Just back from a “recovery” run and would like to give you a resume of my Ironman France!

As already stated, Andy had a pretty strong race – 49 minutes faster than 2008 – but I unfortunately did not finish due to illness!

 Andy had coached me & we had trained a lot together & in theory we knew there should not be much difference in our potential finishing times – who would come out “on top”?

Well, when Andy came out of the water, through transition & couldn’t see my bike & then never passed me on the bike he began to think that maybe I was “having a stormer”! He didn’t realise that I was really only just in front of him into T1 and then taking my time risking disqualification for nudity in the “women’s” side of the change tent!! He didn’t know that he had “won our little race” until just before the last lap of his run when he heard me screaming at him from the side! I tell you what, he even managed a “Clive Blakie” type sprint at the end & looked very strong! I was very proud of him & have never seen him finding it difficult to walk before!

I only truly realised how much the race was “me against me” when I finally stood on the start line! I had been poorly with a tummy upset since the Tues & was lucky to be able to start. Immodium got me through the swim without too much mishap & taking Dr Kirsty Jones’ advice thoroughly on board I then began to “drink for England” & survival! The Nice Ironman bike route is stunningly beautiful & the support en route from the locals & volunteers was fantastic & in spite of my weakened state I was able to soak up the atmosphere & the beauty. However, no calories meant no energy & after the first easy 12 miles I then began to really suffer!

This could be a very long story, but suffice it to say that chronic diahorrea, no toilets, 34 deg heat & all those hills do not mix! I slowed to a glorious 11.9 mph average & eventually started to realise I was running out of time! I hadn’t previously taken much notice of the cut off times but realised just in time that I could make the penultimate split at 118 km if I tried! My watch said I had 2 minutes to spare. However I was then told I basically had to make it back to Nice in an average of 20 mph??!! 

Soon after that I nearly cried & nearly got on the “sweeper” bus – which by now I was very much aware of up my derriere – but I decided it was more dignified to ride back into  Nice, even if they wouldn’t let me start the marathon! I “only” had about 36 miles to go & I knew a lot of that was down hill, so off I set. 

What happened next? Well, after another swift dash into the non-existent bushes (visit number 5) & some all too brief enjoyment of some fast descending (think I must have reached a heady 25 mph – Andy said there was a head wind), I realised at 88 miles that I had a front wheel flat! The “straw that finally broke my back”! Those of you that know me know how long it would have taken to fix! My race ended there & I actually got a lift back on the red cross ambulance – which is another long story!

The story doesn’t end there of course! I was bundled into the medical tent & told I had to lie on a bed until I saw a doctor! I was surrounded by lots of sprawled out groaning “bodies” on drips & started to make a big noise about being fine & not needing to be there – wanting of course to see Andy finish! It worked & I made it out – hurrah! Watching the finishers on the run was amazing, but I began to realise that it was probably a good thing that I had missed the cut off point & not started the run as I think I could have been in even more of a state…………!

There’s loads more, but just talk to me & I’ll tell you. Please don’t be sorry, be proud & be inspired – as I was by my friends out in Lanzarote - & have belief in what your body can do! 

Diane Chaney.
