Jamie (my coach) out on the course several times. He was on his mountain bike 
harassing…I mean cheering on the Texas Iron athletes (smile). Again, it was great to see a 
familiar face and hear his encouragement to just keep going. 

�  My original running goals were to run the entire course and target a 9:45 min/mile pace. Judging 
by how the first 6 miles went, THAT was not going to happen. So my “new” running goals were 
simple - just finish and don’t throw up. 

�  There was a guy wearing his swim cap while running. I told him I thought that was a brilliant idea 
and he responded with, “I’m just trying to keep my head warm and dry.” Other “creative” running 
outfits included: a guy running in a tuxedo (not sure why but he looked warm!), people wearing 
various forms of garbage bags, solar blanket warming wraps, and anything else to help keep the 
wind and rain off. 

�  From mile 6 to 26 I alternated between running and walking. My stomach was still not happy with 
me. I would run just to the point where I would nearly throw up, and then I would stop and walk 
until I was so cold I couldn’t stand it anymore, and then I would run again until nearly throwing up. 
So it was a constant juggle between barfing and staying warm. 

�  Running through the UW-Stadium should have been a really great feeling – the stands looming 
overhead, the feeling of energy and enthusiasm from fans of past games. Instead it was just about 
getting through it.  

�  Around mile 12, I saw Leary and family. Yeay!! I can’t remember if I was in run or walk mode but I 
stopped and explained what was happening with my stomach. Leary looked concerned. I said I 
would keep going. I then proceeded to steal my Mom’s mittens. When I put them on I could still 
feel the warmth from her hands. Ahhh!!! 

�   Special needs stop was at mile 13.1 so I stopped and got my second flask of calories – just in 
case. I wasn’t taking much in before that point for fear I would throw it up. Just beyond special 
needs was the turn around point. I ran over the timing mat and prepared to start the whole loop 
over again. 13.1 miles down, 13.1 miles to go. 

�  I saw Leary out on the run course again a little later and this time he had a present for me. A 
garbage bag! SWEET! He already tore holes in it for my head and arms. When he put it on me I 
felt instant warmth. NOTHING was going to get through this thing!  

�  I’m not sure when it got dark since it was dreary all day, but suddenly I found myself running along 
lit streets, the “swish, swish, swish” of my garbage bag keeping me company. Volunteers were 
now handing out those glow tubes so I got one and put it around my neck. I figured it might 
generate a little warmth  �  

�  At mile 18 there was a huge electronic board that would display special messages for athletes 
when their chip was read. I looked for the message that Leary typed in a few days ago but it didn’t 
come up. Drat! So instead I remembered the joke message that Lon made for me (on behalf of 
Leary): “Sorry I threw out your cup”. It was an inside joke but definitely enough to make me smile. 
After the race I asked Leary what he typed and he said, “Peune, you rock! Love Woob.” 

�  I saw Jim and Vicki running together and that made me feel good. I was happy to see Jim hanging 
in there – it was his first Ironman and I knew the weather wouldn’t get to him! 

�  I talked to quite a few other athletes out on the run course who were also in various stages of 
running or walking - everyone encouraging each other on. And the volunteers were spectacular!!! 
They were just as cold and wet as we were but their spirit and enthusiasm kept us going – not to 
mention the warm chicken broth they had available! 

�  Mile 25 came and I decided to try to run the remaining 1.2 miles. No go. I didn’t want my finish 
picture to be of me barfing OR having vomit on my garbage bag. So I went back to walking. Like I 
was in a hurry at this point! 

�  Mile 26 came and I tried running again. This time it worked. The cheer of the finish line crowd kept 
me going. As I headed towards the Capital I could see all the crowds and I could hear Mike Riley, 
the voice of Ironman and the announcer say, “You are an Ironman”. I knew Tom and LeeAnn were 
finish line catcher volunteers. Must get to Tom and LeeAnn! 



�  I ran down the finishers chute and decided to do my traditional cartwheel. My cartwheel is usually 
done in celebration but this time, it was more of an act of defiance against the elements I had 
endured during the day (sort of raising the proverbial middle finger to the weather and the course). 
I made sure no one was behind me, I slipped my arms out of my garbage bag and bunched it 
around my neck like a cape, and just short of the finish line I let it rip and flew into a cartwheel. 
Like most things during the day, this proved to be more difficult than I realized. As I was whirling 
around, I felt my right arm start to collapse. OH CRAP!!! Luckily for momentum, I had enough 
oomph to get myself around and upright, otherwise I was dangerously close to doing a face plant. 
The crowds cheered and I crossed the finish line and ran into the arms of Tom and LeeAnn. I was  
finally done! 

   
My “Kenny from South Park” look on the run (except Kenny is in orange  �  )! 

 

     
Great to see family at mile 13. Styling in my “garbage bag” – oh yeah! The Capital, and the finish line!! 
 
 
THE FINISH LINE (140.6 miles later) 
 
As soon as I crossed the finish line, Tom and LeeAnn were immediately by my side. I have no idea 
where they came from but I was so thankful to have an arm around them as they escorted me over to 
where the photos were being taken. Before I knew it, I had my finisher’s medal around my neck, 
LeeAnn had gotten my finisher’s shirt for me, and I was in line to have my photo taken. After photos, 
Tom and LeeAnn walked me towards Monona Terrace because all I wanted was warmth. We got 
inside and at some point Leary, Mom, Dad, and Petra found us.  
 



Thanks to LeeAnn, I got changed into warm, dry clothes (which included LeeAnn’s flannel lined pants, 
Mom’s vest, and Petra’s sweater over my lap). Once I got into dry clothes, my stomach decided to let 
loose via my mouth. I can honestly say that chocolate endurox and oranges look EXACTLY the same 
going down at mile 1 as they do coming up beyond mile 26.2. 
 
We made it back to the hotel and in between throwing up and being extremely dizzy, I managed to 
shower and crawl into bed. I can’t remember the last time I slept in socks but I was still cold. My 
brother had the hotel send up 3 trays of fruits, veggies, cheeses, and crackers with a “congratulations” 
note. He couldn’t make the race but he was with me in spirit. 
 
It was a long night and Leary woke me up around 1am to see if I could eat anything. The watermelon I 
ate earlier came back up within a few minutes so I decided not to try it again. He let me sleep and fell 
into his own exhausted slumber. I woke up 4-5 times that night, each time I had to go to the bathroom 
which surprised me considering I hadn’t drank anything since after the race. The third time I got up, I 
actually felt like I could eat something so I sat at the little desk and munched on some of the 
cantaloupe, watermelon, crackers, and cheese. Everything tasted good and seemed to stay down so I 
went back to bed. 
 
The next day I awoke and felt pretty good. My stomach was still sore, I had tiny broken blood vessels 
around my eyes from dry heaving, and my kneecaps (yes, kneecaps) hurt. Other than that, I was 
good to go. I didn’t even have the “post Ironman stiff legs hobble”! 
 
We met up with family and headed back to Monona Terrace to the awards luncheon. There was a 
sense of unity amongst all the athletes as we “survived” what was thrown at us race day. Katja 
Schmacher, the overall women’s winner, summed it up best when her awards speech started with, 
“Jesus Christ, what a day!” 
 
 
What Did I Learn? 
Despite it being one heck of a race day, I wouldn’t change a thing. OK, maybe to have 5 minutes of 
NO RAIN at some point during the day, but other than that, not a thing. Up to this point, my half and 
full ironman races have always taken place in ideal conditions. I knew my days were numbered and 
my luck wouldn’t hold out forever. So what did I learn? 
 
�  ALWAYS pack a towel in T1 and T2 bags. Socks or bandanas do NOT work the same way as a 

towel. 
�  ALWAYS pack a garbage bag in T1 and T2 bags just in case it’s raining. Laugh at this if you will, 

but a thin layer of plastic made a huge difference for me on the run  �  
�  Drink, drink, drink water on the bike. Even if I’m freezing my whoo-hass off, force water down 

because its so important to keep calories moving through my system. 
�  If I think I’m having a bad day, there’s always someone else having a worse day. Remain positive 

and no matter what, just keep going!!! 
�  Use anger as a motivational force. Seems like when I am faced with adversity, I go through this 

progression:  
1. OK, here goes nothing  
2. Holy crap this is hard  
3. I really want to quit  
4. (anger starts to replace feeling of giving up)  
5. G** D*** IT! THIS SUCKS AND I©M GOING TO FINISH IT IF IT KILLS ME!!!!!!  

�  Cheetos and a box of chocolates CAN make everything better! 
 
 



     
FINALLY, the finish line (albeit 90 minutes slower than I expected). My heros – LeeAnn and Tom as 

“catchers” at the finish line. 
 

     
Dry clothes at last! A few minutes later not feeling so good. Made it back to the hotel – whew! 

 
 

   
Wonderful food trays from my brother, Trent. My hero – Leary – who gave me the jacket off his back, 
several times…literally. 
 
 
 
 
 



POST RACE & “ SPRINT TRI”  COOLDOWN 
 
Monday after the race was filled with awards banquet festivities, eating, sharing war stories with 
friends, eating, a tour of the Trek factory (compliments of Andrea and Jamie), eating, relaxing on the 
drive from Madison back to St. Paul, Minnesota and, did I mention eating?  
 
So the big question: Would I do Wisconsin again? Yes. Anytime soon? No. 
In fact, I felt sorry for those who registered for Ironman Wisconsin 2007. The race sold out in 45 
minutes and was officially “closed” by the time the awards banquet rolled around. Funny thing was 
that when the announcer asked who in the room is coming back in 2007, I could count on 1 hand how 
many people stood up. 
 
The following weekend Leary and I found ourselves at Inks Lake state park in Texas (about an hour 
north of Austin). Saturday was a long, supported bike ride. Andrea and I rode 64 miles and treated it 
like a “rolling buffet” as we slowly made our way from rest stop to rest stop. Leary rode 100 miles with 
our friend Danny who is getting ready for Ironman Florida in November. We camped overnight and on 
Sunday at 8:15am I found myself standing thigh deep in Inks Lake, getting ready to start the swim of a 
sprint distance triathlon. Now if you’re thinking, “Why the heck is she doing another race after an 
Ironman?”, you are not alone. Let’s just say that this seemed like a good idea 2 months ago when I 
signed up for the race as a PARTICIPANT (not as a racer). I have to admit we had a good time that 
weekend and I thank Andrea for dragging my butt out there both on the bike course on Sat and the 
race course on Sun.  
 
As for my bike crash injury? When I got back on my bike for the 64 mile supported ride, I think I heard 
my crotch say, “You’re getting back on a bike? Are you kidding?!?” No I wasn’t. By the end of the 64 
miles, I was again uncomfortable sitting on my bike seat and around mile 40 I actually stuffed a folded 
bandana down my padded bike pants. It helped a little.  
 
I can now honestly say that we (myself and my crotch) are ready to take some time off. Of course, 
that is until motorcycle classes start at the end of September. Hopefully the motorcycle seat will be a 
tad more comfortable than my bike seat  �  
 
 
 

    
The Texas Iron “gang” at the awards ceremony. The hardest earned finisher’s medal! 

 
 



   
Cheetos and a box of chocolates – THE post-ironman recovery food (next to chicken wings  � ) 

The Trek factory tour – me posting with the first bike with aerobars used by Greg LeMond in the Tour 
de France, mid 1980’s (gotta LOVE the color!). The group checking out how frames are made. 

 
 

   
Burnet Tri-Hard sprint triathlon – heading to the start line with breakfast in my mouth. 

Andrea and I post-race: she rocked and won overall female, I won my age group – not bad after an 
Ironman!!! 

 
 


